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Forward by 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 having made 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, instead of 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.

Of course, 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, 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 an unknown point, Sativa had been approached by one of the old 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 with a deal 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 district (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 to have 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 Sativa appointed Sheriffs 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 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 then 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 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 now includes Rava, the 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 was looking for an 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, Daria escorts Rob 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, discovering where many of the girls who’d been abducted from Yonderton over the years had been sold off.

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 beginning, 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, as Lina gave birth to the first human/bunnykin hybrid. But just as one threat passed, 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 over the lesser challenges he had been facing. Unfortunately, it also brought new enemies to the forefront.

Each of the gods have now tried to recruit him as their champion, seeking to win him over. Sativa has 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 has 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.

Thus, Rob and his wives plan to escort a caravan of goods essential for ensuring the financial future of Yonderton—ending up in Centrum for a tournament which is held every year to discover the greatest fighters. Josie’s father had been a former tournament champion, and it has been her lifelong goal to follow in his footsteps.

Finally, the one enemy Rob hasn’t been able to defeat remains at large. Named simply Her, the demon is a servant of Old Scratch and has 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 is to corrupt the human prodigy and get him to pledge himself to Old Scratch, whose true motivations remain hidden.

The caravan turns into an economic success for not only the sheriff and his family but also for all of Yonderton. Rava, Rob’s alchemist wife, is able to reach deals to bring in droves of new people looking for a fresh start. So the population of Yonderton is going to swell 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 is lured away by a fairy. As it turns out 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 to be the lesser races, all the children born are females. Now down to one last nest of fairies, Delicia, queen of the fairies is desperate to find a way to restore her race.

When she learns about Rob’s ability to produce hybrid children with the native races of Olimero, he seems like a dream come true. She makes an offer for him to marry her but also threatens that if he doesn’t, she will destroy his family. Rob is never one to respond well to threats, but he recognizes that the queen is a true A rank being and capable of defeating him, so he stalls for time.

Later, he and Josie head to the tournament on their own after making a stop in Westerton. There they meet with Rose the skunkkin, now possessed by Her. This leads to a confrontation where Rob believes he has destroyed Her but two fairies who were sent to follow him had to help in order to save Josie. One of the two fairies dies and Princess Sema remains with Rob and Josie as they continue to Centrum.

The tournament in Centrum goes very well until the end. Josie ends up pulling out a narrow victory but throughout it all, Her who was able to possess Sema taunts Rob until he lets loose. The battle between them destroys much of the stadium and results in numerous casualties.

During the battle Rob is able to realize some truths about himself. He has come to grips with his universal concept, Indomitable, but also that he is not a destroy but a builder. He gains the Soul Builder skill and uses it to free Sema from Her while at the same time destroying Her’s connection to Olimero and either permanently destroying her or forcing her back to hell.

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

Rob returns to Yonderton, fleeing the destruction left behind and undoubtedly leaving the governments of both Centrum and Westerton as enemies. He brings with him Betsy, a cowkin, who had fought in the tournament and who proved to be a loyal ally and now a deputy. Sema also returns with them although she is in a coma initially because of the soul damage caused by Her.

As the book ends, Rob takes Nimeera, the catgirl and follower of the god of shadows as his newest wife with the blessing of his other wives. He soon finds himself with four pregnant wives, as Rava is able to come up with an alchemical compound from a troll that enabled her to have a baby. Josie having finished the tournament which had been a lifelong goal wants to give a child to Rob. Mursha is still pregnant and Nimeera the newest wife joins in.

Rob reached A rank but had not begun the transition yet at the end of book 6 as he was spending time with his growing family.

In Old East he will have to face the enemies he made on this last trip, deal with what it means to become A rank, and continue to grow both his family and Yonderton. To make matters worse, Old Scratch has decided he will have to take a more hands on approach in converting Rob.

 



Chapter 1 - Encroachment

 

I spun around and Bargon’s Slice effortlessly cut through the armor of the orc mercenary in front of me at the same time as I slid just enough to avoid the spear thrust from a monkeykin. Wielding the sword had become almost effortless, and with the amount of fighting which I’d been forced to do lately, my Melee Skill was leveling up at a steady pace.

Of course, it might also be that the sword was practically wielding itself. The half of my parallel mind, which was monitoring the broader situation mused that this might be more than a stray thought. The sword was all but talking to me now and the more awakened its consciousness, the sharper it seemed to get.

Not that I needed a very sharp sword to cut through leather armor, flesh, and bone. My cultivation still had not stabilized since the tournament, but gains continued to come as I inched forward toward being a proper A rank. As it was even without making any breakthroughs, I expected some of my stats would hit three hundred soon.

Fortunately, with parallel mind, I could have stray thoughts like that even during the midst of a battle. The orc I had just slain hit the ground even as I smashed my shield, A Wife’s Price into the spear which had just been thrust at me. The jarring force of the impact shook up the shaft and knocked the weapon free from the enemy monkeykin’s hands.

It didn’t matter to him for long though as I pushed off the ground and slammed into him shield first, like a Mack truck. The impact crushed bones and sent him flying. If he wasn’t dead already, he would be soon. For the first time since the battle began, no one was trying to attack me. I looked around and took stock.

Then my enhanced and expanded sense of touch felt two arrows flying through the air at me. I didn’t even bother to raise my shield. There was no mana attached to either of them, so the ki aura around my body would easily block them. I traced the trail of the arrows back and sent out a narrow Ki Slice. My control of the technique had improved and with Bargon’s Slice I was able to neatly send out a blade of ki which produced enough kinetic force to bisect both the archers even at more than a hundred feet out.

Denne and his squad of deputies were holding steady on the left flank. Our militia, which had formed around the Iron Shields, a group of orc mercenaries who had started a bar fight in Yonder but ended up being part of our defenses now, was holding steady on the right flank. Despite Denne being an orc and a second son, as were all the founding members of the mercenary company, he had remained the leader of the deputies and was currently the acting chief deputy, since Josie was pregnant and about to pop. Not that it mattered because they had found a worthy leader in Betsie, my cowkin deputy and another woman who seemed determined to court me.

 Overhead, Daria and half a dozen other hawkkin would swoop in and take out any mage who looked to be trying to get off a spell. They were supported by our own mobile mage. It wasn’t that all the wives didn’t have magic. They each did, but Sema, the fairy, was at another level. Only my wives with active cultivator cores could match her for magical power, and even then, she had far more diversity in the types of mana she could use.  

The enemy force had been four hundred strong, while our defenders had only numbered a hundred and twenty. It helped that I could most assuredly have taken out all of the force sent against us on my own, not that my wives would have allowed that. Now there were only a few stragglers on each of the flanks and then a few seconds after that even they had broken. The fear their leaders must have put into them to keep them fighting with an eighty percent casualty rate must have been something.

Ironically, with four pregnant wives, being on the battlefield was almost a welcome respite, and Daria was actually the easiest of my wives to be around now. Well, she and Lina, but Lina was always easy to be around. Josie and Nimeera both had a case of what would have been called nesting back on Earth and they had it bad. They were fixated on making everything perfect around the house and on expanding the sheriff’s office/residence to accommodate our growing family.

Daria and Sema both landed next to me. Well, Sema didn’t land, but instead flitted about my head. The hawkkin looked me up and down.

“Something wrong?”

She laughed. “No, I was just told no less than five times to make sure that you didn’t do anything stupid.”

“So little faith they have in me.”

Sema’s high-pitched voice said, “Hardly, I don’t have any real experience with how wives treat their husbands other than in your family and that of a few of your married deputies, but my impression is that if you told them you were going to pick up Mt. Yonder with your hands, they’d believe you and only be concerned about you overdoing it.”

“I really have been trying to take it easy lately. It isn’t my fault that Westerton and Centrum seem to have decided they don’t want a neighbor to the west of them.”

“It probably is your fault, husband, but they also are defying the goddess, so deserve to die,” Daria said.

I groaned. “Not you too. I’m already married to two handmaidens of Sativa and the equivalent for Korkanis. If I don’t miss my guess, Rava is on the cusp of taking up Telmorra on her offer, too. Which means just you and Mursha aren’t associated with any of the gods.”

“Well, you know what Lina would say. There’s an easy solution for that.”

I arched an eyebrow.

“Just marry more wives.”

I groaned again. “I think I’m gonna go hunt down the stragglers.”

Sema said, “Fine but you have to take me and Daria with you. We can keep up with you overhead. So don’t worry.”

I winked at the fairy. “We’ll just see if you can really keep up.”

My enhanced hearing picked up Daria’s sigh as she said, “You just had to go and challenge him didn’t you?”

I was already racing away but then had to stop in order give directions to Denne and Betsy, “Deputies head back to town, militia clean up the battlefield. Don’t take any prisoners. Turn in all loot to one of Rava’s approved merchants and then shares should be split equally between everyone who fought.”

“I’ll come with you my lord. The captain can handle things like this,” Betsy said.

I shook my head. “No can do, You won’t be able to keep up with me. And before you say anything about me doing stupid stuff, there are only a couple dozen of them left and I already have babysitters.” Then I pointed up towards Daria and Sema who had both caught up to me.

Betsy started to complain, but I added, “And I haven’t forgotten that I owe you a private dinner this week.”

“Maybe with desert this time?”

“No promises, but maybe. Just cut me a little slack, Josie is gonna give birth any day and both Nimeera and Mursha are right behind them. A few weeks after that and Rava will be having twins. So, I’ve got a lot on my plate.”

Betsy just bowed her head but didn’t argue further, so I raced off. There was little chance the enemy could get away from me unless they had a spatial mage with them. As it was, they had gone only a little more than a mile when I caught up with the first group of a dozen.

Perhaps I should have at least made it sporting with them, but one didn’t extend any courtesies to cockroaches if you found them in your kitchen. As far as I was concerned, these were no better than that. They may have only been following orders, but then again the roaches are only following instinct and hunger. They still were invading my home.

I surged forward into their midst without even pulling out my sword or shield. My hands were glowing with the level ki infusion I was using and my body was moving so quickly that I was likely nothing more than a blur to them. Each blow, whether a punch to the side of the head or a kick to the chest, was fatal.

The sheer force from the speed of my attacks was likely enough to kill most of them, it certainly would have been on Earth. Once you added the power of my ki infusion, a kick to the chest could leave an exit wound which ripped their backs wide open. Truthfully, this was butchery, not combat, but it had to be done.

This was the third force sent to attack us since we had returned from Centrum three months ago. Neither the government of Westerton or Centrum had sent a diplomatic envoy, and I didn’t have enough people that I trusted, to risk anyone.

The first attack had come when they sent some mercenaries with a group of builders and their families who were immigrating to Yonderton. Our population had more than doubled in the past three months, but I was afraid these attacks would have a chilling effect on our growth.

This most recent attack was the first where some of the mercenaries said they had been hired by Centrum. A city that big, with a population of over a million could certainly muster a force of a few thousand if they needed to, but so far they were only hiring mercenaries. I guess that was for the best.

Of course, there were also the assassination attempts. I didn’t know if it was six or seven times, I couldn’t decide if one of them had been a real assassination attempt or not. Either way, I was having to stay on my toes and it wasn’t really what I worried about most. What kept me awake at night, was what could happen to my wives or one of my children.

That was the fury which pushed me to reach the second group of fleeing enemies. This one had already been gift wrapped for me as they were wandering around in a circle, lost in an illusion which Sema had created for them. I relished the more hands-on approach; it allowed me to vent my anger, but a small part of me couldn’t bring myself to do that when they were completely helpless.

Not that I was going to let them live. I didn’t want any reports going back about what they had faced. So I used a single technique. It was probably a cleaner death than they deserved, but then again I was angry right now.

Ki Slice

The attack cut them down like wheat before the scythe. Then I sat down cross-legged on the ground and cleared my mind.

My senses were super acute now, and very difficult to hide from, but they had limits on their reach. I forced myself to calm down, slowed my breathing, and cleared my mind of hostile thoughts. I had to reaffirm who I was—it was part of making the best use of this skill.

I was INDOMITABLE, or rather that was the universal concept which I identified with. It was why I would never quit and every one of these enemies would die before I returned home. But I was more than that, I was a builder and wanted to create a home for my family.

As soon as I reached that calm state, I got the same pop-up notification which I had now seen at least fifty times. I still hadn’t done it because I feared that it would take too long and I couldn’t afford to be incapacitated if an enemy was attacking, especially not with four of my wives pregnant.

Transition to A rank is ready to begin. Yes?

Seepage had begun. Transition is already 12% complete, but results are random and uncontrolled.

Begin?

If this was only 12% then I didn’t know what to think because my stats and skills had grown impressively. Part of that was training, but I felt like part of it was this so-called transition. I knew it needed to happen soon, but was worried about when it would be safe to begin it.

Now that I was calm though I could use the necessary skill.

Soul Projection

Unlike my senses, I was able to project my soul out to cover an area for a good five miles in every direction. It was still a strain, but I was managing. My Soul Stat was now over 100, and that had made it much easier. Sema’s training was also helping, although she hinted that there were more techniques she could teach me. I was reluctant to become too dependent upon a fairy even one professing loyalty to me, not until things were sorted with her mother, the queen.

Ah, there they were. One, two, three fleeing forms. They had been smarter and split up. I sent telepathic instructions about their locations to Daria and Sema who each took one of the figures while I stood up and stretched before streaking after the final one.

With that grisly chore done, I found a stream to wash up in. I didn’t want to be all bloody when I returned to my wives. The two ladies didn’t have any trouble with their targets either and so I invited them to come clean up with me, while sending a message to my wives back home. My telepathic range had extended enough that even though we were ten miles from Yonderton, I could still reach them. It just showed the value of working on skills.

When Daria landed next to me, she looked concerned. “Sema says your soul is starting to feel strained. You need to make the transition to A rank. Once that happens, we’ll have nothing to fear.”

I pulled her down to sit on my lap as her wings flared behind her. Our mouths quickly found one another, and I allowed the passion of a kiss to wash away my stress. Finally, she pressed against my chest and said, “I’m not that easy to distract.”

“Darn it, and here I was hoping.” Then I shook my head. “No seriously, I can feel part of what she’s talking about. Maybe after the first three give birth, I’ll feel more comfortable.”

“Just don’t wait too long, husband.”

“I know. But I’ve Sarah and Robbie to keep me entertained. Children really are good for soothing the soul. Now, I need to meditate for a bit and then we’ll head back, unless you want a tumble in the grass.”

She pushed me forward and I let myself fall back against the ground.

“I thought you’d never ask.”

Battle was gruesome, but it did stir the blood. Daria helped me forget it and while it might not have been very fair to Sema, I was far more worried about what was fair to my wife. Even after our immediate passion was spent, I lay in the grass, feeling it brush against my skin while she lay atop me with her wings spread out over us.

Then I turned my eyes inward to take in my status sheet and all the changes I’d undergone in the past three months. That message about seepage and Sema’s warnings were beginning to worry me.

 











Chapter 2 - Stats 1





Robert (Rob) Case

Stats:

Strength: 297

Agility: 221

Durability: 286

Magic: 235

Soul: 109


Cultivation Grade: B0- ???

B-Rank Body Fortification: COMPLETE/PENDING

Path to Rank A is now open…

Mind Core Formation Complete

By-Product Manipulation: 95%


Concept: INDOMITABLE


Skills:

Alchemy: 72

Ranged Combat: 64

Melee Combat: 91

Telepathy: 33 

Mana Fusion: 39

Metallic Body: 29

Ki Slice: 14

Toxic Resistance: 11

Cold Resistance: 8

Ki Infusion: 38

Soul Builder: 41

Soul Resistance: 4

Soul Projection: 12

Parallel Mind: 8


Traits:

Swarm - Doppelgänger

Protector - Den Mother


Bondings:


(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.



Sentient Gear:

Bargon’s Slice (Longsword)

Rock (Stone Horse, Companion/Pet)


Gear:

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)


_______


Josephine (Josie) Case  

Stats:

Strength: 72

Agility: 118

Durability: 62

Magic: 113


Cultivation Grade: E1

E-Rank Mana Fortification: 90%

Dual Core: Fire and Growth Mana


Skills:

Ranged Combat: 67

Melee Combat: 104

Dual Wield: 66

Critical Strike: 19

Precision Strike: 37

Manipulation Resistance: 20


Titles:

Handmaiden of Sativa


Gear:

Heirloom swords (belonged to her father)

Dual Sheaths of the Last Floor

Belt Knife

Leather armor

Wedding Ring

Potions of Flight (x2)

Mana Potions (x6)

Deputy Badge


_______


Rolina (Lina) Case

Stats:

Strength: 66

Agility: 92

Durability: 47

Magic: 108


Cultivation Grade: E2

E-Rank Mana Fortification: 80%

Dual Core: Healing and Wither Mana


Skills:

Administration: 67

Cooking: 102

Sewing: 30

Shopping: 18

First Aid: 69

Melee Combat: 28

Seduction: 11

Sever Magic: 20


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)


_______


Rava Case

Stats:

Strength: 51

Agility: 88

Durability: 47

Magic: 152

Soul: 57


Cultivation Grade: nascent core


Skills:

Alchemy 120

Ranged Combat: 44

Melee Combat: 29

Research: 79

Business Administration: 88

Negotiations: 69

Sewing: 13

Cooking: 14

Seduction: 38

Deceit: 64

Stealth: 48

Enchanting: 11


Gear:

Cauldron

Alchemy Tools

Inscribing Tool

Potion Bandolier (spatial)

Belt Knife

Short Sword

Clerk’s Badge

Wedding Ring

Wide variety of Potions


_______


Daria Case

Stats:

Strength: 75

Agility: 103

Durability: 43

Magic: 82


Cultivation Grade: Nascent


Skills:

Ranged Combat: 96

Melee Combat: 72

Tracking: 44

Skinning/Butchering: 37

Gambling: 26

Flight: 73  

Dive Bomb: 33

Strafing: 51


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


_______


Mursha Case

Stats:

Strength: 103

Agility: 37

Durability: 121

Magic: 56


Cultivation Grade: N/A


Skills:

Ranged Combat: 22

Melee Combat: 68

Blacksmithing: 98

Dancing: 19

Leatherwork: 48

Bull Rush: 12

Cleave: 19

Power Attack: 44

Dual Wield: 19


Gear:

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)


_______


Nimeera

Stats:

Strength: 90

Agility: 125

Durability: 55

Magic: 22 (30- Shadow Mana)


Cultivation Grade: N/A


Title: Daughter of Shadow, Heart of Shadow

Status Condition: Shadow Blessed.


Skills:

Ranged Combat: 62

Melee Combat: 70

Deceit: 47

Stealth: 57

Shadow Manipulation: 48

Shadow Step: 26

Seduction: 33

Gambling: 13

Gardening: 16

Tracking: 41

Precision Strike: 30

Critical Strike: 32

Back Stab: 42 


Gear:

Daggers (multiple)

Throwing Knives (numerous)

Spatial Pouch

Poisons (various)

Leather Armor

Caltrops

Short Sword

Crossbow and bolts

Garrote

Spider Silk Rope

Disguise Kit

Clerk’s Badge


 



Chapter 3 - Domestic Bli… err, Chaos.

 

I returned to Yonderton just before sunset with Daria and Sema in tow. As I flew overhead, thanks to one of Rava’s potions, I realized just how large the town was becoming. Fortunately, my city manager, Rozelle, had possessed the forethought to ensure the initial walls of the town were much larger than I had thought was necessary. But even then, she could only make them so large because of the need to defend the walls and limited personnel.

Except as I saw a small city of several thousand tents outside the city, I realized that population was not going to be our problem. There were approximately ten thousand men, women, and children still waiting on housing. The walls had been broken down on one side to allow the city to expand. I refused the concept of an inner city and an outer city.

Oh, we might develop different layers of defense later on, but for now, that was a concern for future Rob. Those people in tents outside the wall were waiting on the hundreds of new homes which were going up inside the city, as well as barracks for single men and temporary living.

Rather than let my mind dwell on that, I focused my senses instead on the sheriff’s office. It was my home, but I barely recognized it any longer. It was now four stories high and in a square formation with the training area incorporated into the center of the structure along with gardens and areas for children to play.

So far, there were only a handful of children. Robbie and Sarah, of course, but Denne also had two kids now and a few of the other deputies had children as well. It was interesting how many couples were happy to join as deputies or deputies and clerks once they found out that no extra services would be required of them. I had all the affection I could ever handle as it was, and was already being pushed to accept Betsy.

It wasn’t the cowkin who was pushing for her to become a seventh wife, but rather the rest of my wives. Only Daria gave me any peace on the subject. Mursha had become best friends with Betsy as they bonded over all kinds of things. It didn’t hurt that the orc blacksmith was working on upgrades for Betsy’s axe.

Her axe contained the soul of her father. There was a story there, but all she had told us so far was that it had to do with revenge against one of the gangs. Her reluctance to share that bit of information was one of the reasons that I kept her at arm’s length. Still, she was a valuable deputy and had taken up the role of serving as commander of our militia.

Sema was even more of a question. Ironically, she was the one available and a powerful woman who Lina wasn’t pushing towards my bed. The question of how to deal with the fairies was on my mind every day, but the forces from Westerton and Centrum had made themselves a more pressing issue by the way they were attacking us.

When I finished my aerial inspection around the time my Potion of Flight was about to run out, I landed in the courtyard inside my residence. The first thing I saw was Nimeera playing with Robbie and Sarah. The catkin was making shadows dance on the wall. The children watched and giggled at the shapes she made.

I didn’t say a word, but stood there watching. After battle, even the passion I shared with Daria wasn’t as cleansing as the simple joy of watching my children play and laugh. The fact that Nimeera wasn’t either of their biological mothers didn’t mean anything. Sarah and Robbie were both able to call all of their mother’s sister wives, Auntie, and they all worked together to care for the kids.

Finally, Nimeera said, “I have a surprise for you kids.”

I didn’t know what she had in mind until she added. “Close your eyes.”

Both the kids covered their faces with their hands. They were growing up so quickly and both seemed to be around two years old, although neither was nearly that old. They did as Auntie Nimeera ordered although she had to remind them. “No peaking. If you peak, they you won’t get your surprise.”

She then turned and winked at me. The bond would have told her that I was there, but I wasn’t sure where she was going with this surprise thing. She signaled me and I came forward. Then I squatted down to be closer to the kids’ height. Nimeera turned them both around and then said, “Okay, you can open your eyes.”

I was greeted by squeals of delight that washed away the blood of the battle in an instant. Sarah reacted slightly faster with her wings to push her forward, but Robbie was in my arms an instant after her, and they both begged, “Dada. Up! Up!.”

I knew what they both wanted. It was funny that Sarah could fly, albeit not all that well yet, but she still liked it when I jumped in the air with them. I squeezed both of them close to me and then sent ki into my legs before I shot upward like a rocket. My legs propelled me easily a hundred feet into the air.

The laughter got louder. I had figured out how to extend my ki aura around them. It only worked if they were close to me but with that in place, even their mothers couldn’t complain about me being reckless with them. We hit the ground and before my legs had even straightened out from catching us, they were saying, “Again! Again!”

I was only too happy to oblige and ended up spending the next couple of minutes bouncing them and even doing flips in the air. That made them gasp a bit. Which of course encouraged me to do it again. Finally, though, I set them down next to Nimeera. She smiled at me, but I quickly grabbed her and kissed her.

Somehow, her round belly only made her all that much more attractive to me. Robbie laughed and Sarah said, “Dada kissing Auntie NimNim.”

I savored the kiss but once I finally broke it, I bent down and asked, Robbie, “Should I go give mommy a kiss?”

He wrinkled his nose and crossed his arms, which made Nimeera and I laugh. From the kitchen door which opened onto the square we heard, Robbie’s mother say, “Most definitely.”

I gave Nimeera one more peck on the cheek and then raced over to my bunnykin wife. She greeted me with just as much passion as I could have hoped for. Just as exciting, I caught a whiff of dinner. When our kiss ended and I tried to push past her she said, “Oh no, all your wives have been worried about you. No dinner for you until you go greet all of them.”

The stern way she spoke as she said it made me want to ask if she was serving soup, but I knew the reference would be lost on her. Finally, half an hour later, we were all sitting down as a family at our much larger dining room table. Gone were the days of grabbing a meal in the kitchen. The joke, though, was that I wondered how long it would be before I’d have to order a larger table to be crafted for us or even when I’d need a larger dining room.

Several of the deputies and clerks joined us. They were not family in the same way, but we worked so closely with all of them that except for the occasional family only meal, our dinners were a large affair.

Once we were drinking coffee after dinner, Rava said, “So, are you ready to make the transition? Your foundation seems to be growing more unstable the longer you push it off.”

“It is. I’ve started to get notices about seepage. But, I have a feeling that it will end up taking a few days for me to completely reach A rank. This doesn’t feel like any of the times before and trust me, going from C to B was quite the difference.” Even as I replied, I felt something tickling the back of my mind about how Rava had worded her question.

Since confirming that she was pregnant, Rava had been more mellow. She was still her detail-oriented self but she just practically gushed warmth and affection, at least for me, her sister-wives and their children. Once my growing Soul stat enabled me to detect the split within the soul residing in her, she had become positively giddy.

When I had first felt it, I thought something was wrong, but Sema was the one to reassure us. Apparently, there are two types of twins. Well, I knew that. At least on Earth, twins could be fraternal or maternal. On Olimero, twins were only determined by the mother, as was pretty much everything about the child. But there were still two different variants of twins, it was just based upon their souls.

Most commonly the mixture of mana and DNA which led to the creation of a baby on Olimero produced only one baby and one soul. Very rarely, two babies would be produced and each would have their own soul. However, once in a generation, there would be situation where a single body and soul was created but then split into two bodies and two souls, but each remained like they were half of the other.

Rava, of course, went to researching it right away with her unique mana skill.  and determined that the connection between her two babies would be akin to our soul bonds. Except it would be even closer. They were not two souls fused together, but instead were one soul which had been split. What that meant for us no one seemed to know. 

Today, the faint worry which Rava had hidden underneath her affection was gone. I could sense that subtle strain was gone. That realization was the last piece I needed to put the puzzle together.

“So what does Telmorra call her handmaidens?”

My beautiful elf blushed. It actually looked quite odd with her purple hair. Not that I’d ever tell her that.

The other wives all looked at each other. Several of them exchanged knowing looks, but Lina blurted out, “When did this happen? How come I’m always the last one to know anything? When did Rob even find out?”

Rava ignored Lina’s questions as she looked at me while saying, “I came on too heavy with the question didn’t I?”

“Sorta, it was more the way you phrased it. You’ve never been able to detect anything about my cultivation before so, that got me to thinking. Then I took a closer look at you through the bond and realized the uncertainty you’ve been feeling about the twins was gone.

“From there, it wasn’t hard to assume that you must have gotten outside information to put your mind at ease. So tell me what did Telmorra give you? I wanna make sure you got a good deal or I’ll have to have words with her.”

Betsy burst out laughing when I said that. All my wives looked at her and she shrank back into her seat. “What, I thought he was joking. He just said he was gonna bitch a goddess out if she screwed with Rava.”

Josie shook her head. “It wouldn’t be the first time.”

Sema snorted in shock and nearly fell off the foxkin’s shoulder. “You’re kidding right?”

“Nope, he did it before, and it wasn’t even about taking care of his wives.”

Lina said, “If there’s one thing you don’t wanna do even if you are a goddess, it’s mess with Rob’s family. He’d wrestle a dragon with his bare hands to protect one of us. And probably win.”

Rava said, “She was quite generous and you know I’d been thinking about it for a while. Since you helped me learn that my innate mana is Research Mana, Telmorra seemed like a much better fit than Korkanis ever was.”

She has helped advance my knowledge of alchemy in ways I didn’t even consider and genuinely enjoy the pursuit of knowledge. She helped me form a mana cultivator’s core and gifted me with Arcane Mana, but most importantly she gave me her personal pledge that the twins would be okay. She will protect their birth and helped me understand how to raise them to reach their potential.”

Several of the wives came and were hugging her. Babies were fruit of a family and hearing that Rava was going to have a good harvest made everyone excited. I was happy for her too, but had to rein in my emotions as I asked her, “And what did she demand in return?”

 



Chapter 4 - Expanded

 

Rava looked at me and then walked around the table slowly before coming to sit on my lap.

Nimeera hissed, “No fair.”

Lina nodded and said, ‘Yeah, I wanted to sit there.”

Josie grabbed her best friend’s hand. “No, she means no fair trying to manipulate Rob like that. He can never be angry when one of us is sitting on his lap.”

I shook my head. “I’m sitting right here, remember? You probably shouldn’t share all the wife secrets. You’ll get your woman card revoked… or something like that.”

They all just stared at me, and once again I realized they had no idea what I was talking about. I continued, “Besides, you might be surprised by just how aware I am of the little ways you all try to get your way. The truth is much simpler. I really just like doing anything I can for you—any of you… all of you. Is that so bad?”

In response, I got kisses all over my face, and not just from Rava. It was truly a rough life I lived. Although I didn’t miss the sighs from Sema and Betsy, as well as the giggling of my children. I absently wondered if it was bad for my kids to see us kissing, but discarded that errant thought. My parents had always kissed in front of me and my siblings and I’d turned out okay.

I turned to Rava. “Telmorra wants you to get me to agree to bend the knee to her, but agrees that you can’t try to coerce me, correct?”

“Precisely, my love. I appreciate what she has shown me already, and am excited to work with Mursha on ways to improve our equipment with enchantments, but I was very clear with her. You come first.”

A thought occurred to me, then. “Not to be awkward, but I expect each of you to put our children’s safety before mine. If there is ever danger and I tell you to flee with the kids, then you better do that.”

I turned to stare at Josie. “That includes you, Mistress of the Wall.”

Surprisingly, she nodded along. “I already knew that… we all did. I’m not going to stop trying to protect you, but let’s face it… in an open fight, if you can’t take out whatever is attacking us, then I’m not going to be able to, either.”

Then she winked and said, “But you better keep training hard, because now that I can cultivate mana, I’m already starting to get stronger.” She glanced down at her round belly. “Or I will once I’m no longer pregnant. Sativa warned me against cultivating while I’m with child.”

Mursha asked, “Are Daria and I the only wives who don’t have a special blessing from one of the gods?” Then she smiled at the hawkkin and added, “Unless you’ve got a secret pact with Mensor.”

Daria laughed, but then got very somber. “He actually approached me, but I don’t see myself as a monster. I’d have been more inclined to being a handmaiden of Sativa… but I don’t think she needs a third one to work on Rob.”

The orc laughed along with the other girls before turning back to Rava. “Okay, but what did you mean by helping enchant our gear?”

Rava smiled. “That’s the best part. Arcane mana can be used as a weapon in a pinch—which is better than my research mana—but it doesn’t compare to fire, gravity, earth, or air mana. That said, combining it with my alchemy has led to some startling discoveries. I can now infuse various alchemical properties into equipment, although to make anything really strong, I’m going to need to be able to cultivate.”

I squeezed her tight to me and rubbed my hand over her rounded belly as I thought about the idea of making our own enchanted weapons. I added, “But that needs to wait until after you give birth.”

Rava nodded.

“Okay, well… at least we got this out in the open.”

Nimeera snorted and said, “Except you’ve somehow managed to avoid answering the initial question.”

I gave her a goofy grin. Busted. That was what I got for having smart wives. “Thought I might have snuck that one by you.”

Daria rolled her eyes. “You may know our tricks, but we can all recognize the Rob redirect from a hundred miles away. It’s your go to when you don’t want to deal with an issue.”

I held up my hands. “Guilty as charged.”

Then I got serious. “I do need to make this transition, but with four of you pregnant, how can I possibly do that now? I just have a feeling that it will end up taking several days and I can’t leave the city undefended.”

Josie said, “We’re all perfectly safe from anything but maybe another god as long as we stay on this property. Sativa has guaranteed our safety here.”

Denne growled, “And who says the town is undefended? I’d like to think I’m doing a pretty good job running the deputies. I don’t see you in any rush to take over the day-to-day responsibilities.”

“Nope, those are all you, my friend.”

“With friends like you…” Denne let his words trail off, but he was grinning, so I didn’t worry.

Betsy added, “And the militia is growing stronger every day. We could have destroyed that force today without you, Rob. Remember that very few people in the world are even C-rank. There are more C-ranks sitting around this table than you’ll find in any one room in the world. And while an elite force might include D-ranks with a C-rank leader, we can handle that.”

She was right. I nodded, showing that I agreed.

“Honestly,” Betsy continued, “if you keep handling every threat on your own, you are going to make the rest of us feel useless. That isn’t good for your militia… or your deputies.”

I thought about what she’d said for a minute. “Okay.”

“What?!” Josie blurted out. “You can’t just suddenly agree with us.”

I arched an eyebrow. “Why not? Several of you, including yourself, made valid points. So I’m going to make the jump to A-grade, but there are a couple of conditions.”

My foxkin beauty crossed her arms and mumbled, “Of course there are.”

Ignoring her comment, I continued. “First off, I want to get as much out of this transition as possible, so I’m going to ask all of you to take the next day to pack as much of your mana into the Mana Chamber as possible. I will also be visiting Rozelle and spending some of our merits to upgrade not only the Mana Chamber, but all of our defenses, as well. Then I’m going to grant authority for all of my wives to be able to access the full system while I’m incapacitated. In retrospect, it was a mistake for me not to do so when I left for Centrum.”

My wives were all looking at one another, exchanging glances that somehow carried meaning to all of them. I was the one with telepathy, but they all seemed to be able to convey entire thoughts and intent with a simple expression.

We discussed a few more details and then went about cleaning up for the evening. As was my custom, I read stories to the kids before bed. They were now sleeping together in a room I’d dubbed the nursery.

For now, it all worked. But I couldn’t help but wonder what life would be like with six kids, or what about a dozen? That actually seemed likely, though if Lina had her way, I’d probably end up with three times that many.

While I wanted to make my wives happy and to respect Olimeran customs, I also wanted to know each of my kids and be active in their lives. That was a problem for future Rob, but it kept popping up in my head. Even juggling six wives seemed rather simple when compared to the idea of having to juggle several dozen children.

Tonight was Lina’s, which meant that I was in for a workout—not that I was complaining. She ended up inviting Nimeera to join us and I worked hard to ensure they were both quite satisfied and out cold before I allowed myself to get a few hours of rest. While not strictly necessary, it did seem to help.

I wondered if that would still be the case at A-rank.

The next morning, I enjoyed breakfast and then went to the command center, which was now located on the third floor with the new building set up. Rozelle and four of my wives were already there and waiting for me.

Josie said, “We talked about it, and both Lina and Mursha were willing to let us handle this. They both feel like they can contribute better in other ways.”

I simply nodded and then accessed the room. I pulled up an assessment of Yonderton as it was now.

Congratulation! Yonderton continues to grow. Morale has slipped slightly, but that is to be expected with any large influx of people. Once housing can be provided for all of them, you may be able to regain your full status.

I hadn’t looked at the levels of morale for a while, so I pulled that up.

Abject Terror  (0)

Living in Fear (1)

Looking over Their Shoulders (5)

Keeping Their Heads Down (15)

Neutral (25)

Cautiously Optimistic (50)

Mildly Hopeful (75)

Smiles on Their Faces (150)*

Living It Up (250)

This is Paradise (500)

* Current level

‘Smiles on Their Faces’ didn’t seem like a bad level.

Rozelle spoke up, “A lot of that has to do with your wives. Rava has been working to ensure that even the families who are still outside the city walls get proper meals and other supplies. Lina continues to oversee the city’s medical facilities and provides free or nearly free treatment for everyone. Mursha set up a mobile forge which allowed her to make repairs on the equipment the pilgrims brought with them. The trip was hard on wagon wheels and horseshoes alike.”

I nodded as I listened. “I’d be lost without my wives, for certain.” Then I looked back at the rest of the update.

Monthly merit allotment is no longer based upon your survival as you have passed that stage and now it is a question of thriving. The influx of population has resulted in a drop of one stage in perceived satisfaction, but it is still exceptionally high for a new city.

You will now receive: .9 merit per citizen per month at your current level of morale.

New morale rewards (per citizen) include the following multipliers:

Abject Terror  (.001)

Living in Fear (.01)

Looking over Their Shoulders (.05)

Keeping Their Heads Down (.15)

Neutral (.25)

Cautiously Optimistic (.5)

Mildly Hopeful (.75)

Smiles on Their Faces (.9)*

Living It Up (1.0)

This is Paradise (1.25)

* Current level

 

Temporary bonus: You will receive a temporary bonus of 25% to your monthly merits for each Handmaiden of Sativa that you keep happy. This boost will persist to give you time to make the right decision about whom to follow… but know that even a goddess won’t be patient forever.

Current Population: 59,310 (.9 merits/per person)

Merits Awarded Today: 80,068 (after bonus)

Updates since last review:

+38,717 monthly allotment

+5,000 bonus for slaying false deputies in Westerton.

+7,500 bonus for slaying an extra-dimensional threat to Olimero

-6,000 penalty for causing widespread fear and instability in Centrum

+3,622 for the influx of trade

Current Staff Numbers: (note this only includes those directly paid by Sativa)

City Managers: 1/2  (you may now hire an assistant for Rozelle)

Builders: 60/60

Maintenance: 22/30

Healers: 6/6

Clerks: 32/108 (you might not want to let a certain bunnygirl know about this line – of course, this is assuming Sativa hasn’t already told her)

Deputies: 48/55

Militia: 450/1000

Now that you have introduced a new element of chaos into Olimero by stirring up conflict with your two closest neighboring cities, you must resolve this situation.

Options:

Surrender yourself.

Negotiate a peace agreement.

Conquest

With more power… comes more responsibility.

Lucky you.

I groaned as I read the last bit. On the one hand, I felt flush with merits. I already knew that my wives were generating an excellent income for us. Add to that the bag of gold which Her had given to us, and we were sitting pretty—even after hiring hundreds of builders. Trade was working wonders for us and the best thig was that I didn’t have to manage it.

On the other hand, I now had Westerton and Centrum to deal with. Westerton alone would have been bad enough. Even with our expanded population, they were twice as large as Yonderton and had been established for far longer. Centrum, though, was twenty times our size. So far, defeating their forces had been easy, but that was because they were just sending mercenaries to feel out what we were capable of.

Undoubtedly, they’d believed that force of four hundred would be enough to crush us. Well, that was on them for not bothering to talk to us first. The display I put on at the arena in Centrum should, at a minimum, have made them nervous.

Apparently, it made them nervous enough to react, but not nervous enough to think things through properly. Well, I sure as hell wasn’t turning myself in. Life was too good for that—and I still had divine favors I could call in, if push came to shove. I also didn’t want to rule over three cities. I had never even expected my position as Sheriff to be the equivalent of the local lord.

All I could do now was roll with it, and hope that one of my brilliant wives would have some insight into how we could negotiate with the other cities.

 



Interlude 1 - Unnatural

 

Old Scratch had reached that point. He was incredibly impatient—always had been—though he seemed patient to mortals, and even to these foolish, new gods. But the truth was that he raged inside, and sometimes it was all he could do not to act rashly.

He was tired of Sativa and the others trying to keep Rob from him. There were other humans on Olimero, who he could more easily control, but they weren’t as promising. Even those were being protected from him. He had gotten his hooks into One Direction, but the idiot hadn’t done as instructed. Derek and the other human they had were supposed to be trained and then sent to Rob for more training.

Old Scratch didn’t care one whit about the gangs’ petty plays for power. They were the mortal forces which effectively ruled the cities. Those cities who had human Sheriffs appointed by Sativa were little more than token governments.

A few Sheriffs had been successful, doing what the nature goddess had asked of them. They had trained deputies and brought a semblance of order in the eastern cities—but the truth was that it was only because the gangs were too at odds with one another to directly challenge or overthrow the governments.

None of those failed humans had done what Old Scratch wanted them to do. Only Rob had been bright enough—or perhaps it was that he was thick-headed enough—to take the next evolutionary step. Yet even that boy was belligerent, refusing to acknowledge the one who had made him what he was.

It wasn’t like the Other would have done anything. No, it was Old Scratch who had seen the unlimited potential in humans. With them, he could develop a force which would raze not only a backwater world like Olimero, but all of the cosmos.

Let it burn. That was his motto. Now, though, he had to come up with an appropriate response to that backstabbing bitch, Sativa, and her colleagues.

Then an idea occurred to Old Scratch. It wasn’t anything new… but new was overrated at times. This was a classic and the perfect affront to a so-called goddess of nature. There really wasn’t anything more unnatural, after all.

 

_______________________

 

Lupon was a well-established city in Olimero. It had existed for nearly as long as Vulpes and the other first cities. Now, though, it was in a state of chaos. A new gang had made their play to shake things up.

K-Pop was under-funded, compared to One Direction and several of the other gangs. They had made a splash when they took out Michael, the leader of Jack’s Sons. They also had numerous recruits who’d been rejected by the other gangs.

Cedric was no different from the others. He was a foxkin, so generally not as physically imposing as many of the other races. The death of his parents had left him an orphan early on, but when the Cult of the Raven tried to take him in, he didn’t want to be controlled. So, when his friend, Hyung had started a new gang, he was one of the first to join.

His small size didn’t count against him, not here. And while his mana was broken, he still found a way to be of value as a spy—he could sneak with the best of them. Now, unfortunately, that had caught up with him.

Cedric had been found out by the local leaders of One Direction. He’d barely escaped their headquarters, where he’d been stealing documents and gathering information. Now, he was running through the streets at night to try to escape the pair of wolfkin and two orcs chasing him.

Normally, he’d have been faster than them, but a crossbow bolt had clipped his hip during his escape from One Direction’s headquarters. Now, he limped from shadow to shadow, praying he could make it to his hideout. Cedric was desperate enough that he would have been grateful if some of those do-nothing deputies had showed up—but those fools weren’t stupid enough to be out at night. The Sheriff might rule the city of Lupon during the day, but One Direction and the other gangs ruled it at night.

Rounding a corner, Cedric realized that he’d made it to the cemetery, which was where he hid out when things were bad. He took a chance and looked down the street in either direction. There was a short space where there’d be no shadow to hide in.

He’d have to make a run for it—well, make that a hobble for it. The sounds of pursuit had faded over the past few minutes. Either they were already lying in wait for him, or they had lost his trail. Either way, he had to move.

Cedric hobbled across the street and then slipped around a broken bar in the wrought iron wall that surrounded the cemetery. Why people would bury their dead was beyond him. It was hard enough to take care of the living. But he supposed there was no accounting for the habits of people with enough food and money that they could afford to spend coin on more than simply surviving.

He'd almost made it to the broken crypt that he used for his emergency hideout. He dared to hope he’d escaped. Of course, that was the moment that he felt hands with a grip of iron grab his shoulder.

He must really be losing it. How had he missed the hulking orc they belonged to? All thought was driven from his mind, along with the air in his lungs, as he was slammed up against the wall of the crypt.

Another voice from inside said, “It looks like this is his home. Bring him inside.”

The orc batted away Cedric’s feeble attempt to stab him with a boot knife and then wrenched his arms behind his back. Cedric screamed as he felt his shoulder pop out of its socket.

“Shut up, fool. Stop your sniveling. It isn’t gonna help you now.” Then the orc kicked him in the back, sending him flying down the two shallow steps into the crypt.

Another orc, this one armed with a heavy mace, stood there while a pair of wolfkin rooted through the limited possessions he had stashed here.

One of the two looked up at him. “You and your K-Pop scum have caused a lot of problems. You should have just asked to join a real gang.”

The other wolfkin snickered, “Nah, I think he’s an orphan. He doesn’t know what it means to have a family.”

The first wolfkin grinned and said. “Aww, that’s so sad. We should do something about that.” He looked at the orc and said, “Open the inner crypt and we’ll throw him in with the bones. This belongs to one of the oldest families in all Lupon. Maybe he’ll appreciate having his own family.”

Both orcs grinned as they slid the heavy stone off the top of the central casket in the crypt.

Cold terror ran down Cedric’s spine when he realized what they intended to do to him. “Look,” he gasped, “I know lots of things. I can help. I can give information to you.”

The second wolf laughed. “Told you. He doesn’t know what it means to be part of a family. He has no loyalty.”

The other nodded. “You’ll serve as a better warning to everyone else, when we can tell them how you were buried alive. Maybe we’ll even bring some of your other K-Pop friends here to keep you company.”

Cedric was lifted up and shoved into the open grave. He held his hands out, trying to brace them against the stone sides of the sarcophagus, but he was no match for the brawn of the orc. Inside, he saw the bones of several bodies.

Cedric tried to scramble out, but one of the wolfkin snapped, “Stop fighting it. This is going to happen. We can break all your bones, or we can just leave you in there. Either way, you’re staying.”

Cedric broke down in fear and started weeping, pleading for his life. He collapsed down amidst the bones as he heard stone scraping against stone as the cover slid back into place. It wasn’t until all the light had gone that he realized he was truly trapped.

There was no way he could move that stone, and now he felt the cold touch of dead bones against his body. He didn’t know how long he was there. It felt like an eternity, but it was likely only minutes. His mind felt like it was breaking when he heard a voice speak to him.

“Would you claim vengeance?”

“Who?! Who’s there?” he squeaked.

“Would you claim vengeance?”

Cedric wanted out. He wanted to live. He wanted to kill the bastards who had done this to him. He gave the only answer that made sense. “Yes. I’ll burn them all.”

“Burning is good, but I have something else in mind for you. We’ll just need to activate your mana and give you a baby core.”

“My mana is broken.”

“Bah, that isn’t true. It just isn’t compatible with Olimero. Sativa doesn’t like what you are. All I need for you to do is pledge your eternal loyalty to me and I’ll give you the power you need to wreak your vengeance on One Direction. But it won’t stop there. No, you can get revenge for all the injustice done to you. I know what it feels like to be stripped of your rightful place and cast out.”

A notification popped up before Cedric’s eyes. He had heard of such things, but they were for the high and mighty.

Old Scratch has offered to create a mana cultivator’s core for you and activate your Mana of Undeath in exchange for your immortal soul. Do you accept?

Cedric didn’t even know what a soul was. It was just a word, and he could do without words. He was probably crazy, but it didn’t matter. All he felt now was hate.

“Yes,” the foxkin growled.

Then he felt pain. Old Scratch’s touch was anything but gentle.

Cedric screamed and screamed. He screamed till he could no longer hear himself. About the time he lost the final vestiges of his voice, as his raw vocal cords seemed to bleed, he began to feel the bones around him move.

Yes, he might not have had a family in life, but he would in death… or rather undeath.

 



Chapter 5 - Decisions

 

Rava leaned over my shoulder and said, “It looks like you have some decisions to make.”

I was startled by the sound of her voice. I’d been so absorbed in reading the available information and then considering the thoughts which it spawned, that I’d almost forgotten that four of my wives were standing right behind me. They looked over my shoulder and read the same notifications I had read on the screens in the command center. Best I keep it to myself that I’d forgotten they were here.

Fortunately, Josie reacted first. “I can tell you one thing for damn sure. He isn’t turning himself into Westerton or Centrum.”

Daria snorted. “I assumed that was a given.”

Nimeera nodded and added, “Unless it was an infiltration ploy. I may be a servant of Korkanis, but what Westerton is doing doesn’t sit well with me. They pretend to have a sheriff and deputies, but ignore the gods.”

“I was really more hoping that one of my lovely wives would have a good idea about how diplomacy might smooth things over.” I peered up at the purple haired beauty leaning over my shoulder. “Rava?”

My elven wife was clearly lost in thought. Her hand kept absently running over her swollen belly, as she did at times without even thinking about it. It was as though she still didn’t quite believe that she was going to be a mother. I suppose after living more than a hundred years, that wasn’t an unreasonable reaction.

“I appreciate your confidence, husband. And while I’m good, even I am not that good. Nothing short of a divine decree accompanied by lightning bolts and so on is going to get them to the negotiation table.”

“That’s fine,” Josie smiled. “Sativa would be willing to intercede.”

“As would Korkanis,” Nimeera added.

Rava shook her head. “Telmorra might be willing to, as well, though I’ve never discussed something so extensive with her… but that wasn’t really my point.” She rubbed her temples. “I don’t think now is the time for us to press the case for our respective deities.”

“I get it.” Daria laughed. “If Rob depends on one of the gods to get him out of this bind, then his safety and that of Yonderton will only last as long as their favor does. If only we knew someone who excelled at smashing things and displayed shocking levels of power.”

All my wives were looking at me now.

“What?” I asked, eyebrows raised. “I’m not really that brutal… am I?”

Both Josie and Daria pressed up against me. “That wasn’t what she was saying, love. We just know that you’re stronger than anyone we’ve ever seen.”

“Not stronger than the fairy queen,” I admitted glumly.

Rava laid a finger on my nose as I was squished in the most pleasant way between Josie and Daria. “You fought her to a standstill while still only B-rank, Rob. And she was A-rank from what you’ve said. Sema has essentially confirmed it. That puts her on the level of the elder dragons. None but the gods are stronger than a true A-rank, which is all the more reason for you to make this transition.”

“Fine, I get the point. So you want me to do a little shock and awe and go from there?”

Josie shrugged. “I wouldn’t actually mind if you took over Westerton. It would provide a nice buffer to our east, and make our family all that much stronger.” Then she frowned. “But we don’t know the actual situation in Centrum. They might still be faithful to Sativa, so we need to learn what the situation is before you go crazy.”

“Well… I did sorta wreck their arena…” I rubbed the back of my neck. No one said anything for a few seconds, so I continued, “Let’s look at how many merits we actually have, and then determine the best way to use them.”

Current Merits: 128,907

The grin was back on my face. That was a lot of merits.

Options started to populate, then. There were ways we could upgrade our home, but I pushed those aside—at least for the moment. I intended to make use of them, but first I wanted to look at what was needed for the city.

Rava said, “We should try to focus on what we can’t do on our own. I wouldn’t recommend us hiring any more staff with the merits. Immigrants are coming in faster than we can handle them… but don’t hire more builders. We have plenty of gold to handle that.”

Rozelle coughed. “I mostly agree with Lady Rava, but there are some hires we can make with merits which will be difficult to do with gold.”

“Such as?” Daria asked.

“Well, not to sound selfish, but a good assistant city manager will go a long way to handling the work load this enterprising city has become. There’s only so much one old woman can do.”

Josie tilted her head to the side and asked, “Why can’t one of us help with that?”

Rozelle gave the foxkin a grandmotherly look. “I’m glad you asked that, Lady Josie.”

Nimeera spoke up, “What’s with the Lady Rava and Lady Josie?”

“Formality adds a level of security for your people, and it will make the other cities take you more seriously. You all know, by now, that the position of Sheriff is appointed not only to protect the districts but to rule them—that is Sativa’s plan. It will help if the commoners call you by your titles.” Rozelle shrugged. “What you call one another is up to you, but he is Lord Rob or Lord Case as you wish. Since calling each of you Lady Case would be confusing, I called you by your first names.”

Josie protested, “ But I already have a title. I’m the chief deputy.”

Rozelle held up a finger. “Are you though? You were gone for several weeks and you’ve been on what Lord Case calls ‘light duty’ since you became with child. Denne has been the acting chief deputy. Why not let him step fully into that position? You can keep your role as a deputy, but you really are so much more. You are the Lord Sheriff’s the Mistress of the Wall, wife to the district’s ruling lord, and soon to be the mother of one of his children.”

The wives looked at one another and then predictably at me.

I held my arms up and shrugged. “It makes sense to me. And you all are always telling me I have to adapt to local customs, maybe I’m not the only one who has to adapt to new ways.”

Josie pouted, but Nimeera answered for her. “We’ll think on it, discuss the matter, and then let you know how we wish to be addressed publicly. Is that okay, husband?”

“Pretty much anything you ask for is fine. But what else did you mean, Rozelle?”

“Simply that we could hire more trained staff, but that is not the most pressing need. Yonderton’s militia is going to be in the forefront of the upcoming battles. Betsy—or Red Bull, as her troops call her—has done an admirable job, but wouldn’t it help her if we had some more seasoned veterans to leaven their ranks?”

The old Ratkin pursed her lips. “Those who are faithful to Sativa, because they were hired directly with merits?”

I nodded. “That makes sense. The captain of the Iron Shields the system shows a someone 's mercenary band is her right hand now. He seems like a good man, but many of our militia require more training.”

When no one disagreed with me, I asked Rozelle to pull up a list of positions which she thought would be most beneficial.

As she did so, the old woman continued. “I do think you need to hire more clerks—you probably need to fill all of the available clerk positions, but then assign most of them to assist me.” She smirked. “Don’t worry, I’ll keep them out of your hair. If you need more around the office for cooks or housekeepers or to handle paperwork for the deputies, then let me know, of course.”

Rava added, “I could use some more hands who are completely loyal to run the mercantile side of things, and I know Mursha said she’d like at least one assistant to help her organize crafting orders and such.”

“Fine,” I admitted, “but the Chief Clerk has to hire them all. Each of you can put in your requests to Lina. The great thing is, they won’t cost us any merits because they are already part of the system. And I’ll have Denne hire more deputies to fill the rest of those slots, too.”

Josie laughed and poked Rozelle, “Good luck getting Lina to give up being Chief Clerk.”

My other wives joined in the laughter, but Rozelle still had a crafty look on her face, even if she didn’t say anything in reply. She pulled up a list of options she recommended.

Master Weapons Trainer- This position is for a seasoned warrior with experience in training others. They will have master level skill in at least one weapon and general skill with others. They will be a true C-Rank being.  Merits: 100 to hire, 25 merits per month. (Recommended: 3)

Battle Captain - This position is for a seasoned warrior who has filled leadership positions before, has experience in battle, and is still strong enough to fight themselves. This will be a high D-rank or low C-rank being. Merits: 80 to hire, 20 merits per month. (Recommended: 5)

Battle Sergeants – This position is similar to a battle captain, but without the broad tactical experience. They will be skilled enough to lead groups of up to twenty militia members. This be a true D-Rank being. Merits: 50 to hire and 12 per month. (Recommended: 50)

I groaned just with those three recommendations. We had the merits, but dang if it wasn’t going to be expensive. Perhaps my goal of instantly raising walls around the city had been a pipe dream.

“Oh,” Rozelle said. “Hmm… this in interesting. It seems that we already have a Master Weapons Trainer in the city—he is at one of the inns with half a dozen fighters capable of becoming Battle Sergeants.”

Rava asked, “Someone like that immigrated to the frontier?”

“Yes, the system shows a someone known as… Master Dalcon. The report states that he was chased out of his former home…” Rozelle trailed off.

Josie groaned and looked at me. “You have to hire him, Rob. This only happened because of me.”

“Because of us, you mean. I was the one who destroyed the arena. He just happened to have the misfortune of being my wife’s teacher.”

I looked at Rozelle and said, “Have the system offer Master Dalcon the position, but at double the posted rate.” I held up a hand. “But let Josie deliver the offer before the system message reaches him.”

“As you wish M’lord. What about the other slots?”

“Before I make any other decisions, I need to know what other recommendations you have for posts to be hired with the merits.”

“Not that many,” my city planner admitted. “Lady Rava’s efforts to recruit skilled craftsmen have actually been paying off. What I would recommend is that we hire a court mage—a position they have in all the larger cities. Training mages is an important task. And while you have your lady wives, you also need mages who can risk themselves on the front lines—mages without your emotional connection to them.”

I looked at the wrinkled woman, “Who knew you were so heartless?”

“Not heartless… just practical.” She gave me a saucy wink. “And despite myself, I find I’ve come to like your brash ways. I want to see you and your family succeed.”

She pulled up the description for a Court Mage.

Court Mage - This position requires the individual to be a mana cultivator. This will mean they are one of the strongest individuals in the world—at least in terms of magical aptitude. They must have access to at least two types of mana, be experienced in training mages, as well as have experience identifying various other types of magic. This will be a high C or low B-rank being. Merits: 300 to hire and 50 per month. (Recommended: 1)

Sometimes I forgot that not everyone in Olimero had magic. Everyone in my family had it—and it certainly seemed like all my foes did, too. The truth was, however, that only a minority of people had magic. They were the ones who rose to prominence.

“And they will be loyal to Sativa—and by extension, our family—if we hire them with merits?” I asked the question even though I was 99% certain I already knew the answer. I just didn’t want to bring someone that strong into our midst if they weren’t going to be absolutely loyal.

“It is a requirement of accepting a contract from Sativa and is enforced by the goddess. That said, if they break the contract and come back, they don’t have to be loyal… especially if you mistreat them,” the city manager answered.

“Okay, then hire the Court Mage with a two-year contract. In fact, hire all the recommendations. Josie will handle the master trainers; Rava will handle the court mage; and, Betsy will deal with the captains and sergeants. We’ll need to recruit more men for the militia, but let’s wait till we get these new hires in place. And, of course I’ll want to meet them all—but I need to get through this change, first.”

Rozelle said, “The total cost will be 24,060 merits, since you are paying two years up front. It will make you popular with the hires, and make it easier for me to find them. Oh… and that includes my assistant, too.”

“Okay,” I nodded. “What else do we need to use the merits for?”

Rozelle pulled up some basic fortifications, after determining that magically raising the walls of the city—at least anything beyond an ineffective wooden palisade—was going to cost millions of merits at a minimum. But we did have some other options.

Guard Tower: Base cost of 125 merits

Stone Upgrade: +375 merits

Extra height upgrade: +150 merits 

Lure Pole: Base cost of 100 merits

Upgrade to D-rank: +200 merits

Upgrade to C-rank: +600 merits

Repulsion Pole: Base cost of 100 merits

Upgrade to D-rank: +200 merits

Upgrade to C-rank: +600 merits

We discarded the idea of pits. They had worked great against the beast waves, but we didn’t want to tear up land—land which we might be expanding onto in just a few years. Besides, I felt that they would be less effective against a more intelligent foe.

Interestingly, there was another type of defense available which hadn’t been there before, but which was rather expensive. I couldn’t afford to buy many of them, but I did keep it in mind as a reminder that other cities might have defenses I didn’t know about.

Lighting Pole: Base cost: 1500 merits

Upgrade range to 200’: +2500 merits

Upgrade range to 500’: +12,500 merits

Upgrade range to 1000’: +75,000 merits

The price escalation for increasing their range was insane, but I would just keep those in mind. After some discussion, we decided to add ten guard towers, each with stone and extra height upgrades. We placed all but one of them on the eastern side of the city, since that was where we expected attacks to come from.

Then, we added five lure and five repulsion poles at max power and placed them around the city. They wouldn’t affect Yonderton’s residents, but would hopefully throw off any attackers. That brought us down to 91,347 credits.

We went through the household upgrades, and settled on three of them.

Tier 7 Mana Chamber: 9,600 merits – Just as all the earlier iterations of this room, it will focus the spirit of Telmorra, goddess of mana. With this upgrade, the density of mana in this room will automatically be set to 50x normal and have an upper cap of 100x normal. This is the maximum concentration of mana possible. Higher tiers will upgrade different aspects of the Mana Chamber’s capabilities.

Additionally, the chamber will now have three small side chambers attached to it by narrow tunnels. The individuals in each chamber may not physically touch one another, but they may assist with each other’s cultivation. Practice and training will be necessary to learn how to use this function. At first it will work to allow others to add additional mana to the main chamber, even while it is in use.

With this upgrade, additional venting will also be run, which can be pumped into an additional five rooms within the Sheriff’s office/home. Those rooms will enjoy an increased mana density of 5x.

Increased mana density has a number of positive effects, including improving the growth of mana related skills and mana regeneration. It also makes crafts related to mana easier to use. It is hypothesized that denser mana may have other purposes, but there is little known about that—or if there is, it is a closely guarded secret of Telmorra.

Since we also had to pay for the Tier 5 and Tier 6 upgrades, the total cost to upgrade the Mana Chamber was 16,800—but seemed to be worth every merit to me.

Then, we upgraded the smithy.

Enchanted Smithy: 20,100 merits - This smithy will have room for up to 12 blacksmiths around a central forge which will be perfect for crafting enchanted items. Rune work and alchemical workspaces are added, as well as chambers to hold magical monsters in stasis in the event that some aspect is needed for an item. Additional venting from the enhanced mana chamber is automatically included, providing additional boosts to the Enchanted Smithy.

The description was simple, but packed a lot of information in a short paragraph. Rava and Mursha had thought they might be able to craft magical gear before, but this was going to make that task even easier.  Then, there was the final edition.

Infirmary addition to Sheriff’s office: 5,500 merits - This upgrades all prior spaces set aside for healing to allow for ambient healing. Anyone placed in the infirmary will heal 10x faster than they would have, otherwise. Healing Mana will also be automatically condensed 10x within the chamber—with predictable effects. Additional venting from the enhanced mana chamber is automatically included, providing additional boosts to the Infirmary.

That made me much more comfortable, knowing that if any of my wives or children were injured while I was gone, they could be taken care of—even if Lina was the one who was hurt. My wives, of course, agreed with the upgrade, but probably because they thought I was the one most likely to need it.

In the end, we were left with 48,947 merits. I wanted to save some for my wives, in case of emergencies while I was locked away rising to A-rank.

Now, I had to go make preparations for tomorrow. I also had a wife who needed to be given a place in the house. Nimeera had been soul-bonded, but I had yet to give her an official position in my household—and that was long overdue.

 



Chapter 6 - Mistress of Secrets

 

I spent the rest of the day scurrying about, checking up on people all over town. I made sure I showed my face to the militia and the deputies, although only the deputies were informed that I was going to be going out of town. I took the time to play with my kids, and then found at least half-an-hour of alone time with each of my wives—that alone was no small matter.

I checked in with Betsy and Sema as well, even apart from Betsy’s role with the militia. I even made time for a meeting with all the clerks and reiterated to them how I thought they were all doing a great job. More than a couple of them gave me the look, making it clear that they’d like to fulfill some of the more personal duties of a clerk, but I’d also seen that a number of them were there because they believed in what we were doing.

The idea of me finding husbands for clerks was something that I had floated amongst my wives, and with their support behind me, Lina was starting to slowly come around on—especially when she realized how many more clerks we were going to be hiring. There was a part of her that seemed to think of the idea of me bedding over a hundred women as a challenge to her skills as Mistress of the Sheets, and another part which realized how much less of me that would mean for her and selfishly wanted more of me.

Only time would tell which aspect would win out.

After family dinner, I got reports about how each of my inner circle had crammed as much mana into the mana chamber as possible. Some of them were even going to be manning the side chambers and continually feeding streams of mana into the chamber, as I used it to make my transition to A-rank.

When I told them that wasn’t necessary, Mursha—of all people—practically bit my head off.

“None of that. You will accept this from us. You represent the best of all of us, and I won’t produce shoddy work when a little more effort could have made you even stronger.”

When all of my wives agreed on this, there was really nothing for me to do besides graciously accept. With dinner finished, I gave each of my kids and wives a kiss, saving Nimeera for last. When I finally got to the pregnant catgirl, I grabbed her hand and gently pulled her up from her seat.

She gave me a confused look.

I stared into her eyes as I said, “I want to spend tonight with you.”

Fortunately, all my other wives already knew about this—and they knew why I’d asked for it. It was technically Josie’s turn, but she agreed with my plan once she heard it. Although she did insist on a quickie in the shower. I won’t say it wasn’t fun, but I was happy things turned out this way.

The catgirl was surprised but followed me as I led her to the master suite. She’d been there before—both by herself, and with others—but tonight would definitely be just the two of us. Often times, after the more vigorous part of the night was over, my other wives would come in and my bed would be full come morning. They had actually started complaining that, primarily because I didn’t need as much sleep, their cuddle time had been drastically cut.

Nimeera fell firmly into that group. She was only two weeks from delivering, and while she was still strong enough for full on fucking, I was more than a little careful with each of my pregnant wives. They thought it was cute and mostly unnecessary, but still humored me.

Once I closed the bedroom door behind me, she started pulling her tunic skirt over her head while walking over to the bed.

“Uh uh,” I said, “I’d like to sit on the sofa and talk first. There will be plenty of time afterwards for some fun.”

She got a nervous look on her face. “Have I displeased you in some way, husband?”

I took her by the hand and tugged, guiding her to sit beside me on the couch. “We’re soul bonded now. A piece of me is imprinted on you, just as a piece of you fills me. Search the bond and tell me if you think I am displeased.”

She closed her eyes and, after a few seconds, a single tear ran down her cheek.

I waited for her to gain control of herself. This had been a long-time coming. I knew why she did so—but even though I understood, it was still difficult to see her cry.

“It’s just so hard to believe, Rob. I feel such unconditional love and support from you across the bond. The Cult of the Raven was a family—of sorts—to me. They took me in from the streets and gave me a life better than I ever could have imagined. But they always had… expectations.”

“I expect things from you too,” I said gently, “but my love isn’t tied to those expectations. Because I love you, I accept you for who you are… and my love makes me want to move the heavens for you. I hope your love does the same for you.”

She nodded, wiping her tears. “I’m not sad. You don’t have to worry about that. I’m exactly where I want to be. But… I thought it was Josie’s night tonight.”

“It was but she agreed that you deserved this… and she worked out appropriate compensation in the shower, earlier today.”

Nimeera burst out laughing. “Oh? So that’s what some of the clerks were giggling about having to clean up the bathroom again. But why?”

“I already told you. We have things we need to talk about.”

“And there you’ve set me to worrying, again,” she replied.

“You don’t need to worry. You know how Lina is Mistress of the Sheets and Rava is Mistress of the Purse?”

“Right,” Nimeera nodded, “and Josie is Mistress of the Wall, Daria is Mistress of the Fields, and Mursha the Mistress of Crafts.” As she was speaking her eyes got wide. “Have you found a place for me?”

“Your place is with us. We’re a family now, and that isn’t just you and me—it’s also our daughter, who we need to come up with a name for, by the way, and it also includes all of your sister-wives and their children.”

The petite blonde nodded, so I continued. “Rava and I talked about what would be appropriate and came up with the perfect thing. It is something which has been missing from our home. Now, to be fair, you may have to travel a bit more than the others with this responsibility, but you’ll also get your own team to train.”

Her brows crawled up to her fair locks in curiosity.

“What I’d like to know, is if you’ll be my Mistress of Secrets?”

“Is that like me being your spy?”

“It Is so much more than that. Yes, under the right circumstances, you might have to gather intelligence… but no, you will never be asked to be with anyone else or do any of the things Korkanis might have asked of you.”

I grabbed her face in both my hands and leaned forward, kissing her forehead. "You’re mine now and I’m not going to share you.”

She smiled and tilted her head so that I kissed her lips. The passion threatened to build, but before I got lost in it, I wanted to make sure that she knew exactly what her duties would include.

“You’ll work closely with Rava, Daria, and Josie. Trade and information go hand in hand, as does scouting and protection from things outside our own walls. But your main purpose will be to protect us from enemies inside these walls. You are to learn every secret in the city, ensuring that none of them can be turned as blades against our family.”

She paused, considering my offer. “That I can do. But now, I swear I’m going to die if you don’t take me. You’ve been so gentle but I have a secret to share—I still get wet thinking about the first time you took me.”

She pressed her finger against my lips. “No. I know you won’t be as rough as that time because of this.” She ran hand over her rounded belly. “But you can certainly be less gentle than you have been.”

I smiled. “I can do that.” I leaned in to kiss her hungrily.

She sucked my tongue into her mouth.

The time for words was over. My hands started exploring her body. With each touch, I could feel the fire burning in my veins. We were both lost in the moment, our need for each other taking over.

My hand slid under up her leg. She wasn't usually one to wear skirts, but I had seen her in a skirt and tunic like she had worn tonight several times over the past few days. I loved my tough and ready Nimeera, but this slightly more feminine look for her set my blood boiling.

I traced one finger along the hem of her panties.

She shuddered, pushing her tongue into my mouth in response.

I could feel her skin under the damp material… and her heat. Her eagerness was apparent, and enough to drive me crazy—but I was determined to stay in control. I wanted to make this last. I'd give her want she wanted… but only once she was begging for it.

I pulled the fabric aside and touched her warm, slick lips.

She groaned into my mouth. "God, Rob, I don't want your fingers."

I kissed her again before saying, "Then you shouldn't have worn a skirt. I've been wanting to run my hand up your thigh and touch you all day."

I pressed my finger into her, and she moaned into my mouth. For just a moment, I let her tightness squeeze down on one finger before I slipped a second one inside her. That made her shudder, as her body stretched to accommodate my digits.

Once I felt just how swollen her lips were, I pushed my fingers in a bit deeper. She arched her back, even as we continued to make out, trying to press her hips up against me.

The motion made our mouths part briefly. "I thought you didn't want my fingers," I said with a grin.

"Oh… fuck! I don't care. Just fuck me with something."

Happy to oblige her, I began to pump both fingers in and out of her body with slow deliberate strokes. At first, I dragged my fingers back along the front wall of her vagina until they were almost out of her, before gliding them back into her folds. My other hand found its way to her ass, so that she was essentially cradled in my large hands.

"Yess, yess, ffasttter."

Seeing how much she enjoyed it, I shifted gears slightly while still keeping up the rhythm of my pistoning fingers. My thumb brushed against the top of her clit.

That drew another shudder from her frame. She was soaking wet. Her hips began to move in time with the motions of my hand. I pulled my fingers out and brought them to my lips.

"Noo...,” she pouted, “sooo... close."

I gave her a smile that promised more bliss, but first I wanted to taste her. Her eyes were bright and her chest was heaving. Her passion was positively intoxicating. As I ran my tongue over my fingers and tasted her juices, I saw her open her mouth and stick out her tongue—as though she wanted some too.

"Don't worry, you’ll taste yourself soon enough—but I thought you said you wanted me to take you and not be gentle."

She didn't wait for any more words, only flexed both hands so that her razor-sharp claws popped out. In seconds, she shredded my pants. My skin was too durable for her claws to do more than tickle, but my clothes weren't so lucky.

I growled, "I was gonna take my pants off."

She shrugged, which did delightful things to her breasts, already starting to swell in preparation for feeding our daughter. "Didn't wanna wait."

Then she swung one of her legs around in an amazing display of agility for a woman sporting what could have been a small basketball for a stomach. The rest of her was still very trim, which only served to accentuate her pregnant belly that much more.

I wondered if she'd be able to make it work in this position but Nimeera was a woman on a mission. Her legs spread over my thighs, and she was soon straddling me as best she could with her tummy between us.

She leaned forward, one hand on my shoulder, and I felt her breasts hanging heavily against my chest. Her breasts felt amazing, pregnancy having made them much larger than before. I grinned as she cupped one of her breasts, bringing the nipple to her mouth.

Her tongue swirled around her own nipple in a most provocative way. Then, she reached out with her other hand and grabbed the back of my neck. It wasn't like she could forcibly pull my head down but I didn't need to be told what she wanted. My mouth replaced hers on that nipple and a soft moan escaped her lips.

"Ohhh... shit..."

I eagerly sucked on her nipple while sliding my other hand around to provide support at the small of her back. I wanted to ensure she was as comfortable as possible in this position. Olimeran women were much stronger than Earth women, but I was still protective.

At the same time, she reached down to grab my cock. Jus the warmth of her hand around me was enough to make little Rob pulse. She ran her hand up and down my shaft, spreading pre-cum as a lubricant. Before I knew it, she was fisting me—her hand gliding freely the length of my girth.

I thrust up on reflex into her hand with a grunt.

She began shifting around to get herself lined up, but her tummy got in the way. That led her to lean back onto her free hand, which she supported herself with on my knee. Using that for leverage, she raised her hips up.

In her excitement, she came down and the first time, my shaft only ran between her deliciously swollen lips. The warmth and wetness still felt amazing, but it was a real tease, given what I was expecting. She must have liked it, though, because she started grinding herself against me, using my cock like a toy against her clit.

She paused and looked into my eyes before lifting herself up higher and then plunging downward. My hips bucked again. I likely never would have been so rough with her, but she clearly wanted this.

She moaned as every inch of my cock slid home. I could feel her tight walls wrapped around me in a velvet grip. Her pussy was soaking wet but she still had a grip on me like a vice.

She arched her back, pulling herself up on my cock before slamming back down until our thighs slapped together. She repeated this a few times, but kept getting distracted by my cock rubbing against her G spot. I could tell she was quickly losing control. She was already close to cumming, and I didn't want to make her wait.

I put my hands on her hips and started to thrust upwards into her. She started whimpering, but that didn't stop her grinding on me. She matched my thrusts with her own.

She was so wet and hot, squeezing my cock in either direction. I had to squeeze my eyes  shut just to keep from cumming.

Her head arched back and she screamed out, "Fucking shadow god. Yess... yess.. fuckk… more..."

Her orgasm felt like molten metal around me. The heat and pressure were exquisitely intense. Yet, I was determined to take her as she had asked. I stood from the couch, with Nimeera still impaled on me, her body shuddering with what was likely a second orgasm crashing through her right on the tail of the first.

With three purposeful strides, I carried her to the bed and then lifted her off of me.

"Fuck,” she gasped, “don't… don’t take it out of me. Don't ever take it out of me." Her voice was slurred and she was clearly in a post-orgasmic haze.

"Do you still want me to take you hard?"

She bit her lip slyly and I realized that she was still very much with it. She nodded her head up and down against my neck, so I spun her around and set her down on the bed on all fours. Her knees were at the edge of the bed, with her feet hanging over.

"Good. Then you better hold on."

I positioned myself behind her. She was so wet, that sliding in was easy… but still so tight she was forced to stretch around me. She moaned, but held her in position as I started to speed up, thrusting harder into her willing body.

My cock slid in and out of her so easily. Her wetness made it simple to glide in and out of her. But, I'd learned just the right angle with each of my wives, so I was soon hitting that spot deep within her. She moaned and growled incoherently, with me only having to fuck her.

I thrust a bit harder, but couldn't bring myself to really let go. Then again, that was the curse of my strength. I always had to hold back. Still, what I was giving her was making her tremble, gasp, and pant.

She'd already been forced down from her hands to her elbows, but that only raised her ass a bit higher, making the angle all that much better for me.

She was panting and barely managed to get the words out but I heard her say, "Give it to me. Give me the seed which put your baby inside me. Fucking use me."

My hands were on her hips and I thrust deeply as she contracted around me. Suddenly, that was all I could handle. I felt my balls tense up and then I held myself inside her as deeply as I could as I crested.

She was half moaning, half mumbling. "Yes, give it to me."

Nimeera was insatiable. I was so hard that I could hardly think straight. My cock throbbed twice, and then I exploded. I couldn't make her any more pregnant than she already was, but the sheer fact that she was begging for my baby batter pushed me over the edge.

I exploded into her with rope after rope of cum. Our connection through the bond told me just how satisfied she was at the sudden spread of warmth as I came. Then we collapsed onto the bed together. I could have run a marathon without breathing heavy at all, but something about this level of passion had my heart pounding and my breath coming rapidly. My sweet wife was no different.

We lay spooning for several minutes, though the sensation of her skin against mine kept me on edge. My senses were filled with the scent and feel of her. My cock was still hard as a rock and ready for more.

Nimeera rolled away from me and turned around, still on her knees. "I think someone promised me I could taste myself. Now,” she grinned, “I get to taste the both of us."

Then she dropped her mouth down onto me and began to do what I could only describe as worshipping my cock. She kept on long past when I expected her to give up. I was pretty certain she was attempting to suck me completely dry. For once, I just laid back and enjoyed it.

This was definitely the way to live.

 



Chapter 7 - Breaking Through

 

I was up and moving in the morning before anyone could bring me any issues. There were always things I was responsible for, but I also knew that each of my wives would be pushing me to get them done faster.

When I reached the mana chamber, I could sense the concentration of mana outside the entrance hall. The entire room was practically suffused with mana—mana of a wide variety. I quickly recognized those I was most familiar with. Fire, Healing, Research, Gravity, Air, and Shadow. Then there were others that I had experienced multiple times, like Space, Earth, Ice, and Illusion Mana.

It didn’t stop there, though. There was also Slime, Lightning, Acid, Metal, Emotion, and a host of other types of mana. My wives must have recruited anyone they could get their hands on to donate mana, and all of it was condensed. The mana had a density which simply didn’t happen naturally, and it was more like stepping into a swimming pool rather than the normal sensation of feeling the cool touch of a light mist.

I looked around at the new shape of the chamber but decided I was dragging my heels. There was no time for delay, as I had no idea how long this was going to take. For some reason, though, I was hesitant. There was no logical explanation for it, yet I felt an existential dread about going through with this process.

Given the number of times that I’d trained myself to the very point of death, you wouldn’t think I’d be afraid of anything that could improve me. If you listened to my wives, I certainly wasn’t slow to take foolish risks. So what was wrong with me now?

I tapped the side of my head. “Stop stalling.”

Speaking aloud to myself wasn’t exactly a habit, but I was still nervous. If I went through with this, something was going to change about me—and I didn’t know exactly what that was. It was like being scared of the dark… except, not exactly. I knew from previous upgrades that this would be a painful process, but if pain could hold me back, I never would have become a body cultivator in the first place.

I took a second and forced myself to breathe slow, deep breaths. Minutes passed, and I gradually reached a place of calm as I centered myself. Who would have thought that meditation would end up being so important?

Something clicked into place and, before I realized it, I was stripping off all my gear. Instinctively, I knew I couldn’t take anything with me into this process. I didn’t stop until I was buck naked. Only then did I climb into the chamber.

The settings were far more precise than before. I could now override the controls from the inside and get out anytime I needed to. My fingers slid over the controls automatically, and before I realized it, I’d set the controls for fifteen days. That was far longer than I wanted to stay in here, but for some reason, it just felt right.

As the door sealed behind me, I sat in the middle of the room and began pulling all of the mana around me into my core. Then I began separating the mana types and concentrating them even further. The chamber did much of the concentrating for me, but I was still able to increase it further. Thread by thread, I began slowly working my way through it.

I would push each type up to about sixty times normal density before moving on to another type. Each extra percentage of concentration felt like it was twice as difficult as the one before. The chamber was capable of holding up to one hundred times normal mana density, but I didn’t know how close I’d be able to make it to that limit.

Minutes turned into hours and time marched on. My eyes never opened, and I was completely lost in a world of mana—none of which was mine to command. I could manipulate it but could not utilize it. I could convert it, but could never make direct use of it. Even the by-products—which I could use—were different from true mana; they were more of a blending of ki and mana.

When I reached seventy-five percent mana concentration, the very air started to hurt. It cut and burned and crushed me, as though it was trying to squeeze me from every side at once. When I drew it into me, it was like holding power well beyond my comprehension. It felt as though I was about to explode outward, with only the pressure of the mana which was still outside of my body holding me together.

People talk about how time flies when you’re having fun yet seems to crawl when you’re doing something you don’t enjoy. I can testify to that. When experiencing this agonizing pain, every second felt like an eternity. It stretched and pushed my mind to the breaking point, such that I lost all sense of time.

When it didn’t end, I began to lose track of myself. That was when I felt Indomitable kick in. Words seared my mind.

Do you want this?

I wanted to scream, but there was no one to scream at. There was just me and a chamber full of super concentrated mana. The dense gravity mana made my body feel so heavy I thought I was going to fall through the floor. Air mana seemed to want to expand my lungs like a carnival balloon one moment and the next it tried to suck all the oxygen away from me. I might be able to survive that, but it was torture.

This was to say nothing of the way the fire mana felt like it would sear me to the bone and then cook my marrow, or how the Ice Mana made me feel like I was frozen underneath an enormous glacier. My mind drifted again as Emotion Mana and Illusion Mana played with my thoughts, while Space Mana wanted to separate every atom in my body and spread them across the universe.

Do you want this?

There was the question again. It caused a surge of anger in me. I wouldn’t have put myself through this if I didn’t want it. I forced my mouth open and managed to say, “Yes.” My voice was strained and full of pain, but I spoke.

The only response I got in return only served to infuriate me.

Prove it.

Curse the system and curse whoever ran it. I knew the gods of Olimero could influence it here, but I got the feeling that they were only using the factory settings that had been installed in their world. The system, the universe itself, was larger than either of them.

Ah, that was why I needed to identify with a universal concept. I might have only mastered the most infinitesimal portion of Indomitable, but what I had mastered was a part of me. I needed that if I was going to become part of a larger universe.

I could see it now. To be A-rank was the first true step towards independence. Before that, everyone was simply a cog in the machine that was their little world. But if I were to seize A-rank, I would become a citizen of the universe—rather than simply a being of Earth or Olimero.

I had to prove that I was indomitable. I wracked my mind through the pain to consider what might accomplish that. It was impossible to think clearly under so much strain. Then I realized something.

In all my struggles, I had always failed to see this simple point. Pain was part of the body and I could control my body. I’d tear this body apart and form a new one if I had to, in order to exert my will. And now my will was that I would feel no pain.

My mind cleared, and I understood that a new body was part of this process. I felt myself breaking down and filling the chamber with ki in wild amounts, but I knew that if I did it at only seventy-five percent mana density, it was the same as leaving potential growth on the table. The more mana I was able to convert to my own use, the stronger the A-rank body I could build.

So that was why the system demanded I prove it. If I were to be truly Indomitable, then I needed to push and strain with all I had for that one hundred percent. With great effort, I began to pull Fire Mana into myself and worked to condense it. My newfound conviction held, and I reached eighty percent before I noticed an increased strain.

I realized that my mind core was wobbling. My body might be capable and my mind might be willing, but neither would matter if my mind couldn’t see a way forward. But my mind had a core of its own. I needed to expand my thinking and stretch beyond simply cultivating my body.

I began to channel the types of mana which were more appropriate for my mind directly into my Mind Core, while at the same time spinning the more physical types of mana in my Body Core. Both cores spun, and I found a rhythm between them. My face was half disintegrated by this point, or I would have celebrated with a smile.

With this effort, I was able to push all the mana types to ninety percent. The density became greater, and I felt a steady stream of energy ripping through each of my cores. The amount of ki I was working was transforming me, but I kept having the feeling that something was missing.

The longer I looked with my inner sight at the mana, the more I saw similarities which I hadn’t noticed before. Mana was like snowflakes, in that no two people’s mana was exactly the same. I could distinctly see and feel the difference between the mana of my wives and that of people I didn’t know.

The one felt so familiar, while the other felt almost alien.

But, as the mana hit ninety-five percent concentration, it was as though all those differences had been ground away to nothing. At its core, every thread of mana looked the same. Could that really be true? If that was the case, what did that mean about Olimero, magic, and me?

 



Interlude 2 - Ripples

 

Sativa felt Olimero tremble. She didn’t even need to figure out where she should look. It was almost certainly Rob. No one else made as many ripples as he did. He was practically turning her world on its head—and yet, his new style of cultivation held so much potential. As a creator, she wanted to let her world grow.

None of the A-rank beings did much worth noting, and she doubted her fellow gods were doing anything. They all wanted a piece of Rob, but each knew that the others were watching them. There was also that little tickle she had felt recently, when a god from the outside had reached into Olimero.

She was confident that it had been Old Scratch. Few others would be so bold, or have such a deft touch when reaching out to an alien world. She still hadn’t figured out what he had done, other than that she felt her world was experiencing a mysterious drain of energy.

Before she could think about it any longer, she felt another god pop into her personal plane.

“Telmorra, how dare you appear here without an invitation.” Sativa was outraged. This was her most personal space. Here, she and she alone was a god.

Telmorra risked much by coming here.

“Before you strike me down,” the goddess of mana said, “or whatever you’re thinking about, you need to come with me. If you were paying closer attention, you’d know that Mensor is moving on Yonderton… and if he isn’t stopped, he’s going to ruin all the effort you and I have put into Rob.”

Sativa reached out and sure enough she saw it. Korkanis and Mensor were hovering in the astral plane near Olimero. Yes… they’d been drawn by whatever it was that Rob was doing.

Sativa knew what he was doing. The stubborn human never listened, so why not expect him to do this?

“Fine,” she snapped, “let’s go resolve this.”

The two goddesses traveled to the astral plane. It might have seemed instantaneous to a mortal viewer, but such travel took time, even for a god—although that time was measured in fractions of a second.

“Mensor, what do you think you’re doing?” Sativa demanded.

“I’m crushing the pest before he becomes a real problem. If you were paying attention, you’d know that he is about rise to A-rank… and not a weak A-rank. It will take time, though, for him to fully realize what he can do.” The god of monsters paused. “Hells, it will take time for me to realize what he can do. He’s twisted mana in a way I’ve never seen and converted it to that crude form he calls ki. But it appears that he is about to realize the concept of Base Mana.”

Now it was Telmorra’s turn to gasp. “That isn’t possible at A-rank! That is an immortal concept, a sliver of eternity.”

“You don’t think I know that, goddess of mana?” Mensor spat back. “That’s why I’m going to wipe him out and all the mortals around him.”

Korkanis hissed, “No you aren’t. We have too much time and effort invested into this man. There is still an upside to this. Besides, he isn’t a threat to you—even were he to become the most powerful A-rank in existence. The gulf between mortality and immortality will take him centuries to cross. That is the way it has always been with new gods.”

Sativa listened and weighed what was being said. She wasn’t going to allow Mensor to strike Rob down or destroy an entire city of hers, but she understood why he was scared. Korkanis might be right about the way things had always been—but Rob was like the improbable exception to every rule.

Then she realized what this was really about. “I get it, now. When he reaches A-rank, all our contracts with him will be broken. You don’t really want to destroy him, do you Mensor? You want a piece of him for yourself.”

Silence reigned between the gods for several seconds before Mensor replied, “The three of you sought to divvy up what could be gained from him, all the while playing petty games to secure him for yourself. You cut me out. I want in, and I want us to acknowledge that we will all get what we want from him.”

Telmorra snorted, “Oh, you think you know what we all want, do you?”

“Of course. Your desires are the simplest to understand. You want to master this energy he calls ki. For you, it’s all about curiosity. Korkanis is fairly obvious, too. He wants to use Rob to create weapons that he can use in the war against the gods of light. He is like a little boy running off with his marbles. In this case, that means destroying numerous mortal worlds.”

Korkanis’ eyes narrowed and shadows distilled around his form into numerous blades. “Careful who you insult, Mensor.”

“Sativa was actually the hardest one to figure out,” Mensor continued, ignoring the ominous gathering of shadows. “At first, I thought that she simply wanted to create more order on Olimero, hoping to ensure her world lasted longer. Then, I thought she wanted new races for the planet—which I suppose she does—but that isn’t what her endgame is about. She wants to use Rob to create a new breed of demi-gods, beings with a portion of the power of a god, yet still mortal and controllable by her. She probably thinks of it as some kind of a natural evolution.”

The three gods stared at Mensor for a moment before Korkanis asked, “If you’ve got it all figured out, then what is it you want?”

“The same as I’ve always said. I want a king of monsters. You want to destroy a few gods who offended you, whereas I simply want to unleash a predator into the heavens. I want to see what the old gods do when their carefully ordered rules and control is challenged.”

Telmorra sighed. “He’s right about one thing. What we want doesn’t have to be mutually exclusive. If we are careful, Rob should be able to give each of us what we desire. It will still take him years to gain control of his power, and in that time he should be… relatively malleable… manageable. We simply need to act together, rather than arguing and being at odds with one another.”

Sativa was pissed. This was her world and her plan. Once she had seen his potential, she had always assumed that Rob would end up as her consort. He would be a fun mortal toy to play with, all while improving Olimero and hopefully making her the mother of a new race of demi-gods.

Suddenly, she felt a sharp pain. Something was wrong. Maybe the situation in the east was worse than she had thought. Each of the other gods seemed to be just as disturbed. What could possibly affect them like this?

Telmorra said, “I have to go. But I propose this. We all will swear not to try to take him solely for ourselves. Whoever gets him has first priority, but will allow the others to get what they need from him, too. Some of our plans might even work well together. But we shall work together to get him to bend a knee to the gods.”

Korkanis seemed to be the least disturbed of all the gods by whatever had happened, and was the first to respond. “I’ll agree to that, and will even make a binding contract on my eternal soul.”

Mensor grumbled, “I still don’t have anyone near him. Sativa has two, while Telmorra and Korkanis each have a claim on one of his wives.”

Sativa frowned. “We can’t make the mortals agree to become your servants. I’ll agree not to recruit anymore agents around him until each of you have two agents, but only if we all join with Korkanis in this binding contract. We’ll make it part of the original contract for the creation of Olimero.”

They all ended up agreeing, after which each sliced off a piece of their eternal souls to make an addendum to their original contract. Then, they quickly left the astral plane—although none of them mentioned a word about what had upset them.

 

_________________________

 

In the mortal realm, Josie was starting to feel pressure build in her abdomen. Lina had told her what to expect. Still, she knew that it was going to happen soon. She got the sense that Rob was still undergoing a massive transformation. He just had to finish it in time. He’d promised to be with her when she had their daughter.

That made her feel greedy. Rob had only pushed off the change because of her and the others. She needed to be a good deputy… no; she needed to be a good wife. She only hoped that she’d be able to give Rob half as much as he’d given her. Life had become a dream for her.

Rava, Mursha, and Nimeera all walked into the room. Rob liked to call them the preggo squad, but when he did, it was with that tone he got when remembering things from his old world.

Rava smiled at her, pregnancy had been kind to the elf. She was practically glowing. “You know it’s okay for you to hope that he gets here in time.”

Josie nodded. “The contractions aren’t too bad, yet.”

Mursha snorted, “Don’t ignore what Rava said. We’re all pulling for him to finish and arrive before the birth. Sema and Daria are down looking into the mana chamber. The fairy said that something felt different about it, but she couldn’t be sure if he was almost done, or not.”

Josie winced through another contraction. “I just love him so much.”

Nimeera walked up to Josie and grabbed her hand. The foxkin felt warmed by it. The two of them were becoming, if not the best of friends, then at least close compatriots. “And he loves you, too.”

“He loves all of us. That’s part of what makes him so great.”

Rava said, “No, what makes Rob, Rob, is that he loves each of us with his entire heart—as though we were the only one in his life. It makes no sense, yet he somehow makes it work. Now, do you need anything to help you feel more comfortable? Lina was getting some warm water and clean cloths, then she’ll be here, as well. We’re all going to stay with you—until Rob arrives or the baby comes.”

Josie could only smile back at her sister-wives. This family was truly more than she could ever have hoped for, and she owed that to Rob.



 _________________________

 

Far to the east, Cedric stayed hidden as best he could. The plan was to contact K-Pop when he had the chance—but for now, he was learning how to control his mana with the understanding his new god had granted him. It was almost like it came to him in an epiphany; he suddenly understood so much more. He learned how to draw in all the ambient mana in the cemetery, and how to feel the touch of death.

He found he was able to infuse life, or at least undeath, into the corpses buried there. They moved slowly, awkwardly, like marionettes in the hands of an amateur puppeteer. But each day he was getting a little better at it. And what they lacked in agility, his new creations made up for with durability. They were incredibly strong and tough, that much he had seen. The two interactions he’d had with other gang members had ended with his enemies screaming in agony and terror as they’d literally been torn apart.

Cedric knew he could only hide here for a limited amount of time. He needed to come up with a plan. That had never been his thing, though. Hyung and the other leaders of K-Pop told their followers—men like Cedric—what to do.

He just had to decide what he wanted for his new life. With power should come choice, or some form of freedom—at least that was the way he saw it.   


_________________________  


Further to the south, in Vulpes, Derek groaned. This was so unfair. He’d been forced out of his bed in the middle of the night and now stumbled down a dark street with a mace in his hands.

It turned out that the less skill needed for a weapon, the better he was at it. His instructors constantly ridiculed him for it. The only difference was that they didn’t beat him nearly as often. He supposed that was because he was doing a little better with his training.

Derek still hated exercise; it was for brutes. Refined men handled their business with words. Then again, this world seemed to be filled with brutes. His orc trainers and the gang members who made his life one torture after another were perfect examples of this fact.

Snapping out of his dark thoughts, he saw the signal to stop. He held up, looking around at the others. They were all so serious.

“Tannen, what are we doing out here?” Derek whined. “I could be sleeping.”

“Shut up, human. You were already told that we’re raiding a safe-house held by an enemy gang. If you speak again, I’ll cut out your tongue. You won’t need it for what the leaders have in mind for you.”

Tannen was one of his trainers. Derek didn’t know if he was serious about cutting out his tongue, but didn't want to take the risk. Just then, one of the foxkin scouts came running back. He was making a bunch of hand signals—signals which Derek was supposed to have learned, but didn’t quite have memorized.

Then he saw a signal he recognized, this one from Tannen. The orc was ordering everyone to move forward. Soon, Derek found himself rushing forward into a building where the sounds of fighting and dying echoed out in the street.

Once inside, he saw several men and women dead on the floor. Some of the orcs on his team were wounded. But overall, they had fared much better than their opponents.

The foxkin said, “Some of them managed to sneak through this door. It’s sealed; we’ll need a ram to knock it down.”

Two of the orcs started looking around the room as though they were going to find a battering ram just lying around. Tannen snapped, “Forget that. What’s the human good for, if not to break down the door?”

Derek looked at him like he was crazy. The door in question looked to be crafted from solid oak, reinforced with iron. He wasn’t any kind of craftsman, but he had an eye for quality.

“I can’t…” he began. He never got to finish his statement.

Tannen backhanded him, knocking him backward.

Derek cringed, his mind was too filled with fear to realize that the blow had barely hurt.

“Then what good are you?” The orc snapped. “Break down that door, now, or you’ll never make it back to your cushy life. If you break it down, you’ll get a visit from some of the girls.”

Fear and greed were the primary motivators in Derek’s life—and now both of them were put in front of him. He thought about the movies he had watched on Earth. Action movies weren’t his thing, but it was impossible to grow up in New York and not watch at least a police drama.

He pictured how they kicked down a door in those shows. Then Derek lined himself up. He half expected the snap kick to break his leg, but he was gonna kick the door with everything he had. He pulled back and then stepped forward, snapping his heel into the door. His leg over-extended and he felt a shooting pain in his knee, but when he put the leg down, he could still support his weight with it.

The even bigger shock than his leg remaining whole, was the massive crack which now ran the entire length of the door. Hmm… maybe he could do this after all.


 
_________________________


 Back on the plains west of Yonderton, the drilling had been going well. Two of the militia’s new captains and a dozen sergeants had arrived. That made Betsy’s life so much easier.

Rob had been gone for six days, although it felt much longer than that. Betsy considered Josie a friend now, and knew how badly the foxkin hoped Rob would make it back before she gave birth to their daughter. That alone proved how different Rob was.

On Olimero, men didn’t attend the birth of their children. It was just not the way things were done. Yet all his wives acted like it was the thing he would most desire.

Betsy was definitely fascinated by Rob. There wasn’t much of any real emotion between them—certainly not love—but he was attractive and she was more than willing to partake of some of the more exciting duties a deputy could volunteer for… or as Josie had called it, fringe benefits.

Because her friend would be delivering any day, now, she had decided to limit the training exercises lately to a day trip. Her captains had all pointed out that the militia needed to practice performing tactical maneuvers in the field. So, here they were—out in the field, moving around as units and learning how to follow commands from both horns and flags.

Betsy felt the ground tremble. Earthquakes were rare enough that she’d never experienced one, but this certainly felt like what she had been told about them. She called out to her banner man, “Signal retreat. I want everyone moving back to the city, now.”

He didn’t argue with her, he simply started the chain of signals which would put her command into execution. The ground, however, wasn’t nearly as accommodating—it shook uncontrollably. She saw it start to split, and then something started crawling out of the wide gash in the terrain.

No… make that something massive was crawling out of the resulting pit.

 



Chapter 8 – A-Rank



Once I saw a way forward, my will wouldn’t let go. Indomitable truly took over, and I allowed it to push me further than I’d thought was possible. I realized that the amount of power in my body was nothing compared to the vastness of the universe, but with this aspect of eternity in me, I was more than myself.


I let the power take over and force the threads of mana together.


Rather than converting them to ki or even condensing them, though, I spun each thread through both my cores. First, they ran though my body core and then my mind core in an endless cycle. I turned over all of the mana in the room every few minutes, then once a minute, and soon each cycle took only seconds.


My channels were stretched, almost to the point of being deformed, as my flesh broke down under the onslaught of all this power. But I had seen a truth, and wouldn’t let it go. I was like a dog with a bone, and I swore I would hold on to it, no matter what came. The process of spinning them through my core stripped the outer shell from those threads of mana.


And eventually, I was able to confirm what I had caught a glimpse of. Mana was typed to allow mortals to use it—but at its core, all mana was the same. It was just… mana.


There seemed to be a plain, base type. No, I knew I shouldn’t assume I understood everything, not this quickly. There might be other reasons for dividing mana into different types.


None of that mattered. With this understanding, I was able to strip all the mana down to its most basic energy and then condensed it to the maximum the Mana Chamber was capable of holding—a full one hundred times normal density. With that, I was able to pull it all into me.


In that moment, my old body gave up and turned into nothing more than dust, but I knew how to reform myself anew. I saw so much more than I’d ever guessed before. E-Rank was a basic mortal. D-rank was where a mortal pushed themselves harder to become better all around, while C-Rank was only achieved with a mastery of mana and magic. B-rank must mean that one had mastered multiple types of mana and the ability to cultivate that mana. For a native creature of Olimero—or anyone connected to this mana-based system—A-rank meant they had shed their mortal coil and created a body composed of mana made flesh.


That was why Delicia, the fairy queen, had felt so different. It explained her power, and why she was physically stronger than any of the other fairies. But it also explained how she was able to manipulate mana so quickly that she could keep up with my ki-enhanced speed.


That wasn’t my path, though. I had been barred access to the mana of Olimero—at least in a normal way. But at its core, mana was just energy… and my body had found another way to use it. I had built upon a physical foundation, developing my own way of handling energy, which I called ki.


Now, I had no interest in creating a body of mana. I was going to create my new body out of pure ki, stripped of any impurities from different mana types. There were no byproducts, and this ki practically glowed in my mind’s eye as I formed my new body. I would still be mortal, but my life span could now be measured in centuries, rather than decades.


My pure ki coalesced and my new body finally formed, all resistance falling by the wayside. The mana chamber was gone, as I had taken all that power and turned it into the new me. There was still a reason to use typed mana—as I had found many of the byproducts to be rather useful—but as of now, I had a new body to try out.


The system must have thought so, too, as I got a notification.


You have reached A rank and formed a new body composed entirely of…


Error… incompatible energy… energy type classified as ‘ki’ by user. Growth has exceeded all expectations. Rather than beginning at the bottom of A rank, your new form is already at True A rank.


I hadn’t really understood the breakdowns within each rank, but as my understanding increased, it made more sense.


Strength: +100

Agility: +75

Durability: +150

Magic: +125

Soul: +75


I felt a moment of oddness and that central spot in my lower abdomen, just above my groin, began to move. Ah… I understood what was happening. A third core was forming. My soul core was born.


You have gained a Soul Core.


Soul: +25


New Stat Unlocked: Synergy


Synergy is a measurement of the connection between body, mind, and soul. It is about the completeness of a being. With Synergy, all of your other stats become more efficient. Every point of Synergy represents a 1% efficiency gain, due to the enhanced effectiveness of your stats.


Synergy: +10


Hmm… a new stat. I hadn’t expected that, yet it felt completely right. I could see connections between my stats and how they worked together. There were obvious things, like how Strength enhanced my speed, or how Durability made my body better able to handle the strains placed on it by my superhuman Strength and Agility.


What was less obvious, was the way that my Magic stat enabled me to more efficiently convert the mana I absorbed into ki. Maybe that wasn’t such a stretch to figure out. Surprisingly, it also enhanced the speed with which I could send ki into my body.


Some of my ki skills had leveled up as well, which likely meant that this synergy was giving me a greater ability to make use of the power my body could now more efficiently control. Of course, having a body made of pure ki become flesh was also beneficial.


I could even see that physical Durability and my Soul stat related to one another, and wondered if that had something to do with Indomitable. Either way, it resulted in my stats becoming more efficient. I glanced at my new stats and smiled.


Not only were they higher than ever, but now they were each 10% more effective—meaning I got more value from each stat point.


Strength: 397

Agility: 296

Durability: 436

Magic: 360

Soul: 209

Synergy: 10


As expected, my cultivation had been set back to A9, but what was different was that my A-Rank body fortification didn’t start out at just 1% but was already to 46%—which I had to assume represented the notification that I’d become a True A rank rather than a beginning A rank.


My Mind Core was now 100% complete, but a third core had begun to form. Where this new core was located didn’t shock me. It was an area I had come to associate with anytime I used my Soul stat. Instinctively, I knew this was my final core. Once it was complete, I would be a complete cultivator—even if there might still be room to grow.


Skills improved as the efficiency of your body has increased:

Alchemy: +3

Ranged Combat: +6

Melee Combat: +8

Telepathy: +4 

Mana Fusion: +41


Your Metallic Body Skill has evolved into Ki-Forged Body. It will add increased passive defense equivalent to the level of defense you possessed when you previously activated the Metallic Body Skill. It will also create a low level ki aura around you at all times, which will further limit hostile outside influences. This effect of your aura is personal only.


The active effect of this skill will create a more powerful body for limited durations. This skill, when active, will burn through a tremendous amount of ki.


Ki-Forged Body: +10


Due to the quality of your transformation, your starting position with this skill is enhanced.


I smiled. Passive defenses meant surprise attacks were less of a threat than ever, but I didn’t like that my aura could only protect me. I’d been working on ways to extend my aura around me, specifically to protect my wives or children.


Fortunately, the next notification answered my concerns.


You have created the skill, Ki Aura. You may now extend your ki aura in a protective field around you by one foot per skill level. The drain on your ki will increase with the size of the field.


Ki Aura: 5


The system seemed to have adapted to me, as I couldn’t remember that it had ever given such clear descriptions about my ki-related abilities. I was going to fight it, though. Maybe it had studied me. I still wasn’t sure what the connection between the gods and the system was, although I remained firm in my belief that the system was larger than the gods.


Ki Slice: +10

Ki Infusion: +10


The next couple of skills were related to Durability and had understandably shot up a great deal. I had a new body, after all.


Toxic Resistance: +100


I supposed that would be exceptionally useful when I had to deal with Queen Delicia again.

 

Due to your exposure to a variety of element mana types in a highly concentrated state as your body experienced its transformation, your skill Cold Resistance has evolved to Elemental Resistance and will now relate to all elemental type energies.


Elemental Resistance: +50


Then there were my soul related skills. As expected, they each gained sizeable increases. What’s more, they felt more… natural. Much of what Sema had tried to teach me clicked now, and I felt anxious to learn more.


Soul Builder: +7

Soul Resistance: +27

Soul Projection: +32

Parallel Mind: +7


The last of the skill notifications included two new ones. They seemed to reflect a different way in which my new body could interact with Olimero.


Blink Body - Exposure to concentrated Space Mana as a part of your transition to A-rank has led to this evolution. You may now utilize ki to move your body through the world of Olimero as you wish. The range of this skill will increase as you level it up. For each skill level increase, the range will double.


At level one, the range will be one foot. You may move your body by exercising your will and ki to any location you can see, sense, or have previously been that is within range. While moving in this way, your body crosses the astral plane; while this travel may seem instantaneous, it always requires some fraction of a second. There will be no disorientation with this ability.


Some simple math showed just how powerful this skill would become. By the time I got it to level twenty, I’d be able to blink just short of 100 miles.


Blink Body: +1


Body Sovereignty - Your body has been repeatedly exposed to crushing amounts of gravity mana. This occurred yet again during your transition to A-rank. As a result, by simply exercising your will and ki, you may lessen the influence that natural laws—such as gravity—have upon your body. This is a step towards transcending mortality.


Body Sovereignty: +3


I grinned at that one. It looks like I now had an ace up my sleeve for any future bets with Mursha. I wondered what the best way to make use of that might be. Cheating wasn’t my style, but it would be a hoot to shock her.


Thinking about Mursha reminded me that I didn’t know how long I’d been in the chamber. In one sense, it felt like it could have been mere seconds, but somehow I knew it was much longer than that. Before I could leave, though, there was one last notification I needed to read.


All contracts and quests have been broken. They were tied through the system to your previous physical body. This does not affect Soul Bonds, however, as those are tied to your mortal soul.


Any deals you had made with the powers of Olimero are now moot and void. They will need to be renegotiated.


The statement was simple, but had a profound impact. I could see why that might piss off some of the gods. I also didn’t want my wives to lose out on the boons Sativa had promised them if they gave birth to one of my children.


I sighed. It looked like I would have to find a way to contact the nature goddess and re-negotiate our agreement. As for the others, they could wait. My family came first... well, second in this case.


I took one last glance at the changes to my base stats, cultivation, and skills.


Robert (Rob) Case

Stats:

Strength: 397

Agility: 296

Durability: 436

Magic: 360

Soul: 209

Synergy: 10


Cultivation Grade: A9

A-Rank Body Fortification: 46%

 

Soul Core Formation: 1%

By-Product Manipulation: 99%


Concept: INDOMITABLE


Skills:

Alchemy 75

Ranged Combat: 70

Melee Combat: 99

Telepathy: 37 

Mana Fusion: 80

Ki-Forged Body: 10

Ki-Aura: 5

Ki Slice: 24

Ki Infusion: 48

Toxic Resistance: 111

Elemental Resistance: 50

Soul Builder: 48

Soul Resistance: 31

Soul Projection: 44

Parallel Mind: 15

Blink Body: 2

Body Sovereignty: 4



I finally opened the door to the mana chamber. My senses felt so much more potent than before. It was like I’d been living in a black and white world, but suddenly saw everything in color.


Even my soul bonds felt stronger. Five of my bonded were all in one location. Oh… Josie was about to give birth.


Daria was flying out of the city to the east. She’d only leave if something important called her away. I couldn’t determine exactly what that was, but I sensed a threat from that direction. Something had come to destroy my peace.


Obviously, one of the gods was less than thrilled with my transformation. I’d have to figure out which one, but right now I needed to move. This threat needed to be put down post haste. And then I had a new daughter to greet as she entered the world.


 



Chapter 9 – Out of the Chamber

 

Each step outside of the chamber felt like I was a new babe, learning to walk for the first time. I was catching on rapidly, but this body was powerful and moved with significantly more precision that my previous one. I just needed to master it.

Fortunately, by the time I had made it up to the ground floor, I was feeling better. I streaked down the halls to the infirmary. That was where I sensed five of my bonds gathered and could tell that Josie was already having contractions. I didn’t feel them myself, thankfully—even if I knew that giving birth was much easier for Olimeran races, thanks to their relatively high durability, than it was for humans.

When I came around the corner, all of them looked at me. Even Josie gasped as Mursha said, “You’re taller.”

Hmm… I hadn’t noticed.

Nimeera nodded and said, “Bigger all around, it seems. Whatever happened in there, you feel… different.”

I didn’t respond to any of them, but stepped up to the bed and clasped Josie’s hand in mine. “I’m excited to meet our daughter, but there’s an attack going on to the east. I know Daria may be able to handle it, but it feels like it’s related to my transition to A-rank. I have to go deal with this, but then I’ll be right back.” I smirked. “Don’t worry, I’m much faster than before.”

Josie tried to hide her disappointment. Instead of complaining, she said, “Go be the Sheriff. I’ll just be lying around here for a while, anyhow.”

I snorted. “Did you actually make a joke, Josie?”

I shook my head. “I’m sorry, love. I stopped here to let you know how important you are to me. I’d tell your sister-wives to take good care of you, but I know there isn’t any need for that. They all care for you, too. I really will be right back—and then after everything settles down, I’ll have words with whichever god is causing this disturbance. If they make me miss the birth of our daughter, then I’ll be really upset.”

I leaned over and kissed her forehead before streaking out of the room. Once I cleared the office and was out on the streets, I started to spin my cores and sent a small amount of ki into my legs. It was almost a reflex, and essentially happened without me consciously thinking about it.

My speed doubled in a flash. This was nowhere near my max, but I didn’t want to go so fast that I lost control and injured or killed some of my citizens. Still, it only took me half-a-minute to clear the city. I didn’t stop for the gates which were being built, but instead went out through one of the openings in the unfinished wall. Outside the city, I poured on even more speed and was soon nothing more than a blur.

I sent a telepathic message to Daria, “I’m coming. What’s the problem?”

“I felt when you left the chamber. You sound… different, but never mind that. We can talk about that later. The militia are trying to hold back something large crawling out of the earth. I can’t see it entirely, but it has a hide like stone, three arms with three clawed hands a big as a man, and a massive mouth at the top of its body. I’ve never seen anything like it,” Daria replied.

“Almost there,” I sent. “Just tell Betsy to have everyone keep back, and then go back to be with Josie. I’ll handle this. Mensor must be playing more games.”

“Uh, Rob, it’s really big. It may be a lot to handle by yourself.” She paused, and through the bond I could sense her weighing how best to say this. “You know you don’t have to do everything by yourself.”

“I learned that lesson already and have no intention of backsliding, but I need to stretch my legs so to speak. A-Rank feels incredible.”

”Okay, then… be careful, please,” Daria sent. “And get this done soon, so you get back to Josie in time.”

“I’ll do my best... Love you.” Then I focused on pumping my legs.

The ten miles I had to cross took me less than four minutes to cover. I figured when I went all out, I was faster than most cars back on Earth. When I got there, Betsy had her riflemen peppering the beast’s clawed hands with slugs and the occasional explosive alchemical round. We still couldn’t produce the potions in a high enough quantity to make their wide-spread use a viable battlefield tactic, but they packed a punch in a pinch.

The slugs seemed barely able to penetrate its stony skin, but was definitely annoying the monster. Guns were a great equalizer. With them, even D and E-rank warriors could have an impact—certainly much more so than with a bow and arrows, or even a crossbow. The magic that propelled the various alchemical shells gave us far more options, but also greater penetrating power.

Again, though, the problem was that we didn’t have enough of the weapons—and not nearly enough ammunition. I was a bit shocked by how many guns Betsy had been able to get her hands on. She also had troops with long polearms attacking the claws, when the rifles needed to be reloaded, or possibly just to save ammo.

I came to a stop next to the muscular cowkin. She was surrounded by a few men and women with flags and bugles. Beside her stood the captain of the Iron Shields mercenary company. Dang, I needed to remember the man’s name. It was pathetic, but for now that was how I’d think of him. There were two other officers with her, who I presumed were our new battle captains.

When she saw me, the cowkin said, “Cutting it a bit close, Sheriff.”

“I’m good like that, but I had to check on my wife, first.”

“Oh? Has Lady Josie given birth yet?”

I shook my head. “No ‘Lords’ or ‘Ladies’ out here, please. I’m still figuring out how I feel about all of that, but it isn’t for the battlefield. Besides, she’s your friend, too.”

Betsy nodded, but then said, “The best we’ve managed so far is to keep this thing from fully escaping from its hole. The ground started to shake and ripped open about an hour ago. The creature pulled back for a bit when we managed to get half of our explosive potions into its maw in one go. I’d hoped that would kill it from the inside out… but no luck. It seems to regenerate, although that has something to do with Earth mana.”

I took a closer look and saw that she was right. The beast didn’t actually regenerate at a biological level, like trolls did. Instead, it was simply pulling mana from the ground around it to patch itself up.

In fact, now that I looked, I could see how Earth Mana had been woven through every cell of the creature’s body. It wasn’t a true earth elemental, like the one I had fought so long ago, but it resembled one.

It was definitely connected to the earth. I didn’t think it was a native inhabitant of Olimero. I could see where trails of mana led beyond the planar barrier. This was a creature someone had brought from the elemental plane of Earth, just like my companion Rock.

“I can see how it’s drawing power from the Earth. Then again, you use Earth Mana, Betsy, so you were able to sense that already. It’s definitely not from around here.” I frowned at the creature. “I can trace a thread of power which ties it back to another plane of existence.”

The captains all just stared at me like I was spouting gobbilty-gook.

Betsy snapped at her subordinates, “I don’t know anything more about other planes than you do. But if the Sheriff says that’s the way it is, you can bet that’s the way it is.”

She turned to look at me. “I was about to go all red bull on it and see if we could chop off one of those claws… maybe slow it down, if nothing else. I sent riders back to Yonderton to see if we could get more of the materials they used to create the bullets.”

“Gunpowder?” I knew it wasn’t really that, but a magical propellant Rava had come up with to replace the gunpowder that Telmorra prevented from working here on Olimero.

“Yeah, that stuff. It’s all just alchemy and magic to me, but I will say these guns work really well. It would have been much cooler though if you named them ‘thunder sticks’ or something intimidating like that.” She wrinkled her nose. “As a name for truly fearsome weapons, ‘Guns’ just doesn’t seem all that scary.”

I almost burst out in laughter, until I saw from her expression that Betsy was dead serious. “Oh, um, I’ll… uh… I’ll take that under advisement.”

I wanted to change the subject quickly, so I added, “How about you let me take a stab at this thing?”

“You’re the boss, Sheriff, and if that’s what you say, then I’ll follow orders.” She pursed her lips. “But I think this is a good opportunity to get the militia some training in an unusual situation. And if you come in and rescue us all the time, my troops will start to wonder if they’re even necessary.”

I sighed deeply. “Rava told you to say that, didn’t she?”

The pretty cowgirl blushed. She wasn’t like anything that I would have been attracted to back on Earth, but she had a sincerity, zest for life, and general git-er-done attitude which had its own appeal. She was also quite pretty even if she had horns and muscles, which would make most men on Earth quail at their inadequacy.

“Normally, I’d take the advice of my wife. In fact, that’s the only reason I haven’t jumped in already. But someone had to summon this thing here, and that wasn’t a simple act. It’s still tied to its home plane, so it was a recent summons, to boot. Maybe enough of the fairies could do it if they worked together, but I don’t think this is their style. And the timing is suspicious. It was summoned just as I completed my transformation into an A-rank being.”

One of the captains gasped at that. They might not really know what the difference was, but to most folks on Olimero, A-rank was but a myth.

Betsy nodded. “I wondered, ‘cause you look different. Bigger for sure. You must be a couple of inches taller at least… maybe more. But also more solid. It’s like, um… I’m not really sure how to put this—and it sorta sounds stupid in my head. But I guess it’s like you’re more present than the rest of us are.”

I laughed. “No, I get it.”

“I would have patted your ass or made a pass at you,” Betsy allowed with a grin, “but I figure you’ve got a pregnant wife back home, so maybe now wasn’t the right time.”

I snickered. “Probably not. Anyway, in order for something like this to be brought to Olimero, it was likely the doing of one of the gods. If I had to guess, I’d say it was Mensor.”

The mention of the god of monsters was too much for one of the captains. “Are you saying that we have to fight against the god of monsters himself?”

“Not hardly.” I snorted. “I tried that once, and barely escaped with my life. I’m saying that I have to kill a creature brought here by the god of monsters. There’s a big difference.”

The man nodded, “Okay, because if that was the case, I was about to ask for a raise. If a man’s got to die, he might as well do it with some gold in his pocket.”

I laughed. I took better stock of him. He was a foxkin and the smallest of Betsy’s three captains. The other two included the captain of the Second Sons—an orc, obviously—and a wolfkin.

A man who could laugh in the face of death would be a real asset. “What’s your name?”

“Captain Linton, happy to be of service, Lord Case. Although, I’ll be happier if I get to go home to my wives tonight. They’re still settling into the new home that was provided for us, but we’re happy to be out here on the frontier serving Sativa, and you, M’lord.”

I smiled. “Okay, you were funny, at first, but there’s no need for the butt-kissing.”

I turned to Betsy. “What do you think? Can you pull your people back? Have the riflemen cover the retreat. Oh, and do you have any mages? Other than yourself and your captains, that is.”

“A few. We hope to assign one mage to each squad of twenty, but not many mages want to join the militia.”

“Hmm… that sounds like a problem for tomorrow. Just do what you can. I’d like to cut loose and see what this new A-rank body can do… but I don’t want anyone too close. Get everyone at least a thousand feet back. Actually… tell you what, I’m going to create a trench far enough back. Have your troops get in it and then I’ll see if I can’t put on a show for them.”

 



Chapter 10 - Warning Shots

 

Betsy issued her orders to her captains, and I got out of their way. I didn’t want to be in direct command of the militia, so I needed to give her the space to do her thing. If someone died because I stepped back, I’d probably blame myself, but I was going to have to get used to that. I couldn’t be everywhere at the same time.

Thinking about that made me realize that perhaps the most important skill for me to level was Blink Body. I started running, but as I did, I triggered Blink Body and continually shifted myself to the right or left—if only by a single foot.

The skill description was accurate. I didn’t feel any disorientation from the teleportation. What it had failed to cover was how the ground would feel under my feet when it was changed step to step. Oh well, after half a dozen jumps I found that I was starting to get used to it. More importantly, I learned a great deal about the skill.

At level one, it cost almost no ki, and I could have kept this up almost indefinitely. I wondered how long it would take me to train it up. Even very short teleports had practical applications in combat, but for true utility for travel I’d have to get it up to at least level 14 or 15 before it would be useful—even for blinking around town. After that, of course, it would rapidly scale up. I had to imagine that the higher levels would be exponentially harder to improve than the low ones.

For now, though, it was fighting time—not thinking time. I stopped a little more than a thousand feet from the pit where the monster was trying to climb out. From what I’d assessed, this monster would be at least fifty feet tall and was more than twenty feet across. I believed that, at least with the trench, this would be far enough away to keep the troops safe.

I focused my ki, summoning a ki slice which I let build between my hands. I wanted to do this all with one cut, so I poured more ki into it. The blade continued to grow until it was roughly three feet wide. What I was attempting now would have been a strain at B-rank, but now I barely felt the stress.

I smiled as I realized I was going to like being A-rank.

Once I had the energy formed, I pulled out Bargon’s Slice. I knew I could make the slice without it, but it seemed like a good focus. My improved Soul stat sensed more life within the sword than I had previously.

It still didn’t feel like a person, but like something that was part of a person. I’d have to figure it out later. Maybe if I compared it to Betsy’s axe, which housed her father’s soul, I’d be able to learn more. I chuckled. I could just see how that conversation with the cowkin would go… “I’ll show you mine, if you show my yours.”

I pushed that thought out of my mind and focused my will into the enchanted sword, running the ki between my hands along its edge. I focused on the spatial cutting ability of the sword, imbuing that aspect into my ki slice. It was easier than I’d expected—almost one of those things where I wondered why I hadn’t tried to do this before.

Then I slashed with Bargon’s Slice.

Ki Slice

The ground in front of me ripped open in a cut so clean that it might as well have been made with a surgeon’s scalpel—except this surgical cut was more than a thousand feet long, six feet wide, and five feet deep. I figured that should be deep enough and big enough for all the militia to hole up in. I felt a slight moment of drain when I expended all that ki at once, but my cores replaced it almost as quickly as I noted the drain.

Something interesting which I hadn’t expected, was the way all of the dirt simply disappeared. It wasn’t like I had ripped up a trench and been left with a massive mound of dirt. Instead, the edges of the trench were so smooth and perfect, it was as though any excess dirt had never existed.

With my mind, I tracked the spatial energy with which I’d imbued the blade and realized that the dirt had simply been shifted into small hill a few hundred feet away. Interesting. I’d have to explore that more when I wasn’t busy killing strange beasts.

When I looked back towards where the monster was, I saw much of the militia staring at me with their mouths hanging open. I forgot how impressive that must have looked. Well, I guess it could only be considered a good thing if they thought I was incredibly powerful.

It should make them feel more confident serving Yonderton. Rava was right though, I could easily make them think they weren’t needed or that I’d always be there to pull their fat out of the fire.  

One of the sergeants shouted, “Don’t just stand there gawking at the Sheriff! Get in the trench.”

To their credit, the men seemed to have a good deal of discipline. Cowkin, foxkin, orc, and elf alike—all of the races were represented and seemed to have integrated well. They quickly made their way down the trench, but the riflemen were still retreating.

I’d have to buy them a bit of time.

Part of this was to make a show of it. I wanted Mensor and the other gods to know that I wasn’t going to be bullied, but I also wanted to show our people my strength. I streaked back towards the monster.

As I approached the pit, I pushed off the ground.

Sovereignty of Body

This skill reduced the influence of gravity on me. I’d have to build it up, but I kept it active as I flew high over the pit, looking down into the creature’s massive maw. As I soared over it, I slashed down with Bargon’s Slice.

Ki Slice

My blast of force ripped into the creature. It screeched in pain and sank back down into the pit so that only its claws grabbed onto the lip of the chasm. I fell to the ground on the far side of the pit, feeling gravity’s reduced pull on me. Then I began using Blink Body to move to the hole in the ground, bit by bit.

Blink Body… Blink Body… Blink Body…

I activated the skill repeatedly—dozens of times—till it started to feel second nature. As I landed at the edge of the pit, I was greeted by a pleasant notification.

Body Sovereignty +1

Blink Body +1

The creature groaned and the ground rumbled like another earthquake. I watched as the rest of the militia retreated into the protection I’d made for them. Betsy was the last one to climb down into the trench. As she did, I knelt down and put my hand on the broken ground.

I used Soul Projection and pushed it into the ground so that I could get the exact dimensions on the creature. It turned out my initial estimates were fairly close, at least regarding its size. I did, however, learn some other important things about my foe.

Whatever soul this creature possessed was not in this body. It must be trapped on its home plane. That meant that even if I destroyed every particle of this creature, it would live on elsewhere.

I could also see the influence of Mensor on it. Now that I better understood mana, it was like the god of monsters had painted a sign on the creature’s side, marking it as his minion. He had imbued it with a simple desire. It was to destroy Yonderton in general, and me specifically.

I pushed with Soul Builder and tried to get a better feel for the intent crammed into this monster and realized that it was almost as if Mensor had started to give this creature its marching orders, but then stopped and simply left his minion in this helpless state where it had to obey his order, but didn’t have any real direction about how to do so.

It was cruel. But then my experience was that the gods of Olimero didn’t think much of the mortals they were supposed to care for. None of that changed what I had to do.

This creature had to be destroyed. And I had to do so in such a way that I sent a message—both to my troops and to the gods. I streaked around the wide hole in the ground and took up a position halfway between the trench and the pit.

The creature had already started working its way out of the pit. The blow I’d delivered had been painful, but not fatal by any measure. It was a simple beast, and had to follow the broken directive which the god of monsters had hard-wired into it.

I sat down and began to meditate, focusing my thoughts. I’d extended my senses, so that I’d know the instant the creature was out of the pit. Perhaps I could have blasted it into oblivion within the pit, but that wouldn’t send the statement I was looking for.

Too many had sought to use me. That ended now.

As I calmed my mind, I spun both my completed cores as quickly as I could. My Soul Core was not fully formed, barely enough, in fact, for me to feel it was a sphere. There was nothing to spin--yet. But I did feel the way that Synergy was making all of my stats work together better, including my soul.

I gathered my ki and then pushed it into Soul Projection.

Instead of scanning the ground, I thought about the feeling of the gods I had experienced in the past. It didn’t really matter to me which one I got the attention of, I just needed one of them. That would have to do for a start.

Interestingly enough, it wasn’t Mensor but rather Sativa who I sensed first.

“Sativa, this has to stop.”

There was no response.

I focused my ki further.

Soul Projection

This time I felt like I was ripping into a different dimension and shouting. “Sativa, answer me.”

“Yes, my consort?”

Her voice filled my mind. It was powerful, like always, but didn’t feel like it was going to crush me. I was also much better able to gauge the difference between us. In that instant, I knew that the gap between wherever she was and A-rank was greater than the gap between E-rank and A-rank.

Rather than being discouraged, I took the fact that I was able to assess the difference now as progress. It made me aware that I still had to tread carefully, but that I was closing the gap. It was a staggering concept. Now the real question was whether she could read my thoughts like she used to be able to.

I didn’t sense any change in her, not even a flicker. Either she had a better poker face, so to speak, than I gave her credit for—or she was no longer able to read my thoughts.

“I’m not your consort. You know that.”

“Not yet, but I made the offer. You’re even more suitable as an A-rank, but surely the monster you’re facing now shows you that you will need help.”

“That little thing? I’m gonna trash it as a motivational tool for my militia.”

“Hmm… you do seem to be stronger than most brand new A-ranks, but surely you understand I wasn’t talking about that single monster. Mensor was going to destroy you when you were in the middle of your transition, but I interrupted him. That is why the creature is… incomplete.”

“And why would you do that?”

“My offer to accept you as my consort was genuine,” the goddess replied. “I’m not going to be like some doting mortal wife, but I will care for you. Who knows? We might even learn to love one another. You certainly don’t seem to have any trouble falling in love with mortals.”

“Not what I called you to talk about,” I growled. “I don’t believe for a single instant that you don’t realize all contracts and quests between us ended when I reached A-rank. But I plan to start things off on the right foot between us. To that end, I want two things from you.”

“Oh? The mighty A rank is going to make demands of the feeble goddess. I’m trembling in my… what was the expression from Earth? Oh yes, I’m trembling in my boots.”

“Not a threat,” I admitted, “just a promise. You all want something from me, but you won’t get it with threats. I’m pretty sure that what you want more than anything is to expand the nature of Olimero—well, that and you want a measure of order introduced into this chaotic world you’ve created.”

“You think you’ve got it all figured out, do you? But you haven’t explained what it is that you want from me.”

The creature was halfway out of the pit, so I needed to hurry this conversation along. 

“The first thing is simple. I want you to pass this message onto all the gods: No threats, but I will negotiate as a good neighbor. All I care about now is my family and this city. As a token of fealty to you, I’m going to expand. It may take me some time, but I will bring the Untamed Lands under your control… and I will conquer Westerton, since they are profaning your plan.”

“Hmmm… I’m listening.”

“The other thing I want from you, is for you to honor your promises in the previous quests—ensuring that you still give the gifts you promised to each of my wives when they introduce a new hybrid species into Olimero. You don’t have to give me a powerful enchanted ring, but me stabilizing the western part of this continent should be worth something to you.”

“No deal,” she said. “I’m not going to bless those who serve other gods.”

“That isn’t fair. Rava still honors you, though she is now a handmaiden of Telmorra, and Nimeera has never said anything against you.”

“But they aren’t my chosen handmaidens. In fact, they are the chosen of other gods or goddesses… let their benefactors bless them.”

“Fine then,” I huffed, “just keep your word for Josie and Mursha.”

“Your orc wife isn’t one of my chosen.”

“No, but she and her father are both very faithful. That should count for something.”

“Perhaps it should, but with so many gods in play… it doesn’t count for enough.”

“Fine, then make Mursha your handmaiden. You know she is worthy.”

Sativa laughed. “If you or she had asked yesterday, I likely would have agreed. Unfortunately, today’s circumstances have conspired to make that impossible. That is… unless you want to pledge yourself to me. If you do that, I’d bless a pig for you.”

“This isn’t fair.”

“Life rarely is, but if you will agree to stabilize the western part of the continent, then I’ll grant the magical items promised to Josie and will provide you with the necessary material resources to grow your city faster.”

I thought about it for a second. The monster was already out of the pit and getting its bearings. It would only be a second or two more until it saw me. “Deal.”

“And not as part of any deal you proposed, but as a promise of my good intention to take you as my consort, here is a promise ring—I think that’s a custom on your world, if I remember correctly.”

I groaned. “Yeah… but the man usually gives the woman a ring as a promise—not the other way around.”

“Oh? Well, I am a goddess and you are a mortal, so maybe it’s the equivalent. Now, though, it looks like your company is here. I do promise one other thing. The ring isn’t a trap in any way. That, I swear on my name. Oh… and don’t worry, once you accept my offer, I’ll show you just how much of a woman I am.”

Then I felt her presence depart from my mind just as one of the creature’s three massive claws came smashing down where I had been. Of course, it was simple enough for me to avoid its clumsy strike, but I could only lament how cool it would have been if my Blink Body skill had been high enough level to have teleported me out of the way.

This was gonna be an old fashion throw-down; so, no worries. I shoved the ring Sativa had caused to appear on my finger into my spatial bag. I hadn’t felt any ill effect from the short time it had been on my finger, but now was not the time to have to worry about an unknown.

I charged at the creature’s leg, slamming my fist into it. Really, I was testing out this new body. And as far as I was concerned, this monstrous creature was just a mobile training dummy. My fist wasn’t enhanced by ki, but my durability had gone up so much, that I didn’t feel much, if anything, from the punch.

My Strength was enough to break the creature’s rocky hide. It blasted out like dynamite had gone off inside its leg. Rocky shrapnel shot every-which-way, but it only bounced off my skin. I began swinging and kicking, working my way around the creature’s leg. It was hopelessly slow compared to me, so it couldn’t avoid my strikes.

I was beginning to wonder how Mensor thought this would have been able to stop me, even if I was still only B-rank. But then realized that I had been vulnerable during my transformation, and that—if Sativa was being honest—the monster would have been much stronger if she hadn’t interrupted Mensor. It was probably a sign of my oddness that I lamented the fact it wasn’t stronger. It would have made for a better fight.

Now that I was getting accustomed to my enhanced physical stats, I began to infuse ki into my fists. The sheer amounts of ki I now commanded, and the speed with which I could move it through my body were likely the greatest upgrades at A-rank.

My blows now pulverized large chunks of the monster’s rocky body, causing gravel to blast outward at each impact. Underneath a couple of feet of rocky hide was the flesh of a normal creature, although it had black blood with the viscosity of crude oil.

My Ki Aura kept me from getting any of the gunk on me. That alone was worth gaining the new skill. At this point, my body was literally glowing with the power of my ki. I hoped it was a good show for the troops. I leaped around, practically flying while also gaining a few more level increases for my new skills.

Blink Body: +2

Body Sovereignty: +1

Ki Infusion: +1

All in all, I was accomplishing everything that I’d set out to do, but then I felt a surge of sharp pain through the bond. Oh, shit! I was taking too long. Josie was about to deliver.

I shot upward like a rocket and then dove down into the beast’s open maw like a falling star. The force of my impact toppled it over. I began to draw in the mana within its body. My cores spun faster and faster as I converted massive quantities of Earth Mana into ki. Soon, its body began to crumble.

When I saw the faint tendril which led back to its home plane, I reached out with Soul Builder and severed the connection.

Mana Fusion: +1

The creature shuddered and, within seconds, began to turn into a pile of dust around me. I exploded outward with a burst of ki encasing around my body and blasted it into a cloud of dust before leaping high into the air. When I came back down to the ground, it was right in front of the trench.

The troops all stared at me in awe.

Betsy began clapping and started a chant: “Lord Case. Lord Case. Lord Case.” The chant was taken up by the militia, and while it still made me feel oddly uncomfortable, it was necessary.

I pushed out with my telepathy. My mind wanted to scream, as I had never tried to project a thought to so many minds all at once.

“Lady Josie is about to give birth. Return to the city and celebrate the birth of my new daughter.”

I spun on my heel and was soon streaking across the ground. Hopefully, I’d get there in time to witness the birth of my little girl—if not, I’d never hear the end of it.

 



Chapter 11 - Andrea

 

I ran home so quickly that it felt like everything passed by in a blur. Well, to be fair, I was in a bit of a hurry. My ki enhanced legs had me moving faster than a car and I continually practiced Blink Body as I ran. I was still only jumping eight feet with each blink, but it felt like learning to move like this would be important in the future.

There were no more level ups, but practice was good on its own. The very fact that I was still alive today was proof positive that training was essential. I was so focused on getting to Josie’s side that I didn’t even bother checking out the ring which Sativa had given me. That could come later.

I had six wives and wasn’t supposed to have any favorites, but in the beginning it had been me against the world—with only Josie and Lina by my side. I’d be lying to myself if I didn’t admit that made them special to me. I don’t know if it’s possible to love two people exactly the same, or to love a person with your whole heart and still have room to love others, but that was what I was doing. Somehow.

I blinked one last time through the closed door into the infirmary. My wives would have felt my approach through the bond, but there were still more than a few gasps. Josie was in the middle of pushing so she didn’t seem to notice me.

In an instant, I was beside her and had taken her hand. She bore down as she looked up at me, a look of relief flickering across her tired expression. One more push and suddenly, I was a father for a third time. Lina caught the baby and then started doing whatever the doctors, midwives, or healers do down there.

I focused on Josie. She looked more tired than she had after any of her matches in the arena. I leaned over her and kissed her forehead. “You did great, my love.”

My foxkin pulled me down and soon we were hugging, my face buried in her tangled red locks.

After what felt like only an instant, Lina said, “She’s so cute. Are you ready to hold your daughter?”

I knew Lina was speaking to me. I slowly disengaged from Josie and looked down at the little bundle she was holding. My daughter was tiny, but I quickly got a sense of what she was going to be like. Her hair was a shock of bright red and stood up in a wild spray. She had more hair than I’d expect from a human baby—although I was far from an expert on such things.

When I took her into my arms, her wide eyes melted my heart. “My little Andrea.”

I quickly glanced at Josie, “If that’s okay with you, love. It’s a name from my world—the name of one of my sisters, actually. I think it means ‘valor’ in some ancient Earth language.”

“I love it, and we have a similar name here,” Josie replied.

Strength had already returned to her voice. More than that her eyes said what she’d never voice. She wanted to hold her baby. Now that she knew I was pleased, her motherly instincts were taking over. I looked forward to seeing my fierce and fiery warrior’s softer side.

I lowered Andrea to Josie and then watched as mother and daughter looked at each other for the first time. Andrea was definitely her mother’s daughter with that shock of red hair, foxkin ears, and a white-tipped tail—though her tail was on the stubby side.

Josie sighed in contentment. “She has your eyes, Rob… and her grip is already strong.”

“Hopefully she’ll be just as loving and fierce as her mother,” I replied.

For a moment, it felt like it was just Josie and I enjoying our daughter, but when I looked up I saw my other wives all looking at me. What was it about a man liking kids that seemed to get women so worked up? I guess I could understand, at least with my pregnant wives, but each and every one of them were looking at me like I’d just cured cancer or something equally miraculous.

Lina clapped her hands softly together, taking charge. “Okay, say your goodbyes. They deserve some time alone. And you’ll all want the same when it’s your turn.”

Daria came over and looked at the baby and then me before leaning in to kiss Josie’s forehead. “Looks like you did good. Sarah will look forward to having a little sister to play with.”

Each of my wives gave me a kiss and complimented the baby before congratulating the mother. Some kissed Josie’s forehead, or squeezed her hand. It was the perfect reminder that while they all got along, they were each their own people—women who had unique relationships with their sister-wives.

When I was alone with Josie, I climbed up into the bed next to her and the baby. “She really is perfect. You know that right?”

My lovely wife snickered. “Uh huh. You had a hand in that, too.”

I smirked. “I don’t think my hand actually had anything to do with it.”

Josie giggled. “You know what I mean.”

“Just getting you to giggle like that was completely worth it. You’re serious so much of the time, I consider making you smile or laugh a personal victory.”

She sighed and leaned her head against my chest—just like Andrea was cuddled up against her chest. After a while she said, “This just made everything so much more real.”

“How’s that?”

“Us, Andrea… our family. Our life… Yonderton. I have so much to protect, but that also means I have so much to lose.” She looked down at our daughter. “I never imagined I could have all this.”

“I know. At first I only struggled to get stronger because I didn’t want to die.”

She cut me off laughing. “You were so weak at first. I almost can’t even picture a world full of people like that.”

“Hey! I was actually quite strong… by Earth standards.”

She rolled her eyes, but grinned, so I continued. “Now, even though I’m stronger than I ever imagined was possible, I feel like I need to work even harder. It isn’t just about me anymore. In fact, I’m the smallest consideration.”

“Not to me, you aren’t,” she whispered.

“You know what I mean,” I mumbled, kissing the top of her head. Then, we just basked in our love—the sweet silence only disturbed by the funny little noises Andrea would make from time to time.

I didn’t want to ruin this perfect moment but eventually I said, “I spoke to Sativa.”

My Jo-Jo snuggled up, pressing into my neck with her face as though she could burrow into me. “I was wondering when you were going to bring up what was bothering you.”

“Nothing could bother me now, but I figured you should know what she said.” I explained about my conversation with the goddess. When I finished talking, I was surprised by Josie’s response.

“You should have tried to get more out of her,” she grumbled.

“Um, a massive elemental monster was about to step on me.”

“Bah, don’t give me that. You didn’t bother telling me about the fight, which tells me one of two things.”

I arched an eyebrow at this. She probably couldn’t see it, but she answered my unasked question all the same.

“Either the fight was so easy for you that it wasn’t worth talking about, or you nearly died and you want to hide the fact. Given the fact that Lina wasn’t freaking out and the condition you arrived in, I’m going with option number one.”

“Bingo.” I grinned. “But how’d you know?”

She snickered. “You always like to talk about your fights if they were challenging. You break everything down and like to give a blow-by-blow description and analysis.”

“Hey now…”

“Shh… I’m not complaining. We all like it. It’s cute. You aren’t even bragging like some guys do when you get all excited about it. You just want to get better and keep replaying the fight in your mind. It’s natural that some of that should bubble out.”

“Uh, thanks… I guess. Wait,” I pulled back to look down at her, “did you say all of you like it?”

“Sister-wives talk. We’ve all seen it and noted it.” She giggled. “Just be grateful I don’t give you all the details of our girl talk.”

I started to ask what she meant, but then thought better of it. I shifted gears. “As you are Sativa’s Handmaiden, should you really be encouraging me to get more from her?”

Josie snorted softly into my neck, which tickled a bit. “I’m not telling you to betray her. Besides, she’s a goddess… she can afford it. And if she’s gonna proposition my husband without even talking to me and the other wives about it, then that’s what she gets.”

“Okay, uh… I really thought the deal was pretty one sided in my favor. She is going to give you the swords she promised and will give me more supplies to advance the growth of Yonderton.”

“I feel bad for Mursha and the others though,” she murmured.

“So do I, but I tried. I’m just going to have to speak to the other gods. Not sure what to do about Mursha, but I’ll figure something out.”

“None of us care about the goddess’ gifts. The love of our husband and that we get to be mothers is its own reward. Don’t get me wrong. I do serve Sativa, but I didn’t have Andrea so she’d give me some magic swords. Besides, she already did. After Andrea was born, I got a notification that she’d enchanted my father’s blades, so I get to keep both my heirloom and still gain weapons that will grow in power with me. Perhaps someday I’ll be able to pass them on to this little one.”

“That’s great! Care to share the description?”

She nodded, and I got a notification.

The Faithful Daughter: You have followed in the footsteps of your father as a faithful daughter and mastered his skill with two swords. This is commendable. Even more commendable, is how you have followed the mother of all Olimero. You are my daughter and I am proud of you—as I am of all my creation—but even a mother can have favorites.

Two blades: Faithful and Daughter.

Current status: B-grade items.

Faithful: Your right-handed blade, this weapon was your father’s but has been enchanted into something new. It symbolizes how you are faithful to your parents, your husband, your children, and your goddess. You draw strength from that faith and with that faith, your defense becomes even more solid. With the blade bared in your hand, you cannot be surprised. As long as this sword is on your person, you gain:

Strength: +30

Durability: +40

 

Daughter: A child is the extension of their parent and so this, your left-handed blade, is an extension of you. You have grown beyond either of your parents, and that fact is demonstrated by this sword. By infusing the blade with your mana, it will be able to cut through metal as easily as wax. The effect only applies to metal.

When using both weapons together, they will feel so natural to you that your skills are enhanced:

Melee Combat: +20

Dual Wield: +40


These bonuses will only grow as you do.

I whistled. That was truly impressive.

Josie smiled. “I can’t wait to use them, but you aren’t changing the subject on me. You should have argued for more specifics from Sativa.”

“Maybe, but I made the decision not to. She can change her mind anytime she wants, but I’m offering to help bring to heel two parts of the world which are hostile to her divine will. I figure that by leaving it open ended, I can keep going back to her and asking for more. As for our expansion, it was going to need to happen anyway. Those aren’t the kind of neighbors we can afford to have. As for Centrum… that’s still to be seen.”

“Okay, I can accept that. Now are you going to show me this ring she gave you?”

I shrugged, trying not to jostle the baby. “I haven’t even looked at it myself, yet.”

Josie groaned. “Ugh, only my husband would get a gift from a goddess and not even bother to look at it.”

I gave the woman in in my arms a squeeze. “You’re all the goddess I need.”

She made a low purring sound but said, “Your other wives might complain if they heard you say that, but I appreciate the sentiment. I really do want you to serve Sativa, but I also want to make sure we can keep you with us. Make sure we are present if you negotiate with her again.”

I paused to think about her words for a moment before I brought up the notification about my new ring. The name alone made me laugh.

Ring of Immutable Virtue

Rank: A+

This is a gift worthy of a demi-god, but it comes with a catch. It can only be worn by a man of virtue and integrity. This is the kind of man who does what he says and says what he does. He must be faithful to those he commits to.

Any woman or any man who doesn’t meet these criteria will be cursed if they put the ring on.

While wearing this ring, a worthy wielder will have his thoughts and mind protected from all other gods and goddesses. None of them will be able to influence or manipulate him inappropriately—or even read his thoughts unless he allows it—while an unworthy wearer will find that their thoughts are projected to all those around them.

The ring also provides the following passive benefits for a worthy wearer:

Leveling Rate for all skills: +50%

Synergy: +100
 

The wearer is entitled to exercise the authority of a Sheriff and lord in any district of Olimero. If there is already a proper Sheriff and Lord there already, then authority will be shared jointly with a recognized and worthy incumbent—while an unworthy wearer will find that all their stats are cut in half and will find that they are a magnet for monsters, who will be drawn to them from as far as fifty miles away.

The ring also provides the following active benefits for a worthy wearer:

- Once per month, the user may contact any god of Olimero and have a conversation with them.

- Once per year, the wearer may summon Sativa, goddess of nature and architect of Olimero to physically intervene on his behalf up to and including sending an avatar to save the wearer.

This ring may be upgraded by the one who crafted it.




“Talk about divine gifts. Why haven’t you put it on yet?”

I frowned. “I’m not sure. I’m… I’m still thinking about it. Even after reading about the benefits, I’m not sure. I don’t like what wearing this ring would imply. I just need some more time.”

Josie nuzzled my neck. “As long as you’re mine, you can have all the time you need. Sativa is a goddess after all. She’ll just have to be patient.”

After a bit, Lina brought dinner in for us and then offered to hold the baby so we could clean up. I decided to take her up on the offer and Josie likely had some womanly things to attend to. I was an engaged husband—but I didn’t need to know everything.

As I let the warm water run down my back, I glanced at the notification I had received when Andrea was born. Her stat caps were higher than Robbie’s, but then I had been B-rank when she was conceived. I felt a bit sad about it, because this meant that my younger children were always going to have a built-in advantage over their siblings. It was just another issue for me to resolve.

For now, I just wanted to enjoy the warm water.

 

New species: Human/Foxkin Hybrid

As a species native to Olimero, stat caps will apply to this species, as will full compatibility with magic. As the base genetic material of this hybrid is that of a non-Olimeran species, it is suspected that the path to cultivation may be open to this race, as well—though this has yet to be determined.

Stat caps will be set with the same ratios as the foxkin half of the new species’ genetics, but will be based upon the dominant parent’s current stat progression:

Human/Foxkin Hybrid Racial Caps:

Strength: 190

Agility: 320

Durability: 130

Magic: 290

Base Stats upon reaching adulthood:

Strength: 80

Agility: 110

Durability: 40

Magic: 90

 



Chapter 12 - Prioritizing 

 

Introducing Robbie and Sarah to Andrea was a great deal of fun. Robbie had ben unsure about a new sister at first, but we had all been working to get both kids ready for more siblings, since it was going to be raining babies in the Case household over the next few weeks. Two more between Mursha and Nimeera in the next week or two, and then three months after that or so, the twins would arrive.

Lina mentioned that twins might be born early but that with the infirmary and her here, as well as the blessings of multiple gods, we shouldn’t have much to worry about. That put my mind at ease, although I didn’t know it had been something to worry about. Rava, for one, never acted nervous—she was just so thrilled to be a mother. She was pleasantly surprised to learn that it was something that she’d been missing and craving for ages. Such was our life.

The next day, we had a meeting that included not only me and my wives, but also Denne and his wives, Betsy and her captains, as well as Sema. Master Dalcon was the only master trainer we’d hired so far, and he joined us as well. After a little small talk, I gave them all a rundown on my conversation with Sativa. It got mixed results, but in the end all of my wives seemed to want to be involved in any further negotiations that I did with a god or goddess.

Rava said, “We can’t really tell if it was a good deal yet—not until we see what kind of resources the town is going to be getting.”

“I know, and she didn’t exactly tell me what it would be, but I’ve already spoken to both Daria and Rozelle about it. Daria’s scouts are going to be escorting some workers with mining experience on expeditions to look for resources. Obviously, mines would be one of the most valuable.”

Mursha nodded. “I need high quality metals to make some of the better implements and items we will need. My blacksmithing skill has passed level 100 now, which opened up a bunch of options.”

“That’s amazing. Your father, must be incredibly proud.”

Denne burst out laughing at my comment while Mursha blushed. It always looked odd on her green skin.

“Don’t tell me he got upset about it?” I growled.

Denne chuckled. “Our father was his usual open-minded self. He told her that the product she should be focusing on was the baby in her stomach.”

Mactosh, their father, was a man I considered a friend, but I felt the lip of the sturdy table crumble under my hand.

Lina poked me in the side, “Rob?”

I looked at her, confused by her question. “What?” There was a bit more tension in my voice than I would have liked.

She pointed at how I was destroying the table.

Now it was my turn to blush. “Oops. I guess I don’t know my own strength.” I sucked in a deep breath and blew it out before admitting, “Actually… I’m sorry, Lina. You don’t deserve to be snapped at. None of you do. My father-in-law’s attitude made me angry and I let it get the better of me.”

Lina leaned in and kissed my cheek. “You can just use that energy in a more constructive form of apology later.”

I looked at Mursha, “I’ll speak with him.”

Denne and Rava both winced, and Mursha seemed to shrink into her seat. I didn’t know what I’d said that was wrong, but could read the room well enough not to open my mouth again and continue chewing on my toenails.

I telepathically asked Rava what I’d done wrong.

She replied, “I’ll explain later, just drop it for now.”

Then, to change the subject, my elven wife asked me about the ring Sativa had given me.

“I still haven’t put it on,” I admitted.

Josie shook her head. “She isn’t trying to trick you. I don’t believe she’d do that to you… and you’re absolutely worthy to wear it.”

Daria said, “If I understand your explanation of Synergy, wouldn’t wearing that ring effectively double your stats? That alone is too big of a boon to give up.”

“That’s what has me so nervous. Sometimes, when a gift is too good to be true, you really have to question it.”

Rava pursed her lips. “I could ask Telmorra to check it out. I’m sure she’d be willing to give you a comparable gift, should you choose her.”

Nimeera chimed in, “I’ve already asked Korkanis and he said it wasn’t an obvious threat, but that he would happily match or beat the gift. He also said that since Sativa was being so stingy, he would give me a wife’s reward when I give birth to your child… though I’m not sure what that means.”

To answer the questions anyone not in my immediate family had about this, I explained about my old quest Extending Nature and how it had been broken when I reached A-rank. We discussed the gods a bit more as well as what A-rank really meant.

Eventually, I called for everyone’s attention. “Okay, so there are four more things that I wanted to address today. We don’t have to talk about them in any particular order, but we need to discuss the fairies, Westerton, Centrum, and Mensor.”

“What about the Untamed Lands?” Lina asked. “You told Sativa you were going to bring them under control.”

I nodded. “Yes, but they aren’t attacking us at the moment, and aren’t nearly as well organized. I’d rather focus on prioritizing more imminent threats.”

Sema spoke up next. “I’m actually surprised that my mother has waited this long.”

“I’m not. If I had to guess, that is either Mensor or Telmorra’s doing. Mensor only riled up your people as a way of trying to motivate me to become the King of Monsters that he wanted. But as I understand it, Telmorra might have even more influence with your mother.”

“That is true,” Sema admitted.

“Then I have this question for you. Will the fact that I’m now A-rank change anything for your mother?”

“Queen Delicia acts from a place of desperation,” Rava said, turning to Sema. “She wants your race, the fairies, to survive. If anything, this will make her want Rob all that much more, but it is also more likely to make her lean towards tactics like trying to gain leverage over him.”

Sema gasped, cringed, and then winced as my elven wife finished speaking. “You really need to ensure you guard your wives and children,” she said and then blushed. “Maybe I should go. I don’t want to… I’ve really come to like it here. Your family … well… they are different from what I expected.”

“You mean from the lesser races?” I asked.

She blushed again. “I’ve tried never to call you that. I mean, it’s what I was taught… but I know that isn’t true now. And if you’re planning on keeping me as a hostage against my mother’s good behavior, I’m not sure that will work. My mother will risk losing any fairy if it will preserve her people. The fact that you seem to be able to have children who deviate from Olimeran norms is enough incentive for that.”

“What if I could get the gods to lift their curse on your people?” I asked. “Would she become an ally, or would she still try to control us?”

Sema didn’t answer me right away but instead seemed to be lost in thought. After a moment she said, “I want to say that it would work, but even then she would still think of other races as lesser.”

“Just as well, because I’m not sure I’m prepared to do what I’d have to in order to get that curse lifted.” I dipped my head to the tiny woman. “Thank you for answering my questions and putting my mind to rest.”

“What?” Sema asked, suddenly flustered.

“You didn’t lie to me and you genuinely seem to want what’s best for me and my family.”

“Well… I do, but how could you know that?”

“Sigmund, you can come out now?”

At that moment, one of the servants who had been carrying dishes set them down and stood up taller. He was an elf and rather tall, with no trace of the expression of a servant on his face, although just a moment before he had appeared to be a bunnykin server.

Sema and everyone but my wives seemed to be shocked. “I’m sorry for the deception, but I needed to know if you could be trusted. This is Sigmund. He is the court mage appointed by Sativa. Between him and Rava, they hid his identity and then combined their mana to learn many things about you.”

Sema’s eyes went wide and she covered her mouth with one hand.

“Let me ask you something. I need to be clear that there would be multiple steps before we would even consider this, but would you be interested in joining our family?”

Sema stared at me. Her tiny face seemed to become almost all eyes as they got even wider. She looked around in a panic at my various wives before settling on Lina.

Rava and Josie each put their palms up to their faces, with the foxkin actually groaning.

Lina tsk’d. “Rob, I love you, but sometimes, I swear you're completely hopeless. We told you we’d take care of this.”

Rava added, “It’s okay. This might not be the way things are done, but it is classically Rob. Sema, he didn’t mean to put you on the spot or embarrass you, he can be rather blunt. In his homeland, men are the ones who ask their prospective mates things like that.”

The fairy was completely flustered and started buzzing around the chair, which was her spot at the table. “Uh… uh… I’ve dreamed about it. No fairy ever expected to have a husband. If we have children, then we do so with magically bound men.”

She ducked her head, blushing so hard that she glowed pink. “I’ve never been chosen to participate because I’m only fifty—which is young by fairy standards. But I’ve seen it done... and it didn’t look like all that much fun.”

Surprisingly, it was Daria who beat Lina to the punch. “It’s big fun with Rob. And when I say big, I mean bigggg.”

The two male captains sitting beside Betsy suddenly looked incredibly uncomfortable, while the female monkeykin captain and Betsy herself each stared hungrily at me. Some of my wives and Denne’s wives were all giggling, while I just shook my head.

They were incorrigible, and I knew that saying anything about it would only encourage them to do it more.

“So, never forcibly raped any men… I guess that’s a positive,” Nimeera said after she finally stopped laughing. 

 Rava pursed her lips. “We’ll talk about this more later—but for now, let’s move on to the other topics, as any strategy we come up with to deal with the fairies will depend on what else is decided here.”

I nodded and said, “Okay, that brings us to Westerton. I want to start responding in kind to their attacks, but we need to discuss what the appropriate level of response should be.”

“What do you mean, Lord Case?” my cowkin militia commander asked. “They have launched escalating attacks against us at least three times. They seem to be encouraging Centrum to participate, and likely have spies here in the city.”

I frowned. “That would be almost impossible to stop with all the immigration we’ve had recently, but we need the population to continue growing. Westerton is still twice as large as we are, and far more established. They’ve had merits for a long time to build up their defenses.”

Nimeera spoke up. “As to the spies in our city, I’m working on that, but it will take some time. Regarding the merits, you need to remember that they are out of favor with Sativa, so they won’t be getting any merits—and likely haven’t for a while. I don’t know how long that has been the case, but as soon as I can get some people in place, I’ll find out.”

I smiled. The catkin was definitely a good choice for my Mistress of Secrets. And she was extra cute when she got that determined look on her face—not that I could tell her that now, because it would have undercut her presentation.

“What I meant, Betsy, was that they haven’t caused any real damage yet, have they?”

“They haven’t gotten a force within ten miles of the city,” Betsy admitted. “And we’ve only suffered two casualties. It would have been more, but for the healing potions Lady Rava and her apprentices make and share with the militia. That is to say nothing of the healing provided by Lady Lina and some of the priestesses who work in the clinics.”

I rubbed my chin with my thumb and forefinger. It was a gesture; I found myself using when I needed to stall for time. “Okay, so two deaths aren’t nothing… and they need to pay for that. It isn’t enough for me to attack their city with a major force, though.”

I narrowed my eyes, a cold anger churning in my gut. “I want you to come up with a tactical plan and have it ready for me in two days. If they killed two of ours, we’ll kill twenty of theirs. We have to ensure they know we aren’t to be messed with. I know we’ll have to go to war with them eventually, but I want to do so on our timetable, not theirs.”

I looked around the table. Enough odd things had come up that everyone seemed more on edge than I was happy with. “Everyone, we’re going to end this meeting and I’d ask that only my wives and Sema stay.”

The officers all stood up and bowed. Betsy even joined in. That was gonna get old—fast.

Master Dalcon at least knew me well enough to know I didn’t want any part of that. He and Sigmund walked out of the room like two old drinking buddies, laughing at a joke the mage had made. I wondered what kind of trouble the two highly skilled old elves might get into—hopefully, not too much.

As the room emptied, a quiet settled over everyone. Best to just tear off the bandage. I looked around and made sure I had all their attention. “So, who wants to spy on Mensor for me?”



Chapter 13 - Gods and Wives

 

I grinned. I was in a room surrounded by seven women, six of whom were my wives, and no one was talking. This had to be a first—at least for me.

It wasn’t that I didn’t enjoy hearing my wives speak. Sema, wasn’t in the same league, but I had come to think of her as a friend at least. Their voices could do things to me that even their lovely curves did not. More than that, they were all very intelligent, brilliant each in their own way. I was happy with each of them.

Josie, my boldest wife, was the first to speak. “Um, how are supposed to spy on a god?”

“I don’t mean it quite literally. It won’t be like the spies trained by our newly appointed Mistress of Secrets. And you can’t do it, anyhow, as you’re already the chosen of a goddess.”

Nimeera suddenly burst out laughing and a second later Rava started nodding beside her. “I don’t know if you’re crazy or stupid, husband,” my catgirl said.

Lina looked confused. “Maybe I’m just being a silly bu…”

“No!” I shouted only to hear all my other wives echoing the same thing.

It was impossible not to love Lina when she had such an open heart for everyone in our family. And none of us were willing to hear anyone speak badly about her, least of all Lina, herself.

Josie said, “You know you aren’t allowed to say that. Besides, I’m completely lost, too.”

Rava smiled and said, “I believe what our husband is proposing, is that one of us who isn’t already a chosen, should try to become the chosen of Mensor. If I follow his thinking, having wives who are the chosen of various gods or goddesses is a two-way street. Sure, we may try to convince him that our patron is the best choice for him to follow—we assuredly believe that. But he trusts each of us also to be faithful to him and not to try and force the issue. That means that he also gains some insight into what our patron wants and is doing.”

I nodded along as she laid it all out. Then I looked from Daria to Mursha to Sema. “Are any of you interested?”

Mursha was shaking her head. “I’d gladly serve Sativa, but she would also be my pick for the best choice. Maybe it’s because of how I was raised, but I just can’t imagine serving any other god.” She cringed. “And just think about the expression on my dad’s face if he learned I was another god’s handmaiden.”

I wanted to chuckle at that, but given how I had mis-stepped before about her father, I figured it was better for me to keep quiet when it came to her father. “Well, that leaves Daria and Sema.”

“Uh, does that mean, what I think it does?” The fairy asked.

Lina smiled at that. “Apparently, my husband is as anxious to see a certain cute fairy naked as I am.”

Josie rolled her eyes at the bunnygirl. “You’ll have to forgive Rob. He has a massive heart, but our husband doesn’t always understand Olimeran customs. You may or may not realize that humans are not native to Olimero and are brought here by Sativa.”

Sema said, “Oh, I knew that part… but I don’t really know your customs, either. Sure, I was born here, but I’ve only ever lived in my little nest. That is, until I was sent to spy on Rob by Queen Delicia. Since then, I’ve gotten to know your family, and it’s amazing.”

Rava smiled. “Essentially, if a woman wants to court a man or is otherwise interested in becoming one of his wives, she goes first to the women who are already his wives. Or, if a man sees a woman that he is interested in, he has one of his wives approach that woman. Most often, it is the first wife—or, in elven culture, what we call the Mistress of the Sheets. For us, that’s Lina.”

Daria coughed. “I know that this is important, but I think we should talk about Sema’s future with us later.” She nodded at the fairy. “I don’t have anything against you, so please don’t think that. I just get uncomfortable talking about this stuff in front of Rob. We wives should sort it out first.”

Josie added, “I agree, but more importantly, Sema is already our in with the fairies. While Delicia isn’t nearly as powerful as any of the gods, she is also a more imminent threat. I don’t believe we should distract Sema from that task. And there is another candidate who might actually draw Mensor’s approval—not that Daria couldn’t.”

Mursha snickered, “Betsy.”

“Exactly.”

Lina chimed in, “Oh, I like her too. She’s got even bigger… uh… muscles than Mursha.” Lina winked at the orc as she said the last part.

I always got a bit annoyed when they talked about future wives and things like that in front of me, but I tamped it down. I knew it was their custom, and it wasn’t exactly like I was suffering. Truthfully, I’d probably be happiest if I didn’t have to add any more wives.

I felt emotionally stretched at times just trying to meet the needs of six women. Of course, none of them would ever complain. They all felt I gave them more time than they expected. I didn’t even have to guess about that—our soul-bonds made it obvious to me.

With the children being born, I was going to be pulled in even more directions. That was to say nothing about a war on two fronts, the gods, the fairies, and I hadn’t forgotten about the gangs which had tried to take over Yonderton. They were going to be a problem again at some point. Then, there were simply the responsibilities of being responsible for a rapidly growing city.

As I sat back lost in thought, my wives were feverishly talking in hushed tones. Finally, though, Nimeera said, “We really should continue this later. Don’t forget how keen his hearing is. He’s probably heard everything we just said.”

Lina’s face got all red as she looked at me.

“Yes, Lina,” I admitted, “I heard you say that you won’t stop until I’ve at least fucked every unmarried female clerk or deputy… and have at least one wife from everyone one of the races, Sativa created.”

She started to blush even more, but then shook her head. “Nope, I’m not gonna feel bad for being me. That’s what you always say, right? So what if I like fucking and I like making my husband happy? So what if it turns me on to think of a line of women begging for their turn with you?”

Josie put her arm around Lina. “I’m proud of you for sticking up for yourself. I may not share your limitless desires, but as we’ve all told Rob, the stronger his wives, the stronger a man he is—and he honors all of us by making our family stronger. I would support both Sema and Betsy joining the family, or at least courting Rob.”

I stood up. “Since we have drifted into the roles of the household, I guess I should bring up another subject. A couple of you aren’t going to like this, but it still has to be said.”

That got all their attention. Discussions about possible wives and how amusing they found my reactions to it were stopped cold. “I’ve been told that impressions matter, and that we need to take the next step. People are starting to call me Lord Case more often than Sheriff.”

“Both titles are accurate, husband,” Josie said.

“Yes, but they focus on different things. I can’t give up being Sheriff—but let’s face it, I don’t run the day-to-day operations of criminal justice in Yonderton.”

“Right, because that’s my job as chief deputy,” my foxkin said.

“Except you’re now Lady Case… or Lady Josie,” I replied. “The people look to you as much as I do. Denne has been doing a good job.”

The foxkin shook her head. “No, I don’t want…”

“You think I want to be some kind of noble? That’s what calling me Lord Case feels like. I just wanted to be a small-town sheriff, and maybe have a family. Now, I have that family and it’s much more than I ever expected.

“This isn’t a decision that I’ve come to lightly… and, of course, we can still discuss it, but I believe it would be for the best if each of us embraced our new roles as the ruling family. That means that Denne would officially become the chief deputy, but also that he would answer to you in all matters security related as the Mistress of the Wall.”

I braced myself for what I expected to be the more difficult request. I turned fully towards Lina and said, “That also means that you need to pick a new chief clerk. You can even pick sub-chiefs if you want. One for the administrative duties for the deputies, one for administration in our family, one for maintaining the house, and one for cooking. I know you won’t like this, but they will all still answer to you as Lady Lina and Mistress of the Sheets.”

Lina pushed up from her seat and kissed me on the cheek. “If you think that’s what would be for the best, husband.”

I rocked back in my seat. “What, no argument?”

“You said you thought about it and made a decision. What sort of wife would I be if I didn’t respect that? Josie may be fighting it, but that’s only because she hasn’t thought about how unjust it would be of us to ask you to adapt to Olimeran standards for husbands, and then not act like Olimeran wives, ourselves.”

When Lina said that, Josie’s shoulders slumped in surrender and she lowered her head. I was about to comfort her, but then she looked up at me. “I’ll speak to Denne as soon as we get done here. Maybe I can still help with patrols until we have enough deputies trained and ready. But Lina’s right. I’ll honor your decision, my love.”

Lina hugged Josie before giggling. “I would have argued, too, except I realized this will allow me far more time to work on Rob’s love life. I’ll double our family in a year, mark my words.”

They all looked at me, and then they all joined Lina’s giggling.

I shook my head and said, “Maybe I should leave you all to it. I have some husband stuff to do.” I arched an eyebrow at the giggling women, and then walked out of room.

Rava followed me and grabbed my arm before I left. “Are you okay? We didn’t mean to offend you.”

I smiled. She really had become more emotional while bearing our twins. More of my thoughts must have shown on my face than I intended or come across in the bond.

She narrowed her eyes. “You try carrying two little elf-humans inside of you and see if it doesn’t mess with your emotions. I’ve cared about you, Rob, ever since love crept up on me. I’m sorry if I haven’t always been good at expressing it—well, other than in one way.”

“That way is pretty spectacular, but I like seeing the softer side of you, too, my love.”

“Noted. Now, can I ask what you’re going to do now?”

“Just gonna go have a chat with a friend of mine.”

She smiled. “It seems you did figure it out.”

I nodded. “I can be slow on the uptake sometime, but I’m not completely oblivious. Mursha wasn’t upset because I said I want to protect her—I just need to do it.”

“Right, orcs are a very male driven society, and actions speak louder than words. She won’t want you to hurt him, but if you let him know what you think about how he speaks to your wife, then she’ll adore you for it.”

“Good. Well, you girls have fun. If things go as expected, I’ll be bringing Mactosh home for dinner tonight, so please ask Lina to set an extra plate.

 



Chapter 14 - Fathers-in-law and Fairies

 

I stopped in the kitchen and got a snack on the way out. A bunnykin clerk and a monkeykin clerk we working next to each other beside the sink, chopping some vegetables. I reached out and grabbed a piece of carrot with a movement so quick that it might as well have been a striking snake.

The bunnykin jumped back, clearly startled as she cried out, but the monkeykin snapped, “Hey, don’t take food…”

Her voice trailed off when she saw who it was. “Oh, sorry, Sheriff. I didn’t mean to yell at you.”

I laughed. “Don’t apologize for doing your job. I should have given you a heads up.”

She tilted her head. “I’m just glad I didn’t cut you. Lina would’ve had my head if I hurt you.”

“Honestly, you’ll find it takes more than a little knife to hurt me these days. But, I just stopped by for a snack. I should ask your names, though—sorry that I don’t already know them.”

The monkeykin curtsied and said, “I’m Belin. Lina said you like BLT’s… if you want, I can make you one quickly.”

The bunnygirl seemed to have lost some of her shock as she stepped up and said, “I’m Stella, and you can snack on me anytime you want.”

I just laughed. Bunnygirls. Give them an inch and they’ll want all ten. “I think we’ll leave that to my wives. As for the snack, these carrots are fine. I just wanted something to chew on while I walk through town to have an awkward conversation with an old friend.”

They ended up making me take a small pouch of carrots, and after a few more idle comments, I was out in the street and headed for Mactosh’s forge. I thought about him and everything I knew about orcish culture. I wanted to make this go as smoothly as possible—but more than that, I wasn’t going to let anyone make one of my wives feel like they were less than the amazing and wonderful women that they were.

When I reached the forge, I walked in through the storefront. His salesclerks all knew me and one of them walked me back to Mactosh. When we entered the forge, I saw him working with one of his sons on what appeared to be a small cannon of sorts.

He saw me and waved me over. Interestingly, I knew the forge was hot, but didn’t feel like it touched me at all. It was another reminder that there was still a great deal for me to learn about what I could do at A-rank.

“What are you working on?” I asked.

“This little baby is our next prototype of a portable cannon. General Clemson came to me last night and told me about the monster you fought.” The orc smiled, which was scary. “Fine job there, Sheriff, not that I’d expect anything less from my son-in-law and the chosen of Sativa. Anyway, she wanted something that packed more of a punch. So we talked, and Lady Rava helped out a bit, too. If this works, it will hit many times harder than one of the rifles does.”

I smiled. It was good to hear that my wives and people were working together. I found it odd that Mactosh still called me Sheriff, but referred to Rava as a Lady. Not that it mattered.

“Will it be a problem to set that aside? You and I need to have a discussion.”

Mactosh looked at his son, Silas, who simply shrugged and shook his head. “I’ve got it,” the younger orc said.

Mactosh then walked away with me in tow. “I’ll get us something to drink. Working metal is thirsty work, and I’d like to hear about this fight from your perspective. Was the monster really fifty feet tall?”

“Hold the drinks, Mactosh. We need to have a more serious conversation before we start swapping stories.”

His face was scarred from years of working the forge, so when he arched his eyebrow, it looked a little odd. “Oh, one of those. Hmm… okay. Outback, or my office?”

“I like the space out back.” I walked past him and opened the door leading outside, as though I was inviting him onto his own property.

He followed me.

Once outside, I said, “I’m gonna make this as simple as possible. I can’t tell you what to think or believe—Hell, I wouldn’t try to. I can’t even tell you how to treat other people, short of keeping you from breaking the law. But if you ever make my wife cry again, we will be having words—and it won’t be as Sheriff and blacksmith. It will be with me stomping your ass into the ground.”

He looked shocked. “The girl is just headstrong and overly sensitive. It’s my fault, for that—I spoiled her as a girl. I’m nothing but proud of her.” He blew out a sigh. “What did I say to upset her this time?”

I stared at him for several seconds before answering the question. “Look, we’re friends, right?”

“Yes, I reckon we are.”

“And you gave me some very useful and candid advice regarding Mursha in the past. Advice that I respected and appreciated. I also understand that my way of doing things isn’t the orc way. But, dammit, Mactosh… she’s my wife now, and I expect you to treat her as such. She may have been your daughter once, but you gave her to my house and now she lives under different standards.”

He seemed confused, so I continued, “You realize how good of a smith she is, right?”

He frowned. “She told me she hit skill level 100. That’s impressive, but less important than the work that Sativa made women for.”

‘No.” I narrowed my eyes at him. “No, it is not. I’m thrilled that Mursha and I are having a child. You were the one who told me to make sure and use my sheath, after all. But, she’s an accomplished crafter and mage.”

He snorted, “mage,” and it was all I could do not to hit the man.

“Her mana is not Heavy Mana,” I ground out, “as you used to dismissively call it. She controls one of the fundamental elements of the universe: gravity. It is amongst the highest types of mana that the gods gift mortals with.”

I knew I was laying it on a bit thick, but I had to speak in terms he would understand.

“Her magic is so powerful that it can affect light and even time, indirectly. It is even stronger than Denne’s Space Mana—which is pretty unique and amazing. Your Metal Mana may be impressive for smithing, but what those two children of yours have is pretty damn incredible. Space Mana allows me to jump from one place to another instantly.”

Blink Body

Suddenly, I was standing behind him. He whirled in shock, his eyes wide. I didn’t explain that it was an ability I had gained now rather than just Space Mana, because I was confident the two were related.

Then I pulled A Wife’s Price out of my spatial storage and triggered two charges at once. Immediately, the gravity around Mactosh jumped up to ten times normal. His body was slammed down to the ground by the unexpected force.

“I mean no disrespect, but you had to see it for yourself.” Then I deactivated the shield and held it up for him to inspect. “Mursha made this for me when she was a much less skilled smith than she is now. The reason you’re on the ground looking up at me is because of the power she imbued into this shield—and that’s just a fraction of the power of Gravity Mana.”

I admired the beautiful gift before turning a flinty gaze on my father-in-law. “Honestly, most warriors would not stand a chance against her, if she were to fight them. And having soul bonded with me only makes her stronger than any orc has a right to be—not that I would let an enemy near my wife or child.”

Mactosh had growled when I released the pull of gravity on him, but as he got to his feet, I thought I saw a bit of understanding spark in his eyes. At least I hoped that was it. I’d been rougher with him than I’d wanted to be, but if he didn’t learn, this was gonna get ugly. We counted on him to craft items for us, and he was family.

Suddenly, I felt a slight shift in the mana around me. I never would have noticed it before, but my sensitivity to such things was significantly greater after reaching A-rank.

I mumbled under my breath. “Oh? They’ve gotten better at hiding.”

Mactosh got a confused look on his face. Whatever he had been planning to say evaporated as he asked, “What was that, son?”

“Nothing important. It seems you have a winged pest problem.”

He looked even more confused at this comment, but I felt the two tiny mana signatures start to zoom away from the house. They’d obviously heard me and understood what I meant. They were fast, but compared to me they might as well have been standing still.

Ki filled my legs without so much as a thought. Actually, my legs were made of ki. It wasn’t so much that I had to push ki into them, as that I increased the concentration of ki they were made of, and made it do what I wanted.

In this case, what I wanted was extreme speed. I may have overdone it a bit, as the paving stones in Mactosh’s little garden behind his shop shattered and sprayed behind me as I streaked the thirty feet to the back wall. It soon looked like a tornado had ripped through the yard, as all the plants were blasted back with the force of the rapid change in air pressure.

I extended my arms and snagged the invisible fairies, one in each hand. As I slammed them against the stone wall, all the air in their small bodies exploded out. The one in my right hand still managed to get off a reflexive magical attack, gouts of flame blasting from her.

It meant nothing to me. I barely noticed it. But her sister in my other hand shrieked in pain. That was when I noticed that all the plants had shriveled, scorched by what had essentially been a fireball that destroyed everything within five feet of us. The plants up to twenty feet behind me were singed.

“Oh, so you’re one of those who thinks fireball is the solution to every problem, are you?” I growled, pulsing more ki into my hands and squeezing just enough to knock both the fairies out.

One of them was severely burned, so I’m sure she welcomed the embrace of unconsciousness.

I sent a message to Josie, Nimeera, and Mursha telepathically. “I was just attacked by two fairies at Mactosh’s.”

“Oh goddess, are you okay?” Mursha asked, real fear in her mental voice.

“Yes. To be fair, they only attacked me because I caught them spying and one of them reacted with a fireball. All those times I got my eyebrows singed off sparring with Josie must have paid off.”

“And… um… my father? Is he okay?” Mursha sent, with some trepidation still in her tone.

“Yes, lover. He and I were having… a talk. But I wouldn’t let anyone hurt him. I called the three of you, since you are the most involved. They were spying on me and they are a security threat, and then this is Mursha’s father. I need my Mistress of the Wall and Mistress of Secrets to come deal with the problem, but ask that you bring Mursha with you. Oh… and maybe bring Sema, too?”

“Of course, husband, I’m already en route with two of the deputies that I saw first,” Josie said.

“And I’ll bring Mursha with me, as well as a Denne and Sema,” Nimeera said.

“Good thinking. I don’t’ want you going out unprotected while the two of you are pregnant. I’d come to you myself, but worry about leaving the fairies unattended.”

I looked over at my father-in-law, his jaw was hanging open. “Wow, that was the most amazing thing I’ve ever seen. No wonder you’re the Sheriff. I’ve never seen anyone move so fast in my life.”

Mactosh continued into a full-on fanboy rant for the next two or three minutes. Finally, I raised one of my hands up in the universal sign for stop. He put his verbal brakes on, seemed to realize just how much he’d been ranting.

It was his faith in Sativa and support for the Sheriff, which just happened to be me, which had originally been the basis for our friendship. Since then, we’d found that we actually liked each other. And while he was a bit older than me, he told fun stories and actually enjoyed sitting down for a drink with me.

Even marrying his daughter hadn’t changed that, as it did with some guys.

“Are we okay?”

He studied the ground for a few seconds before his head came back up. “I’m pretty set in my ways, but I understand what you mean. After she has the baby and gets all settled in, why don’t you send Mursha over here and we can work on a project together?”

I nodded. “Why don’t you invite her yourself? It would mean more coming from you. She was very concerned about you when I told them about the fairies’ attack.”

He looked at me strangely and then said, “Oh, yeah that teleparting thing?”

I shook my head. “Now, you’re just being obstinate. Teleporting and telepathy are very different things.”

He grinned like a mischievous schoolboy—at least if that boy had four-inch-long tusks. “She’s your wife, Sheriff. Even if it’s hard for me to see my daughter as the woman she has become, I’ll honor the Lord Sheriff’s wife. And for the record, I do love my daughter—very much.”

“That’s all I can ask for.”

He looked around the mostly destroyed garden and sighed. “My wives are gonna be up in arms about this. You better not let them see those fairies, or they’ll skin them alive.”

I smiled. “Don’t’ worry about that. Part of their restitution will be growing your garden back better than it was before.”

I poked the unburned fairy on her small chest and rumbled, “Isn’t that right? Oh, and you can stop pretending to be unconscious. I knew immediately when you woke up.”

She opened her oversized eyes. They were silver and full of fear.

“We’ll be happy to grow back the plants of this glade, or garden, if that’s what you call it.”

“Good,” I nodded, “you can talk when you want to, it seems.” Then I gave her my best evil grin. “Because you’re gonna be having a nice long talk with my Mistress of Secrets.”

 



Chapter 15 - Prison

 

Once we got back to the Sheriff’s office, I made a quick, but expensive, purchase from the command center. It was something I’d considered before, but never really thought we had enough reason to spend merits on. Now we had more merits, so I was going to splurge. It helped that I’d gained 1,000,000 merits for reaching A-rank.

When I mentioned that to my wives, while we made the purchase, they said that it was likely because A-rank was so rare. Either way, Josie urged me to see it as a blessing from Sativa. I only hoped that was the extent of what she saw as her commitment to give us the resources we needed to grow Yonderton.

I looked at the upgrade description that I was about to purchase, and paid for it to be upgraded to level 7, which turned out to be the maximum level.

Mage’s Holding Cell: This cell will suppress the mana of all within the chamber and make it more difficult for them to use their mana. Despite what you might have hoped for, it is impossible to block a mage off from their mana entirely without removing all mana. Your request for such an item is likely based upon an overuse of such gimmicks in the literature and entertainment of your world. 

Suppression level is equal to 30% + 10% per level past level 1. The maximum suppression is 90%. Please note that a powerful caster will still have access to some mana and have the ability to do things, but they will be dramatically weakened. It is not recommended that you use this cell for long-term confinement.

Merit Cost with upgrades: 88,750

I didn’t know if the snark was called for. I had initially requested a collar which would stop a mage from using their mana. The sheer cost, with the upgrades, made it clear that this wasn’t something we’d be duplicating. But in this case, I didn’t want to kill the two fairies unless it was necessary. I certainly wasn’t trying to wipe out the fairy race. Whatever had happened in the past, I found it hard to believe they were all monsters—not after befriending Sema.

I left Sema, Sigmund, Denne, and Betsy to watch the fairies. The injured one was still unconscious, but we were going to heal her wounds, so I expected she would wake up shortly.

“How have they been?” I asked.

Betsy looked up. “This one won’t stop talking, Lord Case. She is constantly badgering poor Sema, calling her a traitor.”

I noticed that when I appeared, the talkative fairy had gone silent. Her presence was the only reason I didn’t correct Betsy for calling me Lord Case. I didn’t want to encourage that here inside the house. I guess we were in the office and not the residential part of the building, but still.

Sigmund said, “I would have rushed to this post if I’d known there would be fairies to study. I wouldn’t have even needed Sativa’s call. They are practically teeming with mana.”

“For now, just keep an eye on them. If this cell works the way it’s supposed to, then they should be easy to handle.”

I walked over the table where the two fairies were bound. As I reached out to grab the conscious one, she cried out, “What are you going to do with you me, you monster?”

Sema growled, “I’ve already told you, you are to address him as Lord Case or Sheriff, Heather.”

I chuckled. Something about a 6-inch-tall fairy with oversized eyes and sharp teeth with a name as common as Heather made me want to chuckle. I didn’t answer her question, and instead tossed her into the newly created mana suppression cell.

Actually, I walked inside it with her, because I wanted to know how it would affect me.

Before I walked through the doorway, I used my mana draining gloves and spun my core to suck out all the mana she might have stored within her. Her eyes went wide, but she’d already experienced this. I had done it before leaving her here under guard and going up to make my purchase.

She’d complained vehemently last time to no avail, so she knew I wasn’t going to stop. I’d even done the courtesy of explaining to her what I was doing, telling her that it was so that I wouldn’t have to kill her.

As soon as we crossed the threshold, she started screaming like she was on fire. Her tiny body thrashed and squirmed—or at least she tried to, as my grip on her was pretty tight. “Please, oh goddess, please make it stop.”

Not because I was cruel, but because I needed to be sure, I pivoted and stuck her back outside the cell. She immediately let out a sigh of relief and her body went slack.

I could tell that there was far less mana in this room, but it had no other ill effects on me. My ki was all still the same and the reserves of mana by-products I held within my body remained unchanged.

It might have been an issue if I needed to convert mana to ki, but that wasn’t a problem at the moment. When I pulled the hand holding Heather back into the cell, she immediately began screaming again. I set her down on the bench. The cell was clearly designed for much larger prisoners, but she was tied up with some metal wire that Mactosh had at his shop.

Physically, her movement was completely restricted. Her magic was all we would have had to worry about. It seemed that wasn’t going to be an issue, as the room was having a greater impact on her than I’d anticipated.

Sema looked concerned and asked me, “May I ask what you’re doing to her, Lord Case?”

I walked out of the cell. “Don’t worry, the only time I would use torture was if someone was holding one of my wives or children and I needed to quickly get information from them. I’ll kill my enemies without batting an eye, but inflicting pain for the sake of pain is simply cruel.

“As for what I’m doing? Nothing. That cell suppresses ninety percent of her mana. It feels like there is barely any mana in there. Since I drained virtually all of the mana out of her body before I put her in there, she is probably struggling because she can’t feel much mana.” I pursed my lips. “Truthfully, this reaction seems a bit melodramatic, though.”

Rava and Josie who had been with me in the command center looked at each other. Josie said, “Fine, I’ll do it since you’re still pregnant. He’d likely become all indignant if you stepped in there and start talking about your ‘condition’.”

When Josie stepped into the still open cell, she winced but said. “It isn’t that bad, but I feel like the air around me is super thin. It makes it a bit difficult to breathe, and my core is spinning wildly—like it is panicked. There hasn’t been time for me to even learn how to cultivate mana.”

“Do you think the difference is because I drained the mana from her body beforehand?” I asked.

Josie shrugged.

“That makes sense to me. What do you two think?” Rava asked Sema and Sigmund.

“I can say that once I became a mana cultivator, instead of only relying upon the ambient mana,” Sigmund replied, “that I became more attuned to it. The thought of being cut off from my mana makes my chest tighten. I feel like it would be terrifying.”

He paused, tapping his chin. “Although, even in there, they will be able to slowly regain their mana. It will be harder to cultivate if the density really is that low.” Then he said, “For science!” and walked into the chamber.

He winced a bit, but didn’t cry out in pain. After a moment, he came back out. “That wasn’t pleasant, but even without my reserves of mana, I can’t see how it would cause the reaction she is experiencing.”

Heather had finally stopped screaming, but was still whimpering and crying on the bench. I pondered if I should bring her out, but I was in a bit of a pickle there. I really couldn’t afford to let her out of this cell and keep her alive.

I needed to know what the fairy queen was up to, but didn’t expect them to immediately reveal that information.

Finally, Sema spoke up. “Fairies aren’t like all the other races. We were brought here from other places. Whatever world fairies live on, we are always magical.” She got a pained look on her face as though she was struggling with whether to say something.

I tried not to put any pressure on her.

She was a friend and might become more in the future.  “We can’t actually live without mana. They’ll curse me doubly as a traitor for revealing that.”

Rava gasped.

Sigmund muttered, “Fascinating.”

It was fascinating, but I could see how that would seem like a great risk. Even when I’d drained mana from Heather, I stopped once I was down to a few remaining dregs. It wasn’t anything substantial, but apparently enough to sustain them. I could, however, have kept going.

The weight of that realization settled onto me as I realized that my ability to cultivate and drain the mana from those around me made me the perfect fairy killer. Sema was bright. She had to have realized that, too.

“Sema, I wouldn’t do that to you. I won’t apologize for killing my foes, but I never take killing lightly.”

The little woman flew over so that she was hovering right in front of my face. “Oh, I know that. I wouldn’t have revealed what I just did if I didn’t trust you implicitly. I don’t want my people to die out, but I also want to stay with you and your family…” She blushed. “In any capacity I’m allowed to. I’ve never had friends like this, or… or felt so loved. Honestly, fairies are a rather bitchy group.”

Josie laughed and said, “Lina would say that’s because they don’t get laid enough.”

Sema smiled. “She might not be far off the mark.”

“Is there an amount of mana I can allow her to keep in her body that will make her still too weak to escape, but at the same time won’t make it torture for her?” I asked. “I don’t care if it’s unpleasant, but I don’t want to torture her.”

The fairy scrunched up her tiny nose and seemed to think about it. “There’s really only one way to determine that. I’ll need you to drain different amounts of mana from me and then let me go in there to find out.”

Rava winked at Josie. “I feel like Lina would have had something to say about Rob and… draining.”

I looked over at them. “You two are on fire today, aren’t you?”

In response, Josie caused a small flame to appear in the palm of her hand as she winked at me.

I turned back to Sema. “Are you sure about this?”

She nodded. “I trust you.”

I thought about telling her that wasn’t what I’d meant. I’d meant that this was going to hurt, and I wanted to know if she was okay with that. Then I realized her expression of trust was more important.

“Okay, come sit in my hand.”

The fairy got a bit playful. “I bet you say that to all the tiny girls.”

Josie shook her head. “He actually likes it better when we sit on something else.”

Sigmund leaned in and asked Betsy in a whisper—which I likely wasn’t meant to be able to hear—“Is it always like this?”

The cowkin got an odd, wistful look on her face as she nodded.

Sema landed on my hand and I began draining mana from her immediately.

“Oh… that feels odd. It doesn’t actually hurt… but it isn’t exactly pleasant either.”

Figuring I needed to get in on the fun, I rolled my eyes. “Geez, no guy wants to hear that.”

Sema chuckled. Then what followed over the next few minutes was us experimenting. Anything more than twenty percent of her mana, and she was still able to form magical attacks from inside the cell. They were weak, but still too much of a risk. Anything below ten percent of her mana, though, and she started to whimper in pain.

An additional benefit to this exercise was the way it helped me master mana draining and learning how to tell how much mana was still inside a person. The more I practiced, the more intuitive it became. The system confirmed this for me.

Soul +1

Mana Fusion +1

Once we were sure, I pulled Heather out. She was a sobbing mess and winced when I touched her. I’d had Josie find a modification for the cell, which included a wire screen which was too small for the fairies to get out of. That turned out to cost only a few merits.

I removed the wire from around Heather’s wrists and ankles and told her to sit very still. Then we poured a potion down the other fairy’s mouth. Apparently, the injured one was named Tiffany.

Sema explained that neither were what were considered royalty amongst the fairies, but that they were both old and reasonably experienced fairies. She might not have meant it the way I took it, though, which was to say that I figured they had participated in the magical rape of more than one man.

That realization hardened my heart a bit, and made it easier to take a hard line. I couldn’t drain the mana from Tiffany while she was healing, but as soon as she was done healing and conscious once again, I grabbed her.

“Hold still and this won’t hurt. I just need to relieve you of your excess mana so you don’t get any foolish ideas.”

Sema echoed me as she said, “This is Lord Case, Tiffany. He’s now a true A-rank and easily able to kill you, if he wanted to. Please don’t make that necessary.”

Tiffany didn’t so much as say a word, but did look over at Heather who was sitting up with her hands around her knees as she rocked back and forth and cried.

Once I had drained Tiffany down to ten percent of her mana, I explained what was going on. “Heather is suffering from the side-effects of our prison. It suppresses mana. We didn’t know how that would affect fairies. Princess Sema agreed to allow it to be tested on her, and we have determined that as long as you have ten percent of your mana, it won’t actively hurt you.”

Sema clarified. “It will still be unpleasant... no, make that extremely unpleasant… but you can endure it. The alternative is death. We fairies know a lot about surviving.”

I waited until Heather was back at ten percent of her mana and then put both of the fairies inside the room. Sema and Sigmund would take turns watching them, along with several deputies, but I was going to have to come down and drain them of their magic every twelve hours or so. We estimated that was how long it would take for them to reach twenty percent within the suppression cell.

It wasn’t a perfect solution, but it would have to do for now. Then I walked away, leaving the interrogation to Nimeera. This was one task I was more than happy to delegate.



Chapter 16 - How Do A-Ranks Train?

 

I expected that we were going to need to leave the fairies in their cage for several days and perhaps weeks or months before we gained much from them. It might become moot by that point, but for now, I was leaving it to Nimeera. Of course, she was very pregnant and due any day, as was Mursha.

The days passed pleasantly as no new attacks came. I made my presence known in the city from time to time, but Denne now had a hundred and twenty deputies. I ran through what I remembered about policing standards back on Earth. From what I recall, it was something like 1.8 to 2.6 police officers per 1000 residents, so we were within that guideline.

I couldn’t help but feel that we could get away with less, though. We didn’t have jails to maintain and our paperwork was handled by the clerks. Hopefully, this would be enough deputies to last us to at least a population of 100,000.

The week let me spend time with my youngest daughter. She had bright blue eyes and was already starting to show signs of alertness and responding to things being said around her. Sarah was extremely fascinated by her little sister, but Robbie was more likely to just ignore her. He was never mean, but clearly not that into being a big brother.

I couldn’t help but wonder how they’d all handle being part of a much larger family with more kids. My wives all took it in stride. As with all of the other kids, it was like Andrea had six mothers rather than just one. Hawkkin typically only nursed their children for a short time after birth since they grew so much in their eggs, but that didn’t stop Daria from willingly taking turns with Josie and Lina nursing any of the three kids.

It was all a learning experience for me and I loved it. We settled on names for Nimeera’s and Mursha’s kids. Nimeera’s daughter would be named Kitt. She seemed to feel strongly about the name saying something about one of the few other children she had known as a child.

If it made her happy, it made me happy.

Mursha’s baby was an even bigger deal, though. She was having a boy, who she wanted to name Caleb. This was the second boy out of my children so far. I think my wives knew that I didn’t care either way, but their culture drove into them the value of a woman who can produce sons. With Rava’s twins being split between a boy and girl, that made for three boys out of seven children. That was an unheard of ratio on Olimero. Then again, I wasn’t your typical Olimeran father, so maybe that had something to do with it.

I also made sure to get some time in with Josie this week. Olimeran women heal up much faster than their human counterparts, and she was jumping me a day after giving birth, eager to return to the vigor of our previous love making. If my wives had one complaint they continually leveled against me, it was that I treated them as breakable once they started showing their pregnancy. I couldn’t deny it, since I was guilty as charged.

I went out on a scouting mission with Daria one day and we found no sign of any pending attack. That, of course, led to another trip to the mile high club. I’d definitely never get tired of that.

Normally, I might have spent much of the rest of my time practicing alchemy or trying to figure out enchanting with Mursha, but my orcish wife and my elven wife were feeling a bit indisposed. Rava still had weeks before she was due, but the twins were likely going to push that up significantly. As for Mursha, she was ready to pop and since an orc’s gestation period was longer than any of the others, she was more than ready to get back to it.

When I asked her about it, she mentioned how unfair it was that she couldn’t even get up to the anvil anymore, as her distended belly threw everything off balance. I contained my amusement at that image and instead discussed plans for various armor and weapons we could create for our family, and then eventually our deputies and the militia.

Once all those things were done, though, I still had energy to burn and needed to train. I needed to find out what this A-rank body was capable of. I sparred a bit with Josie, but even with her new swords, she couldn’t keep up with me. It wasn’t that I was suddenly a better swordsman than her, it was just that if I didn’t hold back, I could easily overwhelm her with my strength and speed.

I sought out Master Dalcon, but my movements were too fast for him to properly track. He told me that reaching A-rank was like cheating. My mastery of my body was simply that much greater, and now that my stances and movement flowed in a naturally fluid way, there wasn’t all that much he could teach me. He pointed out that another A rank might have some instruction for me, but he didn’t.

I would have trained with Denne, but that really just turned into me drawing out as much Space Mana as he could share. Blink Body could duplicate this, and was going to become my replacement for it, but I  wanted to keep some mana byproducts in my channels. It was the same with Mursha and her Gravity Mana, but I refused to put much of a strain on her.

Even the gravity crystal enhanced weights held no real challenge for me now. Once I realized that no one could assist me with my training, I knew what I wanted to do—but also that it would be disrespectful to my wives. The Untamed Lands beckoned. I wanted to find some big bad monsters to test myself against.

Up to this point, all of my explosive growth had been fueled by pushing myself beyond my limits, always seeking new ones. Now, I was scratching my head with regard to how to make that happen. Some of my skills I could train by simple repetition. The best candidates for that would be Telepathy, Ki Aura, Ki Slice, Ki Infusion, Mana Fusion, Soul Projection, Parallel Mind, Blink Body, and Body Sovereignty.

I always told myself that I was going to use Telepathy more often so it would be stronger when I needed it, but I found I preferred speaking to people face to face. The general pace of life was slower in many ways here than on Earth and I didn’t want to be one of those people who was always on their phone, talking to someone other than the people they were actually with. That was especially true with regard to my wives and children.

Other of my skills, like Ki Aura and Parallel Mind, I was using at a low level all the time. I tried not to overuse Parallel Mind, though, because I found that it would simply lead to me worrying about two things at the same time. I would handle life as it came at me, but I still kept it active in the background—mostly for thinking through longer-term issues. Unfortunately, Ki Aura didn’t seem to level up much just from being passively active. It was more that it grew when the aura was being tested in combat.

That made me think of Melee Combat. Supposedly, getting a skill beyond 100 produced extra perks. At least that was what had been hinted to me. Rava had never gone into much detail about it, and I hadn’t asked Mursha if she had experienced anything like that with her Blacksmithing skill. I know I hadn’t gotten any special perks when Toxic Resistance went over 100, but maybe that was because it was a passive skill.

Ki Slice and Ki Infusion faced the same problem. I couldn’t use either of them without being destructive. Soul Projection was an important but somewhat boring skill to level, and because of my frequent practice—as well as reaching A-rank—my skill level had reached forty-four already, which was adequate for me to search around Yonderton if I needed to.

That left me with my two newest skills to focus on. They also happened to be my lowest level skills, and I felt like Blink Body might end up being one of my most important skills—both in and out of combat. My desire to quickly raise my skills got me considering the ring Sativa gave me again.

A fifty percent bonus to the rate of skill progression was nothing to sneeze at. In fact, it was beyond amazing. Still, I couldn’t help but feel that the ring came with too many strings attached, and some potential risk. I worried that it would affect me in some ways that weren’t spelled out by the system.

Not for the first time, I wondered what the relationship was between the system and the gods. The gods of Olimero could clearly give quests, but I didn’t think they controlled the system. It wasn’t like any of them were going to give me a straight answer about that particular subject, though.

Despite meditating in the back courtyard, I heard the sounds of cursing, shouts for help, and cries of pain all mixed in together. Whatever it was, it wasn’t that close to me, but it stood out against the background noise with my heightened hearing. Instinctively, I heightened my senses even more and then jumped the wall and streaked off, making sure I wasn’t going to turn some pedestrian into mush by plowing into them like some type of out-of-control freight train. I didn’t want to be an overgrown boy with powers, careless of those around me.

The sounds were coming from a construction site on the outskirts of town. A partially built building had collapsed and a couple of workmen were trapped beneath it. I could only see one of them—whose leg appeared to have been crushed—but my other's senses told me there was another man pinned under some heavy beams inside, as well.

My natural desire was to simply rip the building apart, but I knew that could cause as much harm as the initial destruction. The collapsed building was most assuredly unstable—and I was no structural engineer. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw a white flare shoot up into the sky and a second later a white smoke canister was released, marking the spot.

I had insisted the deputies be equipped with red and white flares, with similar colored smoke canisters. Red was to signal a violent attack, and white for a more civilian type of accident. I noticed a monkeykin deputy running towards me, but only vaguely recognized him. He wasn’t my priority now, though.

I first sent out a pulse of Soul Projection. That enabled me to sense that the man inside the collapsed building was in a great deal of pain, but was not hovering on death’s door. He would be able to survive long enough for us to do this correctly.

Then I sent out a telepathic message to Josie, Lina, Betsy, and Denne. “A building has collapsed on the eastern edge of town. Two workers are trapped and there may have been a few others injured. I’m probably going to need help to get them out of here in one piece. Send bodies, but don’t strip our defenses or eliminate all patrols. Any healers we have available would be very useful.”

The first two, because I wanted them here with me. Lina would be needed for healing—she was the best healer we had. Josie because she was my right-hand woman in a crisis, and the one I’d worked and fought with more than any other. I thought Betsy should at least be notified about the situation in case the militia was needed to provide manpower. Denne, of course, because it was only appropriate to give him as much information as quickly as possible.

As if mocking my earlier indecision about training Telepathy, I got a notification which I promptly ignored.

Telepathy +1

Josie replied, “I’ll get Mursha, too. She should be able to lessen the load to make it easier to get them out.”

And that was why I had beautiful and brilliant wives, because I couldn’t think of everything myself. “Just make sure she has protection,” I replied.

“Yes, we know. Her condition makes her vulnerable,” Josie responded. There was a clear hint of sarcasm and bit of bitterness in her psychic tone. Then again, she had been on the receiving end of my overprotective nature until less than a week ago. There was no winning that argument, so I just let it go and focused on the present situation.

The deputy reached me. “Sheriff, thank the goddess you’re here.”

His faith that I would be able to instantly solve this problem was both gratifying and overwhelming. “Yes, uh… Deputy Tang, right? You did a good job with the flare and smoke; it will make it easier for more help to get here. I’ve notified the chief deputy and others about what the situation is in more detail.”

He nodded, eyes wide.

“Now, see if you can keep the people back and form a perimeter with the rest of the deputies as they arrive. You’re in charge of the crowd until someone more senior arrives. Just make sure no one else gets hurt.”

 



Chapter 17 - Rob the Builder

By the time I had found the foreman in charge of the work-site—a rather stressed cowkin—more of my deputies had arrived and the scene was stabilizing. Emergency medical care was being provided to those who’d been wounded and I started to discuss how I could help.

“I agree, Lord Case, it would be too dangerous to lift the structure even a few inches. Other parts of the structure might collapse under its own weight. We’ll need to systematically cut into the structure, reinforcing as we go,” the foreman said.

Apart from the Lord Case part, I was happy with everything he’d said. “Reinforcing, hmm… that gives me an idea. I don’t know if it will work, but we can try it. It should be relatively easy to get the man on the edge out, correct?”

“Yes, but the way his leg is pinned, he may bleed out once the structure is lifted. I’m no healer, but I’ve seen it happen. The portion of the structure which has him trapped is also keeping him from bleeding out. Either way, I ‘m afraid he’ll lose that leg.”

From behind me I heard, “Not if I have anything to say about it.”

The foreman bowed his head and said, “Lady Lina, we’re honored to have you here. I’ve seen some of the men you saved from what would have been crippling injuries.”

She pulled up close beside me and I wrapped my arm around her. One thing I loved about Lina, was that she never missed a chance for a little PDA—and she didn’t care how uncomfortable it made anyone around us.

“Now that you’re here sweetie, I want to try and rescue them. I’d attempt using Blink Body with them, but I don’t yet know if would be possible to move anything other than my body.” I frowned. “And even if it is possible, pulling him out might shift the structure on the man who remains under the rubble. My idea is instead to use Ki Infusion to stabilize the structure.”

She looked at me with concern but didn’t say anything to cast doubt on my ability to do what I was suggesting, not even telepathically. I knew why, too. She was my biggest cheer leader, but so far I hadn’t been able to infuse my ki into any physical objects other than my body. What I was talking about doing was on a far grander scale than anything I’d tried to do so far.

Still, I was A-rank now and the skill had gone up considerably as part of that transformation. It was time to test my limits.

In the background I heard Denne taking charge of the scene, so I felt even more secure. Josie arrived with Mursha a couple minutes later and that was all we needed.

I gave both my foxkin wife and my orc wife kisses and couldn’t hold myself back from running my hand over Mursha’s basketball of a belly. There was something intoxicating about knowing I’d done that to her.

“Are you sure you’re up to the strain, Mursha? There is no reason for you to have to do this. We can find another way,” I told her.

She poked me in the chest and hissed, “I’m Lady Case in public, or one of the Lady Cases. And there is no way I won’t do my part for the people of Yonderton. Don’t you dare say anything about my ‘condition’. Got it?”

I smiled. “I wouldn’t dream of it.”

Josie and Lina both snickered. I felt their love across our bond, but they also enjoyed giving me a hard time.

“Okay, so I’m going to try to enhance your mana, so that we can spread it out over the entire structure. The more we can lessen the pull of gravity on the entire structure, the easier it’s going to become to move. I also want us to focus on only affecting the structure, not the men trapped underneath. That also will make it easier to pull them out.”

“Why not just the entire area?” Mursha asked as she took in the true scope of what she’d have to effect.

“No, not if we can help it. I know this will make it harder, but I intend to supply most of the power for this—I just need you to turn it into Gravity Mana. I’m hoping that if I can infuse a portion of my ki into the structure, it will act as a tag for your mana to latch onto.”

Mursha started nodding as I spoke.

Lina said, “I’m not sure that I understand what you mean by a tag, but if anyone can do this, it would be my husband and sister-wife.”

I turned to face Mursha and held out my hands. We clasped each other’s forearms. “Let your mana flow into me and I’m going to condense it before using it.”

She immediately complied and I began pulling her mana in and cycling it through my cores. Each core spun it out denser than it had been before. The interesting thing, was that the mana inside of her was already denser than normal by a factor of several times. I was going to ask about that, but realized it meant she must have been down in the forge. Rather than rebuke her for working in her condition, I bit my tongue and was simply grateful for the time this would save us.

The cycle of mana flowed between us much faster than it ever had with any of my other bonds. It was powerful, but I took it slowly to ensure I wasn’t overloading Mursha.

She mumbled, “This is far easier than what Josie and Daria described.”

Okay, so I needed to remember that my wives talked—about everything, all the time. That, and maybe I could push her a bit harder. I’d already condensed the mana to ten times normal density and this was going far easier than ever before.

“Feel like you can handle more?” I asked.

She grinned at me. “More? Give it all to me, husband. I can take it like a good girl.” She winked at Josie when the foxkin snickered.

Some of the workmen definitely seemed uncomfortable with the innuendo, but more power to Mursha for coming out of her shell. Lina was definitely rubbing off on all of my wives. I had a brief vision of how good my life was going to become in the future but then I refocused, increasing the flow of mana.

It cycled through her both faster and with greater density as I reached fifteen times normal in just a few seconds. I wouldn’t’ be able to duplicate the effects of the mana chamber… or could I? It was a divinely created tool for condensing mana, but just how good was A-rank?

I focused my mind and poured power into Mana Fusion. I was determined to make the most of this as possible. As I pushed the condensed mana into Mursha, her body was becoming suffused with it. It occurred to me that I was essentially acting as a cultivation core for her—I was empowering her to become stronger.

That got my mind working. Would I be able to create a proper core within her? Repeated use like this had created nascent cores in Josie and Daria. Sativa had then turned Josie’s core into a mana cultivator’s core. Could I do something similar with Mursha. I wasn’t willing to experiment with infusing my ki into her, not in her current condition, so I thought about what else might work. I reached out with my ability to perceive her with my soul.

Soul Projection.

Mana Fusion.

We were already soul bonded, so Mursha’s flesh was my flesh. For just a second as the connection between us thickened, I felt pain in my low back, and noticed a sensation of pressure in my abdomen which impinged on my lungs. It didn’t bother me all that much because I no longer needed to breath, but I got the inkling that I’d connected even more deeply with her—so much so that I felt just  a sliver of what she experienced with pregnancy.

Then the connection formed.

Ki-Forged Body: +2 (you have extended your ki forging to temporarily include your soul-bonded, Mursha Case)

Mana Fusion: +1

Soul Projection +1

A deeper understanding between the two of you has been forged. Do you wish to share a fraction of the benefits of your ki-forged body with Mursha Case?

Oh frack, did I ever. But I wasn’t going to risk how it might affect our child. Mursha let out a low moan that seemed to be a combination of pleasure and pain.

Mursha Case can form a nascent mana core.

Do you wish to continue?

I held back. She would deliver any day now, and we could afford to wait, but I was thrilled that now there might be new options. I wouldn’t do that, but I could stabilize what we had built. I focused on who I wanted to be.

Soul Builder.

I wasn’t one who destroyed, at least not without need. This conviction had enabled me to defeat Her, and to make the final leap to A-rank. Now, I applied that building power to Mursha’s soul and its connection with her mana.

Warning, you are attempting to exceed the racial stat cap on mana for Mursha Case.

Do you wish to continue?

Damn. Once, again, I’d love to try that. I only hoped I could duplicate this affect later, when she was no longer carrying our child.

When I rejected that offer, I got another notification.

Mursha Case’s Mana Stat has already been set to its maximum after factoring in the soul bonded benefits. Her mana core must be formed before her Soul stat can be awakened. Maximum mana density tolerance is set at 25 times normal density.

It was good to know how much more mana I could push into her. With Soul Builder, I worked to stabilize the connection between her soul and her mana, and soon she was giving me a tusk-filled grin.

“This feels incredible. I feel so powerful. I may not be able to increase my Magic stat any further but with this density of mana, I feel like I could do anything.”

I grinned. “Ready for the hard part?”

She braced herself and said, “Let’s do this.”

I felt her pushing her gravity mana out, but instead of absorbing it into my core I channeled it out with Ki Infusion, slowly walking over to touch the collapsed building. Lina was using her Life Mana to keep the trapped man we could reach comfortable. He was a wolfkin, and though definitely pale from blood loss, I knew he’d live.

I willed my ki—just the tiniest tendril of it—to infuse the wood of this collapsed building. There was so much resistance, but then it hit me. All mana was, at its base, the same—just with added flavors. The wood was full of Wood Mana. It was something I could see better now, in a different way, now that my Soul Stat was so much higher.

There were similarities between what I’d learned about matter back in school and this, but also stark differences. All of this wood was as much a magical construct, as it was a physical object. With that realization, I was able to pulse my ki in a way that it didn’t disrupt the static mana with the wood, instead creating a shell or container around each bit to enhance it.

It was like I was adding a layer of armor around every unit of wood. Instantly the wood seemed to grow sturdier, but just as amazingly—as Mursha’s Gravity Mana flowed in with my ki—they also became a fraction lighter as the pull of gravity was weakened on them.

This was it. I had it figured out, now. All that remained was to do the hard work. I lost track of time, as I was so focused on what I was doing. At some point, I know a chair had been brought for Mursha, as well as food and drink.

I ignored both offers because I needed all my focus where it was. The ki infusion was spreading slowly—at first, not more than an inch per minute. Then as I got better at it, I was able to push it all the way up to six inches per minute.

Ki Infusion +3

Mana Infusion: +1

Soul Builder +1

I had another idea and split the task into two parts, taking advantage of Parallel Mind. One part of my mind managed Mursha and her mana flow, while the other managed the infusion of mana laced ki into the building.

Parallel Mind +1

Slowly but surely, the entire structure was covered. It was like I had reached a personal best but still felt like I had more in the tank. Yet, this was what I needed to do.

My goal wasn’t to cover the entire world in my ki, was it? It wasn’t… right? For a moment my mind was lost in the desire to dominate and control the entirety of the world around me, but I pushed it aside. I was a builder, not a controller.

At least for now.

“Get ready,” I called out. “It’s all coming up. Get them out as quickly as you can.”

I listened as Josie started counting. “Everyone on three.”

Damn, I loved that woman.

“One… two… three! Go!”

I lifted the building, exerting Mursha’s mana—or helping her to do so—while I kept the building stable.

After what felt like no more than a second, Josie said, “It’s okay, we have them. You can set it down.”

I grinned and lowered the building. I was flush with the victory. There truly were no limits to what my wives and I could accomplish together.

Ki Infusion:+3

Mana Infusion: +1

 



Chapter 18 - Sabotage

 

It turned out that the entire action had taken over an hour, which I guess wasn’t too bad for lifting the three-story building which had collapsed onto two workers. Rather than feeling tired, I felt as though I’d just shotgunned a case of energy drinks and then stretched right before the big race. There was so much more I could do.

Lina was able to heal both of the men who had been trapped, but wanted to get our pregnant, green-skinned beauty back home as she’d said she wasn’t feeling well. I felt bad for having pushed Mursha, but the orc assured me she was thrilled by the new potential and wanted to pursue it as soon as practicable after having our son.

Once they were all gone, as a ring of deputies kept people back, I spoke again with the foreman, Bluton,

“What caused this?” I asked.

Soul Projection

I spread my soul out over him, in the hope that it would enable me to detect any lies.

“My Lord, I take full responsibility for the damage. The ground in this section is extremely hard, but we are under a great deal of pressure to clear it and get these buildings up.” He frowned. “I don’t want to fall behind, as I know there are many families waiting for houses.”

“These are multi-family units which are being built here. Who owns this land, and who are you building these for?”

“Why you of course, M’lord. At least half of the new developments are owned directly by Lady Rava, but she is your wife… so that makes it your property.” He stared at the ground as he spoke, as if afraid to offend me.

Nothing he’d said so far had set off any sense of falseness. All I detected was some confusion, mixed with a fair measure of fear. It would have been hard for me to explain exactly why I was sure this was the case, but there was no sense of guilt in the fear—just a concern that he had disappointed me.

“Did you take any shortcuts in putting up this building?” I asked.

He waved his hands passionately. “No, M’lord. I swear it on the lives of my wives and children. We took every usual precaution. We were only halfway done with the structure, as it still has to be finished inside—but that is another crew which does that.”

“Walk me through how it usually goes,” I demanded.

“Right…” He blew out a breath. “The team before us clears the ground. Then, we lay the foundations and put up the rough structure, while other teams come behind us to do the finishing work.”

“What do you think happened here, then?”

He grimaced. “I can only assume that—despite our checks—the ground was not as stable as it should have been. This can happen, if the clearing crew moves too quickly, but that work is exceedingly demanding physically, so I don’t blame them. My crew goes behind them and makes sure the ground is good before we set the foundations.”

“What will happen now?”

“None of this building material can be used, so it will have to be cleared. Then, a new crew will come in and level the ground again before we can do our part. It will set us back a day at least… likely two.”

“Okay, one more question. How much more area has to be cleared for this project?”

“We are to put up one hundred buildings, M’lord. This is only the first one. Each building will be three stories tall and will house eighteen families. Your Lady wife has insisted that we only create quality housing. This entire development will take several months, and we have found indications of metal in the ground, which creates an entirely new problem.”

“Okay, let me ask you this. If all the ground were cleared, along with this debris, would there still be work for the workers who normally just clear the ground?”

He looked at me oddly, like it was a trick question.

I held my hands up. “It’s just an honest question, I promise.”

“I didn’t mean to imply otherwise, M’lord. Yes… I… I suppose they could. Some of them could be trained to lay the foundations and others could haul materials to make the work go quicker—speeding up the overall process.”

“Okay, then I need you to mark off the area that needs to be cleared—not just for the next building, but for all one hundred buildings.”

His eyes bulged. “Uh, marked off… how?”

I smiled, “I’m going to clear it all this afternoon. I just want to make sure that I don’t go beyond the limits of the area you specify. So put some stakes with flags up, or something like that, to mark the boundaries—large stakes at every corner, and smaller stakes all around it. Then, if you want your crews to see the Sheriff work, you might tell them to all come watch.”

He started nodding, but I almost thought he wasn’t breathing. Finally he said, “It shall be as you command, M’lord. It will likely take an hour to mark the area properly.”

“An hour? I’ll be right back.” I streaked over to Denne and filled him in on the plan.

We would need more deputies to keep the perimeter clear. Denne was going to have Betsy organize patrols through the rest of the city, so that any deputy who hadn’t seen me in action before would get the chance to watch me work while maintaining the perimeter.

It wouldn’t do to have anyone get hurt while I cut loose.

“Oh,” I stopped Denne from leaving just yet. “Can you get your dad and any of your brothers with metal mana over here as quickly as possible? Tell them the sheriff has need of them, and that I’ll compensate them for their time.”

“My father likely won’t take your money, but he might want to know why you need them.”

“Just call it a hunch. If I’m right, Sativa left us a surprise here, and metal mages may go a long way in helping with it. If he won’t take my money, then offer him 10% of the value of whatever metals I bring up out of the ground today—but he’ll have to haul them away and store them.”

Denne laughed. “Ah, now you’re speaking my father’s language. I’ll get it done.”

While they were all running around, I streaked out of town. I needed to meditate and focus, but I didn’t want to do it in town where everyone could see me. First, though, I streaked at maximum speed into the Untamed Lands and harvested a plant that we’d seen there. It grew a rich fruit that was valued, but difficult to harvest because of its location. When I had several of them, I headed back to town.

Once I was a couple miles out of town, I stopped. Sitting down, I called forth Rock. We were able to communicate at a level which didn’t require words.

He quickly understood what it was I wanted to do, and we discussed ways to do it. Ultimately, we decided on attempting a fusion of sorts, where a part of him would merge into my ki-forged body. I was pretty certain that I would only be able to use this fusion for a limited amount of time before the strain was too great on my soul, so I decided that we’d keep it limited.

Next, I had a hard decision to make. Sativa’s ring would go a long way towards empowering me. It would effectively double my stats ,and at the same time would let me make far more rapid gains on any skills I might advance with this. Something just made me uneasy about it.

Even if I assumed that it wasn’t some type of trap that would bind me to her, I was worried about the message that putting it on gave. I was pretty sure it wasn’t trapped. Neither Telmorra nor Korkanis had said anything, and both of their chosen had asked about the ring.

Ultimately, I decided that I’d put it on and then take it back off. I didn’t want her to think that I accepted the idea of becoming her consort. With that thought, my mind was made up. I pulled the ring out and slid it onto my finger. Not onto the ring finger on my left hand, though. I was holding out for my wives to make me a ring that represented our very odd, shared marriage. Instead, I put it on my right hand.

The surge of power I felt was incredible. I checked my stats. Synergy was now up to 110, but that wasn’t what made me feel so giddy. It was the way Synergy affected my other stats. It was, more or less, doubling my other stats.

I felt truly godlike. No, I needed to rein that hubris in. I’d fallen into that trap before.

I forced myself to meditate. Already I felt the flow of mana through me coming easier. It was not quite the same change as going from B-Rank to A-Rank, but it was still incredible. With my heightened Soul stat, I could sense little ways which my Ki-Forged body could be improved, but that wasn’t what I was focused on now.

Now, I was drawing in as much Earth Mana  from the ground around me as I could and condensing it. I pulled it so quickly, that I felt the ground around me tremble. My eyes were closed, but I just kept draining the Earth Mana and then condensing its energy. I only stopped when I felt something wet.

When I opened my eyes, I realized that I had dissolved the ground around me in a twenty-foot radius into a fifty-foot-deep crater. All of the soil, rock, and minerals had been broken down, as I had stripped every bit of mana from them. I’d have to be careful with this ability. But I also knew that it would have amazing uses.

My internal clock told me that most of the hour I had to prepare was gone. I likely only had a minute or so to get back, if I wanted to make my dramatic entrance on time.

Okay. Here goes.

Doppelganger.

I activated the trait at full capacity. Suddenly, there were forty-four duplicates of me crowded around within the crater. Each had my full abilities—minus the ring—as I noticed it didn’t appear on any of their fingers. The ability made one exact copy of me per ten points I had in that Soul stat. That should have meant twenty-one copies, but with the ring in play that number had more than doubled.

I was hoping that it also doubled the duration they would stick around, which was one second per point in my Soul Stat. Either way, I didn’t want to waste any more time. I streaked into the air, with all of my doppelgangers following me. Each leap utilized Body Sovereignty to lessen the pull of gravity on me and allow my body to move as it wished.

At the apex of each leap, I activated Blink Body and jumped another eight feet.

I grinned, as with only a few jumps, I got notifications for gains in each skill. By the time I made it back to town, I’d received notice of multiple gains and was thrilled.

Body Sovereignty +4

Blink Body +3

Right before we got to the build-site, we all leaped upward with ki infused muscles and flew high into the air—landing in the huge area which had been marked off to be cleared out. These duplicates were all me, so they already knew exactly what to do.

We spread out and began leveling the ground with carefully controlled ki slices. Even without their stats being boosted by the rings, the attack was powerful enough to shear deep into the earth. We crushed or cut up every rock, root, or bit of debris. The area around us was quickly being leveled, with mounds of dirt being built up along the sides as we cleared the entire marked off area down to a depth of ten feet. I didn’t plan on leaving anything to chance.

The crowd that had come to watch quickly started cheering as the work progressed at super speed. They had no idea how I was doing it, but they were watching the equivalent of several city blocks being excavated in minutes by nothing but bare-handed men. Six minutes into it. we were done—though there were still a few spots that we couldn’t clear.

That wasn’t a problem, in fact it was a blessing. The portions we couldn’t clear were massive veins of various metals. I wasn’t an expert on metallurgy, but was pretty sure that they included—among several that I had no idea about—gold, silver, and possibly some iron.

I didn’t even need to give instructions to any of my doppelgangers. Half of us went to work on compacting the dirt to provide a solid base for the buildings’ foundations to be built on. We poured Earth Mana into the ground, as each of my doppelgangers had the same amount of Earth Mana in their systems as I did.

Instead of leaving raw ground, we effectively created solid stone foundations which were even stronger than what the workmen might have laid, seeing as they were laced with copious amounts of Earth Mana. The rest of us, which included me, went to work ripping up as much of the metal veins as possible.

By infusing the veins with ki and Earth Mana, we were able to pull up entire mine’s worth of ore in seconds. This was definitely cheating, but I didn’t care. The crowd was composed of thousands of citizens, deputies, and members of the militia. I was pretty sure a couple of my wives were out there, too.

The huge deposits of metal were tossed into an area adjacent to the building zone, which was currently empty. A massive vein of metal near the center of the build site was the largest. The metal was something special, but I couldn’t say exactly what it was.

As I ran my ki around it, I felt surges of cold, heat, shock, and just about every other sensation you could imagine, but I didn’t let go. When I ripped it up, it was several tons of material. And yet, I was now able not only to lift it, but throw it onto the pile of ore in the vacant lot. I knew it wasn’t all going to be whatever special metal that vein was comprised of, but after the impurities were removed, I was confident there would be a significant amount of whatever it was.

At a shout, all of my doppelgangers came to a stop. There were only seconds left before they disappeared. We all turned as one and made a flourish with our hands, bowing to the crowd. It was a fun show to put on. Then, they were gone, and I was left alone.

The only portion of the entire building site which had not been cleared was the area where the building had collapsed. I smoothed over a few rough areas which remained after ripping out the ore, but for the most part this was weeks of work done in minutes.

I walked back to where the large crowd watched and prepared to speak. I felt Daria’s power swirl around me and knew she was using her mana to make my voice louder, or perhaps carry better in the air.

Whichever, it was a good idea that I’d need to thank her for later.

“People of Yonderton, know that we had a setback today. A building collapsed. This could have been a tragedy, but as a town we came together and saved those who were hurt. Even the two workers who were trapped in the collapsed structure will be healed back to full health over time.

“This is because we are the frontier. No one can keep us down. We live next to danger every day. But no more—now we are the danger that others must fear. We will be strong and prosperous. This will be a safe place to raise your families, build your businesses, and live your best lives.”

The crowd cheered, and even with my magically enhanced voice, I had to wait for them to calm down before continuing.

“Now, watch as I show you what we do with tragedy.”

That was when I triggered the change with Rock. He flowed up out of the ground at my feet and I felt his Earthen power merge with mine. I could feel his connection to the ground. He was not a nature elemental, but the earth was as essential to growing plants as anything. I was confident that I could make this work.

I set my hands on the ground where the pile of wood that had been a three-story framed building lay. Then, I willed the earth to swallow it. The wood sank into the earth as though into quicksand. But as it did, I broke it down forcefully, pulling the Wood Mana within it out. I spread my soul across this particular stretch of ground and threw out a handful of the fruits which I had harvested.

My power tilled them in and then worked the Earth and Wood Mana together, creating enough mana to grow the plants. My connection with Rock gave me an almost instinctive awareness regarding what I hoped to do, as I called up the byproduct from Josie’s Growth Mana which was in me, and pushed it into the seeds. I fed them food and nutrients from the soil and broken-down Wood Mana.

At first, I wasn’t sure it was working, so I pushed more of my ki into the mix and suddenly the plants began to grow. Tendrils sprang up and grew before our eyes until they were full plants, each more than ten feet tall and laden with fruits which seemed almost to glow to my eyes.

A notification popped up in front of me, and for some reason I couldn’t push it away.

New Plant Species Created. You have combined the seeds of the Yombai plant, a delicacy in much of the world with your will and ki.

Ki-Infused Yombai - Each fruit produced like this can add ten stat points to a stat of choice for the one eating it. These stats may exceed racial-based stat caps, as they are ki based.

Caution: No one may consume more than one fruit per year and no stat may be affected twice. Trying to do so will result in a form of poisoning.

That was even better than I had planned. I had just wanted to grow some fruit trees for the people here to enjoy.

“You see,” I called out, “where there once was destruction, now there is growth. Where there could have been death, now there is life. And this will be a boon for all my people.”

With that, Denne and the others slowly tried to get the crowd to disperse, but they all wanted to stand there and look at me in awe. There was some cheering, but something bothered me.

As my soul had spread amidst the wood of the wrecked building, I had caught a faint whiff of intent. I could feel a faint trail of that intent leading away from here back into the city. I wasn’t sure how to explain it, but I knew someone had caused that building to collapse. This near disaster had been intentional—it was no accident.

 



Chapter 19 - More Babies

 

The trail that I followed led to an inn which catered to the newcomers in town who had coin to spend before they accepted more permanent housing. For all of this strange new ability to track the disturbance or ill intent which I felt, I couldn’t get a good timetable on it. I was assuming it had something to do with the building that collapsed, but it might have been older than that.

Once again, I found another limitation that I had. Every time it seemed I got stronger, I found there was still a need for more. Nowadays, the increases I needed seemed to be less combat related and more things that were necessary to rule the city and to keep my people safe.

I reached out to Nimeera, “I know you have your hands full with the fairies and training people for your shadow corps, but I’d really like to get your take on something I discovered.”

She groaned inside my head and not the good kind of noise. This was more the sound I’d expect with extreme effort or significant pain. “Uh… that might… that might be a problem.”

I caught myself right before I put my foot in my mouth and asked her what was wrong. “Are you having the baby? You are, aren’t you?. I’ll be right there.”

“Seems like it… but not just me.” Her words were labored and drawn out, even as thoughts.

A part of me started to consider how that was possible, since there was no breathing involved in telepathic communication, but I assigned the task to Parallel Mind and returned my immediate focus to my laboring wife—well, to her and to my surroundings, as I was already running.

There being a potential saboteur in town was serious, but I wasn’t going to let that keep me from my wife’s side as she delivered our baby. Then, the full meaning of her words hit me.

“Mursha too?”

“Yep.”

I expanded my communication to include all my wives. Fortunately, Lina took over and told me they were both okay and being moved to the infirmary. Apparently, Rava was being put into a bed with contractions too. “It’s too soon for her, isn’t it?”

“Don’t start worrying now, honey. You just get here and hold as many hands as you can. Let me worry about this,” Lina replied.

Josie added, “I’ve got the doctors and healers from the main clinic headed here now, as well, with a pair of deputies for an escort. Lina will have all the help she needs.”

“It’s too soon for Rava. though, isn’t it?”

“I can hear this too, you know. You always complain about not liking it when we talk about you right in front of you,” Rava said. Then she added, “I’ll be just fine. It’s probably just sympathy pains. I mean, two of my sister-wives are going into labor and because of our soul bonds we’re closer than normal. This isn’t unusual.”

Lina jumped back in and said, “Get back in bed Rava, or I’ll have Rob hold you down once he gets here.”

A second later, I stepped into the room. Crossing town hadn’t taken long—once I put my mind to it. I looked around, and wasn’t sure where to go. There were a pair of beds set up with Mursha and Nimeera already in them. A few feet away, Rava was in another bed, with Lina standing over her.

My bunnygirl looked up when she heard me enter the room. “See? He’s here now, so you better behave. You wouldn’t want to take him away from these two, now would you?”

Rava made a sound of protest but then laid back into the bed. “Fine, but this isn’t necessary.”

I didn’t know who to go to first. This seemed like a scene out of some bad sitcom. I was torn—I prided myself on making each of my wives feel special.

Josie signaled me over. “Stand right here between the two of them. We pushed the beds close enough together so you can hold each of their hands.”

I rushed over to Mursha and gave her a kiss on the forehead. “You’re gonna do great.” Even as I said it, my encouragement fell flat. This was definitely one of those situations where the guy should be quiet—but I just knew that if I did that, then I’d be wrong. That was messed up.

I moved over to give a kiss and hug to my newest wife. I cared about each of them, and that’s what made this so complicated.

Nimeera mumbled, “It’s okay, she’s having your son.”

Before I could respond, Daria jumped in. “Josie or I could have said that, too. But do you see Rob treating Sara or Andrea any differently than Robbie?”

Nimeera’s face contorted with a contraction before she shook her head no.

“Then don’t let us hear you acting like your daughter is any less important to Rob—or to any of us—than a son would be.”

I nodded along with my hawkkin wife. I hadn’t known she felt so strongly about it. Often times, she was the quietest of my wives. It was easy to forget her in group situations. That was partly why I’d started going scouting with her.

I squeezed both their hands. “What she said.”

Mursha was too busy groaning. It was then that a pair of doctors and a trio of healers came into the room.

Seeing them, Lina said, “They’re both coming at the same time.”

This was happening really fast. With my other kids, we’d had more time. I could just imagine Josie bragging about having had the longest labor. I didn’t know if women did that sort of thing on Olimero—or back on Earth, for that matter. But if someone was going to brag about something like that, it would be my JoJo. She liked to show that she was the toughest, all the time.

I heard Lina saying, “Here comes, Caleb.”

For just a minute, I let go of Nimeera’s hand so that I could completely focus on Mursha and our new baby. She shuddered with her last push and then I heard his cry, knowing that I had a second son. He protested his ejection from a warm home and into a much harsher world.

Then I heard Nimeera’s grunt take on a new note and spun around as one of healers helped bring my daughter, Kitt, into the world. I let Nimeera squeeze my hand and didn’t even balk when her claws flexed, digging into my tough skin.

Soon, I saw the relief on her face and heard my daughter crying.

One of the doctors chuckled and said, “This must be a record. Two births in less than a minute.”

Lina laughed. “That’s my husband for you, always pushing for new records.”

I was still hugging Nimeera and waiting to hold whichever of the babies was ready first. At Lina’s remark, I held up my hands and said, “Whoa, now… I had nothing to do with this part of it all. I just contributed to the fun part; Mursha and Nimeera get all the credit today.”

Even as I said it, a realization hit me. I pushed out Soul Projection and felt for all the lives in the room. Everyone seemed to be doing well, except for Rava and the two souls inside of her. They were in a bit of distress. She was only sixteen weeks into what should normally be a thirty-week gestation. Even with twins making it shorter than usual, that didn’t seem like long enough.

I knew that back on Earth, babies had been born earlier than that and survived, but I didn’t know if Olimeran magic could treat a premature baby the same way as Earth technology. Suddenly, a spike of fear was driven into my joy over the birth of two new children. It wasn’t fair to Mursha and Nimeera or Caleb and Kit. They already had to share their birthdays, but that didn’t change the fact I was suddenly afraid.

I telepathically spoke to just Lina as she was about to hand Caleb to me. It seemed wrong that I got to hold the babies before their mothers, but they’d have been offended if I didn’t. I took my son and got my first good look at him even as I telepathically reached out to my bunnygirl, “I’m only talking to you, Lina. Something’s wrong with Rava and the babies. I feel distress in their souls.”

She smiled and then tried to act casually, as she slowly but deliberately walked over to Rava. I forced myself not to go over to Rava with her. She wasn’t in any immediate danger, and my skill with understanding what I read in a person’s soul was not refined enough to understand what this meant. What I did know, was that Soul Projection seemed to detect information about a person which couldn’t be detected through other means.

When I heard a soft cooing sound, I looked down at my son. At least for a moment, I pushed all such worries away. I was holding my son, Caleb. His skin was the same pink as mine, rather than the green of his mother and all other orc’s.

His bone structure looked to be a bit stockier than what I’d expect of a human babe—if you could say something like that about a baby. He had a shock of black hair on the top of his head which already seemed intent on being poorly managed and standing straight up. He blinked at me with wide, hazel eyes.

There were no tusks, either. I didn’t know if baby orcs had them or if they came in later. I reached up with a finger and ran it along his gums. Sure enough, I felt two bony protrusions. That was gonna make for some awful teething I imagined, when those things burst through.

Mursha’s eyes were on me and the baby. I knew that more than any of my other wives, she needed my approval. Understanding her relationship with her father, it made sense—although I hoped that someday she’d be able to stand on her own.

I considered how far Lina had come and thought there might still be hope for my needy orc wife.

“He’s beautiful, my wife. I’m only sorry that he got my skin, rather than your beautiful coloration.”

She sighed. “I was worried that he might not be pleasing to you because of how you were staring at him. That, and I felt a wave of concern rush through you earlier.”

Sometimes, I forgot that our soul bonds worked both ways. My soul-bonded wives—which was all of them, at this point—could sense my emotions just like I could feel theirs.

“No, that was something else. You have my word, wife. I never had a moment of concern about our son. Although, I did wonder when his tusks would come in.”

She laughed. “Hopefully not too soon… feeding him will be hard enough. Usually orc children don’t get their tusks till around their fifth birthday.” She paused and asked, “Did you get the same notification about him which I got?” She seemed nervous about this part.

“Hmm… I think I got notifications about both kids, but let me check.”

New species: Human/Orc Hybrid

As a species native to Olimero, stat caps will apply to this species, as will full compatibility with magic. As the base genetic material of this hybrid is that of a non-Olimeran species, it is suspected that the path to cultivation may be open to this race as well, but this has yet to be determined.

Stat caps will be set with the same ratios as the orc half of the new species’ genetics, but will be based upon the dominant parent’s current stat progression:

Human/Orc Hybrid Racial Caps:

Strength: 300

Agility: 100

Durability: 360

Magic: 130

Base Stats upon reaching adulthood:

Strength: 100

Agility: 40

Durability: 150

Magic: 40

The first notification was exactly what I’d expected. The next one not so much.

Congratulations on the birth of your second son, Consort.

You and your mortal wives are doing exactly as I would ask of you. I thought about it and realized you were correct. Mursha is highly worthy of my blessing, and while the introduction of the first… hmm… what should a human-orc hybrid be called? A horc, perhaps? Well, I’ll leave that for history to decide.

While I can’t give her the blessing you asked for, I can at least offer her a gift.

Will’s Impact: Your family has honored the name of Sativa, as is only proper, and you have produced a son for my consort-to-be. By way of a gift, I am providing this Chain-Hammer to you. It is a weapon of war, as is the way of the orc, but also a crafter’s tool.  Current status: B-grade item.

Will: The hammer side of this weapon-tool is empowered to create exquisite, enchanted items. You will still need the materials, patterns, and the will to produce wonders. However, with practice, you’ll find that the will is the greatest tool you could use. As long as this hammer is on your person you gain:

Strength: +40

Magic: +50

Blacksmithing Skill: +50

This hammer is capable of reproducing a previously crafted item in 50% of the time it would normally take.

Impact: This chain can be retracted into the hammer when not needed and will be stored in a spatial pocket inside the hammer’s head. It can be extended to a maximum length of 30’ and has a spiked tip. With practice, the chain may be capable of being split and of performing more complex movements. 

These bonuses and abilities will only grow as you do.

As I read the notification, a shimmering silver hammer appeared on the ground beside Mursha’s bed. It was larger than any hammer I’d ever seen used in a forge, but on the small side for a warhammer. I supposed that, with training, it would become useful for either purpose. Extending from the end of the hammer’s metallic haft was a long chain that coiled up next to it, much like a serpent. The spiked tip was rather wicked looking.

Mursha smiled as Josie lifted the hammer from the floor for her to see, before setting it to the side for her to examine later. She correctly knew that my orc wife, while excited about a new tool or weapon, would be more thrilled about our baby.

Kitt was placed in my off hand, and I stared down at the two bundles in awe before introducing myself to my two new children, and then introducing them to one another. They were too young to understand what I was saying, but it still felt important for half-brother and sister to meet. Only then did I hand Caleb off to his mother, leaning over to give them both a kiss before turning to Nimeera.

My catgirl smiled at me and said, “I got the same notification about a new species. It is good to know that our daughter will be powerful, like her father.”

“And her mother,” I added, “although it seems like she got more of your looks—which is definitely a good thing.”

I stared down at my newest daughter and once again felt like I could never love anyone or anything as much as this little girl. I don’t know what it was about daddy’s and their daughters, but I pitied the fool of a man who ever mistreated one of my daughters.

Kitt had ears like her mother and a tail—although, as with Andrea, it was shorter than her mother’s. Her eyes, however, were more human than her mother’s, and blue—like mine. She had a small tuft of blond hair, so it seemed she took after her mother in that regard, as well.

I checked the notification and saw that it was what I’d expected.

New species: Human/Catkin Hybrid

As a species native to Olimero, stat caps will apply to this species, as will full compatibility with magic. As the base genetic material of this hybrid is that of a non-Olimeran species, it is suspected that the path to cultivation may be open to this race as well—though this has yet to be determined.

Stat caps will be set with the same ratios as the catkin half of the new species’ genetics, but will be based upon the dominant parent’s current stat progression:

Human/Catkin Hybrid Racial Caps:

Strength: 260

Agility: 360

Durability: 170

Magic: 70

Base Stats upon reaching adulthood:

Strength: 70

Agility: 150

Durability: 60

Magic: 20

There was nothing else. But, then again, Nimeera was a chosen of Korkanis and I could hardly expect Sativa to give gifts to the servant of another god.

Nimeera pulled me close, and as I leaned in she said, “Korkanis gave me two gifts for the new baby. He said one is for me and one for you, but that there was no need for flashy notifications. He simply doesn’t want you to think that the shadow can’t be just as generous as a certain goddess.”

When I pulled back and looked at her, she blushed. I asked her telepathically, “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing, it’s just what his gifts are. I mean… the one is amazing. He said that as soon as I’m recovered, he’ll teach me how to form a cultivation core—although you’ll have to help too.”

“And the other?”

“Well… he said I’d find it in my things, later. It’s supposed to be something for me to wear, but for you to take off.”

I smiled at that. Maybe Korkanis wasn’t all bad.

 



Chapter 20 - Keeping Up

 

The next few hours were spent introducing my other children to the babies and carefully watching as Lina and, surprisingly, Sema worked to stabilize Rava. I did my best to keep my anxiety from my face because I didn’t want to take anything away from this moment for Mursha or Nimeera. I knew they were worried for their sister wife, too, but they had new babies who demanded their attention.

In the end, Sema said that something about the twins was placing an extra strain on Rava’s soul. I could almost feel what she was talking about. My Soul Stat was considerably higher than hers and my Soul Projection skill wasn’t that far behind hers—though she had many years more experience using these abilities than I did.

It was interesting when Mactosh showed up to meet his newest grandchild. I could sense Mursha’s tension. She was afraid he’d reject Caleb because of his appearance. The child’s pink skin definitely made him stand out.

When the blacksmith walked in, he saw Mursha sitting up already and holding the baby swaddled in a blanket. He slapped me on the back and said, “Is that my grandson?”

Denne and I exchanged glances.

I nodded. “Caleb. We’ve named him Caleb, which means loyal on my old world. It seemed appropriate.”

“Indeed. Well, let me see the boy.” He acted all anxious, but then looked at his daughter. “Actually, let me take a look at you first, my girl. You’ve always been so beautiful. Being a mother suits you; you’re positively glowing.”

She gave him a weak smile back. “It’s hard not to when my life is filled with so much love.” Then she moved the blanket and held out Caleb for her father to take him.

Mactosh seemed to catch his breath for a second upon first seeing his grandson, before whooping and hollering. “Sativa be praised! A great white orc. When I was a boy, my grandmother used to tell me stories about a white orc who would lead our people to a new era or prosperity with our own city once again, instead of being spread across all of Sativa’s creation.”

“My son is just my son,” I groaned, shaking my head. “He is no one’s savior.”

Mactosh took the boy in his arms with great care. “You mistake my meaning… but I guess I’ve not given you a great deal of reason to trust me.”

He grimaced, carefully holding Caleb. “I’m old and it’s hard for me to change my ways, but Rob here has brought change for all of us. I won’t say it’ll be easy for me, but I’m going to do my best to… to adapt. Besides, how could he not be a hero when he has parents as great as this? An A-ranked warrior who leads his people with strength, justice, and mercy is his father.”

The older orc shook his head then. “And his mother was once a tiny girl who had me wrapped around her finger. Now, she is a beautiful woman—and from what I hear, is an amazing smith. I look forward to visiting your forge, my daughter. That is, if you’ll have me.”

The tears flowed, and it ended up being a sweet reunion. I tried to be there for Mursha, but also saw that Nimeera felt left out. She had no family with which to share her newfound joy and baby. In fact, it occurred to me that I had met very few of my wives’ families.

Rava didn’t have anyone left—just like Nimeera and Josie, for that matter. Daria was estranged from hers, but both of Lina’s parents were still alive and she had extra mothers and many siblings. Perhaps I should see if a family reunion was in order.

By the end of the day, most of my wives were exhausted and soon fell asleep. So, I was a bit surprised when I heard a knock at the door to the master bedroom. The bond had already told me who was there.

“You don’t have to knock,” I called out softly. “This is as much your space as it is mine.”

The door opened, and Daria walked in. “I didn’t want to intrude if you were entertaining one of my sister-wives.”

“You’re never going to believe this, but even Lina crashed and fell asleep with Robbie. Speaking of which, how is Sarah?”

“Sound asleep with Lina and Robbie.” She chuckled. “I hope you don’t mind, but I was hoping to talk to you. Although, if you wanted privacy or if you have other needs for me to attend, I don’t mind doing so another time.”

I groaned. “Don’t make sex sound like such a chore… and no, I’d much rather have you here with me than sit here by myself. I almost don’t know what to do when I’m alone these days. Besides, you’re my wife, Daria. I love you. You and I have shared far too much for you ever to doubt that.”

“I don’t doubt it. I can feel your love,” she admitted. “But, I’m also not stupid. We all know that Lina occupies a special place in your heart—as she does for all of us. Josie was also the first to fight by your side. Rava and you share something with your alchemy, and the struggles you had to bring Mursha to your side have forged a great bond between you. Nimeera and I may never be as dear to you as they are, but you treat us so much better than either of us expected.”

“Dammit,” I growled, “no talking like that. I genuinely love each and every one of you. I can’t help it if my connection with each of my wives is a bit different. You, for example, represent that wild side in me that I’d like to be able to let loose more often. We share the freedom of the sky together—something none of my other wives will ever have.”

Daria looked at the floor as an awkward silence settled over us.

“Please,” I beckoned her over to me, “just tell me what is bothering you. We don’t have to do anything. I really am content just to hear what it is that’s bothering you. The bond doesn’t give me the ability to read your mind, although sometimes I think that might actually make things even worse.”

She offered up a weak giggle at that. Then, with a tear in her eye she said, “I can no longer keep up with the others. Soon you’ll have to just make me a clerk.”

I shook my head, completely lost. I had six wonderful wives, and yet women remained such a mystery to me. “What’s that supposed to mean? You’re my Mistress of the Field. I count on you to know what is happening outside of Yonderton. We couldn’t function without you.”

Daria appeared to be torn between embarrassed and pleased as she came and sat on the bed beside me. “But I’m not a chosen of any of the gods. I can’t keep up with the bonuses they’ve gained. And with them becoming cultivators, they’ll only continue to grow stronger than me.”

I stroked her cheek, tucking a stray feather behind her ear and sighed. “Your value to me has nothing to do with your power in battle.” Even as I said the words, I knew that wasn’t one hundred percent accurate.

On Earth, that might have been true, but here a man’s power was measured in part by the power of his wives. They didn’t all have to be fighters, but certainly in a place like the frontier, some of them needed to be fighters—and powerful ones, at that.

Daria shook her head. “I appreciate the sentiment. I even believe that you mean it… but it isn’t true. We’re surrounded by enemies. The Untamed Lands and the rebels there, not to mention my former aerie to the west, Westerton and Centrum to the east, and the fairies led by a practically ancient A-rank monster who calls herself their queen.”

I sighed. “I do seem to attract strong enemies.”

“That isn’t even to say anything about the gods,” my hawkkin continued. “My sister-wives might not be able to solve the problems with the gods for you, but by being their chosen they ease tensions with the divine—and their power is going to be invaluable for dealing with the other issues.”

“Right now, I feel like I have less need of power than I do of those I can trust by my side.” I stroked her feathers. “How many of my wives can say that they saved my life before I even knew their name?”

She grinned at that, likely remembering as I did how we’d originally met. I seized that moment of happiness she expressed to press further. “I can’t help you with the gods—although, I will point out that you did get a bonded weapon from Sativa,  which grows with you. What I can do, though, is try to help you form a core.”

She pulled back from me, her eyes widened. “You can do that?”

“To be clear, I’m not 100% certain I can do so… but I believe I can. If you’re willing to try, that is.”

She jumped on me, and I had to catch her to keep from falling back onto the mattress. “Goddess yes. Please, I’ll do anything. I just want to be stronger.”

It took me a bit of time to get her to calm down, but then asked her to pull up her stats for me.

Daria Case

Stats:

Strength: 77

Agility: 113

Durability: 49

Magic: 91

Cultivation Grade: Nascent

Skills:

Ranged Combat: 102

Melee Combat: 76

Tracking: 68

Skinning/Butchering: 46

Gambling: 29

Flight: 91 

Dive Bomb: 42

Strafing: 59

 

“Wow, you’ve been working really hard. All of your stats have gone up, especially Magic, but all of them have improved. Even your Strength is two points higher. And your skills have taken huge jumps.”

She blushed. “It’s all the work I’ve been doing scouting.”

I hugged her, whispering in her ear, “a job you are amazing at.”

She ducked her head against my chest. “I’ve been trying so hard… but even with this, I can’t keep up with the others. Yes, I did get a spear and I’m grateful for it, but it isn’t nearly as strong as the gifts which Josie, Lina, and Mursha got from Sativa.”

I asked her to show me her spear’s description again.

Spear of Pierced Destiny—this unique scaling item will keep up with its bonded owner, Daria Case. New abilities may be gained over time.

Current abilities:

Return — The spear may be summoned back to its owner’s hand after being thrown.

Piercing — This spear is especially good at piercing magical defenses. It will pierce through the shield or defense of any mage with a lower magical score than the wielder.

I couldn’t really argue with her. While it was an amazing weapon—well suited to her abilities—it didn’t give her any stat buffs. I was tempted to put my ring from Sativa back on and ask her about that. But I knew where me asking any favors from the goddess was going to lead. I was already too tightly bound to her.

I stood from the bed, still holding her close. “Let’s sit down and think about this.”

“Here on the bed?” She smirked.

I returned her grin. “No. I’m still a guy and you are one hell of a distraction. Just looking into your eyes is enough to almost make me forget what I’m supposed to be doing.”

“Such a sweet talker,” Daria replied, but I felt the surge of happiness my words brought her and saw her lips quirk upwards with the hint of a smile on her face.

I pulled her over to the loveseat on the side of the room and we sat down, facing one another. She leaned in close, and I rested my forehead against hers. Taking her calloused hands in mine and began to cycle mana between us.

Air Mana had never felt as dense to me as other types of mana. Much like Earth Mana, it was all around us—but even more so. Still, I could pull it in much faster than before and thus was able to compress not only the mana I absorbed from Daria, but also that which was all around us.

My earlier experience with Mursha helped, as I had new ideas about how to create this connection. Reaching out to Daria, I extended my Ki Aura around her and willed the connection between us to grow. I had absolute control over my own body. That was the bedrock of what it meant to be a body cultivator, but I was growing beyond even that.

Our soul-bond made her part of me and so I could change her, as well. Suddenly, I felt something click. It was like when you have a key in the door, but it isn’t quite in place. You can feel the teeth not quite lining up, but you know it's close.

At that moment, Daria gasped. “Do you really mean it?”

I wasn’t sure what she was responding to. If I had to guess, the system gave her a notification, but I had not been paying attention. I whispered, “I’m trying to make us one.”

“Then yes... yes! A thousand times yes.”

The next notification that popped up, I wasn’t able to ignore.

Daria Case has accepted your invitation to share a portion of your Ki-Forged Body with her. A deeper understanding between the two of you has been forged.

Henceforth, your growth will be shared. You may select any two skills which Daria Case possesses and you don’t, adapting them to make them your own. Your starting level in those skills will be 50% of her current skill level.

In return, 10% of your current stats will be applied to Daria Case as a permanent bonus. Choose and prepare for adaptation.

Wow, that was better than I could have imagined. Ten percent of my stats might not quite make up for the stats the others had gained from their weapons, but it would come close—and it would affect all of her stats.

I felt a buzzing in my head and knew that our bodies were trying to merge more closely. It was almost sexual in how intense the feeling was, yet we were both fully dressed and our hands were the only things touching one another. This was a new way of becoming one.

I thought about the skills she had and decided that Tracking would be useful. The other one I wanted probably wouldn’t work. I wished I could fly like she could—but I didn’t have wings. Then again, the notification hadn’t placed any limits on what skills I could gain. Selecting Tracking and Flight, I guessed we’d see what happened.

A second later, I felt her make some decision that I didn’t know about and everything locked into place. There was a moment of universal bliss, where Daria and I were completely one. It was even closer than the moment when we had soul bonded. I knew her inside and out and could feel everything about her; I knew her every secret, and she knew mine.

Then the bliss was replaced by a staggering pain and it felt like my body was being twisted like a piece of taffy. I fell onto my back, but that only made it worse. Somehow, I mustered the control to roll over onto my stomach.

Error: Unnatural formation requested…

Assessing…

Master of flesh -  Ki-Forged Body is sufficient. Adapting now. 

I felt a burning pain on my back, along my shoulder blades. I couldn’t stop it, either. Normally, I could control anything about my body. Since creating a new body as I reached A-Rank, the ability had come much easier, to the point of seeming simplistic. This time, the pain wouldn’t stop and in a moment of lucidity amidst the pain, I realized why—I was doing this to myself.

I would have grinned, if I wasn’t trying not to bite my tongue off. I knew what was happening. I just hadn’t expected it to be possible. The pain only lasted about a minute, but it was all-consuming.

When I sat up, I felt completely odd. My body was shaped differently. Behind me stretched two silvery wings, with feathers which looked almost like a liquid metal. They glistened. And even with just the candlelight in the room reflecting off of them, I knew they were gorgeous. It might be weird to say that about myself, but I knew it was true.

Then I leaned over, shifting my wings… damn, I had wings. Stars above, this was so freaking cool. I wanted to show Daria.

As soon as I saw her, all thoughts of coolness or my wings left me. She was convulsing on the ground. Her wings spread out behind her, her back arched up into the air, with her face turning purple.

When I put my hand on her, another notification popped up.

Warning: Daria Case has not accessed all of the stat types which you have tried to gift her. Her body does not have a fully formed core in order to accept the Soul Stat. She has no universal concept and cannot survive receiving the Synergy Stat without one.

Estimated Time to Death: 1 minute 31 seconds.

 



Chapter 21 - The Final Law

 

Fear swept through me. My hands trembled and my mine locked up. I hadn’t felt like this since I’d thought Lina might die after being kidnapped. It was a feeling of absolute helplessness—made even worse by the increased bond between us.

Tears streamed down my face. I did not want to lose Daria. No! I was INDOMITABLE. I would NOT lose Daria.

My cores were spinning. I felt the tingle in my abdomen just above my groin as even my unformed Soul Core tried to spin in response to my need. Ki and mana all surged as I pressed my hand against her.

Soul Projection

I pushed myself into Daria in a completely new way. This union was even more intimate than our usual physical joining, as my very soul overlaid hers. I sought what was holding her up and found the nascent mana core which had formed within her. If I hadn’t seen the way that Josie and Lina’s cores looked, I might not have known what was wrong.

It was incomplete. A core couldn’t form around a single type of mana. She required a second type of mana, but I wasn’t a god to give her one. I cursed. There was mana all around us in this world; I just need to figure out how to cram more of it into her.

I thought about what I had learned about mana. All mana was, at its most basic, just plain mana. The different types of mana was simply a way that mana specialized to be better at what it did.

I tugged on all the Air Mana I had condensed within my core. It was already many times denser than normal mana, but now I needed to do something different with it.

I began to tear the coverings off of it, like I was stripping wires. I removed the Air type and spun the mana through my cores again. Both my Mind and Body Cores played a part in stripping it down to its most basic unit. I moved at a frantic pace—the seconds felt like hours.

Daria’s life was ticking down.

Once I had raw mana in its purest state, I thought about what would work best for Daria. I pondered if I could re-create Gravity Mana, or perhaps something with light that could make lasers. But in the end, all of those things were theoretical—I simply didn’t understand them well enough.

It might not be ideal for her, but I settled into what I knew best. I began weaving the raw mana back together, making it reflect me. In my hands, it became something I’d never seen before. I didn’t know if I was creating a new type of mana or just forming it into the pattern which was most compatible with me. In the end, it didn’t really matter.

You have formed Body Enhancement Mana.

I ignored the notification. I already knew what was in my hands. Then I fed it back into Daria’s core, along with tons of Air Mana. Her body was part of me. Our souls were bonded, and right now my soul overlaid hers. With perfect control, I began to spin her core for her.

Nothing happened at first and fear threatened to overwhelm me. Only my narrow focus and indomitable will carried me through. I wanted to gasp in relief as her core began to soak up the mana like a dry sponge. The walls of her core solidified and I was able to push it further. Body Enhancement Mana spread through her channels, like those channels were growing for the first time. Her body changed as she became a cultivator and her Soul Stat awakened.

A part of me was still raging. My Parallel Mind was trying to figure out why she had to have a Soul Stat to become a cultivator, when that hadn’t been a requirement for either Josie or Lina. All I could figure out, was that they were the chosen of a goddess and she had far more experience with this sort of thing than I did.

My hawkkin’s body relaxed but her eyes still didn’t open. The convulsing had stopped and she was breathing, albeit slowly. Color returned to her skin, but I couldn’t sense any mental activity. Everything was running on pure autonomic responses.

The next notification explained it and brought another curse from my lips.

Duplicate of Daria Case’s message provided to her patron: Formation of a Dual Mana Core complete.

Air and Body Enhancement – boosted to E Rank 1

The ability to use Body Enhancement Mana is an extension of your connection with Robert Case. A fraction of his Ki-Forged Body has filled you and enables you to use mana to enhance your body.

With each grade of cultivation in the E rank, you will gain +1 to your lowest stat. (Durability +9)

Welcome to the path of the mana cultivator. You are one of only a fraction of a percentage of such on all of Olimero. Stat gains made through cultivation may exceed racial stat caps.

Note: This gift is tied to Robert Case. Because he is still within the mortal ranks, should he die, you will die as well. This can only be altered if one of you reaches S-Rank. Your destiny is bound to his.

The words sank in as I read them for the third time. Daria was a fighter. Body Enhancement Mana would work for her. I was relieved she had survived the process and would likely be pleased with the upgrade. Somehow, I had even managed to push her core one level further than Josie and Lina’s when Sativa had created their cores.

What I worried about was how her fate was now tied to mine. I would have to be even more careful. My life had stopped being my own when I fell in love with Lina and Josie—even more so, when I became a father. But it was truly now something I shared with Daria. At least until I could find a way to reach S Rank. I had honestly thought I might be content stopping at A-Rank.

A-Rank was already so overpowered, but now stopping wasn’t any option. I hoped she wasn’t mad at me. Before I could worry about that, another notification popped up.

Daria Case has survived the formation of a Dual Mana Core and has gained a Soul Stat. It will be set at a base of 1 + 10% of Robert Case’s Soul Stat.

Current Soul Stat: 22

She still has no universal concept and cannot survive receiving the Synergy Stat without one.

Updated estimate of Time to Death: 1 minute and 6 seconds.

I wanted to scream in frustration, but it wouldn’t do any good. It had taken me months to realize a Universal Concept and, by all signs, I’d progressed much faster than anyone had expected. More than that, Daria was still unconscious.

I reached out again with Soul Projection, but even with the level of connection we shared, I immediately knew I couldn’t choose a universal concept for her. It was simply instinctive knowledge—but I was so certain that I didn’t even try.

I groaned in frustration but couldn’t give up. Instead I turned my sight into myself. I looked at where INDOMITABLE resided within me. It was woven into my soul. I could see that it was a separate entity, but intertwined with my being. Somehow, I knew that the connection would only grow. It was likely that, in the future, I would only become more like my universal trait. I would have pondered if that was a good thing, or not, but there was no time.

Daria’s life was measured in seconds.

I didn’t know what to do, but I did know how to act out of desperation. I hoped that need would guide me. I might not be able to give her a universal concept, but perhaps I could patch her soul enough that she could survive gaining Synergy.

This was my fault, after all. She would never have experienced this if I hadn’t tried to imprint myself on her. As they say, choices have consequences. And my ignorant choice to gift her a portion of my stats—stats which she didn’t even have active—came with a high price.

I only had one thing that I could give her which might suffice. I started pushing my soul more strongly into her, trying to tear a piece of it off and entwine it with her soul.

Warning: You are trying to graft a piece of your soul onto Daria Case. This cannot be undone by any mortal and most deities. If you perform this act, then any soul damage to Daria Case will result in soul damage to you. Her death will result in you losing a piece of your soul.

Do you wish to proceed?

That wasn’t even a question worth considering. I pushed forward. I would not lose my wife.

I felt a burning inside my abdomen. My nascent soul core continued forming even as I spun out a sliver of my core being into Daria. I could only hope it would work. Everything happened so quickly, that there was no time to worry.

You have provided your soul as a pseudo-universal concept to Daria Case. She must accept or reject this. If she rejects it, you will suffer soul damage. If she accepts it, then you will become the concept which binds her life together.

No sooner had I finished reading the notification, than Daria sat up with a gasp. Her eyes popped open. She looked at me with confusion, shock, and some other emotion I couldn’t place. For a brief moment, I feared she hated me for trying to impose myself on her.

Essentially, I had just made myself her god, and I’d done it without her consent. I braced myself for the pain of her rejection, fearing the emotional loss more than the soul damage. I felt a sudden warmth in my soul core, as these words popped up:

Daria Case has accepted your offer. You are now her patron. This is highly unusual for beings below S-Rank. Take good care of her. Responsibility and duty run both ways; that is the way of the system. Those gods who forget this lesson eventually suffer the law upon which all others are built: The Law of Consequences.

Daria stared at me with wide, unblinking eyes, and then threw herself at me. We held each other for long seconds—seconds which became minutes, and still neither of us spoke.

Finally with a trembling voice she asked, “You did this for me?”

“Gladly,” I admitted, “and I’d do it all over again. I’m only sorry that I put you into this position.”

“What? No! Don’t say that. You’re my everything. I can feel you inside me. I’m the chosen of a god now. I’m your chosen... you really do love me.”

I rubbed the back of my neck. “I thought we’d already covered that.”

She shook her head. “Not like this we didn’t.”

“Just know that I’m no god. I’m just a man who is willing to do anything to save his wife.”

“Well…. you’re a god to me, now.” She smiled, almost shyly. “But I’ll keep it quiet if you want—at least I’ll try to. There is a god who walks among us. He may only be A-rank, but he is a man who knows what we experience, and his life touches ours. I don’t ever want to give up on this connection. If I ever manage to reach A-rank on my own, it will be because you have truly become my universal concept.”

I felt the weight and truth of her words. She meant them with everything she was. They made me imminently uncomfortable. I knew I was no god—but I’d be whatever she needed me to be.

Daria Case has been upgraded.

New Stats:

Strength: 117

Agility: 143

Durability: 102

Magic: 127

Soul: 22

Synergy: 2

Cultivation Grade: E-1 (Air and Body Enhancement)

Universal Concept (Pseudo): Devotion to Robert Case


 New Skills Gained:

Elemental Resistance: 25

Mana Shield (From Ki Aura): 3

Daria stood and moved around. “Oh goddess… err… sorry, M’lord. I mean, oh my god! Is this how you feel all the time? I feel so strong and so fast. This is crazy… and to think I only received ten percent of your stats. This is absolutely amazing. Thank you so much for everything you’ve done for me!”

Then she looked at me, as though for the first time. She gasped again. “You’ve got wings!”

I laughed.

“Yeah, I got to copy two of your skills. I chose Flight, because I’ve always been jealous of your ability to fly through the air without a potion.”

“Jealous of me? No…”

I shrugged. “What can I say? Flying is pretty cool. Now, I’ve got that skill and Tracking at half the level you have them at currently.”

She grinned. “You know this is going to make the mile high club entirely different.”

I couldn’t help myself. My worry for her had been so great and now here she was, more gorgeous than ever. “Is that an offer? Are you sure you’re up for it?”

She held her finger to my lips. “Don’t make me have to correct my god. Well maybe, I can correct my husband-god. I’m better than okay, and I never have to make the offer. I’m yours for the taking—any time, and all the time. But right now, I can wait to go outside. I can feel you in my soul, but I want to feel you inside my body too.”

Then, she pushed me backward. I was surprised by the way my wings spread out to catch us. They became almost like a cushion holding me up at a slight angle off the ground. Her hands started feverishly working at my pants, and she ended up just ripping my belt off.

“I think I’m gonna like this new strength.” She grinned fiercely.

Daria stood, looming over me. Little Rob was already sticking straight up. She quickly pushed down her leather pants and I took in the sight of her amazing body. Then, with no warning, she straddled my thighs and dropped herself onto me. She must have been super excited, because she was soaking wet.

As my wife sank onto me, I groaned. Her warmth surrounded me completely and we were again one—in body, as well as having our souls laced together. It was both a spiritual and physical act, but I must admit that I simply lost myself in the pleasure as her body wrapped around me.

She groaned. “Oh, my god, that’s what I needed.”

She looked down at me and smiled. “Just sit back and enjoy. I’m much stronger and twice as durable as before, and I know you can handle what I want. Just enjoy as I worship at this altar.” She began bouncing up and down on me.

Fuck, she was going hard, and I loved how powerful she was. I couldn’t help but appreciate the incredible intensity of her body bouncing atop mine. She slammed herself down till I was buried to the hilt and then pulled back up till I almost popped free—except that she wouldn’t let me.

She didn’t let up and kept going. Normally, this is where I would have taken over and made sure she was getting what she wanted, but as connected as we were, I knew she didn’t want me to move. She felt almost borderline crazy in her devotion to me--almost like I got when INDOMITABLE surged through me. That is how she was acting.

It was as if she absolutely had to make me cum—like that was the single most important thing in her existence at the moment. I could feel her need for me, her need to pleasure me, and for once I simply lay back and let my wife have her way with me.

She began panting and I knew that—even without any effort on my part—she was getting close. “Oh god… fuck…. Rob, give me your blessing. Give it to me. Pour it deep inside me. I’m begging you.”

With those words, I stopped holding back and released inside her. The explosion filled my eyes with light and waves of pleasure rocked through me. She sucked the power of each burst deep within and then I felt her somehow get impossibly tighter.

Fuck. I thought I only groaned inside my head, but it must have been out loud, too. Daria wasn’t letting up, but wanted more. Her body seemed to shift to perfectly accommodate me, her walls acting more like a mouth as they pulled at me.

She giggled. “I think you like it when I use Body Enhancement Mana, it seems to be good for more than just fighting.”

There was no need for any words from me. I had my Daria and she had me.

 



Chapter 22 - Words with Fairies 

 

When I awoke the next morning, I learned that I could fully retract the wings into my body. Daria winked at me when I asked her to keep it a secret—not because I was hiding anything, but because I wanted to surprise my other wives. At least she was acting playful and doting, not calling me her god, or M’lord.

I chalked that up to the intensity of last night’s… process. Daria had at least doubled in power last night, and probably a good bit more than that. Her potential had been awakened and she could now cultivate. I expected she would be pushing herself very hard moving forward.

After kissing her, I went and got breakfast. On my way down, I checked the gains I had made last night. They hadn’t been important in the moment.

Durability +1

Magic +2

Soul +4

Synergy +2

Cultivation Grade +1

A-Rank Body Fortification: +4%

Soul Core Formation: +4%

Concept: INDOMITABLE

Mana Fusion +4

Ki-Forged Body +4

Soul Builder: +3

Soul Projection +2

As a result of your increase in cultivation grade, you have gained +10 to all stats.

It wasn’t anything to sneeze at. I still couldn’t really do anything with my Soul Core, but it had clearly grown by working on these skills. I just hoped I could find less harrowing ways to work on it.

Lina wasn’t in the kitchen when I walked in, but there were four clerks there cooking, with another giving directions. Three of the cooks were bunnykin, and one was a foxkin. The supervising clerk was a monkeykin.

“Good morning, Sheriff… or do you prefer Lord Case?” the monkeykin asked me.

“Rob is what I prefer,” I admitted, “but somehow I doubt that is gonna happen.”

She giggled. “Lady Lina warned me to watch out for your sense of humor.”

“Good to know she’s looking out for you all.” I paused, searching my memory, but coming up empty. “What’s your name?”

She smiled. “She said you liked to get to know all of the clerks. That is impressive. I was honored when Sativa called me to this position, and even more honored when Lady Lina elevated me to a supervisory role, but to think that the Sheriff would want to know my name… well… you really are more than any of those fake Sheriffs I worked for in Westerton.”

“Oh, you’re from Westerton? How long did you live there?”

“All my life. And I’m sorry M’lord, I just realized. I failed to answer your question. If I ever get to rambling like that, don’t hesitate to steer me back on track... perhaps give me a swat on the backside. I promise, I won’t mind.”

She gave me an all too clear smile and then added, “My name is Marissa, and Lady Lina has appointed me to the temporary position as Head Kitchen Clerk. Of course, it will be subject to your ultimate approval, so I’d appreciate it if you let me know any dietary requirements you have M’lord.”

I sat down and whistled to myself. “Hmm… I didn’t expect her to move so quickly. Who knew she had it in her?”

“I’m not sure I know what you mean, M’lord, but Lady Lina would do anything for you.” Marissa studied me for a moment. “She said that you asked her to appoint others to lead the various clerk duties so that she could focus on her wifely duties. I think that is admirable of you.”

I shook my head, but then took a sip of my coffee. It was definitely the best cup of Joe I’d had on Olimero. Lina was good, but this was great.

Marissa giggled. “By that expression, I take it that you like my coffee. It’s my specialty, but I hope you’ll enjoy all the food we make.”

“I’m sure I will. I apologize, I don’t know if I met you before, or half of the new clerks at all. I’m sorry. I do try to at least remember faces.”

She set down a plate of bacon, eggs, and some wheat toast for me with jam. “That isn’t really surprising. Lady Lina has done a lot of hiring provisional clerks, pending your final approval and, of course, the oath. But don’t worry, I’m certainly willing to meet any of the duties of a clerk—and I expect that any of the girls working for me in the kitchen would, as well.”

The other four all looked at me and giggled, nodding excitedly.

Marissa continued, “Lady Lina says you’ve never had a monkeygirl. You should know that our tails aren’t just for swishing side-to-side and drawing the eye. We can actually hang upside down with ours. That presents… all types of new opportunities.”

She smirked. “Or so I’ve been told. I don’t actually have much practical experience, myself, but a tail job is definitely something to look forward—guaranteed to be a positive experience… at least in my limited expertise.” She sighed. “It’s just that those brutes in Westerton, weren’t my type.”

As soon as I swallowed the mouthful of eggs I’d scooped up, I repeated my earlier question. “You didn’t say how long you’d been in Westerton.”

“Oh, silly me. Yes, I remember, now. I was born there, and I’m now twenty-four—having lived there my entire life. For the last five years, I worked for the city lord but he wasn’t a true Sheriff appointed by Sativa.”

I nodded along, wanting to see if I could gain some more information. “And how long has it been since you left there?”

“Only three weeks, M’lord. I know you might worry that I’ve been promoted too quickly, but I promise you I’ll work hard to prove my worth.”

I said, “Come sit down with me. It’s distracting to watch you pacing back and forth in the kitchen as we talk.” I pulled out a chair beside me.

As she sat, I asked, “What was the general attitude in Westerton when you left?”

“There was a great deal of hostility towards Yonderton, M’lord. The deputies were trying to rile people up against Sativa and you, but I think most of the people just wanted to be left alone. Things got weird, though, as there started to be rumors of war in the east and everything sort of locked down. We stopped hearing anything about Yonderton, but more and more people started thinking that it would be nice to come here.”

Before I could ask another question, Lina walked into the room. “Thank you, Marissa. Could you take all the cooks with you and start an inventory of the dry storage? I’d like to have the room with just my husband.”

Marissa looked at me, like she wanted to see if I approved these new orders.

I stared back for a second before saying, “Marissa, I’m going to give you the benefit of the doubt. I’ll assume that you were only looking at me after my wife spoke because you’re accustomed to a world where men dominate the women around them. That isn’t who I am. All my wives speak with my voice, and honoring them is the highest honor you can pay to me.”

Marissa looked like she was going to cry, but quickly curtsied and then hurried out of the kitchen with the other cooks.

“Did you really have to scare her, husband?” My bunnygirl nestled into my side and started stroking my hair. “She’s a very good cook and an even better kitchen manager.”

I looked up at Lina. “I only have eyes for one cook.”

She harrumphed. “You’re the one who said you wanted me to start acting more like a Lady and less like your Chief Clerk. You better be ready for what that means.” She leaned in and kissed me. “But I didn’t come here to get lost in those deep blue eyes of yours, or to argue about how many monkeygirls I can have dancing on your bed. Your telepathic channel has been silent since last night, and Nimeera asked me to come find you. She says the fairies are ready to talk.”

I gave her a quick kiss and stood up. Before I made it very far, Lina said, “There’s one other thing.” Her tone told me that whatever it was, it was serious.

I slowed my mind down in order to listen to her completely.

“All of your wives have discussed the issue, and we’ve come to a decision. It isn’t something we’ve decided on lightly, either… but we believe that you should take Sema as a wife.”

I started to say something, but she held her hand up. “Wait. Before you object, let me finish. We know that you don’t love her. You like her, to be sure, but we know you don’t feel about her like you do about the rest of us. Maybe that will develop in time, and maybe it won’t. Up to this point, you’ve been very fortunate in that the wives you’ve taken have all been for love. That isn’t normally the way on Olimero, and you promised to be open-minded.”

“You want me to accept a political marriage?” I asked. “You know that if I marry her, I’ll feel obligated to treat her just the same as I treat the rest of you.”

“And that is part of what makes us love you. We know that, but we have talked about it in great detail. I even confirmed it with Daria this morning.” Lina got a sly look on her face and poked me in the stomach. “I don’t know what you did to her last night, but she was practically floating down the hallway.”

I smiled. “I’ll fill you all in on that—or she will, given how much you all talk. But you are really sure about this?”

“Yes we are, husband. We know we can’t make up your mind for you, but this is our counsel. Take it… or not.”

I groaned. There was a certain trap in the way she’d worded their ‘counsel’. And Lina knew it. She wasn’t actually trying to manipulate me, only doing what she felt was best for me.

She also knew what kind of man I was. I gave her one more kiss and promised to consider it. I set Parallel Mind hard at work on the problem before marching to the prison area of the office.

When I got there, Nimeera, Sema, Sigmund, and a pair of guards were standing outside the cell. I’d seen the fairies twice-a-day, every day since imprisoning them, but had refused to say so much as a word to them. The only thing I did when I saw them was drain them of their excess mana, always taking them back to ten percent.

They, of course, had pleaded with me every time. But I had decided that until Nimeera said they were ready, that I wasn’t going to say a word. It seemed the time had come to have some words with the fairies.

Nimeera kissed me. “Kitt is so beautiful. Thank you for giving her to me. I didn’t even know I wanted to be a mother until I found your family. Korkanis may not have had the right motives, but it has brought me my greatest happiness. I can’t find it in myself to be angry with him.”

“I won’t be angry either. I have you, thanks to the Raven, and I wouldn’t give you up for any number of meddling gods. I hope to see you and our daughter later and am sorry you got pulled away for this.”

“No, duty is duty.” Nimeera pulled back and looked at the fairies in their cell. “Sema and I have questioned them some this morning. They are saying that the fairy queen was getting frantic, and had decided it was time to take you by force. They believe their disappearance and her inability to communicate with them will keep her off balance and most likely cause her to delay.”

“That’s good.”

Sema coughed to get my attention. It was actually pretty cute, given her size. “I wish it were that way, Lord Case. Based upon what they are saying, she is ready to hinge the entire future of our race on capturing you and getting you to marry her.”

I sighed. “Sadly for queen Delicia, I’m not planning on marrying her. I could never trust her.” I paused. “Though I would be open to marrying another royal fairy.”

I felt mana swirl around Sema. There were sparkling lights, and then suddenly she was growing before my eyes. Soon she was 5’0” tall, with the same petite proportions. She was still on the small side—especially when compared to the 6’8” I was after reaching A-rank—but certainly much larger than she’d been before.

“Is that an official proposal, M’lord?” she asked, voice trembling slightly.

I thought about it for a second. Sema may not have meant to imply this, but I hadn’t handled this correctly. It might be a marriage of political convenience, but she was still a woman who deserved to be treated properly. The fact that she was a drop-dead gorgeous woman who had become a friend that I enjoyed being around, only made it more important that I do this properly.

“No. No, it wasn’t a proper or official proposal.”

Her face fell, tears welling up in the corners of her eyes.

“This,” I said, getting down on one knee, “however, is a proper proposal.”

I took one of her hands in mine. “Princess Sema of the fairies, daughter of Queen Delicia, will you do me the honor of becoming my wife? I have already spoken to my other wives, and they have all given their blessing for this union.”

Both of the fairies in the cell seemed shocked. Heather shouted, “You wouldn’t dare! The queen will never allow this.”

I snapped at them. “Delicia isn’t here and my offer of marriage is for Princess Sema, not her mother.”

Heather started sputtering, as if having an apoplectic fit.

Sema blushed and then smiled. “Yes, M’lord… I will gladly become your wife. I’m not sure how these things are handled amongst your kind, though.”

“Normally, I follow the traditions of my wife’s race, since I’m from another world.”

“There have been no marriages amongst my people for a very long time… perhaps we can use the customs of your world.”

I shrugged. “I’m not really much for formality, but in the old days of my world, a priest or the local ruler would give their blessing and a man and a woman were considered married. Although , I guess they actually had to consummate the relationship, too.”

Heather laughed boldly. “And there it is. Feel free to put on a show for our benefit. Sema has betrayed her people, and for some reason you want to deceive us, but it won’t work. She isn’t your wife until you have taken her—and I, for one, will never believe that she actually had to nerve to go through with it.”

I glared at Heather and then made a decision. I looked around the room. There was one other cell that had a mattress in it, and there was the sturdy, solid oak desk out in front of the cells. Hmm… I could make this work.

“Sigmund, please take the deputies and leave the room. Deputies, post a guard outside the door. No one is to enter without my express permission or, for that matter, no one is to knock on the door and disturb us.”

They both said, “Yes, Sheriff.”

As they left, I telepathically filled my wives in on what I was planning. I got some colorful comments back, but pushed them all aside.

Once we had the room to ourselves, I looked over at Heather and the other fairy. I gave them a big smile. “Well, you may not want to, but they say that seeing is believing.”



Chapter 23 - To be Wanted

 

Nimeera spoke up, “Do you want me to leave?”

“No, there should be a witness from our family, as well, since the fairies will have two. You can join in… or not… as you and Sema decide.”

Sema burst out laughing.

Nimeera looked at her oddly before asking, “What’s so funny?”

She held her hand up against her mouth and it took her a moment to gain control of herself. “Just how odd this is for me. I’ve never actually been with a man—though I have been with a couple of fairies who were around my age. I’m not opposed to you joining in. In some ways, it would probably make it more comfortable for me—but I think maybe I need to figure out how to do it with a guy.”

My catgirl wife laughed at that. “That’s what you were laughing about? I thought you’d seen other fairies with hypnotized men.”

She nodded and giggled again. “That’s actually why I’m laughing. Of course, I know how the mechanics work, but most of the time those guys weren’t able to speak. They were lost in the bliss of the magic used on them and the pleasure they were receiving.”

Sema frowned, glancing awkwardly at me. “But they were more or less used like toys. The fairies all decided the order they would go in, and were always arguing about who got to go first and so on. So, I guess…” She paused. “It just feels odd to be asked what I want, all the while realizing that Rob is completely in control.”

“Trust me,” Nimeera smiled, “him being in control is far better than the alternative.”

I just listened to their conversation with what must have been a Cheshire cat grin on my face. Sema was gorgeous and her petite frame held an appeal different from most of my wives. They were all a bit different—but I was pleasantly surprised to realize I was looking forward to this. I just knew I’d need to be careful not to hurt her. From what I’d gathered, Durability was not a fairy’s highest stat.

Nimeera added, “I’d show you how it’s done first, but some things are better to experience rather than observe.”

Sema said, “Oh, I’m up for anything. Fairies are rather… adventurous, I guess you might say, in that area. We’ve had to suppress our nature, but the times I saw it happen… once my sisters got started, they really got into it. I’ve been studying what is common outside of the fairy hive, though. And if I understand it, my duty is to make him feel good.”

As they talked, I pulled out the mattress from the other cell and tossed it on the sturdy desk. It was less than romantic, but it would be more comfortable than the floor—and more intimate than just bending her over the desk. Sema and Nimeera kept talking and giggling, but I didn’t rush them.

I got the sense that this was good for Sema, that it would help her to relax. I wasn’t so much worried about little Rob’s ability to perform—hell, my soldier was already at parade rest, ready to snap to attention. This was the first time with one of my wives, that we hadn’t been so passionate that it all just happened naturally. I was concerned that Sema might not be ready.

The idea of fucking Sema was not exactly a struggle for me. The issue was just that—largely because of how the marriage had been set up—it felt rather sterile. Then there was the fact that we were going to have an audience, not only Nimeera, but more significantly, the two relatively hostile fairies. This would be proof to them that the relationship had been consummated, which might be important, later on.

I still hadn’t decided if we were going to release them. On the one hand, if I didn’t release them, then Delicia wouldn’t get any intelligence on what I was capable of. On the other hand, if I did set them free, they could confirm that I had married Sema and their release could potentially serve as a sign of good faith. Actually, now that I thought about it, I had a better idea.

I simply needed to get Rava to make something, or give me a recipe to make something, that would knock the fairies out for an extended period of time. Then I could bring them back as a peace offering without giving anything away to Delicia.

Yes. I smiled, quickly deciding that this plan offered the best of both worlds. Just then, the ladies looked over at me.

Nimeera said, “See? He’s smiling. Trust me, this might not be a marriage of love—not yet—but Rob is looking forward to this.”

Heather shouted from the cage, “Just show him what a fairy can do, Sema. Charm him and take him for a ride. If you were really your mother’s daughter, you wouldn’t leave this up to him. It’s too important.”

I looked at the cage. “That’s the last I want to hear out of you. One more word, and I’ll stuff your mouth full of ki until you can’t speak. If you try to speak again after that, then you’ll get another chance to experience the cell with no mana in your body.”

Heather paled at my threat. But that was perfect, because it got her to keep her mouth shut.

I patted a spot on the mattress next to me. “Will you join me, Sema?” Inside I groaned. I was getting used to playing t-ball where everything was served up to me nice and easy. Even this was slow-pitch softball, yet I sounded as lame as some fifteen-year-old virgin trying to steal the panties of his friend’s older sister.

Actions, not words—that was what had gotten me through this new life on Olimero. This wasn’t any different.

Seeing Sema start to move towards me, I wanted to get off on the right foot, so to speak. I stood up and moved to her. She seemed to get confused, but when I pulled her close to me and leaned down to kiss her, she melted against me.

It was a bit harder than I originally thought, the height difference was rather extreme. Then her wings buzzed, and she leapt upward, wrapping her legs around my waist and making it considerably easier to kiss her.

“I may not know exactly what I’m doing,” she admitted, “but I’m not bashful.”

Damn straight. She wasn’t bashful… and there was no reason for me to hold back. I began to kiss her with more passion. She seemed to get into it and soon was trying to grind herself against me.

I almost laughed, but that would have been exactly the wrong thing to do at this time. I’d just been chastising myself for getting used to easy mode, and here was another beautiful woman making it all too easy for me. Maybe I shouldn’t fight it and just enjoy it. Actually, there were no maybes about it—that was the only logical choice.

She sucked the tip of my tongue into her mouth, toying with it with her tongue, proving that she at least knew how to kiss. Our passion was intense, although I did keep my eyes closed. With my wives… actually, no… make that with my other wives… I was always eager to see every expression on their faces. My love for them was tied up in who they were. This was just about the arrangement, hopefully to keep Yonderton from an all-out war with the fairies.

I felt Sema’s small hands slide under my shirt. I was wearing just a loose shirt and trousers this morning, as I hadn’t bothered to put any armor on—not to mention that my belt was useless after Daria had gotten carried away last. She ran her hands up and across my pecs. For a second there, I wondered if she was expecting to find breasts, but then she moaned into my mouth.

“So firm and hard. I love your muscles,” she murmured.

Nimeera made a soft moaning sound and I couldn’t help but glance over at her. She was in the chair that had been beside the desk and was eagerly working herself. Gotta love Olimeran women. You’d never know that she had given birth only yesterday.

I ran my hands around the fairy’s petite form, cupping her ass and pulling her in tighter to me. She followed suit, squeezing with her legs while they remained wrapped around my waist. I pushed up with my hips, grinding against her panties under her very short skirt. That had to show her that my muscles weren't the only thing that was hard for her.

From the way she moaned and tried to grind herself down onto me, I’m sure she could feel it, too. Her eagerness was starting to build, and I felt mana swirling around her. I could see and recognize Emotion Mana, and almost thought she was attacking me.

But as I watched, it seemed to be a natural thing she was doing. The threads of magic were aimless and floated all about the room. Her passion was begetting passion in anyone watching. Nimeera, for all her own expertise with Emotion Mana, was hit by one of the threads.

Instantly, the way she had been slowly teasing herself stopped, and she thrust her hand inside her panties. Watching Nimeera finger herself while the petite fairy clinging to me was trying to grind herself against my boner through our clothes was so damn hot.

I pushed my hands up under Sema’s blouse and she raised her hands to allow me to lift it over her head. I smiled when I saw she wasn't wearing anything under the blouse. Her breasts were definitely the smallest of any of my wives, but were still a respectable B-cup and incredibly perky.

My hands cupped her breasts.

"I love how big your hands are,” she moaned. “Being with a guy is so… different."

She let out a soft moan as my fingers played with her nipples, and I felt her body shiver with anticipation. I leaned down and took one of her nipples into my mouth, sucking gently as I swirled my tongue around it.

Her fingers dug into my shoulders as she gasped, and I sensed her magic pulsing around us. It was intoxicating, the way her passion wove its spell around me, driving me wild with desire.

I lifted her up and carried her over to the mattress on the desk against the wall, setting her down gently as I continued to ravage her breasts with my mouth. She leaned back on her elbows and arched her back, before grabbing my head and pulling me up to kiss me passionately, pushing her tongue into my mouth. As she did, her gossamer wings tucked down and away to the side.

"Yes,” she hissed when she pulled back to take a ragged breath, “make me your wife."

Her moans were music to my ears, driving me on as I fought the urge to just tear off my clothes and plunge deep inside of her. But I was enjoying the way she twitched and moaned as she ground her hips against the mattress, her passion and lust building as she writhed with abandon.

Now that we were laying down, she relaxed her legs from around my waist. They lay spread in front of me, inviting me in. My body loomed large over her as our hungry mouths and roaming hands played out the passion we were feeling. Magic or not, I would have wanted her. In this moment, though, I didn't mind the magic pushing us to greater passion.

She started tugging on my shirt, too. When she couldn't get it off, she pulled her head back and pouted. "No fair, I want to see you, too."

I stood up from the impromptu bed on the desk and stepped away. With a smooth motion, I lifted my shirt up and over my head before tossing it against the cell where the prisoners were watching us intently.

My blonde fairy made a soft purring sound. "Oh, gods, yes. You look perfect. I can't believe I've gone all my life without this."

In the corner, Nimeera was just coming down from an orgasm and called out, "You'll just have to work to make up for lost time. I know I've been trying to."

I set my hands on Sema’s thighs this time. She still had her skirt and panties on, but the skirt was short enough that it let me see the clear wet spot that was growing at the front of her panties. Sema was definitely into this.

I locked eyes with her as my left hand began to slowly slide up her thigh till I reached the damp spot on her panties. She was breathing heavily, her cheeks flushed as she swallowed hard.

I leaned down and brought my lips to her ear and whispered, "I want you. I wanted you even before today."

 



Chapter 24 - More Than Words 

 

I felt her body tense up at my words. I was still smiling, though, and I knew she could feel my fingers pressing against her mound with nothing but soaking wet panties between my skin and her womanhood. That was probably more than enough to keep her from pushing me away, but I could still feel her magic pulsing around us.

She was lost in the passion as she said, "I felt so bad wanting you when you weren't mine. I watched how you treated your wives, and I'd dream each night of being one of them. I know you don't love me the same as you do them, but ..."

“Shhhh.” I cut her off. "Don't talk like that. You are my wife, now, and I won't treat you any differently." I couldn't promise her the same love I felt for the others, but I did know I'd do right by her.

That included making love to her with the same passion I’d offer any of my wives. As my mind raced, I realized it even included giving her the children that she wanted. Saving the fairy race was now my responsibility—but I now had a fairy wife, so in a way that made them my people, too.

I smiled a little as I slid my hand gently underneath the edge of her panties, pushing the damp material to the side. My fingers found her clit, caressing it as I felt her body shudder with pleasure. I could feel her warmth, her wetness as she ground her hips against my fingers.

"Oh, yes, yes, yess…." she hissed.

I smiled as I looked down at her. She was starting to pant, her eyes closed as her body arched and she mashed her mound into my hand.

"This is so good."

Her breathing was getting faster and faster, and I felt her body building to a climax—hopefully the first of many. I pushed my fingers against her clit gently, teasing her, as she cried out. "Uh, uh, uh."

She pressed her hips up, wanting even more pressure. Her hands grabbed mine and pulled on my wrist. I didn't need to be shown twice. She wanted more than just external contact.

She was wet and ready for me. I could feel her walls throbbing with pleasure as I slipped a finger inside them. Her hips bucked against my hand, urging me on. I added a second finger, curling them against her front wall to hit her G-spot. She let out a groan that turned into a scream as she came hard, her juices soaking my fingers.

She was so tiny and petite. Watching her body squirm was an incredible turn on. She pressed herself up into my hand and arched her back, begging for more—and so more she got. I continued to finger her deeply, passionately, all the way through her orgasm, gently stroking her side walls even as she was coming down from her high.

She whimpered with pleasure. "Fuck, soo intense. Can't breathe. Justt givee me a secconndd."

I curled my fingers one more time, and she spasmed again. I felt the way she contracted against my fingers and yearned to feel that sensation around my cock.

I withdrew my fingers and held them out to the side for Nimeera. My catgirl wife was up from her chair in an instant, licking my fingers clean as I watched Sema come down from her high. She was still breathing heavily, her body shaking with aftershocks.

I leaned down and pulled her panties off, kissing her inner thigh and tasting her on my lips for the first time. I lapped her cum off her thighs before turning to the side and kissing Nimeera.

Nimeera moaned throatily, all but purring, "Lina's gonna be so jealous that I was the first to get to taste a fairy."

I smiled and kissed Nimeera again, sharing my first taste of the fairy. It was oddly sweet, like actual sugar on Nimeera's lips.

When I looked down at Sema, she smiled up at me as though she'd read my mind. Between panting breaths she managed to say, "It's part of our magic, to make us appealing. We taste like sugar."

"No complaints here,” I said. “I may just have to eat you up.”

She shuddered. "Gods, part of me wants you to do that all day, but I've had that before. I want my man now. I want to be yours."

"Then say the words.” I smiled at her. “Tell me what you need."

"I want you inside of me," she whispered.

"Want? Or need?"

"Fuck, just take me, Rob. Make me your wife. I'll take all of you."

Nimeera snickered, "You better be sure what you're asking for."

Then the catgirl yanked down my pants, taking my boxers with them until I stepped out of all of it, even kicking off my shoes. Now, I was naked in front of Sema with the scent of her juices all over two of my fingers.

Her large eyes got even bigger. Once again, I would never say that got old. "Oh fuck, the others I saw were never that large."

Nimeera grinned. "Watching the other fairies with captured men is hardly the same thing as having your own husband."

She reached around from behind me and grabbed my cock with her hand, casually stroking it. "This is ours. Mine, Josie's, Lina's, Mursha’s, Daria’s, and Rava’s. That includes you, now. It's ours to enjoy. It gives us pleasure, and it gives us babies."

Her eyes got wide at the last part. "You'd save my people?"

I nodded.

A tear ran from her eye. She mumbled, more to herself than anyone else, "I could be the savior of my people."

"Yes. Today, we are just consummating our marriage, but I will never hold back from one of my wives. If you want children, then children you shall have."

She nodded again. "It's so… uhh… big. But I'll do my best."

As she spoke, I slid my hands up her legs, pushing her skirt up past her waist and then bringing my hands back down. I did it very slowly, waiting for the one sign that would absolutely tell me she was ready. I knew Sema had dreamed of this for a lifetime, but sometimes dreaming and reality were two different things.

Then she did it. She gave me the sign. Her hips twitched, lifting up off the mattress, as if reaching for me. I didn't know if it was a conscious action or a purely instinctual one, but I always took that as a sign that she was ready. Words could lie. She might have said yes, because she thought it was what she needed to do, but with that simple motion, her body told me that it wanted me just as much as I wanted her.

I moved onto the mattress between her legs and leaned forward. Nimeera moved with me, one hand wrapped gently around my shaft. She aimed the head of my cock for Sema’s very swollen, very wet labia. Then she moved little Rob back and forth between the fairy’s netherlips, sliding me up and down till Sema was moaning softly.

Her wetness and heat were overwhelming, and I couldn't wait any longer. I pushed myself inside her, savoring the feeling of her tightness around me. We both groaned as I started moving, slowly at first, savoring the sensation of being inside her.

Nimeera's hand had pulled back, and I saw her slide up on the mattress beside us. She began to play with herself again, but my focus was now entirely on Sema. She was tight, but she adjusted to my size with surprising ease. I started thrusting, slowly at first, then picking up speed as she moaned with pleasure.

I grabbed her hips, pulling her closer to me as I thrust into her. She was so wet and slippery, making it easy for me to slide in and out of her. She wrapped her legs around my waist, urging me on. I felt my own orgasm start to build, but I held back, wanting to make her come again before I did.

I reached down and started rubbing her clit with thumb, in rhythm with my thrusts. She moaned louder and her body tensed up, signaling that she was close. I could feel her walls pulsing around me, and it drove me wild.

I leaned forward and kissed her deeply, our tongues dancing together as we both reached our peak. Rather than hold back, I knew now was the time to let go. I crested the peak and began to empty myself into her. Hot streams of cum shot into her, filling her with my seed. My orgasm pushed her over the edge and we came together in a burst of pleasure, our bodies convulsing with ecstasy.

She held onto me tightly, whimpering as I continued to thrust into her. Long after I'd stopped, I remained inside her, holding her close as we both came down from our high.

I was a sweaty mess by the time I pulled out of her. I collapsed down onto the mattress beside her to catch my breath. Sema immediately pulled me close, and we held one another, our arms around the other, her legs intertwined with mine. We were both breathing hard, trying to recover.

Nimeera was propped up against the wall at one end of the desk, still playing with herself beside us, her eyes closed in pleasure. When I looked over at her, and she opened her eyes, smiling down at us.

"That was hot," she said, still rubbing herself. "Do you want me to join in?"

I looked at Sema, and she nodded, her eyes still closed in post-orgasmic bliss. Nimeera crawled over to us, straddling Sema's chest as she leaned down to kiss her. I watched as they kissed deeply, pink tongues exploring each other's mouths. I may be a lech, or just a red-blooded man, but there is something so hot about seeing two women kiss—especially since my cock had so recently been buried inside of one of them.

I was still hard but content for the moment, watching them together. Nimeera noticed and shifted herself, pressing down so her breasts ground into Sema's, with her ass sticking up and her tail weaving oh-so-invitingly back and forth. Her legs spread around Sema and she wrapped her fingers around my girth, gently tugging on me.

There was no reason to resist the temptation. I got up off the mattress and lined myself up behind Nimeera, positioning myself at the entrance to her wetness. I grabbed her hips and slowly eased myself forward, feeling the tightness of her walls as she enveloped me. She let out a low moan as I started to thrust into her, my movements in sync with Sema's mouth on the catgirl’s breasts.

It was a surreal experience, being with one woman and then the other—only to now watch as their bodies moved in unison. I felt the heat and wetness of their bodies, their moans of pleasure filling the room.

Nimeera arched her back, pushing her ass up against my groin, urging me deeper. I obliged, increasing the pace of my thrusts. Sema's hands were all over Nimeera, exploring every inch of her body. I could tell she was enjoying this as much as I was.

I looked down at Nimeera's body, the way it moved with my thrusts, the way her hips bounced with each movement. It was a sight to behold. I felt myself getting closer to the edge, but having six wives had taught me an excellent measure of control.

I reached around Nimeera, pulling her up a bit and off Sema so that I could grab her breasts, squeezing them roughly as I began to pound into her harder. Her moans turned into screams, and I knew she was about to climax. Sema, sensing it too, reached down and started rubbing Nimeera's clit with her fingers.

Nimeera's back arched, and she let out a primal scream as she came, her walls clamping around me. When I thought I couldn't hold out any longer, she looked back over her should and hissed, "Not in me. On her."

I slipped out of Nimeera as she pulled forward and then glided off the mattress on the desk with her usual grace, ending up behind me. She reached around and started stroking my cock fast, like it was a race and she was trying to get me across the finish line.

Sema's wide eyes looked up at the two of us.

Nimeera asked her newest sister-wife, "Where do you want it? Face or breasts or lower?"

Sema's eyes flickered between Nimeera and me as she considered her options. I watched as her tongue darted out to moisten her lips, and I knew she was as eager as we were.

"Face," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

I nodded, my breathing ragged as I approached my climax. Nimeera's hand continued to stroke me with a vengeance as she began licking my neck and nibbling on my ear. For a second, she pulled my head around into a deep kiss, her tongue probing into my mouth.

I broke away from the kiss and looked at Sema, who I now found kneeling before me with her eyes closed, her face upturned, expecting my release. I groaned as Nimeera pumped my cock even faster, feeling my balls tighten as I approached the edge.

With a loud shout, I came, shooting rope after rope of ejaculate all over Sema's pretty face. She moaned and licked her lips, her tongue darting out to taste my seed. I watched her in amazement, marveling at how beautiful she looked with my cum smeared all over her face.

Nimeera leaned forward and kissed Sema, their tongues intertwining as they shared my essence. I watched them for a few moments, feeling a sense of satisfaction wash over me.

I had six wives—no, make that seven, now. But this would never get old. Then I remembered the rest of our audience and looked over at the cell holding our prisoners. "Class is over. I hope that proves this is for real. Sema is my wife and that's all there is to it."

 



Chapter 25 - Goddess, No

 

The rest of the day, I spent time with my wives and kids. Rava was doing much better, and it looked like we were going to be able to wait for her to deliver naturally. We ate together as a family, and watched the kids play together. They all welcomed Sema into the fold, and Daria got to tell the story about forming her core multiple times.

As dinner was wrapping up, Josie called for everyone’s attention. Once we were all looking at her, she turned her gaze to me. “Okay, so what do you have planned?”

I shrugged, as though to show that I didn’t know what she was talking about, but she didn’t take it. She shook her head. “Oh no, I know my husband. You’re planning something… something either really stupid or really dangerous, and you know we won’t approve, so you wanted to spend the entire day with us.”

“Can’t a man just enjoy a day with his expanding family? I have to take these moments when I can.”

Mursha snorted and said, “No, I agree with Josie. I’ve been waiting for you to say something all day. I can sense the tension inside you. At first, I thought it was just because you were worried that some of us might be jealous of Daria.”

The hawkkin suddenly looked confused. “Jealous of me? Why would anyone be jealous of me?”

Nimeera laughed. “Oh, I don’t know, maybe because of your core. I mean, I’m happy for you. You deserve this, but I would have taken that deal a hundred times before letting Korkanis help me form a dual core of Emotion and Shadow Mana.”

Lina grinned, “Yeah, I still want to worship Sativa, but your husband is literally your god. How cool is that?”


Josie was scanning all around the room. Suddenly her eyes narrowed, and she blurted out, “What do you know?”

Rava smiled. “That’s for our husband to say. I only prepared the potions he asked for while the rest of you were spending time with him.”

Nimeera pursed her lips, glaring at the purple-haired elf. “She does know something. Oh, and so does Sema. I can see it written all over her face.”

Sure enough the currently large-sized fairy was blushing, her cheeks all but glowing pink.

Lina snorted, “I bet it has something to do with whatever the fairies said.”

Nimeera shook her head. “I was there for that…” Her voice trailed off. “Oh, wait... You’re going to go confront the queen, aren’t you?”

“I’ll explain what I’m thinking if you’ll all give me a chance to get a word in,” I said with a bit of exasperation.

The room grew quiet.

“For the record, I was going to tell everyone after we put the kids to bed. Right now, the plan is for Sema and I to fly to the fairy hive with the two captive fairies. They will be drugged with a potion that Rava made for me. Then, I’m going to reject Delicia’s proposal and make a counter proposal.”

I could see Josie’s temper rising. Mursha and Daria didn’t look any happier.

Nimeera arched an eyebrow, “And when are you going to do this?”

I tried to adopt the most innocent expression I could as I said, “Tomorrow.”

That led to eruptions of ‘NO!’ and a few colorful descriptions of what I could do with that plan. Eventually, they all cooled down.

Josie crossed her arms over her chest and jutted out her chin. “No.”

I arched an eyebrow at her.

“Don’t look at me like that. The answer to that plan is just… no. Capital N, capital O. NO!”

Daria, Mursha, Lina, Rava, and Nimeera all nodded in agreement.

“Wait a second, Rava. You knew about the plan, or at least enough of it to figure it out. Why are you disagreeing with it now?”

“My dear husband,” Rava shook her head, “I never agreed before. Just because I know you’re going to go do something so… Rob-like, doesn’t mean I have to like it. I knew it would come up eventually, and then we’d be able to talk some sense into you and come up with a better plan.”

Sema spoke up then, “I don’t’ want all of you to be angry with me. This wasn’t my idea. I even told Rob that he needed to bring along some of you, but I thought that wives here were supposed to obey their husbands.”

Rava, who was sitting next to the fairy, put her arm around my newest wife. “Just stick with us, Sema. Of course we always do what he wants in the end, but he has us to help him see when he’s being a bit too Rob-like for his own good.”

I grinned. “Now hold on just a minute, before you all corrupt poor Sema, what do you propose?”

Josie took that one. “Simple. Me, Daria, and Nimeera will all go with you—along with Sema, of course. We’ll also bring a dozen deputies with us and have Betsy bring along a company of the militia. That will make it seem more like an honor guard, like this is one leader visiting another.”

I was going to protest, but Sema spoke up first, “Respectfully, Mistress of the Wall, that won’t work. My mother is never going to see anyone she considers to be a member of the lesser races as an equal. You would only be putting all of those people in danger. The idea of you and the other wives coming is a good idea, though. Whoever comes has to be able to take care of themselves. Sigmund will want to come, as well, but I fear that he would be more curious than helpful.”

From there they began a discussion about who should come. I made it crystal clear that Rava couldn’t come because she was pregnant, and Lina because she wasn’t a combatant. I did, however, concede to bringing several of my wives. That had always been the plan—but if I’d started with that position, I wouldn’t have had anything to bargain with.

Josie, Daria, Mursha, and Nimeera all wanted to go.

“All of you but Daria had children recently. I don’t want to take you away from the babies.”

Sema said, “Actually, Daria is the only one that can’t come. I started to think about the notifications you both shared with us. Until we understand the limits of this new connection, you shouldn’t risk it. Remember, fairies know how to attack the soul and she would be a potential weak link, if damaging her soul damages yours.”

The fairy mouthed, “Sorry, sister” to Daria, who frowned but didn’t say anything.

Mursha said, “It is the orc way. Our son will have to learn it at some point. I may not be a frontline fighter, but I assure you that my melee skills have not grown rusty.”

Nimeera nodded. “And I won’t risk Kitt growing up without a father. Yes, I know that if something bad happens, she could lose us both, but I like our odds better together.”

After a few more minutes of back and forth, it was settled that Josie, Mursha, Nimeera, and Sema would accompany me. Daria wasn’t happy to be left out, but in the end she bowed to the wisdom of the group. There was some discussion about Betsy coming, but I didn’t want to strip anymore of the leadership from Yonderton than we already were.

Daria parlayed having to stay behind into getting the evening with me. But Lina worked her way into the deal and, surprisingly, Rava did as well. It made for a fun night and even if I didn’t need to sleep, it was still relaxing to curl up with the three of them once they were completely satisfied.

In the morning, Rava fed her potions to the two captive fairies. They protested, but me simply taking a step in their direction put an end to that. Sema used Size Mana to shrink the others, and then herself, so that I became a passenger jet carrying all of them. We had plenty of flight potions, but I could actually fly faster now than the potions—and it was so much more thrilling to be moving through the air under my own power.

It also gave me a chance to practice Body Sovereignty. When we were nearing the fairy hive, I felt a buzzing in my spatial pouch. That could only mean one thing. I reached in and pulled out Sativa’s promise ring. It was vibrating.

I reached out telepathically to my wives who were with me, “Sativa wants to talk—her ring is buzzing. What do you think?”

Josie was the first to reply, “You know what my counsel is on the matter. You can trust her, even if you don’t want to take her offer.”

Nimeera was more cautious. “I’m not as sure as Josie that you can trust her—or any of the gods, really—but that doesn’t mean you should ignore them. You wore the ring before and it didn’t cause you any harm. In fact, wouldn’t the extra power it gives you be useful when dealing with Delicia?”

Sema and Mursha remained quiet. We’d all discussed this. My wives, as a whole, seemed to love the idea that I wanted them more than a literal goddess. But they also thought I’d be stupid not to take advantage of the benefits Sativa’s ring offered.

I sighed and put the ring on.

“Finally,” the nature goddess’ words rang in my head, “I swear if you weren’t so unique, I don’t know why I’d ever wait on a mortal.”

I wanted to tell her that this wasn’t a good way to start a conversation, but I had a strong suspicion she could read my thoughts when I had the ring on, so she already knew how I felt.

“Yes… well,” the goddess’ voice continued in a less strident tone, “I wanted to warn you to be careful. Delicia isn’t to be taken lightly. She has accrued various items of power over the years and has far more experience fighting at this level than you. My honest assessment is that, especially with my ring, you’re stronger than she is—but she is more skilled, and certainly more crafty.”

“That’s pretty much what I expected,” I admitted. “You don’t think that she can be reasoned with?”
 

“Maybe, it is hard to say.”

I felt that, by not seeing Sativa, I was missing out on the non-verbal cues which would have been part of a conversation like this. Unlike with my wives, emotion and intent wasn’t conveyed during this telepathic conversation.

“I guess I should say thank you for the warning. Was there anything else?”

“You know, if you were my consort, she’d never risk trying to force anything on you.”

Grr… something snapped inside of me. I was tired of Sativa continually bringing it up. Maybe it was feeling hen-pecked, or maybe it was the way I had reached such an easy connection with Sema over a political marriage.  

“I will never agree to be your consort,” I snapped, “so you should just stop asking.”

Silence followed in my head. It was the kind of silence which had weight to it.

“Why not?”

“Thank you for asking why, and not just ranting at me or smiting me with lightning or something like that.” I wasn’t so sure she could actually do the latter, but felt it diffused the tension a bit.

She didn’t laugh or otherwise respond, though, so I continued. “I guess it’s as simple as this. Neither power nor status makes a person valuable. Oh, sure, in a fight power is valuable, but neither speak to the inherent value of a person. None of my wives could stand up to me in a fight. Realistically, all of them together wouldn’t survive a minute against me if I went full out. But that doesn’t make them any less valuable. 

“Why are you so hung up on value?” she snapped.

“Your desire to make me a consort is designed to make me your lesser partner. That would be clear to everyone. I could easily have offered something like that to Sema—I like her well enough, but I don’t love her. She would have accepted becoming my concubine. She as much as said so to my wives. But I wouldn’t treat any woman like that. The fact that you have explicitly stated you will treat me like that clearly states that you don’t actually value me. You may be more powerful than me, powerful in ways that I can’t understand, but if you want to have any hope of a relationship with me, it would have to be pursued as equals.”

She was quiet for a moment before saying, “Equals? With a mortal?”

“With another person.” I heaved a mental sigh. “At the end of the day, you may be much older than me, and have a larger neighborhood you play in, but we are both self-aware beings—both people, of a sort. You aren’t an eternal, just a slightly larger fragment of infinity than I am.”

“I can’t even begin to understand what that would look like. You would want me to become some kind of wife?”

“I didn’t say I wanted it, just that it was the only way I could possibly move forward with a relationship. And not some kind of wife, but a wife—with all that entails. And before you go off on some misogynistic rant, my wives don’t wait on me anymore than I wait on them. We take care of each other, with all the gifts that we have.”

“I’ll ponder that, but it baffles my sense of how the universe works.” She was quiet for a long moment. Finally, she spoke again, “You’re almost there. Don’t let Delicia kill you. I’ll be very cross with you, if you do.”



Interlude 3 - Brewing Storms

 

The rain was pouring down on his back, but Cedric had the cowl of his cloak up. It was made of the finest material. Things had changed in the past few months for him. Hyung and the other leaders of K-Pop did everything he asked of them now. He was given the best food, the best clothing, and the best women. Really, it was the life he’d once dreamed of.

It didn’t matter that they looked at him with fear in their eyes when they didn’t think he was looking. It did not matter if he terrified them. He had power now. That power was built on the back of his minions.

Every graveyard in Lupon had been emptied to create those minions. At first, he had only been able to create skeletons. They were strong and surprisingly durable, but their best trait was that they never gave up.

He spun his core as he looked out of the flames which had spread across Lupon. This was the city that had been his home—but it had never been good to him. He was happy to see it burn. In fact the words, ‘let it all burn’ regularly played again and again in his head.

He knew he had a patron, someone who had awoken this power in him. It was best not to think about Old Scratch too much. It had hurt when the dark god had awoken his mana. It had hurt even more when the monster he called a god had created his core. He now had a dual core of Necrotic Mana and Unlife Mana. With Unlife Mana, he could animate the corpses of the dead. His power dragged souls awaiting reincarnation from limbo and stuffed them into the dead bodies of his minions—or maybe it was just parts of their souls.

Skeletons certainly didn’t need a full soul, nor did zombies. Ghouls were faster and smarter, so maybe they had an entire soul in them. The corpse masters, ghosts, and crypt beasts were smarter still, but it was the vampires who most likely possessed full souls. They also hated the living the most—including Cedric. But they could do nothing against him once he animated them.

His master kept whispering in his ear, pushing him to raise his Necromancy, Corpse Treatment, and Enchanting skills. With enough skill, Old Scratch said, there were even more powerful undead he could create.

That voice also pushed him constantly to the west. It promised him there was a great corpse to be found outside of a city called Centrum. That this great corpse was the most powerful of all, but he’d have to raise his skills all to over 100 before it would be possible to raise.

So Cedric worked to raise his skills, but he also enjoyed his luxuries. Old Scratch didn’t seem to care about his decadent debauchery—or perhaps he celebrated it. What he did care about, was that Cedric was forever practicing. Now that his skills had all shot above ninety in record time, thanks to a combination of supernatural help and fear, he was being ordered westward.

The army they formed was powerful, but at first it seemed like the gangs would resist them. It was only a series of discoveries which made Cedric strong enough to defeat One Direction and all the others. His first critical discovery was that it didn’t have to be the corpse of one of the intelligent races he raised. The monstrosity he was able to create at a butcher’s house out of blood and bone fragments was nearly unstoppable. Only enemy mages stood a chance against it.

His second discovery was even bigger. He learned that if he captured the corpses of his fallen enemies soon after death, he could raise them with their souls still intact. The hate he felt from them was beyond imagining and promised the horrors of a thousand hells, but Old Scratch had already shown Cedric all the terror his mind could handle.

Now, whenever they won a battle, the enemy’s dead became his latest recruits. His army now numbered several thousand undead, and had left Lupon in ruins. They spread towards the west, drawn by the inexplicable pull to create something which Old Scratch called a draco-lich.

____________________________

Betsy was training as she did every day. Rob and his party had just left to meet up with the fairies. She wished he would have taken her with him, but was no longer sure about her position. Rob had taken Sema as his wife, but there had been no mention of her. Josie had made some hints about it being a possibility for her, but nothing had come of it—so far.

She shook her head as she pulled her axe out of the wooden target. She was just being stupid… stupid and impatient. Rob was a good man and a worthy leader. He was the kind of man who could live up to the image of her father in her mind. To Betsy, her dad had been the greatest of men. He’d been a tournament champion, a great warrior, and a tender father.

Rob was like that with his kids, too. She saw so much of her father in Rob. But unlike with her father, Rob was also an object of her desire. She wanted to straddle his hips and make him show his strength to take her. Sometimes, hearing his wives talk about him made her so wet she couldn’t see straight.

Better yet, she got the sense that her dad approved of Rob. His soul was bound into her axe and, while they couldn’t talk, he was still looking after his little girl—years after his death. She could get general impression about what he thought about a person, situation, or circumstance. With Rob, she got nothing but a feeling of approval. That was a first with her dad.

Betsy pulled the axe back to swing it again. This might not be the best training she could do, but it was good for working off aggression.

Suddenly, she heard a voice in her head. “Working off aggression? Why would you want to work it off. Aggression is part of what makes you strong.”

She looked around. That voice definitely wasn’t her dad. Was she imagining things?

“No, you aren’t imagining things. I’m looking for a chosen and you seem like the best fit. I need someone who can convince Rob to be the strong leader he is capable of becoming.”

Betsy might look all big and muscle-headed, but she was no moron. “Mensor.”

“One and the same. But unlike the other gods, I won’t beg you to serve me, and I won’t mince words with you. Only the strong can serve me and I don’t accept failure. But I can also give you much.”

Betsy allowed the head of her axe to slowly drop to the ground as she said, “Tell me more.”

_____________________________

Sativa fumed. How dare that human speak to her like that! It was infuriating, and yet a part of her knew there was something to what he had said. Had she lost her way?

He represented something unique in the universe. Who knew what he was capable of, or how far he could rise. She wanted to benefit from that, but Old Scratch seemed to intend to harvest that benefit exclusively for himself.

She hadn’t been able to prove it, but she was almost certain he was behind the unnatural travesty which was spreading in the far east. She had been distracted by a variety of duties, but it was time she did something about that. Maybe because she was feeling so angry at Rob, she was even less inclined to reason than normal.

When she felt a surge of divine power in the east, she sped through the astral plane, zoning in on it. When she arrived, she found exactly what she’d expected. Old Scratch was in fact feeding power into her closed system—power from outside of Olimero.

Rob already presented enough change, for her tastes. Well, him and the other humans, who were learning to grow, too. This threat was different, though.

Old Scratch was seeking to twist and pervert nature. She saw him there, or rather a projection of the elder god. All the new gods knew that he was trapped within his eternal prison and could never escape. That thought, made her bold.

“Stop, liar. Leave my world and never return or face my wrath.”

He turned towards her. He appeared as a middle-aged human, bent over slightly with a cane in his hands. She knew this physical appearance had nothing to do with his true form at all. Sativa could sense his divine essence, but it was hard to quantify.

Normally, she knew exactly where she ranked compared to another god. Telmorra was her equal, give or take, while Korkanis and Mensor both had less power than she did. This time, though, she couldn’t get an accurate reading on him. In her anger, she assumed that was because his prison so suppressed his power that it was too faint to be measured.

He laughed. It was a cold, cutting sound. “Your wrath? Oh, now you have me trembling. What is the wrath of a petulant child, who has never seen the face of eternity? I’ve stood next to the throne of glory and saw this universe take its first breath. You are nothing compared to me.”

“Then why use my world?” she hissed. “I think your prison chafes you. You lied to me, but no more. Rob is mine, now. I’ll have him for myself, so cease your foolish disruptions.”

Old Scratch stared at her for a moment in dread silence. Then he grinned.

“Too priceless. You hope to spread your legs for him, and trap him like that? The second oldest occupation continues to thrive, apparently. You are no nature goddess, child. I should have known that. You created this world of decadence and pushed your creations with a harsh life, all the while demanding that they perpetually procreate. No, goddess is the wrong name for what you are. I call you that which you represent, whore.”

Sativa’s cores flared. Her mana surged and her anger gave form to that power. It streaked out across the astral, and yet somehow where Old Scratch had stood before, he no longer was. Space and placement in the astral plane was tricky, but Sativa had long ago learned how to measure such things.

Then she coughed as she felt a searing pain. Pain was alien to her. It had been thousands of years since she had felt its like. A carved rod of ivory sprouted from her chest. That cane in his hands, he’d impaled her with it.

No, that was simply a physical manifestation. He had impaled her core. Now, all of Olimero would suffer.





 Chapter 26 - Visiting the Mother-in-Law

 

Once we were within a mile of the entrance to the fairy hive, I descended to the ground and pulled my wings back in. I had to give my wives a rundown on my conversation with Sativa, but we were all too focused on our current mission to worry about it now. The girls all resumed their regular size—except for Sema, who grew to her 5’0” height.

I put my arm around her. We did have to keep up the image of a newly married couple, after all. Not that this was hard to do. It didn’t have anything to do with her soft skin, or the way her petite form felt as she felt pressed against me… well, mostly it didn’t.

I had been continually reaching out with Soul Projection and my enhanced senses but hadn’t sensed any hints of mana activity, other than our party. Sema was fairly confident that between her illusions and Nimeera’s Shadow Mana, our approach had not been detected.

Before I could knock on the door, so to speak, Josie grabbed her temples and let out a low groan of pain. I was immediately next to her and swept her up into my arms. Sema would just have to understand.

“What’s wrong?” I demanded, extending my senses into her.

“My connection with Sativa… it’s just gone. I still have my core and all the boosts she gave me, but I can’t feel her.”

I watched her for a minute to make sure she was okay before inspecting my ring.

Ring of Immutable Virtue

Rank: A+

This ring was a gift, but the relational aspects of the ring have all been stripped away.

It is now simply an A+ divinely created artifact capable of being upgraded by any crafter of sufficient skill. The upgrade slots exist where previous abilities were removed through a severing of the relational aspects.

The ring also provides the following passive benefits for a worthy wearer:

Leveling Rate for all skills: +50%

Synergy: +100
 

Pursuant to pre-set world systems: The wearer is entitled to exercise the authority of a sheriff and lord in any district of Olimero. If there is already a proper sheriff and lord there, then the authority will be joint.

Authority may now be claimed by force.

Available Upgrade Slots:

1: A rank

2: S rank

 

I didn’t know what any of that meant, but it seemed Sativa’s influence was simply… gone. I was about to suggest that we return to Yonderton, to sort this out, when I heard a voice. My senses immediately told me that there were two dozen fairies in a half circle on one side of us. I cursed that I’d let myself become distracted.

Delicia was here, now, and any chance we had at surprise was gone. She’d won the initiative. Oh well, confidence would get me through, and I did still have surprise.

“I’m so glad you came to take me up on my offer, future husband,” the fairy queen purred. “And you even brought my daughter back to me.” She sniffed at my other wives, frowning. “I’m not sure why you brought the others, but if it makes you feel more comfortable, then I’ll allow it.”

I spun on my heel to face her. “I’m sorry, Delicia, but you’re mistaken. I’ve come to greet my mother-in-law and pay my respects. Oh, and to return these... I think you might have misplaced two spies.” I reached my hand into the bag on my belt and grabbed the two drugged fairies. As I did, I activated Ki Aura and at the same time pulled Sema closer to me.

The fairies’ bodies flew across the open space but were caught by a gentle wind and then lowered to the ground. Before Delicia could ask, I added, “They are well, just sleeping.”

Queen Delicia grew to human size. She was slightly taller than Sema, but still had a slender build. There was definitely anger on her face, now.

“I guess, I can forgive that. After all, it’s their fault if they got caught, but you should stop playing.” Then she focused on her daughter who had my arm wrapped around her shoulders. “Sema, stop playing now and come join your mother. If you’re good, you can go second—since you did manage to bring him here.”

I could feel my new wife trembling—both physically and with my perception of her soul. She was afraid of her mother. This had always the weakest part of my plan. I braced myself for immediate combat if she turned out not to have the backbone to stand up to her mother.

But then I grinned as she began to speak.

“I’ve already had him first mother, and he’s made me one of his wives. The fairy race will be saved. He has promised to give me as many children as I want, and I believe him. Besides that, of his seven children—well, two are as yet unborn—but of the seven he will have, three of them are males. You can’t beat those odds.”

Delicia moved rapidly across the intervening space, hovering on her wings right in front of us. She definitely exuded an aura of power, and I could sense multiple types of mana as they swirled around her.

“Are you defying me?” she hissed.

That was my cue. I shifted, pulling Sema slightly behind me. “Are you threatening my wife? Surely that isn’t the way to greet your daughter and her husband, your new son-in-law.”

“Those words don’t mean quite the same thing. Well, if my daughter is going to be defiant, then speak the truth. Did you sleep with her?”

As she spoke, I felt a wave of Mind Mana hit me. She was trying to compel me to tell the truth. I spun my Mind Core a bit faster and any hold it might have gained in me was quickly broken.

“Don’t do that,” I snapped. “We’ll speak as equals, or not at all. And yes, I slept with her. We followed the traditions from my world and consummated our marriage with sex. Your two little spies witnessed the act, or rather the acts…” I smirked. “As did my wife, Nimeera.”

Delicia’s eyes narrowed. “And did you give her your seed?”

“I did, although she said she wasn’t currently ovulating. But I will give her children.”

The two of us stared at one another.

Sema spoke up, “You really should listen to him, mother. All of his children are slightly altered from normal, and his sons each look more like him than they do their mothers. All of his children are hybrids, partly human and partly their mother’s race.”

Delicia appeared to be lost in thought. “If this is true, then order your husband to mate with me. If he can give me a son, I’ll respect your marriage to him.”

I laughed. “My wives don’t order me around any more than I order them around. We are equals.”

“Well,” she sniffed, “you aren’t the equal of a queen.”

“Actually, I am. I rule Yonderton and plan to expand my lands. You are welcome to become our ally, but if you keep threatening me or my wife, then you’ll become my enemy.”

It was hard to determine the right tact to take with her. Delicia seemed agitated, and I was fairly sure she wasn’t going to stand down unless I demonstrated sufficient strength to make her back off. Still, I didn’t want to be the aggressor, here.

The question was, if it would be better to engage in combat now, or to find a better setting, later—the obvious risk being that if I forced her to get along with us now, there was nothing stopping her from stabbing me in the back when I was vulnerable.

I’d heard the old saying before and it was true: ‘Keep your friends close and your enemies closer’. In this case, I was going to push till she worked this tension out of her system—one way or the other.

“You can either accept that Sema is my wife or not, but while I’m open to many new Olimeran customs, I won’t bend enough to sleep with my mother-in-law. I know that all the fairies call you mother, and that the surviving fairies are your descendants. But only a couple of them are actually your daughters; the others are far removed.”

She stared at me again. “You keep calling me your mother-in-law, but you haven’t said by what law I am your mother.”

I smiled back at her. “By the Law of Strength, of course. Surely you are familiar with it, since you seem to use it against men who fall under your control—in violation of the Laws of Family and Freedom.”

“Bah, Strength is the only Law which matters.”

“Then should we set aside the pretenses?” I sneered.

I was prepared for most anything she might throw at me, and was maintaining telepathic communication with each of my wives. They were all charged with condensed mana and I felt like could take care of themselves.

“I’m a queen. I don’t train disrespectful puppies. I have people to do that for me.”

Saying this, she flashed from before me, moving rapidly behind the two dozen fairies who started coming at us. Her movement was incredibly fast, or so it would have seemed fast at one point. With Sativa’s ring boosting my Synergy—and thus all of my stats—it didn’t seem like anything faster than normal.

She spun around and shrieked, “Teach this human some manners and then once you’ve bound him, bring him to me for some entertainment. I find that all this posturing has made me anxious to see just what it is that he gave my daughter.”

Four of the two dozen fairies carried the still unconscious spies toward the spatial entrance to their hive, while the other twenty charged. I was now able to see it all clear as day. My progression made so many things easier.

I wasn’t going to let it go down like this, though.

“You all know the plan,” I sent telepathically. “Keep them busy. Queen Delicia and I still have a few things which need to be said.”

Mursha and Josie scooted together, each drawing their goddess blessed weapons. I felt a field of gravity flux and the fairies on Mursha’s side were all pulled to the ground so hard they weren’t able to react.

On the other side, Sema raised her hands as powerful ice magic began to form around her. “Sisters, don’t do this, I beg you. He will be the savior of our people. Mother is not thinking clearly.”

The blizzard forming around her drew the attention of the ten fairies on her side, much to their everlasting regret. Nimeera faded into the shadows, before appearing behind the fairies. Her blades flashed, and I saw her sever the wings off of one fairy and cut another in half before they reacted Sema.

We had discussed rules of engagement on the way here, specifically how we would react if they attacked us. Sema, of course, wanted to save as many fairies as possible, but I wasn’t going to shackle my wives’ hands. If we were outnumbered and facing overwhelming force, we’d agreed that they were to go all out. Fatalities were expected—I just wanted them all to be on the other side.

The fairies realized that Nimeera was behind them, but when they turned to blast her with an assortment of magics, she Shadow Stepped again. The fairies twirled around, as if they expected her to reappear in their midst. That might have been a good tactical assumption, except that Nimeera’s appearance made them forget all about Sema. Either that, or they figured she wouldn’t attack her own people.

I knew she didn’t want to, but she had also committed to our family and believed that even if some fairies had to die, this was still the best path forward. At least that is what she had told us. Standing up to her mother was evidence that she was serious about being mine, but what came next was absolute proof.

She wielded Ice Mana, except that this was a highly condensed version of it. As a cultivator, she was able to handle mana up to fifty times denser than normal, which was about the peak of what I could condense outside of the mana chamber. With that advantage, not to mention her vast experience with it, the blizzard like hail of ice she sent flying at her sisters was devastating.

The power of her attack was far beyond what they had expected. Even as they tried to react, they weren’t quick enough to keep the ice from building up on them. Some may have managed to survive, but all nine ended up on the ground covered in three inches of blue ice.

On the other side of the battlefield, Josie had formed her super condensed Fire Mana into a tight sphere that burned white hot. Some of the fairies were using their own magic to break through Mursha’s gravity power, but the time it took them to do so was all that Josie needed.

The white globe of fire exploded in their midst and some were killed outright, while the others were badly burned. But just that quickly, the battlefield was cleared. The queen had no choice but to take action.

She raised her hand and green poisonous spears blasted out at Mursha and Josie. I saw them streaking through the air and sensed the virulent Poison Mana in them. Unfortunately, neither of my wives saw the incoming attack, as they were focused on seeing if any of their opponents had survived.

 



Chapter 27 – When A-Ranks Fight

 

With a flick of my left hand, I sent a Ki Slice hurtling into the poison spears. They were instantly shattered by the overwhelming force that was my ki. At the same time, I pulled Bargon’s Slice from my spatial storage. The blade immediately began humming. It took me a fraction of a second to realize that the sword somehow knew I was about to fight the fairy queen. And my blade wanted her blood; it wanted it badly.

I spun back around, only to see layer after layer of mana surrounding the queen. She smirked. It seems she was well prepared for this fight.

As if reading my mind, she said, “I’ll admit that you surprised me before. Your extremely physical style is a hard counter for how I normally fight—but preparation fixes everything. It’s time that you learned the difference between A-rank and B-rank.”

Inwardly, I smiled. We’d been successful in keeping word of my upgrade under wraps, and word of my progress had not yet reached my enemies. For a second, I ignored her and sent a telepathic message to my wives: “Gather together and assume a defensive posture. Only attack if more fairies come out. Leave Delicia to me.”

The four fairies that had carried the two unconscious spies inside the hive were back, and started evacuating their injured sisters.

I looked at Delicia, “I’ll give your people a minute to rescue the rest of your wounded, as long as you give me your word you won’t try to strike at any of my wives during our battle. If I fall, I expect you to do as you wish—but until then, they’re off limits.”

“Fine,” she sneered, “I won’t hurt your little whores.”

“Wives, not whores… and that includes Sema.”

“Agreed. But don’t fear, you will fall. I won’t let you die, but you’ll fall. And then they can fluff you for me between rounds of insemination. I hope you’re half as durable as my daughters reported. It will mean you can service the entire hive. Who knows, if you can actually produce male children with me, then I might even let you live…as my pet and sex toy.”

It was good to see that all pretenses at civility had disappeared. This was the Delicia that I’d expected. If I had believed, even for a minute, that she would have honored a political arrangement, I probably would have given serious consideration to accepting her initial proposal. But I figured that anyone who looked down on others as much as she did, couldn’t be trusted to honor a deal with the ‘lesser races’.

“One of us is going down, but it won’t be me… and somehow I doubt that you will enjoy it anywhere near as much as when Sema went down on me.” The seconds ticked by as we traded a few more barbs.

My cores were spinning. My body was flooded with ki and I was ready to pop my wings out—though I was saving that for its shock value. A part of me thought about trying to just blitz her, but her words about ‘preparation’ fixing everything were a sufficient warning for me to remain cautious.

I’d have to peel her defenses away like the layers of an onion.

When all the fairies were back in their hive, the ground rocked. A pair of large, vaguely humanoid figures ripped their way out of the ground. Oh? She created some golems. These weren’t pure magical constructs like before, but had actual physical bodies. I could still feel her construct mana in them, though, animating the bodies.

Speaking of bodies, from what I could sense, they each were made of solid iron. The golems stood a solid eight feet tall and must have weighed more than a ton.

They reached out their arms and moved towards me faster than I would have expected they could. It wasn’t anything to worry about, but still.

“What,” Delicia sneered, “no more wise ass comments? Have you already realized how badly you are outclassed? If you take your beating like a good boy, I promise to kiss it better later; but if you make me work for this, then you’ll suffer.”

I didn’t bother responding. Instead, I kicked a clod of dirt so that it streaked like a bullet at her. It hit her prismatic shield and bounced off. The shield faded from my sight as soon as it blocked the clod of dirt. I already knew about that shield from our previous encounter, but I’d been hoping to trigger some new defense.

No such luck.

The two golems were almost upon me, but I easily ducked under their clumsy grapples. I’d guess they had a functional Agility of around 100. But with Sativa’s ring on my finger, my functional Agility was over 600. They might as well have been standing still.

After evading the two magical creations, I streaked towards Delicia. I made sure my Ki Aura was at full power and then pulled out a shotgun from my spatial pouch with my left hand. I came to a stop less than twenty feet from her and unloaded both barrels at her. We still hadn’t come up with pump action shotguns, but those slugs packed a fair bit of power.

Her eyes were wide, but I think that was more because she had trouble tracking my movement. The shotgun belched out its slugs, and they were instantly caught by a gray field. Both projectiles were sent flying right back at my shot gun like they were being returned to sender.

It didn’t matter. As fast as it all happened, I was able to react quickly enough to pull the gun out of the way before it could be destroyed by the slugs. I grinned then. So she had something which reflected projectile attacks. I wondered if there was a limit to how many times it could return to sender, or if it was tied to her mana.

She sputtered, “How are you moving so fast? No B-rank, should be able to do that.” Her words faded as understanding hit her, but she still whispered, “Impossible.”

People said that about me quite often in Olimero. Like the old movie, I’m fairly certain they didn’t understand what the word they were saying actually meant. Now, though, I had to test her defenses against melee attacks.

I streaked forward and brought Bargon’s Slice down at her. Rather than her prismatic shield, a powerful electrical blast struck me, running up the sword and into my arm. Even I couldn’t move faster than light, so I just had to suffer the shock. In fact, that’s what it likely was, some kind of spell meant to return a physical attack with a magical one.

She stared wide-eyed at me. “Your sword should be sludge by now. I expected you to survive it, but that bolt didn’t even knock you on your ass.”

I smiled and prepared to strike again. I wasn’t keen on taking another shock, but Bargon’s Slice at least absorbed some of the magical energy. Instead, she raised her hand with a tool I’d seen before. A black flash and I heard my sword scream in my head.

She’d used a Null-Rod on my sword. I could no longer feel my connection with it and the magic of the blade seemed to be gone… no, not gone. It was just suppressed. I stored the sword but then had to move again as the golems were on me again. The spatial edge of Bargon’s Slice would have made short work of those walking metal behemoths, but now I’d have to do it the hard way.

Once again, I pivoted around them. This time, though, I didn’t create any separation. I simply drove my fist into the first one. There was a vibration as I hit the metal and it lurched backwards—its massive weight keeping it from sailing through the air. Unfortunately, the significant dent I’d left in its gut with impressions of my knuckles at the center didn’t seem to have caused it any real damage.

From Delicia’s reaction, you would have thought the exact opposite. She seemed shocked that I had hit it hard enough to make it reel. “What are you?”

I shrugged. “I guess the cat’s out of the bag. I reached A rank.”

Her eyes widened, but then her expression grew hard. “You may just be too dangerous to leave alive.”

I was ignoring her words—or at least I gave her that impression as I started to use her golems for punching bags. They were far too slow to lay a hand on me or even to avoid any of my punches. But I’ll give them one thing, they were beyond durable.

Melee Combat: +1

You have hit 100 in…

I pushed away the rest of the notification when I sensed a flare of mana from Delicia. Just as I slammed my foot down as I drove into another punch, the ground around me blossomed into a green pool of acid. The concentration was beyond anything I’d ever seen and it had to have cost her a fair amount of mana.

Fortunately, it didn’t seem to affect me at all—well, except for in one small way.

Toxic Resistance +1

I slammed my fists into the golem in front of me while the other tried to sneak around me. The acid was leaving pockmarks in the golem I was fighting, but only raising my skill level.

Toxic Resistance +1

Whether because of the intensity of the acid or my ring, I was quickly gaining levels.

Toxic Resistance +1

I did need to finish these iron blockheads, though, as Delicia might eventually find an attack which could hurt me. I spun around, launching a concentrated Ki Slice at the second golem. The ki slice barely cut into the iron, which I could only attribute to the fact it was currently infused with Delicia’s mana—but it did send the construct rolling backwards a hundred feet.

Ki Slice +1

That should buy me a few seconds, at least. I infused my fists with as much ki as I could muster and then smashed the other golem. This time, my punch did more than leave a dent. It seemed to crack the mana which was infusing it.

That was it. I was being a stupid brute. I should have thought of this before.

Ki Infusion +1

I was about to latch on to the create and drain the mana from it, when it burst into flame. The conflagration was so hot, that even with my elemental resistance, blisters and charred skin started to smolder all over my body.

A surge of power coursed out of me and I felt like I could let loose for the first time since hitting A-rank. Everything with my doppelgangers, this fight up to now, none of it had truly pushed me. Giving Daria a core was the closest thing I’d come to truly pushing my limits since the change.

I had all of this power inside of me and, if I was being truthful, I was a little bit afraid. I was afraid of how it might change me. But more than that, I was afraid that I’d slip up just the slightest and damage those I cared about.

This was never more true than when I wore Sativa’s ring. Due to the way stats scaled. A Strength of two hundred was basically five times as powerful as a Strength stat of one hundred, and the same with each step up. A strength of one hundred was at least three to four times as strong as an athletic six-foot-tall human male.

With the combination of the ring and my Ki-Forged Body, I could easily express a functional strength of at least 1,000… and maybe more like 1,200. Even at 1,000, I was more than a million times stronger than someone with a functional Strength of one hundred. This was simply ridiculous.

In that moment, as my flesh was burning, I thrust my hand out and struck the golem with my full strength. Its body hurtled away like a wrecking ball, traveling faster than a bullet. It left a trail of destruction, ripping up the ground and shattering trees until it slammed into a cliff more than a mile away.

I felt both an immediate drain and a stretching inside me. My Soul Core grew and my body increased in power. 


Cultivation Grade: +1

A-Rank Body Fortification: +7%

Soul Core Formation: +4%

My body became stronger, as did my awareness of what I could do. Yet my fear was still there. If I expressed even a fraction of that power around my wives… I shuddered at the thought. I could kill one of my children without even being close to them. I wasn’t a god, but maybe I was a monster.

The burning stopped, but even my incredible durability hadn’t been enough to keep whatever those magical flames were from crisping my skin and blistering my face, hands, and forearms. I felt the pain but pushed it aside. Then, something hit me.

It had always been the case that the basis of my power was my body. If I caused myself pain growing, so be it—but I’d be damned if Delicia got to cause me pain. I focused my mind on my Ki-Forged Body and willed it become whole.

Something happened, and I felt my body almost become fluid for a moment. But then my image of self  was asserted by my Indomitable will. I reformed right then and there.

This process had just finished, when suddenly a blast of brilliant purple energy hit me. Delicia screamed at me, “I may not be able to beat you, but I sure as hell don’t have to share this world with you.”

It felt like the fabric of reality rippled around me. Then, a terrible suction pulled on me. It was like Olimero itself was rejecting me and, for just a second, I saw downtown Santa Barbara before it felt like I was pulled in a thousand different directions all at the same time.

 



Chapter 28 - Surrender or Die

 

My consciousness floated, adrift on the winds of the cosmos. I struggled to pull myself together and as I did; I felt my Soul Core solidify some more. My concept of self became stronger, and I took on a solidity which I had been lacking before.

Cultivation Grade +1

Soul Core Formation: +9%

Wherever I was, I wasn’t outside of the reach of the system. That was both reassuring and frightening at the same time. I looked around and wanted to describe what I saw as gray emptiness, but a part of me said that was just my mortal mind trying to cope with what no mortal should see.

There was nothing around me and yet at the same time, everything was here. I felt like from this place, I could go anywhere.IT was then that I heard a familiar voice.

“About time you came to visit me, instead of making me come to you.”

I went to spin around but found that physical movement was impossible. It wasn’t that my body wouldn’t move, it was just that I was in emptiness. “Telmorra?”

She laughed. “Oh, so cute. It’s always funny to watch a first timer. To be honest, though, you shouldn’t’ be able to reach the astral plane yet. If you were anyone else, I’d demand to know how this happened—but I am starting to fail to be shocked by anything that happens around you.”

I calmed myself down and willed myself to move. Suddenly, my orientation shifted and I could see Telmorra. In some ways, it felt like the universe shifted around me, rather than me moving through it.

I pushed that thought away and focused on the goddess before me. She seemed to be more vivid than she’d ever appeared in my mind. Her appearance was something akin to an elf, but I could also see a bit of fairy in her. She was definitely not human.

“I’ll gladly tell you how I got here,” I growled. “I was fighting Delicia because she continues to insist on believing she can turn me into her plaything. While I was distracted with two of her golems, she hit me with some type of purple mana. It felt like Spatial Mana, but it wasn’t quite the same.”

“No,” the goddess said, pursing her lips, “she used an orb of banishment on you. It was supposed to send you to your home world as defined by your soul.”

“Yeah, I remember seeing a flash of Earth, but then I thought about my wives and tried to resist whatever was happening.”

“Well, that explains how you got here.” She arched a ridged brow at me. “You see, you can be polite when you want to be.” Telmorra had a very self-satisfied expression on her face.

I started to snap at her—hell, she could be more helpful, too—but realized that maybe she had a point. Grandma always said you catch more flies with honey than vinegar. “Fair enough. Are you willing to explain how I can get back to Olimero?”

She stared at me. “Yes. But since you’re still mortal, I can tell you how you can get back to your world—or to Olimero. If you return to Earth, it will seem like only a few minutes have passed at the most.”

“That’s possible?” I gasped.

“Oh, so you aren’t completely uninterested in returning home. You know, you’d be a veritable god there with your new body, but because you aren’t S-ranked, you could still return there.”

My head started spinning. I didn’t know if she was doing something to me. “Ughh… no, what am I thinking? I could never leave my wives or my children. Olimero is my home now—it’s the only home that matters.”

“What if you could bring them back with you? Would you take them to Earth if that were possible?”

Something seemed off. I didn’t know why she would be saying these things to me. “They would be considered freaks on Earth. It would never be safe for them. And without mana, they wouldn’t be able to use their magic.”

“True, they wouldn’t have magic…” She shrugged. “But you would be strong enough to protect them. It might even be possible for you to find a friendly goddess who would transform them, allowing you bring them back with you, appearing—to others, at least—to be human. You all could live a normal life, free of the struggles of Olimero.”

I weighed what she’d said. Could I really make a decision like that for my wives? Children go where their parents take them, but my wives were adults and entitled to their own desires. “Could I have time to consider it?”

“No,” she shook her head. “You’re here, now. It would have to be now or never. The only reason this can work is because you’re A-rank, and exceptionally strong for an A-rank.”

“Does that mean that once I’m S-rank, I’ll no longer be able to live on Olimero?”

She nodded. “Or Earth,” she said. “But don’t worry. First off, you make it sound like it’s inevitable. The odds are still rather long, and it should take you hundreds of years, if not longer, to ascend. Your wives and children will all be dead long before you reach S-rank—even with your accelerated standards of progression.”

Something was off—the pressure for me to make a decision, now, and tempting me with returning to Earth… That was what sealed it for me, the temptation rather than Telmorra’s usual interest in my cultivation. I had to be sure before I reacted, though.

“And what would I have to do in order for you to do that for me?” I asked.

“Nothing much. Just swear yourself to me. Such a small price to pay to provide a life of luxury and comfort for your wife and children, isn’t it?”

Yeah, this was what I’d expected. The only thing that remained, was whether I confronted him now, or tried to gather more information. I really didn’t know anything about how this place worked or what he was capable of here.

“And if I want to go back to Olimero, how do I do that?”

“If you’ll commit yourself to me, I’ll send you back—and even provide whatever books you want for your wives. You simply need to ask, as part of our contract.”

I shook my head. “I’m flattered that you came to meet me in person. I’m not sure what to call you, though... Old Scratch sounds a bit theatrical.”

He stared at me as his form changed to that of a young man wearing an impeccable three-piece suit. He tried to pull off a complete sense disinterest, though his eyes latched onto me a bit too hard.

“I guess, I should be proud that my little pet project is smart enough to read the signs. As a matter of professional courtesy, what gave it away?”

“Telmorra never pushes as hard as you did, and I couldn’t see her trying to get me to go back to Earth. She is always a bit aloof—except for wanting to study my cultivation. You almost nailed, at first. But the real giveaway was when you practically begged for my soul.”

He nodded. “Noted. Good luck getting out of here.” As he started to fade away, he said, “I guess I’ve wasted too much time with you not to give you a hint… for all the good that it’ll do you. Even with time distortion, by the time you master it, Delicia will have killed your wives. The only way out of the astral plane is to submit.” He smirked. “Don’t feel bad, it was one of the hardest things for me to do, though it helped me realize I was meant for more than this. Yet, this one time, I’m speaking only the truth—submit or die.” Then, he was gone.

I was completely confused. He couldn’t mean that I was to submit to him. If he had, he’d have stayed. This was the most leverage he was ever likely to have over me. My wives wouldn’t last long against Delicia. And what did he mean by surrender or die?

I supposed that if I stayed in this emptiness long enough, I’d eventually die. But what was I supposed to surrender to? I tried to still my thoughts enough to relax, but all I kept coming back to, was that for all the power that I had—power which had seemed monstrous only moments ago—there were still things that I couldn’t do.

And that was it.

Indomitable was my core. I could push and would never give up. But there were things still beyond me—and sometimes I needed to know my place. I needed to relax and simply let my body go back to Olimero. So, relax I did. I took a series of deep breaths until it felt like I was sinking into a vat of pudding.

An urge to fight rose up within me, but I could be Indomitable about surrendering, too. The two might seem like exact opposites, but a lesson from my wives helped me see clearly—they were never so sexy and never so powerful, as when they gave themselves to me. I might be the one who seemed to be in charge, but it was their surrender, which carried with it the great power.

There was nothing wrong with allowing myself to become part of a larger whole. When I relaxed again, I felt that brief scattering before stepping out a purple portal inches from where I had been before.

Mursha was down on the ground. One of her arms hanging limply at her side. Sema was bleeding from a wound in her stomach, and one of her wings had been torn in half. Only Josie and Nimeera were on their feet, standing together.

Across from them was a laughing Delicia. I didn’t need to hear much to know that she was taunting them. She made fun of their resistance. My two wives stood their ground, firing off bolts of fire and shadow, but each bolt hit a shimmering wall in front of Delicia before being reflected back at its caster. My wives ended up spending just as much time dodging their own attacks as fighting.

“You should know when to lie down and die before your superiors,” Delicia snapped.

I didn’t make a sound. This was not the time for a battle cry—this was a time for speed. I moved in a blur with a ki enhanced Agility effectively over nine hundred. In a fraction of a fraction of a second, I came around behind the fairy queen with my fingers extended before me like a spear. Ki Aura covered my body, and I had infused enough ki into my hand to shatter a mountain.

When I hit her, I saw that prismatic shield flicker into view. I didn’t care. I wouldn’t be stopped; I couldn’t be stopped. My hand pierced that shield, popping it like a bubble.

I felt the pain of a thousand thorns being driven into my arm. There was no physical damage, but she had some type of magical defense which caused pain. It was foolish, really, if she thought that was going to stop me. As though pain wasn’t something I’d caused myself nearly every day since I arrived in Olimero.

Then the tips of my fingers made contact with the back of her skull. It all happened in slow motion—to me at least—even though it took just a fraction of a second. Her head exploded under the force of my blow; skin, bone, and brain all dissolved into a fine mist, and then even that fine mist was disintegrated by the overwhelming power of my attack.

I continued through with my step before checking the battlefield. I could still sense the remains of one shattered golem over a mile away, but she must have put the other one away when I’d disappeared. It made sense. They had only been made because she thought that they could deal with me. That might have presented a challenge back when I was B-rank, but with A-rank and Sativa’s ring, I was so much more.

I knelt next to my wounded wives. They were both unconscious, but I began pouring healing potions down their throats. Josie and Nimeera were crying.

“It’s okay,” I soothed them, “she tried to banish me, but I’m not that easy to get rid of.”

Josie clung to me as she said, “Delicia said that she sent you back to your home world. She laughed at us and told us that you’d soon forget all about us, as you would be surrounded by human women again.”

I grabbed her chin between my finger and thumb. Then I pulled her forward and kissed her lips. “Josephine Case, as if I could ever forget about you.”

I looked at Nimeera and then over at the other two. “As if I could forget about any of you.”

Just then, I felt a disturbance and shoved both Josie and Nimeera to the ground, covering them with my body and extending my Ki Aura. Something tremendous blasted into it like miniature meteors of burning rock. My aura trembled but held firm, and I began spinning my cores as I turned to see who had dared to attack me like that.

To my surprise, it was Queen Delicia, with a completely new head. Her dress was covered in gore, but she seemed otherwise unaffected.

I shook my head for being stupid. She was a powerful mage. I remembered my first arch-rival on Olimero having a type of contingency magic. I should have foreseen such a possibility from the queen of the fairies.

She began moving her hands, creating some type of construct, but I didn’t intend to give her the time. I raced forward. Another layer of defense went off around her and somehow she managed to dodge the chopping motion of my hand just enough that I only severed her right arm at the shoulder, instead of taking her head off.

Her eyes went wide with pain and she shrieked, but then a green gemstone on one of the rings on her hand on the ground exploded. Right before my eyes, a new arm sprouted from her shoulder. This was getting annoying.

She tossed a ball, which appeared to be made of metal coils, at me. It expanded and encircled me, then began to squeeze like it would compress me down to its original grapefruit size—juicing me in the process. The metal was strong, but I was stronger.

I flexed and sent a surge of ki in a burst outside my body, ripping the strange coil apart. As I stepped free from the debris, a translucent hand as large as me slapped me sideways. It was impossibly strong and sent me flying several hundred feet.

In mid-air, I focused on controlling my body.

Body Sovereignty

My motion slowed. I poured more ki into the skill

Body Sovereignty +1

Body Sovereignty +1

Back-to-back level ups were enough for me to right myself in mid-air. I started to rush back at Delicia, but then realized I was going about this all wrong. My sneak attack hadn’t finished her. My physical attacks were only a response to her power. I was more than that, though. I could deal with her mana.

As the hand came back at me, rather than attacking it with my body I reached out with my soul. I latched onto her mana and drained it from the construct. My cores spun faster, and I felt as once again my Soul Core seemed to become a bit more solid.

Blink Body

I was suddenly next to her.

She screamed, and a sonic blast hit me, but I held the edge of a Ki Slice on my hand and split the sound with the blade of my hand while I worked feverishly to absorb her mana with my other hand. A belt she was wearing exploded, and it seemed she’d lost her mana receptacle.

As I reached out for her, she screamed. “Don’t touch me!”

Somehow, whatever magic that was, caused the force of my hand moving forward to propel her up into the sky, rather than allowing me to grasp her. My hand stung, but I could handle the discomfort.

Delicia was hundreds of feet up in the air when she fired off a bolt of lightning and pulled a handful of pebbles from her pocket. She hurled the tiny rocks at me, but as they built up speed, they began to grow until each was the size of a small car.

Undoubtedly, she’d expected me to brute force my way through them. And I could have, but I didn’t give her what she wanted.

Blink Body

I appeared on the far side of the crashing meteors and, as I did, I sprouted my wings. Then I was flying straight at her. She pulled out a slender stick, which I assumed to be a wand of some kind, but I launched a Ki Slice even faster. The magical weapon was cut in twain in her hands, and exploded with a concussive force that sent her flying backwards till she began to spiral towards the ground.

I dove for her and saw her trying to work yet another magic, but the mana in her was almost done. Terror filled her face, but she had brought this on herself. At least I gave her the mercy of an easy death.

Blink Body

I appeared beside her and once again drove my ki infused fist into her. This time, her entire body exploded from the inside. Only my aura kept me from being covered in queen goop. Reaching out with my soul, I felt for any sign of her.

Delicia was dissipating, so I did what any wise man would; I absorbed as much of her mana as I could. Her very life force was attached to it, but I drained it all into my cores and spun them, turning my enemy into fuel for my own growth.

I looked down and saw that my wives were up. We still had to go into the fairy hive. There might be resistance, but none of it mattered now that the queen was dead. I felt the weight of all I had done settle onto my shoulders.

My body started changing with all the energy I absorbed. Only time would tell what exactly these changes would mean. What didn’t kill me, made me stronger.

 



Chapter 29 – Stats 2.0




Robert (Rob) Case

Stats (with gear)

Strength: 427

Agility: 326

Durability: 467

Magic: 392

Soul: 244

Synergy: 142


Cultivation Grade: A6

A-Rank Body Fortification: 57%

 

Soul Core Formation: 18%

By-Product Manipulation: 99%


Concept: INDOMITABLE


Skills:

Alchemy 75

Ranged Combat: 70

Melee Combat: 100

Telepathy: 37 

Mana Fusion: 86

Ki-Forged Body: 14

Ki-Aura: 5

Ki Slice: 25

Ki Infusion: 50

Toxic Resistance: 114

Elemental Resistance: 50

Soul Builder: 51

Soul Resistance: 31

Soul Projection: 46

Parallel Mind: 15

Blink Body: 9

Body Sovereignty: 9

Flight: 46

Tracking: 34


Traits:

Swarm - Doppelganger

Protector - Den Mother


Bondings:


(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)



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)

 



_______


Josephine (Josie) Case  

Stats:

Strength: 102

Agility: 148

Durability: 62

Magic: 113


Cultivation Grade: E1

E-Rank Mana Fortification: 90%

Dual Core: Fire and Growth Mana


Skills:

Ranged Combat: 70

Melee Combat: 131

Dual Wield: 111

Critical Strike: 29

Precision Strike: 47

Manipulation Resistance: 20


Titles:

Handmaiden of Sativa


Gear:

Heirloom swords (belonged to her father) - modified to: The Faithful Daughter

Dual Sheaths of the Last Floor

Belt Knife

Leather armor

Wedding Ring

Potions of Flight (x2)

Mana Potions (x6)

Deputy Badge


_______


Rolina (Lina) Case

Stats: (with gear)

Strength: 96

Agility: 92

Durability: 77

Magic: 108


Cultivation Grade: E2

E-Rank Mana Fortification: 80%

Dual Core: Healing and Wither Mana


Skills:

Administration: 78

Cooking: 106

Sewing: 32

Shopping: 59

First Aid: 74

Melee Combat: 39

Seduction: 18

Sever Magic: 27


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)


 



_______


Rava Case

Stats:

Strength: 51

Agility: 88

Durability: 47

Magic: 152

Soul: 57


Cultivation Grade: E2

E-Rank Mana Fortification: 80%

Dual Core: Research and Arcane Mana


Skills:

Alchemy 127

Ranged Combat: 47

Melee Combat: 29

Research: 98

Business Administration: 102

Negotiations: 78

Sewing: 13

Cooking: 14

Seduction: 42

Deceit: 64

Stealth: 48

Enchanting: 23


Gear:

Cauldron

Alchemy Tools

Inscribing Tool

Potion Bandolier (spatial)

Belt Knife

Short Sword

Clerk’s Badge

Wedding Ring

Wide variety of Potions


Status Condition: 16 weeks pregnant with twins


_______


Daria Case

Stats:

Strength: 117

Agility: 143

Durability: 102

Magic: 127

Soul: 22

Synergy: 2


Cultivation Grade: E1

E-Rank Mana Fortification: 95%

Dual Core: Air and Body Enhancement Mana


Universal Concept (Pseudo): Devotion to Robert Case


Skills:

Ranged Combat: 102

Melee Combat: 76

Tracking: 68

Skinning/Butchering: 46

Gambling: 29

Flight: 91 

Dive Bomb: 42

Strafing: 59

Elemental Resistance: 25

Mana Shield (From Ki Aura): 3


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


______


Mursha Case

Stats: (with gear)

Strength: 143

Agility: 37

Durability: 121

Magic: 106


Cultivation Grade: N/A


Skills: (with gear)

Ranged Combat: 22

Melee Combat: 98

Blacksmithing: 150

Dancing: 19

Leatherwork: 58

Bull Rush: 12

Cleave: 19

Power Attack: 44

Dual Wield: 19



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)



_______


Nimeera Case

Stats: (with gear)

Strength: 90

Agility: 125

Durability: 95

Magic: 82


Cultivation Grade: E2

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: 68

Melee Combat: 73

Deceit: 50

Stealth: 63

Shadow Manipulation: 56

Shadow Step: 42

Seduction: 53

Pleasure: 100

Gambling: 19

Gardening: 16

Tracking: 41

Precision Strike: 30

Critical Strike: 37

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



_______


Sema Case

Stats: (with gear)

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: (with gear)

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 30 - Useful

 

It took us the rest of the day to get the fairies sorted out. By the time we’d put down those who resisted Sema being named queen, there were only fifty-four fairies left. Now, I remember reading an article once about the required level of genetic diversity necessary to colonize another planet, and knew that it required well over a hundred humans in order to have a viable genetic pool for a normal population.

When I raised that question, Sema and the others looked at me oddly. I should have known. Not only were Olimerans different, they were hardier—to whatever extent that genetics played a part in this, they seemed immune to mutations.

Thinking about it, that had to be the case, or they would have had hybrid races long before I arrived. Add to that, the fact that the fairies were a largely magical race, and it didn’t seem to matter. They just needed a few fairy males, although that might not even be necessary.

As we talked about it, I pointed out that my children with Sema would likely be free of the whatever curse the gods had placed on the fairies, as they would no longer be pure-blooded fairies. In that case, they’d be able to have children with anyone without worrying about the curse.

Many of those who remained had thrown themselves at me. They were all attractive, in their own ways. The problem came with trying to explain that I wasn’t suddenly here to breed the entire fairy population. We’d take things one step at a time. Sema did ask me to consider taking more fairy wives, and I promised to consider it in the future—but admitted that was well down the road.

Once everything was sorted, we headed back to Yonderton. Sema stayed behind. I hated to leave the petite fairy behind. We had just been married, and I didn’t want her to feel like a lesser wife. She said that she needed to stay and stabilize things with her people.

She was going to try and get the rest of the fairies to move to Yonderton, but it would have to happen in stages—after we trained them to treat the ‘lesser races’ with better care and proper respect. They would be powerful allies, but not if they were going to go around charming every sorry sap of a male they came across.

Soon I was flying back with Josie, Mursha, and Nimeera. They took flight potions this time, so I slowed down so that they could keep up with me. The cultivation jumps which had come as a result of the battle with Delicia were still integrating, so I didn’t mind the slower pace.

My Soul Core at least had an outline now, even if I couldn’t form it fully.

As impressive as that was, the skill upgrades had been no less amazing. Sativa’s ring had proved a great boon—more than I ever could have asked for. On the flight back, I even managed to get multiple upgrades for three of my skills.

Body Sovereignty +6

Flight +6

I was growing by leaps and bounds. When we finally landed, I gave each of my wives a kiss, but Mursha seemed just a little bit… off. It wasn’t anything she said or did, as much as a tension I felt in her across the bond. She immediately headed down to her forge.

As soon as she was out of earshot, Nimeera said, “Are you really going to let her just walk away like that?”

I shrugged. “She wouldn’t tell me what was bothering her.”

Josie shook her head. “We love you, Rob, but you can be clueless at times. All of your wives are mana cultivators—except for her. And other than Sema, we all have a patron god or goddess. I know that I can’t seem to reach Sativa, but I’m sure that’s only a temporary thing.”

“Daria isn’t the chosen of a god or goddess,” I protested.

Foxkin and Catkin looked at each other and rolled their eyes.

Nimeera said, “Are you really gonna go there?”

Josie snorted, adding, “Daria’s the luckiest of us all. You may not be a true god, husband, but after seeing that battle, I’m not convinced you’re that far from it. And you chose her. You made her special… above all of us. We all want to be Daria, now, even though it isn’t possible.”

I sighed. “Is it really that bad?”

Nimeera shook her head. “Bad? No. It isn’t really bad. We don’t begrudge what Daria has with you. But you have to consider how Mursha must feel. She’s sorta on the outside—or at least that is how she’ll feel. Because she isn’t a cultivator, she is weaker than the rest of us.”

“What? Her gravity mana is incredibly powerful. And I watched her battle half the faeries outside, and later quelling the rebellion inside the hive. She is badass with that hammer.”

“Right. But it took so much more out of her than it did us. Nimeera and I both are fully recharged, but Mursha was practically stumbling when she left. We only need half the sleep we used to get before, whereas she is still… as she was.”

I held up my hands. “Fine, you’ve made your point. I’ll go check on her.”

They both said, “Now!” simultaneously.

Blink Body was at 9th level, now. The two-hundred-and-fifty-six feet I could now jump might not be quite enough for me to just pop into the forge, but if I applied it a couple of times, I should still be able to beat her there.

In the end, turns out that our house is big enough that it took four jumps, but I was waiting for Mursha when she walked into the forge. She did a double take when she saw me, then rubbed her eyes.

“For a minute there I thought I was hallucinating,” she mumbled. It was obvious, now that I was looking for it, how exhausted she was.

“Nope, I’m here. I thought we should talk.”

“As ever, I am yours, husband. Instruct me and I’ll obey.”

I grinned. Mursha might be tired, but she was in one of those moods, trying to be the proper orc wife.

“I realized during the battle, that I’ve been remiss in my responsibilities to protect and properly equip you. I don’t want that to continue.”

She stared at me. “I don’t feel like that. I just assumed you needed to prioritize the wives which normally fight.”

I crossed the room with rapid strides and pulled her into my arms. She was strong, but may as well have been a rag-doll, for as much chance as she had of pushing me away. I would never have been so forceful with my other wives, but recent lessons about orc culture drove home the fact that I needed to give to each wife what they craved—not what I wanted to give them.

I crushed my mouth to hers and soon she melted in my arms as we kissed. She could be every bit as passionate as me, but it was like she needed permission to be like that. I saw her fumbling with her belt, trying to push her trousers down, but I grabbed her hands.

“Not yet, my beautiful orc wife. First, we are going to have a conversation, and you are going to listen to me.”

She lowered her eyes meekly, but I saw the small smile on her face. Dammit, she was loving this. And though it was hard for me, I loved her enough to try.

“You are the only one of my wives who can’t cultivate, and I believe you would make our family stronger…” I paused. “No, it would make me stronger, if you could.”

“Then do with me as you will,” Mursha murmured. “I’ve spoken to Daria. Anything she could handle, I can, too.”

“I know well your strength, my love, but you generally aren’t a foolish woman. As your husband, I require this of you—to grow stronger, and especially to improve your crafts. I want you and Rava to be able to make enchanted gear within the next few months, enchanted gear for all of us.”

I tilted her chin up with a finger till she was staring up into my eyes. “But there are some things I won’t demand of you,” I said.

“I trust you, husband.” She pressed herself into me, making it harder for me to think straight.

“I know you do, but you are still going to listen to me. I am no god, and you don’t have the necessary traits to survive the transformation as you are. I believe we can overcome that, but you need to know what it will entail. I’ll be giving you a core and I will try to make it match you as best as I can—but it will also be limited by my potential. This time I’ll be wearing Sativa’s ring, so hopefully that will make this easier for me.”

“I yean to become everything you want me to be. I want to serve you, husband. You still haven’t fully accepted how fulfilled I feel when I do things for you.” The words poured from her lips. “It doesn’t matter if you came down here and bent me over the anvil every day or if you never touched me again and only demanded that I make weapons and armor for you. As long as I know that I’m serving you, I’m content.”

I laughed a bit. “So, you don’t enjoy when we make love? You sure seem to moan a lot.”

She blushed. “I enjoy it very much, but my personal desire for pleasure pales in comparison to my desire to please you in every way possible. I happen to be lucky enough to have a husband who enjoys taking his time with me.” She ducked her head down, peering up at me through her long lashes. “Not that I’d mind if you were a bit more aggressive at times.”

“Very well. The core is actually the simpler part. I need to form a temporary universal concept for you. In Daria’s case, that became her adoration of me. That isn’t a permanent thing, but will serve as a temporary patch. If Daria ever reaches that point, she’ll be able to form her own universal concept.”

“I’ve already been thinking about it,” Mursha admitted. “One of the things about working the forge, is that it gives you plenty of time to think. Some of the work becomes monotonously repetitive and you almost empty your mind. It becomes a type of meditation… or so Rava says. Anyway, I think I know who I am, or at least what I want to be.”

I smiled. Mursha might normally be the most reserved and quietest of my wives, but that also came with a great deal of introspection. Maybe this wouldn’t be as hard as I had imagined it.

“Are you going to tell me?”

“Of course, husband. I believe my concept is Useful. It defines who I want to be and how I believe I fit in the universe.”

“Okay, I may not be able to connect you to the true concept of Useful, but I should be able to form a pseudo connection—enough of one that you can continue to work on Useful as a universal…” I let my words trail off.

“Is something wrong, husband?”

“It’s just that your temporary concept will likely be Useful to me, rather than Useful in general. And it may begin to affect your personality.”

She grinned. “Even better. Will you do me, then?”

I couldn’t help but roll my eyes. “You’ve been listening to Lina too much. Yes, I will try to give you a core and a concept. If it works like it did with Daria, you’ll gain two skills of mine and approximately ten percent of each of my stats.”

“Good, and then you’ll do me afterwards, right? I’m no longer pregnant so you don’t have to be gentle.”

Who was I to fight it. I grinned as I nodded. “Repeatedly.”

We discussed what skills we might want from each other, but in the end I had to admit that I didn’t know if it would work like that. This time, though, the process went off without a hitch.

Maybe it was my extra cultivation levels, or maybe it was Sativa’s ring, or even the better formation of my Soul Core. Whatever the reason, within minutes I had formed a mana core within my lovely orc, and we both shared the notification.

 

Formation of a Dual Mana Core: Gravity and Enchantment Mana – boosted to D Rank 9

The ability to use Enchantment Mana is an extension of your connection with Robert Case. A fraction of his Ki Aur and Mana Fusion abilities have filled you, enabling you to imprint permanent mana signatures onto other objects. You automatically gain the Enchanting Skill.

With each grade of cultivation in the E rank, you will gain +1 to your lowest stat. (Agility +10)

With each grade of cultivation in the D rank you will gain +1 to each of your stats. (+1 to all stats)

Welcome to the path of a mana cultivator. You are one of only a fraction of a percentage of such on all of Olimero. Stat gains made through cultivation may exceed racial stat caps.

Note: This gift is tied to Robert Case. Because he is still within the mortal ranks, should he die, you will as well. This can only be altered if one of you reaches S-Rank. Your destiny is bound with his.

 

I grinned. Not only had we managed to do it, but I’d pushed her all the way to the beginning of D-rank. Daria and the others were going to be so jealous, but it wasn’t like I hadn’t do my best for each of them.

Mursha was drifting in and out of consciousness as I started to work with her on own universal concept. As much as I tried, I wasn’t able to guide her to one of her own, but I was able to give her a sliver of my soul—just as I had with Daria. I got the same warning as before, but immediately told it to proceed.

I felt the brief pain as a sliver of my soul weaved itself into hers. There was that brief second where she had to accept my gift, but then the notification popped up as expected.

Mursha Case has accepted your offer. You are now her patron. This is highly unusual for beings below S-Rank. Take good care of her. Responsibility and duty run both ways. That is the way of the system. Those gods who forget this lesson eventually suffer the law upon which all others are built: The Law of Consequences.

She didn’t express the shock that Daria experienced, but she was still crying. “I love you. I love you. I love you. I’ll prove myself worthy of your gifts.”

“You already have. You already do. And you already are. What a person can do is important, but a person’s inherent value is in who they are—not what they do. You are my wife and there’s no risk I wouldn’t take for you.”

Mursha Case has been upgraded.

New Stats:


Strength: 187

Agility: 81

Durability: 169

Magic: 146

Soul: 25

Synergy: 5

Cultivation Grade: D-9 (Gravity and Enchantment)

Universal Concept (Pseudo): Useful to Robert Case


New Skills Gained:

Mana Fusion: 43

Mana Enhanced Body: 8 (From Ki-Forged Body)

I understood why she had picked Mana Fusion. As a skill, it should be directly on point for helping her to handle different types of mana. It made sense that would be useful for enchanting. It was the other skill that I wasn’t so sure about.

When I asked her about it, she grinned. “I wanted to be more durable. Now I can use my mana to make my body stronger. As the skill goes up, a percentage of my Magic stat will count towards my durability. Right now it’s only 4%—giving me a functional Durability of 175—but I’ll work hard to raise it.”

I didn’t touch that, or why she wanted a more durable body as I was fairly certain it didn’t have anything to do with combat or smithing. “I took Blacksmithing and Dancing as your two skills I could copy.”

“Oh? That means you can dance with me now. I’m gonna like that, but I think you made me a promise about what would happen after this.”

I nodded my head and grinned. “Well, I am a man of my word.”



Chapter 31 - Controlled

 

I grabbed her hand to take her upstairs to the bedroom, but she resisted. It wasn’t like she could have stopped me if I had really pulled, but I was thrilled that my control remained great enough that she wasn’t even ruffled by my tug on her arm.

"No, here."

I looked around. There was a cot next against the wall where she’d taken naps when pregnant. But overall, the area was littered with scraps of metal and charcoal dust. It was hot from the forge. The only thing it had going for it was the dense concentration of mana.

"Uh, won't we be more comfortable upstairs?"

She shrugged. "Both of us are more than durable enough that doing it on the stone floor won't bother us.” She pursed her lips. “But if I take you upstairs, I might have to share you."

I grinned and pulled her in for a kiss. "Oh, you don't want to share, do you?"

She kissed me back and pressed herself against me. Her breasts had always been the largest of any of my wives. Now they were even larger, seeing as they were full of milk for our son. Frankly, I thought that only made her sexier.

"I don't mind sharing with Lina,” Mursha admitted. “She knows how to stay back and when to jump in. She never gets self-conscious and doesn't make me self-conscious, and she is good for encouraging you to be more take charge."

"Lina is good for lots of things," I agreed.

Mursha bit her lip. She seemed uncertain.

"Something wrong, love?"

"No, I just get wet thinking about the last time Lina was with us."

"You mean when she got me to tie you up?"

Mursha nodded. "I don't want to be tied up, but maybe you should invite her to join us. Do you think she'd have time? It is sort of the middle of the day, and she’s been pretty busy lately."

I looked at her sideways. "We are talking about the same Lina, right?"

As she grinned, I sent a telepathic invitation to my bunnygirl, who practically screamed ‘YES!' in response. "She'll be down soon, don't worry. Think we should start warming up first?"

"Definitely. You did say repeatedly, after all."

With that, she started pulling off my armored vest. I didn't really know why I bothered wearing it anymore. My skin was more durable than it was, and my Ki Aura was even stronger than that. But it didn't take Mursha long to remove, or the shirt beneath it.

She ran her fingertips over my chest. "Muscles. Mmmm."

I returned the favor, helping her out of her armor before cupping her breasts in my hands. "Mmmm. Breasts."

She giggled. "They've always been there. But since you hit A-rank, your muscles got even more defined."

I nodded. "Maybe, but trust me, pregnancy has made your impressive breasts even more spectacular. I think we should just both agree that we like how the other one is put together.

Then, without any more words, I leaned down and pressed my mouth to her left breast. I swirled my tongue around her nipple before sucking it into my mouth. I started to suckle on her breast, drawing out some of her milk. Mursha was a little hesitant at first, but soon she was groaning in pleasure and had started grinding her hips back and forth.

"Yes, that's it. Suck on my breast. Suck on my nipple. That is it. YES!"

I looked up at her from my position and grinned, a small trickle of breast milk running down my chin. Drinking her milk hadn't really been my goal, but I didn’t mind it at all, and I could tell she was very sensitive. I was going to give them—and her—the attention she craved.

I switched over to her other breast and started suckling on that nipple.

Mursha gasped. "Yes, yes, yes! Both of them! Yes! Mmmm! That is it. That is it. Yes. Right there! Mmmm."

Over the next few minutes, I switched back and forth between both breasts a few more times, making sure to savor not only her taste but also the way her body moved. While one hand held whichever breast I was dining on at the moment, my other hand stimulated her free nipple. My saliva combined with her milk provided more than ample lubrication.

Behind me, I heard Lina walk into the room. She gasped, but otherwise didn't say a word. I expect she was smitten with what she saw and just wanted to take the sight in.

After several minutes of leaning over to worship the life-giving power of Mursha’s breasts, I stood up and pulled her into my arms. I kissed her deeply, my hands running down her back to grab her ass.

Mursha kissed me back and returned the favor, reaching around to pinch my ass. We stayed like that for a long time. It was one of those moments that was so full of passion and pure love that time seemed to stand still. Even knowing that Lina was watching, it was just like it was just the two of us, alone in the universe.

Eventually, I pulled back a little and stared down into my orc’s eyes. Then, I pushed her forward across the room till her ass was pressing against her anvil.

"Take a seat," I ordered.

She responded to the command in my voice with alacrity. I know she liked being bossed around, and the command in my voice clearly brought about the response I desired.

Kneeling down, I undid her trousers. She lifted her hips up enough for me to tug them down, leaving her womanhood covered in only satin white panties. They were small and lacy, but looked wonderful in contrast to my orc wife's green skin. The idea of something so sexy on my fierce warrior and blacksmith, was exciting. It showed me that no matter what else she was, Mursha was all woman.

"Give me your hand."

As she extended her hand, I pulled her up to a standing position. Lina was now only a few feet away, but she hadn't said anything.

"Turn around."

I used my hands to help her turn with her trousers down around her ankles. When she was facing away from me, I said, "Lean forward."

She bent over, resting her elbows on the hard surface of the anvil. She was so strong and durable, that it caused her no discomfort from what I could tell.

I then knelt behind her and ran my hands up and down her legs before helping her out of her boots before completely removing her trousers.

"What do you have in mind?” she asked. “You know you don't have to go slow?"

"I'm using you in the way that pleases me. There are parts of you that I've never taken the time to properly enjoy before."

I moved one hand up to lightly stroke the inside of her thigh. Then I moved my other hand down from her hip to grab her ass. I kneaded the soft flesh of her behind, enjoying the softness of her skin and the firmness of her muscle.

I started massaging her cheeks. I had never paid all that much attention to this aspect of the female body—other than to admire it in motion—but Mursha firm ass was worth exploring. Oh, we'd tried anal while she was pregnant a few times. It still wasn't my favorite, but then I'd never really taken time to just properly appreciate what a fine ass my wife had. It was muscular but soft and had such shapely curves.

In this moment, I could not deny that I liked big butts.

I was glad I had listened to my wife and let myself just enjoy her. Her ass was so soft and supple… and delicious! I kneaded and massaged it for several long moments, digging my fingers into her flesh and enjoying the way it felt. The best part was the way it made her squeal.

After a few long moments of enjoying her ass, I leaned forward and kissed her ass cheek. As I did so, I moved my hands around to her thighs and ran my fingers up and down her skin. I did this until my fingertips approached her upper thighs and then moved back down. She shuddered from the combination of sensations.

That was when Lina moved around to stand in front of the anvil. I saw as she leaned in and kissed Mursha. I couldn't exactly see their mouths from where I was, but the way that Mursha's ass clenched with the kiss told me that it was an intense one.

I noted the wet spot on her panties and breathed her scent in deeply, even as I alternated between teasing her inner thighs and working her ass cheeks.

When she and Lina's mouths came apart, Mursha moaned, "No more teasing. I'm so ready."

I was about to tell her that I'd only just begun teasing her, but Lina took the orc’s face in both her hands. "You heard our husband. He wants to enjoy you—slowly. Are you trying to deny him that?"

"No." Somehow she managed to inject both desire and submission into that single syllable. It made my groin ache, but I wanted to drag this out.

I pushed Mursha’s legs a bit further apart and then leaned in, using my tongue in long, slow sensual licks along the inner portion of her upper thigh. When I blew on the moisture that I left, I felt her shudder and reflexively lift up on her toes.

"No more teasing?" I asked.

"No… please." Her voice was a low moan.

"That’s too bad, because I say, 'Yes'."

Lina began another deep kiss, so Mursha couldn't even respond.

That was when I slid my hands to her ass cheeks, grabbed them, and then spread them apart to press my face against her pussy. I heard her gasp and then she moaned, "Oh gods!"

I still couldn't see Mursha’s face, but I saw Lina was now nibbling on Mursha's ear. With her cheeks parted and back arched, I found the visibly swollen bud which was her clitoris with my tongue. That was when the true teasing began; I was merciless.

Mursha begged and moaned for more, every time that her tongue wasn't inside Lina's mouth.

Soon, I could feel the way she was trying to thrust against my face, treating my tongue as though it were a cock. She clearly ached to have something inside her, but I pulled back again and blew softly on her wetness, causing her to groan.

As she tried to push her ass cheeks back at me, I moved my hands up to her hips. I held her in place, not letting her move more than half an inch and then slowly ran my tongue over her clit again.

"Please, please, please. Oh gods, please. I need to cum so badly. I want to cum so badly. I need to cum. I need to. Let me cum."

Standing back up, I ran two fingers between her labia. Her juices were everywhere, and if I didn't know better, I'd think she had already orgasmed.

"No. You will only cum on my cock."

I plunged those two fingers inside her. She was incredibly tight, even after giving birth, but so wet that my fingers slipped into the furnace of her womanhood with no trouble.

I scooped my fingers in a wide circle, massaging the thick muscle attachments inside her groin, before dragging them out and pushing them back in. I did so slowly, at first, but then sped up until she was about to explode. The bond let me keep perfect tabs on how close she was to her release, so that each time she was about to crest the point of no return, I'd slow down or even pull my fingers out entirely.

By this point, she was whimpering in her wanton desire.

I decided to push her a bit further. "Lina, take Mursha over to the corner. Sit her down on the cot and then come back to me. When I’m done with you, I want you to lick her while I fuck you. Then she can see what she wants so badly."

"Yes, my lord." Lina's voice was a dazed whisper.

I felt Mursha move, but I didn't let her go. Instead, I dragged my fingers across her clit one last time.

"I'll tell you when you can cum," I told her.

 



Chapter 32 - Repeatedly 

 

Mursha didn't react, other than to shudder. She just started walking across the forge, her hips swaying from the echoes of the lingering pleasure her body must be feeling, given what I'd done to her.

Lina led Mursha, guiding her to the cot and then sitting her down upon it. My orc looked at me, her eyes brimming with need before she dropped her gaze to the ground. She wanted this. She wanted me, but she also wanted to be controlled, to be used.

Shifting gears, I grabbed Lina when she returned, pulling her close. She was swaying where she stood and her eyes were drunk with lust. I pulled her into my arms and kissed her. She responded with hunger, her tongue darting into my mouth.

My cock rested against her belly. I could feel her heat through my pants. As always, she was wearing a short skirt, so as to make herself easily available for me. Lina was a goddess at many things, but making me feel like I could take her wherever and whenever might have been the best part of her sexy appeal.

I reached down and lifted her skirt before stroking her through her panties. Her hips rocked against my hand, seeking the friction she needed.

I looked over at Mursha. "See, Lina is my wife just like you, but she gets to pleasure herself on me however she wants. Are you sure that all you want is to be used?"

Mursha looked down at the stone floor again before nodding.

"What's that? I can't hear you."

It took a couple seconds, but she lifted her head, locking eyes with me. "Yes, husband… master. Whatever I call you, it all means the same to me. Your soul is in me and you are my god. You have me body, mind and soul. I am nothing but a sheath for your blade."

"You're much more than that to me. You do want to cum, don't you? You want to cum so badly, I can tell. Tell me, how badly you want to cum."

Mursha moaned and said, "I ache from the top of my head to the bottoms of my feet. My nipples and my pussy and everywhere in between are on fire. I crave an orgasm, but not as much as I crave your cum. But even more than that, I want to feel your need for me."

Lina moaned, "Yes." She was about to orgasm, just from grinding herself against my hand—with her panties still on. I guessed something about the raw emotion in her sister-wife's words had pushed her to the very edge.

I continued to maintain eye contact with Mursha as I said, "Lina, you can cum whenever you want. In fact, please cum for your husband."

"Then cum for me. Cum for your husband."

Then I felt Lina's body break out in a sweat. She shoved her hands down and pulled her panties aside so that my fingers could touch her bare skin. Her hips thrust into my fingers ever more urgently. Then, she started to shake. I could feel her body tremble as she came. Her shuddering only grew more intense when I plunged my fingers inside her.

Bunny girls had those extra muscles inside them which give their lovers the most exquisite pleasure, but except for the their strong, pulsing grip, the rest of the muscles in her body seemed to go limp when she orgasmed hard on my fingers. Her legs lost all strength, and she squealed into my chest as her body quaked. Then she collapsed against me, panting and trying to catch her breath.

I wasn't finished with her yet. I twisted my fingers inside her and rubbed her g-spot as I looked down at Mursha.

"You see Mursha, it's very easy to make Lina cum. I never deny her an orgasm. But if you want to be controlled, then you'll have to get used to this."

To make my point, I pulled my fingers out of Lina. They glistened with her juices. I ran my tongue up my fingers, enjoying the taste of strawberries that my bunnygirl wife had.

Mursha looked up from the floor and asked, "Are you going to do that to me?"

I shook my head. "Not for a little bit still. I'm not sure if you fully appreciate what it is you're asking for from me. I will let Lina bring you back to the edge again, though. Just know that if you orgasm without my permission, I'll be very disappointed in you."

I pushed my hand back down between Lina's legs and her eyes rolled back into her head. She was going to cum again soon if I kept at it. I gave her clit a little pinch and then continued to rub her.

I locked eyes with Mursha yet again. "You see, I'm going to make sure that you're nice and ready for me before I take you. I'm going to make sure you beg me to fuck you before I do."

Then I spun Lina around and pushed her down onto all fours, her head between Mursha's thighs. My bunnygirl didn’t need more prompting than that to do what I’d told her.

"Now,” I said, as Mursha gasped, “I need to know whose pussy that is between your legs."

Mursha looked at me, confused for just the briefest of moments. She trembled as Lina's tongue made contact with her clit. "Yours. It's all yours."

"Then why are you letting Lina lick you?"

She moaned. "Because you will it, my husband… my master."

"Very good, enjoy her talented tongue—everyone says she's very good at that—but don't orgasm. Not even a little bit. Do you understand me?"

Mursha nodded, biting her lip as Lina went to town on her. I watched the sway of Lina's ass with her cute cotton ball of a tail sticking out the slit in the back of her skirt. Slowly, I pulled my trousers down, allowing my cock to spring free.

Mursha's mouth was in an 'O' shape as she drew in great shuddering breaths while Lina kept her right on the edge. Her eyes got wide when she saw my cock. It was as though she had seen a lifeline and was desperately wanted to reach for it.

Still, she sat there on the cot like a good girl.

Once my cock was free, I got down behind Lina and rubbed it against her wetness. The greedy little bunny girl pushed back with her hips, trying to impale herself on my erection, but I wanted to make a point to Mursha first.

"You see, Mursha, I'm going to fuck Lina, now. I'm going to empty myself into her. Do you know why?"

"Because she's your… your first… your first wife?" my orc stammered.

"True, and she deserves as much of my cock as I can give her. But that isn't why I’m going to fuck her now. This is about you. Don't you see all this work I'm doing for you, Mursha? I am going to all this trouble to show you what being useful to me looks like."

She gasped and then bit down on her lip hard enough to draw blood. Mursha must have been very close to an orgasm to have to interrupt it like that.

I continued, "I'm going to fuck her and it's going to feel really good for both of us. But I'm still doing it for you—I'm doing it so that it will take the edge of my passion off so that when I do take you, I can take you harder and longer… till you beg me to stop."

"Never. I'll beg for your cock, Master, but never to stop."

I winked at her and said, "It's a bet, then."

Then I thrust forward into Lina, filling her with my cock. She screamed, but I could barely hear it, not with her mouth buried in Mursha's pussy. Still, she pushed back with her hips, trying to take me deeper. I felt her ass pressing back against stomach as I pressed balls deep into her.

She was so wet that our sex juices were already mixing and dripping down the inside of her legs.

I thought about Mursha. The entwining of our souls seemed to be affecting not just her, but me as well. She wanted to be useful to me, and I found myself wanting to use her. But for some reason, I found that wasn't enough. I wanted her to be my slave. My thrall. My most devoted subject. Anything I wanted, she would do with a smile. I would train her. Hard.

As I watched Lina's ass bouncing back and forth, I admired the way her little tail flitted about. I thought about Mursha. She had such a fierce spirit, but buried it beneath this need to please. If she was truly going to become useful to her fullest, I needed to break through that shell.

Suddenly I felt Lina's pussy clamping down on me as she reached another orgasm. The pleasure of her rippling walls was exquisite. I couldn't help but join her, pumping rope after rope of my cum into her. I didn’t stop fucking her, even after my orgasm ended.

I kept thrusting, but more slowly, now. I wanted my cum to stay inside her. For just a moment, I wondered if she was still taking birth control potions like we had agreed she would do until our son was at least two years old.

I felt her body begin to sag, but I held Lina up by grabbing her hips and pulling her back into me as I thrust. I kept fucking her like that for a long time as she came down from her orgasmic high and I built my fervor back up.

I couldn't help but notice that Mursha had climbed off the cot and was kneeling beside it. She was watching us intently, from only a few inches away. Her eyes alternated between Lina's ass and mine. The look she had on her face was difficult to decipher, but I could see that she was flushed. Her nipples stood straight out, showing her excitement as clearly as the glistening wetness on her thighs.

I squeezed my bunnygirl’s ass and told Lina, "That was good. You've earned a break."

Then I pulled out of Lina, picking her up and gently laying her down on the cot. Then I stood up and told Mursha, “no more panties.” She responded without hesitation, stepping out of her underwear and balling them up to toss them across the room.

I shook my head. "No. Put them in Lina's mouth. She deserves the treat, don't you think?"

My orc wife nodded and dutifully stuffed her panties into Lina's mouth, which caused my first wife’s body to shudder again with another mini-orgasm. I put Lina out of my mind. She'd done what I needed her to, as always. She'd helped me push Mursha to the brink, and now it was time to claim my prize.

"Are you sure you want it hard?” I asked. “You know how strong I am."

"Yes,” she purred. “I'm much more durable now. I want you to be able to enjoy yourself without holding back."

I smiled then and pulled Sativa's ring off my finger, holding it out to Mursha. Confusion crossed her face, so I said, "The restrictions on it have been removed. It will double the effectiveness of your stats. It will be like you have well over 300 Durability."

Her eyes got wide at that, and then she smiled. "It shall be as my husband commands."

She slid the ring onto her finger and then without waiting for her to adapt to the enhanced stats I stepped into her. My hands grabbed her around her ass and I picked her up while driving her back into the wall.

Her legs quickly wrapped around me.

I began thrusting into her, hard and fast. I'd been holding back for a while now and I was clearly going to work her over. This was the type of fucking that she loved—the type of fucking that she craved. Her back pressed against the wall, as I began using all my body to fuck her as hard as I could.

The stone of the smithy’s walls began to crack; I was fucking her hard enough to push her into the wall. My hands slid up to her neck—not to strangle her, but to keep her steady. She was enjoying the fuck too much to hold still.

Her arms were around my neck and her legs were wrapped tight around my waist. Her mouth open wide, she was screaming into the air.

"OH GOD! OH GOD! OH GOD!"

With her eyes squeezed shut, her fingers dug into my back. I could feel her nails trying to break my skin, but even with Sativa’s ring, she wasn't strong enough. Her nails were still strong and sharp enough to make it feel good as she dragged them across my shoulders and raked them up and down my back.

"Now, sheath,” I commanded, “orgasm."

I thrust into her again, pounding her into the stone wall as she began to shudder almost immediately. I let her hold on as hard as she could, until she came down from her orgasm. When she finally did, her face was red and her eyes were glassy.

She was panting heavily as I said, "That was just the warmup. I'm gonna fuck you hard now."

Her eyes got wide for a second before she gave me a tusk-filled grin and mumbled, "Repeatedly."





 Chapter 33 - Building Morale

 

I ended up carrying Mursha to her bed, folded over one arm. Lina managed to roll off the cot about a third of the way through my marathon session with the orc, but only slapped my ass and kissed my cheek before admonishing Mursha to take good care of me and returning to her duties.

That night ended up being a high-point which I recalled fondly for the next three months. During those months, I worked hard—as did each of my wives—to build up the city. Our hard work paid off, and the city blossomed.

Yonderton’s population passed 75,000, and we started seeing larger and larger groups of immigrants coming from the east. Some told stories of unrest, others had simply heard about the merit-based system in Yonderton, which gave anyone a chance to excel.

Progress was coming on every front. After twelve weeks, the walls were about sixty percent complete. It felt slow on one hand, but I knew enough history to know that walls like this would have taken decades to build on Earth. I was even starting to question if I had left enough room inside the wall for the city to expand. Right now, we estimated we could fit 200,000 people comfortably inside the walls as permanent residents.

Each of my wives had their own thing that they focused on. It goes without saying, though, that each of them was training and cultivating. Sema came for regular visits, training each of them in mana cultivation much better than I ever could. She was amazed that all of my wives had progressed into D-rank in less than three months—with some nearly halfway to C-rank.

I tried to help with their cultivation as well, but my style was different from theirs. My cultivation was more about taking what I needed, whereas they had to reach a synergistic state with the ambient mana. I didn’t make any more breakthroughs, but had significantly increased my skills.

In fact, Sativa’s ring was in high demand amongst my wives. It became a family secret—one not even shared with Denne and his wives. I allowed each of my wives to use the ring whenever possible.

The result was a literal explosion of skill levels. As for Sativa herself, none of us had heard a thing from her, but her presence continued to linger everywhere. Even our protective barrier around the Sheriff’s office remained intact.

We’d discovered that when a string of arsons were committed and someone tried to launch a burning arrow into the Sheriff’s office. It was stopped cold by the barrier, but the perpetrators evaded capture for almost a full three months. Luckily, due to efforts by Josie and Nimeera, the attacks stopped after the first three times.

The best way we had found to counter the effects of the arson was to be as visible as possible—at least for me and my wives. I toured the city on a daily basis, making sure that as many people as possible saw me, often demonstrating my power for those who were interested—which, as it turned out, was pretty much everyone.

My wives did much the same. Lina, with her healing was very popular, but just seeing one of the Sheriff's wives out and about seemed to lift the city’s morale. Which meant we were doing what needed to be done.

With the increase in trade and the expanding population, my responsibilities as Lord Sheriff had grown exponentially. I found myself spending more and more time in meetings with the town council or with merchants and other important figures in the community. This led to me feeling a bit… stifled. I would have preferred to spend the majority of every single day training.

It seemed like every day there was a new problem that needed addressing, whether it was a dispute between two merchants or a group of bandits causing trouble on the outskirts of town. Despite the added stress, I loved every moment of it.

Being the Sheriff of Yonderton gave me a sense of purpose that I had never felt back on Earth. Here, I was making a real difference in people's lives—and that was all that mattered to me. More than that, though, my family—my seven wives and five children—were what made it all worthwhile.

But with all the added responsibility came added danger. The arsonists were certainly only the first of many dangers we faced. After dealing with the bandits just outside town, no large group of bandits dared show their faces anywhere near Yonderton.

Despite that, I spent many sleepless nights strategizing and planning for the worst. It was during one of these sleepless nights that Lina came to me, a look of concern on her face.

"What's wrong?" I asked, sitting up in bed.

"I'm worried about you," she said softly, sitting down next to me. "You're working yourself too hard. You need to learn to relax and let us carry more of your burdens."

“My burdens aren’t too heavy,” I protested.

Of course, she couldn't help replying with, "You know, if you just took on a couple dozen more wives, we'd be able to handle everything for you."

I rolled my eyes. That was a problem for future Rob to deal with. Instead, I decided to distract my bunnygirl with her favorite toy.

Eventually, my Mistress of Secrets ferreted out the attackers. It was not what I’d expected. I was prepared to hear that it was the gangs trying to sow unrest, or some contingent from Westerton. But, after several days of questioning, she was absolutely certain that the arsonists were dissidents from the Untamed Lands.

The growth of Yonderton was supposedly seen as a threat, and they hoped to cause us enough trouble that we wouldn’t expand to the west. Interestingly enough, all their actions did was push dealing with the dissidents in the Untamed Lands further up my to do list.

I had been prioritizing the conflict in the east, but now they took priority. Well, that is, they took priority after we finished stabilizing our city and were content with our own growth. The militia had swelled to five thousand strong, which was more than we normally needed for a city of this size, but not when we expected to break 200,000 residents within three years and were facing conflicts to our East and our West.

Nimeera arranged for a pair of spies to infiltrate the one town, if it could be called that, in the Untamed Lands. I was impatiently waiting for their intel before launching an attack. I had initially wanted to just fly there and go all A-rank on them, but my wives insisted on being cautious.

We’d been caught off guard before. And they were right. I shouldn’t allow overconfidence become a danger—to me or to Mursha and Daria, whose lives were inextricably linked now to mine.

As for my other wives, Josie worked with part of the militia which specialized in guarding the city. The militia as a whole was still under Betsy’s command, but as Mistress of the Wall, Josie was Betsy’s immediate supervisor—at least when it came to the defense of the city.

Daria’s scouts went further and further afield to help secure our trade routes. Rava’s caravans were now Yonderton’s lifeblood, since we didn’t know if we would be able to count on Sativa in the future. At least she had come through with large deposits of various metals—ranging from gold, silver, copper, iron, mithril and elementium—among a few other critical resources.

Daria mostly trained, but she also recruited from her old aerie. Political unrest there pushed out more and more of the younger hawkkin and so we now had a full hundred aerial scouts, along with a number of hawkkin families that lived in the city itself.

I was pleasantly surprised that there had only been a few brawls between the hawkkin and orcs, which apparently was a good thing. The two races had some type of blood feud going on. I didn’t really care. If Mursha and Daria could get along, then so could they.

The biggest change amongst my wives was Lina. She really adapted to the role of Lady Lina, and—no surprise, really—was revered all over the city. She spent our money like crazy, providing for the poor or anyone in need, really. I never said a word against it, though. Money was made to be spent, as far as I was concerned. And I loved her big heart.

Keeping her busy in the city was also a good thing for me. Since she only nominally supervised the senior clerks, she had too much time on her hands for her Mistress of the Sheets duties. Now, don’t get me wrong—when that came to her just being an insatiably horny bunnygirl, that part was great. But it was her list making that worried me most.

At least my other wives had convinced her that it would take time. But she apparently had a list that was included more than fifty candidates she wanted me to consider as future wives. If I didn’t know she loved me, I would have thought I was stuck on a spaceship as part of an alien breeding experiment.

Her love really did make all the difference. I did humor her when I could, listening to my bubbly wife extol the virtues of different women who would make good wives. Betsy and some of the clerks, whether they worked in the kitchen or handling paperwork for one of my wives, and a couple of the newer deputies were near the top of her list.

Those weren’t the shockers. Even the daughters of a couple of influential merchants in town and one of the militia’s captains didn’t strike me as odd. What scared me was the proposals she was starting to get.

Couriers would arrive from other cities with proposals for me, offering their daughters hand in marriage. The offers came from gang leaders, mercenary captains, master craftsmen, and rich merchants. They’d all heard about the Sheriff in the west who was so strong, and so wealthy, that he had seven wives already and seemed to love them all equally—despite their differences.

I had to admit that I liked the attention, but I had no intentions of taking on more wives at this point. I had my hands full with just seven women. Lina proposed that I appoint a team to handle all of these requests, but each time she brought it up, I told her no. I think she mostly just wanted to get me to okay her idea of setting up a search committee to find the best prospective wives.

I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised that word about my rise to A-rank spread—not with the amount of trade that was now flowing into and out of Yonderton. It probably even served a purpose, because for three whole months there hadn’t been an attack from Westerton.

For now, Lina was happy just to present her picks to me as future options. I worried how long she’d be patient. I might end up having to give her another baby just to keep her occupied.

The other big change, was the work that Mursha, along with Rava, had been able to create in her forge. They combined alchemical composition with enchanting, and had started adding permanent buffs and mana abilities to an assortment of items. They started with simple things like rings which would have healing properties, or boots that would make the wearer move faster, but soon they’d started working on things that were much bigger.

The most limiting factor turned out to be a lack of ingredients. Since Mursha was handling the enchantments, but the potions Rava created provided the basis for those enchantments, it became imperative that I secure better alchemical materials for them to work with.

They did have one major product they were working on. It was a suit of armor, crafted from the elementium, which I'd pulled up from the ground.

Rava quenched the metal in pure alchemical baths after Mursha finished forming the armor. In turn, Mursha had worked enchantment onto the inside of the armor which would enable it to withstand even my strongest blows. By the second prototype, she er managed to have imbue it with the power to enhance the wearer's strength and agility.

I had never seen anything like it before. The armor glinted dully in the light, and as I ran my hand over its surface, I could sense the power coursing through it. I knew that whoever wore this armor would be virtually unstoppable compared to the standard troops which any city could field.

We did not have very many suits of armor like this—yet—but Betsy was already forming an elite corps within our militia.

The net result of the past twelve weeks was that we had a half dozen sets of enchanted armor, a great need for new alchemical ingredients, and a happy but growing city.

Oh… and I was going more than a little stir crazy, craving some action.

 



Chapter 34 - Storm Wielder

 

It’s probably never a good idea for a man who likes to keep busy to have too much free time on his hands. I’m sure my wives would agree with this sentiment.

All of them seemed to be doing well, and I’d been spending plenty of time with my kids. Even Rava was doing well, but even though she could end up delivering any day now, I couldn’t just sit around on my hands anymore. I needed some excitement.

I had to shake my head when that thought popped up, and then refused to leave. I made love to a rotation of seven beautiful women all the time, had what by all accounts were super-powers, and yet I felt I lacked for excitement. Maybe there was something wrong with me—not that I was likely to change. If anything, I found myself becoming more determined to get out and do something.

When I’d checked in on Rava, this morning she had mentioned something about wishing she had some more of that troll we had destroyed when the caravan had been attacked. That got me to thinking. I could easily head out into the Untamed Lands and hunt some big game; I’d just need to keep it to a day trip.

Maybe there would even be something that would give me a bit of a challenge. I needed excitement to feel like I was alive, to feel like I was pushing my limits. I’d just stay far away from any nearby settlements, so as not to mess with Nimeera’s and Daria’s hard work.

Yeah. The more I thought about it, the more I decided this was a perfect solution.

Soul Projection.

I pushed out my soul along with my senses, ensuring I knew where my wives were. I was gonna tell them what I was up to, I just wanted to make sure that none of them were close enough to stop me before I could leave.

Ha! The might A-rank was worried about telling his wives he was going hunting.

Once I had all their locations identified, I sent out a telepathic message. “Hey, I’m gonna go stretch my legs. I’m feeling a bit… stir crazy. Maybe I’ll hunt for some trolls or something else that Rava and Mursha can make into some cool new items.”

Josie was the first to reply. “Can’t you plan these things ahead of time so that I can at least set up an honor guard?”

“I don’t need a guard—honorable or not. I’d just end up having to protect them if things went south for some reason.”

“That isn’t what we agreed to….”

I could hear the growl in her mental voice.

Daria spoke up, then. “It’s okay. I’ll go hunting with him. I kinda like the idea.”

Dammit, that wasn’t what I wanted. “Uh… you know how much I love being out in the wilds with you, my love, but this is more of a guys only trip.”

Mursha asked, “You’re taking Denne with you?”

“Well, not exactly. By guys, I really meant more like… just me. I won’t go far and I’ll work on keeping an open channel so if Rava goes into labor you can let me know. If that happens, I’ll head straight home.”

“I do not like this,” Josie said.

“No, I don’t imagine you do… but you do love me.”

Nimeera added, “He’s about to pitch one of his childish tantrums. Best just to let him get it out of his system.”

“Wow…” Her comment made me pause. “I’m not sure whether I should thank you for your support, Nimeera, or be offended.”

“Just come back to us in one piece.”

Rather than give them a chance to express any second thoughts, I immediately started moving out.

Blink Body… Blink Body… Blink Body…

Then I got a very welcome notification.

Blink Body +1

I’d been working on leveling it, but even with the ring progress had really slowed down since I passed level 10. That level up pushed it level 15, which was only six upgrades in twelve weeks, but still. At least it meant I could travel further with each Blink.

I was outside the city now and started running. It was fun being faster than a car, but even then, I spread my wings and leapt upward. As I climbed, I thought about what I knew regarding trolls. Apparently, there were two stands. We had fought the smaller swamp trolls before. The other type was larger and possessed some mana based powers but lived in mountainous areas.

I didn’t want to head north because I might run into some of the hawkkin from the aerie there. Getting embroiled in their politics today was not how I wanted to spend a day off. The meant the closest spot was Mt. Yonder. The mountain itself was the largest in the area and rose up to a height which would have rivaled Everest back on Earth. Around it were a few smaller peaks and then foothills with spread out for tens of miles.

It was as likely of a place as any for me to find mountain trolls, probably more likely. And so I was off, streaking through the air and feeling the freedom which only a creature of the air can know. By this point, my Flight skill had gone up significantly, and I felt completely at home in the air.

It was still too far for me to extend my soul, but my senses were perpetually heightened by this point. Since acquiring a Ki-Forged Body, I no longer needed to use ki to heighten my senses. In actuality, it was rarely necessary for me to actively push ki into any part of my body. I was already strong enough and fast enough to handle any threats I came into contact with.

Then I saw it. It was massive. It had to be because I was still fifty miles away. I’d heard people speak about elder dragons. Calling those things I’d fought in Mensor’s little trap dragons was an affront to whatever that was up ahead. I must have been five hundred feet long from the tip of its nose to the end of its tail and it was flying straight for me.

My heart beat faster. It wasn’t fear, but rather excitement. This was what it meant to be alive.

Josie’s voice popped into my head, “Rob, are you okay? We all felt a surge of emotion from you.”

I just laughed. Of course, they did. “Totally fine, actually, I’m better than fine. I just found something very interesting.”

“I don’t like how you just said ‘interesting’. What exactly did you find?” Josie demanded.

“Hang on… I’m either gonna have my best fight in a long time, or I’m gonna make a new friend.”

Then I blocked out the telepathic connection. With the skill over seventy-five now because of Sativa’s ring and my consistent practice over the past three months, I had a range that was measured in the dozens of miles. But the point of today was getting out. Sometimes, my wives just didn’t understand the need to do something a bit dangerous.

I streaked forward. The dragon grew larger and larger in my eyes. It’s scales were mostly blue on top but faded into a silvery white down its sides and limbs. Its size continued to become even more impressive as it got closer to me. Those claws had to be as long as I was tall or close to it.

Then I felt a mind reach out to me, and the sound of a bell gently rang in my mind.

I felt a bit silly, but I replied, “Who is there?”

“You are a funny creature, and not just because of how you look.”

“Are you the one who sent the sound of the bell to me?”

“Of course, I haven’t forgotten the old ways. Even if I eventually eat you, manners still say more about me than they do about you.”

“Ah, so it’s a way for one telepath to let another know they wish to speak without simply intruding into their mind. That’s cool.”

“You speak in such odd ways and your thoughts are filled with images which make no sense to me. Is it possible that you’re one are another the goddess brought from another world?”

By this point, we had passed and were swirling around each other in the air. The circles were necessarily rather large because of his size. At least I thought this was a ‘he.’ I couldn’t really see any external signs, so I couldn’t be sure, but his telepathic voice just felt masculine.

“Nailed it in one, but are you saying that Sativa also brought you from another world?”

“In my case it was Telmorra and Mensor who lured me here. I’ve been asleep for a long time, so not sure what else has happened on this world. I felt your presence approaching my domain, and it woke me from my slumber.'

I shrugged. “Wasn’t my intention to intrude on your home, but I thought dragons were created here.”

“Bah, I’m older than this world is. This is a relatively new experiment by Sativa and the others. I, on the other hand, am over twenty thousand years old. It sounds more impressive if you don’t realize that dragons my age sleep for decades at a time before being awake a short time and then sleeping again.”

“Well then, I can be polite as well. My name is Robert Case, but you can simply call me Rob. I was brought here by Sativa to rule the district of Yonderton.”

The dragon said, “The names of places here mean very little to me because it’s likely all different from when I went to sleep. Once, I realized that I’d been tricked into coming to a new world, I raged for a while but the gods evaded me. Then I fell asleep and have been sleeping ever since.”

“That must have been quite the nap. Maybe it’s a good thing I woke you.”

“Perhaps, although dragons require a great deal of sustenance.”

“Interestingly enough, I came put here to hunt mountain trolls.”

The dragon laughed, or at least that’s what I assumed it was. “You won’t find them to be much of a challenge. But then perhaps you are new to A rank and still learning your limits. Yes, I think that’s what it is. For that reason, I’ll extend you mercy today. If I recall correctly, there is a large bay to the east of here. I’m in the mood for some octopus. But be warned. Beings of our magnitude tend to inevitably come into conflict. Grow strong, learn who you are, and then perhaps you can help me vent some of my frustration.”

I hardly liked being dismissed, but I could sense the tremendous power of this creature. Maybe today wasn’t such a good to test myself against it. I did still have two children coming soon. Wouldn’t my wives just be so proud of me for this decision?

“Will you at least tell me your name?”

“You may call me, Storm Wielder. My true name is reserved for those who are worthy. Perhaps you’ll hear it someday. Unlikely, but perhaps.”

Then without waiting for me to respond the creature entire massive bulk seemed to break down before my eyes. All of its mass shifted and then streaked across the sky as a lightning bolt. Even to my senses, it was instantly gone. Damn, that was impressive. I’d have to learn that trick.

I realized then that I was almost upon the mountain. I could sense all types of lifeforms, but I quickly detected a soul signature which was similar to the trolls I had fought before. It was simply more complexed and woven into it was Air and Ice Mana. There was my target.

 



Chapter 35 – Overburdened Soul

 

Just then, I remembered that I’d turned off our telepathic channel—right after telling them I was either about to make a friend, or get into the fight of my life. My wives were probably panicking, maybe already trying to follow me.

Crap on a cracker, that was the last thing I wanted. I opened my mind to them again to tell them that everything was alright, but immediately sensed a problem.

“I’m okay,” I sent out. “I just met a dragon. No fight… we had a nice conversation. Although I think Storm Wielder may be a problem in the future.”

“Thank goodness for small favors,” Josie responded. “But you need to get back here as soon as possible. Right after you blocked the channel, Rava went into labor… and now she’s having trouble.”

“Trouble?! What kind of trouble?”

My heart rate spiked as the words to an old country song I once liked flashed through my mind… ‘don’t take the girl’. My mind immediately started dredging up every sappy rom-com troubled pregnancy scene I could think of—for some reason, most of them featured Kevin Bacon. 

“Never mind, I’ll get there as fast as I can. I’m already on my way.”

I turned to fly back home, but this time I fueled my flight with all the ki I could muster. I tried triggering Blink Body a few times, but it always caused me to slow down as I reset my wings to a different air current, so pure flying would have to be fast enough.

In the end, it took me less than ten minutes to get home.

I blinked the last part, so that I ended up right in the infirmary. All my wives were there, along with a couple healers and doctors. Everyone gasped and jumped back at my sudden appearance. Everyone, that is, except for Lina.

Lina was trying to heal Rava, but something was indeed amiss. Just like before, her soul and those of the twins were in turmoil.

I was at her side in a split second. “What’s wrong?”

Lina looked up at me, brows drawn together in frustration. “It isn’t physical… I don’t know. As far as I can tell, she should be able to deliver the babies just fine.”

I put my hands on Rava’s stomach. Her muscles rippled underneath my palms with a contraction. These babies were coming soon—or they were trying to. But something was blocking them.

I reached out with my soul and let it flow into Rava. This was always easy with one of my wives, because of our soul bond. I could sense her body like I could sense my own. At first, I didn’t note anything amiss. Then I looked deeper. Once I saw it, I didn’t know how I’d ever missed it before.

“There’s some kind of blockage inside of her that is locking her body up,” I explained.

Lina asked, “What kind of blockage?”

“It’s a…” I grunted, focusing on what I could sense. “For lack of a better term, it’s a soul blockage. She has so many marks on her soul, and something about the strain of labor is causing them to… to fight one another.” I shook my head to clear the sudden headache I felt building behind my eyes. “I probably should have seen this when it happened before.”

I pushed away the self-recrimination. Maybe I could have seen it, but the simple fact of the matter was that I hadn’t known something like this was even possible.

Nimeera was the first to get it. “Dear gods…. it’s Korkanis, isn’t it?”

“Not entirely, but there is a remanent of his mark on her soul. Then, she has the soul bond with me, which comes with ties to each of you. Most recently, Telmorra marked her as her own. So many marks overburdens her soul—it is too much pressure… for a mortal soul, that is.”

Lina grabbed my arm, her eyes wide. “You have to fix her.”

I didn’t bother responding, pushing all of my focus into Rava. I could feel my children inside her, my son and my daughter. They were both healthy, but that was only for now. Both were eager to meet me, but confused about why they couldn’t leave their mother’s womb.

I couldn’t let this taint spread to them.

Soul Builder

The first step was to create a barrier around the children, protecting them from the turmoil of the conflicting bonds. I was flying blind, though, acting almost purely on instinct, here. After a few moments, I was sure that they would be safe.

That just left the mess that was my dear elf’s soul.

I pushed myself more completely into Rava this time than I ever had with a soul before. Suddenly, the room around me disappeared, and I found myself sitting in a quaint little garden with the wind upon my face and long grass tickling my now bare feet.

Next to me, I saw a nude but much younger version of Rava staring up at the sky. Her gray eyes were bright, and for just a moment, seeing her took my breath away. “Rava,” I breathed.

 

“It’s so terribly beautiful, isn’t it?” she murmured to herself.
 

I followed her gaze and saw the azure blue sky was striped with roiling bands of dark shadow, streaks of royal purple, and brilliant ribbons of gold, silver, copper, amber,  brown, red, and green. The sky seemed to be ripping itself apart—evidence of the conflict between our soul bonds and the divine marks the gods had placed upon her. 

“Rava!” I shouted.

She didn’t respond.

“Rava, you have to listen to me!” I was begging. 

When she still didn’t respond, I grabbed her hand. Only then did she finally turn to look at me. “Rob? What are you doing here?”
 

“Thank the stars above, you’re still there. We have to try to break the connection you had with Korkanis. I think that might fix things. If we don’t…” My throat closed thickly, choking off my words.

I cleared my throat. ”If we don’t, your soul could be torn apart. Not only will that kill you, it could kill our children—children who so desperately want to meet you.”

“But Korkanis is a god, how will you do that?”

“You’ll just have to trust me.” We clasped hands, and I felt her soul rise up with mine.

Rava had once invited Korkanis to mark her, but then had sought her own life to break the connection. Still, the effects were lingering. I didn’t know if a soul could ever be truly freed from this sort of connection.

A stray thought nagged at me. If it was possible to remove the mark of the divine, did it mean that my soul bonds with my wives could also be severed? That was a frightening thought.

Then I saw it. Choice was the key. Rava had once chosen Korkanis, but she had also chosen me and her sister-wives, and then she had chosen Telmorra. The marks on her soul were too much strain for a mortal to bear.

“You have to focus, my love,” I told her. ”Focus on just me, and I’ll pull your soul free from the mire.”

“I don’t want to reject Telmorra, but if I have to choose, Rob, I choose you.”

I could see where the different marks sought to lay claim to her soul. What looked like to once have been a massive raven appeared to have huge gouges in it—like a painting that someone tried and failed to scrape away. It seethed and crashed against the brightly colored ribbons that I somehow knew bound us all together.

There was gold for my bond, a flickering red for Josie’s, a vibrant green for Lina’s, a russet brown for Daria’s, silver for Mursha’s, and amber for Nimeera’s. There was even a fainter copper ribbon that I somehow knew to be Robbie’s incomplete bond. The bonds all writhed around one another, weaving together to protect the thick gold band that stood at the center of their formation from the raven’s attacks.

Besides the incomplete raven and the colorful bands, there was also a tall purple candelabra—with a series of flickering blue flames burning at either end. I wasn’t sure how this represented Telmorra, but I knew the mark was hers. Surprisingly, only the outermost candles on either side were lit. The flames flared hot anytime the raven approached, but dimmed when any of the ribbons came too near.

I didn’t understand what it all meant, but I knew that Telmorra’s mark was not the one causing problems. If anything, it seemed to be supporting the intertwined ribbons indirectly. The problem was Korkanis’ damned raven.

I willed myself into the swirling maelstrom of battle in the sky, only to find my entire body encased in golden armor and floating there with a nubile Rava at my side. The colorful ribbons swirled around us, alternately protecting me, and then sweeping around to protect Rava.

I smashed at the half-formed bird the next time it came close, but my fist only passed right through it. Even worse, I felt the shadow seeping in through the joints of my armor—until a fiery swirl of red ribbon beat it back. It seemed my physical might meant nothing here.

“It isn’t your might that he fears, my love,” Rava said from beside me. “It is the connection that we share. Only together, can we defeat him.”

I wrapped Rava up in my arms, dispelling my armor and holding her tight. I pushed my power into her, flooding her with every hope and dream I had for us, for our children, and for our family. The swirling ribbons all flooded into Rava and me at that moment, supporting, strengthening, and binding those dreams into one.

Together, we wielded those hopes and dreams like hammers to beat back the remains of Korkanis’ mark on her soul. Unable to contest our commitment, it latched onto the sky itself with its claws and wouldn’t let go. Ignoring us completely, the shadowy raven tore at the sky itself with what remained of its beak.

I knew it would take the combined strength of our family to rid Rava’s soul of the shadow’s mark. As Rava, assisted by the ribbons, pushed and pulled at the creature’s neck and wings, I focused on releasing its grip on her soul. Prying each claw free was the heaviest lifting I’d ever done. I felt like I was Sisyphus, straining against the infinitely growing weight of the damn boulder as I struggled to push it up the hill.

Even the discarded mark of a god was freaking powerful. It put things in perspective for me. But rather than causing me to feel defeated, it only reminded me of how much further I had to go.

I was determined to close that gap.

Then suddenly, the resistance I’d been straining against simply stopped. The raven disappeared, and I was ejected  from Rava’s soul. I stumbled backwards, only to be caught by Mursha before I could crash into the wall. 

Notifications started flashing before my eyes, but I pushed them all away because I heard the cry of a baby. I looked down at my beautiful elf and she gave me a wan smile. “Go see who came first,” Rava murmured.

Lina was handing off my son to one of the doctors to be cleaned up. My boy, Nosis, had come first. That was the way of things—knowledge should come first.

Then, less than a minute later, my daughter Sophia arrived—just as wisdom must, born of necessity, follow knowledge.

 



Chapter 36 - An Unexpected Meeting

 

The militia was on high alert when I returned from the Untamed Lands. They didn’t know why I ended up racing back. Later, I learned that all kinds of rumors spread until Daria filled Betsy in and she spread the word.

They'd thought that something was wrong, but once it was was discovered that I only raced back because the twins were going to be born, cheers went up. Thinking back about it, I remember hearing yelling and the sounds of celebration coming from the city.

When Sativa was actually delivering, I'd obviously been far too busy to worry about it, but it was kinda cool to think that tens of thousands of people were celebrating the birth of my children. I thought how cool it would be if we could set up a miniature festival whenever one of my kids was born.

Of course, if Lina got her way, that might seriously cut into the cities productivity. It wouldn't do to be having festivals every month. I snickered at the thought as I sat next to Rava while she was recovering. Her hand was in mine while Sophia was in crook of my other arm. She was going to be every bit as gorgeous as her mother and already had the same purple hair.

Her twin brother, Nosis was resting against his mother's breasts. I couldn't blame him for picking the better spot. I sighed. Life was good. Seven wives and seven healthy children. I was doubly blessed, although Sema was going to want a child as soon as she was fertile.  

No good thing can last though, as a moment later, I heard a scuffle outside of the infirmary. In an instant, I deposited Sophia with her mother and moved to investigate.

Blink Body

I appeared in the hallway where two deputies were restraining a messenger in the militia uniform. They were all startled by my appearance. The deputies started to apologize while the soldier saluted and began speaking without waiting for me to even respond.

"Lord Case, General Clemson sent me to bring you to the frontline. A large group is headed for Yonderton from the east, but something is off about them."

"More refugees or is this another attack?" I asked, but then said. "No, never mind. I'll find out for myself."

I turned to look at the deputies. "Good job. No one but one of my wives is allowed into that room without express permission for me or one of them."

I ignored their responses. This must be significant, or Betsy wouldn't have sent for me. She had been prickly lately whenever I was around her. I had my guesses about what the problem was, but hadn't had time yet to deal with it.

Then, as I started moving at what I thought of as my fastest 'safe' speed through the house, I reached out to all my wives telepathically, or at least the ones who were within range. Sema was back at her hive now.

"Something is happening on the eastern front. Betsy thought it was important enough to send a messenger directly to me."

Daria frown. How I knew that despite her not being in front of me was just a part of my increasing telepathy and our new bond. At least I had mostly convinced her not to call me her god, well except for in the bedroom. Somehow, it didn't bother me there.

Josie was the first to respond though, "She shouldn't have done that. She should have gone through me or Daria first."

Mursha who had become best friends with Betsy replied, "What's done is done. Besides you know why she did it. We were all there at one point or another so we can cut her some slack."

Daria telepathically mumbled, "Some of us for far longer than others."

"Okay, well, I'm outside now and about to speed up. Here is what I want. Lina, gather all the children together. Then I want Mursha, Nimeera, and you to watch over Rava and the kids. I'm sure she'll be fine, but the birthing took a lot out of her. I want to make sure the family is safe in case this is some type of large-scale attack.

"Then Josie and Daria, meet me at the front-lines. Once we know more, we can adjust the plan on the fly."

Surprisingly, there were no real disputes, and they all seemed quite calm. I wanted to take a moment to bask in the feeling, but if there was trouble, I couldn't play around. At level 15, Blink Body would allow me to travel over three miles in an instant. The longer jumps took a bit more out of me, but it still would have taken only four jumps to get to the front line we had set up.

The drain on my ki wasn't the reason that I had decided to run at least the first part. No, I wanted to determine what the mood was in the city. If people were distraught or fearful, then word of an attack might have already spread.

As it was, most people seemed to be in a rather celebratory mood. Not much work was getting done on the construction sites, but every tavern, inn, or restaurant I passed, including the street vendors all seemed to have a full patronage.

Once I knew that a panic wasn't about to ensue, I activated Blink Body and moved outside the city. Then I cut loose, leaping into the air and spreading my wings as I pushed them out of my back. Flying still wasn't old and, while not as fast as Blink Body, it would give me a chance to scout from the air.

I felt Daria flying after me, but she wasn't fast enough and she had Josie with me. They'd get there fast enough though, so I just flew ahead. As I got high enough, I could see what had Betsy all worried. There was a group of soldiers moving forward, and behind them was a much larger group. I'd say the second group had to be at least ten thousand, if not more, while the vanguard was around five hundred.

A closer observation, though, revealed that there was a third smaller group in the middle composed of a dozen people who were on horseback. As I got close enough, I could see that the back group looked like they were all civilians, one might say refugees.

They were different from the ones we normally got from Westerton or Centrum. My enhanced vision showed that they had many wounded with them as well as bags under their eyes. These were not happy people. They were scared and even now, I couldn't miss it as an individual would occasionally look back over their shoulders as though expecting some threat from behind him.

The front group also looked tired, but they were soldiers. There were a number of different insignias on their armor and shields, but they were essentially gathered into three companies. A closer look put their numbers at closer to six hundred.

When I took one last look, I saw another group of a hundred soldiers trailing a couple miles behind the last of the civilians. Whatever was happening there was definitely a mystery here. Now it was time to get to the bottom of it.

I shot down and landed next to Betsy. She wasn't startled, so they must have noticed me scouting overhead. "Thanks for letting me know. Just so you know, Josie and Daria are likely gonna be mad because they think you should have gone through them, but for something like this, I'm happy you came directly to me."

I meant it to smooth over the tongue lashing she was going to get later, but all it did was make her bristle. "Yeah, not just anyone can get access to you, or so I've learned."

Now wasn't the time to respond to that, so I simply replied, "What's your assessment of the situation?"

At least that brought out the professional in her. "My scouts probably haven't told me anything you couldn't see from overhead. We have thousand militia here, and could easily deal with their forces. If they're good, we'd take some losses, but with you here even that isn't necessary."

"So you think they mean to attack?"

"No, not at all. The set up seems to be more like they're fleeing something. I expect we won't know until that little group on horses gets here."

I laughed. "I'm not in the mood to wait. When Josie and Daria get here, fill them in and then set up a defensive position."

Blink Body

I appeared right in front of the horses. They were moving slowly enough that most of the riders were able to bring their mounts under control but a wolfkin in leather armor pushed his horse forward, lowering a spear to attack me.

All I could do was grin. He bore down on me, but I slid out of the way at the last second, before my hand lashed out like a striking snake and grabbed the spear shaft. I gave a gentle, for me, tug and he was yanked off his horse.

The animal kept going while he was dangling in the air, hanging onto his spear in a most undignified manner. I tossed him onto his ass while saying, "Boo."

A couple of the other guards with this smaller group had crossbows out and aimed at me, but one of the older men in the middle said, "Put your weapons away, you idiots. If you don't recognize him, then you should be wary enough after that display."

I took a better look at the group and realized there were three distinct parties pushed together here. All of that faded away though as I realized that the man who had just spoken wasn't an elf. He wore elven attire, but no. I had to be sure.

Soul Projection

As my soul washed over him, I gained far more information than any other way and trusted it far more than my eyes. Illusion Mana and other things could disguise people, even from me. But it would have taken a great deal more work to disguise his souls.

"You're human."

He chuckled. "Not the greeting I expected, but so are you. Let me guess, you thought you were the only human on Olimero."

"Not exactly, I just thought that most of the rest of us died or got turned into patsies by the gangs."

He shrugged and a foxkin woman at his side clutched his arm. "No, Mina, he needs to understand."

I shook my head. "I'm sure you had reasons, but bringing armed soldiers here wasn't a good idea. If you want, we can talk, but if not, then I'm afraid things are about to get very messy."

One of the other leaders of the group, a monkeykin man, said, "We came in peace. They wouldn't take us in Centrum, but they said you would accept those who have been displaced."

I held up my hand. "You keep talking about things I don't know anything about. I'm trying to make this simple. If you pull your soldiers back, then you can follow me for a pleasant conversation and you can tell me all about your group."

The human asked, "Where would this meeting take place at?"

"We have a city hall in Yonderton for this sort of thing."

Another of the group said, "He'll just kill you. I told you the frontiers are wild."

The human nodded. "He does have a point. I suppose you could just kill us if you wanted to. I still don't know how you got to be so strong, but we heard stories about what you did at the arena in Centrum. Would it be possible to meet at a neutral location, like maybe a tent set up between our armies?"

I smiled. "Just so there is no confusion. I am dramatically stronger than I was when I was last in Centrum. And no, this isn't a meeting between equal parties. You all clearly want something from me, so it sets the proper tone if you come to me."

The monkeykin said, "Bah, your army may be bigger than ours, but we have a number of mages with us and our troops are battle hardened. This won't be some easy victory for you."

I shook my head. "My army is there just to keep the peace with groups trying to immigrate to Yonderton. When it comes to a true battle, I AM the army. And trust me, It won't take any time at all for me to win."

The human said, "I'll go with him. Even if none of the others of you are willing."

"Actually, that's not a bad idea. It would be much easier if just you and I talked. You have my word that unless you attack me or mine, you will be perfectly safe. So what say you?"

His wife clearly didn't like the idea, but she bowed her head when he looked at her. "Fine, and I guess I should introduce myself. I'm Lord Casper and Sheriff of Felina, or I was. We've evacuated most of the survivors. When we left, the battle was still ongoing, but the outcome was already a foregone conclusion."

"Battle with whom?"

He shook his head. "You probably won't believe me, but then again you are a man of two worlds. Tell me this, did you ever watch any zombie movies?"

I chuckled. "I wasn't really into horror flicks, but I did enjoy some of the more humorous versions."

"Well, there's nothing humorous about these monsters. There are skeletons, zombies, and even worse horrors. The Olimerans have never seen them before but they call them the unliving. As for me, I can't help but think of them as the undead and mark my words, they are sweeping across the entire continent like a plague."

"Then it looks like we have more to talk about. Now hang on, I'm going to fly us to Yonderton, but you'll be perfectly safe."

 



Epilogue

 

Betsy had left the militia behind. Her captains could handle their responsibilities without having her peering over their shoulders. They were really only there to keep whatever was happening in Centrum and Westerton from spreading to far to the west. They had seen signs of these so-called undead, but the expeditionary force was well trained and worked seamlessly together.

Mursha, her apprentices, and her father’s shop had all been hard at work making some of the best gear she’d ever seen for the militia, although Rob had taken to calling them the legion now. He seemed to mean it as a sign of respect even if she didn’t know what it meant to him.

The gear was definitely the best she had ever seen produced in this quality. Mursha was a real genius, she thought as she looked down at the belt around her waist. It was infused with a distilled potion from a troll, which Rob had somehow managed to capture without killing. The effects were what mattered though.

Belt of Troll’s Might

Strength: +15

Durability: +20

Passive Effect: Minor Regeneration- you heal at 100x the normal rate and should never feel physical fatigue although this can place a strain upon your soul.

Active Effect: Regrowth- once per year you may instantly regrow any limb. If the charge is available, this will auto-activate if you are beheaded.

Before the blessing of Mensor, she would have thought those gains were staggering. His blessing however had increased all of her stats and given her a dual cultivation core for Earth and Beast Mana. The very monsters of the world would obey her commands as long as she was powerful enough to force her will on them.

Still, it was truly impressive for gear and she’d seen some of the other things that Rob’s wives had received. That was the problem, though. She was being treated as a valued servant, perhaps even a friend. Rob would joke around with her, but then whenever she’d spend time around Josie and Mursha, her too closest friends in Yonderton, they would inevitably talk about Rob this or Rob that.

Betsy wanted him, and she could acknowledge it. Maybe it was the power Mensor coursing through her now, but she was growing tired of waiting. She had come here hoping for more than just a job. She wanted to become part of the family. She was worthy.

It was all of that pent up passion which had caused her to run ahead, well rather fly ahead. She used one of the flight potions she had in her possession. As she neared Centrum, she could see a huge army of creatures milling around. They weren’t attacking Centrum, but the city’s walls were lined with soldiers. She understood why they would want help.

The thing was that the invading army was mostly securing the perimeter around a big hole in the ground. They were seeking to excavate something, but she had no clue. There was no way they thought to dig under the walls of the city. It would be pointless to do it in such an open way.

That wasn’t the oddest thing about the army, though. It was entirely composed of undead creatures. The skeletons of men and beast alike were there as well as much fresher corpses which showed signs of violent death.

There were tents near the excavation site, and that was the only place she saw living beings in their entire army. Something was definitely off. She needed to report back, but she had scouts to do this sort of reconnaissance. She hadn’t come all this way for no reason. No, she felt the power of Mensor burning in her blood. She needed to vent her frustration.

Being bent over by Rob would have been the best way, but lacking that she needed a fight and it needed to not be one where she was directing soldiers. No, she needed to get her hands dirty so to speak. She landed as the potion came to an end at the outskirts of the enemy.

One of the undead stood up and pointed at her and a hundred skeletons all swarmed at her. The undead which directed them were better preserved than the others, but it was skill a dead body in clothes. It made a type of shrill cry full of clicking sounds which the skeletons must be able to understand.

This suited her just fine. As soon as her feet hit the ground, her body began to swell, and she utilized the true benefit Mensor had given her. She’d only tested it once, but she still knew what to expect.

Her body swelled and expanded, growing fierce as more of the beastkin part of her blood came out. She stopped growing when she was just over nine feet tall and weighed three quarters of ton. Her horns were longer, her bones thicker, fur covered most of her except for her face, but she was a monstrous beast. Thanks to Mensor, her gear even grew with her.

Bloodline Realized -  you have transformed into an elder minotress.

Strength: +200

Agility: +50

Durability: +250

Magic: +50

Then the skeletons were upon her. She didn’t waste any of her mana on them. They’d already tried with the few undead she had captured. It was just as Mensor had warned her. They were not monsters of the natural world. They were a foul perversion which needed to be cleansed. She would do her god’s bidding, but mostly she just needed the release. She laughed as she began to mow down the corpses like wheat before a scythe. This would be fun…

 

__________________________

 

In the astral plane, the gods of Olimero were meeting and Mensor felt her trigger the ability he had gifted her with. It was really only waking up the full beastial part of her. She’d been eager and would be a good servant.

Focus, Mensor,” Telmorra snapped. “We all know you like your newest pet, but we have larger concerns to worry about. None of us can sense Sativa a longer.”

“Bah, her touch is all over Olimero. Perhaps she’s just hiding.”

“You know that isn’t what she means, fool,” Korkanis spat. “A shadow is not the same as the object which casts it. Something has happened to her.”

“Surely not, she would never abandon this world. Perhaps if she had tried to break our pact and fled with the human but, she hasn’t. He is still here. So she has chosen to hide from us for some reason.”

“I don’t know. I felt a disturbance in the mana which surrounds the world. I believe something has happened to her. She may have been crippled or even killed.”

Mensor laughed again. “One doesn’t kill a goddess without making a bit more fuss. None of us could do such a thing. The battle would last for hours and would cause significant damage both in the astral plane and on Olimero.

“Nevertheless, something has happened. It is possible that Old Scratch has moved against him. His touch is all over that foul army of undead which are tearing apart the mortal world,” Korkanis said.

Telmorra sighed. “We had best hope that isn’t the case. If he is that powerful, then I fear we’ve all been played. We should combine our forces.”

The other two gods looked at her. Pacts and agreements were part of their games, but they both senses that wasn’t what Telmorra had in mind. She was asking for a larger commitment and a larger level of cooperation. Mensor didn’t like it. The strong rose and others either fed the strong or stayed out of their way. Yet, could he afford not to take her proposal seriously?

 

_________________________

 

Derek found that over the past few months his life had improved. Vulpes were under attack, not on a daily basis but often enough. Several of the other cities were also being attacked. It was those damn undead. They were like something from a horror movie back home. And that was just when he thought this world couldn’t get any stranger.

At least there were other humans with him now, seven in total. He had been put in charge. He was no longer the strongest of them, but he was the best at organizing and had been learning this system which One Direction’s leaders wanted them to pursue. They trained very hard and fought whenever the undead came.

Whatever mission they had originally been being trained for was on the back-burner. He didn’t know what to make of it, but did know that he ate better and got more companionship as long as he trained and oversaw the training of the other humans.

His little squad had even been given a name. They were called the Human League. It made him laugh, but he didn’t see any reason to explain it to the orcs who kept him on a chain, proverbially. Little things like that made him think there was more of a connection between Earth and Olimero than he fully understood.

He was musing about that for the umpteenth time when Tannen came into the room. The orc trainer had almost become decent to him. “Get the Human League ready. Tomorrow you are all being sent west. You’ll get your instructions on the way, and there will be a strong escort, but ultimately this mission will be on you.”

Derek stood up and saluted. He’d learned never to forget that. But he was at least allowed to ask questions now. “What’s the mission, Sir?”

“I don’t fully understand it, but supposedly there is a human in the west who had a secret training method which will improve all of you. The task is going to be to get you there and have you learn it. We will be filled in more on the way there. Just have your men ready at first light.”

“Yes, Sir.” The orc was already gone before he finished his salute, but it didn’t matter. Another human in the west and one who had something that One Direction wanted. Derek might not be much of a fighter, but he knew an opportunity when he saw one.

_________________________

 

A mile outside of Yonderton, another contingent of the militia, known as the Home Guard, was holding a line and keeping back a massive group which had arrived yesterday. This time there were at least a five thousand refugees.

Lina shook her head. She felt horrible for these people, but Rob’s plan made sense. They couldn’t just let anyone in. They had to make sure there weren’t more spies or saboteurs and they needed to present the spread of disease. That was why she was here. The Mistress of Secrets and Mistress of the Wall, her sister-wives were making sure that everyone got interviewed. Each of them had a staff of clerks who were being trained for specific functions.

Lina laughed. She had her own staff. Who would have thought that was possible? The day had been that she thought being the chief clerk was an amazing honor, not as amazing as being Rob’s first wife, but it had been an honor. Then, when he had made her his Mistress of the Sheets, that had been an even larger honor.

Now, though, she was no longer a clerk. She gave way so that there would be room for more. Wish Sativa’s absence from her mind, Lina wondered if the clerks would continue to receive their payment after their initial three years was up. Like her husband liked to say though that was a problem for the future.

Today she was here in a dual capacity. She was Lady Lina, first wife of the city lord and as a healer. Her staff was mostly composed of other healers. They had all been priestesses of Sativa but now felt just as lost as she had when the connection was initially lost.

They had interviewed and met people from as far away as Lupon. Lina didn’t even fully understand where some of the eastern cities were even though she’d heard of them. They all told stories of hideous monsters which overran the cities or were on their way to do so. Many of the refugees had pre-emptively left because of vague rumors that a powerful sheriff ruled in the far west. That, or maybe they just wanted to get as far away from the threat as possible. From what Lina had heard in the family briefings given my Daria, the scouts had found the undead creatures camped outside of Centrum, but the numbers were staggering.

Lina brought herself back to the present as she heard her clerk say, “Next.”

A woman in green and brown robes stepped up. The clothing was very high quality, but there were no markings on it to show a family. Lina focused on her and sent out a tendril of healing mana. She now could manage both Nature and Healing Mana despite no longer having a connection with Sativa. She was even learning to cultivate and had gained a couple of ranks. It made Rob proud, and that was all that mattered.

Then she shook her head and mumbled to herself, “Focus, you silly bunny.”

The woman in front of her had the cowl of her robe up. Her figure was clearly that of a woman and she was tall, nearly six feet tall. Based on the lack or horns or a visible tail, as well as the width of her shoulders, Lina took her for an elf. She’d be on the tall side, but not impossibly so.

“Pull down your hood child. I need to check you for any injuries.”

Her mana already told her that the woman was perfectly healthy, beyond perfect actually. Her body was exceptionally strong in every way that Lina could measure. Then the hood was pulled down and Lina gasped.

This was no elf. Her eyes were rounded as were her ears. She was clearly beautiful, but she had no fur, no beastkin ears, no signs of any race which Lina had ever seen on Olimero before. Except that wasn’t entirely accurate. She had seen this race before. She saw it reflected in her son, in Caleb, Mursha’s son, although not quite as much, and then even more in Rava’s daughter, Sophia. But most of all, it reminded her of her husband. This had to be a human, to be specific, a human female.

“How did you get here?”

The woman pushed her long chestnut brown hair back and said with wide eyes. “I don’t really recall. I seem to remember being in a place that makes no sense, and then here I found myself.”

Her voice was musical. For the first time since becoming Mistress of the Sheets, Lina felt a pang of jealousy. This woman was too perfect. Her voice, her scent, her looks  — it was all simply gorgeous, and she was the same race as Rob. 

Lina didn’t want to believe it, but how could Rob not want to be with this woman? Would she supplant all of them? She could give him human children.

No, she shook her head. Rob wasn’t like that. She just needed to gather more information.

“Well then, what’s your name?”

The woman seemed to concentrate very hard. Her brow furrowed, but she didn't come up with an answer. Finally, after over a minute, she blushed. Dammit, even that was beautiful. Then she said, “I don’t know. I don’t know if I ever even had a name.”

Lina shook her head; she had decisions to make. This woman was going to be trouble.

 

This is the End of OLD EAST

 

Rob’s adventures will conclude in

LAW OF RECOMPENSE

June 19th, 2023

 



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, princess

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 Book 7
 

This specifically does not include any of the gear made by Mursha and Rava as that will be included later.  It does however include the training done during the last 12 weeks. Consider that a training montage which you didn’t have to watch but for which the results are listed here.

 

Robert (Rob) Case

Stats (with gear)

Strength: 427

Agility: 326

Durability: 467

Magic: 392

Soul: 244

Synergy: 142


Cultivation Grade: A6

A-Rank Body Fortification: 57%

 

Soul Core Formation: 18%

By-Product Manipulation: 99%


Concept: INDOMITABLE


Skills:

Alchemy 83

Ranged Combat: 101

Melee Combat: 116

Telepathy: 87 

Mana Fusion: 99

Ki-Forged Body: 22

Ki-Aura: 18

Ki Slice: 37

Ki Infusion: 60

Toxic Resistance: 114

Elemental Resistance: 50

Soul Builder: 55

Soul Resistance: 31

Soul Projection: 55

Parallel Mind: 21

Blink Body: 15

Body Sovereignty: 19

Flight: 87

Tracking: 55

Blacksmithing: 54

Dancing: 9



Traits:

Swarm - Doppelganger

Protector - Den Mother


Bondings:


(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)



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)

 



_______


Josephine (Josie) Case  

Stats:

Strength: 105

Agility: 151

Durability: 66

Magic: 116

Soul: 39


Cultivation Grade: D3

D-Rank Mana Fortification: 25%

Dual Core: Fire and Growth Mana


Skills:

Ranged Combat: 79

Melee Combat: 148

Dual Wield: 139

Critical Strike: 56

Precision Strike: 71

Manipulation Resistance: 20


Titles:

Handmaiden of Sativa


Gear:

Heirloom swords (belonged to her father) - modified to: The Faithful Daughter

Dual Sheaths of the Last Floor

Belt Knife

Leather armor

Wedding Ring

Potions of Flight (x2)

Mana Potions (x6)

Deputy Badge


 



_______


Rolina (Lina) Case

Stats: (with gear)

Strength: 98

Agility: 94

Durability: 80

Magic: 110

Soul: 44


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)


 



_______


Rava Case

Stats:

Strength: 53

Agility: 90

Durability: 49

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



 



_______


Daria Case

Stats:

Strength: 120

Agility: 146

Durability: 105

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


 



______


Mursha Case

Stats: (with gear)

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: (with gear)

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)



 



_______


Nimeera Case

Stats: (with gear)

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



 



_______


Sema Case

Stats: (with gear)

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: (with gear)

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)


	


 

 



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 BACK TO YONDER (Four Laws)!


If you’d like this story to continue and thrive, please leave a nice review here!


The story will continue in Old East.  Pre-release will be set for March 13th, 2023. 


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:



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 (June 2023)


______________________


Prism Academy- Inferna
Prism Academy- Demis

Prism Academy- Sybilla

Prism Academy- Prophecy

Prism Academy- Shadow Fall (May 2023)

______________________


Tower Mage 1

Tower Mage 2 (Jan 2023)

 


Sean Oswald-


Dragon Sorcerer- Claws Out (May 2023)

Dragon Sorcerer- Wing’s Spread (July 2023)

Dragon Sorcerer- Bite Down (September 2023)

________________


Watcher’s Test

Watcher’s Question

Watcher’s Fate

Watcher’s Repose


An Unwitting Prince

A Temperamental Enchantress

She Who Befriends Monsters (TBD)

________________


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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