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    Dead and Back Again


  


  

    The first time I met a monster girl was the day that I died.


    This kind of thing happens often enough, so I will keep it short. I was your typical nerdy college student, who skipped classes to play video games and jerk off to hentai porn. And that’s what I was doing the day I died. Jerking off.


    I was in my computer chair with my shorts around my knees, fapping to the hottest picture you’ll ever see of a dragon girl, when suddenly my bookshelves started to shake. Or, to be more precise, my whole apartment started to shake. It was an earthquake.


    Now there’s something you should know. First, when I say bookshelves, I mean bookshelves. Heavy-duty bookshelves set against three of my four apartment walls. Bookshelves loaded down with erotic comics, video games, and lewd plastic figures of sexy monster girls. And when that earthquake hit, those shelves came crashing down on my head, all at once. 


    I didn’t even have time to pull my pants up.


    * * *


    When I woke up, I was lying naked in the middle of a field.


    Now I’ve played a lot of video games, read a lot of books. So this didn’t really surprise me. I was sure someday I’d die for a stupid reason and come back to life in a fantasy world. It was only a matter of time.


    But something else did surprise me. I wasn’t lying there naked and alone. Someone—something was there with me, and she was sucking my cock.


    And that’s how I met Fae. Sexy curves, bright blue hair, horns, shiny black wings. Blue scales on her torso that barely hid her naughty parts. And behind her a thick lizard tail that swished back and forth and she pleasured me. She was even hotter than the picture I had been jerking off to. 


    Oh, and did I mention Fae is only ten inches tall?


    You can imagine my shock. I look up to see a tiny little dragon girl standing on my crotch, hugging my shaft with both arms. And she was tonguing my tip like the fate of all lizard kind depended on it. It was a minor miracle that I didn’t stand up and swat her away in surprise. Instead, I laid back and let out a moan. 


    “Good morning,” said the dragon girl, tickling my glans with the tip of her little tongue. “I am Fae, your reincarnation assistant and personal familiar.”


    “Mhmhm,” I said, moaning again. “Could you—mmhmhm—also explain why you are fondling my junk. Not that I … uhhnuh … want you to stop or anything …”


    Fae started to lick faster. “I am testing your equipment.”


    “My … mhmhm … equipment?”


    Fae answered by squeezing my cock hard with both arms. Then pressed she pressed soft scaly chest into me and started to rub me out and down with little squatting motions. The effect was immediate.


    “Oh god I’m coming!” I shot up spurts of liquid into the air. The spurts came raining down on Fae, hitting her wings, her face, her cute perky breasts.


    Fae scooped a handful of seed off her face and swallowed. “Not bad,” she said. “The taste is excellent. The height and girth”—she lifted up my now-softening rod and let it plop down again— “are acceptable. As for your stamina … well, we’ll have to work on that.” 


    I felt a little pang of self-consciousness. “I’ve always been bothered by that,” I said. “Too much masturbation to monster girl porn.”


    Fae narrowed her eyes. “What is your name?” 


    “Me? Um, Tim.”


    “Tem.”


    “It’s Tim.”


    “Tem.”


    I sighed. “Yea, whatever. Tem. Of Earth.”


    “Well Tem of Urf,” Fae poked my cock accusingly. “Allow me to tell you something. From today, all forms of masturbation are illegal. Because we summoned you here for a purpose, and it certainly wasn’t for you to pleasure yourself.”


    “We? Purpose?” I sat up and looked around. We were in a field surrounded by trees. I could see a little dirt path running by the field, but that was pretty much all. No people, no horse-drawn carts. No evil villains or fantasy creatures. Except for Fae, of course. A breeze was blowing, and I shivered from the cold. 


    “Before we talk about the purpose of my reincarnation, could we maybe get me some clothes?” 


    “An excellent idea,” said Fae. “But let me get you cleaned up first. Wouldn’t want to let any of this go to waste. Your seminal fluid has magical properties, you know.” And with that said, she began to lick up all the come off my body. When I was all clean, she burped and let out a jet of flame, singing a few of my pubic hairs.


    “Hey!” I swatted the flames out with a hand. “Watch it. You’re going to ruin my equipment. And since when does my semen have magical properties?”


    Fae took to the air with an experimental flap of her wings. “Great, I have my strength back now. The journey here from the Academy took a lot out of me. A familiar gets her magical powers from her master’s fluids,” Fae said as she flew in a circle, looking around. “Actually, it can be any kind of bodily fluid, but …” She wrinkled her nose at the thought. “A familiar of such stature as myself does need to have certain standards.”


    I stood up and did a little fist pump. So far, I was liking everything about this new world. It was a private fear of mine that I would be reincarnated into a fantasy universe where all one did was fight with ever more grotesque and challenging monsters. 


    “Hey look!” Fae pointed a scaly finger. “There’s a bandit coming this way. Let’s steal some clothes off him.” 


    My first ever robbery went off without a hitch. I hid behind a bush while Fae distracted the man with a burst of fire. Then I snuck up behind and whacked him with a fallen branch. A perfect execution, if you consider I had never so much as hit a punching bag in the first twenty years of my life.


    “Oh, these pants smell terrible.” Fae wrinkled her nose and pulled the trousers off the bandit.


    I put a leg in. They were three sizes too big. “Speaking of equipment,” I said. “I seem to have received some upgrades.” I had lost weight after my reincarnation. My arms were thicker. I had abs. And now that I thought about it, my johnson was bigger too, despite what Fae had said about it being acceptable.


    “Oof! These smell even worse!” Fae tossed a boot over. She was stronger than she looked. “Those minor upgrades to your body were all we could manage. Summoning, I hear, is always a rush job. It’s a lot of work, finding the correct soul to meet our demands. Some information is always lost in the process. You seem capable enough, though.”


    The boots were too big as well. I looked down at my body. It didn’t look like a rush job to me. It looked damn good. Superhero-of-blockbuster-movie good. 


    “And I assume these upgrades have something to do with why you brought me back.”


    “Oh yes.” Fae stripped the bandit of his tunic and tossed that over too. “You seem clever enough. And you are taking this well, considering you just died and were summoned to our world. Perhaps you may have already guessed the main topic of your mission?”


    I ventured a guess: “Casual sex with every hot woman I come across?”


    Fae rolled her eyes. “What kind of mission would that be? But it is a good start. You will need to be thinking a lot of sex in these coming months.”


    “I will? I am pretty good at that. At thinking about sex.” 


    “Oh yes. In fact, it is imperative that you do so.”


    I decided not to mention to Fae that I had tons of experience thinking about sex, but not so much in having it. I’d only had two girlfriends, and one of those relationships had lasted all of three hours.


    We hid the sleeping bandit in a bush and soon caught a ride with a farmer’s horse-drawn cart, which was heading for a nearby town called Wayheath. We sat in the back with bales of hay, and Fae gave me another “equipment inspection” while we traveled.


    “You’ll have to learn to get harder faster,” she said, stroking my cock with an inquiring eye. “A swordsman needs to have his sword ready at all times, no? You need to get hard on command, whenever and wherever.”


    “Yes but you haven’t told me the reason for all this …”


    “We’ll also have to work on getting your refraction period down.”


    “You mean so that I can get hard again soon?” I’d always dreamed of being able to have multiple orgasms like a woman could. “How short does it need to be?”


    She nuzzled against my cock like a throw pillow. “Oh … for starters, we want to get it down to under a minute. With enough training, you need to be under five seconds.”


    “Five seconds?!”


    “But of course, it’s not just about these attributes. It’s also about your sexual prowess. Which is why you were selected for this mission.” She looked up at me slyly. “How many female conquests do you have, back on your world? A thousand? No, you are still young … A few hundred maidens, perhaps?”


    “Uh … I … I’ve only been with two women,” I said sheepishly.


    “You mean at once?” Fae cocked her head. “Well no matter. In no time you will learn to be with three or even ten women at once. In fact, being able to do so will be of critical importance. The fate of this kingdom lies in your hands.”


    “No, I mean I’ve only slept with two women my whole life.”


    Fae, who was reclining on top of my cock, pressing it against my belly, suddenly sat up. “What? You’ve only been with two women?” 


    “Well … one of them we only got to second base, but … yea.” 


    Fae massaged her forehead and let out a slow breath. The air shimmered from the heat of it. “My, my, this really was a rush job. What are we going to do? The only hope to save our kingdom … and you have next to no experience.” She clucked her tongue in frustration. “Head Magus Oakwood will not be happy … not happy at all.”


    “Head Magus Oakwood?”


    Fae laid down on a bale of hay and covered her face. She looked like she was about to cry.


    “Okay,” I said, “sorry for being such a disappointment. But I will have you know I didn’t ask to be summoned here. And who knows, I might be more capable than you think. So can you at least tell me why you, or your Head Magus Oakwood, brought me here? 


    Fae had no time to answer because the farmer let out a shout and reigned the cart to a sudden stop.


    Lying on the road was the corpse of a man. He was naked and shriveled up as if someone had sucked all the fluids out of his body. His skin was pale and almost colorless. It was like a graphic artist had forgotten to paint him. 
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    The Shriveled Man


  


  

    “Do you know what this means?” Fae said. She floated down onto my shoulder and crossed her legs. She looked grim.


    I averted my eyes and tried to hide my discomfort with a joke. “He spent too much time in the sun?” I said. “And then someone stole his clothes?”


    “This is no joke, Tem. And this man is nothing like the bandit from before. Look at his muscular body, the girth of his arms. Shriveled as he is, this is clearly the body of a former blacksmith or craftsman. An honest, hard-working man.”


    “What happened to him?” I asked. A vulture flew past us overhead and gave the man a bored look. Apparently our poor blacksmith was too shriveled to even interest the carrion-eaters.


    Fae shook her head. “It’s the same thing that’s happening all over Centralia.”


    “You mean someone attacked this man and sucked out his blood? Something like a vampire?”


    “No,” said Fae, matter-of-factly. “Something much worse than that. He was attacked by a monster girl.”


    I blinked. Monster girls … I had an entire shelf in my apartment dedicated to monster girl goods: games, books, videos, posters. I knew a thing or two about them. And now that I thought about it … the way this man’s corpse looked did seem kind of familiar. 


    “This is what we’re up against,” Fae was saying. “This is why the Academy and Head Magus Oakwood brought you back. You were supposed to be an expert in handling monster girls. So we infused you with special powers, made you into a weapon to help us defeat them.” She sighed. “All that magic power wasted. On a man who has only been with two women …”


    “One woman,” I corrected her, “If you mean third base.” I scratched my head. I had an idea of how the summoning had messed up. I loved monster girls. I played monster girl games, bought monster girl figurines, flew all over the country to attend monster girl conventions. I jerked off to monster girls all the time. So in one respect I was an expert … but not in the respect that Fae or her Head Magus had hoped. 


    Pushing aside my disgust, I knelt down and examined the man. What kind of monster girl could turn a guy into something like this? I tried to think … “If it’s not a vampire … then we’re likely dealing with a succubus.”


    Fae gave me a surprised look. “Hey that’s not bad. How do you know?”


    “Well, there’s no sign of any scuffle … except some fingernail marks on his chest that are more sexual than violent. So this man did not fight back, even at the very end. Also, the expression on his face is not of fear but of immense pleasure … This man died during orgasm.”


    Fae nodded. “And?”


    “Well death during orgasm can happen, I assume, with all kinds of monster girls. But there is also the way his body is shriveled up, plus the lack of color. This looks to me like the work of a succubus. But only a lesser succubus, not a greater one.”


    “Okay, good … You’re doing much better than I thought. And how do you know that?”


    “Well,” I said. “For one thing, we can still see the whites of his eyes. Also, his body is shriveled but not entirely: there is still fluid in his body. A greater succubus would fuck the guy until not a drop of color was left in his body. And if it were an elder succubus we were dealing with …” I stood up and dusted off my hands. “Then there wouldn’t have been any corpse left for us to discover.”


    Fae flew off my shoulder and hovered in the air looking at me with a strange expression on her face.


    “How did I do?” I asked. “Better than expected?”


    She allowed a thin smile. “It looks like there is hope for us yet. Your sexual … inadequacies are something that can be fixed through training. It seems the summoning didn’t fail us altogether. You are a monster girl expert. There is hope yet for the kingdom.”


    We gave the corpse a cremation burial: Fae set the body on fire with a jet of flame and in just moments the blacksmith was reduced to ashes.


    “Powerful,” I said, raising an eyebrow. “With firepower like that, can’t you take on the monster girls yourself? Actually,” I looked at her wings and the scales covering her breasts. “What’s the difference? Between you and a monster girl?”


    Fae sniffed and looked offended. “I am a familiar, not a monster girl. We are as different as night and day. For one thing, monster girls have an incredible sexual appetite. They are like animals in their singular pursuit of desire.”


    I thought about making a wisecrack about feeding on my come, but I decided against it. It seemed like a bad time.


    “As for why I cannot defeat them,” Fae continued, “the monster girls are impervious to most magical attacks. Fire, ice, water, earth … Most of the combat spells used by the magi simply disappear on impact.” She landed by the pile of ashes. “Come and help me dig. Let us give this man a burial.”


    By the time we finished burying the blacksmith’s ashes, the farmer and his horse-drawn cart had long disappeared. 


    “Looks like the corpse spooked him,” said Fae. “Poor guy. Chances are he will end up the same soon enough if we do not act. Come. Wayheath should be close now. Let us walk.” She settled down on my shoulder and waited.


    “You mean let me walk. You’re just hitching a ride.”


    “Let’s not get cocky because of a successful minor deduction. I’m still not convinced you’ll be any good at completing this task.” Fae crossed her legs and pointed a finger down the road. “Now, walk and talk.”


    I bristled inwardly at Fae’s rude comment. It was nice to have a dragon girl to service you. But Fae’s service came with commentary, and her commentary was beginning to claw at me the wrong way. “So,” I said. “When you say this is happening all over this kingdom … Centralia, you said? You mean that men are being attacked by monster girls? And only men?”


    Fae nodded. “About one year ago, these monsters suddenly started to appear. Succubi, arachnids, lamias, harpies … Monsters that only existed in history books. And immediately after the appearances began, the attacks started. And men wound up dead in the strangest places … their bodies all shriveled up or torn to pieces. Some vanished altogether. Others lost their minds and now wander Centralia, babbling in strange languages. All over Centralia … men are dying.”


    “How bad are we talking about?”


    “It’s bad Tem, and it has gotten worse with time. We do not know the true extent of the damage. But in my estimation, the male population of Centralia is less than half of what it once was … and a large portion of these are men not yet of adult age. If it weren’t for the intervention of the Academy and Magus Guild … the economy would probably have crumbled. … So you see the gravity of our situation. And why we must solve this problem.”


    I nodded. I did not know why Fae and her magi had brought me here, but I was beginning to get the feeling it would not be the tropical vacation I had thought it to be. 


    Further along the path, we discovered another corpse: this time a thinner man, likely a minstrel of some sort. He was shriveled and discolored in the same way.


    “Our succubus really has an appetite, huh?” I said. “She could have at least taken these guys somewhere private … Doing it out on the road like this. Public nuisance.”


    “Every moment we waste means another man’s life,” said Fae, lighting the corpse with another jet of flame. “With your current sexual prowess, there’s no way we can take on even a lesser succubus. Even with the magical enhancements Head Magus Oakwood gave you … you will need training. And education.”


    “Fae …” I said. “What kind of mission are we talking about? What did you bring me here to do?” 


    “Oh its very simple,” she said, landing back on my shoulder. “All around Centralia, monster girls are hunting men. And they are powerful, mysterious. We know very little about where they are coming from or how to defeat them.”


    “And?” I asked. “How do I come in?”


    “To save the kingdom, we need to figure who created or summoned these monster girls, and why. And we need to figure out their magical properties, study their essences.”


    I swallowed. I was starting to put two and two together. “And that’s why I’m here …”


    Fae nodded. “The monster girls are protected from outside by some magical aura. But we believe this aura can be breached by attacking them from within.”


    “From within …” I echoed.


    Fae scratched her head. “Which is why we need an expert in monster girl lovemaking. The plan was for the hunted to become the hunter. You were brought here to seduce the monster girls, weaken them, and then capture them for our research.”


    “But things did not I go as planned … You ended up with me instead. The opposite of an expert in lovemaking …” I swallowed. Fae would not meet my eyes, but her disappointment was palpable. What kind of world had I gotten myself reincarnated into?
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    Welcome to Wayheath


  


  

    By the time we arrived in Wayheath, the sun had set and my feet were covered in blisters. The town was little more than a cluster of ramshackle buildings with a dirt path running through the center. Paint flaked off the walls and some windows were broken. The town had clearly seen better days.


    The only building still lit was the inn. It was empty but for a few drunk women and the owner: a busty bartender in her late thirties. It looked like Fae was right, there were simply not many men left: and any ones that had survived were keeping a low profile.


    “What’ll it be?” asked the bartender. She looked me up and down.


    “A room,” said Fae, putting down a copper coin she had taken from the bandit’s possessions, “and whatever you have to eat.”


    The bartender nodded, not taking her eyes off me for an instant. If she was surprised at seeing a dragon girl, she did not show it. In fact, she seemed more surprised, and delighted, to see me.


    “We only have one room open,” said the bartender. The bartender was quite a bit older than me, but still really attractive, with full breasts and dirty blonde hair. “But if the man likes his bed warmed, he is welcome in my room.”


    “Sorry,” said Fae flatly. “He’s taken.”


    The bartender shrugged. She disappeared into the kitchen and returned shortly with a mug of ale and a steaming bowl of food: potatoes, stewed with meat of some kind. I was famished, and the food was delicious.


    “Aren’t you going to eat?” I asked Fae through a mouthful of stew.


    “I will eat when we get upstairs.”


    “Huh?”


    She gave me a meaningful look between the legs.


    “Oh … ah.” This master-familiar relationship was going to the take some getting used to. I wondered how often Fae needed to feed. 


    The upstairs room was small but clean. I had barely sat down on the bed to take off my boots when Fae started to pull at the drawstring of my trousers. “Now that you’ve eaten,” she said. “It’s my turn.”


    “Fae, I smell terrible,” I said, growing hard despite myself. “Shouldn’t I take a bath first?”


    She hoisted up my already-hardening cock, held the tip to her face, and breathed in deeply. “No, I’m famished. Besides, it may smell terrible to you,” she said, with another sniff. “But to me it smells like heaven.” She stuck out her tongue and gave the tip a little lick. “Mhmhm.” Her tongue was warm and soft. I soon grew hard.


    “I did a rush job earlier,” she said. “But now we’ll go slow. In part because we need to work on your stamina, but also because”—she looped her warm tongue around the entire tip of my cock, making me moan—“because I am hungry and I want a big load.”


    She continued to lick my cock while taking her small bare feet and massaging my balls. Despite the scales that tipped her feet like boots, her feet were soft and smooth and pleasantly warm, like stones placed near a fire. 


    I soon found myself laying back in the bed, moaning and enjoying Fae’s ministrations. A man could get used to this, I told myself. Riding the waves of pleasure higher, I could feel my balls starting to constrict. “Fae,” I moaned, “I’m gonna, I’m gonna, unrrgghh…”


    Just then, there was knock on the window.


    “Yes?” called Fae. She squeezed down hard on my shaft to stop my orgasm. What the hell? I thought inwardly. Talk about cock block.


    There was another knock at the window.


    “Yes!” Fae said again, this time louder.


    There was a puff of fog against glass, and then a man’s face pressed to the window and whispered, “Pegasus Courier Service with a delivery for Madam Butterfly.”


    Fae perked up. “It must be my package.” She flew over to the window and opened it. 


    A white horse head stuck its head in through the window with a snort, followed by the face and torso the man. He hardly gave me a look before producing a package from his satchel and handing it to Fae. It was nearly the size of her body. 


    “Excellent,” said Fae, “I was wondering whether this would arrive.” She patted the Pegasus affectionately and nodded to the courier in thanks.


    He saluted back at her. “It is an honor to finally meet you, ma’am.”


    Fae nodded amiably. The courier tipped his hat and closed the window. There was a flap of wings, a soft neigh, and the man and his Pegasus disappeared into the night.


    I raised an eyebrow at Fae. “Madam Butterfly? Ma’am?”


    “We are here on undercover. And I’m a lot older than I look.”


    “You don’t look a day over eighteen.”


    “You’re only, oh … a few centuries off the mark.”


    “Oh.” Clearly dragon girls aged differently from humans. “But something else bothers me,” I said. “If we’re here on undercover, shouldn’t your contact have chosen something more … indiscrete?” 


    “What are you saying?” Fae gave me an exasperated look. “What could be more indiscrete than an FPC?” 


    “FPC?”


    “A Flying Pegasus Courier. People uses them all the kingdom through.”


    “Oh,” I said. Yes, there was tons to learn about this world. Still, what had been most surprising was the way the courier had treated Fae. “You really are a notable person of some kind, huh? Should somebody so famous be traveling undercover?”


    Fae dropped the package onto the bed and broke the seal with a little jet of flame. “I’m not famous. Just well-respected in certain circles. Top of the class at the Academy. Best student to come out of the place in centuries. After all, this is a mission of the utmost importance. And the utmost secrecy.” She shrugged. “But commoners have no idea who I am. As long as I don’t weave any miracles, I’m just another third-rate familiar to a third-rate magician’s nephew.” 


    Inside the parcel was a leather pouch. And inside the leather pouch, held down by little clips were … six dildos. There’s no other way to describe it. Six dildos, translucent like they were made of glass or crystal. Fae slipped one out and held it up to the oil lamp. It was smooth and slightly curved, and when the flickering light hit the glass in the right way, it let out little rainbow sparkles.


    “This,” Fae said proudly, “is an essence rod.”


    “Uhh, I’m pretty sure that’s a glass penis,” I said.


    Fae gave me a dirty look. “This essence rod is the product of the best magical minds that the Academy could muster. And this, gods willing, will be the key to saving the kingdom and figuring out the cause of this monster girl invasion.”


    “Best minds at the Academy,” I muttered to myself. “We know where their minds are.”


    Fae tossed the dildo to me. “Here, press the tip.”


    “What?”


    “Press the tip of the essence rod.” 


    I complied. The moment I pressed the tip, there was a puff of pink magical smoke, and the dildo shrunk to the size of a USB stick. 


    “Now press the tip again.”


    There was another puff of smoke, and the dildo returned to full size. “Very handy,” I said. “The ladies will love it. But I’m not sure it’s quite my thing.”


    “It’s not for any of your things, you fool.” Fae said. “This is what we shall use to capture the monster girls. Once they are captured, we can send the essence back to Head Mage Oakwood for study. That is our only hope. That by studying the essences of these monster girls, we can somehow determine the cause of these strange appearances.”


    “And save the men of this kingdom from sexual extinction,” I finished. I got the gist of it. Without a healthy male population, the population of Centralia would, over some years, dwindle and eventually fall to zero. It would mean the death of a kingdom. 


    “Good,” said Fae. “At least your mind is sharp.”


    “So,” I joked nervously, tossing the essence rod into the air and catching it. “All I have to do is ram this glass dildo between the monster girl’s legs.”


    “Be careful with that! You could purchase this entire inn twelve times over with just one of those!” Fae snatched the rod back and put it carefully back into its leather pouch. “Of course, it is not so simple as putting the rod into the hole. Your body has been infused with magical properties which should allow you to penetrate a monster girl’s defenses. You lack experience, but you have the physical body we need. Your job will be to weaken the monster girls enough, to pleasure them enough, so that the essence rod can capture them.”


    “Wait …” I said. This was all starting to sound familiar. Weakening monsters. Capturing them? Collecting all varieties? “Are you sure Head Magus Oakwood isn’t actually Professor Oakwood?” I asked.


    Fae ignored me. “Now, before we were interrupted, I believe I was having dinner.” She pulled my trousers back down and began to massage me back to life. I lay back on the bed and let her do her work. She massaged by balls with her feet and pleasured the tip with her tiny dragon tongue. Each time she brought me to the brink of orgasm she squeezed … stopping me. Three more times she did this before she let me come. I moaned, releasing a great fountain that fell down all over Fae’s hair, her scaly chest, her slender legs. She sat on my belly and slowly licked it all off, not letting a single drop go to waste. 


    “Fae?” I muttered sleepily.


    “Hmm?” Fae yawned and curled up next to me on the pillow. 


    “What if I’m not up for this task? What if I can’t be the hero your kingdom needs?” 


    “Then it will be the end of us all,” she murmured. “Save the kingdom. Or become the mass murderer of innumerable innocents.” 


    For a long time, I lay looking up into the dark listening to the sounds of Fae’s breathing. For the first time in my life, in my new life, someone had delivered responsibility to my doorstep. But now that it was here, I was not sure that I wanted it. It was too much for one clueless college nerd to bear. And thinking thoughts like these, I fell asleep to dreams of glass dildos and falling bookshelves.
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    Bath Time


  


  

    The next morning, Fae edged me four times before allowing me to finish into a hip-bucking orgasm.


    “What a way to wake up,” I said as I lay on the bed panting.


    “From now on, we’ll do this at least twice a day,” Fae said strictly as she cleaned herself up. “It’s integral to your training. It will help you build stamina. Which will be critical in the capture of this succubus.”


    “Are we going succubus hunting today?” I said as I got dressed. I didn’t know whether to feel excited or terrified. If the video games and books I had read were right, then there was nothing hotter than a succubus. They could assume the form of the woman that a man most desires. Yet, then again, I didn’t like the idea of ending up as a shriveled corpse. My new life had just begun: I didn’t want it all to end just yet.


    “Don’t be silly,” Fae said. “You’re not ready to take on a monster girl. Especially not in your miserable state. It may only be a lesser succubus we’re dealing with, but with your current abilities, she would drain you in seconds. Besides, we don’t know her whereabouts. She could be as far away as Bywood or Thibrook by now. We will need to question the townspeople, look for clues. And of course, we will need to practice.”


    “Practice …” I echoed. 


    “Luckily, there is no shortage of training partners. With the men that have died, the women of Centralia are in need of male companionship. I hear the male population of Wayheath has been hit particularly badly. But it’s not only simple pleasures these women need. This is a matter of duty.”


    “Of duty?” I asked.


    Fae nodded. “With the loss of Centralia’s male population, each remaining man and woman must do their part to restore the kingdom to its former numbers. And the only way that can happen is through immigration … or …”


    “By fathering more children,” I finished. 


    “Precisely. So Tem, are you ready to serve the kingdom by fathering more offspring? And by cultivating your skills in the art of love?”


    “Sure ….” I said though I did not feel sure at all. “How do we start?” 


    Fae looked at me and wrinkled her nose. “We start, by taking a bath. And getting you some real clothes. I like the smell of you, but that bandit’s clothes … not so much. He smells like horse vomit.”


    “That sounds great, Fae … but do we have any money?” There had been a handful of coins in the bandit’s pockets, but we had used all of it last night.


    “Not a single copper left,” said Fae, floating toward the door. “Top student at the Academy. A secret mission. And nobody even gives me a stipend!” She shrugged and pulled the door open with a powerful flap of her wings. “But don’t worry. I have a plan for dealing with our money problems.”


    It didn’t take much coaxing to get the innkeeper, whose name was Breanna, to heat up some water for a bath. In fact, she even walked in while I was naked and offered to scrub my back. Fae shooed her away. “If you wish to be with our man, you must wait like everyone else,” Fae said to her. She handed Breanna a slip of paper and whispered something in her ear. As Fae spoke, a naughty smile appeared on Breanna’s face. She padded out and quietly shut the door behind her. 


    “Uh … Fae,” I said, brushing some bubbles off my shoulder. “What did you just hand her? Somehow, I get the feeling that wasn’t a form of paper currency.” 


    “Don’t worry about it,” said Fae. “You just focus on getting yourself cleaned up.”


    A few minutes later, there was another knock at the door. A slender redhead in her mid-twenties appeared. She was cleanly dressed in a blue dress with a white chemise for her undergarments. The dress was cut short at her chest to reveal modest but shapely breasts. There was a smattering of freckles above her cleavage. 


    “I’m Sasha, the seamstress hereabouts,” she said, handling Fae a bundle of clothing. “I brought the clothes for the Watcher.” As she spoke, she stole a few shy glances at me. As she had done with Breanna, Fae handed Sasha a slip of paper and shooed her out the door. Before she left, Sasha stole a final glance at me and licked her succulent red lips.


    “Fae? Can you please tell me what is going on? And what’s a Watcher?”


    “A Watcher is someone who watches over the kingdom,” said Fae, ignoring my first question. There was a mirror lying on a stand near the bathtub, and she held it up for me to see. “But for the common folk, it’s a term that refers to people who look like you.”


    I glanced at the mirror … and did a double-take. There was someone else staring back at me. It was hardly my face at all! I had done more than lost weight. My neck and traps had thickened out, and I had the broad shoulders of an Olympic swimmer. But, most shockingly of all, my hair had grown white.


    “Wh-what happened? What did you do to me?”


    Fat dove into the bath. A few moments later, she popped out from a pile of bubbles and blew a stream of water into the air. “Ahhh … that feels good.”


    “Uhh … hello? Tell me about being a Watcher?”


    “Ah yes,” said Fae. She laid back on my chest and began to rub my cock under the water with her tiny dragon feet. “As I said, Head Magus Oakwood and the other magi at the Academy made some modifications when you were summoned. This was one of those modifications. For centuries, Watchers have protected Centralia from feral beasts and monsters.”


    “Modifications?” I said, enjoying Fae’s soft scaly feet on my member. “Did I get magical abilities too?”


    Fae nodded her head against my chest. “Mhmm. But one thing at a time. Trust me. You’ll learn all you need to know soon enough. 


    I shrugged and looked at myself again in the mirror. I stroked the tousled white hairs on my head into some semblance of order. My chin was also more chiseled than before, and without the skinny fat on my face, I looked freaking handsome.


    “Of course, there’s also a side effect to being a Watcher,” said Fae, yawning as she continued to massage me to life.


    “What side effect? Some kind of terrible weakness? Shortened lifespan?”


    “Think about it,” said Fae. “Monster hunter … muscular … chiseled jaw. Man who puts his life on the line. Savior of humankind. It just so happens that everything about a Watcher drives women absolutely crazy. What’s more, there’s a belief among the common people that the children of a Watcher are resistant to all kinds of illness.” 


    “I see. That explains the women’s … mhmh … reactions.” I left out another moan as Fae pinched my now hard cock between both feet and began to pump up and down. Fae skillfully brought me to a peak and this time, she did not bother with edging. I shuddered and bucked my hips, making waves in the bath.


    Fae lifted a wad of come from the soapy water and held it to the sunlight. “Something like this, a Watcher’s seed, could fetch a pretty price on the market.” 


    “Fae …” I said. “Please don’t tell me we’re going to open a sperm bank.” 


    Fae dropped the wad into her open mouth and licked her lips. “Of course not. I said no masturbation allowed, and I don’t exactly relish the idea of milking you all day long. What we’re going to do will be much more effective. And”—she looked up at me from where she lay on my chest—“it will also require much more active participation on your part.”


    I swallowed. What could she possibly mean?
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    Running Out of Time


  


  

    That morning, dressed in Sasha’s new clothes and with Fae perched on my shoulder, we visited nearly all the shops and stalls in the small town of Wayheath. 


    “Our objective,” Fae told me several times, “Is to obtain supplies and get ready for the next stage of our journey.” But whenever I asked her what this next stage was, she ignored me or dodged the question.


    All morning long, I hardly saw a man. And most of the ones I had seen were older men, younger children below the age of sexual desire, or those who were incapacitated in some way: blind men, cripples, and (as Fae put it) those suffering from “equipment failure.” This meant that no matter where we went in Wayheath, I was the sole target of female attention. Some batted their eyelashes at me. Others stole glances when they thought I wasn’t looking. One woman even strolled up and tried to cup my balls through my trousers. Fae had to chase her away with a playful burst of fire. It was flattering at first, but the merciless attention soon began to wear me down. For the first time, I knew what it felt like to be a hot girl back home on Earth.


    And Fae was right. Money wasn’t a problem. Each time we purchased a sack of danglefruit, a pair of dragonleather boots, or a length of jutefiber rope, Fae would hand the shopkeeper (who almost always happened to be an attractive woman) another slip of paper and whisper something in her ear … and just like that, we would get our goods for free. 


    It was not long before I had a strong feeling that “free” was a lot closer to something like an IOU.


    By the end of the morning, my muscular shoulders were loaded down with several large sacks of provisions. I was also burning with curiosity. If Centralia was, as Fae claimed, in dire financial straits, then surely these women would not so easily give up their supplies. What was written on those slips of paper? What kind of deal had Fae gotten us into?


    What’s more, although our apparent goal was to find out about the succubus, Fae seemed strangely uninterested in questioning the townspeople.


    “Can you tell me anything about the succubus?” I tried asking several shopkeepers, but each time Fae hushed me. “Don’t worry about asking the questions,” she said. “Leave everything to me.”


    That was something I quickly learned about Fae’s personality: she was arrogant and wanted to do everything herself. Sure, she was smart. Very, very smart. It was like she carried an encyclopedia in some invisible magic pouch around her neck. When she spoke to the shopkeepers, it was clear she knew all sorts of facts about everything: she knew about the varieties of fine cloth carried over the border from Aregrond, the tensile strength of coconut fibers from the desert country Dorthone, the seasonal price fluctuations of strange animal furs transported by windship from Freyhalia to the north. There was no doubt about it: she was top of her class at the Academy.


    But because of this intelligence, she thought she was better than everyone else. “Fae,” I had asked her at one point, “why are we doing this? Shouldn’t we be devising a plan for our search?”


    She shook my comment off with a shrug. “Let me worry about that. You just trust what I tell you, and everything will be fine.”


    Apparently, any respect she for me had disappeared when she learned about the limits of my sexual experience. I was now a tool to her: something to feed her magical powers, and someone to be used to save her kingdom. And so, dragged along by her, I found myself in front of Wayheath’s town hall: a stone structure topped by a belltower: it was the grandest building in town.


    “Come,” said Fae, floating over the steps. “It is time for the second phase of the journey.”


    “When are you going to tell me anything?” I asked. I was hot and tired, and had no clue what was going on.


    “You just follow along. I’ll handle everything.”


    I followed Fae inside to a waiting room. There, guarding double doors against the far wall, was a tall muscular woman dressed in leather armor. She had dark hair cut short, almost like a man’s. Her arms were crossed under her breasts and I could see the veins in her muscular forearms. I had never been attracted to athletic women … but this one was fucking hot. 


    The woman caught me looking at her and spat. I gave Fae a look. I was used to getting disgusted look on Earth, but here in Centralia, it was a first for me. 


    “She’s a Freyhalian woman,” Fae whispered back. “Don’t look her in the eyes or she might take it as a challenge to fight. They do not respect men unless they are defeated in battle.”


    I swallowed and made a mental note not to look at her again. With her size and muscle, she could probably break me in two without ever needing to use her spear at all.


    Shortly after, the tall woman led us into a deeper chamber. This one was more ornately decorated. A curtain was drawn across the center of the room, hiding the deeper half. In front of the curtain was a desk. A woman sat there with her back to us. She was pouring over some papers. 


    “Mayor Cece,” said Fae. “I have brought the Watcher. He is called Tem of Urf.”


    The woman turned and gave me a brief look. She had a monocle in one eye, and though she was still in her thirties her hair, worn up in a bun, was the color of fresh snow. She was clearly a woman of authority. Cece nodded curtly at me before returning to her books. Clearly, this woman and the Freyhalian were of a different type from the other women. They did not look at me with a sexual eye: or, if they were, they were very good at hiding it.


    “Helia,” said Cece to the Freyhalian woman, almost like an afterthought. “Please prepare the bed for our Watcher.”


    I looked questioningly at Fae. “Bed?”


    Helia stalked over to the curtain and pulled a rope. The curtains parted. Beyond the desk, directly in front of the mayor, was the largest bed I had ever seen. It was easily five or six times the size of the little bed I had in my apartment.


    “Uh, Fae?” I said. “Now would be a very good time to tell me what is going on.”


    “The people of the town have agreed to cooperate with our search,” said Fae. She flew behind me and started to push me toward the bed.


    “Okay,” I said, stumbling forward. “But what is the bed for?”


    “It’s quite simple,” Fae said. “And for lack of time, allow me to be blunt. You lack sexual experience. The way you are now, there is no way we can defeat or seduce a succubus.” She pushed me onto the bed with a powerful flap of her wings. “Luckily for us, the woman of Wayheath are willing to cooperate. They require children. You require training.” 


    “Oh,” I said. There wasn’t much else to say.


    Cece waved to Helia. She stalked over and began, with an attitude of indifference bordering on disgust, to pull off my boots and trousers.


    “I-is there a reason why this has to happen here?” I said. “I’m all for orgies, but can’t we do it back at the inn?” Mayor Cece and her ice-woman Helia were creeping me out. 


    Fae shook her head. “There simply isn’t time. This sexual training wasn’t part of our plans. We expected someone to already be familiar with the ways of lovemaking. Ideally, we would have been able to interview the townspeople separately but …”


    Fae paused as Helia sat me up and pulled my tunic up over my head, leaving me naked except for my underpants. Then Helia pressed me down onto the bed and pulled those off too.


    “But,” Fae said. “There simply isn’t time. So …”


    “So what?” I said. 


    “So we’ll have to do both things at once. Or all three things at once. You’ll need to impregnate the women of Wayheath. At the same time, you will train your sexual stamina and endurance.” 


    “And the third thing?”


    I craned my neck. Mayor Cece was at her desk, right before my naked legs. She took out a quill and began dipping it in a little bottle of ink.


    “The third thing,” Cece replied, “Is that we—Cece, Helia, and I—will interview the residents of Wayheath. This is the most effective method. Now, any questions before we begin?”


    I had just about a thousand questions, but before I could think of where to start, there was a knock on the door. In came Sasha, the redheaded seamstress from the day before.


    “Hi,” she said, looking at me shyly. In her hands, she had the slip of paper Fae had given her that morning. “I’m here to collect payment on my clothes,” She looked at me and licked her lips. “I have an appointment with the Watcher.”
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    The Interviews Begin


  


  

    Cece pulled out an hourglass from a drawer and set it on the table. 


    “This is a half-hour timer,” she said to Sasha. “During this time, you may copulate with the Watcher. As many times as you wish. But at the same time, we ask that you respond to our questions. Am I understood?” 


    Sasha nodded eagerly. 


    “Very good,” Cece said. She flipped the hourglass and motioned toward me on the bed. “You may begin.”


    “Um … hello?” I said. “What about my opinion? Do you think I can get it up in a situation like this?” All four ladies ignored me. Sasha unlaced her blouse and pulled it over her head. Her breasts were young and supple, with perky nipples. The bush of hair above her cleft was neatly trimmed into a triangle and was the same fiery red as the hair on her head.


    She ran her fingers through the hair above her crotch.


    “Do you like it?” she said shyly. “I had it especially trimmed this morning. Just for you.” 


    Meanwhile, Cece, and Fae watched impatiently from the direction of the desk. Farther back, Helia sat on a chair near the door, watching us with her muscular legs crossed. Clearly they wanted to get a move on with the interview. Despite their gazes, I felt myself stiffen. Apparently, I could get hard.


    Slowly, Sasha spread her labia with two fingers, revealing a little pink pebble. It was already shiny with her fluids. Even from across the bed, I caught a whiff of her pungent scent. 


    “Lay back Watcher,” said Cece in a commanding voice from the desk. “There’s not much time.” For some reason, I complied. There didn’t seem much else I could do.


    “Don’t worry,” Sasha whispered, climbing onto the bed. “I’ll make sure it’s good for you too.” Then, without any celebration or foreplay, she climbed onto me and lowered herself down. I slid inside and moaned. She was warm and tighter than I had imagined. Slowly, she began to ride me, grinding her hips up and down. She felt good. Very good.


    “Alright then,” said Fae. She flew over and landed by my torso. She gave a clinical glance as I slid in and out of Sasha. “Now let us begin the interview. I am told you are one of the Wayheath townspeople who caught sight of the succubus. Please tell us what you know in detail.”


    “Yes … mhmh …” said Sasha as she rode me up and down, her tits bouncing in the air. “I saw the succubus several nights ago. In the old … mhmh … stable.”


    “Old stable?” said Fae.


    “She means the livery stable,” said Cece, scratching something down on a piece of parchment with her quill. “It was owned by Liandra and her husband.”


    “Was?”


    “He … mhmhm … died that night,” said Sasha, her voice husky. “His … corpse. They found it in the stable the next morning.” The pace of Sasha’s thrusts had begun to quicken. She was clearly enjoying this. Every time I went in and out of her, her pussy made lewd squelching noises.


    “Can you tell us anything about what she looked like?” asked Fae. “Anything recognizable?”


    “Well … it was dark that night. No moon. But there were … mhmm … some things I noticed. The succubus was—oh!” Sasha let out a surprised gasp and stopped bouncing. She slowly slid off me.


    “What’s wrong?” asked Fae.


    “S-sorry …” I said, panting. “She felt really good.” A trail of white fluid trickled out of Sasha’s pussy.


    “You came already?!” Fae clucked her tongue. “After all that training, you came this fast?” From behind Sasha, I heard Cece clear her throat. I could practically see the disappointment hanging in the air.


    Sasha giggled. She pushed my come back into her pussy with her fingers and squeezed her legs shut. “It’s no problem. This just means I get to go again.”


    “Well, I suppose …” Fae looked at me sternly. “You need to focus on your breathing, Tem. Against a succubus, you need to finish when you want to. Not when she wants you to. Make sure you last a bit longer this time.” She motioned to Sasha. “Come on dear, let’s get him hard again. But remember to pay attention to our questions, okay?”


    Sasha needed no second invitation. She hiked up my legs and began to suck my balls. She took each ball separately into her mouth and rolled it around with her warm tongue. 


    “So,” Sasha said between licks. “As I was saying … The succubus … I only saw her silhouette. But I could tell she was big. Bigger than Liandra’s husband. As for her appearance …” She traced a tongue up the base of my shaft, earning a shudder. “I didn’t get a good look.”


    “It wouldn’t matter anyway,” I said, wanting to contribute. “A succubus can change appearances at will. She … nngnh … will try to assume the appearance that the man most desires. And the more she knows about the man, the more she—holy shit!”


    Sasha had found my ass. She hiked up my legs and pressed her face between my butt cheeks. Her wet, warm tongue was tracing circles around the edge of my hole. I moaned. For someone so young, she clearly knew what she was doing. Before I knew it, I was hard again. 


    Sasha rolled over and got into the doggy position. “This time, I want it from behind,” she said, spreading her lips. A dollop of white, gooey seed trickled out of her opening.


    I grabbed her hips and slid in. From behind, she felt even tighter. Sasha let out a moan and pressed her face to the sheets. I began to slide in and out of her. Her tits bounced with each thrust. As I thrust, Fae continued to ask her questions and Cece wrote down the answers with her quill. But I was too busy enjoying myself to listen to what they were saying.


    Gradually, I realized something else was happening. From my position on the bed, doing Sasha doggy style, I had a direct view of Cece’s desk. And also of Helia, in the corner of the room. That was when I realized that Helia was looking at me. And there was something different about her expression. Instead of indifference, she was looking straight at me … with a look that could only be described as hunger. 


    I remembered what Fae had said. Do not look into her eyes or she will try to fight you. But I could not tear my eyes away. Was it my imagination? Or was she fucking me with her eyes? Slowly, Helia licked her lips. No, it wasn’t my imagination! Suddenly, I felt incredibly aroused.


    “Oh!” said Sasha, looking back at me. “What happened? Y-ou just grew even bigger.”


    I answered Sasha with another powerful thrust. This situation was so hot! I began to pound Sasha even harder. I slapped her ass. I imagined I was fucking not Sasha but Helia. Thrusting my cock deep into her throat. Fucking that arrogant face of hers. Defiling those noble, warrior-blue eyes. I began to pound faster, faster, faster still. And with each thrust, there was the lewd squelch, squelch, squelch of Sasha’s wetness.


    Soon, Sasha was in no condition to answer any more questions. With each thrust, she let out screams of pleasure. “I-I’m going to come soon!” she shouted. 


    “Me too,” I said. With my eyes still locked to Helia’s, I grabbed Sasha’s hips and plunged in one last time, all the way to the base. Sasha’s walls contracted violently, squeezing me into an orgasm of my own. I came with a moan, shooting huge gobs of hot come deep inside her womb. Sasha fell to the bed, her legs and butt quivering. I collapsed on top of her, panting from the exertion, feeling the waves of pleasure roll through my head.


    When I finally rolled off Sasha and looked up, the last grain of sand was just falling through the hourglass. 


    Fae gave us a brief look. “Good work, Tem. You may still have potential.”


    “Thank you Sasha,” said Cece, adjusting her monocle. She motioned toward the door. “That will be all.”


    Helia opened the door. She had resumed her usual stern, disinterested look. Despite Fae’s warning, there was no talk of challenging me to a fight. She did not even seem offended. What was the explanation for that sudden change? Did she secretly have the hots for me?


    But there was little time to think such thoughts. As soon as Sasha dressed and exited the door (with one last shy look in my direction), another woman stepped in. It was Breanna, the innkeeper.


    “Now,” said Cece. “Let us start the second interview.” 


    * * *


    We went on like that for six days. Six whole days! There was hardly enough time to sleep. Wake up, bathe, go to the town hall. Then cater to one woman after another while Fae and Cece questioned and cross-questioned. Some women came back for seconds or thirds. By day two, I began to feel that familiar dull ache in my balls that comes with jerking off too much. No matter how much I ate, or who massaged me, or what kind of food the ladies brought, the ache would not go away. By day four, I was having trouble getting it up, even with two ladies licking me at the same time. By day five, I couldn’t get it up at all. In fact, I couldn’t even muster the energy to get out of bed. All I did was lay in the inn and stare up at the ceiling. 


    The first day’s incident with Helia did not repeat. In subsequent interviews, she was either absent or made a point of looking away from me. All of this only served to increase my curiosity concerning the Freyhalian woman. Who was she? Why had she come to this country? How had she come to be under Cece’s command? 


    During that hellish six-day orgy, my resentment for Fae also grew. She was constantly cold and cruel to me, hurling insults when I failed to perform. She saw me only as a tool, a weapon to be used in her fight against her kingdom’s enemies. 


    “I’m disappointed in you,” Fae said on the seventh day when I refused to get out of bed. “Is this all you can take?


    “Fae …” I said in a voice that was barely a whisper. “I’ve probably gone more rounds than an ordinary man goes in an entire decade … give me a break.”


    Fae clucked her tongue. 


    “Tell me … That we at least have some clues about the succubus …” My memory of the five days was hazy. By day two, I had stopped hearing the ladies at all.


    “Get up!” Fae flew over to be on the bed and gave me a kick with her scaly foot. I rolled to my side and ignored her. “I can’t take it anymore …” I whined. “It feels like I have iron manacles shackled to my balls.”


    “If you don’t get up, I’ll make sure you have no balls at all.”


    I turned over, pressed my legs together, and ignored her.


    Fae flew down, lifted up one of my legs with her inhuman strength, and sandwiched her mouth between my thighs.


    “Fae, you can’t intimidate me like that—”


    The dragon girl coughed, sending a burst of flame into my nether regions.


    I yelped and jumped up, patting at my flaming pubes with a pillow. “What are you doing?! What happened to taking care of my precious Watcher’s equipment?”


    “Relax,” said Fae, giving me another kick to the buttocks. “I only set my fire to scald, not incinerate.”


    “Scald is bad enough!”


    “Come on,” said Fae, floating out the window. “Be downstairs in five. And don’t worry, we’re not going to the Town Hall today. I recognize an infertile man when I see one.”


    “Where are we going then?”
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    An Old Friend


  


  

    “We’re going to see an old friend of mine,” said Fae. “She’s a bit of an eccentric.”


    “Why am I not surprised,” I muttered. “Any friend of yours is bound to be an eccentric.


    Fae opened her mouth and threatened to roast me.


    “Just kidding … geez.” I peeked my head over the edge of the cart and looked around. We had been in the cart for some time, and the surroundings were different. The open plains encircling Wayheath were nowhere to be seen, replaced by hills and thickly wooded forests. Ahead of us, I could see the high peaks of a mountain range. 


    “I’ve got a general idea of Wayheath,” I said, mostly to myself. “But I don’t know anything about the surrounding area. Actually, I don’t know much about Centralia at all.” 


    Without asking permission, Fae tugged on my trousers and pulled them down.


    “Fae what are you doing?!”


    “Actually, Centralia is shaped a bit like a penis,” said Fae, stroking my member. “It’s a peninsular country.”


    I looked at her. “You must be joking.”


    The driver, a woman in her mid-thirties with hay-colored curls, craned her neck back and looked at my limp member. “No,” she said, licking her lips. “That’s about how it’s shaped. But I would say Centralia is a bit … longer than that. And has somewhat more girth.” 


    “See?” said Fae. “I know my geography.” She pushed my cock down and stretched it out. Then she ran a tiny finger down the center. I twitched in surprise. 


    “Hold still!” she said. “Through the middle of Centralia run the Rodog Mountains.” She pointed to the snow-capped mountains we were heading towards. “You can part of the range over there.” She moved her finger down and tickled the tip of my cock. “Here, at the tip is the southernmost region of Centralia. Where the Rodog Mountains end, you will find the Academy and the main port town of Centralia. Beyond that lies the Obsidian Sea. It’s called that because of the dark sheen it takes on moonlit nights.” Fae yawned and then she pointed somewhere farther down along my thighs. “For those willing to brave the Obsidian Sea, farther south is the desert kingdom of Dorthone.”


    “Couldn’t you just draw the shape on a piece of paper?”


    Fae ignored me. She pointed at my pubes. “And here, where the Centralian peninsula meets the continent, there runs a great river. Across that natural border is the kingdom of Aregrond.” 


    I nodded, doing my best to follow along. “And what about … Helia? She’s from Freyhalia, right? Where’s that?” 


    Fae crawled up my stomach, past my belly button and ran her soft hands along my sternum. “Freyhalia is way up here, beyond the northern borders of Aregrond. Her people were a warrior race. They were a perennial thorn in Aregrond’s side until several centuries ago, when peace was drawn, in exchange for offerings of male slaves.”


    “Slaves …” I echoed.


    “Like I said before, Freyhalia has a peculiar culture when it comes to males. They do not respect them. And when they do pay attention to them, they see them as objects for their own sexual pleasure.” 


    At the thought of Helia, and the way she had looked at me in the town hall. Despite my fatigue, I felt a rush of blood to my limp member. Helia was the woman I couldn’t have. because of that, I wanted her all the more. 


    “Stop it,” said Fae, “You’re ruining my map.” 


    “Hmm,” said the driver, looking back again at my half-erection. “I would say that’s actually more accurate, now that you’ve hardened a bit. Closer to Centralia’s true proportions.” She scratched her chin. “When you’re done with him, do you think I could have a turn?”


    * * *


    The driver let us off in a little village called Hewick at the foot of the Rodog Mountains. But before she left, she extracted a “tumble in the hay” as payment for transport. By the time she rode away with a smile on her face, we had gone three rounds and I could barely stand from the exhaustion.


    I stumbled on a root and fell to the dirt. I lay there, panting, staring up at the sky. “Fae … You can’t just sell me out to a woman whenever we need money. I think my testicles have mummified.”


    “Why not?” said Fae. “It’s for your training.”


    “Yes but …” I sighed. It was no use. She could see nothing but the importance of her own mission. I sat up. Ahead of us, I could see a cluster of buildings.


    “That’s Hewick,” said Fae.


    “Please tell me we are here for some rest and recovery,” I said to her. My eyelids were heavy and my entire groin. “I don’t know if I can do this anymore. For the first time in my life, the idea of being with a woman disgusts me.”


    “An old friend of mine runs a hot spring up in the Rodog Mountains,” Fae said. “In your current state, you’re useless. We must focus on your recovery.”


    I perked up. “A hot spring does sound nice … I could really use a bath, alone, without any female companionship. Fae, I don’t know if this hero thing is for me …”


    Fae ignored me. “But to get to the hot springs we need to go on a hike.”


    I groaned. “Please tell me it’s a short hike.”


    “Oh yes, very short,” said Fae with a smile. “If you can fly. But since we must go by foot, it takes, oh, six or seven hours.”


    I fell to my knees. “I can’t do it Fae. I’m too tired. I can’t go on anymore.”


    “Stop whining,” said Fae. “You can rest as soon as we arrive.”


    I don’t know how we managed to get there, but we did, despite all my moaning and groaning. Fae cajoled me, pushed me, forced me on with little jets of flame. There were pockets of foul-smelling water in the mountains. When I stumbled into them by accident, I found leeches on my arms and legs. Fae had to burn them off. 


    When we finally arrived, it was almost night. I was exhausted, bitter, and angry. I certainly didn’t feel up for tackling a succubus. I didn’t even know if I wanted to sleep with women anymore. I wanted to go back home to Earth, where I could laze around in my chair and play video games all day, with no responsibility, and no risk of a gruesome death.


    Our destination was a small wooden hut set into a sheer rock face. The windows were lit and a trail of smoke rose from a small chimney. The last thing I remember was Fae knocking at the door. Fatigue overwhelmed me, and I collapsed.
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    Herbalist’s Greeting


  


  

    When I woke, it was day. 


    I was lying in a soft bed. Gradually I noticed someone was looking down at me. Somebody that wasn’t Fae. It was an elf. What else is there to say? She was beautiful. Long flaxen hair woven into braids. A delicate oval face with pointed ears. A smooth jawline that flowed down into a gentle neck and the clefts of her collarbones. Her skin was smooth and almost seemed to glow. There was a single blemish anywhere. Since that day, I have become lovers with many an elf. But to this day, I have never met one equal to this one in beauty or in character.


    “Good morning,” she said. “You are finally awake. My name is Eris. I am the proprietor of this hot spring retreat. It is a pleasure to meet you, Tem of Urf.”


    “Eris …” I echoed. Even her name was beautiful.


    In any other state, the elf would certainly have set my mind racing. Even in my fatigued, I could appreciate her abstract beauty. She was dressed in a silken slip that shimmered in the sunlight and did little to hide her lithe figure. Her wrists, fingers, and bare feet were adorned with items of elven jewelry.


    There as a bang of a door opening. In came Fae, to ruin my moment of peace. Compared to Eris, Fae seemed rude, even brusque. “I hope you can get it up this morning,” said Fae, flying immediately for my trousers. “I had nothing to eat last night, and I am starving.”


    I pushed her away. “Fae … I can’t. I don’t want to do this anymore. I feel like a freaking milk cow.”


    Fae frowned. “But you are the Watcher. The one who will save this kingdom. And as your familiar, I have a right—”


    “You have no right!” I suddenly shouted. Then, when Fae froze in surprise, I turned away from her to face the wall of the hut. “Didn’t you hear me? I don’t want to do this anymore. My balls feel like gallon jugs. Who cares if I’m the savior of your kingdom? I’m no hero. I’m just a nerd who jerks off to computer games. I didn’t ask to be brought here. I didn’t ask to play your monster girl game.” 


    Fae opened her mouth to speak but I cut her off. The initial burst of anger had caught flame, and now I could not stop myself from speaking.


    “And don’t think I’m fooled by this you-are-our-only-hope nonsense. Let me ask you a question,” I said, stumbling over my words. “Where are the other Watchers, hmm? Why can’t you ask the other Watchers to save your precious Kingdom of Centralia? Why don’t you send their magical bodies to tame these terrible monster girls?” I punched the bed. “It’s obvious! You did summon other Watchers. You did train them to capture monster girls. And every single one failed. They died. They’re probably shriveled up somewhere. Or torn into little pieces. That’s why you brought me here, isn’t it?”


    The room was silent. Eris and Fae looked at each other uncomfortably.


    “Tell me I’m wrong.”


    Neither said anything.


    “See! I knew it. I died. I was brought back to life. And now you’re sending me to my death again. I’m disposable. I’m no master lovemaker. All I’ve done for most of my life is play video games. How can I possibly handle a succubus when all the others have failed? It isn’t possible! This is ridiculous.”


    For a long time, all three of us were silent. There was only my frustrated breathing, and the sound of water trickling somewhere deep within the hut. 


    “Poor man,” said Eris, finally. “He’s physically and mentally exhausted.”


    Fae let out a little jet of fire into the air. “Y-you cowardly ungrateful no-good small-balled little sack of flesh. After all the effort we went into bringing you here, you— ” Her face grew purple with rage. She picked up a magical light that sat on a little table and smashed it onto the floor of the hut. It shattered into brilliant shards of yellow light that floated in the air for a moment and then faded away. 


    “Tem, no Tim, let me tell you this. If you want to run away. Then run away! You want to go sleep with maidens? Okay, go on, get out of here. Centralia does not need you! It does not want to be saved by the refuse of the earth like you. Head Magus Oakwood should never have brought you here.” 


    For a long time, no one spoke.


    It was Eris that finally broke the silence. “Fae,” she said softly, “why don’t you go get some rest? Surely these are words spoken out of fatigue and frustration. I will watch the Watcher. If you are hungry, there is Nectar of the Wood in the pantry, chilled with a coldstone. It should be enough to tide you over.” 


    Fae opened her mouth to speak but Eris gave her a look. “Trust me Fae. When have I ever done you wrong?”


    “Okay, fine,” Fae said, crossing her arms. Her tail swished angrily. “But we don’t have much time. Okay? And I assure you Tem is a helpless case. A useless coward, as you can see. We will have to do our best without him. I will be in your study, Eris. Continuing my research alone.”


    “My home is your home,” said Eris, “I think you will find my study adequately stocked.” She turned back to me. “Now then, my dear. You look exhausted.” She pushed some of my white hair out of my eyes. Her voice was like music to my ears. “It must have been difficult, being plunged into this world. Let’s not talk of saving worlds or heroic actions. Let us focus on the here and now. Why don’t you take a bath, replenish yourself.”


    I looked at her suspiciously. “Are you plotting something?”


    “Oh no,” she said with a smile. “I am a healer and an herbalist. Your health is the most important thing to me. Besides, we can’t force you to do what you don’t want to do. A man cannot make love to a woman, especially not a monster woman, if he does not want to. If you do not wish to fight for Centralia, we will find another hero. There is no shame in that.” She stroked my face in a motherly way. “You poor thing, you must be exhausted. We can talk about all that after you’ve recovered, no?”


    “Well,” I said. My feet were still blistered from the bandit’s boots, and every bone in my body was weary. “I guess I could use a bath …” There was something mesmerizing about Eris. Everything about her exuded calm, relaxation. Somehow, near her, it felt like everything would be okay.


    “Excellent,” said Eris. “I will prepare the bath right away.” 
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    Rejuvenating Nectar


  


  

    The hut was much larger than it appeared from the outside. One room of the hut connected to a cave entrance. The cave was lit from above by magical lights that floated near the ceiling, glowing in soothing yellows and purples. 


    In the main cavern, carved into stone, was a giant hot spring bath, complete with marble steps descending into steaming water. A statue of a dragon girl had her mouth open, spewing a stream of hot water into the pool.


    The water was a little on the hot side, but perfect for my fatigued body. I leaned back into the stones and relaxed, letting the heat soak in through my skin. It felt good to bathe alone. At the inn, either Breanna or Fae had been constantly trying to get into my pants. It had been too much of a good thing. Now I just wanted to relax. 


    After I finish this bath, I thought to myself, I’m going to get out of here. I don’t want any more of this mission. If women in this country think I’m hot, then I can get laid any time I want. There’s no need to help Fae or save this country. There’s no way I can go on … And if I try to defeat this succubus, I’ll just die anyway.


    There was a rustle behind me. I turned to see Eris coming in. She was carrying some towels and a pouch of some kind. 


    “How is the bath?” she said.


    “It’s very good.” 


    She kneeled next to me. “I brought some bath salts. These will relax and rejuvenate you. Would you like me to add them to the water?”


    I looked up at her. I could see the curves of her elven form beneath her gown. I felt myself stiffen under the water. But if Eris noticed, she made no comment. It was a refreshing thing after Fae and the other women’s constant approaches.


    “Sure,” I said, “that sounds nice.”


    Eris unfastened the pouch. Inside were salts of various colors. She emptied the vials into the hot spring. Immediately the scent of the bath changed. I felt a pleasant tingling on my skin. The scent was new to me: somewhat like cinnamon, but softer, more relaxing. 


    “One cannot constantly give without taking back,” said Eris. “These salts contain essential minerals. Your body will need them in if you are to continue on your journey.”


    I remained silent. I did not want to tell Eris yet of my decision to leave. It felt like I would be letting her down. Maybe I would leave in the night when she and Fae were sleeping.


    Without another word, Eris shuffled away on her bare feet. I was alone. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the bath. For the first time in what felt like eons, I could relax. Before long, I slipped into a deep slumber. 


    Sometime later, I was woken by Eris’s soft hands shaking my shoulder. “Tem,” she said in her musical voice. “I thought it better to wake you. Any longer and the heat will harm your body.”


    While I was asleep, Eris had changed into a nightgown. The fabric was even finer than before, almost transparent. Yet, the gown’s shifting folds managed to hide the most private parts of her body.


    “You’re beautiful,” I breathed. I felt my cock beginning to stir under the water.


    “Oh this?” she looked down at herself innocently. “It is my night dress. I was about to sleep when I decided to check on you. It is a good thing I did. Some have drowned in these baths from the sheer pleasure of them.”


    I did not speak. I just sat there, drinking in the glow of her beauty. 


    “Your night clothes I have placed with the towel,” she said. “And there is water in the kitchen if you would like some.” With these words said, she turned and padded out of the cave. I could see her bare feet and the rise and fall of her firm buttocks through the gown. I watched her go with disappointment.


    “Oh,” she said, pausing at the entrance of the cave. “Tem, if you would like, please share my bed tonight. I do not mean lovemaking. Simply to sleep. There is only one bed in my hut. I suspect Fae will choose to sleep in the study tonight … She is like that when she is angry.” Then, before I could reply, she vanished in a swish of fabric.


    After a few more moments, I dried off and got changed. In the kitchen, I found the pitcher of water. Beside it was a glass of golden liquid. There was no breeze blowing inside Eris’s hut, but the liquid inside shimmered and moved of its own accord. Was this the Nectar of the Wood that Eris had offered to Fae? For a time, I stood gazing at the magical liquid’s mesmerizing movements. I wondered what kind of herb had been used to make it.


    Beyond the kitchen, opposite the cave entrance, were two rooms. The door was shut behind one of them. Behind it, I could hear the Fae’s quiet mutterings and the shuffle of papers. I realized that this was Eris’s study. Fae was inside doing her research. I sighed quietly. It was hard to imagine so much knowledge and so much arrogance could fit inside such a little body. Eris was right: tonight, I did not want to be with Fae.


    In fact, the correct decision would have been to leave as soon as possible, before I was again dragged into something I would regret. But I could not bring myself to leave. The invitation from Eris intrigued me. Surely, she could have prepared a simple cot for me to sleep in. She had said the invitation was purely platonic, but did she require something more? 


    Eris was already in bed. When she noticed me, she pulled aside the covers. “Come,” she said. “The bed is not large, but it will suffice if we sleep close to one another. And to share warmth … this is the elven way.” 


    I complied. The bed was indeed small, and even with Eris pressed up against the wall of the hut, I needed to squeeze up against her to fit in. I could feel her soft elven curves pressing into me. On her skin was the same cinnamon scent exuded by the bath salts. But the scent was stronger here, and somehow … creamier. My cock soon stiffened, forming a tent beneath the covers. 


    I tried to think of disgusting things. I tried counting sheep. I tried breathing slowly. But no matter what I did, my shaft stood up straight and hard. Not once had Eris done anything to arouse or tempt me. And yet my body had responded. So this was the power of elven beauty.


    For a long time, I lay there, trying to fall asleep. Gradually, I realized that Eris too was awake. She did not move, and her chest rose and fell in an approximation of sleep. But I could see her green irises open in the dim light of the room.


    “Eris?”


    “Hm?” she said. Even this sound had a musical quality to it.


    “You cannot sleep?” I said. 


    I took her a long time to reply. “I … have slept alone for many years,” she said softly.


    “I’m sorry,” I said. “I can sleep in the cave.”


    “No … no. It is okay. It is better like this,” she said. 


    I did not quite understand what she meant. But trusting her, I lay back down. 


    I was still rock hard. I wanted to do all sorts of things to her. But I couldn’t find a way to say it. Not after all my whining earlier that evening. Not after my fight with Fae.


    For a long time, we lay like that staring up at the ceiling. I was ravaged by the thought of her. But I had my pride. And she hers. We did nothing. Then, when I shifted slightly in my sleep, my hand brushed against the fabric of Eris’s gown. I felt the soft mound of her breast with my fingers. I quickly pulled away. 


    It took me a moment to realize I had touched something wet. Slowly, I brought my fingers out from the covers. On them was a sticky sap-like liquid. It was gold and shimmered slightly. When I brought my finger and thumb apart, the liquid adhered to both fingers, forming a string of gold.


    When I looked at Eris again she was looking at my hands with a strange expression on her face. It was hard to tell in the dark. Is she blushing?


    “Eris …” I said. “What is this?”


    “That is … the Nectar of the Wood.”


    “Nectar of the Wood …” But that was the glass of gold liquid I had seen in the kitchen. “The nectar … It comes from your body?”


    She nodded. “It comes from my … breasts.”


    “The nectar … is your breast milk?”


    “In a sense. There is no human analog. But like the semen of a watcher, it has certain magical properties.”


    I brought my fingers together and pulled them apart again, forming another sticky golden string. Then, unable to resist, I brought the gold liquid to my lips and tasted it. 


    “Oh …” Eris let out a breathy gasp. 


    The liquid was warm and did not taste at all like milk. It tasted sweet, like nectar. But there was also a spicy sensation that left my tongue tingling. I swallowed. It was only a small amount, but I immediately felt strength flow through my body like a mouthful of warm broth. 


    “I feel … better.”


    “Yes. That is the power of my … nectar. Elven women were once hunted and tortured for the Nectar of the Wood,” she said. “I am one of the few elves left in Centralia. My people are no longer persecuted, but even now I feel safe only living in the mountains.” 


    With Eris’s nectar now flowing down into my body, my shaft hardened still further. It had begun to throb painfully. I thought it might tear a hole through the covers.


    “Eris,” I said. “Can I ask you something?”


    “What is it? Please, speak freely.”


    “Does this nectar … always come out from your breasts?”


    She shook her head next to me on the pillow. “No … Only when certain conditions are met.”


    “Such as?”


    “On certain nights when the moon is full.” 


    I thought about the moon that night. I was pretty sure it had been a half moon. “Is that the only time?” I asked.


    Eris hesitated. “It can also …”


    “Also?”


    “It can also happen in times of excitement.”


    “Excitement …” I echoed, my voice trembling. “By excitement … do you mean … when you are aroused?”


    I turned my head. Our eyes met across the pillow. Then, almost indistinguishably, she nodded. At that moment, all resistance melted away. I threw off the covers, grabbed Eris’s gown, and, in one motion, tore it off her body. It gave way easily. Before she could say a word, I took her nipple into my mouth. Her breasts were soaked with nectar.


    Eris moaned softly at my touch. “Tem … no … we should not.”


    I ignored her protests and continued to trace circles around her nipple, tasting the cinnamon sweetness. She moaned and leaned back into the pillow, making no move to push me off. Unlike the areola of a human woman, the skin around her bud was perfectly smooth.


    “You said … mhmhm … that you did not want to be with a woman again.”


    I switched to her other breast and began to lap the nectar in great licks of my tongue. I fondled her other breast with my other hand and began to flick at her nipple. Almost immediately, I was rewarded with a sticky spurt of warm, fresh nectar. I switched to that breast and lapped up the liquid eagerly.


    With each lick, strength coursed through my body. Eris lay back on the pillow, letting out little mews and moans of pleasure. And as I licked her, my cock, hard as steel, briefly grazed the skin of her naked thigh. 


    That single touch brought me to orgasm. I came, shooting great wads of come all over Eris’s naked body, into the cleft of her breasts, the line of her sleek elven stomach, between her hairless legs. 


    What happened next I do not remember. Amidst the waves of pleasure and the sweet sticky taste of her in my mouth, I fell into a deep sleep …


    When I woke, it was morning, and I was alone.
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    Garden Talk


  


  

    The following day Fae was no friendlier. 


    In fact, I barely saw her at all. She shut herself in Eris’s study. For most of the day she remained there, working (I assumed) on her maps and plans of the monster girl attacks. In the late morning, the Pegasus courier landed outside the hut, knocking over a few of the trellises in Eris’s herb garden. He brought news from Cece: fresh succubus attacks in the region. Eris retrieved the letters and delivered them to Fae. Although Eris was as gentle to me as the day before, we did not speak of the previous night’s events. 


    It was a strange feeling. Here in the hut, and despite the awkward tension between me and Fae, things were peaceful. Warm baths, soft glowing lights, the sound of birds in the trees. But out there below the mountain, in towns all around Centralia, people were dying. Yet, I could not bring myself to care deeply about those deaths. It was like watching a newscast about deaths in a country I had never visited. 


    After all, these were not my people. I knew nothing about their kingdom. It owed nothing to me, and I nothing to it. And so, as the silence between me and Fae lengthened, I began to feel more and more like a trapped animal. I wanted to run away. But at the same time, I did not want to leave Eris. I wanted again and again to hear her melodious voice, taste the sweet cinnamony tang of her nectar.


    In hopes of escaping these troubling thoughts, I left the hut to explore the herb garden. I soon found myself walking past the rows of trellises. Beyond the herb area was a vegetable garden rich with tomatoes, squash, cucumbers, and other unfamiliar Centralian vegetables. It was near this garden that I found Eris. She was kneeling before a short bushy plant. She had on a smock of some elven material. It hid her features well, but even the sight of her smooth shoulders and porcelain neck was enough to make my dick jump.


    “Good morning Tem,” she said when she saw me approach. She looked at the bulge in my pants. She blushed slightly. “I see your recovery is coming along nicely.”


    “Eris, I want to apologize for last night … It was too forceful of me.”


    She shook her head. “It was the right thing to do. If my nectar can help speed your recovery, then I wish you to have it. However …” She blushed again. “I could not think of the proper way to offer.”


    “May I …” I hesitated. When it came to a beauty like Eris, I could not help feeling shy. “May I … partake of your nectar again?”


    She smiled. “You may. But not now, Tem,” she said as if reading my mind. “I have things to do. And I prefer not to have another gown … ruined.”


    “What are you doing?” I said, swallowing my disappointment. 


    “Collecting herbs for an infusion I am making.”


    “Are these medicinal herbs for your healing practice?”


    She nodded. A braid of flaxen hair fell across her face. Eris pulled them behind a pointed ear with a slender finger. “Some are medicinal. But healing is only one of the many things I do. The herbs I grow can be used for a variety of magical purposes. Potions, incense remedies, vital restorants. The Academy and the magi find my work useful. It is from this that I make my living. It is also how I came to know Fae.”


    I sat down on the earth of the herb garden and watched Eris work. She deftly pricked a few leaves from the bush and placed them in a satchel. 


    “Are those for the Academy as well?”


    Eris shook her head. “These are for a special recipe I am working on.”


    I opened my mouth to ask her what recipe, but we were interrupted by a rustle in the bushes behind us. A short bat-like creature was coming towards us, muttering things as it pushed past a particularly stubborn (and prickly) herb bush.


    “Eris where are your colored inks? I want to make some marks on a map …” Fae trailed off when she saw me sitting next to Eris. 


    “Ah …” she said. “Tem is here.” She did not look angry, but tired. Her skin was pale. And her blue hair had lost some of its luster. When she spoke, her voice sounded as if was coming from far away. And for some reason, she had chosen to walk through the garden instead of fly. 


    “I want to speak to you later, Eris. I will be in your study. Oh, and”—she sent Eris a meaningful look—“do not forget what we promised. Without meeting my eyes, she pushed back through the bushes, heading toward the hut. Was it my imagination, or was she limping slightly?


    “What you promised?”


    “It is nothing,” said Eris. “Something between women.” 


    I sighed, leaning back on my palms. I could feel the soft soil of the garden between my fingers. “Why is Fae so angry with me?” 


    “Dragons are proud creatures,” said Eris, turning toward another brush. She pricked off a short twig and sniffed the sap. “Becoming a familiar is always a loss of pride. One becomes a servant to another, for life. It is not a decision that comes easily, especially not to a dragon. Decades of rigorous Academy training, extreme course loads, never-ending physical and intellectual hardship … Fae may be the only dragon familiar in all the Centralia, if not all of this world.”


    “Why would Fae choose to do something like that?”


    Eris tilted her head and looked at me. Some flaxen braids spilled off her shoulders. “I have known Fae for a long time, but even so, her reasons are not clear to me. One thing I can say. She loves this kingdom. But I think you know that. By taking on this quest to defeat the monster girls, she risks everything …” Eris trailed off and suddenly averted her eyes.


    “What do you mean everything?” I said. “That seems unfair. I am the one who risks everything, right? If I die, Fae can just find another master.” 


    Eris shook her head. “Forget I said anything. You know, Fae has barely slept since your arrival. She continues her research well into the night.”


    I frowned. Now it felt like Eris was trying to make me feel guilty. “Okay, so she’s a workaholic. But that doesn’t mean I should join her. Or feel the same passion for her quest,” I said. “Maybe you and Fae love Centralia, but to me it is nothing but an abstraction. Until recently, I did not even know it existed.”


    “Yes …” Eris reached out and put a hand on my shoulder. There was no hostility in her expression, only kindness. “It is a great burden. To summon one from another world who did not ask to come. But what other choice do we have, Tem? These relentless assaults. Our people are dying … and despite the efforts of our greatest scholars, we have discovered little about these strange monsters … why they’re here, who sent them, how they can be defeated …”


    “You tried to summon an expert from another world. But instead, you got a porn-watching nerd like me …” I laughed bitterly. “You know what people called me back on Earth? Back on Urf? They called me Timmy No-Good.”


    “Temmy Norgod?”


    “Uh … sure, whatever. But my point is that people didn’t believe in me. They thought I would fail at everything I did. They wanted me to fail. Even my own parents called me clumsy, stupid, good-for-nothing.” I knew I was whining, but I could not hold back anymore. And somehow with Eris, I felt like I could say these things without being judged.


    Eris looked at me. “Tem … I think you underestimate yourself. I have many faults, but an inability to judge character is not one of them. You are quick of mind, a fast learner, and you possess a knowledge of monster girls that is singular and unique. What you lack is not ability. It is belief. You need to learn to believe in yourself. … And of course, there is also the slight problem of learning to control your inhibitions …” 


    I remembered the way I had devoured her nectar last night and turned slightly red.


    “You really think so?”


    Eris nodded.


    “Every man dreams of being given a quest,” I said to Eris. “Of becoming the hero of a story. Of being the one to save the world. But now that I have my quest … I don’t feel up for it. It’s like wearing clothes that are ten sizes too small … It feels like someone handed me clothes meant for another man.”


    “Maybe it is a quest for another man.”


    I looked at her. So even Eris thought I was not up to this task. 


    Suddenly, Eris reached over and gently touched me through my trousers. I had grown soft after Fae’s appearance, but at her caress, I immediately stiffened. 


    She flushed slightly as if embarrassed by her own actions. “A man is not a static being, Tem. He can grow soft. Or he can grow hard.” She traced a finger up my shaft. “And with the proper training, he can even learn to jump.” She tickled my head through the fabric, and my dick jerked upward, threatening to burst out of the fabric. I let out a moan.


    Eris stood up. “Maybe you are not up to this task now, Tem. But who you are tomorrow is not who you are today.” And with that said,  she strode away toward the hut, her elven hips swaying with each step.


    For a long time I sat there in the soil of the garden, enjoying the sun on my face, the sound of the birds in the trees. Every moment with Eris breathed new life into me. Maybe she was right, I thought. Maybe I could handle this quest. Do it my way, not Fae’s way. 


    But this feeling was a fleeting one. It would not even last a day. The next time Fae and I spoke, we would have our biggest quarrel yet. 
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    Fire and Fire


  


  

    That night, I slept again in Eris’s bed. Laying side by side, she soon became aroused. Her face flushed and her breathing grew heavy. Nectar flowed from her breasts. She allowed me to drink from her, but when I made a move to kiss her, or tried to bring her hand to touch my hardness under the covers she pulled away and shook her head. 


    “You must save your strength, Tem …” 


    The next day, I focused on my recovery. I ate fruits and vegetables from the gardens and bathed several times in the cinnamon hot springs. Between these sessions, I explored the mountain area around Eris’s hut: pools of water that glinted in the sunlight, crags where strange animals crawled, forests with trees I had never seen the likes of on Earth. Slowly but surely, I felt my strength returning to me. The hot springs and Nectar of the Wood were working. 


    As for Fae, I saw even less of her than before. She no longer came out to eat. She was clearly avoiding me. 


    By the third day, I had my libido back. The mere scent of Eris was enough to bring my cock to full attention. I felt a fork in the road was approaching. I knew I could not stay forever, infringing on Eris’s hospitality. But I also could not imagine continuing my quest with Fae, especially not with our relationship in the state that it was. We needed to talk.


    And so, it was with hopes of reconciliation that I gathered my courage and knocked on the door of the study.


    “Come in,” said Fae’s weary voice.


    I entered to find Fae kneeling on a desk in the center of Eris’s study. The room had no windows but was lit from the ceiling by a soft magical light. The table surface was covered with a layer of documents. Parcels, letters, maps of Centralia. Fae had a quill in her hands. The quill was larger than she was, and, on occasion, she would dip it into an inkstand to scrawl something on a map or piece of parchment.


    She looked up at me with vacant eyes and then, almost without recognition, returned to her studies. She looked even worse than before. Her scales were flaky like dried-out skin. And though the room was cool, she was covered with a sheen of sweat. Her wings, normally lustrous obsidian, had turned to the color of ash.


    “Are you alright?” I said.


    “Fine.” She did not look up.


    “Fae I …”


    “Did you enjoy last night?”


    “Last night?”


    “Sucking the milk from mommy’s teats?”


    I stiffened, and not in a good way. “That’s my own business, not yours. Besides, you’re drinking it too!”


    She ignored me. “Does the poor child need a mommy to run to? Do you need someone to hug hug and kiss kiss you when things get hard? Hmm?”


    All sympathy ran out of me, replaced by hard anger. “What the hell do you have against me?”


    Fae swatted a stack of letters off the desk. They fell and lay strewn all over the floor. “All of these are reports, Tem. Of men dying! Monster girl attacks. This isn’t playtime. But all you’ve done since you’ve come here is drool and suck on Eris’s tits! You want to put your stick in a hole, is that it? The kingdom needs you. But when things get just a little difficult, you start to moan and whine and feel sorry for yourself.”


    “I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again.” I pointed an accusatory finger at her. “You and your stupid head mage Oakface brought me here. Did someone ask me? No. Did I beg you to bring me back to life? No. To me your game of save-the-kingdom is just another game. It’s no different for me than stick-in-hole. I don’t care about you, or your people, or anyone in this kingdom. Why should I risk my ass to save you?”


    For a long time, Fae was silent. I could see the sweat running down her face. She was breathing hard. Was it from the anger? She tried to stand and point a finger at me but the stumbled and lay on the desk, panting. When she finally spoke, her voice quivered.


    “Get out.”


    “What?”


    “I said get out. I don’t want to see your cowardly face ever again. It was a mistake to bring you here. It was a mistake to bind myself to you. I’ll find some way to save the kingdom on my own. Without your help.”


    I paused, surprised by the force of her response. This had started as just a venting of frustrations, but now it had turned into something more serious. 


    “But … I’m your master …” I ended lamely.


    She lay down on the desk and closed her eyes. “You’re no master of mine. Now get out. I have work to do. And not a moment of time to waste.”


    * * *


    Fae’s words decided the matter. I could not bear staying near her any longer. That night, I informed Eris of my wish to leave the next morning. We were lying in her bed with our shoulders pressed together. When I told her of my intentions, I felt her tense up next to me.


    “What is it?” I asked.


    She shook her head. I looked at Eris. Even in the dim light, I could see her green eyes. They were wet with tears. 


    “Eris?”


    Eris opened her mouth to speak. But then she turned away. A single tear slid out and ran down her cheekbone. 


    “She’ll be fine without me. Now she can find a better master. One who can use her talents better. Not a good-for-nothing like me.”


    “If this is your decision, then I cannot stop you.”


    Eris did not reply. Neither of us slept very well that night. And, in truth, I could not understand the meaning of her tears. Surely, if she cared about Centralia, she too would like for Fae to find someone more capable. Or were her tears for me? Before I could find the courage to ask, it was morning.


    I was lacing up my boots in the entranceway when Eris padded up behind me. She was carrying a satchel of fruits and vegetables. “For your journey,” she said. “It is not much but it should last you a few days.”


    “Where is Fae?” I asked, trying to sound nonchalant. Secretly I still hoped she might appear to apologize, or at least to see me off. 


    “She’s in the study. Working on a map of the succubus attacks.”


    “Oh,” I said. 


    That’s all she cares about. Work, work, work.


    “Fae … she’s not a bad person you know. If you could just give her a chance …”


    I felt another wave of anger. So even Eris was on Fae’s side. There was nobody in this kingdom who saw things from my perspective. If that was the case, then there was no reason for me to see things from theirs.


    “Thanks for everything,” I said bitterly. Then before Eris could say another word, I shut the door behind me and headed off down the mountain path. 
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    Departure


  


  

    They say that coming down a mountain is always easier than going up, but without Fae’s guidance, this was not the case. Countless times I got lost on the path, stumbling into pits or bogs filled with leeches. Other times, the path disappeared altogether, and I found myself traveling in circles. Once, my foot tripped on a root. I fell through some brushes and almost tumbled off the edge of a cliff. Only my enhanced reflexes saved me: I was able to grab onto some roots and pull myself up. 


    By the time I returned to Hewick in the foothills of the Rodog Mountains, it was early evening. I was half asleep when I finally found an open tavern and stumbled in, wearily. There were a few others inside, most of them women. I went up to the counter and croaked, “Water. Food. A room for a night.”


    The innkeeper, another buxom woman that looked a lot like Breanna, nodded. She came back with what I asked for and did not ask for payment, despite my muddy, disheveled appearance. In this country, my gender and my hair were worth more than any kind of coin. 


    I downed an entire pitcher of water in one go. And then, not bothering to clean my hands of mud and filth, I dug into the meal: a kind of roast fowl that tasted something between chicken, turkey, and roast pork. As I ate the greasy meat with my bare hands, a woman walked up and sat down beside me.


    “Hi there, Watcher.”


    I ignored her and continued eating.


    The woman slid her hand up my thigh.


    I looked at her, a half-eaten bone still in my mouth. 


    “What do you want?”


    “Watcher,” she said, batting her eyelashes at me. “Are you free this night? I cannot forget that evening we spent together in the hay. And I am eager to repeat the … act.”


    I looked at her again. Blonde hair in thick, hay-colored curls. Likely in her late thirties. Freckles on her face. 


    “Who are you?” I was pretty sure I had never seen her before in my life.


    “You do not remember me?” She frowned. “But it has only been a few days since we were last together. Was I so dissatisfactory?”


    I took another look at her. Medium-sized breasts. Soft innocent features but also something naughty in the way she blinked her lashes at me. If I squint enough, she kind of looks like Eris.


    “I’m sorry …” I said. “I’ve been ill.” 


    “I see …” she said. “I was the driver. Who brought you here from Wayheath.”


    I struggled to remember. Yes, there had been a female driver. My memory from that time was hazy. In fact, almost everything since my arrival in Centralia was a blur in my mind.


    “So have you found a companion for the night?” She ran a finger higher up my thigh. 


    Yes, if I squinted and looked at her out of the corner of my eyes, she did look like Eris. There was the problem of her voice … it was nasally and grated on my ears. Her hand rose higher and began to rub me through my trousers. I felt myself growing hard under her care. The time in Eris’s hut had allowed my body to recover. This was what I wanted, was it not? To travel Centralia, stay the hell away from monster girls, and sleep with as many women as I could? And right before me was opportunity number one.


    The woman took my hand and slid it down under her breeches. When I pulled my fingers out, they were soaking wet.


    “See how much I desire you, Watcher?” Leaning closer, she breathed, “You may take me however you wish. If you prefer, you may take me right here, in front of all to see. I don’t mind.”


    “L-let’s go to your room,” I croaked. “I am going to fuck you until the world turns dark.”


    As soon as the door of the woman’s hut closed, she kneeled and began to stroke my cock. I closed my eyes and imagined it was Eris stroking me. That it was Eris who was about to take my length into her mouth, tease me with her elven tongue. 


    “Watcher?” the woman asked as she stroked my cock. Her voice jolted me out of my fantasies.


    “What is it?” I said, not bothering to hide the disappointment. Compared to Eris, her voice was like a rusty razor blade on my eardrums.


    “Where is your familiar?”


    I pursed my lips. I did not want to think about Fae, and especially not at a time like this. “She is not here.”


    “Is she dead?”


    “Of course she isn’t,” I said with irritation. I pulled her head onto my cock. “Less talk and more tongue.”


    I felt the tip of my cock hit the back of the woman’s throat. The woman gagged and choked, spluttering slightly. “One moment,” she said. “I can take it …” She spit on my shaft to add lubrication. As she pumped her hand up and down, she began to speak again: “But I heard that a familiar …” 


    I sighed. Could this woman not shut up? “What? What?! What did you hear?!”


    “Well, I heard that a familiar cannot live long without its master, no? So, she must be nearby. I did not see her at the tavern.”


    I froze. “What did you say?”


    “I did not see her at the tavern.”


    I reached under the woman’s armpits and in one powerful motion, hoisted her up to a standing position. She let out a gasp. 


    “No, what did you say before that?” 


    “A familiar cannot live long without its master? But surely you know—”


    It all came to me in a rush. Fae’s pale complexion. Her increasing distance from me. Why she had refused to see me when I had left Eris’s hut that morning. She knew she would die if I left … but she had allowed me to leave regardless.


    “What about Nectar of the Wood?” I asked, shaking the woman. “Can’t a familiar live off of that?”


    “You’re scaring me …”


    “WHAT ABOUT THE NECTAR?”


    The woman shrank away from me, shaking her head. “I’m sorry I do not know …”


    I’m such an idiot. 


    “I’m sorry,” I said. “I have to go …” Then without another word, I hoisted up my trousers and ran from the woman’s home, slamming the door behind me. 
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    Return


  


  

    By the time I ascended the mountain again to reach Eris’s hut, it was daybreak. In a span of twenty-four hours, I had hiked down the mountain and back up, without a single wink of sleep. Yet somehow, I felt more energetic than ever before. Now I had a mission. There was a life to save.


    I pushed open the door without knocking. Eris was in the entryway, sitting on the floor with her knees pressed to her chest. Upon seeing me, she immediately stood up and wiped her face. It was obvious she had been crying.


    “Tem … Why are you here?”


    “Where’s Fae?”


    “Fae, she’s …” She let out a muffled sob.


    I grabbed Eris and shook her. “Where’s Fae?! Is she still alive?!”


    Eris’s eyes widened. “She’s alive … but you knew?”


    “Take me to her.”


    Eris led me to the back of the hut, toward the caves.


    “Why didn’t you tell me,” I said angrily. “That she would die if I did not feed her?”


    “She asked me not to,” said Eris. “She said it was a matter of pride. That it was between you and her …” 


    That idiot. 


    Fae was lying on a cot in the cave, next to the steaming hot spring bath. Her face had grown even paler. She was asleep, but her face was covered with sweat. With each ragged breath, her forehead knotted up in pain.


    There was clearly not much time left. I pulled down my trousers and began to rub. I had to feed her before time ran out. But at the sight of Fae like that in her miserable state … I couldn’t get it up.


    “I can’t … I can’t get it up,” I said to Eris. She was standing behind me, the tears streaming down her face. “Can you help me?”


    She wiped the tears from her face. “I can … I can try.”


    “Please, help.”


    I closed my eyes and tried to focus on my breathing. The only way to get aroused would be to forget about Fae, and focus on the pleasure. I heard some rustling behind me, then felt a warm breath on my lower back.


    “Eris, it’s better if you come around—oh!” I squeezed my cheeks together in surprise. Eris had started to lick my ass! Her elven tongue had found its way between my cheeks and was making warm, wet circles around the sensitive nerve endings of my entrance. From the surprise and sudden stimulus, a rush of blood flowed into my nether regions.


    “That’s it, Eris!” I moaned. “It’s working. Keep doing that.”


    She needed no second request. She reached around and grabbed my fast-hardening shaft from behind, stroking it up and down with her soft hand. At the same time, she parted my ass cheeks and pressed her tongue to my hole, sliding the warm wetness up and down over the entrance of my hole. I soon grew hard.


    “G-good I said. That feels so good.” I kneeled over Fae’s cot on all fours, with my waist immediately above Fae’s sleeping face. “Now … finish me Eris. Milk me!”


    Eris knelt down behind me. She grabbed my cock and began to stroke it even faster than before. At the same time, her tongue traced circles around the edge of my asshole. Waves of pleasure flowed through me. I could feel the nectar from her breasts dripping onto my thighs and calves. This was nothing like the clumsy movements of the woman in the tavern.


    “Eris …” I panted. “I’m going to come!”


    Eris pushed my hips lower and guided the tip of my cock over Fae’s sleeping mouth, stroking all the while. 


    “Ready?” asked Eris.


    “Ready,” I moaned. 


    Eris squeezed my cock tight and began to jerk even faster. At the same time, she plunged her elven tongue deep into my asshole. The slippery warmth entered me, exploring the walls of my rectum.


    I shuddered and let out a moan. My balls contracted. I bucked my hips forward, spraying my milk into Fae’s open mouth. Eris, her tongue still up my ass, grabbed my hips with one arm and pulled them tight. With the other, she held my twitching cock steady, directing the bursts of white fluid into Fae’s open mouth. 


    Hit by the sudden force of my seed, Fae spluttered and choked. Bits of liquid missed her mouth, hitting her face, her wings, the cot beneath her. But a large quantity, built up during my rest at the hut, made it into her mouth. I could only hope it would be enough.


    When I was finally spent, Eris and I sat on the cot, panting, and watching Fae. With a gentle finger, Eris scooped up some come from Fae’s face and guided it toward her mouth. 


    At first, Fae did not move.


    But then slowly, ever so slowly, Fae opened her mouth, took in my liquid, and swallowed.  Still half asleep, she extended her tongue and began to lap up my seed, swallowing mouthful after mouthful as Eris guided my liquid to her lips.


    I hoisted Eris up to her feet and gave her a hug. Together we did a little dance around the cave. Fae had drunk my seed! Eris smiled and brought her mouth to mine. We kissed. I could feel her sticky nectar soaking through my tunic but I didn’t care. Nothing else mattered. Fae would live! 
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    Recovery


  


  

    For the first day, Fae remained unconscious. 


    I stayed by her side, watching over her and toweling the sweat from her face. She was still pale and she mumbled things in her sleep. But we knew the worst was over. Every few hours, Eris joined me in the cot to help me feed her, jerking me to orgasm and directing my seed into Fae’s mouth.


    At night, Eris and I slept with Fae between us in her small bed. I was exhausted from the day’s efforts, but licking up Eris’s nectar helped replenish me and restore my strength.


    By the morning of the second day, Fae began to blink in and out of consciousness. She did not speak but was able to nod or shake her head in response to our words. Finally, on the afternoon of the second day, Fae spoke. It happened just after her afternoon feeding. I was wiping her body down with a wet towel when she woke and turned to meet my eyes. 


    “Good morning princess,” I said.


    “Why …” she said, her voice soft. “Why did you come back, Tem?”


    I stroked her face affectionately. “How could I leave you to die, Fae?”


    “I was sure … you wouldn’t come back. Looks like there’s a good side to you after all.”


    “Oh no,” I said, “I just wanted to coat your face with my seed one more time.”


    We both grinned. Then, in protest, she opened her mouth wide and bit down on my finger.


    “Tem …” she said, taking my finger in her hand. She stroked it gently. “You don’t have to do this. You don’t have to save Centralia. This is too much burden for one man to bear. I didn’t think about your feelings at all. We can find some other way … A smaller way to do our part …”


    I shook my head. “It’s not your fault. The scale of this thing is too large. What is the life of one guy like me when the fate of the entire kingdom is at hand?”


    “Still, this is a battle you can only fight of your own will. It took me too long to realize that.”


    At that moment, Eris padded into the bedroom.


    “Look at you two lovebirds,” she said with a smile. “It brings me joy to see you in good relations again.”


    “We’re not lovebirds,” said Fae turning away. Was it my imagination, or was her face red?


    I blushed. “I just want to keep her around for my own pleasure.”


    Eris laughed in her musical way. “Fae was never honest with herself. And now she’s got a master who is the same. It’s the perfect match.”


    “It’s time for your afternoon meal Fae.”


    I climbed on all fours over Fae. She wrapped her long tongue around my cock and began to stroke me to life. I heard Eris come up behind me and climb into the bed. For a moment I felt her hot breath on my balls, and then I gasped as her elven tongue slipped into my ass. 


    “Eris … It’s okay,” I said, biting back a moan. “You don’t have to help anymore.”


    “I wish for it,” said Eris between licks. “These days and nights I have grown accustomed to your taste.” As if to emphasize, she ran the tip of her warm tongue around the rim of my hole. I shuddered. “I will miss you Tem, when you are gone.”


    “This Elf,” said Fae, releasing my cock for a moment. “She finds a man and she forgets all about her old friend. Decades of friendship, destroyed by a single foreign man.”


    Eris laughed in her musical way. “Fae, you know that is not true.”


    Then both girls went silent. They were too busy pleasuring me to speak. Under their dedicated ministrations, I soon reached orgasm, spurting strands of wet come all over Fae’s face and horns. Once Fae drank her fill, Eris rolled me over and cleaned me carefully, making sure not to leave a drop behind.


    “I wanted to taste your seed just once,” she said. “Before you were gone.”


    “You will not come with us?” I said, enjoying the sensation of her on my skin. If it were not for our mission, I could imagine living here in the mountains with her for the rest of my life.


    She shook her head. “I too wish to do what I can for Centralia. I must continue my research here. My herbs and remedies are the most important thing I can offer. But before you go … I have something for you.” She slipped away for a moment to her study. When she returned, she was carrying a little pouch.


    “What is it?” asked Fae.


    I sat up and opened the bag. Inside was a vial, shining and filled with gold liquid.


    “It’s Nectar of the Wood …” I said. “But it seems different somehow.”


    Eris reached over and stroked a breast through her gown with one finger. The gown was soaked again with her nectar. She took one sticky strand and held it up to the light. The color of it was still gold, but less brilliant than the liquid in the vial. “The nectar in the vial is condensed,” she said, “and I have infused it with the essence of various herbs.”


    “From your garden?”


    She nodded. “A mixture of elven herbs that will contribute to vitality, stamina, endurance … arousal. This is all I can do for you. But I hope it will help you in your battle against the succubus. Please bring it with you when you depart.” She batted her lashes shyly. “And I also hope it is something to remember me by.”


    I rose and embraced Eris. I kissed her on the mouth. Our tons entwined, and I tasted myself on her. “Eris,” I said, holding her by the slender shoulders. “I will never forget you.”


    Behind us, Fae snorted.“And to think you called us lovebirds.” 


    “I don’t know if I care about the people of Centralia,” I said. “But I do know one thing. There are two people here I care about. Two people I don’t want to let down. So I will do this thing. I will do what I can to defeat the succubus.”


    The next morning, Fae felt strong enough to travel. We said goodbye to Eris, and returned to Wayheath. We had received a letter from Cece: she wished to meet with us to discuss our plans for the capture of the succubus. 
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    Back to Wayheath


  


  

    Our return to Wayheath was not a joyous one. 


    In our absence, two more men had died. The citizens, dressed in robes of black, were gathered in the town square for a final farewell. Many of them had tears in their eyes. The shriveled corpse of one man I recognized: it was the cart driver who had first carried us to Wayheath. In the crowd, I caught sight of Sasha, the redheaded seamstress. She nodded at me grimly. There was none of the playful friskiness from our time together in Cece’s bed.


    We waited politely for the funeral to end and headed immediately for the town hall. Cece was in her office, her monocle sitting on her eye. Next to her was Helia. The short-haired Freyahlian woman was hunched over Cece’s desk, poring over some papers. When she saw us enter, anger flashed across her face. She picked up a pot of flowers and dashed it against the wall. The pottered shattered. Water and bits of ceramic fell to the floor. 


    “While you were enjoying your vacation,” Helia hissed. “Two more men have died.” 


    I gulped. Clearly, she was not happy about our sudden departure from Wayheath.


    “Calm yourself Helia,” said Cece with a wave of her hand. “I apologize for my associate’s anger,” said Cece. “I understand the journey to the mountains was a necessary one. But now that you have returned, we must redouble our efforts.”


    Fae pulled some documents from a satchel I was carrying for her and brought them to Cece’s desk.


    “We were not idle during our retreat,” Fae said. She set the map down and pushed it across the table to unfurl it. “Here’s a map of Centralia that I have compiled,” she said. I walked over and looked. One part of the peninsula was dotted with dozens of red marks. There were black dots labeled with the name of cities and towns. I tried to recall the history lesson Fae had given me back in the cart. It felt like months ago … had it only been a week? 


    “Here,” said Fae, pointing to a black dot between the sea and the Rodog Mountains. “This is Wayheath, where we are now. And this village near Eris is Hewick. And here …” she moved her finger beyond Wayheath to where land met the sea, “is the port town of Fryford. As you can see, most of the attacks have occurred in these three locations.” 


    I looked at the map. The three black dots formed a triangle of sorts. 


    “And these red dots,” said Cece. “I assume these are the succubus attacks? You made marks based on the information I sent you.”


    “Of course. I am a scholar. I have not been idle.”


    Helia narrowed her eyes. “But these red dots. There’s no apparent order. Some are clustered in Hewick, some in Wayheath, some in Fryford. What is the point of this exercise?”


    “There is no order that we can see as of yet,” Fae corrected her. “But regardless, there is something we do know.”


    Helia arched an eyebrow. 


    “Tem, you tell them.”


    I cleared my throat. I was eager to use my monster girl knowledge and be of use. “If we assume the succubus is under disguise and has a base of operations. Then she is most likely in one of these three places: Wayheath, Hewick, or the port town of Fryford.”


    “How do you know that?” Cece asked. 


    “A succubus can transform but not fly. Her wings are ornamental only. If we assume movement at human speed—or at most horse speed—then realistically she must be in one of these three locations. The other towns are too far away. But these three towns form a triangle. The succubus could travel to any one of the three, make her attack, and then return to her location of hiding.”


    “You are making a mistake,” said Helia. “The succubus may not be hiding at all. She could be disguised as a traveling merchant. Or a peddler. Perhaps she circles all three towns, attacking at will.”


    I shook my head. “It is unlikely.”


    “Why?”


    “We are dealing with a lesser succubus,” I said. “And unlike a greater or elder succubus, a lesser succubus cannot keep up her disguise for long. I suspect her limit is an hour at most: enough to ‘harvest’ a man’s life force but not more. Then she must disappear …”


    “ … and find somewhere to hide.” Fae finished. “Somewhere to recoup while she is in her true form. It is a masterful strategy. So she likely has a hideout. Somewhere safe and consistent, where she can be secure.”


    “But we are not sure, are we?” said Cece. “That this is a lesser succubus. It could be a greater one.”


    I considered Cece’s comment. In my head was all the data from my years of monster girl fandom. Never had I thought it could be so helpful. “It is possible. A greater succubus can drain a body’s life force until there is nothing left but skin and bone … but I suppose she could also choose not to do that. It does make sense, given what we’ve seen: the craftiness in her attacks, the lack of mistakes. If it’s a greater succubus we’re dealing with, she could probably maintain her disguise for longer. I’m not sure how long. Several hours, at least. Maybe even half a day. But still …” I pointed at the map. “With the travel distances between towns in Centralia, I think one of these three towns is our best bet.”


    “And what of an elder succubus?” asked Helia. She was staring at me intently. Clearly, she did not like the idea of these outsiders butting in on her affairs. Perhaps she wanted to capture the succubus herself.


    “I do not think so.”


    “But the possibility is not zero, is it Watcher?” Was it my imagination, or was Helia looking at me with the same intensity as that time in the town hall? Again, I had the feeling she was fucking me with her eyes. 


    “It is not worth considering,” I said. “The likelihood is small. And if it truly is an elder succubus that we are dealing with, then we stand little chance. There isn’t much information about them. But I know that they milk their men until their very bones turn to dust.”


    Cece shuddered. “It’s terrible. Monstrous.”


    “An elder succubus can maintain her form nearly indefinitely,” I said. “The only way for us to catch her would be for her to make a mistake. But it’s better to focus on the things we can control, not the things we cannot.”


    “All this theory is wonderful …” Helia crossed her arms. “But do you plan to capture this succubus, Watcher? Are you merely flapping your lips? Do you have a real plan?”


    “There’s only one thing I can think of,” I said. “We need to lay a trap. Fae, you mentioned that, when I was summoned, I was infused with magical powers, right?”


    She nodded. “The details of the magic are not clear to me, but you should have resistance to the monster girls.”


    “There’s something I read about the succubi. This is not the case for all monster girls, but a succubus needs to sleep with men in order to live.”


    Fae, Cece, and Helia looked at me. They were waiting for me to continue.


    “To help her hunt men, a succubus has the ability to sense their magical auras. She is attracted to stronger, more powerful men. Men cannot resist her charms and are killed. But this pull works both ways. The succubus is also pulled toward the very men she seeks to destroy …”


    “I see. The sight of you, a Watcher imbued with magical powers. Would be irresistible to a succubus,” said Helia. I nodded and shifted uncomfortably. Again, I could feel her eyes roaming over my body.


    “So we’re going to use you as a trap?” said Fae. “But how? Tie you to a hitching post and strip you naked?”


    “Something other than that I hope … I wonder, Fae. Is there a way to amplify my magic signal? Make me appear more appealing than I am.”


    “Hmm … Magical amplification is a tricky business. But it is possible. However …”


    “There’s a catch?” I suggested.


    She nodded. “We’re going to have to do some traveling. Sorry Cece, but it seems like we will have to depart Wayheath again, though we have just come so soon.”


    The last thing I saw before we left was Helia, balling her hands into a fist.
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    A Living City


  


  

    After a few hours’ rest in Wayheath, Fae and I caught a covered wagon to Fryford. I managed a few hours sleep, but between meals for Fae (three times during the journey: she was on double rations to aid in her recovery) and the bumpy unpaved road, I was feeling pretty fatigued when the driver finally knocked on the canvas drape to alert us of our arrival.


    I parted the wagon cover and hopped out. What I saw instantly erased my weariness. Fae had told me little about Fryford. I knew it was a port town and the most populous city in the area. But it was much more than that. 


    For the first time since arriving in Centralia, the city was alive.


    “There are so many people,” I breathed. 


    We were standing in a stone-paved market square. Around us were stalls loaded down with goods: gilded armor, freshly baked bread, strange ornaments, potions, magical items, jewelry. Somebody bumped into me and muttered a curse. But I did not care, after all those quiet villages, it was wonderful to be in a place with people again.


    “Fae, there are people! And some of them are men!”


    “Of course there are,” said Fae, landing on my shoulder. “Things are bad in this country. But we are still far from the end. This is a glimpse of the Centralia we wish to protect.”


    I looked around. The air was full of the scent of spices and human activity. Back on Earth I had hated crowds. But after all the quiet days in small Centralian villages, this was a welcome sight.


    “So where’s your friend?” I said. Fae had told me we were here to meet a sorceress friend of hers from the Academy.


    “Not my friend. My acquaintance. Wait here while I have a look around.”


    While I waited, I went up to a stall and purchased something that looked like a bunch of grapes. They were not green or purple but the color of old wine. I raised them to my nose for a sniff. One of the grapes opened its fangs and tried to tear off my nose. I threw it away with a terrified yelp. The grapes grew wings and fluttered away above the buildings of Fryford.


    “Try not to get yourself killed Tem,” said Fae, landing back on my shoulder with a yawn. “That would not be a heroic death.”


    “They should really put a warning label on stuff like that …” I muttered. Fryford was great, but it looked like there would be a lot to get used to. Fae tugged on my ear and pointed down an alleyway between two buildings. “Try going over there. She won’t be in a place like this. She’ll be in some place darker and dirtier.”


    As I walked, I brought up the subject of Helia and Cece. “They didn’t look happy when we said we were leaving again. I thought Helia would smash another pot then and there.”


    “That woman needs to learn to control her anger,” said Fae. “Regardless, we are not here on a honeymoon. We are here on just as serious of a mission.”


    “Yes, I know. You told me at least a dozen times when I was trying to sleep.” We had bickered several times during the journey, but there had been no serious fights or arguments. And, although Fae was as cheeky as ever, I could sense that she was now willing to respect my opinions.


    “Remember,” I said, following my ear around another bend. “You know more than me, but I am your master. And in the end, I get to make the call.”


    “Yes, yes …” said Fae. “You told me that at least ten dozen times.” Fae looked around some more. “Now if I could only remember where that tramp Mara lives … I know it’s around here somewhere. Try that way.”


    “Mara? Tramp?”


    “Oh, she’s an old acquaintance of mine from the Academy. She graduated a few decades before I did … Heard she took up a practice selling love potions and knick-knacks to the men of Fryford … I suppose she’s fallen on hard times now.” We passed into another market area, this one more industrial. Fae lifted off and flew ahead without warning. I rushed after her, squeezing past some people and bumping into many others, mumbling apologies all the while.


    “So she’s a witch of sorts?” I said when I finally caught up. “A female magi?”


    “I suppose you could say that— aha!” Fae stopped. We were back in another alleyway. Before us was the front of a run-down shop. The glass panes were so grimy that it was impossible to see inside. Above the wooden door was a sign painted with the faded letters LOV. There had been a final letter once, but the location was burnt ash black as if somebody had set the sign on fire. 


    Fae slapped on the wooden door a few times with her tail. There was no answer.


    “Are you sure this is the place?” I said, trying to peer through the glass. “It looks like nobody has been here in centuries.” The other shopfronts in the alley were abandoned: the glass was broken and the wood rotten through. 


    “No, that harlot is in there.”


    “How do you know?”


    “Listen.”


    “Listen?” I pressed my ear to the door. “I don’t hear any— oh.” Just faintly, from somewhere deep within the store, I could hear the sound of a woman’s moans. They were not moans of pain but of pleasure. Sexual pleasure. I gave Fae a look. “She seems kind of occupied,” I said. “Maybe we could come back later?”


    “No, no …” said Fae. “Knowing Mara, it could be weeks before this lets up …”


    “Weeks …” What kind of mess was I getting myself into now? “But if she doesn’t answer she doesn’t answer. What can we do?”


    Fae let out a concentrated stream of fire, burning a hole the size of her body in the door. She flew through and opened it from the inside. “After you,” she said.


    “I thought you were friends,” I said, stepping through. “Are you sure you should be breaking and entering?”


    “It’s not broken, just burned. And I said we were acquaintances. Not friends. Now what manner of contraption has that tramp gotten herself hooked up to now?”


    Contraption? Hooked up? I decided it was better not to ask.
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    Mara’s Place


  


  

    The shop interior was dark and even grimier than the exterior. Here and there were bits of broken furniture, shriveled plants, boxes filled with fragments of glass and ceramic. The walls were lined with shelves, on which sat vials, tubes, and jugs of all kinds. Inside them, floating in murky liquid, were fleshy things that I did not recognize—and did not wish to. Everything smelled of dust and disuse. 


    I pricked up my ears. The moans were coming harder and faster now, but still from a dark recess in one corner of the room.


    “It’s a staircase,” said Fae. “Leading down. Looks like Mara’s been doing some renovations.”


    Uncertain what to expect, I tiptoed slowly down the steps, careful not to make any sound on the stone with my boots. The stairs spiraled downward and then ended abruptly in a stone-walled dungeon lit by red magical lights. In the center of the dungeon, hanging from four chains attached to the ceiling, was a stone slab. And bent over this slab with her ass in the air was Mara. As for what she was doing, it can only be described like this: a giant tongue was fucking her from behind. 


    The sorceress’s skirt was hiked up to her waist and behind her, a giant pink tongue, magically enhanced in size, was curled up into a cylinder, sliding in and out of her opening, pleasuring her from behind. With each tongue thrust, Mara let out a passionate moan and gripped the stone slab with white knuckles. Fae and I stood there watching all of this, half dumbstruck, half amused, and in my case also 100% aroused.


    Soon, the pace of Mara’s moans grew faster, building up into a hip-shaking orgasm. She clenched the edges of the stone slab, ass and thighs tremoring as the tongue continued to assault her. Streams of creamy fluid gushed down her legs onto the stone floor. When the tremors finally stopped, the tongue did a victory lap of the dungeon and flew back into Mara’s mouth.


    “Mmm …” said the sorceress. “I taste good.” 


    From the doorway, Fae looked at Mara with a disgusted expression. “Please Mara. I always knew you were infantile and disgusting. But fucking yourself with your own tongue? It looks like the centuries have finally addled your brain.”


    The sorceress whirled around. Though she was certainly seeing us for the first time, she did not show it. “Oh my, if it isn’t my lovely reptilian friend!” she said, strolling over and embracing Fae in a hug. “What brings you out of the vile swampland filth? You smell just as terrible as the day we said goodbye.”


    Fae patted the sorceress on the back. “And look at you, Mara. Now that you’ve run out of men to spread your legs for, I see you’ve started to spread them for yourself.”


    They stared at each other. At any moment, it felt like they would start slinging spells and jets of flame at one another. 


    I coughed.


    “Oh my,” said Mara, turning to me. “Where are my manners? Greeting … greetings …” She walked over and ran her fingers through my hair. “And what have we here? A peace offering?”


    “He’s not for you,” said Fae.


    Mara grabbed my half-erect cock through my trousers. “He seems to disagree.”


    I pushed her hand away (with some regret). “No, Fae is right. We’re here to talk business.”


    Mara frowned. “You’re no fun.” She waved a hand and suddenly a red dress appeared on her body. A chair materialized on the floor and she sat down on it. “If Fae is here then this can only be one thing. It’s about the monster girls isn’t it?” Two more chairs appeared: one big and one small. She motioned that we should sit down.


    We did so, but when Fae tried to settle down in her chair, it vanished and she fell to the stone floor before she could spread her wings. Mara snickered. When Fae stood up her face was purple.


    “Easy Fae …” I picked her up and sat her on my lap. If Fae lost her temper, it would be the end of any discussion. I knew from experience.


    We told Mara about our succubus problem. Though she and Fae bickered, Mara was clearly also interested in the monster girl problem. And to no surprise: as a seller of love potions and pleasure goods to men: she needed men to exist if she was to stay in business.


    “Though I can help you amplify your magical signal somewhat,” said Mara. “The most important thing is to increase the signal itself.” Her hands detached themselves and flew up the staircase. They returned shortly after carrying a pot of tea and two cups.


    “I hope one of those cups is mine,” Fae said.


    “Sorry,” said Mara with a smile. “I don’t serve tea to lizards.”


    “You mean I need to increase my magical power?” I said while restraining Fae.


    Mara nodded and took a sip of her tea. 


    “But I don’t even feel like I have any magical power. After I was summoned, I mean. I just feel like a more muscular version of my own self.”


    “Yes, it’s not something you sense,” said Mara. “But that’s where this comes in.” Her hand flew across the dungeon and returned carrying a green stone the size of a gumball. It looked like an emerald of some sort, except brighter green. “Here,” she said, holding it out to me. “Take it in your hand.”


    The moment the stone touched my skin, a soft glow appeared in its center. A little pinprick of light, that seemed to fade and grow bright with to the rhythm of my heartbeats.


    “It’s beautiful …”


    “That is a gauge stone.”


    “A gauge stone?”


    “You got your hands of one of those?” said Fae. “Impressive.”


    “What is it?” I asked.


    “It measures your magical power,” said Fae, flying down to look at it. She tapped it with a finger. “It’s not very bright.”


    “Careful with that, Fae. You’ll break it.” Mara’s hand took the stone back and shut it into a case. “I can build you a magnifier, but in the meantime, you will need to extend your magical power. It’s no use magnifying a weak signal. The gauge stone can be used to measure your progress. The brighter the light, the more powerful your magic.”


    I nodded. “That’s sensible enough … but how do I improve my power?”


    “You were brought to Centralia in a sexual capacity. And your powers will improve only by mastery of the art of love.”


    “So what? Are we going to have another orgy? Call all the maidens and not-so-maidens of Fryford?” I shuddered. The trauma of my experience at Wayheath was still fresh in my mind. 


    “We will not be doing anything so … crude.” She shot a look at Fae. “This is not a simple matter of hours spent in bed. It is also a matter of quality.”


    Mara held up a leather strap. 


    Before I could ask a question, her hands flew toward me, carrying the strap. They pulled my hands behind my back and tied them to the chair.


    “We do not have much time, so I will teach you fast.”


    “Teach me?” The straps dug uncomfortably into my wrists.


    “Yes, I will be training you in the Dorthoni Pleasure Arts.”


    “The what?”


    “Dorthoni Pleasure Arts,” said Fae, jumping into the conversation. “I’ve heard about them before. Dorthone is the desert country I told you about, south beyond the Obsidian Sea. Their male slaves are renowned for their skills in the bedroom.”


    I swallowed. Mara was licking her lips and looking at me with a hungry eye. “And you had a slave like this?”


    Mara shook her head. “No, I had former Dorthoni pleasure slave for a boyfriend once. And let me tell you,” she said dreamily, “he was the best I ever had.” 


    One of Mara’s feet flew off and landed between my legs. Her toes began to massage me through my trousers. I felt my cock stiffen slightly. “Next to a pleasure slave, your little weapon is nothing. A paper stick facing off against an entire army of Centralian spearmen.”


    Her foot began to crawl up and down my shaft, rubbing me to life. “You will learn to use your cock like a third arm. It will harden on command. Soften on command. Point it in any direction you choose. Turn and bend. Extend its length or retract it. Thicken its girth or make it thin as a pencil.”


    I stifled a moan. “Y-you’re going to make me do all of that? All in the span of a week?” Since coming to Centralia, I had come to believe in miracles and magic … but even this seemed like a stretch.


    Mara laughed. Her foot pushed down on my cock. “Your innocence is brain-curdling. No, we cannot accomplish that much in a week. Only the bare minimum. As far as we understand, coming to orgasm is what leaves you most vulnerable to a succubus’s advances. Before these two weeks are up, you must learn to control your pleasure levels at will.”


    I couldn’t help it. In that instant, Mara’s toes gripped me from all sides. I orgasmed from the stimulus, shooting my seed into the fabric of my pants.


    Mara frowned. “Looks like you will be needing a lot of training.”


    “And with whom will he do this training?” Fae asked. “Do you have a Dorthoni slave hidden somewhere in your cupboard?”


    “With whom else?” said Mara with a naughty smile. “Of course, the Watcher will be training with me. Even a sorceress can tire of her own tongue.” And with these words said, she waved her hands, and her tongue came flying out of her mouth, speeding in my direction. 
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    Dorthoni Slave Training


  


  

    And so began the days of hellish training in Mara’s dungeon. For five days and five nights, we explored every high peak and low valley of my pleasure. Mara was a good teacher, and she taught me all that she could in that short time without overwhelming me. She taught me breathing techniques to lower my desire, channeling techniques to enhance it. Her time selling products of pleasure had given her an intricate understanding of human sexual practices. 


    “In lovemaking,” she told me. “There is no muscle that a man does not use. With training, you shall be able to control them all at will.”


    But by far the most exciting thing about Mara was her ability to magically detach parts of her body. This proved invaluable for my training. Mara’s tongue, detached and expanded in size, had the ability to curl up in the approximation of a woman’s vagina. During our long sessions—sometimes lasting several hours—this allowed Mara to stroll around the dungeon and work on her magical “magnifier,” while I thrust in and out of her.


    And it was this kind of training that Mara and I were engaged in on the afternoon of the sixth day. I had my arms against one wall of the dungeon, and I was thrusting in and out of Mara’s fleshy floating tongue. It was warm and wet and felt better than any men’s pleasure toy I had tried back on Earth. There are many muscles in the tongue, and Mara could use them all at will: wrapped amount my stiff shaft, Mara’s tongue was undulating, squeezing, massaging me to ever-higher levels of excitement. We had been going all morning and there had not been time to even stop for lunch. I was almost delirious with pleasure: It took every technique Mara had taught me over the five days to prevent myself from reaching orgasm.


    At that moment, Fae floated into the dungeon and slapped me on the back with her tail. The slap broke my concentration and I collapsed against the wall in a shuddering orgasm, shooting seed through the curled up tongue and onto the stone wall.


    “How are things going, hero?” 


    “Fae … you made me lose concentration!”


    Mara’s tongue licked my seed off the wall and flew across the dungeon to Mara’s waiting mouth. “Mmm,” she said, turning to face us from her workstation. “A little bit bitter. Just how I like it.”


    Fae flew over to Mara. “Share some with me. You don’t need that.”


    “Only if you say please, my dear lizard Fae.”


    “I’d rather kiss a donkey’s testicles.”


    “Then no seed for you.” Mara swallowed the rest of my fluid and showed Fae her white teeth. 


    “Harlot. Whore. Tramp. A criminal act …” muttered Fae. “Future progeny of Centralia all gone to waste …”


    “Don’t worry Fae,” I said. “There’s plenty more where that came from.” Without using my hands, I channeled desire into myself. In my mind’s eye, I brought up the image of Eris. I imagined her lying next to me, the nectar flowing out from her breasts. Immediately my cock began to stiffen, though I had orgasmed just moments before. 


    “What do you think ladies? Not bad, huh? For a few days of training?”


    Fae yawned. Mara picked some earwax from her ear and flicked it onto the stone floor.


    “Ladies …” I said. “Some moral support … please …”


    Mara laughed. “We’re just teasing, Tem. You’re doing well. Nothing close to a Dorthoni slave, but good. In fact, though it’s a bit earlier than I planned, I think we’re ready for stage two.”


    “Stage two?”


    Mara climbed onto the dungeon table and sat with her legs dangling. “From what we know of the succubi, they sap a man’s willpower. You will not be able to move as freely as you have been so far.” Mara grinned mischievously. “You will be forced to fuck her on her terms.”


    She snapped her fingers, and her sorceresses’ outfit disappeared, leaving Mara naked on the table. She leaned back and hiked up her legs, to reveal her hairless opening and the smooth soles of her feet. 


    I swallowed. Mara’s tongue had been wonderful. But in truth, there had not been an hour where I had not imagined being inside of Mara’s body.


    “And how …” I said hoarsely. “How will we train for stage two?”


    Then, without another word, Mara’s hands detached from her body and flew around behind me. Then they grabbed my hips and pushed. Propelled by the hands, I flew across the room and docked directly into Mara’s waiting opening. I moaned as my shaft slipped into the tight wetness. 


    Her hands were stronger than I imagined. They gripped my hip bones and forced me in and out of her body. I could not control the speed or force of my thrusts. With each thrust, the hands pushed me deep inside of Mara, hitting her cervix and making her moan passionately. This was a training exercise, but she was obviously enjoying it. 


    “God it feels good to finally have a man!”


    Unable to control the pace, I soon felt my pleasure level rising. “Breathe, Tem,” said Fae beside me. “Focus on your breaths.”


    I remembered to use the breathing technique Mara had taught me. A sharp breath in followed by a slow release. With each stroke, I tried to let the tension out of my body. Mara felt really good. Hot and wet. Already her cream was coating my cock. Her pungent smell filled the whole room. But somehow with the breathing techniques I managed to keep myself from orgasming.


    “Mhm … That’s good,” said Mara. “Now let’s try the reverse. Stay hard.”


    Suddenly the wet walls around my cock turned cold as ice. I let out a yelp and tried to pull free, but Mara’s magical hands kept me pressed inside her. At the same time, Fae produced a vial of foul-smelling substance that smelled like the distillation of an ogre’s outhouse. She held up to my nose. I began to gag and retch. With her other hand, Fae ran her nails down a metal pad, producing a terrible screeching noise.


    “Stay hard Tem,” commanded Fae. “Do not forget why you are here.”


    Despite the terrible sensations, I willed up the image of Eris. I imagined we were together in the hot spring. That the icy sensation on my cock was nothing more than a dream. I imagined Eris reaching over to me under the warm water, massaging me with her soft, elven hands … And then, when I was ready for her, Eris would take my hand and slowly bring it to her sex … 


    Yes, it’s working. Despite the uncomfortable sensations, I was able to maintain my hardness.


    Before I could enjoy my moment of triumph, Mara’s pussy changed again, turning as warm and wet as before. The hands behind me sped up the pace of their thrusts. This sudden attack caught me unawares. I struggled to recover my breathing, but the thoughts of Eris had made me too excited. My pleasure levels were reaching a dangerous level. 


    At that moment, two things happened. First, Mara reached orgasm. The walls of her pussy contracted. She let out a scream and began to shake: the magical hands on my back began to claw at me. She hooked her heels around my waist and pulled me deep inside her.


    At the same time, Fae flew behind me, latched onto my buttocks, and inserted her tail into my ass. She had lubricated it with her own saliva and it slid in easily. The sudden stimulus took me over the edge. I moaned with pleasure, joining Mara in orgasm. I ground my hips into Mara, shooting streams of semen deep inside her. 


    Fae flew around and pulled me off Mara and flew to her opening, inserting her tongue inside. “Another load of precious seed wasted … Tem …” She began to lick at Mara’s opening, trying to retrieve what magical fluid she could. Mara lay back on the dungeon table, panting and moaning, her hands (still detached) running their fingers through Fae’s hair, enjoying her ministrations. It was not long before Fae brought Mara to a triumphant second orgasm.


    “An ass attack,” I said when the girls had finished. “That’s cheating.”


    “Do you think a succubus will play fair?” said Fae, who was now preening herself. “You need to be ready for sexual assaults from all directions. Stay resolute under any circumstances.”


    I sighed and mopped the sweat off my body. Fae was right. A succubus would not play fair. “Damn it,” I said. “I thought I would be able to do better.” 


    There was a loud knock from above the dungeon. “That must be the mail,” said Fae, floating up the stairs.


    Mara sat up and grinned at me weakly. Her eyes were out of focus. “Not bad Watcher, not bad. Much better than expected. That was amazing. Just imagine how wonderful you’ll be once you master the Dorthoni slave arts.”


    Her hand flew off and returned carrying a familiar item: the emerald-colored gauge stone. It was now affixed to a ring of gold. Mara’s hand passed it to me. As soon as the ring touched my skin, it began to glow. The light was not blinding, but it was clearly more powerful than when I had first touched it a week earlier.


    “Not bad,” said Mara. Her hand flew back and returned carrying another ring. This one was the color of cold steel. There was no gem attached to this one, but strange inscriptions were carved into the surface. On closer inspection, I saw that they were letters of some sort, letters I could not read. They seemed to move and flow with the fluctuation of the air in the room.


    “That’s the magnifier,” said Mara. “It is as perfect as I can make it, given my current abilities. Hopefully, it will be enough.” She produced a length of string. “Here, try it on.”


    I complied. The silver ring was heavy around my neck as if I were hanging a stone there instead of a small ring. “It channels the magical power inside your body outward,” said Mara. “Not enough to kill you or fatigue right away. But hopefully enough to attract the succubus. But put it away for now. We don’t want to be attracting anyone just yet. Plus, if you wear it too long, it just might kill you.”


    I shuddered. I removed the gauge stone and magnifier and placed them into my satchel.


    Mara leaned back on the stone slab with a pleased sigh. “I’m proud of you, Watcher. You were a more … studious pupil than I imagined.” 


    “But I can do better,” I said, turning back to face Mara. “I don’t want any risks when it comes to this succubus. Let’s go another round.” I channeled arousal into my nether regions. Already I could feel myself growing hard. 


    “Well aren’t you eager,” said Mara. “Give me a moment to recover though …”


    “No moment,” I said. “Every second of practice counts.” I stepped forward and kissed Mara. Our tongues explored each other. I ran my fingers through her hair. Then, without warning, I pushed her down on the table. She let out a little gasp. 


    “Playing rough now are we?”


    I grinned. “A Watcher needs to take the initiative, no?”


    “I like your gumption Watcher,” said Mara. “But go slow at first, ok? I’m still sensitive.” She pulled me to her and wrapped her legs around my back. Slowly guiding me into her entrance. “A few more days of this, and you should be ready to take on the succubus.”


    “There’s no time for that.” We turned, mid-coitus. Fae glided down the dungeon steps. She was carrying a letter.


    “What’s wrong?” I asked. “Another attack?”


    Fae nodded. “But this time it’s a woman. Cece. Someone poisoned her. She’s in critical condition.” 
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    No Time for Coitus


  


  

    Given the emergency, the Pegasus courier offered us a ride from Fryford to Wayheath. Cece, it seemed, was in critical condition.


    If you’ve never ridden on the back of a winged horse, you are a fortunate person. It is not at all the joyride that it looks like. A pegasus stinks of month-old hay. The girth of its body threatens to tear apart your breeches. The beating of the wings sends a constant stream of stale feathers into your mouth.


    Needless to say, it was even worse riding double (or, if you count Fae, who was too lazy to fly herself, riding triple). But we made good time, and within the hour we had made it back to Wayheath.


    The women of Wayheath were gathered around the entrance of the town hall. Many of them were women I had shared a bed with, but they seemed like different women altogether now: gaunt, tired faces sapped of all their strength and vitality. 


    We found Cece in the same room where, just weeks earlier, the orgies had occurred. But there was no bright sunlight now, no gay maidens. Cece was lying alone in that giant bed, face pale and direly ill. 


    Standing over Cece was a healer with a hand to her brow was a healer of some sort and, as always, the Freyhalian woman Helia.


    “How is she?” asked Fae, gliding down onto the bed.


    The healer shook her head. “She’s been unconscious for an entire day. Her life does not appear in danger for the moment. But this is no ordinary sleep.”


    “A poison then?” said Fae.


    “I cannot say for sure, but I believe it to be so. Something powerful … perhaps morgroot, bloodsbane … even milk of mandrake.”


    I looked at Fae. She seemed disturbed. “Tem, do succubi attack women?”


    I tried to remember what I could. “I suppose it is possible. A succubus gains no magical power from a woman … but she could have other reasons for doing so. Maybe she had a dislike for Cece. Or, more likely …”


    “But why would a succubus attack a woman?” said Helia, interrupting me. “Are we sure this is the work of the succubus? What if it’s something else?”


    “I think … Cece figured something out. Something that put the succubus in grave danger. Indeed it is possible that Cece even knows the succubus’s identity.”


    I sat down at Cece’s desk. But why drug Cece and try to kill her? Couldn’t the succubus just run away or assume a different form? The fact that Cece needed to be silenced meant that … it meant that …


    “She’s still here,” I suddenly said.


    The others looked at me.


    I turned to the healer. “How long do we have?”


    “Pardon?”


    “Before Cece wakes up.”


    “It is hard to say, the effects of a poison vary …”


    “Roughly speaking. Days? Weeks?”


    The healer cocked her head. “Well … From what I see of her condition, she should be awake within a few days, but it is impossible to say for sure …”


    “Thank you,” I said, cutting off the healer. I turned to Fae and Helia. “She’ll be back.”


    “Back?” said Fae.


    “To finish the job. The succubus. The reason she poisoned Cece is that she wants to stay. She has a reason to stay here in Wayheath. Whatever the succubus needs to do, she probably hasn’t accomplished yet.”


    Helia frowned. “But isn’t this all an assumption? That Cece knows the succubus’s secret? That the succubus is here in Wayheath?”


    I shook my head. “I’m sure of it. It’s a gut feeling but I’m sure. The succubus is still here. Somewhere in Wayheath. I don’t know how she is disguising herself or why … but she’s somewhere out there …”


    “So what do we do?” said Fae.


    “We do what we planned,” I said. “We lay our trap.”


    We need to draw her out. We had our plan. We had the magnifier, which Mara had managed to finish, despite our sudden departure. We had my enhanced magical power. I was not ready, but I was as ready as I could be, given the circumstances. We could not wait any longer. We had to find this succubus before she could come back and kill Cece. 
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    The Trap


  


  

    That night, we knit our plan. 


    The basics were simple. The succubus would return to try and kill Cece. She would also be attracted by my magical power, further amplified by the magnifier ring. Our plan was therefore to lay in wait near Cece in hopes of luring out the succubus and having her attack me. Then, with assistance from Fae and the others, we could try to capture her with the essence rod.


    Volunteers from the town, all of them women, would keep rotating guard of Cece. In the case of a succubus’s appearance, they could immediately alert either myself or Fae, who remained inside the town hall at all times. To prevent the succubus from disguising herself as one of the townspeople, all women who drew near Cece were to stay in pairs. They were to accompany one another even when going to relieve themselves. This would, in theory, protect Cece from another attack.


    And so, with the trap laid, we waited. And waited. And waited. Several days passed. Cece began to show signs of recovery. But there was no succubus. The magnifier was operational. A succubus should have been unable to resist my allure. 


    Yet, nobody came. 


    “Did we do something wrong?” I asked Fae, after several days. We were by Cece’s bed, watching over her for our four-hour shift. We had just fed her some gruel that Fae and I had prepared ourselves (to avoid poisoning). Though she was still unconscious, she was responsive to the food … It would not be long before she woke. 


    Fae scratched her head. “It puzzles me as much as you … Perhaps the succubus decided to make a run for it after all. To travel to another city before Cece wakes.”


    I scratched my chin. “That does seem like the most probable explanation.” I laid back in the bed and let out a sigh. “Maybe I was wrong to trust my gut … Maybe Cece was poisoned for no reason, or by someone else altogether. Maybe the succubus doesn’t have a reason to stay in Wayheath after all … What a huge relief. All this waiting is driving me crazy. And in truth, I don’t know if I’m ready to take on the succubus.”


    “You’ll be fine, Tem,” said Fae. “Plus, I’ll be by your side the whole time.”


    I raised an eyebrow at her.


    “What?” said Fae. “You said you wanted more positive reinforcement. So I’m giving it to you.”


    I hid a smile. I was really coming to like Fae that she didn’t treat me like a tool to be used.


    After some time, a knock came at the door. 


    “Finally,” grumbled Fae. “Somebody comes to relieve us. I haven’t slept in ages.” The door opened. In came Helia with her shift partner, the red-haired seamstress Sasha. But something was strange. Sasha’s face was red, and she squeezed her thighs together as she walked.


    “What’s wrong Sasha?” I asked.


    “I’m sorry,” said Sasha. “I’m not feeling so well.”


    Fae and I bristled. “Poison?”


    Sasha blushed. “No, I think it’s just indigestion. I had too much mead last night … I think I need to return home to make use of the latrine ….”


    Helia sighed. “Now who is going to be my partner?”


    “Sorry …” said Sasha. “I really have to go.”


    “It’s okay,” I said. “Go on Sasha. I can watch for a little longer.”


    She nodded and exited the building.


    Fae gave me an exasperated sigh. “I’m really sleepy, you know. And now we have to do another shift?”


    “What did you want me to say?” I asked. “Ask her to shit on the floor? Besides, it’s probably just a minor stomachache. She’ll be back in a few minutes.”


    “Tell you what,” said Helia, coming over to the bed. “Why don’t you get some sleep, Fae? You’ve got black circles around your eyes. I’ll keep watch with Tem until Sasha returns. It will only be a few minutes.”


    Fae yawned. “Yes that does seem nice … and there will be somebody competent to make sure Tem doesn’t make a mess of things.”


    I was about to shoot a retort at Fae, but she was already flying away. There was a click of the door shutting behind her. 


    Helia and I were alone.


    I swallowed uncomfortably. I had grown more comfortable with women since coming to Centralia, but Helia was different. Unlike the other women, she did not act cute or flirt with me. And there was the way she stared at me. Like she was feasting on me with her eyes … I cleared my throat. In fact, next to me on the bed, she was doing that very thing. Staring, staring, staring.


    We sat like that for some time, in uncomfortable silence. Uncomfortable for me anyway: I wasn’t sure if Helia was capable of feeling any emotion but anger. At intervals, I slipped the gauge stone onto my finger, to check that my magical signal was intact.


    “I guess Sasha isn’t coming back,” I said eventually.


    “Yes that does seem to be the case,” said Helia. She stood up. “After all, there was a powerful dose of laxative in her morning meal. And it seems our pesky dragon girl has fallen asleep.”


    Helia walked over to the door. 


    I looked at the Freyhalian woman in confusion.


    “Helia, what do you mean laxative? And are you going somewhere? We have to stand guard.”


    “No,” she said. “I’m not going anywhere.”


    Helia produced a ring of keys and inserted one into the door. There was a soft click.


    “Um … Helia, why are you locking the door?”


    Helia went over to the window and quietly slid it shut, bolting the latch. Then she turned and began to approach me.


    “Can you answer a question for me, Watcher?” she said. 


    “Uh … sure …”


    “What are the abilities of an elder succubus?”


    “What is going on?”


    “Answer me.” She took another step toward me, twirling the ring of keys on one finger.


    I tried to recall the facts in my head. “She has the ability to … transform and stay transformed for long periods of time. The ability to drain a man until he turns to ash. Extreme intelligence. Craftiness.”


    Helia clapped her hands slowly, the key rings jingling in her hand. Not for a second did she take her eyes off me.


    “Very good Watcher. Very good. But you got one thing wrong. You said to the others an elderly succubus will never let herself be caught. You were almost right. More than her own safety, an elderly succubus … loves the thrill of the hunt. She grows bored of ordinary men … simple farmers and craftsmen with modest endowments and ordinary tastes. She can no longer derive pleasure from that sort of stimulation. I want to play with my food. I want my food to fight back.”


    My eyes widened in realization. I backed away from her. “The succubus … It’s you … What have you done with Helia?!” 


    The succubus smiled. “Don’t you understand, Watcher? There is no Helia. Or rather, I am Helia. From the very first moment I came to this town, disguised as a Freyhalian for hire, I was a succubus. I was a succubus there during the orgy. I was a succubus when you were plotting my demise. And I will be a succubus now … when I suck you dry.”


    I froze. Something had changed in the air. It was like someone had turned on a magical current. My eyes were pulled to Helia. To her high cheekbones. Her muscular features. The curves of her body. She was immensely attractive. I could not look away. I felt a rush of blood to my loins. 


    “An elder succubus …” I breathed. 


    “It took a great effort to resist draining you,” Helia said. “I wanted to take you right there in the town hall, in front of Cece and all the others. But I was patient. I waited for you to strengthen yourself, to increase your magical energies.” A bit of saliva trickled from her lips. “It almost went to nothing when Cece caught me feeding on one of the servants … but now I will have my reward.”


    Helia took a step forward. 


    Run away. Run. 


    My body would not move. It felt like a magnetizing force was in the air, pulling me toward her. I could not even look away. My cock was rock hard, to the point of pain. 


    And before my eyes, Helia began to transform. Her leather armor melted away, forming a revealing outfit of black leather. Her short black hair grew long, taking on a lustrous sheen. Horns appeared from her head and a tail, long, thin and whip-like extended from her buttocks, swishing behind her. Above her tail were a pair of bat wings, much more slender and lower on her torso than Fae’s. They wrapped around her waist and hid her sex from me like a skirt. 


    Helia licked her lips.


    She leaned forward until our faces were almost touching. A trail of saliva ran from her mouth, dripping off her chin and onto my trousers. 


    “Lick it off me,” she said.


    My body moved on its own. I extended my tongue to her face and lapped the saliva off her cheek. It tasted like licorice. I leaned forward to kiss her but she stopped me with a finger.


    Then she slapped me across the face.


    I stood there, wordless, looking at her in surprise. I could not protest. I did not feel anger. Only desire, something almost like love. 


    “You do not kiss me without permission,” she said. “You do only as I say. Am I understood?”


    I nodded.


    “I bid my time. I waited for you to ripen. And now I cannot wait any longer.” She ran a finger down the line of my chin. I shuddered.


    “You do not fuck me,” she said. “I fuck you. I will fuck you until you turn to dust. Am I understood?”


    “Yes, I understand.”


    Her tail whipped out and slapped me in the face, leaving a red welt. “Yes mistress.”


    “Yes mistress,” I breathed.


    She took a step back and spread her arms. “Now stand up.”


    I stood.


    “Undress yourself.”


    Don’t do it. Don’t listen to her.


    I slid my tunic off my torso and tossed it to the floor.


    She examined my body, my muscles, my abs. She licked her lips. 


    “Now lower your pants.” 


    You can’t do this. If you do this you will die.


    Again, my hands moved of their own accord. I unlaced my trousers and lowered them to the floor. Freed from the fabric, my cock bounced out and stood pointing straight at the succubus. 


    “Ah, I see you are ready for me,” she said, looking straight at my hard-on.


    “As soon as you orgasm, you will die. Do you understand?”


    I nodded.


    “Now …” She lowered her voice. “I want you to tell me what you want.”


    Say you don’t want to do anything! Leave now! Run!


    “I want you to fuck me …” I said.


    “Beg me for it.”


    You have to run. Run now!


    “Please mistress,” I said, my voice quivering with desire. “I want you to fuck me.”


    Her tail whipped out and slapped me again in the face. “Now there’s a good boy. A good boy should receive a reward. Would you like me to taste you?”


    I nodded.


    “Say it.”


    “I … I want you to suck me. I want to feel your lips on my cock.”


    Helia allowed herself a thin smile. “If you want it, then bring my head there yourself. Grab my horns.”


    I complied. The voice in my head was growing weaker. I grabbed her horns. They were smooth and warm to the touch. The perfect handles. 


    “Now bring my mouth to your member.”


    I needed no second command. Slowly, with my hands gripping her horns, I brought her full red lips to my shaft. Her lips wrapped around me, and I gasped. Instantly, she had formed a warm, wet vacuum around me. My hands began to move on their own, sliding her head forward and backward. The pleasure was indescribable. After a few strokes, I already felt an orgasm building.


    Don’t finish. If you finish you will die. 


    But I couldn’t help it. All my training was for nothing. I could not find the strength to use the breathing techniques learned from Mara. Instead, I pumped Helia’s head faster against my shaft, bringing myself toward an inevitable orgasm … So this is the end … I suppose there are worse ways to die …


    Something squeezed down on my shaft, stopping my orgasm. It was Helia’s hand. She clucked her tongue in disappointment. “How weak you are … Watcher. Finishing already? But no, I will not allow it. I have only begun to have my fun.”


    “Please … please let me come.”


    She laughed. “How eager you are to meet your death.” She slapped my cock with her hand. I moaned. Just a little further and I would orgasm. 


    “Beg for it. Beg for your death.”


    “Please …” I moaned. “Please let me die. Please kill me.”


    Helia sneered. “Pathetic. Is this all a Watcher is capable of? No … I will not kill you yet. I will have my fill before you die. I will milk every last inch of magical energy from you.” She pushed me down on the bed. And without another word, she slid herself onto me. I moaned, the inside of her was hot and wet. She did not move or grind her hips, but something inside of her was massaging me. She had full control of her pussy muscles, just as Mara had full control of her tongue. Except Helia felt even better. I moaned. 


    In one last attempt I tried to push her off. But the walls of her pussy seized me. My hands, instead of hitting her or thrusting her away, began to fondle her tits.


    “Yes … she said,” moaning as she pounded me from above, “give me every last moment of your seed.”


    A great bliss filled me. I didn’t care anymore. I didn’t care about Centralia. I didn’t care about Fae or Eris. I only cared about this. The moment. I would die. I knew that. And I would die willingly. So this is what it feels like to die happy … 


    At that moment, the room exploded.


    There was a great sound, and then the sound of shattering glass. The force of the blow sent Helia and I rolling off the bed, still entwined in copulation. There was a flutter of wind and a burst of flame. A dark blur shot in through the shattered window, flying in our direction. 


    It was Fae.


    Fae soared over us and unleashed a jet of flame. Before the jet hit Helia, the flames shimmered and disappeared, leaving her unharmed. 


    She knows that is useless. Why is she doing that? 


    Fae circled around and dived, unleashing another jet of flame. This time it missed Helia completely … and hit me! I let out a yelp and tried to pull away from Helia. It was no use. Again the walls of her sex grabbed me and held me tight. 


    But that moment—a mere fraction of a second—gave the opening I needed. The pain of Fae’s fire delivered an instant of clarity. I began to use the breathing techniques that Mara had taught me: a sharp inhale followed by a slow exhale. I imagined the pleasure flowing out of that body. At the same moment, Fae produced a little golden vial from the pouch at her side, popped the top, and tipped the contents into my open mouth.


    “Don’t forget us!” shouted Fae. “Don’t forget your friends!”


    That’s right. People are depending on me. I can’t just die here. 


    The condensed Nectar of the Wood slid down my throat and filled my lungs with Eris’s cinnamon scent. Immediately, strength and vigor filled me. Before Helia could react, I pushed her to the floor. Inside of her, my cock, stimulated by Eris’s concentrated nectar, hardened and grew several sizes and pressed against the entrance of her womb. Helia gasped and let out a moan of pleasure. 


    It’s working!


    “Good, Tem! Now thrust! Bring her to orgasm. Finish her before she finishes you!”


    I hoisted Helia’s legs over her head. Fae flew past and held her down. And then I began to bound her from above with powerful thrusts of my nectar-infused shaft. With each thrust, I felt as if I was using every bit of power in my body, but somehow, the nectar rejuvenated me, giving me the energy for another thrust.


    Will this be enough? Is it working? The nectar was giving me strength but I knew it could not last forever. 


    “You must hold on Tem. Keep thrusting! Keep breathing!”


    Helia was letting out little moans of pleasure. She made no move to throw us Fae off or to resist. She was not a powerful monster, only a seductive one. 


    She felt so good. But I had some clarity now. I could think and act behind the haze of delirious pleasure. I couldn’t allow myself to orgasm. I wasn’t ready to die yet. Instead, I focused all my attention on my breathing, forcing myself to relax between thrusts, forcing the pleasure to leak out of me.


    But it was no use. Helia had recovered from the surprise of Fae’s attack. Again, she locked eyes with me. The air was thick again with her magnetism. Her legs grabbed me in a vice. And behind me, I felt her whip-like tail begin to tease my asshole. New waves of pleasure rose up inside me. 


    I’m not going to make it!


    “Help us!” Fae shouted. “Ladies!”


    Another explosion. The locked door of the town hall came crumbling down. Through the door came a swish of red hair and blonde hair. It was Sasha! And Breanna the innkeeper! 


    “We have come to help!” they shouted. They rushed toward us and leaped onto Cece’s giant bed. Beside us, the mayor continued to sleep her drugged sleep, not understanding that a battle to decide the fate of her town, and her country, was unfolding.


    As I continued to pound Helia, Sasha crawled underneath and began to tease her ass with her tongue. With her other hand, She gripped my balls and dug her nails in painfully to slow down the speed of my orgasm. I winced at the pain. 


    “Good,” I panted. “Good Sasha. It hurts.”


    Breanna came to Helia’s other side and began to fondle her breasts. There was another loud bang. More village women were spilling into the room, climbing onto the bed. One woman lay down next to Sasha and began to stroke Helia’s tail. Another young maiden, fully shaved and without pussy hair, sat on Helia’s face and forced her to lick her face. Still others joined in on the attack and began to lick the succubus’s armpits, suck on her toes, or just whisper obscene and lewd words into her ears.


    And finally, something was happening! A change had come over Helia. Helia’s moans and groans grew louder. Her gaze, which had been affixed to my eyes, slid away. She closed her eyes. 


    The tide is turning!


    I summoned the last bit of energy within me. I could feel the nectar fading. I would not be able to control my orgasm anymore. Now was not the time to breathe. Now it was a competition to see who could force the other to finish first. 


    I threw all caution to the wind and began to pound Helia like a sledgehammer against a nail. With each thrust, a layer of creamy vaginal fluid coated my cock. There was so much of it that it was spilling out of her opening, running between her legs, where the ladies of Wayheath hungrily licked it up. 


    Realizing my plan, Fae came to my assistance. She landed above my shaft and began to attack Helia’s clit with all her might. 


    It came without warning. A great shudder at the center of Helia’s being. Her chest bucked up toward the ceiling, tossing the women of Centralia off her. At the same time, her legs clamped down on me. She’s about to come!


    “NOW FAE DO IT NOW!”


    Fae released Helia and flew into the air. From the satchel, Fae produced the essence rod. She passed it to me and at that moment I pried her legs off me, pulled my shaft out, and stuffed the enlarged essence rod deep inside of her.


    For a moment everyone froze. Not a tongue or finger moved. Even Helia, froze, her legs back over her head, her pussy and ass exposed to the open air. Then she let out an enormous scream. A scream of pleasure. 


    “YEEEEEEESSSS!” 


    Her whole body began to shudder. Bucking her hips, she threw the rest of us off of her. She rolled off the bed and fell to the floor. She lay there, shuddering and moaning and twitching all over.


    “Yess … yess .. oh yesss …”


    We all watched, panting and exhausted. Had it worked? Would it be enough? White cream was oozing out between Helia’s legs. And, still stuck inside of her, the essence rod had begun to glow …


    For a moment, nothing happened.


    Then, the contours of Helia’s body began to fade. Her whole form was turning into a mass of bright white light. Helia turned to look at me. Our eyes met. The expression I saw on her face was not one of evil. It was one of the purest innocence. She looked like a feeble creature, confused, afraid, and … manipulated. Then the light swallowed her completely, shrinking and shrinking until it finally disappeared inside the essence rod. The crystal rod fell to the floor with a clatter and lay still. 


    The succubus was gone. We had won! 
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    A Tough Call


  


  

    After Helia’s capture, we spent a night in Breanna’s tavern, recuperating in the upstairs room. The following morning, we received news that Cece had woken. Fae and I hurried to the town hall. Cece was sitting on the bed propped up against the pillows. She was wearing her monocle and conversing softly with the same healer from before.


    “Cece,” said Fae, fluttering down to her side. “It is good to see you awake.” She turned to the healer. “How is she?”


    “As well as can be expected,” said the healer. “No lasting damage to her mind. Though it will be many more days before she is fully recovered.”


    “Who would have thought?” she Cece, shaking her head. “My own bodyguard, a succubus. The woman that was constantly by my side. When I saw her assaulting one of the servants … it took some time for me to even understand.” She shook her head. “It is true, she appeared a few months ago asking to work for hire. But the reputation of Freyhalian women … and the quality of her work was such that I did not doubt her for an instant …”


    “Such is the power of an elder succubus,” I said.


    “Thank you Tem,” said Cece, with a weak smile. “You have done Wayheath I great service. And also the kingdom of Centralia.”


    Fae and I returned to the tavern for some much-needed (and well-earned) rest. At my request, Breanna had closed the tavern to all other Wayheath residents. It was their way of showing us her thanks. After a battle like that, I did not want to think of the advances of other women.


    I sat at the counter eating a bowl of creamy potato soup. In it floated bits of bacon and leek. It was just the thing I wanted, especially after a hard-won battle. I tore off a chunk of hard bread (a gift from the Wayheath baker) and dipped it into the soup, enjoying the savory goodness. The food was good, but, in truth, something was still bothering me.


    “What happens now?” I asked between bites.


    Fae was sitting on the counter by my mug of mead. She had a satisfied smirk on her face.


    “We’ll pass the essence rod to the next available Pegasus courier. We need to get the succubus delivered to Head Magus Oakwood as soon as possible.”


    “And then?”


    “We’re off to capture another monster girl. There are reports of fresh attacks coming in from all over the kingdom.”


    I sipped on my mug of ale and thought about Helia. For some reason, I could not forget the way she had looked at me, moments before her capture. It was like she had become a different creature altogether. Not a terrible elder succubus, but just another innocent and fearful woman. 


    “Fae …” I said. “You trust me now, right? We’re buddies?”


    Fae pulled herself over the rim of my mug and lowered her torso down to take a sip. When she came back up her face was covered in foam. “Sure,” she said, licking the foam off her own face with her tongue. “After all, you come back to save me. And we defeated this succubus together. For the first time, I can say I am proud to have you as my master.”


    I swatted at her playfully. “Hey, only the first time? I guess I’ll have to try harder then. To make you proud of me.”


    “I have high standards,” she said with a grin. “Now what is bothering you?”


    “Is it that obvious?” I sighed. “Don’t be angry, okay?”


    “What? You’ve contracted some sort of venereal disease?”


    “No. It’s about Helia.”


    “The succubus? But what is there left to say?”


    “I want to let her free.”


    Fae spewed ale out of her mouth, followed by a jet of fire. “I’m sorry, I must have misheard you. I thought I heard you say you want to release this terrible, man-killing monster that we went through so much effort to capture so that she can kill us all again.”


    “Er … That’s what I said.”


    “Have you gone mad?”


    “Hear me out,” I said. “That’s what trust is about, no?”


    Fae crossed her legs, thumping her tail on the wood of the counter with impatience. “This better be good.”


    “Before Helia disappeared … something changed. I saw it in her face. It was like she became a different person. The evil went out of her. I think something was … I don’t know. Controlling her. Or possessing her. I want to talk to her. Figure out what she knows.”


    Fae scratched her face with the tip of her tail. “Is this some joke?”


    “Look at my face,” I said. “Do I look like I’m joking?”


    I saw irritation flit across her face.


    “Remember what Eris said?”


    “Yes but this … you’re asking me to risk too much. It could all be a trap, you know? Her final effort to tempt you into releasing her. I don’t think we could repeat what happened last night. All of us are exhausted, and we no longer have Nectar of the Wood.”


    For a while, I said brooding over my ale. So far, the Pegasus courier had visited us almost every day. He would be here this night. Fae would hand him the essence rod, and then Helia would pass into the hands of the magi. But I did not know those people. Even if I could trust Fae, could I trust them? Was their word worth more than mine?


    I stood up. No, I had to see things through for myself.


    “Tem what are you doing?”


    Without another word to Fae, I dashed up the tavern stairs and into our room. The satchel with the essence rod was on the bed. I quickly took it out, pressed the tip to enlarge it, and held it in my hand. I could see a little button on the base of the glittering crystal.


    “Don’t you dare press that button,” said Fae, flying into the room. 


    “I’m sorry Fae. I need to see this through.” 


    Before she could stop me, I pressed the button. There was a flash of light. The crystal rod grew hot in my hand and jerked. A stream of particles spurted out the tip, forming a shimmering pool on the floor. The pool gradually took the shape of a woman. When the shimmers faded there appeared, lying on the floor of our room, the sleeping body of Helia. It was not the muscular, arrogant Freyhalian woman Helia, but the dark-haired succubus with horns and slender skirt-like wings low on her waist. Lustrous black hair and long eyelashes.


    “Tem … what have you done?” Fae hissed.


    Helia moaned slightly and shifted. She turned over and scratched her armpit. Then she yawned and sat up, rubbing her eyes. The bat-like wings on her waist fluttered gently. She was completely naked—and I was completely hard. The capture had done nothing to weaken her beauty.


    Helia stretched her arms and yawned again, looking around blearily. Then she looked at me and Fae, noticing us for the first time. She looked down at her own naked body. She looked back at us.


    And then she began to scream.
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    My Journey


  


  

    “Helia,” I said, once she had calmed down. “What do you remember about last night?” 


    She backed against the corner of the room with the bed sheets wrapped around her body. Helia’s eyes flitted between Fae and me. Her beauty had not changed, but she lacked the confident air of the previous day.


    “Who are you …?” she asked. “And who am … I? Everything is so dark … I can’t remember … anything.”


    Fae, who was sitting on my shoulder, scoffed and fluttered her wings in exasperation. “This is ridiculous. The oldest trick in the oldest history of deception. I’ve lost my memory. Come on!”


    “It’s okay,” I said, taking a cautious step toward the succubus. I extended a hand. “We’re not going to hurt you. We’re here to help you.”


    Helia took a hesitant step forward, then stopped. “Please … can you get that creature away?”


    “What did she just call me?”


    “Fae, please …”


    Fae jumped off my shoulder and glided to the opposite end of the room. She alighted on the door handle and sat there, making frustrated noises. 


    I extended a hand. Helia took a hesitant step forward … and tripped, falling onto me with the full weight of her curvaceous body. We toppled onto the bed. I felt her breasts push into me and we fell onto the bed in a tangle of legs and arms. 


    “I feel … weak …” said Helia, laying her head on my chest. “I need … sustenance.” 


    “The nerve of this succubus,” said Fae. “Now she’s asking for food!”


    I shook my head. “Helia is a succubus. She doesn’t need food for sustenance. She needs a man’s sexual energy.” I took Helia’s hand and brought it to the bulge in my pants. She gasped. “It’s warm …”


    “It’s okay,” I said. “Don’t be afraid. Please take what you need from me.”


    Fae made a gurgling noise from her perch on the door. “I knew that succubus turned men into simple fools. But this, Tem? You’re going to your own death!”


    “Fae,” I said. “If I ask for help … If I’m unable to break free. Burn me with your fire okay?”


    Fae grumbled but made no move to stop me.


    I lay Helia down on the bed. She looked at me expectantly. Her opening was wet with her juices. Without another word, I maneuvered to her entrance and slid inside. It was the same warmth, the same tight walls pressed against me. But now there was none of the violence, hate, or mad desire from the day before.


    “It feels good …” Helia moaned.


    After the crazy episode of the day before, this kind of intercourse almost felt too vanilla, too simple. After my training under Mara, I was easily able to control my pleasure. With confident strokes, I guided Helia to the heights of her pleasure. Soon, her body convulsed into a shuddering orgasm, one almost as large as the one from the night before. Her long thin tail whipped around, hitting me and knocking things off of the bedside table. The walls of her sex tightened around me. 


    For a moment I hesitated. What if I was wrong? What if Helia was still intent on sucking out all of my magical powers and killing me? But I hardened my resolve. No, this was the right call. I allowed myself to release, emptying my load inside of her.


    I pulled out and lay down beside her on the bed. I was alive. I felt slightly fatigued—some of my magical strength had likely been sapped—but I had not turned to dust. I was not a mummy. I was right! Something has changed! Next to me, Helia was still trembling from the force of her orgasm. I could smell the sex and sweat on her body. 


    Helia sighed. She ran her nails gently down my back. “That was … incredible … master. I feel replenished.”


    Fae raised an eyebrow. “Excuse me? Master? There is only one familiar here and it is me.”


    Helia batted her eyelashes and kissed me softly on the nipple. “But I have nowhere to go. Only with master do I feel safe. Or am I a burden to you? Am I not of assistance? Will you send me away to my death?” Her eyes began to water, and she looked like she was about to cry.


    “No, no …” I rolled off Helia and put a comforting hand on her tail, stroking it softly. “Nobody is sending you anywhere. And you can be of help to us, can’t you Helia? Can you try to remember how you came to this kingdom? Who manipulated you … who turned you into a killer?”


    Helia shook her head. “Right now … my memory is clouded. But given time … I think I can remember something.”


    “Tem,” said Fae. “She’s a master of deception. This is obviously part of her ploy. She wants you to keep you alive to suck the magical energy from you. She can’t be trusted. As soon as you’re of no use to her, she’ll kill you.”


    Helia frowned. “Why does that creature hate me? I have done nothing wrong!” 


    “Fae, we’re bringing her with us. My judgment isn’t clouded. She’s really reformed.”


    “Tem, you cannot be serious. She is a murderer! She has killed dozens, no, hundreds of men! You may even become an enemy of the kingdom.”


    “Fae,” I said. “I want you to reply honestly. If I put Helia back in this magic dildo of yours and send her to Head Magi Oakwood, what will happen to her?”


    Fae averted her eyes. 


    “Fae, tell me what will happen.”


    She spoke without meeting my eyes. “The head magi will want to do … research on Helia. To test her essence for its magical intervention. To try to trace the source.”


    “And what will happen to Helia?” 


    “It is not for certain.”


    “But what is the most likely scenario.”


    Fae was silent.


    “Fae, you—”


    “She’ll die!” shouted Fae. She shot a stream of flames into the air, singing the roof of the room. “Are you happy? If we send her to the head magi, she will die. But it will be a death for the kingdom. A death for the greater good. And this … this beast.” She pointed a finger at Helia. “She’s no innocent child or damsel in distress. She’s a killer. We have to bring her in.”


    I shook my head. “I don’t care who your head magi are or what they want. I only care about the people I know. I care about you. I care about Eris. And now …” I put an arm around Helia. “I care about her. And I’m not going to let her die.”


    “You’re going to regret this, Tem …”


    “Maybe so,” I said. “But this is my quest. This is my mission. And we are going to do this my way. We are going to save this kingdom. We are going to solve the monster girl mystery. But we are not going to turn her in. And that is final. Now, are you in Fae? Or are you out?”


    For a long time, Fae was silent. I thought she would storm out and leave us. Or bake both of us in a jet of fire. But finally, she laid back on the bed next to us and let out a long sigh. “Fine Tem. Fine. We’ll do it your way.” She rolled over and looked at me. “I hope you know what you’re doing.”


    I stroked Helia’s hair with affection. She had closed her eyes and gone back to sleep. Her chest rose and fell softly. “I hope so too, Fae,” I said. “I hope so too.” 


    * * *


    Stop, don’t close the book!


    What did you think?


    Did you like my first novella? That’s right, this is the first novella I’ve ever published on Amazon. If you want me to keep writing, here are a few things you can do:


    

      	Leave a review. This is so, so, so important. Reviews let me know whether readers are actually enjoying something (vs just flipping pages). And it will ultimately be the number of quality reviews that help me decide to continue a series (and start new ones). So please, please, please take the five minutes out of your day to write a review. Thanks!


      	Sign up for my newsletter. I’ll send a short email whenever I release a new book. That’s pretty much it. Sometimes I’ll also give away advance copies and exclusive chapters. You can sign up here: https://hankyuhikaru.carrd.co/


    


    That’s it! Thank you for reading my book.
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