
        
            
                
            
        

    Chapter 1: Damaged - John
As we bathed together, my mates and I enjoyed ourselves. For Leera and Lina, this was the first time they’d had a hot bath and seeing their faces, distracted me from the dark place my mind had come to dwell.
But it didn’t last.
Nex’s eyes cut into my soul and I broke down. I dipped my face into the water and opened my eyes as I came up. Don’t let her see you cry… Don’t let her speak her name. Liz… Liz would’ve loved this, these warm waters. I’m sure she never experienced anything like this before. If I focus hard enough I can see her smiling at me.
I clenched my teeth and inhaled slowly trying to suppress my memories from the past few months; trying to erase them, or at least erase them from my face.
It didn’t work.
Nex opened her mouth slowly but fell silent. She grimaced and looked around at everyone before swallowing.
I started to say something but Katie jumped in my lap, giggling like a fool as Thia tickled her and their laughter distracted us.
Lina tried to fly away, but Katie grabbed her talons and pulled her into our lap. Lina protested at first then burst out in laughter as she saw Fura at the far end of the bath.
Fura’s hair had absorbed the water and blossomed into a frizzy flower garden causing Lina to fight free of Katies embrace.
Katie noticed what Lina was swimming towards and her eyes grew wide as she swam off after them. Thia followed slowly, not wanting to be left behind and Nex floated over to me, burying her face in my chest.
Leera rested at my other side, tucking my arm around her narrow shoulders. “You don’t have to talk about it, John. But when you’re ready, I’ll listen.”
“Leera…” I eeked out my vision blurred with tears. I never finished my sentence I just hugged her and Nex tightly as my mind dwelled on Liz, Mors and how murder became normal to me as I killed hundreds.
I tried to inhale but instead sobbed into Leera’s hair. “Nex…”
She looked up at me, her lip quivering then held her finger on my lips. “Shh, my love. Just tell me…” She hesitated, coughing to clear her mind. “Did my sister…” She gagged, choked by her tears. “Did she die with honor?”
I killed her… They made me kill her! They—They…
I felt my body changing as I came to a revelation but at the last minute, a strange sense of calmness stopped me.
It was as if the sub-zero ice in my veins was met halfway by an inferno of rage that made my blood boil. All the light of the world faded and time seemed to slow as icy daggers drove their way into my soul.
“No, I won’t,” I said, cutting off a question that I knew was coming but it never came. Instead, the daggers softened, massaging my soul, numbing me while whispering a sentiment.
“All life will end, except us. But you and I will always be together.”
Though the words fueled my rage the sentiment chilled me to the bone. The god of darkness wasn’t human. It wasn’t able to fathom what it said or what it meant. It was like a tornado apologizing for killing a flower while the death toll rose. All it knew was that I was saddened.
I was angry but as I began to say something a memory flashed through me. I knew now that I wasn’t just John Slater, I was so many other people but this one childhood memory of his stuck out.
I’d saved a tortoise from the road and took him home. A few weeks later, I was helping to paint my new bed, so of course I brought him along. Big mistake.
While I painted the heavy, wooden bed frame it began to sway. It fell over and I was lucky enough to dodge back before it hit the ground.
But the ground wasn’t the first thing it hit.
In my relief, it took me a while to realize what had happened. My tortoise lay under the frame, its shell caved in.
I traced my line of sight from it to the fact my leg was fine and realized, it saved my ankle. But when I first saw my mother’s face I knew there was more to this than just that.
My pet died three days later, and that was my—no John’s introduction to death.
He died, my ankle was fine. I saved him, but, did I? As implausible as it seems, he very well could have made it across that old country road. He might have found a mate, had a brood and lived well beyond me in years.
Instead, he died because a human child picked him up. He died unknowingly saving a being he never knew.
I didn’t understand that then, all I knew was that my friend was gone and no matter how much I yelled at him or how many leaves I gave him, he stayed silent.
I can’t bring him back. If I were the me I am now then, yes, he could live again but Liz never will. Liz—
My head hung low and it was as if all the sounds of joy had vanished and even though I could feel Leera and Nex pressed against me, their words sounded like echoes in a deep cave.
“Ohn...Joh...John!!” A small hand slapped me as Leera pulled me out of the baths. Nex helped her along as she asked directions to our bedroom.
“Huh…” A random necromancer replied before recognizing me. “The new head of… Four flights, then take a right…then…”
“I got this,” Ralphus said as he hefted me. “I’ll get him to his room.”
“Him!?” The other voice said in confusion. That Flesh Gol—”
“Yes! Hold your tongue, asshole! This is John, the god of darkness!”
“But it’s a—”
The next sound that met my weary ears was the sloppy noise of flesh meeting stone in chunks as a thin green whip vanished in Ralphus’s palm. “Just hold on, John. His head is fine, I’ll add it to our stores. For now, just try to remember who you are.”
Who I am? I laughed as the students giggled, saying something like princess carry.
Who is Princess Carrie?
Either way, somehow, seeing me, made everyone happy which made me happy all the way until we reached a room with a circular bed. Then, well, at that moment things got blurry.
I remember fighting three foes, all of them stronger than me. My hands were claws, my legs were inverted and my fangs still clung to the rusty iron flavor of their blood but now I was tied down by glowing green bonds and no matter how I struggled, I was stuck.
“Daddy?” A small green girl said as she waddled into the room. She handed me a picture, drawn on a plank using charcoal and flowers pressed into the wood.
“Aneeza…” I said as I looked her over. Her skin was like mine, though a shade greener. Even in my enraged state, I felt a strong compulsion to protect this person. Compared to her, my life meant nothing and so I relaxed.
My body reverted to its normal form and I was able to talk again. “What’s this, dear?”
The goblinesque toddler waddled over to me without a shred of fear and proudly presented her masterpiece. “This is you, mommy, and, uhh…Aunty Liz!!”
I closed my eyes for a long time as everything hit me at once.
This isn’t about me anymore. It’s not about Liz or anyone else. This small girl is mine, she was made when I took her mother or rather she took me. She’s a new life, a fresh soul, and I’m her father.
I briefly entered the soulscape to find a necromancer who could break my bonds and chanted the words to free myself so I could embrace my daughter.
“You did great, honey.” I said as I picked her up and tossed her a few times. “Aneeza?”
She sat on my stomach as she got over her laughing spell. “Huh?”
“I’m your daddy, right?”
“Mmhmm!” She said, smiling down at me, melting my heart and causing me to erupt in tears.
I never dreamed I’d have a daughter like this. She’s so pure and so positive, even though this world would gladly wipe her people from existence; my people.
My mind boggled for a moment as I hugged my only biological daughter.
The humans of this world and the goblins, before I met them, were at odds but if they could only see their children… No, NO! The humans of this world were disgusting parodies of the people they should’ve been, different, they were twisted and—
A knock came from the doorway as another small body pounced on me in a blur of red and black.
“Wendy!!” A strong woman said, her pointed tail twitching in irritation behind her. “Get off of him, he’s gone insa—”
“NO! He’s, Daddy! Daddy, the green lady said you wouldn't remember—”
Just from her sweat, I died. In all ways but the biological, she was also my daughter. I hugged her close, being careful not to let her skin touch Aneeza. “Wendy!”
“Yeah!!” She hugged me in a way that would kill anyone else and I was reminded of how dumb I was. She was the queen’s poison incarnate. If I left her as she was then she’d kill anyone who tried to touch her, through her sweat alone.
Before, that was fine. But her and her sisters had lived through a trial that no one had lived through before and now, here at the dark academy, she didn’t need that poison anymore.
As I held her, I raised her puffed sleeves and started to fuse my flesh to her skin but she stopped me. “Daddy...what are you doing?”
While holding her tiny frame, I thought about what I should say.
She’d been through a lot, more than any child her age would ever go through, all at the hands of others; all while never being able to choose her fate. So, I stopped to explain things.
“I’m fusing myself to you, so I can filter out the poison in your blood and return you to normal.”
I felt her muscles tighten as she looked up at me. “...Don’t…” She cracked. Her eyes upturned towards mine as her childlike persona vanished.
I wanted to ask her why, but I knew. So instead of speaking, I held her tighter. “I won’t change you without your permission, but are you sure this is what you want?”
She looked up at me with a stern expression far beyond her years and nodded.
“Then,” I kissed her forehead, having already gone into undead mode. “I’ll be here for you whenever you need me. But...I’m not the best person to lean on.” I looked up at Adria, a woman who’d also plunged the depths of darkness.
She’d killed herself twice, though only one of them had stuck. Wendy’s father was long gone and I’d granted Adria the strength to carry on along with a passion that now sang clearly in her eyes as she looked at me, suppressing her urges.
“Are you Poison Girl?” Aneeza asked, innocently.
“Uh…” Wendy clung to me for a moment before I smiled down at her. “...Yeah, so don’t touch me, if you do then—”
“Oooh!” Aneeza said with stars in her eyes as if she’d just met a celebrity. “Momma? Momma!! This is her!”
Nex revealed herself by hopping on the bed, well attempting to hop on the bed… It took her a few tries. Anyway, once she was up, she shot Aneeza a thumbs up then turned her eyes towards Adria with a scowl.
I pulled Nex down on me. Feeling her tightly compacted muscles melt as I held her. Mors had recognized something in her and tailored her body to be a complete match to mine but Mors never realized just how much I’d come to love this woman or how strongly she’d feel about me. 
Mors… How could they kill a person who was literally a part of me? Even now, I sometimes hear the words you would say. Mors, you can’t be dead, it’s not possible.
“Daddy?”
“Poppa?”
“My love?”
“John?”
“I’m fine,” I answered, causing them all to relax.
I felt Nex’s muscles tense as Adria stared into her eyes, unwilling to budge.
Was this really that timid woman that sold herself and volunteered to become jerky or was she—
“I’ll take him,” Adria said with a confident grin. “Maybe not now, maybe not ten years from now, but watch your back or better yet, challenge me. I don’t care how long it takes, he freed me, and I’ll free him.” Adria licked her lips as she crouched slightly, going into an attack posture, her poisoned tail whipping behind her. “I’ll—”
“Stop!” I said as I held Wendy and Aneeza tightly, black tears welling in my eyes. “Do either of you care about them? I’d gladly die for them if it meant they would live a full life, filled with joy or at least that they’d survive.”
I covered Aneeza’s ears and looked towards Nex. “In goblin customs, Adria is my: I released a gutteral squawk. (My wife by proxy), Wendy will be raised by our people, so do not disrespect our union. And you,” I pointed at Adria. “My daughter and yours are both mine. I will treat Wendy as if she’s my own until the day I die, so ease up on Nex. If you ever really cared about me then show it through her. Even if you and I never slept—”
“Exactly,” Adria said, interrupting my speech.
Nex chanted, causing me to falter for a moment as a dagger of darkness formed in her hand. Her chant ended with ‘Liz’, as she tossed it.
Adria didn’t shy away, instead, she stood proud, unwavering as the dagger vanished after just grazing her forehead.
For the first time I saw someone look into Nex’s eyes and not shy away and I wasn’t the only one to take notice.
Nex nodded slightly, letting her glare soften. “I will not call you sister out of respect for…” Nex choked on her words and swallowed hard before continuing. “You showed your resolve. I support my husband’s claim. You are,” she squawked the same way I had before but, far cuter and without the accent. “You are my family now, your daughter and mine are sisters from this day on.”
Aneeza’s eyes lit up as she grinned ear to ear at Wendy. She reached over towards Wendy but Wendy pulled back causing Aneeza to frown, suddenly heartbroken.
After Wendy saw Aneeza’s face, her expression became grim. It was as if she finally understood what I was saying before. Then as Aneeza began to cry, Wendy’s lip began to quiver sympathetically.
“No.” Nex said, running her hand through Aneeza’s hair. “My daughter will not cry. You will think, you will learn and you will know.” Aneeza began hicupping as she rubbed at her eyes suppressing her tears. “Good,” Nex continued. “Have you thought about it, why she didn’t want you to touch her?”
Aneeza’s eyes went wide. “Poison girl…” she whispered, suddenly understanding.
That’s my girl! It’s hard to believe she’s just a toddler in goblin terms.
“No,” Wendy said, tucking her hand into her sleeve and rubbing Aneeza’s tiny back. “Sister, we’re sisters now.”
Aneeza’s eyes began to water as she inhaled deeply and I saw my frown on my daughter's face as she did her best to suppress her emotions.
Wendy burst out laughing. “That face, oh!”
“Not all tears are a sign of weakness my daughter.” Nex said, smiling at Aneeza. “There are happy tears as…”
Everyone but Wendy froze as a single black tear ran down my Aneeza’s face.




Chapter 2: Rest - John
After those events, Ralphus walked back in and offered to take my daughters for some Necromancer candy.
“What?” He said as I gave him a weird look. “Kay, so they're not really necromancer candy, they’re just spun honey and starch.”
“You have honey?”
“Yep, Lang is my honey.”
I stopped myself from calling him an asshole but half a second later Wendy spoke up.
“You fucking asshole! Don’t lie to little girls about candy!”
Ralphus looked down at her with his head tilted and lowered his mask to reveal his confused face.
Oh, right, he doesn’t know swear words, at least not well.
“Daddy, what’s a fu—” Aneeza started.
“Fuchsia garden?”
“Umm…” Ralphus said, scratching his head. “No, fu—”
“Fungi! It’s like mushrooms and such.”
“No,” Ralphus began again, more confused than before. “I mean fu—”
“Funky cold medina! You see, if one wishes to be more fly then one must concoct a specific alchemical—”
“You know what,” Ralphus said, shaking his head. “Nevermind. I was just trying to give you some private time and I highly doubt you know anything about alchemical compounds. So, do you girls want some candy? I’ll give you a stick and you can poke the body parts in the shop, doesn’t that sound like fun!”
“Fuck yeah!” Wendy said, waving her fist in the air as if some eighties movie credits were about to roll.
Well, if it makes them happy, also I trust Ralphus, he’ll be a father soon as well. I can just imagine our barbecues in the future...
As they traveled down the hall, I heard a small voice enthusiastically cursing and winced inside. Dammit, Bob!
“So, what now,” I said as Leera disrobed and took Adria’s hand, dragging her into the large bed with Nex and I.
“Now we act as men and women should.” Leera said as she grabbed Nex’s breast, licking the milk that came out.
I pulled her in for a long kiss as I felt Nex’s warm body settle around my waist. Moments later I was in the heaven that was her loins. Then, a new sensation took my other twin as Adria sat behind Nex.
Leera mounted my face and the room was filled with the smell and sounds of sex as we all made love together.
Surprisingly Leera was the first one to give in to her pleasure as she squirmed and twitched on my face. Then Nex went as Adria helped her along, being no stranger to sex.
Leera and Nex fell to my sides as Adria moved forward and took both twins into both of her openings, her sweat streaming down her body as she looked into my eyes.
I thrust up into her, knocking at her womb and she crumpled over on my chest, moaning into my ear.
I kissed her forehead giving her a false sense of comfort before I grabbed her hips and began slamming into her from below.
Her moans became screams as she held onto me for dear life, every muscle in her body shaking from pleasure.
She looked up at me with teary eyes as she tried to speak but I just kept thrusting and soon her eyes began to roll back as she realized I wouldn’t stop until we were done.
I hadn’t come earlier, so now the burden of my stifled load fell to Adria and she wasn’t ready.
I leaned down and softly bit her ear before I whispered, “I’m going to come in you and you’re going to take it!”
Her feet curled as she sunk her claws into my shoulders. I felt the blissful pleasure of her insides clamping down on me as she came, then with a few more merciless thrusts, I filled her until her stomach swelled and my seed began to spill out.
Her eyes opened wide as her mouth cried out wordlessly and she lost consciousness.
I waited until my orgasm was done and gently pulled out of her, letting my seed stain the bed as I softly rubbed her back. I wiped her hair from her sweaty face and smiled down at her as she tucked her arms up for comfort.
We all lay there panting together for a while before my mind began to return to a dark place.
As I held them all, my thoughts wondered as I did everything I could to avoid asking myself the hard questions.
Nex began to stir as she climbed up to face me, her honey colored eyes staring deeply into mine, begging me to answer her unspoken questions.
I took a deep breath and spoke. “I killed her… I had to. I-I—”
She slapped me then kissed me, biting my lip. “Who?”
“What?”
“Who are we going to kill?”
“Eunice is dead, consumed. But the god of souls is still out there, and in here. This academy still holds many of its most devout worshippers and there’s nothing I can do about that. Necromancy itself was created by the god of souls.”
“Then we kill them all,” She said, running her fingers down my jawline. “You are strong, you will avenge her!”
I grabbed her hand and held it tightly. “No. I’m sorry my dear but it’s not that easy. No one openly worships the god of souls. Rather, all its followers are followers just by using its magic and by that logic, I’d have to kill myself. A god is a hard thing to kill but I got a good hit in. I filled it with my darkness, poisoning it. Even now I can feel it struggling to swim in the never ending tides of a boundless sea. I can’t say I’ve injured it, but I gave it something to think about.”
“Is it suffering?” She asked, forcing me to look at her.
“I’m eating it away from the inside. So I sure as hell hope it feels it. I hope it feels it all.”
“Good, then she can rest.”
No, she won’t. Liz’s soul was a turbulent one, filled with hatred, rage and obsession. And I’m the one who let it loose. “It never consumed her and her soul is free now. Though her body is gone...they made me eat her, I—”
Nex hugged me to her chest. “Then she lives on in you, it is our custom.”
I pulled out a small sphere of bone from my chest and dissolved it to reveal a lock of Liz’s hair. “This is all that’s left of my beautiful centaur.”
“Sister,” Nex said as she stared, teary eyed at Liz’s last remnants. “I’ve learned to chant, I’ve learned to make my own weapons from my feelings.” Nex held up her hand and chanted to form another black dagger. “See, now I am as strong as you! Your niece will learn from me, and our grandchildren will learn from her. You have strengthened our whole bloodline. You are a mother to them as well. Liz...”
Despite her strong tone, tears flowed down her face as she thrust the dark dagger into my hand and sat up. “Carve her name into my back, right behind my heart. I will live for her and she will always be a part of me.”
I sat up slowly behind her, my black tears staining us both as I pulled her into my lap. I wanted to ask, ‘are you sure?’ I wanted to talk her out of it, but when I saw the resolution in her eyes, I couldn’t say anything.
Leera stirred beside me and I realized that she was probably awake the whole time. She ran her hand down my arm and moved my hand to Nex’s exposed back as if saying ‘do it.’
As I carved Liz’s name, Nex never moved nor let out a noise. Instead she relaxed and accepted the pain. Either from sentiment for her fallen sister or trust in me, she stayed still like a small statue.
When I was done, Leera breathed out her healing mist and the wound sealed over, leaving a scar.
After that, Nex fell back into me and I held her. Leera quickly took her old position at my side and pretended to be asleep again.
“You can cry, Nex. I already know you’re strong.” I said as she turned in my arms and lost herself to her sadness.
Adria stirred as well but Leera turned and shushed her as Nex continued to sob.
We decided to hold an event for Liz. She was owed that much at the very least.
The next day, Nex, Reginauld and many other gobs stood around a massive bonfire, joined by all my mates, Ralphus and, Lang, poor Lang. She was a mess of tears, her words incoherent as she sobbed into Ralphus’s shoulder.
But this wasn’t a funeral, it was a goblin funeral for Liz’s sake. Before this moment, I never actually realized just how many people she’d touched in her limited time with us. But now, I stared out at a full legion of ranged gobs, not a dry eye among them.
I sacrificed one of my small cows in Liz’s honor, a small sacrifice, but it was all I had.
As Lang’s tears flowed freely, her wails could be felt by everyone in earshot, reaching us all with her pain.
I remembered that she and Liz had both become teachers for my gobs, but I’d failed to realize just how close they’d become.
I’d lost a mate, Nex lost a sister but Lang had lost her only friend. Together we all lost Liz. A woman who always did her best for everyone. A woman who never placed herself above anyone else.
But crying wasn’t what a goblin funeral was about. It was about celebrating the person’s life and rejoicing in what they gave to each of us before they died, and there was no shortage of people who came on stage to sing praises for Liz.
Lang waited her turn after several gobs, then as she approached the stage, carrying her large belly as she walked. She paused at the top stair and looked out over the audience.
She pulled her hood back, and took her place in the middle of the patchwork stage. “Liz was...Liz was…” She started and faltered, pushing Ralphus away as he tried to support her. “Liz was, is. A person who has always supported us all. She worked long nights for everyone’s sake, trying her best to make learning magic, and the written language easier for everyone.” The crowd cheered, recalling one thing or another that Liz had done for them as Lang cleared her throat. “Liz was a person of strength, determined to bring us all up to her level, no! To a level where we could all understand each other.”
As Lang continued, I shut my eyes, visualizing my parents. Were they good parents, no, but they were mine, or John’s rather. Mostly, they were aloof, trusting me to spend my days alone, so they rarely hired a babysitter. Even though they both worked, I still grew up poor and alone.
Their usual pattern was something like: My father worked while my mother struggled as a waitress. Then, every few months, we’d all get together, as a family. Looking back, they’d probably broken up sometime in my early childhood but pretended to still be together for most of my life.
I only wished I could show them my mates now, and how I lived. If they could just meet Liz and hear her story, then maybe things would’ve been different between us. Maybe we could have had a real conversation before they got in that accident that killed them. Maybe Liz would still be alive. Maybe—
Cold fangs dug into my soul as the darkness wrapped around me. As inhuman as it was I felt calm in its embrace. “We can kill gods,” it whispered to me.
Before, I would’ve thought it had some selfish motivation, but now I know. This is, it, trying to comfort me.
“Then we have two to slay.” I answered, embracing the darkness that enveloped me.
When I opened my eyes, Lang had begun to finish her speech as Fura and Leera propped me up, their arms locked in mine.
“—and I think she will live again,” Lang rubbed her stomach. “Inside us all.”
As Lang’s eyes hardened, she stumbled and Ralphus caught her, guiding her back down.
Leera elbowed me softly and gestured to the front of the stage. As Liz’s husband, it was my turn to speak. This is the part where I divided up her belongings while saying my piece about my wife.
“Liz,” I faltered, the memory of her death, her pleading head, severed and begging for release plagued me, causing my form to change. I tried to speak, but as my body lurched forward, my legs inverted, my lips vanished and bone spikes erupted from me. I roared a long pained wail that brought everyone to their knees as my dark aura seeped out, coating the mourners.
My thoughts became simple things, seeing all those around me as flesh that I needed to consume but another wail sounded as a great white thing smashed the ramshackle stage I stood on, spitting venom into the air, and working his big bony head under my arm.
I took a deep breath and gave Fernando a pat, then noticed Threscia now stood beside me as well, though significantly more bewildered.
I made sure everyone was fine as my form gradually returned to a humanoid one. I stood in front of the fire and spoke again. “Liz’s Scepter will go to Lil’sis, may she continue on her aunt’s path. Liz’s diary will stay where it’s been, with Lang. To all the Ranged who fought and bled with her in battle with magic and arrow alike, I will grant each of you a second heart and a form of your choosing.” Fernando bowed and I stood on his back as he raised me up again. “Liz loved as hard as she’d lived and I loved her. No, I love her, and I always will. But this isn’t a time for tears, this is a celebration! Throw your offerings on the fire, bring out the ale and tonight we feast, we mate and we celebrate the woman we loved!”
As I looked out on the crowd, suppressing my tears, I couldn’t help but notice a red hooded woman as she slinked off with a man whose skin flashed red intermittently.
The order of Rossereth is gone as her true chosen were brought back but there’s still some vapid fools left. Do you see this, Eve, hundreds of people gathered for her, but none would even bother to spit on your grave.
The rest of the night was a blur as the ale flowed freely and various oddities were grilled.
I used the calming effect several times to get on everyone else’s level but I still remember a few of the highlights. Athan, with his long arm placed around Eolania, his face bright red as she leaned against him, while Wilford groaned.
I remember the hungry look in Katie's eyes as the night grew dark then, I remember taking her and Thia for the second time in a second goblin wedding and Adria for her first.
I still recall the jealous faces of the few beastmen from Riverbrook who showed up. Sorry guys, but she’s mine, and from her moans, she always will be.
No one will ever replace Liz in any way.
CALMING EFFECT!
But…
CALMING EFFECT!
Izz… Is that pork? Fuck yeah! Who brought… wait, that’s literally a human ass… Not a bad one, hmmm…
Calming Effect…
Tastes okay, I shot a thumbs up to Ralphus, thinking briefly about how smooth his transition between necromancer and cannibal had apparently been. But the longer I looked, the more of Lang I saw, so out of courtesy I looked away.
I cringed for a moment as I saw Headwound with a silver haired gob woman. I thought briefly about the last funeral I’d been to, and fought the urge to vomit. But this and my parent’s funeral were two very different things.
In my world, the gray realm. Funerals were attended just by family and close friends. Here, everyone who ever knew Liz attended. Hell, there were even a handful of Orcs and one curious giant.
My gobs, being the genetic takers of everything, did just that. I didn’t know what a Goblin/Orc baby would look like, but I had the feeling that a few months from now, I would.
But none of this says that people weren’t sad. There were many tears, and the acts that followed just happened to relieve them. Life was short here, especially for non-humans and now that we all shared a language, we had ties. Deep feelings that we all held, things we could understand.
And so the Orcs brought out their drums and sang a song for the woman they’d never known. It sounded violent and melodic at the same time. Like a ballad that fed on everyone’s feelings and personified them into a beat.
And though the others cheered, I felt deeply touched.
Liz, look. There’s hundreds of people here, celebrating you.
“Hey, Boss!” Bob said, dragging his stomach.
“Bob!”
“Boss!”
“BOB!”
“BOSS!”
“Don’t overexert yourself with our child.” Muffy said standing tall by her, uh, Bob as he lowered his massive canine form beside me.
I looked up at the woman having not seen her for a while. When it came to ‘Bob’s Mates’ I mainly remember Mark. Probably because Bob had used his past life spell to set up a very elaborate joke around his name. But I’d all but forgotten Muffy, the strong, formerly deformed goblin woman who slew a building just to prove herself to me.
In the half year since I’d seen her last, her eyes had softened but her body grew harder. The tinges of frantic rage that once played in her eyes now only showed concern for the man she’d chosen by goblin right.
“So, what’s up buddy?”
Bob for the first time since I’d known him was silent, he just leaned against me until I put my arm around him.
“Boss?”
“Yeah?” I said, scratching him behind the ears.
“I teased her, but ya know, she never died before. I mean, she didn’t…not in the other lifes.” Bob stopped, but I continued to pet him.
“It’s okay, I’m not just ‘John’ anymore. You couldn’t have known she would die. Only Quenelia could’ve known but I bet Liz left a good impression on her as well. So, yeah, no one could’ve predicted any of this. I know who’s to blame, and trust me my friend.” Bob yelped as I accidentally dug my fingernails into his flesh. “They will die, and I’ll make sure they know why.”
Bob’s big red eyes turned towards me as ichor leaked from my destroyed lips. Muffy punched me, knocking me back, but there was a softness to her strike and I nodded to her apologetically.
“Thank you for holding back.” More ichor escaped my eyes. “But you can’t hurt me, I deserve so much worse, I deserve—”
“Ahhh!” Bob said, pulling Muffy close by her narrow waist. “Did I ever tell ya the story ‘bout the warlock on the wall?”
Muffy shook her head.
“Then let’s go baby, stories, I got a few for ya! Lemme tell ya the one ‘bout the obsessive waif.”
He nudged my hand one last time, letting me pet him as he left. “So, there was this lady, right,” He began as he walked away. “She was a victim, but then some ass made her OP. Then she…”
His words faded in the distance but I already knew the story he was going to tell.
Against my better judgement I used the calming effect a few more times.




Chapter 3: The Morning After - John
I awoke wrapped in the warmth of my loved ones, and moved a large hairy arm off—nope, I’m not playing this game again. I’ll just take it as Bob trying to cheer me up.
I stretched and heard gasps as I remembered that I was in the courtyard, the same one I’d splattered against in the past. My twins perked up and suddenly the chatter resumed as the necromantic students quickly hurried away, trying their best to avoid eye contact with me as I searched desperately for my pants.
“Ehmm…” A man cleared his throat and handed me a familiar garment.
I thanked him as I dressed.
“So, John.” Barz said, with a serious tone. “We must discuss a few things, preferably away from prying ears. Please accompany to my office, there we—”
“Nope.”
His bushy eyebrows raised in surprise as he opened his mouth to ask why but I beat him to it by opening the gate to Eunice's quarters/my new bedroom.
He nodded with an ‘oh, that’s convenient’ sort of expression and we walked through. There we found Nex and Lina breastfeeding and I quickly shoved Barz out, following close behind him.
I closed the gate, then looked back to apologize to the new headmaster but he’d vanished. Looking around for a while, I began to wonder if he had his own Void Stone or if he’d simply run off embarrassed. Then, I saw him, or most of him, dashed against the far wall of the courtyard, a bloody trail leading to where he sat, glaring at me with an exposed skull.
I quickly mended him, then sewed his robe back together. If I hadn’t given him a body, and saved his life, then right now, I bet I’d be alite with every spell he could muster but instead he just shook his head at me disapprovingly.
Without another word, I followed him up to his office, the trip taking us the better part of an hour as we dodged students with their inane questions and faculty with their perfectly logical complaints about what they saw in the courtyard.
Yeah, these were still the same people that wanted to punish me for disrupting class by jumping out of a window, and probably because Fernando ate a few of them… Either way they kept their distance after what I’d shown them during my “Trial.”
They might revere the god of souls but they fear the god of darkness and given their personalities, it’s easy to see which of those emotions holds them tighter.
When we finally arrived in Barz’ office, he bid me to sit and took out a large brown book then poured himself a drink from a smoking flask before he sat across from me.
“You pushed for me to become headmaster and I assume you didn’t do it just because I owed you.”
I did, actually. “No, not at all, you seemed up to the task and you are the most senior person here.”
“Good,” He nodded as he took a long drink from his smoking goblet. Seeing my confused expression, he found another goblet and poured me a drink as well.
I smelled the smoke, then sealed my nose. It smelled like death, no, like actual death. Like the magic that Thrall spun. I shrugged and took a drink. My mana rose drastically as my mind sharpened and relaxed at the same time. I opened my mouth to speak but he cut me off.
“You wouldn’t like what it’s made of but I’m not the one who made it and what’s done can’t be undone, not even by you. I’ll leave it at saying that this was something Eunice came up with.”
I could tell from his tone, and from what I felt that this was likely made from some distillation of souls made possible by death magic. This didn’t go against my sense of judgement so long as the souls were enemies, no, this was something I might use for my army.
He sat a small crate of dusty bottles on the table. “It’s yours, but that’s all we have of it and only Eunice could make more.”
I took the crate and sat it down beside me, nodding. This is the bad news sandwich isn’t it? He starts with something good, then—
“Of course a few potions isn’t why I asked you here.”
Yep, here it comes.
He took another swig and turned the book around to face me. “Here, our reserves of food and stored water. We do have three wells, but those can’t be quantified. Either way, presuming none of our trusted traders will brave the poisoned waters and roving…”
“Plague flies, I call them.”
“Yes, those. Anyway, we’ll starve in a matter of weeks if I’m being optimistic. It’s a real problem, one that even if your army wasn’t here, we’d still face soon. We could send our people out with wagons and gold, but all the villages are gone, we’d have to constantly be weary of plague flies and they’d need to take a barrel of water with them as the lakes are poisoned.” He looked at me to make sure I followed then continued. “There’s also the question of where we’d even go to trade. Up north are a few villages that we used to trade with, but after the Crusade we have no assurances they still exist. There’s also Therograd, but even that’s iffy. For a while now, we’ve been barred from open trade within its walls which is why we relied on independent traders but what it’s current state is, we have no idea.”
He tapped the book, and I read over it. He really was being optimistic. So this is what kills the dark academy, not a besieging army of Therresa worshipers, not vengeful god or a country's armies, no. It’s a logistical problem.
I had several ideas on how to take Therograd as I traveled the soulscape in my slumber each night and most of them were about infiltrating it, getting a feel for things, then opening the gate inside.
I knew little about Therograd except from the outdated information the souls inside shared with me and what Marrow had spoken about before he stole my finger and showed me just how naive I was.
Therograd was a fairly large city with high walls that once served as a trade hub between the north and south of the continent but the famine and the war with the Garanthi Empire had changed that. Then there was the Crusade and who knows what that did.
I only knew that Thads… I inhaled deeply and exhaled smoke to calm myself as I took another drink of Eunice’s elixir. Thads had slinked off in that direction and the battlemages that came from there, following his former campsites. All of them knew of him. Then there was the Duke’s son, who may or may not have had a hand in all of this and the duke himself who definitely did.
I knew what I needed to do and now I had a time limit. I’d given up my illusion of humanity, after all, I was born into this world as an undead abomination. My memories of being human came from a past life that the soul fairy had chosen, likely because she thought that version of me would be easier to manipulate. She was wrong and to an extent, so was I.
I can’t be human, and I won’t capitulate to their archaic sensibilities. Noble, lowborn, humans are the filth of this land, cockroaches feeding on their own kind to survive. Though I understand, not all of them are guilty and not all of them are happy with the way things are. They all will face my judgement. I will give them a choice, submit and learn to live with my people or become examples to the rest.
I won’t play their political games and I won’t show mercy. Sometimes it’s easier to wipe the board and start again than to try to correct everything. And I’ve already decided after my experiences in Riverbrook that I won’t suffer a pure human, necromancers aside, in my country.
Though… I thought back on the faculty, mostly controlled by fear. It’s true that they can no longer get word out to anyone but I wonder just how many of them are spies planted here by noble houses.
“Does this stuff make you paranoid?” I asked Barz while swirling my goblet.
“Oh, I wouldn’t know. A bitter old man, feels skeptical of all. But those imps of yours with their floppy ears, and those gnomes with their pointy teeth and tiny little eyes... “ He shook his head, as if to clear away a nightmare. “Hm, you can’t be paranoid if you automatically assume everyone is going to fail you either by trust or by incompetence. Or by biting you, with tiny, tiny teeth…”
So, Barz is apparently afraid of little people, okay… Well, good thing he hasn’t seen the gremlins yet.
I said my goodbyes and took the crate to my bedroom through the gate. What welcomed me was a scene more beautiful than any artist could ever capture. Nex and Lina, laying with our children, asleep together.
With great loss, there often comes something that puts life into perspective. This is that, this is what makes it all worthwhile. All the blood and all the killings, everything, it’s for them.
Being as still as I could, I softly picked up Slater and Aneeza. Slater stretched out his wings, his black feathers still just fuzzy plumes, he wrapped his wings around Aneeza and I sat back in the bed with them, rocking them softly as they slept.
Looking down at their little faces, still free of the world’s burden, a warmth filled me. A sudden rush of emotion that only a parent could describe.
I looked at Lina and Nex and we all shared a small smile together, then Slater stabbed me with his bone spike, but it was just a small stab, not even strong enough to break the skin as he let out a cute little yawn.
This one’s going to be a hard one to raise, I can already tell.
I stayed there like that for a few hours as I planned things out in my head.
I’d need to gather Reginauld, Red, and a representative from each of my units. Then the strategists and then, I’d ask if Vesp would take me to Therograd. Even if we couldn’t make it all the way there, the trip would be safer, quicker and it would save a tonne of provisions an army would need to march.
Slater woke up, his eyes large as his mouth opened in shock at my face. His lip began to quiver and I knew what was coming.
“Boys don’t cry son, unless they need to.”
His lips stopped quivering as he made big eyes at me. “Plergh?”
“That’s right, only cry if you’re sad, mad or you have to. Or when, it just kind of leaks out for no reason… Anyway, you have to become strong.”
“Bleh! Baahboo?” His large eyes looked at Aneeza and Lina.
“Yep, for them.”
“Ehmmm…” He grabbed my lip and pulled it as I nodded.
“I see you understand, then I’ll be off. You know what to do.”
“Plurgh!”
That’s my boy, he’ll be a great leader some day, he’s already great with words.
I gently lay my children down, and nodded to their mothers as I left. It’s a good thing no one has to change their diapers since none of us need to tinkle or make poopies. What strange benefactors we have, a random re-dead ghoul and a windigo that tried to kill us.
Lemons to lemonade.
I arrived down in the zombie chamber that held the majority of my army and found Reginauld and Red instructing our gobs in drills.
They stopped as I approached, the gobs let out a “Hough!” and bowed to me in a shared showing of respect.
“Do we have marching orders, Chief?” Reginauld said with a grin.
“May we gain honor in the battles to come!” Red said, kneeling, which still left him towering over me.
“Yes and yes.” I answered.
Reginauld let out a familiar noise in goblin, calling someone up.
I gasped as I saw her. Her muscles tight, her hair that once grew rampant was now braided behind her but those eyes… I’ll never forget those hateful eyes. “Ballbreaker…”
She smiled mischievously at me, nodding to acknowledge me. “Balls of steel.”
I dodged her staff which deftly shot towards my testicles, catching it between my thighs. I used IPT and flipped back, causing it to shoot up between her legs and…the soldiers gasped as it hit her.
She stood there, her eyes bulging as she inhaled deeply. I let her staff fall and she struggled forward as she picked it up.
We shared a glance as she finally understood the pain she was inflicting on others. She closed her eyes for a moment then raised her staff into the air. “V-vulva of steel!”
The crowd cheered as I cringed.
I pulled Reginauld’s hand away from his dagger then placed my hands on Ballbreaker’s shoulders, mending her. “I would be honored if you would teach my daughter when she’s old enough.”
Ballbreaker nodded then grabbed my hand throwing me over her shoulder, her staff followed a predictable path and I shot out a bone spike to block it. Grabbing her ankle, I twisted as I rose and she fell back, then I whipped her around, smashing her into the ground in front of us.
I don’t need to fight like a person, I’m a flesh golem and my body is a putty that moves according to my will.
As if she was expecting it, she broke free and rolled away, tossing her staff. I caught it, since our first dual, I’d absorbed many souls, fighters, duelists, swordsmen and brawlers. I’d already moved far beyond the 1 through 10 threshold that Mors created to quantify skill. I now had lifetimes of experience to draw from but as a gentleman, I gave her weapon back.
I laughed smugly as she dove at me, catching her staff that I’d deflected before but she used her legs to whirl around and sweep my legs out from under me.
I smiled, losing myself the moment I hit the ground ejecting a bonespike, using it to thrust me back onto my feet. Then, before she could react, I grabbed her staff and gave it a quick pull, trying to rip it away from her.
But, she never let go, and instead came flying towards me with a bewildered expression.
Even with IPT, I didn’t have time to react to the wailing gob as she tucked her head and awaited impact.
There was an “ooh…” From the crowd as Ballbreaker lived up to her name for the second time, her head colliding with two of mine as two of my five orbs shattered, leaving me in enough pain that I automatically switched to undead mode as I mended them.
She rose instinctually, her staff displacing the air as it cut a path between my legs. I grabbed her and tried to force her back down as she rose, the result being that she ended up with her face buried in my crotch.
She dropped her staff and stood, her eyes ablaze.
I cursed inwardly as Reginauld stood between us.
Swallowing, I  feared the conversation I would soon be having with Nex but then I remembered that these pants cleaned themselves automatically.
Reginauld looked at Ballbreaker then at me. After looking into our eyes, he turned to address the soldiers. “As you can see, our Chief is still our champion, but my daughter is no slouch. Since the moment she could walk, she’s been raised to fight! This demonstration just proves that. She may be half your age but under her, each of you can reach this height, this power. Any of you can become a person that can challenge a god. Of course, John fought fairly, if he’d used his magic, or channeled his anger then even my second daughter would have fallen. Let’s applaud them! They showed us an honorable bout to inspire us to greater heights.”
The men cheered and Ballbreaker backed away from me, blushing. She retrieved her staff and I could feel her eyes on me as we walked away but maybe I was just imagining things as the soldiers' grunts continued behind us.
“So, Aneeza,” I started as we made our way farther into the zombie room.
Reginauld smiled, already anticipating my request. “She will learn, just like her mother and her aunt. We already had that arrangement, did you forget, my chief?”
“No, not at all. But wow, Ballbreaker has really leveled up in such a short time.” I shook my head, “It’s amazing.”
“Well, she is soon to be of age. When you modified us, you slowed our physical aging but mentally, we still progress at the same speed. If it wasn’t for that, then you’d have another mate right now.” He chuckled, but his laugh never reached his eyes. “Of course there’s always tomorrow, I can’t live forever—”
“You can,” I interrupted him, speaking matter-of-factly.
He stopped walking, his eyes unfocused as if staring off at something only he could see. “I won’t. Thanks to you I have many more years in front of me, but my wife waits for me and no doubt she’s eager to hear that she’s a grandmother. Oh the daggers I’ll have to dodge…” He shivered. “It’s exciting.”
I hadn’t really thought too much about it, but in goblin terms Reginauld was already an old man at death’s door. It was only due to my tampering that he became like a man in his fifties. His body, still rife with muscle and his eyes youthful. Nex was only ten actual years younger than him… But because of Mors manipulations and my own internal yearnings, she was like a twenty year old physically.
But I’m sure she feels just like her father, that dying is a natural part of life. She probably won’t allow me to prolong her life and will want to die normally.
Reginauld slapped me on the back as I began to lag behind, forcing me back into the present. “Our kind never lived for long, but with you as our chief, we’ll see many more sunsets than we would, normally. My sentiment is my own, my daughters will speak for themselves. But we will all live on through our people. We don’t die, we only give ourselves so that the younger, stronger ones will live. You will see it in time or at least you will come to understand it.”
Red nodded, his low voice booming in the silent blackness. “I hope to die on the field of battle, protecting my brothers so that my honor will live on in stories. Should I live forever, then honor would mean less.”
My pulse rang in my ears as I suddenly understood that at some point, I’d be saying goodbye to each of them. Maybe it’s selfish of me, but I expected them to be with me for the long haul.
“But Red,” I said. “You haven’t left a line yet. You need sons and daughters to carry your deeds forward. So until then—”
“No, I need not but my deeds sung amongst my brothers as a legacy. Should I find a woman who suits me, then great, if not then I’ll die all the same. In death there is a dignity all onto itself. An honor that one can only gain through sacrificing themselves for what they truly believe in.”
“Nope, denied. I made you, I took the time and the effort to create you from the corpses of my enemies and you bent your knee, promising to follow me. If you want to die, then present your replacement, insure they are every bit as good as you and don’t waste the gifts I’ve given you.”
Red grinned, laughing in a low timbre that thrummed through me. “I see, then I’ll do just that. After all, leaving my lord in a lurch would be dishonorable. To protect my kin for a battle just to have them lose the war would be a blight my soul would carry into the void.”
“I’m glad you understand…” I said, hiding the fact that I just didn’t want him to die.
Not him, not Reginauld, and certainly not Nex!
The wind grew turbulent as a familiar voice yawned.
“Vesp!” I called out, recognizing his halitosis.
He roared, bat-waddling out, adorably.
How can I ever tell him that his walk is anything but menacing.
His large reptilian eyes met mine and our minds linked so we could speak.
“I see you’ve brought a morsel as an offering.” He projected to me, baring his massive fangs, to us, his face, larger than Red stood tall. His eyes focused, as he suddenly looked like an old man searching for his reading glasses. “Uh...is that one of those cats you spoke of last time? It’s hard to see.”
Neither Red nor Reginauld balked at the beast’s roar, though Red did rush to stand in front of us causing him to catch all the drool from Vesp’s outburst.
“Vesp,” I thought along our shared channel. “The small one you think of as a cat is my father-in-law. The giant red on is, uh, Red…yeah I’m not that creative. Either way, open your channel to them. I promise you they’re good guys. Neither of them is human and neither of them wants to subjugate you, not that they could.”
Vesp’s eyes turned to me as he projected his thoughts into my head. “Not that they could what, be a meal? I see your point, one seems too tough and one is too small to even be an appetizer but neither smells of necromancy, nor dragons. So—”
“So open your damned channel, we have places to go and people to kill.”
Vesp just loves to be dramatic. Not in the same way that Bob does but I get the feeling he likes people to fear him. Unfortunately, neither Reginauld nor Red seemed all that impressed and I think that hurt his pride.
“Fine!” He growled, “Hello there, big guy and the tiny ponce, I’m Vesp the beast from your nightmares!”
Reginauld laughed mockingly as he walked between Red’s legs. “Good to meet you, and if you believe you’re scary then you should’ve met my wife or my daughter when they were pregnant.” He held out his hand and Vesp stretched one of his claws toward Reginauld, trying his best not to shred him.
Red grunted and soon we met with all the other leads as well as the strategists. Then, as the daylight vanished, a plan not dissimilar to the one I had, came into being. Also, Vesp apparently loves to mock everyone through our telepathic link…
I had to stop myself from laughing more times than not. Basically Vesp and I already knew exactly what our roles would be. Fly there and open the gate, yep, they thought we were dumbasses. Oh well, as long as it all works out, who cares?
“And so,” a strategic Imp implored in a shrill voice. “We will combine all ranged units together and put them under Thia.”
“So,” Vesp spoke telepathically to me. “They’re thinking the dark elves and the haughty ones will work together. Have they considered just how much ale that’ll take?” He said with a chuckle.
“Tentacles...lots and lots of tentacles.” I replied, nodding.
“Huh?”
I sent him my memories about the variations of the dark tendrils spell and he laughed, his breath knocking the speakers off their soap boxes.
“Oops,” He broadcasted to them telepathically. “My bad, please continue.”
As the imps jittered back to their stands, I thought towards Vesp. “No worries, I’ll spike their ale with something special. Not only that but—”
“Oh,” he thought at me. “That’s right, you’re the Dark one to them.”
“You know, I’ve been meaning to ask about that. The Source, the Dark One, what does it all mean?”
Vesp nodded in thought, his nostrils flaring, causing the speaker imps to stutter. “Maybe you should ask them. I’m not exactly the talkative sort after all.”
“My ass! You and I chatter like schoolgirls on a sleepover, but without the officers showing up and pulling me away from the window.”
Vesp burst out in laughter and the word banned was passed around but no one was brave enough to proclaim it so we both chuckled again.
I knew, I shouldn’t laugh at my own army nor my own intelligence network, but how could anyone fear Vesp? He was the most laid back dude I’d ever known, barring Ralphus. And honestly, if he was the beast everyone thought him to be, there’s no one here but me who could stop him from his feast.
“I’m about to tell that little up there that I think they're cute.” he said chortling.
“...The imp? Your di—”
“Momma’s gonna slap you if you keep going.” He said huffing, aka blowing everyone away with a low pitched growl.
The wide eyed imp retook the stage, fixing their ears and my twins responded, even though I knew Imps had no sexual parts, I still reacted.
I knew this proposed coupling was doomed, but dammit, this was bound to be epic!
The Imp began again about troup partition then suddenly looked up at Vesp as the wyvern sighed, blushing. The imp nodded and Vesp sat back.
“Vesp?” I thought as the wyvern brought its wings together.
“They agreed… Through their own link.”
“I’m sorry man, better luck next—wha?”
“Uh...hmmm… So, I guess we’ll be needing your mana so they can, you know, match me.”
“Holy crap, not a problem man, but you realize they breed by mana. So, even though you’ll feel good, if the mana comes from me then…”
Vesp sat up straight as the Imp looked at him noticeably flushed.
“I can feed it what it needs, but is there enough flesh here to forge our offspring?”
“No, not by...wait, how big is a baby wyvern?”
“Mmm, one tenth my size, roughly one of your Reds.”
“Dammit man! Well, they can forge flesh with mana so I’ll transfer a large amount of mana into you, but you’ll owe me.”
Vesp smiled, cooing softly behind me. “No, we’re friends, and friends don’t owe each other.”
I sighed, as the council moved on. Imps are genderless beings fromed mostly from mana. They could breed, but that union was often one sided. Unless the imps partner had the mana to allow the imp to reconfigure their body.
Once the plans were finalized I used Mana Transfer and gave him about a fourth of my mana to add to his own.
And so, our journey would likely take almost half a day longer as Vesp took his sweet time, bridging the divide between the ancient necromancer’s pets and their greatest enemy.
I watched as Vesp and the imp vanished to the far reaches of the zombie room together, leaving me to deal with all the squabbles and disagreements of my factions, the largest divide however was between the haughty noble elves and the dark elves, drow, the first ones, the corrupted, the...blahblahblah.
On the outside there was no discernible difference between a dark elf and an elf, elf, other than skin color. Inside, there was a difference, albeit an expected one. To no one’s shock, dark elves had a far greater affinity for darkness. And they all treated me well, bowing and calling me the source. Though none of them would answer any of my questions about what the source was or why they called me that.
The elf-elfs, aka the light skinned ones, well, they all but spit at me. They believed themselves to be some spotless race, that shined above all others. Even despite the fact that I, ‘the source’ had brought them back. But when walking among them I’d noticed a few strange things. First of which was Thia, her eyes seemed to change color every now and then.
When she thought I was looking, her eyes were forest green, but when someone tried to speak out against me, her eyes became a deep purplish-magenta, then red.
I’d seen this difference before, but I didn’t question it. I knew how Thia felt about me, not just from her actions but from the large black blot she placed on my believer’s map. Other than Liz, this left the largest indent on my worshiper presence. If Liz was obsessed than Thia was a cult leader.
But personally, I couldn’t confirm a thing because every time I looked back at her, she’d close her eyes in happy half circles as if to leave me guessing.
But even with the Dark Elves' devotion and Thia’s absolute control of her people, fights broke out.
One in particular stood out as it happened during my current walkthrough and involved a male from Thia’s side and a female drow. They’d been practicing together in what I’d call healthy competition. But the unspeakable happened… They tied, and so a contest of arrows became a contest of blows.
“Stop!” I called out, channeling my darkness to let them know who I was.
What I expected was for them to stop and kneel. What I got was two arrows aimed at my head. I just closed my eyes, head wounds were like handshakes to me but their arrows never touched me and after a few seconds passed, I opened my eyes to see Thia bleeding on the ground, two arrows protruding from her skull.
My thoughts shot to Liz and I lost myself in my rage, suddenly resolute to commit genocide against all elves or elflike beings, I spewed my darkness as I began to rage against all things with a pulse but a feeble hand grabbed my leg.
“Ow…” Thia said as she sat up, ripping the arrows free, along with her eyeballs. “That’s unpleasant!”
Two new eyes formed, each a soft magenta as she started up at me. “Sorry John, but I’m not Thia.”  She held out her arms, and the two that loosed their arrows into her shriveled, aging rapidly before becoming bone and leather. ‘Thia’ bowed to me gracefully. “You can call me Rose, and we’ve met before, though my eyes were closed.”
Her voice seemed to hobble all but me but as I looked into her eyes I recognised who was behind them. The bloody woman that ate the sun. “Rossere—”
“Shhh,” She said, holding her finger to my lips.
She smiled, in a way I’d seen many times now, all but when I first bedded Thia during our wedding.
I pulled ‘Rose’ up and she stumbled, not used to the feet she had. So I held her, my heartbeat next to her’s.
“Hello,” She said, grinning at me ear to ear. As everyone else cringed on the ground, as if a flail had struck them in the temple.
“Er, hello to you too.” Did we screw? I didn’t ask.
She softly intertwined her fingers with mine as her eyes seemed to glow with power. “Thia is and alway has been my avatar. But—”
“But you were a maiden? But you were trapped with me all that time in Theressa’s Realm?”
“Yes, and yes, also yes to your next question.”
Both the elves and the drow around us began to cry out in pain as blood seeped from their ears as they held their heads.
“Did you ever take over Thia’s body while we…uh, you know.” Hmm, how does one politely ask a goddesses if you’ve boned them?
“Yes again, my savior, the dark god! Many times now, we’ve smashed uglies! I'm no longer a maiden!”
I have no clue what my face looked like in the wake of all these revolutions but I knew how my twins felt about this and what they felt was the fabric of my enchanted pants stretching to meet ‘Rose’s’ innermost place.
“Do you see them?” She asked as every person within earshot either fell to their knees or lay prone from her words.
“Uh, yeah… So,” I said awkwardly as I pulled her close, my instinct driving me to breed with the strongest person possible. My mouth grew dry as she lowered her pantiesm, inviting me in.
“Thia is my avatar, when the elves vanished, I was sealed away, but.” She said as she guided my twins into a warm home. “You freed them and brought back my followers.”
She stopped and Thia’s form changed bringing me face to face with a bloody woman, her skin suddenly turned to scarred muscle, she herself, now missing an eye. I became rock hard. Not only did I swell as I looked at her, I unconsciously began to fleshcraft myself to enter her, my twins becoming tentacles winding their way deeper.
But just as my passion began to bubble over, I invoked my darkness and stopped suddenly.
“What about Thia?”
“Thia?” Rossereth said, looking down at her palm. “I love her, she is a pure person, my most devout follower, your wife. I’d never harm her, we share everything together, even you…”
I hugged Roserreth closer, entering her more as she leaned back in my arms raising her leg to let me in.
“See.” She said, her scarred eye opening to me, revealing Thia’s forest green iris. “You are a god but she is mortal. Please treat her well, you and I, we’ll find each other again.”
As I pressed forth into them, feeling their body giving in to me, I spoke again. “So are you still the bloody maiden?”
She gasped, unable to answer as her hips met mine. Time seemed to slow as her hips gave way to pleasure, she moaned, causing those that were the closest to us to erupt into geysers of blood.
Her magenta eye met mine, pleading for more as she released everything she had and I filled her until her muscles finally relaxed and she hung limp in my arms.
“Maiden? Not for a while.” She said as she kissed me deeply, running her tongue along mine with inexperienced exuberance. “I’m taken now, call me the bloody matron. I’ll birth demigods for you, and we can watch them grow old together. At the very least, we two will live forever and I’ll always be with you.”
As her bloody haze circled us, I was reminded of the woman I’d freed in the white realm. The goddess who stood tall, proud, and readily devoured a false sun. “She was so beautiful,” I said. Staring into Thia’s eye. “She seemed so far above me, her words cutting into my soul. Are you really her?”
Thia’s body bent back as her mana seemed to evaporate from her. All the blood from everyone around us gathered in the air and formed a splotchy version of the woman I’d seen before. She smiled down at me, and the blood returned to the people it was pulled from, restoring them.
By the time it was done, Thia sat blushing in my lap, my seed leaking from under her dress as she peered around at the prostrating elves and drow.
Then without warning she pressed her hand to my chest and I fell back as a red energy forced its way into my core. Thia screamed, tears streaking down her cheeks as the world slowed down to a crawl.




Chapter 4: Rossereth - John
I blinked and found myself face to face with Rossereth, but she seemed gentle, bashful, and suddenly very ladylike.
I embraced her again, and this time, it wasn’t something as simple as sex, it was a merging of our very essences.
Her memories flooded into me, filling me with all that she was.
An orphan, her parents stoned to death, she took up the sword and bow in order to survive. She fought, she killed, she became a being that inspired fear in the hearts of her people. Her brutality becoming her calling card.
She needed people to fear her, or they’d take advantage of her. So she never got to be a ‘just a girl’. Then war swept through her home and she stood at the turning point with bloodied knives in hand and her greatbow slung over her shoulder, her arrows long exhausted.
She stared down the invader’s army, her people’s morale crushed and forgotten as they cowered around her. She didn’t hesitate, she would live, she would protect these people even though they’d killed her parents. Even though they’d shunned her for her unique eyes...even though they feared her.
An arrow whistled through the wind, the last sight her left eye ever saw, but she clenched her teeth as her head shot back at the impact. Her people gasped as she ripped it free, then looked at it.
With no sign of hesitation she chanted a forbidden spell, then unslung her bow.
She turned to the invaders, and my heart sank.
Were they the human ancestors of Theressa’s followers? The ancient Drow? Orcs? No, they were elves with no discernible difference to the ones around her other than a banner.
War is war and atrocities are atrocities, a difference between people can be something as small as what land they occupy but Rossereth didn’t care about any of that. She was pushed to her limits, her mind at a breaking point by a harsh life that she’d fought against, but now her enemy had a face, an identity, a banner.
Using her skewered eye as a focal point, she forced every ounce of her considerable mana into it and with a vengeful smile, she loosed her arrow with a devastating effect.
From there, things sped up as if in timelapse and I saw more than I could process. She unified her people, always with them but never one of them. Her childhood trauma haunting her and staining every interaction she had with them.
Her people had found her parents guilty of the same thing that they now praised her for, the power of mana.
She didn’t know why, but she stopped aging and began to perceive people differently. Glowing, is all she could describe them as. They treated with her, giving her offerings and bowing but her ears were deaf to them.
She served her time as their matriarch, then she vanished into the woods one day and that’s where she stayed. She hunted, she ran free in the wilderness, happy for the first time in how long, even she didn’t know.
But those lights she saw in the distance only grew brighter; those followers. She didn’t care, she was free, she didn’t need or want them, but all the same they called out to her.
Then, they started to disappear. She felt as if some were pulling her towards them, begging her to answer a call.
She made her way back to find a new threat, men, humans in purple garb, wearing golden metal and brandishing black blades of iron. They too bore a banner, one with a woman, naked and bound, her eyes crying blood.
Rossereth watched in horror as the men were shot down, only to rise again.
I heard a sound that set my teeth on edge as my perspective split. These humans were mine but not mine. I could feel them, though I didn’t want to.
Either way I knew that some part of their beliefs had reached me, the dark god, but the other part was wrong, twisted, gnarled and disgusting. Some fragment of me was buried here, in Rossereth’s memories.
Rossereth drove these ones back, but a hundred years later they returned bearing a new standard, the purple replaced by resplendent gold.
This time, the dead stayed dead, but each man was harder than ever to put down. An ounce of prevention saved them the trouble of resurrection, though they did that too. They’d gained much and lost nothing since Rossereth had last encountered them.
Her people’s arrow assaults that had once wrought chaos in their human enemies, now did next to nothing as each golden clad man held a thick shield that they held in front or above them.
This was to be the battle in which Rossereth lost her body, untouched, unsulling and ignored on the battlefield as her perspective changed.
She floated freely above the battlefield, reaching out to whoever she could, urging them to flee, the battle lost.
Her people listened, though only a few could hear her now. They made their way ever deeper into the forest, treading through places where no elf had ever sat foot, save her.
The cries of the fallen echoed through Rossereth’s mind, as the battle turned into a war. With an innumerable force, the golden troops marched on mercilessly, and the lights of her followers dwindled away, only to form again in a new land.
Rossereth believed this was a way to save her people and so she jumped to that land, safe in the belief that the people she’d hidden would be fine.
But what she found there was strange, she was no longer a person to them, she was an ideal that held her, as a goddess.
They were mostly human and told weird versions of her deeds to one another, extolling values that had nothing to do with how she felt.
She hadn’t remained a virgin by choice, she hadn’t martyred herself willingly, she had nothing to do with fertility or crops and her huntress status was just because she needed to survive.
She knew that in their eyes she’d lost all that made her who she was. So she fled, back to her elvin people, but the years had passed on far more than she could perceive and her people now viewed her much the same as the humans did.
Calling her the bloody maiden, the huntress and the goddess of war. Whoever she was had died with her body and she didn’t have the stomach to debate it anymore.
So she looked out towards the golden army, but their gold banners had turned red. They now marched with her name on their lips.
So in response, Rossereth gathered the last of her people and bid them to march deeper into the forest, to a place of great obscurity, fearing that they might be swayed by the murmurings of men invoking her name.
But that place of great obscurity was dangerous. Her people floundered, lost in some trap seemingly set by a hand far older than herself. Yet the stench of their magic seemed new, young. Then without warning, it all stopped and she found herself in a white room, staring up at a red sun.
She realized immediately that this was her realm, but the white unsettled her, because it didn’t belong. She craved the lush greenery of a forest, not the cold embrace of white marble. But the sun...the sun was undoubtedly her’s.
A weight hit her, crushing her down, while bleeding her dry. Tendrils of white blistering light wrapped around her dragging her under the floor as her strength was ripped from her.
She grimaced under the pain but smiled all the same as her last few true lights diminished but didn’t vanish.
She swore vengeance, she swore, perhaps prophetically that her people would be restored then as if trusting in some unlikely ally she reached out, not for now false sun, but to the depths in which she descended to be locked away and used. She swore, to me.
I gasped and pulled away from her in sudden understanding. The goddess of the hunt, the bloody maiden, the goddess of war, she was a follower. Embracing the god of those first humans that invaded her as if they were better than the golden ones or the ones who usurped her.
I held her in my arms, the true her and tossed out all the god and goddess bull she’d expected from me, so that I could hold her truthfully. Not as a goddess, but as that woman who lived and died in pain.
Even if she never realized it herself, she’d been a follower of the dark god since childhood. But unlike the rest, I don’t need followers. The darkness will always exist, and all the power I’ve gained from that, well, what power?
I’ve only ever used those connections to find my daughters in Fura’s mother’s warren and to avenge Athan. My power is my own, and I don’t use followers nor faith to move.
I held my hand over her scarred eye socket and even though I thought it was pointless I restored her eye. To my surprise, her body responded and she glanced at me in surprise, locking eyes with me.
“Did you see it?” She asked, as our surroundings changed to become a bed in a theatre. Meaning that we were in the soulscape, my core itself.
“I saw it, Rose, I saw it all.” I answered, holding her close.
She was an incomprehensible force to most, but to me, she was just a person. One who lived through hard times, died a hard death and continued to bleed for her people while never realizing why. She never chose the path she was forced down, she simply had to walk it to survive.
And that realization made holding her that much more meaningful. I was holding a goddess, who had never been embraced after her parents died. I was holding someone who needed it, in a way that I could never understand. Yet as she nuzzled her face into my shoulder, I realized that our connection had been a two way street.
She sobbed, not for herself, but for me. A realization that I wasn’t ready to face.
I used the Calming Effect, then I abused it, stopping just short of becoming an imbecile.
“You...it’s…” She started.
“No, don’t you dare compare my trifles to your beautiful life! Don’t you—”
“She meant so much to you.” Rossereth said, talking of a person I could never speak to again without losing myself.
I abused the calming effect again and started to speak but Rose cut me off. “You used it again, didn’t you? You know that each time you do that, you’re losing yourself a little more?”
I thought of sixty different replies in as many seconds but none of them were true, none of them were the right thing to say, so I nodded briefly before resting my chin on her shoulder.
She didn’t speak, nor reply, instead she held me tighter, letting me know that she was there for me. A kiss might be a showing of shared passion but a hug was a sentiment of care, a hug if used properly could express more than any words ever could, and this woman used it naturally having never embraced another barring her family. This hug became like a weapon to me, crushing me under her purity.
Having shared her soul, I found no traces of hatred or dishonesty and so, I hung limply in her arms, sobbing into her, a broken man. I’d never actually regained myself after losing Liz and my soul had closed in on itself, blind to the suffering of my foes, but their slaughter hadn’t brought me any sense of closure.
Instead. The whole experience had instilled in me a font of rage that I knew I’d never be able to tame and a sadness that would never go away.
She pulled away from me, showing me eyes that cried blood. I dried her tears with my hand, her bloody teardrops soaking into my soul as my black tears seeped into hers.
“How much did you see?” I asked her, dread staining my expression.
“As much as you know,” She said, hugging me again. “This world can’t be an easy place for you, who cares so much for everyone else.”
“Ah,” I said, pushing her back. “Then you didn’t see it all. I’m afraid I’m not as simple as I once thought.”
I pulled her around to sit beside me, woefully sliding out of her as she leaned against me, not sure what to expect. I briefly questioned what I was doing but I didn’t dwell on my reservations.
Should this Goddess truly follow me, should she give her all to me? then she needed to know who I was. She needed to see what was currently inside me and I wouldn’t hide anything.
What played on the screen was my disgusting past life along with the one before that I reduced to the highlights.
“Who’s the cute chubby one, he feels familiar somehow?”
“That’s me, or one of the me’s. Excluding gods and goddesses, all others have previous lives. At least that’s my theory, but you were a mortal once yourself, so you too were probably someone else once.”
She seemed to put two and two together. “Then they’re both, you?”
“In a way, they were previous me’s. I have their memories, their experiences but I’ve learned that a person is far more than the memories they have. Lina showed me that, the way she describes being brought back and the way she’s flourished, overcoming herself by becoming someone else. There’s a strength to a person’s soul that’s hard to quantify and it stands on its own, separate from a person’s identity.”
She nodded slightly and rested her head on me. “I’d like to believe that.”
We held each other for what seemed like an eternity as I took her in and she accepted me. We were both destroyed people, but we found comfort in each other. Then, the time came to part, she had her realm to return to, her followers to worry about and I had mine though now we shared them to some extent.




Chapter 5: Creation - John
When I opened my eyes, the room was still mostly silent except for a few sobs from the quivering elves. Having met their goddess and heard her words even through Thia’s lips, their minds, ears and eyes were almost destroyed.
It was the same for the drow, but now some light had been shed on their origin. Those men, wearing purple that smelled of me. I know what war brings, and I have no doubt about what happened to elves they captured.
But who were they? Rossereth remembers them as humans, but with all their armor and her long distance fighting style, there was no way to be certain. Then there’s the even more disturbing fact that I also felt Theressa’s magic in them.
I can still remember that fetid golden simbol that was hung around my neck and how it bound me. If I hadn’t brought an affinity from another world back with me, then that would’ve been the end of me.
I gently laid Thia down beside me as a thought hit me.
Theressa can control the darkness.
I shivered at the realization and breathed out a thick gout of mist tinged with unholy; and now she knows she can’t control me.
As my mind wreathed itself in a grim resolve, my mist turned red and I realized I’d gained the blood affinity.
Reaching out, I channeled it and the blood that’d seeped into the stone floors whirled through the air, forming a sphere in front of me. I pulled the blood towards me and absorbed it with fleshcrafting.
I’m not sure how this’ll help me, but I get the feeling that Rossereth is probably experiencing something similar in her realm right now. Given her personality, she’s probably freaking out while trying her best to look calm.
Or... shit, I guess I should’ve warned her about the tendrils.
I shook my head and forced the twins back into their prison.
I restored everyone in the room, and found that none of them said a word to me, nor looked me in the eye.
I couldn’t tell if their squabbles were over, but I could see that I’d have no complaints from them in the foreseeable future.
I scooped Thia up in my arms and opened the gate to Eun-er, my bedroom and laid her down on the bed. I moved her platinum blonde locks away from her forehead, kissing it gently and left soon after.
I still had work to do.
Walking back through the gate, an imp collided with my leg and stared up at me with its oversized eyes.
“Master John! The smith asked me to find you. Please, sir, come with me.”
I followed the imp as it ran through the darkness, stopping every now and then to catch its breath.
After a while of this, I picked it up and had it tell me the way.
Once I arrived, I found the dwarves deep in their cups, celebrating something, and at the head of the table the most drunken one of all, Grouty the master smith.
“Oy, John! We made a you-damned forge!” He hicc’d “The metal elf an’ that big blue lout did it in only a few hours! Look at—” He toppled from the barrel he was sitting on and fell flat on his face, prioritizing his mug above his safety as he fell, never spilling a drop of ale. He sat up laughing as his nose gushed blood. “Come on then, follow me!”
I wasn’t enthused about the forge, because they’d already made a few now, but once I got to it, I understood why the dwarves were celebrating. It stood two Blues high, I used him as a measurement tool because he was busy pumping the massive bellows. He pulled out a blade, as big as he was and got to work shaping the metal.
“This means we can arm the giants!”
Grouty slapped my back with a laugh. “We could do far more than that! But we haven’t the steel, lad. For now, bronze’ll have to do for the big ones.”
A giant was a powerful thing, but an armored giant could rule a battlefield, to take one of those down, you’d need powerful magic or siege engines.
I paused for a moment in thought. Does this world even have siege engines? Well, I know they have a few, but…
I talked it over with Grouty and with our new giant forge manned by my blue oni, we could easily manufacture large things. Grouty agreed and soon we’d have all we needed to win this war.
I could set up my gobs that were still learning magic, along with some kobolds to man the siege machines. Good, now all that’s left is to fly to Therograd with Vesp.
I used Life Sense and ran through the zombie room, looking for my smitten friend, but what I found, told me that he and the now wyvernesque imp were still very busy. So with little else to do, I decided to check up on my adopted daughters Belairia aside. I could feel her presence around my bedroom every night, so I knew she was fine.
Rosie was a chipper as ever, her and most of the residents of Riverbrook had already claimed a place in the forest around the dark academy and were busily constructing homes from the trees. But unlike before they now used the magic Liz and Lang had taught them to dry the lumber and to my shock there were already a few small homes built.
It was there that I saw Adria again, wearing a threadbare top, she hoisted whole trees as if they were small boards as sweat dripped down her seductive— Yeah, let’s not say hi to her right now or I’ll be robbing the villagers of their top worker for about...I looked her over again. Ten minutes, maybe five.
I took a deep breath and activated Dark Armor, Stalk and Hide as her ears pricked up.
She fanned her shirt for a moment with a knowing smile, then returned to work.
I’ll be paying for this later, and I look forward to it but that’s not why I’m here!
After talking with Rosie and Wendy, I found out that true to her ambitions, Lil’sis had enrolled in the dark academy and after her aptitude tests, had been placed with the upperclassmen.
Next I found Athan, no longer wearing an eyepatch, he was busy training with his men. Sanguin, the gob boy, was among them, grinning ear to ear as his singular red eye shined with vigor.
Athan stopped when he noticed me or rather when I got close. I might give him crap, but he’s never once let me down. Other than what Threscia taught him, my god, between her and Bob… I clenched my fists in frustration, it’s a wonder any of these kids are okay.
He did a hand gesture and activated his version of Dark Armor, appearing in front of me at a speed even Bob would envy.
I canceled all my toggles and clapped him on the shoulders. “Eleonia, huh?”
A soft red blush crept through his gray skin as he nodded. “Yeah, Lil’sis introduced us.”
What a good daughter I have. My poor boy was floundering, lost in fiction but now his eyes are clear and his expression filled with hope.
I grunted and nodded, turning my face upward.
“Oh god, dad, are you crying?”
“Yes son, manly tears.”
“Manly...wha—”
“Shhh, son, I’m about to tell you something my father never told me.”
His eyes grew large as he audibly swallowed, awaiting my words.
“I’m proud of you.”
He sniffled, then activated Dark Armor to obscure his face.
I hugged him, slapping his back as he did the same. “That’s right son, manly tears...manly tears.”
I shook his hand and he returned to training his stealth gobs but as I walked away I couldn’t help but notice he didn’t cancel his Dark Armor.
Originally, I wasn’t sure how my gobs would get along with the necromancers but Eloenia and Athan might just bridge that gap.
I checked on Vesp again and, yeah, let’s not talk about what I saw. His rutting might not be productive considering that every hour he spent was one less for my entire army, but a man needs his time.
So I opened a gate to the reliquary and had a brief conversation with Darionis or is it Darionises? He was still split, his shadows darting around, cataloging everything while he frowned over a scroll.
He looked from the scroll to an assortment of spherical stones, his frown growing deeper.
He and his fragments had already cleaned this room and salvaged as much as they could but he himself seemed unsatisfied with the results.
“Oh, it’s you, Dark One.” He said, never lifting his eyes from the scroll. “How may I be of service?”
I peered over his shoulder, but the text on the scroll looked like henscratch even with my ancient languages skill. “What are you doing?”
He frowned and handed me a magic stone. I held up the marble sized stone and turned in in my fingers until I felt a rough crack. “Didn’t I already apologize for this, besides most of the damage came from the god of souls.” Even though I did set off a huge corpse explosion…
He snatched the stone back, then looked at me as if I was a complete idiot.
I just blinked at him and we came to an impasse. Then after a few silent seconds passed he tapped the scroll as if he expected me to know what it said.
“A-ahh, yeah… Sorry, what?”
His eyes bulged at me. “You, you can’t read it!? How is it that you of all people can’t—”
“And then she ran her hands down his shaft,” I interrupted, “carefully polishing his spear with natural oil, causing him to moa—”
He facepalmed. “So this is my god…” He pleaded to the heavens but no one replied to his silent prayer. Though I didn’t get his prayer, I did receive his sentiment.
“So, that’s how you feel about me?” I asked, repressing a laugh.
“So you really are my god…” He said, looking like a man peering over a cliff and thinking ‘why not jump’.
“Guess so. So out with it, man! What the hell’s got you so worked up?”
“Hell? Nevermind, this is the recipe for making a greystone. It also has a few other recipes for combining stones to form new ones. Generally, a pure stone is stronger but as all these are damaged, they’re basically useless as is, so I thought to combine them but, large chunks of my memories are gone and I can't even read my own damn scroll! But, you have stones in your boots, and these words that, I, wrote came from my prayers to you.”
Apparently, the dark god makes people write like doctors. Too bad we can’t just take it to a pharmacy to get it translated.
I reached inward, trying my best to channel the dark god but after Darionis began to yell, I stopped and opened my eyes. The room was filled with my miasma, but the dark god stayed silent.
I glanced at the scroll again, hoping something would stand out somehow but… Hmm, I have an idea. Using the confusion that my miasma caused, I flipped the scroll, then pulled my darkness back inside me.
I looked at the scroll for a long while and it seemed better, clearer somehow.
“Oh!” Darionis said in surprise. “I can read it!”
Now it was my turn to facepalm. I thought he was a capable necromancer but now I can only see him in a similar light to my jeriatric grandma. I mean, it’s not his fault his soul degraded, and scrolls don’t really have a clear top or bottom, but still.
He bowed to me. “Dark One, your essence has deciphered my works. With this, we can restore a fraction of our power!”
His fragments stopped what they were doing as he began to chant over two of the stones. Moments later, the room erupted in a purple light and he now held four BB-sized Void Stones in his palm.
“It is done, Dark One.” He pocketed one of the stones and handed me the other three. “To use these you can chant—”
I channeled my mana into them and three small vortexes opened, revealing three tiny rooms. “My me, it’s a fucking inventory… Finally!” I don’t know what face I had then but judging from Darionis’ reaction, it was amusing.
“Ah, that’s right,” he said nodding to himself. “The Dark One is unable-er, above chanting.” He pulled out a bit of parchment and began writing at a furious pace. He handed me the parchment. “For those among your trusted who cannot channel as you do, this will aid them in accessing the stone.”
Hmm, my trusted who can channel… Ralphus?
I absorbed one of the stones into my chest, then channeled into it as an experiment. Lucky for me, the inventory still opened outside my body and I clenched my fist in victory. Though, when I think about it, the big greystone works just fine and it’s in me, so why wouldn’t it’s tiny counterpart.
I clapped Darionis on the shoulder and thanked him as I left. He turned back to the fractured stones on the table and continued reading the scroll. I don’t know what will come from this, but I’m excited to see what he creates next.
Holding the other two stones in my hand, I decided Ralphus should get one, mainly because he could chant and I’d give the other one to my strategists to distribute as they saw fit.
Though the mini-greystones had some space, it was small, maybe a couple meters in each direction or 6’-6’. The ranged unit could probably get the most from it if they filled it to the brim with arrows.
I had some thinking to do, so I decided to take the long way up to my room. On the way, I realized something, I’d forgotten someone!
I took a detour, and met with Blondie and her father in the dorms.
As nobles, they received special treatment by the Dark Academy and were staying in a special suite. That bothered me a little because even though I hadn’t seen Lil’sis’ room, I could imagine it was nowhere near as nice as this.
The halls in the Noble dorm were checkered with white and black marble, and Blondie’s room itself was almost as large as mine. It had two large beds, a private bath, a fireplace and a freaking couch! I didn’t even realize couches existed here before now.
Blondie smiled at me, then covered her mouth, draining all expression from her face as she removed her hand. “So, what do you need?”
“Well,” I answered, pretending not to notice her smile from before as I looked her over. She no longer wore the clothes I’d made for her, other than her lacy poncho and her ivory hair tie. But now her hair tie had become a choker, letting her natural blonde locks flow down over her shoulders like a golden cascade. “I just wanted to see how you’re doing, I guess.”
She moved forward and held out her dainty hand.
Uh...what the hell does that mean? Do I kiss it or shake it?
I slapped her palm. “Give me some skin sister…” I curled her fingers into a fist and pounded it, ending with a pow and making an explosion noise.
Her response was a confused look that bordered on pained as she tried her best to decipher my actions.
“Is your father still here? I thought the two of you would’ve gone back to your territory by now.”
A deep frown creased her otherwise flawless face as her natural blue eyes looked up at me.
Try as I might, I couldn’t understand what her expression meant, or why she made it but I could tell I’d hurt her somehow.
All I could think about was all the horror she’d been through even though she always hid her feelings, I couldn’t even imagine how hard the past year had been on her. So I hugged her, pulling her face into my chest, I smoothed her hair down and spoke. “You look better now. Your hair-tie makes a good choker, but this poncho that I made you, shouldn’t you just throw it away?”
It was made from a bandit’s threadbare shirt, from the garb of her torturers. I can’t imagine why she’d keep such a grim memento.
She lingered for a moment in my arms, then pushed me away. “Oh, this old thing, it’s fine. I just like how exotic it is.”
Her face was a blank slate while she spoke, almost causing me to back away in fear of it’s unnatural state.
“John!” Blondie’s father said, hugging me suddenly.
“Uh...Mr. Blondie, nice to see you again.” I said, fighting my urge to flee from the man’s sudden embrace.
He chuckled, slapping me on the back. “I bet you’re surprised to see us still here, taking up valuable space.” I started to respond, but he continued. “We’ve been trying to leave, but apparently the wilderness here has undergone a terrible change.” I opened my mouth to speak, only to be cut-off again. “But! The headmaster says that soon, the wagons will move again and we’ll be on the next one out. Don’t worry, we will return to our fiefdom and there, we will do whatever we can to support you, isn’t that right dear?”
Blondie nodded, her expression almost indiscernible. It was like she was happy to return home but there was a sadness there that I couldn’t figure out. So, instead I turned to Mr. Blondie...I’m sure I already heard his name, but it’s too awkward to tell someone that you forgot who they were, so I just nodded.
“You’ve spoken with Barz then?”
“Of course, our family has contributed to this academy in the past and unlike ‘she who will not be named’, Barz as you call him is a reasonable man.”
If by reasonable, you mean he thoroughly expects you to donate food and gold, then yes, he’s very amenable.
“I see,” I patted Blondie’s head, running my hand through her hair as she leaned her face towards my palm, giving in to my seemingly normal gesture as if she had never received affection before.
Blondie had always remained aloof, removing herself from everyone else. It was as if she followed a script or some archaic form of decorum that I wasn’t privy to. Other than me, the only other person I’d ever seen her get close to was Lina, though she treated her like a Dachshund, pulling her into her lap and petting her. Feeding her meat, then looking down at her like a proud owner.
I won't say it wasn’t cute, but I will say that it made me angry on some levels.
I looked down at Blondie, fixing her formerly perfect hair that I’d ruined with my thoughtless gesture but in her eyes, I saw something familiar. Her eyes looked like mine, not this me, but the John from my previous world.
I felt like she’d given up. Perhaps that’s what got her through the torturous situation at the bandit camp, the fact that she’d never been free in the first place.
I hugged her again, her and her father who cared enough about her to give his life searching for her. The two of them were oblivious to each other and even more so to the world that surrounded them. They thought they were swans in a pond but they were rats in the sewers.
Rat’s no longer, the two of you should live freely!
“I give you my best,” I said, holding them closer. “And remember, I am always here for you, just pray when you need me, and even if I’m late, I’ll be there. I won’t let this world crush you again.”
With that proclamation, Blondie’s father erupted in tears, both touched and full of resolve. Blondie on the other hand smiled slightly, her face still just a mask that she wore.
But feeling her hand in mine as she gripped me every so slightly, I knew she understood what I was saying.
So I left soon after, now with a bottle of aged liquor that Blondie’s dad had found in their quarters. I knew I couldn’t get drunk, but I still longed to taste the best of what this world had to offer.
Holding one of the tiny greystones in my hand, I leapt from the window, spreading my mana-wings as I fell. I glided down to the courtyard, using the hover function of my boots to steer and as I landed I grinned and shot a thumbs up to the students who looked on with gleaming eyes.




Chapter 6: Golems - John
I was still a bit angry at the kangaroo court the necromancers had arranged for me back then. Thinking themselves somehow above me, me, the god they worshipped when they created this place. So I felt no guilt about disrupting their activities. Besides, If a student wanted me to, I could change them into a flesh-construct.
They may never master darkness or soul magic, but fleshcrafting? Even my resurrected people could do that, instinctually.
Either way, I didn’t have time to tarry here.
I made my way down to the Parts Shop, AKA Ralphus’ home. There, I was greeted by his cat-loving apprentice as he stocked odds and ends.
“Ralphus? He’s uh, back further with Mrs. Lang. So about that cat you—”
I walked past him, I didn’t have the materials or the time to think about fleshcrafting kitties right now, or additional kitties as it were. But so as not to be rude, I waived to him, acknowledging that I’d heard what he had to say.
I’d been here before, but I never stopped to consider how Lang’s presence would change things. Nor how Ralphus’ unquestionable devotion might lead to a complete overhaul of the place.
“Hurry!” Lang called from behind the closed door to Ralphus’ room as he scurried outside, building a fire in a newly added wood stove.
Rather than interrupt him, I sat on a nearby barrel and watched him for a while.
After he’d built a sizable fire, he noticed me for the first time and nodded at me while taking out an iron pan and placing it on the stove.
He tossed in a fat cube, letting it sizzle as he stirred it around. “So what brings you to my humble abode?” He asked, his mask raised.
“A pregnant wife, huh.” I said, ignoring his question, my mind latching onto my memories of Nex. “Here, drink your ale, I’ll cook...are these eggs?”
“Yeah, she acquired a taste for them, apparently.”
I’ve cooked many an egg in my day. “How does she like them?”
“Over easy, with a crispy singe.” He answered, sighing deeply as he drank a cup of his own brew.
I smiled back at him. Impossible order no.1, but I can do it!
moving the iron pan away from the burner, I waited until the fat grease began to bubble.
“She’s picky right now, isn’t she?”
Ralphus finished his mug and grinned at me, his face showing only a deep happiness. “She is, and I’m happy for her, for us and for the children we will have; all thanks to you. She’s giving her all to bring our children into the world, so the least that I can do is make her the meals she craves.”
I swallowed, using IPT to flip the egg perfectly. “Do you have any bread?”
“Of course, what do you think we are, barbar—” He stopped himself.
I laughed. “Despite my appearances, I may be a goblin chieftain, I may be a warlord, but I’m not a barbarian. And unlike you, I’ve been through this before. She said eggs, but what she actually wanted was toast. Protein should be matched with carbs.”
I put the eggs onto a plate as I placed the pan into the furnace. I fleshcrafted my hand into a jagged bone blade and sawed through the barley loaf, carving off two slices. I roasted them in the wood stove to save time, knowing the eggs would go from overeasy to hard yolked monstrosities in the next few minutes.
My brow began to sweat as I realized the graveness of the situation I’d placed myself in. I swallowed, my eyes fervently turning between the underheated pan and the door to Ralphus’ room, knowing that one wrong move could mean the difference between life and death for my second oldest friend in this world.
So, ensuring the bread was thoroughly coated with fat and oil, I removed the pan and held it with bone tongs above the flames directly.
“John...you don’t mean to—”
“I do!” I called back to my friend as he cried out, concerned for me. My bone tongs swelled, threatening to explode as I roasted the toast. “Do not fear for me, for I only do what must be done.”
“No! John!!!”
“What the void are the two of you up to?” Lang said, peeking out from the doorway. “Ooh, the eggs are done!”
I placed the toast on the plate as Ralphus and I shrank back, fearful of Lang's discerning gaze. I’d forgotten how terrifying her eyes could be.
“Ooh, toast too? Don’t mind if I do!”
Ralphus and I held each other, fearful of what was to come as Lang placed the improbable egg on the toast and took a bite. As she chewed I leapt, summoning all my speed, this would not be my day to die.
Ralphus looked back at me, his mug dropping, empty to the ground as he reached out to me. “John!!”
I cringed as I used fleshcrafting to slip away, but his pleading face will haunt me for—
“It’s good!” Lang said, taking a second bite. “Mmm, you guys did well.”
“Yes, Dear.”
“Yes, Ma’am.”
We both replied as she nodded appreciatively, smiling at each of us.
“There’s no daggers!?” I asked, followed by Ralphus’ more troubling statement.
“You’re not going to eat me?”
“Eh!?” Lain exclaimed. “Umm, yes to Ralphus, and no to John?”
We both looked at her, confused.
“That is, umm, I don’t use daggers, I can do things with my mouth for Ralphus, but… Jeez! What the frazzle are you asking me to say!”
Right, she too, never understood english swear words. I sighed out in relief and fleshcrafted myself back to my normal form. “Not a problem, please be well, both you and your chil—”
“Oh,” She said, caressing her belly as Ralphus joined her. “Did you check on Bob? From what the Orcs told me after...the funeral, wargs usually deliver around six months after impregnation.”
“Hmm…” But is Bob a warg? No, he’s about fifty percent Sha’dwarg forty percent Windigo and ten percent monstrous bear, but he’s 100% apeshit crazy so who knows what modifications his subconscious might have made to his body.
“I saw Bob yesterday, so he’s probably okay,” I said. “Well, as Okay as Bob can be.”
Bob’s ability to flood the battlefield with fog and sow terror and chaos will be missed in the fights to come but the hassle of dealing with him... Yeah, I might be better off without him for now. Though oddly enough, his pregnancy hormones seemed to have leveled him out a bit, Muffy too, but I bet Mark is still a dick.
Lang smiled softly as she continued to eat her meal and the terrifying gaze she’d given earlier had vanished as if it were only an illusion.
“Oh, right! Ralphus, I brought you this tiny Void Stone.” I said as I handed him the stone and the note.
Ralphus looked over the note and scoffed. “What an archaic chant.” He handed the note back to me and squeezed the Void Stone in his fist. “Mea mentula magna!”
Lang choked on her breakfast, then erupted in laughter as the Void Stone responded and opened up a small space.
After seeing that Lang was okay, he marvelled at his new inventory. “Are you sure I should be the one to have this? A Void Stone is something that’s normally reserved for the Headmaster.”
Ah...I forgot about Barz, but he already has access to the reliquary and it’s not like he needs a personal inventory.
“It’s fine, I figure you’ll get the most use out of it.”
Ralphus held out his hand and I shook it. “Thank you, John.”
I checked on Lang’s condition and bid the two goodbye. I wouldn’t say that today had been productive, but I got a damn inventory!! Finally! Though technically it’s just a Void Stone which is a crappier version of the voidstone which I already had… Now that I think about it, I can access the reliquary at will, so me having a Void Stone is pointless, isn’t it?
Well, today’s already half gone, so maybe instead of pestering Vesp, I should try to make use of my Void Stone.
Over the next few hours, I stored a couple unused zombie husks, an iron pipe I found and tried to store one of the metal golems but they were too large to fit and Darionus kept yelling at me to stop until I did.
But as a man, you can’t just look at a metal golem and shrug it off. I’d always loved mechs, robots and golems, other than the fish-eating ring-stealer. And these two monstrosities were just begging me to be used. I still had two red ambers, just enough to power each of them for a day.
But using red amber… Red amber was made by taking a sentient soul and infusing into amber, the only stone that came from life. I couldn’t do it—I couldn’t use red amber unless I had to and I didn’t have the know how to free the souls trapped inside. Even Darionis didn’t know how to release them.
Ralphus had stored and released Lang, but these ambers were different. The souls inside were purged of everything but their energy. They couldn’t become anything anymore.
So I stayed with Darionis for a while as he worked on restoring and combining damaged stones. From how he spoke about them, I began to realize just how powerful they were. I also began to skim through the book Barz gave me such a long time ago but I wasn’t a chanter. My past wasn’t steeped in this world so most of it was useless to me.
I was a channeler, like the shamans that most inhumans had. I also had no elemental affinities having come from a world without magic, so even if I learned a spell, it would be the toddler version. Even Rosie was stronger than me when it came to magic. And infusing various shapes of magic with darkness on gave me extremely slow, mostly useless versions of popular spells.
So, I decided to use what I had, and—
“Take this,” Darionis said, tossing me an obviously cursed book. “It’s older than me, some would say it’s a religious book, others—”
“I can’t read it…” I said, interrupting him.
“Us—me, either but it is forged in the words of our—my, ancestors. Perhaps the mere act of having it with you will help you somehow. Also it’s feeding the miasma here, clouding my thoughts, so you’d be doing us a favor by taking it.”
Great, another useless book…
I took the book from him and tossed it into my storage. I could tell even that simple act had relieved him, because he managed to return to saying I and Me again.
“So, how’s it going on combining the stones?”
“We’ve made some progress as you can see. Here, two fire/air stones, two earth/air stones and a handful of conflicted rejects.”
“Conflicted rejects?” I asked.
Darionus nodded, “Stones that still contain power but their elements work against each other. Like water/fire/sand or earth/shadow/light, useless but better than broken stones.”
I rolled the marble-sized stones around in my palm and thought about Kalapract. It’s true that Darionis had lived for a hundred years or so but Kalapract was almost ageless. Also, not all of these stones were useless. For instance, water/fire/anything could create steam, or at least a pressure washer effect. And earth/shadow/light could, uh…who knows. Also, is shadow really a thing, seperate from darkness?
I tossed the two metal golems over my shoulder and took the rejected stones. I knew who I had to see next and I knew he wouldn’t be happy to see me, unless…
I opened the gate to the zombie room and even without lifesense, I could find my way back to the giant forge by sound alone.
Once I got there, I saw Blue still busy, working on a massive bronze sword but in the darkness, several meters behind him, I saw the person I was trying to find.
“Yo,” I said. “Half-metal Elfinist. I have some things you might like.”
A pair of emerald eyes glowed in the darkness as Kalapract strode forward to meet me. “Ah, Dark One,” He said as he bowed. “What gifts do you bring to my miniscule existence?”
As I took the magic stones from my Void Stone, his eyes lit up with excitement. It was like he suddenly didn’t see the two massive metal golems that I’d slung over my shoulders but as his eyes transitioned, he let out a gasp.
“Oh! Such finery! Such conviction! I feel it, the hopes and dreams…” He hugged himself. “Yes! I am empowered by your silent request! But...Lo, I need your help.”
I nodded and let the golems fall. “Anything you need, but we don’t have long to spend on this, everyday we let pass is a day wasted. We’re running out of food, so we need to march immediately.”
“Hmm…” Kalapract said, half def to my words as he held the stones over the metal golems.
He lowered his hood, and his drow-like skin was gone completely now. With his free access to the reliquary, I could tell he’d already helped himself to whatever he wanted, or more likely whatever he could get away with taking.
“So, lord of poison, what can we do with these things? Do we like, put them in an incubator together and they evolve?”
This caused Kalapract to stop and stare up at me. “Amazing! Is that how magic works in your world?”
“Yeah, but you should level them up first and save before you… No, no it isn’t, that was just a joke.”
“Hmm, perhaps if we…” He said, lost in thought. “Yes! Let us work together!” He chanted while running his hand over the empty cores of the metal golems. Their chests opened, revealing a mostly hollow cavity.
He continued hollowing out the inside of the golem, up to its head. He then hollowed out spaces in the arms and the legs, moving in intricate spirals, he made a net of interlinking metal, and gradually I began to see what he was doing.
“It’s similar to a humanoid’s musculoskeletal system but it’s missing several parts… What are these holes in the—I get it!”
He smiled as I realized what he meant by us working together. It was the same idea I had; we were on the same page.
I opened my voidstone and pulled out the flesh I’d need, then downed some water and when Kalapract had finished with the first metal golem, I filled in the parts he’d left for me, connecting and interweaving nerves through the holes he’d left.
Luckily these guys were almost big enough to fit a person inside now that they were hollowed and expanded so I found it easy to add in four redundant mana gathering hearts and one crystalized, hardened blood stone for mana storage and also to act as a new core.
What we were making was something new; a fusion of flesh and metal golems. I strongly wanted it to maintain free will but the presence of a core made that objective difficult. But I’d done it before with Eva so as long as this thing has a pulse, that should be enough.
As I finished the second golem, Kalapract chanted over the rejected stones, breaking them apart with his fingers. He looked up at me, his once glowing eyes becoming dim.
“Mana...please…” He said between strained breaths.
I used mana transfer until the stones in his eyes began to glow again.
He sprinkled the powder over their cores, changing the color of the crystalized blood into a deep purple as he continued to chant in a language far older than any I knew.
Once he was done, he fell back and rested on the floor a satisfied grin plastered on his metallic face.
Out of curiosity, I touched the cores. To my surprise they felt cool to the touch and I was no longer able to fleshcraft them. “What did you do?”
“Once you crystalised the blood, it became more of a manastone or a soul prison. So with much effort, I was able to infuse it with miniscule amounts of water stones, thereby creating an extremely weak ice effect. I use a similar technique myself, though with runes not stones.”
Then, what—wait a minute, I get it! It’s to regulate the body’s internal temperature. Since they can’t sweat or vent heat through metal skin. I forgot how smart this guy was and also that he’d be the perfect one to refit these metal golems since their bodies will be like his.
“But wait, why not just use runes on them?” I asked.
“Because, runes are something a person has to actively use. It would take them years to be able to do it automatically. But by infusing it directly into their cores, they won’t have to think about it.”
“So, remind me again why you’re not helping Darionis as he struggles to read upside down scrolls.”
“Because he kicked me out of the reliquary even though you gave me permission to use anything. He cares more for preserving what’s there than he does for me improving myself.”
Well honestly, that’s probably better. Kalapract would probably use everything there and become some sort of demigod if left unchecked.
“I see, thank you for not causing a fuss over it.” I said, using mana transfer on the metal elf once more. “Those artifacts may become a significant source of power soon, and after he catalogs everything we can distribute them out to our army.”
“Beh, he’s using the stones wrong. There’s no reason they should be elemental at all. Runes are best used for elements. Stones are best used to amplify, store mana or enhance the physical properties of something. Only a single-minded fool would use them for their elemental enchantments.”
“Single-minded, huh? That’s the one thing I wouldn’t call him.” I said with a smile.
Kalapract burst out in laughter, “Good one, as you would say.”
He held his hand up and the broken stones dissolved into his palm. “Let us continue, I’ve rested enough.”
We worked together to finish the golem’s internal structures and I lost myself in my work. Creating something new is always fulfilling and this time, it’s something this world has never seen, hell it’s something I haven’t seen or read about. The fusion of two types of golem that on a fundamental level should never work together. But here we are, a flesh-golem god and arguably a metal golem himself, using the height of our knowledge and skill.
It was a strange feeling, normally when I fleshcraft I do so alone, Mors... isn’t here anymore. So somehow, creating something with some else gives me a happy feeling.
After we finished their basic bodies, Kalapract began to peel off the extra layers of metal and we focused on what we wanted them to do. They needed a function, a place on the battlefield that they could fill or else they’d just be hard to kill fodder. I didn’t want all this effort to go to waste so I began to throw out ideas, mostly random but Kalapract latched onto a few of the more exotic ones making me clarify the meanings of ‘chainsaw’ and ‘gatling gun.’
Surprisingly we could do a chainsaw and with a metal golem’s innate ability to metal-craft it could likely use it right out the gate but a gatling gun wasn’t doable. At least not the sort of gatling gun I’d envisioned.
Kalapract mentioned that if we have better stones, or if we could train the metal golem to use runes then a rock shoot could be possible but I’d need the soul of a greater earth mage and an earth mage all by themselves would be stronger than this golem.
It was a strange thought. Having seen many with the earth affinity, but almost none were mages, and the ones that were, weren’t all that powerful.
As we were discussing things, I felt a presence, watching us. Looking back, using lifesense I saw it, the androgynous mage I’d made from wisps and a sage standing behind me, still clutching the basics of magic book I’d given them.
They slowly approached me with a vacant stare. “This book, completed. This one does not understand it.” They said in a monotone voice. “We are not useful. This one apologizes.” They collapsed, crumpling down to their knees. “This one feels wea—”
“Oy, have you been eating?”
“Yes, we intake nutrients as needed.”
“Drinking?”
“We have, the dwarves—”
I facepalmed. “You’re drunk.”
“What is…” They passed out.
I filtered their blood and awakened them with a small spert of adrenaline. Their eyes flared as they pulled on my harness. “What is this? It’s amazing!”
“You haven’t felt this before? Not even during the battles with the crusade?”
“No, nothing like this.”
I nodded back at Kalapract as I sat the formerly drunken magic user back up. “Are you satisfied with your body?”
“It functions as one would expect but we are not useful, extra, we are just existing. No purpose…”
“Did you ever decide on a name?”
“Useless, is what they call us.”
“I see, what if you didn’t need to know magic. What if no one called you useless.”
“Then we would feel relieved.”
“Then,” I gestured over to the golems. “What do you think about a change of bodies? I would also give you a name. One that isn’t an insult.”
They stood on shaky legs and walked over to the golems. The golem’s forms hadn’t been finalized as we were in the middle of discussing what to do with them, but ‘useless’ smiled as they ran one of their slender fingers along the metal.
“Feels good, looks beautiful, smooth, nothing wasted.”
Oh, right, this one just barely avoided being an amalgamation. A sage's soul with none of the wisdom, a witch with no known spells and several degraded warlocks. I was being too optimistic when I decided to make them but I could’ve sworn they cast some good spells in battle. Either way, here they are, and I’ve already offered them a new body.
“Then, take my hand for the last time, then when next you see me, you will be inside this smooth, beautiful thing. But know, I’ll change it as I wish; what you see now may not be what you end up inside of.”
They smiled sadly. “This one does not mind, as long as we become useful.”
I nodded and used my knock out fog before stopping their heart. Laying them down, I used soulsteal and took the complex soul back inside me.
I vaguely remembered their affinities but just to verify my thoughts, I checked again.
Dark: Master
Nature: Advanced
Light: Intermediate
Infernal: Intermediate
Wind: Advanced
Earth: Advanced
“Kalapract, about that gatling gun…” I told him the affinities ‘useless’ had and a bright smile formed on his face. 
“I’ll get to work on the runes! With infernal, wind and earth, we can do it! We can make that gatling gun thing you described, I’m sure of it!”
He formed six barrels or tubes and one glowing focal point on the golem's left arm. Then as his breath grew ragged and his chanting became horse he looked up at and I transferred more mana into him, while restoring his vocal cords.
Then once he was done, he began to shape the body. Having made Useless’s last body, I gave him direction and soon everything took on it’s best possible form.
The face was as resplendent as a marble statue chiseled by a great greek artist, the chest was mostly flat, but tapered at the waist, its legs were long, and built for speed. On its right arm he made a spiked shield, slightly larger than a buckler.
I questioned why a metal golem would need a shield but after he forged the edges I realized. This wasn’t just a shield, it was instead an omnidirectional sword breaker. But what was that other thing he just added to it? That slight green glow that shines behind it?
He pointed the golem’s arms away from us, and used his mana on the runes he’d made. The gatling gun worked though it was far slower than expected and to my surprise, the shield began to spin, making it a cross between a buzzsaw and a spiked drill.
I clapped but he held up his hand, signalling that he wasn’t done yet. He laid the golem down and formed a tube on its shoulder. “A mortar was it?” He said with a laugh, “This should be a good use of infernal and earth, then with wind to propel the projectile…adding in one modified amplification stone and—”
“Don’t!” I yelled, but I was too late.
A fist sized ball of rock shot off into the darkness, followed by an explosion that riddled me with stone fragments. I was thankful for the metal plate that protected my core but horrified by the screams all around me.
I shot Kalapract a hateful glare then rushed off to mend the wounded. When I returned, Kalapract stared at me wide-eyed. “Who could’ve imagined that even with such a minimal amount of mana such destruction could occur?”
“Me, I imagined it, asshole!” I said as I smacked the back of his head, causing a ringing sound.
“I-my apologies, I just never imagined that—”
“Damn straight, now you know, so...I guess that’s a success.”
He just nodded, licking his bottom lip as he blinked into the darkness. He took a few minutes to compose himself, then looked back at the golem. “Four redundant hearts?” He asked.
“Yeah, and the mana storing core as well as a normal, mana generating heart.”
“Our creation may never need to stop fighting, save for food, water or sleep. It could shoot endlessly while bombarding intermediately and using it’s shield to mutilate and disarm. Remarkable!”
Why does Kalapract suddenly sound like Billy Mays?
“Kay, good job. Now it’s my turn.”
I closed my eyes and focused on useless’s soul. Last time, I just spit them out without ever figuring out who they were or what it was that I’d created, this time I wanted to hear them out, to feel what their soul had to say.
Healer was a good guy, and despite his lack of memory he’d become a person well liked and even loved among my men. Each day he developed more and more but this person wasn’t in a support role, they were expected to attack and kill as many as possible. So in times of peace they were hated.
That wasn’t acceptable. Not for them and not from my army. Everyone I brought back served a purpose. But in this case, I was in the wrong. Sending what was basically a blank slate into the thralls of battle then expecting them to adapt was dumb. I, was dumb, but this soul was innocent.
I felt their emotions, emotions they were unable to put into words. They felt wronged, tossed into the fire, their first memories were of their enemies dying along with the question of why. Though no one was hostile towards them, at the same time they didn’t understand them.
But I did, I’ve often been in their shoes. The guy who’s just there, the person who nods, yet contributes nothing.
I moved towards Useless’s spectral form and pulled them to their feet. “From now on, you are not useless. You are Magna! Your body will be nimble and your attacks will hit hard. No one will ever call you useless again.”
They smiled up at me, as their eyes glowed in delight. “So we will be useful?”
“No, you will be great!” I moved the hair back from their forehead and wiped their tears. “And this will be the last time you cry. From now on, you will lead the charge, protect your kin and fight for what you believe in. No one will stop you, no one will look down on you. You are my perfected fighter, my Magna. And soon, you will feel your power. All I ask is that you never punish the ones who mocked you, instead, prove them wrong.”
Magna nodded, a soft smile on their face. I hugged them one last time, letting them know that their god loved them before I infused their soul into the metal golem.
Magna, opened their eye-slits revealing the brilliant stones that Kalapract had crafted. They tried to stand but slipped. I caught them and with a grunt, sat them back down.
“I’m sorry, I just—”
“You said ‘I’!” I gushed, proud of the formerly forlorn soul. “Take your time, you’re no longer a thing of flesh and blood, you're now a being that will likely surpass my race someday.”
“I-I wouldn’t dream of—”
“Don’t! Don’t dream of it, just consider it a reality and a gift from your fathers.” Kalapract and I smiled down at them and they shrunk back.
“Scray…” They said after looking at us.
“Right, well, this one is done...I suppose…” Kalapract said, sulking. “Perhaps this is what a parent feels.”
“Nope, Slater and Aneeza love me and I love them, unconditionally. But Magna,” I smiled as I continued. “Magna feels grateful, despite what they say.” I ran my hand over Magna’s smooth metal head as they looked up at me, with a thin smile.
“Why don’t you show Magna what they can do while I find the right soul for their sibling.”
Kalapract nodded enthusiastically after seeing Magna’s expression. Even if Magna was bad with words, their face could tell no lies.
I absorbed Magna’s old body then entered the soulscape again.
The next soul I would need would have to be adept at swordsmanship, heavy armor and perhaps shield work. I searched through the souls that dwelled freely inside me and though there were many warriors, the book seemed to attract casters, witches and various sorts from religions long dead.
The affinities of the souls inside were varied, but there were few that matched what I needed.
If I hadn't consumed the behemoth, then maybe I could’ve used it’s soul as a base with someone else’s.
Shit, at this point I’m going to have to try to make a blank slate soul out of spectres and phantoms. That would solve the affinity issue but not the martial prowess one. If only there was someone with a strong ego and some skill.
I visited the souls that decided to stay in their own space, reliving their life. Most of them had a strong ego, but they weren’t interested in anything. They just wanted to be left alone.
The dark god’s presence surrounded me whispering an absurd idea into my ears.
“No! That bastard started the damn Crusade! He gladly enslaved people to fight a war for that bitch!”
The darkness’s whispers turned to urging, it all but forced me to act.
I opened up a separate space and pulled a coffin from the darkness, dumping it’s wretched contents on the floor.
The blubbering man crawled towards me, his mind broken from his time spent isolated with only his thoughts of failure to keep him company.
“Kill...her...kill...her… I’LL KILL HER!! Damn you Theressa! You made me...to my own family… I believed in...you.” The man’s eyes looked up as if searching for something as his speech became muddled with sobs, only punctuated by manic laughter.
He finally recognized me and sat back, his spectral armor clanging as he pounded his fist against his chest twice then bowed, slamming his head into the ground. “Are you here to finally kill me?”
“We had this conversation already, you are dead.” I said, kneeling down and pushing back to a kneeling position.
“Ah, that’s right… This is the void, isn’t it?”
I nodded. “Pretty much.”
The man smiled as spectral tears rolled down his strong cheeks. “So, for my failures, this is my fate?”
I just stared at him for a while. He’d raised an army to try to kill me and everyone I loved. To wipe my people off the map. He’d conscripted and enslaved others towards that end, robbing villages of their winter stores and forcing them to do his bidding with Theressa’s name.
But now, here he is, broken full of regret and worse of all. He and I had both been made to hurt the ones we loved because of the same goddess.
I’d already ripped his skills away, but his basic understanding of combat was probably in there somewhere, along with all those useless affinities.
“I see,” He said, closing his eyes. “Then you’ve come to mock me again.”
I produced a sword and shield from the darkness and tossed them to him without saying a word.
“What?” He held a quivering hand out towards the sword, his eyes never leaving mine as if he suspected this was some sort of trick.
“Did you mean it?” I asked, causing him to cringe and pull his hand back.
“Mean, what?”
“That you would kill her, Theressa?”
His soul flared, as his anger and disgust surged.
“That’s answer enough, pick it up and show me you still have the will to fight.”




Chapter 7: Therograd - An Unknown Slave
“Move it slave!” The guard said, cracking his whip down on my back.
It’d happened so much now that all I felt was the warmth of my blood as it trickled down. I could take a beating, that’s the one thing my father gave me before he left.
“Oh,” The guard said with a laugh. “Ha, you want to glare at me? Then—” His voice turned into a surprised scream as a small creature bit his unprotected ankle.
“You little!!” The guard stamped his foot down on the creature again and again until it stopped moving.
“Stop!” I said, pulling the creature away.
Just like me, the creature was shackled and worked until it could hardly walk. But unlike me, it hadn’t given up yet.
When the Crusade came through, they took all the able-bodied slaves, which caused the nobles to panic. Now, almost every crime committed gets the same punishment. Forfeiture of your property and enslavement. But this creature wasn’t from here, it came with several of its kind when the big boom happened and the sky was cursed.
The south was gone now, and with it came a flood of refugees. They let them in, little by little and now they lived with us, in cages.
“Oh, Temlin, it looks like you have a girlfriend!” The guard teased with a snarl as he unsheathed his blade. “They say goblins make good pets but when a dog bites it’s master…well.” He raised his sword.
“Oy, you lout! How many times ‘ave I told ye? We need’em alive, else, are you gonna clean the sewers?”
The guard sneered at his commander's words. “You, a lowborn fool, are—”
There was a resounding crack as the commander’s fist collided with the guards face. The guard fell back, yowling like a stuck pig.
“How d’ya like that, eh? The Duke’s gone ‘an yer under my command now. So piss off, and get back to work!”
The guard spit blood and struggled to his feet. He saluted, but his eyes showed only malice, both for his commander and for us. “Yes, Sir!” He said, his knuckles white on his whip as he left.
“Right then,” The commander said before kicking the goblin over to me. “You two! Inta yer cages, or I’ll finish what he started. Move!”
I tried to walk, but only managed to crawl, dragging the creature along with me. What’d the guard call this guy, a goblin?
Such an ugly thing, it looks like a sickly old man on their deathbed. Sparse hair, an underbite, red eyes… Why did this thing help me?
“Oy! Didn’t you ‘ear me? Move!” The commander kicked me this time, knocking the air from my lungs.
I doubled over in pain as I struggled to breathe but the commander showed us no sympathy even though he knew that if things were even a bit different, he’d be in a cage right beside us.
He’d just been lucky enough to be the highest ranking guard left after the Crusade took everyone else. The only reason they didn’t take him was because of his age and an old wound he had that made his left arm hang limp at his side.
I channeled my anger and managed to walk, but as soon as I made it in my cage, I was done.
Usually, we have our own cages. They weren’t made of anything strong, just wood, nails and rope but they kept us weak, so wood may as well have been steel. And the kicker is that the first thing they had the slaves do was to build these cages, like a man digging his own grave.
They locked the cage and began doling out our one meal of the day, a piece of coarse bread milled from hard grains and a sliver of dried fish.
“Hey!” I groaned out.
The guard turned and stared at me with annoyance. “What…”
“What about him?” I replied, looking down at the goblin.
Without even a nod the guard moved on.
I guess even slaves have ranks. Aren’t I the lucky one, I thought, laughing to myself.
I propped the goblin up beside me and shook him but he didn’t stir. I raised his eyelids, revealing the sickly yellow whites of his eyes as they rolled back in his skull.
“Hey...hey!” I slapped him until his large red irises focused on my face.
“I...not…” It struggled to make its deformed mouth speak human words.
I ripped off a piece of my bread and fed it. “Don’t worry about speaking for now, just eat.”
The goblin nodded and ate what I gave it. I knew that doing this meant I’d have a harder day ahead of me tomorrow but whatever this thing was, it’d taken a beating for me.
Every now and then, I hear them squawk, growl or make strange noises at each other. The guards considered it to be something like dogs barking but I felt like there was a pattern to it. I mean, they could understand simple commands, so why wouldn’t they have their own language?
“Why did you save me?” I asked it after we finished eating.
It grimaced, or was that a smile? “You feed, you help me once.”
I opened my mouth to tell it that I fed it because it protected me but then I remembered. I did feed a thing like him once, back when they first sentenced me. It was a small piece of dried fruit that I’d been keeping in my boot. The very same thing I was arrested for stealing.
It was gross, stained with my sweat and no longer edible. So I tossed it to avoid being caught with it when they had me change clothes.
For me, it was getting rid of evidence, but for him, it meant something.
“You almost died,” I said, sadly laughing. “Just for that?”
This time the warmth I felt wasn’t blood on my back, it was tears on my cheeks.
“I, not owe, pink-skin.” It said with pride in its eyes. “Food, was good, now owe again.”
Was this scrawny little thing really a goblin? All the stories I’d heard said they were dangerous pests to be exterminated on sight, before they killed your livestock and raped your women but could a thing this small really do that?
Maybe so, given that he was still alive, even after months of harsh labor.
For me, I’d only been a slave for a few months now. When I went in, the guards, nobles and knights were fighting against the white hoard. The Crusader’s turned bandits who came back north after the boom.
That was a strange time for us all. I was even grateful to the nobles as some of them could cast spells to protect us, but after the white hoard depleted their food, they left to find easier targets to pillage and then, the coupe.
One day you go to sleep after a celebration of victory and the next, there’s Roswelt, a paper crown nailed to his skull, hanging from the main gates and then a new siege starts. This time it’s led by those same nobles that protected you but now it’s not only outside the walls but within.
It’s like dung beetles fighting over a turd. But they didn’t fight long, most took whatever they could and fought their way back to their own territories, while a few others stayed, to rule over this broken place and squander the wealth of the upper quarter.
It wasn’t long after that when I was caught stealing dried fruit. Now the only news I hear comes from the guards talking as they pass my cell and the news is rarely good.
Supplies have been cut off from the north as the church of Theressa wages war against our new King, Andrus, our former duke. He tried to reinstate the teachings of Rossereth but the church rebelled, led by our very own torturer-turned-archpriest.
So now, an army of bandits roam freely, we’re locked in a civil war and the only supplies we get come from the rivers that diverge around us and—
The sound of the goblin’s misshapen teeth chattering together snapped me out of my thoughts. I stared at him for a moment, wondering if he was scared of something but considering how he acted earlier, I don’t think fear has anything to do with him.
The nights here weren’t that cold compared to the north but we weren’t given blankets and he was only skin and bones.
I sighed as I put my arm around him.
He looked up at me, his eyes large. “You, family?”
I thought for a moment on what he could mean. Did he mean: did I have a family or were we family? So I opted to say nothing at all. I just held the little thing until it stopped shaking.
“I, once family. Family, die in boom…” It raised its hands and spread it’s skinny fingers. “My sons, they hunting, no see again. Husband?” It looked at me as making sure it used the right word then continued. “Father of my sons, he with them, no one come back. Chief forbid us, to check. We go north, we sad. We come here but maybe better if we die from bug rain.”
I didn’t know what to say, so I just kept holding the small creature as it began to weep. I could empathize, but luckily for me I never had a family. My mother died in childbirth and my father left when I was younger. Every woman I ever bedded either died or sold herself on the streets.
I wasn’t good with a sword or a plow, so I hunted when I could and fell in with the bad crowd. Extortion, or collection as it was called, just another job that vanished when the boom happened and Therograd split apart at the seams.
I looked down at the goblin as it curled up under my arm. “How do you speak our language so much better than the rest?”
It yawned, letting its long tongue out before it responded. “We have,” It let loose a squeak. “Pink-skins and tan-skins who give strong children. They teach us words but children leave, children kill us, they go with them. I old now, I learn most. Still practice, still fight, I not weak, I not dumb.”
I smoothed the goblin’s sparse patches of hair down as it leaned into my hand. “I never said you were. Let’s work together from now on.”
The goblin nodded and began to snore softly.
“Oy.” A man whispered as a chicken bone fell into my lap. I looked up, but the man had already vanished.
I knew immediately what this was and crunched the bone between my teeth, pulling out a small roll of parchment.
Marrow hadn’t forgotten about me even though I was just a collector. It didn’t say much, it only said that Marrow protects his own.
Who knew that such an ambiguous message could mean so much to me. I was stuck here, a slave, tormented night and day, forgotten. But Marrow remembered me, a nobody, and risked himself to give me this message.
I ate the scroll and gave the bone to the goblin under my arm. I didn’t know when, but sometime soon, things would change.




Chapter 8: Noble Fool - John
The champion tried his best to cut me but he’d failed. Of course, I’d taken all his skills as my own, so that was expected.
The one piece of knowledge I’d gained from this was that he learned quickly. Apparently even if you strip a soul of its skills, it still has the memory behind them, so relearning is an easy task.
He swung again for the hundredth time, and just like all the times before it, I parried with a bone blade but this time he spun, using his momentum to strike again, twice as hard.
I dodged back and tripped him, causing him to fall flat on his face.
“You’re improving,” I said. “I see now that you can be of use to me.”
“I don’t care who I’m of use to.” He said, his soul flaring up again. “As long as I can pay her back for what she made me do!”
This time, he didn’t wait to stand, instead he swiped low with his sword as if knowing I’d dodge then changed his swing to a vertical slash that barely managed to graze my chest.
I waved my hand, making his sword and shield vanish. “Not bad!”
Without even a hint of hesitation, he slammed his fist into his chest twice and bowed again, facing the floor.
“Come,” I said, changing the darkness into a set of recliners and a movie screen. “Have a seat.”
I waited until he took a seat and poured him a glass of bourbon. He looked at the liquid with uncertainty. “I beg your pardon, but I do not drink.”
“Now you do, and here,” I said, passing him a cigar.
He stared at unsure what to do with it.
“Bite off the end, put it in your mouth and—” I stopped as his eyes grew distant.
His soul spoke to me of past traumas and I snatched the cigar back. “Nevermind, here’s some chewy fruit snacks.” I said, handing him a box Ike and Mikes. “It’s not exactly appropriate for what I’m about to show you, but have a taste.”
With the eyes of a soldier accepting a suicide mission he dumped a few chewy treats out onto his hand and threw them into his mouth. He chewed for a minute, his eyes growing wider.
“This is sweet ambrosia! The food of the gods!”
“No, this is a dollar a box at the tree of dollars. Good thing I didn’t give you any of the two dollar stuff. Either way, there are more things I need to show you because even if you hate Theressa—”
“No!” He cried, his tears streaming. “I’ve seen enough. You’ve shown me your people and then you cast me out to my fate. Please, spare me any more.” He spat, spewing fruity bits.
He’s a damned manchild. Was there ever a point when he had to make a single decision himself or was he always led around by the nose.
I guided the bourbon to his mouth and forced him to drink as I suppressed my own guilt.
This man was livestock. Each and every moment of his existence had been in the service of another. He was never given the freedom to think for himself.
I ran my hand down my face, then spawned a cola for him to try. “Here, this isn’t alcohol, so you should be fine.” Not that you could get drunk here anyway.
I watched as he recoiled after taking a sip, letting his tongue hang out as the bubbles stung his throat.
So this was the champion of the crusade. The big bad paladin that Eva was wanting to give her life to kill. No, this was a child shaped by cruelty and denied everything. He was indoctrinated and vulnerable.
I buried my face in my hands as I began playing an old episode of Vultron on the screen rather than the atrocities I’d planned to show him.
He’d already seen most of it anyway after I pulled his soul from his mutilated corpse. I looked at the man, with his chiseled jaw and strong features as he watched in wonder at the badly dubbed cartoon, his eyes wide.
Theressa would have me fight people like this!?
When the robots combined, he began to clap.
“Tell me, uh, Sir… Champion?”
His smile left his face as he slapped his chest and bowed to me on the floor.
“Uh...have you ever had a woman, er, like a wife? Children?”
“No, I’ve lived my life in service to,” he clenched his teeth and fell silent, unable to say her name.
“Well then, tonight’s your night, I’ll summon—”
“Can it wait, I wish to see how Sir Vultron finishes his foes!”
“Uh...dammit man!” Fuck, I feel like sobbing for him. This poor, poor bastard. “Fine, let’s finish it, but just one season, I don’t remember the rest that well. Of course I do remember He-man and the thunder ca—”
“My lord, this will be enough. You have already shown me more kindness than I am worthy of. I know I am guilty. I have enslaved even my own family driving my ancestral home to ruin all to kill a people who didn’t deserve it. Your wives, your daughters and your army, all are honorable, all are fighters, and I would’ve killed them like vermin with my fist raised in victory. I am not worthy of your consideration.”
I shook my head. “Ignorance is forgivable, you didn’t know. Even me, if I’d been resurrected in your kingdom, I might have made the same mistake. But you, you were raised by the church, force fed your beliefs tortured to learn your skills and indoctrinated into the army. Even now I can feel your innocence. I’m sorry for condemning you when you only needed to be taught.”
He blinked at me, his attention divided between me and the screen as a pivotal scene played out. I shook my head, “Just have a seat and watch. Did you want some more snacks?”
His lip quivered as he looked at the empty box in his hands.
“I’ll take that as a yes. Here, try eating the rainbow.”
He tilted his head as another box appeared in his hands.
“Careful now, this is the next level.” I warned him as he tipped the box into his mouth.
His eyes filled with tears as he chewed. “This won’t last long, will it?”
“No, but please enjoy yourself for now.”
I continued showing him various shows and feeding him treats until I had nothing left to give. I wasn’t sure how much time had passed in the real world but I knew I was wrong about him. He was smart, he was trained but he was never in control of himself.
So, in this place where I have full control, I created a simulation all while he watched the screen, yelling “Thunder...thunder, thunder!”
But no matter how I felt, I knew that he had to be tested. So, when my simulation was done, I hid and watched as it all played out.
The champion who refused to give his name watched wide-eyed at the screen until it suddenly turned to black. After that he turned to look for me and found nothing.
The theatre doors in the back slammed open as several paladins poured in.
Without a second thought he clenched his fist and polished off his box of candy.
The largest one slammed his chest twice and fell to his knees in front of the champion. “Sir Champion, you’ve been caught in an illusion! Please follow u—”
The man’s words were cut off as the champion kicked him down and took his sword. He drove it’s tip between the man’s gorget and breastplate directing his blow towards the heart.
Then without warning, his eyes flashed towards the others. “Do you follow her?” He shouted. “Do you follow the golden goddess, Theressa?”
“Aye!” They cried out in unison, kneeling.
“Then,” He said as spectral tears rolled down his cheeks. “Your lives are forfeit. Death is the best favor I can give you. Please die well, and dream of home.”
He worked his way through them, not sparing a single person even though he sobbed the whole time. Then when he reached the doors, two of them opened at the same time from opposite sides of the room.
On one side, a Paladin sprung forth, on the other, a beaten and bruised Gob.
The champion was stalled there for a time, unsure where to point his sword, so he kneeled and asked a question.
“What do you think power is?”
The paladin responded first. “Power is what our goddess gives us!”
The goblin responded second. “Power is the ability to protect your family and your kin!”
The champion ran his arm over his eyes, the rough metal doing little to dry his tears as he spoke. “You are wrong, power should not be used without proof. To protect is to admit that there is a threat and to do something about it. If you move without reason, then, you are a villain.”
He looked towards the Gob and nodded. “You protect your family?”
The Gob nodded, “I do, I act because men are at our gates with swords and spells. I fight knowing that I will die because I know that every second I buy is another moment my family will live.”
Yeah, I realize I wrote some corny dialogue, but it’s the truth.
“Then…” he fidgeted with his belt and pulled out a familiar symbol before turning into a robotic Lion and then into a boot.
Alright then, I guess this is my bad.
I ended the simulation and appeared in front of him. “Kay, so… you need like four other people or else you're just a boot. Like, it would’ve been better to be a robotic lion if you were on your own, you know?”
“Umm,” He said, still in boot form. “I could transform into a zord, right?”
Oh shit, I definitely got things mixed up. “That’s besides the point!”
If I don’t stop this now then he’ll start talking about Beetleborgs and Kamen Riders.
“Hey, I have a new body lined up for you, it’s kinda like the things you watched.”
“Oooh, but what about my compatriots? Will their souls be—”
“I already have their souls… I haven’t had the time to judge them but for now they exist in a state like you did. Trapped in darkness, with only their thoughts to keep them sane.” I said, as he gradually changed back into the person I’d seen before. “I’m sorry, but most of them are guilty. After you died, the crusade split and all but Thad’s chosen began to raid villages for women, ale and food.”
His face shriveled up in disgust as he spit on the ground. “So in the end, they didn’t even follow Theressa’s teachings.”
“No,” I said, remembering their camps and their conversations. “They raped, killed and pillaged their own people.”
The Champion seemed to shrink away as he buried his face in his hands. “I brought them here and they…”
I patted his shoulder. “You were deceived by a goddess and blinded by her golden words. Then you were killed by your own men. Without ever raising your sword against my people. Besides, Thads’ bombers and Thrall annihilated the southlands with their spells so everyone was killed anyway.”
He clenched his shaking hands in front of him. “Pointless...it was all pointless…”
“In a way, but I guess things just changed. I gained souls, gold, and you. Thads took the cream of the crop and formed a new force that marched north. But I lost the village my people spent their blood, sweat and tears to build and the Dark Academy lost their supply lines.”
“The Dark Academy? That den of heretics and—”
“Yep, I live there now, so their problems are mine. Also, you’re a heretic now as well, so.”
I held my hand out to help him up and he looked at it for a moment, nodding to himself.
Then as his soul began to burn again he took it and as I helped him up, I knew I’d gained another follower. One that burned like a sun. Apparently truth had reached him far deeper than any of her lies and at that moment, I knew why the Dark God had led me here.




Chapter 9: Metalize - John
I showed him his body and apologized for the lack of male parts but he didn’t seem to mind. I awkwardly offered to introduce him to a few witches who openly practiced sexual rituals in the soulscape but he declined just as awkwardly.
Yeah, I had those and no, I’m not bringing them back any time soon. I already have my hands full with Fura and Katie and they seem perfectly happy in the soulscape where they and their partners can practice without any fear of repercussions, socially or physically.
Though I have noticed a strange trend of souls eating the wisps and either growing in power or ‘birthing’ new souls… Well, no harm no foul I suppose. Anything is better than the zombie-like things they were for a while after I lost Mors…though I’m sure my frantic mental state had something to do with that.
“Sir...god? Is everything alright?” The champion said.
“From now on, it’s John. Don’t worry about the whole god thing or status stuff unless I’m giving you an order. Other than that, just treat me like you’d treat anyone else. That’s what my gobs do anyway, well, half of them, the rest call me two...nevermind.”
I marveled at Kalapract’s work. I must’ve been in the soulscape for a lot longer than I realized.
He’d completed the chainsaw, and added a thick metal shield that stood almost as tall as the metal golem itself. Unlike the ranged golem, this one was thick, sturdy and bore a menacing face. It’s entire body was studded with small spikes. And on its spine was a row of particularly dangerous looking points.
The champion swallowed audibly as he saw his new body with me. “Am I to be a villain?”
“No, technically you’re like, you know, when the bad guys turn to the good side.”
“Like the green one?” He said, almost unable to hide his excitement.
Damn I really mixed it all up, didn’t I? Well, it’s not like memories as old as those would be reliable, even given the Dark God’s influence.
“Yep, you were corrupted but broke free, now you once again fight for the side of right.” Despite his reaction of glee, something didn’t feel right. I sighed and put my hand on his shoulder. “No, that’s not exactly correct. I mean, you were corrupted by a goddess, but I’m not a good guy. I just want my people to live good lives and to achieve that, I’ve done and will do a lot of bad things. Don’t get caught up in good versus evil, it’s us versus all the rest and I’ll kill, maime, distort, lie to, and terrorize everyone until I make that world. I’ll hurt anyone who isn’t one my people in any way I can, if I need to. So, I’m probably the villain of this show.”
The champion took a moment, looking over his body. His eyes grew stern as the smile faded from his face, replaced by an immovable expression. “Do you enslave?”
“No, I torture. I give a fate worse than death to those who deserve it. But even the concept of slavery makes my blood boil.”
“And what of your people’s beliefs, what do you do with the elderly and the infirm.”
“There are no elderly who cannot fight and no one is crippled unless they want to be.”
He paused to consider this before continuing. “Then what about those who simply will not work.”
“They’re not fed but so far there’s only been a few of those, the malicious housewives of Riverbrook. I turned them into Nagas, not because they weren’t working but because they poisoned a child and plotted to do more.”
“Then, feasibly they don’t need to work if someone will feed them.”
“Yep, but that’s life. People will be whoever they are and so long as it doesn’t hurt anyone, I don’t care what they do or don’t do.”
“I see, a system based upon personal responsibility. Then what of the mentally ill?”
My thoughts flashed to Bob, Muffy and Lang. “So far they’re fine, no huge problems there… A lot of mental illness has a physical root so when I remake a body it resolves itself, for the rest, they haven’t hurt anyone they weren’t supposed to, yet.”
He nodded. “I see, so this is like some utopia. Even the Garianthians never managed to reach such a state. I’ve already made up my mind to serve you but hearing this just steels my resolve. I will fight for you and your people even if we are hated. Because the world you seek is a far better one than the one I know.”
Without another word, I transferred his soul into the Melee golem and waited for him to rise.
He hefted his massive shield and shook his chainsaw-arm appraisingly, spinning its chains with a wicked laugh.
I guess that when it comes to violence, he’s not so innocent.
Hearing a rapid drumming noise in the distance, I activated Lifesense and made my way towards it.
Magna, my ranged golem was firing off earth rounds into a large pile of dessicated corpses while Kapapract watched giddily, then without warning, Magna leveled their gun at me.
I held up my hands and they lowered their weapon with a smile.
“Ooh! You found a suitable soul, I see!” Kalapract said, with a manic expression.
“Yep, this is, uh… Pardon me for a moment.”
I pulled the champion away. “Look, I’m not calling you champion and you wont give me your real name, so what do I call you?”
“Vultr—”
“No…” I said with a sigh. “Do you want me to name you?”
He nodded shyly, which looked especially strange considering he was a seven foot metal spike monster with a chainsaw hand.
Shit!
I began tossing names around in my head until one stuck. With a laugh, I tried to name him. “Ash, what about As—”
“In your language this means a burned remnant, do you really see me that way? I was hoping for something heroic.”
I blinked at him for a second then blurted out my next choice. “Jason… I’ll call you Jason…”
“Oh, the red one! You’re naming me after the red one! Yes, this name works for me.”
Wait, there was a ranger named Jason, wasn’t there. I was thinking about the guy with the machete and a murder-boner for fornicators, but if he’s happy then it all works out I guess. Technically, there was also the greek hero of the same name so I guess it is a heroic name.
I turned back to Kalapract and Magna. “This is Jason. Jason, the metal one...er, the metal one with a strange arm is Magna, the one in the robe is Kalapract.”
Jason banged his chest and bowed to them. “I am Jason, I offer you my service. Let us work together to see a new future!”
Magna also bowed. “I fail to understand this gesture, but you are welcome.”
Kalapract walked towards us with a broad grin. “Are you going to ask me what ‘Jason’ can do?” 
“Sure what can—”
“I’m glad you asked! Using wind runes along with amplification stones and redundant generation subsequeters, I was able to instill a new function that would augment the pondu—”
“I’m not a professor, or even a mage really, so get to the point please.”
“Jason,” Kalapract said to the golem. “Focus on your spikes.”
Ah, my arm’s bleeding and I can’t move the left side of my body. Did I have a stroke, a bloody stroke, again!? Wait a minute… Thank goodness, I’m just dead!
“Marvelous!” Kalapract said. “Now, Jason, stop focusing on the spikes.”
I fell to the ground and mended myself. Noting all the small holes that riddled the left side of my body.
It turns out that each spike on Jason’s body could shoot out much like my bone spikes which were Kalapract’s inspiration and when I’d died, it was because half my body was impaled by them.
Each of the smaller spikes had a range of about four feet, the longer ones on Jason’s back had a range of eight feet but there were no set limits on any of them. If Jason mastered the use of his spikes, then he could feasibly make them as long as his mana allowed and even use them individually.
He really was the perfect Melee unit.
I slapped Kalapract on the back of his metal head once more for not warning me, then, nodding to each of them, I left them to practice.
Getting used to a new body is usually difficult, theirs even more so since it required them to use metal crafting to do even the simplest of motions. But just like my fleshcrafting, I was sure that the more they used it, the better they’d become and Kalapract was the best person to show them the ropes.
As I walked back towards Vesp, I felt eyes upon me once more, this time from above. There was nothing ominous about them, so I figured they must be from a follower. I closed my eyes and watched as a gleaming light circled me.
“I know you’re there, what do you need?”
A mass of black feathers landed in front of me as a tall narrow woman strode towards me, her massive talons making cute click-clack sounds on the floor.
“Quenelia,” I said, “I was looking for yo—”
She held a clawed finger to my lips. “Do not speak, I...we shouldn’t talk to each other or your sweet words may sway me.”
I activated Lifesense and night sight, only to see her crying eyes.
“I’ve changed things again.” She said, looking into my eyes. “This time I will not join you, yet. It went so well for so long.” She hicc’d “We were all happy, but you forgot something important. Even now, before we...before it all happened I’m still too attached to see it clearly anymore.” She held the sides of her head as another sob rocked her. “Just be weary, something small will grow large someday and when it does, everyone will die, even you.”
I tried to say something else, but she flew off before I could open my mouth.
“Kay!” I yelled into the darkness. “Then, I’ll just, what, keep doing what I’m doing?”
Too vague! Way too vague! She might as well have said something like ‘bad stuff exists’ and nodded. But I didn’t understand her power. I’d made her a new body, examined her soul and I had no clue how she saw the future.
I only knew that Lina, Quenelia and I were supposed to fly together in the open sky with Slater, at least according to her earlier prediction. Parts of that had come true, I could fly now, Slater probably wasn’t too far away from spreading his wings and Lina could always fly so I guess the changed part was Quenelia.
Oh yeah, I can fly!
I used my sabatons to boost my jump height as I spread my mana wings. Moments later I found Vesp and the Imp-turned-wyvern snuggling together.
I felt like I might be intruding so I canceled my flight and used my boots to make a silent landing. I used Hide, Dark armor and stalk to get close and listen in.
Then I remembered that they were likely speaking telepathically, so there was nothing to overhear.
I cancelled my toggles and stepped out into the open waving my hand. “Hello! Sorry if I’m intruding but we probably needed to leave some time ago.”
“Baldy!” Vesp projected.
“G-God John!” The imp also projected.
A sudden thought stopped me, If Imps can become wyverns then aren’t they the strongest race? Then I realized that no, no they aren’t, mana-fill only grants a form temporarily. To make it permanent, they’d need an equal amount of flesh and without that their form was soft as a cloud and just as durable.
The imp slowly bat-waddled over to me and I took back the Mana I’d lent them, returning them to their normal, floppy-eared form.
“T-thank you! I-I was being selfish but you still helped us to...you know.”
“No worries, if you wish, later when I have enough flesh, I can make that change permanent.”
The imp blushed at me as they spoke. “I would like that, but I won’t speak for him.”
“I would like that as well, my semi-mortal treat.” Vesp projected. “Perhaps with flesh we could produce a fine quiver of younglings. Go, but do not forget me. We will meet again, and at that time, I will have you as my mate!”
The Imp’s skin flushed a deep red as they ran off into the darkness, their large eyes glancing back at Vesp every now and then.
When the Imp had vanished from view, Vesp sighed contentedly. “Shall we go?”
“Yep, I meant to leave right away, but I’ve gained two more powerful allies, so it’s not a loss.”
“Oh? More powerful than me?” He said, his hot breath steaming the area around me.
“There’s something gross about an old man seeking compliments. But I’ll answer your question, can you beat them? No, can you eat them, no. Can they fly and deliver death from above, no. So you’re each strong in your own unique ways.”
Vesp’s nostrils flared as he laughed. “Spoken like a leader, shall we depart now?”
I leaped onto his back and opened the gate to the outside parameter of the dark academy. Vesp flew through and we passed through the dark barrier without incident.
Below, I could see the large white mass that was Fernando as he hunted through the forest. As we climbed higher, I began to notice other landmarks.
Fura’s tree, once the largest and healthiest tree in the forest now stood leafless and dead. The once clear waters of the creeks were muddled and lumpy and everything was peppered with plague flies.
We followed the road north, and I could see the barren patches that were likely once camps for either the crusade or the bandits. Then, after a while, the landscape began to change. It faded from brown to green again and in the far off distance I saw the white walls of Therograd. The city stood like a tombstone amid the graveyard that surrounded it.
“Fly lower,” I requested.
“Are you sure, the stench grows heavier the closer we get.”
He wasn’t lying, with my windigo sense of smell, even from these heights I could pick up on the delectable smells of death.
If I wanted to be stealthy, this is where I’d have Vesp land but I needed to crush this place or my army and my people would starve. So instead, we just flew lower.
Two massive rivers converged upon its northern walls, feeding into its large moat and going southward to be corrupted by the remnants of Thrall’s death magic.
We circled it a few times, flying low enough to see its gates.
It had two main gates, one at the north which could be entered by boat and one at the south which could be entered by land.
I guided Vesp toward the south and we landed far enough away that archer’s arrows shouldn’t reach us.
“Are you going to open the zombie-gate?” Vesp asked.
“Not just yet, let me walk a while first. There’s something here, a feeling that I just can’t shake. It’s like something is waiting for me.”
“Then I’ll watch from the skies.” Vesp said. “You may be immortal, but you told me what happens if that tiny piece of blood shatters. Show caution or we all die.” He breathed out a hot gout of air. “And now, I have someone waiting for me.”
I nodded and walked the broad road towards the massive city. I remembered everything that Marrow had told me but I didn’t trust any of it. He was Eunice’s grandson and a thief to boot. Also, I was beyond subtlety now. I had a very small time-frame to act before everyone began to starve. 
Normally I would be sticking to the trees, using hide and stalk but I felt something pulling me. Not as a follower would but as a friend. No, this feeling it’s more...intimate?
As I walked, my face became wet. I wiped my cheek and looked at my black tears on my hand. These aren’t mine, these are for someone else. For the ones I will kill and for the ones who have died. Or maybe for something else.
I looked up to see Vesp’s looming form vanish into the skies above. Does he feel it too, this strange nostalgia?
I spawned a handful of snakevines and ordered them to scout out the area as I continued on the twisting path.
The smell of death grew with each step I took, causing me to salivate. Old and new corpses await me. Isn’t this place supposed to be peaceful?
The windigo’s senses were infallible, the corpses that awaited me were undoubtedly human. Like the toucan always said, I followed my nose but what awaited was a far cry from a fruity delight, though from all the colors I saw, it might as well have been.
I saw destroyed camps filled with abandoned bodies whose lifeless eyes existed only to feed the crows.
When I’d flown over this area with Vesp, I was too focused on Therograd, so I hardly noticed them, even if I did smell them. But now they were all I could focus on. Dead men in royal blue jerkins and platemaile laid in various states of decay. Their tents, destroyed and their camps abandoned.
Something had happened here, something on a large scale. A battle, no, a siege. Losing more of my humanity, I ate, feasting on their remains until I was full. Then I stored the rest into my item storage, condensing the flesh to clear space until it was full again.
I licked the blood from my fingers and quivered in delight like a fat man on all-you-can-eat wings night at boobers.
And then, the moment passed but the smell didn’t stop, meaning this wasn’t the only pile of corpses around.
I traced the smell to another camp, this one far larger. Here, the men wore yellow jerkins and surprisingly they’d abandoned their standard. The tapered flag showed a symbol of a grain bundle with crossed scythes.
Did these dead men come from a noble land, or perhaps a noble family?
Both me and my storage were already full so I closed my eyes and saw Vesp’s light circling around me.
I focused on him and even though I couldn’t use telepathy, I was sure he was listening in so I sent him a message.
“Free food here, if you’re interested!”
Moments later, the ground shook as he landed behind me, frothing at the mouth. I smiled, knowing that he’d been holding back on food for my army’s benefit. He has his pride, so he’d never admit to it but he’s actually a good guy.
As Vesp ate, I considered opening the gate here, so we could loot all the steel armor and weapons that were left but I knew that the second I opened the gate, we’d be noticed. And these men didn’t die from tooth decay, despite the poor state of their dental health.
Before I bring my army in, I need to know why they lost; how they lost.
“Mmm...ow!” Vesp projected. “Something—” Vesp projected a screech as he scratched his chest. His sonic blast shooting off into the air, popping my eardrums like overfilled balloons.
He rolled onto his back, flicking his wings madly at his chest as I saw a two-headed thing of pure terror, it’s long spiny arms pinching Vesp’s scales.
I joined in on Vesp’s terrorized screeches as my eardrums mended just in time to hear a “Yesss!” as the thing was flung off into the distance by Vesp’s flailing.
Vesp rolled over, still shaking as he looked around to see if anyone noticed his behavior. His eyes met mine for a moment as he readied a sonic screech, but seeing as my expression matched his, he just swallowed. “W-what the void was that!?”
“T-that was the abomination, I think.”
“The what?” He asked. “Has that thing been on me this whole time?”
“Well it didn’t teleport here. Holy crap…”
Vesp caught his breath and shivered. “Keep that thing away from me or I swear I’ll—”
“Shit!” I said, interrupting him as a realization struck. “Where did you fling it?”
“Hmm,” he projected, retracing his motions towards Therograd. “Oops…”




Chapter 10: Insurgence - Temlin
A week has passed since Marrow’s last message and the Goblin has officially become my new cellmate. From talking with it every night, I realized it was female and it had a family, had being the operative word, then from talking with me, it realized it didn’t anymore.
Since that time it’s become docile, yet more attached to me than ever. There is no beauty in this creature, but I can’t help but to feel a need to protect it, as it has me, because regardless of what we were, now we’re only slaves.
Still, things have changed here. The guards aren’t focusing on us as much, mainly because a whole slew of new slaves have arrived. These ones, with rippling muscles and perfectly groomed beards.
Even when enslaved, a noble still has a certain bearing and that’s the vibe these new guys give off. Unfortunately for them, they aren’t used to bowing and scraping, so they often defy the guards. And fortunately for us, that means the guards have been reassigned to their cells to quell their rebellious actions.
A shadow passed over my cage as a bone fell into my lap. I bit off the top and read the scroll. “Tonight’s the night!” My hand shook as I accidentally read it out loud, “Finally…”
“What happen!?” My goblin companion said, eyeing the bone hungerly.
“We’ll be free soon!”
Her eyes grew large as she cracked a broken smile. “Free!”
“Yes,” I said as I shoved the chicken bone into her mouth.
She chomped it eagerly then began to glance around. “How we be free?”
I looked down at her, puzzled. “No clue, but that’s what the—”
“AAAAAHH!! No! My legs, my—hurgh!!”
The alarm bells began to ring as my pulse raced. This is it! It’s happening now! I thought.
But as the minutes became hours, I realized something was off. Marrow was a master of stealth, disguise and cunning. Would he really go for a full assault?
More screams came from the distance, then the bells finally stopped.
I pushed my companion away and stopped them from following me as I moved towards the edge of my cage. Usually they’d cover our cages with a sheet if they intended to work us harder the next day, but because I had a cellmate they left us uncovered. Like I’m going to do anything with this goblin. It may be a she, but it’s still hideous and I’m at least a few years and few dozen drinks shy from that level of desperation.
I got closer to the door of my cage; an act that would usually earn me a caning but no one stopped me. I should feel relieved by this, but I can’t shake this feeling of dread in my chest. It’s as if on an instinctual level, I can tell something is wrong.
But… I clenched Marrow’s last message tight in my hand. “What if this is what he was talking about?”
“Yesss!”
A creature straight out of a nightmare stared in at me, its four glowing eyes seeing me as only food.
My mouth opened in a silent scream then the second I blinked, it was gone.
“Th-that’s not M-Marrow…”
The goblin rushed over to me, hissing at the darkness. “You okay, you alive!”
I took a deep breath questioning my sanity as four eyes met my gaze, now on the opposite side of my cage.
“Yesss, come to us, we will eat you. Yesss, tender, sweet flesssh! Give it to us, we will savor you, sssoftly killing you! Come to us, we will leave your bones, hard to chew.”
I heard a shrill cry, loud enough to spook the thing. It vanished as the cry kept going. It was only after my lungs began to burn that I realized it came from me.
There was a loud splat at the front of my cage. I turned, each motion of my muscles becoming a struggle as my whole body shook in terror.
There was a man, or what was left of a man, splattered on the stone in front of my cage. Then suddenly as the blood swirled around it, the thing stood, looking in at us with amber eyes that glowed in the darkness. Green flames began to sputter as its gaze met mine. I tried to scream again but my lungs were already empty.
The reformed man looked in at us as he spoke with a low yet kind voice. “Umm, did you see a guy, well, not really a guy, he’s more like a…” He looked into my eyes, his gaze piercing my soul. “Guess you did, haha.” He laughed hollowly, then noticed my cellmate.
His eyes flared, his bloodlust palpable. Whatever that two-headed thing was before, having met this entity, I wish I’d accepted its invitation. Being eaten somehow seemed far more merciful than what this being promised.
His glowing eyes darted down to my companion as he began to chirp and growl.
The goblin at my waist stopped shaking and held her hand out to him. I pulled her back, trying to protect her but the entity ripped off the door to our cell and stood, looking down at me.
He patted my shoulder and suddenly I felt great, like I’d eaten a full meal and slept on a bed at a fine inn. My goblin cellmate stretched out her hand again and the gray man took it.
I blacked out for a moment but when I opened my eyes the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen looked down at me, her flowing green hair caught in the breeze as her bare breasts hung naked and free. “That was my new god, the chieftain of my people. Can you stand?”
“W-who—”
“No time for that. You helped me, you fed me, you kept me warm and you told me we’d be free. Now it’s my turn to help you. Come, I’ll protect you!”
I followed her, the short woman with the body of a goddess as she fearlessly led me out of my cage. Somehow my eyes were suddenly able to see clearly in the darkness, almost as if it was daytime.
The black monstrocity appeared in front of us again, but this time its eyes peered through us as if we didn’t exist. “Nnoooo…sssmell of him, now.” It said as it leaped back into the night.
“Come!” The gray man yelled to us, funneling slaves through a strange doorway that seemed to lead nowhere.
“Go!” I yelled to the woman who was guiding me.
“No!” She yelled back. “I won’t abandon you!”
I pushed her away and looked into her eyes. Though her body had changed, I recognized the expression she made as she looked back at me. She was the goblin who stayed with me but I couldn’t follow her, Marrow had sent me a message and I would follow him, even if it killed me.
“Then, I’ll stay with you.” She said, clutching my hand tightly. “I’ve lost everyone else but I won’t lose you.”
I looked down at her, my heart a torrential mix of emotions. If it was just me, then death was fine but, if she died...
“There’s no food,” The gray man called out. “But, there’s plenty of opportunities! Come with me or—”
He stopped suddenly and reached his hand out grabbing the two headed monstrosity by it’s throats. “Dammit man! Get your bouncy booty back inside the zombie room!”
“N-noooo!”
The gray man tossed the nightmarish thing through the portal then cleared his throat. “Come one come all, to a land of…like stuff and such… I’m so bad at this…” He cleared his throat and loosened his shoulders as his voice became a shout. “We are not human, and if you join us, you won’t be either. We will tear it all down. Status means nothing, you will be recognized for your contributions! I won’t say my option is the best one, I’ll just say it’s better than where you're at right now!”
“Come, come!” The green goddess beckoned me. “Or, will we die together?”
I fell to my knees, caught between my obligations and my emotions. I unrolled the scroll once more, reading it again. Marrow didn’t mean this, did he? No! How could he?
“Take her!” I yelled at the gray man as I shoved the goblin towards him.
He growled at her as the two exchanged words in a language my vocal cords could never hope to mimic. He reached into a void in space and pulled out a yellow cloth, tossing it on the goblin woman.
Then eerily, he smiled at me, softly before yelling something into the doorway to nothing.
A giant red demon with large black horns ducked through the doorway and grinned a toothy smile into the darkness.
“Hail yon, newling.” The gray man said in the old tongue. “Harken forth for the god of darkness speaks onto ye. This one vouchers for you, yet ye come not into my gateway.”
“Uhhh…” I eeked out, looking up at the mass of muscle that tried to pass itself off as a person. Then I closed my eyes for a time, trying to blink it all away but when next I opened my eyes the gray man still stood there, looking down at me.
His amber eyes appraised me, focusing on what was in my hand. He chuckled then changed the way he spoke. “Have ye a missive, mate? Issat from Marrow? Ah, I know’em, he stole me finger, he did!”
“It’s...Marrow..he…” I tried to answer but he snatched the scroll away from me, then unfurled one of his own, comparing the two.
“Tonight’s the night,” he said, reading from a scroll like mine. He watched me, his eyes, merciful, understanding. I thought about the goblin’s words, was he really a god? Somehow, I wasn’t afraid of him now, even though I knew he could kill me in an instant. I just felt the urge to trust him like something in the back of my mind was telling me that he was familiar.
“Ha!” I started laughing as my tears flowed. “HAHAHA!” The gray man stared at me for only a moment before he joined me in laughter and soon we laughed together about nothing as his tears matched mine, though his were black.
Finally we caught our breaths and he gestured towards the doorway again. “Please, go through. I will slaughter this place and replace everyone. I judge souls by their actions in life and by their willingness to follow me. And you, you’re an innocent, this one,” He said gesturing towards the green goddess. “She’s spoken for you. You protected her, so I don’t want to abandon you. Marrow might have promised you something, but I’ll be the one to deliver. Take my hand, and live again, serve me and serve yourself.” He held out his hand again and this time I took it willingly.
As he tossed me through the doorway, I saw the black horror leap by me, grinning as it dispersed into the night beyond. “Yesss!”




Chapter 11: Accidental Invasion - John
After Vesp gestured towards Therograd, I’d leaped into the air spreading my mana-wings in a panic. I sat on the great walls of this ancient city, searching for a disturbance. I knew that no matter where it landed, the abomination would raise a big fuss just by existing.
To my surprise, there were no guards here on the upper walls, and there were no cries of alarm from below.
I thought that maybe the abomination could have just ended it’s life with a splat but these white walls had no blemishes so I doubted that I was that lucky. He was here, somewhere.
I fleshcrafted myself into a form that matched one of the many gargoyle statues that hung from the gutters and used Fura’s mother’s flesh mimicry ability to turn my skin to faux stone and there I stayed until nightfall.
I took in the sights and sounds of the city as minor cries came to me through my divine connection. I had yet-to-be followers here, their minds and bodies pushed far beyond their limits. And then...something familiar…goblins! Not my goblins, but goblins all the same.
A deep rage began to flow through me, as I imagined what sort of plight would bring such a humble people to pray for death. Their pride had been trampled and their family killed. That was the overwhelming sentiment they all projected to me.
The humans in the same space had a similar feel. Their rage no longer caring about themselves, they just wanted their oppressors to die and they’d pay their soul to make that happen.
Having been here for hours I observed a barebones guard detail that trickled in drunkenly. Apparently the ones outside had killed most of the ones inside, even though in the end they lost.
Dung beetles fighting over a turd, wait, where the hell did that thought come from? It’s an apt observation, but...it’s a bloody projection! I’ll find the man who sent it at some point, so just hang on my dude.
Even just sitting here, I could feel the gloomy air that hung around this once peaceful place. I closed my eyes and looked at my follower map. All the lights here were dimmer than at the dark academy, but I could see where they gathered.
I slipped past all five guards at my current spire and made my way westward until I saw something that stopped me dead in my tracks.
Cages stretched far and wide, taking over more than a fifth of the dukedom. There was a much smaller gate here, one which was likely used for letting in small carts and nothing else.
Above the gate there was a rotting corpse that had been dipped in pitch, on its head was a wilted crown of paper, nailed into its skull. It, too, called to me.
I used soul steal, even though I wasn’t certain my skill would cover the distance between us and I knew that any guard who saw a gargoyle with flaming green eyes might raise an alarm but the small soul floated towards along with many more that I didn’t anticipate.
What was this place? I ground my teeth, not fully willing to accept what was obvious.
As the torrent of souls flowed into me, I was reminded that I hadn’t even taken the souls of the fallen ones outside, yet. The abomination had stopped my normal rituals as my fear of releasing that thing into this world was greater than my desire to get more souls.
I closed my eyes and focused on the one that was strung up in a gibbet with a wilted crown. I figured if they’d spent that much effort on displaying his corpse, then he must be someone important, right?
I mean, technically, there were corpses hanging from every gate here, but only he was dipped in tar. The rest wore the same yellow and royal blue colors I’d already seen on the corpses outside. There were also two or three that wore purple, I’d need to speak to them as well, but for now, the special one awaited me.
I brought his soul into its own space and watched as the youngish blonde man fell to his knees screaming in pain. It took him awhile to realize that he was fine for the most part and as soon as he stopped screeching, I introduced myself and asked his name.
“R-Roswelt,” He stammered as his spectral tears flowed.
That name...
I leered at him, cracking my spectral knuckles as I began to imagine what torturous things I would soon inflict upon him.
Roswelt was the name, on my daughter’s lips, the one who offered their family riches in exchange for a chance at marriage. I grinned, letting my teeth show their feral points as I began setting up a new hell, just for him. Aren’t I just so considerate?
He lunged forward but I felt no danger from him as his narrow arms wrapped around my waist. He wailed, rubbing his face into my stomach as nonsensical words spilled from him at a rate that I could never hope to understand.
I grabbed his non-corporeal head and taught him English as I shoved him away. To my surprise he began crawling back to me, his statuesque face set in an ugly cry and as he clung to my legs until his words slowed and I was able to understand him to some extent.
“They...killed...I didn’t want it… I was imprisoned...and they boiled me! They…” He seemed to calm down enough to speak a little more though his sobs still choked him. “My uncle, was elvish, he was...he told me, not to go home… But I did!” He vomited spectral goo into the floor then curled up in the fetal position, shaking.
My malice vanished as I unthinkingly crouched down and him from his spectral sick.
Seeing the young man in such a terrible state, my fatherly instincts kicked in and I erased the hell I’d prepared for him. “Don’t worry, you’re safe here, for now. No one will ever reach you here.”
Slowly but surely, he stopped shaking, though his eyes still darted around the darkness. I changed the space into four walls and a visible floor. This relaxed him enough to speak again though he began to cling to me once more.
I’m really not into male bondage, but this person, no matter what torment I put him through, he’s already spent, his sanity’s gone.
So, fighting off my anger, I hugged him, patting his back until he stopped sobbing.
Finally, he looked up at me, his large blue eyes expressing only gratitude. Has no one ever hugged this guy before?
“Am I dead?” He asked, finally calm. “Please tell me it’s all over…”
“You’ve been dead for some time, and it is. They hung your body over a gate, but given the state of your corpse, maybe it’s been a few gates now.”
He took a deep breath and steadied himself. “Then they can’t use me anymore?”
“Uh… Not unless they tie strings to your arms and legs, then put on a puppet—”
“Thank you!” He sobbed, “Thank you so much… I’m ready,” He said, straightening his spectral collar. “Send me into the void, but please punish them for what they did in my name.”
I just blinked at him and sighed. Given how dim his soul appeared to me, I could only assume he was worshipping some ancient, dead version of me. Someone from way before the dark god gained its sentience. Or maybe...Rossereth? Now that we shared a follower pool it was hard to tell.
I tried to push him away but he clung to me like a toddler to their mother, his eyes staring fearfully into mine, his fear was not from pain or torment but instead from abandonment.
Denying all my rage, I plopped down beside him, my daddy senses tingling. I held him in a kumbaya moment, and began to ask him questions.
He answered all my questions instantly and without lies. This young man had been raised and used as a pawn. Only his uncle, the king, had ever treated him like a person. Even though he was basically a hostage to him. The king had no male heirs and wanted Roswelt to stay, but when his father called him home, Roswelt foolishly went.
The Duke, Andrus immediately locked him up and began bribing him with food and baths to sign documents. Roswelt wasn’t ignorant to what the documents said but he was taken in by his father’s smile and his words. “If you marry, then you are free. I do this for you, my son. Make me grandchildren so that our house will grow.”
Years passed and Roswelt learned a smidgen of what his signatures had wrought through the guards' venomous words.
He knew of an ancient being, one that fed on a person’s vengeance, and so he began to pray, right up until his guards let him free. He enjoyed his last meal, thinking that maybe he could repair what was done in his name, but he soon learned that it was all a farce.
They let him clean himself and eat until he was healthy again, then with malicious smiles they led him to his enemies to die in the worst way possible. Boiled alive in pitch, his screams were ignored and his suffering was prolonged, all so his corpse would last a few more months.
Unlike Jason, who turned out to be a manchild, Roswelt knew everything that was happening and even though he was in his twenties, he was...there was something different about him.
He was innocent but so many terrible things had happened in his name. My adopted daughters experienced a fate worse than death and Threscia and...Liz...
I wanted to consume him! I wanted to snuff his puny soul out of existence but as I squeezed his skull, he leaned into me with a smile, that said he was resigned to his fate.
“Why, you fucking bastard!? Why can’t you just be a terrible person?” I said, relaxing my hands on his head.
He wasn’t lying, no matter how much I wish he was, so I stared into his damaged soul, more filled with darkness than many of the others in the soulscape. His whole life must’ve been horrible. I would say it was on par with my daughters but unlike them, he didn’t seem to have a single happy memory to fall back on.
“I’m sorry,” he said with a timid voice.
Well shit, what am I supposed to do now? I won’t punish an innocent soul but when he was describing things; he had shame in his voice. At some point he knew what the effects of signing those papers were, though not explicitly.
“Roswelt,” I said, looking down at the man. “What do you think the results of signing those papers were?”
“I don’t know,” he said, shaking once more. “But they came every month. They said I was seeking a bride and would pay a massive dowry in silver and gold for her… They said I was seeking a young one…” He stopped for a moment as he remembered something else. “The guards talked about rumors, they said I frequented brothels that ‘hurt younger ones’…”
I choked back my disgust and nodded. “Is it true?”
“No, how could anyone harm someone else? My uncle taught me Theressa’s rules and the temple was the only place I ever felt safe.”
At that statement, my bile rose. Theressa, the manipulator, the parasyte, the goddess made of fool’s gold. Roswelt was a follower of—
“But she abandoned me,” Roswelt continued. “If a man like my father can prosper while locking his own son away, then…” He paused, wiping his face. “That’s when I read about the other one, the dark rebel who opposed her long ago. You were there, written about within her holy words. It said that she killed you, but how can anyone see this world and believe that. Death and darkness are everywhere and to a dying man, gold is just something pretty to look at, a beautiful lie. Sometimes change can only come from death.”
I swallowed as I heard his words. Is this guy a poet? Somehow, his words moved me. I knew I had a weakness for mental manipulation but his soul said that he believed fully in what he was saying.
“Will you be my priest?” The words had spilled out, almost without my consent but once they did, they hung awkwardly in the air like a wet fart in an elevator.
Roswelt looked up at me with wide eyes. “P-priest!? What?”
And just like a wet fart, I couldn’t take it back. “Um… You have a way with words, and I don’t think you deserve to be consumed. Instead, will you serve me? I am a god but so far, I have no church. Most of the people that follow me, know me by name. To the rest I’m just an idea, a concept without a face. There’s something about you, something that reminds me of my son when I first met him.”
Gobs grow up so quickly.
Roswelt smiled sadly as he shook his head. “No, please send me to the void. I don’t want to live here anymore. Just promise me, promise me, you’ll help the people I hurt and kill my fath—”
“I can do both. I can consume your memories so you can start anew and your father? He’s already on my hitlist. This world won’t always be shit, at least not if I can change it.”
“So,” He said, his chin shaking as he looked up at me. “I won’t remember anything?”
“Yep.”
He closed his eyes for a moment before continuing. “I think,” He seemed to ponder things for a moment. “That I should be sent to the—”
“I know what you're about to say, and no. That’s the easy way out, isn’t it? Will that help anyone?” I stood and held out my hand. “Take my hand and be reborn. I will give you a new body of my own choosing and you will work with me, tirelessly to make up for the life you had and the mistakes you made.”
He looked up at me and took my hand as he said his last words. “Did you know about the other aspect of the dark god of vengeance?” He stood, smiling brightly. “Some say he was also the god of redemption.”
With that, I consumed only his memories, leaving his personality and skills intact. He’d restart like Lina and Leera, freed from his pain at last.
I looked at him, now just a formless orb and—
A blood curdling screech cut through my thoughts as I opened my eyes to see a slaughter that was well underway. I sealed Roswelt’s soul away in its own space and tried to ascertain what was happening.
Using Lifesense, I was able to see several bodies cooling in the crisp night’s air, chewed and partial. Some of the cages in the area had been ripped apart and the ground was littered with the steaming remains of armed guards.
I focused my ears using my sha’dwarg senses until a familiar voice, sounding like nails on chalkboard reached me.
“Yesss, come to us, we will eat you. Yesss, tender, sweet flesssh! Give it to us, we will savor you, sssoftly chewing your flesssh! Come to us, we will leave your bones, hard to chew.”
It was followed by the screech of what I could only assume was a small girl with big lungs.
Shit! I was way too focused on talking to Roswelt.
I leaped from my perch taking on my normal form, I spread my—
I splatted into the pavement, my mana wings unused as my brains decorated the ground and my internal organs became external ones.
My fleshcrafting was perfected now, so it only took me a second to reform. Luckily, no one saw tha—
I blinked at a cage with two wide eyed prisoners. A goblin!
I talked to them, the man was mostly out of it, likely still in shock but the goblin seemed fine. I asked if they’d seen the abomination, but judging by the man’s expressions they definitely had. So I tore off the door and walked in, I mended the man, who promptly passed the hell out and spoke to the gob for a while.
Her accent, and the fact that she used cute chirps rather than harsh growls told me I was speaking to a refined lady. I opened my inventory of flesh and gave her a new body, teaching her english. Then she told me about the passed out guy beside her and all he’d done for her, now that she had more words to use.
Touched by her story, I fleshcrafted the man, converting him to a flesh construct and giving him all the benefits of my people. Then after a brief exchange with the now stunning goblin woman, I left to pursue the abomination, while she said in no uncertain terms that she would protect the man.
To sway a proud goblin woman this much as a human… I need this man to join me, he could very well bridge the divide between people in that same way Athen and Eolania were.
I fleshcrafted my legs into their reverse joint form and opened the rest of the cells, then I listened for more screams. It didn’t take long, until I was face to face to face with the abomination again. As it saw me, both its mouths seemed to say uh-oh and it vanished like a cockroach when you turn on the kitchen light.
“Mm-Marrow! ...Mar…” A dying man said, his fist held high as he bled out.
Marrow!? What’s that asshole got to do with this?
The man dropped a greasy scroll that smelled like Awful-House after a Friday night bender. I picked up the scroll and revived the man, without giving him any upgrades. “What’s this?”
The man screamed again, even louder than when the abomination was chewing on him. Oh yeah, I’d activated Soul Steal the second I smelled death and I’d been using Lifesense as well so right now I was probably looking pretty scary.
Oops.
The man sputtered out a reply, still horrified as he backpedaled away from me.
So this message comes from Marrow, that bastard owes me a finger. Also, he… Because of what he gave Eunice, she could track me and my people. This time, I’ll take more than a pinky from him.
I opened the gate, and began funneling people through. An uncertain future is better than a certain death. So the people I’d freed poured through.
I could only imagine how confused my berserkers were right now, seeing random people dashing into the zombie room.
I put my head through the gate and yelled at them to call Healer and find a place to house these people, then continued my search for the abomination while leaving the gate where it was.
Eventually, I’ll convert these people to my cause but now’s not the time for that.
I found a few more gobs, and gave them new bodies, ushering them through the gate. Then as my patience waned, I just started tossing people in until the first goblin woman showed herself again, pulling her guy behind her.
He was hesitant, even though she came readily. But I remembered that this man had helped her when she was still in her wretched state. In this world, that meant something. He had nothing to gain, unless he was like the pervy guy that I got my loins from, but I doubt that. There were no signs of satyr in his DNA.
He held out one of Marrow’s scrolls and I began to understand why he was hesitating. He was once one of Marrow’s underlings but no one had showed up for these people other than the abomin—Oh!
I grabbed the abomination as he tried to slink behind me and tossed him back through the gate. Then after talking to the man, I tossed him through.
I smiled as I closed the gate but my smile died as I saw the abomination dart off into the darkness once more.
I closed my eyes again, looking at my follower map and saw that most were either gone from here or dead already, in the other areas of the city they were stretched thin, so I shrugged and opened the gate again, stepping through and letting the abomination run free for a while.




Chapter 12: Birth and Death - John
I listened to the slaves, comparing their stories. Everyone had been sentenced to the same fate murderers, rapists, cut-purses, food thieves. All of them were now on the verge of death and many were looking forward to it.
Rather than taking the long route, I stopped their hearts and interviewed them all in the soulscape where they couldn’t lie to me.
The murderers, I separated into groups by the victims they killed and their motives.
Most had been in Marrow’s organization and had been cut-throats like their boss. They killed guards, city officials and nobles.
They weren’t bad guys all-in-all but they were very misguided. I took their memories and gave them bodies similar to Athan’s men, assigning them to him as assassins.
The next group of murders were just that. Murderers, pure and simple. They’d killed because they wanted to. Rent too high? Kill your landlord! Wife too annoying? Kill her, it’s easier than getting a divorce! Does your baby cry too loud when you're trying to sleep… Yeah, I consumed these guys. My mana pool needed it.
I gained a few mostly redundant skills from them as well. So that’s good, I guess.
[Murderous Plotting]
When you begin to obsess over a target, you will stop at nothing to achieve your goals in the nastiest way possible. You get a boost to concentration when plotting a one sided murder.
Kay, well onto the next group. These ones had killed reflexibly, defensibly or out of desperation. All but one was returned to their bodies with partial enhancement. The last one had their memories consumed and was added to Athan’s group for assassinating a guard and his family with a fire bomb.
From him, I did learn something important. Magic scrolls existed, and could be combined with jars of lamp oil to make a truly nasty combination.
All the torches in the dark academy burned souls, so lamp oil had little use to anyone other than teachers and instructors for their personal study. In other words, we had lamp oil to spare.
The next group, the rapists. There isn’t a single justification for that. Well, other than an eye for an eye situation which none of these pathetic asses had. I consumed their memories and reversed their genders. The worst of them became new torches set to illuminate the men’s toilets.
Thieves who stole to live were returned to their bodies without consequence.
Noble thieves!? Yeah, who knew that was a thing?
Apparently the noble houses in Therograd would often spy on, and steal from each other. These thieves were boisterous, charismatic and mostly honorable. Yes, they stole, no they didn’t need to, but they had fun. That is until they were caught then their houses were deposed or they were kicked from the city.
To these refined, mustachioed men, I offered an assassin’s body, with full-on galvanism. Their skills were top tier and their motivations were good, barring a few. Yet, somehow mustaches were universal among them. If I gave them rapiers, I’m sure they’d shout ‘one for all’ and if I gave them a red flower then I’m sure they’d spit fireballs.
Either way, I gained a new group: Thieves.
I wasn’t sure what I could do with that, but they had the skill and devotion to be useful now that their houses and former contractors were all gone. I guess I’ll just give them to Athan.
The final group of slaves made me weep inside. They were the innocent; the falsely accused yet convicted. They’d done nothing to deserve the fate that was visited upon them. Their souls shined the brightest to me for they had become true followers in their time spent in unjust servitude.
They personified the concept of pure rage and self sacrifice. I brought them back with all possible abilities and handed them to Red to begin training in my army.
I sighed, fleshcrafting a chair to sit in as I looked at the next group.
“John?” Lina said, holding Slater who was the same size as her now.
I picked them both up and sat them in my lap as Lina smiled up at me happily.
I kissed her. “Did I ever tell you how much I love you?” I asked with a smile.
“N-no,” She answered, her grey skin turning a hot crimson as she leaned up to kiss me back.
“Good, just checking,” I teased, watching her chubby cheeks as she pouted.
“Pardon me, my god.” The still topless goblin woman said, bowing to me.
I gave her a yellow jerkin to wear earlier, didn’t I?
Lina gasped. “Give her clothes! You know how Nex is, if you don’t, then—”
“Daddy!” Aneeza said as she collided with me with the force of three little girls.
Shit! If she’s here then…
“Hello, my love…” Nex said, looking at the goblin woman who still bowed in front of me.
She growled at the woman, as the woman chirped back and the two conversed for all of a minute before Nex growled again.
The woman’s gaze shot back sharply to a man who was furiously chomping on one of Fura’s roasted root vegetables. When he noticed our attention on him, he turned away quickly but continued to eat.
Nex nodded then turned her attention back to me and Aneeza, who was also in my lap now.
“My love, I—”
I grabbed Nex and held her close, kissing her. “You what?”
She smiled and pressed her head against my chest. “Nothing,” she said, running her hand down my side.
Aneeza looked as though she’d seen enough lovey dovey stuff from her parents, so she skipped off to play.
The goblin woman who’d remained bowing this entire time looked up at me with her honey colored eyes. “Clothes, food and a place to sleep. That is what my people need.”
“Done,” I said without hesitation. “I can speak your language, you know. Get everyone toge—”
“Body Toss!” Aneeza yelled as she tossed the man who was just trying to eat in peace. I started to curse but seeing Slater and Aneeza, I stopped. All I could do was watch the man as he flew off into the distance and mentally tally how much work it would take to mend—
There was a hot breath on the back on my neck, but even though all the hair on my body stood up, I remained calm. Even if hell sprung up from the earth and god himself showed, there was no force that could make me punt my son as he slept.
“Heya Boss, I think this is yers.” Bob said as he sat the shivering man down in front of me.
The man still held his vegetable like a squirrel holds a nut as he stared at us all with fear in his eyes.
“Aneeza!” Nex yelled. “You do not just toss Someone! Challenge them first.”
“Umm,” I started as Nex glanced back at me, her mom-eyes still active. I swallowed as my twins sprung up, pressing against her. “So,” I said. “Let’s go to bed soon… For, uh, sleep, long, hard sleep…”
There’s nothing sexier in the world than seeing your mate in mommy-mode. All I wanted was to make her a mother again, right then and there, and she knew it. She smiled at me as she moved her green hair back behind her ear with a seductive flare.
“Ooh, is that for me?” Bob said as he looked at my crotch.
I sighed, glancing back at my oldest friend in this world. “No, just no,” I said as I grabbed his arm, melding my finger to him.
My eyes bulged as I gently sat Lina, Nex and Slater down. “Why didn’t you tell me!?” I asked him as he doubled over in pain.
“You weren’t here, Boss...OH!”
I turned towards Lina. “Get Healer and Leera, right now! Also Muffy and Mark if you see them. Lina, I trust you.”
She handed Slater to Nex and flew off into the darkness as the goblin woman ran to the now critically confused man by us.
“You two, run up the stairs and get Ralphus to give us hot water and wash clothes.”
“Uh—”
“No time for that! Dammit Bob, why didn’t you come to me earlier!?”
“Sorry, Boss.” Bob said, struggling to laugh as he doubled over in pain.
Could I just fleshcraft the child out, yes, but with one look into Bob’s eyes I knew that wasn’t what he wanted. He’d seen Lina and Nex give birth and, well he was certainly a weirdo, so I was sure that a natural birth was what he wanted.
He opened his toothy sha’dwarg mouth, revealing the windigo mouth inside as he spoke. “Can’t ya just fleshcraft the little demon out?”
“I-I,” I stammered. “I thought you’d want to do this natur—”
“YOU DID THIS TO ME!” Bob screamed just as Mark showed up.
To be honest, I never wanted to see that bearded asshole again but now he looked at me with fire in his eyes. He started to unload a new stream of insults on me but as Bob cried out, he ran to his side and took his clawed paw in hand.
Then there was a resounding boom as she-hul—er Muffy landed just a few feet away from us. Without skipping a beat she took Bob’s other claw and I used fleshcrafting to numb Bob’s pain.
I heard a cry in the distance as I saw Leera running towards us, her dress swept behind her as her legs inverted to give her speed. A half second later, she was at my side, holding my hand and coating Bob in a cool, healing mist.
If it wasn’t Bob, I could’ve done this normally, but because it was, I was being extra careful to preserve the baby.
Bob pushed one last time, and I saw where the difficulty was. The baby was horned, hooved and basically a tiny, skinnier version of Bob.
I picked the baby up, and absorbed the grossness that covered her as her bright red eyes met mine. My immediate instincts were to spoil this child as much as possible so Bob would have to deal with it.
But without thinking, I pulled a cloak I’d gotten from the dead and used Rosereth’s blood magic to clean it as I wrapped it around the little, big eyed bundle of joy.
Damn, babies are cute as hell! Even baby Bobs. I got to hold the large baby until Mark and Muffy wanted her, then Bob whimpered and I handed him his self-made spawn.
Still breathless, he looked at me and smiled. “I’ll call’er Johnette.” He watched as I turned pale and Mark cracked his knuckles. Then, pleased with himself, he smiled. “Just ‘joshin’ ya, this here’s Bobbette, Bette for short.”
The baby-sized version of Bob coughed as it heard its name. Knowing that it’s lungs were still full of amniotic fluid, I held it up by its hind legs and spanked it until it coughed out everything.
Bette stared at me, blushing before I gave her back to her Mother-Father. Bob held her, with warm eyes as Mark and Muffy each leaned in to look at Bette.
I mended Bob and ensured that Bette was healthy as I sat with them.
But when Bob began trying to breastfeed, I opened the gate again, leaping through it to escape the weirdness.
When I’d closed the gate behind me, I noticed that I wasn’t alone.
I turned, readying a bone-spike but as I brought it towards it’s target, I froze and sighed. “Healer, why the hell are you here?”
“Lina said you required me,” he deadpanned, his face unresponsive even though my bone spike hovered inches from his eye.
It’s amazing he’s talking now, but he still lacks situational awareness.
“Right,” I said, “uh, my bad man. I guess you could check this area for anyone I missed but I need to go.”
Healer nodded as he wandered off.
Worrying for his safety, I opened the gate again and brought out my berserkers along with a few orcs to protect the area then flew off to circle the walls once more.
This time, the walls were swarming with guards and by swarm, I mean all twelve of them…
The abomination was still lurking somewhere, and just finding him wasn’t enough to stop him. I know it’s my fault for releasing him but at the same time...I don’t care about these people. He’s spared their heads and even now, I still have several souls to go through, including the guards and the noble brawlers.
I moved around the wall slowly so as to not break my illusion as a gargoyle, then a realization hit me. Why?
I took on my normal form and killed the guards, taking their souls and storing their flesh.
I leaped over the wall to the outside and opened the gate again, calling to the giants and the rest of my army, except for Athan’s assassins, the ranged and the other covert units.
We’d intercept all their supplies from the outside while taking things over from the inside.
I wasn’t going to pussyfoot around anymore. I couldn’t afford to wait, nor did I want to. My people needed to eat and most of these people needed to die. I could always bring them back later if they were innocent. But if Roswelt’s and Marrow’s testimony was any indication of things, then corruption ruled this place.
They weren’t my people except for the few that were lights on my follower map.
I’m not a human, not a mortal and not patient. Maybe, the easiest way really is to clear this continent, kill them all and start over.
After all they’re mostly Theressa’s followers and to kill her, I need to end each and every follower along with all artifacts that connect to her.
“You can kill gods” the dark god's words echoed in my head. “Not killing myself yet, bud.” I answered back.
It’s true, if I pierced my core, then everyone in this world would die and there would be no gods left. That was his message, but I have children, I have mates, I have people I don’t want to lose no matter what. The rest though, I only hope their screams are as beautiful as they think they are.
There are so many different shades of morality to people. Such a large spectrum of good, evil and neutral but who cares.
I felt my blood run cold, as my thoughts continued on without me.
In my eyes, there’s only the beneficial and sacrificial.
With foriegn thoughts raging in my head, I let the abomination do what it wanted as I fortified my position in what I’d learned was the slave quarter. While surrounding the outer wall for a siege.
I kept on going for a while, killing the surviving guards as I watched my army outside encircling this crappy dukedom.
Their time is done, but as I licked my fangs, I wanted more. I craved the joy of punishing those that deserved it. I wanted vindication for the wronged souls I’d taken! And Roswelt was not the correct target, he was a victim.
So who’s to blame here? The duke? The king? The nobles? No, it’s the whole system. There’s a reason the french revolution happened and why Lemmy said “Eat the rich”.
After a while I had a wealth of guard souls as well as terrified victims. So I opted for speed as I entered what could only be the noble quarter.
From my observations, this city was split into four sections: Slave quarter, Poor quarter, The Commons and the gilded Noble Quarter.   
I spread my mana-wings and glided down quietly onto their smooth cobblestone streets.
Surrounded by mansions, I went through them systematically. Using the windigo’s knockout gas, I cleared them without any resistance, taking their souls and storing their flesh as I went.
Then finally I arrived at a large building that could only be the Duke’s Manse. No barriers, no resistance, an easy target but a large one.
Rather than knockout fog, I channeled my darkness, infused with unholy energy and as the staked maiden’s moaned the people inside screamed.
I liquified them and pulled their corpses through the gaps in the doors and windows, compressing and storing them until my storage space was full.
Slinging open the doors I noticed a purple banner hanging from the main bannister. It had an axe, a tree and a lion.
Kay, so Lions like to chop trees, is that what their banner means? No, it’s probably something like, ‘we produce lumber, but have axes for battle! Oh, and we like lions.’
But now they were quivering piles of red goo. No lions present. I like animals so long as they aren’t trying to kill me.
I climbed to the roof and channeled everything I could into my darkness and that was that. This city was done.
My army flooded in after breaking through the main gate but their battlecries died in their throats as they looked out on the ghost town.
Every man, woman and child of Therograd now only existed within me. And try as I might, I felt no guilt. They were dead but not gone and in comparison to the suffering they’d experienced here, the soulscape would be a much better home for them.




Chapter 13: Aftermath - John
I closed my eyes, and created a separate space for them, similar to what they were used to, except now they had unlimited food, including some of the simpler food from my world. God I miss Popeye’s.
“Hmm, what a strange tactic you’ve chosen.” Vesp projected to me as he landed on the rooftop beside me. “I would’ve eaten them.”
“In a way, I did.” I said joylessly. “They died, but not really. I need sleep...”
“Then give me your orders or let me sleep as well,” he huffed.
I flew to the gate and let him through. After that, I retired to Eunice’s quarters where Nex still awaited me.
She raised the covers and when I crawled up beside her, she tossed her leg over me. After that, we talked for a while then nature took its course.
Then it was Leera’s turn, then Fura and Lina then Katie. By the end, my sad mental state was restored. Normally that would be a good thing but now, all I could feel was regret. I’d slaughtered so many, for no reason other than my people needed what they had.
“P-pardon me…” Thia said, as she carefully crawled over everyone to get to me.
I pulled her down on my chest and smiled at her as she blushed.
A while passed but she didn’t say or do anything, so I hefted her hips onto my waist and pressed her against me.
“You don’t need a reason to visit me, nor do you have to hold back.” I said, kissing her. “Just like them, you’re my mate.”
“B-but…” She curled her arms up to cover her chest as she lay against me.
“But, you need a crowd to be turned on?” I asked.
She slapped me softly. “No! I-I mean—”
I picked her up and walked her outside. Then on the steps, we reaffirmed our connection until she was satisfied.
Her body fell limply on mine as her last orgasm hit and her eyes changed color. She finished selfishly on her own, then looked down with a broad grin.
“Rossereth?” I asked.
A deep kiss that parted my lips and played with my tongue was her only response. I pressed back into her, and she moaned into my mouth as she bucked her hips.
This time we finished together, with both my twins buried inside her.
I went to lay back, but she grabbed my face and kissed me again, looking into my eyes.
“What’s wrong?” She asked, not letting my twins free.
“Do you really want to talk about it right now, while we're doing this?”
“We’re connected now, not only on a physical level but,” she hesitated. “We, um, our essences did…” She blushed brighter than Lina ever could. “We’re combined, okay? We’re basically the same person on a devine level so…” She somehow managed to make Thia’s body blush a deeper shade of red than...Red. “I know when you're sad and...I love you and all that…”
“Oh?” I questioned with a sadistic grin. “You what? I couldn’t quite hear that last part.”
She slapped me playfully, but infused too much of herself into it, making me lose both sight and sound as my head spun off somewhere. Now I see why Thia is her Avatar, they really are similar.
I sighed through my neckhole as I waited for her to find and reattach my head. You know, other people might envy me, but if I was just a sultan or something, I would still have a harem and they probably wouldn’t kill me as much.
I mean if I really tallied it, my mates have probably killed me just as much as my enemies.
While blind and deaf, I felt something slick pressed against my neck.
Learning from old mistakes, I made sure it wasn’t Ralphus’s butt cheek, or any butt cheeks in general before I melded it to myself and used blend.
My eyes opened again as Rossereth sobbed against my chest apologetically. I threw her arms over my neck as she leaned against me rubbing the back of my head.
I ran my hands down her narrow body, touching all the right places.
I’d grown good at giving back massages back in the gray realm and I kneaded and knit her over-strained muscles between my fingers as she relaxed against me, cooing softly into my ear. Who knew archery gave a woman such developed back muscles.
“I was here to soothe you, not to be—Oh! You, that feels good! I wasn’t—how are you doing this? This almost makes up for the surprise-tentac—”
“Shh, just relax. Making you feel good makes me feel great. So, double points if you’re sharing this sensation with Thia, since it’s her muscles I’m working on.”
“We-we share—oh, right there! Ahh, this almost as good as se—”
I kissed her as I worked my way from her gluteus to her ham-strings. There was so much that both Rossereth and Thia had never experienced. So they were both the easy-mode versions of girlfriends or mates as it were.
I knew why Rossereth had spurred Thia to visit me. She felt my sadness and wanted to talk to me again. But why use Thia? We both had a portal in our realms so we could feasibly meet on the devine level any time we wanted. But, that connection wasn’t sex, it was something far deeper, when we met in our spectral forms we literally cominbined ourselves meshing not only our bodies but our very beings together.
I won’t say it’s unpleasant but I will say it’s dangerous. If we do that too much we might actually combine as in no more me, no more her.
For gods that might be acceptable but I wasn’t just me I’m me plus infinite darkness, while she’s a mortal-turned-goddess, mostly against her will. Meaning she was finite and when we’d shared everything, the dark god would fill in the rest.
She’d be swallowed whole and erased in the void. Neither of us wanted that to—
“Hey, John…” Rossereth said, her magenta eyes gazing into mine as she clung to me.
“Hmm?”
“Why didn’t you warn me about...the tentacles?”
My half awake eyes shot open as questions flooded my perverted mind. “Did, uh, did you, um…”
“Hmm…?” She murmured, as Thia’s body fell asleep.
Well then, I guess I’ll just have to go to sleep with stone solid twins. Or not! I noticed that Threscia was clinging to the ceiling and invited her down as I laid Thia on the bed. I felt a brief pain then my eyelids closed.
When I awoke, I realised that I wasn’t in my room anymore. I was in a dark place, likely the zombie room, given the black, near-endless ceiling.
I looked around, after I realized that I couldn’t move my arms or legs without tearing off my skin. I thrust my hips a few times feeling like I was on a trampoline.
“Ah~!” A sexy voice called out.
My eyes grew wide, as a very squishy, pleasant sensation greeted my twins. Six arms wrapped around me as small grey bugs crawled toward my face.
I fought the urge to struggle as they got ever closer to me.
When they came into view, I smiled. “Gabriel, Maria, Micheal, Ezekiel, Evangeline, Faustina, come here and give daddy a hug!”
These kids weren’t exactly smart but they came from Threscia and my union. They were insects, not exactly sentient. But I loved them all the same and even though I hated to admit it, they were all smarter than Fernando.
But unlike him, they had souls. Even with my master rank in soul magic, I still had no clue how new souls were made. Well, I had a damned good idea but I sure didn’t want to prove it.
So instead, I greeted my offspring with a smile. Threscia had three wonderful places reserved for me and last night I went into only one place that promised children. But this time it assured humanoid children, I hoped.
Four hard arms and two soft ones played along my body, making me shiver as Threscia sat up, forcing me back inside her. She grinned down at me, spreading her mandibles to reveal her red lips as she kissed me, rocking her hips with sadistic glee.
“Did you get him?” She asked, her voice hoarse in my ear. “Did you find Roswelt or Thads?”
“No.” I answered, a little too quickly.
She flexed her lower teeth, which to my surprise and horror made me fill her again.
She looked down at me, with an equally horrified expression as my seed spilled out of her. She began to retract her teeth but I ripped free of her webbing and grabbed her hips locking her in place.
Her eyes swelled as I kept pumping her, fleshcrafting her nerves so that she finished when I did. She laid down on me, locking her legs together around me as we came.
“What..the void...was that?” She said, still shivering on top of me. “I was trying to—”
“Have you ever had a toothy BJ?” I asked as she raised an eyebrow.
“Uh...no, no penis here, you should know. Also, I made an ass and you just flooded it with... ” She stopped as she noticed our children around us. “Uh...Mommy and Daddy are just wrestling and—”
They waived their tiny front mandibles as they chanted together. “Baby brother…”
“S-stop that!” Threscia commanded.
They moved their mandibles the opposite way. “Baby sister!”
This continued until Threscia sent them to hunt in the forest with Fernando. She buried her face in my chest and allowed me to hold her.
“You know,” I said, running my hand along her chitan. “There’s no shame in this, we’re bound together. You’ve seen me from the inside out and I know you on a level that no one else does. Do you hate me?”
“Yes! I don’t need a male in my life.” She said, her face still pressed against me.
I could feel her smiling as I spoke. “Who cares about ‘need’ do you want me?”
“N-n—”
“Well,” I said holding her tightly against me. “You’ve already birthed my children, so I’ll take the lead here and hold you until you tell me to stop.”
She groaned, hiding her happy face as she spoke. “Well then, I guess I’ll let you hold me until you feel better. Also, your hips...Ah! W-what if…”
I used lifesense and smiled. “Nope, it’s just us here, so you can be yourself now.”
She moaned, cried and kissed me, all at once.
Threscia was still a very mixed up person but she wasn’t just Threscia. She was Threscia plus all the girls I wasn’t able to save from Thad’s abandoned camp. That is to say, she wasn’t just the woman who lived inside me; she was several partial women. So her emotions were tumultuous, unpredictable, and mostly honed in on vengeance.
So when I steered her towards softer feelings, she got confused. Some part of her hated me just for being male and that same part hated herself for liking me. It wasn’t happiness or trust, it was about control.
But I had pride, I wouldn’t be used as a just a supplier of sperm and hugs. I was more than that, and I needed her and all the hers inside to know that.
Especially because we weren’t technically mates yet. No goblin wedding, no obligations. I wasn’t shallow enough to think she’d cheat, especially since she was always around me but I was a little hurt by it. She’d dedicated her souls to me, and I’d promised to avenge her, but I’d lied to her. I’ve had Roswelt’s soul for a while, even though he was now blank except for his personality.
Fuc—
Threscia pressed her lips on mine forcefully, rocking her hips to start round four.
“No…” I said gently pushing her away. “Will you let me take you back into the soulscape? I need to show you something.”
Her eyes glowed sky blue for a second but after she cracked her neck, she nodded wordlessly and I stopped her heart pulling her soul back into me.
I opened Roswelt’s screen and pulled Threscia in with me.
“So,” she said, looking at the timid soul-orb. “What’s this, did you want to play volleyball or something?”
“This was Roswelt, ask him—”
Her soul flared up, consuming itself in rage until I held her for a while. “Look, just ask it about itself. It doesn’t have memories anymore, so simple questions only.”
Threscia shed her insectoid body and strolled up to the soul as her full nude humanoid version.
Anyone got a van? I didn’t dare ask. She was a nineteen year old, no, twenty now, huh. Maybe we should have a birthday part—
She rubbed the orb’s face against her non-existent breasts as it fought to get away with everything it had.
Ah, I got those vibes from him, but no man in a medieval world would say he’s not into ladies. Especially not a noble one. I can’t say he’s into guys either having never had a sexua—
The soul orb flew right to me and rubbed its face against my chest, projecting fear back at me.
Threscia smiled sadistically as she turned towards me, her long legs, narrow hips and small cute breasts all bowing to her flawless face, and, shit I’m hard!? Even in spectral form? Dammit, I forgot she’s the literal form of a soul mate!
I swallowed, forgetting the orb as Threscia’s long slender legs walked towards me but then my mind began to wonder. Sure she was a flawless beauty here, powerful and sexual in equal measure but it wasn’t right to feel this way given how she was feeling.
So as my twins hung mysteriously at half-mast, my focus returned to the orb that pressed itself to my chest and a surge of green energy burst from me.
“Dad-power!” I said, cringing as I protected the orb, on an instinctual level.
The profanities rushed through my brain-nay, core, at such a rate that I began to damn myself as Thresia assumed a clothed form.
Feeling her out, I could tell she held no ill intentions but I watched as her soul shifted to her insectoid one for a fraction of a second. To anyone else it would’ve gone unnoticed, especially given the long black dress she wore and her swept back hairstyle.
I wanted her all over again, but, with this helpless ball of innocence pressing itself against me. My instincts were at odds. I loved, no, craved Threscia on all levels, her obsession, her voyeurism, her unmatched beauty, the fact she knew the real me and still loved me. But…
This soul-sphere was innocent!
I clenched my fists as I raised a barrier around me and it, cutting Threscia off.
“I have rules, Threscia. A soul will not be used by another against its will, and an innocent will not be punished. Those two rules are the ones I won’t break, not even for you.”
She smiled, causing me to melt as I remembered everything. Her smile was the most beautiful thing I could ever hope to see, and fighting against myself, I kept up the soul barrier.
She giggled as she neared and whispered to the dark god, before reaching effortlessly through the barrier and pulling the orb from my arms.
I clenched my ears as the Dark God’s whispers filled them, louder than I could ignore.
Threscia held the orb up to her face, and spoke to it in Therosian for all of thirty seconds before she dropped it and knocked on my soul barrier with an unimpressed face.
I let her in and the orb followed. She hugged it and fell back against me, pulling me down to kiss her.
“He’s gay, like really gay, like Mark looks strait in comparison.”
“Threscia! What the holy hell, just let that little orb be a little orb, who the hell cares if it likes sausages or tacos?”
“Oh, it wants kielbasa like, no way it wanted a wife. Also, it wants to call you daddy—”
“Well, that’s just my, uh, can you appear like this more often?”
“John!” Threscia yelled, interrupting my thoughts.
“Wah!?” I blinked for a moment, my perversion regaining its foothold on my soul. “Oh, oh yeah. So, what were we talking about?”
She let go of Roswelt’s orb and it flew back to me snuggling to my chest.
“That orb,” she said. “It’s like Lina-gay.”
“Hey!” I said, caressing the orb in an uncomfortable way. “Lina is not and never has been gay.”
“Oh,” Threscia said with a smile. “Then you are.”
I just looked at her. “Threscia, you are the most gorgeous woman I’ve ever known, but who cares. I’m a mostly undead dark-god with two dongs. I wasn’t born, let alone born with a gender and if you want to talk shit about Lina, the sweetest person I’ve ever known, then you can fuc—”
“Sorry-sorry… I was just saying that this guy’s like Lina. Not dissing my sister-wife, just telling you what this sphere-guy is.”
“It doesn’t matter now, he’s dead. He was…” I covered the soul-sphere’s ears before I continued. “He was boiled to death in tar. And in the years before that, he was forced to sign contracts, just to eat and bathe. I offered him a choice, live and redeem yourself or...he didn’t let me finish. Like you, he was a worshiper of mine, so he wanted the abyss, the void. It was me that talked him out of it. I will make him my preist—”
“—ess.” Threscia finished for me.
“Uh, no, he was…” I stopped and looked at him as he cuddled against me again.
Jeezus this guy sure needs a lot of mental reassurance. It’s not like that’s a bad thing, but over-dependance sure is, and also—
“He wants your balls, John, like really. No offense intended, he just wants sper—”
“Kay! Threscia, Kay!”
“He’ll su—”
“Lala oohlala. Watch out, bad—”
“He wants the d—”
“Dammit, shut up!” I grabbed Threscia by her waist and pulled her to my side. “It doesn’t matter. He’s not bad, you held him in your arms and let him live, didn’t you? So why are you trying to, what, insult him, or me? I’m not too clear on what your point is.”
I kissed her, until her expression relaxed and she began to kiss me back.
I broke away from her, sadly, as I asked her another question. “Does he really bother you? I know he’s one of the ones you wanted to kill, but this is who he really is. His soul is basically a hello-kitty plushie. Oh, wait, ask him something deep!”
She pulled back from me, still kiss-drunk as she licked her lips. “Hmm? Oh-oh yeah!” She swallowed as she looked back up at me then to the orb. “So are you for forced panda breeding, even if the female panda isn’t into it?”
“He doesn’t even know what a panda—”
“N-no…” The orb said. “No one should be forced to do anything.”
Threscia smiled at me, and I realized she was messing with me again. But she still asked her next question. “What are boobs for?”
The sphere bobbed up and down for a second before it spoke. “What are ‘bewbs’?”
“Teats, breasticles, mamory glands.”
“Oh, f-for feeding babies? I-I think that’s...I’m so sorry, I can’t remember…”
“These, little Roswelt, these!” Threscia grinned, pointing her thumbs at her chest and making the whole experience awkward as the soul orb tilted its head in confusion.
Threscia’s rage became palpable at its response.
How do I keep forgetting that Threscia is an asshole, also how does she not realize there’s nothing there?
Since she was still in soul form, I kissed her again, sending all of my memories and emotions into her. Her glare became a gasp as she fought her dual urges to pull away or press herself to me. By running my hand down her spine, I made that choice for her.
She quivered as she pressed her pelvis to mine and I restored her to her body.
We opened our eyes and resumed where we left off.
I didn’t care what form Threscia chose to take. She and I were connected and that connection surpassed everything else.
We reaffirmed our love and this time she let me fill her normal place. I won’t say that I couldn’t tell the difference or that her spinderella felt better but I will say that holding her in my arms just feels right. It’s a pure and beautiful experience. Maybe it’s because she’s so stubborn or because it’s a rare showing of affection between us. Either way, as she slept on my chest, I ran my hands through her long brown hair and pulled her close.
I live for slow moments like this. Times when I can just relax and enjoy my mate’s body against mine. It’s not just a physical thing, it’s a trust thing. She’s resting, safe against me, trusting me with her body while she sleeps.
Sure I like Katie, sure Fura knows me, but everyone is very different, and trust from Threscia is like finding gold in a coal mine.
She’s teased me more than anyone else, but when I hold her like this, it reminds me that she’s still just a person. A person who’s...and I’m hard. Why, twins? Why can’t I just have a pure moment with a woman I love? Why can’t I just...okay, this feels good. I never really slid out of her did I, so…
A loud crunching noise interrupted my thoughts as I glanced over to see Gabe chomping on a hideous monstrosity. “Gabe! Spit that out, right now! Right now!”
“P-poppa!?”
“Spit it out!” I tossed Threscia onto her web as I pulled a partially chewed plague-fly from my son’s mouth. I picked him up, my hands shaking. “Gabe, are you okay?”
Threscia hissed behind me, then wrapped a few arms around my shoulder, looking at what was in my hand. She spoke to Gabe using Pheromones for a moment then handed the partially devoured fly back to him.
I followed their conversation and allowed my muscles to relax as I realized this was a daily event.
“Why didn’t you tell me they were adepts in death magic?”
She smacked her mouth as she yawned, stretching her arms up at me. As if by a primal C’thulean force, I hugged her, suddenly forgetting all my anger as she lazily hung four of her arms around my neck.
“By me, you are just so fucking beautiful.” I kissed her as her yawn ended and worked my fingers through her long brown hair as an Imp wondered in and interrupted us.
“God John? Umm, I didn’t come at a bad time, did—”
Right then, a thousand ways to kill an Imp passed through my mind, but it wasn’t my face that made the Imp stop talking; it was Threscia’s.
That was when it all hit me. Lina, the Amazonian Rodent Slayer, Leera The Reluctant Combat Medic, Fura The Aloof Spriggan, Nex The Indiscriminate Dagger Slinger, Thia the leader of Elves, Katie The Murderous Kicker and Threscia The Hive Mother, Master of Painful Poisons…
Am I really the least threatening person I know? No wait, what about Bo—yep I guess I am. Especially when you consider that Vesp literally screwed his way into favor with the imps.
After musing for a moment, I opened my mouth to say something but the Imp fell over, and began spasming on the floor, their large eyes bulging from their skull as every muscle in their body tensed all at once, snapping their tendons.
“Maria!” I said, as I pulled my daughter off of the Imp’s spine. “What have we told you about biting people you don’t know?”
Maria, shifted her mandibles nervously. “Umm… Did I do wrong, Daddy?” She said with pheromones, her eyes large and pleadinging. “I-I just, I thought I was protecting us. Do you hate me now?”
I scooped her up as the Imp began to vomit blood on the ground. “Not at all baby. No matter what, I’ll always love you but this person is an imp, they’re good people.”
I put Maria on my shoulder and bent down to restore the Imp and filtered their poison through my stomach, but things felt different. This time it wasn’t just through my stomach but through my blood.
A gift from Rossereth, no doubt.
Either way, I restored the imp back to life, Maria’s folly costing me a fifth of my mana to fix since it kept killing the imp when I restored them. Fleshcrafting can filter flesh, but imps, yeah...no, sorry Imps, I can only fleshcraft you at half the speed.
Their bodies are half made of mana and they decide what they look like, physically. All you can do is supply the mana and a bit of flesh, then they just go ‘poof’ and become floppy eared, cute non-gendered servant-sorts.
But this one seemed strange, it was probably drunk on the venom Maria injected or perhaps from the blood I infused it with but it suddenly grew hair and female characteristics that I won't go into as an honorable man.
Either way, Threscia coughed behind me, then leaned low to look at the imp, seeing her own eye color and long, wavy brown hair surging from the once sexless Imp.
The Imp tossed their new hair and looked up at me in a way that made me pick them up.
“God John, I’m here to—oh! You’re holding me so tightly.” The imp blushed and I felt my own skin heat up.
“Are you going to screw it?” Threscia asked with a wicked grin.
“Threscia,” I said, matching her smile. “I don’t screw everyone I come across, I just come across everyone I screw.”
She rolled her eyes and did a three handed gagging gesture. “Oh, well, that’s so much differen—”
“Please pardon me for interrupting, my lord and lady, but” The imp jerked its head back again clearing its auburn hair from its face as it made eye contact with me, blushing softly. It shook its head as if clearing out a dream, then finished what they were trying to say. “John! We’ve encountered some resistance in Therograd!”
Just like them, I too cleared my head before responding, jerking my head back as my bald locks… I frowned as I sat the Imp down and replenished its mana.
“Details: who, what, when, where, how...and sometimes why?”
The Imp eeped at my sudden question then began stammering out a response before I picked it back up again.
“Calm yourself, speak with intention. There we go, just breath and—”
“So you are going to fuck it.” Threscia quipped, undoing all my work to calm the imp. “Out with it, you strangely beautiful thing!” She finished, brandishing Maria in her palm.
“P-pulple...a-army!”
I sat the imp down and plopped back on Threscia’s hammock, yawning. “Humans then. The ones who train Lions to chop down trees?”
The imp tilted their head for a moment then nodded with recognition. “Ah! Yes, them!”
I grabbed Threscia’s spinderella making her go stiff as she gave me a look that cried murder.
“What,” I said, gently stroking her. “It became like this because I was still thinking about you, so the least we can do for her is to make her some clothes to cover her lady parts.”
She blushed a bit but gave me webbing all the same. I fleshcrafted it into a small silken dress, marveling at the quality of the material. It was stretchy, resilient and oddly beautiful in a wispy way.
The imp dressed, then smiled at us happily.
“I think I’ll keep this one.” Threscia said, examining the imp. “What do you think, little one?”
The Imp began to bow, but then stopped itself and curtseyed instead.
Such a small gesture...but one that brought back so many memories of Mors.
I felt myself begin to break down again.
The Imp’s smile faded as it saw my expression. Threscia pulled me back and gaped at me, her smile gone as well.
I inhaled deeply and wiped my face, suddenly remembering Quenelia’s words of warning.
Even though my army had taken the city, all it takes in one person like Thrall to bring it all down. This world has magic like that and anyone with enough motivation and knowledge can set off an extinction level event.
“I have to—” I started but Threscia hugged me tightly, stopping me.
And so, I stayed there like that for a while, until I felt a small pain in my back and, unwilling, sleep took me.
“Rest, John...just rest…”




Chapter 14: Hidden Enemies - John
For the first time in a while, I dreamed.
I can’t remember what it was about but when I awoke, there was still a hint of something sad yet sweet that lingered.
“The mistress is asleep.” A small voice said. “She deemed it necessary that God John should rest!”
A series of frantic “buts” all chimed in discordantly.
How is it that the Imps can navigate this place so well, with the exception of one or two of them?
I started to sit up but Threscia’s arms were still around me. Looking over at her, she must have had a sad dream too but I knew it wasn’t just that. I’d seen that face from my daughters, from my mates, from everyone who suffered through Thad’s camp.
I kissed her forehead and softly told her that she was fine, stroking her hair until her expression softened.
I’m sure that hearing the name Roswelt again, and finding out who he really was must’ve brought back some bad memories and her subconscious was doing its best to work through it.
But, she wasn’t the rage goddess I expected her to be. Frankly I’m surprised she let Roswelt’s soul go. If she was still the her I first met, then I have no doubt she would’ve snuffed him out with a ravishing smile, all while she cried.
I gently moved her arms away from me, and fleshcrafted her webbing smooth so I could stand. Webs are all made of protein. In other words, I can change them, just as she can create them. Actually, I can create them as well, but I don’t have the need right now…but maybe I can use that to make—
I shook my head, flooding myself with adrenaline for a pick me up. Then after entering undead mode, I mended my heart and stood.
There’s a reason I hadn’t done that before.
I made shooing motions at the Imps and ushered them all away, so Threscia could rest in peace.
Once we were far enough away to talk normally, I dismissed Threscia’s new Imp, allowing it, no her, to return to Thresia’s side and looked at the rest.
“So, what is it?”
They all began speaking at once, but the overall statement was a simple one. The purple guys died, but they showcased some strange magic and an unusual response time.
From the spells described, I knew instantly that they were dark aligned. And not only that, after first sight of a giant, the army mostly vanished, using some concealment ability.
Can’t blame them there.
That ability must be why the crusade didn’t conscript them into the holy war and also why I didn’t notice any scouts when I surveyed the area with Vesp.
But they did lose all their normal men, their infantry, their archers, their calverley.
Then again, their banner was the one hung up in the Duke’s Manse, so why were they scouting and why did I find some of their dead left on the field and hanging from the gates? Deserters, rebels?
I dismissed the imps and made my way back to Vesp for a moment of silence. No one came within earshot of the wyvern, not even the other mythical creatures.
He raised his massive head and seeing it was only me, he lowered it back down, raising his wing to let me sit, concealed.
I thanked him wordlessly and closed my eyes bringing up the men from the purple faction who were hanging from the gates.
It was a quick process. They were nobles of course, but from a faction with a legitimate claim to Therograd and just like I suspected, they’d used their magic to hide their forces from the crusade.
The men were traitors, but not for selfish reasons. I isolated the one that the others looked to before responding; the one who was likely their leader, and asked him a few of the harder questions.
He tried his best to avoid giving me the answers I wanted, so I dropped his soul into spectral poop, watching him gag.
“Play stupid games, get stupid prizes.” I said, tossing in a can of surströmming and watching as it exploded from the fall. Was it comical, yes, but was it torture?
These men were obviously taught to resist pain and even though they’d died, none had cried out or shrunk away. However this was something new and horrible. There might be dignity in death but drowning in shit while smelling worse than shit, well, there’s no dignity there.
“Enough!!” He managed to yell between retches.
I removed everything but the can of surströmming which he quickly kicked away.
I grabbed him by the shoulders and forced him to kneel, explaining where he was and that he had no escape nor any method of resistance.
His eyes flashed up at me in defiance until I showed him another can of surströmming and respawned the poo-pit behind him.
It turns out he was what was called a viscount. Rather than cringe and throw him back into the poo-pit, I let him explain what that meant here. Basically he was something like an appointed noble, not a person born with a title.
I guess English and Therosian have their differences, or do they? I pondered that for a moment as I let the man sweat for a while.
I set him down in the now familiar theatre room and showed him my usual highlight reel. Though he watched in wonder at first, by the end his eyes had turned dark as a deep frown creased his face.
“So, this is me and my people,” I said. “Who are your people?”
His people were divided. Not in a big way, but in a meaningful one. Equality; that was what he fought for despite his title, and that’s why he died.
If I’d started things by showing him who we were, I wouldn’t have needed to coerce him. I should’ve learned that from the champion but my fingers aren’t on the pulse of this world. After everything I’ve seen, I’m quicker to violence than I am to honest conversation.
Still, it’s not like I converted him over to my cause, but he was sympathetic now and his whole demeanor changed.
He served the Capellius family who were kin to the king before last. Basically, Roswelt’s great grandpa. But Duke Andrus is the current king’s brother and sought to… Wait, I don’t even know the King’s name, do—
“—and like that, they began to subvert us, swearing each of us to silence on threat of our and our families death.” The purple-clad man finished.
I blinked at the man for a moment, spawning an ale for him, so he wouldn’t notice I’d accidentally tuned him out.
I mentally backtracked our conversation as he drank, catching back up with the facts. “So basically, your lord is tied to an ancient faction of dark sorcerers that fell out of favor when the current king couped his way to power. They also threaten their own people to keep them loyal and silent, got it.”
He nodded, slamming his empty mug down on the flimsy theatre-chair armrest.
“Yes! And I conspired to raise a rebellion in Therograd but they knew, of course they knew. They can be anywhere. I was such a fool!”
“And, do you know this concealment technique?”
He shook his head. “No, only the mages can use it and they are reared from birth, suckling lies from the Lord’s teat. I don’t even know if they can speak the common tongue. The chosen, or the descendants, is all we know them as.”
That’s not good…invisible dudes could be watching us and I have no way of testing if Lifesense can see them.
“Wait,” I said. “If they really are invisible then why didn’t they just assassinate the duke a long time ago?”
“We’re confined by the bounds of our claimed territory and by an ancient oath that prevents us from harming kin, lest they break the promise.”
This certainly qualifies as something small that could one day end us all. If they got a lucky hit in on me and shattered my core, then that’s game over.
I need to go see Kalapract.
I thanked the man, and returned him to his people, granting them a training room and an endless supply of ale and food.
Welcome to Valhalla!
After that, I had Vesp fly me to Kalapract who was still training the metal golems. Then I bid him to stay with me as I asked Kalapract to do something I’d normally never allow a person to do.
“Will you cover my core with steel?”
Kalapract swallowed, the emerald stones he had as pupils glowing with excitement as he replied. “Yes of course, Dark One.”
Kalapract’s robes were blown forward as Vesp breathed a long hot stream of air at him. “Just give me a reason, foul necromancer, enslaver of my people! I shall—”
“Oh, a wyvern…” That was Kalapract’s only response.
At his response, Vesp and I began thinking words to each other at a fast pace. I wanted Vesp here because I didn’t fully trust Kalapract and I needed to have someone here to ensure he didn’t implant something into my core, someone who would scare him into honesty.
Vesp roared, causing both metal golems to stop their training but Kalapract just stood there, his hood flapping in the breeze as Vesp’s saliva coated him.
“Have you fed it yet?” He asked. Wiping the drool from his open eye. “They can get quite temperamental if you neglect them.”
Vesp let loose a sonic screech that shattered my eardrums as Kalapract turned towards him, chanting. Moment’s later, Vesp wailed in pain as green chains wrapped around him, burning his scales.
“Stop!” I commanded, holding my hand up to Kalapract. “If you go any farth—”
“Heya, Boss!” A familiar voice sounded beside me, causing everyone to stop. “Whatcha up to?”
The chains vanished from Vesp’s body as he lurched back preparing to attack again.
“Ooh! This looks like fun!” Bob said, vanishing so quickly that only a trail made by his glowing eyes showed the direction he moved.
Kalapract shifted targets, his instincts screaming to him that he was about to die. But just like me and that Sha’dwarg in the forest all that time ago, he learned that once you can sense a sha’dwarg it’s already too late.
Actually, Bob’s a shit-tonne worse than a sha’dwarg in all conceivable ways.
The area instantly filled with a thick fog and I heard a scream from above, that turned into chanting that cut off suddenly as Kalapract landed in a heap in front of me.
Vesp’s jaw just hung open, all thoughts of retaliation silenced by what he was witnessing.
Even I, using IPT, was only barely able to see things. I saw Kalapract’s face, stuck in an expression of shock, moments before Bob latched onto his arm and began shaking him like a pit-bull with a ken-doll, and just like a doll, kalapract’s arm slipped out of its socket as he was slung into the air again.
Bob spit out the arm and vanished again, smiling a toothy grin as Kalapract’s black blood rained down on us.
The metal golems moved to act, but soon they too were sent hurtling off into the darkness, as Bob’s laughter filled the air.
“Bob—”
“Yeah, Boss?” He replied, roughly a foot in front of me as Kalapract hit the unforgiving ground a few feet behind him.
I opened my mouth to tell him to stop and saw Kalapract raising his remaining hand to chant again. But when I blinked, he was gone and Bob was standing further away with a second arm in his mouth.
“Sho,” He started, then spat out the arm to speak clearer. “Bette’s needs ta eat an’ I ain’t got the right equipment. Muffy wants to—”
A horrified scream broke his sentence as Kalapract landed beside us, whimpering.
Bob blinked at him, then continued. “So, like I was sayin’ Muffy wants to feed’er. I can do some crafting stuff, but you do it better. What say ya put the milk in Muffy’s funbags.”
Vesp and I were speechless as the metal golems fell and Kalapract curled up into a ball while Bob just smiled.
I held my finger up to forestall my response as I picked up Kalapract’s arm. It really was like a doll’s. He’d changed his whole structure to something similar to a ball jointed doll. It’s so damn simple. He’s just tied together by tiny strands of tendons. I was so impressed before, but now I know that even a moderate yank could tear him apart, even though a full on strike from a sword might not hurt him.
I handed, er, sat Kalapract’s arms by him and gave Bob a pat. “Dammit man, I missed you. So you wanted me to fill Muffy’s jugs huh?”
“Yessir, Boss.”
“Will do, my friend, but first I need you to help me with something. Quenelia warned me about a bad end and I need Kalapract,” I gestured to the sobbing metal archmage. “To coat my core with steel or something harder so that a dagger won’t end the world. So I brought Vesp, but—”
“Say no more, Boss, I got ya!”
Bob vanished and immediately appeared over Kalapract who was busy trying to reattach his arm with his teeth. Then they both vanished, leaving only Kalapract’s screams echoing in the distance.
“Shit...” Vesp projected.
“Shit, indeed.” I said aloud.
“I was going to—” A blood curdling scream interrupted Vesp as we both recognized Kalapract’s voice. “So as I was trying to say,” Vesp resumed, only to be cut off again.
“NO NO NO!! Not there, not H’glough! Mphm, nghough…”
“Nevermind…” Vesp finished, wincing from what he saw. He gagged and I let him go back to his normal spot.
You know, I never really thought about it, but, if a chanter can’t chant then they’re basically powerless aren’t they? And with Bob’s speed and his fog, they’re completely at his mercy.
Bob appeared in front of me, dropping a limbless Kalapract at my feet like a dog bringing a trophy kill.
I blinked and four metallic clangs landed beside Kalapract, his lost limbs. He groaned and I bent down, transferring mana into him so he could begin to mend himself. After his first arm was reattached, I began fixing his robes.
“Go tell Muffy that I’m ready when she is.” I told Bob as he waited impatiently.
Moments later she landed in front of me followed closely by Bob.
I looked her over again, she was taller than me and any female bodybuilder from my last world would be jealous of her, but she does have a dong and she is apeshit crazy, so there’s that.
“Er, pardon me,” I said as I grabbed her massive milk-mounds and changed her hormones while I filled them with a few days worth of milk. “After I’m done, you should produce enough to feed Bette normally.” I told her.
Though grabbing a woman’s chest was usually a happy moment, this wasn’t. It’s not that she’s not attractive, it was her glowering face that made my twins shy away.
Either way, by the end she was a cup-size larger, Bob was happy and my niece would be fed. That was what mattered.
Her and Bob kissed in the grossest way imaginable and she leaped off into the distance without even a thank you. But Bob stayed, his tail wagging happily behind him.
“Thank ya, Boss. She might not say it, but she was happy too and I’m sure Bette’ll be thankfu—”
“Ough…” Kalapract groaned as his leg slid back into its socket.
Bob gave him the stink-eye and Kalapract shuddered. Groaning more quietly as he continued to mend himself.
Bob leaned in to me bursting my personal bubble as he whispered in my ear. “I don’t like this guy, Boss. Somethin’ just ain’t right about him.”
I gave Bob a pat and nodded as I spoke. “Why do you think I brought Vesp, but who knew you’d be the better choice.”
Bob ginned as he sat back on his haunches, still towering over me. “I did, Boss, I did. If ya got a problem, you know I’ll solve it.”
“Check out the beat, while—”
“Ohhhh!” Kalapract groaned again as Bob’s smile soured.
“So damn close!” Bob said, grinning again.
We laughed for a while as I finished restoring Kalapract’s robes. I’ll never tell Threscia, but I reproduced her silk, forgoing my need for sewing supplies like thread. I might hate Dipshit, but sewing can be very therapeutic. I like it, especially when the finished version of it goes on someone cute, like my daughters or my mates.
Inversely, I also like creating something intimidating. Like Kalapract’s new robes. I made them high collared and embroidered a skeletal pattern on the front which was ripped open. Rather than just sewing it back together, I added bone clasps in the shape of skeletal fingers and stitched a spine down the back.
When next I looked up, Bob was playing with Bette and Milfy, er, Milky, shit! Muffy was flopping out a teet to feed her.
Needless to say, I adjusted Muffy’s outfit and used one of the blue tunics in my storage to fill the gaps. It didn’t take long which made me wonder what Mors would put me at level-wise now.
Either way, I made sure Muffy was comfortable in her new outfit before playing with Bette for a while. Damn, babies are cute!
“I’m ready, Dark—” Kalapract froze as Bob’s bloodshot eyes looked at him.
“Er, John, what did you require from me again?” Kalapract whispered.
“I need a metal coating around my core. No enchantments, nothing special. Just wrap the bone in metal and leave a hole at the top so I don’t lose any skill in fleshcrafting.”
“Covered in bone?” He asked, donning his restored robes and nodding in satisfaction as he looked them over.
“Yep, that was the best I could do with fleshcrafting. It’s saved me a few times now.”
“Then, if the bone where to break—”
“Ain’t gonna happen tin-man.” Bob said, suddenly behind Kalapract. He put his large claws on the ancient necromancers shoulders and rubbed them as he leaned down towards Kalapract’s ear and whispered something that made the necromancer recoil. “Ya got it?”
“I-I...yes...I understand.” Kalapract said, rubbing his jaw and cursing. His eyes a million miles away as he gagged.
I don’t even want to know, do I?
I sat back, leaning against Bob as I opened my chest and presented my core. It only took Kalapract a few minutes to finish his work.
“There, D—John. Steel weapons will never peirce you, enchanted ones though, will still have no troubles. I could enchant it but you apparently don’t trust me.”
“Of course I do, Kalapract! Why else would I grant you free reign in the reliquary or let you train the metal golems? But, at the same time, given what my core could do if destroyed, can I really trust anyone with it?”
“No, I suppose not, but you didn’t have to—”
“I didn’t. What happened to you was caused by your own actions. You acted against Vesp. I don’t know your reasons, but you knew I flew here with him. Even someone like Bob sided against you. Think about that, and reflect.”
He sighed, nodding as he examined his robes again.
“Bob, are you good to travel?”
“In a minute Boss, and we got ta be back before nightfall.” He said, playing with Bette again.
Looking at the tiny being, one part puppy, one part baby, I couldn’t resist. I leaned down over her as she made a surprised expression, trying to cover her little face with her massive claws.
“Peeka-boo! Peeka-ow!” I looked down at my hand, now missing one finger. Bette chewed it for a while, then spit it out. “Aww…” I said, patting her belly.
I picked my finger back up and reattached it as I bid her and Muffy goodbye. “You ready, Bob?”
“You got it, Boss. Let’s go, it’s Bob-time.”
I opened the gate, and closed one eye, letting the Viscount lead us back to his home territory.
On the way I used soulsteal to take the souls that still lingered on the battlefield.
The final death-toll, drum roll please:
On their side: Everyone that didn’t know how to conceal themselves. Roughly 320 men.
On my side: One misguided Orc who’d mistaken his commander’s word ‘Large’ for ‘Charge.’
So, yeah, no loss at all.
I put the purple guys into my Valhalla with their mutinous buddies and let my Orc do whatever he wanted in the soulscape. Unsurprisingly, he immediately headed towards the witches camp. Can’t blame him, I’d do the same in his shoes.
“Alright, now we need to go north, then—”
I froze and opened the gate as a certain soul called out to me.




Chapter 15: A Butler’s Life - Pamby Hobblecock
"Pamby! What are you doing! The young mistress has requested her evening tea, and you're just standing there like some, some...Pamby. Get it together, you've been a butler for almost 40 years and you're still like this!"
The head maid shook her head as I gathered up my tray. One pot of Earl Grey with two lemons steeped. I'd alway liked the smell of earl grey, even more so with lemon. I also took a few sweets, lemon tarts and small scones. Though for some reason after her return, the mistress seems to prefer meat now, often raw. What ever could have happened to her to change her delicate palate so?
I marched up the main stairway, which led to the spiral stairway which inexplicably led to another stairway. No wonder the wealthy have butlers. If they didn't they'd all have legs mightier than clydesdales.
I could just see the dainty mistress now, her noble baring marred by grotesque legs bearing massive throbbing veins. I chuckled to myself as a foot shot out to trip me.
I accidentally kicked it and heard the cries of a child.
"Oh dear," I grabbed his ankle and examined it. "Young Master, are you alright?"
The boy's cries stopped as he pulled his sock back on. "I'm fine, you Pamby," His eyes shifted to the tray I’d sat down as his other foot kicked towards it.
I quickly picked up the tray as I stood. "Wonderful! I knew the young Master was a strong, noble boy, and not some devious trickster who'd try to trip old Pamby."
He blushed as he looked away, guilt plastered on his face. "O-of course not. I was just, er... I'm sorry Pamby!!" Though he was a boy of eight years, he held his arms out like a toddler so I helped him up, fixing his hair back to its normal state.
"It's most alright, you know old Pamby likes a good trick as much as the rest. But wit is far better than folly." I patted his head once more. "So you should become a man who wins battles with words, not with treachery or force. A man like your noble father."
He looked up at me with his tear-stained face and unleashed an illegible apology. Through him, I understood his sister more. She too felt things, just as sharp, but unlike him she didn't have the honesty of youth.
I handed him a scone from the tray and continued my arduous journey. The same journey I'd done almost nightly for the past 40 years, barring the time when the mistress was sent to marry and her father followed after learning of a horrible rumor. I’m thankful for my strong legs, without them, I’d be hopeless.
Just three more flights of stairs and I'd be at the mistress's room. Each and every step weighed on my aged body but I still looked forward to seeing the Mistress again. I knew the reason she'd requested me, like her other siblings I'd raised her, though her father was a great man, he was a busy one and it fell to me to take care of his children. But sometimes I wished she'd request another.
I'm getting too old for this.
When I finally got there, I took a moment to catch my breath. Feeling the kettle I'd brought, I knew it was now only lukewarm, but the Mistress wasn't one to complain. Instead she'd call it well steeped.
Yet when I knocked, there was no answer. Strange, considering she'd requested me. I slowly opened the door and there I found her, laying like an angel on the bed. Yet I instantly knew something was wrong.
Her once crimson lips had become the same shade as the evening sky. On the chest below her bed lay her new garb. A simple piece of clothing she loved more than the whole of her wardrobe, and beside the bed table was her ribbon with it's ivory portrait of her silhouette. A gift from the master's savior, her god-father, John.
After the young Mistress returned, she was extremely adamant that these two things should never be touched by anyone other than herself, and now, she'd strowed them around, almost purposefully.
"Mistress! Mistress!" I tried to wake her. I held my fingers to her throat, hoping for a pulse as I noticed a small piece of paper on the bed beside her. It said that if she died, someone should seek out her god-father, a man called John in the Dark Academy.
Our territory wasn't too far from there, but the southlands had become a quagmire. I was the head butler and as all things had before, it fell on me to make the hard decisions.   
"The Mistress is—Pamby!" A voice called from behind.
Rousoun, the head guard stepped through the door, his eyes darting from the mistress to the tray, then back to me in a rehearsed way.
I found it strange that he was here, considering I hadn't seen him in the hallway and there was no way he could have made it the whole way up from the bottom where he was stationed without me noticing, unless he was up here already.
"First the master, now the mistress.” He said, smiling. “Pamby, how could you?"
I stood, and adjusted my suit. I was sure to die, I'd seen it before. There was a traitor here, and I was to take the fall. Like my father before me, my brother, my wife. Now there was only me, so it was simply my turn.
But I took solace in the fact that it would stop with me, I had no heirs. The young master and the mistress were the closest things I had to children and now the Mistress is dead. I know the thought of my crusty old soul following to her’s Theressa’s garden, wouldn’t please her but at least she wouldn’t be alone.
From Rousoun’s wicked smirk, I knew he was involved but the mistress wouldn't have eaten anything he gave her, the maids!?
I may have played the fool my whole life, but I've always known that other noble's are devils. And this man, he’d sold his soul for gold.
He tossed a dagger at my feet and pointed to it. "Pick it up, or do you want to die like a woman."
I looked down at it.
"The only blades I've ever touched were in the kitchen." I turned my back. "This is where old Pamby dies, so strike hard, strike fast and know that you killed a girl and an old man." I spit, then readied myself as I finished. “Without a shred of honor like the knave you are.”
I couldn't stop him from killing me, but I wouldn't give him the satisfaction of doing it without guilt.
I looked at the mistress one last time. I'm sorry, you were like a daughter to me and this is what happened to you after you finally returned.
I closed my eyes and awaited my fate, lowering my collar so he could better strike my neck.
I heard his footsteps from behind, but then they stopped as a beast roared and the window shattered.
I didn't dare to open my eyes as I felt it's presence move to the bed. Even through my eyelids, I saw a green light and heard Rouson unsheathe his sword, his words coming out, yet making no sense.
The beast roared again and I fell to my knees, my instincts telling me to curl into a ball. Just moments ago, I was ready to die but now I felt a new kind of fear. Like something primal and ancient was here with me, and from its roar I could feel its rage.
Small hands softly raised my head up and I opened my eyes. "M-Mistress, you're—"
Rousouns cries broke through my surprise as I heard his bones crack, and felt the warmth of his blood on my back.
There was another green glow, then a monsterous hand gently grabbed my shoulder. Somehow It calmed me. The pain in my chest left and my fatigue drifted away.
I knew I should be terrified, but as I looked at the Mistress's smiling face, I somehow felt relieved.
Then, just as I'd done with the young Master, the monster picked me up and dusted me off.
"Sorry about the scare, you’re alright now."
I turned to see a large man with gray skin and glowing amber eyes. He smiled an uneven smile, that somehow seemed honest. The Mistress rushed past me and hugged him as if she were still the gentle toddler I once reared.
He picked her up and spun her around then wiped the tears from her eyes.
"I told you, Blondie, I'll never let you die."
She sniffed and nodded, how long had it been since I saw her act this way? Maybe when she was still a young girl, no, this is something new.
"Pamby, this is my god-father, the god of darkness, Two-Do—" The monster smacked her rear and she pouted for a second, rubbing her back side. "...This is John."
The monster, John, reached out his hand, a gesture I'd seen before. Practiced by warriors and generals to check for weapons. I grabbed hold of his forearm and he grabbed mine, shaking me.
"Rousoun’s screams!” I said, suddenly snapping back to reality. “Why are none of the guards here?"
"Look out the window." The monster responded.
In the courtyard sat a being of legend, massive and imposing. I'd read stories of it to the mistress and the young master, but those were but tales. Yet now, there it was, a wyvern fleshed out like a dream but more terrifying than a nightmare.
The guards had surrounded it but it seemed to be yawning, it's massive fangs showing for all to see, each a promise of sure death.
John stepped up to the window and it seemed to smile. John shook his head and the wyvern rolled it's large eyes then pointed its massive wing to the men that surrounded it. John frowned, his eyes glowing, and the Wyvern sighed, taking flight.
"Are you okay?" He said as he ran his fingers through the Mistress's hair as if it was the most natural thing in the world and she sighed contentedly. What is this monster to her? Ah, her god-father? But his lack of decorum for…wait, was god-father a literal term?
He peeked out into the hallway, his ears moving independently as if he were a large dog. "Well then, let's go fix your dad."
He gestured for us to follow him as he crept down the hallway, his form shifted, leaving behind a dark shadow as he went. He held his hand out and leaped up latching onto the ceiling.
As we both peered upwards a maid came around the corner. "M-Mistress!? How are you—" She charged us with a drawn blade but the creature pounced.
She died as the Mistress glared at her.
The monster stood, with green flames sputtering from his eyes, the maid's blood that splattered him seemed to dissolve into his skin as he licked his thin lips.
I began to shake, but the mistress only smiled. Just what is this John? Such a strangely named thing. At times, I feel like he may be harmless but with the way he kills...I can only see him as a Devil, not what those in power are pretending to be, but hatred, malice and brutality, personified. D-did the mistress form a contract with it? Is she damned?
With a sharp twist, he ripped off the maid's head and green flames burst from it as it's mouth opened in anguish. He handed it to the mistress and she...she smiled!?
I lurched. Long forgotten was the world of a few minutes ago. I'd awakened this morning just the same as I had for the past sixty years and now, I'd seen one horror after the other. Death, life; never before had I felt each of them at the same time.
"What the void is this!?" I said, no longer cognisant of my station.
"Yes,” the monster answered with a grin. “That and the abyss, the darkness, the dark god, and just some guy. That's me. But most of all, I am the protector of those I love. And I will strike down with vengeance and furious anger and... I'm ripping off Samuel L. or god, not really sure which, so I'll just stop there. My point, this person," He pointed to the maid's flaming face. "They killed someone that I swore to protect. Someone who's been through—"
The mistress pinched him and he stopped. He blinked slowly as some smoke? Came from his mouth. He nodded to the Mistress and we proceeded down the hall into the Master's bedroom.
There, the master sat, slumped over his desk in the corner. John placed his hand on his shoulder and I saw green flames from his eyes once more before the Master arose with a start.
"John!?"
"Yes?"
"Did I?"
"Yes."
"Is my daught—"
"Yes, she's fine, now."
The master tossed his cup across the room and stood, his face a mask of anger. "They got us, didn’t they?"
"They did...but now it's our turn."
After nodding to John’s reply, he slapped me on the shoulder. "Pamby!” He said with a grin. “Are you okay, my good man?"
"Yes, Master, this, uh, man saved me. But they'd already sat me up to take the fall."
The Master shook his head. "Our staff have all been here for ten years or longer. Surely they haven't been waiting that long to kill us."
"What about your guards?" John said. "And this one maid." He said, bringing out his grisly, glowing trophy.
"Of course the guards are taught here by a man who's like a brother to me. I'd gladly trus—"
"Master," I said. "Rousoun betrayed us."
"How could he, after I saved him? I raised that man from a beggar—"
"Oh god," John said, hanging his head. "Please tell me he wasn't begging for food in some alley."
The master's mouth opened as his eyes widened. "How'd you know?"
John groaned, pushing his fingers against his eyelids. "Tropes, was he wearing a potato sack, orphaned and such?"
"Y-yes..."
John groaned again. "That's a set up. I don't have many betrayers, because all the people I trust have died at least once already. But, you should question, why. Why was that man there, in your path? Even I know you're a sucker. Did you save any other orphans?"
"Yes, three."
John ran his hand down his face. "Who, names and jobs please. And for the love of me, don't tell me you met them in the same alley."
"Er..." The Master cleared his throat. "Yes, well, a maid named Annelie and a cook named Beavius."
The monster laughed until he was on his knees. "Beavius, really? Does he laugh all the time?"
"How'd you know? Your insights are as sharp as ever."
We returned to the hallway, and the monster absorbed the maid’s body, along with her blood. It was bizarre, to say the least. He'd offered parts to the Mistress and the Master. The master refused but my dear, sweet mistress eagerly accepted, staining her dainy lips red.
While wiping blood from her mouth, she smiled innocently. I can't quite bring myself to call her a monster but she's changed. At the very least she isn't human anymore.
After we returned to her room the beast spoke once more. "Is there a place to stow my body for a while?"
To me, that was possibly the strangest request I'd ever heard but to the two of them, it seemed normal as they discussed the options as calmly as one would talk of which napkins to use at a banquet.
The mistress opened her large closet and tossed out her dresses, each of which, if sold, could feed a man for a lifetime. "Here's fine, it's close to me, so I can keep people away."
What does that mean!?
The monster knelt by Rousoun's mangled corpse, then, bit by fleshy bit he reassembled it, even the blood that soaked the carpet flowed back into the body it came from. Then, as if in a fit of passion he drove his hand into his own chest, pulling out a metallic orb. He pressed it into Rousoun's chest and fell limp onto the floor.
Rousoun stirred again, pushing the monster's body off his own.
"Watch out! He's not dead!!" I yelled, but deadpan stares from the three of them was the only response I got.
Rousoun rose, picking up the monster's body. He placed it gingerly in the closet and spoke. "So, where's Beavius and is there a Butt-headius?"
"Ew," the mistress said.
"Er, no..." The master replied.
Rousoun shrugged, pulling his battered armor together and pulling his cloak around to cover it. "Where's This guy's quarters?" He said pointing to himself.
"Bottom floor, out back in the barracks." The master answered.
Rousoun left with a nod and the Master relaxed. He turned to the mistress who once again donned her tattered clothes. Her gifts from her godfather.
He nodded and the Mistress hugged him. "It's okay father, he'll take care of it. So we need to take care of his body."
The mistress vanished into her closet with the monster’s body and the Master bade me to leave.




Chapter 16: Salvage - John
I took the guard's body, but I only learned so much from his soul. He was a piece of shit. Blondie's father basically raised him but at the slightest push, his true loyalties emerged. Though truthfully, he was a plant. Not like the ones with leaves and such but a person who was under another’s allegiance.
Now, I was on the way to see Beavius, a laughable name, at least to me. I had no way of knowing who he was, but I figured he would reveal himself to Rousoun.
But as I walked down the ample amount of stairs my mind wondered back to its dark home.
She died... Blondie died, again. My hatred of this world just doubled once more. I felt the dark god swelling inside me, it's offer to devour everything, more compelling than ever but I have children, babes who still had yet to form their own opinions. I had mates, I had my adopted daughters and sons. To me this world still brimmed with life. Lives far more precious to me than my own. Lives I wanted to see grow.
I entered the kitchens after the unfathomable amount of stairs. The hell's wrong with Nobles, the view from up high might be good but when you need to climb this many stairs, what's the point?
As expected, the kitchens were in an uproar as most had either hidden themselves from Vesp or ran outside to gawk.
Beavius, I'd presumed was still waiting somewhere in between, ready to run, yet brave enough to stay in order to confirm the results. I weaved my way between the panicking kitchen staff who remained. One of which made large eyes at me.
"Beavius? Is that you, my eyes... My eyes were damaged by that creature's attack. Where are you?"
A young, blonde man took my arm, guiding me into an underground room filled with preserved meat and wine.
"I'm here, are they dead yet?" I said, posing as Rousone.
"You were the one who was supposed to confirm it, so no, the wyvern disrupted everything.” Beavius said with a pleasant smile. “We'll have to plan again. I’m sure the Capellius’s will forgive us this time, come here, brother. I’ll guide you down and we’ll drink to a job undone."
I walked down with him and a dagger found its way into my chest as expected. It scraped along my now steel core, and I fell forward, feigning injury, then death.
With a brief ‘Ha,’ Beavius began to climb the stairs.
I stretched out my arm with fleshcrafting, wrapped it around his leg and dragged him down. I couldn't help but laugh at his foolishness. He'd taken me to the perfect place. A place where no one else was around to witness what I’d do to him.
I choked the life out of him slowly, listening for his last gurgle before I took his soul, then his body.
As I reached the top of the stairs, a guard greeted me. A guard that should have been in the courtyard, helping to defend this place. He held out his shield to cover me as he spoke. "Did you finish him off so we could split things 50/50?"
"Of course," I said with the same ‘Ha’ he’d used. "He never expected a thin—"
The guard kicked me down the stairs.
I waited patiently with broken bones as he walked down to finish me off.
My god, it's a traitor's gallery here. I mean, this is some GoT garden-walking shit.
I killed him quickly, not even surprised anymore.
One body swap later and I stood atop the stairs as... Who the hell is this guy anyway? I had to stop and interview his soul. He was a bundle of lies, but after a bit of creative torture, he opened like a book.
I closed the door and took a seat. There's a lot to unpack here. Pretty much everyone who hasn't been here for 20 years or more is spying for one person or another. They were simple people in a time of famine. They all had families of their own to worry about and a natural hatred of nobles. This was the culmination of that mixture.
Going from one person to the next, I guided the traitors this guard knew to the 'safety' of the basement and killed them, taking their souls.
I looked out the window to Vesp flying in lazy circles around the mansion.
"So, having fun?" He asked telepathically.
"No, this is too much like work and I'm running out of room in the basement."
"Well, I could always eat them all if you like." He laughed, but I knew he was serious.
Damn bat-lizard has a point but they might be useful, somehow.
I know Blondie's father was a bit naive but Bolndie wasn't; she'd grown up around these people and I'd seen her note lying beside her on the bed. She'd expected to die again. I guess she forgot that I didn't need any notes to tell me that.
Still it took some fast thinking on my part to get here when I did. I went through the gate, let Bob get back to his family, then flew over with Vesp.
Wait, did I leave the gate open? That might come back to bite me.
I stepped outside and opened the gate.
I shouted inside and my berserkers, a few orcs and some kobolds came running through.
"Capture them, try not to kill them but if you do, then leave the head intact."
It took all of twenty minutes to wipe out the guards, not because they were good fighters, but because they seemed to be excellent runners. I had my men form a perimeter to keep any others from escaping and walked back in, up all those damn stairs. Seriously, here, the Dark Academy... Fuck Nobles and their obsession with stairs.
It's like, 'oh, wouldn't it be just fabulous to live in a tower.' 'Oh yes dear, how romantic!'
Who do they think they are, bloody Sauron?
I don't care if orcs are real, I've not seen a hobbit yet... Unless I'm forgetting them. Nope, pretty sure I've never seen a hobbit. Wait, what if they have the ring? They could be anywhere...
What if I got the ring? So it whispers for you to do evil. Pfft, I get that every damn day. No, I'd probably—Oh, I'm there.
I walked back in and was immediately pummeled by Blondie and her Father.
"Hey! Hey!! Stop, stabbing—"
"Go for the groin sweetie!"
"Dammit it's me! I'm even speaking Eng—" I fell to my knees and pulled a dagger from a place it should never go.
Calming Effect!
It's okay John, these aren't your balls, er weren't...
I took a few deep breaths and eked out, "It's, John..."
I fleshcrafted my chest open and handed my core to Blondie. Now that I could fleshcraft without actually touching anything, I could tap into the senses of the dead, and even control them to some extent at close range. Just another reminder that I'm not human.
And honestly, I'm not sure that's so bad anymore.
I felt her hands around me and moments later I opened my eyes in a dark closet.
"So..." I looked at Blondie and she looked at me. "I'm not mad you stabbed me in the balls, repeatedly, that was my fault for not announcing myself. But, why are my pants down?"
"Hmph! I didn't do that."
I nodded slowly. "That explains nothing and worries me more."
"Then I did." She twirled her hair on her finger. "Who cares, it's not like I haven't seen them before. I just wanted to show Pamby, he'd never believe me otherwise, but father sent him away."
"Sent him... Where? Into the chaos downstairs?"
"Y-yes?"
"Shit!" I got back up and hurtled out the door.
Blondie yelled after me, "check my brother's room! And also, my brother..."
Blondie’s father ran after me with a panicked look of sudden realization.
Did that ass forget he had a son?
I used life sense as I jumped down the stairs. "Where is he?"
"Down the hall here, that door there." He shouted from behind me.
I was surprised he was able to keep up with me, but I remembered that I'd enhanced him, just like everyone I brought back.
We barged through the door to see Pamby standing tall, his arms spread, the boy cowering behind him.
We all sighed in relief, except the boy who threw a wooden toy at me.
I clapped Pamby on the shoulders, this man deserves some respect. Both here, and with Blondie, he was prepared to die for them.
Such a terrible name though, do people think the same about mine?
We all went up to Blondie's room and I told them the results of my fumbling espionage. Pamby was flabbergasted, Blondie smiled sadly, and her father was white as a sheet.
As I thought, she knew, but they didn't. Apparently Pamby's mind had been failing him for the past several years and he couldn't concentrate on anything for very long. Blondie's father on the other hand was rarely at home, he had a business to run and Blondie's mother... I didn't ask, because I already guessed that now wasn't the time. I simply confirmed she wasn't here.
Then as the sun hung low in the sky it came time to get to work on the servants and guards. I interviewed them all. They were all far weaker than soldiers or even bandits. Coddled, but still desperate, each felt that they were justified in some way but I wouldn't be forgiving them so easily.
The summation of their actions, the willful ignorance when their masters were in jeopardy, the fact that they let Blondie die... No, they can enjoy some time alone in the darkness with their thoughts.
In a way that's worse than death.
I knew full well that to their families outside that depended on them, I had become a devil. A thing that may well cost them their lives. But, live by the sword...
I merged the handful of Kobolds with the servant's bodies beefing them up a bit and gave them orders to set traps and dig an escape route for Blondie and her family should they be assaulted again. Which was likely now that all the spies in the mansion were dead.
To the other nobles that still survived, it would look like they'd been caught. Which they had. A soul cannot hide anything from me after I absorb it. I knew names, I knew how much they paid and what they'd paid for.
I used the guard's bodies and skills to enhance my berserkers and sent them back through the gate. I then called out to a few of my horned Garanthi to be the new guards of this place.
They donned whatever armor was still intact and we sent the rest back to Blue to repair and refit.
But they were few in number. So after checking with Kalapract, I brought my metal golems through.
Now, I almost felt safe leaving Blondie here. But that feeling is one I can't allow myself to have, it's betrayed me each and every time.
I watched as Pamby read a story to Blondie's brother and decided he was owed something for his resolve and loyalty.
"Pamby," I said, interrupting storytime. "Could you come with me for a moment?"
"Ah, sorry young Master, I promise to return shortly." He rose and bowed. "How may I be of service, sir?"
I smiled and guided him down to the cellar. He began to shake as he saw all the bodies.
"Do you trust me?"
He shook his head no, but said, “Yes, Mast—God John.”
"Right, well, do you want to be able to protect your masters?"
His old gray eyes, gleamed for a moment with hard resolve. "Yes."
"Then, lay down, for me it'll be awhile, but for you it'll seem like only a second."
He did as I told him and I stopped his heart, taking his soul. I taught him english as I worked on his body.
Most of his skills aren't numeric anymore. They simply say ‘Degraded’. But he has a strong earth affinity, I suppose his hobby was probably gardening at one point. Wait, what's this, natural light affinity.
I can load him up with cleric and paladin spells. Then he could at least heal them. Unlike me, whose soul doesn't reside in my body, heals can help Blondie and her family.
I gave Pamby his youth back, and got permission to modify him at my discretion. For the rest, well I took Pamby's body back through the gate and paid Kalapract a visit.
He looked at me, then at the body I was carrying and sighed. "I'm a legend, you know, and you're working me like a slave."
"Oh shut-up, I know you're just happy to be able to practice your craft again."
He smiled, showing off his gleaming metal teeth. "True, but we should exchange notes, I can fleshcraft to some extent, but you're a master. In exchange, I'll try to teach you my craft."
"If only time allowed, my friend. For now, this man deserves both our efforts."
Kalapract cracked his knuckles. "Strip off his flesh, all the way to the bone. You still want him to look human don't you? Otherwise I suspect he'd be a monster by now."
I nodded and followed Kalapracts instructions. By the end we were both elbow deep in gore. But where there was bone before, there was now metal.
"Seal him up, but stop before you get to the skin. I'll do a second layer, after this, I expect you to help me as well."
I nodded, feeling a slight tinge of regret. If Kalapract gets too powerful, then he could take this place as his own and hold my family ransome. The poison king, the creator of the dark barrier. An enchanter, likely a master of soul magic himself.
For the second time, I began to worry about his ambitions.
I shook my head. No, If he really wanted to, then this academy would have fallen to him long before I ever got here. He's a creator, not a conqueror, yet I can't help but notice his favorite hobby is making himself more powerful. Perhaps somewhere deep down he still thirsts for battle, for bloodshed.
I'll test him at some point.
He finished his intricate metalwork, being careful to leave joints and bending points free. I finished grafting Pamby's tendons and muscles, weaving them along the metal structures. I gave him all abilities and a second heart. I kept his form lean, roughly the same size he was and dressed him again.
I looked him over, he was now a man perhaps in his thirties with a head of smooth black hair. Still, I felt like something was missing. I wasn't a master of the brain but remembering the sha'dwarg I soubtly enlarged his skull to improve IPT. No longer would he have trouble thinking.
I infused his soul back into his body and restarted his heart. Unlike the rest it took him a few minutes to revive. He gripped me with a strength I hadn't felt before.
Holy shit, I made a character from Darkstalkers...
His eyes lit for a moment as he shook his head.
Why the hell did I give him fangs? Damn my subconscious! Mors used to regulate this stuff for me so I didn't get carried away.
I felt a tear run down my face and closed my eyes for a moment.
‘M...aster....’
"Master!" Pamby shook me.
"Huh, yeah, sorry about that. How do you feel now?"
"I apologize if I've saddened you in some way."
"Not at all, Pamby. I was just remembering someone."
"Then still, I must apologize."
"You know English now, right?"
"I do."
"Then please let me rename you."
"I won't, my name might be shameful, but I feel no shame in it. I've raised two great children and even watched over the master when he was young. No matter what you call me I am still Pamby."
"Oh god man, you're just—"
"And not to interrupt you, Master, but in your language does your name not mean bathroom."
"Yep, well... You should now be able to defend your masters. Despite what I felt from your soul, you won't be able to stay a pacifist. You will need to fight."
"As you say, Master, I will do what I can."
I returned him to Blondie's estate. In the beginning we were worried at that Thrall's spell had wiped it out but here it stands, more west than south.
Pamby assured me that cooking for everyone was now within his abilities but even so, I sent in a couple of single women from Riverbrooke. One aged widow I'd restored into a buxom catgirl, and one woman in her twenties who'd opted for the dog-girl treatment. Both could easily conceal their forms by wearing a maid's headdress and a dress long enough to cover their tails.
I knew they couldn't be trusted 100% but, they could never be accepted by humans either. They also had no family that could be leveraged. Instead, they would get to cook as they enjoyed, and live in a mansion, far removed from the Dark Academy.
I briefed Blondie and her father on the new staff and on Pamby’s new hybridized form of flesh and metal. Describing him briefly.
Pamby was now a man of a moderate age, with swept black hair and a regal countenance, also fangs and a broad back. I kept his abnormally large legs, and enlarged his arms to match them. He still looked human unless he smiled then you could see the fangs...but damn, I couldn’t help it. It just fits his setting, either way, I doubt fangs would be enough to say he wasn’t human.
Still, if he were to master a good glare, then he could probably scare the shit out any would be attacker. Not that he would, there’s only kind subservience in his heart. That might be his fatal flaw.
He’s like a man who worked for the same company his entire life but never got promoted. Yet he stays long after he could retire because he remembers training the people that surpassed him, and in a way he hopes for their success.
It’s no exaggeration to say that Pamby is the real head of household here.
Seeing Blondie and her family react to his description with their eyes wide, I couldn’t help but laugh.
I stayed a while longer to make sure they were okay as I played with Blondie’s little brother and talked about the family business with her father. Then, waiving to them, I started to leave.
As I walked down the extreme amount of stairs, I heard soft footsteps behind me. I turned to see Blondie, who quickly looked away.
I nodded and continued, only to hear her footsteps mirroring mine.
I sighed. "Can I help you?"
She held out her hand, her face red. "Perhaps..."
I took it and we walked down together until she broke the silence. "Can you make me, like you?"
"Like me? Howso?"
"I've died enough, haven't I?"
"Do you mean, a flesh golem?"
"Such a crude explanation of you. I admire you, and want to be what you are so I can live. With my own strength."
I stopped walking and she stood one stair higher so she could look into my eyes.
"Do you even know what that entails? I was summoned from a different world into a body that could never live. All with the intention to create a slave. I overcame that grim fate only because I had a desperation backed by a god. Even if I tried my best, I wouldn't want to risk it with you. And if it failed, you'd be my slave forever and I'd want to die. No matter wha—"
"I'm still a slave! If not to you, then to my family, my birth, my life. You can die and be fine, I want the same power."
I looked into her pleading blue eyes, acknowledging her for the first time. Sure she was spoiled all to hell but she was scared all the same. Terrified of dying again. But no matter what, I wouldn’t risk her soul on a foolish gambit like this. Besides, normal flesh golems have a huge weakness in that even a novice necromancer could take their soul.
I might trust the Dark Academy under Barz’s rule but even then, necromancers or mages that had attended the dark academy were everywhere. Rather than strengthening herself she’d become a big red bullseye for anyone who wanted leverage against me.
Just like any necromancer could kill any unbound zombie by taking their souls, they could do the same to a fleshgolem with only a little more effort. And binding her to my will was against my principles. I know I’d thought about turning necromancers into self bound flesh golems but they were taught about lichification which, in all likelihood was only slightly different because they used their own heads instead of cores. But, they were self-bound and safe.
Maybe if I visit the separated souls in the soulscape they can shed some light on—
“Hey!” Blondie said, forcing me to look at her. She searched my eyes for a moment then squenched up her face. “You stink…”
“What?” I said pulling her hands from my face and mending my neck. “Just because I won’t enslave your sou—”
“No, like, you really stink, like really, really bad.”
Wait, have I gone nose-blind? I went into undead mode for a moment, then came back out and cringed. “Right...well I’m embarrassed now. My pants are self cleaning but I’ll admit it’s probably been a week since I—”
“A week!?” Blondie gagged. “Look we have a shower and a tub just two doors down, use it.”
“What about all your I wanna be a flesh-golem and—”
“That can wait!” She said shoving me towards the bathroom. “No benefactor of this house will smell like you. You’ll bring shame upon us!”
“Hmm…” How the holy hell do they have a shower!? Is it even hot? How do I—
“There, see that rune, put mana into it, the more you add the hotter it gets, so be careful.”
Ooh, fantasy tropes…
Before I knew it, I was standing in front of the rune, my cheeks aching in what was likely a creepy smile. But dammit, if we could reproduce this, then everyone could have showers, no. I bet we can even weaponize it, but there’s no way it’s just here.
The realization hit me that it’s probably a common thing in noble households. I mean, even the Dark Academy has hot baths. Initially, I thought maybe they were like the roman baths but now I was sure it was just like this.
Well, I’m here, so I might as well take a shower. According to Blondie, I stink and I guess I can spare fifteen minutes.




Chapter 17: Alien - Blondie
I sighed outside the bathroom after I heard the water flowing followed by a stifled scream.
Gwendelena Andora Peregrine Fitzjarl, that was my name. The name that neither he nor any of the girls I’d come to call family used. At first, I was shocked by that, and their instant familiarity.
We the noble-born are forbidden from associating with the poor or low-born. My father taught me that it wasn’t because we were above them but rather that we didn’t know them. In other words everyone who wasn’t a noble was probably trying to kill us, rob us, or worse.
I experienced the ‘or worse’ first hand, but I never lost my noble pride! Even as I was reduced to a plaything and tied to a shitstained bed.
We would all speak from time to time about our experiences, back when we were all forced underground after John didn’t return.
It was harder for me than most to talk about what happened because I was raised to never show weakness nor preferential treatment. So I spoke about other things, I had to speak, we all did or we’d lose our minds down that dark place. Threscia and Caroline’s stories of ‘Shoze’ were often our only form of entertainment.
We didn’t know if we’d ever be able to leave, but we believed. We all believed in him, we had to.
He was such an anomaly. The way he spoke, the concepts he forced into our minds when he taught us his language and for me at least, those first memories of meeting him.
The rest were younger so they didn’t remember much about being in that strange place inside him where we felt safe for the first time. Even though it was dark and unknown, we felt no pain.
Then he appeared, a tall thing, bristling with muscle as he openly sobbed for us. But his eyes didn’t hold even an ounce of pity; they were warm, empathetic and caring but his tears seemed strange. They cut long black lines through his glowing form and somehow, I thought they weren’t for us.
After he brought us back, I realized something that the rest didn’t. What he’d done to the bandits was far worse than what they’d done to us. But as the rest began to revel in vindication, I watched him, petting his ‘Bob’ to pass the time.
Each and every one that had hurt me, spit on me and used me… Their heads were lined up neatly, as their faces screamed at us. I knew that if I were a proper woman like my mother, then I should cover my mouth and recoil in horror.
Instead, I touched them, recalling what they’d done and I felt nothing. No joy, no sadness. Then, I realized for whom those hateful tears flowed.
He’d given us life while taking our vengeance upon himself and in doing that had ignored his own humanity. I’d watched him more than that, recognizing that he was something like a god, because what else could resurrect a person after they’d been dead for so long.
Later, we all ended up at his cave and I laughed inwardly thinking that it fit him perfectly, but there we met three others that he’d saved in one way or another. There was a delicious smelling carcass out front but even though my mouth watered I ignored it.
Then I met his pet, a small pretty thing whose cuteness was incomparable to any other creature I’d ever seen or heard about, but she wasn’t a pet. She was Lina, his mate.
After learning the truth, I felt guilty but I wasn’t able to say anything. My pride would allow me to.
It was a strange feeling, almost exciting to be so far away from the confines of my birth, being treated as an equal for the first time. He’d wanted us to be his daughters, but I had a father, a mother and my pride.
Then, John gifted us all with clothes, each was like a personal gift that he’d obviously given thought to.
But he didn’t know what those gifts meant to me and even now, I’m not about to tell him because he isn’t a person bound to our customs. He’s completely ignorant about what a gift means. Even though Liz tried her best to tell him, he still seemed oblivious to the fact that he’d proposed to us all, then and there. Which made it so much more complicated when we’d all accepted his gifts. But maybe, that custom only meant something to me, I don’t know low-born customs.
I’d dismissed it all as a foreigner’s ignorance but the rest, or at least the two dark haired sisters had read it differently.
John isn’t a warlord, he isn’t a monarch. Just one look at his smile when he’s sewing something compared to grimace when he’s resolved to kill says it all. He’d rather make someone he likes happy than kill someone he doesn’t know.
But there’s no denying that he has killed and just recently, he’d massacred people I’ve known for most of my life, for me and my family.
Unlike my father, I’d seen the faces of evil people who killed for themselves and their own sadistic glee. I’d seen them very close and very frequently, so when we got back to our territory a few days ago, I could tell what was going to happen.
I just couldn’t predict how it would happen. So, feigning normality, I’d summoned Pamby on a nightly basis while leaving a message that only John could read. Of course if I lived, then all it meant was that I’d be drinking warm tea. But if it failed, then, I knew what would happen.
And it did, John was many things, but he wasn’t a liar.
I know what I feel for him, it’s affection, it’s trust, it’s—
His happy singing cut through my thoughts as I waited for him outside.
I cracked the door so I could hear him better, his song which sounded happy at first became a forlorn melody about regret which moved me to tears. 
I quickly looked towards him but he didn’t notice me, maybe because of the sound of the water falling around him.
So I looked closer, watching the water cascade down his naked body. It wasn’t like seeing him shirtless was a rare occurrence, in fact, all he usually wore was his special pants and a chain harness thingy that glowed with a slight green tinge.
But somehow this was different.
Despite his face, with it’s small nose, large jaw-line and small eyes with their large irises, his body was simpler. Even though I knew he’d made it himself, it wasn’t exactly ideal. It didn’t meet the standards that nobles sought.
He had broad shoulders and a muscular chest which tapered down to his narrow waist. There was no hint of fat or anything useless at all. Each and every muscle served a purpose and even though most women would find his overdeveloped form gross, calling his body extravagant, I felt like I understood why all his mates had given themselves to him, going so far as to sacrifice their honor in front of others.
He turned towards me, still singing his beautiful song, rubbing soap into his scalp.
The male anatomy; I was taught about it, and taught how to react to it but all those lessons, but these days, fear is the only response I have to seeing those parts.
However, seeing his members and knowing how he satisfies his mates, while never hurting them…unless they want it. Lina wasn’t shy or rather, it was like she was confiding in us as she described things with her oversized stomach back in Fura’s Den.
Wait, what is he doing? I watched as John’s members rose and he began to curse at them.
I took that as my chance to retreat. What was I even doing peeking on him like some common scoundrel?
While John was gone with Pamby back to the Dark Academy, my father had brought up a point.
“Wouldn’t he make a fine husband for you?” He’d said, raising one of his bushy eyebrows.
“You mean, John!? Father, your jests are tasteless.”
He’d frowned at my response and took my hands. “Our house was failing even before the south was ruined. That’s why I made the decision to send you to Therograd as a bridal candidate.” He inhaled deeply and pressed his face into my hands, his tears running down my fingers. “But I had no way of knowing what—would happen to you…”
Though it wasn’t a normal thing, I hugged him as he sobbed. Mother had left some time before me because father had sent her away to stay with her family up north to keep her away from the turbulence surrounding our lands. But I always had my doubts as to what really happened.
Still holding my soft-hearted father, I realized he’d done everything he could for us. He’d even followed after me when he realized I never made it to Therograd.
“Please...this is no way for an Earl to act. Regain yourself, Father!”
He sat back, with a sad smile. “You really are your mother’s daughter. Where does that strength come from?”
It’s a strength that we all share, all of us who survived that camp. Death and dishonor, those things hold no meaning for us anymore.
Rosie was just happy to be alive, and her bright personality had saved us all in one way or another. Wendy was mischievous, but also cheerful. The two sisters Belairia and Lil’sis had a genuine strength to them, one was like a warrior, the other was a cool beauty, cold and calculating. Then there was Threscia, I didn’t see much of her, other than when she told her stories but one talk with her was enough to know...she was destroyed. I’ll never know the girl she once was, but the one she became had lost all humanity. Even still, I could see her as a sister in a truer sense because we were about the same age.
Still I’d been raised to know that love would never be a factor in determining my husband. So what happened in the camp was far worse than expected but, it was the same thing, I was used.
If I look at myself in the best possible way, then I was a flower, raised with care just for someone to pluck. My mind, my feelings, my interests, who I was; none of that ever mattered. I could make babies, that was what it all boiled down to. Then it was only a matter of who’s babies, and how much they would give for the right or how much they would pay for the right to invoke our family's name.
There were five noble families in the area and I had suitors from two of them when I was still a child but negotiations broke down after the Fitzjarl finances came to light.
After coming back home, I began to realize how many spies looked at me with scornful eyes concealed above false smiles. They’d been hoping that father and I had died.
But I wasn’t the same girl who’d left so long ago. Now I was aware of how the world really worked. Status means nothing, strength is the true authority and that’s what I needed.
The rest had found theirs but I’d never even held a blade. I knew I had mana now, but I also knew that I didn't have the determination to learn spells.
I looked down, and saw the letter my father had been writing. He was trying to sell me off again, to distance me from what had already happened.
He followed my eyes and crumpled the letter.
“That doesn’t matter anymore. We can’t trust them, not any of them. Noble or not. no one has any power now, except him.”
I felt my face heating up as I stifled my anger and forced myself to hold back my words. “If it’s what Father wishes, then—”
“No, no, Gwen. This is not a request. I will never force you again. After everything, it’s clear to me now that my judgement has been poor. I only made the suggestion, as a blessing. John is a strange man with many wives but he’s no noble and…” My father stopped there, fiddling with his mustache while nodding to himself.
“Have you forgotten how to speak?” I asked, “and?”
“Oh, you’d raise your voice to me?” He smiled, rosy-cheeked as if he knew something that I didn’t.
“Nevermind.” I said, turning away from him.
“You never smiled like that, for your other suitors.” He said, causing me to turn back.
“Like what? In what way did I show that barbarian favor?”
He just laughed smugly and began going through our ledgers as if the conversation was finished.
Who knew that we’d all be dead again a few hours later.
Then after John brought us back, he did what we knew he would then after I...nevermind.
Anyway, he told us about the innumerable traitors in our house, and that he’d purged them all while leaving us with a new and improved Pamby.
From his description, Pamby had apparently become some sort of perfect man but to my brother and myself, Pamby would always be something like a grandfather. He served us faithfully as he had my father before me.
No matter how hard I tried, there was no way I could envision Pamby fighting, for any reason.
Well, if he did, then he’d probably be apologizing the whole time. Something like, ‘oh dear, I’m afraid I’ve shattered your leg, sir. Might I offer some Ice to reduce the swelling, perhaps a poultice?’ or ‘I’m terribly sorry, but I seemed to have caved in your cranium. Dear me, do you have a will?’
Why? Was what I wanted to ask, so I’d followed John out, my father smirking behind me.
The words that came from my mouth surprised even me, but once they were out, that was it. If nobility meant nothing, then I needed a different kind of power, and so I blurted out what I did. Then forced him to stay a while longer by forcing him into the shower.
And now, here I am. Listening to John, who, having resolved the argument he had with his members began to sing again, that same strange song about being unable to dance.
My mind flashed back to seeing him candidly and I began to imagine things as I listened to him sing.
What is this? He’s always so straightforward. He takes what he wants, he protects us, he kills, he-he sings...so well. Him!? Why? Why does this song touch me so much?
Before I knew what I was doing I’d retreated up the stairs and returned with some of my father’s clothes, then I cursed myself.
He doesn’t wear clothes! Oh, a towel, right, he needs a towel.
I knocked on the door and slid in.
“Wha—Blondie!?”
“What, it’s not like I haven’t seen them before. You flaunt them whenever you get the chance. Here.” I said handing him the towel.
“Uh…” He responded, hanging the towel on the towel rest, right on top of the other towel. “Right, so…are you just going to stand there and watch me bathe?”
“That song you were singing, the one about the man whose feet commited a crime, what was it?”
His cheeks reddened, telling me that I definitely wasn’t supposed to overhear it.
“I was careless,” he whispered, turning his back to hide his manhoods. “Should a ‘lady’ like you really be in the bathroom with a man?”
“Something like this is like showering the family dog. Instead, keep singing, sing something else for me, something happier.”
He laughed, then poured more mana into the runes on the shower. “Very well, my spoiled god-daughter. I guess this is repayment for pinching your butt earlier.”
“How crude! If you really want to repay me for that then...well, we’ll talk about that later. For now, sing.”
“God, you’re spoiled, but,” He said, turning back towards me. “You’re beautiful, so I’ll forgive you this time.”
Then as if to spite me, he sang a song far sadder than the first one.




Chapter 18: Sickening Decorum - John
Well, this is awkward. I’d seen her, glancing in at me, but like Belairia, I chose to ignore it. I have all the mates I need and even though Blondie had never become family, she was still someone I cared for in a nonsexual way.
Of course I noticed how she’d reacted back in the dark academy when I visited her and her father. Those heated cheeks of hers, along with her disappointment when I gave her a club handshake instead of kissing her hand and the way she’d intermingled her fingers with mine when I guided her down the stairs.
Then, when she was watching me shower, my twins and I had an argument about her.
Blondie was a traditional beauty, long wavy hair, a narrow waist and breasts that could almost match Fura’s. Any man would consider himself blessed to have her, but I wasn't any man. I also wasn’t blind, or dumb. I knew what was happening. I’d suspected it since the moment she refused to be my daughter, then reaffirmed it when she took my gifts with a sharp look in her eyes.
Then, again, when she’d taken off her poncho and choker, setting them to the side so they wouldn’t get dirtied if she were stabbed. Perhaps that’s why I sang the song I did, but really it was because of the acoustics in here, and the fact I hadn’t bathed alone even once in this world so I never had the chance.
Also, come on, everyone sings ‘Careless Whisper’ in the shower. I don’t care who you are, you’ve done it and you know it! It’s one of the great shower songs, that and ‘Bad to The Bone’ I also considered singing ‘Creep’ but I wasn’t in a self loathing mood.
Then I sighed a breath of relief when she left, only to be interrupted again when she gave me a redundant towel for no reason.
So I’d pinched her butt when she’d tried to announce me as two-dong. It was better than slapping the back of her head which was my initial response. But even if it was quick, I felt her up for the first time and she didn’t hate it.
Why was that? It’s not like that’s a normal thing to do, so why did I feel comfortable doing it and why did she, a noblewoman take it with only a cute squeak as a response?
Having been through this more times than I ever would’ve expected, I already knew the answers.
So I sang for her again. Ignoring her requests, I fleshcrafted my vocal cords in order to form a harmony and sang some Blue Oyster Cult and Type O Negative.
By the end, I saw what I needed to see; what she needed to do all this time. She cried.
Blondie was a blubbering mess on the floor.
It’s not that I wanted her to feel hurt, it was more that I knew she needed to cry and she’d never cry for herself. Nor in front of others, but in this place that was isolated from the world and if given a reason to, I knew she would finally let it all go.
“Hey,” I said, throwing the extra towel at her. “Your dress will get wet, so take it off.”
I expected a spiteful response but what I got was a silent nod as she began to undress in front of me.
Given her resolve, I didn’t turn away, instead I watched her the whole time. First to go was her large russeted, blue dress, which she carefully hung up, next was her black corset, then her lacy bra, followed by her shoes and her garters. Last was her long stockings.
I’ll never know what gave her the courage to undress in front of me, but I’ll also never forget her face, red from embarrassment and stained with tears. She took slow, shy steps towards me, not hiding herself from my gaze.
That singular brave act moved me on an instinctual level. I held my arms wide and embraced her for a long time. I let her cry into me, as her soft arms reached around my back.
I moved back, allowing the hot water to run from her head to her back and I lathered up my hands and ran them through her hair. I massaged her scalp as she pressed herself against me, making me very aware of her charms.
She leaned her head back, moaning softly as I massaged her scalp and kissed her. I could tell right away that she was inexperienced by the way she tried to pull away after a brief smack so I slid my hand behind her neck and supported her and I continued to explore her ample lips.
Feeling the shower start to cool, I reached down to charge the rune again but Blondie’s hand was already there so together we charged the shower and she began to take initiative.
Now she was hungrily kissing me back, sucking my lower lip as she parted her mouth just enough for my tongue to slide in.
She jumped a little in my arms but she didn’t pull away as I played with her tongue with mine. Yielding to me, she moaned into my mouth. I ran my hand down her wet back to her bountiful ass.
I massaged it for a while as I slid my tongue along her’s. I could feel her hot breath from her nose as she tried to process everything that was happening to her. So I broke off our kiss and began kissing down her skinny neck, feeling her squirm.
When I got to her collar bones, I ran my tongue along them, as my fingers gently entered her.
A moment later she began squirming so much that I started to worry but as I looked at her face, I knew what happened.
“Selfish girl, to finish on your own like that, how shameless!”
Her already reddened skin flushed again as her hips rocked against me and her voice came out in pained moans and hot breaths.
Without waiting for a response, I kissed my way down to her belly-button and put my arms behind her knees, sliding her up, against the shower wall as I raised her up.
“If you don’t want it, then now’s the time to tell me.” I said, looking into her hazy eyes.
“I-I...want it.”
“Hmm?” I said, pressing my upper member against her wet sex. “Did you say something?”
She began rocking herself against me, trying to force me inside but I pulled away. “I didn’t hear you, so I guess this is where we’ll stop for today.” I began to lower her down but she pulled me close, trying to wrap her legs around me as she began to breath heavy breaths into my ear.
“N-no, I want it!”
“Say please.”
“P-please…”
“Please what?”
“Please put it in!”
I set her down, releasing her legs as I spoke. “Not good enough, do better, say what you really want or it all ends now.”
I held my hand between her elegant legs, rubbing her as I kissed her stomach.
“Marry me, stain me, mark me, make me yours so no one else will want me. Ruin me, fill me and love me!”
I picked her back up and met her lips with mine. “Then I’ll do just that, noble scum.”
“W-wha—”
Her words were cut off as I rammed my top twin into its new home feeling her giving warmth. Her mouth opened in unspoken screams of pure pleasure as we stayed like that for a while with me working myself in and out of her in slow deliberate strokes.
I grabbed the soap and ran it along my lower twin until it was slick enough then I pressed it into her other entrance causing her eyes to widen as she realized what was about to happen.
I grinned as I pressed in, feeling her muscles slowly begin to take me. Then as their final resistance failed, I kissed her again to distract her from the pain.
And just like that, I bred my god-daughter against the slick marble wall of the shower, until I filled her, my muscles tensing as I spilled everything into her.
She buried her head in my shoulder and took it all, the walls of her sex quivering as she accepted everything inside her. She clenched her body close and let loose a very unladylike cry as she began to shake, her second orgasm hitting her harder than the first.
We stayed like that for a time as my seed continued to pump into her. I kissed her, letting her timid tongue prod mine as I slowly set her down.
She fell to her knees in shower and gazed up at me with glossy eyes as I washed her.
I guess we really did need two towels.
I shut off the shower, and carried her to sit on a bench in the dressing room. After I began to dress her, she seemed to snap out of her tance.
“There’s no blood but I thought you restored my virgin—”
“I did, but I didn’t want you to feel pain so I took it back. If you want, I can restore it again.”
She clutched her sex protectively, in silent protest.
“I-I” She began. “I didn’t think you would accept me so readily…”
“Oh? I might be an idiot but I’m not blind. This is what you were planning right from the start, even before Belairia made her declaration. Is it not why you refused to become my daughter? Why you kept everyone else at arm’s length? You were always looking at me like Lina looks at a gopher. So either you wanted to eat me or you wanted what just happened.”
Blondie's face flushed in anger as she spoke. “I’d—a noble would never—”
“But you did, I’ll marry you, so your honor won’t be tinged by this. I’ve often thought about having a human ceremony. One with frilly white dresses and eternal pledges of love. But you should know, eternity is literal with me and I won't be marrying just you. Then there’s the matter of your goblin wedding...”
“Are you really going to make me...in front of everyone?”
“Yes, and, I’ll have you walk the isle with my other mates. If you don’t like it, then, this was only a one time thing. I’ll always treasure you as my god-daugh—”
“No.” She said definitively. “I’ll accept you as my husband, but you have to swear to protect my family.”
For whatever reason I embraced her again. “No matter what you chose, I was going to do that anyway.”
She smiled softly as she twirled her hair around her finger. “Then—”
“But before all that,” I kissed her, making her pull away in surprise. “I’ve got those Cape bastards to repay for hurting my family.”
“Y-your family…” She murmured with a light blush before the rest of what I said registered. “Cape, you mean Capellius, The other Earl!?”
“Right, don’t worry, it won’t take me too long.” I said as I opened the gate.
I shot her a thumbs-up and as I stepped through she called out, “wait, your clo—” but her words were cut-off as I entered the zombie room.
I’m sorry Blondie but I’m not one for long goodbyes, I’ll see you again once our enemies lie dead.
“Ah, God Jo—hn!!” A gob called out.
“Hmm?” I turned, but the gob had vanished.
Kay, guess it wasn’t that important. Also, shouldn’t he be with the others in Therograd or at Blondies? I thought I dispatched all my gobs except the Ranged unit and Athan’s men.
“Oy! John!!” A cheerful voice called out from the distance.
I adjusted my vision and used Lifesense. “Oh, Rosser-er, Thia’s, younger brother!”
He waived as he sprinted towards me then suddenly stopped. “W-w-why are you…”
I ran towards him but a mysterious slapping noise caused me to stop. I turned, something’s strange here. First there was the disappearing gob and now this. Have we been infiltrated?
But every time I turned, the ominous slapping noise sounded again and I delved deeper into my delusions.
I looked at Thia’s brother, too mortified to look down as I hoped against hope that the slapping wasn’t what I thought it was.
His skin was flushed red as he covered his mouth, trying his best not to make eye contact, I think. Then it all hit me at once. Blondie yelling wait, the gob vanishing, the slapping sounds, the pleasant breeze and the soft impact on my thighs as I ran.
“W-w-we’re ready for b-battle…” Thia’s brother said, with an audible gulp. Then behind him, the rest of the ranged unit came running.
I stood tall, my ass clenched in dismay.
In life there are always turning points, moments when a vital decision must be made. Does one embrace their mistakes and try to fix them or does one deny making a mistake in the first place.
I chose the latter as a matter of pride.
Come to think of it, that gob was probably a scout from Athan’s unit who was put there to monitor the gate for my return. Damn you, unknown gob! If you’d just warned me…
Well, it’s not like they haven’t all seen it before and I have nothing to be ashamed of—and now I’m hard... Twins, I don’t think I like you anymore.
The Ranged in the front stopped so quickly that the others ran into them and tripped. I activated soulsteal and channeled darkness in a small circle around myself, feeding it a small bit of unholy to give it an unsettling edge.
“I see you’ve finally arrived.” I announced, in a low rumbling timbre. “As you can see, I’ve been ready for some time.”
Why the ever-loving fuck did I say it like that!?
“Ha!” An elf accidentally called out as a few others chuckled.
Though my eyelid twitched, I continued, remembering what I’d seen from observing Red’s training session. No, not the splits. “Formations, Hogh!”
Their training instincts kicked in and they formed a line. Then as Athan’s unit appeared, mine became less important, they followed suit and fell in line. I looked out over them and nodded.
“Good,” I said as I began walking the neat line they formed. “Our enemy thinks themselves clever, why? Because they can hide. Each and every goblin child learns that skill and Drow do it by instinct.” I turned and their heads turned after me slightly delayed. “That’s all they have, a bit of stealth and a memory of glory. But they are but coddled livestock, fattened on the teat of nobility and kept in tiny pens so they never develop.”
I stopped in the middle and turned to face them. “Will we be beaten by swine? Outsmarted by false beliefs that birthright means might?” I sidestepped and they all shook their heads again. “Then what do you say, races of old?” I raised my voice to reach the back. “Will we beat them?” I lightly jumped to see the ones in the back and they nodded. “Good, then tonight’s meal will be the suffering of our enemies. We’ll show humanity just how feeble it is, and destroy their foolish illusions of strength!”
“Now’s when we fight! We’ve driven them away from Therograd! We’ve murdered their nest of spies! So await my call by the gate, hone your arrows, sharpen your blades and prepare for a massacre!”
With that, I turned and walked back to the gate, my dignity...in shreds, but it’s better to be crazy than incompetent.
I opened the gate which still led to Blondie’s bathroom, only to catch her father in the middle of a bath.
“Oh, uh, sorry, I thought it was unoccupied.” I stammered out as I searched the room for my pants.
He eeked, then covered his hairy nipples as if I wanted to see them. I noped right the hell out of there and dived out a window, vowing to devote some storage space to extra pants.
After landing in the courtyard I reformed myself and projected “Let’s go!” to Vesp.
He landed then pointed one of his wing-thumbs at me while cackling.
“Sh-shut-up!”
He stopped laughing, wiping his eyes, then immediately began laughing again. “Oh, did the master catch you with his daughter?”
“No actually, but I did end up catching him in the bathroom.”
Vesp’s wings pounded the ground, creating large gusts of wind as he bellowed.
Then with my next question his laughter stopped. “Well, let’s get a move on, we—”
“Do you think I want to feel your crinkly sack on my neck? No John, not for all the gold in the kingdom nor for the extinction of the necromancers.”
I looked back up at the window and cringed at the thought of seeing Blondie’s dad in the buff again.
“Ya needin’ a lift, Boss?” Bob said, landing behind me amidst a shower of bricks and glass. “Oh, ya happy ta see me or somethin’?”
I leaped up on Bob’s back as Blondie’s father yelled down at us.
The purple guys were to the east of Therograd, in other words, a long freaking ways away but Bob had actually gotten faster, fast enough that even my IPT wasn’t able to keep up.
All obstacles in our path meant nothing as he traversed them effortlessly, as if to declare that he’d not been slacking. As soon as we hit the main road there was a boom and I had to fleshcraft my hands to his back to keep from being blown away as he breached the sound barrier.
I almost went into undead mode as breathing became difficult but every now and then, he’d stop to wait for Vesp as he crunched down a small woodland creature.
“So what’s it with these purple guys? They steal yer lunch or somethin’?”
“Other than what I explained before, they planted spies in Blondie’s house and assassinated her family.”
“They hurt one of the girls?” He asked with a puff of fog.
“They killed her, poisoned her.”
Bob took a deep breath and exhaled fog from his sides, his massive maw, grinning with jagged teeth. “Say no more, Boss. We got this!”
If I thought he was fast before but that was just an illusion. Now, I seemed to exist in a place that even light couldn’t follow. It was clear that Bob had learned a spell, and just like the thing he was, he hadn’t bothered to tell me.
We left Vesp far behind us and the next thing I knew we were at the crossroads east of Therograd. I mended myself, then came out of undead mode as Bob snacked on the local rodent population again.
“Those girls’ve been through enough!” He said, chomping down on a mouthful of fluffy creatures. “I might be crazy, but I promised’em Boss. I told’em I’d protect them! Now they made me a liar.”
I opened my storage and emptied out half of my saved flesh for him to eat. “I know, Bob but they aren’t princesses. Blondie knew that she was going to die and she had faith in me, of all things. She left me a message and—”
Bob’s eyes filled with tears as he ripped the flesh off a femur. “That girl, did she tell ya how she felt?”
“So, you noticed too?”
“Boss,” he said, effortlessly crunching bone in his teeth. “It might not seem like it, but Uncle Bob’s a man who knows his nieces. So, is she in yer harem now?”
“Yeah she—heyy… Not cool man, I guess you could call her a fiance.”
“Ooh,” Bob chuckled, crunching down another corpse. “I wonder how Blair’ll take it.”
I shivered as Bob brought up a topic I’d been ignoring. “Blair, huh? She’s too young, and a little too attached. In a way she reminds of Liz, but it’s in all the wrong ways. I’d be happier if she found a boy around her age that—”
“She won’t, and that girl’s almost legal anyways. So what’s the hang-up?”
“The crazy, if I had to name one thing. I don’t want her to die for me or to kill one of the others out of jealousy. Given her nature, if I mated with her, then her life would be torture. She would hate me, because I wouldn’t be able to give her the attention she craves.”
Bob laughed, “Give’r time, Boss. She just needs someone cold-hearted to keep’er in check. Someone who looks at you with warm eyes while she sees everyone else like ants under a magnifying glass.”
“Jeezus, who the hell is that!?”
“You’ll know, Boss, you’ll know.” Bob said, as he finished the last of my offerings by slurping up intestines like fine raman.
I laughed, “Between you and Quene—ahh!”
Without warning, he sat off again with renewed vigor, making Vesp appear only as a shadow on the distant horizon.
I slipped back into undead mode and focused on Bob’s abilities as I fleshcrafted my hand to his back.
He’d added galvanism, and was half as good at fleshcrafting as me, though I doubt he was conscious of it. He probably gained those levels because he’d wanted to shape his daughter in his womb.
I gagged, then shook it off. To each their own, and Bette was cute, so I won’t dwell on it. I guess he really just wanted offspring. I can’t deny that in my last life, I married a woman I didn’t really care for with the same thing in mind. Though, in hindsight that may have only been my survival instinct.
But now, he’s delivered a being, created only from him, with a fresh soul right into this world of hurt. Perhaps, it’s a showing of faith for me. Like he believes in me enough to raise a child in my world.
I often wonder what sort of person Bob is. Is he insane, is he just a being of pure lust or is there something else behind his actions?
Suddenly the world came back into focus as Bob stopped.
He grinned up at me with a smile that set my hair on end as he inhaled deeply then breathed out in fog. “We’re here, Boss. I can’t see’em but I can smell’em pissin’ themselves. Ya needed my fog, didn’t ya?”
I separated from him, copying his improvements to myself. “I did, fog it up Bob and, though I don't need to say it, show them hell!”
He licked his bestial lips and vanished as a thick fog permeated the valley and screams echoed in the distance.
I opened the gate, and let my people through.
“Those who can see an enemy, loose your arrows, your spells and bring forth a bloody victory! Those that can’t; finish off the injured and focus on the ones you can hear screaming.”
“B-baldie!” Vesp projected from above, out of breath. “What,” he wheezed. “What do you need me to do?”
“Use your sonic location to find the hidden ones, then kill them however you see fit.”
“I knew there was a reason to follow you.” He said, his words taking on a cheerful tone. “I love battles like these. One sided.”
With that, a loud screech came from above, followed by screams from our invisible adversaries. I watched the Ranged target the screams, then joined in the carnage.




Chapter 19: Blood and Tea - John
Rossereth had gifted me her affinity for blood, and using that along with my fleshcrafting, I was able to track human blood then through channeling, I accumulated it into a ball which I launched at others in an endless cycle as I tried to get used to my new abilities.
But as I neared the castle in the distance, a feeling overwhelmed me. It was an ancient sadness, similar to the one I felt in Therograd, but here, it was more pronounced. It called to me in pain. Somehow, I knew that it was a part of me, one of many. As I closed my eyes and focused on it, I felt its sadness as my own.
Prayer, in my world that was a sign of faith, here, it’s a sign of desperation and this thing knows me, personally.
I raised my hands, accumulating the blood of the fallen into several spheres around me. I condensed them until they changed color to a dark red. I channeled more mana towards them, then I fired them off in pressurized jets, feeling the results as they sliced through flesh and bone.
I smiled as each new scream was met with a hail of arrows, giving me more blood to work with.
I worked my way through Bob’s fog, until I met my first challenge.
“Death Creator, we know who you are!” A man in thick enameled armor called out. “Spare my men and meet me in open combat! Let us fight an honorable duel, so our people may live!”
“My people will live even if you kill them. Instead, offer me the old one, the source of your magic!” I replied. “Do that, and I’ll accept this duel. I’ll even give you a handicap, I won’t use magic if you don’t.”
Blood rained down on us as a screaming torso slammed into the ground by him, hurrying his words. “I agree! Just stop your senseless slaughter!”
“Senseless is it?” I said as I made my way through the fog. “Do you know the Fitzjarls?”
“Of course, they’re our cousins…”
“And their daughter, Gwendelena?”
“Indeed, I was to be her betrothed.” The man answered, his hand on his sword.
“Was?” I asked, circling around him in the remaining fog.
“Yes, she was a beautiful girl to—”
“Was!?” I now understood that he knew of the assassination. “No, is...and that’s why I’m here.” I channeled unholy in the widest area I could manage as staked maidens and cackling men with hooks dispatched his surrounding troupes in slow and painful ways.
“You face The Dark God and you will pay for what you conspired to do to her. You who has no honor. I don’t know what you thought would happen here, but your death is only the beginning of your suffering.”
I reached into my storage and crafted two new Macuahuitls, each about  the same height as me. I enhanced their teeth in size and sharpness.
To think this once took me a week.
I used Rossereth’s blood affinity to coat them with iron, blackening their surfaces and enhancing them to the point where anything lower than steel shouldn't affect them.
I then passed them through the black flames under the staked maidens as they moaned, guiding my weapons between their legs, melting the iron and fusing it to the bone beneath.
This sickening power, these delusions of a mass murderer, I’ll accept them in exchange for the power to kill my enemies!
Knowing that I’d be watched not only by my men but by his, I took this chance to modify myself, enhancing my body to its fullest.
It’s not just me he faces, it’s the culmination of everyone I’ve consumed. Lifetimes dedicated to the sword. Their knowledge flows through me as my blade will flow through him.
With that, I marched towards him, hefting my weapons to gauge their balance. I now stood tall, my macuahuitls at the ready, thirsting for blood.
He stood at six feet even, and his sword glowed with a blue light, showing its holy power. And on his other arm, there was a tower shield, indicating that he was a vagina elemental, given it’s artful form.
I approached him wearily. “I’ll warn you now, I’m immune to blood magic.”
He cocked his head and hefted his holy weapon. “What?”
“…”
“What, you knave!?”
“Er, how do I say this, your shield has a design that looks like a Georgia O'keeffe painting… Not saying it’s bad, just very, um, womanly. Like vulvas gently embracing each other. It’s beautiful in a way.”
“Are you trying to offend me further with your strange taunts?” He asked, his voice sounding like a person screaming at me through a tin can.
“Nevermind. You challenged me, so—”
“Shite!” The knight said averting his eyes as I moved closer. “Pants, a loincloth at least! A-and why are there two?”
I smiled as I activated Lifesense and Soulsteal. “Because, that’s how she likes it. Your fiance is mine now and there’s nothing you can do to match me there.”
Without further discourse, the man charged me and using Bob’s new and improved IPT, I parried him with my left blade as my right one hit him in the side, knocking him head over heels into the mist.
While he was gone, I mended my weapon, re-adding the teeth that had broken off inside his armor.
It seems like the iron is brittle, I’ll have to work on that later.
When he finally came back he sputtered out blood in an attempt to curse me but I cut him off.
“Don’t blame me for your hubris. You and everyone you ever knew were damned the second you tried to kill her.”
He touched his chest with his sword and a blue light enveloped him. “I never—”
“Uh-oh! You just used magic, didn’t you? Well then, should I do the same?”
“Suite yourself, demon, we will—”
Before he could say anything else, an unholy maiden appeared behind him and held him close, moaning into his ear as black flames consumed them both.
“Free me, demon! I AHHH! I Wanted a fare cont—Eaaah!”
I canceled my channeling as I yawned. “You’re boring, there’s no question about how this will end. But, you’ve already violated our agreement by activating your sword. I’ll tell you what, try again, but know, the second you use a spell or invoke an enchantment, I’ll let you burn in her embrace.”
In response, he exchanged his sword with one from his onlookers. “Agreed.”
He charged me again and slashed with furious abandon.
I met his strike with a block. Locking his sword between the teeth of my weapon, I slammed my other macuahuitl back into his unprotected side, causing him to gag as the air was knocked out of him as his thick armor crumpled inward.
For good measure I ripped my macuahuitl back, tearing a wide, jagged gash through his torso.
He slammed his unenchanted sword against his breastplate instinctually, then grimaced as he remembered he’d traded his holy blade to fight me fairly.
“Go get it, fetch boy, fetch!” I said, laughing at him as he bled freely.
He searched his men, looking for the one he’d given his sacred weapon to. But who’d have thought it, they left with it and betrayed him.
“Hey,” I said, closing in on him. “Here, take my hand.”
He slashed out wildly behind him, targeting me by my words, but I caught his hand and mended him.
“Y-you! Why would you—”
“Because I felt like it. Now show me the best my Fiance’s ex can muster. Rules be damned, call upon whatever god you can, pray and charge. If you beat me, then I’ll just leave, letting you and your people be free.”
“Are you really just an undead beast?” He asked, readying his weapon.
“No,” I said with a grin. “In time you will come to know what I am.” Even though I already told you.
He charged me again, and my weapon caught on his shield, ripping it aside. Then before he could react, I kicked him down and slammed my other Macuahuitl down on his torn breastplate, splitting it.
I sawed gently at first, cutting into his destroyed armor. Then harder as my weapon’s teeth met flesh. “Call it out that ancient thing, or be killed and precede your people into the void.”
As he screamed, I pressed my Macuahuitls inwards to tear his flesh and grind against his sternum. In the best case, he'd die of blood loss, in the worst he’d live long enough to know true pain.
I couldn’t hide my smile as I leaked a tiny bit of Threscia’s queen venom through my Macuahuitl. I could feel my iris’s glowing, as the doomed man had no way of knowing the pain that was to come.
I was true to my word, this poison wasn’t magic, it was something far worse. The culmination of generations of selective breeding combined with Threscia’s madness. I leaned down, to the purple challenger as the venom dripped down into his wounds.
“Did you think it would be an easy death?”
He looked up at me defiantly, his face pale. “Easy or not,” he barely managed to say. “There’s no way—”
All the muscles in the man’s body tensed to the point of snapping as he gurgled red foam, aspirating blood and vomit.
As his organs began to liquify, his sobbing eyes looked to me for relief. My response was a shrug, but as I raised up, to visit the same fate upon their surviving brethren, he managed to gurgle out a plea for mercy.
“There’s no mercy for people like yours.” I said to him as his eyes went wild. “We’ll speak again on the other side, until then, suffer and die.”
I infused the blood I gathered with Threscia’s venom and shot it out, honing in on every enemy I could see. And just like that, the battlefield was reduced to a sick ward. Though I probably only killed ten percent of them, Bob, the ranged and Athan’s men had taken care of the rest.
You can’t out stealth an assassin and you can’t fight something you don’t understand.
After taking the souls of our victims, I learned a few new things.
One: I maxed out Hide.
Two: I learned a new ability called obfuscate.
It wasn’t the ability we were seeking, but it was a proxy ability. In other words the ones with this ability could become invisible with the right spell cast over them. It was strange to me that it was an ability and not a spell. In other words, it was something about their bodies that allowed them to take on the invisibility spell’s effect.
I had the Ranged form a perimeter as Athan and his men followed me towards the castle.
The knight who’d challenged me wasn’t able to keep his word and give me the ancient one. Probably because Threscia's poison was so traumatic that even his soul bore the scars, turning him into a sobbing mess that could barely speak. In hindsight, I screwed up but there were probably others I could ask in the castle.
So we advanced through Bob’s fog and found ourselves in front of a sealed castle gate.
I inhaled deeply, “Ooh, I know I’ve said this about other places, but this one’s definitely like Dracula's castle!”
“What? Dad, you know I respect you but, when you show up without pants and say random—”
“Son,” I said, grabbing Athan out of the formless gray. “This is a man’s romance. Can you hyperjump or transform into a bat?”
“W-what!? Father, I think we need to—”
I shook my first son, and rubbed his bald head. “Do you hate me?” I asked.
“No, you accepted me even when I turned against you and my moms. And—”
“I love you boy, you know that, but this, this is something special. I’ll wait here while you mop up the rest. But let Blue know that I need a holy enchanted chain weapon to clear this place. Oh, and some daggers and throwing axes, also a cross and some holy water.”
“Kay,” Athan said in a voice like mine. “So what’re we going to do while you have fun in this noble’s castle? Also, I’m not getting any of those things, so don’t expect them.”
“Just kill the stragglers and the ones that try to flee. Send some men to collect the heads and send all the armor and weapons to Blue, I’m sure he'll be pleased to see this much steel. When you're done with that, come on in, but stay stealthy, I might miss a few.”
Whatever magic they’re using is truly impressive. Even Lifesense can’t see through it but there’s still sounds and odors, that was the other reason I brought Bob. The fog leveled the playing field and each one he injured dropped out of invisibility.
There was also my new blood affinity that let me detect bleeding enemies, and my darkness that could permeate every shadow. The darkness couldn’t tell me much, but if I really, really focused, then I could probably pick up movement.
My mana isn’t spent, but it’s lower than I’d like, so I’d rather not layer up on channeling affinities like I do with Darkness and Unholy.
Darkness doesn’t draw much mana, but unholy guzzles it down and I don’t sense anything here so I’d rather just rely on my senses for now.
Besides, if I channeled unholy; I’d just have a slew of wicked butlers and staked women just kind of milling around picking their noses.
Oh yeah!
I reached into my almost depleted inventory and used that flesh to craft a few dozen snakevines. Using Coercion, I ordered them to search, take over and kill whomever they found.
Snakevines don’t have traditional eyes. They have simple photoreceptors, and a keen sense for vibrations, so hopefully they’ll do a good job.
After loosing my snakevines, I spread my darkness around the main chamber, then pulled it back in after nothing was found.
This place really delivered on my expectations. It had the feel of some grand cathedral packed to the brim with what I could only describe as Italian gothic architecture. High arched ceilings with more beams than needed, and large windows to let light through. Everything had an air of tradition and meaning. It was hard to believe this was just some noble’s castle as it had an ancient feeling about it.
And that belief was backed by the fact they’d resisted the crusade, they’d not lost a single man to Theressa’s slave sigil.
Even if they were relatives of the king, the Duke’s Manse had nothing on this place, but he did have an entire mostly self sufficient city, so there’s that. These guys were isolated way out in the woods, surrounded only by a few abandoned farmsteads. That was likely why they made a play for Therograd.
If only they knew that most of their troubles came from one ancient spriggan in the south. I laughed to myself thinking about an old joke. Mother-in-laws, am I right?
Though when I think about it, Fura’s a spriggan now as well, isn’t she? But unlike her mother, who drew mana from everything her warren could reach, Fura has me and I give her plenty. She’ll never have to walk her mother’s path.
I’m starting to connect it all together. The famine, the disappearances of ancient races and the turbulent politics. The mortals here are all pawns played by gods and goddesses, rebelled against by mortals-turned-gods like Rossereth and besieged by the sudden violence of death gods.
The people are affected by the deity they follow, not overtly controlled, but subtly manipulated, even if that god isn’t trying to.
I scratched my balls, flaking off some dried blood. Damn my pride!
After walking up an elaborate spiral staircase, I came to a grand hallway, like something you’d only see in a dream. It’s walls were lined with tall arched windows that stretched all the way to the ceiling, each was open and their translucent curtains danced in the wind as fog filtered in seeming like a living entity dancing in the moonlight.
I walked along the hallway, my bare feet feeling the coolness of the stone. I focused on my sha’dwarg senses, making each step a deliberate one as I heard a choked scream coming from the main chamber behind me, followed by a few more.
I guess my snakevines found a few hiders and from the gagging noise, they took control of them. To think, I couldn’t sense them at all.
This might be harder than I thought.
I followed the pulling sensation, as a part of me continued to cry out, screaming for relief. If I had to describe the sensation, it was like chewing on sandpaper.
All I could think of was relieving that feeling.
As I neared the end of the hallway, I heard breathing and Lifesense picked up several people through the walls.
I debated how to approach them, but from their stiff standing postures to the fact that their hands didn’t seem to be clutched around weapons, I decided not to launch a preemptive attack.
Are they trying to surrender? I guess that makes sense given that their army is gone. I looked out the window at our former battlefield only to see bodies being dragged towards the gate. All opposition was gone and the hidden ones in the main chamber hadn’t attacked me even though they’d had the advantage.
So I moved on until I could see them peaking around the corner. They were nicely dressed, likely servants.
As I neared the end of the hallway, an elderly man stepped towards me, his face a practiced mask of professionalism. It felt like, no matter what I did, he wouldn’t react and even if I killed him, he’d never call out for help.
Ha, if only your army was like this, then maybe it would’ve taken longer for us to slaughter them.
I met him and stopped, switching both my weapons to my left hand. Before he could say anything, I bowed. “A pleasure to meet someone as devoted as you.”
His mask crumbled as he took a step back, shaking. “Sir, p-please stop that! Y-your supposed to be—”
I raised my eyes to meet his. “I’m not someone who stands on platitudes nor do I dwell on concepts of nobility or station. You showed more bravery just now then your champion showed on the battlefield. For that, you’ve earned my respect.”
The butler’s eyes moistened as he handed me a handkerchief. “Your eyes, sir.”
“Oh these, pay them no mind.” I handed his handkerchief back. “Instead, take care of yourself.”
“O-of course, sir.” He wiped his eyes then neatly folded his handkerchief, placing back into his pocket. “I was instructed to call you, Death Creator, is that your name?”
“No, it’s an occupation I suppose. But I find it funny that someone would call me that. Can you elaborate? How did I get that name?”
Is it a bad translation from Therosian, something like a new designation for what I am? Just how deep does their intelligence network run?
This time the butler bowed. “I can only offer you my apologies if I’ve been discourteous but we’ve known about you ever since Thadeus, the fromer son of the Roangards returned to Therograd, maimed and raving mad, spitting words about an avatar of darkness. If you have a proper name, I humbly request that you inform me so that we may save face when addressing you.”
“John, The Dark God. We’re not mortal, though we have a body. That’s just due to strange happenstance. I’m a, no, I was doomed to be a fleshgolem, but I restored my pulse and absorbed a fragment of…” I stopped the moment the butler's eyes began bugg out. “Right, so who are the others waiting on the other side of the wall?”
The butler straightened his tie and cleared his throat as he composed himself. “Then, Sir John, please allow us to welcome you as a dear guest of Earl Capellius.” With his proclamation, maids flooded the hallway, pressing their backs to the walls as they bowed. “Please, come with me. I’ll take your measurements and guide you to the bath as I taylor you something that befits—”
“No need, I bathed in water, then in blood. Take me to your lord and lady. As I said, I don’t care about rank, appearance or stature.” I remembered Theressa’s shitty portrait and fleshcrafted myself into her form. “See…” I gently chewed on my lower lip. “I can go like this, can’t I?”
The butler swallowed as a few of the maids looked up to see what was happening and just a quickly their heads shot back down.
“Look, I still have a murder boner, and if your Earl seeks to stand on foolishness, or flex by making me concede to this world’s customs, then I’ll kill you all right here and walk off with a smile.”
“N-no, right this way, John.”
“Very good, you didn’t even use a sir there. You get me, nameless butler who never introduced himself.”
“My apologies, I’m Yugius, last of my name.”
“Oh, do you play cards?”
He smiled at me as he led me down the corridor. “I’ve been known to gamble a time or two.”
“Really, then you’ll have to teach me at some point.”
“Certainly, sir, but for now, please prepare yourself to meet my masters.”
He and a few maids pushed open a large set of double doors while I continued to fight against the desperate pulling sensation.
As the doors opened there was a large banquet style table set with several unfamiliar dishes, each glistening with fat or sprinkled with sugar, grilled, baked, stewed and broiled. Seeing such a feast was enough to bring back a fraction of my humanity.
But, just like I expected, it was a show of power. Sorry to disappoint you, but I eat corpses. Sure a part of me longs to taste real food, but a much larger part of me wants to end this disparity between nobles and everyday folke. There was also the fact that I was the first one here. I turned my attention back to Yugius, who remained motionless in the corner of the room no longer meeting my gaze.
“Announcing Earl Justinius and his wife Julia!”
With that my blood began to boil. I’d won their trifling little battle, I’d made my way into their castle, representing death itself and even announced myself as a god, but still they stood on their unearned laurels.
“Along with their children, Madeline, Justinia and Francius.”
My murder boner became flacid as I took a napkin from the butler and covered myself, quickly taking a seat.
The Earl was an everyman, not at all like someone you’d expect to have taken Therograd and raised an army. His wife was twice his size, though her face was sweet and comely.
I glared at them for a few moments until their children marched out. Madeline was a tall young woman, likely about the same age as Blondie, unfortunately she had her father’s face and her mother’s body. Next was Justinia, who was maybe as old as Lil’sis; she seemed to take the best from both of them. Lastly was Francius, who was still a child. He was portly but seemed cheerful.
They took up seats around the table, but not the ones you’d think. Instead of sitting across from me, they sat close. To my right, sat the Earl, and to my left, his wife.
This was far more awkward than I’d expected.
The Earl cleared his throat before speaking. “Let us break bread and look forward to a future together.”
I hung my head for a moment, unable to process how I ended up here, in this bizarre situation.
“Yay! Honeyed toast!” Francius called out, his small fat face brimming with joy. “Is it the winter solstice?”
Justinius shook his head, grinning gravely. “No, son, this may be our last meal.”
Fancius tilted his head. “What?” But the maid had already served him and his attention didn’t last through his father’s words. Instead, he smiled happily as he ate.
I see what this is, this is their last effort, they’re trying to appeal to my mercy.
I took the Earl’s hand and stopped his heart. I taught him English and before his head hit his empty plate, I showed him the world I’d put his men into. He snapped back up as if he’d only nodded off for a second and looked at me, his mouth wide-open.
I spoke to him in English. “I’m not a senseless killer, in fact, only about thirty percent of the people I kill stay dead. Most of your men were okay, but you still had rebels and they had claims. They said they were forced into a vow of silence, and that you had an oath that prevented you from harming family unless you had a right to their territory.”
“Yes,” He responded, surprised that he was suddenly speaking a new language. “But that oath comes from a time, long before my grandfather’s birth and it was that oath that made the current king depose my family.”
Because we were speaking in a language the rest didn’t know, they just continued to eat and talk normally, except for his wife who tilted her head at us in amazement.
Apparently the Earl speaks a few different languages and only his wife recognized that this was a new one.
I tried a bit of the meat that was offered as I pondered his words and sipped his wine.
“I thought the current king was related to you.”
“He was technically an heir in absentia produced from a concubine of questionable heritage, until his father Resserius’s wife failed to produce a male heir. Though oddly enough, Therasius seemed to be close to the queen and her daughters. All the way up until Resserius had them killed so he could remarry.”
Ouch, I can see why he’d coupe in a situation like that, but why’d he have to?
“Wait, why did he coupe then? Shouldn’t he have been next to—”
“Because the King’s new wife produced Andrus.”
“The Duke?” I asked, taking a heavy swig of sweet red wine to wash down, a nicely seasoned bite of… Nope, not even going to ask what animal this is.
“The very same but Therasius’s mother had pulled a fast one. Therasius’ ears grew into points as he got older meaning he wasn’t the King’s son. Of course, that’s a fact known only to us and it’s one of the reasons we were able to hold onto our position. Either way, none of that mattered, by taking advantage of the followers of Therressa and leveraging their support, he was able to take the throne after he mutilated his ears by promising to make their faith the only legal one in the kingdom.”
I nodded, eating a leafy vegetable smothered in what I hoped was butter. “Let me check if I got everything. The Duke turned out to be a sick bastard who...I dunno, gave Thads power for unknown reasons, then he abandoned Therograd to what? Try to retake the throne?”
The Earl refilled my goblet personally. “I’m sorry if this spoils our meal but to call the Duke a ‘sick bastard’ is to dishonor bastards everywhere. It’s often said that the only thing Andrus inherited from his father was his cruelty and his cunning. And poor young Thadeus, he withstood being the churches ‘favorite’.”
Now it was my turn to be confused. “Alright, so he was what, like the best singer in the choir or something?”
The Earl shook his head, then looked towards his family for a moment before he explained the inner workings of the church of Theressa. I already knew that to learn to heal, self flagellation was a common practice, I’d learned that from the Champion, Jason. But I never knew what they did to their clerics.
After hearing about it from the Earl, even though he phrased it in the most delicate way possible, I almost lost my lunch. He then elaborated on what happened to the sold son of the Roangards, Thads.
I won’t say that I’ll ever be able to forgive him, but now I understood him a bit more. Sure, if I’d met Thads when he was still a victim, then I would’ve done everything I could to protect him, to punish the ones who’d wronged him. But I met him long after that, and his actions couldn’t be defended. For someone to have survived through all that only to visit the same fate upon others… No, he knew that he was destroying people and took pleasure in it. But my daughters are strong, they can smile, they can fight! They’re not victims anymore.
Gasps came from everyone around the table as my miasma spilled out and my eyes began to glow. There was a thrumming coming from me like a heartbeat as my body began to change but it all stopped as the doors opened behind and a familiar hand slapped my back.
“Dad! Calm down, what’s the situation?”
I shook out of it and looked at the horrified people in the room as Athan ejected all four of his bone spikes bracing himself to strike.
I cringed as I looked behind me to the bloody mess in the hallway that used to be maids. He did as he was told and killed the survivors. But… “Son, how could you kill a maid?”
“Well, it was pretty easy,” He said, looking down at his bone spike then back up at me.
I cleared my throat and held up my finger, speaking in Therossian. “Give me just a minute, I’ll be right back.”
I held the napkin in place as I slowly backed out of the room and restored the maids, I ended up interviewing a few of them and found that Athan’s instincts were actually spot on. They were assassins. Which explains why there were so many of them. I guess if this talk was going to go bad, then the Earl would’ve given them a signal and...they would’ve died in here, rather than out there.
As I saw a few of them reach under their skirts, I waived my finger using fleshcrafting to decrease their bust. It might not sound like a punishment, but it let them know what I was capable of.
I collected their spent blood, cleaning the hallway and bolstering myself with some reserves. After that I opened the doors again and—sighed.
“Unghhh!” The victims of my snakevines came shambling down the hall, forcing the maids into a difficult situation.
I closed the doors again when the maids began to shriek. The former noblemen peered at them with white irises, snakevines spilling from their mouths as they vomited blood and mucus.
Their bodies were controlled entirely by galvanism which gave them a twitchy walk as they approached.
I used coercion to regather my snakevines and fleshcrafted them back into myself, leaving the now hollow bodies to fall.
“Sorry, ladies.” I said, bowing to them. “I’ve shown you something terrible but you should learn from it. There are things beyond your comprehension and people you shouldn’t fight. Pass that up your chain of command, and rest easy because I won’t harm anyone who doesn’t harm me or mine.”
I added the corpses to my storage and finally re-entered the room. Athan had taken a seat at the far end of the table and was helping himself to a bit of everything, skewering meat on his bone spikes and eating it off like a kebab.
The Earl’s youngest was crying but the rest were fixated.
I switched back to Therosian. “Allow me to introduce Athan, my first son.”
Everyone but Francius clapped, then I noticed them looking at the way the torchlight shimmered off his scalp, then looking back at me. Somehow, that offended me a bit, but Athan didn’t seem to mind. In fact, I’d say he was a little too relaxed.
“Boy,” I said in English. “What the hell? You don’t even know if it’s poisoned or not.”
“You were eating it!” He retorted.
“Yeah, but if I die, it’s not a big deal.” I walked over to him and clapped his shoulders. “But you’re important. If they killed you then I’d have to do some really, really bad things to them to—”
The earl coughed. “We wouldn’t be so naive. If poison would’ve worked, we would’ve used it already. Besides,” He said smiling at Athan. “Family is important.”
Though he smiled when he said that, I picked up on something beneath his words.
I retook my seat and glared at the Earl. “So, I take it you have people inside the Dark Academy.”
He smirked and nodded, his eyes keen. “I do, how’re the green girl and the winged boy doing?”




Chapter 20: Beneath - John
I did my best to stamp down my rage, thankful that Athan was too focused on food to hear what Justinius just said.
I folded my hands in front of me, laughing softly. “Justinius, do you know much about me?”
“I would assume, more than most.” He looked into my eyes as they glowed. “But, I’m not trying to threaten you.”
“Really?” I said, as I stopped everyone’s hearts, letting their faces hit the table. “Oops…”
He began to hyperventilate, but after a moment, he regained his control, and placed a gemstone on the table.
“I can kill them at any time and I know that you’re something like a necromancer, so we’ll also be taking their heads.”
I opened my chest and pulled out my core as Athan stopped eating, his eyes wide.
“What do you think happens if I die?”
“I-I—” The earl started.
“Oh, your intelligence didn’t tell you?” I raised a table knife to the hole in the steel and began to bring it down.
Athan panicked and leaped across the table, struggling to keep the knife from piercing my core. “Dad, what are you doing!?”
“Tell him, son, tell him what happens!”
Athan explained bit by bit as the Earl’s face went from pale to ashen.
“If you take away my reason to live, then I’ll just wipe everything and sleep until a new world is born. I literally live for my people, so without them, I’ll pull the trigger and end everything.”
It was a bluff, if he killed my children then I’d still have my mates, so I wouldn’t let the dark god consume the world. But at the same time, I have no doubts that I would slaughter every living thing, losing myself to my instincts. I’d become an emotionless killing machine and the only people that would be spared would be my mates. That’s not what I want.
He swallowed and slid the gemstone to me before he scooted back his chair and prostrated himself on the floor, pleading.
I took the gem and tossed it into my storage, I had no idea what it was, so I didn't want to mess with it if my children’s lives were on the line. I focused on my followers and no one other than the ancient one here was calling out to me.
I fleshcrafted my fingernail into a point and injected him with the queen’s venom. I let him die, three, four, five times over, then made him a torch for a while. I tortured him until he gave up and the fire vanished from his eyes.
Athan seemed to understand a bit about what was happening and after I returned my core to my chest cavity, he began eating again. But the look in his eyes seemed to say that we’d be speaking about this again, some time later.
I just gave him a look, like ‘do you really think a butter knife would kill me?’
After the Earl had truly tasted a glimpse of hell, I brought his soul to the theatre and showed him the same highlight reel I’d shown everyone. He wasn’t able to comprehend anything for a long time as he just sat there, shaking uncontrollably. The only thing that seemed to snap him out of his suffering was his family, who I restored.
They’d been sealed inside me, in their own spaces, mostly unconscious as they relived their happiest memories. To them, no time had passed, the only thing they noticed was that their faces were dirty which gave them pause as they cleaned themselves.
“I-its…” The Earl started. “Th-they’re alive!?”
“Yep, and so are you.”
“Th-th-then...Y-y-y—”
“Use your words, this is supposed to be a joyous feast is it not?”
He held his quivering hand out for a moment unable to believe that he was alive. He tried to scoot out his chair to prostrate himself again but I stopped it with my foot causing his face to look towards me, but his eyes refused to meet mine. Instead, he just sat there like a chihuahua in antarctic winds, hugging himself.
His wife stared at me, big-eyed as she spoke in Therosian. “What happened? Have we offended you in some way?”
“Me?” I asked. “I don’t know, what do you think should happen to a person that threatens your family?”
She glanced from me to her children and back again.
“Don’t worry,” I said, “I’d never harm them. But your husband there, threatened to kill my baby boy and my toddler daughter. So as a mother, what would you do to a person who tried to kill your children?”
She closed her eyes for a moment as her tears streamed down her face. “I’d kill them.”
“Well, I did that about six times now but I brought him back. I can’t say he’ll ever be the same man you once knew but I do hope for your understanding in the future. I’ll take your family in, and treat you all well but you’ll need to work for your keep from now on.”
She rose and approached me as Athan bristled to stop her. But I didn’t feel any bad intentions from her, so I let her be as she hugged me, crying into my shoulder. “Please spare us. We knew we might die today but we also knew that you spared so many at the Dark Academy. Please, I beg—”
“Not necessary.” I said as her arms locked down and her body froze. “I won’t hurt those that don’t oppose me nor will I harm the innocent.”
Though I was keenly aware of the fact that no one but Athan was eating now and all eyes were upon us, I still held her. It was an action that even I knew was inappropriate but it was one that I knew she needed. I rubbed her stiff neck, pulling her ample body down to sit on my knee. “Don’t worry,” I said in Therossian. “This is all medical.”
And it was, using fleshcrafting I messaged her inflamed nerve clusters over her heavy dress and after a while, she calmed down. I gestured her back to her chair and she finally sat, looking across at her husband as he stared at nothing, dead to the world.
“He’ll recover with enough care and willpower.” Then I’ll kill him all over again. “But for now, I want to know where the power of your house comes from. Can you guide me to its source?”
She nodded and walked over to her husband as he rocked in his chair. She reached into his robes and pulled out a key, beckoning me to follow her.
We moved through another series of hallways until we descended a hidden spiral staircase. She pushed the key into a small hole in the wall and turned it, struggling as she strained to pull the key out. I helped her and a new, dusty set of stairs appeared below us.
“I can’t say what’s down there, but I don’t think you're a bad person. Just promise me that—”
I caressed the small of her back, which was still quite large. “Look here lady, I’m not trying to hurt anyone that doesn’t deserve it, so don’t worry about it. As I told you, I will absolutely guarantee a place for you and your children with my people, so think about how you might contribute.”
“A...baker…” She muttered in a low voice.
“Hmm?”
“I want to be a baker! The honeyed toast and the tarts, I cooked those personally. I could make more but I was never allowed to. Justinius said that a noblewoman shouldn’t cook.”
I looked back at her and smiled. “I’ll see what I can do but as it stands baking supplies as well as all supplies are extremely limited. If you want to be a baker, then try to make food that doesn’t require sugar, honey or refined flour. It’ll be a challenge, but—”
“I can do it!” She said, holding her fists over her chest.
Seeing her resolve, I could only nod. “Then, I’ll leave it up to you. Just like you told me, I don’t think you're a bad person either. Had the dominoes fallen differently, I have a feeling that we’d have met in some small village somewhere and I would’ve hired you on the spot.”
She blushed slightly and went to rejoin her family in the dining hall.
She really is a charming person, despite the fact that we’re on opposite sides, I have the feeling that she’d gladly feed my children just to see the smiles on their faces.
But now’s not the time for thoughts like those, now’s the time to see what horror awaits me at the bottom of these stairs.
As I walked down, I couldn’t help but remember Eunice’s torture chamber. This place had the same sort of feeling to it and unfortunately I was right.
The room glowed with a sickening green light that came in waves from a runic circle that surrounded a solitary figure.
My mind was immediately pulled back to when Eunice had captured me in a circle just like this one and I began to feel nauseous as I remembered what she made me do.
As if to match the green light, my darkness ebbed and thrummed in a steady rhythm, spilling out from me in waves.
Then I saw it. That fetid sigil, glowing a pale gold light, placed around the creature's neck. I stopped and stood there for a while, my mind seething with rage and indignation.
The creature’s head moved slightly, causing hundreds of years of dust to cascade off its skeletal face.
Though it couldn’t express anything, I knew exactly what it was going through. I Jumped into the circle and my darkness activated on its own, consuming everything in a sphere around me, destroying the runic circle and the floor underneath it.
I channeled unholy and a single snickering being approached the lich and removed the sigil, crushing it in it’s mangled hands.
The lich, now free, held its hand out to me, pleading for release.
I knelt in front of it, taking its head into my hands and ejected a bone spike right through its self-made soul prison.
I gently picked up their bones and used soulsteal. I wasn’t sure if that'd work on a lich, let alone an ancient one, but they’d suffered enough, so I had to try. In their prayers, they’d only wanted to die but I wanted to show them the sky one last time.
I walked to one of the large windows in the hallway above and opened up my soul screen. The lich was there, still on its knees, it’s arm reaching out to me as if it’d forgotten how to move.
So I sat down by it and talked for a while. Not about anything in particular, just generalized stuff that had nothing to do with war or killing. I talked about my kids, my mates, my friends; the stuff I missed from my previous world.
After a while, the lich began to move a little more, then finally it tried to speak.
“V...void…” it said in a whisper quiet voice.
“Eventually, but there are things that I—”
“N...no… Void…” It said, feebly pointing at itself.
“Ah, I’m John.”
“No,” it said, speaking a bit better as it pointed to me. “Dark?”
“Yes, Dark.” I responded, not sure what it was trying to make me say.
“I...see…”
There was something peaceful about the lich. Some indescribable sensation that it gave off. It wasn’t angry, like I was, it was simply content to sit and stare off into the darkness.
I opened my eyes and we looked at the moon for a while.
“John,” the butler, Yugius said behind me. “The master and the mistress are going to retire for the night. Shall I make accommodations for you and your men?”
“For my son, yes. I have a feeling he’ll be staying but the rest will keep a perimeter. One should always be prepared.”
“Of course, sir.” He said, bowing gracefully.
“And Yugius,”
“Yes sir, will there be anything else?”
“Thank you for staying your blades earlier.”
His muscles tensed, likely surprised that I knew, then he bowed and left.
Of course, I didn’t know, but after seeing that all the maids were assassins, I’d be a fool not to suspect him. Even still, he never reacted, not even when I killed his master. I thought about him a bit, then realized, he was probably a member of the rebelling faction within the Earls camp. Basically, he’s the opposite of Pamby.
I stared back out the window, looking inwardly at the lich. Though it still sat peacefully, its garments had changed. It was no longer wearing a dusty robe whose color was lost to time. Now it was wearing a grand purple raiment. It turned towards me and nodded its head before it went back to looking at the moon.
Well, it looks like I’m staying here for the night.
I thought back on the Earl. I guess nobles are a lot like politicians. They try to appeal to you and your values, being nice and seeming friendly but when things don’t go their way, they reveal who they really are. And I’m guessing that moment came when Athan showed up.
The Earl probably thought he still had the advantage because Yugius was there. He may have even been planning to kill me. I wasn’t sure what sort of weapon Yugius had, but I bet it was blessed or holy, so he probably thought that was enough to end me.
Then, as far as killing my children and taking their heads, he was drastically underestimating their mothers. Lina’s smoke elemental was unkillable, and Nex was death incarnate with daggers. There’s also the fact that a necromancer walking through the zombie room where Nex slept with her family would stand out like a sore thumb, especially since none had come down there yet other than Ralphus, Lang and the handful that helped battle the crusaders.
Then, Lina and Slater were staying in Eunice's quarters where only the people I’d authorized could enter without using a rare red soul prison filled with a human soul. Even if they used invisibility, there’s no way they could make it to either place without someone noticing. And without lifesense and nightsight, the zombie room is very difficult to navigate.
What a nasty person. Appealing to my mercy by putting his family in the same room as me, then threatening mine.
“W...worried?” The lich said, looking at me with concern.
“A bit, but I have no way of finding spies.”
It nodded and we continued to sit together in silence.
I don’t know when it happened, but at some point I must’ve fallen asleep. Though that was strange, the stranger part was that I felt something pleasant under my head as a gentle hand caressed my head.
I opened my eyes and saw a wispy woman with long flowing white hair and soft purple eyes.
“Mors…” I reached out to her, caressing her cheek as I realized I was still in the soulscape. Then I noticed the purple robes and sat up, scooting away. “Sorry about that.” I cleared my throat. “I mean, falling asleep on you and calling you, uh… Sorry.”
Rather than answering me, the woman just smiled.
There was something unique and fragile about her. I knew from her clothes that she was the gentle lich from earlier. Looking at her features, it was clear that she wasn’t human. Though from her bones I can say that she certainly had all the human parts.
But her hair was like spider silk and her eyes were large and relaxed. While the portion of her arms that showed from her oversized sleeves were so thin. Her skin was whiter than milk and seemed to glow, even in the soulscape.
I swallowed, to fight back my emotions. She really did remind me of Mors.
I opened my physical eyes and we watched the sunrise together.
“Thank you,” she said softly. “I am, Inanis...Goddess of the void.”
“Then like the god of souls, you split off from me at some point.”
“N...no, I was alive...not born as normal though.”
Even though she had recovered quite a bit, I could tell she was still struggling to speak. Then it clicked, she was hundreds of years old. Language changes over time so she must be using a very limited vocabulary. And if she’s a god, like me then she probably senses what I can understand then feels out her words carefully.
“Will you allow me to teach you my language?”
She smiled and nodded slowly.
I taught her English but we still just kind of sat there, looking at the sunrise.
Though I didn't want to seem rude, I began examining her physical skeleton. Like the Lichs I was familiar with, her bones were held together by transformed flesh at each joint.
“Do you mind if I continue?” I asked her, knowing her likely answer from the overall state of her soul.
She shook her head and pulled her robes down, pointing between her breasts.
I took her cue, and examined her skeleton in the same place. I couldn’t help but to run my finger along her immaculate collar bones that swept down in a graceful way. This was the first big sign that she was of a different race. Her clavicles didn’t connect to her manubrium.
I looked back at her and she brought her arms forward showing me a strange gap that formed in her skin. Without thinking, I reached out to her spectral body and ran my fingers between it, causing her to giggle at the sensation.
“I take it this isn’t the first time someone’s been surprised by your body.”
She nodded, still softly chuckling as she pointed to her sternum again.
“Alright lady, I’m getting there.”
Her sternum was a bit longer than expected, but overall it could be called normal if it weren’t for the runes carved into it.
I used every last bit of my ancient language translation skill and still couldn’t understand what I was seeing.
So I asked. “Did it hurt?” Shit, I meant to ask what it meant!
She nodded with a slight frown. “It hurt…but...it was...to save my people...”
Right, so apparently, she just talks like this. I looked at her sternum for a while, knowing full well, that I was being morbid. But her kind expression told me it was alright.
The way she spoke along with her subtle mannerisms and the feeling her soul projected put me at ease. I no longer wondered why I fell asleep. I’ve been sitting my bony ass down on this cold stone floor for who knows how long now, and somehow I feel just as well rested as I would in my mate pile on Eunice’s bed.
Fura makes for a great pillow even though she snores like an old man.
Those thoughts led me to look at her chest, she was certainly a woman, but she was basically flat.
“Did you ever have children?”
She nodded, gazing back at the sunrise. “I had many…but...they took them…”
I looked at her far off expression that sang of bitter memories untold. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I probably brought up some bad memories.”
She shook her head speaking in her usual slow way. “No...I saw them again...after they grew up… I...protected them. Hid them...with magic...”
There were some very important questions I had to ask her but I didn’t want to see her frown again.
“Show me…” She said. “Your children...please?”
I sighed, looking at her gentle expression. Just like Threscia, Mors and Rossereth, I was helpless against her. It was like she had some power over the soulscape and could see inside me.
The goddess of Void, huh? Yet she says she didn’t come from me or did she, that part was vague.
I fleshcrafted her bones into mine, leaving only her sternum so that we could examine it later.
“Well, let’s go find Athan.” I told her as I stood, fleshcrafting off the strange cobblestone indentations left by my bad choice of sleeping spots.
“Master,” a maid said, echoed by many others down the hallway as they all bowed.
“Oh, Master now, am I?”
“Of course, sir.” Yugius said, meeting me halfway. “Perhaps now you might accept a bath and a change of clothes.”
“Why not, today is a different day and everything’s settled.”
He guided me to the baths, as I told him about the world’s strongest butler, Pamby. Though he tried his best to resist, I caught him snickering at Pamby’s story.
When we arrived, he opened the doors and I was shown a bath that rivaled the dark academy’s in size. I washed all the blood off with a few bucketfuls of water then prepared to enter the main bath, but the sounds of laughter filled my ears.
“Hey, not drown, little human!”
“I’m fine, you, uh, you...Tall person!”
Athan and Francius had apparently started before me. Compared to your normal gob Athan had heard his fair share of Therosian but his speech level in it was probably that of a toddler’s.
I soaked down into the bath as Yugius went to fetch me some new clothes. “Are you two having fun?” I asked in Therosian.
“Ha!,” Francius said, swimming in the bath. “This tall guy can’t swim!”
Athan understood just enough of that to be insulted. “I swim, but water small.”
Francius laughed, with an air of superiority. “Haha, he can’t even say stuff!”
“Athan, hold his head above water so he doesn’t drown when I teach him our language.” I said in English as Athan smiled.
Then I did just that, the youth didn’t even realize he’d died and been brought back for the second time.
“So, like I was saying, I’m too big to swim in a bath, you pipsqueak!”
Francius looked up at him, then splashed him a few times before swimming away, laughing.
I wish I could be that carefree.
“Athan…” Inanis said from the soulscape, smiling warmly. “Your son…”
I smiled as well, as Athan did his best to keep Francius under control. “Yes, Athan is my first son, though, it’s strange. He was born from Leera and Lina back when they were goblins. Then he was altered by me. In that way, he is well and truly all three of us combined. But at the same time, I wasn’t there when he was born.”
“But...you, love him...like a son?”
“Damned right I do. Even through his awkward phase. I’ve forced him to do some truly bad things but he’s never let me down. He even died for me once, back before I modified him. People can be cruel, and they—” I stopped, not wanting to sour the mood.
“Tell me...I will listen…” Inanis said, her eyes opening sweetly. “Before...I...die, let me...in…”
The water around me began to darken as small black drops dripped down my face. “I know that I hardly know you but I don’t want you to die.”
I closed my eyes as she caressed my face. “I...won’t die, we will...become...one. I will be...inside of you…”
“But what does that mean?”
She pulled her hand back and spoke again in her somber voice. “We will...become one. It...is...what I was born for… But first, show me...what...you live for. Show me...happy things…”
She began to cry, but her tears were gray which stood out in sharp contrast to her porcelain face.
Somehow I understood her. Just like when Rossereth and I combined our essences, I knew what she meant. For me, there were two ways to take in another entity. One was a willful exchange, the other was by me consuming them. No matter what, I didn’t want to consume this woman, Inanis. The peace of mind she brought me along with her sweetness and overall nature that soothed me. As my emotions roiled, I didn’t want to lose the peace she gave me.
I dried her tears as they soaked into my soul. I felt her, her beautiful soul, her subtle emotions just by her tears, I knew who she was. Was this what people felt when my tears soaked into them?
The maids poured in, and I looked away as Athan gave them an underwater salute. In their arms were various garments, most of which were for Francius, which made sense, this was his house after all.
But Athan’s once mismatched leather armor had all been dyed black, hardened, boiled and revised for mobility.
“D-dad, are you seeing this?”
I nodded, no less impressed. “I’m sorry, but we don’t have any currency to tip. Instead, I’ll offer free fleshcrafting to whoever did this.”
No one seemed to understand, so I stopped everyone's heart within ten feet of me. Then restarted it reinfusing their soul, so fleshcrafting wouldn’t be painful. I made the short maids taller, and enhanced all their womanly features to a noticeable extent.
Was it the gentlemanly thing to do, no. Was it the right thing to do, yes, at least in my opinion. It demonstrated what I was offering without hurting anyone.
The maids who were affected all gasped at their enhancements, and might I add that poor Yugius was also in range so…his pants burst open.
The enhanced ones carefully made their way out of the room as the others looked at me hungrily.
“One at a time, ladies. I offer hymen restoration, vagina dentata, full body revision, reduction, sex changes, race changes; If you can imagine it, I can do it.”
After being swarmed for a while, I started modifying all of them. Now no man with a pulse would ever see them as anything but the perfect woman. That being said, vagina dentata was an almost unanimous choice among them, so men beware, your dong could be taken captive and these women were more than willing to do so.
I’d questioned them as I performed the more delicate alterations. A female assassin worked as you’d expect. But as I worked on them, Athan took special notice. I mean, what man wouldn’t, a gynecologist I suppose, but Athan was just coming into his own, so to speak.
“Why?” he asked as the last maid flexed her inner teeth.
“Because a man who steals isn’t a man at all. But a woman who gives, even knowing that she can take is a woman of pure giving.” He looked at me with confusion as our cultural differences began to show. “Think about Nex, no one can breed with her unless they best her, then me. It’s like that but a little more fair. I firmly believe that women have the right to choose their mate. I mean, Eaolonia chose you, didn’t she?”
Athan nodded, his pervy guy doing a loch ness monster impression.
“You see, son! A real connection to a person means more than just putting hot-dogs into tacos. What you need is a person who will care about you, but also a person you want to spoil. This is embarrassing but by now, you should know what I mean.”
He nodded at me as his Nessy submerged. “I think I understand.” he said, no less interested in the maids who spread their legs to request certain changes.
I could tell them that they didn’t need to do that, yep, I could but, yeah I have no defense here. I’ll just enjoy the moment.
“Well, I’m not immune to it either. Especially when I'm looking at cute ones like her.” I said in Therosian as a particularly petite maid spread her legs in front of me, and lowered her panties, breathing heavily.
I stopped her heart, teaching her English and gave her the full treatment, along with a second, mana gathering heart and all the same benefits I’d grant for any one of my people. But as I worked, I gained an ability.
[Bestial Rage]
If enraged, your mana may be used to enhance your physical abilities at the cost of self damage.
I pulled her panties up to cover her sex as I reached my hands out to pull her to a sitting position. “Do you know your ancestry?”
She shook her head, fixing her panties as she sat cross-legged in front of me. “We, er…” She held her other hand over her mouth.
“Don’t worry, dear. I’ve already seen your hidden spot, so just tell me, what you are.”
“I was told that my great great grandmother was…” She stalled, covering her sex with her frilly dress. “That she was a beastwoman.”
I resisted my urge to jump up and down in glee as I asked her what kind. She didn’t understand the question which made everything all the more awkward. I gave her cat ears, dog ears, lynx ears and finally, scales.
The last one stuck and I pulled her close to tell her what her subrace was. It was kobold, which made sense given the region, but I wasn't about to explain the pairings.
Goblin X Lizardman, then Kobald X Human X Human. That was her ancestry and it looked like a bloody algebra equation.
She felt the scales that peppered her skin then shrunk back, leading me to remove them. “Hey,” I said, cupping her face in my palm. “Just because you're not a full blooded human doesn’t mean you're not beautiful. Talk to my gobs back at the dark academy but take a cloche to block, er, liquid projectiles.”
“Hmm?” She said, tilting her head in a cute way.
“Splooge, sperm, man gravy!” Athan said shamelessly, as he stared between her legs. “You’re cute, so that’ll happen, naturally. Even if it hits you, just shake it off unless you like the smell. Then, you might want to fight them, so they don’t sling man butter at you again.”
The maid winced as she ran away.
I wanted to reprimand my son, but what he told her was true. It reminded me of the time I told Belairia the same thing. And wow, did the goblin splooge fly.
But there was a big difference between now and then. Now my gobs seemed to only have eyes for each other. Likely because of my revisions. I still remember what goblins were before me.  Asymmetrical eyes, teeth and mouths, spotted skin and tiny pustules. Still goblin women had inner workings that, even if you hated them, felt better than any man could resist.
They didn’t just take women as forced breeding partners, male survivors had a special place within their breeding hierarchy. Of course, this was before I changed them. Now, you’d be hard pressed to find a person more attractive than my gobs. Even my heavily scarred Berserkers were all beautiful in their own unique ways.
“Son, our people aren’t like that anymore. Between the orcs, dwarves and everyone else, there might not be a single splooge-flinger among us anymore. If anything, our tribe has their pick of breeding partners.”
He nodded, blushing as he remembered Eaolonia. “Was my choice strange?” He asked, sinking into the water.
“No, from what Bob told me, you had your eyes on Lil’sis but she probably doesn’t want a mate.” I didn’t really want to get into it all with him now, so I summarized. “She is a person who may never want to breed. To desire her is normal, and to act on it is ignorant. But I understand that there’s no way you could know anything that she didn’t tell you. Celairia, may be single her whole life and that’s just fine. Everyone should be able to live as they want.”
Athan splashed the water around a bit, trying his best to ignore me as I modified another maid. “So what your saying is, uncle Bob is full of shit.”
“Son,” I said, letting the current maid sit, spread eagle. “Uncle Bob has always, always been full of shit. Can you even name one time he was right.”
Athan cringed as I implanted another set of dentata.
“Not once!” He said, trying to hide his gaze.
“Yep, your uncle Bob has his own mates. They’re good people, at least Muffy is, but his social skills are even worse than mine. Stick with what you know, then discuss adding another person into the mix. Eolania seems like a nice girl but is she open to a broader relationship?”
“Uh, um, she’s soft and when I think about her, I don’t want anyone else. B-but, I’m a man now and—”
“And what, you’ve found a person that you care about, who feels the same for you.” I smacked his head. “Numbers don’t mean anything. As long as the two of you are happy together, that’s what really matters. A mate—”
“Pardon me,” another maid said, spreading her legs in front of me.
I smacked my lips, focusing on my work. “Uh...so basically, if you're happy and she’s happy then the two of you need to stay together. You don’t need a harem to be happy. Is that such a bad thing?”
“No,” Athan said, looking away. “But…”
“Son, listen here, life is hard so I’ll tell you about your moms and everyone else.”




Chapter 21: Voided Secrets - John
By this time, I was finishing with the last maid. She wanted the, extremely difficult to make, poison vagina dentata. That meant I’d have to make her a ghoul stomach to filter out the toxins in her blood along with an extremely, extremely diluted form of the queen’s venom.
Needless to say I messed up a time or two, forcing me to stop her heart so she didn’t suffer the effects of the poison.
But as I worked, I recounted my deadlier experiences with ‘dating’ in this world.
Athan was fascinated at first when I told him about meeting Fura back when she was a dryad. Fura was physically the most perfect being you could lay with. Then, much like how I’d reacted at the time, his eyes bulged when I told him about the draining.
“I’d be dead.” He said, shaking his head. “There’s no way I wouldn’t have tried to, you know.”
“Yep, and that’s only the first time.”
Though it hurt to remember it, I told him about Liz. If I was anything other than a flesh golem, Liz’s antics would’ve killed me. Being crushed against a tree, or having your arms and legs encased in ice. Liz loved in a way that brooked no arguments.
By this time, Athan wasn’t even looking at the maid I was working on, which was good. This woman, above all others, was dangerous or would be when I was done. Of course if Threscia was here, this would probably be easy, but—oh yeah!
I then told him about Threscia. I didn’t go into everything, mainly because I knew she wouldn't want me to but I told him about the danger.
But before he could react, Yugius had re-entered the room.
“Er, sirs,” Yugius said, setting our clothes aside. “I thought that you might enjoy a sample of the former master’s collection.” With that, he placed a floating tray into the water and poured us both a drink in what looked like a teacup without a handle. “Please do be careful, it can be a bit warm.”
I picked up the glass and smelled it. It had floral hints, but the overall smell was alcohol. I raised my eyebrow to Yugius who just nodded in response.
“Can I?” Athan asked, showing his maturity by asking first.
I wasn’t sure of how to equate goblin years to human ones but with this dainty amount of liquor it shouldn’t be a problem.
“Got for it, but take it slow. Something like this should be savored for flavor, not shot back like a burden.” I said, using old Therosian diction for no reason.
I took a small sip and gently savored it before swallowing. It had a sweetness that only a strong spirit would have, but it’s fruity notes brought it to a new level.
Even Athan, who probably only had a few stolen sips of necromancer ale before, now sighed happily as he drank.
“So,” He said, looking glassy eyed after his tiny drink. “Big sis is freaky.”
“That’s not the point!” I said, setting my tiny cup on the maid’s stomach as I finished.
Oddly enough Yugius tried to refill it but I held my hand up. “Though it was delicious, I can’t become intoxicated, so there’s no point. Save the rest for later, if we have a game night, I'm sure this'll be a big hit.”
I can’t get drunk by beverages alone, instead I’d have to think something like. ‘Calming Effect!’
Somehow, everything became a little more entertaining and—shit! I’d accidentally used the calming effect.
Athan tottered in the water, bracing his back against the corner of the bath. “Ladies are scary, is that what you mean?”
“Yeah, wait, no...what? No, I was trying to say, that everything is a struggle and that when you take on a new mate, you're also accepting their faults. You can’t just take someone in for a dumb reason like more sex. You need to understand them and what they want. It’s all give and take, and the more people you bring in, the more you need to give.”
Athan nodded, his face reddening as he sipped his second serving. “Belairia seems hot.”
I closed my eyes and turned around, tapping my tiny cup until Yugius refilled it.
“Son?”
“Yeah,” he said, belching.
“Do you have a deathwish?”
He seemed to sober up a bit. “Huh?”
I told him about Belairia, how her own strength and recklessness had hurt her and others a few times now. I also told him about that one night when she was brazen enough to challenge Liz and how she creeps around my bedroom at night, peeking in through my door with bloodshot eyes.
He opened his mouth to say something, then drank instead.
I read between the lines. Celairia (Lil’sis) and Belairia were sisters, they didn’t have the same features that the humans in this region did. It wasn’t enough that I’d say they were a different species but they were definitely a different race. Though Lil’sis had cream-white skin, Belairia had a skin tone kissed by the sun and was so dark that no one would call her Therossian.
Perhaps that was the appeal to him. They were both seen as exotic, a trait that was coveted by goblins who only wanted to strengthen their tribe by diversifying their genepool.
“Have you talked to any drow women?” I asked him.
“D-row… Dr-ow?” He asked, tilting his head.
“Dark elves, the tall, skinny, pointy eared ladies with a skin tone like ours.”
He held up his tiny cup again as Yugius refilled it. Athan dipped his head in gratitude then sipped it again, a single tear in his eye.
“Dad?”
“What is it, my boy?”
“Can you mend an arrow wound?”
He turned around and I understood immediately. Both the Elves and the Drow had been fighting with each other up until Rossereth reduced them to bleeding lumps of flesh. And with Athan’s amazing anti-luck, that was when he’d tried to approach them. Due to his skill, he wasn’t killed but… “So you got a few pricks in your butt. Why didn’t you go see Healer or Leera?”
“Like I’m going to let some girly man or my mother look at my ass!”
“Oh, so you prefer a manly man with muscles staring at your bungus.”
“Yeah!” Athan froze, his whole body going stiff.
“Relax son, I was just kidding and poof, all mended. Next time go to Healer, he won’t mind such things, in fact, I don’t think he minds anything at all. As far as not going to Leera though, I can understand that, she’d have to blow on your booty with icy winds. But she is your original mother and we all love you. Her more than most, because she recognized you, even without her memories, she went into full mommy mode back when you invaded our cave and almost killed your ex-father, Lina.”
Athan quickly sat back down and as Yugius stooped to refill his glass. Athan grabbed the bottle and began to chug it. “My ex-dad’s fucking adorable now! And, I tried to kill him, her…” Athan’s face became distorted as he ugly cried. “I just...whatever happened to that poor bear you made?”
What did happen to that tiny hairless bear I made?
I cleared my throat as I finished my work on the most dangerous maid of all time and restored her. I whispered a simple request into her ear and waived as she vanished.
“Lina is a pure person and she loves you. She didn’t die, and you even have a cute little brother now. You acted just like they taught you, so how could they feel anything but pride. Even I was touched by your emotions. The guy that killed you, yeah, I sawed him in half, slowly. From the moment I knew who you were, you became my son and I would do anything for you.”
Athan began to cry, just like he did so long ago in my cave. But it wouldn’t be an understatement to say that he was the main reason I’d saved his people. His pulling sensation guided me to the goblin village. Without that, I might have taken my time, and they would’ve suffered more.
“Come here, boy.” I said as I slapped him on the back. “Yugius, coffee please!”
Yugius tilted his head and I was forced to try my best to come up with this world’s version of coffee. I settled on steeped, caffeinated, emulsion. What Yugius brought was a sludgy concoction that was like a scottish beer mixed with a thick tea.
I sampled it to make sure it was fine, then handed it to Athan. He gagged a bit, but drank it down regardless.
After that I said my goodbyes.
I took the clothes that were prepared for me and spread my mana wings. I leapt out a window, gliding down to the now barren battlefield. I found the gate and walked through it, back to the Dark Academy.
The zombie room was mostly empty now, except for a few goblin children and hoards of imps. From the rhythmic sound of Blue’s smithy in the background along with the delicious scent of charred humans, I quickly realized the state this place was in.
I wasn’t a toucan, so I didn’t follow my nose. Instead I asked an Imp where the heads were stored and followed it until a small gray thing caught my eye.
“Maria?” I said in pheromones.
“Daddy!” She replied waving her mandibles at me.
I picked her up, almost teary-eyed at her cuteness.
“Your...daughter?” Inanis said, her calm expression strained as she tried to understand how a large bug was my offspring.
“Yes, Maria is my daughter, one of a few. You got a problem with that, Ms. Lich?”
“N...no, I was just...surprised.” Despite my overreaction, Inanis still beamed at me, eager to see Maria.
I raised my palm up. “Maria, has mommy told you about how daddy keeps people inside him?”
“Huh,” Maria said, waving her mandibles in confusion. “Not now, daddy! I…” She kneaded her mandibles together, giving off a guilty feel. “I think I killed a guy.”
I sighed, relieved. “Oh, is that all.”
“Is—is that all!?” she said in pheromones, her mandible raised high. “How could you say that!? I killed a guy, daddy...I-I—”
“No worries, baby, just take me to his body.”
She guided me to a corpse covered in blood, piss and shit. All of Threscia and my children had her unique venom. All were able to kill a person with even a grazing wound.
I knelt by the poor guy, and took his soul as Maria spat apologies at me.
I searched his robes until I found a gemstone that matched the Earl’s.
“Maria, my beautiful, perfect daughter. You saved your sister from another mother and for that, you should feel no guilt.”
“But, daddy, he was—”
“Pure scum, baby. Do you feel guilty when you kill a plague-fly?”
“No, but—”
“This man was here to kill your sister, Aneeza.”
Maria closed her mandibles and shook in my palm.
I held her to my cheek. “Maria, my beautiful, pure Maria. You saved your sister, that’s an act of pure heroism but now’s not the time to celebrate. There’s at least one more here, so gather your brothers and sisters, we have another fly to kill.”
Maria leaped from my hand and used her webs to glide down to the floor before her many legs scampered off into the distance.
“Your daughter…” Inanis said. “Is cute!”
“Damn right she is, my kids are great, all of them.”
“You are...excited?”
“No, Inanis, I’m pissed.”
I interviewed the spy from the now fallen house of Capellius. I didn’t torture him, I didn’t coerce him, I just showed him the fate of his master.
Then, after he spilled his guts, figuratively of course. I rushed up the stairs, then, I rushed up the stairs, then— Rinse, wash repeat until I came to the right place.
“Hello class!” I said, as I walked in.
“God John—”
“Two-dong!”
“Uh...dad!?”
My eyes shot toward the last comment while I made mental notes about the second ones.
A girl in a custom-made black robe sat tight, pulling her hood over her face.
“Lil—”
“Why are you here?” The teacher interrupted.
“For this,” I said as I tossed a gem onto his desk. “Apparently it's a magical device that identifies people who are about to die! Isn’t that great kids!”
All but four of them clapped. I ignored the fact that Lil’sis was one of them.
“Marvelous, I’ll just hold onto—” The teacher said, reaching out for it.
“But that’s not all, kids, apparently, you need a special crystal to identify the other ones.”
Without me asking her, Lil’sis had already readied her mace in one hand and Liz’s staff in the other.
I grabbed the Earl’s gemstone on the teacher’s desk as he whispered something.
He slammed his fist into his chest then backed away slowly, carefully trying to make his way around the room.
I held my hand up to stop Lil’sis from unleashing her spells and just sort of watched the teacher as he slowly maneuvered around me.
“So,” I started. “I bet you think you’re invisible.”
He sneered, but remained focused on escaping.
“Alright, kids, point to your teacher!”
Most of them pointed at him and he froze, his once crafty eyes, now filled with dread as he looked up at me finally realizing the situation he was in.
I nodded at him for a moment, then stopped his heart as I caught his body. “Okay class, free study period, your teacher seems a little under the weather, so I’ll just help him to his quarters.”
They sighed and pulled out their tomes as I carried the teacher into the hallway.
“What the void was that about?” Lil’sis said, following behind me. Still clutching her mace and Liz’s staff.
I tossed the three gems to her, or at her rather, because I forgot she had both hands full. “Really…” She said in a deadpan voice as the gems bounced off her and hit the floor.
She sighed and hung Liz’s staff on her back and her mace on her waist.
“Maybe it’s be best if we walk while we talk.” I said, while using soulsteal. I tossed the ex-teacher’s body into my storage and opened the small gate to the reliquary.
We stepped through and I caught Darionis napping in an oversized chair.
I caught Lil’sis up on what almost happened and her eyes grew wild with anger.
“Again!” She yelled, causing Darionis to jump. “We can’t trust anyone! Why won’t they leave us alone… I-I was finally—”
I hugged her, pushing her hood back. “I know…” I ran my fingers through her thick fluffy hair. “Someday, we’ll be safe. I promise you.”
I don’t know what face I was making but from Lil’sis’s reaction, it must have been a bad one.
I know that the Earl didn’t activate the gem, but he wasn’t just bluffing. The reality of it was clear now. There really were people planted here. I doubt the one in the zombie room was on their way to kill Aneeza, it’s more likely that his invisibility just stopped when I freed Inanis.
He probably surprised Maria who bit him by instinct. I mean that’s the most logical answer here since the other one was still teaching class like normal.
As if trying to break me out of my thoughts Lil’sis hugged me tightly and I was reminded about why I didn’t hug these sisters as my spine separated and my ribs cracked.
“I trust you.” She said, finally loosening her grip and allowing me to mend myself. “People are scum, all of them but us. My mothers, my brothers and my sisters...you. I’ll never trust anyone else.”
I gently soothed her as I let her vent about all the evils of the world. Apparently, she really liked that teacher. He’d validated her skill, and even guided her down the path of enchanting. But, she didn’t hesitate to draw her weapons against him when it became clear what side he was on. Just like what she’d done to her own parents back in Riverbrook, she never hesitated to kill an enemy.
Lil’sis was just a teenager, but unlike the others, I never talked down to her. She had the resolve to kill and that worried me. What Thads had done, had affected everyone in different ways. For Lil’sis, those effects became clearer. She couldn’t trust people and she had a very black and white view of the world. In that way, she’s a lot like me.
“—and then there’s these bimbos that think they’re special. They cried when I told them their family is probably dead by now…”
“And then what happened?” I asked.
“Heh—”
It doesn’t matter who your family is, you need to accept them. But Lil’sis might be headed down the same road as Eunice, taking flesh golems as partners and making bad deals with gods for power.
“Wait,” she said, carefully removing my hand from her head. “Is that a Lapis Caminus?”
“A whosit-whatsit?”
She looked up at me with pity in her eyes, shaking her head then took the three stones and placed them down on Darionis’ mat-thing and began to chant.
Symbols formed on the gemstones and the area around the mat filled with runes.
“Dad,” She said. “Do you want to see something interesting?”
“Um, sure?”
She leveled Liz’s staff at the Earl’s stone and grinned an ear to ear smile as she chanted in a creepy voice.
The other two stones began to glow with an ominous blue light and as she finished her chant, they were encased in ice.
She stumbled back and I caught her before she fell. “Sorry,” she said, breathing heavily. “I don’t have Aunty Liz’s mana or affinity...but this should make things easier for you.”
I realized my mistake. I’d made her, similar to how I’d made Belairia but Lil’sis wasn’t specializing as a fighter. I gave her two more hearts, one for storage and one for gathering. Now her capacity should be similar to Liz’s.
I used Mana Transfer and she perked right up. Not that the word perky could ever be applied to her.
“Just find the statues,” She said, with a grim smile. “I’ll wait here, it’s not like I have class anymore…”
I patted her head. “I think you’re pretty damned classy.”
She shoved me away, smirking. “And I think you’re embarrassing…”
I looked around for Darionis, only to see the points of his crown peaking up behind his chair. “Take care of her and help her with whatever she wants to learn. Also, stop hiding, I already caught you sleeping.”
“Your...daughter?” The goddess of void said. “Strong…”
I smiled as I tracked down the Earl’s frozen spies. It was like the world's worst easter-egg hunt. Luckily, Threscia, Maria and the rest helped me. Of course, Barz came running at me red-faced after a while and I had to explain everything again.
I figured it was just two spies, but no we found seven, and that just the ones in the Dark academy. Who knows where the rest were, or how many of them were innocent. I just hoped that the Earl’s gem was targeted to the dark academy and not to the maids or Yugius.
We finally finished at some point in the late afternoon and I kept my promise to Inanis. It wasn’t hard because I wanted to make sure all my children were okay.
Slater was walking now and had Lina trained. It’s not a rare sight for children to do this, especially if it’s the first child and to Lina and I who already lost one… Yeah, Slater is special.
“How can you...understand him?” Inanis asked.
“Body-language, the look in his eyes and the fact he’s my son.”
“But…”
Next, I checked on Aneeza, who was disturbingly hitting the crotch of a straw dummy with a wooden staff. Ah, goblins grow up so fast!
What surprised me was that Wendy was also there, and her teacher was Eve…
My hands began to shake as I used Soulsteal and Eve’s body crumpled like a ragdoll.
“What the fuck!?” Wendy said, letting a red liquid fall from her palm. “Poppa!? Why—”
“Eve uses children, she raised and sacrificed—”
I dissolved a blood arrow right before it hit my chest.
“You FUCKER! Bring her back!!” Sid said, his bloody bow raised to fire again.
“Go right ahead and shoot. I beat you before I had the blood affinity, do you think it’ll go better now?”
“I’ll rip your fu—”
I condensed Sid into a ball.
“Stop, Poppa, don’t hurt them!”
Seeing Wendy’s crying face, killed me inside.
“Why were you with them?” I said, a little colder than intended. “They… Do you even know who they killed, or tormented. The both of them are—”
“Then why the shit did you bring them back, you cock-gargler?” She said, banging her tiny fists against my waist.
That’s a new one.
“They were teaching me!”
“If they said anything about cults or Rossereth, then I’ll let her judge them. They—”
“I asked them to teach me!!” Wendy said, looking up at me with a quivering lip.
I closed my eyes for a long moment as Wendy began to sob.
Aneeza joined us followed by a Ballbreaker.
Ballbreaker began to peak, “he wouldn’t hurt them, unless they—”
“I know..” Wendy said, “But it’s my fault they got hurt. If I hadn’t asked those fuckers to teach me then...then...”
Ohhh...now I feel like an ass.
I re-instilled Eve’s soul back into her soul prison, then released Sid.
As Eva was coming to, I sat behind her and waived her arms around. “See, I’m fine!” I said in falsetto.
They all just stared at me until Eve got back to her feet and helped Sid up.
“Are you okay?” Wendy asked them and they nodded.
“I thought I told the two of you to stay far away from me and my family or I would end you. Now what kind of crap did you try to fill her mind with?”
“Nothing,” Eve said, propping Sid up. “I only wanted to teach her.”
Sid started to say something then realized he didn’t have a mouth anymore.
“Just so you both know, there’s a very painful place in Rossereth’s realm for corrupters and that’s only after I’m through with you. You think you know pain and suffering? I will break your very soul until it’s—”
“Stop...please stop, Poppa…” Wendy said, clinging to me.
I exhaled a thick gout of fog and looked at Sid, who immediately looked away. I guess he remembers his time in the abyss.
“They weren’t doing anything bad, I was with them the whole time.” Ballbreaker said, leaning on her staff. “Wendy is my niece now, and you already know I’m not going to pull any punches when protecting my family.”
I allowed Sid’s mouth to reform and pulled out Eve’s soul-prison, infusing her soul directly into her body.
“Wha-what did you,” she said, in a worried voice.
I tossed her soul-prison to her. “Keep it as a souvenir and as an apology. If the only person with a worse nickname than me vouches for you, then for now, I’ll trust you.”
“T-thank you,” Eve bagan. “After Nexializ’s—”
I grabbed her face and squeezed until her bones began to give and she clawed at my wrist. “You are not allowed to say her name.” As I released her, I mended the injuries I’d caused.
“After her funeral.” Eve continued, her eyes fixed on me. “I realized that I wanted to help, to teach like she did.”
“Well, those shoes are far too large to fill, and there are four of them. So you better work your bony ass to bone and if I hear even an utterance of your gospel, then you know what will happen.”
“Thank you, Poppa…” Wendy said, still crying. Which somehow made Aneeza cry as well.
I bent down and scooped them both up. Damn, I feel like a bad person now.
I checked Wendy, to make sure her venom was no longer in her tears or sweat. And nodded to myself as I hugged them both until they stopped crying.
I sat them both down and ruffled their hair even though Azeena now sported a side-braid like Ballbreaker. I wasn’t sure what that meant as goblins in their original forms didn’t really have enough hair to braid.
But rather than asking about it, I held my hand out to Ballbreaker. She just looked at me with a puzzled expression until I grabbed her hand and squeezed it. “Keep up the good work.”
She nodded, her eyes hungry as Wendy dragged me off to show me what she’d learned. She called it blood-letting.
It was apparently a method with an extremely dark backstory which to my surprise, Eve was up front about.
It was the spell she taught to her ‘daughters’ who were to be sacrificed but in Wendy’s case it was a deadly weapon. All it did was allow the user to expel their blood though even the smallest of cuts.
That’s it, that’s all it did.
It was even more basic than Exsanguinate which to my knowledge was the first level of blood magic.
Of course as a channeler, I could freely manipulate blood at the cost of mana, so I didn’t benefit from learning spells. Even the three dark spells I got from Bob ver. 1 were not needed. They were more or less ideas that I put into practice.
But Wendy wasn’t my flesh and blood daughter, so I wasn’t sure that channeling would be the best path for her and even if it was, then knowing the spells would still help her form a strong mental image of what she wanted.
However the thing Wendy seemed to be learning the fastest came from Sid. I’m guessing that with her current vocabulary, she could make a sailor cringe.
Inanis praised my daughters, though she seemed a little concerned about Aneeza’s black tears. Knowing what I know, it just means that she’s also connected to the dark god but I don’t think there’s anything malicious there. I feel like it’s just the dark god, protecting her.
Perhaps it also loves my children or more likely they aren’t just mine, they’re ours.
I haven’t seen Slater cry yet, at least not truly but I bet those tears of his are black as well.
After that, I visited Rosey and her little siblings in their new house beside the forest where the former residents of Riverbrook had mostly rebuilt their community.
After talking with her for a while, I learned that there wasn’t a lot of wild game to hunt here other than rabbits. Somehow, I doubted her definition of rabbit and mine were the same so I had her show me one.
It looked very similar to the ones I used to make Caroline’s body way back when but it had a few notable differences like fangs.
I guess the abundance of these creatures can be traced back to necromancers not being the outdoor sort.
So, after playing with Rosey and her siblings, I found the closest hunting stand and asked about how they were finding the rabbits. It turns out that I hadn’t given the hunters enough credit. They weren’t just hunting them, they’d made a cage around their warren and were tossing in some of Fura’s vegetables to keep them happy and reproducing.
And to my complete and utter shock, Fura had established a huge garden which produced a staggering amount of those potato-like root vegetables. Tubers? I guess that’s the best description for them.
I really don’t pay her enough attention, even though I arguably went through the most for her. It’s true I may not love her, like I do Leera and Lina but she’s earned my respect now and I can honestly say that when she’s being honest, she’s a woman that I dote on.
Hopefully the Dark Academy will be able to become self sufficient soon now that the bulk of my army is in Therograd.
Feeling a bit tired, I spread my mana wings and flew up to one of the spires on the dark academy. A lot had happened in the past 24 hours and all that mental fatigue hit me like a tonne of bricks, making me long for solitude and peace. Two things Inanis gave me but there was a bittersweet tone to our time together because I knew she wouldn’t be staying with me. Soon, she’d be asking me to fulfill her desire to cease.
I fleshcrafted my arm around the spire and focused on my presence in the soulscape as she gestured for me to lay my head in her lap and we watched the sunset together.
“Tell me,” She started in her slow deliberate way. “About your worries.”
I unloaded on her, much like Lil’sis had unloaded on me.
“I thought he was bluffing, but he wasn’t, then—”
More and more my fears, my regrets and my worries spilled from me but she never stopped listening until I had no more to say. So we watched the sunset and she nodded.
“Now...it’s...time.” She said, smiling down at me warmly.
“I-I don’t—”
“You...must. I...need you to. It is...why I was born.”
“No! Don’t make me kill another person I care for.”
“This isn’t...death, and you...never asked me any...questions. So...you were...already prepared...for this.”
I sat up and she dried my spectral tears on her purple robe, smiling sweetly at me.
I can’t even imagine the monsters who would bind someone as sweet and giving as her. Theressa, I will end you!
I already knew a massive amount of things about Inanis. Her robes, Rossereth’s memories, the dark elves. The golden army, I knew, I’d already pieced it together, even the ability that allowed the invisibility spell to work on certain people.
I shook my head as I looked into her oversized purple eyes and she reached out a frail hand to my face. “Your...duty.”
“I don’t have to consume you, I have a special stomach.”
The almost musical tone of her laughter made me smile, but it made what I had to do that much harder. If Inanis only knew what she was asking of me. I’d been through this with Liz, and Inanis’s resemblance to Mors was also a factor. She was basically asking me to deny my own sense of right and wrong while reliving some of my worst memories. She was asking me to give up the last vestiges of my humanity.
She stood up for the first time, and I noticed just how tall she really was. She let her robes drop and put her arms behind her back, entwining them. “Only benefit...of my...form.” She said, smiling at me again.
I looked at her nude and vulnerable body, so ethereal and strange. To call her beautiful would be a strange understatement. Because she didn’t have human beauty, her breasts were small, but well formed and her hips were narrow. But her other features shined, her hip bones, her ribs, her whole skeletal structure was perfect and somehow I knew that this was her race’s natural state.
She was so delicate, yet so strong. A person I would never see again.
I stood up and pulled her down into my lap as she kept her arms behind her. “Are you sure?” I asked again, more for me than for her.
Her long elegant legs wrapped around me. “Yes...I’m...ready. Thank you...for today.”
I kissed her for a while, a practice that she seemed to understand as she kissed back.
I raised her up and she took me in slowly arching her back as she released a sweet moan.
I took her nipple into my mouth and quivered as her sex met the base of my twins. She uncoiled her arms from behind her back and held me to her chest as we moved together, her wispy hair falling over my shoulders as she moaned into my ear.
I softly suckled her as we sat there for a while savoring the feeling of our unity. Sex with a goddess, isn’t just physical, it’s so much more. It’s a two-way link, where we share each and every part of ourselves with each other. But this time wasn’t like the time with Rossereth, it wasn’t sharing. I was taking her inside me but not just consuming her. Instead, it felt good, like something was returning to where it needed to be.
Even through the immense pleasure we both felt, I began to drift away as Inanis essence flowed into me.




Chapter 22: Cryptic memories - Inanis
I was a baby, opening my eyes for the first time but that was only physically. I knew something was strange, not just because of my tiny hands but because I remember dying before. I was a queen, the last born daughter of my dying race. So how did I end up here, as an infant?
A dark haired woman gasped at me covering her mouth with her bloodied hands before she wrapped me in a cloth and handed me to an albino woman who smiled at me with pride.
I knew immediately that this white skinned woman was my mother by the way I felt safe in her arms.
It would be the last time I would ever feel that way as the doors were kicked open and men in robes charged in. They killed the dark-haired woman before ripping me from my mother’s embrace. The last words I heard from her were her screams as she gagged on her own blood.
Years passed, and I was now five years old. The robed men kept me locked away. They made me read and recite words from a bastardized text not knowing that I was the one who wrote the original.
Every now and then, I’d hear them speak in words they didn’t think I could understand but it was a slang filled version of my people’s language.
Over the next few years, I began to piece things together from the fragments of their conversations.
My empire had fallen, my people were extinct and I was the result of a taboo ritual to resurrect a vessel for the Void god.
My mother wasn’t in on it, even though she’d been used to deliver me. She was enticed into marriage with some cultist, bred on an altar and finally sacrificed, to ensure the ritual took.
On my tenth birthday, they came again. This time, they tied me down, and cut my chest, painstakingly chiseling something into my bones. I didn’t fight them because there was no hate in their eyes and I felt no pain.
Though I was still upset about what they’d done to my mother, I’d learned about their desperation and their devotion. I could feel them all now, they glowed to me, like stars in the night sky and when they were done, they prostrated themselves before me as the ones who’d cut me, they held their daggers to their own throats.
“Void be praised!” They yelled, before ending their lives in recompense for their actions.
Apparently this wasn’t an isolated incidence. The ones who’d killed my mother along with the ones who took me had done the same right after their deeds were finished.
Their devotion was unquestionable, even though they knew that their actions were extreme. But to save the people they loved, they committed evil acts and ended themselves to pay for their crimes.
This ritual had ended my imprisonment and they now let me go wherever I wished though they were never far away.
So for the first time, I saw my kingdom, the same one I’d died in but now it was in squalor. The people were sleeping in their own filth and my race had vanished.
Years passed as I tried my best to institute agricultural and economic changes but we had many enemies. At some point, others had conquered this place and now we were denied the right to have a military, add to that heavy taxation that rose every time we produced crops and we were fighting a losing battle.
Even though I was a peaceful person, we were in an impossible situation. So many other nations had staked claims, taxes and embargos on us that we weren’t able to export any products even though our craftsmen were skilled. Conquest was the only option left and we weren’t strong enough to conquer a nation.
So we declared war on the tribal people in order to take their land and expand our farms, secretly.
We didn’t have warriors but we did have armor and weapon smiths and I had my blessings, one of my divine powers that I could lend them. However, even though I was worshipped like one, I wasn’t a goddess and there was a rumor that the elven folke followed a living blood goddess.
So, I delayed our plans for twenty years, opening up an underground greenhouse, powered by light enhancing crystals while I agreed to become our future strength by producing offspring.
The whole thing always happened like a ritual. There was no love or romance involved, and after it was done, I saw their light vanish. Even when I didn’t want them to, they all sacrificed their lives after our time together.
I wanted to tell them that I’d had an emperor and I was no stranger to sex, but they wouldn’t listen. They always felt like they were taking from me, and paid with their lives for the privilege.
As I began to recognize myself and my current body matched my previous one, I took on many mates and had many children. Far more than my race was normally capable of. But each one was taken from me the moment they could eat solid food.
And so, my sanity waned after a while, my closest confidants and my attendants began to commit suicide, pledging themselves to the void. All while my sons and daughters were trained to fight in secret and my people continued to starve under tyranny.
Five years later, I was older and I lost my connection to the living. I had no tether to reality anymore. My children were all taken from me, my husbands all dead and those closest to me had committed themselves to the void.
That was when I began to fear the sound of my own voice, or rather, the power it had. So I began to ponder every word I said, terrified of what result it might bring.
I also pushed everyone away, because I knew by now that if they got too close, they would take their own lives.
Finally, I met my children again and blessed them with the gift of Void. Their weapons could cut anything, their armor would withstand most blows and they could turn invisible.
But even though I was proud of them, I was saddened because they didn’t seem real. Their emotions were wrong, distorted and honed with the intent to kill. It was like they never learned how to be human.
This isn’t how I wanted my children to be...
Of course, our army wasn’t just made up of my children, it was everyone’s children, mainly first sons. The only women were my daughters, but their eyes were just as empty and just like my sons they didn’t even recognize me.
I wept as I sent them out to slaughter the peaceful elves. But they had the land we needed, and to live we had to kill.
To my sons and daughters, I bestowed a second gift. The gift of a second life if they should fall.
A few months passed and news of a partial defeat reached us, but I already knew about it, having seen so many lights of devotion vanish in an instant. But our efforts had borne fruit, we now had untamed wilds to farm in and many of my sons had claimed wives.
Even with that miniscule amount of farmland and wood, we were able to improve our lifestyle and live on for another forty years. But, I felt the cries of the conquered, because they were also my followers. Being a queen and being a goddess were stations that were at war with each other, so I gave up. I took in as many husbands as I could knowing their fates and I guided my people as best I could. Then, I lost myself bit by bit with each year that passed.
I became delusional, seeing the degraded halls as the gold lined ones of my previous life. Then, after my people had fallen into ruin, a gold clad army took me.
They put me somewhere dark and cold, locking me in without food or water. I read the book in the room with me, it described a funny ritual and I was reminded of my first five years as I recited it to the guards.
They placed a cushion for me to sit on and promised that if I performed the ritual correctly they'd spare my remaining sons and daughters.
So with a gripping dread deep in my chest, I performed the rites that I knew would kill me and said a single prayer to a god far older than me. The god that we worshiped in my previous life.
Then my vision went white, and everything stopped as someone hung a golden symbol around my neck.
I was vaguely aware of my fleshless form and of my followers as they died out, replaced by some golden...thing. I felt my empire fall, and my descendants scatter. Then, I only had brief glimpses of consciousness as my magic was repeatedly invoked without my consent.
That was until I saw him, standing like an unbroken bastion of hate. He easily dismantled the containment circle before summoning a minion to free me from the golden prison. He held my degraded body, and ended my suffering as his tears touched me, letting me know that he was the one, our people’s source, the beginning of it all. He was the god we worshipped back in my original life. He created us, and gave us our kingdom, and now he’s finally here to collect.
I need to tell him everything, but it’s been so long since I’ve spoken to anyone. I don’t want to offend him. He needs to know, and I feel like he’ll listen but I can’t speak anymore... No, I’ve already lived two long lifetimes, I’m tired now. I don’t want to live again, I don’t want people to die for me.
It’s better if I give myself to him. I made up my mind gathering the last bits of my resolve...but he’s strange, he wants to show me the sky.
Ah, it’s like the stories I remember from my first childhood. The darkness welcomes all and cries for us when we can’t. The dark god is a selfless god, a being that doesn’t need devotion. How nice, he’s free of burden. But he cries, why is he crying, he doesn’t even know me.
In his presence, I am helpless. I love him, though I don’t know him. Is that who he is? Does he weep for everyone?
I tried to talk to him, but talking is hard now. I can't even say how long it’s been since I tried to talk to someone, somehow, worlessly, he seems to understand me. But his face is a mask of sadness.
We watched the moon, a sight I never thought I’d see again and somehow it was the most beautiful sight I’d ever seen. He fell asleep as we sat silently, trusting me with his soul. Normally as another god, I would see this as weakness, but his soul was endless. If we joined together, then I would be drowned by the darkness, my soul and my godhood being but a single drop in an endless ocean.
I couldn’t bring myself to force or harm him. I’d suffered, and by my mere existence, others had suffered. I killed many, and still lived long after I should've died. I’d been praying all this time for someone to end my suffering, and this man, trusting me with his soul, was the one I’d been waiting for.
He didn’t see me as an empress, a goddess, or a powersource. He looked at me with empathy, he saw me as a woman and even requested permission to examine my bones.
He played with me, flirting as he took my remains into himself. A precursor for what was to come. I’d requested to see his children because I wanted confirmation about the man I’d be giving myself to.
He showed me his son, and at the same time, his silly side as anyone who’d observed him before would know that he didn’t need to see or touch a person’s body to change it.
Then again, he didn’t ask them to show their nethers either.
But I wouldn’t hold that against him, because even though he looked at each with a dirty mind he was also testing them to make sure that everything worked.
Everything flew by as he surprised me with one child after the next, he was connected to them all in a big way, rather they were blood related or not.
I’d willingly given my children away to save my people but he was the opposite: he'd sacrifice his people to save his children. No, he’d sacrifice the world for the ones he cared about. Indeed, he was selfish, but he cared for me...he didn’t want me to disappear.
He was greedy, but he had the power to make his claims a reality, so maybe he was realistic?
He engaged in a power dispute with another god’s followers only to call her name directly forcing me to plunge into his soul.
The elven blood goddess we faced had bowed to him, bestowing her affinity upon him. The same goddess who killed my young, now gave herself to John.
As I moved around his realm, I was guided by kind whispers and saw my descendants laughing and playing together as they stuffed themselves on fried meats.
I can feel his emotions; he’s so angry and so sad. Is this what the god my people once worshipped is now? Well, I don’t hate him. No, I’ve felt his soul through his tears. He’s so soft, so sweet. The darkness welcomes all, it asks for nothing yet it gives peace. When we want to rest, we invite the darkness in and he embodies it all. He soothes, kills and assuages everyone.
He delivers peace, even if that means forgiving his enemies.
And so, even though he cried for me a second time, I gave myself to him. Then with pleasure, I gave him one last gift…




Chapter 23: Losing And Winning - John
Though a new power coursed through my core, all I could do was weep. Inanis deserved to live but she wouldn’t let me bring her back. I now knew why, I knew everything about her, every thought she’d ever had, every regret from her second life on. The woman who was Inanis had now become a part of me. And though I realized I shouldn’t feel sad, that was all I felt.
Even though our time together was brief, she was exactly the person I needed. She was a giving, peaceful soul and I’d snuffed her light out from the world. Now, no one would ever know her again.
I—
“Master, are you alright?” A small fairy asked, curtseying to me with a soft smile.
“No, Mors, I’m…”
It took several minutes for me to look up again as my tears ran free and my snot did it’s best to catch up.
To call me a blubbering mess would be a drastic understatement. Most of the rest of the night was spent with me sobbing, regretting a loss and celebrating a return.
I abused the hell out of the calming effect, delighted when Mors warned me to stop. Then, at some point I ended up in the woman’s dorms, cuddling with a furry woman, who denied me sex even though she invited me into her bed.
Sex still happened, though it was after both of us were mostly unconscious. I don’t remember it fully but I do remember that we both agreed not to breed. She was a woman I knew well, someone whom I cuddled with before. But I know for sure that I didn’t have feelings for her, other than protective ones.
“Dad!?” A familiar voice sounded, awakening me from my stupor as one of my twins throbbed, inside a new home.
“Uhh…” Oh shit! Oh shit! Oh shit!
I looked up at Lil’sis then down at the person I had a deathgrip on. Caroline was still snoozing, while drooling on my arm. She had an expression that was more peaceful than I’d ever seen on her and I was forced to close my eyes for a minute as Lil’sis scrutinized me.
“...Master, you—”
Hearing Mors’ voice, I immediately burst out in tears again as Caroline rolled over to comfort me. “Shhh…”
Lil’sis made a wry face as she quickly hid her tiny bra and sidestepped out of the room.
“Master, y—”
I burst out in tears again and Caroline slapped me like an alarm clock as she slid her hips closer to mine, using me like a body pillow.
I abused the calming effect again as I closed my eyes.
“Mors?”
“Yes, Master?”
I ugly cried as I shrunk down to her size within the soulscape. “Mooors…”
I pressed my face into her marshmallowy thighs and she soothed me, crying for my sake as she spoke. “I’m back, even though I never left.”
As I looked up at her, I froze. Her tears were gray now. So this is Inanis’s gift…
I don’t know if I’ll ever be okay again. Loss after loss, three women have died for me now, and one brought another one back.
“Master, she’s here. She and I matched, so she became a part of me. All that she was is inside me. She isn’t lost, she’s here a part of me now.”
I spent the next three hours sobbing softly as Carolin held me tight. After the first thirty minutes, it was clear that she was awake but she still comforted me under the veil of unconsciousness.
As time passed, I started to remember a few things from last night. I was destroyed by my actions and too ashamed to face my mates. I also thought I was delusional because I was hearing Mors’ voice again. Then my grief-addled mind just wanted someone to sleep with. Not sex, I just wanted to be spoiled by someone, without judgement.
So I searched for Caroline, she wasn’t a mate, but she also wasn’t opposed to snuggling. Then, spooning became forking and I never asked who her roommate was. Turns out that the people who enter the Dark Academy at the same time often get paired together, so I guess my daughter caught a bit of what happened.
Now I’m in a strange situation.
“It’s okay, Master, she enjoyed it!” Mors said, her voice reducing me to tears again.
Caroline cuddled against me, and I held her close. “I’m sorry Carol, but will you stay like this for a while?”
She reached her paw back and moved my hand to her waist, wordlessly inviting me to hold her tighter.
We had a strange relationship ever since I’d saved her from the gray realm. In soul form, we’d already cuddled in the theatre. The hell is platonic cuddling!? It certainly wasn’t what happened last night nor what almost happened this morning.
Suddenly my sadness broke away and guilt took its place.
“Mors, please tell me I didn’t force her.”
Mors seemed delighted that I wasn’t sobbing anymore. “No, not intentionally.”
“The hell does that mean? How does one unintentionally force someone?”
“Umm…” Mors began, unable to meet my eyes. “Um… you know, when you both go to sleep without clothes then, uh… I guess it’s both your faults.”
“And why the hell was I without clothes?”
“You tossed them from the spire, calling them a ‘man’s prison’ before you entered the woman’s dorms.”
“...and why was she without clothes!?”
“I don’t think she wears anything but a robe since her fur covers her nethers normally. But when she sleeps she doesn’t wear anything, I think…”
The mix of emotions I was feeling were overwhelming. Inanis had given herself to Mors’ remnants and I’d streaked the dorms until Caroline had taken me in. Then she really took me in, as we accidentally…damn. And she’s Lil’sis’ roommate.
“Aren’t you going to miss class?” I asked as Caroline pretended to snore.
How can I tell she's faking? Fleshcrafting.
“Master, who are you speaking to?”
“Oh god, Mors, I had to do something after you…left.”
“I didn’t leave you, I’ve always been here, I just didn’t have the power to reach you. The god of souls took all your most powerful souls, the same ones that allowed me to form myself.”
I began to sob again as Caroline put her leg over my hips and kissed my upper twin with her wetness.
My tears dried as I accepted my duty as a man and rolled her onto her back, mounting her.
For whatever reason, she continued to pretend to be asleep as I began to press into her. I whispered sweet nothings into her rabbit-like ear as I nibbled it, causing her face to heat up. She gave up her act and smiled at me locking her legs around me, inviting me in deeper.
I held the sides of her face and kissed her as I thrust my hips, breaking the bonds of friendship. But the real shocker was that her lower hole invited me as well. I wanted to ask her if that was her preference, but as Mors giggled I already knew the answer.
She raised her thick powerful legs, resting them on my shoulders as her hands caressed my neck.
“Do you really want this?” I asked, feeling her twitch.
“Fuck me, use me until you don’t care anymore,” was her response.
I did algebra in my head to avoid finishing before her but from the wetness under us, I already knew that I’d failed before. Or maybe succeeded?
Either way, as I plowed into her, I felt a strange sensation. Maybe it was because of everything that’d happened the night before or more likely because we were friends, either way doing this with her seemed dirtier. But at the same time, it felt right. She knew who I was before this world, and still accepted me.
I struggled to last, so I kissed her to distract my mind but damn was she a good kisser. Her tongue entered my mouth as mine entered her’s and when she pulled away she sucked on my bottom lip sending shivers down my spine.
A hare’s breath later, she cried out, her muscles squeezing my base as she bucked against me, sending me over the edge. My orgasm started the moment her’s was ending and somehow, me filling her made her start all over again.
It was a beautiful cycle that lasted for several breathless minutes until I separated from her and pulled her on top of me to rest.
I covered us back up as a chilly wind came from the window and we lay like that for a while, my twins finding their way back into their sheaths by Caroline’s skillful maneuvering.
As her muscles continued to clench around me, I filled her again and we lay gasping. I can’t even say how long it lasted, but I can say that even Nex couldn’t do this to me.
When it was finally done, she stretched her arms up, pressing her furry chest against mine, sighing happily.
“There’s no class today for me,” She said in ragged breaths. “My professor turned into an ice cube.”
I was still inside her, even though I was mostly flaccid. It was an amazing sensation, heightened by the fact that she continued to rock her hips slowly.
“Isn’t this bad” I asked, “ I mean you and me, doing—”
She pulled up a wooden board that hung from her bedpost and pointed at it.
“MB schedule… MoWeFrSu, LS. TuThSa, CL. Keepout!”
“Is this some sort of code?”
“No, it’s this world’s thursday. In other words, I want you to come in me...as a friend.”
And so for the next few hours, I cuddled the hell out of Caroline until we had to stop to eat and drink, then we cuddled again until our brains began to melt and I fell asleep inside her.
Then after a while, we really did cuddle. We also talked about a number of things. I explained why her professors wouldn’t be back and she arched her hips turning my cucumbers into pickles.
It wasn’t as rowdy as it was before, instead it was comforting. No one but Leera had done this for me before and I wasn't exactly a follower of tantric practices. How do I describe it, it was sweet and it took my mind off of everything else.
I’ve never spent time like this, casually discussing things while embracing someone.
It was basically a spiritual moment that tossed aside all notions of dating while still allowing us to connect. She was an amazing cuddler, and by the time it was over, I left with a smile on my face.
“Manslut…”
“Huh?” I turned to see a robed person enter the room and remembered several things I didn’t want to. I’ll have to apologize to Lil’sis later but Caroline really helped me out there. 
Leera could’ve done the same, but for some reason, I didn’t want her to see me in my weakened state. She’d just now gotten to the point where she could smile freely and after the past day and a half, I realized that Caroline was extremely hardup for, er, nevermind, I’m a gentleman, so I’ll just say some bonding time.
“You did make her a demonic bunny woman, even though you knew she had a natural distrust of men, other than you. It’s hard to believe you're not doing this on purpose.” Mors said, pouting slightly.
I immediately burst out in tears again.
“Master…” Mors invoked the calming effect on me and I began to giggle.
“Heheha, aw yeah!!”
“No, Mast—”
I ran through the hallway and dived out the window, spreading my mana-wings suddenly...as I hit the ground.
“I’m sorry Master, was that too much?”
“It’s never enough, you pretty fairy lady…” I said as I opened the gate and crawled out onto a bloodsoaked battlefield before I was finished reforming.
I opened my storage to finish my restoring myself but as rune covered bone slipped out, I lost it.
I had sensations and senses, but everything seemed as if it was happening to someone else. My body had changed and the next sensation I felt was, flying? Woo, I’m...oof!
After that everything turned blurry until I woke up again and things started to clarify.
I couldn’t see, so I tried to wipe my eyes, but there was no physical sensation there. So I spread out my awareness and found my fragmented limbs. It didn’t take me long to mend them, but they were all wrong, pointed, distorted, horrible but undoubtedly mine.
As I reattached my limbs and my head, I reformed them back into their normal state and finally restored my heartbeat.
But why were my limbs so close? If something wanted to kill me then, did it just cut me up and leave, thinking I was dead?
My eyes snapped open as I gazed at the sky, reminded of Inanis. Physically, I might be fine, but mentally...I know I’m weak. My mind has shattered before, but this is different. I thought I was fine, I’m thankful to Caroline for buying me a moment of sanity but I’m sure I lost it right after.
Whatever emerged from that gate. The second I saw Inanis’s sternum; that thing was a monster so I somehow feel grateful to whatever it was that killed me.
I leaned back, flexing my arms as I stretched. Despite my nudity I was warm, and whatever I was laying on was warm as well, also furry.
“Heyya, Boss...” Bob muttered hoarsely.
“Ah, Bob… Bob!?”
“Sorry ‘bout yesterday, Boss, but I figured ya didn’t want ta kill yer own men, so I tossed ya. Then I figured ya didn’t want ta kill me so I tossed ya, then… Eh, ya get it, dontcha?”
“No, not really…” I reached up to pet him but felt a wet patch of fur. “B-Bob, did I—”
“Eh, ya might’ve scratched me.” He said with labored breaths.
I appraised his condition then mended him immediately. “Why’d you let me do this to you!?”
“Let is a strong word, Boss. I’m just glad ya didn’t use yer sexy burnt ladies and such.”
I held my head, trying my best to remember what happened, so I could make sense of my actions. But nothing, I didn’t remember a thing, I’d ask Mors but if I heard her voice again...
“Why did you go that far for me?” I asked Bob.
“Cause yer the Boss. You accepted me an’ all the me’s in each life. Yer the only one I’d die for, Boss. That’s why I call you, Boss.”
I began to laugh, but is laughter really what you’d call it? No, it was insanity, pure nothing expressed physically but still Bob laughed with me in a way that made me feel sane.
“Bob?”
“Yeah, Boss?”
“I love you man, even if you did rip me apart.”
Bob laughed. “Heh, no problems. So where to?”
“Blondies place, I really want to get back my legendary pants and sabatons. Also—”
“I gotcha, like Muffy always says, we’ll get there lickidy split!”
True to his word, whatever that was, we arrived there before nightfall and I reopened the gate so Bob could go tend to Bette.
“My goodness, Sir John!” Pamby said, venting steam from his back vents. “Please do come in. My word! Why are you nude!?”
“Uh, occupational hazard, nothing to worry about.”
“Well, please come right this way, sir, I’ll prepare a bath and provide you with—”
“No need, I just want the clothes I came in with. My pants and— ”
“Of course! They’ve been cleaned, maintained and oiled. For now, Sir, please relax. I’ll inform the Master you’re back.”
Given that I had time to kill, I changed my mind about a bath as I walked through the now silent main hall.
I nodded to the metal golems who were posing as statues as I climbed the insurmountable amount of stairs that led to the baths.
The Fitzjarls baths weren’t as grand as the purple guy’s or the Dark Academy but they were still fine in my opinion. So I showered again. I’d absorbed all the blood but the dirt from riding with Bob, along with all the bird poo and splattered bugs still remained.
I don’t care what world you're in, birds have the best butt-eye coordination of any creature. Once indicates a coincidence, twice is a probability and three or more times… Yeah, birds are assholes, Leera excluded.
I felt someone behind me, but from how they were walking I knew they were harmless so I ignored it. Communal bathing is normal in this world and I figured it might be Pamby bringing my clothes.
But as someone embraced me from behind, my physical senses heightened as I felt their hair on my back.
“M-Mr. Fitz—” I turned to see Blondie and relaxed immediately.
She slapped me, her mouth making a ^ shape. “D-did you really think that, I, was my father!?”
“No?” I said as I moved her long, naturally wavy hair back over her shoulders and invited her under the shower stream.
We showered together normally. After everything with Caroline, I wasn’t in the mood for more. so instead, I enjoyed seeing Blondie blushing as we washed each other.
For what it’s worth, I can tell she cares about me because her attraction was never that well hidden. But who knew she was this cute? Maybe it’s because we’ve mated once already but now, I can’t see her the same way that I used to.
“Winter might be here soon, so we should plan on—”
I nodded as she spoke, only hearing about half of it as I focused on her body, glistening from the water and… Wait, winter!?
“Hold up,” I said, removing my hands from her breasts. “What’s winter like here?”
She explained it as best she could and she might as well have been singing ‘Good King Wenceslas’ but, you know, without the good king… Basically, she was describing poor men dying in the cold because they had to travel so far to get even the most basic of things like dry wood. And that was just what she herself had seen from her window.
A cold shiver ran up my spine as I realized there was a hidden timeframe. I desperately needed to go north, but in the north, the winter was even worse. In fact, only the now destroyed southlands had a mild winter and this continent had some serious weather differences from my previous world.
Apparently, winter didn’t always happen, nor did fall. But now everyone but me knew that things were about to get colder. Suddenly, Therograd’s slaving practices made more sense. The nobles there were in a rush to stock up on as much food as possible so they could stand even the tiniest chance of survival. So, they gladly reduced their population as much as possible, designating thier criminals to work and die before winter hit.
Shit! I wasted too much time!
Seeing my face, Blondie tried to pull me down to her breasts but I resisted, so she settled on a kiss. Though the only kissing she knew was a simple peck, I held her for longer, pressing my lips into hers as she tensed up.
“Good Sir…” Pamby said from the doorway. “And, er, Mistress… I have brought your clothes as promised, cleaned, pressed and polished. Now, if you’ll excuse Old Pamby, I’ll take my leave. Ah, but please do promise that you’ll give me some fine new masters and mistresses to serve now that I won’t be dying any time soon.”
Though I tried to say something to him, the door was swiftly shut and he vanished as if he were never there.
I won’t describe what Blondie and I did after that except that I opened many new doors for her in a very short amount of time but I always kept it sweet. I did my best to move slowly and focused my all on her pleasure. She deserved that sort of love, something selfless. That was the only way she’d recover.
After I’d spent as much time with her as I could, we dressed and I stayed the night. The very next morning, I met with her father who also blushed at me which made me want to run but I stayed.
I filled him in on my intentions to invade the capital of Therross and he laughed. Initially I was taken aback by his reaction but after he pulled out a modern map, I began to understand his response.
Therross, was literally a full contenant away. It was like traveling from Florida to Alaska. If I took Bob, then I could probably make it, but Bob’s speed was entirely dependent on his ability to eat. His form of super speed burned away at his metabolism and his mana. In other words Bob was good for short to medium distances before he gave out.
So then I thought about Vesp, but he was still a reptile. Meaning that the cold air of the north would reduce his energy and force him to take several breaks until it got too cold for him to proceed.
So, even if I moved with them both, taking turns, I still wouldn’t beat the heavy winter storms. And I’d also still have to deal with all the little issues along the way. Creatures that rivaled sha’dwargs in power, villages and towns that might oppose me and try to shoot us down by air or attack us on foot. Then finally, there was my army’s readiness for the cold and Thad’s converted crusaders.
I now understood why he sent those suicide bombers towards my people: He was either hoping they’d succeed or he was sending me a message.
He was basically saying that if I followed him, then he’d kill me and everyone in a huge radius around me.
Now that I have Unholy, I don’t know what a massive purge spell would do to me, but I am sure that it would kill Bob or Vesp.
Then again, can Bob die? I still remember his strange shuttering form after his body was disintegrated by Therograd’s ambush during the dark march. He tried to hide it, but I saw the shard of the goddess of chaos.
If I’m the god of darkness, then there has to be an antithesis, otherwise nothing would exist. Originally I thought it might be Theressa but after I discovered she was a parasyte, I knew it had to be someone else. I’ve never encountered a god of creation here in the suicide plains so maybe, it’s her, the goddess of chaos. Bob’s goddess.
I looked back down at the map that Blondie’s father had prepared as he began to designate various territories that were controlled by different powers.
As he spoke passionately, he began to circle different places until he ran out of colors for different factions. After that he began labeling them by name and saying what they were known for.
Mors, are you getting all of this?
“Yes, Master. I’ll remember it perfectly!”
We spent the better part of that day, going over everything and I was left with two possible paths.
	I could destroy everything on my way to Therross and bring the souls back later.


	I could take a diplomatic approach, and truly help each place, converting them as I went.





This continent was threadbare, meaning most of its people were dead due to disease, famine or war. It was a lot like the Americas when Columbus discovered them after the native population was decimated by an unknown virus.
So now I was faced yet again with an unwinnable scenario. The crusade went south, taking all able bodied men with it, then they were massacred by me, Thads' spell and Thrall’s intervention.
So all that was left was likely villages filled with women, children and the elderly. Not places I’d feel good about attacking outright.
I’m not that smart, or strategic. Sure, I’d played more than a few 4D games like AoW but this was reality. I had options here that a game could never hope to emulate. Here, I could be a conqueror, a tyrant or a savior. But the real separating factor between the three was time, and how things would shape up in the long run.
If I conquered everything, then so what? My objective wasn’t just killing Thads, it was to make a place where my children and my people could live freely. Conquered places often held onto their personal identities, waiting to rebel later.
As a tyrant, I could kill everyone, bringing them back later and controlling them with fear. But as my children grew older, they’d surely see what I’d done. They might even rebel against me, I’d already seen that light in Wendy’s eyes. I’d felt those feelings of being an unjust person, forcing their views on everyone and it wasn’t pleasant. Even now, I feel guilty for what I did, even though Eve and Sid deserved it.
So, that only leaves the most organic course for a god, to be a savior even though that path is long, hard and complicated. But, looking at the distant future, it ensures a peaceful life for my people, even though it delays a long-coming revenge against a true bastard, however I might be able to steal Therressa’s followers along the way.
But Thads was an A-grade asshole. The god of souls, Grade-B and Theressa, literal god-tier. The work I had in front of me was almost endless and the sheer pressure of it threatened to crush me but as long as I had people I loved, I would do everything I possibly could for them.
So I began to make marks on the map, planning not in days or months but in years. I realized that with Fura’s vegetables, Time was something I had in abundance and as we planned, we came to a number. Five years, that’s chump change. Five years to rule a continent, yes please!
And so, before the snow began to fall, I visited the other noble territories. The yellows, the blues, the reds which I’d not seen before. It only took me a day for each and I gave them the same offer I’d given everyone else. Work for me and my people or die and live inside me. They basically laughed me off while putting on airs of superiority.
I reenacted what I did in Therograd, trying to end them as quickly and painlessly as possible.
So, after massacring them, I gained, bakers, lawyers and politicians. I tested each in soul form and found only a few that I could safely bring back. That wasn’t what I wanted, politics suck...but I knew that at some point I’d need to make large changes and lawyers and politicians could help me out there.
So, I showed those ‘nobles’ the new Therrograd, directed by slaves and powered by monster races. Even though it’d only been a short time, the city looked better than ever.
The slave quarter had become a vast farming ground while the noble quarter had turned into housing.
Though I took pleasure in the noble’s reactions, I still felt a slight pulling sensation. I thought at first it might have been a proxy feeling from Inanis, but now, I knew it was something else.
That nagging feeling, as light as it was, kept me from focusing. So I left the restored noble’s with Red who was leading our restructuring, rebuilding and military efforts. Even the giants listened to Red, so leaving the nobles with him is probably the best choice. Then as I opened the gate, I saw a funny sight.
Red and the Earl’s wife made eye contact, though it was fleeting, they both seemed embarrassed by it. So, smiling I walked through the gate back into the zombie room.
A few weeks passed as the weather grew cooler and I began to make plans with Reginauld and Barz. Thanks to Fura’s crops, the eggmaster’s massive chicken population and Riverbrook’s farming efforts, it seems like the Dark Academy had finally become self-sufficient.
So after a modest feast followed by a few kegs of necromancer ale, I moved my attention back to Therograd.
Taking Fura’s hand, I walked her through the gate to Therograd. I introduced her to Temlin, the  head of council for former slaves and they agreed to let her supervise the farming efforts.
Then after a brief meeting, we began to outline certain issues that New Therograd was facing. Moral, species relations and boredom seemed to be the top problems. Most of the men here were from my army and although they respected Red who was a race this world had never seen, they were fighters by nature.
Have you ever seen an Orc with a hoe? What about troll baking pastries? A giant crafting teacups? Basically my people had three hobbies, fighting, fucking and eating. That was fine while they were an army, but for now, they were at peace.
After considering things from every angle, I contemplated how best to make Therograd back into a city, rather than a military outpost.
I then began filling the merchant section with creative thinkers. People who could take nothing and turn it into something people would barter for.
After that, Fura began to take requests from me, and from others for vegetables and fruits that didn’t normally exist. Yet through her efforts new and tasty things formed which were able to feast on the desolate soil.
I won’t name every plant she made but I will say that because of her, we now had no end of herbs for seasoning and plants for easy consumption, even with the encroaching winter climate.
Had I left her to die so long ago, none of this would be possible. It almost seemed too good to be true but it was the result of a hard fought battle. So I rewarded her any time I could. And as the days turned cold and the nights turned colder, she finally told me the things she never wanted to say.
Fura didn’t know how to bear my young. Every part of her consumed everything I put into her. Her loins were still just receptors for mana and life energy.
I already knew that, so I didn’t hold her confession against her. Instead, I praised her efforts as well as her internal growth. Though she was once an aloof pariah, now she was viewed as a savior and I couldn't argue with that even though I still wanted her to have my children.
I knew I could change her biology, but she was already adapting on her own, and I didn’t want to rush it. This wasn’t only a physical block for her, it was a mental one. I didn’t want to force a burden on her that she wasn’t able to bear.
Still I made as much time as I could for her and used mana transfer each time, until I was drained and she was no longer able to speak.
“Fura?”
She twitched at my voice, moaning as she guided my head down to her stomach.
I rested against her soft skin, then continued. “Is this what you want?”
“Hmm?” She began in perfect English as she raised me up to her ample breasts. “I will want what you want, because I serve you. You feed me, you fill me, you teach me, without you, I am a tree. A root without a flower…”
She began to run her barky nails up my skin lightly. “You freed me and I love you. Before you, that concept didn’t exist for me. It’s only through our combining that I felt what it meant. I know that you have two wonderful children and I often play with Slater. So one day I will bear your fruit.” Her hand stopped and I heard soft sobs from her. “But right now, I, can’t…”
Even though all this started as screwing in a flowerbed, she’d confided in me, things I already knew. We both could produce snakevines, but those weren’t children. I knew everything about her. So I wasn’t dismayed by her, she was still Fura and she’d made a lot of progress. It just meant that she’d have to continue absorbing me until she was more flesh than plant.
“Fura, it doesn’t matter how long it takes for us to make children. I’m in it for the long haul, so keep absorbing me for as long as it takes until I fill every part of you. It’s not like I’ll reject you so relax and just take me, then do with me what you can. Mana, flesh, seed, all I have is yours and I’ll serve you, revere you and praise you until you can see yourself as I see you.” I kissed her and wiped away her tears. “Fura, you are meant to be loved and I will always love you in every way I can until you’re satisfied. Then, I’ll love you more.”
Fura’s roots moved me until I was atop her then they wrapped us together as we kissed and consummated our relationship.
Fura began as a thing that tried to kill me, but over time, she became the perfect M to my S. A person that I’d risked everything for and a dear mate. Ever since I helped her overcome her mother, she’d become more timid and more involved. She’d already bonded with the people of Riverbrook and her warren had saved everyone from the destruction of Thrall and the purge spell.
Now, next to Leera, Lina and Nex, Fura was one of my most important people and her once predatory emotions had softened. She was mine now, and I her’s. So whatever she told me, it didn’t matter. Instead of thinking about it, I held her, as she removed all her bark armor, letting me feel her soft, slightly green flesh.
She welcomed my twins into one hole and doubled my pleasure as she made cute, pained noises. I pressed my hands into her soft natural breasts and watched as my fingers separated her flesh. She was made for me, literally. Her form came from my subconscious views on beauty. Had I been an old man, then she’d be an old woman, and had I been an elf then she’d have long ears.
But I was me, and she was her. My sexual tastes aren’t exactly exotic, but they are varied. Basically, I admire every woman for different reasons but I’m still a man, that means that on a genetic level I desire large breasts and wide hips. I can’t help that, it’s just a fact embedded into my very DNA by several thousand years of breeding.
Wide hips make for easier deliveries and large breasts mean my children won’t be hungry. Still, seeing her as she was made me feel guilty.
She had an oversized chest because that was what I desired. She was physically weak because I wanted her to depend on me.
So I asked her, about what she wanted to change and about how she saw herself.
Turns out the changes she wanted were more superficial than ever. Basically she wanted to look like Dolly Parton in a corset. I noped that idea, and asked her why.
It all boiled down to a strange inferiority complex she’d had ever since she lost the ability to change herself to fit her partner’s (my) desires. So I spent the next week showing her just how much I valued her.
I realized that winter was around the corner, so I doubled down on family time because I already knew that many of the towns and villages marked on the Fitzjarls’ map would probably vanish in the cold weather. They’d be without men to work the fields and without women to produce more offspring or fill the labor roles, yeah...things looked bad for them.
Add to that, that I hardly had enough food for my army and the Dark Academy. Right now, even though I wanted to, I couldn't save them. We were barely producing enough food as it was.
That knowledge grated on me, day after day as the weather turned bitter. So, I turned my attention towards the small pulling sensation in Therograd.
I had Kalapract put up another dark barrier here, powered by me, rather than red amber but it was far inferior to the original. At best it would block out Therressa’s gaze, that was enough because now Therograd would have the time it needed to rebuild, and I was free to explore it.
So I wondered the night, swayed by whispers of the Dark God, latching onto the ever present pulling I felt.




Chapter 24: Wayward Son - John
The pulling sensation was strange in that it seemed to come from everywhere. Normally, without Quenelia’s warning, I would’ve given up but instead I soldiered on. Day after day, night after night, I searched but not once did I find what I was looking for.
I used the old DN3D strategy of tracing the walls while going ever inward until I stopped at a place that felt like the pentacle of the pulling sensation.
There I saw a fountain that had long been dry. Then, examining it closer, I noticed an inscription in old Therossian.
All who read this, know:
By your own strength, may you live.
You are responsible for your own fate.
Sate your thirst with measured caution.
Satisfy your desires by overcoming your limits.
I sighed fog as I rubbed the bridge of my nose.
There’s no way it’s this simple, right? I mean, you see it don’t you? Right...right!?
“Yes Master, I see it!” Mors said, bowing to me curtly.
Of course, you do, you’re smarter than me, but does anyone else?
Mors remained silent, vanishing for a while.
After she reappeared, she curtsied again. “Umm… No one has anything useful to add and the sex witches are looking for a new ‘sacrifice’...”
“Right, well, thanks…”
“Y-yes, Master,” Mors said, hesitating for a moment like she had more to say.
“Mors, are you okay? Was there anything you needed?”
“W-well, Master… We should spend a night together soon. It’s been a while.”
I looked at her, my mind going blank as my imagination ran wild.
“I’m sorry, Master, I knew how troubling it’s been to see me again…”
As she began to vanish, I grabbed her and held her in my hand. “N-no, Mors, it’s not that I’m troubled.” I gently stroked her long silver hair with my finger. “It’s just that losing you took a big toll on me. In many ways you were my conscience, my better judgement and the last vestiges of my humanity. When you were gone, I killed without remorse, I… I’m just happy you’re back and that Inanis is within you.”
She smiled up at me happily and grabbed my finger kissing it. “To manifest myself, I may need to borrow the power of others but I am you and we have never been apart. So, please, Master, don’t feel bad.”
“Then soon, Mors. I’ll visit you in your hidden place and we can—”
“AaHhhehh!”
Startled by the sound, I quickly scanned the area but no one was around. It was such a strange noise, partially like a voice, but more like metal and stone scraping together.
In the center of the fountain was a large statue of a partially clothed woman carrying a large pot.
If this fountain was like others then normally water would be spilling out of that pot she was carrying on her shoulder. But for whatever reason this fountain hadn’t been maintained. That was clear from all the moss that grew within its basin and from the vines that crawled its body.
I think this fountain’s been out of commission for quite a while.
I circled it carefully. After hearing such a strange sound, my skin had goosebumps and what little hair I did have was standing on end. After all the times I’d died in this world, I wasn’t about to make the same mistakes again.
I searched the walls in the back, the scattered houses and sniffed the cold night air for traces of some strange new predator but I only found what I expected to. Goblin patrols, drunken pigman orcs and a few unlikely suitors doing their business behind the abandoned homes.
After being certain that nothing new had arrived to prey on my people, I returned to the fountain and sat on the far ledge, sighing.
“Aeerghhhh!”
This time, with my senses still on edge, my head shot towards the statue and my jaw hung limply as my muscles tensed.
The statue was looking at me, its head contorted behind its back. Its face, a once serene expression of a beautiful woman, had become a nightmare fraught with pain, grief and anger, her neck twisted unnaturally to look at me.
“Um, hello, I’m John. Who are you?” I said, fighting my urge to scream like a little girl and run.
But no response came from the statue and after several long minutes I began to relax. But still, I never turned my back to the statue. I’d watched enough Doctor Who by now to know better than to trust statues.
So instead, I stared at it, unable to look away.
Then the noise came again, but this time, it came from all angles and in the middle of the statue's head a massive, crooked eye cracked open. The whites of its eye were black while it’s iris was white and jagged. In it’s pupil was a maw of crooked stone teeth that revealed a void.
Though this sight should’ve sent me running, I felt no fear. The eye, as horrible as it was, invoked a sense of pity in me. Looking at it made me feel almost guilty but above all that, a new feeling blossomed, an insurmountable urge to save this thing that was once a part of me.
I could feel my black tears spilling down my face and coating my chest. I’m a father now, so I know this feeling. My child needs me.




Chapter 25: The Dark God’s Remnants - John
I cleared the moss from the inner part of the fountain and noticed a few strange lines in the stone. After that, I returned to the plaque as the statue’s head turned towards me, the jagged eye watching closely.
“Don’t you worry, daddy's going to make it all better!” I said, cringing at my words. But that was the feeling I had. This child wasn’t John’s it was ours, a long forgotten remnant of the god of darkness. But we are the same being now and we both felt an attachment to this simple child.
I worked with a feverish devotion to decipher the plaque in front of me. I pressed each character in every sequence that made any sense, even after my fingertips grew bloody from scraping against the stone.
After that I began checking each and every surface, hoping that there was some kind of hidden switch. This lasted until sunrise came, but I wouldn’t give up. My child was suffering, it was in pain and it had called out to me to save it.
I don’t care who you are, if your child falls down a well do you just give up on them? No, no man worth his salt would ever stop just because things seemed hopeless!
I tried everything I could until late into the next afternoon.
“J-John!?” Fura said. Kneeling beside me as I continued to drive my broken fingers into the gaps in the stones around the desolate fountain.
“This one, it has to be this one…”
“John, stop! You’re strange, all bloody and hurt. Come rest with—”
“No! Can’t you hear it? They need me, they—”
Fura slapped me, her once selfish face now filled with concern for me.
“Ha! HAha! That’s it!” I kissed her, the blood from my fingers making soft red marks down her face. “Thank you, Fura!”
“Wha...what did I do?” She asked, with an almost perceivable question mark hanging above her head.
“That doesn’t matter, just clear out all the guards and all the settlers from this area.”
“Huh? John, please tell me—”
“No time to explain, I know how to save my child!”
With that, I opened the gate again and after a short search, found Bob.
“Ohya, Boss! Check out Bette, she’s already half my…”
He stopped as he noticed my frantic expression and bloody hands.
“Uh, Boss?”
I laughed, reaching out to him. “Bob, let’s open another warren.”
“Have ya asked Fura, she—”
“It isn’t that sort of warren, this one is real. The stone is stone, the metal is metal, and there is no warren.”
Bob’s eyes shot open as he realized something that I didn’t know. “It’s a little early for ya ta go there yet, Boss.”
“Fuck, early!” I yelled.
Bob cackled as he responded. “Ha! Ya never curse, so this must be important. Still, how’s about you spent a few hours here, Bette’s missed ya.”
The waist high Bobling pranced over to me and demanded headpats which I instinctually gave.
Bette was able to speak now, though not in full sentences. So when she looked up at me and said “Play!” I couldn’t ignore her. There was something in Bob’s expression that told me it was okay to trust him for now. So I bit back on my emotions as best I could and resigned myself to play.
I tossed a well gnawed femur that Bette had taken a liking to and she excitedly retrieved it, coming back to me, her tail wagging so hard that her whole body shook.
I looked at Bob wanting to share this precious moment with someone but he just leaned back, wiggling his eyebrows while he mouthed, ‘I know!’
After playing with Bette for a while, I was able to untangle my thoughts and suppress my desperation.
My strange offspring had lived all this time, so they weren’t about to die now.
Then, finally I was able to explain everything to Bob in a more rational way but as I saw Muffy breastfeeding Bette I looked away to preserve my sanity.
“Ah, so we just gotta blow shit up again.” Bob said, sitting on his haunches and wagging his tail.
“Yep it—” I started.
“Cause yer too dumb ta figure out the puzzle.” He interrupted.
I turned my head to the side fast enough that my neck cracked. “Excuse me? I know you aren’t trying to say I’m stupid.”
“Trying ta? Nah, I’m just telling ya.” In spite of my glaring presence, Bob continued, unperturbed. “Boss, I appreciates ya visitin’ me an’ playin’ with my daughter but ya got better people ta ask about these things. Like say, smaller, more hooded people or furrier people.”
“Furrier than you?” I asked with a grin.
“Eh, maybe not, but ya know, for a lady.”
I looked at Muffy who glowered at me. Probably not her then.
Hooded and furry, huh? Shit...
My eyes lit with realization as Bob nodded at me, sagely. “I think ya got it, Boss but it’s still early, are ya sure ya can take it?”
“I can take anything if it’s for my offspring.” I answered.
“Good on ya, Boss. This you is the one I like the most. It’s almost like ya remember the things that never happened and learned from’em.”
“Bob,” I said, remembering my earlier thoughts. “Do you worship the Goddess of Chaos?”
“Daddy!” Bette said, leaping into Bob’s beastly embrace.
“Ya don’t know her yet, Boss. But you an’ her, you’s both got some talkin’ ta do, someday.” After saying that, Bob turned all his attention to Bette and I left.
I already knew Bob was strange, how could someone exist without a body? But I also knew that he was trustworthy. Despite his vast amount to predatory fetishes, Bob had never once turned against me or anyone who wasn’t trying to kill us. Though he had played some very strange and elaborate tricks on me, causing me to reenact various horrendous movies.
Either way, I’d chosen to trust my omnisexual, necromantic friend, so I made my way through the women’s dorms...or rather, I tried.
They had officers: young ladies who showed their magical might. And those same ladies did their best to make sure no one with a penis entered.
But I was desperate, and even though I knew they were probably asleep, I had to get to Lil’sis and Caroline!
I wasn’t above fleshcrafting my body, but I was shirtless other than my chain harness, so even if I took on a woman’s from above the waist, they would know something was wrong.
So I visited the parts shop to borrow a robe. Lang, still hadn't given birth even though her stomach was comically large.
Even Healer, who'd long been a servant of the fighters in the sparring pits, had begun to visit her daily out of concern.
So, after considering everything, I decided to force Lang’s labor. Eleven months is too long for a baby to gestate.
And even though my decision was a medical one, I still felt strange staring at Lang’s vagina, counting her contractions.
Even though I knew her and Ralphus on a personal level, I can’t say that I wasn’t arous—er that this wasn’t awkward.
Things were dire, so rather than allowing her to have the baby naturally, I forced it out with fleshcrafting and mended Lang afterwards, absorbing her blood and feeding it back into her.
“Congrats on your new baby daughter!” I said as I fleshcrafted their baby, eliminating all future maladies. I slapped the baby’s ass and presented her to her parents.
From her facial expressions, I’d expected Lang to cry, but Ralphus beat her to it. “Lang, we finally did it! This little one is here because of...because…”
Because, Ralphus sacrificed everything, his mind, his body, his sanity, all for Lang. All in full dedication to a woman who he couldn’t even bring back. But he paid the price in flesh and dedication and he got her back. Then he earned her love again and this baby was the culmination of everything he ever fought for. His dreams, his suffering, everything was for this very moment.
Even Lang could only watch him speechlessly as she smiled.
This was one of those touching moments when everything comes together. And no one, not a single person in the room had a dry eye.
A man sobbing over his newborn baby, that’s something that transcends all barriers, it was such a touching sight that even Healer had a tear rolling down his stoic face.
But before I broke down with everyone else, I decided it was better if I left while no one was looking.  
So I opened the armoire and stole one of Lang’s robes.
After that I fleshcrafted my upper body into the goddess Theressa’s and entered the women’s dorms.
“You!” A tall Necromantress yelled. “Stop right there!”
As she neared, I pulled my hood back, letting my wavy blonde locks spill out like a golden waterfall over warm stones.
“Uh, um...please be careful…” The tall Necromantriss said, blushing as she looked at me.
I took on Theressa’s form both to humiliate her and because I felt no guilt for impersonating her. But maybe she’s a bit too attractive.
“Ah,” I took the girl’s trembling hand in mine. “Thank you for all your hard work. I’m sorry if I startled you but I really wanted a bath even though it’s so late.”
“N-n-no...not at all, um...I, uh.” The tall necromancer stammored on and on nervously.
I cleared the hair from her face and looked into her large innocent eyes. “Are you okay? Your face is red.”
“I...Ahh~” Her knees buckled and I caught her.
Damn, Theressa is apparently a real beauty to everyone but me. Charisma +100, or something like that.
The necromantress shivered in my arms and after having a guiltgasm, she passed out.
I frowned, my flawless lips making a small yet adorable ^. Kay, so let’s not abuse this.
After making sure the guard was fine, I pulled my hood back up and moved to Caroline and Lil’sis’s room.
Reaching down to the doorknob, I felt a strange cloth-like sensation as I turned the handle.
A sock? No, a stocking! Alright then, I guess everyone needs to customize their environment somehow.
Then after entering, I realized that it was Friday by the greyworld calendar, and finally understood the chart Carolin had shown me before.
So, I quickly closed the door behind me, as a womanly scent overwhelmed my senses. Right now, this room reeked of sex. No, not sex, but maybe—
“Ahn!” A sweet voice reached me, followed by panting. “Yes, Da...fill me...Ah! Oh! Please...fill me!! OH!!!”
And so, I left with a quickness, being extremely careful with the door, making sure it didn’t make any sounds as I fled.
“So, what do we got here, little miss?” Caroline said, her long ears raised tall, pushing back her hood as she grinned over me.
“Shhh!” I said, pressing my finger to her soft lips. “She’s flicking the bean in there.”
Caroline’s expression was neutral for a moment before she recognized me. “Well, it is Friday and she did put a stocking on the door. I showed you the chart, didn’t I...Little Miss?”
For some, knowing their adopted daughter’s MB practices might be a turn on but for me it was a one-sided invasion of privacy. Did I have a semi-hardon, yes. But was it a pleasant one, no.
Lil’sis wasn’t old enough to make the right decisions yet. Hell, at her age I had a crush on my highschool english teacher who was in her fifties. Hormones are a hell of a drug. So, to give my adopted daughter some space, I took Caroline through the gate to the Zombie room then had Vesp fly us back to Therograd all while I used mana transfer on him so he could see his sweet Imp again in wyvern form.
Though my desperation had lessened a bit there was still an overwhelming need to free my son and my head felt foggy; my thoughts muddled.  
So, without any further questions, I took Carolin to the frightful statue.
Her curse words were almost as impressive as Sid’s. The overall feeling I got was that she didn’t like all the time we spent traveling. Though after I returned to my normal form, she began to perk up.
Then the two of us started searching the fountain together.
“Hey,” she said, staring up at the statue in the fountain. “You already tried channeling your dark stuff, yeah?”
“No, no I haven't.”
so I channeled and a passageway opened in the fountain.
“Ha!” Caroline shouted as she did a cute, yet extremely high jump.
As I looked up at her, I was reminded that she didn’t really wear underwear other than a bra due to furr. Apparently all the ladyscaping I did for her wasn’t enough.
I caught her and held her tight. “Thank you. Going this far for me when you didn’t have to says a lot.” I said, as I looked into her eyes.
“Ha, no problem dumbass.” She said with a slight blush. “A-anyone could’ve figured this shit out.”
“Ahh, before you, I never knew that person could be so cute and so uncute at the same time.”
“Wha—mmph” I kissed her, interrupting her words as her ears shot up in surprise. After a while she relaxed in my arms and I set her down.
“Alright Casanova, you mind telling me what the hell that shit was about?”
“An apology.”
“Yeah?” She said, still blushing. “For what, asshole?”
I opened the gate. “For forgetting that the gate was already set to Therograd and making you ride Vesp in the middle of the night for no reason.”
“You son of a—” She yelled as I shoved her through the gate and closed it.
I’m sorry Caroline, but where I’m going is no place for you.
I took a moment to look down the hole that’d opened in the fountain’s base. The eye hadn’t reappeared yet and the formerly weak pulling sensation had become softer. My kid trusts me, that was all I could feel as I stepped into the darkness.
But it wasn’t stepping as much as blindly falling for what seemed like several seconds. I began to open my mana-wings but before I could even start, I splashed into black waters.
They were cold and dark as no light seemed able to reach this place. Rather than drowning, I switched to undead mode and allowed myself to sink.
I could tell that I was nowhere near my target but as I sank I knew that downward wasn’t right either.
My thoughts began to wonder, desperately trying to figure out a way that I could guide myself towards my wayward son. I considered dumb things like trying to channel a light spell but I obviously didn’t have the light affinity. So as I continued to sink, my thoughts became more erratic.
Water, especially deep water, was alway a fear of mine but I wasn’t scared here. Instead, I was reminded of the soulscape. Then after who knows how long, my hazy mind began to focus on my children and what they could do. Athan popped into my mind first, then as I remembered his version of Dark Armor, a new technique came to me.
When I channeled darkness, I was able to sense motion but because I was sinking, I was the one moving. So everything looked like a filled sphere around me. Channelling darkness was pointless, so I pulled the darkness in around me and stretched out several hair-like tendrils as I swam towards the source.
Using my darkness like this let me avoid jutting rocks and stalactites on my way to my goal. After traveling like this for what felt like hours, I came to a small opening, something like a collapsed cave.
My core is larger now that it’s wrapped in metal. When I became a spinal centipede to travel through the spriggan’s den, it was around the size of a baseball but now it was a softball, or maybe something like a large grapefruit.
That narrowed down my options quite a bit. This wasn’t a place I could simply fleshcraft myself into so I opted to destroy the cave in but the most destructive spell I had was Dark Blade. But every time I used it my ego suffered. Darkness wasn’t about destruction it was about control and this silly invented spell was a disgrace akin to the mooninites quad laser.
Basically it was huge, extremely slow and…
Calming Effect!
Mooors…
“Yes, Master?”
Prop up my flaccid ego.
For some reason Mors blushed. “Umm, it has an extremely low mana cost while being incredibly destructive!”
Thank you Mors, I missed you so damn much!
“I also missed you,” She said as her purple eyes met mine. “Master.” She finished, he plump lips parting with obvious intentions.
Oh god, Mo—
The loud sound of my Dark Blades hitting their target caused me to open my eyes again.
Unlike a normal spell they didn’t disperse after hitting their target, instead they continued to plow into the stone at their usual slow pace until they finally dispersed several seconds later.
Huh, it’s like a hydraulic press. I guess it really isn’t a bad spell, just one that I’ve been using the wrong way.
Mors, update the description for Dark Blades.
“Done, would you like to view it now?”
I nodded.
Dark Blades:
A spell that changed strength based on the caster’s channeled mana. Though slow due to its element, Dark Blades are immune to all physical resistance and can only be stopped by either the caster or another spell that has a similar mana investment.
Cost per chant: Unknown
Minimum cost for channeling: 1mp/sec. (Based on current affinity level: Originator.)
Originator? Did I level up?
“Umm, even though it was like that before. Yes, Master. By accepting yourself you have truly become a god.”
Oh, then what was I before?
After a few seconds passed in silence, I launched a second Dark Blade.
“Disambiguation, Master.”
“Disa, who’s a what’sit?”
“Basically,” Mors started. “Before, you didn’t know who you really were but now you understand yourself.”
So I really am a cluster of memories chosen by the god of souls.
I watched as my second Dark Blade finished ripping through the cave debris.
“No,” Mors said with a complicated expression. “You’re the overarching consciousness of more than a thousand lifetimes. I believe that the god of souls was—”
There was a sudden woosh as I was sucked into the tunnel.
I contorted and changed my body to fit through jagged pathways that gave off the feeling of being inside an ancient mouth, just waiting for the teeth to clench down. After trying to make my way back, I came to know impossibility for the first time.
Though I knew that I should lash out with Dark Blades or invoke the void to erase everything, I chose to go deeper where the pulling sensation got stronger.
This was the only way to get to my child and panicking wasn’t the answer.
And so I went, deeper and deeper, farther and farther for what seemed like hours, then days. I knew that my body was truly dead now with no hope of making it a living thing again, so I removed my stomach to prevent Feast from activating and stored my clothes as I embraced my undead nature.
Time passed in utter darkness as Mors kept me sane even when bits of me, softened by the water and decayed beyond use, broke off and drifted away.
I prioritized on keeping the bear minimum parts in working order; an eye, an ear and a large flagellum for basic movement. I made a stomach-like pouch to store my decayed parts in to restore my minimal body and after a while I was able to swim faster towards my destination.
Focusing on the pulling sensation that sometimes came from above or below me, I was able to grasp a certain truth. I was inside my offspring’s body or perhaps their sphere of power. If the later was true then their power dwarfed mine in distance.
Mors, data time. Show me my power limits approximated by the usage you’ve seen from my memories.
She appeared again and curtsied. “See, Master,” she said. “You are smart.”
“Can it, you.” I said, returning her smile.
“I’ve organized it from least to greatest, did you want all abilities or only—”
“Yes.”
Being used to this sort of answer from me, she brought the information up.
Ranged List:
Physical range based on (normal body) hand to hand:
Punches: 84"
Kicks: Insufficient Data
Longest toss of a human(oid) projectile: 12’
Physical—
“Skip the regular physical stuff. I can fleshcraft so it’s mostly meaningless.”
Mors nodded, then continued.
Fleshcrafting:
Maximum Fleshcraft distance, hands free: Indeterminable.
Farthest distance observed: 32’
Maximum distance when fleshcrafting self: Indeterminable
Farthest distance observed: 65’
Channeled Fleshcrafting (in all directions): 32’
“Most of those statistics came from when you absorbed Sid. The next ones came from when you took Therograd.” Mors added.
Fleshcrafting combined with darkness: 685’
“But it wasn’t used to reshape or create. You only stopped their hearts.”
Channeled Darkness observed: 685’
Darkness actual: Indeterminable, likely global.
Unholy: 42’
Unholy + Darkness: 656’
“Huh, so Darkness acts like a range booster?”
“No, Master. We both know what it can do but you don’t use it like that.”
Consuming, in other words destroying living things. No, I don’t do that and it’s not only because I don’t want to. It’s also because I couldn’t stop it if I ever started. I feel like I’d succumb to my inner nature and smash my own core to get more.
Mors frowned a bit but continued anyway.
Void: 16’ spherical only.
Void after consuming Inanis: Not Tested.
Spells:
Dark Tentacles (cone): 20’
Dark Tendrils (cone): 25’
Wind blades, farthest: 40’
Petrifying Gaze: 65’
Wait, wait… I always thought of the tentacles as a variation not a separate spell.
“It is, but in terms of range I wanted to separate the two. Also as a channeler, spells are only concepts to you, Master.”
Damn, I missed her! She explains everything in a professional manner with her cute little voice and calling me Master.
Mors blushed, avoiding my eyes as she bit her lower lip.
Some might call me a deranged misogynistic bastard for making her. But she literally is me, at least two thirds of her is. Me, 33.4% The dark god 33.3% Inanis 33.2999% but she’s still 100% amazing.
“Would Master like me to reproduce a spectral version of a grilled cheese sandwich?”
“Huh?”
Mors grinned as she spoke. “Because after those thoughts we have an abundance of cheese here.”
Touche, please continue, and know, I’ll pay you back for that later!
Mors moaned softly as I imagined what I’d be doing with her.
“Really, Master… Do you want to see the numbers or not?”
I think I’ve lost interest, but I want to see it through so please continue. While I continue imagining things.
“Dark ahh…”
Dark Blades: Feasibly forever.
“Done!” Mors said, cutting off the rest as I was whisked away to her playroom.
There, she split into two forms, her and Inanis and my spectral twins wilted.
I rushed into Inanis’ arms pushing her down on Mors’ bed as she gave out a small chuckle and rubbed my head with a calming “there there,” as if I were a child. Now that I knew all of her second life, I understood her. Why she acted the way she did, why she seemed to be so full of maternal charm.
But I wasn’t here for only her. So I pulled Mors onto the bed and undressed them both. I have twins for a reason, and tonight they’ll experience everything, together.




Chapter 26: Bittersweet Embrace - John
I layed Mors down on top of Inanis and Mors, being the mind reader she was, wrapped her thick thighs around Inanis’ narrow waist, panting into Inanis’ chest as she eagerly awaited what was to come.
Mors had the body of a cabaret girl; large soft breasts, a narrow waist, wide hips and a lower body that could only be described as thick and welcoming.
Inanis on the other hand was tall, extremely slender and experienced, but she had a mature charm all of her own.
The things they had in common were mostly psychological. They were both extreme givers; Mors was a Masochist, Inanis was more well rounded. But in this situation I could tell from her hot breaths that she’d never embraced another woman and the thought of it excited her.
Seeing the normally calm Inanis squirming as Mors began to lick and caress her petite breasts had me ready to go.
I pressed a twin to each of their sloppy entrances and slowly pushed forward until I was buried in them.
I gave them both a few long slow thrusts as I pulled Mor’s hair and leaned in over her shoulder. “I’m going to use you both as I please, so do your best to satisfy me!”
I yanked back on Mors hair causing her to yelp as her tunnel squeezed down on me.
“Both of you, tell me you want it, or I stop here.”
“I-I-I…” Mors started.
“Please, give me your seed.” Inanis said.
I pulled Mors hair to the side and kissed her, forcing my tongue into her dainty mouth as I reached down and pinched Inanis’s nipple, twisting it cruelly. I pulled it up as if to rip it off as my slow thrusts became faster and rougher.
I separated from Mors mouth as our mixed saliva spilled down on Inanis’ chest.
“Beg! Beg me for more!” I said as thrust into them and stopped. I continued to push as their cervixes resisted me. But I already knew that if I pressed hard enough for long enough, their inner gates would open.
Mor’s tears of pleasure dripped down on Inanis who looked up at me, lips quivering. I could tell that words were beyond her grasp now as she faced her second virginity. No matter how much sex a woman has had, penetrating their cervix is usually a new experience. And from Inanis’ reactions, I could tell that this would be her first time.
“Answer!” I said, pulling back slowly.
“B-beg...I beg of you, Master, please violate me, use me, abuse me… I want all of you inside me!”
“T-This one…wants you...to…Ahh~” Inanis started, now even less able to form words.
I reached down, putting my fingers in her mouth as I felt her tongue caress them softly.
I bit into Mor’s fleshy shoulder and thrust forward again harder and harder.
Mors’s gate gave in first as I bottomed out inside her. She cried out as if she’d been stabbed and fell on Inanis, a limp doll, shivering in pleasure and pain.
Inanis desperately reached her hand up to me as her walls began to quiver. We intertwined our fingers and I leaned down to kiss her but I never stopped pushing. Then I felt that beautiful moment when her muscles gave in and I was allowed into her secret paradise.
Mors became a mess, coming as my thrust into Inanis pushed her up Inanis’ body.
I held still, not wanting to finish too soon even though the feeling I was getting from being inside them was breathtaking. All the more so because I knew them both, I loved them both and Mors’ body was twitching around me so aggressively that she was milking me twice as hard.
“Kiss her!” I said as I pushed Mors face to Inanis’ lips but Mors couldn’t respond.
Instead she pressed her lips to Inanis’ forcing her tongue into her mouth.
Inanis, being who she was, accepted everything and as I continued to rock my hips rhythmically, her toes curled and her inner gates danced around my glans.
As my pleasure built from watching the erotic scene in front of me, I focused on my twins. Normally, I’d hold back and wait until they were through, then start again but this time I knew it was fine to be selfish, so I let myself go. I unleashed everything inside them, causing their stomachs to swell against each other as small streams of our combined juices gushed out, soaking the bed.
Seeing the two of them moaning into each other’s mouths as I filled them, renewed my vigor immediately. So, not wanting to unplug them, I kept going even though they were filled to their limits.
For a normal woman this would be excruciating, the pain would be too much and they’d faint but for these two; they became slaves to their lust.
So with each tiny thrust I made, I contorted their insides, swelling their fallopian tubes and putting their true masochism on full display.
Then as they began to thrust their hips into me on the cusp of their second orgasm, I pulled out, leaving them to come alone.
I slapped Mors’ ass leaving a bright red handprint as I stood up to watch my seed gush out and their gaping openings twitch.
They hugged each other as they ground their hips together trying to finish their ruined orgasms.
“Why...did...you...stop!?” Inanis said between breaths.
But the first response she got was Mors’ lips as she lay flat onto top of her. Causing their entrances to wink at me again as they squirted my seed out.
It’s a sight I’ll never get tired of. Even though we can’t reproduce here, the act still stimulates some primal urge of mine.
But, me damn, I love them both so much more now! I never want them to go— Phew, that was close, I almost set a flag.
“Inanis, I already told you, you are both here for my pleasure. Did I give you permission to come, you shameless slut?”
“I… No...Master…”
“Then you just did as you pleased, getting off without a care for how I felt. You’re a hopeless bitch, a whore who only loves herself. How dare you, come before me, not once but twice!”
Inanis arched her hips spraying me with her juices as she came again. She’d never been treated like this and reveled in the feeling, basking in her guilt as I abused her.
We’re so damned compatible that it’s scary but even if I’m just roleplaying, I still feel a bit guilty. However, this is the soulscape and I can feel her emotions as if they were my own and with that, I can feel...something...so sad that I… No, this isn’t the time.
“Mors, become a table and present yourself.”
Mors looked back at me, her eyes clouded as she moved off of Inanis and squared up on her elbows and knees, spreading her legs to be as stable as possible.
I pulled Inanis up and kissed her. “Did I say you could use your tongue?”
She gasped, her lazy eyes opened fully as she leaned against me, panting. “No…”
“You’re such a loose woman, but I’ll go somewhere tight. You deserve a punishment, don’t you agree?”
“I…do—”
“Not quick enough.” I said as I wrapped my hand around her neck, choking her softly. I spit into her open mouth, then kissed her again as she started to pass out.
She swallowed as she pressed her hips against me, her nectar leaking down my twins, making them slick.
She silently pleaded to me for relief but I tossed her down on the bed.
“Then, to make it up to me and lay on this ‘table’.” I said as I slapped Mors’ ass again leaving another handprint.
“But...that’s…”
“That’s what, too hard for you to understand?” I said as I pulled her up by her wrists and sat her on Mor’s ass. “You disgust me, you filthy sack of shit. Just be glad you have some good holes to thrust into.”
“...” Inanis opened her mouth to say something but her eyes, a deeper purple than Mors’ became clouded as she winced, her sex quivering as she came again.
She really is weak to this. Knowing her second life, I think she craves punishment.
“Again!? You’re shameless, aren’t you, showing how lewd you are, did I give you permission to spray your love juices on me, on Mors? You are filth, but I’ll still grace you by spilling my seed inside you. But even if you beg, I won’t stop until I’m finished. Even when you’re red, sore and spent, even if you pass out, I’ll use you again and again until I’m done.”
From my words, Inanis’ whole body locked up as she hugged her knees, more animated than I’d ever seen her.
Words like sexy or erotic couldn’t describe what I was seeing. A woman, a goddess, like the most fragile porcelain figure was getting off from my roleplay. Everything about her made you want to protect her and her personality was nurturing and kind. She’d never been treated like this before and she didn’t even know how to react.
I want to see every sexy expression, feel her every move and teach her true love.
I want to monopolize her, control her and… Oh god, love between gods and goddesses is a serious thing isn’t it? I crave every last little part of her, to the point of obsession.
My twins swelled, throbbing as I held Inanis’ wrists. When she finally finished her latest guiltgasm, I took hold of her hips and dragged her towards me on Mors’ back.
I rubbed my slick upper twin to Inanis’ back entrance as my lower twin found its way between Mors’ ample cheeks to her cute puckered hole.
Mors began to pant as she reached back, spreading herself. She grabbed hold of my lower twin and began to guid it in, allowing me to guide my upper one into Inanis.
I sighed out fog, as I pressed in slowly. Mors had felt this before but for Inanis this was her second first and with my size, it wasn’t going to be pleasurable, unless she was a true masochist like Mors. But considering she fused with her, she would soon lose herself.
“W-what...are you? ...no~!” Inanis said, reaching her long thin arms down to stop me, but I held her hands, crossing them so she was helpless as I pressed in, my members still slick with our combined nectar.
Pulling them both as I slowly thrust in, I pressed passed their resistance and marveled as their muscles clenched around my shafts.
Twitch, twitch, twitch… I could finish right now, but if I did, then neither of them... Fuck it.
I came, swelling their intestines. Mors finished when I did but Inanis just looked at me panting with wild desire.
“You...came?”
I thrust myself in as I began to swell again. “I did, can you feel it, my babies wriggling around inside you, searching for an egg they’ll never find.”
“I...feel them...but why?”
“For my pleasure,” I said as my twins swelled again. “You feel so damn good here, the way you squeeze me, how greedy it is.”
Inanis came, her ass gripping me. She looked up at me, her eyes pleading for something. So I leaned down kissing her as she wrapped her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist, refusing to let go.
I kissed her, and she began to sob, her large doll-like eyes closed. Tears formed as she moaned, rocking her hips eagerly against me.
After that, Mors vanished to take control of my body, so we could continue toward our goal.
Knowing that things had become too heated for Inanis, I rested beside her on the bed, letting Mors pilot us further into the dark unknown.
As my head cooled, I worried that I’d pushed the gentle Inanis too far but when I sat up on my elbow beside her, she smiled at me so sweetly that I felt her gratitude.
She reached out her frail hand and I took it as she rolled over towards me.
“Incredible...the best.” She said, looking at me lovingly.
I kissed her, unable to resist her postcoital glow. “You too, you realize all that was just in the heat of the moment, right?”
She wrapped her arms around my head, forcing me onto her chest.
“Shh...rest…”
I tried to pull away but I eventually gave in. Though her breasts were tiny, her mothering instinct was strong and as she gently caressed me, I fell asleep, trusting Mors to keep us safe.
Inanis was that one in a hundred sort of person that most men had used for years until they moved on, calling her boring. I hated men like that. How could you ever find a person like her boring?
It’s true that she was slow to express herself and her physical form could be called thin, but the woman herself. Other than Mors and Lina, there may never be a woman who loves me more. That feeling, along with all the subtle things and her relaxing atmosphere… How dare those other men leave her! You freaking asses, all she wanted was to please you but…
They all died to be with her. I can’t hate them for that. If I were a virgin raised in a religious sect and told to breed with a goddess even though it would kill me. Yeah, I’d have done it.
That was the root of her trauma. Her guilt had become a part of her, feeding into her giving nature even more.
So, rather than rehashing old emotional wounds, I chose to ask her about the things I didn't know. I asked her about her Emperor, her first and only husband.
Her eyes, though warm, were distant as she described the things from her first life.
The Emperor was just that, a ruler from her time. He had many wives but treated them all like baby factories. But being who she was, Inanis didn’t mind. She gave herself to him and other than me, he was her strongest love.
All until he died, old and infirm in his bed, surrounded by all who loved him.
He had a beautiful death, one that I’d never see. His empire was strong, led by two factions: the light skinned casters and the dark skinned warriors. They worked together in perfect harmony to defend the empire. But Inanis wasn’t in either camp; she was captured too young to remember her parents' faces.
However she does remember a very diverse world compared to this one. Beastkin of all sizes, shapes and forms, Elves, Dark Elves and Dwarves and her people which were considered rarities, the Canus.
The Canus were the same as Albinos are on earth. Meaning that they came from anyone. But in this world they were commodities, mainly due to their lightning affinity which Inanis didn’t have.
Instead, she had a strong Void affinity which was unheard of then.
It allowed her to rise quickly through the ranks of other magic users. Because her barriers were absolute and her attacks never failed.
But all in all, she was a caged bird, ignorant to the world she lived in. Other than what happened to her personally, she was never granted the right to stand on her own. Not only that, her lifespan in that ancient world was hundreds of years due to an unknown power. She had no answers to give because she’d never questioned anything.
“Are you...sad?” Inanis said, stroking my head to soothe me.
“Yes, but it’s not for the reasons you think.”
Why didn’t she get angry about her fate, why didn’t she fight?
I kissed her one last time and called for Mors. “Thank you, Mors, for letting me say goodbye.”
“What do you mean, Master?”
“I know, Mors. So you can stop it now. Inanis is gone.”
“When did you—”
“I thought it was strange from the start. The souls I consume can’t be brought back.”
Mors bowed low. “I’m sorry…I made her using her memories and yours, she’s as real as the one you knew.”
I moved forward and embraced Mors. “But she’s gone, all that’s left of her lives in you, even if it’s just compatible energy and a cluster of memories.”
I held Mors for a while as she buried her soft face in my chest. I cleared the hair from her forehead and kissed it. “You did this so I could move on and Inanis could finish her story. You really are like the being I named you after.”
She looked up at me with a small smile. “I am as you created me.” She stood on her tiptoes and closed her eyes inviting me to kiss her again, which I gladly did, burying my emotions.
“So,” I said, not wanting to take another trip to the bed. “How are things on the S.S. Tadpole?”
“The...S.s?”
I grinned as I spoke. “You heard me No. 1! The S.S. Tadpole, it’s missision: to explore. weird old caverns; to seek out ancient death and dead civilizations. To apathetically go where people have probably gone before. Da, datada, datada! Bababa, baba, ba, ba ba bum pumbababa!”
“So,” Mors spoke between laughs. “Am I Uhura?”
“Nope, you’re like if Data and Troi could have a baby...and then that baby grew up to be sexy as hell. Also, I really think Data had a hard-on for Yar, not just literally bu—”
“I have a...a wet—”
“You better stop there, the term wet-on hasn’t caught on yet and girl-boner gives me mixed emotions… Nevermind, how’s it look out there?”
Though Mors grinned for a moment, she quickly returned to the professional persona I knew her for. “We’re still swimming downward and westward. Recently, there’ve been hair-like tendrils coming from the caverns that pull us in.” She looked into my eyes, making sure that I was paying attention as she finished. “As a test, I tried to swim back up but the tendrils stuck to us, pulling us deeper. We can’t get back out again. Wherever we’re going…” She hesitated. “We may never go back again.”
Despite the serious mood, I stroked her hair. “My child wouldn’t go this far just to kill me. Have faith, even now, I feel like they’re doing their best to guide us.”
Time above had gone on without us and I began to feel pulling sensations from familiar sources. Wendy, Leera, everyone wanted me back with them. But the strongest one came from two, mostly estranged sisters, Celairia and Belairia, who had prayed together almost every night. To me who was stranded so far underwater, their regularity became the basis of how we told time.
Though so many beloved souls had prayed to me, none of it was urgent. Their feelings were positive for the most part. Though no words came through, the overall sentiment was ‘I hope you’re okay and you come back soon.’
We continued going deeper, so far that even the concept of light was lost to us. Now, even though the tunnels we traveled were narrow, we still saw strange new creatures. Things that couldn’t exist anywhere but here in this lightless place, so far underwater.
From absorbing them to maintain our form, I learned a few new abilities.
Incandescence:
By using bioluminescent chemicals you can produce light.
Planarian regeneration:
If given enough nutrients and time, you can regrow any part of yourself without using mana. (Your ghoul stomach is more efficient, rendering this ability obsolete.)
But despite the disclaimer, at this depth and with so many non-oxygenated particles, Planarian Regen, is better than a ghoul stomach. Just by using that, what’s left of my body can survive so much longer, all without Feast activating.
Sure, I could accomplish the same thing, but not as organically. With fleshcrafting alone, I’d need to monitor everything constantly but with this ability, everything became simpler.
So with all my freetime, I picked up a handful of other abilities which I combined with fleshcrafting to give it a boost.
Then weeks later, I began to combine all these abilities with the Snakevine, an asexual plantlike thing that I could generate using my flesh. I wanted to see how many variations I could create. The main ability I applied to that was gained from devouring the cocoons that stuck to the sides of the tunnels we traveled like little snacks.
Imaginal Disc:
An autonomous assembly method used by undeveloped species to evolve. It is slow and often leaves the host vulnerable due to needing a shell of some sort to encompass and protect while the creature inside is assembled.
Basically, it let me make more complex snakevines. Or...maybe I could use it with Theressa’s and my children to evolve them!
Finally, long after Mors and I had sang every single damn Karaoke song we knew, the tendrils sat us upon an ancient shore.
I used Incandescence along with Night Sight to scan the room. There wasn’t anything threatening here other than the strange smell.
So I opened up my storage, now mostly filled with decayed flesh and dead fish. Using Fleshcrafting, I created a smaller version of my normal body, storing all the decayed parts in my stomach, for use with Imaginary Discs.
As I walked towards the pulling sensation, the room began to glow. The tendrils parted, shrinking away from me as I finally saw what awaited me.
In the middle of the room, surrounded by a familiar, ominous green glow was something that resembled a white marble pillar. But the closer I got, the more it distorted.
Cracks and crevices split it’s smooth surface more and more until I was just outside the ancient magic circle.
“AEAIRGH!!” My child cried out in desperation.
“I’m here, my son. I’ve come all this way for you, so relax, you’ll be free soon.”
Now that I’d consumed Inanis, I had learned to control the void. Those dark spheres that once randomly formed around me. Now I could direct them, forming them, not by instinct but by intention. So with hard eyes, I utterly destroyed the circle that surrounded my kin.
As the light from the binding circle vanished, the pillar warped, returning to its natural form. Bleeding eyes and sharp teeth formed all along its alabaster skin until it settled on the form of a massive tentacle. Its mouths all smiled at me as its tendrils pointed towards a glowing symbol that hung from it.
My heart cried, seeing what had become of my son. The Dark God was limitless, but by mortal beliefs, it was segmented, pulled apart and diafied in the worst ways possible.
Though he wasn’t able to speak normally, I recognized who he was. This was my son, the Abyss. He was the god that grew from people’s fear of the unknown. To the ancient peoples of this world, he was likely their original fear. A figure that rivaled Cthulhu in my world. And just like Inanis, he’d been captured but by...whom?
I already know that me, an unknown god(dess) of light/creation and the god of souls were the first ones worshipped in this world. So who could bind the abyss, a being still sweared upon even now.
The methods were the same ones that had held me and Inanis but the glowing symbols were different. They didn’t match any language I knew but they held firm, long after I’d erased the circle.
I channeled Unholy and Void at the same time until my son was almost free. The last step was removing the symbol on his neck. It was absurd to think that he’d understand modern Therosian, let alone English, so by gestures alone, I managed to convince him to bow down.
Then I put all my mana into unholy and the symbol was crushed by a deformed butler.
The massive tentacle moved back and swayed happily before bowing low again.
“It’s time to come home, son. You can rest now..”
I embraced him as he wrapped around me, and almost without my consent he submitted himself to the dark god, willfully allowing me to consume him.
My son wasn't just a son. His origins mirrored the god of souls. He was once a part of me, that had been forcefully removed as religions advanced in caveman societies.
His memories were vague because he rarely interacted with anyone other than reflexifly. It took him decades before he formed a partial ego and the second he did, bam. He was sealed by ancient sects and his power was funneled into an unknown being.
Then as innocent as he was, he didn’t know to struggle. Not even when his followers diverted the river to his cave. But even when all signs of his godhood had been buried and he, himself had been sealed, humanity never stopped worshiping him, so he never died.
The fear of the unknown is far more powerful than any deity. As long as there is life, mortals will worry about the things they can’t see.
I thought about Dark Tendrils, then realized that every witch and warlock true to the dark had unknowingly been invoking his power.
He was the first fear, born from the darkness. On earth, The Abyss is a place far, far underwater, a place that even at the time of my death had never been fully explored.
And here I was, standing in a cave that no sentient thing had seen for several thousands of years.
I had an all consuming feeling of awe. From the mostly unrecognizable cave drawings to the degraded skeletons, I realized that this was indeed a place of reverence.
My son, they may not have loved you but they definitely respected you.
Having consumed him, my power grew. Not only in volume but in control. Much like Inanis, I wanted him to stay with me but that wasn’t what he wanted. Even though his mind was simple he was stuck here for thousands of years, all alone. That’s a pain I couldn’t erase no matter how hard I tried.
I examined everything I could, from the broken pottery to the cryptic wall carvings.
“Master, isn’t that similar to Inanis’ sternum?”
Partially hidden by sediment, I saw what Mors was pointing to. I separated a thin sheet of bone from my body and fleshcrafted the strange symbols into it. After that, we continued to search the cavern, copying down whatever symbols we found until my bones were thin and brittle.
I knew that I could never return here, so with a final look at my son’s resting place, I opened the gate and returned to the zombie room.




Chapter 27: Return - John
Somehow it felt nostalgic to be back in the Dark Academy again.
“God John!?” A startled Imp said, looking down at me.
I knew my current size was small, but to look up at an Imp; that was a strange sensation.
“Meat!” I commanded.
The Imp smiled as it took me in its arms. “It’s my turn to carry you now, Master.” It said as it fumbled its way through the dark room.
Oh crap, it’s this guy.
Other than Vesp’s girlfriend and Threscia’s Imp clone, there was no telling these guys apart but I still recognized this one. It was the Imp I’d carried so long ago when they were lost.
But as bumbling as it was, we eventually ended up in the outdoor settlement of New Riverbrook.
“You can put me down now.” I said as the Imp ignored me. “Hey… Put me down.”
The Imp continued to ignore me as we arrived at a meat stand.
“Ah, s’not often we see ye floppy eared sorts out here.” A cheerful bearman said. “I didn’t think you lot ate—” His discerning eyes latched onto me. “Is that, a baby, no, is that—”
The Imp held me up to the counter like a parent holding a toddler up to a drinking fountain.
“Uh, hi there. I was hoping you could—”
The bearman let loose a loud laugh, doubling over as he slapped the counter. “John, God John? Are you suckling this one’s teet now?”
“Yeah, yeah,” I said, as we started to gain a crowd. “Bones, bad cuts of meat, organs and uncured skins. Just toss me in with them for a while. I’ll pay you back however I can for what I use.”
“I’ll hold you to it!” The man said, hefting me away from the Imp and carrying me to his supply tent. “Rabbit feet, old bones, horns, and some offals that I technically shouldn’t be selling. That’s the best I can do and don’t be worrying about payment just yet. For today, the laughs were enough.”
As he turned to leave, I recognized him. “Hey, wait a minute. Weren’t you the first one to volunteer for a race change back in Riverbrook?”
“Yep, that was me.” The man said, smiling.
“I thought you were in construction, what changed?”
“We’re done. Some of us went to Therograd to help rebuild there but most of us have been here working our asses off to feed everyone.” He knelt by me. “But it’s still better than we had it back then. I have a baby on the way. That’s something I never thought I’d say, but we’re safe now, more or less. We have roofs over our heads and we can eat everyday. That’s all thanks to you.”
“Then for your payment, pray to me when your wife is ready to deliver and—”
The bearman scratched his furry cheek. “No need. I made a big show out there, but that was just to keep people from trying to take advantage of me. Meat is still a luxury, and we mainly barter for vegetables or butcher what people bring in and keep the skins. You’ve paid me enough already.”
With that he pulled out a deer leg and tossed it at me, knocking me over. “Take that too, it was going to be dinner but I’m fat enough now and there’ll be more later.”
Not wanting to waste his gifts, I used everything I could. I was able to return to my normal height and reinforce my bones back to their normal density but the protein here was lacking.
So I re-equiped my legendary pants and sabatons that shaped themselves to my form and left, waiving to the bearman who was in the middle of haggling with a Lamia woman.
Looking at her, I knew who she was as well. A friend of the traitor that the village had cast out, the one that conspired with the others to poison our children. But now, she was speaking excitedly while slamming some root vegetables down on the counter.
It’s good to see everyone alive and well, even after what I forced them to go through.
I patted the Imp on the head and thanked them before I headed off towards the hatcheries. Eggs had become the primary protein of my people, rabbits the secondary. But after looking at the antlers and the organs in Bearman’s stall, I realized that the Elves had been hunting deer for bartering.
The eggmaster, met me happily and gave me a full basket of eggs which I gladly fleshcrafted into myself. The body I had before was thick with muscle, this one though was still lacking. I was basically like Athan.
I had the Eggmaster point me towards the Elf’s hunting grounds and after praising his suit again, I was off into the forest.
After only a few minutes I noticed eyes upon me; that chilling feeling of being stalked.
As it grew closer and closer, I turned, spreading my arms to meet the improaching threat.
“Fernando!” I said in pheromones and the massive white bug tackled me.
‘John, I missed, you.’ He responded, hopping around, crushing my bones.
I held my hand up, syphoning everything he’d gathered for me, shrinking him down a bit.
How could I forget my main flesh gatherer? All hail Fernando, the apex predator!
After praising him and giving him belly pats, I fleshcrafted him to give him: Imaginal Disc.
He’d been quick to accept all the abilities I’d infused him with but this one was serious. With this, he’d finally be able to evolve. I don’t know if his skill comes from instinct or the lack of fear that’s born in creatures without a soul but it only took him a few moments to find a large tree and form a huge bone-cocoon around himself.
I patted the cocoon, as Fernando sent me a final message. ‘Thank, you.’
Now, even though I was restored, I still needed to find the elves. Not for food, but because I wanted a few guards to protect Fernando while he was going through his changes.
I created several snakevine cocoons around Fernando. Snakevines were soulless things, half plant, half insect so using Imaginal Disc, I was able to change them. I gave these ones wings and sent them off to scout for me while I scanned the immediate area.
I found several clusters of arrows, some with black fletchings and some with red ones. Apparently the elves and the dark elves were both hunting here.
I collected the arrows and tossed them into my now empty storage. I was waiting here anyway so I might as well do something useful.
After waiting for a while, I climbed a tree. It’s probably been months since I’d seen my mates or my children but my time spent underwater wasn’t kind to me. If it wasn’t for Mors, I might’ve lost my mind down there.
The abyss, huh. Such a simple, sad son. He was secluded for so long, gradually stretching out his sphere of influence until he could finally see the surface. Even though I have his memories, he himself only had the mind of a toddler. His memories are fractured, chaotic and deeply sad.
That was what drove me to the point of madness to find him. When I first saw him at that fountain, I only felt a tiny bit of his suffering but even that was enough to turn me into a complete idiot.
Even though it was the simplest thing, I didn’t try to channel darkness. Even though I’m the god of the Dark Academy, I didn’t try to speak to the guards in the women’s dorms and I even forgot that I could use the gate when I dragged Caroline out to help me.
Though I like Caroline, I’m not trying to gain another mate. Hell, even Adria and I are still in our early stages and Katie, Thia, Rossereth…
Rossereth and I have forever together to cement our feelings but somehow it seems unfair to Thia. Katie is a primal force of lust, but I’m more than my peni aren’t I? And my kids, both my biological and adopted ones; at this rate I’ll be a worse father than G*ku. Oh god! Bob is my P*ccolo… No wonder Athan turned out—pretty good all things considered, other than his rebellious phase.
Whatever did happen to that bear, pretty sure Bob or Lina ate it. Let’s never tell Athan about that.
I stayed there for a long while, sitting on a limb in a tall tree until my first snakevine returned to me. I used Coercion and let its memories flow into me.
The elves had been hard at work, constructing a treetop settlement on the outskirts of the Dark Barrier. Basically it was a treehouse fort with rope bridges. Very elf-like, very elf-like indeed.
No sighting of dark elves but they were nocturnal, also they were way more easy to talk to. From Inanis, I’d learned about her people. She was an albino version of a dark skinned race of tall narrow people and...that was it. She didn’t know anymore because she was taken at a young age and never asked anyone anything. 
I’ll forever miss her, but really!? There’s a limit to how passive someone should be.
I sighed and reabsorbed the snakevine as I hopped down from the tree, spreading my—shit!
My mana-wings got caught in the branches and I basically just got tossed around until I hit the mossy forest floor.
I mended myself and immediately fell into a pit-trap.
After that much spinning and falling my head was still reeling as I felt something warm and soft beneath me.
I slowly ran my hands along it, activating Nightsight and Incandescence. My hands found two fatty mounds that felt good to hold and—
“AAH—”
I covered her mouth reflexively as the two of us stared wide-eyed at each other.
She thrust a dagger into my side repeatedly until I had to switch to undead mode. Then, after I used Lifesense, she stopped. She began to tremble under me as her tears ran down over my hand.
“Uh,” I said, coughing up blood which I pulled back inside me as I mended myself. “Sorry about that.”
I looked around the hole. Inside, I saw a bow, some arrows and various hides, bones and pelts.
The woman under me still trembled but she wasn’t stabbing me anymore, so I released her, rolling off to the side.
“T-The source! I-I’m so sorry I’ve injured—huh?” She ran her hand along my side, examining me for injuries.
“It’s my bad but what the hell sort of trap-hole is this? I mean, falling onto a sexy half naked woman who stabs you is probably a pretty effective trap but you should value yourself more.”
“S-sexy? Value more!?”
Even though I wasn’t on top of her anymore I squeezed her bare chest a few more times, causing her to crawl away with a cute squeal. “I-I’m so sorry Source, I...this is my home.”
“Oh, then I’m sorry to drop in unannounced.” I rubbed my side and winced superficially. “But if I were still a young man then I’d proudly have given my life to hold you as I just did.”
Fullon satyr-mode had kicked in with a vengeance and I was losing my reasoning.
“That’s..that’s not—” She said as she rushed to grab my hand, then hurried to cover herself. “That’s not necessary,” She finished. “If you want to hold me, then you can. No, please do. Please allow me to atone for hurting you.”
As I was still in undead mode, I grasped my side in a dramatic display and fell back on her woven mattress, gasping my final breath.
I listened to her panic for a while, followed by her attempts to heal me even though she didn’t have the light affinity. Then as time went by, she began to mumble about burning my body in an unmarked grave.
“But are you sure people won’t find him?” I said in a low whisper.
“Yeah, I know a few good…” She froze, her whole body becoming a stone carving. She even stopped breathing as she recognized my voice.
“So,” I said, restarting my pulse. “I guess this an instinct, something like a fainting goat or something?”
She remained frozen.
“Kay, well, you said it was fine, so I’ll just parpate your chest and—”
She screamed again, doubling over in tears. “I thought I’d killed you, YOU! Our savior...I...I was so scared!”
“What kind of Savior would I be if a single dark elf woman with a dagger and a nice body could end me?”
She stammered for a while until I kissed her, then after looking into her eyes, I laid her down and parted her legs. She welcomed me in and I fleshcrafted her so I wouldn’t hurt her.
Then like a gentleman, I pulled out and saw the true volume my boys produced as it sprayed her in thick white gouts of sticky goo.
I didn’t have a water affinity, so I couldn’t wash her off. So as gross as it was for me, I fleshcrafted my seed back inside.
“Sorry about that, I didn’t plan to—” 
“N-not at all, it was my fault for not recognizing you sooner. After all, with all your muscles and those eyes...I consider myself lucky, especially after you graced someone as lowly as me with your seed.”
And now, I‘m hard again. Normally I’d repeat the process but if I did then I’d be here all night.
“What’s your name?” I asked as I fruitlessly tried to retie my pants.
“Therinora, daughter of Therionus, son of Therion, grandson of—”
“Wait, Therion, really!?”
“Do you know of my grandfather?” She asked, her dark gray skin blushing to a warm burgundy.
No, there’s no way I know her grandfather but bands are a different story.
I questioned her lineage for a while but it was all just a coincidence. Their names came from Theron, a dark champion and Dherross, an ancient god of light. So I—
“Wait, Dherross?” I said, grasping her hand. “Who’s that!?”
“You don’t know!? He’s an old god of light and nature. Originally, he pretended to guide us all but then he became the first one to proclaim that every non-human race was a sinner. He was—”
“Enough,” I said as I pulled her into my lap. “I can guess the rest and it’s not that interesting. So let me fill in the details. He was a blonde, beautiful guy that somehow took the place of some other, very similar god. Then, he declared that humans were the superior race and invaded Poland…”
“Huh? P-Poland!? Huh!?”
“Don’t worry about that part, just know that he had a sexchange and now he's Therressa. Soon, I’ll have a few solutions to try out but in the meantime,” I said, giving her perky chest a soft massage. “Are you sure this is okay? I know you weren’t a maiden but we did, you know, and...”
“My beloved died long before we were lost in the Dark Barrier. I wouldn’t dare to guess your age Dark God, but even before my people became zombie slaves, I was already a hundred and seventy years old. Now, I’m ancient, so if a man like you craves me, then I’ll take it as a compliment.”
And so, I ‘complimented’ her until her face was sloppy, her speech was slurred and she gave in to her passion. Making a 170+ year old dark elf moan and beg was a magnificent sight to— Oh shit, Fernando!
“Sorry to come and go,” I said to the still twitching dark elf. “But uh, I was here with a purpose.”
“Nnn…” She said, moaning as she curled up into a ball of pleasure.
Hmm, kinda reminds me of what I did to Lina that one time.
I sighed, as I gently stroked her long hair until she was finished. But I hated the fact that I had to pull out, you really can’t beat mates. Wait a minute...that time with Caroline...and with her biology…
Crap, I’m going to be a baby daddy soon, aren’t I?
That night with Caroline I’d abused the calming effect and I wasn’t even in my right mind until. I woke up and did it all again anyway. I suck!
I covered the woman with one of her hides and set her up as she looked at me, her face still glowing. Even though she couldn’t make eye contact with me, she pulled me in and kissed me with all her passion, sliding her long tongue inside my mouth and greedily entwining it with mine.
“Well, for your age you definitely still have that spark, don’t you?”
She blushed again and gently pushed me away. “Did you use some sort of magic to make me feel this way?” She asked, panting slightly.
“I made your openings a bit wider so I wouldn’t rip anything but don’t worry, I already restored them to their normal size.”
She began to breath heavily again and somehow I knew I should’ve fled when I had the chance.
“Look at me,” I said, trying to cut off what was undoubtedly going to be an encore performance. “I’m not an elf, I’m a big bald dude with a stubby nose that smells like death. I’m not som—”
“That’s not true! You’re the source, all that we are comes from you, no matter what form you take. We can feel your energy and even by standing beside you, we feel at home.”
“Is it the gray skin? Cause that technically came from combining a ghoul and a cave troll. I’m more monster than man, and not in the dramatic sense, in the literal, physical and probably mental sense. No part of me is—”
And now I’m being kissed again, by a stranger who’s house I fell into after falling out of a tree.
There was a resounding smacking noise as she slapped me after we parted lips. “We can see your mana. No matter what you say, the older ones will always follow you. Champions have a bit of their god’s mana, Avatars, even more but if you could see what we see then you’d know,” She rubbed my face where she’d hit me. “There’s no one like you.”
So this is what it feels like to be scolded by a dark elf grandma with a post-coital glow. To say I have mixed feelings would be an understatement. What’s next, homemade scarves? Cookies, brownies—
“Would you like some pemmican?” She asked, handing a chunk of something.
“Now that’s a word I forgot I knew.” I said as I took the salty meat equivalent of a rice crispies treat from her.
It was basically ground deer jerky with tallow, salt and whatever else was available. I took a bite and smiled. “It’s good,” I said as I licked my fingers.
“I’m glad, everyone knows how to make this and the game here is plentiful, so you can get it anywhere but I like to think mine is special.”
“It’s pretty good. You used Fura’s root vegetable giving it a slightly sweet flavor. There’s a warmth to it that goes beyond normal rations. Hey,” I said, taking another piece. “You need to teach this recipe to the people of Riverbrook and the Chefs in the Dark Academy. From what I understand, it’s probably going to get cold soon and the fields will be mostly out of commission.”
She hugged her furs up under her arms and set the pemmican down. “The river-folke are one thing, but I don’t do well with humans.”
“Me either, but the necromancers have preservation techniques that use runes for cooling. I’d say that’s worth learning. Also you could power those runes with deer souls. Just bring the heads to Ralphus in the parts shop and he’ll help you.”
“Why would a human, especially a...necromancer,” She practically spat out the word, “ever help, me?”
Good point. “Because he owes me and you’ll be helping each other. Whatever lines in the sand you’ve drawn before, it’s time to erase them. Now we’re all the same people and we all need to help each other to survive.”
She sighed as she spoke. “You’re used to getting your way, aren’t you?”
“After what just happened, you tell me.”
She smiled as she lowered the fur. “Any other unreasonable requests?” She said, eyeing me again.
“Yep, I need you to organize a guard rotation for Fernando’s cocoon. Ah, but not just guards, I’ll want them to monitor his progress and light a fire when it gets cooler.”
“Ah, pardon my ignorance, but what’s a Fernando?”
I described him and reminded her about what everyone saw during Liz’s funeral.
Now she was eyeing me for a different reason but she nodded in agreement all the same. Despite her living in a pitfall trap, she was a well respected person among her people, something like a sage. Not in the magic sense, but in the way she was known to be intelligent and level headed.
After we talked for a while more, I noticed the sun peeking through the destroyed trap door.
“Well then, miss dark elf lady, I guess I’ll be on my way.”
“Nora,” she said, grinning. “Call me Nora and don’t fall into any more ‘traps’.”
I looked up, wondering how she got out of here then noticed the handholds carved in the wall. “I won’t, thank you again for everything.”
She nodded as I left and after climbing a tree, I flew off towards the elven settlement.




Chapter 28: Beauty - John
Using mana-filled wings for longer than a few seconds was exhausting both mentally and physically. So the second I saw a good place to land my concentration failed and I tumbled onto the platform of the largest structure. I couldn’t say what all I hit on the way down, but before my neck snapped I remember a pleasant voice yelling that they’d catch me.
I hit something soft and fleshy and a sense of deja vu set in. As I mended my broken neck, I ran my hands up a set of soft, giving hips to a narrow waist and finally… Where’s the boobs!?
Er, I mean, I hope this person’s alright.
After my neck finished mending I regained my sight and hearing.
“AHAHAHA! Stop it, Big Brother!”
I immediately considered dying again as Thia’s little brother hugged me, giggling with a voice any woman would envy.
I really did fall into another trap…
I quickly rose, happy that my twins didn’t. “Sorry about that, are you okay?”
“Awe~ You could’ve tickled me more.”
Stop it, stop it now, that’s a damn man! I mentally said to my crotch.
So was Lina, it answered, rising to half mast.
Calming Effect!
I didn’t feel like having a psychological debate with the twins right now. But is a schlong something one carries on the outside or inside? Though truthfully I don’t think that logic applies to Lina.
“So where’s your sis?”
“You always play with her!” He said, pouting.
“Yeah...she’s my wife and all.”
“You should play with me too sometimes, we’re family now!”
Jeezus, this kid is pissing me off. He’s gotta be doing this on purpose by this point.
“I thought you were in, uh…” I immediately had a brainfart. “That purple people place.”
“Oh yeah, I killed seven people that night! Praise me!” He said, butting his head against me.
So I patted his head, careful not to look into his eyes. This was not a path I wanted to take but I was sure that...can not resist…
I looked into his eyes as he giggled up at me. “Damn kid, how old are you? Knowing Elf development you’re probably—”
“Thirty three!” He said rubbing his face on my chest.
“Right, well, take me to your sister.”
Elves are strange. I’d been applying my fantasy trope knowledge to them, but that only went skin deep. Pointy ears, good eyesight and long lives, other than the physical stuff not much else applied and I was reminded that they didn’t actually call themselves elves. That was just the most accurate word for them in English.
Like the fact that a tree is a tree to a normal person but to someone who knows more about plants and forestry, they would describe it as a spruce or a fur or an oak. But all I saw were trees. Basically I didn’t know enough about them to call them anything else.
It turns out that Thia was on watch duty in the highest stand. She’d recently taken to doing that duty daily instead of hunting, gathering or building like the rest of her people. I’d asked her brother why, but he wouldn’t tell me.
So I asked him about other things. My conversations with him moved in disturbing ways. He’d talk about hitting fallen foes in the eye with a cheerful grin, then move on to his friends marrying with an emotionless smile.
After a while, I noticed a trend. This kid craves war and this kid wasn’t a kid.
“Pardon me, Sir Cria!” An athletic looking elf man said as he waived to Thia’s brother. “How’s she hol—holy crap, is that John!?”
“Yeah!” He said, wrapping himself around my arm like a serpent.
The elf-man’s eyes looked at me with horror. I recognized him from when Rossereth solved the dispute between elves and dark elves.
‘Cria’, is that Thia’s brother’s name? I thought it was something else. Also was he always this clingy?
Cria looked up at me and grinned. “Don’t worry about him, he’s always been a coward. Even when we were kids.”
Tears streamed down the Elf’s face as his eyes turned frantic. “P-please forgive...forgive me. Rossereth be praised, Rossereth is—”
Cria slapped him. “Is that any way to greet your god, Eh!? Get up pissant and don’t disgrace me any more than you have already!”
“Y-yes, sir!” The man stood on shaky legs as he spoke, now more fearful of Cria than me. “I need to go, my wife is waiting for me… I-I”
Cria slapped him again. “Spit it out, idiot, you what?”
“I—”
“You make me sick, get outta my sight and clean your piss trail as you go, worm.”
I blinked several times, hoping that what I was seeing was an illusion but it wasn’t. After the Elf man half-sprinted half-crawled off, Cria turned back to me with a flawless smile and attached himself to my side like a parasyte.
I now had many more questions but more than that, I was a little mad.
I grabbed his head and began to squeeze, at first he giggled, then after the first crack, he began to panic.
“Oh, my dear cute little brother-in-law,” I said with a saccharine grin. “Do you always treat your people like that? Like a human noble treats the poor?”
Large tears formed in the corners of Cria’s eyes as they frantically searched for a response. I increased the pressure and another crack happened.
The cracking sounds came from my fingers, not his head but he doesn’t need to know that.
“Ahh..I’m weak and everyone else is so prideful. They all used to look down on me, so I had to do something or…”
Crack!
“Or, or, or—”
Crack!
His face distorted as he cried, unable to make full words anymore through his sobbing. He just repeated “Sowwy, sowwy…” over and over again.
I sat him down and mended him, though just picking him up by his head didn’t cause any real harm, it just scared him.
I guided him over to an isolated overlook and we sat down as he began to explain why he acted like an ass.
Apparently, I’m not the only one who thinks he looks girly and that gave him a complex from a young age. So he overreacted to the point of becoming a legendary bully but in reality he was just way overcompensating. Either way, his actions had led to some success and his brilliant mind and sharp aim were the only things he was praised for.
“Look, Cria. Times have changed, your parents and the clan elders are gone.” I went to pat his head and he winced. “I know that pride is a big part of your culture but we’re all in this together now. This world is no longer overflowing with life and if you need to choose between pride and cooperation then choose to cooperate. Raise your people up high, rather than putting them down.”
“But,” he hesitated for a moment before accepting my hand on his head again. “Even you and Rossereth threatened—”
“We did, for our people not for ourselves—Gods are like that. Even if it means being hated or feared, we do what we have to but you’re different. You should just be yourself. You shouldn’t have to play a character.” I grabbed his shoulders giving them a squeeze. “These narrow shoulders aren’t meant to carry the weight of the world. Besides, being nice to everyone in times of peace means they’ll listen to you more when you bellow orders in battle.”
I slapped him on the back and stood. “Let’s go see Thia, what do you say?”
“Mhm…” He said, pouting.
“Louder boy, what do you say?”
“Y-yes.”
“You can do better than that!”
“Yes!”
“Come-on, louder!”
“YES!”
“Good, that’s the way a man should be.”
We began walking again but both his pace and his silence told me he had something to say.
“Out with it, Cria. What’s on your mind?”
“How do I become more manly? Like, how can I get muscles like yours?”
Be reborn as a fleshgolem… “I can give them to you if you want but muscles like that would be meaningless.” God I’m such a poser. “Work hard, lift heavy things until you can’t move and try your hardest every day.”
I had to look away before he saw me cringing at my own words.
I looked down to see a 30-something year old elf man with the body of a teenage girl staring up at me with stars in his eyes. “Wo~w, I’ll do it!”
Then a new horrific image entered my mind.
The image of this kid, er, man’s cute little face attached to an over-muscled body. He’d probably still giggle and cling to me while flexing his oiled pecs.
I shivered as we moved on, Cria chatting happily to me even though all my responses were now one syllable answers.
The next thing I knew, I saw her.
She was wearing a new dress lighter and frillier than the one I’d made for her, her platinum blonde hair blowing softly in the cool wind. At that moment she looked like a painter's magnum opus brought to life.
She smiled sweetly as she saw me, her hands raising up from her stomach as we met in an embrace.
“Why are you so beautiful now?” I asked, holding her as if she was an illusion that could vanish at any second.
I gently kissed the top of her head, inhaling her scent no longer clouded with blood.
She looked up at me, closing her eyes softly to invite me in for a kiss as we held each other like long lost lovers finally meeting again.
“I’m pregnant,” she answered finally, pulling my hand down to her slightly swollen stomach.
I remember this experience with Lina and Nex. I don’t know if it’s the satyr in me but there’s no lovelier sight than a woman carrying my child.
I wiped a tear from my face and knelt down, kissing her stomach as she held me.
“I know,” she said with a sniffle. “I felt the same way when I knew.”
“Then, the reason you’ve been on lookout duty is…”
“To watch for you.”
Her words were like a mace to the side of my head. It’s easy to get lost in the things I need to do; to give in to tunnel-vision and chock it all up to trying to make a livable world out of this shitty one. But the fact is, that even when I’m gone, the world keeps going and people miss me.
I looked up at her radiant smile, feeling the warmth of her stomach against my cheek and I felt like I was home.
I rushed Cria out of the lookout and spent the rest of the day holding Thia.
“A child, huh.” Rossereth said, borrowing Thia’s body. “I never thought the day would come when I, we, would…”
She looked up at me, with a complicated expression. Though her eyes were soft, there was sadness in them.
“I know exactly how you feel.” When we’d mixed our essences in the soulscape, we learned almost everything about each other.Even now, the only person that knows me more is Mors.
I kissed and held her tight. There’s something special about this time of year. When it’s cold, but not too cold, yet. We cuddled together for warmth as we looked out over the trees.
“Ah!” Rossereth said, suddenly rising. “Deer!”
Before I could respond, she’d already strung her bow and knocked an arrow.
I strained to see it but before I could activate Lifesense she’d already made her shot.
She turned towards me, laughing victoriously for a moment before her smile faded slightly and she blushed. “Sorry if I spoiled the mood.”
“Not at all, your form with a bow is always a pleasure to watch.”
She placed her arms around my neck and I pulled her in close, feeling the heat from her skin through her sheer loose-fitting dress.
Her eyes became two different colors as she spoke with shy tones. “This is weird, isn’t it? The three of us, together?”
I laughed. “Not for me, I think it’s a beautiful thing.”
She swallowed then took a moment. “This baby is…” She seemed to be struggling to find the right words. “It’s from all three of of us, it’s our baby. Elves usually don’t…they don’t…” Her porcelain shin became pink as she struggled, then her eyes changed back the Thia’s.
“We have our cycles yearly.” The usually timid Thia said, in place of the warrior-like Rossereth.
That gap in character made them both seem so much more adorable.
I nodded as Thia clenched her eyes, using her inner strength to fight through her obvious embarrassment. “But with you, it happened so soon.”
I opened my mouth to say something, but immediately stopped myself. Believe it or not, I’d only recently seen the volume of baby gravy I produce and I still didn’t know it’s properties. But, I can say that volume isn’t everything if it was then Leera should’ve been the first one to get pregnant.
That thought disturbed me. Why wasn’t she pregnant? And if I go in order, then could Liz have been…
I felt a surge of rage, but for now, I need to be here, with Thia and Rossereth. My family comes first.
“It happened because it should’ve happened and I’m happy it did. I love you both and I’ll do whatever I can so our baby will have a good place to grow up.”
Thia rested her head on my chest and I moved her long hair behind her pointed ear, causing her to jerk slightly. I sat with my back against the tree in the middle of the room and she leaned against me, her eyes changing once more.
“That’s not what I was trying to say.” Rossereth said, sighing contentedly as I began to stroke her ear. “Our baby will be the combination of your and Thia’s bodies but it’ll have a small amount of our essence. It’ll be something new, like a champion of two gods and if it’s a channeler—”
“Oh crap…” I let out, accidentally.
“Yeah, if it throws a tantrum—”
“I forgot about Fernando again.” I finished.
“Huh!?”
“Cria,” I called out, sure that the creepy little guy was still around.
“Y-yes, big brother?” He answered, peeking around the tree.
“I need you to assign a guard for Fernando’s cocoon. He’s just south-west from dark-elf territory, towards the academy. It’s a huge white cocoon. There may already be some dark elves guarding him, work with them to make a schedule.”
“I, its, huh?”
“Say it clear, boy!”
“Yes…”
“Louder!”
“Y-YES!! I’ll take care of it!”
“Good, now off with you. I’ll leave it in your capable hands, so don’t let me down.”
“YES, SIR!”
After he was gone, I turned my attention back to Rossereth. “Sorry about that, I really did need him to set up some guards for Fernando but that’s not why I called out to him. I just wanted to be able to speak to you like normal. Without eavesdroppers.”
I continued softly running my fingertips around the outside of her sensitive ear, causing her to moan and shiver with pleasure. I used that time thinking about how cute she was, er, I mean thinking about how to say what I needed to. Our baby might channel a catastrophe.
“I’ve had that problem before, a few times. When I discovered Thad’s second camp and again when I was asleep under Vesp’s wing. But both those times were brought on by feelings of helplessness and rage. So, as long as our baby grows up happy, I really don’t think we have anything to worry about. People aren’t born wanting to hurt others, that’s a learned behavior. And our child won’t see a single hateful face.”
Rossereth laughed. “You sound like my apostles preaching about the words I never said.”
“Pardon me Mrs. but have you heard the word of Goblinism?”
“Geh!?” Rossereth started to sit up but I held her down.
“Please come to our church, we have a bake sale every month and a potluck every Sunday! And...I’m just joking. But I realized something from knowing them and becoming their chief. Even though they were starving and hunted to the point of near extinction, they were still happy. Being short-lived, they put all their hopes into the next generation. They shared without fighting and loved their relatives enough to seek them out when they didn’t come back.”
Rossereth fought off the pleasure of my touch enough to pull away. “But goblins are,” she said, before noticing the look in my eyes. “They’re just…” She stopped there, but I already knew she’d hunted her fair share of them.
Goblins are to other races what rabbits are to the animal kingdom. That is; if rabbits weren’t cute and captured people for forced mating. But it’s not like it was done indiscriminately. The people that lowered their weapons and tried to talk with them were spared.
Unlike how they were viewed, goblins were different. They didn’t steal, because they had no sense of personal ownership. They didn’t hurt anyone who wasn’t trying to hurt them and the only time they got violent was when someone was around their children.
I explained all this to Rossereth and she lay back down in my lap, guiding my hand back to her ear. “I get it, they’re simple little booger folke, but what does that have to do with our baby?”
I took a deep breath, though she just said something that pissed me off, it was only out of ignorance.
“I’ll preface this with a warning. You already know that my memories come from a different world so what I’m about to say is beyond common sense.”
Her face squirelled up but she nodded.
“In my world, the place that the god of souls called the gray realm, we don’t hunt, we don’t gather. Everyone there just spends all their time doing one tedious thing for eight or more hours at a time. We all worked ourselves to death in something that I can only describe as unfocused slavery. You were either a slave to a corporation or a manager of slaves, who was still a slave themselves.”
“I saw this,” Rossereth said, still confused. “But what does—”
“My point is that the goblins have it right. Or rather, my goblins have it right. When they hunt, they get food. When they fight it’s for a reason, and when they die, it’s for their people. Risks, rewards, returns are all immediate. They support each other, they respect one another, and at heart they are a humble, giving people. They don’t adhere to any caste system, they don’t shun outsiders, unless they’re armed. They—”
Rossereth put her hand on my chest and looked into my eyes as she spoke. “I get it, I’m sorry about what I said, but in my day goblins… They captured our people and...”
I nodded. “They did that, that’s an undeniable fact but did you know that they are the only species that can breed with anyone and still produce viable offspring. Most, if not all other races can probably trace their roots back to goblins, even elves.”
Rossereth’s mouth hung open as if I’d just walked into a church BBQ and yelled ‘hail Seitan’.
I continued. “Being a fleshcrafter, I’d say that the first elves were probably Goblin+Human=Hobgoblin then Hob+Druid=Elves. The proof of that is that I was able to get you pregnant.”
Her mouth took on a frown that any black-metal band would be proud of as she rubbed her temples. “So...what your saying is—”
“Yep, the overproud elves are probably descended from those so called ‘booger people’. I daresay they were here long before most other races and they survived on willpower and breeding alone.” I pinched her cheeks back into a smile as her eyes cried murder. “You know, the only position of power that I claimed was that of a goblin chief. I can’t say that my clan is the norm, but I’m proud of them. Their beliefs are mine, other than the pies and the splooge tossing.”
Rossereth slapped my hand away. “The pies?”
“Never accept a pie from a goblin, it’s something that could be weaponized.”
“Then why didn’t you?” She asked, tilting her head slightly. “If it’s… Hey, are you okay, you look a little pale.”
“I’ll just say that it’s a poison that my modified gobs can’t produce anymore and leave it at that.”
She nodded in confusion, saying something under her breath.
Then with the mood thoroughly ruined, Thia’s eyes changed back to normal and somehow the mood was back.
She looked up at me with a small smile and leaned against me. After we sat back down, we watched the sunset through the dark barrier as I stroked her ears. The noises she made were cute at first but eventually became moans.
Apparently, I’m good at oo-mox.
Eventually, she stopped me and spoke in a breathy voice. “Don’t do it again.”
Shit, I thought I was doing a good job. “I’m sorry I thought you were enjoying—”
“Not that! Don’t leave me behind again. We’re married by your people’s customs, so we shouldn’t be separated. When you leave like that, all on your own.” Her eyes filled with tears. “Why didn’t you tell me? If it wasn’t for Caroline, I never would’ve known what happened to you and even then, I didn’t know if you’d come back.” She clenched her teeth and wiped her eyes. “I was already thinking about what I would tell our child. How I should explain to them that their father just vanished.”
I hugged her, her arms pressed against my chest as I rested my cheek on her head. I felt like shit, everything she just said was true and her feelings matched my guilt. I’d thought about it, I’d tortured myself knowing that I was being unfair. But this was the first time someone called me on it.
I missed the birth of my first two children even though it was beyond my control, it still hurt. What’s the point in loving someone if you're never there for them? I didn’t want to pay the piper for my mistakes, nor did I want to spit out platitudes like ‘it was for their sake’ or ‘They’re better off without me.’
The first time was Eunice’s fault but this time, it was all on me.
“I’m sorry…” I said, over and over again as I desperately held Thia. “I-I…” My black tears stained her light hair, causing me to feel even more guilty. “I…”
I didn’t have an excuse, no romantic words to smooth everything over. All I had now were regrets and fear.
“Then take me with you.” Thia finally said, raising up and sitting in my lap so she could look me in the eyes. “Don’t leave me again.”
“It’s not like I left you.” I finally managed to say. “The abyss was a harrowing journey in dark waters that lasted for months. I had to give up my body just to survive. No one but me could’ve made that trip.” I stopped for a moment and held her closer. “He was suffering alone down there, a part of me, worshipped, restrained and forgotten. If you could’ve felt his pain, then you’d know why I went.” Taking comfort in Thia’s warmth I continued. “The Abyss was my child, a part of me snapped off by beliefs and restrained in seclusion for thousands of years. Can you imagine it, being completely alone for so long?”
She hung her head on my shoulder as I felt her long ear against mine. She didn’t speak, instead she let me know that she was listening.
“I felt his pain as if it were mine. I would’ve lost my mind if it wasn’t for Mors. Such a cold dark place, devoid of everything. And when I finally saw him,” I held Thia tightly, desperately seeking her comfort. “He only wanted to die. He wanted to be consumed, that simple child, not even capable of words just wanted to become nothing.” I was aware for a moment, that I was shaking, that my tears and snot were all over Thia’s new dress. “So I did it, I consumed him. I-I killed my son.”
I felt pathetic, sobbing like a baby when I should be strong. I couldn’t afford be weak in this world but something about Thia made me want to trust her.
After a while, she pulled back and snorted, softly sobbing with me. At that moment, I realized what she was saying before. We were connected, not just by breeding but in life. The fact that someone could be moved so much by my sadness made me latch onto her.
I’ll never let her go, she’s beautiful inside and out and now I feel closer to her than ever.
I looked at her as if for the first time. Placing my hands on her face, I smoothed her hair behind her ears. Then feeling a swelling under her, she raised her frilly skirt up and lowered my pants, taking me in with a single gasp.
It wasn’t a normal session. There was no grinding of hips or jostling motions. It was just me inside of her as we kissed and felt each other. We stayed like that for a long while, I could feel her heartbeat from inside as her warmth seemed to flow through me.
I kissed, nibbled and licked her ears as her soft moans smothered out any other thoughts I’d had. Rather than sex, we savored a deep connection and after a while even the tiniest twitch she made or the smallest motions of her hips mode me feel euphoric. But it wasn’t one sided, she reacted to my every twitch with a soft moan as we stared into each other’s eyes.
I don’t know how to describe it other than pure and beautiful. It was sex, not for pleasure but for bonding.
There was no need to rush things or to worry about pleasing each other. There was only the sweet smell of her sweat, her soft lips and our heightened senses. Though we hardly moved at all, I already knew that I was going to finish soon. And from the aggressiveness of her tongue in my mouth and the way she shuddered whenever I ran my hand down her back, I knew she was close as well.
I played with her tongue, licked along her ears and kissed her tender neck. Every time I’d bite it, she’d twitch inside, bringing me closer as she began to moan.
I cheated a little by moving my hand down and playing with her. At even the slightest touch, she’d cling to me, her muscles quivering around my twins.
At the moment when I couldn’t hold it anymore her body began to shake as her arms wrapped around my neck and she kissed me, moaning into my mouth as she rocked her hips impatiently.
I filled her, though my orgasm wasn’t strong, it seemed to last forever, even longer than hers as we stayed locked tight together. By then end we both lay there breathlessly.
We slept there on the lookout, never separating throughout the night. Every few hours one of us would wake up and it would all start again. Sometimes it would be with Thia, other times it was Rossereth.
After I woke up, I watched Thia for awhile. She was sleeping on my arm with her back pressed against me. I began to imagine what sort of mother she’d be and about our baby and our future. This is the first time, in a long time, that I feel happy.
She shivered slightly and I covered her, using her dress as a blanket. I gently kissed her head and held my hand on her stomach, feeling the life inside her.
“Thia,” I said softly, trying to wake her.
She smiled a bit then snuggled back against me.
“Thia,” I said again but this time right next to her ear as I softly blew it.
Her beautiful eyes opened and a soft blush filled her face as she responded. “Morning,” She said with a smile.
She sat up and covered herself with her dress as I looked down at my arm and laughed.
She follows my gaze and covers her mouth. “S-sorry about that, I—”
I traced the pointed earprint she’d left indented into my arm as she slept. “Don’t worry, I think it’s cute. Maybe I’ll leave it there, make it permanent.”
She went from blushing to pouting. “D-don’t tease me like that! I’m—”
I kissed her, cutting off her words. It was a long sweet kiss, the kind that wasn’t meant to titillate but to show emotion. I could feel her practically melt in my arms and after talking for a while, I had to leave.
The elve’s tree-village was still undergoing construction and it seems like in its current state it was mainly used as a hunting outpost.
I nodded to the sparse few guards and hunters as I searched for a large sturdy-looking tree to take off from.
After finding one, I climbed it and took a deep breath.
Flying… I don’t know if it’s because my body keeps changing or because my wings aren’t formed right but it’s definitely harder than Lina makes it look.
I reimagined my wings, this time using Vesp as the bases. I ran them farther down my back and gave them a few more points of articulation. I then reinforced my back muscles and took a deep breath as I kicked off from the limb I was on with all my force.
Focusing everything I had, I flapped my massive wings and rose high up into the air. Now, rather than the flying version of a doggy paddle I was gliding.
I aimed for the Dark Academy and took my time, enjoying the crisp morning wind as it rushed past my face.
I don’t know why, but I feel good today. It finally feels like things are going okay but is it alright for me to allow myself to feel this way? It seems like every time I relax, some new and terrible thing happens. Maybe today, just for today, I’ll allow myself to be happy for a while.




Chapter 29: Them Bones - John
I landed by the entrance of the Academy and canceled my wings.
As I flung open the doors, the Necromancers on guard duty gaped at me.
Oh yeah, I don’t usually use the doors.
I nodded to them in greeting and opened the small gate to the reliquary. There, I found Darionus having a lively conversation with one of his shades.
“That metelf knows nothing about the finer points, nay, the very rudimentary foundation of stones and sigils. Berating my work and stealing our resources, he…”
The shade said nothing but Darionus paused as if it were speaking.
“Well, that may be so but being made out of them doesn’t make you an expert and…” He paused again, listening to his specter.
“I know John is a flesh golem and therefore an expert on flesh, of which he is made, but we’re talking about the dark elf! He’s undermining me by—”
I coughed and Darionus froze in place, his finger still held out to his shade as if he were doing an Uncle Sam impression.
“Metelf, huh. Is that from combining metal and elf? It’s catchy.”
Darionus slowly turned towards me, dabbing his forehead with the sleeve of his robe. “Ah, John, we weren’t expecting you. Ehm, Chiropractor has been stealing from the reliquary again as of late and telling me that he was granted permission, by you…”
“He was, you both have your own views of artifacts and stones, it’s a good thing. It means I have two experts with very different abilities. Kalapract isn’t your competition, he’s your colleague. Just as you excel in organization, soul magic and elemental magic. He excels in metal-crafting, augmentation and dark magic. As you can see, you’re not competing in any field, you're just bickering over magic stones.”
Really!? They’re both ancient archmages and I’m having to lecture one of them.
Darionus frowned in a way that only an aged person can. That look of practiced anger perfected over a lifetime.
I used Soulsteal and his shades began floating towards me, causing him to panic.
“We, I, am sorry to have displeased you,” he said, bowing until I canceled Soul Steal.
“Look,” I said, handing him Inanis’s sternum and the copied bone fragments from the abyss’s cave. “These are why I came here, to you, the expert.”
All hints of anger vanished from his face as he sat the bone fragments down reverently on his work-table and focused on them. “I see, I see, of course you would want an expert for something like this, uh, these...hmm…”
He brooded over them for a while before having his shades bring him a few heavy tomes.
With the well practised motions of a true scholar he flipped to the pages he was looking for in each of them as if they were only there to refresh his memory. Then, as he honed in on Inanis’ sternum, his eyes went wide with an epiphany.
“B-bring Barzealis and…” he hesitated for a moment, “That damned metelf…”
Shit, that means I’ll be getting a lecture of my own from Barz and I’m not sure where I stand with Kalapract after his encounter with Bob.
Well, let’s go to the easy one first.
I opened the gate to the zombie room, and flew to where Kalapract had set up his space not far from Blue’s giant forge.
The second Kalapract saw me, he crouched low and began looking around frantically.
“Don’t worry, it’s just me today and you know full well you brought that on yourself.”
He slowly stood and cleared his throat. “What brings you here, Dark One?” He said in a serious tone.
Well, it looks like we’re back to stage one with him which isn’t good. Being a metal man, he’s immune to my best techniques and worst of all, he’s a powerful necromancer. It’s possible that if he’d had a red amber when he faced Bob then things would’ve gone differently.
“I’ve come to ask for your help, or rather Darionus requested your help.”
Kalapract’s eyes shot open in shock and given his body, I half expected him to shoot laser beams out of them. “That dusty, decrepit pile of stacked scrotums, requested me, me!? What the void do you have him working on?”
“Yes, that.”
“The, the…” Kalapract ran his hand down his face and sighed. “The void? He’s working on the void!?”
“A piece of the incarnation of the void, yes. But there’s also the inscription that was on my ancient son, The Abyss. I believe that—”
Kalapract closed his eyes and sat in a chair that wasn’t there, colliding with the ground with a metallic thunk.
I helped him up, but it was like he didn’t even notice he’d fallen down. He spoke to himself in ancient elvish, his eyes moving rapidly as if sorting through several thoughts at once.
“Oh,” he said, walking off into the darkness.
I followed him for a while until we came to a row of dehydrated necromancer zombies. “Your daughter used a few of the frozen ones to practice her techniques. She told me to give them to you when I saw you again.”
“Neat.”
As Kalapract continued to mutter things to himself, he began tracing patterns in the air.
I decided to leave him be while I examined Lil’sis’ gift. The zombies had bone plates embedded into their arms, legs and chest. On each plate there was a rune.
I’m not good with runes, but I recognize these ones from Liz’s staff, Ice.
I examined their cores which were solidified blood crystals, similar to what I usually made. I tried using soulsteal, and several souls flew into me but not from the zombies. These souls were animal souls that probably came from someone’s lunch. No, these zombies are bound, probably to Lil’sis.
I felt their arms; they were cold but not frozen.
To think she actually improved on Eunice’s techniques, that girl’s really going places! If these are a gift to me, then they were probably instructed to follow my orders.
“Zombie 1, attack my arm.”
I was expecting it to grab and bite me, but all it did was touch me, then something strange happened.
My arm froze and the zombie backed away, having completed its task.
I held my arm up. It wasn’t encased in ice like Liz would do, no, it was frozen solid. Even with Fleshcrafting, I couldn’t move it. It was like that time when Belairia turned her arm into charcoal trying to cast ignite and I couldn’t save it.
“Is...is this a threat?”
I turned up my body heat and directed it towards my limb until I’d died from a fever a few times. After doing that for a while, I was finally able to move it a bit. Luckily, it’d been frozen so quickly that the actual damage to it was minimal and it could still be restored later after it was done defrosting.
I whistled as I considered what these zombies could do. I’m usually opposed to zombies as a concept because I’d almost become one. But these came from people who, if ordered, would’ve killed my family. So they can just rot in there for a while, being the same tools they were in life but now pledged to a new master.
Still, to think I missed four of them that day, they must’ve been in their quarters. Who knows when they were found.
Damn nobles, remind me to kill that Earl again the next time I see him. The only reason I left him alive was for the sake of his family but looking back on it, he should be a torch.
But this really showcases Lil’sis’s talent and passion. I wonder if Ralphus is proud of his student?
“Hmm? Oh, John. How long have you been here?” Kalapract said as if he’d just held down the home and power buttons at the same time.
“You okay in there, man?”
“Yeah,” he shook his head for a moment and took a deep breath. “I was just forcing a few old memories back into my consciousness. I’m alright now.” He ran his finger along a zombie’s bone plate. “She’s a clever one, but using this many runes; the zombies will expire in twenty years or so. Generally that’s bad, but because their bodies will be so well maintained, you would only need to infuse a new soul. They’re a strategic weapon.”
“Yeah, even I.” I stopped myself from finishing that sentence. Let’s not blurt out one of my weaknesses, shall we. “Er, most people would have trouble with these guys, but they’re still shamblers.”
“If you use them as is, yes. But if you mix them in with a hoard, then they’ll be sure to deliver a nasty surprise. Their ability practically renders unenchanted armor useless and their frozen flesh makes them resistant to cuts and slashes. I’m amazed she’s only been practicing for under a year.”
I nodded, if Kalapract is singing her praises then I’m even more proud of her than before. “Depending on what day it is, I’ll go see her.”
Kalapract cocked an eyebrow. “It’s the 23rd day of Frigus,” Kalapract said. “But what does that have to do with visiting her?”
“Do you guys not have names for days of the week?”
“Certainly, 1st, 2nd, 3rd—”
“Right, not what I meant.”
We chatted about it while he gathered the things he needed.
So, they do have the concept of a week, but it’s not always seven days and not all months are thirty days.
“—but that’s just my people’s version. Things have changed since my time and I had to recalibrate my calculations based on hearsay from the Dwarves. Of course they aren’t modern people either so—”
“So, you just wasted my time for no reason at all. That’s just great.” I said as I opened the gate to the reliquary. “Let’s go.”
I never pegged the lord of poison to be a small talker but the thin grin he had as he walked past, told me that he was just screwing with me.
Am I fun to mess around with? Are my reactions good? Threscia, Bob and now Kalapract, what the hell people?
Apparently my thoughts sound like a censored Joe Pesci now.
When we walked into the room, Kalapract’s smile vanished and Darionus grimaced.
“So, you couldn’t handle it yourself—” Kalapract started.
“You thieving Metelf! I knew you’d say something like—”
“Oy! Both of you, I’m showing you an artifact that’s older than you by a longshot. It was from a time when the world hadn’t even heard of normal humans. It comes from a beautiful woman from a forgotten race. And it’s a piece of a god, possibly similar in power to my ichor that makes up my core.” I paused for a moment for dramatic effect. “But, if the two of you would rather bicker and make faces, then I’ll take it away.”
And now they’re both frowning like honorary members of ‘Immortal’.
The quickest way to stop children from arguing is to threaten to take away their toys. But to me, that sternum held a tremendous value. It was once part of someone special and it was to be the instrument of my revenge. The answer to the question of how to kill a god, or at least make a person into their incarnate. Not a champion, not a bloody avatar but a full on physical embodiment.
Of course, if it can’t kill them, then I’ll at least be able to seal them like they had me, Inanis and The Abyss.
I’d like to tell Darionus and Kalapract about my plans but I can’t leak that detail too early. If I did then no matter how trustworthy they were there’d be a chance, even if it’s only a sliver, that, that information might reach the God of Souls. This is the dark academy afterall, so, no, I won’t be taking that chance until I’ve planned for everything.
To avoid stupidity, I took the sternum back and made three copies: one for my inventory and one for each of them.
“The original one might have some unique unseen magic, but the other two have the same shape and symbols. Leave the original one alone unless you’re testing it’s magical qualities the other two you can do whatever you want with.” I nodded to Inanis’ last remains as I set it down gently.
The two of them looked at me, taken aback as Darionus handed me a black handkerchief.
His gesture told what I already knew. I absorbed my tears back into myself and handed it back to him.
“Kalapract,” Darionus said, swallowing his pride. “I theorize that based upon the tome of archaic lore from the bronze sorcerer, that these symbols might be earlier examples of non-elemental enchantment. This may fall more into your area of expertise.”
“Perhaps a variant of pre-chant soul infusion? But there are so few runes here, three by my count. So there must be some aspect that we aren’t aware of.”
After that, their talks began to delve deeper into the arcane arts and I lost track of what they were trying to say. But I did notice that both of them were hesitant to touch Inanis’ real sternum now.
It felt strange to realize that they’re showing me consideration even though we hardly knew each other. Neither of them had shown me much respect but that was fine. I realized that I was a novice, traipsing into their domain.
The hard hammered facts that they consider everyday knowledge are alien concepts to me who mainly has memories from a technological world. Though I won’t yield to anyone who tries to harm me or my people, I’m smart enough to know when to yield the floor to someone who’s better.
If not, I’d be like a CEO trying to direct a brain surgeon because I have a higher position in the company. And yes, where I come from, most hospitals are companies. ‘Oh, you came in for a knee injury. For that we recommend the number 3 with a side of opioid addiction. Wait...you don’t have insurance… Well, we’d tell you to walk it off but instead we’ll heal you physically then cripple you financially.’
I left as the two of them were still discussing things that I couldn't even fathom, because I still needed the last musketeer, Barz.
Instead of taking the gate back down to the zombie room, I used the enchanted door that led to Eunice’s quarters. I’d hoped to see Leera there but the room was empty.
I guess they’ve established some new routines over the past few months. That realization made me feel a little lonely but I understood why. They didn’t even know I was back yet, so I opened Eunice’s window and spread my improved mana-wings, flying to the tower across from me. 
Even though I was now gliding smoothly, there was no such thing as air-brakes and if I thrashed my wings in the opposite direction I was heading then, I’d plummet. So I opted for a forceful entry. If I hurt Barz then I’d mend him, but the window and the headmaster’s desk didn’t align so I—
Shit!
The window was more narrow than I remembered and I ended up desperately struggling for a purchase on the slanted window seal. Surprising even myself, I fleshcrafted a thin, long arm that burst from my chest and latched onto the inside of the window.
There was a brief, high-pitched scream from inside, followed by a long exacerbated sigh.
I canceled my mana-wings and fleshcrafted my way in as Barz was retaking his seat with a fed-up expression.
“Good to see you’re back, maybe next time you could try the door, like a normal person, or… I don’t know, warn me before you come flying in like a harpy on a mate hunt.”
“T-they do that?” I asked, my pants swelling.
Barz gagged then produced a strange new bottle from under his desk, filling his goblet.
Then came the time when he displayed his strongest skill, the art of old-fartery. I was sure that I could never hope to measure its effects but it seemed to magnify his lecture ability by a hundred. And his epic lecture skill seemed to have the added effect of slowing down time while speeding up his voice.
Indeed, he talked with the furious speed of a thousand angry mother-in-laws.
I’d be impressed, if I hadn’t succumbed to its other effect, drowsiness.
“Well,” I said when the first break in his tirade presented itself. “I’m glad you’re still lively.”
“Of course I am! I never wanted this job, all I wanted to do was continue my studies but—”
“Then, good news! That’s why I came.”
“Really?” He said, pouring me a drink. “Has something interesting happened?”
I filled him in on what I’d found and his normally harsh eyes began to sparkle with intrigue.
After I had him interested, we began to speak about the day to day events.
Of the trade parties that we sent out, only a few of them were able to find populated places with the goods we needed. Luckily, most of them were eager to trade for Fura’s tubers and the knowledge of how to grow them but what they had to offer in exchange was minimal.
Hops, barley and a few small domesticated goat-like animals called Capros. I couldn’t help but notice a certain preference with what they traded for, but new milk producing, quick breeding livestock, that’s great!
There was also a new trade route with Therograd which I already controlled but less work for me means better results for everyone. Then came the expected news. All our old trade partners were either dead or missing after Thrall’s cataclysm. Luckily we were mostly self-reliant now, so hopefully we’d last through a cold season or two.
Other than that, he talked about two of our academy’s rising stars. Lil’sis, going by Lilsis now, yeah, same name, no pause in the middle, and Caroline who’d advanced everyone’s physical understanding of corpses as well as non-magical healing.
He also told me that they’d overlooked several accusations of midnight casting in an unknown language coming from their quarters. He wanted me to investigate it but I told him they were just practicing, like any good student would.
“Do you have someone that can fill in for you while you help us out?” I asked.
He smiled and shook his head. “No need, even though you gave me flesh, I’m still a lich. I don’t require slumber.”
And there we have the reason Darionus requested his help. Like Kalapract, he gathered a few things, one of which caught my eye. It was a large rolled-up thing, that I identified as a Lapis Caminus, an enchanter’s tool. But his seemed fancier than the one Darionus had. Was Barz always an enchanter or did he just find this while searching for booze?
“Oh, you know what this is?” He asked, noticing my interest. “I found it while searching the archives for Eunice’s stash of aged spirits.”
“So in other words, booze?”
“No, not booze, her collection of wraiths. If you think there’s power in a human soul, wraiths are ten times stronger. Sadly, I didn’t find any but I did find this. I can’t wait to uncover the secrets of our ancient gods!” He said, slapping the mat like a fat ham.
“Right,” I said as I opened the gate.
Once in the reliquary, Barz seamlessly joined in on the conversation, acting like a mediator. But when he unrolled his Lapis Caminus the other two went silent for a second before they began debating again with renewed vigor.
Wraiths, huh. I think, even I would have a tough time with one if I didn’t have soulsteal.
After leaving, my schedule was clear. I’d done the bare minimum of what I intended to do, so this left me with a desire to see my family. Lina and Slater, Nex and Aneeza, then Leera and the rest. I wasn’t sure if Fura would be here or in Therograd but I checked the gardens anyway. To my surprise there were many unfamiliar faces here, likely necromancers in working clothes.
The dark academy admitted people based on one of two criteria; Talent or wealth and these folks were likely the former. After speaking to them for a while, my heart sank. They were all southlanders with no home to return to. Most of them had come here to learn the healing arts that leveraged lesser souls for power. Now, without a place to return to, they’d returned to their roots.
Luckily, before I began to worry, one man told me about the newest form of entertainment. The fighting pits.
Ralphus had already explained the pits to me. Things like how flesh golems and zombies would compete for vouchers from his shop but, the farmer’s description mentioned actual people, not the undead.
I vaguely recalled my berserkers dragging Healer off to challenge my other resurrected people and I connected the dots.
I made my way to Ralphus’ parts shop, then after getting directions from his assistant, I went deep into the zombie room.
I used my enhanced hearing to—What the!?
Something hit me, not like a stray ball but like a man-sized bullet. Even the Sha’dwarg now seemed gentle by comparison. Rather than flying off to hit a wall, all my reinforced bones around my torso had become powderized. My skin burst like an overfilled water balloon and my organs splattered the ground around me, disintegrating into a red mist.
It was like my torso had simply evaporated, leaving my core to take on the leftover momentum. I was thankful that I had Kalapract reinforce it, because if he didn’t, my ichor would’ve shattered and the world would’ve ended.
Luckily, bits of flesh still clung to my core and I was able to form a simple eye. Using that and a few small tendrils, I was able to make it back to my obliterated body. The first thing I formed was a simple ear and what filled it was a sad cry, fraught with rage and regret.
Using Rossereth’s blood affinity in conjunction with fleshcrafting, I was able to pull myself back together fast enough to regain my normal form before a follow up attack. But even using Lifesense, I wasn't able to find my attacker.
This feeling of utter helplessness caused me to curse myself as I worriedly scanned my surroundings. The worst drawback with Lifesense is the glowing eyes, sure you might see them, but in darkness they would see you first.
I took a defensive posture as I opened my storage and used the stored bones to strengthen myself.
What is—
A heavy thing landed on top of me. Though this time, it wasn’t able to destroy me outright, it still managed to overpower me.
It straddled my waist and bellowed, forcing my arms to the floor as my wrists broke in its grip.
I began to fleshcraft my hands off but stopped as the creature came into focus.
I was already aware of the side-effects of granting too much mana to someone without spells or a way to vent mana. For Lina, her ??? became the smoke elemental but in this creature's case…
Her once pixie-ish brown hair had turned jet black and draped over us like a death shroud and her curvy-yet-cute ram’s horns had become jagged and demonic. She still had her hooves but now they ended in sharp spikes. Her eyes which always seemed to have a cheerful vitality, now had horizontal pupils and told a story of extreme desperation.
Though she’d been athletic before, now each of her muscles were tight and well defined as if carved from the hardest marble. But her face that once had an almost cherubic quality to it, was the biggest change. It became more angular, fierce and beautiful, yet its expression showed only pain.
This was her, this was…
“Hello, Katie,” I said as I fleshcrafted my hands away and reformed them. I ran my hand along her face and her expression softened before her tears began to fall.
I didn’t know much about satyrs. I would say she was a Faun, but that’s not accurate. The souls I used to form her were satyrs and her body was also made with that in mind but I’d changed it to be something new and dumped in a shittone of mana gathering and storage, plus the inherent minor fleshcrafting all flesh constructs get.
This was a monster I’d created.
Katie opened her mouth but all that came out was a pained cry as her eyes still held me in their gaze. She was saddened, enraged and fighting against herself.
Berserk.
Similar to what I did with my scarred gobs but on a whole other level. Her’s was closer to the true definition and motivated by the strength of her biology and emotions.
Her lucidity only lasted a moment before she slammed my hands back down again and began moving her hips against me as if trying to grind my bones to dust. She grunted and quickened her pace until her motions managed to free my twins then feeling her wetness pool around me, she forced me inside her.
Her mouth slowly opened as she stared at me with her intense gaze, her body trembling.
She moved her legs back, breaking my knees as she wrapped them to keep me from running away.
“I’m not going anywhere, Katie. I promise.”
She leaned down, her once small but perky breasts hung above my chest. Even they’d changed, now they were large and swollen, almost painful to look at but also unspeakably erotic. A small trickle of milk seeped out from her swollen nipples and coated my chest as she moved her hips furiously on top of me, painfully forcing me in and out of her.
My mind went foggy with pleasure as many different emotions swirled inside me. The worst of them was guilt. I had no doubt that my subconscious mind was always at play when fleshcrafting a new being. Mors kept it in check most of the time but when I made Katie, Mors wasn’t there. Then I’d vanished, leaving her alone. Having Satyr DNA myself I understand what happened.
Just as I need to fill people with my seed, she needs to be filled. I realized that when I screwed the dark-elf. Normally that wouldn’t have happened but I couldn’t fight the urge, Katie did. She let all that desperation, that lust, accumulate inside her until she finally saw me.
Now, she was a demon of lust, shaking her hips on the only one who could relieve her. But her needs weren’t just physical, she craved our connection. The intensity of her gaze told me that, and I didn’t dare look away from her eyes. No matter how much she hurt me, I’d done worse to her. Neglect is a painful thing, especially if it comes from someone who’s declared themselves your mate.
I wouldn’t neglect her anymore. I won’t neglect any of them ever again.
The future may be dangerous and full of despair but what purpose does my fight serve if I lose everyone I care about. Just like my adopted daughters survived and overcame the spriggan’s lair, I’m sure my mates are stronger than I give them credit for. By leaving them behind, I’m not protecting them, I’m telling them that I don’t trust them. I’m basically calling them weak and pushing them away.
That’s not how a man should be.
I took a deep breath and overpowered her, freeing my hands, I grabbed her and held her close as I let my seed fill her. Even after she stopped shaking her hips, I began to move mine.
Her grunts became moans as a new form of desperation filled her face. I grabbed her hips and forced myself deep inside her as her abs began to contract and her womb was filled.
Her powerful muscles squeezed me rhythmically as her second orgasm hit her. She lay on me, her massive breasts crushed against my chest as she moaned sweet relief into my ear.
After a while of writhing against me she finally relaxed and I mended my legs. She moved her legs over mine and tightly held them together, locking my twins inside her.
Even in this form, she’s cute. She can’t help but to be honest with herself. This form, her desperation, it’s because she missed me and now she doesn’t want to let me go.
I went to roll her over but she stopped me. This time she didn’t hold my hands down though, so I knew she’d at least allowed me some degree of freedom.
I lightly ran my fingers down her back as she quivered on top of me, then I pulled her in for a kiss.
Like my other non-human mates, I’d taught her how to kiss and even in this form, those lessons weren’t lost. But it was still a little strange that she didn’t close her eyes while we did it. She put enough force behind it that we almost bumped teeth as she forced my head to the ground. She used both her hands to keep my head in place as she invaded my mouth with her tongue letting me savor her taste.
I ran my hands down her narrow waist to her thick hips and ample ass before she propped herself up on her elbows and began to move her hips again.
This position hurt my ego a bit, but it felt like nothing else. Her extreme wetness lubricated her thighs as she began mercilessly ramming me inside her.
She leaned back, raising my legs as she arched her back and began slamming her hips against me.
I came as if it was a defense mechanism, like a squid squirting ink to get away but she didn’t stop. Instead she just doubled down on her efforts, letting my upper shaft grind against her clit.
She let my legs fall and bent back down on her elbows, panting into my ears as her insides twitched around me.
Finally she froze on top of me, arching her back as she shook uncontrollably. Then as her eyes clouded over, she smiled and collapsed on top of me, slowly returning to her normal form.
After realizing she was unconscious, I tried to move her, but she’d held her legs together, firmly locking me inside her. Not only that, but any time I moved at all, she’d kegle me subconsciously.
“Mmm…” She moaned as I hugged her.
“Katie? Katie!” I said, trying to wake her.
Her only response was to wrap her arms around my neck as she nuzzled her face against my shoulder.
When I sat up, she wrapped her legs around my waist with a grip like steel.
I stood and admired my new breastplate/codpiece combo.
Mors chimed in, panting slightly.
[Katie]
Breastplate/Codpiece.
Resistance: 2/10
Enchantments: N/A
Special features: Rare. Feels nice to the touch.
Cursed: Cannot be unequipped.
I laughed as I thought. Thanks Mors, you’re so helpful!
Mors giggled in response, but from her slightly disheveled appearance, I remembered that when I have sex, so does she.
She curtsied, almost losing her balance as her knees trembled, then she vanished like normal.
I really can’t say how much I missed her. I’m just not the same without her.
I could almost feel her blushing as I opened the gate to Eunice's quarters. From there I made my way to Dipshit’s studio. Katie’s transformation had left her dress in tatters that hung loosely around her hips and although I’d be delighted to see her prancing around nude, I’d be equally angry at any other men who saw her.
It was easy to retake her measurements as she was basically attached to me now but it was harder to work. There was also the fact that each step and movement I made caused me to slide inside her, bringing me closer and closer to a guilty orgasm.
Though I was sure she wouldn’t mind, it still felt wrong.
I made her a new dress, borrowing from my knowledge of swimsuits and the clothes I’d made Lina.
What I came up with was a one piece swimsuit with a short skirt and a frilly top built in. The underpart was black and the skirt and top overlay were red. Dipshit didn’t exactly have a wealth of colors here. But I managed to make something that even with her hatred of underwear would cover her naughty bits.
I then made a larger one, without the overlays. I used the stretchiest material I could find, but there were no synthetic fibres here and I had to guess because Katie was no longer in her berserk state.
I also made her a sword belt and a small backpack to keep her berserk clothes in. On each side of the backpack I attached a quiver.
Katie was an agile fighter, relying on her legs to leap and evade as she delivered deathblows to sensitive places. She wasn’t an archer, nor a swordsman, but I had my own ideas there.
After I was finished with everything, I returned to Eunice’s quarters and lay with Katie for a while, stroking her skin, and running my fingers through her hair. It felt like she probably hadn’t slept this well for a long time.
I gently called out to her until she finally woke up and stretched.
Her drowsy eyes slowly focused on my face and she beamed at me, like a kid at the candy store. She noticed we were still connected, and it was my turn to repay her for my earlier treatment. But having been inside her for so long, I didn’t last long. Not that it mattered, the second my seed filled her again she became a whirthing mass of pure pleasure under me. Then as if by magic, she let me go, finally fulfilled.
I lay beside her and pulled her up to eye level. “I’m sorry, Katie. I didn’t think about the position I was putting you in, even though I have the same issues.” I placed my hand on her cheek, just below her ear as I gently caressed her. “But, you know, I always had this fear with you. I thought that if I wasn’t here, you’d find another man to relieve your needs.”
She butted her head against mine. “I don’t want other men’s babies in me and, and…” She softly kissed me, smiling with a wry grin. “Nevermind!”
Nevermind what!?
She laughed as she saw my panicked expression. “I’m not easy.”
I don't know what my face looked like then, but she seemed to be offended by it.
She puffed out her cheeks and nodded as if she’d won some victory over me.
“Oy,” I said as I smacked her on the forehead. She let out a cute noise then pulled away slightly. “Tell the truth!”
“L-Leera helped but it was still painful. It’s-it’s...” She rubbed her forehead, throwing her leg around my waist. “I never even considered mating with another male. It just wouldn’t feel right. I’ve tried to imagine it, but it was gross. It was like I was losing something.”
I understand what she feels. I’d fallen head over heels for a woman in my early twenties and after being with her, I couldn’t even get off to porn without feeling guilty. Of course that relationship was doomed due to circumstances of the modern world. But this one, my relationship with Katie; I’d hold onto that with all my strength.
“I don’t know if it’s just our genetics speaking to each other but I do know I’ll do better. Not just for you but for everyone. I won’t disappear again.” I ruffled her hair as she cuddled herself against me. “I’m proud of you. You could’ve had anyone while I was gone but you held out. Even though it was painful for you, you had faith in me. It must’ve hurt, like being thirsty in a desert and passing by tall frosty glasses of water.”
She frowned for a moment. “Piss.”
I jerked back. “What? Uh, we don’t have to do that. Did you want to, um—” 
“Tall warm mugs of piss, that’s what they were. And the looks they gave me made me mad. Each glance was a betrayal against you. I-I might’ve killed a few of them… I put their heads in the zombie pile like Leera told me to though, so I’m still a good girl!”
I blinked for a while, trying to process what she just said. Don’t get me wrong, I was happy she felt the way she did but at the same time, if all my mates did the same then, just how big was this damned pile?
“Did anyone else add to this pile?”
“Mm,” she replied while nodding. “Leera has a few, Fura has a lot, Nex, well, I don’t think those are all from people trying to mate with her. And Lina, I guess she doesn’t understand male glances. The dark sisters have their own pile, but the vast majority come from the red-headed lady with a tail. Oh, and the bunny woman, she hates men.”
A cold sweat crept down my back. “So, um, how many heads are there?”
“Dunno, lots!”
Shit! Well, no, shit! Just because I can bring people back doesn’t mean I have the flesh to spare for that. Wait, maybe they deserved it.
“The ones who looked at you in a bad way. Did they do anything towards you?” If they did, they’ll be torches!
“They said some stuff and they wouldn’t shut-up. Orcs mainly, some of the little furry ones and one short stout guy.”
The ones who stayed in the zombie room were the ones that had abilities or knowledge that I wanted to protect, specialists, in other words. Was I angry at them for trying to hit on my mates, yes. But did I want them to die because my mates were attractive? No.
Also, Fura killed people again!?
I pondered that for a moment. Though I’d given her mana gathering and storage, physically she was weak or so I thought. Then again, she went from a dryad to a spriggan, that means she has snakevines and can turn her flesh into faux-stone. Honestly, an angry Fura might be a frightening thing.
After confirming our feelings a few more times, I had Katie guide me to the pile. I used soulsteal and restored one of them, the dwarf. He was the most innocent one, being too drunk to recognize Katie as anything but a female. I advised him against getting that drunk in the future and sent his naked ass on his way.
After that I held Katie’s hand as she guided me towards the fighting pits.




Chapter 30: The Pits - John
Katie took me to the infamous fighting pits. I was expecting them to be just a simple circle like the one our army trained in but instead I found a ramshackle spectacle. There was a large ‘pit’ that was a 20’x30’ oval surrounded with cobbled bleachers, twenty feet high. At the far end was a platform that stretched out over the top seats, and filling several of its chairs were familiar faces.
Katie dragged me around the bleachers and we climbed the stairs that led to the VIP platform. There, I was immediately greeted by Leera and Lina.
Leera stood back and took my hand, as she bid me to sit in a large, decorative chair.
People began to filter in, trading meat and hand-crafted goods for seats. Then, looking around, I noticed three empty chairs to the left of me.
Three people entered and calmly sat down.
A goblin I knew well by now ‘headwound’, then a chubby Necromancer, Ralphus and lastly a green orc, the warg kennelmaster...I didn’t know his name.
A wild-eyed Imp appeared and handed Ralphus a glowing Gem and a mug of necromancer ale.
As Ralphus drank, I looked around at the people who came to view The Pit!! All the seats around me were reserved for my mates, though Lina had moved from Leera’s lap to mine and even though I was spent earlier, I still propped a tent so she could have a better view.
I continued to search the audience for people that I recognized until I saw Lang, bouncing her daughter on her lap beside the announcer’s chairs. She smiled and waved her daughter’s hand at me as she called out to Ralphus.
Ralphus shook his daughter’s hand then, finally seemed to hear what Lang was saying as his face lit up when he saw me.
A few more minutes passed and Ralphus began his warm-up routine. “Ladies, gentlemen and beasts of burden.” Everyone laughed at a joke I didn’t get. “Can I gather your attention towards the grand chair, the throne of the arena, the pitch perfect place to park your pale tuckus, the long empty seat of our revered savior. The darkest with the dark ass, the one and only! TWO-DONG-JOHN! My hero and yours, folks, the man, the legend, the actual god of our people, back from a long journey. Put your hands, paws, claws and hooves together for him! It’s John!!!”
The audience erupted and I felt a little embarrassed.
“Now,” Ralphus continued. “Our first match is a good one. In the red corner, we have the nastiest, the grittiest, the do-anything-to-winiest Ma’lackia, the diva! Though she may be small in stature, she makes up for it in brutality! Showcasing the finest techniques a goblin can muster, she’s the underdog we all know and love, so show her some applause, people!”
The crowd erupted in applause as Ralphus passed the sound amplification gem on to Headwound.
Headwound tapped it a few times, shocked at the noise it produced. He cleared his throat, until he began hacking and coughing as if he were dying. “Ehh? Uh…yeah...She’s, she is… She does stuff—” He whistled as he twitched. “Fuck a snake!” He whistled again, “My dick’s a raisin! Who gave me all this underjam juice, shit!”
Ralphus took back the gem and held it out to the green Orc. “And you, He’Avy? Would you like to introduce her opponent?”
“I believe I would, Sir.” The Orc said with a respectful tone. “Her competitor is one of our cousins, a proud Orc from the Hoarker Tribe. His tusks are as long as his arms and, do you know what they say about Orcs with big tusks?”
Ralphus and Headwound, said nothing as the orc continued. “That’s right, they got big, old girthy...power! If that’s the truth then this burly brawler is the mightiest one of all. Weighing in at more than four-hundred pounds, he keeps his tusks clean and ready, it’s Ber’Ockie, the mighty!!”
Everyone cheered and clapped as the two fighters entered the arena. Then there was a long pause for bets and after Ralphus got the okay sign he picked up the gem again.
“Round one, Fight!”
As the two fighters circled each other, Leera explained the rules to me. There’s no large-scale magic, no enchanted weapons and no abilities that could affect the crowd. Apparently they’d also banned a few people for being overpowered but most of those rules were for the audience. There weren’t any barriers in place here, so the combatants had to keep everyone in mind as they fought.
The fight down below went as you’d expect of a David and Goliath encounter. The Orc’s moves were slow but powerful but the gob moved with intention. She hacked at the orcs weak points while dodging his attacks. 
It didn’t take long until Ralphus called it and the gob was passed onto the next round.
I saw Healer usher the orc off the field and a few moments later the orc joined the crowd with tears in his eyes.
The next fight was announced and I leaned forward. It was the first seeded match. Ma’lackia VS. Belairia (Blair).
The announcements and introductions ended quickly as if the outcome was already known.
Katie whispered in my ear. “Her pile is huge.”
Ma’lackia came out, hoisting two shortswords, with two daggers on her waist. Blair only had her oversized axe, the same one we’d taken from Blue.
The round started and I saw something I didn’t expect. Blair tossed her large axe in the air as her hand erupted into a massive tentacle. The tentacle grabbed the axe and suddenly I was seeing Kratos-incarnate. She had so much control that she was able to strike from close to mid-range intuitively with sweeping motions, each more deadly than the last.
Blair won almost immediately in a non-fatal KO. Then, she looked up at me and bowed, sending shivers up my spine.
I didn’t want to take responsibility for her, but It was me who set her on this path. Thank goodness she hadn’t heard about my and Blondie’s relationship yet. If she did, then—
“Next up, we have a match of casters! The supple, yet hard, Caroline! Then the hard, yet handsome, Corumus!”
Ralphus gave me a passing glance as if expecting something. I shrugged, and Headwound continued the commentary.
“We got a bunny-lady and the other arse—Shit piss! Piss out yer ass! Who’re gonna fight and— Fuck yer momma, shitty dick ass, ass, ass!” He whistled. “Vie for second seed.”
Caroline entered, her dark robes covering her completely, on the opposite side there was a beautiful necromancer. Like Liz, I could tell he was part elf but unlike her, he’d chopped his ears.
He called out to Caroline. “Would you care for a personal wager?”
“Sure, Rico Suave, whatcha got to offer?”
“R-Rico!?” The necromancer shook his head as he produced several rare gems and ambers. “I offer these trinkets, with these, you could become a grand enchanter! All I ask in return is a chance to court you.”
Unlike my mates, Caroline and I are not exclusive. That realization caused me to fume as I listened closely, praying she wouldn’t accept.
“You’re on, little ‘man’!” Caroline said casually, causing my blood to boil.
She looked up, surprised to see me as I glared down at her. It’s true, I never tried to lock her down as a mate, but at the same time, I wasn’t expecting her to wager her the right to breed with anyone else.
I don’t know what I did, but from the panicked cries from the audience I realized I was channeling unholy. It was only due to Leera’s embrace that I was able to calm down.
If that man wins, I’ll kill him, then give him to Bob until he makes more holes to violate. I breathed out a thick gout of fog, my eyes glowing as the necromancer took notice, still grinning.
Ralphus also noticed and changed his speech. “Uh-oh, we have a new challenger! Enter, our god and yours, John!!”
I leaped down, letting my reinforced bones take the brunt of my fall as I took a deep breath and suppressed my unholy energy.
Caroline shook her head and walked back into the stands.
Rico or, er, Corumus, licked his lips as he looked at me. “Same bet to you, big dark.”
I closed my eyes for a second before nodding. “You got it, but if I win, then you stay the hell away from her.” I looked back at Caroline who hid her face with her hand. “Er, unless she wants it…”
“Round one, Fight!”
Without using magic, I closed in on the bastard that wanted Caroline. Learning from Bob, I held nothing back as I split the man in half, realizing that he wasn’t a man at all as her breasts spilled out along with her blood. I restored her, trying to be as delicate as possible. Robes hide things and partial elves, especially females have an easier time when concealing their genders.
I apologized to ‘Rico’ as Caroline grinned at me maliciously.
“Well,” Ralphus announced. “Whoever would’ve thought that our god would win… I apologize to our betters and offer full refunds to anyone who bet on Corumus. Now, shall we see a real fight?”
Feeling like a complete idiot, I picked Corumus up, and took them back to Dipshit’s studio as Ralphus announced the next seeded match. It was two trolls, so given their regenerative properties, I knew it would last a while.
I apologized to Corumus who held me in their cool gaze as I mended their robes.
“Why did you cut your ears?” I asked.
“We all do that, unless we want to join the cult or be homeless.”
By now, such a simple thing as mending a robe didn’t take me long and Dipshit had a pedal powered sewing machine, so after I finished, I began to improve and embroider the robes, adding small details in hope that Corumus would forgive me.
“Would you let me restore them,” I asked her. “Your ears?”
She ran her thin fingers around the thick scars of her ears and smiled sadly. “Let’s leave them like this.”
I didn’t know her and I’m such an ass that I forced her to face her demons. Hell, she was denying her race and her gender, so I knew she probably had some difficult circumstances to work through. And not to be insensitive, but I had enough problems to worry about without taking in new ones from a stranger.
I handed her improved robe to her, only now aware that she’d been sitting there in her panties the whole time. She’d kept her hair short and swept back, and her height almost matched mine. That was probably the reason she was able to keep her gender concealed.
I nodded at her for a moment, looking her up and down.
“What, have you taken an interest in me?” She asked with a wry smile.
“Yes, you’re not bad. I’m well aware about the divide between races. But you should know, you’re beautiful in your own way.”
“Ha!” She laughed as she took her robe back and threw it on. “I prefer women. I thought it might be fun to seduce a god but—”
Never missing a chance to Blaspheme Theressa, I fleshcrafted my upper body into hers and winked suggestively, causing Corumus’ eyes to bulge as she smacked her lips.
Now it was my turn to laugh as I cuddled up close to her, making her blush. I gently traced my delicate fingers along her jaw as I brought her hand to my needlessly large breast. “I’m a fleshgolem, I can be anyone, you need.” I changed my voice back to my own. “But we’re friends now, so don’t sweat it. I’m not trying to force you into anything, unlike, what you tried to do to Caroline.”
She looked at me longingly as I backed away, then returned to her senses when I fleshcrafted myself back into my normal form.
“It’s my complete loss,” she said, hugging her robe. “I get it, you’re a damned god, so your physical body is…” She stopped and sighed. “Here,” she said as she tossed me an oversized red orb. “That might help you someday. Umm…” She hesitated. “About Carol…”
“No worries there, my new friend, we aren’t exclusive. I just let my ego get the better of me. I won’t go into details but I’ve been through some real shit in the past few months. Deaths mostly, though not deaths… It’s hard to explain. Either way you and I have a pit to return to.”
As I opened the door to leave, she stopped me, grabbing my arm. “I’m sorry, I just thought that you, you know. As a god I didn’t think of you like a person.”
“You might be right, there. I don’t know if I am what you would call a person anymore.”
Before she could say anything else, I opened the gate to the zombie room and we both hurried back to the pit.
There, the two trolls were still engaged in lazy combat against each other. I made my way back to my VIP seat and a few minutes later, Caroline stood beside me.
“Didn’t know she was a lady, didja?”
We both looked down at Corumus who blushed and waived to us. “No,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat up.
“Were you jealous?” Caroline asked, grinning.
“So, what if I was. Jealousy isn’t enough to base a relationship off of.”
Leera stood up, grabbing Lina as she took Fura’s empty seat, letting Carolin sit down beside me.
“Must be nice,” Caroline said, poking my stomach. “For some chubby middle-aged dickhead like you, but don’t forget, I know who you really are.”
I nodded, grabbing her finger, then holding her hand. “Yep, and you still cuddled against this chubby man back in the theatre. Then you shared your bed with him when—”
She stopped me, turning my face towards hers. “You died, I saw it. You did that, for me. Neither of us would be here if it wasn’t for you and you never asked for anything from me. Sure, I paid it back, when you were nude and crying like a baby in the hallway but that’s what I like about you. You’re not scared to let me mother you, are you, ‘Dark God’.” She laughed.
My mouth hung open while I fumbled for a response but she continued on without me.
“You cried into my hairy tits.” She blushed a bit as she grinned at me. “It felt good. Up until today, you never tried to ‘own’ me. I thought I’d feel bad about that, but instead, I laughed. You’re like a kid, cute but,” she blushed again. “I…with you, everything’s okay. I don’t think I want a relationship yet, but I’m not trying to fuck anyone else, if you catch my meaning.”
Leera and Katie frowned a bit but Caroline shrugged. “What, are you two jealous now?”
Leera sighed and crouched down between us so everyone else could still see the Trolls pounding each other.
“Why are you like this?” Leera asked Caroline. “I’ll admit it, I am jealous. You knew him before any of us. Only you know who he used to be. Was he really so ugly that you can’t bring yourself to like him now?”
Caroline blushed, her nostrils flaring as she struggled for a reply. “I-it’s complicated. It’s not like I don’t like him, it's just that I need to focus on other things for a while. This is a whole new world and I’m trying to find my place here.” 
Leera started to say something else but I stopped her. I knew where this was going and Caroline had already made up her mind. She wanted to stand on her own before she sought companionship. I already knew who she was, not only from when she was a soul inside me, but from our last world. More than most, she needed to know that she could be her own person. To her, that was the proof she needed to move on from Sid’s abuse.
Leera didn’t get that, mainly because she was the combination of a lonely old soul and a young energetic one. She had no clue what a normal woman from my world felt, let alone a woman like Caroline.
So, as I pulled Leera into my lap and bid Caroline farewell while apologizing for being an overbearing asshole.
Caroline didn’t need saving, protection or consideration. What she wanted was independence and the freedom to make her own decisions. I’d wronged her tonight and I worried that, that violation of trust had sat us back but as she smiled at me, I knew that she wasn’t angry at me.
Also, I confirmed that she wasn’t pregnant. Let’s not try to smile too much about that, at least not until she’s gone.
I watched as she vanished down the stairs and my hands entered Leera’s dress.
“John,” Leera said, leaning back and throwing her arm around my neck. “I’m not Lina so this is embarrassing, you know.”
I cupped her twin peaks a few times before I responded. “But you don’t hate it, do you?”
She tilted her head back enough to kiss me. “I don’t, but at the same time, I don’t want them to see us like this.” She said as she waved her hand at the crowd. “We’re partners in love but no one’s watching the fight anymore while you’re...”
True enough, the trolls kept on like rock’em sock’em robots that failed to get a critical hit. By now, the crowd had lost all interest.
I stood, with Leera in my arms and reached into my storage. I used the antlers I’d saved to craft two Macuahuitls. I enhanced the teeth, lengthening and sharpening them to the point where they’d pierce through troll flesh.
I walked up to Ralphus and he nodded as he announced what I was proposing. “In his infinite wisdom, the Dark God has crafted two custom weapons of brutal murder! So, to each combatant, go back to your corners and take your, uh…”
Ralphus looked at me, unsure of how to pronounce Macuahuitl. Ma-ka-whee-till, I coached him.
“These, uh… Sorry John. Mcquack,you,a,tells? Anyway, have fun tearing each other apart with these god given instruments of death!”
“Really, man,” Ralphus said after he handed off the gem. “It’s good to see you again. We were all worried about you after you disappeared in Therograd.”
I got a man-hug, and then I got to hold his baby for a while as Lang gave me a lecture about responsibility.
God, I love babies. The worst they can do to you is shit themselves or cry. The rest of the time, they’re adorable little bundles of cuteness. And this baby was a chubby little giggle factory. I held out my finger and she held it while laughing at every face I made at her. After a while even Lang lost her vim and looked on with a grin.
Both Caroline and Corumus were apparently disqualified by my sudden entry. I asked Ralphus to let them have another match but he told me that there was a two week waiting list for battles over seeded positions.
Also, this world’s version of seeded tournaments makes no damn sense to me. When he says seed, not only is it backwards, but what it actually is, is more like a nameless title for a returning fighter. And apparently only the person vying for the lowest, first seed needs to fight twice in a row.
All I gleaned from what he was saying was that higher seeds get more of a cut from the bets placed on them.
As it now stood, the fighting pits only had one new match per night, so if a seeded competitor lost or conceded then they’d fight again two weeks later or be queued to start at the bottom, depending on their reasons.
I fucked up. I screwed both Carline and Corumus over without intending to. It’s true that neither of them was angry at me, but I still charged in without knowing anything.
“Oh!!” Ralphus yelled as one of the trolls slashed the other one’s throat. “We finally have a victory in this long, long, long standing grudge match!!”
Ralphus sat the announcement gem down and looked back at me. “Thank you, these two have been the final match for the last month. Sure we sold some ale and jerky but people stopped betting on them after the third day.”
Ralphus cleared his throat and read from a wood carving. “And now, we finally have the chance to see our fourth seed competitors! Please welcome the one and only bearded gob, Mark!!”
Mark!?
“And in the opposing corner,” Ralphus continued. “The elegant, the sexy, the untouchable! The Ouroboros!”
“Oy!” I said as Ralphus passed the gem on to Headwound.
“What?” He asked, taking another big gulp of ale. “Everyone who can understand the rules can compete as long as they follow the rules and don’t hurt the audience.”
The Ouroboros was intelligent but she was also a mythical creature of untold power. No matter how I looked at Mark, I couldn’t see him or anyone else winning against her, save for me, Bob or Vesp.
The whole arena grew cold as she entered and even though I knew I was imagining things, I heard bells in the background. If the pit was a dungeon then the boss just made her entrance.
Still, despite my worries Mark bounced around, hefting two dwarven axes. He blew kisses into the audience then glared at me.
Yeah, fuck that dude. Why’s he got to hate me so much?
I returned to my seat and held Lina in my lap as a necromancer girl handed us a small bag of jerky. “Courtesy of Mrs. Obitus,” she said as she bowed. I vaguely recognized her as the night guard for the women’s dorm, but I held my tongue.
Instead I nodded to Lang, who nodded back, a small piece of rolled jerky in her mouth like an unlit cigarette.
“Round one, Fight!!”
By now, I wondered why he announced rounds. So far the victory has been decided in one round. Maybe there was a scoring system I hadn’t seen yet.
Either way, I said a silent prayer for Mark. Even though he and I got along like oil and water, he was still Bob’s mate and he was in, way, way over his head.
The Ouroboros closed in on him, still in human form. She seemed to float rather than walk but to anyone with sharp eyes you could see her tail sticking out behind her. Everywhere she went, the ground turned white, becoming permafrost and as she neared Mark, she opened her arms, baring her perfect breasts as her flawless lips beckoned him.
I thought that was it, she’d gotten close enough to loose her full form, but Mark jumped back.
“Giiirl, you’s barkin up the wrong tree!” Mark said as he tossed one of his legendary axes into her chest.
The Ouroboros wailed at the unexpected resistance but her sex appeal wasn’t her only weapon. She wasn’t a woman at all. She was a snake demon and like an angler fish, she dangled her ladylike appearance at men, hoping that they would embrace her. But if they didn’t…
The illusion of a woman vanished as a great white snake coiled back. Rather than striking outright, it launched short-ranged ice attacks, showing that it understood the rules of the pit.
Mark dodged each attack. He'd probably been training against Bob’s super-speed. That’s when I noticed that the axe hanging from his belt wasn’t ‘an axe’ but several thin ones, spooled together.
He leaped back and launched two more axes at The Ouroboros. The first one missed but the second one hit her in the eye.
She screamed again as her whole body swayed violently..
The audience cheered, but I felt for her. She was alone, the last of her kind, and she’d just lost an eye.
I leaned forward in my seat, holding Lina so she wouldn’t fall as I watched with rapt fascination. I had mixed feelings about both of these fighters. I didn’t like Mark, but he’d made it all the way to fourth seed even though he was a Goblin from my tribe. In that way I felt proud of him for fighting evenly with a mythical beast.
The Ouroboros; I knew her nature because I was the one who brought her back. She wasn’t inherently evil, but she did rely on deception to devour her hapless victims. I’d witnessed her on the battlefield a few times now and I knew what she was really capable of. If the rules of the pit weren’t in her way, then Mark would’ve been a red stain on the ground.
Ouroboros began to glow as it readied a spell, but it’s eye noticed me glaring at it. So, rather than unleashing a massive energy blast that would kill everyone here, it changed tactics.
It shrunk back down to its pale woman form, and held Mark’s axe in its hand, examining it as if it were a foreign object.
But Mark didn’t wait on her, he collected the axes he’d thrown and began launching new attacks.
The Ouroboros, let out a small laugh that chilled everyone watching as she effortlessly knocked away Mark’s axes. She made a face that seemed to say, ‘oh, that’s what this is for’, as she picked up another one of Mark’s axes.
It was plain to see that she’d never fought in human form. That form was only to lure in victims so she could eat them whole. I doubt she ever even used her arms or hands for anything other than come hither gestures.
But when faced against an agile opponent and denied the use of her massive spells, she adapted. Of all the mythical creatures I brought back, I always thought that Vesp was the only intelligent one. I thought wrong.
“Woah!” Lina said, as the Ouroboros began her counter attack.
She was still far slower than Mark, but her reflexes were next level. As a result Mark was no longer able to hit her and the battle had been decided. Now all she had to do was wait for him to run out of axes and the second the fight became a melee, it was over.
“John, would you care to do the honors?” Ralphus said, pointing at the pit.
I gave Lina my chair and leaped down into the pit. Ralphus tossed me the amplifying gem and I began. “Both fighters put on a good show but there can only be one winner! To my left, the beautiful, the terrifying, The Ouroboros!!”
She changed back into her giant white snake form and coiled around me as if saying ‘Mend me!’ So I did, and she let me go. I also mended Mark who was painting the floor red as he lay bleeding.
He flipped me off, then gathered his axes without saying a word of thanks. Yeah, I still hate that guy.
I watched the Ouroboros leave and wondered why exactly she participated in the pit. Was she bored? But I could see a hint of a smile on her reptilian face that told me, she was entertained.
I spread my mana wings and flew back up to my seat.
As I walked back over to Ralphus, I saw Leera whispering something to him. Ralphus nodded enthusiastically and held out his hand as I gave him back his gem.
Looking down, I could see the audience beginning to leave but Ralphus cleared his throat. “Just a moment, folkes. Tonight we have a very special exhibition match.”
Leera, kissed me before gracefully leaping down into the center of the pit.
“In this corner: The Mistress with the mostest. She wears the pants and John sews them, we have… In her first match ever… Lady Leera!! And for her opponent, we’ll be accepting challengers. Would anyone be brave enough to volunteer?”
Feeling a cold sweat run down my back, I sighed in relief as I realized that there was one coming.
I leaned down by Ralphus. “Um, so I never saw what happened to Blair.”
As if to answer my suspicions, she came running into the pit, then Corumus followed. I was thankful that Caroline had already left or she probably would’ve been there too.
Also there was a troll, but he just kind of wondered back out again.
Then came a surprise entry, dropping in from a thread on the ceiling, Threscia made her appearance, raising the neckhairs of everyone present. Given her hatred of gatherings, she was probably watching the whole time from up there somewhere.
It’s a good thing Nex isn’t here… Oh, there she is, with both my kids in tow.
Is that, Slater!?
I looked down on a little guy with short white hair and massive black wings. He was about the same size as Aneeza and was inexplicably dressed in a fancy little vest and shorts.
And Aneeza had changed as well. She was now as tall as Nex and looked like a darker skinned version of her. But she definitely had my muscle definition. She was wearing a sleeveless black one piece with a boiled leather breastplate and her mother’s skirt of daggers.
Both their little faces lit up when they saw me. Slater spread his wings, nodding to Aneeza.
He lept high and flapped with enough force to knock Nex over as he grabbed his sister with his talons and flew up to land beside me.
Aneeza latched onto my side with tears in her eyes while Slater sniffled, keeping his face raised to hide his emotions.
I forgot… Three months is like five years when a goblin is young and Slater seems to have a similar development cycle other than the longer than average egg and baby phases. I’ve already missed so much of their childhoods…
I hugged them both, unable to say a word as my tears fell. I’m surprised they didn’t hate me but holding them made me happy that I’d saved the abyss.
“Be a good boy while mommy’s fighting your other mommies!” Lina said, leaning up to pat Slater on the head. She only came up to his chest now.
“Nonono,” Ralphus said holding his hand out. “Lina, everything you do is against Pit rules.”
“Like what!?”
“Flying, invincible elementals, paralyzing poison, paralyzing fog… If you release that fog what’s to stop it from drifting into the stands?”
“Umm,” Lina tilted her head. “Ummm, I won’t use any of that then!” She smiled then noticed our expressions. “What wrong? I can do other stuff! Stop it, stop looking at me like that! Slater, you too?”
Slater nodded, then picked Lina up, handing her to me.
“Hey! How many times have I told you not to just pick mommy up and hand her to people?” Lina protested but Slater just looked at me. (Father, would you please take care of mother? I believe she may throw a tantrum if you don’t assuage her illogical concerns.)
I nodded back down at him and we both grunted in agreement.
“Well, I’m off!” Katie said as she lept down to join the others.
I moved chairs to be closer to Ralphus as the crowd retook their seats and the ‘new combatants’ began to talk in the ring. My children sat beside me, though Aneeza was still plastered to me as if worried I’d flee.
I sat the now fuming Lina in her reserved space, aka, my lap and leaned over to talk to Ralphus.
“What is this? I could understand the rest, but Leera’s a level-headed woman. This doesn’t seem like something she’d do.”
Ralphus smiled, then lowered his mask again. “Lang, could you handle this for me?”
Lang sat behind me, and leaned forward. “They don’t want you to leave them behind anymore. This was all planned shortly after we built the pit. At first Leera was opposed to it, but this is the second time you just disappeared for months. She’s lonely, even with the rest of your mates, her, um... Paradise Falcons mate for life and she finally gave into Katie’s idea. They want to show you that they can fight, so that you’ll take them with you.”
“Even Corumus!?”
“N-no, John, no… She’s just kinda got mixed up in all of this. I mean, even the troll realized what was going on. That girl must be a little thick.”
“I wanna fight!” Lina said, raising her tiny fist in the air. “I—”
Using my master-level headpats to subdue her, she quickly succumbed to my technique and resumed pouting silently.
“Alrighty, let’s get it started.” Ralphus said, tapping the announcer’s gem. “I want to remind all participants that there’s no prize for this bout. But because there are so many participants we’ll extend the betting period, so everyone place your bets!”
Corumus finally realized the situation and left, blushing.
“Let me also remind the participants that use of poisons, venoms, and minions are prohibited for this match. So are any outright fatal attacks.”
Threscia, clicked her tongue and kicked the dirt.
“Then,” Ralphus resumed. “Without further ado, let’s commence the first ever Battle Royal!”
Leera jumped back, taking up a fair distance from the other three as Blair swung her Oni-sized axe at Threscia.
Threscia used all four of her extra limbs to block it. It didn’t work.
Threscia was knocked back like a ball in a Babe Ruth game, destined to become a home run but her webbing saved her from a ring out.
If Blair had seen this then, Threscia might have lost then and there, but Blair had already brought out her tentacles and was actively trying to catch Leera.
Threscia stood back, watching the other three in their deadly game of cat and mouse as she prepared something we couldn’t see.
Blair’s attacks were relentless and skilled but Leera’s aerial acrobatics and damn-near bullet-time dodges left Blair frustrated.
Ignoring an opponent, Blair got rammed by Katie from a blindspot and curled into a ball, holding her ribs.
Now, it was Leera and Katie. Leg power and speed Vs. agility and grace.
Katie dug her hooves into the ground and Leera breathed out a thick plume of primal cold fog.
Katie charged through it, and no one could see what happened. Unless they remembered they could use lifesense…which I did.
Leera had jumped the second Katie pierced her fog, she planted her feet on Katie's back and leaped into the air, catching an almost invisible strand of Threscia’s webbing.
It wasn’t easy to see, even using IPT and it was something I doubted Threscia had planned for. Someone else, using her webbing.
Leera’s fog cleared and Katie was left shivering, icicles clinging to her fur and dangling from her horns. She shook them off and looked around, confusion plastered on her lovely face.
But rather than finding Leera, she found the blunt side of Blair’s axe, or rather, it found her.
There was a loud ringing sound as Katie’s horn flew into the audience and Katie was driven into the ground.
Blair went to kick her but froze as Leera dropped down on her, piercing both her shoulders with her bone spikes.
Blair screamed, but it was too late. Leera injected her primal cold gas and Blair’s arms exploded off of her body, landing in bloody, frozen chunks.
I stood up, fighting my urge to end it. The only reason I didn’t, was because Blair still had a fire burning behind her eyes. She smiled, then with a laugh, two tentacles sprouted from where her arms used to be.
Seeing this, Leera stumbled back with a shocked expression.
In one fluid motion, Blair’s tentacle picked up her axe and swung it back towards Leera.
Leera tried to jump, but quickly discovered what Threscia had been doing while no one was watching.
About half of the ring was now covered in a thin coating of Threscia’s webbing and Leera’s feet were stuck to the ground. So Leera arched back, barely avoiding a swing that was meant to sever her body below the waist. She ejected her bone-spikes to avoid getting her hands stuck and with a scream of her own, began to run, ripping the skin from her feet.
Now that she knew of Threscia’s trap, she skillfully avoided the sparse webbing on the ground and distanced herself, her eyes wide.
Blair noticed her expression and smiled at first, until she saw the same expression mirrored on Threscia.
There was a bellow that even made the audience hold their breath as Blair slowly turned around.
There stood Katie, her body smoking as her sweat turned to steam from her sudden transformation.
I’d personally and recently experienced her new form and I knew that a turning point had been reached. Also, dammit, I just made that dress!
Like vengeance incarnate, Katie roared and everything changed. Leera, Threcia and Blair all looked at each other in silent agreement.
Before Katie could charge, Blair wrapped her with a tentacle, binding her temporarily.
Threscia connected her webs and beckoned Leera to follow her as she scaled up them like a spider, seeking a higher vantage-point.
Then the fight became three on one. Katies new form was a force to be reckoned with. Even Blair’s ruthless strength was nothing to her.
It looked like three children fighting a bull. Nothing they did phazed Katie in the slightest. Even Leera’s bone-spike failed to penetrate Katie’s skin. But, probably because she’d transformed earlier, Katie’s motions seemed to be getting slower and slower.
Likewise, Blair’s endorphins had run out and she was now standing on willpower alone, enduring her pain.
Then, in a gesture I’d never expect from her, Blair channeled the abyss in earnest as tentacles exploded from her body in all directions. She grabbed Katie and smiled at Threscia and Leera as she forced a double ring out, sacrificing her own chances to win for everyone’s good.
I quickly made my way down to her and Katie to mend them both as Ralphus called for an intermission.
Katie was still enraged in her berserker form, restrained by Blair’s tentacles until I kissed her, calming her down. After she returned to normal, I tracked down Blair’s arms and Katie’s horn.
“Why did you both go so far? It’s not like you needed to, was it just pride or—” I stopped when they both looked at me.
Katie looked sad and Belairia looked downright guilty, like a dog that's been scolded.
I sighed as I mended them. Katie didn’t take any time at all. Though her horns had quite a few blood vessels, her transformation had stopped her from bleeding out. Her fatigue however was a different story. She’d passed out almost immediately after I finished mending her, leaving me alone with Blair for the first time in a while.
Seeing her like this, I remembered when Bob had brought me her head, along with what Thads had done to her and the last time she’d lost a limb trying to perform a simple ignite spell.
“We have to stop meeting like this,” I joked, trying to hide my sadness.
She smiled, but I could tell she was in pain, so I hurried my efforts. Unfortunately, I can’t manipulate frozen flesh and primal cold might as well be liquid nitrogen.
“Maybe it would be better if I stopped your pulse for a while, that way—”
“No!” she said, “I’d like to see who wins, besides, I can hardly...feel it…”
I flicked her nose, causing her to jerk back with a yelp. “You feel that, right?”
She raised her stumps and frowned.
Shaking my head, I rubbed her nose for her. “Look here, pride be damned. As you thaw out, you will definitely feel pain. Now I know you can take it but I don’t want to see you suffer.”
“But you’ve been seeing it,” She said, forcibly staring into my eyes. “Why won’t you acknowledge me!?”
I cursed inwardly as a thousand and one excuses flooded my mind. I opened my mouth to say something but she cut me off.
“You…”
“I?”
She looked at me for a long time, searching my eyes for something. “Help me take off my top.”
“Uh, how about no.”
She flailed her clavicles and winced.
“Right, right, sorry I forgot.” I made sure we were covered in the medical tent and undressed her. “I see you kept that macabre top I made you.”
She nodded. “I did.”
Then a few awkward moments passed as I fought the urge to look down at her chest.
“Turn around,” I told her. “If you won’t let me mend you in the soulscape then we’ll do this the normal way.”
She entrusted her back to me as she leaned against me. I melded the flesh from her back to my chest and melded her frozen arms to mine. Raising my body temperature, I circulated our blood together.
I felt her heartbeat quickening as her nerves thawed, so I took control of her spine and severed her nerves temporarily. She didn’t need to feel this.
In the background, the fight resumed, so we moved together until we could watch it from under the bleachers.
“I guess I owe one to Leera,” she said, shivering.
I wrapped my arms around her torso to speed up the process. Even though she couldn’t feel anything from her wounds, her body was still cold.
It would be so much easier to lop off the frozen areas and just restore them but I didn’t have any flesh to spare.
“Blondie sent a message,” she said. “I thought I would be angrier, but after what happened to Aunty Liz…”
Rather than just warming her up, I hugged her in earnest, hoping my actions could say what I couldn’t. Sometimes listening is more important than speaking.
“I was a child then, that time in the forest with Liz.” She said, her voice sombre. “But after she died, I began to think about it, more and more. You're not a guy from this world. Liz knew that and she fought for her place, she even died when she left to look for you.” She paused, as Threscia and Leera entered a contest of desperate blows and near misses. “I didn’t go. I wasn’t like her, there was someone more important to me than you. I lost, the night she left. And now, I can never win against her.”
“Oh!” Ralphus announced. “Threscia just lost an arm!”
“You don’t have to win against anyone,” I said, sighing. “I was ignorant to how this world works, so I held your hand, coddled you and filled you with sweet words. In my original world, a girl doesn’t become a woman until she’s eighteen, and even then, it’s considered gross if a man marries a woman more than five years younger than him. So like a culturally blind asshole, I was too familiar with you. It’s me who was the idiot, not you. I was just doing what I wanted.”
She butted her head back against me softly. “Well, I guess it was all just a misunderstanding.”
My whole body relaxed as I synced my heartbeat with hers. I’d raise her body temperature but she already seems to have a fever. Either way I’m relieved she understands. Now maybe we can move on and I can watch her grow up like a normal girl.
As if feeling my relief and mocking it, she spoke again. “But my sister though…”
My memory flashed back, I’d been just as friendly and hands-on with Lilsis. I didn’t think anything about it at the time but I still remember the brief time I spent in her room as she—
Blair laughed and changed the subject. “Don’t worry too much about it. Just tell me, am I strong?”
I closed my eyes for a second, considering everything. “Yes, in both mind and body, you held your own against Katie’s transformation and even knowing how you feel about me, you aren’t acting like you did in the forest that time.”
“Celairia and I have always been different. There’s very few things that we agree on but I’m happy, seeing her thrive here. I can’t chant and even the smallest spell becomes an explosive force for me, so I’ll never be able to be a necromancer or an enchanter. I’m—”
“You’re a channeler, just like me. I can’t chant either and Dark doesn’t exactly offer a lot of offense, but it’s probably the safest element for you. I’ll be staying here for a few years, Thads and the Duke have likely started a war in the north. Our only hope is to retake the south and form a new faction with the Garanthians. So, if we’re both channelers, then why don’t you start training with me. Someone once said that teaching is the best way to learn, so let me teach you as I try new things.”
She shivered in my arms as ice began to flake off her skin. I had to seal her veins and arteries while I circulated hot blood through her severed arms. Still, there were a few gobs who peered under the bleachers, wondering where the strange voices were coming from. So I covered her and used Dark Armor to obscure our presence.
She leaned back, resting her head against me as we watched Leera and Threscia’s desperate fight.
“I’d like that,” she said after a while. “No one else seems to be able to teach me anything new, except maybe Ballbreaker but her attacks don’t work as well against women. Even the kobold dragon-kin and the orc shamans… For some reason, I can’t learn anything from them.”
“That’s because your affinities don’t match up” I pulled an antler from my storage and used it to reconnect her bones. “From what I felt from your soul as you showed me a starry sky, I can say you’re dark, through and through, though you veer more into abyssal dark than traditional dark. So, let’s train together. Each time I gain a new spell or a new understanding, I’ll teach it to you.”
“B-but what about my sister!? She’ll be—”
“She’s already super talented, and situated in the best possible place to further her power. She’ll become a—”
She softly headbutted me again. “Let’s just watch the fight,” she said, lowering her voice a bit.  “...idiot..”
“Huh?”
“Nothing,” she said, happily resting in my arms. For some reason her body heated up more as she nestled her hips in my lap.
“I’ve been meaning to ask you something.”
“Hmm?” she responded as she twisted back to look at me.
“It’s just that, I noticed some things that only you or your sister could answer.”
“Ah,” Blair said, slapping me in the face with her thick black hair. “You mean this? Or,” She flexed her shoulder at me while it was still being mended, showing me her darkened skin.
“Uh...sure, that, I guess.”
She sighed. “We’re not Therosian or Garanthian. We come from the Somner Isles to the far east. Our parents did their best to lie to everyone, even my sister but I’m old enough to remember it personally.”
“I see,” I said. “That explains why the two of you have such thick, beautiful hair. I really love running my fingers through it and…” I stopped myself there.
I remembered the jerky hut with Blair and Adria’s bodies dressed like a deer and hung up to dry. No matter how much I looked at her, that’s what I saw. Her head dropped into my lap while her body was smoked to become tomorrow’s meal.
But, I’d mated with Adria who was in a similar situation. We’d decided to hold our relationship off while Wendy was growing up but this wasn’t that. I looked down into Blair’s olive eyes as I ran my hands along her smooth sunkissed skin, making her shiver for reasons other than the cold. 
“Can I call you Blair?” I asked, looking at her lips.
Rather than answering normally, she just nodded, knowingly feeling my twins swelling underneath her.
“Um, that’s just…” I sighed, giving up on lies. “Even though I’m a god, I’m still a man… Sorry, you can sit lower but I won’t apologize for it.”
“Eighteen, huh?” She said, latching on to a point in the conversation that’d long passed. “I am though…”
I guess she’d been dwelling on it even after we began talking about other things.
“It’s not just the age that’s important.” I pointed to Leera. “Her soul is both in its sixties and in goblin puberty at the same time but her body is less than a year old. That makes her an old woman, a teen and an infant all at the same time.”
Blair nodded as she watched Leera dart around the ring.
“So there’s another reason why you won’t…with me...”
“Stop trying to force it. If it happens, it happens but you shouldn’t dwell on it. Just worry about yourself for now and if, in time you still feel the same, then we’ll cross that bridge together.” I said, as I finished the last preparations to reattach her arms. “Oh, and come see me for some new clothes later.”
She smiled softly as she nodded.
I finished mending her and restored her nerves. “Come on, let’s watch the rest from the good seats.”




Chapter 31: Aftereffects - John
I picked Katie up from the medical tent and returned to sit by Lang, Lina and my kids. Lina was still sulking about not being allowed to fight, so I sat Katie in an empty chair and put Lina in my lap as Blair took a seat behind me, by Lang.
Leera and Threscia were both breathing heavily as they’d fought to a standstill. It was clear that the Pit’s rules had worked in Leera’s favor as I could see several places where Threscia had nicked her.
Normally, even a scratch would’ve been enough for Threscia to win but because she’d had to fight without her venom, she was in bad shape. She was missing two of her insectoid arms and Leera was using her own tricks against her.
Thinking back to that one confusing battle in the forest, Leera had survived through that battlefield and even saved me. I guess this was what she was trying to show me.
She was saying ‘even though I don’t like to fight, I can survive’.
I knew her character, and I still neglected her. She was my therapist, my friend and my wife but she was also a warrior in her own right.
Leera glowed for a second and all her wounds evaporated, causing Threscia and the audience to groan.
But Threscia’s dismay only lasted a second as her gaze caught something behind her.
“You should give up, Leer.” Threscia said, menacingly. “It’ll get ugly soon if you don’t.”
Leera took a few steps and steadied her breathing. “Is that a threat?”
“I warned you.” Threscia said, darting off to an object that Leera hadn’t noticed.
Leera followed behind her, her bone-spikes ready as she carefully weaved her way through Threscia’s webbing.
Then Leera and the audience gasped as the discarded macuahuitl from the troll’s fight made its sudden return. It was a weapon that Threscia knew well, and with its extra reach, Leera couldn’t dodge in time.
Leera screamed as its cruel teeth bit into her leg. Then as Threscia stood over her, the match was done.
“It’s my win, Leer. Good game.”
“And, we finally have a winner!!” Ralphus announced to the applause of the audience.
“That was a rough one,” Ralphus said to me. “Leera can heal and Threscia can mend herself. Can we keep those mac, mcsweetel...weapons?”
“Sure,” I said, looking down as Threscia helped Leera up and dissolved her webbing.
Leera healed herself, and Threscia reattached her extra limbs as the two of them made their way back towards me.
“It was a good fight, my love.” Nex said, scaring the hell out of me. “I could have fought, but then it would’ve been over too quickly.”
“Oh?” I picked her up and sat her in my lap by Lina as she leaned up and kissed me. “What makes you say that?”
I know Nex has always been confident, and her kill count was the second highest but after what I just saw, I don’t see how she could win.
Nex hopped off my knee, then pointed to the center of the ring.
“When did you!?” There, buried in the ground was a perfect circle of black daggers.
“Just now,” she said, smiling. “Here, I’ll do it again, for you, my love.”
The circle had vanished and was replaced by a heart, roughly three times the size. All made flawlessly by Nex’s Dark manifested daggers.
Aneeza clapped and I joined her.
“I didn’t see a thing…” I said in disbelief.
“I can form them inside of things,” Nex said with her one-of-a-kind accent. “Now there is no need to throw them.”
I just stood there, blinking for a while as her daggers vanished.
I remember her throwing a dark dagger at Adria but that’s it. Now she’s… It’s… She could straight up kill me, couldn’t she? Not just me, basically anyone… No armor could defend or skill could dodge her daggers. Well, maybe Bob’s speed could keep her from targeting him. Or invisibility, but with Inanis gone, that spell which was woven into her kin is also gone, forever.
I looked down at Nex, who met my gaze expectantly.
That’s right, she must’ve worked hard to get her spell up to this level. Especially considering how difficult it is for older gobs to grasp the concepts of magic.
I took her in my arms. “You’re amazing, Nex!”
“About that, John.” Ralphus interrupted, ruining a great moment. “I still have some heads in storage from her amazing ‘debut’ in the pits. So you should stop by later.”
“Okay, but only if we have a barbecue. From what I understand, the weather’s about to get bad, so this might be our last opportunity.”
Ralphus turned towards Lang and the two had an entire conversation by glance alone. “Alright, let’s do it. I may not have much meat but I’ll handle the ale!”
I can’t get drunk, but I’d love to see everyone else having fun. “Deal.”
We shook hands and started to leave as Ralphus took his cut of the bets placed. Everything here was based on barter. So meat from the monster races, weapons from the dwarves, vegetables from the Riverbrookians and amber from the necromancers.
I dare say that Ralphus might be the richest guy here now. But given the fact he brews all the ale, most of his earnings likely go towards that.
With the events of the day done, I retired to my quarters with everyone. I spent most of my time talking with Slater and Aneeza until it was their bedtime. They’d converted that pretentious black hallway that led to Eunice’s room into their quarters, so they were still close, though thanks to the heavy doors, not close enough to hear what happened in the bedroom.
Though I wanted things to go smoothly, I still had to confess something. “I kinda screwed a dark elf.”
“Good, my love!” Nex said, “then we will have stronger children for—”
“Nope, pulled out. No kids…”
Lina slapped my arm and even Leera looked at me like ‘why’?
Threscia laughed as she braided her Imp’s hair. “Ha, what happened, didja fall in?”
“Yes…”
Threscia’s face was suddenly locked in a ‘what, really?’ expression.
“Before that though, I’d like to talk about everything that’s been happening.”
I told them all about Inanis, the return of Mors and about my arduous journey to The Abyss.
Threscia was the first one to react. “So, Mors is back, huh?” She smiled a bit as her eyes misted over. “Is she in there?”
I fleshcrafted a small version of her on my palm so she could speak.
“I’m here, Threscia!”
Threscia patted her tiny head and introduced our children to her.
Gabe seemed to have gotten more bold but Maria was still as timid as ever, and the rest just swayed with their little mandibles as they asked her questions all at once.
Threscia had apparently told them all about her time in the soulscape and about a certain soul-fairy that’d been her friend.
It was nice to see that I wasn’t the only one who missed her.
“Mistress,” Mors said. “We have a new ability that I believe would benefit your children. We don’t have the resources right now, but eventually, we could help them evolve in whatever way they choose for themselves.”
“Won’t they eventually be able to do that anyway?” She asked, fleshcrafting her hand into a mandible then back again.
“No,” I said, “They aren’t flesh constructs and even if they were, you should know how hard it is to craft chitin. Imaginal Disc is an ability specific to insects. Think of it as their version of fleshcrafting.”
Threscia seemed to think for a while before she replied. “If it’s just an ability then, you won’t have to stop their, um.” She didn’t want to ask if I’d have to kill them to impart it.
“No, I could impart it at any time.”
“I see,” Threscia said, breathing out a sigh of relief. “Hey kids, it’s bedtime!”
She entrusted our children to her Imp and we waved goodbye as they left.
“You’re staying?” I asked as she parted her chitan with a wicked smile.
“It’s been a while, so don’t get me wrong. I won’t be making a habit of this until we do what you promised but for tonight, I’m the winner and you’re the spoils of victory.”
I made sure the door was closed and the rest of the night was spent with loud moans and soft embraces. Sweat covered bodies and cries of ecstasy, then blissful slumber.
The next day, I moved with a purpose. Mors and I had made a plan to take over the southern side of the continent in addition to Garanth. We’d planned it all out based on my memories and the advice from knowledgeable souls inside me. But we had to move slowly at first and for that we’d need to look at Barz’s trading and expedition logs again.
Barz was still in the reliquary but I’d seen him take out his logs a few times now, so I helped myself to them. After copying down the successful routes and the trading schedules, I rushed back down to talk to the dwarves about producing new carriages.
Then I created new crews. I’d call them ambassadors, but really it was a takeover team. No matter the cost, we had to take the southern end of the continent.
Assuming that the Duke and Thads were on the same side, then with our current strength, there was no way we could win, yet.
It’s likely that the only thing stopping them from coming back down to attack us is the war they’re currently having with the king. But all my information is hearsay. The Earl told me the most, but even he seemed unsure. The rest I’d gleaned from the noble souls I’d taken.
Their accounts differed. Some seemed to think that the battle was already won and the Duke was now king. Others believed that the war was ongoing and Thads had betrayed the Duke. 
The truth was that I had no eyes in the north and no way to validate anything. But I did know that there were zero signs of them here. Whatever they were doing, they’d both given up on the southern cities, and on Garanth.
It made sense, given where Fura’s mother had situated herself. So it was likely that the northlands were far more prosperous.
It’s a good thing Thads was such a coward. Sure, he sent a suicide team guided by Theressa to kill us but looking back, I think that was just a bluff so we wouldn’t chase him. I doubt he ever thought it would succeed.
Either way, I’d organized the best people for trips to the biggest villages. Hopefully we’d reach them before the season changed. All we were waiting on now, were new carriages.
I examined a scroll that Grouty, the legendary drunk, er, blacksmith gave me and smiled. Blue had done it! He’d made steel giant-armors! Not only that but now all our men had steel weapons and there were even plans to make armor for the mythical beasts.
As I wandered the courtyard, talking with Mors, an ominously masked Imp found me.
“Master Obitus sends their regards!”
I jumped back, expecting a sawed off shotgun or a car-bomb but the Imp just held out a ripped scroll.
“Oh!” I sighed. “Is this from Ralphus?”
“No…” The Imp said, moving their fingers menacingly. “Langouria!!”
“You should ask if an Imp wants to work for you.” Mors said. “They’d probably be a little cute bald guy who tried to screw all the other imps.”
Ha! I think you mean succeed in… Yeah, that even made me feel bad… I’m scum, I’m—
“Owoooah!” Lang’s imp called out, waving its hands as if it were casting a spell.
“Fine, fine!” I said, reading the torn parchment. “I get it you little… Oh, BBQ tomorrow, BYOM. BYOM?” I asked the pretentious imp.
“Meat, mead and mates, also kids!” It smiled before trying its best to look threatening again.
You know, I thought to Mors. Maybe I will ask if one of these guys wants to work for me, this one is adorable.
“Mm,” Mors grunted like an old man, her tiny nostrils flaring.
Then again, maybe not…
“I’ll be there,” I said, handing the parchment back.
It nodded and pulled its mask back down before holding its little robe over its face and dashing off...menacingly.
I went to the reliquary to check up on the three musketeer’s progress but there I found Darionus snoring in his oversized chair while Kalapract muttered incoherently to himself and Barz twitched in a pile of empty bottles.
Barz might be a lich, but I’d given him a human body, so he really did need rest. Kalapract, probably didn’t but his sanity seemed to be waning and Darionus… Well, he had the right idea.
I shook Barz awake, and interrupted Kalapract’s murmurings. “How goes it?”
They gave me their own summaries that fell together strangely. Apparently, the runes seemed to check out with everything, but nothing. In other words, the runes didn’t mean much on their own.
As Darionus snored himself awake, he jumped out of his chair when he saw me, he straightened his robes. Then I dropped the next bomb on them, the copied runes that were in The Abyss’s tomb.
I gave them every tiny little piece I’d copied from the underwater caverns and their eyes all flared with renewed enthusiasm.
A scholar's resolve is not to be questioned.
After grabbing a few of Barz’s spirits, I made my way to the farming area. There, I saw the Capros for the first time. They were basically tiny, one-horned, monstrous goats with bodies shaped like bloated footballs.
Like goats, they could eat any vegetation and overall they were friendly to people. I even petted one for a while before another one playfully stabbed me in the back, puncturing my aorta.
“Alright, that’s enough roughhousing, you guys,” I said as I ripped the horn out of my back, mending myself.
God, these little guys are cute. They’d be great in a petting zoo, if that petting zoo was in hell.
Either way, they had no new abilities to give, so I counted them and saw that a few new ones were already pregnant and thriving.
I advised the farmer to only butcher the ones that died naturally and to use them primarily for milk, I then talked for a while about butter and cheese. Thankfully, they were already familiar with how to make them and I was just flapping my gums. So I visited my lone remaining mini-cow.
If I only had more flesh…
The farmer read my expression and gave me half of a slaughtered Capros. I put it in my storage and left, nodding to him thankfully. He didn’t have to to share with me, but I’m glad he did.
After that, I visited Nora in the dark forest. Even though she was sleepy, she updated me on Fernando’s guard schedule and gave me some of her awesome pemmican to take with me. She also told me about the Dark Elves monthly meetings and asked me to come to the next one.
When I asked her if she’d shared her recipe or given Ralphus her deer skulls, she shrugged.
Giving Ralphus her skulls was easy, but sharing her recipe was harder. Damned necromancers, they wouldn’t even listen to her. Well, whatever, they can go suck eggs. I’ll share this recipe with my family and my extended family.
So, kissing her on the cheek, I left.
I briefly checked on Thia as she gave me a cross expression. “What’d you say to Cria?” She asked.
“Why do you ask?”
“Mrmph!” She grunted as she gestured down towards a rock pile.
Cria was working hard, actively humping, er, trying to lift a boulder.
“He’s not humping it, I think.” Maybe he heard me wrong.
“What did you tell him to do!?”
“Lift heavy things and be himself. I swear, that’s all.”
Cria screamed as the boulder began to give, then he lifted it to his chest and yelled out triumphantly.
Without thinking, I pumped my fist in the air and Thia just looked at me for a while.
“Sorry, but he’s doing his best down there. It’d be wrong not to root for him.”
“Yeah,” Thia said, copying me as best she could. But her face blushed the second she raised her fist. “Please keep this between us.”
“I will,” I said, embracing her. “Why don’t you sleep with me tonight in my quarters?”
She smiled faintly and nodded. “Until then...”
How can anyone be this adorable?
I had three more stops to make but I didn’t need to rush things. So I decided to go see Lilsis to thank her for her awesome zombies but class was still in session, so I quietly left.
“Hey,” Lilsis said, butting her shoulder against me from behind.
“Hey back. Sorry, I didn’t mean to interrupt your—”
I was hugged until my spine became a fond memory and I had to swallow my own organs so I didn't vomit them out on Lilsis’ head. She let me down as I mended my spine just in time so I didn't crumple like wet tissue.
“Please tell me you never hugged anyone else like that.”
“Huh?” She said, looking at me with a hurt expression. “Only my sister, recently.”
“And she hugged you back?” I asked.
“Well yeah, why?”
“N-no reason, just, uh, please don’t hug anyone else.”
She blushed and nodded her head, covering her face with her hood.
“Your zombies are Kalapract approved, John tested.” Hey mikey, he likes it.
“Heh, yeah…” She said, with a nod.
“No, really, it was something so simple yet no one else thought of it. And on a personal level, I’m happy to see Liz’s legacy will carry on. I was right to give you her staff.”
“Yeah…” She said, tottering along behind me.
I slowed my walking speed but she slowed down as well, staying behind me.
“Are you going to get in trouble for skipping?”
“No…”
“I see.”
We kept walking together but no matter how fast or slow I went, she still hung behind me. At one point I started running but she kept up effortlessly.
“Um, okay then. So are you learning a lot from your classes?”
“...Yeah.”
“Right, right…”
“Yeah…”
Good god, this is killing me inside, it’s like 9th grade all over again.
“Did you need anything else?”
“N-no…”
“Kay.”
“Yeah…”
“Wanna see something cool?” I asked, opening the gate to the reliquary.
“Sure! I mean, yeah, it’s whatever...”
Yay, I got more than one word out of her!
I showed her Inanis’ sternum and watched as she marveled for a moment over Barz’s enchanter’s setup. The three musketeers were still trying to decipher all the markings from the Abyss’s cave, so Lilsis and I talked for a while about where I’d gone and what I saw in Inanis’s memories.
“Sloot…”
“Huh?”
“Nothing,” She said, placing Inanis’s sternum on Barz’s mat.
She began, rearranging the symbols and nodding to herself before taking out a new scroll from her satchel and scribbling on it.
“You said it made her an embodiment of the void?”
“Yep, but she had a unique affinity for it and this was in her second lifetime. She was apparently reincarnated in some ritual.”
“And she resembled Mors?”
“Other than her body-shape, she had the same hair and eye color. She also had a similar personality to how Mors was when I first made her.”
“Makes sense,” Lilsis said, staying her quill as she thought on something. “You have your own memories but what about your other half?”
I was happy she was talking normally again but that was a hard thing to answer. “The dark god’s memories are jumbled. They didn’t really have full sentience until we finally fused. So there are only a few times it talked to me or my previous incarnations. In a way, I might’ve always been its ego, somehow split from the original.”
Lilsis nodded and lowered her hood to look at me. “How did you come to that conclusion?”
“The Past Life spell, along with the fact that after I accepted that I wasn’t John but a being with his memories. Things became clearer and I was able to feel more of the dark god’s ancient emotions.”
“She’s probably one of your previous incarnations.” Lilsis said, turning her attention back down to the runes.
“Huh, come again!?”
She did a little fist raise, then cleared her throat. “Sorry, could you repeat that?”
“Huh?”
“No, not that…”
“Come again?”
She nodded approvingly, “Saved.” Then with a heavy sigh and a crooked smile, she began again. “You didn’t make Mors alone, did you?”
“No, I made her after the dark god consumed the book of souls.”
“So, in other words, the dark god did half the work.”
“Yeah, but I selected everything. I personally created her every detail and—”
“And she ended up looking like a big-boobied Inanis?”
I smacked my lips and looked at the floor. It’s not just the chest! I thought about saying but I knew I’d be following it with she has great hips and an ass too! So I chose silence.
Mors appeared in my mind and curtsied to me as if to say, thank you for the compliments but somehow that just made me feel worse.
Lilsis heh’d. “I’ll take your silence as a yes.”
“Er, yeah, but boobs aren’t—”
I don’t when female necromancers learn that almost fatal glare skill, but either it’s taught or Lilsis has been hanging out with Lang. Either way, it felt like icy fingers were slowly choking me as she glared at me.
But defiance is one of my defining traits, so I looked back into her eyes. I didn’t turn away or balk at her murderous stare. Instead, I leaned forward and embraced her anger, until she turned away, blushing.
“As I was saying,” I continued, fueled by my victory. “A woman’s chest does not define her as being attractive or ugly. In all honesty, I was just as attracted to Inanis as I was to Mors. Just like I loved Liz as much as Nex or Leera.”
“Sorry, I… It’s not easy, you know, with, girl-stuff… Just, sorry.” She said in a small voice.
That’s right, I forgot she doesn’t really have any female role-models other than Carol and Lang, now that Liz is gone. Of course, I always thought of Lang as a middle of the road sort of woman, one who is normal looking but sexy to the person she loves. She’s a lot like Eaolonia, Athan’s girlfriend, in that regard but the two of them have nothing else in common.
“Are your classmates giving you shit about the way you look?”
“The human ones, yeah.” She answered, hunching her shoulders. “But apparently I’m popular in some circles…”
And now’s when I tune it all out. I do not want to hear about splooge flinging.
“So, you were saying, about Inanis and Mors.”
“Oh, yeah, thanks. Um…” She rolled her shoulders and looked down at the mat. “Does this symbol mean anything to you?”
I looked down at where she’d tapped her finger, then, I looked again. “It says void, but it’s backwards and…” I jerked back. “It’s in English!”
She smiled, writing out a small paragraph. “To me, this part says nothing, it’s scribble and I know English. You’re the missing cypher. I think I have a hypothesis. You weren’t just Inanis, you were also the person that came up with this algorithmic enchantment. You have her memories, right?”
“Yeah, most of them from her second life. Mors has the rest.”
She nodded, copying down the rune for Void. Then she looked back at the three musketeers. “I think I know what you’re trying to do.” She gestured me closer until I was basically resting my chin on her shoulder. “Which one?” She asked.
My eyes went wide. She really did understand, but I couldn't say it outright yet and I didn’t know where we could… Oh yeah!
I opened the gate to the last place it linked to, the underground cavern. Lilsis rolled up Barz’s mat and before he could protest, we were gone.
The air was thick and musty, so I went into undead mode so she could breath better. “The god of souls! Sure, Therressa is a bitch, but the god of souls cost me Liz! That and I know her symbol. With Therressa, it’s a guessing game. Would it be parasyte, would it be light, would it be holy, who knows what Therressa is.”
Lilsis copied down all the other runes as I told Mors to cancel my other tasks for the day.
While Lilsis worked, I walked along the walls, looking for anything that I’d missed, before I came to a stop in front of the calcified remains of my consumed fragment. Still standing as if it were a monument, his tentacle reached towards the ceiling coiled around where I used to be.
My emotions roiled inside me. What does it mean, to consume your offspring, even if it was a mercy killing? This place would always be a monument to his suffering.
“Do you have another medium?” Lilsis asked, setting her quill down.
“Medium?”
“Something that can hold an enchantment this large that shares an affinity with the god of souls.”
“Wait here!”
I opened the gate to the reliquary then I warped to the zombie room.
Is it really going this smoothly? Can it all be so simple?
I found one of the former founders from my ‘trial’ and stopped his heart. It was the same ass who acted as a judge.
To put me on trial, and denounce my actions, even after knowing who I am, he had to be affiliated with the god of souls and his body would be their temple.
I stowed his flesh in my storage and went back to Lilsis. “I found someone,” I said as I dumped his body out and bared his chest. “Do I carve the runes in now, or does he need to be alive like Inanis was?”
“No, nonono, wait! We’re missing something. This is over my head, who else can we trust?”
I thought about it for a while. Both Barz and Darionus used soul magic, but Kalapract never did, other than consuming them for mana. He’d also saved me back when the god of souls had pressed me with their barrier.
“I have a guy, but he’s been on the receiving end of a Bob mauling. He deserved it, but still.”
“We can’t do this alone, I’m still just a student and we only have one shot. When I imbue this enchantment, it’ll destroy the original.”
So, begrudgingly, I dragged the sleep addled Kalapract through the gate and we shared our findings.
“Ah,” he said, his head nodding involuntarily. “So…” He snored briefly then snapped back. “We need to fill this vessel with soul energy and invoke the final enchantment.”
“Yes!” Lilsis said, pointing down at the mat. “We can copy the rest of the formula. John provided us with the last part but even if we recreate it perfectly, we’d have to fight a god.” She glanced at me. “We need to be sure about everything.”
I took a step back and looked at the two of them. If we really only had one chance, then they were in poor shape. Kalapract was running on fumes and Lilsis was so nervous that she was shaking.
I trusted them both, but I couldn't risk it right now.
“Kalapract, you should rest first and Lilsis.” I stepped forward and hugged her. “Because of you, we have a shot now.”
She hugged me back and I regretted everything for a moment.
After I forced my organs back in, I opened the gate. Darionus and Barz had both lapsed back into unconsciousness, so Kalapract was able to make his way home and Lilsis stayed there for a while, finishing her notes.
Mors reminded me about the Barbecue that we’d planned and after rounding up Lina, leera, Nex, Katie and Thia, I arrived in the parts shop. Threscia declined and our kids, along with our adopted ones, were still in school/training, so we were free to day drink for the most part.
After we arrived, Ralphus hefted a big iron grill which I relieved him of as we headed to the courtyard. He ran back down to get a barrel of ale as everyone separated into groups.
I stocked the large grill with charred wood and coal as I watched everyone else.
Leera moved effortlessly among everyone, knowing them all intimately. I’d often joked that she was the one with a harem and I was just borrowing it, but this almost made me think it was true.
Lina stayed with me for the most part, while eyeing Nex. But in the end the two of them had hit it off pretty well over the past year. They were both way, way overpowered and they’d both been pregnant together. If Bob’s theories checked out, then that meant I loved them the most.
I didn’t want to prioritize or split hairs and I had zero doubt about how I felt about Leera, so I knew that wasn’t true but there were still questions.
From a purely physical perspective, Lina and Nex getting pregnant first made sense. Their cycles were short and they were both biologically more likely to get pregnant than that rest. But, that logic stopped there. After the two of them, Leera and Katie were the next most likely but it was Thia who now bore my child.
Elves or what I call elves, had a once a year cycle. Meaning that getting them pregnant was a statistical crap shoot. But there she was, looking as beautiful as ever, our child filling her stomach while Leera looked on with a sad expression.
Did I make some sort of mistake, or was it not a physical issue that’d made paradise falcons an endangered species? Despite her amazing lust and exuberant attitude, maybe Leera was seeking something that I hadn’t given her yet. Some emotional blockage that I hadn’t cleared.
I knew that my seed was enough, I’d filled her to the point that it swelled her stomach and spilled out, but—
“Ooh! Is that a capros?” Lang said, snapping me out of my thoughts.
“Oh, yeah, It’s not much, but this, some pemmican and Barz’s reserve are all I have to contribute.”
“It’s plenty, I’m not going to eat much of it.” She said, rocking her daughter in her arms, causing me to look at Leera. Lang intuited my thoughts as she followed my gaze. “You can’t force it, it’ll happen when it needs to.”
I laughed, remembering what I said to Blair. “I know, but I feel like I let her down. She was the first person I connected with in this world and so far everyone else has moved on without her.”
“To me, she looks happy.” Lang said, handing me her daughter. “Maybe she just needs to know that you’ll be here for her.”
I wanted to tell her that, that wasn’t how pregnancy worked but Leera was a one of a kind being, so I couldn’t debate her. Rather, her opinion was validated by the fact that Leera was still child free.
“Then what about Katie? I’ve filled…” I stopped there, seeing her lithe frame.
The facts are, that when a woman gets below a certain fat percentage, she stops ovulating. I looked between Katie and Leera and found their common ground. Neither of them had any body fat. I’d never considered it, why would I, given my last world? But in this current world, fat was a matter of survival.
Lang took over cooking as I babysat since I wasn’t drinking anything. Then after she nodded to Ralphus, he took over.
I joined my mates and asked them what they usually ate.
Leera picked over her food, eating small amounts, several times a day. Katie was almost a vegetarian… A vegetarian!! With a damned ghoul stomach? I’m surprised Feast never activated for her, but I guess there’s protein in plants and she actually did eat meat every now and then, it just wasn’t her preference.
Lina ate everything as much as possible, same with Nex. Thia, well, she’s a princess after all so she loves fatty food and sweets, not that there’s much of that here but whenever she found some, she’d barter for it. And her people also eat super fatty things like pemmican.
First trope denied! Elves are not vegetarians, of course I already knew that, but still.
Ralphus flipped the meat and poured more Ale for his guests…
“Heya, Boss… Ladies!” Bob said, flexing his eyebrows. He dumped out part of a monstrous bear and Bette bit into it, trying to drag it.
Bob’s daughter is still adorable!
“How’s it hanging, Bob!” I said, hefting the bear chunk and separating it’s skin from the meat. “You didn’t ‘tenderize’ this one, did you?”
“Nah, no marinate injections fer this guy. It’s just straight up onatural, bear ass. Only the best fer the Boss!”
I handed Lang her baby, now that Ralphus was here to man the grill and the ale began to flow.
Some time later, Muffy and Mark showed up with Slater and Aneeza in tow.
I couldn’t shake the feeling that Mark was still glaring at me. Why!?
So I cracked open the second bottle of Barz’s alchemical brew, aka, herbal-tasting distilled liquor made with the excuse of creating a tonic.
It did have some caffeine-like effects, but it was basically liquor.
I remembered when I drank with Athan back at the Earl’s castle. That was probably our first real father-son moment in a long time. I wonder how my little bald bastard is doing.
“Have any of you guys heard from Athan?”
“Phew,” Bob whistled as Ralphus laughed. “The boy’s done good for himself. He took over the Earl’s business, makin’ a killin. Sent fer his girl, and they been living like royalty. Ya might be a grandpa soon, boss.”
Calming Effect!
“I...I…”
Calming Effect!
“Ya sad, boss?”
Calming Effect!
“No, I just never thought a day like this would come. I’m so damn proud, Bob. My Boy’s grown up…” I held Leera and Lina. “Our boy’s grown up…”
Calming Effect!
“Master, stop!”
“It happened so fast, Mors… It’s like, I can still remember when he was just a frightened little guy in our cave. I—”
“Boss, yer sayin’ this out loud.”
I tottered a bit as I leaned on Bob’s shoulder. “Bob, you’re a good friend, you know? I love you, man, you’re like, like… Well you’re creepy as shit and you screw everyone but, you know what… You’re a good friend.”
“Ah, no biggie, Boss, we help each other out. That’s how it works, and ya never judged me, that’s why I call ya, Boss.”
I fell on my ass as the world spun.
Shit, I better do something… Calming Eff—
“No, Master, no…”
Oh, hey Mors… Up, up, down, down—
“Are you alright, My Love? Here, I have you.” Nex said, lifting me up, and princess style carrying me to a chair.
It’s a strange feeling to be carried just a few feet off the ground but it was hilarious when she couldn’t figure out how to lift me into the chair.
Lina finished her mug as she stood up and breathed out a plume of steam. “I got this!”
Isn’t this worse?
I sighed, returning to my senses a bit. “Thank you both, but I’m good. I actually wanted to sit down, so I did.”
I kissed Nex, and fondled Lina before I realized I shouldn’t. Yeah, I’m definitely not sober.
“Why’d you stop!?” Lina asked, red faced.
Yeah, she’s not sober either.
I took a deep breath. I can do this.
Standing, I decided that now was the best time for me to cook.
I’d actually never cooked in this world, and what was I saying? Oh shit! I can use fleshcrafting to make this meat fan-fucking-super-special-awesometastic…
“I got an idea, hold my, uh, oh yeah, hahaha! Imma cook food good now!”
The bear-roast was just sitting on Ralphus’s massive grill, not doing much.
“John?” Leera said, steadying me. “Are you sure about this?”
I looked at her and smiled. “I like your dress, but I like you more without it.”
She smiled, but her eyes told me that if we were alone, she wouldn’t be wearing it. “As long as you're sure.” She supported me, mentally and physically as I began my experiment.
I segmented the bear and the Copra into different cuts and evenly distributed the fat among the muscle fibers while visualizing A5 Wagyu. But this wasn't a cow...oh well.
Then after taking Ralphus’ cast iron pan, I handed it to him and let him fry them in oil.
Next, I fleshcrafted the Copra into a meat paste and chopped this world’s version of an onion along with Fura’s tuber into it. Then I made skewers out of its bones and poof, Kabab!
Lastly, I fleshcrafted all the lean cuts together into burger patties, and after Ralphus had finished with the steaks, I used a little of Barz’s liquor to deglaze his pan. Then I told Ralphus to cook half the patties in the pan and half of them on the grill.
I would’ve made hamburgers but this world’s bread sucks other than what the Earl-ess, lady-earl...the Earl’s wife made. We didn’t have that, or ketchup or mustard or mayonnaise, hell I don’t think I’ve seen lettuce or tomatoes yet.
After I’d done all the prep, I found a good spot to sit, and gave Bette the bone from the bear.
“Ah, Slater!” I said as my son approached me. “How are you my son.”
He grunted, while looking into the distance. (Quite well, I assure you but you yourself seem to be having quite the time. Still, I daresay I have high expectations for your cooking. I’m afraid that mother-dearest has a penchant for attempting to feed on raw, and often live rodents. I understand that it’s a part of our culture but oftentimes I wish I had a well prepared alternative such as what you’ve prepared today. Though upon further examination of you and Mother’s altered states, I must say that I somewhat disapprove. Also, I no longer need to feed off of those hanging, ample sacks, so might you please make a request to her that she put them away.)
I grunted, nodding. Then realized that Lina was in a sexy state of undress.
Luckily Nex was there to...also undress. I guess my comment from earlier had an effect on my non-human mates, at least the rest are...and there goes Katie.
For reasons I don’t understand, Muffy stepped in. I couldn’t hear her voice but I could tell she was talking by how she gestured. And just like that, the building attacking, Bob-raper, calmed everyone down.
Barz’s booz was way too strong for most of them. Though I hadn’t really seen Katie drink much, I still remember how much of a struggle it was to get her to wear clothes in the first place.
You know, if I showed people from my last world a scene like this, they’d be like ‘oh, look at those slutty mcslut-sluts all trying to be nekked! Women don’t like being nekked!’
“Master, I don’t think that’s an issue, they aren’t human. Even me…”
Even me, I added.
I’m biased by my memories and it’s always the strangest little things that I feel guilty for. Saw a guy in half, ooh neat, think I’ll eat him now. Accidentally say the wrong thing, Calming Effe—
“Stop trying to sneak that in!” Mors scolded.
“Tsk.”
“Master, did you just ch’ me?”
N-no… It’s called tsk’ing.
“Play?” Bette said, wagging her tail.
“Um—”
“Mm.” Slater grunted. (I’ll handle her, Father. I find her to be a refreshing companion and for some reason I feel a kind of kinship with her. Perhaps you should spend some time with Aneeza. I fear that she’s feeling left out given today’s drunken events.)
I grunted in response and walked towards Aneeza.
“Master, the way the two of you respond to each other is strange. He grunts and it seems like—”
What!? You can’t understand him?
“...I’m afraid not.”
Huh, strange.
I tumbled down by Aneeza then tried to pretend it was on purpose.
She laughed and hugged me. It was nice to see that none of Ballbreaker’s personality had rubbed off on her, despite the fact she dressed like a smaller version of her.
“And how’s my beautiful daughter?”
Her smile faded as she stared at the ground. “I’m fine, daddy.”
I put my arm around her and sighed as we sat together watching everyone else. Aneeza began pulling up grass as a small frown appeared on her face.
“Who messed with you!? Daddy’ll fu—”
“No one!” She replied immediately, then noticed my expression. “Wendy, she’s my” She chirped in goblin. “But it feels like she’s avoiding me now. Is it because I’m a goblin?”
I felt my heart race. “That shouldn’t matter, especially not to Wendy. She and her mother have been ostracized by humans before, so I can’t imagine a situation where she’d discriminate against anyone, let alone you.”
“But she’s always going off with that Eve lady and when she comes back, she doesn’t even speak to me anymore.”
Calming thoughts, calming thoughts, Calming Eff—
“Denied!” Mors said, raising her tiny hand in the air to stop me.
“She’s probably practicing blood magic. Other than Exsanguinate, it takes a big toll on a normal person. Have you talked with her about it?”
“Yeah, but she doesn’t say much.” Aneeza said. “She just eats and—”
“Yep, worry not, it’s all bloodloss!” I wasn’t happy to hear that Wendy was suffering from blood loss on a daily basis but I wanted to assuage Aneeza’s concerns. “Besides, you remember the talk I had with Sid and Eva last time. Even if they hate me, they’d never try to brainwash Wendy.”
“But—” Rosie and Wendy came walking into the courtyard and Aneeza stopped speaking, her eyes misting over. “See… She could’ve came with me but, but—”
I held my daughter tight, letting her blow her nose on my chest. Remind me to get a shirt at some point.
I fleshcrafted her snot away and rubbed her head. “Look here, they didn’t come here for me, they came for you, so why don’t we go say hi?”
“No, daddy, I—”
“Come on,” I said, stumbling to my feet. I chugged a glass of water and poured another for Wendy.
As we got close, I was tag-team close lined by Rosie and Wendy but Wendy seemed to lack her usual energy.
I put my hand on her forehead and sure enough, mild anemia. I melded my veins with her’s and gave her a blood refill. There was plenty of iron heavy meat here, so I was sure that even if I hadn’t done that, she’d have been fine.
“Wendy, it’s not good to push yourself too far.”
“I know, it’s just that—”
“Yeah, yeah, get over here and tell Aneeza, hi.”
“Okay!” She nodded, suddenly full of energy again.
I caught up with Wendy and Rosie for a while before I left them and Aneeza to chat.
Walking back towards my mates, I stumbled over an ugly, bearded blob.
“Oh, Hi Mark,” I said, trying to move on.
“That’s it, you broad-shoulder having, mate helping, nice guy being, daughter playing with, great-ass, cook!”
“Hey!” I held my finger out, readying what would undoubtedly be the world’s best insult but then his words clicked. “Oh, thank you!”
“Bitch,” he said as he walked away.
I clenched my fist. Must not punch! He’s from my clan and he’s Bob’s mate but he’s so damned punchable, it hurts!
There was suddenly a strong, reassuring hand on my shoulder that somehow curbed my anger as I turned to see, Muffy.
She still stood half a foot taller than me but her eyes were soft now. No longer filled with anger and defiance.
She spoke in a soft voice, in English, not Goblin like she’d mostly done before. “I once thought that you were like humans. That you were saying pretty words to exploit us. But I know you, through,” She growled, then grunted, speaking the masculin form of goblin. “You are not an enemy anymore.”
Well, let’s see here. I gave her the body she wanted, I gave her a Bob-job then I cupped her boobs to let her produce milk all while continuously doing everything I could for her, her people, Bob and Bette. Not Mark though, fuck that guy. Even though I did introduce him to Bob and I’ve brought him back to life twice. And now...he calls me a bitch.
Why does it seem like everyone’s suddenly trying to be nice to me now? Is there something wrong with my face? Ah, shit, black tears… I don’t control those, people! That shit just happens, it’s like a side effect of being the dark god. Even I don’t really get it.
I took a deep breath and absorbed my tears as Muffy held out her hand.
It’s impossible to fake a good handshake but her’s was perfect. The tightness, the warmth, two shakes and done. If I had multiple man cards, I’d give her one. Damn, I can’t help but respect her now.
She’s never backed down on her beliefs and she’s always stayed true to herself. From the moment I first met her as a crazy-eyed, one-legged gob, until now. Her whole being screams of integrity, reliability and strength.
I grunted as I nodded to her. (You have my utmost respect, Mrs. Muffy.)
She grunted back. (And you’ve earned mine. You can often tell who a gob really is by what his mates have to say about him.)
Then we grunted together until Slater arrived to grunt with us.
“What the hell’s going on here!?” Mors asked, confused at the difference between what she saw and what my memories told her.
It’s a guy thing, don’t worry about it.
“How can that level of communication be possible!?”
I grunted at Mors and her eye twitched.
After the food was all done, Blair and Lilsis arrived and we all sat on a blanket and began eating.
There were so many different vegetables that I’d never seen, that I spent a lot of time just trying each of them and making mental notes about their earthen counterparts.
The steaks and kebabs were a huge hit with everyone. The hamburgers, less so but again we didn’t really have the bread or condiments to make them work. Also they were dry but still better than lean meat, cooked normally.
Ralphus remarked that he’d like to add the kebabs as a regular item in the pits. I agreed, and negotiated a cut of his trades in exchange for my providing him with a meat grinder. It seemed easy enough, a big screw with a crank that led to a grating, so I agreed.
Then, after eating our fill, Bob finished off the rest and I pulled Ralphus and Lang to the side.
I don’t know if it was the Calming Eff—
“Denied!”
The inebriation speaking or if it was my trust speaking but I confided in them about what I was trying to do with Inanis’ sternum. I didn’t say it in an obvious way but I still managed to get my meaning across to them.
Either way, hearing their opinions had a Calming Eff—
“Master,” Mors said, frowning at me. “Please stop, you’re surrounded by people that love and respect you. You don’t need the Calming Effect!”
Ha!!
“No! I wasn’t trying to—”
Too late, oh yeah~
Ralphus said stuff, Lang too, then my pants were gone and I was in my room.
I wonder how many Pervy guys I can make? Let’s test it out, come one, come all and all come, weee!




Chapter 32: Oops - John
I woke up in my usual mate-pile. I ran my hands through Blair’s thick fluffy hair then turned my fingers back into fingers. For some reason they’d all become pervy guys.
I fleshcrafted about seventeen pervy-guys back into my body, preserving the original two. But for some reason those two felt like they were melting.
The heat and tightness on them was overwhelming. It felt like I was inside two Linas. Wait, am I?
I looked down, my vision still blurry as I gently moved Blair. But when I did, something clenched around me.
Huh, I guess she’s locked down on me, what was it called? Penis captivus caused by vaginismus? I’m not a doctor, but I did research this when I was a teen. I was both fascinated and horrified by it. Vagina’s can be scary sometimes.
I yawned then held Blair close. I guess, there’s nothing I can do right…wait a minute...
“Blair!?”
“Hmm?” She murmured, turning her large olive eyes towards me. Her muscles relaxing a bit as she recognized me.
“W-what happened?”
She arched her hips, letting me slowly slide out. “I drank some weird stuff and you carried me and…” She rubbed her head confused, yet happy. “Did we?”
“Given what just slid out of you, yes.”
Her face was a picture of pure happiness, so beautiful that it cut through my guilt.
I held her, admiring her tanned skin as I ran my fingers down her bare back. “This can’t happen again. Not yet.”
I felt her tense up on top of me and I pulled her up my body. Though her hips were wide and her muscles were dense, she was still light. I kissed her forehead. “Look, I just don’t think it’s a good idea.”
“Why!?” She said, angry at first but after looking around at everyone else, she calmed down. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to…” She lowered her voice to a whisper. “Did I force you or did you force me?”
I cringed at the implication.
Mors? Please, please tell me that I didn’t—
“She forced you and not a little, does your neck still hurt?”
It...it’s… I mended my broken neck. I didn't feel it because all my nerves were still intact.
But she seemed to be locked down on me. That’s a sign of, things and such.
“Yes, Master.” Mors said, bowing her head. “But when she woke up and saw you, she relaxed. I couldn’t stop what happened last night. Maybe I’m not as powerful as I used to be anymore. I’m sorry Master, I knew you didn’t want it, but it still happened.”
It was bound to happen, Mors. Even if I wasn’t partially a satyr, a man will never refuse a woman’s advances without a reason.
I cracked my neck, and continued to run my fingers through Blair’s soft, feathery hair. She rubbed her face between my pecs and scooted down until our sexes met again.
We both began breathing heavily as we realized the situation we were in.
Nex had nestled into my left armpit and Leera was on my right. Lina was between her and me, wrapped in her wings. Then above me, was, judging by the fur, Katie and then, cradling Nex like a body pillow, there was Thia.
Blair looked up at me as her drool coated my stomach. There was no sign of reason in her eyes anymore as she arched her hips and pressed down.
I parted her lower lips, then her rear entrance a moment later.
To be loved and desired this much, she was definitely Liz’s understudy. Lilsis had taken all the intellectual parts but Blair had taken the physical ones. She moved slowly, trying her best to keep everyone else from waking up. But the slowness of her motions just let me feel each fold and every soft spasm inside her.
I finished, full of shame, before she’d even taken all of me in. She latched onto my nipple and continued to rock her hips as slowly as possible as I continued to pump my seed into her.
This continued until she found the angle she was looking for. Then, as she softly bit me, she finished, her muscles contracting so violently that she squirted all my seed back out.
Then she clenched on me again, crying.
I kissed the top of her head, rubbing her and whispering to her until she curled up on top of me and let me hold her.
Her skin was smooth and warm and her hair smelled like sweat and effort. I chewed on it, causing her to giggle.
“Look,” I said. “We both know how the physical aspect of this works but are you really okay with everyone else?”
“I wasn’t, but I thought about it. You didn’t meet me until later and I’m not...I can’t be…”
A virgin, this is a pre-medieval society and if a woman’s tamper-proof seal was busted, then she was second hand goods. But that wasn’t her fault and she shouldn’t have to live with it like she does. The fact she even still thought about it made me angry.
“You’re not less of a woman because of what happened. No more than I’m less of a man for turning into an amoeba. What happened to you, only happened to your body. Your mind never broke and that’s saying a lot in a world like this one. I’ll never be able to imagine even a fraction of what you’ve been through but if you can accept me, then I won’t reject you. That being said, you’re a young human, so we should take it slow.”
“But why, after all this time? Why would you—”
I don’t know why I did it, but I melded her skin to mine and joined our bodies together. “You are stronger than me mentally, Belairia. But just like me, your emotions are out of control, that’s why. If you want an example of a terrible relationship brought on by a complete lack of emotional control then you should talk to Caroline.”
Feeling her ribs rubbing against mine under our skin, she answered, calmly for the first time. “We’ve talked a lot. I even asked her for advice. She just told me to wait and not to visit on certain days. You saved her, right?”
“Not really, she was dying when I got there. I just took her soul after stabbing Sid. But like always, I was too late.”
I massaged Blair’s neck, remembering how I’d failed to protect her.
“But you still saved me,” she whispered. “And not just physically. You gave me the strength to live in this world, without having to rely on others. The lessons were hard and you made me dodge goblin, stuff… Sis helped me put it all in perspective, especially after Blondie’s letter.”
“That just kind of happened. I always knew her intentions but seeing the level of faith she had in me and how much she respected the things I’d given her, I couldn’t ignore her anymore.” I covered my face with my hand. “Do you know what she did?”
“I never knew her that well but she was one of us, our sister in suffering.” Blair said, pulling my hand away from my face. “What did she do?”
I felt Blair’s heart beating by mine and calmed myself. “She knew she was going to die that night. So she removed her poncho so it wouldn’t get bloody and left a message under her choker. She had the resolve to die and more faith in me than I deserved. We never talked much, but she showed how she felt and that’s when I finally understood her. What would you have done in her situation?”
Blair flexed her hand into a fist and I felt all the muscles of her body tighten as she looked at me.
“Ah,” I said, “me too. But that’s what you were taught, by Red, by Reginauld and by me. What she did is very much like her. If my mental strength is a 25, then yours is a 50 and hers, it’s probably somewhere in the hundreds.” I reached over and softly rubbed Leera’s shoulder. “Like Leera’s.”
I continued to massage Blair, until her muscles relaxed and my twins were free again. I separated our bodies and pulled her back up again to kiss her. “Does this bother you? Me talking about my other mates?”
“I know them and they’re all good people, like Liz was…” She hicc’d. “Liz was… I admired her but I also saw her as a rival because she was in the same position I was but she...only her, became yours. Even though we had moments together, I just—”
I kissed her again. “I get it, we talked about this before. I’ll be staying around here for a long time. I need to strengthen the Dark Academy and Therograd before I can move on to the next phase. So, I’ll be here. And you,” I said, hugging her as tightly as she usually hugged me. “You’re my adorable little apprentice and together, we’ll get stronger.”
“Adorable!?” She accidentally raised her voice, beaming at me. “I-I’ll try my best!”
Now everyone was suddenly awake, and they were all hungover.
Seeing their faces again reminded me of some forgotten memories from last night. I’d only seen stuff like that in hentai before.
“Thank you,” I said, giving Leera a good morning kiss. “If you hadn’t rushed me here then—”
She kissed me back before holding her head. “It’s what I do but, ow~! What was in that drink you brought?”
“I have no clue but I’m sure its ingredient list would rival twinkies.”
“Twinkies?”
“They’re something akin to the food of the gods but they’ll kill you if you eat too many.”
“Oh,” she said, suddenly interested in twinkies.
Seeing her beautiful face deep in thought, I was reminded about her obsession for human foods. There and then, I promised myself that I would recreate twinkies for her or at least cloud cakes.
I ran my fingers through her silky hair, blending the white and red strands with the black ones. “Your hair has grown so long!”
Her hair was cool to the touch and smooth beyond words. I was overwhelmed by the pleasant feeling of it running between my fingers. It was like I was grasping the essence of midnight and watching it fall like the multicolored sands of an hourglass.
Mors giggled.
Don’t underestimate a bald man’s love for hair, dammit!
“Of course not, Master!” Mors said, appearing in front of me. She ran her fingers through her silver hair and smiled.
Hey, I was inebriated last night, so you’re the one who got to enjoy things the most, and wait a minute. Why am I so skinny now and why is the bed so wet?
Mors’ eyes opened wide as her expression became sloppy for a moment. “It was...you need water, master!”
I kissed Leera again, then Katie, then Nex and Thia. Somehow Lina was still asleep, so with a mischievous smile, I carefully maneuvered my hand under her wings and slowly moved my fingers until she began to pant steam.
Her whole body heated up until she finally exploded. “Aaah! O~ooh…?” She looked up at me, pouting as she remembered something I’d done to her before.
But despite that, she spread her wings and revealed herself to me. Her body, although small, was a masterpiece and her breasts which were already large compared to the rest of her were bigger than I remembered. I put my face between her powerful thighs and finished what I’d started.
She blushed in that special way that only she could and we locked eyes for a while.
Then our kids came in and the moment was gone as everyone but Katie rushed to get dressed.
“Come on,” I said to her. “I spent all that time making you new clothes. Can’t you at least wear them for me?”
She nodded and skipped off to get dressed with the rest and I left to check on things with the three musketeers and Lilsis.
When I arrived, Lilsis’ face had become a burial mask. She’d talked about her findings with the other three and found out that if we’d proceeded as planned then things might’ve gone horribly wrong.
Basically, if the vessel is lacking then the caster takes the backlash. So we needed to find a buffer between her and the vessel.
Again this fell to Kalapract but being the perfectionist he was, he wasn’t willing to risk anything. And this time I agreed because Lilsis was going to be the caster.
So after thanking him and Lilsis, I decided to go to Therograd.
Vesp was happy to take me there. I could’ve ridden with Bob but I decided to let him have his family time. People often say that having a child makes you mellow out and with Bob, that was definitely the case.
Either way, Vesp was on cloud nine. Who would’ve thought that a wyvern could date an Imp. Imps are strange things and I sometimes think that they might be some penultimate lifeform. Not quite able to be the best but definitely able to surpass the rest if given enough mana.
As I was thinking redundant thoughts, the high white walls of Therograd came into view.
Unfortunately, until we’d worked out the ritual to bind the god of souls to a physical form, I couldn’t use the outside gate. If I did then we wouldn’t be able to get back into The Abyss’s lair and I didn’t want to risk the god of souls rampaging through the places I cared about.
Vesp landed at the highest point on the wall and we looked out over New Therograd.
All the revisions I’d put in place were in full swing. The slave quarters were now bountiful farmlands, the commons were well, commons still. The noble quarter had become group housing and Even the giants seemed to be at home here, given the high walls and tall construction style of the city.
The orcs, both tribes and the former slaves made up the majority of the population but people had migrated back and forth between here, the Earl’s castle and the Dark Academy. Now it was a diverse place filled with loud voices and people from all groups.
I thanked Vesp for the ride and hopped off, promising we’d fly back tomorrow.
The first place I checked out was the merchant quarter where the Earl’s wife had opened her bakery.
I was curious to see how a former noblewoman fared in a city controlled by monster races.
She greeted me warmly and we talked about her struggles to get here, along with how her business was going. We didn’t talk about the Earl but I did see him sitting in the corner of the room in an old chair, his lifeless eyes staring holes into the wall.
The Earl’s wife invited me into the back to see how she was making bread and I recognized a couple of the maids I’d modified.
She’d taken her family's yeast all the way from the castle to here and was now using it for a variety of products. Not the least of which was an alcoholic drink that was like a combination of mead and toilet wine.
Therograd already had breweries, many of which were in the merchant quarter but I’d taken the souls of everyone who knew how to use them.
“Does anyone know how to brew beer here?”
“Of course!” She said, tapping a large jug.
“No, I mean like in a brewery.”
Long story short, she didn’t, but I knew a guy. I’ll send Ralphus out here to get things up and running and then we’ll have some more goods to sway villages with. And maybe someday an economy not based on barter.
Therograd used to use coins but try telling an orc to hand over his meat for a small disk of metal and see how that works out for you. Of course that’ll change when that small disk of metal means a drink or two.
Getting the economy back up and running is a top priority if I’m going to form a functional government some day.
There was a small jingling from the bell on her door and the earl’s wife ran out to greet her customer while I chatted with the maids.
“You’ve already used them!?” I asked, alarmed. “Like they deserved it, right, it wasn’t just—”
“They were targets that needed to be eliminated.”
“W-what targets!? Didn’t you just arrive here a few months ago?”
We were talking about their lower teeth. I examined the damages and winced as I immediately mended them. The targets they were talking about were bandits that were camped between here and the Earl’s castle. As the vanguard for their mistresses wagon, they presented themselves as lone travelers and wiped out the leaders, using their teeth as a surprise attack.
I already knew they were born and bred assassins but somehow I never expected them to actually use them offensively.
“You girls should have more respect for yourselves now. This is a time of peace and you’re both lovely young ladies. Perhaps you should find a nice goblin man and settle down.”
“Heh!” “Ha!” They said.
The red haired one approached me. “You sound like my grandma.”
I sighed out a puff of fog as I nodded. “Well, do what you want but next time you use them, for Me sakes, go to a healer afterwards. Or better yet…”
Though I gave them teeth, they didn’t have a ghoul stomach, so they still healed like a normal human. I used this point to talk to them about a race change and they were sold the second I mentioned Lifesense.
But what about the cosmetics? They needed something to differentiate them from a normal human. I ran down the list of things I’d done before with them and they liked claws and reverse jointed legs.
So there we go, two new converts who won’t have a terrible, festering, va—
“Oy, ain't you jus’ the loveliest woman I ever seen! Yer bread’s not the only thing delicious how'sbout you an’ me, ‘ave a date, ya?”
That voice!!
I charged through the doors, channeling unholy.
“Marrow!”
The thief froze, his eyes wide with fear and recognition.
The more he stammered the more I grinned. He immediately reached into his pants but a deformed butler caught his arm with a hook and pulled him to the ground as a staked maiden moaned over him.
“W-w-what t-the—”
“So I killed your grandma.” I said, leaning over him as I pushed him towards the maiden’s black flames. “Look up, that’s basically her or how I remember her most in her first life.”
Everyone else in the shop was screaming but I tuned it all out as I stared into Marrow’s fear riddled eyes. Then I noticed his bushy eyebrows and remembered something troubling.
Eunice and Barz dated once. It seems like Eunice ended up with another man at some point but could Marrow be…
I stopped channeling unholy and dragged Marrow out of the bakery.
I projected a message to Vesp asking him to pick us up and leaped onto his back with the petrified cutthroat. I figured he probably had more tricks to play to escape but leaping off a wyvern wasn’t in his best interests.
I mended him as we flew and we both calmed down.
“So the ole bat’s gone, eh?”
“Yep, consumed by the god of souls.”
“Ya still mad ‘bout the finger?”
“Because you gave her that finger, she was able to listen in on me. She found a person I loved and made me eat her before her and the god of souls turned her into a fucking torch!”
“Bit’o tough luck there, innit?”
It would be so easy to turn him into a torch right now.
I projected an order to Vesp to do a barrel roll and delighted in the thief's screams as he clung on for dear life.
“But,” I said. “I found your scrolls that you gave to the slaves. If I hadn’t freed them, then you were going to. So what is it with you, are you an adventurer, a thief or some criminal mastermind?”
“Woah! Jus’ tell yer beasty to take it slow, mate. I spose I’m a bit ‘o each. I go where the coin is.”
“And that coin is meaningless now. So tell me, did you know what she’d do with that finger?”
“I don’t know ya, mate, but she’s ma gran. I knew she’d wanna hurt ya, but I never knew she’d kill yer bird.”
I stopped his heart and grabbed his arm to keep him from falling off as I took him to the theatre in the soulscape and showed him exactly what happened.
“Ah shite, ahh… I think I’mma hurl... Why’d ya… And ya had to kill her or she’d…”
“You started it all by giving her my finger. With that as a catalyst, she was able to plan it all out long before she ever laid eyes on me in person. And here, bonus footage from my past life, I’ll show you who she was.”
“That girl’s my gran?”
“Yep, brilliant, brave and cunning. She was convinced that she was guided by god. I suppose that version of me was in love with her but even he wouldn’t touch her. She was like a beacon shining brightly for all to see. That was her, at her best. But in both lifetimes, she died a terrible death.”
By now my anger had subsided a bit. So I talked with Marrow about his life. His parents were gone and Eunice wasn’t exactly the supportive type, so he’d grown up in the slums of Therograd and eventually made a base in the sewers by the docks. There, he would train fellow orphans to steal while establishing connections to sell fleeced goods and corpses to the dark academy.
He’d go with adventurers but mainly to kill them and steal their stuff, of course he didn’t kill every group he was a part of. He was a so-called virtuous thief and most of his ‘coin’ went back into his organization where the wheel kept turning and more orphans became thieves who then needed a place to fence goods.
One of the reasons I spared him way back when was because there was no malice in his eyes. And even when he pepperbombed us, he didn’t hurt anyone.
All my instincts told me he wasn’t a bad guy. Perhaps he even would’ve killed those shitty children-targeting assholes if given enough time.
I gauged his reactions while focusing on his soul to ensure that they were genuine. He really was shocked by what his ‘gran’ had done.
I taught him english and infused him back into his body.
“So, the sewers, huh? No wonder I didn’t get you when I took the city.”
“About that, how can you kill so many—”
“Kill is a strong word. They’re still alive inside me. They only lost their bodies and now they don’t have to struggle to live or kowtow to nobles. They even get fried chicken and foods from my world. Someday, I’ll bring them back but for now, I’m prioritizing the people that can help me.”
I showed him my notes on trade routes and he made a few revisions. Now my targets had doubled. He even volunteered to be an ambassador to a few of them.
“We’re going to have to move slowly because food is scarce. But I’d like to build up an agricultural settlement around Therograd and expand it. That means I need these dilapidated villages to migrate here and start farming. But the large villages that can sustain themselves should stay right where they are and trade with us.”
Marrow took in my words and his eyes seemed to light up as I explained my goals.
I followed him to his subterranean abode and told him to get in contact with Reginauld after he’d gathered what he needed.
Then, now free from all the drama, I found Fura.
She was as beautiful as ever as she worked with the Riverbrookians and former slaves. True to her element, she was surrounded by plants, her hands dirty with soil as she worked alongside everyone else.
“Fura!” I called out to her.
She smiled as she recognized my voice and sprung up to greet me. “John!” She yelled, jumping up and wrapping her long legs around me.
I held her tight as I swung her around.
She kissed me for a while and then guided me back to her home in the slave quarters. There, I filled her with mana and seed as we talked. Every last little bit of her cried sex. She was a temptress unlike any other and I was all too happy to oblige her.
As two experienced people, we had a certain familiarity with each other’s bodies. So we mated while we talked.
She told me about the new plants she’d discovered between moans and about their uses as food or medicine.
I took her vines and bound her ankles to her thighs and her arms behind her back. I spanked her until she begged then mated with her more until she passed out.
Then I removed the vines and held her close as I used her large natural breasts as a pillow.
When I woke up the next morning, she was gently stroking my head, inviting me to suck her.
Her breasts were perfect in every way, but that’s because she read my desires so long ago. I looked deep into her orange eyes as I caressed her red hair. Fura’s personality had changed in a huge way. She used to be selfish and short-sighted but now she was working alongside everyone else to make things better.
She’d gone from a person who was trying to kill me, all the way to someone I respected. It was no exaggeration to say that I loved her.
“Fura” I said, rolling onto my back and taking her with me. “Are you happy?”
She smiled at me, her eyes filling with warmth. “Yes, very.”
I held her and caressed her, feeling her soft mounds pressed against me as I played with her autumn colored hair.
She lay her head on my shoulder as she whispered in my ear. “I love you, John.”
My twins responded before I could and found their way into their homes. “I love you too, Fura.”
We spent half the day mating until Vesp projected that it was time to go.
Therograd was going to be the new capital of my government. To say that it was significant would be an understatement and the soul behind it was this woman, this former user and abuser of men. My mate, my love, Fura. She was working hard to end the famine that her mother started.
“Will you come back with me?” I asked her.
She kissed me again, for a long while. “No, this place needs me right now.”
So I held her for a while longer as Vesp’s projections became more impatient.
I kissed her goodbye and she gave me a basket of new plants and seeds for the Dark Academy.
Love, huh. I pondered it as Vesp and I traveled to the Dark Academy. Leera was the first person here to tell me she loved me. Lina never said it outright but I knew how she felt. And Nex, she calls me her love. Katie didn’t understand the concept but I could tell she loved me too. And then there was Thia and Rossereth. I know full well how Rossereth feels because we joined together for a while but Thia’s feelings are innocent.
“I can sense your thoughts, Baldy. Why do you worry so much? It’s normal for the powerful to be loved.”
“Vesp!” A cute voice interjected itself. “You too know of my Master’s greatness!”
“W-who the void—”
“Yep.” “Yes, that’s correct.” Mors and I said together.
“Ah yes, your internal fairy minion… You’re a strange one, Baldy. But I do feel like your power has changed.”
“About that,” I said. “We have a few hours, so I’ll tell you some stories.”
I talked with Vesp about consuming some of my diafied power. But if I’m being honest, Inanis probably wasn’t the only mortal god of void and The Abyss wasn’t the only Abyss. As darkness is infinite and needed for existence, there could be hundreds of fragments that are just too weak to call out to me. Lost, forgotten, sealed and degraded.
“B-Baldy!? Stop it! Stop channeling and calm thyself!”
“Master!”
“Oh? Sorry Vesp, I wasn’t aware of it. Huh, I didn’t know wyverns could sweat, neat.”
Vesp looked back at me, his ancient eyes filled with embarrassment as we suddenly started doing barrel-rolls and dives.
I activated the Bob protocol and switched to undead mode as I melded my body to his. “Weee!”
I could sense Vesp’s frustration through our projected link as he finally gave up on trying to scare me.
“I give up. But how did you—”
“Bob, or rather Bob’s new spell and abilities. Let alone not being able to breath, I can’t even see when I ride with him.”
“Hoh? Well, wyverns aren’t built for speed in the first place but we are agile, powerful and smart. Yes, we’re far better than dragons.”
“Who mentioned dragons?”
Vesp tensed. “Er, Bobs, yes we are better than Bobs.”
“Bob’s not a dragon, he’s a… He’s a… What the hell is he now? Mors, any ideas?”
“Hmm, well by combining a higher undead with a higher beast and given his unique affinities…” Mors said, her little hand on her chin in thought. Her eyes turned grey for a moment and then she smacked her lips. “A demon or rather a demonic channeler. You recreated something akin to a higher tier demonic guardian, which gave him the Infernal affinity, then pumped him full of mana. Bob’s probably channeling power from another dimension! When we found him in spectral form in the forest after the enemy blew us up with barriers, that was the proof!”
“What!? During the march to Riverbrook?”
“Yes, he exists in multiple dimensions! That’s why even if his body is destroyed, he gets another chance as long as his mana lasts!”
“Holy shit…”
“No, Master, unholy.”
That explains it, and just like me, he comes from a world where the concept of a one true god exists, so of course he’d have Unholy. But unlike me who channels it outside, he channels it directly into his body. I wonder what would happen if I did that. Be it Darkness, Blood, Soul, Death, or Unholy; I’ve never channeled anything into myself.
But Bob’s mind is unique. He’s said it himself, no matter how many lifetimes or variations of lifetimes he’s been through, he remains the same. But I was affected by Gilles, Rossereth and Inanis, even The Abyss with it’s simple mind swayed my mentality.
It’s probably because I’m just a mass of memories combined with a God with an inferiority complex and a lack of ego. But I have so many ties now, people that are irreplaceable to me. If I focus on them, then maybe I can make it back and learn to control it.
Vesp sighed. “A demon… That explains it. Normally they are summoned beings only able to take physical form for minutes at a time. That’s why summoners are both feared and laughed at. But to have a demon with a constant physical form as a minion; Baldy, I was right to become your ally.”
“Wait, doesn’t Lina also have the Infernal affinity?”
I could feel Vesp’s wings falter for a moment as Mors’ eyes turned grey again.
I’d have to ask her about that at some point but Grey is the color of void. So maybe she gained something from Inanis.
“Master!” She said, her eyes wide. “Lina’s physical state is very similar to a number of demons and elementals are a lost primal magic, unique to ancient channelers and contracted devils.”
Ha! I knew it, contract magic exists! I get it now, why Marrow was so scared of signing that fake contract with me. He thought I was a devil.
“Wait, what’s the difference, demons, devils, same shit different name.”
Vesp sighed and Mors facepalmed.
“What?” I said, confused. “What is it?”
“Master… The difference between a demon and a devil is like the difference between a harpy and an angel.”
“Angels exist too!?”
Before this moment, I never imagined that a wyvern could facepalm. As a result we did an unexpected dive.
“There are also holy summoners who rely on faith in place of mana. Their strength comes from their deity and no one laughs at them.” Vesp said, quickly correcting our descent and gliding out of our dive. “When an angel is called to a battlefield, even we wyverns flee.”
“Wow, who knew?”
“Everyone, Master, everyone… Please start reading about this world’s history and major conflicts, especially the old ones. They might be half fiction but there are truths there.”
“I’m more of a fan of audio-books, I prefer to work while I listen rather than staring at my phone for hours and—! Mors, if you narrated those books with your cute little voice, I’m sure I’d be able to pay attention.”
“Master,” Mors said, blushing. “I’d be happy to, even if you don’t call me cute.”
“But you are, Mors. You’re so damn cute, and reliable, capable and sexy, you’re—”
“I miss Essandra.” Vesp said, increasing his speed.
“Essandra, is that what you’ve named your Imp lover?”
“Yes, that is what she now calls herself. I look forward to the day when you can make her a true wyvern. Until then, we may only lay together a few nights a month.”
I smiled as I spoke. “But aren’t those in between moments some of the best. You get to speak to her softly as the two of you spend peaceful time together. By the time she’s a full blown wyvern, you’ll already have a rock-solid bond with her. A relationship isn’t about copulating, it’s about being together.”
Vesp let loose a hearty laugh as Mors snickered.
“What? Did I say something funny?”
“Ahh, not at all Baldy, I just didn’t expect words like those coming from you.”
“Mors?”
“All your relationships here have started with sex.” Mors said, drying her eyes from her laughing fit.
“Well...that’s, that’s, um… Not Threscia, Belairia, Blondie or Caroline!”
“Master,” She frowned. “You didn’t date any of them before you slept with them and even then, only you only recognized Blondie as a mate because her situation forced you to.”
“Humans,” I said, quietly. “I’ve seen enough of them now to know what lies in their minds. Unlike goblins who are pure and honest or Leera who projects her feelings, hell even Thia and Katie are true to themselves. Humans are natural liars, just like they were back in my world. They think they want something but when they get it, they lose interest.” I sighed. “I don’t want humans as mates. They’ll only let me down the moment it becomes too inconvenient to be with me.”
“What about Adria?” Mors asked. “She’s a human.”
“She’s different. We’re bound together by a cute little redheaded girl named Wendy. And,” I paused for a moment to try to articulate my thoughts. “She’s seen enough humanity first-hand to know that there’s no greener grass on the other side. Her emotions won’t change, even ten years from now. But Threscia tries to use me. I don’t blame her, in fact I respect the hell out of her. She works tirelessly to keep me on track.”
“So, why Blondie?” Mors asked with a knowing smile.
“You know why, you damned mind reader. She showed absolute faith in me, and in a somehow faminine way. She didn’t resist anything, yet she was so strong. A woman like that is a truly powerful person. One that will become a great mother and a fantastic ruler someday.”
“What about—” Mors started.
“Look, I’m getting tired of talking about this, so I’ll sum it up quickly. Blair is immature and Caroline doesn’t know what she wants, yet. Though I feel strong emotions toward both of them, it’s not love. It’s something more primal, something like protecting my right to breed with them. That’s not a good place to start a relationship. That’s just me, feeling insecure about women I can't bring myself to trust. It’s a bad thing and it makes me a bad person.”
Vesp grunted as the Dark Barrier came into view. “Isn’t it normal to fight other males for your right to breed? Only the strongest should be allowed to have offspring.”
“Even so, I’ll trust who I trust and I won’t force anyone into a relationship with me.”
Vesp landed in the courtyard and made his way inside through the zombie entrance.
“Enjoy your time with Essandra!” I projected to him as he nodded and vanished into the dark room.
I flew to the garden section and handed off Fura’s seeds to the Riverbrookians. She knows winter’s on its way, so maybe these are crops that can grow in the cold.
I then opened the gate to The Abyss’s lair.
Mors, all this talk about things I don’t know, along with the fact that things like angels exist here has made me want to try out a few things. Can you reign me in if I go berserk?
Rather than a response from Mors, I was gripped by cold as the dark god whispered to me. “I won’t allow you to be consumed. We, cannot be consumed. You are a part of me, so you are infinite, and we will always be together.”
“Master! Master?” Mors said sitting on my neck as she furiously slapped me.
“Eh?” Slap. “Mors?” Slap. “Stop!!” Slap!
“Master!” She said hugging my face.
I opened my mouth and moved my tongue, wasting an hour as I pleasured her in spectral form.
“Geez!” She said, sliding her panties back on. “You worried me.”
“Wasn’t that an hour or so ago?”
She adjusted her dress and blushed. “Well, if your tongue was working that well then I knew you were fine. What happened?”
“I was greeted by an old friend, you could say. Anyway, we should be fine here. So, if I lose myself, then tell me the results after I come back.”
“Master, please don’t—”
I channeled Darkness into myself and immediately lost consciousness. I awoke sometime later.
“Mors, how long was I out and what happened?”
“Ten minutes and your body became like a wraith’s. You were partially incorporeal and could shift between shadows.”
I need to focus more!
“Let’s try it again!”
I channeled darkness into myself once more and this time, I remembered a few things.
“Mors, time?”
“Ten minutes, but why did you attack the wall?”
I didn’t know. I guess I was trying to test my abilities. Apparently even if I lose consciousness, I still remember my objectives.
“Again!”
I channeled darkness into myself and, this time things were clearer. It was like a lucid dream and I was able to control myself better. Even though my body crumpled and fell, I was free as a shadow but my influence only reached to the darkest corners.
I was able to freely shape my body like I was used to but I couldn’t touch anything unless I focused on my hands as hard as possible. It was as if I was a ghost.
I checked my mana; channeling darkness into myself cost me nothing!
I flew back into my body and shook my head. “Time for the next one.”
“Master, I really don’t think this is a good—”
Mors’ voice cut off as I channeled unholy into myself.
The whole room lit up but there was a boundary set in a roughly twenty foot radius around where my body lay.
Within this boundary, I was able to summon and command anything I could imagine, as long as it gave me bad emotions. Traumatic things seemed to be the most palpable.
For instance, I could summon 150 angry mother-in-laws or 500 Ralphs. Ralph was the beagle I felt guilty about abandoning when I went to college. He was put down while I was away.
Through my guilt, sadness and rage, I was able to form a special construct based on mana alone. That form could be any size and shape and used any magic or techniques I could imagine but unholy took its toll on me. Both my mind and my mana suffered, so I cancelled it.
“How long was I gone?” I asked Mors.
“Two minutes and half your mana is gone.”
I lay there for a while, trying to recover as Mors scolded me.
“Next is, blood.”
I channeled Blood into myself and all my blood left my body, forming a new one, a blood elemental like Sid. I immediately knew my enhanced capabilities and that I could substitute mana for blood in this form. So I canceled it.
“Mors?”
“Two minutes, not much mana lost. I’d call this the safest one yet.”
“Safer than dark?”
“Yes, Master. In this form you didn’t lose control over yourself.”
“Next, Death.”
Mors practically begged me not to invoke this form, but I had to know what I was capable of.
The price for invoking death was my life… Yeah, not joking, my heart stopped. I’m sure that that would normally be a huge price to pay but I activated undead mode, and my god. No mana consumption!
I tried to walk forward but my skeleton decided it didn’t need muscle or skin anymore and followed behind me. I could feel a calmness, and suddenly ancient spells filled my head.
Well, that’s inconvenient.
The thing about Death Magic is that it needs life to work properly. So without living things, there was no way for me to test what it could do.
So I fleshcrafted my body back together and canceled it. Well, until we have living opponents, there’s no way to test this magic.
“Mors!”
“One minute, no consumption because you were undead after you activated it.”
I acted again, invoking Void.
Then in the blink of an eye, I was returned to normal.
“What happened?” I asked Mors.
“You destroyed that wall. Time, two seconds. Mana cost, 25% your maximum.”
I don’t remember doing that at all… And it’s way less efficient than channeling it with a target in mind.
Now with one fourth my total mana still intact, I channeled The Abyss.
My body fell into a large, black puddle. I could move around the room freely and summon tentacles that would drain a person’s mana or life force. I could also pull things into the puddle with the tentacles.
The tentacles themselves could be changed at will, strengthened, lengthened and calcified to form spikes.
By partitioning a portion of my mana, I could also summon blobs. Dark red, things that were mostly immune to physical damage that would slowly seep towards wherever I commanded them to.
They were basically slimes with no nucleus that were able to grow with each living organism they consumed. Like me, they were weak to fire and Ice and this form itself was exceptionally weak to Ice.
I canceled the form and returned to my body again. This form, like the blood one could probably last for as long as I had opponents to kill. But when it’s just me in a hollow room, it consumes too much mana. I think it has a lot of room to grow, however I don’t know that many spells that align with it other than Dark Tendrils/Tentacles.
“Now for the last one. Mors, prepare some guilty souls because you know what form I’m about to use next.”
She protested but complied as I channeled the soul affinity into myself.
The world became monochrome-green as my soul flew freely around the room. Soulsteal was in constant effect as intelligent fish souls flew into me. This form could pass through walls and gather souls. I could also use those souls for known spells.
Basically, it mirrored Eunice in our final battle. Barriers that ignored physical limitations and fireballs that rained down endlessly.
I knew that my memories and feelings had an affect on everything I channeled but this form drove me to tears.
Though I could use hundreds of new spells, I didn’t like the fact that it used souls instead of my mana.
I canceled it and waited there for a while, letting my mana recover as Mors and I talked about our findings.
“Mors, your rankings and usefulness chart please.”
“Of course, Master.”
Preliminary results from internal channeling:
	Darkness: Darkness costs nothing to use and allows you to scout, unseen. If you focus enough, you can kill prominent targets without risking your core.


	Unholy: Unholy allows you to do basically anything the situation calls for. The only caveat is that it takes a toll on your mind and costs a lot of mana.


	Blood: Blood allows you to dominate the battlefield as a blood elemental. It’s manacost is negligible if you invibe enough of your opponent’s blood and if you infuse your own blood with the queen’s venom before you invoke it, then your slashes are all sure kills.


	Abyss: In this form you become a black puddle. You can summon tentacles and form mindless blobs. It also has the benefit of protecting your physical body though it does drown you. It’s main downside is its extreme weakness to ice and cold magic as well as any attacks that might penetrate deep enough to reach your core. 

	Death: Though we couldn’t really test it out here, I’m sure that even a touch of your skeletal hand would kill anyone. You also gained access to most of the death spells that your former minion, Thrall had. When you channel this affinity, you become a being capable of decimating any battlefield as long as they don’t use holy or light barriers. It also has a large manacost for spells only. Deathtouch, and lichification are free.


	Void: Void cost the most to use but its effects are undeniable. There is no defense against Void. If you designate a spot, it simply stops existing. The downsides: In void form, you stop existing, therefore you have no way of knowing what you’re doing or what happens. The mana consumption is extremely high, the highest of all your affinities but the effects are the quickest. It has the most destructive power but the lowest value for the mana invested. We both agree, it’s better to channel it externally.


	Soul: Channeling your Soul affinity is risky given your current relationship with its deity. But the effects offered are worth the cost invested. Still the downsides are palpable. it refuses to use mana, instead it only uses souls. As recompense, it offers a non-corporeal form and all known spells that invoke the use of souls exclusively. The only reason this form is so low on the list is because of our disposition towards using souls as fuel.  




“Did you wish to try wind, Master?”
“Oh yeah, I do have a minor affinity for that. But isn’t it a 1 out of ten? Wouldn’t that mean I’d expend all of my mana before ever actually seeing results?
“We’re already here, and the worse that could happen is that you’d run out of mana and become undead.”
I channeled wind into myself.
“Ah, I’m a light breeze...and I’m dead.”
The form canceled itself.
Mors giggled. “It should be fine, Master. There’s plenty of mana here from all the aquatic life and micro organisms around us.”
“The air quality is bad though.”
I opened the gate and examined the pipe I stole so long ago. Why did I steal this again?
I put the pipe through the gate and looked through it. The gate had different levels of permeation depending on the amount of mana I poured into it, this level was the lowest. As it was now, you couldn’t see the other side of the gate and nothing went through it unless it was forced through.
This was the level I’d been using for transferring myself only. But this pipe in my hand served as a bridge.
It would be great if we could gather the right resources and make smaller versions of the gatestone. If I could tether them to myself rather than the dark academy then we’d have an awesome waypoint system or even a new way of attacking.
I should prioritize conquering the coasts that way we could create ports and hopefully establish trade with other continents.
Therograd did have a port but it was a long way from Therograd to the ocean and after Thrall’s cataclysm, they hadn’t seen any outside traders.
I’m guessing the booming, whooshing and the maggot-rain might just have scared them off.
I channeled Death into myself for less than a second to try to figure out Thrall’s final spell. “Greater Defile. Was that the spell he used?”
These forms conferred the knowledge of their gods, temporarily turning me into their avatars. But unlike an avatar, my connection was one-sided. I took from them but gave nothing back. They didn’t take control, they didn’t pass go, they didn’t get $200.
Still, I couldn’t help but feel like Thrall’s god...Obitus? Huh… Nah, couldn’t be…
Anyway, Thrall’s god seemed to offer me more than the god of souls who refused to take mana.
When I channeled Death into myself, it felt peaceful and I was able to think clearly and decisively as if my emotions were muted.
Emotionally and physically exhausted, I decided to call it a day.
I got my allotment of meat and retired to my quarters. Then I ate and slept like the dead.




Chapter 33: Changes - John
After that day, time seemed to speed by and the season changed. It was cold outside, so I gave my mates and children winter outfits composed of fabric, leather and fur.
Lilsis and the three musketeers continued their studies and my caravans moved at a snail’s pace. It was clear that there wouldn't be any results until spring.
Therograd and the Dark Academy were able to survive because of the vegetables Fura crafted and their stockpiles of dried goods.
During this peaceful time, I was able to dedicate myself to studying magic with Blair and Mors.
Because I’d created a safe space for souls inside myself, Mors didn’t need to police them. So after a heated debate, I convinced her that she’d be more useful if she could act externally.
In other words, she let me make her a tiny body so she could read alone.
“God John!” A grizzled Gob called to me. “We have another one!”
“Can’t Healer—”
“No Sir, he’s dead.”
I blinked for a moment. “Healer or the other guy?”
“Both, sir.”
“Wait, how the hell did that happen?”
“Steve slipped down a ravine and impaled himself on his own pike, then, Healer slipped down the same ravine trying to get to him and impaled himself on Steve’s pike.”
To my shock and awe, falling deaths had risen to an astounding degree. Many scouts had died and many more were still missing. Apparently this winter had been an especially chaotic one. That or there’s something targeting us. Either way, today was the worst. It marks the first time Healer has died.
Should I bake him a cake or something?
I groaned as I stood and followed the gob to the ravine in the southern part of the Dark Barrier.
There I saw a man-kebab and slid down, using my wings and boots to slow my descent. I brought the two of them back and flew them back to the courtyard.
“Steve,” I said as I looked at a normal Gob that Bob had named.  “What were you doing near that ravine?”
“I thought there might be treasure there, sir.” He answered nervously.
I nodded. “Yep, I see the logic there but what have you learned?”
The gob shifted uncomfortably. “Um, not to walk near frozen ravines?”
“Good, good. You may return to, er, whatever it is you do.”
What exactly does ‘Steve’ do and why did Bob name him? Well, there’s also that one gob that Bob named Leroy but I understood that. But Steve, why?
After returning to the cafeteria with Healer, the two of us just kinda stared at each other. I’d made Healer a winter coat to wear over his robes but it was ruined now. He frowned at me as he traced the hole in the fur with his fingers.
I mended it quickly and his face returned to its normal blank look. Honestly, he looked tired and I understood why. He was constantly called for, day or night and when they couldn’t find him, they came to me or Leera. Something had to change or we’d all become overworked.
I sent Healer off after giving him some pemmican, then I remembered another soul inside me that could heal. Or at least had the affinity needed to heal.
Roswelt… He was almost a blank slate soul like Healer, but I kept his personality. He’d be a great candidate to become another healer but meat was now a luxury item and without flesh, I could never bring him back.
I opened my storage and sifted through it. Gopher, gopher, giant rat, dead necromancer that I’m saving to be the god of soul’s vessel, gopher.
Lina often brought me her prey from her hunts with Slater but she definitely had a preference for rodents. Though they were two to three times the size of the ones from my world, they were still too small to use to create a full body. Buried in my thoughts, I decided to search the zombie room for leftovers.
As I was moping around idly, Bette found me.
“Will uncle John play with me!” She said, wagging her little tail behind her.
Jeezus, this kid, am I right?
...Oh yeah, Mors is reading right now.
She hopped around happily until I reached down to pet her and she rolled over.
We tossed her old mangled femur for a while until I sighed and sat down.
“Is Uncle John sad?”
“A bit, I need meat, not vegetable protein, but red, blood dripping meat.”
“Wait here, uncle!” Bette said as she ran off happily into the darkness of the zombie room.
It feels weird to be called an uncle but my kids call Bob uncle, so I guess it’s fair.
Half an hour passed and I began to question what I was doing. It was strange to trust a child, let alone Bob’s daughter. Though her physical progression had taken her from labrador to great dane, she still had the maturity of a five year old.
She’s still cute though, she reminds me of a dog I had when I was a little kid. We’d always play together and sometimes we’d sit on the roof of his doghouse and I’d tell him all my troubles. Of course he didn’t understand, but seeing his happy dog-face as he panted at me made me feel like all was right in the world. Even though he was just a dog, he was always there for me.
Welp, guess I should be on my way. Bette probably found someone else to play with and forgot all about me.
It’s nice to be young.
As I stood to walk away, I stopped. I didn’t want to be one of those people that doubts someone just because they’re young. So, I activated Lifesense and looked out towards the direction Bette ran to.
There, I saw a slow moving heat-blotch. It would move a few feet, then shrink in on itself.
Using my enhanced hearing, I could hear Bette grunting with effort as she slowly made her way back to where she’d left me.
I’m glad I checked before I left!
I walked towards her until she came into view. She was dragging a small section of a monstrous bear. Bob’s preferred prey.
As I got close, she noticed me and sat on her haunches, panting to catch her breath.
“Are you sure your family doesn’t need this?”
“We have,” She panted. “More.”
Though I called the cut a ‘small’ one, it was a quarter of a massive beast, thick with fat and muscle.
I sat by Bette and pet her as she grinned at me with her hellhoudesque face. Just like Bob, her mouth was huge and her jaws made up about a fourth of her body. As she matured, I was sure her body would catch up, becoming a mass of thick muscle and her mouth would look smaller by comparison. Her horns would also eventually triple in size and veer towards the front menacingly but for now, she resembled a large dog and she spoke with a child’s voice.
She’d been spared the cruelty she would have likely seen from human settlements, so she was still happy and innocent.
To thank her, I spent a long while playing fetch with her before she was spent. She rested her head on my lap as I began to flechcraft a body for Roswelt. Threscia had fleshed him out better than I ever could have. He was used, abused and left as a scapegoat as his father abandoned him to die by mob justice.
But his personality was different. Souls, without their memories, had no genders.  But after meeting Threscia, Roswelt had decided his. He, or rather they had decided to be a woman. So I crafted the body I thought they’d want. As I understood it, he was a virgin in life so maybe that played some part of who he was here.
I hollowed out Roswelt’s bones which allowed me to make them taller. Then I added wings so they could traverse great distances and hopefully not impale themselves in ravines.
Keeping with the angelic theme, I made the hair white and the skin pale and unblemished. To break from tradition, I added a small horn to the middle of their forehead and, lacking muscle, I gave them inverted legs so they could jump high enough to fly without having thick thighs like Lina.
I put the rest of the bear’s fat in the most faminine places and used some of the gophers to blend and finish it.
“Woo~ow, a new friend?” Bette asked, admiring my work.
“Perhaps, let me look it over first.”
Long white hair, an angelic face that rivaled Theressa, small yet perky breasts and a narrow body with long inverse jointed legs and powerful wings.
I added three hearts, two that gathered mana and one that stored it, then I imparted galvanism to their legs and wings.
“Phe~ew!” Bob whistled. “I was wonderin’ what Bette was upta, but damn, Boss. This’s a smokin’ little lady you made!”
“Sorry about that, Bob but I already used the meat Bette brought me. I’ll pay you—”
“Eh, don’t worry about it! The food you made at the BBQ was good enough. Muffy still begs me fer more... Then, she talks about the meat you made that day. Soft, chewy and fatty, then there’s the meat. Gimme more of that and we’re good.”
“Are you sure?” I asked, sighing at the thought of undoing my work.
Bob vanished with a gust of wind, then reappeared with a confused bear dangling from his massive maw.
He spit the bear out in front of me and held it in place with his paws. “Yeah, Boss, we’re good!”
“Can I use—”
He chomped down on the young bear’s head with a sickening crunch then belched after swallowing it whole. “Anything for you, Boss, I got plenty more.”
I thanked him then used the added meat to beef up the body I’d created. I didn’t want to overdo it so I stopped after the body was almost my height.
I added in claws and talons and created chitan guards for their forearms. As for their nethers, I gave them the standard treatment of lower teeth for emergency use only.
Then, after confirming everything with Roswelt’s soul, I tossed their body into my storage and thanked Bob and Bette.
Bette Ahhed while Bob booed and I left. I headed toward my workshop and dumped the body out there. I sewed a good, conservative dress for them as well as a thick coat, made from bear fur. Then, I infused their soul and welcomed them into the world.
They opened their silver eyes and stared at me with a soft smile. They stretched, feeling out their new body then before I could react, they’d latched their arms around me.
“What’s my name?”
Shit! Er, she’s based on an angel, a harpy and healer so, uh… Anharler? No! That sounds like a strange mechanical thing. Like, ‘you fixed that anharler yet’ shit, let’s try again. Um...Roswellia? No, that’s dumb. Roswaharler, Roshalia… Halie… AH!! Halia!!
“Your name is Halia!”
Halia wrapped her legs around me and I was reminded of what Threscia told me in the Soulscape. Roswelt apparently had an extreme attraction to me. I didn’t want to acknowledge it, but Halia’s soft warm nethers are pouring out enough fluid to soak through my pants.
Wait, I didn’t give her any special abilities there. Did she…
“Did you just pee on me?”
“Pee?” She said innocently, tilting her head to the side in a cute way.
Oh, right. Urination and defecation are foreign concepts to flesh constructs without memories. Their stomachs use everything, so no waste accumulates.
I reached my hand down between us and felt around as Halia cooed softly.
When I brought it back up it was coated with a gooey substance that made strands between my fingers.
I frowned for a moment then tackled Halia to the ground. My instincts taking over where my mind left off.
I taught her how to kiss as I rammed myself inside her. Blood poured from her but she never cried out in pain, instead her whole body received me eagerly as she moaned into my mouth and I filled her.
Then came the dreaded calmness that every man knows but this time it wasn’t unpleasant. From her smiling face to her calm faminine demeanor, I just accepted it.
Would she be a mate now? Probably not, but this was probably just an itch she desperately wanted to scratch, even at the soul level. So, no guilt needed.
I adjusted her outfit according to her wishes and tried to bid her adieu.
“Will I see you again?” She asked, pouting.
“Of course, I’ll be here for a while.”
After I answered, she breathed out a puff of fog in relief. “I think, I love you!”
With those words, my calmness died. It dug a hole in the most remote location it could find, then like a tribal grandpa It buried itself and, after saying goodbye to my other emotions, passed quietly hoping no one else would notice.
But panic lived on, and oh yeah, Panic sure noticed!
“FFFF—FFor sure you do!” My eyes bulged, my heart rate skyrocketed and I regretted being born a man.
She rubbed her face against my chest as her drool coated me.
Wait, maybe if I act like a dick, she’ll forget about me!
“Love, huh? How can someone with such a low station dare to confess such feelings for me. You’re like gutter slime, pure, gross, nothing beneath my feet. I’ll never love you and there’s nothing you can do about that.”
She came… Hands free, no stimulation at all, other than my words…
“Hey…” She said panting. “Abuse me more!”
Nope, I’ve given up and checked out. “Bye.”
“Hey, hey! Let me clean you before you go! Even if it’s with my dirty, filthy tongue, let me taste where we met. Let me suck it all off, so you can breed someone more deserving. Hey! Are you ignoring me! Oh, please say you’re ignoring me, no! Don’t say it, don’t say anything just leave me like I mean nothing to you! I’ll be here, your sperm toilet will be—”
After trying to speak to her for a while, I slapped her. Only then, did her eyes focus on mine. “Look here, I made an oopsie when I, er, we bumped uglies so calm the hell down. I want you to heal everyone that needs it along with Healer. That’s it.”
She tossed the clothes that I’d made her aside and looked at me with crazed eyes. “Can I taste you?”
“What!? No!”
“You have others right, right!? Can you mate with them while I watch, then let my lick you clean when you’re done. Then tell me I’m a loose whore! Let me taste your seed with my soft mouth and use me like a tool to clean you!”
My twins… My damnable twins grew like the grinch’s heart and I ruined Halia. I bred her until words became a foreign concept to her and her hole was wet and bloody. The more painful it got, the louder she moaned and after I was done, I made a bed from the fabric in the room and laid down with her.
Threscia wasn’t kidding about Roswelt’s soul but at the same time I didn’t want an easy woman as a mate. That wasn’t what a mate was. As the name implies, a mate was a woman that you’d agreed to produce offspring with. An exclusive person, not one that was dong-crazed.
But was Halia good with any D that came her way or just mine?
“Will any member do, or just mine?” I asked her.
“Other people have members?” She asked.
“Yep, about half the people that live here have fleshy protuberances that designate them as male.”
“Gross!” Halia said, partially mortified. “Men are gross!”
I reflected on my phrasing. “They have dongs, just like mine.”
“Still, ewww.” She stuck out her tongue and waved her hands. “Gross!”
“The other half have other organs, ones that are warm welcoming and—”
“Eee~ew! That’s even worse!”
I give up, Roswelt was a virgin and that was unthinkable for a noble his age, so maybe he hated sex in general until… Dammit, I don’t want this but it sure is happening, isn’t it? Threscia, you called it!
“Ros, er Halia, am I different?”
She crawled towards me like a zombie in heat and I held her as she buried her face in my naked chest with a soft laugh.
I guess that means...what exactly?
“Ooh! What’s this?” Halia stretched her wings as if she only now noticed them. “Can I fly!?”
“Yep, that’s the idea.”
On wobbly legs, she leaped into the air and flapped her wings until she could fly.
Given Roswelt’s tragic life, I genuinely felt happy for him now. Though all traces of him had been erased, his soul was smiling and free. It was exactly what he’d wanted. Now he could be happy.
I waited until Halia had dressed and called for Healer. It was clear to me that Halia wasn’t yet aware of the world around her. So I tasked Healer to train her in her new job.
Then after customizing her outfit for her, for a second time, I let them leave.
Weeks passed by and somehow Halia always seemed to find her way into my bed. At first I blamed Nex but after a while Leera came out as the culprit. I couldn’t hate Leera no matter how I felt, so I left those feelings up to Blair.
But despite my expectations, Halia would put her mouth anywhere my twins had been and Blair had no resistance to that. Then after watching it, it became clear that I also had no resistance to that.
My regular days of study and practice with Blair and Mors continued.
The long winter was over and the seeds taken from the fall harvest were planted.
The three musketeers were still arguing over the meanings of the glyphs I’d discovered but Lilsis had made some real progress with Kalapract’s help. They were now ready to try a sample summoning but I refused.
The god of souls is the same if you summon one soul or a hundred, they’re all coming through at the same time.
So, I delegated Lilsis to study rituals and Kalapract to keep arguing with the other two as he was well-versed in oldfartery.
My caravans were now able to move normally but most of the villages they set out for were ghost towns. Winter hadn’t been kind to the rest of the world and what was originally a recruitment mission became a scavenging one.
Even Marrow, who set his own path, had only seen death and tragedy.
It was a saddening fact that the only people who survived were the people that lived in one of my three settlements.
Athan was still thriving in the Earl’s estate and he and Eaolonia had successfully produced an heir. Meaning that I’m a grandpa and Leera and Lina are grandmas!
It also meant that goblin and human relations now had a poster couple which appealed to all the former noblewomen in the Dark Academy as they knew that Athan was my son and Eaolonia was their former whipping girl.
But Therograd was not to be outdone as the second human/goblin baby was born there. It was a sturdy baby resembling a young hob gob but featuring all my modifications to its parents.
The sketch in the newspaper showed Temlin the current boss in the slave quarter with his astonishingly beautiful wife. When I met her, she was still a slave. She talked to me in goblin and her words were all praise for the man, Temlin, who fed and protected her.
It felt like, even without my fleshcrafting that the two of them were destined to be together. But Athan and Eaolonia’s news gave me a bit of a start.
I loved my son, but this felt a little sudden. I knew the two of them were in a relationship but something didn’t feel right.
I had Vesp drop me, Lina and Leera off at the Earl’s castle in exchange for enough mana to enjoy another night with his lover.
As I approached the castle’s ancient gates, I was stopped by a dozen guards.
“Hey,” I said to them. “How many shirtless guys with grey skin and fancy pants do you know?”
“Uh,”
“Umm.”
“Err…”
“Just call Yugius out here and let me see my son!”
“Yes, sir! Er, please wait here, our messenger will return shortly.”
The messenger led us in and Lina and Leera were taken aside, presumably to don outfits meant for noblewomen.
As practise, I let Mors take control of my body as I channeled darkness into myself. I followed the messenger guard while avoiding the hidden people’s attention.
Instead, I chose to knock them all unconscious. Using their shadows as a means to attack them. Wraith form wasn’t invisible but after all my practice, I was able to move as a literal shadow.
As my body approached the long hallway to the dining room, I returned to it and thanked Mors for her efforts.
Athan met me halfway and shook my hand.
He wore a black noble’s garb inlaid with gold accents, a high collar and a long cape.
Why can’t I wear capes? I mean, if it’s a medieval world then capes and cloaks are a must, right? Nah, I’d probably end up looking like a villain from Knights of Xentar or something since I didn’t wear a shirt.
“Dad,” Athan said, placing his hand on my shoulder. “Do you want a cape?”
I put my hand on his shoulder and nodded.
With a knowing smile, he clapped his hands and we looked around expectantly. Then a few moments passed and he clapped his hands again.
“...”
“...”
“Did you kill my men in the entryway?”
“No! I’m not that much of an ass…”
Athan clapped again, then sighed. “Did you do something else to them?”
“Who cares, let me see my grandbaby!”
Athan smiled broadly, giving off a proud aura. “Of course, but Loni’s feeding Regin right now and I’ve prepared a small meal. Why don’t we talk about business for a while until my moms are ready and Loni is finished.”
Loni, that must be Eolonia’s nickname and Regin, is that my grandson’s name?
“Oh ho, my son wants to talk business with me does he. Me who gave him his body and his position, me who gave him this castle and—”
“Dad,” Athan stopped me, patting my shoulder again. “I just meant, let me show you what I’ve been up to.”
I followed him to the familiar dining room and Yugius sat several scrolls down on the table. Then they began recounting the past several months. Starting from the time I disappeared.
Athan couldn’t read Therossian but Yugius had guided him and explained the documents. Though Athan wasn’t able to read, he was experienced in leadership and a genius at assassination.
I won’t deny that I’d underestimated him. I thought that Athan just received special treatment because he was my son and the Earl was a potato. But no, he closed all the outstanding contracts in a single week. To them he was a godlike killer that never failed. Then, as everyone who needed killing was gone and there were no new contracts coming in, he called out to Fura for help to keep this place alive and make it self sustaining.
He might not be the most capable person but he thought on his feet and showed a real aptitude for delegation. As a result of his actions, Yugius, along with the remaining members of the resistance, made Athan the new Earl.
Since we were mostly alone, I asked him about his dream of a harem and he sat back with a wide smile.
Apparently I’d drastically underestimated Loni’s labido. Although she started out timid and pure, after she’d learned the joys of lovemaking and she’d not let Athan rest for even a single night.
“Dreams of a harem were just my young delusions. Loni might look normal on the outside but I feel special for knowing who she is under her robes.”
Ah, young love! Even though I have all the hormones of a man in his teens, I have the mind of an almost middle aged dude. Purity passed me by long before I ever came to this world but I still have my fond memories. I know exactly what he’s—
“And all the maids have teeth…” He said as he shivered.
“Yeah, and so do all your moms. And if you had a daughter, she’d probably have them too. Actually, I think I gave them to Eaol—”
“Stop!” He said, holding out his hand. Yugius poured us a drink and Athan gulped it down. “But she never, I mean… Don’t they come out when they’re excited?”
I swilled the fine aged beverage in my mouth as I thought about how to put this delicately. “No. It’s not a conscious response, it’s triggered by fear and anger. Though there are a few of them that wanted it to be manually controlled, like the kobold-kin girl.”
“Umm,” a petite maid said, as she nervously began to dress the table. “Did you mean me?”
“Oh, Bestial Rage girl! I sure did, how’ve you been?”
“Did you perhaps want an appraisal of her performance, Master John?” Yugius asked.
“Sure, why not.”
“Since the time of your departure, she’s been on three missions. Each time she’s failed at any attempts to be subtle and has become the leader of the decoy division. She now has three people under her and trains with the knights. All Master Athan’s recommendations.”
I patted her on the head as she blushed, then I pulled Athan to the side. “You like her, don’t—”
“No.” He said, curtly. “She might’ve been born from the ones that almost massacred our people. But I do recognize her talent. Her agility is first rate and even without armor she can outperform any knight or guard. I found three more people with similar fighting styles and put them under her control. It’s partly thanks to her causing a big ruckus that I was able to smoothly infiltrate fortified positions. But she has no talent as an assassin.”
From his tone, I could tell he wasn’t fond of her but he was grateful to her and had done his best to foster her skills.
Who knew, my boy was a smarty!
After that, Athan gave me a scroll of all the larger villages in the eastern area. Places with names like Slaver’s Peak or Goldwin’s Gorge. He didn’t know if they’d survived the winter but he was sure that they had the highest chance.
I thanked him as I put the scroll into my storage, careful to avoid gopher and necromancer entrails.
A maid whispered something into Yugius’ ear and he walked to the door. “Presenting, Lady Leera and Lady Lina.”
As they walked in, the breath was taken from my lungs.
To see them both looking so beautiful was like a dream. I’d wanted to see this for so long now. From the time we were in that cave, I’d imagined it.
Leera came in first, her multicolored hair tied up elegantly with a large beautiful hairpin. Her dress was long and sleek and around her shoulders hung a fur boa. She clutched a small purse with a gold chain and moved with the grace I’d become used to.
Seeing her like this, made me realise just how attractive she was and all I could do was thank whatever god brought me here.
Icy daggers cut into my soul as a chilling voice whispered to me. “You’re welcome.”
It was rhetorical, you ass, just let me enjoy seeing my mate as the beautiful refined person she is.
Next was Lina, they didn’t have shoes for her talons but they sure had a dress for her. It was low cut in the front and backless to allow for her wings. Because her skin was gray, they’d used white silk and because her hips were so ample they’d taken it in at the waist with a golden chain. Her hair was also tied back and her massive capillaries made her whole body blush as we locked eyes.
Seeing them both my pants became tight and if my son wasn’t here, I’d have them on table as the main dish.
Leera took a seat beside me and Lina sat in my lap, her eyes going wide as she felt my hardness under her.
Before a conversation could start, Yugius moved to the other door. “Announcing Lady Eaolonia and the heir to the Slater household, Regin!”
Eaolonia stepped in holding my grandchild. Her dress revealed all the reasons that Athan was so smitten with her and a familiar zombie followed behind her. Her formerly disheveled hair was silky and smooth and she now walked with the quiet confidence of a noblewoman.
She sat by Athan and the two of them shared a long, happy glance.
I sniffled a bit as I looked at them, Lina was right behind me. Leera produced a few handkerchiefs from her bag and dried our tears. Lina even blew her nose a time or two as she reached out her tiny arms for our grandchild.
The second we held Regin together was one of the most touching moments of my life.
He was a light gray, and he inherited his father’s bonespikes and his mother’s eyes. Of course this also came with the realization that I’m a grandpa now and Lina is a grandma. Even Leera is a grandma without ever being a mother.
I tickled my grandson’s chin until he grabbed my finger and broke it with a single squeeze.
I had no clue what sort of man he’d become but I was damn sure he’d survive. I also Mended Loni’s nipples at a distance, which made her sigh in relief.  
Slater gave off a regal air but this boy was a pure warrior. I already knew that goblins and humans made hobgoblins but this boy was going to be something else entirely.
I mended my finger and we began to eat after the first course was laid in front of us.
“I like it!” Lina said as she sipped honeyed tea and decimated the crumpets. “This hot brown stuff goes good with this crunchy brown stuff!”
When I dipped my crumpet in my tea, Lina looked at me like I was a genius. These crumpets were dripping with butter and honey, far too decadent for a normal citizen’s table.
“Copras’ butter, and do you have hives here?” I asked Yugius.
He grinned at me and differed his response to Athan.
“We took the hives from one of our targets. And the copras roam freely in the hills behind the castle. We are the only distributors of butter and honey in this region...now.”
“Athan,” I said, covering my grandson’s ears. “Did you kill our trading partner and steal his herd of copras?”
Athan nodded, “Sorry about that, dad. But despite his appearances, he was a greedy man. We also took his hive-boxes and improved them with Fura’s flowers. This butter-honey is our number one exported speciality!”
“Now for the scones.” Yugius said as the maids refreshed our tea and new plates of baked goods arrived.
I recognized the bread mixture.
“Did the former lady of the house contribute her yeast?”
Turns out, she contributed her entire recipe. But the others that’d helped her develop it had gone with her to Therograd. I noted it’s floral undertones and recognized what the jam was made out of.
They’d bred my requested citrus tuber into a new plant with a milder flavor.
Seeing the looks on Leera and Lina’s faces, I could only smile. This was a good thing and my son had done well here.
That was the message that this dinner had strived to deliver.
After that honeyed copras with a vegetable medley was served, along with stir-fried veggies and toasted bread.
Desert was something like a flan, made from carmelized copras milk, then the servants left so we could talk alone.
Everything Lina did was precious, from chastising Athan while stuffing her face with tea-soaked scones to playing with our grandson, sword-fighting spikes with him.
Leera was far more subdued as she held Regin tenderly. Though our grandson still wanted to play, her soft words and gentle touch soothed him until he yawned and his little eyes shut.
Loni took him after that and grinned at me as she went through the large decorative doors.
I followed her, conscious of my Son’s paranoia.
“Are you happy?” I asked her, using fleshcrafting to sense her heart rate.
She hesitated for a moment, then nodded. “Athan is the man I’ve always wanted, and this baby is beautiful. I finally have a family again.” She hugged me. “Thank you, John!”
I hugged her as I smiled.  “You did it all on your own.” I mussed her tidy hair, taking it back to the state I already knew. “I’m happy for you, you became my true god-daughter and for whatever it’s worth. I promise to always watch over you and your descendants.” I hugged her close. “Just pray to me and I’ll be here. Pass that along to all your children, that one message will be a charm that will protect them.”
I liked the girl, and I’d already punished some of her upperclassmen for what they’d done but she was always too young and too unrefined for—
“John! Come try this pickled pork gristle in gin!!” Lina yelled from the other room.
I took my grandson’s hand and waved it around for a while as he giggled up at me.
“Take care, Loni, my son’s a damn good man if I say so myself and you’re the perfect woman for him.”
I took my grandson in my arms and handed him to Loni’s zombie. The zombie stretched its dehydrated lips into a full smile. “Googoo, gahgah!” It said as my grandson gripped its finger.
At first, Loni gasped, but as she watched them together, she began to sob.
“There’s no way this zombie would hurt it’s grandson. He’s a good guy, so let him hold your baby every now and then.”
She cried into my chest and I took my grandson back into my arms. I held the two of them for a long while before I let them go with a smile.
Somehow this made me happy, like I completed some hidden objective. I returned to the dining room and let Lina feed me her ‘best combination’ then after we all talked with Athan for a while we were led to a luxurious room with a large bed. And I was free to let Leera and Lina know just how much I thought about their dresses.
Of course I did them both together, just like we did so long ago. They were the whole reason I had twins and so we had married sex.
Lina laid between Leera and I, panting as she anticipated what was about to happen. Leera wrapped her legs around me knowingly, as she did her best to position Lina between us.
We took it slow, trying not to make much noise in our son’s castle but despite what people usually think, slow thrusting leads to finishing faster. Especially if it’s with the women you love.
As I listened to their soft moans and felt their smooth skin, I moved slower, stopping every now and then to savor the feeling of being inside them and to make it last longer. I’ve always rushed things and been rough, forcing them to finish rather than letting it happen naturally.
But tonight was the first night in a long time that the three of us were alone together and I wanted it to last as long as possible.
After a while their moans grew desperate and I could feel them twitching around my twins: squeezing, milking and moving around me. Each small spasm made them moan as if it was it’s own orgasm. Then I felt it too, but I stopped again, fighting against the building force that surged up from my nethers. I edged us all, pressing deep until I kissed their inner gates and felt truly connected to them.
I used fleshcrafting to tell when they were close and I adjusted my pace to slow it down.
“JOHN!! PLEASE!!!” Leera screamed, grabbing my face and kissing me forcefully. “LET US COME!”
I felt a surge of pleasure hit me and I thrust deep and hard as I let the dam burst and filled them as if I was possessed.
We finished together, our cries filling the room as our bodies clung together and our muscles spent.
Lina passed out and Leera’s eyes watered as we gazed at each other.
It was by far the sweetest, most intense moment I’d had in a long time and afterwards I held them both tightly as I closed my eyes.
Leera laid her head on my shoulder and told me she loved me, sending me off to a blissful slumber with a big smile.
“I love you too…” I said, drifting off.
Even if I died right now, I’d still be happy.
The next thing I heard was a gasp, followed by a door slamming.
I opened my eyes feeling my twins still locked up in their warm prisons. I pulled out and heard two soft sucking sounds as Leera and Lina's eyes snapped open and the bed became wet with our juices.
“Good morning,” I said as I pulled Lina up to my chest and kissed Leera.
“Mmm, and good morning to you,” Leera said as she draped her leg over my waist.
Lina yawned and stretched, giving me a great view of her breasts as I pulled her close and kissed her forehead.
I ran my fingers through Lina’s thick fur-like hair then cradled Leera’s head under my hand. The looks in their eyes said they loved me and I could only imagine that my eyes looked no different.
There was a knock at the door so I hurried to cover us up. With Lina’s high body temperature there was no reason to cover up before, but now, decency is… Didn’t I come here naked before?
Well, either way I don’t want to give Yugius an eyeful of my wives.
“Y-yes?” I asked.
The kobold-kin maid entered the room with a heavy blush on her cheeks. “U-um, b-breakfast is… I, we’re having breakfast!” She bowed low then ran back out, slamming the door behind her.
I thought these maids underwent ‘special’ training, but maybe because of her Bestial Rage ability she was spared. I’m just glad the Earl’s gone, now, assuming my son isn’t made of pure filth, that ‘special’ training will be a thing of the past.
“What do you think, dear?” Leera said, eyeing the door.
“I think we should probably get dressed and go to breakfast.”
Leera chuckled then sat up, slowly letting the blanket fall. She followed my gaze and smiled at me.
She slid under the blankets and I felt her hot breath on my lower twinn, then her perfect mouth as she took me in.
Lina slid lower until our sexes met and even though we took it slow last night, we went hard and fast this morning.
I won’t call it romantic but I will say that after we bathed and I met them again at the table. Leera was still full.
I fed Lina for a while, until Loni let her hold our grandson. Regin was the reason we came and I couldn’t have asked for a cuter grandchild.
I loved seeing him laugh and I loved seeing Lina’s eyes light up as she played with him. It was as if all those dark moments had led to this one beautiful scene.
We all spent a blissful morning together as a family, then it was time to leave.
Athan’s hidden men had woken up at some point and Athan gave me my high-collared cape, painstakingly embroidered with the coat of arms I made back in Riverbrook of a severed head flanked by two macuahuitls.
After I put it on, Leera and Lina burst out in contagious laughter that had everyone in the room giggling. Even Yugius who was trying his best to hold back began to snicker.
A shirtless guy with a fancy cape… I must look like a pro wrestler from the 90s.
After he stopped laughing at me, Athan offered to have new clothes made for me in a similar style to his but I had to refuse. Hell, the only reason I’m able to wear these pants and boots are because they’re legendary items that can change form to some extent. More the boots than the pants, but the constant cleaning effect has helped me not to accidentally gather any more goblin mates.
I bid everyone goodbye and wore my cape as we walked outside to leave. Athan, Loni and Regin came with us to see us off. But as soon as I exited the gates—
“AHAHAHA!” Vesp shrieked, causing everyone to hold their ears.
“Vesp!”
“Ahh… Ahhh… You should’ve warned me before coming out dressed like that, Baldy. Ah, I see Baldy II with you and...is that Baldy III?”
Vesp held out the thumb-like tip of his wing to Regin and the baby grasped his claw. Vesp smiled warmly as he spoke something with his actual voice. Given his mouth-shape, the words were more like soft hisses and Regin began to glow.
Regin giggled as Loni’s eyes grew wide. “What did you—”
“An old blessing my people once used to foster the growth of our spawn.” Vesp projected.
We all looked at Regin, cluelessly as we watched the soft glow of Vesp’s magic fade. Only Loni seemed to know what’d happened.
“Thank you!” She said bowing to Vesp. “With this he’ll be safe… Really, thank you!”
Vesp puffed out his chest and layed down, laying his wing beside us so we could walk up. “Think nothing of it.”
Before we took off, Yugius tossed me a letter, tied to a bottle of fine liquor. I raised my eyebrow but when I read to whom it was addressed, I smiled.
By my earlier recommendation, it seems like he and Pamby had become penpals. What do butlers talk about? If it was my old world it would all be bitching but with these two, I doubt it.
We took off with a good feeling in our hearts. We’d seen the beginnings of our legacy and it looked like there was nothing to worry about. Athan had become a capable man who was thriving on his own talent and supporting his family.
I was proud, even though I was mostly an absentee father, I’d given him the environment to sharpen his skills and learn to command. Now it’s his turn, his boy’s a hob so he’ll grow up fast. Not quite as fast as gobs but in six months he’d almost be a teen.
“What was that blessing?” I projected to Vesp.
“Ah, Vitality Link. For the next ten years, I’ll be taking his damage for him and if he should die, then I’ll die in his stead.”
“What!? That’s...you’d do that for my grandchild?”
Vesp laughed. “Why not, if I die, you’ll bring me back! I am a convenient existence to you, aren’t I? So, about that mana transfer.”
I agreed to transfer mana to him or his lover at least once a week, excluding when I needed it for something else.
It was a loose agreement with nothing written in stone but I agreed because now I could sleep soundly, knowing I wouldn’t have to worry about Regin.
I asked him to teach me that magic but he laughed. Then Mors chimed in on our projection and she and Vesp began having a serious discussion on magic theory. Mors had the processing power of thousands of minds, so learning and remembering were her strong suits. Unfortunately for her, because half of her mind comes from me, she’s a bit ditsy sometimes.
Either way, by the time we landed Vesp had explained the concept to her and an idea popped into my head.
I might not be smart, but I can be creative and I do recognize patterns from my coding experience. Well, it’s only a theory for now so it’ll have to wait.
I still have years left here, gathering settlements and establishing a territory.
I’m not sure what the north is like right now, but I do know that they have all the strongest people on this continent with them. Every mage and every cleric from Theross and every warrior left in Garanth. But I have the forgotten races, the desperate folke and the necromancers. I’ve battled paladins, battlemages and casters before, and I can honestly say that even with my army at its strongest, I’d still be at a disadvantage.
I mean a bloody handful of battlemages almost wiped us out on our march to Riverbrook. And a few clerics on a suicide mission almost wiped us out again.
Can a giant peirce a wind barrier? No. Can a few hundred orcs withstand a cleric’s suicide clense, no. Right now, we’re still not ready. We need numbers and skill. Luckily there’s a lot of ground between the north and us and whatever they’re doing up there seems to be taking all their time and attention.
Which is fine, I’ll surprise them, not just with an army but when their clerics can’t heal and the mages can’t supplement their lack of mana with souls.
That’s right, I have two gods to kill and hopefully, soon I’ll have the means to do it.
As I walked Leera and Lina to our quarters people began to look at me funny. Then I remembered the cape. I folded it neatly and gave it to Leera to put away. I’d wear it again along with full plate armor someday when I needed to make a speech or something. But honestly I’d never wear it to a battlefield. I couldn’t use my wings with it, and any clothes at all hindered my fleshcrafting.
Tired from the flight, we rested in our quarters for a while until Blair and Nex joined us. Then we ate, then we… Well, by now you can guess.




Chapter 34: Rhythm - John
Mors woke me up at the asscrack of dawn and I played Blair’s butt like a bongo until she stirred.
It amazes me that she still blushes like that whenever I touch her or say something nice to her even though it’s already been a few months since we started sleeping together.
We began the day as usual with the two of us getting up before everyone else. We got dressed and went down to the zombie room to train our channeling together.
It took a while but after channeling affinities directly into myself I had an aha moment about Blair’s problem.
Though she was a channeler like me, she wasn’t channeling anything externally. She was channeling it directly into her body, mainly her hands. The first hint of that should’ve been way back in Riverbrook when she tried to use ignite and incinerated her arm. Also the far more obvious fact that Dark Tentacles erupted from her body rather than the ground in front of her.
I channeled unholy into myself and spawned a few nude muscular grannies for her to fight against. Yeah, it’s a strange thing to conjure but the only requirement for Unholy is that whatever I create has to take a toll on my sanity.
I chose muscular grannies because I could recover from them with one look at any of my mates but recently they were starting to grow on me…
Blair was forbidden from using her axe or her tentacles, instead she was supposed to use her next strongest affinity, which was fire.
We didn’t have a lot of flesh to spare yet so this was a risky plan but she managed to channel her mana a few inches away from her palm this time and cast a spell that looked like a flame-thrower.
Her injuries weren’t that bad, barring some charred skin I couldn’t save, so I congratulated her as I ruffled her fluffy hair.
She giggled as she hugged me. “Thank you, daddy!”
My twins replied before I could and I pinched her cheeks, all four of them. “We’ll have plenty of time for that in the bedroom but we’re working now.”
She smiled wryly as she shook her head with a sweet look in her eyes.
“What?” I said, unsure how to read her expression.
“Nothing, what’s next?”
“This time, try darkness, not abyssal darkness, just plain old lack of light.”
Void was the only thing I forbade her to try, even I, after practicing alone night after night in the Abyss’s Lair, still couldn’t control it completely. So for someone like Blair, it might erase her from this world and if that happened, well… I won’t let it, that’s why I’m teaching her!
Blair focused on her hand with nervous sweat dripping down her face as she carefully channeled Darkness into it.
“Good, now visualize it clearly. What do you want it to do?”
Her hand turned black and violently changed into an oversized claw.
She ground her teeth in a grimace as she began to let out labored breaths.
“Don’t think about it so much,” I said, holding her from behind. “Remember that time you showed me the sky? You manipulated the darkness of the soulscape just to show me the constellations. The Darkness loves you, so trust it. Unlike fire, it won’t hurt you, even if you mess up.”
She inhaled deeply and held out her other arm. The two of them changed forms, to swords, axes and finally scythes. Then back to claws and finally back to her normal hands.
“I did it? I did it!” She jumped excitedly and turned around to hug me.
As Blair snapped my spine and cheerfully swung my flacid body around like a ragdoll, I heard a familiar voice.
“Was I too early, my love, little sister?” Nex said, her hand on her chin. “Yes!” She squawked cutely in goblin. “That attack could even kill a bear!”
“Attack?” Blair stopped swinging my corpse around. “Eh!? John!”
I mended myself and rubbed her hair as repayment for damages caused. I cleared my throat and accidentally coughed up blood. “I’m fine, no damage do—”
Blain hugged me again, this time with tears in her eyes.
“Master…”
I know, Mors, she broke my neck.
I mended myself subtly as Nex oohed and awed at Blair’s killing techniques.
A normal person might think Nex was uncaring but I’d like to think of it as her having absolute faith in me.
Nex was here to teach the both of us. Sure, I could freely control the darkness but I couldn’t just straight up materialize things out of it. At least not without invoking unholy.
What Nex had accomplished with her dark daggers was beyond rational thought, even for me. It bordered more along Void-type darkness than the standard stuff, and to understand that, I needed to know how Nex viewed her ability.
“Yes, young one. I will teach you,” Nex said smiling at Blair. “First!” Nex held out her hand.
“First?” Blair replied as I watched anxiously.
“You hold out your hand, oh, but then!”
“Yeah, yeah!?” Blair said as her eyes began to sparkle.
“You do this!” Daggers appeared in the ground.
My hand smacked my forehead as I fell to my knees.
“Oh, is my love so impressed with my skill?” Nex said beaming as Blair oohed.
I sighed out a puff of fog as I hugged Nex. She’s too adorable for me to stay mad at, but dammit girl!
“I’ll try it!” Blair said, holding her hand out at the same spot Nex’s daggers had hit. And...her hand became a dagger. “Aww…”
“Your turn, my love!”
I held my hand out to where the daggers had hit. And...my hand became a swooning, naked grandma…
“Ah!”
“Ew…”
I panicked and shook my hand, causing the Dark Grandma’s naughty bits to flap around and my twins to stirr.
“Master…”
Ah! Oh yeah, Mors, make it stop!
“No, um… You learned a new skill.”
[Revulsion]
By turning your arm into a nude elderly woman then getting aroused by it, you can cause even those who love you to take a step back and reexamine their life choices.
Effects: Moral -50%, Attention +100%
This skill can be used as a distraction to draw attention away from everyone else. It’s effects are enhanced by your girly cries and worried tears.
“Heh, hahaha. Well then, wasn’t that fun…” I said, trying to play it all off. But their loathing expressions told me they weren’t buying it.
“I-it was all a dream.” I said, waving my grandma hand around as if trying to perform a mind-trick.
“Yo, John,” Lilsis said, blushing under the hood of her winter cloak.
I hid my unsightly hand behind my back as Mors finally stopped snickering at me and helped me cancel it.
“Why’re you still wearing that?” I asked Lilsis, to change focus.
“I-it gets chilly…”
“Okay then, you two practice together. Blair, don’t you dare use any element but pure darkness! I don’t want you getting hurt while I’m gone.”
“Ah!” Blair blushed a little. “I won’t, I promise.”
I patted her head for a while to get over the trauma of being rejected because of my, er...new skill.
I did the same to Nex as she swayed her head with the motions of my hand, her eyes closed. “Really, my love, is this how you treat the mother of your daughter?”
“Oh, did you want me to stop?”
“No, I’ll allow it because it’s you.” Nex said, smiling as she held my hand on her head.
I nodded in approval. Cuteness is important!
Lilsis turned away dramatically, her cloak flapping behind her.
Ahh, that’s why she likes it so much.
I lifted Nex up and kissed her forehead, then I did the same for Blair. “I’ll be back before lunch, unless something comes up.”
They both looked at my crotch and frowned. Likely because of what just happened.
Without dwelling too long, I bid them goodbye and followed Lilsis back up the stairs, then the stairs, then the…
“You know, the gates I open within the Dark Academy don’t affect the one I use outside of it. So if we’re going to the reliquary, I can just warp us there.”
She stopped and turned around mechanically. “O-oh yeah, please do.”
I opened the gate to the reliquary and found the three musketeers snoring together. Darionus was in his oversized chair, Kalapract was hunched over a table, drooling black fluid and Barz was collapsed on the floor surrounded by empty potion bottles.
But our final destination wasn’t this room, it was the Abyss’s Lair. After everyone had studied Inanis’ sternum to death, they started to look at all my bone sketchings from the abyss. From my translation of void, which all four of them said wasn’t english, they’d begun to decipher the rest.
“I think it’s the chamber itself,” Lilsis said as she ran her hand along the rough damp wall. “There’s something about this place that isolates it. Perhaps something like a focal point that occludes everything but the essence it’s trying to invoke.”
“And, you’ve been speaking to old dudes too much. Don’t you have any friends that aren’t ancient bachelors with a +1 in old fartery?”
She smiled under her cloak in a way that reminded me of that damned book-fairy. “Do you mean ones that you haven’t screwed?” She said, eyeing me. “Then no…”
“Ouch, sorry about that.”
She sighed. “Yeah, no worries. Hey, try channeling the abyss on this glyph.”
I did what she asked and nothing happened. She knocked on the glyph and nodded.
“That’s what I thought. To isolate you and sap the god we summon, we’ll need to know their glyph and replace these ones with the new one. That’s how these people were able to seal a god even though they were mortals.”
I see, it was probably easier for them because they named him after ripping him away from me.
But I didn't have any souls that were that old inside of me.
“Actually we do, Master but they don’t want to wake up.”
What!? But the Abyss predates the time when the god of souls split from me. Who the hell would know—
“I’m bringing them up now. They’re both so weak that maybe the god of souls overlooked them when she drained us.”
Two beings showed up, one an aged man and the second a middle aged woman. They’d been repeating their happy memories for so long that the rest of their mind was gone. They weren’t degraded but they were forgetful and unable to speak or learn to speak.
Feeling their souls tremble, I entered their dreams.
“Ah, Master!!”
“I see it, Mors.”
They’d lived way back when the abyss’s lair was an above ground cave. He was invoked both out of fear and due to a necessity. He provided water, though that water was black and from an imagined realm, it still served to water crops and quench thirst.
The dark elves would jizz their pants if they got to drink those black waters every day. They’d all be like ‘Source, it’s the source! Ooh, the source is refreshing’ and so forth.
But people do what they need to, in order to survive.
I retraced every step they took in their memories, noting their prayers as they ran their hands along the glyphs.
Mors, try to match those with our memories from the abyss then run those words by everyone who can still speak.
“Everyone, Master?”
Yes!
In just a few short minutes I had several thousand replies. I had Mors filter them out by the meaning of the word ‘abyss’ and we narrowed it down to five different interpretations.
We asked those same five people for the symbol for soul, light and parasyte.
Using some of my bone for crafting, we were able to form three glyphs that represented ‘soul’.
Only one of those caught my eye as it said ‘SOUL’ in reversed english.
I handed that symbol to Lilsis as I spoke. “This is the one, no doubts about it.”
Lilsis took it in her hands and placed it on the wall over the abyss glyph.
I get it now! The other three don’t care about results, they just want to understand everything but Lilsis is goal oriented. She doesn’t care about what it all means, she’s just trying to help me!
I pulled back her hood, then I pulled back her other hood. Then I wondered why she was wearing so many hoods…
Disregarding that, my hand finally found its way to her damp yet smooth hair and I complimented her.
She smiled up at me until she realized I was watching her, then she looked alarmed for a second, but, she never asked me to stop petting her.
Yep, she’s my cute awkward adopted daughter and I love her! And that’s exactly why that after she finds out the formula needed to summon the god of souls, I’ll be shoving her through the gate and closing it.
But right now, she doesn’t need to know that. I only ever promised to tell my mates what I was doing, not my kids. And honestly when her work was finally done, I wouldn’t be telling them either.
If I’d learned anything after our last encounter, then the god of souls had as well. They had so many souls under them that there was no way they weren’t anticipating this. Even if they didn’t know they’d be suddenly summoned into a dead host, they would surely be packing a plan to kill me.
No, they were well aware of what would happen if they killed me last time. So they’d need a new way to seal me now that Theressa’s symbol had failed them in such a huge way that I’d even managed to release Rossereth along with myself.
Did the god of souls have a way to seal people, nope.
I laughed to myself as Lilsis looked at me sceptically, trying to infer my thoughts.
My bologna has a—
She shook her head and I stopped humming jingles to myself.
Things accelerated from there.
Months passed where Blair and I diligently studied under Nex.
Projection, that was Nex’s new ability. Yes, that’s right, it was an ability, not a spell. It was similar to Liz’s Ice creation and inspired by it but with Nex’s affinities it cost no mana, so it was an ability, unique to her.
Its progression was as follows. ‘Oh, I can create daggers out of darkness and throw them!’ Then ‘oh, wait a minute, if I can spawn them in my hand, then couldn't I create them in other places?’
She sure could, and that’s how her spell went.
I couldn’t quite do the same thing as her but by learning from it, I opened many new doors to understanding darkness.
Now I could create Dark Constructs. They could take any shape or form and cost me no mana to use unless I solidified them. Then the cost was similar to channeling darkness into myself and touching something in wraith form.
With this I could create an army out of darkness alone, though they’d drain my mana to nothing the second they touched something.
Even though I’m the dark god, I can’t help feeling like I know next to nothing about my own affinity. It’s so damn versatile that it’s frustrating.
The new headcount came back and my population had doubled over the winter. Goblins and goblin hybrids now dwarfed the rest in number but the orcs weren’t that far behind. Soon, we’d have to make new settlements outside of Therograd. It’d still be a few months before the baby gobs became old enough to contribute and I needed to see to their wellbeing.
Schools, training grounds, shelter and food. They’d need it all and I had to set someone up to take care of it.
I had sent Marrow to Athan’s castle with an assortment of battle veterans. I instructed him to take all the dubious settlements by any means he saw fit and told him to ask Athan for assistance should he need it.
Delegating…I don’t enjoy delegating. I was never any good at multitasking though, and there were people here better suited for certain tasks. If I went to Slaver’s Peak, there would be zero diplomacy. They’d all be torches, but who knows, maybe there’s a better...nope. If Marrow doesn’t kill them, I will, but I would welcome any intel he could gather from them first.
We’re in dire need of information. Now that the cold season has mostly passed, we’re wide open to an attack from the north. And while I don’t know anything about their numbers, power, or command structure, they likely know a lot about me.
They’re guided by an incorporeal goddess who’s only blind spots are places under a dark barrier. But, they haven’t attacked yet. Does that mean she thinks I can’t beat them and they’ve prioritized something else? Or are they setting up their own defenses and fortifying their position, knowing that I’ll be coming for them?
I won’t be able to relax until I have eyes on the enemy.
With this thought in mind, I created a new scouting unit able to survive for extended periods of time in the dangerous forests without needing to resupply or form permanent camps.
I entrusted it to the Kobolds, both kinds and the gremlins. Their small bodies didn’t help much with farming, building or fighting but they did make them harder to spot and they were crafty. Masters of trapmaking, stealth and tunneling. They were perfect scouts and saboteurs.
I had Vesp take them as far north as he could without getting too far away from Therograd. A big wyvern in the sky is the opposite of stealthy.
Next, I visited Lang and asked her to find some graduates that wanted to teach the basic curriculum that she and Liz had come up with for the gobs.
Then I summoned all my berserkers back from their posts and gave them the Bestial Rage ability. I had another practice bout with them and it was brutal. I was torn apart in so many ways that even my fleshcrafting could barely keep up.
Apparently Bestial Rage also compels you to bite your foes and eat their flesh. It basically had Feast built in but in a targeted way which was a good thing considering that their tendons snapped and their muscles tore as they surpassed the limits of their bodies. They’d need to heal, and with their stomach’s capabilities they would be fine to fight again in an hour or so.
Still, I was satisfied. I called an end to our combat and restored myself with some meat from my storage. I then shook each of their bloody hands and congratulated them on their victory. They could now beat my physical body even when I was actively mending myself with fleshcrafting.
Of course, if I used magic or fleshcrafting on them, then the result would’ve been different but beating me isn’t their objective; it’s beating our enemies and now, even if it was a fully armored legion, they’d dominate.
Of course, they would still be helpless against barriers or fireballs or magic in general really. If only I could find or develop some sort of magic sapping ability then I’d be set.
Is that a flag? I hope that’s a flag, I need it. Oh, wait, I do have mana transfer and Fura did have her vines. But that ability was originally a spell, so I can’t transfer it and Fura’s were unique to her wooden dryad form which is outside the realm of fleshcrafting.
Shit.
Mentally exhausted, I visited Thia/Rossereth to ralaxe away from everyone else for a while and check on my baby’s progress.
I fell asleep, spooning her as the smell of her hair and the feeling of her soft ears on my cheek lulled me into unconsciousness.




Chapter 35: House of flies - John
I awoke a few hours later to the soft sounds of Thia’s breathing and a burly, well defined arm around my waist.
It took a while to process. Thia’s in front of me, facing away. I’m holding her, so I doubt I sprouted another arm and it’s not furry so it’s not Bob playing a prank on me…
I felt a small lump pressing into my lower back and broke out in a cold sweat.
No, John, just stop, let’s think about this rationally. My pants are still on and this lump is tiny… Wait, no, I mean… The hell!? Rationality has no place here!
I turned my head 180 degrees and saw a sweet familiar face drooling behind me.
...Yep, it’s who I thought.
I calmly removed Cria’s arm and sat up, shaking him.
He flailed for a second then hugged my arm between his pecs as I resisted the urge to smack him.
Thia’s now heavily pregnant and she needs the rest, so I wasn’t about to wake her up.
“Cria… Hey.”
“Big brother… I’m not a girl…” He said, his eyes twitching in his sleep. “But if you want to…”
I flicked his forehead. “I don’t!”
He rolled over and opened his eyes as tears began to form. He looked at me and suppressed a sniffle as he rubbed the welt from where I flicked him.
I nodded towards the door and he followed me outside until we were far enough away that we wouldn’t wake Thia up by talking.
“Cria,” I said, squeezing his shoulder. “I know you weren’t aware of it but I have a phobia about being randomly spooned.”
He held his hands out backing away. “I-I didn’t mean to, it just looked so comfortable that I just…”
I sighed. “Well, how’ve you been? It looks like your muscle training has come along well. Have you been treating your people better?”
He adjusted his posture and cleared his throat as he gave me a status report. It was somehow unexpected but it was thorough. He talked about the food situation, deer farms and after relaxing for a moment, about how he’d finally made some friends.
“Awesome!” I said, slapping his back. “Good job, Cria!”
“Oh!” He said, as if he’d just remembered something. “I think Fernando’s almost done!”
“Really!?” I spread my improved mana wings and flew to Fernando’s cocoon.
I put my hand on it and it pressed back.
There were signs of many fires being lit in the area and the elves and dark elves had kept their promises to me. They’d worked together and protected Fernando while he was at his most vulnerable.
I was a bit touched, so I thanked the elves that were guarding him and turned their venison into supper fatty wagyu-esque meat.
We ate and talked while we waited then at some point the dark elves showed up to relieve them and I ate with them as well.
We talked and joked well into the night as I kept an eye of Fernando. I was excited to see what form he came up with and I honestly missed him. Fernando was a good boy and he always cheered me up. He never had anything bad to say and—
“Source, look!” A dark elf said, pointing to a small rip in the cocoon.
I rushed over and held my ear to it, hearing small ripping noises coming from inside. I wanted to help him get out but I read somewhere that it was bad to damage a cocoon before an insect came out.
Instead, I took a few steps back and watched.
What emerged was unexpected to say the least.
Fernando had taken on a somewhat humanoid form that was stuck somewhere between Cell and The Alien. In other words he looked like Akira Toriyama and H. R. Giger had a collaboration.
“John!” He said, spewing venom as he smiled at me.
My vision grew blurry as I held out my hand to him, touched. “Fernando, you can speak now!”
There was a low clicking noise that came from his throat as he breathed. Knowing him, it’s his new happy noise! He rolled on his back and I rubbed his stomach, horrifying the dark elves around us.
A few of them even had the nerve to regurgitate the meals I’d made them. Oh well, who cares! Fernando is back, dammit!!
I grafted my finger to him and appraised his progress as I examined him.
He now had an exoskeleton, an endoskeleton, normal and hydraulic muscles, wings, a long, agile, segmented tail and his blood was infused with acidic venom.
He was already an apex predator but now, that extended into the realms of man. I’d place him at the demi-god level. In other words, he was the strongest being I’d ever seen other than myself.
I doubt that even Bob could beat him since Fernando’s eyes were segmented and covered his head cap 360 degrees. His body was gunmetal gray and shined in the fire’s light as he rolled under the mighty force of my tummy pats.
“Master…” Mors said. “This feels wrong…”
Why, it’s just Fernando?
She replayed her memories and as I watched the eight foot tall nightmare-being rolling around with a grin. I...still don’t understand.
Mors, Fernando is still just Fernando. Even if he looks different, he’s still a good boy!
I didn’t realize it then, but a few days later rumors reached me about ‘The Devil of the Forest’ and I had to gather the elves and dark elves to explain things.
After that, I reintroduced Fernando to everyone and Threscia descended from the ceiling to pat his head.
Everyone was still gasping until a very pregnant Thia made her way to my side. She had a large burlap bag that she was desperately trying to hold still.
“Hand!” She said, wincing at the sound of her own voice.
Fernando knelt down and took her hand. She cringed as she reached into the bag and pulled out a plague-fly to feed to him.
He grabbed it as it tried to fly away and shoved it into his mouth, noisily chewing as its bodily fluids gushed out between his mandibles.
“Roll over!” She said as she patted the bag.
Fernando happily rolled over then opened his mandibles for another treat.
It continued like this for a while until the audience finally understood Fernando’s simple mind.
But Threscia was not amused.
Luckily, Thia’s resolve had reached the people and Fernando was no longer feared. Instead people were grateful that he was eating plague-flies. None of them had come through the barrier yet but I’m sure that seeing them outside was unsettling.
Thia happily handed the rest of the bag off to Fernando and the meeting was over.
Afterwards Threscia pulled me to the side and I followed her to her nest.
She was angry with me and with what I’d shown everyone. I guess she was concerned about how our kids would be viewed later. But our kids already had a very real stigma. People were constantly afraid of them just as you’d expect.
However, Threscia didn’t care about that; she just didn’t want people to look down on them.
I explained to her that if they were unapproachable then they’d never make friends and she countered with, if they’re treated like pets then they’ll never be recognized as people.
“People can’t understand pheromones, Threscia. Only you, me and Fernando can understand them.” I sighed as my children crawled up my back and rested on my shoulders.
Even though they were insects, they were individuals and they were still cute. I loved my kids, dammit but right now they couldn’t reach anyone else.
“Threscia, it’s about time I give them Imaginal Disc. With that ability, they can evolve as many times as they want and become whatever they want. We have the meat and we have the time. You need to let them go.”
She snarled for a second then her eyes softened as she looked at us. “It’s too soon…”
“It’s not, if they stay like they are then,” I lowered my voice to a whisper and pulled her close. “Their lifetimes will be short. If they don’t evolve they’ll die.”
Threscia pulled back. She understood because all of Ralphus’s nightmare bugs that once followed her had died already.
“Momma?”
“Momma’s sad!”
Maria and Gabriel crawled towards her and she held them.
“I get it!” She said, wiping tears from her eyes. “I understand, so just do what you need to!”
I gave them Imaginal Disc and slept with her that night, in her nest. When we came to the next day, we were surrounded by cocoons of different sizes and colors. Without exception, all our children had decided to grow up.
“Protect them,” I told her as I caressed her shoulder. “No matter how much they change, they'll still need a mother.”
She hit me, but I never let her go. “You think I don’t know that? I-I thought they’d be different than normal children. I never expected them to be so smart and caring. When we had sex in that forest, I thought ‘ha, I’ll show him what his labido does’. They were just supposed to be—”
“No, you knew. Even Fernando had a mind of his own. Sure, you might not have taken it seriously until they were born but even without me, you could’ve spawned eggs. What you wanted was a connection, people that were entirely reliant on you. Somehow you thought they’d always be that way and—”
“Shut up!” Threscia yelled, plunging a sharp leg through my chest and grazing my core.
I looked down at it, horrified that she might’ve cracked it and unleashed the dark god but as I saw her face, my concern shifted to her. Her face showed a myriad of emotions from sadness to absolute horror at her own actions.
“It’s okay. I’m okay.” I held her close as she trembled in my arms.
I know what it’s like to be afraid of yourself and what you can do.
“Hey, look at me! Hey!” I forced her to look into my eyes. “It’s fine, we’re fine and our kids will be fine too. Why don’t we go see how Rosie and your siblings are doing, I’m sure they’d love to see—”
“No...” She said as her body stiffened. “I’m a monster now. And I could never trust my parents again—”
“Who cares about them. Your siblings never hurt you and they all miss you, so pull that stick out of your ass and spend time with your family!”
I pulled her leg out of my chest and mended myself as I took her hand and tugged her along to a tiny cottage on the outskirts of the Dark Academy.
I knocked on the door and Threscia’s mother met me. After seeing me, she looked away like a whipped dog. Then several moments later a pair of familiar eyes appeared and disappeared as she leaped up and down excitedly.
There were a few clicks and the door opened as Rosie let us in. Threscia seemed uncomfortable as her brother and sisters greeted me with happy smiles. They began to climb on me and offer me things like earthworms as Threcia’s parents left the room in shame.
This was mostly normal and I’d come to accept it but for Threscia, it was something she’d only seen once or twice.
It was awkward for her but because her siblings had seen me change forms many times, they weren’t afraid of her, instead they were impressed.
I spent a few hours with them until the midday sun showed through the wooden shutters and it was time for me to go.
Threscia stayed there with tears in her eyes as she cradled her baby brother and sister. They were both still young, so they hadn’t been corrupted by the world yet. They readily accepted her as their sister and even praised her.
But I could tell from Threscia’s face that she was overwhelmed. Her parents were afraid of her and Rosie had lived through the same thing she did.
I kissed her for a long while and held her face to my chest. “They still love you, so you should stay with them for a while.”
She nodded as I left quietly.
After all that, I felt happy, but also a little sad, so I took my time walking back to the Dark Academy.
Something small and soft bounced off my shin and toppled over in front of me.
“Ow! Ah, terribly sorry, I—” It’s large eyes lit up as it recognized me. “Hey!”
“And hey to you,” I said as I helped the familiar, directionally challenged imp up.
I scratched my chin for a moment, then picked the imp up. “So where to?”
“H-huh?” It said, squirming in my arms. “Oh right! No, wait… Why do know-er, think, I’m lost?”
Because, that seems to be your only defining characteristic other than a snub nose. “I didn’t, I just figured I’d help you out after you helped me out for me helping you out before… Words, am I right?”
It tilted its head in confusion. “Huh?”
“Yep, I get that a lot. Hey, are you on an errand?”
“Oh, right. I’m one of the ones gathering information on food stocks and bartered goods for the Dark Academy.”
In other words it’s working for me and Barz.
“I see, I see.” I said awkwardly. “Sooo, I was thinking about getting an assistant to work for me directly on tasks much like this one but more from an information consolidation standpoint and. Hey...” I stopped when I noticed the imp’s eyes get watery.
I just came from a tearfilled situation and the last thing I was expecting was to suddenly find myself in another.
I dried the imp’s tears and continued. “What’s wrong?”
“Are you asking to be my master?”
“More like, your employer but call it whatever you want. Your job would be to meet with the rest of the imps that are running logistics and dispatch a few to our other settlements. You’d be directly under me and your tasks will all be administrative. Of course it’ll be on a trial basis until I’m sure you can handle it and I’m not sure how to pay you, yet. But we owe each other, so why not.”
The imp sobbed in my arms and I patted their back in a there-there sort of way, then I noticed a black liquid staining my chest and held the imp at arm’s length.
I knew it! This guy has already taken in my mana…
I sighed as the imp sniffled and sat it down. “Welp, looks like it’s already too late. I hope you weren’t planning to serve anyone else. Either way, I won’t force you to do anything. This whole master-servant thing rubs me the wrong way, so—”
“Please!” The imp grabbed my shin with a strength that I never knew imps had. “It wasn’t because I was sad. I was happy!”
“Well, you have the black tears now, so they’ll just come out randomly from now on. Usually before or after you kill someone or find a significant corpse. Also when you’re in a touching situation, or just because they want to. Basically, people will call you—”
“Crybaby…” It finished for me, its eyes showing the vacant look of a person remembering their highschool nickname.
I rubbed its little bald head. “Yep, that sounds about right.” I grimaced as I realized what I had to do. “Hey, how about I name you something else?”
It held its chest like it was about to have a heart attack.
Did I say something wrong? I began to worry I’d crossed some weird line I shouldn’t have.
It bowed in front of me, then knelt on one knee. “It would be an honor!”
Well, shit. But I was the one that asked. Alright then, let’s see here. They’re small and have floppy ears and big eyes. How about Smafloeye… No, that sounds like a foriegn knockoff of an unpopular kid’s show. Screw it, I’m copping out again.
“I name you Don!” I said as I brought my hand down on one of its shoulders then the other as if I were the queen knighting someone, except you know, without the ear-chopping.
Don looked up at me and his skin began to turn gray as his large eyes became a warm amber color. He grew about a foot taller and muscles as well as other things began to sprout out on him.
Luckily I still had a bit of fabric in my storage, so I made him some normal guy pants.
Though he still cried, he now stood tall and spoke in a much deeper voice as he thanked me.
I still wasn’t sure how imps worked but after having seen Threscia’s and Ralphus’ imps I had a theory. When they pledge themselves to a person they take on their characteristics. Rather by will or my mana they convert themselves into a new form based upon who they serve.
Serve, slavery, working without pay; these concepts made me angry but imps were originally summoned beings who’s bodies were at least half composed of their summoner’s mana.
I decided to try an experiment.
“Don, can I make some changes to you?”
“Anything, master!”
I gave him a small mana gathering/storing heart and a set of improved mana-wings. Imps are light, so I’m sure that with a little practise he’ll be able to fly at some point.
“Huh? This is!?” He started, examining his new wings. Unlike me, he couldn’t form and retract them. To do that, he’d need to learn how to fleshcraft.
His original race might have been imp, but everyone I bring back is a flesh construct infused with a soul and all flesh constructs, like all flesh golems, have the ability to modify themselves.
“Finish out your duties for the day, then tell your commanding imp that you now serve me. After that, please begin to organize the information between our settlements into a summarized document and update it monthly. If I’m not around to receive it then give it to Barz or Ralphus.”
Don nodded then flew off in a random direction.
Wasn’t he going to the meat stall?
After seeing him flying in one random direction after another, I was happy with my decision to relegate him to desk work. That way he could stay in a central location.
I opened the gate and met with Lilsis. She told me about her progress in converting the cave into a massive soul prison. As it turns out the process of binding a god to a place was a lot like the process to instill a soul from another realm into an item of power.
In other words, it was a similar ritual to the one that bound my soul to the dark god’s ichor.
I ran my hands through her hair to thank her and see her smile. Then I made my way back out to the courtyard.
There, I saw an unusual sight. Leera was there, leaning on one of the many railings, wearing her sexy black one piece, drinking wine alone.
I watched her for a while, not sure what to make of the current situation. The two souls that made her had two traits. Lonely being the main one, so why is she alone?
My mind swam with idiotic delusions of late-night encounters but all she did was stare at the sky, sipping her wine.
I snuck up behind her and slowly put my arms around her.
She kissed my arm before she spoke. “The sky is beautiful isn’t it? I once flew, kissing the clouds as I looked up.” She turned back to kiss me. “I don’t have the clouds anymore but now I have so many people that depend on me, that—”
I kissed her cheek. “That you feel overwhelmed. I’m sorry, I never meant for you to feel burdened.”
“That’s not it,” she said, nestling back into my arms and taking another sip of wine. “I’m just,” she held her head. “There’s a conflict inside me. We…” She paused and shook her head as if chastising herself. “Paradise Falcons, only nest in serene places.”
She turned around and sat on the railing so she could look into my eyes.
I closed my eyes for a moment. That means she doesn’t feel safe yet.
With feelings of guilt and inadequacy, I hung my head.
Her lips met mine as she wrapped her arms around my neck. “Please don’t show me a face like that. I know enough about this world now to know I’m in the safest place with the strongest mate. You’ve done nothing wrong, John.”
“But it feels wrong. I made you, then without any warning, I forced—”
“That worked both ways. That sweet girl that joined with me, renewed my lust for life. Even now that we’re the same person, I can only be happy that she’s a part of me. But there’s still this feeling inside me. I worry that someday you won’t come back. That’s why I agreed to that archaic display of force. You’d never… Just don’t leave me again like the last four times. In the cave, in your army when you went into the pit, and when you vanished in Therograd. I—”
I kissed her again but her sweet lips offered no resistance. “I never meant to make you worry, I only wanted to protect you. Especially after I lost Liz. That made me realize that I wasn’t only risking myself. Anyone could die, and I knew that there were situations where I’m helpless. Times when I can’t save anyone. There are two powerful deities that want to bind me and I know of three other gods they’ve succeeded in sealing. They used Liz against me and—”
She hugged me tightly. “I’m not Liz, none of us are. You can’t change what happened but you shouldn’t push us away because of it. If Liz was still here, I’m sure she’d agree.”
I rested my head on her shoulder as she ran her hand down my back. “I know, but if the people I love die, then, I’ll end it all. Leera, I won’t die, I can’t die and some day I’ll consume this world. There is no if, only when. And when that day comes, I’d rather it be right before the sun-death of this solar system.”
Leera looked at me, quizzically. “Explain,” she said, pulling me closer with her legs.
“That might take awhile, I don't know much about this world’s knowledge of space and solar systems but from the people I’ve met and the books I’ve looked at, I doubt there’s anything I can compare it to.”
“Then start at the beginning,” she said. “We have all night.”
I explained everything I could to her, in the simplest ways possible and after a few hours of nodding she spoke.
“So, the lights in the sky are not dying gods, they’re gaseous clusters brought together by density. And you’re not just shadows but the darkness we see in the night’s sky?”
“Basically, and my worshipers saw all those facets in different ways. The darkness of the night’s sky was void. The darkness of the oceanic depths was the abyss and when the sun vanishes, poof, me. But they also imagined all these different personas and inclinations. Like, souls…”
Then out of fear they made gods of sun and light.
“Everyone fears the dark but they sleep better in it.” Leera said as if it were just a matter of fact. “That calmness that everyone feels when they’re near you, is that also from your god side?”
“I doubt it, he’s been personified too but in the worst of ways. Basically every bad, vengeful trait of humanity has been forced onto him. His ego is weak, so all of that falls on me, their chosen person, to resolve. We share everything, not because I’m a part of him but because I’m a cluster of memories inside of them. They are infinite, without them, there is nothing and nothing is what they are.”
Leera smiled at me and I felt my spine melt under her gaze. She was smart, capable and for some unknown reason, she loved me.
I need to tell her what I’m going to do with the god of souls.
I opened the gate to the Abyss’s Lair and guided her through.
There, I told her everything and for a moment she looked like she wanted to slap me but she also understood. As long as the god of souls is around, none of us are safe and it was only a matter of time before they took someone else from us.
She sighed and leaned against me. “There’s no way we can fight a god. ...On the day that you do it, I’ll explain it to the rest. Even if we can’t fight by your side, we’ll at least see you off.”
There it is, that practicality. If I were talking to Nex or Katie then they’d argue with me until they were red in the face but Leera just gets it.
Wait a minute, I can take Rossereth with me, all I have to do is channel her!
My odds of winning just doubled.
I kissed Leera once more, then we retired for the night together and I showed her just how much I appreciated her.
From there things got hectic for a while and time sped on. Hiring Don turned out to be the best decision I’ve made in a while.
Imps had an ability tied to their souls that allowed them to transfer large amounts of information between themselves.
Unsurprisingly, I’m calling abilities like theirs and Inanis’ invisibility, Soul abilities. I couldn’t copy those, so I felt like they needed their own classification.
Anyway, his ability helped his work go smoothly and quickly. And now that he was set up in one location, his directional blindness wasn’t an issue anymore. He did have relations with Threscia’s imp though, so good call on that Threscia.
Either way, I was able to get a good idea of the settlements we had, our food stores and even a current army and citizen count.
I ended up dispatching a few imps to join my scouts and now I had furry imps that understood the wolf-type kobolds.
This opened up a few new options at the smithy. We were now supplying the scouts with traps and claw-type digging tools that doubled as weapons.
I was surprised by how well the kobolds took to their new jobs and we’d already scouted out a large chunk of land north of Therograd.
I’ve also been going into the soulscape recently to get information from the former citizens of Therograd. I’d been avoiding them out of guilt but It surprised me how forgiving they were towards me, their murderer. Most of them were happier here, with the exception of the higher class but they didn’t complain too much and they sure couldn’t plot anything here.
Also, they all seemed to fear and respect Mors, even more than me. What the hell is she doing to these people?
She just smiled at me as she heard my thoughts with an expression that said I’ll never tell.
The info I got was based on asking about Thadeus Roangard, the name the Earl gave me for Thads.
Whenever his name was spoken, people had a very visceral reaction to it. Most winced, others cursed and a few spit every time I mentioned him.
He was definitely hated here so the info flowed like a waterfall.
None of it was useful in the present but now I understood him a little more, unfortunately.
The only useful info I got was about the size of his army and it wasn’t good news. I hadn’t felt much anxiety here. Fear, regret, sadness, rage, sure but never anxiety.
I definitely couldn’t beat him with quantity, so I’d have to go with quality. I needed each and every soldier to have magic of their own, even if it was only a barrier spell or an armor spell.
They needed to have some defense against magic and enough mana to crush their opponent’s barriers.
I entrusted Lang with the task of making a ‘magic barriers for dummies’ book and supplying it to all the teachers. We’d teach it to Red and Reginauld first, then the giants after I modified them to be massive mana storers. I’d also have them learn the mana transfer technique and their role would change to be a combination of support and tanking. Their massive size already meant they were attention grabbing targets but it also meant that I could give them a huge mana generating heart.
It’s possible their mana might even rival my own and that meant that magic warfare was a real possibility now. But unlike Thad’s coddled mages and clerics, all my men had real combat experience. Let’s just hope that with these changes, we’ll have the edge we need to cut him down.
Feeling productive enough for one day, I visited Thia.
“Stop laughing at me!” She said with pout. “It’s not funny!”
“I-Pfft…” I cleared my throat.
Thia’s stomach had swelled so much now that she could no longer get down from the tree fortress. She could only waddle between dwellings and sigh.
“Have I told you you’re beautiful today?”
“N-no…”
I held her, feeling her stomach pressing against me. “Well you are, more than ever.”
Her flushed face now held a different expression as she smiled softly. “Oh… OH!”
“What!? I didn’t hurt you did—”
“Ohhh!”
She gripped my shoulders with frightening strength as she gushed and the wood under us became wet. “J-John… It’s… Happening!!”
Finally, I’m here for one of my children’s birth!
“Lay down, I’ll take care of it!”
She layed down and I raised her dress. My experiences with the maids and with Bob and Lang’s pregnancies helped me out here and fleshcrafted our child out as I mended her.
As I held my third son, tiny bits of blood hung in the air around him and black tears rolled down his cherubic face.
Thia’s eyes changed color as Rossereth spoke up. “He really did get a bit of all of us.” She nodded, with Thia’s tears running down her face. “This one will be a hunter like no other.” One of her eyes changed color, letting me know that I was now speaking with both of them. “We name him, Artur.”
Despite her strong words, it was cute to see her reaching out to Artur with a quivering lip and a gimme gimme gesture.
But I wasn’t done holding my boy yet. His eyes were two different colors, one was a dark orange, and the other a neon green, two perfect combinations of his mother’s eyes mixed with my amber. His skin was a pale gray color. He didn’t have bone spikes but he did have pointed ears and he was tall for a baby. Thia had basically birthed a toddler!
I took some cloth from my storage and wrapped him up as he cooed at me. Unlike Slater, he didn’t seem to possess a high intellect, he was just a happy, two-donged baby boy. Though he did have a large list of abilities, most of them related to mana gathering, eyesight and the modified stomach we all had.
I handed him to Thia/Rossereth and they cried, then I cried. Basically we all cried for the rest of the afternoon.
Needless to say I stayed there for the night, blissfully embracing my wives and son. Then, after Thia passed out, I closed one eye so I could still focus on holding my son as I dived back into the soulscape.
I channeled Rossereth into my realm and embraced her. Her bloody, scarred and battled hardened form really was sexy and I—
“Hey!” She said, pulling away from me with a wry grin. “Focus! You brought me here because you had something to say that you didn’t want Thia to hear, right?”
I looked at her longingly, then Artur began to stir, bringing me back to my senses.
Rossereth smiled as she saw me cradle him to make him more comfortable.
“I did. I’m going to kill the god of souls.”
Her eyes lit with rage as she smiled. “You have a way!?”
“I do, and I’d like your help. We’re the only two people who can fight on their level. But I don't want to involve Thia. Can I channel you like I did when we resolved the elven conflict or—”
“In plain english, you damn well better channel me! Then stand back, I’m a goddess of war, blood and the hunt. They played a part in my imprisonment and I show them who they messed with. But when do I get that blonde wench? She took—”
“After that, I want to wait on killing her until we’re at war. That way we can pull the rug from under their feet. It’ll be great when the holy barriers fall and the clerics can’t heal. They have more than five times our number, so I won’t waste the chance to surprise them.”
She took a deep breath and I stepped towards her but she held out her hand. “We can’t. I already long to merge with you but we have a child now. My only child, that’s something I never had when I was alive, so please wait until—”
“I’m sorry, I wasn’t thinking about that. I just wanted to comfort you.”
“Then do it through Thia. In our true forms, if we were to touch too much, I don’t think I could resist you and I want to see our child grow old. Then our grandchildren, then our great grandchildren.” She smiled warmly as she watched Artur snuggle up to me for warmth. “I don’t think I’ve ever been this happy before.”
He’s a cute baby, but he definitely has our affinities. His life might be difficult because of that but he’ll have a big family with mothers that love him and brothers and sisters that he can talk to. He will be loved, nurtured and accepted. This is a promise, one that I make to myself; this happy baby, will be a happy child, then a happy man. Even if he has a shitonne of power, he’ll have no reason to use it. The world he grows up in will be a far different one than the one Athan faced, that’s my promise.
“T-there won’t be any tentacles this time, right?” Rossereth asked, blushing.
“Uh… Probably not?”
“You sick perv, did you enjoy seeing me ravaged by your—”
“Rossereth, they were under your control… Whatever they did, they did it because you willed them to.”
She covered herself and backed away. “I c-certainly did not want them to do...that, I-I…”
I just looked at her for a while, raising my eyebrows until she returned to her realm.
I didn’t sleep for the rest of the night. A tree fort is no place for a baby and I didn’t want him to roll off the sides. The next morning, Thia moved into my quarters officially and Artur inherited Slater’s old crib.
It was a beautiful sight, seeing all my mates playing with him happily. Even Slater and Aneeza joined in and the warm feeling in my gut blossomed.
This is my family, these are the people that I love and I’ll be damned if any of them have to die.




Chapter 36: The time has come - John
Almost a year had passed since Artur was born. Unlike my other children, his development was slow. He wasn’t even able to walk yet, while Slater and Aneeza were now excelling in combat training and magic. He’d inherited his progression rate from his mother. Though ‘elves’ developed faster at young ages, they still developed at half the speed that humans do. At first glance, this might seem like a downside but kids learn the most in their formative years.
So maybe he’ll be smarter?
Either way, he’s my cutest son and I love the hell out of him.
The second generation of gobs, orcs and kobolds had already been born and were now ready to take up arms with their parents. They’d all trained, learned magic and hunted. But unlike their parents before them, they’d grown up in the presence of other races. I could feel a new dynamic forming, one that preached acceptance rather than fear. It was the sentiment we needed. We all would fight and die together, no matter how I tried to spin it, that was the truth. No one was safe from the oncoming war.
Lilsis and the three musketeers had finally produced some real results. They’d deciphered most of the ancient language and were now able to enchant things with the essence of divinity… Or put in a less pretentious way, they could write in ancient runes to invoke godly affinities and imbue things with their power.
Lilsis was no longer an awkward teen, she stood taller, talked with more confidence and had gained her own +1 in old fartery.
But for some unknown reason she still wore a hood at all times, woefully covering her feathery hair but whenever we were in the abyss’s lair, she’d take down her hood and look at me expectantly until I rubbed her head.
But those times were drawing to a close now. The riddle had been solved and we were ready!
Today was the day, my final confrontation with the god of souls. I kissed Leera a little longer this morning before I whispered “today’s the day,” into her ear.
I’d had the meat vendors and Ralphus preserve the blood of their butchery into a barrel so that I could make a proper body for Rossereth.
Once we entered the Abyss’s lair, Lilsis hung her carvings on the walls, forming an occlusion barrier.
After that, I restored and imbued the body I’d been saving. By now it was little more than a desiccated husk but it’s soul was strong. Before it could react to being back in its body, Lilsis slammed a metal plate into its forehead and chanted at a speed that Liz would’ve been proud of.
Mana filled the room, crackling in short green bursts as the zombie moaned and Lilsis’ chanting intensified.
Then, as if a hidden threshold had been reached, the zombie began to cackle as it floated up into the air.
Its mouth hung open as a cacophony of voices erupted from it. “Seek death and ye shall find it!” “Ya, freakin’ edgelord, you just had to summon us, didn't cha?” “We will consume you!”
I shoved Lilsis through the gate and immediately channeled Rossereth.
The god of souls created a familiar green barrier then gagged as black ichor spilled from the zombie’s mouth.
“Poison!” “UWU, you filled me so much!” “Too much darkness.” “Too much...too much!” The zombie said all at once as it raised its hand and green flames erupted.
I leaped back into the black waters of the abyss as I channeled darkness into myself. Rossereth would be fine, even if her blood-body was destroyed. Her actual life was tied to her realm and to Thia, so she couldn’t be killed here.
I wasn’t like her, I had a big, glaring vulnerability in the form of a core. But now, I could move on without it by channeling different affinities into myself.
Green fire rained down on us, but in my dark form, it just passed through me harmlessly.
Rossereth took on a defensive role and began to push the soul barrier back as she looked at me desperately.
My wraith form passed through the barrier effortlessly as it had no physical body. Rather than destroying the host, as it would want me to, I channeled unholy and thousands of chains wrapped around the god, binding it. I produced a symbol of my own. Darkness, in the ancient language.
I stabbed it into the zombie’s head and the god of souls began to plead with me as I started to consume it like it once did to me.
“Master.” “God.” “John.” It cried out to me. Then, surprisingly it canceled its barrier and its spells as a single clear voice erupted from the desiccated husk. “Enough! I came from earth, earth! You know that world, don’t you?” The final voice said as it coughed out ichor.
Suddenly there was no malice coming from the zombie. So I released it and asked Mors to bring my body back.
“Who are you?” I asked as I continued to consume its souls.
“I’m, it entered into a violent coughing fit. “I’m like you but I’m dying again. As its green eyes stared into mine it willfully gave me the souls inside itself. “Cancer. I was a heavy smoker and after I died, I found myself here. I’m the ego that formed the being you know as the god of souls.” He sputtered, vomiting ichor on the ground as he entered another coughing fit. “I know what this is, I’m dying again. Take her!” He said, spending the last of his energy to summon the damned book-fairy in soul form.
I was overwhelmed by questions but more than that, I was angry. “No, let her die with you,” A voice that was not my own erupted from me. “I’ll consume you all together! I am he who is not, the infinite, the limitless. I will take but never give because without me, you could not exist. You…” I regained control of myself. “I’ll take her, but she’ll need to give up her powers and pledge to serve me. But why save her?”
“The people of this world were still living in caves back then. Tribal races spanned the world and the violent mana of this place shaped them. There is malice in the energy of the world itself but souls are often pure. I know I’m dying, but if a small fragment of me lives then my magic stays in the world.”
“Right, but why her? She tried to control me, she—”
“Because she is the embodiment of souls. She’s the one that called me here and I became something like a father to her back when she needed guidance.”
“So that’s why the fragment from the book of souls took her form and why she still existed after I consumed it.” I thought for a long moment as the old man continued to spit out ichor. “Fine, but the second she tries anything, I won’t hesitate to consume her.”
I hated that damned fairy, but at the same time if soul magic disappeared from the world I’d be screwed and Theressa would win in an instant.
I took her inside me along with the rest of the souls before I consumed the old man and laid the husk down.
I channeled the soul affinity inside myself and used the green soul-fire to burn the body. Now that I had consumed the god, soulform worked with mana.
Mors approached me and I returned to my body. I thanked Rossereth and went to kiss her before remembering she was entirely made of blood right now…
She sighed and patted me on the shoulder before she left her channeled vessel to splat on the ground.
We did it Mors. We took revenge for you and Liz but somehow it seems a little sad. I consumed the taunting ones first so I couldn't really rub their faces in it. But they did seem to acknowledge me. Then there was the old man.
I could’ve been him if I was summoned by the fairy.
“Master, I never died but I’m sure Liz will rest now, knowing you consumed a god for her.”
But she doesn’t know. She’ll never know and that’s why this feels so empty. I’d rather have her back then this—
“It’s not just Liz. You avenged yourself, Inanis and everyone else this god sealed.”
I looked at the book-fairy in her natural form. She was being silent for the first time since I’d met her.
What should I do with her?
“Take off your robe and let me see what you actually are.”
I was expecting a whole, you’re a perv type response but she quietly complied. Of course she was clothed underneath her robes and her form was that of a small child.
The man had called her his daughter even though she was the one who summoned his soul into herself. Perhaps her personality wasn’t her own but just a response from all the souls that made her up. If that’s the case, then…
“Are you lonely?” I asked, picking her up. She was smaller than Mors except for her oversized head.
She despondently nodded as she hugged her knees. I lightly flicked her tiny forehead and she fell back. She covered herself with her wings and began to shake.
“They were your family, weren’t they?”
She shook a little harder and nodded.
“Other than the last one, they were bad people though. Power affects different people in different ways. For them, it corrupted them to their cores eating them alive from the inside.”
“Like you did!” She said, suddenly finding the strength to look me in the eyes. “When you channeled the darkness into us, we had to consume so many friends just to stay alive. Then—then… Patrice took it all into himself. He was ancient so he...for us…”
I could say something like you deserved it or you were trying to kill me but that wasn’t important anymore.
“Who was Patrice, was he the old guy at the end there?”
She nodded as screaming green tears leaked down her face.
“He seemed to have a lot of common sense. He even cared about the state of the world and the impact it would take if I reabsorbed you. If you really loved him, why didn’t you listen to him?”
She covered her ears and shook her head. “Too many voices… One day I couldn’t hear him very well, then I couldn’t hear anyone but the ones that screamed the loudest or had the most energy. I lost my thoughts…but I wasn’t lonely anymore like I was inside you. When they prayed to me and I broke away, I felt freedom for the first time! I saw the light of the world, then the lights of many worlds on many planes of existence. But I couldn’t make sense of it. Patrice helped me understand everything. He was always so kind to-to...” She began to weep again even though she was smiling as she remembered. “We had so many friends. Arvelus The Dreadful, Berhildia, Damdus the Defiler… So many energetic children...but I couldn’t hear him...I...lost his voice.”
Damdus, huh. Let’s not make fun of his name just yet. “I take it these were some of the voices I heard taunting me.”
She nodded.
Welp, I’m glad they’re gone but Patrice seemed like a good dude he opted to be consumed so the rest could live a little longer. Then even as he coughed up ichor in a zombie's body, he pleaded with me. Damn, I think I might cry too.
I sighed deeply and sat her up in my hand. I patted her little head and gestured to Mors.
“Mors, please take care of her. Show her that she won’t be alone here.”
“Are you certain, Master, after everything she’s done?”
“I know what it’s like to lose control of yourself to a greater power or emotions. She was swept up in a tide of her own making and now that she’s only herself, she’s no threat, even if she wanted to be.”
“Well,” Mors said. “I do need help cataloging and judging all the souls we just took in. She knows them, so if she follows my instructions to the letter!” Mors said ominously as she glared at the book fairy. “Then I’ll be nice to her.”
I rubbed the fairy’s tiny head. “Do you have a name?”
“Millions of them…”
“What about your favorite name?” Cause I sure as hell don’t want to name someone.
“Lacretia, Patrice called me, Lacretia.”
I stood her up and wiped her tears. “Then Lacretia, do your best to be useful. There’s no room for freeloaders here and you have a massive debt to pay. Show me who Patrice wanted me to see and not who Damdus the Defiler made you.”
She nodded silently and Mors took her away.
With all the hostil souls I consumed, my mana had tripled. On top of that I now had millions of souls separated in stasis just waiting to be interviewed, judged, consumed or allowed to enter the soulscape.
It was a massive undertaking that would’ve taken me hundreds of years if I were doing it alone. But with Mors’ and hopefully Lacretia’s help it may only be a few years.
I was honestly excited about it. Maybe we could find some ancient people who spoke in the runes that took the three musketeers so long to decode. Or people from races I’d never even imagined. I sent a thought to Mors to prioritize the more interesting ones but I figured she already knew that.
This fight was an easy one but it had been planned for longer than a year and everything here was meticulously placed for just that one moment when I could inject my symbol into the god of souls to bind them. There was also the fact that they never planned on me being selectively-intangible and the fact that they were still suffering from all the darkness I forced down their throats in our last encounter.
Theressa wouldn’t be so easy. Her element was directly opposed to mine and she was a natural foil for me. I also couldn’t kill her yet. I needed to time things for when I was about to face her army. Luckily, thanks to Patrice, the god of soul’s influence on the world remained, so hopefully I hadn’t alerted Theressa to my plans yet.
Wait a minute… I need a devout follower of Theressa, don’t I? I still have hundreds of paladins and clerics isolated in coffins but are they really strong enough to summon her?
I guess we’ll have to find that out when the time comes.
For now, I have a much more difficult task. Apologizing to Lilsis for shoving her.
With a heavy sigh I opened the gate and was immediately cut to ribbons by an adorable girl using a Ralphus original spell, Soul-lash.
It’s hilarious that even though she knows the meaning of the words she’s saying she still ends the spell with ‘Ralphus has a long schlong.’
I channeled darkness and took on my Darkform as I watched her from the shadows. Given her current mental state, if I was to reform my body right now, she’d probably cut me down again.
Kalapract and Darionus chuckled at the spell and Barz was nowhere to be seen for some reason. I’m guessing he went back to his office to attend his daily duties, unaware of what I was up to.
Lilsis wiped her bloodshot eyes and cradled my core as she took it over to Barz’s fancy enchanting mat.
I approached her from behind and materialized my vocal cords. “Hey now, I know I shoved you but what are you about to—”
“Shut-up, dad! Just watch me!”
As she began to work on my core, Kalapract’s laughter died and he surged forward to watch over her shoulder. “Girl, I made those enchantments! What—”
She backhanded the metal elf, sending him whirling into a carefully maintained bookshelf. He stood and turned his head until it faced forward again as Darionus fumed.
Darionus quickly rushed to where Kalapract was and knelt beside him with concern in his ancient eyes.
Kalapract looked at him and then, Darionis spoke. “My books! You wench, know that this reliquary is my domain and everything in here is precious! Ah, except this metelf, you can hurt him all you want just don’t destroy all my work!”
Darionis shoved Kalapract out of the way as he and his shades began examining and rearranging the books.
By the time I turned my attention back to the mat Lilsis had already begun drawing out several complicated runes and amending the ones that Kalapract had made.
“What are you doing?”
She ignored me as she opened a locked drawer on the desk by force. She slammed down a handful of destroyed, incomplete or otherwise crappy magic stones and reduced them to a fine powder.
She awkwardly sifted through the chunks of my body and found the voidstones I had. She emptied out my storage which was mostly meat, bone and that one pipe I stole, then she crushed those as well.
Whereas before, I trusted her and looked on with interest, now I was worried. If she severed my gate to the Abyss’s Lair then I’d have to spend three months, no, longer than that without the Abyss’s guidance. I may never find that place again!
I was about to say something but I noticed the sweat on her brows and the seriousness in her eyes. Whatever she was doing, it would be dangerous to interrupt her now. This had gone too far to stop.
Now all I could do was trust her and wait for the outcome.
She chanted something and stripped the metal from my core as her hands moved at a speed only I or Bob could keep track of.
Her breathing became haggard but she never stopped chanting.
The powder from all the crushed stones mixed in with the metal from my core and wrapped over it in a perfect sphere. After that a new voidstone formed and she finally stopped chanting.
Then she did something none of us were expecting. She swallowed the voidstone.
Then with a small sigh of relief she began creating runes on the metal around my core. This went on for hours. For hours she’d chant, then she’d scribble something on a parchment then she’d chant again, the whole time becoming more and more exhausted.
Finally her eyes lit up and she finished her final chant before she collapsed. She cradled my core as Kalapract and Darionus looked on with concern. But she dispelled their worries with a single forceful glance. She crawled, fighting her mana exhaustion, toward the chunks that used to be my body.
With the last of her physical strength, she rolled my core toward my remains and smiled at my darkform.
She tried to say something to me but her eyes rolled back in her head and she lost consciousness.
I quickly used Fleshcrafting to restore my body and ran over to her. I used mana transfer until her eyes fluttered open but it wasn’t just mana fatigue that caused her to pass out. Had she been staying awake at night? If so, for how long?
Even though I knew Leera and the rest would be waiting for me, Lilsis had gone way beyond what I’d asked her for. I have no idea what she did to my core but I wanted to believe in her.
With a heavy sigh I picked her up and began to walk to her dorm.
“Wait,” Kalapract said, placing his hand on my shoulder. “She didn’t do anything bad. I was watching the whole time and you should come see me later. Without that, Bob, with you, I can improve on what she did.”
“Ehmm,” Darionus coughed. “I can also improve you, we all know the runes now, so you can trust us to make you better.”
I nodded to them as I left. My core was my life, it was also everyone else’s life. Even though I trusted them, I trusted Lilsis more, that’s why I let her do whatever it was that she did. That’s why I also wanted to get her to her bed. She’d given her all today and she deserved a good rest for her efforts. No, she deserved so much more than that but a trip to her bed was the best I could offer for now.
I could tell from the bags under her eyes that she had stayed awake for several days. Perhaps she already knew what was going to happen and had planned everything beforehand. She was a genius, so I wouldn’t put it past her.
But I didn’t have a gate to the ladie’s dorms, so I had to carry her. I pulled her hood firmly over her face so hopefully she wouldn’t be recognized and ostracized later.
After I found her dorm, I opened her door and looked at the schedule hanging from Caroline’s bedpost. From the X’s drawn I knew that today was Lilsis’s day, in other words she could rest here without interruption.
I flung the blankets off her bed and tried to lay her down but she had a zombie-like grip around my neck.
Well, I was tired too. So I laid down with her and we slept together for a few hours.
After I awoke, I looked out her window and admired the red and orange hues of sunset. I fleshcrafted my way out of her grasp and replaced myself with her pillow.
Even though her bed was warm and soft, I had people that were wondering if I lived or died.
I left the female dorms and patted the cute guard on the head as she tried to chant something at me.
After that, I found Leera and sweeped her up in a happy embrace. “I’m back, Leer,” I said as I kissed her.
The rest of my mates cheered and that night I ate various meats and drank tasty drinks I’d never had before.
Then I laid with everyone in a hot naked pile.
This was my life and I was thrilled to be alive! This match with the god of souls could very well have killed me. If they’d anticipated my actions and planned accordingly then I would’ve been sealed and after my people were all murdered, I would've awakened to a new world devoid of love and life. My sealed ability was fleshcrafting, so I might’ve even been used like a plastic surgeon to enhance the rich or create powerful armies.
Luckily, none of that happened. I won and now I was surrounded by the people that loved me. I should be happy, but why am I crying?
I hugged my mates close to me and realized that I could've lost everything. One wrong move, one slip-up...
I held them all tightly as I took another well deserved rest.
The next day there was a knock on my chamber door.
I rose and rubbed my eyes, then covered everyone up and got dressed.
I opened the heavy door, expecting to see Slater or Aneeza but it was Lilsis that greeted me.
“Hey…” She said in a monotone as she did a small wave.
“And hey to you. So—”
“Want to see something cool?”
“Sure?”
She made a serious face and nodded before walking to the end of the hall. Then, I was standing beside her. Don’t get it wrong, I didn’t walk to her or fly or anything. I was just there.
“Wha?”
“Yep, I fused your voidstone and greystone to your core, placed your symbol on it, then copied it to a smaller one that I fused with my second mana-storing heart. Also, I can channel now and teleport you to me at will. So no more of that shoving me through a gate bullcrap.”
Even though she spoke calmly I could tell she was still rattled by what happened yesterday.
I went to pat her head but she slapped my hand away.
“You don’t deserve it yet, after what you did.”
I don’t deserve to give her headpats!? Is that supposed to be a punishment?
I looked down at my shaking hand, while imagining the soft feathery feeling of her hair.
“Please, may I pat your head?”
She clenched her teeth and gave me a long hard look. “No.”
Well this sucks.
“What else did you do to my core? I know I watched you but I’m not an enchanter.”
“I fused Kalapract’s metal with enhancement stones and carved several hardening enchantments on it. Honestly, I did more than I should’ve but...I didn’t want to worry about you like that again.”
I slowly reached out my hand and this time she let me pet her. Yep, she’s done good! Today’s a two handed head pat day.
“You did a good job, and not just on my core but back there in the cavern. Without you, none of this would’ve been possible.”
I rubbed and massaged her head as her face relaxed and her eyes slowly closed. “No problem…”
She can be cute too, sometimes.
I smiled then finished my massage. Afterwards I had breakfast with her and Ralphus.
“So,” I said, interrupting Ralphus’ loud open-mouthed chomping. “I’ve been meaning to ask you both, about that lash spell.”
Ralphus almost choked as he began to laugh.
Lilsis just shot him a murderous glare as she responded, “I know what it means now, but it’s a unique spell, so there’s no way around chanting it.” She pointed her fork at Ralphus threateningly. “I was a little girl and you had me out there yelling about your big balls and long anatomy during my ranking exam! The instructor laughed so hard they missed my spells. Then he brought over a bunch of other instructors and they all fell on their asses laughing at me.”
Ralphus was now laughing so hard he was pounding the table.
Then, I felt a strange sensation similar to when Mors borrowed my body for fleshcrafting but I wasn’t moving.
“Haha...ha?” Ralphus stopped as a fleshy sack covered his eyes and an erect pervy guy sprouted from his forehead.
“U-unicorn!?” I said, half as shocked as Ralphus.
He took a deep breath and pulled the balls up from his eyes in a saluting gesture as he shot me a disapproving look.
“Don’t look at me, I didn’t do it!”
He then turned his head towards Lilsis, his horn swaying mightily and it was her turn to laugh.
Whatever she did to my core, I can already tell she didn’t tell me everything. To my knowledge, I’m the only being in existence that can perform remote fleshcrafting, let alone fleshcrafting that can make a pervy guy appear in less than a second.
“Okay, John, remove it.” He said, with his hand on his forehead as if he were blocking out the sun.
Lilsis was still cackling.
“No can do. At least, not until you teach her the proper chant.”
He reached up and tried to jerk it off.
“Woah, woah, man. Not at the table, do that in your private time.”
He sighed and let the balls fall in his eyes like some sort of messed up turkey. “Fine.”
He taught her the correct chant and she used me as a proxy to remove his new protuberance. Then after finishing his breakfast he suddenly cursed.
“What!? What is it?” I looked around, slightly worried.
“I should’ve seen Lang first, can you imagine? No, you definitely shouldn’t be imagining Lang. We aren’t swingers.”
Ahhh, I needed a good laugh like that. You know, I feel good today, even if Lilsis can apparently hijack my abilities. Maybe I’ll go visit Fernando, Maria, Gabriel, Micheal, Ezekiel, Evangeline, Faustina, Augustine and Magdalene.
Why is it that my insectoid children all have such noble sounding names? Oh well, let’s go see what their newest forms look like and make sure they’re getting along.
My and Threscia’s children had been busy in the past year. Using Imaginal Disc they’d evolved numerous times, testing out different abilities.
Most of them had opted for forms more suited to hunting plague flies but Maria and Gabriel had gone their own ways. Maria had chosen less and less threatening forms. Probably because she was still a little traumatized from accidentally killing that spy that one time. But Gabriel went the opposite way. Oddly enough they both reached the same middleground and became more human.
Since I was already at Ralphus’s parts shop and trade emporium, I decided to take the stairs down to the zombie room but with every step I took there was a faint echo behind me. Every time I turned around, Lilsis looked away suddenly.
She’s a free person, she can do what she wants during her off time, so if she wants to come with, the more the merrier. Besides Maria would probably love the chance to practise talking with her new vocal cords.
When we arrived at Threscia's webbed home, we were greeted by her imp.
“How are you Don doing? Any kids on the way yet?”
Lilsis smacked me in the back of the head.
“No,” Threscia’s imp giggled. “But we’re trying!”
Lilsis didn’t know that I was trying to help them conceive by their request so my question wasn’t rude. I was basically their doctor.
“Well, then if you don’t mind.”
“Of course not.”
I put my hand on the Imps stomach and used fleshcrafting to examine her internal structures. Manafil was still a mysterious ability to me and this situation with Don and her was also an important one for Vesp and his wife.
Thanks to their innate flash crafting ability from becoming flesh constructs they often took on the traits of the people they opted to serve. But they were originally summoned beings so their bodies were unique. This was new territory and no one, not even me who crafted them knows what’s next.
“Daddy!”
“Poppa!”
“Deadbeat asshole…”
My kids came skittling, flying and running towards me, except that last one. Who said that!?
Flying was an almost unanimous adaptation. I say almost because Maria didn’t care about wings.
But now they were all diverse. Looking at them from a stranger’s perspective I’d say that most of them looked like horrible beings from some ancient world of nightmares but to me they were all cute, cuddly and playful.
As the rest scuttled around my shoulders and playfully chattered, Gabe came walking up to me. I held out my fist and he pounded it while making a pow noise with his primitive vocal cords.
Then Maria doddled over, wearing a small pink one piece. With bows tied around her antenna.
I knelt down and rubbed her smooth carapace. Yep, she’s still bald, just like daddy.
“He..llo… Da...dy!” She said, trying her best to speak.
“Come here!” I said as I picked her up and swung her around. She hissed in laughter then opened her mandibles in her version of a smile.
I opened my storage and gave her a rabbit to eat. I was still fascinated by the way my children ate things.
As I played with everyone, Lilsis tried her best to converse with Maria. I could tell Maria was having fun by her pleased hisses and twitching antennae but I doubt Lilsis knew just how happy she’d made her.
I had a few Mock fights with Gabe, who basically looked like a tiny Fernando now and I could see him becoming like Kamen Rider someday. But his goals were more destructive than that, so it’s more likely he’ll evolve to be something new entirely.
Just as I was about to leave, Fernando showed up with a bag of plague flies and a jar of poisoned water.
My kids flocked to him and the feeding frenzy started. Lilsis noped right the hell out of there and I greeted Fernando. He underwent one additional metamorphosis and got smarter again. But he’s still a good boy!
Maybe someday he and Maria will get together. Despite their differences in size, they’re only six months or so apart in age and he always treats her well.
But that’s all up to them, Fernando is old school, so to speak, so it’s unlikely he’ll ever mate with anyone that doesn’t release the queen’s pheromone. And Maria is trying to move beyond pheromones so maybe it’s not meant to be.
I hugged them all and gave them all the belly-pats they could ever need before I left. Once I raised the web viel, I saw an interesting sight. Threscia and Lilsis were talking.
I darted back in and entrusted Mors with my physical body as I used darkform to spy on them.
“You were always pretty cool,” Threscia said. “Thank you for talking to Maria, she wants to be able to speak to ‘normal’ people some day.”
“Yep, no problem. She’s cute when you get past the whole giant bug thing.”
Threscia laughed. “That’s what I’ve been saying! But if you asked a few years ago where we’d be now. I never would’ve said that I’d be a mother of eight and you’d be some sort of elite necromancer. Can you imagine what we would’ve thought about our current selves?”
“I thought we’d be dead and I was right…”
Threscia smacked her lips as she held up a massive orb of twitching web. She reached inside and popped out a large plague fly larva. She popped it into her mouth and bit down like it was popcorn chicken then offered one to Lilsis who gagged.
“Well, ya know what? We freaking made it, true we died, but so what we’re alive now and I have my kids! I love those little bastards. Maybe you should find a guy and—”
Lilsis looked right at my shade as she spoke. “I’ve got one, but I’m not going to settle down any time soon, it seems...”
Threscia slapped her on the back. “There you go! Lock that man down then pop out a few young ones so Maria won’t feel so lonely. So, who’s the lucky asshole?”
Lilsis looked at me with a ‘save me’ expression and I returned to my body.
I thanked Mors and walked up to the two of them. “Has Faustina been getting enough to drink, her exoskeleton seems a little soft in her midsection… Also you have a leg stuck in your teeth, Threscia.”
I kissed her anyway and she wrapped me with all six of her arms. She’d done a lot of healing this past year and had finally forgiven her family. To be honest, if this was a book, then this whole story was about her. But it wasn’t one of vengeance, it was a story about acceptance and moving on. It was—
“So, I heard about it from her. You can kill gods now.” I could practically feel the heat from Threscia’s soul as her rage bubbled over. “When can we kill that bastard!”
So… Like I said, this is a story about vengeance and murder. No matter what happens… THADS MUST DIE!!
No, death is too easy, I flexed my hand as my mind went to a very dark place.
“You’re so hot right now!” Threscia said as she wrapped a leg around my waist. “Tell me how we’re going to do it. Tell me in as much detail as you can.” She rubbed my twins and they responded with a passion.
Lilsis was forced to watch something very disturbing for the second time today but from her beet red face to the way her hand vanished inside her robe, I could tell she wasn’t disturbed in the slightest.
I could also smell the sticky, cloyingly sweet smell of a woman through my pheromone receptors, Threscia as well.
That’s why when we were done, Threscia smiled at Lilsis as she vanished into her home with treats for our kids.
I can smell what you did, Lilsis. I have a sha’dwarg’s sense of smell and pheromone receptors.
How should I feel about this? Not good, right? I mean she’s, she’s… Just two years younger than her sister. But I’ve done my best to keep our relationship familial. For now, I’ll just ignore it. I know it’s the man’s job to start things but I’m not sure that would be the best thing for her future. For now, there’s already enough on my plate without having to worry about new feelings.
Besides, I already knew.
Lilsis nodded at me for some reason, her cheeks still flushed as I entered Barz’s office to talk to Don.
There were new reports from our scouting units. They’d encountered their first northern village.
From observation alone, it seemed to be lacking men but the women there were working hard in the fields to keep everyone fed. They requested orders.
“Tell them to stand by and send a message to Marrow. Have him coordinate with our scouting unit to make first contact. He’s a hell of a charmer so a village full of ladies will probably submit to us in no time at all. What about our eastward units? Have we found any thriving Garanthi villages?”
“No sir, Garanth has already exhausted its food stores for the previous war. It’s unlikely we’ll find many survivors after the harsh winter.”
“I see… Well have our scouts continue searching, even if they don’t find anyone we still need to secure the coasts.”
After speaking with Don, I carried Lilsis as I flew to the Elven tree fortress. There I played with my son as I told Thia everything that's happened. She deserved some explanation since she was an avatar of Rossereth.
Rossereth herself was still sleeping. Personifying yourself without a host is extremely taxing. I didn’t know that first-hand but Rossereth had told me what to expect beforehand.
Luckily, thanks to Lilsis’ hurtful glares, Cria kept his distance from me and after playing with my son for a while I was able to return to the Dark Academy unmolested.
When I got back, Lina and Slater presented me with their kills for the day. A large gopher and a small saber toothed mountain lion.
I stripped off their fur to trade later and prepared the meat by mincing it together and enhancing its fat content.
I reserved some skewers for Bob and his family and roasted the rest over an open fire as I cuddled Lina in my lap.
“Can I have one?” Lilsis asked.
“Of course, when I mince it like this I use everything. So the meat goes farther, and it also tastes better.”
I tossed in a few cubes of pemmican and soon there was enough for everyone.
After we all ate, I retired to my quarters for my nightly activities. Thankfully, Lilsis left before those began but at some point the warm naked flesh I was used to hugging was replaced by a person wearing a thick robe.
It’s fine if all she wants is to literally sleep with me. I’ve already cuddled her before so I’ll do it again, for as long as she wants.
To my surprise, she wasn’t touching herself or trying to force me to grope her like her sister did. She was pleasantly snoring in my arms.
Well, I guess this isn’t so bad. I thought as I drifted back off again.
I took that opportunity to check on Mors and the soul-fairy, Lacretia. They were still hard at work sorting the new souls that I’d taken. I felt a little guilty but there wasn’t a lot I could do to speed things up, so I left it to them.




Chapter 37: Cultural Obligations - John
A year has passed since I consumed the god of souls.
My scouts have thoroughly explored the Garanthian coast and so far there are no survivors. To the north, we’ve found and converted many villages to our cause, pledging to provide them with many young capable goblin men to plow their fields, hunt their forests and comfort them in the night.
I’m a little jealous of our second gen gobs, but I guess they’re working hard in their own ways.
Fura finally came back to the Dark Academy after ensuring that Therograd was 100% able to feed itself and she'd accomplished what she wanted to there.
Also, Blondie’s father in collaboration with Earl Athan had finally arranged a wedding for us.
Funded by Athan’s assassin co. and Ralphus parts and ale emporium, our wedding will be held in Therograd and everyone was invited to attend.
Am I less of a man because my own son pays for my wedding or is he paying for his mom’s wedding and I’m invited. I looked down at Lina as she tried to put her dress on upside down then got stuck trying to take it off again.
Well, If he doesn’t see me as his dad, then here’s the soul that technically brought him into this world.
This adorable, cute, perfect little person. God I love her!
I helped her dress and she smiled at me showing pure joy. Lina can’t lie, she can’t betray, she can only be her own, honest self at all times.
Normally, the groom isn’t supposed to see his brides on their wedding day but I’m also their tailor. And most of them have non-standard parts to account for, so here I am with tight pants and pervy thoughts as I see my mates dressing in pure white, frilly-cute taffeta-esque monstrocies.
Leera looked at me with annoyance as Nex tripped over her hem and face planted.
Still, they were all charming in their own ways. I even got to see Threscia in a backless gown with her long hair done up.
I felt a merciful release of pressure as the button on my new fancy-pants flew off and I was free.
But before I could ravage my brides Athan showed up and had Yugius sew it back on.
“Uh, sorry about what’s brushing against your forearm. Maybe I need a larger in-seam.”
“Of course, sir but I’m afraid we didn’t bring the fabric.”
“Pardon me, sir, and sirs and madams.” Pamby said as he vented steam. “I couldn’t help but overhear your conversation. The Fitzjarls in their infinite wisdom have in fact provided the fabric needed to keep Master John’s assets concealed. But I must admit I don’t have your skill when it comes to alteration. Please good...ehm?”
“Yugius, good sir. We’ve conversed many times via letters.”
“Yugius!!” Pamby said, Shaking his hand enthusiastically. “It’s so nice to finally meet you! I’ve thoroughly enjoyed our discourse, perhaps we might finally engage in a night of gambles.”
My pants were remade, and probably enchanted but now they looked strange. I guess that’s fine, my balls were covered and my twins had plenty of breathing room. So, good, I guess?
In Theross, there were two common wedding ceremonies. Those that were blessed by Therrossa and those that were blessed by Rossereth, guess which one this was.
But there was a slight problem. Thia was a bride, so she couldn’t also be the priest. Enter five gallons of exsanguinated game and poof, I could summon Rossereth directly.
But...Rossereth was also a bride, so…?
“Heya, Boss. I’ll do it fer ya. Imma ‘one a those’ fer the goddess of chaos, so goodenough right?”
“I’m also doing your wedding, so why not.”
Yep, Bob was my priest. It made sense in the worst way possible but I trusted him. He’d never betrayed me, not in this life or the last one.
I stood at the altar waiting for my brides. The audience was huge, but I’d prioritized seating for the people I knew, like Ralphus, Lang and Red. Reginauld was giving his daughter away so he was in the back with Nex. Blue, Ballbreaker, Lilsis, Don, Vesp… Yep, Vesp was here in all his wyvernly glory. He was also sobbing like a champ. Only Red could compare to the amount of snot and tears that Vesp produced.
Someone began to play an organ-like instrument and Athan walked Leera and Lina down the aisle. Next was Blondie and her father, then Nex and Reginauld. Fura and Katie walked each other and Rossereth in her blood-form walked with Thia. Then lastly, Lilsis who walked with Blair had a complicated expression but she was wearing a white robe for a change, so I guess she approves.
“M-master…” Mors said as she appeared in my mind’s eyes wearing an exquisite gown of her own. “Is it okay if I…”
I don’t think it’s legal to marry yourself, but she deserves it dammit!
“Bob, add Mors to the vows please.”
“Haha! Gonna add yer right hand too, Boss? How’bout me?”
“Just shut the hell up and add her, you ass.”
I could spawn her from my shoulder but then I’d ruin all the thought she’d put into her dress.
Finally, Threscia arrived. I didn’t expect her to come. Especially considering her earlier stances on commitment but here she was in a fine silk dress, being walked down the aisle by Fernando, Rosie and Wendy. From the way the last two pushed her along I could tell that they’d persuaded her to come. She took her place beside me and fidgeted nervously with all six of her hands.
I looked beside me at my blushing brides and a feeling of immense pride filled me to the brim. I’d been through hell with these women. We’d fought and died together, killed and cried. We’d been through more suffering than joy but they stuck with me. And now we’d belong to each other, officially.
The weirdly haunting music stopped and I expected Bob to start some lowbrow comedy routine but instead, he sat back on his massive haunches and adjusted his bowtie.
He spoke in a language that even I didn’t know and a specter formed in front of him. The way it moved in all directions at once but stayed in the same place, reminded me of his form after his body was destroyed. Looking into the being’s eyes, I sensed no hostility but it was hard to look at. It seemed to be all things of all genders and races, all at once.
Having tried to see it, everyone seemed to be holding their breath. No one cried out or panicked, it was more like we were all overwhelmed.
This is my second time being in the presence of a true god and not a fragment and much like the first time I saw Rossereth, it was incomprehensible.
I could tell that it sensed everyone’s discomfort, so it turned translucent and began to speak in a very quiet voice. To say it was beautiful wasn’t quite right. It was a deep warm voice but at the same time a faminine caring one.
Everyone was captivated by it and hung on every syllable of each word it spoke.
Who knew such an amazing thing was inside such a crude person like Bob. Then again, Bob had a lot of depth to him and I’d already learned to expect insane things from him.
It continued to speak as if it’d always known everything about us. It talked about when I met each of my wives. People laughed at my dumb thoughts about naming and my feable attempts to fight my own desires. Then people cried at the thoughts and sentiments of my mates. Of course the beauty and devotion of their thoughts struck me so hard that I was trembling.
Then she got to Fura’s thoughts when we first met. “He looks so tasty! Mmm, I can’t wait to kill him! I want to feel his thick muscle grinding inside me… Tch, wait, he’s an undead, ewww. No, he’s alive again! Alright, I want to drain every last bit of— And he’s dead, ew, get away undead verm— Oh, now he’s alive!”
Everyone had a chuckle while Fura blushed and mouthed an apology to me. I’d expected thoughts like those from her. She was a carnivorous being that devoured men, so it was expected.
Then came the unexpected. Fura’s thoughts after I’d saved her from her mother. They were all soft, extremely sweet thoughts filled with sentimental undertones and regret for treating me like food.
We all sobbed again, then as if to cheer us she recalled Katie’s thoughts in three stages.
They went from repetitive lustful thoughts to softer ones, then to obsession and longing while I was gone. Then to her complete and utter breakdown as she lost herself to feelings of depression and desperation. “She threw herself away without him and lost her mind as she hid herself away. Her body changed, but still she waited then after she attacked him, all she wanted was forgiveness for hurting him, for forcing him. She truly is a child of purity. John accepted her, not only out of guilt but because, in that moment, he knew how much he meant to her. It was then that he finally loved her.”
How does she know all this!?
A voice answered me in my head. “Because I have been all of you at one point in time. I am everyone who ever existed in every reality and divergent timeline and I’ve performed this ceremony millions of times for you with millions of different brides. I’m surprised Quenelia isn’t here now. I guess she sees my gift as a curse so we should let her be.”
Even as she continued the ceremony and spoke soft words to everyone else, she still continued to talk to me, directly into my mind.
“Leera never existed before. Usually you only used the lusty goblin’s soul and you had a mate similar to Katie that looked a lot like Nex. Sometimes you’d combine the two goblins together and create a charming tomboy. Finding the Paradise Falcon was such an unlikelihood that only my champion could’ve made it happen. Even Mors was different before, there are millions of different versions of her, even some timelines without her. Likewise…”
She fell silent, and it was as if everyone woke up from a beautiful dream. The Goddess of Chaos made it a point to look at each and everyone’s face as she let the moment pass. Then she spoke about the one that wasn’t here.
“Liz’s thoughts were about how unreasonable he was. How his existence itself shattered her knowledge of the world. She was fascinated but afraid, she didn’t understand how a person could do so much for someone he didn’t know and ask for nothing in return. That concept was a poison in her veins that infected her mind and ran rampant through her emotions. Her feelings of inadequacy caused her to fall into a deep obsession with the only pure man she’d ever known. Though she isn’t here now, she would’ve been if only she loved him a little less. So I will marry her soul to him on this day!”
A fragment of the Goddess of Chaos split from her and Nex, Lang and I began to weep as we saw a spectre of Liz. Beautifully dressed in a custom gown that covered her centaur body. Her dirty blonde hair was tied up and she smiled bashfully at me as my knees shook.
She spoke to me, but no voice came out. Her lips said I love you, thank you for accepting me.
Now I don't know how to feel. I was angry at the god of souls and Eunice but they were both dead now. I was saddened to the point that I couldn’t speak. Yet, I was so damn happy to see her again, to know that if she’d lived, she would’ve been here with me. She was so beautiful now, so radiant and amazing.
Why did you show me this? There’s nothing I can do now, dammit!
“Oh!? This isn’t from another timeline though,” The goddess spoke to me in my mind with a caring tone.
I didn’t understand, and I couldn’t think clearly now.
I reached my hand out to Liz as her spectre vanished back into the Goddess of Chaos.
I picked up Nex who had fallen to her knees in grief and held her tightly as the Goddess began the last part of the ceremony. We looked into each other’s eyes and with a renewed resolution, we regained ourselves.
Chaos, customized the vows for each of us.
“Do you, Leera, promise to always protect his sanity and preserve the safety and unity of your flock?”
“I do.” Leera said as she lifted her veil and closed her eyes. I hugged her close and bent her back as I kissed her for a long while.
“Do you, Lina, promise to always cheer everyone up and not succumb to your darker emotions?”
“I-I do!” Lina said as she tripped over her dress and splayed her wings in a failed attempt to fly into my arms. I picked her up and kissed the knot on her forehead before I kissed her lips. She used tongue, and I could feel her amazing body heat even through her tight, thick dress as she blushed in the way only she could.
As we parted, I could only feel grateful to her as she restored my soul and tempered my mind.
“Do you, Nex, take—”
“Of course, I will always honor my love, and do my best to strengthen our tribe and our bonds. We were weak before, but we’ve grown to take our rightful place. This man is our god, but he is my first, and last mate. I will honor our fallen sister,” She said as she looked at the vacant space Liz’s spectre once occupied. “Our daughter is already strong and our people thrive but even without that. John, I love you and all that I am is yours. Now how do I remove this dress? This is when we procreate, yes? Help me get this off!”
I was holding her like before, so I just took her hand and kissed her until she melted in my arms.
Reginauld, Ballbreaker and her brother all smiled and I got the feeling they understood the situation better than Nex.
I whispered to Nex, reminding her that this wasn’t a goblin wedding and she blushed.
“So we don’t need to…”
“Nope.”
“But I want to!”
“Later, I promise!”
She frowned but accepted it as I slowly let her down and the Goddess continued.
“Fura, do you take John and promise to foster your fields and never betray the secret promise you made to yourself? Will you be his and his alone from now until you should wither?
“I will. I have become the sprout that basks in his glow and our seedlings will never have to worry about withering in darkness. I am his and his alone.”
I kissed Fura as her soft mounds pressed into my chest and her vines wrapped around us.
“Katie,” The Goddess said. “Do you—”
“I do!” Katie said leaping into my arms, her eyes still muddled with tears. “I’m so happy, right now!”
I tucked her veil behind her horns and kissed her. It’s true that I never saw Katie as a very faminine sort of woman but today she at least looked the part and her energy was infectious. After all the seriousness from before, I needed her enthusiasm.
And then, she began humping my leg like a horny dog.
“I didn’t wear them you know—”
“I do, and god knows I had enough trouble getting you to wear clothes in the first place.”
“Ehehe,” she laughed as she wrapped her legs around my waist and let her delicate hooves dangle behind me. “Thank you for letting me be my own race. I know you could’ve made me something else but you accepted me as I am.”
“Actually, I changed your gender. I spent some time in the library here and there are no female satyrs. I’m sorry I never told you that before…”
She grinned broadly as she cradled my crotch. “Doesn’t matter! I probably had one before, but now I have two! As long as you take responsibility for me, it doesn’t matter anymore.”
I kissed her again and pried her away. Still, I have to hand it to Yugius, this china-cut dress fully accentuates the soft fur of her legs while making her hooves look like high-class high heels.
The goddess didn’t miss a beat as she called up Thia. “Thia do you take John, even though he’s worshiped by your opposing faction and do you promise to entrust yourself and your people to him even though you once feared he might corrupt you?”
“I do!” She said stepping forward with pride. “This man restored us and provided me with a strong, smart baby boy. Though my people look down on his muscular form and his dark mana, I’ve only ever felt comfort in his embrace. He is the King we always needed and the lover I always dreamed of. Even my Goddess loves him, so I would be a fool not to feel the same!”
Until that moment, I never knew that a being of pure blood could blush, but as Rossereth shifted uncomfortably, I could pick up on her feelings through our link.
I raised Thia’s viel and kissed her for far too long as I’d done before. She held her fingers to her lips as we parted and covered her face as her brother cheered.
“Rossereth, do you—”
“Yeah, yeah,” she said as she locked lips with me, bending me backward. Suddenly I was the postcard woman from a WW2 postcard. A warrior Goddesses’ love was forceful, sudden and genuine.
She cradled my head as she brought me back up to my feet. “I’m sorry if it tastes bad, but you were the one that wanted to marry us separately.”
How should I tell her that my ghoul side loves her flavor, without creeping her out? Answer, I don't. I just smiled like an idiot and let her walk away.
“Blondie, as you have taken to being called. Do you accept this man and promise to raise his honor and bear his children with your body no matter how he is perceived by others. Will you devote yourself completely to him and raise your children as a proud mother and a true partner?”
“I do,” she said in a noble tone that brooked no argument. “And I will.”
Blondie had the finest dress. Her hair was tied back and braided with silken strands and diamonds. To anyone seeing her for the first time, they might say they saw the formation of a new goddess.
She walked forward with as much grace as Leera, though she stopped to pat Lina’s hair. I kissed her, and felt her body give in as I held her.
“You do know we have a goblin wedding after this, right?”
She tensed up for a moment then nodded shyly before retaking her position.
“Threscia,” The goddess said. “Do you promise to love, accept and protect him, for as long as you choose to live?”
“I...” Maria nudged her. “I do.”
She moved her mandibles and I kissed her perfect lips. A shy Threscia was a cute Threscia. I savored that moment for a bit too long and then it was my turn to be nudged. 
“Then, Belaira,” the Goddess said. “Come forward.”
Something was different here. The goddesses’ tone was more serious.
“Do you promise to never kill him, and accept his unconditional love?”
“W-what!?” Blair said, her eyes large.
“Now that it’s happened, he will never stop loving you even when you kill him. He’ll live on for millions of years in the darkness of space. He’ll pray for death but he can’t die, he’s never died and he never will. He’ll hate you, but as he talks to himself in his loneliness, he’ll call out your name with tears in his eyes and the next time you see him, he won’t love you anymore. He’ll sob like a baby as he seals you.”
“W-w-what does that even mean!?” Blair stammored.
“He’s not a mortal man, killing him at the height of his love for you won’t mean a thing. Besides he already loves you, so do you promise to trust him and believe in his obsessive love for you?”
“Obsessive!?” Blair’s face crinkled up in rapture as a warm stream of tears ran down her face.
My eyes grew wide as I realized what the goddess was saying. I know I should’ve rejected Belairia then and there but right now, all I could feel was her depth of her devotion.
And it was thanks to my calm reaction that Nex and Lina didn’t kill her. Though the smoke elemental did make an appearance.
What Blair also didn’t know was that my core was now tied directly to her sister. I really don’t think she could kill me, even if she wanted to.
“She could.” The goddess of chaos said, directly into my mind. “And she did, each and every time she’s been at this altar, she’s killed you a night later. But I will say that this version of her is different somehow. Bob always stays the same, but you always surprise me. Perhaps it’s because you and only you can never die but you seem to learn from each loop of time. However you treated her, she seems to be calmer now than I’ve ever seen her.”
I rejected her at first, then I watched her fight, then I trained with her. Have I never done that before?
“You have… But never in that order, maybe you did something new this time?”
I fleshcrafted our bodies together, afterwards, to calm her down.
“You—you never cease to amaze me, father. By combining yourself with her on a physical level…” The goddess seemed to be pondering something. “Could that really be what she wanted all along?”
F-Father!?
“You’ll know one day, but that day is a long time from now.”
My daughter inhabited Bob!?
Without thinking, I merged my hand with Blair’s and kissed her. Our blood flowed between our connected veins and she sighed in relief as her pulse calmed down.
“I do,” Blair said, still puzzled by the Goddess's words.
We kissed once more and Blair beamed at me. “We’re one now, I’m so happy!”
I noticed the goddess of chaos shift into a form that resembled Blair as she smiled. She held her hand up to Nex and Lina and from their reactions, I assumed she spoke to them as she’d been speaking to me.
They both sighed out fog and retook their places beside me.
“And lastly,” The goddess started. “Aunt Mors, you’ve always been here, but only 70% of the time do you become a bride. Do you take John in all his depravity as your husband.”
I closed one eye so I could see Mors in her pretty dress. “I do!”
She kissed me even though our sizes were so different, then she bowed to the goddess.
“I now pronounce you all man and wives and give you my blessing as the second goddess in all existence. No one shall ever refute, diminish or change your relationship. Barring death himself, you shall always be together from now until forever as your souls are bound together. No matter which world or which cycle, you shall find each other again and again for as long as I create and John destroys.”
I wanted to call out to the Goddess of Chaos as she vanished but the day was still young and my priorities were firmly on the women beside me and their happiness.
Bob returned to himself and the afterparty started. The drink and food flowed freely as we all celebrated. It’s been a long time since I had all my mates together in one place, no, counting Blondie we’ve never all been together at once at least not as partners.
Everything went well and we laughed until our faces hurt. Then came the goblin wedding for Rossereth, Blair, Blondie and Threscia.
Rossereth returned to Thia and I had everyone leave their dresses on as I proved my love in front of everyone.
Later that night, Leera made sure that we all got a little closer in our quarters and when I awoke the next day I was surrounded by a mass of white taffeta and frills as my drunken mates clung to me.
If I had it my way, this would be how I lived. But Blondie had to return to her territory, so I gave her some special attention before she left. I saw her and her family off and returned to my warm bed.
Blondie really seemed to come into her own now, she’s even helping her father manage their territory and using their lands for massive fields of Fura’s vegetables while handling all our logistics with warehouses. It’s like she decided to grow up and now her territory will probably rival Therograd in prosperity.
As if to interrupt my honeymoon, there was a knock at the door. We were staying in the fancy quarters of what used to be a high class inn, not in the Duke’s manse. We converted that to barracks, officer quarters and a city planning/agricultural planning command station.
I sighed in relief when it was just an orc delivering wedding gifts. No toasters, nor toaster ovens present. Just meat, vegetables and every kind of alcohol that Therograd could produce, which was a lot after I gave Ralphus the breweries.
The orc helped me bring it all in and my wives and I spent another three days in that room cementing our feelings since we no longer had to leave for food or drink. We’d sleep, we have sex and we’d talk. It was perhaps the most blissful time I’ve had since coming here.
Then, on the fourth day.
“Can we crack a window?” Threscia said. “It smells like jiz and meat in here.”
Nex inhaled deeply and quivered. “Yes, it is wonderful! We are surrounded by—”
“Imma stop you there, girl.” Threscia said, holding one of her hands up. “You’re starting to sound like you're about to sing ‘Favorite Things’, but ‘John jizz and whisky and Lina’s soft wings’ aren’t… Actually it kinda works but it isn’t christmas.”
I opened the window and with the sudden surge of fresh air, my nose woke up.
“Holy hell, it smells like old cottage cheese left in a gym locker.” I said, gagging.
And, aren’t I a little skinny right now? Did I really pump out so much man gravy that my whole body changed? Actually I don’t think I ever stopped. I mean every time I slept it was Mors’ turn so, damn.
Fura sat up amid the clatter of empty bottles. “I am not to be stinking!” She said, losing her focus on English.
Nex got near her, then noped and fled back to my side.
Should I...do I smell her?
Fura stood up, and stretched, thrusting her unprotected ladies forward. A stretching wife is meant to be embraced!
Besides who ever heard of a stinky spriggan. I’m sure she probably just smells like pine trees and citrus leaves.
I embraced her, feeling her fatty mounds pressed against my chest, then, I regretted it.
“Freaking vindaloo!?” I sealed my nostrils using fleshcrafting so that I could kiss her, then I slowly backed away until I thought I was safe.
Before this moment, I loved vindaloo, but not when it’s coming from a beautiful woman’s pits.
Actually, that might not be too bad.
But I nodded to Threscia and scooped up Lina so we could go to the baths but something warm ran down my arms.
She leaked!?
I quickly helped Leera up and all of us got dressed and made our way to the luxurious baths in the inn. After that we ate at every stall and restaurant in town and called Vesp so we could return to the Dark academy.
So ended my honeymoon.




Chapter 38: The Survivors of New Garanth - John
A few months after my return, Don came rushing into my quarters with a map.
“We found a huge settlement in Garanth!”
He unrolled the map on the floor and frantically pointed towards the northeastern coastline.
“When you say huge, how big are we talking about here?”
He circled a large chunk of land that included a section of mountains as a natural cove.
Knowing Garanthians, this place wasn’t chosen randomly. The mountains formed a natural barrier from three sides and the most reasonable way in was by boat.
But how should I approach this? With that much land covered, there could be a hundred thousand of them there. Their society was well structured, so I have no doubts they already had guards, patrols and defenses set up.
“Any observation reports or casualties yet?”
“One casualty, but our scouts report seeing a fully developed city. This place might’ve been there since before the Therossian war.”
I looked down at the map and compared it to Therograd. “Damn, you could fit four Therograds in there.”
I felt a slight weight on my back and a soft chin on my shoulder as Leera examined the map with me. “Shouldn’t we try to make peaceful contact?”
I could feel a hard frown forming on my face. “I don’t do that. I won’t be recognizing any other nations, kingdoms or sovereign entities. So, it would go like this: ‘Hello, would you please surrender unconditionally and serve me? If you did, that would be just swell!’”
“Not true,” She said, rubbing my shoulders. “We have much to offer. The enemy of our enemy, for one and Fura’s Vegetables which can grow anywhere.”
“I don’t think that the proud survivors of Garanth would surrender to vegetables.”
I would ask if we already tried to make contact but Kobolds are still considered monsters by normal people and Garanthians are prickly by nature, so there’s no point.
“Perhaps if we gave them a convincing show of force, we could get them to listen. They respect strength and honor more than words but without using the gate, it would take us years to get there. When was the report received, Don?”
“Yesterday, it’s date was six months ago.”
“See, the whole reason we were able to get it that quick was because the Kobolds have tiny settlements that act as relays for missives, orders and reports. This report here, represents a hundred Kobolds running their fastest for days on end, then handing it off to the next settlement.”
“Whatever happened to that furry black one that got attached to you?” Leera asked, remembering the times I played fetch with the little armored guy.
“He was already a leader, so I officially promoted him. He’s probably a proud father and sturdy commander in one of the far settlements by now. And before you ask, the lizard-kin ones are there too and the gremlins. But to have so many settlements they must be on the fifth generation by now, so I’ve never met most of them.”
I sat back and let Leera’s hair fall over my shoulders as I leaned against her legs. “Don, get Vesp’s mate and bring her here, provided they aren’t in the middle of something, then bring me a current food report on our meat stores.”
Leera leaned down to give me an upside down kiss, then I closed my eyes to talk to Mors and Lacretia.
We had some Garanthian souls but not as many as you’d think. The fragments of the god of souls were all tomes of knowledge and spellcraft. In other words a normal Garanthian would look at them with disdain. So the souls we had were mostly Me cultists. At least that was good news as they instantly became cooperative after I spoke with them for a while.
I learned quite a bit about ancient Garanthian rights of power and their old customs to challenge for leadership. I was also able to form a timeline.
They started out as tribes, then kingdoms. After that, hundreds of wars happened until their first emperor united them. After that they sealed their borders and refused trade, while focusing on strengthening their people and their empire.
The souls were old, so it stops there but I could guess the rest. Theross grew, thanks to the Garanthian’s ignoring them and protecting the east coast. Theross became strong by embracing magic over the sword and trading with other countries. Then at some point, Theressa said ‘gimme that’ while pointing the King towards Garanth. Seeing his people dying of hunger, he had little choice but to obey.
Then, a crusade ran through it with forcing and conscripting the survivors. Then someone else ran through it, forcing and conscripting the survivors. Then two harsh winters after wars and famine and poof, the last survivors migrated to the only place they had left.
So they sure as hell aren’t going to give it up easily.
It would be easier to just drop in and kill them all like I did with Therograd but honestly I could use more warriors and they’re actually in a good position to challenge Theross from an unexpected direction.
I felt a soft weight on my lap and opened my eyes to see Lina butchering a large gopher. She smiled up at me and fed me piece while I put together a plan in my head.
I’ll try to use the old rights to win them over. Even if I don’t get leadership right away, time is on my side and I’d rather have live men fighting for me by their own wills, than to kill and erase worthy men of honor.
Although Lacretia wasn’t back to her annoying self yet, she seemed to be interested this time. So she slapped my forehead and taught me all forms of Garanthian from ancient to noble.
“Was it necessary to slap my forehead?”
“Sure.” She said as she flew off to continue organizing souls.
Mors kissed my forehead with a chuckle then flew off after her.
A day later, it was finally time to keep my promise with Vesp.
I had the Imps heap up a massive pile of meat in the zombie room. The dark academy could survive on the meat that was left but I’d already sent letters to Threograd, Blondie and Athan to send over what they could comfortably spare to make up for what I was using today.
Vesp’s mate had already taken on wyvern-like qualities and her body itself was used to being a large form, so I got right to it. Under Vesp’s watchful eyes I carefully assembled her. There were parts where it was tricky but by adding in a few large mana gathering hearts to stabilize her mana-filled parts I was able to maintain her form while I worked. I let Mors focus on the fleshcrafting while I worked on filling her with massive amounts of mana.
Even for me, it took the greater part of an hour to make her but Vesp seemed pleased when I was done. And seeing them wrap their wings around each other brought joy to my heart.
I gave them a week together while I assembled the people I would be taking with me.
Of course, my mates wanted to go, except for Thia and Blondie. Thia had Artur to tend to because he was still just a normal toddler and god help us if he had a tantrum. And Blondie still had her territory and her family to worry about, she also had no combat abilities to speak of. But she did send me Magna and Jason, the two Metal Golems Kalapract and I made way back when.
I wanted to worry about her, but from our Kobold’s reconnaissance, I already knew that all the other noble houses had died and any other village or city close to her had already become a part of our nation. Also, she had Mecha-Pamby! The world’s strongest butler, so yeah. I guess I’ll trust her judgement there.
Jason seemed to be in good spirits and Magna had developed a personality. It was clear that being in a loving yet strict household like Blondies had done them some good.
After that, I also took back a handful of my horned Garanthians and all of my goblin berserkers.
Garanthians revile magic and these were all my strongest physical fighters except for my Oni and the Giants but I’d need more than two wyverns to carry them.
The day of departure approached and I was visited by someone I didn’t expect.
“Yo…” Lilsis said, trying to seem natural while she leaned against the wall.
“Sup…” I responded.
She nodded for a while. “So, if I feel like you’re in danger, I’ll teleport you back here.”
My eye twitched. “Define danger…”
“If something breaks the barrier on your core.”
I sighed as I spoke. “Fine, I’ll agree to that, for now. It’s better than the world ending.”
She smacked her lips. “Yep… So, be careful and stuff. And take care of my sister, don’t let her hurt herself.”
She lowered her hood and headbutted my chest.
I still loved rubbing her head but now that she was full grown, it’d become a little awkward. There was also the fact I could smell pheromones and she was loaded with them now.
My head rubbing became a full on massage and she started to moan a little as her knees went weak. Her womanly smell began to make my head foggy as my twins pressed against her stomach and her hand vanished into her robes.
“I knew it,” Threscia said from the doorway as she sniffed the air. “Is this really enough for you?”
Lilsis blushed and yanked her hands out of her robe in a panic. “I-it’s—” She stopped there and quickly walked away.
Threscia sighed and leaned on my shoulder. “We should tell her it’s fine. Only you and me can smell it, and all it says is give me the D or you’re mine! Blair and I talk about it sometimes, she’s very okay with it.”
“Let’s not rush things, Lilsis is going about it at her own pace and,” I looked down at my pants and cursed at the tent. “Dammit! Vesp won’t let me ride like this.”
Threscia solved that problem in about thirty seconds with her spinderella. Then seemed to take pleasure at my loss of pride.
It’s hot, tight, wet and it spins… You find yourself a bug lady and give it a try sometime, see how long you last!
“I don’t think that applies to me, Master.” Mors said, shifting uncomfortably. “But it was nice…”
“Ha!” Threscia said as she took her hand off my throat. “I can make a new shirt out of this later.”
I am so confused and turned on right now! And also a little angry for some reason.
“Oh, don’t look at me like that,” She said, giving me a small kiss. “You enjoyed it and you know it.” She saw my twins springing back to life and forced me back against the wall again. “Looks like I’ll have enough for some new pants too!” She said with an evil grin as she choked me again.
This time I lasted for a full...35 seconds… Is it weird to be turned on that she’s going to use my seed to make silk?
After all the morning shenanigans were done, we gathered in the zombie room and mounted our respective wyverns. They’d been fitted with a sort of armor/saddle to keep us from falling off. I could tell it bothered Vesp but he was still happy enough after his week of bliss to forgive me for it.
Though the trip started out well enough, when everyone learned we’d be traveling for a few months, several people lost their enthusiasm. Luckily enough, fear quickly replaced it as Vesp kicked it into high gear and we sped through the skies.
Then whenever we bedded down for the night, the Wyvern’s presence scared off any creatures in the area. It was good for sleeping but bad for hunting, so we’d hunt in shifts and eat whatever we could find. Lina had no troubles at all feeding me and my mates and I’d often accompany her on her flights. It was a wonderful feeling, flying free with a cute woman like Lina and she definitely earned my respect with her ability to find and kill prey.
This was her, in her natural element and all I could do was struggle to keep up. But I still had my moments whenever we’d find a bear or a larger sort of prey. Not that she couldn't kill it, just that I could carry it without summoning an elemental.
Even though we were going to a dangerous place to fight many well trained fully prepared warriors, it still felt like a camping trip to me. Of course I knew that this happy atmosphere wouldn’t last and dread grew in my mind as if this was all going to end badly. Maybe, this was only the calm before the storm.
Once we were almost there, we took a day off at the ocean. Not for sightseeing, but for food and rest before we had to fight an unwinnable battle.
Well, unwinnable isn’t the right word. I could win, very easily but that was the last resort. Nope, that wasn’t what I meant. What I meant was that most, if not all my men and me would be fighting to the death. And we’d be up against thousands in a drawn out battle where I’d probably be the last one standing. My mates were barred from participating, if I saw them die, even temporarily, I know I’d lose it and we’d blow the whole plan.
It wasn’t exactly a good plan to begin with but I was going to invoke every ancient right possible until I earned their respect. After that, maybe they’d talk with us.
My men set up camp a large distance away from us so I could have some privacy with my wives as we sat in the sand.
Blair seemed right at home with her sun kissed skin but after she stripped, her tan lines became more noticeable. Leera turned red in only a few hours and the rest were fine, having fun in the water.
I also got to see Vesp’s fishing method and suddenly it became clear how wyvern’s lived in the wild. He would sweep down and screech at the water, then moments later fish floated to the surface and he'd scoop them all up in his mouth.
He did this until he was full, then he did it a few more times for us and his wife.
Lina tried to do it… She’d fly down and yell at the water, then she’d look at it expectantly for a while. Now, she’s sitting on my lap, pouting.
Nex showed her the way I’d taught her people to fish before, with arrows, spears or sticks. Lina caught on immediately and soon she had a fish of her own skewered on her bone spikes.
Night came and we set up a large bonfire to cook our catches of the day. I’d brought a few pans and a large pot, so I boiled away some seawater then tossed in a few large chunks from an eel-like thing Vesp caught. After I simmered it for a while, I finished it on the fire.
The whole time, Leera looked on with admiration. I’d almost forgotten how enamored she was with human cooking practices.
“Hey, hey! What’s that do?” She said as she watched me.
It was unbelievably cute to watch such a mature person acting like a kid again.
After we were done eating, we had our last full night of sleep before our big day came.




Chapter 39: Rights invoked - Garanthian General Seiluk
“HAH!” My captain said, kneeling in salute. “Wyverns spotted, Sir!”
I took a deep breath and grabbed my shield and spear. “Ready the men on the walls and prepare the ballistas. Let’s prove that we haven’t gone soft yet!”
I rushed to the lookout over the gate to the cove as my men took aim. We’ve never fought a wyvern but legends tell us of glorious battles with them in the past. If we manage to kill one, then stories of our deeds will be sung to our children and our children’s children. This is a good day!
“Overhead, Lookout!”
Our shots missed and something heavy fell off the wyvern with enough force to displace the sand.
“Is it dropping stones on us?” The captain said as he took through a spyglass. “S-sir! It’s a, man?”
I pulled the spyglass away and saw a tall gray-skinned man with glowing eyes, walking casually towards us. Suddenly the wyverns weren’t as interesting anymore.
“Archers, take aim!”
We waited until the man was in range, but something stayed my hand. It felt cowardly to fire on an unarmed man with so many archers. As that thought crossed my mind, the man raised his fists into the air, then down to his sides. The old gesture for a challenge.
“So, he wishes to fight us.” I could feel a smile on my face. A man who rides a wyvern, there is glory to be had here!
I stopped my archers and walked down to the beach.
When the man saw me, he walked towards me without fear or hesitation, even after seeing our show of force.
My heart beat with excitement. I’ve been in many battles, but no one has challenged my people in my lifetime at least not honorably. Those damned Therossians just sat back and launched their spells, then they’d hide behind their barriers. But him, he walks alone with no weapons in his hands. Right into range, right towards me.
He held out his hand and spoke the words of challenge in our old dialect, invoking an ancient right to succession. But I wasn’t some hill king and the emperor was dead. I was just one of five generals that led our people here.
Still I shook his wrist and he nodded. “Well met. Will you accept my challenge?”
He speaks like a warrior, his grip is firm and he hides no weapons. But it’s plain to see that he isn’t one of our people. Though what he wears does resemble our ancestors and he’s also bald, leaving no hair to pull or weakness to exploit.
We often shave our heads before a battle or a duel; he came here, prepared to fight and die.
My father had taught me the old words to say, should a challenger come for my position.
But this wasn’t only about that and he wasn’t asking for my position. He wanted to rule us and so, because the emperor is dead, he would need to beat every other challenger starting with us, the generals.
He noticed my expression and smiled. “I know the rules of honorable combat and I’m not making light of you. I’ve brought others with me and we promise to fight until death or surrender with every challenger, until one of our peoples has no challengers left.”
I looked up at the wyverns circling our city. He could’ve attacked us from above weakening us or destroying our defenses. Against two wyverns, I wouldn’t be surprised if we lost half our people.
“I grant you permission to bring your challengers. Provided the wyverns aren’t among them.”
He nodded and the Wyverns landed in the sand by the water. Several exotic women came running followed by strange inhuman men carrying several large baskets.
He smiled and invoked one more rite, one that we still use. The right to feast before battle.
To me, in that moment, he seemed like the stories of our ancient kings and warriors of old. There was no denying that he was strange but honor begets honor. It doesn’t matter who you are, if you have the strength you may challenge anyone and if that person refuses, then they lose.
“Today is indeed a fine day.” I said to the man as I walked off to prepare our side of the feast.
The baskets were all filled with fish and the man gave us a barrel of the finest ale I’ve ever tasted.
The generals and I sat with the man and his men as we told stories of great deeds. I could tell from the smiles of my men that they were enjoying themselves and the horned ones spoke in our language as well.
They told a story that I’d heard too often. A story of dishonor and death after the war. Killing the weak is looked down on but they did spare the women.
The one closest to us rubbed one of his horns. “These are a reminder of our misdeeds and of John’s forgiveness.”
“Tell me about the helms those two wear. How do they eat without removing them?”
John, as he was called, answered with a laugh. “Those are not helms, that’s their skin.”
Strange. I passed on the next cup of ale. I was getting too comfortable with these people. But the man, John, continued to drink and eat his fill. Perhaps he came here to die and wanted to feast one last time.
I began asking more serious questions after my men and I switched to water.
He was a leader of what he called a nation and was soon to be at war with the remnants of Theross. He said he didn’t come here to beg or bribe us to help him but to win our favor for the war.
Then when he’d finished his final mug of ale, he told us the things we didn’t want to hear. The dishonorable Academy was his home but he said he took it over and the previous leader there was dead now.
He said he could and did use magic but neither he nor his men would use it in their fights with us. We had no choice but to believe him, afterall he could send those wyverns in any time he wanted.
The next thing he spoke about was his army. There were beasts and monsters in it, or was it that they were all monsters. It’s said that some of our people once had good relations with the orcs in the mountains here and we still had a few orc-crafted weapons our grandfathers had passed down but goblins… They were weak, foul-smelling creatures without honor.
“These are goblins,” John said as he gestured at the scarred green men.
No matter how long I looked at them, I couldn’t see any weakness. If anything they all gave off the air of a seasoned veteran whose eyes had seen death hundreds of times. They too had switched to water, perhaps even before us and the excitement on their faces said they were ready.
But why bring the women, was he gifting them. Most of them weren’t human, so I didn’t think that was their purpose. I looked over at them, the one closest to him had a beautiful face but her body was bad. She’d have a hard time bearing children, perhaps she was only—
My thoughts froze as I felt John’s eyes on mine as he followed my gaze. I’d seen many men battle crazy and filled with bloodlust. Men who were resigned to die and wanted to take as many with them as possible. But this was different, it felt like I was facing death itself, as if he was suddenly struggling to hold back.
“They are my wives,” he said. “They are each warriors in their own rite, but they are not here to be ogled or fought. And if any man lays a hand on them, then if they don’t kill him, I will.”
No one here took that as a joke or a threat. The way he said it brooked no argument.
It was time to begin.
We made our way back outside the gates to a ring we constructed in the sand. We discussed the final rules and we agreed to his condition that they would be able to switch men at will between fights. They extended the same condition to us, but we refused. We already outnumbered them and they were fighting us all. To not accept a handicap would be the same as saying that we would lose.
If we won that way, there would be no glory to this fight.
John was the first to enter the ring. He still had no weapon, so I discarded my spear and shield.
We grabbed each other’s wrists and took a few steps back as I tried to read his first move.
His leg tensed and I… Huh?
When I opened my eyes I was lying outside the ring with several other men. John was fighting someone else now, and I got to see what likely happened to me as he moved so fast that my man had no time to do anything but fall.
John noticed I was awake as my man was hauled out of the ring. John raised his hand in the air to switch out and came to sit beside me.
“You probably think I tricked you somehow, but I never said I was human and I didn’t use any magic. It was—”
“I saw. You fight with honor, I’ll not be calling foul here.”
He slapped my back like one of my old buddies used to, and pointed to the ring. “This one is one of my gobs. They don’t fight bare-handed because they don’t know how to hold back. So tell your men to wear their armor and bring their weapons. It’ll be all deathmatches until I get my next turn.”
I shouted, to tell them to arm themselves and the battles I saw from there were the bloodiest and most brutal spectacles of death I’d ever seen.
That one ‘gob’ stayed in the ring until nightfall and killed his last challenger even though he’d lost an arm three matches ago.
The gob died from blood loss in between rounds but his body stayed standing with a satisfied smile on its face.
Some of my men cheered, as others clenched their fists and pounded their chests in respect. To die on your feet with a smile on your face, there is no greater death than that.
The words slipped out of my mouth. “A glorious death…”
John nodded with a proud smile.
The next one of John’s men was one of my former countrymen. He held an axe and a shield, so he must have been from the southern armies. Still he was large and well built, so it was clear to see that he’d been training constantly.
As the fight began, his moves were quick, precise and without hesitation. I’d judged the man wrong, he was no low ranking soldier. Not a thing about him said amateur.
John’s man continued to fight as the shift changed and our gathered men went back to eat sleep and start their guard duty.
Looking over at John, his eyes were closed and his wives had gone to sleep with the wyverns.
Still, that same horned man fought on, he spared those he could, but killed whenever the opportunity would arise.
Half of John’s men were resting, sleeping or eating. I decided to do the same.
Thanks to the fact that John had gone first, we generals and our captains were still alive. If it had been that last gob, then… Sleep didn’t come easy and almost as soon as I closed my eyes, it was time to get up again.
I dressed and rushed back to the ring.
So many bodies had been dragged away that the sand was red all the way back to the gate.
I know it’d been at least eight hours, since I’d been here, but that same horned man was still in the ring. His body was covered with so much blood it was hard to tell how damaged he was. But I did notice a large gash in the left side of his face. His eye was gone and his teeth were exposed as blood dripped from him in slow waves.
Why didn’t they switch him out? We gave them that right.
John noticed me and nodded before returning his attention to the match.
I walked up beside General Behshalt who’d chosen to stay the night.
“Why didn’t they switch him out. He could still live and fight again.”
“When?” Behshalt said, never taking his eyes from the ring. “He’s had that gash for hours now, before that it was a spear to the gut. Other than that John, I don’t think they ever planned on switching out.”
“But then, are they insulting our honor, do they—”
“It doesn’t feel like that, does it?” He waved his hand towards our men. “Does anyone here look dishonored?”
The men were all watching with wide eyes and rapt fascination.
“Do you remember the story of the guardian of the spring?”
“Yes.”
“This horned countryman is every bit the hero from that story. But he doesn’t protect a spring, he fights for redemption. This isn’t about staying alive, like the guardian, he’s weighed his honor above his life and even if it’s pointless to do so, he will die to regain something lost.”
I nodded as we watched the horned man’s last moments.
With a final warcry, he slammed his shield into the ground and stabbed his axe into his thigh as he rested on them both. His body spasmed one last time as his knee rested against his shield. This is the second man to die on his feet.
I drew in a deep breath and cheered as I slammed my fist against my breastplate to show respect.
Behshalt did the same and wiped a tear from his face and he spoke. “Every man here, like every man yesterday has seen the death of a true warrior! Though this man may be dead, he shall be forgiven and his name will be enshrined in legends as a Garanthian hero!”
I slammed my fist against my breastplate followed by everyone there. Whoever John was, if he trained men like this, then his challenge was no jest and he was a person I’d gladly serve. Strength trains strength, honor begets honor. These men held glory close to their hearts and died in its embrace.
They will be immortalized for as long as our people should live.
John, carefully removed his man from the ring and said something in another language to his men. They all stood in a perfect line and cheered for the fallen man.
Then I felt a mix of excitement and horror as another gob stepped into the ring.
“Fifty-seven,” Behshalt said. “That’s how many men the horned one killed. That’s his worth, fifty seven of our men faced him, and thirty three of them died. The rest only lived because he spared them. John took, actually I was laid out right after you, so I don’t know. But the last green one. He only fought for half a day but he killed forty two of ours, none spared. These green ones only fight to kill. They don’t defend and they barely dodge.”
“Forbidden warriors,” I said, remembering a dark part of our past. “Berserkers… But, they don’t eat mushrooms, and if anything, they seem calm.”
The gob in the ring looked down at his dagger, then smiled as he tossed it away.
John’s eyes got big and he opened his mouth as if to say something but our man was already in the ring. He tossed his weapons like the gob had and John winced.
The warm feeling of pride we had before was quickly replaced by excitement and dread.
That Gob tore our man’s throat out with his teeth, then tossed the body out of the ring as it licked its lips.
The anger in the air was palpable as the gob said something to John and John approached us.
“He said that the challenger threw away his life when he threw away his weapons. He also said that he only did that to even things up, so your men are free to wear their armor and keep their weapons.”
I swallowed hard as I suppressed my rage. “And you expect me to tell my men that!”
He turned to his gob and spoke again. The green one sighed and picked up his dagger.
I could hear my heartbeat in my ears. “Did you just force him to pick up his dagger?”
John said nothing as his gob held the dagger in his offhand.
Our next man entered the ring and kept his shield and spear.
The match started and the gob put his daggered hand behind his back but the results were the same.
Both me and Behshalt looked at each other with clenched fists.
“He’s holding a weapon now,” John said with a smile. “So it’s fair, right?”
That statement stuck in my mind like a jagged bone in my throat. His gob was at an even bigger handicap now and our men were at a clear advantage. But by the rules, it was fair.
Perhaps it was the fatigue but Behshalt couldn’t hold his tongue. “Do not use weapons against this man!” He commanded.
John spoke to the gob again and it shrugged as it tossed its dagger away again.
I watched in horror as man after man was killed. The lucky ones had their throats ripped out by the gobs teeth. The unlucky ones were ripped limb from limb and left to bleed to death.
After a while Behshalt turned pale and left. He’d already been up since yesterday and what was happening in front of us wasn’t a fight anymore. It was more like our men were marching off a cliff and that’s when I realized it. The first two were probably the weakest.
He chose to go the opposite way we did and he went first so we would live to see it.
His weakest had touched our hearts and showed their honor, but from here on, there was no way we would win.
It was late afternoon now, and we brought food and water for the combatants, including John’s men.
John switched with his gob for a while so the gob could eat. I won’t say the creature is without honor but I will say it’s cruel. I watched it as I ate food that I wasn’t able to taste.
It gulped down its meal then walked toward the bodies of the men it’d killed. My hand gripped my spear as I started to walk towards it but it knelt down by them and returned their weapons to their bodies. It knew which man used which weapon and even placed them in their favored hand. It sorted their parts and did a strange gesture like an elegant bow before calling out to John.
John nodded as he knocked out his last challenger, then left the ring.
This gob remembered everything about the men he fought and paid his respects for his fallen enemies. I don’t think John took his place so his gob could eat, I think the gob just wanted to deliver his final respects.
John left the ring and stood beside me. This time the knot in my throat wasn’t anger, it was from a complicated feeling.
I found myself asking a question. “Why does he fight that way if he honors the dead?”
“Because, he wants to die in the same way. Should a warrior’s death be simple or should he know that he’s dying. He believes that you should know, and if you're going to die, then it’s better if it’s a spectacle. Some grand performance where you’re suffering is immortalized and people remember you. It’s a very goblin way of thinking, don’t let it bother you if you don’t understand.”
I didn’t understand, at first. But as the matches flew by, it became clearer. We had arenas, and gladiators back when my father was a child. But that was the policy of the Emperor before last, the one I barely knew. My father told stories of bloody battles and fights to the death in front of an audience. A gladiator lived and died to the applause of their fans. Everything they did was to entertain and their glory was often deleted by their foes blade.
This gob is probably a man like that.
I looked around at my fellows and I could tell that they came to a similar understanding.
Hours passed; the gladiator gob was panting as sweat dripped down his face.
Everyone here could tell he was on his last legs and one of our strongest recruits just happened to be next.
The Gob stood tall and held out his arm. They shook wrists and the result was obvious even before the fight began but my men began to chant. “Gladiator” over and over again as our man beat the gob down.
He broke the gob’s arm as they tussled, then he broke his neck. He twisted the gob's head until it came off, then he held it up by its hair. The gob was smiling, to it, this was a good death.
He handed the head to John after celebrating for a while. John took the head and said a few words before removing the body from the ring.
107, in the time that gob was in the ring, that’s how many of us it killed. No survivors.
John called in another of our horned ex-countrymen and I started to see a pattern. I also started to take notice of the metal man that stood like a statue, waiting his turn.
…
It’s been a week now, and no one is batting an eye anymore at the wyverns. They drop fish into our town square daily. Perhaps John is trying not to stress our resources.
His men are down to half of what they started with and we’re down a full third of our fighting force. If this continues, we’ll win, but we’ll no longer be able to defend ourselves, let alone till the fields, guard the walls or fish.
Still, whenever John fights, he doesn’t kill. At first, I thought this was to give his men a break but it seems like he’s trying to leave us with enough men for the barest necessities.
This has all been a very strange experience. It goes beyond the stories my father used to tell us boys around the fire. I feel as if I’m witnessing history itself. If our emperor was still alive, I wonder what he’d say about this. He was an accomplished warrior but even he would balk if facing down an army of men like the ones John brought here.
That’s another point, what if he brought more men? What if they used magic instead of fighting and dying by our rules? I can honestly tell after talking with him, his men and his wives, that they’re going easy on us.
The Therossians never tried to challenge us or know our customs. Instead they called us savages and took our land, our food and our women. They didn’t spare our children, they burned villages in the night and took whatever was left as they massacred everyone, leaving our bodies to rot under the sun like beasts.
John's men have killed us, but all of them have honored our fallen. Right now, he could wipe us out with his wyverns alone but no one here distrusts him. Everyone has seen his men die. Even our young and our women have stopped to watch a fight or two.
I can’t say much about him but I know how I feel. Rather he is good or evil, he has a real sense of honor and his men do too. I want to follow him! I long to praise his name and fight for his cause. I want to be a man like the ones who serve him. He is strength incarnate, honor in the purest form and I find it hard to hate him even though we’re losing.
I promise to watch to the very end. That is how I will pay my respects to my men and justify our overfilled tombes.
...
Another two weeks have passed. There’s only a few hundred fighting men left now, John’s down to three, excluding himself and I’m certain of it. His requested handicap to switch men was entirely so that he wouldn’t wipe us all out himself.
The first time I realized that was when I’d had my wife and son come watch the fights. He’d already earned our trust by then, so I thought nothing of it. Especially since he often sat with his wives and talked.
My wife had made her family’s ancestral dish, grilled meat, with herbs. It was a supposed secret, but there’s only so many ways to make it and everyone already knew.
She tripped and the meat threatened to hit the woman he called Leera in the face. His arm moved even though his eyes weren’t looking and a thin spike shot out of his arm, skewering the meat.
He blinked a few times and he quickly pulled the meat off, then handed it back.
His wife, Leera also had a similar thing come out of her arm but it appeared and vanished so quickly that I thought I might have imagined it.
No one but him and our former countrymen were able to talk to us in our language. His wives could communicate with us in Therossian but of the ones that I spoke to, only a few had a good understanding of that language.
The one that wore black armor and had long brown hair spoke the best. But she told me an unbelievable story about a gruesome death and a rebirth under a dark god. Our people love stories and this one was satisfying. But the villain in the story escaped, none of our stories end in such a lackluster way.
John’s last Gob died and like most of the others, it died on its feet. I felt bad that we no longer had space for our dead but I felt even worse that I was now rooting for his people. Our men as well, were readily fighting now. Each was vying for their chance to defeat a hero or receive a good death.
The last of our horned countrymen stood in the ring on John’s side and something strange began to happen.
He took his axe, and chopped the points off his horns before he discarded his axe. “I will not spill the blood of the worthy!” He cried. “But death may come even from fists and blunt weapons.”
That was a line from an old legend. It was something a trainer said to a man who would become our most known hero, Rousoun.
Cudgels and wooden swords were brought out and John’s man took one, testing it for weight and balance.
Much like John, this man didn’t kill anyone. He taught and incopasitated. Even after sleeplessness and fatigue ravaged him, my men began to do the unthinkable. They held off on their final blows, bowing to the blunt horned man as they surrendered.
To respect an opponent enough to sacrifice victory was almost unheard of but John took note and let the man sleep as he took his place for a full day.
After that, the man resumed his lessons and everyone watching understood. The survivors began sparring in the training grounds and the men that fought against Blunthorn won every time against our recurits.
After a few more days like this, almost all our men were either disqualified or dead and the young men that were almost of age began to fight either John or Blunthorn.
Both of them chose to train rather than kill and those that watched felt grateful for the lessons.
We began to use spears, axes, swords and shields and everyone who fought them came away better than they started.
“You won,” I was finally able to say as John finished training my son on the proper way to hold his shield.
I slammed my fist into my breastplate and everyone left alive repeated it after me.
I knelt and bowed my head. “I promise to serve you, my lord. Until I die, or until you deem me unworthy.” There were a few cheers as my men made the same pledge.
“Till death or dishonor!”
John, took a deep breath and said a single sentence. “Take me to your crypt, your dead will live again and we will fight together!”
As I looked up at him in confusion, I saw his defeated men rise again.
“I am the god of darkness, the god of souls and the one who will bring your people honor and redemption! Serve me, and know true strength or defy me and die.” He spread his arms out as the world turned dark.
We never had a chance to win, but he still gave us one. Our attention was on the wyverns, so we ignored the fact that there was a man who tamed them.
He talked in our old tongue but we never asked why.
It all came together as our dead rose and knelt before him.
We had the honor of fighting a god!




Chapter 40: Phew - John.
Well, that took longer than anticipated but I’d definitely won these homies over.
“Master, did you just use homies unironically?”
Uh, no?
Anyway, these guys were great! This all went as well as it possibly could. There were so damn many places it could’ve gone horribly wrong.
Mors, how about a ‘could’ve gone wrong’ list.
She cleared her throat, which somehow turned me on.
	When you landed, they could’ve just shot arrows at you.


	When you challenged them, they could’ve refused.


	If they didn’t accept your switch out condition, you would’ve had to fight the entire time and you never would’ve garnered their respect.


	That first gob that tricked them by tossing his weapon. If they knew english they’d know that he was saying ‘hey, I bet they don’t know we can chew their throats out’. 

	That same gob when he started showing off.


	If our last horned Garanthian had lost, then Jason would’ve had to slaughter them all.





I’m going to stop there, Master, If I honestly explained any more to you, you’d be depressed.
Um, fair enough, I guess?
I’d demote that gob, but in my opinion he did exactly what I’d trained my berserkers to do. He found a weak point and attacked it while achieving his goals.
Ah well, the Garanthians were all good guys with neutral characters. I grew especially close to General Seiluk, he was the first person I met here and the first one to trust me. His expressions were easy to read and we’d had quite a few good conversations.
I felt a little guilty that all my people knew they wouldn’t be dead for long and that they had fleshcrafted bodies that exceeded anything that could occur naturally. But dying is hard, and dying with style takes real faith and willpower.
My people never let me down here. I already expected that level of devotion from my berserkers but the former bandits turned followers, that was a fluke.
I knew they were trustworthy but I never once thought about their depth of devotion. I’d often tossed around words like devotion and honor when dealing with them, but they took it to heart and earned my respect.
Were the Garanthians still a prejudiced people now that their emperor was dead? I didn’t think so.
These folks welcomed us now that their dead had returned and they even invited me into their ruins as they arranged a new feast.
Their massive city wasn’t struggling at all. They never ran out of fish and they had several marvelous fields according to Fura. Of course she left them with a few seeds to plant and they gave her many new plants to try out.
As the feast went on, loud voices boomed out stories of heroes and fierce battles. I will say one thing though, I’ve heard the words Honor and Glory so often now, that they’ve lost all meaning. So I tuned it out and started a conversation with Seiluk.
It turns out that Garanth’s biggest export was mercenaries and magic was rarer outside of Theross. As a result, more than two thirds of the people now living here were actually overseas, fighting foreign wars when Theross attacked. This city's original purpose was to train and mercs and provide a port for merchants, pirates and warlords to come and get them.
Though the emperor despised dealing with other nations, he was proud of his warriors and wanted to let the world know of Garanth’s might.
“So that’s why you all seem a little more open minded. Tell me, why’d you accept my challenge?”
Seiluk laughed and slapped my back. “A single warrior leaps down from a legendary beast and challenges an army alone. I felt like I was living in one of our legends about heroes and gods.” He laughed again and finished off his wine. “And I was!”
I watched drunken men taking turns trying to lift Blair’s axe as she laughed at them.
“But we’re not human. I thought your people—”
“We’ve seen other cultures, we’ve fought and died with many people we were told were savages.” He looked thoughtful for a moment. “We still honor our heritage and traditions above all others but so did you. You challenged us by our rules using our customs when you didn’t have to. We may have lost but I don’t think a single man here feels defeated.”
A Garanthian cursed as Blair began tossing and catching her axe with one hand after he’d been struggling with it.
Seiluk stared at Jason and Magna for a while as the firelight gleamed off their metal skin. “What would have happened if that last man fought?”
I stood and called Jason over. He staggered as he walked, massive mug in hand.
Huh, who knew metal golems could get drunk.
He tried to kneel but ended up falling on his face. “Yesh shir, Johns? Whatsa...uh, to honor!!”
I switched his ale to water and helped him sit. “Show him your ‘sword’,” I said.
With a loud whirring noise, his magic chainsaw began to spin and he cleanly sawed through part of the table.
Seiluk’s eyes bulged as he quickly poured himself another drink, likely imagining what such a weapon could do to a person.
“Do you have a sword you don’t like?”
Seiluk just sat there for a while, looking like one of my berserkers after training with me.
Without blinking or looking away, he handed me his sword. At this point, he wasn’t the only one staring at Jason, so I made a gather-round motion and thrust the sword into Jason’s neck. The tip broke off and Jason laughed. Then he grabbed the sword with his shield arm and sawed it in half cleanly.
I handed the blunted blade back to Seiluk as he regained his focus.
“I think we can both agree that it’s a good thing we started training rather than fighting there at the end.” I said as Seiluk’s face turned grim.
He was looking at his sword with a strange expression as he nodded. Then I noticed the etchings in the guard and the notches in the pommel. Did I just destroy something important? That’s right, he carried a spear when he met me, not this sword. His sword was probably something he wore for ceremonies or as a symbol of status.
I held my hand out to him. “Can I see that sword again?”
He let out a slow sigh and handed it to me. The wooden handle was worn down by generations of men wielding it and there was a light sheen from oil on what was left of the blade.
I just fucked up this man’s heirloom to show off. I’m no different than my troublesome gob.
If Blue was here, then we could reforge a blade for it but I can’t use the gate until I’ve dealt with Therressa so I’ll just have to do what I can.
I used fleshcrafting along with discarded bones to make a new blade around what was left of the old one.
If this is mainly a ceremonial sword, then it should be fine even if it's not as strong as steel. It just needs to look the part. I engraved a fairly accurate depiction of Vesp roaring with his wings spread on one side and on the other, I had Mors help me engrave all of us feasting around the table.
I took a deep breath and compressed the bone, wrapping it in enamel then I handed the sword back.
He examined the word with reverence then thrust it above his head with a warcry. The men matched it and he smiled, bowing his head to me. “This sword will be passed down in my family as it always has. But now it tells a new story, my story. Thank you for bestowing my house with such a legacy.”
His men and a few of the other generals gathered around him as they took turns looking at the bone blade. Every now and then, I’d catch one of them looking at me with a hopeful expression as they patted their pommels.
The night went on normally and after that and I was able to see some Garanthian housewives as they came to take their drunken husbands home.
Garanth was still a very male-centric society with well defined roles, so the housewives stayed at home. The only women I’d seen here so far were servants, cooks and crones.
So I couldn’t help but to steal a few glances at the hidden women of Garanth. They were tall, like the men and their skin color ranged from white to ochre. Even under their dresses I could see their muscle definition. I didn’t know what qualified as beautiful by Garanthian standards but I could honestly say these women were sexy. Large chests, sharp features and wide hips.
Seiluk’s wife looked like she’d be completely at home hefting a battle-axe or a broadsword while wearing a skimpy outfit… And let’s stop there, my wives are here and getting hard from staring at a new ally's wife is not a good look.
I know I’m not one to talk, but I don’t think they should exclude their women from the battlefield. Perhaps over time, they’d see things differently. This city was already thinking in new ways and accepting new cultures, so hopefully after the war—
Fura rested her breasts on my head as she leaned down to grab my drink. I could tell she was drunk, and looking around, so were the rest. It was time for us to retire as well. I definitely didn’t want anyone to get sick and I had a pressure in my pants to relieve.
We decided to rest on the beach, under Vesp’s wing, which meant no sex… But we did talk.
They’d had a strange time since they couldn’t speak Garanthian but they’d noticed things here and there. Blair, Katie and Nex were angry about not being able to fight in the ring. Even Lina balled up her little fists and ejected her bone spikes as she vented her frustrations.
“But they should’ve…” She paused as I ran my fingers through her soft hair. “They...they…” And, she’s out.
Nex buried her head in my armpit and Fura raised my head up as she became a pillow for us all. Leera nestled by my other side and Katie laid her head on my thighs.
Threscia was already asleep in a hammock she’d made some distance away. She’d kept her distance this entire time, so I was a bit worried that she wasn’t enjoying herself. But at the same time, I guess it’s a good thing that the Garanthians weren’t freaked out by her.
Blair was the last one to arrive. She dragged her axe behind her as she laughed at a joke in her head, then she conked out on my chest beside Lina.
“Did you have fun, Baldy?” Vesp asked as he lightly fanned his wing.
“More or less. It went better than I thought it would.”
He breathed out a massive puff of hot air. “Good, rest well my friend.”
The next day, we made sure that we had enough food for the return trip as my gobs and horned-folk shook hands with the warriors they fought just a few days ago.
Though there was still a language barrier, it seemed like they understood each other through mutual respect.
Everyone seemed happy and there were more than a few tearful eyes on either side. But there were a group of people that weren’t happy at all, my mates.
I couldn’t leave it like that, especially since I dragged them all this way with me so I had a word with Seiluk.
“As I thought,” he said. “Your people have arenas as well!”
“Well, we call it the pit and my wives are fairly well known there.”
He nodded slowly. “And you want me to find them some suitable opponents for what you call an exhibition match?”
“That sums it up, yeah. If you—”
“Our women don’t fight, there is no honor in beating a woman. In fact it’s a crime.”
I blinked a few times then gestured over to Magna. He understood my meaning and called out to his men.
After he explained what I was asking for, their mouths hung open as they shook their heads. Then Blair stepped forward, twirling her massive axe as if it were a baton and a single man nodded. I recognized him from last night, he’d apparently been demoralized by the fact he couldn’t handle her axe.
Of course that blade was made for and by a fourteen foot oni even though it was being used by a 5’5” woman.
With a heavy heart, Seiluk returned to me. “One has accepted a sparring match against your axe wielder.”
“I refuse,” I said sternly. “It has to be a real match. There’s no way Blair can pull her punches and I don’t want to break the rules.”
“Are you sure?” Seiluk asked. “I don’t want to earn your ire.”
I looked back at Blair who smiled cheerfully at me. “You have no idea what she’s capable of, have your man equip his heaviest armor and take up his best weapon or he’ll die without ever knowing what happened to him.”
Seiluk swallowed hard, then smiled. He’s a battle maniac alright, and his men probably are too. You don’t get too far in the war business unless you like fighting.
He barked out orders and they set up a new ring. His challenger showed up in thick bronze scale mail, hefting a large tower shield and a huge, rough-looking sword.
“Orcish?” I said to Seiluk as I pointed at the sword.
“Yes, they once lived here in the mountains. This man seems to have some of their blood in his veins.”
I nodded as I admired the weapon. It was rough hewn iron, blunt and heavy. A weapon far too large for wars but just right for short battles. It was something that made you want to hold it and feel its weight. I had to fight the urge to walk up to the guy and be like ‘lemme see, lemme see!’
Blair won seconds after the match began. She dodged his slow swing and crushed his shield with a one-handed strike. Then she knocked him out of the ring by hitting him with the flat of her axe.
I couldn’t help feeling a bit proud of my student/wife. She’d trained without resting for three almost four years now. Her masters included Reginauld, Red, Nex, and me, so seeing her win so one-sidedly gave me a warm feeling.
Also she looked cute as hell with her little celebratory hops and yays, like Chun Li in SF2.
But my idiotic thoughts aside, the Garanthians that had once been denouncing, Orc-sword I’ll call him, were now looking at Blair with admiration and excited grins.
She took on ten more men before Seiluk called a stop to it. Apparently ten was normal for a regular match and anything beyond that was considered too many.
Still only about half an hour had passed and Blair still hadn’t broken a sweat.
Katie stepped into the ring next. She hadn’t brought any weapons but I’d seen her use swords, throwing knives and bows. Either way, now that they understood that my wives were strong, there was no lack of challengers.
Everything went as you’d expect from there. All my mates went undefeated and the Garanthians had a lot to think on as we bid them farewell.
Our trip back to the Dark Academy went smoothly and I stayed in high spirits for quite a while after we got back.
The springtime months passed and Fura now had a whole slew of new vetigibles from modifying what she traded with the Garanthians. Now dinner was a pleasure, though I can’t say much for my sense of taste, as rotten meat is still my favorite dish.
Then, everything happened all at once after a frantic knock on my door.
A handful of injured Kobolds came spilling into my room with Healer and Don following behind them.
The north hadn’t waited for us to make the first move and had annihilated each and every kobold cell it came into contact with.
The surviving cells fled back towards Therograd and this handful had representatives from each one.
They reported a massive army using golden barriers, marching in perfect formation. Some of them wore thick armor, others, white robes. They hurled large spells and destroyed the forests as they went, wiping out my men and their carefully laid traps.
They were armed and ready for war and thanks to my kobolds, we’d be ready to meet them.
The rest of the day passed by in a blur as I sent orders, armor and men to Threograd. I also sent Vesp’s wife with a Horned Garanthian and a kobold to new Garanth with orders to march west.
With any luck we’d be able to hit them from behind while they were focusing on Therograd.
Then came my own preparations.
I met Lilsis in the reliquary and we gathered the things we’d need. We’d already set everything up in the Abyss’s lair for a new occlusion barrier with Theressa’s true name on it, but there was a problem.
Theressa’s true name, her true form, we couldn’t be sure of either of them. But even if we didn’t kill her outright, then we’d at least weaken her heavily and possibly even separate her from her current identity.
Nothing is certain, but I’m sure she won’t see this coming.
A few weeks passed and Theressa’s army made contact with Therograd.
Vesp, Lilsis and my mates were already staying there. I didn’t need to be in the Dark Academy to use the gate I’d set up, so I wanted the timing to be perfect. I needed to kill Therressa while my men were in position to take advantage of the situation.
This seemed like a pretty good opportunity.
Of course, I knew that even the thick walls of Therograd would fall like wet sand to magic. So I had my giants forming a perimeter around it. They, themselves were like fortresses now.
They were equipped with thick, enchanted steel plate mail and wielded large bows that could launch arrows the size of trees. They also had special scythe-like weapons that I’d worked with Blue to make and on each of their shoulders were archers nests, filled with elves, mages and my most skilled ranged warriors.
The golden army launched a few large spells to test our defenses and I was thrilled when their spells collided with the giant’s barriers and nothing happened.
It was a good feeling seeing their momentum and confidence crushed in mere seconds after they’d marched for at least half a year.
I roared out a victory cheer and many others cheered as well. So far, so good!
I opened the gate to the abyss’s lair and Lilsis greeted me. “Everything’s set up. I’m good to go whenever you’re ready.”
“I’ll—”
A massive boom shook the walls as the first of my giants fell in an explosion of light.
What the—
Another boom, and another dead giant.
I recognized the pattern. They were blowing themselves up, like they did with Thrall!
With a feeling of dread, I focused on the battlefield as I mended my fallen. Hoards of men and women dressed in simple burlap, desperately ran towards us. I knew that not all of them could perform greater cleanse, but weeding them out was impossible.
I ordered my giants to kill anyone, even unarmed people that approached them and they switched to their scythes.
What happened then was a culling on a massive scale but after a while, the golden army moved back and I was left with blood-drenched soil and bodies to examine.
Though the bodies were mutilated beyond recognition, I found one thing to be strange. Their heads all had a neutral expression.
I’ve seen enough people die by now to know that that’s not right. If they were zealots, then they’d smile, and if they were being forced then they’d be horrified. These people’s expressions said something like, “eh…”
I took one of their bodies to use as a vessel then flew back into Therograd after mending my giants.
“Let’s start!” I said through clenched teeth as I entered the abyss’s lair.
I had no doubt that these people were enslaved likely by Therressa’s symbol or by her directly. To someone like me who hates slavery and the subversion of will, this is sickening.  
None of those people deserved to die or even knew that they did. All their goals, their family their hope and dreams, everything that they could’ve been was lopped off so that they could become suicide bombers.
Yeah, I’m ready to kill her now.
Lilsis chanted over the vessel and soon, gold light filled the room.
Against my better judgement I allowed Lilsis to stay, so she wouldn’t teleport me away.
“Oh ye little mortals!” The golden being said.
Its words caused Lilsis to fall to the ground and hold her ears as blood ran down her hands. But despite that she desperately continued to chant.
A feeling of rage bubbled up from inside me as the dark god flooded my mind with hate and revulsion.
My mouth opened wide as my cheeks split and my teeth grew long and sharp. I laughed so loud that Theressa’s ramblings paled in comparison.
“Goddess of light, you?” The dark god asked through me. “What a joke! You’re what’s left under the fingernails of a true god of light. Shall I show you what infinity is or will you wisely choose to bow and serve me?”
Theressa’s mouth clamped shut as her eyes grew wide.
She wasn’t expecting this, at all! Still, reflexively she deployed a golden barrier to protect herself.
Mors, my body is all yours!
I entered darkform and...her barrier held. I couldn’t breach it!
I laughed, causing her to shiver as I swapped out to unholy. Her precious barrier cracked then splintered as I pressed in on it.
“Theressa… Please let me in! I’ll make it quick and painless. I promise, just let me come inside!”
Panic on the face of a parasyte, priceless!
“Ooh,” I said, rubbing down my hellish form. “The more you struggle, the harder I get!”
I gave in to my unholy affinity and my manacost halved as her barrier shattered.
My head split as I cackled and my unholy hooks flayed her tender flesh.
“Darkness will never—” She started.
“Oh, you poor, poor thing,” I said as I took her heart in my hand. “Call me Mickey, baby.”
“W-wha—”
I squeezed it, consuming her holy mana bit by bit.
“N-no!” She said, coughing. “We can help each other, I’ll share—”
“Your screams are the only payment I need and I’ll savor them like sweet little treats until you expire.”
“...”
“Oh, what’s wrong, love, plead with me, try to bargain. Aren’t you a true god of light? Didn’t you say you could seal me?” My broken laughter came out in demented spurts as I slowly consumed her. “Well, silence is golden, duct tape is silver and my twins are gray. Do you want to play the rape game, like your desciple did?”
“M-my…” She struggled to speak as I slowly squeezed her heart. “T-Thads!?”
My whole body stiffened as Lilsis tossed me my symbol. I stabbed it into her forehead to keep her from returning to her realm, then I savored the hopeless look on her borrowed face. Make no mistake, ‘she’ was not a she. She was a being of pure shit that somehow wormed its way into people’s minds by taking advantage of human feelings of inferiority.
Thads though was a completely different matter. People are often faced with choices in life. He’s had several and the more I knew about him, the more I hated him. There were so many people he never needed to hurt. So many he could’ve spared if he thought for even a moment! So many, yet he chose to inflict the same suffering on them that he received.
I’m not a good man; not a good person. Hell, I’m hardly a person at all but even I know that punishing innocent people for crimes that others commited is dumb.
I ripped her heart from her chest and swallowed it whole both physically and symbolically. “I lived for months under your white shell as you had the god of souls enslave my mate. Now you will live in the abyss. My son is sad but I’m sure torturing you for an eternity or two will cheer him up.”
“Wai—”
“Too late, goodbye.”
My body erupted in golden light as pain wracked my soul. I put everything I had into unholy and as the immeasurable mana of a fallen god poured into me, I was rendered dead to the world.
In my last conscious moments, I held my hand out to Lilsis. I still had so much left to say. I wanted to see my children grow up. I needed to…




Chapter 41: War - Nex
It was weeks ago that my love disappeared and Leera told us it was to fight a god again. No amount of love is enough for a man like that who fights freely and protects fiercely. But now, it is my turn to protect.
I have trained under my father and Red. I have spilled more blood than any other. And I will make sure that John has a place to come home to and we have a place to raise our children!
I took charge of my sisters and we surveyed the battlefield.
The human’s golden magics stopped after John left and the unarmed ones fled but the battle was still raging below.
We lost three giants to massive spells and many of our own men lay dead on the fields.
“Hello, s-sister…” Thia said as she joined us.
I really don’t see the strength in a frail-looking woman like her but I can respect her skill with the bow.
She cracked her neck and her body language changed. “Ah, this seems familiar.”
Looking at her now, gave me a sense of confidence and I felt like I could trust her.
“Familiar?” I asked.
She grunted and with a sigh, called three people to stand with her. “I’ve seen this before but this time they don’t have the parasyte to back them up. Look, there.”
I followed her gaze and shrugged. “Barriers?”
“Yes and no, look at the smaller ones within the bigger barriers. Those are probably for their commanding officers. And towards the back, that’s where they send the tired and injured to rest and eat. We need to take their backs so they can’t keep up the siege.”
I saw or rather felt a large number of people moving to the east of Therressa’s army. They didn’t move to attack either side, instead they fortified their position in the forest as a single man clad in darkness rushed towards us with blinding speed.
He didn’t come in through the gates instead he scaled the massive wall and landed in front of us with a grin.
“Athan!”
“Hello Aunty, sorry I took my time. Where’s dad?”
“He has gone to fight the human goddess.” I replied with a frown. “All that is known is that her magic has disappeared.”
Athan frowned for a moment and I was reminded of the meek child I once knew. He looked at his armor of living darkness that seemed to ebb and flow around him in protective waves. “He’s probably fine because the magic he taught me still works. Even if he’s not here, he’s still helping us.” He seemed to ponder on something as he wiped his eyes. “So what should we do, Aunty?”
Dad and Red were both down on the field, giving commands to the infantry, whilst Thia’s brother was commanding the ranged ones from the walls.
That leaves the kobolds, gremlins and monsters with us but the monsters only obey John.
“Ambush?” Thia suggested, taking her bow from the woman in red.
I nodded with a smile. “We shall lead a group to attack them once night comes. Then—”
Something happened down below that caught all our attention. The barrier around the recovery tents fell and we could all feel John’s energy coming from that direction but it was strange, twisted somehow.
Some idiot on their side launched a fire spell and as their tent burned a hideous black thing skittered out while snacking on a torso.
“Was that—” Athan started.
“John’s most disobedient follower, what was it again? The Abomination?” Thia finished. Her eyesight was the best out of all of us so I believed her.
“Didn’t that thing run off when he took this city years ago?” Athan asked.
“Hibernation,” Threscia answered. “It ate its fill then buried itself to sleep it off. Creepy bastard, but he never hurts those of us with dark mana, so in that way he’s probably on our side.”
“Thia,” I started, “we should—”
“It’s Rossereth right now and way ahead of you, sister!” She said as she pulled back the string of her massive bow and a bloody arrow appeared. “I guess I should tune it down a little so I don’t hurt Thia.” She said as the arrow shrunk.
She aimed upwards as if trying to pierce the sky and loosed her arrow. We all watched it fly then split into several smaller ones which rained down towards every command barrier on the field.
“Hey, Blood Elemental, go do your thing and be a good distraction!” Rossereth said. “And little one there.”
“Me?” Lina siad, pointing to herself.
“Yeah, send your smoke guy down to back him up. I’ll pick off all the guys that come out of their barriers to fight while Nex does her thing. Let’s try to keep them focused on the front!”
Her plan was straight forward and naive but we needed to go now if we wanted to take advantage of the situation the abomination gave us. We made our way down the stairs and were greeted by a few more that wanted to join us.
“Mmgh…” Slater grunted.
“My son, please stay here. I know you are strong but—”
“Hmmm!” He grunted again, placing Thrall’s hollow skull over his head like a helm. “Mm!”
“Death magic?”
“Mm…” He growled with a sinister grin.
“Heyya toots, ya lookin’ fer a ride?” Bob said as if waiting his turn. “I been waitin’ doll, so all yas hop on, it’s time to cause some chaos!”
With Bob’s help, we no longer needed to worry about stealth. We made it to Athan’s men in the forest and together we sandwiched their massive army between a rock and a dead place.
As Red commanded his men, the situation changed from a defensive one to an all out assault, then giants began to move. They stomped down on the enemies barriers with an overwhelming physical force. Drawing all the attention to themselves and leaving us free to kill as we pleased.
Rossereth rained death on them as the giants crushed them and we slaughtered everyone who tried to run.
Eventually their formations fell into unorganized mobs and they split their forces in two before retreating with their tails between their legs where they balls should’ve been.
As I watched them flee, I knelt and said a prayer. “For you my fallen sister! I tribute my kills to your memory.”
We regrouped and gathered the dead. They would serve as food and supplies for John when he got back.
But I was so impressed. Everyone, even Leera had killed dozens of them. Barriers are a crutch for the weak and their spells only work when their men aren’t in the splash zone.
Today we—
“Get on!” Bob yelled at us. “Get the led out and let's go, I smell somethin’ bad!”
We hopped on and Bob carried us away just before a massive explosion rocked the battlefield. Then, in the distance we saw more torches than could be counted.
This army that we just fought was only the vanguard. Now, the rest have come.
That was a fact that became clear after we looked out from the walls again. Now, we faced hundreds of thousands of men, all well rested and organized. There was no easy victory to be had here and a siege was the best we could hope for.
A month has passed and only three giants remained to protect the walls.
So far the only reason they haven’t tried an assault is out of fear of Slater and Threcsia’s death magic.
A lot of it can pass through their barriers or can be activated inside them, so they’ve kept their distance after they learned where they were safe.
Humans are cowards that only strike when they’re sure they can win. That’s the only advantage we have now.
“What’re they doing now?” Leera asked, dread tingeing her voice.
Rossereth grimaced as they began to build a tall wooden platform. “Maybe the rest of you should go and rest for a while.”
“No, I will not go!” I said, but Leera picked up on Rossereth’s cues and tried to get everyone to follow her.
But we stayed.
We watched as they built their stage from the trees of our forests and after it was done, a blonde man, a woman and a boy were led up in chains.
“We seek to parlay with the demon!” A man in golden armor said through an amplification gem. “We have an offer!”
The girl that Rossereth brought lowered her red hood revealing her red pigtails. “B-Blondie!” Wendy said, her hands shaking.
“We will kill them, starting with the man, then his son, then the beast’s woman. And we won’t make it quick! You have three days, we’ll kill one of them per day until you agree to our terms!”
I could feel that same helpless feeling I had when my sister Liz left on her own and never returned. If he comes back and finds Blondie dead, then…
No, what did she just do!? Blondie spat something out and coughed blood.
A wicked laugh cut through our silence and as Blondie died, Slater held out his hand.
The moment Blondie fell, she erupted in a disgusting red and green energy. The men who were once standing proudly on the platform began to scream as the energy tore into them and grew like flies from the dead.
Slater’s eyes were pained and focused as he directed these flies with his hands. Threscia held his shoulders and we all watched as the barrier fell. Blondie’s father picked up a sword and severed his daughter’s head before leaping down with his son and running towards us.
No one tried to stop them because the flies followed behind them. But then came the spells.
“They’re using Incinerate!” Blair said beside us.
The old man screamed as he burst into flames but he never stopped running.
He collapsed a few yards away from the gate as his charred legs crumbled to ash. He said his last words to his son and his son took Blondie’s head as his father had before him.
“NO!!” Blair screamed as they cast another incinerate.
The boy died in my father’s arms but he and his sister’s heads were safe with us now.
The old man was gone, turned to ash. He protected his family in the end but I know what it’s like to be burned alive, and so does my father. They will see retribution!
Slater fell to his knees as he canceled his spell.
For his sake, we decided it was time to take that rest Rossereth and Leera had urged us to.
On the sixth night after that event, Blair came to see me as I slept with my daughter. Lilsis had vanished with John and now both the pillars that held up her life were gone.
She cried and I soothed her as one would soothe a child. She was carrying a bloody bag and I knew what was inside it from the golden hair that peaked out from the top.
“Leera’s drunk, Fura’s making a new warren and Lina is taking care of Slater. I just needed—”
“Say no more, child. You were my daughter before but now you are my sister. Let us sleep so our dreams will be calm.”
She nuzzled her head into my breasts and as I rubbed her head, she slept.
“...Mother.” She murmured.
I kissed the top of her head and held her close. Yes, for tonight I will be your mother again, so sleep well.
But my dreams were not calm. I dreamt of being tied to a stake and decapitated. Then I dreamt of things that could happen but hadn’t.
When I woke up I reached out for Aneeza but couldn’t find her.
I was relieved when I saw her bringing us soup and bread. The second she sat the platter down, I embraced her. “Don’t do it!”
“What?”
“Don’t go out on your own! Though you are strong for your age, you are not a one person army.”
“I-I w-wasn’t—”
I held her close not wanting to let go. She is my daughter! They…
It didn’t happen...she’s still here, she’s still safe.
I wish to speak with Quenelia. I don’t believe I’m seeing the future but I believe in my instincts.
There was a knock at the door. Aneeza drew one of her daggers but before we opened it a piece of parchment was slid under it.
It was written in John’s language.
‘Do not seek me. In time you will understand.
~Quenelia’
Then after a few minutes another piece of parchment slid under the door.
‘I like big tittehs.
But I have six.
Balls.
~Bob’
“Mother?” Aneeza said, staring at my puzzled expression. “Is everything okay?”
I quickly crumpled them both as I shook my head. “I have no idea what this means…”
After a few moments of silence passed, Aneeza began to shift nervously. “I won’t do it, Mom! We were planning to—”
There was a small thud at the door and I decided it was time to leave. “Good, then don’t!”
I understood Quenelia’s note but not Bob’s. What is a titteh, is it code for an attack!? I have seen him scream balls when he casts his fire spell, perhaps he is saying he’ll launch a big attack today.
“Mom… Please stop making that face and talk to me. I’m sorry!”
“It is fine, daughter.” I hugged her briefly before opening the door.
Lina fell on the floor clutching a handful of strange stones.
“Sister! Did they attack us?” I helped her to sit and she held out one of the things she was carrying.
“Leera made us eat rocks… She, she…Ehhg! Hide them before she makes you—”
A malevolent presence entered the hallway. “Li~ina, did you like my bread so much you had to take it all?”
Bread?
I picked up one of the rocks. Human food is so strange. Why do they force themselves to eat things like this?
“Oh, Nex.” Leera said, picking up a horrified Lina. “I made those rolls myself, why don’t you try one!”
“Ah,” I said as I remembered Leera’s oats, her black eggs and her other first attempts. “I do not eat human foods other than meat unless my love makes it.”
Her terrifying smile faded as she held Lina softer now. “I-I see…”
We walked down in silence together as Aneeza sniffled. 
The mood was heavy and I was still confused. There was so much we needed to do now but our time was running out. When the last giant falls, they will breach our walls and we will be swarmed.
I thought about John. He fought their goddess and took their golden magics away but it wasn’t enough and now I may die without ever seeing him again.
I rubbed Aneeza’s cheek to wipe away a tear. Is this really all the life she’ll be allowed to live? She’s never hunted a deer in the early morning or known the embrace of a mate. She’s only known training and learning but she’ll die with the rest of us soon if we can’t win.
I retook my place on the wall and looked out on the battlefield.
“Are you ready for today’s report, ma’am?” Don asked as he unrolled a scroll. I nodded and let him continue. “We’ve lost another dozen men and our general Red was injured while protecting his men from a spell. He survived thanks to Halia’s efforts but he won’t be fighting on the frontlines any time soon. Moral is low and the ale is flowing a little too freely among the orcs, making them sloppy. The berserkers—”
“Wait!” I said holding my hand up to stop him as two very familiar figures rushed headlong into the fray.
Lina screamed as Leera did her best to hold her back but there was nothing we could do now.
Slater was riding Bette in a suicidal charge, deep into enemy lines. Their only advantage being the element of surprise.
He was a son to all of us and Bette was like a niece. My eyes shot towards Aneeza and she looked away. “Were you going to go with them!?” I grabbed her and shook her shoulders. “Why didn’t you tell me, we could’ve stopped them! How could you all be so stupid!”
“I-we wanted to show everyone that we were strong. People were saying bad things about Dad and we—”
I slapped her. “My child will not be a sacrifice!”
Slater and Bette fought bravely together. Bette would kill and Slater would use the corpses for his gross magic. But then their luck ran out. The men who were confused and shocked realized that they were still safe inside their barriers.
“I’mma firin’ mah Balls!” Bob called out, before a series of explosions destroyed their barriers.
Fog filled the battlefield and using all my focus, I saw a black and white blur with gleaming red eyes shoot out from the chaos.
When Bob got back, Lina lit up with a motherly wrath I’d never expect from her. Her smoke elemental whipped Slater as Muffy did the same with Bette.
Then Mark came in speaking the words of many all at once.
I held Aneeza close, realizing that if she’d gone then Bob may not have been able to save all three of them.
Bob saw me cradling Aneeza as she sobbed out apologies.
He trotted over and put his massive paw on my shoulder as he spoke. “...Haiku!”




Chapter 42: Lull - John
“Where are we?” Lilsis asked as we floated together in the abyss.
“The abyss proper, not the soulscape.”
Tentacles of unimaginable scale moved calmly in the far distance as they wrapped around a massive worm.
Lilsis was still holding my hand as we floated in the stillness of a lifeless place. I had broken memories of being here before both from the abyss and from after I got hit with the Resurrection spell. It was a place rich in dark mana, a place of healing.
“Is that, her?” She asked.
“Yep,” I gripped her hand and she gripped me back. “I screwed up this time. It turns out there were two gods. Therressa really was a pure goddess of light, then there’s that thing.”
“Ah,” she said, floating calmly next to me. “We didn’t plan for both but, how’s it here if we—”
“The dark god, or the real me if you prefer. I used up my mana then ate through my lifeforce to consume ‘Therressa’ then, at the end… You lived for a few moments longer than I did, so why don’t you tell me what you saw.”
“The pillar moved.”
I nodded. “The pillar moved because my son still lives inside me. He still has more followers than I realized and he used a big chunk of his divinity to pull that thing into his realm, along with us.”
“But your core is—”
“It’s fine, it’s still back in the abyss’s lair with our rotting corpses. Once I recover enough mana, we can return.”
“So I’m dead, again…” The way she said it wasn’t sad, it was more matter of fact. Like ‘oh, okay’ but then she gripped my hand again. “Then how am I here?”
“Dunno, I think when you linked your mana gathering heart to my core, you connected with me on a devine level.” I laughed as we watched the tentacles slowly enveloping the giant worm. “I sure hope you like me because whatever you did bound us together forever. In the literal sense.”
We floated together in silence for a while before she pulled herself above me to look into my eyes. “You already know how I feel, are you trying to make me say it?”
I smiled as I pulled her close. “You don’t have to say anything you don’t want to.”
After a long time of awkward silence, she spoke. “I wanted to wait until you said it first. Even though we both know how we feel.”
I ran my fingers through her hair and she sighed with pleasure.
“Celairia, I love the person you’ve become. You’re smart, selfless and reliable. Your dedication to me, my cause and our people is second to none.”
She raised her head up and her expression made me laugh. She was blushing and pouting at the same time all while maintaining her neutral eyes. She’s a complicated person but I can understand her.
“Fine, fine,” I acquiesced. “You’ve become someone I don’t want to give up to anyone else and we have our own kind of bond. Lilsis, will you be mine,” I laughed again. “Until we both shall perish?”
She nodded and hid her face in my chest to keep me from seeing what face she was making. But I still felt her tears. All her emotions washed over me and I was suddenly overwhelmed by her experiences.
Thoughts from her past pushed through my mind at an alarming rate. She wasn’t just a victim of her hormones, this was a long time coming and she’d waited it out. Unlike her sister, she wasn’t obsessed. Her feelings were pure, sometimes sad, often funny and usually practical.
“I think I just felt your feelings.” She said, quickly wiping her eyes as she looked up at me. “You could’ve just told me. Why did you feel so guilty about it?”
I began rubbing her head again “Because of self-loathing and a feeling that I’d already gained too much. It’s hard for me to trust people, moreover if I think they owe me. I just didn’t want you to feel like you had to be with me. Then later even when I knew your feelings. When you helped me, I felt worse. Like I was taking advantage of your emotions. There’s no—”
She kissed me and even though we didn’t have physical bodies here, I still felt the heat of her lips.
We stayed in each other's arms in this timeless place for who knows how long as we watched the abyss finish its prey.
Mana rushed into us as the Abyss shared its spoils. This energy was strangely compatible with me. I guess even the abyss has fragments.
“So the parasyte was my grandkid…”
“I feel it too,” Lilsis said as mana filled her. “What a weird feeling.”
She said a small prayer in a language I didn’t know yet.
“What was that?”
“You already know I’m not Therossian but that doesn’t mean I know any other languages. This was something we said to pay respects. It was your grandchild, so I thought I should say something.”
I mussed her hair. “Not all relatives deserve respect. This one deserved much worse than being consumed. Either way, how about we get out of here?”
She nodded and we floated close to the abyss’s tendrils.
“AaAErgh!” It said happily.
“It’s good to see you too, son. Thank you for helping me out and for saving her as well.” I gestured to Lilsis.
Lilsis bowed her head. “Thank you.”
“Eeergh! Er…”
“It doesn’t actually speak in words but from its emotions—”
“I feel it too, it’s happy.”
I closed my eyes and opened them again in the soulscape. Lilsis was still beside me as Mors and Lacretia greeted us.
Mors was a frantic sobbing mess and Lacretia was uninterested. After spending some time with Mors again I entered my core and remade my body.
Though it was rotten now, much of it was salvageable. The same for Lilsis. I opened my storage and used the rest of my reserved meat to finish rebuilding our forms, then I opened the gate and was flooded with prayers.
Therograd was in ruins and all the calmness the abyss had given me vanished like smoke.
Leera, Lina, Kaitie, all dead. Athan, Slater, Bette, Red, Blondie, Wendy, Cria, Mark and Reginauld were gone as well. Even Halia had died.
If I thought I was ever angry before, then that was a pale comparison to now.
I was fully recovered and having received the mana to two gods, I was ready to massacre my enemies.
I flooded Therograd with my darkness and perceived where Nex and Aneeza had formed a final line with Threscia, Fernando and Bob.
I used soulsteal and took in the souls of my friends, family and everyone else. They hadn’t spared anyone, man, woman or child. They killed the Earl’s wife in her bakery as she watched them drive a sword through her children. They killed Marrow and his orphans as they ran towards the sewers. They killed Ralphus’s cat-loving assistant in his brewery. They’d taken the young pigman orcs for food and slayed the greenskin babies in their mother’s arms.
Black tears flowed down my face, staining the white stone below. Did they really want to know hell? Because I’m going to show them what it means to fuck with my people! I will—
“Calm down.” Lilsis clutched my hand. “Think, then attack. I’ll help you, I have some of your divinity in me now.”
I took a deep breath and sighed out fog, then they killed an ork child by skewering it. It’s final prayers were a confused mess. It wasn’t even able to talk yet!
My emotions exploded like an atom bomb and I invoked Unholy on the city.
Hell is here for you, I thought as I lost myself to the rapturous feeling of vengeance. No, hell is too easy, I’ll show you something even better!
Lilsis stilled her heart as she let go of my hand. “Then I’ll take the ones outside…”
With that, she left and I began to focus on a hundred different places at once.
My people begged and pleaded, they surrendered and were slaughtered like dogs.
I will sell my very soul to punish these invaders I’ll…
My body shifted as horns sprouted from my head and my legs inverted.
“Unholy affinity: Progenitor level.” Mors said with a sad voice. “Please don’t lose yourself, Master!”




Chapter 43: Survival - Nex
“Aneeza? Aneeza!?” My daughter’s tears turned black moments ago but now she’s stopped moving. “Aneeza, we need to go!”
Aneeza looked up at me, her eyes glowing. “It’s all okay now, mom. Daddy’s back!” She laughed as horns sprouted from her head and dark red magic swirled around her.
Blair began cackling as she changed in the same way. Then the barriers fell and the screaming started.
“Heyya, doll.” Bob said with a toothy grin. “The show’s finally about ta start!”
I’d seen so much suffering after the final giant fell.
Lina and Leera had died trying to protect Slater but he and Bette had been marked by the enemy as top priority.
Kaitie and Thia had been blown up together with Wendy and the other two that wore red. But Thia lived, even though her arms were gone.
Fernando and Threscia stayed with us after they failed to protect Slater, they guarded Aneeza with a careful eye.
Bob, who was crazy before, was downright insane now. The only one keeping him in check was Muffy who still carried Bette and Slater’s remains on her back.
Athan had given us a chance by sacrificing himself and his people. I now had a bag filled with the heads of my sisters, my sons and my father…
“Aneeza! Listen to me!”
“No, mom. It’s started, can’t you feel it? We won!”
The corpses around us rose, regardless of their physical condition. Headless, limbless, burned, scorched, they all stood and shambled off towards the enemy.
“Yesss! YES!!” The hair on my neck stood on end as I turned to see the Abomination rubbing it’s long hands together. “It comesss! We feassst!”
I moved towards Aneeza but she ran off before I could grab her.
Screams, blood, smoke and fog. I leaned against a wall, alone as I protected my family's heads.
I stayed there for a while, blind to reality before a tall shadow formed in front of me.
“John?”
It nodded and took my hand as it guided me somewhere.
All around me the enemy was suffering in various stages of death. Some were forced onto skewers by cackling demons, others were burned alive in the embrace of moaning maidens. The worst of them had their armor stripped and their flesh peeled back bit by bit by hunched shades with hooks.
They deserved it, they all deserved it!
“Look, Mom!” Aneeza said as she noticed me. “They come apart so easily!”
She ripped a man’s arm off and tore at it with her teeth.
“I...very good, my daughter! You’re so strong now.”
She giggled as blood dribbled down her chin.
John’s shadow nodded to her, then pulled me along.
After they broke through the gate, it’d become a one way slaughter but now they were the ones dying.
I saw a man, mad with grief as he held his intestines in. He laughed softly to himself and prayed to his dead goddess before a maiden appeared behind him and he began to burn.
John’s shade paused to wipe my eyes then we kept walking.
That was all this was now, a walk, hand in hand as we’d done so many times before. We came to an intersection and I locked eyes with Threscia who was being guided by a similar shade but unlike me, she was breathing fog and blushing as her eyes filled with love for the shade in front of her.
She was blood-drunk, and dripping mad. But even I wasn’t in my right mind anymore, everything felt like a dream or a nightmare.
Finally I saw my true love as he stood atop a hill of bodies, feasting on their flesh.
He smiled when he saw us. It was the sweetest smile even though his lips were still red with blood and his teeth were stained. We could tell that he loved us as he embraced us both.
“It must’ve been hard.” He said as he kissed me.
He tasted like iron but his lips were still sweet. I broke down, he is the only person I can be weak in front of.
He picked me up and ran his bloody hand down my face. “I’ve missed you, Nex. You protected our daughter and I’ve never loved you more.”
He took me then and there on that hill of corpses and as more and more people died I came with him and I finally felt safe.
“Give me what you protected,” He said in a reassuring voice. “I’ll bring them all back, we have so much soft, supple flesh for them now.”
He took the bag from my hands and drew them all out with reverence.
He held Blondie's head up first. Though she’d been dead for a few months now, her skin was pale and she was somehow still beautiful in his hand.
He kissed her head, then in seconds, she was back.
She embraced him and he sent her off to stand by me.
Soon, we were all restored, everyone that’d died lived again, even Cria who evoked the strongest response from John.
“Hey, y-you, get off me! I—”
“Mm~mm, just let me stay like this a little longer, Big Brother!”
John began to panic as he tried to shake off the buff elf.
That display, as absurd as it was, reminded us that John was still himself.
Threscia tackled him, knocking Cria away as she forced herself on him. Paying no mind to it, Lina followed then we all rushed him. He was back and we were all together again!




Chapter 44: Rebuild, Improve, Retaliate - John.
My anger had fallen the moment I saw Nex. The dark circles under her eyes gave emphasis to the dried tears that stained her cheeks.
To drive my warrior of a wife this far, yeah, I felt justified in killing my enemies in the worst ways I could imagine.
Then, there was Blondie. She’d killed herself so she couldn’t be used. I’m ashamed that I didn’t realize that they’d target her. I thought for sure the Dark Academy would be their secondary target. That’s why I moved Jason and Magna there with Kalapract. After our seaside trip to New Garanth, I kind of figured that the sand and seawater might’ve affected them, so I wanted Kalapract to perform maintenance. Afterwards, I just kinda forgot about them.
Pamby, that poor man. He was unfortunately still a pacifist which allowed them to get the upper hand at first. But even after he started fighting back, their number was just too great for him. He was knocked around by barriers and hit with spells before he could even react.
Slater was apparently the Death God Obitus’s champion. Obitus had always been cooperative with me, and after talking with Slater’s soul, I knew why. He was Thrall, Ralphus’s ancestor and my former death knight. Obitus had pledged to serve me and granted his power to my son at the cost of his speech.
I took my mates on top of the bodies of our slain enemies in a tearful embrace. They didn’t deserve to die and we weren’t the ones to strike first but we would have, if given enough time. Still, an overall feeling of hatred raged through me.
If I had recovered even a day later, they would’ve wiped us out.
There were many settlements around Therograd, were. Now those small villages were destroyed, looted and desiccated. Many years worth of hard labor by simple people, destroyed in an instant by invading assholes.
To make up for it, I brought their residents back with all the improvements I could give them and assigned construction crews from Therograd to help them rebuild.
Now, onto the status report.
Our kobold information network was no more. And because of their isolated camps and the conditions of their bodies, I was only able to bring back a few.
No one had heard anything about what happened to the Garanthians and we had no eyes up north to warn us if a second army was coming. Also Vesp never made it back after his trip to new Garanth. If I were to be optimistic here, then I’d say he was fighting at their side to even the playing field against the white army but realistically he’d never be gone this long.
Good news though. I now had enough flesh to make, remake and modify my men! Other than a few that were incinerated, I was able to bring everyone back.
Blondie understood that and we mourned her father together. He was the first decent noble I’d ever met and they burned him alive while he spent his last moments saving his family. I don’t know if it’s her upbringing or her personality but Blondie never shed a tear. If anything she looked proud of her father. Again, I’m blown away by her mental strength. A noble wife and daughter, she was the embodiment of her father’s teachings and I was sure she’d rebuild her lands stronger than before.
We managed to find most of the food and provisions the enemy stole but we were still in no state to march a full army north. But, it was impossible to leave things as they were. Without the kobolds to warn us, we could find ourselves under siege again at any time. That’s no way to live and there’s no victory to be had by waiting.
I called for Magna and Jason as well as Ralphus from the Dark Academy. I could use the gate again now, so that was good. I also deepened my understanding of the Abyss after spending some time there, recovering, so I gained new powers in Abyss-form.
“Cool…” Lilsis said as I made a new wall around Therograd out of calcified Tentacles.
“Eh, it’s stronger than stone but it looks surreal.” I said while examining my work.
To be honest, it was kinda hentai themed. Of course Bob approved but it also felt like I should be saying ‘Yarrr’ and threatening to send people to Davy Jones’ locker.
Still, the white tentacle wall stood tall and erect for all to see. And that’s a thought I just made… What the hell is wrong with me now? I’ve become so numb toward things that I can just make a tentacle wall and be like, ‘okay pre-medieval people, just accept it… Accept my tentacles!’ I got problems…
Wait! Can I feel them now?
I tried my best to go off alone into the forest but Lilsis followed. She followed me everywhere now. It’s a good thing I don’t use the bathroom, if I did then I’m sure she’d be one stall over from me playing battle-shits.
Back on point, I used Dark Tendrils and they’d turned white. I could also feel everything from them as if they were a part of me. After some experimentation, I found that I could spawn eyes on them and make as few or as many as I wanted now. I could also leave them there and they’d stay as a permanent fixture.
They cost mana to maintain but it was negligible, so I installed them in a few key places. Some on the walls of Therograd, some in the Dark Academy And I gave Blondie one to take home with her since I wouldn’t be making the trip to her territory just yet.
“Dad!” Athan said as I was gathering people for my northward trip.
I hugged him, and thanked him for protecting Nex and Aneeza. His army wasn’t big but every person in it was skilled.
“Ah, my boy!” I slapped his bald head and he did the same to me. “How’s my grandson?”
“He’s good Dad, Loni and everyone else are still safe in my castle. I don’t think they knew that the Earl was gone.”
“You’re the Earl now, boy. Have pride!”
Yugius nodded beside him, ever the trusty advisor. “Pardon me, sir, but what about Pamby?”
“He’s alive again, but Kalapract is still working on his body. Given Pamby’s inability to strike first, he’s strengthening his defenses.”
Yugius shook his head. It was clear that this was one place where the two differed greatly.
“So what brought you here, son? Not that you need a reason to see me but given how you're dressed for war…”
“I’m coming with you.”
“Denied! You’re an Earl and a father, take care of your own territory and protect your family. You’ve already died twice for me, that’s more than enough.”
He smacked his lips and looked down at his fancy black leather armor as Yugius nodded silently in agreement with me.
Responsibilities suck, that’s why I’m only a goblin chief and a god I suppose but I had no choice there.
I cracked my fingers and got down to the business of making a small army.
My berserkers were in, of course. But I modified them heavily. I gave them the works, and now most of them stood as tall as me, man and woman alike. I loaded them up with whatever magic matched their strongest affinities and tasked Ralphus with teaching them how to use their new spells.
Next up were my mates, though I didn’t modify their forms much, I just loaded them up with the enemies magic and gave them new mana-storing hearts.
Leera was now a full fledged healer, along with being a passable ice-mage. She’d always favored helping people, so this way she could focus on keeping us alive while weakening the enemy.
Her new ice spells were probably considered crap by the enemy because they were all Level 1 but when combined with an intelligent mind they could turn the tide of a battle.
Mors, create a list of her new spells, if you would please.
“Of course, Master!”
[Chilling Embrace]
She can create an area of extreme cold in a targeted location for as long as she channels this spell.
With her current Mana she could maintain a sub-zero climate in a forty foot range for two days.
On its own, this spell isn’t that impressive but its effectiveness spikes when used with other spells.
[Slush]
This spell is an incomplete ice spell developed by an amateur.
It creates a thick layer of half frozen water in a targeted location.
If used with Chilling Embrace, it could freeze enemies to the ground and create ice slicks.
Mana-cost: negligible.
[Sleet]
This spell is an incomplete ice spell developed by an amateur.
It creates small ice pellets combined with freezing rain above a targeted location.
If used with Chilling Embrace, it could freeze enemies and stick to their clothing making all other cold attacks more effective.
I nodded to myself. If you combined these powers with the Primal Cold she already had then even her ice-fog would have devastating effects.
Of course Primal Cold was already extremely powerful on its own. Like liquid nitrogen or dry ice, but with these low-cost spells, her abilities would be amplified. And we’d only be fighting shivering enemies from now on.
[Greater Heal]
Leera may now heal herself quickly or through the use of her fog, heal others substantially. 
This power cannot restore lost limbs or blood deficiency.
[Lesser Resurrect]
As long as all the vital organs are still present and less than five minutes have passed since death; Leera can restart someone’s heart while healing their injuries.
[Spell Delay]
This spell was developed by a general during the siege of Therograd.
Leera can channel a spell into a barrier and leave it to activate after the barrier times out.
This spell is best used by someone who thinks ahead. It can be used for traps or for delayed heals as the caster chooses.
Or delayed Resurrects, using this, she can actually resurrect herself. Leera the undying, that has a nice ring to it, doesn’t it.
Lina was good enough already, so I only enhanced her physically. Not to mention, the enemy didn’t share any of her affinities so there wasn’t much I could give her other than fire spells. But the smoke elemental ate mana like nothing else so I doubt she’d get much use out of a fireball.
“Wait, Master! There is one we could give her.”
[Fire Bomb]
This spell was created by an amateur in order to show off. It’s never seen actual use.
The caster can create small fireballs without any guidance or propulsion.
These fireballs may be tossed or dropped and have a much smaller blast-radius than a normal fireball but this drastically lowers their mana-cost while increasing the number the caster can create.
Holy crap, she’s a carpet bomber now!
Nex didn’t have any affinities other than darkness but she was already a sure-kill caster. Her range might be limited but as long as her mana holds out, the bodies will fall without exception.
Blair had an extremely high affinity for darkness and minor affinities for everything else but she was unique. She channeled everything internally, so there wasn’t much to give her.
Likewise with Katie, although she could use magic, she wasn’t a person that would. She did have a strong Nature affinity though so I was able to give her a self heal. I also pushed her Galvanism through the roof and gave her the new and improved IPT (Improved perception of time).
Thia was fine as is. She was Rossereth’s avatar and could channel divine power. There was no spell for a person like that.
I loaded up Fura with all the nature spells I could. From binds to heals, she’d be our second support line in battle. I didn’t need a list for the spells I gave her. Heal: Nature, Greater Regeneration: Nature, Binding Vines: Nature and Summon Flytrap: Nature.
Did they sneak in a druid? That’s druid stuff right there, isn’t it?
I had her summon a flytrap and it was creepy as hell. Huge, silent and deadly. I half expected it to say "Feed Me, Seymour!" Either way combined with the huge list of abilities she already had from becoming a spriggan, it’s safe to say she’s an all-rounder with high survivability. But, she still wasn’t a fighter. It just wasn’t in her nature to put herself in danger.
During the siege, she built a small warren and after the walls were breached she filled it with as many people as she could, then hid there as the men came for her. I only found her again after I’d cleaned out the invaders and restored everyone.
With a sadistic smile, I made her go through Red’s training course for hard cases, then, I had her train with Ralphus. But, Fura was still Fura. At heart she was a kind person that hated hostility. She wouldn’t attack anyone when she could run, hide or deceive. All I could do was accept her as she was and move on.
Threscia was a physical attacker that relied on her abilities and Death Magic. In other words, I had no new spells that matched her affinities. Likewise with Fernando, though he wasn’t smart enough to learn magic yet. Maybe after a few more evolutions, but now’s not the time.
Bob refused any magic I offered because he’d already developed his own and was the champion for the Goddess of Chaos. It turns out he had a lot of spells but they were all either completely useless in battle or self buffs. Bob’s nature made him a shock trooper and he told me that he already knew all the best spells he ever had, could or did learn. He then shot confetti out of his dong, calling his unique spell ‘cumfetti’ and I left, quickly!
Last, Lilsis. She already knew and could use all the spells that I could, along with her necromancy and enchanting. She couldn’t die anymore, no matter what happened to her body, her soul was a part of me now. There was no reason not to take her with me because I would never have to worry about her again. Also she’s adorable and I enjoy being with her even though she’s still in the ‘how can I look cooler?’ phase.
Also, the sex was awkward now. I’ve never been with two people from the same family at the same time and boundaries were a big thing. Or so I thought, I won’t go into it but it was a learning experience for all of us. Hornpub title: Two sisters share their husband… Yep, I'm sure we’d make the top ten. But then again so would Two-donged man has sex. So, you know, I'm just happy they agreed to share me.
Still, Lilsis hardly ever took off her clothes other than her panties when we were with everyone. I won’t say that it isn’t hot, seeing her take off her panties and take me in, but it was a little concerning. But she was human at one point, now she’s an extension of myself. I would say that she’s shy but after visiting her room on off days, she and Caroline are more than happy to share me and nudity was not a problem there. They’d often ride me together and kiss each other while they came.
Is it because she’s embarrassed in front of Blair, or is it because Leera and Nex were both strong mother figures for her?
“Master, your army?”
Oh yeah, freakin’ Satyr DNA!
So, after a few weeks of preparation and the creation of more than a few new mounts, we were ready.
I improved on my earlier mount designs now that I had more abilities. Rather than focusing on speed, I focused on steady reliability. The creatures had large, extremely powerful back legs and long thin front ones. I gave them plenty of fat reserves for energy efficiency and water storage as well as comfort for the rider.
I gave them Planarian Regeneration rather than ghoul/wendigo stomachs and drastically lowered their metabolism while improving their cardiovascular network and increasing their body heat for colder conditions.
I then gave them Mimicry and trained them for combat. Which wasn’t that hard considering their souls were once crusaders and paladins.
Rather than recreating my massive rhinos from earlier, I had Blue make several small carts that my smaller mounts could haul behind them.
After finishing up and fully outfitting them, I examined my work.
They had large powerful back legs with plenty of fast-twitch muscle-fibre and thin but capable front claws. They’re skin was thick and tough and their fur was fluffy. They stood just shorter than a horse and had a head that looked like a fanged goat.
As I contemplated exactly where I went wrong in life, Lilsis surprised me with another storage stone and we were set to leave.
My final team:
My mates, except Blondie.
My Berserkers, the metal golems, Bob, Ralphus and Slater.
Even though Bette wanted to come, Muffy and Mark forbade her and Bob had a shockingly fatherlike conversion with her that made me feel like an asshole for bringing Slater along. But, Slater was a champion now. And he’d been a genius since he was a baby so yes, Slater deserved to come!
As we left Bette protested and pleaded with big tears in her little hell-hound eyes. It was cute yet heartbreaking at the same time.
“Slater, what did you do to that girl?”
“Mm,” He grunted. (I assure you Father, I’ve never been untoward, unkind or untruthful to her. Rather she’s like a cousin to me, one which I shall always treasure. Bette and I make a great team and I would’ve loved to take her with us but I can’t deny feeling a sense of relief, knowing that she’ll be safe.)
I grunted back and patted him on the shoulder. I now knew why only I could hear him and… Wait, Muffy could hear him as well! Does that mean she’s also related to Thrall/Obitus? If so, then—
“Hey, Bob?”
“Yeah, Boss?”
“Is Bette able to hear Slater?”
Slater grunted as if to stop me from asking more but Bob ignored him.
“Course Boss, she’s blessed by all of’em. You, fer sure, the death god Obitus, chaos, Rossereth, all aspects of darkness,” he said with a sigh as he began performing mental gymnastics. “Oh! She even has the aspect of the parasyte now!”
Aspect of the parasyte. That was something I’d gained after the abyss consumed the god of parasites. Who knew that they were an actual full fledged god in their own right? No, really, I could’ve used the warning. If someone had properly informed me that I was up against a full-fledged divine entity rather than a powerless fragment, then I wouldn’t have been so arrogant with Theressa.
“Bob!”
“Hey, don’t get yer panties in a wad, it’s all good. Ya got the meat ya needed and everyone learned how ta fight. So, eh, don’t worry ‘bout it!”
“Come to think of it, I haven’t seen Quenella in a while. How’s she doing?”
“Stayin’ away from everyone, still. I saw’er in the inn a while back and offered her a ride but she flew away.”
“Offered her a ride, huh?”
Bob shot cumfetti and I facepalmed.
We all ate our fill before heading out. I could always use the gate when we were low on supplies but it was dangerous since it led directly into the Dark Academy and who knows what could slip in. For all I know there are shapeshifters or ghosts or some other sort of invisible intangible creatures out there.
Myself, Leera, Blair, Lilsis, Nex and Thia all rode Bob together. Katie seemed to enjoy running on her own and hopping on when she was tired and because we were stopping and waiting for the others, Lina had time to hunt.
I’d given Slater his own mount and he looked like a little commander as he rode it. Athan had Yugius make some light leather armor for Slater and Lilsis had enchanted it then with Thrall’s skull as a helm, he looked like a miniboss. Of course he could still fly, but he didn’t do it that often. He was a lot heavier than Lina, so I’m sure it took him a lot more effort to stay airborne for longer than a few minutes.
Then came Ralphus; he was hauling a few large barrels of Necromancer’s brew in his cart and was being as careful as possible to avoid each and every little obstacle so it wouldn’t fall off.
I mainly brought Ralphus along because I needed an expert on magic and barriers. Sure Lilsis was smart but she wasn’t experienced. Most of her knowledge still dwelled in the realm of theories while Ralphus had techniques passed down for generations.
Not far in front of him, were Magna and Jason. Their mounts didn’t have carts because the metal golems weighed so damn much.
I kinda felt guilty watching their mounts struggle and pant along but I knew they could take it and it was nice to have a strong rearguard in case of ambushes.
Bob and I were both killed by a compressed barrier trap way back when so we knew the smell. It was something like rain on asphalt so it was best that we were up front.
“Hey, Boss.”
“Yeah?”
“Wanna see something cool?”
I thought about it for a moment. Something Bob considers cool, huh?
“No.”
“Aw, come’on! You know ya want ta see it!”
“Alright, fine.”
Bob farted a rainbow that choked everyone behind us and caused the mounts to panic.
I sighed so long that I had to use windigo rebreathing to maintain it.
“WOW!” Katie said hopping along beside us with a big grin. “That’s amazing!”
Leera rubbed my shoulders as I slumped. So this is my best friend, he shoots cumfetti and farts rainbows. These are the ‘best possible spells’ he told me about?
“Whaddya think?”
“That’s...just great, Bob. Just, great.” I said in a monotone.
“Could you teach me?” Katie asked as I grimaced.
“Course, honey. Alls ya gots ta do is—”
And so Bob taught Katie both how to fart and how to infuse it with light mana.
...Light mana!? Bob has the bloody light affinity?
Wait… Mors, do I have a light affinity now too?
“Yes, Master! Master level from consuming Theressa but it’s only shown itself recently. It’s taken us a long time to solve the conflicts between it and your core affinities.”
What a strange feeling. When were you going to tell me?
“When we could use it. As it stands now, any light spell will still harm us. So all we have is the affinity, it has no use for us yet, Master.”
Great, a useless affinity. Is it because we converted all her mana to ours?
“No, Darkness isn’t just an affinity for us. It’s who we are, so we might never be able to use light magic other than barriers or lesser heals.”
In other words, I can’t even fart rainbows. Not that I wanted to, but still.
Bob’s pointless spell had given me much to think about as we moved on at a steady pace.
We found Bodies sporadically as we went, mostly the former suicide bombers who had died from injuries sustained or malnutrition. Farther up, we began to find Kobold remains and even a few infantrymen that fell to traps.
I restored the kobolds and sent them through the gate. Don knows what’s going on and he’ll organize them to retake their burned camps and bring back their dead so I can restore them.
In the days that followed we saw a whole lot of nothing.
Then once we cleared the forest we came upon several roadside villages, all torched. These villages weren’t under our control, they were just a mass of survivors that had clumped together by the road in hope of re-establishing trade.
We walked through their scorched remains, hoping to find anything we could use or any survivors that could tell us more of what they saw.
I found a burned down animal pen, and fields stripped of their meager harvests. Shockingly though, there weren’t many bodies. Most were probably forced to join the siege force or, more likely these villages had died out before the last winter and the invading army had just burned them down out of caution like they did with the forests. Then stripped whatever they could from their fields.
Still it was a somber sight, and after spending a night there, we continued.
A few more days out, we found more corpses, though these were wearing armor. These were probably the deserters from when Theressa’s light vanished and they gained their minds back.
“Here,” Jason said, pointing at an armored cadaver. “Their neck still has the indentations of a collar. This man was one of the ones that I freed from Therograd.” Jason laughed as he took the man in his arms. “I thought I was such a hero back then. Given a holy mission from a goddess! I freed this man only so he could be enslaved again and this is how he died.”
I restored the man, and the others that Jason identified. I sent them through the gate with a couple of my berserkers. I assigned them to serve under Temlin, the former slave and proud father of a hobgoblin. He was once one of Marrow’s subordinates but over time he’d become a person I could rely on. He was also the human posterboy for Gob relations as his wife was a smoking hot, brutally strong gob woman and his son was a reliable hob-gob. He was the perfect man to initiate these former slaves into a life of freedom.
Now they’d work for themselves, eat, drink and breed however they saw fit. There were many gob women that saw humans as favorable mates and even a few orcs. There was ale, whisky and work a plenty.
I nodded to Jason. “They’ll be fine. As long as they have the willpower to succeed they’ll have a happy life from here on.”
“Then, they won’t be soldiers or—”
“Nope, not unless they want to be. Come on, let’s go.”
A few more weeks passed and more corpses. I sent the slaves back, consumed the crusaders and hold on, who are these people?
The latest bodies we’d found were near the northern mountains. They carried axes and bows and wore fur and cracked iron.
Are these the fabled barbarians that everyone always compared me to?
Yep, they were them. Simple, hard-faced mountain folke. They saw an army and sent scouts down to investigate. Then they were seen and killed.
Of course I restored them. I didn’t send them back through the gate but instead we followed them back to their villages hidden away by the rough terrain and harsh climates of the northern mountains.
“So yer not cold?” Bob asked, his eyes plastered on a barbarian woman’s chest.
“Our blood runs hot, beast! It’s best you remember that.”
Bob blinked and looked up at me, waving his eyebrows at her nipples.
“Ya sure no part of ya is cold? Cause I can warm ya up, girl! Press that chest against—”
“Yes, beast, your fur would make a splendid blanket.” She said as she licked her axe. “But I see you have a mind of your own. I wouldn’t have believed it myself if the gray man hadn’t brought us back to life.”
We followed them to their village and sat in their grand hall which was just a large triangular log cabin with a massive hearth inside.
I met with their chief and though he put on airs of confidence, he thanked and fed us.
They had many animals here that I’d never seen and many vegetables that looked terrifying. I didn’t gain any abilities but I did build a bridge with a new people.
“Then you’re a chief!” Their chief said.
“Yes.”
We were talking with each other in broken Therossian so it wasn’t like our conversations were long or in depth. But then again, I doubt things would’ve been much different even if we could communicate normally.
We took our time that night then left early the next day. Establishing contact and a willingness to trade was enough for now. Besides, this wasn’t why we came.
Besides, as mountainfolk, they cared little for the rest of the kingdom and knew even less about its happenings.
The days turned into weeks, then into months. Luckily the colder temperatures were manageable now. It was still a bit chilly but Thia and Lina seemed to be the only ones affected by it. Leera had primal cold so she could probably walk through a blizzard and feel it like a light breeze.
I enjoyed cuddling with them both as we traveled.
“Hey, Boss, ya smell that?”
“Not again, man! I swear, I don’t care if it is a rainbow, I’m not—”
“Nah, it’s a city.”




Chapter 45: Distorted City - John
I smelled chemicals, sewage and yep, unwashed bodies.
We retreated a mile or so into the woods and set up camp. Ralphus had me open the gate so he could exchange his empty barrels for full ones and I let my mates go bathe and change clothes while Thia checked in on Artur.
Bette jumped through the gate and began rolling in the forest leaves as Bob and Slater tried to catch her without hurting her and we played a few games of fetch.
“God your kid is cute.” I said to Bob as Bette brought back her favorite femur with her tail wagging so hard her whole body shook.
“She ain’t a kid no more, Boss. We’re talkin’ sha’dwarg years, so she’s 21. Have at’er if ya want, she seems ta—”
“No! NO! That will not be happening. Plus, your math is off.”
“Well, there ain’t any others like’er here so ya’s best be makin’ some. Or she’ll go fu—”
“Stop right there, just let her be her. With her personality, I’m sure someone someday will see past her physical being and accept her for who she is. Until then, let me be a good uncle and play fetch with her. It heals my soul.”
“Yeah,” Bob said, his crimson eyes trained on Slater. “Someone’ll see her differently alright.”
He ran over to Slater and the two began talking. Slater’s grunts were ignored then Bob yelped in pain as Slater stabbed him in the flank with a bone spike.
“No!” Bette said, standing between Bob and Slater. “Fighting is bad!”
Slater grunted, retracting his bone spike as he patted Bette with a slight blush.
Bob limped back over to me. “Yer boy’s still the same as ever.”
“What’d you say to him?”
“Ah, ya know, this and that.”
I mended Bob as I shook my head. I could guess what conversation they had. Bob probably said something like ‘she’s got eight tits and two vagina’s!’ Then Slater probably grunted something like ‘you’re being crude, Uncle, she’s but an innocent maiden’. From there I don’t even want to know what Bob said to make Slater stick him.
But as I watched Bob run and play with his daughter, I knew he probably just wanted her to be happy.
Evening came quickly and I watched the gate like a hawk to make sure nothing weird went through it. As everyone returned, we said goodbye to Bette and separated into groups to cook dinner before we grabbed a few hours of sleep.
Lina had hunted enough to provide me and my mates a fine dinner while Ralphus and the rest got drunk.
“Hey, John.” Ralphus said, red-faced. “Do that thing with our meat!”
Bob chuckled.
I fleshcrafted the skin off and filled the muscles with veins of fat.
They charred it over an open flame and cheered as they ate.
Luckily the investigation group was me, Lina and Slater because we could fly. So my men could drink and sleep well for tonight.
The three of us flew over the city, our forms hidden in the darkness.
The first thing I noticed was the lack of food smells. I’d flown around Therograd enough to know that chimneys always had the smell of food or at least grease coming from them. Here, there was none of that.
The city didn’t have walls. Instead it had wooden barricades and spikes. We landed on a building towards the center and looked for anyone still out and about.
The first and only people we saw were guards in thick armor. We waited as they passed by and I was shocked.
“They’re undead!” I whispered to Lina. “I could kill them all so we could—”
“Don’t do it!” She said with a stern expression on her tiny face. “Maybe they have tasty things or...I dunno, just don’t do it yet!”
“I got it,” I said, trying to quieten her down, so they didn’t notice us. “Let’s go back for tonight, tomorrow morning, I’ll come alone in undead form and see what this place is like.”
We flew back and I settled into my warm mate pile to perform my husbandly duties before falling into a blissful slumber.
I left early, before anyone else noticed but there was no shaking Lilsis. I did my best to explain the merits of staying behind so she could teleport me back if things went wrong and we reached a compromise.
She would observe things from the forest and leave me to make first contact. But the second things went wrong she’d port me to her side.
Her calm tone and logic reached me and I agreed. Thank god I’m linked with her and not Blair. But what the hell’s she doing?
She was mixing ash from the fire with water and rubbing it under her eyes.
“War paint!” She said with a nod.
“A-ahh, okay then…”
Should I tell her that she’s adorable and not the least bit intimidating? As I looked at her serious expression, I decided to let it be. She wasn’t someone who did things without a reason. Even last night while the rest were bathing, she’d gone to get her special cold-zombies. The ones she made while testing the power of symbols on souls.
In this climate, and with Leera’s new spells, even a touch from one of these things would be fatal and they’d serve as her personal guards.
We reached a good lookout point on a hill and I observed the gate. There were two heavily armed and armored zombies guarding it at all times, likely without rest.
Now, I had a decision to make. Do I approach and say hi, hoping they just let me in or do I infiltrate after taking their armor. I could also just massacre them and waltz right in killing everyone that got in my way but then I might never know the secrets this place holds because I couldn't Soulsteal a bound soul.
I sighed as I opted to infiltrate. I could already predict what saying Hi would do and I didn’t feel like putting everyone on high alert.
I spawned some snakevines and Lilsis stopped me. “Can’t you use an incorporeal form?”
“No, it’s daytime and spying is just spying. What I need to do is converse or be spoken to. My first order of business after I get in is to find a living person and take on their form after taking their soul.”
“Couldn’t you just—”
“Watch, it’s better if I take control of the guards. If I use the snakevines, then it doesn’t matter who owns their souls, I’ll control their bodies.”
Lilsis nodded as she commanded her zombies to hunker down.
I got as close as possible to the gate and released a dozen snakevines. They crawled along the walls and with minimal effort, onto the spaulders of the guards. The biggest downside to having zombie guards is that they don’t feel much physically and unless their orders are to kill everything, they ignore things they don’t see as threats.
They didn’t struggle at all, even as the snakevines crawled down their throats and I had them bring a guard to me. I donned his armor and made my way inside without anyone noticing.
The guards inside never looked my way for longer than a moment. I could tell they were just checking for a pulse, nothing else. As a former coder, I would’ve filled them with and/if statements until they were almost as good as normal guards but whoever did this was probably asked to mass produce guards and given only the barebones requirements of guard stuff.
I checked out the first few buildings after exchanging a few words with the guards outside.
“Uungh?”
“Uuuh!”
“Uuungh, unn…”
I have no clue what I said or what they said, but they seemed fine with it, so apparently this was a normal conversation between zombies. I might have Slater translate it later.
Inside the first building I found some surprising things. They were growing some sort of fat vegetable with mana. I didn’t know what the runes meant, so I had Mors copy them on a piece of bone. Further in, I found a badly neglected kitchen covered in a thick layer of dust.
That meant that people once lived here but didn’t anymore but soon that became a naive theory as I went up the stairs.
The first bedroom was a view of hell. Women with vacant eyes and swollen bellies were laid out on beds. A handful of unarmed zombies were tending to them and didn’t take any special notice of me.
I stopped one of the women’s hearts and talked to her in soulform for as long as possible before an attendant came her way.
I wasn’t able to learn much in that short time but I did learn that the last thing she remembers was being forced to eat a plump vegetable. She didn’t remember being pregnant or being left to rot on a bed.
The next bedroom was full of cribs. More zombie attendants took care of the babies there, feeding, wiping and overall being great moms. I felt conflicted, obviously something horrible was happening here, but damn these zombies are doing a good job!
One of the nurses approached me and it was round two of zombie-talk.
“Uoorgh?”
“Uhhh? Unn!”
“Uurgh!”
She kicked me out and closed the door. I failed part two of zombie talk.
Either way, I’d seen all I needed to from these first few buildings.
I skipped the rest when I saw about a dozen zombies heading into a hole in the ground. At first, I was hesitant to follow them, but after I saw other zombies coming out with heavy carts, I followed.
It was a mine, what were they mining? Iron from the looks of it, not much else. They even ignored the precious stones and gem clusters. From the half-assed setup to the minimal number of miners, I could tell that mining was just a side-hustle. The logic was probably something like, we got extra zombies so why not. But it was clear that no human had ever seen what was in this mine or all these crystals and gems would be lining their pockets right now.
FInally in the most fortified part of the city, I found a massive prison. My smooth-talk got me nowhere with the guards here, so I used snakevines to take them over.
Inside I found hundreds of people, all male, all staring blankly at the wall. Barring a few dozen, most of them were children. That was the point that I realized what this place was.
It was a soldier/suicide bomber creation facility. Everything here was only here to produce as many soft bodies as possible. I looked at the younger men and children. They all had a fair bit of muscle for their ages, then I heard grunts from a far away room.
I followed it and took over all the guards I came across with snakevines as I went. Sure enough it was a forced training facility. I followed the smell of death and came to a large pile of bodies in the corner. Then I saw my first sentient human.
He was wearing the white robes of a follower of Theressa and chanting over a corpse. On the desk in front of him were several books and ledgers. I looked over what was open.
‘Incoming and outgoing’ showed a list of the people he’d received for training or conversion as well as the number he’d sent to join the army.
‘Resources’ showed the allocation and exportation of food, water and special requests he had. And the final one was his journal. I rolled it back to a few months ago and began reading over it.
This guy was probably just keeping this thing as a way to maintain his sanity in a city without anyone to talk to. He was a noble and an alumni of the Dark Academy. He’d often recount anecdotes and amusing memories of his time there between his notes about demands and expeditionary orders.
The women had been here for years and the men in the prisons were artificially aged by the use of magic, nutrition and arduous training.
As I was reading, he looked over at me a few times, appraising my undead status.
“Uugh?”
“Fetch me the next one, this one is done.” He said as a new zombie rose and marched off.
I sifted through the bodies in the corner, clenching my teeth as I separated the men from the young. I brought him a specimen full of muscle and sat it down on the slab in front of him.
“Hmm, this one’s a little degraded but it’s body seems good enough. Good job soldier!”
“Uuuh!”
His eyes lit up at my response and he hurriedly sat down at his desk, drinking some strange concoction from his mug. “Can you understand me?”
Shit! I fucked up, no, wait a minute, I can always kill him if something goes wrong, so let’s push things as far as I can for now.
“Uh!”
“Really!” He grinned as he wiped his tears. “It’s been years, maybe I’m just crazy now. Grunt if you can really understand me!”
“Uh!”
He practically jumped with joy. “You can! You can understand me! Hey, hey! Did you want something to drink? This is distilled Varemphract root, with a side of Calumus. It doesn’t taste good, but it tastes. Oh what am I saying, you can’t digest things anyway…”
I held out my hand as he squealed in delight. He poured me a thick mug of whatever the hell he was drinking as he told me his whole life story.
This man was crazy. He’d been here too long and was thrilled with each affirming grunt I gave him as he spilled the beans on everything.
Thads had converted all the villages, cities and towns into zombie-towns that just spit out soldiers. By going this route, he’d never have to worry about loyalty or rebellion. No one would have free will, no one would second guess him and then, I reached a final conclusion as Thermifrexus told me where his outgoing soldiers were headed.
That huge freaking army that assaulted Therograd was just Thads purging his less than desirable people. Like the suicide group that’d been sent towards Riverbrook, it only existed in the vague hope of killing me while he persued other things.
I held my emotions inside as Therm continued. He took a flask from his desk and after a while his face filled with sorrow as he spoke. With thick tears in his eyes, he told me about his responsibilities here. All the men, barring the older ones could be his children. The older ones were the original residents of this place and everyone was used for breeding stock. He looked towards the bodies in the corner and sobbed.
He was sure of a few things. One, he didn’t remember much from when he started here. He figured his mind might’ve been clouded but, he felt like he was doing god’s bidding. Now, he no longer felt anything. Two, there was once a golden barrier around this place but some time ago it vanished and he’d begun to think normally again. But now he was stuck here, he knew that going north would only lead him to a deserter’s death and he had no clue what lay to the south but he was told that some demon had taken it. So, he was trapped here.
I laughed and he tilted his head then looked at his flask before putting it back in his desk.
“Are you really a guard or have I finally gone crazy?”
“No, and no. I am the demon to the south and the Liberator of the Dark Academy.”
As quickly as his flask had vanished, it reappeared in his hand again. He finished it off and coughed.
He stared at me for a long moment, then shook his head. “I’m hearing things now. Maybe I should end it before I lose the rest of my mind.”
“You’re not, and even if you do, it won’t spare you from me.”
He looked back at me and blinked several times. “Yep, time to end it.”
He took a dagger from his waist and held it to his throat. “Theressa, if you ever cared, then please forgive—”
I snatched the dagger away and stopped his heart. I took him on a tour of the soulscape then taught him English before showing him a highlight reel of everything in the theatre.
After I’d brought him back he was equal parts shocked and giddy. It was clear to see that he’d been under the parasite’s or Theressa’s influence and he was finally accepting that he was free.
I sent him back to the Dark Academy along with everyone else. I didn’t know how or when they’d recover but I suspected the strange vegetables to be the cause of their fugue states. So hopefully when they stopped ingesting them, they would regain their minds.
I also opened the gate to the mine and we were able to claim a large amount of iron, copper and various otherwordly gemstones.
The truly troubling news came later. It turns out that this wasn’t an isolated incidence. Therm didn’t know how many other places were like this but from his reports there were probably dozens. That meant that we had a big fight ahead of us and an opposition full of highly trained, suicidal warriors.
Things were looking bleak.
After resting, we continued our trek north.
We found no less than five more cities like this one. Each with only one sentient person manning them. Of those, I only brought back one more. The other four really, really enjoyed their work impregnating the catatonic, and creating zombies out of their own children that died from the harsh never-ending training these people-farms put them through.
Yeah, those guys were torches now.
A few months later we came across a grim sight.
We found what was left of the Garanthians. Vesp’s headless remains served as a trail marker and we followed the path into the woods.
General Seiluk and a handful of others were the only survivors. They led me to a cave where they’d packed the heads of the fallen with snow and ice to preserve them and I took their souls.
They’d arrived after the army had gone south but fell to a pincer attack after they’d been noticed. Garanthians don’t like using magic, so the brunt of the offence fell to Vesp as Seiluk’s army got blown apart. It was fortunate that I left such a good impression on the general, or he might’ve just abandoned Vesp’s remains and retreated with the rest of his survivors back to New Garanth. Instead, he set up camp in the unfamiliar cold and had complete faith that I’d find him.
Garanthians… Damn, they’re good people.
I was able to bring everyone back after opening the gate and using the exsanguinated remains of our enemies that we’d stored in the zombie room.
It was nice to see Vesp and his wife reunite and wrap their necks together but I was reminded of how foolish I’d been to order the magic-fearing Garanthians to march against an unknown force.
If they won’t use magic then... I turned to look at Jason.
“Go see Kalapract,” I told Seiluk. “If your men give up their left arms then maybe we could give them a weapon to fight with.”
Kalapract could certainly fleshcraft, maybe not at my level but if it’s just an arm, then I’m sure he’ll manage. I’d like to give them all smaller versions of Magna’s gatling gun. They wouldn’t be using spells and there’s no way that a few rock rounds will ever match a full powered fireball. But they wouldn’t have to chant and if thousands of men fired all at once in full military coordination, the effects would be devastating.
Seiluk agreed after I had Magna give him a demonstration. Then he added his own two cents and requested shields like hers as well so he’d have a front line. I agreed and gave him full control over his men’s augmentations. I also went with him to talk to Kalapract.
I told Kalapract about rifles and scopes and you could see his mental gears turning, literally, he had gears now.
The problem of acquiring stones was fixed by all the mines we’d found and after all the research the three musketeers had done on ancient symbols, stones were easier to make and could even be imbued with new elements and properties.
I wanted to stay and be a part of making new things but not when we had an enemy that could throw armies at us as an afterthought. So after holding Artur for a while and checking on Gabe, Maria,and my other children, I left again.




Chapter 46: Theross - John
After almost a year of traveling, we reached the capital city of Theross and it wasn’t what I expected.
There was a large barrier around it, surrounded by human guards at five foot increments. It had layered walls with more archers and mages than you could count and no visible vulnerabilities.
To call it a fortress would be a drastic understatement and to attack it outright would be suicidal, even for me. So we sat and observed it for a few weeks.
It had two main structures, one was the main castle and about a mile away from it was the Grand Cathedral.
Though the castle was an impressive feat of architecture, the cathedral dwarfed it in such a way that any normal person would say it was created by the divine.
Even Jason commented about it. “Though I’ve walked it’s halls and corridors, trained in its inner sanctums and patrolled its walls, I’ve still never seen its top.”
If I were a pretentious arse like Thads then the top was exactly where I’d stay. That way I could look down on everyone else and feel safe.
Thads was the worst sort of person. When I first met him, it was clear he’d used his men’s lust and violent urges to bring them under him. He looked at humanity like they were dirt, but his easy smile seemed genuine.
While going north, I found his family’s estates bare and abandoned. But I remembered everything the Earl and later Yugius had told me about him and his family.
He’d been stripped of his name and given to the church at a young age to undergo training.
Jason told me what that training was like, or at least his version of it. It involved self harming and selfless faith to Theressa. But Eva told me a different story when I asked her about the cathedral and it made me sick.
This boy was thrown away by his own family, used by old men and given to a psychopathic Duke when he got too old.
It would be like letting a young Jeffrey Dahmer be raised by John Wayne Gacy.
I hadn’t personally seen what nobles were treated like here as all the cities I’d been to were cities I’d destroyed but given the stories I’ve heard and the people I’ve spoken to. Being a noble here was like being a god, they could do whatever the hell they wanted and only other nobles could stop them. It was a toxic culture that bred corruption by providing immunity to the ones in power. It also caused conflicts and wars between powerful houses with their citizens used as fodder.
Growing up in that world, then adding in the church of Therressa which was yet another arrogant power, it was easy to see how the helpless were trampled and how Thads became the psycho he was.
“Boss! Look there!” Bob said pointing to a long bridge between the cathedral and Theross proper.
It seemed like there was a dispute happening. The men in robes were readying spells as the men in armor were drawing their… Axes!? Are those Garanthians?
We watched for a while, but a man in white armor came out from the church and the two factions went their own ways without any bloodshed.
“So how we gonna play it, Boss? Stir up a rebellion, maybe make with the murder? How’s ‘bot we throw ‘em a tea party, make ‘em say ‘Please mother, may I?’ They got no problems with food, so no sieges.”
“I’ll have to think about it…”
We returned back to our current campsite a few miles south. Once there, I opened the gate and ordered Don to assemble all available men in the zombie room and have Red and Reginauld sort them into small units.
Thanks to Barz and Darionus we’d already reverse engineered the Earl’s gem and combined it with our earlier prototype, so now simple orders could be given. That meant that our current army could adapt and change tactics at a moment’s notice. So having several smaller squads was ideal.
But, there was no way through all the stacked defenses of Theross. For that, I had my different god-forms. The only problem with that was the range I could travel from my core. With Darkform I could travel about three football fields away from my body but Theross was huge! Even if I killed every guard and barrier caster that I could reach, I wouldn’t even breach the third wall.
Then there was the huge overarching barrier that covered the whole place. I have a feeling it’s set up towards the center. In other words there’s no chance in hell I can get to it.
During a strategy meeting, Reginauld recalled a story from his younger days. We’d already become accustomed to his mid-discussion storytelling but this time was different. He talked about another clever battle he had with the lizardkin of old.
Pretty sure Fura’s mom hunted them all to extinction now, so at first I didn’t get what point he was trying to make. But, he told me of a legend they had and how he took advantage of it to make them leave his territory without a fight.
The lizardkin had a story about a being called the prowler that killed and mangled them in the night. The more he described it, the more I knew it was a sha’dwarg but he continued. They found an isolated Lizardkin who was relieving himself and ambushed him. Then they removed their arrows and cut him up, leaving his remains close to the lizardkin camp.
The next day, the lizardkin left.
“Woo, that’s brilliant, man!” I clapped Reginauld on the shoulders. “Do the Therossian’s have any ‘prowlers’ in their current lore?”
They all looked at me and blinked.
“Other than me.”
They then looked at Bob who was licking himself in a way that made everyone uncomfortable.
“Other than people affiliated with us. I mean that would be a dead giveaway that we were here. And now that they don’t have the advantage of Theressa’s god-sight, we still have the element of surprise.”
There were grunts all around the table.
Oh, right. There’s no Therossians here, hell the only human here is Seiluk but he’s a Garanthian.
“Chief, what about that fine young man who mated with—” He squawked, “Temlin, Timus? Er, Therossian names aren’t my strong suit, I’m afraid.”
“Oh yeah!”
I had Don bring Temlin and Marrow but when we asked them about scary legends they both stared at me.
“I get it, I’m the bloody boogieman, but that doesn’t help—”
“Nah, mate. Look ‘ere,” Marrow said while scratching his crotch. “That Thadeus was a spittin’ lunatic when he came back. You really are what he fears the most. How’s bout we try somefin’ different, ya?”
“Didn’t I teach you English? Why don’t you stop speaking low Therossian, so everyone else here can understand you.”
He sighed as he sniffed his fingers. “Fine. They’re still trading with other countries by sea, right? How’s ‘bout we just infiltrate by boat? That way we can spread rumours of some curse, maybe—”
“No!” Red snarled. “We should attack from the front in full force! What you’re talking about will just make the cowards piss themselves and retreat further into their barriers.”
“Now that I think about it, just making them scared probably won’t have any effect for a few years, then by that time, the magic kids they got from the human farms will be strong enough to take over.” I sighed out a thick gout of fog. “Shit!”
Thad’s distrust was paying off. It’s true that with a curse rumour we might be able to spark a rebellion but that was a long term plan and they already had a full force of brainwashed child soldiers at their disposal.
“Let’s mix the two.” Marrow said. “We’ll tell em bout a curse, then when they’re good and scared, we’ll show our army to em, tell em anyone who defects can join—”
“No,” I cut him off. “They have suicide bombers. Even without the oomph of Theressa’s faith, they could still use their souls as fuel and take out a large chunk of our army if we let them in.”
“Chief, if I may?” Reginauld said, holding a finger up.
“Of course.”
“If we can infiltrate, then couldn’t we send someone to destroy the central barrier?”
“Ah!” Marrow and I said in unison.
Then Marrow clicked his tongue. “Maybe, but there’s no way they’d leave their precious barrier defenseless.”
Then everything came together.
Infiltrate, tell stories about a curse, kill all the people I can reach on the outside while Marrow kills from the inside, then show up with our army in full force at the front gates. That way, they’d all be in a panic and perhaps the path to the central barrier would open up.
“I don’t like it,” Temlin spoke up. “Forgive me for being a simple man, but, to me it looks like there are too many moving parts and what-ifs.” He shot an apologetic look towards Marrow. “I remember hearing about your intelligence network and about your crazy plans in the past but I also remember that you never left anything to chance. I have a son now, and these people gave me a place to belong to. I won’t gamble with any of it.” He looked towards me then back to Marrow. “You’re both acting like children, hoping that the stars align. This isn’t a plan, it’s a prayer.”
Bob guffawed and patted Temlin on the back. “Ya heard him, Boss. I like this one!”
Temlin shuddered.
“He talks alotta sense. Boss, you suck at complicated. Stick ta just stumbling into shit and killing everyone. That’s what ya do, ya stumble and murder, then ya cry. Sometimes ya cry while yer stumblin’ and murderin’ but that’s yer charm. Stick with what yer good at!”
“You make me sound like a depressed natural disaster.”
Bob nodded, followed by the rest.
“Fine, I get it, there’s too many parts to this plan. I am the curse, no need for rumours. But getting in and destroying the main barrier is a must. So, I’ll just kill all the guards around the barrier until they stop sending guards out then I’ll create a distraction. Don?”
“Yes master?”
“Can you ask Athan for a few of his best spies? We’ll send them out to capture a boat. Marrow, you go with them to gather intel and spread whatever rumors you want. As for a signal...uh...hmm.”
“Take a summoner.” Barz said. “Have them summon a greater demon. Even with our enhanced mana it’ll only be there for a few seconds but it can probably create a big enough disturbance that even people outside the wall will notice it.”
“I don’t know any summoners.”
“We have a few among the staff and students here. I’ll bribe, er, incentivise one to go along.”
I nodded slowly then talked with Mors in my head for a while. She seemed to agree with the plan for the most part but she did have one amendment to add.
I recreated her on my palm so she could speak. “The summoner can’t know about the rest of the plan.” She said. “We’ll also need them to kill themselves as soon as their spell fades so the enemy can’t interrogate them. Thads was a torturer by trade and we can’t trust someone who needs to be bribed.”
Barz’s face puckered like he’d just chomped down on a lemon. “There’s no one who would…” He stopped and sighed. “There’s one. He was there during my pronouncement or John’s botched trial. But he’s a coward, fear keeps him loyal so, perhaps if we motivate him, he might comply. I’d suggest having him train with you and your berserkers for a few months. That should alleviate his very logical fear of death.”
With that, the meeting was done and I left to visit Artur and Aneeza. Artur was a happy toddler now, quick to laugh and full of giggles. But he did have one temper tantrum while we were gone that cost Cria an arm.
Healer was here, so Cria didn’t bleed out but it was an unmistakable fact that it happened. My baby was dangerous. Vesp’s wife, who used to be the head Imp, had put her people to use to find a solution.
The answer was a pact, similar to the one Vesp had with Athan’s boy. But this one syphoned mana after it reached a certain level. Now both my grandson and my son were protected by the wyverns.
It was a strange feeling, knowing that I owed so much to each of them but as Vesp said before, friends don’t owe friends anything.
Either way, after all that, Artur seemed a lot happier now. Maybe having so much mana at such an early age was a burden on him. He still created void spheres out of shadows and flew them around the room to amuse himself and exsanguinated his mashed meat but that was fine. People aren’t born with the intention to hurt others, that’s a learned behavior and Artur has only ever seen smiling faces. He doesn’t want to hurt anyone.
Aneeza, was still Aneeza. She was like a sister to Wendy and Rosie, she was also Ballbreaker’s disciple. She was a stone faced warrior while she trained, then my cute attention seeking daughter when we were alone.
“And then, and then… Dad? Are you listening!?”
“Of course!”
“And then, Rosie blew off Wendy’s hand but she just grew another one out of blood!! It was like Pow! Woosh! New arm!”
“...”
“Dad?”
“The hell kinda game are you kids playing!?” I hugged her, as the realization that hyper violence was normal to them hit me.
She began to cry, without knowing why. “We didn’t mean to do anything wrong, we were—”
“You idiot… The three of you are the only daughters I have left. Every part of you is precious and hurting each other is forbidden from now on!”
“I don’t...I don’t understand! You told us to train and we just did like you do. We were—”
I pushed her back so I could look into her deep-amber eyes that came from me and Nex. Her skin, a perfect blend of ours. I shook my head. “Don’t train like that when I’m not here! It’s true that I told you all to become strong, but not by blowing each other’s limbs off! Do you know how hard that must’ve been for Wendy? Did she or Rosie ever tell you about…”
I stopped as Aneeza began to sob.
Rosie and Wendy might be around the same maturity level but Aneeza had been sheltered like a goblin princess. I don’t have the right to air other people’s laundry and even if I did, my daughter wouldn’t understand.
“You didn’t do anything wrong. I was just angry that they were taking their lives lightly. I need to have a long talk with them.”
I marched down to the Riverbrook settlement. Aneeza lagged behind me with her face pointed at the ground.
I scooped her up and immediately noticed that she was already a lot heavier than her mother. I never really gave it much thought but when a goblin breeds with another race, they take on all their best properties and Aneeza must’ve developed my bone and muscle density.
“Dad, this is embarrassing! I need to show my strength or—”
“Do you think your dad’s weak?”
“N-no, but—”
“That’s right, no buts.”
When the other gob kids began to mock her, I ejected my bone spikes and grinned at them with my sharp teeth as she hid her face in my shoulder.
Finally we arrived at Rosie’s place.
“Daddy?” Maria said as she answered the door.
She’d evolved a few more times since the last time I saw her. Now you’d really have to look to tell she was an insect.
I scooped her up as well as she giggled in my ear and hugged me. 
“Where’s Rosie?”
“Huh?” Maria seemed crestfallen.
“Uh, not that I’m not happy to see you, I just need to talk with her about something she did.”
Maria pulled back and I let her go. Her frilly dress fluttered as she landed. “N...ot telling…”
I knelt down to eye level. “Huh!?”
“Not telling!”
“Tell me!” I said using the queen’s pheromones.
Her antenna betrayed her and I followed where they pointed.
“P-put me down!” Aneeza whispered in a hiss. “Don’t embarrass me, please dad! Don’t—”
I saw Rosie and Wendy fighting in the backyard. Rosie’s family had a fairly nice house with a large backyard. Rosie’s siblings were still attending Lang’s classes and her parents were both still at work.
That left Rosie and Wendy to do whatever they wanted without supervision or witnesses.
I sat Aneeza down and walked back into the house. Maria immediately ran off to make us some tea and I activated darkform and phased through the wall fusing to a shadowed space with a good view.
Their fight was anything but childish.
Rosie who was now an acknowledged student of the dark academy rattled off spells in rapid succession. While Wendy doged them effortlessly, her body moving in inhuman ways as if she had no bones. I’d always hoped that the two of them could just be normal little girls. But when Therograd fell, Wendy died again. And again, I wasn’t there to stop it.
Rosie had never shown any will to fight, instead she’d only ever lived for her family, for her brother and sisters. Wendy on the other hand had shown all but forgiveness for her mother.
I felt conflicted as I watched them. They were learning from each other and bettering themselves but what they were doing was dangerous.
Wendy seemed to notice me out of the corner of her vision and failed to dodge a lightning strike from Rosie.
Rosie canceled her spell at the last second and ran to Wendy who pointed at me as I canceled darkform.
“Daddy?” Maria looked at me. Mors had already taken the teacup in hand and I was spilling tea down my face with my pinky raised.
Mors caught me up on the situation. “She was talking about Gabe and his training. She asked your opinion on fighting versus making peace.”
“Y-yes…”
Maria tilted her head to the side. “Yes what?”
I sipped my tea. “Yes, indeed.”
Wendy barged through the door and pointed at me as Rosie smashed into her and the two toppled into the room.
I held up my teacup and grinned.
“Dad!” “Daddy!”
The two of them leaped at me and knocked the air out of my lungs.
They were both much older now. Even though they were still children and I felt bad for spying on them. But I also knew that I had to stop them from their dangerous training game.
But first, hugs and headpats!
I gently sat down my tea and hugged each of them, going into undead more as Wendy’s sweat touched me.
“So,” I said as Aneeza shrank back. I could almost hear her internal monologue of ‘I am the wind...I’m a fly on the wall… I’m not here, ignore this one for it doesn’t exist’. “What are you two up to these days? Surely it’s not dangerous, life threatening training with full force magic, right?”
They both froze then glanced back at Aneeza who made a funny face and looked away.
“Right,” I said. “There’s no way my precious daughters would be maiming and almost killing each other just for training, right?”
“Haha…” Rosie laughed robotically. “Y-yeah…”
“I’m sorry!” Wendy said, receiving angry glances from the other two. “I died in Therograd, since then I needed to practice with a mage so I could learn how to counter elemental spells. I know you’re already mad at me since I took Eva as my master, but—”
To say that I was just mad about her taking Eva as her master would be like saying a forest fire was great for roasting marshmallows. It was uninformed and insensitive. I’d held back on telling her who Eva or Eve was until now. Why? Because I didn’t want them to know, not about Liz’s past and certainly not about why I spared them. Even though Eva and Sid deserved death, I kept them around because they were pathetic and useful as tools to be thrown away whenever they weren’t needed anymore.
I looked at Rosie, Aneeza, Maria and poor Wendy before I explained everything in detail. They were old enough now that they could take it and I wasn’t the sort of father to keep things from my children just to spare them.
When I was done, I saw Rosie make an expression I’d never seen before, utter disgust. Aneeza returned to her stoic ways and Maria held her four-fingered hands over her mouth.
Wendy was the only one who remained calm. “I know,” she said. “Between what you told me before and what they confessed, I know everything.”
“Then why did you follow them!?” Rosie shouted. “They hurt Aunty Liz and Caroline like Thads hurt us. They’re—”
“They’re a means to get stronger.” Wendy replied dryly. “I won’t be weak ever again and even the poison in my veins gives me power! I will kill every single person that tries to take advantage of me, until—”
Aneeza grabbed her hand and died.
I took a long deep breath, holding in my anger as I restored my daughter. These days, filtering out the queen’s venom was easy. But back when I brought Wendy back, it was impossible.
I closed my eyes so I wouldn’t glare at Wendy. With my sha’dwarg senses, I could perceive that Rosie and Maria had taken a few steps back from Wendy. That reaction said more than any sentence I could ever mutter to her.
I picked Aneeza up and cradled her until she could move again.
“I-I didn’t mean to—” Wendy started.
“Leave!” Rosie said, pointing to the door. “We don’t hurt our sisters!”
Wendy began to shake and I held my hand out. “She didn’t mean to. Aneeza, why don’t you tell us why you touched her.”
“Because she needs it.” Aneeza said, wiping her tears away. “She needs a hug sometimes and I always wanted to help her. We’re sisters! Sisters are always there for each other even if we argue. That’s why, even if it kills me,” She held out her hand to Wendy. “I’ll always be here for you!”
There wasn’t a dry eye in the room as they all began to sob.
“Ahaha!” Gabe said, barging through the front door. He then looked around, seeing everyone in tears and immediately left.
Wendy said something through thick tears and Aneeza nodded, somehow understanding her gibberish. Rosie added to it, grabbing Wendy’s hand and dying.
I brought her back after purifying her blood and it all started again.
Maria took turns hugging each of them until she got to Wendy, then I brought my third daughter back to life.
“I don’t want it!” Wendy finally said. “Daddy!!”
I snorted my snot back into my skull and took her hands. I made two separate circulatory systems for her along with a new heart.
“Now you can touch people without fear but you’ll need to vent your extra blood every now and then. Here, in your left hand, there’s a vein that flows—”
“I feel it! It’s this one, right?”
I nodded as I held her hand.
She smiled at me, letting me know that everything I’d done was worth it. Then she frowned, locking her bright blue eyes with mine.
“What is it, sweety?”
Her lip began to quiver and tears erupted from her eyes again.
Ah crap! What’d I do?
She raised her arms up even though she was well passed the age of pick-me-up and I picked her up.
I’d weakened her poison so many times in the past but she’d used bloodmagic to strengthen it in her mad rush for power. Now, she could keep her poison but still embrace the people she loved. I’m embarrassed that I never thought of this before.
“Dahry I shosoreh plesh forgirves me fo…oshers ca toush me now sho we’re not...” She did her best to talk, but no one knew what the hell she was trying to say. Still, we all hugged her together and talked in sobbing voices so none of us knew what each other was saying.
I saw Gabe peeking through the door a few more times before he made a strategic retreat.
After Wendy had cried her eyes out, she apologized to everyone for keeping her poison and they forgave her as they hugged her. Wendy giggled as she looked up at me with a strange expression.
To reassure her that I was a hip daddy, I gave her a thumbs up and she immediately stopped looking at me.
After that I decided to leave them alone, they’d all been through a lot and now they were bonding.
I met Adrea outside and she smiled at me. “You’re a great dad,” she said as she fanned her blouse.
“Uuh, sure? I mean, I try to be.” I shot her a thumbs up and she laughed as sweat trickled down from her furry collarbones.
“You know, I think I heard a noise just over there.” She said as she pointed to the dark side of the house. “Maybe you should come with me…”
So I did, then, I did. Her copper hair and soft pale flesh was offset by her toned muscles and her wild labido. Even though we weren’t officially a couple she was already approved by Nex and the rest.
“You haven’t been, Uh!” I grunted as I forced my way inside her. “With anyone, have you?”
“N-no!” She moaned as I thrust into her. “How could I be, when sex is so revolting.”
“Then, what are we doing now?”
She moaned as she reached her hand back and pulled me down for a kiss.
Ah, I get it. This isn’t sex to her. This is bonding, shared pleasure between lovers for emotional reasons. To her, sex is stil just a thing strangers pay for.
“You’re not, Oh! Doing your old job are—”
“Construction?” She said as her poisoned tail shot between my legs, pulling me closer. “Of course! The other job...that woman, died. I’ll marry you someday, you fucker! So just put your seed inside me like you own me! And be grateful that I’m a faithful woman.”
I’ve found that women say the darndest things when your peni are inside them. But I have messed with her hormones, so no doubt she’ll cringe under her covers later when she remembers this moment.
I pulled her hair, spanked her ass and planted myself as deep as possible until she began to twitch around me. Then I filled her well and proper as I held her close, letting my excess seed spill down between her legs and stain the ground.
When I was done, I entered sage mode and she immediately began to cry. I pulled our pants up and leaned against Rosie’s house with her to cuddle.
“What’s wrong?” I foolishly asked her.
“This is so hard!” She said pounding my chest and breaking my reinforced ribs. “I wanted to wait but you had a wedding! I know I’m not entitled to—”
I kissed her until she stopped speaking. “Nex has already acknowledged you. You are my wife by goblin standards and I’m a goblin chief. That ceremony was just that. A ceremony, nothing more.”
“But I...because I made you wait, I’m not your wife!! I’m just a—”
“A what?”
“A-a…” She fell silent as she curled up in my arms.
“A mother to my daughter? A brilliant shining example of a capable person who earns her place? I bet you’re a forman now, aren’t you?”
She nodded before pressing her head back against my chest.
“Are there any other female foremen right now?”
She shook her head as she kissed my hand.
“In my original world, gender roles were mostly equal, but even there, there weren’t many women who chose the path you did and fewer still that succeeded. I’m proud of you.”
She shook in my arms as she nodded silently.
I spent the better part of an hour there with her, just holding and kissing her. She really was doing her all for Wendy’s sake.
But I couldn’t help but feel that all those lessons were lost as Wendy looked back at me with a broad smile. Wendy wasn’t a person that needed a strong role model, she was already a girl who was working as hard as she could.
I waved to her as they both disappeared into the distance and I was suddenly more aware of what I had to lose if Thads won.
He’d defeated all my men and even my mates when he’d invaded Therograd with only a tenth of his force.
Over the next few months we all started doing our parts of the plan.
Athan and his men secured a less than reputable shipping boat and Yugius was able to convince the captain to join us after they massacred most of his crew and replaced them with Athan’s people.
They dropped Marrow off in the port and resumed the ship’s normal trading routes so they could gather more intel.
From Marrow’s reports, which for some reason always came inside a hollowed out chicken bone, we learned that the port was sealed off from the rest of the city. Meaning he wouldn’t be able to infiltrate easily.
I’d already taken my men and mates back through the gate after erasing our campsite. Now, I went out nightly and killed all the guards, archers and mages that I could reach.
Then finally after a few more months, they began to send out patrols. I killed those as well, taking their souls and interrogating them. No one knew a damned thing!
This goes way beyond paranoia.
Either way after the patrols and the guards kept dying, they did exactly what we thought they would. They abandoned the outer walls and doubled up their barriers.
Red was right, they’re cowards. Let’s just hope that they don’t realize my range limitations.
“Sir!” Don said breathlessly as he found me. “We’re under attack!”
“You’re shitting me! How did he—”
“No, it’s not him. It’s a-a thing… I’m sorry I don’t know much about it. It was spotted a few hours ago coming from one of the caverns.”
I vaguely remember my gobs dying in strange ways back during that first winter here.
“Take me there!”
“Right away!”
I followed Don around the better part of the night before I remembered that Don was directionally challenged.
We found another Imp and it led us to a gaping pit.
“Hey, wasn’t this just a little cavern a few years ago?”
“Was it?” Don said, scratching his head.
“John! Food?” Fernando said, crawling out of the cavern with a wendigo’s head in his mandibles.
The wendigo gnashed its teeth as its hateful eyes glared at me.
Then several bright red balls of mist flowed out of the cavern. They flew around our heads and for some unknown reason we all thought it would be a great idea to jump into the pit.
“John, what, doing?” Fernando said as he waived the wisps away like gnats.
I switched to undead mode as I mended Don and the Imp.
Then I used soulsteal and a massive amount of souls flew into me as the wisps vanished.
I gave Fernando a pat then found the rest of the wendigo in the pit. It was similar in form to the last one but this one was smaller. It seems like it might have used coercion on the wisps rather than on birds and rodents.
I took it’s spells and skills.
Primal Heat, Primal Poison and Lesser Summoning.
Now that I understand a few more things about magic, primal magics come from animals and aren’t normally usable by people.
But the big thing here was Lesser Summoning. The hell was that!?
[Lesser Summoning]
This magic allows the caster to summon small magical beings made out of mana. These beings can range from wisps to lesser elementals.
“Master, I believe that the wendigo used this magic to summon wisps. Wisps are a naturally occurring spirit that forces travelers to drown themselves or leap off cliffs. That might explain all the random falling incidents that have been happening over the years.”
So it used them to bring it food. I shivered as I considered the fact that this thing was just happily living in my backyard, killing everyone that approached.
Maybe it started out small and when it finally grew large enough it ventured out a bit.
I asked Don how he knew we were under attack and it matched. This wendigo got too brave and decided to find its own food. I followed the tunnel down, then crawled my way to its end outside the Dark Barrier.
After considering my options, I sealed it off with a massive calcified tentacle and walked back.
I took the wendigo’s head and compressed it into a blood crystal so I could instil its soul. I thanked Don for his info and pondered over our short-sightedness.
I have no doubt that there are probably many wendigos out there now since half the damn continent is dead. There're probably just as many wisps and other unbound undead in the form of spirits that are hiding. I wouldn’t even be surprised if there were a—
I stopped and stared at a shifting shadow.
Really!? Were they all working together or did they just gather here because we were the only living souls around?
Mors, is that a wraith?
“It’s hard to tell, Master. It doesn’t seem to act like one but…” Mors stopped to think. “Perhaps?”
I switched to darkform and struck out at the wraith but it vanished before I reached it. When I returned to my body the air seemed eerily cool and my skin prickled with goosebumps.
Well, that’s not good…
“I think it’s fine, Master.” Mors said with a sad smile. “I don’t think that wraith meant any harm.”
...kay.
I opened the gate and phased around Theross in darkform. No guards, nothing to do…
After returning to the Dark Academy, I went back to my quarters. 
Wendigos, Wisps and Wraiths, oh my! My mind was filled with the strangeness I’d encountered as I held the wendigo’s soul prison in my hands.
Even though it was a different wendigo, it still felt nostalgic. My feelings mixed as I remembered what the original wendigo had done and when I gave Liz its soul prison for her staff.
Thin fingers intertwined with mine as a fully dressed woman pulled the stone down to examine it.
“You can wear a nightgown or nothing at all if you want.” I told Lilsis as she focused on the soul prison. “We’ve all seen everything already.”
She smacked me with her other hand. “Can I have it?”
I held the stone tighter, for some reason I didn’t want to let it go. “Maybe, if you start being more comfortable around everyone.”
She clicked her tongue and looked passed me to her sister who was pleasantly snoring with her chest bared. “No… Not yet.”
I tossed the stone into my storage and rolled over to face her. Lilsis was a beautiful woman now, even though she usually wore an emotionless expression. Hey eyes never lied and when I stared into them long enough, her pupils would dilate and she’d suddenly look away with a slight blush.
I’d usually rub her neck and run my fingers through her hair for a while until a look of pure bliss finally broke through her stoicism. But tonight was a little different. This time she didn’t look away, so I kissed her. Nothing too sexy, just a long kiss to show her how I felt.
Afterwards she looked like she had something to say, so she never turned away from me. She kept looking into my eyes until we both began to blush.
The hell, is this an impromptu staring contest!?
“Can’t sleep?” I asked her.
“Mhm…”
Lina stirred on my stomach, crawling up to my chest to wrap her wings around me as I gently rubbed her back until she relaxed.
Then when I looked back up at Lilsis I saw her pouting ever-so-slightly and I realized what I must do. Then I decided not to do it.
I lowered her hood like I normally would, then I began to kiss her neck, up to her beet-red ear. She let out cute little noises as I licked and sucked her tender white skin. Her breath came out hot into my ear as I slowly licked hers. Then when I felt her begin to shift in her robes, I stopped.
“Good night, Lilsis.”
“W-what, why!?”
I turned away with an evil smile. “Hmm, did you say something? Go to sleep already! Unless,  do you want to get more comfortable now?”
There was a furious motion happening under her robes as she threw her leg over me and her pheromones filled the room. She stifled her moans and a few short seconds later she was twitching beside me.
She continued panting for a while as I leaned over and kissed her. She shook one more time and looked at me with a mixture of frustration and arousal as sweat dripped down her face.
You could call what I did a punishment or you could call it a fetish. But really it was neither of those things, I just didn’t feel like it for once. Yes I was horny, I’m always horney, even when I don’t want to be. But She was fully clothed and then some, sweating her ass off in two layers of clothes with her shoes still on. I found it to be infuriating, she was suffering for no damned reason and there was nothing I could do to make her change her mind.
So, not quite able to sleep myself, I ventured into the soulscape and explored it with Mors until I lost consciousness.
The next night, unsurprisingly Lilsis was stuck to me like glue. She was also releasing so many ‘do me’ pheromones that my mind started to become hazy.
So we did, in my quarters, in the forest, pretty much everywhere we could be mostly alone for longer than a few minutes.
Now her expression was slightly different. She had a slight smile and her eyes lit up every time I looked her way.
I sighed as I realized I was stuck with her for tonight. It wasn’t a bad thing, I just had things I needed to do other than her.
I decided to open the gate to Theross.
“I doubt there’s much happening there but let’s stick to the normal plan. You stay hidden and I’ll make my patrol. If something dangerous happens, run through the gate and teleport me.”
She nodded way too seriously, making me appreciate her honest character.
Though going to Theross was in my plans, tonight's main mission was to find that harmless wraith again. There was something novel about that, and if I could recruit it, then maybe it could pass through these physical barriers and kill the main barrier.
Normally my Darkform can travel insane distances away from my core, but when fighting against barriers, it gets weaker. Of course, after phasing through all these different barriers now, I can honestly say there's a big difference between them and it just so happens that the main barrier is my natural enemy, Light.
I thought briefly about trying out Lightform but Mors shrieked at me to stop before I even finished the thought.
If I did that it would be like casting High Resurrection on myself. So, I’d basically be severing my connection to myself for who knows how long.
So, feeling bored and a little annoyed, I decided to try out a few different things on the main barrier.
I tried all my affinities and each one was either destroyed outright or pushed back. That was until I tried Void.
Luckily my mana had easily quadrupled since I’d consumed Theressa and the Parasite. So now I could maintain a void sphere for minutes at a time before I had to wait for my mana to replenish.
So I found a good spot under one of the spires where I wouldn’t be seen with my body and continuously cast Void Spheres at the barrier.
The barrier was composed of mana and naturally spent mana to try to fill the void so after a while of having a pissing contest with an inanimate thing, it began to flicker.
Holy shit! I think it’s going to fall!
My heart was going crazy as I realized that I was about to get what I wanted. I could almost taste Thads’ blood in my mouth as I conquered the last obstacle standing between my family and a peaceful life.
Then, the barrier fell!
We freaking did it! Mors, we fre—
A terrible screech filled the air, silencing all other sounds and almost stopping my heart.
I quickly looked up as a massive thing filled my vision. It was so large and incomprehensible that no words could describe it. It was as if the sun had come down from the sky and shaped itself into a white nightmare.
There were only a few times in this world that I felt genuine horror but this time dwarfed all others.
I stared at this ancient being of unspeakable power, slack-jawed in utter awe of its existence. I reached my hands up as if I could touch it and my fingertips vanished into ash under its light.
It was a horrible compulsion that felt like I was staring into a giant blender, accepting my fate and willingly jumping into a horrible oblivion because I deserved it.
“Close the gate!” Lilsis slapped me as the darkness of the zombie room replaced the beautiful light I’d been seeing. “John, please!”
Lilsis’ face contorted in pain as she pulled me away from the gate, her legs vanishing behind her.
“MASTER!!”
I closed the gate and lay there for a while in utter confusion as Lilsis wept over me, and we experienced our second true death together.




Chapter 47: What Darkness Borrows From Chaos - John
The dark god enveloped us and we slept again. I was aware that Lilsis was with me but I couldn’t move or speak. This was similar to the time I was hit with a resurrect spell but now there was no life to return to.
There was only a calm darkness and the vague feeling that I was resting. It was hard to think here, and so I dreamed.
But I didn’t dream alone. The dark god kept us both together as it guided our subconscious until my thoughts faded and I was swept away into a red light.
I saw an alternate version of my childhood. One where I had a friend; a shy younger girl who rarely showed expressions.
Despite having both of my parents together, I still faced several hardships. Things I’d never talked about but in this world they didn’t happen like they did before.
“Stop or I’ll curse you!” Clair said as she spoke gibberish and waived a stick at an older boy.
“Heh! You want to play too?” The older boy said as he punched me in the gut again. “What, are you his little girlfriend?”
I was confident in my ability to take a punch and this guy was nothing special. Because of my nature and strange choice in hairstyles, I was often challenged by the older boys. I’d learned when to fight and when to run. This boy was the older brother of a kid I’d beat up earlier. In other words, I deserved this and running wasn’t an option.
“So what if I am…” Clair said brandishing her stick menacingly.
The boy laughed as he looked at her with pity. “He agreed to fight me and he lost, this is what he gets for breaking my brother’s arm!”
It was from these early lessons that I learned what karma was and two phrases mixed together. ‘An eye for an eye makes everyone blind’ and ‘In the land of the blind, the man with one eye is king’.
“Hey, you done?” I said as I spat blood on the kid’s white Jordans.
He looked down at his shoes and winced before redoubling his one sided assault. I was 9 and he was fifteen, so I don’t need to tell you how that went.
Clair screamed at him and tried her best to beat him with her switch but he ignored her and continued to punch and kick me until his breath grew ragged.
“Y-you re-remember this and leave my brother alone!” He said panting.
“Remember what?” I said awkwardly with a busted lip. “The time my granny punched me, oh wait. No, she hits harder.”
The kid ripped off my shirt and used it to wipe his shoes. “Whatever, I’m done with you, freak.”
“Why didn’t you fight back?” Clair said as she hugged me.
“Because he was right.”
“That doesn’t me he can—”
“It does, and honestly he should’ve broken my arm. Now I’ll have to make it up to his brother somehow.”
This wasn’t the first time something like this had happened and it wouldn’t be the last. Moments like this forged me into who I am but what they never tell you is that society changes as you get older. When you’re a kid you can fight back but when you're an adult you just have to take it.
Years passed and Clair and I went our separate ways after highschool but we always stayed in touch.
“Mhm, I’m coming to visit you.” She said over the phone.
“You’re still a senior in highschool! I’m fine, I’m just—”
“You’re working and going to college at the same time. When’s the last time someone cooked for you?”
I laughed unintentionally.
“What?”
“No, it’s nothing.”
“Tell me!”
“Like you can cook.” I said stifling a laugh as I remembered all the times I ended up cooking for her after she messed up.
“I-I can cook...probably…”
“Hey, John, are you ready to go?”
“Who's that?”
“My girlfriend, she’s a little impatient but what can you do.”
“...I guess I’ll stay home then.” Clair said, in a soft voice.
“Really? I thought I could show you around the city and maybe we could grab a bite to—”
“No… I can wait…”
“Um—”
“Geez, honey! Wait, who’re you talking to?”
“Clair.”
“Oh! Your little friend from home? What does she want?”
“She’s just checking on me,” I said with a laugh. “She’s a good person like that.”
“Hey,” She kissed me. “Can you go get the stuff from the car?”
“Oh yeah, sure. Clair, I’ll be right back.” I sat my phone down, put on my shirt and shoes then ran down to the car.
Maybe it was because I left the door open but my girlfriend didn’t notice me as I sat the groceries down. My phone was still on speaker, so I could hear their conversation.
“You hear me bitch, you’re still in highschool and I’ve seen pictures of you. You’re nothing special. I’m his GIRLFRIEND and you’re just some young slut. I mean, why would you even want him anyway. He’s 22 You’re what 17? You don’t have anything in common with him, so just give up now.”
I heard Clair crying on the other side of the phone and my anger began to bubble up. I’ve always had problems with my anger but I thought I loved my sweet girlfriend. Now I knew who she really was and I was ready to kick her out but Clair’s voice stopped me in my tracks.
“We have more in common then you’ll ever know. I was there for him and he was always with me. Even when my parents…”
“Leave him alone. He’s trying his best for me and you’re ruining everything. Besides, don't you think it's gross. You’re still underaged and he’s a hard working man. You need to give up for both your sakes.”
I took a deep breath and calmed my anger as I walked back and slammed the door. I heard the clack of my flip phone as it hit the bathroom counter and my girlfriend ran out to meet me.
“You should go.” I told her as I evaded a kiss.
“Huh?” She said, tilting her head.
“I think we’re done. I’ll load your groceries back in your car and you can send one of your ‘friends’ to pick up your stuff tomorrow. Just leave your key under the mat when you're done.”
“What?” She said as my words hit her. “Are you really breaking up with me?”
“Yes, it’s nothing personal but I just don’t think it’ll work out between us. Besides aren’t you always telling me how lucky I am to have you? Why don’t you go make someone else lucky now.”
She slapped me, then seeing me not react, slapped me again. Still unsatisfied she called my best friend as she walked out, making sure that I knew what she was up to.
I returned to the bathroom and picked up my phone. Clair was still crying on the other side.
“I’m sorry…”
“For what, she said a lot of things I already—”
“Will you come visit me?”
“What about—”
“She’s gone now. She hurt you and that’s an unforgivable sin. I guess I always knew how you felt, with our age difference though, it didn’t seem right. But hearing you cry made me realize that I don’t want to lose you. I thought being with me would hurt you but now I know; we’re stuck with each other aren’t we?”
“...Yeah…”
“What’re you going to do now?”
“Maybe in three months, after that…”
“Ah, graduation! Then, are you going to go to my college?”
“No, but it’s one that’s not too far from yours. Sorry, John, I got the scholarship. I’ll be—”
“That’s great! ...Did you maybe need a place to stay?”
I heard a loud gross snort followed by an embarrassed squeal. “Um, no, dorm costs are covered but...if you’ll have me, then I-I…”
The sobbing continued in earnest and I went to my bedroom. I was missing my shift at work but nothing was more important to me than Clair. Even if our lives together were doomed to be impoverished, I was certain that as long as we had each other, I’d be happy.
Things blurred as time sped forward.
We were married now and somehow, things felt weird. I was sure I was married to someone else before and I kept waiting for those same events to happen. But…
“Mhm, no more for you!” Clair said as she pulled my beer away.
Being with a younger, more successful woman had its challenges. I was just an at home programmer who developed shitty $1 games for mobile apps and on demand services. While she was decoding the human genome and helping to cure diseases I’d never heard of before.
She patted my belly and smiled. “I’m supposed to be the one with a big belly now.”
She plopped down in my lap and pulled her hoodie down and massaged her scalp.
“If I must,” I said with a fake sigh.
She nodded. “Yep…”
“Still, wearing a hoodie with no pants, you’re a bold woman.”
She butted turned head back, so she could look into my eyes. “I had to be or we never would’ve been…” She blushed and looked away as I kissed her forehead. “I just don’t want you to die so you need to take better care of yourself or our children won’t have a father.”
“Aye aye captain!” I said with a salute.
“And...you’ve been watching cartoons again, I see.”
“What else is there?”
She snuggled back into me and took the remote, switching it to a premium drama about zombies.
“Oh, you’re still a little behind on that, huh?”
“Mhm,” She nodded as she sat the remote down and pulled my arms over her shoulders as if I was a blanket.
“Wow, that guy is still alive? I thought he died when Lucile—”
She pinched me hard enough to shut me up then pouted. “...Haven’t seen that yet…”
“Right, my bad. Just don’t get too attached to those three, oh, or that guy. Actually they said later that aliens caused the whole thing and all the characters were just playing a pen and paper apocalypse themed RPG.”
“What!?” She said, her stoic expression breaking.
“Yeah, apparently all the deaths here were because someone spilled their Mt. Dew on the character sheets and they were too lazy to reroll.”
“Hoh!” She said as her whole body tensed up.
“You know I’m joking, right. About the aliens... The rest is all cannon.”
She sighed as she pinched me again and I laughed.
Time went on, we had two children both beautiful and talented. With her money and my sensibilities they went far in life and attended great colleges. Our daughter followed in my footsteps and built upon an abandoned project of mine called the Delirium Demo.
Our son followed his mother’s path and became well known for curing genetic diseases in the prenatal stages.
Each of them achieved so much more than we did and we all lived happy lives until…
I was on my deathbed. It was a good sixty years, so I had no regrets. Clair held my hand as pain constantly racked my body. She was still beautiful and our five year age gap meant nothing now.
“Grandpa!” My grandchildren charged into the room, completely oblivious to my condition and I welcomed them as warmly as I could manage.
I spent my time with them and my children, not lamenting bad descisions, but sharing with them happy stories of my time with Clair.
“Heyya, Boss.” An older man in a wheelchair said from the hallway. “Just showin’ up ta pay my respects. Ya might not know it, but this ain’t the end of ya.”
A nurse showed up and forcibly dragged the man off as he asked about prostate relief.
As the world became blurry, I held Clair’s hand tightly, the same hand I’ve always reached for and in my final moments I felt her lips on mine.
“Sleep, I’ll see you soon.”




Chapter 48: Snap Back - John
I awoke in a place without sound, Lilsis was still with me holding my hand.
Mors, what happened?
“M-Master!!” Mors yelled. “Master!” The fairy appeared in front of me and quickly hugged my face.
I held her in my hand as she caught me up on what’s been happening since Lilsis and I were healing.
“Then, I’m the reliquary?”
“Yes, both of your bodies turned to ash and salt. Only your core was left.”
“What was that thing?” Lilsis asked.
“An Archangel, it was probably a failsafe built into the central barrier.”
“But Theressa’s devine mana is gone now, so how did they do that?”
“It’s not that it’s gone, it’s that it doesn’t flow anymore. So that was probably stored in the same vessel that maintained the barrier.”
I took a deep breath and Lilsis squeezed my hand. I looked down at her and we both smiled.
I know it was only a dream but we spent a good life together in my old world. Though realistically our age gap is a lot more than five years, in that world everything was adjusted so that she could be with me the whole time. It was like the past life spell but different, either way, I could tell it was a gift from The Goddess of Chaos.
Does that mean I’m technically in my two hundreds now? I mean if you combine Gilles’ life, my old life, my current life and this dream life it’s around that age. Then what about Lilsis?
Lilsis moved in front of me with a slight pout. “Hey, you were just thinking about me as an old woman weren’t you.”
“N-no? But, you did look cute as a granny.”
“Hmm, then it’s okay.”
What’s okay?
“Mhm.” She nodded to herself. “As long as you still thought I was cute, then it’s okay.”
She was an old woman that wore massively oversized hoodies and walked at the speed of mud but whenever I saw her rare smile...yeah, she was still cute.
Mors cleared her throat.
“Oh, right.” I said, snapping back to reality. To me that entire lifetime had just happened and I spent it together with her. Who knew we were so compatible. “Er, Mors, how much time has passed?”
“Six months, you were exposed to the full power of a divine entity. If it weren’t for your new light affinity, you might not have been able to come back and Lilsis would be dead…”
And now I’m angry again…
I used fleshcrafting to sense a nearby pile of meat and bones. “Why is meat in the Reliquary?”
“Offerings, every day your mates bring in meat and every day Darionus yells at them.”
I smiled as I spoke. “I need to thank them later. Also, thank you Mors.”
She blushed and curtsied. “Thank you Master but I really didn’t do anything, this time.”
You believed I’d be back, just like my mates, that’s enough.
After I began to reform my body I looked around the room. My storage stones and the gray stone were laying by me so I took them back into my body. Still to have this much meat here; is that a bear?
I was able to reform my body with all it’s enhancements as well as Lilsis who’s modified heart was kept next to my core. My pants and her robes were also here. If I had to call this room something, then I say it was a shrine to us.
As she got dressed, I used the voidstone to open the doors into the reliquary proper. Darionus was snoring as his shades whipped about sorting and polishing relics.
I woke him up and he turned paler than normal as he frantically searched for something to give me for some reason.
“Here, dark one, the finest of, uh...moldy bread!”
“Right, thanks… So what’s been happening since I’ve been gone?”
He broke into a long technical spiel about his ancient rune research and how it could now be applied to anything, then after seeing my expression, sent one of his shades to guide Don here.
Don cried, he really did inherit parts of my personality. But his report was far more extensive and covered all my questions.
The Archangel vanished and the main barrier was still gone but they had so many mages and so many sub-barriers that my men still couldn’t get in on their own. They’d also begun retaking the villages we’d conquered and set up patrols filled with powerful people.
Then came the worst news. They’d organized a massive army and were ready to march south.
Well, I guess it’s good that I scared them enough to wait this long but knowing them, this is just the tip of the iceberg.
I shook out of my stupor and thanked Don as I went to greet my mates and children. I was welcomed with tears and smiles as we feasted and caught up. But we all knew needed to be done and there was a sense of dread in the air.
Even with the power I’d gained after consuming so many gods and god fragments, I was still vulnerable to the traps left by that deposed goddess and her followers.
Fine, I’ll give them a war.
I’d already started organizing things before I was fried by the archangel. And even though I was gone, everything continued on without me. Red had trained the Garanthians to work with our tactics and formations and Kalapract had enhanced them. Now they were no longer a liability.
I walked through the gate still opened to its last location and looked out over Theross and the fields in front of it. This was all of humanity conveniently gathered together in three massive chunks. One to defend Theross, one to attack Therograd and one headed for the Dark Academy.
I spent all that night killing Granthian Mercenaries and consuming their bodies. I did it to make it look like they’d deserted. Of course Garanthians wouldn’t desert after they’d sworn to do something but this would at least stall the enemy for a while as they began to second guess themselves.
I added all the men I killed to my army and sent them to Kalapract. Their contract had an, until death clause, so they were now free men and Seiluk’s grand retelling of the events in new Garanth lit a fire in their eyes.
He told them about everything with a storyteller’s flair as he drew his ceremonial bone blade. Even I was pulled in and I was actually there for all of that in person but hearing things from his perspective made it all seem like some epic tale passed down through the ages.
After another month passed, we were finally ready to strike and their big blob of an army was already marching south. It’d be a year or more before they reached Therograd and that left Theross vulnerable.
So, the second that the Army was gone, we struck Theross with everything we had!
“Praise be to the dark god! Praise be to our honor! Praise be to the screams of our enemies!”
I stood on that hill, my army behind me as they chanted those phrases over and over again. The enemy, no, Thads would know fear, suffering and defeat but I wouldn’t let him die until he paid for everything else. For my daughters, for my mates and for my children. The humans would fall here, and after that, I’d rebuild this continent into a place where my people could live free.
This is the moment where everything changes!




Chapter 49: The Grand Cathedral Falls - Thads
“You’re grace, they arrived…”
They? They!! I bit my nails to the quick. Theressa had been silent since the day we made contact and now, ‘they’ have arrived!
That beast and his army have—
Andrus held me from behind. “Relax Thaddeus,” He said in his uniquely cheerful tone. “We’ve already won.”
I held his hand over my shoulder as the messenger cleared his throat. Then, as I turned to face him, I saw the head on the wall, Andrus was dead. I killed him after a long siege. I...I killed, the only person I’ve ever loved.
Theressa? My goddess? Please, please tell me I’ve done your bidding. I’m right, aren’t I? No you know what, FUCK YOU! You worthless goddess, I don’t need… Help me! Help me you bitch!
My prayers fell on deaf ears as screams came from the courtyard.
“What happened to the barriers!?” I screamed as I clutched the simple man's face. “What about our defenses??”
“Y-you’r grace, the barrier fell months ago… We’ve been—” His mouth hung and his unfocused as the top of his head was cleanly shorn off by a windblade spell.
I ripped Andrus’s head down from the wall; a trophy, they called it…How could he ever be a...I clutched his head close to my body, never to hear his voice again.
“Sir! This way, please follow me or we’ll—”
Words were such pointless things now. What did I have to live for? I shoved the guard away and drew my cleaver.
God is dead, and I’m left holding my broken dreams in my arms… “Kill me!” I screeched at the army that filled the temple yard. “Let me see him again!”
I fell to my knees as I clutched his head to my chest. Andrus, I know it now. I only ever needed you… Theressa be damned, I only wanted—The screams of my victims—You.
“Hello again,” a woman said as I gazed up at her, my eyes still blurred by tears as I smiled for the angel of death.
I deserved this, I needed this! Anything, anything at all to save me from the pain… Andrus… Will you watch me scream? Can you feel my remorse? No, let me kill her, let me—
The strange woman spoke again. “You don’t even know who I am, do you?”
I looked up at her. Her long wavy brown hair, certainly brought back the memories of two sisters I’d played with to stay my boredom but her flesh was black and shiny like that of a beatle. No, I never knew a woman like that but I think her screams might bring me some comfort.
“Oh?” She inquired with a tilted head as she ripped Andrus’s head away. “Did you doubt your own eyes? You carved my eye out, had your men use me, then slit my throat before letting me drown in piss and shit! We lived,” she hissed. “Thadsss, all of us lived, and now, I’ll say a name you might remember a little more. Bob!!!”
A cold chill ran through me at the familiar name; the grotesque beast that made it rain blood. Then everything hammered itself back into my skull. This girl that never gave up had lived and now called the devil’s familiar, as if it were her own.
I knew what to do! I raised my cleaver and—
I was held down as my clothes were ripped away and something large was forced into me.
Drool and hot breath touched the back of my neck as a massive claw cut into my arms. “Heyya princess,” A feral voice said in old Therossian. “For the girls!” My blood poured down my thighs as the creature grunted in satisfaction, biting me as I wept. “This ain’t over, yet. But I’m done with ya, fer now.”
Huh!? I thought as I flew through the air. What do you think of this, Andrus? Andrus, my duke? Where are you, will you forgive—
I hit the golden stones of the courtyard and coughed up blood. “ANDRUS!!” I screamed, “I’M—”
A being, knitted together by nightmares and fueled by the flames of fear grinned at me with carnivorous teeth. “Hello again, Thads,” It hissed as it held Andrus’s head.
“Y-you!?” I rubbed my missing foot for a second before desperately reaching out for my love, my broken bones grinding together.
The grinning being of pure darkness yanked the head back and kissed its forehead before green flames erupted from Andrus’s eyes.
“He burns now, cursing your name. He says Killer, betrayer...lover…” The beast’s amber eyes glowed as he lifted me effortlessly.
There were several wet splats below me as I tried to pry his hands off my neck.
My hands?
I recognized my limbs on the ground as the creature’s warm eyes looked into mine.
My body convulsed. There was a small hole in my back that green liquid seeped out of and I—
The beatle woman kissed the god of nightmares as a wooden object entered me, slowly pushing through my insides.
“Daddy? Barneth!?” Is that my voice? “Please! I’ve been a good boy! I’ve been—”
The pole erupted through my shoulder, but I felt no pain.
“They’re dead, by your own hand. Like him,” the creature said and he held Andrus’s head close to mine. Andrus’ mouth opened in a silent scream but his flaming eyes still found mine.
“Thads, there is no amount of suffering that I can give you that’ll make up for what you’ve done.” The creature paused as he released me.
Suddenly I felt everything… It was, up my...
He lightly frowned as an unimaginable pain shot through my spine. My mind stayed, focused, as my body fought and the screaming, there was so much screaming! But the voice, mine!?
I closed my eyes, accepting my fate.
OW!! MAKE IT STOP!!! PLEASE! PLEASE MAKE IT STOP!!!
In the first two weeks, I was killed and used endlessly by Threscia and the Hellhound, Bob. Threscia would inject me with her venom and tell me about the experiences of those I killed.
Then at night, Bob would come to inflict more pain. The hellhound would enter me through bloody wounds and whisper in my ears. “That’s it, take it like a good girl! Oh, yeah baby, make daddy, OH!!”
But now all of that was just a pleasant memory as I burned silently.
“I dunno,” The dark being said as he held me up, letting me suffer. “Maybe we could hang him in the bathroom? He’s good for a hundred years or so, so it’s whatever you want.”
Make it stooop… Please, it hurts, it hurts so much! I prayed.
He grinned at me long enough to tell me that he heard me, then he handed me off to a small brown headed girl as I pleaded with him, helplessly.
He waved me off with a sadistic grin. Mouthing, “Oh, no, it hurts!” Between laughs.
I was only a head now, so all I could do was plead and suffer. My eyes could no longer make tears and my words…
“Do you see her?” The girl asked as she yanked my hair.
I watched a small redheaded teen as she killed what was left of my men with blood magic. The teen giggled then rushed over to me with a broad, pure smile.
She tossed my head in the air and laughed. “It’s him! It’s really him!”
They took me into the outhouse and forced me downwards into human waste.
“Wait!” Another young voice called out.
“But this is the best part! He did it to your sister and now—”
“Wait, please, Wendy?”
The girl known as Wendy handed me to back to this other one and even through my suffering, I recognized her. I had her, right before I met, him! I-I—
The young teen smiled the sweetest smile I’d ever seen as she wiped the filth from my face. “Come, stay with us for a while!”
Make it stop! Please, just kill me!!
She smiled again as her eyes lit with green flames. “Oh you silly man, whatever should I do with you? Ah!” She paused. “You still have a mouth, right? Let’s go see uncle first, then you can meet my family! After that. Yep-yep, Wendy had the right idea…”
No… Please… Save me! Forgive me! Anyone… Anyone… Please…
Please… I thought over and over again as the hellhound entered my mouth as I burned.
Please… I thought as I saw the teen’s happy family. Eating and playing around me. Why did I kill her sister? Why did I ever hurt them? If I knew how this would end, then...
Please, spare me… Please…have mercy!
“My name is Threscia. You cut me up, raped me and gave me and my sister to your men.” She paused as her eyes spit out green flames. “Mercy?” She asked, holding her hand to her chin. “Was that ever a thing? Well, if it was, I sure don’t remember getting it from you. But! I do have one thing.” She held out a mirror and pointed me towards it.
My once beautiful face was long dead and stained with distorted sadness. But that wasn’t what affected me the most.
Behind her, hung on the wall was Andrus’ head, it’s eyes lit like mine. Because of me, he too was now damned.
That creature was not an avatar, it was god itself. The only god that ever existed and I—
I felt Threscia’s thin fingers slide though my hair as I was plunged into the depths of the outhouse.
“Remember me now?” She asked as my dead eyes caught her soft face.
Yes, I’m sorry! Please...Please…
…
Filth entered my open mouth as human refuse coated my eyes.
Now, all I know is pain, I-I can’t remember anything anymore...
Please, someone, anyone… Please…help... Please…forgive...  Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please...kill me... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please…spare me... Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please...help...me... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please…who...am...I? Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please…why...is...this...happening? Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please…IT...HURTS! Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please…It...HuRtsS... Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please...the...pain... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please... Please… Please… make it stop…




Chapter 50: The Halcyon Days, Begin - Threscia
The second the barrier fell around that giant gaudy building, I rushed in and followed the piss trail until I finally saw him. He was screaming for someone to kill him, but as he’d said to me before, it won’t end that easily.
My skin itched and I had the hardest fight of my life as I struggled to spare him long enough to give him the same pain we all felt. But he wasn’t the same man from back then. With that head in his arms, he looked like a small child clutching a doll. He was crying like the bitch of a man that he was but I had no sympathy for this sick fuck!
His eyes were filled with tears as he muttered to himself, gazing up at me with a disgusting smile. As if he were a saint, sacrificing himself for some greater calling.
He didn’t even know who I was. He did all that to me and my sister and now he doesn’t even recognize my face!
His eyes met mine and I saw a small spark of recognition as I pulled the head he was coddling away.
“Oh, did you doubt your own eyes? You carved my eye out, had your men use me, then slit my throat before letting me drown in piss and shit! We lived, Thads, all of us and now I’ll say a name you might remember. Bob!!!”
Watching what Bob did to him turned my stomach but knowing just how much he deserved it brought vindication. I could feel the others inside me, his victims that John wasn't able to save. Their souls had been combined with mine and only their strongest memories had survived.
Those memories were all about what this scum had done to them. Now they were rejoicing, even as I gagged.
Bob had carefully held back, barely keeping Thads alive. I even had to use fleshcrafting a few times to prolong his suffering as he cried and squirmed.
When I’d imagined this meeting in the past; I’d seen his swaggering figure filled with confidence and talking shit. He’d try to lure me into trusting him then his blades would glance hopelessly off my chitan and I’d inject him with the queen’s venom and watch him squirm as he died. His overbearing confidence vanishing from the pain as his life ended in agony.
But he didn’t let me die, then he used my sister, my baby sister, just to slate his gruesome lust!
Physical pain, no matter how agonizing wasn’t enough but his mind was already broken.
I felt eyes upon me, both caring and vengeful as more screams filled the plaza. Not just dying screams but ones from those that wished to die.
Then, Darkness seeped into every nook and cranny, erasing every trace of gold and light.
Bob tossed Thads’ limp body down to John and I threw the head that Thads kept like a sacred object.
My part was done, now I would watch my torturer’s end.
I could tell from the outpouring of darkness that came from John on great waves of hatred, that he’d given himself up to his emotions.
Even though I’d lived inside him, I still never understood why he cared so much. It happened to us, not him but he cried all the same and now his anger which even distorted his form, had silenced the rest of the world around us.
The John I saw now, wasn’t the man I’d come to know. It was a thing that only existed to punish those that hurt its followers.
This was the Dark God, a being without pride or concern. But when it’s eyes lit in John's color, I knew he was still in there.
The head was Thads’ lover, the Duke?
After everything Bob and I had done to him Thads only smiled, even as tears ran down his face and blood fell. But now he sobbed in earnest as John talked to him about the head.
John picked him up by the throat and fleshcrafted his limbs off. Thads flailed his stumps and I knew that John was giving me the killing blow.
I jumped down, using my webbing to descend and injected my venom into Thads’ hanging body as John broke off a flag and used it to impale Thads. He fleshcrafted him to keep him alive but soon Thads began to scream.
He cried out, his mind desperately reverting to childhood in an attempt to escape his current state but John reminded him of reality and I’ll never forget that look of hopelessness in his eyes, then.
But it wasn’t enough. Even if I’d never given in to my rage, the other girls had but without tongues and teeth, all they could do was cry. He wasn’t there yet. He needed to learn what he’d done to us, he needed to suffer!!
We killed Thads daily, often two or more times just between Bob and I. My sister, Belairia, Celaria and even Wendy killed him a few times. After that, he was free-game for anyone. Now, he passed his days dying, until his mind was finally gone.
Then John made him into a head and we all said our last words to him. John even used his gate to bring Blondie through. Then Rosie dumped him into his own men’s excrement to die out alone, fossilized in shit as a screaming torch.
I was always so full of hate, that now without Thads, I felt empty. Even his goddess was dead.
Luckily his army still lived and we were hunting them down. With my anger gone, this one-sided slaughter was little more than an excuse to practise my skills and move my body.
I had fun putting everything I’d learned into practice.
“Body toss! Web entrapment! Corpse explosion! Plague flies!” I yelled out my attacks making everyone look my way as John twitched in embarrassment.
It didn’t really matter, this was fun! And even Leera got in on it, walking like a goddess of ice along the battlefield. No-one could get within ten feet of her without their legs shattering into icy fragments.
This war had become a joke. It was like when I used to play heroes with the younger kids but, you know, if you murdered the kids.
I found a new, untouched unit of what John calls Zombie Children but Blair somehow managed to strike first.
Her attacks went right through their barriers and she left a trail of tentacles in her wake that killed all wouldbe pursuers.
On the other side, Lina laughed from the skies as she blew them up, while her elemental fought below.
Nex was death incarnate, walking leisurely as everyone died instantly around her.
Rossereth rained down death from such a distance that the enemy never saw her and it all became a game to us, seeing who could score the most points.
Katie crashed through their shield walls with brute strength alone, tearing them apart as she laughed in her new form.
Lilsis’ spells though not overpowered, were always well placed and supported us all.
Then there was Bob and his family. They all but matched us in kills but third place went to Slater and Bette.
Things might’ve been different if Fernando and Gabe were here but as it stood, I watched, more than I killed.
None of it mattered now… I was finally done. My reason to live was—
Strong, warm, hands gripped me and pulled me into a heavy embrace. John smiled down at me as he kissed me, covered in gore.
“Why did you—” I started to ask. 
“Because you looked like you needed it.” He said, wiping the blood off my forehead. “Didn’t you promise something way back then?”
I took a deep breath and relaxed into his chest. “Did I?”
“You did, you’re mine now and forever body and soul.” He paused for a moment. “Was it worth it?”
I nodded slightly. “It was.”
Smiling my first genuine smile in a long time, his eyes flared and he took me there in the red mud. He was both a beast and a gentleman and through the enemies' screams we finally connected and I gave myself to him completely, releasing my burden as I moaned under him.
I was finally a woman again.




Chapter 51: After The Walls Fell - John
We had an easy victory. The city was left with only barrier mages. It was as if they never suspected we were already here in full force. Maybe they thought their angel killed us all or maybe it was the long lull between our attacks that led them to feel a false sense of security..
They probably expected me to march up here with an army and just wait for them to assault us. Instead I sent my army south after theirs as I, my mates and my trusted men tore through the capital’s defenses.
Threscia found Thads sobbing with a severed head and extracted her vengeance right before Bob violated him. Then it was up to me to ensure he suffered for the rest of his existence.
The girls had all passed him around, smiling in satisfaction and saying their piece even though I doubt he understood anything at that point. Then his head was finally left in one of the outhouses on the outskirts of the city where he would remain until his soul burned out.
Now I was left with the giant empty city and a massive heap of bodies to use as materials.
So I brought back every loyal soul I could from leaders to merchants and gave them the bare minimum of enhancements.
I then harvested the bodies and souls from the army Thad’s had dumbly sent away. Just like before, they kept their supplies in the back and their defenses in the front so when we hit them from behind all they could do was die, or starve, then die.
My mates had done much to ruin all their well thought out strategies as they carved great swaths through their armies and threw their command structure into a panic.
Be it a hopeless battle with a smoke elemental, freezing to death or dying instantly with a dark dagger in your heart. They weren’t prepared for us.
Even the barriers they were so damn proud of fell under a hail of Garanthian bullets. Their slave warriors were loyal but not intelligent. They couldn’t strategize or follow complicated orders, so they just ran out into the open and were quickly killed by skilled warriors who’d learned to think on their feet.
It was a complete wipe, and now, we had to rebuild.
In only a few years, I’d taken an entire continent full of assholes and reduced it to a quivering mass. But I couldn’t really call it an accomplishment because famine had already killed off most of the normal inhabitants and the harsh winters finished the job.
Still, I had the luxury of picking and choosing the people who would inhabit this place in the future and I left nothing to chance.
I restored many people as the years passed and even though some of them appeared to be human, none of them were. My gobs bred like wildfire and the other races followed suit. We now had four major trade cities on the coast and the other countries of the world were gradually becoming more open to us.
Therograd became our new capital and everyone inside flourished, including the Earl’s wife. Red finally settled down in Therograd with her and the two had many children even though she still took care of her former husband.
The Garanthians returned to new Garanth and pledged their loyalty to me and my country once more. Under my loose reign, they were able to become the people they were meant to be and spread my message long and far in the nations I’d never seen.
The Barbarians finally came down from their mountains and were welcomed as kindred spirits. They ended up mixing with Bob and the Orcs to form a new race that eventually became the backbone of our military.
Athan and Loni had many more children. Each possessing strong bodies and large mana pools. They were trained from birth in the killing arts and when I ended the concept of nobility, Athan’s house became our specialist branch. They handled everything from spying to international relations.
Sanguine, the red haired Gob with one eye had become our ambassador. I restored his missing eye, telling him he’d earned it and he thanked me. He’d served Athan well and by extension, me. He deserved to receive everything I could give him and his sister.
The two of them were wildly popular in other countries and as a result, were married off in favor of better relations. Of course, I only approved it after they both showed a willingness to marry.
I refuse to use any of my citizens against their will!
Artur became a good man. He was great with a bow and second to none with magic. If he lived during the time when I came into this world then we would’ve won without ever suffering a single loss. But he grew bored in his late teens.
We’d coddled him too much, so he sought out fights and excitement which eventually led him to travel to other continents. We were the big bad evil in the land, so he wasn’t welcomed with open arms. Instead he was treated as a second class citizen because of his pointed ears, then he was rejected by foreign elves because of his gray skin.
...Artur, took down an entire nation single handedly.
It was probably due to his mother’s training and my sense of equality but that nation submitted to us without any conditions and Artur became their king.
At some point, Slater and Bette left without telling any of us. Bob looked at me with an OwO face but I clenched my teeth. Slater couldn’t speak, that was the price he willingly paid to Thrall or Obitus the death god. So all his thoughts and feelings had to be conveyed by the naive Bette.
Though I’d like to think this was an Isekai world, It wasn’t. So there were no actual adventurer’s guilds for him to join or leveling up for him to do. So it all amounted to him killing a metric shittone of assholes then returning to me so that I could turn Bette into a woman.
Yep, less perverted than it sounds. I just fleshcrafted Bette into a humanoid and Slater finally spoke, giving up his blessings.
They gave me six strong, beastly grandchildren and unfortunately tied Bob’s bloodline to mine and Lina’s.
Bob himself had around twenty kids. All of them were adorable and most of them were from Muffy.
Gabe, along with the rest of Threscia and my children took over the southlands which seemed to be custom made for them and they flourished and evolved as they pleased. Free from human interaction unless they wanted it.
After deposing the concept of nobility, I set up individual, self-governing states. They only had a few rules to follow but otherwise whatever they wanted to do, they could.
I had to legalize and even encourage arenas to be built in every major city. So that the bloodthirsty would have an outlet. The only requirement to open an arena was that they had a healer on staff.
Onto my adopted daughters.
Wendy and Rosie both took the Dark Academy by storm with their magical abilities. Which was saying something as the Dark Academy itself had become an extremely popular place again. So much so that there was now a smaller one in every city. Magic was free to learn along with reading writing and arithmetics as well as an elaborate modern history curriculum that unfortunately made me popular with the youngsters. It felt good that this was all made possible thanks to Liz’s early ideas and Lang's willingness to follow through with her dead friend’s dream.
Lilsis became an instructor along with Caroline and medical magic became a thing. It gave non-light, non-nature people the ability to seal wounds and save lives. Of course everyone here was either a flesh construct or descended from one, so inherent fleshcrafting was an ability everyone possessed to some extent.
Blondie returned to her merchant roots now that currency had replaced barter and used the entirety of her lands for the manufacture of goods, farming and livestock. My cows finally had a home and steak became their main export.
Yay, steak!!!
Thanks to the trade of fruits and vegetables, Fura’s creations were spread far and wide, alleviating hunger and stopping the famine. Even though the old crops had all died, Fura’s new ones grew in even the worst soil, often draining the mana of the vast rodent population when there weren’t enough nutrients.
Blair took up Red’s old position and became a general and a trainer for our military for a while but later, gave her general position over to Seiluk.
Then after it looked like things were all going fine, I retired.
I only got into this for my family and now most of them had grown up. So it’s time for us to find our own place and settle down but before that…
“Bob, if you would.”
“No problems, boss, ya were the priest at what like twenty of my weddin’s now.”
“Don’t remind me, I still have nightmares about doing the buffalo Bil—”
“Daddy!” Bette said as she hugged Bob, careful of her swollen stomach.
Bette showed up, in her human form. After modifying her, she became able to shift forms at will and I was soon to be a grandpa, again.
“Father,” Slater said as he grinned at me. “You’ll be leaving after this, I presume?”
My full grown son now stood only a head shorter than me but his list of accomplishments stood far taller. I hugged him and mussed his fluffy white hair as he laughed.
“It’s good to hear your voice. I’m sure even Thrall is happy you gave up your gift.”
“I can still cast Dark, Soul, Primal heat and lesser death spells, so it’s more of a powershift than giving something up. Either way, just like you taught me, I’ll always endeavor to protect our family!”
Bette returned to Slater’s side and the two of them smiled like idiots at each other.
“Welp, yada yada, poof!” Bob said as he invoked the goddess of Chaos.
Looking at her hurt my head. She was every woman that ever existed all at once, yet she held no discernible form. No matter how hard you tried to identify a trait, such as brown eyes or large lips, she would shift seamlessly and with an unfathomable speed into something else.
Calming Effect!
“Oh, is my father getting married again? Is it Halia and Quenelia this time? Perhaps… Did Wendy finally gather the courage to—”
“Ehh,” Bob interrupted. “Maybe don’t give’em any ideas just yet. He played it aggressive in war but slow in the sack this round.”
“Oh! Celairia and...Adria! Yes, those two were unavoidable if given enough time.” She hugged me and I felt overwhelmed with the amount of conflicting sensations. “Congratulations, Father you won the war! Well, the first one…”
The sheer amount of things she’s implicating so casually is mind boggling, so let’s just ignore it all shall we?
The ceremony was much smaller than the first one and my wives served as bridesmaids along with Bette, Wendy and Rosie. Of course Blondie paid for it and Yugius made the dresses.
My three wives to be were marched down the aisle as Bob unhelpfully hummed the music. Rather than the wedding march he hummed ‘Never Gonna Give You Up’…
But seeing my brides erased my irritation as the song continued to roll through my mind.
Lilsis wore a white gown with a semi transparent hood that couldn’t hide her blushing face no matter how much she tugged at it.
Adria wore a mostly traditional gown, though it was a little low-cut and had a hole for her tail.
And Caroline wore what was basically sweatpants and a hoodie with a veil that said ‘bride’ on it. Her sense of humor never died and even though her outfit was an affront to all things ceremonial, it was still cute on her.
“Wait, who’s that!?” The goddess of chaos asked Bob.
“Caroline? Ya know, from my life before last, before that, then off to the side. What was it, earth?”
“Wow...okay then. I’ve been her a few times but this is only the second time that something like this has—” The goddess of chaos was able to read the mood and dropped her question.
The ceremony went well.
The goddess was able to customize her vows with each of them and connect us in a way that made sense.
“Lilsis, do you promise to accept and support him, even when you have to get out from under the covers in the morning, as long as he provides you with snackos?”
“I-I do…”
“Cool…”
“Mm, cool…”
“Adria, do you promise not to hold it against him when he takes other women, so long as he always cherishes you?”
“I do!” Adrea replied as she smiled at Nex.
“Finally, Caroline… Are you okay with this?”
“Yep, he’s got the good D. Besides it’s not like I’m actually obligated to do anything, so it’s fine, I guess.”
Is that all I am to her...a pair of usable coc—
“Is that all?” The goddess asked with her brow raised. “Hmmm?”
Caroline blushed slightly and smoothed down her ears. “Well, I guess I don’t want the fucker to die and stuff, I mean… Yeah, yeah that’s all!”
The goddess smiled but her smile never reached her eyes. Apparently marriage is something she takes very seriously and for some reason she sides with me and calls me daddy… The hell did I do to this goddess?
“Caroline!” The goddess pouted. “Hmmm!”
“Fine! You weird, oddly hot shape-shifting bi—”
Lightning flashed and Caroline grabbed my arm instinctually. “Umm, John?”
“Yes?”
“I liked you even before this world. It wasn’t anything as strong as lust or love but I always saw you as a good dude and wanted to know you better. I knew your room number and some days I would wait outside too nervous to knock. You didn’t know me but I wanted you to help me. I…”
The goddess made a barrier around us and urged Caroline to continue.
“I couldn’t ask you for help. Sid would kill you and I was addicted to more than a few things. I would’ve brought you a world of troubles and you were already disabled. I remember hearing your phone calls to your ex wife.” She gripped my hand. “It was unfair, even though we were only separated by a thin wall, we were in the same place. You watched the same shows I did and always asked me how I was, even after I’d worked a double shift.”
This is oddly personal and a little more than awkward… I never once saw her as a romantic interest back on earth but now she’s basically telling me that if I’d reached out to her then—
“You died for me, then you spared Sid. But when we were together inside you, I felt safe and comfortable for the first time in a long time. Being next to you allowed me to move on. John, you are my haven, you always have been and I’m so fucking sorry I never said any of that earlier! If I’d only reached out when I needed you the most then none of this would’ve ever happened!”
I fought the urge to kiss her so I could speak. “So you’re telling me you would’ve left Sid and stopped having angry sex to techno in order to cuddle up next to a middleaged man who bought his Ex new cars just to shut her up?”
“The sex was mainly due to the drugs. But I’ve seen your soul, you would’ve got me clean and you already kicked Sid’s ass, so you could’ve protected me. I was just too much of a pussy to make a move. Or maybe I just didn’t think you’d believe me.”
The Goddess of Chaos smiled as two projections split from her. One was the Caroline I knew from my previous life, the other was the fat middle aged guy I was after my heart attack and stroke.
The two projections grabbed us and we were swept away into the world that never was as the goddesses barrier whirled around surrounding us in a blinding red light.
This reminds of...




Chapter 52: This Again!? - John
I woke up in my recliner by my computer and tossed an empty beer can into the massive pile in the corner. My phone dinged, causing my head to throb. Three missed calls in the span of as many hours. My soon to be ex-wife was needing money again. I had to give her some or she’d take half in the divorce; that was basically what she was saying.
I tugged on my sweatpants and went to relieve myself. Maybe I’ll order pizza again since I had chinese last night.
As I was emptying my bladder there was a slight knock at my door.
Did my Michelle B doll arrive already? I’m tired of lying to the delivery guy that my sexdolls are furniture. But honestly I can’t bring myself to trust women anymore, or maybe it’s more that I don’t want to. I’m not in a position to date and even if I were, until this mess is resolved with my ex I wouldn’t want to. I’m no one to be desired, I’m just an asshole who’s given up on life.
I tugged on a T-shirt and slippers as I went to the door, pen in hand.
“You can set it—”
What greeted me was not a delivery man, it was the skinny dirty-blonde girl from next door.  Techno-sex girl. Sure, she was pretty but I’d heard so many details through the wall that I couldn’t see her as anything other than an inconvenience.
“Can I come in?” She asked.
She was probably ten years younger than me but the dark circles under her eyes, along with the wrinkles of a person who’d lived a hard fast life, told me she had seen her own share of problems.
“Uh...sure? Just don’t judge me, I’ve only recently been able to move my left arm again. But by using EEG, I—” I stopped as she broke into tears.
I don’t know why, but I hugged her. It was strange for me to do something like that with a stranger but somehow I felt like she needed it.
She came in and took a seat on my couch as I scrambled for tissues, only to find toilet paper. I shrugged, telling myself good enough as I handed the roll to her.
I already knew that she was having problems with her boyfriend by the loud arguments they had. So I guessed she was probably just here to hide out for a while as things calmed down.
“Is that ‘Isekai Fourtet’?” She asked as she looked at what was paused on my tv/monitor.
“You know what that is!?”
She nodded wordlessly and somehow I felt a little less nerdy because she knew it by name.
My ex called all animated things, even ‘The Noondocks’ anime and refused to watch them. Then laughed at me calling me a weeb as if that was all I watched! I watched everything, superhero movies, vintage fantasy and even scifi but Horror movies were my favorites, especially the campy ones. But because I watched a few anime shows, I’m a weeb… Well, I did have a long katana from a vidya game I loved in my youth, so I guess she does have some evidence.
She was probably also holding a grudge because I fell asleep during twilight that one—
“Thank you,” Carol said as she handed the roll back to me. She looked up at me with bloodshot eyes and tried to stand. “I’m sorry for—” She fell back on the couch and began to shiver. “I-I…”
I covered her up with a blanket but I knew she wasn’t cold. The outside temp was 72 degrees and my shitty air conditioner barely made a difference.
I microwaved her some spicy raman and almost tripped as my bad leg rebelled but I managed to bring it to her as I unpaused the video.
She sat, buried in my furry blanket as sweat poured down her body. She slurped the noodles and I got dizzy from standing too long.
My health was pretty bad, with any luck, I’d die sooner rather than later. Still, getting dizzy wasn’t fun so I sat down beside her.
She continued to shiver like some abandoned kitten in cold rain, so I put my arm around her and she leaned into me.
I was old enough now that my testosterone had waned. That meant that I wasn’t trying to fuck every woman I saw but I still had a romantic sense. And watching her cuddled up next to me like a pet brought out my protective instincts. Then everything was doubled as she quoted lines from the nerdiest shit I watched.
I swallowed as I thought about grabbing a beer from the fridge but as soon as I moved to get up, she grabbed my arm and threw the blanket over me.
She didn’t say anything but I knew she didn’t want me to separate from her. Even though she was sweating so much, she held my deadened arm firmly, squeezing it between her small breasts and even between her thighs.
Suddenly, I didn’t care about beer anymore.
We watched for a few hours as she laughed at my dumbjokes as I cradled her under my arm.
Just what the hell is this!?
Finally she passed out and I took her to my bed. Her eyes flitted open just once as she feverishly reached out for me. “Help me…” She said as her eyes rolled back in her head.
She was like a rabbit, so helpless and dependent. I knew this wasn’t how she normally was but I also knew what she was running from.
Next door, I heard Sid screaming and calling various numbers on his phone. “She’s MINE! Find her! I own that bitch! I don’t care who you have to… I don’t fucking care! Even if it’s just her body, bring that shit back to me! One kilo, one fucking Kilo, you hear! Find her and it’s fucking yours!”
Suddenly the gravity of the situation sunk in. If he knew she was here then what would he do? I’m sure he has a gun and more than a few men that can act as his enforcers. I’m just an old guy who has one cool-looking sword and a few dumb throwing knives. I couldn’t even begin to stand up to—
“Ohn...John?”
I ran to my room as Caroline was struggling with my NSAIDs. I pulled the bottle from her hands and did my best to hold her down as she started to seizure. I tried to take out my phone but she swatted it away, breaking it against the wall.
I took out my wallet and forced it into her mouth so she wouldn’t bite her tongue and stayed with her day and night for the next three days.
“I’m sorry.” I said as I removed her lower scrubs to clean her.
“D...on’t look! Don’t…” She said as she fell back asleep.
I was basically treating a grown woman like I would a baby. I didn’t know what all she was addicted to but I knew what withdrawal was and she was going through it. I’d been in a similar situation during my recovery, so I knew not to infringe on her dignity.
Then, I was forced to venture out into the world. I picked up adult diapers in her size as well as tampons. The whole process was demoralizing but I felt justified because I was doing it to help someone out.
That was all she asked of me, just a simple, ‘help me’ and that was all I needed. I was already living like a deadman, so the fact that someone needed me made me immune to society’s glare.
It took an entire week for her to beat her withdrawal. Nevermind why I had fluffy cuffs, blindfolds and gags, I was just happy to see her greet me almost a week after she’d knocked on my door.
She rattled her cuffs then made noises through her gag until I removed it.
“Am I wearing a diaper?” She asked.
I’m going to jail! Shit! Why didn’t I think this through?
“Yeah…” I said, fearing the worst.
“Did you do this to me?”
“...Yeah?” I said, more high pitched than it needed to be.
“Thank goodness…” She said as she relaxed on my bed.
I removed her constraints and began to change her diaper like I normally would but she stopped me with a reddened face as she vanished into my bathroom.
I heard my shower along with some strange humming and eventually she came out wearing one of my shirts like a dress.
“So where were we, episode ten, season one?”
I just blinked at her. I’d prepared a thousand and one excuses for why I was keeping her tied to my bed but she didn’t care. Is this level of trust really a thing? Even though I’d never touched her in a sexual way, I sure looked at everything she had to offer.
“How far did you get?” I asked her.
“Not too much farther than that.”
There was a very specific ringtone next door followed by cursing. Carol blushed as she stood by my recliner. “I left my phone when I came here. Why that fucker charged it, then called it, who knows, let’s just watch tv, yeah?”
She was charging ahead at full speed even though she’d been out of work for a week and her boyfriend was audibly raging next door. I’m sure she had some knowledge about all the time I spent changing, turning and wiping her but she apparently chose to ignore it all.
I couldn’t escape the feeling that I was being used, but her thin body wearing one of my shirts along with her willingness to watch the same bullcrap as me kept me interested. I wasn’t exactly attracted to her, but I was lonely and she was here. Honestly, she probably felt the same way.
I sat in my chair and played the latest episode. To my surprise she sat down in the chair with me, rather than the couch. There was enough space for both of us in the chair but it still felt strange.
It’s true that I’d been wiping her privates, tucking her in and force feeding her for a week now but she wasn’t awake enough to be aware of any of that, so why?
Her hair smelled like my body wash as she laughed at jokes she wouldn’t have found funny unless she also watched the other shows that this show was a parody of. Maybe she just thinks of me in such a non-sexual way that she feels fine cuddling with me.
Somehow that pisses me off and makes me feel even more alone. I don’t want that sort of relationship…
She wrapped her leg around me and forced her other leg between mine as she warmed her feet up. I instinctively put my arm around her and her hand found my crotch.
The show kept playing but I stopped laughing. All could feel was her fingers around me as she found her way into my pants. Suddenly there was no room for misinterpretation. She was acting in a very deliberate way.
She raised her shirt and sat in my lap, letting me feel the heat from between her legs as she turned her head up to kiss me.
I closed my eyes and accepted it for a while before my common sense returned and I pushed her away.
“You don’t have to do something like this, you know. I helped you because you asked, not because I wanted—”
She kissed me to shut me up and pressed one of my hands to her breast. Then she pulled down my sweats and freed lil’ John, lowering her hips until I was buried inside her.
She let out a sweet moan and lay against me. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t realize you were this big, just give me a minute to get used to it.”
I came…
“Ah, you're twitching like crazy, did...you just...inside me?”
I fucked up, but it’s not like she asked my permission for any of this, so…
“Y-yeah… Sorry it’s been a while since I had sex with a girl with a pulse, uh. No, I mean I have sex dolls, not like corpses and stuff. I definitely don’t screw dead people. Yeah, I’m just going to shut up now.”
She just laughed and rested her head on my chest. “It’s okay, I think it’s kinda cute. Besides you’re a little easier to manage this way. We can cuddle until you’re ready again.”
I was immediately ready again.
We spent the next few hours having relaxed sex while watching TV. It was bizarre how we both had this strange sense of intimacy. You could call it chemistry or just two messed up people comforting each other but it felt good not only physically but emotionally.
I ordered us some food and she went to clean herself in the bathroom.
There was a knock at the door and the usual pizza guy gave me the usual pie as we talked about this and that.
“Jesus Harambe Christ! It’s like you dumped a gallon of yogurt down my snatch!”
“And… That’ll be $43.50, thanks again.” The delivery guy said red faced.
“You better be glad I can’t get pregnant or my eggs woulda been drowned by your baby batter! Guess they woulda been scrambled first though, ha!”
I paid him and he left, quickly.
I shut the door. I know I should feel embarrassed by what she was saying but somehow I felt proud. My ex really, really hated the white stuff, so she’d stopped giving me head and—
“Ooh, pizza?” Caroline said as she butted her shoulder against me. “Wait, this is the good shit isn’t it? I’m sorry, I didn’t bring my purse or anything so… Actually I probably don’t have a job anymore either, since I didn’t call out.” She sighed and plopped down on my couch.
I sat the pizza down. “You were a nurse, weren’t you?”
“No shit sherlock, what gave it away, was it the bright blue scrubs I came here with?”
I closed my mouth and got us a couple of paper plates.
“H-hey, John, I’m sorry about that, I just, have issues.”
I handed her a plate. “I think it’s probably better if you're not a nurse. I mean, you know. It’s better if you don’t have the temptation to swipe pills.”
“Hey! That’s…” She sighed. “That’s probably true.”
I sat by her on the couch and she leaned against me. It’s like she has this constant need for affection and physical contact. It’s not like I mind it, but it’s strange.
My ex had daddy issues and never missed an opportunity to get male attention or strike up a conversation about herself but this isn’t that. Is she feeling insecure?
If I had to describe her behavior so far it was as if we were in some dangerous jungle and she was afraid of getting attacked.
Even her over the top personality is probably just her overcompensating for how timid she actually is.
She nudged against me until I put my arm around her, then she relaxed a bit.
“Um, it’s kinda hard to eat like this.” I said as I looked longingly at my pizza.
“Here ya go.” She said as she fed me.
We resumed watching tv for a while just sitting there in silence, eating.
It felt weird how comfortable I was with this person that was basically a stranger.
Am I happy?
I looked down at her smiling face and she took that as me wanting another bite of pizza and fed me.
Yes, I think I am.
That night I slept in my bed for the first time in months. I’d been avoiding it because it was our bed. Meaning it was the bed I used to share with my ex. It’s not like I had that many good memories of her, but her smell still clung to it no matter how many times I washed the sheets.
But now, it smelled like Caroline. So, like sweat and my body-wash. I’d still call that an improvement.
Caroline’s body was naturally cold and light which made cuddling her easy. I even remember rolling over and taking her with me a few times as she eeped in her sleep then snuggled back up against me.
When I finally settled down, it felt like I slept well for the first time in ages.
I woke up to the sounds of cans clanging together and reached around for Caroline. There was a second there that I thought I must have dreamed the whole thing and I felt a sudden sadness.
But all that passed as I saw her cleaning the living room.
I went to help her but she shooed me away, saying she was just earning her rent.
That was a good point, with Sid next door it’s not like she could go out and find a job. We both just fell into this situation and now she was 100% dependent on me and the small change I earned from disability and freelance coding.
Luckily I still had my savings which some people would call retirement but I called my beer fund.
I guess I’ll have to start spending wisely now that it’s not just me I have to provide for. Wow, I just thought that, what kind of mind fuckery is this?
I watched as Caroline’s shirt rose up a little while she was bent over and looked down at my crotch. I guess this is probably a decision made by my second head. Eh, it’s not like I was doing anything productive with my money anyway and she doesn’t eat that much and— Holy shit, why does it sound like I’m considering keeping a pet? This is fucked up, this is—
“You’re going to have to take out the bags,” She said as she noticed me staring at her. “Sorry, but you know why I can’t.”
“Oh! Yeah, no problem…”
The days turned to weeks and we settled into a happy groove. We didn’t talk as much anymore, having already had all the meaningful conversations and even repeating a few. But we were fine, even without speaking.
We seemed to like a lot of the same things, music aside and so we bred like rabbits, watched a lot of shows, read the same books and even bathed together. She was always sitting on my lap or holding my hand. There were even a few times when I went to get groceries, that I returned to find her hugging her knees with tears in her eyes because she missed me.
I knew that this level of dependence was unhealthy. I needed to get her away from here so she could feel safe again. That meant finally settling things with my ex and finalizing the devorce. It also meant I’d be going through the awkward process of selling off my rubber-ladies.
I know that doesn’t sound difficult compared to everything else, but you can’t just toss them into a dumpster. If I did that someone would probably think it was a body and I’d make the news.
They all sold in only a few hours and the address was… My ukulele loving neighbor, Sal, I think his name is.
He came to pick them up and refused when I offered to put them back in their boxes.
“Ya used ‘em real good, right?”
“Uh, yeah…”
He inhaled deeply. “Here’s an extra $50. Don’t blow it all at once, that’s what I’m gonna do!”
“Kay…”
He hefted the dolls over his shoulder and just carried them away while slapping their asses. Honestly speaking, I didn’t know how to feel about that. They may have been inanimate objects but I did have tea parties with them and told them all my woes in dark times. Now I’ve sold them off to a pervert… Wait, I guess that probably makes me just as bad as him… Nah.
When he came back for the last one he nodded towards the bedroom where Caroline was hiding. “Take good care of her, Boss. A dandelion might be called a weed but it can bloom anywhere if ya take good enough care of it.”
“Huh?”
“Just call on me if ya need somethin’. I might not look like it, but I’m a good guy.”
“Right… Well, enjoy your purchases!”
“Oh, I will, boss...I will!”
With that, he winked at me and left. Despite the shiver that went down my spine I somehow saw him as reliable.
“Was that Sal?” Caroline said as she joined me. “That guy’s creepy but he seems harmless.”
“Well, let’s hope so since he seemed to realize you were here.”
Caroline shivered as she leaned against me.
She’d began to take in interest in coding and she’d caught on quick to C#. It seemed like soon she’d be able to help me.
I guess I never really considered who she was. It takes work, knowledge and talent to become an RN, especially at her age. Before Sid, she was probably thought of as a fairly successful person in her field. Despite the way she talks, it’s obvious she’s smart, unlike me. Even though I could code, it took me longer than ten years to learn the basics and the number of dead coding languages I knew was staggering. Luckily the knowledge transferred well and my meticulous nature made me double and triple check myself. In other words I was slower than snot on a cold winter’s day.
Our setup was strange. I’d sit in my recliner and type on my desk as she sat on the floor nestled between my legs and worked on my laptop.
Every now and then when I felt overwhelmed I’d reach down and run my finger through her long thin hair and she’d make fun of me even though it was obvious she was enjoying it.
Another few months passed and she was already capable of coding on her own. She worked under my name, so she could use my credentials and now money wasn’t a problem for us anymore. Of course I’d also stopped drinking and smoking because with her near me, I just didn’t feel like I needed to anymore.
Then came the final boss; my court date for divorce.
I’d lost more than a few pounds and had been diligently working with the EEG. so I was able to walk like I used to, perhaps even better since Caroline had me exercising with her. She still preferred to be on top during our nightly escapades but I still burnt my fair share of calories. 
For some strange reason, Caroline poopooed my favorite suit and made go get fitted for a new one. We had the money for it, so I wasn’t worried but it felt strange to be wearing a normal size. The only things they had to adjust were the arms and the inseam on the pants.
I still felt nervous seeing my ex again. Her new boyfriend was standing with her as I met her outside the courthouse. She’d wasted no time at all in finding her next thrall… Huh? That name seems familiar…
Either way I shook his hand tightly. Mentally wishing him the best of luck as she’d called me a few times to complain about how he loves his son more than her and how he spends more time and money on his kid.
When she said shit like that, I felt a deep revulsion for her, but I still wanted to stay on her good side since we hadn’t officially divorced yet and I wanted to keep my retirement money.
“You look good!” She said as she smiled at me. “Unlike some other guy I know.”
I closed my eyes so I wouldn’t explode at her. I’d basically been her bitch this entire time because the way the laws work now, if a marriage fails, even if it’s because the woman left you, you’re still the one that pays.
Luckily I was on disability so, she couldn’t claim alimony at least. Though honestly I probably wouldn’t be staying on disability for too much longer.
But seeing her treat this poor guy like a ponce just because he loved his kid more than her. I’m really looking forward to ending this so I can finally tell her off.
We found our courtroom and waited patiently until our turn came. We had all the documents ready and things went smoothly. To be honest, I was a little shocked she didn’t pull something and try to get more money out of me but she didn’t and we were done by lunchtime.
As such, we went to a cafe on the square and had lunch together. Because things went as well as they did, a lot of my hatred for her vanished. Even though we had our problems, I guess she’s still a woman of her word.
But when her new guy went to the bathroom, I followed him and warned him about what she’d been telling me.
He was aware, in fact he was even present for a few of those phone conversations and he was basically just staying with her because she threatened to commit suicide if he left.
The whole thing was sickening and I just wanted to get back home to Caroline as quickly as possible now.
So I finished my meal like a military man doing his duty and strongly shook dude’s hand, giving him a nod of respect before hightailing it out of there and rushing back home.
I stopped by a gyro place on my way back because we hadn’t had that in a while and by the time I got home the sun was already setting.
I opened my door and… Where’s Caroline? She isn’t the sort of person that would leave without reason so…
I heard techno coming from next door followed by screams.




Chapter 53: Timult - John.
Every muscle-fibre in my body tensed as a white hot rage scorched through my veins.
I didn’t think, because thinking was a waste of time, I moved with an iron will. Either I would die or he would. Either way Caroline would never have to worry about him again!
There were words whispered to me like sweet prayers as events overlapped inside my mind.
I walked with a purpose, my mind resolved to kill. I’d been quite the problem child in my youth and had been in one too many fights. So I knew how to throw my fists around but I was older now, weaker. I’d often backed down from fights in the past ten years or so.
Logically, the only results in an adult fight were going to jail, getting your ass beat, or getting shot.
Logic had nothing to do with me now.
This wasn’t about me anymore. This was about the woman I came to know and love and whatever fate awaited me didn’t matter as long as I could finally free her.
I kicked in Sid’s door and watched his doorframe fall into splinters on the floor.
A cry of surprise came from his bedroom. “What the FUCK!?”
Either because he was stupid or complacent, I found his nine laying on his coffee table next to a still burning cigarette. I popped out the magazine and cocked it to remove the chambered round.
I wouldn’t be shooting him, that would be far too easy a death for this asshole.
Caroline wasn’t a slut despite how she acted with me. So I knew that the only way she’d be here again was if Sid had cornered her and dragged her back here to fill her with poison.
Sid stumbled out of his bedroom, still fully dressed and promptly fell back as punched him. He was gone, high on his own supply. He probably didn’t feel a thing as I jumped on top of him and bashed his nose into his skull.
All he could do was curse and cry as I pounded him into the floor.
Then after he began to spasm under me, I turned towards the bedroom.
Caroline was laying on a mattress on the floor calling my name repeatedly as she struggled against an invisible foe.
She was wearing one of my hoodies and a pair of my sweatpants but there was a belt wrapped around her arm and a needle lying by the bed.
“John...I didn’t want to…” She said as she saw me.
I picked her up and took her back to my room where I laid her down and covered her up.
I don’t know why, but Sal’s face popped into my head as I was wondering what to do with Sid. I called him up and he met me. For some reason, wearing a pink tootoo.
“Uh, so, I’m sorry to call about this but—”
“Ya got a body to dispose of? Some issue with a mook that’s been sellin’ stuff without payin’ his respects?”
“Yeah?”
Sal smiled as he shook my hand. “Boss, I been in witness protection fer years now but that don’t mean I lost my connections. Show me where the body is. Maybe I got some use fer it.”
I guided him to Sid’s apartment and his smile widened after he realized Sid was still breathing. “I got a use fer it, actually I run a club sometimes, just fer this sorta thing. I’ll dress him up real pretty, put him in a vacuum suit and let… Eh, ya don’t wanna know. Either way thanks fer the donation. Here’s some cash fer ya. Is the missy doin alright?”
I ground my teeth as I realized what Sid had done. Even if he hadn’t raped her, he’d still pumped her full of the same drugs she’d almost died to be rid of. I could feel my tears running down my face.
Sal hugged me, which shocked me out of my depression. “Don’t ya worry, Boss, this asshole’s gonna get what’s coming to him. Then he’ll get what’s coming in him. If ya wanna watch, this’s my club.” Sal said as he handed me a metal card. “It also doubles as a bottle opener. Either way, use it how ya like. I got work this arse in until it’s ready, maybe a few nights from now.” He slapped my shoulder then slurped up his own drool. “We all got secrets but Imma probe everything. Take care of the dandelion, let her bloom and tell her there ain't no boogiemen ‘cept fer you.”
I shook Sal’s sweaty hand as he disappeared with Sid’s battered body. I won’t deny that it was strange that he paid me. I figure I would be the one paying him but no, Sid’s ass would probably be used to its fullest potential in Sal’s club.
I didn’t care. All I cared about was Caroline and getting her clean again. It was a tough few weeks as she woke up periodically and screeched at me for drugs then cried herself to sleep apologizing.
Finally she overcame her addictions again and I woke up to her trying to hug me.
I wiped her down and took off her diaper as she went to wash again.
“John…” She called from the shower.
“Hmm?”
“Thank you…” I could tell she was crying even through the pouring water from the shower.
I went to her, like a moth to a flame and we made love like we hadn’t seen each other for years.
“I didn’t let that fucker, you know…”
“I know, I was there. He’s gone now, so you’re free to leave or do anything you want to.”
She clung to me as we left the shower and I dried her hair with a towel. She’d gained a few pounds since she’d been staying with me and she looked more her age now, which made me feel old. Still, I felt connected to her.
She thanked me again and again. And for a while, whenever our eyes would meet she would begin to cry.
I spent a lot of time holding her and telling her it was alright until she finally told me what happened that day.
She thought she was probably safe because Sid had stopped yelling about her through the walls. She wanted to support me during my divorce, so she put on a baggy hoodie and some loose pants to follow me, but luck wasn’t on her side. Sid was smoking near the stairs as he talked on his cellphone about another deal.
She thought she could walk by him but he recognized her instantly and drug her by her hair back to his room. He beat her and forced her down, asking where she’d been. When she didn’t answer he tied her and shot her up with heroin.
That was when I broke in and sold Sid to Sal.
Lucky for me, Sid had a habit of not sharing needles so he could trip with her. I guess in his distorted way he thought they were connecting through substance abuse. But Caroline didn’t want a life like that anymore. She wanted to be her own person and with me she found her way.
She noticed me staring at her and her lips quivered.
“I didn’t fuck him!” She said with an angry expression. “Even though he forced me to—”
“It doesn’t matter. You’re safe with me again and I love you.” I said, watching her harsh expression melt. “Yeah, yeah. Call me a simp or whatever but I don’t want whatever we have to end. I know I’m just an ugly—”
“Stop! You’re cute as hell. Yeah, you’re not a guy I’d brag about but you saved me twice now! Also I’m not just talking about your dick, but you are a big man in every way. I love how you make me feel safe and comfortable. You gave me a new way to live and even if we don’t say anything to each other I still know that you…” She stopped and looked up at me.
We were both still naked but I didn’t feel any shame. I picked her up in my arms and kissed her as I walked into the living room and sat us both down on my recliner. She raised herself up, her juices leaving a trail as she grabbed me and gently placed me at her entrance. I inhaled deeply as she sat back, taking me in with a gentle moan.
“Press play, we’re watching an entire season just like this you fucker!”
“Just like wha—”
“I won’t move, and you can come as much as you want. I just want us to be together for as long as we can.”
True to her word she didn’t budge. It was weird to be inside her like this. I couldn’t even call this sex it was something different. Something like connecting to a person on every level, it was sex without orgasm. Intimate, that was what it boiled down to; two people that just wanted to be as close as possible, until I came. But I stayed inside her until I came again… After a while I reached around and rubbed her until we were even. But even after we went to bed, she kept thrusting her butt into my crotch. Long story short, my dong became the stopper that kept our babies at bay.
When we woke up, I started to pull away but she held me firmly. We spent days locked to each other as we worked, played and slept. A year later we had enough money to move to a better place.
I was off disability again and we were earning enough together that we could afford a townhouse. I’d had her take her own certifications in coding so she no longer needed to work under my name. Now she was able to earn her own money without me but she still stayed glued to my side.
Lovey dovey was what our friends called us, but they didn’t know the half of it. I’d freed her from any and all obligation to anyone but she still stayed with me. All in all we probably only ever spent a few minutes apart every day. Those times being used as bathroom time.
Years passed and we almost never separated from each other. It was only when I was on my deathbed that she finally resigned herself to handholding.
“Carol, no matter what afterlife awaits me, I’ll see you again.”
She sobbed so loudly that the nurses flooded in to comfort her.
“This hospital has ten stories.” She said while pressing her face to my hand. “If you die here, then, I’ll only have to walk a while before we can be together again.”
“Don’t you dare!” I clenched her hand. “I’m in my sixties, you still have many years ahead of you—”
“Years without you…” She kissed my hand. “We spent our lives together. Did you think I’d leave you at the last moment? Listen to me asshole! I’m going with you even if it kills me!”
We laughed together but I looked towards the nurses, silently telling them to restrain her when I died.
I didn’t care if she found another old coot or if she lived alone. I just didn’t want to know she was going to die because of me. 
We spent so much time together as inseparable entities that I almost believed I’d live on through her. We never had children, mainly because of her former drug abuse then because of my prostate cancer.
We only had each other for most of our lives and now in this moment our age differences were made clear. She loved me in a way that no one ever had but no matter how much I wanted to stay with her…
The long screech of the heart monitor woke me up long enough for me to realize that Caroline was no longer by my side.
There was a long scream and I looked out my window. Carol and I made eye contact as she fell. One final smile before screams echoed from below.
I reached up and squeezed my morphine drip, placing every last fragment of my strength into my hand. I didn’t want to live in a world without her, so I did my best to meet her on the other side.
Caroline and I both gasped as The Goddess of Chaos smiled at us.
I hugged her, kissing her as our tears fell. We had a lifetime together and we died together.
“You saved me…” Caroline said as snot bubbled from her nose and tears spilled from her eyes. She hugged herself close to me and I held her.
“I killed myself, right after you. Caroline, I love you so fucking much!”
We were still isolated within the goddess of chaos’s barrier so our words were only heard by each other.
I kissed and held her so tight I was afraid I would crush her, but she returned everything and we began a goblin wedding, our only witness being the goddess of chaos.
After what felt like days, filled with tears, we finally remembered who we were in the here and now and the goddess removed her barrier.
“So Caroline, do you—”
“I fucking do! I do!”
“And John, do you—”
“Yes, and thank you. I always wondered if things could’ve been different.”
The goddess of chaos bowed her head with a smile and my honeymoon was filled with deep emotions and real connections.
I had many mates but only two followed me at all times. Caroline was well aware of both timelines now but we were together again. It was a bond that we would never shake.
“Why did you side with that pathetic version of me?” I asked her in private.
“You were never pathetic, even in your normal life, you saved me.” She cuddled up next to me, reminding me of our possible life together. “You died with me, in both lifetimes. That’s real love you fucker. I don’t care if you give me fluffy titties, we’re in it for the long haul. I love the shit out of you so you better cuddle me like you mean it!”
I held her close. “I will never abandon you because we are a part of each other from today onwards. Caroline, you are my other half, my mate and my strength. I can only hope that I’m your—”
She almost pushed me over me as she hugged me tightly while sniffling. “You’re my home. Wherever you are, I’ll be. I can’t live without you and I’d never want to. I love you John Slater, no matter what form you take.”
“Even when I was a fat, disabled—”
“Especially then! I knew you’d never hurt or use me. That first time, didn’t you wonder why I was so wet?”
“Uh…”
“When you came, I felt so sexy after all that Sid had said. I thought I was worthless but you were so turned on that you—”
“Shh! Damn, that was embarrassing!”
“No, it was empowering. To think I had that much control over you, and to watch your cute face as you lost all hope inside me. I never felt more like a woman than at that very moment. With that one act, I took control of my sexuality.”
“By basically ra—”
“By feeling my power over you. Don’t you remember I always rode you and you—”
“Shush! I loved it, as I loved you but this is a different world in a different time! Carol, I still love you even after sixty years. So please don’t change from the woman I once knew.”
It all felt so surreal now. Seeing her in this strange animalistic form after knowing her for so many years in another way.
It’s odd, that her and Lilsis who were connected in such a deep way would also be the two that rewrote my previous life.
It was hard to shake the two of them, but I needed to find Bob. I wanted to talk to my self-proclaimed daughter, the goddess of chaos one-on-one.
That shared vision had too many irregularities. Then there was also the fact that the Dark God had done the same thing for me and Lilsis.
Bob found me outside the fancy Inn in Therograd.
“Here ta speak to my goddess?”
I nodded and he grinned as he channeled her.
She isolated us together in her unique ever-changing barrier. “This place is without time, ask me anything.”
“There were a few strange moments in the vision you showed us where I seemed to remember what actually happened. Then, there’s Sal. Why is he always there?”
She laughed as she took my hand. “What I showed you wasn’t a vision. It really happened, all I did was give you that version of you’s memories. But you’re not just you, you never were and never will be. You are the Dark God, my father. And I am every life that ever has or ever will exist. I was everyone except you for all eternity in all timelines and all possible iterations. You are the Dark God’s humanity, their mind that they released in order to feel something.”
She paused for a moment to let me ponder that as she walked over to Bob. “Bob is someone close to you and close to me. My first creation, the original being. The first creature to realize it was alive and ask why. You were the second, though you already knew you weren’t alive. The two of you became fast friends and as the cycles began to repeat and timelines overlapped, you always stayed close, even if you were strangers. Gille’s servant, I suppose would be a good example. But, Bob’s essence, being ceaselessly reborn began to retain more and more of it’s behaviours until he reached a saturation point. Then he started to retain everything, then after you fused his soul with my fragment, he could see other timelines and even past lives.”
“So Bob’s omnipotent?”
The Goddess chuckled. “His mind is his own and it never changes. His mold might be infinite but it’s always made in the same shape. When this world ends and you regain your original knowledge then you’ll understand. You know, you’re the first you that ever rejoined yourself.”
“And now I’m confused but I understand… Nope, no I don’t.”
“There was you and you, then there were things, then there was me, then Bob.”
“Kay… Got it…”
She laughed again as she touched me. “It’ll make sense someday. Then the cycle will begin again and a new universe will be born and time will turn once more. Sometimes it repeats and sometimes things go a different way but given an infinite amount of time and an infinite amount of universes, all things have happened and will happen. This timeline aside.”
God damned god talk!
“Why this timeline?”
“I’ve already told you.” She said as she settled back against Bob. “We’ll finish this conversation one day but by then you’ll have already answered your own questions. Goodbye father.”
And just like that she faded and Bob’s crimson eyes glowed as he stared at me. “So what’d she say?”
“A lot of stuff but nothing, basically.”
He laughed and nodded. “Yep, sounds like her.”
Monkeys with typewriters, that’s the universe in a nutshell. So everything that I saw with Lilsis and Caroline actually did happen and I retained some fragment of my current knowledge with them.
The Dark God had told me something similar when Liz passed. That her soul would never be far from me.
I said goodbye to Bob and returned to my room. I couldn’t stop staring at Caroline. We’d been through so much but I also couldn’t ignore Lilsis. Arguably Clair and I had more time together and a deeper connection than anyone else.
Then there was Adria. She wasn’t like them or anyone else. She’d made it a point to stand on her own after a lifetime of depending on others. Adria’s willpower and mental resolve had even earned Nex’s respect.
I crawled back into bed as Caroline and Lilsis cuddled up to me and Adria pulled down my pants.
I won’t say what happened next but I will say that just like my last honeymoon, we stayed in that room for three days.
After that, I found a good place to the far west of Therograd, north of Fura’s tree. A place where my children with Threscia could come visit if they wanted and I could still be reached if I was needed.
It was surrounded by mountains, beach adjacent and it had all four seasons. With Kalapract and Fura’s help I was able to make the perfect home with a garden large enough for me and my mates along with however many children we would have. I also had a small farm with several small cows, sheep, pigs and chickens.
There were only a few more hoops to jump through before everything was ready!
“Take this with you,” Barz said as he handed me a small metal plate with a rune on it. “We’ve figured out Eunice’s teleportation system and this is a waypoint.”
“What about Blondie?”
“She has one as well. Along with Athan, the Garanthians and Theross. Just put it down where you want messengers and deliveries to go.”
I wonder how Blondie is doing these days, I’m ashamed to say that I don’t check in on her that often even though she has one of my tentacles.
I closed my eyes and looked through my tentacle.
Holy XXX, Batman! Let’s give her some privacy, also maybe I was too naive in giving her a wriggling fleshy mass of me. I guess her feelings for me are pretty strong, despite our distance.
I thanked Barz and after making my rounds around the Dark Academy, we all retired to my quarters to eat and sleep.
Whether it was my excitement of finally having a place all of my own or that nagging feeling in the back of my head, I couldn’t sleep.
I carefully covered up my mates and left for a midnight stroll through the forests.
“Master! There’s a—”
I know Mors, that’s why I’m here.
I walked to the treeline by the edge of the dark barrier and found a mossy place to lay down. I figured this was the best way to temp the wraith into either attacking or doing whatever a wraith does to a sleeping person.
Then, I forgot that I was an idiot and I actually fell asleep. I remember being cold, then I wasn’t.
When I awoke, I was covered by black ethereal rags. Does that mean there’s a naked wraith running around?
I looked around for it for a while before taking the most logical next step.
“Mors!”
Mors appeared in front of me and curtsied. “Yes, Master?”
“Can a wraith take off its—”
She didn’t have to answer as a long skinny claw shot up from the ethereal cloth and a set of hollow eyes stared into mine from its hood.
“Nevermind.”
The menacing claw latched around my shoulder as the wraith tried to speak. But no matter how it tried, no words came out. As it grew more and more desperate, I noticed a look of utter anguish on its face as the air grew cold around us.
It removed its claw and shrunk back on itself before it started to move away.
I switched into Darkform so I could grab it and the second we made contact its emotions flowed into me.
“You can’t be!”
It nodded vigorously as it held out its claw and used magic to produce a figure in ice.
The figure was of a female centaur with a staff.
I ugly cried as I tried to hold her. Our reunion wasn’t pretty, it was two shades embracing in the dark morning hours but in this form, I could touch her very essence.
I uttered the name that I longed to call out and she stiffened. “Liz!”
Mors appeared in my vision, dabbing her eyes with a tine handkerchief. “Master, this wraith is an unbound undead. Wraiths are a naturally occurring phenomena that results when enough souls coalesce or, when a powerful enough soul is freed.”
Unbound!
I canceled darkform and used soulsteal, bringing Liz home.
After that I spent days in the soulscape talking to her, cradling her and spending time with the woman I lost until Fernando found me and we hunted together.
I now had a massive pile of hairless rodents and more than a few fully grown plague fly bodies which Fernando looked at hungrily.
I closed one eye so I could see my sweet half-elven mate. “I can’t make your body as it was before until we—”
“It’s okay,” She said with small tears forming in the corners of her eyes. “So long as I can stand by your side, whatever form I take is meaningless.”
I shaped the flesh into Liz’s form, molding it like soft clay in my hands. I went all out with my new techniques and when I finished, Liz was back!
Four redundant hearts, galvanism, the works! Everything I could give her, I did. Mors wordlessly aided me as I grew a third arm for her to work with. And now I stared at the most beautiful being I’d ever seen. Perhaps my memories of her were romanticized but she died because she loved me. How can I ever do her justice?
The body that lay before me wasn’t the same body she’d had, that was something I was well aware of. But as I looked at it with her, she began to cry.
“What is this? Why do I look so beautiful?” She asked.
“Because you are and you always have been.”
“No, I was just skin and bones. I was starving before I met you and you made me strong! This is…” Her sobs interrupted her. “This is too pretty for me.”
“This is how you always looked to me.”
When I first saw her, she had thin straight hair, and no fat at all. She looked as if someone had stretched skin over a skeleton. Perhaps I’d fixed a lot of that when I made her first body, then I fixed more when I made her a deer-centaur. But with her, it’d never been about looks alone. Her devotion to me was the real deal and her fiery emotions had moved me.
Liz was always beautiful to me, and now she could see herself as I saw her.
I looked at the body I’d made with its thick hair, wide hips and narrow legs. I’d given her the breasts she would’ve had if she hadn’t been starving to death and her face wouldn't lose to even the best-painted version of Theressa. And all I did to make this happen was to add a little fat where it naturally would’ve been.
I infused her soul back into her body and we made love until the sun was high in the sky.
After that I carried her because her legs were too wobbly to stand and walked her through the gate to my chambers.
Nex noticed her immediately and forgot how to speak as she embraced her lost sister.
Liz also spoke gibberish but somehow the two understood each other which only made them cry more.
It took me a few hours to make Liz a new outfit but when I was done, she looked alive again. It was a simple black one-piece that ended above her knees but her smile was what made it work.  Nex and I rushed her to meet Aneeza.
And even though Aneeza had never seen Liz in person she knew from our expressions who this strange new woman was. My battle hardened warrior of a daughter broke out into tears as she hugged her fabled aunt. I had to pick Nex up so she could cry into my chest and save face with her people. But our gobs didn’t care, they shed tears of their own as they watched us, even though they didn’t understand why.
Finally it was time for us to disappear. All the loose ends had been tied and things would move on fine without us.
Now, all I wanted was to spend a peaceful lifetime or two with my mates.
So after taking care of the rest of our business, and having Liz and Lang’s reunion, we left for the spot of land I’d founded. My final home.




Chapter 54: Like A Dream - John
The first few years were spent making a large garden and a few animal pits so that we could live without having to borrow from Blondie and the Dark Academy.
It felt a little wrong that Blondie didn’t come with us but she had the huge responsibility of trading, bringing commerce, producing goods and governing her lands. Even though there were no nobles on our continent, people could still own land and have employees. She did visit every other night though.
Another few years passed and Ballbreaker came running through the teleportation rune.
...Reginauld was dying.
He’d always been a father-figure and a friend to me. He guided me like a general and listened to me like a therapist. He was family, pure and simple, so I ran with her and Nex back through the teleportation rune.
You might ask me, ‘why don’t you just use fleshcrafting to save him?’ The answer is, because he stopped me from using it. Goblins have their own beliefs and he felt like he’d done all he needed to. He also loved his wife more than anything and now he wanted to be with her.
It killed me to see him suffering when I knew I could fix him. To see such a man fading away and to know there was nothing I could do about it… It was the most painful experience I’d had in a long time.
“Chief…” Reginauld said, his voice barely above a whisper. “Shall we do this the right way?”
“The right—”
“I can tell you’re suffering as you look at this old gob dying. Will you mend me and do me the honor of a warrior’s death?”
“I would be honored, but is that what you want?”
He smiled up at me weakly and held out his hand until I grasped it. “Let me feel the thrill of combat once more. I was a chief as well once and we never had our fight for it.”
I hesitated, seeing him die versus killing him myself. What the hell is wrong with this world? I have the power to let him live forever but—
Nex placed her hand on my shoulder as my black tears stained the sheets. She nodded at me as she held her sadness in.
“Anything for you my old friend…” I said as I mended him.
I made him stronger than he ever was and we walked together with Nex, Ballbreaker and the rest of Reginauld’s family to my territory. We feasted like kings for a few days until all the guests and mourners had arrived. Even Athan and Red took time off to come see Reginauld’s last fight.
The night before, Reginauld and I drank as we looked up at the sky. He told me many stories of his youth and many more of his mate. She really was like Nex, hard headed and proud but soft and caring inside. She had given him three beautiful children yet still remained strong.
“Honestly,” He said as he took another drink of Ralphus’s Liquor. “I know I never would’ve won against her. But I’d challenged her so many times that she finally let me win. Our people don’t have a word for love, but we have a knowledge of it. She gave up her pride to wed me and I was never able to pay her back.”
“Your daughters are feared and respected. Your son is the best warrior of his generation. You’ve done enough… If she’s watching you, then I’m sure she knows that too.”
He let out a long sigh as he held his hand out to me. I gripped it and he squeezed it tightly in a humanlike gesture, a handshake. “I was right when I gave my position to you. You saved us and raised our people up to stand as equals with the other races. You’ll succeed where I failed. The kobolds rebelled, the hobs left. But now, they all live together with us. John,” He said as he pulled me into a hug. “You’re like a son to me, but give your all tomorrow. I don’t want to die knowing you held back.”
I cried like a babe but I didn’t accept his terms. “I want a good fight, not one that I win with magic or god-forms. I won’t be your executioner, I’ll be your opponent.”
“Good enough, Chief.” He said as he patted my back.
After that we spoke freely about everything. I got to know everything about the eloquent man I’d met so long ago and he got to know me. He spent the rest of that night with his family as I just stayed there outside.
Leera found me and comforted me in a way that only she could and then the hateful sun rose and it was time.
“The rules as decided by the participants,” Red announced as the referee. “John will not use any of his godly abilities, nor will he mend himself or use fleshcrafting. Reginauld is not restricted, he may use any tactic or magic he has.” Red closed his eyes for a moment wiping one of them before he shook Reginauld’s hand one last time. “Are we agreed?”
Reginauld and I both agreed. I had a single large macuahuitl and Reginaul had two shortswords and two daggers on his waist. I’d consumed many warriors and gained their skills with the blade, I also had a substantial size, strength and reach advantage. This contest was still unfair and I still felt the icy pain that came with being my friend’s executioner.
Reginauld seemed to sense my feelings as he spoke. “You might be surprised, even if you have the skills, you do not have the experience.”
I nodded and the fight began.
Reginauld fought with a tenacity I’d only ever seen in my berserkers. His version of Dark Armor was an omnidirectional spike and it defended him well. He was also able to dodge almost every swing I made by a hair’s breadth.
I’d never had a fight as close as this one. It seemed like no matter what I did, he’d already planned out a counter. We fought well past noon and far into the evening as the crowd cheered on the edge of their seats.
But it only lasted that long, by the end we were both breathing heavily.
“I’ve shown you everything I know,” Reginauld said as he readied himself for a final attack. “This is it, this is all I have left!”
He leaped but I recognized his feint. It was exactly like he said, I couldn’t ignore the opening he created, so I struck and as my weapon met his flesh, there was a crunching noise and his head fell as his body still stood.
My face contorted as I tried to suppress my tears. He was a great fighter, an amazing father and an irreplaceable person to me. I took a deep breath as his body made its final movements.
Two daggers impaled both sides of my chest, if I were anyone other than me, this match would’ve been a draw.
I picked up his head which had a contented expression. Nex and Ballbreaker ran in to join me and the next three days were spent celebrating the man that was Reginauld.
I ignored Mors’ warning and abused the calming effect. Reginauld was the best man I’d ever known and I killed him. But, it’s not like I felt guilty, it’s more that I felt a deep loss. He’d died the way he’d wanted to and now, perhaps, he’s with his wife in the goblin afterlife.
After performing the infinite life code on Mors, I vaguely remember smothering my sadness with Nex, but there were two Nex’s. One cried out louder as blood spilled down my twins and I held her close, comforting her.
It was only after I woke up the next day buried in unfamiliar territory that I realized I’d taken Ballbreaker as a mate. I won’t compare them, but I will say that with Ballbreaker’s tightness along with her muscle control—
Warm tears fell on my chest and stopped my perverted thoughts. Ballbreaker was crying, and Nex wasn’t far behind her. I couldn’t run my fingers through Ballbreaker’s braided hair so I rubbed her back and kissed the top of her head as she relaxed on top of me.
This wasn’t planned but by goblin customs we were married now. She could never take another mate until I died, so all that was left was for me to accept her.
We were sad and this wasn’t a happy union, it was a rough one.
The next day, we buried Reginauld together, his tombstone resting on a hill behind our home so he could always look out over us. And somehow, when I was done, I could see his smiling face as he embraced a beautiful goblin woman and they cried together over us with happy tears.
I’m not like other gods, I have no afterlife to offer in my realms. So I swear, if I ever meet the goblin god, I’ll never let them die, for Reginauld’s sake.
Months passed after that and Ballbreaker passed her reins on to someone else so she could live with us. It was the second pair of sisters I’d wedded, but unlike Blair and Clair, Nex and Ballbreaker lacked any and all modesty. Ballbreaker herself would even wake me up almost hourly to service her. But to me, this all seemed shallow. Reginauld’s death was still fresh in my mind and even though I knew he’d wished for his daughters to be my mates, it still felt incomplete.
I knew all my mates in very personal ways. We weren’t fuck-buddies, we were deeply connected by strong emotional ties and effort. Ballbreaker was basically just using me to try to make babies and deal with her loss.
So I decided that things needed to change. I ran my plans for a journey with Ballbreaker through the rest of my mates, and they approved it, feeling much the same as I did. Ballbreaker was now the odd woman out and none of us felt good about that. Despite our number, we all genuinely loved each other, so things needed to change.
“We’re going on a trip,” I said as I approached, Ballbreaker during her morning practice.
“Only if you can beat me!” She said, wiping the sweat from her brow.
“There’s much that you don’t understand about the world.” I said as I gave my body over to Mors and took on my darkform.
She hefted her staff against my body but I caught it with my darkform claws as Mors evaded.
“You’re coming with me!”
“I always do!” Ballbreaker called out shamelessly as she released her staff and sweeped Mors off her feet.
I switched to unholy and chains wrapped her, holding her down. But she switched affinities as well and channeled unholy with me, summoning several Reginaulds in original goblin form to break the chains around her.
I was taken aback but not surprised. Bob had enlightened me about a God’s Favor. Basically those I liked had my affinities. And most goblins channeled them automatically. But Ballbreaker was a savant.
Unfortunately for her, Reginauld was a trauma for the both of us and those same summoned beings betrayed her, hugging her tightly as I re-entered my body and wiped away her tears.
“We’re going. Days, years, months, we’ll be spending a lot of time together. So,” I looked towards one of Reginauld’s spectres. “Let’s do what he wanted us to do.”
Even though she clenched her teeth, she nodded heavily in agreement, swallowing her pride as I took her in my arms. Then with a nod to my mates, I walked through the gate to an unknown continent.
We investigated it together, an island chain to our north west. We took on disguises and passed all the checks to allow us entrance.
Quickies… Mors, why didn’t you ever tell me that women love quickies?
“I can only speak for myself, Master, but a sudden savage encounter filled with passion… I think most women would enjoy that, provided they like you.”
Quickies… I pondered as I turned another mostly-human into pulp. I’d finally given Ballbreaker a name, Tania. I won’t go into how I chose it, but it was every bit as bad as you’d imagine.
She really did have my affinities, and she used them almost as well as I did. The rest of this world was still a horrible place and the deeper we went, the more we killed. I now saw why Slater and Artur had made the choices they did.
In most places, goblins were killed on sight. In other places, they were enslaved, bred and farmed to be servants. We toppled many of this world’s highest powers, just to free our people. But things didn’t end there and power itself doesn’t change what exists in a person’s heart.
So, after our last stop, we reflected. Just recalling it, causes me to question everything.
“Dark God, you’ve finally shown yourself. How did you like my farce?”
“Umm, you mean all those dead gobs? Lady, that ain’t a farce, it’s a tragedy.”
A dark aura surrounded her, meeting mine as she continued. “You and I both know they aren’t dead unless we let them lie.”
She was a mortal fragment of darkness and try as I might, I couldn’t dispute her logic. I’d taken the souls of all the fallen gobs she’d laid out before me like a trial of MnMs and none of them were too keen on talking.
“So what is it that you want?” I asked her, while slowly consuming her essence.
She smiled and severed our connection. “Redemption and an explanation.”
Mortal gods were a dime a dozen in this world. So, why call them ‘Mortal’ gods instead of demigods? Because, demigods die and that’s it. Mortal gods only obtain full godhood on death and I feel like that’s what this god-queen had called me for.
“Even if the gobs here worship you, the ones you sent over didn’t. Then there’s all the cruelty we witnessed and all the people we had to kill to free our—”
“Redemption…” She said as she floated towards me, channeling the shadows around her.
She probably thinks that all I can do is channel pure darkness, like she does but I’m not a one-trick pony anymore. I could kill her where she floats but I’m not that stu—
Tania’s staff erupted from the god-queen’s heart and she smiled as she fell, letting me know I was right not to kill her.
Mors, take my body, please.
“Yes, Master!”
I entered Soulform and tried to take her soul before she was made whole but...you know things never work out that well.
She had already arisen anew, ebony threads of night ebbing from her new incarnation. I put a Soul barrier around Tania so she wouldn’t be pulled in and I began to chant as green flames of screaming souls shot from my fingertips.
I invoked the Lord of Poison’s incantation and surrounded the newborn god in a sealing barrier.
Would I seal her? No, that’s technically not what that spell does. It erodes the soul of whatever it traps. It’s a blasphemous spell for a necromancer, spending souls to destroy a soul. Kalapract must have been quite the man in his prime.
Tania joined me along with my body, piloted by Mors.
As I closed my hand, the eroding barrier shrunk in on the god-queen but I stopped the moment she uttered a single word.
“America,” she said, as if knowing where I came from. Just that one simple word told me everything and caused me to cancel my spell and return to my body.




Chapter 55: Fledgling - John
She stood again and now that she was a full fledged goddess, our essences could connect. I saw her memories and she saw mine. She was a woman, roughly eight years older than me when she died but unlike Bob, Caroline and Sid, she lived a long way away from me and we’d never met.
Life had chewed her up and spit her out many times until she took her life and the reaper came to whisk her away to, more suffering. She was reborn here, not brought in by some necromantic art or rune but just by chance. Then like all women in this backwards cesspool of a culture, she was sold off as a bride at a young age.
Breed, breed, breed; that’s the responsibility of all people in this world. Make more followers for your god, make more farmers for your fields, make more soldiers for your wars… Make more daughters to trade.
I’m not a fool, ever since my harsh entrance into this world, I knew that this wasn’t a civilized place and that any and all concepts I had about how things would be foreign to the people here.
My continent was barren and ripped apart by war before I arrived but the rest of the world seemed to be doing okay. The only reason it was never invaded before was because it had nothing to offer. Lands that you can’t farm on, casters that specialize in barriers and staunch warriors. Most other places looked Theross with pity whose only exports were warriors, battlemages and of course, the Dark Academy.
But now, we were producing and exporting exotic crops, wines, ales, liquors and New Garanthian Mercenaries. Artur was a king who conquered a continent of his own and Slater and Bette had become legends.
We couldn’t be ignored anymore, add to that, my new system of electoral government that disregarded Nobility and we were now one big target for the rest of the world. We raised a flag of defiance against their beliefs and stirred their people to question the caste system. After all, if our shitty little dying continent had managed to raise itself up to good standing, without a King and without the olde houses and customs, then why should they accept being trodden on?
The common people wanted change, and we were their glowing beacon of hope. That’s why we’d had so many immigrants who risked their lives to come to us. To bow down to the races they once feared as monsters. The balls on these people were magnificent, smooth like eggs with no wrinkles in sight but so large that they needed wheelbarrows.
Tris’s frightening expression cracked as she laughed. “Really, those are the deep thoughts of the true god of darkness?”
Oh, right, we’re still connected. “Yeah, and…”
“Slater...Slater… AH! Shit, your code really broke a few people, did you know that?”
Tristella Arabella, that was this woman’s current name, and she did lead me here. But not to kill her to ascend to godhood, no, she just needed to show me what her kingdom was like and who she was. She apparently lived longer than me on earth but arrived here before me.
“My code? What, like the EEG Virtual reality stuff?” The stuff I don’t remember writing.
 
“Yeah, you were like, creepypasta, honestly. But then, well, you kinda drove the way to a VR revolution. It’s not like you outsold the PS9 with its memory spores but hobbyists made a lot of cool games using what you made.”
“...You’re shitting me, I remember that commercial and—”
“Yeah, I was joking about that part but the rest is true. The creepypasta videos got people interested in your final code and your partner leaked it because his deal fell through. It’s thanks to that, that my last moments there were almost enjoyable. I could still play games even when I couldn’t move my arms anymore.”
I separated from Tris as Tania gripped my hand. Tania could tell I was feeling unwell. My insides were all mixed up, a tangle of strange emotions. We never really talked too much but through traveling together and experiencing the same things, we’d learned to read each other. The problem with being a cluster of memories that exists inside an endless god is that you can never really get used to anything. Without a brain, neurons don’t fire, pathways and memories don’t get worn out and you never stop feeling things as if they were new.
Tania wasn’t Nex, she was a simpler person, her own person and I could see a lot of Red and Reginauld in her.
Tris then began to tell me about the things I didn’t see; her thoughts and opinions on her kingdom and how she had been mostly powerless because the nobles were the ones who actually controlled everything and blah, blah, blah.
“Why didn’t you just kill them?” I asked, tired of this same story.
“I-I just wanted to—”
“This world,” I began, “is one that favors might over right. You need to fight for everything.” That’s what I taught my kids and that’s what they all practiced.
“But I—”
“Excuses, you went through some elaborate plan to drag me here, for what? For something you could’ve and should’ve done yourself. You knew a lot about me, so much that you even picked up on where I was from, probably because my people spoke english, but still. If you had the time, the power and the resources to drag me out here, then you already had what you needed to change things.”
“There’s no way!” Tris yelled. “How could I ever—”
“You are strong! Not as strong as me, but smarter. Stop caring about what your Nobles think of you and act for your people. Enact real change, rather than bitching about it…” I looked at her sour face as she realized I wasn’t her knight in shining armor, I was her reality check. “I will do what I can to free my people, but I shouldn’t have to. Rid yourself of your title, kill your dissenters and tell your people to eat the rich. Become your own beacon and guide your people well. I’m not your pawn, I’m not even your friend. And if you fail, I will consume you and your kingdom without ever shedding a tear.”
“But you’re crying!” She yelled.
“And, I’m still leaving.” I connected with her once more and gave her minor affinities for Void and The Abyss. “You had a great start in this world and I’ve given you all you should need to deal with a few Human households and magicless hunters. You spawned in, in easy-mode and the only thing that’s held you back was what? Not wanting to be hated?” I freed the goblin souls I’d taken before and watched as they sluggishly flew into her. She wasn’t a necromancer but she had the Consume ability and maybe level five Soulsteal.
I sighed as I did my best to calm down. She was right, cooperation would benefit us both. So, I fleshcrafted five perfect bodies out of the corpses we left outside. Five beings with all the enhancements I could possibly provide without overwhelming a new soul.
“Infuse these bodies with your most loyal souls and keep them well fed so they don’t go berserk. With them and your newly found power, that should be enough. My boy Artur did more with less.”
“Thank you!” She said as I opened the gate back to my island home.
But Tania stopped me. “They won’t be ready.”
“Hmm?” I said as I blinked at her unable to hide my dissatisfaction. “You want to stay?”
She nodded, her eyes borrowing into mine. “For our people!”
I used the Calming Effect and closed my eyes to ponder everything with Mors.
“Tris, though you need a lot of work as a leader, I will remain here in an advisory role until my gobs are free. After that, whether they come with me or stay with you, that’s on them.”
Tris smiled at Tania, reaching out to shake her hand.
Tania knocked it away with her staff. “Why are you so weak when you have so much power?”
Tris’s eyes went wide as her mouth hung. “I-I’m just a—”
“Woman,” Ballbreak—er, Tania responded with hate in her eyes. “Among MY people, a woman is expected to do just as much as a man and be just as strong. You aren’t a woman, you’re a weakling. Go knit baskets and gather berries. If you're not going to use your powers, then try to be as useful as possible without them.”
“O-okay, I’ll—” Tris started, as she pulled away.
But I held her, semi-corporeal as she was now. “You won't. Tania doesn’t fully grasp what you are, nor does she realize just how many souls are counting on you. Fill these bodies with loyal souls then, train with them. You may not gain anything physically but by suffering with them, you’ll bond and maybe that’s what you really need.”
Tris shifted in my grasp and looked at me as if for the first time. “Why are you talking like that, it’s weird.”
“Umm, habit? Anyway, that doesn’t change the meaning of what I said! Got it?”
“Sure… But…. Nevermind, Thank you, John.” She kissed my cheek and Tania smiled.
Oh yeah, Goblin culture. Having god-babies would strengthen our clan. But as Artur had already proven, just because they are my offspring doesn’t mean they are of our clan.
Artur was such a sweet baby and an adorable toddler but in his early teens, and with his double testosterone, yeah, he was kind of the devil for a while. Then he left and no one could or would stop him. Not even me, not that I tried all that hard. He needed to know what this world was and I was already prepared for the worst.
But, Artur came from a loving household where we all did our best to raise him. But I already knew that our views were different from the rest of this world, so I didn’t stop him when he wanted to explore. If Rossereth had her way, then our son would’ve lived and died in a velvet cage, ignorant of the world around him but that’s too cruel. I let him leave, and even now, I don’t regret it.
Darkness, with its many iterations is—
“Is he always like this?” Tris asked Tania.
“Yeah, for as long as I’ve known him.” She looked me over as I pretended not to hear the conversation the two were having without me. “It’s fine, he’s not smiling like a pervert or channeling darkness, so he’s probably just remembering things. But if you ever see him smile, prepare yourself!”
Prepare yourself for what? What am I, a natural disaster?
“I baited him here, so I was always prepared to die.”
Tania laughed. “Really, death? You’re cute, for a human. Nono, If he smiles at you then death is the last thing you need to prepare for.”
Oy, Tania, what exactly are you trying to prepare her for?
“Humans poop, don’t they?”
“Y-yeah we—”
“You won’t be able to, soon.”
My eye twitched and I invoked three more Calming Effects.
“Master, she probably just means that you bestow a ghoul/windigo stomach. Don’t sweat it!”
“Poop? Why would that—”
“See that face?” Tania said, pointing at me. “You’ll find out soon.”
“Master, don’t!”
Calming Effect! Damn her, doesn’t she realize I’m not… Wait, what was I doing? Oh yeah, Calming Effect!
Tris didn’t have a physical body anymore, she was composed of what her followers remembered her as and the traits she didn’t want to abandone. And honestly she was adorable.
I grinned a broad smile as I floated towards her, trying to impress her with my hoverboots. I winked at her, like, you like that?
“I’m here with you,” Tania said as Tris looked at me with a mix of curiosity and horror.
“W-what!?”
“The kono-nabi, er, ko-know me, code? Whatever it is, don’t worry he’ll be gentle at first.”
Tris was a dark goddess now and her darkness connected to mine letting her know what was about to come. “Mrs. Tania, he’s wanting to a lot more than—”
She froze as I kissed her. I wasn’t trying to force her, so I stopped when she resisted. But it’s not like we could go all the way, she was a lesser goddess of darkness and I would consume her rather or not I wanted to, at least as she stood now. So, I made her an avatar.
“W-what are you—”
“Shush, er…how ya like this shit?”
She burst into tears as she saw the body I’d made for her, based on how I saw her.
“Why… It looks like I used to but better. Why would you do something like this to me?”
“Cause you’re beautiful,” I said as I finished my work.
She fell to her knees as she looked at the body I’d made for her. “This can’t be… I—Is this really me?”
“It’s you, as I saw you.”
“N-noo… It’s, I was ugly, my legs stopped moving first, but I still had to work. They became skinny and soft, then the rest followed until, I, I—”
“I lost the use of an arm and a leg for quite a while, so I know that feeling.”
“Then why did you—”
“I never would’ve rejected someone like you.” I hicc’d “You were a real refined beauty, the sort of woman that never would’ve given me the time of day. Even in your last moments, you had a thick head of perfect black hair. Filipina?”
She crossed her legs and sat down by me. “Yeah, well, you’re half right. I was born in the US.”
I nodded as I continued, or Mors and I continued. “Gather me some clothes for your avatar. Otherwise, I’ll—”
“Yes! I’ll be right back...D-cup american size… That’s uh, my size…”
It wasn’t, but I’ll take that as a request.
Tania and I stayed on that continent  for the better part of a year, until Lilsis warped over to me and reminded me that I was being an arse.
We helped Tris free our gobs and depose the old royal system that bound her, before we said our goodbyes and left.
Did Tania and I connect on a real level, no. But did we now know and trust each other with our lives and our future, yes. Not every encounter will be a life changing one and at least now we knew each other better. Through sweat and effort we’d changed the world and made a powerful ally that would ensure a better future for our kind, going forward.
Time mercilessly sped forward but it’s influence barely touched us on our isolated little island of joy.
I’d told the imps, the dwarves and the three musketeers about the technologies that were present in my world and each did their best to recreate them.
But I didn’t care. Everyone was pregnant! Leera, Katie, Tania...Liz!! My heart was overjoyed, I was finally able to… It was a beautiful moment shared between us all. Leera had worked her magic with Tania and we were solidified as a family once more.
Tris had a pool, similar to Rossereth’s within the soulscape and we’d talk every now and then through our divine connection.
She’d often ask the questions you’d expect from a normal woman, like, “Don’t they feel jealous?”
“No, Tris, most of them aren’t human and our modern values don’t apply to them or their culture.”
“But you told me that three of them are human, don’t they feel—”
“I never deceived them, I made absolutely sure that they knew who I was and what they were getting into beforehand. One lived inside me for a while, one was jealous at first and the last was a realist. Eventually, they made their own decisions about their futures and so far, I’ve done my best to keep them happy.”
Tris’s spectre frowned at me as she floated towards me, unable to touch me in the soulscape, lest I consume her accidentally. “I think it’s sad. Two of them were...too young to know what their emotions were. You’re older than—”
“Blair, isn’t a normal girl. She had an insanely hard life, one that neither you nor I could ever understand. Mental disorders aren’t a popular subject for romance novels or drama shows but after what the Goddess of Chaos told me, I’m sure of my choice. We saved each other.”
“Oo~h? How? Please enlighten me, ‘Dark God’.”
“Intimacy and recognition. She was a normal villager that was suddenly plunged into a new life with a very old, very primal culture but she never missed a beat. She worked harder than any other human in my army and even though it tore her apart, she used every bit of her power to prove herself to me and my people. So, I bound our flesh together, sinking my heartbeat with hers. I still do that for her as many times as I need to so she knows I won’t abandon her. I know it’s weird but we sometimes spend days fused together as the same being and feeling her heartbeat within my own makes me feel closer to her.”
“Then, what about Lilsis, or Clair or whatever you call her. I’m not trying to judge you, but that’s grooming. You groomed—”
“My ass, I did! This world is shit, we both know that and I never did anything with her that was weird. In fact I literally ran away from her advances. Of course, now she’s as old as I was then, and I realize just how dumb I was. Of course, the Goddess of Chaos granted us a lifetime together, so her actual emotional age is almost 90 but I realize how it looks from the outside. Hell, you met her and as I recall, she schooled you on logistics, planning and scholastic implementations.”
“...Yeah, but...the numbers…”
“She taught you how to accurately compile crop projections as well, didn’t she?”
“Shut-up…” Tris said, biting her lip slightly. “You made this nest for yourself. It’s wrong, it’s—”
“It’s me, being truthful. I never lied to them or deceived them in the slightest about my intentions and truthfully Nex, Tania, Leera and Lina were all for me having more mates. Who are you to judge them, this isn’t 2017 in the USA, so—”
“Again, ‘Dark God’ I’m not from your timeline. We might’ve died at around the same age, but I’m from several years after your time.”
“Sorry, I forgot. So, tell me again, what was your last name?”
Her spectre smiled at me. “Why do you wanna know?”
“Right, sorry. I’m getting too personal.” Even though I’ve seen your whole damn life through your own eyes. Still, it was condensed to hell and back and as clear as buttered glass.
She smiled at me and told me her last name. It was my ex-wife’s new BF’s name but I stayed my tongue, she didn’t need to know that and from the years she lived, I already knew she wasn’t my offspring but, she was connected to me.
I recalled the man from Caroline and my lifetime together and I suddenly had a strong urge to protect this woman. My paternal instinct is second to none other than my libido, but, I’m not Bob… Even though I now had two of my adopted daughters as my mates…
Another year passed and the Dark Continent began to export magic devices. I was still a very pleased papa. Leera’s baby had a thick head of multicolored hair and seeing the normally strong Leera sob openly as she held him, made me happier than words can describe.
Katie and my child was a different sort of baby. Katie was the opposite of Leera and her cheerful smiles made us all feel good. And our baby was no different, it was a giggling mass of hooved, horned joy. A cute daughter, full of life and vigor, the perfect sister to Caligin, my son with Leera.
Ball—er, Tania’s baby was a stalwart Hob-gob, or at least that’s what he looked like on the surface but fleshcrafting told me that he had an entirely new physiology. I actually gained a few abilities from him. His whole circulatory system was infused with mana gathering cells. Meaning that other than Artur The Conqueror, he was my most powerful child. Like Slater, he rarely cried and often sought out boobs that were not his mother’s to feed him.
My babies love boobies. I guess that’s normal if you examine it from a ‘feed me!’ perspective. Sorry Tania…
A year later, My children with Leera, Katie and Tania are all capable teens with very distinct personalities. Aneeza, Gabe and Maria often stop by to see us and give us gifts as they tell us about their life in and around the Dark Academy.
“So I killed him! HAHAHA! He never even saw it coming!” Gabe said about his most recent hunt. The ‘him’ im question was a bird. “Then I ate him and his young as I roasted them alive!”
So, he made chicken parmesan, minus the parmesan.
“Daddy!” Maria said as she leaped into my arms. She’d been through more evaluations then the rest in her pursuit of humanity and now presented herself as a young woman. You could see Rosie and Aneeza’s impact on her fashion sense as her flared dress fluttered under her.
I hugged her tight and listened as her and Gabe filled me in on all the gossip of the Dark academy and told me how they were doing.
Maria had a little boyfriend. He was a half-orc, half hob-gob who apparently had a magnificent head of hair.
I tried my best to hide my reactions, but as my eye twitched, Threscia covered it. “What does he do, honey?” She asked.
“He’s a contractor under Aunt Adria. ...Dad, why are you laughing like that?”
I smiled to assure her as I spoke. “No reason, no reason at all…”
Maria shivered as she turned away. “Don’t hurt him, daddy… I love you.”
I breathed out a big puff of fog and hugged my daughter. “I love you too baby!”
“Dad!” She said as she hugged me back and we both sobbed. She’s definitely my daughter, dammit!
Threscia had softened a lot in the past ten years, so she joined us as Gabe guffawed in the background.
“Oh, is my boy trying to tell me he’s above a strong man-hug?”
Gabe’s multi-pupiled eyes shot around the room. “Er, no daddy no!”
Threscia and I hugged our son until he gave up and accepted our parental love.
“How goes your reign on the southern continent?” I asked after separating from him.
“Uncle Fernando still guides most of us. He says: disregard mates, acquire sustenance.”
I coughed to hide my laughter. “He speaks in ancient knowledge… But what about you, my boy? Any bonny lasses to talk about?”
He twirled his mandibles together, uncomfortably.
“It’ll happen one day, you are my son, so take your time.”
“Dad… I won’t make larva with anyone weaker than I—”
“Gabe Ignidus Slater! You are wonderful, powerful and successful. Please continue to guide your brothers and sisters and someday, I promise that you’ll find someone special to you.”
Threscia doubled her armor and we smiled at each other. God, I love her.
She wiped my cheeks with her secondary legs and I just cried harder.
She used to be a mischievous, sadistic person but now she was soft and soothing. Honestly, it was hard for me to react to her now. Our children seemed to feel the same as Gabe winced. But Threscia just held him close, using her mandibles to clean his optical dome.
He sighed in relief as she scraped off the detritus that’d gathered around his chitan crown. He drew the line when I began to fleshcraft the rest of him but he still thanked us as he left. Then, we turned our attention to Maria.
She happily told us about each and every detail of her life, barring the most personal one and I was immediately grateful that she hadn’t had much interaction with Bob. Still, there was one thing Threscia and I both noticed. Maria had a tail now, that could only mean we'd be grandparents soon.
“That orc-hob better have a loose anu—” Threscia started.
“Shh, that’s our precious daughter and she can inject her eggs wherever she wants.”
Threscia held me close and parted her mandible to show her beautiful smile. “Then… Can I?”
“Uh... “ I looked into her smiling face until she broke down in laughter.
“Just kidding, probably…”
I held her close, savoring her smile which’d become common these days after we captured Thads. Threscia was a delight to be around and another woman who knew the real me and accepted me for who and what I was.
“I’ll take our babies if I need to.” I said as I kissed her until what little exposed skin she had turned a deep red. “I love you and I trust you, so my body is yours to use as you want.”
She inhaled deeply and we both looked at the sky as we sat together.
“You really would, wouldn’t you?” She asked, fixing her hair as she lay by me.
“Of course, you’re the one I fought the hardest for, aren’t you?”
She beamed at me as she clutched me with all four of her arms. “Shut-up...and, thank you…”
We spent the next few days together on that hill. I cooked for us, and we mostly talked about the souls that she’d avenged. But Threscia herself, had a big grin the entire time. I was so taken aback that I had Mors make a mental picture of it. A Threscia, smiling brightly, that was a treasure I may never see again.
Soon after that fateful evening, Blair and Clair were pregnant, which affirmed my suspicions. With flesh golems and flesh constructs, control is key. Meaning it truly is a two way street between the people involved.
Women would only get pregnant when they were ready and men would only shoot… Too gross, just infer the rest yourself.
That meant Fura was the last one left and neither of us was in a hurry.
Eventually it happened, long after my other children were grown and on their own.
I held my impossible child with her mother beaming at me as all my other mates applauded or cried. Another beautiful moment in a world that I once thought to be hell.
I’ll never forget that moment or the myriad of other moments like it. I owe every last ounce of my happiness to these women for all my pride, my accomplishments, my joy. I only have them to thank for everything. Without them I’d have a much darker story to tell.
But all of that was…




Chapter 56: The Terror of Eternity - John?
So very long ago now. Nothing lasts forever, except me or is it me’s?
Gods, though thought to be eternal, only last as long as their followers and their artifacts. Even the mighty god of souls that exists on all planes that have life, died inside me.
All my mates, all my friends all of existence had to stop eventually and it did.
Then, I was alone.
I had shattered my core right before the heat death of the universe but it was mostly empty by then. My first hint that souls degraded even in the soulscape was when I was preparing to fight Theressa. Those two souls that’d been alive when The Abyss was still worshipped openly… If I’d paid more attention, then… No, none of that mattered. It was all like the Dark God had always said.
Mors, Lacretia and Clair… Three beings that were tied to me, that were a part of me, also died. But the dark god picked up what was left, forming anew out of the fragments of their memories.
It...I, did that so that I would never be truly alone, but not all stories have happy endings. Sometimes you have to just be grateful for the happy times you had, and accept that there won’t be any more.
I mated with myself. The sheer insanity of a dark god trying to reproduce with themselves wasn’t lost on me, but fuck me, I tried it. I grew more and more powerful the less there was in the universe, so at that time I was at the height of my capabilities.
Hundreds of years passed, then hundreds of thousands. Until one day there was a faint red light, particles grinding together, producing heat.
I slept, or I think I did. It was impossible to tell now if I was awake or asleep, nothing changes, nothing had changed, until this spark.
As I awoke, I was greeted by a small child or at least that’s how I saw her. She was conflict, friction, heat...life. And in a blasphemous act, I, The God of Nothing had created something.
I nurtured the spark as it grew, heating the cold void that was reality. Through its very existence, it caused more things to exist and then I knew what it was.
My daughter, The Goddess of Chaos.
She always said she’d explain everything, but now she didn’t have to. I knew it all now. She was born from the conflict within me. She was the start of everything. The first person to exist and the last; she was all things to all people and all the people as well. She existed on all plans if she ever existed at all.
Then, I saw how the universe was made. It really was just monkeys with typewriters and with each stroke of a key, a new reality was born.
I nurtured my daughter, picking her up if she fell down, encouraging her and thanking her for her efforts. Then, on some lonely plane in a far off place, the first creature with a soul was born.
It was a strange thing, not quite an amphibian, not quite a fish, it had adorable googly eyes and a large mouth. I watched it’s soul as it progressed, dying over and over again only to come back in another form.
Eventually the creature made more creatures. Then there were more souls, weak souls, unable to grasp self awareness just yet.
I watched with rapt fascination along with my daughter, though she too had yet to gain full self awareness.
In my time, so long ago in the Suicide Planes, I’d had thousands upon shousands of children, more than double that for grandchildren. I’d seen and influenced evolution, personally but I couldn’t interfere here. I didn’t have a body anymore; nothing to tie me to any place or being yet.
So, by distilling my will and forming it through hundreds of years of effort, one solitary drop fell into the oceans of this new world. Only I knew the meaning of that drop but I could guess at its effects.
A sense of self bred fear, the first emotion other than ooh, food. But from that emotion others sprang up, then died as new ones emerged and evolved.
Until finally, the first mammals emerged then, the first bipeds, then the first complete soul.
Ah, this guy, I thought as it ate or mated with every other living thing it found. There’s something familiar about it.
I slept once more, not wanting to interfere with natural selection. When next I awoke, there were tribes of different beings in this world. Souls were being recycled, mixed and reformed into new beings.
I took a step back, and explored the other planes of existence, seeing new life emerging in each of them. I proliferated their souls, moving them between realms to try to accelerate individuality.
Then a man came into existence, a strange man, the same soul that I’d watched since the beginning.
I looked at it and it looked back. It smiled a toothy grin and I knew who it was. My daughter embraced it and I said a heartfelt hello to my old friend after he lived another full life.
“B…” It’s hard to speak without lips or lungs. “Bo…” Will he even know me? “Bob…”
The creature held its arms up and smiled as it’s soul ran towards me. “Boss!”
“Bob!”
“Boss!”
It’s absolutely maddening to think about, but Bob really never changes. I spent a lot of time with my oldest friend between his reincarnations. Apparently he also caught my daughter’s attention as she often comes to spend time with us as we reminisce on lifetimes past.
Bob shared with her, his special spell, that’s right, Cumfetti, no I’m kidding. You know which spell it was. But she didn’t need it, she was like him. The second she gained self awareness, she already knew everything.
I wasn’t lonely anymore even though Bob was here between incarnations. He was sent back after a while to live a new life, usually ignorant of his previous ones. Sometimes he was a man, sometimes a woman. Yet he always retained a bit of himself.
I could tell my daughter was smitten by the young soul and my heart grew warm. Whenever Bob visualized himself as a woman, my daughter became a man, but whenever bob was a man, my daughter was a woman. It was clear to see how they felt about each other.
Then, a new soul emerged. Also born from that drop I’d released. It wasn’t really alive, but through it, I could see and feel reality again.
With high hopes I lived through it as it...died almost immediately. But unlike the other souls, it didn’t recycle, it changed planes and seemed to learn from its mistakes.
That being said, it was full of rage from having died before, even if it had no memories of it. This tiny part of me continued to struggle and I had to stop my daughter from trying to help it. I’ve been a father, not always the best one but a good one, I hope. So I knew that this soul would find its way.
Then, it surprised me. It split itself to exist on all planes. It became a soul that existed everywhere at all times. An inexhaustible soul. That was when I realized what I’d created.
I am a self fulfilling prophecy, so I knew what awaited this poor bastard.
As the world shifted and the planes became clearer, I began to solidify myself once more. Not just as a simple drop but as a solid Ichor.
I watched the soul become villains, tyrants and nobodies. It seemed like that soul, baring a portion of my will was never able to connect to the people around it.
“I got it, Boss.” Bob said, putting down a weird book. “Lemme, help him. He just ain’t got no friends.”
I smiled as I realized where this was headed. “It’ll take me millions of years to finish what I started. This solidified form of me...I’ll die, but I never really lived, did I?”
Bob laughed. “Ya can’t die, Boss. You’ll be fine.”
So Bob split his soul among all planes, yet, somehow he retained himself. He was my friend at all times, my supporter and even my rival when I needed one.
The soul that was a part of me experienced the same thing over and over. Great, resounding victories then brutal losses. It lived in infamy, praised then scrutinized. It was hard to watch, death after pitiful death. I appeared to it, in an effort to sooth it in its final moments but it didn’t see me.
Worlds lived and died, entire realms were created and destroyed.
My daughter began forming a hierarchy of realms. Trying her best to sort people of similar character into similar places so that they might be happier.
I didn’t stop her, even though I knew the bottom two realms very, very well.
“I did Poppa! I made a place your little guy can feel comfortable in!”
Suicidal people aren’t happy hanging out with other suicidal people. That’s just sadness feeding sadness. Then there’s the gray realm. That place is a purgatory of sorts. Earth, the place without magic or hope. A delusional realm filled by hopeless souls but they struggle. They struggle so damned hard that sometimes they go to a higher realm. But usually they just die and get consumed in the suicide planes.
The suicide planes is where souls go to be consumed. It’s a place I know well, monkeys with typewriters will often write the same story. And, I transformed that whole place into something new, once. Now it exists again.
I found a lonely man, a soul I knew well and I gave him my ichor. He took it back to his vaults as a treasure. Then a hundred years later, a foolish man, playing with forces he didn’t understand stole it and made his way to his secret mountain hideout.
I closed my eyes as he started chanting a spell that he could never complete and the cycle started again.
I did my best to erase my emotions and thoughts but lingering warnings persisted and I would be born again.
How many times has this happened? How many more times will it repeat?
With happy memories of my mates mixed in with terrible battles with other gods, I submitted myself to become my own support. I wanted to feel it all again and if this version of me failed, then I wanted to consume it all, in order to restart. But I had faith in me, no matter which me I was.
This me, and these conditions were the best. Only here, in this shithole of a world, could a lazy tyrant find peace.
Bob, Leera, Lina, Nex, Liz and all the rest. I’ll see you soon!
Deathcreator: Book four: The end!
Final statements:
I spent a great deal of time on this last book. That’s why it's roughly twice as long as the others.
I realize, fully, that most of my original readers will never see these pages. But this book and everything in it was owed to those that continued to support me and I won’t let them down.
Each and every reader I’ve had, positive or negative, I love you all from the bottom of my heart.
Thank you all and hopefully this will cheer you up.
Extras: One - John
I found a japanese guy!
You can’t have an isekai without a japanese dude. These are the suicide planes, so, of course there were many people here from many nationalities but this guy, honestly he was the one I always thought I would meet.
A few weeks ago, the Garanthians told me about a small island to the southwest with only one inhabitant. This man alone had been enough to drive them away and they had no way to break through his defenses.
So I borrowed a boat, and a few strong men. His defenses were his own, but I knew how best to penetrate them, I’d penetrated many things, so this wasn’t even a challenge.
I stood on the prow of the ship, taking on Theressa’s form. The barriers vanished as my robes fluttered around my chest and we had an easy time landing.
I won’t say that the tropes are true but… He definitely liked big tittied blonde girls, even if they had two dongs in their pants.
Either way, though he denied my Garanthian brothers admission, he was more than happy to take me through his small island paradise.
He had rice fields, hot springs and custom herbs used to make all the expected condiments. We spent a few days together and he revealed everything about himself.
He was a level 150 builder, having minecraft-like abilities. So after various weirdly sexual encounters, I revealed my true form and he died a little inside.
But we already had most of his advancements ourselves so, he begrudgingly joined us.
I’d already killed him, er, taught him English because my attempts at Japanese were just awful. I quoted Kenshiro from FOTNS upon our first meeting despite Mors screeching at me not to. Luckily, he knew what I was quoting and met me halfway with the English he already knew.
We ate with Garanthians on their boat and Shin, as he wanted to be called, got way too drunk, way too fast. 
Fun was had by all and the next day Shin woke up in the Dark Academy, nursing a hangover. Luckily the dwarves and gnomes were there to...give him more alcohol…
RIP Shin.
Nah, he was fine, I brought him back and purified his blood while giving him a few of the more common enhancements.
Then came Bob. Then Bob came, blasting Shin with Cumfetti on their first meeting. Also, Bob was fluent in Japanese but whatever he was saying caused Shin to hide behind me.
So to escape the whole Bob clan, I flew Shin off to meet the Imps.
The Imps were very interested in Shin's powers and his insights into new technologies. They built a reactor…
In mere hours, they actually made a full blown, power generating reactor… What the actual hell?
Shin gained an Imp follower that took on his characteristics. Though the Imp was happy, Shin seemed very disappointed. So with both their permissions, I modified the Imp into a female form.
I still haven’t been able to make it so that Imps can become pregnant, but I’m sure Shin’ll give it a try anyway. All Imps desire is to be useful, loved and respected, so I’m sure this Imp has found a good home.
We went to Dipshit’s room and I made the most embarrassing outfit I’ve ever had to make for, Miko the Imp… I realize the Man’s been living alone on an island for the last thirty or so years but really!? You can guess what the outfit looked like from what he named his Imp. So, why was it embarrassing? Weeb flashbacks I suppose.
But...cosplay… This opens so many doors. I’ll have to bring my mates here at some point and—
Ralphus’ Imp met us at the door, menacingly. It invited us to a celebration in the Pits for our newfound friend.
Now that Liz was back, Lang took every opportunity she could to invite us over and seeing the two of them together warmed my heart. So of course I accepted.
But poor Shin had no idea what awaited him.
Before the festivities started, I introduced him to my mates and my children and even a few of my grandchildren. They all seemed to like him but his eyes were glued to Fura’s breasts.
She’d eat you, you know and not in the good way. In the Evil Dead tree scene sort of way.
Don and Threscia’s Imp greeted his Imp, congratulating it on finding a home.
“Miko, huh?” Don said. “Nice name, but…”
“But…” Threscia’s Imp, Tressa, echoed.
“Why do you look like the cursed goddess!?” They both said together.
“Yeah...That’s my fault.” I answered for the Imp. “Shin really liked my impression of her, so, you know.”
“It’s fine,” Miko said. “I was attracted to him because he’s smart, and this way we can be even closer!”
Don looked at me and Threscia’s Imp looked toward the ceiling where Threscia was perched on her webbing.
“Don, I’m not that narcissistic, so no, just no.”
Threscia on the other hand waived down at her Imp who waived back as the two shared a smile.
Has Threscia been effing her Imp!?
Nope, I’ll save that little piece of fanfic for later.
I got Shin a seat by mine and Ralphus ordered him an ale. Then there was a meteoric strike to my nether regions as Lina landed.
If Leera is my rock, then Lina is my sun.
“Harupy!” Shin said, as he looked at her.
“Nope, Lina. She has arms, see,” I said as I waived her buff little arms in the air.
She giggled at me for a second then came her legendary blush.
Then the fights started. The first fight of the night was always a new bout with two fresh combatants and these days it was always a tossup.
Shin lost his lunch after the blood began to fly but after seeing Healer and Halia mend them perfectly, he caught on.
My people are violent by nature but they’re honorable and these fights almost never end in death, even in the larger cities like Therograd. And if they do, then they send me the heads or what’s left of them and I bring them back.
Shin stayed with us for a few months after that, taking our technology to new levels but eventually he wanted to return to his island. It was a sentiment that I held as well. Though my island has all four seasons and his is pretty constant. Fura took his rice and herbs and gave him what we’d made. I gave him a communication plate that could contact me, the Dark academy and the New Granthians as they were his closest neighbors.
After that, Shin became a constant source of inspiration for the Imps of the Dark Academy and some fifty years later, he was the first person to successfully reproduce with an Imp.
Of course, every time we’d met, I’d restored him to his thirty year old self, then after examining his Imp, I was able to copy her abilities over to Vesp’s wife and Threscia’s Imp.
All’s well that ends well.
Extras: Two - Butto
A few hundred years after the events with Shin.
“Hey, you’re holding out again, arencha?”
“Noo… You already got it all…”
This was my day to day struggle. Being bullied, being robbed of my allowance. I’m sure my parents loved me, but why did they name me, Butto.
My bullies left and I fixed my clothes before leaving the bathroom.
“Hey, Butto.” My classmate greeted me at the door. “Are you okay?”
“...Yeah.”
Her name was Christine, but she made me call her Chris. She was my first bully all the way back in elementary school but now, she was the popular girl, so she wasn’t giving me wedgies and hitting me anymore. No, she was just here to rub it in.
“Hey...Chris, why do you even bother with me?”
She smiled, tucking her long blonde hair behind her long ears. “Because I like you.”
That one sentence changed things but the second my eyes met hers, she began to laugh.
“It’s not nice to tease me.” I started. “I’ve been through enough. You’ve put me through enough! I-I… Don’t ever talk to me again!”
I ran away, I’ve always been running. Butto, he was an amazing gladiator, my great grandfather and...a pigman Orc. Our people were once feared, I’m told. But I don’t have any of my grandpa’s charm. I’m not a gladiator, I'm not even passing PE. All I can do is try to survive but it’s killing me inside.
I stopped by the hamburger joint after school. They were right, I was hiding some money but what else can I do. I can’t fight back, if I do then I’ll be as bad as them. But I want to, I want to show them all!
“Hey, kid. Is anyone sitting here?” A strange bald man said as he sat down a tray filled with dollar burgers.
“Uhh, me?”
“And you take up two places?”
“What!? Fu—”
“Just kidding, kid. This place is packed and honestly, I thought you could use the company. I’m not good at much but I’m an okay listener. So let me know what’s on your mind, I’ll be here until I’ve finished my meal at least.”
“Butto,” I said as the man cracked a smile. “S-shut up! Just...that’s my name.”
“I wasn’t mocking you, boy. I was just remembering a champion. Butto The Mighty, he was a good dude. You look a lot like him, ah, but you have those.” He said as he pointed to the round marks on my arms.
“Those come from my great grandmother on my mother’s side. Apparently they once served a purpose but now, they’re just ugly birthmarks.”
The stranger showed me his arms which had the same markings. “They aren’t useless, they show you who your kin are.” He flexed his arm and skewered a burger on a bone spike. “Your great grandfather probably wasn’t the only remarkable one in your family.”
Who the hell is this baldheaded old guy and why did he have to sit by me?
“People have all sorts of problems,” He started. “Most of them are dire, things like, if she rejects me, then I’ll kill her, then myself. Or I can’t afford my rent if I get the surgery, maybe I should just die. I know that your problems seem big right now, but you can breath, you can eat and you can sleep.”
“Shut up!” I said as a bone spike popped through my birthmark. “Huh?”
The man devoured another burger as he smirked at me. “You are not powerless, you never have been. You’ve just forgotten your nature.”
I could only stare at the thing protruding from my forearm as he finished his last burger and left, leaving a flyer behind.
‘Youth Gladiatorial Tryouts, everyone welcome.’
My phone vibrated in my pocket, it was my mother. “Where are you? Dinner’s ready.”
Dinner, it’s always about food with her. Maybe that’s why my father married her.
I clenched my fist and the bonespike rescinded, leaving me to finish my cold fries and half eaten burger. I ate a lot, I’m a pigman afterall…
When I returned home, my little sister met me at the door, she was still a toddler and had none of my father’s traits. Lucky her.
Mother was considered a beautiful woman. Part Hob, part dragonewt and with a side of imp that let her change her form in small ways. She also had the birthmarks I did. But, what does that matter, why the hell did she choose my father? She could’ve chosen anyone else and I would've been born as a handsome boy. Then, just maybe, I could’ve been happy.
“Oh! Butt, help me set the table, your great, great, great, great grandpa is coming over for dinner!”
How the hell is he still alive!!?
“Uhm, what!?”
“You heard me, help me set the table while I cook.”
So, I helped her and now…
“You’re that baldy from earlier!”
“How rude!” My mother said as she smacked me. “This is your great, great, great, great grandpa!”
“Um, you can call me, John, Baldy works too.” He said with a grin. “Sorry to intrude, I just felt like I needed to be here.”
“No, please don’t worry about it grandpa!” My mother said as she sat by him. He ruffled her hair and she laughed.
What the hell is with this old… Actually he doesn’t look that old. Why is this man here?
He picked up my baby sister and tossed her for a while, filling the room the giggles and happiness. Seriously, why is this guy here!!?
“Butto,” he said, staring into my eyes as his...began to glow!? “Come train with me, then enter the youth gladiatorial tournament. I know you can do it!”
“No.”
Wow, what an impressive frown. It’s like I’m staring into the void.
“Pretty please, for grandpa?”
“Hell no!”
Grandpa sniffled, baby sis began crying and then my mother wiped a tear.
I felt like I’d just kicked a Kobold, so I begrudgingly agreed.
“HA, that’s my boy!” Grandpa said as he patted me on the shoulder.
After finishing dinner…
“The void are you doing!?” I asked as grandpa tried to tuck me in.
“I’m staying the night,” he answered. “Your mom wouldn’t let me leave, so we’re roomies.”
“But—”
“To?”
“Shut up, I never even met you before and now you’re forcing me to become a gladiator and—”
He patted my head and somehow I calmed down.
“I never said you had to be a gladiator. I just wanted you to know what you were capable of. I’ve been visiting you ever since you were born, but I have a ton of grandchildren. Hell, half the Dark Continent’s population are my grandchildren. I can’t be there for everyone, well, I can but plunging the world into darkness, then trying to say encouraging things with shadow forms probably wouldn’t have a intended effect.”
“Then, why me and why right now?”
“Because you prayed, even if it was a silent one and I knew that you needed me.”
“Grandpa, are you the Dark God?”
“...”
Grandpa was hanging upside down from the beam on the ceiling, snoring softly.
I looked up at the strange man who I only knew as John or Grandpa as he slept. There are many older people like him that don’t look old, so I thought he might have been a buff dark elf. But, his feet...they turned into talons to grasp the beam… And, if I look closely, there are small green flames coming out of his eyes. Is he...is he breathing out smoke?
Trying to be as quiet as I could, I took out my phone and did a search. After scrolling for a while I finally found a conspiracy website. ‘Garan Thian, says that there was once a hero-god who challenged his ancestors. He was a tall man with gray skin and a shining bald head. His nose was small and his teeth had sharp points. His lips were thin and his eyes were warm like a sunset. Several sightings of this man can be confirmed throughout written history but, his name and his likeness has been removed from most modern history books even though it’s highly likely that he’s played a large part in the founding of our nation.’
I scrolled down the site and found several pictures of grandpa throughout history, looking mostly the same each time. Except for a few where he had a cape or a beard.
‘We’ll pay big money for a pic of this man! Please send them to—’
I switched to my camera app and aimed it up at him, but something didn’t feel right. If grandpa really was the Dark God, then he’d gone through great lengths to stay anonymous and he’s only here to help me, so.
No! Fuck this old man, who does he think he is butting into my life?
With reservation in my heart I took a snapshot.
Huh? Why’s it just black?
I took another one with the flash on.
Just black again!?
Taking a few deep breaths, I plugged my phone back in and went to sleep.
That was my last restful memory for the next two weeks.
“I told your school that you’ll be training with me for the next two weeks.”
“Huh?”
“That’s right, dead or alive, you're coming with me!”
“Mom, what’s he talking about?”
“Have fun sweety!”
“Mom? Huh? What? Hey!!”
A large door with depictions of death carved in otherworldly ebony opened in front me and grandpa shoved me through it.
I was suddenly in a dark place with a hard stone floor. I took out my phone and turned on the flashlight but it made no difference, there was simply nothing to see.
“Oh,” grandpa said, ripping my phone away. “You won’t be needing that, Me knows Lacretia uses hers too damn much as it is. How does she even get reception from the soulscape? I mean, there’s no physical forms there, so…” He patted me on the back. “Nevermind, let’s go. For the next two weeks, you’ll be doing fitness training with Cria and gladiator training with Blair and Tania.”
“I’ll be doing what? Where are we and—”
“Move along, nothing to see here. Literally, there’s nothing to see here, ha!”
After giving me training clothes, I met Cria. Cria was a cute-faced, man? From his voice and his mannerisms, it as hard to tell but when the training began, all I could see him as was a demon.
“Pick up the pace worm!” The cute-face demon ordered in a deep voice. “You go any slower and that ass is mine!”
“Eee!”
“That’s right, squeal, boy squeal!”
Before this, I never knew I could run so fast for so long.
“Hey,” grandpa said as he handed me a bottle of water. “You did, AH!”
Cria hugged grandpa’s arm, tucking it between his sweaty pecs as he panted into grandpa’s ear.
“Y-you did well, Butto. A-after you rest let’s start your combat training. Get off me Cria, I’m married to your sister for fun’s sake!”
“That’s never stopped you before.” Cria said, blushing. “Hey...praise me!”
Weirdos, my grandpa and his trainer are definitely—
A large axe landed directly in front of me causing me to spit out my water as I half-gargled half-screamed.
“Blair is here!” A cute, tanned...human? Said as she landed in front of me. She held her hand out to me. “Is this him?”
“Yep, Butto, this is your great, great, ah hell, just call her granny.”
I took her hand, trying to hide the fact I was just thinking she was hot. She pulled me to my feet with next to no effort and I noticed her physique for the first time. If she was human, then, she wasn’t like any human I’d ever seen. Even though she was a lot shorter than me, she had muscles I’d never seen on a person before.
She laughed as she reached up to pat my head. “Good boy! This granny here will take good care of you!”
How is this woman my grandma!? She only looks a few years older than me!
I felt a hot, wet breath on the back of my neck. “Ya gotta stiffy fer yer grandma? Kinky!”
“Eee!” I screamed as I hid behind granny.
Grandpa was still trying to pry Cria off his arm, so if this person was my granny… Please save me!
“Bob!”
“Boss!”
“Bob!!”
“Boss!!”
The two of them laughed like schoolgirls as they ran towards each other.
I had a real grandpa, he was soft spoken and we’d play chess while grandma baked cookies. This wasn’t that! The void is wrong with these people!? Get me outta here!
Granny hugged me. “It’s okay, granny’s got you… There there.”
To be comforted by such a cute woman...no! This is my damned granny!
“Hey!” A small goblin woman said as she walked up to us. “You two gonna make out or are we going to fight!”
Grandpa looked at the Bob-beast and gagged as the beast licked its lips.
“Right, Butto, this is your other granny, you got a lot of them but Blair is your genetic granny. So stop blushing. Both of these women once trained our armies, so getting you ready for the youth gladiatorial league is no problem for them. Just show them the respect they deserve and listen closely to their lessons! You got this, I believe in you!”
The crazy demonic beast appeared in front me in a blur. “Ya got this, kid! Look at them thicc cheeks. Just clap’em and Uncle Bob’ll come, then he’ll be there for ya!”
“U-uncle!?”
“Um,” Grandpa started. “Yeah, Bob’s clan and mine are tied together. My son and his daughter… You get the idea and despite how he looks, and acts, he’s a reliable guy, so ask him anything. He won’t judge you.”
“...Kay.”
I’m stuck here for the next two weeks, so what else can I say?
Combat training began soon after that.
“You go like, woosh!” Granny Blair said. “Then they’ll be like, bam! But you gotta be like, pow!”
The void is she saying!? How can anyone learn from her?
“Ah! I see, I see!” Granny Tania said, nodding her head. “But what if they’re like, boom!”
“Oh, then you gotta be like zing!”
“To summarize,” grandpa said. “You need to rush in first, then when they counterattack you need to dodge. But if your counter misses, you must parry theirs. Or something like that. You’ll understand more when you start fighting.”
He got all that from these two women making comic book noises? WTV!
Despite how it started, my grannies got me into mock combat and I actually had fun. I knew they weren’t trying to hurt me and even though they were tough on me, they still helped me up when I fell.
“Good job, Butto!” Grandpa said as he guided me up a long staircase.
We sat down in a big cafeteria and two special Imps brought us dinner.
“What is this?” I asked as I looked at my tray.
“Special meat and vegetables that you can only get here.”
“Umm, where is, here?”
“Oh, I never told you, did I. This is The Dark Academy, I come here every—”
“The freakin DA!? The top college in the nation?”
“John!” A big man wearing an elaborate cloak and a scary mask said as he sat down by us. “Been a while, my friend!”
“Ralphus! How’ve you been?”
“Ale!” Ralphus yelled to the imps. “And plenty of it!”
“R-Ralphus!? The head of the DA?”
The man removed his mask and smiled at me. “And who is this?”
“My and Blair’s descendant, Butto. He’s a good boy.”
“Ah, he looks it. Lots of pigman Orc in this one, he must be strong!”
Grandpa patted my back. “He is, he just doesn’t realize it yet.”
“No,” I said. “I’ve never been strong, I was always—”
Grandpa patted my head. “You were never weak, my boy, you just didn’t want to hurt anyone.”
After that, the bloody headmaster of the DA drank and ate with my grandpa as if they were old friends and then…
“I don’t need these pants! Behold, Two-Don—”
“Grandpa, please!”
“Oh yeah, it’s Butto! Heh!”
It’s okay to punch him, right?
“We’s going...ummm?” The regal headmaster said with a slur. “Uh...hmmm?”
“Ralph, what’re you” a plain-looking woman with soft brown hair said as she spotted us. “...Oh, John’s with you, no wonder.”
Despite her having no defining characteristics, she still got my blood pumping. I don’t know if it was fear or arousal but somehow, just seeing her made me excited.
“Hey, you!”
“M-me?” I stammered.
“Yeah, why’d you let them get this out of control, shouldn’t...oh. I’m sorry.” She said as she got a closer look at me. “You’re just a kid. I, I get carried away sometimes when my husband’s involved in things. I’m Lang.”
“B-Butto…”
She smiled at me and I crumbled, dropping my grandpa accidentally. Then there was a woosh and Uncle Bob was there to pick him up and drag him away.
Lang, took Ralphus in her arms and carried him like a fat, inebriated princess. “Butto,” She said. “Have they told you where your room is?”
“U-um, no…”
“You poor thing! Follow me.”
She carried the headmaster and whenever he’d reach out in pain, she’d kiss him and he’d smile softly. Whatever nightmares he had, she was there to end them. All while keeping her head cool.
Wait, Lang… As in Langoria!? As in the mother of our modern school system! So that’s why I was blown away by her. She’s not beautiful in a model sort of way but she is smart and caring. To be honest, she might be my second crush.
Chris… Even though she hangs around me, she doesn’t talk to me as much anymore. Is she embarrassed of me?
“I’m sorry, uh?”
“B-Butto…”
“Ah, Butto. These are the barracks. There’re a lot of warriors here even though we haven’t had a war in ages. I don’t know where John wanted you to sleep but there are cots here and many others of your kind.” She shifted the headmaster in her arms and looked at the floor. “Also, if you don’t know magic yet, then I’ll be teaching beginner classes in the morning, so please come see me if you have any questions.”
“Of course!” I said, with a sappy smile and a thumbs up.
She just nodded and left. Leaving me to cringe on an unused cot until I finally fell asleep.
Cria woke us all up, calling us different names until he got to me and tilted his head.
“Mr. Butto?”
“Yes, Cria, Sir!”
“Umm, why are you here?”
“Huh?”
“You should’ve been in John’s wing. Uhh, come with big brother! I’ll show you the way, then you can sleep in for a—”
“No! Take me to Lang’s classes on magic, please.”
Cria looked at me for a while, then smiled and patted my head. “You really are a good boy. Alright, come with your older brother!”
“Sure!” I said, not wanting to acknowledge that my third crush was a man, or that my fourth crush was my granny...
My mind went soft as I was led into a classroom filled with five year olds. But despite their age, we were still at the same level. Sure, the school in my hometown taught magic, but these kids were learning things that I’d only ever heard of!
I spent the rest of that morning listening to Lang as she guided us on basic magic use. Then I was retrieved by a small woman with large segmented wings and cute talons. Cute talons?? What the hell is wrong with me?
“Eat these brown things and drink this hot stuff, it’s good!”
I copied her as she used both hands to dip scones into her tea. Then a feeling of calmness wrapped around me as she smiled when she ate them.
What is this soothing creature? Oh yeah! There were winged people like her, but they were often considered the elite. They had big complexes and cute faces. She’s nothing like them, if anything I’d call her humble.
“Um, Lina?”
“Yeah?”
“Hand.”
She put her hand out and I shook it.
Is she a pet!?
Grandpa landed behind her with massive glowing wings. He scooped her up onto his lap and smiled an innocent smile as Lina looked up at him.
She fed him her secret recipe of scones dipped in tea and black tears ran down his face. He held her close and then.
“Surprise!”
I was dragged away at a blurring speed.
“Eh, why tha long face?”
“Uncle?”
“Yeh!”
“We ain’t talked much, so tell me ‘bout it!”
“About what?”
“All of it, kid.”
I don’t know why, but I felt like I could trust Bob. So after he tossed onto his back, I told him everything. Somehow it just felt good to finally be able to tell someone about my problems.
“Ah, so this Chris is sweet on ya but ya never humped her.”
“Uh, right…”
“Ya wanna get cuc—”
“So that’s where you were.” Cria said as he tossed a heavy backpack at me. “I’m gonna work you hard today!”
“Gonna work’im over real good?”
“Uh...yeah…” Cria replied to Bob, the same way I’d reply to Cria.
The rest of my time passed like a nightmare where I was only awake to suffer and my dreams were all filled with fond memories of when I was only bullied for my money. But by the end, I’d somehow pressed on through it, thriving in the adversity and finding myself on a primitive level.
“So,” I said as I rushed my granny and attacked.
“Yes!” she said as she dodged it and countered me with her massive axe. I parried her strike, then spun around to deliver a winning blow but she dodged it.
“Then,” I said, rushing back in.
We exchanged blows evenly for a time with all my counters being met by hers.
Then, I used magic. It wasn’t anything impressive but it created enough of a distraction for me to—huh?
“Was that a tentacle?” D-did my granny just sprout a damned Tentacle!? Really!?
Blair helped me up. “Umm, does your granny look like she has tentacles?”
“No, granny still looks like a cute girl.”
“Geez,” She slapped me hard enough to knock me across the room. “Calling your granny cute, you take after your grandpa.”
Grandpa had to put up with this!? I think I might actually respect him now. But I’m…
A few hard slaps woke me up as Granny Tania smiled down at me. “Good, you’re up.”
Tania taught me weapon training, and I swear I died a few times but somehow I was always okay afterwards. I now fed off the chaos and smiled even when I was beaten down. Life had taken on a new meaning for me and I embraced it.
Tania’s blows glanced off my skin, their stinging embrace, letting me know I was alive. I tossed my staff at her, no longer able to use it through my fighter’s high. She parried it effortlessly but in that tiny timeframe, it was too late.
I tackled her to the ground and roared in triumph...until she slid behind me and choked me out.
When I awoke a frightening sight greeted me. Grandpa and Uncle both stood over me.
“I think you’re good now,” grandpa said. “You’re able to keep up with Blair and even tackle Tania.”
He held his hand out and the second I took it, all my fatigue vanished as I felt my muscles swell.
“What did you do?”
“I turned your two weeks into two months. But don’t get a big head about that, the others have trained for years. You’re still the underdog.”
He guided through the gate, and I was home. Somehow, it felt like I hadn’t been back here for years.
That night, I slept in my own bed. I checked my phone and had 37 missed calls from Chris as well as several unread texts.
‘I hope you’re okay.’
‘Why aren’t you responding?’
‘Rando asked me out and I told him okay.’
Rando!!? The main one that’s been bullying me! That Rando!? And she said yes...
My blood pumped harder and I could feel my heartbeat in my throat. I tried to close my eyes but when I did, I could see through my eyelids. I took a selfie and that’s when I finally knew. Grandpa had changed me. I wasn’t the same passive pigman I was before I left. I was now a member of my clan, well and truly.
So Chris and Rando could fuck off!
The next day, my mother woke me up bright and early. I ate a heavy breakfast and played with my baby sis up until it was time to go.
Mother drove me to the prelims and later, my father joined her in the crowd but why should I care. I was here for blood!
The other contestants shied away from me as I took my place and entered the arena.
I barely heard the announcer because the smell of my opponent’s fear overwhelmed my senses.
The second the bell rang was the same second that the fight was done. It took me less than a single breath to break his arms and send him flying out of the ring.
Pride? I didn’t need pride anymore. I had a bone to pick with the world around me and I had my rage. Rage is all I needed now. Not love, not sympathy, not compassion. I would mangle and kill everyone who stood in my way… What else have I got now…
My mother didn’t smile at my victory but she still made me some food.
“It’s your favorite, pizza and mashed potatoes!”
I ate it without ever tasting it and retired to my room. I paced around, gnashing my teeth as I imagined killing Rando in the worst ways. Then, I went to sit and changed my mind at the last minute.
“Heyya, Boyyo.” Uncle said as he suddenly appeared. “What’s got ya summoning old Bob?”
I told him everything.
He grinned a wide grin, then vanished for a second. “Ya got this, buddy. But don’t hurt’em too much.”
“Hurt—”
He was gone again, before I could reply.
I plopped back down on my bed and red over the other messages from Chris.
‘Don’t push yourself too hard.’
‘I’m sorry.’
‘I’ll be waiting for you!’
I crushed my phone in my hand. Fuck her, she’s such an easy woman that she’d go out with that asshole!
I swear, as I slept, I could feel my body changing.
“Today, we have the unrelenting, Butto! VS. The Relentless Rando!”
The world went red…
I don’t remember what happened now, but I remember the screaming as I tore him limb from limb, castrating him as a final measure.
When I was done, I remember Chis’s shreeks of horror from the stands.
Fuck you both and if I ever see either of you again… I lost consciousness.
When I woke up again, I was back home. Grandpa had been watching my matches so he saved Rando’s life, personally.
But I didn’t remember my other matches. After my match with Rando, that was it for me.
Mom tossed a heavy metal thing into my room and quickly shut the door. It was a golden trophy I’d won but I’d also lost myself.
I checked my new phone, no new messages.
“Power is its own burden.”
“Eee!”
“What, it's just me.” Grandpa said as he knelt beside my bed. “Rather to take a city by force or to win them over. Those are the choices I had to make. Compared to that, you’re doing A-okay.”
I looked down at my phone then back at him. “I crippled him. He was her—”
“Women are like that, don’t think of her as some one dimensional thing.” He said as he scrolled through my messages. “She cared about you a lot. So don’t throw her away just yet.”
“But I...I—”
“You have two abilities. Beastial Rage and Berserk. They were always there, and you always had them. It was your restraint that kept them at bay.”
“But I was always—”
“You killed Rando, fair and square.”
‘I—I…”
‘I brought him back and he’s still a virgin. He…”
Grandpa breathed out his fog as he rubbed my head.
“It’s okay Butto, you’re not wrong. Just sleep.”
When I woke up, my mother greeted me happily as I took care of my baby sis while she cooked breakfast.
I’d won the youth league tournament, unanimously. I’d beaten, but never killed my opponents, except for one…
On my way to school, people treated me differently. They turned away from me, even avoiding me as I walked.
Later, I found out why. I watched the playback from my match with Rando. It was the most brutal thing I’d ever seen. But, here he was, bowing in front of me on his hands and knees.
Looking at him from above, I remembered a kid who used to follow me around back when I was a big bad elementary schooler. Randosleve.
“Slev?”
Rando looked up at me with tearful eyes. “Yes, you finally remember!”
How could I have forgotten this guy. He was a coward who I’d saved repeatedly. From animals, bees and even himself. I’d carried him on my back when he was lost and sobbing alone. He was the same age as me but back then, he was so weak that I needed to protect him, even though I could hardly protect myself.
What the void? It isn’t supposed to be like this. “You’re not suppose to be—”
I picked him up but his legs wobbled. “You bullied… Why?”
Rando, gave me back all the money he ever took from me. “Because you weren’t yourself! You stopped being the boy who protected me and you forgot me.”
That cute little boy that I protected became this half oni teen. But how could I have forgotten him? This tender person who cries at nothing and fears the world.
“Slev!”
“Butto!”
“Are you boys done making out?” Chis said as she looked at us.
Her eyes were bloodshot and her skin was stained and wet from where she’d been crying.
“Nope,” I said as I hugged Slev tighter. “Me and Slev are an item now, so we don’t need you!”
Chris laughed while she cried and we both comforted her.
I never looked up while I was being bullied. If I had then I would’ve noticed my friends face. I also forget my own value. Chris only bullied me because she liked me and wanted me to reciprocate her feelings.
I hugged Chris close as she cried against me. All the trauma from the fight, mixed with the emotions she’d tried to bury and it overwhelmed her.
I ran my fingers through her hair, a lesson from grandpa, and she dried her eyes on my shirt. Then, pulling her hair back suddenly, I kissed her.
“Those soft lips only exist for me, so don’t go spreading them around or I’ll never forgive you.”
“Y-yesh!” She said in full blush.
That was the best day of my life!
Extras: Three - John.
“Heroes are coming!!” Don said , jumping around erratically.
“Right… Anyway, how are my mini-cows doing?”
“Master, this is serious!”
“They could make us delirious?”
“What, no. The other nations have gathered an elite team with the purpose of killing you.”
“Oh, that’s all. Okay then, how’re our latest crop projections looking—”
“Master, please consider this a real threat!”
“How’s it going with Tressa?”
“My wife?”
“Yeah, any kids on the way?”
“I mean, we’ve been trying but—Hey!”
“Sorry, I—”
“Who said booteh?” Bob said interrupting my completely serious meeting.
“Mister Bob, I was just telling the Master about a group of specialized warriors who were organized to kill him.”
“What, like heroes?”
“Yes! That’s it exactly!”
“Noice! Hey Boss…”
Bob began whispering in my ear.
“What like a dungeon?” I said. “Like, I should make a bunch of creatures then hide at the end?”
Somehow this concept lit a fire in my heart and enlisted Fura to build us a special Warren. I fleshcrafted many monstrosities, both known and unknown to this world and we borrowed some of Lilsis’s zombies. I also caged the damn Abomination and forced him to be a midboss.
Then, with smiles of satisfaction, we toured our new dungeon.
I’d used a lot of rodent souls, so some of the monsters didn’t act as expected. So I wiped a few murderer’s souls and used those where I had to, but all in all, I was pleased with our work.
“Pog!” Bob said with a smile.
“Like the game with the disks...man. That brings back memories, I had a pretty big—”
“Boomer.”
“What, like the group from Fallout? I mean, I guess we just add in some humanoids and have them…” I stopped speaking as Bob began to chuckle at me. “You’re fucking with me again, arn’t you?”
“Master!” Don yelled as he ran towards me. He was dirty and haggard-looking as he tried to speak.
“What is it boy?” Bob said as he picked Don up. “Is Timmy trapped in a well?”
“Ha!”
“What!? No, the heroes, th-they’re…” He stopped to catch his breath.
“They’re already here!?” I asked, shaking the imp. “Spit it out!”
He spit on me…
I wiped my face as Bob laughed and Don fell to his knees.
My heart was pounding with anticipation, I couldn’t wait to see how this would play out.
“They arrived!”
“Yes!” Bob and I high-fived.
Don looked away as he spoke,“and, they were defeated…”
“Huh?”
“At the Docs, Master, by a maintenance worker.”
I saw a splendid image in my head. An Epic scene of fabled combat. Five heroes, clad in the finest armours, wielding the most powerful weapons. Their Mage had already readied his legendary spells, their thief was hiding in the shadows. Their warrior was a mountain of a man with a massive tower shield and in the back, there was a beautiful archer, bow at the ready. Then to balance everything out was aged healer. Vials filled with potions, elixirs, and even antivenom clinked together on their belts.
They had trained for this day. All the hopes and dreams of their people became their strength as they…
Immediately got massacred by some dude in coveralls, probably wielding an old hammer…
Cut Content
This book was already overfilled, and I’d already written a completely different version of it. So there was a great deal of cut content and characters that either didn’t appear or faded away.
Quenelia, the old seer who was offered as a sacrifice in Book 3.
John had fleshcrafted her into what can best be described as an attractive, slender hagraven. A partial harpy if you prefer.
Quenelia was featured in this book, but in its first version, she became a love interest. Ironically, I like to think that version of this book was cannon for her because she basically experiences full lifetimes of the people she looks at with her gift.
Her warning, about something small killing John and ending the world had two different paths.
One, written as a joke, was about the Tiny Bear he made in book one mastering fleshcrafting and becoming an omega predator that wiped everyone out.
The other path, which is the one I used, was about the pulling sensation from The Abyss. If John had ignored that, then he never would’ve been able to beat Therressa and The Parasyte God.
She wasn’t used much here, because she was redundant. Her gift came from the Goddess of Chaos like Bob’s and her physical appearance was similar to Lina’s.
The fact is that she eventually decided to give up her gift and enjoy her life with John and the rest but she was never able to be happy about it.
Due to her gift, she’d already spent so many lifetimes with John and everyone, she’d had children that she nurtured and cared for. She smiled naturally and laughed easily but each time, she watched everything die.
Her first attempts at changing things were naive, she tried to save everyone. Not only their lives but she also tried to protect them from traumatic events. However, by doing this too much, people began to over rely on her, as Nex did in the Siege of Therograd. This overreliance, led to weakness, especially from John and when John was weak or naive, something was always there to kill him and destroy the world.
But this book showcases her, in her last run. She’s a wretched, sobbing mess of a woman now, having lost everything so many times. She’s terrified of giving up her ability, so she doesn’t get close to anyone, except Bob, who has always gone through it all with her. They’re both aware of all the alternate timelines, so they occasionally exchange words. Though Bob’s outlook is the exact opposite of hers, at least she knows someone remembers all the people she lost.
Her final run.
To really do it justice, I’d need to include everything I’d already written and it would feel shoehorned in on this final version of book 4, so I cut it. She was always the last one left with John other than Bob because, like Bob she had a fragment of chaos that sustained her soul. So she was always there, watching the end of the world with John as he shattered his core and crumbled away. Then, she was reborn as a baby after living millions of years. She just started it all over again.
Each time she used her power, she was technically seeing someone’s death and that sensation passed through them if only for a moment. That’s why it was always jarring.
It was thanks to her insight, that Thrall used his final spell and created the perfect place for John’s insectoid children to live.
I’d like to think that on one of his cycles, John saved her before she ever had to use her gift and spared her from knowing endless loss.
Rorkus, Rorkus was a man of very, very diluted green orc and human heritage. Basically an Orc didled his great, great, great granny and his family had cashed in on that legend to become mercenaries, guards or even bouncers as Rorkus was.
The reason he was cut, was because I changed the way that John took Therograd. In the second version of Book 4, John forgot he had powers and tried to conquer Therograd through deception, cheap healing and food. He also replaced their currency with Bone Coins that had amber eyes, offering up a bit of soulpower every time they were recirculated.
Rorkus was the body dumper/bouncer of a bar in the Therograd slums. He lived in their basement and helped Marrow acquire new bodies by poisoning assholes or outright killing them when he kicked them out.
John befriended him after accidentally killing a guy who hit on Threscia who was there with him to scout out Therograd.
Rorkus was a green-orc fanboy and followed John through the gate to the zombie room. There, he found real, living orcs and annoyed the hell out of them.
He was a humorous character, whom John eventually turned into a full green-orc after he’d proven his loyalty.
Presumably, this character still existed in this version of book 4, but John never met him. It’s likely that Rorkus’ soul was taken along with everyone elses and eventually brought back after Therograd was rebuilt.
The reason the original Therograd arc was cut was simple. John had already slaughtered hundreds of men from the crusades, so why would suddenly become timid and conniving? Maybe, if he’d gone to Therograd right after he left the cave, but no, he’d lived through war now and he had no sympathy for humans anymore. Especially without Mors there to guide him.
Also, would anyone like a suddenly intelligent, calculating John? Nope, me neither. It kills his likability, let’s allow our dark god to be an idiot. When he isn’t, he loses his cheesy charm.
Blondie, the blonde noblewoman. She was always meant to be a love interest at some point even though John didn’t really like her at first because of how she treated Lina.
I actually borrowed one of her chapters from a previous version of Book 4 and even though she plays a smaller role in this version, I think her character came out much better than before.
There has always been a certain distinction between John’s Human mates and his gobs/flesh constructs. It’s a cultural one that relates to polygamy. That’s why I’ve always tried to convey how ponderous and slow his human relationships were when compared to his relationships with say Lina or Nex.
Blondie took on a role of kinda being a moral enforcer and things just felt too cliche there. So, I decided to change her. Instead of being an accessory mate, just there to poopoo everything. I made her a strong, capable woman who had absolute faith in John and loved her family. She valued dignity, and maintaining her family lands and history above just hanging around and doing nothing.
Yeah, she was less involved, but I like her more as a character in this final version. Hell, I even admire her a bit.
The Children: So many children were cut or changed. Slater, Aneeza and Bette were the only ones that were basically the same in each version.
In one version, Leera had nine children after she developed a complex and had John fleshcraft her. They were all basically the same with minor differences. They had light skin, black hair and Primal cold. They were all superintelligent, fast growing… Yep, boring. The drama leading up to their births was great but I had no idea what to do with them afterwards.
Artur: he was pretty similar in each version, but he was more developed before. With a name like Artur you knew what his story was. Archer, ardur, Arthur, yep, the king has cometh. Artur was always going to get his own kingdom but in this version it happens behind the scenes and isn’t talked about much. In other versions, I went into it in depth, but it was all exposition. I couldn’t stand to re-read it, let alone edit it, so I dropped it. You can guess what his struggles were. You already know he’s the next most powerful thing to John on the planet.
Artur lived a long, long life filled with boredom and disillusionment and in his final years, he was able to smile again. He’d done all he wanted to, and he’d lived a full life. He went to Rossereth’s realm where he enjoyed his afterlife with his family until the universe died.
Wendy: She forged her own path through life, without relying too much on John or Adria. She grew up to become a killing machine. Both physically and magically but the wars were over. So she traveled to New Garanth, hiding her face and her gender, so she could become an assassin overseas. She was already baptized in human suffering and death, so killing came easy.
She traveled everywhere, never staying in one place for too long as her soul grew dark. She remembered playing with her friends, Rosie, Aneeza, Maria and as she clutched a large half empty bottle of warm liquor to her chest, she finally asked for help. As she turned the bottle up, she could still feel her mother’s tears on her cheeks when she left.
He’s not coming, he wouldn’t even recognize me now…
She hadn’t counted the years, but probably twenty or more had passed since she left. She had a burning desire within her that pushed her to prove to herself that she was...what? A killer, like the people of her village? No, she’d wanted to be…
She cried and there was a thud on the roof of the small inn she was staying at. She held her side, they’d finally got her good. Not with skill, or planning but with a lucky shot, a poisoned bolt of all things. Not plant based or insect based, no this was alchemical, fatal no matter how hard her ghoul stomach tried to filter it.
She took another big swig, gagging at the taste as she thought of better years.
I lived through so much, I trained, I fought like a madwoman! “But this is how I die?”
“No, I already told you.” Large arms held her as black tears fell on her. “You don’t die anymore.”
Bob played the banjo at their wedding.
Wendy had grown into a completely different person and regretted it but everyone greeted her with open arms and smiling faces when she returned. Now she could finally bring herself to rely on other people and be happy.
Rosie: After graduating, she got married to a local boy and started a family. She could’ve become the greatest elemental mage the Dark Academy had ever seen since Barz but she didn’t want any of that. She was used to taking care of her siblings, even her older sister and she found happiness in family. She was satisfied as long as she could provide her family with a home and a good atmosphere. Her life was long and full of happiness, she refused to let John extend her life or bring her back. But, she never realized that she was his worshiper, so her afterlife was within him. She lived within John’s soulscape along with her family until their souls finally disintegrated hundreds of thousands of years later.
John, Mors or Threscia would check in on them every now and then and they’d all smile and talk about happier times.
Maria: John and Threscia’s insectoid daughter. She was Rosie’s best friend and was often inspired by her normality. Maria continued to evolve, literally, thousands of times in her attempt to reach a more human like state.
She was traumatized when she killed the Earl’s spy on accident and vowed never to kill another person.
This led her down a strange path for her kind, and even after John gave them the southern tip of the continent, she chose to stay in New Riverbrook. She turned down John’s offers to help her evolve, opting to do it herself.
After Rosie passed, she took care of her descendants as if they were her own children. Even after she, herself could reproduce, she still cared for them. She was able to live for millions of years and like John, her emotions never dwindled.
Eventually she became a goddess in her own right and led her insectoid kin down the path of nonviolence. The opposite of…
Gabe: Gabe was certain that all noninsects other than his father and his mates were evil. He’d seen them murdering smaller unrelated bugs and he admired Fernando for his strength.
Gabe lived a life of folly, always seeing enemies where there were none. Unfortunately for Gabe, the world was mostly peaceful after he’d ‘obtained his final form!’ So, there wasn’t much for him to do with his power.
When he grew older, he took over as the ruler of the southlands with John and Threscia’s help. There, he would organize his clan and set up a guard around his small nation’s border. Being a little dense, a trait he inherited from both his parents, he would actually become a wise and peaceful ruler, for all the wrong reasons.
“Yes, let them bow before our superior goods and services! If we can’t crush them physically, then we’ll cripple them financially! Right, Maria?”
“Umm, yeah!”
His guards and his barricades actually served to keep hapless people away from the poisoned waters and toxic inhabitants of the southlands, saving hundreds of people from a foolish death.
Like his father, he took on several insect mates and had millions of children. Though Most of Gabes children were basic bugs, he cherished them all as his parents had cherished him and his siblings.
The southlands greatest exports were their unique plants, wildlife and other natural goods which could be made into medicines and used as ingredients for makeup and foodstuffs.
By the time the Suicide Planes had reached the modern age, Gabe had unwittingly become the CEO of the largest pharmaceutical company in the world.
“Mwahaha! How do like that, human? Huh? Can you feel it, does it hurt?”
“No! It’s gone, the pain is finally gone!”
“I see, thank you for participating in our drug trial. This medicine won’t be publicly available for another year or so but if you’d like to continue testing it, we’ll provide refills at no additional cost until then.”
“W-what!? Thank you! Can I really have it for free?”
“Yes, take it, take it all! Er, in moderation as prescribed. Otherwise your anus shall weep blood!”
Interestingly enough, Gabe actually once had a big part in the story in the cut Therograd arc. He stuck to John’s back, under his cloak and John and Threscia had to keep him hidden. A man saw him, and tossed a dagger at him, causing Threscia to kill the man. Rorkus took care of the body.
Slater and Bette, should have their own book, but I’m not going to write that just yet.
Bette was always going to end up with Slater. I wanted John and Bob to have a familial connection, if for no other reason than the hilarious barbecues and other mostly normal events these two glorious bastards would be forced into attending. I mean, Imagine thanksgiving. (The Suicide Planes doesn’t have Thanksgiving but the Dark Continent does have Feast Day!)
No, I kid. Bette was a pure being that came from the most corrupted, yet honest individual I’ve ever created and I wanted her to have a happy ever after. Slater, Thrall’s Champion, was just the man to give it to her.
They set out together to explore the vast, violent world and in that time, they grew very close. They’d already experienced fighting and dying together, so why not fight some more.
Slater had heard Bob’s appeals on Bette and stabbed the man for dishonoring her. For the longest time, Slater saw Bette in a similar way to how he viewed Aneeza. Like a sort of little sister that needed to be protected. That was until the siege of Therograd. Slater knew that his moms and Aneeza were going to die if he didn’t do something.
“Slater! Play?” Bette said, knowing that Slater was contemplating something dangerous. She wanted to cheer him up and playing with his father had worked before. Maybe, Slater was just lonely.
Slater shook his head and grunted. It was hard not to speak at a time like this, but he needed to keep his gifts, the gifts Thrall had given his life to give him.
“Hey, what’s wrong?” Aneeza said sitting beside her brother.
Slater looked up at her, his vision blurred by tears and grunted. She pulled him close and the three of them cried together.
“So we’ll all ride out together, then we’ll use their corpses to cut an escape path out!” Aneeza said, looking at Bette.
“Mm…” Slater grunted.
“He says, we can probably do it.” Bette translated. “The enemy can’t defend against Death Magic.”
Aneeza hugged her knees. “But they can still attack us and we can’t defend against them either.”
Slater hugged Aneeza and grunted again.
“He says,” Bette started. “You don’t have to come, maybe it’s better if you don’t actually.”
Aneeza could only nod. Slater had made up his mind to fight and Bette would support him no matter what. But her thoughts turned to her mother and how this siege had affected her.
She wasn’t afraid to die but she’d seen how Aunty Liz’s death had taken a toll on her mother and she didn’t want to add to that. “I’ll give you my answer tomorrow, if I’m not here, then...you can go on without me.”
They didn’t die, but they came damned close. If it wasn’t for Bob, the two of them were gonners. Of course, that only delayed things. The enemy now knew them and when the walls fell they focused everything they had on killing them.
Bette died in Slater’s embrace as he held her tightly, using his body to shield her from their spells. He grunted softly into her ear and her last memories of the siege weren’t that bad.
He’d said that he’d see her again, and this time, he’d play.
After those events, the two of them grew close and they became legends on other continents. Neither of them were welcomed because they weren’t human. But Bette’s blind optimism and Slater’s strength brooked no argument. Though the Dark Continent was devoid of life, the other kingdoms had it in abundance.
The animals of this world were often large and fierce or tiny but deadly. Slater and Bette killed them all, often receiving a pittance even though they accomplished more than armies could. They’d even killed a dragon, something Slater would never tell his father, lest he ask for the head.
But…
“Mmm, their brains are so tasty! Slater, come eat with me!”
“Mm,mm…”
Slater fell in love with her, then and there. Covered in blood, her fur burned off and her open wounds still red and bloody. She could still smile, even though she was in so much pain. He knew that smile was for him, and him alone. This whole journey had been for him and she’d never once asked him why. She just came along, cheering for him, supporting him and talking for him. She’d been his constant companion so who cares how she looks, he loved her and he was ready to return home.
“Mm…”
Bette and Slater cuddled together as they often did in the cold.
“No, it doesn’t hurt that much.”
“Mm?”
“I’ll be okay, just pet me and tomorrow we’ll…”
Slater held Bette, a being more than twice his size as he made up his mind. He would make her his wife, and he would give up his gifts in order to support her.
When they were home, Slater said his first words. They were a declaration of love for Bette.
She just smiled. “I know, I’ve always known. You protected me, even when you knew it would kill you. You pushed me aside, taking the big hits for yourself, even though you’re weaker than me. Slater, I love you too!”
After John fleshcrafted Bette a few times, she learned how to do it herself and the two of them went on to have many children and live hundreds of years very much still in love until they finally died together.
“Don’t,” Slater said, grasping Bette’s hand. “Don’t die with me.”
With Bette’s level of fleshcrafting, she could live on forever. But for the first time, she frowned. “No.”
“No?”
“I don’t want a world without you! Everything I ever loved or enjoyed, I experienced it with you. So we’ll go together, like we always have. I’m sure there’s more waiting for us!”
The two old lovers held each other tight for the last time as the Dark God sobbed and the hell beast patted his back.
Aneeza, she was always torn between being a warrior and being a woman. She was mainly raised by Reginauld, Nex and Ball, er, Tania. As such, she inherited their combat skills and characteristics. She was the Chief’s daughter so she had to be strong and the mate she picked had to be stronger than her.
But somehow, all this other stuff got mixed in. Her parents loved her and always supported her, her uncle and aunt went on to get married and she was left alone. Never-mind that her aunt was now her mother, she focused her whole life on combat and there was never a man that could best her. Especially after the wars stopped.
So where did that leave her?
She often had tea and snacks with Rosie, Maria and Wendy when she was young but as the years passed, Wendy, her best friend had left without her.  The older generation of gobs often tossed their genetic sludge at her, but she dodged it.
She felt hollow. Empty as if her whole life meant nothing. She was alone and depressed.
“Hey,” Her father said as he stepped in through her window. He held her as if she was still a child and ran his fingers through her hair. “You’re my daughter, so why not just make a guy?”
“Huh?”
“We can just make a guy! I know you’re stuck on your mother’s concept of just meeting a guy that can magically defeat you but even Reginauld failed to beat your grandma.”
“No! I’m bound by—”
“No you aren’t. I’m your chief, and your mom fell for me, didn’t she? I’m a flesh golem, that’s my race, so why shouldn’t you fall for your own flesh golem?”
Aneeza blushed as she tried to push her father away, but he just smiled at her. “Let’s visit Ralphus tomorrow, then you can tell me what traits you desire.”
“I-it, he just has to be stronger than me!”
“Right, so you’ll be completely satisfied if I infuse the soul of a gopher into a thing that can beat you?”
“No! You know what, I’ll tell you what I want.”
John smiled as Mors made mental notes.
A day later, Aneeza stood in the ring, glaring at a metal man.
John patted Jason on the back and approached Aneeza. “He’s definitely stronger than you, he’s honorable, experienced...in combat and he can protect our clan’s values.”
Aneeza pulled her father down. “NO! Dad, he can’t, like… You know, offspring!”
“Oh, so there were things you didn’t want to tell your old dad.”
“You asshole!”
John laughed as Jason nodded and left. He already had a wife, or non gendered partner as it were. Neither of them had genital or the memory of using genitals so they were completely fine just spending time together.
John took Aneeza to Ralphus’s parts shop and she finally had a man. Then she had several.
“You really are my daughter, huh?”
“Shut-up,” she said, red faced.
“Well, just treat them well. They don’t have any memories, so you’ll basically be taking care of them for a while.”
After that, Aneeza learned to appreciate normal men, though she did keep a few of her creations. She really was her father’s child and in the years that came, she stayed with her mother, Aunt and Father as they all went through loss, heartbreak and trepidation.
Both Nex and Tania had opted to die naturally but John was constantly restoring them, while hiding any and all calendars.
It wasn’t until their first outing with Aneeza that they realized the world had changed. Might I say that these sisters were both extremely old fashioned and ignorant of the post-digital age they now found themselves in.
Of course, by this time, Aneeza had already lived through Rosie’s death and found her place in modern society.
Even the TVs frightened Nex, even though John had them in their house. It was like the two of them were just waiting for an attack.
Aneeza showed them her modest loft, then guided them down to a cafe that specialized in deserts.
“Hmm, yes, this hard sweet thing certainly energizes me to fight!” Her mother said after taking a large bite of Chocolate pie.
“Mmm, er… Is this an enemy tactic to lull us into a sense of false security!?” Tania said, spitting her pie out. “Sister, this must be poisoned!”
“No! It’s okay, look, I’m eating it too. I eat here three times a week.” Aneeza said, soothing them.
That was when Aneeza knew she’d ventured too far from her roots. Now, she was an active member of the modern world. John showed up a short time later and ordered a peanut butter pie which he finished in under a minute.
“Good job, er, agent Aneeza. You’ve found an untainted place without spies.”
“Dad, stop…”
“Whatever do you mean, agent—”
“Dad! They deserve to know!”
This was the first and only time my father glared at me, but as I stared back at him, he began to cry. “Nex, Tania…” He said, holding them both close. “You’ve both lived for around three hundred years.”
The two of them smiled and returned to their pies.
My father hung his shoulders as he snarled up his nose and sobbed openly.
“We knew,” Nex said. “We always knew but that doesn’t matter. John, my love, our daughter still lives. My nieces and nephews still live, so for now we are all still here. Do not cry, we will not abandon you yet.”
Yet… That word hung in the air, tainting everything I knew about my mother.
“Mother,” I said as she held my sobbing father. “What do you mean by, yet?”
“We all must die, child, that is how it should be.”
“Even if your mate and your children still live?”
She told me about my grandparents and I began to understand her logic. I was there when grandpa Reginauld died so of course I understood. But this is wrong!
“Look at him. LOOK AT HIM!” I screamed. “Can you just abandon him, US!”
I didn’t care that everyone here was glaring at us, I wanted an answer!
My mother was shaking, her stoic expression gone as she hugged herself close to my father. My aunt was a little weaker as she openly sobbed into Father’s side.
Still, they both died.
My father was the one that killed them in open combat and to this day I still remember his screams of agony. Why did they abandon us? I’ll never do that, I’ll stay with my family as long as I can.
The rest:
Liz: She wasn’t brought back in every version of book 4 but after I began thinking about wraiths and how a wraith would form in the suicide planes, I realized that a being with as much mana as Liz and as much obsessive impulses… There was no way she wouldn’t become a wraith when her essence was freed.
That much floating soul energy, something equivalent to a dozen wendigos, logically speaking, in that world it wasn’t likely that her soul would just lay down and rest. She would rip and tear her way back from the netherworld, through fading memories and vague recollections, she would find the source of her feelings once more.
Liz always had a terrifying devotion, and in other versions, she came back differently and played a bigger part in the story. But that probably wasn’t right, something always felt off about that. So much of her activities took place offscreen. She reconnected with Nex and Lang, and even forgave Eve/Eva.
When John found her, she was confused at first, her memories were jumbled and vague. All she knew was that this man meant something to her. But when he touched her, she remembered. The rest is as I wrote it.
In other versions of this book, she had a larger role, but I cut some really ridiculous storylines including an almost scifi arc and an underwater arc that became the trip to the abyss. Originally those arcs had Liz as John’s partner, something similar to what Lilsis was in this version. And honestly Lilsis did it better.
Thrall/Obitus, Thrall was always the god of death. One of the requirements to be a death god was that you had to be mortal yourself. Thrall had taken a strange path to his power. He was an unspeakably strong warrior of his time, but he was also gifted with mana. He became a worshiper of another mortal death god and created many unique spells to serve him.
Thrall lived in a time period not long after The Abyss was worshipped yet still before Inanis ever drew breath. There was no semblance of society then. Bronze weapons were still a hundred years away and most people killed each other with clubs or spears. He made armor from his defeated foes and quickly became the chief of his tribe but then, the enemy struck them while he was away, hunting.
He found his wife dead and brutalized and he believed the red smear beside her to be his child. But his child was taken along with the rest of the young.
After that he pledged himself to the darkest clan, and learned how to use his mana. Thrall took great pleasure in killing because each person he killed could be the one that took his family. His pursuit of power, spread the name, Obitus, amongst the people and led his son to take on that name for himself.
After slaying another tribe, the shaman bargained for his life, offering Thrall a book that could grant him untold knowledge and infinite power.
Thrall laughed, his bone armor clacking together as he killed the shaman and flayed his skin. “If it was so powerful, why didn’t you use it?”
He took the book as his trophy but curiosity got the better of him and he opened it.
Afterwards, he died, like a good disciple and his soul was trapped. The fond memories that he revisited were all of his time, training new warriors and teaching them his spells. He never knew that his son had lived and deified his name.
Nothing changed, for thousands of years he re-lived his fondest memories over and over until the darkness began whispering to him. Then a new student appeared, she had the same look in her eyes that Obitus himself once had. The look of a person dedicated to killing and desperately seeking a way to kill as many as possible.
“Ralphus Obitus,” John had said about his friend’s name.
Obitus… It can’t be! My name and my magic lives on.
Quenelia later confirmed everything. Thrall was still worshipped as a founder of the Dark Academy even though that was hundreds of years after his death and his bloodline lived on through Ralphus.
She told him of a way to save his descendant, his only apprentice and his savior all while taking his proper place as the new Death God. Thrall smiled as he carved an ancient glyph into the back of his skull.
He did his best, and in his final moments, he smiled a bloody smile, full of pride. Finally, he saved his people.
Fernando, got shafted a bit in this version. I will only say that he continued to be a good boy and always did his best to protect his queen, John and his family.
By the time the modern age hit, Fernando was often seen as a weird sort of hero. Because unbeknownst to the common folke, a lot of them had Maria or Gabe’s pheromones. So whenever one of them was within Fernando’s range, he’d check in on them and help them if they were in danger or if they needed help carrying the groceries or crossing the street or they were lost… You get the idea.
He was also one of the ones that witnessed the end of the world because he never needed a soul.
“Fernando,” John said, pulling his core from his chest. “You’ve always been a good friend but this is goodbye. The sun is…nevermind. Fernando, good. Fernando, rest now.”
Again, Thank you and I hope you’ve enjoyed it.
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