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Naughty Excerpt from “Goddess's Fertile Passion Awakened”

My harem and I were back at our camp. We had left so long ago. Twenty levels ago. The world was ending, but at this moment, I was just glad to see my women, the ones who didn't come on adventures with us, rushing towards us. They all had smiles on their faces, joy in their eyes.

My adventuring women and I had survived the insanity of Regalius, the lost capital of the sundered Inferius Empire. We had had to deal with pain from Twist's and Kulri's pasts. They had suffered much, taken wounds to their hearts, but they had emerged with the rest of us.

“Marcus,” Shelly moaned in delight. My delightful cook, the reward for the first quest I had ever taken back before I had even been pulled into this world. Back when I thought Shattered Passions was just a sexy MMORPG. A VR game that allowed me to form a harem of hot women and enjoy their naughty storylines.

I never expected to be pulled into the game. But here I was in the flesh. In heavy armor. A cape flowing behind me. An ax in hand that I sheathed. I smiled as Shelly knelt before me, wearing only a white apron trimmed in pink lace. Her small breasts peeked out, her nipples nearly the same shade as the frills. She wore her brown hair in a pair of adorable pigtails.

“Welcome back, Marcus,” she moaned again and reached for my leather pants. I wore heavy plates strapped over it to protect my thighs and shins. She deftly undid it and reached in to draw out my dick. Pierced by a cock ring I'd gained back in my first adventure, my shaft throbbed in her hand. She licked it, brushing the fertility ring.

Just once, I could breed a woman. It didn't matter if she was ovulating or not. She would get pregnant if I activated it. I had never figured out whom to use it on. It had to be on someone special. Someone perfect.

Iris, my pixie companion, flew by in a blur of shimmering wings. Pink dust trailed behind her. She landed on my head, grabbing my black hair. I had a mane like I was a French knight from the middle ages. In fact, I was a Crusader, one of the ultimate classes in the game. Level 60. Nearly at the level cap.

Ten more to go.

Shelly licked my cock again, brushing the ring. Pleasure shot down my shaft as the other women joined us. They had such big smiles on their lips, all of them gorgeous in their own ways. A diverse group of beauties.

“Hey, Marcus,” Haîcze purred. My sylph explorer had a wicked grin on her lips. Her gray eyes playful. A wind that seemed to touch only her fluttered her white hair about her shoulders. She had hands on her hips, her small breasts topped by dark-blue nipples. “Mmm, you've been gone awhile. Got any good loot?”

“Oh, I have something that will interest you.”

Her eyes flicked down to my cock that Shelly was licking. “I bet you do.”

“Lass, either suck on his cock or let me do it,” grunted Okzira, my dwarven blacksmith. “Just stop playing with it!”

Shelly squeaked and slid her lips over my cock. She nursed.

“Well, boyo, got some new gear, I see. You took your sweet time coming back.”

“That I did,” I said, savoring her cavalier attitude. She was a busty dwarf, curvaceous and lovely. She might be short, but she had so much personality jiggling out of her. Large tits, plump ass, thick thighs. Both her nipples and clit were pierced by gold rings, her skin a deep tan, and her eyes beguiling.

“We were getting worried,” Nîya, my equally busty dryad, said. She had a motherly smile on her lips, and a motherly set of tits. Her brown nipples beaded with her breast milk, as sweet to suckle from as Kulri's tits, my elven Psionicist. Nîya's startling-green eyes looked me up and down and nodded in satisfaction. “I'm glad you are whole and hale.”

“We had an adventure,” said Twist. No, no, her real name was Yha'arzo. She'd learned that it wasn't given to her by her adopted father, a bastard orc named Grunt, but by her dragon-mother.

“Of course you did,” Aebussi said. My changeling leatherworker jumped excitedly in place, her large breasts bouncing and heaving together. She had a flowering vine, dotted with red blossoms, tattooed on her left boob. Her hairless pussy dripped with excitement. Short, green hair swayed about her cute face. “Mmm, and you're going on another one, aren't you?”

Shelly stopped suckling for a moment. Then she resumed.

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

My harem and I were back at our camp. We had left so long ago. Twenty levels ago. The world was ending, but at this moment, I was just glad to see my women, the ones who didn't come on adventures with us, rushing towards us. They all had smiles on their faces, joy in their eyes.

My adventuring women and I had survived the insanity of Regalius, the lost capital of the sundered Inferius Empire. We had had to deal with pain from Twist's and Kulri's pasts. They had suffered much, taken wounds to their hearts, but they had emerged with the rest of us.

“Marcus,” Shelly moaned in delight. My delightful cook, the reward for the first quest I had ever taken back before I had even been pulled into this world. Back when I thought Shattered Passions was just a sexy MMORPG. A VR game that allowed me to form a harem of hot women and enjoy their naughty storylines.

I never expected to be pulled into the game. But here I was in the flesh. In heavy armor. A cape flowing behind me. An ax in hand that I sheathed. I smiled as Shelly knelt before me, wearing only a white apron trimmed in pink lace. Her small breasts peeked out, her nipples nearly the same shade as the frills. She wore her brown hair in a pair of adorable pigtails.

“Welcome back, Marcus,” she moaned again and reached for my leather pants. I wore heavy plates strapped over it to protect my thighs and shins. She deftly undid it and reached in to draw out my dick. Pierced by a cock ring I'd gained back in my first adventure, my shaft throbbed in her hand. She licked it, brushing the fertility ring.

Just once, I could breed a woman. It didn't matter if she was ovulating or not. She would get pregnant if I activated it. I had never figured out whom to use it on. It had to be on someone special. Someone perfect.

Iris, my pixie companion, flew by in a blur of shimmering wings. Pink dust trailed behind her. She landed on my head, grabbing my black hair. I had a mane like I was a French knight from the middle ages. In fact, I was a Crusader, one of the ultimate classes in the game. Level 60. Nearly at the level cap.

Ten more to go.

Shelly licked my cock again, brushing the ring. Pleasure shot down my shaft as the other women joined us. They had such big smiles on their lips, all of them gorgeous in their own ways. A diverse group of beauties.

“Hey, Marcus,” Haîcze purred. My sylph explorer had a wicked grin on her lips. Her gray eyes playful. A wind that seemed to touch only her fluttered her white hair about her shoulders. She had hands on her hips, her small breasts topped by dark-blue nipples. “Mmm, you've been gone awhile. Got any good loot?”

“Oh, I have something that will interest you.”

Her eyes flicked down to my cock that Shelly was licking. “I bet you do.”

“Lass, either suck on his cock or let me do it,” grunted Okzira, my dwarven blacksmith. “Just stop playing with it!”

Shelly squeaked and slid her lips over my cock. She nursed.

“Well, boyo, got some new gear, I see. You took your sweet time coming back.”

“That I did,” I said, savoring her cavalier attitude. She was a busty dwarf, curvaceous and lovely. She might be short, but she had so much personality jiggling out of her. Large tits, plump ass, thick thighs. Both her nipples and clit were pierced by gold rings, her skin a deep tan, and her eyes beguiling.

“We were getting worried,” Nîya, my equally busty dryad, said. She had a motherly smile on her lips, and a motherly set of tits. Her brown nipples beaded with her breast milk, as sweet to suckle from as Kulri's tits, my elven Psionicist. Nîya's startling-green eyes looked me up and down and nodded in satisfaction. “I'm glad you are whole and hale.”

“We had an adventure,” said Twist. No, no, her real name was Yha'arzo. She'd learned that it wasn't given to her by her adopted father, a bastard orc named Grunt, but by her dragon-mother.

“Of course you did,” Aebussi said. My changeling leatherworker jumped excitedly in place, her large breasts bouncing and heaving together. She had a flowering vine, dotted with red blossoms, tattooed on her left boob. Her hairless pussy dripped with excitement. Short, green hair swayed about her cute face. “Mmm, and you're going on another one, aren't you?”

Shelly stopped suckling for a moment. Then she resumed.

“The world's ending,” said GeeGee. That wasn't the elven alchemist's real name. She had one harder to say than Kulri. “We've felt the shaking. We've ventured into a few of the cities... There is panic.”

“The First Tree is dead,” said Kulri.

GeeGee gasped. Her pointed ears drooped. She shook her head, her long braid of black hair dancing down her back. Her hands slid down her body, abandoning massaging her small breasts. “No. That's horrible.”

“We have a plan to put it right,” I groaned, Shelly sucking harder.

“Of course, Lord Marcus doth have a plan that shall prevent the destruction of this fair world,” said Ashi. An angel named Ädfomashi had her white wings folded behind her. Ruby eyes stared at me while her golden hair fell in ringlets about her doll-like face. Statues of her adorned my compound. She was my architect and had a bit of an ego. She had only one style of decoration. She had dainty glasses perched on her nose. Her large breasts, topped with golden nipples, rose and fell. Milk beaded on them.

All female angels lactated.

“I pray that thy plan, Lord Marcus, does not involve that sinful and slatternly creature that doth lurk behind thee for verily is it known that the pit of womanhood of a succubus is a nest of vipers,” she said.

“It doesn't,” I groaned, savoring Shelly sucking harder. She bobbed her head. “That nest of vipers is Thābi. She has an amazing cunt. I tamed her with my cock, so play nice with her, Ashi.”

“As thou wish, Lord Marcus, so shall I obey for I am thine leal and lusty servant who doth wish to follow all of thine commands no matter how depraved they may be,” Ashi purred, the golden light around her head pulsing. Her halo, like Dëshoma's, showed her mood.

“Ooh, we'll have fun, cutie,” Thābi promised. I had tamed her in Lost Regalius. She had tried to make me her bitch and failed.

“Pray tell, what is thy plan to save the world from its imminent destruction, Lord Marcus?” Ashi asked.

Kulri stepped up and held the acorn that used to be her sister. The abused girl, wanting to end her own pain, had agreed to be turned into the potential for a new Tree to reunite the world. Tormented by the same sadistic fucker who had broken Kulri, the elven girl had allowed him to do one more thing to her.

Now she was the hope of the world.

“This acorn must be fertilized by Shuwëmeri herself,” I said. The Goddess of Fertility was the one who'd given me that cock ring Shelly's tongue played with. “I have to get to her, put this in her pussy, and fuck her hard. Then we plant it and save the world. Simple, right?”

Ashi's halo pulsed in shock. “Thy task is next to impossible, Lord Marcus, for to accomplish thy quest thou must reach the Pearly Gates that doth lie behind the Hierophant's Throne in his grand palace atop the Pinnacle, the tallest mountain that doth exist in this world. There, thou willst face the Gardeners, the Supernal Guards, the Virginal Choir, and then the Hierophant himself who hath been girded with the blessing of all Nine of the Gods of Light and Order.”

“Yeah,” I said, savoring Shelly's mouth. “Simple.”

“Yep,” said Twist. “We jusssst have to climb a little mountain and kill a priest. I love killing those hypocritical fuckerssss!”

“It is a great challenge that doth lie before us, and I do grieve that we are forced to pit our wills against the Holy Hierophant himself, but the Voice of the Gods has been corrupted by those foul and devilish Gods of Darkness and Chaos,” said Dëshoma in her flowery speech. She was passionate, her breasts fully exposed, round and quivering. Her skank skirt did not cover her cute ass nor her pussy covered in a down of blue pubic hair. “But Lord Marcus hath never shrunk from a challenge, so he will not flinch for this one, for if any can save our poor, doomed world, then it is him.”

“Fuck, yes!” Shorhe growled, my orc Weapon Master nodding.

“I'm with you to the end, Marcus Aurelius,” Kulri said. “You are my owner. Where you go, so do I.  We shall honor my sister's final act.”

I nodded to her, Shelly nursing with such passion on me. My dick throbbed in her mouth.

“Me, too, Marcus,” Maria said, her large breasts left exposed by the halter bra she wore. They quivered with such magnificent size. “I am your Samurai. I go where you do.”

That Submissive trait had guided her to the perfect end class for her.

“It's an honor to have you fight for me,” I groaned.

“I have some great buffs to keep you going,” Deillae, my feyborn Abbess said. She wore a wimple and veil like Dëshoma, though her habit didn't show off her tits and she had a thong hiding her pussy. Once a lesbian, she had been won over by my cock as had her lover, Shorhe.

“You know I'm in,” Éjyona said. “The Hierophant's the reason Pushijer's priesthood became corrupt. So I got a bullet with the chief apostate's name on it.” My halfling, her round breasts bouncing and pasties covering her nipples, grinned. A Spitfire, she could fire elemental bullets with the rifle slung over her shoulder.

“We shall set it to right,” said Thūwhi. My demonborn Martyr had a wicked-looking morning star, her ruddy and large breasts cupped in the bustier breastplate she wore. She looked ready to fight.

“Yes, we will,” I groaned, grabbing both of Shelly's brown pigtails. I fucked her mouth. I pumped away at that sucking delight. “Shelly!”

Her tongue played with my dick. The fertile cock ring twisted through the meat of my crown, stimulating me in such wonderful ways. I groaned, my face twisting with the delight of this moment. A big smile spread on my lips.

I hurtled closer and closer to cumming in her mouth. My balls tightened beneath her fingers' gentle massages. I buried to the back of her throat and drew back. She suckled hard. My dick twitched in her mouth, reveling in this delight. I groaned.

Erupted.

“Yes!” I gasped and fired spurt after spurt of my jizz into her mouth. I fired over and over again. I pumped my spunk into her mouth. It was such a passionate rush to dump my spunk into her.

She gulped it down with hunger. I shuddered, firing the last of my spunk into her mouth. I groaned, my chest rising and falling. I savored the delight. A big smile spread on my lips. I felt like a million dollars. Just so good from the bliss that had burst through me.

“Damn,” I groaned, shaking my head. “That was incredible.”

Shelly slid her mouth off my cock. “Oh, Marcus, that was so yummy.”

I winked at her.

The others swarmed in at me. Haîcze and Okzira were on me first. The dwarven blacksmith, her big tits heaving, knew how to strip me out of armor fast. Haîcze undid my cloak. It fluttered to the ground as Okzira undid the straps. Greaves, cuisses, then my breastplate and pauldrons came off. They were all dropped to the ground.

Iris buzzed around happily as boots were unlaced and pulled off. Haîcze ran her tongue over my chest and brushed my nipple. My dick throbbed. Okzira flicked it with her tongue as she dragged my pants down my muscular thighs.

“Ehglizi's fat ass, I missed you, boyo,” Okzira moaned. “The only cock better than my dildo.”

That was how I won her service. We had a competition. I fucked her better than anyone ever had. She left behind Liberus to be my armorer and weapon smith. She had talent, of course. And she had tits.

She and Haîcze pushed me to the ground. I could feel how eager they were to enjoy my body. Haîcze straddled my face. The sylph planted her pussy right on my mouth. That hairless, sweet snatch kissed me. Sucked at my lips. Inside her cunt swirled a vortex of pressure. It was incredible fucking her.

Okzira seemed to have claimed that honor. She held my dick as she straddled me. I couldn't see her, but I heard as those big tits of hers smacked together. Moans echoed around us as the rest of the harem fell into passion with each other.

My tongue slid along Haîcze's folds as Okzira lowered her thick bush down to my cock. Her curls tickled me. They felt amazing on me. I groaned, my crown loving their caress. A moment later, her cuntlips brushed my tip.

“Boyo, I have been craving this for days!” she moaned as she slid my cock through her bush to her taint. And then to her asshole. “Need your big dick in my ass.”

She sank her weight on my cock. I felt her anal ring widen and widen. Her sphincter stretched and stretched to swallow my dick and its piercing. I groaned into Haîcze's twat then shuddered as she popped over my flesh. I shuddered in delight, enjoying that hungry asshole devouring my dick.

“Goddamn fuck!” I howled into Haîcze's pussy, reveling in Okzira's asshole swallowing inch after inch of my cock.

I thrust my tongue into Haîcze's pussy. Her hot flesh rippled and swirled around me. I danced about in her, loving the way she caressed me. I swirled about in her, teasing her. Loving her. I savored the flavor of her pussy. The taste of her was exquisite.

My tongue danced about in her snatch. I loved her cunt. I savored the flavor of her twat. She tasted so good while my dick throbbed in Okzira's bowels. The dwarf had taken all of me, my cock ring massaging her anal sheath.

“Boyo!” she groaned. “That's it. That's what I need.”

“Mmm, enjoy him,” purred Haîcze. “Because I am. This dick is fantastic. I loved every moment of his cock in me. Ooh, and his tongue is dancing in my pussy.”

Her vortex sucked at my tongue. I loved the feel as I stroked about in her. The pressure kept my lips sealed tight to her pussy. I groaned into her snatch while Okzira slid up my cock. My piercing shifted around in my glans, an extra delight to her tight asshole. She felt incredible.

She slammed back down me. She took me to the hilt. It was incredible. I loved it. I groaned, my face twisting with delight. She gasped and moaned, her boobs smacking together as she rode me. I groaned, my nuts tightening.

This was a comfort. After the stress of the last few days, we needed to relax. Be fresh. The world had only days left to it. We couldn't afford to fail, so we had to be ready to charge in and save it. We had to be fresh. Ready to go.

And if we did fail...

No fucking way was that happening. I was saving this world. Its delights were too much to pass up.

I thrust my cock up into Okzira's asshole.

“Boyo!” she gasped, bouncing up my cock and slamming back down. Her hot asshole massaged me. I groaned, loving the feel of her bowels shifting my piercing around. It was outstanding. Her flesh clenched about me as I thrust up again.

She squealed her delight. I loved every moment of it. I savored the delight of her fucking her bowels up and down my dick. This amazing pleasure would burst out of me and flood her rectum. I licked Haîcze's twat with the same ferocity, swirling about, wanting to make her gasp and whimper. I had to do this perfectly.

“Yes, yes, yes,” my sylph moaned. “Oh, that's so good. Yes, yes, that's amazing, Marcus. You're amazing. I love it. I love it so much.”

My tongue danced around in her snatch. I licked and lapped at her pussy. I feasted on her as I fucked upward, bouncing Okzira on my dick. Her bowels squeezed about me, massaging me towards my orgasm.

My nuts tightened. My cock ring twisted in my crown, adding this extra bliss. The pressure reached that explosive delight. Okzira slammed her asshole down my cock, her tits smacking together with fleshy delight.

“Oh, yes, yes!” gasped Haîcze. “That's so good. Marcus!”

My sylph's sweet pussy juices gushed out of her along with a burst of wind flavored by her twat. I drank it down. I gulped down her pleasure. I swallowed gulp after gulp of pussy cream. I drank it down, savoring every last drop of cream. It was fantastic to enjoy.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I groaned, drinking down that wonderful cream.

Okzira's asshole slid up my cock, gripping me. I groaned, about to erupt.

“Boyo!” she howled and slammed down my dick.

Her asshole convulsed around my cock.

Her flesh went wild. As Haîcze soaked my mouth with her passion, Okzira's bowels massaged my cock. I hit that peak of pleasure. I erupted into her asshole.

“Fuck, yes!”

I spurted over and over again into her spasming asshole. I loved every moment of spurting my cum into her. I shuddered as her asshole rippled around me. I drank down every last gulp of Haîcze's pussy cream. It was wonderful to climax and drink her passion.

I groaned, my face contorted with the delight of this bliss. The pleasure slammed through my body with every eruption. I flooded Okzira's bowels with everything that I had in my balls. I shuddered, pumping spurt after spurt of cream into her anal sheath as she milked me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped into Haîcze as I unloaded in the dwarf.

“Boyo!” groaned Okzira, her asshole working out the last of my cum.

“Oh, Marcus, yes,” Haîcze moaned. “Ooh, that was wonderful. Just absolutely wonderful.”

“Yes, it was,” I panted, hitting the peak of my pleasure. It was so wonderful to be home.


Chapter Two: Playing with the Succubus

Twist (Yha'arzo)

“So, Thābi,” said Thūwhi. “What sort of skills do you bring to the harem besides being hot?”

Twist smiled. She liked the tone in Thūwhi's words. The demonborn Martyr didn't trust the succubus still. But Marcus had tamed her, and Twist knew just how effective he could be at that. The dragonborn Ninja rolled her shoulders as she thought about what to do.

Should she go by her real name, Yha'arzo? She had chosen Twist thinking her abusive adopted father, the orc-bastard Grunt, had given her the name Yha'arzo. Something exotic for the brothel. But it was the name her dead dragon-mother had given her.

Dragonborn, she had a human father which gave her that form. She had legs, arms, stood upright. Only her body was covered in red scales save for the pink bands of belly scales that ran from her pussy all the way to her neck. Her large boobs were covered by them, her nipples thrusting out on top. She had no hair on her body, her face human-like but scaly. She liked being dragonborn.

“Well, Thūwhi, not only am I hot,” said Thābi, “but that's my workshop.” She pointed to a new hut that had appeased. It was part of the magic of the camp. Any of Marcus's support lovers would have a corresponding shop. “I'm a woodcarver. I can whip up anything made of it.”

“Really?” Twist asked with a snort.

“Seems suspicious for a succubus to know woodcarving,” Shorhe said. The orc stood tall, her large breasts swaying. She had stripped naked with the rest of them. She had green skin, though not the same ugly puke-green of Grunt. Shorhe had a richer shade. She wore her long, purple hair in a ponytail that fell down her back. The tallest member of the harem, she even had a few inches on Marcus. Strong but sexy.

“Not really,” said Thābi. “I love making dildos. Wooden ones are the best. I can polish them so smooth you can bugger Thūwhi's tight ass without breaking a sweat.”

“I walk around with a butt plug up my ass, so it's not hard to bugger me,” Thūwhi said, turning around and bending over. She had a ruddy rump, her skin a dark crimson. A penumbra of shadow, an inverse halo, clad her. She had big breasts and black hair, her hips wiggling back and forth and flashing the sapphire on the tip. She had both her nipples pierced and connected by a chain. Devilish horns peeked out of her tresses.

“All us Acolytes do,” Deillae said. The pale-skinned feyborn Abbess bent over and did the same. She still wore her wimple and veil, the rest of her left exposed. She had a flowering vine tattoo that spiraled up her right thigh, went across her stomach, and wrapped around her left breast. Nestled between her butt-cheeks was a diamond. “Come and join us, Dëshoma. Show off that butt plug.”

“That doth sound like such a wicked thing for us to do to give the rude and horny succubus a thrill by showing off the naughty anal jewelry that doth adorn us,” Dëshoma purred. She, too, wore her red veil and white wimple.

An exhibitionist, she rushed up to Deillae and Thūwhi, bent over, and flashed her rump at the demon. The angelborn Seer had a ruby flashing between her cute butt-cheeks. Twist smiled at the sight. After Marcus, Dëshoma was the Ninja's favorite.

They used to bicker all the time. The flowery speech would grate on Twist, but now she enjoyed the run-on sentences that never quite seemed to stop unless you shoved a vibrator up her asshole. Well, first you had to rip out her butt plug.

“And thou canst see mine virgin pussy, too, which is fresh and pure and doth await a hard cock or thick dildo to penetrate and claim,” Dëshoma purred, spreading apart her pussy lips with her digits.

That was the work of her red veil. It kept her perpetually a virgin. The moment a cock or dildo or even fingers ripped out of her, she would regrow her maidenhead and have to be deflowered all over again. It was quite the stirring delight for Marcus.

“So, is it better than this dildo?” asked Twist. She pulled out the dildo that was in her pouch. It was a golden shaft attached to a leather harness. Okzira's work, of course.

“My, my, that is nice, but mine are better,” said Thābi. “Still.” The succubus knelt, her bat-like wings draping over her back like a leathery cloak. She had pale skin and black hair, devil horns thrusting through them. Her shadowy aura grew darker, making it seem like she was in her own personal twilight. “But, I suppose, you can use it on me, Twist.”

The Ninja smiled.

“It is a great dildo,” said Maria. She wore her halter bra which made her round tits into boobs as big as mine. The human Samurai had a big smile on her lips, her red hair spilling about her face. She had a bush, dripping with her juices, that was as fiery as her hair.

“It is a stirring delight,” Kulri said. The elven Psionicist grabbed the platinum chain connecting her two nipple clamps and yanked on them. The busty elf quivered as the teeth bit into her nipples. Rapture crossed her face. Her pale-blonde hair swayed down her back. “Just exquisite.”

“Boy, she's a kinky one,” Thābi said.

“You have no idea,” Twist said. “The kinkiest one of the bunch of us, which is saying a lot.”

“Yep!” Éjyona said. The halfling Spitfire had ripped off the leather pasties she wore, exposing her hard nipples. She was a short thing, shorter than Okzira, but definitely no child with those womanly hips and round breasts. They were only small for her size but perfectly proportioned.

Twist did not understand how the halfling took every inch of Marcus's cock in her pussy. His shaft must jam into her guts, but she didn't mind. Maybe her pussy is like a traveling bag, thought Twist as she advanced on Thābi. It can hold far more than you'd think.

Stopping behind the succubus, whose tail swished back and forth, Twist stepped into the harness. Her boobs hardly jiggled. Her bands of belly scales made them stiff. She clinked her tongue stud against the back of her teeth as she worked the harness higher and higher up her hips until she had the dildo seated against the folds of her pussy.

Against her clit.

“Mmm, who am I going to eat out while Twist fucks...” Thābi trailed off as Éjyona plopped down before her, spread her legs, and grinned at her. “Well, never mind.”

“Enjoy!” said Éjyona. She still wore her goggles, though thrust up so as not to cover her eyes. It was her “steampunkish” look, a term from Marcus's world that meant cool in an Éjyona sort of way. Something to do with guns and goggles.

“I will,” the succubus moaned and buried her face into Éjyona's pussy. The halfling gasped in delight, her head throwing back.

Twist grabbed the succubus's rump. Curious what her pussy tasted like, the dragonborn Ninja ducked her head down. A smoky aroma filled her nose. It was similar to Thūwhi's pussy. Maybe not that surprising. It was a delicious scent. It made the dragonborn's mouth water. She was eager to feast.

Twist always had an affinity for fire.

She pressed her lips into the succubus's hairless folds and licked at the demonic twat with her pierced tongue. She dragged the tongue stud through the demon's furrow. Twist's lick started at the clit and flicking up to the demon's taint.

A gasp of delight burst from her lips.

Twist liked that sound and licked again. The succubus's tail swished back and forth as the dragonborn licked and lapped at the smokey twat. Twist gathered up the juices, the flavor melting across her mouth.

“Mmm, that's nice,” moaned Éjyona. “Yes, yes, lick my pussy. Like my steampunkish cunt!”

“And what a yummy cunt it is,” moaned Thābi. Her wings rustled but remained folded. “And Twist... That tongue stud is a delight.”

“I do quiver every time Lady Yha'arzo doth apply it to mine pussy with such eagerness and glee,” Dëshoma purred.

So she likes calling me it, thought Twist. Should I go by it?

She had been Twist for so long, the transition was a difficult one. She pondered it as she lifted her lips from Thābi's pussy and brought the end of her dildo toward that juicy snatch. She would ram her dildo deep and hard into that cunt. She would fuck that succubus hard.

Thābi's tail wrapped around Twist's right boob and tried to massage it, but her scales were too stiff for the thin tail to do much. Still, the spade end rubbed at her nipple, sending delight shooting through Twist to her cunt.

She pressed her dildo into Thābi's pussy folds and thrust.

“Yes!” gasped the demon. “Zadeg's limp dick! That's good!”

“You curse the God of Lust?” Kulri asked.

“He's got nothing on Marcus and his cock,” moaned Thābi. “That man cuckolded the God of Lust and stole a succubus from him. It's hot.”

“It doth make my pussy quiver in delight to know that Lord Marcus doth have the prowess to accomplish such a feat of domination,” Dëshoma purred.

“Fucking yessss!” Twist hissed, grabbing the demon's hips. She fucked Thābi.

The succubus moaned. Her wings unfurled. They fluttered as Twist thrust away at her. She pumped her dildo at that juicy pussy, the pressure of the base massaging the dragonborn's clit. Pleasure sizzled through her flesh.

“Yes, yes, yes,” gasped Thābi. “That's it. Fuck me, Twist.”

“I'm going to fuck you until you fucking cum!” Twist hissed. Fucking was a word she had grown to love, inspired by Marcus's uses of it. Never had Twist found a word so versatile.

Her boobs jiggled and bounced as she fucked the succubus's cunt. She pounded her hard and fast, driving her hips forward hard then pulling back. The succubus moaned, her head tossing. Hair danced around her face, horns peeking through the curls.

Her wings flapped, stirring the air around them. Thābi moaned into Éjyona's cunt, the halfling squirming before the demon. Pleasure crossed her metallic-bronze face. Her eyes squeezed shut. She moaned and quivered.

“Oh, that's good,” she gasped. “That's so good. Ooh, you're driving your cock deep and hard into me. I love it.”

“I bet you do,” Twist hissed, plunging away harder. Faster. She fucked Thābi. “Eat that pussy, demon.”

SMACK!

Twist spanked the demon's rump, leaving a bright, red handprint. A smile spread on her scaly lips. She loved the sight while Thābi moaned her delight. Her tail rubbed harder at Twist's nipple, massaging her.

“Yesssss, yessss, yesssss,” groaned Twist. “I'm going to cum so hard fucking you, demon.”

“Good!” Thābi moaned. “Mmm, the dildo is well made. It is a wonder, but I can do better.”

“Ak!” commanded Twist.

The dildo vibrated to life with the trigger word. The base buzzed against the dragonborn's pussy lips and clit. Pleasure shot through her.

Thābi's wings stiffened. Then they flapped hard. Her head tossed as the vibrating shaft of gold plunged in and out of her pussy. She moaned into Éjyona's cunt, sounds muffled by the halfling's yummy vulva.

“How's that?” Twist hissed, thrusting away hard.

“A work of art!” Thābi moaned, her wings fluttering. “This is amazing. The craftsmanship is superb. To make it buzz like this... It's massaging my walls.”

“Okzira is amazing,” Deillae purred. “She makes such wondrous sex toys. Right, Shorhe?”

“Mmm, we bought one a year ago when we first became lovers,” the orc Weapon Master said, a big grin on her lips. “We wore each other out with it. Just a marvel to enjoy.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Deillae whimpered.

Thābi shuddered as Twist thrust forward again and again. The dildo brought the dragonborn Ninja closer towards her orgasm. She hurtled closer and closer to it with every thrust. Her face contorted with the bliss of it.

“Yesssss!” Twist hissed, ramming hard into the demon's cunt.

“That's it!” Thābi howled. Pussy cream gushed out around the dildo and splashed Twist's pussy lips. “That's so good!”

She moaned into Éjyona's pussy. The halfling shuddered. Then she gasped and bucked. She squealed her own delight, joining the succubus in orgasmic bliss. Twist grinned, her own cunt on the verge of bursting with rapture. She drove the dildo to the hilt in Thābi's cunt.

The base buzzed against her clit.

Pleasure burst through Twist. Her pussy convulsed. Juices gushed down her thighs. The cream flooded down to her knees. She threw back her head, her tits bouncing. Waves of rapture washed out of her. They swept through her body, her mind drowning in ecstasy.

“Yesssssss!” hissed the dragonborn.

She trembled through the rapture of her orgasm, thrilled to fuck the demon so hard. To make them both cum. Twist rode her ecstasy to its pinnacle. She quivered there, gripping Thābi's hips. The pleasure peaked in the dragonborn.

Then died to panting delight. A big smile spread on her lips. She did not know if she should be Twist or Yha'arzo yet, but this was a welcome distraction.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

“Oh, that was quite the fuck, Twist,” groaned Thābi. She sank to the grass and lay on her back. “Wow, that dildo can make a girl cum.”

“Yes, it can,” growled Twist. She grabbed Dëshoma. “How would you like to lose that cherry?”

“After losing mine virginity upon Marcus's prowess, having thee and thy dildo pluck mine innocence is my greatest desire and doth make my pure and holy pussy a quiver with desire and wanton hunger to swallow thy impressive, golden phallus,” Dëshoma said.

“Too many fucking words,” Twist hissed.

Kulrigiizhai ignored them as she stared at the demon's pussy. Her owner had tamed that cunt. Just like he tamed mine, thought the elven Psionicist. She tugged on the chain connected to her nipple clamps. They bit into her nubs with such exquisite agony. Her twat clenched with the delight. A wave of aching rapture surged over her.

She licked her lips and stumbled to Thābi. She smacked her lips and then fell to the ground. Her boobs bounced and jiggled. She leaned over and pressed her face into the demon's yummy snatch. The scent of smoky cream filled Kulrigiizhai's' nose.

“Ooh, you going for a dive,” the succubus moaned. “Have at it, elf. Just lick away.”

“Gladly,” groaned Kulrigiizhai. “This elf will make you cum.”

“This elf...” Thābi laughed. “I love a woman who knows her place. Marcus owns you.”

“Marcus Aurelius does more than own this elf. He possesses her heart. He holds it beating in his hand. This elf would die for him. Gladly.”

“Bet he would rather have you live for him,” Thābi said.

“Yes, that is Marcus Aurelius. Many times has he injured himself to keep this elf out of harm.” Kulrigiizhai wiggled her hips back and forth. “It is one of Marcus Aurelius's many admirable traits.”

“Big dick, big heart.” The succubus's large tits jiggled. “Mmm, I get it.”

Nodding, Kulrigiizhai pressed her mouth down into the succubus's cunt and licked at her juicy folds. She gathered the smoky pussy cream. The fiery flavor melted across the elf's taste buds. She loved them. Her tongue licked up and down that wonderful twat, gathering up all those delights.

The elf caressed over them with hunger. She licked and lapped with passion, gathering up the juices with alacrity. Her ass wiggled back and forth as she pleasured the demon, the delight of this moment rising in her.

“That's it,” groaned Thābi. “Ooh, elf, you know what you're doing.”

“I am Marcus Aurelius's woman,” moaned Kulrigiizhai. “It is paramount that I do.”

Thābi laughed, her boobs shaking. “Yes, it is. He has enough of them. And an angel. Zadeg's limp dick, this is exciting being in his harem.”

The elf agreed.

Kulrigiizhai licked and lapped and caressed. She enjoyed the flavor even as her own pussy grew hotter and hotter. Dëshoma moaned in the background, riding Twist's dildo. Then from the sidelines, Deillae appeared.

“Free mouth!” the lesbian Abbess said before planting her shaved vulva right on Thābi's mouth.

“Mmm, the meals just come to me,” groaned Thābi. “Yummy feyborn cunt.”

“Yep!” Deillae moaned, her boobs jiggling before her. “Enjoy!”

Kulrigiizhai's cunt clenched in envy. Her pussy ached. She wanted to touch herself, but she could never allow herself to climax without Marcus Aurelius's orders. He owned her body. He owned her pleasure.

She would have it no other way.

Enduring the ache in her pierced clit and that itch in her pussy would only make her eventual climax all the more enjoyable. So she thrust her tongue deep into the succubus's cunt and churned her up. She swirled around in that sheath while Deillae squirmed on the succubus's mouth.

“Ooh, that's so good, Thābi!” moaned the Abbess. She smacked Thābi's right tit, making it quiver. “Mmm, and you got some lovelies to play with.”

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

Deillae slapped her hands into those tits, knocking them together. They quivered. Thābi moaned, her wings, stretched across the grass, rustling. She clamped her thighs around Kulrigiizhai's face, holding the elf tight while moaning.

“You naughty little slut!” shouted Thābi. Her hands shot up and grabbed both of Deillae's nipples and twisted them.

Delight shot across the Abbess's face framed by her white wimple. She quivered in delight as those fingers twisted her nipples. The changeling ground her cunt on the succubus's face, smearing hot pussy onto the demon's hungry mouth.

Kulrigiizhai's ears twitched watching the sight. She had such a big ache building in her cunt. She gripped the demon's thighs and danced her tongue around in those smoky depths. The infernal juices coated the elf's tongue. She loved the taste of them.

She feasted on the demon, making Thābi moan louder and louder. Her fingers twisted Deillae's nipples. The Abbess's face, wrapped up by a white wimple, contorted. She groaned, humping her pussy up and down the demon's mouth.

“Yes, yes, yes,” gasped Deillae. “Aphounga's shattered sword! That's good. That's so amazing. You're going to drown in changeling cream.”

“Yum!” the demon groaned.

I want to drown in succubus cream, Kulrigiizhai thought. She wanted to drink down all that delight.

Her tongue flicked up to the clit and brushed it. The demon moaned and bucked. Her pussy smeared across Kulrigiizhai's hungry mouth. She chased the demon's bud and fluttered her tongue against it. The elf caressed it. Teased it.

The demon moaned louder and louder. The Psionicist latched onto that naughty bud and suckled with hunger. She nursed with passion. Thābi shuddered, her thighs squeezing about the elf's face. Her back arched, tits jiggling.

SMACK! SMACK!

Deillae slapped both of Thābi's tits, knocking those mounds together.

The demon exploded.

“Zadeg's limp dick!” she howled.

Smoky juices gushed out and bathed Kulrigiizhai's mouth. She licked them up. She drank the flood of cream that poured out with hunger. It was wonderful to drink down that cream. She guzzled down every last drop of it.

Her tongue fluttered. She licked and lapped with hunger. She drank it all down with such eagerness. The flavor poured down her throat. She closed her eyes and savored the taste spilling down her throat.

It was wonderful to enjoy. It was magnificent to drink down all that cream. It was wonderful to enjoy the demon's passion. She swallowed it all down. Every last drop of cream. She loved it, her pussy on fire.

I have to cum so badly, thought Kulrigiizhai happily as she licked up those juices. I ache so much.

She fought the urge to touch her feverish flesh as Deillae cried out in her orgasm. She swayed, her moans echoing through the air.

Kulrigiizhai envied those sounds as she lifted her face and licked her lips. How she ached to cum. She would burst with rapture, but...

She was obedient to Marcus Aurelius. She would not ever defy him.


Chapter Three: Enjoying His Women

Okzira slid her asshole off my cock as Haîcze slid off my face. I sat up and spotted my angel on her back. She had her legs open, her hairless pussy aimed right at me. I groaned at the sight of her dripping with her passion. Her big tits rose and fell, beading with her breast milk.

I crawled to her, my cock swinging beneath me. The cinnamon delight of her twat beckoned me. I wanted to feast on her right here and now. I bent my head down and pressed my face into her cunt. I rubbed into her angelic heaven.

“Lord Marcus, how I didst miss thee and thy skilled tongue for surely thou shalt lick my pussy with such skill as to overcome me with depraved and lusty bliss!” Ashi cooed, speaking as flowery as Dëshoma.

“You just relax and enjoy,” I growled and thrust my tongue into her snatch. I swirled about in her. She groaned, squeezing her thighs about me.

“Oh, Marcus, your cock is all dirty,” motherly Nîya said. My dryad grabbed my cock in her delicate fingers. “Let me take care of that.”

I felt her long hair brush my inner thighs. She must have worked her head beneath. Her tongue licked at the top of my dangling dick, flicking my cock ring. I shuddered at that delight, moaning into Ashi's pussy.

My tongue caressed up and down her. There was no sucking vortex, just the cinnamon delight of her angelic twat. I brushed her clit. She gasped, her back arching and big boobs jiggling. I stared at those two mounds topped by her golden nipples beading with her milk.

God, big tits were hot. So were small tits. Round tits. Conical tits. I loved them all.

Nîya's lips kissed at my crown. Her tongue flicked out, swirling about it and buffing Okzira's asshole off my tip. I shuddered, loving the caress. She brushed my cock ring, twisting it about. My balls twitched.

“Mmm, that's good,” purred Nîya.

Her lips slid over my crown and engulfed my cock. I groaned, loving the feel of her nursing on me. She sealed about me with such hunger. It was a true delight to enjoy. She suckled hard on my dirty dick, buffing me clean.

My tongue fluttered up and down Ashi's pussy. I lapped at her, wanting to give her just as much pleasure as Nîya gave me. The naughty dryad suckled hard. She nursed on me with passion. My dick twitched and throbbed in her mouth, a wondrous treat to enjoy. I groaned, savoring the feel of her loving my cock. She nursed on me with passion.

“Fuck,” I growled into Ashi's pussy, loving the feel of the motherly dryad's mouth on my cock.

Nîya purred around my dick, her humming delight shooting through me. I groaned, savoring that delight as it rushed through me. My face twisted with the pleasure of this moment. My face contorted with delight. I loved the passion.

My tongue licked up the cinnamon delights of the angel while my eyes watched her jiggling breasts. They quivered back and forth, looking so delightful. I loved every moment of licking and lapping at her. I loved the pleasure of her pussy. She tasted just divine.

“That's good,” I groaned. “Yes, yes, that's amazing. Just wonderful, Ashi. And Nîya... Damn!”

“Ooh, my Lord Marcus, is the naughty and wanton dryad so deliciously fellating thy dirty cock with her warm and wet mouth so that thou may achieve thy powerful and lusty orgasm and bathe her with copious spurts of your salty and virile jizz?” purred the angel.

“Fuck, yes!” I groaned, Nîya sucking hard to get my “copious spurts” of jizz.

I danced my tongue through Ashi's cunt. I licked and lapped at her, savoring the delight of her pussy. She tasted so wonderfully delicious. I drank her cinnamon delight while Nîya suckled on my cock. Her lips sealed around my dirty shaft while her tongue danced fast circles about it, buffing me clean.

I groaned every time she brushed my cock piercing. Rapture shot up my shaft. Just the sort of lusty pleasure that I craved. I savored every moment of her nursing at me and cleaning Okzira's ass from my shaft. My dick twitched and throbbed in her mouth. She suckled with passion on me.

I groaned, reveling in every second of her nursing on my dick. She loved me with all her might. This was a treat. An absolute passion for me to enjoy. I was so thankful to have her suckling at me. Nursing at my cock. I savored her tongue sweeping about my crown.

“Fuck,” I moaned into Ashi's pussy and slid my lips up to her clit.

I flicked her bud. I loved the feel of it beneath my tongue. I caressed her with hunger. She shuddered and moaned as I caressed her. The angel tightened her thighs about my head. She gripped me and humped her cunt against my lips.

Her big boobs heaved. Milk spilled down her wondrous mounds, leaking from those golden nipples. I groaned into her cunt while savoring the delight of the dryad suckling on me. Nîya nursed with all her passion on me.

“Fuck, yes, Nîya,” I groaned, the ache building at the tip of my cock. “That's so good. That's amazing. Yes, yes keep doing that to me. Just keep nursing on me like that. I fucking love it.”

Nîya suckled so hard.

I moaned around Ashi's clit. I nursed on her as she bucked and shuddered.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she groaned. She grabbed her tits. “My Lord Marcus!” squealed the angel. “Thou hast brought me to the edge of my glorious rapture with thy ministrations upon my most wicked and naughty clitoris. Verily shall I sing out my ecstasy for thee!”

She squeezed her thighs around my face. Her cinnamon pussy juices gushed out of her pussy and bathed my tongue. I licked up the delight of her. I savored the flavor of her angelic juices pouring past my lips. My dick throbbed in Nîya's mouth.

She suckled hard as I drank Ashi's cream.

I growled and exploded.

My cum fired into Nîya's mouth. I flooded her with spurt after spurt of my jizz. This heavenly rush shot through me. I groaned, savoring that delight. My face contorted. I drank the pussy cream gushing into my mouth. I loved the flavor of Ashi. She tasted so amazing as I trembled through my pleasure.

My tongue danced and licked at her pussy as I pumped Nîya's belly full of my cum. My naughty dryad drank and drank and drank the wondrous delight. She gulped it down. She swallowed every drop of it.

“Fuck,” I growled, hitting the peak of my rapture. I lifted my face from Ashi's pussy. “Mmm, I need something to wash down all that wonderful pussy cream.”

“I have just the delight for thee, Lord Marcus,” the angel said as she sat up, “for verily do mine tits overflow with the bountiful cream that thou doth crave.”

I latched onto my angel's breast. I suckled the milk. I groaned at the sweet and wondrous delight that poured out of her. I savored what she offered. I loved the flavor of her milk. I gulped it down, swallowing every drop of her cream.

“But Lord Marcus,” Nîya said. She crawled up beside the angel and pressed her breast into the boob I nursed from. “I also have milk for you to drink.”

I groaned and popped my mouth off the angel's golden nipple. I shifted my head and swallowed the dryad's brown nub. I nursed from her. Warm milk squirted into my mouth. I shuddered at the delight. I gulped it down. I drank her milk with gusto. I loved the taste of her. She soaked my tonsils with her passion.

They both tasted so similar, but there was a subtle difference. A slight spice to Ashi's. A refreshing warmth to Nîya's. I popped my mouth off her nub and swallowed the angel's. I gulped down the heavenly milk, my eyes squeezing shut.

They both were so good.

A mad idea popped into my mind.

I grabbed both their breasts and pressed them tight. I brought their nubs, both beading with milk, closer and closer together. I groaned as their nipples rubbed together. Milk from one smearing on the other.

“God,” I groaned at the inviting sight.

“Lord Marcus, thy perversion leaves me shivering in awe at the wicked delights that doth spill from your wanton mind,” groaned the angel.

“Yeah,” Nîya purred. “What she said.”

I winked at them, their nipples right before my mouth. I just opened wide and swallowed them both. I latched on and suckled from my dryad and my angel. They both groaned as their milk squirted into my mouth. Two streams of the sweet and warm cream.

Their flavors mixed. I closed my eyes and gulped them both down. I shuddered, savoring this wondrous feast. It was like nothing I had ever experienced in my life. Two different flavors of breast milk combined into one.

They moaned. They whimpered. They cooed.

I loved the sounds they made as I gulped down their milk. My hands gripped their tits. I squeezed them. Their streams of milk splashed against the back of my throat. My stomach warmed with their motherly delight. My dick throbbed and ached, reveling in the passion they gave me. This was an incredible delight.

I loved every moment of drinking down this milk.

“Lord Marcus,” whimpered Ashi.

“Yes, yes, drink deep,” groaned Nîya.

This was such a wonderful moment that made my dick so hard. And out of the corner of my eyes, a cute rump and hairless pussy waved at me. GeeGee knelt patiently, her pussy cream dripping down her thighs. Her elven ears twitched with her excitement.

She needed my cock.

My dick needed a juicy cunt.

I suckled one last time from the motherly angel and dryad. I savored their milk in my mouth as I slid my lips off their nipples. The cream melted across my taste buds. I groaned and swallowed them down. One last gulp of sweet delight.

“Thank you, ladies,” I said. “Just the delight to revitalize me.”

Nîya snorted. “You are hornier than ten men combined.” She grinned. “Still, I'll take any excuse to nurse you.”

I winked at her.

“Truly, Lord Marcus, the bounty of mine nipples doth await thee and thy lusty mouth,” cooed the angel.

I smiled and headed to GeeGee. My elven alchemist threw a grateful look over her shoulder as I grabbed her rump. I held her tight, my dick throbbing in anticipation of the fun that was to come. She smiled, wiggling her rump.

“I was hoping you would wander over here, Marcus,” she said. “Mmm, I am so wet. I need you to stir up my cauldron.”

“Need to whip up an alchemical compound?” I asked.

She laughed. “Your cum is so potent, I bet I could sell it as is to women as aphrodisiacs. They drink it, and every man would want to fuck them.”

“But they would be aching, feeling they were missing out on something better and not knowing why.” I pressed my pierced cock against GeeGee's pussy lips. “Now we can't do that to them, can we?”

“Oh, no, we can't, Marcus,” she purred. “That would be cruel to give them a taste of you and then deny them ever getting more. Pity, we would make a fortune.”

“Got to make money in the right way,” I growled and thrust my cock into her pussy.

“Yes!” she squealed in agreement. Or at my cock and its ring sliding into her pussy.

I groaned as my piercing shifted around in her. That felt incredible. I loved how her flesh shifted it around. My dick throbbed in her, pleasure soaking down to my balls. I held her hips tight, a big grin on my face.

I drew back my hips. She gasped in delight. She clenched her pussy down on me. I groaned at the feel of her. Then I thrust back into her. I buried my cock to the hilt in her cunt, loving the feel of her pussy squeezing about me.

She groaned, her pussy clenching tight about me. I loved that. It was just a delight. To feel. An absolute pleasure to experience. I bottomed out in her, the elf's snatch massaging my dick. The crown throbbed, the piercing shifting.

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” she gasped. “That's it. That's what I love. Oh, Marcus, that's the cock that made me fall in love with you.”

“I thought it was rescuing you from Aphounga's Jail,” I said and drew back my hips.

“That helped,” she moaned, her cunt clamping down on my dick. Pleasure shot up my shaft. “But your big, human dick was a part of it.”

I grinned and slammed back into her. I loved the feel of her squeezing about me. It was just a joy to have her clenching down on me. I groaned, pumping away at her. I fucked her hard and fast. I thrust in and out of her, reveling in how good she felt. She was an amazing elf, so it was a delight to plunder her with my cock.

My balls smacked into her clit. Her juices coated my nuts. I churned up her pussy, frothy smears clinging to my cock. I loved the thrill of pounding her while my harem writhed around me. The sounds they made were delicious.

“Oh, Marcus, yes, yes!” GeeGee gasped. Her ears twitched. “You're going to make me explode.”

“Good!” I growled. “I'd hate for all this pumping to go to waste.”

“Mmm, it's never a waste to pump your cock in and out of any of a woman's holes.”

I grinned at that. I loved her sentiment. I pumped away hard at her. I fucked her with passion. I slammed to the hilt in her again and again. I loved the feel of her. How she gripped me. Held me. She was quite the delight. I shuddered, pumping away hard and fast, my cock piercing twisting.

“Shit, shit, shit!” I groaned, the pressure building and building at the tip.

“That's it, Marcus!” she moaned.

I gripped her hips, holding her tight as I pumped away at her cunt. I buried into her over and over again, my face contorting with the bliss of her pussy. I slammed deep into her hard. I loved how she gripped me. How she brought me closer and closer to cumming.

My nuts smacked over and over into her flesh. The sounds echoed. Her butt-cheeks rippled, too. I gripped her hips, burying into her with all my force. The ache swelled at the tip of my cock, my piercing shifting around.

I slammed deep into GeeGee's cunt. The elf threw back her head. Her braid of black hair swinging back and forth. As I drew back my cock, her cunt went wild about it. She spasmed and writhed. It was incredible to feel her rippling around me. Just spectacular. I groaned, throwing back my head and reveling in the pleasure of her pussy convulsing around me.

“Yes!” I groaned, burying my pierced cock back into her snatch.

“Marcus!” she squealed as my cum fired into her writhing pussy. “Yes, yes, flood me with your seed! Aphounga's shattered sword!”

I spurted blast after blast of my cum into her pussy. I reveled in the bliss. I savored the rapture surging through my cock. Stars burst across my vision. I groaned, loving every moment of her cunt's hot embrace. She rippled about me in such a satisfying way. She suckled at me with such hunger.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I groaned, my cock unloading into her hot cunt.

“Flood my cauldron with your salty potion!” she gasped, her pussy rippling around me. Milking me.

I gripped my elf's hips and trembled through this wonderful cum. She milked me. Rippled around me. I groaned, loving every second of her snatch convulsing around me. A big grin split my lips. I shuddered, loving every second of it.

“This is amazing!” I groaned. “This is so awesome. Shit, yes!”

I spurted into her snatch. I unloaded blast after blast of my cum into her pussy. She worked out every drop of cum I had in my balls. I grinned, feeling so amazing. As I finished cumming in her, Aebussi sauntered up to me.

“Master,” my changeling leatherworker purred. Her eyes were hot. “I am going to ride your cock so hard. Mmm don't you want me to do that?”

She cupped her large breasts, kneading the tattoo around her left tit. Her fingers dimpled those lovely mounds.

“Fuck, yes,” I growled and ripped out of GeeGee's cunt. She crawled off to get her pussy licked clean by Shelly as I stretched out on my back. I wagged my cock at Aebussi. “Come for a ride. If you can handle me.”

“I can barely handle you, Marcus.” She straddled me and lowered herself. “My mother's a nymph, so you know I can take huge cocks.”

“They size queens?” I asked. Feyborn could have any sort of faerie parent. Sylphs like Haîcze were pure-bloods. Aebussi had a human father.

“My father was supposed to have the biggest dick in all of Liberus. My mother hunted him down. Turned out to be true. She couldn't get enough of his dick. She's still fucking him daily. I have twelve little brothers and sisters.”

I chuckled as she rubbed the shaved folds of her pussy into my pierced dick. “Well, maybe we should start giving your nympho mother some grandchildren.”

“God, no, if she ever meets you, she'll break my father's heart by leaving him for you.” A fierce look crossed her face. “I'm not going to let my mother hog your cock. The rest of us won't stand for it.”

“Fair enough,” I said.

She winked at me before impaling her cunt down my cock. I groaned as she swallowed every inch of my big dick. I groaned at how amazing that felt. My dick throbbed in her embrace. She clenched her pussy down around me. A big grin swelled on her lips. She squeezed and slid back up me. I groaned, my face twisting in delight.

“Oh, that's so good,” she gasped. “Yes, yes, that's awesome, Marcus. I love how your cock ring rubs against my pussy walls.”

“It's so good,” moaned GeeGee. “Shelly! You wonderful slut!”

“Okzira, fuck my pussy,” Nîya moaned on the other side of us.

“Such yummy pussy,” moaned Haîcze as she sixty-nined with my angel.

“Truly, thy pussy is a unique delight that doth exist in Lord Marcus's harem of sublime treasures,” moaned Ashi.

My other members were all on the other side of the well. It looked like they were playing with each other or Thābi, getting to know the succubus I had tamed. She had tried to dominate me, but my cock and tentacles were just better than her.

Pity, I would love to use my tentacles right now, but that ring was on cooldown.

My naughty Aebussi worked her cunt up and down my cock. She squeezed about me with such delight. I loved how her pussy teased me. It was incredible to feel her sliding that pussy up and down my dick. It was just a spectacular delight.

I groaned, my face twisting with the bliss of this moment. I would cum so hard in Aebussi. I would spurt over and over into her pussy. I would unload in her, spilling blast after blast of cum into her snatch. I would soak her.

“Oh, my god, that's so good,” I groaned, her pussy sliding up and down my cock. My balls tensed with the pressure. I would flood her with so much cum. “Aebussi! God, I love you.”

“I know, Marcus,” she moaned, her big tits heaving. They smacked together, rippling from the impacts. “That's why you've claimed us. We're your women. We love you with all our hearts.”

I grinned at her, savoring how she plunged her cunt down my dick. She squeezed her pussy about my dick. It felt amazing to have her doing that. She gripped me with such passion. She held me tight. I groaned as she worked her twat up and down my cock. The piercing shifted as she did.

Her silky walls massaged me. Her tits heaved together while her short bob of green hair swayed about her face. The changeling's yellow eyes stared down at me with such hunger. She plunged her twat down me.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I growled. “You're going to get flooded with all the cum you can handle.”

“Good,” she moaned. “I want that. I want you to give me every bit I can take. Yes, yes, yes!”

I grinned at her, I was so glad to give her this treat. She pumped her pussy up and down my cock, taking every inch of me. She ground her clit into my pubic bone. Her face flashed with delight. She slid back up me, twisting my piercing.

The pressure grew in my balls while my women moaned around me. Ashi's wings flapped as she squirmed atop Haîcze. My dwarf's big boobs heaved as she pounded Nîya from behind. GeeGee squealed from Shelly's hungry licking.

The pressure to erupt swelled in me. It came closer and closer to bursting out of me. I groaned, my hands seizing those big, soft breasts. I kneaded them. I loved the feel of them in my hands. My fingers dug into them, shaking them. Hefting them.

“Lord Marcus,” she groaned as I slammed into her. “Oh, Lord Marcus, that is incredible. I love it. You're making me feel amazing. Yes, yes, I'm going to cum so hard. I'm going to explode on your dick.”

“Good,” I growled, savoring the feel of her about me. “I want you to just erupt. I want to feel your pussy going wild around my cock.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned, my fingers sliding up to pinch her nipples.

I twisted them hard.

Her pussy clamped about me as she impaled herself down my cock. She squealed in rapture. Her back arched, and her cunt went wild around my dick. I groaned, savoring her pussy writhing about me, milking me, bringing me closer and closer to the brink of my eruption.

“Fuck!” I snarled. “Oh, fuck, that's amazing.”

I spurted blast after blast of my cum into her pussy. I loved the feel of her. I savored the way her pussy rippled and convulsed around my dick. It was amazing. Just awesome. My face contorted as I unloaded my seed into her snatch.

“Put a baby in me, Marcus!” my feyborn cutie howled.

I squeezed her breasts as I pumped spurt after spurt of cum into her. I flooded her with my virile seed. Her cunt suckled at my dick. My face contorted with the delight of this moment. A big smile spread on my lips. I felt incredible. The heat shot through me.

I sucked in my breath, dizzy with the rapture of this moment. It was just so incredible to be back. I would have to leave my women tomorrow. One last time going into danger. We would be taking on the most powerful man in the world.

Would we succeed?


Chapter Four: Demonic Delights

Dëshoma

A quivering Dëshoma slid off the vibrator, her body buzzing with the delight of that wondrous orgasm. Her round breasts jiggled, and her asshole clenched down on her butt plug. She licked her lips, her tits rising and falling.

She smiled, her grin dimpling her cheeks. She stretched her back as she felt her hymen regrow. She was once more a pure virgin. Holy. Her defilement banished by her wondrous veil. She wished to be fucked over and over. By Marcus, Lady Yha'arzo, and by the others of the harem. She wanted the entire world to witness it.

That would be the most wickedest delight of all to be taken hard by Lord Marcus before the Hierophant to prove that my wanton and lusty pussy doth belong to the champion of this world, the angelborn Seer thought.

“Well, well, well,” purred Thābi. She had Deillae's pussy juice smeared on her lips. “You are a virgin again.”

The demon's tail slithered up Dëshoma's thigh. She shuddered at the touch then gasped as the spade-like tip pressed into her blue pubic hair and at the pussy lips hidden by them. A tingle ran through her virgin flesh.

“That is an impressive magic item you have.” The demon licked her lips. “How would you like to grind that holy, virgin pussy on my unholy, whorish cunt?”

“Lady Thābi, it would be mine most wanton and lusty honor to grind mine pussy upon thy twat until we both find the most wicked of delights crashing through our bodies,” Dëshoma said.

“Excellent,” the demon said. “Mmm, the daughter of Dezösh tribbing with me. How the world has become strange.”

“Indeed it has, Lady Thābi, since the Hierophant hath given into despair and hath betrayed the world to the powers of Darkness and Chaos,” Dëshoma said as she sank to the grass to grind her twat on the demon's vulva. “How can it be otherwise when such a beacon of Light and Order hath been corrupted by such vile thoughts and pernicious dreams of a world that canst never exist for without flaws we cannot appreciate what is beautiful.”

“Interesting to hear an angelborn slut speak of evil as a necessity.”

“How else can we judge what is good and holy without a ruler to measure it?” asked Dëshoma. “I have realized this upon my journey. I once thought I would love only one other. That I wouldst unite myself to mine spouse like a blacksmith joining the tang of the sword to its handle. Alas, that is not the case for me for I hath found something far more enriching: Lord Marcus's wondrous harem and all the diverse beauties that do dwell within it. Like thou, Lady Thābi, who doth brim with sin and darkness and yet doth wish to deliver unto me the selfsame passion that Lord Marcus doth gives me.”

“Not quite the same,” said Thābi. “You can't trib him.”

“True.” The angelborn scissored her legs with the demon and worked her pussy close. “But the emotions behind it are the same, are they not? Doth not love brim in thy heart?”

“Yep, like fungus sprouting in shit,” said Thābi.

Dëshoma wrinkled her nose. “Coarse. Thou doth attempt to mitigate thy newfound feelings by deflecting so thou canst pretend thou doth not feel them. It is a childish ploy.”

“Mmm, I'll show you childish,” purred Thābi, and she shoved her cunt the last few inches to kiss Dëshoma's. “Mmm, what does that feel like to you?”

“A hot pussy that doth drip with thy wild lusts and wanton desires and whose labia doth rub so excitingly upon my own nether lips which doth stir delight throughout mine body in a most rude and delicious manner,” moaned Dëshoma.

She spoke true. The demon's cunt did feel hot on her virgin flesh. She ground her pure pussy against Thābi, savoring the way her curls rustled against the succubus's shaved vulva. Their clits brushed, unleashing a clarion of delight which resounded through Dëshoma.

Her round breasts jiggled as she ground her pussy against the demon's. The angelborn's furred muff drank in the silky delights of Thābi's vulva. Pleasure rippled through the angelborn's twat, swelling that wonderful pressure in her.

She would have a delightful climax upon the demon's cunt.

“Mmm, yes, yes, that's a pure, holy cunt,” moaned Thābi. “So pristine it almost burns my flesh. I love it.”

“And I doth love thee, Lady Thābi,” purred Dëshoma, her hips undulating in circles.

“Ditto!” the succubus said.

Dëshoma smiled. She is much like Lady Yha'arzo. Afraid of being vulnerable and exposing her emotions. Flippant jokes and deflecting comments are how they both do armor their hearts, but the chinks in their defenses are so easy to slip through.

The Seer enjoyed grinding her cunt on the demon's cunt. The pleasure proved to be exquisite. She shuddered, her face twisting in delight as she worked her twat in slow circles against Thābi's vulva. Their clits met every dozen or so heartbeats.

Pleasure resounded from her bud each time. A trumpet sounding her delight.

A larger burst built and built in her. She knew it would be exquisite. Her pristine pussy clenched as their twats continued to make out. Tribbing with the demon had Dëshoma shuddering. Both their breasts jiggled.

“Oh, sweet Lady Thābi, thy pussy doth stimulate my nether lips in such a stirring manner, bringing me closer and closer to the trumpeting cry of my climax which shall bathe thee in my most fervent adoration,” Dëshoma groaned.

“Zadeg's limp dick, you speak a lot of nonsense,” groaned the demon.

“And?” asked Dëshoma. “It is the words that doth flow from mine heart, and that wondrous orgasm is moved by the delicious way thou doth trib thy juicy flesh against mine pure pussy.”

“I'm going to drown your cunt in cream.” Thābi's wings fluttered. “Just drench your holy snatch in sin.”

Dëshoma smiled and ground harder, eagerly awaiting her baptism of unholy passion. The old her would have been aghast to even think of congressing with a demon, but the new her reveled in such forbidden transgression. A smile spread on her lips as her orgasm swelled.

Her clit burst with that clarion delight. Over and over, it resounded in her as she swelled towards her climax. She could tell it would not be much longer. Her bud brushed Thābi's again and again. They both gasped and moaned.

The demon cried out first. “Zadeg's limp dick!”

Hot pussy juices gushed out of her cunt and bathed the angelborn's snatch. The Seer rejoiced at the sinful cream soaking her nethers. She arched her back, thrusting her round breasts into the air. Her face contorted with delight.

“Lady Thābi, I accept thy baptism and bathe thee in my virgin juices!”

Dëshoma's pussy convulsed in rapture.

The trumpets resounded in her body. Rapturous calls echoed through her flesh. Her mind quivered with their ecstatic delight. She gasped, stars twinkling above her from the force of her pleasure. She ground her twat against the demon's.

They both cried out, a chorus of ecstasy. Their cunts bathed the other with rapture. The juices spilled down to their butt-cracks. The delight had them both quivering. Dëshoma never wanted it to end. She savored the music they made.

But it died down.

She collapsed, panting. “Oh, Lady Thābi, I do love thee greatly and do rejoice that Lord Marcus hath tamed thee with his mighty rod and invited thee into our wondrous family.”

“Yeah, me, too,” Thābi groaned. “Mmm, that was amazing.”

Dëshoma smiled in complete agreement.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

“So, you got some big tits,” Thābi said. She stood up and stretched, her large boobs jiggling. “Mmm, look at them cradled in that bra.”

“It's because of the bra that they're this big,” Maria said. “They're smaller.”

“Still,” Thābi said, sidling up and sliding her arms around the human's neck.

Their breasts pressed together, the four large mounds pillowing together. A shiver ran through Maria. Both her pierced nipples rubbed into the demon's. Their jewelry clinked together. Thābi grabbed the Samurai's rump.

“Red hair.” The demon licked her lips. “You have fire, don't you? A temper.”

Only when I've drunk one of those Strengthened Potion of Aphounga's Wrath, thought Maria. Early on, she had used them. But each time, she got angrier and angrier. It gave her a boost to strength, but fed on the God of War's wrath to do it. The last time, down in the Glittering Caverns, she had hated everyone for being weak and succumbing to the lust trap.

She had one in her pouch. She had carried it for so long, before they had met GeeGee in the Aphounga's Jail. She knew she would use it when things were dire. And going to the Hierophant's palace tomorrow would bring that.

“Yeah, you have passion in you,” the succubus purred and kissed Maria.

The human groaned into the demon's kiss. Their nipples rubbed together, pressed tight. Tongues played with each other. Maria moaned into Thābi's lips. The human's pussy clenched. Her juices dripped down her thighs, her red bush soaked.

The demon pushed her to the ground. Maria didn't resist. She sank onto her back, breaking the kiss with the demon. The grass tickled Maria's back and rump. Her large breasts piled into two mounds. Thābi knelt over her, smiling.

Then the demon flapped her wings and rose in the air. She spun around and landed straddling Maria's head. Suddenly, the succubus's pussy lay right above Maria's mouth. The smoky scent of her cunt filled the human's nose.

Thābi planted her hairless twat right on Maris's lips.

“Mmm, let's devour each other, Red,” Thābi moaned.

She leaned over, her large tits piling into Maria's stomach. Nipples rubbed into her flesh. Her own nubs ached against the succubus's belly. A moment later, black hair spilled over the Samurai's thighs. Lips nuzzled into her bush.

The demon kissed Maria's pussy.

She returned the favor.

They smooched at the other's cunt. They licked and nibbled at pussy lips. Maria shuddered, her toes curling from the delight of having that naughty tongue running down her folds. She lapped at the demon's smoky twat, brushing those juicy petals.

“Oh, yes,” groaned Thābi. “That's good, isn't it? Eating my pussy.”

“Yes,” Maria moaned. She grabbed the demon's rump and kneaded her ass. She dug her fingers in tight and licked at her juicy folds. “How's my tongue?”

“Wonderful!” Thābi moaned. “Ooh, yes, yes, we're going to make each other explode!”

Moaning her agreement, Maria tongued the demon's pussy, licking from clit to taint. Thābi returned the favor, stroking over Maria's bud and caressing her folds. They both moaned, squirmed. Boobs rubbed into the other's stomach. Maris's nipples loved that.

She licked up those yummy, smoky juices. She reveled in how good they were. They both moaned and groaned. Both gasped in delight. The pleasure rushed through Maria and rippled through her body. She groped the succubus's ass.

“Yes!” gasped Maria, shuddering at that naughty tongue licking her clit.

“Mmm, you like that, huh?” The demon thrust her tongue deep into Maria's pussy.

“Ooh,” groaned Maria, her eyes locked on the demon's rump.

On her asshole.

“I bet you'll like this,” purred Maria and licked through the demon's folds.

Thābi's tongue danced around in Maria's juicy pussy as her tongue stroked to the demon's taint and kept going. The Samurai's tongue reached the demon's asshole and licked over that puckered hole. The sour flavor filled Maria's mouth.

“Ooh, you wicked slut,” groaned the demon. “You are a bold one. Just full of fire. Mmm, rim me!”

“Gladly!”

Maria licked the demon's asshole, caressing over her backdoor. The earthy flavor filled the human's mouth. Her own body trembled, the demon fucking her tongue in and out of Maria's cunt. They pleasured each other.

The human soaked the demon's asshole in saliva. Maria polished up all that yummy, dirty flavor. And she wanted more. She thrust her tongue against the demon's anal ring. In seconds, Maria popped in and swabbed around in the demon's asshole.

“Yes!” howled the demon. “You wicked human! Mmm, you're wonderful!”

Maria danced her tongue around in the demon's bowels while her orgasm swelled. Thābi's tongue danced over Maria's folds. She brushed the human's clit over and over again. Maria moaned, her lips working on Thābi's asshole as her tongue danced around in that sour sheath.

Thābi suckled on Maria's clit. The human moaned, her pussy clenching. The demon nursed with hunger on that bud, sending such delight rippling through Maria. Her cunt drank it in. Her orgasm swelling and swelling.

Yes, thought Maria, her tongue wiggling about in the demon's earthy asshole. I'm going to cum. Going to explode.

Her fingers dug into the demon's rump. She held tight, keeping those butt-cheeks parted, and plunged her tongue in and of Thābi's asshole. Maria tongue-fucked the demon's bowels. Thābi moaned around that clit, Maria hurtling towards her orgasm.

Almost there, she thought, her pussy clenching from the impending bliss.

The demon nibbled her clit.

Maria squealed in delight. Her pussy went wild. Rapture rushed through her and crashed into her mind like rapturous waves crashing into the cliff. She bucked beneath Thābi, moaning into the demon's asshole.

“Mmm, yum,” moaned Thābi, her demonic tail swishing in the air. Her tongue licked up Maria's juices.

The human danced her tongue wildly about in Thābi's sour asshole, fingernails biting into the demon's rump. The Samurai quivered and groaned, the pleasure rushing through her body. She savored the heat whipping through her.

Then the demon's wings flapped. Her asshole convulsed around Maria's tongue. Pussy juices bathed her chin. Maria gasped, “I made you cum?”

“Yes, you did!” Thābi moaned. “My asshole is so sensitive. Zadeg's limp dick!”

Maria ducked her head down to drink the smoky flood pouring out of the demon's cunt. She bucked beneath Thābi, savoring the delight rushing through her. Pleasure surged through her. She groaned, savoring every moment of this ecstasy.

The demon licked at Maria's pussy. She lapped at the demon's. They both trembled through their orgasms. Maria groaned, savoring this respite. Tomorrow, they would be heading into danger. This time, she would not leave Marcus's side.

She would be by him, serving him. His Samurai ready to fight and die to save the world.


Chapter Five: His Delicious Elf

“Marcus! Marcus!” squealed Iris as I lay amid my women who had stayed behind. “Your shield just glowed and now it's different.”

“Different?” I asked. My shield was an angelic gift. It had upgraded once when I had re-entered this world. Now it had again? “Angels must be giving us one more boost before the end.”

I crawled out of the pile of women and saw the Shardhunters of my harem heading to their piles of gear we had left around the Shardpool in the middle of my domain. We were the only ones who knew how to reach this small pocket of the world. The purple barriers around us cut us off from the rest of this poor, shattered realm.

I found my tower shield. It was now a deep-gray iron, different from what it had been. I picked it up and felt that I would take 3/4 damage for thirty seconds when I used its once-per-day ability. An increase beyond the material.

“Elemental iron,” said Okzira. “Level 60 metal. Got a hold of some while you were gone. Haîcze did some shopping for us. Now that we can see your gear, we can make stuff for you. Have it ready by morning.”

“It means you'll be staying up all night,” I said, watching the others marvel over their gear.

Maria held up her dildo panties. The vibrator was made of elemental iron now and the leather was grayish and shiny.

“Boyo, we've been here for days with nothing to do,” Okzira said. She smacked my ass. “We're not the ones who need rest. That'd be you and the others. So go get it. We'll be fine. Shelly's got dinner cooking. Eat it, rest, and then tomorrow morning, we'll have you outfitted.”

I nodded, glancing at Twist. She played with her clit ring. It must have upgraded, too.

Kulrigiizhai's staff was now made of pure, black wood that really made the arcane runes—they glowed red, blue, white, green, yellow, and gray—stand out. Dëshoma was rubbing at the ruby capping her butt plug. It must have increased to reduce the casting time on her healing spells even more. Thūwhi picked up her bustier breastplate. It was now made of the same elemental iron as mine. Shorhe hefted her Angelic Champion's Greatsword, a silvery blade with wing-like quillons.

A graceful weapon.

“Ooh, it has new verses,” Deillae said, flipping through her Diamond Gospel. “'Faith is the shield that protects the soul from evil,'” she read. “'Faith armors from Aphounga's wrath. Wield it and let it ever keep you safe.' Nice.” It had Pushijer's bent diamond on the front. She served the God of Protection along with Shorhe. Éjyona used to, but the church's corruption had cost the halfling her faith.

“Mm, they're even more steampunkish now,” said Éjyona, pulling on her goggles. They were made of the same leather as Maria's panties, the diamond lenses magnifying my halfling's eyes.

“Fuck yeah, they are,” I said, winking at her.

“Okay, you lazy sluts,” barked Okzira. “We have crafts to make. That means you, too, demon. I don't want you lollygagging about. We got wood for you at your hut.”

“You bought supplies for me?” gasped Thābi, sitting up, her lips smeared in pussy cream.

“When your woodcarver's hut appeared earlier today,” Haîcze said, “I knew you were coming so I jaunted out to Liberus to get you some things.”

“So move it!” Okzira growled. “I saw that look, Aebussi. If you didn't have leather to work, I would bend you over and redden that ass.”

Aebussi squeaked.

Shelly appeared at the door of the house and waved. Dinner was ready. I could use having a home-cooked meal. My adventuring women, Ashi (who was my architect and so didn't craft items), and Haîcze (who was my trader) all headed to the house to have dinner with us. I was looking forward to it. I could smell the roast. Honey-soaked ham with mashed potatoes drenched in gravy and a vegetable salad that had the perfect vinaigrette sauce on it.

Shelly had outdone herself. It was perfection.

We all ate and relaxed. I tried not to think of what was happening to the rest of the world. Barriers bursting up out of the ground and surrounding small areas. Demonic rifts opening up and spilling infernal hordes.

I felt bad that we were resting, but we had to recover. The last few days had been rough on us all. We had lived rough in ruins and dirt caves and ravaged cities. We were out of danger. Able to let our guards down.

It was necessary.

Even Kulrigiizhai relaxed, smiling and nodding and laughing. She needed it after what had happened to her sister. I felt terrible I hadn't held my promise to her to save her sister. But things had happened so while we were separated. I would be there for the next crisis.

We were not splitting up. I was taking all eight of my women here into the battle.

“When we go in,” I said, “I am going to take point. Shorhe and Thūwhi, you'll be right behind me. Maria and Twist, you're next with Éjyona at the back. In the middle will be Deillae, Lady Dëshoma, and Kulri.” I looked around at them, Iris buzzing over the table. “I'll be the main tank. Take the biggest threats. Shorhe, you're off-tank. Pick up the scraps. Thūwhi, with your, er, unorthodox fighting style, you only tank if necessary. You're more DPS now. Only tank if things have gone sideways.”

“Got it,” said Thūwhi. At Level 60, she had become a Martyr and had gone from a tanking class to melee DPS. The more she was hurt, the more damage she dealt. While she had the gear to tank, it was risky. She could do it, but it meant curtailing her damage output. It made her flexible.

“Deillae, you'll be buffing and healing,” I said. “Dëshoma, let's make use of your summons. You're on backup healing. Use Invincible Fates and then start dropping your best ones. Kulri and Éjyona, you burn down the biggest threats while Twist and Maria, you support us melee fighters, striking where you think you need to.”

“Shall I Duel?” Maria asked. As a Samurai, she was at the end of a chain that was all about one-on-one fighting.

“Yes,” I said. “If you're Dueling, the rest of us leave her alone unless she needs help.”

“Soundsssss good,” Twist said. “We're going to fuck them up.”

“Yes, we are,” I said.

“Time for desert,” Shelly announced. She hurried out with a large pie that had a fluffy crust. “It's black cherries. Yummy!”

I groaned as she sat it down and started cutting. There wasn't enough for everyone, but she had made two more that she fetched. Then she came out with a bowl of royal cream, which looked like homemade whip cream.

It was delicious.

My taste buds melted. I groaned as I leaned back in my chair, savoring every last bite. I didn't want this to end. I wanted to keep feasting on it. I ate three pieces of her wonderful cherry pie. I caught a wicked gleam from her.

“Mmm, you enjoyed this cherry pie as much as my first one,” she said.

I laughed. “You've grown saucy.”

She winked at me. “Now, I have dishes to wash. You all relax. Tomorrow, you're saving the world.”

I nodded, standing. I glanced at Kulri. “Did you cum today?”

“This elf only munched on Thābi's cunt,” Kulrigiizhai said. She was naked, her nipples clamped, her clit pierced by a ring.

“You've earned it,” I said and marched to her. I scooped her up. “We're going to love you tonight, Kulri.”

I kissed my elf.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Marcus Aurelius kissed the elven Psionicist. She quivered in delight; her lips melted onto his. She moaned, her ears twitching. He carried her from the dining room, the rest of the active harem following after them.

He marched up the stairs, the movement pulling her lips from his. She quivered, her pussy clenching. Her twat burned from eating out Thābi and watching the rest of the antics. The longer she waited, the better her pleasure would be. She could not wait for what Marcus Aurelius had planned for her. She yearned to be ravished by him. She knew it would be a delight she would always treasure.

He burst into their bedroom. A large bed dominated it with smaller beds around it. There just wasn't enough space for them all to share a bed at their home. If they succeeded in raiding the Hierophant's Palace, they would spend peaceful days alternating who slept with Marcus Aurelius.

Kulrigiizhai longed for those days.

Tonight would be close.

He tossed her onto the bed. She gasped as she landed on the light mattress. Her big boobs bounced, the nipple clamps swinging. They tugged on her nipples. She groaned as the pain shot through her body. A big smile spread on her lips.

“Have fun with her,” Marcus said and crossed his arms.

The women of his harem swarmed around him. Éjyona was in the lead. The halfling jumped on the bed and scrambled to Kulrigiizhai's head. She threw a leg over the elf and straddled her. In moments, the halfling's shaved and spicy pussy planted on the elf's mouth.

The Psionicist licked at the Spitfire's pussy. Those spicy juices coated Kulrigiizhai's tongue. She savored the flavor. The taste coated her tongue. A shiver ran through her. She loved feasting on pussy of those she loved.

“Mmm, those breasts,” Thūwhi purred. A nipple clamp widened, releasing Kulrigiizhai's right nipple. “Your milk is so delicious, Kulri.”

“This elf is pleased you love my delights, Thūwhi,” Kulrigiizhai moaned.

A moment later, Thūwhi's mouth engulfed that nipple and suckled on it. The elf shuddered, her toes curling. Her milk squirted into the demonborn Martyr's hungry maw. It was such a delight for the elf to enjoy.

“Yes, I doth concur with the opinion of Lady Thūwhi about the deliciousness of thy motherly milk, Lady Kulrigiizhai, and do wish to also imbibe that wondrous delight,” Dëshoma purred as she unclipped the other clamp.

Kulrigiizhai's nipple throbbed with pain as blood rushed into the abused nub. Then the soothing warmth of Dëshoma's gentle lips engulfed the throbbing bud. With hunger, Dëshoma suckled. The angelborn Seer drank the elven Psionicist's milk.

The twin squirts of milk firing out of Kulrigiizhai's tits had her spasming. She moaned into Éjyona's pussy. She licked at the halfling's twat with hunger. The elf's tongue fluttered up and down as both her nipples burst with pleasure.

“Mmm, and that pussy,” Shorhe growled. The orc's strong and feminine hands rubbed up and down the elf's thighs. The Weapon Master buried her face into Kulrigiizhai's bald twat. A bold tongue stroked her pussy lips and brushed her pierced clit, batting the ring.

“The First Tree!” squealed Kulrigiizhai, pleasure flowing through her. She had Marcus Aurelius's permission to cum as much as she wanted. She didn't have to hold back. She could let that delight rush through her. This excitement surged through her.

As Shorhe licked Kulrigiizhai, she licked Éjyona. The elf's tongue stroked through the halfling's spicy pussy, lapping with hunger. The elf shuddered, her nipples gushing milk into Thūwhi's and Dëshoma's mouths. Her twat drank it all in, loving Shorhe's tongue stroking up and down her petals.

“Mmm, dainty toes,” purred Deillae. “What do you think, Twist?”

“They are delicious,” Twist said, her scaled fingers grabbing Kulrigiizhai's right foot. A wet, pierced tongue slid around the elf's toes. “Mmm, just yummy.”

Deillae picked up the other foot. Her dainty tongue swabbed around Kulrigiizhai's toes, adding more delight rushing through her. The sensations of the two pleasuring her feet raced up her thighs to Shorhe's tongue thrusting into that juicy cunt. Nipples burst with delight. Kulrigiizhai groaned her passion.

“That's it,” Marcus growled.

The elf's sensitive ears picked up the sounds of sloppy sucking over Éjyona's moans, Dëshoma and Thūwhi nursing at those milk-laden nipples, Shorhe lapping at that juicy cunt, and Twist and Deillae nibbling and licking dainty toes. Maria blew Marcus. The human Samurai was the best fellatist in the group. None could suck Marcus's dick better.

I am so glad that Marcus Aurelius is being pleasured, thought the elf as she trembled on the bed.

She savored everything that was happening to her. All the pleasure that touched her was incredible. Her pussy clenched at the sensation of all those hungry tongues. She licked and lapped at Éjyona's snatch. Mouths nursed at her nipples and suckled at her toes.

“This is incredible,” she moaned into Éjyona's pussy before thrusting her tongue deep into the halfling's cunt.

“Yes, it is,” gasped the halfling. “That's so good. That's amazing. Just keep stirring me up like that. Ooh, that's amazing. You're going to make me burst.”

That's the plan, thought Kulrigiizhai. But she would pop long before Éjyona.

The elf had too many mouths nibbling and licking and sucking on her. Nipples squirted milk. Toes curled in hungry mouths. Pussy clenched about a probing tongue. The elf moaned, her orgasm swelling in her so fast.

She had denied it for too long, and now it would burst through her. She whimpered, her eyes squeezing shut. Her ears wiggled. Shorhe's tongue flicked out and brushed Kulrigiizhai's clit. The orc stroked right over that naughty bud.

Pleasure burst through the elf. Her orgasm exploded through her.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she squealed into Éjyona's pussy.

“Oh, yes,” groaned Shorhe, drinking the elf's pussy cream gushing out of her.

Milk squirted from the elf's nipples into the angelborn's and demonborn's hungry mouths. The orc licked and lapped at her pussy while the dragonborn and feyborn suckled at the elf's toes. Kulrigiizhai's mind drowned in rapture.

In ecstasy.

“Marcus Aurelius, thank you!” she gasped into Éjyona's pussy.

The orgasm didn't just stop, either. Shorhe suckled on her clit, sending new bursts of pleasure through the elf. She bucked, her body rolling from one bliss into another. Twist's pierced tongue slid over her toes, caressing them. Teasing them. The pleasure shot through her. It was amazing. A real treat to enjoy.

She shuddered, her face twisting in ecstasy. She latched onto Éjyona's clit and suckled hard.

“Yes!” the halfling squealed.

Spicy juices flooded Kulrigiizhai's mouth. Her ears twitched as more pleasure rushed out of her cunt. Deillae suckled hard on her big toe. Twist danced her tongue through Kulrigiizhai's other toes. The angelborn and demonborn nursed with passion on those aching nipples, drinking down all her milk.

“Fuck!” Marcus Aurelius groaned in the background. “Maria!”

The elf heard the sound of his cum splashing against the back of her throat. Such joy surged through her as she bucked on the bed. She quivered, aching to be filled by his cock as she drank down the halfling's cream.

“Marcus Aurelius!” Kulrigiizhai cried out.

“I'm fucking coming for you,” snarled Marcus. “Yes, I am! Goddamn, suck out all that cum, Maria!”

The elf trembled through her orgasm, her anticipation for Marcus Aurelius to ravish her with his pierced cock swelled and swelled. One more climax burst through her as he barked out the words she had been waiting for.

“My turn.”

The women all spilled from Kulrigiizhai. Mouths popped off toes and nipples. Shorhe lifted her face from the elf's yummy pussy while Éjyona slipped off to the side, leaving Kulrigiizhai's mouth drenched in pussy cream.

Marcus Aurelius pulled his cock out of Maria's mouth. He mounted the bed, his pierced dick bobbing before him. The gold ring threaded through his glans drew Kulrigiizhai's gaze. She licked her lips, staring at him with such hunger. She wanted him so badly. Her pussy burned for him.

“Please, Marcus Aurelius, this elf wishes to feel your big, thick dick in her naughty pussy.”

He grinned. “Then you're going to get fucked hard, Kulri.”

He planted his hands over her, smiling down at her. His cock swayed beneath him. She stared at his hairy and muscular chest. He was so strong. His arms as thick as her thighs and corded with his strength. She grabbed his cock, feeling his virility throbbing up his shaft.

Her smile grew even more wicked.

She pulled his dick to her pussy. She pressed him into her hairless folds. She rubbed him up and down her cunt, loving the feel of his piercing massaging her pussy lips. He groaned as she did that. She shuddered, so thrilled to give him this pleasure.

He found the entrance to her cunt and thrust.

She gasped as his pierced shaft rammed into her juicy depths. The cock and its ring massaged her juicy sheath. He bottomed out in her, his pubic hair rubbing on her pussy lips and her pierced clit. Her bud throbbed against his pubic bone.

“Marcus Aurelius,” she moaned, staring up at him. “I love you so much.”

“Good,” he growled and slid his arms beneath her. He pulled her to him and kissed her on the mouth. His lips sealed with hers.

She groaned, her pussy clenching about his cock. She held him tight, her tongue dancing around in his mouth. His cock twitched and throbbed in her pussy. She loved the feel of his girth. That thickness that threatened to consume her.

He drew back his cock. Her pussy clung to him. She loved that thick girth spearing into her. He pumped away at her. He fucked her with passion. He buried into her again and again. She groaned, loving the way his dick plowed to the hilt in her snatch. He buried over and over into her. She groaned, clenching down on him. She held him tight. He pumped away with passion.

“Yes, yes, Marcus Aurelius,” she moaned, his cock ring massaging her inner flesh.

“Mmm, my sexy elf,” he growled. “Who owns you?”

She smiled at him and breathed, “You do.” She slid her arms around his torso and hugged him. “Always, Marcus Aurelius. You are always my owner.”

He kissed her.

She reveled in his stubble on her lips and cheeks. His lips so strong and virile. Her large breasts and their sensitive nipples rubbed into his hairy chest. She moaned into his mouth as he thrust his pierced cock in and out of her. He fucked her with such passion. She reveled in his every thrust. She squeezed her cunt down around him, thrilled by this pleasure.

He broke the kiss, and she moaned, “Oh, Marcus Aurelius, yes!”

He winked at her as he buried into her. She quivered, clenching her pussy down on him. His cock thrust into her with hunger. He buried into her hard and fast. She shuddered beneath him as she built and built towards her orgasm.

“Oh, that's so good,” she whimpered, clenching her pussy about his pierced cock.

“I know,” he growled, burying to the hilt in her. “Let me feel that pussy going wild about my dick.”

She beamed at him. “I'm almost there!” His dick massaged her, swelling her orgasm. “Yes, yes, I'm so close!”

“Good!” he growled and plowed to the hilt in her, his cock ring massaging her pussy.

The feel of her owner's dick sliding into her pussy sent Kulrigiizhai over the edge. Her pussy convulsed and writhed around his cock. He grunted as he drew back, her nipples rubbing into his muscular chest.

The delight was wondrous. She quivered beneath him, savoring every moment of it. She gasped and moaned, her face twisting in delight. She gasped out her rapture, her cunt spasming with such force around his cock. She suckled at him.

Nursed on his cock with such passion.

He buried into her and grunted.

“My Kulri!” he growled and kissed her.

His jizz pumped into her pussy. Hot jolts of thick jizz pumped into her. She groaned, her flesh rippling around his dick. She groaned, her cunt nursing on him. She whimpered, her flesh rippling and writhing around him.

She gasped, her back arching from the bliss of his spunk pumping into her cunt. She reveled in his cum flooding her, her flesh suckling at his dick. She worked out all that cum with her pussy. It was such a delight.

She was his. Tomorrow, they would go into danger, but tonight, she was in his arms and so happy. She was not going anywhere. That brought her such joy. Such happiness.

Marcus broke the kiss. “My delicious elf.”

“Mmm, Marcus Aurelius, this elf is yours forever.”

I just hope our forever lasted longer than tomorrow, whispered through her mind.


Chapter Six: New Gear

I lay in bed with my women, the moment I dreaded coming closer and closer.

I hadn't slept that well. It was hard. The nervous energy of attacking the Hierophant's palace so that I could break into the Supernal Realm and have the acorn that used to be Kulri's sister fertilized. I would save the world.

Or die trying.

And that wasn't a solution.

“Breakfast is ready, Lord Marcus,” Shelly's voice called out. It was firm. Commanding us to rise and enjoy what she had prepared. We really had no choice but to listen. It was time to take the fight to the enemy.

To Mark Taylor, my bitter alter-ego.

The version of me that had been broken by the cruel acts of my ex-wife. The self-destructive part of me that led me to buy the ultimate loot box, to waste as much of my money on a game so that cunt couldn't get it.

Now I would save this world from myself.

“Damn, why does time have to march?” Twist asked.

“Without time, we wouldst never feel pleasure, Lady Yha'arzo, for our pleasure doth build in inches with every beat of our heart as our lover doth caress and lick and thrust into us until we reach that moment of ultimate release,” said Dëshoma. “Without time, there would be only stasis and thus, there would be nothing for we wouldst never be able to move, to breathe, to kiss, to squeal.”

“Too many fucking words,” Twist said and everyone laughed.

It took some of that squirming pressure out of my guts. I didn't feel like vomiting so much. I rolled out of bed, and we headed downstairs. I hoped this wasn't my last fresh-cooked meal from Shelly. My last chance to dine on her culinary masterpieces fresh from the kitchen. I rolled my shoulders, my heart beating fast.

The aroma of bacon drew me on. I groaned as we came downstairs to a sight of plates of it fried and delicious. Scrambled eggs mixed with cheese, toast buttered and warm. A hearty breakfast to send us out on our day.

I wanted to linger on it, but the press of time wore on me. Every moment we waited, the world came closer and closer to destruction. We had to press on. There really was no choice. So I piled my plate with as much as I could eat.

I devoured Shelly's cooking.

We talked about everything but what was to come. We were all here, including Okzira and the others. They looked tired but happy. They had spent the night crafting. Okzira ate more than I did. More than Shorhe. She devoured it while Nîya ate some of the steamed vegetables Shelly made for her.

“That's good,” I groaned, leaning back in my chair. “You outdid yourself, Shelly.”

“Wait until you try the dinner I have planned for your triumphant return.” She beamed at me. “And the cake! It'll be magnificent.”

“I know it will be,” I said. I would enjoy her dinner. Her cake. I was not dying on this mission. I would come back safe and sound. Nothing would stand in my way. Not a damned thing. I was ready for it.

Eager to take the world by storm.

I rose and looked around at my women. They all stared up at me with their gorgeous faces. All so different. All so wonderful. “I look at you, and such hope fills me. Hope that we're going to save the world. We're going to march into the Shardpool and go to the Hierophant's palace. Nothing is going to stop us.

“Because, together, we're unstoppable.” I grinned, glancing to Twist as she rolled her eyes. “I know, it's corny as fuck, but it's true. Together, we're unstoppable. This time, we're not splitting up. We're going in as a team. And that's why we're going to beat him.”

“The Hierophant has his maidens who doth always serenade him,” Dëshoma said.

“I don't mean that fucker,” I growled. “I'm talking my dark doppelganger. Mark Taylor. He's alone. He doesn't have a harem of women. If he did, he would be fighting with every damned breath, shed every last drop of sweat he had, to keep it. He's made himself alone. He thinks there's nothing.

“We're going to disabuse him of that!”

“Yes, we are!” Shorhe rose, thrusting her green arm into the air. “We're going to kick his ass and show the Hierophant the depth of his mistake.”

“Oh, yes!” Éjyona said. She hopped onto the table. “We're going to go steampunk all over their asses.”

“I am with you, Marcus,” Maria said, her big boobs jiggling in her halter bra.

“I am your elf,” Kulrigiizhai said.

“You're cute Abbess,” cooed Deillae, fluttering her eyes.

“I am thy faithful lover who shall march into the darkest and most perilous places at thy side with love in mine heart and hope in my eyes,” Dëshoma said.

“We're not going to let this world fall,” Thūwhi said, a big smile on her lips.

“Go teach those ponces the mistake they made in fucking with you, boyo.” My dwarf winked at me.

“Yes!” Thābi said. “I learned that mistake the fun way.”

“I'm not fucking Mark Taylor,” I said, grimacing.

“Good,” said Aebussi. “I'd rather watch you fuck Okzira than him.”

The dwarf glared at her.

“Come back to us, Lord Marcus,” Nîya said.

“We shall be waiting for thee with quivering arms and juicy pussies that do yearn to embrace thee in all our sweet passion,” Ashi said, the angel's wings quivering. “I shall prepare the greatest statue yet for thee.”

“You, thirty feet tall worked in gold?” I asked.

“We do think alike, Lord Marcus,” the angel said, winking at me.

“Let's go,” Okzira said. “We can't spend all day saying goodbye. Best to get it over with. You got new gear to don. We spent all night working on it, so you better don it.”

“Of course,” I said, winking at her.

I marched us outside where our gear was waiting. But there were other piles that the crafters went to. They were all standing proud over what they had made, even Thābi. This would be interesting. I was eager to see it.

“I made this for you, boyo,” Okzira said. She hefted up a deeply gray breastplate with pauldrons. All were the work of a master craftsman. The metal had such a shine to it. “A Dwarven Elemental Iron Breastplate and Pauldrons. It'll increase your maximum Hit Points since you love to get hit.”

“I love to get hit in place of my women,” I said.

“Then you'll love the once-per-day. You can take damage meant for one ally for thirty seconds,” she said, thrusting it at me.

“Sounds perfect,” I said, taking it from her. I felt the power running through the elemental iron.

I glanced at my Angelic Celestial Gold Breastplate and Pauldrons. They had angelic wings sculpted into the golden armor. It gave me unholy resistance. I probably wasn't about to fight a lot of demons. A good choice to replace.

“Now for you, Thūwhi,” Okzira said, grabbing a pair of deep-gray bikini bottoms and matching greaves all filigreed with gold trim, “I got these. Avenging Elemental Iron Bikini Bottoms and Greaves.”

“Now for you, Thūwhi,” Okzira said, grabbing a pair of deep-gray bikini bottoms and matching greaves all filigreed with gold trim, “I got these. Avenging Elemental Iron Bikini Bottoms and Greaves.”

Thūwhi stepped forward, her large breasts jiggling. Her nipple piercings gleamed in the light, the chain between them swinging. She took them. “My thanks, Okzira.”

The dwarf spat to the side. “Just use them well, lass. Its special property lets you deal greater damage to an enemy that has hurt an ally. It's once-per-day can trigger when an enemy hits an ally. They'll take triple that damage back.”

“I like that,” Thūwhi said, her penumbra of shadows darkening around her.

Last, Okzira picked up a pair of sabatons, metal boots that were part of full plate armor. She glanced at Shorhe. “These are Mighty Elemental Iron Sabatons. They'll increase your Strength.”

“She already hits like a cement truck,” I said and chuckled.

Everyone gave me confused looks.

“Sorry, sorry,” I said. “She'll hit like... a giant kicking a halfling.”

“Why a halfling?” Éjyona gasped. “Because we're so small, we'd go flying?”

“Pretty much,” I said, winking at her. “But it makes it so easy to pump your pussy up and down my cock. Just a real thrill.”

She beamed at me, her eyes so bright with her excitement. “I do love it when you use my pussy as a fuck toy. So much fun.”

Okzira cleared her throat. “Once per day, Shorhe, you can double your Strength for ten seconds.”

I whistled, and Shorhe looked pleased.

“My turn!” Thābi shouted, my succubus bouncing up and down. “I have something great for you, Maria!”

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Curious, Maria stepped up. What would a succubus make me? thought the human Samurai. What gear do I have that's made of wood?

The succubus whipped off the cloth and instantly Maria felt foolish. Before, when she fought with a rapier and dueling dagger from Level 10 to Level 59, she kept her weapons in leather sheaths. But when she switched to fighting with a katana and a wakizashi at Level 60, they were held in wooden sheaths. A matched set.

The ones Thābi had forged were all black, made of polished teak with a sexy succubus that was worked in gold along the side. She struck an alluring pose, breasts bountiful. By just outlining the shape, Thābi had even shown off her nipples as two dots of gleaming metal.

“As you can see, I adorned it with such a fitting image for one who serves my owner,” Thābi said. “Every time Marcus looks at it, he'll think of me and my wonderful pussy. It'll inspire him to kill the enemies faster and come back to my cunt.”

“And what does it do, you sex-mad ninny?” snapped Okzira.

“Oh, right,” said Thābi, bringing a smile to Maria's lips. “It'll let you increase your attack speed while you have it equipped. And it's a special ability.” The succubus's wings fluttered. “It'll let you deliver five attacks in a blink of an eye. A once-per-day delight, but perfect for a Samurai.”

“It is perfect,” Maria said, taking it. This would replace her current sheath. “Thank you, Thābi.”

The succubus winked.

My Shadow Willow Katana Sheath was wonderful, thought Maria. It has that elegant dragon on the side, but this is just wonderful. Five attacks were delivered at once. Her pussy clenched with the possibilities.

“And I made something for you, Deillae,” added Thābi. She yanked up another cloth to reveal a smooth butt plug made of the same black teak as the sheath. It was caped with a blood-red garnet. “A Naughty Black Teak Butt Plug. It'll increase your Faith as you feel my naughty toy tingling in your asshole. When you activate that once-per-day effect, you will insta-cast five buff spells.” The succubus grinned. “I know, I outdid myself.”

“Yes, you did!” Deillae shouted and darted up. She wore only her wimple and veil. She stopped before Maria and bent over. “Would you do the honors of pulling out my current one?”

“Of course,” Maria said. She grabbed the handle of the celestial gold one and pulled. Deillae let out a throaty moan of delight. Her asshole widened and widened.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she gasped.

It popped out. Maria held it up, sniffing it. The sour flavor was too delicious to pass up. She licked it, savoring the naughty flavor. Shuddering, she tossed it to Haîcze. She disposed of all the outdated equipment, barring a few special delights. Maria knew that Marcus had the ax he'd gained from Shuwëmeri's temple all those levels ago. He had upgraded it a few times but finally had retired it.

Deillae spun around and bent over, wiggling her cute rump at the succubus. “Thrust away!”

SMACK!

Thābi spanked the Abbess's rump then did just that, pressing the black teak butt plug into her asshole. Deillae shuddered and whimpered. A big smile spread on her lips. Her eyes rolled back in her head. Then it popped into her.

“Wonderful,” Deillae said. “I feel so much more faithful now.” She clasped her hands before her naked boobs and looked serene, like a sexy saint.

Maria loved it. Shame they were gearing up to leave. Her pierced nipples throbbed.

*  \ * /  *

Twist (Yha'arzo)

“Twist, let's start with you,” Aebussi said. The changeling had a big grin on her face.

Should I go by Yha'arzo? That debate raged in her. She was so used to Twist. She was Twist. Nimble. Devious. Irreverent. She would twist anything back on her opponent or ally. She wanted them dizzy. Off-balanced. But Yha'arzo was the name she should have if that bastard Grunt hadn't killed her parents and raised her as his daughter.

I'd love to kill you again, fucker, Twist thought as she stepped up. “What do you have for me, Aebussssi?”

“For you, a new pair of leather straps,” said Aebussi. She held up a pair of silver straps that would crisscross her torsos, just covering her nipples. It had a loop for her to keep her golden throwing star. “Your attacks will be harder to dodge or parry while wearing my Trickster's Ironhide Bear Leather Straps. Made from one of the toughest hides out there. You will be fantastic in them.”

“And the once-per-day?” Twist asked, taking them.

“You can make your next five melee attacks as ranged attacks.” Aebussi winked. “Now that's a trick.”

Twist laughed, her tongue stud clinking against the back of her teeth. “Yes, it is.”

I don't need the extra defense from my old armor, thought Twist. Not when we're going in with a full party.

“And for Éjyona,” Aebussi said, holding up a g-string made of black ironhide bear leather. “Look at the naughty delight that's going to be hugging your pussy on this adventure. You're going to have a big increase to your crit chance with guns. But that's not all. Activate that once-per-day, and your next five attacks will automatically crit.”

“Ooh, let's get those beauties on me.” Éjyona snagged them off and thrust her legs through them. She drew up her new g-string. The back end vanished beneath her ass. A thin strip held it about her waist. She bent over and wiggled her rump at Marcus. “Is my ass completely vulnerable in these?”

“Oh, yes, nothing will stop my cock from ravishing you,” he said.

Twist hissed her laughter, smiling. This would be a day to remember. They were going to fuck the Hierophant's shit up. That amused the dragonborn Ninja to no end.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

“Now for the more elegant members of the party,” Nîya the dryad said, “I have woven the perfect gear. For Kulrigiizhai, a pair of Slippers of the Forest's Friend.”

Nîya picked up a pair of golden slippers adorned with delicate, green vines.

“They are lovely, Nîya,” the elf said, her ears twitching with delight. She hurried to the dryad, big boobs heaving and pulling on her nipple clamps.

“Enjoy them,” said Nîya. She leaned in and kissed Kulrigiizhai on the lips.

The elf's ears twitched even more, her pussy heating up.

“Mmm, now, these will give you a faster cast speed and allow you to insta-cast your next three spells.” Nîya smiled. “I know getting your spells off fast is important for a Psionicist.”

“Thank you,” Kulrigiizhai said. She took them and slipped them on her dainty feet.

“And for our lovely Lady Dëshoma,” said Nîya. “I have something that will show off those lovely tits of yours.”

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

“I do pray they do more than just show off mine magnificent and perky breasts, Lady Nîya, for surely I will need more than the exhibitionist thrill of baring mine tits before the enemy to help us prevail,” Dëshoma said, her pussy wet.

She did love the fact her new habit would show off her tits even better than her old one.

“Well, with this Love's Shadowcat Linen Exhibitionist Habit, you'll have a maximum increase to your Magic Points.”

“That doth sound like a wondrous thing that shall prove most useful on our perilous and most necessary quest to save the world from its impending doom,” the Seer proclaimed, her pussy clenching as she studied its beauty. A white blouse, trimmed in red, with a wide cutout that would surround and expose her tits perfectly.

“Its once-per-day ability allows it to fully restore all your Magic Points,” said Nîya. “And since you're a Seer with those expensive summoning spells, I thought this would be perfect for you.”

“My many, many thanks for this wondrous garment, Lady Nîya,” Dëshoma said as she pulled on the habit. As she had hoped, it exposed her breasts in just a delightful way, her golden nipples gleaming in the morning sunlight. “Thou hath outdone thyself, Lady Nîya, and I shalt wear this into danger with pride and delight.”

“And a wet pussy,” Twist said.

Dëshoma blushed prettily for she knew that it would be true.

*  \ * /  *

That brought a smile to my lips, seeing Dëshoma blush. Her blue bush gleamed with her juices.

“I also have a collection of my finest potions,” GeeGee said. “I spent all night brewing you the best quality HP and MP restoring droughts. As well as a restock on your Splash Potions of Protection. I hope you enjoy them.”

I smiled at my elven alchemist. Splash Potions of Protection were her own invention, a counter to the destructive addiction many Fighters and their descendant classes—like mine, Maria's, and Shorhe's—often faced from using Strengthened Potion of Aphounga's Wrath to boost damage.

“They have proved invaluable so many times,” I told her. “Okay, let's gear up.”

We drew on our equipment, strapping on armor. I wore heavy plates on my thighs and shins, my cuisses and greaves, plus a thick breastplate with pauldrons to cover my shoulders and upper arms. I clicked my white cloak on, a blue tear in the center. It turned red when I used it. I hefted my tower shield made of infernal bronze, the scarlet metal rippling with heat, though it felt cool to the touch. I drew my ax, made of the same metal. I felt my Faith rising with it.

As a hybrid Strength/Faith class, both stats were important to me. I buckled tight my Challenger's Belt made of woven links of blue-gray tungsten. I stepped into my Earthstomp Boots. They were made of sturdy leather with plates riveted to them. Last, I donned my helm made of arcane tin.

The others were dressing. Maria's large breasts stayed exposed thanks to her halter bra. I loved how big they were. She wore her katana and wakizashi in their new wooden sheaths. Her panties had a dildo in the seat that thrust into her pussy, giving her quite a stimulating day. She wore a choker of pearls about her throat and both her nipples were pierced with gold rings topped by rubies. Two rings graced her fingers and a bracelet clad her right wrist. She wore ice-blue leather boots with stiletto heels.

Kulri held her staff made of a black wood that glowed with the six elemental runes, each a different color. Her bustier robe, made of spun mithril, gleamed with a purple trim. It left her large breasts bare, her nipple clamps easy to grasp and pull. For panties, she had on a crotchless pair of black silk that came with matching thigh-high stockings. Her new slippers graced her feet. A circlet rested on her brow, almost lost amid her light-blonde hair. A belly chain wrapped around her waist, gleaming with six different jewels. A gold torc wrapped about her upper arm, an angel's halo that glowed with a soft light.

Dëshoma's new habit hugged those delicious breasts, the red trim matching her veil that kept her a virgin. Her skank skirt, an inch of fabric that circled her waist and fluttered as she moved, did nothing to hide her butt or pussy. The white cloth came with a matching pair of snowy thigh-highs. A golden girdle encircled her narrow waist made of coins that held Shuwëmeri's busty form on them. An angelic teardrop dangled from her pierced bellybutton, and a glittering necklace of emeralds encircled her throat. She wore stiletto heels made of pure mithril that gleamed as she walked. She clutched her white bible to her breasts, the embossed form of Dezösh, her angelic father, on the front.

He had given her that gift with his final moments.

“Mmm, thissss will be fun,” Twist said as she adjusted her new leather straps crisscrossing her pink-scaled boobs. She wore a leather g-string that nestled in the folds of her pussy, her vulva almost swallowing the black material. Fingerless gloves, made of a pebbly hide scorched black, clad both her hands, one finger adorned by a platinum ring with a fused red sardonite gemstone. A ghostly nose ring made of gold gleamed above her lips. I heard her tongue stud clinking into the back of her teeth. She had her tanto sheathed at her side and her golden shuriken thrust through a loop of her armor.

She was ready to fight.

“I am so ready to go,” said Éjyona.

The halfling had her goggles pulled down, the diamond lenses magnifying her eyes. Red leather pasties covered her nipples and areolas, leaving the rest of her round breasts bare. Her g-string looked great on her. A cloak draped down her shoulders, her rifle slung over it and her arms hooked around the golden barrel and wooden stock. An amulet with a big ruby swung around her neck over a necklace made of silver in the pattern of snowflakes. Her boots were made of gray sky-shark leather. She made no sound as she shifted in place.

“We'll show the Hierophant,” said Shorhe. The orc ginned at me.

She wore her Angelic Greatsword strapped over her back, the silvery blade long and deadly. Its wing-like quillon peaked over her right shoulder. Her elf silver bustier breastplate lifted her large, green tits into two jiggling mounds. While her matching cuisses and greaves clad her thighs and shins. A plumed helm made her seem like a knight, the gold worked to look like a lion roaring. She had on her new sabatons while her ivory cloak fluttered behind her.

“Yes, we will,” I said.

“We must,” Deillae said, rocking in place.

She, too, wore a skank skirt only hers came with a g-string. She wasn't the exhibitionist that Dëshoma was. So while Deillae's silvery habit had a cutout to show off her breasts, it kept her nipples hidden. Her veil was a matching silver. A diamond hung on a silver chain about her neck and an emerald dangled from her pierced bellybutton. Next to it was a silver fairy charm, the two clinking together as she moved. She had on stiletto heels made from diamond, a bright smile on her face.

“We are going into danger,” Thūwhi said. “Let us hope the Gods of Light and Order are on our side.”

I nodded to the demonborn. Like Shorhe, the Martyr wore a bustier breastplate that lifted her ruddy breasts into a lovely pair of jiggling mounds. She had a morning star in one hand, a wicked weapon made of infernal bronze, the ball at the end of the handle covered in wicked spikes. She held a celestial gold kite shield in the other hand, the red-tinged metal gleaming in the morning sunlight. Her new bikini bottoms left her lush, dark-red thighs bare. A cloak of midnight blue fluttered down her back with Pushijer's bent diamond worked in silver thread. Her sabatons held a shining gleam and a ring with a purple sardonite graced her left hand.

We were as ready as we would ever be. I rolled my arms and looked at the Shardpool. “Okay, let's go over what we face one more time, then we're off.”

I hoped it didn't come off like I was procrastinating. This strange reluctance gripped me. Fear. Today we would save the world or die trying. It was daunting. Immense. Noting would be the same for any of us after this day. It wasn't surprising we were all nervous.

“The Hierophant's Palace is built upon the largest mountain in the world,” Deillae said. “Or so the Churches teach. The peak reaches into the heavens.”

“It is said that we shall appear in the Primordial Gardens which doth ring the base of the mountains and provide a place of peace and tranquility for visitors to travel through to gather their wits before making the climb up the mountain,” added Dëshoma.

“Basically it's Eden,” I said. I didn't care if none of them knew the reference. “Make sense.”

“It is said to be guarded by nature itself,” Deillae added. “I expect it will be fraught with danger.”

Dëshoma nodded. “And once we have made our way through those lush and gentle woods, we shall reach the Mountain itself. There, we well ascend it in the divine Jeweline Halls, each more sublime than the level beneath it. The beauty is such that our hearts shall weep at the sight of it.”

“At the top of the Halls,” continued Deillae, “we shall reach the Grand Cathedral. This is where the Hierophant's Seat lies. Beyond which is the Pearly Gates that is the entrance to the Supernal Realm. The only way to enter it in the flesh.”

I nodded and looked around our camp followers. They quivered and then moved in to say their last goodbyes.

I swept them up in my armored arms. Ashi and Thābi, Okzira, GeeGee and Aebussi, Nîya, Haîcze, and Shelly. I kissed them all one after the other, loving them. I would see them all again. I would come back victorious.

The New Tree would be planted. The Shattered Inferius Empire would be restored.

“Damn,” I said. “Keep the place warm for me. I'll be back as soon as I can.”

“Go fuck that damned Hierophant up, boyo,” Okzira growled.

I nodded and stepped into the Shardpool. Maria followed, her breasts bouncing. Then Dëshoma, her tits quivering. Kulrigiizhai, Shorhe, Deillae, Thūwhi, Éjyona, and Twist all joined me in the too-blue waters.

This was it.

Iris landed on the tip of my nose. She straddled me with her legs. “You can do it, Marcus. I chose you, remember.”

“Yeah,” I said, still confused why she thought that. Maybe that was just how she perceived things. She belongs to the hero she had called, but it was just because I was a PC player in the MMO. She was my helper AI that had come over with me.

I opened the Shardpool menu and selected the newest one: the Hierophant's Palace.

Blue engulfed us.


Chapter Seven: Welcoming Party

The blue held us. I didn't feel like I had moved, and yet knew I had. When it faded, I stood in another Shardpool. The same size as the one we left, the water rippling around my ankles. Only a lush and thick garden lay before us.

Trees bearing bright fruits. Lemons, oranges, apples, pears, apricots, and more stretched out before us. The dirt path that led away from the Shardpool meandered off into the grove. Bushes lined it gleaming with flowers or plump berries. The air smelled fresh and delightful. A flower tinge adding a sweetness. The sunlight fell tranquil on us.

Rising over the trees thrust a large mountain into the pure-blue sky. Winding up it was marble buildings with glittering windows. At the top, the entrance to a grand palace. Our destination. Part of me wanted to activate my Angelic Blessing and just fly up there.

Would two minutes it lasted might not be enough for me to get there?

Besides, I would be alone. What was the point in bringing all my women if I immediately abandoned them?

“It feels so peaceful,” Deillae said. “I could just lie down beneath one of those trees and nap the day away.”

“Yeah,” Éjyona said.

“We doth tread upon lands as near to the Supernal Realms as possible in this mortal world in which we dwell,” Dëshoma said. “I fear that we do bring violence and turmoil to this tranquil garden.”

“The Hierophant did that when he condemned the world to oblivion,” I growled and stepped out of the pool.

Maria stepped with me. The moment my foot hit the ground, the fruit trees around us rustled. I frowned at that. They all moved, limbs drawing back, then they snapped forward. Fruit launched from the trees. Apples, pears, apricots, and oranges hurtled at us before we could react. They slammed into my armor, bursting across my protection. Acid sizzled across my breastplate. It struck exposed skin, burning my flesh and whittling away at my Hit Points.

My women cried out in pain as the fruit exploded around us. Maria's large breasts smoked with acid burns. Dëshoma whimpered, her cheeks sizzling. Every one of us was hit, Hit Points devoured by the attacks.

“Fuckerssss!” hissed Twist.

“I have the right side!” I Shouted, activating my low-level buff to give me a mild boost to Strength. “Shorhe, you have the left.”

“Got it!” the orc Weapon Master roared, her arms smoking.

I ran at the nearest tree drawing back for another volley. I activated Zeal to give myself more of an increase to my Strength and to generate far more aggro to draw the enemy's attention. Then Holy Blade engulfed the ax I drew in white energy. Iron Defense hardened my skin, giving me more armor.

“This is the work of dryads!” gasped Deillae. “They're controlling the trees, Marcus!”

Another volley of fruit hurtled at me as I closed the distance. I raised my shield. The fruit burst across the front. Acidic pulp splattered my cheek for minor damage. I reached the tree and dropped a Consecrated Ground. A golden disc of divine damage spilled from me, attacking the tree. I slammed my ax into it, striking with Defending Strike, hitting hard and gaining a bonus to my block chance.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

“A white dryad?” Dëshoma asked Deillae.

“More than one,” she said.

Dëshoma nodded and activated Fortune Fate. It gave her a random bonus to her healing magic. She had chosen to embrace Luck, following the Intelligence half of the Faith tree. From Acolyte to Cleric to Soothsayer and now to Seer. She put her fate into her Goddess's hands, trusting in Ëshuxeri to protect and defend her.

With a sixty percent bonus to her healing, she launched into casting Invincible Fate.

“I beseech thee to ward mine allies with a fate invincible!” she chanted.

At the same time, Deillae cast Prayer of Speed. “Let my prayer fall upon my party and hasten their actions!”

Both their spells went off at the same time. Dëshoma got unlucky with Invincible Fate. Only the first three sources of damage that hit her party would be ignored, the minimum the spell could give her. But with the fruits bursting everywhere, that was less damage she and Deillae had to heal.

Prayer of Speed hasted everyone. Those with weapons attacked three times as fast and those who cast spells would do so at three times the speed for the next fifteen seconds.

Dëshoma launched into Vigorous Prayer to put a healthy buff on the party and increase how much healing she did to them. Their classes were similar, both springing from the Acolyte, but they had gone in different directions. Dëshoma specialized in Luck and Summoning angels while Deillae went in for party buffs.

“Allow the positive energy to spread out and suffuse all mine allies with healthy endurance!” Dëshoma chanted, her party healed by her miracle.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

The moment Marcus stepped out of the Shardpool, Twist's Hunch had triggered. She cursed and Vanished, going invisible, but not before being splattered by the acid. She snarled and headed for the same tree that Shorhe charged after, her greatsword slamming into the bark.

Twist applied her new Acidic Poison on her tanto and activated Know Weakness on the tree. Instantly, Twist knew where to strike to deal the most amount of damage. The tree launched another volley of fruit.

A barrier sprang up around the dragonborn Ninja just in time. As the acidic fruits burst around them, the damage was negated. Her shield flicked out fast, though, after absorbing three different attacks. Three chances to take damage.

Haste fell on her. She shuddered, feeling that quickening. She wanted to just unleash her sword in fast strikes. Shorhe, stepping into Brutal Stance, slammed her greatsword in a blur of silvery metal. Chunks of wood burst from the tree, branches shuddering in pain.

Twist reached it and unleashed her once-per-battle Execution upon the tree. It had a chance to instantly kill any enemy so long as she attacked from stealth and had Know Weakness active. She plunged her dagger into the tree's side. Instead of killing it, she gouged it for massive damage. Sap spurted from the wound.

Normally, attacking broke invisibility, but she was a Ninja. Her passive Clinging Shadows let her stay stealthed for two attacks. Hasted, she flicked her blade, plunging a Vital Stab into the groaning tree. It swayed.

Fruit fell and burst around her, ripping into her flesh and ruining her Knife Combo she had built up.

“Fuckerssss!”

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Her Iaijutsu Strike ripped her katana from its sheath and slammed the blade into the tree for massive damage. Usable only at the start of battle, her blade cut the fruit tree nearly in half. Her large boobs heaved as she whipped out her wakizashi.

It was strange to Duel a tree. She slid into Perfect Form, her body moving with grace. Haste fell on her. She unleashed Guard Break to open up the tree's thick bark as it dropped fruit around. The shield from Invincible Fate vanished. A fourth burst of acid splashed across her thighs.

She slammed her sword hard and fast into the opening in the bark she created. Her katana blurred in the air before her. Arcane Therapy engulfed her, soothing away the pain in her flesh. Her boobs bounced and heaved as she whittled at the tree.

Another barrage of fruit crashed down and burned around her and her friends.

“For Marcus!” she cried.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The dryads must be around here, thought Kulrigiizhai. The elf stared at the bush as she contemplated her next move. The Invincible Fate barrier absorbed splashes of acidic fruit. Most were hitting the melee fighters. Éjyona fired her gun while the divine casters worked their miracles.

Haste fell on Kulrigiizhai. She concentrated on Psionic Rupture, her strongest area of effect spell. A Psionicist power, it used pure mental energy. But with Elemental Affinity, an ability she gained back at Level 10 when she became a Wizard and specialized in elemental spells, she could turn any spell into an elemental form.

There were six to choose from: Fire, Earth, Wind, Ice, Lightning, and Water. She went with fire.

The fiery Psionic Rupture exploded in the brush beyond the trees. Kulrigiizhai didn't know where the dryads were, so she would flush them out. With haste on, it took her a second to concentrate and unleash another fiery Psionic Rupture.

Flames exploded through the brush, the power channeled through her black teak staff. Her ears twitched as she said not a word. She devastated with the power of her mind for her Marcus Aurelius. She would burn all his enemies.

*  \ * /  *

Fruit trees hit like fucking tanks.

The tree I fought slammed its branches into me as I swung my ax with blurring speed. I blocked with my kite shield, but some got through. Acidic fruit burst around me as the branches crunched into my armor and helm. Hit Points bled from me.

Éjyona's rifled fired. Debilitating Shot after Debilitating Shot slammed into the tree. As a Spitfire, she fired elemental bullets now. The first one burst with a rocky impact. The tree shuddered and didn't go blind. This attack put a different status debuff depending on the element. The next one crackled with electricity.

The tree, not stunned, slammed a branch hard into me. I stumbled in my Consecrated Circle, the pain shuddering through me. Prayer of Redemption soothed the injuries, Deillae's work.

A fiery bullet slammed into the tree. Flames burst from the impact and spread. The tree shuddered, on fire.

“Finally!” gasped Éjyona. “I should have thought fire from the beginning!”

“Yeah!” I growled as the tree shuddered.

The branches slammed hard into me. A battering barrage drove me back. I would have fallen, but my Earthstomp Boots kept me upright. The branches crashed into my armor, denting plates. Pain burst across my body. My Hit Points fell fast.

“Fuck!” I snarled as the tree hurt me faster than Deillae's Prayer of Redemption could heal me.

I activated my Infernal Elemental Iron's Tower Shield. For the next thirty seconds, I would take only three-quarters damage. NO need to worry about dying just yet. It helped as the tree's rage continued slamming into me, Éjyona's fiery bullets burying into the trunk.

Shorhe staggered beneath the onslaught while Maria's tree... Her tree died.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

A shout of pain burst from the bushes to my right. The charred plants revealed a dryad lurking in there. She had white bark-like skin and green hair that smoldered. One of Kulrigiizhai's Psionic Ruptures had engulfed the dryad.

Maria rushed at the dryad as she staggered. She gasped and turned to run deeper into the brush. Another tree came to life, throwing an acidic fruit at Maria. The Samurai dove to the ground and rolled. She came up and activated her Iceblight Heeled Boots.

A burst of ice exploded from the white boots. The cold slammed over the dryad. She gasped and froze, unable to move for thirty seconds while taking ongoing ice damage. Maria wouldn't let this dryad get away.

The trees were tearing apart her party members.

“I challenge you!” Maria shouted, activating Duel.

The ability gave her an increase to dodge and her damage when fighting one-on-one. Then she slipped into Perfect Form, a stance that let her have an increase to hit and parry. She activated Quick Step. In a blur, Maria was before the dryad slashing her katana into the woody woman's chest.

The dryad gasped. She stared at Maria, rage in her eyes. The ice held the dryad, keeping her from moving. But she could speak. “You violate this holy place! You bring death!”

Maria slashed again, cutting deep into the dryad's woody flesh. “We are here to save the world!”

The dryad screamed. The brush around me came alive. Thorny blackberry vines lashed out. The Samurai dodged to the right and parried with her wakizashi. But there were too many of them. Maria danced to the left only to have one wrap around her right leg.

Thorns bit into her flesh. Pain tore at her.

Maria fought against the binding and slashed with her katana. The blade cut through the vine. She was free, but only for a heartbeat. More prickly vines struck her. They wrapped about her body. Her breasts and arms. She screamed as hundreds of thorns buried in her flesh.

Blood spilled down Maria's body, the vines holding her in place.

“You will pay for bringing your evil here,” the dryad cried.

Maria howled in agony as the vines tore at her flesh.


Chapter Eight: Tearing Vines

Kulrigiizhai

Maria's screams reached the elven Psionicist's ears. Not only that, she could see more dryads in the burned brush. She had flushed them out. But the trees were firing more of their fruit at her. Volleys burst around the battlefield, spilling acidic damage across her flesh.

But haste still remained on her.

Kulrigiizhai activated her Elemental Platinum Nipple Clamps. She doubled the amount of elemental damage she dealt for the next thirty seconds. The teeth of the clamps bit so wonderfully into her nipples. The pain sweetened the rapture as she concentrated.

Fiery Psionic Ruptures ripped through the woods. The explosions devoured brush. Ripping through trees. More fruit hurtled through the air, bursting around the ground as Kulrigiizhai unleashed her magic.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

“I beseech thee to ward mine allies with a fate invincible!” the angelborn Seer cried, the words tumbling out of her mouth three times as fast.

This time, five damage sources would be blocked by Invincible Fate as the fruit burst across the battlefield. Fires erupted over and over again, Kulrigiizhai burning through her Magic Points to devastate the enemy.

“I beseech thee to embrace mine allies with thy perfect grace!” cried Dëshoma, her newest miracle, God's Unerring Grace. It gave her allies a huge boost to dodge with foresight, letting them see the attacks a moment before they came.

“I pray that all who are near are redeemed and restored to health!” chanted Deillae, her hands clutching her bible.

Prayer of Redemption fell on the wounded party. They were all suffering from acid burns while the trees slammed branches into Shorhe and Marcus. Thūwhi rushed in and slammed her morning star into another tree, blocking with her shield.

Dëshoma clutched at her bible as chaos rained through the garden. Her heart wept at the destruction they unleashed. At the ornamental plants destroyed to save the world. The price for salvation was so high when you fought evil.

As she chanted her next miracle, tears fell down her cheeks.

*  \ * /  *

Twist

Fire exploded from Twist's mouth when she activated her Flamebreath Tongue Stud.

The fire burned through the brush nearby. A dryad screamed in pain and burst out of it, the flames hurting her woody flesh. Her innocent face twisted in rage. She glared at Twist. Thorny vines leaped at her.

The Ninja dove forward and Shadow Cloaked, going invisible. She came up in a crouch, the dryad whipping her head around searching for the dragonborn. Twist activated No Weakness and flowed behind the dryad. Adding a fiery Elemental Poison to her tanto, Twist attacked.

Vital Stab. Vital Stab.

The two attacks buried into the dryad's weak points. The fiery poison left the wounds smoldering. The flesh crisped. She stumbled back, screaming in pain. Invincible Fate fell on Twist as she lunged at the dryad.

Vines shot at her from all directions. They wrapped around her body protected by the bubble of energy. In a heartbeat, the thorns had ripped through the protection of the spell, each one a different damage source, and constricted about her body.

Hundreds of sharp points buried through her scales and embedded in her body. They tore at her sides, her stomach, her ass and thighs. Her breasts hurt. They ripped at her arms as she thrashed to break free.

Twist hissed in frustration while the dryad smirked.

“Evil is always torn apart by the righteous brush!” the dryad cried, her eyes alight with religious fervor.

*  \ * /  *

“Marcus!” Thūwhi shouted and a flash of red light burst from her bikini bottoms and greaves.

The tree struck me and recoiled back. I grunted, losing a third of my Hit Points from the powerful blow. But the tree... She snapped in half and toppled over. Thūwhi's magic item dealt it back three times the damage that I took in retribution.

“You get the next tree!” I shouted. I had to get to Maria.

I charged at her and threw Shield of Faith around my Samurai as she screamed in pain. The spell threw back the vines wrapped around her, keeping her from getting ripped apart. My boots thudded on the ground. I crashed through a bush.

It came alive and seized me. I tripped and crashed on my face. Vines slithered over my armor. Thorns scraped on the metal, trying to get through and hurt me directly. I snarled in fury. Maria was still wrapped up by those vines. If the bubble ended, she would be torn apart once more.

“Fuck!” I snarled, the vines holding me tight.

A fiery explosion burst around Maria. The dryad holding her screamed in pain, struck by Kulrigiizhai's Psionic Rupture. The vines around Maria burned away, reduced to ash by the blazing attack. I grinned and dismissed Shield of Faith.

The Paladin bubble gone, Maria leaped forward; her katana slashed into the dryad, cutting the white-barked woman in half. She fell over.

The tree Thūwhi fought went still. Twist screamed on the other side of the battlefield. The vines about me went limp. I ripped myself free and rushed at the other dryad. Psionic fire erupted around the dryad and Twist.

I charged into the explosion. As the flames cleared, I slammed my ax hard into the dryad. Holy Blade added extra damage. White light flashed as my ax plunged deep. Ashes spilling off her body from the charred vines, Twist lunged forward and rammed her tanto into the throat of the dryad.

She stiffened and collapsed.

The other fruit trees went still. A quiet fell on the garden. Twist turned to me, her body covered in bloody rents. It ran down her flesh. The experience rushed into us. I shuddered as it carried us up to Level 61.

But we didn't cross over.

Prayer of Redemption fell on us, healing the wounds on Twist's body.

She clicked her tongue stud against the back of her throat. “Prickly bitches, weren't they?”

I snorted and shook my head. I looked around. We were all battered, our MP and TP low. Kulrigiizhai had used quite a lot on this battle. But we were still up. Still able to fight. We were too tough to be taken out that easily.

“Okay,” I growled. “We are going to be marching with care. Even the plants will want to murder us.”

“Pity,” Twist said and ripped an apple off one of the trees that had tried to kill us. She bit into it.

I blinked at her. “That should be acidic.”

Twist shrugged. “Tastes good to me.” She bit into it. “Fucking good. Besssst apple I've ever fucking eaten.”

I shook my head at her.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The elf shook her head at the destruction. The trees that had been hacked down. The ground torn apart. She had burned so much of the heavenly bushes. Fires still crackled in spots, smoke rising in the air. This place had been pristine.

And then we came. Her gaze climbed up to stare at the Hierophant's Palace. Do you care that you are forcing us to destroy this beautiful nature? Does it bother you at all that you're ruining the world?  How could you have forgotten its beauty? Is it because you've been hiding up there for all these centuries? A thousand or more years being sung to by maidens.

Kulrigiizhai's ears twitched with her anger. She gripped her staff and joined Dëshoma and Deillae in the middle of the group. Éjyona stood at the rear. Maria and Twist at the side with Marcus at the lead, Shorhe and Thūwhi just behind him.

Marcus marched deeper into the Garden. They followed.

The elven Psionicist flicked her eyes around the greenery. The fruit trees whose limbs bowed beneath the weight of their succulent fruit. The sweet-smelling flowers perfuming the air with sweetness. The smoke faded. The destruction they caused vanishing as they followed the dirt path winding through the garden.

A sapphire pool with purple lotus blossoming across its surface. Frogs croaked. The pond rippled from the fin of a red koi fish breaching the surface for but a moment. Emerald and ruby dragonflies hummed as they hovered around before zipping off in a quick burst of speed to stop again.

Birds serenaded them in the trees. They sang out with such joy. Songs of love. Of finding food. Of making a good nest. Squirrels raced through the limbs, bushy tails dancing behind them. A doe and her fawns appeared for a moment.

Everywhere Kulrigiizhai looked was beauty.

A profound and wondrous perfection that reminded her so much of her childhood. Of picking night lilies with her sister.

She closed her eyes against the pain. Her sister wouldn't have had to sacrifice her life if it wasn't for the Hierophant's madness.

“Wait!” Twist hissed. “Ambush!”


Chapter Nine: Confusing Twigs

Twist

Her Hunch itched at her.

“Where?” Marcus asked, glancing at Twist.

She Vanished, feeling that they had walked into a trap. “I don't know! Get ready!”

Marcus, Maria, and Shorhe all Shouted. Their passion resounded through them. Marcus's Zeal burst from him while Shorhe fell into a Brutal Stance, ready to tear into the enemy. Éjyona also Vanished, fading from view at the back of the party. Dëshoma closed her eyes. Twist knew she rolled the dice of Fortune's Fate. White light engulfed Marcus's ax, Holy Blade shining bright.

“Where are they?” Marcus growled.

“I don't see anything,” Maria cried, her left hand gripping the wooden sheath holding her katana. With her thumb, she pushed the blade out just a fraction. Her right hand grabbed it, ready to strike.

Twist clicked her tongue stud against the back of her teeth. Hunch still itched at her, the passive ability screaming at Twist that they had walked into a trap. She didn't know what to do about it. If they should go right or left.

Forward or back.

“Should we charge forward?” Shorhe growled.

“Perhaps it would be prudent if we doth retreat and let our roguish lovers scout this peril,” Dëshoma said.

“Nothing's happening,” Maria said. “Maybe we didn't actually reach the trigger point.”

“The bushes!” shouted Éjyona. “Look!”

A white mist curled out of the bushes around them. It swelled fast, rushing over them. In moments they were in a fog. Twist breathed in before she could stop herself. She...

Spun. The world twisted around her. Strange figures stood in the fog. The world bent and warped, distorting everything. A great fear swelled in her. She stared at the nearest figure. A light glowed around her head.

An evil light!

“NO!” Twist yelled and slashed at the light.

*  \ * /  *

The fog washed over me. Tempered Will, my new Crusader power, activated automatically. It made me immune to charm and confusion. I threw back the fog that wrapped around me. The others shouted. I turned to see Twist lurch forward and slash at Dëshoma.

“NNNYYYOOO!” her slurred voice roared.

She cut Dëshoma in the face. Blood spurted from the wound. The Seer stumbled back, screaming.

“ENYMMMMY!” roared Shorhe.

I spun and gasped. Shorhe's angelic greatsword slammed down at me. I caught it on my shield. Metal rang out. The orc drew back and hammered at me again. On the other side, Thūwhi stumbled at me. She swung her morning star in a hard blow.

It crashed into my armor.

BOOM!

Maria screamed and reeled back, smoke rising from her wound.

“Wait!” I cried as the party attacked everyone, crying out in fear. The confusion status effect gripped them.

Shorhe's greatsword slammed into my side, crunching through my armor and biting deep. Hit Points burst from me.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Fear fell on the elf. Shadowy figures were all around her. She swung her staff for a veiled monster, cracking into her head.

“EVYILL!” the veiled creature shouted back, her mouth full of shadowy fangs.

Kulrigiizhai had to fight. She had to survive. Every bit of her mind, save a tiny corner of her brain, shuddered in fear. That part of her concentrated on Mental Clarity, a Psionicist ability that she could activate when beset by a mental status effect.

Stun, charm, and confusion could all be banished by it.

As Kulrigiizhai raised her staff to hit the veiled monster, her mind finished concentrating on her power. The confusion washed away from her thoughts. The scary enemy became Deillae, her face twisted in panic.

Her bible slapped into Kulrigiizhai's tits, hurting them, dealing some minimum Hit Points in damage.

“This is bad,” thought Kulrigiizhai. She didn't know what to do. She looked to Marcus Aurelius. He grunted, Shorhe's sword buried in his side. He blocked Thūwhi's morningstar while the orc stumbled to the right and swung her sword at Twist.

The blow buried deep into her body. Dëshoma shouted and rushed at Maria. The Seer slapped her bible into the Samurai. Éjyona's bullet struck Deillae in the stomach. She stumbled back, screaming in fear. Maria's katana cut deep into Dëshoma.

“Marcus Aurelius! They're going to kill each other!”

“I know!” Marcus growled. “Fuck!”

*  \ * /  *

My women were hurting each other. I had to do something. I had to keep them alive, and I didn't have many healing abilities. Besides, I had to find the source of this confusing fog and end it. So I just had to buy them time.

I activated my Questing Arcane Tin Helm once-per-day. It allowed my Knight vows to affect the entire party instead of just one person. This was risky.

“I vow to take all your damage!” I cried, unleashing Vow of Chivalry. This let me take half the damage of anyone that I swore to defend.

And since I had used my helm, it was every woman here. I had magic items to help me mitigate damage. But I needed to mitigate theirs more. So I pulled out not one but two Splash Potions of Protection that GeeGee had made.

I threw them. They burst, splashing the liquid on my women. Between the two, it covered everyone, upping their armor greatly. That should help them not hit as often. Still, my Hit Points bled down as they struck each other.

“How do we find what is doing this?” I demanded of Kulri.

My elf shook her head. “I don't know, Marcus Aurelius. I can start firing my magic blindly. Maybe, I will get lucky and hurt whoever summoned this fog.”

I shot her a sharp look. “You think someone is behind this?”

“Without a doubt, Marcus Aurelius.” She clutched her staff in both hands, her ears pricking. “I can just... sense something out there. They are too well hidden for me to pinpoint, but...”

“Got it.” I hefted my ax and shield then activated my Challenger's Belt.

My shout resounded through the area. A challenge. Every enemy had to attack me for twenty seconds.

Immediately, darts flew out of the woods. They burst across my shield and armor. One struck my exposed neck. Pain flared. I grunted, my Hit Points dropping lower as the attackers burst out of their cover.

They were spindly things made of twigs. They were shedding the white mist from their bodies. They stood almost as tall as Éjyona and moved with springing steps, bounding at me. They hissed in fury.

“Spriggans, Marcus!” Iris gasped as she flew above me.

Kulri gazed at one as I unleashed Holy Eruption. My ax burst with white light, consuming the Holy Blade buff to slam the pure energy into the spriggans. They cackled and kept running, jumping onto my consecrated ground and swarming me.

They stabbed me with the sharp ends of their arms, finding gaps in my armor and burying in my thighs. I grunted, Holy Blade bursting alight on my ax again. I swung a Defending Strike, cutting one in half.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The elf unleashed Dominate Mind on one of the spriggans. She turned it to attack the others. It stabbed with its spindly arms, but it wasn't doing enough. It wasn't a powerful enough enemy. Marcus Aurelius growled, his Hit Points evaporating.

The party fought behind the pair, adding to the damage he took. The Challenger's Belt wouldn't last forever. The spriggans would just flee for the brush and hide. Kulrigiizhai must do something to stop them. She had to end this before her Owner died.

With a thought, she rose from the ground, activating her Arcane Spun Mithril Bustier Robe. The hem fluttered around her ankles. She double-cast her next two spells. She concentrated on Psionic Rupture. In three seconds, double explosions of blue energy engulfed Marcus and the spriggans.

She shredded them as she concentrated on the next one. Her mind focused on the energies, picturing the twin detonations. Marcus's Hit Points plummeted lower and lower. He swung his ax, killing another.

They were almost dead.

Psionic Ruptures detonated.

The twin explosions of psychic energy ripped the spriggans to pieces. Pieces of kindling flew in all directions. Kulrigiizhai shuddered with the mastery of her work. She smiled as she drifted back to the ground.

The fog faded as the experience flooded into them.

Level 61 banished all the damage that Marcus had taken and the others had had inflicted on them.

“The fuck?” Twist gasped and looked around. “Where did that shadowy fucker go?”

“I was so scared, Lord Marcus, for thou and the others were lost in the fog, replaced by vile demons that did seek to rend my flesh,” Dëshoma said.

Kulrigiizhai sighed as the others looked around, confused.

“Yeah, Kulri and I banished the fog and defeated those shadowy demons,” Marcus said, a smile on his lips.

“Then why is there kindling all about?” asked Shorhe.

“Those are pieces of spriggans,” gasped Deillae. “They're a type of fey who...” Her eyes widened. “Oh.”

“Oh, what?” Éjyona asked. “I was shooting all the demons.”

“Er, nothing,” Deillae said, her cheeks going red. “Nothing at all.”

“Really, because you all—” Iris started to say.

“She's mistaken,” Marcus said. “Everyone okay? The level up should have gotten everyone back up to full strength.”

“Yes,” Kulrigiizhai said. She had a new spell, Flash of Thought. It would let her teleport instantly for 8 MP. Once, that would have been expensive, but it was cheap these days. It worked much like her other teleport spell, Arcane Jump, but lacked the cast time.

Much more useful.

“Ooh, a chest,” Twist said and darted to the brush. “Loot!”

“Even when we have to save the world,” Maria said, shaking her head, her large breasts quivering.

“Indeed,” Lady Dëshoma said, an amused smile on her lips.


Chapter Ten: Grandfather Treant

Dëshoma

The angelborn Seer played with the Necklace of Love she now wore. The chain made of celestial gold, it had a ruby fashioned into the shape of a heart that dangled down between her round, lush breasts left utterly exposed by the cutout in her habit.

It had been in the chest and increased the effect of her healing miracles. Once per day, she could double-cast a healing miracle. She liked the look of it. Marcus had insisted she take it. Her cheeks warmed with delight.

“How do I look?” Kulrigiizhai asked as she wore her new bustier robe. It was black and had a silky shimmer to it. The corset lifted her breasts into two wondrous mounds of jiggling flesh. Cut open in the front, it showed off the crotchless panties she wore.

“You look hot,” Marcus said, a big grin on his face.

“It's a Quick Thought Shadowcat Linen Bustier Robe,” Iris declared, buzzing around the elf's head. “It special property will let you concentrate faster on your Psionicist spells. Once per day, you can insta-cast five spells. Five! You're going to use so much Magic Points blowing stuff up!”

Iris spun in the air, her pink dust spilling down behind her.

“Yes, you are,” Éjyona said as she hefted her rifle. “I can't wait.”

“Me, either,” Marcus said, a big smile on his lips. “Always stirring to watch you lay waste to our enemies.”

“It doth stir mine heart to see thee use thy powers in such an efficient manner for the betterment of our party,” said Dëshoma, a smile on her lips. “I am glad that thou art one of Marcus's lovers so that thou canst be with us on this perilous and vital quest, Lady Kulrigiizhai.”

“I'm glad, too,” the elf answered, bowing to the angelborn.

That warmed Dëshoma's heart. As she fell in beside Deillae and Kulrigiizhai, the rest of the party forming around them, a quiver of excitement shot through her. She held her white-bound bible to her stomach and glanced up at the Hierophant's Palace atop the mountain.

“I know,” Deillae said. “It's surprising to me, too.”

“Surprising, Lady Deillae?” Dëshoma asked.

“I mean...” Deillae bit her lower lip. “It's shocking that we're really doing this. I mean, it's so surreal that we're invading the Hierophant's palace and taking the fight to the holiest man in the world.”

“Really?” Marcus asked. He looked over his shoulder as he marched ahead, resplendent in his white cloak. “You've seen the evidence. You know why we have to do this.”

“I do,” Deillae said. “But to be here... To be assaulting the Hierophant. It makes me feel—”

“Like you are treacherous fools!” a voice boomed from the forest. “You think you can defile this holy place, Dark Twin! You will scream for the temerity of treading upon this sacred ground and causing so much pain!”

“Fuck,” Marcus growled as the woods to the right shook. Dëshoma hugged her bible now to her stomach and activated Fortune's Fate.

“No, you have it wrong, noble guardian,” Dëshoma cried. She wanted there to be an end to the pain and bloodshed. “You have judged us wrongly, for I declare that I am Dëshoma, Dezösh's daughter.”

“The Champion of Love?” the voice growled. “You claim to be his daughter!”

“I do not claim,” Dëshoma shouted, “for I am by the simple fact of my birth! As the daughter of the great and noble Dezösh, I do state that we are here to right a great injustice. We are not here to profane this sacred land, but to save it!”

“Save it?” The voice in the woods snorted. “From whom?”

“Hear my words and know that they are true,” the angelborn cried, her halo growing brighter and brighter. “We are here to stop the Hierophant and Mark Taylor from destroying this world. See the proof of my words!” She held her bible up high. “I bear the Sigil of Dezösh upon my holy book. He hath blessed our endeavor and his spirit doth stand with us. Do not stand in our way lest ye be smote by our righteous purpose!”

“RIGHTEOUS!” roared the voice. “You dare call your purpose RIGHTEOUS! You stand in defiance of the Hierophant of the Gods of Light and Order. Their chosen mortal to speak in their name. To guide them in the affairs of our world.”

“And he is condemning it to be destroyed!” Marcus roared. “Does that not bother you?”

Dëshoma nodded her agreement, her red veil rustling about her face. She hugged her bible to her breasts, hiding her golden nipples. This mad voice hiding in the brush did not deserve to see the majesty of her breasts.

“Of course it does not bother me,” boomed the enemy. “I trust the Hierophant. I have placed my fate in his hands. As the Gods have placed the World's. If he says it must be cleansed for righteousness to be found, then it must!”

“NO!” shouted Iris. She zoomed off into the woods. “That is not right at all. This world cannot be remade by—”

Her words cut off. Fear squeezed about Dëshoma's heart. A ball of pink hurtled out of the woods. Marcus gasped, sheathed his ax, and caught the falling pixie in his hand. He held the quivering Iris. Dëshoma whimpered.

“Ooh, that made me so mad!” Iris shouted and popped up. “You're a big dummy-headed treant!”

The entire party, Dëshoma included, let out a breath of relief that the cute pixie was unhurt. She buzzed into the air and flashed a rude gesture at the woods.

“Either come out and fight us,” Marcus roared, drawing his ax, “or stop whining at us. We have business with the Hierophant. We don't have time for pissants.”

“Pissant!” the voice boomed. The trees to their right bowed forward as if a mighty wind whipped through their boughs. They snapped back up, leaves tumbling to the ground. “You dare call me pissant, boy!”

The ground shook. Then again. Something massive moved out of the woods. Dëshoma's heart quavered. This was no small creature that stepped out of the woods. This was no treant twice the height of a human. It stood five or more times taller, bark pure white, beard made of gray lichen, limbs gnarled and knobbly with age.

“A grandfather,” groaned Kulrigiizhai, her ears twitching. “This is bad, Marcus.”

“It always is,” he growled then Yelled. Consecrated Ground rippled about him. His ax burst with holy light, and he shouted his Zeal. His armor grew more profound as he finished buffing himself. And he wasn't the only one. Twist and Éjyona Vanished. Maria and Shorhe shouted their buffs, the orc falling into Brutal Stance and the human into Perfect Form.

“You will die choking!” roared Grandfather Treant. He threw his arms wide as he stepped out onto the trail.

Spores burst from him and spread out over the party. They were thick in the air, filling it with a green haze. Dëshoma couldn't help but breathe them. Instantly, her Hit Points started draining. A DoT that had no duration. So long as they were exposed to the spores, they all were dying. Worse, the spores made the limbs shake, debuffing the chance to hit with physical attacks.

Dëshoma activated her Crystal Orb Earrings. That let her choose which luck effect she wanted to have on the next one she cast. She instantly launched into Guidance, the newest miracle she had gained at Level 61.

With it, she could cast her next 1 to 3 spells for 0 MP. If she got 1, odds were she would either cast a spell that would have cost her less MP then Guidance, but if she got 2 or even 3, she would save her resources. She would select 3, of course.

“I beseech thee to guide mine miracles to bring forth thy will!” she chanted, her Hit Points dwindling with the rest of the party.

“Let my prayer enhance the health of the faithful who hear it!” Deillae intoned beside Dëshoma. They would have to spend all their magic keeping ahead of this damage.

*  \ * /  *

“Fuck,” I growled as Vigorous Prayer fell on the party, giving us all the healthy buff so healing effects worked better on us. I was already down a quarter of my Hit Points. The casters were even worse off, down to less than half.

I activated Holy Charge, realizing the fucker wasn't going to step on my Consecrated Ground. My new spell burned my Holy Blade buff and let me charge across the field. I reached his woody leg and slammed my ax into the white, gnarled bark. I struck deep, white light bursting around me.

Shorhe charged up and slammed her sword into the other side, cutting out chunks of wood. Thūwhi ran up, her morning star crashing into the enemy while Psionic Spear slammed into the creature's chest, bursting with psychic energy.

The creature drew back its leg and kicked at me. I set my shield.

Thūwhi appeared before me. Her new ability, Take the Blow, let her teleport before an attack. It crashed into her and dented her shield, driving it back into her chest. Her breastplate crumbled. She plummeted below a quarter Hit Points. She crashed to the ground beside me and rolled to her feet.

“Yes!” she cried, wanting to be hurt. She ran in and swung her morning star, striking hard, the spiked ball ripping out chunks of wood.

I reactivated Holy Blade and dropped another Consecrated Ground. Divine damage sizzled Grandfather Treant's feet. He bellowed above as I swung my ax. My arm twitched. My blade went wide and missed. I hit the ground.

“Fuck!” I growled.

Dëshoma's Arcane Therapy fell on the party followed by Deillae's Rejuvenating Prayer. Dëshoma's healed me nearly to full while Deillae's healed over time, but it was barely a quarter what the spores did to us. It slowed the drain, but we were all still dying.

“No!” cried Thūwhi, back up to full Hit Points. She had a fighting style not suited well to a party with two healers. But she was still undaunted.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

As Thūwhi blinked over to block a blow for Marcus, Maria reached the enemy, stepping up beside the orc in her Brutal Stance. She triggered her new ability, Heart of the Sword.

She became one with her sword for thirty seconds, embracing the perfection of the Bushido code of the Samurai class. It let her deal double damage with each hit. She grabbed the hilt of her katana with her right hand, the left holding the sheath. With a flick of her thumb, she loosened the blade before she unleashed Iaijutsu Strike.

Drawing the blade and striking, she already hit for massive damage, but when combined with Heart of the Sword, it was an obscene amount of damage. Her sword slashed out and carved deep into Grandfather Treant's flesh.

The monstrous tree-man roared. Sap spurted from the wound. Maria smiled.

Wood creaked. From above, it swung its marm so fast, Maria hardly had time to react. It struck her and threw her back. She landed, pain ripping through her abdomen. She nearly fell to 0 Hit Points. The spores burned her blood.

I'm dead, flashed through Maria's mind.

Arcane Therapy and Rejuvenating Prayer fell on her, surging up her Hit Points well above half. She gained her feet with a graceful kip-up and focused on the enemy. Éjyona's gun fired. An explosion of fire burst across the chest of Grandfather Treant.

Maria focused on the enemy and drew her wakizashi. She activated the once-per-day ability of her Infernal Bronze Katana & Wakizashi. The paired weapons would now both deal an attack. She roared and unleashed. She triggered Dashing Strike, her Level 60 ability, and charged across the battle. She hit the treant again with both her blades, Heart of the Sword still active. She cut out massive chunks of wood.

Shorhe gasped as she missed with her next attack then grunted as the foot kicked her back. She hit the ground hard. Maria heard wood creaking. Blood burning from the spores, she dove back and avoided the massive arm swinging at her.

Arcane Therapy and Prayer of Redemption fell on her, both casters' healing magic needed to keep the party alive against the damage of the spores.

*  \ * /  *

Twist (Yha'arzo)

Twist hated the spores burning through her blood. She used Know Weakness on Grandfather Treant. Healing magic fell on the party. Explosions burst across the bastard's chest. Twist debated her options. She had to hit hard.

As she closed the distance, she used her new ability Poisoned Star. She threw her shuriken. When she activated it, she could choose which of her poisons to use on the weapon. She went with Elemental Poison, selecting fire. The star struck with a burst of flames before vanishing and reappearing back in her sheath on her straps.

Grandfather Treant swung arms and kicked hard. The defenders were knocked about as Twist moved around it, drawing her Viper Celestial Gold Tanto. She triggered its once-per-day ability so she could double-strike on her next three attacks.

Time to go burst damage all over your woody ass, fucker, rippled through Twist's mind.

She got behind it and applied Elemental Poison on her weapon. Fire, of course. She unleashed Execution. Once per battle, she could use this ability. It had a chance to insta-kill an enemy. She hit twice with it before she appeared. Both of her blows ripped out thick chunks of wood, spurting sap. Grandfather Treant shuddered, but didn't fall from insta-death.

Too much to hope for.

Twist dove for the right and Shadow Cloaked as she tumbled. A backward kick ripped through the brush behind where she'd been standing. The treant roared and twisted, searching for her, but she had vanished.

She came up and plunged a double-strike Vital Stab, building her combo with each hit, dealing more and more damage. She clicked her tongue stud against the back of her teeth as she repeated it, appearing as she left horrible wounds deep in the treant's legs that oozed its sappy blood.

She Shadow Cloaked again, her blood burning from the spores. Healing magic fell on her. On the entire party.

The healers' MP dwindled.

Éjyona's gun fired over and over, explosive mortars bursting against the chest. Other shots set part of the treant on fire. Her goggles gleamed with each one, all of them hitting and critting. Twist smiled as she readied her next attack.

Buffs started falling on the party. Deillae was somehow casting Prayer of Redemption and buff spells at the same time. Her habit seemed to shimmer, sparkling in the sunlight. Prayer of Speed fell first, the haste tingling over Twist's body. Prayer of Righteousness made Twist's tanto glow with holy energy while Kulrigiizhai's magic now erupted with a white tinge to it. Last, she started radiating an aura, Saintly Hope, raising the party's maximum HP. More health. More buffer from the spore damage.

Grandfather Treant roared as the attacks ripped into him. Hasted melee attackers slashed with blurring weapons. Twist joined them. The treant raised his foot and slammed it down at Marcus. He dodged out of the way.

BOOM!

The shock wave slammed into Twist and threw her back.

*  \ * /  *

The air compressed white from the blow and slammed into me. My armor crumpled, pressing on my body. Hit Points evaporated, losing nearly half of them. I stumbled back, managing to stay on my feet. Shorhe resisted, but everyone else was thrown to the ground. Dëshoma, Kulrigiizhai, and Deillae were near death, the spores eating away at them.

But the two casters touched themselves. Healing Touch. Level 1 Acolyte spell. No cast time. Instant healing. It kept them from going down. Dëshoma reached out and touched Kulrigiizhai whiled Deillae launched into Prayer of Redemption.

Haste affected their spell-casting, too.

The treant kicked at me. I blocked with my shield, grunting as I lost more Hit Points. The fist slammed into Maria. She dropped down to nearly 0. My stomach lurched. Then the first healing spell fell on us. She almost dropped but stayed conscious.

“You bastard!” Shorhe roared, her cuisses and greaves flashing with silver light, letting her next three attacks crit.

Thūwhi stood and raised her Bloody Infernal Bronze Morningstar. She lost half her Hit Points, dropping her down to nearly 0. She swung and hit, her attack dealing quadruple damage. She ripped out a huge chunk of the tree's leg while the spores killed her.

But the healers were unleashing their magic. Keeping us alive. Psionic Spears, tinged with holy energy, buried into the tree. The treant roared. He swung his arms at us. He struck me, driving me back a dozen feet. Maria screamed, flung halfway across the battlefield, her side crushed.

Her Hit Points fell low, but our healers were chanting spells so fast.

Twist appeared, her Fused Red Sardonite Ring flashing as she buried her dagger into the treant's legs. One snapped. The treant tottered. He staggered, his beard of lichen swaying. He crashed to the ground like a felled tree.

“YOU WILL NOT LIVE!” he roared. “YOU WILL PERISH! LET MY RIGHTEOUSNESS SMITE THEE!”

White light glowed from the treant. He exploded.


Chapter Eleven: Lost Hope

The holy explosion struck me.

It engulfed me in burning radiance. I screamed as my skin sizzled. My Hit Points plunged towards 0. My women all cried out with me. I staggered against the light, feeling them plummeting lower. Kulrigiizhai fell beneath 0. Dëshoma and Deillae followed. Éjyona gasped, barely standing. Thūwhi dropped.

“Fuck!” I growled.

Twist barely clung to consciousness. Shorhe and Maria staggered towards me. A huge crater smoked where Grandfather Treant had stood. The force had flattened trees, uprooted bushes. Rocks dug furrows in the ground. A boulder had crashed through an oak tree twice as thick as me, the tree falling over, branches snapping as it hit.

The Level Up slammed into us. His final act to weaken us defeated by the experience we had gained for winning. We just crossed over into Level 62. The unconscious party members snapped awake. Our healers had replenished their MP.

“He blew himself up,” Éjyona gasped. She sat up. “That's so steampunkish! I'm envious!”

“Fucker had big, woody balls,” said Twist, shaking her head in admiration.

“He was a holy creature who hath been deceived by the poisoned words of that foul man sitting at the pinnacle of yon mountain!” Dëshoma cried, pointing at the palace. “And we are coming for thee, false Hierophant! I name thee black! Thou art unworthy to speak for the gods, and thy reckoning is at hand for the misery thou hast caused this fair world!”

“Amen,” I muttered, the fury swelling in me. “We will march up there and—”

“Treasure!” hissed Twist. “Yesssss!”

She darted to a chest exposed by the destruction. I shook my head at her as she fell to her knees and pried it open. I sheathed my ax and waited to see what she found. We would need it. These fights were brutal. We were up against the strongest forces in the world.

*  \ * /  *

Twist (Yha'arzo)

“That's a Phasing Elemental Iron Tanto,” Iris said as she buzzed above Twist. “Ooh, nice!”

“Thankssss,” the dragonborn said. She studied the blade. It was made of elemental iron, that pure gray metal, but was also ethereal. Almost insubstantial. “What's it do?”

“Increases your chance to hit,” said Iris, “and lets your next five attacks hit and crit when you activate its once-per-day.”

I clicked my tongue stud on the back of my teeth. “Very, very nice.”

“Anything else in the chest, Twist?” asked Marcus.

“Oh, yessss, a pair of elemental iron cuisses and greaves. Could be for you or Shorhe.” Twist sheathed her new dagger then drew it. She liked how it felt in her hands.

“It's for Shorhe,” Iris proclaimed. “You know how I know, Marcus?”

“You're a font of knowledge on all things about this world,” Marcus said.

“Yep, yep, yep!” cheered the little pixie. “I'm that amazing. I know.”

“What's it do?” Shorhe asked, the orc moving up to the chest. She pulled out one of the pieces. It was made of that pure-gray iron and embossed with swords.

“Well it's the Sword Master's Elemental Iron Cuisses and Greaves,” said Iris. “And since you use a sword and can wear such heavy armor, it's yours. It gives you an increased crit with swords. You'll be carving up the bad guys.”

“Always a good thing,” Shorhe said.

Twist hissed her agreement.

“And when you activate it, your next attack is a focused strike that will shatter armor and deal massive damage to the enemy.” Iris buzzed up into the air. “Isn't that neat?”

“Sounds neat,” said Shorhe as she unstrapped her existing leg armor.

“Nothing else in there?” Marcus asked.

“Nothing for you,” Twist said.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

The vinehounds barked as they dashed among the group.

Maria's katana cut hard into one, slicing deep into the body made of thick, green vines woven like wicker to form the body. She danced back, Perfect Form active as she Dueled the beast. It snapped at her, teeth almost biting her flesh.

She slashed her sword down. Sap spurted from the wounds. The hound snarled and buried its thorny teeth into her thigh. She gasped, blood welling. It yanked and knocked her to the ground. It pounced on her.

She threw her sword up, cutting deep into the beast.

It collapsed on Maria.

Holy energy burst from her right, exploding from Marcus. Three of the beasts staggered from the attack. A Psionic Rupture exploded around them a moment later. Shorhe, fighting in Brutal Stance and Unmoving Weaponmaster, exuded such Intimidation, her new passive ability, that the vinehounds were having trouble landing hits. Elemental Mortars soared into the air and burst on the enemies, fired from Éjyona's gun. An angel flashed down and attacked a vinehound fighting Marcus. Twist appeared from invisibility, killing another.

Maria thrust hers off her and gained her feet. She charged to help Marcus. Blue psychic energy engulfed her but didn't hurt her. Kulri's Psionic Rupture tore through the vinehounds. They whimpered. When the light cleared, they lay in a heap around Marcus, their bodies ripped apart. Green sap spilled out, the air filled with the scent of fresh grass.

A fiery Elemental Mortar struck one fighting Shorhe. The round exploded, tearing into the others. One fell. Shorhe's sword cut the others into chunks, her Unmoving Weaponmaster ability giving her a bonus to damage on top of Brutal Stance. So long as she didn't move, she gained an increasing combo modifier to her damage.

It made her deadly if she could stay in one place.

Prayer of Redemption fell on the party but no experience.

“Above!” shouted Éjyona.

The angel Dëshoma had called forth with Summon Angel of Fortitude flapped her wings. Her blade glowed with holy energy. A flock of hawks made of flowers dived at them, screeching. The angel cut into them, petals flying, but most made it past.

Elemental Mortar and Psionic Rupture burst through their midst, ripping apart more of their delicate bodies. Maria tensed and waited, her wakizashi raised to parry any attacks that came her way. She flicked her eyes back and forth.

The surviving hawks, a riot of pinks and purples and oranges, burst out of the dissipating attacks. They screeched, pollen spilling behind them. One dove at her. She flicked her wakizashi to knock it to the side, but her katana swung too slow to land a hit.

Marcus's ax burst with white light. Holy Eruption exploded from him, devouring three more of them. Twist threw her shuriken, bringing down another. The angel chased after a fourth, sword swinging to cut it down.

One struck Thūwhi and screamed in pain. Martyred Faith dealt enemies damage back when they hurt Thūwhi. It was enough to kill her flower hawk. The last few died from Éjyona's rapid gunfire. The pollen drifted through the air.

It burned Maria's skin. She gasped as smoke rose where it fell. A DoT fell on her, devouring her. The others grunted, their Hit Points dissolving away, but not fast. It wasn't that dangerous of an attack. Dëshoma's Arcane Therapy topped everyone off.

Deillae shook her head at the dead flower hawk that had landed before her. “This is so frustrating!” The Abbess shook her head, her veil dancing. “How can the guardians of the Garden not see we're trying to save the world?”

“That's what they think,” Maria said and sheathed her swords. “That's the whole tragedy of this mess, isn't it?”

“No,” Marcus said. He stared down at the vinehound at his feet. “They are not trying to save the world. They're trying to remake it. They've given up. Lost hope. But we haven't.”

Maria's heart beat faster. She felt so light, lifted by his words. She smiled at him, glad that she had made her choice to be his woman and not return to her village with Dennis. She would have been miserable.

“Yeah,” Twist said. Then her shoulders tensed. “Ambush!”

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Twist's shout made Dëshoma jump. She had just dismissed Thöjil, the Angel of Fortitude, when this new threat arose. Out of the brush, five creatures made of shrubbery jumped out at them. They snarled like big cats, their bodies lean. They had stripes of red flowers amid the thick, green leaves that made up their body.

Tigushes.

One slammed into her. She gasped as claws tore into her breasts. The beast drove her onto her back. Air burst from her lungs as pain shot through her. The beast's mouth opened wide. Thorny teeth buried into her throat, ripping. Her Hit Points evaporated.

So did Kulrigiizhai's and Deillae's. They were both pinned down and being savaged. Éjyona Vanished moments before being tackled while the fifth crashed into Maria, slamming her to the ground, too.

Fear rippled through Dëshoma. The healers were hurt.


Chapter Twelve: Ambushes Attack

Dëshoma, Kulrigiizhai, and Deillae's Hit Points all plummeted into the critical, while Maria was badly hurt.

My stomach lurched. “Dëshoma, I vow to protect you!”

Vow of Chivalry fell on Dëshoma, letting me take half her damage. Then Zeal burst from me. The five tiger-bushes all snapped their heads to me, snarling with anger.

“Hey, you leafy cunt!” snarled Shorhe, Taunting Yell yanking the tiger-bush off Deillae. Saving her lover, Shorhe fell into Brutal Stance and Unmoving Weaponmaster. She swung her greatsword into the face of the tiger-bush.

“Tigushes,” Iris gasped, the other four rushing at me.

Holy Blade engulfed my ax, Consecrated Ground spilled yellow energy around me in a circle. Iron Defense hardened my flesh moments before they crashed into me. They slammed hard into my armor. Thorny claws raked across my breastplate. One bit my exposed arm, tearing out a chunk of flesh and my Hit Points.

“Fuck!” I Yelled and unleashed Holy Eruption.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

The Samurai gained her feet. The healers were getting up, too. Marcus staggered, the tigushes ripping him apart. They hit hard. Shorhe snarled in pain. Maria had to do something.

As Thūwhi appeared at Marcus's side, using Take the Blow to take one of the claw-ripping attacks meant for him, Maria activated her Distracting Blessed Leather Halter Bra. Her tits bounced and jiggled in such an eye-catching way.

It stunned one of the tigushes. Only one.

The one that Shorhe fought.

Maria growled through her clenched teeth. Heart of the Sword making her one with her weapon, she darted forward and unleashed Iaijutsu Draw. She sliced hard into one of the beasts that Marcus fought. As Maria drew her wakizashi and entered Perfect Form, the beast whipped around and slashed at her.

She parried with her wakizashi. “You're mine!”

She Dueled the killer shrubbery and jumped back, leading it from Marcus's Consecrated Ground. Thūwhi fought at his side, swinging her morning star hard into the side of the enemy, ripping through pieces of vines.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Healing Touch surged Hit Points through her, fed on by Fortune's Fate giving her a sixty-five percent boost. Deillae did the same, the two healers picking themselves up. They clutched their bibles. Marcus was badly hurt. The three on him were tearing him apart even with Thūwhi taking a blow for him.

Dëshoma activated the Book of Redemption to empower her healing spells for 30 seconds, double-casting them.

She dropped a pair of Arcane Healings on him, yanking him out of critical while Deillae cast Prayer of Redemption to help the others.

Shorhe slammed Execution Blows on the one at her feet, cutting the stunned beast to ribbons before it could recover. Nearby, Kulrigiizhai's panties sparkled as she activated the ability. The words to Arcane Therapy tumbled from Dëshoma's mouth.

From Kulrigiizhai so many things happened.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

With her Swift Spun Mithril Crotchless Panties active, the elf could insta-cast her next three spells.

Dominate Mind seized one of the tigushes, bending it to her will. She thrust the beast at the others, tearing into one. Chunks of leafy branches ripped from the wounds. In the same heartbeat, a pair of Psionic Ruptures went off, ripping through the enemies, hitting all of them, even the stunned one Shorhe slammed her sword into.

The tide turned. Their devastating ambush had now been turned back on them. Shorhe charged in to attack the tigushes that Marcus, Thūwhi, and Twist fought. Éjyona's Elemental Mortars burst through the battlefield. The dominated tigush ripped the head off its pridemate and turned to jump on the one Maria fought.

An angel flashed down and slammed her sword into the dominated one, killing it even as it fought for them. Kulrigiizhai nodded her head in satisfaction. Marcus's harem assembled had the power to challenge the Hierophant himself.

She clutched her hands to her heart, staring up at the pinnacle. Kulrigiizhai would give everything to get Marcus up there so that he could enter the Supernal Realm. The acorn that the elf carried, the essence of her sister, would be planted to save the world.

Kulrigiizhai would give up her life to make sure that happened.

She would sacrifice anything.

The last tigush died, hacked in half by Shorhe's angelic greatsword. The orc panted, her breasts rising and falling in her breastplate. Her cloak swirled behind her. The experience bar crept up and inched over into the next level.

Level 63.

No new abilities nor a chance to upgrade. It was a level of pure stat gain. More Hit Points, Magic Points, and Technical Points. Kulrigiizhai's Intelligence increased even more. She would deal more damage. Tear apart their enemies even faster.

“There's something in this one,” said Twist. She reached in and pulled out an iron-gray leather bar. A halter bra that would not cover up the tits. She grinned. “Something for you, Maria.”

She tossed it at the human Samurai.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Iris buzzed over Maria as she lifted the bra Twist had just thrown.

“Ooh, ooh, ooh,” the pixie squealed as she darted around the dangling brassier. “That's a Blitz Ironhide Bear Bra. That's going to be great for you. Let's you attack faster. And its special ability lets you make three attacks as one. Three!”

“That is useful,” Maria said. She reached behind her and unhooked her current bra. She peeled it off, and her big tits didn't shrink.

She blinked at that. Her tits were still huge. She checked her character sheet, seeing her stats and...

She had a new Trait. Along with Submissive, Fellatist, Map Maker, Sword Master, and Tentacle Lover, she had Busty. Like Kulrigiizhai gaining lactation from wearing magic items that gave her breasts milk, Maria's tits were permanently enlarged.

“Nice,” Marcus said as her new boobs quivered.

She blushed. “I'm glad you like my new additions.”

“Maybe I should borrow her old halter bra,” Deillae muttered, staring down at her small breasts.

“You can have this one,” said Maria. “For once we're through this.” She tossed her old one to Deillae then pulled on her new one.

“Thanks,” Deillae said and slipped it into her pouch.

“There's a morning star in this one,” Twist said, using her dagger to cut out the shrubs of another dead tigush.

Maria watched her pull out a deep-gray morning star that had arcs of lightning jetting from the spikes. Thūwhi took it and smiled. Her penumbra around her darkened with her excitement. She nodded her head.

“A Shocking Elemental Iron Morning Star,” Iris said, her wings buzzing. “Ooh, ooh, it'll deal lightning damage, but its once-per-day is electrifying.”

Marcus groaned and rolled his eyes while Twist hissed her laughter.

“Really?” Maria asked, wincing at the horrible pun. “It bursts with electricity and hurts the enemy?”

“And Thūwhi,” added Iris. “You didn't know that Maria.”

“No, no I didn't,” Maria said.

“Shall we?” Shorhe asked. “We are getting closer to the mountain, but at this rate, it'll take us all day.”

“Yeah,” Deillae said, still staring down at her tits. “We should get going.”

“I agree with our two stalwart lovers that it is imperative that we press on and stop the foul machinations of the Hierophant—”

“Before he doth farteth and destoyeth the worldeth,” Twist said. She grinned at Dëshoma.

“I would have said it far, far more elegantly than thou hast, Lady Yha'arzo, but I know that thou doth have an incandescent need to make churlish mockery of anything serious to protect thy heart so I do forgive thy lighthearted jest and take it in the spirit that it is given,” Dëshoma said, bowing to Twist.

“Did she insult me?” Twist asked.

“Maybe,” Marcus said. “Let's move out.”


Chapter Thirteen: Purity and Honor

Twist (Yha'arzo)

Lady Yha'arzo...

Dëshoma kept using that like it was who Twist should be. Was it? How could Twist even know when she had no clue who her parents were? All she had was what Grunt had told her. That he had murdered her dragon-mother and human-father. But could she even trust him?

It ate at her, not knowing. And Grunt was dead. She had killed him herself, freeing herself from his control. Only I'm doing just what he wanted me to do, she thought sourly. I'm helping to kill the Hierophant and save the world.

The fucker claimed that he had raised her to be the perfect thief. Had forced her to be a prostitute to drive her to do her own thing, like he had anticipated she would be a part of Marcus's quest. It infuriated her to no end.

She clicked her tongue stud into the back of her teeth as she stared at the mountain. It loomed closer and closer, higher and higher. She had to crane her neck just to see the palace now. The click and clatter soothed her as she marched on the flank of the party.

Marcus strode ahead with that confidence of his. That blind certainty that he would prevail. An arrogance that impressed Twist. How could it not? He prevailed. That was what he did. He had won every battle. Even the ones they had lost, he had brought them all through it safely.

It was why she was here. He inspired her to save the world.

Her.

Twist.

Would Yha'arzo have saved the world? she wondered. Would the dragonborn daughter raised by her dragon-mother and human-father have become a Shardhunter to help the world, not for her own enrichment?

Would Yha'arzo have become a Thief or a Fighter? Would she have walked Marcus's path of Strength and Faith? Fighter, Paladin, Knight, then Crusader? Or would she have still walked the Dexterity path? No wavering. Just after her personal gain?

Twist didn't know who she was any longer.

Damn you Grunt for telling me the fucking truth! she cursed. She wanted to find him and kill him all over again. She was better off thinking she was abandoned. That she didn't need anyone.

But I need Marcus. I tried not to. I tried to kill him, and I couldn't.

She closed her eyes.

I wasn't abandoned. My parents loved me. And he murdered them.

She clicked her tongue stud harder into the back of her teeth. Grunt had delivered one final barb before he died. Found one last way to hurt her. The sick fucker had tormented her all her life. Made her love him then turned into her pimp. Took her virginity as the down payment on all the money she owed him.

She wanted to rip open the Infernal Realm, find where Grunt's soul was being tormented by Īwheda, Goddess of Crime, and gut him all over again. She—

“Surrender, knave!” a voice cried out.

Twist opened her eyes to see a woman in silver armor with a blue surcoat cut to show off the swell of her breasts. On it was the white hammer of Dihhomamer. She rode on the back of a unicorn with snowy coat and a gleaming horn thrusting from between black, liquid eyes.

“Really?” Marcus groaned. “A unicorn knight?”

“You have gone far enough, knave!” the woman cried, leveling a lance at him. “In the name of Dihhomamer, god of light, you shall be struck blind and cut down!”

From around them, lights exploded, Twist's retinas burning. Hooves clomped as the sounds of charging horses—unicorns—came at them from all sides.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The light struck Dëshoma. She stumbled back in pain, unable to see. Screams echoed around the party. The clomp of hooves rushed in on them. Dëshoma activated Fortune's Fate, getting thirty-five percent buff to healing.

A low roll.

Not good. Fear crashed down on Dëshoma. They needed someone to fight that could see. She knelt, put her hands together, and concentrated on her best summons. The words spilled from her mouth.

“I call upon the Supernal Realm to fortify me and mine allies in the fight against the dark! I beseech thee to send me the beatific passion of thy steadfast angel to inspire and protect! Let her appear before me and shed thy holy radiance! Let the Supernal Realm's light encompass this sad and wounded world!”

Before she got anywhere in the miracle, her blindness vanished in time to see the unicorn knights slamming lances into Marcus, Thūwhi, Shorhe, Maria, and Deillae. The changeling Abbess, her Diamond Stiletto Heels still gleaming from being activated, hit the ground. Blood spilled from a wound in her guts, half her Hit Points gone.

Marcus snarled as two more knights charged past him, leaving a massive rent in his breastplate and a damaging wound. He was nearly killed from the three attacks. Shorhe and Maria both staggered while Thūwhi laughed, her knight reeling from the backlash of Martyred Faith.

Dëshoma kept chanting, realizing she had made a mistake. She should have been casting spells.

Deillae sat up and snarled out the words to Prayer of Redemption to begin healing the party.

The knights wheeled and charged in at Marcus. They hurtled in too fast. They would gore him before Deillae finished her chanting.

*  \ * /  *

The thunder of hooves drew my attention. The unicorn knights attacked too fast. They were already on me. The bloody points of their lances aimed at me, their golden hair flowing behind them while the unicorns almost seemed to float.

“Fuck!” I snarled and activated my Crusading Infernal Bronze Ax. White light engulfed me and restored my Hit Points before they could crash into me.

They struck me. I took one on the shield. The other two crashed into my breastplate. I grunted as they punched through armor and into my ribs. They snapped. Pain exploded through me. I swung a Defending Strike, catching one in the leg. Blood spurted.

Éjyona appeared, her Elf Silver Snowflake Necklace glittering. An elemental mortar struck the rider I just hit. The shot burst with ice elemental damage that struck the other two. The three unicorns slowed, affected by the halfling Spitfire's magic item.

“That's got them!” she cried. “Get them, Marcus!”

I nodded to her and activated Holy Blade. I Yelled and unleashed my Zeal before burning my buff on my ax to use Holy Charge. I rushed after the unicorn knight I hurt, her mount no longer galloping. I raised my ax high and slammed my weapon into the rider's back. The white energy burst from the blow. She screamed in pain, her armor crumpling beneath my ax.

Prayer of Redemption fell on us, soothing wounds. As the knight I'd struck wheeled her slowed mount around, an angel descended from the heaven, her sword blazing with holy energy. She swooped down and attacked the knight charging at Deillae, cutting deep into her head.

“Don't let up!” I cried. “Carry the fight to them!”

I refreshed Holy Blade and slammed a Defending Strike as the slowed knight wheeled her unicorn around to attack me. She threw down her lance and drew a gleaming short sword. She raised it high and slashed it down.

“FOOOOOOOOOORRRRR THHHHHHEEEEE HIEEEEERRRROOOOOPHHHHHAAAANNNNT!” she cried, her words coming out slowly from the debuff. Her blade still hit hard, crumpling my pauldron. Pain burst through my arm.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Blind us? thought Maria as the unicorn knight charged the human Samurai again. “I challenge you!”

“I accept!” the knight cried, her lance aimed at Maria.

Dueling the unicorn knight, the Samurai grabbed the handle of her katana. As the knight hurtled closer and closer, Maria activated her Flash Bright Ring. A brilliance flashed from the gem on the ring and struck the knight. She screamed, her lance shifting to the right.

Maria, in Perfect Form, dodged the goring horn of the unicorn and unleashed Heart of the Sword. Doubling her damage, Maria drew her weapon with Iaijutsu Strike. The blade slashed out and cut hard into the unicorn's flank. The beast whinnied in pain, her blood spurting.

A terrible ache panged Maria's heart. To hurt such a creature was not anything she ever wanted to do, but what choice did she have? She had to fight. Had to kill them to save the world. They were deluded like all the others.

The knight roared, “Craven! You blind me!”

“Hypocrite!” Maria shouted and ripped her wakizashi from its sheath. “You unleashed those attacks on us!”

With a Dashing Strike, Maria charged after the unicorn and cut into the beast's beautiful flank. Blood matted the ivory fur. More pain whinnied from the wondrous creature. The unicorn turned and slammed her horn for Maria's stomach.

Her big tits heaving, she parried the blow and Riposted, slashing into the proud beast's neck. Blood spurted and the unicorn staggered. She collapsed, spilling her rider to the ground. The knight came up, still blind.

“For Purity!” she screamed and holy energy exploded from her, slamming into Maria.

She screamed as the holy power slammed into her and set her veins on fire with the righteous fury of the grieving knight. Maria struck the ground, blind. The knight roared and plunged a sword through Maria's stomach, her Hit Points plummeting.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The elf's Eleven Leaf Half-Cap fluttered behind her like the rustle of leaves. She faced the unicorn knight that even now charged in for another attack. With her cloak's once-per-day ability activated, Kulrigiizhai could double-cast spells.

She concentrated on Dominate Mind and Psionic Rupture.

The hooves thundered at her. She was so low on Hit Points. The words from Deillae's lips were still falling. Kulrigiizhai watched death coming at her, but she did not flinch. She finished her concentration.

Dominate Mind washed off the unicorn knight's purity of purpose, failing to capture her even as rider and unicorn were engulfed in an explosion of blue energy. The psionic force tore at them, but they burst out of the destruction, lance leveled at Kulrigiizhai's chest.

It would kill her.

Flash of Thought blinked her across the battlefield. She appeared near Marcus as he burst into a charge after one of the knights attacking him. Kulrigiizhai caught her bearing and spotted the knight that had forced her to flee reining up her horse to a stop.

“Where did you go, Elf?” she cried.

Prayer of Redemption fell on the party. An angel swooped from the sky. Light burst from Kulrigiizhai's right as she concentrated on another Psionic Rupture. The knight spotted her and charged across the battlefield for the elven Psionicist.

Ears twitching, Psionic Rupture exploded around the knight and rider. The lance rushed at Kulrigiizhai. She faced it calmly, ready to Flash of Thought away before it could connect. The elf would show these knights true resolve.

The unicorn screamed in pain.

*  \ * /  *

Twist (Yha'arzo)

The unicorn charged at Kulrigiizhai.

Twist focused on the beast. It would ride right past her Vanished form. With Know Weakness, Twist knew just where to strike and what to use. Elemental Poison was out, so the Ninja applied Acidic Poison while activating her Shadow Diamond Necklace to deal extra unholy damage while she was stealthed.

As the unicorn charged by, Twist struck with Vital Stab, then a second. The two attacks hit fast, both of them tearing into the unicorn's body. Already weakened by two Psionic Ruptures, the beast screamed in pain and collapsed, throwing the rider. The knight hit the ground and whirled to face Twist as she appeared.

“YOU!” roared the knight, leveling her sword at her. “For Honor!”

“I got plenty of honor in my ass!” Twist laughed as she Shadow Cloaked.

The explosion of bright energy slammed into Twist and threw her to the ground. She gasped, blinded by the burst of damage. She trembled on the path, struggling to gain her bearings. Boots stomped up to her.

“I can feel you!” roared the knight. “There is no escape from my wrath.”

Her sword rammed through the invisible Twist's back and pinned her to the ground. The pain burned through her. She spasmed, shocked. The blade ripped out of her. Twist tumbled back, unable to see. She whipped her head around.

The next attack took her in the throat. Blood spurted, her Hit Points hurtling towards 0.

How can she see me? Twist hissed, fear rippling through her.

“FOR HONOR!” the knight screamed. The blade hissed through the air at the Ninja.


Chapter Fourteen: Tomorrow's Grief

Dëshoma

“I beseech thee to ward mine allies with a fate invincible!” Dëshoma cried as her family was wounded around her.

Immunity to the next three attacks fell on her loved ones. The invisible Yha'arzo needed it. The blow from the knight, somehow able to see Yha'arzo, bounced off the invisible force. Deillae's Prayer of Redemption fell on the party.

“With thy blessing and care, I do banish the ill and deliver salvation!” poured from Dëshoma's lips as Thöjil, Angel of Fortitude, crashed into the knight attacking Yha'arzo.

Litany of Salvation removed the blindness from Yha'arzo. The words fell from Dëshoma's mouth to fix Maria's blindness. She lay on the ground, her protection vanishing fast beneath the hard blows of the angry unicorn knight.

Thūwhi slammed her morning star into a slowed unicorn while Marcus cut down the knight. Her unicorn slammed a silver horn into his protection, his Invincible Fate buff vanishing, leaving him vulnerable once more.

Shorhe cut down her unicorn. A white light struck her. She reeled back, shaking her head. In response, a bright light burst from Shorhe's medallion to blind the enemy. Her foe reeled back and so did one fighting Marcus, unable to see.

“How do you like it!” roared Shorhe and slammed her sword into the knight's side.

Despite being blinded, the unicorn knight slammed her blade into the orc's side, cutting her deeply. The two blind opponents swung at each other, but only one of the combatants seemed to be hindered. The knight's sword struck Shorhe in quick succession.

Their righteous fury could not be stopped.

“With thy blessing and care, I do banish the ill and deliver salvation!” Dëshoma chanted.

Bullets from Éjyona's gun left bleeding wounds, it's once-per-day active.

Thūwhi fell blind next. Her armor burst with energy, removing the debuff and healing her to full. She took the blows on her shield and threw a Sacrificial Blood on Shorhe, healing the orc while damaging Thūwhi.

“For the true Gods!” Thūwhi cried, her shadowy penumbra darkening around her. She slammed her morning star into the knight.

Psionic Ruptures detonated, engulfing the warriors. Everywhere Dëshoma looked, her allies fought. Éjyona's rifle fired. Marcus slammed his ax into the flank of one knight. Two more were on him, attacking from their mounts. Maria Dueled her knight while Yha'arzo and the angel fought another.

Deillae's  Sunshine Nightmare Silk Habit burst with light, doubling the healing on the next two miracles cast; Prayer of Redemption from Deillae healed the party to their full hit points.

Dëshoma nodded. The tide had turned. She launched into another Invincible Fate to guard their lives while her angel cut down the knight and flew to Lord Marcus's aid.

The noble Crusader lifted his boot and slammed it into the earth. The ground shook beneath Dëshoma's feet. The enemies around Marcus collapsed, the two unicorn knights spilling their riders to the ground. Yha'arzo appeared and stabbed one in the throat. Marcus slammed his ax into another, the blade then bursting with a Holy Eruption.

Maria cut down her foe, Shorhe cleaved hers in half with a brutal Execution Blow. Éjyona's Elemental Mortar erupted with wind damage around the enemies fighting Marcus. Thūwhi brained her knight and rushed to the noble defender's aid.

Invincible Fate warded Marcus as the unicorns rose and gored him. Their horns struck the barrier, not landing a single blow. Then the others were with him. Psionic Rupture and Elemental Mortar exploded. Yha'arzo stabbed, Maria slashed, Thūwhi bashed, and Shorhe cleaved. In the midst, Marcus swung his ax.

Dëshoma let out a heavy sigh as she stood by Deillae. Their allies slew the last of the noble unicorn knights. The women and their mounts fell to the ground, their purity stained with crimson blood. The grief washed over the angelborn Seer.

Why must we inflict such harm on those innocent and noble creatures, Hierophant? she asked in the silence of her soul, her eyes fixing hard on the palace high above the party.

“So close to leveling,” said Yha'arzo, shaking her head.

“Is that all that thou dost care about, Lady Yha'arzo?” snapped Dëshoma. “The material gains that thou canst measure and take pride upon? Dost thou have no concern for the purity that was defiled here by the acts of the cruel Hierophant that doth look down on us, or didst the suffering of these honorable knights mean little to thee other than as sources of experience to fill thee with more and more power so that thou canst inflict more and more harm.”

“Dëshoma,” Marcus said, shaking his head.

“Naw, she'sss right,” Yha'arzo said with a shrug. “I didn't give a fuck about killing them. They're just idiotssss we have to carve through to save the world. Gotta get stronger so we can do it. So, yeah, I am disappointed that I don't have more power to inflict more harm. That's how we're going to win. Maybe pull that butt plug out of your ass.”

“I know thou hast a heart,” said Dëshoma. “Dost thou think so little of those that we fight?”

“All I care about are standing here or back at the camp. Everyone else is just nothing to me or an enemy I have to gut to save the world.” She shrugged. “I'm not going to apologize because that offends your childish sensitivities.”

“Childish?” Dëshoma gasped.

“Twist!” Marcus growled.

“Hey, I was being childish earlier,” said Yha'arzo. “But so is she. The world isn't rainbows and glitter and sweet things. It's not everything that's nice. The unicorn knights might have been the purest bunch of virgins in the world with cunts so dry because they never had even a taste of arousal, but that doesn't mean fuck when they're fighting on the wrong side. And it is the wrong side, because they're against us! So, no, I am not going to cry and weep. I'm not going to feel an ounce of pity for them. They chose their side. We chose Marcus. That'ssss life.”

“I kinda agree with her,” Éjyona said. “I mean, it sucks they're deluded, but we need to be able to take down the Hierophant. Hitting level 64 means we have a better chance. I'm rooting for it.”

Dëshoma's heart clenched even tighter. She glanced at Kulrigiizhai. The elf held up the acorn, her face hard. Thūwhi stared down with regret and Deillae threw hugging arms around the angelborn Seer, their veils rustling together.

“Lord Marcus?” asked Dëshoma. “Am I being a fool for feeling such grief at the losses to the world? It is greatly diminished by those we hath slain today.”

“You're not,” said Marcus. “Neither of you are. This is a fucked up mess. There's nothing good about it. We need to kill them to save the world. We need to get stronger to do it. Grieve, and I'll be there for you. Exult at our success, and I will, too. We all made a choice. This is the consequence, but these are prices that are worth paying.”

“Even if they destroy us?” Thūwhi asked.

“Especially if it destroys us.” Marcus looked up at the top of the pinnacle. “No one in the outside world, not even those we love back at  the base, will understand what the nine of us are doing. The choices we made. The price we paid. We're going to carry the shit we did today on our souls. But we'll be here for each other. We're the only ones that can understand. If you want to cry in my arms, once the world is saved, my lady, you can cry until kingdom comes.”

“Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma whimpered. She drew in a deep breath, drawing strength from his words. “Thou speakest with much wisdom, for the pain we must endure will one day be paid, but it is a debt that must wait for the happy future that shall arise upon our victory. I shall harden my heart for the nonce, then shatter the granite that doth clad it once we have achieved our victory.”

Marcus nodded. “That's what we all have to do, even Twist. She's just protecting herself with her callousness. She wouldn't be so blasé if she wasn't trying to avoid taking the emotional wounds. It's like Vanishing.”

Yha'arzo snorted. “You're too fucking smart for an idiot that charges into danger as much as you do.”

“Glorious danger,” Shorhe said. “And more awaits us.”

“Yep!” Éjyona said.

“We must endure,” said Maria. “That was the hardest thing I had to learn when Marcus put me in charge. It's something I struggle with. Once the day is saved, I think we'll all cry in Marcus's arms.”

“Yes,” Deillae said and blinked back tears. She cleared her throat a moment later. “We should continue on. We have much ground to cross. Let this bloody business be ended.”

Thūwhi nodded.

“I will cry with you,” Kulrigiizhai said as she took her place between the Abbess and the Seer. Maria and Yha'arzo fell in on the flanks, Éjyona in the rear. Marcus led the way, Shorhe and Thūwhi behind him, forming an echelon that thrust into the dangers of this land.

Or would have, but Yha'arzo spotted something.

“Fuck, we almost didn't loot them,” said Yha'arzo. She bent over, ruining the mood.

Dëshoma sighed. She banged down her frustration as Yha'arzo pulled out a black habit and veil with a white wimple. She held it out. There was an oval cutout.

“That's not for Dëshoma,” Yha'arzo said. “Doesn't show off enough of her tits.”

“That is true,” Dëshoma said. This would help them. It was a tragedy to despoil the fallen, but if this would aid Deillae, then it was important. Yha'arzo's perspective was correct. They had to be strong, too.

I shalt cry long and hard when this terrible quest is over and never again embark on such an adventure as this for mine heart will not be strong enough to endure any more senseless death, she thought.

“Yep, that's for Deillae,” reported Iris. “That's a Nun's Shadowlinen Cloth Habit. It will let her cast her buff spells faster. Once per day, her next five buff spells will add a healing over time effect to those she enhances.”

“Worth it,” Yha'arzo said.

“It is,” Dëshoma said, nodding to her. “Thou art correct.”

Yha'arzo scowled and spat. “Yeah, yeah. I'm sorry for being a cunt. I get it. This sucks. We're not fighting evil. We're fighting the righteous. Those who should be on our side.”

“Fake news,” Marcus muttered. “They got gaslighted by fake news.”

Yha'arzo shrugged. “It suckssss. Sorry.”

“I accept thy apology, Lady Yha'arzo, and beg forgiveness for calling thee childish for thou art not that,” said Dëshoma as Deillae put on her new habit.

Yha'arzo winked at her. “So, you like calling me Yha'arzo, huh?”

“It doth fit thee like a garment that thou hast not worn in some time but still clads thy body as perfectly as it did years previous and brings such gentle delight at the simple joy it brings to wear the familiar once more.”

“Fuck, that's too many words,” Yha'arzo said. “Don't know why I like you.”

“Her tongue,” Marcus said. “I know it feels wonderful on my dick.”

Nods abounded as the rest of Dëshoma's family agreed with the skill of her tongue upon their nethers. She smiled at them. The pain was gone, for now. It would return. But now that Deillae wore her new raiment, they could proceed.

Dëshoma ached for this terrible quest to end. For the world to be happy even if that would be taken from her.


Chapter Fifteen: Soul Searching

Twist (Yha'arzo)

Dëshoma likes it, Twist thought.

The angelborn Seer's words echoed through the dragonborn Ninja's mind as they fought another pack of vinehounds. Yha'arzo was the name that Twist had worn for most of her life. She had only abandoned it when Grunt revealed himself to be a monster.

Maybe she should return to it?

“Yha'arzo,” she said as she jammed a Vital Stab into one of the beasts.

“What was that?” Marcus asked and cut into another one. The last of the hounds died.

“Nothing,” she muttered.

The easy fight surged them up over the level cap. They hit Level 64, but Twist hardly noticed it as she contemplated donning that old suit. Returning to that old life as Yha'arzo. She had been happy then, a child ignorant of the many crimes of her “father.” She had loved Grunt then. Idolized her adopted father.

She was happy now, too.

Twist glanced at Marcus as he sheathed his weapon. He glanced at her, arching an eyebrow.

“There's that level up, Twist,” Éjyona said, bounding up. “Let's see you smile and be happy about all that experience you just nomed up.”

“Nom?” Twist asked, the nonsense driving away her thoughts.

“Nom-nom-nom,” Éjyona said and rubbed at her belly like she had just eaten a lot. Her breasts quivered, capped by her pasties.

“True,” Twist said. “I suppose I should get to looting.”

“Probably for the best,” Deillae said. “Let's see what you can find to make us all stronger.”

Twist ducked into the woods, her mind not really on her task for once. Finding loot didn't matter. Those words Dëshoma said itched at her. Twist didn't know who she was any longer. She wasn't Yha'arzo, the adopted daughter of Grunt. Nor was she Yha'arzo, the whore pimped out by Grunt. She wasn't Twist, the thief scheming to get every coin she could to pay off the bastard. She was Marcus's Ninja.

But was that Twist or Yha'arzo?

“There's a chest,” Twist said, finding it quite by accident. She opened it up. “And something for our hungry halfling.” She pulled out the rifle and tossed it to Éjyona. The short girl grabbed it and grinned.

“So steampunkish!” she squealed, holding up the rifle made pure-gray elemental iron with sigils for water, wind, fire, earth, ice, and lightning stamped in the metal. A black teak stock looked perfectly sculpted to fit against her shoulder.

“An Elemental Iron Burst Rifle,” cooed iris. “Wanna know what it does, Éjyona? Huh? Huh?”

“Naw,” Éjyona said.

“What?” gasped Iris. She sagged in the air, drifting towards the ground.

“Just messing with you,” Éjyona said. “Give me the spiel. What's this bad girl do?”

Iris's wings buzzed faster. “What doesn't it do? It does everything. Like shoots bullets.”

“Uh-huh,” said Éjyona. “Why do I need you for the explanation?”

“It also does more damage with elemental attacks,” said Iris. “Bet you didn't know that.”

“I did.”

“Liar!” Iris bobbed up and down, her wings blurring. “Now I'm not going to tell you what its special ability does.”

“Oh, no,” said Éjyona. “Guess I'll just have to concentrate on it for a minute to find out like normal Shardhunters have to who don't have a special pixie with them.”

“She really is unique, huh?” Marcus said, his brow furrowing.

Why does he think she's not? Twist wondered. Because he's from that other world?

“Fine, fine,” Iris said. “It fires a cone of elemental damage that inflicts a status effect. You know, fire burns, lightning stuns, etc.”

“Right, right,” Éjyona said, slinging her new rifle on her shoulder. “Sounds great.”

“It is great!” Iris said. “You should be kissing my butt at how amazing I am.”

Iris turned in the air and bent over, wiggling her little rump at the halfling.

Éjyona grinned and bent over, planting a smooch on the pixie's butt. Then she licked her, making Iris squeal and shoot up into the air. She zipped all around the battlefield, pixie dust falling over them. Marcus shook his head and chuckled.

The party headed on as Twist thought, What if I am Yha'arzo? How does wearing that name feel?

It felt weird.

*  \ * /  *

I led the party forward. Iris really was unique. Probably because I was the only player from my world that was called over. They didn't need someone to tell them all the stuff they would just know by growing up in this world.

I was thinking about what Iris said about how she summoned me. It was so far-fetched that she could have done something like that. She was just a pixie. She couldn't bring me from the other would. Hell, she might have come with me from my world. From the game, anyways.

That made sense, right?

I was pondering that when a white mist spilled out from the forest. I groaned as another group of Spriggans attacked us. They could do nothing to Kulri and me thanks to our abilities, but I had also gained something else at Level 64.

Faith's Mantle.

I activated it, burning the MP, and shed an aura that granted my allies immunity to charm and confusion effects. Just as they started attacking each other, they were cured. They stumbled to a halt, blinking.

“Oh, not this fog again,” Éjyona gasped. “I almost shot Kulri in the ass. And it's such a pretty ass.”

“Yeah,” Maria said, blushing. She had been about to Iaijutsu Draw on me. That would have hurt.

“Spriggans,” I said. “They're in the trees. They're not hard to kill.”

I almost felt bad for the little bastards. They were annoying, but that was life. My women and I waded out into the bush and made short work of the spriggans. Their main advantage was the mist, and I had a class that was all about resisting corruption and fighting evil.

A Crusader.

So of course I had abilities to keep the mind pure and free of charm and confusion. Those were some of the best ways to attack a good person. Make them do something they wouldn't normally do. Break them.

Or just break the party.

The experience gain wasn't much. We hardly expended any resources, either. When the last one died, the fog melted away while my aura still had a few more seconds left. 7 MP wasn't bad to pay for spoiling an enemy's planned ambush.

“Find anything useful?” I asked Twist.

“Just an ax,” she said and emerged from the woods holding an elemental iron ax. It had two ax blades, both sweeping curves and inlaid with celestial gold to offset the deep gray of the main metal. She tossed it to me.

I caught it and felt that now Holy Blade cost half as much to use. I smiled. “Nice. I have to use Holy Blade a lot to use my good Crusader powers.”

“Oh, you already know what it does?” Iris asked, looking crestfallen.

“Only the special property,” I said. “What's the once-per-day ability? I am dying for you to tell me.”

“Are you just saying that to make me feel better?” Iris asked.

“Of course not. I treasure when you explain things.” I winked at her. “You're my pixie, right?”

She swelled up. “I am yours, Marcus. And you're mine!”

“That's right. So what does it do?”

“Well, when activating it, you don't ever lose Holy Blade for the rest of the battle. You can just spam Holy Charge and Heavenly Silence and Holy Eruption.” Iris buzzed up close. “Neat, huh?”

“So neat,” I said.

I glanced ahead. The mountain was closer and closer. I put away my old ax and hefted my new one. “Let's keep going. I want to get to the mountain before night falls.”


Chapter Sixteen: Fair Daughter

We were not nearly as close to the mountain as I thought.

The day was wearing on as we moved through the garden. I don't know if all the guardians had already fought us, or the rest of the denizens of the Garden were too scared of our prowess to mess with us, but we hadn't been attacked in nearly three hours.

The sun sank towards the horizon. It was a full day's walk from the Shardpool to the mountain. It seemed so inefficient unless you were trying to guard this place, thinking that anyone who would attack it would have to come into this place from the Shardpool.

It made sense, but it made me doubt if today was the day we would save the world. The idea of camping in this place unnerved me, but the shadows were getting longer, and we still had the Jeweline Halls to climb. They worked up and up the mountain. Now that we were closer, I could spot the glittering parts of it peeking out of the mountain, bits of crystal that interrupted the gray stone.

As the sun was nearly set, the thick trees and brush of the garden gave way to a verdant meadow. It stretched the length of a football field all the way to the great gates of the Jeweline Halls. A trail wound through the peaceful meadow, dotted with wildflowers. Blue-winged butterflies flitted from blossom to blossom.

The wildlife grew up the flank of the mountain for a hundred feet or so until it ended at the gray stone of the mountain. The brush grew thick, especially around the doors. More flowers and blossoming shrubs clad the slopes, like the mountain thrust out of a green turtleneck sweater or something.

“Be on guard,” I muttered as I made my way across the field. “I can feel it. Ambush.”

“Oh, yeah,” said Twist. “This place screams boss fight.”

Maria nodded.

Thūwhi rolled her shoulders and readied her shield and morning star. Shorhe grinned and strode at my side. She looked eager for it. Ready to test her mettle on whatever the guardian of the Jeweline Halls possessed. My eyes scanned around us, glancing up at the skies, wondering where the attack would fall.

We moved across the field slowly, the melee fighters forming a chevron with me at the tip. The spellcasters and Éjyona in the protection of it. Without having to be told, Thūwhi and Shorhe fell back to form the ends of the V with Twist and Maria between us. We all were ready to fight.

“That Hunch triggering at all?” I asked Twist as my eyes scanned the field.

“Not yet,” she said. “You'll know. I'll disappear.”

I snorted.

It was then that the verdant slope of the mountain moved. Something massive, the size of a building, separated from the brush. Vines ripped from it. Shrubbery and trees spilled from the unfurling wings. A tail tore free of the grass, spilling dirt down the slope. It perched over the door.

A dragon.

A fucking dragon with scales as green as the life around it. Wings spread wide. It was massive. A tongue flicked out as it stared at us. A shiver ran through me. This was an archdragon. A fell beast that had existed for eons.

“Fuck me up the ass,” Twist muttered.

“Yeah,” I grunted.

*  \ * /  *

Twist (Yha'arzo)

The dragon glanced at Twist. It was the first she had ever seen. A male whose yellow eyes seemed to swallow her world. She swallowed, fear pouring down her scales and flooding through her veins. Never in her life had she felt a presence like this. Her tongue stud clattered against the back of her teeth.

“Fair Daughter of Agzukkebamyoz,” the dragon rumbled. “I give you this chance to walk away.”

Shock slapped through Twist. Those words were spoken at her. They echoed in her mind. The name sang through her soul. She gripped her tanto, her entire body shaking, but not with fear. No, no, thirst. Hunger.

She starved to know more.

This was no stab in the dark. This dragon knew who Twist was. Fair Daughter was what her name meant in Draconese. Yha'arzo is what her name means. Yha meant fair or beautiful and arzo meant daughter.

She slammed the tongue stud into the back of her teeth. She had to know more. “Are you saying Agzukkebamyoz is my mother? How can you possibly know?”

“I recognize her in the hue of your scales,” the dragon rumbled. “She has long passed away, slain. I avenged her.”

Avenged? screamed through Twist's mind. But Grunt said he killed my parents. Of course that fucker lied.

“Who killed her?” Twist demanded.

“Does it matter?” the dragon asked. “Now go. You and your companions may depart now. Do not force me to shed the blood of my dear friend.”

“Sorry,” Twist said. “I'm with him.” She thumbed at Marcus. “Sort of slid my pussy down his cock. Just go where he tells me.”

“Lust is what drives you?” the dragon asked with disdain.

“You haven't tried his cock,” said Twist. “If you were female, I'd tell you to give it a whirl. But, I'm sorry, he stole my heart. I have to go with him.”

“Ah, love,” the dragon said. “Yes, your mother loved a worthy man. You are much like her. Flippant in words but steadfast in manner. This grieves me greatly, but you cannot pass into the Jeweline Halls.”

“Sorry,” Marcus said. “The Hierophant is insane. We can't let anyone stop us, not even a family friend to Twist.”

“Twist?” The dragon sneered. “You have abandoned your true name, Fair Daughter.”

Twist shifted, embarrassment shifting through her. “I had my reasons.”

“And as to you, warrior, I cannot let you pass. Insane or not, he is the Gods of Light and Order's champion. The Hierophant must be protected. It is my duty. I will not shirk it.”

“The Gods of Light and Order are deceived by the madness of the Hierophant, for his actions are not bringing unity but division!” Dëshoma cried, stepping up beside Twist. “He doth consort with those who serve the Gods of Darkness and Chaos, working for their unholy and perverse goals and not those of the Supernal and Just! Ëshuxeri is with us for she hath blessed my union with Marcus and his harem. And Fertile Shuwëmeri herself hath blessed and anointed Lord Marcus. Even the Host Supreme, the Angels of the Supernal Realm, do support us and aid us on this quest. I say this as Dëshoma, Daughter of Dezösh. His love and spirit doth travel with us.”

“I have made my vow,” the dragon said. “I am a dragon. Once my word is given, there is no going back. Turn back or die. None of you shall survive my wrath.”

Sadness fell on Twist's heart. The nobility of this creature swept over her. She realized her mother would have possessed such a heart. It made Twist feel so empty and hollow. A mere shell of what she should have been. She had never hatched. Not properly.

“Noble dragon,” she cried, moved by this strange impulse in her. This need to abandon the sarcasm and jokes that hid her fear. She had to be open. Vulnerable. Killing this dragon would be a tragedy. Dëshoma was right.

What they did here today, while necessary, was a terrible thing.

“I am Yha'arzo, Daughter of Agzukkebamyoz, and I beg of you to let us pass, for we are not enemies of the world. We are its saviors!”

“I have given an oath, Fair Daughter.” The dragon leaped from the mountain, wings spread wide. He landed with an earth-shaking impact, his bulk so much that not even his wings slowing his descent could stop him from gouging deep furrows in the ground. “I cannot relent.”

“Neither can we,” Yha'arzo said. “I am my mother's daughter. I have given myself to Marcus. I believe in him. I believe that what we are doing is right. Hear me and know that I will not retreat. I will help my lover save this world, even if I have to die fighting you.”

The words left her dizzy. Never had Yha'arzo spoken such honesty. She laid bare her heart, hoping it would be enough. That the dragon would feel their resolve and realize that it would be better to retreat. That this was a fight no one wanted.

“Then today is a day of much tragedy,” the dragon said, lowering his head.

Tears sprang in Yha'arzo's eyes. The dragonborn Ninja nodded. “Who are you, Dragon, so that I can remember you?”

“Yhozavzef,” he said with his voice ringing like steel.

“Oathtree,” Yha'arzo said. “You are well named.”

He reared up and flapped his wings hard. A mighty wind swept across the field, ripping the petals off the wildflowers. Before Yha'arzo could react, the wind slammed into her. She screamed as it threw her back and sent her tumbling across the grass.

She rolled to a stop and shed one tear for Yhozavzef.


Chapter Seventeen: Oath Tree

The wind from Yhozavzef slammed into the party.

I grunted, my Earthstomp Boots resisting the knockdown. But the rest of the party flew back and crashed into the ground. I leaned into the hurricane gale that sent them tumbling. It died down, leaving them all groaning, thrown back thirty or more feet. I stood alone.

The dragon leaped at me, teeth bared.

I Yelled and activated Zeal. Strength shot through me as Consecrated Ground rippled from my feet. Iron Defense fell on my body while I triggered my Crusader's Elemental Iron Ax's ability. I would have my Holy Blade, which I activated next, for the entire battle.

The dragon landed before me. His jaw snapped down and slammed into my shield. Metal groaned as I slammed a Defensive Strike into his jaw. I cut into his flesh, exposing the muscle beneath. Blood spurted out, bright and red.

“I am sorry!” I roared and slammed my ax down again, holy energy bursting from the blow.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The elf rolled onto her feet and knew this was not a battle to hold back any damage. Everything she had needed to be unleashed.

Pain burst from her pussy as she activated her Masochist's Clit Ring to increase her spell damage. The various gemstones on her belly chain burst to life, adding elemental status effects onto her next five spells. Her Quick Thought Shadowcat Linen Bustier Robe fluttered.

She could insta-cast her next five spells.

Five Psionic Spears erupted from her mind in the same moment, each one tuned to a different elemental damage. As the dragon reared his head up to bite down at Marcus, spears of fire, lightning, ice, earth, and water struck, each one dealing a different status effect. Fire to burn with a DoT, lightning to stun, ice to slow, earth to blind, and water to confuse.

The spells burst across the creature's snout. The dragon roared in pain as the elemental psionic attacks ripped at scales. Wings flared wide as fire burned across the dragon's head, dealing it more damage.

None of the other status effects stuck. The dragon was immune to them all.

Without hesitating, her clit ring still tormenting her pussy, she triggered her Slippers of the Forest's Friend to insta-cast three more spells. Three more Psionic Spears, all normal ones, lanced out. The blue energy slammed into the dragon's belly scales, sizzling the beast.

As her spells landed, Éjyona Shotgun Jumped over the party, using her gun to propel her forward. She landed to the left of Marcus, aimed her rifle, then unleashed a cone of elemental fire damage that set more of the dragon on fire, using her new weapon's ability.

She Vanished then reappeared, firing an Elemental Mortar that burst with wind damage for more than it should have. She ripped a gem from her Explosive Bracelet and hurtled it. Before it struck the dragon, she Camouflaged and disappeared only to appear again and fire another Elemental Mortar that exploded for wind damage. Each one hit, her Hunter's Ironhide Bear Leather G-String at work.

Kulrigiizhai concentrated on her next Psionic Spear. They had to destroy this noble dragon fast.

She could feel it in her bones that they would not last long if they didn't unleash everything.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

As Maria stood up, she activated her Honor Rings, the golden piercings threaded through her fat, pink nipples tingling. A clarity fell on her. She would hit with her next five attacks. As she ran forward to join Marcus, a barrage of Psionic Spears firing over her head, Maria then triggered her Fencer's Bracelet. Her next attack would do triple damage.

She couldn't Duel the dragon since there was only one opponent, and Maria knew not one of them could defeat Yhozavzef on their own. She did unleash Heart of the Sword, doubling her damage as she reached the powerful and noble creature.

She grabbed the handle of her katana, her left thumb flicking against the circular guard to loosen it in her scabbard. Elemental Mortar exploded with a burst of wind followed by a burst of fire. Maria unleashed Iaijutsu Strike.

She drew her blade in a blur of bright metal. Her Honor Rings ensured she hit. She cut deep into the green belly scales of the dragon. Blood spurted from the wound as she inflicted massive damage to the enemy. The moment her sword draw finished, she whipped out her wakizashi and activated her Diabolical Black Teak Sheath.

Thābi creation allowed Maria to deliver five attacks in a blink of an eye, the first four guaranteed to hit. Next, she triggered her Blitz Ironhide Bear Halter Bra to make three attacks with one, and her Swift Ironhide Bear Leather Dildo Panties to quadruple her attack speed for thirty seconds.

A claw slashed at her. She didn't care. Bushido Strength, her new passive ability, gave her damage reduction.

Three Stab and Slices landed as one attack, her katana and wakizashi carving into the dragon's hide. On their heels, faster than the eye could see, her weapons attacked four more times. Four more Stab and Slices ripped through scales. Blood splattered as her blitz of attack ended, leaving her dripping in blood.

The claws struck her and threw her back, tearing deep into her flesh.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

“Go all out,” the Seer cried as she stood back up, her body aching from the wind. Already, the attacks were falling. Maria was the first of the melee combatants beside Marcus to reach the dragon. Spells slammed into it. Éjyona landed from her jump and unloaded. “Everything that thou doth have, Deillae.”

“Yeah,” the Abbess said.

They worked in concert, both of them activating their abilities. Dëshoma was aware of what Deillae did even as the Seer concentrated on her own preparations. Deillae's Nun's Shadowlinen Cloth Habit rustled, the black fabric rippling. This would let Deillae's next five buff miracles also add a HoT. Then she gasped, the sort of sound that came from a butt plug humming away.

Those same five buffs would be insta-cast. As Maria was hit by the dragon claws, Prayer of Speed, Vigorous Prayer, Saintly Hope, Prayer of Righteousness, and Prayer of Wrath all fell on the party. She hasted them, gave them the healthy buff, gave them all more Hit Points, added holy damage to all their spells and attacks, and increased all their damage.

As that happened, Dëshoma triggered her Faithful Nightmare Silk Skank Skirt so she could “roll” luck twice on her next three on miracles,  then choose which one she wanted. Her Angelic Teardrop flared and her halo grew even brighter, adding a sixth HoT on the party. The red Virgin's Veil rustled, adding a damage buff on her next three healing miracles.

Fortune's Fate was her first class ability she activated, rolling fifty percent and seventy-five percent. She chose it. Just as she started casting Invincible Fate, the Prayer of Speed fell on her. The words spilled out of her mouth almost too fast to understand. She rolled four and seven.

Last, she launched into her newest miracle, Summon Angel of Wrath.

“I call upon the Supernal Realm to inspire me and mine allies in the battle against the dark! I beseech thee to send me the beatific wrath of thy avenging angel to inspire and protect! Let her appear before me and wield thy burning anger! Let the Supernal Realm's light devour this broken world!” spilled from her tongue. In seconds, Ablëthöj appeared in a burst of golden light. She held a holy blade that shone with a golden light that added a further buff to her allies' damage. The angel surged at the dragon and slashed at the noble beast's head.

Let this be enough, noble Ëshuxeri, and forgive us for the slaying of another of the miracles of this wondrous world, she prayed.

*  \ * /  *

Yha'arzo (Twist)

As the Invincible Fate and all the buffs fell on Yha'arzo, she unleashed Know Weakness on the dragon. Wind was the element the dragon was weak against. Her stomach churned at how much she hated doing this.

Maria staggered to her feet and ran back in, the HoTs from the buffs healing her bad wounds. The dragon savaged at Marcus as Thūwhi and Shorhe, who had been thrown the farthest, were now catching up to the fight, hitting at the dragon's flanks.

Thūwhi came in from the left, her Martyr's Celestial Gold Kite Shield bursting with light. That let her burn Hit Points as Technical Points or Magic Points for her next three attacks. Twist noticed her Blood Diamond Ring already shone, giving her double the effect from hurting herself for thirty seconds. On her other hand, her Purple Sardonite Ring burst with light allowing her to hit with her next attack.

Lightning burst from her Shocking Elemental Iron Morning Star. The electricity struck the dragon and herself, dealing them both damage, her Hit Points dropping faster than the HoTs could heal her. She lost more Hit Points as she unleashed Martry's Strike after Martry's Strike, driving her health as low as she could. Now low, the dragon slammed his claws down on her to finish her off.

She triggered Faith Defends without using any TP that Yha'arzo could notice, increasing her chance to block, and caught the claw with her shield. With her Hit Points so low, she inflicted even more damage on the dragon.

As Thūwhi unleashed her righteous blows on the dragon, Shorhe rushed in, her Lion Celestial Gold Bustier Breastplates and Pauldrons gleaming bright, letting her do triple damage for 30 seconds. The feathers on her White-Plumed Celestial Gold Helmet burst with white light that slammed into the dragon to stun the beast.

That did not work.

Yha'arzo noticed a change in how Shorhe held her angelic greatsword, figuring the orc Weapon Master had triggered Gold Nipple Bars to deal double damage on her next five attacks. She reached the dragon and planted her boots. They burst with light, her Mighty Elemental Iron Sabatons doubling her strength for ten seconds. As she entered Brutal Stance and triggered Unmoving Weaponmaster to build her counter, she had the potential to deal more damage than Yha'arzo could count.

A hard Disemboweling Blow struck Yhozavzef, cutting open his scales. Blood gushed out. A wing slapped down, striking Shorhe for hard damage, the wound still bleeding. She shook it off and swung her blade again, hitting it with an Execution Blow for more damage.

Yha'arzo drew closer, her heart heavy. Marcus screamed in pain, a hard bite tearing through his armor. The party had unleashed all their damage in a mighty burst, and the dragon hardly seemed fazed. He was so huge, the wounds that would be crippling on another foe seemed like scratches despite the blood spurting from the dragon's many wounds.

Here goes, Yha'arzo thought. She drew her golden shuriken. The Blinding Star burst with golden light that did nothing to blind the dragon. Of course, that didn't work.

She triggered her Elemental Iron Tanto to automatically hit and crit with her next five attacks. She combined that with her Trickster's Ironhide Bear Leather Straps to allow her to make her attacks from ranged. Thanks to Know Weakness, she applied wind Elemental Poison on her tanto. She drew in a deep breath and slashed at the dragon.

Execution hit first. A once-per-battle attack that had a chance to kill.

It ripped a bloody gash across the dragon's neck. The head reeled from attacking Marcus. Her tongue stud clicked against the back of her teeth. No death. No quick end to the fight. They would have to go to the bitter end.

Appearing, she activated her Thief Gloves so her next attack would count as coming from being invisible. Then she attacked with Vital Stab, her attack burying hard into the dragon's hide. She Shadow Cloaked to unleash two more Vital Stabs from range, tearing into the dragon's hide, inflicting so much damage, her Knife Combo building and building. She Shadow Cloaked one last time and slashed the last time from range.

Her last Vital Stab hitting it from a safe distance. Now she had to close. Had to risk her life. Yha'arzo was committed. She ran forward unseen.

*  \ * /  *

The dragon stood the best shot we could give.

Not a single one of us held back, and the dragon didn't even seem phased. Yhozavzef roared, wings flapping hard. Another blast of wind slammed into the party. I withstood it as did Shorhe. Thūwhi dropped to her knee to resist it while Maria gasped, thrown back.

Debris flew in the storm. In moments, all our Invincible Fate shields vanished and pain ripped at our flesh. It tore wounds that the many HoTs on us healed. The angel flapped her wings hard and slammed her blade into the dragon's maw. I roared and slammed a Defensive Strike hard into the dragon.

The beast took to the air. I growled in frustration as the dragon circled around. His tail slammed into me. My breastplate crumpled. I staggered from the blow, my ribs bursting with pain. I snarled, spots bursting across my vision.

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

Soothing power fell into me as the dragon came around. Psionic Spear, Elemental Mortar, and Holy Passion struck the dragon, the latter a beam of white energy that fired from Deillae. We would all deal more damage to the dragon.

Healer's Sanctuary fell around her while another Invincible Fate engulfed the party.

The dragon came around and opened his mouth wide. A mighty burst of rocks burst from it. A storm of fist-sized stones crashed down into the party. My Invincible Fate withstood it for a few seconds, then it was gone. The rocks crashed into me. I raised my shield. Stones rang off the metal.

Thūwhi screamed in pain, her Hit Points the lowest. She crashed down to 0 Hit Points.

On death's door, and the damage kept coming.

“NOOOOO!” I roared, fear squeezing about my stomach. She was dead.


Chapter Eighteen: Weeding the Garden

Dëshoma

She shall perish! screamed through Dëshoma's mind as Thūwhi collapsed beneath the ferocious onslaught of the rocks that engulfed the melee combatants. All were being ripped apart. Already, Deillae cast Prayer of Redemption.

But even with the haste buff, she wouldn't be fast enough. Once someone was hurt at death's door, they perished. Dëshoma had a split second chance to save her life. She activated the Bracelet of Second Chances.

The final skull charm dangling from the bracelet snapped. Thūwhi shot up to full Hit Points the moment she dropped beneath 0. Before the next stone could crash into her, she had enough life to survive.

Such relief billowed through Dëshoma as Deillae's Prayer of Redemption and those HoTs kept the party alive. The dragon landed with a mighty flap of wings. More wind ripped at the party, tearing at their Hit Points.

Jaws snapped. Claws raked.

Dëshoma launched into Arcane Therapy while Deillae unleashed Prayer of Redemption. They both cast the party heal spells now as the dragon's wings never stopped flapping. Yhozavzef scoured the ground, ripping up rocks and other detritus. The Invincible Fate fell on everyone. Pain ripped through Dëshoma. Rocks struck her bare breasts, tore through the stockings cladding her thighs.

She healed as fast as she took damage while she burned through her MP.

She and Deillae came closer and closer to being OOM as Marcus put it. Out of magic.

Shorhe slammed Execution Blow after Execution Blow into the dragon's flank. Thūwhi unleashed Martyr's Strike. Her Hardened by Pain ability built and built her strength every time she was hurt until she was healed, then it reset. Until then, it let her hit for more damage. Marcus landed Defensive Strikes and Holy Eruptions, running through his MP and TP. Éjyona fired her gun. Yha'arzo appeared and Shadow Cloaked, ripping into the dragon's flank while Maria Slice and Stabbed and Quick Stepped.

We are losing, Dëshoma realized.

The dragon's tail crashed into Shorhe, throwing the orc back a dozen feet. Her Hit Points surged towards 0, the debris from the wings ripping at her flesh. Prayer of Redemption and Arcane Therapy saved her.

The haste wore off.

The spellcasting grew slower.

Kulrigiizhai's MP drained, too, her Psionic Spears not coming as fast.

A claw ripped open Maria's guts.

Jaws crushed Marcus's helm, inflicting critical damage.

Despair built in Dëshoma's breast.

Deillae ran out of MP.

So did Dëshoma.

The healing stopped but not the damage.

Instantly, Deillae triggered her Pure Diamond Pendant. Its special ability granted her and her allies immunity to damage for twenty seconds. Twenty precious seconds for them to regroup. A second wind that they desperately needed.

The dragon roared. Yhozavzef's wind slammed into the party but did nothing.

Deillae drank a potion to restore some of her MP while Dëshoma activated her Love's Shadowcat Linen Exhibitionist Habit to restore all of hers. Her angel soared through the sky, attacking the dragon's head.

Yha'arzo appeared, out of TP. No more going invisible for her. She attacked, her Knife Combo building. Shorhe's combo grew once more as she resumed her Unyielding Weaponmaster ability. So long as she stayed put, she would deal more and more damage. Marcus swung his ax. His Consecrated Ground vanished. He did not refresh it.

Deillae drank another MP potion as Dëshoma's Arcane Therapy raised everyone to full Hit Points.

They had a breather. Ten seconds before they would be in danger.

No one was using abilities. Éjyona fired her gun, bullets hammering the dragon. Maria slashed with her Katana, cutting into the dragon's flank. Marcus's glowing ax fell again and again. Thūwhi hammered the dragon with her morning star.

Five seconds.

Dëshoma closed her eyes and readied the next Arcane Therapy she would have to cast.

Three seconds.

A Psionic Spear slammed into the enemy as Kulrigiizhai ran out of Magic Points.

One second.

*  \ * /  *

Yha'arzo (Twist)

Thūwhi's cloak fluttered as the damage immunity went away, letting her take half damage.

Yha'arzo had her own plan. As the buff went away, she triggered her Ghostly Nose Ring and became spectral. No longer part of the material world, nothing physical could hurt her. The rocks kicked up by the wings passed through her.

But not the rest.

Maria screamed in pain. Shorhe staggered. Marcus grunted as the rocks pelted off his armor and struck vulnerable parts of his flesh. Thūwhi weathered it, swinging her morning star.

Yha'arzo's Knife Combo had built to incredible levels of bonus damage, and she wanted to make use of it. She triggered her Spy's Clit Ring. The piercing buzzed, sending a wash of pleasure through her.

She had no more TP, but she would do so much damage with her crits. She attacked the dragon, blood splashing with each of her eight attacks.

*  \ * /  *

We had to bring this dragon down. Another breath of rocks slammed down on Maria, Shorhe, and myself. The pain screamed through me. I triggered my Angelic Celestial Gold Breastplate and Pauldrons. I drew back my ax and smote my enemy.

My attack hit. The ability made sure of it. My ax glowed even brighter. I inflicted a massive blow to the enemy, the holy damage sizzling through the flesh. The dragon roared, ending the breath attack. His claws slammed into me, ripping through my armor.

I howled in pain, staggered, then swung again. I would not relent. We had to crush this foe. We had to get past him. We were all running on fumes, but it had to be enough. I would let nothing stop me from saving the world.

“I AM MARCUS AURELIUS!” I bellowed. “AND I WILL NOT FAIL THIS WORLD!”

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The elf unleashed the power in her Black Teak Staff of Elemental Mastery the moment the damage immunity ended. At the same time, her Mind-Shield Circlet burst to life, granting her immunity from the next three attacks.

The debris from the wind wiped that out in two seconds.

But a heartbeat later, the double-casted Psionic Spears, each costing 0 MP thanks to her staff, fired out. One hit with wind damage and the other fire. The dragon roared as Kulrigiizhai drew out a magic restoring potion and downed it.

She had to keep throwing out Psionic Spears. They had to bring this monster to its knees.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

“You bastard!” roared Shorhe, her cape fluttering behind her.

For a moment, Maria noticed that she stopped taking damage. But the Invincible Fate only protected her from the next three damage sources. The wind kicked up by the damned wings tore through that in moments. Without haste, Deillae and Dëshoma were slowly losing the battle to keep everyone alive.

Maria had nothing to help. She only had her sword. She swung it hard. She cut into the dragon while Yha'arzo unleashed such death. The Ninja slashed, blood spurting. A claw passed through her. She laughed in delight, her nose ring gleaming.

Maria had enough TP for one more attack. She chose Guard Break, slamming into the dragon's hide and weakening his defenses. The beast roared. A claw slashed at her. Even with Perfect Form, she could not dodge it.

The claw ripped across her breasts and face. It threw her back. The wind pelted her as her Hit Points dropped to near nothing. She rolled to a stop, howling in pain, and stared at a leather boot. Marcus's boot.

*  \ * /  *

Maria rolled to a stop at my feet. The dragon's mouth snapped down at me.

“Fuck!” I snarled, out of MP and TP.

I raised my shield to block. His jaws bit on the rim of my protection. The buff from Defending Strike was ticking down. Soon, I would be even easier to hit. Iron Defense was running out, too. This battle was murdering us.

I touched Maria and triggered Cloak of Ethileri's Tears, healing three quarters of her hit points.

She gasped awake and trembled. Then she screamed and rolled to the side. The dragon's claw slammed down where she stood. The beast was ripping us apart. He bled from a hundred wounds. More crimson than green covered his lower body.

And still he fought.

I roared and slammed my ax into the dragon's snout. I buried deep and hard into his flesh. He snarled and slammed his tail at us. Maria ducked it. I raised my shield. The blow drove me back three feet, my boots keeping me upright.

Iron Defense vanished.

I slammed my ax down into the tail and Maria attacked with her katana. We hacked into it only for the dragon to swing the appendage back the other way. The blow caught Maria in the head. She screamed in pain and flew back a dozen feet, landing on her back.

Prayer of Redemption washed over us. Maria gained her feet and charged into the fight.

The dragon reared up and roared so loud. The ground around his back feet rippled. A tidal wave of earth burst from the dragon. It crashed into Thūwhi and threw her back, taking away half her Hit Points. Shorhe lost just as many when it crashed into her, burying her beneath the rocks.

Yha'arzo and Maria vanished beneath the crashing stones. It slammed into me. Pummeled me. Every bit of me burst in pain. I tumbled beneath the bolder. It surged for the healers. They didn't have the Hit Points to survive this.

I used my Vow of Chivalry twice to take half their damage.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Éjyona aimed her shotgun at the ground and vaulted over the wave of stones. Kulrigiizhai vanished in a heartbeat. The wave had already torn apart the others. Dëshoma knew it would knock her and Deillae unconscious, at death's door.

And there was nothing they could do.

The wave crashed into them. Dëshoma screamed as the boulders and stones churned around her. The damage pummeled her. But not as much as she should have taken. She tumbled in the mess and realized that something was protecting her. A force.

Marcus's Hit Points were dropping again. He took on half her damage. It kept her conscious even as it dropped him down to dire straights. She spilled out of the earth, Deillae lying slumped and battered, her nose bloodied, her habit torn, one bruised tit exposed.

Dëshoma staggered to her feet. Kulrigiizhai hit the dragon with a Psionic Spear from her new position. Thūwhi slammed her morning star into the beast. Dëshoma activated her Celestial Gold Healer's Butt Plug. It buzzed away in her asshole, allowing her to fully heal the target of her next healing prayer.

This didn't work with Arcane Therapy. But it would work with Arcane Healing. She activated her Necklace of Love, the heart-shaped amulet flaring bright. It let her double-cast her next two healing spells. The first one would get a target up to full Hit Points.

She picked her targets carefully as the words tumbled out of her mouth. The dragon flapped his wings, ripping damage at the party again.

Marcus shot up to full Hit Points while Deillae regained almost all of hers. She gasped awake and launched into Prayer of Redemption without missing a beat. An experienced spellcaster, Dëshoma switched to Arcane Therapy.

Their three healing spells fell on the party being pummeled and torn apart. They kept them alive. They filled them with power.

Deillae ran out of Magic Points. So did Kulrigiizhai.

The dragon roared and slammed his tail into Thūwhi, slamming her back. Yha'arzo dodged a powerful blow that swept down at her. Maria screamed, her leg badly cut. The dragon attacked in a frenzy.

Marcus battered aside a claw and slammed his glowing ax into the dragon's throat. He cut deep into it, leaving a thick gash. Shorhe ran forward and slammed her greatsword into the same spot. She deepened the wound. Maria was there, her katana slicing in from the other side.

The dragon reared back. Blood gushed from the wounds. Dëshoma's stomach tightened as her next Arcane Therapy spilled from her lips. The tidal wave of stone would rush over them and bury them. They would not survive it.

Éjyona's bullet slammed into that wound. The dragon swayed then collapsed. Yha'arzo dove out of the way as the dragon lay wheezing on his side, his blood spilling out over the torn ground. A silence fell on the battlefield.

Dëshoma clutched tight to her bible, her healing spell falling on the party.

*  \ * /  *

“You doom... us all...” Yhozavzef groaned. “Paradise... would be... reached...”

I shook my head as I stood before the dragon's muzzle. Every bit of me hurt. “You can't reach Paradise that way. It's like having a garden overgrown by weeds. Burning down the garden, killing all those healthy plants, and planting all over again isn't fixing the garden. It's destroying it utterly. It's easier, I get that, but if you want to save things, you got to do the hard work of pulling those weeds.”

“Such wisdom...” the dragon sighed and let out a final breath.

Experience slammed into us. Level 65 rushed over us in a wave that left me swaying from the intensity of it. Yha'arzo stared stunned at the dragon, her tanto held in her loose grip, moments from slipping from her fingers. My women slowly gathered as they stared at the magnificent beast.

“Damn,” I muttered, tears burning with emotion.

The sun set on the Garden.


Chapter Nineteen: Prowling Demons

We made camp at the other end of the field by the closed doors of the Jeweline Halls. We had all our MP and TP restored to us, full on our HP, but no one wanted to press on. We were drained as much as our arsenal of magic items.

The day had been one of the most harrowing of my career here. We didn't slay a single evil creature today. Not a one. All we killed were those who believed in the goodness of the Hierophant. Who followed his goals, even if they were the wrong thing for the world.

They were doing the right thing.

So were we.

No one won. There was no triumph in slaying Yhozavzef. We made our campfire and spread out our bedrolls in a circle around it. We cooked Shelly's delicious food and ate it, hardly talking. I hardly even tasted it. I just stared at the flames.

Even if I wanted to have sex with some of my harem, this wasn't the place to do it. I didn't feel safe here. Besides, none of us were up to it. I stared at the stars twinkling over our heads, then at the darkness of the Garden around us. The mountain looming over us.

“I want to put on a watch,” I said. “Maria, Kulri, and Yha'arzo, and Éjyona, you have the best perceptions. You'll be paired with Deillae, Thūwhi, Shorhe, and me. Dëshoma, feel free to join one of the watches. Éjyona and I, we'll take first. Maria and Deillae second, Kulri and Thūwhi third, and Shorhe and Yha'arzo last.”

The others nodded.

“Get some rest. Tomorrow, we climb the Jeweline halls. We have to go all the way to the top.” I glanced at the purple barrier surrounding this place. So far, none of the degradation happening in the rest of the world was happening here. “We save the world tomorrow.”

“We will,” Maria said as she stretched out on her bedroll.

“Mmm, that's a good plan,” Thūwhi said. “Have faith in it, Marcus.”

“Faith,” Dëshoma said simply. She didn't go to bed. She looked like she would spend it with Éjyona and me.

I nodded and kissed Kulri goodnight. She stretched out on her side and was asleep in moments. I went around giving Shorhe, Deillae, Maria, Thūwhi, and Yha'arzo kisses. They all smiled at me and curled down. I kicked dirt on the coals, plunging us into the dark.

Dëshoma bowed her head in prayer, her red wimple swaying about her face. Éjyona joined me in standing, then stretched, her gun resting on her shoulder. I looked out into the night, scanning for any threats. Slowly, my eyes adjusted to the starlight.

The silvery moon rose over the barrier. I studied her. She had a different pattern of dark and light spots than ours. The bright spots were the plains, the dark spot the craters or magma discharges. I studied her as the night passed.

My unease didn't go away when our watch passed and we were waking up Maria and Deillae to have their turn. They both were groggy. I stretched out on my back, wearing my armor. That's how worried I was.

I stared up at the sky and tried to sleep.

*  \ * /  *

Yha'arzo (Twist)

It was an hour into her watch with Shorhe when a snapped twig drew Yha'arzo's attention. She turned to the right, staring out at the darkness. Shorhe noticed the movement and reached for her greatsword. The orc stared in that direction.

Did I imagine it? wondered Yha'arzo. The dragonborn Ninja waited for any more sounds. Her heart thundering away.

Hunch triggered.

“Wake up!” Yha'arzo shouted and Vanished.

Demons burst out of the darkness and landed amid the party. They snarled and slammed their claws into the sleeping party members. They snapped awake to screams of pain. Shorhe Yelled and swung her angelic greatsword, adopting Brutal Stance and Unmoving Weaponmaster. Intimidation poured from her. Execution Blow cut the demon nearly in half.

Yha'arzo focused on the nearest one, a hoary beast with black, leathery hide and white hair that rippled like flames. Baleful, green eyes cast about for more pray, Dëshoma's blood dripping from its muzzle.

Know Weakness revealed that earth damage was the best. She applied Elemental Poison to her tanto and slammed a Vital Stab into the demon. It howled and snapped at her unseen form, but she'd already darted out of the way.

Her next Vital Stab hit for more damage. She appeared.

The demon leaped at her.

Better me than the healers, Yha'arzo thought. She went to dodge, but it was too quick. It struck her and slammed her to the ground.

*  \ * /  *

I snapped awake just in time for a demon's mouth to crunch down on my head. I grunted in pain, glad I slept in my armor. I Yelled, feeling the Hit Points of most of the party dropping fast. Screams echoed around me, Dëshoma whimpering, Deillae gasping, Kulri moaning.

Éjyona blinked away and appeared outside the battlefield, her gun raised.

“Fucker!” I snarled and dropped a Consecrated Ground. The divine energy sizzled around the demon's legs. It leaped back. “Take me, you fucking cock-sucker!”

Zeal exploded from me, attracting most of their attention. Not the one fighting Shorhe or the one slamming Yha'arzo to the ground. The others rushed at me. As they did, I triggered my Angelic Blessing. Dezösh's gift filled me with righteous fury. Angelic wings burst from my back and I resisted unholy damage for the next minute.

The demons surged at me, slashing claws dripping umbral pain. They all would deal unholy damage. I hadn't gotten much use out of some of my equipment fighting the good and wholesome defenders of the garden.

But these demons being here proved just how corrupt the Hierophant really was.

My Celestial Gold and Diamond Amulet burst with a light that harmed evil creatures. For the next thirty seconds, they would howl in agony. They screamed but surged in. Their skin smoked from my amulet.

Thūwhi gained her feet as the demons slammed into me. I didn't have my shield set yet, so they crunched into my armor. Pain savaged my limbs. I drew my shield out of my pouch and set it as Holy Blade engulfed my ax. Red light spilled from around Thūwhi's metal bikini, her Ruby Clit Ring active.

She would deal more damage against demons.

She teleported before me, taking a hit for me then slamming her morning star into the enemy. I swung a Defending Strike as I activated Iron Defense. Then I unleashed my Holy Eruption. My ax burst in damage that tore into the enemies.

A fiery Elemental Mortar burst on the demons around me.

“Earth!” Yha'arzo snarled as she rolled out beneath her enemy and Shadow Cloaked.

“Right!” Éjyona cried and fired an Elemental Mortar that exploded with shards of rocks that tore into the demon's hides. They yelped in pain, my Consecrated Ground and amulet sizzling more agony across their bodies.

“You bastards!” cried Shorhe as the healers were on their feet. Her Angelic Greatsword exploded in holy radiance.

The demons howled.

Dëshoma and Deillae dropped their healing spells on the party. Dëshoma thrust her bible up, summoning an angel while Deillae chanted Prayer of Speed. Haste fell on us. We swung our weapons as the demons sizzled beneath all the damage.

We were ready for demons.

Earthen Psionic Ruptures and Elemental Mortars exploded around us. Maria's katana cut one demon in half. Shorhe dismembered another. Yha'arzo appeared, her dagger cutting into flesh and leaving more of the demons screaming in pain.

I grinned as I refreshed Holy Blade and unleashed Holy Eruption.

The night fell still.


Chapter Twenty: Noble Seraphs

We broke camp the next morning, all our Hit Points, Magic Points, and Technical Points refreshed. Our magic items had all their once-per-day abilities back. I stared up the reflected gleam of the Jeweline Halls as they climbed the mountain. This close, I couldn't see the Hierophant's Palace lurking up there.

We were going to make our way there. Nothing would hold us back. No demon or angel or guardian.

“This is it,” I said to my women.

They all had their gear on, looking resplendent. Kulri's large bosom heaved, her nipple clamps and the connecting chain swinging between them. Maria's equally impressive tits jiggled, both nipples pierced by gold rings. Yha'arzo's straps barely hid her nipples, her nose stud possessing an ethereal quality. Éjyona had her rifle slung over both her shoulders like a yoke, her pasties leaving her round boobs bare. Dëshoma's golden nipples sparkled in the morning sunlight. Deillae stood beside her, her tits almost all the way out. Shorhe's and Thūwhi's large boobs were on the verge of spilling out of their bustier breastplates.

Damn, I had the hottest adventuring party ever.

“We're going to march in there, kick ass all the way to the top, and curb-stomp the Hierophant and my fucking doppelganger. They're going to be spitting bloody teeth on the ground!”

My women nodded. Shorhe and Yha'arzo had wicked, even vicious, smiles on their faces. Deillae, Dëshoma, and Thūwhi had expressions chiseled out of marble resolve. Maria swallowed while Éjyona smirked. Kulri stared at me with abject trust.

“We are going to let nothing stop us.” I looked around at them. “It's peaceful here, but things are deteriorating fast. You all have loved ones out there in the world.”

“All my family is here,” Yha'arzo said.

“And the rest of the harem out in our base?” I shook my head. “They are all in danger. All the world. Demons can break out anywhere. Rifts can open up. Barriers trap. The world is on the verge of falling apart. It's up to us to stop that from happening.

“So we cannot fail!”

“We won't!” Iris cheered. She landed on my shoulder. “I'm with you, Marcus. I summoned you here to do this. So let's do it!”

All my women smiled at her enthusiasm.

“You heard our little pixie,” I said, grinning. I turned to the doors. “Let's do this.”

If this was a Marvel film, it would be the dramatic superhero march now, my women forming a V behind me, all looking sexy and badass while I strode at the front, a hulking warrior; Captain America, full of such unwavering conviction.

My insides boiled with fear, but I didn't let that stop me. I wasn't Mark Taylor any longer. He was that ass-wipe waiting for us. I was Marcus Aurelius. Shattered Passions was my world, and I would fight to defend it.

I reached the doors and drew back my foot. I planted my boot on it, thrusting with all 65 Levels of Strength. They shattered. Great chunks of topaz crashed to the ground and revealed a grand hall with sapphire pillars. The floor and ceiling were fire rubies, the walls, too. The stairs lay at the far end.

I marched out into the room, my eyes scanning. Where were the guardians? They knew we were here. We had killed Yhozavzef. That battle must have been watched by every fucker on this mountain. They would not make this easy.

Our boots, heels, and slippers echoed through the room. My head turned, my cloak fluttering around me. The columns passed us by. The ruby walls had reliefs chiseled into them, fractal shapes depicting some sort of war.

“Marcus!” Yha'arzo shouted. “Ambush!”

To the right, left, and before us, three angels appeared out of the air that roiled like a mirage. They were massive, standing nearly twenty-feet tall. Beautiful women with bountiful breasts topped by golden nipples and ruby eyes. Wings of flames burned from their backs. They clutched swords of fire. The very air around them bent and warped like they were cocooned by gravity.

“Flaming Seraphs!” Iris shouted.

Fire burst from their wings and slammed down on us. In a heartbeat, the entire party was consumed by flames. Pain buried across my body. My Hit Points sizzled away. I growled out in pain while Kulrigiizhai chanted. She cast a spell.

“Let fire surround me and ward me from my enemies,” she cried and engulfed Dëshoma in fire resistance as the flames died.

“They have barriers around them you have to break through,” Iris shouted.

“Fuck,” I Yelled and activated Holy Blade. “Shorhe, you have the right. Maria, Duel the one on the left. Thūwhi, with me! Yha'arzo, help Shorhe!”

Iron Defense fell on me as I unleashed Holy Charge and rushed at the seraph in the middle. Arcane Therapy fell on the party along with Vigorous Prayer, giving us the Healthy buff. I slammed my ax into the barrier. White light exploded.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

With Heart of the Sword active, Maria charged at the seraph, her heart pounding. A wave of fire slammed down at her. Her skin burned as she charged through it. She would not flinch. She was Marcus's Samurai. She would emerge triumphantly.

She triggered her Infernal Bronze Katana & Wakizashi as she reached the enemy, grabbing the handles of both her blades. With a shout of pure warrior fury, she drew them both and unleashed a double Iaijutsu Strike.

Her weapon slammed into the Seraph, ripping through chunks of the angel's skin. The giant seraph didn't so much as flinch. She swept her flaming sword down. Maria slipped into Perfect Form and caught her enemy's blade.

“You are mine, angel!” she cried. “In the name of Marcus, I shall defeat you!”

Duel active, she threw back the swords and slashed again.

*  \ * / *

Dëshoma

“I beseech thee to guide mine miracles to bring forth thy will!”

Guidance fell on the angelborn Seer. Her next three spells would be cast for 0 MP. She gripped her bible and concentrated on her newest spell, Summon Angel of Wrath. She closed her eyes and reached out to the Supernal Realm.

“I call upon the Supernal Realm to inspire me and mine allies in the battle against the dark!” spilled from her lips. “I beseech thee to send me the beatific wrath of thy avenging angel to inspire and protect! Let her appear before me and wield thy burning anger! Let the Supernal Realm's light devour this broken world!”

A majestic chorus erupted then a furious angel descended to swoop down and aid Lord Marcus in his fight. Ablëthöj's glowing, white blade spread to all her allies, adding holy damage to their weapons. The angel slashed into the face of the Seraph.

Fire engulfed the angel. She weathered it as Dëshoma chanted, “I beseech thee to ward mine allies with a fate invincible!”

*  \ * /  *

Thūwhi fought at my side, her breasts jiggling in her breastplate.

“We have to take her down!” I cried. “As fast as possible!”

The flaming sword slammed down at me. I caught it on my shield with a loud clang and slammed a Defensive Strike into the angel, cutting into her flesh. Fire spurted from her wounds and splashed across my armor.

Thūwhi's Martyr's Celestial Gold Kite Shield burst with yellow brilliance. She could use her HP to pay for her abilities. I groaned, realizing she was burning her health to get low enough to deal more damage. It was insane.

So I had to hold threat.

She slammed one, two, three Martyr Strikes into the enemy, each one burning her Hit Points to unleash while at the same time dealing her ten percent of the damage she inflicted to the angel. Her health dropped fast.

And her damage climbed.

I burned Clarity so my next six attacks would hit, my mind focusing as I slammed my glowing ax into the enemy, Zeal burning strong from me. So long as I held threat, I could keep Thūwhi alive as she slammed her morning star into the enemy for great damage.

Fiery blood sprayed through the air, burning my face.

The huge sword slammed down at me, crashing into my armor. I staggered from the blow, my Hit Points evaporating.

Invincible Fate dropped on me followed by a Prayer of Redemption.

Thūwhi cursed with annoyance. She just wanted to be low, but our party composition was bad for that. Still, she dropped Martyr Strikes and hurt herself to deal more damage. Fire burst from the seraphs, the damage eating through the protection.

I slammed my ax down into her hard and fast.

*  \ * /  *

Yha'arzo (Twist)

Once more, she Shadow Cloaked.

Yha'arzo wrapped herself up in night, hiding from the world. It pooled around her. She concealed herself and unleashed more Vital Stabs into the angel's leg, cutting the tendons.

Fire burned around them, devouring Dëshoma's protection. The angel roared, her wings flapping and spreading more fire around them. Shorhe, standing firm in Brutal Stance for the damage, hacked her sword into the angel.

Execution Blows tore at the bronze flesh.

“Come on, you bitch!” Shorhe snarled. “I will fell you like a demonic tree!”

“Demonic!” roared the seraph.

Her sword stabbed down at Shorhe. Did the orc Weapon Master move?

Nope. She was committed to building that combo multiplier from Unmoving Weaponmaster.

Yha'arzo respected that as she Shadow Cloaked again.

The seraph's burning blade slammed into  Shorhe  cutting through her golden pauldrons shaped like a lion. She snarled her pain and slammed her greatsword again.

Prayer of Redemption fell on us, curing Shorhe's damage. She grinned and swung her sword in a hard arc before her while her Lion Celestial Gold Bustier Breastplates and Pauldrons roared. She tripled her damage.

Nice, thought Yha'arzo. Shorhe had the discipline to hold off using her breastplate until she had built up her damage modifier. Now she would deal massive damage.

Yha'arzo almost stood there and watched the orc slamming her sword over and over, cutting out hunks of angelic flesh, but she had her own damage to do. Twist, Acidic Poison adorning her tanto, slammed her attacks into the enemy.

They ripped at the seraph's legs. She would go down.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Psionic Spear slammed into the seraph's forehead. Following the attack, an icy Elemental Mortar exploded. The Angel of Wrath dived down and rammed her blade into the very spot the attacks hit. The seraph reeled back.

Fire burst from the seraph's wings and swept across the Jeweline Halls.

Flames engulfed Kulri. Her Hit Points cooked. She ignored the pain to concentrate upon her next Psionic Spear.

A new Invincible Fate fell around her, Dëshoma shielding the party from the flames. Kulrigiizhai's ears twitched as her Psionic Spear lanced out. Blue flashed across the battlefield and slammed into the seraph's head.

On the ground, Marcus and Thūwhi slammed their weapons into the seraph's legs. An icy Elemental Mortar struck the flaming angel in the tit. The damage rippled over her flesh. She hissed in pain and staggered back from it.

“That's it!” laughed Éjyona. “That's what you get, bitch!”

The seraph staggered back. Marcus hit her hard in the knee with his ax. Her wings flapped. She fell back and crashed to the ground. The floor shook as the seraph thrust her arms towards the ceiling. Towards the heavens.

She burst into flames that washed over everyone, devouring the Invincible Fates. Kulrigiizhai staggered beneath the burst of righteous wrath, her skin blackening. She leaned on her staff, gasping in shock.

Then came the soothing Prayer of Redemption banishing away the pain. Deillae's miracles kept them alive.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Marcus and Thūwhi charged off to fight the other seraph. Maria dueled hers alone.

She parried the flaming sword with her wakizashi. At Level 65, Maria had a huge Strength score. Her athletic body withstood the blow, her boobs jiggling and quivering. She threw it back and slammed a Stab and Slice into the angel.

Another slash hurtled down, the flaming sword roaring like a furious dragon.

Maria Quick Stepped behind the angel and slashed with her katana. Heart of the Sword let her deal double damage. She still had a few seconds left on it. She attacked with another Stab and Slice. Flaming blood splashed in her face, but Bushido Strength let her resist most of the damage.

She roared through the pain and slammed her katana into the enemy. She would not relent. The sword cut down and slammed into her. She staggered from the blow, half her side cut open. The seraph raised her sword to finish her off.

Thūwhi appeared and caught the blow. Above, the summoned angel slammed into the seraph's face. Marcus Holy Charged across the battlefield and Shorhe Swift Charged. A Psionic Spear and an Elemental Mortar slammed into the angel.

As Prayer of Redemption washed over Maria followed by an Invincible Fate, she knew that they would prevail. All of Marcus's women focused their attention on this one foe. United, Maria's family was unstoppable.

“For Marcus!” she cried and slashed.

“FOR MARCUS!” Shorhe, Thūwhi, Éjyona, and Yha'arzo shouted, the Ninja appearing beside Maria after leaving a deep wound in the seraph.

The poor guardian could not withstand such an onslaught. Such pity surged through Maria for the noble creature. She staggered and toppled to the ground. She hit with a heavy crash, her body twitching. Maria shook her head, feeling such anguish for the poor seraph's suffering.

“Find peace in the Supernal Realm,” Maria cried as the fiery explosion of her death slammed over Maria and her family.

Clad in the protection of Invincible Fate, Maria shed tears for another noble enemy that had to fall to save the world.

They hit Level 66 as the fire died down around them.


Chapter Twenty-One: Saintly Battles

Yha'arzo (Twist)

The halls reverberated with the last crackling burst from the third seraph when she died. Yha'arzo flicked her gaze around, expecting another attack. But it did not come. She rolled her shoulders and sheathed her tanto. No bodies left behind meant no loot.

There is always loot, the Ninja thought. They needed more powerful gear, to become strong and stronger. The threats would only grow as they climbed the Jeweline Halls to the Hierophant. So where are you hiding?

She glanced at the support columns. They were crystalline, rising high. Made of ruby like the rest of the room. They were all the same. All uniform. So why did one seem to have a darker base than the others? Not as translucent.

Something is inside of there, she thought and advanced on her slipper-clad feet.

“Yha'arzo?” Marcus asked as she hurried by him.

“She's spotted loot,” said Shorhe. “Look at her. She's got a nose for it.”

“There is something there,” Éjyona said, her eyes looking so wide through the diamond lenses of her goggles.

“I pray it is something useful to gird our party and elevate our chances of success so that we may thwart the pernicious deeds of our many enemies and prevail to the top of the Jeweline Halls and confront the villain who hath betrayed our world,” Dëshoma said.

“Yep,” Yha'arzo said, kneeling by the column and examining it.

“There is always useful loot,” said Marcus. “That's how this world works. Have we ever found a piece of gear that someone in the party couldn't make use of? Huh?”

The others shifted.

“That's right,” Marcus said. “See! This world works in a way that rewards us.”

“Yep!” said Iris. “Isn't it neat? It's like every chest is a quantum box that has the probability of holding any loot of an appropriate level and what that loot is can only be determined upon opening it!”

“What does that mean?” Deillae asked.

“Quantum?” asked Éjyona.

“That is not a word I've heard,” Kulri said.

“Nor hath I heard such a term before,” Dëshoma said, “but it doth sound like each chest is guided by Luck, which is the provenance of the Gods as they work through our life with their unseen hands ensuring that we do find the gear that we need.”

“Schrodinger's loot box,” I muttered, glancing at Iris. “You have knowledge from my world.”

“Of course! That's how I called you.” She giggled and zoomed to me.

“Right, right,” I said. “You called me.”

“Yep!” she said, squirming atop me. She was very excitable. I liked that about her.

Yha'arzo let them babble on as she pried at a seam she just saw. She heard a click. A panel swung out revealing a golden box, adorned with angels on the edges, inside. Hissing in delight, the Ninja drew the box out and set about picking the lock.

In moments, an audible click echoed through the room.

“Nice,” she hissed and flipped open the lid.

Inside was a red kite shield. Yha'arzo clicked her tongue stud into the back of her teeth and picked up the item. She frowned as the others gathered around, not sure if this was for Thūwhi or Marcus, both of whom used such items.

Iris buzzed down. “Thūwhi! You are the proud owner of a Bleeding Adamantine Kite Shield. Ooh, ooh, isn't that neat?”

“Sure,” Thūwhi said, taking the shield. “What's it do?”

“Well, whenever you block an enemy, they get hurt. When you activate its once-per-day ability, it cuts your current Hit Points in half and unleashes a mighty shock wave of damage that slams into the enemies. The more HP you sacrifice, the more damage it deals.”

“Nice,” Thūwhi said, her penumbra darkening around her ruddy face. She shoved her old shield into her small pouch and took up her new one.

Yha'arzo glanced back into the box and found a fiery red thong made of dragon scales. She picked it up, and a tingle ran through her. She shuddered, her nipples hardening. “This for me?”

“It is,” Iris said as Yha'arzo stood up and peeled off the current thong she wore, bending over and thrusting her rump out at Marcus. “That is a Flamewing Dragonhide Thong.”

“Nice,” Yha'arzo said. She stepped into her new thong and pulled it up. “What does it do?”

“For a dragonborn like you, it'll add fire damage to your attacks. And when you trigger it, you'll gain fiery dragon wings for a minute and can fly around!” Iris bobbed in the air. “Like me! Isn't that super awesome?!”

“Yes, it is.” Yha'arzo shifted her hips, loving the feel of it seated against her pussy. “Well, shall we get going?”

“Now that you have your new panties on,” Marcus said, “I suppose so. I do have to say, it looks good in that ass.” He smacked it as he walked by.

Yha'arzo smiled.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

They left behind the seraph hall and started climbing up stairs made of emerald with walls of topaz. Their footsteps echoed in it as they climbed and climbed. The elven Psionicist's worst stat might be Strength, but she was Level 66, so she had the endurance to manage the effort.

As they climbed, she settled on upgrading her newest ability she hadn't had a chance to use. Psionic Burst. It dealt even more damage than Psionic Rupture and hit a larger area. The dragon then the seraphs just weren't the right enemies to use it on. She was eager to try it out.

The stairs, after maybe forty stories, ended on a large hall with a floor of amethyst. It was lined with statues in sapphire. They were men and women of all the races, standing with their heads lifted to the heavens. Some knelt, some looked wounded, but all look reverent.

“Oh, my, they're saints,” said Dëshoma. “Isn't that astonishing?”

“I suppose it is,” Marcus said.

“Really?” Yha'arzo asked. “Who else would be here but those who kissed the Hierophant's ass?”

“That is not what a saint is,” gasped Deillae. “They are those who have faithfully served the Gods of Light and Order.”

“Indeed, Lady Yha'arzo,” said Dëshoma, “for they are elevated bodily into the Supernal Realms and do not have to pass through the pearly gates by other means. I would ask thee to show them some respect for they hath earned it by being exemplars of righteousness and faith.”

“Right,” Yha'arzo said. “So the fact they're coming alive to kill us means we should let them out of respect?”

Kulrigiizhai blinked then gasped as the statues were coming alive. They stepped off their plinths, each moving with a crystalline chime that echoed from them. Marcus groaned as the saints all advanced in their stiff robes.

“They're weak to earth by the way,” Yha'arzo announced then Vanished.

Twenty statues moved in around them as the warriors Yelled. Kulrigiizhai smiled. It was time to use her new spell. With Elemental Affinity, she would make her Psionic Bursts into earth-type damage. Her Swift Spun Mithril Crotchless Panties rustled as she activated them.

In a heartbeat, three Psionic Bursts exploded around the party. Shards of earth slammed into the crystalline enemies. The sapphire statues rocked back. Cracks appeared across faces and chests. One lost an arm that crashed to the ground in a burst of shards.

“Nice!” Éjyona said. “My turn.”

She threw something, a bomb she made with her pasties, or so Kulrigiizhai guessed. It rolled between a pair of statues, one of an elven saint, one of a halfling. The bomb burst. The shock wave slammed into the statues, shattering their legs. They crashed to the ground.

A heartbeat later, an earth Elemental Mortar burst in the face of a dragonborn saint, ripping off chunks of the sapphire statute. Kulrigiizhai already concentrated on her next Psionic Burst, delighting in the destruction.

One did not become a mage if they did not secretly delight in blowing things up.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The words for Guidance tumbled from Dëshoma's lips as the explosions burst around her. She didn't even flinch from being engulfed in Kulrigiizhai's destructive spells. It was to be expected. She hated that they had to break these works of art, but they weren't sentient creatures.

So it was a tragedy that such beauty was lost, but nothing permanent was shed. No blood spilled.

Except ours...

Shorhe and Marcus both charged at the enemies. He slammed his holy-infused ax into one, breaking off a hunk of leg. Shorhe's greatsword cleaved into another. Maria raced for a third while Thūwhi suddenly appeared before Shorhe and blocked a blow meant to slam into her head.

Deillae's Helpful Radiant Skank skirt and G-String fluttered, letting her insta-cast a buff spell. Prayer of Speed fell on the party.

Deillae gasped as her Guidance suddenly burst faster from her lips. Her next two spells would cost 0 MP. She launched into Invincible Fate and Summon Angel of Wrath, the words spilling out of her mouth almost too fast to comprehend.

Another Psionic Burst slammed into the enemies.

*  \ * /  *

The statues were on us. Shorhe, Thūwhi, and I were tanking them while Maria Dueled hers. They were strong. The ones who lost their legs crawled into the fight. They hit and kicked, their blows crashing into the Invincible Fates.

But those ran out quick.

I had seven of the statues sizzling in my Consecrated Ground. I used Holy Sweep after Holy Sweep, cleaving through the enemies around me. Psionic Bursts and Elemental Mortars detonated with earth damage.

Yha'arzo appeared and vanished, hitting with her fiery dagger coated in earth poison. She knocked out chunks of stone. Maria dodged the attacks as Prayer of Redemption fell on the party. Dëshoma's angel crashed into the enemy.

I threw a Vow of Defense on Kulri so that all the damage she was dealing would draw the enemies to me. I swung my ax as they pummeled me. The battle rang with our attacks. The statues lost chunks of themselves. A head crashed down and shattered on my shield, spraying my face in damage.

They lost legs. Arms. They didn't care about the damage.

They slammed their bodies into us. We had to batter them down more and more and more. I snarled and activated my Gauntlets of Faith to throw a pair of Vow of Compassion on Shorhe and Maria to help with the healing, giving them HoTs.

The healers were burning through their MP to keep us going as every time the enemies took damage, their shards found weaknesses in our armors. Splinters of sapphire protruded from my neck. My elbows. The back of my thighs.

They ripped us apart.

“Come on!” I growled and slammed my ax into the head of one. I used Holy Eruption since my TP was almost gone, used up by Holy Sweep.

Holy damage burst around me. I burned more MP to refresh my Holy Blade and start it over again. It blazed through my Magic Points to do that. I ripped them apart while Psionic Bursts erupted around us, crashing chunks of psychic rocks into the enemy.

The battlefield rang with chimes.

Shorhe slammed an Execution Blow into a dwarf. The saint exploded in a thousand shards, spraying Shorhe with a hundred daggers. She howled in pain, her Hit Points cut in half, but the enemy dropped.

She didn't move from her spot and slammed another Execution Blow into a changeling saint, shearing through her leg. The statue hit the ground and exploded, more damage tearing into Shorhe. She staggered.

Arcane Healing surged into her, driving her to full Hit Points.

Psionic Burst shattered three more statues. Their shards crashed into me, ripping through my armor and Iron Defense. I staggered beneath the agony of a thousand needles all jamming into my flesh.

Invincible Fate engulfed me as Prayer of Redemption mended wounds. The shards burst out of my skin and crashed on the floor. Yha'arzo staggered nearby, her body porcupined in sapphire quills. She Shadow Cloaked and struck, taking down another statue.

They were falling fast now. Dëshoma chanted Invincible Fate after Invincible Fate to keep us all from being ripped apart by their final bursts. Twenty of those would have killed us twice over, but Deillae's healing mended the wounds we took.

Maria toppled hers.

Elemental Mortar took two more down.

Then a Psionic Burst destroyed the rest. The air hissed with shards that struck our protective bubbles. Mine vanished and a barrage of needles ripped through me. I staggered back, blood pouring onto my armor. I snarled in pain.

Only to be embarrassed by the love of Dëshoma and Deillae as both of their healing magic fell on me.

Our experience went up, but it wasn't enough to get us to Level 67. Which wasn't good. We had used a lot of our MP and TP.

“Ooh, treasure,” hissed Yha'arzo.

Iris squealed in delight and buzzed over to the chest that was hidden in one of the statues. I rolled my eyes and snorted in amusement. My dragonborn Ninja would never change. And I didn't want her ever to.

She was perfect the way she was.


Chapter Twenty-Two: Obvious Trap

“So, what do we have?” I asked Yha'arzo.

“Got some armor for you,” she said, pulling out plates of bright and shiny adamantium shaped into a set of greaves and cuisses. Leg protection.

“They are Victorious Adamantium Cuisses and Greaves,” Iris said, her pink light reflecting on the metal. “When you wear them, they'll give your allies a small buff to their maximum Hit Points.”

“Okay,” I said. “And the special ability?”

“It'll give your allies a buff to damage for thirty seconds,” Iris said. “Let them really go all out and beat enemies up. Neat, right?”

“Very,” I said, grinning.

“And we got new weapons for Maria,” Yha'arzo said, pulling out a pair of shiny and bright blades with black handles and gold hilts. Their curve and single edge proved what they were. “Unless anyone else wants to use them.”

I grinned. “Why not?”

“What?” gasped Maria, staring at me in shock. Then she swallowed. “I mean, of course, if you want to use them, Marcus.”

I rolled my eyes.

“He'ssss fucking with you,” Yha'arzo hissed.

“Big time,” Éjyona said. She winked at me, easy to spot with her eyes magnified by the diamond lenses of her goggles.

“Oh,” Maria said.

I grinned at her as she blushed.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

The Samurai was more than prepared to give up her weapons to Marcus if he demanded them. Now, though, she blushed in embarrassment. He would poke fun at me.

She huffed at him and glared, putting her hands on her hips. That made her breasts bounce in a way that attracted his eyes, her nipple rings shifting.

He just grinned bigger at her.

She found her lips cracking in a smile. It was nice to have a moment of levity because things would become deathly serious soon.

As he strapped on his new plates of armor, she took the weapons from Yha'arzo. Glancing at Iris, Maria asked, “What do they do?”

“Well, these are Quick Draw Adamantine Wakizashi and Katana,” said Iris. “They'll let you deal extra damage when Dueling.”

“I thought they would have let her draw her sword faster,” Shorhe said. “Or deal more damage with Iaijutsu Draw.”

“Well,” Iris said, drawing herself up. “When you activate the ability, you can use Iaijutsu Draw a second time. How's that?”

“Oh, my,” Maria thought. Iaijutsu Draw was her most damaging attack. “This will be useful.”

She drew out her infernal bronze weapons. They had served her faithfully. Thank you, she thought, feeling so much closer to her weapons as a Samurai. She placed them reverently into her bag then sheathed her new weapons.

Thābi's creations fit them perfectly.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

They left behind the shattered saints and climbed stairs that were on the outside of the mountain. Panes of thin emerald colored the garden below in vibrant hues. They were already so high above it. Kulrigiizhai glanced out at it, her heart heavy.

“I do worry for the world beyond,” Dëshoma said as she marched on Kulrigiizhai's right. “I fear that it doth fall into even more disrepair as we are forced to battle through the various obstacles the stubborn and feckless Hierophant hath placed in our path in his craven grasp to hold onto his insane plot to destroy all and remake it. His hubris is so great to think he could make something better than the Gods of Light and Order.”

“They didn't make the world,” Iris said. “They were crated the same as the rest of them.”

“By the Programmer,” Marcus said and chuckled.

“That's a great word to describe the creator,” Iris said. “Programmer. I love it!”

Kulrigiizhai felt that same worry. “We just have to keep fighting our way up. We are going as fast as we can. There is not much we can do about the obstacles that have been thrust before us but keep marching forward.”

“True,” Marcus said at the rear.

“We will defeat him,” Thūwhi said. “I have no doubts. Even if it kills us.”

“I'd prefer not to die,” Yha'arzo said.

“Mmm, then how can we enjoy all the riches that saving the world will heap on us?” asked Éjyona.

Shorhe chuckled. “All the women that will throw themselves on Marcus. Too many for him to handle, so we'll have to step up with strap-ons and fuck them hard.”

Kulrigiizhai's hand drifted into her pocket as the others laughed, especially Deillae, at the prospect of all those women. The elven Psionicist plucked out the acorn that held her sister's soul. She kissed the golden seed right on the tip.

Your sacrifice will not be in vain, she thought to her sister's soul.

“Wait, Marcus,” Yha'arzo shouted. “My Hunch just triggered. The stairs are trapped.”

“Of course they are,” said Marcus.

Kulrigiizhai slipped the acorn back into her pocket.

*  \ * /  *

Yha'arzo (Twist)

She disabled seven traps before they reached another hall. This one was made of sapphire. Like the ruby halls below, everything was the blue gemstone. Floors. Ceilings. Columns. The walls had reliefs carved in them of demons being struck down. The only splash of color was the ruby balconies looking down on them.

“Five bucks says we get attacked from those balconies,” Marcus said as he marched forward with the bold brashness that Yha'arzo admired.

“Not taking that bet,” said Éjyona. “Want me to drop a few Elemental Mortars up there just to find out?”

“Save the Tech Points. You don't have many, and if they are up there...”

Yha'arzo nodded. The next battle would level them up, if they survived. She took another step and Hunch itched the back of her neck.

“Ambush, Marcus,” she said.

“Okay, then battle prep!” he Yelled. Zeal burst from him and Holy Blade engulfed his ax.

Yha'arzo and Éjyona Vanished while Deillae began casting Prayer of Speed to drop a most appreciated haste on them while Dëshoma chanted the words to Guidance. Their voices echoed with Shorhe's and Maria's Yells.

On the balconies, angels appeared. They had big tits that heaved before them and four sets of wings each. They grabbed the banisters with clawed hands, mouths opened wide, and roared with thunderous passion.

The sound crashed into Yha'arzo's ears. Pain stabbed into her mind. She slapped her hands over them as the sonic attack overwhelmed her mind. She collapsed with a twitching thud, stunned by their roar. She caught a glimpse of Deillae, Kulrigiizhai, and Dëshoma dropping, too.

A shadow fell on Yha'arzo.


Chapter Twenty-Three: Hear Me Roar

The cacophony slammed into me. I growled, shaking my head, my ax trembling in my hand. My ears rang as I resisted the stun. I heard bodies hitting the ground. Deillae, Dëshoma, Kulrigiizhai, Maria, Éjyona, Yha'arzo, and Shorhe had dropped.

Only Thūwhi and I still stood as the roaring angels leaped from above. They threw their four sets of wings wide and hurtled down at us with lion feet and fierce manes of brown hair streaming behind them. Their shadows fell over us as they descended.

Consecrated Ground burst from me as Kulrigiizhai staggered back to her feet, using Clarity to remove a mental debuff like stun. Deillae's haste buff had worn off before she could use it on us. I growled in annoyance.

“Deillae!” Thūwhi growled and burned 5 TP on Faith's Power, banishing the debuff on Deillae as the angels crashed into us.

“Cherubim, Marcus!” gasped Iris.

They landed amid us, big tits bouncing. I slammed a Defending Strike into the nearest. She caught it on her forearm and slashed back at me with her claws. They raked over my shield. Her lion feet sizzled from the divine energy of Consecrated Ground.

Thūwhi swung her morning star, Martyr's Strike hurting both her and the angel she hit. She flirted with death as claws raked at her. Psionic Burst exploded around us in a wash of water damage that crashed into the angels.

“Get them, Marcus!” gasped Iris.

I swung another Defending Strike as a bright light burst from Deillae's stilettos while she fell into casting Healer's Sanctuary. The stun debuff on the rest of the party vanished. I grinned as Shorhe and Maria stood. Dëshoma gained her feet.

The fight was on.

*  \ * /  *

Yha'arzo (Twist)

The stun washed away. Yha'arzo hissed in frustration. She pushed up, still invisible. The angels were all around them, their claws slashing at Thūwhi and Marcus. The sound of nails scratching on metal made the dragonborn Ninja wince.

Stun me, cunts, hissed through her mind. She activated her Shadow Diamond Necklace to deal extra unholy damage when she was stealthed.

She stalked up on the one behind Marcus as Dëshoma chanted Guidance in the background, her voice ringing out over the battlefield. Twist used Know Weakness on the cherubim. Water damage was the key as well as unholy damage.

Elemental Poison had her tanto dripping with water damage even as it burned from flame damage from her new thong. Yha'arzo didn't see the need to use her newest poison, Silence Poison. Not spellcasters.

Vital Stab ripped into the angel's back followed by another Vital Stab. Fire, water, and unholy damage all struck the cherubim. She roared in pain and staggered. But she didn't attack back at Yha'arzo. Marcus held threat.

“Sorry, fucker,” Yha'arzo said and Shadow-Cloaked, ready to fuck up another angel. Stun my fine ass!

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Coming out of the stun, the Seer activated her Faithful Nightmare Silk Skank Skirt to roll twice on her next three luck miracles and choose the results she wanted. Her MP was low, so she wanted to have an effective Guidance and Invincible Fate.

First, she activated Fortune's Fate and rolled fifty-five percent and seventy percent. Easy choice. Then she launched into Guidance. Usable only once per battle, after upgrading it, she could make her next two to four miracles cast for 0 MP.

“I beseech thee to guide mine miracles to bring forth thy will!”

She rolled a two and a four.

She smiled.

“I beseech thee to ward mine allies with a fate invincible!” cried from her as Twist appeared and vanished.

Shorhe Swift Charged into one angel while Maria used Iaijutsu Strike on another, pulling it away from Thūwhi. The Martyr slammed her morning star into her angel, getting slashed to ribbons, taking more damage and hitting her enemy harder.

She rolled three, the minimum on Invincible Fate, and seven. Almost the maximum. Shields sprang around her party while Prayer of Redemption healed them, Deillae surrounded by her Healer's Sanctuary.

With three more spells to cast for 0 MP, Dëshoma had no problem casting her most expensive spell. Twice as much as a spell should cost, Summon Angel of Wrath felt so appropriate to her. She almost smiled as the words spilled from her lips while the cherubim battered their claws into the armor.

Prayer of Speed engulfed the party as Psionic Burst exploded amid the angels, the watery damage slamming into them.

They roared their fury.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

With Prayer of Speed tripling her concentration rate, Kulrigiizhai focused on one cherubim and slammed a Dominate Mind into her thoughts.

The elf felt the magic seize the enemy's mind. The cherubim stiffened, eager for commands. Kulrigiizhai unleashed her dominated angel onto her sister. Claws tore, catching the second cherubim off guard. Roars snarled.

“Who dare defile my sister's mind with foul magic of domination?” snarled the cherubim. Her eyes snapped over to Kulrigiizhai.

“I vow to defend my elf!” Marcus roared, throwing a Vow of Defense on the elf. She shuddered as half the threat she generated, like from her dominated cherubim clawing another, would be redirected to Marcus.

The one who wanted to rip Kulrigiizhai apart turned and slashed at Marcus instead. He blocked with his shield as the elf concentrated on another Psionic Burst. Her staff quivered in her hand as she gathered the mental energies.

The spell exploded across the enemies, bringing Kulrigiizhai closer and closer to running out of her magic points. But she wouldn't let that stop her. She would unleash her magic to tear the enemy apart. That was her goal. She would not shy from it.

Another Psionic Burst exploded around them, the blue waves of concussion slamming into the cherubim, knocking them about. Above, the Angel of Wrath swooped down and swung her sword, cutting into a cherubim.

“You dare attack us, too?” a cherubim shouted. “How dare thee defy the Hierophant and serve that feckless Seer who hath yanked thee out of the supernal realm.”

“It be not she who be feckless, but the Hierophant himself who doth lead us all into our end,” Ablëthöj cried as her holy blade struck another cherubim. “Verily shall we be destroyed if we do not resist him and his foul madness that doth threaten all! He doth cavort with demons!”

“Lies!” cried the cherubim.

“Nope!” Éjyona cried, her Elemental Mortars hammering the enemy with watery damage, but her TP plummeted.

Yha'arzo no longer hid. She used the last of her TP to slam her knife into an angel's back for massive damage. Her Knife Combo built and built, letting her unleash even more damage upon the cherubim.

Dominate Mind wore off. The cherubim dominated roared her fury only to take a bullet from Éjyona's rifle. She dropped. The tide shifted with the first one dead. Dëshoma and Deillae, alternating casting healing magic, had less and less damage to mend.

The cherubim were powerful, but so were they. In the end, they proved unable to survive the prowess of Marcus's harem. His women were too strong to be defeated by them, but they were climbing higher and higher. Kulrigiizhai feared what awaited them in the higher levels. What sort of madness would beset them?

Her last Psionic Burst felled three more. Shorhe hacked another down then Thūwhi's morning star slew the last. The cherubims' bodies melted away, their souls rising to heaven. Dëshoma shook her head, twisted by the suffering.

Were any of them friends of her father? wondered the elf as the experience crashed into them. Level 67 granted them new abilities.

Fortress of Will would allow Kulrigiizhai to armor herself and protect herself if things went poorly.

“You okay, Dëshoma?” Marcus asked as Yha'arzo already sniffed around for the loot.

“I am, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said. “Just saying a prayer for these poor, deceived cherubim who hath drank the lies of the Hierophant and been so thoroughly poisoned by them. It is a great tragedy that they hath succumbed to such pernicious falsehoods.”

“Yeah,” Éjyona said.

“Ah, here we are,” Yha'arzo said. “Another fake column base. In the same spot as the room beneath. There isss a serious lack of imagination here. That'sss annoying.”

“Maybe they thought you'd never look in the same place twice,” Maria said.

Yha'arzo clicked her tongue stud into the back of her teeth. “They greatly underestimated my skill.” She pried open the column base. “Here we go. Let's see what's in here and... Éjyona. Got some new tit stickers for you.”

“Pasties,” Éjyona said and darted over.

The dragonborn Ninja produced a pair of blue circles made of pebbly hide. Iris, unable to resist buzzing down, and inspecting them.

“Well?” asked Éjyona, already peeling off her current ones and exposing her dark-pink nipples.

“These are the fantastic Blue Dragonhide Pasties,” Iris said even as Éjyona stuck then on over her nipples. “They—”

“Make me immune to electricity damage,” said Éjyona, sensing what the static property gave her. “Cool.”

“I was about to say that!” Iris hissed.

Kulrigiizhai smiled at the pixie bobbing up and down before Éjyona.

“Yep,” the halfling Spitfire said. “So, what's the special ability?”

“Why should I tell you?” Iris demanded. “You interrupted me!”

“Because you have a compulsion to tell us what magic items are,” said Kulrigiizhai.

“I do!” she gasped. “I can't help it. They're just so amazing. Well, those will let you add a great deal of electricity damage on all attacks for a minute.”

“Sounds steampunkish to me,” said Marcus.

Éjyona grinned from ear to ear.

“And we got some crotchless panties and stockings,” said Yha'arzo. “Guess you're up, Kulrigiizhai.”

The elf's ears twitched in delight. “Iris?”

“You're not going to interrupt me?” the pixie asked, giving the Psionicist a suspicious look.

“I would never dream of doing something so uncouth,” said the elf. “I'm not Éjyona.”

“Nope, you're too tall,” Marcus said.

“And busty,” Shorhe added.

“What is it, pick on Éjyona day?” the halfling asked.

“Well, your tits are pretty small,” said Thūwhi.

“They're the same size as Dëshoma's!” Éjyona gasped.

The elf rolled her eyes. “What do the panties do, Iris?”

“Well, they'll increase your spell damage just from wearing them, so more blowing things up fun for you.” The pixie darted down and sniffed the soft-gray panties. “You can hear them whisper. I love whispercloth. Anyways, you can double the damage of your spells for thirty seconds.”

“Lots of booms!” Éjyona shouted.

“Mmm, yes,” Iris said.

Kulrigiizhai took her new panties with a smile.


Chapter Twenty-Four: Laser-Eyed Condors

We climbed a spiral staircase after the fight with the cherubim. I had gained a new offensive attack, Crusader's Strike. A brutal strike that would deal holy damage and have a chance to stun. I looked forward to using it.

The spiral staircase spilled out onto a hall made of garnets and topazes. There were columns of the orange stone standing out from the blood-red jeweled floors, walls, and ceiling. Nothing challenged us across the room and we found ourselves out on the side of the mountain again.

“This is the Zircon Stairs,” Deillae said. “We must be halfway there.”

I stared up at the stairs as they switched back and forth climbing the outside of the mountain. They were narrow, too. We would have to go single-file up it. I had a bad feeling about it, but what choice did we have?

I glanced out at the Garden. A purple barrier had burst through a grove of trees and climbed up into the air, lost from sight. Even here wasn't immune to the degradation of the world. We had to get moving. We had to climb up this as fast as we could.

I jogged up the first flight of stairs. My boots thudded on them as I went higher and higher. I climbed with ferocity, Shorhe on my heels, Thūwhi, Maria, Twist, Kulri, Dëshoma, Deillae, and Éjyona behind me.

The stairs snaked back and forth at landings. They were never a set number. Sometimes ten. Sometimes thirty-seven. We climbed higher and higher, sweat dripping down my brow. I glanced ahead, spotting what might be the top. We still had a long way to go.

Another hour at least.

I kept a grip on my ax and kept jogging. Level 67 gave me plenty of Vitality, a secondary stat made of Strength and Dexterity to keep me going. I glanced behind me, my party spread out along the stairs, heads swiveling, faces sweaty but no one was gasping for breath, not even Kulrigiizhai.

They were all seasoned Shardhunters.

I had gone another flight of stairs when a loud caw broke the air. I looked around then spotted a flock of condors screeching down at us. Black feathers, bald heads and ruby eyes that gleamed at us. I raised my shield out of instinct.

Red beams of light fired from their eyes. They slammed down at us. My shield burst with sparks. Heat bled through, dealing me a minor amount of damage. Shorhe blocked with her greatsword and Thūwhi tanked it, her face burning from the damage. Beams struck Deillae and Dëshoma, but Kulrigiizhai blinked ahead of me with Flash of Thought.

Éjyona danced to the side to avoid a beam and fired her rifle in one motion, Dodge Shot, her newest ability. An earth bullet crashed into one of the condors, bursting into shards of rocks and tearing off feathers. They dived past us a moment later and spread out their wings.

“Great,” I muttered as they banked around. There was a dozen of them with ranged attacks.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

As Deillae launched into her healing spells, Dëshoma considered the battle. Marcus, Maria, Shorhe, and Thūwhi would be at a massive disadvantage. Twist not much better. Kulrigiizhai and Éjyona would be dealing the most damage here.

This was the perfect time for Kulrigiizhai to cast her newest Seer spell, Shadows of the Future. It would summon 1 to 3 “shadows” of her allies to fight for a minute. Éjyona used another Dodge Shot as the condors focused on her, the earth bullets slamming into the enemy.

Psionic Burst, dealing earth damage, exploded in the skies, buffeting the condors. Deillae's spell, Prayer of Salvation, healed the party and massively increased their defense.

“I beseech to thee, oh loving goddess, to summon from the future shadows of mine allies so that they may do battle with us. Let the future and the present mix to defeat our enemies.”

Two shadowy Éjyona's appeared firing Elemental Mortars at the condors. Bursts of earth damage ripped them apart. Another Psionic Burst tore through the enemy while their eye lasers slammed into her allies.

Dëshoma prayed for Arcane Therapy to heal her allies while Deillae switched to casting Prayer of Speed to buff the party.

We make a wondrous team, Dëshoma thought as her healing spell mended the party.

Just in time for more eye beams to slam into everyone.

*  \ * /  *

Yha'arzo (Twist)

Two more Éjyona's joined the fight. The halfling chortled as Elemental Mortars filled the air. The eye beams shot through the shadows without doing a thing to them. Yha'arzo smiled and used Poison Star, applying one of her poisons onto the throwing star.

Covered in an earth-based toxin, she flung her star out a moment later. It ripped into a condor. Clinging Shadows kept her invisible to make another throw, slamming into another condor. They swooped through the sky.

Fire beams hammered the party. They burned flesh, dealing massive damage. A Holy Eruption burst from Marcus, catching a few of the swooping birds. Shorhe used Mighty Throw to hurtle her sword, cleaving into another.

Maria just stood there, tensed, ready to Iaijutsu Strike one if it came close.

Éjyona Dodge Shot again as the condors focused on her. One burned her badly. She screamed in pain as her shadows kept firing Elemental Mortars. Yha'arzo couldn't help but be impressed as she threw another Poison Star.

“Dëshoma, that prayer...” she hissed. “Fuck, I love it.”

Dëshoma grinned as she chanted healing spells fast, Haste helping her.

Éjyona just started firing her rifle, slamming earth bullet after earth bullet into the condors, tearing off feathers. Haste had her gun barking almost continuously. Marcus chuckled as he watched her, not even fighting, conserving his points.

Psionic Burst tore into the condors, but it was the relentless fire from Éjyona's rifle that sent condors plummeting for the ground. Yha'arzo just waited with the others, watching Éjyona picking them off. Her shadows vanished, but that didn't matter.

She cleared the condors from the sky. The feathers drifted around the party.

“Nice,” Marcus said. “Christ, when you're hasted and firing, it's like you're on full auto.”

“Is that something steampunkish?” asked Éjyona.

“Sure.” He nodded. “Nothing more steampunkish than that.”

The halfling beamed her delight. Yha'arzo appeared out of stealth, grinning back at her.

“I didn't even draw my blade,” Maria said. “I really don't have much to do against flying enemies.”

“Just hit them when they get close,” Marcus said. “Least Yha'arzo's got her throwing star.”

“Which does piddly damage compared to my tanto and doesn't count towards Knife Combo, so no building damage multiplier. At least Shorhe got that as she threw her sword and stood there unmoving.”

“It's not satisfying,” the orc grunted. “But we have to let our Spitfire have her fun from time to time.”

“So much fun,” Éjyona giggled. “Ooh, I unleashed all my steampunkish vengeance on them!”

“Thou didst smote our enemies into ruin and sent them plummeting down upon the mountain's face in the vain hope that the other servants of the corrupt and feckless Hierophant shall realize the error of his pernicious plan and do commit themselves to serve true justice and protect this world that is crumbling on the brink of destruction,” Dëshoma said.

“Nicely put,” Iris cried, buzzing overhead.

Yha'arzo agreed, even if it was too many words. They only reached halfway to Level 68. It was one of the boring levels. Only stat gains, no abilities or upgrades. Still, they needed every bit. Having a fight also made her suspicious that there was treasure about.

Iris is right, thought Yha'arzo. The very world itself wants us to succeed. That's why we keep finding what we need. So there must be something around us that can prove useful for the cause.

She just had to find it.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

“Ah-ha!” Yha'arzo cheered as she pried at the granite face of the mountain. She had spent the last few minutes prowling up and down this section of the Zircon Stairs to find loot while the others watched.

Dëshoma was not surprised. She had complete faith in her lover's ability to ferret out where goods were stored. If anyone could find them, it was her Yha'arzo. She smiled as the Ninja pried open the spot hiding the loot.

“Here we are,” she said in triumph, reveling a cunningly hidden passage and a golden chest. “This cannot be here because our enemies placed it. The Hierophant and his minions would not have hidden chests for adventurers to find. They make sense in ruins that have been abandoned, but here...”

Iris swooped down. “Yep, isn't this world so neat? I love it so much!”

“As do I, Lady Iris, for that is why I doth ache so much to save it so that others may discover these self-same delights and know in the depths of their heart that they do march upon the path that providence has created for them,” Dëshoma said, a large smile on her lips.

“Yep,” Marcus said. “That sounds about right. Well, let's see what we got, Yha'arzo. What amazing loot do we have?”

The dragonborn Ninja used her tanto to pry open the chest. She flipped the lid up and said, “I'm not even disappointed that we're not getting gold. It's like the world knows we're beyond the need for gold.”

“Of course it does,” Iris said. “You said it yourself. It gives us what we need.”

“And we need... a skank skirt for Dëshoma to wear and show off her pretty ass and her turquoise bush.” Yha'arzo pulled out a black wisp of a skirt. It was so short it showed off everything.

Dëshoma smiled in delight. Her naked tits jiggled and her ass clenched. She felt her butt plug buried in her asshole and its jeweled knob held in her crack. She did delight in showing off her body, something she had learned under Marcus's watchful eye.

“That's a Faithful Shadowcat Linen Skank Skirt,” Iris said as Dëshoma took the ring of cloth. “It'll let you cast your summon spells faster and, once per day, summon one like that!” The pixie snapped her fingers. “Neat!”

“It is indeed neat, Lady Iris, and doth make me feel so wanton to wear it before all of thee with mine nethers and rump on such wicked display,” Dëshoma cooed.

“Don't forget the stockings,” Yha'arzo said, handing those over.

Dëshoma smiled.

*  \ * /  *

My dick throbbed as I watched Dëshoma pull on her new stockings as Yha'arzo pulled out a shiny bustier breastplate trimmed in celestial gold.

Dëshoma rolled the stocking up her pale, right leg, working them up higher and higher, her round tits jiggling. Her golden nipples gleamed in the sunlight. She was so gorgeous. She had come so far from that shy Acolyte who thought she could solo a dungeon on her own. She had that much faith in her purpose.

“That's the Brazen Adamantine Bustier Breastplate,” Iris said as Dëshoma adjusted the stocking, smoothing it over her thigh. Then she grabbed the other, balled up and ready for her dainty, left foot to step into.

“What's it do?”  Shorhe asked.

“Gives you damage reduction,” said Iris.

Dëshoma slipped her foot into the stocking. The sheer, black fabric let her skin bleed through. My dick twitched at the sight. She worked it over her calf and up her knee to those lush thighs of her. Dewdrops beaded on her blue pubic hair, a naughty smile on her lips.

“Once per day?” the orc asked.

“You activate it,” explained the pixie, “and you gain immunity to damage for thirty seconds along with a boost to the damage you deal. You'll be so bold in it.”

“You might say brazen,” Shorhe said, grinning.

Iris clapped her hands.

Dëshoma straightened, her tits quivering while Shorhe unbuckled her silvery breastplate, drawing my attention to the orc's large pair of green tits, both pierced by gold bars. I loved this harem. They were all such a delight to witness. I was so lucky to have them in my life.

I looked up the Zircon Stairs. We still had a long way to go, but we would get there.


Chapter Twenty-Five: Wrath

The Zircon Stairs (finally) led into a hall lined with mother of pearl. The rainbow sheen of the shells gave a disorienting feel to the room. My stomach felt queasy just looking at it. My eyes hurt. Everywhere I looked was covered in it.

“Fuck me,” Yha'arzo hissed.

“Yeah,” I said, stepping into it. There was nowhere to look that didn't hurt. The floors, walls, ceiling, and support columns for the massive room were covered in the bewildering and scintillating tiles.

“I'm going to throw up,” Maria groaned. I glanced at my Samurai. She had a touch of green around the gills.

“I hath read accounts of the majesty of the Rainbow Halls inlaid with the precious and rare mother of pearl, but I didst not think it would be so unsettling to mine eyes and mine belly causing such a discomfort of bile to so churn inside of me,” Dëshoma said.

“Yeah,” grunted Shorhe. “Aphounga's shattered sword, this is making me dizzy.”

“We're going to get attacked,” I said as I moved deeper into the room, ready to hit with Crusader's Strike. “Just be ready for it.”

My eyes burned deeper and deeper. It was hard to walk. I staggered from the sight. The colors were assaulting my eyes. The others were stumbling, too. Éjyona retched, her sick splattering the floor. I gagged, fighting that impulse.

“Least there's one part I can look without feeling like my eyes are melting,” she said.

“Fuck my asssss,” Yha'arzo hissed.

“Marcus Aurelius, this is most unsettling,” she groaned.

“Yeah,” I growled, moving deeper.

The sour taste of bile burned at the back of my throat as I pressed on. The exit lay another hundred yards on. Just had to keep moving. I tried to not look at any one place, searching for the source of the ambush. It was coming.

“Shit!” Twist shouted. “Incoming!”

She Vanished. I looked around, searching for what triggered her Hunch.

“Where you at!” I Yelled.

“I am going to rip apart whoever is responsible for this!” Yelled Shorhe.

“Yes!” Maria Yelled, all of us unleashing our buffs.

From above, a chorus sang. Beauty slammed down on us. The volume ruptured my ears. I staggered beneath the majesty of the aria resonating around us. Hit Points melted away from the sonic assault.

Deillae, Dëshoma, and Kulri collapsed. Thūwhi staggered and Shorhe shook her head. Maria lurched to the right, keeping her balance. I looked up to see seven angels with wings of white and matching gowns descending.

All had the appearance of my young women, with petite figures. Golden hair fluttered behind them as they descended on us. The sonic assault continued. My knees staggered. It drove me down lower and lower.

Holy Blade burst from my blade. Holy Eruption burst a moment later, slamming into the angels. Their song wavered for a moment. I staggered, my stomach churning. I bent over and emptied my stomach on the ground, unable to stop the nauseating sickness.

Shorhe and Thūwhi joined me. My women on the ground groaned, spilling out their sick. The angels landed around us, each of them unarmed. They had beatific smiles on their faces, hands clasped before them.

They sang.

My ears bled.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

The sound burned through her mind. The Samurai couldn't think as the notes screeched into her brain, ripping apart her thoughts. She had to do something to overcome the aural attack. Their Hit Points bled away. It was overpowering everyone. They were all throwing up or spasming on the ground.

She was the only one still standing, clinging to her Bushido Strength. She had to stop this. An edge. A risk. A gamble. She had feared what she had in her pouch for tens of levels. Not since the Glittering Cavern had she dared drink another.

She shoved her hand into her pouch and grabbed the Potion of Strengthened Aphounga's Wrath.

It would grant her a large boost to her Strength and fill her with anger. The sort of rage that could overcome anything. She ripped off the stopper with her teeth and downed the coppery fluid. The metallic tang filled her mouth.

The fury struck her at once.

“You cowardly bitches!” she roared and pointed at the nearest angel, ignoring the pain vibrating her eardrums. She no longer felt sick to the stomach. “I'll rip you apart for doing this to me! Cunt!”

She charged at the one she just Dueled, Perfect Form on her. She embraced the Heart of the Sword as she grabbed the handle of her katana. The angel she charged sang louder. The beauty ripped at Maria's psyche.

Iaijutsu Strike exploded from Maria.

Her katana whipped out in a streak of silver that cut the angel in half. Her beauty vanished in an instant. The top half of her body flipped in the air and crashed on the bottom half. Maria had swung so fast, not even a drop of blood marred her katana.

She spat on the dying angel before she charged at the next one.

The angels all focused on her. They sang at her. Pain burst through her. She plunged to her death, her Hit Points about to evaporate, but someone else was chanting. Arcane Healing embraced Maria, banishing away her pain as she sheathed her sword.

And triggered her Quick Draw Adamantine Katana and Wakizashi's once-per-day ability.

She unleashed another murderous Iaijutsu Strike, cutting down another of the angels. Joy burst through the Samurai. Her red-dimmed vision pulsed with satisfaction while her cunt clenched down on the dildo buried in it.

“YEEEEES!” she roared and pointed to the next. “You're next, winged cunt! I'm going to shove my sword up your twat and fuck you to a bloody death!”

*  \ * /  *

“Shit,” I groaned as the angels all sang at Maria, letting me think straight. My eyes fell on the potion bottle lying on the ground, a bit of the red liquid remaining in it. “Goddamn it.”

This was the absolute worst thing that could happen. Maria was lost to that potion. I didn't even know she had another one with her. I triggered Faith's Mantle, hoping the protection would blunt the rage but still let her fight.

Because the damage was impressive.

She howled and reached the next angel. She used her new ability, Dual Strike, and buried both her weapons into the angel's flesh. They sang at her, blood spurting from Maria's ears and bleeding from her eyes. She didn't care as she slashed her weapon.

We had to end this fast.

I could use the potion...

No, no, we just had to kill these angels fast. The effects would wear off them. She was... carving through them fast.

I refreshed Holy Blade and Holy Charged at a fourth angel. I unleashed Zeal to draw aggro and increase my strength. I slammed a Crusader's Strike into the enemy. She didn't stun, but she staggered from the ability.

Then blood spurted from her side. She gasped in pain as a second wound appeared. Yha'arzo spilled out of the shadows. She winked at me then drew in a deep breath. I slammed another Crusader's Strike into the angel.

*  \ * /  *

Yha'arzo

Fire exploded from the Ninja's mouth as she used her Flamebreath Tongue Stud. A cone of flames engulfed three of the angels, all save the one Maria was fighting. The angel's song changed. The air warped, blocking Maria's blows.

“You fucking cunt, I'll cut off those little tits and choke you to death on them!” howled Maria.

“Fuck me,” Yha'arzo hissed in worry then Vanished.

“Yeah,” Marcus growled.

“Come on, you shit-gobblers!” Maria howled. “Why aren't your angels dead? Huh, Shorhe? Use that huge sword to cut the bitch in half! Don't just swing it at her! And Marcus! Why the fuck is your angel not dead? Stop thinking with your little dick and kill the whore!”

Yha'arzo could only gape at Maria as she hacked into her angel. A shiver ran through the dragonborn as she watched the barbarism. Maria hacked through the enemy, blood spraying. The angel sang to defend herself, blocking some even as her sonic attacks tore through Maria's Hit Points.

And she didn't care. Did nothing to defend herself. Only Deillae and Dëshoma's healing kept Maria alive.

“Twist, you nut-licking little scale-whore, stop hiding in the shadows and stab one of these cunts!” howled Maria. “Or are you too busy diddling your own clit to help us rip these cunts apart?”

The berserk Samurai cut down her third angel and ran at Thūwhi's. Her katana and wakizashi tore into the angel's flank with Dual Strike, hacking with both weapons. The angel reeled, getting battered by Thūwhi's morning star from the other side.

Maria's next Dual Strike took the angel's head off. Maria laughed, kicking the head at Thūwhi. The cambion Martyr stared in shock at Maria. The penumbra around Thūwhi dimmed, almost vanishing.

“That's how you fucking kill someone,” growled Maria. “Go find that succubus whore you call mother and learn to suck dicks better. That's all you're good for!”

The surviving angels reeled back from Maria. Everyone just watched her, stunned. No more Psionic Bursts tore into the angels. No more Elemental Mortars or Execution Blows that never missed thanks to Shorhe's Perfect Strike passive ability she had gained. The angels screamed at Maria, focusing on her. She charged into them and gutted the one Shorhe had nearly killed.

Yha'arzo's heart welled with pity as the last two sang with beautiful desperation. But it was over all too fast. Maria's Double Strikes cut one then the other down, finishing them off. Blood dripped down Maria's large breasts, beading on her nipples. More splattered her face.

“You cowardly cunts!” she snarled. She pointed her sword at Shorhe. “You just stood there like a lump of dog shit not even fighting them!”

“What?” growled Shorhe. “Say that again, Maria!”

“You're a useless sack of offal with tits that sag to your knees,” Maria snarled, rushing at the orc. “A coward too afraid of a fucking cunt with wings to fight her. Why am I saddled with such a useless bunch of cunts!”

Her sword swung for Shorhe.

Thūwhi appeared before Maria, blocking the blow on her shield.

“Whoreborn cunt!” howled Maria. She raised her sword.

*  \ * /  *

“Christ!” I snarled and ran at Maria, thrusting my ax in my sheath. She hacked her katana at Thūwhi.

I grabbed her sword arm in a hard grip. She whirled to face me, madness in her eyes. I couldn't see anything of Maria in there. It was like Aphounga himself peered out of her eyes. A sneer formed on her blood-smeared lips.

“There's the dickless leader,” she spat. “Why did I come with you and that pathetic, little prick? You're too busy fucking every pussy you see to save the fucking world! Where were you when the halflings were tormented? When they fucking died! I know! You were off fucking Kulri in the ass! Enjoying Dëshoma's tight cunt! Yeah, you were too busy pounding Éjyona to bother to save her people!”

“Maria!” I growled, staring into her eyes.

She whipped her wakizashi at my face.

Yha'arzo caught her strike and gasped. The dragonborn fought to hold Maria. She was strong, her body enhanced by the drug. She kneed at my balls. I grunted at the pain, my Hit Points dropping. I stared into her eyes.

Where was she?

She elbowed Yha'arzo in the face and rammed her wakizashi into my guts, ripping through my armor. I staggered beneath the blow. Half my Hit Points vanished from a single hit. She laughed as she ripped it free.

“Too dickless to fight me?” she hissed. “Or too afraid you'll ruin my cunt and tits. You want to throw me down and fuck me rather than save the world. Pervert!”

I shoved my hand into my pouch and pulled out a splash potion.

“What's that?” she snarled and ripped her hand free. She slashed her sword at me.

Thūwhi appeared and took the blow. It cut her down to a third of her Hit Points. She staggered beneath the blow. Dëshoma chanted behind me as I threw the potion. Maria's blade flicked in for another blow on me.

The potion burst at her feet, spraying her in defense. It washed over her body. It splashed her breasts, the clear liquid mixing with the thick blood. It ran over her. She hissed, her skin steaming. She screamed, stumbling back.

“The fuck wasss that?” Yha'arzo hissed, her eyes wide in shock.

“GeeGee's Potion of Protection,” I said. “Her antidote to this.”

Maria screamed. Her knees bent. Buckled. She fell forward, hands planting onto the nauseating floor, still holding her swords. She shook, her red hair swaying about her face. I knelt, Dëshoma's healing miracle falling over me, soothing the wounds.

“W-what did I... I...” Maria looked up at me, her eyes raw and red. “M-Marcus, I... I...”

I cupped her face, wanting to admonish her. To berate her for taking that dumb potion. “I should have done that sooner. I'm sorry.”

“Y-you're sorry?” The liquid and the blood spilled off her as the experience crashed into us. We hit Level 68, the restorative magic fixing our equipment and banishing away the evidence of combat.

Washing away the blood like it had never happened.

But it had.

Maria had butchered those angels. I could see it in her eyes. She remembered what she did. She shook. Tears spilled down from her brilliant eyes. I brushed one with a thumb, wiping it away. Pushing it back.

“Shhh,” I whispered. “Shhh, it's okay, Maria.”

“But... I...” She stared at me with these wide, frightened eyes. “I just... I mean... Oh, Marcus, what did I do?”

“I am sorry,” I repeated, my heart breaking. She had experienced so much pain. Whatever happened at Ghébchal, the halfling city, had scarred her, and now today... “I should have thrown that potion the moment you drank it, but...”

“We had to kill the enemies,” Deillae said. “We had to get through them with as few resources expended as possible.”

I nodded. “I should have saved you. I should have been there with you at Ghébchal. I never should have split the party up. It didn't matter. We would have ended up at the same place, but if we were there from the beginning, we could have stopped the machine from happening. I was...” I took a deep breath. “I was fucking arrogant. I thought we couldn't fail, and the world paid for it.”

“It is a perilous trap that thou didst fall into, Maria,” Dëshoma said. “Thou didst carry that potion for all this time fearing you would need it, knowing the cost. Thou didst believe that one day thy need to utilize it would arrive and thou wouldst take that risk to protect us. Thou only did it out of love.”

“More than I can say,” Marcus said.

I rose and held out my hand to her.

She looked at it, sheathing her katana.

“Help me save it,” I said, my throat burning. “Help me fix my mistake. Can you do that for me, Maria? Can you help me to put this all to right?”

She swallowed and nodded. She took my hand.

I helped Maria stand, her large breasts jiggling. She stared me in the eyes, the pain still there, but a resolve built. She straightened, her breath calming down. When this was over, we would all carry wounds in our psyche.

Our cost for saving the world. The important things could never be paid in coins. Sweat, tears, and blood. Those were the true currencies of the world.


Chapter Twenty-Six: Darkness

Maria du Marne

She could still see those angels dying from her brutal attacks. She'd swept her sword in wild arcs that carved them apart. The madness had taken her worse than ever. It was beyond even that last time in the Glittering Cavern.

She had hated the others.

As Yha'arzo found a new skirt for Deillae to wear, a Holy Whispercloth Skank Skirt and Thong that shed an aura that hurt evil creatures and could blind them when activated, Maria brooded. She stared at her hands, feeling the grip of her weapons. She never wanted to draw them again but knew she had to. They had further to go.

They had to confront the Hierophant himself. They had to save the world. She could not afford to grieve over what she had done, and yet it was all she could do. She could think of nothing else but how those angels sang with such beauty as she massacred them.

And Marcus apologized to me, whipped at her heart.

The hall led to a set of stairs that spiraled upward. “The Bejeweled Screw,” Dëshoma said, “that doth lead us to our final destination, the Grand Cathedral itself.”

Marcus led the way, Maria's heart pounding with guilt as she followed along behind him, her heeled boots ringing on the gemmed floor. Each one was a different stone. Sapphire, ruby, topaz, emerald, diamond, jade, citrine, garnet, zircon, amethyst, heliodor. On and on and on they climbed, following the tight spiral.

At the peak of the stairs, they came to a marble door veined with gold. The pure metal spread through the white stone flecked with black. A shiver ran through Maria as she stared at it. Marcus touched it.

“Damn, they quarried all this and didn't remove the gold from it.” He chuckled. “We'd call that gangsta back in my world.” Then he put his hands on it and shoved the doors open.

*  \ * /  *

The doors creaked open as I pushed on them. They were heavy, but I was Level 68. I threw them open and stepped into the room, my eyes flicking back and forth. I stood in darkness. In the light spilling from Dëshoma's halo, I could make out the polished tiles of the marble floor, made of the same gold-riven stone. Support columns rose into the shadows, the ceiling too high up.

My skin goose-pimpled from the chill. It pervaded the place. My breath fogged the air as I marched forward. I didn't like the chill nor the darkness. There was something off about this place. Every other room had glowed with a supernal light.

“Part of me likes this place,” Thūwhi said. “That part of me from the whore who bore me.”

I drew my ax and set my shield. “Let's get this over with.”

We advanced. I was at the lead, Shorhe and Thūwhi behind and to my flanks, Yha'arzo and Maria after them with our delicate casters in the middle and Éjyona bringing up the rear. My eyes flicked through the darkness. Iris bobbed before me, her pink light not doing much to drive back the gloom.

Not even Dëshoma's enhanced halo shed light beyond thirty or so feet. We passed column after column, the hall immense. And without any light, it was impossible to say if we were almost across it, in the middle, or had barely crossed any of it. The chill deepened.

This place leached warmth from the air. Stole it the way only an eternal night could.

Wings flapped in the darkness. I stiffened as Yha'arzo Vanished without a word. All the warning we needed. Maria, Shorhe, and I Yelled as I dropped Consecrated Ground and unleashed Zeal. My ax burst with Holy Blade and Iron Defense strengthened my skin. I was ready to use Crusader's Strike.

The snarls burst around us. Hulking demons looking like hairless apes on steroids and dripping shadows surged out of the dark at us. Shorhe fell into Brutal Stance and Unmoving Weaponmaster while Maria challenged one to a Duel.

“Abyssal demons!” cried Iris as from above a woman with wings of darkness descended.

Naked, her skin ashen gray, her scarlet hair whipping behind her. She held a whip in one hand and screamed with wild abandon as she hurtled down at us.

“It is the Night Terror!” Dëshoma cried. “She doth lead the demons of Khoukiri, Goddess of Darkness!”

The demon slashed her whip at us. A wave of darkness slammed down and washed over my party and me. It melted through my armor. Unholy damage burned across my skin. Everyone shouted at the pain. The demons spat acid. Balls of sizzling night splashed into my shield and splattered my face.

Dëshoma screamed in pain as one struck her in the chest.

The Night Terror whipped at us again. I triggered my Angelic Blessing. White wings burst from my back as my resilience to unholy damage increased. The next wave dealt far less damage to me as Deillae's Saintly Hope radiated from her, increasing our max Hit Points. A heartbeat later, Dëshoma's Arcane Therapy soothed the pain.

I triggered my Celestial Gold Diamond Amulet as the Night Terror winged over us. A radiant light burst from the pendant about my neck. The abyssal demons howled, recoiling from the light that sizzled their skin.

The demons snarled then they vanished into the shadows.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The demons sprang out of the shadows around Dëshoma, Deillae, Éjyona, and Kulrigiizhai, using the darkness to teleport. The hulks slashed claws down at the four. The elf didn't hesitate to trigger her Mind-Shield Circlet to make herself immune to the next three attacks.

Dëshoma and Deillae screamed in pain as the demons' fists slammed into their heads, throwing them to the ground. Éjyona used Dodge Shot to avoid hers and fire a water bullet into her demon, the shell bursting across its chest. It stumbled back in pain.

The fourth demon's fist slammed into Kulrigiizhai's face, halted a hairsbreadth from her face. She didn't flinch as she activated Fortress of Will to armor herself with a lesser defense as a second fist slammed into her protection.

Concentrating on Psionic Burst, her circlet protected her from one more attack. The demon roared as the light sputtered out around her. The bestial monster drew back both its fists to crush the elf. Marcus's Crusader's Strike struck the demon, but it slammed its fist down at Kulrigiizhai.

“I vow to protect you,” Marcus cried, his Vow of Defense falling on Kulrigiizhai.

Psionic Burst exploded around the elf, ripping into the demons.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Pain burst from her. The demon advanced on her. Maria fought one, Shorhe another. Thūwhi teleported to take a blow meant to kill Deillae. Dëshoma had only heartbeats to create her own defense. She needed Lord Marcus.

Her Faithful Shadowcat Linen Skank Skirt fluttered as she activated it to insta-cast a summons spell. Shadow of the Future. One to three future versions of an ally to fight. Her faith in Ëshuxeri was not misplaced.

Dëshoma rolled a three.

A trio of Marcus's appeared around her, shadowy and powerful with their own axes and shields. Three hazy Consecrated Grounds washed out and three Vows of Defense fell on Dëshoma, pulling half the aggro she generated to the Marcus's from the future.

The demon swung at the first as their axes burst with Holy Blade. They slammed Crusader's Strikes into the Abyssal demon.

Dëshoma  smiled and began casting Arcane Therapy to heal the party. Deillae, behind Thūwhi, activated her own skirt. Holy light burst from her skirt, washing over the demons. They reeled back, their eyes smoking. She blinded the Abyssal Demons. Their eyes burned with white flames, dealing them damage over time.

They laughed.

Demons of darkness shall not be hindered by blindness, thought Dëshoma as Deillae began casting Healer's Sanctuary to protect herself.

The demons spat acid. Night Terror whipped darkness that washed across the party. Dëshoma groaned beneath the pain as her Arcane Therapy fell on the party. Prayer of Salvation spilled from Deillae's lips to heal and give the party a massive bonus to defense.

They needed it as the demons punched and spat. Night Terror's whip splashed unholy dark across the party while Éjyona fired Elemental Mortars after the demons.

Red light bled from beneath Thūwhi's chainmail skirt, her Ruby Clit Ring active. Her morning star hit for more damage. A moment later, holy damage exploded from Shorhe's Angelic Champion Greatsword, the demons roaring in pain.

Dëshoma's lips chanted her next Arcane Therapy as the Shadow-Marcuses surged out to fight the enemy. Psionic Bursts exploded around them. The demons battered fists into Maria's face. Shorhe staggered beneath their blows. Thūwhi laughed as her Hit Points plummeted, letting her deal burst damage as she flirted with the edge of death before an Arcane Therapy or Prayer of Redemption healed her.

Another tidal wave of darkness crashed into Dëshoma, burning away half her Hit Points.

“Fucking bitch!” roared Marcus. His wings flapped. He soared into the air.


Chapter Twenty-Seven: Night Terror

I surged into the sky, my angelic wings beating me higher and higher. I had to take out this Night Terror bitch before she killed my entire party with that whip flinging waves of darkness at them. I activated Reflected Evil on my shield then Holy Charged after her skank ass.

I surged past the gold-veined columns and slammed my ax into her. Holy energy burst from her.

Night Terror cackled with mad glee as she whirled about and slashed her whip at me. I caught it on my shield. Holy energy burst from my shield and reflected her evil back into her face. Light sizzled across her skin.

“Yes!” she laughed. “Look at you. An avenging angel comes to rip me apart.”

“I am nowhere near an angel, sweetheart,” I roared and refreshed Holy Blade. I slammed Crusader's Strike into her, cutting into her belly.

She flapped her black wings, pulling away from me. “Oh, you have that righteousness, even if Zadeg's lust reeks from your pores.”

I flapped my wings to close the distance.

Her whip flicked out and cracked into my cheek. Pain burst across my face. My ax slammed into her hip. Shadows spurted from the wound and splashed in my eyes. I gasped. I snarled through the burning agony, my Hit Points melting away.

As did my sight.

“Watch out, angel,” she cooed to my right. “If you don't pay attention, you might fly into something and break that gorgeous face.”

Fortitude banished the blind status effect.

Rearing before me was a gold-veined pillar, the pure metal reflecting off the light shining from me. I cursed and banked hard to the right, narrowly missing crashing into the column. I swirled around only to find a wave of darkness crashing into me.

The shadows poured over my armor and washed across my skin. I snarled through the pain as I tumbled through the air. She laughed as my wings beat hard. Arcane Therapy soothed the pain as the battle still raged below.

My wings bit into the air. I regained control and righted myself.

Where was she?

“Up here, angel boy!”

I looked up to see her whipping another wave of darkness that would drive me into the floor. Keep me from closing the distance. She blew me a kiss. Anger boiled through me. Her cockiness offended me. The shadows swept at me.

I Holy Charged through them. Pain burned across my flesh as I crashed into the darkness. But it couldn't deflect me. Not when I had such purity burning through my veins. I beat my wings with furious strokes.

I exploded out of her darkness and buried my ax between her breasts. She howled and snapped her teeth for my throat. I blocked with my shield. Holy light burst from the impact. She recoiled back as purity engulfed my ax again.

I slammed a Crusader's Strike into her flesh, hoping to stun her and send her plunging towards her death far below. She shook her head, resisting the status effect. I slammed another Crusader's Strike into her, burning through my TP.

Her hand shot for my throat. She dug her fingernails into my flesh. Blood spurted. Pain shocked through my body as something dark and frightening slammed into my mind. I felt a touch of panic.

“You need to be reminded why your sniveling kind huddles in your houses around bright flames when the sun dies!” she howled. “Feel the terror of the night!”

My Tempered Will stopped the charm effect that would have driven me into a panic cold.

“I'm not afraid of the dark!” I howled and slammed my ax into her face. The holy damage sizzled her flesh. Her fingernails dug deep into my throat. Blood spurted.

I was dying, but I would take this cunt with me.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Maria parried with her wakizashi and danced back before the Abyssal Demons.

The Shadow-Marcuses were everywhere, striking and cutting with their axes. Shorhe and Thūwhi battled against their own demons. Metal armor crumpled. Psionic Bursts exploded. Maria ducked a punch and Dual Striked her enemy, cutting into the thick hide.

And barely doing anything.

Prayer of Redemption fell on the party as Dëshoma summoned her angel.

Maria danced back and unleashed another Dual Strike, her TP melting away. The demon snarled as she cut him. His blow slammed into her belly. Her big tits heaved as the air burst from her lungs. She staggered back, half her Hit Points melting from her.

She collapsed to her knees, wheezing for breath. The blow had stunned her for three seconds. The demon laughed as she fought to recover. She was wide open. The fist raised to slam down into her. Maria stared at death.

White light exploded. Wings flapped.

Ablëthöj, Angel of Wrath, buried her sword into the Abyssal Demon's back, ramming the holy weapon through its body. The demon roared and swung a fist at the angel, throwing Ablëthöj back. She hit the ground, blood streaming gold from her nose.

“Little dove's come down to play,” the abyssal demon growled. The hulk turned.

Maria's stun ended.

She sprang to her feet. Prayer of Redemption healed her as she Quick Stepped. In a blur, she appeared before the demon and slashed him across the muscular chest. The creature snarled as his punch fell and struck Maria in the face.

It threw her back. She rolled on the ground, her cheek broken. The pain throbbed, but Bushido Strength helped to blunt it. The angel threw herself up and caught his next attack on her sword. Maria gained her feet and charged back at her foe, tits heaving.

“Bastard!” she howled and slammed her sword into his gut.

She ducked his fist and Dual Striked again, both her weapons cutting into his hide. The angel's holy blade ripped through the monster's flesh. Maria grinned even as she felt Marcus's Hit Points melting away fast up there in the sky.

She slashed her katana and cut off the demon's head.

Maria whirled and surveyed the battle.

Psionic Burst ripped through the demons. Éjyona's Elemental Mortars detonated on their hides. Shorhe stood unmoving, her sword slamming brutal Execution Blows into the enemy, her attacks never missing. Thūwhi left herself open with Rapture of Pain, her counterattack dealing twice the damage the abyssal demon dealt to her.

The enemy fell one by one as Marcus died.

Maria looked up.

“Ablëthöj!” Dëshoma cried. “Aid my lord!”

His shield crashed to the ground near Maria.

*  \ * /  *

I slammed my ax again and again into the demon, my blood pouring out of my throat. My wings flickered out of existence. Two minutes were up. Night Terror gasped in delight. I could see it in her eyes what she would do next.

I shrugged off my shield and grabbed the bitch by the arm as her fingers released me. I dropped a foot before I swung from her wrist. She gasped as I held her in a crushing grip. I grinned and raised my ax to slam into her body.

“If you kill me, you will die,” she gasped.

“If I don't kill you, I'll still die!” I roared. “Are you afraid? Are you scared that you're about to get your head cut off?”

“WAIT!” she screamed as I slammed my ax for her throat. “I CAN GIVE—”

Her head went flying. Her body went limp.

We dropped.

I let go of the demon as I fell for the ground below. A white light rose towards me. Ablëthöj soared towards me. She threw her blade to the side and held out her arms. I crashed into her. The angel shouted in pain. The world spun. Feathers burst around us.

A loud thud echoed below, a body hitting the ground.

Shouts. Cries of fear.

“Fuck!” I snarled.

We hit.

Pain burst through my leg. My Hit Points ripped away. I gasped, tumbling from the angel's grip. I spilled across the floor, groaning. The angel screamed in agony. I came to rest by my shield, Maria staring down at me in shock, inky blood dripping from her katana.

“Marcus?” she gasped.

The experience blazed through me. The pain in my body vanished as we hit Level 69. I groaned at the surcease of agony. I panted as I pushed myself up to my feet. My women stood around me. Shorhe grinned. Yha'arzo melted out of the shadows and shook her head, laughing.

“That was so steampunkish, Marcus!” Éjyona said. “The Night Terror came crashing down. Her head bounced. Then you landed with an angel in your arms.”

“I think it was the other way around,” I said and nodded to Ablëthöj.

She bowed to me then vanished in white light, returned to the Supernal Realm.

The darkness melted away. Light filled the halls. We stood in the middle. I glanced over to a set of ornate doors. Statues of angels stood on either side, made of the same marble with the veins of gold in them. Both were busty females, swords thrust down before them, their eyes staring out at us.

“Lord Marcus, we hath arrived at the doors to the Hierophant's Throne,” Dëshoma said as she stepped up to me, her naked breasts jiggling. Her nipples were as gold as the metallic veins in the metal around us. “Through yon doors lies the Hierophant and the Pearly Gates, the very destination that we hath striven so hard for. The burdens that we hath carried through so much pain and suffering shall soon be laid.”

“We're here, sister,” Kulrigiizhai whispered and kissed the acorn.

I marched across the room to the grand doors and upgraded Crusader's Strike. I would use it to smite evil and stun my foes. My heart beat faster and faster as I passed column after column. I reached the doors.

Beyond, the Hierophant lay. Maybe even my asshole doppelganger. Mark Taylor would have to be dealt with before this was over. The nihilistic and bitter side of me that couldn't move on from the divorce needed to get his ass kicked.

I pressed my hands on the doors and pushed.


Chapter Twenty-Eight: The Hierophant's Words

The double doors creaked open onto a wide room. A chorus serenaded us. Standing naked around a pool of light were seven young women, all nubile and eighteen. They had blonde hair and slender figures. With hands clasped in prayer, their heads lifted to the heaven, they sang.

In the middle of the pool of light, a man stood with his hands raised to the heavens. He was an old man, hair and beard white, his body covered in brown liver spots. Despite his age, he still held strength. Not brawny, but it wasn't the sagging muscles and drooping skin of the elderly.

“The Hierophant” Lady Dëshoma whispered in awe. “And around him art the Holy Maidens who doth sing to even day and night, never ceasing even as they pleasure him.”

“They fuck him and are still called maidens?” Shorhe asked.

“They are perpetual virgins,” said Deillae, “like Dëshoma's veil makes her.”

“And he's just chilling in the tub?” I asked, looking around. A throne lay on the far side of the room on a raised dais. “Where are his defenders? Shouldn't something be guarding him?”

“The Hierophant, as twisted and confused as he hath become, needs none to defend him. The guards that we hath defeated, while here to protect him, were not defending his life but his sanctity. To keep the impure away from him.”

“Too late if Mark Taylor's been here,” I growled.

“True, Lord Marcus, thou doth speak with great wisdom, for verily hath the Hierophant already been corrupted by the Gods of Darkness and Chaos and now he is but a—”

The old man's head snapped down. His gaze fell on us. He marched forward through the pool of light, climbing out of it while the maidens kept singing. He appeared naked, his cock thrusting out hard before him. For an old man, he had lead in his pipe.

I advanced, my women stretching out to the left and the right, our weapons ready. My breathing grew slow and regular as I waited to see where the attack would fall. How would he go for us? Hurt us? My stomach churned with nerves, but I didn't let them slow my resolve.

“YOU!” the Hierophant boomed, pointing a finger at us. The walls shook with his words. The air vibrated. I gasped, the power of his voice so strong that I nearly collapsed to my knees. My women groaned around me, shaking their heads, the sound staggering them.

“YOU DARE WALK HERE! YOU DARE SOIL THIS HOLY PLACE WITH YOUR EVIL!”

“We're the evil ones?” I roared back, leveling my ax at him. “The world is falling to pieces out there, old man. It's dying!”

“The world has been for a long, long time, boy,” snarled the Hierophant. He thrust out his arms. Two of the singing maidens draped a gold robe over his shoulders and belted it closed. “It is doomed. There is nothing to stop its destruction. You should rejoice instead of spending your last moments in pointless defiance of the inevitable!”

“Pointless?” I roared back.

“Fighting to protect the innocence of the world is never pointless!” Maria shouted. “It is the noblest thing a person can do! It is the most useful task there is!”

“You would allow the innocent to suffer for thy vain ambition, Hierophant?” Dëshoma demanded.

“Vain?” The Hierophant threw back his head and laughed. The force of his mirth buffeted me. I leaned into it, fighting to stay upright.

“Aphounga's shattered sword,” growled Shorhe as she staggered back beneath the mocking laughter.

“It is not vain what I plain. It is not hubris or folly.” The Hierophant threw his arms wide. “It is necessary! This broken and flawed world must be reborn. Reforged into perfection. Mark Taylor will deal this world its death knell and he shall raise from its corpse paradise! The Pearly Gates will fall, and the world shall die with it! They are almost shattered.”

“That is what this is about?” gasped Deillae. “You broke the tree to weaken the Pearly Gates?”

“You'll cut off this world from the Gods of Light and Order,” Éjyona shouted. “Then you will take their place!”

“They are confused,” the Hierophant said. “They cannot bear to destroy. That is why they have put the choice in my hand. Their very purpose binds them from allowing this world to end. It is the point of the Hierophant! To determine when the world is lost. To do what Dihhomamer and the other Eight Gods of Light and Order cannot do.

“It is the very charge that they gave me!

“I have watched the feckless races kill, beat, steal, harm, cheat, lie, abuse, and destroy. They pervert. They twist. A hundred years of isolation didn't teach them a lesson. Now it is too late. The world must be destroyed. I prayed, and my champion crossed the Digital Barrier. I summoned Mark Taylor to end things so that we can start over.”

“Like hell I'll let you do that,” growled Marcus. “You've been corrupted by Khoukiri and the other Gods of Darkness and Chaos. Your demons infest this world.”

The seven maidens continued singing as the Hierophant laughed madly. “Your lies are so transparent.” Foam flicked at the Hierophant's mouth. His eyes gleamed with insanity. “I am pure. Untouched. I can never be sullied by those foul gods. I am beyond them. Beyond them all. I will be the new god. This world will be mine!”

“Never!” Iris shouted. “Hurry, Marcus, if the Pearly Gates is lost, then so is this world!”

I burst into a charge, my ax raised high. I would cut this bastard down. I would end him.

“Dihhomamer, God of Light, steal it away from my enemies!” roared the Hierophant.

Night fell on me. A pure darkness. I gasped, stumbling to a halt. I could see nothing. I waved my ax before me. I activated Holy Blade. Not a glimmer could be seen. The weight of pure black pressed on my shoulders.

“I can't see!” Yha'arzo cursed.

“It is not a debuff, Lord Marcus, that hath been inflicted upon our sight,” gasped Dëshoma, “for even mine halo hath gone out.”

“He stole the light from the world, Marcus,” Deillae shouted.

“Why would Dihhomamer take away the light?” Thūwhi demanded in shock. “That is not his domain! He would blind us with pure radiance.”

“Doesn't matter,” I growled, marching forward. “That old bastard's before me. I don't need to see to cut him down!”

“Ethileri,” the Hierophant cried, his voice sonorous and powerful, “Goddess of Healing, harm those who seek to destroy your servant.”

Pain crashed down on me. My knees buckled against the agony. Dëshoma screamed. Shorhe groaned. Éjyona whimpered. Every one of my women, even Kulri, groaned their agony. My flesh burned. A thousand needles buried into my flesh.

My Hit Points ticked down. Slowly, the agony killed not just me. It killed all of us. The DoT afflicted us all. I snarled through clenched teeth, struggling to keep my feet. My nerves screamed from the torment of the spell.

“Allow the positive energy to spread out and suffuse all mine allies with healthy endurance!” Dëshoma spat out despite the thick pain in her voice.

Arcane Therapy's soothing magic fell on me. Not a single Hit Point I had lost was mended.

“I pray that all who are near are redeemed and restored to health,” Deillae whimpered.

Her miracle did nothing to restore the HP burned away by the DoT that still sizzled on us. I showed not a single counter ticking down, either. No indication that we should even be losing our life. Frustration boiled in me.

“What the fuck is he doing?” I cried over the song of the maidens.

“He is the Hierophant!” screamed Dëshoma.

I marched forward against the pain. I could hear that old man breathing. I would cave in his fucking head. I raised my ax. I could feel him before me, my Perception high enough to hear the fucker in the dark.

“Abloter, God of Law, seize from them the implements of their work!”

As my ax crashed down to kill the Hierophant, something seized it and ripped it out of my grasp. My women gasped in shock and dismay. How could he disarm us all? My hand clenched on nothing. Kulri hissed in frustration.

Without her staff, she couldn't channel her magic.

“You cock-sucking prick!” I howled, staggering from the pain. He was right before me, and I couldn't even attack him. The darkness pressed down on me.

“Let me show you how vile you are!” growled the Hierophant. “Ëshuxeri, Goddess of Love, take from them the love and leave them with lust.”

Through the pain, my cock hardened. I groaned, the powerful urge to throw down a woman and fuck her boiled through my brain. Lust and agony screamed through me. I snarled through clenched teeth against the conflicting impulses.

“This is not the power of mine Goddess Ëshuxeri!” Dëshoma howled. “I can feel it. This is Zadeg's touch. Thou doth not pray to any of the Gods of Light and Order, Hierophant, but are calling upon the pernicious forces of the Gods of Dark and Chaos.”

“I would NEVER pray to them,” the madman roared. “I pray only to those blessed deities of the Supernal realm.”

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Through the lust burning in her exposed pussy and pain pricking her nethers, outrage burned in Dëshoma. Her life ticked down more and more, but hearing her Goddess's name soiled in such a foul way had the blinded Seer staggering forward with righteous fury.

“It was not Abloter who didst take our belongings but Īwheda, Goddess of Crime. How doth thou not see what thou art doing unless thy brain has rotted and poisoned every bit of thee? Thou art either feckless and a liar or a moron who lacks the intelligence to know what thou doth do!”

“You call me moronic?” he roared. “You who dare defy the chosen of the Gods of Light and Order. I am their Hierophant. They speak through ME!”

“Then thou art a fool who doth lack the intelligence of a child! You destroy us all with thy stupidity!”

“Axyileri, Goddess of Pleasure, rob from them any bliss. Give them only torment.”

The pain of the burning DoT was nothing compared to this. Dëshoma crashed to her knees, screaming at the agony that burned through her veins. Her blood blazed. Tears spilled from her unseeing eyes. The others sobbed with her.

Even Marcus howled in agony.

“Shuwëmeri, Goddess of Fertility, steal from them their vitality. Let them rot from within.”

The strength fled Dëshoma. She collapsed on her belly, sobbing, helpless, unable to do anything, crushed by the power of the Gods of Darkness and Chaos speaking through the mad, senile, and feckless Hierophant as his Holy Maidens serenaded his folly.

*  \ * /  *

The pain was nothing that I ever felt. The weight of my armor crushed me. The Hierophant walked away from me, laughing as he did. His cunts sang around him, their voices full of such swelling confidence. My Hit Points passed half.

We would be dead in minutes, crushed by the immense power of the Hierophant.

I could do nothing without a weapon. My blood burned. My body flagged beneath the rot devouring my muscles. The world was about to end. If I didn't do something it was over. Toast. What could I do?

A weapon. I needed a weapon.

I had a spare weapon. In my pouch. I had two of them. My Crusading Infernal Bronze Ax I had replaced with the weapon I had found in the Garden. I struggled to shove my hand into my pouch. This was the one chance for the world.

Tears spilled down my cheeks from the agony. Every bit of me blazed with fire.

“Mother fucker!” I groaned.

“Now do you see YOUR folly?” howled the Hierophant. “You thought you could challenge the Champion of the Gods. They speak through me!”

The maidens sang with such sweet delight, praising the bastard destroying the world.

My hand shoved into my pouch. I grasped the ax. I felt my Faith increase. Not that it helped much. I activated Holy Blade. I had to close the distance. I had one way to do that. Just one fucking way.

“DO YOU SEE HOW YOUR ARROGANCE HAS BROUGHT YOU LOW!” bellowed the Hierophant, shouting so loud I could figure out where he was with my Perception.

“I can't see, ass-wipe!” I howled, pushing myself up with pure hatred at this bastard. “You fucking blinded us!”

I Holy Charged.

The ability carried my rotting, burning, cursed body across the room. My boots crashed on the marble floors. I slammed it down at the old man. I struck him. I felt the impact. Pain shot up my arm, vibrating the bones, as he didn't move. He didn't cry out in pain.

“It did nothing to him!”

The Hierophant laughed. “Himnomeri, take from him his faith and make him feckless.”

A crushing will seized my mind, battering through Tempered Will. It seized my thoughts. My body turned. I couldn't see, and yet I knew who I was aimed at. Dëshoma. Holy Blade refreshed. Holy Charge surged me forward to kill my beloved Seer.


Chapter Twenty-Nine: Shuwëmeri's Gift

I fought the charm on me. I battled against it as my weakened body crossed the distance. I heard my women howling in agony. I raised my ax as I reached Dëshoma. I surged every ounce of will I had against the Goddess's fist about my thoughts.

I slammed down at her and struck my Dëshoma.

Her screams cut off.

“NO!” I shouted as the compulsion vanished. I threw my ax down and collapsed. I hurt her. She was dying.

And the blight on her would kill her.

“DËSHOMA!”

I collapsed to my knees and put my hand on her, felt the horrible wound to her head. The pain devouring our life would kill her in the next few seconds. Could I heal her? The miracles didn't drive back what we were losing, but the wound from my attack?

“Please,” I prayed. “Please, Ëshuxeri, I love her!”

Shared Faith flowed from me, my touch healing spell that only worked on my allies. I rarely used it. But my Paladin power flowed into her. She gasped, agony crashing into her. She sobbed, back up to a quarter of her Hit Points.

And they still dwindled.

How could we possibly win?

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

The agony devoured the Samurai. Marcus wept. She didn't see how they could survive this.

The maidens sang so sweetly as the Hierophant cried, “Pushijer, God of Protection, rip from them the defenses of their heart and fill them with war.”

An anger that Maria had felt before fell on her. The fury of Aphounga squeezed about her heart, driving back the agony. The Madness. She snarled in fury as she staggered to her feet. And so did the others.

“You fucking cunt, Dëshoma!” Marcus roared. “This is all your fault!”

“Mine, you putrefying sack of donkey shit!” Dëshoma snarled back. “If you stopped fucking every slut in sight, we could have saved the world already.”

“Deillae, you cock-loving skank!” snarled Shorhe. “You were mine! That pussy was mine, then you gave it to Marcus. I'm going to strangle the life from your cheating heart.”

“You killed my sister, Marcus Aurelius!” Kulri howled.

Maria wanted to shout as she heard her lovers stumbling together. Blind, unarmed, they surged at each other in mindless fury. Aphounga's hatred burned in their hearts, but not as strongly as Maria had felt it.

Had endured it.

All those potions she had taken, the battle lust she had endured, kept just enough of her sane now.

“I'll gut you for making me love you, Marcus!” Yha'arzo shouted.

“You touch him, cunt, and I'll tear your heart out!” Thūwhi screamed.

“I'll bit that fucking clit off, Thūwhi!” Éjyona hissed. “I'm Marcus's woman.”

Maria's fury swelled. She was his first. The who had joined his party before the others. She should be his woman. Not these cunts. She had chosen him over Derrick. Sacrificed her childhood love for something more.

That's not me! Maria snarled, her hand shoving into the pack.

“We are not going to die like this!” howled Maria as she grabbed the potion.

She heard them all fighting before her. Punching. Kicking. Biting. She threw the potion.

It splashed before her. Liquid showered across them. It splashed Maria's tits, banishing the fury from her thoughts. The pain crashed back into her. The horny lust. She screamed, her knees buckling, as she stumbled to her family.

“If we die, we die loving each other!” she cried while the damned maidens sang.

*  \ * /  *

“Yes!” I cried, my women around me. I had one more weapon. One more chance to end this.

“You STILL defy me!” snarled the Hierophant. “ÄDFOMER!”

“No!” gasped Iris. “Marcus, you have to stop him. Don't let him finish this one. He'll kill you!”

“GOD OF CREATION!”

Iris's words scared me more than I even understood. I shoved my hand into my pouch and grabbed my old weapon. The one I had used for so many levels. My Reforged Titanium Ax of Fertile Hew, my gift from Shuwëmeri.

“RIP FROM THEM THEIR VERY EXISTENCE!”

I activated Holy Blade. Pure fear filled me as everyone's Hit Points ticked down the last few percentages of our life. I had to find a way to save them. I had to kill him. There must be a way to defeat him. I had only moments to figure it out.

The women sang louder with him. Their song swelled with him. I heard it. They guided me towards him.

“DESTROY THE TRAITORS TO YOUR WILL!”

“Hurry, Marcus!” gasped Iris. “He's almost finished!”

“ANNIHILATE—”

Heavenly Silence burst from my ax. It swept out from me, choking off the seven maidens singing about him. The Hierophant didn't stop talking. He kept screaming out his madness.

“—AND CLEANSE THEM—”

I slammed a Crusader's Strike into the Hierophant. I felt a moment of resistance, my Hit Points ticking towards one percent. My ax sheared through flesh. Suddenly, the darkness fell away. The pain ended. The burning rot killing me died.

I watched the Hierophant's head, a look of holy exultation frozen upon it, drop to the floor, his body thumping beside him. A pool of blood spread from the neck. The maidens screamed soundlessly, unable to speak. They had been protecting him. Keeping him alive.

Before my eyes, the Hierophant's body withered. He aged as all the centuries he had lived piled on him. He grew shrunken. Emaciated. His hair fell out as his face wrinkled into something hideous and foul. The muscles vanished. He became skeletal. Almost fleshless.

“He had no levels,” I muttered as my women shouted behind me. I stared down at the Hierophant, the maidens falling into each other and collapsing. “He had nothing. He was supported by others. His power didn't come from him but from without. I took that away.”

“And he fell,” Maria said. She joined me, her large breasts jiggling. Like me, a gentle wind could finish her off.

The experience of defeating the Hierophant rushed through us. The XP bar filled. We crashed into the level cap.

Level 70.

There was no going higher. No more improving. We were as powerful as we would ever be. A new ability, Holy Warrior, filled me. It required Holy Blade to be active and would empower me with a massive boost to Strength and Faith while shedding an aura that would put a Healing over Time effect on my allies.

The Pinnacle of the Fighter's Faith Path. The ultimate technique of the Crusader.

“It fills mine heart with such grief to see who was once such a noble man brought low by his own doubts, by the loss of his own faith in the Gods of Light and Order to fight against the pernicious lies of the Gods of Darkness and Chaos,” Dëshoma said, her round breasts quivering and her skank skirt rippling. “He didst fall to their poison and lost himself to madness that has brought the world to the very brink of destruction. When he prayed and the Gods of Darkness and Chaos answered, he did not realize the difference for his heart had become so crushed by bitterness.”

“He lost his faith completely and they filled him with lies,” Iris said. She buzzed up, looking sad. “The Gods of Light see the world through him. They trust him. The only mortal they fully did. They cannot understand how he could be deceived. They are confused. Blind in the Supernal Realm.”

“Blind?” Deillae asked. “They are supposed to see the world.”

“They cannot see past the brilliance of the Supernal Realm,” said Iris. “That is why they picked him. The first man to ever bow in worship to them. The Gods of Darkness and Chaos corrupted him so slowly, it passed unnoticed.”

“A frog in a pot slowly being brought to a boil will never jump out because he can't sense the temperature is changing,” I said. “But throw him into boiling water, and he'll jump out immediately. That's how it works. How evil always wins. You don't destroy a world all at once, you weaken it generation after generation with lies. Deceptions. You coach nihilism in hope, call your evil justice and restorative. Then you let a world destroy itself.”

“Fuck,” Yha'arzo said. “Our gear's over here. He threw it to the side. We didn't lose our weapons.”

“Ëshuxeri be praised,” Dëshoma groaned and rushed to fetch the bible her father, Dezösh, gave her. The last bit of him she had.

I glanced down at my ax. The one I had used from Level 10 to... what, 40 or so. I had upgraded it at least twice. A blessed weapon. I was glad I had hung onto it. The world would have died if I hadn't kept hold of Shuwëmeri's gift.

I bowed my head and prayed to the Goddess of Fertility for the first time.


Chapter Thirty: The Horde of the Fallen

Our weapons regained, we marched around the glowing pool of light towards another door. This one was covered in more of the mother of pearl. Only this time, the bright colors didn't make me want to puke. Didn't have that enchantment on it.

We were Level 70. As powerful as we would ever be. Mark Taylor would be through those doors trying to shatter the Pearly Gates. I felt a strange calm on me. I had come so far in this world. Those first few levels when I was just enjoying myself to the gradual understanding of why I was brought here.

I was summoned from my world not because I had bought a loot box, but because this world needed a champion from the outside to do the unthinkable. To challenge the Hierophant. To walk the right path that would leave me to have Heavenly Silence, the one ability in our entire party that could have saved the day.

We marched past the Hierophant's throne, leaving the maidens to weep over their fallen lover. I reached the gates and stared at them. My women stood around me, all ready for what would be our final battle.

“This is it,” I told them. “Win or lose, we are going to fight together. Stand together. We're going to show Mark Taylor that he is a fucking asshat for wanting to destroy this world. We'll show him what he could have had. Everything that we ever desired, that I ever wanted in my life, is right here. You. Women who love me. Women I fight for. And who fight for me. Not treacherous, backbiting cunts just using me. Destroying me. That's what happened to him. It ripped him apart. Made him into that nihilistic fool.

“And that's why we're going to kill him. Something that bitter doesn't deserve to enjoy this paradise.”

My women nodded. I felt their resolve. It washed over me. Maria put a hand on my shoulder. Shorhe on my other one. I felt my women behind me ready for battle. Éjyona chortled her eager delight for it to begin.

This was it.

I shoved open the pearly doors and opened onto one last hall. The walls were sheathed in the scintillating tiles. The rainbow glimmer of mother of pearl adorned everything, from the pillars to the walls to the floor. At the far end, made out of the same material, was a gateway that looked to be a square pillar twisted around and bent into an arch.

A bright light glowed from it that flickered every time Mark Taylor slammed a corrupted hammer into it. The floor shook with each impact. I had the sudden realization that out there, in the world, a rift had just opened or a new barrier had sprung up.

“Goddamn, have you been doing that for the last few days?” I shouted. “Fuck me, you don't have a life!”

Mark Taylor turned to face me. He stood on the dais that held the gate, overlooking the hall and a horde of chained and corrupted angels. They were twisted, the hellish iron links burning into their flesh. Claws erupted from the end of fingers, wings charred to black. Blood ran from eyes, faces misshapen with the eruption of bestial muzzles.

“YOU WILL NOT STOP ME FROM MAKING PARADISE!” Mark Taylor roared. “I WILL BE A GOD TO THE NEW WORLD. IT IS TOO LATE. YOU CANNOT STOP ME!” He raised his hammer and swung as the corrupted angels howled.

The feral pack charged us.

“Go all fucking out!” I Shouted as I activated Holy Blade, Zeal, and Iron Defense. I rushed out to meet my enemy, my women following.

*  \ * /  *

Deillae

Her Marcus charged out with her Shorhe on his flank. Deillae quivered. The changeling Abbess drew out her Potion of Distilled Wisdom to boost her Faith. She drank that down as she activated her Nun's Shadowlinen Cloth Habit.

It whispered around her. Her next five buff miracle would add a HoT.

The Naughty Black Teak Butt Plug hummed to life in her asshole, allowing her to insta-cast five buff spells.

In a heartbeat, Prayer of Speed, Prayer of Righteousness, Vigorous Prayer, Prayer of Wrath, and Faith's Blessing. Deillae wanted to hearten her allies, to give them the best chance of success she could. So she hasted them, tripling attack and spell-casting speed; added holy damage to their attacks and spells; added the healthy buff so her healing spells would heal them for more; increased their damage; and used her new miracle to give a buff to their primary stat. Strength for Marcus, Maria, and Shorhe, Dexterity for Éjyona and Yha'arzo, Intelligence for Kulri, and Faith for Dëshoma and Deillae herself.

The enemy surged in, almost on the party, so Deillae cast Healers Sanctuary to give herself protection while healing before launching into Rejuvenating Prayer to add more HoTs to the party and buff their damage.

They were gaining back tons of Hit Points a second, ready for the corrupted angels to crash into them. Deillae nodded, her asshole clenching about her butt plug. She was so ready for the fight to begin. To unleash all her passion on the enemy.

*  \ * /  *

I threw a Splash Potion of Protection at the ground, hitting my women running with me towards the enemies. In a flourish, all these buff spells crashed down on me. I grinned, savoring Deillae's magic at work. She was an amazing Abbess.

I raised my Crusader's Elemental Iron Ax so that my Holy Blade would never wear out and unleashed Holy Warrior. The invigoration of my new ability fell on me. As the angels closed the ground, I activated my Challenger's Belt.

Every enemy in twenty yards had to go for me.

I stopped dead in my tracks and dropped Consecrated Ground and put Reflected Evil on my shield. The corrupted angels surged at me, my other women hanging back as the horde descended. Just as the first one hit the divine damage crackling across the tiled floor around me, I triggered my Brazen Adamantine Bustier Breastplate to gain immunity to damage for 30 seconds and a boost to damage.

The twisted angels crashed into me.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

The Samurai focused on one of the angels rushing for Marcus. “Come face me, dog!”

Duel triggered as she fell into Perfect Form. She grabbed the handle of her katana, ready to whip it out as the corrupted angel snarled and rushed for her. Claws tore through the fragile mother of pearl tiles, destroying the beauty.

She activated Heart of the Sword to double her damage and Sworn Blade. Her newest ability, the ultimate Samurai technique, Sworn Blade allowed her to take no damage for thirty seconds as she was wholly committed to serving her lord.

In the final seconds, she triggered magic items. Her Blitz Ironhide Bear Halter Bra to let her make three attacks as one. The Swift Ironhide Bear Leather Dildo Panties to quadruple attack speed for 30 secs, the dildo churning away in her. Last, she unleashed her Fencer's Bracelet to let her next attack with rapier do triple damage.

In a blur of motion, she drew her katana to land an Iaijutsu Strike on the corrupted being followed by a pair of Dual Strikes that all landed in a blink of an eye. The angel recoiled from the massive damage she unleashed, her blade cutting through its twisted body, and the barbed chains wrapped cruelly around his flesh.

Not done, she triggered her Honor Rings, the golden piercings threaded through her nipples bursting with light to make sure her next five attacks hit. Then she triggered her Diabolical Black Teak Sheath to land five attacks in an eye blink.

No one could see the attacks she landed. It was like her katana and wakizashi didn't even move. That the ten hits from the five Dual Strikes happened mysteriously. A divine wind that had swept across the angel's chest.

Dildo buzzing away, Maria attacked at seven times her normal speed, the angel still reeling from her onslaught.

*  \ * /  *

Thūwhi

A great pity filled Thūwhi as she came to a halt, letting the corrupted angels fall on Marcus. She would pick off those on the edges. It hurt her to see these noble creatures so debased. Her father had been so broken and twisted by her mother.

I hope that succubus-whore rots from Zadeg's poxed cock! thought Thūwhi. She disabled all the HoTs on her, dismissing the beneficial effects.

As the corrupted angels crashed into Marcus, his Consecrated Ground sizzling across their skin, she triggered her Blood Diamond Ring to get double the effect from hurting herself for the next thirty minutes.

Ready for the pain, the cambion Martyr unleashed the might of her Bleeding Adamantine Kite Shield. She reduced her Hit Points in half to unleash a massive shock wave of damage at the terrible monsters rushing at Marcus. It slammed into them. The angels screamed in pain from her attack while Thūwhi's asshole clenched down on her butt plug.

She almost came from the pain. It was such a delicious thrill to hurt herself. To risk her life to defeat evil.

A heartbeat later, she triggered her Avenging Elemental Iron Bikini Bottoms and Greaves. They flared with crimson light. When an enemy struck an ally, they would take triple their damage back. The angels slashed at him and screamed as they hurt themselves. The gem on her Purple Sardonite Ring flared with violet brilliance, allowing her to automatically hit with the next attack.

She raised her Shocking Elemental Iron Morning Star. The weapon burst with a massive storm of lightning that slammed into the enemy and herself. She screamed in rapture as the current coursed through her body, the angels thrashing.

An angel slashed at her lover.

Take the Blow teleported the Martyr before Marcus. She blocked the attack with her shield and slammed her morning star into the enemy. She used the ability again, burning her MP to take another blow. This time, the enemy raked claws across her body.

“Get out of here, Thūwhi!” Marcus roared. “Christ, you're almost dead.”

“I know!” Thūwhi cried. Right here, on the verge of life and death, a Martyr shone with her faith. Her morning star slammed into the enemy, dealing massive damage.

*  \ * /  *

Shorhe

The orc smiled at the massive shock wave that burst from Thūwhi's shield. The Weapon Master rushed into the fray, activating her Ivory Imp Weave Cloak to gain immunity to damage from the next three sources.

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” Shorhe cried, activating her Gold Nipple Bars to deal double damage on her next five attacks. But she wasn't done. Oh, no, she triggered her Mighty Elemental Iron Sabatons to double her Strength.

She gained a level of might few had ever experienced.

She unleashed her White-Plumed Celestial Gold Helmet to stun the enemy and her Golden Sun Pendant to blind them. Corrupted angels reeled from the attacks. Some screamed, clawing their eyes. Others fell still. And it didn't matter, there were still dozens and dozens pressing in around Marcus and Thūwhi.

Sliding into Brutal Stance and planting her feet for Unmoving Weaponmaster, Shorhe unleashed her Ultimate Attack. The pinnacle of the Weapon Master class, she unleashed five attacks in rapid succession. They already did massive damage.

But with her magic items active, she hacked into the corrupted angels. Limbs flew. A head danced through the air. Shorhe laughed as she carved into the enemy.

*  \ * /  *

Éjyona

She drew the vial to the Potion of Keen Eyes to increase her hit chance as she Vanished. Already, buffs were falling on the party and the twisted angelic horde surged towards Marcus. Éjyona raised her rifle, activating her Hunter's Ironhide Bear Leather G-String.

It tingled against her pussy as her next five attacks were guaranteed crits!

Unseen by the angels swarming Marcus, Éjyona gleefully activated her Fused Red Sardonite Ring to do more damage when coming out of surprise and her Elf Silver Snowflake Necklace so her next five attacks would have a chance to slow them.

The damage was already unleashing. Shorhe was carving through the enemy in such an exciting way. The halfling Spitfire used her Blink Tongue Stud to teleport to the side of the action, getting clear shots on her enemies around Marcus. She grinned and unleashed her new steampunkish ability.

Elemental Barrage fired dozens of shots in a heartbeat. Water, earth, wind, lightning, fire, and ice bullets crashed into the angels, some of them slowing down from the attack. Éjyona had a huge grin on her lips when she appeared, only to activate her Silent Sky Shark Heeled Boots to go invisible once more.

Up close, she triggered her Elemental Burst Rifle to unleash a cone of elemental damage. A shotgun spray of damage. She went with water so it would confuse them. The weapon bucked. That familiar recoil had her shuddering in delight.

Water sprayed over the angels, sending them reeling.

“That's what you get!” she cried and unleashed her next Elemental Barrage while the angels stumbled around, confused.

*  \ * /  *

Yha'arzo (Twist)

The dragonborn Ninja clicked her tongue stud against the back of her tongue as she activated her new thong. Fire burned along it, unseen by all since she was invisible. They couldn't see the fiery, draconic wings that burst from her shoulders and spread out behind her. Éjyona appeared along the side, her rifle exploding with damage as Yha'arzo took to the air.

She soared like her mother would have before her death. The wind rippled over her as she activated her Spy's Clit Ring. The metal tingled her bud, sending a hot ache racing through her body. Her next eight attacks would crit. Then she activated her Fused Red Sardonite Ring to deal extra damage on surprise attacks.

She held back on her newest ability as she landed at the back of the pack. Several of the angels stumbled away, confused, but the rest were trying to get to Marcus. Thirty or forty of them were unable to hurt him because of his magic items.

But that was wearing off fast.

With a grin, she launched into her planned attack. A total of eight of them ending with her big finisher. Her Knife Combo would soar.

Yha'arzo would make her debut in style.

With Clinging Shadows letting her unleash two attacks before stealth break, she had the rhythm. A pair of Double Stabs, her knife plunging in twice, each strike counting to build up her Knife Combo while still only being an attack for her Spy's Clit Ring. Then she would Shadow-Cloak and rinse and repeat.

Activated Know Weakness, adding Acidic Poison for extra damage, she began her attack.

The Double Stabs struck such vital spots. She ripped into the angel before the twisted being knew she was there. Four bleeding wounds, then Yha'arzo was gone only to start it again. Four more spurting injuries and the angel collapsed, dead from the damage.

Shadow-Cloaking, she triggered Know Weakness on the next target and launched into another set of attacks. She massacred this poor, suffering creature with four Double Stabs. Still, the enemy could not attack her. They were all focused on Marcus.

She had to eliminate as many as possible.

She was also burning through her TP. So she used her Ninjutsu Slippers to refresh Vanish. Her first level ability. It cost 0 TP to use.

She disappeared and unleashed the ultimate Ninja skill.

Strike of Death.

She buried her tanto deep into the angel's back. She wrenched it out. In fifteen seconds, the angel would die. Nothing in the world could stop it. An ability so powerful, Yha'arzo could only use it once per battle.

Still invisible thanks to Clinging Shadows, the angel hardly even reacted to having her life cut down so unfairly.

Yha'arzo padded to the next, triggering Know Weakness and using her other once-per-battle attack. Thanks to Haste, this was all happening in just heartbeats. A few seconds at most as she stabbed Execution into the angel's back.

It would either kill the beast or deal it massive damage.

She ripped the blade out, blood spurting. The angel snarled and clawed to get to Marcus, compelled by his magic item. Yha'arzo smiled as she Shadow-Cloaked, ready to unleash more pain on the enemies.

And just in time as Kulri unleashed the power of her mind.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The elf downed her potion of Distilled Knowledge to boost her Intelligence. She threw the bottle of GeeGee's creation down as the buffs from Deillae fell on her. Such destruction already fell on the enemy. The Psionicist had to do hers perfectly.

She formulated her plan. Marcus had the enemies all on him. He was safe, for the moment. She didn't have to hurry. The melee fighters were already in. Éjyona unleashed devastation from the flank. Yha'arzo was burning through her TP so she must be doing something. Maria cut down one angel and rushed another. Shorhe's blade rent flesh.

Kulrigiizhai triggered her Elemental Platinum Nipple Clamps to double her elemental damage for the next thirty seconds. She quivered as the teeth bit into her nubs, the pain shooting hot down to her cunt. Juices dripped through the slit in her Arcane Whispercloth Crotchless Panties she activated next.

For the next thirty seconds, her spell damage was doubled. The magic items compounded each other. And she had more to add.

Her Masochist's Clit Ring burned through her nub, the pain swelling her spell damage to even greater heights. Now she activated her Quick Thought Shadowcat Linen Bustier Robe. It rustled around her as she held her staff.

Her next five spells would be cast in a heartbeat. The ultimate Psionicist erupted five times amid the enemy, each one dealing a different elemental damage. An area spell with a chance to insta-kill anyone hit by it. If they survived, the energy crushed down on them.

It didn't erupt. It seized them and squeezed.

Fists of fire, ice, earth, lightning, and wind crushed every corrupted angel in that heartbeat. They all screamed in pain as her MP melted away. Thirteen of the forty or more enemies cursed into balls of pulp. Some burned away, others were pressed into balls of hard earth. Lightning fried another.

She swayed from the damage she unleashed and activated her Slippers of the Forest's Friend.

Three more Crushing Wills—water, wind, and fire this time—engulfed the angels. Three compressed into balls. Sixteen in total dead as she had no MP left. She shoved her hand into her pouch, pulling out a pair of potions full of angel's breast milk.

She downed them to regain what she lost.

Despite the massive damage she inflicted, the angels who survived hardly looked phased.

They're regenerating, she realized in horror.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

As she drew her Potion of Distilled Wisdom, her Crystal Orb Earrings sparkled, letting her pick the random effect of the next three luck miracles. As all of Deillae's buffs fell on her, she cast Guidance, choosing to cast her next three spells for 0 MP.

She gained the maximum effect of Fortune's Fate, eighty percent bonus to her healing. Her Angelic Teardrop glowed brighter, adding one more HoT on her allies to the many that Deillae put on them. With haste going, she began casting her ultimate Seer miracle.

“I call upon the Supernal Realm to send forth the Angelic Cohort to fight at mine side! I beseech thee to send me the mightiest warriors of the Supernal Realm! Let them appear before me and unleash their virtuous fury upon mine enemies! Let the Supernal Realm's light explode through this shattered world!”

As she spoke the last words to Summon Angelic Cohort, Kulrigiizhai drank her two MP restoring potions. From above, the light burst. Four angels descended from the light and fell on the horde of their corrupted, regenerating kin. They were here to rescue the tormented souls, freeing them through death.

Thou shalt pay for what thou hast wrought, Mark Taylor, Dëshoma thought before launching into Shadows of the Future.

The last luck miracle she cast that received the benefit from her Crystal Orb Earrings. Three Shadow-Marcus appeared on the edges of the enemy, dropping their own Consecrated Grounds and unleashing their Holy Blade and Holy Warrior combo to lay into the enemy. Seeing three additional versions of her lord and husband from an unglimpsed future swelled Dëshoma's heart even as the enemies regenerated their wounds. The burst damage that the party had unleashed had thinned them, but now they had to cut down these enemies.

Marcus's invincibility wore out by the moment as she chanted the words to God's Unerring Grace.

They would need this spell. Everyone would gain a huge boost to their dodge as the Gods, seeing the future, would guide her allies from harm. Dëshoma stared at the enemy as she cast Invincible Fate, the protection on Marcus about to wear off.


Chapter Thirty-One: Wall of Corruption

My invincibility wore out.

Invincible Fate fell on the party, buying me hardly any time before the horde of angels was clawing me. Attacks ripped into my flesh. I roared, Holy Eruption after Holy Eruption bursting from my ax.

Another Crushing Will swept through the angels, killing one. I could feel the threat about to vanish. The angels would be free to sweep after whoever dealt more damage. It wouldn't be long before my allies would be ripped apart.

I snarled through the pain, Prayer of Redemption and Arcane Therapy barely keeping me alive. Every bit of me throbbed in agony as the angels slathered with inhuman fury. The chains wrapped cruelly about their bodies flowed with the blood leaking from the barbs piercing their flesh.

“Kulri, I vow to protect you!” I cried, using Vow of Defense to take on half her threat as another Crushing Will ripped through the angels.

Then, with a howl, they turned on my allies. They went for the others. Most stayed on me, but they swarmed Shorhe and Thūwhi. Yha'arzo vanished before she was attacked. Maria dueled hers, fighting to kill it without the burst of damage her magic items gave her.

Elemental Barrage and Crushing Will ripped into the mob, but Éjyona's TP and Kulri's MP vanished using their ultimate attacks. So did mine. Holy Explosion burned through my MP. I dwindled with each one.

And there were still so many of them.

The world shook. The Pearly Gate burst with rainbow light. The portal flickered for a moment. My bastard other half raised his hammer to slam it into the side of the arch again and again. I had to get to him. Pain throbbed. The healers spilled out their mass cure spells as fast as they could, but those of us on the front lines were all getting torn apart.

My Hit Points dwindled despite the refills. The angels ripped and bit at me from all sides. They tore through my armor. They clawed through Iron Defense. I snarled through the misery. I couldn't fail. I had to stay upright.

“Don't let up!” I howled as another of the corrupted angels died.

Holy Explosion ripped through them, burning them with pure energy. Their flesh melted. Sizzling wounds on cheeks repaired before I could activate my next one. I was nearly out of MP. I had to change attacks. Fall back on Holy Sweep. A Paladin ability. I gained this back at level twenty-one. It was so underwhelming, though.

It wasn't doing enough damage before they regenerated.

“Fuck!” I growled and used Crusader's Strike, another TP ability. My ax cut into the angel's face, splitting skull. It snarled and, as its wound knitted back together, bit into my neck.

“Marcus!” Thūwhi cried.

*  \ * /  *

Thūwhi

The Martyr could see no other way. She had to use her ultimate ability, Utmost Sacrifice. It was the riskiest thing she could do. Nearly suicide to contemplate it. But what choice did she have? Her friends would die if she didn't. They would perish. She had to act.

She closed her eyes. “I give my life for this world!”

“What?” Marcus shouted.

Thūwhi, the cambion daughter of a noble man ruined by her whore-mother, triggered Utmost Sacrifice.

In exchange for giving her allies a massive buff to their ability scores—increasing Strength, Dexterity, Wisdom, and Intelligence—she dropped to below 0 Hit Points. Not dead, but dying. She stood on Death's Door. A single blow from the howling angels around her, and she would perish. So long as she hovered in that moment between life and the grave, her allies would gain the benefit of her sacrifice.

With it, they would gain more HP, TP, and MP. Their skills would hit harder. They would deal even more damage. It was the edge they needed to overcome the angels' regeneration. But only if they kept her alive.

No one could heal her. Only the end of combat would revive her. Or she would wake up in the next life and await their arrival. She put her faith in the man she loved. Into Marcus Aurelius hands. She was not afraid of dying if it meant saving the world.

*  \ * /  *

“That idiot,” I growled as the massive buff surged through me. I could use another two Holy Explosions. Dëshoma and Deillae's healing miracles restored more of my Hit Points. Crushing Will and Elemental Barrage ripped through the angels.

And Thūwhi lay there vulnerable. Alone. The horde of corrupted angels was around her. They snarled at her body, staring at her with such hunger. Thūwhi put her life in my hands, gambling that I would keep her alive. One hit...

One hit.

The angels snarled and lunged at her vulnerable body, driven by madness and bloodlust to harm her. To massacre my devoted Thūwhi. No longer the slave of Zadeg. I had saved her once. I had to save her again.

I also had enough MP now to use Shield of Faith.

The bubble sprang up around her. The angels slammed their claws into the shield. Nothing could hurt her. It was the ultimate defense. So powerful, even if she were conscious, she couldn't attack through it. She was safe for so long as I lived.

“For Thūwhi!” I roared.

“FOR THŪWHI!” my harem answered.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Activating her last Sworn Blade, Maria charged into the horde. Thirty seconds of invincibility. She slashed and hacked her katana, striking the enemy that Marcus was no longer hitting, pulling the foes off of him.

She reached his side and slashed and parried. The claws bounced off her skin. Teeth scraped harmlessly off her flesh. She snarled as they fought.

“FOR THŪWHI!”

The battle cry of the harem rang around Maria.

The entire world lurched. A cracking bell rang. The light from the Pearly Gate flickered again, threatening to go out. Crushing Will squeezed the angels, one popping into a pulp. Maria hacked at the same one Marcus slammed his ax into.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

Her Elven Leaf Half-Cape fluttered as she double-cast a Psionic Burst and a Crushing Will, hitting the angels with massive damage.

Éjyona's final Elemental Barrage tore through them.

They died.

The damage output was enough in that one moment to burn through their resistance. Thūwhi's sacrifice saw half the angels die. Hope stirred in her as they fought and the enemy died. Shorhe hacked. Yha'arzo danced around the edges, no longer going invisible.

She slashed with her tanto.

“FOR THŪWHI!

For Thūwhi, thought Kulrigiizhai.

*  \ * /  *

Yha'arzo (Twist)

She laughed as she danced around the edge of the melee. The angels slashed at her, but she had so much Dexterity and moved with such unerring grace, that they didn't land an attack. Her Knife Combo rose to levels she didn't even know were possible.

Seventy-six. Seventy-seven. Seventy-eight.

And her damage went up and up and up.

Eighty. Eighty-one. Eighty-two.

With a regular attack, she took an angel's head off.

Eighty-three.

She killed another.

Eight-four.

They could not withstand her blade.

Eight-five.

Yha'arzo killed for the man she loved. For the world. For the bastard who raised her and abused her.

The angels remaining all threw their arms to the sky and screamed. Energy swelled through them. Something had changed. Something built. Twist's stomach sank as energy bled off them. It struck her, damaging her. At Eight-Five, her Knife Combo reset.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The new behavior frightened Dëshoma. Her allies were flinching from the angels. A searing, unholy heat rushed from them. Their Hit Points melted even faster. Afraid that she couldn't keep up, Dëshoma triggered her Virgin's Veil, to add a damage buff to her allies when she healed them, and her Book of Redemption, the bible her father had given her.

For the next thirty seconds, she would double-cast her healing spells. Thirty seconds to cast two Arcane Therapys a second. It was an insane prospect. She would burn through her MP so fast, but she had no choice.

They would die.

The pain shot through her allies while the angels screamed louder and louder. Dëshoma didn't like it as the words to her spell tumbled from her lips.

“Allow the positive energy to spread out and suffuse all mine allies with healthy endurance!”

A blur of words, her mouth moving at supernatural speeds thanks to Deillae's Prayer of Speed.

It barely kept her allies alive. The damage flowing from the angels swelled. They were almost pillars of unholy damage. The waves of it seared even her, kissing her exposed breasts and face. She didn't let up.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

She activated her Iceblight Heeled boots in a desperate bid to stop them from singing. To freeze them, rendering them unable to fight, but it did nothing to them.

Sworn Blade ran out and the damage crashed into her. She was surrounded by it. She gasped, activating her Shield Ring for that little bit of damage reduction.

She slashed with her sword, trying to hack through the black flames burning around them.

What happens when Dëshoma runs out of MP? worried Maria.

*  \ * /  *

Yha'arzo (Twist)

Recoiling back, she had to be able to do something to build her Knife Combo. Every time she was hurt, the combo reset. Over and over, they hurt her. If she couldn't deal enough damage, how could she hurt them? Snarling, she retreated, activating her Trickster's Ironhide Bear Leather Straps to hit with five melee attacks from range.

She slashed with her tanto the moment she was out of their range, standing beyond the healers. She hit and her Knife Combo went up by one. She dealt more damage on the second attack. The Third. But she could only make regular attacks. Four. Then five.

She had built up her Knife Combo and done nothing. She could no longer hit them from here. She had to plunge back into the damage to strike.

She charged back in and screamed at the unholy damage ripping away the one thing she could do to kill.

*  \ * /  *

Shield of Faith was about to end. I had no more MP to cast another.

Thūwhi would die. I had to buy another thirty seconds for something to happen. Some way to defeat them. Crushing Will wasn't even killing any with its insta-death effect. As the second Shield of Faith ended, I triggered my Dwarven Elemental Iron Breastplate and Pauldrons.

I took all damage meant for Thūwhi for the next thirty seconds.

I screamed as double the pain fell on me. My Hit Points melted away.

*  \ * /  *

Éjyona

Out of frustration, the halfling Spitfire threw the large gem off her explosive bracelet.

It hit the corrupted angels and burst.

They sang louder. Building and building towards something destructive.

Out of TP, all Éjyona could do was fire away with her rifle, dealing damage so minuscule they healed it back. They had entered some tier of destruction that would wipe them out. Éjyona's hope crumbled.

“YOU SEE THE FUTILITY OF IT ALL!” roared Mark Taylor.

BOOOOOM!

The Pearly Gates shuddered. Another piece fell from the gate as he raised his hammer again. It was almost the end, and Marcus was stuck surrounded by all those corrupted angels. They were all about him, a wall of screeching death.

Éjyona swayed.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

The elf fought against despair. One hand clutched about her sister's acorn as she withstood the withering pain from the screaming things.

She triggered her Black Teak Staff of Elemental Mastery to double-cast two Crushing Wills for 0 damage, a fire and an ice one.

Once again, none of the angels were killed. Not a single one died. She had averaged killing one a spell, but now...

*  \ * /  *

The fucker had almost shattered the Pearly Gate.

And I was stuck.

The pain burned through me. The healers were losing a battle to keep me alive as I took double the damage as the rest. I had to stop Mark Taylor, but I was trapped. I had to clear a path. These angels were going to kill us.

Their shouts hurt my ears.

“They're going to blow up!” I shouted in realization. “Get clear!”

I slammed my Earthstomp Boots into the ground. The floor shook. The enemies should have fallen over, but they hadn't. Not a single one of them collapsed. I grimaced at that. It pissed me off to no end that not a single one of them had been knocked down.

“Fuck!” I snarled. “Maria! Shorhe!”

“We're stuck!” Shorhe said, lowering her sword. “I have maxed my Unmoving Weaponmaster combo and I am not hurting them. They can't be hurt. They're going to kill us.”

“NO!” I snarled and slammed into the wall of unholy energy bleeding off them. I hit it and bounced off. I had pulled them around me. Let them swarm me, and now they had imprisoned me.

“Marcus!” Iris shouted, landing in my hair.

How could we stop this? I had already used my Angelic Blessing. No more flight. I slammed into the wall again and again. Shorhe joined me. Maria did the same. We were running out of time. The angels shuddered.

This was it.

“RUN!” I screamed. “SURVIVE!”

I closed my eyes. There was no surviving this. Maria threw herself against me, hugging me tight. Maybe Thūwhi would survive as I took all the damage she would. If the angels detonated in the next two seconds.

I failed.

*  \ * /  *

Shorhe

The orc activated her Swordmaster Bracers.

Became immune to damage for ten seconds. “I'll kill him for you, Marcus!”

He nodded, holding Maria tight.

His cloak flared. He touched Shorhe, healing the orc to full HP, giving her the greatest chance to win against Mark Taylor.

*  \ * /  *

Yha'arzo

“No!” screamed Yha'arzo as she reached the enemy. She struck against them, trying to hack through them. She activated her Phasing Elemental Iron Tanto to hit and crit on her next five attacks. She slammed into the screeching angels.

Did nothing to them.

“Marcus! I love you!” screamed Yha'arzo.

The corrupted angels detonated.


Chapter Thirty-Two: Deillae's Diamond Love

Deillae

As the others worried, Deillae closed her eyes and put her trust into Pushijer, God of Protection, the deity she had served for many years.

She clutched her Pure Diamond Pendant, holding tight to it. The Bent Diamond was Pushijer's symbol. There was a reason this magic item had the effect it did. The angels' screech hit that feverish mark.

“Lord Marcus!” shouted Dëshoma.

...Now...

Deillae triggered her pendant.

Barriers of adamantine power fell on all of her party members. All of her lovers were engulfed in damage immunity for twenty seconds. Twenty glorious seconds. The angels exploded in the very next heartbeat.

A wash of black destruction ripped through the Pearly Halls. It slammed over Deillae. Everything vanished but the black beating at the magic around her. She gripped her pendant as the very fury of the Infernal Realm, the hatred of all Nine Gods of Darkness and Chaos, beat upon the adamantine protection around her.

They hungered to snuff her out. This was their last, desperate bid to stop Marcus.

Deillae smiled. The lesbian had given herself to the savior of the world. She would never regret that decision. She was proud to be Marcus's woman. She stood tall before the darkness scouring around them.

This explosion didn't end. It kept going and going, trying to outweigh the magic item around her. She could feel them pouring their fury into the energy, adding more and more. The world weakened. The Infernal Realms could reach deep into it.

But she had her faith in Pushijer.

“Marcus, go!” she screamed.

*  \ * /  *

Deillae's words reached through the roar around me. I had forgotten about her pendant. Maria let me go, protected by her own bubble. I could feel the effect ticking down. The explosion didn't just end. It was still going. I had to move. To get clear. To get to that fucker.

I broke into a run, charging into the chaotic energies.

Shadows slammed into the shield around me. Great fists battered against it. I charged forward into the very fury of the Infernal Realms. The darkness itself tried to strangle me. I spat in its face. I would not be stopped.

“I'm coming for you, asshole!” I roared and burst out of the darkness.

The magic item ended. I was free of its protection and charging up the stairs to the Pearly Gates. Mark Taylor turned, hearing me coming. He cursed, his familiar face twisting in shock. He threw his hammer at me.

I raised my shield. It struck with a reverberating blow. My shield shattered. My arm snapped. I roared and raised my ax to cut him down.

But he had a sword in his hand that he slammed through my breastplate, cracking my ribs, and piercing my heart.

I gaped in shock as all the strength left me. My Hit Points vanished. I couldn't believe his sword had stolen everything from me. I collapsed to my knees, the blade sliding out of my chest. Blood poured out beneath my armor.

I was... dying.

Mark Taylor sneered at me with that so familiar face. “You really thought you could save this dying world? That you had a chance of stopping me! One more blow, and it all burns!”

“Why,” I gasped. I coughed, coppery blood filling my mouth. I spat it out and wheezed. “Because our lives were shit? Because that bitch took everything from us? That's why you're doing this?”

“Yes!” he snarled.

I shook my head, so disgusted with my old self. It was this nihilism that brought me here, but I had risen above it. I had found purpose. Love. I had found beauty and honor and passion. Everything I ever wanted, I found here.

I laughed.

“What?” he asked.

“You don't get it,” I growled, blood spraying from my lips and splattering on his pants. “You're letting the bitch do it again.”

“Lord Marcus!” screamed Dëshoma.

“Can't have that,” growled Mark Taylor.

He pulled out a black gem and threw it. I turned to see it hit the ground and burst into another horde of corrupted angels. They rushed at the members of my harem. Drained, out of abilities. They rallied around Thūwhi. Shorhe and Maria trying to protect the others as the angels surrounded them, screaming with fury.

I didn't see Yha'arzo. She must have had one last Shadow Cloak in her.

“Goddamn, you're a shit-gobbler!” I snarled, knowing my women were about to die, but so was the world. “We have paradise here!”

“No.” Mark Taylor shook his head. “Paradise is making something better. Something more!” He smiled. “I knew you would kill the Hierophant for me. He had bound me to his service, but he wasn't careful about how he did it. He left me with too much agency. Now... I'll be the creator of the next world.”

“You won't!” Iris shouted. She buzzed down to my head. “You're just going to ruin this one!”

“She's right,” I said. “Nothing could be better than this world for me. For us. I have a harem of women I fight with and for. I have Iris, who cheers me on! You think you can make love. It can only be given!”

“Your harem?” he asked. “Your harem that let you charge up here all by yourself. None of them are battling to get through the angels. They're holding back. Look at them.”

I turned and frowned. The twisted and tortured angels weren't attacking. They had just encircled them. My women stood weary, facing them, but they weren't attacking.

“What are you doing?” I panted, more of my blood spilling out.

“Proving a point,” said Mark Taylor. “You have been fighting for those women. Bleeding for them. They have stood behind you and let you be battered. Bruised. Tortured. You have endured pain on their behalf. And now, as you stand here dying, they make no attempt to come and save you.”

“They're almost dead!” I spat. “They are on the verge of collapse. They have no MP or TP! They can't get to me.”

“Would that stop you from getting to them?” screamed Mark Taylor. “No! I know you! I am you! We sacrificed for that cunt, and she ripped out our hearts. And what do you do, Marcus Aurelius? You fucking poser? What do you do? You simped for them! Did it all over again. Now that your usefulness is over, they show their real stripes.”

“You're wrong!” I snarled. “I know my women. I know they love me. They have fought and bled and suffered alongside me! Any one of them could have walked away, but they all came here with me.”

“How do you KNOW?” Spittle flew from his lips. “You can't. Women are fucking liars. Two-faced bitches who use us and discard us. This next world will be perfect. They will be born to know their fucking place! Your women are all cunts who are trying now to save their own asses, not yours.”

“Fuckhead, I haven't abandoned him!”

Yha'arzo appeared in a ripple of shadows. She stood in her leather straps, her body burned by unholy damage, scales peeled away and blistered. Her tongue stud clicked against the back of her teeth as Mark Taylor gaped at her.

“Why the fuck are you kneeling, Marcus?” Twist hissed at me. “So he shoved a fucking sword through your chest! You're Marcus Fucking Aurelius. You going to let this fucking pissant stop you?”

She produced a potion and threw it at my feet. It splashed over me. My defense climbed from it.

“What will that do?” he asked as I forced myself to stand.

He slashed his blade, knocking my ax from my hand. It fell at Yha'arzo's slippered feet. Mark Taylor shook his head. “You're fucking dying. That potion did nothing.”

“That potion was made by GeeGee, my gorgeous elven alchemist.” I grinned. “She gave it to me. She loves me! My women fucking care for me, Mark Taylor. Unlike you, I don't stand alone!”

I slammed my hand into my pouch and grabbed the ax the Goddess Shuwëmeri gave me. The moment it was in my hands, as I swung it at Mark Taylor, I activated it.

Health surged into me. Fertile life that mended the hole in my heart. No more blood spilled out of my chest. No more life leaked out of me. Mark Taylor gasped at the new weapon I held. The first one I had earned by saving Shelly's and her sister's life.

I buried the ax into his chest. I cleaved through his clothes, broke his clavicle, and buried it deep. Into his lungs.

“I was such a sad sack of shit before,” I growled. “I was bitter. Angry. Self-destructive. I threw away my money to spite that bitch. But you know what?”

My other self, that weak part of me, stared in shock. The sword fell from his hand.

“I didn't fight for her. Not fucking once. I didn't try to do anything to keep her. To love her. I took her for granted from the very fucking beginning. She betrayed me, but you know what, I let it happen. I was too busy with work. I ignored her. Is she a whore? Damn right she is, but I let her be one. And that's why you're standing there with that dumbfounded look in your eyes.

“You're not a fighter, Mark Taylor. You're a quitter. A fucking loser whose wife cucked him and now you've so given up, you're going to destroy a universe so everyone can be as miserable as you. Boo fucking who. Life sucks. You can make something out of your pain. Or you can move beyond it.”

I ripped my ax out of his chest. He collapsed on his back, hand reaching out. He didn't understand. This wasn't a matter of levels any longer. Me and him were from that other world. The rules between us were different.

It was why a single sword stroke from him nearly killed me.

And why he was dying now. Only he didn't have a Yha'arzo to give him a kick in the ass. I had almost given up once again. Deep inside of me, that coward was still lurking. The one who worried about all those things that Mark Taylor said. That my women didn't actually love me.

But they did.

“I am beyond that bitch, Mark,” I said, smiling. “I am beyond you.”

He stared up at me, his eyes full of hopeless despair. He drew a knife from his belt. I watched as he buried it into his own throat. He had nothing. He put himself out of his pain. I shook my head. That would have been my end, wouldn't it?

After I had gotten bored playing Shattered Passions. When I realized that wearing VR goggles and pretending to be a warrior recruiting a bunch of CGI women was just as empty as everything else in my life, I would have ended it.

But I was brought here instead. I was given another chance.

“Fucking idiot,” I muttered.

I looked behind me. The angels collapsed. They spasmed on the ground, thrashing, the chains holding them melted away into puffs of black smoke. My women surged over them, racing to me. Shorhe and Maria carried Thūwhi between them. They hadn't come to help me because they had to protect my demonborn Martyr.

Kulrigiizhai tossed the acorn that held her sister. It tumbled golden through the air. I snagged it. I held it tight in my hand. My women reached the edge of the dais. They stared at me with such love in their eyes. Hurt, exhausted, and battered, they still stood proud. Hope shone in their gazes.

“It's just me and you from here on out, Marcus,” Iris said from where she perched in my hair. “Just like when we started.”

I smiled.

“Kulri, your sister is in good hands,” I said, drinking in all their smiling faces. Despite the pain, they were full of such joy. The Pearly Gates still stood. We had a chance to mend this world.

“I know she is, Marcus Aurelius,” my elf said, tears spilling down her cheeks.

“I'll see you all soon.” I turned to the Pearly Gate. My women cried out their love. All their beautiful voices washed around me as I marched up to the shimmering curtain of light. I took a deep breath.

And stepped into the Supernal realm.


Chapter Thirty-Three: Supernal

The light washed over me. A chorus of beauty sung in my ears. The angelic choirs I had heard before were nothing compared to this aria. Pain faded from my flesh. Pain I was scarcely aware of, the soreness of my feet, aches in my back, a cankerous in my mouth vanished.

A hand took mine, soft and warm and feminine. I smiled at the flush of heat that washed through my body. I stepped onto something soft and fluffy. It was a cloud. I could just tell it was a cloud. That I stood on something incredibly fluffy.

I opened my eyes and found the owner of the hand before me. A girl, no more than eighteen, with blue eyes that sparkled with such unbridled joy, her cute and elfin face framed by pink hair. Behind her, gossamer wings thrust into the air. Her skin glittered and her smile gleamed.

“Iris,” I gasped, staring down at her naked body. She was my size, her breasts small, budding mounds topped by nipples I could actually suckle. A pussy so tight and juicy, I just wanted to feast on her. The memory of her apricot juices surged through me. “You're... Damn.”

“This is the Supernal Realm,” she said. “Here, I can be whatever you want.”

My cheeks burned. “I think this is what you want.”

She smiled, dimpling her cheeks. “So true, Marcus. Come on, this way to find Shuwëmeri.”

“Right,” I said, looking out at a plain of fluffy, green clouds. Not white, but green like endless fields of emerald. That vivid green I'd seen in tourism commercials for Ireland. Trees, bushes, and flowers dotted the landscape.

Angels flitted around them or soared through the sky. Male and female both, naked and unashamed. Some of them bowed to us as they flew past. Their song pulsed, changing to a welcoming tone.

“I thought this place was too bright to see the world,” I said, glancing around at the blue sky. “Shouldn't it be blinding?” There was no sun, and yet it was so sunny. Then I realized there was no darkness, everything illuminated in such an even way that darkness was denied any hold in this place.

“That's a metaphor,” said Iris. “Not literal blinded, but the majesty of this place, how separated it is from the pain and suffering of the world causes it to be impossible for them to understand the mortal world and its travails. Even the angels that visit when they return, well, they are at such peace, the things just... don't matter as much.”

“Yeah,” I said, gripping the acorn. I breathed in air so sweet, I could just exist on inhalation. It held just a hint of spice. Not cinnamon or nutmeg, but something else. Something so sweet and delicious that it couldn't possibly exist in a place that had pain and suffering. “I could just float here for an eternity making love to you, Iris.”

“Oh, isn't that sweet,” she said. “But we can't let the world be destroyed. And what about your harem? I can't monopolize you, now can I?”

I smiled. “No, no. I have paradise waiting for me back there.”

“You do, Marcus,” she said, smiling at me over her shoulder as she led me along. “Never forget that. Never forsake them, Marcus.”

“I've learned some lessons,” I said as we followed a trail. It approached a river of pink that flowed alongside flowers. Instead of bees pollinating them, they were little angels that threw themselves into the flowers and rubbed against them, coating themselves in pollen before flitting to the next with giggles. “They're happy.”

“We're in Shuwëmeri's domain,” said Iris. “Each of the Gods has their own place. Their own... version of Paradise. Axyileri's is basically couples making endless love, expressing their physical pleasure for each other and sharing in it with any who come by. A place of joyful pleasure.”

“Like my harem,” I said.

“Mmm, sort of,” said Iris. She glanced back at me. “There's no jealousy there. Sex is freely given. Males and females just sort of... enjoying each other.”

“Oh,” I said.

“See, you are too much in love with your women to let another man touch them.” She giggled. “Let alone touch one yourself.”

I grimaced. “No thanks.”

“Ëshuxeri's is where angels form romantic loves. Where they marry. Where they just bask in the feelings they have for one another. And not just romantic love, but all sorts of platonic expressions. Friendship, familial love, even just compassion for others. But we're heading into the Goddess of Fertility's area.”

“Where angels go to get knocked up?” I asked.

“Basically.” She grinned and pointed to thick beds of flowers that rustled. They dotted the lands. “Angels making love and conceiving children. The flowers grow around them. It can take, oh, a few years for them to finish.”

“Years?” I gasped.

“Time has no real meaning here,” said Iris. “And angel males have all the stamina they can want. They have no problems up here. So they take their time.”

“I hope Shuwëmeri doesn't expect me to last years.”

Iris smiled. “Oh, no, we are on a time crunch.”

Rivers of white bubbled from very suggestive mounds of green and flowed across the land. More bees pollinating abounded. The flowerbeds moaned and sighed. Statues of Shuwëmeri appeared. Milk dripped from their nipples and honey from their pussies.

“Very biblical,” I said.

“Milk and honey are fertility symbols,” said Iris. “I mean, milk is obvious, but honey is a byproduct of bees helping flowers have sex. That's why that fuddy-duddy who created your universe promised it to his people. You know, the Land of Milk and Honey.”

“God's real?” I asked.

“Every universe has an architect,” she said. “A creator. What, you think the big bang just happened?” She burst into giggles. “He built a huge universe to show off.”

Ahead of us, a palace of marble arose. More statues of Shuwëmeri led to it. I remembered the statue I had stuck my cock into back on that first adventure. I had gained my cock ring that day. It made women quiver in delight. Columns held up the roof, leaving the palace open to the outside air.

Each column was Shuwëmeri holding up the weight of the roof with a smile.

“She's got an ego, doesn't she?” I asked.

“D'oh, she's a goddess.”

As we approached, I noticed the angels here were not frolicking or singing. They stood facing the palace with their heads bowed. Their wings drooped. Tears fell from their cheeks. They mourned for something.

“What?” I asked Iris.

“You know what,” she said as the sounds of a woman weeping swelled.

We climbed the steps up into the palace. It was as open as it looked from the outside. In the middle of it was a single divan with a woman sitting on it, bent over, her white hair falling about her face as she sobbed.

I swallowed as we approached. I could feel her grief spilling around her. This was not the meeting with Shuwëmeri that I had anticipated. I swallowed as we approached her. I rubbed my hands on my pants to wipe away my sweat. I was wearing my armor. My adventuring garb.

It was like I had shown up at a funeral in cargo shorts and a t-shirt.

She looked up at us. Tears spilled down her beautiful face. Pale and beautiful. She was like the statues, the epitome of womanhood. Her breasts bountiful, her legs long and lithe. Red veined through her eyes.

“You killed him with my gift,” Shuwëmeri sobbed. “I felt my ax end his life.”

“I did,” I said, feeling the profound pain. “I am truly sorry, but I had no choice.”

“No choice, he was our Hierophant,” she cried. “He was our vessel. Our imperfect view of your world, and it is gone.”

I knelt before her, head bowed. “Your August Holiness, I had no choice. The Hierophant lost faith in saving the world and was corrupted by the Gods of Darkness and Chaos. They poisoned his mind and turned him to despair.”

“The world is beyond saving,” Shuwëmeri sobbed. “I know you fought. I helped you as I could, but he never saw the progress. Only the corruption.”

“It's not too late.” I held out my hand and opened it. The golden acorn lay there. “A young woman gave up her life to be the next First Tree. To save this world. How can an act of such love not be honored? That we can't fight for our world.”

Shuwëmeri stared at the acorn.

“I just need to fertilize it.” I stared at her. “Help me bless it. Help me kindle new life in it.”

Her eyes looked into mine. “I can feel the sacrifice that made this. The pain and desperation that bound the girl. She hated her life, but not her world. Despite all the cruelty inflicted upon her. Despite the torment she suffered.” More tears spilled down her cheeks. “She wanted the world to flourish so her sister could find the life she thought she could never have.”

My eyes burned with tears. I failed to save this girl, Kulrigiizhai's sister. But I had saved her. My elf awaited me.

“So you'll help me?” I asked. “You'll give that poor, damaged, and broken world a chance to mend? To be whole once more?”

She swallowed. “I can't do anything for that acorn.”

My stomach lurched. I rose. “What? You can't? You're the Goddess of Fertility. Who else can help me? Iris said it was you!”

Shuwëmeri flicked her grief-stricken eyes to Iris. “What game are you playing here, Exalted One?”

“Game?” I turned to Iris. “What does she mean? Game?”

Iris arched her eyebrow. “I mean, I told you I summoned you to this universe, Marcus. You. I chose you. Out of all those thousands and thousands of people, I picked you. What, did you think that the little piddly version of this world, that video game, I slipped into your universe really had such an amazing AI as Iris the Fairy? You saw it when you started playing. I was already working on you even then.”

“But the loot box!” I gasped.

“Just how I got you in.” She buzzed towards me, her small breasts jiggling. “You had to have free will. I had to just be there to watch and marvel. And have a few orgasms.”

“You're not saying that you are the creator of this world?”

“I am.” Iris threw her arms around my neck. “Welcome to the world I programmed.”

“You're really the god of this world?” I tried not to sound harsh or anything.

She sighed. “I made a paradise, or tried to, but it just didn't work out. I tried for perfection, but the Hierophant was the key. And when he started to lose to despair and didn't strive to bring everyone to enlightenment, I realized I needed a new plan.”

“But he only lost to despair because of the Gods of Darkness and Chaos.” I gave her a hard look. “You made those, right?”

“Well, people need a reason to be good.” She bit her lower lip. “They're the stick to the carrot that is here.” She sighed. “It didn't work out. Turns out, people like doing wicked things. I mean, there's a lot of the darkness in you. Anger. Lust. Destruction. But you also have so much of the good.”

“No shit, it didn't work out,” I said. “Perfection is impossible. Ask any engineer. You can't build a perfect system. You build a robust one. One that can handle flaws. That can adapt or recover or repair itself. And the people maintaining it have to work at it. Have to strive to make it better, but they'll never achieve perfection.”

“I know now.” She smiled. “That's why I choose you.”

“Me? Why?”

“You're someone who is motivated to make this a better world.” Her smile was truly dazzling. “Do you know how joyful it made me seeing you grow to love this world? To choose to fight for it? When you chose to be a Paladin instead of a Warrior, I nearly came. You saw that you had to put aside your own desires to help make the world better. You're someone who's seen the bad side. You've endured some of the worst betrayals. The person you chose to spend your life with went and ripped out your heart. You know how people can hurt each other. I'm not talking dictators and police and armies, but that emotional hurt.

“I don't want a world like that, and neither do you. I hoped you could save my world, and I know you can. You have so impressed me.”

I grinned. “Not often you impress God.”

She winked at me. She drew herself closer, her arms tightening around my neck. I realized I was naked when her small breasts pressed into my chest. Her nipples rubbed against my brawny torso. My hands slid down her back and cupped her ass.

“I love you, Marcus,” Iris said, her wings buzzing.

“Damn, God loves me, huh?” I squeezed her rump. “And you have such a great ass, too.”

“I know,” she cooed and kissed me.


Chapter Thirty-Four: Iris's Love

My lips melted against Iris's. It was wonderful to feel them on me. I squeezed her rump and kissed her with passion. My tongue danced with hers. She held me so tight, my cock throbbing against her, the piercing rubbing against her belly.

I had to love her. I had to worship her. Iris deserved me to do this properly. Not just to ram my cock in her and fertilize the golden acorn. I had to make love to my fairy. My goddess. I broke the kiss, staring into her eyes, a big grin spreading on mine.

“Ready to really get your pussy eaten, Iris?”

“Yay!” she squealed, still that same girlish fairy. “I want that so much. It's so much fun when you lick my pussy. Sadly, I mostly just get to watch you with the others.”

“And tell us what magic items do,” I said.

“Well, I did make every single one of them,” she said. “I'm rather proud of them and the whole class tree system. I think that's such a fun way to program the world. I mean, your people keep doing it. You keep wanting to make worlds. You know you would do something cool like that if you could.”

“It would definitely be as perverted as your universe,” I said.

“Mmm, I am a horny and cute and adorable programmer.” She beamed at me. “With a hot and juicy pussy. Wink, wink.”

I snorted in laughter. “Never change.”

“Can't! I'm eternal and unchanging.” She grinned. “That's one of the perks of being the Programmer.”

“That and being a cute and nubile fairy with gossamer wings and suckable nipples.”

“I do have suckable nipples,” she sighed. “I am so glad that you recognized that.”

I slid my hands down her body as I kissed at her neck. Then I smooched down over her collar bone. I felt the beat of her heart quicken as I went lower and lower to those two small breasts. My thumbs rubbed at the base of the swell as I went for one of her pink nipples. Her skin glittered before my eyes. She tasted so sweet. So wonderful to devour.

I reached her nipple and suckled it into my mouth. She groaned as I did that. I nursed with passion on her. She groaned as I did. Her face contorted with the delight of it. Her wings buzzed, the sound humming around us.

“Marcus,” she groaned. “Ooh, you were worth the wait.”

I winked at her and slid my tongue around her nipple. She quivered as I did that. Her eyes stared down at me with all her passion. I nibbled on her nub. I loved that bud with my mouth. She felt so wonderful as I flicked my tongue over her.

She groaned as I suckled with such passion on her. Her hips wiggled as I stroked up and down her sides. Her skin felt like silk beneath me. So satiny smooth. I popped my mouth off her nub and went for the other. I suckled my Iris's nipple into my mouth.

“Oh, Marcus!” she moaned, her wings buzzing faster. She slid her fingers through my hair. “You're making my pussy so wet.”

I winked at her and kept sucking on her. I nursed with passion on her nub, knowing that she was getting juicier and juicier. The apricot scent of her pussy filled my nose. I savored that aroma as I suckled on her. I loved her with everything I had.

Her hands pushed on my head. It was clear what my Iris wanted. I slid my hands around and grabbed her ass. I kneaded her once more as I sank to my knees. The scent of her pussy filled my nose. I breathed in that apricot delight, so hungry to feast on her.

She had a tight slit beading with her juices. Her wings buzzed. She quivered as I leaned in and pressed my whiskered face into her snatch. I licked her. She gasped in delight. Her back arched as my tongue stroked through her folds.

“Oh, yes, yes, Marcus,” she groaned. “Ooh, you know what you're doing to me? Yeah, you know. Ooh, yes, yes, just lick like that. Feast on my pussy.”

“Fuck, I am going to make you cum. You're going to drown me in pussy cream!”

“Yay! You're the best, Marcus! Just the absolute best!”

I licked my Iris. I stroked through her juicy flesh. The fruity flavor of her pussy melted across my tongue. I loved every moment of licking and lapping at her. I never wanted to stop. I wanted to feast on her for eternity.

But my other women would miss me.

Still, I thrust my tongue into her cunt, swirling around in her apricot-flavored snatch. I stroked her pussy walls as my lips nibbled on her labia. She gasped, her hands gripping my hair. She held me tight, swaying with her pleasure.

“Marcus! Marcus!” she groaned. “Ooh, ooh, that's so good. Just keep licking me like that!”

I fucked my tongue in and out of her pussy.

“Yes, Marcus. You're so hunky. And those whiskers... Ooh, I love it!”

My tongue flicked through her folds and licked at her twat. I caressed through her folds. I lapped at her with such hunger. She groaned, arching her back as I feasted on her. Her juices spilled over my tongue as I brought her closer and closer to cumming.

Her wings hummed faster. She rose from the ground by just an inch, forcing me to lean up to keep eating her. I licked and lapped at her with everything that I had, making her shiver. She moaned as I flicked to her clit.

I suckled on it.

Polished her pearl.

“Marcus! Marcus!” she gasped, those wings buzzing with her gasps of delight. “Ooh, that's so good, Marcus. I love it.”

I winked at her.

I flicked my tongue over her clit again and again. I loved the taste of her pussy as I polished her pearl. I suckled on her. She gasped, her hair dancing. My fingers dug into her rump, holding her to my mouth as she squealed her delight.

“Oh, that's it, Marcus. I'm... I'm... Yes!”

She came.

Her pussy cream gushed out of her cunt and poured into my mouth. I licked up that flood drowning me. I gulped down her apricot delight. I swallowed every drop of the goddess's passion. I loved every moment of feasting on her.

Her wings hummed so loud as she cried out her passion. “Marcus! You're my stud! Yay! Love you!”

I licked up more and more of her cream as she shuddered through her orgasm. I thrust my tongue into her pussy to soak my taste buds in her juices. She tasted so good. She had such a wonderful flavor. I swirled about in her until I felt her pussy convulsions slow. Stop.

She landed.

“Marcus,” she moaned. “Oh, my Marcus, that was wonderful. Ooh, kiss me with those lips drenched in my pussy cream.”

I smiled and stood, loving the feel of the cream dripping down my chin. She cupped my face and breathed in her apricot musk. Then she planted her mouth on mine. She thrust her tongue into my mouth. She wiggled it about, her wings fluttering.

That was such a delight to enjoy her kissing me like that. It was such a pleasure to grab my pixie's ass. Having her full size was a treat I didn't want to give up. I wanted to take her back to the others this big so they could all love her.

She broke the kiss and cooed, “My turn, Marcus!”

She fell to her knees and grabbed my cock with both her hands. She gleefully opened her mouth wide and swallowed my dick. She sucked me into her mouth with such hunger. I groaned at the feel of her lips sliding over the crown of my pierced cock and sealing around my shaft.

“Jesus, Iris,” I groaned as she suckled.

Her pink hair swayed around her face as she suckled. She bobbed her head, working her mouth up and down my dick. My cock ring twisted around the roof of her mouth. She suckled on me with such delight.

I loved the way she worked her lips. It was a true treat to experience her bobbing her head and loving me with her delicious mouth. Her tongue batted my cock ring, twisting it around. I loved how she did that. It was incredible to enjoy the piercing.

“Fuck!” I groaned.

She moaned around my cock.

Her wings fluttered as she blew me. They blurred with her excitement. She squealed around my cock, nursing with such enthusiasm. I loved every moment of her tongue playing with the cock ring. My heart beat faster and faster as she blew me. It was fantastic to enjoy.

I trembled, my heart thundering so fast and hard as my pixie loved me.

“Goddamn, Iris!” I groaned.

She winked a blue eye at me.

“Yeah, you're one naughty pixie. I love it. Just keep working that mouth up and down my cock. Just keep sucking on me like that.”

She purred and suckled with such passion. Her mouth bobbed up and down my cock. Pink glitter spilled off her body and eddied behind her from the beat of her wings. The piercing only enhanced my pleasure.

Shuwëmeri watched me. I grinned at her, thankful her statue had given me this ring way back at the start of my journey. It made all of this feel so amazing. I groaned, savoring the pleasure. My heart beat faster and faster.

“That's it,” I groaned. “Ooh, that's so good. Yes, yes, just love me like that.”

She winked at me, sucking harder. Her tongue fluttered around my crown, shifting the piercing. The pressure grew in my nuts. My hand squeezed tight about the acorn. I held it as she brought me closer and closer to the brink.

I stroked through her pink hair with my other hand. I grabbed the back of her head then thrust forward. I fucked the creator of this wonderful universe's mouth. I drove my dick to the back of her throat. She suckled as I pulled back.

“Damn,” I groaned, my cock ring sliding along the roof of her mouth. “You love sucking my dick. I bet you want to deep throat me.”

She nodded with such enthusiasm.

I grinned and thrust to the back of her throat. My cock hit it and kept going. I pushed down her gullet. Moaned as I went into her. It was so hot. My piercing twisted as I plunged deeper and deeper until my nuts slapped into her chin.

I loved that meaty sound and the feel of the impact against her. I drew back and rammed down her throat again and again. I fucked my pixie, her wings two gossamer blurs. Pink, glittery dust swirled around us.

My balls spanking her chin swelled with the pressure. I hurtled towards that orgasm. I would have such a big one. Just a mighty burst of rapture that I would fire into her maw. It would be outstanding to spurt all that cum into her mouth.

“Shit,” I groaned, sliding my cock out of her throat.

She gurgled then suckled, drool spilling down her chin. My shaft gleamed with her spittle as she nursed with such passion on me. My nuts twitched. I growled as the pressure hit that wonderful peak at the tip.

I erupted.

“Fuck, Iris!”

I fired my cum into her mouth. I hosed her down, blast after blast of jizz flooding out of me. She gulped it down, wings buzzing. It was such a delicious sight to watch them blur over her shoulders as I pumped blast after blast of cum into her mouth.

“Oh, goddamn, you're amazing, Iris!” I groaned.

She squeezed her eyes shut, moaning as she swallowed my cum. She gulped it down, swallowing every bit that I fired into her. A shiver ran through me as she nursed out the last of my spunk from my balls.

Her lips slid up my dick. She brushed my cock ring one last time then popped her mouth off.

“Marcus!” she squealed and hopped to her feet. She licked her lips. “Marcus! Marcus! Yay! I blew you and you fucked my mouth and I deep-throated you and it was so hot having your balls smack my chin as you rammed your cock down my gullet like I was just one of your whores and I was so happy to be one of your whores a slut like all the others that—”

“Breathe, Iris,” I said in amusement, grabbing her arms. “Just breathe.”

“I'm just so happy, Marcus!” She smiled. “Shuwëmeri, I finally get to make love to him. His cock is going to be in me.”

“I know,” said Shuwëmeri. “I hope you enjoy it.”

“I will!” Iris grinned at me. “I have seen him fucking and breeding all his women.”

“Breeding?”

“Oh, yeah, they're all preggers. You're wearing Shuwëmeri's cock ring.”

“I thought I had to trigger that to fertilize a woman. That it just increased our pleasure. And it's a one-time use, too.”

“Okay, fine, but you've been fucking all those women for days and days and days without using protection. I mean, what did you think would happen?”

“That we would stagger them out a bit better.” I smiled. “At least they're mine.”

“That's the spirit.” She pried at my hand holding the acorn. She smiled and kissed Kulrigiizhai's sister. Then the pixie sank onto her rump and spread out on her back. Her legs parted, her shaved pussy gleaming.

She pressed the golden acorn into her pussy, just pressing it deep into her juicy cunt. My pixie arched her eyebrows at me, just so ready for me to fuck her. I fell to my knees, my cock bobbing before me. She grabbed my dick and rubbed her thumb over the pierced crown.

“Ooh, I am so glad you stuck your dick in that statue,” she said. “This is going to be amazing.”

“Yeah, you cheered me on, didn't you?” I asked, remembering that day.

She winked at me.

I let my pixie guide my cock to her pussy. I leaned over her as she rubbed me up and down her vulva. Tingles raced through my body as she did it. I trembled with the rapture of it. A big smile spread on my lips.

“Right there,” she said with such bright delight. “That's the spot!”

I winked at her and thrust.

Iris gasped as I buried into her cunt. My pierced cock slid into her hot folds, the piercing rubbing into her flesh. She groaned and arched her back, her wings fluttering on the ground. I went deeper and deeper into her snatch, feeling the acorn. I pushed it up to her cervix.

She stroked my strong arms up to my chest, her eyes twinkling. I lowered myself down onto her fully. Her small breasts pressed into my pecs. I slid my arms beneath her, hugging her to me. She kissed me with her hot lips.

I savored that delight. My tongue danced with hers as I kissed her. It was an amazing delight to be on her. In her. Kissing her. She squeezed her pussy down on me. My dick throbbed in her depths. I drew back my cock, savoring the way her flesh gripped me.

She held me so tight.

I thrust back into her, my piercing stroking her flesh.

She whimpered, hugging me. She loved my cock. She buried me intoher with such passion. She thrust away at me. I groaned, my face contorting with the delight of this. The pleasure of thrusting into her twat. I groaned into her lips.

Her hand stroked my back. She clawed at me as I pumped away at her. I buried into her again and again. It was so hot having her pussy squeeze around me. My balls swelled with the pressure as they slapped into her taint.

She broke the kiss, gasping, “Marcus! Your cock is amazing! Ooh, it's just as good as I knew it would be. I made sure you had the perfect cock for me.”

“Yes, you did,” I groaned, pumping away at her. “Damn, that's amazing.”

She grinned at me. “Yes, yes, and that cock ring... Just perfect. Ooh, Marcus, I am going to cum so hard on your cock.”

“Perfect,” I groaned, pumping away.

I slammed into her. I buried to the depths of her pussy again and again. Her cunt clenched around me in such an exciting way. I groaned, my back arching as I thrust into her with such hunger. My cock ring twisted in her, feeding my bliss.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I groaned.

“Oh, that's what we're doing!” gasped Iris.

“We're making love!”

“We're doing both!” she shuddered. “Ooh, I am getting there. Just keep ramming that wonderful cock and that delicious ring into me. Yes!”

I buried into her, the ache swelling at the tip of my cock. I was so close to bursting. Just so close to exploding in her. I would shower her with all the cum I had in my balls. Just flood her with every drop of it.

She squeezed her pussy down on me. She held my cock with that amazing cunt. I groaned, hurtling towards my climax. She clawed my back, whimpering. Her elfin face twisted with her passion. She shuddered and burst on me.

Her pussy went wild around my cock.

“Marcus!” she gasped. “Fertilize the acorn. Fertilize me!”

I saw Shuwëmeri smirk out of the corner of my eye as I drove my cock into Iris's convulsing pussy. It hit me then. Not only had the Goddess of Fertility given me a ring that would let me breed any woman I fucked if I triggered it, but Iris herself had egged me on to get it.

Those memories echoed in my mind.

“Go for it!” Iris cheered.

And...

“Go, Marcus, go!” she whooped. “Oh, yeah, tame that statue's pussy!”

“You planned this!” I gasped as her pussy rippled around me.

“I did!” she squealed. “Now do it! Breed me and fertilize the acorn! Birth a new world, Marcus!”

I slammed my cock into her and activated my magic item's one-time-use ability as I erupted in rapture. My cum fired into her hungry snatch. I groaned atop her, the pleasure slamming through my body and crashing into my mind.

Iris bucked beneath me as I pumped blast after blast of my fertile cum into her twat. I hosed her down. The pleasure of doing this to her swept through me. I groaned, my dick erupting again and again. I reveled in this bliss.

“Iris!” I groaned on top of her.

“Yes, yes, my Marcus!” she moaned, her pussy rippling and writhing around me. She suckled on me with all that hunger. Her pussy milked my jizz.

She kissed me with hunger as I soaked her womb and the acorn in my seed. I groaned as the cock ring vanished, destroyed in the process of saving the world. I shuddered on my pixie, reveling in the bliss of pumping everything that I had into her.

I fired a last blast. My orgasm hit its amazing peak. I soared through rapture.

She broke the kiss and moaned, “I have been waiting for this for so long!”

I stared down at her, my heart beating. “I hope it was worth the wait.” I grinned at her. “I know it was for me.”

“It was.” She stroked my body. “Mmm, I want to lie here, but we have to hurry. The world is still falling apart. It won't be destroyed, but it will be perverted forever.”


Chapter Thirty-Five: The Reborn Tree

Iris and I raced for the pearly gates.

She buzzed beside me, holding my hand. I didn't want to let go of her. I gripped her tight, my heart bursting with love for her. The angels watched us with bemused smiles, probably wondering why we were in a hurry, but...

The Pearly Gates were ahead. They quivered. Shook. Something was happening to them. Worry for my family surged through me. My harem needed me to return. They needed a future, too. They had put all their hopes into the acorn clutched in my hand.

I could feel the heart beating. She needed to be planted. And soon.

I threw myself into the gate. The blinding light engulfed me. I burst out on the other side fully armored once more. Iris buzzed beside me, shrunk again. She buzzed around my head as my women rushed to me.

“It's gone dark outside!” cried Deillae.

“And everything is shaking!” Maria gasped. “I'm afraid for the world.”

“Part of the fucking mountainside fell away.” Yha'arzo thumbed over her shoulder. What had been the hall where the Hierophant lived was gone. It was open to the air. Seven maidens huddled by the crack.

“This world is almost done!” I shouted. “Let's go!”

“You fertilized her, Marcus Aurelius?” Kulri asked, staring at me with such hope.

I nodded.

I had to get the acorn into the soil. It didn't matter where. And there wasn't much time left. A loud groan shook the ground. A thunderous roar echoed outside. Another piece of the mountain had vanished. The world was falling apart.

“How are we getting back to the Shardpool in time?” Éjyona asked.

“Lord Marcus, thou must get to the bottom as fast as thou canst without regard to us,” Dëshoma said. “Thy MP has been restored. Shield of faith and leap from the mountain. Get down there with haste or it is the end of us all.”

My MP was restored though I hadn't leveled up. And my magic items were all refreshed. I glanced at Iris. She winked at me. Apparently, there were perks to making love to the creator of this world. I knew what I had to do.

I scooped up Kulri in my arm. My elf gasped in shock, her big breasts bouncing. The platinum chain connecting her nipple clamps clattered. I activated my Angelic Blessing as I raced to the break. I passed the sobbing maidens and leaped.

Iris soared at my side as Kulri screamed in fright. My elf clung to me as I dived for the ground far below. To the corpse of Yhozavzef, the great defender of the Hierophant. A noble beast. He deserved a grave marker.

“Marcus Aurelius!” Kulri gasped, calming down as the ground hurtled up at us. “I'm sorry for screaming.”

“I frightened you.”

“I should have trusted you.” She pressed her face against mine. “I do, Marcus Aurelius. Until the end of time.”

“And beyond,” Iris cried, pink light spilling from her as we hurtled to the ground.

It came up fast. I flared my wings and pulled out of the dive. I banked hard, spiraling over the dead dragon and the torn-up ground. I bled speed as fast as I could. In the sky above, cracks ripped through it. Demonic snarls echoed. I felt the Gods of Darkness and Chaos reaching through the world.

Their greedy hands surged out for the people's frightened souls. They would seize this world if I didn't get the acorn buried. I folded my wings and plunged thirty feet to the ground. I grunted at the impact, taking damage that I didn't give a fuck.

The barrier around the mountain shattered. The purple hexagons rained to the ground. A great splinter screamed through the world. The last protection against the forces of evil pushed in. Nothing was stopping them now.

Nothing but the hope in my fist.

Kulri hopped out of my hands, fell to her knees, and dug. In moments, she had the hole open. Her tears rained down into it, watering the soil for her sister. I placed the acorn in it. Together with my elf, we buried the salvation of the world.

Immediately, the tree grew. It thrust up out of the ground, the soil bucking. Roots spread through the grass. I grabbed my elf and stumbled back as the acorn surged into the tree. The very world groaned beneath the weight of the tree.

Its roots bulged the grass as they grew in all directions, burrowing through the world. They would hold it together. They would pull the disparate pieces back, reforming what had been shattered. The world was mending.

The cracks in the skies shrank. The hands reaching through pulled back. A Reborn Tree surged such order and love into the world, restoring what had been despoiled.

Viujaakuya defended us all.

The branches spread out over our head, a canopy that was as big as the mountain crumbling behind us. Green leaves sprouted along with it. Then white lilies blossomed. Kulri burst into sobs and threw herself into me. I hugged her to my armor.

“Viujaakuya...” she breathed.

“...thank you...” whispered on the breeze. “...love her...”

“I will,” I promised the savior of the world. Viujaakuya grew bigger, stronger. Her flowers filled the air with such a sweet aroma. Tears burned in my eyes. “I'll love her. Love them all.”

I still had my wings. For some reason, they hadn't ended. I had to get to my other women. I picked up Kulri and soared higher. Iris flew at our side as we wove our way through the branches. We cleared the reborn tree. Yhozavzef's body lay curled around the broad trunk. Maybe his spirit would protect the Reborn Tree.

And if not him, then I would.

I flew towards my women. They stood on the edge of the broken hall staring out at the world. I landed beside them and turned. Shorhe put a hand on my shoulder as I gasped. There was a mighty, black expanse around the piece of land that held the Hierophant's palace. But in the distance, I could see other such floating islands. Roots snaked out from this one and burrowed into those lands.

They drew together.

I watched the broken landscape drifting towards us, pulled in by the roots. The nearest ones approached fast, with more and more beyond them. Thousands and thousands of shattered pieces of Inferius coming closer and closer together. The world shook as the first piece slid into place, rejoined after a hundred years of separation.

“It is finally happening,” Maria said in awe.

“We did it!” Éjyona whooped.

“Fucking fuck we did,” Yha'arzo said.

“My Lord Marcus, thou hast restored order to the world and fulfilled thy promise to it,” Dëshoma said. “I... I..” Tears spilled down her cheeks to her wimple. Her naked breasts quivered. “When I gave thee mine heart back in Shuwëmeri's temple, I had faith that thou wouldst live up to the promise that I didst see in thee. Verily do I declare that thou hath exceeded mine wildest hopes.”

“Yes,” Kulri breathed. “You saved the world, Marcus Aurelius. You saved me.”

I nodded, smiling, watching transfixed as more and more pieces were pulled in, the horizon expanding further and further out into a haze, the world growing more and more indistinct. Iris perched on my head.

“Oh, Marcus, I'm going to have your baby!” Iris squealed. “She's going to be such a handful.”

I blinked. That sounded... ominous.

But that would be for tomorrow. Or nine months from now to worry about. For now, I had half my harem with me. The rest of them were out there, somewhere. Part of the world that was going to be repaired. Part of...

I frowned. Was that little settlement that had reconnected my home? Was my little piece of the world right next to this place all along, just separated by a void and a purple barrier that couldn't be crossed?

“Let's go home,” I said to my women. “Shelly's probably starting dinner right now.”

I took a last moment to look at the world. I had really done something momentous. I hadn't wasted my life working a dead-end job for a whore who cucked me. I had risen from my despair and done something positive with my life for a change.

Damn, wasn't that something?


Chapter Thirty-Six: Home

Shelly Arnar

Shelly smiled as she placed the roast in the oven. It would take a few hours to cook. She just felt that it would be timed properly for Marcus's return. When the barriers had come down and the world had been drawn back together, she had known when he would be back.

“Damn, is that the Hierophant's mountain?” Okzira had said two hours ago as their island had drifted in towards the other bits of land.

“I do believe that it is the very peak that our Lord Marcus and his more adventuresome women hath journeyed towards to, toend the despicable Hierophant's pernicious and insane plan to destroy the world that we doth stand upon,” Ashi had added.

“Then Marcus will be walking to us and be here soon,” Shelly said, clapping her hands together. “Let us be ready to greet him and his women. He will want an orgy. I will have dinner ready for when we have our first break.”

“And no sneaking off to be the first to greet him,” said GeeGee. The elf threw her arm around the angel's neck.

“Yes, that naughty angel would have flown off to greet our Master,” Thābi said. The succubus was edging towards the clearing.

“You, too,” said Nîya. The dryad grabbed Thābi's long, black tail. “You're not sneaking off, you wicked demon.”

Unabashedly, Thābi giggled.

“Pray release me, noble Uihzegiigjya for verily do I promise not to be so churlish as to be the first to greet our noble Lord and Lover and deny thee the chance to welcome him as a group as befits our status as his wives and concubines,” the angel said. “I most surely do not deserve to be lumped in with the vile creature of whorish lust over there who doth even now plot to sneak off and ravish Lord Marcus with her slatternly cunt.”

“Yep,” Thābi said. “Totally my plan.”

“I will leave the succubus to you,” Shelly said, smiling at her lovers. She turned, her apron fluttering. She headed to her kitchen, her naked rump swaying.

Now, ready to greet Marcus, she headed back outside to join the others. Thābi was being held by Okzira and Haîcze, all making sure she had nowhere to go. Aebussi smiled at Shelly as she took a position in the middle. They stared towards the Hierophant's mountain rearing up over the forest that now lay beyond their small settlement. A path led right to them.

Marcus strode down it at the lead of his Shardhunter women. Shelly's heart fluttered at the sight of her savior walking at the front in the deep-gray breastplate that Okzira had crafted for him. A cloak of snow fell from the thick pauldrons and fluttered behind him. He strode in his heavy boots; plates of bright and shiny adamantium clad his thighs and shins. He looked so magnificent.

“Our Crusader has returned to us,” Shelly purred in delight. “Oh, Marcus, you look so magnificent!”

He smiled as he approached them, Iris buzzing around his head. Behind him walked Shorhe and Maria, the latter's big breasts jiggling in the bright sunlight, her golden nipple rings gleaming. Her red hair spilled about her smiling face. Shorhe had a huge grin, too, the tall and busty orc looking magnificent in her armor, her cape sweeping behind her.

Twist and Thūwhi came next, the shadows around the demonborn Martyr dark and yet happy. They matched the umbral aura around Thābi. Twist had a difference to her step. She seemed more solemn and more joyful all at the same time.

She's not Twist any longer, realized Shelly in that moment. She's embraced her real name. Yha'arzo. That's so wonderful!

Dëshoma's halo shone bright, her boobs jiggling and golden nipples sparkling. Kulri walked without the usual weight on her shoulders, her steps airy. Shelly knew why. A huge tree thrust up before the Hierophant's palace.

Marcus made love to a goddess, Shelly thought, quivering with excitement to hear it all.

Deillae and Éjyona were at the rear, the halfling bouncing along while the changeling had this big grin on her face. She blew kisses to all the harem left behind. Tears formed in Shelly's eyes. She hadn't gone on any of their adventures, but she had given them the food that sustained them.

She helped to save the world in her own small way. They all had, even Thābi who showed up so late.

The moment Marcus got within twenty feet of them, the waiting women, Shelly included, surged for him. Thābi was released. Ashi's angelic wings fluttered. They all ran for him, eager to kiss him. To welcome him home.

To strip him naked and ravish his handsome body.

“Marcus!” and “Master!” and “Lord Marcus!” and “Boyo!” squealed from the pack of women. They swarmed him and attacked his clothing.

Shelly found herself on her knees, undoing his boots. She tugged at the knots as his breastplate was stripped off. His cloak fell to the ground. Cuisses and greaves came off. They ripped off Marcus's gear and the pants he wore underneath.

“It's gone,” gasped Shelly. His cock ring wasn't piercing his glans. There wasn't even a sign of it, but his shaft... “And your dick is bigger!”

“He bred me with it,” squealed Iris as she bobbed up and down. “In the Supernal Realm, we made love and he knocked me up! I'm going to have Marcus's baby, too!”

“Oh, that's wonderful,” Shelly said as her hands grabbed Marcus's improved girth. She stroked her hands up and down him.

“Huh, it is bigger,” Marcus said, staring down at her. “I really can tell in your hands.”

“How did you not notice?” Maria asked. The Samurai knelt beside Shelly, her big boobs jiggling. “It's gotten an inch thicker and several longer.”

“I was lost in the moment of making love to Iris,” said Marcus. “Then we had to hurry and plant the acorn before, you know, the world ended. Damn, I do look even more impressive in your hands.”

“You do,” Shelly cooed, her pussy on fire. “I've been practicing sucking on dildos to be better at blowing him. Care to evaluate me, Maria? You are the expert fellatist in the group.”

Maris beamed. “Gladly. Let me just make sure he's primed.”

The redheaded Samurai swallowed Marcus's cock. She slid her lips over his crown. He groaned as she did that. Shelly gasped in indignation at the blatant theft that had just occurred. She glared at Maria who was unabashedly bobbing her head.

Shelly huffed in annoyance, her pussy on fire. She just had to wait for her turn. She knew that Maria didn't hog him. She was a very generous and sharing woman. So Shelly grabbed a nipple ring, twisting it to give her some... encouragement.

Maria moaned. She was naked, which meant her breasts had stayed big. Shelly wondered if she could borrow that halter bra and get tits bigger than her little mounds.

But Marcus likes them small, doesn't he? Mine have always pleased him.

Maria slipped her mouth off his cock and passed it to her. “Let's see what you got.”

“Yes,” Marcus said, staring down at them with his full mane of black hair framing that handsome face. His blue eyes had such a brilliance to them, polished bright by his hunger.

Smacking her lips, Shelly leaned in. She kissed his cock and slipped her mouth over his crown. She loved the feel of him sliding into her mouth. She sealed her mouth about him and nursed with passion. He groaned as she did that.

Her tongue danced over his crown, knowing he would love that. She happily suckled on him, wanting to make him cum. She would gulp down all that jizz that he fired. Just swallow every drop that she could.

He groaned as she worked her mouth, bobbing her head and suckling with such passion on him. Pleasure crossed his face as she loved him. She put her all into making sure that he enjoyed every second of his blowjob.

“That's it,” he groaned. “Oh, yes, yes, just like that, Shelly.”

“How does she compare?” Maria asked.

“She's definitely been practicing,” Marcus said. “God, it's hard to judge two beauties who love sucking dick.”

“Safe answer, boyo,” Okzira chuckled.

Marcus grinned.

Maria licked Shelly's ear and slid a hand down her body beneath the pink apron to cup her pussy. The naughty Samurai fingered Shelly's vulva, sliding digits up and down her wet folds. When Maria brushed the cook's clit, she squealed in delight.

“That's it,” Maria cooed. Her tongue flicked over Shelly's ear. “Just love his dick like that. Mmm, don't let up. Just enjoy every bit of what you're doing to him.”

Shelly was. She suckled with hunger. She bobbed her head, working her mouth up and down that wonderful dick in her mouth. Salty precum spilled over her taste buds. She whimpered, Maria's fingers dancing up and down her pussy folds.

Then three fingers slammed into Shelly's cunt.

She squealed around Marcus's dick as she savored being fingered.

Those digits thrust in and out of her cunt as she bobbed her head. She suckled with passion. Drool leaked over her chin as she brought Marcus closer and closer to cumming while those naughty fingers churned up her pussy.

Then Maria started grinding the palm of her hand into Shelly's clit.

Pleasure burst from that bud. She squealed and suckled with all her might, cheeks hollowing. Marcus groaned, his head leaning back. His dick throbbed in her mouth, the salty flavor of his precum intensifying.

“That's fucking it, Shelly,” he groaned. “You're going to have me cumming so fast. Shit, just keep doing that!”

She bobbed her head. She nursed with everything that she had. She would hold nothing back for her savior. He had rescued her from the Cultist of Rūzem. Now he had saved the entire world.

“I'm going to cum,” he groaned, Maria's fingers thrusting faster in and out of Shelly's cunt.

“You know what that means, Shelly?” Maria cooed into the cook's ear.

Shelly did. She ripped her mouth off Marcus's cock. Her fists pumped up and down it now as she pressed her cheek against Maria's. Staring up at him, Shelly moaned, “Cum on our faces, Marcus!”

“Yes, yes, spurt all that jizz over us,” moaned Maria. “Just hose us down.”

“Fuck, yes,” he growled, his face twisting with delight. “I'm going to paint you in my cum. Just hose you down!”

Shelly's pussy clenched on Maria's thrusting fingers as the cook fisted his cock so fast. “Yes, yes, please, Marcus, hose us down! We love your cum! We love you!”

“Fuck,” he growled and erupted.

His cum splashed over her face. She closed her eyes, reveling in his hot spunk splashing on her lips. The jizz spilled over her face, washing across her cheeks. Maria moaned beside Shelly, those fingers jamming into the girl's quim.

The heel of Maria's hand massaged the naughty cook's bud. Her clit erupted. Sparks burst from her. She squealed in delight as the pleasure rushed through her body. Her eyes squeezed shut. She bucked with such rapture, quivering through all that bliss.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she squealed. “That's so good. That's amazing!”

Her pleasure rushed through her body as Marcus bathed her face in his spunk. She opened her mouth, capturing that salty delight. The cum melted across her taste buds. She quivered, so happy to enjoy this pleasure.

She could just melt away into a puddle of goo. That was how happy she felt right now.

Marcus fired a last time. She licked the spunk off her lips, savoring that delight while her pussy convulsed around Maria's fingers. Shelly hit that wonderful plateau of her pleasure, quivering there as she turned to Maria.

“Thank you, too,” Shelly purred and licked the cum off Maria's chin right to her lips.

They melted together, their lips working together as their tongues passed the jizz back and forth. It was such a delight to taste. She savored every moment of it.

Then when the cum ran low, they had to go out and collect more spunk. They licked it off each other’s face, both of them so happy to be doing this. It was a thrill to share this pleasure with Maria while Marcus watched them.

“This is home,” Marcus said as Shelly licked cum off Maria's face.

“Mmm, it is,” Maria said and kissed Shelly.

The cook was so happy. The world was safe. Her husband and wives didn't have to risk their lives to protect it any longer. They could settle into lives of peace, helping the world to be a better place. It was such a wonderful future.

Shelly was so glad that she helped in her own small way.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Shelly's face licked free of the cum, Maria found herself being pulled onto Marcus. She planted her red-furred pussy right on his cock. She ground her twat up and down it, savoring the feel of him beneath her. Her pussy lips tingled with the joy of it.

“GeeGee, your potions saved our lives,” Maria said. “Come sit on Marcus's face with me.”

“Really?” the slender elf said.

“The Hierophant would have killed us,” Maria said. “Your Splash Potion of Protection saved the world today.”

The elf blinked. “Truly? They were that useful.”

“Saved us from murdering each other in a mindless rage,” growled Marcus, his cock twitching beneath Maria's pussy. Come sit on my face, GeeGee.”

Delight shone in the elf's light-purple eyes. Her long ears twitched as they thrust out of her midnight tresses. She darted to Marcus and planted her hairless twat right on his face. He licked her without hesitating.

“Mmm, what a delicious potion you're brewing for me, GeeGee,” he groaned.

“Just keep stirring up the cauldron until it's ready,” she moaned, her small tits quivering.

Maria grinned and slid her pussy to the tip of Marcus's huge cock. She leaned forward, throwing her arms around GeeGee's neck. She kissed the elf as she pressed her cunt back down that cock. A naughty shiver ran through Maria. A tremble ran through her as her cunt swallowed Marcus's dick.

She quivered in delight as her cunt devoured more and more of that amazing cock. Her tongue danced with GeeGee's, both of them moaning as they enjoyed Marcus. More and more of Maria's pussy slid down that thick shaft until she bottomed out on him.

I love having his dick in me, she thought.

Her tongue danced with GeeGee's as she worked her twat up Marcus's cock. He growled into the elf's pussy, his dick massaging the Samurai's pussy. She was so happy to serve Marcus. It felt so right to be his warrior.

His lover.

She impaled her cunt down his cock, her boobs jiggling. She savored the way they bounced. The harem made love around them, gasping and moaning. Okzira's vibrating dildos hummed as they plunged into pussies. The wonderful scent of cunts filled the air.

I love this harem so much, Maria thought.

She had no regrets about leaving her village. She had found something so much better than that empty life with Derrick. She just hoped he would find happiness with a woman that loved him. He was a good man.

Marcus was just better.

GeeGee's naughty hands cupped Maria's large tits. They were so big now. So soft and full. The elf's slender fingers massaged Maria's boobs. Thumbs swept across her flesh and brushed her nipples. Pleasure burst from them. She quivered, loving that delight.

It was an amazing pleasure. Her hips wiggled from side to side, stirring her cunt around that amazing dick. Her face twisted with such passion. She moaned with delight as she worked her cunt up and down that dick.

She broke the kiss and moaned, “Yes, yes, that's amazing, Gee. Just keep massaging my boobs!”

“Yes!” gasped Marcus.

“They're so big,” GeeGee said. The elf alchemist ducked her head down and licked a pierced nipple. The Honor Ring twisted through Maria's nub. “So much fun to play with.”

GeeGee engulfed the nipple and suckled.

Maria gasped, her cunt clenching down on Marcus's dick. The pleasure swelled in her as she worked her pussy up and down his cock. His amazing girth massaged her silky flesh. She slammed her twat down his dick, her clit bursting with delight as she ground it into Marcus.

“That's it,” he growled. “Goddamn, that's it, Maria. I'm going to flood you with all my cum.”

“Flood me!” she moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, flood me with everything that you have!”

She squeezed her cunt around that big dick. She worked her twat up and down his dick. She loved every moment of it. Her hips swirled from side to side. The pleasure shot through her as she squeezed her cunt down on that wonderful cock.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she squealed, GeeGee nibbling on her nipple.

The elf's naughty tongue played with the Honor Ring, twisting the gold band around through Maria's hard nipple. Pleasure shot through her body. She squealed, climbing closer and closer to that orgasm. She felt so amazing.

“I'm going to burst!” she gasped. “I'm going to explode with such delight.”

“Do it,” Marcus growled. Then he was sucking.

GeeGee ripped her mouth off Maria's nipple and squealed, “Marcus!”

The elf's body bucked on his mouth. She trembled with obvious rapture. She shuddered through her pleasure, her howls of passion echoing through the air, mixing with the other women. Maria smiled as GeeGee was lost to her bliss.

“Drown him!” Maria moaned and slammed her cunt down Marcus's dick. She took every inch of him. Her pussy drank in the friction. Her clit burst with sparks as she ground against his dick. “Yes!”

Her pussy went wild about his cock. She arched her back, her huge tits heaving as the rapture surged through her. The Samurai came on her Lord's cock. Her cunt spasmed around him as she drowned in rapture.

“Cum in me, Marcus!” she moaned.

“Cum in her!” GeeGee squealed.

The elf kissed Maria with such passion. Their lips melted together. Maria savored it as Marcus growled and erupted into her pussy. His cum pumped into her spasming cunt. She exploded with more orgasmic delight, shuddering as he basted her snatch with his passion.

She quivered through the rapture. She squealed in delight into GeeGee's mouth. More and more cum fired into Maria's pussy. It was heavenly. She was home with Marcus and his harem of amazing beauties.

She broke the kiss and howled, “WE DID IT!”

Her orgasm hit its amazing pinnacle as she milked all of Marcus's cum from his dick.


Chapter Thirty-Seven: Harem's Naughty Welcome

Kulrigiizhai

The submissive elven Psionicist threw her arms around Thūwhi and Nîya. The elf just felt so good. She knew that Marcus Aurelius would want her to cum and cum and cum. Today was a day of joyous victory. Not a day to hold back anything.

The denial of her pleasure could come tomorrow.

“Let's eat each others' pussies,” Kulrigiizhai said, her ears twitching.

“Khoukiri's ugly face,” gasped Thūwhi. She glanced over at the dryad. “Did Kulri just propose that she do something that will make her cum?”

“She did,” the motherly dryad said, her big tits jiggling. “Well, we can't say no to that, can we?”

The demonborn Martyr shook her head, her little horns peeking out of her crimson hair. A smile spread on her ruddy face. “Well, I am in. This is a glorious day. There is no barrier around us. Nothing to keep us in. The world is connected.”

“And so should we,” Nîya cooed, her deep-green eyes bursting with delight.

Kulrigiizhai smiled. Her cunt burned. She was naked as the rest, wearing only her clit ring and nipple clamps. “Then let us have fun. Let's daisy-chain.”

“Yes,” Thūwhi said. “Mmm, I'm going to eat that elf pussy, Kulri.”

“And I shall lick all that yummy dryad-nectar out of your cunt, Nîya,” the elf cooed.

“Wonderful,” breathed Nîya.

The three descended to the soft lawn. The grass, Kulrigiizhai realized, had been created specifically to be comfortable to have sex upon. Marcus Aurelius had revealed just who Iris was, so the elf wasn't surprised by this. It explained so much about this special place.

Iris had created it for Marcus Aurelius and his harem of women to live in.

This is my home, the elf thought. As she pressed her face in between Nîya's thighs, that sent such a comforting thought through Kulrigiizhai. She had a place where she belonged. She breathed in Nîya's sugary-sweet scent. Like the resin of a sugar pine or maple tree. The elf smacked her lips. My home!

She buried her face into the dryad's cunt and licked.

At the same moment, Thūwhi buried her face in Kulrigiizhai's hairless twat and licked at the elf's vulva. The demonborn Martyr's naughty tongue felt wonderful licking and lapping at the Psionicist's flesh. She savored it as she feasted on the dryad.

“So good,” Thūwhi moaned. “Ooh, Nîya, that tongue is just delightful.”

“So is your pussy, Thūwhi,” Nîya said. “And Kulrigiizhai, I love what you are doing to my twat.”

“I'm just so happy,” Kulrigiizhai said and thrust her tongue deep into the sugary delight of the dryad's pussy.

The sun shone warm on her side, and her big boobs jiggled as she ate dryad cunt. She feasted on that delicious twat with everything that she had, scooping out all the wonderful treats found inside. A shiver ran through her as the same pleasure danced around in her cunt.

Thūwhi fucked her tongue into the elf's pussy. Pleasure shivered through Kulrigiizhai. She loved this. Her tongue danced through the depths of Nîya's pussy, giving the dryad as much bliss as possible. The elf just wanted to make all her family cum.

To make them burst in delight.

“Ooh, that's so good,” Nîya moaned. “Yes, yes, just like that, Kulrigiizhai. Elves are such wonderful pussy lickers.”

“Mmm, and so are dryads,” gasped Thūwhi. “That's so hot. Khoukiri's ugly face, that's amazing.”

The elf moaned her agreement, savoring what Thūwhi did to her pussy. That naughty tongue licked and lapped at the elf's folds and brushed her clit ring. Thūwhi played with it, batting the naughty bit of metal.

Pleasure burst from Kulrigiizhai's pierced bud. That naughty nub sent sparks showering through her, swelling her orgasm. She shuddered, her boobs jiggling together, the chain connecting her nipple clamps tinking.

Kulrigiizhai latched her mouth onto Nîya's clit and suckled.

“Oh, yes, yes,” the dryad moaned. “Ooh, Kulrigiizhai, you're going to get me cumming fast.”

“Good,” the elf cooed and nibbled on Nîya's bud.

The dryad moaned her delight, her thighs squeezing about the elf's face, holding her to that sugary pussy. Kulrigiizhai suckled and flicked her tongue around that naughty clit while Thūwhi attacked the elf's pierced bud.

The tongue flicking over her bud built and built Kulrigiizhai's own orgasm. She swelled to it faster and faster, quivering on her side as she came closer and closer to cumming. A big burst of pleasure would explode out of her.

She squeezed her thighs around Thūwhi's  head. It was such a thrill to hold her in place. To keep that face pressed to her cunt. She humped against Thūwhi's hungry tongue while licking at the dryad's clit. The elf swirled her tongue around the bud.

“That's it!” Nîya moaned. “Oh, you wonderful elf!”

A burst of sugary juices gushed out of the dryad's cunt. Kulrigiizhai licked up the flood. She drank it down, her body trembling. Thūwhi suckled hard on the elf's pierced clit. Sparks flared, setting a fire burning in the elf's cunt.

She erupted in flames.

The rapturous fires burned out of her spasming cunt. Juices surged out of her and into Thūwhi's mouth. The demonborn drank up the flood. Her tongue stroked Kulrigiizhai's flesh, the elf whimpering through her pleasure.

“Khoukiri's ugly face!” squealed Thūwhi. “Nîya!”

They were all cumming.

A chain of feminine orgasms.

Kulrigiizhai reveled in it as she trembled on the grass. Her body blazed with all ecstasy. She quivered through all the bliss that burned through her vision. Stars burst across her vision. She humped her cunt against Thūwhi's mouth as juices gushed out.

She hit that naughty peak and spilled all her juices into Thūwhi's mouth while licking up the last of Nîya's delight.

“That was amazing,” Kulrigiizhai said, feeling so alive. So happy. She had helped save the world.

And her master was trapped in the Black-Heart Diamond forever. He could never hurt another again.

She sat up and glanced at the top of her sister's tree. Viujaakuya had pulled the entire world together and made it whole. She breathed in, the scent of night lilies on the air. She smiled at the tree and bowed her head.

I will visit you every day, she promised.

*  \ * /  *

“You have got to fuck me in the ass, Marcussss,” Yha'arzo said. She fell to her knees before me and wiggled her rump at me. My cock, dripping with Maris's juices, was lubed to fuck my dragonborn Ninja's tight asshole.

“Then you're going to get my dick buried in your ass,” I promised her and fell to my knees on the soft grass behind her.

Iris landed on my shoulder, my little goddess giggling in delight. “Sodomize her so hard, Marcus. Just so hard! Make her squeal!”

“Yesssss,” Yha'arzo hissed.

“And make me cum!” Aebussi gasped. The changeling leatherworker fell to her knees before the dragonborn Ninja. “Eat that cunt, Twist.”

“It's Yha'arzo now,” the dragonborn announced. “I'm Yha'arzo, daughter of Yhozavzef.”

“That's so neat,” Aebussi said, her short bob of green hair swaying about her face. Her large breasts bounced, the left one tattooed with a vine that had red flowers. She spread her legs apart and leaned back on her elbows. “Eat me, Yha'arzo. Eat me so hard with that tongue stud!”

“Yessss!”

My dragonborn Ninja buried her face into Aebussi's hairless pussy. The changeling's big boobs jiggled as she shuddered. Pleasure crossed her face. She whimpered, closing her eyes and moaning as Yha'arzo feasted on that cunt.

I smiled and nuzzled my dick into Yha'arzo's scaled ass. I loved the way her flesh clenched about me. She had such a wondrous grip with her butt-cheeks. I moved lower and lower until I found my destination.

Her backdoor.

“Fuck me, Marcussss,” she hissed into Aebussi's cunt.

“Yes, yes, fuck her hard!” the changeling moaned, her boobs slapping into each other.

I pressed my cock into that tight asshole. I loved the feel of the flesh parting around me. A big smile spread on my lips as I felt her anal ring parting for me. I thrust harder. She grunted into Aebussi's twat. Then my cock popped into her bowels.

I slid into her. I loved the way her asshole massaged me. This wonderful delight shot through me as I went deeper and deeper into her bowels. I ventured into the wonderful depths of her ass. It was fantastic to feel her expanding around me.

“That's it,” I groaned as her bowels swallowed every inch of my dick. “Fuck, that's an ass I love.”

“You better fucking believe it, Marcussss!” Yha'arzo wiggled her hips, stirring her anal sheath around my dick. “Now fuck me hard!”

“Fuck, yes!” I growled and drew back my hips.

Her anal sheath squeezed about me. I loved the tight, velvety grip. My balls tightened as I pumped away at her. I fucked her with hard strokes as I watched Aebussi's big boobs jiggle and bounce. She squirmed on the grass as she humped against the dragonborn's licking.

I grinned at Aebussi, my hips pumping away. I drove my dick into my dragonborn Ninja's tight bowels over and over again. I loved every moment of burying into her. I savored that wonderful delight. Her tight bowels squeezed about my dick.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I growled, the ache building at the tip of my cock. “That's incredible. Yes, yes, just squeeze that flesh around me.”

“Fuck, yes!” Yha'arzo growled.

She clenched her bowels around my cock as hard as she could. The pleasure shot down my cock and soaked my balls. They slapped into her flesh as I pumped away at her. I spanked her scaled ass with my crotch.

Every stroke brought me closer and closer to my eruption. I wanted to feel her cumming around me. I wanted to experience that joy around my cock. It would be incredible to have her writhing around me. Just the best.

She clenched about me with such force. She held me with such strength. I loved every second of it. She held me so tight while feasting on Aebussi. The changeling arched her back, her boobs jiggling and bouncing.

“Oh, that's so good,” she gasped. “I'm going to cum, Yha'arzo. I'm going to burst. Drum that piercing on my clit. That's it. That's... Yes!”

Aebussi howled as she came, soaking my dragonborn Ninja in all those wonderful, changeling juices.

“Fuck,” I groaned, slamming hard into Yha'arzo's bowels. “Just cum. Let me feel that asshole going wild around my dick.”

“Fuck, yesssss!”

Her asshole convulsed. Wild pleasure shot over it. I groaned, savoring that delight rippling around my cock. I buried to the hilt in her and erupted.

My cum fired into her bowels. That wondrous pleasure found in enjoying one of my women shot through me. I groaned, spurting over and over again into her asshole. The pleasure shot through me. Such majestic rapture consumed me. I loved every moment of it.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I growled, my cock erupting again and again. “That's amazing. Fuck, yes!”

“Marcus, yes!” she moaned into Aebussi's pussy.

The changeling had a huge smile dimpling her cheeks as she quivered on her back. She panted, those big boobs of hers rising and falling. She licked her lips as I pumped spurt after spurt into Yha'arzo's spasming asshole.

My dragonborn milked my cock dry. I hit that wonderful peak. I quivered there, loving every second of the pleasure burning through my mind. I shuddered, a huge smile on my mouth. This was an amazing pleasure.

Everything we suffered, all the pain and turmoil we had endured, was worth it for this bliss.

*  \ * /  *

Yha'arzo (Twist)

Yha'arzo panted as Marcus slid his big dick out of her asshole. She licked her lips, loving the tangy flavor of Aebussi's cunt lingering on them. The changeling was already darting off to find more pleasure. The dragonborn loved that her asshole was full of his cum.

No more thieving. No more quests. What is my life going to be like?

“Cum!” Éjyona squealed.

She grabbed Yha'arzo's butt-cheeks, squeezing that scaled rump. She parted them and buried her face into the dragonborn's crack. In moments, the halfling had her tongue licking up the cum that dribbled out of Yha'arzo's asshole.

“Yummy!” Éjyona moaned and licked it up.

Yha'arzo trembled. She loved this naughty pleasure that rippled from her asshole as Éjyona's small tongue danced around that naughty sphincter. A wicked shiver shot through her, big tits swaying back and forth.

Éjyona's right hand slid down Yha'arzo's butt-cheeks. The dragonborn loved the sensation of those fingers trailing to her cunt. The halfling's digits found Yha'arzo's wet pussy and thrust inside. Not just one or two. But all five.

A fist plowed into Yha'arzo's cunt.

She moaned, clinking her tongue stud against the back of her teeth. She shuddered at the halfling fist pummeling her cunt. The naughty fist thrust in and out of Yha'arzo's juicy snatch. She whimpered, getting fucked hard by the wicked Éjyona.

At the same time, the halfling thrust her tongue into Yha'arzo's asshole. The dragonborn groaned at that naughty, little tongue dancing around in her bowels. She squeezed her butt-cheeks on the halfling's small face.

“You wicked fucking Spitfire!” hissed Yha'arzo. “That's it. Ram that fist into my cunt and lick that cum out of my fucking asshole!”

Éjyona purred her agreement as she pleasured the Ninja.

Yha'arzo loved it. She clenched her pussy down around that thrusting fist. Éjyona thrust her hand all the way to the hilt in the dragonborn, reaching her cervix. Then the halfling drew back, Yha'arzo's wet and juicy flesh squeezing tight about it.

The halfling's tongue licked the cum out of Yha'arzo's asshole, too. The tongue danced around in her, sweeping out every drop of cum that she could out of that naughty hole. A tremble raced through Yha'arzo.

“You fucking halfling slut!” she hissed. “That'ssss it. Get that cum out of my asshole. Fucking suck it out!”

“Yes!” Éjyona sealed her lips around Yha'arzo's asshole and suckled.

The dragonborn moaned. Her tongue stud clicked against the back of her teeth at the wicked sensation. Cum rose up through her asshole and spilled into Éjyona's mouth. The halfling nursed while fisting the Ninja's tight cunt.

The halfling's hand thrust in and out of Yha'arzo faster and faster, churning up the dragonborn's cunt. She rose to her orgasm, savoring the naughty ass-sucking and the pussy pummeling. Her eyes squeezed shut as she hurtled to her climax.

Her pussy drank in the friction of that tiny fist pumping away. The dragonborn hissed louder. She tossed her head, loving the sun on her red-scaled body. Her big boobs swayed beneath her as she rose towards her climax.

“Fuck!” she hissed, the last of the cum spilling out of her asshole. “Fucking fuck fuck!”

The halfling buried her fist to the hilt in Yha'arzo's pussy and set her off.

The dragonborn burst.

Her cunt spasmed around the halfling's fist and arm. The naughty Éjyona thrust her tongue into the dragonborn's convulsing asshole, swirling around in her. Pleasure burned through her body. She blazed so hot with the blood of her red dragon mother.

“Yesssss!” she snarled. “That'ssss fucking it!”

Yha'arzo blazed with all that pleasure. She burned so hot, her mind consumed by it. She didn't care what she did for the harem. How they lived from now on. She just wanted to enjoy being Marcus's Ninja. She would keep him safe.

Ferret out any threats.

This new world still needed a lot of fucking work, didn't it?

Plenty for Yha'arzo to do.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

Dëshoma planted her virgin pussy on Thūwhi's mouth, pouncing when the naughty angelborn Seer saw the daisy chain break apart. A big smile spread on Dëshoma's face as she rubbed her angelic pussy into Thūwhi's demonic mouth.

“Lord Marcus, let mine mouth cleanse thy cock of Lady Yha'arzo's sour and earthy bowels and thus render thy cock fit for slipping into any of thy women's pussies and stirring her up to a frothy and exhilarating orgasm,” moaned Dëshoma, her golden nipples gleaming in the sunlight.

“How can I say no, my lady?” Marcus asked, heading over to her. Éjyona pounced on Yha'arzo as that magnificent man moved to her.

Thūwhi's tongue sliding through Dëshoma's folds, she opened her mouth wide. She thrust out her tongue, moaning, “Aaaah!”

Smiling, Marcus thrust his dirty dick into Dëshoma's mouth.

She could suck any one of Marcus's women's ass off his dick, but Yha'arzo was Dëshoma's favorite. She felt so close to the dragonborn, hardly remembering their times when they fought. When Dëshoma snubbed her by calling her simply “Twist” and not “Lady Twist.”

Now she was in love with Lady Yha'arzo nearly as much as Lord Marcus.

Is it not funny the way our lives can wrap about another and form such beautiful knots of love and passion?

The thought brought joy to the Seer as she suckled on Marcus's dirty dick. The sour flavor of Yha'arzo's asshole suffused Dëshoma's mouth. She bobbed her head, her veil rustling about her shoulders and wimple-wrapped face.

Thūwhi licked at Dëshoma's hymen, stroking across the angelborn's maidenhead. A thrill shot through Dëshoma as she suckled on Marcus's cock. She nursed on him with passion, cleaning his cock with all her might.

“Damn, Dëshoma,” Marcus groaned. “That's a fucking wonderful delight.”

She winked at him, nursing on him with all her might. She polished him with hunger, sucking on him with everything that she had. She wanted to make him cum. Ached to gulp down all his cum. She would swallow every drop of him.

He groaned as she buffed him clean. The sour flavor of Yha'arzo's asshole faded. Dëshoma's tongue danced, searching for that lovely flavor. She loved how it suffused her taste buds while she ground her cunt on Thūwhi's lips.

“Oh, damn, I love eating that virgin twat, Dëshoma,” the demonborn moaned.

“And she loves you eating her,” Marcus groaned. “My lady is sucking so fucking hard.”

Dëshoma smiled at him with her eyes as she suckled. Her drool ran down her chin to the wimple wrapped about her head. She squeezed her asshole on her butt plug, savoring that cone filling up her dirty backdoor.

Marcus grunted as he started fucking his cock in and out of her mouth. She loved it as dirtier parts of his cock entered her mouth. He hit the back of her throat. She knew what he needed. She was a Seer, after all.

Her throat relaxed.

She swallowed Marcus's cock.

His dirty dick slid down her throat, her tongue buffing the lower reaches of his shaft to clean off that wonderful musk. That earthy delight suffused her taste buds. It was fantastic for her to enjoy. She savored that delight. Her tongue danced around his shaft, polishing his pole with all that hunger.

Drool ran down her chin as his balls smacked into her chin He pounded her mouth, fucking her so hard as Thūwhi fluttered her tongue against Dëshoma's clit. Pleasure burst from that naughty nub and swelled the growing orgasm in Dëshoma.

She would cum.

Burst.

Drown the Martyr in pussy cream.

“Fuck, that's amazing, my lady,” Marcus grunted as he fucked her throat. “I'm going to cum.”

She squealed in delight. She wanted all of his jizz to flood her mouth. She was so ready for it. So eager for his seed. Thūwhi suckled on Dëshoma's clit, the demonborn loving the angelborn's pearl. The pleasure shuddered through Dëshoma.

Marcus drew his cock out of her throat. As he popped into her mouth, he erupted.

“Fuck, yes!”

His salty cum flooded her mouth. The moment that salty delight touched Dëshoma's taste buds, her pussy burst with rapture. She squealed around his spurting cock as her virgin pussy convulsed. Rapture surged through her body as her pussy cream drowned Thūwhi's mouth.

The pleasure swept over Dëshoma's mind. She drowned in such rapture as she gulped down Marcus's cum. She swallowed every drop of it she could. She guzzled it all down. It was such a delight for her to drink down that wonderful cum.

“Khoukiri's ugly face,” moaned Thūwhi. “I love drowning in your juices, Dëshoma!”

“They are so delicious,” growled Marcus.

Dëshoma trembled through her rapture. She swallowed all his spunk. She gulped it all down with hunger. It warmed her belly as she hit the peak of her pleasure. She quivered there, grinding her virgin twat on Thūwhi's mouth, such joy bursting through her.

She was so glad to serve Lord Marcus. To be his wife and Seer. She was ready to serve him until the end of her days. To love him with every breath she took. And to flaunt her gorgeous body for his eyes to feast upon at every chance she had.

*  \ * /  *

After cumming in Thūwhi's mouth, she darted off to find her own pleasure. I pulled Thūwhi up and kissed her, savoring her soaked in Dëshoma's jasmine-flavored pussy juices. My tongue danced with Thūwhi's, savoring this moment.

I broke the kiss and said, “Thūwhi, would you do the honor of working those big, cambion titties up and down my cock until I cum all over your face?”

My Martyr grinned at me, her horns peeking out of her dark hair. “I would be so honored to give you a titty fuck, Marcus.”

“Thanks,” I said with a big smile.

I sat on my ass and leaned against the tree. I had been through so much pain and suffering over 70 levels of adventuring, the rough bark hardly gave me any irritation. My cock twitched and throbbed, just ready for her tits to engulf me.

Those big, ruddy tits swallowed my cock. She knelt there, her eyes staring up at me with such delight in them. She worked her big, soft boobs up and down my rod. I shuddered, pleasure bursting from the tip and showering down to my balls.

I drank it in. I loved what her boobs felt like. They were so soft and warm. Just the thing that I needed sliding up and down my cock. I grabbed her horns thrusting out of her hair, loving the convenient handlebars to hold as she loved my dick.

“Mmm, look at all that yummy precum spilling out of your dick, Marcus.”

She licked my crown.

A shiver ran through me. I groaned, my toes curling. It was such a delight having her lick and lap at me. Her tongue bathed over my crown every time my cock emerged from her big, soft titties. I sighed in delight, a big smile spreading on my lips.

She lapped at me over and over again as she fucked her boobs up and down my dick. Her cute ass wiggled back and forth as she worked. My dick throbbed with the delight of soft titties loving me. I groaned, my eyes closing.

I savored the sun warm on my face as she fucked her boobs up and down my cock.

She worked faster and faster. The delightful pressure swelled through my nuts. I loved every moment of them twitching with my pressure. I would spurt all over her face. Just hose down my naughty Thūwhi's features.

“Mmm, such yummy precum,” she moaned. Her tongue licked my crown again. A shiver ran through me. “I can't wait for the real thing.”

“I'm getting there,” I panted, her boobs sliding up and down my cock. They were such a delight to enjoy. A big smile spread on my lips. I loved what she did to me. I savored it so much. I would have such a big burst of cum. Just shower her face in jizz.

My heart pounded in my chest. I loved everything that she did to me. How her boobs worked up and down my cock. The way she squeezed them. It was a fabulous delight. I shuddered as those soft titties slid up to my pinnacle. Then she licked my dick as it emerged from those lush mammaries.

I tightened my grip on her horns, gripping her as she loved my cock. The pressure swelled and swelled in my balls. They tightened with the delight that she gave me. I groaned out with each lick, my cock twitching between her tits.

“That's it, Thūwhi,” I panted, my nuts tensing. “Just a little bit more.”

“Good,” she cooed, sliding her tits up my dick.

I opened my eyes in time to see her tongue swiping across the crown of my dick. The shiver shot down my nuts to my balls. They tensed. I groaned, arching my back against the tree, and erupted.

“Fuck, yes!” I gasped.

My cum splashed white across her ruddy face. I painted my demonborn Martyr in all the jizz I had. I shuddered with each eruption, the bliss shooting through my body and crashing into my mind. Sparks burst across my vision.

“Fuck, yes!” I moaned. “That's incredible.”

“I love your cum, Marcus!” she moaned as my jizz splashed across her features.

My spunk fired into her open mouth. It landed on her cheeks. Her forehead. Dripped down onto those big, lush titties of hers. She reveled in it, moaning her delight as I splashed her features in more and more of my cum.

“Fuck!” I groaned, the last spurt landing on her pink tongue. It vanished into her mouth.

She purred in delight and sat up, cum running down her face and spilling over her tits. She smiled and stood. “I'm going to find someone to lick them clean.”

“Going to be lots of takers, lass,” Okzira said. My busty dwarf stepped over me. “So, boyo, you got iron in your cock to satiate my pussy?”

“Only one way for you to find out,” I said, grinning.

She laughed and fell to her knees straddling me, her bush tickling the crown of my cock.


Chapter Thirty-Eight: Orgy's Finale

The moment Okzira's pussy lips kissed the crown of my dick, she impaled her pussy down my cock.

I groaned as she swallowed every inch of my dick, her big, dwarf titties bouncing before my face. I groaned, savoring the heat of her cunt melting about my shaft. She shuddered, her back arching and pleasure bursting across her face.

“Going to have to make you a new cock ring,” she groaned. “Not quite the same, but if you can't get it done without the accessories...”

“I'm a man,” I growled and slapped both my hands on her asscheeks.

SLAP! SMACK!

“Ehglizi's fat ass!” she growled and slid her pussy up my cock. “Oh, yes, you are going to cum hard for doing that, boyo. Going to have to flood my cunt with all your jizz.”

“Good,” I said, smiling at her. “I'm going to empty my nuts in you. Ready?”

“I was born ready for this dick, boyo.”

She squeezed her pussy around my cock and rose up my shaft again. Her cunt massaged me. My tip drank in the majesty of her hot flesh. She plunged down me, her big boobs bouncing before me. I squeezed her plump ass, loving the feel of her flexing beneath me.

I savored her riding me. I loved every moment of her working that hot twat up and down my dick. She was as molten as the metal she worked with, the heat soaking down to my nuts. I grinned, so eager to pump her full of my cum.

She rode me hard and fast, working that silky cunt up and down my dick.

“Damn, you know how to work with hard iron, don't you?” I groaned.

“Course I do, boyo!” She winked at me. “Mmm, when you got such excellent raw material to work with, it's a breeze to forge. You're gonna be spillin' that jizz in my snatch in no time.”

My fingers slid into her butt-crack. My digits crept down to her asshole. I teased it.

“What you doin' now, boyo?” she asked, her eyes twinkling.

“Working the bellows,” I growled and shoved two of my fingers into her asshole.

Her anal ring swallowed them with ease. I sank into her velvety flesh, loving the feel of her squeezing about me. She groaned, her big boobs bouncing and heaving as she rode my dick faster and faster.

I thrust my digits in and out of her asshole, matching the speed that she slid her cunt up and down my cock. The faster I went to keep up with her, the more it drove her to ride my dick. Her tits heaved before me. They slapped together, flesh rippling.

“That's it, boyo!” she moaned, her face twisting with delight. “Work those pumps. Ehglizi's fat ass!”

She slammed her cunt down my cock. Her pussy went wild.

I groaned as her molten cunt spasmed around my dick. Her asshole convulsed around my digits I jammed deep into her flesh. I savored the way her juicy snatch rippled around my cock, working at my iron rod.

“Cum in me, boyo!” she moaned, thrashing on me. She grabbed my shoulders with her strong hands, squeezing. “Flood my pussy!”

“Fuck, yes!”

I kissed my dwarf. Her lips melted on mine as I erupted.

I fired blast after blast of my cum into her pussy. I flooded her, spurting over and over again. The stars burst across my vision as her twat milked my cock. Her spasming flesh drew out every drop of cum that I had in me. I shuddered, basting her with my jizz.

She moaned into the kiss, her tongue dancing with mine. She kissed me with such passion, her pussy working out all the cum I had. I shuddered, dumping my load into her twat. I felt so incredible basting my dwarf with my jizz.

I broke the kiss and groaned, “Goddamn!”

Her cunt milked me dry.

“Oh, boyo, that cock is a masterpiece even without the ring.”

“You're welcome,” Iris said as she buzzed around me. “But look, Marcus, Kulri is being naughty.”

I followed where she pointed, panting as I came down from my orgasm. Kulri, my wicked elf, was cumming on Éjyona's mouth, those big tits, clamped by nipples, heaving. I smiled. This was a day of celebration. She was free to have as much pleasure as she wanted.

And I knew what would give her the most possible.

*  \ * /  *

Kulrigiizhai

“Did I give you permission to cum?” Marcus Aurelius asked, standing over the naughty elf as she quivered on Éjyona's mouth.

“No, Marcus Aurelius,” Kulrigiizhai purred. She could see there was no actual anger in Marcus's eyes. His cock thrust out before him, soaked in Okzira's pussy juices. “This elf was so naughty. This elf must be punished for cumming without permission.”

“While being made to lick this awesome, steampunkish halfling's pussy,” Éjyona added.

“Of course,” Marcus said. “I want your ass in the air, elf. I am going to spank that ass red.”

“Yes, Marcus Aurelius,” Kulrigiizhai moaned, her ears twitching with her excitement. She wanted it so much. She ached for her owner to discipline her for no other reason than it gave them both pleasure.

That was all the reason anyone needed to be spanked.

She slid off the halfling's face. Éjyona turned on her back and spread her legs, exposing her juicy pussy. Cream gleamed on her lips. The naughty cutie winked an eye. Kulrigiizhai smacked her lips and turned on her knees.

She bent over her, her heavy tits swaying. She thrust her rump up at Marcus as her head planted into the halfling's spicy pussy. The elf didn't hesitate to lick that tight slit. She slid her tongue up Éjyona's folds, the halfling squealing in delight.

“Spank her naughty ass so hard!” Éjyona moaned, her lips gleaming with Kulrigiizhai's pussy juices. “She was so bad.”

“Yes, she was,” Marcus said.

The elf's ears twitched in anticipation. His hand hurtled down, the air rushing around it.

SMACK!

The meaty spank sent pain bursting through the elf. Her big boobs jiggled, the dangling nipple clamps pulling at her nubs. She groaned into the halfling's pussy, her cunt drinking in the heat melting from her welted ass.

SMACK!

“This elf is so bad!” she squealed in absolute delight into Éjyona's pussy.

Her tongue fluttered up and down, licking and lapping at that spicy cream. The elf loved it, her rump burning from Marcus's strong hand. It's so wonderful to be owned by him. Ooh, I just want him to redden that ass.

She wiggled her rump back and forth, waiting for the next spank to fall. For the next wondrous slap to redden her ass. She wanted it so much. Craved it. She had to have that big, strong hand falling on her and making her quiver.

SMACK!

She squealed in glorious pain as it fell on her.

“This elf is so bad!” she groaned and thrust her tongue deep into Éjyona's cunt.

The stinging heat melted across Kulrigiizhai's rump and soaked her pussy. Her cunt clenched, juices spilling down her thighs. She swirled her tongue around in that yummy cunt, savoring the bliss of it. Reveling in the spicy delight.

SMACK!

“Whoop her ass, Marcus!” Éjyona squealed. “Ooh, she's got her tongue deep in my pussy!”

“Good!” Marcus said.

SMACK!

His hand lingered on her rump. He squeezed her burning butt-cheek, kneading her. She shuddered, her big boobs swaying from side to side. The chain of her nipple clamps dangled down to the grass, the teeth biting into her nubs adding more delight to the masochistic elf.

She wanted to feel all the bliss burning through her. She quivered, her butt-cheeks clenching. She was so ready to have her ass reddened. He raised his hand again, her pussy dripping with the need, an orgasm already brewing in her.

SMACK!

“Yes!” she moaned into Éjyona's cunt, rubbing her face into that silky twat. “So bad. This elf is wicked!”

“Goddamn, you are!” he growled.

SMACK!

SMACK!

SMACK!

The rapid spanks had her pussy bursting with delight. Her tongue slid up to Éjyona's clit. The elf suckled hard on the halfling's bud. Kulrigiizhai nursed with all her might as her cunt drank in the pain. The heat. The blazing fire.

It fed that growing inferno building in her cunt. She moaned around Éjyona's clit, nibbling on that naughty bud while Marcus drew back his hand. She was so ready for it. So eager for the hand to fall and spank her naughty rump.

SMACK!

She moaned as the pain melted to her cunt. Her hips wiggled back and forth, her pussy dripping juices down her thighs. She suckled on Éjyona's clit, the halfling gasping her own pleasure, her round boobs jiggling.

“I think she loves it,” Éjyona purred. “The way she's groaning about my clit. I don't think that's from pain.”

“Her pussy is dripping wet,” Marcus said and cupped the elf's cunt. He rubbed his palm up and down it. “I think this is the source of all her naughty behavior. Her naughty pussy.”

“Yes!” Éjyona hissed.

Marcus drew back his hand and spanked it on Kulrigiizhai's hairless twat.

SLAP!

The stinging pain burst across her pussy lips. Her pierced clit pulsed with wondrous agony. Her cunt clenched as she enjoyed that heat. She squealed with abject delight about Éjyona's clit, her body trembling from side to side.

Marcus drew back his hand again.

SLAP!

And again.

SLAP!

He spanked her naughty pussy, the wet impacts sending stinging agony racing through Kulrigiizhai's pussy. Her burning ass clenched. The spanks on her rump had started the blaze, but the impacts on her pussy swelled her fire to a blazing inferno.

SLAP!

Her clit burst with rapturous pain.

SLAP!

She suckled so hard on Éjyona's clit.

SLAP!

The elf's ears twitched.

SLAP!

“Aphounga's shattered sword!” the halfling squealed as her pussy juices gushed out. A spicy flood inundated Kulrigiizhai's mouth.

SLAP!

The elf threw back her head.

SLAP!

Her cunt exploded.

Fire burned through her body as she howled out her paingasm to the world. Juices gushed out of her twat. Her tits heaved, nipple clamps tormenting her nubs. The rapturous flames blazed through her mind, consuming all her thoughts.

“MARCUS AURELIUS!”

Her boobs smacked into each other as she trembled through her ecstasy. Juices squirted out of her cunt as she blazed in ecstasy. Euphoria burned through every nerve she had. The rapture consumed her, leaving her quivering in bliss.

She was so happy. She was with her family, owned by Marcus Aurelius. She savored these emotions, reveled in their wondrous majesty.

*  \ * /  *

Maria du Marne

Kulrigiizhai howled in the background as the redhead Samurai bent down and latched her mouth onto the dryad's fat nipple. Maria sealed her lips around the nub and suckled.

Rich, sweet, and warm milk gushed into her mouth.

She gulped it down, her large breasts swinging beneath her. She suckled over and over again, drinking down every drop of the motherly treat she could from the dryad's teat. A big smile spread on Nîya's lips.

“Mmm, now you, Shorhe,” cooed the dryad.

“Yes, ma'am,” groaned Shorhe.

The orc Weapon Master's big tits swung beneath her. The green beauty leaned down and engulfed the dryad's other nipple. She suckled, too, nursing with the same passion as Maria. A thrill ran through the human to share this treat with the orc.

“Well, well, lass,” Okzira cooed. “That cunt looks like it needs my dildo filling it.”

A cold, smooth, metallic tip pressed into Maria's pussy lips. A shiver ran through the human. She drank down more milk as Okzira thrust that shaft into the human's twat. The pleasure spilled through her. She clamped down on it.

“Ak!” Okzira said, saying the dwarven word for on.

The dildo vibrated to life.

Maria squealed around Nîya's nipple as the pleasure shot through her. Maria savored that delight humming away in her cunt. That wonderful shaft massaged her pussy, sending such heady thrills through her body.

Her big breasts swayed beneath her. She groaned, gulping down mouthful after mouthful of milk. She swallowed it all, loving the taste of that wondrous and creamy milk. She quivered, her pussy squeezing down on the vibrating dildo.

“Yeah, you like that, don't you, lass?” Okzira cooed. She pumped the dildo in and out of Maria's cunt. “I can tell.”

“Oh, she does,” Nîya moaned, her hands sliding through Maria's fiery locks. “Oh, she is just gulping down all that wonderful milk.”

Maria was. She swallowed every drop of it she could. This heat swept through her. A naughty tremble that buzzed away in her snatch. She squeezed her twat about that naughty toy, savoring that pleasure surging through her. Her eyes fluttered.

She rose towards her orgasm while she drank down all that wonderful milk. Okzira fucked that buzzing shaft in and out of Maria's cunt, stimulating her pussy lips. She moaned between suckles, the creamy delight warming her belly.

And her nethers.

The dwarf fucked the human's pussy with skill. Okzira stirred that golden, buzzing dildo around in Maria's twat. The human shuddered. She loved every moment of it. The pleasure shot through her body. She moaned around the nipple in her mouth, climbing towards that orgasm.

“Yes, that's it, lass,” Okzira purred. “Cum on my dildo. My shaft will tame that naughty cunt!”

The dildo buried deep into Maria, massaging every inch of her pussy. She squealed in delight. Suckling and suckling, she filled her mouth with milk as she climbed towards her orgasm. Her cheeks bulged with the creamy delight.

She swallowed it all down. It flowed down her gullet to her belly.

Maria came.

The Samurai gulped down more milk as her pussy convulsed and spasmed. She shuddered, savoring every moment of the pleasure racing through her. She squeezed her eyes shut, quivering through the bliss. Her cunt spasmed with such righteous delight.

She trembled, gulping down all the milk. She swallowed every drop of it she could. Her mind melted with the bliss of this moment. She groaned, her pussy rippling and writhing with such delight. She hit that wonderful peak of her bliss.

She quivered there, groaning, stars twinkling before her eyes.

She ripped her mouth off Nîya's nipple, Shorhe still gulping down the milk. “Oh, that was wonderful!”

“I know,” Nîya cooed, cupping the human's face and kissing her with hunger.

Maria was so thrilled that she fought for the world. She fought for delights like this.

“Your turn, lass,” Okzira said, ripping the dildo out of the human's cunt and slamming it into Shorhe's.

The orc moaned her delight.

*  \ * /  *

Yha'arzo (Twist)

The dragonborn loved her strap-on. She aimed it at Dëshoma's turquoise-furred muff. The angelborn lay on her back, Aebussi the changeling sitting on the Seer's face. The leatherworker had a wicked grin on her lips, her heavy breasts swaying.

“Fuck her hard, Yha'arzo,” purred Aebussi.

“That'ssss the plan,” the Ninja said, pressing her wooden dildo against Dëshoma's virginity. “I love popping her cherry. I could do it all day.”

“You could,” Aebussi said.

“Just keep her mouth busy,” said Yha'arzo, her tone fond, “we don't want her wasting all our day with one of her sentences.”

Dëshoma moaned into Aebussi's pussy.

“Oh, I'll keep that tongue busy,” promised the naughty leatherworker. “Mmm, she's stirring it around in my cunt in just an oh, so exciting way.”

“Good,” Yha'arzo hissed and thrust.

Her pierced clit burst with delight as the dildo's base pressed against it. Dëshoma's hymen ripped. The dragonborn's tits jiggled as she buried the polished wood into that juicy sheath. She bottomed out in Dëshoma in moments.

The angelborn wrapped her pale thighs around Yha'arzo's red-scaled waist, holding tight.

Hissing in delight, she pumped away at that hot cunt.

She fucked her dildo in and out of Dëshoma's pussy, the dildo's base massaging Yha'arzo's clit. The pleasure burst from her bud and showered through her cunt. She loved it, her tongue stud clicking into the back of her teeth as she thrust away. She drove her hips forward hard. Fast. She fucked that pussy with force.

“Yes, yes, make her squeal into my cunt, Yha'arzo,” panted Aebussi, her big boobs jiggling.

“I will,” the dragonborn hissed. She thrust harder at Dëshoma's pussy, savoring the massage of the dildo on that pierced clit. “Yesssss, she'sss going to squeal her pretty head off.”

“Good,” the busty Aebussi moaned, a big smile spreading on her face.

Yha'arzo's equally big tits heaved before her as she fucked the angelborn's pussy. Pleasure burst from the dragonborn's clit with every thrust. She loved it, her pussy getting hotter and hotter. Her twat clenched, juices spilling down her scaled thighs.

The spicy scent of her twat pervaded the air. She shuddered, pumping with such force. Aebussi grinned. The naughty feyborn grabbed those pink-banded tits. She squeezed Yha'arzo's breasts. Smacking her lips, Aebussi bent over.

She engulfed one of the dragonborn's nipples and suckled.

“Yessss!” Yha'arzo hissed. Her tongue stud clicked against the back of her teeth. She loved that clattering sound as she pumped away.

Her pussy grew hotter and hotter, her nipple bursting with delight as Aebussi swirled her tongue around it. Everything was bringing the dragonborn closer to her orgasm. Her clit burst with sparks with her every thrust, the dildo massaging that naughty bud.

Her butt-cheeks clenched as she pumped away, driving the shaft into Dëshoma's deflowered cunt. The naughty angelborn moaned, her round tits jiggling. Her hands gripped Aebussi's thighs, stroking them as the naughty Seer feasted.

“Eat that cunt, you little slut,” moaned Yha'arzo. “Just feast on her, Dëshoma.”

“Oh, she is,” Aebussi said between suckles. She darted her head over and engulfed Yha'arzo's other nipple. “She definitely is!”

The wicked changeling nursed hard. Yha'arzo rose towards her orgasm, hissing her delight as she pumped away at that juicy cunt. She plunged into that snatch deep and hard. She buried with everything she had into that cunt, savoring every moment of pumping away.

Her twat clenched as her pussy drank in the bursts of delight from her nipple and clit. Aebussi moaned as she nibbled on the dragonborn's nub while the angelborn moaned into the changeling's pussy. All three of them were gasping out their pleasure.

“We're going to cum!” Yha'arzo hissed. “Just explode.”

“Yes!” Aebussi moaned, her head throwing back. Her big, soft tits heaved. “Dëshoma! Ehglizi's fat ass!”

She bucked, clearly drowning Dëshoma in pussy cream. Yha'arzo kept thrusting forward. She buried her dildo into her lover's cunt. The angelborn's thighs tightened around the dragonborn's hips. The Seer squealed, her pussy cream gushing out around the wooden shaft.

“Yessss!” Yha'arzo snarled and thrust forward.

Her orgasm exploded in her cunt.

Her pussy convulsed with such delight. The waves of pleasure swept through her body. Her head tossed from side to side. She hissed out her pleasure, loving every moment of this bliss surging through her. She quivered, her moans echoing through the air, mixing with the pleasure coming from around them.

This is the life! she thought. Her mind drowned beneath rapture. I am in on this one-hundred-fucking percent!

“Fuck, yesssss!” she howled as she trembled, reveling in the thrill of fucking Dëshoma and sharing her with Aebussi. They had so many different combinations to enjoy.

So many women.

And at the center of it all, their man. Marcus Aurelius.

“You fucking did it, Marcussss!” Yha'arzo howled in rapture as her orgasm carried her into the heights of ecstasy.

*  \ * /  *

I smiled at the sight of an angel and demon kissing with wild passion. They lay on a marble bench that Ashi had just whipped up for me. It put their cunts at the perfect height for me to fuck back and forth between them.

Angelic cunt to devilish pussy.

“You are loving this life,” purred Iris.

“I am,” I said. “Thanks to a certain amazing pixie.”

She giggled and blew me a kiss.

I brought my cock to their cunts. Thābi was on top, her leathery wings flapping. Ashi whimpered on the bottom, her feathery wings rustling. I pressed my cock where their clits met. Where the Supernal and the Infernal came together.

It was fitting. Had both Love and Lust in me. No human was one or the other. We were a mix.

That balance had to be struck. That was where there was harmony.

I slid my cock up and down, sliding from angelic twat to demonic snatch. They both moaned, kissing with mad passion. Thābi's tail twitched back and forth as I nuzzled their clits again. Then I was pushing at Ashi's pussy.

I thrust into my angel's cunt.

She groaned into the kiss with the demon as her supernal pussy engulfed my cock. I shuddered, a huge smile spreading on my lips. I savored being in her hot and juicy snatch. My nuts tightened from the thrill.

I drew back, savoring the grip of her pussy. I thrust away at her, my balls slapping into her taint. She squirmed beneath Thābi, the angel's hands stroking over the succubus's back. I loved the sight as I enjoyed Ashi's pussy.

But Thābi...

I ripped out of the angel's cunt, shifted up, and buried into succubus's snatch. Demonic poon squeezed about my cock. She crooned in delight as she made out with Ashi. Their wings both flapped as I fucked Thābi's cunt.

My balls smacked into their clits like this. I loved it. I pumped away at Thābi's snatch, her pussy clenching at me. She felt amazing, the tip of my cock swelling with the pleasure of being in her snatch. I pumped away with everything that I had.

“Fuck, I love your pussy, Thābi,” I groaned. “But...”

I ripped out of the succubus's twat and rammed back into the angel's cunt.

“I have to enjoy that supernal snatch, too.”

“Yes,” Ashi moaned. “Oh, Lord Marcus, thine cock is stirring up mine pussy with thy delicious and wondrous strokes that doth stir up mine wicked and wanton cunt to a froth that shall lead to mine quivering and most delectable orgasm.”

“Just fuck the shit out of her, Marcus,” Thābi moaned. “Then give me that cock.”

I grinned and pounded Ashi hard, my bush rubbing into Thābi's hairless pussy lips. The ache swelled faster at the tip of my cock. I groaned and ripped out of supernal twat and rammed into infernal snatch. I shuddered as the demonic cunt squeezed about me.

It was pure delight to fuck this cunt hard and fast. I plowed into her devilish cunt. her tail dancing from side to side. She moaned and kissed Ashi. The angel's fingers clawed at Thābi's back. They were so close now.

Both mine.

I ripped my cock out of one delicious pussy and slammed it into another.

I fucked back and forth between angelic and demonic pussies.

I pumped away at Ashi. Pounded Thābi. My balls smacked into their flesh as I reveled in this passion. It was incredible to enjoy. I came closer and closer to erupting into them both. But I held off as I fucked Ashi's cunt.

“Let me feel those pussies writhing around me,” I groaned, switching to Thābi's cunt.

“Getting there,” she moaned, her twat clenching about me. “Yes, yes, I'm almost there.”

I ripped out of her cunt and buried into Ashi's.

“Oh, yes, Lord Marcus,” she squealed, gripping me. “Thy cock's thrusts are melting mine nethers and mine pussy shall spasm about thy dick in a frothy burst of rapture that shall consume for verily do I declare that I doth love thy thick and long cock plowing into my pussy's reaches!”

“Me, too,” I panted, burying to the hilt in her cunt again and again. “Let me feel that angelic pussy going wild.”

I plowed into her, and she squealed. Ashi's pussy went wild around my cock. I savored that spasming heaven and ripped out of her cunt. I slammed to the hilt in the succubus's twat. She gasped, her tail swishing.

“Fuck, yes, Marcus!” she moaned. “Zadeg's impotent cock, I love your dick! Love you!”

Demonic cunt writhed around my dick. I smiled, savoring that delight rippling around me. It was incredible to enjoy. I loved every second of it. I shuddered through this bliss. I groaned, my mind burning with such wild delight. A huge smile crossed my face as her pussy milked at me. She suckled with passion on my cock.

“That's it,” I groaned. “Oh, yes, yes, that's so amazing. I love it.”

I erupted into the demon's cunt.

My cock spurted blast after blast of cum into her writhing pussy. I groaned, wanting to just dump my cum into her twat, but I couldn't. Rapture hammering my mind, I ripped out of her snatch and splashed both their vulvas in cum.

Then I buried into Ashi's writhing snatch.

The angel's pussy convulsed around my dick, milking out all the spunk that still remained in my balls. I bucked through my rapture, stars dancing before my eyes. I groaned, savoring every moment of this delight. I shuddered, a big smile spreading on my face.

“Fuck, yes!” I gasped as I emptied my nuts in Ashi's cunt.

The angel and demon both kissed each other as their wombs soaked in my seed.

I spotted Deillae. I had to fuck her next.

*  \ * /  *

Dëshoma

The day passed in such a blur of sex. The angelborn Seer wasn't even sure how she ended up on her knees with her face buried in Deillae's snatch. She licked her fellow healer with such hunger, gathering up Marcus's salty cum and the changeling's honey-flavored cream.

“Mmm, that looks like a pussy that needs a dildo,” Haîcze cooed.

The naughty sylph pressed a dildo into Dëshoma's pussy lips and parted them. She ran into Dëshoma's hymen, regrown for the dozenth time today. Dëshoma shuddered, eager to lose her virginity again.

She licked up the cum from Deillae's honey-flavored pussy, reveling in the taste. The Seer loved licking Lord Marcus's cum out of any cunt she could. Her toes curled. Then she groaned as the dildo pushing on her hymen thrust with more force.

Her cherry popped.

Dëshoma savored the hot flare of heat of her hymen ripping, then the soothing bliss of being filled by the wooden dildo Haîcze wielded. Naughty pleasure ran through Dëshoma's body as the toy sank deeper and deeper into her cunt.

“Oh, Lady Haîcze, thine toy plumbing the depths of mine pussy is just the delight to accompany feasting upon Lady Deillae's creampie, so I thank thee for taking mine virginity,” moaned the angelborn.

“You are so welcome!” moaned the sylph.

She fucked Dëshoma hard. The naughty angelborn loved it. She squeezed her pussy down around that cock, savoring the girth plunging into her again and again. The pleasure that swept through her body was enticing. She rotated her hips, stirring her pussy around the dildo.

Her deflowered pussy delighted in it. She flicked her tongue up to Deillae's clit and nibbled on it. The changeling moaned, her small breasts jiggling. She groaned, her honey-flavored pussy melting across Dëshoma's tongue.

“Oh, yes, yes, that's incredible,” she groaned. “Ooh, I love what you're doing to me. Wow, that's good.”

“I bet it is,” Haîcze cooed. “She's just feasting on that naughty cunt of yours. Going to be cumming hard. I love it.”

“Oh, I doth love stirring up thy pussy with mine wicked tongue and drinking thy passion that doth spill out,” groaned Dëshoma.

She squeezed her pussy around the dildo thrusting away in her. She loved every moment of that naughty toy plundering her twat. The sylph hammered the angelborn's pussy with wild force. She thrust it in hard and fast. Every thrust buried that dildo deep and hard into her cunt and brought her closer and closer to cumming.

It was an amazing delight. She shuddered, squeezing her snatch around that big dildo thrusting into her twat. Her orgasm swelled and swelled with every thrust while her tongue fluttered against the changeling's clit.

Dëshoma suckled on that bud, nibbling on it.

Deillae moaned, her hands kneading her little breasts. Dëshoma clenched her asshole down on her butt plug as the dildo hammered her pussy, bringing the angelborn closer and closer to her orgasm. Her halo swelled with her impending orgasm.

“Mmm, what have we here,” cooed Haîcze. “Some naughty treasure for me to plunder?”

She grabbed the handle of Dëshoma's butt plug and yanked it out of her asshole. Her anal ring burst with pleasure. She gasped and shuddered, the rapture surging out of her pussy. She climaxed hard, squealing around the changeling's clit.

“Oh, my, this is naughty,” purred Haîcze, thrusting her dildo in and out of her Dëshoma's spasming pussy.

A shudder ran through the angelborn, her halo burning bright as her orgasm washed rapture through her body. She nibbled on Deillae's clit, wanting the changeling to have just as much bliss. The thrusting dildo kept Dëshoma's orgasm surging through her.

“Aphounga's broken sword!” squealed Deillae.

Her pussy juices gushed out.

A sweet flood of honey bathed Dëshoma's mouth. She closed her eyes and drank down the flood. She gulped it down, drinking every last drop of bliss that gushed out of her lover. Her tongue fluttered up and down Deillae's slit.

“So good!” Deillae moaned.

“Ooh, yes!” the sylph squealed and rammed her dildo to the hilt in Dëshoma's cunt. “I'm cumming.”

More pleasure burst through Dëshoma's body. She quivered and gasped, pleasure surging through her body. Stars danced across her vision. She loved every second of it. She trembled through the bliss, her orgasm hitting its peak.

She quivered there, so thankful to have met Lord Marcus and his women.

I hope that thou art proud of me, Father, she thought, thinking of Dezösh, her angelic father who had fallen to Mark Taylor's corruption.

In her heart, Dëshoma felt he was proud of her.

She smiled in delight, eager to live in this new, mended world.


Epilogue: Passions Whole

The world had been shattered and made whole.

Three years since that day when we had slain the Hierophant and my dark doppelganger, that fucking pansy-ass whiner who couldn't let go. A town grew around my camp. Settlers from around the world had come here to find a home.

My harem was happy. We had lots of children while putting the world to right. So much pain and suffering had been inflicted in those final weeks as the demonic forces worked to break the world apart. Suffering that we didn't even know about.

It kept us busy.

But that was a good thing. A never-ending orgy wasn't a fulfilling life. That passion had to be earned. There was nothing like celebrating after fixing another piece of the world. Of helping to make it better. Was it perfect?

Nope.

Would it be perfect?

Of course not.

But that didn't mean we couldn't work to make it better. To inspire and uplift.

I had just returned from visiting the halfling capital. It was being restored. The explosion we had failed to stop had destroyed the heart of the town, but hardly any of the halflings were near it. Most had lived, including those that Maria had saved.

They erected a statue in her honor. How she had wept.

I was staring at the tree growing strong and tall when Yha'arzo padded up to me. She had been gone for over a week. I glanced at her and saw it in her eyes. I swallowed as a weight pressed on my shoulders.

“I found them,” she said softly. She pulled out a map. “An old adventurer had this.” There it was, Agzukkebamyoz's lair.

“Then let's go,” I told her.

The Circle Breakers had done one good thing. They made their network of teleportation circles. The world was connected. Yha'arzo and I took one to a mountain town, a dwarven settlement. She marched out into the wilderness.

We soon were climbing up into the mountains. Yha'arzo said not a word. After three hours, as night was falling, we came to a cave. She marched in there, pulling out a torch from her pouch. Inside, there were two bodies.

My throat tightened as Yha'arzo approached them. One was a dragon. Not as big as Yhozavzef that we fought before the Hierophant's palace. But she was still impressive. Her hide was still on her, torn in places, sagging, bones peeking out. She had sustained damage. Terrible wounds ripped down her body.

Leaning against her side was a human body. A man in rotting leathers and rusting armor, most of the flesh gone. A bit of black hair remaining. Yha'arzo approached her parents. Her knees bent. She collapsed and sobbed.

I knelt beside her and put a hand on her shoulder. She shook with grief. With the life that had been stolen from her. Someone had killed her parents. Who? I doubt we would ever know. I stared at her parents, my heart breaking. Tears stung my eyes.

I did the best I could to help her, I prayed to their spirits. I hope that it was enough.

I glanced to the side where a nest lay. Big enough for one egg. Bits of shell lay around it. She had hatched here. Grunt had found her. Taken her in. Knew her real name. How? Who was he to these two lying dead here?

Their friend? Enemy? Someone who had just stumbled upon the scene and heard their dying confession?

That was life sometimes. You just didn't get all the answers. There were things you just never would get to know.

“Can I... be alone with them?” Yha'arzo asked when she stopped crying.

I nodded. I squeezed her shoulder and stood.

I marched outside and found the sun setting across a glorious valley. I stared at it.

Iris buzzed down out of the sky. She was often gone for long periods of time. Our child couldn't live in this world. She had to be beyond it. Sometimes, Iris took me to see her. It meant going through that crimson digital barrier.

It was worth it. I loved all my children.

“Hey, Iris,” I said. “How's my cute pixie?”

“Our daughter is making her own world already!” squealed Iris. “Can you believe it?”

“She's not even three years old,” I said.

“I know. Such a proud mama here.” Iris grinned. “She's even inspired to bring her own hero in from your world.”

“What?” I asked, giving my pixie-wife a look. “She's not going to...”

“Oh, she's too young for that,” said Iris. “Don't you worry that she's going to start dating for a few thousand years!”

“Good,” I said. “So a world where she draws someone from my world. So hers will be like a video game?”

“Called Nightmare and Passion.” She smiled. “Isn't that cute?”

“It is,” I said and stared out at the world.

It was such a beautiful sight. The sun vanishing, the sky painted with all those vibrant hues, the darkness creeping over the world. I would never get over how majestic it was. Never stop appreciating this paradise I had saved.

It wasn't perfect, but it was where my heart lived. With Maria and Dëshoma, Yha'arzo and Kulrigiizhai. Deillae, Shorhe, Éjyona, Thūwhi, Shelly, Haîcze, Nîya, Aebussi, Ädfomashi, Thābi, Okzira, Uihzegiigjya, and Iris. With our children. One day our grandchildren, too. They would inherit this world.

I nodded in satisfaction. “Thank you for choosing me, Iris.”

My pixie grinned at me. “Thank you for saving my world. Wanna go home and fuck?”

The END of The Ultimate Harem Fantasy

Want to read the next part? Click here for Goddess's Fertile Passion Awakened!

If you liked this hot read, check out Reed James's Patreon!


Sneak Preview of “The Acolyte's Passion”

Fighting always made me wet, and fighting Kevin made me burn.

“Yes,” I hissed as he groped one of my breasts, fingering my hard, pink nipple. His other hand slid up to cup my face, brushing back my flaming curls. I had my mother's fiery hair, but my father's blue eyes.

“I missed you every day in the mountains,” he groaned, pulling me down, my red hair spilling about my face.

“I bet you found more than a few peasant girls willing to provide comfort to a Knight on a Quest,” I grinned.

“But none were you,” he grinned and pulled me down for a hot kiss.

My breasts rubbed against his muscular chest. His hand slid down my back and over my heavy, leather belt that my chainmail loincloth hung from. He squeezed the cheeks of my ass, left mostly exposed by the two-inch wide band of mail. His fingers dipped beneath the mail as he kneaded my ass.

I groaned and ground on him, working my clit against the cold metal of my mail. His cock was hard beneath, throbbing with his desire. I kissed him hard, my hands roaming his muscular sides and chest. My Kevin was a strong man.

And it was time for him to eat my pussy.

I broke the kiss, sliding my hips up his body. “Time for you to pay the forfeit,” I smiled, grasping his brown, flowing locks. My hot pussy pressed into my mail as I slid higher up his body. Pleasure shuddered through me. “You're going to devour my pussy. I want to cum and cum.”

“Of course, my Lady,” Kevin grinned, licking his strong lips.

My breasts heaved as I straddled his face, still holding onto his brown hair. I loved it when I won our duels. I pulled his head up, smearing his face against my hot pussy. I shuddered as his thick tongue slid through my pussy. My back arched. I gasped as the pleasure washed through me.

I guided his lips with his hair, my hips undulating. His hands kept kneading my asscheeks, his fingers tightening as his tongue worked through my pussy. He sucked and nibbled on my folds and he nuzzled at my clit.

“That's it,” I groaned. “You lost, and now you have to pay. Devour my pussy. Don't miss a single spot. Come on, you can do better. Work that pretty mouth through my hot pussy.”

My free hand grabbed my right breast, pinching my nipple as I undulated faster. Kevin moaned, his tongue working faster. He shoved it deep into my pussy, swirling it around. My eyes fluttered in delight, my moans echoing across the training sands.

Metal rang nearby. A pair of male knights dueled. Others watched. I savored their eyes.

“Show everyone how you are my little pussy slave!” I groaned. “Mmm, yes. Devour me! I'm gonna drown you!”

His tongue fluttered through my folds. My insides squirmed. I shifted my hips, smearing my clit across his strong face until his tongue found it. I gasped as he fluttered his tongue against my nub, batting it over and over.

“That's it! Oh, fuck! Work that tongue! Yes, Kevin! My little, pussy-hungry stud! Fuck! Fuck!”

My orgasm crashed through me. I screamed out my delight. My pussy clenched. My juices spilled out into Kevin's hungry mouth. My eyes met Donna, Victoria, and Christina, the squires' eyes envious of my lover's cunnilingus prowess.

“Keep eating me! Keep making me cum!” I screamed, my hips jerking.

Kevin kept assaulting my clit. His tongue must be a blur. My pussy clenched again as more ripples of pleasure washed through me. My clit ached, becoming even more sensitive as my climaxes washed through me.

I gripped Kevin's hair harder, holding his tongue against my clit for as long as I could stand it. My nerves burned with pleasure. My body spasmed and shuddered. My eyes squeezed shut as a mighty surge of pleasure rippled through me.

My clit almost hurt with the agony of my ecstasy.

I pulled away, letting go of Kevin, “Mmm, you were a stud, pussy slave,” I grinned.

If you want to read more, click here for The Acolyte's Passion (The Knight and the Acolyte Book 1)!
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