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Forward by the Author

The opinions contained herein are those of the characters and not necessarily supported or even condoned by the author. That may seem like the same thing, but you’ll have to trust me—it isn’t. The characters reveal the story to me, and I simply try to be a faithful scribe. I was prompted to say this because of a comment which Rob makes about tabletop gamers. It was rather dismissive and not reflective of my personal views, but accurate to what I believe Rob might have said or thought. 

 This is a relatively minor issue, but sometimes it isn’t so minor. So speaking only for myself – but this is likely true with many authors – just because a character seems to have a particular perspective on life, politics, religion etc.… that does not mean I have that same perspective.

Finally, with a cast this size, not every character gets as much screen time every book. I did not forget about those characters who were not in this book as much (Mursha and Daria). They will get their time in the sun.

Feel free to let me know in your reviews or by messaging me who your favorite characters are. I can’t change overall plots, but if enough people are asking for more of a particular character… then I will be certain to heed that. 
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The Story Up to Now

 

Robert Case, a Sheriff’s Deputy in southern California, encountered a mysterious woman during a traffic stop. Despite her making what seemed to be incredible—even unbelievable—statements, Rob agreed to her proposal that he go to the world of Olimero. There, he could live out a full life, which he figured was much better than dying in a shoot-out a few hours later. He didn’t know what to make of the strange woman but figured he had nothing to lose. After all, if she snapped her fingers and nothing happened, then he’d just bring her in.

It turned out that the strange woman was a nature goddess, Sativa, and she was quite capable of transporting Rob to this new world. She was one of several gods who had created Olimero, with her being the Chief Architect. She brought Rob to Olimero, as she had done before with numerous other humans, to become the Sheriff of one of Olimero's districts.

The gods who had created Olimero included Sativa, Korkanis the god of shadows, Telmorra the goddess of mana, and Mensor the god of monsters. They were all from the younger generation of gods—known as the new gods. Each of them was chaotic in their own way, which led to a wild and lawless world. While Sativa wanted freedom for the people who worshipped her, even she realized that some order was necessary.

At some unknown point, Sativa had been approached by one of the elder gods—an ancient being who preferred to go by ‘Old Scratch’. He was a god of Earth and claimed dominion over humans. Since Olimero had no such race—being primarily peopled by beastkin, Orcs, and Elves—he offered Sativa the chance to take a number of handpicked humans to provide order for her world. As one might expect when dealing with the Devil, there was much more to that bargain than Sativa anticipated; things that are only now being revealed.

Upon arriving in Olimero, Rob learned a number of shocking details—details which Sativa had failed to inform him about. First off, he seemed to be the only human in the region (as far as he knew). Even more vital, though, was the fact that all of the native races of Olimero were stronger, faster, and more durable than humans. This meant he was physically the equivalent of a child. To add insult to injury, he wasn’t able to access this strange new world’s magic.

Rob was initiated into the realities of Olimero by Josephine, a flame wielding foxkin, who was the only deputy who had stayed on the job in the frontier town of Yonderton. She and the bunnykin clerk, Rolina, took their posts seriously as appointments from Sativa and were determined to ensure that Rob didn’t follow the previous five Sheriffs Sativa had appointed into an early grave.

Rather than wallowing in his misfortune, Rob made a fundamental discovery. On Olimero, he had a stat sheet just like a video game and he found his abilities could be quantified. But unlike the native races, humans didn’t have a cap on their stats. Thus, the more he trained, the stronger he became. Usually, that type of training was rather painful, and Rob had more than one close call with death.

It turned out, however, that Sheriff Case was quite stubborn and wouldn’t back down. This led to his development of body cultivation, where he learned to take the energy of Olimero—mana—into his core, where he turned it into something he could use, which he dubbed ki.

With his determination and the assistance of his loyal deputy, Rob was able to break up a ring of kidnappers who were selling young girls off to parts unknown. He faced down a number of enemies and continued to grow. As he did, he found himself falling for both Lina and Josie.

With those successes came the opportunity to expand the number of clerks and deputies under him, as well as some magical gear from Sativa. Rob’s family grew to include Rava, an elven alchemist. She was a woman with a reputation for keeping to herself, but Rob’s unique abilities piqued her interest. They developed feelings for one another, which led to the expansion of Rob’s family beyond his loyal foxkin deputy and bunnykin clerk.

He also connected with his hawkkin deputy; an air-mage named Daria. She’d been looking to escape from the rule of her father in the Aerie to the north, but Rob ended up becoming more than just a way out for her as they saved one another’s lives. Embracing Olimero’s strange new ways, Rob had Daria escort him in a tour of his wider district, facing monstrous perils side-by side. Ultimately, Rob ensures Daria’s freedom from her power-hungry father’s schemes, and discovers where many of the girls who’d been abducted from Yonderton over the years had been sold.

Rob also ends up marrying Mursha, the daughter of his best friend, the orcish blacksmith, Mactosh. Their path to that point was complicated—mostly because Mursha was confused about what she wanted. Though she had felt an attraction to Rob from the first time they met, she was initially offered to him by her father as a bride. Wanting to please her father, but hesitant to accept a role that would require she stop chasing her dreams of becoming a blacksmith or a warrior, Mursha was honest enough to admit that such a marriage would be for duty, and not for love.

For his part, Rob didn’t want an unwilling wife—especially one who couldn’t be honest with themselves about what it was they wanted most out of life. Mursha had always felt she was a disappointment to her father, because she didn’t have the same metal magic which he and her blacksmithing brothers did. Instead, she had something which Mactosh had dubbed ‘heavy magic’. With some pushing from Rob, Mursha discovered that what she possessed was actually gravity magic, one of the most powerful types of magic on Olimero.

By the end of book four, Rob and his five wives had driven the gangs which used to plague Yonderton out and established a home for themselves. Rob was a father now, after Lina gave birth to the first human/bunnykin hybrid. But just as one threat faded away, a new one arose—waves of monsters descended upon his town.

In book five, Rob took the fight to the monsters in the Untamed Lands. His cultivation also expanded, as he began forming a mind core to match his body core—gaining access to the hidden Soul stat. Upon reaching B-grade, his power put him head and shoulders above the lesser challenges he had been facing. Unfortunately, it also brought new enemies to the fore.

Each of the gods had tried to recruit him as their champion, seeking to win him over. Sativa offered to make him her consort and help him transcend mortality, if he will pledge himself to her. Telmorra’s promises are more vague, but the goddess of mana desperately wants to learn the secrets of his cultivation path. Korkanis has offered him power, wealth, and a virtually indestructible body. Eventually, the god of shadows gets a hook into Rob by providing a path out of Mensor’s buried temple in exchange for Rob’s promise to take on Nimeera, the catkin rogue and priestess of the shadow god, as his clerk—with all that entailed.

Rob initially struggled with some of his new powers—especially what it meant to destroy the souls of monsters—but, in the end, his life and the lives of his family came first. If he had to become a monster to ensure their survival, then so be it. Returning from the Untamed Lands, he found peace with his wives with the birth of his human/hawkkin hybrid daughter by Daria. Now a father twice over, and with Mursha pregnant, he has more reason than ever to stay alive.

In book six, Rob and his wives planned to escort a caravan of goods—essential for ensuring the financial future of Yonderton—to Centrum where there is a tournament held every year to discover the greatest fighters. Josie’s father was a former tournament champion, and it has been her lifelong goal to follow in his footsteps.

The one enemy Rob hadn’t been able to defeat, however, remained at large. Named simply Her, the demon was a servant of Old Scratch and had killed Rose, the skunkkin servant of Mensor—taking on her form in an effort to work her way into Rob’s inner circle. Her’s sole mission was to corrupt the human prodigy and get him to pledge himself to Old Scratch, whose true motivations remained hidden.

The caravan turned into an economic success—not only for the Sheriff and his family, but also for Yonderton. Rava, Rob’s alchemist wife, reached deals that brought in droves of new people looking for a fresh start. The population of Yonderton swelled, mostly with workers to build the growing city and their families.

But nothing can ever be easy and, prior to reaching Westerton, one of the caravan guards was lured away by a fairy. It turns out that fairies are the most magically gifted race of Olimero, but due to their prior attempt to conquer the world, they have been cursed by the gods.

The last male fairy died in battle, and while the fairies can continue their race with the willing—or not so willing—help of what they deem the lesser races, all the children born are females. Down to one last nest of fairies, Delicia, queen of the fairies was desperate to find a way to restore her race.

When she learned about Rob’s ability to produce hybrid children with the native races of Olimero, he seemed to be the answer to their problem and a dream come true. She made an offer to marry him, but also threatened that if he didn’t, she would destroy his family. Rob, though never one to respond well to threats, recognized that the queen was a true A-rank being and capable of defeating him. So, he stalled for time.

He and Josie headed to the tournament on their own after making a stop in Westerton. There, they meet up with Rose the skunkkin, now possessed by Her. This led to a confrontation where Rob believed he had destroyed Her. Two fairies who were sent to follow him had to help him, in order to save Josie. One of the two fairies died and Princess Sema remained with Rob and Josie as they continued on to Centrum.

The tournament in Centrum went well, right up till the end. Josie ended up pulling out a narrow victory. Throughout it all, though, Her was able to possess Sema. Her taunted Rob until he lets loose. The battle between them destroyed much of the stadium, resulting in numerous casualties.

During the battle, Rob was able to realize some truths about himself. He came to grips with his universal concept: Indomitable. But he also learned that he is not a destroyer; he is a builder. Upon gaining the Soul Builder skill, he uses it to free Sema from Her—while at the same time destroying Her’s connection to Olimero, either permanently destroying Her or forcing Her back to hell.

While this happened, another rogue fairy princess attacked Lina in Yonderton, seeking to capture Robbie to use as leverage to force Rob’s hand. Lina goes off and the momma bear in her cuts loose. She was blessed by Sativa to become a handmaiden of the goddess, just as Josie had been, and gained a core for cultivating mana.

Rob returned to Yonderton, fleeing the chaos and destruction that resulted from his battle with Her, turning the governments of both Centrum and Westerton into Yonderton’s enemies. He brings home with him a cowkin, Betsy, who had fought in the tournament. There, she’d proved to be a loyal ally and back in Yonderton, became a deputy. Sema also returned with them, though she was in a coma because of the damage Her caused to the fairy’s soul.

As book six ended, Rob took Nimeera, the catgirl and follower of the god of shadows as his newest wife with the blessing of his other wives. He soon found himself with four pregnant wives, as Rava was able to come up with an alchemical compound from a troll that enabled her to conceive. Josie, having won the tournament and achieved a lifelong goal, also wanted a child by Rob. Mursha was still pregnant and Nimeera, the newest wife, was soon with child.

Rob satisfied all the requirements to become A-rank, but had not initiated the transition to that level of power at the end of book six, as he focused on spending time with his growing family. In book seven, The Old East, Rob became a true A-rank.

Rob becoming an A-rank entity broke all the contracts he had made with the gods and cleared the table, so to speak. With a host of enemies lined up, he also had plenty to handle on the home front. Josie gave birth to his daughter, Andrea, while Nimeera also had a daughter that she named Kitt. Meanwhile, Mursha gave birth to his second son, Caleb. Though built sturdily like any orc, Caleb’s skin color matched his father’s, and just like his brother Robbie, he had many human traits. When Murtaugh, saw his new grandson, he grew excited and started talking about legends he had heard about a white orc.

If that wasn’t enough, by the end of book seven, Rava gave birth to twins, a son named Nosis and a daughter named Sophia. With that, each of Rob’s six wives had given him a child. He had Josie hand off her responsibilities as head deputy to Denne, while Lina gave up the position of chief clerk. This way, the two of them could focus more on being proper wives to the lord of the city, as Yonderton had continued to grow.

Outside the city, Yonderton faced attacks by mercenaries hired by either Westerton and Centrum. But each time, Rob turned these attacks away with ease—or left it up to Betsy, who now commanded the expanding militia of Yonderton.

Rob still had to deal with the fairy queen, who insisted that he marry her. He turned the tables on the queen and married her daughter, Sema. While it was more of a political marriage, Rob being Rob did his very best to connect with his seventh wife—despite feeling emotionally stretched with seven wives and seven children.

When Queen Delicia wouldn’t back down, Rob was forced to kill her in battle. It was one of the closer fights he’d had in a while, as she almost succeeded in banishing him back to Earth. While in the space between worlds, he ran into Old Scratch in the guise of Telmorra, the goddess of mana.

After rejecting Old Scratch’s demands yet again, Rob escaped to Olimero in time to save his wives from an assault by the fairy queen. While he might have forgiven an attack against himself, no one attacked his wives and lived to tell the tale.

At the same time, a new threat arose in the East. Old Scratch had made a deal with a foolish young foxkin, Cedric, who traded away his soul in exchange for power. Old Scratch activated the foxkin’s Unlife Mana and helped him form a core to cultivate both that and Necrotic Mana. Then, with the support of his up and coming gang, K-Pop, Cedric raised an army of the undead and swept through several of the eastern cities.

Old Scratch had told him where the remains of an ancient creature was buried on the eastern side of Centrum, a creature which would become his most powerful minion. This turned out to be the skeleton of an elder dragon, with which Cedric planned to attempt creating a dracolich.

The destruction wrought by Cedric’s undead host sent thousands and eventually tens of thousands of refugees fleeing west—ultimately for Yonderton. Amongst the refugees, Rob met the first human he had seen on Olimero in the former Lord and Sheriff of Felina, the westernmost city of the Old East. They are set to sit down and discuss all that has happened at the outset of this, the final book of the series.

Three other matters are worth mentioning.

First, Old Scratch directly confronted Sativa, who’d thought that he would be weak, since his true self was forever imprisoned. The elder god taught her that this was far from the case. In a single stroke, Old Scratch injured her soul and nearly destroyed her core. This caused her to disappear—even the other new gods don’t know where she is. At the very end of book seven, a mysterious young woman appears at the gates of Olimero to be processed as a refugee. Lina meets with the young woman—who seems too perfect to be true—though she has no memory of who she is.

Second, One Direction gathered together a number of humans and has been training them. At the end of book seven, they are sent on a mission to reach Yonderton, where they are to learn the secret of why Rob is so much more powerful than they are.

Finally, Betsy agreed to become the servant of Mensor in exchange for him empowering her. The god of monsters boosted her stats but also evolved her cowkin genetics, enabling her to become an elder minotress—at least for a short time. Betsy believes this new power will finally get Rob’s attention. She is tired of just being his trusted leader of the militia and aims to become the Lord Sheriff of Yonderton’s eighth wife.

Now, all must prepare themselves for the Law that even the gods must abide—the Law of Consequences.

 



Chapter 1 - Escaping Minutiae

 

I paced the halls of my home—or my office, the Sheriff’s office, or whatever it was. I suppose it was properly a lord’s manor, these days. The building kept expanding to meet our needs. It had added extra stories, as well as taking up the surrounding blocks. It was now home to more than a hundred clerks, many of whom fortunately had families of their own, and a similar number of deputies.

Despite missing the goddess who’d brought me to this world, an army of the undead to the east, and enemies to our west who sent arsonists into my city, the thing that daunted me the most was the meeting I needed to have with the human Sheriff from Felina.

Though I’d heard there were other humans on Olimero, he was the first one I had met since Sativa brought me to this world.

I mean, I knew that Sativa had brought other humans here—she’d told me so, herself. I just hadn’t met any of them. And he was pretty much just like a human from Earth from what I could tell.

I didn’t know what to make of him. For now, I had two of my wives interviewing him and the city leaders he had brought with him from Felina. Rava, my mistress of the purse, and Nimeera, our mistress of secrets, were well suited to this sort of work.

I knew Josie was here watching me pace, but she still managed to startle me when she spoke. “You’re going to wear a groove in the floorboards, if you keep that up.”

“I’m not any good at this,” I growled. “There’s a reason I was a cop and not a lawyer. I don’t like talking through issues that everyone claims are so complicated. To me, life seems so much simpler than that—not easy, mind you… but simple.”

My red-haired foxkin wife walked from where she had been leaning against the wall, brushing up against me as she laid her hand on my cheek. “That’s what I love about you, Rob. You see an issue and you just take it head on. You know you’ll have to put in an appearance, but you know you can let your wives handle most of this.”

Her full lips twisted into a wry grin. “Well, some of your other wives can handle this—not me. I’d sooner stab a bureaucrat than talk to them.” She smiled up at me.

I loved her smile in that moment. She made me feel special, and I wanted to do the same for her. Back where I came from, that might have meant buying her flowers or spending a quiet evening with her.

Romance wasn’t the way to Josie’s heart, though. “Hey, wanna do something crazy with me?”

My former deputy stiffened at my suggestion. She was fun and liked to be reckless herself, but she took her duties as Mistress of the Wall seriously—that included feeling that it was her place to protect me.

I turned the tables on her, though, and reached out to take her hand in mine. “Don’t worry love, I said ‘with me’. If you’re there, how much trouble could I get into?”

“So, what is it you want us to do?” Josie still had a suspicious look on her face.

“We could go check on the army of undead,” I suggested.

“Not happening.” She frowned. “You mean the unliving?”

“Not gonna get me to call them that, but we can argue about what to call them later. I’m not going to be distracted by semantics. They are clearly the biggest threat facing us—maybe the greatest threat to all of Olimero. But, I’m not worried about that at the moment. We have scouts out to the east, and Betsy will let us know if anything needs to be done.”

I winked at Josie. “If that’s off the table, then I was thinking about us visiting the settlement in the Untamed Lands.”

She saw right through me—knowing that was what I’d hoped to talk her into all along. “Oh, is that what you want to go do? That should be feasible.” She paused, tapping one finger to her lips. “And on the way there, we can talk about Betsy. You’re treating her just like you did, Daria.”

I started to protest, but then slammed my mouth shut. “Fine. I promise to listen to what you have to say on the subject of Betsy… but not now.”

I cracked my knuckles and then my neck. “Now, I need to go do something. And even if Sativa seems to have disappeared, I did promise her that I’d claim those lands in her name and settle matters with those heretical rebels. You are her handmaiden aren’t you?”

Josie cocked her head sideways. “That isn’t fair, Rob. You know I am.”

“Well then, what do you say? Want to help me crush some rebels and show them the light of Sativa?”

A storm of emotions flickered across her beautiful face. But, in the end, just as I had predicted it would, her expression settled into one of determination with a sly grin. “Fine. I’ll admit it sounds like fun… when do we leave?”

“Right now. Well, just as soon as you tell the rest of your sister-wives what we’re going to go do.”

She growled under her breath. “Oh, the things you get me to do for you…” Still muttering under her breath, she spun on her heel and stalked off to tell the others.

I expected she’d get some resistance, but not as much as I’d have gotten if I tried to tell them I was gallivanting off into the untamed lands. I hated to be arrogant, but I really doubted that I needed any help taking care of a single town. Some of those outlanders were tough, they lived in monster infested territory after all, but it would take a massive army of C-rankers just to come close to being able to compete with me.

Since I’d reached A-rank, there really wasn’t much that could threaten me. The fairy queen, that elder dragon I’d met and, of course, the gods. Beyond that, just about any fight was a cakewalk. Still, having back up wasn’t a bad thing—it didn’t hurt that it kept my wives happy.

I met Josie on the roof after she’d told the others, sprouted my wings, wrapped an arm around her, and leaped into the sky.

She squealed. “We aren’t using potions?”

“Waste not, want not,” I replied. “Who knows when one of you will need them… and I’ve got wings now. There’s no reason to use a potion.” I gave her a wink. “Besides, this way I can hold you tight.”

“It’s not like I didn’t know you had wings, it’s just that I don’t think about it very often. You caught me off guard.”

I leaned my head down and kissed her cheek. “That’s half the fun.”

As we flew through the air, we chatted about life and what was on her mind. I did my best simply to listen. She talked a lot about our daughter, Andrea, but that was to be expected. I had yet to meet a mother—on Earth or on Olimero—who wasn’t focused on her kids.

The miles passed quickly, and soon I saw the town we had visited what seemed like ages ago. I couldn’t even remember what it was called. In fact, I couldn’t remember ever having asked. It seemed like the kind of place that wouldn’t have a name. It was less of a permanent place for anyone to live, really, and more of a way station for monster hunters.

That made it a perfect demonstration of Yonderton’s growing authority—as many of those with power in the Untamed Lands would frequent this place. But even if I was forced to level this place to the rocky spires it perched on, I wouldn’t harm very many—if any—innocents. The key, at least for me, was getting to the bottom of why they kept sending arsonists to burn down buildings in Yonderton.

The information that Nimeera had been able to gather so far suggested that they thought we were a threat to their freedom and independence from Sativa. And, since Yonderton was being attacked from the east, this was the perfect opportunity to hit us while we were weak.

I was going to show them that we were anything but weak. There had to be a price for attacking my family or my city. And they would pay it in full. The thing was, the more I thought about it, the more I realized they might be right in one regard. As that thought went through my head, Josie’s finger poked into my side.

I looked at her like a little boy, embarrassed because he hadn’t cleaned his room. “Oops, I’m sorry. Did I zone out?”

She snorted, but then chuckled. “You could say that. About five minutes ago you stopped responding to what I was saying. I get that I’ve been talking a lot…”

“Let me cut you off right there. This doesn’t have anything to do with you talking too much. I like listening to you—or rather, I liked listening to you. I just got distracted when I saw the town… though I guess it’s more of an outpost. Anyhow, I just got distracted thinking about the situation.”

She patted the side of my face. “I recognized the look on your face. It’s one that I see fairly often. It usually means that you’ve started worrying about something or other that isn’t yours to worry about.”

“I don’t know if I agree with that.” I pursed my lips, my brows drawing together. “Am I really that transparent?”

“It’s not that you’re transparent, it’s that I know you so well.” This time she gave me a light kiss on my cheek. “And that’s only because I love you so much. So tell me about it—I’ve been talking your ear off this entire time. Why don’t you fly around the outpost instead of heading straight to it and tell me what’s bothering you.”

I shifted our flight path to take us south in a wide loop around the outpost as I nodded. “I don’t know that it’s really any one thing in particular. I just started wondering if maybe the outlanders are right to fear us.”

“Outlanders?”

“Yeah, I can’t really say Untamed Landers. That’s way too much of a mouthful for a guy who can’t even say Josephine and prefers to stick with Josie, or Jo Jo.”

She smiled at my comment. My beautiful foxkin always lit up when I called her Jo Jo. It was one of the reasons that I didn’t do it too often. I wanted it to remain special.

“Hmm, perhaps it’s because they think we may conquer them… or force them to change their way of life. We may even annex a good chunk of the Untamed Lands into the Case District.”

“Exactly.”

She shrugged. “Then they should fear us. They pay no respect to the goddess who made them. I could handle it if they served one of the other gods. Though Sativa may be quiet, that doesn’t change the fact that she is responsible for the lives we have here on Olimero. I’m not expecting everyone to go to chapel or attend services or anything.”

She poked me in the side again. “My own husband, her chosen, doesn’t do that. But respect is still due.”

“Even if they aren’t bothering us?”

She arched an eyebrow at me. “They sent people to sabotage or burn down our buildings. They could have—maybe even did—kill some of our people.” Josie had that look on her face that said she thought I was being silly.

“Would they have done that if we weren’t expanding so quickly? I mean, our population is more than twenty times what it was when I arrived here. And I’m sure they’ve heard rumors about what happened in Centrum. Who knows what they’re thinking?”

“That’s just it, Rob. You aren’t responsible for what they're thinking—you’re only responsible for what you do. And it’s a fool's errand to worry about others fearing you for your strength. We should grow as fast as we can. They can either match us or fall in line. That is the way of the world. The Law of Strength is the first law for a reason.”

I grinned. She made it all sound so simple. Hell, maybe it was that simple. Maybe I’d just had a momentary relapse of Earth thinking—thoughts which didn’t really apply to Olimero. Then again, maybe Earth could have used a healthy dose of Olimeran thinking and perhaps a little less whining, in general.

“Okay, you’re right. We certainly aren’t going to slow down anytime soon. So why don’t we see how well they respond to a show of strength? I don’t want to hurt them if it isn’t necessary, but I can’t permit a known threat to persist this close to Yonderton.”

“Right.” Josie nodded. “They can join us or die.”

I cringed a bit inwardly. I really was still attached to too many of Earth principles. Ensuring I had a good grip on my lovely wife, I turned back towards the outpost.

“Here goes, then,” I said. “Hang on and maybe add a healthy amount of flame to our entrance. You know, for effect and all… so we make an appropriate entrance.”

The outpost was built atop a series of rocky plateaus—buttes which allowed monster waves to pass beneath them. Flying a bit higher, I looked down. When I reached a point above the center of the outpost, I sensed many of them staring up at us.

I fed a bit of ki to enhance my senses and triggered Soul Projection. Between the two, I was able to map out every living thing in the outpost. There were only 412 beings there—across a wide range of races.

There were no children, so that was good.

“Light us up,” I instructed. Then, I dove toward the outpost.

Josie started pouring on the flames, surrounding us in a shell of blazing fire. I’m sure they must have thought we looked like a rocket about to crash into them. That is, if any of them had known what a rocket was.

 



Chapter 2 - Meeting Neighbors

 

When we were about to hit the ground, I exercised my powers.

Body Sovereignty

Suddenly the world around me had less influence on my body. It wasn’t enough to allow me to stop all the momentum I’d built up, but it was a good start. The fiery plume that Josie was blasting off all around us must have made us look like a meteor about to strike the ground.

I brought the rest of our momentum to a stop with a powerful ki blast straight into the ground. The streets of the outpost were mostly dirt with a bit of gravel where it usually got muddy. We landed right in the middle of the open-air market. There were shops and bars, of course—as we had experienced when we’d first come here, but these shops were where most of the merchants set up.

It drove home to me how this place was more transitory than a permanent home for anyone. People started running even before we impacted, and that was a good thing. My ki blast sent dirt and rock flying in every direction; combined with the flames, the resulting dust cloud obscured us from sight.

I absorbed the remaining force into my legs, cushioning the landing enough for Josie that she was barely jostled. Even as I landed, I pulled my wings back. They were useful, but they still didn’t feel one hundred percent natural—and in a fight, I wanted to be at my best. It wasn’t like I couldn’t leap far enough to avoid anything they might try to throw at me, even without empowering my legs with ki. Sativa’s ring made sure that I was operating at the level of a comic book superhero back home. It was all a bit unreal.

As soon as we landed, we got incoming. I was half surprised they’d waited this long—I’d expected it a bit sooner. The way we’d appeared so suddenly must have shocked everyone. Blasts of Air, Water, and Earth Mana all hit me around the same time.

These people weren’t push-overs. They couldn’t be and still live here on the frontier. In that moment, a thought hit my mind. Maybe I was going about this all wrong. Waste not, want now needed to be my guiding principle.

Blink Body

I had no doubt that I could survive whatever they threw at us. Josie likely could have, too. She was firmly into the C-ranks now, with her cultivator’s core. Beyond that, she had stats boosted from our bond, as well as from some artifact level items she’d earned from Sativa. Even if she wasn’t durable enough, my Ki Aura spread out to cover her. That would keep her safe.

Still, there was nothing to be gained by letting them think they could hit us at will. With Blink Body I simply shifted us a hundred feet away. In all the confusion, it took them half a dozen seconds to realize where we were. That gave me a chance to pick out the ring leaders of this little defense.

Most of the people here worked in teams, hunting monsters and then selling off the useful parts. They likely served an essential part in the economy of Olimero as a whole. Where we disagreed was simply because they were the type who wanted to be left alone—and who rejected the gods in general and the goddess Sativa, in particular.

Perhaps we could come to an understanding.

The first group that caught my eyes was a team of orcs with a foxkin caster and an elven mage in their center. Clearly the orcs were the muscle, with a one-eyed orc serving as their leader. The foxkin hurled blasts of air at the space where we had been just moments before, while the elven mage remained strangely inactive. I couldn’t tell just by feel what their magic was, but if I had to guess… then it was most likely something more exotic.

Then there was a trio of hunters—a wolfkin, a cowkin, and a monkeykin. The wolfkin seemed to be the leader, wielding a spear which gave off an aura of magic. The cowkin was a mage of some sort, though I couldn’t say what kind, and the monkeykin used his magic to rip up chunks of earth. He hurled them at where we had just been.

The final group that attacked us were all women—unlike the others. The first two groups were mixed genders, which was odd given the gender ratios in Olimero, but so be it. These final three were hawkkin, and each wore quality leather armor. Two carried spears and one a bow. The archer blasted water at our former location while the other two scanned the area to see where we’d gone.

One of the hawkkin women was the first to see us. She started to shout, but I couldn’t have that.

“Play it safe,” I ordered Josie. “Don’t kill any of them if we don’t have to. I want to turn this into a recruiting mission, if possible.”

I all but spat the words out, counting on our bond to convey the meaning. Now, I just needed to make a good pitch to my future employees. With that thought in mind, I streaked across the ground faster than any of them were likely able to follow.

My shoulder went into the gut of the hawkkin who was about to give away our location. Air exploded from her lungs as she was flung backward. Before either of her teammates could respond, I swept the legs of one before rising abruptly with an upper cut that took the other off her feet.

My punch knocked her unconscious. If this had been Earth, I would have worried about death or a traumatic brain injury. I was pulling my punches, though, and the people of Olimero were made of much sterner stuff. I slammed back down on one knee, punching the hawkkin I had swept off her feet in the temple. She was unconscious a second later.

One team down and two more to go.

The one-eyed orc and his crew started to move in on Josie, but I needed to trust her to take care of herself. I would be there to back her up in a few seconds anyhow—I might as well let her have some fun, too.

Flames met Air as Josie pushed the foxkin mage back while his muscle came at her. Her twin blades were out faster than you could blink and she danced amongst the orcs. Sometimes I forgot that, while they were weak compared to me, my bonds had stats which were quite literally broken—my wives were OP, even by Olimeran standards.

Blink Body

I appeared in the midst of the second trio and slapped the monkeykin hard enough to make her spin around twice before she crashed to the ground like a sack of potatoes. “Didn’t anyone teach you it isn’t nice to throw rocks?” I growled.

Okay, maybe it was too much to throw some not-so-witty banter into the mix while fighting, but I couldn’t help myself. This was easy, and I was aiming more for effect than effective—cocky served my purposes. I grabbed the spear from the wolfkin as he tried to whip it around and into my side. It clearly was not an ideal weapon to use against someone already inside your guard.

When I grabbed it, I felt a powerful electrical current go through me. Hmm… I bet that came in handy when monster hunting—stunning them before moving in for the kill. To my A-ranked, ki-forged body it felt like little more than a tickle. The wolfkin’s eyes went wide as I yanked his spear away from him. Rather than break it, since it was a valuable item, I simply threw it out of reach.

Then, I turned my focus on the cowkin. He wore plate armor all over his body and had the look of someone who was used to taking a hit. I batted his large mace out of the way with a simple back hand and then moved in to grab him. Best to show him that I was better at that than he was.

He grinned when I did. “Now you gone and done it,” he mumbled. “You can’t move me.”

I felt mana swirl around him, but it was a type of mana I’d never experienced before. I pushed against him but, to my shock, he didn’t budge.

He snorted. “Told ya so. You may be all badass but ain’t no one born who can move me. Even if the goddess herself showed up, she couldn’t move me. I’m Unmovable.

There was something about the way he said it which made me realize what was going on. He had a very rare or even unique type of mana which tapped into a universal concept. Given enough time and training, he’d go far with a foundation like that.

Still, it riled me up. I was Indomitable. My universal concept didn’t control me—or at least, I tried not to let it control me—but it raged within me. I would not be stopped.

“You know what happens when an irresistible force meets an unmovable object?” I asked.

He wasn’t all that bright. But then again, he was a cowkin. “Huh?”

“So eloquent,” I teased as I tsked with a click of my tongue.

Then, I surged forward. Ki filled my limbs and the plateau we were on started to tremble. The merchants carts and stands began to shake. Their goods fell everywhere.

Someone screamed, “Earthquake!”  

Cracks spread like a spiderweb from the spot where the two of us battled. The ground was impacted in such a way that every few seconds we sank down another foot or two into it. We were creating a crater just by the force we released in our battle.

We were almost like the surrogates for two metaphysical concepts—two concepts that each refused to lose. Well, winning was a forgone conclusion for me. I could do this all day and on through the rest of the week, but he would soon run out of mana.

That was the problem with a cowkin caster. Those stupid racial stat caps placed severe limits on him. But I wasn’t content to win by him running out of gas. No, I wanted to prove that nothing could resist my will.

I hadn’t come here expecting to have a break through—but, sure enough, that was what I aimed for now. It wasn’t so much that it was in my mind as much as that was the natural outcome anytime that I trained with this much focus. I spun out the gravity mana byproduct inside of me, slowing the flow of time around me. It spread out around us and soon it seemed like everyone else was standing still while the two of us struggled. I even fed some raw mana back into the cowkin to keep him in the game. It wouldn’t be as good as his Unmoving Mana, but it would keep him in the fight for a bit longer.

I needed that time to exert my will. My power swelled and I could sense the universe around me with my soul. My soul reached out until I could sense the life force of everyone around us. This level of awareness was rare.

No, it was not rare… this was a first for me.

My physical senses told me so much about the world. Having an expanded sense of touch had been odd when I’d first experimented with it, but by now it felt second nature. This, however, was something more than that.

I felt the mana which made up this world just like I felt the ki within me. Energy was everything. And I had all I needed for this task. Still, I could feel myself touching more than that.

There was an intangible essence that I couldn’t quite quantify behind all the energy. I talked freely about souls—I was a Soul Builder, for goodness’ sake—but just like on Earth, I think the concept of a soul was a bit too esoteric for me.

I was a body cultivator. That was how I had developed my power. Even my mind core was but an extension of my body. Everything began with that. Except, what if it didn’t?

What if there was something which existed beyond energy as I understood it? Something which couldn’t simply be broken down into raw energy. I felt like I was on the brink of understanding something critical.

A vast weight pressed against my mind. It felt like the universe itself was trying to crush me, that I wasn’t supposed to know the answer to this question. Or maybe, I wasn’t even supposed to know this question existed, let alone to have asked it.

All that did, of course, was trigger more of Indomitable. I felt myself growing more entrenched by the moment. I would know… I had to know… I couldn’t stop until I knew.

Even with the time distortion, the very air around me began to shake. The plateau started trembling and it felt like reality itself might shatter. I was reminded of that place where I had met Old Scratch. He’d told me that surrender had been the only way I could escape. And, in a sense, he’d been right.

For now, though, I needed to push. Grayness swirled around us and the world became a muted version of itself.

“Wh… what?! What have you done?” the cowkin asked.

The problem was, I didn’t know quite what I’d done.

 



Chapter 3 - Seeing Deeper

 

As reality rippled around me, I began to wonder if I had perhaps pushed too hard. But then, that inner confidence that came with my universal concept swelled within me. I couldn’t afford doubt. Fear might be the mind killer, as an old book I’d read said—but for me though, it wasn’t ever fear that threatened to unman me.

Doubt, though, could be a shackle. I had to own who I was. I was that guy who kept pushing—who never quit. It didn’t mean that I stopped caring about others around me, it just meant that I wasn’t one who could live with failure. Then, it happened.

A notification sprang up in my mind. That was nothing new, except that it was. Every other notification I’d received had a certain feel to it. There were those that came from the gods and those that came from the system—whatever that might be. Sometimes these notifications could be ignored, while at other times, they practically shouted in my head.

This one was different. It was little more than a whisper—I almost didn’t hear it in the midst of battle. But as soon as I stopped to listen to it, everything stopped. This wasn’t like the time compression that I was used to. No, this was like I was suddenly nowhere and yet everywhere, all at once.

Your connection to Indomitable has deepened. The process of shaping your own place in the universe has begun, rather than merely relying upon another concept.

The path to S-rank is both infinitely complex and exquisitely simple. Free will exists, even in the presence of that which IS. You were brought to this point for all the wrong reasons by those who should have known better, but still, here you are.

I’m proud of you, but the choice must be yours.

Accept an aspect of infinity? ‘Yes’ or ‘No’

Warning: To do so is to set yourself upon the path of ascension far beyond what you currently understand. You will either fail or not—but it will be yours to own.

I had no idea what that meant. Well, perhaps I had some ideas, but no way to know which of my ideas might be true. My mind raced in this single frozen instant.

“Yes,” I declared. “I want to become more.”

Rather than becoming more… become what you were always meant to be. Become yourself… FULLY yourself.

I felt a burning pain and got a system notification about it, but pushed the notification away without even having to try. The problem was that reality still seemed to be unraveling around me. I pushed. I pulled. I used every type of mana byproduct I had in me. I even tried to stabilize the growing cracks with my ki. Nothing worked.

The cracks ran deeper than the ground. They filled the sky and cut into the mana swirling around me and the cowkin. I saw one crack spreading straight towards where Josie was frozen in a dance of swords with a pair of orcs.

No! That couldn’t happen.

“Help me,” I wailed. The cry was one of desperation. I just felt like that set of notifications came from a God—and not the supposedly divine beings I interacted with, and had even fought. It came from something which seemed to care. Someone who could actually help.

Free will is a double-edged blade, yet you were brought to this point before you were ready.

So be it.

Know that the liar lied… which comes as no surprise. Surrender and confidence go hand in hand. Be yourself, which will be both a type of surrender and a type of domination.

Step forth and inherit the infinite.

Then the cracks in reality all disappeared, as though they had never been there. They were seared into my mind, though—otherwise, I might have worried that I’d imagined it all. Then, it came to me.

The astral plane, that was what this place was. I didn’t know how I knew that word; maybe Old Scratch had told me. But my insistence on pushing against that which was meant to be unmovable had caused cracks to form in this plane of existence, which allowed the astral plane to leak in here.

Such was not meant to be.

I was a child playing with power that I couldn’t begin to comprehend; now I knew that. Yet rather than feeling judged, I felt free. The infinite had smiled down upon me and given me the chance to finish this.

I found myself still locked in a wrestling grapple with the cowkin. He was locked in place. Trying to move the unmovable had nearly ripped reality apart. It might have turned out okay… might being the operative word.

I had no idea, though, who that had been. Who had spoken to me? I didn’t even know what an aspect of infinity was. But whatever it was, it didn’t sound bad.

Now, I just had to beat this guy without giving up—because that wasn’t me. I just didn’t have to be such a brute about it. That was giving in to my universal concept and letting Indomitable lead me by the nose. It was, frankly, foolish to do so when I had so many other tools at my disposal.

So, just for a moment, I surrendered and stopped trying to move him. For just that second as I let go, I felt that oneness with everything around me return. My Soul stat was up to 244 but with a Synergy of 142, it gave me an effective Soul stat of 590.

No wonder, I was experiencing the world differently. I could sense the cowkin’s fear. This cowkin wasn’t afraid of dying, though. He was afraid of failing his friends. He considered himself stupid, but his two companions had taken him in, anyway. They’d made him part of their team, and he’d give his life a dozen times over if he could for them.

I could respect that. It helped me to see things differently. And just like that, my Soul Core started to spin in my gut just above my groin. It still wobbled, but even that was so much more than it had ever done before. Pain rippled through my channels as a third core started to share in the cycling of my ki.

I hadn’t experienced agony like this since the gods of Olimero had remade my ki-forged body. Somehow, this felt even worse than that.  

Soul Core Formation has reached 33%.

Aspect of infinity detected… 1% to S-rank.

Rank growth will be accelerated 200%.

Initial bonus of +50 skill ups may be distributed as you wish.

That was beyond interesting, but I was in the middle of a fight. I shifted and adapted. There was more than one way for me to be indomitable.

Soul Builder

The trait was meant to be productive rather than destructive, but that didn’t mean demolition wasn’t a critical part of construction. In this case, my vastly more powerful soul manifested as a crushing weight upon my cowkin opponent’s soul. In that instant, he passed out. The loss of consciousness was almost immediate. If I hadn’t been expecting it, I would have been thrown forward when his resistance suddenly stopped. Instead, I managed to catch the cowkin before he could collapse and lower him to the ground.

With my Soul Projection as improved as it was, I had not only a greater awareness of the battlefield, but also a deeper appreciation of the whole situation. The rest of the fighting had stopped. Josie at least had the presence of mind to back up so that the orcs couldn’t surround her, but everyone else was looking around—still trying to determine what had happened.

Not a one of them knew just how close they had all come to being completely obliterated. I still had a great deal to learn, but I was certain that if there had been a blending of Olimero and the astral plane, that it would have caused massive destruction—on anywhere from a regional to a planetary-wide scale.

I couldn’t decide if it would simply have destroyed the outpost, the mountain range that stretched to our north, or the entire continent.

With that deeper understanding came one simple thought. This was not a fight between equals. I sucked in a deep breath and allowed half of my Parallel Mind to check out my updated notifications while the other half took stock of the situation around me.

Blink Body +1

Soul Projection +2

Soul Builder +1

Your Ki Forged Body has been further refined by exposure to first the astral plane for a second time while still in the A rank and then doubly so by exposure to an aspect of infinity.

Ki Forged Body +10

Cultivation Grade reached A5.

+10 to all stats

A-Rank Body Fortification: 74%

That was more than I’d expected, but I didn’t bother dwelling on it. Now wasn’t the time to distribute my skill ups or anything like that—although fifty skill levels all at once seemed pretty extreme. Instead, I transitioned the part of my mind which was reading notifications to trying to come up with the perfect sales pitch.

The other part of my mind now had a good grasp on what was happening. Except for the three groups which I had originally engaged, the others had all run into the various buildings surrounding the market—not that it would have provided them with any protection from an inter-dimensional explosion. Even the greedy merchants had left their goods behind, which told me the truth about how much they valued their lives.

The orcs with their elf and foxkin mages were the only ones still standing. The elven man whispered something into the ear of the one-eyed orc. I suppose that he meant for it to be a secret, but it was hard to keep such things from me—even before this latest expansion of my abilities. If my awareness had been high before, it was off the charts now.

I almost groaned because I realized my wives were not going to be thrilled about me becoming even more aware of everything around me. Maybe I could find a way to rein it in so that they could still surprise me.

“We can’t beat him,” the elf whispered.

The orc grunted. Orcish honor was well known throughout all of Olimero. He looked back at his mage. “Do your thing. If we lose to him, we’ll either be dead or slaves.”

“It won’t stop him. He must truly be an A-rank being… yet I don’t sense any mana in him.”

“Do it,” the orc demanded.

I had been inclined to just make them an offer of peace and then negotiate a deal. But once again, the people of Olimero acted differently than I would have liked. With his orcish pride, trying to talk my way out of a fight would only be seen as an indication that I was tired and didn’t want to keep fighting. That would be like chum in the water before sharks.

I needed to end this quickly. Still, I had such an upper hand that I could afford to make the offer all the same. “What if it didn’t have to?”

Elf and orc alike turned to stare at me. The others had already been staring at me, while Josie had been slowly making her way around to my side. Knowing my fiery wife, she’d have preferred to keep fighting, but she also didn’t want to be in the way in case I led off with a broader attack. Once again, I was humbled by this great woman who’d elected to be with me.

The orc leader barked, “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Just what I said. You mentioned to your friend that if I defeat you, then you’ll either be dead or enslaved. I simply noted that it didn’t have to be that way.”

His tusked mouth hung open for a second. “You heard that?”

“Well… obviously. You’ll find that there isn’t much that I miss. Now, I’m betting that you still want to fight.” I grinned at him. “One of my wives is an orc, my chief deputy is an orc, and my best friend is an orc, so I have some idea of how you view the world. But I wanted to give you a chance to end this without dying or becoming my slaves. If I wanted it so, you’d already be dead. So, why not give talking a chance?”

The elf and orc looked at one another. This time they didn’t use words, but some meaning passed between them with that look.

I couldn’t read their minds, but I found that my new level of awareness conveyed a great deal of information to me, even from that one shared look.

The elf wanted him to talk, but the orc still wanted to fight. Eventually, though, the elf stepped back and the orc trembled. He felt betrayed. Being this attuned to the emotions of other beings was frankly unnerving.

Then, he turned back to me. “If you really understand orcs, then you’d give us a fighting chance. I’ll fight your foxkin in single combat. If she wins, then we’ll listen to your proposal; if I win then you agree to leave the Untamed Lands forever.”

I laughed. “I can’t agree to that. You aren’t really offering me anything, and I’m supposed to cede you the entire Untamed Lands? No. While I’m confident that Lady Case will kick your ass, I’m not going to make a bad deal... I’ve made too many of those in the past.”

“Fine, then use whatever human magic you have and smite me,” he growled, “but I will never die on my knees.”

A part of me wanted to force him to bow, just because I knew I could, but that would have been petty.

“You really need to work on your negotiating skills. You didn’t even wait for my counteroffer, but I’ll give it to you all the same. If Lady Case defeats you, then you agree to listen to my proposal. If you like it, then you can accept. If not, then you and anyone else who doesn’t want to agree has to leave this outpost—whatever it’s called—because I’m claiming it.

“If, on the other hand you win, then I’ll agree not to enter the Untamed Lands for five years. That is, unless there are more arson or sabotage attempts sent against me or mine by the people here.”

“What… only five years? So basically, you’re asking us to just accept a short cease fire?”

“Well, we are still negotiating the details, aren’t we?” I replied.

“Then I want it to be for a hundred years.”

“I’ll give you ten.”

“Fifty,” he barked back.

“Twenty years; that’s my final offer.”

“Fine. Although, I don’t know what kind of man lets a woman do his fighting for him.” He glared at me, but with a smirk on his face like I had just given him everything he ever wanted.

Oh well, he’d soon learn that when you played with fire, you got burned.

 



Chapter 4 - Dual Cultivation for the Win

 

After we agreed that the duel would happen in half an hour, the one-eyed orc—who identified himself as Tanin—went into the inn with his party. I guess they thought that would keep me from listening in on what they were saying. Maybe it would have, if I had tried, but something told me that if I focused on my soul stat, I’d be able to sense a butterfly’s wings beating on the other side of the outpost.

I had a lot to think about, but right now my focus was on Josie. I couldn’t help grinning as I saw her bouncing from one foot to the other. The bond already told me that she was thrilled I’d picked her for this opportunity.

She hadn’t said anything about it, but I could sense how excited she was. My grin was because I could only imagine how a wife on Earth, a new mother at that, would have reacted to the idea of her husband nominating her for a duel. I hadn’t even asked her, but I knew it wasn’t necessary.

In fact, when she saw my grin she snorted. “Let me guess… you’re just marveling that I’m excited about this duel.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Guilty as charged.” I seemed to say that a lot more often these days. It seems I wasn’t the only one whose perception had increased.

She rolled her eyes. “Don’t be like that. You handled it perfectly. You treated me as your wife, your deputy, and your Mistress of the Wall. You’re probably asking yourself if you should have at least checked with me telepathically to see if I was okay with this, but most husbands can’t do that. What kind of broken world would we have if a wife didn’t support her husband on important decisions like this?

“What’s more,  you know that I can take him and I know that I can take him. You would never have agreed to this if you didn’t believe in me. That’s why I’m so thrilled about this.” She poked me in the arm. “And besides, I’ve been cooped up while I’ve been pregnant for… well, it feels like forever. It’s time I got a chance to cut loose a bit. I promise to at least try not to kill him.”

I pulled her in close and embraced her. It was a mutual thing, built upon our understanding of one another. As messed up as this might be by Earth standards, I had just been the perfect husband in her eyes.

“Okay, but we shouldn’t underestimate them.”

“Really, Rob?”

“Humor me, okay? The elf has some big trick up his sleeve which he thinks can take out a B-ranked existence. So we are gonna buff you up as much as possible. Show me the gear that Mursha and Rava enchanted for you, please. I’d like to double check it.”

She winked at me, knowing that this was a stretch for me and so the least she could do for me was accommodate my nervousness.

Bracers of Gravitational Deflection - These bracers are filled with a combination of Gravity Mana and Research Mana. They will help the wearer precisely deflect incoming strikes and can be activated to increase the impact of an attack. They grant the skill: Defensive Fighting. The bracers are specially built to be able to expand with the user.

Passive Boosts:

Defensive Fighting +10 

Strength: +10

Active Ability: Mini-Meteor Strike - Add the gravity fueled impact of a miniature meteor to your blow. May be fused with Fire Mana for even greater effect. May be used twice before incurring a two-hour cool-down.

 

Breastplate of Distortion - This chest piece is a combination of small mithril plates attached to a reinforced leather gambeson made from granite shrike hide. It is specially built to be able to grow with the user. It combines the power of Space Mana with Physical Enhancement Mana.

Passive Boosts:

Strength +5

Agility +10

Durability +5

Active Ability: Disruption Field - The user appears to be just slightly out of place from where they actually are, as space is distorted around them. 

Duration: 1 minute

Cool-down: 5 minutes

Mursha and Rava had certainly done their part to ensure Josie had top notch protection. I considered enhancing both objects with Ki—I just felt that I understood everything so much more deeply now. Still, I didn’t want to risk damaging her armor right before a duel. I put off the idea of infusing my ki into them for another time and place.

That said, I still had some potions I could give her. When I pulled them out, she frowned and said, “No. That would be cheating.”

I scowled and shook my head, but she folded her arms and started tapping her foot while her tail stopped moving and stuck nearly straight up in a rigid form. I knew what that look meant. Rather than telling her she was being stubborn, I reached out with Soul Projection.

This use of it was still new, but I was able to decipher some of their intent. What I caught was enough to make my eyes go wide. That was a truly impressive power. I’d scoffed when he’d said it could take down a B-ranker, but now I was pretty sure he wasn’t overselling it at all.

“You’re either wearing Sativa’s ring or you’re taking the potions,” I growled. “This is not up for discussion. The elf really does have a special ability. He has Merger Mana, and he has apparently discovered how to borrow some of the stats from each member of their team and give them all to their leader. I get the sense that his stats are going to probably be triple what they were before. That will make him a solid B-rank threat. We’re lucky he can’t simply combine flat stat numbers.”

Josie’s confident façade slipped for just a second. If I didn’t know her so well, I might have missed it. As it was, I knew that she understood the danger I described. “Fine, I’ll take the potions, but only right before the fight.”

“Fair enough, but I’m beginning to wonder if that’s going to be enough. You’ve only recently started cultivating, so it hasn’t had a chance to truly enhance you.”

“You could always help me cultivate,” she said with a saucy wink.

“Gladly, but that takes time. In fact, we should have started doing that already. I’m going to need to allot some time each day to cultivate with the group of you who have mana cores.”

She pressed herself up against me again. “I was thinking about something more intimate, something a bit more… hands on.”

I grinned. “You’re talking about the technique that Rava got from Telmorra? We haven’t tried it out, so I don’t really know how well it works. Even the goddess warned her that it might not work since I’m not a declared follower of Telmorra.”

“Right, but you are a follower of Sativa. You’re her chosen representative and wearing a ring she gifted you, in the hope you’d become her consort.”

I pinched the bridge of my nose. “Which I won’t be doing.”

“Yes, yes, we’ve talked about that. But you know I’m fine with it and Lina is more than fine with it. My goddess wants you, Rob—and I can’t blame her.” She trailed her hand down my chest. “You’re already doing what she wants on this world. If she wants more from you, though, she’ll have to convince you herself.”

Josie scowled as she muttered under her breath, “especially since she up and disappeared.”

I looked around. A few of the people were peeping out of windows and doors, trying to decide if it was safe to come back outside. I yelled at the inn. “Tanin, we’re going to head out of town, but we’ll be back before the thirty minutes is up.”

Then I grabbed Josie, wrapped her up in my Ki Aura and triggered Blink Body in single leap. I could travel almost six miles in one teleport these days. I laughed as we appeared a couple miles outside of the outpost in the only location I could visualize clearly. Something about the pair of trees before us had stuck in my mind.

“Give me a second,” I said, “I need to use a reward that I was granted earlier.”

She looked at me strangely but didn’t say anything.

Then I turned my focus inward once more. There, in the back of my mind—separate yet still a part of me—I found a tiny prismatic mass of… something. To be blunt, I wasn’t sure what it was made of. It wasn’t mana, and I couldn’t see anyway to break it down. It didn’t look like a soul and it definitely wasn’t ki, but I still felt a connection to it.

The only thing that came to my mind as I inspected it was: An Unrealized Aspect of Infinity.

Hmm…

As I probed it with my mind, I didn’t really learn anything more about it, but I immediately knew how to use the gift it represented. It somehow consisted of raw creative power and could basically be used rewrite any aspect of me. Fortunately, it was wholly willing to do as I instructed it.

For now, I only used four out of the fifty charges it contained and boosted Blink Body up to level 20 . Now, I could teleport ninety-nine point three miles with a single teleport.

Triggering it, instantly Josie and I found ourselves back in our bedroom. I wobbled in place for just an instant—that had been a much greater drain on my power than any prior use of Blink Body. That only made sense, when I thought about it.

But I recovered in a single second. Hopefully, with practice, I’d be able to boost the skill and make even greater jumps. This power really was broken. I just needed to take the time to think through the best way to utilize it.

Just then, Josie drove all thoughts from my mind. Pressing her hands against my chest, she shoved me back onto the bed.

I grinned at her enthusiasm.

“We’ve only got twenty-four minutes before we have to be back there,” I reminded her as I watched her strip out of her greaves, faulds, and breeches.

“You’ve never needed that long before,” she replied.

“What? Are you calling me a minute man?” I asked in mock protest.

She locked her lips onto mine with a kiss, which would have taken my breath away—if I still needed to breathe, that is.

“As if. I’ve been on the receiving end from you far too many times to ever think that, but Rava said that attaining a state of physical oneness is essential for the technique. I just hope that Lina doesn’t come rushing in. She has some way of always telling when any of us are with you.”

“I’m using my Ki Aura to block out anyone from sensing we're here,” I admitted. “We’ll have as much privacy as possible.”

Her hands fumbled with my belt, seeking access to Little Rob. A curious look flickered across her face as she asked, “You can do that?”

When I started to explain, she just shook her head. “You know what, I don’t care—at least not right now. You can tell me all about it later. For now, I want this.” She pulled my rapidly stiffening member from my pants. “I want us to be one, and I want you to cultivate through me.”

The throes of passion only lasted a fraction of the time we usually spent enjoying one another. I honestly didn’t know how long the technique was going to take, but I knew that Rava had stressed that intimacy was key.

Well, Josie did her best to be as closely connected to me as possible… repeatedly. When she finally collapsed on my chest, I knew that it might have been fast and furious, but something about the urgency of the moment had made it extra satisfying.

It probably didn’t hurt that I just felt so much more attuned to everything around me.

As we shuddered together, I pulled mana into me—or rather, into my cores. I spun it first through my body core, then my mind core, and finally my still forming soul core. Once I had them all spinning, I returned my focus to a still quaking Josie.

I smiled. I had questioned whether or not I was ready to try this technique when Rava first revealed it the other day. I’d claimed I was too busy to devote time and energy to trying something new. But now, I knew that all that had kept me busy of late wasn’t so much a distraction—I just hadn’t been ready. Whatever had changed in me, I was now able to see the world differently.

That included how I saw Josie. She was still my gorgeous foxkin wife with a fiery temper, but I saw her core now. Not just because I was probing it, but because I could see how Sativa had activated it. It seemed so intuitive, now. I knew immediately that forming cores for any of my other wives would be much easier moving forward.

What was important now, though, was that I added her core to the circuit I’d made and began to draw mana through it. Her take on the world was different. At first, her core simply pulled in the mana of the word and converted it to Fire and Growth Mana. It made perfect sense—that was the way her power was set up, but I was going to bypass that. I knew all mana was, at its core, simply energy. She might only be able to utilize it in a couple of ways, but there was no reason for me to be so limited.

I was a body cultivator. In light of everything that had happened, it seemed like I needed to constantly remind myself of that fact. Control over my body was the foundation of my power and her mana core was part of her body—which, because of our bond, was part of my body.

The connection we shared was enough, and that was all that I needed.

Warning: You are attempting to introduce mana in an incompatible form into the core of Josephine Case.

The system message pushed into my mind, but I shoved it aside. I was confident this would work.

Josie trembled. Her core shook, but my ki reinforced it. A host of my abilities activated.

Soul Projection pushed me into her spiritually, just as much as I was inside her physically. Soul Builder and Ki Infusion allowed me to reinforce her core and strengthen it.

Then I saw it.

There were limits on her core. She was supposed to struggle in order for it to grow. For a moment, I questioned whether I should expand her core without making her work through those limits, herself. In the end, I decided that Josie and I were one—our very souls were bonded to one another—so I pushed.

Soul Bond with Josephine Case has evolved.

Soul Bond becomes Singular Soul Bond.

You will both enhance one another.

I almost missed the notification as a wave of change swept through me. No… through us, as the oneness we shared became even closer. Now, her core spun in time with my three cores, which were all cycling mana blended with ki faster than I’d ever done before. The connection made it impossible for me to identify where she stopped and I began—and I couldn’t care less.

The only reason I ended the cycling was because the part of my Parallel Mind which I had set to keep an eye on the clock, so to speak, warned me that we only had three minutes left to get dressed and back to the outpost.

It was both sublime and painful and I pulled out of her physically and spiritually. Our union ended, but a notification popped up showing how we were both forever changed. We scrambled to pull our clothes and Josie’s armor back on as I read the notification.

You have reached the second level of a Soul Bond.

Caution: Going any further might end your individuality.

Because the basis for this was your unique body cultivation, your bodies now share as much as your souls do.

Each of you will now share 10% of the other’s stats.

Josephine Case should not be able to obtain a Synergy Stat, but as she is one with you, she shares your universal concept. This does not make you her patron, but she has been elevated to become one with you.

Josephine Case’s cultivation level has dramatically evolved because of this singular moment. Future sessions will have much more limited impact.

 

Cultivation Grade: C0

C-Rank Mana Fortification: 99%

Dual Core: Fire and Growth Mana – now compatible with base mana.

When I finished reading through the notification, all I could say was, “Wow.”

 



Chapter 5 - Stats 1.0

 

 

This update includes all of the gear which has been enchanted for the team by Mursha and Rava. They drew upon many of the team to gather the necessary mana types needed to empower each piece of enchanted gear. Any items which have not already been mentioned in the book so far will have their full description given in this stat sheet.

 

Robert (Rob) Case

Stats: (with gear)

Strength: 447 (460)

Agility: 351  (368)

Durability: 482 (490)

Magic: 402  (414)

Soul: 254  (259)

Synergy: 152  (154)

 

Aspect of Infinity (Unrealized)

46/50 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: A5

A-Rank Body Fortification: 74%

 

Soul Core Formation: 33%

By-Product Manipulation: 99%

 

Concept: INDOMITABLE

 

Skills:

Alchemy 83

Ranged Combat: 101

Melee Combat: 116

Telepathy: 87 

Mana Fusion: 99

Ki-Forged Body: 32

Ki-Aura: 18

Ki Slice: 37

Ki Infusion: 60

Toxic Resistance: 114

Elemental Resistance: 50

Soul Builder: 56

Soul Resistance: 31

Soul Projection: 57

Parallel Mind: 21

Blink Body: 20

Body Sovereignty: 19

Flight: 87

Tracking: 55

Blacksmithing: 54

Dancing: 9

 

 

Traits:

Swarm - Doppelganger

Protector - Den Mother

 

Bonds:

 

(Wife) Josie - Aptitude with melee combat increased by 25%. Innate understanding and ability to gain levels in this skill have increased accordingly.

 

(Wife) Rava - Alchemy skill will increase 25% faster. Access to shadow aspect for body cultivation.

 

(Wife) Lina - Responsiveness to Healing mana in all forms is increased by 25%. Healing affects all further acts, increasing base healing rate for a limited time after healing is concluded.

 

(Wife) Daria - Ranged melee combat skill will increase 25% faster.

 

(Wife) Mursha - Attunement to Olimero increased by 25% The meaning of this will reveal itself over time.

 

(Wife) Nimeera - Benefit hijacked by Korkanis. Shadow Mana infused into body but conversion to shadow flesh denied. Net result is 500% accelerated regeneration.

 

(Wife) Sema - Unbonded at this time

 

Children:

Robbie (Lina)

Sarah (Daria)

Andrea (Josie)

Caleb (Mursha)

Kitt (Nimeera)

Nosis (Rava)

Sophia (Rava)

 

Sentient Gear:

Bargon’s Slice (Longsword)

Rock (Stone Horse, Companion/Pet)

 

Gear:

Ring of Immutable Virtue

Armored Vest of Protection

Helm of Protection

Short sword of Accuracy

Bow of Adaptive Power

Quiver with 30 explosive arrows (replenishes)

Stone Horse Talisman

High Quality Fighting Stick

Shocking Dagger

Spatial storage belt

Gloves of Dual Need

Spatial Bag

Bargon’s Slice

Taunting Whistle

Mana Well: 0/500

Mactosh Rifle (200 rounds)

Mactosh Shotgun (200 mixed shells)

A Wife’s Price (Shield)

Null Magic Rod (1x Charge)


Cloak of Obscurity - Crafted from the silk of a giant trap spider with mithril fibers spun and woven into it, this cloak provides excellent protection while also being imbued with Emotion Mana to cause others to look away or not be interested in the wearer.

 

Passive Boosts:  Those who the wearer doesn’t want to notice them will be 80% less likely to notice them and if noticed will be 80% less likely to be interested.

AGI +15

 

Active Ability: Sneak Attack - For 10 seconds, the target will be nearly unable to sense the wearer at all. 


Boots of Mass Stomp - These boots are enhanced by Gravity Mana so that they will inflict far greater damage than normal. Weight can be increased up to 50 times for a period of up to 5 seconds at a time. After 5 uses the cool down is 10 minutes.

 

Passive Boosts:

STR +10

DUR +5

 

_______

 

Josephine (Josie) Case  

Stats (with gear):

Strength: 130 (175)

Agility: 171  (206)

Durability: 81 (129)

Magic: 126  (166)

Soul: 49  (74)

Synergy: 16 (31) 

 

Cultivation Grade: C0

C-Rank Mana Fortification: 99%

Dual Core: Fire and Growth Mana, compatible with raw mana

 

Skills:

Ranged Combat: 79

Melee Combat: 148

Defensive Fighting: 10

Dual Wield: 139

Critical Strike: 56

Precision Strike: 71

Manipulation Resistance: 20

 

Shared Universal Concept: INDOMITABLE

 

Title:

Handmaiden of Sativa

 

Gear:

Heirloom swords (belonged to her father)

- modified to: The Faithful Daughter

Dual Sheaths of the Last Floor

Bracers of Gravitational Deflection

Breastplate of Distortion

Belt Knife

Bracers of Gravitational Disruption

Breastplate of Distortion

Leather armor

Wedding Ring

Potions of Flight (x2)

Mana Potions (x6)

Deputy Badge

 

_______

 

Rolina (Lina) Case

Stats:

Strength: 98

Agility: 144

Durability: 80

Magic: 125

Soul: 49

 

Cultivation Grade: D2

D-Rank Mana Fortification: 10%

Dual Core: Healing and Wither Mana

 

Skills:

Administration: 92

Cooking: 111

Sewing: 41

Shopping: 78

First Aid: 101

Melee Combat: 48

Seduction: 29

Sever Magic: 55

 

Gear:

A Mother’s Love (Cleaver)

Apron

Skirt and Blouse

Belt Knife

Chief Clerk’s Insignia

Spatial Pouch

Wedding Ring

Potions of Flight (x2)

Mana Potions (x6)

 

Scheduling Tablet - This enchanted tablet allows the user to negotiate between various interested parties and provides reminders. Boosts persuasiveness by 50%.and provides other perks.

 

Passive Boosts:

Magic +15

Soul: +5

 

Active Ability: Quickie - Distorts time around you to turn a single minute into thirty minutes.

Cool-down: 1 day

 

Sandals of Cushion - Using primarily Air Mana, this enchanted footwear brings both comfort and increased mobility to the wearer.

 

Passive Boosts:

Agility: +20

Movement Speed: +70%

 

Active Ability: Air Walk- walk upon the air as though it were solid ground. Use is limited to up to 15 minutes out of every 24-hour period.

 

_______

 

Rava Case

Stats:

Strength: 53

Agility: 90

Durability: 69

Magic: 155

Soul: 59

 

Cultivation Grade: D2

D-Rank Mana Fortification: 5%

Dual Core: Research and Arcane Mana

 

Skills:

Alchemy 141

Ranged Combat: 53

Melee Combat: 29

Research: 110

Business Administration: 132

Negotiations: 108

Sewing: 23

Cooking: 14

Seduction: 42

Deceit: 79

Stealth: 48

Enchanting: 55

 

Gear:

Cauldron

Alchemy Tools

Inscribing Tool

Potion Bandolier (spatial)

Belt Knife

Short Sword

Clerk’s Badge

Wedding Ring

Wide variety of Potions

 

Ki Infused Cauldron - The metal of this cauldron has ki and the enhanced biological material of an A-ranked human body cultivator worked into it. The item is nearly indestructible and regenerates any damage sustained as long as mana is provided to it. Additionally, it has sampling of more than 70 different types of mana and raw mana woven into it.

 

Passive Boosts:

 

All potions made in this cauldron are automatically one grade higher in quality or a minimum of excellent. Legendary potions are possible.

 

All potions made within this cauldron further have their duration boosted by 50%

 

All potions made within this cauldron have their potency boosted by 10%.

 

 

Replicating Bandolier - This item has spots for 10 potion vials. It further acts as armor for the user.

 

Passive Boosts:

 Durability +20

 

Note: Potions bound to the bandoleer will have three automatic back-ups made. Back ups are used first. New back ups are reproduced every six hours.

 

Active Ability : Multi-potion cocktail- Conjure a potion which combines the effects of up to as many as 5 potions bonded to the bandoleer into a single use potion.

Cool down: 1 hour

 

_______

 

Daria Case

Stats:

Strength: 130

Agility: 151

Durability: 125

Magic: 130

Soul: 25

Synergy: 6

 

Cultivation Grade: D7

D-Rank Mana Fortification: 27%

Dual Core: Air and Body Enhancement Mana

 

Universal Concept (Pseudo): Devotion to Robert Case

 

Skills:

Ranged Combat: 122

Melee Combat: 96

Tracking: 104

Skinning/Butchering: 58

Gambling: 29

Flight: 112  

Dive Bomb: 51

Strafing: 63

Elemental Resistance: 44

Mana Shield (From Ki Aura): 12

 

Gear:

Spear of Pierced Destiny

Throwing Axes (x2)

Belt Knife

Leather Armor

Deputy Badge

Wedding Ring

Potions of Healing (x4)

Potions of Mana (x6)

Firebomb Potions (x4)

Dice/Cards

 

Fire and Ice Wing Armor - This fibrous mesh of mithril fibers is so fine that it fuses to your actual feathers. It is imbued with enhanced regenerative powers and enables you to fire off your feathers as projectiles imbued with either Fire or Ice Mana.

 

Passive Boosts:

Agility: +5

Durability: +10

 

Active Ability: Launch feathers - You may fire up to 20 feathers before pausing to regenerate them. Feathers regenerate at a rate of 1 per minute. Feathers explode with a 5’ radius area of effect for the chosen element.

 

Expanding Shield of Protection - This lightweight mithril based shield is imbued with Earth Mana to enhance it’s durability. It can expand from the size of a buckler to that of a full tower shield.

 

Passive Boosts

Strength: +10

Durability: +10

 

Active Ability: Size adjustment

 

______

 

 

Mursha Case

Stats:

Strength: 187

Agility: 81

Durability: 169

Magic: 146

Soul: 25

Synergy: 5

 

Cultivation Grade: D5

D-Rank Mana Fortification: 55%

Dual Core: Gravity and Enchantment

 

Universal Concept (Pseudo): Useful to Robert Case

 

Skills:

Ranged Combat: 22

Melee Combat: 98

Blacksmithing: 171

Dancing: 46

Leatherwork: 92

Bull Rush: 12

Cleave: 19

Power Attack: 44

Dual Wield: 19

Mana Fusion: 78

Mana Enhanced Body: 18 (From Ki-Forged Body)

 

Gear:

Will’s Impact

Freedom’s Chain

Twin hand-axes

Belt Knife

Scale Mail

Deputy Badge

Wedding Ring

Potions of Flight (x2)

Potions of Healing (x4)

Potions of Mana (x6)

 

Mana Anvil - This tool is designed to be added to a magical forge. It provides numerous benefits to the weapons, armor, and tools made on it.

 

Passive Boosts:

 

User’s Endurance is boosted by 50% while working on this anvil.

 

All items created on this anvil have their production time cut in half.

 

All items created on this anvil have their quality level increased by one to a minimum of excellent.

 

All items created on this anvil have their Durability increased by 25%

 

All items created on this anvil have a chance to receive random stat bonuses.

 

_______

 

 

Nimeera Case

Stats:

Strength: 93

Agility: 128

Durability: 98

Magic: 85

Soul: 39

 

Cultivation Grade: D8

E-Rank Mana Fortification: 80%

Dual Core: Emotion and Shadow Mana

 

Title: Daughter of Shadow, Heart of Shadow

Status Condition: Shadow Blessed.

 

Skills:

Ranged Combat: 82

Melee Combat: 93

Deceit: 50

Stealth: 99

Shadow Manipulation: 74

Shadow Step: 87

Seduction: 59

Pleasure: 100

Gambling: 19

Gardening: 16

Tracking: 55

Precision Strike: 49

Critical Strike: 52

Back Stab: 48 

 

Gear:

Lust Wrap

Daggers (multiple)

Throwing Knives (numerous)

Spatial Pouch

Poisons (various)

Leather Armor

Caltrops

Short Sword

Crossbow and bolts

Garrote

Spider Silk Rope

Disguise Kit

Deputy’s Badge

 

Returning Carrier Dagger - This blade is specially made for throwing. It can be dipped into any concoction and then carry the payload of a full potion with it whether that be poison or an explosive potion. Spatial mana imbued into it allows it to return to the user by teleportation.

 

Passive Boosts:

Magic: +15

Agility: +5

 

Active Ability: Rail Gun- the name for this effect appears non-sensical but was suggested by Robert Case. It utilized Magnetic Mana to generate a number of pulses to accelerate the flight speed of this dagger by 10,000%.

Range: 10 miles

Cool-Down: 1 hour

 

Stealth Armor - Infused with Emotion, Mind, Air, Sound, Light, and Shadow Mana this mithril laced leather armor will serve to not only protect but greatly enhances the stealth of the user.

 

Passive Boosts:

Stealth Skill level increased by 50%

Durability: +15

 

Active Ability: Shock of Awe- Creates a sudden burst around the user which does not affect them, but which potentially stuns, blinds, deafens, and causes malaise to anyone within a 10-foot radius.

Cool Down: 1 hour.

 

_______

 

 

Sema Case

Stats:

Strength: 38

Agility: 97

Durability: 59

Magic: 167

 

Cultivation Grade: C9

C-Rank Mana Fortification: 5%

Multi-Core: Air, Ice, Illusion, Size, Conjuration, Emotion, and Mind  Mana

 

Skills:

Quick Casting: 77

Dual Casting: 36

Mana Channeling: 63

Concentration: 58

Melee Combat: 6

Ranged Combat: 40

Dodge: 55

Hide: 71

Stealth: 38

Seduction: 4

Research: 29

 

Gear:

Ring of Minor Shielding

Ring of Elemental Resistance

Belt of Mana Storage

Dress of Morphing Attire

Rod of Null-Magic

Wand of Sticky Globs

Potions of Healing (x2)

Potions of Mana (x8)

 

 



Chapter 6 - Dueling for Peace

 

I used Blink Body to take us back to the outpost. This time, I only felt the briefest moment of dizziness when we reappeared. I took that as a good sign that I was already adapting to the new skill. It helped that I felt empowered by this new level of soul bond I now had with Josie.

The +10% jump in stats that she got from me seemed to come from my current max—including the gear I was wearing. The same seemed to hold true for me. While she obtained many more stat points than I did, the ones that I got from her each had more value, since the higher one’s stats, the more they were worth.

The biggest jump for her, though, had to be the addition of a Synergy Stat. Even though she only got 15 points in Synergy, it gave her a 15% increase to all of her other stats. In the future, she could work on growing that stat. When added to the other boosts she got from me and the boosts she got because she shot up a full tier and a half in her cultivation level, she had to be more than three times as powerful as she’d been before.

Even with all that, though, I still forced her to down a potion. I had no idea how strong the orc, Tanin, was going to be after the elf used his Merger Mana on his leader.

Besides, when was overkill  ever a bad thing?

Phoenix Ki Transformation Elixir  

Quality: Mythic 

Duration: 30 minutes

Effects: Imbiber gains the following benefits

Strength: +44%

Agility: +66%

Durability: Spontaneous regeneration 1x

She didn’t even get a chance to argue with me about it, as I pushed it to her lips, tilted it up, and poured it down her throat.

I spoke in her mind as I titled it up. “It’s a phoenix potion, Josie. Just swallow it. And don’t complain. You tell me not to complain all the time, anyway. This time, the shoe’s on the other foot. Do it for me, because I couldn’t bear to lose you if anything happened.”

She groaned but swallowed the potion. “You’re lucky you’re so cute,” she said after wiping her lips. Then, she patted my ass.

I had wanted to give her one of the new regeneration potions, but she was already moving out to meet up with Tanin. The orc was overly aggressive; I struggled to see how even winning the duel could bring peace with him. But that wasn’t really the point. If we could win over most of the outpost, that should be enough.

His stride showed that his Agility had been boosted significantly. He walked with a swagger that said he thought this was going to be easy. That was fine. I was just as confident that Josie was about to school him.

Telepathically, I sent a message to her. “Try to make a show of it, but your safety is all that matters. If you have to, put him down fast. You’ve got this.”

Josie drew her twin blades while Tanin pulled a shield off his back and unhooked a war hammer from his belt. The weapon wouldn’t give him quite as much range as Josie’s blades gave her, but his arms were longer than hers so it all evened out. Their difference in style was immediately apparent, though, just from their choice of weapons.

Normally, I’d give the advantage to hammer and shield over duel-wielded swords. Swords were often the weapon of choice in movies back home, but they weren’t always practical. I said that as a sword wielder, myself. Of course, my sword was partially sentient and I used it for its spatial edge or to channel a Ki Slice more than anything else.

I stopped thinking about such things as they engaged. Both were clearly aggressive fighters. I half-expected Josie to strike first, but was proud that she held back. She needed to take her foe’s measure, which turned out to be for the best. Whatever the elf had done to him really boosted the orc.

I’d never seen an orc move like he did. His Agility had to be well over one hundred, but he was still slow compared to Josie—something which she quickly demonstrated as got past his defense and delivered a slice across his cheek. The shocking part, though, was that her blade barely broke his skin. Her strength wasn’t anything compared to mine, but she still packed a wallop.

The orc roared, “Just give up now, little girl, and we can do something far more fun than beat each other up. You know you want a real man.”

Flames suddenly bursting out along each of her swords was the only answer she gave to his taunt.

Tanin tried to bulldoze her with his shield, but she spun around it and cut into the armor along his back. The metal melted before the power of her flames. Her increased Magic stat had them burning white hot. She continued to play it safe, content to dance around him—leaving smoking gouges in his armor or shallow cuts that immediately cauterized on his arms, the back of his legs, or on his face.

Tanin kept attempting to land a blow with his hammer, but shifted away from trying to hit her body to trying to make contact with one of her blades. I could see what he was thinking. The slender blades were not likely to be able to withstand a solid blow from his hammer—which might bend or even break them.

Josie was too much of an expert swordswoman to fall for that, not that I expected it would have worked. Her swords were, after all, the direct gift of her goddess. Her tournament experience really showed through, as she seemed to be as familiar with his strategies as the orc was.

It almost became a game, where she taunted him with one of her blades held out in front of her, only to move it aside at the last instant. Most of those exchanges resulted in shallow cuts to the orc’s hand, as the gauntlet he wore soon was shredded and useless.

Josie’s new gear from Mursha and Rava was clearly helping, too. Her breastplate’s distortion effect caused the obviously trained warrior to miss her repeatedly, even when she didn’t block or dodge his attack. His perception of her was slightly off. Even when he came close to landing a heavy blow with his hammer, her braces deflected it just enough that he’d miss, throwing him off balance.

His taunting had long since stopped as he focused on the fight. Sweat built up on his brow and he was clearly reaching the limits of his stamina. That was the moment to watch out for. If he became desperate, he could easily become more dangerous in his recklessness.

Then, Josie did what I’d been wondering if she would do. I felt the swirl of Growth Mana all around her. Her core and mine were connected, so I felt as she spun her mana through her core. Power flowed through her body but instead of a sudden expansion, she was slowly increasing her size.

It was done so masterfully, that I doubt the audience—which was made up of a few hundred hunters and merchants—even noticed at first. Once she was a foot taller than Tanin, though, it became impossible for people to miss. I heard gasps all through the audience.

I also sensed a sudden flash of mal-intent.

Blink Body

I snatched a crossbow loaded with a bolt covered in some black, tarry substance from the hands of a would-be archer as if he were only a child. The monkeykin yelped in pain. I might actually have broken his wrist as I ripped it away from him.

“Doesn’t seem exactly fair to shoot her while she’s fighting, does it?”

His eyes were wide as dinner plates. “Please… I’d never…”

I didn’t have any patience for his lies. And I knew they were lies. This increased sensitivity with Soul Project told me everything I needed to know.

Listening for accelerated heart rates had been a useful technique but his heart could be beating for many reasons, now. Well, it could have been beating hard before I snatched the weapon from his hands, but I doubted it. I tore the crossbow apart and rammed the bolt into his chest.

Black streaks spread across his skin as the poison entered his system. It happened quickly, but didn’t look pleasant. The monkeykin thrashed about on the ground. Most of the audience never even knew about the failed assassination attempt, but those who were close enough to see what had happened all stepped back away from him.

Blink Step

An instant later, I was back in my original spot and watched as Josie towered over Tanin. She drove a kick into his shield, and though he was strong enough to resist it, her increased mass pushed him back till he stumbled. That was all it took. The hand holding his weapon was exposed as his arm was knocked wide.

Josie struck like a snake. With a single quick slash, she severed his hand at the wrist, sending his hammer spinning off to the side. The white hot fire of her blade cauterized the wound almost as quickly as she created it, making me think of a light saber.

Tanin screamed in pain. It wasn’t exactly a girly cry, but it was definitely more than a simple grunt. I couldn’t blame him, really. Having your hand cut off couldn’t be a pleasant experience.

He fell to one knee.

I took a closer look at him and realized his entire body was drenched in sweat. I knew he had been fighting hard, but something seemed off about it. His heartbeat was like a drum pounding in his chest and his muscles trembled. I focused Soul Projection on him and sensed the terrible strain he was under.

Whatever magic the elf had used on him was not without its side-effects. The power was breaking down his body. Worse than that, it was placing a strain on his soul. My interest in how Merger Mana worked waned significantly when I realized just how detrimental it could be.

Maybe with the right precautions in place it could be used safely.

Josie stood over the orc. “Do you yield? We have healers who can regrow your hand, if you join us.”

“Never,” he snarled, “I’ll live untamed or die.” Then he charged forward, throwing his shield like a disc in an attempt to distract her. I could only assume he intended to gore her with his tusks, because I didn’t see any other weapons on him—not that it mattered.

Josie pivoted on her front foot so that the shield flew past her. Tanin followed right after it, missing her completely and she continued her spin. Her blade still blazed white hot, and a second later Tanin’s head lifted off of his shoulders.

The audience gasped as one, and then there was silence.

I seized the moment to call out, “You’ve seen how strong we are. That is my wife, Lady Josephine Case. Her power is but a fraction of my own. If we wanted it so, you’d already be dead. But I don’t kill people just because they want some freedom.”

I studied the faces in the crowd. “What I will kill you for, though, is for sending arsonists and saboteurs against me and mine. The question now is what to do with all of you. Do I simply wipe this outpost off the map?” I let those words linger in the air.

Finally the barkeep from the inn we’d been to during our first visit here stepped froward. “I recognize you. Still causing trouble, aren’t you?”

“Depends on your definition of trouble, I suppose. Last time I was out this way, I was on a quest. This time, I’m here to secure my borders. Sativa personally asked me to conquer all of the Untamed Lands, bringing it under her rule.”

That got a lot of grumbling.

I lifted my voice to speak over the noise. “Two of my wives are hand-maidens of Sativa, so I’d be careful with your words, were I you. I may not care if you don’t like Sativa but you’ve just witnessed what one of her handmaidens can do to those who challenge their goddess.”

All eyes went back to Josie. I heard whispered statements.

“A handmaiden of Sativa?!”

“That makes sense, actually.”

“No wonder she was so strong.”

“But did you see how fast she was?”

“It isn’t natural. No one can be that good.”

I let them grumble a bit. It was good to get it out of their systems. Then, I spoke up again. “Another of my wives is a chosen of Korkanis, and yet another is a follower of Telmorra. Heck one of my wives is the new queen of the fairies.” I stared them down. “I’m hardly some lacky of Sativa’s. Who you choose to worship is up to you, and I’ll keep my opinions to myself.”

The barkeep finally said, “Then what do you want from us?”

I smiled. “It isn’t what I want from you. It’s what I can offer you.”

 



Chapter 7 - Vassal State

 

Everyone grew quiet and all eyes were on me. I planned to take my time explaining what I meant. I spun on my heel walked into the bar; I figured I might as well sit down and have a drink, if I was going to talk a lot. And the reality of the situation was that I wanted to make them wait and think a bit.

Maybe I’d missed my calling in show business because I was definitely trying to build this up. I reached out to Josie and telepathically said, “Great job. Keep your eyes open, though. I wouldn’t put it past some of these idiots to react badly.”

“As if any of them could hurt you,” she sent back. “The stronger I get, the more I realize just how far ahead of all of us that you’ve climbed.”

“Only because of you and your sister-wives, but we can pat each other on the back later.”

“I’ve got some other places I’d rather you patted me.” She gave me a wink as she sent this telepathic message, but then we were inside and the bar quickly filled up.

My ploy to get everyone’s attention had clearly worked. I noted that the teams we had fought had all come inside, too. Either they wanted a chance at revenge, or fighting them to a standstill without killing them—well, other than Tanin, that is—had worked out.

That was good. There’d need to be strong people here, if they were going to take the next step I needed them to take. And I wasn’t about to waste the strength of Yonderton on them until they’d proven themselves.

I paid for a drink and sat down.

Finally someone spoke up. “Well, are you gonna talk or just drink?”

I shrugged. “Waiting for everyone to get in here that wants to listen to what I have to say.”

The bar owner snorted. “Not many more can fit in here. Besides, whatever you have to say… word will spread soon enough.”

I smiled. I was still making some of this up as I went, but I had a good feeling about it. My enhanced Soul Projection combined with my expanded senses gave me a good idea where everyone stood—and not just physically, but also in terms of their openness to what I was going to say.

I got the general sense that these people would be receptive to whatever I was going to say—though there was also a good measure of confusion. The reality, of course, was that out here in the Untamed Lands—just like everywhere else on Olimero—the Law of Strength was respected; even if the goddess who’d decreed the Four Laws was not.

“Okay, so you’ve seen a little bit of what I can do, and a bit more of what my wife can do. I didn’t really want to start this off with a threat, but I guess I sorta have to.” I paused to let my words sink in. “Despite what you just saw, that is only a fraction of the power I possess. I have several more wives, and each is powerful in her own way.

“But like I said, I don’t really want to threaten you. I want to offer you something… I don’t care which god you follow, all I care is that you agree to two things: first, you must agree to respect the Four Laws. That is non-negotiable. If you can’t do that, then we can’t co-exist. Truthfully, though, I think that some of you have a better understanding of what the laws of Strength and Freedom mean more than anyone else in Olimero.

“You want to live your own lives and do so by dint of your own might.” I saw several heads nod, and there was a general buzz of agreement at this statement. “I respect that. You also have to give credence to the Law of Family, because without family we have nothing. You might enjoy living the solitary life, but without families the world is gonna come to an end.”

Someone in back called out, “What about the Law of Blood?”

“Glad you asked about that,” I replied. “I will be instituting it here, as well—because there have to be consequences. That brings me to the truest law of all, a law which even the gods have to answer to: the Law of Consequences.”

“Ain’t never heard of that one,” a foxkin hunter said.

A wolfkin woman sneered and said, “You’re just looking for a way to rule over us through our fear of the Law of Blood.” A few more people spoke up, saying similar things. But I just let it go; I let them vent.

Finally, when they simmered down a bit, I said, “I can destroy you all if I wanted to—right now. That is fear of what I can do.”

“But the Law of Blood kills the soul, not just the body,” the bar owner said.

“So it does,” I agreed. “But do you think a god needs the Law of Blood to destroy your soul?”

He shook his head and the foxkin hunter at the front of the crowd snorted, “So… now you’re saying you’re a god?”

“No, I am not a god… but I am the next closest thing to one. And trust me, I can destroy a soul without the Law of Blood. As for what the Law of Consequences is, it’s simple. All of our actions have consequences. We may be strong, and you might say the Law of Strength lets you live the way you want, but when you alienate everyone around you, then you’ll struggle to make a living because no one will do business with you.

“There’s always a price to be paid for every decision you make,” I told them. “So, here is the second part of my proposal.” I gave it a moment, until the crowd went silent and I knew that everyone was listening.

“I will allow you to decide how the Untamed Lands will be governed in most matters,” I finally continued, “although I’d recommend you appoint a council or something. I won’t send deputies out here, other than periodically to check up on you and to make sure the Four Laws are being followed.”

I studied the sea of faces before me as they hung on my words. “You can live your lives the way that you want to. But, in turn, you’ll all agree to become a vassal state of Yonderton’s. You’ll pay taxes to Yonderton and you’ll support Yonderton, if it comes to it—though I will only call for you if there is an all-out war with the East.

“In exchange, I’ll provide you with markets for your goods. You’ll get better prices that way and be able to move more goods than you’ve done in the past. You’ll also have access to all of our shops—which will provide you a better quality of life. I will protect you against any threats which are beyond your ability to withstand, and you’ll be able to send one representative to sit on a council which will advise me.”

Then, the last part just came out. It was something I’d been pondering, but hadn’t realized I’d come to a conclusion about.

“Yonderton is going to expand. It has to. The Aerie to the north, the Untamed Lands to your south and west, Westerton, and likely Centrum, too—all will become elements of a new state all under my rule. There is war in the east and refugees continue to stream to my door. Bizarre unliving enemies are headed this way, too. There is no sitting this one out. This means I either have to do away with a threat like you to my west, or I gain a new ally.”

As expected, a number of the hunters wanted to talk. They asked me several questions about what I envisioned it would mean for them—to fall under the banner of Yonderton. I answered the questions as bluntly and honestly as I could. It would be better to avoid misunderstandings later on and I took these people for the type who respected my saying things plainly.

Josie and I ended up taking a walk around the outpost after the meeting in the bar while they came to a decision without me looming over them. A few times we were stopped. We looked at what was on hand in the market, but there wasn’t anything we needed to buy here. And I wasn’t going to spend gold just to make a few fair-weather friends.

In the end, we were called back to the bar after about an hour.

“I hope they accept your offer,” Josie said as we walked back that way. “I’d hate to have to destroy them after going to all this trouble.”

“They already accepted my offer.”

She glanced at me with an arched eyebrow.

“Trust me… I can perceive a lot more than I ever could before.”

She muttered under her breath, “That could become quite annoying.”

I grinned down at her, but didn’t bother to reply.

Inside the bar, we found the elf, a wolfkin, and a hawkkin all sitting at a table with the owner of the bar. They represented the three parties which had fought against us. Each of them had some power, so I respected them.

I didn’t say a word, but instead went to the table where they all sat and joined them. Josie took up a position behind me.

Finally, the bar owner said, “We can’t exactly rule over everyone here, but we’ll agree to let you know about any troublemakers. In return, we expect to be allowed to come into Yonderton to buy goods and join merchant caravans so we can ship out the monster parts we gain from our hunts.”

The wolfkin added, “If we can get a better price for our goods and not have to take them east ourselves, that will go a long way towards normalizing relations with Yonderton.”

The others nodded.

“I’ll do better than that,” I said. “I’ll make sure that we set up caravans specifically for your materials—that is, for what we don’t buy ourselves. Several of my wives have high level crafting skills and will have uses for much of what you bring us.”

The hawkkin shrugged, “Doesn’t matter to us, as long as you pay a fair price.”

“Always.” I nodded. “There’s no reason to go to all this trouble if I didn’t want to do business with you.”

The elf asked, “The only thing we aren’t certain about, is what you meant when you said that we have to follow the Four Laws.”

“It’s pretty simple, really. Don’t infringe on other people’s family or their freedom. Support the community and you’ll do fine. I know you compete against other hunters, but that’s fine. Keep it up. But if there is ever a threat to the community, I expect you to work together to overcome it. If you can’t handle a threat, then send for help. We’ll come up with a magical means for you to reach out to me, but until we figure that out, you’ll just have to send someone.

“The biggest thing, is that if you spot any signs of slavery or groups trafficking in people—like some of the gangs were doing in Yonderton—then I expect you to let us know about it and help us put it down.”

The elf nodded while the others looked at one another.

It was the bar owner who spoke up next. “What about any people around here who might have servants… servants who weren’t exactly willing when they came here?”

“I’ll grant amnesty to anyone who comes forward now. Some of my people will determine if the slave, or servant, or employee, or whatever other term is being used want to stay here or if they want to leave. If they want their freedom, then it’ll be granted.”

“What about if they are wives to some of the hunters?”

I pinched the bridge of my nose between my finger and thumb. I’d known this was coming. “I’m not here to try to break up families, but a family that was created based on slavery won’t have the protections the Law of Family provides.” I took in a deep breath then blew it all out at once. “We’ll handle it on a case-by-case basis, but don’t think you’ll be able to deceive the people I send to you. They will have the ability to read minds or detect the truth.”

While the mind reading thing might not exactly be the truth, I didn’t doubt that Nimeera would be able to get to the bottom of any issue. We discussed a few more concerns, then ultimately, set a date in a week for me to come back and accept oaths of loyalty from anyone who was going to stay and continue to work from this outpost. They also let me know about two similar, though smaller outposts, and said they’d spread the word.

I’d just have to make quick stops there, too, when I returned.

I grabbed Josie before using Blink Body to travel back to Yonderton in an instant. Overall, this had gone about as well as I could have hoped for. They weren’t exactly our friends, but hopefully I’d no longer have to worry about a threat to our west—at least for a while.

Who knew? If things worked out, we might soon be sending out crews from Yonderton to upgrade their outpost. It would need a name, but that was a problem for future me to worry about.

 

Chapter 8 - Magical Fruit

 

When we got back, I gave Josie a quick kiss and then said that I was going exploring in the city. I just wanted to be around my people and see what we were building.

“I don’t suppose it would do any good to insist that you need a guard?” She arched an eyebrow at me.

I smiled at her. “Of course it would. You’re my Mistress of the Wall. If you say that I need to bring a guard along with me, then I’ll wait—at least for a little bit—for you to go grab a guard or two.”

She gave me a smile. “Just checking. Nah… go have fun. My people, Nimeera’s people, and the deputies will all make sure you don’t get into too much trouble. Just promise me that if anything attacks you, even if you can handle it, that you’ll call for us.”

I kissed her again. “I promise.”

Blink Body

Then I was outside the house and walking into the market. I knew the city well enough to materialize in a quiet alley behind one of the shops. A smile crept onto my face. Blink Body was quickly becoming my favorite skill. A quick way to get around was a tremendous advantage.

I still needed to process my gains. It wasn’t that I needed to do anything, really, as much as it was getting a better understanding of what I could now do. For the moment, though, that could wait. I definitely didn’t want to stick around the house too much. Had I done so, I knew I would have gotten sucked into some meeting or another with the newcomers.

Instead of never-ending meetings, I got to wander Yonderton.

People regularly stopped me and said hello, or just waved. But no one seemed to want to engage me in a prolonged conversation. I took that as a great sign.

If people had been upset, I’m sure I would have heard all about it. I’d need to check the city interface to see if it showed any changes in morale. Based on my own observations, it should be going up.

After an hour of wandering into town, I felt a strange sensation. I was still adapting to my improved Soul Projection and yet I immediately sensed that something was off. There was a presence in the city that wasn’t normal.

It wasn’t any of the other races, though, as I could now pick them out with my eyes closed. With a quick glance around me to ensure no one would be hurt, I raced through town until I came upon the Ki-Infused Yombai tree. It only had a few fruit on it, but each one was a treasure—in many ways.

Regular citizens of Olimero had no way to exceed their racial stat caps. Since each fruit could add ten stat points to any single stat—regardless of racial caps—they were a great boon that was only limited by the one fruit per year and one fruit per stat limitations.

The tree was breathtaking in many ways. It had grown more than fifty feet tall and had branches which spread out over the top of the wall I’d had built around it. Shade from its limbs covered the nearby buildings, which had all been finished.

The crews had really been doing a great job here—but none of that was what caught my attention. That was reserved for the open gate and the tall, slender woman I found inside the wall looking up at the tree. She gently laid a hand against the tree and almost seemed to be stroking the bark while staring up into its branches.

The gate shouldn’t have been open. That in itself might have been odd, but certainly not enough to draw me here. I studied the woman.

She had long, chestnut brown hair cascading down her back. One of her ears stuck out where her hair had been tucked behind it. It was slightly pointed, but nowhere nearly as much as an elf’s ear might be. I’d call it somewhere between human and elf. More than any physical appearance, though, I reached out with my soul and felt how she pulsed with a rhythm that echoed all around me.

She couldn’t be human—but neither was she any other race native to Olimero. My first thought was that she was a goddess, but she was far too… ordinary? That wasn’t right, because she was breathtakingly beautiful, but I wasn’t sure what the right word was.

It may have been that she was simply far less than what I’d expect from a goddess. Perhaps she was the servant of one of the gods. That brought back a memory of Her, the fiendish servant of Old Scratch who I’d been forced to destroy.

That got my guard up.

“Who are you?” I demanded.

The woman spun around as though shocked. She had an amazing gracefulness that put even my highly skilled wives to shame. At the same time, though, she seemed shocked by everything.

It took her eyes a moment to settle into me. “Oh… I didn’t know anyone was behind me.” Her voice was musical, and it brought back another memory. What I was sensing here couldn’t be… or shouldn’t be possible. But it was the only thing that made any sense.

“Sativa?” I asked hesitantly.

She smiled, but not with any type of recognition. “I’ve heard that name before, but isn’t she a goddess?” She looked down at the ground before stepping towards me.

Ki Aura flared around me.

“You must be him,” she said.

“Him… who?”

“The Sheriff.” She tilted her head to the side. “Or do you prefer to be addressed as the Lord of Yonderton?” Her statement was made in a matter-of-fact manner, implying there was no doubt in her mind who I was.

“What makes you say that?”

She frowned, but then looked down at the ground again. “It’s just that… that I can always sense people... something about them. I usually know whenever someone gets close to me. Each day that sense seems to expand… if I focus on it now, I can feel everyone within a block from here… except for you.”

Her brows drew together as if she was concentrating on something. “No,” she continued, “you’re like a blind spot in my vision.”

She looked up at me with wide, gray eyes. Eyes that had a hint of green around the edge of her irises. “Lady Lina told me this isn’t normal, but that it must be a special gift I have. I just don’t know what to think.”

Then, as if changing the subject, she looked up at the tree. “You made this too, didn’t you?”

“Yes, I did,” I admitted. “But before we talk about that, I need to understand a bit more about you.”

Before she could answer, a deputy came running in through the open gate. “Sheriff, I’ve been sent to bring you back to the office.” She was panting, showing just how hard she’d been running to find me.

Seeing I wasn’t alone, the woman blushed. “Not that I mean to tell you what to do. It’s just that your wife, or your wives, really—all of them said you needed to come back.”

I waved her concerns away. “You’re just doing your job, deputy. Don’t worry about me getting upset about that.” I glanced back at the strange woman.

She was ignoring me in favor of the tree.

I supposed I could find her again easily enough if I needed to. And my wives must have really wanted me to come home.

Blink Body

As simple as that, I was back home.

I almost didn’t know what to think of my home these days, but my wives would have felt my return immediately through our soul bond. Fortunately, I picked a place to appear where I could meet them without there being other people to worry about. I appeared in the hall just outside my second favorite room in the house—the kitchen.

I stepped into the room and sat down at the table amidst the squeals of several surprised clerks. I tried to soothe them, but a moment later Nimeera, Josie, and, Daria arrived.

They all gave me a look.

I threw my hands up in the air. “I’m always glad to see my lovely wives. Now, who wants a kiss first?”

Nimeera shook her head. “Nope, you don’t get off that easily. You ran away… twice. We need you for these discussions. These are things that only the city’s lord can decide.”

“Okay.” I sighed. “It’s clear that Nimeera doesn’t want a kiss. What about you two?”

Daria rolled her eyes but said, “Rava was very clear that we were supposed to come back with you. Josie’s almost in just as much trouble as you are.”

I laughed. “Fine, fine. What’s going on? Sit down and fill me in before I have to enter the lion’s den.”

Nimeera sat down at the table beside me, but didn’t resist when I grabbed her hand. “You’d know if you’d been attending the meetings.”

“Why should I attend meetings when I have wives who are so much more talented than I am? Just tell me. If the refugees are being rude to you, then I’ll kick them out myself.”

Nimeera shook her head. “They aren’t being rude. They’re desperate.”

Daria continued, “The situation in the east seems to be far worse than we thought. At least three cities have already fallen and the undead are spreading everywhere. Most are weaker than a skilled warrior, but they are difficult to kill—and if we are to believe some of the more outlandish estimates, there could be millions of them headed this way.”

I thought about it for a moment, allowing the limited number of zombie movies which I had actually seen run through my head. That one with Brad Pitt came to mind. They had spread as some type of infectious virus. Actually, now that I thought about it, there were quite a few movies and stories about something like that, but I didn’t think that was what was happening here.

“How could there be that many? Don’t tell me they’re spreading.”

Nimeera looked confused. “Spreading?”

I thought about it. Sickness and disease were virtually unknown on Olimero, so something like a disease vector would be a foreign concept to them. “I mean, like if one of them bites someone, does that person turn into a zombie, too?”

My three wives exchanged looks and Josie said, “I bet it’s some Earth thing.”

Daria nodded, as though that made perfect sense. “Why would they bite you, though? Most of them use weapons—except I guess there are few beasts who were animated, as well. It has something to do with the magic used to animate them. They keep fighting, even if you hack their bodies to pieces. Only by crushing their skull can you free them from the hold of this undeath.”

Nimeera scowled and said, “Korkanis hasn’t told me anything about them, but I got the sense that even he is revolted by them.”

“Well, that can’t be good, if even the god of shadows finds them unpalatable. So… millions? Are you sure?”

“Betsy recently returned from a scouting foray. She personally led a mission to Westerton, where there are many of the unliving. Most were of the weaker sorts—skeletons and such. But even though Centrum hasn’t fallen, there were still tens of thousands of the creatures just to the west of that town,” Josie said.

I knew my foxkin wife was good friends with the cowkin. Just thinking about the tall, muscular deputy reminded me of the problem I’d been kicking down the road. Although, in the face of potentially millions of undead—or unliving, as they called them here—my woes about potentially having to take an eighth woman to be my wife was a trivial matter.

“Was she okay?” I asked. “Betsy, I mean.”

Josie nodded. “Yes, she managed to get back without any casualties. I got the feeling though that she wasn’t telling me everything, though. She acted a bit… odd.”

“Fine,” I pinched the bridge of my nose, as I felt a headache starting behind my eyes. “I guess I can’t put it off any longer. Take me to see our guests.”

 



Chapter 9 - Plans

 

Nimeera held up her hand. “One last thing. There’s clearly something different about you. You’ve made some more gains. Care to share?”

“I’ll share what I’ve gained, but also what I can give you soon enough. You all finally got me to agree to sit down with the leaders of the refugees. Probably best not to stall before I find something else to distract me.”

She shook her head. “You were the one who invited the human here.”

“Right, and if it had just been him, I probably would have relaxed. But as I understand it, there’s a room full of people wanting to talk to me—and even more military forces waiting outside Yonderton.”

Nimeera smiled. She didn’t bother to ask how I knew. They were growing accustomed to me being able to sense more than they expected. “Fine, I’ll lead the way.”

When I walked into the meeting room they had set up, a wolfkin exclaimed, “Finally, he honors us with his presence.” There was some more grumbling, but I noticed that neither Lord Casper, the other human in the room or his foxkin wife said anything.

“Yes, there are always matters to attend to,” I began. “It may be of interest to you that I’ve just added the Untamed Lands to my territory and will be formalizing a contract with the three outposts there next week. They will become my vassal towns, so to speak.”

Another outburst came from a few of the people in the room. I groaned inwardly—too many of them were clearly politicians. I grew weary of it in a moment. Looking at the stress on Rava’s face told me that there had been a great deal of this so far. Even Lina looked annoyed. I couldn’t read Sema’s face but was pleased to see that my fairy wife was here helping, as well.

I clapped my hands loudly, using a bit of ki that caused a minor shock wave which shook the tables and blew over stacks of paper. More importantly though, it got all of their attention.

“Introduce yourself by city, name, and rank. Then let me know who the spokesperson for your city will be,” I said.

Lord Casper took the lead this time. The beastkin and elves with him all seemed willing to defer to him. That was good, at least. The second group introduced themselves as being from Lupon with the vocal wolfkin, Timothy, being their leader.

Plenty of the others tried to speak, but once Timothy was named as the one in charge of their delegation, I released some of my ki aura. As before, I was able to infuse a portion of my emotion into it. It was like the killing intent in those cultivation novels that I’d read back on Earth.

Needless to say, that got them to shut up quickly.

The third delegation was from Bovisa. Despite the name of the city, its leader was a monkeykin. He did have two cowkin wives, though, which was the sort of imagery I wasn’t sure I wanted to let my mind wander to, so I focused on him. He identified himself as Asorian.

Sometimes the biggest joke for me was that I was dealing in one moment with Tim, and the next with Asorian. How they came up with names here was quite the oddity. Then again, with the names of the gangs all sounding like various boy bands… why should this be anything different?

“Everyone is dismissed except for William, which was Casper’s first name, Timothy, and Asorian.” My voice didn’t leave room for dispute. A couple of the wives tried to cling to their husbands, but they were assured it would be for the best. The irony was how the wives were trying to protect their husbands, rather than acting fearful for themselves.

It was a very Olimeran moment.

The aura I’d put on display a few moments before must still have been in their minds, because—despite some muttering amongst themselves—no one else protested when I kicked them out. When the majority of folks from the three groups were leaving, I looked at my wives and said, “That includes you, too. This is going to be a meeting between city leaders… only.”

They clearly wanted to argue with me, but one by one they all stood up, kissed my check, and bowed their heads in respect—though Lina just had to add in a quick pat and pinch on my backside.

Once we had the room to ourselves, I sat down. “Okay. So, one by one, tell me what it is that you want from me.”

They all looked at each other, but Casper was the first to speak, “Truthfully, I’m not even sure where to begin. I have some particular requests, but those are more of a personal nature—I’d like to know where you came from and so on. We can discuss that afterwards, though.” He blew out a heavy sigh. “As for my city… for the short term, I’m looking for a refuge for my citizens. They are still coming in, but within a week there will be sixty-thousand more of them and perhaps two thousands of my army.”

It occurred to me, then, that I had no idea how big the eastern cities had been prior to whatever happened. “What percent of your population is that?”

The man rubbed  his temples and squeezed his eyes shut. For a moment, Casper looked like he was going to cry. I gave him time to pull himself together.

When he got it together and said, “Felina was home to over two million people if you consider the surrounding villages—what we would have called suburbs, back home.”

“Only sixty thousand… out of two million?” I gasped.

He nodded. “There are more survivors than that, I’m sure. Many fled to the southern cities, which were still standing when we left. Others spread out, trying to find a quiet corner of Olimero, praying that the goddess would save them… or some such thing, I am sure.”

He looked down at his hands. “I surely couldn’t. My army had been forty-thousand strong before this all happened and hardly any of it is left. My guess is that no more than one fourth and more likely one fifth of the citizens and soldiers managed to survive.”

Timothy broke in at this point and said, “That isn’t the worst of it. Lupon is where this started. Nearly ninety percent of our population was killed and my military wiped out. We tried to fight those unliving terrors, but our own dead were raised to fight against us. It was horrifying.”

I felt for them. As the leader of Yonderton, I would have taken it personally if something like that happened to my people. “I’m terribly sorry for your losses and what your people have experienced.” I turned to Asorian. “What about Bovisa?”

He looked up to the sky and whispered a prayer to Sativa. I grimaced, because if what I suspected was true, then those prayers wouldn’t be answered anytime soon.

“Bovisa was smaller than either Felina or Lupon, with a population just under a million. Thankfully, because of our role as a trade depot, we were able to keep a smaller military and our people were not as likely to stand and fight. I believe that half of our population escaped.”

He nodded to Timothy. “Largely thanks to warnings from Lupon. About half of those headed west and half went south to Dryadalis or Vulpes.” The monkeykin raked one hand through his hair. “Over the next week or so, I expect that nearly a quarter of a million of my citizens are going to be coming here.”

I blew a low whistle. “That raises several concerns, and I’m not just talking about the logistical ones. You do know that the undead army is just east of Centrum and is apparently besieging the city… or will be, soon? At least that is what my scouts are reporting.”

“So quickly?” Casper asked.

Timothy added, “They should have taken longer, assuming they animated all the dead in Felina. In Lupon, it took them months to do it.”

I shrugged. “I only know what my scouts have reported, though I suppose I could go look for myself. What I’ve been told so far, though, is that most of the undead—sorry, the unliving—near Centrum are skeletons. From what I’ve heard, that means they are older corpses who were already animated.”

Asorian nodded. “That sounds accurate, based on what we know. The unliving come in a number of types. The weakest but most numerous were initially skeletons. Those displayed the least thought and almost act like…”

He seemed to be searching for a word, so I said, “Robots?”

Both Timothy and Asorian stared at me while Casper laughed. He finally said, “Don’t worry, it’s a human thing.”

I chuckled too. Damn, it was good to be able to use Earth terms and have someone understand them. “Go on, I apologize for interrupting.”

“Well, yes, the skeletons are incapable of much free thought, though they are capable of carrying out simple tasks. They are still, however, very difficult to destroy. Then, after that are the zombies. Some of my mages said that they have more complete souls. The zombies can accept more complex commands, but are still fairly simple. They display a great deal of hatred for the living and constantly moan and groan.” He blanched, obviously remembering a specific incident. “It is rather unnerving.”

“You want unnerving, you should tell him about the ghouls or some of the advanced unliving,” Timothy said.

They then went on to describe a number of different types of unliving. Some had different abilities, but there was a clear connection between each type and many of the horror stories from Earth. It seemed that, after the fall of Lupon, whoever had created these monsters was able to start forming new types of unliving.

The more advanced types included ghouls, which had a paralytic bite and would consume their prey while they still lived. There were also what they called abominations—creatures made up of parts from multiple bodies. And then there were the bloated, which were some type of exploding corpses.

They had also heard rumors about what they called liches, which were skeletons with the ability to cast magic. They were, however, unable to confirm the existence of that type—though they hinted at rumors of other types of creatures, including some incorporeal unliving. I figured that I would need to take a look for myself to confirm these rumors.

After a moment of thought, I said, “As I see it, any plan we have needs to have three stages. The first phase is pretty obvious, I will scout our foes and then we will prepare a joint response based upon what I discover. Our top priority will be rescuing the rest of the citizens around Centrum and Westerton, which reports indicate are both being attacked. If we see an opportunity to strike, I’ll consider the risk to reward ratio.”

They were all nodding, so I continued. “The second stage is harder. Yonderton simply isn’t big enough to house and provide for the numbers of refugees you talked about. Last I checked, we hadn’t quite hit 100,000 souls, but we have been taking in refugees for a while, now.” I pinched the bridge of my nose. “Not everyone will be able to fit into the city and this is going to be one hell of a logistical nightmare. We can work on expanding the walls to the west, but we will also need to build a ton of temporary—and what I’m talking about will be for groups of folks—housing.

“We have excellent crews who are well trained in this, but your people will be expected to help. I will make room for anyone who wants to live in Yonderton. If they wish to become citizens of Yonderton, then I’ll work to provide them permanent housing—eventually. If not, then they’ll stay in whatever temporary lodgings we can build. They will also have the option to continue on further west and work on settling the Untamed Lands, if they so choose.”

Timothy asked, “You expect all of our people to simply become your citizens?”

I nodded. “Those that want to will be given that option.” I paused. “And what’s more, I expect your help with the transition. I am creating a city council to advise me, and I’m offering each of you a position on that council.”

Timothy snorted. “Why should you be the lord of this combined city? My refugees—even as small a part of the city as they are—will be equal to your entire population. The same goes for Casper. And Asorian’s will nearly match all three of us combined.”

I shook my head. “Remember what I said before—this is not a negotiation between equals. This is you coming to me and begging for something that only I can give you. I am well into the A-rank and am the only being that powerful on Olimero—other than the elder dragons. If you think you’ll get a better deal from them, then be my guest. But if you are coming to my city to eat my food and to clutter up my streets, then it will be on my terms.

“Which, since we’re talking about the hard stuff, I might as well get this out of the way. If you want my protection, it comes with a price. Each of you will swear fealty to me and, after we defeat the unliving, I will help you reclaim your cities. At that point, though, you will each remain my vassal. You’ll rule your cities much as you did before, but you will pay a tribute to me and will answer my calls when I make them. At the same time, you will be entitled to my protection, whether that be against the unliving, the southern cities, or any of the gangs.”

There it was. I had just announced my intention to take over the world.  I felt a strange urge to bring my pinky finger up to my lips and laugh maniacally.

 



Chapter 10 - Not the Only One

 

The room got quiet after I announced my demands. I paused for a moment before turning at Casper and saying, “We should probably have a discussion.”

I could see the nervousness on his face, but I suppose that was to be expected. Eventually, he nodded and replied, "I suppose you're right."

When he stood up, I grabbed his arm. For a moment, he looked as though he was going to try to pull back, but I said, "I just want to take us somewhere where we can speak more privately."

His eyes widened as the fear in them increased, but he nodded again.

Blink body

Suddenly, we were on the roof of the Sheriff’s office. I smiled as I looked around. It was so much prettier up here than it had been before; the city was growing all around us.

The building itself was at least twenty times larger—if not more—than it had been when I first came here. No, scratch that, it had to be fifty to a hundred times larger. Then again, my family was growing. The building now housed not just my wives and children, but also the majority of my deputies and clerks, along with their families in most cases.

Still, I couldn’t help but have fond memories of when this was where the only bathtub we’d had was. I looked around and shook my head. "It’s amazing how far we’ve come."

A moment of silence followed before Casper asked me, "Are you speaking to me?"

I smiled. "I’m only reminiscing."

He sighed and said, "I suppose it’s been different for you. When I came to Olimero, I came to an already established city. There was a Sheriff before me and I was only coming in to take over after him. Little did I know that Sheriff and City Lord were the same thing."

“I had the same problem initially.” I chuckled. "I certainly understood how that confusion occurred. Let me just ask you, are you from Earth?"

He nodded. "Yeah, I was living in Boston. I was about to go into surgery when literally the most gorgeous woman I’ve ever seen showed up and told me that I was about to die. Part of me didn’t want to take her seriously, of course, but well..."

I nodded, chuckling to myself. "Sativa can be quite convincing, can’t she?"

"Definitely.” He grinned. “I won’t bore you with the details, but that’s how I ended up on Olimero. Looking back on all that has happened, I can’t really complain. My life wasn’t exactly what I wanted it to be on earth. Here, I’ve got more than one beautiful wife. I had a city that is growing, and though I had to keep my head down and avoid the gangs, for the most part, it’s been a pretty good life."

I returned his smile. "Let me ask you something... If you had the chance to go back, would you?"

He didn’t say anything for a whole minute and I was content to stand there in silence. "If you’d asked me that a couple months ago, I would’ve said 'hell no!'. Now, though, I guess a lot depends on what happens with you. I couldn’t leave my wives, so I guess I’m stuck here. And if Sativa was right, I’d already be dead back on earth."

I rubbed my chin with my thumb and forefinger. "I guess I wasn’t asking the right question. Let me ask it this way: are you willing to fight for your life?"

I appreciated there wasn’t any pause in his response. "Absolutely," he said.

"I suppose we need to figure out just how strong you are, then."

He snorted and shook his head. "Nowhere near as strong as you."

I grinned as I said, "I already knew that, but that wasn’t my point. Can you share your stats with me?"

He nodded and, a moment later, his stat sheet popped up.

Name: William Casper

Stats:

Strength: 48

Agility: 22

Durability: 18
 Magic: 0

I took a look at his stats, doing my best to keep from shaking my head—but… really? He hadn’t made very much progress at all since coming to Olimero.


	

I must not have done a very good job of schooling my expression, because he asked, "Is it really that bad?"

"Yeah… it pretty much it is. But the good news is that I know a lot more about how to fix it, now, than I did when I first got here. How do you feel about a little bit of exercise?"

He groaned, but I waved my hand as though to say, "Don't worry about it."

Yes, of course, he was going to need to work hard—he would have to work harder than he had ever worked before in his life. But that didn’t mean that I was going to scare him, not right now at least. This was more about me getting to know him as a person.

"Tell me a little bit about your family," I said.

He grew quiet for a moment. "I had three wives, Sherry, Tosha and Simone... but Simone didn’t make it out of the city, though."

I rested my hand on his shoulder. "I’m sorry, man. I can’t even begin to understand how that must feel. Most everything that I do every day is focused on being able to take care of my wives. What about your kids?"

"I have six daughters. My wives pushed for more, but it was really all I felt like I could handle. Somewhere downstairs, people seem to be taking very good care of them. Sherry tried to stay with me during the negotiations, passionately stating that she wanted to get the best we could for the kids."

"I know what you mean. Some of my wives treat me like I’m the biggest kid in the family, and others take care of the children.”

He barked out a laugh.

I shrugged, grinning sheepishly. “It actually works out that way—though it was never what I expected.”

He nodded.

“You know, it’s really nice to be able to talk to someone for whom all of this isn’t exactly..." I paused for a moment as I tried to think of the right word.

He cut me off when he said, "Natural?"

I nodded and he smiled. He got it. This world wasn’t natural—it didn’t follow the rules of earth. That didn’t make it wrong, it didn’t make it ‘unnatural’. It just made it different.

"Tell me more about your kids."

That got him talking. Before long, one of the clerks brought up a table and drinks. The two of us sat down, sipping on some warm tea in his case, or a cold ale in my case. We reminisced about life; first, our lives on earth, and then life here in Olimero. It was relaxing and I had a good time.

Honestly, if we didn’t have an army of undead monsters creeping ever closer, I would have been inclined to take the next week off and just get to know Will and his family better. When I asked him about any other humans he’d encountered, a grim expression settled on his face.

"None of the other Sheriffs I heard of survived. They either couldn’t learn how to manage the gangs or they couldn’t handle the… ahh… the diversity here. For the life of me, I'll never understand why Sativa doesn’t ask how people feel about monster girls before bringing them here."

That got me laughing so hard, the ale I was swallowing nearly came out my nose. It was a definitely an oversight—but in the scope of things that Sativa had screwed up, that was probably one of the smallest. I didn’t burden him with my suspicions about the fact that the goddess in question was likely running around my city, as some human-elf hybrid—either pretending amnesia or truly suffering from it.

Instead of laughing, if possible, the expression on his face got even darker. He told me about how the gangs had started taking humans hostage instead of simply killing them. It made sense, from a rather morbid perspective. If they killed a Sheriff, Sativa simply brought a new one here from earth.

But as long as the current Sheriff still lived, Sativa couldn’t bring anyone new over. Casper told me that Sativa had admitted she thought the gangs were doing something with the Sheriffs. He said she felt like they’d been holding them hostage—but there were rumors he’d heard about experiments they’d started doing on them.

If I hadn’t hated One Direction and the other gangs before, that was all the impetus that I needed. Unfortunately, my plate was so full, these other humans would have to fend for themselves until I could get around to them. But a time of reckoning would eventually come, I swore.

As the sun was setting, my wives checked in telepathically—they only wanted to make sure that everything was going well. I sent them a quick reassurance, but knew that eventually we’d have to end this pleasant little conversation.

Casper helped with that when he asked, "Do you think we really have any kind of chance against the undead?"

I shrugged, not because I wasn’t confident, but because the question really didn’t have any meaning. I turned it back on him as I asked, "Do we really have any choice?"

He sighed. "I suppose not."

"But to answer your question… yes, I think we do have a chance. I’m going to need to do some scouting and find out just how strong some of the higher level undead really are, but I can deal with a million of those skeletons from what I’ve seen. And don’t underestimate the power of my wives, or the forces that we’ve built here."

"Did you really mean what you said down below? Will you help us restore our cities?"

I nodded. "If that’s what you want, then of course I will. If you work with me, I’ll work with you."

He held out his hand as though to shake on it. It wasn't the most common of exchanges on Olimero. The orcs had their own version of it, but that was more a clasping of one another’s forearms.

I clasped his hand, looked him in the eye, shook, and said, "You’ve got my word on it."

With that, I felt like the world shifted around me. A notification popped up in front of me.

Your universal concept, blended with the aspect of infinity you gained, has set a path for you. The system does not give quests to S-ranked beings, though, and since you are already exercising an aspect of infinity, this constraint applies to you, as well.

What the system will do, however, is clarify the path you are set on taking. This should be a benefit to you, as it demonstrates how your thoughts and actions are working.

Current path:


	
		Defeat Unliving Threat.

		Bring Westerton under your control.

		Bring Centrum Under your control.

		Remove the influence of any outside S-ranked or higher ranked beings from Olimero - Old Scratch

		Come to terms with the founding S-ranked beings of Olimero.

		Restore Sativa

		Restore the faithful lords who follow you as vassals to their homes.

		Free any humans from the gangs

		End the influence and power of the gangs on Olimero.



I chuckled. Was that all I had to do? Good thing I was thinking small.

It left out a few of my more personal crises, but I couldn’t argue with the fact that the system had me pegged correctly. I didn’t even know when I’d started to realize these were my goals, but this was pretty much a summary of my intentions.

Now, I just had to get to it—one thing at a time.

I found it interesting that the system took for granted that the vassal relationship with the outposts in the Untamed Lands was going to work. I didn’t know if that was the system reassuring me, or if it was simply a demonstration of my own over-confidence.

Either way, it was time to head downstairs. I had wives who needed my attention.



Chapter 11 - Family Dinner

 

Dinner was delightful. Everyone had questions about my trip to the Untamed Lands or what happened behind closed doors with the city leaders. I didn't mind answering the questions my wives asked about what was going on. Each had their own perspective on things, after all. And I’d learned that if I listened to not just what they asked, but how they asked the questions they did, I could learn a lot.

That was nothing new, really. The smart women in my life had always taught me things.

The food was top-notch, but I made sure to let Lina know that her food was still my favorite. The new head kitchen clerk ensured that the other clerks kept a steady stream of food and drink coming. I don't think my cup ever managed to get more than halfway empty during the entire meal. I doubted any fine dining restaurant on Earth could beat this type of service.

It was another reminder that our roles were evolving. Lina might not have realized it, but I saw how closely she monitored the clerks who served us. And I noted how, a couple of times, she made eye contact and gave a subtle nod or tilt of her head to the head kitchen clerk. She might no longer be my Chief Clerk, but she was definitely the lady of the house. She’d taken that role to heart.

We ate as a family. Even Sema was here—which was pleasant. Of course, I figured that must be because of negotiations. She had likely helped Rava a great deal with that. I let her tell me a bit about the fairy kingdom—or queendom, I suppose, would be the more appropriate term.

From what she told us, I got the feeling that there was still a great deal of fear amongst her subjects, but that she had it under control for the time being. She’d managed to stop all the kidnapping of males. While death by snu-snu might be considered a great way to go out of this world, practically a dream—misguided as it might be—it made for a far less exciting reality than it did a meme.

If I understood her correctly, the real tension within the fairy kingdom centered around two things. First, though admittedly a far less concerning problem, was the general level of sexual frustration amongst the fairies. Sema had previously explained that in many ways, fairies had sex-drives that were every bit as voracious as bunnygirls. They would just have to occupy themselves, so to speak, for the time being on that front.

The other issue was a bit more concerning. The older fairies felt that Sema had taken control because she was my wife, which they’d allowed largely on the promise that I would solve their pro-creation problem. While I had alluded that I might be able to do so, I certainly had never promised I would. They would just have to wait for the right time. I could see, though, how a fairy male being born would change everything for them.

Despite all of that, Sema seemed to be growing into her power and role, though for some reason she was more than a little nervous throughout the meal. A couple of times one of her sister-wives patted her on the hand or the shoulder, as if to offer her encouragement.

In the end, Rava laid out some of the proposed contracts she’d secured between the representatives of Felina, Lupon, Bovisa, and Yonderton—pending my approval. Lina talked about her plans for expanding the town and caring for the tidal wave of refugees headed our way. Josie had spoken with Denne and Betsy about what the militia needed, and her concerns about the difficulties that would come with accepting such a great influx of people all at once.

They were all understandably concerned about the threat the unliving posed, but the basic plan was to start integrating the eastern cities’ military units with our own. It was felt that would be better than leaving them on their own, as it would help them learn our tactics, not-to-mention fostering a stronger sense of camaraderie.

Apparently, Betsy wasn't keen on giving positions of authority to the eastern cities’ officers but after Josie and Daria talked to her, she seemed content—or at least willing to give it a chance. I almost asked why she wasn't here at dinner with us because I knew several of my wives were trying to serve her up on a platter to me as my next wife. In the end, I decided they'd tell me if they wanted to.

I didn't even mind going over all the logistical details in preparation for a surge of refugees, because I had my children playing on my lap. Most of them—Rava's twins, Nosis and Sophia, as well as Nimeera’s Kitt, Josie’s Andrea, and Mursha’s Caleb—were too young to do much of anything beyond being held alternately by one of their many mothers or by me.

Robbie and Sarah, however, more than made up for that by being quite rambunctious as they played on my lap, climbed up my back, and even tried to stand on my head at one point. I sighed. This was the good life.

So much so, that while I agreed to talk about plans for expanding Yonderton and the creation of a tent city outside of the city’s walls until we grew big enough to start bringing those refugees who wanted to become citizens inside the walls, I still refused to talk battle plans. There would be time for such things later. That could wait until tomorrow, at least.

Interestingly, as dinner started winding down, a few clerks came in and started taking away each of the children. They started with the babies who had been fed by their mothers. Then, a few minutes later, the older kids were taken out—after giving hugs and kisses to everyone at the table.

There was never any doubt about who their specific birth mother was, but they clearly loved all of their aunties. I was surprised by this because, usually, my wives put their own children to bed. Unless it was their turn in my bed, of course.

I'd given up trying to keep track of whose night it was supposed to be. That was something Lina, my Mistress of the Sheets, could worry about. I figured she must have something special in mind, and she had yet to disappoint me.

My bunnygirl smiled at me as she asked, "I bet you're wondering why Sema is here?"

"Actually, I assumed that she was here to help with the negotiations—as the queen of the fairies. What I'm really wondering about, is why the kids all left but you all stayed instead of putting them to bed like you usually do."

My wives giggled when I asked this. I heard someone titter about getting ready for their favorite dessert, but I didn't bother worrying about who might have said it.

Nimeera said, "You know what they say about curiosity and the cat? I'm sure the same applies to humans, too."

Mursha groaned. "He has more patience than that. Slow down. The best masterworks are made with a slow steady hand."

Daria laughed, "You’re not wrong… and plenty of heat. Oh, and I suppose there should be a good amount of liquid, to quench the masterwork."

Rava shook her head, as if exasperated by their games. "No, as far as Sema’s arrival today for the meeting with the refugees, that was just a happy coincidence."

Lina patted my hand before adding, "And she was very helpful."

My elven wife turned to her fairy sister-wife and said, "If I didn't say it before, Sema, thank you.” She scowled at me before continuing. “A certain someone couldn't be bothered to sit in most of the negotiations, but having you there was a gift from the gods—especially with your insight into the truthfulness, or lack thereof, in their statements."

Sema reached over and squeezed Rava's hand and said, "I was glad to help." Then she looked over at me very deliberately as she added, "It wasn’t a problem… since I was coming anyway."

"Oh? You were? I didn't…" I started to say I didn’t know that, but then realized I was about to put my foot in my mouth. I quickly shifted gears. "Well, this is your home, too. You know you are always welcome here."

Josie laughed. "Nice recovery there, Rob. Way to let a girl know you're surprised to see her."

The others all burst out in a fit of giggles—even Rava, which was distinctly out of character.

"Is someone going to tell me what's so funny?" I asked.

Daria said, "Oh, I don't know. You strung me along for months. It might be fun to keep you guessing… at least for a few minutes."

"Or hours," Mursha added, but then she winked at me.

I threw my arms up in the air. "What did I ever do to all of you?"

Rava snickered and said, "You've done plenty to us."

Josie grinned and chimed in. "Repeatedly."

Nimeera added, "In all kinds of places and in all kinds of positions."

Lina let out a low, sensual sigh. "And we've loved every minute of it."

I shook my head. Apparently, they were intent on playing with me. I could try to read them through the bond, but they were doing a good job of blocking that. It might be possible for me to read them if I used my heightened senses and Soul Projection to get more information, but that seemed like an invasion of privacy.

Heck, this being Olimero, I could outright order them to tell me what was going on. But I'd never do that. It wasn't in my nature. I might order them to stay safe, or order them to avoid combat while pregnant, but I’d never run roughshod over them other than my concerns for their safety.

Sure... those were things that I'd order, but busting up their little game just because it was starting to frustrate me? No, that wasn't my style at all.

"Well then… is someone going to clue me in to what this is about?" I asked.

"Men can be so dense sometimes,” Mursha groaned.  “I wonder if all men are like this on Earth."

Nimeera pursed her lips. "I’m sure they must be. From what I've observed around town, most Olimeran men are far more insistent on their marital rights."

Daria said, "To be fair to him, most Olimeran men have three or less wives."

Josie snorted before adding, "And Lina spoils him by lining everything up for him."

"But that's my job!" the bunnygirl protested.

I shook my head. "Okay, that's enough. What's up? If it's Sema's turn tonight, then I'm more than happy to experience a little fairy magic." I stood and reached out my hand to Sema.

"Not so quick, Rob. This is our game and you’ll play it by our rules," Lina said, going so far as to slap my outstretched hand.

That was almost unheard of, for her. She must really want this—whatever this was. I pulled back my hand as though the blow had hurt.

From the way she rolled her eyes at my reaction, even Lina wasn't buying that.

"Fine. Just… fine. We'll do it your way."

My bunnykin wife winked at me.

Rava smirked. "Was there ever any doubt? But seriously, I would have expected you to have figured this out by now.” She tapped one finger against her lips. “I may have to reconsider keeping you on as an apprentice, if you really are this dense."

I paused for a second, then it hit me like a ton of bricks. How I hadn't realized it before was beyond me. They had even been hinting at it, when they’d talked about the difficulties the fairies were facing.

I got a big grin on my face.

“See?” Daria laughed. "He can figure things out."

Josie snorted, "With enough clues."

Nimeera added, "That's what wives are for."

Mursha laughed. "Oh, I bet Rob is thinking about plenty of other things that wives are for."

"So… ahh… how are we doing this? Shouldn't Sema get some one-on-one time, if we're trying to make a baby?" I asked.

In unison, they all shook their heads to say 'no'.

Rava said, "Sema said it would be closer to the fairy way for you to try and impregnate not just her but all the eligible women around you at the same time."

I gulped, and my face must have given something away.

I loved all of my kids—don’t get me wrong—but I already had seven children. And there was no way I'd have enough time for them with a war coming up and… well, damn… that was just a lot of kids.

Daria took pity on my panicked look and said, "Don't worry, we all took contraceptive potions today—well, other than Sema, of course. Rava brewed her a fertility potion to enhance the odds of her conceiving."

I laughed as I recalled that the last potion she had brewed like that had resulted in Rava having twins. Oh well, it wasn't like I was about to suffer.

Lina frowned. "I didn't want to take one, but I knew you wouldn't be ready for more kids until we’ve dealt with these threats.” She poked me in the arm. “Just don't take too long to give Robbie a sibling or three, you hear? My parents are already pestering me for more grandchildren. My sisters have given them four each."

I shook my head. Her comment made me realize that I’d never met Lina's parents; I made a mental note to fix that, and soon. For now, though, it looked like I was going to have my hands full—literally.

I suspected this would be a long night, though a good one. Oh, the sacrifices I had to make...

 



Chapter 12 - Sleepless Night

 

With that, we headed to the master bedroom. I was glad that I had a bed custom built by the goddess for a large harem. It was far bigger than any king-sized bed. In fact, I wondered if there was a term for such a thing on Earth. An emperor-sized bed? No... it was more like a god-sized bed.

No sooner had the door closed behind us than I felt hands all over me. Lina was directing traffic, but multiple hands quickly had me undressed.

Lina said, "The fairy way is for all of us to warm you up before the main act with Sema.” She grinned like a Cheshire cat. “Let's see how long you can last before you pop."

Mursha giggled, "Rob does love a challenge."

I could only nod as I was being pushed back onto the bed and treated to a delightful view as all seven of my wives began to undress in front of me, oh so slowly.

I couldn't help but feel my excitement mount as each of them revealed a bit more of themselves to me. Their curves, their skin, their breasts, their hips—it was all enough to make me go crazy with lust. I felt Little Rob twitching, eager to be touched. But I knew that all good things come to those who wait—or, in this case, all good things cum for those who wait.

The girls were gorgeous as ever, each a sense of wonder as they revealed themselves to me. It didn’t matter whether it was the absolutely perfect, delicate features of Rava or Sema. Or if it was Mursha's muscles—so firm and powerful—or Lina’s soft curves. Or Josie’s vibrant but soft tail, Nimeera’s twitching ears, or Daria’s gorgeous feathers.

I craved them all. They were each a different ideal of perfection. Their bodies were flawless, their skin smooth and soft, their breasts round and supple, their hips and taut asses to die for.

They obviously knew the effect they were having on me and delighted in turning around, slowing down, or flashing enticing bits of themselves at me.

My wives looked like they were having the time of their lives, peeling their clothes off for my viewing pleasure. Sometimes all but one of them would stop, focusing my attention on one of their number—framing her for me to see. And I felt no insecurity as my bunnygirl put on a show, kissing the others passionately right in front of me. Lina knew that drove me crazy; she was only too happy to rile me up with any of her sister-wives who were willing.

Each of them had a different level of excitement, though—from the relatively calm and reserved Josie to Lina's almost manic need to show me everything. I could feel the unique connection I had with Daria as her patron, but she wasn't alone in revealing how excited she was over the bonds we shared.

Their bodies, their souls, their hearts… it was all part of the game.

The girls took their time with their reveal. It started with a hand, followed by an arm and then a shoulder. It went on like this, inch by indescribable inch, for several minutes. I couldn't help but marvel at the beauty of each of my wives as they took their time to reveal it to me.

Their skin was so soft and so warm to the touch. I couldn't help but reach for each of them, stroking them and luxuriating in the velvet softness of their pearly skin, fur, or feathers. Their skin was a palette of wonder, from Mursha's green to Daria’s or Josie’s tan, to Lina’s pale creamy complexion to Rava’s ivory white.

Lina was the first to climb up beside me on the bed first. She didn't waste any time as she moved up to straddle my stomach. She ran her hands up and down my chest as she leaned in to kiss me. I felt the wetness of her lower lips against my abdomen as her mouth plundered mine. Her lips were soft and plump, and I couldn't resist the urge to kiss her back with equal passion. Her tongue darted past my lips, exploring every inch as we moaned into each other's mouths.

Meanwhile, Daria positioned herself between my legs. Her fingers brushed against my growing length as she watched me with a sultry look in her eyes. "You're so hard already," she purred, her fingers wrapping around me as she continued stroking me ever so slowly. "I can't wait to feel you inside of me."

I groaned, my hips bucking up into her hand as she continued to tease me. While it certainly felt good enough that I could have blasted right there in her hand, I had no such intentions. I wanted to last as long as possible for my wives. I wanted to give them each the pleasure that they deserved. I'd done this with several of them before—back when Mursha had joined the family.

But there hadn’t been seven of them, then. And I’d never had all seven at once. It felt like a challenge I was more than ready to tackle.

Nimeera climbed onto the bed, pressing herself into my left side while Mursha climbed up on the right side. Mursha reached down to grab my cock and alternated stroking it with Daria. Her touch was delightful. Mursha's grip was every bit that of a blacksmith—rough callouses and a strong grip.

She stroked me with a powerful hand—but with my body, I could easily handle it. It was a sharp contrast to Daria's stroking hand, which was slow and gentle. The two different motions were an alternating delight.

After a bit, Mursha shifted so she straddled my thighs behind Lina, her hand teasing the bunnygirl's ass while she nibbled on one long golden ear. Lina shuddered, her body quivering as she relished the pleasure Mursha was giving her.

I smirked. Mursha wasn't normally quite so aggressive with a sister wife—I could only imagine that they had worked this out ahead of time.

Meanwhile, Nimeera moved up to the head of the bed. She knelt just behind my head as my bunnygirl ravished my mouth with her tongue. Lina only broke her lip-lock on me when Mursha's fingers teased her labia. She lurched forward suddenly and gasped before resuming her passionate kisses. I could feel the tension in her body as she sucked my tongue into her mouth.

Nimeera ran her hands along the sides of my face and stroked them through my hair. She ran her claws across my forehead, and though my enhanced skin was never in danger of a scratch, it almost distracted me from my extended kiss with Lina. My catgirl’s musk was incredibly strong—with her womanhood practically grinding against the crown of my head. Her fingers teased my ears as her sharp nails ran along my skin.

My fingers kneaded Lina's thick hips. I took delight in holding her steady as Mursha's mouth and tongue teased her labia. My bunnygirl moaned into my mouth. I knew from experience that once Mursha focused on something, she could be quite insistent. Lina's own hands entwined with Nimeera's and between her gasps of passion, she pulled the cat girl forward.

Lina’s body trembled as she sucked on my tongue one last time before pulling back as Nimeera's thighs settled around my head. She lowered herself until her slick thighs rested against my cheeks and her womanhood lay exposed before me. I breathed her scent in deeply. It was a heaven I couldn’t resist, and my tongue darted out to taste her.

Then, I felt something warm and wet around my cock. I gasped, my hips automatically bucking upwards as if they had a mind of their own. My eyes widened as I sucked my catgirl’s netherlips into my mouth.

Daria must have grown impatient. She’d slid forward far enough that she positioned herself right over my cock, her hands gripping my shaft as she stroked it through her labia.

I groaned into Nimeera's pussy as I suckled her labia, occasionally brushing her clit with the tip of my tongue. This made her writhe atop my face. She didn't need to be gentle, as I had no need to breathe—she simply worked her hips, grinding down on me as hard and as strong as her muscular legs allowed. She definitely wasn't going to last long, not at this rate.

My hands slid from Nimeera's hips to roam over Lina's delicious body before I pulled her down onto me. This put her so that she was sandwiched between Nimeera straddling my face and Daria atop my crotch. Her breasts pressed firmly into me and I enjoyed the contrasting sensation of those firm, soft, full globes and the rock-hard little bullets which were her nipples.

Mursha was barely able to fit a hand between Daria’s gyrating hips and Lina’s ass, but she must have found some way to do so, because her attentions brought my bunnygirl to orgasm first. Of course, Lina was always quick to orgasm. She liked to be the first top cum, and to do so often. For my part, I was just happy to be part of this twister-style tangle of writhing flesh.

Lina gasped as Mursha's fingers teased her inner walls, writhing as she succumbed to the pleasure. She pressed her breasts more firmly into me and then her whole body began to tremble. I held her tight and listened to her gasps just as Nimeera's own orgasm built to a peak atop my face.

I buried my tongue as deep as I could into Nimeera as her pussy began to spasm around it. She squeezed my tongue and I heard her cries of pleasure as a counterpoint to Lina's cries of delight. My catgirl wife bucked her hips and ground on my face, her pussy juices spilling down to coat my chin.

When Daria's soft thighs caressed my own as she lowered herself just enough for my tip to enter her, I almost gave in. I so badly wanted to thrust up into her, but the tangle of flesh covering me was such that were I to do so, I’d send Lina flying. I was covered from head to toe in naked woman flesh and it was all mine, all my wives, all my soul bonds. Yet this was only four of my wives.

I groaned into Nimeera's pussy as I felt Daria lower herself further. Then, without warning, she bounced up and then just as quickly slammed down on me till I was buried fully inside of her. Her pussy was just as wet as Nimeera's, but her grinding was more controlled and deliberate. Daria wasn't lost in the throes of passion... yet. Knowing my hawkkin wife, she wanted to feel every last inch of my length.

She leaned forward and suddenly Lina was pushed aside. Nimeera also came down from her orgasm and slid off my face. Now, it was just Daria atop me. Her wings were spread wide. She bounced up and down on my shaft, screaming out, "Cum for me. Give it to me."

I reached my hands out to grab her, but before I knew it Rava was on one side of me and Josie on the other. Apparently, it was time for a shift-change. Lina knelt at the headboard and leaned forward to whisper into my ear, "Just lay there and take, Rob. Prove to Sema that you can hold your seed just for her."

I groaned as Daria's hips began to buck atop me as she worked herself to a furious orgasm. Her pussy was heaven itself, and I felt her walls working my entire length as she twitched and trembled atop me. She was doing everything in her power to make me spurt into her.

She moaned, "Who needs a fairy... I've got wings, too."

I knew she was just teasing me. They were all teasing and testing me, trying to drive me crazy as I held out for Sema. Making babies was serious business on Olimero, and my wives really got into it.

When Daria couldn't hold on any longer, she began contracting around me. Her up and down motions stopped and her defiant screams became one long, extended moan, "Ohhhh goddess, youuu fucck meee soooo gooodd."

She orgasmed on me, but I held strong. I felt the gush of her wetness on my stomach and thighs. I wouldn't say she was a squirter—but she certainly got everything wet when she orgasmed. I refused to let myself cum yet… not yet.

I had more wives I needed to please.

Daria, Lina, and Nimeera had all cum. Mursha had played around, but had not orgasmed. Rava and Josie bracketed me on either side and I could feel their desire for me through the bond. All of this, of course, was leading up to Sema and her desire for me to plant a baby inside of her.

Daria fell forward onto my chest, her arms and wings splayed out on either side of me. Rava and Josie complained as they had to move back, but I barely registered it. My hawkgirl’s perky breasts pressed up against me as she panted against my neck.

I groaned as Daria eased her weight forward to bring her face next to mine. I felt her hot breath on my cheek and she whispered in my ear, "Don't cum yet. You're not done. You have three more wives to please and then Sema to fill up."

I groaned.

She was right, but that didn't make it any easier when her still twitching pussy remained wrapped around my cock. She teased me a bit further, as she was obviously still recovering, "Just think how cute a little fairy baby will be."

Then she sat up and a second later pulled off of me after one last squeeze of my cock. Cool air hit me as I was covered in her juices and I grumbled about being a wet, sticky, mess, but then Josie and Rava both leaned their heads back in. Now that Daria's wings were out of the way, they each began kissing my neck. Both women moaned in my ears and generally drove me crazy.

I tried to shift my arms so that I could touch them, but their gentle resistance told me they had something else in mind. It wasn't like they were actually holding me down, though, so much as making their wishes known. Who was I to argue with treatment like this?

It didn't take me long to realize what they had in mind. That was when I felt a warm mouth engulf my member and not just any mouth. I would have recognized Mursha's particular enthusiasm for deep throating me anywhere, even if I could feel the sides of her tusks brushing against my shaft every now and then. How she did this so well with her tusks remained a mystery to me, but I wasn't about to complain.

Almost immediately, she started working up a rhythm not giving me any chance to recover. Daria had already worked me up and Mursha was doing her best to finish me off—or at least, to keep it going.

I couldn't stifle a moan of pleasure as she worked me.

Rava grinned into my neck and murmured, "Why, Josie… I think our husband likes what Mursha is doing."

"He does, at that. He's probably too distracted to be able to do anything else," the foxgirl replied in a playful tone.

I recognized this for what it was. They wanted to work me up, but thought there were limits to what I could do. I’d just have to show them how well I’d learned to multi-task.

I twisted just enough to grab Josie by the hips without interrupting the magic that Mursha was making as she first bobbed up until my tip threatened to escape her lips before pushing down on my cock until her nose pressed into my groin and I filled her throat. I swiftly lifted Josie up and turned her a bit before lowering her onto my face. Any protests she might have made were quickly lost as my tongue flicked her clit. She shuddered and groaned with need as her body immediately warmed, thanks to the Fire Mana circulating through her body.

Rava started to scoot away, but I wasn't letting her off the hook. Once Josie had settled down to ride my face, I pulled the slender elf back in. Soon she was laying stretched across my stomach, between one wife on my face as another sucked my cock.

Using one hand to hold her in place, I slipped my other hand between her legs. It was immediately obvious that she was super excited, with plenty of evidence that she had been playing with herself. She was super wet and her labia were swollen.

I plunged first one and then two fingers into her. Even with Josie's legs around my head, I could still hear my elven wife gasp. I began working those fingers around within her, alternating between wide, sweeping circles that massaged each of her walls and pulling back to diddle her clit.

Daria climbed back onto the bed, sidling up to Josie before she started tonguing my foxgirl's super sensitive ear. At the same time, Rava grabbed my hand and held me inside her. I started to tap both fingers up into the harder ridge of flesh that I knew was her g-spot; my fingers were quickly pushing her to the edge. The elf might need just a bit more to pitch her over the cliff into her orgasm, but she was already lost in the throes of passion.

Frankly, I'm not sure I could have focused like this if I hadn't had months of practice with satisfying multiple wives. Mursha was certainly pushing me to my own limits. I would have loved nothing more than to fill her stomach with my seed, but I had to focus on saving it for Sema.

A tremor in the elf’s grip on my hand that held me in place told me she was right on the edge.

"You're going to cum for Rob aren't you?" Daria asked the elf softly before whispering the same words into Josie’s ear.

I loved it when my wives teased each other. It was both a turn on and something I could focus on besides how close Mursha had brought me to the edge.

"I...I..." Josie struggled to reply, obviously fighting not to succumb to her orgasm.

"Cum for him. Cum for your husband," Daria said as she nuzzled Josie's ear. Then, she reached over and gently tweaked Rava’s rock-hard nipple.

The struggle not to cum for both my wives was real.

Apparently, Lina liked the teasing so much that a moment later I felt Mursha tremble when I heard Lina say, "That's right, Mursha. You love having Rob's cock in your mouth, don’t you? You're such a naughty little orc. You like nothing better than sucking our husband off. I bet you wish he'd spray his load all over your face. Or maybe you'd rather gag on him as he fills your stomach with his seed?"

Judging from how the orc had started trembling, Lina must also have been working Mursha's clit. I was once again surrounded by trembling female flesh and it was the perfect place to be. Josie ended up cumming first of these three, losing the battle with my tongue and teasing lips.

"I'm cumming...I'm cumming...I'm cumming!" Josie practically screamed as she came, her pussy flooded my mouth with her cream as my tongue lapped it up.

Our soul bond probably contributed to the chain reaction that followed, but a second later, Rava was orgasming on my fingers. I felt her tight pussy contract so hard that you'd never know she'd given birth to twins only a few days ago. Stars above, I loved how strong my wives were.

Then, to make it a perfect three for three, Lina's talented diddling on top of the feedback she got from the bond won out. Mursha started convulsing with my cock still in her mouth. I had to give her credit, though, she never came close to biting me, even though I probably could have handled it.

That was all of them. The only one left was my fairy wife, Sema. She was waiting for me to make her a mother. All but one of wives had orgasmed while I had managed to hold out; this was perfect. I felt like the king of the world, and I suppose that there would come a day in the not-too-distant future when that would be the case.

Josie reluctantly slid from my face, leaving a trail of her wetness across my cheek. Together, she and Rava helped each other climb off the bed. I sat up, expecting Mursha to make way for Sema.

I didn't know how the fairy would want me but I knew she wanted my seed. She was definitely the most delicate of my wives—even after her magic grew her to be the size of a normal, if extremely petite, human woman. She couldn't have been over 5'0" and not more than 100 lbs.

I glanced over at Sema. Her face shone bright red and her fingers were buried between her legs. I grinned as I realized how easy this was going to be. She was super ready for me, but then she surprised me.

Mursha started to get up, but Sema said, "No, I liked that. Rob, I want to watch you fuck Mursha’s face... just don't cum, okay? Do you think you can do that for me?"

Her expression was a combination of pleading innocence and seductive decadence. For someone as new to all of this as I knew her to be, she was going all in.

I winked at her and she rewarded me by dropping down on all fours at the end of the bed. She stuck her head down next to Mursha’s and kissed her sister wife on the cheek. "You're being so good for our husband, Mursha. Thank you. It's driving me absolutely crazy. Can you handle just a bit more?"

Mursha’s cheeks flamed a ruddy red, but she nodded.

An instant later, I felt Sema take one of my balls into her mouth. She rolled it around with her tongue and gave it a good suck before releasing it.

"You know he wants to cum in your mouth, don't you, Mursha?" Sema asked.

Mursha nodded once again all the while keeping my cock in her mouth.

"I bet you wish you could take every drop, don't you?"

I hadn't been expecting that. It was fucking hot to watch. And with how Sema was sucking on my balls, it became truly difficult not to let loose.

Mursha went back to bobbing her head up and down on my cock, taking all of me into her mouth and throat. My green-skinned beauty groaned with the head of my cock in her throat. I could tell that Sema was trying to hold back her own moans as she continued to pleasure herself. I wasn't going to be able to hold out much longer if they kept this up.

I rolled my hips, thrusting up into Mursha's willing mouth. She struggled to keep up with me, but I knew she was loving every second of it. She was strong and durable and craved the sensation of being face fucked. I loved to oblige her.

I could feel my sack tighten as my balls got harder, full of my seed. My cock started to throb with the need to cum.

"Oh, fuck! Sema, I can’t… I’m going to—" I started to warn her that I couldn’t hold out any longer, but then everyone seemed to move at the same time.

It was almost like they'd rehearsed this very act. Mursha jerked back, assisted by my other wives, and my cock popped free. Sema leaped up so fast from where she’d straddled my thigh that she all but blurred.

With Mursha's mouth gone, I felt the immediate pressure to spurt relax just enough for me to rein it in with a supreme effort of will. Lina half-giggled, half-groaned as her fingers busied themselves between her legs. "Oh goddess, I've never seen him that worked up before. I thought for sure he was gonna lose it."

"Hey,” I grunted. “I'm trying not to."

"Try this, then," Sema said.

Then, the beautiful fairy flipped around to straddle my thighs, squatting on her heels over me with her knees pressed into her perky chest. She arched her back and pushed her butt back at me. Reaching down, Sema took my cock, slapped it on her taut ass cheek and looked back over her shoulder at me.

"Fuck me, my king," she said in a sexy little voice.

I was so worked up I could have squirted all over her right then and there. The way she teased me against her butt made me think about doing just that, but I knew what she wanted—no, what she needed. She needed a fairy baby growing in her womb and I was going to do my best to give it to her.

I gripped her tiny hips and helped her line up the head of my cock with her pretty little slit. She groaned in anticipation and opened up for me. I slid just my tip inside her and then I stopped. She whimpered for more, but dammit, they'd been driving me crazy for what felt like hours. I was gonna give as good as I got.

I thrust an inch or two into her impossibly tight vagina but then pulled back just enough to keep her stuck between a moan and a whimper. I held that position for a long moment, teasing her.

"Please, my king," she begged, "please."

I liked being called her king in that moment. I supposed that if she was the fairy queen and I was her husband, then that made me a king… of sorts.

With no further warning, I thrust up with my hips as I pulled down on hers. Olimero, along with the times my body had reformed, had been good to me. I was more than blessed, and she was so petite that I knew it would be a challenge for her to take all of me. Despite being as wet as she could be, her tunnel was incredibly tight.

"Never… felt… anything… so big," she panted.

Josie was beside the fairy, helping to hold her up. The foxkin murmured into my fairy wife’s ear, "Just wait till he really starts fucking you."

I pulled back and thrust again, repeatedly. Each time, I pushed another inch or so into her. I jerked my hips fast and hard until it felt like I was pushing into her womb.

"Oh, fuck yesssss," I hissed, "Sema, you're so fucking tight."

Gripping her tiny hips in my hands, I truly pounded up into her. She was so wet and hot and I’d held back for so fucking long, that I came straight to the edge of orgasm right at the very beginning.

It was too much, too intense. I had to slow my movements and calm down. I wanted it to last forever, but my wives had already had me on edge for nearly an hour. And then, Sema's entire body seemed to contract around my shaft as she lost it.

"Oh, my king… yes, yes, yes, yes!" she screamed as her orgasm took her over.

I held still, my cock twitching inside her as she came. Then I thrust inside her again, sliding in and out, pushing her body upwards with each thrust. She was so tiny and light that I felt like I could drag her around by my cock.

I let my orgasm build until I was about to explode—it didn’t take long. I tried to hold off just a little longer, but I couldn't. I needed to cum soon or I was going to go crazy. Three thrusts in after Sema started to orgasm, I felt Rava reach around and start playing with my balls.

I was done for.

I let loose with a long groan and simply emptied myself into Sema’s womb. At some level beyond the intellectual, I knew I was putting the first fairy male into her in centuries. She would be the mother of her race.

In that moment, it felt too good for me to care about the gravity of what we were doing. I just wanted to cum and cum and keep cumming until it was gushing out her ears. No matter how implausible that was, my small brain didn't care.

As I finally came down from an incredibly intense ejaculation, Sema collapsed back against me. When I softened enough to slide out of her, she rocked back with her legs up in the air. I didn't ask what she was doing; I simply assumed she was trying to keep my load inside of her.

The magic of the moment continued, though, because the bond we'd had before was incomplete. Now, though, I felt a tether attach between us. It was similar to my other soul bonds, but yet somehow… different.

I was about to turn my focus inwards and explore this new bond, when I heard Sema say, "Thank you so much, all of you. Now, it's a free for all. Let's see who can make Rob cum the most."

I gulped. I was in a for a long, sleepless night—but oh what a night it was gonna be.



Interlude 1

 

Sativa wandered the streets of Yonderton. The world seemed all fuzzy around her. She couldn’t quite figure out what was missing, but she knew there should be something… more.

There was a hole inside of her. She patted her chest and reached behind her to feel her back nearly every hour, but her flesh was whole. Still, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something inside of her was broken.

She couldn’t quite remember her name, except now… she sort of did. When she’d spoken to the Sheriff, and he’d called her ‘Sativa’, there had been flashes of memory. She knew she was something different than the people around her, but a goddess?

That didn’t seem possible. Goddesses didn’t forget things. Goddesses didn’t get hungry or have to live in a shelter, awaiting permanent housing.

Even that was an issue. Yonderton took care of its people, yet it expected those people to work in return for that care. She didn’t know what she was capable of. They had asked her to weave, but she had no talent for it. She felt a bit better when they’d tasked her with working in a clinic and helping the healers.

At one point, when no one was looking, a rush of power had surged out of her and completely healed the burn victim whose bandages she’d been changing. The pain it had caused her, though, was intense. Agony radiated from that spot in her center.

She felt happiest around plants and natural things. Most of her time was her own, but perhaps the next work detail that she was assigned to would be on one of the farms. She thought she might like that. A quiet life living on a farm, cultivating the soul... yes, definitely cultivating. That word had such a nice ring to it. It seemed the perfect thing for her to do. If only she could shake off this cloud of confusion.

 

________________________

 

Time was growing short. It was frustrating for a being who had seen stars born and stars die to know that he had limits. Infinity wouldn’t allow him to do as he pleased, and he railed against the injustice of it. Time constrained even one such as Old Scratch.

If he’d held his proper place, he would have been allowed to step outside of time, but no. Worse than that, the weight of his prison was pulling at him. He wouldn’t be able to avoid Earth for much longer. He might be a god of that world, but it was also his prison. His will was curtailed there and his ability to spread across all reality limited. He had a while longer, but the more he used his powers, the more limited he became.

The base level of his prison limited him from a being that was a SSS-grade existence to a mere SS-grade. He had worked so long and hard to become the greatest within Infinity but it had still been taken from him. Even thinking about it now infuriated him. He needed to… no, he had to destroy something. Normally he’d vent his frustration on one of the paltry beings calling themselves a god here on Olimero, but that might drain even more of his vital essence.

He didn’t want to think what might happen if he slipped down to S-rank. To become as limited as they were? That would be unbearable. They were fools who believed they were supposed to be the reflection of a concept. It made them cartoonish in nature.

No, he’d have to make do with tormenting some mortals. Now, if only those blasted humans would learn. He needed to find one who was more pliable than Rob had proven to be. That aspect of Infinity he had gained was going to prove yet another pain in his ass. Still, there was time. He just needed to accelerate his plans a bit more.

 

________________________

 

Telmorra felt a tension building inside her head. It was a throwback to her mortal days. She couldn’t actually get a headache, but recent revelations proved her position was anything but secure. This world was supposed to be a fun experiment, not her graveyard. She would not allow that to happen. She’d burn the sky before that would happen.

Korkanis and Mensor suddenly appeared, stepping into her realm—which was a pocket off of Olimero in the astral plane. They’d been invited, so no alarms went off, but at least they’d had the courtesy to be on time.

The god of shadows was the first to speak. “Why did you call us here? Old Scratch remains in this sector of the astral plane. I don’t want to end up running into him like Sativa must have.”

Mensor snorted. “We wouldn’t have this problem if you had let me create the true monster we needed.”

Yes, there was indeed a tension in her head. It grew with every word out of either of these fools’ heads. For an instant, she contemplated not telling them. But no, they could still be useful.

“Sativa isn’t dead,” she declared.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Mensor demanded. “I’ve searched all over; her divine core was ruptured and her essence spread all over Olimero. In fact, I’ve sent subtle messages to a few of my monsters to gather up as much of the stuff as they can find.”

Telmorra simply stared at the fool.

It would be interesting to see what a few monsters empowered by Sativa’s compressed mana core might become. After all, that was what a divine core was, in the end. It was the final compression of soul, body, and mind—which caused their mana to become impossibly dense. It transformed into something they called essence. Only true S-ranked beings could actually process or create essence, but lesser beings might experience all sorts of growth because of it.

In fact, that was interesting enough to spark a few ideas. Perhaps a word spoken in the right ear would set some experiments in motion. Her newest little handmaiden should be able to do it. It would likely consume the elf, but seeing the results—however brief it might last—that would make up for her loss.

As much as she was tempted not to answer, Telmorra needed to. “Sativa’s core was ruptured. That is why you are finding her divine essence scattered across Olimero, although mostly in the west. It is still leaking, even now.”

Korkanis’ eyes narrowed. “You know where she is? How did she survive this?”

“Yes, and I don’t know. She isn’t S-rank any longer, though. Somehow her body reverted back to A-rank and yet she continues to leak essence. It is affecting the world around her in little ways that I haven’t yet been able to quantify. As for how I found her, I did so when Rob found her. That man continues to be a font of new tidings.”

“You think she survived because of the ring she gave him?” Korkanis asked.

Telmorra shrugged. “I don’t know, but it seems likely. It forged a connection between her and Rob. Who knew that he’d be powerful enough to sustain her?”

Korkanis snapped, “This settles it then. The risk is too great for any rewards left to be gained here.”

Mensor turned to the god of shadows. “What does that mean?”

“It means I’m withdrawing my presence from this world. I’m not going to stay here and risk oblivion… or worse, a reversion to being mortal. I have projects on other worlds and I think it’s time I go and check them out. Who knows, if you all survive, maybe I’ll come back and visit Olimero in a couple of centuries.”

Telmorra wanted to argue with him, but he winked out of her domain before she could open her mouth. She had calculated this as a possible outcome of her revelation, but she’d considered it unlikely. She had believed he placed more value on what Rob might provide, but it seemed she had misjudged.

Telmorra turned to Mensor. “What about you? Will you flee, as well?”

The god of monsters narrowed his eyes at her. “That isn’t my way. You should know better than that. But the need for a true monster is upon us more than ever. If you aren’t going to help me with Rob, then I’ll have to go with Plan B.” Then he, too, was gone.

Telmorra sighed. At least that part had gone to plan. Now, to see if he could really pull it off.

 

________________________

 

Betsy felt angry. The entire Sheriff’s office was talking about how Rob had spent the night with all of his wives. Apparently, it was unusual for him to be intimate with them at the same time. The man truly must be insatiable.

If he was that needy, then why wouldn’t he do more than look at her?

She had made a deal with a god to awaken the power within her, and it wasn’t enough. She still wasn’t good enough. Betsy wanted to scream at the sky. She could either take this rage out on herself, or better yet, on some monsters.

A small voice whispered in her ear that she should take it out on Rob. He was the one who had disappointed her—the one who frustrated her so. With her newfound power, he should respect her. He should want her.

She was his equal, now. Though, as she thought about all the amazing things he had done, she admitted that she was, perhaps, not yet his equal. She was stronger than his other wives, though. None of them were more than C-rank. Mensor had pushed her all the way to B-rank—at least that’s what she became when she transformed.

If anyone one in this world was woman enough for the Sheriff of Yonderton, it was her. The crazy thing was that she actually liked Rob. She even liked most of his wives. Some of them were true friends.

But what was else was she supposed to do to get his attention?

An idea came to her: she needed to create a situation where she could be the hero. Her mind started racing. When she came up with the idea, she called out to Mensor. “Help me one last time. Make me fully the monster that I can be, my god, and I’ll bring you a monster king.”

Silence.

She waited. She couldn’t scream louder and expect that to matter. Her patron would either hear her… or he wouldn’t.

After about ten minutes of waiting, she heard a coarse voice in her head, “As with all things, there will be a price.”

“I’ll pay whatever price is necessary,” she replied

“It will hurt.”

“I don’t care.”

She tried to hang onto those words, as it felt like Mensor began shoving a massive, raging storm into her blood. It was the power of some ancient beast which she didn’t understand and which was ripping her apart.

Her mouth opened to scream, but no sounds came out. She simply crashed around in her room at the militia’s headquarters. Outside, some of her subordinates heard the sound of breaking furniture.

They simply looked at each other. The first asked, “Should we check on the commander?”

The other one grinned. “Nah, she’s probably finally getting laid. You know how tense she’s been.”

“About damn time,” the first muttered. “Maybe now she’ll stop drilling us till we’re dead on our feet.”

They turned back to the armor they’d been set to scour free of rust, trying to ignore the sounds.

 

________________________

 

The unliving army was far too spread out. Cedric began to realize this was a problem, when confrontations occurred between some of the living within their army and the unliving. His focus had been on keeping the army from moving west. That was what his patron wanted him to do.

There was supposedly a dragon buried outside of Centrum, and that corpse would be more powerful than any other. Beyond that, he had been improving his craft. Skeletons and zombies were effortless for him, now. He had created tens of thousands of them. So much so, that he realized he needed to create more advanced unliving.

The ghouls had been his first attempt at something stronger and smarter. They were horrifying, but Cedric was dead inside by this point. One can only hear screams and pleading of the still living so many times before you either break or harden your heart. Really, that was only breaking it in a different way, but that was where Cedric was at these days.

It didn’t help that he continually heard the screams of the tormented souls which his powers trapped in the bodies of his creations. The more powerful, more intelligent the unliving he created was, the more of a soul that it needed. Or, as was quickly becoming the case, the more souls it demanded.

Cedric was not going to stop until the entire world was his unliving army, until all served his will. It was what his master demanded. K-Pop and the other gangs working with them had no idea of Cedric’s ultimate goal. The mercenaries they had hired with their stolen funds would have run screaming if they’d understood the true depth of Cedric’s plan.

He continued to send out advance elements of his army, led by the chief officers of K-Pop. He’d let them think they were in control for just a bit longer. He needed time to experiment, after all. So far, he had created liches, ghosts, and vampires—as well as a variety of monsters which were mostly composed of blood, or bits of bone.

Some of his latest creations could practically level a town on their own. The living stood no chance. Yet all of them failed to do what he needed. They wasted so much potential material. That had prompted him to create the abominations—which were useful, though little more than meat machines. He needed something else.

The ghosts were intelligent enough, he supposed. But they were distractible and often disconnected themselves from the material world. His vampires were even smarter, but were constantly driven by their hunger. They made good shock troops, but not good commanders.

Cedric’s highest hopes had been with the liches. They retained a full measure of their intelligence and all of their casting abilities. The problem was that they seemed to lack motivation. It seemed the unliving no longer cared for what had motivated them when alive.

It was Cedric’s theory that if he could train a mage to become a lich on their own, that they would likely remain highly motivated. He sighed, as it would take years to prepare someone for that level of expertise. His way forced mages to become subservient liches. He knew he could trust them to do what he asked, but they still weren’t very good commanders.

That was the reason for his most recent experiment. Instead of taking a mage for this one, he took one of the fallen and tried to create what he was calling a corpse master. If his experiment worked, the corpse master would not only be able to control skeletons and zombies, but would also be able to empower them—which meant they could create new ones.

That would free Cedric’s time up for more high-end experiments. After all, it wouldn’t do if they dug up the dragon’s corpse and he was unable to animate it properly.

Until then, Cedric had people to kill, corpses to raise, and miles to travel before he could next afford to sleep.



Chapter 13 - Seeing Inside

 

Notifications had popped up throughout the night, but I’d ignored them all. I’m sure anyone else would have, too. But somewhere just before dawn, the following day, my wives were finally exhausted. They’d collapsed, strewn about in various positions across the room.

I allowed myself to just lay there and simply be. It was a good feeling. Not a feeling that could last though, so after fifteen minutes, I opened the notifications and began to go through them.

Immediately, my eyes widened upon reading the first one.

The influence of Sativa has diminished to a point where the merit system can no longer be maintained. Yonderton is on its own—you are on your own. Make what you will of this situation. The Four Laws remain in effect, as they are hard-wired into Olimero.

A part of me was stunned, but it pretty much confirmed what I had felt when I met that strange woman in Yonderton. She was Sativa, but somehow no longer a goddess anymore. I bet that was quite the story.

I was going to have to find out what had happened.

My next thought was one of concern. Lina and Josie were both devout followers of Sativa—they were her handmaidens. Some of my other wives were faithful, too, and much of Olimeran society was built around dedication to the goddess.

The next notification was just as shocking, though in a different way.

Korkanis, the god of shadows, has withdrawn any pending offers to you. He has departed Olimero and removed any influence he had on this world.

I read this notification a second time, but then kept going. There was more to take in.

You now have the capability of forming  a soul bond with Sema Case. Previously, this would have happened with the divine essence that permeated this world. That essence, however, is now diluted and erratic. 

However, as you possess within you a connection to Infinity, your aspect enables you to create new soul bonds.

Options that exist:


	
		Create a soul bond with Sema Case similar to what you have created with your other wives. 

		Reforge a new connection with all of your wives using your Aspect of Infinity. This will elevate all involved. 



That wasn’t a choice I could make on my own, so I began gently waking my wives. Some responded fairly quickly, while others were slower to respond. Josie had been one of the first to pass out, but when she woke, she had a look of terror on her face.

I pulled her to me. “What’s wrong, love?”

She was breathing heavily and I felt her heart pounding inside of her chest as she said, “Sativa… Sativa is gone. My connection to her is no more.”

I immediately reached out with Soul Projection through our bond to ensure Josie had not suffered from the loss of her goddess. At the same time, I asked her, “Are you okay?”

My Jo Jo looked around, felt her face, and then closed her eyes for a full minute before responding. During that time, I was able to determine she still had her cultivator’s core and that her stats appeared to be the same as they had been before.

When she answered, it was with a deep sigh as a tear ran down her face. “I’m okay, but I can’t sense even the echo of her presence I could detect before.”

I tried to comfort her. I could have pointed out that Sativa was still alive, but I wanted to hold that discovery close to my vest. In many ways, I worried that would cause an even greater disruption in her life. Once she realized that her goddess was now mortal, and that she had never been omnipotent, it would shake her foundation—and probably Lina’s as well.

Josie must have had the same thought—at least about Lina—because even as I was reaching out with Soul Projection to my bunnykin wife, Josie gasped, “Is Lina okay?”

“She seems to be alright, at least to my senses. But we should probably wake her... and Nimeera, too, because it seems that Korkanis has departed Olimero as well.”

The hard note in Josie’s eyes said that she wanted an explanation, but I decided to finish waking the rest of my wives first. When I woke Lina, she reached up and grabbed my crotch with one hand. Despite all my fear and worry for her, I still had a predictable physical reaction.

She groaned, yawned, then stretched and asked, “Ready for more already? I suppose I could be talked into it.”

But then her eyes shot wide open, and she gasped, “Sativa!”

I comforted her before moving on to wake Nimeera. Her reaction wasn’t as loud, but she still cried. The god of shadows had hardly been what you could consider a warm and loving god, but he had taken Nimeera in when she had no one to turn to.

Within a few minutes, the rest of my wives were awake, and we started discussing things. It seemed that Telmorra was still around and connected to Rava; I didn’t know what that meant, though. We discussed the options which had been presented to me, but after a while everyone fell quiet and turned to Rava.

She held up her hands, palms out. “I’m fine with taking Rob as my patron. In fact, I’d prefer it. Telmorra was using me, just as I used her. I don’t have any special loyalty to the goddess of mana—not like some of the others had with Sativa.” As she spoke, Rava brushed her hand over Josie’s back and leaned in to give Lina a kiss on the cheek.

It struck me then how far Rava had come. She was hardly the warm and affectionate type; here she was, though, comforting her sister-wives. Maybe it was personal growth or maybe it was a result of becoming a mother. Either way, it was nice to see.

“I don’t know exactly what this process should look like,” I admitted. “I’ve created a pseudo-universal concept for both Daria and Mursha, causing me to become their patron. I only learned how to boost Josie yesterday. It might be different doing it with all seven of you at once and I didn’t have the Aspect of Infinity when I became Daria’s and Mursha’s patron. I’m not sure how that will make it different.”

Sema spoke up. “I can’t speak for the others, Rob… but I want this. I want to be soul-bound to you, but if there can be something more, then I want that. I don’t want you to be my god, but I do want you to be my all. I can already feel your seed taking root in my womb.” She brushed one hand over her belly. “You’ve already had my body, now you can have my soul.”

Daria nodded. “If there is any way for us to become closer, then I want that.”

Mursha added, “It doesn’t hurt if it makes us stronger. Like we talked about before, there are plenty of threats coming our way. I would be happier if you had more backup.”

Soon, all of my wives were talking at the same time, but all saying essentially the same thing: they wanted this.

I grinned. Even with all my abilities, I still couldn’t follow all the conversations they had going on at once. I swear if there were seven men in a room, they’d be having one conversation. But put seven women in a room, and it felt like each of them was having a conversation with at least three of the others—all at the same time.

In the end, we all decided we were willing to take the chance. Perhaps the final straw was when Rava’s eyes went wide. “Telmorra just informed me that she is ending our connection. She says she has nothing against me, but wants to see where this goes.”

I didn’t like the fact that the goddess of mana was able to peek into our business, but I didn’t yet know how to block her. That would move to the top of the priority list soon enough. But for now, the logistics of life had to happen first. We decided to shower and clean up, although we split up to do so in separate bathrooms—of which there were plenty. I didn’t want to get distracted and, facing the facts, even I could admit that seven naked wives would be too much of a distraction.

Then, we all went to see the kids. Each mother went to their own first, but then came together in groups. The kids continued to grow, of course; I swear the babies looked a month older every day. I played with them, gave the older children horsey-rides, tossed some babes into the air, and read stories to them all. Their mothers made sure they were fed, but then sent for a number of clerks to come watch them.

I spoke to Denne about securing the premises as we were all going to be incapacitated for an unknown length of time. I had no idea how this was going to work, but the plan was that we were somehow going to squish all eight of us into the mana chamber. They’d all practically be sitting on top of me, but I was pretty much used to that from when they all decided to sleep with me—usually after one of them had enjoyed some one-on-one time.

Waking up covered by at least three, if not more, of my wives had become the norm for me.

Once everything that needing taking care of had been taken care of, and I felt confident that my being out of commission for a few hours wouldn’t turn the world on its head, we headed down to the basement. The ambient mana was still quite thick here. It appeared that while Sativa might not be giving out any further blessings, whatever systems had been put in place already seemed to still be working.

I entered the chamber first and then my wives each climbed in, one by one. Technically, some of them could have sat in the nearby attached chambers, but everyone wanted to remain in physical contact with me. For all I knew, it would help. There were arms and legs everywhere, but we somehow managed to make it work.

When everyone was somewhat comfortable, I turned my sight inward. For half an hour, I worked on myself. I might not have needed that long, but this chamber was especially good for empowering myself. As I condensed the mana I cultivated, I stripped it down to base mana and converted it to ki. As I did, I continually compressed the power inside of me. Up to this point, I had often compressed mana, but had rarely made a priority to compress my ki in the same manner.

Sure, I was always trying to create more ki, but this time I consciously worked on compacting the ki inside of me into a denser form. It was a logical step that I kicked myself about not working on before. As the power spun from my body core to my mind core to my still forming soul core before returning to my body core, I felt it get thicker—but then it seemed to hit a limit.

When that happened, I shifted the power to strengthen my Soul Core. I used Soul Projection to look inside myself and Soul Builder to modify myself. It was easier to use on others, but if I was going to alter all seven of my wives at once, while basing their power entirely upon me, then I needed to be at my peak.

A part of me wondered if I should push this new bond off and spend more time working on myself, but then I felt the Aspect of Infinity tremble within me. A thought hit me: Infinity was timeless. It had to be, by its very nature, else infinity would be limited. I thought of the process of improving myself as one which should take years to complete, though this was still much faster than what the gods had hinted at.

But did it have to take that long? Wasn’t it possible that, if I channeled a bit of Infinity through myself, I could just leapfrog ahead? The idea felt sound, but I quickly learned that the limits set upon my growth were my imagination, my mind, my soul, and to a lesser extent, my body.

I quickly identified the weak spot in the circuit: my soul core. I went to work shoring up its walls and building it to be what I wanted it to be.

Soul Builder +7

Wow, that was a massive jump all at once. It seemed I was on to something.

Soul Core formation has reached 50%

That was yet another sign that I was on the right track. It was a big leap, but I wasn’t content with making it halfway. I wanted it all.

So, I pushed again, spinning my ki from one core to the next. Each time it hit my Soul Core, I packed it into the walls of that formation. I visualized the structure growing denser and thought of it as multiple layers of a weave, which together formed a lattice.

Soul Builder +3

Soul Core formation has reached 60%

Soul +9

Synergy +3

The gains kept coming, and I felt unstoppable. I pushed a bit more before focusing on the Aspect of Infinity within me. The next notification told me it was working, but that I needed to keep going with it.

Infinity is not something which can be mastered, but it can change you.

To stay, despite everything, is to be changed.

I’d already learned that being Indomitable didn’t mean I had to tackle everything head on. I needed to accept that Infinity was… well, infinitely larger than me. I could still make use of that fact, though.

I mentally grabbed the Aspect within myself and applied it to my soul core. I felt a flash of searing pain, then I saw myself down to my very center—which included both my strengths and my weaknesses. In that glaring light, there was nowhere for me to hide. I was completely exposed, if only to myself.

What I was, made me proud of some parts, while I cringed at others. I was far from perfect. The moment began to fade, and with it that all-encompassing awareness. Only some of it lingered—but that was likely for the best. I couldn’t have borne the weight of it for much longer, not all at once.

Soul Core formation has reached 90%

I was so close, but instinctively I knew I wouldn’t make it the rest of the way—not in this session. I felt a bit strung out. My channels had been stretched, while the ki within me was denser but also moved along quite a bit faster than before.

Stabilizing my third core seemed to have had an empowering effect on my cultivation. I sucked all the mana in around me, and it became clear to me that I had a greater need for mana than ever before.  A part of me wondered if that would end up being a problem.

I kicked the can down the road. I had more notifications to read. Before I could check on them, I felt my body tremble. And then it was like I was being reforged all over again—but this time with my denser ki replacing my old Ki-Forged body.

Aspect of Infinity (Partially realized)

46/50 skill ups remain

Ki-Forged Body: +20

Cultivation Grade: A3

A-Rank Body Fortification: 100%

Soul Core Formation: 90%

By-Product Manipulation: 100%

+30 to all stats

It is not normal to possess an Aspect of Infinity while still a mortal, yet you have done so while not-quite-immortal. Your path, using ki, is but one type of power. Your mastery of managing mana’s many by-products is complete.

Your body has fully maximized the power of your A-Rank Body.

Further cultivation is necessary. Form your Soul Core, then merge your cores if you wish to create a divine core and gain meaning—often called essence.

There was a ton to unpack in that last statement, but I pushed it off. I felt like I’d been running with a weight vest for miles, but now I’d dropped it. It didn’t feel quite as much of a difference as going from B to A-rank had been, but it was still a massive leap forward.

Now, though, I had some wives to refine. And with the advances I’d just made, I had a much higher hope of success in doing so.



Chapter 14 - Refining Bonds

 

Protecting my family was my first and most important responsibility. That was what I had gained all this strength for. But this was Olimero, and even with Blink Body, I couldn’t be everywhere at once.

Thinking of that reminded me that I still had several skill ups that I could use for new skills, though I wasn’t sure where they should go. It didn’t help that my skills still seemed to be growing so quickly. Sativa’s ring still had a massive impact, even if her power in the world was fading.

At this point, I was just waiting for the other shoe to drop.

Now, though, it was time to help my wives become better able to protect themselves and our children. War was coming—whether I wanted it to, or not—and I couldn’t help but feel that not only was this war a multi-layered problem, but also that there were nasty surprises waiting out there which I didn’t yet know about.

I told my wives about my most recent success and then initiated the process of reforging a new connection with each of them. “Each of you need to open yourselves up to me as much as possible,” I told them.

“That sounds like the beginning of a pickup line, not a power enhancement. You trying to trick us or something?” Josie asked with a smile. I was glad to see her able to joke about something like this—I knew what big shoes I was about to fill, replacing her faith in the goddess with faith in me.

Lina chimed in, “Rob never has to trick me.”

Nimeera laughed. “Yeah, you’re always eager to spread your legs for our husband.”

Daria was grinning, but her voice was almost soft when she said, “There’s nothing wrong with wanting to make love to our husband.”

Lina waggled a finger in the air. “Bunnygirls don’t make love…”

Rava cut her off, “Yes, we know, Lina. Bunnygirls fuck.”

Lina shrugged. “Don’t hate me because I have the most fun.”

I couldn’t help but think about a blonde I had dated in college. She’d often said the same thing but about blondes—about having the most fun, that is, not the fucking. Of course, she didn’t have even a sliver of Lina’s loyalty.

“Enough playing around,” I chided them. “This is serious. I don’t want to accidentally hurt any of you.”

My wives loved to play and tease me, but when I took that tone with them, they were all business. Only Mursha said, “Yes, husband,” but they all sobered up and started opening their cores to begin cultivating.

They each had varying degrees of skill and experience at cultivating—fortunately, this was more about my ability than theirs. I started to link the circle, making sure that Sema was in the middle of our link. She was the most experienced cultivator here, and I hoped she would provide a boost if I left her right in the middle. The key with this was that I had to be able to run my ki through each of them in a circuitous link back to me. Once the circuit was complete, I could continually speed it up.

With my three cores working in unison, I thought I had enough power to be able to keep a steady stream going through all eight of us; now it was time to find out if I was correct.

My power condensed and ripped into Lina, Josie, Rava, before it made it to Sema. My fairy queen, just as I had predicted, then added a little extra oomph to the flow. She might not be able to cultivate ki, but ki was just another type of power and Sema was experienced with multiple mana types. From Sema, my ki surged into Mursha, Nimeera, and finally into Daria. I’d intentionally placed Daria at the end of the chain, because she and Mursha were already connected to my core.

Time seemed to stand still as the power united us. Then, I felt it starting to take root within each of them.

Do you wish to imprint a reflection of your Aspect of Infinity upon each of your wives?

Note: Once this is done, it cannot be undone.

Warning: There will be pain.

If it was only up to me, I would have clicked yes. But I couldn’t do that without asking them. Luckily, it seemed they’d each received their own notifications.

Josie said, “I’ll accept any amount of pain if it will allow me to better protect, Rob.”

As soon as she spoke the words, I got another notification.

Josie Case has requested that you change her. She has been warned of the permanent nature of this change, as well as the pain it will entail.

One by one, each of my wives voiced their agreement—even Sema, who I had worried about. She didn’t have the same degree of a connection to me as the others. Each time one of them spoke, I got a notification about their agreeing to the cost—with a final notification popping up after the seventh wife expressed her approval. What was interesting to me was that each of them stated their own reasons.

Nimeera said, “I’ll accept. Allow me to be his shadow and to keep him safe from that which he cannot see.”

“Yes, now and forever. My heart and body belong to him. Let me be worthy of being his family,” Lina said, and it almost sounded as though she were crying tears of joy.

“Yes, yes, and yes thrice more. I want to soar high beside him, not be merely sheltered beneath his wings,” was Daria’s oath.

“Yes, gladly. Let this give me the insight to see what might be and provide for all his needs,” Rava said.

Mursha whispered, “Yes. If he’ll have me, I will craft a world of wonder around him.”

Sema was the last to speak, but I didn’t feel that her words were any less heartfelt. “Yes, he has shown me new wonders. I will bear the pain if it will help me show him the wonders of magic we can create together, in return.”

All seven of your wives have agreed, but the final decision rests with you. Each of them will be reforged using a combination of their own natural mana and your ki. They will become dramatically more powerful, but there will be a cost. Their growth will be limited by your growth. If you stall out in your meteoric climb to immortality, they will never be able to climb further than you.

I felt through the bond how eager they all were for this. I didn’t sense even the slightest tinge of hesitation. I accepted and felt the cycle of power coursing between us become a torrent.

The next hour was one of the darkest I’d had to face. Perhaps only when Lina had been kidnapped was I more scared than I was in that moment. That remained true, though I was confident they would pull through.

It is such a horrifying thing to hear the one you love screaming in pain—and to not be able to do anything for them. Magnifying that times seven only made it that much worse.

They arched their backs to the point that I worried their backs might break. They pressed against me or pressed into the sides of the chamber, but once the change began there was no stopping it. I wanted to close my eyes, but trying to block it out would have lessened the trial they withstood—it would have been less than they deserved.

If my wives could suffer this pain, then I would honor them by bearing witness to it. I watched as each of their bodies broke down and were reformed.

Man of two worlds, your Aspect of Infinity shall now become the defining basis of their nature rather than the forms of Olimero.

That didn’t make it any easier for me to see their hair fall out and turn to dust before it landed on the mana chamber’s floor. My wives’ eyes rolled back into their head as their bones cracked and were remade. I’m ashamed to admit that the greatest mercy came when they were no longer able to make any sounds. I could still see the pain in each of their horrified expressions and the bond let me share a portion of it with them, but at least I didn’t have to listen to their wails or whimpers any longer.

When the hour was over, everything was different.

Your soul bond has been extended to Sema. Because of this connection and the Aspect of Infinity you may choose to forsake the path of the body cultivator and form a single core. This will ease your path forward, enabling you to use the magic of Olimero. You would begin with access to the mana types of each of your wives, as well as Space Mana and a few others which you have had significant contact with.

I immediately rejected that opportunity. I would not reject that which had brought me to this point.

Each of your wives have gained the skill: Ki-Infused Mana Body.

Their bodies are now at varying points within the B-ranks, based upon how well they tolerated the process. At a minimum, they all possess a B-rank body, although some will be further along than others.

I nodded. They were in for a treat. The leap from B to A-Rank had been tremendous, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t remember how much I’d marveled when I had reached B-rank.

Each of your wives have had their cultivator’s core enhanced to at least rank B7, though their respective levels beyond that will depend upon their natural aptitude and how well they tolerated the procedure.

I got the point. I wished the system would hurry things up. They had all been upgraded, but some more so than others—or at least in different ways, than the others.

Each of your wives has formed a receptacle ring around their cultivator’s core. That ring can store ki, which they can learn use to enhance their bodies or may cultivate into mana. They are not able to produce ki on their own, however, and will need you to fill their rings as often as they use up the ki stored within it. Their respective capacities vary depending upon their natural aptitude and how well they tolerated the procedure.

Hmm. I turned mana into ki… and now they could turn ki into mana. That was fascinating, and seemed… broken. I wondered if we could create some type of dual or group cultivation feedback loop that would speed us through our growth.

Each of your wives have gained access to the Synergy Stat, as they have each formed a completed universal concept. The concepts they formed are all based upon their relationship with you, but each is different.

Josephine Case: the concept of protection

Rolina Case: the concept of passionate love

Rava Case: the concept of order

Daria Case: the concept of freedom

Mursha Case: the concept of design

Nimeera Case: the concept of stealth

Sema Case: the concept of magic

I smiled as I saw the way that their personalities, as well as the positions that I had assigned them in our household, had influenced the universal concepts with which they identified. It looked like I was going to have to name Sema my Mistress of Magic. I briefly wondered how Telmorra would feel about that, but then realized I didn’t care.

Each of your wives has received a reflection of your Aspect of Infinity. Each gains a one-time bonus of +10 Skill levels to be assigned as they wish.

I wasn’t sure quite what the reflection part meant, but it sounded like they would be dependent upon me in that regard. That was fine. I would be here for them as long as I lived.

Stat growth has been dramatic but unique to each wife. Skill growth has also been impressive to match their new capabilities. Some new skills have been formed. Do you wish to view the updates?

Uh, duh… yes, of course I wanted to see how they had been upgraded.

 



Chapter 15 - Stats 2.0

 

 

Updates since last status sheet are in bold

 

Robert (Rob) Case

Stats (with gear)

Strength: 477 (490)

Agility: 381    (398)

Durability: 512   (520)

Magic: 432  (444)

Soul: 293  (303)

Synergy: 87   (187)

 

Aspect of Infinity (Partially Realized)

46/50 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: A3

A-Rank Body Fortification: 100%

Soul Core Formation: 90%

By-Product Manipulation: 100%

 

Concept: INDOMITABLE

 

Skills:

Alchemy 83

Ranged Combat: 101

Melee Combat: 116

Telepathy: 87 

Mana Fusion: 99

Ki-Forged Body: 52

Ki-Aura: 18

Ki Slice: 37

Ki Infusion: 60

Toxic Resistance: 114

Elemental Resistance: 50

Soul Builder: 66

Soul Resistance: 31

Soul Projection: 57

Parallel Mind: 21

Blink Body: 20

Body Sovereignty: 19

Flight: 87

Tracking: 55

Blacksmithing: 54

Dancing: 9

 

Traits:

Swarm - Doppelganger

Protector - Den Mother

 

Bonds:

 

(Wife) Josie - Aptitude with melee combat increased by 50%. Innate understanding and ability to gain levels in this skill have increased accordingly.

 

(Wife) Rava - Alchemy skill will increase 50% faster. Access to shadow aspect for body cultivation.

 

(Wife) Lina - Responsiveness to Healing mana in all forms is increased by 50%. Healing affects all further acts, increasing base healing rate for a limited time after healing is concluded.

 

(Wife) Daria - Ranged melee combat skill will increase 50% faster.

 

(Wife) Mursha - Attunement to Olimero increased by 50%. The meaning of this will reveal itself over time. 

 

(Wife) Nimeera – Stealth increased by 50%. Increased regeneration of 500% remains.

 

(Wife) Sema – Conversion of mana to ki increased by 50%.

 

Children:

Robbie (Lina)

Sarah (Daria)

Andrea (Josie)

Caleb (Mursha)

Kitt (Nimeera)

Nosis (Rava)

Sophia (Rava)

 

Sentient Gear:

Bargon’s Slice (Longsword)

Rock (Stone Horse, Companion/Pet)

 

Gear:

Ring of Immutable Virtue

Armored Vest of Protection

Helm of Protection

Short sword of Accuracy

Bow of Adaptive Power

Quiver with 30 explosive arrows (replenishes)

Stone Horse Talisman

High Quality Fighting Stick

Shocking Dagger

Spatial storage belt

Gloves of Dual Need

Spatial Bag

Bargon’s Slice

Taunting Whistle

Mana Well: 0/500

Mactosh Rifle (200 rounds)

Mactosh Shotgun (200 mixed shells)

A Wife’s Price (Shield)

Null Magic Rod (1x Charge)
Cloak of Obscurity

Boots of Mass Stomp

 

_______

 

Josephine (Josie) Case  

Stats:

Strength: 170 (215)

Agility: 223  (258)

Durability: 144 (195)

Magic: 146  (186)

Soul:61  (86)

Synergy: 20            (35) 

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

10/10 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: B6

B-Rank Body Fortification: 88%

Dual Core: Fire and Growth Mana, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Protection

 

Skills:

Ranged Combat: 79

Melee Combat: 199

Defensive Fighting: 50

Ki-Infused Mana Body: 40

Guardian’s Aura: 25

Dual Wield: 139

Critical Strike: 56

Precision Strike: 71

Manipulation Resistance: 20

 

Titles:

Mistress of the Wall

 

Gear:

Heirloom swords (belonged to her father)

- modified to: The Faithful Daughter

Dual Sheaths of the Last Floor

Bracers of Gravitational Deflection

Breastplate of Distortion

Belt Knife

Bracers of Gravitational Disruption

Breastplate of Distortion

Leather armor

Wedding Ring

Potions of Flight (x2)

Mana Potions (x6)

Deputy Badge

 

_______

 

Rolina (Lina) Case

Stats: (with gear)

Strength: 128

Agility: 164  (184)

Durability: 120

Magic: 205               (220)

Soul: 109                 (114)

Synergy: 40

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

10/10 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: B4

B-Rank Body Fortification: 61%

Dual Core: Healing and Wither Mana, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Passionate Love

 

Title: Mistress of the Sheets

 

Skills:

Administration: 92

Cooking: 111

Sewing: 41

Shopping: 78

First Aid: 101

Melee Combat: 48

Seduction: 79

Sever Magic: 75

Aphrodisiac Aura: 50

Love’s Peace: 25

Ki-Infused Mana Body: 28

 

Gear:

A Mother’s Love (Cleaver)

Apron

Skirt and Blouse

Belt Knife

Chief Clerk’s Insignia

Spatial Pouch

Wedding Ring

Potions of Flight (x2)

Mana Potions (x6)

Scheduling Tablet

Sandals of Cushion

 

_______

 

Rava Case

Stats (with gear):

Strength: 86

Agility: 124

Durability: 99  (119)

Magic: 245

Soul: 68

Synergy: 32

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

10/10 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: B2

B-Rank Body Fortification: 44%

Dual Core: Research and Arcane, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Order

 

Title: Mistress of the Purse

 

Skills:

Alchemy 191

Ranged Combat: 53

Melee Combat: 29

Research: 133

Business Administration: 172

Negotiations: 108

Sewing: 23

Cooking: 14

Seduction: 42

Deceit: 79

Stealth: 48

Enchanting: 55

Ki-Infused Mana Body: 21

Aura of Absolute Order: 25

 

Gear:

Cauldron

Alchemy Tools

Inscribing Tool

Potion Bandolier (spatial)

Belt Knife

Short Sword

Clerk’s Badge

Wedding Ring

Wide variety of Potions

Ki Infused Cauldron

Replicating Bandolier

 

_______

 

Daria Case

Stats (with gear):

Strength: 168     (178)

Agility: 191         (201)

Durability: 163     (183)

Magic: 152

Soul: 40

Synergy: 34

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

10/10 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: B7

B-Rank Body Fortification: 79%

Dual Core: Air and Body Enhancement, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Freedom

 

Titles: Mistress of the Field

 

Skills:

Ranged Combat: 199

Melee Combat: 96

Tracking: 104

Skinning/Butchering: 58

Gambling: 29

Flight: 202

Dive Bomb: 51

Strafing: 63

Elemental Resistance: 44

Mana Shield (From Ki Aura): 12

Ki-Infused Mana Body: 40

Aura of Freedom: 25

Unfettered: 25

 

Gear:

Spear of Pierced Destiny

Throwing Axes (x2)

Belt Knife

Leather Armor

Deputy Badge

Wedding Ring

Potions of Healing (x4)

Potions of Mana (x6)

Firebomb Potions (x4)

Dice/Cards

Fire and Ice Wing Armor

Expanding Shield of Protection

 

 

______

 

 

Mursha Case

Stats:

Strength: 227

Agility: 101

Durability: 199

Magic: 176

Soul: 30

Synergy: 30

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

10/10 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: B4

B-Rank Body Fortification: 60%

Dual Core: Gravity and Enchantment, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Design

 

Title: Mistress of Crafts

 

Skills: (with gear)

Ranged Combat: 22

Melee Combat: 98

Blacksmithing: 201

Dancing: 46

Leatherwork: 102

Bull Rush: 12

Cleave: 19

Power Attack: 44

Dual Wield: 19

Mana Fusion: 108

Ki Infused- Mana Body: 55

Architecture: 25

Design to Reality: 50

Aura of Possibility: 25

 

Gear:

Will’s Impact

Freedom’s Chain

Twin hand-axes

Belt Knife

Scale Mail

Deputy Badge

Wedding Ring

Potions of Flight (x2)

Potions of Healing (x4)

Potions of Mana (x6)

Mana Anvil

 

_______

 

Nimeera Case

Stats: (with gear)

Strength: 118

Agility: 198    (204)

Durability: 106   (121)

Magic: 125      (141)

Soul: 99

Synergy: 30

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

10/10 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: B3

B-Rank Body Fortification: 49%

Dual Core: Emotion and Shadow, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Stealth

 

Title: Mistress of Secrets

 

Skills:

Ranged Combat: 82

Melee Combat: 93

Deceit: 50

Stealth: 199

Shadow Manipulation: 124

Shadow Step: 117

Seduction: 59

Pleasure: 100

Gambling: 19

Gardening: 16

Tracking: 55

Precision Strike: 49

Critical Strike: 52

Back Stab: 48

Ki-Infused Mana Body: 44

Aura of Stealth: 25

You Can’t See Me: 25

Mind Reading: 25 

 

Gear:

Lust Wrap

Daggers (multiple)

Throwing Knives (numerous)

Spatial Pouch

Poisons (various)

Leather Armor

Caltrops

Short Sword

Crossbow and bolts

Garrote

Spider Silk Rope

Disguise Kit

Deputy’s Badge

Returning Carrier Dagger

Stealth Armor

 

_______

 

Sema Case

Stats:

Strength: 78

Agility: 127

Durability: 79

Magic: 305

Soul: 55

Synergy: 45

 

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

10/10 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: A9

A-Rank Body Fortification: 26%

Dual Core: Air, Ice, Illusion, Size, Conjuration, Emotion, and Mind  Mana, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Magic

 

Title: Mistress of Magic

 

Skills: (with gear)

Quick Casting: 127

Dual Casting: 86

Mana Channeling: 119

Concentration: 108

Melee Combat: 6

Ranged Combat: 40

Dodge: 55

Hide: 71

Stealth: 38

Seduction: 4

Research: 29

Magic Boosting Aura: 25

Anti-Magic Aura: 25

Empowered Magic: 25

 

Gear:

Ring of Minor Shielding

Ring of Elemental Resistance

Belt of Mana Storage

Dress of Morphing Attire

Rod of Null-Magic

Wand of Sticky Globs

Potions of Healing (x2)

Potions of Mana (x8)

 

 

 



Chapter 16 - Discussing the Other Woman

 

As they all recovered, my wives competed to see who could give me the best kiss. I guess I should have found a way to raise them all to the next cultivation rank sooner—although technically, I guess Sema’s body was still B-rank. With an overall cultivation level in the A-ranks, that meant her cores had to be well into the A-ranks. I wondered how that would go over.

Josie stretched and said, “I feel incredible.” She turned to me. “Is this what it was like for you?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know what you're experiencing… not exactly, but you always feel incredible to me.”

She managed to blush for a second. Then a hungry look flashed across her face and she leapt on me and gave me a kiss. This wasn’t simply leaning in for a kiss of gratitude, but a woman who needed her man. It happened so suddenly that it took me a second to realize what was happening.

Sema glowed and then flashed for a second before a surge of energy rippled out from her. It felt like all the mana had been stripped from the air around me. I was fine, but a couple of the girls seemed ready to collapse.

Rava’s eyes widened and she muttered, “Fascinating!” as she appeared to examine the air around her.

Mursha frowned. “I don’t like it. And this better not have messed with any of my projects, Sema.”

The fairy gasped. “Oops, I didn’t think about that. I was just trying to negate the effects of Lina’s aura. Otherwise, I fear we might have ended up with a repeat of last night here in the mana chamber.”

Nimeera and Daria said, in unison, “Would that really have been such a bad thing?” Then the two of them looked at each other and grinned.

Josie was the last one to come around. She looked down at where her pelvis was grinding against my leg and suddenly stopped trying to merge her body with mine. Her face turned as red as her tail. “What the hell am I doing?”

Then she looked up at me and stammered out, “Not… not that I’d… uhh… mind. I just don’t know how I got here.”

Lina made herself as small as possible, but all eyes turned on her. “I just wanted to see how it worked,” she squeaked out.

Rava nodded and said, “It’s truly fascinating. I imagine that once you level it up, it will be … umm… for lack of a better term, argument ending.”

Sema’s brows drew together. “It really isn’t funny, though. Rob pointed out how wrong the fairy way was—consent is important. You can’t go zapping all of us with an aura that’s going to make us uncontrollably horny without giving us a bit of a say in the matter—at least give a girl some warning.”

It all made sense. There’d been so much information to look through on each of them that I hadn’t been able to dig into the details. I had noted, however, that each of my wives now had an aura which matched with their universal concept. Apparently, Lina not only now had the pheromones to drive me crazy, but now she literally had a magic power which could make everyone around her horny as hell—or maybe that should be horny as a succubus.

I burst out into laughter. I just couldn’t help it. If Lina could ramp up her aura at the drop of a hat, I was never gonna get any work done.

Nimeera looked at me, “Rob should be able to resist it, if he wants to. His cultivation is at a significantly higher level and his concept is based upon willpower.”

I felt an immediate sense of relief upon hearing that. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to spend as much time being intimate with my wives—as much as I reasonably could. And while I knew that the old Lina would have loved nothing more than to use her power to add a couple dozen more wives to our family, I believed that she had come around to understanding the value of keeping my number of wives at a manageable number.

Of course, given how many men couldn’t seem to keep one wife happy on Earth, maybe I was kidding myself when I said that seven wives was ‘keeping it manageable’. Still, I was too selfish to ever give any of them up.

Then it hit me what Nimeera had just done. “You just read my mind, didn’t you?”

It was Nimeera’s turn to blush. I didn’t even need the bond to know that I had hit the nail on the head. I’d busted her and now she was too embarrassed to make eye contact with any of us.

“Didn’t you just say that my higher level of cultivation should resist your new aura abilities?” I asked.

“I’m still learning about all of this,” Nimeera admitted, “but… it should. It’s just that with our bond, it’s like I have a back door. It’s just so easy to read your surface thoughts.” She held her hands up, palms out. “But I promise I didn’t go digging any deeper.”

“Look, I get it. Everyone is excited about all their new powers. A B-Rank body feels and works very differently than what any of you are used to. You all need to take some time and see what you can do—be safe, but be careful.” I pursed my lips. “As much as you may want to go see the kids right now, you should adapt to your new bodies—and your new strength—first. I know I had trouble walking and not breaking stuff when I first made the leap to B-rank.”

I paused and looked each of them in the eyes. “From what I can tell, most of you made the leap not just to a brand-new B-rank body, but to one that is well on its way to reaching A-rank.”

I expected to get some argument on this point, but Rava was the first to speak. “We understand, husband. We will sequester ourselves until we are sure we will not harm anyone or embarrass you, our Lord and Patron.”

“Whoa, hold on now… that wasn’t what I meant.” I waved my hands back and forth. “Just, please, take a bit of time to get adjusted to your new bodies and see what you can do. Then, we should have a show and tell to see what everyone is capable of. Think on it, but it might even be morale building for the citizens of Yonderton to see how powerful their rulers are.”

There was plenty of nodding, so I figured things were going to work out just fine. “One last thing, though, before you take some time to get used to your new normal. I… uhh… I ran into a woman in the city yesterday.”

Lina smirked. “Do you want me to set her up with you?”

Josie groaned. “You know Rob doesn’t want any more wives and if he did, it should be Betsy’s turn, next.”

Mursha nodded but then said, “Unless he’s decided he doesn’t like the muscular type.”

That was a death trap if ever I’d seen one. I slid over to her and bent her over  backwards with a kiss. As I pulled her back up and stepped away, I said, “Nope, looks like I’m still attracted to strong women.”

The resulting blush was incredibly cute on Mursha’s green hued skin.

“That wasn’t why I am mentioning it,” I continued. Then, I went on and explained my suspicions that the woman was actually Sativa. We talked about what that might mean, and why the goddess would be hiding in Yonderton—with either real or faked amnesia.

I noted that it was possible she had been injured recently—maybe back when Josie and Lina had stopped being able to sense more than an echo of her presence—perhaps nearly to the point of death by one of the gods. If so, maybe this was her in a weakened state.

Rava and Sema parsed out the details of how that might work with cultivation. Ultimately, we came to the conclusion as a group that it was the most likely answer. If this woman was the goddess become mortal, that is.

We also agreed that Sativa was probably more than strong enough to deal with either Korkanis or Mensor. I pointed out though that we didn’t know much about the strength of Old Scratch, other than the fact that Sativa and the other gods of Olimero seemed to fear him.

Once I described the woman I had seen, Lina gasped. “Oh, you mean that poor girl was Sativa? And to think that I was upset about her because I thought you might be attracted to her.”

“What? Why? I mean… she’s gorgeous, but so are each of you. You know I’ll always be faithful.”

Lina looked at the floor of the chamber as she started to wring her hands. “It was a moment of weakness. She just looked like she was… I don’t know… like she was almost human. I’d even wondered if she was actually a human female.”

I chuckled. “Not with those ears, she isn’t. And honestly, even the images of women on Earth don’t look that beautiful without being airbrushed. Don’t worry, though, you’ll always be my best bunny.”

I pulled Lina in and gave her a hug. “In fact, I was thinking that I’d like to meet your parents, if you’d like to introduce me to them.”

My bunnygirl gasped and clutched her hands together before thumping her foot rapidly against the floor. “You mean it, Rob? Really? You aren’t just kidding? Wait, no… never mind. What am I thinking? You never mess around about serious stuff.”

Her words poured so quickly from her lips that it was difficult to track what Lina was saying, but apparently she worked through the arguments all on her own without even once calling herself a silly bunny. She beamed at me and assured me that her parents would love to meet me.

“Does anyone know how I might find Sativa?” I asked.

Rava tapped one finger against her lips. “Can’t you just find her with your Soul Projection skill?”

“Maybe, but I couldn’t really sense her the same way I do other people—even when I was standing right next to her. It is part of what makes me leery of the woman, but the more I think about it, the less willing I am to have her running around loose in the city without knowing what she is up to.”

Josie arched an eyebrow at this. “If it truly is Sativa, then we owe it to her to save her. Maybe even help her to get her memory back.”

“We owe her?”

Daria stepped forward and laid a hand on my arm, one of her wings wrapping around my shoulders. “I know she more or less tricked you into coming to Olimero, but we wouldn’t have you if she hadn’t. So… even if you want to go back home, do it for us. Please?”

“I’m sorry,” I patted her hand on my arm, “that was thoughtless of me. There is no other home for me anymore—Olimero is my home. There is a saying back on my birth world: that home is where the heart is. Well, my heart is with the seven of you and our children. Wherever you are is my home.”

I nodded to Josie. “That is to say that, yes, I’ll try to help her.”

Lina frowned. “All I can suggest is that you check in with the work placement office. There are a few worksites that they manage, but they can probably help you find a woman with that description. She was a new immigrant to Yonderton and, per the program that Rava set up, she’ll have to pay the town back for temporary housing and food with various jobs—at least until she finds something that she is good at and wants to do. Then, assuming she wants to become a citizen of Yonderton, we work on providing her permanent housing.”

“Okay,” I agreed. “I’ll start there.”

Mursha said, “We can help you…”

I stopped her with a hand. “No. I meant what I said before. I want you all to work on getting accustomed to your new stats and your new abilities. Maybe tomorrow we can talk more about finding Sativa. Okay?”

She and several of the others nodded. I gave them all a round of kisses and got ready to leave the chamber. Just as I was stepping out of the mana chamber, I heard Lina mutter, “I can’t wait to see how hard I can ride him, now. I bet we’ll need a new, metal bedframe.”

I paused to see what the others said.

Josie started to reply with something about Lina being juvenile, but Rava cut her off. “No, I think Lina is right. We should let her test the strength of our current bed... You know, for science.”

They all echoed, “for science.”

I was out of the room and activating Blink Body as quick as I could. I had things to do and couldn’t risk a distraction. Not now—especially not once I checked the time and realized we had actually spent three days locked inside the mana chamber. It had felt like one horrifically long hour.

Of course, it had been much longer than that. Perhaps it was because the concentration of mana had distorted time around us. I didn’t know why our paradigms were so off, but it didn’t matter at the moment. I needed to make sure things were on track—and that began with tying up one of the biggest loose ends.



Chapter 17 - More Humans

 

No sooner had I taken two steps beyond the chamber, than I used Blink Body. The chamber had blocked all such abilities, or I would have done it from inside. I chose to blink to my second favorite room of the house, the kitchen.

That, of course, caused a bit of a stir—but not as much as it would have before. It seemed that the clerks were getting used to me popping in and out. One of the clerks almost dropped the pot she was holding, but then quickly recovered. “Lord Sheriff,” she murmured. Then she gave an awkward curtsy with the bowl in her hands.

I shook my head. “None of that while you’re working. This is the kitchen, and I don’t intend to disrupt things more than I need to. Is there any food available?”

Within two minutes, I was seated, and they had a bowl of soup before me while they made me sandwiches. I found that I was quite hungry. It still shocked me that it had been three days, instead of just an hour that we’d been inside the mana chamber. But then again, I had elevated seven people from D or C rank well into the B-ranks.

My peaceful meal only lasted a few minutes before a monkeykin in leather armor ran into the room. She bowed, which I waved off, and then asked, “May I speak to you M’lord?”

“Yes, of course, but I don’t know your name. I apologize. I’m trying to learn everyone’s name. You don’t seem to be one of the clerks or deputies, though.”

She nodded. “That’s correct, M’lord. My named is Callie and I work directly for Lady Nimeera.”

Something about the way she said it made it clear to me that she wasn’t just some secretary. She must be one of Nimeera’s spies. “Lady Nimeera is likely going to be busy for a while—as will all my wives. If this is something important, you can tell me.”

Callie looked uncomfortable, although I couldn’t tell if that was because she didn’t think a man should be handling these things, or because she was uncertain how to proceed. Finally, though, she said, “Not here, M’lord. Is there somewhere else we can speak privately?”

I knew my wives were open-minded in ways I never could have imagined, but I wasn’t going to take another woman into my bedroom, nor was I willing to take someone who was still essentially a stranger to me to the control center. Unfortunately, I didn’t have a separate office—that was something which I should probably rectify.

I came up with an alternative. “Hang on,” I told Callie.

But really, it was me who grabbed her arm before using Blink Body to move us a few miles outside of town. To her credit, it only took the monkeykin half a dozen seconds to regain her bearings.

“Is this good enough?” I asked.

“Uh… yes, M’lord.” She regarded me with awe. “It’s one thing to know that you’re capable of doing something and another to experience it myself.”

I nodded in understanding.

She ducked her head. “Sorry, I shouldn’t have said that. I have a report for my Mistress. There is evidence of a gang-controlled group trying to work its way into the city as immigrants.”

“Is that all?” I asked, frowning. “I’m sure that has happened before.”

“Indeed, M’lord, but what makes this one different is that they set up a camp a few miles outside our border. One of Lady Daria’s patrols found them and then alerted us. But since neither Lady Nimeera nor Lady Daria could be found, I’m notifying you—as you requested. Commander Clemson was preparing to launch an attack on the camp when we discovered something that made us all stop.”

I sighed. This just kept getting better and better. Of course, maybe I was being lazy because I’d gotten so accustomed to my wives taking care of such things. “Well, don’t keep me in suspense, Callie. No one likes a cliffhanger.”

She got a confused look on her face for a moment and I heard her mutter, “I said nothing about a cliff…” before blurting out, “They have humans with them.”

I immediately focused on what she was saying. “You are certain they were human?”

She nodded. “I have seen them with my own eyes.”

“Why would the gang bring human prisoners here?” I wondered out loud. “Do you have any ideas about which gang it might be?”

She nodded. “We captured one of their people infiltrating the city. After some persuasion, he admitted to being part of One Direction.”

I pinched the bridge of my nose and I groaned. Would that gang ever stop being a thorn in my side? Best to deal with the problem sooner rather than later, I suppose.

“Assemble a strike team,” I ordered, “And get Commander Clemson and the Chief Deputy both for a meeting with me.”

“M’lord, that may not be possible. We had been waiting because we weren’t sure about what the condition of the humans was. At first, we thought they were prisoners, but then it became clear that they are not. Still, they aren’t being allowed to wander. If I might say so, Sir, it seems almost as if they are being tended like wayward children.”

I arched my eyebrows at that. To be honest, it didn’t sound all that different from how Josie had treated me at first. I rolled my wrists at the woman to continue.

“They are fed well,” she explained, “but are forced to perform exercises and spar for much of the day. When we couldn’t reach anyone, Commander Clemson decided to launch an attack. It should be happening anytime now.”

That threw a wrench in things. Had they perhaps learned the secret of empowering humans beyond Olimeran stat caps? If that was the case, there was no way to know how powerful those humans might be. Which turned them into a wild card.

“Thank you for reporting this to me,” I told the woman. “Now give me just a moment.”

I closed my eyes and focused my telepathy on my Chief Deputy, Denne. It took some doing, but eventually I found him. “Denne, where are you now?”

He sounded startled, “You’re out of seclusion? Never mind that… obviously you are out of seclusion if you are contacting me. We are about to raid a gang hideout and potentially rescue some humans.”

“I need your location,” I told him. “Just open your eyes and help me find a landmark that I can blink to.”

“You aren’t surprised?” He paused. “No, of course you aren’t surprised.” Then, he opened his eyes, as instructed.

I had discovered that many people closed their eyes when speaking to me telepathically. I wasn’t sure why, but it was a very common habit. Anyway, through a combination of Telepathy and Soul Projection, I was able to pinpoint his location. Then I managed to take a single image from his mind. That was all I needed.

Once again, I grabbed hold of Callie’s wrist. And then we were standing near my Chief Deputy.

Telepathy +1

Soul Projection +1

Blink Body +1

Denne grinned to hide how I’d startled him.

I knew it was hard to adapt to someone suddenly appearing next to you. I looked around. There were a number of hills and a series of caves. When I sent Soul Projection that way, I could feel maybe a hundred people there. Six of them were humans, as best I could tell. They just felt different from any of the natives.

I nodded to Denne. “This is Callie. She’s the one who found me and passed me the message. She can watch what happens here and then report back to Lady Nimeera when my wives finish what they are doing.”

Denne directed the monkeykin where she could stand and observe with the rest of his deputies. While he was doing this, Commander Clemson walked up to me.

There was something different about Betsy, she had an aura of power and menace that I’d never seen about her before. But for the circumstances, I would have demanded of her what was going on. For now, though, I let her fill me in on what they were doing.

The militia had a force of four hundred along with half a dozen of Daria’s scouts and a couple of Nimeera’s shadows like Callie. Denne brought thirty deputies with him to handle the potential incarcerations that would follow.

It was a respectable force, but I didn’t know what these humans might be capable of.

“I’m going to make a small change to your plan,” I told Betsy. “We don’t know what abilities these other humans have, so I’m not going to risk you or the militia just yet. I’m going to charge into where they are and then, when I give you the signal, I want you all to swoop in and take out the gang members. If they put up any resistance, use lethal force. I have no patience with One Direction.”

It wasn’t the way I would have done things on Earth—hell, I would never even have thought of issuing such orders on Earth—but this wasn’t Earth. And I was okay with that.

Betsy protested, but finally agreed to the changes I’d made in her plan when it became clear I wasn’t going to take her with me. I might have, before, but now I felt Mensor’s touch on her. The more I was around her, the more certain I became that she had been modified in some way.

I tried not to jump to any conclusions about her betraying me for her god, but decided I’d have to deal with Betsy later. I gave her a minute to disseminate the changes to her orders. The longer I thought about it, the more convinced I became that they had to know we were coming. They also had to know that we outnumbered them. But for some reason, they hadn’t made a move to communicate or to flee.

Something was off.

When Betsy and Denne got back from explaining the plan to their subordinates, I said, “I’m sorry, but we may have to change the plan again.”

“Why, Sheriff?” Denne asked.

“Has anyone else wondered why it seems like they haven’t noticed us out here? I mean, we aren’t exactly hiding.” As I spoke, I looked around us.

Between here and the caves they must have holed up in was fairly flat and wide open. The militia troops were lined up in battle lines to charge. The enemy was in the only truly defensible position for more than a mile in any direction.

Betsy was the one to answer. “That was one of the reasons that we didn’t go right in. We figured they must have some traps set.” She shrugged. “I was planning on just tripping them myself before bringing my troops in. Now that you are here, you can do the same.” Her grin turned feral. “Show them what a real monster you are.”

I frowned at Betsy. Any doubts I had about what I’d sensed from her were long gone. She had most definitely made a deal with the god of monsters. “Speaking of monsters… do I need to worry about you?”

Her eyes went wide, though her dusky skin did a decent job of hiding her blush. Stubbornly, she jutted out her chin. “I’m loyal, Sheriff. I pledged to you my honor and I won’t go back on that. I just want you to become all that you can.”

I shifted, so that I was turned fully towards her before locking a flinty gaze on the woman. As soon as she met my eyes, I asked, “That’s all you want?”

She trembled under my gaze.

I may have allowed my Ki Aura to leak out. I figured she deserved at least that much for making a deal behind my back. The pressure on her was obvious, but far less so than it was on all the others. Everyone else standing within twenty feet of us stumbled back.

I wasn’t trying to express killing intent this time, though. I just exerted the pressure of my aura on her. I thought of my ki as a heavy blanket pressing down on her. Still, Betsy didn’t answer.

A couple of times she opened her mouth but then closed it.

“Fine,” she finally ground out. “I deserve to be by your side. I’m worthy—more than worthy, and I’d be a good wife. Besides, I was promised fringe benefits when I came here—and I ain’t so much as toyed with yer tassel.”

I thought about what she’d said. Josie had strongly hinted at those ‘fringe benefits’ when we’d first recruited Betsy in Centrum. Since then, though, all of my wives—even Lina—had accepted that I might have reached my limit on wives. But while I hadn’t made any promises to Betsy, Josie had certainly hinted she was next in line. And, if I was being honest, I was fairly certain that several more of my other wives had encouraged her in that direction.

I sighed. “Can you push that to the back of your mind for now, and focus on what needs to be done?”

“I’ve waited patiently for…”

I raised a hand, cutting her off. “If you can’t focus on what needs to be done here, then I’ll return you to the city.”

She must have decided I was serious, because she finally grunted, “I hear and obey, Sheriff. I will do my duty.”

“Good.” I wanted to add that I respected the great work she had done with the militia, and that I actually enjoyed the time I’d spent just chatting with her—but that would only have sent her mixed signal.

I turned back to Denne and Betsy’s officers. “Well, if they won’t call out for a parlay, I guess it’s up to me to do so.”



Chapter 18 - Presumption

 

I slowly walked closer to the caves they were hiding in. As I did, I spun my cores a bit faster and pushed ki not only into my senses but also into my limbs. I wanted to be prepared for anything.

I made sure to move in a way that hopefully wouldn’t unnecessarily frighten them. I stared straight ahead and I didn’t hesitate; I also wanted to demonstrate to them that I had nothing to fear from them. My senses expanded further than ever before.

I grinned. My power continued to increase. Enhancing my wives had come with relatively few upgrades for me, but it had pushed my ability to use some of my skills to their limits. Now, I was comfortable sensing things with both my extended senses and with Soul Projection.

When I was within a few hundred feet of their position, I stopped. I took it as a good sign that none of the archers had fired on me yet.

“I’m Sheriff Case,” I called out to them. “Anyone here who is a member of One Direction—or any other gang, for that matter—should know that the gangs are not allowed in Yonderton.” I glared at the caves. “Gangs aren’t allowed in any of my territory, which is rapidly expanding. Assuming you haven’t committed any crimes since coming here, I will provide you this one-time offer of amnesty.”

I paused to give them a chance to respond. I waited almost a full minute, before continuing. “If you want honest work, though, with good wages and good living conditions, this is the place to be. The work isn’t easy, but nothing good is ever easy. We have plenty of jobs for you, everything from builders to militia members.”

I again paused to give them a chance to respond, but crickets is all I heard.

“As for you humans,” I continued, “I don’t know if you are here voluntarily as part of the gang, or if you are their prisoners. If you are their prisoners, then I will free you. If you are part of the gang, then my offer of amnesty applies to you, too—though you’ll have to work, just like everyone else. Everyone works in Yonderton, including me.”

Then I waited a final time, but there was no response. Damn, I hated wasting my time like this. There was so much more I needed to do, so many real threats I had to deal with. I didn’t just want to just wipe them all out, though—not if there was any chance that these humans were victims instead of accomplices.

Oddly, I found that I felt little to no sense of connection with them, just because they were from Earth. It wasn’t like all humans on Earth got along. In fact, we had a long history of trying to kill one another. I didn’t want to jump to any conclusions about these six men.

When there hadn’t been an answer after two full minutes, I tried one more time. “Fine, if you don’t want to talk, then I’m going to have to come in there. Anyone who attacks me or my people—heck, anyone holding a weapon—will be put down and we will ask questions of those of you who survive, later. This is your last chance to walk out and receive amnesty.”

I muttered a few choice curses under my breath. “My offer expires in 10, 9, 8, 7…”

I counted all the way down to four. I saw no reason to count all the way down to one, and for them to know exactly when I was going to move. I’d been counting slowly, so just those few extra seconds was a tremendous amount of time for me.

I couldn’t see the inside of the cave where the humans were, so I didn’t risk using Blink Body. Good old-fashioned speed would have to suffice.

I smiled as I cut loose with my fully formed A-rank body. The ground tore up beneath my feet as I surged forward, leaving a furrow behind me that was a full five feet wide. It didn’t matter if it was grass, dirt or stone; it was all ripped asunder and tossed well behind me from the force with which I took off. It felt good not to hold back.

Barely a fraction of a second after I began moving, I sensed a distortion of mana. I was already moving so fast that stopping might have been impossible, so I decided I’d just push through whatever it was. They had clearly been expecting some kind of attack, because they’d laid out runes and traps. I seriously doubted if they’d ever seen what someone like me could do.

Suddenly, all my momentum was brought to an abrupt stop. The impact of my body with whatever magic barrier I crashed into caused a wave of force to ripple outward, blasting a crater several feet deep into the ground for nearly fifty feet in every direction. A half dozen of the gang’s members had been too close to the impact, and their bodies didn’t fare any better than the ground. They didn’t even get a chance to cry out; they were shredded in an instant.

I felt some resistance and looked down at my feet. The ground glowed under me in a circle that was roughly ten feet in diameter. It looked like one of those summoning circles I’d seen in some shonen anime, with floating runes that spun around me about six inches off the ground.

I wasn’t worried—honestly surprised that they had been able to stop me, perhaps, but not worried.

A wolfkin stepped forward. “See, I told you. He isn’t unstoppable. My benefactor told me this trap would stop him. Now, we’ll have the most powerful weapon to do our bidding.”

As soon as he finished speaking, gang warriors started to step out from the mouth of the cave. Most of them were orcs, although I could see several elven mages and a couple more wolfkin, as well. Half a dozen foxkin, catkin, and monkeykin huddled together in a group. They appeared to be rogue types.

I found the wolfkin’s words interesting, but was otherwise rather enjoying the situation at this point. It seemed this was going to be far less boring than I had originally suspected. They had someone feeding information to them, did they?

I thought about the most likely suspects. The system had told me that Korkanis left Olimero, otherwise I would have suspected him. I ruled out Sativa, as I didn’t for a second believe she would work with the gangs. Mensor was a possibility, but this didn’t feel like his style. That left Telmorra.

I didn’t believe for a second that anyone other than a god would be able to give them this type of information about my powers. Was Telmorra really so upset I didn’t choose to follow her that she’d sic One Direction on me? I knew she really wanted to conduct her experiments on my cultivation, but this seemed a bit too far for her.

Then it hit me. I would have face-palmed, except that would have looked stupid in front of these punks. It should have been my first guess. Old Scratch was clearly behind this. I’d heard the rumors that he was the one who convinced Sativa to bring humans to Olimero. And he had as much as said that he wanted something from me.

Yeah, the more I thought about it, the more I was convinced that this had to be Old Scratch. He seemed like the type who would get scum like the gangs to do his dirty work. Now that I had decided he was behind this, it meant I would have no mercy for these fools. Anything associated with Old Scratch needed to be burned all the way down, its roots yanked out, and salt plowed into the very ground his plots had grown in.

Rather than intimidating me upon learning that he was behind this trap, it created an even greater incentive for me to break out of his trap. I sat cross-legged on the ground for a moment as I channeled my inner Qui-Gon. I allowed my senses to reach out as far as they could.

I could sense the mana. It pulsed through the trap—though far more powerfully than anything I had yet experienced. I was curious how they’d done it. This almost felt like the power of a god, but I didn’t believe for a moment that Old Scratch was actually here. If he was present, he’d likely have been gloating before me now.

No, this was mortal Olimerans playing with something they didn’t understand and shouldn’t have been using. I suppose I could ask them about it, but decided that my own abilities would suffice to tell me all that I needed to know.

The wolfkin taunted me, “You’ll pay for what you’ve done to my gang, human. No one stands up to One Direction and lives.”

Oh, great… this idiot was one of the gang’s leaders.

I grinned. That would only make it that much more satisfying when I put him down. I could feel the power beneath my feet but could not touch it. Blasting my way out of the trap might be possible, but I didn’t want to lose control. I’d learned my lesson about not treating every problem I came up against like a big, fat nail.

Instead of a hammer, I was going to puzzle my way through this problem. Mana Fusion seemed like the most logical skill I could use here. It should enable me to pull in the mana from the trap and cultivate with it. But something about the trap kept me from doing that. I tried to draw the mana in, but it wouldn’t answer my call.

The wolfkin chuckled. “He told me you’d try to suck up the mana from the trap, but he made it so that you can’t. No mortal can. Even my mages with mana cores don’t understand how this trap works. The powerful mana that powers it is sealed away, and so are you.” The idiot rubbed his hands together. “He’s going to reward me with this entire world to use as my playground, if I present you to him.”

Rather than bothering to respond, I simply blocked him out. I focused on the problem. I’m sure it pissed him off, that I wasn’t giving him the reaction that he wanted. I resisted the urge to grin at that thought.

Hmm… was now the time to get nervous? If I couldn’t muscle my way through it,  and I couldn’t drain the mana from the trap, then was I going to have to try to blast my way out of here with Ki Slices? Something about that just didn’t set right with me. My instincts told me it would be a bad idea—which was the same thing that kept me from using blink body to get out of here.

Oh well, I needed to try an experiment—decided to start with something small. Pulling out my semi-sentient blade, Bargon’s Slice, I infused ki into the blade while activating its spatial edge. Then, too fast for them to follow my movement, I streaked forward and struck the edge of the magic circle.

As I’d feared, the spatial edge on my sword warped and broke before the blade even made contact with the barrier. But the truly interesting thing was what happened after my blow landed. I could feel my ki being drained out of the blade. When it started to draw ki from within me, I dropped the sword like it was a snake. The connection tingled for a second longer and then the ki being pulled from me simply stopped.

It was like the trap wanted to feed on my ki.

I sat back down as the wolfkin started laughing. He didn’t bother me, but I was beginning to think that Old Scratch had built a very good trap here. I needed to think this through. I grinned, recalling the wolfkin’s words: no mortal could break through this barrier.

I had the Aspect of Infinity, now. The notification had told me that I normally couldn’t obtain something like that while still a mortal. It was a tool or a weapon, or whatever it was that was meant to be used by beings more advanced than me.

It wasn’t like this was an immediate solution to my problem, though. I had no way to control it. I couldn’t simply pull out the Aspect and direct it like a weapon.

Or maybe I could… in a way.

With the Aspect, I had gained free skill ups. Did I already have something that could make a difference here? I pulled up my stat sheet and began looking through it.

When I looked at my sheet, the first thing that popped out at me was that Mana Fusion was at level 99. Many skills seemed to get a dramatic boost when they hit level 100. Could it really be that easy?

Well, there was no harm in trying. I immediately spent one of the skill ups on Mana Fusion. As expected, a system notification popped up.

Mana Fusion has reached level 100. This is a skill which is not native to Olimero. It comes with your ki based system, in combination with your ability to see and absorb raw mana. Your ability is now able to affect divine essence, which is another term for the S-rank concentration of mana, when combined with a universal concept.

I reached out after reading the notification; the barrier felt different now. It was almost… malleable somehow. It felt like there were threads running through it. I knew that the mana would respond to me, but something else appeared to be in the way. What could that be?



Chapter 19 - Path of Man

 

I read that last notification through again a second time.

Divine essence… that term had popped up before. Now, I was getting a slightly different variant of a definition. It would have been easy to think that the system was messing with me, but since getting my Aspect of Infinity, I felt like it had been more accommodating rather than less helpful. Maybe I was reading too much into it, but I felt like it was trying to tell me what I needed to know.

So, condensed mana… that was pretty straightforward. What did it mean, though, for mana to combine with a universal concept?

When I first got my universal concept, it was something external. I partially lived that concept out, but over time that process had changed. The concept had been modified to fit my exact representation of it. It wasn’t that Indomitable changed, though—the word meant what it meant. The concept was still the same; it was much larger than me.

What had changed, was that my universal concept had been refined to more appropriately reflect who I was. It showed me my inner self—one could even say that it showed me my soul. That was it!

I smiled.

So, an S-rank existence worked their very soul into the expression of their power. I was a step ahead already, then. Soul Builder didn’t do that exactly, but it did use my soul to help me build others up.

I almost immediately popped the skill-ups necessary to bring Soul Builder up to level 100 place, but just as I was about to do so a question hit me. Soul Builder might give me the ability to alter this Divine Essence, but would it give me the knowledge of how to do it?

I still needed to see what I was working on. For that, I needed Soul Projection. At the moment, I was only getting tiny glimpses of this compacted mana—this essence—that fueled my cage. I had been so proud of how much my ability had grown, but that was when dealing with mortal souls. How many more layers must there be to the soul of a being as ancient as the father of lies?

That left me with a dilemma. I didn’t have enough skill-ups to raise both Soul Projection and Soul Builder up to level 100. Which should I choose?

Fortunately, I had another ability that could help me with that decision. I began running Parallel Mind, setting a half of my mind to working through all the pros and cons of raising either skill while with the other half, I let my imagination go and extrapolated as much as I could.

Inside my mind, this all seemed to be taking quite a bit of time. I knew that outside my own mind, only a few seconds had passed. Still, I needed to hurry—it wouldn’t be long before Betsy and the others decided that I needed saving.

As I ran through both options, it became clear to me that if I couldn’t see what I was working with, I’d have no hope of working on it. That made my decision a simple one. I didn’t hesitate and used the necessary skill-ups to bring Soul Projection to level 100, leaving me with only two skill ups left.

This had better work.

Soul Projection has reached level 100. This is a rare skill, which is not often practiced below A-rank and is much more commonly worked on by S-rank beings. You have made it your own, though.

Aspect of Infinity detected. Every soul is immortal in that, barring extreme circumstances, it will continue on forever after being created. This means a soul is a pale reflection of Infinity—which has neither beginning nor end, and from which all other concepts and existences are derived.

Synergy between your Soul Projection Skill and the Aspect of Infinity detected. Do you wish to evolve your Soul Projection Skill?

Warning: This process will be irreversible. It will forever alter the skill, Soul Projection. It will forever alter you.

Note: If you refuse to evolve, then you will still receive the upgraded benefits to your skill, Soul Projection.

I thought about it for only a second. Evolving meant changing, and my wives were constantly pushing me to change the way I had thought from what I had known on Earth. There, I had been cynical, certain of my place in the world. Here on Olimero, I had been pushed out of my comfort zone to become more than I’d been before. I was also realizing, however, that there was so much more to existence than I had understood.

On Olimero, the veil had not just been pulled back, it had been torn asunder. I decided I would take the chance. As soon as I did, another notification popped up.

Multiple evolutionary paths identified. Fusing human existence with Olimeran guidelines. Choose a path.

Path of the Chosen - You are a chosen of Infinity and will live forever in a state of bliss, but your will must come second to the orders of Infinity. Your tasks will be varied and intriguing.

Result: Immediate elevation to SS rank. +200 to each stat and gain true immortality.

Path of the Rebel - Your will is tantamount. You are unwilling to bend, but you have proven yourself fit to continue to exist. You still have a role to play in the multi-verse and it will be up to you to walk the path you have chosen. Unfettered freedom will be yours—until the moment you set your foot in a trap from which you can’t escape.

Result: Immediate elevation to S rank. +100 to STR, AGI, DUR, +200 to Soul, +75 to Synergy and gain true immortality whether you want it or not.

Path of Man - Right and wrong, as well as good and evil, exist. Without a guide, it will be up to you to navigate your own way through the multiverse. Infinity smiles down upon you as you work to become more than you currently are, leaving hints that benefit both of you. You must find out what this means. Infinity has no claim on you, but may ask from time to time for your assistance—just as it may make offers to assist you. The choice of whether to provide or accept such aid will always be your own to make, knowing that as with all decisions, there will be consequences.

Result: Immediate completion of your Soul Core. Elevation to cultivation A0, +100 Synergy.

I sat staring at the notification. Had the system really just offered me what I thought it did? The three paths seemed pretty straight forward: extreme power but little choice; lots of choice while still being rewarded with tremendous power but with the sword of Damocles hanging over my head; and, then there was the middle of the road path that avoided either extreme.

I certainly didn’t see myself as some chosen savior. That sounded like a job for someone with a name like Aden. Nor was I typically one to rebel, seeking to overturn the natural order of things. That was something a person who would only be satisfied with being the greatest of all time would do—sounded like a real Kyle.

I chuckled to myself. Authority and order had their place, but I would be happy if I could just exercise that authority and order in my own little corner of the world. That events kept pushing me to widen what that ‘little corner’ included was a major source of frustration.

I liked the idea that I would be able to make my own choices. Indomitable meant that I would not be forced into any mold. I would make of my life what I wanted it to be—and the Path of Man seemed to be the best way for me to do so.

Passing immortality up was a big deal. But this way, my life was my own—and I would make of it what I would. The choice really wasn’t all that hard for me, in the end. I selected Path of Man.

I felt the changes in me happen instantly. And, unlike any other major threshold I’d passed, they simply happened. There was no pain. One moment I was still shy of the peak of A-rank, and then I was simply more than I had been before. Adding a hundred levels to my synergy was the same as adding a hundred to each of my base stats. It was astounding, but so too was realizing that my soul core had finished forming.

My mind also filled with the knowledge of everything that I still needed to do. The final step to S-rank was to form a divine core from my three cores. I even had a few ideas about how to go about that. Now, though, I had a lesson to teach some One Direction fools.

Soul Projection has evolved to Path of Man, and skill level is set back to one. Path of Man enables you to both look inward and outward at the same time, seeing the world for what it is. The higher this skill’s level, the greater your ability to detect the mysteries of the multiverse and the greater your understanding will grow.

This time, when I looked at the magic circle holding me, I saw a tainted type of mana held it together. This mana was rotten on the inside, but glistened on the outside. It was still strong, but I sensed that it sought to defy everything around it.

This condensed mana was a lie; it was a slap in the face of reality. What protected the mana from my ability to absorb it was some kind of divine intent. With that understanding came a plan.

I pulled and plucked at a thread of the essence for what felt like forever, but in reality was but a few seconds. Then, I pushed the mana byproducts for space, gravity, and a whole host of other mana types directly into it. The thread of divine intent immediately blackened in my new sight and began unraveling. It was like the thread of essence aged and decayed right before my new eyes. It couldn’t stand up to the existence of the universe that I pushed into it.

I braced myself for some monotonous, tedious work unraveling enough threads of divine will for me to break down and absorb the mana it protected. But the work was mercifully less than I’d feared. Once the process began, the coating of divine intent unraveled completely. It was like the mana which fueled the ward was protected by a house of cards.

There was a cascading effect as the entropy of that unraveling thread spread to those around it. My new Path of Man ability enabled me to see the exponential effect as a few, and then hundreds, and then all of them unraveled at once. Without divine will to shield it, I quickly absorbed what my new skill labeled deceit mana. After only a few seconds, the ward wavered and collapsed.

The wolfkin’s head whipped around from where he’d started giving orders to his officers to look at me as I took a step forward. With a look of horror on his face, he muttered, “Oh… shit.”

“You think?” I laughed. I couldn’t help myself. “Well, you messed with the bull… now you're gonna get the horns.”

I didn’t choose that particular expression at random, though, because the second the ward collapsed, my new senses expanded to encompass the area for miles in every direction. I felt the instant that Betsy transformed. I didn’t even bother looking back to see her with my eyes. I sensed her becoming… more.

It was fascinating, because the monstrous power seemed to grow with her. She grew bigger than ever in the space of a few heartbeats. But when she flashed past me to stomp on the wolfkin, a grin stretched across my face. She had to be at least ten feet tall, now.

She’d become so muscular that she’d do a good job making the Hulk feel inadequate. I mean, I liked a muscular gal even more than most guys. But this was beyond ridiculous… I guess it was possible for a woman to be too developed.  

She swung her axe back and forth and began cutting down the orcs as they charged her. I simply stood back and smiled. Arrows struck her and many of them bounced off. Her hide seemed to be rather sturdy. The few that did pierce her hide didn’t seem to bother her—and they weren’t there for long, anyway. Her flesh healed so quickly that the arrows were literally pushed out by the repairing tissue.

Orc after orc came at her—one-at-a-time or in groups of three or four, it just didn’t matter. She took on all comers and left them limbless, headless, and hopeless. She was a true monster. Her strength had to be off the charts compared to normal Olimerans.

When she saw the rogue types start to run away, she leaned forward and took in a huge breath. When her mouth opened, a bellow that shook the hills erupted from it. This must be a sonic attack. I’d managed to weather it just fine, of course, but most of the fighters around her fell to the ground as their equilibrium was knocked out. Those foes who had yet to engage her fared a bit better, as they were further back.

The effect of her sonic attack devastated the fleeing catkin, foxkin, and monkeykin. They were blasted from their feet and knocked flat. My senses told me that their eardrums had been ruptured and most of them had multiple hairline skull fractures from the sonic attack.

Betsy tilted her head back and roared at the sky before launching herself forward with a powerful leap and bringing her axe down in an overhead strike. I had gotten a bit lazy and wasn’t paying as much attention to events as I should have been, because while I thought she was going to land on One Direction’s rogues and spies to finish them off, her trajectory instead took her into the cave; the cave where the humans were still hiding.

She smashed her axe into the upper lip of the cave. Suddenly, tons of rock started to fill their hiding place as the cave started to collapse.

Apparently, I was going to have to step in after all.



Chapter 20 - Not All Equal

 

Faster than any of the others could even dream of moving, I streaked forward. I almost forgot that not only had I gained a couple of cultivation ranks, but I’d also gained a hundred Synergy. It was quickly becoming my most important stat, since each point added a flat percentage point increase to my other stats. Thanks to Sativa’s ring, it effectively added more than 300% to each of my other stats—stats which were already ridiculous, by Olimeran standards.

The massive jump in Agility produced a tremendous speed which I wouldn’t have been able to handle, except for the fact that my increased perception from my Soul Stat and now Path of Man enabled me to know where everything was around me.

The input of information was staggering, which might have caused me a different kind of problem—but again, this was hardly the first time my ability to perceive the world had taken a huge leap forward since I’d arrived on Olimero.

Strength might be the first law, but perception kept me alive more often than not.

This time, my arrogance got the better of me, though. I had been so confident in my ability to handle anything that I wasn’t prepared for just how much more powerful Betsy had become with Mensor’s favor. The god of monsters had not been stingy with his blessing. Mensor had given her a total makeover, so to speak.

It wasn’t at all like what the other gods had done for their handmaidens.

“No! Betsy…”

She swung her axe in a broad horizontal swing at the two humans who’d jumped up and were charging at her. These men were fast, but nothing amazing—certainly more so than they ever could have been on Earth.

It didn’t matter. She cut them in half.

“Hold up, Betsy!”

I stopped talking as she went to attack the other humans. She was lost in a berserker’s rage; I could practically feel it oozing off of her. Mensor had done a number on her, playing on her anger and frustration with being pushed off.

Had I really treated her that badly? It’s not like there weren’t a ton of things on my plate, after all.

I didn’t have time to be gentle as I shifted from trying to get in front of her to simply driving my shoulder into her back. She was clearly much faster than before, not to mention a hell of a lot stronger. I had to assume that meant she was also much more durable.

Path of Man

Actually, even as my mind raced through impact and tracked her likely trajectory from impact, I realized I could see more information than I usually got at a glance. Just as the new skill revealed to me so much more about myself, it revealed additional details about Betsy.

Betsy Clemson

Race: Cowkin -  evolved to Elder Obsidian Minotress

Stats:

Strength: 371 

Agility: 92  

Durability: 345 

Magic: 68  

Soul: 5  

Simulated Cultivation Grade: B2

B-Rank Body Fortification: 96%

Dual Core: Earth and Rage Mana

I didn’t dwell on the information provided by her stat sheet. Instead, my Parallel Mind took it all in even as I moved. My shoulder crashing into Betsy launched her like a missile into rear wall of the cave. I tried to kick her feet out from under her right after smacking into her from the rear, trying to knock her off course, but another of the idiot humans stepped in front of her at the absolutely worst time—well, the worst time for him, that is.

Betsy’s massive body crushed him into a red smear against the wall.

The cave shook as the minotress was embedded several inches into the rock. I didn’t hear any of her bones break, but it was hard to be sure over the snap, crackle and pop sounds that what used to be a human body made as it was compressed into a paste..

The three remaining humans all jumped back. I needed to get between them and Betsy before she pulled herself out of the wall—something which she’d already started doing. How was she able to shake off a blow like that?

She’d recovered far too quickly for how hard I had hit her.

I realized what was happening. Her Rage mana was pumping her up. A quick scan with Path of Man confirmed my fears.

Betsy Clemson

Race: Cowkin -  evolved to Elder Obsidian Minotaur

Stats:

Strength: 445 

Agility: 92  

Durability: 414 

Magic: 68  

Soul: 5  

Simulated Cultivation Grade: B2

B-Rank Body Fortification: 96%

Dual Core: Earth and Rage Mana

Her Strength and Durability had each jumped up by 20%. At this rate, she was going to end up matching my base stats. Of course, she didn’t have a Synergy stat, so she wasn’t close to my equal. And, of course, her Agility was far lower than mine, which meant she would struggle to even lay a hand on me.

I looked over at the humans, “You can’t stop her. If you throw down your weapons, maybe I can get her to calm down.”

One of the men nodded to where Betsy had regained her feet, shaking her head as if to clear it. He said, “If you can do that, then we can help you to kill the beast.”

I glared at him. “Throw. Down. Your. Weapons. This is your last chance. If I have to choose between killing her or letting her kill you…” I arched my brows at them. “Well, let’s just say that it wasn’t nice to meet you.”

Two men in the back threw down their weapons without saying a word. One of them was clearly trying to figure me out, while the other just looked like he was accustomed to following orders. The man at the front hesitated for a second.

I glanced back over my shoulder. Betsy was almost ready to resume the fight. I’d have to handle this quickly.

I surged forward at the man, faster than he could possibly react. My hand slapped the sword out of his hand and with the palm of my other hand, I shoved him hard enough to send him stumbling backwards till he fell on his ass.

The man cursed me in a rather creative manner. He called everything from my parentage to my sexual proclivities into question.

“Don’t think just because you’re a human and I’m a human that this makes us equals, or friends, or whatever,” I snapped at the fool. “Betsy has been a loyal friend, which is more than I can say for you. Sit down and shut up if you know what’s good for you. If you’re really quiet, you might just survive this.”

I had no more time to say more, as I had to defend myself from Betsy. All my training with my ever-increasing perception paid off. I grabbed her outstretched wrist as I spun out of her grasp, helping her forward momentum with a bit of my own strength. As she flew forward, I sent out the most gentle Ki Slice I could muster. She flew out the cave’s entrance.

I smiled. That had worked out better than I’d dared to hope. I doubt the Ki Slice even broke her skin. Sure, her skin was probably tougher than stone at the moment, but still… using this level of power required an unprecedented level of control.

I raced forward. This time, I wasn’t going to just wait for her to get up and shake it off. She tumbled along the ground, skidding into the side of a small hill a couple of seconds later.

I shouted to Denne as I ran forward, “Take the humans into custody. Kill any of the gang members and then bring the prisoners back to down. If they fight you, do whatever you have to, to restrain them. Be careful, though—they aren’t weak.”

Then, I was on Betsy. I tried to pin her, but despite my overwhelming strength, it was comical. She was so much larger than me and clearly growing angrier by the moment. She lashed out at me with a wild swing of her fist. Even blinded by her rage as she was, she didn’t seem to want to use deadly force against me.

I knew I couldn’t depend on that lasting for much longer. Thanks to a combination of high Agility and Body Sovereignty, I easily avoided the attack and stepped back.

“Betsy,” I snapped, “you need to calm down.”

As soon as the words left my mouth, I knew I’d made a mistake. No woman in the history of any world ever wanted to hear a man tell her to calm down. I might as well have waved a red flag in front of her.

The stony ground around her began to bubble, oozing up into her. It reached out to grab me at the same time that it slithered into her. With my new vision, I saw the flows of Earth Mana as they disappeared into her, empowering her further. I was so fascinated by this process that I didn’t bother to step away from the liquid earth which climbed up to my waist before solidifying.

“Talk, talk, talk. That’s all you ever want to do around me,” Betsy ground out. “I’m a woman and I want… no, I need more than talk from you. But you never seemed to care about that. Not at all.”

She narrowed her eyes at me. Eyes, that I noticed had turned a dull, angry red. “I’ll just lead Betsy on, you probably thought. She’ll do a good job with the militia. If I get her out of town, then I won’t have to deal with her.”

She was standing now. Except, instead of being ten feet tall, she had swollen to a height of at least fifteen feet—and  she was still growing. The Earth Mana started changing her. Her skin and fur darkened to a jet black and took on a shiny, obsidian-like appearance.

“I’m not having it anymore. Now you’ll have to fight to prove you’re worthy of my time, to prove your strength.” She snorted. “I’m tired of trying to prove myself to you and Mensor is tired of waiting patiently. Become the monster you were meant to be, Rob. You’ve got the power. You are strong, you are fast, and you are durable. But let’s see how well you stand up to this.”

With that, she brought a stone covered fist down on my head. Or she would have, if I didn’t have other abilities.

Blink Body

I moved fifty feet away to the top of the hill that had stopped her. I was now behind her, but she must have gained some sort of perception related to her Earth Mana because she immediately spun around.

“Still running?” Her tone was now more of a booming bellow than a woman’s voice.

Her growth had pushed her up to a height of at least twenty feet, and it didn’t seem to be slowing down. “Mensor doesn’t care about you bending the knee to him. He just wants to unleash a true monster on this world, to remake it the way it should be.” She shook her head. “And me? I just wanted to be at your side.”

She crouched and then leaped forward. It was like watching truck-kun about to slam into you.

Blink Body

Once again, I moved only about fifty feet. But this time, I went straight up and unfurled my wings.

“What about my wives?” I asked. “Don’t they get a say in this?”

“Sativa never cared about any of that on this planet. She made it so men could do as they wanted. You simply need to take it to the next level. Become a monster—a  monster takes what it wants. I’ve seen your eyes on me, Rob. You want me.”

I held back a grin. Her twenty-five-foot tall form seemed to have stopped growing. She was plated in obsidian. Her shoulders, back, elbows, knees, and fists were covered in black spikes. There was something impressively deadly about her, now. Unfortunately for the case she seemed to want to make, there was definitely nothing sexy or appealing about it.

Rather than point that out, I asked, “What about Josie? She’s your friend. And Mursha? Daria? You get along with them, too.”

There was a rumbling deep within her chest. “This isn’t about your wives; they all promised to support me and my desire to be with you. Yet nothing became of that. What kind of man doesn’t want another woman to bed? Especially one he finds attractive?”

This time I couldn’t hold back my quick tongue. “One who is trying not to get squashed.”

She growled, “We both know that you’re holding back. Bring out the monster. Show that you can, and either claim me… or put me out of my misery.”

That was a hell of a messed up way to view this. But then again, I figured that Mensor had really messed with her—on top of her already healthy sized insecurities. It probably was my fault for not having been clear with her about my intentions.

I’d gone back and forth about my own feelings these past few weeks, deciding if I could even handle another wife. Sema had proved that I could. I felt a headache forming behind my eyes, and I rubbed my temples.

I probably owed her more communication. That didn’t excuse her actions, though. She was still responsible for the choices she had made.

“Transform back and we will talk about this. I promise to take the time for us get to know one another… to see if this can go anywhere. You know me well enough by now to know that I don’t make such decisions lightly—or based on physical attraction, alone. You’ll have to back down now, though, because I won’t be forced into a decision about something as important as my family.”

Betsy growled. “It’s too late for that, now. Mensor’s plan is already in motion. If you want me to back down, then you’re gonna have to force me.”

Suddenly, the ground beneath me erupted.

 



Chapter 21 - Taming the Beast

 

Spears of stone lanced up into the sky, aiming right for me. I reacted immediately with a Ki Slice that smashed them all to tiny pieces. There were limits to what Betsy could do, but I watched as mana continued to pump into her.

I pushed a bit harder, straining my eyes as I tried to look with my senses far beyond normal sight.

Path of Man +1

I saw what appeared to be an umbilical cord pumping power into Betsy. Perhaps she wasn’t so far gone, after all—perhaps she was just being used. I blinked again, appearing right behind Betsy with my aura providing me an extra level of protection. Ki flowed in each of my limbs, pumping my stats up to an insane level.

Ki Aura +1

Blink Body +1

Betsy whirled around and tried to stomp on me. “Stand still and fight! Kill me if you must, but you will give in to the monster inside you.”

I caught her massive hoof as it slammed down on me. I hadn’t even realized that in this form she had hooves rather than feet. I was strong enough to stop her descending appendage—but it turns out that size does matter. This time, though, that worked against me.

Oh well, I’d been curious about trying out something new—and this was as good a time as any. As always, I held by-products from each of the mana types my various wives controlled. This one I had never worked with before, though.

Josie’s Growth Mana seemed like the perfect solution. She mostly used it to enlarge items like her swords, as that worked better with her fighting style. It made for some peculiar moments during sparring, as she had learned how to turn a handful of pebbles into a deadly barrage of boulders, but I had a different use for it in mind here.

Josie always said she didn’t want to use the mana on herself because she didn’t trust what it might do to her body. That wasn’t a fear that I shared. If a body cultivator couldn’t be sure of controlling their own body, then what was the world coming to?

I pushed the by-product of cultivated Growth Mana into my body, spreading it with my ki through my channels. Even as I held her hoof up—though doing so was pushing me into the ground—I felt my body start to change. At first, it was nothing but a strange tingling. I itched.

I felt my body start to grow. Just then, another reason why Josie probably hadn’t used her mana for this occurred to me. Unfortunately, it hit me a second too late as all of my clothes were shredded. I managed to kick off the boots which Mursha and Rava had made for me, and the cloak came off on its own, but those were the only pieces of my clothing which I salvaged. Not even the magical vest that Sativa had given me when I’d first come to Olimero was able to keep up with this rapid and massive of a change in size.

Fortunately, her ring grew with me; I would have been sorry to lose it..

On the way up, I pushed hard against her hoof and flipped Betsy onto her back. Within five seconds, I’d surged up to a height of roughly twenty-eight feet tall and towered over the minotress as she lay sprawled on the ground. She stared up at me in awe.

“Now that’s what I call well endowed,” she muttered.

I just grinned. After almost two years on Olimero—the majority of which with Lina for a wife, I was far beyond being embarrassed by something like nudity.

“How much of this is you?” I asked.

Betsy shimmied around onto her knees, pressing her chest up and out. “This is all me.” She licked her lips. “If you don’t want to fight, we could have more fun…”

Even while she was trying to finish her suggestive comment, she started to tremble. Her face contorted and her body spasmed before an impossibly deeper voice rumbled from the minotress.

“No. You must prove yourself to be the monster you are. Take what you want… either take her, or kill her. But do something. Stop with this pretense of civility. You have the power to make this world what you want it to be, you simply need to claim it.”

The switch in pronouns was telling, of course.

“Mensor?”

“Yes, and no,” Betsy/not quite Betsy replied. “I can feel his power inside me. The more you push me, the more it flows into me. You must be tested.”

Before I could decide what to do about that, the minotress swept her axe up from the ground, spinning around such that I was forced to jump over it. That seemed to be her intent, though, because fire erupted along the axe.

“Daddy wants to find out if you’re good enough for his daughter,” she cackled.

Fire and earth wrapped around her as the crimson power which was buried within the axe started to light up across her. The obsidian which coated her cracked, glowing with an internal heat. She began to look less like a massive mountain of rock and more like a flow of lava.

Her Agility must have shot up with this new form, because she moved quickly enough that I had to push myself to avoid the next sweep of her weapon. Her form flowed with surprising grace, as she kipped up onto her hooves. Suddenly, she opened her mouth and started to bellow at me.

I’d already seen the power of this attack and didn’t want to be caught in it.

Blink Body

This was no good. I liked Betsy. We were friends. Under other circumstances, we might have become more than friends. I was certainly attracted to her, and I knew my wives approved of her—but I just didn’t know.

I couldn’t keep running and dodging; I needed to end this. I could see the militia and deputies off in the distance. They had captured the humans and had withdrawn even further back in the direction of Yonderton.

I was sure that many of them had eyes sharp enough to watch our fight, though. This was bad on so many levels.

Ki Slice

I blunted it as much as possible, but it blasted into Betsy, opening a deep gash in Betsy’s molten chest. Liquid rock leaked out rather than blood. I cursed out loud. Dammit, Mensor was going to pay for this.

“Don’t make me destroy her.”

While I spoke, I searched with both Telepathy and Path of Man, trying to find a way to communicate with Betsy without Mensor knowing about it. A part of my parallel mind settled into that task while the other part focused on defending myself.

Betsy rushed forward. Her rage increasing her stats even further. “Your refusal to accept who you are is doing this to me,” she hissed. “If you don’t claim me soon, I will fully become Mensor’s avatar on Olimero.”

She swung her axe, and I batted my palm into the flat of the blade to knock it aside. I drove my first up under her chin and wrenched the axe away from her as she staggered backwards. Then, I drove the heel of my foot into her gut with a sidekick.

Her body doubled over and flew backwards, but even my Durability wasn’t enough to protect me from the lava which now covered my bare foot. If not for the Ki Aura surrounding me like a second skin, I’d have crippled myself with some truly nasty burns..

As Betsy stood back up, gasping for breath, I saw a moment of panic in her eyes. There was conflict there, a struggle was going on inside of her, but the cowkin had little chance in a contest of wills with the god of monsters. She had voluntarily opened the door to him, and it was going to cost her everything if I couldn’t stop him.

I launched myself at her, no longer content to remain on the defensive. My fists and feet rained down on her. Each blow was driven by ki empowered strength—which between my Synergy stat and Sativa’s ring was greater than 2000. My hands practically glowed with the Ki I infused them with. The air hummed around me as I fought. Each blow smashed into the obsidian and molten rock that protected Betsy like a rocket.

At first, she made a show of trying to block my strikes, but my blows broke something inside of her. She apparently didn’t have bones in this molten form, but mana connections were vulnerable in their own way.

With the deeper level at which I now could sense, I began to surgically blast apart those connections with each blow. One by one, her arms fell limp at her sides and then her legs buckled. Soon, she could only lay there on the ground and glare up at me.

That deep voice spoke again, “Finish her. Reveal your monster and save your women. If you don’t finish it, then I’ll kill them all slowly.”

My fist streaked forward, infused with more ki than ever before. It was simply a reflex. No one threatened my wives and lives. This blow would shatter the minotress’ head, splattering the magma it seemed to be made up of in a wide spray. I only barely managed to stop the blow at the last second.

I stopped because that other side of my mind heard the faintest whisper.

“Help.”

I pulled back my finishing blow, and Betsy’s magma body snorted at me. “Fine, if you won’t be the one, then you, too, can die.”

A blast of magma with the force of a small volcano blasted out of the minotress’ mouth into me. I was flung backwards for at least half a dozen miles until I crashed back into the ground, blasting a crater fifty feet deep.

Through it all, though, I never lost that connection with the small voice inside of the minotress. Betsy was in there… somewhere. Finally being completely honest with myself, I admitted that my inattention had created this situation—and I was going to fix it.

“Hold on, Betsy. Fight him. I’ll try to free you.”

When no attack immediately came, I climbed out of the crater. My senses covered the miles and I sensed Mensor working to pull the mana connections I’d smashed back together in the minotress’ body. Good, he was still limited by the vessel that he was working with.

I might be getting stronger, but I didn’t believe I was ready to take on the full power of Mensor—or the full power of any S-ranked being. Each rank had been a much greater leap above the previous one. I had to assume that was the case here, as well.

Blink Body

I stood over the minotress. This time, I drove my hands into her chest. It was almost a travesty because I could think of so many better things to do with a chest as naturally blessed as Betsy’s—but now wasn’t the time for that.

Instead of trying to blast a ki-slice into her, I attacked with Soul Builder. Reaching out, I tried to form a connection with Betsy. There was only one way that I could think of to save her. First, I had to wrench her away from the power of a god.

Only then could I try save her soul.

I second guessed this plan right up until the moment that I committed to it. Betsy was part of Yonderton. She was one of my people. But more than that, she was my friend. I couldn’t do this for everyone—and if I had my way, this would be the last time… ever.

I initiated a soul bond.

You are attempting to form a soul bond with Betsy Clemson.

Error… target’s soul is currently intertwined with the divine intent of Mensor, the god of monsters.

I cursed, but pushed harder.

Soul Builder +2

Yeah, I needed that. I needed every little advantage and scrap of power I could find as I initiated a new type of wrestling match. The battle took place on three fronts, but I could only split my mind in two. Even thinking that, though, made me push a bit harder with Parallel Mind.

Parallel Mind +5

It was a massive jump, but was not enough.

I needed to wrestle with her physical body and keep it from burning me to death. At the same time, I re-severed the mana connections in her minotress body. Somehow, I had to stay one step ahead of Mensor’s attempts to repair them. Then, to top it off, I fought the most important and most difficult third battle—that of trying to wrest Betsy’s soul free from the grasping claws of a god.

Soul Builder +4

Parallel Mind +3

Every little bit helped, but I was clearly outclassed here. Mensor didn’t seem to have any trouble doing three things all at once. I knew what I had to do; I understood the concepts, but I couldn’t seem to manage it all—not all three simultaneously.

Something had to give. I was determined that whatever gave first, it wouldn’t be me.






Chapter 22 - Merger

 

I felt a weak Betsy reach out for me. I was her lifeline in this storm. Even the bravest of warriors can be shaken by events which make them feel entirely helpless. She might have made a bad choice, turning to Mensor for the strength to garner my attention. But if that was all it took to deserve death, then I’d be dead many times over.

More than ever, I felt a commitment to save her. She needed saving; she deserved to be saved.

Time and again my skills leveled up, but every time that I broke one of the tendrils Mensor had attached to Betsy’s soul, he seemed to form another. My power was not up to the task.

Path of Man, Telepathy, Soul Builder, Ki Aura, Ki Infusion, and Parallel Mind… each of them rose multiple levels. Some of them grew dramatically. Battling a god—even remotely—was apparently amazing training. I even gained a few levels in Soul Resistance each time he tried to attack my soul.

If it weren’t for Indomitable, I know I would have given up. I could feel my wives all around me, and I knew that hours must have passed. They all wanted to help me, but I was on my own.

Inside the minotress’ body, Betsy was getting weaker—little by little. Our war over her soul was tearing her apart; she was at risk of losing that immortal part of herself. I began to wonder if it would be better to simply give her up to Mensor in the hopes that she would die and be reincarnated. That didn’t sit well with me, though.

I couldn’t let this monster win. Suddenly, I heard a voice in the back of my head. “I can help you.”

I didn’t have to ask who it was. “What’s your price, Telmorra?”

“The same as it always has been.”

“I’m not going to submit to you.”

There was silence for what felt like forever as I continued to battle Mensor. “Fine. I’ll make you a deal. I’ll give you 100 years on Olimero, but then you owe me 100 years of testing.”

I thought about it for a second, but I couldn’t agree. No matter how much I felt like my neglect had played a key part in driving Betsy to make the poor decision she had, I wouldn’t give up my will. Not like this. It just wasn’t who I was.

Another small voice came to me. It wasn’t a voice that I heard in that moment, but my memory of words I’d heard before:

Surrender and confidence go hand in hand. Be yourself, and that will be both a type of surrender and a type of domination. Step forth and inherit the infinite.

At the time, I hadn’t paid much attention to the words that had been spoken. I was more than a little distracted, trying not to die. Now, though, as I thought back to what had happened, the Aspect of Infinity which I had received at that time had been the single greatest tool for my growth. Each of the gods had implied that it should take me dozens and potentially hundreds of years to progress through A-rank to S-rank.

It was happening in days for me. If anything, my growth seemed to be accelerating instead of slowing. Perhaps it was worth understanding this oxymoron—simultaneous submission and domination. It was just that my attention was already so split.

“Well, are you going to answer me?” Telmorra demanded.

I had completely forgotten about the goddess of Mana. It was perhaps laughable, but it showed the strain I was under. “If you want to be an ally and help, that would be greatly appreciated. I will take your aid as a demonstration of friendship, but I won’t blindly bend to your will—especially not when you think so little of me as to consider me a lab rat fir for experimentation.”

I sensed her fury at my response.

“I have no use for this world,” Telmorra snapped. “I thought perhaps the reward to be gained from learning how you do what you do would warrant weathering out the risk, but if old gods are going on a killing spree, I will no longer stick around. Enjoy your fate.”

Her presence departed my mind and, hopefully, from Olimero. If she wasn’t going to help, then she might as well disappear. Of course, given what had happened to Sativa, with both Korkanis and Telmorra fleeing Olimero, it felt like the divine rats sought to escape a sinking ship.

I had to focus. My mind was scattered. I was trying to do too many things at the same time. If I understood the message, it meant Infinity wanted me to be myself—but  wanted to remind me that I was just a small part of all that existed. There would be points that—indomitable or not—I would need to surrender to the greater whole.

But throwing up the white flag as you were being crushed was not the same thing as surrendering to the reality of something so much larger than me that I didn’t have a way to understand it. Surrender—under the right circumstances, that is—could be a way of gaining a measure of control. I thought about some of the bedroom games I played with my wives.

A few of them liked being spanked. It certainly wasn’t my thing, but who was I to deny them what thrilled them? They all enjoyed the primal passion of being taken at times—just like they all enjoyed slow, passionate love making at other times… well, except for Lina. Bunnygirls didn’t make love, after all.

Maybe in being taken, they felt my power and were comforted by it. Was that the lesson here?

I peered at Betsy’s soul again. It was in tatters and wouldn’t be able to hold on for much longer. Mensor and I were a pair of pit bulls fighting over a steak like in some cartoon. We had ripped and stretched the object we fought over almost to the point that it was no longer recognizable.

Mensor’s control over Betsy’s body was simply too great. I couldn’t save her soul and her body at the same time. A decision had to be made. Seeing a path forward, I opened myself to the possibility and then… I surrendered the fight over her body.

I felt instant relief as all my strength and resources were my own again. Hopefully, the would be like a rubber band when pulled taunt and then released. I imagined it snapping back into Mensor’s face.

This would only buy me a brief respite, though. I smiled as opened myself up. I was the complete master of my own body. In this case, that meant that I was going to try accommodating a second soul within myself.

Do you wish to allow the soul of Betsy Clemson to take up residence within your body?

I accepted immediately. The time for hesitation on my part was long past.

You have formed a soul bond with Betsy Clemson, now known as Betsy Case. Currently, her soul is too weak to react but will be housed within your body. As she recovers, you will be able to communicate with her and draw upon some aspects of her abilities.

Warning: two souls can’t exist in one body for an extended time. Find her a new host or your souls will eventually merge.

That last line sent a chill down my spine, but I had business to deal with. I stood, then used Blink Body to jump back from the thrashing body which had formerly belonged to my cowkin Militia Commander, Betsy Clemson.

Blink +1

As I stared at her body, I noted that the connections inside of it were almost completely repaired. Soon, Mensor would be able to directly control the body as his avatar. That didn’t seem like a good idea.

I spun my cores as fast as I could and felt them strain. It was like all three cores wanted to shift within me. They were drawn closer to one another with each rotation that spun out more and more ki. I pushed the sensation and consternation this raised aside and gathered the power.

Path of Man allowed me to see the moment that a fragment of Mensor’s soul possessed this body. That was what I’d been waiting for. Hopefully, this would be enough. I pulled out Bargon’s Slice.

Because of the connection I had with it, the blade expanded to match my size. The blade always helped me channel my Ki Slice to great effect. I heard the sentience inside the sword scream as more power than I had ever pushed into the blade surged through it. This was the ki of a body cultivator at the pinnacle of A-rank.

All of my attacks in the past had been a lighter compared to the bonfire I now wielded. My body shimmered as I channeled all that power and the blade cracked, the shards of it flying out with my attack. Reality tore itself apart as space, gravity, and light all distorted. At the last instant I added a jagged form created by Soul Builder. It wasn’t the purpose of that skill, as this was a soul-based attack, but the tools normally used to build can destroy, as well—as long as the correct intent is used.

The attack narrowed down to only ten feet wide, but that attack ripped right through the magma minotaur’s body. The attack tore it to pieces, along with creating a gash a quarter mile long and a hundred feet deep in the ground. That was only the secondary effect of my strike.

The primary power of the attack was what undid the minotaur at a cellular level. It went from a fully formed divine avatar to two separate halves of a minotaur in an instant. Over the next dozen seconds, the body deteriorated and dissolved into a pile of smoldering rock on the ground.

I scanned all around me with my Path of Man skill, but couldn’t sense any part or remnant of Mensor. Hopefully that meant I’d managed to destroy a portion of his soul. I didn’t have any delusions about it being enough to kill the S-ranked being, but if it set him back a bit, that would be… a boon.

Clearly, an eventual confrontation with the god of monsters loomed ahead. He didn’t seem like the type to run, which meant he would be coming for me. And now there weren’t any other gods around to stop him—unless you counted Old Scratch.

I was hardly going to go running to him for any favors.

When I shrunk back to my normal size, I was quickly surrounded by my wives. A number of jokes about my state of undress were bandied back and forth. In the end, they weren’t just covering up for how distraught they’d been. It turned out this battle had lasted for almost two days.

One by one, I hugged my wives. When it was Josie’s turn, she laid her head against my chest and wept. “This was all my fault,” she said.

“All your fault?”

“I was the one who invited Betsy to come to Yonderton; who encouraged her by telling her about the amazing ‘fringe benefits’. If I hadn’t, she’d still be out there somewhere—still alive. Instead, she’s gone. Sema even thinks that her soul might have been destroyed by that last attack you used.”

I patted my foxkin’s back and tried to explain what I’d done to her, but she cut me off. “I don’t blame you, Rob. You had to do what needed to be done. I just don’t think she deserved this.”

“Neither do I,” I agreed. “Which is why her soul—or what is left of it—is currently inside my body. Hopefully, Sema can help me figure out how to repair it.”

Josie looked up at me, her tears fading as she smiled. “Truly? No, never mind... You wouldn’t say it, if it wasn’t so.”

She pulled back away from me enough after a few seconds that I was able to explain what I’d done to the rest of my wives. Sema was quiet. I could tell she was lost in thought, already puzzling through the problem, but I didn’t want to put any stress on her about it right now.

Mursha looked down at the ground at my sword, which lay in fragments. “It doesn’t look like Betsy was the only one to lose a body today.”

I nodded. “I was hoping you might be able to reforge something out of it, but that can wait. I still need to deal with the humans who were taken into custody… and, of course, we still need to do something about Sativa.” I looked around at where we were. “I got sidetracked on my way to do that.”

Nimeera laughed. “One of the humans won’t stop talking and one of them barely speaks at all. I know that Denne will be happy to have you take them off of his hands.”

“Then let's head home.” I rubbed the back of my neck, dislodging a layer of ash and dirt. “I think I need a shower.”

More than one of my wives wrinkled their noses in confirmation, but Lina said, “Oh goodie, I’ll help you get clean.”

I nodded, though even thoughts of what that would inevitably lead to didn’t distract me from reading through my notifications—there were dozens of them. Hesitantly, I asked the system to summarize my recent skill gains.

Skill gains in the past 48 hours summarized:

Path of Man: +18

Telepathy: +4

Soul Builder: +31

Ki Aura: +24

Ki Slice: +2

Ki Infusion: +15

Parallel Mind: +27

Soul Resistance: +12

Blink Body: +2

Body Sovereignty: +2



Chapter 23 - Debriefing

 

Back in town, I found that three humans were waiting for me. They were being kept in an open room, but half-a-dozen guards waited just outside the door. I guessed that they had not been completely compliant.

Denne greeted me, “Glad to have you back, Sheriff.”

I smiled. “Glad because you wanted to hang out and have a beer with your best friend? Or glad because you want someone else to take responsibility for these pain-in-the-ass humans?”

Denne grinned innocently. “Why can’t it be both?”

“Seriously, how much trouble have they been?”

“Depends on which one you’re talking about. Vincent, that’s the one with red hair, keeps challenging every guard who goes in to feed them to a duel. Will, the youngest of them with the blond hair, is very quiet. The third one, Derek, seems to be some kind of leader among them. He’s answered all of our questions but refused to speak to Casper; he insisted that the only human he would speak to was Robert Case.”

I sighed. This was a setup; it had to be. I just didn’t know what the angle was—yet. “Okay, I’m going in there. Feel free to shoot any who try to escape or attack me.”

He nodded, then frowned, before snorting. “Like that’ll be necessary.”

I walked into the room and sat down. Vincent opened up with, “How dare you keep us waiting with these filthy animals? If you have half the power you pretend to have, you’d free us from this place.”

I stared at him calmly. “One.”

“One what?”

“One strike. Don’t call my people ‘animals’. Seven of my wives are in this city, along with many of my friends—not to mention that almost everyone within miles of this place are citizens under my protection. This is my home; show some respect.”

“Oh,” Vincent sneered, “so you’re like Derek. You don’t care what they look like.”

I clenched my fist, but kept it in my lap.

“I can maybe see the elves as being tempting,” the idiot continued, “though their ears are a bit weird. But I can’t imagine sleeping with a half-animal beastkin—let alone with one of those green orcs.”

I slapped him so fast that he never saw it coming. The force of the impact knocked him out of his chair and into the back wall. His chair teetered back and forth before settling back onto all four legs.

“Two,” I said through clenched teeth. “That’s two warnings in as many minutes. You can think whatever you want… Hell, you can say whatever you want about me—in this room at least. But if you attack me or even so much as mumble another speciest slur like that again, and that’ll be strike three.”

Derek asked, “What exactly does that mean? I find it to be helpful to set clear expectations.”

“It means game over. He won’t do or say anything, ever again.”

Vincent surged to his feet. “You’d kill me over…”

I stood as he started to speak and he quickly shut his mouth. “Again, speak badly of me all you want while in this room. Out in the city might be a different matter; I expect my people would take offense to it. But you may never make it there.”

I pinched the bridge of my nose. “Anyway, I don’t have time for this. There is an army of undead headed this way, and I need to deal with it.”

Will shook his head, looking down at the table. I couldn’t tell if he was just the strong silent type or was simply broken. Physically, he seemed the strongest of all of them. With Path of Man, I was able to read his stats. Though they were hardly impressive to me, they would have ensured he eclipsed superstar athletes back on Earth.

Derek said, “We had some contact with the undead. They hadn’t made it as far south as Vulpes when we left that city, but we ran into them near Felina. There were rumors that there were armies of them headed toward the other major cities.” The man paused, studying me. “You were impressive in the cave, I’ll admit that much, but there are likely millions of undead by now. I don’t see what even you can do about that.”

“Let me worry about that. Now, why were you asking for me?”

“We were brought to Olimero by Sativa just like you were.” He leaned back in his chair, staring briefly at the ceiling. “It’s been ten years for me. I was captured early on by One Direction. They never threatened to kill me, but they did keep me a prisoner. Then, one day, they started asking questions about how a human could get stronger than an orc. They started making me work out, but also provided some incentives.

“The group of orcs the minotaur slew were our trainers and jailors. They said they’d been ordered to bring us to the west in order to find out how you got to be so strong, and to see if we could duplicate it.”

“Thank you for being honest with me,” I told the man. “Now, this next question is very important. Are you loyal to One Direction?”

Will shook his head and Derek said, “Not in the slightest.”

Vincent scowled and snapped, “You’re a two-faced liar. You were working with those filthy orcs the whole time.”

Ki Slice.

Vincent’s head was simply gone. I looked at Derek. “I believe that you aren’t loyal to One Direction. I have a feel for things like when people lie to me. I can, for example, hear your heart beating. That’s how I know you weren’t lying.”

Derek tensed up when I sent an arc of ki out to kill the insolent Vincent, his knuckles going white as he gripped the edge of the table we sat around.

“But from what Vincent said,” I continued, “you’ll apparently work with anyone. I have no use for a man like that. I’m going to turn you two over to Casper. You can either choose to help him… or not. If he says you are very useful, then you’ll be allowed to depart—though you won’t be welcome in any of my cities.”

When Derek started to open his mouth, I added, “And no, I’m not going to tell you how I got to be like this.” I blinked out of the room, reappearing beside my Chief Deputy.

Denne looked at me. “I’ll send a clerk in to clean that mess up.”

“Good… but perhaps not too quickly. Let the reality sink in for them. I don’t want to imprison them, but I’m also not going to trust them just yet. Maybe with Casper they can prove themselves trustworthy.”

Then, I walked away. I had plenty of other things to do and I wasn’t going to let this slow me down. For a moment, I wondered if I had been wrong to kill the bigot. I just got the feeling that he would continue to be a danger—to my people and to himself. And it was then that I realized, I had made the full leap.

I no longer thought of myself as a human from Earth. I considered myself to be an Olimeran.

After a scalding hot shower to wash away the grunge that clung to me from the battle, I made a beeline for Lina. She was outside playing with the kids. A part of me wanted to put this off, but when I had mentioned meeting her parents, her smile had lit up the room. I still had a lot to learn, but I knew that family was important to Lina—even if she had given up the family that had raised her to serve Sativa.

I wasn’t sure if this was a mistake or not, as I remembered what one of my married brothers used to say. He’d ask me what the difference was between in-laws and outlaws—to which I’d reply that at least outlaws were wanted. Still, if it made my Lina happy, then I’d take that risk. Honestly, I knew there were more important things I could be doing, but I also knew that these little things were more important than they appeared.

And I could use a happy moment.

When I found Lina, she was playing with the children. I, of course, joined in, but after half an hour of giving horsey rides and jumping several hundred feet into the air with a kiddo in my arms, I asked Lina if she’d like to take me to go meet her parents. I knew they lived in Yonderton now, as they had moved here from Westerton a few months ago. I knew Lina went to visit them from time to time.

Her eyes grew wide. “I wasn’t sure if you were serious about that, or if you just said that to make me happy.”

I shrugged. “As our wise Chief Deputy said to me a short time ago, ‘why can’t it be both’?”

My bunnygirl gave me one of those amazing smiles that made me feel like I would do almost anything to keep that joy on her face, then took a few minutes to get herself together. Soon enough, though, we headed out with Robbie to meet my in-laws. I’d already spent plenty of with Mursha’s father and had met her mother, but this would only be the second time I hoped for a positive experience with my in-laws.

Nimeera had no surviving family that she knew of. All of Rava’s family had died long ago. Josie’s father had been killed, and her mother had passed a year or so before I’d come to Olimero. I’d killed Sema’s mother, even if she had it coming, and had done worse than that to Daria’s father—sentencing him under the Law of Blood after defeating the demon Her released to serve as his champion.

At least I could do this for Lina.

We walked through town, taking our time so that it felt like a proper family outing. I felt much of the stress I was carrying melt away as I chatted with Lina while carrying Robbie on my shoulders. My son and I both waved back to those citizens who waved to us as we passed.

I bought a flavored ice treat for Robbie from a street vendor a little before we reached one of the newer construction areas. With Lina clinging to one arm and my son in the other one, I knew this had been a good idea. Even if I didn’t get to meet Lina’s parents, I realized I’d needed this.

I made a mental note to make time for such mundane things as family outings in the future. There was no point fighting for my family, if I couldn’t be there for the small things, too. I could see how much this meant to both my sweet wife and my son, and I was surprised by how much it meant to me, too.

I could already hear the sounds of life from inside the house we stopped at. It was one of the larger ones, as befitted the family of one of the Lord Sheriff’s wives. I knew that her parents still had some younger children at home because she was the oldest.

When I knocked on the door, a small bunnygirl opened it. She saw Lina and squealed in delight, but when she looked up at me, she squeaked and ran.

“That was Talo,” Lina explained. “She’s the youngest and probably went to get momma. She’s obviously nervous about meeting the Lord Sheriff.”

I chuckled. “No offense taken. Besides, any sister of yours is a sister of mine.”

A moment later, we were invited in by a bunnykin matron who bore a striking resemblance to Lina. If this was how she’d age, then I was one lucky, lucky man.

“Welcome, Sheriff. I’m so sorry that Talo left you standing at the door. She should have invited you in before running to get me.”

Inside, I saw that the single-story house was spacious, though still crowded. Lina’s father wasn’t anywhere be seen, but there were three bunnykin women and eight children in what I thought of as the living room—though I suppose family room might be the proper name, here.

It was quite a family, even for this house. I’d have to rethink our city planning for the future. Of course, it’d probably be best if I just let Rozelle, Lina, and Rava worry about such things.

Before I knew it, I’d been given a seat at a long table. Robbie was passed around between his aunts and I soon had tea and cookies set in front of me. There was no doubt in my mind where Lina got some of her habits from.

For the third time I said, “Please, just call me Rob. All this Sheriff and Lord stuff isn’t right amongst family.”

Lina’s mother giggled at that. Calming down, she finally said, “Okay… Rob. But only if you agree to call me Momma.”

I winked at her, which got her giggling all over again. “Oh, be careful Lina, If I was twenty years younger I might try to steal him away from you.”

“Oh, Momma,” I said with a grin, “you’re far too much of a woman for me. But what I want to know is what should I call Lina’s other mothers?”

That made Momma smile. “Lina said you were adapting to our ways, but my experience with the one other human I met was that he didn’t adapt very well. I’m thrilled that my daughter found such a good man and you’ve given her a son. She’s doubly blessed.”

One of Lina’s other mothers said, “You can call her Momma, but call me Momma Gail.”

The third one nodded. “Just call me Momma Sally.”

I smiled, tilting my head to them in respect. “Of course, Momma Gail… Momma Sally.”

Before I knew it, we’d passed several pleasant hours chatting about Robbie, the growth of the town, and my other children. The longer I was there, the more comfortable Lina’s younger sisters got with me. I, on the other hand, became uncomfortable with the way a couple of her teenage sisters started flirting with me. That, in turn, made all the momma’s laugh.

Momma Gail said, “Pay them no heed, Rob, they are just doing what comes natural to a bunnygirl in the presence of an attractive man. They wouldn’t think of acting on it. And besides, our Rolina tells us how faithful you are.”

I made sure to stay long enough to meet Lina’s father. When he came home, he was immediately treated like a king. Women’s libbers back home would have had their heads explode, but it was incredibly sweet—and it seemed to make everyone involved happy. As for Lina’s father, Bertram, he was only interested in making sure that I made his little girl happy. He struck me as a wonderful father.

When the sun set and dinner was done, I was sad to leave—mostly because I knew that it meant I had to return to real work. But it couldn’t be helped. We said our farewells and then went home. This time, instead of walking, I blinked us all back home in an instant.

Lina clung to me in front of the manor and whispered thank you half a dozen times before promising to show me just how grateful she was as soon as she’d put Robbie down to sleep. While pressing her soft curves into me as I held our sleeping child, she startled. A sly smile spread across her face.

I frowned down at my alluring bunnygirl. “What is it?” I asked.

She grinned cheekily before leaning in and stretching up on her tip-toes to give me a peck on the cheek. “It seems you really are becoming a family man, Rob. I just got a level in Seduction for showing you how happy a proper family can be.”

She took Robbie from me and walked through the door that I held open for her. Looking back over her shoulder, she licked her lips and gave me a wink before taking a still snoozing Robbie off to his room to tuck him into bed.

That wink promised endless delight.

Lina wasn’t wrong, I wanted what I’d seen her father had. This was a good life, and once things settled down, it could become a great life. Now, though, I  had to go protect those I loved from an army of undead who wanted to take it all from me.

 



Chapter 24 - My Chemical Romance

 

The next morning, I moved restlessly around town. I hadn’t slept at all, and not just because of the several hours I spent being teased, pleasured, and fucked by my horny minx of a bunnygirl. I eventually left a well-boned but rather boneless puddle of wife in my bed a few hours before dawn.

I simply didn’t feel the need for sleep. The further along I got in my cultivation, the less sleep I needed. And with so much on my plate, I couldn’t afford the luxury of cuddling my exhausted wife while admiring her sweat-slicked beauty.

I was still trying to ignore the pull I felt between my three cores. The faster they spun and the more ki I cultivated, the greater the pull I felt for them to merge. I didn’t know quite what that meant yet, but I also knew that it was not going to be a simple thing.

For now, I was determined to focus on external problems. Fortunately, while I’d been locked in a battle with Mensor for Betsy’s soul, Josie and Daria had formalized the agreement with the outposts in the Untamed Lands. Rava had been busy organizing the council which would help advise me, but their tireless efforts to make everything work all spoke to the same thing—I was a lucky man.

Thinking about Betsy caused me to look inward.

Path of Man

Her soul still seemed to be intact, but it wasn’t very active. I wondered if there was such a thing as soul death—similar to how being braindead meant a body could still live with mechanical assistance though the soul had apparently passed on. Except with soul death, the body dying while the soul still existed. I pushed more of my wellness towards her soul and decided I’d need to talk to Sema about soul healing, sooner rather than later.

For now, though, I needed to deal with Westerton.

Blink Body

I appeared next to Josie as she finished buckling up her armor.

“Snap,” I grumbled. “Looks like I just missed a good show.”

The fiery redhead’s fox ears twitched as turned to me and winked. “I can always take it back off, but I get the feeling that you appearing in my room is for business and not pleasure, besides…” she tilted her head to where our daughter lay snuggled in a nest of blankets, asleep on the bed. “… we’ve got company.”

I smiled at the sight of our little Andrea. “Sadly, you are correct. I am here to speak with my Mistress of the Wall, rather than my sexy wife. But that doesn’t mean I can’t be sad that I didn’t get to enjoy a bit more of a show this morning.”

Josie smiled and patted my cheek. “You always know just how to make me feel wanted.”

I pulled her into me and we shared a tender kiss. “Not just wanted, but loved.”

She lingered for a long moment before pulling away.

I went over to scoop Andrea up from her nest of blankets. She was only a couple of weeks old, but already looked like an infant roughly six months old to me. Her tail was still a bit a stubby piece of fluff, but it was growing.

My daughter woke when I picked her up. The way her face lit up when she recognized me filled me with joy. I wiggled my nose against hers and played with her for a few minutes.

“I suppose you’re headed east today?” Josie asked, a smile softening her features as she watched me play with our daughter.

“Yeah. We need to check out what is happening in Westerton. I popped in to ask who else you wanted me to take with us.”

She took my comment in stride, not mentioning how happy she was that I was letting her do her job. I felt her satisfaction through our evolved bond, but we’d long since grown past the point that words were necessary.

“Realistically, you’ll probably be safe on your own—but it sends the wrong message if you go by yourself.” She frowned, rubbing her chin. “Mursha is busy reforging your sword, while Rava has her hands full managing the city with Rozelle. Lina is busy doing the same for your household. Sema already left, returning to the fairies to gather a force of their most experienced mages for the battle against the undead.”

I nodded. “That, and the fairies’ nest is much closer to the enemy than we are.”

“Exactly. That leaves me, Nimeera, and Daria available to come with you. I know you want to travel quickly, so just the three of us will accompany you-though scouts, spies, and several companies of militia troops will follow as quick as they can. You can blink the three of us with you, can’t you?”

“I should be able to,” I admitted, “though that was two more than I’d tried to blink with over long distances.” I scratched the back of my neck. “I should probably keep working on that skill and see if I can level it up a bit more. It would make this much simpler. Actually…” I looked inside to see where that skill stood, “never mind.”

Closing my eyes for a second, I used my last two skill-ups for Blink Body to bring it up to level 24. That increased my maximum range from 386 miles to 1547 miles—which would be enough to reach virtually any point on the continent, assuming of course that I could see it or had already been there. It also tripled what I could bring with me when I teleported.

I quickly explained what I’d done. Then, we decided that I’d make the rounds, saying good morning to all the kids and wives who weren’t coming with me while the three who would accompany geared up. They would meet me on the roof in half an hour.

There is nothing like being greeted by your children with their guileless love, and by your wives with passion. I enjoyed sharing hugs and long kisses with Rava and Lina.  Mursha—who came up to say goodbye, obviously fresh from the forge—pressed her sweaty forehead to mine while holding me tight. After tossing my daughter Sarah up into the air and catching her a few times, and a couple of horsey rides for Robbie, I blinked up to the roof.

I looked over at the three women standing together in the corner of the roof where a hot tub I associated many steamy memories with had once stood. I could practically feel the power rolling off of them. It was easy to forget with all the growth I’d had recently, that they had each experienced much the same. Sure, they weren’t quite on my level—yet—but they were each powerhouses in their own right.

When I had first hit B-rank, I’d been able to deal with anything Westerton could throw at us. The four of us together was going to be more than a little bit of overkill. Still, Josie had been right—impressions mattered. This was especially true since I intended to add Westerton and then Centrum to my territory.

After two not so quick kisses to say hello to Nimeera and Daria, I blinked us to the location where our caravan had forded the Rhettegor river west of Westerton. Rather than appearing inside the city itself, I opted to appear nearby—though still far enough away not to reveal us to our foes.

I wanted to get a feel for how far the undead might have come. Stepping away from my wives, I flexed a bit and my wings sprouted from my back. It was becoming easier than ever.

Daria let out a breathy, low, guttural groan. “Damn, that is soooo hot.”

I winked at her. “Okay, Nimeera and Josie will need to flip or something to see who will be carried by me and who will be carried by Daria. We need to have a quick look around the city.”

Nimeera asked, “Flip?”

Josie snickered. “It’s that thing he showed us with a coin. Remember?”

The catgirl nodded. “Oh, yeah.”

Josie added, “Not that it matters... I can fly on my own, now.”

She leaped into the air as waves of heat distorted the air around her. Then, literal jets erupted from her hands and feet, propelling her straight up like a rocket. I doubted she had anywhere near the control that Daria or I had, but who was I to argue with her impression of Pepper Potts’ Mark XLIX?

All my wives had gotten big upgrades, and I was probably going to learn about several more of them in the upcoming days.

Nimeera gave me a wink. “You can carry me, but but you don’t have to.”

Wings of shadow burst out behind her and she beat the air before she, too, took off. Her shadow manipulation had  clearly improved by leaps and bounds.

Daria muttered under her breath, “What the hell… can everyone fly now?”

Josie soared back past us, “Jealous that we might be able to join the mile-high club, too?”

Before I could say anything about how much I looked forward to inducting more of my wives in the mile-high club, Nimeera said, “Incoming.” I looked up at my catgirl.

She hovered a few hundred feet above us, so she had a better vantage point.  But shouldn’t have sensed any hostiles? That was disconcerting, though perhaps not as disconcerting as what I saw coming our way.

There were five people flying towards us—three men and two women with bat-like wings. To my expanded senses, they simply… weren’t there. They must not have any lifeforce within them. I couldn’t hear any hearts beating, that was for sure.

When I instead tried to sense any mana within them, they lit up with a glow to my senses. I felt a combination of mana in each of them. It was strange. I easily discerned the Necrotic Mana that likely animated them, mostly because it was so different from any other mana that I’d seen before. Then, there was also something similar to Lust Mana, along with type of chemistry related mana.

I frowned. It felt amazingly similar to what I felt when I worked on my alchemy.

Nimeera was a good fighter, but that wasn’t really her strong suit. I had no idea what these creatures were capable of, but I leaped up to hover between her and these five undead. When they got closer, it became clear that they were very pale, though each possessed a stark beauty—even the men. There was an appealing aura that surrounded each of them. The men exuded charisma and the women were absurdly desirable.

Once upon a time, such an aura might have affected me. That hadn’t been the case for a good while—I simply noted their aura as a matter of curiosity. It helped me to understand what we were dealing with.

My other wives gathered around Nimeera, just behind me. They were obviously prepared to back me up. I was amused to see that Josie seemed to be able to hover—though she was a bit unstable and constantly shifted her hands to maintain her position.

“What are those things?” Daria asked.

Nimeera added, “I can sense their cultivation cores, but other than that I can’t sense them. If I couldn’t see them, I’d have a hard time knowing they were there.”

Josie snorted, “What’s it matter? They are clearly some of the unliving and our enemies. We’ll destroy them.”

“On my world,” I explained, “they’d be called vampires. The patterns seem to follow fairly closely here to the myths and legends from my former world—at least what we’ve learned about the undead so far… sorry, the unliving. Although they don’t seem to be bothered by the sunlight—I suppose that’s one myth we can’t ignore.  

“You should plan for them to be powerful magic users, physically strong, and capable of regeneration,” I continued. “Don’t let them latch on to you as they will probably try to drain your blood , your vitality, or your mana… I’m not sure exactly how it works here. They’ll probably try to charm you, too.” I smirked. “At least they don’t sparkle.”

All three of my wives gave me an odd look before snorting or rolling their eyes.

I grinned. They were used to my idiosyncrasies, by now. As the five figures streaked towards us, I laid out our strategy. “Each of you should be able to handle a vampire and I’ll take the last two—unless you want me to do everything.”

Josie grunted. “Not a chance, can’t let you have all the fun. We still need to test our new abilities in combat.”

“Okay.” I chewed on the inside of my cheek for a moment. “See if you can get any information from them, but don’t take any unnecessary risks.”

True to the vampire trope, the three men all veered off to attack my wives. I watched for a second as my amazing women engaged them in battle. Apparently, there wouldn’t be any attempt to flirt, charm, or otherwise engage my wives in discussion.

The two female vampires came in a bit slower, squaring up with me though not immediately attacking. One had shimmering gold hair that came to her shoulders, while the other had long white tresses that stretched halfway down her back. Their eyes had black pupils, though the sclera was blood red.

If I had to guess, they’d both been elves at one point. Their skin was as pale as fine marble, and both possessed surprisingly delicate features. An aura of lust and hunger swirled around them.

The golden haired one asked, “Is he the one?”

Her companion gave me a leering grin. “He must be the one we’ve heard about. There is something perfectly wonderful about him. His blood practically sings to me. I can just imagine the power that his body holds.”

The first one turned back to me and said, “If you come with us, we can make this quite pleasant for you.”

I grinned and decided to play along. “What about my wives, though? And who is it that you think I am?”

Goldie snorted. “Why, you are Robert Case, of course. One of our standing orders is to capture you alive. The boss’ boss wants you something fierce...” She leered at me. “I wouldn’t mind trying you out first, though.”

I was paying close attention to the battle that swirled off to one side with half of my Parallel Mind; the other part of my mind remained focused on the two vampires in front of me. The vampire facing off against Josie suddenly burst into flame and shrieked. The two vampires across from me looked over and their red eyes went wide.

They must have realized this wasn’t going to be as easy as they had thought.

“His bitches aren’t supposed to be that strong!” the white-haired vampire hissed. “What do we do, Lera?”

The golden-haired vampire, the one named Lera, appeared to be their leader. “He’s still only a man. Once I give him a taste of my chemical romance, he can serve us like the others.” Then, she disappeared in a flash—but it wasn’t magic.

It was sheer speed. She must have an Agility stat higher than three hundred. It was almost impressive. There couldn’t be more than a handful of mortals who could deal with that kind of speed. Unfortunately for Lera, I was definitely one of them.

I almost burst into laughter when I heard her comment about ‘chemical romance’, but then had to catch her wrist before her clawed hand swiped at my neck.

She was shocked. “How…”

But she recovered quickly. A burst of pink mist filled the air around us. I still breathed, but that was more by habit than because I needed to. Reflexively, I stopped—I didn’t need to breathe, so I didn’t.

Lera smiled after a couple of seconds. “Now, wouldn’t you rather let go of my wrist? If you’re a good boy, I’ll give you a treat.”

I tilted my head to the side, as if I was considering her request. “Nah. I think I’m fine with how things are.”

Her red eyes grew wide again. “No mortal male can resist my power,” she hissed.

I shrugged. “What can I say? You aren’t really my type.”

Then I squeezed, and her confused look turned to one of anger. I doubted she felt any pain, but she jerked back when my grip crushed her unliving flesh to dust and her hand popped off.

“Here’s some advice,” I offered her as I snatched her by her remaining wrist. “Probably best not to attempt to use any form of physical control against a body cultivator.”

She struggled to get away from me, but couldn’t break my grip. I looked over and saw the other female vampire rushing at me.

Ki Slice

Ki Slice

Ki Slice

Ki Slice

It had dawned on me that I didn’t need to limit myself to a singular slice. I had more than enough ki to create a more comprehensive attack. One Ki Slice was vertical down the white-haired vampire’s centerline, while the other three Ki Slices were horizontal.

Eight pieces of vampire fell to the ground.

Looking around, I saw that Nimeera had used shadow constructs to crush her foe. A mushed-up pile of bone and flesh about the size of a basketball fell to the ground. Daria, on the other hand had used blades of compressed air to cut her opponent up similar to what I had done with my Ki Slices—though he must have said something to piss her off. Dozens of pieces of vampire rained on the land below.

That left only Lera, their leader, who I still held onto.

“So,” I began, “this can go easy or hard for you.”

Lera continued to squirm in a futile attempt to get away from me. Her claws couldn’t reach me, and when she tried to bite my arm, her fangs couldn’t penetrate the protective aura of ki I wore like a second skin. Even if they had, they likely couldn’t pierce my A-rank body’s skin.

Seeing how futile it was to resist, the vampire held fast in my grip stilled. “If I give you what you want,” she asked, “you’ll let me go?”

I thought about it. The police back on Earth often lied to a suspect in order to gain information from them, but I just didn’t feel like I needed to.

“You drink blood or something to stay alive, right?”

“Not blood,” she muttered, “life essence.”

“And does that life essence have to come from people,” I pressed, “or does it not matter what the source is?”

She hesitated long enough for me to know the answer. I pulled hard, spinning my core before draining all the mana out of her body. She quickly dried up—first becoming a withered husk, but then turning to dust. She drifted off with the breeze.

Josie and the others flew up around me and she asked, “Didn’t you want to get information from them?”

I dusted my hands off. “We’ll have to find another way. She was never going to talk after I basically told her I’d have to destroy her, no matter what. And I couldn’t let something like that simply run loose.” I sighed, but it was what it had to be.

My three wives nodded.

With that problem taken care of, I pictured a place outside the inn where I’d had a bar fight when we’d come through with the caravan as my wives each latched onto my arms. A quick use of Blink Body, and the four of us stood outside the tavern.

I chuckled as I thought about the part that bar fights often played in many of the games I’d played when I was younger. Apparently, they remained an important factor in my real life. I’d managed to have bar fights in Yonderton, Westerton, and Outpost.  It was a good way to track my progress I supposed—if all the places that you’d been to included a bar fight, it must be time to visit new places.

“You know,” I said, “it occurs to me that we need to scout a little further out. There are likely more unliving than those five that made it this far.” I met Nimeera’s concerned gaze. “I also find it difficult to sense them, so we’ll have to do this the old-fashioned way.”

I scratched my cheek. “Can you take a look in the area just outside the city, Daria?”

“For you, my love, I’d do anything,” Daria replied with a grin before she turned to leave.

I almost warned her to be careful, but decided there was no need. Daria was a smart, capable woman—not to mention, she was vastly more powerful than anything she was likely to run into.

She leaped into the air, the power of her wings significantly greater than before. I watched as she stirred up a dust storm all around us. I extended my Ki Aura to keep it from touching us.

Many of the residents walking down the nearby streets weren’t nearly so lucky. There was a bit of coughing and a great deal of grumbling, but no one was hurt.

Nimeera chose that moment to disappear into the shadow cast by the tavern after saying, “I’ll scout out the city and figure out who the major players are.”

I replied telepathically, “You won’t have as much time as you might need to do this the slow way. Just make some noise and see who turns up.”

“Oh, I get all the fun assignments.” I could picture my catgirl’s cheeky grin. “This should be interesting.”

I turned Josie, “And you, my love, are staying with me. I’m counting on you to be stern and intimidating.”

She snorted. “As if you need me for that. That may have been the case at one point, but no longer.”

“I don’t know. I’m finding I don’t have much use for intimidation. With the mood I’m in, I’m just as likely to kill anyone who gets in our way as to give them the time of day.” I narrowed my eyes, looking up and down the street. “We have real problems to deal with. It’s high time I cleaned the trash out of Westerton and then let the people know this place is under new management.”

“Works for me. Lead the way.”

I paused for a moment. “Oh, and while I don’t want to kill a bunch of civilians, any unfaithful deputies or this so-called sheriff are fair game, as far as I’m concerned.”

The grin Josie gave me was almost feral as flames started flicker in a halo around her. My Ki Aura condensed to protect me as the heat began building up around her. She didn’t even have to shout to be downright scary.

A sphere of flame which quickly expanded to thirty feet in diameter hot enough to melt the paving stones was the only calling card that Josie needed. We’d have company any moment.



Chapter 25 - Cleaning House

 

They might not have been the authorities set in place by Sativa, but they still came running. The more I thought about that, the happier I became. It made me feel a bit less guilty for taking over Westerton, since they were rebels in their own right. It needed to happen, one way or the other.

A water mage launched a stream of crystal blue water at the massive sphere of fire, but she might as well have tried pissing on a forest fire for all the effect it had. The water literally turned to steam well before it reached Josie’s sphere.

Even inside my protective ki aura, I was beginning to feel the heat. The cobblestone streets warped and the wooden roofs and fronts of more than one nearby building had started smoldering. If Josie hadn’t been standing in the middle of the wide street, they’d already have gone up like a Roman candle.

Soon, a dozen deputies and several dozen members of the city guard surrounded us. They shouted at us over the hiss and crackle of Josie’s flames, asking what we wanted while they poured everything they had into bringing down her sphere.

I didn’t know how long Josie could have kept this massive ball of flame up on her own, but that wasn’t an issue. Connecting to her, I cycled her mana through our cores, helping her cultivate. Something had changed about such joint cultivation since my wives’ upgrade.

Now, it was effortless, and we were completely in sync. Josie’s power grew exponentially as I enriched her mana before adding my ki to the mix. Instead of the dozens of attacks pushing her back or weakening her sphere, she was able to expand it.

When I noted that more than half of their mages had collapsed in mana fatigue, I shouted, “Bring us your sheriff or the city lord, or whoever it is that claims to run Westerton. If you take too long to bring him to me, the town will burn.”

I instructed Josie to slowly, but incrementally, expand her sphere.

I would never kill all the innocents who lived here just to overthrow some rebel scum. But they didn’t know that. The key thing about making threats, is that they are only believable if they are something those who are threatened believed you are capable of doing.

That often meant that they had to be capable of doing such things themselves. Dishonest people see dishonesty in others wherever they look, even if it isn’t there—greedy people are no different. The darker traits of those who currently ruled Westerton would lead them to easily believe I was of the same ilk.

I was threatening their rule, after all.

Josie’s flaming sphere had expanded until it was only a few feet from the closest smoking buildings—which I had to coat with a protective layer of ki to keep from bursting into flame—when a carriage finally pulled up. This could only be the sheriff, or the city lord, or whatever he called himself.

“Bring the sphere down after I speak to a ball of flame in your hand,” I telepathically instructed Josie. “I’ll cover us with a barrier of ki.”

The carriage was… well, gaudy was the only word that came to mind. Pulled by four white horses, the luxurious carriage was paneled in a tasteful mix of light and dark wood. Brass accents and fittings finished the obvious display of wealth and power.

I rolled my eyes. What silliness was this? Westerton might not be Yonderton, but this was still the frontier. Leaders here needed to focus on securing a future for their people, not trying to lord it over them with such pointless displays of wealth.

Anger boiled in my gut. This only confirmed to me the rightness of my decision to take over this town and its district. The wolfkin who stepped out of the carriage was decked out in the fanciest suit of clothing I had yet to see on Olimero.

It was preposterous.

“I am the Lord of Westerton,” the wolfkin declared. “By what right do you attack my city?”

“The First Law, of course,” I replied.

When he gave me a look of confusion, I felt my blood boil.

“The Law of Strength, you idiot,” Josie snarled as she reduced the sphere of flame down to a spinning ball of flame that hovered over her hand.

Instead of taking this for the opportunity to talk I’d intended it to look like, the deputies and the town guard surrounding us immediately attacked. It was exactly what I’d expected them to do. My other wives were already in place and it was easier to kill people who attacked you than those who stood helpless before you.

Flames, Acid, Rocks, and an assortment of other magical attacks, including mind magic, all bounced off of my Ki Aura. I smirked. And then shook my head as one by one the mages started to keel over. When the first one fell, no one seemed to understand what had happened. Given that it was the exhausted water mage, most folks must have assumed it was mana fatigue.

I could see everything that was going on, but Nimeera flickered too quickly in and out of the shadows for the others to notice. She stepped out of a shadow, drew her blade across a mage’s throat and ducked back into the same shadow she’d appeared from before she was off to the next shadow. She was gone before the man even realized he was dead.

It was poetry in motion—a deadly poetry, to be sure—but eerily beautiful to behold.

Blood gushed into the streets and after a third mage toppled over dead, the other crowded together in little circles of three and four mages to protect themselves. It didn’t matter if they called themselves deputies or town guards, any of those who’d attacked us after Josie’s sphere dropped would die this day.

After the sixth mage fell and they had yet to catch sight of my beautiful assassin, their defiant anger turned to shouts and screaming. Shadowy blades formed in the air and struck down a dozen crossbow-wielding guards as they turned to run. I grinned, not at the macabre display, but at just how powerful Nimeera had become.

Those further away or up on the rooftops who tried to run soon found themselves either sucked up by wind tunnels hundreds of feet into the air before being dropped onto their comrades or they were sliced in half by Daria’s blades of air—which were no less effective than Nimeera’s shadow blades. My smile widened. It wasn’t just Nimeera who had grown strong; it was all of my wives.

They were powerful. A part of me wondered if I had been this strong at B-rank. I didn’t remember being so much stronger than my opponents, but maybe I was comparing myself then to myself now. Then again, it could have something to do with how weak these rebels were.

Either way, my wives were a joy to watch in action.

After two-thirds of their number were fallen, the screaming gave way to begging. Nimeera had never asked me about what she should do if they tried to surrender—which was a good thing. I might have been tempted to display some mercy, but this wasn’t the time for that.

Finally, all who’d attacked us lay dead in the streets. Only the so-called Lord of Westerton still huddled behind his gaudy carriage. Any civilians who had been watching the fight had long since fled—not that I could hardly blame them. We had turned this section of the town into a place of death.

Daria swooped down from the sky to snatch the lone remaining wolfkin up in her talons by his fine jacket, hauling him up over his own carriage before tossing him at my feet.

The man scrambled to his knees, blubbering and begging for his life.

I almost gave him the option of exile instead of death, but then realized that if I killed the tools that had facilitated the town’s rebellion against Sativa’s will, I had to treat the hand which had wielded them in the same way. This pitiful excuse of a man might not have attacked us, but he’d employed the ones who did. I’m sure they’d attacked on his orders.

What’s more, he made no move to stop them. He’d not said a word when magic and bolts had rained down on Josie and me. He had clearly created the environment that rewarded this kind of behavior.

Rather than drag it out, I ended it. My justice would be quick, but brutal.

Blink Body

Suddenly standing behind him, I grabbed him by the now shredded collar of his jacket and jerked him to his feet. The smell as he soiled himself hit my enhanced senses, and I wrinkled my nose.

“You have been judged and found guilty,” I declared. “I invoke the Law of Blood.”

Before, it had taken some effort to invoke the Law of Blood—which I’d done against Daria’s father. There had been a fair bit of resistance. But now, it was like the man who struggled and kicked in my grasp as I held him several inches above the street simply withered.

I watched as his soul disintegrated before my eyes, leaving his body an empty husk. If Olimero was going to be my home, this was not the type of person I wanted reincarnated in it.

Daria landed and Nimeera stepped out of the shadows.

“What did you find out?” I asked after tossing the shredded jacket onto what was now only a pile of soiled clothes atop a pair of well-polished boots.

My hawkkin wife was the first to speak. “There are small groups of undead moving around outside the city, but none of them have come within five miles of the walls. Many are headed further west—though it seemed like some were simply waiting, almost as though they are awaiting orders.”

“Any more vampires?”

Daria shook her head, which set the soft feathers she had instead of hair to fluttering. “Not that I could see. I only saw thousands of skeletons moving around and hundreds of what you called zombies. They were led by a skeleton in robes who had a bone crown on his head.”

“A lich, then.” I frowned. “Wait… you said they ‘were’ led by a lich?”

Daria grinned. “I couldn’t help myself. I took care of that little problem for you. I also marked where the other groups are. Once our own troops arrive, I trust we can quickly roll them all up.”

I smiled, leaning in to give her a kiss. “I appreciate the initiative. I need you to scout the region, gradually expanding your patrols. For the most part, I want to know about what lies between here and Centrum—but I don’t want you to engage any large groups of unliving. You are powerful, but there’d no reason to take risks before our troops get here. At some point, I’ll want you to show me where these groups of unliving are clustered. Together, you and I will take them apart and figure out what their weaknesses are. The more information we have, the easier it will be for our troops to fight them.”

The hawkgirl nodded before flapping her wings just enough to lift her up where she could claim a second kiss. When she dropped back to the street, I shifted my attention to Nimeera. It wasn’t necessary to even ask my Mistress of Secrets any questions. She already knew what I wanted to hear about.

“There was some type of underground resistance here, led by those who remained faithful to Sativa—but lately it seems they have had trouble recruiting additional followers,” Nimeera explained.

“You know who leads them?” I asked.

She smirked, laying one finger alongside her nose.

I rolled my eyes at her brat-cat response. “And how did you figure out who leads this resistance so quickly?”

She shrugged. “I simply asked around for those the people trusted most. A couple of names consistently came up. One owns the largest construction company in Westerton, and the other runs a popular restaurant. Both sit on the council of merchants here—which doesn’t really have any power, but tries to improve the quality of life for the average citizen of Westerton.”

“Good work,” I congratulated Nimeera. I pulled her to me before swatting that taut little ass and giving it a squeeze.

A quick gasp followed by a soft moan escaped her lips as she melted against me.

“Meet with both of these leaders of the resistance…” I paused, letting her go.

“Change of plans,” I said. “Go ahead and meet with all of the council of merchants. Try to get them working with the people that Rava is sending this way. Casper will manage things when he gets here.”

“Sure thing,” Nimeera replied with a wink, pressing herself into me as she claimed her own kiss.

“What about me?” Josie asked. “What do you want me to work on?”

I turned to my Mistress of the Wall. “As for you, Josie, I want you to oversee the defense of Westerton. I don’t want to take this region over only to have it fall to a bunch of unliving. And yes, I know you’d rather stick by my side and come hunting with me, but this is important.”

For once, she didn’t argue with me. I felt like, despite all the bloodshed today, we had a good plan in place—a plan that would get things moving. In the end, we spent three days in Westerton, ensuring things were in order for Casper.

Thanks to my wives, fast travel had been arranged for our militia, and we had five hundred of them here to maintain order and defend the town in two days. Clerks working for Rava also showed up; they started organizing the town.

The merchant council was of great assistance, as was the former resistance. As is often the case, once the rot at the top was cut away, good people were able to step forward and get things back on track. Westerton faced a brighter future than at any point in its recent history.

I left Casper and his two wives behind to run things while I was gone. He had instructions to ensure he worked himself out of a job. I told him I didn’t want him to get too settled in—Westerton was only a steppingstone, after all.

I turned my focus to Centrum and the threat of the masses of unliving that surrounded it.

 



Chapter 26 - Centrum

 

Blink Body once again took me and my wives to Centrum. This time, though, Sema came with us. Just before we were going to leave, she showed up with two hundred fairies. She apologized for the delay but stressed that she had needed to make sure the fairies she brought with her weren’t going to cause problems being surrounded by all those men.

In the end, it seemed like it was going to work out well as they were all eager and were quite popular especially with the young, unmarried men.

When we appeared above Centrum, it was because this time I simply decided to use my ability to appear a mile above the city. Each of us had the ability to fly, and this would give us the literal drop on any problems. It was immediately worse than I thought that it would be.

No matter how many times they talked about the crazy numbers of undead they had seen, I had found it difficult to believe them. If anything, they had underestimated the numbers. My mind raced trying to calculate, but I gave up after I was certain there were at least 10,000,000 of the monstrosities in the hoard outside the city.

When I looked down, I saw a wide variety of monsters. Many matched the descriptions given by Casper and the other refugees. Skeletons certainly were the most numerous and then zombies, but there were thousands of liches, skeletons who could cast magic and were more intelligent. There were groups of vampires spread throughout the masses as well as what seemed like entire tribes of ghouls. Some of the ugliest were made up of multiple bodies and looked like they had tumors all over their body just waiting to explode.

The only thing that truly stumped me was that they were only sending sorties against the walls which were turned back with only minimal losses from the city’s residents. Centrum only had a population of about a million people before this began, and they’d clearly suffered losses. All the small communities outside the high walls were burnt down and infested with undead.

That and we had been receiving refugees fleeing from Centrum for a while. I shook my head. “I should have come here sooner.”

Nimeera said, “Maybe, but you can’t second guess yourself now. It doesn’t make any sense. You acted on what you knew.”

Josie added, “Your job is to protect Yonderton, not Centrum. Well now Yonderton, Outpost, and Westerton, but you know what I mean.”

Daria added, “If you’d come sooner, you might not have reached this level of power. The gods may not be helping us any longer, but I believe in you, Rob. This has happened the way you needed it to happen.”

I heard the devotion and confidence in her voice. It bordered on religious fervor, which made me uneasy, but I understood where it came from.

I studied what the enemy was doing for a while longer and realized that they seemed to be digging into the ground. Perhaps they were building up some type of trench and planned to siege the city. It didn’t really make sense with undead as I knew them, but I had to remind myself that was all knowledge from fictional movies and books. This was the real world and not even the same world.

Down in the city below, I saw someone in the town square waving a red and white flag like they were trying to signal us to come down.

I asked my wives, “What do you make of that?”

Sema, of course didn’t know as she’d had little to know contact with the other races before meeting me. Daria however recognized them as signs used to guide in hawkkin messengers.

“They are saying that there is a safe landing spot below.”

“Do we trust them? We didn’t exactly get a warm welcome in Westerton,” I asked.

Josie coughed, “You did blow up half their coliseum.”

Nimeera said, “While that’s true, if he hadn’t done that, Her would have destroyed the entire city, maybe the world.”

“To be fair, they probably don’t know that.”

Nimeera continued, “Yes, but by all accounts the governance of Centrum was much better than that of Westerton. They may not have an official sheriff like you, but the rumor was that the gangs kidnapped their last sheriff.”

I nodded. “That is supported by what Derek told us.”

Josie said, “You wince every time you talk about Derek or Will.”

It took me a moment before I answered, but my wives waited patiently. “I don’t know what I was expecting. In the beginning, I would have killed for some fellow humans. Now, though, they just upset me. I don’t really consider them to be the same as me.”

Daria said, “No one is the same as you, but you’ve got us. What more do you need?”

“If you want more friends, that’s totally understandable, but know that your family love you.”

I smiled. “My family is all I need.”

Then I winced as it felt like a sharp pain went through my head. No, that wasn’t exactly right. I ricocheted through my entire body and only resonated at the end in my head. I hadn’t felt pain like this in a long time. Sure, I expected pain with training or a breakthrough, but I was just peacefully hovering in the air now.

I felt immediate tension from all my wives, through our bond. Josie was pressed up against me asking, “What’s wrong? Is someone attacking you?”

Sema actually pushed the bigger woman aside. Well, given that she was at her natural size now, pretty much everyone was bigger than her. “No, something is wrong with his soul. There’s a schism happening inside him. I’ve been worried about this since I learned what he did for Betsy.”

“Is she hurting him?” Nimeera asked.

I clenched my teeth. “Don’t blame her. She isn’t trying to do anything. Not meant to have two souls in one body.” The words came out labored and with a great deal of pain.

“We need to get him to the ground and somewhere comfortable,” Sema said.

Worry was all over Daria’s face as she asked, “Can he blink back home safely?”

The fair gave a tiny shrug. “I wish, I knew, but this is a unique situation. It’s complicated by the fact that his soul isn’t like anything I’ve ever seen. It is almost like his soul was trying to fuse into his body, but it can’t work with Betsy in there. I’m not sure, but it may be his own soul which is causing the issue and Betsy will die if we don’t get her out of him. And don’t ask me how to do that. I’m already working on it.”

I tensed, but the pain seemed to have passed. “We can’t go home now. We’ve been taking things too slowly, and this caught up to us.” I waved my hand at the army of undead as I spoke. “And don’t forget I’ve still got to deal with Mensor and maybe Old Scratch, although something tells me he may not be as big of a concern as I first thought.”

“None of that matters if you’re injured,” Josie said.

“The pain has passed. I got it under control and I promise that I’ll work with Sema tonight to figure out how to fix what’s going on inside. Now we’ve got a safe landing to make.”

Josie looked at the tiny fairy. “Just make sure that you actually help him work on the problem. Don’t let him get you distracted from that, no matter how charming he gets.”

I winked at her and then started descending.

When we all hit the ground, we found a number of deputies and a few individuals in robes. An old elf stepped forward. I know he was old simply because I saw actual wrinkles on his face, which was very rare in Olimero. The way the people here had been created, they basically didn’t age until much after adulthood until just before death.

“Lord Case, welcome back to Centrum. Your timing is most fortuitous although, I hope that you will cause less destruction than you did last time. I am Lord Beglise, the current ruler of Centrum, although I also have a council of elders who advise me.

“Although, I suppose that ends today as you are here to take over the city aren’t you?”

I smiled. I liked it when someone got right to business. “Lord Beglise, it is a pleasure to meet you officially. I apologize for the destruction that I caused in your city last time, although I promise that it was truly the lesser of two evils. When we get some time, I’ll explain what it was all about.”

He laughed even though his face still had a grim expression. “I’ll wager there was a woman at the center of it. There almost always is when things really blow up.”

“Something like that, although not in the way you might expect. To answer your question though, yes, I’m here to extend my territory to include Centrum, but that doesn’t have to result in much of a change for the people here, and hopefully the biggest change will be added security.”

“I’ve already heard what happened in Westerton, and my people have gained a great deal of information about what has been happening in Yonderton. I’ve also been told some tall tales about just how powerful you are. A rank now, they say.”

“That would be accurate, although to be fair, I’m pushing the boundary to S rank, but haven’t quite figured out what it will take to cross it.”

His eyes widened a bit. “Then perhaps there is hope, although even then, I’m not sure what a single A rank can do against what we’re facing.”

I nodded. “I understand.”

“So what does this mean for me? Please don’t think me selfish, but I’m an old man and I’d like to see the town that I first helped plant weather this storm before I re-enter the cycle of reincarnation.”

“Well, if we check up on you and it turns out that you really are as good of a city lord as you seem to be, then you’ll stay on and simply answer to me in territory wide matters. Ask my wives, I have no interest in trying to manage to day to day running of a city.”

Three of my wives at least chuckled at that.

I felt something inside of me expand as my territory expanded. The notification glitched and was nothing but gibberish but I assumed that was because Sativa was no longer running things. I still knew that I had control of more land. That alone put me at ease. It seemed that the old elf was genuine in what he was saying.

Lord Beglise smiled. “I’ve heard that too. Well, perhaps we can arrange accommodations for you, unless you want my manor for your own.”

“I just got done saying that I don’t want to run Centrum. I want to make sure you have what you need to do it. If you have an inn that we could get rooms in, that will be fine. More of my people will be arriving in a couple of days and in the meantime, I want to see if I can thin out those numbers outside your walls, but for now, I would like a quiet place to be with my wives.”

Beglise said, “Oh, to be young. Never fear, though. My city manage, Temeris, will help get you situated.”

I looked at the older woman that he pointed to. She instantly reminded me of Rozelle, although her voice didn’t have the sound of someone who had smoked half a million cigarettes.

In nothing flat, though, she had us set up with an inn of our own. We didn’t just get rooms, but the entire inn and the kitchen staff necessary to take care of us. At first I had intended to protest, but I quickly realized that once the rest of our people came, it would be nice to have a place to operate out of, so maybe this wasn’t a show of wealth as much as just a practical move.

Either way, I knew that I needed some downtime. The pain was already starting to creep back.

 



Chapter 27 - Split Soul Joined Core

 

The headache was getting worse, except I knew it wasn't a headache. Four days to straighten out the mess in Westerton and get some proper structures in place, three days in Centrum so far, dealing with the local lord and city council, it was all frustratingly slow.

It wasn’t that Beglise was difficult to work with, just that they had a way of doing things and I was trying to respect that while also bringing them into the fold so to speak.

My help had pushed the army of undead back, but they were more like the tide than an enemy. They just kept coming. I was going to have to deal with them more decisively, but I felt Old Scratch’s touch on someone out there and didn't want to underestimate him. That and they were still digging. I was beginning to think they were looking for something, except it was becoming harder to think clearly.

Now, this weakness and pain was striking right when I knew it couldn't afford to be weak.

Sema looked at me. “Is it happening again?”

I nodded through the pain.

“I’m sorry, husband. I haven’t been able to come up with another way. I’ve consulted all the fairies who are older than me, and they all agree. You have to purge her soul out of your body. A soul can’t exist without a body and no body can have two souls.”

I wracked my brain through the pain, trying to figure out a solution. As I did, I once again felt the pull between my three cores as they seemed to want to merge.

I pushed with Path of Man and looked inward, but I couldn’t make heads or tails of what I was seeing. Betsy’s soul interfered with my sense of self. Even my universal concept of Indomitable seemed to be mixing with her. She, too, wanted to live. She wouldn’t give up. I couldn’t feel any malice from her. There was simply the struggle to live.

Then it dawned on me. There was one thing inside of me which was part of me and yet separate. The Aspect of Infinity. Except what was it exactly?

I tried to focus my inward gaze on the Aspect. It felt like a spot inside of me which turned in on itself endlessly. It was power, but it was also peace. It was content to let me be myself, something which no god that I had encountered so far has been satisfied with.

Then I realized something, not only was Infinity content with that. Infinity desired that I be myself. Perhaps I was meant to improve myself and be the best me that I could be, but Infinity was so vast that it wasn’t shaken by anything. Me being myself was only a part of everything.

Did that mean that there was an Aspect of Infinity inside everything?

It seemed logical, yet something came up short. The waves of pain hit again, and I focused inward with all the strength I had left. I needed an answer. I cried out inside. “Help, I surrender. I realize I’m tiny, but there must be a way for both Betsy and I to live.”

I felt warmth flow through me.

Infinity is in and around all things, but to bear an Aspect of Infinity means that you are marked as a being of special interest. You are one who will expand with Infinity.

You aren’t ready yet, but all choices have consequences. You made one when you bonded with the other. Now you must make another in order to have the power necessary to free yourself. Surrender is its own form of control.

You chose the Path of Man and that was a course for your soul. This is more instruction than would normally be given to one at your early stage, but the Aspect is worth protecting.

Now you must choose a path for your form. You can merge your cores to become a being like those you knew as the gods of Olimero. They are all soul but can manifest a body as necessary, yet their essential existence is that of the soul.

Or you can merge your cores to become pure thought. You will no longer share any of the concerns of this world and can move on to explore a wider universe.

As the notification fed into my mind with impossible power yet infinite gentleness, I realized what the third option was before it even popped up.

There is also the least chosen of paths. You may merge mind and soul into your flesh and become purely a being a flesh. Your body will be your soul.

Now choose, for time is short.

It had been so obvious. I couldn’t understand why it took me this long to figure it out. This was what Old Scratch has been working toward. He wanted beings who could gain an Aspect of Infinity and move beyond. He was trying to create his own sub-gods to work for him. I didn’t understand everything there, but my awareness seemed to stretch far beyond my body.

That was it, though. This was my body. What baffled the gods of Olimero so much was that I had not pursued magic or my soul so much as I had been focused on my body.

I was a body cultivator, and that was what I was going to do. Twice over.

To cultivate was to grow. Now, I needed to grow a new body. Not for myself, at least not at first. First, I needed to grow a body for Betsy.

I looked at Sema, “I understand what I have to do, but you need to leave. It would be dangerous for anyone else to be here. Don’t worry though, I have a plan and it’s going to work.”

She looked at me reluctantly, but finally gave in. She must have seen how serious I was. I knew this would drive my wives, crazy, but it was important. I needed some privacy for this.

Then I imbued ki into one fingernail with as much density and power as I could imagine. The waves of pain made precision a difficult thing to grasp, but on my third attempt I got it right.

That nail was just powerful enough to cut open the skin on my forearm. From there, I focused my body’s energy on creating a single drop of blood. My ki forged body didn’t operate like before, but it still remembered.

A single drop formed and fell. It crystallized as it did and then bounced on the ground. There was so much ki concentrated into that single drop that I was almost surprised that it didn’t explode. Except, it was my own body, and it obeyed me, even now.

Then I focused on that drop. I needed to both control it and separate from it. I poured more power into it, but as much as I used ki and various mana byproducts, I also simply imparted my will into it. It would be my body, but an extension like my wives were bonded to me but separate.

The power seemed to coalesce and then start to generate its own energy. The process was growing beyond my control, but that was fine. It was following the intent I had laid down.

I watched as a single drop of blood became two, then four, and then eight.

The cells rapidly expanded and split within each drop, but continued to grow as a singular object. It started taking shape and I could feel Betsy within me yearning to reach out and touch it.

There was a second part to this though, and I had to focus on that as well. My three cores were starting to push together. It felt like my body was being shredded from the inside, but it was it had to happen. From this, I would become something new.

Aspect of Infinity- accepted, growth unlimited.

That was good… or at least I hoped it was.

My mind core pulled down from my head. The pain in my head started to subside as it did. Then my soul core moved up from my groin. The ki was rushing through my channels but I was becoming something more. My body was changing at a fundamental level.

The three cores finally touched. It felt like an eternity, even though I somehow knew it had only taken seconds. They couldn’t quite merge yet, but they were at least touching. I felt each was trying to impart itself to the others, but my body core was winning.

A part of me wondered if this meant that I would cease to have a soul. That wasn’t such a bad thing. I was used to the idea of thinking of my mind as my brain. That was a fairly modern human way of seeing things. So why not my soul as well? All of my existence would be tied up in this body.

But its growth would be unlimited. That was what the Aspect had promised. I meant to hold it to it.

As I was merging, I had stopped paying attention to the drop of my blood, which was continuing to grow. My mind was pulled back to it again briefly as I felt Betsy’s soul leave my body. There was a feeling of thanks and relief.

The instant her soul popped out, my three cores fused. Yet it was like a fusion bomb going off. The force required was taking forever to build. I felt it and yet wasn’t fully there.

Half-Step evolution achieved. Continued growth required. Physical existence is all. Pain and pleasure alike will be your currency. You will be grounded in the material world and yet your body will take on the traits of soul and mind as well.

Strength: +125

Agility: +75

Durability: +150

Magic…. Error …. Stat is no longer relevant.

Soul… Error… Stat is no longer relevant.

Synergy: 1% perfection achieved. Equivalency to 400 synergy.

Physical skills will evolve. Results still pending…

Skill Mergers and Evolutions: all soul and mind skills merged.

Alchemy, Tracking, Blacksmithing, Telepathy, and Parallel Mind all merge to become… The Body Knows. Levels are combined: new level – 339.

Dancing, Flight, Blink Body, Body Sovereignty, Ranged Combat, and Melee Combat all merge to become… The Body Moves. Levels are combined: new level – 358.

Soul Builder, Soul Resistance, and Path of Man all merge to become… The Body Feels. Levels are combined: new level – 166.

Ki-Forged Body, Ki-Aura, Ki Slice, Ki-Infusion, Toxic Resistance, Mana Fusion, and Elemental Resistance all merge to become… The Body Is. Levels are combined: new level – 472. 

I collapsed on the edge of the bed. I’d never been so completely exhausted or felt so alive at the same time. The process inside of me was still happening and already the results were amazing. But then I heard a sound. I almost forgot about that drop of blood. When I opened my eyes, I was in for quite the surprise.

 



Chapter 28 - Riding the Beast

 

Then she was standing there in front of me as I sat at the edge of the bed. I didn't know what to say. On one hand, I now had a seven foot tall minotauress standing in front of me. Betsy always used to be muscular, but this took things to a new level.

Fortunately, the body I had formed for her had a very human head and feet, rather than the more traditional minotaur from Earth myths.

I was both captivated by her naked form. She was gorgeous and I could feel the connection with her. Our souls were bonded. Hell, she'd been living inside my body for the past week. I felt like I knew her desire for me just as well as she did.

At the same time, I was lost in wonder. Her new body was made from nothing. I had just created something out of nothing. Except that wasn't really true. I suppose in Earth terms I was closer to Adam than God, because I'd made her from my body.

All words were taken from me as she took one look. The expression on her face was that of a hunter. She saw what she wanted right in front of her and wasn't going to let it pass.

Betsy dropped to her knees and her newly formed hands started undoing my pants. When it wasn't happening quickly enough for her, she tore my leather belt in half and yanked down everything I had on from the waist down. Somehow she even got my boots off.

The sudden feeling of shock quickly transformed to excitement. I grinned as she took me in her hands, stroking me gently at first before picking up the pace. The urgency in her eyes was every bit as much of a turn on as the sensation of her smooth hands against my cock. I relaxed into it and just let it feel good, even letting out a low moan of pleasure.

Despite how excited she seemed to be, she wasn't in any hurry judging from her actions. She stroked me up and down, allowing me to savor the motion while she occasionally flicked the tip of her tongue against the head of my cock.

"Gods, I've been looking forward to this."

I leaned back and gave another little moan of satisfaction.

"See what you've been missing out on. Bet you wish you hadn't pushed me off for so long now."

I had to admit, she seemed to have the magic touch. Her hands stroked me with just the right amount of pressure. She never pushed to hard but never eased up either. I was like she knew exactly what I was feeling, which I guess might be true. Not only were we soul-bonded but she was also the flesh of my flesh and had been living inside of me for the past week.

Then once again she managed to make me stop thinking. Betsy leaned in and took me into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head before taking me deep into her throat. I could feel her hot breath against my skin, and the sensation was one of sheer pleasure.

Not wanting to be passive, I reached out and grabbed her horns in my hands. My fingers curling around them like perfect handles. I grinned. This could be very wicked. Of course, I still had to figure out just how my newest lover liked it.

She clearly wasn't bashful as she worked me with her mouth. Her head bobbed up and down and she applied a great deal of suction with just the right rhythm. She was practically humming as she sucked me.

Betsy was taking great pains to try and fit all of my length into her mouth and she wasn't taking no for an answer. She gagged just a little as I finally felt the back of her throat against my tip, but I also didn't miss that one of her hands was now urgently moving between her thighs.

She was clearly enjoying herself as much as I was though. I smiled. Apparently I had the magic touch too or at least my cock did.

I could almost feel Betsy's excitement as she worked me over. She was working harder than ever now, determined to push past her limits. Her tongue swirled over my tip as her head bobbed back and forth. She was gasping in air as she tried to breathe but the determination in her eyes was my favorite part of all.

I pulled on her horns helping force her face down on me. Instead of resisting, a groan pushed up out of her although my cock in her mouth muffled most of it. The shuddering of her body was impossible to miss.

We started working up a rhythm as she sucked and I used her horns to push and pull her head up and down on me. I was careful to slowly increase the force that I used making sure that I didn't give her more than she could handle but she seemed to want it all.

I felt the pressure building up inside of me. Normally, I always made sure that my wives came before I did, but in reality, I could go all night again and again with my ki-forged body, so there wasn't any need to hold back.

With Betsy it might have even been a mistake to hold back. She needed to know that I wanted her as much as she wanted me. I was showing her that despite having delayed this far too long, I was excited to ravish her now.

"Finish it, Betsy." I said, enjoying the sensation of her hot little tongue and lips.

She redoubled her efforts and relaxed her throat so that I was good and truly fucking her face.

"That's it." I said. "Take it all."

Betsy did as she was told. She flushed as I felt my tip slide past her tonsils and into her throat. Her hands moved between her thighs and she began frantically rubbing her slit. She moaned her pleasure into me as she bobbed her head up and down and I could feel my cock sliding in and out of her throat. She looked absolutely amazing as she worked me with her mouth.

"That's it." I said. "Just like that." I could feel myself getting close and I didn't even want her to stop. I clenched my hands around her horns and thrust my hips up in time with her.

"This is just the start," I continued. "I'm going to make you mine. I'm going to take you every way I can. I'm going to have you over and over again. You're going to be my slave. You're going to do everything I say, and then I'm going to do it to you some more."

She groaned again, her throat constricting around my cock. I was getting close now and I could feel my balls tightening up.

"You're going to take it deep," I said. "I'm going to put you on your knees and just take you. I'm going to spread you wide and fill you up. I'm going to make your pussy mine."

Betsy's eyes rolled back in her head and she moaned again. I could feel my cock throbbing, hot and ready to explode.

"That's it, Betsy." I said. "I'm going to empty my balls into you. I want you to taste me first. Don't spill a drop."

She moaned again, her throat tightening around me as she worked herself towards orgasm. I could feel myself getting close. My breath started coming faster and faster and I grunted. I felt myself get to the edge.

"Now, Betsy." I said. "Now."

She moaned again as she climaxed and she began to grind herself into her own hands. Her eyes were closed and she was flushed and hot. I could feel myself getting ready to explode. Her throat tightened around me and I felt the first wave of my orgasm. I groaned.

"Look at me."

He eyes popped open just as my cock erupted and I felt my cum flooding into her throat. I pumped and pumped, my hips jerking up off the bed as I filled her mouth. She groaned again and I felt her hands gripping my ass. She squeezed and massaged and I groaned as I filled her. She sucked and swallowed, taking what I gave her. Her throat squeezed and massaged as she gagged herself on my cock.

Finally, I stopped cumming and she sat up. She was flushed and breathing hard and I felt her swallow again. She sucked at my cock and I groaned as she cleaned me off. She gave me one last kiss on the tip and then licked her lips and smiled at me.

    "What'd you think?" she asked.

    I laughed. "I think you were right."

She arched her eyebrow. "Oh really?"

"Yes, I never should have made you wait this long before adding you to the family."

She grinned. "Guess you'll have to make up for lost time."

I leaned forward and effortlessly picked her up off the floor as I stood and then spun around. I admired the feel of her muscles as I held her body but this was a time for passion.

I deposited her onto the bed and started to push her legs apart. I intended to lower my mouth to her and return the favor, but she shook her head. "Uh uh. Do what you promised."

It was my turn to look at her with a questioning expression.

"You said you were just going to take me. Use me. Make my pussy yours. Prove it."

Then as I grinned she rolled over and got up onto all fours with her long slender tail hanging off the end of the bed. I grabbed it and she gasped when I pulled and then pushed myself up between her legs. If she wanted it hard then I was going to give her exactly what she asked for.

I pushed my cock into her, feeling her soft warm pussy welcome me in with a wet welcoming embrace. Her muscles gripped me like a velvet glove. Her ass was in the air and as I began to pump her I reached around and grabbed a handful of her breasts.

I pulled her back against me, feeling her ass move against my cock. I grabbed her hips and began to pump. I watched my cock slide in and out of her wet pussy and I groaned. It was so damn hot to see my cock disappear between her legs and return coated with her juices.

I began to work her body, fucking her like a jackhammer. I could feel her muscles clenching and unclenching as I worked my cock into her. I leaned down and I kissed the back of her neck as I continued to pump into her.

"Stars above I love fucking you Betsy. Your pussy feels so good."

"Mmmm yes, fuck my pussy. It's yours. Use it. Fuck it."

Because I wanted to savor it a little longer, I gave her a couple more hard thrusts then stopped while I was buried inside of her. I reached around and put my hand between her legs and I discovered that she was dripping wet. I could feel her pussy juices running down my hand and I groaned. She was so fucking turned on. I ran my fingers over her clit and then down to her pussy.

"Oh fuck yes."

I began to rub my fingers against her clit. She pushed back against my cock but I put my hand on the small of her back to help control her. I figured if I had to I could always use her tail for that.

She leaned her head back and moaned. Her pussy was wet and I could feel her muscles clenching around my cock. I began to pump pump in and out as I worked her clit.

It was obvious, she was getting closer and I could see the look on her face as she twisted her head to look back at me. I began to pump harder and faster as I fucked her pussy until she was moaning and gasping.

"Oh fuck yeah. That feels so good. So fucking good. I love your fingers inside of me. Your cock fucking my pussy." Her words were becoming little more than a moan as I kept it up.

I stretched until I could kiss her lips and then she sighed like that was the permission she needed. I could feel her muscles clenching and unclenching as I continued to pump. I groaned and she moaned and I could feel her pussy clamping down on on me.

"That's it baby. Come for me. I want to feel you come."

It was like the trigger that set off the explosion. She was moaning and her head was down.

As she went off, I began to fuck her hard and deep. Each time I drove into her, she grunted for a few seconds as her pussy gripped my cock. It was so damn sexy.

I pushed myself back into her, feeling her pussy walls tighten around my cock. I knew that she could feel every vein and every inch of my cock pushing into her.

"You love that cock deep inside of you Betsy? You love having my big dick pushing into you deep and hard?"

"Yes," she grunted as I pumped her.

"You want me to cum inside of you?"

"Yes," she grunted again, then she added, "I don't know if this new body is protected."

I thought about it for just a second. I had made this body, surely I should know. Then I grinned. "You'll have my babies soon enough but this is just for us."

She practically roared, "Give it to me then."

All restraint was gone then and I began fucking her with abandon. Each stroke shook the bed, hell, maybe it shook the entire inn. I didn't care.

I groaned as my balls tightened again. "Ready?"

"Yeah," she gasped, "give it to me."

I thrust into her hard and deep, then I shoved in again, almost lifting her off the bed. I groaned as I came and as I did, I felt her pussy tighten up around me. She was moaning and I could hear her breath coming in gasps. One long moan and she screamed out as she came again.

The sensation of tiny contractions as her pussy milked me was divine. It was like her pussy was sucking my cum out of me.

I groaned again as I pulled out of her. I could feel the cum dripping out of her pussy and running down her ass. After admiring my handiwork, I grabbed her and pulled her close before I collapsed on the bed next to her.



Chapter 29 - Stats 3.0

 

 

Updates since last status sheet are in bold.

 

Robert (Rob) Case

Stats (with gear)

Strength: 622 (635)

Agility: 476   (493)

Durability: 672  (690)

Synergy: 1% of perfection - 400 (500)

 

Aspect of Infinity (Accepted): Growth Unlimited

 

Cultivation Grade: Half-Step S-Rank

S-Rank Body Fortification: 10%

Divine Core Awakening: 50%

Raw Mana Manipulation: 100%

 

Concept: INDOMITABLE

 

Skills:

The Body Knows: 339

 

The Body Moves: 358

 

The Body Feels: 166

 

The Body Is: 472

 

Traits:

Swarm - Doppelganger

Protector - Den Mother

 

Bonds:

 

(Wife) Josie – The Body Moves skill will increase +50% faster. Innate understanding and ability to gain levels in this skill have increased accordingly.

 

(Wife) Rava – The Body Knows skill will increase +50% faster. Access to shadow aspect for body cultivation.

 

(Wife) Lina - Responsiveness to Healing mana in all forms is increased by +50%. Healing affects all further acts, increasing base healing rate for a limited time after healing is concluded.

 

(Wife) Daria – The Body Moves skill will increase +50% faster.

 

(Wife) Mursha - Attunement to Olimero increased by +50%. This is the ability to manipulate the system of Olimero, includes but is not limited to: creating pacts, quests, and assigning merits.

 

(Wife) Nimeera – The Body Moves skill will increase +25% faster. The Body Is skill will increase +25% faster.

 

(Wife) Sema – The Body Feels skill will increase +50% faster. 

 

(Wife) Betsy – The Body Is skill will increase +50% faster.

 

Children:

Robbie (Lina)

Sarah (Daria)

Andrea (Josie)

Caleb (Mursha)

Kitt (Nimeera)

Nosis (Rava)

Sophia (Rava)

 

Sentient Gear:

Bargon’s Slice (Longsword )- damaged

Rock (Stone Horse, Companion/Pet)

 

Gear:

Ring of Immutable Virtue

Armored Vest of Protection - destroyed

Helm of Protection

Short sword of Accuracy

Bow of Adaptive Power

Quiver with 30 explosive arrows (replenishing)

Stone Horse Talisman

High Quality Fighting Stick

Shocking Dagger

Spatial storage belt

Gloves of Dual Need

Spatial Bag

Bargon’s Slice

Taunting Whistle

Mana Well: 0/500

Mactosh Rifle (200 rounds)

Mactosh Shotgun (200 mixed shells)

A Wife’s Price (Shield)

Null Magic Rod (1x Charge)
Cloak of Obscurity

Boots of Mass Stomp

 

 

_______

 

 

Josephine (Josie) Case  

Stats (with gear):

Strength: 170 (215)

Agility: 223  (258)

Durability: 144 (195)

Magic: 146  (186)

Soul:61  (86)

Synergy: 20            (35) 

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

10/10 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: B6

B-Rank Body Fortification: 88%

Dual Core: Fire and Growth Mana, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Protection

 

Skills:

Ranged Combat: 79

Melee Combat: 199

Defensive Fighting: 50

Ki-Infused Mana Body: 40

Guardian’s Aura: 25

Dual Wield: 139

Critical Strike: 56

Precision Strike: 71

Manipulation Resistance: 20

 

Title: Mistress of the Wall

 

Gear:

Heirloom swords (belonged to her father)

- modified to: The Faithful Daughter

Dual Sheaths of the Last Floor

Bracers of Gravitational Deflection

Breastplate of Distortion

Belt Knife

Bracers of Gravitational Disruption

Breastplate of Distortion

Leather armor

Wedding Ring

Potions of Flight (x2)

Mana Potions (x6)

Deputy Badge

 

 

_______

 

 

Rolina (Lina) Case

Stats (with gear):

Strength: 128

Agility: 164  (184)

Durability: 120

Magic: 205               (220)

Soul: 109                 (114)

Synergy: 40

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

10/10 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: B4

B-Rank Body Fortification: 61%

Dual Core: Healing and Wither Mana, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Passionate Love

 

Title: Mistress of the Sheets

 

Skills:

Administration: 92

Cooking: 111

Sewing: 41

Shopping: 78

First Aid: 101

Melee Combat: 48

Seduction: 80

Sever Magic: 75

Aphrodisiac Aura: 50

Love’s Peace: 25

Ki-Infused Mana Body: 28

 

Gear:

A Mother’s Love (Cleaver)

Apron

Skirt and Blouse

Belt Knife

Chief Clerk’s Insignia

Spatial Pouch

Wedding Ring

Potions of Flight (x2)

Mana Potions (x6)

Scheduling Tablet

Sandals of Cushion

 

 

_______

 

 

Rava Case

Stats:

Strength: 86

Agility: 124

Durability: 99  (119)

Magic: 245

Soul: 68

Synergy: 32

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

10/10 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: B2

B-Rank Body Fortification: 44%

Dual Core: Research and Arcane, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Order

 

Title: Mistress of the Purse

 

Skills:

Alchemy 191

Ranged Combat: 53

Melee Combat: 29

Research: 133

Business Administration: 172

Negotiations: 108

Sewing: 23

Cooking: 14

Seduction: 42

Deceit: 79

Stealth: 48

Enchanting: 55

Ki-Infused Mana Body: 21

Aura of Absolute Order: 25

 

Gear:

Cauldron

Alchemy Tools

Inscribing Tool

Potion Bandolier (spatial)

Belt Knife

Short Sword

Clerk’s Badge

Wedding Ring

Wide variety of Potions

Ki Infused Cauldron

Replicating Bandolier

 

 

_______

 

 

Daria Case

Stats (with gear):

Strength: 168     (178)

Agility: 191         (201)

Durability: 163     (183)

Magic: 152

Soul: 40

Synergy: 34

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

10/10 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: B7

B-Rank Body Fortification: 79%

Dual Core: Air and Body Enhancement, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Freedom

 

Title: Mistress of the Field

 

Skills:

Ranged Combat: 199

Melee Combat: 96

Tracking: 104

Skinning/Butchering: 58

Gambling: 29

Flight: 202

Dive Bomb: 51

Strafing: 63

Elemental Resistance: 44

Mana Shield (From Ki Aura): 12

Ki-Infused Mana Body: 40

Aura of Freedom: 25

Unfettered: 25

 

Gear:

Spear of Pierced Destiny

Throwing Axes (x2)

Belt Knife

Leather Armor

Deputy Badge

Wedding Ring

Potions of Healing (x4)

Potions of Mana (x6)

Firebomb Potions (x4)

Dice/Cards

Fire and Ice Wing Armor

Expanding Shield of Protection

 

 

______

 

 

Mursha Case

Stats:

Strength: 227

Agility: 101

Durability: 199

Magic: 176

Soul: 30

Synergy: 30

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

10/10 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: B4

B-Rank Body Fortification: 60%

Dual Core: Gravity and Enchantment, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Design

 

Title: Mistress of Crafts

 

Skills:

Ranged Combat: 22

Melee Combat: 98

Blacksmithing: 201

Dancing: 46

Leatherwork: 102

Bull Rush: 12

Cleave: 19

Power Attack: 44

Dual Wield: 19

Mana Fusion: 108

Ki Infused- Mana Body: 55

Architecture: 25

Design to Reality: 50

Aura of Possibility: 25

 

Gear:

Will’s Impact

Freedom’s Chain

Twin hand-axes

Belt Knife

Scale Mail

Deputy Badge

Wedding Ring

Potions of Flight (x2)

Potions of Healing (x4)

Potions of Mana (x6)

Mana Anvil

 

 

_______

 

 

Nimeera Case

Stats: (with gear)

Strength: 118

Agility: 198    (204)

Durability: 106   (121)

Magic: 125      (141)

Soul: 99

Synergy: 30

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

10/10 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: B3

B-Rank Body Fortification: 49%

Dual Core: Emotion and Shadow, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Stealth

 

Title: Mistress of Secrets

 

Skills:

Ranged Combat: 82

Melee Combat: 93

Deceit: 50

Stealth: 199

Shadow Manipulation: 124

Shadow Step: 117

Seduction: 59

Pleasure: 100

Gambling: 19

Gardening: 16

Tracking: 55

Precision Strike: 49

Critical Strike: 52

Back Stab: 48

Ki-Infused Mana Body: 44

Aura of Stealth: 25

You Can’t See Me: 25

Mind Reading: 25 

 

Gear:

Lust Wrap

Daggers (multiple)

Throwing Knives (numerous)

Spatial Pouch

Poisons (various)

Leather Armor

Caltrops

Short Sword

Crossbow and bolts

Garrote

Spider Silk Rope

Disguise Kit

Deputy’s Badge

Returning Carrier Dagger

Stealth Armor

 

 

_______

 

 

Sema Case

Stats:

Strength: 78

Agility: 127

Durability: 79

Magic: 305

Soul: 55

Synergy: 45

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

10/10 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: A9

B-Rank Body Fortification: 26%

Dual Core: Air, Ice, Illusion, Size, Conjuration, Emotion, and Mind  Mana, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Magic

 

Title: Mistress of Magic

 

Skills:

Quick Casting: 127

Dual Casting: 86

Mana Channeling: 119

Concentration: 108

Melee Combat: 6

Ranged Combat: 40

Dodge: 55

Hide: 71

Stealth: 38

Seduction: 4

Research: 29

Magic Boosting Aura: 25

Anti-Magic Aura: 25

Empowered Magic: 25

 

Gear:

Ring of Minor Shielding

Ring of Elemental Resistance

Belt of Mana Storage

Dress of Morphing Attire

Rod of Null-Magic

Wand of Sticky Globs

Potions of Healing (x2)

Potions of Mana (x8)

 

 

_______

 

 

Betsy Case  

Stats: base/transformed

Strength: 180/360 

Agility: 65/150

Durability: 160/320

Magic: 90

Soul:50  

Synergy: 75  

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity:

 10/10 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: B9

B-Rank Body Fortification: 90%

Dual Core: Earth and Rage Mana, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Unleashed

 

Skills:

Minotress Transformation: 20

Ranged Combat: 11

Melee Combat: 120

Berserker: 52

Ki-Infused Mana Body: 101

Rage Growth: 44

Power Strike: 62

Crippling Strike: 41





	
Chapter 30- Death to Undeath

When I woke up, I felt like a new man. Except was I am man anymore. No, I pushed that thought from my head. I had chosen the Path of Man as my course for a reason. Then I doubled down on it when I began condensing my core. A part of me was aware of what I gave up. I could have become a purely spiritual being with true immortality, but the price was simply too high for me.

My family was my life, and I liked living in this material world. It was flawed and visceral, but for all of that it was true living. Sure, sorrow came here, but so too did joy. I looked down and the woman sleeping in my arms. She was starting to wake up, but I stayed still as long as possible to allow her to wake on her own.

Holy crap, though, I made this body that was in my arms. It had come from me. It was a heady thought and something I’d have to adapt to. Bigger than that, though, was the realization that I had power unlike anything else before.

I could feel a connection to the world around me. I wasn’t fully into S rank, but I was more than A rank. I saw the rules and laws which Sativa and the others had imposed on Olimero to shape it in the way that they wanted. I wasn’t yet prepared to make some sweeping change, but I had hope that would come in the future.

I was, however, confident that the undead army outside would be little to no challenge. It reminded me of a couple weeks I had spent detasselling corn one summer. My dad thought it would be a good idea to help me learn the value of hard work. His plan succeeded, but maybe not in the way he had expected.

It was hard work in a way, but simple. I felt nasty at the end of each day, but there was nothing complex about the task. It was mindless and repetitive. I determined then that I didn’t want that kind of work.

Fighting the undead was going to be very much the same as that. It would take time and feel like shoveling loose dirt. I’d end up stinking when it was over, but there wasn’t any threat or challenge to it. My wives alone could kill hundreds of thousands of them. For me, it was just a matter of time.

In some ways it felt anti-climatic, but I wasn’t the hero of a novel. I didn’t need some frantic last-minute fight to give meaning to my existence. No, easily defeated enemies were always better in the real world. Besides, the real climax here was when I chose my path. Lina might have some different ideas about what the best climax was, but that would just be the bunnygirl speaking.

Knowing my path and connecting with the Aspect of Infinity made me realize that even Old Scratch wasn’t the threat that I’d thought he was. I didn’t have any delusions about being as powerful as he was. But that didn’t worry me. What had worried me before was that he might force me into something I didn’t want. I could die if absolutely necessary, I just didn’t want to lose who I was.

Even then, I was pretty sure that there were other elements in play. Perhaps Infinity had more influence on what Old Scratch could do or not do. I thought back to the notification about the different paths and realized which path Old Scratch was likely on.

Path of the Rebel- your will is tantamount. You are unwilling to bend, but you have proven yourself fit to exist. You will still have a role to play in the multi-verse and it will be up to you to walk out that path. Unfettered freedom is yours until the moment you put your foot in a trap from which you can’t escape.

He might refuse to bend his will, but he likely was in a trap that he couldn’t escape. What that meant for me would still have to be discovered, but I felt comfortable that there was hope for the future.

That feeling was only driven home again when Betsy rolled over and kissed me.

“Morning,” she said with a smile. “I guess that was worth the wait.”

I kissed her back and said, “We’re together for as long as we both live now. But, I think your sister-wives are outside and wanting to come in.”

She frowned for a second, “Sharing is fine. This new body is incredible, though. I can hear them out in the hallway.”

Then she stood up and walked to the door completely naked before opening it for the others to come in. We had a long discussion about what happened then and I filled them in on the changes both in me and Betsy. She was welcomed by them with open arms, at least after they got her some clothing.

After a half hour of small talk and just being together, Daria said, “There’s something you need to know.”

“Oh?”

“Yes, the undead have all pulled back from whatever they were digging. A foxkin mage in robes surrounded by both living and powerful undead guards went down into the hole a little after midnight and the rest of the undead army has just been still.”

Every story about necromancers which I’d ever read came rushing back to me. “Shit, thanks for not interrupting me, but now I need to go. Let’s hope it’s not too late.”

I stood up and caused my clothes to materialize on me. The Body Is gave me complete control over my form, and it was simple enough to shunt my clothing in and out of spatial storage.

“Man the walls and get ready for whatever happens. Your primary job is to protect Centrum.” I looked at Josie. “I know you want to protect me, but it just isn’t possible now. I’ve grown too much. Even as strong as you are, the rate I may have to move would be harmful to you.”

She nodded. “I’ll protect the city and if you get in trouble, I’ll be there to drag you butt out of it.”

I smiled and then disappeared.

Movement with The Body Moves was so different from Blink Body. Then I had activated a skill and then moved instantly from one place to another. This time, as I willed myself to move it was more like the world moved than that I did.

I appeared at the front of the undead army. Before anything, I needed to clear a space. The Body Moves was good for more than teleporting. With it, I was moving like some sort of comic book superhero. I was so fast that my motion was a blur and would be almost impossible even for one of my wives to follow.

My partially blended core was spinning furiously as the engine which drove the machine that my body had become. Right now, all the power was turned towards destruction. I blasted outward flowing straight into the enemy.

The Body Is allowed me to control myself perfectly, to the point that I loaded several tons of mass around me. I pulled the ambient mana of the air and my ki could now do anything that mana could have done. I was beginning to believe that it was more about what I could imagine than what I could do.

A punch traveling at thousands of miles per hour with several tons of mass behind it ripped through hundreds of skeletons at once. The waves of force spread out, tearing their bones apart. The zombies didn’t fare any better as their flesh was ripped from their bones.

If it was just that the attack would have been devastating, but my body contained more than just the physical. I had chosen to pack my mind and soul all into my body. That meant that I had power of a spiritual nature. The Body Feels wasn’t just a sensory aspect. I impressed the power of my will and soul into that punch.

Every skeleton and zombie was not only physically shredded but the fragments of their souls which were forced back into their decaying forms were freed. The bodies feel limp and didn’t even try to get up. Even a lich and half a dozen vampires along with a few groups of ghouls fell in the same way.

I was moving around and swept my hand wide. Waves of force like a Ki Slice ripped out and tore apart thousands more of the undead in each direction that I faced. I spun faster and sent out to attack after attack.

A group of ghosts came at me. My attacks couldn’t damage a body which didn’t exist, but my entire path was meant to prove the superiority of the body. The soul might be immortal, but it was the body which gave it mean.

I simply narrowed my focus and this time I lashed out in a spherical burst with The Body Feels. My intent was expressed in the need to end these undead. They would be no more. Their ethereal forms were torn as cloth before a blade and in the last instant of contact, I felt a sense of relief, perhaps even gratitude for freeing them from their tortured state.

It wasn’t enough, though. Even knocking out thousands at a time was too slow. People talk about armies of millions or other large-scale ventures, but it can be hard to understand the true scope of such things. In less than two minutes, I had easily destroyed a hundred thousand undead, and yet it was just a drop in the bucket. They kept swarming forward.

Actually, part of the problem was that they couldn’t swarm forward quickly enough. My attacks could only reach so many of them and the hilly terrain broke that effectiveness up even further. I could take to the air and that might be a bit more efficient, but even then there were limits and I could fee some dark mojo happening down in the hole which had been dug.

I glanced at the city and the walls were also being swarmed, but each of my five wives there stood as a beacon pushing back the tide of darkness. I was so proud of them that I wanted to stop and watch them in action, but such was not to be.

I needed a better way to clear out the undead. Then it hit me. It wasn’t their bodies, which was the problem. They weren’t like me, merged beings. They were corpses with souls or fragments of souls shoved into them.

There was a power that I had access to, which was custom-built for this. I couldn’t believe I hadn’t thought of this before. It was hard-wired into all of Olimero as one of the four laws. The Law of Blood could destroy souls and with or without Sativa, I could still wield that power.

The issue was that most of these souls didn’t deserve oblivion. They hadn’t asked for this fate. Instead, they deserved a chance at reincarnation. That was one of the great insults of necromancy. Not only were they dead, but they were also imprisoned in their own corpses.

I kept fighting and destroying the undead as they came at me, but that only took a fraction of my ability. The Body Knows allowed me to split my focus far more efficiently than Parallel Mind ever had. I traced the weave of the Law of Blood, which was woven into this world.

I needed to modify it without trying to undo it. The purpose of this law was to gain justice for those who were victimized. It was that thought which gave me what I needed out of the law. I shaped it and pulled it in.

My core spun faster, and I felt like my core took another step forward in merging. It was a tiny incremental thing, but it represented a better understanding of this world and my connection to it.

I had access to the system. I had gained it when I bonded with Mursha so long ago. I just hadn’t understood it. The notification on my status sheet had simply read that the meaning would become evident in the future. Well, here it was.

Attunement to Olimero increased by 50%- Ability to manipulate the system of Olimero including creating pacts, quests, and assigning merits.

Once I had gathered a storm of power, I launched myself upward.

The Body Knows +2

The Body Moves +1

Then I pronounced judgement down over the battlefield. Wave of power spread out in a cone at least twenty miles long. It wouldn’t take out all of the undead, but more than two-thirds of them for sure.

The judgment was that all souls improperly attached to bodies would be freed. This explained why necromancy had never taken root. Sativa had the power to undo it in an instant. I grinned. Maybe this was going to be easy, after all.

I groaned as the ground around that hole rumbled. Something massive was moving. I should never have acted overconfident. Then I heard the roar of a dragon and I knew what they were after.

 



Chapter 31 - Elder Dragons and Gods

The dragon that ripped itself up out of the ground sent a rain of rock and dirt flying back down. It rained down on many of the undead which were storming the walls, crushing them almost as effectively as one of my blasts of force had.

I reached out with my senses and got conflicting facts from the dragon. Its body was mostly skeletal with red scales and the tattered remains of flesh still clinging to the bones. That alone spoke to its durability, for it had to have been in the ground for a very long time.

It was clearly an undead, yet I felt its soul fully in the body. This wasn’t some animated skeleton or even a lich, this was a reunited soul and body and it was hungry, angry, and wanted to take its rage out on someone. Its roar formed a single word, “Sativa.'

I scanned down into the hole where it had been. All but the incorporeal undead had been crushed. The beastkin and orc bodies which littered the collapsed pit, were all dead. My eyes found the robed foxkin, which stunk of dark mana, and I saw that he was very dead. Perhaps it was for the best. I would have had to destroy his soul for what he was doing and so he got off easy. His greatest creation destroyed him.

The dragon roared again and moved as though it were going to fly at the city. The creature was more than two hundred feet long. I must have looked majestic in life, but now it was more of a travesty than anything else.

It also couldn’t be allowed anywhere near my wives. I willed myself to appear in front of it and it came to a halt in the air. It sniffed at me. When it spoke, its voice was cavernous and hollow. “You smell like Sativa but you aren’t here. She’s touched you, though.”

“Sativa is gone, or at least she isn’t a goddess anymore. Whatever beef you had with her is no more.”

The create scoffed. “You think to lie to me so easily. I can smell her. She is somewhere inside that city.” Then it sniffed again. “But she does smell different.” A gleam entered its one good eye. “She smells weak.”

Inside my head, I heard another voice. “Bend your knee. Acknowledge that you’re mine and I’ll save your women.”

Apparently, now was the moment that Old Scratch had been waiting for. I knew there had to be something. He had told Sativa and the other gods that I was his. He had sent Her to bring me to his side. He had threatened me himself, and most recently, he seemed to be behind the undead plague.

“I can’t choose to follow you. I’ve already chosen my path and all choices have consequences.” I replied inside my head. I didn’t have time for this now.

Old Scratch hissed. “I don’t do consequences. Neither should you. Freedom is all that matters. You’ve been listening to the wrong voices.”

The undead dragon was about to get around me. I moved forward in a streak and kicked his head under the chin. Even with the speed of a bullet and the force of a train, nothing broke. The dragon’s head was whipped about and its body crashed into the ground, but it was getting up mere moments later.

This was bad. I was confident of my ability to stop it, but I couldn’t do it while also having to deal with Old Scratch.

But then, I felt the approach of another presence, one that I had met before. I looked in the distance and saw a dragon nearly as massive as this one flying here. He rode upon the storms and lightning danced over his blue scales. He was the dragon who had named himself, Storm Wielder.

Thing were either about to go from bad to worse or they were going to get much better. When the blue dragon launched a lightning bolt at the undead dragon, I smiled. It looked like they were old friends.

“Couldn’t you stay dead, Defiler?”

I paused to make sure that their battle wasn’t going to approach the city and then turned all my focus inward. “No, I’m confident that you are the wrong voice. I don’t need your help and the price is too high, anyway.”

“I was never really asking. You’re my creature more than any other. I guided your people…”

I couldn’t help but laugh at that. “You’ve done an awful job then. Humanity is a wreck. Did you even bother paying any attention to the news?”

“No, that is exactly what I wanted. That is how you were to be shaped in the crucible of deceit and suffering. Humans love it, though. They lie to themselves more than any other race I’ve had the privilege of corrupting.”

“I’m not corrupted. I’m my own man.”

“You are something so much more. You could have been even more. Still can. I’ve invested too much time into breeding your species to the point that you could evolve to become something more. Then I got that fool, Sativa, to bring you to this world where you could be tempered with powers that aren’t available on the Earth. There are rules in my prison, after all.”

When he said Sativa’s name, I could help but notice a solitary woman standing on the wall of Centrum. She was watching me. The battle raged around her, but she seemed unaffected. It seems that whatever game Sativa was playing she was ready for the next move.

“I reject you, though. Olimero is my home now and I am my own man. I have a family and that’s all I need. I will be myself.”

“I don’t let go of what’s mine.” Then I felt like a spike was being driven into my core. It was trying to rip the three merging spheres apart.

I fought back against it, but wasn’t strong enough.

But it turned out that I didn’t need to be. It was like a trap snapped shut and suddenly Old Scratch’s presence was gone. I couldn’t even feel the faintest bit of him.

Choices have consequences for all beings. You made a choice and others must respect it. You have been freed from that influence. Walk the Path of Man and be yourself. Fill your spot in Infinity.

I tried to ask questions, but there was no response. I only had a sense of a weight lifted from me. It was strange. I felt both lighter but also more adrift. I had rejected all the paths that others wanted me to take, but that meant I was truly forging my own way. Infinity was apparently broad enough to accept different paths, but personal enough to enjoy the variety.

I looked at where the dragons were fighting. They were several miles to the east and were tearing each other apart in the air. The skeletal dragon blasted out black flames, which seemed to eat away at Storm Wielder.  A few weeks ago, I would have sworn that Storm Wielder was so powerful that even at A rank I would need to be careful about him, but it seemed that he was being overwhelmed.

Before I went to help, I glanced back at the wall. The undead were mostly destroyed, and I could feel each of my wives. They were all safe and for the most part excited about getting to cut loose with their new abilities. There was no longer any sign of Sativa, but I could sense a vague presence.

She was somewhere and still had some tricks to play. Now, though, I needed to deal with the dragon. I willed myself to where they were fighting. Both of them snarled at me. Storm Wielder cried out, “This is a matter of honor. Stay out of it godling.”

The undead dragon didn’t bother with words, but instead blasted his dreadful black flames at me. The Body Is was constantly active as a passive skill. There were multiple layers of it. It made up what my body was, but also the aura around my body. That aura took a huge hit when the black flames hit them. I felt power being drained straight from my core to restore the aura.

I flew back, giving myself some space, and the torrent of flames died down. Storm Wielder had taken the momentary distraction as an opening to bite down on the undead dragon’s neck. The problem was, while the red dragon seemed to have all his draconic abilities; he was not just a dragon but an undead one. Simple physical damage wasn’t going to do it.

I watched for a moment, trying to get a measure of what was happening. They flew in circles would tangle for a bit, clawing and biting at one another or launching their breath weapons. Each time, Storm Wielder tore out great chunks of Defiler’s body, but it wasn’t enough. He was limping, or whatever the equivalent was, for a flying dragon now.

His attacks were starting to come slower, but the undead dragon wasn’t fatigued at all. He was probably immune to such thing. I watched not only the physical battle but the ebb and flow of mana between them.

The undead dragon must have felt its victory was assured before it laughed as it pinned Storm Wielder to the side of a particularly large hill, almost a small mountain. “You always chose the side of those godlings. Well, new power has been given to me. I have power over even death now and I will not be denied. Sativa may have been able to kill me so long ago, but this little godling is a poor imitation. Now die and feel as your soul feeds me its power.”

I had wondered why this dragon was called Defiler. But then I saw his core spinning. He was reaching out and triggering a twisted form of the Law of Blood. I had modified the law earlier to work for me, but had stayed true to its intended purpose.

What Defiler was doing was the exact opposite of that. He was using the Law of Blood to claim an innocent victim, or at least that seemed to be his intent. I willed myself forward and slammed a fist into his head. My blow carried with it both physical power and this time I added my intent to it as well.

I could feel my cores spinning again as whatever disruption Old Scratch had caused was washed away. My power flared and the undead dragon's skull cracked. He was far from done, but I had at least interrupted the perversion he had planned.

I didn’t stop there. Blow after blow landed. I drove with all the power of my body, both physically and with the backing of my mind and soul. They were a part of my body, and I could use them as shields or weapons. The dragon screeched, but I didn’t let up. This was no time for mercy.

I went to activate the Law of Blood, but this dragon was too strong. I saw why as I peered into his soul. Laced into it were the souls of numerous other dragons he had victimized in the past. Why he had been destroyed before was obvious now.

He had underestimated me, though. I didn’t let go just because I couldn’t sunder his soul on my first try. I was like a dog with a bone and I wasn’t going to let go. The Body Feels reached out from me and sank claws of spirit and intent into his soul. I worked at it, pulling and tugging and breaking the bonds which had unnaturally reattached it to this decaying body.

He screamed as his soul finally came loose from the body. With an expression of my will then I flattened his corpse and made sure it could never be used by this soul again. Unlike me, whose soul and body had blended, at least partially, his soul was now vulnerable without a body.

I passed judgement on him. I didn’t know what all his past deeds were, but I knew enough. With that, I condemned him to oblivion and removed his soul from existence.

I would have sucked in a deep breath then if I needed to. I glanced at Storm Wielder. He was greatly weakened, but would live. I might even be able to heal him now. I knew how that mana worked and The Body Knows combined with The Body Is allowed me to imitate any mana effect.

I wanted it to be over already, but knew that we weren’t quite done—not yet.

Another set of eyes had been watching this battle. I called out, “Mensor, show yourself! Let’s get this over with.”

 

Chapter 32 - You wanted a Monster

 

The astral plane parted, and a monstrous troll stepped out. It was a good twelve feet tall, with twisted limbs and taut flesh stretched tight over its torso. Its belly was swollen, yet it looked half-starved. The creature’s skin was a sickly yellow, a color which made me feel like vomiting.

“Mensor?”

“Unlike some, I can’t bring my true body here. It is long gone into cosmic dust. I am a being of spirit or soul, whichever you prefer to call it, but the two words mean much the same thing. I have a spiritual body and rule over material worlds. It took a great deal of effort to build up a true avatar that could express my power, but your insults are worth the trouble.”

“No, but is that what you looked like before you ascended or became whatever you were before?”

“My race is long dead. I am the last survivor, just as you could have been of your race. But yes, this is what the mighty astral balins once looked like.”

“Oh, wow, no wonder you wanted to shed your body. You are butt ugly. Like seriously, if my dog brought something home that ugly, I’d probably have to shoot the dog just to make sure it never happened again. And you don’t have to come up with some cool sounding name like astral balin. I can recognize a troll when I see one.”

Mensor trembled. I laughed. I couldn’t help it. He might be about to kill me, but I was going to walk my own path and right now that meant making jokes at Mensor’s expense.

“You impudent little…”

Nah, I could handle making jokes, but if he was gonna start one of those villain speeches about how he was going to kill me, I’d rather just skip to the fighting part. I willed myself forward and lashed out with my hand. I fully expected him to block it, but instead I hit the center of his body and it was sent flying.

I hadn’t held anything back, but the attack had been purely physical. I wanted to see what I was dealing with and didn’t expect that one attack either way was going to settle this.

It turned out that his body wasn’t that durable. He flew at least a mile before he slammed into the side of a cliff. Even from here, my new senses could see that he looked like a bug splattered on a windshield at 80 mph. Everything that had been inside was now outside.

I snorted. There was no way it was that easy. I willed myself there.

As expected, his form was already taking shape again. It was liquid and then rebuilt itself.

“Hmm… regeneration. Are you sure your people didn’t at least mate with trolls? It would explain a few things.”

“Don’t take so much pride in the physical. You may be able to crush this body, but that isn’t how this battle will be decided. I only made a body because I needed a channel for acting on the material plane.”

Oops, I broke my rule and let him get a mini-monologue in. This time, when I moved to punch him, I pulled from The Body Feels and added my spiritual intent to the attack.

At least that was what I intended to do. I found that I couldn’t move. My core stopped spinning. I was stuck in place and my power wouldn’t respond. Mensor’s ugly new form got up close to me. His breath smelled just as bad as he looked. Then I felt claws dig into me. He started cutting my body up.

The Body Is +1

I knew who I was and what my body was. I repaired and rebuilt myself as fast as he tore me apart, but it still hurt like crazy. Except then I realized it didn’t have to hurt. Pain was part of the body and I could simply turn that off. It didn’t solve my problem, but it did allow me to focus better.

The real problem was that I needed to be able to spin my core. Mensor somehow had a lock on me. It was similar to what Old Scratch had done, but he wasn’t trying to pull my core apart he was simply trying to crush me. Something told me that as long as he followed whatever rules there were that I wouldn’t be able to count on the Aspect of Infinity rescuing me again.

He struck at me again, and this time the wound felt deeper than mere flesh. “You could have been so much more, but you had to defy me. You think you are giving mercy to the weak, but the only true mercy for the weak it to kill them and give them a chance to come back as something stronger.”

I didn’t bother replying. Instead, I fought against his grip. My body might be superior to his, but his control of his divine intent was definitely a step beyond mine. Every time, I thought I was almost free he tightened his grasp down on me further.

Then I caught a glimpse of Sativa behind him. He didn’t seem to notice her or was too fixated on me. As we locked eyes, I heard her voice inside my head. “I’m too weak to stop him. But if you’ll swear to protect Olimero, I’ll give you a chance to win.”

There was no need to think about it. Olimero was my home. It was the place I lived with my family. Of course, I was going to protect it. My intent swelled and she must have felt it because something moved from her to me.

Mensor suddenly spun around. He detected her, but only once it was too late. He streaked toward her fragile looking form and cut her down. Her half-elven body was left in a bleeding pile on the ground.  

Whatever she had done had already started to take effect. I felt like my core could spin just a bit again.

You have been offered the Celestial Architect Role by Sativa. If you accept it, you will replace her as the primary divinity of Olimero and the designer of its laws and people. This is a great responsibility. Do you wish to accept?


Yes, yes. This was exactly what I wanted, the power to shape and change the world.

Your Divine Core Awakening advances +20%.

What kind of god will you be? Benevolent? A builder? A warrior?

You must first know yourself.

Mensor snarled and got up from the still form of Sativa. Something within me snapped. I had no special love for this nature goddess. As far as I was concerned, she had withheld some rather critical information when I was presented with the option to come here.

Sure, I’d made it work, but that was in spite of her, not because of her. If she truly wanted sheriff’s, you’d think she would have provided more resources or certainly a bit of information.

He looked at me. “That’s one less obstacle…”

He never got to finish the words. I knew who I was. I knew what I had to do. With that knowledge, my three cores fused further, and I felt another surge of power.

Your Divine Core Awakening advances +15%.

I moved, or maybe I simply was, but either way, my fists started to land on Mensor again. This time, the blows didn’t destroy his flesh. This time I set up a resonance of my will within them. I seized the laws of nature.

Hold his form still.

He couldn’t break down to avoid the impacts. Each blow blasted deeply into him and tore about his own core. He had decided to put his full power into this avatar. Well, now, he would pay the price.

“You can’t do that. You can’t change the rules.”

I ignored him. I was the architect now. I could shape what I needed to do the job. That was the kind of god I would be, not the kind of man that I already was. I might make stupid mistakes, but I’d always get up. I might be kind, but I could be hard, even brutal, when it was called for.

That was who I was. The man who did what had to be done to protect what was his.

He was still a god though, and it was nowhere near as easy as simply invoking the law of blood. I punched him, and he started to move with me. As quickly as I created new rules, he worked around them. If I didn’t have this advantage, I’d never be a match for him.

My core spun faster, and I kept moving, each time increasing my pace. He would struggle and take blow after blow only to then rise to meet my new speed. I felt the toll it was taking on him, but this power was all new to me. I didn’t know how long I could sustain this pace.

Except I did. I’d sustain it for as long as I had to.

I felt the drain on my body, my soul, well they were one and the same now. I pushed and felt fatigued but wouldn’t give up. Indomitable was all well and good, but it was simply foolishness without intent. I knew what my intent was. I would protect my family, my world and I would be as indomitable as need be for that.

I felt the fullness of my purpose coming around. I dug deeper and grew stronger even as it was burning me up.

Your Divine Core Awakening advances +10%.

I was so close. I couldn’t break first. He was being beaten down blow by blow, intention by intention.

He rose up and I could feel the desperation in him. He gurgled out, “You win. I concede.”

I shook my head. “You wanted a monster. Now feel my bite.”

I pushed harder and became exactly what I had to be. This enemy couldn’t be allowed to run. He’d always keep coming back. I reached inside myself and pushed out the last little bit.

Your Divine Core Awakening is complete.

Welcome to Infinity.

Another surge of power went through me, and then I drove it into him. He was beaten down, and I pulled upon the Law of Blood in the ultimate way. An immortal soul, whether divine or mortal, was a precious thing, but imploding this divine soul would have consequences. They were my consequences to choose, though.

Then Mensor was no more, but an explosion of force blasted the area. He did not go quietly. The ground was scoured and the seeds of new monster races were planted from his shattered divine essence and intent.

I was thrown but willed my body’s movement till I landed to protect Sativa or what was left of her. She might have died a mortal, but her body didn’t need to be abused further.

Then the destruction passed. It was like I couldn’t hear because the silence was deafening after so much.

You have slain a god. New title acquired: God-Slayer.

You will gain 10% of the divine essence of any god you slay. Beware, other gods will immediately recognize what this title means.

I stood up and dusted myself off. As I did, I felt a faint movement beneath me. Was it possible?

I held out my hand. It wasn’t really necessary, but I was a physical being after all. I willed the world to wrap around her and the mana to form into Healing Mana. The wounds across Sativa’s body closed. Color returned to her flesh and that lustrous beauty shone through again.

I poured some of my newly formed divine essence into her. She gasped. “Give me more.”

 



Chapter 33 - Divine Bliss 

 

Sativa grinned at me. There was a deeper awareness in her eyes than I'd seen before. The power she lent to me was slowly fading, but I knew I'd be holding on to part of it.

This was my world now and her role as the architect of this world had been passed on to me. It wasn't something I was going to take lightly.

I could sense her aura rising as she grew back to be her full self, well maybe not completely. She frowned. "Doesn't look like I'm going to make it all the way back now. I just barely had enough energy to help you and reform my core again."

"Well thank you for your aid, although we both know that fight was both of ours. If Mensor had killed me he would have gone on to kill you too."

She nodded. "Human practicality is not one of my favorite traits. Would it kill you to just want to thank me? Especially with what else I gave you."

"Why did you do that?"

"I don't have the power to protect Olimero properly now. Old Scratch may be firmly back in his prison cell, but there will be other threats. I'm going to need a couple hundred years at least to cultivate back to my former strength.

"Besides, I know you love Olimero now, just like I do. This is your home and you'll take care of it."

I nodded.

"That doesn't mean I still won't ask you to be my consort someday."

"Ha, you should be my consort."

"Not sure about consort, but I will admit, I liked the way you looked at me when I first approached you back on Earth. You thought I was hot, didn't you?"

I shrugged. There was no reason denying it. I knew my wives well enough to know that they'd want me to try and recruit Sativa. That might not happen, but if anyone was on my excused for cheating with list, it would have been the goddess that most of my wives revered.

I was torn but she gave me a look. "We may never have what you and your other wives have, but if you don't mind long distance relationships I'd like to try."

A part of me understood, that this was hard for Sativa. She'd been used to be a goddess, above everything and everyone else in her world. Now, she was weaker than I was, and needed my help. But I expected that forming a bond with her would help me control Olimero and it might just give her the boost she needed to regain her former might faster.

"It's be a shame not to try."

Then she leaned into me and I wrapped my arms around her. The first kiss was a little awkward. It was like she had forgotten how to do it, but she was a quick study. It came back to her quickly and I felt a passion reignite in her.

"Screw the future, I just want to see what the big deal about humans is."

"Then shut up and kiss me again."

My hands began to roam over her but there was no need to undress her. I had to remember that she was a shapeshifting goddess. Her clothing seemed to simply fade into her.

I would never tell any of my wives. I loved them each so much that my heart hurt, but if this is what S rank did for a woman, then I'd definitely be pushing them along. Sativa's body was literal perfection.

Although, I suppose it wasn't just her body. It was the aura of divine mana rolling off of her. Still, I just took that as a challenge. I'd make her moan and beg for more before we were through.

I moved one of my hands to her breasts while at the same time I used Blink Body to move us to my bedroom back in Yonderton. When I moved us, I made sure to stop inside the room and then Blink again without my clothes.

Now the two of us were naked on my bed.

My wives had to know that I was back and I felt their minds reaching out for me. A couple seemed shocked when they realized what I was doing and who I was doing it with but Lina was the only one to speak up.

"Show her who the real god is, my love. Treat her like a bunnygirl."

That statement from my Mistress of the Sheets was all I needed to burn away any further hesitation I had. I fell back onto the bed, and pulled Sativa down with me on top of my chest before rolling over so that we were lying side by side facing each other.

My hands worked up to her breasts. I loved how quickly her nipples responded. Goddess or not, she was all woman. She moaned when I began to work her nipples between my thumbs and fingers.

"Mmmhmm, I think I like that."

Clearly, she did. I grinned like a kid in the candy store. This never got old.

When I began to kiss down her body, I felt her whole body tense up. I kissed the curve of her neck and stopped for a while to lick and nibble at her nipples. They were clearly quite sensitive and since her breasts were so outstanding it wasn't exactly a hardship for me.

When she moaned a bit more and started to arch her back, I caught her wrist as one of her hands tried to sneak between her legs.

"Nope, that's my job."

Then I resumed my trek down her body. My lips brushed against her toned abdomen. Still I kept going, slowly. I'd stop after licking to blow on her skin and marvel that a goddess got goose pimples. All the while I kept her wrists pinned to the side, so I could take my time. I wanted to give her as much pleasure as possible. I wanted her to remember this night. It was almost like a challenge to show a goddess how humans do it.

Finally, I arrived at my destination. I began to kiss and nibble at her thighs, getting closer to my goal. She instinctively spread her legs for me, giving me easier access.

When I arrived at her pussy, I felt her tense up again. This time, I didn't stop. I pressed my mouth against her slit and licked all along it. I could feel her juices leaking from her. She tasted sweet like honey. People say that, and before coming to Olimero I would have thought it was impossible, but she quite literally tasted like honey.

As I lapped at her a bit more enthusiastically she moaned before saying, "I thought you'd like that taste."

I answered with a simple "Mmmhmm" as I used my hands to spread her lower lips open before beginning to lick at her clit.

This time she moaned a bit louder.

"You like that?"

I nodded as I worked my tongue as quickly as I could pausing only for a second to lock eyes with her. I was able to keep up with her vibrations as well, but I was only going faster so I didn't have to hold her down as tightly.

"Oh, you are very good at this."

I didn't respond, I just kept my mouth on her. Finally, she began to squirm and arch her back.

"It feels like you're vibrating. No, wait, you are vibrating. Oh, Goddess, you're going to make me come."

In response, I started to use my finger to rub her clit. I didn't really rub it, I sort of rubbed around it, massaging everything around it. Complete control of my body with Body Sovereignty meant that I could actually vibrate. My wives were going to go crazy over this trick.

I could feel her pussy pulsing against my mouth. Her juices were starting to coat my lips.

"Oh, yes, that's it. I'm going to..."

Her words faded out but she was right. I could feel her entire body start to spasm as she came. I kept working my fingers in and out of her as I licked her clit.

"Oh, my. Fuck, that is intense. I've never felt anything like that before. It's like all the energy in my body is being sucked out."

She might have been right as it seemed like the mana in her coursed into me and was cycled back as ki into her which in turned vibrated her body. I kept going even as I was struck by the thought that when she said, 'oh my' it was like someone else saying 'oh goddess' since she was the goddess that half my wives called out to during their orgasms.

Sativa and I might never be anything more than cultivation partners, friends with benefits, but that didn't mean I was going to try any less. This was going to be spectacular.

I only answered with a moan as I continued to suck on her, prolonging her orgasm. Her juices were flowing out of her as I lapped them up. It was so hot and sweet. I almost wanted to start sucking on her pussy, but I was worried that might just end it right then and there.

She finally started to come down from her orgasm. I let her get some distance before I started to work on her again. This time though, I started to use my tongue to lick around her clit again. I knew she was going to be sensitive to anything on her clit. I looked up at her and waited for her to start to convulse again.

"Oh fuck, keep going."

As she started to speak, I stopped. This time, she didn't let me get away with it.

"What are you doing? Don't stop."

I looked up at her and smiled. I pulled away from her. Her eyes trailed down my body till they stopped on my cock. Then it was her turn to smile. "I see. You're right. That massive thing would most definitely feel better."

Sativa smiled at me and with a grace that only a gymnast could dream of, she pushed me onto my back and began to slide down on top of me. Her position was perfect, straddling my waist as my cock pressed into her wet labia. I could see the look in her eyes, it spoke volumes about what she wanted to do right then and there. She wanted to tease me like I had been teasing her earlier.

She slowly slid her body up and down so that the shaft of my cock was worked between her lower lips. Her wetness spread all over me. When I moaned, she lowered herself further down till my cock was pressing against her entrance.

"Is this what you want? Wanna be inside of a goddess?"

I could only nod in response and bit my lip in anticipation as I felt her warmth surround me. Sativa teased me by pushing herself down a little further before lifting back up again. With each thrust, I could feel her wetness increasing. Finally, after another few teasing thrusts, she pushed all the way down onto me, sending shockwaves throughout my entire body.

She started to ride me with a slow rhythm that quickly picked up speed until we were both moaning in pleasure. The feeling of being completely engulfed by her was incredible but I wasn't going to explode too soon. I wanted to savor this. As she had said, this might well be a once in a lifetime experience.

As she picked up speed, she started to gyrate her hips in a circular motion, mixing things up as she went. Each time she came down, she would hit my base. It felt like my cock was being milked. Her tightness really was incredible, and I knew I wasn't going to last much longer.

She moaned, "God, you feel so fucking good."

"Whatever you do, don't stop."

I reached around and gripped her ass and started to squeeze. Sativa's speed and force increased to match the intensity she must have been able to feel from me. Her body was trembling on top of me. She was going to cum soon and I was sure I wasn't far behind.

"Fuck again..." She threw back her head as she cried out in bliss.

That was all I heard before it became almost impossible to focus. Sativa was clearly lost in the throes of her next orgasm. Her pussy tightened around my cock like a vice and I was sure I wouldn't be able to hold on. She was a shapeshifter and in the moment it was like her body's singular purpose was to make me feel as good as possible.

I focused all my remaining brain cells to ask the responsible question which came out as little more than a grunt. "Where do you want it?"

Sativa caught her breath before looking up at me with a mischievous glint in her eye. "I want it everywhere," she purred.

"Oh, God," I groaned, knowing exactly what she meant.

She pressed her finger against my lips, "Don't you mean, oh goddess."

Still moving against me, Sativa shifted so that she was straddling my hips. She started to move them in circles, rubbing her clit against my pubic bone and bringing us both closer to the edge of pleasure. I wanted nothing more than to explode.

Sativa gradually increased the speed and intensity of her movements until she was wild with passion and pleasure. Her body rocked against mine in a way that I knew I wouldn't be able to resist for long.

"Tell me when you're about to cum," she purred as she looked down at me, "I want to know."

Her voice was enough to make my entire body quiver with pleasure and I could barely form words, let alone speak them aloud. The sensation of her tightness around my cock was too much to bear and I felt myself starting to come undone.

"I'm almost there," I managed to choke out before I felt the heat of orgasm taking over me. My hips surged up into Sativa as I began to lose control of myself entirely and shouted out in ecstasy as an intense wave of pleasure moved through my entire body.

At the same time, Sativa cried out, "Fuck! Cum inside me. Plant your seed in me."

Her words were all the permission I needed and I thrust up into her one last time, spilling my seed into her womb.

We both lay there panting for what felt like hours, coming back down to earth from our passionate session of lovemaking. When we finally found our voices again, Sativa looked up at me and, with a satisfied smirk on her face, she said, "That was amazing; it was exactly what I needed."

I sensed a part of what she meant as I felt like my cultivation had condensed further and I had probably helped her along the same way.

I sighed. "Just don't go thinking this means something it doesn't. Not unless you want to become my wife with all that entails." When she didn't answer but only got a sad look on her face, I continued, "Didn't think so. At least we can part as friends and no more consort talk."

She leaned forward and kissed me. "I don't know what we are, but I won't be able to stay away for long—I want to be with you again. I'll even talk to your wives and ask their permission properly next time. For now, though, even with what you just gave me, I’ll need a few years to restore myself. Take good care of Olimero."

Then she winked at me and… was gone.

I sighed. I could sense how she had leaped into the astral plane, but I didn't want to follow her. My family was here; this was the life I'd chosen.

 



Chapter 34 - A New World

 

The death of a god is no small thing. It had taken Sativa’s little push to put me over the edge, but now I was S-rank, myself—and a new type of S-rank, at that. A god unlike any Olimero had ever seen before. In many ways, I could relate more to the people than any of their original gods here, despite my having been born on another world.

The thing was that I examined myself closely and realized more than ever; I was no god. To the mortals of Olimero, or Earth for that matter, I would have seemed like a god. I had rejected endless life though, in favor of the ability to live in the physical world.

While Mensor may have only been an ascended being, rather than what I thought a god should be, the destruction created by his passing was significant. I knew I’d spend a great deal of time working through it.

I didn’t care, though. Instead of worrying about that, I opened my arms as my wives rushed in to my… no, into our room.

Lina said, “How was your first goddess?” She was smiling, joking even, but I could sense the tiny amount of fear underneath.

“You’re all the goddess that I’ll ever need. Besides, I like the way that bunnygirls do it, or at least the way that my bunnygirl does it.” I made sure to add the last spot because I had a vision of Lina setting up a line of bunnygirls outside my door. That wasn’t something I needed.

Rava had her arms around me next. “You feel different. I can’t quite understand it. Your presence is almost like Telmorra, but much warmer and more inviting.”

“Of course. I’m your husband.”

My elven wife nodded and then said, “And a god now.”

I shook my head. “No, not like they were. Not at least to the people in this room.”

A few of my wives got expressions of shock or confusion at that, as they must have been wondering what I meant by it as they waited to get their turns for some affection.

“I give in. I already surrendered to my place in the universe.”

Nimeera pushed her way in to sit on my lap next to Mursha who was sitting on my other leg. “Does that mean that we’ll soon have the church of Rob?”

I laughed. “What an awful name for a religion. I don’t think we need to give it a name, but I know that Sativa was right about one thing. The world she designed created people who need guidance. So, we will be that guidance. Let the people call me what they want to. I’m not going to go out of my way to tell people I’m a god, I just won’t stop them.

“I mean when they start gets merits and quests from me, it may be a bit difficult to convince some of them that I’m not.”

Mursha said, “My dad is just gonna love this. Sativa left us, but now he’s best friends with a god.”

I shook my head as I imagined new signs might end up outside the blacksmith shop advertising goods fit for a god.

I looked around the room. Betsy was clearly being accepted by my other wives. They were all standing together, a few held hands, and she had two of my children in her arms. That brought me to thinking about Sema. When I glanced at her. My skill, The Body Feels, told me that the tiny fairy growing inside of her was a boy and would be strong, but I could do better than that.

Speaking of divine acts, let me see if I can do something else. I extended my senses beyond just the physical realm and started looking. It took a moment, but by focusing on Sema I could see it. There tiny threads of the curse the gods had placed upon the fairies trailing out of the astral plane and onto her. I reached out and snapped them.

Then I tried tracing them back, but it appeared that my power was not yet great enough to break the curse on the fairies all at once. As I thought about it, I realized that might be for the best. I could break it on any of the fairies who proved themselves trustworthy, but we would have to make sure that I wasn’t creating another potential war in the future.

Sema shuddered and asked, “What did you just do to me?”

As I explained, I was surprised that she was the first to agree that it would be better to lift the curse from individuals rather than from the race as a whole. Since she was their queen and had her own concerns about their good conduct. Oh well, this was just another thing I’d have to worry about in the future.

Another idea popped into my head. “You know, Sativa set the gender birth rates using her power. I now have that power as the architect of Olimero. Do you think that I should set it so half the babies born will be male and half female?”

Almost as one my wives shout out, “No.”

I must have looked awfully confused because Josie said, “This works. And we love being your harem. Sure, not all guys are like you, but from what you described the men of your world get into more trouble because they don’t have harems. Maybe Sativa was right about this one thing.'

A couple of them hugged each other and then I got another round of affection, which but for the presence of our children might have gone up a notch.

Josie asked, “So, what’s next?”

Rava said, “Yes, you have three cities to run, four if you count the Outpost. That is to say nothing of the eastern cities which need to be freed either from the undead…”

I cut her off there. “I already undid all the undead. Once I had a divine core and the architect role, it was simple. The gangs are going to take a bit more work, but we’ll have time for that.

“As for what we’re going to do next? I think we’ll take a vacation. We’ve got talented people to look after all these things. So how about I give you two days to get everything wrapped up? I’ll spend that time hunting down some of the new monsters which Mensor’s death seeded into the world, but then we’re going to find a nice quiet beach and all my wives and kids are going to have a much deserved vacation.”

I expected I’d get an argument about shirking duties or about how now that I was essentially the god of Olimero that I needed to take care of all the people first. Fortunately, I should have known my wives better. They knew I was still just a guy who loved his family. All this power didn’t change that and future me could always deal with the problems.

Nimeera said, “I’ve got the purrfect swimsuit. You’re just going to love it.”

Mursha chimed in, “Some salt air would be nice.”

It was Lina who took the cake, though, as usual. She grabbed Betsy’s hand in hers and stuck her other hand on my latest wife’s tummy. “You know vacation babies are soooo romantic.”

 



Epilogue

 

Three years later, Josie found herself humming softly while working in the training grounds. It wasn’t something she ordinarily would have done—she certainly would have ridiculed any warrior who she caught doing so. But, her sparring partner was hardly a challenge. The only real challenges she had were when she sparred with one of her sister-wives—but that wasn’t nearly as often as she wanted. Everyone had their own work to do.

Today the redhead who faced off against her would have looked like she was thirteen or fourteen—to a human from Earth, that is. Of course, that assumed they didn’t notice the fox ears or the long fluffy tail. Josie didn’t have to guess how old she was, though. She still remembered giving birth to this little girl—a girl who was growing up all too fast.

“No, Andrea, keep your guard up. Just because you think you see an opening doesn’t mean that you can relax.”

Her daughter rushed in, trying to take advantage of the opening, which Josie allowed her to see. She thrust out with one of her swords while using the other in any attempt to disarm her mother. Josie has insisted on teaching her father’s style to her daughter, even if Andrea often had more of a hammer mentality.

Of course, because it wasn’t a real opening, it disappeared as soon as Andrea was committed and after a rapid exchange where Josie only moved at a fraction of her speed and only used a tiny bit of her strength, Andrea ended up on the ground… again.

“Don’t overextend yourself until you’re certain.”

The girl blew out a forceful breath, clearing a lock of hair which had fallen into her eyes. “What’s the point, Mom? You’re so much stronger and faster than me. I have no chance. This is pointless. Why won’t you let me train with some of the militia warriors? At least I might win once in a while, then.”

“You know the answer to that question.”

“Let me guess, you’re going to tell me all about how dad was weak when he first arrived here and only through perseverance did he manage to become what he is now. My head may know that you’re telling the truth, but thinking of dad as weak is impossible for me.”

“That doesn’t change the lesson. But, I think we’re done for today.”

The young girl’s eyes lit up. She was likely imagining going to play with some of her siblings, or perhaps the children of the deputies or clerks who lived in the manor.

Then Josie added, “That is, I’m done training you and you’ll be done as soon as you run five laps.” Andrea didn’t respond much, so Josie continued, “Around the entire city.”

Andrea’s shoulders slumped then, but she knew better than to argue. She might be able to twist daddy around her finger, but mom was far stricter. If she wasn’t careful, five laps could become ten. It would already take her a few hours to run the five laps.

Josie began humming to herself again as she watched Andrea run off. She loved that girl so much. But training was still important. She looked outside at the sun. Oh, she was supposed to meet Lina and Rava up on the roof. With a simple flaring of her mana, Josie’s entire body transformed to flame, and she streaked up from the training grounds to the top of the manor.

When she solidified back into her normal form, she found both Lina and Rava waiting for her. They had three chairs set up and were watching the sun. It wasn’t setting yet, but it was a good enough excuse for a chilled glass of wine.

Josie settled into the seat on the Lina’s left side. That was the way it always was. Lina didn’t purposefully grab the central spot, but it was just where she belonged. All of her sister-wives were friends and there wasn’t a one that Josie could say that she didn’t get along with, but these two were the closest to her. Lina was natural, as they’d known each other before Rob, but with Rava it had taken time.

The elf asked, “How’s the training coming?”

“She’s stubborn.”

“Well, we know where she gets that from.”

Josie sighed, “Rob.”

Rava and Lina looked at each other. The bunnygirl grinned. It wasn’t as though Andrea didn’t have two stubborn parents. But if Josie noticed she didn’t pay any attention. She did find herself humming again.

“What’s that you’re humming,” Lina asked.

Josie felt startled. She was humming. How had she started doing that again? “Um, I’m not… oh.. never mind.”

Rava laughed, but Lina pushed. “No, what is it?

“If you must know, it’s a lullaby that I used to sing to Andrea. My father sang it to me when I was little.”

“Ahh…”

“That’s sweet. Me and the twins have our own customs too, although they aren’t growing quite as quickly as Andrea, so they still like the little kid things.”

“Tell me about it. Robbie has grown faster than any of Rob’s kids except for Sarah. Do you know what he asked me yesterday?”

They both looked at Lina, waiting for her to answer the obviously rhetorical question. “He asked when he would be old enough to start his own harem.”

Now it was Josie’s turn to laugh. “Like mother, like son, apparently. You must have passed on your drive to him.”

Lina blushed for just a second, but then shook it off. “It’s a good thing. I’ll be proud of him, but he needs to be my little boy for a bit longer.”

Rava said, “You’ve got Traci to keep you busy. She isn’t growing nearly as quickly as her brother did.”

Lina nodded. “There is that. But speaking of siblings, that’s probably why Josie’s humming.”

Josie looked at them. She felt confused by what Lina said at first, but then she said, ‘Wait, I’m not asking for another…”

Rava crossed her arms. “Not asking, but you do want another baby. There’s no reason to hide it. I’d probably want another one, but the twins keep me so busy.”

Josie thought about it for a second. Did she really? Maybe… “Fine, what if I do?”

Lina’s face lit up. “Well then, let me tell you the bunnygirl way. It works every time…”



This is the End of the Four Laws Series



Thank you for joining me on this journey. All good things must come to an end and trust me it is bittersweet for me while at the same time opening the door for me to explore some other stories I’ve been wanting to tell.

It’s always possible that we may come back and visit some of Rob’s children as we see how they’re making their way in the world of Olimero for now, I’ll just leave Rob to enjoy the life he worked so hard to obtain. 

There are currently three (out of 42 ideas) David Burke series which are partially in progress as I decide what really captures my fancy. 

Scattered Seeds- this is survival and psionics meet a Star Trek style space opera. It is set in the universe of Descend but 100,000 years after the end of that series. The characters from that series are more just legends in this time and the story begin with the terra-forming/restoration of Earth which just so happens to wake up a few humans who’s psi abilities awoke when Earth was destroyed and saved them.

 

Village of the Damned- in a world ruled by corrupt nobles (shocking I know) the ultimate punishment isn’t death. No, those who really draw the ire of the nobles are sent to the Village. It is a magical village which is only partially connected to the physical world. Rather it is stranded somewhere between the realm of nightmares and that of the waking world. 

All those who live there are cursed and slowly transformed by those curses into creatures of terror. The MC is a bit lazy as a mage serving with an order of paladins meant to keep the cursed creatures trapped within their prison. But once he learns the true nature of what is happening, his allegiances shift and he discovers a heritage and powers he was completely unaware of. 

Crystal Core- A hospital is the only home that Reggie has ever known. He was born with a rare genetic disorder which causes crystalline structures to form within his organs. He’s beaten the odds and managed to live far past the life expectancy of 16, mostly because he’s too stubborn to die. Doctors don’t know what to do with his disease as it presents in ways both more advanced than ever recorded and more painful. 

Yet what was a curse on Earth turns out to be a blessing on a new world to which he is summoned. His body may be weak (for now) and he may only know the world through the internet, since going outside had been too hard on him. But in the new world, his condition results in him having already reached the crystalized mana stage of cultivation and giving him power beyond all but a fraction of the mightiest. Not only that but because his condition developed on Earth, his mana is type-less which makes it universally valuable. 

Still Reggie doesn’t want to be anyone’s savior and he certainly doesn’t want to be married off to the very non-enthusiastic daughters of the heads of the three most powerful sects in the world. He doesn’t want to be the one who stops the monster waves. He just wants to experience everything he was never able to on Earth and explore his new world. 


 

 



Cast

Robert Case (Rob) - Human, Sheriff, body cultivator, soul bonded to Josie, Lina, Rava, Daria, & Mursha

Josephine (Josie) - Foxkin, deputy, fire mage, soul bonded to Rob

Rolina (Lina) - Bunnykin, clerk, life mage, soul bonded to Rob

Daria - hawkkin, deputy, air mage, soul bonded to Rob

Betsy - Cowkin, deputy, commander of the militia

Sema - Fairy, originally a princess, but now Rob’s seventh wife and the queen of the fairies.

Natalie - Fairy, princess, deceased

Gamia - Fairy, princes, deceased

Delicia - Fairy, queen

Rava - Elf, clerk and alchemist, research mage, soul bonded to Rob

Mactosh - Orc, blacksmith, metal mage

Mursha - Orc, daughter of Mactosh, gravity mage, soul bonded to Rob

Denne - Orc, chief deputy, son of Mactosh, space mage

Melossi - Wolfkin, deputy, wife of Denne, water mage (ice)

Nunani - Monkeykin, deputy, wife of Denne, slime mage

Barrow - Wolfkin, tailor (wife: Moppet, daughter: Misty)

Tyler - Cowkin, carpenter

Nimeera - Catgirl, adherent in the Cult of the Raven, shadow mage, soul bonded to Rob

Derek and Will - Humans being forced to train in a facility run by One Direction

Taez - Wolfkin fighter, nephew of a One Direction founder, deceased

Simeon - Monkeykin fighter, friend of Taez, deceased

Jasper - Orc, head of caravan guard

Vemilla - Wolfkin, head of the teamsters on caravan

Master Dalcon - Elf, master who trained Josie’s father in swordsmanship

Sativa - Divine, goddess of nature, architect and creator of Olimero

Telmorra - Divine, goddess of mana, assisted in creation of Olimero

Korkanis (the Raven) - Divine, god of shadows, assisted in creation of Olimero

Mensor - Divine, god of beasts, assisted in creation of Olimero

Old Scratch - Divine, unknown relationship to Earth, imprisoned but still influential

Her - Servant of Old Scratch from a different dimension, demonic, deceased

Rose - Servant of Mensor. Her true race is gray slaad, a monster race, but she

shape changes to the form of a skunkkin, deceased

Rozelle – Ratkin city manager for Yonderton

 



Racial Caps
 

Foxkin: AGI: 100, Magic: 90, Str: 60, Dura: 40

Bunnykin: AGI: 90, Magic: 80, Str: 70, Dura: 30

Elves: AGI: 70, STR: 40, Dura: 30, Magic: 110

Catkin: AGI: 110, STR: 80, Dura: 50, Magic: 20

Orcs: AGI: 30, STR: 90, Dura: 110, Magic: 40

Cowkin: AGI: 30, STR: 110, Dura: 90, Magic: 20

Wolfkin: AGI: 70, STR: 70, Dura: 70, Magic: 70

Hawkkin: AGI: 90, Magic: 70, Str: 60, Dura: 40

Monkeykin: AGI: 100, Magic: 20, Str: 80, Dura: 70

 

Mana Types: (so far)


Elemental: Air, Earth, Fire, Water, Ice, Shadow, Radiant


Natural: Plant, Growth, Slime, Gas, Size, Nature


Personal: Mind, Emotion, Ghost, Research, Speed, Body Enhancement


Fundamental: Gravity, Space, Aura, Time, Construct

Racial Fertility Information

 

M = menstrual cycle / ovulation period and frequency

G = gestation duration

Foxkin-    M: 3/90 days  G: 14 weeks 

Bunnykin- M: perpetual  G: 9 weeks

Elves- M: 2/30 days  G: 30 weeks

Catkin- M: 7/180 days  G: 15 weeks

Orcs-  M: 1/30 days  G: 32 weeks

Cowkin- M: 3/60 days  G: 24 weeks

Wolfkin- M: 3/90 days  G: 16 weeks

Hawkkin- M: 5/60 days  G: 1 week until egg & 52 weeks to hatch

Monkeykin- M: 4/120 days  G: 14 weeks



Stats at the End of the Series

 

 

This updates since last status sheet are in bold

 

Robert (Rob) Case

Stats (with gear)

Strength: 622 (635)

Agility: 476    (493)

Durability: 672   (690)

Synergy: 1% of perfection- 400 (500)

 

Aspect of Infinity (Accepted- growth unlimited)

 

 

Cultivation Grade: Half-Step S Rank

S-Rank Body Fortification: 10%

 

Divine Core Awakening: Complete

Raw Mana Manipulation: 100%

 

 

Concept: INDOMITABLE

 

Skills:

The Body Knows: 341

 

The Body Moves: 359

 

The Body Feels: 166

 

The Body Is: 472

 

Traits:

Swarm - Doppelganger

Protector - Den Mother

God Slayer

 

Bondings:

 

(Wife) Josie – The Body Moves skill will increase 50% faster. Innate understanding and ability to gain levels in this skill have increased accordingly.

 

(Wife) Rava – The Body Knows skill will increase 50% faster. Access to shadow aspect for body cultivation.

 

(Wife) Lina - Responsiveness to Healing mana in all forms is increased by 50%. Healing affects all further acts, increasing base healing rate for a limited time after healing is concluded.

 

(Wife) Daria – The Body Moves skill will increase 50% faster.

 

(Wife) Mursha - Attunement to Olimero increased by 50%- Ability to manipulate the system of Olimero including creating pacts, quests, and assigning merits.

 

(Wife) Nimeera – The Body Moves skill will increase 25% faster. The Body Is skill will increase 25% faster.

 

(Wife) Sema – The Body Feels skill will increase 50% faster.  

 

(Wife) Betsy – The Body Is skill will increase 50% faster.

 

Children:

Robbie (Lina)

Sarah (Daria)

Andrea (Josie)

Caleb (Mursha)

Kitt (Nimeera)

       (Rava)

       (Rava)

 

 

Sentient Gear:

Bargon’s Slice (Longsword)-damaged

Rock (Stone Horse, Companion/Pet)

 

Gear:

Ring of Immutable Virtue

Armored Vest of Protection

Helm of Protection

Short sword of Accuracy

Bow of Adaptive Power

Quiver with 30 explosive arrows (replenishes)

Stone Horse Talisman

High Quality Fighting Stick

Shocking Dagger

Spatial storage belt

Gloves of Dual Need

Spatial Bag

Bargon’s Slice

Taunting Whistle

Mana Well: 0/500

Mactosh Rifle (200 rounds)

Mactosh Shotgun (200 mixed shells)

A Wife’s Price (Shield)

Null Magic Rod (1x Charge)


Cloak of Obscurity- crafted from the silk of a giant trap spider with mithril fibers spun and woven into it, this cloak provides excellent protection while also being imbued with Emotion Mana to cause others to look away or not be interested in the wearer.  

 

Passive Boosts:  

AGI +15

Those who the wearer don’t want to notice them will be 80% less likely to notice them and if noticed will be 80% less likely to be interested.

 

Active Ability:

Sneak Attack- for 10 seconds the target will be nearly unable to sense the wearer at all. 


Boots of Mass Stomp- these boots are enhanced by Gravity Mana so that they will inflict far greater damage than normal. Weight can be increased up to 50 times for a period of up to 5 seconds at a time. After 5 uses the cool down is 10 minutes.

 

Passive Boosts:

STR +10

DUR +5

 

 



_______

 

Josephine (Josie) Case  

Stats:

Strength: 170 (215)

Agility: 223  (258)

Durability: 144 (195)

Magic: 146  (186)

Soul:61  (86)

Synergy: 20            (35) 

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

 10/50 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: B6

B-Rank Body Fortification: 88%

Dual Core: Fire and Growth Mana, compatible with raw mana

 

 

Concept: Guardian

 

Skills:

Ranged Combat: 79

Melee Combat: 199

Defensive Fighting: 50

Ki-Infused Mana Body: 40

Guardian’s Aura: 25

Dual Wield: 139

Critical Strike: 56

Precision Strike: 71

Manipulation Resistance: 20

 

Titles: Mistress of the Wall

 

Gear:

Heirloom swords (belonged to her father) - modified to: The Faithful Daughter

Dual Sheaths of the Last Floor

Bracers of Gravitational Deflection

Breastplate of Distortion

Belt Knife

Bracers of Gravitational Disruption

Breastplate of Distortion

Leather armor

Wedding Ring

Potions of Flight (x2)

Mana Potions (x6)

Deputy Badge

 

 



_______

 

Rolina (Lina) Case

Stats: (with gear)

Strength: 128

Agility: 164  (184)

Durability: 120

Magic: 205               (220)

Soul: 109                 (114)

Synergy: 40

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

 10/50 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: B4

B-Rank Body Fortification: 61%

Dual Core: Healing and Wither Mana, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Lover

 

Title: Mistress of the Sheets

 

Skills:

Administration: 92

Cooking: 111

Sewing: 41

Shopping: 78

First Aid: 101

Melee Combat: 48

Seduction: 79

Sever Magic: 75

Aphrodisiac Aura: 50

Love’s Peace: 25

Ki-Infused Mana Body: 28

 

Gear:

A Mother’s Love (Cleaver)

Apron

Skirt and Blouse

Belt Knife

Chief Clerk’s Insignia

Spatial Pouch

Wedding Ring

Potions of Flight (x2)

Mana Potions (x6)

Scheduling Tablet- this enchanted tablet allows the user to negotiate between various interested parties and provides reminders. Boosts persuasiveness by 50%.and provides other perks.

 

Passive Boosts:

Magic +15

Soul: +5

Active Ability

Quickie- distorts time around you to turn a single minute into 30. Cool-down: 1 day

 

Sandals of Cushion- using Air mana amongst other this enchanted footwear brings both comfort and increased mobility to the wearer.

Passive Boosts:

Agility: +20

Movement Speed: +70%

Active Ability:

Air Walk- walk upon the air as though it were solid ground. Up to 15 minutes out of every 24 hour period.

 

 

 



_______

 

Rava Case

Stats:

Strength: 86

Agility: 124

Durability: 99  (119)

Magic: 245

Soul: 68

Synergy: 32

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

 10/50 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: B2

B-Rank Body Fortification: 44%

Dual Core: Research and Arcane, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Order

 

Title: Mistress of the Purse

 

Skills:

Alchemy 191

Ranged Combat: 53

Melee Combat: 29

Research: 133

Business Administration: 172

Negotiations: 108

Sewing: 23

Cooking: 14

Seduction: 42

Deceit: 79

Stealth: 48

Enchanting: 55

Ki-Infused Mana Body: 21

Aura of Absolute Order: 25

 

Gear:

Cauldron

Alchemy Tools

Inscribing Tool

Potion Bandolier (spatial)

Belt Knife

Short Sword

Clerk’s Badge

Wedding Ring

Wide variety of Potions

Ki Infused Cauldron- the metal of this cauldron has ki and the enhanced biological material of an A ranked human body cultivator worked into it. The item is nearly indestructible and regenerates any damage sustained as long as mana is provided to it. Additionally, it has sampling of more than 70 different types of mana and raw mana woven into it.

Passive Boosts

All potions made in this cauldron are automatically one grade higher in quality or a minimum of excellent. Legendary potions are possible.

All potions made within this cauldron further have their duration boosted by 50%

All potions made within this cauldron have their potency boosted by 10%.

 

 

Replicating Bandolier- this item has spots for 10 potion vials. It further acts as armor for the user.

Passive Boosts

 Durability +20

Potions bound to the bandoleer will have three automatic back-ups made. Back ups are used first. New back ups are made every six hours.

Active Ability

Multi-potion cocktail- conjure a potion which combines the effects of up to as many of 5 potions bonded to the bandoleer into a single use potion. Cool down: 1 hour.

_______

 

 



Daria Case

Stats:

Strength: 168     (178)

Agility: 191         (201)

Durability: 163     (183)

Magic: 152

Soul: 40

Synergy: 34

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

 10/50 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: B7

B-Rank Body Fortification: 79%

Dual Core: Air and Body Enhancement, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Freedom

 

Crafts: Mistress of the Field

 

Skills:

Ranged Combat: 199

Melee Combat: 96

Tracking: 104

Skinning/Butchering: 58

Gambling: 29

Flight: 202

Dive Bomb: 51

Strafing: 63

Elemental Resistance: 44

Mana Shield (From Ki Aura): 12

Ki-Infused Mana Body: 40

Aura of Freedom: 25

Unfettered: 25

 

Gear:

Spear of Pierced Destiny

Throwing Axes (x2)

Belt Knife

Leather Armor

Deputy Badge

Wedding Ring

Potions of Healing (x4)

Potions of Mana (x6)

Firebomb Potions (x4)

Dice/Cards

 

Fire and Ice Wing Armor- this fibrous mesh of mithril fibers is so fine that it fuses to your actual feathers. It is imbued with enhanced regenerative powers and enables you to fire off your feathers as projectiles imbued with either Fire or Ice Mana.

 

Passive Boosts:

Agility: +5

Durability: +10

 

Active Abilities:

Launch feathers- You may fire up to 20 feathers before needing to pause to regenerate. Feathers regenerate at a rate of 1 per minute. Feathers explode with a 5’ radius area of effect for the chosen element.

 

Expanding Shield of Protection- this lightweight mithril based shield is imbued with Earth Mana to enhance it’s durability. It can expand from the size of a buckler to that of a full tower shield.

 

Passive Boosts

Strength: +10

Durability: +10

Active Ability

Size adjustment

______

 

 



Mursha Case

Stats: (with gear)

Strength: 227

Agility: 101

Durability: 199

Magic: 176

Soul: 30

Synergy: 30

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

 10/50 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: B4

B-Rank Body Fortification: 60%

Dual Core: Gravity and Enchantment, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Builder

 

Title: Mistress of Crafts

 

Skills: (with gear)

Ranged Combat: 22

Melee Combat: 98

Blacksmithing: 201

Dancing: 46

Leatherwork: 102

Bull Rush: 12

Cleave: 19

Power Attack: 44

Dual Wield: 19

Mana Fusion: 108

Ki Infused- Mana Body: 55

Architecture: 25

Design to Reality: 50

Aura of Building: 25

 

 

 

Gear:

Will’s Impact

Freedom’s Chain

Twin hand-axes

Belt Knife

Scale Mail

Deputy Badge

Wedding Ring

Potions of Flight (x2)

Potions of Healing (x4)

Potions of Mana (x6)

Mana Anvil- this tool is designed to be added to a magical forge. It provides numerous benefits to the weapons, armor, and tools made on it.

 

Passive Boosts:

User’s Endurance is boosted by 50% while working on this anvil

All items created on this anvil have their production time cut in half.

All items created on this anvil have their quality level increased by one to a minimum of excellent.

All items created on this anvil have their Durability increased by 25%

All items created on this anvil have a chance to receive random stat bonuses.

 

 

_______

 

Nimeera Case

Stats: (with gear)

Strength: 118

Agility: 198    (204)

Durability: 106   (121)

Magic: 125      (141)

Soul: 99

Synergy: 30

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

 10/50 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: B3

B-Rank Body Fortification: 49%

Dual Core: Emotion and Shadow, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Stealth

 

Title: Mistress of Secrets

 

Skills:

Ranged Combat: 82

Melee Combat: 93

Deceit: 50

Stealth: 199

Shadow Manipulation: 124

Shadow Step: 117

Seduction: 59

Pleasure: 100

Gambling: 19

Gardening: 16

Tracking: 55

Precision Strike: 49

Critical Strike: 52

Back Stab: 48

Ki-Infused Mana Body: 44

Aura of Stealth- 25

You Can’t See Me- 25

Mind Reading- 25 

 

Gear:

Lust Wrap

Daggers (multiple)

Throwing Knives (numerous)

Spatial Pouch

Poisons (various)

Leather Armor

Caltrops

Short Sword

Crossbow and bolts

Garrote

Spider Silk Rope

Disguise Kit

Deputy’s Badge

Returning Carrier Dagger- this blade is specially made for throwing. It can be dipped into any concoction and then carry the payload of a full potion with it whether that be poison or an explosive potion. Spatial mana imbued into it allows it to return to the user by teleportation.

 

Passive Boosts:

Magic: +15

Agility: +5

 

Active Boosts

Rail Gun- the name for this effect appears non-sensical but was suggested by Robert Case. It utilized Magnetic Mana to generate a number of pulses to accelerate the flight speed of this dagger by 10,000%. Range: 10 miles. Cool-Down: 1 hour.

 

Stealth Armor- infused with Emotion, Mind, Air, Sound, Light, and Shadow Mana this mithril laced leather armor will serve to not only protect but greatly enhances the stealth of the user.

Passive Boosts:

Stealth Skill level increased by 50%

Durability: +15

Active Abilities:

Shock of Awe- creates a sudden burst around the use which does not affect them but which potentially stuns, blinds, deafens, and causes malaise in anyone within a 10 foot radius. Cool Down: 1 hour.

 

 



_______

 

Sema Case

Stats: (with gear)

Strength: 78

Agility: 127

Durability: 79

Magic: 305

Soul: 55

Synergy: 45

 

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

 10/50 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: A9

B-Rank Body Fortification: 26%

Dual Core: Air, Ice, Illusion, Size, Conjuration, Emotion, and Mind  Mana, compatible with raw mana

 

Concept: Magic

 

Title: Mistress of Magic

 

Skills: (with gear)

Quick Casting: 127

Dual Casting: 86

Mana Channeling: 119

Concentration: 108

Melee Combat: 6

Ranged Combat: 40

Dodge: 55

Hide: 71

Stealth: 38

Seduction: 4

Research: 29

Magic Boosting Aura: 25

Anti-Magic Aura: 25

Empowered Magic: 25

 

 

 

Gear:

Ring of Minor Shielding

Ring of Elemental Resistance

Belt of Mana Storage

Dress of Morphing Attire

Rod of Null-Magic

Wand of Sticky Globs

Potions of Healing (x2)

Potions of Mana (x8)

 

 

 

 

 

________________________________   

 

 

 

 

 

Betsy Case  

Stats: base/transformed

Strength: 180/360 

Agility: 65/150

Durability: 160/320

Magic: 90

Soul:50  

Synergy: 75           

 

Reflected Aspect of Infinity

 10/50 skill ups remain

 

Cultivation Grade: B9

B-Rank Body Fortification: 90%

Dual Core: Earth and Rage Mana, compatible with raw mana

 

 

Concept: Unleashed

 

Skills:

Minotauress Transformation: 20

Ranged Combat: 11

Melee Combat: 120

Berserker: 52

Ki-Infused Mana Body: 101

Rage Growth: 44

Power Strike: 62

Crippling Strike: 41

 

 

 


	
Cultivation Ranks
 

Nascent core- is an incomplete core representing the potential to become a cultivator rather than a true rank for a cultivator. To reach E Rank/Grade it is necessary to form that core.

To move to D Ranks - must condense ki from vapor into mist

Same process of acclimation
 +2 to a stat at each level

To move to C Ranks - must condense ki from mist into liquid

Same process of acclimation
 +1 to each stat at each level

To move to B Ranks - must reform both body core and physical form

New body subsists on ki instead of normal biological processes
 +2 to each stat at each level

To move to A Ranks - must form a mind core and identify with a universal concept

+5 to each stat at each level

To move to S Ranks - must form a soul core and transcend mortality

+10 to each stat at each level

 



THANKS FOR READING


Sometimes I get asked, “What can I do to support your writing?”

The answer is mostly obvious—read my books, leave positive reviews, and spread the word. For those who want to go beyond that, though, I do have a Patreon page, where you can read early chapters of the books I am working on, as well as get early glimpses at cover art as it comes together, along with various behind the scenes info. 

The not-so-secret secret is that David Burke is a pen name for Sean Oswald. You will find that any of my books under Sean Oswald are family-friendly, while books under the pen name David Burke tend to have more adult themes. 


Here is the link to my Patreon page: https://www.patreon.com/user?u=39529448

 

or connect with me on Discord: https://discord.gg/8ueuJYPV





	
 

 

 

Other Books by the Author:

 

David Burke-

 

Descend- First Steps

Descend- Coming Together

Descend- Going Deeper

Descend- Bursting Out

Descend- Seeing Stars

______________________

 

War God for Hire- Gladiator
War God for Hire- Adventurer

War God for Hire- Mercenary
War God for Hire- Conqueror
War God for Hire- Overlord

______________________

 

Law of Strength
Law of Family
Law of Freedom 
Law of Blood

Untamed Lands

Back to Yonder

Old East

Law of Consequences

 

______________________


Prism Academy- Inferna
Prism Academy- Demis

Prism Academy- Sybilla

Prism Academy- Prophecy

Prism Academy- Shadow Fall 

______________________

 

Tower Mage 1

Tower Mage 2

Tower Mage 3

 

 

Sean Oswald-

 

Dragon Sorcerer- Claws Out

Dragon Sorcerer- Wing’s Spread (July 2023)

Dragon Sorcerer- Tail Smash (September 2023)

Dragon Sorcerer- Bite Down (December 2023)

________________


Watcher’s Test

Watcher’s Question

Watcher’s Fate

Watcher’s Repose

 

An Unwitting Prince

A Temperamental Enchantress

She Who Befriends Monsters (TBD- hopefully October 2023)

________________

 

Welcome to the Multiverse 1 (November 2023)

 

____________________

 

Class Shift - Uncontrolled 
Class Shift – Unbalanced 
Class Shift- Unstoppable

________________

 

Shaman’s Call- Frostburn

Shaman’s Call - Spirit Song

Shaman’s Call 3- (TBD)
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