
        
            
                
            
        

    
    


    


Isekai Emperor 3

Brats and Dynasties
Adam Lance, Michael Dalton


[image: image-placeholder]
Pivot Press Publishing, LLC



Copyright ©2024 by Adam Lance and Michael Dalton

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.


Links (Front of the Book)


For more men's romance titles and monster girls, check out the following:

https://www.facebook.com/RoyalGuard2020

https://www.facebook.com/groups/haremlitbooks/

https://www.facebook.com/groups/monstergirllovers

https://www.facebook.com/groups/haremlit

https://www.facebook.com/groups/dukesofharem

https://www.facebook.com/groups/MonsterGirlFiction/

https://www.facebook.com/groups/1324476308314052

https://www.facebook.com/groups/HaremGamelit

https://www.facebook.com/groups/pulpfantasy


Authors' Note


Hello! Thank you for reading Isekai Emperor, the second of a trilogy. This has been an incredibly fun story to write, and we hope you’ll enjoy it.

Please be aware, this is a GameLit/LitRPG style world, with character levels and classes. It is a romantic-focused story, but we keep the game elements relevant throughout.


Support the Authors


Follow your authors:

Adam Lance can be found here.

Michael Dalton can be found here.

Pre-Order Adam's next book, which is in a shared cosmology with Isekai Emperor (Fate's Enforcer) here. https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D4WKNZ48

Patreon is the place to show support and read early versions of books.

Michael's Patreon is here: https://www.patreon.com/michaeldalton

Adam Lance's Patreon is here: https://www.patreon.com/AdamLanceWrites 


Audio Copy

Isekai Emperor is now out on Audible. You can find book 1 here.

Adam Lance works with Pivot Press.

About Pivot Press

Pivot Press Discord: https://discord.gg/GXn8csy2gg

Pivot Press is a team of authors, editors, copywriters, and narrators dedicated to producing GameLit and LitRPG content of all genres. You can find their website here: https://www.pivotpresspublishing.com/

Other Similar Novels

For more male-focused romance novels, check out the Romance for Men community links at https://linktr.ee/romanceformen


Where we left off


Wow. Isekai Emperor has become a massive hit. Unfortunately, because it’s a city builder and a LitRPG epic, it’s bloated worse than a marshmallow in the microwave. If you want to get to the meat of the story, skip to Chapter 1. Otherwise, we’re going to be spending a solid chunk of time catching you up.

On the next pages, you will find important information about the start of the main characters and events from book two. These are:

· Starting Character Sheet

· Starting Tasks: These tasks have been updated between books 2 and 3. Keep your eyes peeled!

· (Abbreviated) Starting City and Settlement Challenges: This will catch you up on the state of the various settlements Thomas is now in charge of.

· Starting Inner Circle Statuses and Tasks: There are too many Vassals for us to list reasonably, so you get the Inner Circle instead.

For reminders about Command Authority (what Thomas wields with his Royal Tablet) see Appendix 1. For his class details, see Appendix 2. See the Glossary for the definitions of words and terms. Be warned, the glossary has been written by goblin librarians for book 3.


Starting Character Sheet: Thomas Stone


Age: 25
Level: 10
Class: Tomorrowwright
Total Experience Needed to Reach Level 11: 120
Unspent Inner Circle Experience: 150
Species: Half-Goblin
Inner Circle Size: 7
Inner Circle
· Chef Mama: Level 9 Epichirurigeon (Circle Focus: Temple Matron)
· Umadin: Level 15 General (Circle Focus: Drill Sergeant)
· Emily: Level 6 Goblin Assistant (Circle Focus: Seneschal)
· Lulu Violet: Level 9 Acrobatic Assassin (Circle Focus: Spy Mistress)
Hit Points (Endurance + Level): 28
Mana (Magic + Level): 28
Attributes
· Cunning: 21 (As a [Goblin] this level of cunning allows you to pierce low-level illusions and disguises passively)
· Discipline: 21 (You are effectively immune to most Charm effects or spells. At this supernatural level of Discipline, all [goblins] within your domain enjoy a significant bonus to their Discipline scores)
· Strength: 14
· Endurance: 18
· Chaos: 20 (Commands issued to your goblins have a 25% increased effectiveness)
· Magic: 18 (When your Bloodline Power fully awakens, you will have access to more mana to activate those powers)
· Agility: 11
Core Skills:
· City Planning and Development: 9 - Every aspect of city planning, including the planning time and even materials and labor costs associated, are reduced by 70%
· Architecture and Engineering: 10 - The buildings and designs you create require 40% fewer materials and are 40% more efficient/effective.
· Diplomacy: 13 - As a [Goblin] this level of Diplomacy allows you to produce offspring with normally incompatible species. You have a moderate, non-magical [Charm] effect on those you attempt to be diplomatic with.
Class Benefits
Granted Powers: While your Vassals have an optimistic, happy, joyful, or other positive attitude, they will perform all non-combat tasks with 100% increased efficiency. Cities you oversee also have an additional status beyond Optimal, called Utopia. See the details for more information.
Level 1: Your Inner Circle gains a bonus to all actions proportional to the status of the settlement they are in.
Level 3: While they are happy or optimistic, any goblin loyal to you consumes 25% fewer resources. Your Vassals and Inner Circle consume 50% less instead.
Level 5: For every settlement you control with an optimistic, or happy population, you and your inner circle gains a +1 bonus to all of attributes and skills (up to a maximum +5 bonus at level 5; this increases to +10 at level 15). These bonuses vanish if the settlement’s attitude decreases for 24 continuous hours.
Level 7: Your citizens walk 20% faster while happy. They walk 50% faster if they are traveling to and from settlements you control. If the settlements are optimistic or happy, this is increased to 75%.
Level 9: In settlements where your people are happy, they become immune to all natural toxins and diseases. Furthermore, any children born in [happy] settlements are [Protected] for gestation and the first [6] months. They are also far less likely to suffer from the side-effects of common and uncommon situations (such as diaper rash). They also mature and learn faster during that period, effectively growing at twice the normal rate. Over generations, this could lead to a superior breed of goblin.
Bonus Enhancement - Chromatic Bloodline Awakening: This ability will be revealed…



Starting Task Updates


But first, a note from Thomas: After marrying Candi, I discovered my Tablet was overflowing with notifications. As her husband, I have access to Candi’s Vassals, settlements, and tasks. It was simply too much. Since she is happy to manage her people, I have toggled everything she oversees off. Happily, all the neat bonuses my class provides continues to benefit all our people, even with the information disabled.

· Task 1 (Find Adventurers to deal with a Dungeon Core)–Assigned to Thomas: N/A.
· Task 2 (Determine if ovisari reproductive control can be magically expanded to goblins)–Assigned to Thomas: N/A.
· Task 3 (Breed)–Assigned to Thomas: Based on current production estimates and two breeding ceremonies per week, this will take ~2.5 years)
Additional Context: Thomas has outstanding requests for breeding assistance from dryads, succubi, yokai spider women, and trolls. There is an insinuation that the Elven King has similar, but not yet formalized, ambitions. An estimated 110,000 children are required to bring these populations, plus his goblins, into optimal equilibrium.
· Task 4 (Plumbing and sewage throughout the kingdom)–Assigned to Fzzt: ~2 Years Left.
· Task 5 (Deal with King Reginald)–Assigned to Thomas: Ongoing.



Starting Inner Circle Statuses and Tasks


· Chef Mama: Chef Mama is in Wubgug and waiting for you to appoint her successor in your Inner Circle. She has successfully trained [10] level [6] Epichirurigeons, [20] level [5s], and [29] level [4s]. This amount is likely sufficient to tend your population while training their successors. She is currently overseeing all food and healing related activities and tasks.


· Umadin: Umadin has integrated [troll] and [goblin] troops, as well as trained a functional army. He will be spending the next [119] days training [Lava Goblins] as elite shock troops. He is currently overseeing all troop activities and tasks from Wubgug.


· Emily: In 21 days Emily will increase [Lotta Tot’s] city level to [4]. This will grant you and your entire Inner Circle [120] bonus experience points. She is currently overseeing all maintenance and city upkeep activities and tasks.


· Lulu Violet: Lulu has completed her training of [Belladonna] and [Teelah]. She is currently overseeing all espionage and stealth-related missions.



Abbreviated Starting Settlement Statuses and Challenges


Challenge Experience Rewards: Experience points are awarded to the Vassals and Inner Circle member overseeing their completion. Thomas can do it personally, which will deliver more experience to his Vassals.

Overall Population Benefits:
· Joyful population: 100% increased efficiency (all citizens)
· King’s Chaos: 25% increased effectiveness on all commands given (goblins only)
· Movement Bonus: 20-50% travel speed from one settlement to another (all citizens)
· Coffee: 50% increased productivity (all citizens)
· Offspring: In [happy] settlements, children are [Protected] until they are [six months] old. This essentially makes babies immune to all the bad stuff that all parents, everywhere, worry about. In addition, the children learn and grow at twice the rate. For [goblins], this means a [6-month-old] will be closer to a human 6-year-old in terms of development and capabilities. For [trolls], this puts them on even footing with human children.


Lotta Tot [Level 5 Capital]
Status: Overwhelmingly Happy
Challenges
· Low Population: Lotta Tot needs an additional [85,000] population to be optimal. Reward: 2,750 experience points.


Blister [Level 2 Settlement]
Status: Happy
Challenges
· Low Population: Blister needs an additional [3,000] population to be optimal. Reward: 150 experience points.
· Lack of Housing: Housing for [3,500] people required, in addition to [storage] and [defensive] structures. Reward: 200 experience points.
· Purifying Magical Water: Lava goblin plumbers have determined that routing water from Lotta Tot to Blister will take [3 weeks] at optimal efficiency. Reward: 200 experience points.


Mug [Level 3 Settlement]
Status: Happy
Challenges
· Purifying Magical Water: Lava goblin plumbers have determined that routing water from Lotta Tot to Mug will take [8 weeks] at optimal efficiency. Reward: 500 experience points.


Wubgug [Level 3 Settlement]
Status: Happy
Challenges
· Purifying Magical Water: Lava goblin plumbers have determined that routing water from Lotta Tot to Wubgug will take [10 weeks] at optimal efficiency. Reward: 500 experience points.


Averdale [Level 3 Settlement]
Status: Happy
Challenges
· Purifying Magical Water: Lava goblin plumbers have determined that routing water from Lotta Tot to Averdale will take [6 weeks] at optimal efficiency. Reward: 500 experience points.


Ofku [Level 3 Stronghold]
Status: Happy
Challenges
· Inclement War: All signs point to an imminent war, with troops massing along Thomas’s borders. Ofku holds a key defensive position in land that once belonged to King Reginald. Each time the stronghold resists an enemy attack, the citizens will experience a small boost in experience, particularly if careful task management is applied.
· Purifying Magical Water: Lava goblin plumbers have determined that routing water from Lotta Tot to Ofku will take [15 weeks] at optimal efficiency. Reward: 500 experience points.



Chapter 1: Stratagems and Dreams


Thomas Stone, King of All Goblins, sat in the center of a grand ballroom.

A dozen golden tables, adorned with filigree down the legs and long velvet runners, were spaced in a circle around him. The runners were embroidered with the crests of the royal houses of the Fae Wilds – goblin, troll, elf, faerie, celestial, infernal, human, and several others he didn’t recognize. Atop each table was an intricately carved chess board.

As he looked around, he saw the shadowy outlines of people moving through the room. The fuzzy shapes ignored him as they took their seats at the tables. Yet more apparitions continued to appear. One was vaguely dragon-shaped, though small enough to fit into the room. Another had an outline like a minotaur. The new figures joined the seated ones.

Yet this was not chess as Thomas knew it. There were games with three or even four players, and some of the matches seemed neither equal nor fair. Some pitted multiple opponents against a single player.

Then things got stranger.

A new group appeared on one side of the room, a trio of ephemeral yet statuesque forms. The vague outlines resolved into bronze-skinned women with flowing white hair. Gliding around and past the tables, the women observed the games, stopping at each table to look over shoulders and watch the play unfold. At one table, one of the white-haired women leaned forward, whispering something in one player’s ear, but it was too far away for Thomas to hear.

Across the room, one of the other women made a sharp motion in the air with two fingers. The empty space beside her parted like a curtain. Reaching through the gap she’d opened, she retrieved a new piece and passed it to the player the first woman had spoken to. As the player set the piece on the board, Thomas got a sense that the power balance at the table was shifting.

They’re pulling strings, Thomas thought. Are those the Fates? The thought came and went, lost in the wonder of what he was watching.

A voice drew him from his reverie.

“Well? Are you going to play or not?”

Thomas turned, realizing he wasn’t an observer. He was a player as well, and he had an opponent. Across the table, looking impatient, sat King Reginald. Unlike all the other figures in the room, Reginald’s form was clear and distinct.

The human king had lost weight since Thomas had seen him last. Reginald’s cheeks had hollowed, giving him a gaunt look with his dark hair and muddy brown eyes. He was dressed in muted greens and browns, and his royal garb looked just as hand-crafted as the velvet covering the table.

“You’re here?” Thomas asked, looking down at his side of the game board. Pieces were arrayed before him.

He recognized them.

The front lines were his Vassals, each perfectly resembling the goblins and others who served him. Tiny numbers and letters, a bit like a barcode, were carved into the base of each piece. He somehow sensed that those codes described each piece’s capabilities.

Behind his Vassals stood his Inner Circle. Lulu and Emily were there with Mama. Umadin, his level fifteen general, stood most prominent among them. Yet as Thomas studied the carving, he noticed his father’s figure flickering, as if it might fade out at any moment.

“He’s tired,” Reginald observed in a mockingly sympathetic tone. “I expect he wants to retire. Pity. You’ll miss his presence in the game, I’m sure.”

A flicker of motion beside their table drew Thomas’s gaze. One of the shadowy figures had joined them, offering Reginald a new game piece. The human king took it, though he kept whatever he’d been given concealed in the palm of his hand.

When he saw Thomas watching, Reginald smirked at the three women who still wandered the room. “The Fates can’t see everything, can they?”

Thomas squinted, trying to see who was helping the rival king, but the only thing he could make out was a thin halo of fire. He stared, trying to see more details, but the blurring only worsened.

“I’ll need more than the scroll,” Reginald said to his shadowy partner.

The other figure froze, studying the King’s face. Thomas sensed malice from the shadow, perhaps even outright loathing. Then it made a motion, and a box appeared in its hands. It passed the box to Reginald.

Accepting the offering, the king opened the box with an expression of glee. He tipped it over and gold poured down on his side of the board. Thomas had expected something entirely different, and he was even more surprised when the coins vanished as each one came into contact with Reginald’s game pieces. He noticed their serial numbers changing.

He bought them equipment, Thomas thought. Or used the gold to improve them somehow.

He was about to ask a question when Reginald made a sudden motion with his hand. Four figures appeared in his grasp, and a fifth that looked a bit like the King himself joined the four. With a lightning move, Reginald extended his arm, smacking the pieces down behind Thomas’s back line, nearly at his chest.

“Hey. You can’t do that,” Thomas protested.

“Apparently I can.” Reginald smirked. “You think you’ve beaten me. You know nothing. You don’t know about the second Core, do you? No matter. Once the Chaos Core is mine, it’ll be all over. An army is being prepared. When the time comes, we will unleash thousands upon your upstart kingdom. Whatever you claim, whatever lands you hold, it will all fall.” He paused, inhaling as if savoring his impending victory. “You’re a horrible King, Thomas. Soft. Weak. You will never hold the mantle of Emperor. By the time I’m done, your women will be mine and everything you’ve built will fall into ruin.”

The shape behind the King leaned forward eagerly, watching the game with blazing eyes.

“Yeah. Okay. I don’t think so.” Thomas stood, waving for the tall women with white hair. “Excuse me? This fucker is out of bounds. He’s cheating.”

At his summons, one of them – her outline still too blurry for him to make out any details – approached their table. She looked down at the board for a moment, then nodded. “Are you asking for an intervention, King Thomas?”

Adopting a firm but diplomatic tone, he said, “I’m asking for things to be fair. Look at my pieces. Umadin is ready to retire. Chef Mama isn’t far behind. They deserve it. That’ll leave me with half the Inner Circle I started with.”

“Would you like us to find you foreign recruits, King Thomas?”

Reginald snorted in derision. “As if anyone will aid these pathetic goblins.”

The woman ignored him and lightly touched Thomas’s shoulder. She whispered a word too soft for him to hear, and suddenly, the dozen other tables in the room were joined by hundreds more. No, thousands.

Yet these weren’t playing tables like the others. They were small standing trays that appeared to hold more game pieces.

The woman pointed to a nearby table where a gnarled troll and a haughty elf were engaged in their own game. Next to their table was one of the ornate trays, atop which stood a single piece. Thomas looked closer, seeing a carving of a human man. His skin was covered with intricate tattoos, and he wore an odd, rune-covered vest. A long, slim sword hung at his side.

“Would you like us to engage the Warden?” the woman asked.

Just looking at the strange piece gave Thomas an unsettling feeling. Something told him that bringing this mysterious figure in would not be a good idea for anyone.

“Or perhaps the Adjudicator?” She gestured to another tray, where he saw an older human man with a thick white mustache. He carried two heavy revolvers at his hips and wore a long red duster.

Thomas shook his head, and the woman smiled in approval.

“Then you would prefer a Fate Spun, perhaps?”

She turned and drew his gaze to another one of the ornate trays. This one had a young man with short, spiky hair. His piece had a subtle golden aura about it. Yet again, Thomas had the feeling that adding this one to their game would lead to disaster.

Yet before he could reply, the woman sensed his reluctance and pointed at another table, then another. Something then occurred to him. Each figure she pointed to was a man, and every one had an aspect about him that left Thomas with the same reluctant feeling.

“None of these are anyone I can make a Vassal, let alone bring into my Inner Circle,” he said, feeling his Cunning kicking in.

“No,” the woman agreed, nodding as if he’d seen something important.

Although he wasn’t sure whether the woman was truly offering to summon aid for him, Thomas was no longer inclined to ask. It felt like a trap. He thought back to what he remembered about the lore from Earth, remembering how deals with the fae always led to unforeseen consequences.

Clearing his throat, he said, “I appreciate the offer, but . . .”

The woman shifted to the side. It was a small, casual motion, the sort of thing anyone would do during conversation. Just behind and beside her was another of the little tables.

But this one was different. Rather than a single piece, this tray had a team of a man and several women. Thomas was immediately struck by a flash of recognition.

I remember those girls! They were the ones he’d met on the road back from Boulibar Bay all those months ago.

“Are you sure you wouldn’t like some intervention, King Thomas?” the woman said, her fingers unfurling toward the more intricate carvings. The implication was subtle, but clear: the offer didn’t extend to the entire team, only the solo pieces.

“Not at the moment, thanks. Unless you can help me with this,” he pointed at the group of pieces Reginald had set right outside his front door, “I don’t feel comfortable accepting any offers of aid.”

Leaning over, the woman gave Thomas a view of stunning, if blurry, cleavage as she studied the pieces. “What is this?” She glanced at Reginald, who had gone still and quiet during their conversation.

Thomas’s attention had been drawn by the woman and the strange game pieces, and he only now looked back at his opponent, waiting for the human King to reply. But he didn’t. Thomas realized the other man was frozen in place, as were all the other players in the room.

It was as if the woman had stopped the clock for their discussion. Time had paused for all but the two of them.

“Teleportation effects are highly restricted for a reason,” she continued with a mild scowl. “Bough Strider and similar powers are allowed because of their limitations. Reginald and his allies should know better. It would be such a shame if his spell went just a few hundred feet off course, wouldn’t it?” Standing up straight again, she tapped a finger against lips he felt certain were plump and soft. “That, perhaps, would offset his unfair advantage just enough for you to counter it, King Thomas. But you must act quickly, or the opportunity will pass, and disaster will fall.”

Why am I suddenly horny for this blurry woman? He tried concentrating on her again. The more he watched her silhouette, the more his chaos responded, as if some force were dragging it out of him and enhancing his power.

Either unaware of his thoughts or deliberately ignoring him, the woman said, “Since Reginald wants the Chaos Core so badly, I see no reason not to help them along toward their destination.”

The chessboard floated into the air, hovering in place above the tabletop, though Reginald’s pieces remained where they had been. A new board appeared below the first. But this one was not another chessboard – it was much more intricate and detailed, covered in maze-like patterns. The figures Reginald had placed now stood on the lower level.

Mist filled the room, obscuring everything. As he simultaneously realized that he was dreaming and that he was about to wake up, Thomas heard the mysterious woman speak one last time.

“A parting word of wisdom, King of the Goblins. In the Halls of Fate, even dreams cannot lie.”

***

Thomas jerked awake. He looked around the dark room, bleary-eyed. It was still night, and his bedroom was dark. The dim light of the moon outside was just enough to reveal the outline of his lovers sleeping around him.

Emily lay sprawled on her back across the bed, as she still had to get up at night to nurse their daughter Scarlett. Between them, Lulu was curled against Thomas’s chest as the little spoon with her plump-but-firm backside against his thighs.

Candi lay on the other side of him, pressed against his back, her outstretched limbs entangled with his and her face buried against his neck. Behind her, snoring loudly at the far edge of the bed, was Lorelai. Thomas had agreed to let the bratty Elf Princess sleep with the rest of his women as long as she understood she was not yet one of them.

Ginger lay on top of Emily, dozing between her enormous breasts. Thomas assumed she’d gotten up with Emily during her last trip to the nursery, as the little fairy enjoyed cleaning up Emily’s breast milk when she was done feeding the baby.

Finally, Belladonna, whose flexibility would never cease to surprise him, had wrapped herself over and through the bodies of the other girls. Her hand lay on Thomas’s leg, and her black fingernails, glossy from whatever reagents she’d used to dye them, glided slowly up and down over his skin.

But it took him a beat to realize the introverted goth girl was still asleep. Nestled against him, her expression was one of gentle repose. The tension and focus he’d come to expect on her features was gone, replaced by contentment. Some dream she was still lost within was apparently driving her movements.

As if feeling Thomas’s attention, Bella adjusted, rolling over to rest her cheek against his knee. Her hand slid higher, fingertips groping until they found his shaft.

Bella’s fingertips, resting featherlight against him, were enough to make him stiffen, and her hand gently closed around him. As she completed the contact, her movements stilled, as if the act of intimacy had been enough to settle her back into sound sleep.

That’s not what woke me, he thought, sitting up on his elbows to look around.

He was hot. With all the bodies in the bed around him, it was a wonder they all weren’t sweltering. Yet it wasn’t discomfort that had disturbed his rest either.

Closing his eyes, he thought about the dream and the strange women. He felt his chaos stirring. It felt oddly drained, like when he’d used his Chromatic Bloodline powers the other day, but it was also very much awake. As if reacting to his movement, Bella’s grasp tightened momentarily around his now-hard cock.

It’s not time for that, he thought. Carefully adjusting himself until he could worm his way out from beneath the pile of limbs, breasts, and grasping fingers, he exited at the head of the bed. Looking down at the gorgeous women who’d gifted him with so much love, he felt his heart swell to match everything else.

Only Laylana was absent. The beautiful purple-haired dryad either rose very early to tend to the farms, or – as she’d done the previous night after their amorous festivities were complete – returned to the grove of her people to spend the night in her tree. As much as Thomas missed having her here every night, he knew she was who she was. A dryad needed that time within her tree to recharge her mana. Doing so was especially important for a druid.

Thomas would have felt blessed with love from any of them. Knowing they genuinely wanted to be with him was intoxicating beyond belief. Even before his recent levels and Chromatic awakening, they’d all cared for him in their own way. It left him wanting nothing more than to make them proud, and to build a world for their love, and for their children to grow into.

Even Lorelai, as annoying as she could be at times, had potential he hoped to draw out. What had her father, King Breon, said to him at the wedding? She has a good heart, when she makes the effort to listen to it. She simply needs the experience of being in a place where she is not the constant center of attention.

So far, that seemed about right. The brattiness was still there, but Thomas had begun to sense that the beautiful Elven Princess was starting to understand that not everything revolved around her. And she was still here.

Everyone who called Thomas King deserved an opportunity to live in joy and hope for the future.

Chaos stirred, drawing his eyes across all the lush curves, fine features, and smooth, flawless skin. They won’t mind if you wake them, it seemed to say.

His desire was right. Not only would none of them mind, three of them – Ginger, Bella, and Lorelai – would jump at the chance to finally be with him. But then four hours or more of his morning would be gone, and he still wouldn’t know what was bothering him.

Tearing his eyes away from the heap of feminine flesh, Thomas padded across the room. Their sleeping chamber was one of the largest rooms in the palace after the great hall below.

The grand, oversized bed took up much of the space. Goblins took their king’s bedroom activities seriously, and the bed reflected that. Even with eight people atop, it felt cozy rather than stuffed.

New furniture filled the rest of the room. Among it were the chests and wardrobes of his wives. Hints of lace, stolen from Earth or made using new goblin techniques, peeked from Emily and Lulu’s chests. Candi had a rack of leather and latex outfits hanging above hers. Laylana, who kept most of her things in her grove, had only a small wooden chest with a few bits of intimate apparel.

So far, while they slept with Thomas at night, Bella, Ginger, and Lorelai didn’t keep their things in the royal bedroom. Thomas had yet to cement a genuine relationship with any of the three, though they were certain that the time would come.

No need to rush the romance, he told himself, even as he pictured Bella’s wardrobe dripping with corsets, stockings, and all sorts of black lingerie.

His chaos surged again at the idea. There was just something about her pale-skinned, dark-haired look that he’d come to enjoy a lot more recently. It didn’t hurt that the goth beauty was incredibly competent and driven, yet showed signs of intense eagerness in their bedroom play. He’d seen her in combat, seen her skills at scouting and subterfuge. She’d been a key part of Lulu’s success in investigating the many threats against him.

And then, as if triggered by those thoughts, Thomas’s dream snapped back into focus. Every word Reginald and the mysterious woman had said became crystal clear.

“The dungeon core,” he said, not whispering. With a gesture, he summoned his Royal Tablet, and the artifact appeared out of the air. Glowing with a golden light, framed in elaborate engravings reminiscent of ancient goblin craftsmanship, it snapped into his hand.

He concentrated, and the display adjusted to display four menu items:

· City Management
· Inner Circle Missives
· Vassal Management
· Military Assignments


He focused on Military Assignments, and that menu populated with additional options.

· Contact Commander [Umadin]
· Emergency Troop Assignment
· Standing Troop Assignments
· Deployments and Settlement Details
· Sort and Search by Vassals with Combat Classes


Umadin, Thomas’s father, was stationed in Wubgug with Chef Mama. Fortunately, the Tablet network allowed remote communication and task management.

With a thought, Thomas sent an urgent message to his father. As he imagined the words, they appeared on his Tablet faster than he could have typed them.

Thomas: I believe something is happening in Lotta Tot. I had a dream, and now I have a bad feeling about the Dungeon Core. Can you help arrange some troops?

Umadin’s reply came almost immediately.

Umadin: I was just about to send you a message. Several patrols have reported loud noises coming from the main dungeon entrance. I’m coordinating a response now, and I’ll arrange for trolls and a few succubi to meet you there. They are all high level and could be useful in a pinch.

Although they hadn’t been father and son for very long, the general knew better than to tell Thomas not to go himself, despite the risk. He’d been king before Thomas, and he understood Thomas’s need to face the threats to his people and kingdom head-on.

Thomas: I’ll be there in a bit.

When he looked up from the tablet, he wasn’t surprised to see Belladonna, Lulu, and Candi all awake and rising from the bed. Even Ginger, still yawning sleepily, fluttered just above Candi’s shoulder.

Whispering, Candi said, “My husband, what is amiss?”

He forced himself not to gawk at his lovely and still very naked ladies. Lowering his voice to not wake Emily or Lorelai – whose snoring continued unabated – he explained what was going on.

“We need to get on this, now.”

None of them questioned his decisions. In a flash, they quickly dressed and gathered their gear. Lulu donned her assassin garb as Bella and Ginger went to their rooms. Candi pulled on an armored latex vest he hadn’t seen before. It was form fitting and comfortable, but had magical reinforcements sewn across vulnerable areas.

Neither Emily nor Lorelai stirred as they got ready, and he opted to let them rest. Lorelai was still next to useless in a crisis, and Emily had been up with Scarlett. If something bad happened, his Seneschal could handle the cleanup remotely with her tablet. Between that and their baby, she would have a full day.

Bella and Ginger rejoined the group along with Teelah, whom Bella had apparently woken up. When the group was ready, the Goblin King led them out of the castle.


Chapter 2: Monsters and Cores


Over the months of cleaning up and exploring Lotta Tot, Thomas and his Vassals had discovered multiple entrances to the mysterious areas beneath the city. In ancient times, an advanced civilization of enlightened goblins had built a vast metropolis there. The dungeon – or dungeons if Thomas’s dream was to be believed – lay beneath those ruins.

Thomas’s goblin research crews had determined the easiest access points were through the dozens of bathhouses scattered around the city. The water flowed slowly out of them, so a good swimmer could descend without too much effort. Thirty feet down, the baths connected to a network of channels that ultimately led to large reservoirs in the catacombs that fed into the ancient city.

There were other, less-soggy ways to get there, though. The simplest was an ancient spiral stairwell next to what had once been the great goblin library. Long forgotten, Thomas’s crews had unearthed the staircase during the city’s renovation process. It had since been completely renovated, and the area around it had been built up into a defensive structure by Candi’s dwarven masons. The structure was now staffed continuously by Umadin’s elite guards.

The guards and fortifications were less to keep people from going down the stairwell and more to keep anything in the Chaos Core from coming up. Thomas had yet to investigate the Core personally, but neither he nor his father were ignorant of the danger. Dungeon Cores and monster attacks went hand-in-hand. There was still plenty of work to do to restore Lotta Tot to its former glory, and the last thing Thomas needed was to have some slavering beast rampaging through the center of the city.

It was dark outside, with hours to go before dawn, but none in his group struggled with the lack of illumination. Even Bella, who was a human, kept up without effort. Between Lulu’s training and her class, the former barista had become quite the assassin.

They made it to the guardhouse, where they were met by six succubi, a detachment of four-armed troll soldiers in full plate armor, and another unit of red-skinned lava goblins.

Briar and Thorn led the succubi, who appeared to be women wrapped in full-coverage, leathery robes. Most were of a height with him, although one pair were closer to four feet tall. All were gorgeous, albeit in very different ways.

Succubi were created from the dreams and fantasies of mortal men. Raw human lust was a fundamental aspect of their shaping, and it was reflected in their physiology. One was thick and muscular with broad shoulders, while another was petite and bald.

Compared to the beautiful succubi, the trolls and goblin troops were downright hideous. Candi’s troll warriors all had four arms with heads that were sunken into their chests. They had no ears, only holes, and wore fitted caps over the openings to help muffle loud noises. Their bodies were covered in growths that vaguely resembled rocky calluses.

The lava goblins were much smaller, but no less impressive. None of them rose past four feet, but after Umadin’s training, they now looked less like excrement-covered rats and more like tiny, elite ninjas. They had muscular, scarred physiques and bright yellow or red eyes. Like the trolls, they’d come fully armed and armored – many lava goblins were skilled smiths – though their armor was much lighter than what the trolls wore.

“Sire,” the largest goblin said, moving up in front of the troops. “Gobbo-Troll squad Bee-Two here. Commander Umadin sent us to help.” He hooked a clawed thumb at the troll next to him. “This Bigg’un. He was one who went with Moxie and Hammy-Todd to secure this entrance weeks ago. Do you know bad thing is down there?”

“No. I had a dream. I think Reginald teleported people in to attack us. If he went for the heart of our domain, whoever is down there has to be powerful.”

“That sounds like he hired mercenary adventurers, Sire,” Briar said, lifting her forked trident with one hand. The motion momentarily caused her leathery cape-wings to part, revealing the subtle swell of her pregnancy. Like many of his allies, she was pregnant with his child. Despite that, she showed no hesitation to defend him and the capital. “Reginald is known to support branches of various guilds and temples in his lands. That means any adventurers he sent will probably be Tablet Wielders like you.”

“Adventuring Tablets, though,” he asked, “right? Not quite the same thing?”

“Correct. They have a combat focus. They’re for killing people, not managing them. But not everyone who calls themselves an adventurer carries a Tablet. Only ones with a benefactor, or who achieve certain heroic feats usually end up with one.”

Thorn added, “That, or they killed someone and took the Tablet. But anyway, if Reginald is coming after you here, we should expect an anti-infernal priest to be among this group.”

“Anti-infernal?” Thomas asked. “That’s pretty specific.”

She made a hand-waving gesture. “Sort of. Mostly, their spells target ‘evil’ beings or what not. Don’t ask me how they define evil or good, that’s above my paygrade. Anyway, their skills work the same against infernals and demons. Regardless, if we encounter one, our group may have to stay back.”

“Noted. Thanks for letting me know.”

Ginger buzzed over, wearing a fresh pair of plum-purple overalls that hugged her doll-like figure and a belt with fairy-sized tools around her waist. With the tools was a tiny sword that was no larger than a cocktail pick.

“Why would they go into the Core, Sire? Won’t it just eat them?”

Before Thomas could ask about her blade or any of the others could respond, a thick, gnarled tangle of vines against the building next to the group began to shiver as if some animal was hiding inside it. A moment later, Laylana stepped out of the mass of leaves.

The stunning dryad was covered in roses, their thorns tipped with black and silver. She carried a staff of living wood, the top end wrapped around a gleaming gem. She walked up and answered Ginger as if she’d been part of the conversation all along.

“It may eat them, or it may strengthen them. Cores are unpredictable.”

The collected succubi made gestures of agreement. Briar took a step back, giving the dryad room to speak.

“How did you do that?” Thomas asked her. “I thought you traveled by tree.”

Laylana smiled and looked back at the thick base of the vines. “Trees, and other things, if the connection is strong enough. But those vines are not quite what they appear to be.” Speaking confidently, she continued. “To answer Ginger’s question, Core monsters will grant experience to Tablet Wielders. Moreover, dungeons generate useful solidified magic. That means magical items related to the Core type. It’s entirely possible that these adventurers will go in, fight a bunch of monsters, and come out stronger and better equipped than when they entered.”

She tapped her staff on the ground twice. The gemstone at the top flickered, first with a chaotic frenzy, and then again with a threatening black fire. “We haven’t had time to discuss this sooner, my King, but I spoke with Una and Hammy-Todd, then did my own investigation. There are—“

“—two Cores?” Thomas finished.

Her eyes lit up in surprised delight. “Just so.” A coil of her purple hair bobbed as she tipped her head in a sign of respect. “How did you know that?”

“Don’t get too excited,” he said with a laugh. “I had a dream. What can you tell us about these Cores?”

“One is Chaotic. The other is pure Demonic. The dangerous thing is that it has a Parasite modifier and has been consuming the Chaos Core.”

At the dryad’s announcement, Briar and Thorn both inhaled sharply.

“No Demon Core should be so far from the Demon King’s realm,” Thorn hissed. “Do you know how long it’s been here?”

A notification blipped, and Thomas glanced at his Tablet just long enough to skim it as she replied.

“Parasite Cores exist to consume rival dungeons,” the dryad replied, “and they usually do it rapidly. From what I’ve been able to tell, these two Cores are currently at about equal strength. The Chaos Core must have once been quite potent, since I believe it spawned at least one, if not two, offspring. For them to be on equal footing now suggests that the Parasite Core arrived here about a year ago, a year and a half at most.”

Thomas did the math, remembering the overturned wagon found in the purifying waters. This thing had come here around the same time Reginald and the Troll King had begun moving against Umadin and his family.

“Are there consequences if this Demonic Core grows stronger?” he asked.

Laylana’s face darkened. “Yes. Terrible ones for your people and for Lotta Tot, Sire,” the druid said somberly. “I believe we still have time to act, otherwise I would have come sooner.”

“My dream suggested the same thing.”

Candi came over, placing a hand on Laylana’s arm. As a Painlasher, she had intimate knowledge of anatomy and avoided the thorns with little effort. “How did you know to meet us here? Not that I mind at all, but I saw our husband sending messages and did not see one for you.”

The dryad motioned to the vines behind her. “Umadin asked me and my sisters to provide a secondary layer of defense to the Cores, among other places around the city. So we placed vines like those where they would be most useful. The vine network notifies us if things go awry. So when the commotion began tonight, I knew. Cores are natural phenomena and fall within the Nature, Magic, and Monster domains. Given that our King has no true mages among his vassals in the capital, it is my responsibility to help my family with such things as best I can.”

Ginger let loose with a yelp of excitement as she fluttered around them. “Yeah! We got the hottest fuckin’ team ever together! We’re the squad with the perkiest tits! Now let’s get down there and fuck some bitches up.” She landed on Thomas’s shoulder and dropped her voice to a purr intended for just him and his women. “So you can finally fuck me up tonight.”

Shooting an amused look at the fairy, Thomas turned and smiled at Laylana. “Thank you for joining us, love.” To the goblins and trolls, he said, “I’m going to work with Umadin to ensure you all get maximum experience. Expect your tasks to continue to come from him for the most part. Bee-Two, take your group down and secure the first area below. Briar and Thorn, if you’ll have your ladies on the lookout for magical surprises, I’d be grateful.”

“Sire?” Lulu gestured. “I feel like we’ve skipped over something very important here. Why would you risk yourself personally in such a dangerous situation when you have us to deal with this?”

Thomas nodded to her, holding up his Tablet and showing everyone his newest notification.

“This is why.”

Incursion Notification: You have successfully uncovered a secret attack from a rival Royal Tablet Wielder you are at [War] with. Because of your status as the [Defender], your Vassals and Inner Circle members who are directly involved in defeating this attack will receive 75 experience points. Bonus Conditions: If you personally lead the defensive action, you and all supporters will receive an additional 100 experience points. This bonus is on top of any experience points gained from defeating monsters in the dungeon or overcoming enemy Adventurers (which will yield a significant bonus as well). Note that while you must be present, you need not engage directly in combat.


Lulu let out a little whine of protest. “Sire, I don’t think a little experience is worth risking your life.”

“Read the text again. It says me and everyone involved will receive the bonus. Lulu, that’s all of you, plus a group of my elites. It’s huge, and it will go far to help shore up our ranks for the next attack. I have to go. It would be irresponsible for me to stay back while the women I love risk their lives. I don’t have to fight, I just need to be there in the back leading the engagement. I’ll leave actual fighting to the combat experts like you.”

When Lulu opened her mouth to protest again, Candi took a small step over, putting her hand on the shorter woman’s arm.

“Lulu, he’s right. We’re on the brink of open war with a dangerous foe. While we’re stronger than we were, Reginald clearly has not been idle. Even with all the good Thomas has done, the gap between us and Reginald’s potential capabilities is large, assuming I understand our husband’s dream correctly. It’s obvious that Reginald has help we were not aware of. We’re talking about an amount of experience points that might take a year for some to earn, and that’s training diligently.”

Lulu’s expression of concern began to soften.

“And,” the Troll Queen added, “he will not lack for protection. We have the troops with us, and Briar and Thorn are capable Vassals in their own right.”

The succubi leaders nodded. “We’re pregnant, not dead,” Thorn said. “We have access to useful spells and can remain at the back to protect him. If we have to flee, we will.”

There was no fear in her voice, nor was there any hint of shame at the idea of running away. Thomas said nothing, because he understood. They were in Lotta Tot to help the Infernal Queen grow her ranks of succubi. While they were willing to help him, they were not going to put their children at risk – not that he wanted them to. Outside of bedroom activities, the infernal women were highly pragmatic creatures.

He looked around to see if there was any further argument. With everyone in agreement, he quickly relayed what was happening to Umadin. His father replied in a few moments.

Umadin: You’re taking a calculated risk, though it’s a decision any true Goblin King would make. I’m surprised you’ve grown into your chaos and confidence this quickly, but I’m proud of you. I’ll manage the troops. I have three Vassals among them and have commanded Bee-Three and Bee-Four to join you. That’ll be over a hundred of our best troops all in line to defend you and earn at least a level’s worth of experience points.

Thomas felt a swell of pride at his father’s words.

Thomas: How long will it take for the other units to arrive?

Even as he sent the message, the sound of footfalls rose from a nearby street. Within any settlement he controlled, Thomas’s people were lightning fast, and Umadin had clearly been prepared to react.

Thomas’s Tablet popped up a new notification, giving him the list of his father’s assignments. He’d labeled the information as “Incursion Defense Force Breakdown.” Thomas skimmed it quickly, then stepped up to the entrance to the stairwell.

When Umadin had had the defensive structure built, Vesta, their resident Chaos Shaman, had installed spell seals. A rough charcoal outline concealed a magic symbol keyed to Thomas’s chaos. Putting his palm against it unlocked the bolts on the heavy iron doors below with a loud clicking sound.

“Okay, I unlocked the door.” He waved at the goblins and trolls. “I’ll trust you to follow your General’s orders.”

A troll the size of a tank grunted, throwing an arbalest over his shoulder as he made his way down the stairs. Another troll followed, and then three goblin archers scrambled down behind them. The pattern, trolls, then goblins, repeated as they descended.

Thomas watched the procession for a moment before he got to work.

Immediate Task: Look for traps or mechanisms that could be useful.
Assigned to: Ginger
Estimated Time to Completion: N/A
Estimated Risk: High.
Potential Rewards: Low-to-high (5-150 experience points, depending on the findings)


Immediate Task: Protect and Heal the Injured
Assigned to: Laylana
Estimated Time to Completion: N/A
Estimated Risk: Medium-to-low.
Potential Rewards: Moderate (10-50 experience points per encounter)


He saw Lulu assigning tasks to Belladonna and Teelah, so he didn’t try to overlap with her. Based on the notifications at the top of his Tablet, he knew Candi and Umadin were working with their units as well.

Confident that he’d milked every opportunity for advancement, Thomas waited until the troops were a minute or so ahead before following them down. As he did so, Ginger buzzed by his shoulder and darted ahead.

“Hey! Where are you going?” he called, suddenly worried for her safety.

The voluptuous fairy fluttered back, mouth open as if she was on the cusp of another foul-mouthed retort. Instead, as she took in his concerned expression, whatever she’d been about to say died in her throat and her face lit up in excitement.

“You’re worried about me?” she gasped.

“Uh. Yeah.”

“That’s so hot.” She closed in until she was hovering right in front of his face. “That is such a fucking turn-on, baby. I am going to wreck you tonight.” This close, Thomas realized he could see her tiny nipples standing out against her overalls.

“But what are you doing?”

Ginger leaned in and planted a little kiss on the end of his nose. “Remember, silly? I can go invisible. If you want me to scout for mechanisms, like traps and shit, I need to be ahead. I’ll be fine, I promise.”

“We’ll follow along with her, Sire,” Lulu said. As Ginger buzzed off, she, Bella, and Teelah all moved ahead, leaving Thomas with Candi, Laylana, and the succubi.

Briar and Thorn tilted their heads together. They were both admiring Candi’s whip, their expressions a shade warmer than he’d have expected given the circumstances.

“Ladies,” Candi said, giving them both a flirtatious, yet firm, look. “Serious time first. Feed and play second.”

“Mhm. Play.” Briar and Thorn said it at the same time, in an eerily haunting echo. A chorus rose behind them, as the six not-yet-pregnant succubi repeated after them.

Rolling his eyes, Thomas finished going down the steps. Candi, Laylana, and the succubi followed.


Incursion Defense Force Breakdown


Bonus Note: Lulu has a +5 bonus to all attributes because of your Tomorrowwright class.
· Elite Goblins (40): Level 5 mix of various combat classes (20-50 experience to reach level 6)
· Standard Infantry Goblins (35): Level 3 (10-30 experience to reach level 4)
· Standard Archer Goblins (25): Level 3 (10-30 experience to reach level 4)
· Elite Trolls (12): Level 6 mix of various combat classes (50-100 experience to reach level 7)
· Lulu Violet: Level 9 Acrobatic Assassin Spy Mistress (250 experience to reach level 10)
· Belladonna: Level 6 Royal Assassin (110 Experience to Reach level 7)
· Teelah: Level 6 Sniper (110 Experience to Reach level 7)
· Ginger: Level 8 Gizmo Engineer (170 Experience to Reach level 9)
· Laylana: Level 10 Forest Walker (320 Experience to Reach level 11*)
· Candi: N/A due to your Tablet settings (Candi is a Queen and her Tablet is her purview)
· Succubi (8): N/A (The succubi aiding you are Vassals to [Lilith] the [Infernal Queen]. Any experience they gain will not be visible on this Tablet.
*Note: Laylana may not gain another level until [King Thomas] is at least level [13].



Chapter 3: Worm Bears and Turtle Ninjas


Thomas had never ventured into the catacombs before. He simply lacked the time. The last several months had been about consolidating his authority and growing his family. If he hadn’t gone to visit the various goblin settlements, he wouldn’t have helped defeat the goblin shaman or taken Ofku.

We also wouldn’t have discovered the probable source of my father’s curse, he thought, or uncovered a plot to steal my chaos, either.

Still, as the group descended through rough-hewn rock into a polished spiral staircase that would have graced an elven palace, Thomas wished he’d had time to explore. From what he’d learned, the ancient goblins had spent most of their time underground.

“This stonework is amazing,” Candi murmured from behind him, sliding her gloved fingers across an elaborate pattern carved into the walls on either side of the stairwell. “Tell me again how your people built this, my husband?”

Seeing no immediate threats or reasons not to talk, Thomas obliged. “From what I’ve gathered, there was once a bloodline of goblins that grew more intelligent as they bred. With every new goblin born, the kingdom became smarter and more capable. At their peak, there were nearly a million of them, both here in this underground complex and in other settlements beneath the ground.”

“That’s so radical,” Candi said in a strange accent. “Totally tubular, even.”

Thomas stopped short on the stairs, looking at the Troll Queen in shock. He knew she was familiar with Earth pop culture, but this reference had come out of left field.

“Radical?”

She returned his look with concern. “Did I not use that expression correctly? There was a movie I saw on one of my trips to Earth, one that featured four adventurous brothers.” She exhaled a fond sigh. “I came across a theater that played only the most important and significant movies from your world, husband. I spent nearly a week there, watching everything they had on the full screen.”

Thomas had an idea what movie she’d seen, based on the context clues.

“And . . . did this movie feature talking turtles?”

“Yes!” Candi exclaimed excitedly. “You know it?”

“You saw Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles in Las Vegas?”

“It was such an incredibly moving story.” She sighed, her gaze stretching out past him. “So stirring and inspiring. I did wonder about one thing, though. How do you think they convinced the umibozu to cross the Veil?”

Thomas’s jaw, already down, dropped a bit further.

“Umibozu?”

“Yes. They are—”

“Are you telling me that fae ninja turtles actually ex . . ." He paused. “Wait, no. I don’t want to know.” He knew Candi was fascinated with Earth culture and had somehow spent months across the Veil. But this was a topic he didn’t have space in his brain for right now. It was time to change the subject.

“So, um, was this before or after you binge-watched all those ‘educational’ movies about human mating rituals?”

She smiled. “Both. It was in the same theater.” Her reply was entirely without guile. Lacking an Earth-based education, Candi didn’t always have the right context to process what she had seen, even if she clearly enjoyed the experience.

Thomas decided to leave this discussion for another time and continued down the stairs. After a few more steps, Candi spoke up again.

“What happened to these great goblins? I would imagine with such numbers, each member of their society would have been quite brilliant.”

“They were,” he replied. “From what I understand, they realized they were endangering themselves and their environment, so they invented some sort of contraceptive. I guess they didn’t balance their joy of carefree sex with the need to maintain a stable population. Or maybe lack of procreation, on top of wars? I’m not entirely sure. We can ask Emily, if you’re curious. She may know.”

“I will. It’s a fascinating subject, and an important one.”

The stairs finally ended at an open archway. A heavy door had once closed it off, but that door was now broken open and lying on the floor beyond it. The arch was fashioned entirely of lapis lazuli, engraved with ancient goblin text. A heavy iron bar, crude compared to the door itself, lay on the ground as well. Magic glowed gently around the bar, radiating from a symbol that mirrored Vesta’s at the top of the stairs.

Thomas continued through the archway and into a winding tunnel. More ancient symbols and drawings covered the walls here, depicting scenes of enterprise, worship, and conflict. While he couldn’t read the words, from what he could parse with his high Cunning score, this seemed to be a pictorial record of the ancient goblin civilization.

He was struck by how closely it resembled many Earth cultures, if more refined. Faced with this level of craftmanship, Thomas began to see that the idea of genius goblin children was simultaneously fascinating and terrifying.

Isn’t that my goal for our people? Smarter, better goblins? Could this be the very reason people fear goblins so much? Am I perpetuating a cycle?

The thought troubled him for several minutes.

Not everything down the hall was pristine or welcoming, though. Moxie, Vesta, and a unit of soldiers had been coming down here for months to map and clear out portions of the ruin, and the evidence of their previous visits was everywhere. Thomas’s group passed blocked up tunnels, more broken doors, and dark rooms full to the brim with trash that had apparently been cleared out of the hall and dumped there.

There were signs of combat as well. Here and there, they came across blood splatter on the floors and walls, broken equipment and weapons, and a few decaying piles of things that Thomas was unable to identify.

“None of this looks fresh,” Laylana observed from nearby.

“No,” Candi agreed.

Their conversation was suddenly interrupted by sounds of combat. The grunts of the trolls and war chants of the goblins rang down the hallway, along with the muted rumbling of some unknown terror. Yet despite the cacophony of sounds, it was somehow Ginger’s shrill, furious voice that rose above it all.

“Worm-Bears! I hate Worm-Bears! Fuck them up trollies! Get ‘em gobbos! Right up the ass! Oooh! Bella, was that a critical hit? You go girl!”

“How can we hear her so clearly?” Briar asked, moving into a gentle jog as Thomas ran forward to see what was happening.

Thomas didn’t even realize he was running toward the battle until several moments after he’d launched himself forward. Hearing Ginger’s cries and knowing Bella was involved just tripped something inside him. Chaos boiled in his guts and filled his head, momentarily overwhelming his Discipline and Cunning. All he wanted to do was protect those he loved.

And kill the shit out of anyone who hurts them.

The thought emerged as a snarl, bestial and dark. His skin went gray, then blackened. Red veins pulsed beneath his flesh. Fingers twitching, he had to actively resist the urge to draw his hands through the air.

That’s the Infernal Goblin bloodline, he realized, remembering their kind from Averdale. The last thing he needed was to accidentally summon a demon. Forcing the temptation down was nearly as difficult as resisting the pull of his lovers.

Fortunately, he lived in a world where mental discipline was everything, and his Discipline attribute was sky high. His skin returned to its normal color just as he erupted from the tunnel and nearly ran over the back row of goblin archers. The gobbos, chanting and moving in harmony, were loosing arrow after arrow, their motions as smooth and practiced as any elf’s.

Ahead of them was carnage.

Thomas took a few steps back and to the side to observe the melee, making room for the rest of their allies as they streamed in with him. They’d arrived in a large rectangular room. It had a tall, nearly thirty-foot high ceiling that was decorated with four lapis and emerald chandeliers. Teal light spilled from the fixtures, making the fight feel like it was taking place beneath the waves.

Three trolls were facing off against four things that at first resembled ten-foot-tall grizzly bears. But rather than fur, the bears were covered in writhing worms. Their faces, chests, and limbs were all studded with ten-inch-long cilia, each of which was tipped with a sharp beak. Roaring and swinging their arms, the bears maintained a close distance with the trolls as the worm-things covering them struck at anything in range.

Thomas’s goblin infantry swarmed in and out beneath the fighting giants. Wielding spears, swords, and daggers, they flitted around the fight, deftly avoiding feet and swiping paws. From his first glimpse of the action, it looked like his side had a clear advantage. The bears were already covered in gaping, bleeding wounds, and the trolls seemed to be resistant to the worms’ snapping beaks.

But for all their injuries, the bears did not appear hampered. Worse, all it took was a casual backhand or a misplaced goblin step for the massive creatures to take a goblin out of the combat. Four or five were down, though Thomas didn’t think any were dead yet. The other goblins were rapidly pulling their downed allies to safety and making room for spearmen to fill the gaps.

Thomas felt a mixture of horror and awe at the spectacle. He’d never seen the goblins and trolls work together like this, not in tandem against such a dangerous foe. Moreover, he’d never thought his chaotic goblins would have enough discipline to save each other’s lives.

Now they did.

“Girls, now!”

Lulu’s voice rose over the din as the little ovisari flipped into the air and landed on one bear’s back. As she struck, she cast Assassin’s strike.

The spell flashed as her blades struck home, dealing critical damage. The bear’s back exploded as if the little woman had unzipped an overstuffed pillow.

Bella and Teelah struck other bears at the same time. Moving with the stealth of a shadow, the black-clad Royal Assassin snuck behind one bear as it turned to swipe at Lulu. Short swords flashing, she slashed the monster’s legs open from behind.

Ptwang! The sound of tendons snapping was as loud as metal cable.

Teelah, their sniper, poured arrow after arrow into the fight. Her shafts punctured a third bear’s ears, ankles, and spine. Most of the arrows did critical damage, creating fist-sized holes with each impact.

Three bears began to falter. Yet as they seemed about to fall, the worms covering their bodies drew inward, leaving behind deep channels in their flesh. The bears’ wounds, other than the channels, seemed to vanish beneath a wave of regenerative healing.

“I hate when they regenerate,” Laylana muttered from Thomas’s side. Lifting her staff, she intoned, “Mushroom cloud.”

A green haze appeared in the air, level with the bears’ heads. As the reinvigorated beasts began returning to the fight, they inhaled lungfuls of the dryad’s spell. Suddenly the worms reappeared, squirming and squealing in pain, and falling dead to the floor as the enchantment did its work.

The last bear, still mostly uninjured, let out a furious roar. It twisted and lashed out at one of the trolls, piercing its thick hide and sending a river of orange blood flowing. Another swipe sent Lulu tumbling across the room.

Yet just as Thomas’s rage flared at the possibility of his lover being injured, a flash of blonde hair and purple-pink wings swooped in to save her.

“I got you!” Ginger shrieked, dipping and grabbing ahold of Lulu in mid-flight. Somehow, impossibly, the tiny fairy slowed her friend from a full-on projectile to something closer to a tennis ball. The assassin came to grips with what was happening in a moment. As they hit the floor, she wrapped her arms around Ginger, taking the impact on her back and rolling out of sight behind the bears.

Movement at his side drew Thomas’s attention. He looked over to see Candi with her whip in one hand. One of the surviving bears had turned on Bella as she moved to protect Lulu and Ginger. Candi lashed out, striking the bear between its legs. It roared in pain as Bella spun around, landing another critical hit. The Troll Queen screamed in delight as the bear fell.

Amused and seeing that the battle was nearing its end, Thomas looked at the succubi behind him. Most were watching the combat, assessing without reacting. But Briar and Thorn were watching Candi closely, their pupils dilated and eyes full of barely concealed lust.

“King Thomas,” Briar rasped, “would you . . . perhaps consider having your wife scream at us a bit? The next time, you know. Next time it makes sense.” Behind her, the other succubi, who he’d thought were only paying attention to the fight, all nodded eagerly.

“Wrong time for that sort of thing,” Thomas retorted.

Trolls and goblins rushed in to finish the fight. With Laylana’s spell killing off the worms, the bears could no longer regenerate their wounds. One, then another, fell to the concentrated barrage of attacks.

When bears were all down, their bodies dissolved into magical mist. As they vanished, he was fascinated to see that not everything disappeared. Some of the blood and viscera remained, and notifications flashed as those in the combat with Tablets received awards.

Laylana moved into the room, casting healing spells on their injured troops. Thomas checked his Tablet for an update on the Incursion Force’s status.

Notice: Your Vassals and Inner Circle members have earned combat experience. The final experience award will be tallied upon leaving this area, or until you take a long rest and request the award. This will minimize notifications and make your adventure a more seamless, uninterrupted process.


Post-Combat Analysis
· Troops Lost: Zero
· Troops Injured (Moderate): 3 Elite Goblins, 2 Standard Infantry, 3 Elite Trolls
· Troops Injured (Severe): 2 Elite Goblins, 4 Standard Infantry, 1 Elite Troll
· Lulu Violet: Minor injuries
· Ginger: Minor injuries
Healing Profile: Minor injuries (between 1 and 3 hit points worth of loss) will recover within the day. Moderate injuries (between 3-12 hit points lost) will recover within the week. Severe injuries (between 13-30 hit points lost) will take weeks or months to recover. Laylana has sufficient mana to tend these injuries, although it will leave her somewhat drained. Note: These values have been adjusted based on the composition of your force.


“Laylana, let’s tend to the severely wounded and have them hold the exit for us,” Thomas said, trying to plot the most efficient way to conserve her mana. “We need them to stay down here to earn the bonus experience, but I don’t want you using up all your magic right at the beginning.”

The dryad touched her staff against a severely injured troll’s side, then glanced over and nodded.

“Certainly, Sire. I have some of the restorative waters, and they should help replenish my mana, but I can only use them once a day. I’ll get the seven worst-injured tended to, then bandage and balm the others. Dungeon Core monsters don’t usually carry diseases, but that doesn’t mean they can’t, especially not the ones who go roaming outside.”

As much as Thomas wanted to learn more about the details of Dungeon Cores and their monsters, now was not the time to go deep into the topic. He was a ruler, and his mission was building, not war. The details could be best left to the specialists.

Like those men in my dreams, he thought as he moved past his troops and into the room.


Chapter 4: Theven, Revealed


The instant Thomas’s feet crossed the room’s threshold, the floor shook, and a chiming sound descended from the ceiling. The chandeliers swayed as a gentle, slightly slurred voice rose around them.

“Welcome Thomas, Goblin King. Please come in, for long have we awaited your return. I would offer to activate maintenance mode to clean up the mess, but I am afraid our mana reserves are dangerously low.”

Intrigued, Thomas looked for the source of the voice. He spotted a line of symbols running across the ceiling, pulsing in time with the speaker’s words. They seemed to emerge from grooves in the walls, suggesting they ran through the whole structure.

“May I ask who I’m speaking with?” Thomas replied.

The goblins and trolls looked around uneasily, the elites clutching their weapons as if preparing for another battle. Lulu, Ginger, Laylana, and the succubi gathered near the exit, though they seemed much less worried.

“I am Steven the Steward, Your Highness. If you’ll allow me, I’ll guide you to the TIS so we can get your Tablet menus updated. You may also infuse the castle’s mana there, too.”

Despite the helpful attitude, with each word Steven spoke, the steward’s slurring accent began to worsen rapidly. “Steven” and “Steward” came out with a decided lisp, making them sound more like “Theven” and “Theward.”

“Um.” Thomas hesitated, uncertain how to react. “Steven, what is the ‘TIS’?”

“Thee Thableth Integrathan Thatian, Thighness.” The slurring was worsening to near incomprehensibility, making Thomas work to understand Steven properly.

“Did you say ‘Tablet Integration Station’?”

Visibly holding back laughter, Candi added, “And did you call him ‘thighness’?”

Steven’s reply took Thomas even longer to parse. “Yeth, and yeth. Cowwunicating drainth thith enthantwent’th retherveth. Thighneth, if ooo would follow the lighth, I’ll lead you to the thee-eye-eth where you can learn awout Lathith Casthle and perform the wituals of westorathun. I’ll woute you awound the wonsters infesting the casthle, unleth you’d prefer to fight them?”

Everyone, other than Laylana, looked around in confusion. Thomas said, “Steven is offering to route us around the monsters and take me to an interface point for my Tablet. I’m guessing it’ll give me insights into this place. Apparently it was once called ‘Lapis Castle’. Do we want to get more experience, or just take the easy way?”

Ginger, who had a nasty bruise on one cheek but was otherwise uninjured, buzzed into the air. “I’m a lover and an engineer, not a fighter. I’ll take fuckin’ over bleedin’ any day.”

“That’s one vote for no combat.” Thomas looked around. “Anyone else?”

Briar said, “I’m with the fairy. Fucking is a lot more interesting than fighting.”

Turning to face her trolls, Candi spoke in their native language. After a bit of back and forth, she said, “They wouldn’t mind reducing the risk level.”

Lulu, Belladonna, and Teelah were all neutral. The trio all found joy in putting their skills to the test, but with Thomas present, they agreed with the risks in too much hand-to-hand combat.

Thomas turned to the druid. “Laylana?”

“I shall always prefer peace to violence, Sire,” she murmured. “I agree with Ginger and succubi.”

Thomas waved at the ceiling. “There you go, Steven. Let’s avoid monsters, if possible.”

“Fkhjslkjf, Thfsong,” Steven said brightly.

Three of the doors around the room, including the exit, all snapped shut. Twinkling lights appeared along the wall, flashing toward the only remaining doorway.

“Are we sure we can trust this thing?” Lulu said out loud, glaring at the closed exit out of the catacombs. “These doors are solid stone. Getting out might be tricky.”

“Laylana, could you get us out if needed?” Candi asked.

The druid considered a moment, then nodded. “Probably. I am not a wizard, but my magic has flexibility theirs does not. If the defenses of this place can’t even maintain a proper guardian spirit, I could probably manage something with the doors.”

Steven said something, but its voice had degraded too much for even Thomas to understand. Whatever it had tried to say came out as mush.

“My intuition tells me we can trust him.” Thomas pointed at the exit. “Steven, just make one sound if the answer is yes, and two if no. Did you close that door to help protect us from something?”

The answer came quickly.

DING!

Spreading his hands, Thomas grinned at the looks of mild amusement his lovers gave him. “Steven wouldn’t lie.” Dropping a bit of the optimistic tone, he went on, “Seriously though, I think this is our best bet. Let’s go ahead with the plan. Leave the severely wounded here, and let’s move forward.”

They set the worst of the wounded troops with their backs to the walls and their weapons in hand. Laylana, who had brought Thomas’s Sack of Storing Things, distributed some spare food and waterskins.

With the injured safe for now, they resumed their trek into the catacombs of Lapis Castle.


Chapter 5: Gothic Revelations


Steven led them down a gently sloping corridor, the descent just sharp enough to be noticeable. It widened as they went down, giving the group space to walk three or four goblins abreast. With only two open vectors for attack, one group of warriors took the lead, while a second split off to protect their rear, leaving Thomas and the women in the center.

Belladonna ended up walking next to Thomas, while Candi fell back to join the succubi, who were soon giggling and making vaguely meek sounds at her. Still recovering from her tumble, Ginger joined Candi, settling on the Troll Queen’s shoulder to join the conversation.

“So you girls like being shit-talked, huh?” she peeped. Candi reached up and tapped the impish fairy’s shoulder in mock annoyance as the discussion continued.

Laylana walked on her own, a few feet ahead of Thomas. The dryad seemed to have focused her attention inward. Being a creature of the forest and used to relative isolation, Thomas suspected she was uncomfortable in this confined space.

Especially given how packed with people it is, he thought.

He turned his attention back to Bella. The lithe Royal Assassin wore something Zaza must have custom-made for her. It was a tight tunic-style shirt with pants that laced up the outsides of her thighs and down the center from her navel. Everything was black but outlined with subtly glowing purple stitching. Slightly thicker banding crossed her arms, wrists, and ankles, and those shone with magic as well.

“What are those?” he asked, pointing at the bands.

Turning to him, she pursed her lips, decorated with the black lipstick she was fond of. “Candi gave them to me before the wedding.”

“She did?” Thomas cocked an eye back at his wife, but she was occupied in talking with the succubi.

“She told me that you and I share a bond she’ll never fully understand,” Bella went on. “That none of the other women in your life are likely to. And then she gave me a wrapped package, along with her invitation to join in the . . .” She trailed off, pale skin turning a lovely shade of pink as she blushed.

“Because we’re both from Earth?”

Bella nodded. The motion sent her bangs cascading across her cheeks, hiding half of her face. The side of her mouth that was left exposed curved upward into a crescent with a hint of a dimple next to her lip piercing. “We came from the same place, and we both know about coffee.”

At her words, Thomas felt something click in the back of his head. Something that had been nagging at him for weeks, finally, suddenly became clear. A flash of memory from his last moments on Earth – he knew why Bella had seemed so familiar all this time.

He took a long, slow breath as he pondered how to address this. “Do you remember anything about your old life yet?”

The goth beauty shrugged. “A bit. Not much. Mostly, I see things in my dreams. Laylana has a spell that’s helped, and I catch glimpses of memories sometimes. She said things may come back and they may not, that passing into the Fey Wilds the way I did can cloud memories, sometimes permanently. But I’ve remembered enough to know I was living alone, in a little apartment over near a bunch of buildings downtown.”

“Downtown where?”

She shrugged again. “Not sure about that part.”

“I think, maybe . . .” Thomas paused, not sure that the timing of this revelation was ideal. His heart told him he needed to be honest with her. “I think the reason you’ve seemed so familiar to me is that you were working at the coffee shop the day Emily and I came to the Fae Wilds. I think, somehow, you got caught in Umadin’s magic and were pulled over with us. I remember sounds of something running off into the woods. I thought at the time that it was an animal. I’m certain now that was you.”

Bella stopped short, blinking a few times and clearly caught off guard by this confession. Then she shook her head. “That’s impossible. If it was a coffee shop, wouldn’t there have been other people? Others besides me would have come through with you guys.”

Laylana, who was just within hearing distance, turned around, walking backwards for a moment. “I agree this sounds unlikely, though for a different reason. Humans can be pulled across the Veil in only two ways that I know of. One, if they willingly allow a fae being to bring them, as Emily did with Thomas. Or two, if they have natural magic, even if it may be dormant.”

“It was her,” Thomas said firmly. “I remember now. Emily and I ordered coffee, and she brought it out to our table. I remember her hair and that nose ring.”

Bella looked up at Thomas, bewildered, then down at herself. “I have magic in me? I don’t feel magical. I mean . . .”

Adjusting her grip on her staff and moving it back and forth in front of Bella, the purple-tressed druid began whispering the words of a spell. The gemstone at the head of her staff flickered, glowing a warm brown color. Then her eyes lit up.

“Hedge magic,” Laylana said. “Of course. Bella, you have the spark of a witch within you. It appears dormant, but it’s definitely there. Did you, perhaps, practice such rituals back on Earth?”

The dark-haired assassin gaped at Thomas and Laylana. Then she tugged up a sleeve, revealing an elaborate symbol tattooed on her forearm. “I think . . . this is supposed to be a symbol of Gaia, the Earth Goddess. On Earth, anyway. I just don’t remember why or when I got it.”

The dryad gazed down at the tattoo for a few moments, then squeezed Bella on the shoulder. “It is a symbol of power here as well. Worry not. If you wish to learn the ways, you can.”

“But what about my Tablet?” Bella asked. “Doesn’t that make me only a Royal Assassin?”

Thomas knew the answer to that one. “No,” he said. “Your tablet class gives you a much easier progression path, but it doesn’t restrict your organic growth. You can know spells or tricks that it doesn’t codify. You just can’t throw experience into them and get instant insights like you can with your assassin class.”

“Oh.” Bella gave Laylana a shy look. “I’d like that a lot, Miss Laylana.”

Snorting, Laylana leaned in and kissed Bella on the forehead. “We are in love with the same man, dear Bella. We will soon be sharing him at the same time. You must simply call me Laylana.”

As the druid moved away, Thomas touched Bella’s shoulder. “I’m sorry it was my fault you were captured. I had no idea what we were doing that day or that anyone could have been pulled along with us. What happened to you is not something I’d ever want, not for anyone, and especially not for you.”

Trembling at his touch, Bella turned toward him, letting him see the shine of her dark, soulful eyes. “Thomas, however it happened, I’m glad I’m here with you and the others. Being captured by Reginald definitely sucked, but that’s over. The damage wasn’t permanent. You’ve given me a home, a place where I feel like I belong and make a difference. I don’t remember much from Earth, but I remember that I didn’t have anything like that back then.” Warmth and vulnerability filled her eyes. “I know the place I came from didn’t feel like home. Here, with you and the family you’re building, it feels like this could be my family as well.”

He exhaled. “I’m glad to hear that.”

Bella smiled.

“So can I ask you a question?”

“Of course.”

But before she could say anything more, the hallway abruptly leveled out, revealing a nexus with multiple branching exits. Scurrying sounds came down one hallway and clawing noises from another. The room was partially filled with random debris, much of it piled against the walls. Then the lights flashed, leading not to one of the open exits but rather directly at the largest pile of trash.

“Sire?” A troll asked as he regarded the apparent directions.

“Go ahead,” Thomas replied. “We’ll trust Steven for now.”

Without further comment, the trolls and goblins began clearing away the debris. A concealed doorway soon appeared behind it. A troll elite tested the knob.

“Locked, Sire,” the troll said.

Lulu pushed her way to the front, giving the troll a scolding look. “Don’t touch things that could be trapped before I have a chance to examine them,” Lulu said. Metal flashed between her fingers as she pulled out her lock-pick kit and got to work.

“Lulu,” Laylana said in the same scolding voice, “don’t try to pick locks that might be magically warded before I have a chance to examine them.” She quickly joined the ovisari at the door.

Two of the succubi glided past Thomas and Bella. They made no announcements about helping, but as soon as they came up behind Laylana and Lulu, he saw them making gestures with their sharp-nailed hands.

“The door is warded,” Laylana and the succubi all announced at the same moment.

There was an embarrassed pause before the dryad continued with a vaguely competitive glance at the succubi, “Give me a few minutes to remove this. Then Lulu can safely pick the lock.”

“Go ahead,” Thomas replied. He turned to Bella. “Why would the guide lead us to a locked and warded door?”

“Perhaps it bypasses something more dangerous in this direction, or leads to a secret corridor that isn’t full of monsters?”

He glanced behind them, surprised to see Candi and Ginger still in an animated discussion with the rest of the succubi. Thorn was making a gesture in the air, as if asking to caress Candi’s whip. The Troll Queen shook her head and not-so-subtly glanced at Thomas.

The succubi all shuddered in obvious pleasure. Had he not come to know them as well as he had, he might have taken the infernals’ behavior as false or exaggerated. He knew it was not. On the contrary, they were unable to help acting this way in his presence.

During their time together, Thomas had realized just how desperate the succubi were for a man who was immune to their charms. The women were literally formed from male desires and lust, yet any time they acted on it, the men they touched were in danger of losing their souls.

Thomas was one of the few, if not the only man in the Fae Wilds who was resistant to that effect. That resistance made the succubi desperate to please him and to be taken in ways no other man could manage without swiftly dying. As a result, their naturally predatory instincts were suppressed in his presence, and this oddly submissive side emerged.

The succubi might not be his vassals – they had a queen with her own agenda that Thomas was still unclear on – but they were as loyal to him as any of those formally sworn to his service. Briar and Thorn had literally groveled at his feet for the smallest taste of his seed, and he knew they would do it again now with the merest snap of his fingers.

He felt Bella touch his shoulder. “I’m ready to ask my question, Sire.”

Pulled out of his self-reflection, Thomas remembered that the mystery of the door had interrupted his moment with the goth beauty. He saw her looking up at him, eyes big and liquid as they returned his gaze.

“Do you think . . . maybe . . . the reason you’ve been holding back with me is because you were worried about losing me? Once I knew about you bringing me over?”

He shook his head. “Not at all. I honestly didn’t remember until just now, and I’m embarrassed it took me this long. So that’s absolutely not the issue. Candi and I had a wedding to enjoy, and we needed to honor that bond properly. Every relationship needs space to mature, to let love grow. That takes time. So I didn’t want us to rush into intimacy, especially given your, uh, current state, unless we were both certain what we were getting into.”

Bella smirked. “My ‘current state’? You mean the fact that I’m a virgin?”

“Yes. Not knowing why that’s the case, I didn’t want to assume anything.”

Her mood lightened. “I mean, technically I still am, but given all the playtime I’ve had with you and your wives over the past few weeks, I would have thought my virginity wasn't that big a deal to you.”

“It is,” he said, perhaps a bit more sharply than he intended. Seeing the confusion in her eyes, he softened his tone. “Look, I’m not explaining myself well here. I have a ritual obligation to have sex with lots of people. Lots. You know that, and why it is. The orgies are a way to bond with my people and give back to those in need. Without them, I know that a lot of people would suffer, especially in the long run. But it’s not . . . not the same thing I’ve been doing with you all. It’s a very different kind of emotional connection than what I want with you and the others. It’s what my people need. It’s what Thomas the Goblin King needs, but it’s not what I, Thomas the man, need. It’s not what my heart needs.”

Bella’s face went pale as she listened to his monologue.

“It’s . . . not?” She sounded almost surprised.

“No. With you and the others, I need to be valued for who I am, not what I am. Not for my role, or my powers. The process of helping repopulate the Fae Wilds is fun, but for most of the women I’m with, that’s all it is. They need my seed, and I give it to them. But it doesn’t leave me feeling loved.”

At his words, Bella’s eyes grew damp. “Are you saying you wanted to wait for us to have more time together, because you want something more from me?”

“Yes. That’s what I’m saying. That’s the only thing my heart has room for. ”

She leaned against his chest, hugging him tightly. There was no lust in her touch, no exchange of promises for future intimacy. For a moment, it was just a man and a woman sharing a moment.

“Got it!” Lulu called, as the concealed door clicked open.

Ginger, who had joined the group at the door, called out from beside the ovisari. “Holy shit. What the hell is that? Let’s go!”

Without waiting for anyone else, the fairy shot through the door.

“Damn it, Ginger!” Lulu snapped, running after her with Laylana and the succubi right behind her.


Chapter 6: An Energizing Ceremony


The concealed room was not at all what Thomas had expected. There were no monsters, no great hoard of wealth. It was something else entirely, something that was also not surprising once he reflected for a moment.

It was a lavish bedchamber built to goblin tastes. Multiple beds ringed a central dais in a theater-sized arena, easily a hundred feet across. The blue stone walls of the chamber were carved with sequential hieroglyphs, and an elaborate arcane control panel rested on the far side. The panel looked like something out of an old horror movie, covered in all sorts of levers, switches, dials, and gauges.

As Thomas entered the room, the flickering lights continued to the center of the ceiling, then radiated outward in a starburst pattern.

“This is clearly where Steven wanted us to go,” Thomas observed.

Ding!

“But why?” Candi asked, moving past him to study the carvings on the walls. “What is this place?” Laylana joined her as the succubi piled into the room.

“It’s obvious,” Ginger called, wings buzzing so fast they were all but invisible as she fluttered around the chamber. “The story is all here.” She gestured enthusiastically at the walls and control panel.

Stopping near the closest scene, Thomas looked it over. It depicted a simplified diagram of the room they were standing in, except with a figure on the center dais. Women lay on all the beds all around it. The art was simple, but the gist of it was clear enough. Each woman was busy pleasuring herself in plain view of the central figure. Above the scene was a large symbol that looked to Thomas like a dam with its gate closed.

“This thingamajigger over here is a magical engine,” Ginger said, pointing at the control panel. “It’s been low on power for a long time. The inertia barometer at the top?” She pointed at one of many gauges, none of which made any sense to Thomas. “That’s bottomed out. It means we need to prime it with a lot of mana. The one below it, that’s going to be the energy tank. I bet that’s what powers whatever all this is connected to.”

“What?” Lulu exclaimed. “How do you know all that?!”

“I’m a fucking fairy engineer! Magical engineering! This is what we do!”

Listening to Ginger’s explanation, Thomas took a few steps over to study the next graphic. This one showed the women performing a variety of sex acts with the figure and each other. Again, the figure stood in the center, in the same spot atop the dais, and the same symbol was over it.

Turning from the panels, Laylana said, “Aren’t magical engines like this normally attuned to one magic type?”

“Some are.” Ginger bobbed up and down. “Agnostic ones tend to be less potent. If you’re fueling an underground castle or whatever this place is, I suspect it’s specific. Especially since this is under a goblin castle.”

Thomas nodded, stomach sinking as he saw at last what Ginger was getting at. “I think I know what fuels it,” he muttered.

He looked over a few more of the images, which were all in the same vein. The whole sequence looked like a raunchy web comic. The thought came and went as he crossed the room to the final graphic in the sequence.

This one was different.

It showed the women lined up, kneeling at the figure’s feet as he released a torrent of wavy lines from between his legs. The image over this one was different as well. It no longer appeared closed. Above it were a hundred or more of the same wavy stripes. Each one led to a device that looked like the control panel.

Ginger flew over, inspecting the image with him. “Hey! Is that guy jizzing all over those women?”

With a deep, forlorn sigh, Thomas shook his head. “Not quite, Ginger. But you’re right about the rest of it. This place?” He made a circular motion with a finger. “I’m certain it’s powered by goblin chaos.”

A loud Ding! Came from above as Steven signaled his agreement. Thomas just nodded.

“Yeah, see here? I think these images show a specific ceremony, probably one the goblin kings of this place must have used as a backup to start this engine whenever it ran out of mana. Based on that reservoir of stripes above the last one, I’m guessing they had to perform it around a hundred times to get the room to full charge.”

Ding!

Candi looked up at him in mild awe. “How can you know that?”

“Educated guess. Based on some of the things I’ve felt and sensed during the breeding orgies. I know I haven’t talked about this in detail, but there’s more to it than making babies.”

Thomas turned, looking around for any signs of monsters or danger. There were none. Other than the beds, dais, and control panel, the room was empty.

“Remember what we were discussing about goblin contraceptives? The hyper-intelligent goblins eventually stopped breeding on purpose. I’m betting this ritual is something like the breeding ceremonies, except they weren’t breeding. They were doing it for a different reason.”

Again, Steven signaled that Thomas was on the right track.

Ding!

Ginger made a confused face. “So why is that goblin king, or whoever he is, shooting magic chaos-jizz out of his cock at the very end? Why isn’t he shooting it in them? If they’re not breeding, what’s the point?”

And that was it. The hard part. Doing his best not to make a sour face, Thomas explained.

“That question is the answer, Ginger. The more passion I feel, the more chaos rises in me. When I release, it ebbs briefly, just like the normal sexual cycle for most men. When I’m properly motivated, the chaos will take over so I can continue basically indefinitely. That chaos is what powers the breeding.”

“So . . . what is going on here?” Laylana asked.

“The machine collects the chaos when you cum?” Ginger peeped. “So we just have to fuck to recharge this place?”

The sound of Stephen’s disagreement rang from the ceiling.

Ding! Ding!

“I’m pretty sure If all we do is fuck, your bodies will absorb my chaos before the machine can. Because we don’t have the contraceptives they did.”

Ding!

Laylana turned to him. “I see it. If we had the contraceptives, our bodies would not draw the chaos from you, and the machine could collect it.”

Ding!

Ginger clapped, bobbing up and down eagerly. “That’s it! It makes perfect sense. The dais draws on the chaos and routes it to the reservoir.”

Stephen agreed with Ginger, and the Chime! that emerged seemed even more excited than before. Thomas looked up at the ceiling.

“But we don’t have the contraceptive.”

Ginger buzzed up to him. “What if you just, um, took care of yourself while we were down here, I guess, providing some, um, ‘visual stimulation’?”

There was a single very weak, depressed Chime.

“It would work?” Thomas asked.

Ding.

“But not well.”

Ding!

Thomas glanced up at the symbols on the ceiling. “When they did it, it took a hundred times. If we tried it the way Ginger suggests, it would take more?

Ding!

“How many times more?” Candi asked. “Chime whatever times a hundred it would be.”

Stephen’s chime rang off at least twenty times. Thomas rubbed his forehead in frustration.

“Look, even I cannot stand up here jerking off two thousand times.”

“To be clear, Stephen,” Candi said, “we need to figure this out to get things working again? If Thomas somehow recharges your mana reservoir, you’ll be able to communicate with us normally and operate the systems again?”

Ding!

She added, “And you would you also be able help us with the adventurers and Dungeon Cores down here?”

The question seemed to confuse Stephen. Ding?

“Uh?” she replied, equally confused by the ceiling’s strange, twangy tone. She looked at her husband.

“Reword it to focus on Thomas,” Laylana suggested. “It’s clear the magic of this place responds specifically to him. So it’s possible whatever reserves are left are, well, reserved for interacting with him. Or maybe they can only react to him. Who knows?”

Candi tried again. “Would you also help King Thomas with the adventurers and Dungeon Cores down here?”

Ding!

“So what’s the fucking solution here?” Ginger squeaked.

Thomas looked around the room. “We need to come up with a way to conduct a normal breeding ceremony, in a way that the machine can collect my chaos, instead of your bodies doing it, without the contraceptive.”

“Stephen is the secret of the contraceptive down here?” Laylana asked.

Ding!

Thomas looked up. “Do you think there’s any chance of our finding it without getting you functional again?”

Stephen’s reply dripped with sad resignation.

Ding. Ding.

“I suspect it’s somewhere we can’t get into otherwise,” Candi said.

Ding.

Thomas groaned and looked around at his women. “Anyone have any suggestions?”

For a few moments, no one said anything. Then he noticed Briar slowly raising her hand in the back.

“Sire?”

“What?”

“If I am understanding you correctly, you need some way of collecting your chaos at the moment of release? Something to absorb it before your wives do?”

“Right.”

She looked around at the other succubi. “That is not unlike what we do, except with normal men, it is fatal.”

“How does that help us here?”

Ginger suddenly let out a squeal of excitement and zipped around the room. “Wait! I’ve got it!”

“What?” Thomas asked.

“These beds clearly absorb the chaos. If—if—if I could connect the succubi to them, I bet the beds could draw the chaos from them, if they drew it from us.”

There was an uncertain Chime. Thomas looked at the graphics again. “The wives are all lying on the beds.”

“All of you on the beds!” Ginger yelled at the succubi. Then she turned to Thomas. “Get up on the dais, and do whatever it is you’re supposed to do.”

Thomas climbed up to the dais. In the center were two round-topped posts tipped in nubs that resembled nipples.

Beep!

Looking up, he saw two lights, one above each of the short posts. When he put his hands on both posts, his Tablet appeared with a flash. A notification appeared, hovering in front of his face.

Notice: You are touching a Tablet Integration Station for [Lapis Castle]. As the [Goblin King], you are automatically authenticated to synchronize with this. Do you wish to integrate? [Y/N]

He selected “yes.”

A new sub-tab appeared on his tablet: Lapis Castle.

With some effort, he manipulated the tab open with his mind. Flipping to this chamber, he saw translated blocks of text that described everything they’d already figured out – with one big exception.

Siphon Pillers: The pillars at the center of the room will draw all excess chaos produced in this area. The act of goblin celebration will fuel it naturally. Without direct contact, this can take up to [300] mating ceremonies. By maintaining contact with the pillars and actively extruding chaos into them, a Goblin King may enhance the process and bring it down to a mere [100] ceremonies.

“So I have to stand here, holding these wooden boobs, for the entire ceremony?” he asked the Tablet. “You’re shitting me.”

He kept reading.

Note: If you remove one hand from both pillars, it will reduce the effectiveness by 20%. Thus, it is acceptable to use a single hand, as needed, during the ceremony. Be aware that it may slow down maximum absorption, however.

As Thomas got settled in, the succubi lay down on the stone beds. There were left two unoccupied, but Thomas figured this would either work or it wouldn’t. Ginger flew over to the control panel and began fiddling with things.

“Now, I don’t know, make some chaos or something.”

“Sire?” Briar asked.

“Someone stimulate him,” Ginger said.

Candi stepped over to Thomas and ran a finger up his side in one of her Painlasher tricks. He shivered a bit, and while he saw what they were trying to do, it didn’t quite work.

Ginger let out a frustrated noise. “Nothing! Someone suck his dick!”

Thomas groaned loudly and held up a hand. “I am not doing this with all the trolls and goblins watching.” He pointed at the exit door. “Soldiers, out!”

The goblin elites made a whiny, pouting sound of disappointment.

“But, Sire,” one muttered. “Gobbos love to watch our King. We will cheer and motivate!”

Not wanting to discourage his loyal troops, Thomas paused and rubbed his forehead in frustration for a few moments.

“Look, I get that. I appreciate your enthusiasm for this. But to make this work, I have to be focused. There are audiences I can tolerate here, and those I cannot.” He waved his finger at the door again, “All of you. Out.”

Shoulders slumped, the goblins left the room, clearly dejected, though the trolls didn’t seem to mind. When the door closed behind the last of the guard, Candi slid her hand into Thomas’s pants and began stroking him gently.

Ginger gasped. “I see something! It’s reacting.”

Candi stroked him more eagerly, and Thomas felt his chaos starting to rise. He looked down at Briar, who had opened her wings and was now shamelessly fingering herself as she watched. He felt the familiar pull as the succubi drank up his lust.

“Uh . . .” Ginger said.

“What?” Thomas asked.

“I guess it’s working. But it’s drawing so little of it. This is going to take forever.” Ginger looked up. “How the shit are we going to get enough juice out of him to equal a hundred of these ceremonies? Thievan, will one pop be enough?”

Sullen-Ding. Sullen-Ding.

“See?” She bobbed up and down in the air, eyeing Thomas. “I mean, I’m all for being stuck in here with all of you for another breeding ceremony. But if time is an issue, and it seems like it is . . .”

Thorn held up her hand. “Little fairy,” she said. “I suspect I know the problem. We are made from male lust, and we exist to amplify it so we may feed and reproduce. We need to be more than passive conduits here. If we are able to actively participate in this ceremony, we should be able to amplify the chaos we collect.”

“Participate how?” Thomas asked.

Before Briar or Thorn could reply, Candi uncoiled her whip and leered at the succubi. “I have an idea, actually.” She wrapped the end around her other hand and snapped it between her fists. The infernal women all moaned in naked lust.

Ginger let out a yelp. “Hey! That did it!”

Candi smiled at Thomas. “Allow me to conduct things, husband, and this should work.”

Thomas looked around the room at his women and the others. Teelah seemed excited at the chance to finally get in on the playtime with the others, as did Briar, Thorn and the succubi. The whole group stood there with faces contorted in hunger for his lust and chaos.

“All right. Let’s do this.”

“Husband?” Candi asked, “Did you just say that you have to stand there, holding those pillars?”

An uneasy feeling settled in his stomach. Before he could reply, Ginger flew over to Bella’s shoulder. The fairy leaned in, rolling her tongue across the assassin’s earlobe. At the same time, Lulu stepped to the side and back, reaching around Bella’s back to cup the girl’s firm, perky breasts through her top.

“I believe he did,” Lulu replied, rolling her thumbs across Bella’s chest.

Teelah looked from the girls to Thomas. Her lips parted, and he swore he saw a bit of drool threatening to ease past them. “Do you think, maybe, we could see more of him, too?”

The sniper had been open about favoring women, but Thomas also knew she’d been quietly hinting to Lulu and others about her curiosity toward him for a while.

“My love,” Candi said, fingertips moving down the front seam of her armored latex outfit. As if by magic, the seam popped open, revealing a delicious boob window. The latex stopped just short of her nipples. “Would you care for a little help disrobing? Since you have to keep your hands in place, it only seems fair.”

Thomas’s skin was already turning gray. The control panel lit up, the needle inside one of the gauges flickering back and forth, though it remained on the low end. A metered gauge above it shone with a fingernail’s width of rainbow green light. The counter above read: 0.1%.

Thomas groaned again. “Fine. Laylana, I hope you brought plenty of water and food.”

Laughing, the dryad made her way up the pillar. “Of course, my love.” She stopped in front of him, leaning in and pressing a kiss against his mouth. She tasted like strawberries and wine.

It was a slow, luxurious kiss, one of searching and promises. Maintaining the contact, she ran her fingers across his body. He was certain she had cast some sort of spell, though he couldn’t imagine what it was. The next thing he knew, his clothes were gone, and she was walking away, the motion of her hips drawing his eyes to her waistline and taut, well-formed behind.

Deletus Clothesus, perhaps?

“Oh god, he’s . . . gorgeous,” Teelah said in a tone that was a mixture of disbelief and intrigue.

“Isn’t he?” Ginger squeaked. “Look at that fuckin’ tool!”

Lulu slid her hands down and over Bella’s hips. “He’s always been handsome. But every level he gets, it just intensifies.”

With a sigh of pleasure, Bella locked eyes with Thomas and began rocking her hips back against Lulu. “We’re so fucking lucky,” she said – then blushed as if she hadn’t realized she’d said it out loud.

Moans rose from around the room, and Thomas looked past his women to see the succubi on the beds. He watched as the gorgeous infernal women flung open their leathery wings, exposing their naked bodies to him.

A succubus was, by definition, impossibly gorgeous. Yet they were distinct in their beauty. Briar had the tall, elegant look of a traditional supermodel. Even with a little baby bump, she maintained every iota of her appeal. Thorn was more curvy and thick, but maintained a taut, not-quite over-ripeness to her equally pregnant state.

The other succubi were variations along that spectrum. Two were quite short, and one of them was almost as stacked as a goblin, while the other was incredibly fit. Each of the other four were equally different and equally delicious.

The eight of them teased him and one another in elaborate, fleshy origami patterns. The view was enough to send his chaos rioting.

Bella's moans drew Thomas’s attention back. The girl was now naked, and Lulu was cupping her breasts and kissing around the edge of her neck. Teelah had dropped to her knees and pushed her head between Bella’s thighs, while Ginger rode the assassin’s shoulder like a bucking bronco.

“Soon!” Ginger called, as much a threat as a warning.

Laylana and Candi had likewise paired off. Candi had her enchanted whip wrapped around the dryad’s hips, her other hand gliding between the dryad’s thighs. Laylana’s dress was in a puddle next to their feet. Lusty, impassioned sounds rose from the pair, both of them maintained eye contact with Thomas as their pleasure ramped up.

Every woman in the room, save for Teelah with her face pressed between Bella’s legs, was looking up at him. Their gazes made it clear what the demonstration was for. It was as if merely looking at him was enough to drive them all into fits of wanton lust and depravity.

Yet even as Thomas felt his chaos ascending beyond anything he’d ever felt, he saw what mattered here.

Lulu’s heated attention came with soft, encouraging smiles. Laylana and Candi, though genuine in their performance, kept licking their lips and winking at him, as they played. Ginger was Ginger, shouting about how she wanted him to stuff her like a pastry. Even Bella gave him a heavy-lidded look of promise.

Finally Teelah peeled her mouth away from Bella’s core. She turned to glance over her shoulder at him, eyes heavy-lidded and shy. Her eyes cut to his cock.

“May I taste you, Sire?”

The flickering gauge rose to 75%, and the magic storage had ticked up to 1%. He mentally re-labeled the first gauge Chaos Throughput, since it appeared to be measuring his arousal. As he did, the label updated on his Tablet, providing him with an easier way to check in on their progress.

“You may,” he said through gritted teeth, using every iota of discipline he had not to go full G-Mode.


Chapter 7: It’s Hard, Being the Goblin King


Teelah approached the dais as the women around the room repositioned themselves. Candi turned to the succubi.

“It’s time to get to work, ladies.” Unlimbering her whip, she stepped away from Laylana. “On your knees, away from me!”

All eight succubi rolled over in unison, pulling up their knees and raising their firm behinds toward Thomas. He now had a perfect view of eight glistening pussies.

Candi swirled her whip through the air, cracking it across Briar’s butt with the skill of an expert Painlasher. Briar cried out in lust as the whip struck her most sensitive spot in a way that clearly sent her arousal into orbit. She repeated the motion with every one of them. Thomas glanced at the gauges again.

Chaos Throughput: 80%
Magic Store: 1.1%


Thomas made eye contact with Teelah, watching as her eyes traced his body and down between his thighs. Her expression of disbelief only grew as she closed the distance. It took him a moment, given the sounds elsewhere in the room, but he heard her whispering, “Why does he smell so good?”

Stopping in front of him, Teelah peeled out of her clothes. Her motions were halting and uneven, as if she was distracted by simply being near him. The sight of her perky, freckle-dusted chest gripped his attention as two hard, rosy nipples popped free of her top.

Out of her armor, Thomas saw that the girl had several pale battle scars. One ran enticingly across her flat stomach and another across her upper thigh. The rest of her was smooth and tan, and she reached out to brush her fingers across his chest.

Thomas remained still as her questing fingers moved across his flesh. Looking over Teelah’s shoulder, he saw the succubi still kneeling at Candi’s feet. The Troll Queen had remained dressed so far. With one hand, she dragged the handle of her whip across their submissive bodies as she walked around the ring. Her other hand slowly caressed their dripping slits as she spoke down to them. He couldn’t hear what she was saying, but he had the distinct impression it was filthy enough to make Ginger proud.

Bella walked over to one side of the gathering. Naked, she knelt to watch him and Teelah. Her eyes were dark and wide, fixated on what was happening, yet she seemed content not to join in with the others again.

To Thomas’s delight, Lulu and Laylana came closer to the bottom of the dais. As she finally disrobed, Lulu’s fit, ripe body came into view. Seeing his beloved never failed to send a thrill through Thomas’s heart and body. The sight of her beside Laylana added fuel to his fire. As the two women kneeled in place, knees spread to give him a full view of their willing, waiting bodies, he felt nothing but love and devotion from them both.

Ginger fluttered nearby, and she clearly hadn’t achieved climax yet. “This is fabulous, but I fucking need to get off.”

Teelah gestured to her invitingly, and the fairy slid down between the sniper’s thighs. Fixing herself against the other girl’s pussy, Ginger began to beat her wings rapidly until her body was vibrating.

The blonde girl moaned – a pure, animalistic sound. As if Ginger’s attentions had unlocked something, Teelah bent forward to run her tongue down the flat of Thomas’s stomach. A moment later, he felt her breath on the tip of his cock.

“I don’t know how,” she said, hesitating. Looking over her shoulder, she waved at Lulu. “Will you show me?”

“Gladly.” With a worshipful, starved look, the pink-haired ovisari leaned forward. Dropping onto all fours, she gave him a ludicrously extravagant view of her heart-shaped ass and the gentle sway of her breasts as she crawled over to join them.

She knelt at his feet, leaning up to kiss his stomach. “I love you,” she said softly, just for him.

“And I you,” he replied.

Then she leaned down and sealed her lips against the tip of his cock, taking up the glistening little drop that had emerged. She moaned at his flavor, hips bucking as she reached orgasm almost instantly. But she held on, taking her time and making sure Teelah could see her technique.

Thomas felt his toes curling, barely resisting the urge to touch his lover and not wanting to break contact with the posts. He didn’t like it. It wasn’t right. Lulu needed his touch, just as he wanted to give it to her. But he held fast, knowing why.

This is for the kingdom, he thought, forcing his gaze over to the gauges.

Chaos Throughput: 85%
Magic Store: 1.2%


As he’d suspected, it wasn’t enough. It wasn’t going fast enough either. He couldn’t afford to release the posts.

Lulu’s mouth, all liquid warmth, slid down the underside of his cock. Sliding to the side to make room, she gestured for Teelah to mirror her efforts. With Ginger still vibrating between her thighs, Teelah eagerly leaned forward. Her lips against the other side of his shaft were enough to take the Chaos Throughput to 87%.

“He tastes like . . .” Then Teelah moaned as she began to climax from his taste and Ginger’s efforts. Her shudders of ecstasy sent vibrations through his shaft, which Lulu happily took advantage of.

Pink hair flashed as the ovisari wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock. Her cheeks dimpled as she looked up, making eye contact during the rhythmic moans of Teelah’s orgasm.

“She tastes great!” Ginger declared, fluttering upward to join them. “But I get a turn with him too! My human!”

Lulu made room for the horny fairy. Ginger happily wriggled out of her overalls, revealing implausibly large breasts for her tiny frame. She straddled his shaft and pressed herself against the length that wasn’t inside Lulu’s mouth, rubbing herself up and down as she applied long, fluttering kisses.

With all three women attending him, Thomas knew he couldn’t hold back much longer. He checked his Tablet for their progress.

Chaos Throughput: 99%
Magic Store: 1.4%


Then the upper gauge ticked over to 100%, and Thomas exploded into Lulu’s slurping mouth. The dais shuddered, and the succubi all moaned loudly as the wave of chaos flowed out of Thomas, through Lulu, and into the infernal women, where it was sucked up by the reservoir.

As Lulu finished him expertly and a cackling Ginger milked the rest of his release into the ovisari’s mouth, he looked over to see the lower gauge had leapt up to 2.6%.

“It’s working,” he groaned.

Lulu withdrew from his cock with a loud popping sound, pulling a reluctant Ginger with her. Teelah remained glued to the side of his shaft, her eyes wide in surprise and delight.

Time blurred. The Chaos Throughput remained pegged at 100% as his women all took their turns sampling his seed and Candi furiously cracked her whip over the succubi with her Painlasher techniques. Each release sent the magic storage rising.

With so much chaos flowing through him, Thomas found himself on the precipice of something both wonderful and awful. Only his high Discipline and Cunning scores allowed him to withstand the constant stimulation.

Time passed in a fog of lust and sex. He wasn’t sure how long this ceremony had gone on. His focus resurfaced as he saw Lulu bending over in front of him as Laylana braced the ovisari on her shoulders.

“What . . . what’s happening?” he said, mouth dry. Belladonna, who was standing next to him, pushed a waterskin to his mouth. He drank deeply as Lulu spoke.

“I need you in me.”

He glanced over at the meter. The Magic Store was only at 10%. Given that it would normally take a hundred rituals like this to fill it, that meant their improvised version of the ritual was doing impressively well. Yet they had a long way to go.

“But—” Thomas had a lot of energy. But did he have that much?

“Do it for your kingdom, dear husband,” Candi said from nearby. She knelt next to Teelah, her pose conveying a sense of queenly dignity rather than patience or even submission.

“For. My. Kingdom.” Gritting his teeth, Thomas nodded down at Lulu. “I can do it. Go,” he said to Lulu.

A velvet glove, perfectly sized to his need, wrapped around his shaft as Lulu backed onto him. Laylana helped her remain stable as Lulu released a moan so loud it filled the chamber.

“Ah! Ugggghhhhh . . . Eeeeeeeeeep!” Her cries of relief became deep moans, followed by a surprised sound as she began writhing and bucking back against his cock.

The feeling of Lulu milking him sent Thomas up to the edge. Sensing his impending release, she began pounding her plump butt against him. With a roar, Thomas erupted into her, filling her with chaos and his seed. The machine sucked it out of her, through the succubi, and into the stores.

“Don’t be greedy, Dear Lulu,” Candi said.

Thomas came out of his post-release fog to see Lulu reluctantly slide herself off his shaft. Her juices now coated him from head to root, creating a lovely sticky strand between them.

Before anyone could say anything else, Teelah appeared beside them. “I want to taste her on you so badly,” she rasped. Waiting only for the smallest nod of acknowledgement, she bent forward and lapped up every bit of Lulu’s cream. Halfway through her explorations, she licked up a single drop of his seed.

The blonde assassin immediately collapsed into an orgasm so powerful that Laylana had to intervene. The dryad reached out, drawing the convulsing woman away. Down below, all eight succubi erupted into orgasm as well, screaming and crying out as they amplified the wave of chaos.

Candi looked over the panel. “Oh my. It seems that Lulu had the right idea. That one move got us a whole four percent. Ladies, on your feet! Line up! I know what we have to do here. It’s the combination that does it.”

Thomas could barely think, let alone speak. Chaos was a riot in his veins, nearly turning him into a feral monster. Somehow he found the strength to nod.

Laylana approached for her turn. Moving away from Teelah, who seemed to be recovering, the dryad pressed her body against Candi. The two kissed briefly before she moved to Thomas. “I think we’ll try Ginger’s technique for this one.”

He didn’t have time to consider what she was saying before she wrapped her arms around his head and mounted him standing up.

Laylana was a woman of simple tastes and needs. She was straightforward and raw, as was her lovemaking. Settling with her warmth fully engulfing his shaft, she kissed him with patience, then hunger. Forehead-to-forehead, she whispered, “I know the secret now.”

With her pulsing sex around him, Thomas descended back to a state of mediative focus.

For my kingdom. “What?” he rasped, breathless as she began to rock back and forth atop him, grinding herself in place.

“It’s love that makes your chaos stronger, not lust. Well, not just lust.” Smiling, she rested her head next to his, hugging him tightly. “I love you, Thomas.”

Then, with a violent rocking motion, she came on him. It was simultaneously the most romantic and intense moment of the ceremony so far. Thomas felt centered in his love for the wonderful dryad, drawn even more to her deep wisdom and affection. Yet the primal cries of her climax were maddening.

“I love you, I love you, Sire,” she moaned, leaning backward to bring her perky breasts on full display. The view, coupled with all the sensations, was enough to nearly make him lose his mind. He thrust violently up into her, joining her in climax, blasting her belly with shot after shot of thick seed.

The panel pinged as the wave of chaos washed out of him and into the moaning, screaming, orgasmic succubi. The Magic Store rose again.

Candi’s eyes twinkled as she stood and came to him. Leaning in to kiss Thomas’s mouth, she declared, “I am the luckiest woman in all of the Fae Wilds to have married a man with such power.” Reaching down, she wound her hand around his shaft. “And such a big . . . heart.”

More hours passed, and Thomas began to feel ragged. The magic stores had now risen to 70%. His Tablet glowed next to his face.

Notice: Your Chromatic Bloodline abilities are awakening further. This is proceeding far faster than expected. Be prepared for a transformative event if you continue.

Ignoring the warning, he watched as Ginger hovered in front of him. “I think you can take a turn with the succubi. It doesn’t seem to matter any more if they’re on the beds or not. There’s enough energy in the system to maintain the connections now.”

“Sire?” Briar asked, voice thick with lust. Thomas looked for signs of reluctance in his women, seeing none.

“Yes,” Candi said, cracking her whip over them. “Ladies, get your pretty behinds up here.”

Briar came to him first. Moving her breasts against his chest, she extended a leg straight up. The lithe succubi hooked a foot over his shoulder and left the other planted as she reached between them to grab his shaft.

Sliding the tip of his cock against her cleft, she inhaled sharply. Watching his face, she eased herself down slowly.

“Oh . . . Ooooohhhhhhhh,” Briar moaned, mouth open, eyes heavy-lidded as the tip of him pressed between her wet folds. She shuddered in pleasure, easing down onto him one centimeter at a time.

Thorn closed with them, eyes wide. “With this much lust in the air, I can’t imagine.. Briar, how does it feel?”

Briar groaned, “You . . . you can’t . . . Words, uhhh, words can’t describe it.” She settled about halfway down his shaft, then flexed her thighs and abdomen, moving only an inch or two on and off his cock. Then she thrust herself down, burying Thomas inside her body.

“Uhhhh, ohhhhh.” Briar began bouncing on him. Then, with a wailing cry, the succubi exploded down Thomas’s shaft. She rode him eagerly, using her full agility and strength to fuck herself hard and deep. Her climax grew, rippling into a second, then a third. That was enough for Thomas, who rammed himself forward into her, filling her with his seed.

Up to now, the mere taste of a drop from the Goblin King’s release had been enough to send the succubi into an hours-long climax. As Thomas spurted deep into Briar’s belly, the succubus went rigid, eyes rolling back in her head, shaking and shuddering as if she’d gone into a full-blown seizure. The other women had to help Briar down and carry her to one of the stone beds, where she continued climaxing uncontrollably.

Thomas checked the magical stores. They were up, but they’d gained less than they had with the women he truly loved.

Magic Store: 73%


One by one, all eight succubi took their turns with Thomas, each one going rigid and incoherent in orgasm when he came inside them. When his women carried the last one back to the stone beds, Thomas’s skin had gone from dark gray to marbled with various colors. There were hints of black, blue, and red. More than that, the texture had changed as well, lifting to resemble scales.

“It looks like someone spilled oil on him,” Ginger said from Candi’s shoulder. “He’s fucking gorgeous.”

“Perhaps you would like a turn, dear Ginger?” Candi asked. “Unless this is not what you envisioned for your first time with the king?”

“I don’t give a shit about making our first time special,” Ginger replied. “I want to get fucked!”

Bella smiled, her eyes all heat and wanting. “If my King would like, I will give everything to him.”

Thomas wanted them both, desperately. But his heart told him the truth. Not like this, not with his lust going to power a machine, with the succubi sharing all of it.

“No. Not yet. Not here.”

“Fucking hell,” Ginger whined. “Fine. Tomorrow, at the latest.”

“Tonight,” Thomas replied. “Both of you, assuming we make this work, and I have enough left for you.”

Ginger’s expression brightened. “Hell, yes. I can’t wait to feel you all up in my insides. Earning all my fairy dust. I’m going to wreck you.”

“That you will, I am sure,” Candi agreed. “Now, however, I think it’s my turn.”

Sliding away from the others, all of whom seemed fascinated with Thomas’s changing coloration, Candi slid her fingertips up the swell of her hips. Rolling her hands beneath the fabric, she tugged her vest open, finally revealing the fullness of her breasts. Dark, succulent nipples offered themselves like confections.

Candi closed the distance between them, her lavish body on full display. Wasting little time on teasing him further, she turned, presenting her bottom to her husband as she bent over. The view nearly drove Thomas wild. Seeing the dimples on her lower back and the flexing of her muscles above the plump ripeness of her ass had him gritting his teeth.

She reached back, fingers dancing over her folds before drifting up to the tight ring above them. “Which would you like, my love?” she said. “You have not yet enjoyed all of me. Perhaps now is the time?”

Thomas's eyes widened as her fingertip probed into her ass, and he found it impossible to reply.

“That just upped the magic store by a tenth of a percent,” Laylana observed wryly. “I think it’s clear what he’d like.”

Before Thomas could manage a reply, his wife leaned back into him. He watched as she wiggled and writhed, trying to fit the tip past the clenched muscles.

“Ladies, I may need some help here,” she said.

Without hesitation, Lulu and Laylana came up beside her. Laylana leaned down, gorging on Thomas cock, her saliva coating his entire length. At the same time, Lulu knelt behind Candi, dragging her tongue up every inch of Candi’s exposed flesh. She gathered Candi’s thick fluids on her tongue, then probed into her, lubricating the unexplored opening.

“Maybe I shouldn’t have held back,” Candi said between shuddering moans, as the ovisari continued filling her with saliva and her own juices. “I just . . . oh, holy shit, Lulu, that’s . . . I just . . . I want Thomas to fuck me right there.”

Lulu and Laylana withdrew. They wrapped their hands around the base of his cock, steadying his aim as Candi pressed backward. The pressure mounted in time with Candi’s moans of delight and frustration.

“Get him inside me!” she demanded, the words holding a hint of pleading whine.

Then, at last it happened. Warmth and pressure flowed down on Thomas’s cock as Candi’s tight ring relaxed, and slowly, patiently, she slid backwards onto him. He watched as inch after inch sank inside his Queen’s body, devoured by her hungry ass, as Laylana and Lulu supported her.

“Slowly,” Candi said, moaning and rolling her hips.

“I’m not moving,” Thomas replied through clenched teeth. “You’re the one doing this.”

“It just feels so . . . oh, by the Fates!”

Bella, watching from nearby, had an expression of wide-eyed wonder. “How does he fit?” She sounded fascinated.

“Fuck how it fits,” Ginger gasped. “How does it feel?” The fairy landed on Candi’s lower back. She knelt on her hands and knees, watching Thomas fuck the Troll Queen’s ass from an inch away. The fairy had a deranged, lustful expression on her face.

“Ungh,” Candi replied. “So full, so fucking full. It’s unlike anything I’ve ever felt.” She rocked her hips slowly, swallowing him to the root, then withdrawing. The sensation of her warmth leaving nearly pushed Thomas over the edge.

Trying to tune out the moans and conversation around him, Thomas focused on his love for Candi, and his devotion to each of his wives. Warmth suffused his chest, filling him to bursting. It swirled with the chaos, creating a heady mixture. Candi drew away and slammed back onto him, all the way to the root.

“Ughhhh! Fuck me, my King!”

Thomas didn’t register her words. All he felt was Candi. He arched, thrusting and rolling his hips against her. Keeping his hands in place on the posts, he rocked forward again, then again, pounding his wife with enough force that Laylana planted herself in front to brace the Troll Queen on the dais. After a few more thrusts, Lulu had to help her.

“Holy shit, I can feel how strong he’s gotten,” the ovisari said.

It was like standing on a razor’s edge, on the precipice of falling down an impossibly deep chasm. His throbbing cock pulsed. “I’m close,” he growled out.

He spared a glance at the panel, seeing that the stores were nearly full. Then, as the panel registered the ceremony’s completion, Thomas came.

He erupted into a climax more intense than anything he’d ever felt before that moment. As his seed began pumping into her, Candi bucked, screaming as she joined him in orgasm.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, fill me! Thomas, I love you!”

“I love you!” Lulu and Laylana cried in echoing tones. Ginger cried out something perverse that he could no longer make out. He thought Bella said something from across the room, too, but the sound of his roaring climax washed it out.

So much seed flooded from him that Candi was pushed away from his cock. Glowing cum showered her back as the quivering, orgasming Troll Queen collapsed at his feet.

But he wasn’t done. The panel and all the symbols around the room lit up, and the still-orgasming succubi flailed around on the beds. Thomas’s climax seemed unstoppable.

Not waiting for him to finish, Lulu jumped up, straddling Candi, and backed onto him again. She pounded back into his pulsating load. His chaos-filled pleasure was too much for her to take more than a few thrusts before she began clenching and fell next to Candi. Laylana took her place.

As the enormous release finally began to fade, Thomas’s hands left the pedestals. He fell to his knees with Laylana, falling onto the others.

Much, much later, his head cleared and he was able to look up and see what had happened. He heard a giggling, slurping sound in front of him.

It was Ginger. The still-horny fairy was making sounds of enthusiastic, wet glee as she flitted from girl to girl cleaning up the sticky mess Thomas had made of all of them. She vanished up to her shoulders inside one of the quivering succubi, then popped back out.

“This shit is better than any drug, I swear!”

Thomas looked over at the meter. The stores were maxed out. Ginger’s idea had worked. Together, he and his team had done a hundred nights’ worth of work in a single session.


Chapter 8: Upgrades and Awakenings


As Thomas gradually grasped what had happened, he realized all of them were a complete mess. Fortunately, Laylana had druid spells to cleanse everyone. She summoned a tree spirit, which formed a natural pool off to one side of the room, then cast a different spell to heat the water, transforming it into a luxurious, if temporary, bathhouse. The succubi were still locked into what seemed like orgasmic comas, so they left them alone for now.

As the women bathed, Thomas checked the long list of notifications that had come in at the climax of the ceremony.

Chromatic Bloodline Awakening: You have held more chaos in you than any living goblin in thousands of years, if ever. This has matured your Chromatic Bloodline gifts far faster than normal. In effect, you’ve bypassed years of maturation in a single session.
Powers and Abilities: You may now consciously summon the innate powers of any bloodline you’ve made contact with. This will give you total control over their output. This includes allowing you to produce offspring that carry up to [2] of your bloodlines. This is in addition to the innate advantages their mother might provide. An abbreviated list of abilities, and their costs, are as follows:


Lava Goblin
Cost to Activate: 5 Mana
Duration: 5 Minutes
Benefit: Gain True Regeneration. You will heal 1 hit point a second, and can even regrow limbs with this ability.
Benefit: You take 10 points less fire damage from any heat source. To put this into perspective, most bonfires only deal 7 points of damage. You could, in theory, walk on lava and survive, albeit briefly.


Kobold
Cost to Activate: 6 Mana
Duration: Instantaneous
Benefit: Fire Cone. You can shoot a breath of fire that deals [2] damage per your [level] in a 60’ cone. This is treated as [True Dragon] fire and can counter, or consume, all lesser sources of fire. In theory, this ability could be used defensively, to counter fire attacks.
Benefit: Fire Beam. You can shoot a breath of fire that deals [4] damage per your [level] in a 120’ line. This is treated as [True Dragon] fire and can counter, or consume, all lesser sources of fire. In theory, this ability could be used defensively, to counter fire attacks.


Mix-Match
Cost to Activate: 6 Mana
Duration: 1 hour.
Benefit: Any meals you prepare are nourishing, wholesome, and heal [3] hit points when consumed. They also last [5] days without spoiling.


Lake
Cost to Activate: 12 Mana
Duration: 1 hour.
Benefit: You may gain natural camouflage that effectively renders you invisible.
Benefit: After 10 seconds of studying a target, you gain the ability to deal critical damage to them (unless they are immune to such attacks). Your critical range is increased, and your critical bonus is 150% times normal for targets you have studied in this way.
Benefit: You may make scary sounds while you stalk your prey. This has a [high] chance to intimidate or scare them, potentially rendering them unable to concentrate.


Infernal
Cost to Activate: 8 Mana
Duration: 5 minutes.
Benefit: You may summon or take control of an Infernal or Demonic creature. If you summon one, it will be appropriate for your current level and [Chaos] score. If you try to control one, you may engage in a contest of wills. This will pit your [Discipline] and [Level] against the target’s version of these variables.
Summoned creatures will obey your mental or verbal commands. You may have no more than [2] such creatures summoned at the same time. If you re-use this ability before the duration is over, you may instead extend the duration of an existing summon or control effect.


Notice: You have fully recharged the central control engine of Lapis Castle. Do you wish to activate standard systems? These include the following:
· Self-repair and maintenance
· Surveillance
· Royal access to vaults and archives
You should be aware that significant portions of the castle have been damaged. It appears thieves have visited multiple times, and repairs may take months to complete. The forge fires and gold mines appear to be concealed by a [Demonic Dungeon Core] preventing the minting of coins. There are also many monsters that will need to be cleared out manually. Beyond the main castle are the surrounding catacombs. Until sensors are fully repaired, your map will not update with that data.


Thomas opted to turn it on.

As soon as he did, a new prompt appeared.

Notice: Invaders have penetrated Lapis Castle. They are inside a Parasitic Dungeon Core that has infiltrated your reclaimed space. Your Tablet can provide visibility to the chamber outside the Core’s primary entrance, so you can view and listen should they reappear. Furthermore, as this is a time of [War] and the enemy has used [Illegal Teleportation] to get here, you may block all external communications from your domain.
Do you wish to do so?


“Abso-fucking-lutely,” Thomas said with a snarl.

“What is the matter, my love?” Candi asked.

Thomas quickly explained. “I’m also going to notify Umadin. If Reginald is here, it’s time to take advantage of the situation.”

Thomas: Umadin, Reginald is with the adventurers. When we went below the city, the catacombs revealed themselves to be part of something called Lapis Castle. Are you familiar with this?

Umadin: No. I never went into the catacombs. Before my curse, I didn’t care. Afterwards, I was too focused on maintaining the city. I thought they were just ruins.

Thomas: They were, but so much more. We found plenty of debris and evidence of monsters down here. Anyway, I think now might be the perfect time to run a counter-offensive against Reginald. Are our troops at Ofku in a position to do so?

Umadin: We believe Reginald has been massing troops a few miles south of the city. Would you like me to act ambitiously?

Thomas: Very. But be smart. I don’t want to risk lives. We’ve learned Reginald has allies, and I suspect the Demon King might be chief among them. If that’s the case, we should be prepared to deal with a second army.

Umadin: Vugnek is ambitious and cunning, but his army is relatively thin. He’s been at odds with the Celestials for centuries. He prefers to use proxies and pawns. Still, your observation is not unwise. I will start issuing tasks and orders now. Should I focus on efficiency or maximizing troop experience gain?

Thomas: Efficiency. I’m done playing nice. Make him bleed for his ambitions.

Umadin: Of course, my King.

With that done, Thomas sent out a series of secondary orders and commands. Emily woke while he was in the middle of them, so he explained what was going on.

Emily: You’ve been busy, love. I will see about issuing tasks to support Umadin and his troops. He’ll be coordinating with Chef Mama already, but they will need wagons and other supplies shipped south. I’ll also work with Lord Tylin. The mage has been chomping at the bit to get back at Reginald. He’ll need three days to get to Ofku, at best, but it might be wise to have that backup.

Thomas: Agreed. Do what you think is best, my love. I’ll be back soon.

He let her know about the chaos ceremony. His inquisitive lover delighted in learning all the details, even as she expressed more than a little playful jealousy about not being present.

Emily: I support you spending time with Bella and Ginger. From what you just said, Ginger’s engineering capabilities may be useful in realizing Lapis Castle’s full potential. That makes her very useful. It may even be enough to balance out her mouth.

Thomas: Haha. And Bella? She has a romantic streak. I don’t mind. But she doesn’t seem quite as eager to share as most of our group.

Emily: Give her time. Show her your love. We will too. You can’t rush into an arrangement like this, no matter how much the idea arouses or intrigues you. Few people can manage monogamous relationships, let alone being sister-wives in the Goblin King’s harem.

Thomas: And I am grateful to all of you, for your support and love.

He’d grown far beyond questioning the love of so many women. As the Goblin King, he’d come into responsibilities that few others could comprehend. If a woman was able to love him for what he was, he would support her completely.

They broke off their conversation and a flurry of notifications appeared on his tablet as his Inner Circle went to work.

Knowing things on the surface were being handled, he used the elevated commands on his Tablet to summon a view of the room outside of the Dungeon Core entrances. It appeared, widening to become a screen that gave him a view into a room floored with blue tile. Two yawning cave entrances sat on either end of the space.

One was molten black, and looking at it tugged at his instincts, calling on the newly awakened powers. The other was a chaotic patchwork of oily color. That one felt natural, almost welcoming and right. He got a sense that the Chaos Core was in distress, though he wasn’t sure how he knew that.

Candi brushed his arm. “Would you join us in the hot spring, husband? Laylana says the spell will only last another half an hour. Perhaps you can update us on your prompts?”

Looking over, he studied his Queen’s face. She was positively glowing after recent events. Something in his expression made her flush momentarily and bite her bottom lip. “My husband, if you keep looking at me that way, we may have to resume our festivities.”

“What way?”

“I don’t know . . . so regally, I suppose? You look so calm and confident now. Like something has happened deep inside.”

Thomas considered for a moment, then realized what it had to be. The Chromatic Awakening had given him an enormous upgrade, one that he was only beginning to appreciate. Yet he already knew instinctively how to activate his new powers.

It’s like I’ve been practicing with them for decades, rather than just having acquired them. The thought filled him with awe, and no little eagerness to try them out. I’m no warrior, but if that asshole Reginald wants to fight, I’ll show him – and all the Fae Wilds – that it’s a mistake.

Leaning in, he kissed Candi’s forehead. “Ginger and Bella first. We did make them a promise. And I’d like our next time to be less ceremonial, if at all possible.”

She nodded. “They’ve both more than earned their time with you, my love. I only hope that Ginger will let the rest of us be present for it.”

“Maybe! But I want some alone-time too,” Ginger called from nearby.

“As for the ceremony,” Candi went on, “I thought that was fun.”

Thomas glared at her. Eyes widening into a mask of pure innocence, his wife said, “Oh no, it looks like my King might spank me. Whatever will I do? Should I call for help?”

“I’ll help,” Lulu volunteered.

Sitting beside them in the pool of steaming, healing water, Laylana grinned. “I would be happy to help as well.”

“No more of that,” he grumped, joining them in the pool. Settling into place, he explained about his changes and Tablet upgrades. “My thought is that we call our warriors in and watch for an opportunity on my Tablet, now that I can see what’s going on out there. When we have one, we’ll strike.”

“Does that mean we can spare a few minutes for after-ceremony cuddles?” Briar asked. She and Thorn, along with the other succubi, had all come up to stand outside the pool.

Thomas looked things over. There was room for all of them, assuming a few people sat on top of each other. “Sure. Why not?”

With the ceremony over and Lapis Castle busy repairing itself, the group proceeded to watch his Tablet and rest in the water. Compared to what had come before, it was positively wholesome.

Then an image popped up on Thomas’s tablet. It was Reginald, standing inside the opening of the Demon Core tunnel. He had his back to their view, one hand outstretched with some sort of magic glove or gauntlet over it.

“Holy fucksickle,” Ginger exclaimed. “Did Reggie come himself? What a moron!”


Interlude: Reginald’s Surprising Attack (Part 1)


Reginald lifted his hand and made a fist. The black iron gauntlet sheathing his arm glowed as arcane power flitted down from the central control stone and into the spell-gems lining the fingertips.

“Run or I’ll let you all die,” he roared, aiming his hand down the tarry, black stone corridor.

Rogue, Meat, and Mage all came sprinting. Meat was carrying Healer, the little gnome man’s body limp in his thick arms. For a moment – barely an instant, really – Reginald regretted not having bothered to learn their names. Then he remembered how useful the gnome was supposed to have been.

So much for adventurers. The thought was riddled with contempt and arrogance.

A demonic shape like a centipede crossed with a wolf appeared in the corridor, chasing after the fleeing group. Its four-inch-long talons scrambled against the ground as it accelerated, two sets of slavering jaws opening as it rapidly came at Meat’s heels.

I could let him die, Reginald mused. This Dungeon Core has proven good to its word. We’re getting excellent loot and experience. Why should I keep Meat around? Or Healer, for that matter? It’s not like any of them are women.

With a put-upon sigh, Reginald triggered a spell in his new gauntlet. As soon as he did, the mana indicator on the control stone darkened, signifying that the spell had reduced the item to less than half its remaining charge. A chime of warning filled the corridor as the over-engineered magical item warned its wearer of its weakened state.

“Fuck off. I’ll refill you in a bit,” he muttered, pointing a finger. A wave of force lanced out, smashing the demonic monster to the ground. He curled his hand into a fist, activating another spell.

This time, the chime in his gauntlet was even louder, as the remaining mana dropped to nearly exhausted levels – but lightning seared into the captive demon, ripping it apart.

Gold light shone near Reginald’s face as his Tablet briefly manifested to notify him of earned experience.

“Later,” he shouted at the Tablet, and it vanished. Unlike many of his peers, Reginald had never learned to use focus and thought to control his Tablet. Instead, he’d activated full voice controls.

Let people hear my power.

Moments later, the adventurers rejoined him. Together, they crossed the remaining space separating the dungeon exit from the strange blue room they’d unexpectedly found themselves in after teleporting into the dungeon several hours ago. Reginald had meant to teleport into the city above, and he had no idea why the spell had gone off-target.

“Jeremiah!” Rogue said, running over to inspect the unconscious gnome. Meat lowered Jeremiah, who Reginald had mentally re-labeled as “Healer,” to the ground, allowing Rogue to inspect their unconscious companion.

After several minutes, Rogue shook his head. “It’s not good. Sending him ahead was a stupid idea. Priests aren’t built to tank Dungeon bosses.” He shot a glare at Reginald. “I don’t know what kind of deal you negotiated with that Demon Core, but it’s not a good one. It’s not pulling any punches.”

Reginald waved the concern away, taking a few steps away from the filthy adventurers. They were all covered in blood and reeking muck. Truly, it was a disgusting sight. Reaching down to a pouch at his side, he retrieved a marble of pure white mana. He held it against the control stone on his gauntlet and said, “Refill.”

Magic began to flow into the gem. It was a slow process, one that would take hours, but when it was done, he’d be ready for more fighting.

“Say something!” Meat snarled, looking up from their fallen ally. The red-furred minotaur’s nostrils flared. “You told us we’d be killing goblins and infernals, not going into a dungeon. You told us you had access to a legendary teleport spell. What’s going on?”

Studying Meat, Reginald couldn’t help but wonder when the man had turned into a minotaur. Has he always been one? Probably. Fighting types all look the same to me. Just big balls of hit points, as disposable as . . .

Meat took a step closer, one thick-fingered hand reaching over his shoulder for the handle of his enchanted, two-handed battle axe. It hung from a strap around his torso, magical symbols visible down the handle.

“Fine, stop.” Reginald made a waving motion with both hands, so he could maintain contact between the mana gem and the control stone. “I did have a spell. Objectively, that wasn’t a lie. And yes, we will be killing filthy, useless goblins and pathetic succubi. You heard what the Core said. They are all directly above us. All we have to do is work with the Core and it will help us, remember? We’ll claim everything that imposter half-breed calls his. Everything. And it’s a lot. Gold, magic, and women, it’ll all be yours. Now shut up.”

The way he stressed “everything” practically dripped with slime and salacious promise.

Wheezing and out of breath, Mage held one hand up as he tried to speak. The man was so flushed he nearly matched Meat’s red fur. “More than goblins,” he said in a gasped breath. “Bigger picture, remember?”

“What do you mean, Zanzabar?” Meat said, looking confused.

“We kill the Goblin King and capture the Troll Queen. That’s the mission. We shouldn’t be down here.” Zanzabar, who Reginald refused to think of as anyone other than ‘Mage’ pointed at the dungeon entrance. The shadows had already deepened just inside the oily black threshold, suggesting new monsters might be spawning already. “We didn’t come for loot or levels. We came to decapitate the goblins and earn our bonus.”

Well, Mage wasn’t wrong, Reginald reflected. For a moment or two, he frowned, trying to think it through. He lifted his fist and checked his thumb for the enchantment. The communication spell was still dark, indicating no messages would leave this place. Wherever they’d teleported and whatever was going on, he wasn’t able to communicate with his benefactor directly while he was inside the chamber.

“The Demon Core said it would give us what we needed, if we can prove ourselves to it,” Reginald said at last. “Once we finish the next wave, it should give us our last quest.”

Then a booming voice ripped through the air of the dungeon.

I HAVE CHANGED MY MIND. The Core’s voice rippled like auditory acid, pulsating out of the entrance. It filled the chamber, causing the fading mana stones illuminating the space to flicker on and off. NO MORE WAVES. DIP YOUR TABLETS INSIDE MY HALLS AND RECEIVE THE QUEST. COMPLETE THIS AND I SHALL SEND MY SPAWN TO THE SURFACE. LET ARMIES OF DEMONS DEVASTATE THE LAND!


Chapter 9: Cunning of the Merciless


Thomas looked up from his Tablet as the chill sank into his gut.

“Yeah, we’re stopping that. Call the troops, we’re moving out.”

Laylana dismissed the pool spell as everyone frantically put their clothes back on. As soon as the women were dressed, the troops returned to the room. A few goblins gasped as they came through the door and realized the ceremony had been successful. They began grinning and cheering, though they remained mostly disciplined.

“We’re heading out to stop Reginald and his adventurers,” Thomas explained.

At the words, his Tablet appeared.

Notice: An enemy Royal has invaded your territory. This provides you with a special opportunity. If you capture him, you can demand that he forfeit his Tablet to you. If he does so, you will gain control over his territory. His Inner Circle will be disbanded, and his Vassals may opt to disband or continue their service under your reign. Furthermore, you will gain his vote on the Orichalcum Council.

If you kill him outright, you will be able to claim his Tablet, but only for wealth and experience. It will be downgraded to an Adventuring Tablet with access to an [Epic] class, that you may grant to anyone you choose. His throne will be empty. Control of his territory will then be up for grabs, and taking any of it will likely require a military conflict or agreements with other Tablet wielders.

“Like I needed more incentive to shut Reginald down,” Thomas muttered. “Steven, can you show us a way to get to that chamber? Preferably without them knowing?”

Lights flashed, drawing his attention to his tablet, which had been updated with a complex map of Lapis Castle. A quick tap on the target room revealed multiple routes to reach the spot where Reginald and his band were dealing with the Demon Core. The route was color coded and clearly labeled. Thomas realized there was even a Guide Me There button.

“What do you intend to do, my love?” Candi asked over his shoulder.

He showed her the notice. “We’re going down there and taking out that group of invaders from behind.”

“They look wounded and tired, husband, but they are still adventurers. They will not fall easily, even if caught unawares.”

Turning, Thomas pointed at Lulu, Belladonna, and Teelah. “And that’s why we’ve got the big guns. If our targets don’t have a healer, it’s just a matter of timing it before Reginald’s artifact can recharge.”

“Which means we should hurry,” Lulu said.

“Precisely. Steven, open the door for us.”

“Abtholutely,” Steven replied in a cheerful voice, still not having had time to repair the circuits. The magical steward opened a concealed door along one wall of the room. The trolls, goblins, and assassins ran down the corridor, with the succubi, Thomas, and his entourage not far behind.


Interlude: Reginald’s Surprising Attack (Part 2)


Reginald walked up to the entrance to the Demon Core. Summoning his Tablet, he extended it into the dungeon, letting the golden edge brush the blackened walls.

Notice: You are being offered a quest by a high category [Demonic Dungeon Core]. Per the Orichalcum Agreement, such cores may offer quests and even grant experience points and other rewards. Do you wish to view this quest?”


“Of course,” he snapped. “Hurry it up.” It had finally occurred to him that Thomas might be aware of his presence. If so, the Goblin King could use Reginald’s lack of proximity to his own Kingdom to attack his holdings. But would Thomas be so bold?

Unlikely, he decided after a moment. Every report Reginald had received on the Goblin King said he was an optimistic, big-hearted fool. The man is too busy giving his women freedom, and helping them level up instead of claiming power for himself. Weak men like that lack true ambition.

Quest: The Chaos Core is vulnerable. The Demon Core has sent several powerful demons into the Core, weakening its guardians. Strike at the Core and defeat it. Claiming that power will grant you access to a [Legendary Class]. It will also allow the Demon Core to devour all that remains of the Chaos Core. This will allow the Demon Core to grow sufficiently to burst forth and conquer Lotta Tot and all of its inhabitants. Reward: You will receive a [Legendary] upgrade to your class, along with [3] [possession] demons of level [10] or above to help fight your way out of these catacombs. Bonus Reward: You will receive 300 more experience points, on top of the experience for defeating the core and all the monsters so far. This should suffice to raise you to level thirteen. It will put you on nearly even footing with Umadin.


“Possession demons?” he asked in a soft voice.

Information Request Answered: Possession demons can infiltrate corpses or living bodies, wearing them like a skin. This allows them to act with all the original host’s class abilities and powers. It does not grant any of the original body’s knowledge, but it allows for a bevy of interesting infiltration opportunities.


Looking over at Mage, Meat, and Rogue, Reginald couldn’t help but see an opportunity. Having allies who no longer questioned him would be very useful. The trio returned his look, their expressions pensive and worried.

They look like idiots, Reginald thought. Replacing them would be ideal.

Then the human king checked his character sheet, frowning at what he saw. He was currently only level eight. The gauntlet helped, as did his other magical items, but the power offered by the Demon Core was not to be dismissed lightly. A legendary class was a transformative thing, something few ever got a chance to see, much less choose from. To upgrade his Conniving Politician to something more befitting his true stature would be perfect. Better than perfect. It would be precisely what he was due.

I am owed this, he thought as he accepted the quest.

Clank!

The sudden sound of metal on metal drew his attention from the tablet. What was going on? He hadn’t ordered the adventurers to do anything yet. Had something spawned nearby?

Reginald turned, lifting his gauntlet and examining the mana. It only had enough power to fuel a few spells, but that should be plenty to deal with whatever random spawn had appeared.

That was when he saw Meat go down with several arrows decorating his bovine face. Mage was in trouble too, cowering behind a semicircular dome of protective magic. He’d dropped to one knee, cheeks florid and eyes wide, as he reached for his wand. He fired. A barrage of glowing projectiles shot out, slamming into the chest of a massive, heavily armored troll emerging from a tunnel opening that hadn’t been there a moment before.

A troll? Reginald thought in disbelief. How are trolls spawning here?

The troll wasn’t alone either. Behind it came a mountainous phalanx of more of its hulking kind, and behind them a veritable horde of screaming goblins.

Reginald realized what was happening. Thomas is trying to stop my ambition. I will teach him!

“What trash,” he said, flinging his hand out with a snarl. A huge ball of fire, big enough to fill the tunnel, bloomed in front of him and rolled forward. It would deal thirty hit points of damage to anything in its path, more than enough to wipe out whatever pathetic forces that cowardly King Thomas had sent into the catacombs to do his dirty work.

The white-hot plasma billowed out as it reached the tunnel. The leading edge of it roasted a pair of goblins, who screamed as they died.

Then something strange happened, something that made Reginald question his very eyes.

King Thomas himself stepped out of the tunnel. Except, this was not the Thomas that Reginald had met at his coronation – not the uncertain, wide-eyed prince who had been pulled from another world and plopped onto a throne he understood nothing about.

This was a King. He looked transformed, regal, confident and commanding. His skin gleamed with an oil-slick hue that only added to his appearance. A true King, a part of Reginald’s mind whispered – only to be shoved angrily back down.

Whatever changes he’d undergone, Thomas was still nothing, and Reginald would make that very clear.

“Die!” he snarled, willing the fireball forward.

But the Goblin King did not react the way Reginald expected. He did not seem challenged or even particularly concerned by the fireball. Instead, with a look of contempt and pity, he opened his mouth. As Reginald watched in shocked horror, dragon fire roared out in a huge plume, overwhelming Reginald’s spell, rushing past it, and filling the chamber.

For a moment, Reginald was on the verge of fleeing in terror. And then he saw victory being snatched from the jaws of defeat. He saw Rogue shimmer and appear just beside Thomas. The dark-haired man moved with silence and precision, drawing his blade and preparing to end the upstart’s brief reign.

He closed in, and then—

—he was shot, stabbed, and cut to ribbons before he could take another step toward the Goblin King. Three women, one pink-haired, one black-haired, and one blonde, appeared around Rogue as if by magic. With a groan of defeat, the would-be assassin collapsed to the floor. The three women stood over his corpse, looking for any sign of another threat to their King.

Reginald spun frantically around, looking for another option, some way to avert this disaster. Rogue was dead. Meat was down as well, overwhelmed and hacked to pieces by the troll and goblin soldiers. Healer was still unconscious on the floor, and Mage had all but surrendered, dropping to his knees and cowering behind his defensive shield.

There were no options. His gauntlet’s mana was almost exhausted, and Reginald had no combat skills to face a group like this. The three assassins turned toward him, and Reginald saw his death in their eyes.

He fled, turning into the Demonic Dungeon. Anything was better than being captured by the Goblin King. With the Demon Core as his ally, he knew his chances for his survival would dramatically increase. At the very least, he would not face the humiliation of being captured by Thomas.

Then a whip cracked against the inside of his thigh, and he was overwhelmed by excruciating pain. He screamed in agony, stumbling to the ground as the leathery tentacle halted his forward progress. Somehow he pointed the gauntlet, snarling a word and draining the last of the magic to cast an Escape spell. The searing coil around his knee fell away, and he lurched forward.

Then he heard a voice snarling out a command in some eldritch tongue.

“Bahkahag!”

It sounded like Thomas was barking or growling, but Reginald didn’t look back as he stumbled toward his only exit from this disaster. He didn’t see the ichor-covered demon that appeared out of thin air, slamming him into the ground.

Reginald didn’t have the hit points to face a demon, but somehow he remained conscious. He rolled over on his back, expecting the worst. What he saw was something else – not the demon, but a furious, screaming blonde fairy who jabbed a tiny, needle-like sword repeatedly into his chest. The last thing he heard before falling unconscious was the fairy’s enraged battle cry.

“Die, you fucking tool! Trying to kill my human before I finally get railed?! I’m going to end you!”


Chapter 10: Spoils


As Reginald fell unconscious from Ginger’s assault, notifications flooded Thomas’s Tablet. He ignored them for now. Two of the goblins were dead, and several more soldiers were injured, including a pair of trolls. Seeing all the bleeding bodies reminded him why he wasn’t an adventurer.

I’m not a combat class. I’m a builder and leader, but these are my people. He thought to himself. A darker part of him, the Infernal bloodline that had summoned the demon, replied, I sent them to war with this man, and they went willingly. They gave their lives, not just in my service but in service to our people. I need to honor and celebrate their sacrifice, and move on. It’s time to show them what a true Goblin King is.

Thomas strode into the room, taking in the aftermath of the battle. The mage, Zanzabar, was still huddled behind his defensive barrier. He’d been burned by the dragon fire, but not fatally. He looked terrified and defeated, but he was otherwise intact. The look in his eyes told Thomas he’d all but exhausted his mana.

He met the mage’s eyes. “Surrender, or my succubi will devour your soul.”

A semicircle of the gorgeous infernals moved around him, their eyes glowing yellow as they looked at the fresh meat. All signs of the eager subservience they had shown Thomas earlier were gone, replaced with the hunger of predators who consumed souls.

“I—I surrender,” Zanzabar gasped. He dropped the spell and shrugged off his robe, allowing the goblins to search him and remove his gear. They led him away a few moments later.

The minotaur and the assassin were beyond saving. Miraculously, the gnome healer was not.

“I think I know of this priest,” Laylana said, looking down at the unconscious gnome. “Sire, may I have permission to examine and question him? He could be useful to us.”

Thomas nodded. “Of course.”

Immediate Task: Investigate and report on the findings of the gnome priest.
Assigned to: Laylana
Estimated Time to Completion: 1 hour
Estimated Risk: Low
Potential Rewards: Low (25-50 experience)


She gave him an appreciative look and walked over to a pair of goblins, issuing orders for the gnome to be carried out of the dungeon and up to one of the more comfortable cells in the palace. Once they were gone, the dryad went around the room using her staff and spells to inspect the dungeon entrances.

“What are we doing with Reginald?” Candi asked, standing over the unconscious king.

Rather than answer her immediately, Thomas looked at the demon he had summoned. It resembled a giant, blackened hound made of darkness and fire. Its glowing eyes pivoted from Candi to Thomas, and he could feel its loyalty from the summons. Even with the Demon Dungeon mere feet away, the Hell Hound belonged to him.

At least for the duration of the summoning effect, he thought dryly.

“Take that gauntlet of his. We’ll be giving that to Umadin. He can use it, and maybe pass it to whoever he finds as his replacement. Any other magical items, we’ll identify and pass out appropriately. Their assassin probably has some, too. Lulu, you can handle all that.”

The pink-haired ovisari grinned in excitement. “With pleasure, Sire,” she said, moving to search the bodies of the adventurers.

“What about the Demon Core?” Candi asked. After collecting the gauntlet, she walked past Reginald to the dungeon entrance, brow furrowed in concentration. “It feels strong, husband.”

“I have an idea, but it will require some recruiting.” As his troops carried the bodies and captives away, Thomas told the girls about his dream and the potential to recruit that group of adventurers they’d met on the road back from Boulibar Bay so many months ago.

“You’ll remember they expressed interest in helping me when they’d leveled up. My guess is that if they’re still alive, they have by now. We’re going to need their help to deal with the Demon Core. We can’t let it keep growing.”

“I can search for them, Sire,” Laylana said. “Bough Walker will make it relatively easy, at least easier than any of you can manage. Remember, you can also use your Tablet to communicate with other royals. Perhaps we can recruit some help from them as well?”

He gave her a tight smile of approval. “We will. In the meantime, we need to investigate this castle. My Tablet showed me a cache of hidden treasure, and several libraries that seem to be intact. Our scholarly girls are going to have a field day down here.”

Steven’s voice spoke overhead. “Majesty, if you have any specific requests, I may be able to help with the tomes and lore.” The voice came out less slurred than before, suggesting the maintenance Thomas authorized was underway. Thomas glanced at Lulu, who had finished collecting the loot from the defeated adventurers. Teelah and Bella had remained on guard, ready to kill anything that came out of the demon core.

“I don’t suppose you have any lore about the ovisari?” he asked Stephen. “Or any knowledge that might help us develop a goblin contraceptive?”

“In fact, I do, Sire,” the voice replied. “King Splatblat the seventy-seventh developed a potion for that very purpose. I have detailed records of it. Shall I guide you to them?”

A surge of hope and excitement rose in Thomas’s chest. “Mark the spot on my Tablet. I’ll send Vesta and Una to collect it. I assume that as King, I can authorize others to use your resources?”

“Of course. Now that my functionality is forty-five percent restored, I am happy to help those you designate, Sire.”

“Excellent.” Thomas assigned immediate tasks to Una and Vesta, along with notes on how to reach their goals. He also had Umadin assign several uninjured trolls and goblins to assist them as a precaution.

Immediate Task: Coordinate with Steven to uncover ancient goblin contraceptive knowledge.
Assigned to: Una and Vesta
Estimated Time to Completion: Unknown
Estimated Risk: Low
Potential Rewards: High (75-100 experience points)


Reginald was still unconscious. Thomas had the soldiers strip his gear and tie him up. One troll tossed the rival King over his shoulder like a sack of garbage.

“Take him back to the palace with a heavy guard,” Thomas said. “He’s going to cede his Tablet to me.”

“What makes you think he’ll do it so easily?” Candi asked. She looked up at him, the question intrigued rather than skeptical.

Thomas smiled at his wife. He summoned his Chromatic Bloodline again, this time mixing Infernal and Lava. His skin became a black and red landscape, and his eyes glowed with a demonic glint.

“Because he has no choice. He’s ultimately responsible for the deaths of dozens of goblins, maybe hundreds. Not just those two today, I mean all the ones the shaman drained, and the rebels who died fighting for him. I’ll convince him to do what’s right, or I will do what I must.”

Candi smiled back at him. “Of course, my love. He will see what a strong King truly is.”

As his group made their way out of Lapis Castle, Thomas checked his notifications.

Notice: Congratulations, King Thomas. You have participated in the defeat of [4] [extremely challenging] monsters and led a defensive action resulting in the [capture] of a Royal Rival. You have also taken part in an ancient ceremony that allowed you to reclaim [Lapis Castle].
Everyone who participated in the Defensive Action has been awarded 350 experience, with bonuses for those who did significant actions during combat.
Elite Goblins (39): Your elite goblins are now level [7] and need between [200-250] experience points to reach level [8].
Standard Infantry Goblins (34): Your infantry are now level [6] and need between [100-150] experience points to reach level [7].
Standard Archer Goblins (25): Your archers are now level [6] and need between [100-150] experience points to reach level [7].
Elite Trolls (12): Your elite trolls are now level [8] and need between [300-350] experience points to reach level [9].
Lulu Violet Reward: [475] experience points – she is now level [10] and needs [325] to reach level [11]
Laylana Reward: [475] experience points – she now qualifies for level [11] but may not claim the level until you are level [14].
Ginger Reward: [375] experience points – she is now level [9] and needs [245] to reach level [10]
Belladonna Reward: [575] experience points – she is now level [8] and needs [175] to reach level [9]
Teelah Reward: [575] experience points – she is now level [8] and needs [175] to reach level [9]
Candi Reward: N/A – she is a Tablet Wielder and manages her own experience.
Succubi Reward: N/A – they are under the providence of [Lilith] the [Infernal Queen].
Royal Reward: You have received [1,560] total experience – sufficient to elevate you to level [13]. You will require [910] to reach level [14]. Reaching level [14] will allow your high-level Vassals and Inner Circle to reach level [11].


Reading the notifications, Thomas’s eyes widened. “Why did I get such a big reward?”

Response: Lapis Castle represents a substantial victory. Capturing Reginald entitles you to a portion of his total experience value. Since you defeated him almost single-handedly, you received experience that would normally be distributed among your party.


“But what if I wanted to share the spoils?”

Response: Bonus Inner Circle experience has been applied. Check your character sheet when you assign your new levels.


As he followed Laylana and Candi out, Thomas took the time to do as the Tablet suggested. He was pleased to discover over six hundred new discretionary experience points to give his Inner Circle. Deciding he would review the girls’ character sheets later, he updated his attribute and skill assignments, putting a few points in each.

It didn’t take much thought before he assigned all nine skill points to Diplomacy. If he was going to convince Reginald to willingly forfeit his tablet, that was likely the easier course. And Diplomacy has helped more than my other skills thus far.

By the time they exited the depths, Thomas felt ready to face whatever came next.


Updated Character Sheet: Thomas Stone


Age: 25
Level: 13
Class: Tomorrowwright
Total Experience Needed to Reach Level 14: 910
Unspent Inner Circle Experience: 650
Species: Chromatic Goblin [Legendary Race; Upgraded from half-goblin]
Inner Circle Size: 10
Inner Circle: Unchanged from last update
Hit Points (Endurance + Level): 33
Mana (Magic + Level): 34
Attributes
· Cunning: 23 (+2) (As a [Goblin] this level of cunning allows you to pierce mid-level illusions and disguises passively)
· Discipline: 23 (+2) (You are effectively immune to most Charm effects or spells. At this supernatural level of Discipline, all [goblins] within your domain enjoy a significant bonus to their Discipline scores)
· Strength: 16 (+2)
· Endurance: 20 (+2) (You need 40% less sleep and recover from all strenuous activity 40% faster; you also heal 1 extra hit point per day)
· Chaos: 22 (+2) (Commands issued to your goblins have a 35% increased effectiveness)
· Magic: 21 (+3)
· Agility: 13 (+2)
Core Skills:
· City Planning and Development: 9 - Every aspect of city planning, including the planning time and even materials and labor costs associated, are reduced by 70%
· Architecture and Engineering: 10 - The buildings and designs you create require 40% fewer materials and are 40% more efficient/effective.
· Diplomacy: 21 (+9) - You have improved your Diplomacy to divine levels. This has unlocked multiple benefits.
Benefit: As a [Goblin] you may produce offspring with any species that has an identifiable female gender. You may also consciously attempt to increase the number of offspring your seed produces, allowing those you mate with to have up to the maximum biological capacity for their species. This currently has a [15%] chance to succeed per attempt.
Benefit: As the [Goblin King] you may choose up to [2] bloodline powers to manifest in your children. This is in addition to the mother’s innate powers. This [Chromatic] ability has been enhanced. These offspring will always have the optimal mix of traits.
Benefit: You have a high, non-magical [Charm] effect on those you attempt to be diplomatic with.
Class Benefits
Granted Powers: While your Vassals have an optimistic, happy, joyful, or other positive attitude, they will perform all non-combat tasks with 100% increased efficiency. Cities you oversee also have an additional status beyond Optimal, called Utopia. See the details for more information.
Level 1: Your Inner Circle gains a bonus to all actions proportional to the status of the settlement they are in.
Level 3: While they are happy or optimistic, any goblin loyal to you consumes 25% fewer resources. Your Vassals and Inner Circle consume 50% less instead.
Level 5: For every settlement you control with an optimistic, or happy population, you and your inner circle gains a +1 bonus to all of attributes and skills (up to a maximum +5 bonus at level 5; this increases to +10 at level 15). These bonuses vanish if the settlement’s attitude decreases for 24 continuous hours.
Level 7: Your citizens walk 20% faster while happy. They instead walk 50% faster if they are traveling to and from settlements you control. If the settlements are optimistic or happy, this is increased to 75%.
Level 9: In settlements where your people are happy, they become immune to all natural toxins and diseases. Furthermore, any children born in happy settlements are [Protected] for gestation and the first 6 months. This removes the chances for health challenges or consequences to those children. They also mature and learn faster during that period, effectively growing at twice the normal rate. Over generations, this could lead to a superior breed of goblin.
Level 11: Your citizens now recover health and mana faster, depending on the city status. For any status less than happy, they recover [2] extra hit points and mana every [4] hours. For [happy] cities, they recover [5] of each. For cities that achieve utopia status, the citizens regain [10] each.
Level 13: Your citizens learn and acquire skills faster. The amount is equal to your [Chaos] score as a percentage, and includes combat training. This also grants all non-Vassals or Inner Circle members an equal bonus to any experience points awarded.
Chromatic Bloodline Awakening: These benefits remain unchanged.



Chapter 11: Firm Negotiations


The group returned to the surface, and most of the soldiers dispersed. The sun was up, but they’d entered the Dungeon well before dawn, so it was only mid-morning and still fairly early in the day.

Laylana went off with the goblins carrying the gnome priest to begin her investigation. A few soldiers accompanied Thomas and the others back to the palace, where they regrouped in the main hall. The troll carrying the still-unconscious Reginald stood a few steps away, awaiting instructions.

Thomas was about to discuss with the women what to do next when Lorelai appeared from the stairway that led up to the royal chambers. She wore a long, sheer white dress that was just short of being too translucent. As it was, her lissome figure was quite apparent.

“Where’d you guys go?” the blonde Elven Princess asked. Then she glanced at the Human King on the troll’s shoulder. “What happened? Is that Reginald?”

“Yes.” Thomas gave her a brief explanation of that morning’s events. Lorelai’s eyes went wide.

“But you beat him?”

“We did. Now we need to make it official by getting him to surrender his Tablet.”

“Wow,” she replied. “Can I help?”

He was just about to decline, when he remembered his promise to her father. They’d agreed the bratty elf girl needed the experience of being part of a court without being the center of attention. Letting her watch this undertaking could be educational, and he figured her presence was very unlikely to affect the outcome either way.

“It may get unpleasant.”

She gave him an annoyed look. “More unpleasant than you blasting Bosso’s head off? I was there, remember. I’m not, like, totally sheltered and innocent. I’m an elf. I’ve seen some shit.”

Thomas very much doubted that – at least he doubted she’d seen anything else like that battle – but, fine.

“You can come,” he said finally. “Just stay in the back unless I need you.”

Lorelai smiled broadly and giggled in excitement. “Cool!”

“All right,” he went on. “Everyone come with me. Briar and Thorn, bring the other succubi as well.”

Thomas and his entourage descended to the castle dungeon. The troll carrying Reginald stood him up against a wooden pole, and Lulu quickly bound him in place. The Human King, stripped down to his underclothes, presented a considerably less dignified appearance than he had at Thomas’s coronation.

“Huh,” Lorelai said.

The rest of them turned to look at her, and Candi lifted an eyebrow.

“I told you he wanted to marry me, right?” the elf asked the Troll Queen.

“Yes,” Candi replied.

“When he came to visit, and Daddy introduced us, I was expecting someone much more, I don’t know, impressive. I mean, he’s the king of a big kingdom, you know, so I sort of figured . . .”

There were a few moments of silence.

“That he’d have a big fuckin’ dick and know how to use it?” Ginger peeped.

Thomas watched as the women all looked down at once. He bit his tongue, deciding to let this play out.

“Huh,” Lulu said.

Lorelai nodded. “Yeah.”

“Quite,” Candi agreed.

“Most definitely, this human is lacking,” Briar added.

Ginger buzzed around Reginald’s waist for a few moments. Thomas waited for one of her pithy retorts, but instead she just snorted loudly in derision.

After a moment longer, he cleared his throat. “Can one of you wake him up?”

The Troll Queen uncoiled her whip. “Allow me, husband.”

She rolled it back and then snapped it forward against Reginald’s side. The Human King jerked and let out a sharp cry of pain. His eyes opened, and he struggled for a moment or two as he looked around. His face darkened in rage as he realized his predicament.

“King Thomas,” he grunted. “Hiding behind your women once again.”

Thomas nodded to Candi, who snapped her whip out a second time. The tip of it struck Reginald’s knee just below the kneecap, and he screamed in pain.

“Just so you understand here,” he replied coolly, “insulting my women is going to go very badly for you.”

Lulu took a step closer to the post, twirling her dagger on the end of her finger. She said nothing, just glaring at him with eyes narrowed. Reginald glanced at her nervously.

“Let me down, and let us handle this man-to-man,” he said in a voice that sounded far more confident than his manner suggested. “Unless you are too much of a coward to face me.”

“We tried that already,” Thomas replied. “Your people against mine, remember? They’re either dead or captured now. That’s why you’re tied to that post.”

“Yeah!” Lorelai said. “You suck, Reginald!”

Reginald’s eyes widened at the elven girl’s insult. He didn’t seem to have noticed her standing in the back until that moment.

“What is she doing here?”

Thomas ignored him. Instead, he nodded to Lulu, who stopped spinning her blade and took another step forward, menacing the Human King with the point.

Reginald grunted again and began struggling against his bonds, trying vainly to get away from the ovisari assassin.

“Wait—What do you want?”

Thomas smiled.

“It’s very simple. You’re going to surrender your Tablet to me.”

Reginald laughed in disbelief. “What? Never!”

Candi shot her whip out once more, stinging the inside of his thigh perhaps an inch short of doing serious damage. Reginald screamed again and thrashed against his bonds before shooting a murderous look at Thomas.

“Torture me, will you?” he screamed. “You pretend to be so honorable and virtuous, rejecting my coronation gift! Welcoming the refugees! The generous Goblin King!” he scoffed. “You’re no better than any of the rest of us.”

“I didn’t reject them,” Thomas replied, motioning for Bella and Teelah to step forward. “They’ve proven quite useful, actually. Perhaps I should let them thank you for the hospitality you showed while they were your guests.”

The two assassins joined Lulu, glaring at Reginald. For a moment or two, he looked at them as if he’d never seen them before, then recognition dawned.

“I never touched them!” he shrieked. “They were virgins, as I told you!”

“Give me your Tablet.”

“Never! If you want it, you’ll have to kill me! I won’t hand over my kingdom!”

“Or I could let the succubi deal with you, if you like,” Thomas said. “Except they won’t kill you, per se. They’ll just eat your soul.”

Reginald gaped at Thomas in confusion.

“Succubi give pleasure! What kind of torture is that?”

“Not the way he’s suggesting,” Briar said lasciviously. “One on one, sure, that would be the greatest pleasure of your life. A group of us, though, that’s very different. Each one of us will consume a small sliver of your soul, and the last thing you’ll feel will be the sensation of having it torn to pieces. It is . . . not pleasurable.”

Reginald shuddered, and the front of his underclothes darkened as he pissed himself.

“I won’t do it! I won’t! And people will know what you did! They’ll know you tortured me.”

Candi inclined her head toward Thomas, lowering her voice to a whisper.

“How far are you going to take this, my love?” She knew as well as he did that Thomas wasn’t the sort of person to torture Reginald’s Tablet out of him.

“Any suggestions?” he asked.

There were a few moments of silence. Lorelai finally spoke up.

“You know all the other kings and queens hate you, don’t you?” she asked Reginald. “They all think you’re so naive and stupid. Queen Esmer calls you ‘Wedgie.’”

Ginger let out a hysterical screech of laughter, turning a somersault in midair as Reginald spluttered in outrage.

“What?” he cried.

The others began laughing with Ginger.

“It’s true,” Lorelai said.

“It is!” Ginger shrieked. “I’ve heard her call you that!”

Reginald snarled at them, thrashing against his restraints.

“I don’t get it,” Lulu said.

“I guess, “Reggie,’ ‘Wedgie’?” Lorelai replied. “You know?”

“No, that’s not it,” Ginger cackled as she zipped around the room. “There was this time he came to Boulibar Bay and—”

“Be silent, you miniscule wretch!” Reginald screamed.

The rest of them erupted in laughter.

“You know,” Candi said, “I believe I have heard this story, now that I think of it.”

“Lies!” Reginald thundered.

“Ginger, please finish the story,” Thomas said, smiling at Reginald and leaning into the power of his heightened Diplomacy score.

“He came to visit Queen Esmer,” the giggling fairy continued, “and he was wearing this armor vest, and during the dinner that night, the back of it got caught in his shorts somehow and well, you can guess what happened. He was trying to get it loose, and it just made things worse.”

Reginald screamed, thrashing around against his bonds. As Ginger flew past him, the furious Human King tried to kick her out of the air. He missed her by at least a foot, and in so doing, he somehow duplicated the story she was telling, getting his undershorts snagged on the post and dragging them upward until they were crushed against his crotch. As he realized what he’d done, he let out another scream of frustration.

“Wedgie,” Teelah giggled.

“Self-Wedgie,” Bella corrected, causing the others to explode into laughter again.

“There are actually a lot of stories like that,” Lorelai said.

“Really?” Bella asked.

“Yes,” Candi replied, “as a matter of fact. My father was fond of relating them to his Vassals.”

“Oh yeah,” Lorelai went on, “After he visited our court, and I told everyone I would rather die than marry him, Mommy and Daddy spent like two hours—”

“Stop!” Reginald shrieked, so red-faced by this point that he seemed about to burst.

“Oh, come on, you big wuss,” Ginger peeped. “We haven’t even started on the dick jokes yet.”

The human king reflexively looked down at himself, then looked up in horror as girls’ laughter erupted again and he realized what he’d done. Thomas let the hilarity rain down on Reginald’s head for a few moments as he sat there smiling calmly.

“I can continue this as long as you want to drag it out,” he said, “or you can just give me your Tablet.”

“But—” Reginald spluttered.

“Understand one thing, though,” Thomas interrupted, his voice now ice-cold, “you’ve attacked my kingdom twice, and you’re responsible, directly and indirectly, for the deaths of hundreds of my people. If you give me no choice about the Tablet, I will kill you. I’ll do it humanely, but you’re going to pay for what you did.”

Reginald trembled in fear, his bravado destroyed by the mockery from Thomas’ women.

“Or I surrender my Tablet?”

“Yes.”

“And then?”

“And then . . . you can walk out of here and take your chances as a disgraced, powerless, friendless, ex-king. Either that, or I can have one of the succubi take care of you. Take your pick.”

Reginald looked forlornly at the succubi, who leered right back at him. One of them opened her wings just enough to give him a glimpse of what lay beneath. Of course, Thomas knew Reginald would get nothing more than a chaste kiss, since that was all it took for a succubus to take a normal man’s soul. He’d obviously never seen the king’s character sheet, but from his behavior, it was fairly clear Reginald hadn’t put many points into his version of Discipline.

“I’ve got tons of dick jokes,” Ginger quipped from Lorelai’s shoulder as she swung from a strand of the princess's hair. “You have no idea.”

“She does,” the bratty elf said, giggling.

“We could go on for hours here,” Ginger said. “I mean, we can see what you’ve got, Wedgie.”

“Or not got, as the case may be,” Briar added.

Face glowing red in shame, Reginald gulped. “You swear to this?” he asked Thomas.

“Yes,” Thomas replied.

The Human King took a deep breath. “I surrender my Royal Tablet to Thomas, King of the Goblins.”

Thomas’s Tablet immediately appeared beside him with a blazing notification.

Notice: [Reginald], a Royal Tablet wielder, is offering to surrender his Tablet. This will transfer his territory and holdings to you. His Inner Circle will be disbanded, and his Vassals may opt to disband, or continue their service under your reign. Furthermore, you will gain his vote on the Orichalcum Council. Do you accept? [Yes/No]

Thomas smiled and tapped Yes.


(Abbreviated) New Settlements


Notice: You have claimed [King Reginald’s] Royal Tablet. This has granted you control over his territory. His Inner Circle has been disbanded, and his Vassals have received notifications allowing them to remain with you or depart. You have been given his vote on the Orichalcum Council.


Notice: Gaining control of [Reginald’s] lands does not guarantee loyalty from the citizens. Only those who swear fealty to you will enjoy your class benefits. Per the Orichalcum Agreement, Fated Representatives are being dispatched to each of his holdings to proclaim the change. You will receive updated information about the new holdings, and the choices of their citizens on your tablet.


Dual Royal Tablets: As you now possess two [Royal Tablets] it is possible for you to pass one to someone you are either married to or form an alliance with. Should you wish to pass Reginald’s lands to someone else, passing his tablet will do so. Note that alliances will not spread your [Tomorrowwright] powers to the citizens but a marriage will.


New Holdings Overview
Below is a list of the most notable of your new settlements. There are [12] more, all with similar issues. Long press to see more. [Reginald’s] territory spanned [300] square miles, and is a mixture of forests, plains, tundra, deserts, and jungles. It borders both the [Troll] and [Elven] kingdoms. Its southernmost reaches are hot and dry. It has one port city. There is a wealth of resources, and several active mines throughout the kingdom.


Cradle Valley [Level 4 Settlement]
Status: Severely Unhappy
Local Population: 157,520
Location: Central Region
Challenges
· Morale: Cradle Valley is the breadbasket of your new lands. It produces vast amounts of food, vegetables, and fruits. However, its citizens are severely overworked and lack motivation. Bring them to [Happy] status. Reward: 150 experience.


Bastille (Former Capital) [Level 5 Capital City]
Status: Extremely Unhappy
Local Population: 307,120
Location: Central Region
Challenges
· Morale: Bastille’s population has been taxed into poverty. Their once rich culture of artisans has been converted to a war-time economy, resulting in extreme unrest. Riots are being prevented only by the strict military presence. Bring joy and relief to the citizens and elevate the city to [Happy] status. Reward: 450 experience.


Farthing [Level 2 Settlement]
Status: Unhappy; [Moderately] Underpopulated
Local Population: 7,920
Location: Southernmost border.
Challenges
· Low Population: Farthing needs an additional [8,000] population to be optimal. Reward: 100 experience points.
· Lack of Environmental Protection: Farthing is subject to an effect called “heat storms.” The citizens need insulation or other safety measures to stabilize their dwindling population. Reward: 200 experience points.


Crosis [Level 3 Settlement]
Status: Lawless
Local Population: 25,980
Location: Coast
Challenges
· Morale: Crosis is a coastal city and well-known for its pirate culture. It is technically within your territory, but you will have limited authority there without deploying significant military resources. Introduce the law to this piratical, backstabbing place. Reward: 450 experience once the settlement goes [24 hours] without a significant incident (such as murder or grand larceny).



Character Sheet: Ginger


Age: 23
Level: 9
Class: Gizmo Engineer
Total Experience Needed to Reach Level 10: 245
Species: Cryseth Fairy
Hit Points (Endurance + Level): 32
Mana (Magic + Level): 23
Attributes
· Instinct: 18 (She is in-tune with fate and is able to find interesting opportunities and avoid the consequences for bad ones. Any time she would perish, there is a 30% chance that she instead becomes unconscious. Furthermore, she has a constant Seek Interesting Things passive effect)
· Drive: 21 (She is so determined that it’s almost impossible to stop her. When it comes to things she wants, she has [significantly] heightened resistance against any mind-influencing effects, such as charms or illusions)
· Strength: 15
· Endurance: 23 (She needs 60% less sleep and recovers from all strenuous activity 60% faster; she also heals 2 extra hit points per day)
· Magic: 14
· Agility: 24 (She is supernaturally agile and moves incredibly fast – she can fly up to 180 miles per hour while maintaining perfect control over her orientation. While flying, she has a 30% enhanced chance to dodge all attacks)
Core Skills:
· Arcane Engineer: 10 – She knows how to create magical artifacts. This allows her to construct up to [Epic] quality devices of [moderate] complexity with up to [3] primary functions. Be aware that this skill does not convey access to the spells required to charge or imbue magical devices. She’ll need help for those, unless your class provides you with a solution to this problem.
· Mundane Engineer: 10 - She knows how to create mundane machines. This allows her to construct up to [Epic] quality devices of [moderate] complexity with up to [3] primary functions.
· Materials Science: 7 – She is familiar with a variety of materials and knows how to work with them to create superior products. The devices she creates are [30%] heartier and have a [10%] bonus to overall efficiency and effectiveness.
Class Benefits
Granted Powers: She learns 3 spells per level. These are engineering oriented. Each level, you may swap out up to 5 of these spells for other ones, allowing her to customize her class as she develops.
Level 1: She is Resistant to the products and byproducts of any craft she makes. She gets a [+1] bonus per her level to withstand damage or negative effects. At her current level, this effectively makes her immune to [moderate] fire, acids, etc.
Level 3: Ginger can analyze any magic device and understand how it works in [75%] less time than anyone else. This gives her a [+5] bonus to repair or damage such devices.
Level 5: By adding fairy dust to objects she has crafted, she can allow them to function for up to [3 minutes] even if they are missing multiple non-magical components. At level 15, this ability upgrades to include magical ones. After use, the enhanced object is destroyed and no longer useful. It can be rebuilt.
Level 7: She can repair or construct objects 10% faster times her level, with a +1% additional bonus per her Instinct score. There is no maximum cap on this enhancement.
Level 9: Ginger can choose a specific area of specialization and construct magical items of that type [50%] faster. She has selected [mechanical augmented suits].



Chapter 12: Freedom of Choice


Thomas and his women returned to the throne room, leaving Briar and Thorn to handle Reginald’s fate. On their way out, he quietly asked Briar to interrogate Reginald for any additional information they could extract about his plots.

As they emerged from the stairs to the dungeon, Laylana approached with a look of excitement on her face. “Sire, I’ve communicated with my sisters and confirmed the identity of that gnome. You’re not going to believe this.”

Thomas lifted an eyebrow. “Oh?”

“His name is Jeremiah. He’s known as the Hand of Purgation, and he’s one of the highest-level holy adventurers in this region of the Fae Wilds, outside of the Celestials. Rumor is, he’s among the most pious and righteous adventurers currently accepting work.”

He stared at Laylana, expression clouding. “Righteous? Hand of Purgation? He took a contract with Reginald to come here and assassinate me! They were going to free a Demon Core and destroy our city!”

“Which tells me he must have had a good reason,” Laylana replied. “And I am fairly certain I know what it was.”

Before she could say anything more, realization dawned. “Reginald filled his head with lies and nonsense,” Thomas said. “I assume he came here to stop me because he believes we’re monsters. The goblins are resurgent, I’m gathering dangerous allies and all that, and we’re about to overrun the world again.”

Candi put her hand on his shoulder. “My husband, you have begun, if not a formal alliance, at least a close partnership with the Infernals, and taken succubi into your court. You are helping the Infernal Queen make many more of them. To some, that is surely a source of concern. We know your motivations are pure, but many do not.”

Lulu spoke up now. “You also have an ovisari in your Inner Circle, Sire. That is nearly unheard of. Most people see any sort of long-term relationship with my kind as unhealthy and dangerous. Not without reason, given what we’ve been used for in the past. I’m sure there are people assuming that you’re using me to make some new race of hybrid monsters or something.”

As Thomas pondered this, Ginger came fluttering over and landed on his shoulder.

“Lots of people hate faeries too, and you’re my human. Queen Esmer was at the wedding, and I’m sure people saw you guys talking and being so friendly.”

“And, you know,” Lorelai said, cringing just a bit, “not everyone loves the elves either. They think we’re so stuck up, plotting against everyone, when most of us are too busy meditating about flowers or spending fifty years reading books on astrology. But you married Candi, and now that I’m living here, I guess everyone is kind of assuming . . .”

The Elven Princess shrugged, leaving the sentence unfinished, but something in her eyes told him she’d been wondering about that point herself.

Thomas let out a low groan as the implications dawned. Being a king was never simple, no matter how hard he tried to make it.

“They are all correct, Sire.” Laylana replied gravely, gesturing at the still-unconscious gnome. “Given the appearance of the Demon Core inside your domain, and our affiliations, it is imperative that we question him and learn what Reginald was planning. Even if Reginald is dealt with, there are others at work here.”

“I completely agree,” Candi said. “And in light of this gnome’s reputation, I believe he could be convinced of your good intentions. If we could win him over, he could prove to be an indispensable ally.”

Thomas turned back to Laylana. “Do you mind heading that effort up? My notifications show that we found several books and magical artifacts with him. Those could be useful.” He hesitated, remembering her other objective. “After that, you’ll need to get going on finding those adventurers.”

“I can be diplomatic with the gnome, Sire,” Laylana said, inclining her head. “I am glad you trust me with such important tasks.”

He gave her a big smile. “Every day you amaze me, Laylana.”

Flushing with warmth and love, she leaned in to kiss his cheek. He pulled her into a deeper kiss, and when they were done, he updated her task.

(Updated) Immediate Task: Interview and potentially recruit the aid of the high level gnome healer, Jeremiah
Assigned to: Laylana
Estimated Time to Completion: Unknown
Estimated Risk: Low
Potential Rewards: High (Cannot level up further until [Thomas] is at least level [14]


As Laylana returned to her work, Vesta and Una appeared, accompanied by several trolls and goblins. Vesta had curly green hair that she’d grown out over the previous months, framing her rounded cheeks. Una’s skin was a mixture of white and gray, and her full mouth widened into a saucy smile as they approached.

Both women had already given birth to Thomas’s children, though they’d kept the glow of fresh pregnancy. The Incepticus did more than speed up a child’s gestation; it also helped the mothers recover completely afterward. After they exchanged brief hugs with his wives, Thomas gave them details about what he needed them to investigate.

“It’s obvious to me that the old kingdom had access to contraceptives. I need you to find out anything you can about them, as quickly as possible. If they could make them freely available in such quantity that their empire collapsed, my guess is we’ll be able to replicate it as well. We just need to be more careful.”

It had occurred to him that free access to birth control could lead to its own sort of problems for a goblin society. The issue seemed manageable, but they would cross that bridge when they got to it. I bet if we teach goblin males to not be so disgusting, the women will be much more amenable to having children by choice. It was a guess, but one he had a good feeling about.

“This is so exciting, Sire,” Vesta said when he was done.

“Whatever we find,” Una said, “we’ll need volunteers to test it. But it cannot be us. Both Vesta and I intend to attend an upcoming breeding ceremony.”

“I volunteer as tribute!” Bella announced. The other girls all looked at her in confusion, but Thomas smirked at her.

“Um, I don’t,” Lorelai giggled.

“Yeah, that’s just one,” Ginger said from her shoulder. “Pretty sure the rest of us just wanna make as many of his babies as possible.”

Thomas suppressed an inward groan. He’d briefly forgotten about the political imperative to knock up Lorelai. The bratty princess needed him. She needs all of us, he thought. Mentoring her until she became a full-fledged member of their family would take more time and compassion.

It took everything in his Discipline not to add that to his list of tasks. Part of him recognized that as soon as he started managing his relationships with his Tablet, they would lose a vital, organic element.

“Can you even have half-human babies?” Lulu asked Ginger skeptically. “Ovisari lore is pretty clear you can’t. Every time a fairy-human-hybrid has been born, it’s because of one of us.”

Crossing her arms, Ginger steeled her jaw. “Just watch me. I’ll engineer something.”

Lulu rolled her eyes as Teelah joined Bella. “I don’t want babies either,” the sniper said. “I also volunteer. You know, when the time is right.”

Candi somehow read the troubled thoughts on Thomas’s face. She put her hand on his arm. “Husband, do not worry yourself. We are coordinating things. There will be time for your obligations to Lorelai’s father, as well as to the hearts that are yours.”

He considered protesting but stopped himself. The reality was their group had grown beyond anything he could have dreamed of. With so many hearts and bodies with distinct, sometimes competitive needs, a degree of honest organization was important. Especially once we’re all navigating children and political responsibilities.

“All right,” he said to his queen. “I can trust you on this.”

Candi pecked him quickly on the lips. “Yes, you can, my love.”

The remaining hours before lunch were an absolute whirlwind of tasks and messages. Thomas and Emily had their usual daily meeting in the castle, along with their rapidly growing but not-quite toddler daughter Scarlett.

Candi joined them, since she had her own tasks to manage, and the three of them had to work together to avoid duplicated efforts. He and his wives took turns between managing tasks and entertaining the baby.

At first, Thomas hadn’t been certain if he’d enjoy being a father. He was still young by Earth standards. Before journeying to the Fae Wilds, he would have said he was years away from wanting a child, if he ever did.

Scarlett had swiftly put every doubt to rest. The little half-goblin girl, who had her mother’s bright red hair and his eyes, was a bouncing ball of energy and joy. Playing on the floor with her while Candi and Emily worked, he discovered something new about himself.

When his daughter looked at him and giggled, or when she crawled into his lap to squeeze his fingers, he felt a love so profound, so distinct, that it overshadowed everything else. While they were together, she was his world, his entire reason for being.

I won’t let anything happen to you, he thought, looking down into her bright green eyes as she giggled up at him.

“Da!” she announced, flopping back and rolling on the carpeted floor. “Come!”

He gave chase, tickling her little round belly as she crawled around. The sounds of her high-pitched laughter filled the room, earning adoring smiles from his wives. For a few precious minutes, he got to be a father and not the King.

After Scarlett wore herself out and went down for a nap, Thomas summoned his Tablet to review the work Emily and Candi had been up to. Literally thousands of tasks appeared on his list.

The work spanned both the goblin kingdom and Reginald’s. Emily was putting bids in with the Cryseth Fairies for supplies. Vast amounts of food and clothing were on order, along with construction equipment, tools, weapons, and so many other things. She’d commissioned multiple companies of dwarven masons and issued requests to Lord Tylin and Alayna, asking them to coordinate with any gargoyles willing to travel. He realized that she’d already spent nearly everything they’d raided from Reginald’s stronghold to help the newly acquired settlements.

We need to get our coffee export business up and running, he thought. And I need to find those treasuries in Lapis Castle.

What was surprising – though only a bit – was that Candi had also offered aid to the human lands. A squadron of trolls, accompanied by supporting Lava Goblins, were preparing to march on the pirate city and enforce order. Other than that unit, she wasn’t deploying her soldiers, but she had issued food and clothing credits and commanded merchants representing her interests to trade at a loss with Thomas’s settlements.

In a matter of hours, the women had begun reshaping Reginald’s distressed kingdom.

No, not Reginald’s, Thomas corrected himself. It’s mine now.

While they were working, Briar appeared in the doorway. “Sire? Reginald has been dealt with.”

He exchanged a serious look with Emily and Candi.

“He’s dead?”

“Not yet. It will take some time for his soul to fully depart. But for a man as weak as he is, it took no more than a quick peck on the cheek.”

“By you?” Emily asked.

Briar laughed. “Hardly. Do you think I have any desire for so pathetic a soul after tasting your king’s strength? No, it was Anemone.”

Candi and Emily laughed. Thomas nodded to her.

“Did you learn anything from him?”

“We did. Though I am afraid it was less than you may have hoped for. Reginald began babbling after Anemone kissed him. It often happens. Such bliss can make men very talkative. Unfortunately, it seems he knew little. He was acting entirely at Vugnek’s direction. The Demon King gave him the teleport spell and quite a bit of money, then sent him here to work with the Demon Core. He did not know what else Vugnek is up to, though I got the definite impression there’s more.”

“Damn,” Thomas muttered.

“We have stopped this for now, my husband,” Candi said. “And we are aware of his intentions against you.”

“I will speak to my Queen as well,” Briar said.

“All right,” Thomas replied. “Let me know if she has any ideas.”

Briar departed, and Thomas returned to their tasks. Surveying the updated data on the new cities, he was shocked to discover that more than seventy percent of Reginald’s Vassals had agreed to transfer their allegiance to Thomas. As he read the numbers, a new notification appeared on his Tablet.

Notice: Your maximum Vassal count has been temporarily increased to accommodate [Reginald’s] former Vassals.


Notice: Due to numerous extenuating circumstances, the Fates have issued a decree in your favor and taken additional action. Their Voices are spreading information about your efforts in the [goblin] kingdom and the [Happy] disposition of your people. Your new citizens have also been made aware of your Inner Circle’s efforts to help ease their suffering.


Thomas showed the notifications to Emily and Candi. “Interesting that the Fates would take an active hand in helping us with this,” he said.

Emily scanned the message, frowning. “No, not really, not after what he did. The Fates enforce the Orichalcum Accords. They were the ones who supported the creation of the Tablets in the first place. Their people maintain balance in the Fae Wilds. For them to take your side so openly suggests Reginald was up to some really bad stuff.”

“As Briar suggested, there are surely more plots here, my love,” Candi said. “The Fates only intervene so openly when someone disregards their fundamental rules. Most of those concern crossing the Veil. It’s possible Reginald or Vugnek were doing something they should not have been on Earth, or one of the other lands the Fae Wilds touch.”

“On Earth?” he asked.

Candi shrugged. “There are ways. You know about my uncle and my cousin. They follow the rules to the letter, of course, but you know how rash Reginald is . . .” She made a face. “Or was, rather.”

Lacking any clues or further evidence, the three put their curiosity aside and went back to work. The risk, Thomas knew from his days of playing strategy games on Earth, was spreading himself too thin. His new lands needed their own armies and protectors. In time, they’d need a dedicated Seneschal to oversee them. It would be even better if they had their own king or queen.

But who? Appointing a queen was the obvious solution, and if they were married, it would give Thomas and the future ruler amazing benefits. He tried to think of which of his women might be a good fit for Reginald’s lands. That limited things substantially.

It needs to be someone human, or who can pass as one, he thought. Reginald’s lands are populated mostly by humans, so they’re going to want a ruler who looks like them. It also needs to be someone with a head for politics, and probably a high level, too.

No one really fit the bill. Even if he’d wanted to give the task to Bella, he didn’t think she had the ambition or disposition for it. She was smart and capable, but her last job was working in a coffee shop. Teelah was even less suitable. She was a merchant’s daughter with few skills beyond assassination. He could see the humans tolerating Lorelai as their queen, but she was nowhere near ready for a role like that either, assuming she even wanted it, which he kind of doubted.

I guess it’ll be my burden for now, he decided.

A knock at the door pulled Thomas’s attention from his Tablet. Keeping his voice low, he said, “Come in, but try to be quiet. The baby is still asleep.”

The door opened, and Vesta and Una came in carrying three heavy books. They glanced at the bed where Scarlett slept, and both shone with joy. It reminded Thomas that he needed to make time to visit his other children.

I’m responsible for so many lives. It was a daunting thought, but it also gave him purpose. His job was to protect his people. All of them.

Lifting the well-preserved tomes onto the table, Vesta whispered, “Sire, we found the solution. It was just as you suggested, and the process is simple.”

“Do you mean we’ve had it all this time?” he asked incredulously.

“No one ever looked for it,” Una replied. “Sire, why would we? Before you came, our people were dying out. The last thing we needed was to limit conception.”

“That is most definitely true,” Emily mused.

“And what did you find, exactly?” Candi asked.

Una gestured out the window at the city beyond. “It’s the water, the healing water that comes up from beneath Lotta Tot, combined with a common medicinal plant that grows in this area. In small quantities, this weed can be used to dull pain and settle an upset stomach, though too much will make you sick and enough of it can be fatal. But with the properties Chaos Core imbues and amplifies, the water can balance the toxins from this plant. If you mix the two, you can create a potion that halts the female reproductive process as long as it is taken regularly. And Sire, you were exactly right. The books say they discovered this from their study of the ovisari. There are detailed notes on the whole process.”

“I knew it!” he exclaimed with a grin. “I knew the ovisari would be the key. How long does the potion remain effective?”

“It depends on how much is taken,” the goblin scholar replied. “But because the waters make it safe, it’s possible to provide up to a full year of total contraceptive.”

“And even better,” Vesta added, “it works on all female species, not just goblins. Well, any species who can drink water, anyway. We’re not sure about the gargoyles.”

Laughing in excitement, Thomas practically leapt across the room. He swept the women up into his arms, squeezing them tightly. Both returned his embrace and even stole a few kisses on his cheeks.

When he set them down, he said, “We had something like this on Earth, but the weed went extinct due to overuse. We’ll need to get the dryads involved so that doesn’t happen here, but I’m sure we can make it work. It is a weed, right?”

“Yes,” Una replied. “It can be found all over the place, so I am sure it can be cultivated.”

“But this also makes it even more important for us to protect our Chaos Core,” Vesta added. “If it dies, we lose an irreplaceable asset.”

“Agreed, Sire,” Una said. “Would you like for us to prepare some potions for testing? On the way up here, Ginger told us you had a pair of girls who already volunteered.”

“Bella and Teelah, yeah.” Checking the time, Thomas saw that it was just past noon. If he was still planning to spend some time with both Bella and Ginger tonight, he’d need to get moving. “Go find them. They should be practicing outside with Lulu. Tell them everything you just told me. Let them decide, but I’m sure they’ll agree since we just discussed it a few hours ago.”

“Of course, Sire.” Una said with a little curtsey.

The two women turned to leave, but he stopped them. “Ladies, in the next few days, I want to visit all the children. I know my relationship with the babies we produce during the ceremonies is going to be different, and it has to be, but I still want to take the time to meet them all. Would you help coordinate that?”

Both turned to look over their shoulders at him. Una’s eyes watered with joy, and Vesta’s expression was one of adoration. “Oh, Sire. Of course we will,” Vesta replied.

When they were gone, Thomas turned to Emily. “Why did they seem so surprised that I’d want to visit the children?”

“Because none of us can remember any Goblin King who took a personal interest in any of his offspring, my love. It’s simply not in their nature.”

Lifting an arm, he summoned his Chromatic Bloodline. A patina of rainbow oil surfaced at his command. It was easy now, as effortless as breathing. “We’re going to change that.”

Notice: Task Complete – Contraceptives. You have earned [310] experience points. You need [600] to reach level [14].



Interlude: Jeremiah, Hand of Purgation – Smiter of the Foul


Jeremiah woke with a start, his head pounding as if three squirrels were trying to crack a nut inside his skull. Sitting up, he tried to take in where he was. His eyes refused to open. When he reached up, he found a thick paste covering his eyelids, gluing them in place.

“Smells like avcorna healing ointment,” he muttered to himself, using his voice as an anchor. He was alive and felt reasonably well, which was far better than he’d expected when he blacked out.

A female voice answered him from nearby. “That is correct, healer. You were severely wounded and unconscious when we found you. According to the mage, a demon boss got the best of you.”

Jeremiah grunted, wondering where he was and what was going on. He didn’t recognize the voice, and he knew Reginald didn’t use or trust females for important tasks. That suggested that something else – something that would be very bad – had happened.

“It wasn’t just a demon boss,” he finally corrected in a sour tone. “It was my party falling back while the boss and a series of nasty traps all went off at once. I could have taken the boss if I’d had proper support.”

“So Reginald told us.”

Digging his craggy, nail-bitten fingernails through the gunk, Jeremiah cleared the ointment from his face until it felt safe to open his eyes. He found himself in a crude stone cell with narrow bars on the far wall. The bars were spaced narrowly, as if they’d been made for gnomes.

Or goblins, he thought. He’d been under Lotta Tot when the fight ended, and he had strongly suspected that the Goblin King was going to figure out what Reginald was doing sooner or later. Unlike Reginald, Jeremiah was under no illusions about the Goblin King’s strength and abilities. He’d heard things that had concerned him greatly.

As he looked around the cell, he decided that “sooner” was correct.

He looked up at the woman. Sitting across from him at a table piled with his belongings was a dryad of surpassing beauty. She wore an elegant dress, one embroidered with a floral motif.

“Are those slara flowers on your dress?” he asked evenly.

The woman’s expression tightened, and he thought there was a hint of respect in it. “They are. Why do you ask?”

“Every botanist I know avoids slara flowers. They’re parasitic.”

The dryad smiled. Jeremiah knew now that he had to be a prisoner of the goblins. That was unlikely to go well for him, but the woman’s beauty still tugged at his core.

“I see,” she replied. The woman ran her hand down one sleeve, fingertips caressing a flower with a pink tint to the petals. “That is a common misunderstanding. Slara flowers are parasitic to rivals of their own species. If you pair them with non-competitive growth, they do something quite marvelous.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. They form a symbiotic, supportive relationship. You see, it’s about working in harmony outside of your own kind. That’s the key. The same principle applies to octopi. Put them together, and they will fight violently. Among other species, their demeanor shifts.”

Jeremiah gaped at her as he remembered something. “I know who you are. You’re Laylana, aren’t you? The leader of the dryads who allied themselves with the Goblin King. You’re one of his wives.”

At the mention of her husband, the woman’s face lit up. The transformation was unmistakable, as if the mere thought of King Thomas was sufficient to take her from dour questioner to bright-eyed and hopeful. “He is my husband, yes. I carry our daughters in my womb.”

Jeremiah thought about making a remark about Goblin Kings and their voracious, filthy appetites, but he held back. He was a pious man. But he was not without some degree of wisdom, and certain things did not add up here. He’d been puzzled all along about the dryads joining the goblins, and perhaps the answer was here in front of him.

“Why am I still alive? Everyone knows King Thomas is a lover of monsters.”

Laylana arched a brow, her expression returning to her former manner. “Everyone knows he is a ‘lover of monsters’? Please, tell me more of what ‘everyone’ knows about him, priest.”

Looking down, the gnome realized they’d removed his battered, bloody adventuring gear, and he was now dressed in new, clean clothes. They were of an immaculate, if unfamiliar, cut. Running his fingers across the fabric, he recognized the weave. “You dress your enemies in silk?”

“Hmm, perhaps.” Laylana smirked. “I’ve read your journal. You came here to smite infernal creatures and battle foul monsters.” Leaning forward, she gave him an expression as hard and fierce as any warrior he’d seen. “Tell me why you think our people are monsters.”

At her expression, something in the gnome healer began to relax. This woman was genuinely surprised and displeased that she and her friends were being labeled monsters. She’d said our people. She wasn’t referring to the dryads alone. He knew she meant the citizens of this kingdom.

Dryads aren’t evil, and this isn’t the behavior of evil beings, he thought. And yet . . .

“The Celestial Queen has been passing word through the adventuring guilds,” he said. “The news has reached many lands, including the Temple of Holy Purgation. She claims King Thomas is breeding a new army of goblins, and worse.”

The dryad groaned softly and rolled her eyes. “Go on.”

“It’s said he’s used his Tablet to increase his Diplomacy score to levels that are far too dangerous for goblins to possess. That he’s breeding new types of monsters, and that he sits over an ancient lair. Is all this true?”

She lifted an eyebrow. “An ancient lair?”

“One filled with artifacts and relics of the ancient past. They say it harbors an Elder Doom, one that may threaten the Fates themselves.”

Laylana burst out laughing. It was a throaty, deep sound. “Jeremiah, do you know the first thing King Thomas did with what he learned from the ruins below?”

“No. What?”

“He tasked two of his people with developing contraceptives. It’s been a goal of his from the very beginning, to avoid overpopulating this kingdom and repeating the mistakes of past kings. He intends to make this potion freely available to all who want it. The women in your lands have access to temples that can perform ceremonies for such things, do they not? Do you think us ‘monsters’ have access to similar choices?”

“I suppose not.” Jeremiah frowned, wondering where the conversation was going and why. What did contraceptives have to do with anything here?

“The man you call a monster,” the dryad went on, “and look down upon for his lifestyle, has made it his mission to give his people the freedom to choose. He’s done what you so-called adventurers and priests of purity have failed to do for generations. My husband has shown compassion to creatures you call evil simply because they look different or have different beliefs.”

The gnome priest scowled. She’s mocking me. Face twisting into an expression of righteous anger, Jeremiah raised his voice. “You’re just trying to confuse things. Everyone knows your King has formed unholy alliances with infernals.” He pointed at a book sitting next to the druid. “It is my holy duty to purge all infernals and demons from this world.”

“Yes, there we have it.” Picking up the book in question, Laylana opened to a page she’d apparently bookmarked. “You have a ritual in here, one that helps predict demonic attacks. There are lists of spells to purge and fight them as well. These could be very useful to us.”

“What?” Jeremiah spluttered as his confusion returned. “Why would you want spells to fight your allies?”

Before Laylana could answer him, his attention was drawn by a rich smell coming from the entrance to the cell. He looked over, seeing a tall woman cloaked in leather standing outside the bars. In her hands, she held a tray with cups and a little teapot.

Jeremiah let out a howl of surprise and outrage. “A succubus! Crisp! You intend to poison and seduce me!” Leaping to his feet atop the bed, Jeremiah backed to the wall and began making symbols of protection in the air. His mana was full, and the magic responded to his call.

“Stop that,” Laylana snapped. “It’s not Crisp. It’s coffee. Our King intends to export it.”

Disarmed by the lack of violence on the parts of both women, Jeremiah hesitated. His incomplete spell faltered. “Coffee?” He’d heard rumors of such a thing but had never encountered it personally.

Then he looked at the succubus, seeing an expression of casual, unthreatening amusement on her lovely face. It was entirely at odds with what he would have expected from one of the predatory sex demons.

And that was before he noticed the unmistakable outward curve of her belly.

Jeremiah gaped at her in complete and total shock. It was impossible. Succubi did not—They reproduced only through magic controlled by the Infernal Queen. They were formed from male lust and the souls they stole.

“Are you . . .” He could barely bring himself to utter the word. “Pregnant?”

“I am,” the succubus said. Opening the cell door, she opened her wings wide, letting him see the entirety of her sharply rounded belly. She was nude under her wings, but he barely noticed. “Isn’t it amazing?”

The question wasn’t sexual or sensual. It was proud. Genuine, motherly warmth filled the infernal woman’s face as she entered the room and placed the tray on the table in front of Laylana. Standing straight, she wrapped both hands around her stomach, stroking it tenderly.

“You will bear another succubus?” Jeremiah asked. “Or something else?”

“A daughter like me, yes,” she replied.

Laylana poured a single cup of black coffee and took a sip. Shuddering in delight, she murmured, “Tell me, Priest Jeremiah, Hand of Purgation, and level eighteen High Acolyte, do you know what it means for a succubus to have a true, natural pregnancy?”

“An . . . abomination?” he asked, voice querulous and uncertain. This was even worse than he’d imagined when he’d agreed to come here with Reginald.

And yet . . . was it?

“I am well aware that a Goblin King with a high enough Diplomacy score can breed with monsters,” he replied finally. “But with succubi? It’s impossible for anyone. They reproduce when they consume souls.”

“Normally, yes,” the succubus said. “But not anymore. King Thomas has given us something all the priests in the world have never once tried. Our children will have options I and my sisters never had.”

The windup was obvious. If he’d been at his full wits, he might not have fallen into the trap. “And what is that?”

“To be free. The cycle of senseless violence ends with our children.”

Her point suddenly dawned on him, and his sense of shock doubled. When he spoke, his voice was barely above a whisper.

“Succubi that could reproduce without taking souls.”

Pouring a second cup, the succubus offered it to him. “Precisely.”

Jeremiah hesitated for a moment before the delicious aroma drew him down from the bed. The gnome priest crossed the small room, and almost without thinking, he tried a sip. A rush of energy and focused passion rolled down his throat.

“This is—” he said, staring down at the black liquid. “—amazing!”

The dryad and the succubus both laughed at his tone.

“That it is,” Laylana said. Standing, she swept his belongings up under one arm and waved at the open cell door. “Now, if you’d like to accompany me, priest, I am ready to give you a tour of the city, so you may see for yourself that we are not the den of evil and rapaciousness you have imagined. And then we can discuss what my King would ask of you.”

Taking another sip, Jeremiah pondered this opportunity. His head was spinning, and his heart was deeply, deeply confused. Everything he’d thought of King Thomas had been brought into question. At the sight of the pregnant succubus, everything he had put his faith in teetered on the edge of an abyss.

“Ask of me?”

“Yes. The Demon King wants him dead. He was behind Reginald’s plotting and attacks on our lands. We would like to hire you to help us deal with that.”

“Hire me?”

“You are an adventurer, are you not? One of the few of your level in the entire world. Surely our coin is as good as Reginald’s.” She smiled. “Some of it was Reginald’s, after all.”

“What?” Jeremiah asked in surprise.

“His attack failed, and Reginald surrendered his Royal Tablet to King Thomas. His territories and possessions are now ours.”

The gnome priest gaped at her, his shock returning in an instant. This was an enormous development, one that would dramatically shift the balance of power in the Fae Wilds. Whatever sort of man King Thomas was, he could not waste this opportunity to see the truth first-hand. He needed to understand the scope of this threat – if indeed it was a threat.

With both hands wrapped around the coffee cup, he stood and followed the dryad as she left the cell.

“It is my holy duty to smite evil,” he said. “Reginald didn’t have to pay me.”

“Well, we will pay, and you’ll still be smiting evil. Isn’t that a better offer?”

“Perhaps. If what you say is true, this changes a great deal. But I promise nothing, not until I see the truth with my own eyes. If your King is not, in fact, the threat we had thought, and he is not planning to overrun the lands with his monstrous legions, then I may be able to help.”

Laylana stepped up beside him, adopting a pace suitable for his shorter legs. “Priest, this is precisely why I am going to give you this tour. My King hoped it would put you in the proper mindset before your meeting.” She smiled. “I have so much to show you. Ask me what you will.”
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Interlude: Coffee Date (Belladonna POV)


Bella threw herself forward with a gasp. Teelah’s knife slashed through the air, missing her by less than an inch. Tumbling and rolling, Bella twisted around as she came to her feet. Using her heightened agility score, she threw a kick into her dodge.

Teelah, her equal in nearly every way, leaned into the kick. Her quick thinking prevented Bella from reaching full momentum and stole the worst of the blow. Wrapping a hand around Bella’s ankle, Teelah brought her practice knife down.

Move! Bella thought, trying to will her body to dodge the attack. Then movement across the practice square caught her eye – a goblin was approaching. Could that be Emily? Is it time for me to meet with Thomas? The thought caught her heart and made her stomach clench with both anxiety and desire.

The momentary distraction was enough to cost her. Teelah’s blade grazed the metal reinforced armor sheathing Bella’s calf.

“Match!” Lulu called. Both women parted, separating and assuming their positions.

“Good hit,” Bella said, embarrassed by her distraction. Worse, it wasn’t Emily approaching, but Vesta and Una. Thomas was nowhere in sight.

Teelah grinned impishly, her eyes dancing in knowing mirth. Their bouts were almost always equal, but today, Teelah had won almost all of them.

“You’re distracted, Bella,” Lulu said in a firm voice. She didn’t sound accusatory, just direct. “We know why, and that’s fine, but I need you to realize just how much of a mistake it is.”

“It is?” Bella asked, squirming beneath the iron in Lulu’s unwavering gaze.

“If I’m away on a mission, you and Teelah will be responsible for protecting King Thomas. You know his nature, and you’ve seen how he’s growing into his power and allure. If either of you is distracted by emotion or desire, that will create an opening that an assassin could exploit.”

Flushing, Bella stammered an apology. “I—I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.”

“That’s the danger of our relationship with him,” Lulu continued, ignoring the apology. “It’s easy to let love get in the way of our jobs. Never forget, Thomas doesn’t have a combat class. He has no formal training in defense, though one day I hope to change that. For all his levels and power, he’s just a man. A single sniper or assassin at either of your levels could kill him with a single lucky shot. And all that stands between him and that fate is us.” She touched her robe. Fresh magic symbols glowed across the hem.

“Imagine what would happen if he were at a ceremonial event, vulnerable, and one of the participants was actually an infiltrator? What if you were busy looking at him, wanting him, and not watching for a concealed knife or spell?”

Bella blanched. She hadn’t thought of that. Up until this point, their training had been about external threats. Lulu knew hundreds of vectors of attack and had done her best to train both girls to take advantage of them as well as to defend against them.

“I didn’t think of that,” Teelah murmured from nearby. “Honestly, up until today, I would have argued that our King wouldn’t be that much of a distraction.”

Lulu snorted dismissively. “You both will attend all of his breeding ceremonies for the next two months. You will not participate. Instead, you will guard him from every danger.” She rattled off a list of details she expected reports on. They were varied and seemingly random, including things like, which women were the last to touch him before he took a break, and their eye color.”

“But why?” Teelah asked.

“Some shapeshifters can’t change eye color. I want you both to tell me how many women have green or brown eyes.”

It went on from there. Finally, when she was done lecturing, the ovisari Spy Mistress stepped back. Vesta and Una, who’d been waiting patiently through Lulu’s speech, stepped forward now, explaining their discovery.

While they did, Lulu summoned her silver tablet. Glancing at Bella, she smiled tightly. Neither girl noticed. When the goblins were done talking, Lulu addressed the junior assassins.

“You may both go try some of that potion, if you’d like. Bella, once you are done, get cleaned up. Thomas has made arrangements, and you will meet him in an hour.”

Despite how hard the workout and Lulu’s lecture had been, Bella’s face lit up. She bounced in place, rocking back and forth as if she hadn’t spent the morning fighting in a dungeon and the afternoon in training.

“What about me?” Teelah asked.

Lulu gave the tomboy a frank look. “Thomas knows your heart is not yet looking for a relationship.” Seeing Teelah’s face fall, Lulu grinned and continued, “But he knows how important you are to all of us. He told me he’s open to your joining in when we have our group play time.”

Squealing in delight, Teelah bounced up and down. “I love group play!”

“Oh really? We didn’t notice.” Smirking, the ovisari waved for them both to hurry on. “Now go see if this contraceptive works on girls as enthusiastic as you are. I’ll attend our King.”

* * *

It took all of ten minutes for Vesta and Una to prepare the potion. Bella opted for a low dose. According to the lore books they’d found, it would remain in her system for at least a month. Teelah, though, downed a heavy dose despite protests from the goblins about the potential risks.

When neither girl showed any side effects after fifteen minutes or so, they parted ways. Teelah had tasks to attend to before rejoining Lulu, and Bella needed to get cleaned up for her date with Thomas.

Walking to the nearest bathhouse, the Royal Assassin was both pleased and a bit surprised to find it empty. Even with their increased Discipline, goblin males still disdained bathing more than once a week. Yet even that much had made life in Lotta Tot far more bearable.

She stripped out of her training gear and sank into the pool, taking her time to savor the healing, cleansing water. As she floated, she found herself thinking back to every interaction she’d had with the King. His handsome face floated through her mind’s eye.

He has such kind, intense eyes, she thought. When he looked at her the way he’d been doing lately, it made butterflies the size of horses dance around her stomach. It also warmed her heart. While she still had few memories of her life from Earth, one thing she was absolutely certain of was that no man had ever made her feel as safe as Thomas did.

And I’ve never wanted to protect someone as much as I do him and our family.

Our family. Two words that brought a different kind of warmth to her chest.

Half an hour into her bath, Zaza appeared in the doorway. The white-haired goblin glowed with the vitality of her levels and the experience of having recently given birth.

How does every goblin woman seem so much happier now than when we arrived? Bella wondered. And after giving birth, too. When I was a captive at Reginald’s, everyone talked about goblins like they were no better than feral animals. That couldn’t be further from the truth.

Goblins were creatures of passion, that was true. But the love and joy she saw in Thomas’s people now banished any thoughts of the monstrous.

“The King sent me to help you with your wardrobe for the evening,” the little seamstress said, eyes twinkling with mischief. “I initially thought to copy some of the designs Emily took from Earth, but Candi was certain your tastes would run in a different direction. I’ve prepared several ideas. If you hurry, we should be able to put something lovely together in time.”

“He sent you to help with my wardrobe?”

“He did,” Zaza said, giving her a knowing smile. “I think he’s got something rather special planned for the two of you.”

Bella looked around to make sure none of the males were lurking in the bathhouse. She didn’t mind the goblin women, particularly those who so obviously were devoted to Thomas, but having been a slave – however briefly – to a tyrant had taught her to be careful.

She and the seamstress went to Zaza’s workshop to pick out her clothes for the evening. She settled on a long, lacy black dress with some extra special elements under it that Zaza had made for her.

Her date with Thomas was near the center of Lotta Tot, in a building that was all too familiar. It was the coffee shop from Earth, the very one she’d been brought to the Fae Wilds in. They’d dragged it here from the woods, where it now occupied a place of importance in their nascent coffee business. Sitting between two tall roasteries, it looked precisely as she’d last seen it, with bright lights and inviting tables.

Yet she saw no one there – no one besides Thomas. He stepped out of the building, a vase of flowers in one hand, smiling one of his gentle smiles and wearing an immaculate charcoal suit trimmed in royal purple. Seeing him made her heart skip a beat. As he set the flowers on one of the tables, she missed a step, floundered, then caught herself before she could face-plant.

“You did all of this for me?” she asked. “What about the coffee shipments? What about our guests who use this place?”

“I gave them the afternoon off, and no one complained. The business can take a break for a few hours. What good is it if I’m the King, and I can’t make time for the people I care about?” Thomas motioned toward the interior of the coffeeshop. “I had a special meal prepared for us. I remembered you mentioning it a while ago and asked one of Mama’s chefs to whip it up.”

Bella walked up, joining him on the tile entry to the coffeehouse. There, sitting on a table, was what looked like a completely accurate rendition of a cheeseburger, complete with sesame seeds.

“I—” A gentle sound, not quite a sob, tore free from her throat. Bella leaned against his side, nuzzling his neck, “I knew I liked you a lot before.”

“And now?” he said, turning to kiss the top of her head.

“Now, I’m in love.”


Chapter 13: Many Types of Love


Thomas settled in across from Bella, the mix of contentment and anticipation making him tense. This was his first actual date since he’d left Earth, and he wanted it to be perfect. For the first time in weeks, perhaps longer, he allowed the trappings of King, husband, and father to slip. For an hour or so, he just wanted to be who he’d been before all that.

Watching the lithe Royal Assassin walk around the table to take her seat, he felt his heart skip. Bella was stunning, but the way she moved was what truly captivated him. There was nothing deliberately sensual in the swing of her hips, just natural, athletic grace. The pert teardrop shape of her ass filled her tight dress in a way that gripped his imagination.

Bella had been part of a dozen play sessions or more, and a ceremonial orgy or two, and he’d certainly kissed her many times. But somehow, none of that mattered tonight. There had been a line they hadn’t crossed. Neither of them felt ready until now.

As they settled into place, music began to play. It was Fae Wilds fare, the sort with lots of woodwinds and violins, with an upbeat, optimistic tempo.

“Where are the musicians?” Bella asked, looking around. The motion sent her labret piercing dancing across her mouth.

Thomas just watched, captivated by the sight of her lips. She caught him staring and blushed, looking down.

“The next building over. I designed a system to pipe the music in here through the vents.” With an extra decade of knowledge granted by the Tablet, coupled with an astronomical Cunning score, Thomas’s engineering abilities had proven more than up to the task.

“Thank you,” she said, a bit breathless. “This is perfect.” Tearing her eyes from his face, she took a sip of water and tried her cheeseburger.

Thomas took a bite of his. He’d traveled the world with his parents, and he was used to the experience of food that looked like traditional American fare but tasted quite different. This burger was the same. It tasted a bit like spiced crab, with a hint of the richness of red meat. A goblin cook’s idea of an Earth sandwich, seasoned in their style.

“Huh,” he began, chewing his first bite slowly.

“It’s delicious!” Bella said, taking another bite with gusto.

He looked at her in mild surprise. “Really? You’re not thrown off by the whole ‘not actually cow’ thing? I wasn’t really sure what they were going to come up with here.”

Bella tried to reply as she chewed. “Well, we don’t have cows here, do we? I wasn’t really expecting a real burger.”

Thomas laughed. “Okay, good to know.”

As music serenaded them, they continued eating. After a few more bites, Bella asked, “Do you know what I like about being a Royal Assassin?”

Caught off guard by the shift in subject, Thomas shook his head. “What?”

“I feel like a badass superhero.” Flicking a hand up, through a curl of black hair, she continued, “Kind of like The Crow.”

“The Crow? You mean that goth revenge movie?”

“Mhm!”

“The one that starts with the writer fridging the love interest?”

She gave him a level stare. “Oh, come on, I hate that.”

“Hate what?”

“Dismissing a movie just because it uses some classic trope,” she said.

“Well, it does,” Thomas replied.

Bella’s previously shy demeanor evaporated. “Yeah, well, tropes exist for a reason. I hate how people will take a great movie and just trash it by saying something like, ‘They fridged the love interest,’ like that automatically makes it garbage. I think it’s an entirely legitimate start to a story - you wouldn’t like John Wick nearly as much if the dog didn’t die. Right? Besides,, would the Crow rise from the dead to take revenge on everyone if she just broke up with him?”

A little taken aback by her passion, he said the first thing that came to mind. “I wasn’t the biggest fan of goth movies like The Crow, but I did like Beetlejuice.” He gave her a playful smile. “I guess they fridged the couple at the beginning when they died on a bridge.”

Bella’s face lit up. “You liked Beetlejuice?”

“I did. It was one of the movies my parents loaded on an iPad for me to watch on long flights when I was young. There was a time I wondered why they would let a little kid watch a movie like that. Now, knowing what was going on with them, I get it.”

“What was your favorite part? I still don’t remember a lot of my past, but I think I was a lot like the daughter in that movie when I was a teenager.”

“I liked the sandworms. You know, the ones they obviously stole from Dune.”

In the middle of taking a drink, she nearly did a spit take. “You’re awful. That was so obviously a fucking homage. That’s almost as bad as ‘fridging’!”

Realizing he was being needled, Thomas leaned forward. “We don’t use F-bombs at the dinner table, young lady.”

Eyes sparkling, she replied, “Are you gonna spank me for it, Daddy?”

Thud. A hard knock echoed from Thomas’s side of the table. The noise was discordant enough that it might have been an arrow hitting his chair or something being thrown at them.

Reflexes honed to razor sharpness, Bella leapt to her feet. Her seat flew backward, bouncing off the floor with a sound like a gunshot as she darted closer to him. In a split-second, she was standing protectively next to him, looking around for the source of the potential attack. Given how form-fitting her outfit was, Thomas couldn’t imagine where she could have concealed a single knife, let alone the two that seemed to materialize out of thin air.

A little embarrassed, Thomas murmured, “Bella, love, you can sit back down. That was me.”

“It was?”

He pulled her into his lap, and her eyes immediately got wide as she settled in.

“Oh.”

“Yeah.”

Bella giggled. “I heard it from over there, and . . . How the hell did you make a sound that loud with your dick?”

Deadpan, he replied, “Goblin powers, Belladonna. Mysterious goblin powers.”

“Are we going to gloss over how calling you ‘Daddy’ set it off?”

“Stop that,” he said, glaring. “You’re absolutely not allowed to push buttons like that this early in the date.”

Smirking playfully, she collected her chair and returned to her seat. “At least your skin hasn’t gone all colorful or gray. We know what that means.”

He couldn’t resist the opening, even though he knew he probably should. “What does it mean?”

“That you’re about to go full plow-mode for six to eight hours straight.”

Thomas burst out laughing. It was long and loud and honest. The joke was so surprising that he found himself out of breath as the amusement washed over him.

“Well, don’t forget I’ve got Ginger to deal with tonight too.”

“I’ll be sure she’s aware of this issue.”

“What issue?”

She gave him an impish smile and said, “Plow-mode, Daddy.”

Thud. The impact, once again sharp, didn’t stop him from laughing.

Much later, after the two had shared a bottle of goblin wine, Thomas leaned back in his chair to reflect on the evening. Warmth filled him, both from the drink and the pleasant company.

Bella had already proven her worth dozens of times, but tonight he’d seen a side of her he hadn’t experienced before. She was a dorky nerd, fascinated by all things grim and dark. But she was not, in her deepest heart, grim or dark. There was hope in her, an earnest need to defend people she cared about.

“Feel like heading back to the palace now?” he asked softly, studying her face.

Exhaling a nervous breath, she said, “I thought you’d never ask.”

Summoning his Tablet, Thomas sent a message to Emily.

Thomas: Love, I’m coming back with Bella. Would you make the arrangements we discussed?

His head had told him Bella was more than ready for tonight, but his heart hadn’t wanted to make assumptions before their date. If Bella had confessed some reservations or past trauma that made her want to wait, he didn’t want her coming back to a castle set up for a romantic, erotic evening. That would have been awkward.

Emily: Absolutely. Have fun, but also…

Thomas: When the time is right, remind her she’s part of the group now?

Emily: Part of the group? Silly, you’re going to marry her like the rest of us, right?

Thomas: I don’t just fuck around, you know that.

Emily: Then tell her we’re making copies of the castle keys for her.

Thomas: You’re perfect. I love you.

Emily: And I you. Go have fun with a girl who deserves your love.

Emily was as good as her word. Given the tremendous boosts to speed and efficiency everyone in his kingdom enjoyed, goblin workers could produce miracles in minutes. The halls inside the castle were covered in black roses, and the wall sconces were fitted with matching candles.

Seeing them, Bella gawked. “The flowers? Laylana?”

“Ginger did the candles. Believe it or not, she’s actually an incredible engineer.”

Sliding an arm around his waist, she gripped his butt. “You were already going to get lucky, but your wives have just guaranteed you’re going to get extra lucky.”

Turning down one hall and into another, they came to a passage decorated with a new bas-relief carved into the walls. It was done in troll style, which was smoother than the brutalism Dwarves preferred.

The mural depicted two castles, one goblin, one troll. Thomas stood in the center with Candi beside him. Laylana was beside Candi, the dryad’s form surrounded by flowers and vines. Emily and Lulu stood together on the other side of Thomas. Hovering over them was Ginger, wielding a wrench. Finally, Bella stood next to Lulu.

The artists had done a magnificent job of structuring the poses and wardrobe, displaying each woman with a crown of matching flowers. Their hands were laced together, creating a continuous weave from one side to the other. Bella stared at it, eyes wide, transfixed at what it all meant.

“Extra lucky?” Shifting his hand down, he drew his fingers across the supple firmness of her ass. Squeezing, he said, “Are we jumping into butt stuff that fast?”

“You can’t go from romance to horny that quickly, you’ll give me whiplash.” But she leaned into him, arching her back and moaning softly. “How do you make your hands feel that good on me? It’s not possible.”

“It’s a trade secret, and you didn’t answer my question.”

She looked up at him, biting her bottom lip around the piercing. “My King can have anything he wants. But . . .”

“Yes?”

“Would his majesty prefer to take my ass alone or with the cheering adoration of all his other wives?”

He laughed weakly. “Damn it.” She had a point.

“Also . . . where is Lorelai in the painting? Is she going to be part of it?”

“Ah, when Candi commissioned this thing, after the wedding, that was before we all realized she was more than a bratty, spoiled princess.”

“Yeah, Lorelai didn’t get that way by accident,” Bella said. “I know that now, and I think she’s realized it too. She’s told me a few things about her childhood. Kids are a big deal among the elves, and girls are either beautiful or they’re nothing at all. So girls who are as pretty as she is get treated like the savior of their race or something.”

“I’ve gotten that impression myself. So I’m going to get it updated.”

Bella laughed. “Yeah, I do like her. But . . . do we like her, or do we like her the way Ginger likes her?”

“Can’t it be both?”

“I suppose it can.”

They resumed their journey to the bedroom. Her hand slipped back to his waist, but he very deliberately kept his on her backside.

“I’m thankful to Candi for doing something so thoughtful,” she said as they reached the royal chambers and turned down the hall. Black flower petals lined the floor, and more black candles flickered along the walls. Someone had sketched adorable grinning skulls on the stonework in colorful chalk. A few reached all the way to the ceiling, suggesting who had been at least partially responsible for the decorations.

“Ginger?” Bella asked, smirking.

“Had to be.” He smiled at her. “The girls all care about you deeply.” Stopping at the heavy, banded door, Thomas held a hand up. “I just have one more thing to give you.”

“Oh?”

Reaching into his suit jacket, Thomas withdrew a long, sheathed dagger. He held it out to her. The sheath was all black and edged in platinum. Fresh magical symbols covered the pommel.

“Lulu asked Ginger to make this for you,” he said, holding it out. “It’s Epic quality. She built it, but one of Laylana’s dryads helped her with the spells. This dryad specializes in weapon enchantments, apparently. She called this combination Love’s Embrace. Any time you’re acting to protect those you care about most, it will do all sorts of cool things.”

Bella looked up at him, wide-eyed. “Like what?”

“I don’t know, and neither did she. Apparently you have to figure that out yourself. It’s different for everyone, because your love is your own.”

Hand shaking, Bella accepted the gift. Taking a small step backward, she drew the knife from its sheath. The blade was all-black, and a barely perceptible hum emanated from it as it was drawn, as if there was some magical mechanism inside it. She made an experimental sweeping motion with it out, as if she were defending Thomas from an attacker.

“This is incredible,” she said, captivated by the weapon’s artistry. “The balance is perfect, like it’s tuning itself to my movements before I even make them.” Then her Vassal Tablet appeared, and she read the description. “It has three enchantments? Three? Do you have any idea how expensive this had to be?”

“I didn’t ask, but Lulu used the word ‘priceless’ at least once. But I’m the King, and people do these things because they believe in what we’re doing here. Once Lulu explained to this dryad that it was for one of my women and protectors, that was it. There was no discussion of the cost.”

Bella sheathed the weapon and tucked it away. “Don’t let me forget to thank them.”

He smiled. “I won’t.”

Eyes filling with tears, she threw herself into his arms. They kissed in deep, earnest joy, each knowing what this meant. Thomas’s wives had now officially blessed Bella, anointing her as a member of their family.

Opening the door to the bedroom revealed yet another miracle. The bed, which was big enough for eight very enthusiastic lovers, had a hunter green coverlet with an intricate leaf pattern stitched in gold thread across the hem.

Thomas recognized what it was. He ran his eyes across the room. Beyond the chests of drawers and other things, he saw no other signs of elven craftsmanship.

“The crafty bitch,” Bella laughed, the word affectionate rather than annoyed.

“What?”

“That coverlet. Lorelai is trying to signal that she wants to be part of the rest of us.”

“Who knew she could be so cunning?” Thomas said, choking back amusement. Resisting the urge to further descend into silly banter, he closed the door behind them. He moved against Bella’s back, sliding his hands down her arms as he leaned into her, gently kissing the elegant slope of her throat. Bella shivered, moaning and melting back against him. Her hips rocked, shoving into his pelvis with desperate need.

Forcing his chaos to wait, Thomas drew his fingers around her torso to the laces between her breasts. Exhaling against the shell of her ear, he nibbled the lobe gently as his fingers discovered the pattern of knots holding the bodice of her dress together. It took a few moments, but he figured it out.

When her dress was loose, he slipped it off her shoulders, revealing the strappy black lingerie underneath. Bella turned to him, almost panting with desire. She didn’t force the moment, letting him admire the lacey patterns of her bra and panties and the straps holding up her stockings.

Thomas reveled in the deliciously lithe shape of her body, so toned and athletic. She was fuller than Lorelai, but not as rounded as Laylana.

“You’re gorgeous,” he said, letting the chaos finally rise in him. It swirled in his skin, coloring it in the new, chromatic patina.

At its appearance, Bella’s pupils dilated. She reached out, drawing a hand down his chest and to his pants. She began undressing him quickly.

“I’m sorry, but I can’t wait any longer. Now, Thomas. I need you, my King.”

“As you wish, my love.”

His hands fit around her waist as if they were made for each other, fingertips and thumbs almost completely encircling her body. Thanks to his enhanced Strength attribute, lifting the athletic girl was effortless. He set her on the edge of the bed and continued undressing. But Bella stopped him.

“Please, Sire? Let me.” He barely had time to drop his hands before she leaned against the buttons of his dress shirt. But she didn’t use her hands. He was surprised to see her lips wrap around a button. There was a single, gentle tug before it gave way, but she hadn’t bitten through it. Her lips parted, and the button was still there.

“Agility applies to the entire body, you know,” she said with a smile. It took her only a few more moments to get his shirt open. His belt and pants followed soon after.

His cock sprang free, and Bella moaned again, sounding as delighted as if it were her first time faced with his manhood. But in a real sense, he realized, it was. This was the first time it was for her.

The tip of her tongue darted across his length, starting from the base. Halfway through her first lick, her body began to quiver and shake.

“How can you taste so good? It’s like . . . liquid pleasure. Liquid sex.”

Then she let out a soft cry as she was taken by an unexpected orgasm. The contractions sent her slipping back onto the bed, baring her body like a feast for his eyes.

“No more play,” she gasped, wriggling out of her bra. “I need you in me.”

He saw the dew drenching her panties, and his chaos surged. Gripping her hips, he adjusted her on the bed until he was kneeling between her legs. He pulled the lacey fabric from her hips, tossing it aside and leaning closer, bringing the tip of his cock against her sopping slit.

Bella’s pussy had a single dark patch above her entrance, like an exclamation point above the pinkness. As he nuzzled his need against hers, she kept writhing, as if his touch were enough to bring her into another ecstatic release.

She looked up at him, eyes open and vulnerable, hands on his hips as paused against her virginity.

“I remember now.”

“Remember what?” he asked.

“Why I waited. Why I was still a virgin. I wanted someone to love me like The Crow loved his girlfriend. I wanted to feel like I was giving myself to someone who treasured me like that.”

“Do you?” he asked, though knowing the answer.

“Yes. I love you, Thomas.”

“And I love you.”

He leaned forward, opening her and gliding into her incredibly tight channel. Bella arched her back, thrusting herself against him and making him spear several inches past her virginity as she was taken by another intense orgasm. The sensation of tearing made him hesitate, but she wanted none of that.

With a groan so loud that it could have filled an amphitheater, Bella locked her legs around his hips and drew him in, forcing him to the hilt. If he’d thought she was convulsing before, he’d been wrong. Her spasming pussy gripped him like a vice, sheathing him in delight so profound it was all he could do to hang on.

Bella writhed, her incredible Agility, Strength, and Endurance all coming into play as she fucked herself on his cock again, and again. Only after several minutes of constant climaxes did she settle down enough to look up at him. Gasping for breath, she ran her fingertips across his chest and smiled.

“Thomas?” she murmured. “Will you do me a favor?”

“Yes?”

“Tell me you love me again.”

“I love you.”

“Do me another favor?”

“Anything.”

“Stop holding back. I think I like when it hurts a little.” Biting her bottom lip, right on top of the piercing, she corrected herself. “I like when it hurts a lot.”

Raking his nails across her thighs, Thomas did as she asked. The sounds of his urgent thrusts soon filled the room, just a bit softer than her mounting cries of passion. Bella seemed to have no limit to her pleasure. The harder he used her, the louder she came. When he leaned down and bit her neck, she went non-verbal, spasming and groaning into his ear as she milked his shaft, arching aggressively into him.

He came with her. Encouraged by her screams, he let the chaos guide him into growling screams of his own. They touched off yet another cascade of orgasms.

Time blurred. When it reached the point where he was sure she simply couldn’t continue, he withdrew and rolled onto his back. Bella sat up, giving him a scandalized look.

“What are you doing?”

Blinking a few times, he replied, “Giving you a break.”

“Uh. No.” She threw herself on top of him, swallowing him back into her belly. He’d already filled her three times by that point, and when she settled onto his hips, the sound was positively lewd. As she leaned forward, putting her hands on his chest, her black hair fell to frame her face. It reminded him of that shy way she sometimes looked at him, with half her mouth concealed.

“Oh, Daddy likes me on top, does he?” she said with a little smirk. No sooner had the words left her mouth than she was moaning again. “You—” she bounced down on him roughly, slamming him bouncing off her depths. “—might—” Lifting up, she did it again, rolling her hips as she did. She might have been about to say something else, but another orgasm gave her pause. When she finally calmed enough to speak, she picked up right where she left off. “—be the best toy ever!”

“Toy?” He asked, wincing a bit as she lifted all the way to the tip of his cock, then shoved her full weight down again.

I’m pretty sure I’m hitting her cervix each time she does that, he thought. Isn’t that supposed to hurt like hell?

Well, if it did, it only made Bella more enthusiastic about it. A few minutes later, after he’d come inside her again, she leaned down and kissed him.

“Yeah. My favorite toy is when I can feel you getting a little soft, and all I have to do is call you Daddy.”

He groaned as he stiffened instantly. “Ooooooh!”


Chapter 14: Faith and the Faithful


Thomas gently extricated himself from the bed. It was still fairly early, which was good, because he knew he had more to do tonight.

Bella rolled over and made a face, one hand reaching for where he’d been. With a wry chuckle, he tucked a pillow into her arms, and she promptly clutched it to her chest. Easing out of the bedroom, he made his way to the washbasin down the hall. As he cleaned up, he checked his notifications.

Emily and Umadin had been busy. To his pleasant surprise, Lulu had joined in, assigning investigatory tasks to Vassals with the right disposition and demeanor. She was even using some of their new human citizens, ones who showed higher levels of loyalty than he’d been expecting.

A note popped in from Laylana.

Laylana: Jeremiah is ready to see you. Once he settled into our tour, he had a lot of questions. I did as you asked.

Thomas: You answered them all honestly?

Laylana: Yes. I even showed him where the succubi live. When he saw their new nursery, he practically had a fit. It seems the very idea of infernals who aren’t outright evil, soul-swallowers has upended everything he believed.

Thomas and the druid had discussed things before his date with Bella. The Cunning in him had helped with that planning, but he was still proud of what Laylana had accomplished.

Thomas: Thank you. I’ll meet him in my study. You should be good to go find us those adventures now.

Laylana: Will Lulu meet us there, for your protection?

Thomas: I just sent her a message. She’s on the way. Bella needs some rest.

Laylana: I am sure she does!

Thomas went to his study. A few minutes later, there was a knock at the door.

“Come in,” he said. He stood next to the hearth, now wearing a more casual outfit. He suspected that flaunting his Earth background to his guest was not the right approach.

The man who entered was of a height with most goblins, barely over three feet tall, but he presented a very different appearance. His features were broad, with a thick block for a nose and full, almost blubbery lips. Tufts of hair stuck out from his ears, merging with a salt and pepper mane of long, trimmed hair. He wore one of Zaza’s silk shirts beneath an adventuring tabard. Embroidered with protective spells, the tabard belonged to a faith Laylana had explained was the Temple of Holy Purgation.

Jeremiah paused and looked back as he walked into the room, realizing he was alone and clearly surprised to have no escort to his meeting with the King.

“Hand of Purgation,” Thomas said, stepping over and offering a hand. “I’m glad you agreed to meet with me.”

Jeremiah looked at the hand for a count of three before shrugging and taking it.

The man was strong, though oddly for an adventurer of his caliber, he seemed to not match Thomas’s enhanced strength score. He got the distinct feeling that the gnome had sunk as many points in magic and whatever faith skill applied to the priest class as he could. And that meant this gnome had to be the most powerful spellcaster Thomas had ever met.

He’s level eighteen. I haven’t met someone this high before.

Letting none of his thoughts show, Thomas waved to a chair.

“Will you join me in a little discussion? Would you like anything to eat?”

The gnome priest nodded. “Yes, and yes. Thank you.” Taking the offered chair, which was goblin-sized, the gnome sat forward with his hands on his knees. “I’d also like you to explain what this is all about.”

Sending off Tasks for food and drink, Thomas settled in opposite him. “Which part?”

“All of it, everything. Sending one of your many wives to ingratiate yourself to me. Showing me this entire, strange city. Introducing me to your offspring and the succubi you’ve entered into unholy bargains with. Why are you showing me all this?” The gnome spoke with fire, his eyes reflecting indignation and frustration.

Thomas ignored the gnome’s attitude as his Discipline shut down on his rage-chaos as easily as flicking off a lighter. He met the outburst with an even, warm smile. “Are you done?”

The gnome’s eyes narrowed.

“For now, I suppose.”

“Then let me answer your concerns. We’ll start from the top.” Holding his hand up, Thomas extended a finger. “Yes, I have multiple wives, and you should see my sending one of them as the honor I intended it as. Laylana is a woman I trust completely, and she gave you a personal tour. I didn’t send a mere Vassal. I did it because, as a druid, I knew she would understand the position of a priest like you better than the others in my Inner Circle.”

“One man possessing so many women is an abomination,” Jeremiah countered, face twisted in anger. Clearly he wasn’t ready to let the topic drop yet.

“Priest, you’re also an adventurer.”

“I am.”

“And you were traveling with a minotaur and an assassin, weren’t you?”

“I was. What of it?”

Thomas leaned back in his chair, letting the question sink in for a few moments. “Have you only killed mindless monsters, or have you fought people too? Bandits, thieves, brigands, criminals. Did you ever heal your assassins after they went on a mission to kill a target? Maybe a target who had a bounty, but who you hadn’t personally investigated for their crimes.”

“Yes, of course. That is the lot of an adventurer, though. What is your point?”

Thomas returned the gnome’s stern gaze. “Did you take the time to question any of the bandits you helped kill? Did you consider rehabilitation or ask their motives?”

Jeremiah grumbled. “You know better than that. I am not judge of the entire world. In such cases as I have been part of, these were criminals whose crimes were known. It is within the law for one such as myself to take the lives of evil that may be better known to others, be they men or monsters.”

“So you’re confident that none of them might have had flawed but justifiable motives? None of those you killed, man or monster, had the potential to be rehabilitated?” Thomas gestured out the window at the section of town where the succubi lived. “Those succubi still have the capacity to devour souls, but they’ve found other sustenance in this city. They teach and protect our children now. If I’d simply killed them following your philosophy, dozens, perhaps hundreds, of innocents would have died.”

“Get to the point.” The gnome shifted in his chair, too wise not to see where Thomas was going with this argument but unwilling to end the line of discussion.

“You judge me for filling my life with consenting love. You, a priest of righteousness, see that I am filling the world with joy and judge me? Yet you have severed the threads of fate of many souls, at least some of whom might have eventually found redemption. You surely saw firsthand how happy and content my people are now. Did you see evil today? Not evil as you believe those succubi represent, but evil in anyone’s actions?”

Jeremiah returned Thomas’s gaze sternly. Then, exhaling slowly, he nodded. “No. Continue.”

The Goblin King stood and walked across the room to a tray with two pitchers. Pouring himself a tall glass of rejuvenating water, he took a long drink before continuing.

“As for showing you my city and revealing the succubi, you surely understand why. You’ve been fed nothing but lies about me and my people. How else to correct that except through a tour where you can see the truth of things yourself? Did it seem as if Laylana was trying to deceive you? You are certainly wise and experienced enough to know when someone is trying to pull the wool over your eyes. Did she refuse to answer any of your questions, or behave evasively about anything? Did she refuse to show you anything you asked to see? I know the answer to all those questions is ‘no.’”

For a few long moments, Jeremiah sat there glaring at him.

“No, she did not. And no, I did not feel as if I was being shown a parade of masquerade and mummery to deceive me.” The stiffness and aggression in his body slowly melted away as he settled back in his chair. “You have been honest with me, as best I can tell.”

“That has been my intention from the moment we realized who you were.”

The gnome groaned softly. “May I have some of that water? I have heard things about it.”

Thomas poured a glass for him, and the gnome drank about half in one draft. Then he set it down and looked up.

“ This . . . it tastes amazing,” Jeremiah said, eyes wide. “It’s rejuvenating. I’d heard rumors of such, but this is incredible.”

“It is,” Thomas replied.

“I agree you have been forthright with me. And it is for that reason, King Thomas, that I must confess I may not have been entirely honest with you.”

Now it was Thomas’s turn to give the other man a curious look. “Oh?”

“My role in the temple is to go forth and smite evil. In theory, I am supposed to take only the most pure and holy of quests. In practice, well, we live in the real world. My order sometimes falls short of its ideals, and in this case, I have come to realize that the shortfall was through our alliance with the Celestials.”

“Go on.”

“I am not naive. I know the celestials are not inherently good, nor are the infernals inherently evil. For the most part, both conform to their stereotypes, but there are exceptions, starting with the current celestial King and Queen.”

Thomas nodded. “I am aware of that.”

“It was they who arranged my assignment to Reginald’s group.” Pausing, he gave the King an earnest look of regret. “I am a holy warrior. The emphasis is on ‘holy’, not ‘warrior’. I have made mistakes in my career, mostly when I was young, as the young will do. During my tour today, I realized that another came when I joined the group infiltrating your castle today.”

“Yet you behaved so belligerently with me a few moments ago.”

“In truth, Your Highness, I needed to see what sort of man you were. If you rose easily to anger, it would suggest what I saw today might well have been a deception. But hearing your passion for your people and the wisdom of your logic helped cement what I’ve seen with my eyes. Still, there is one thing.”

“Yes?” Thomas asked

“What do you want from me? My holy temple was in Reginald’s lands, and now that you possess them, you own the land it rests on. A certain degree of—” He made a hand waving motion. “—flexibility resides in that fact. Still, neither I nor my order will do the work of evil.”

Refiling his glass of water, Thomas offered it to the gnome, who drank thirstily, shaking his head in amazement.

“Simply amazing.”

“Imagine the wine and mead we’ll make with it. Not to mention the coffee.” With a smile, Thomas took his seat. “Before I answer that question, priest, would you tell me the mission of your holy order? My Tablet has provided me with a briefing, but I’d rather hear it directly from you.”

“Certainly. We seek out and fight the worst evils in the Fae Wilds. The spirits who possess others, undead, demons, and infernals. Our role is to defend those who are ill equipped to survive such horrors.”

“Would you say that Lotta Tot is well-equipped to fend off a demonic horde?”

“Not even close. Why, a substantial portion of your population appears to be children. Infants, even.”

“It is, yes.”

Thomas didn’t mention claiming Lapis Castle. He suspected that harvesting the monsters and repairing the catacombs into a working extension of the capital city would provide a major increase in their defenses.

“As your King, and owner of the lands of your temple, what would you say if I were to offer you a partnership?”

Jeremiah took another drink of water and studied Thomas for a moment or two. “A partnership for what?”

“I would start by making you my Vassal, with a promise to bring you into my Inner Circle eventually. Your role would be to help protect my people.”

“Protection from what? We won’t fight the civilized races for you. And even if your local succubi are different, I won’t stop from killing them in the wilds.”

“Succubi who break the laws and kill indiscriminately are not my problem,” Thomas replied. “My citizens are. What I need right now is protection against demons. I’m not talking about Lilith, who has treated us fairly. It’s her husband who is the problem, and he has taken direct action against me. Worse, if he was able to plant a Dungeon Core beneath this city without anyone noticing, something tells me he’s not going to be easy to defeat.”

Jeremiah sat there frozen in deep contemplation. The gnome finally looked up and answered him.

“We are warrior priests, that is true, but we have long relied on the celestials to handle the bulk of direct military action. I have heard increasing news of turmoil among them, particularly between the Queen and King. What it may be, I cannot say specifically. However, this mission, and the lies that were used to arrange my participation, suggest volumes.”

He paused and leaned back, studying the Goblin King’s face.

“And?” Thomas finally asked.

“King Thomas, it is possible that an alliance such as you are suggesting is not just a good idea, but our best option out of bad ones. May I pray upon it? This is not a decision I can make myself, nor an answer I can deliver off the cuff. I need to commune with my fellow priests through prayer and spells.”

Thomas nodded. “Certainly. I would never expect you to enter such an alliance lightly, nor do I wish you to. Please, do what you need to do. Talk to whoever you wish to. Go where you like in my city. When you have an answer, return. Unless I am involved in a holy ceremony, I will make time for you.”

The gnome’s eyes twinkled at that, suggesting that he probably knew what sorts of holy ceremonies Thomas meant. “I will, King Thomas. Thank you.”

Downing the last of his water, the gnome put his glass back on the tray and walked out. Thomas issued tasks to ensure the priest would not be meddled with during his tour of Lotta Tot, if that was what he ended up doing.

When the door closed, Lulu stepped from the shadows. “That went better than I expected.”

“I agree,” he said. “Let’s hope that continues.”


Chapter 15: MY HUMAN


It had been a very long, eventful day, but it was a day that was not yet done. Thomas had one last promise to keep tonight. He downed several glasses of the magical water until he felt fully rejuvenated. He knew he was going to need it. He’d made Ginger wait long enough.

When he returned to the royal bedchambers, he was surprised to see that the decorations the girls had put up for Bella were gone. In place of the whimsical skulls Ginger had drawn were a whole range of explicit, extremely detailed drawings of a human man enjoying every possible element of a fairy girl’s body. In most of the drawings, the fairy was fairy-sized, but in others, she’d taken on what appeared to be human form. That form did not quite resemble Ginger – it was considerably slimmer than she was – but the message was clear.

Was Ginger worried he might have forgotten his promise? He hadn’t, but it was obvious she wanted to make sure.

When he opened the doors to the bedroom, it seemed at first as if little had changed from his time with Bella, beyond the cleaning up. The bed was neat once again, and the green-and-gold coverlet was back in place.

Then he noticed something new. There was a silver rocking chair in front of the bed. It was covered in engravings and magical runes. He paused, not sure what he was looking at and wondering if this might be some kind of threat.

Beside the bed on one of the nightstands was a crystal bowl filled with a clear, shimmering liquid. Next to the bowl was what looked like a little leather harness of some sort, though not quite like anything he’d seen before.

That was when Ginger fluttered into view from behind the bed.

“Oh, hey baby! I wasn’t expecting you just yet.”

The fairy was completely naked, her long blonde hair streaming behind her as she flew over to Thomas. He admired her voluptuous little Barbie-doll body, wondering what exactly they would be doing tonight.

“Should I go somewhere else and wait?” he asked.

“Oh, fuck no! I’m all ready, I just figured you’d be talking to that gnome priest a lot longer. How did it go?”

“Good. He’s considering my offer of Vassalage, and I think he’s going to accept.”

Ginger spun around in mid-air, letting out a giggle. “You rock, Sire!” Then she swooped in, hovering right in front of him, and gave him a kiss. He’d kissed Ginger before, and it was how he imagined a butterfly kiss might feel. He brought his hand up to support her, and she lingered for a few moments.

“What do you have in mind here?” he asked. “I have nothing else to do tonight, so we don’t need to rush this.” Thomas had been with a few fairies during the breeding orgies, but it had been mechanical, part of his duty as king. He wanted to take all the time they needed to enjoy this.

Ginger stopped kissing his face and came up for air, sitting down on his hand. She lay back, spreading her legs and dipping her finger into her glistening little slit. “You’re my human, and you’re going to fuck the shit out of me. That’s what I have in mind.”

He smiled. “That works. I know you’ve been waiting for this a long time, but you know why.”

The blonde fairy smirked at him and sat up. She painted his lips with her fairy juice. It tasted like honey. “Does this mean you love me now?”

“I do. You’ve been such a big part of what we’re building here. I couldn’t have managed half the reconstruction of Lotta Tot without your help.”

Ginger smiled proudly. “I’ve done a lot, haven’t I? Did Bella like the dagger?”

“She loved it. I’m sure she’ll thank you when she wakes up. And thank you again for doing it.”

Ginger had tried to explain to him what she’d done with Bella’s blade. But Thomas – who was a civil and architectural engineer, not a mechanical one – only understood that it had an array of magical gyroscopes inside it that improved both its balance and striking power, as well as some kind of self-sharpening mechanism that made no sense to him but that Ginger assured him would work. With the help of Laylana’s friend, she’d added the special enchantment tied to Bella’s love for their family.

“I made you something too,” Ginger said. Her eyes flitted over to the rocking chair.

“What is that?” he asked.

“It’s a chair, you big dummy. I’ll show you what it does . . . after.”

He laughed. “Right. After. Now that you’ve got me alone, what do you have planned here?”

Ginger hovered up into the air, grinning evilly.

“What makes you think we’re alone?”

Thomas blinked in confusion. He looked around, and then saw her.

Lorelai had been there the entire time, standing in the shadows by one of the armoires. She wore a shimmering, translucent silver robe that concealed nothing, and her lithe, nubile figure beckoned to him as she stepped forward to join them. The Elf Princess gave him an uncharacteristically shy smile and a little wave.

“Hi.”

Thomas looked back at Ginger, who giggled again.

“I figured it wasn’t fair for Lorelai to be the only one to not get fucked today. Plus, you can do a lot more with three than two, and some of this will be easier with her help.”

“Is it all right, Sire?” Lorelai asked.

Wondering what exactly Ginger had in mind here, Thomas smiled at them. “Of course. And Ginger is right. It’s time to bring both of you into things.”

Ginger hovered down and took his hand, pulling him toward the bed. This wasn’t the first time he’d been with the two of them, but tonight was different. Before, he’d been breeding Lorelai with Ginger’s help. Tonight was for Ginger, but she’d invited Lorelai as well. Not, he knew, just to return the favor, but because Ginger wanted her to be part of it.

As much shit as the little fairy gave the bratty elf, Thomas had watched a bond growing between them. He knew Ginger would not have wanted to share this special night with Lorelai otherwise.

Thomas undressed as Lorelai shed her robe and joined Ginger on the bed. The two of them looked up at him, waiting as he took a moment to admire their so-very-different bodies. Lorelai’s otherworldly beauty had never been the problem; it had been his uncertainty about her commitment to him.

After this morning, it was clear how she saw herself. She wanted to be part of his family, and at long last, he began to see where she could fit in. She might have no combat skills, but she had an intuition about royal politics that none of the others besides Candi had, and she knew how to use it. So, it was time. He would make her a Vassal when they were done tonight.

As his chaos surged and his skin turned gray, he laid down with the two of them, pulling Lorelai to him as Ginger settled onto his chest. He kissed Lorelai as Ginger peppered his face with kisses, rubbing her big breasts against his cheek.

It was strange. Lorelai was so much bigger than Ginger, yet her hard little breasts seemed smaller than the fairy’s were. He played with them for a few moments, plucking at the nipples, before reaching down and sliding a finger into the slick blonde fleece between her legs.

Lorelai moaned as Thomas turned to Ginger. Kissing her back was largely pointless, and she seemed to get this. Instead, she pushed her grape-sized breasts into his mouth. He sucked on them together, sliding his tongue over her tiny nipples.

“Oh, shit, yeah. Suck my tits, Sire! Think how big they’ll get when you knock me up.”

Thomas laughed, still sliding his tongue over her body. Beside them, Lorelai began kissing her way over Thomas’s chest, licking his nipples gently before moving further down. She dragged her endless silver-gold hair over his body as she climbed between his legs. Meanwhile, Ginger settled herself over Thomas’s tongue, spreading her legs so she could ride him. He extended the tip, and she planted herself onto it.

“Yes, my King!” Ginger cried. “Give it to me!”

The blonde fairy began humping his tongue as she braced herself against his nose. Her wings quivered and fluttered as the waves of pleasure shot through her little body. Thomas could taste her sweetness, but he could barely make out her tiny pussy lips and the swollen bud of her clit.

He felt Lorelai kissing and licking his hard cock, sliding her lips and tongue up and down the shaft. After a few long moments of this, her mouth settled over the head, lips parting slowly as she swallowed him up. She sank further and further down until he felt himself pressing against her palate. Then she shifted herself, pressing forward, and he passed into her throat. When he felt the tight ring of her lips around the base, he had to reach down and stroke her head. She held herself there, swallowing around him, before withdrawing slowly.

Ginger laughed. “She’s been practicing, Sire. Candi and I have been working with her.”

Thomas looked past Ginger at the Elven Princess between his legs. She was looking up at him with those enchanting blue eyes, filled with yearning as she worked his cock in and out of her throat. He pushed his fingers through her hair, letting her know without saying anything that he wanted her here.

Then Ginger drew his attention back. He focused on pleasuring her as Lorelai worked on him. The blonde fairy rode his tongue like a wild bull, bouncing and thrusting her hips back and forth.

“Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Do it to me, Sire! Yes!” She leaned back, settling her whole weight onto the tip of his tongue as she pinched and pulled on her nipples. “Yes! Yes! I’m coming! I’m going to fuuuucking cummmm!”

Ginger let out a sharp cry, and a brilliant cloud of fairy dust exploded all over Thomas’s face. He’d been through this before, and he knew what it would do. He instantly joined her in orgasm, blasting shot after shot of thick seed down Lorelai’s throat. She’d been ready for it, and she sucked it up greedily, milking him with her hands to get all of it out. A moment or two later, she whimpered loudly and shook between his legs as his powerful seed drove her into orgasm as well. The three of them climaxed together for long moments before Thomas went limp on the bed and Ginger collapsed onto his face.

Ginger recovered first, lifting off Thomas and flying over to the bowl on the nightstand. She flopped right into it, rubbing what Thomas realized was some kind of fine oil all over her body.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“You’ll see,” she said excitedly. As Lorelai sat back between his legs, a dripping, oily Ginger flew back to them, landing beside his stiff cock. She immediately wrapped herself around it, rubbing her body against him and spreading the oil around.

“Got to get you lubed up first.”

Understanding dawned, and he reached for her, but Lorelai caught his hands before he could do anything.

“I’ve got it, Sire,” she said, smiling. “Just lay back, I’ll do it.”

“Yeah, we worked this out,” Ginger added. “We’ve been practicing, like I said.”

Thomas had been through this process before with the other fairies, but he was quite sure he was never going to get used to it. Lorelai lifted Ginger up, settling her over the head of Thomas’s hard cock. Then, as Ginger spread her thighs around him, Lorelai took her legs and began pulling down hard, leaning forward and stretching her out.

“Oh, fuck,” Ginger moaned. “Oh, fuck.”

“Are you okay?” Thomas asked.

“Yeah,” the fairy gasped. “But, um, this is my first time with a human. Fuck, Sire, I’m sorry, but it’s my first time, period, actually.”

“We don’t—”

But it was too late. Lorelai had continued stretching the fairy around his oily shaft, and Thomas felt Ginger’s abdomen start to expand. There was a tiny popping sensation as she opened up around him. Then her body swelled as his cock moved inside her. Her whole torso stretched around him like a sheath.

“Oh, fuuuuck!” the fairy cried as her arms flailed and her wings fluttered. Lorelai continued pressing Ginger down, stretching her out, until she hit bottom and Ginger’s entire body was distended by the invasion of Thomas’s cock. He could see the outline of the head across her chest, her little-big breasts pushed upward and outward.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

Ginger just continued flailing around. “Fuck! Shit! Cock! So much cock! Fuck me, Sire!”

Lorelai had clearly been given instructions on what to do here, because she now slid her hands around Ginger’s body and began pumping her up and down over Thomas. The incredible friction of the fairy’s body stretched around him rapidly swept away what little control he had. He groped at the bed around them as Lorelai worked Ginger over him like some kind of living pocket pussy. For her part, all Ginger could do was scream her enthusiastic assent to the whole undertaking.

“Ah! Ah! Yes! Fuck him with me, you pointy-eared slut! Give me that cock!”

The bratty elf continued pounding her up and down, squeezing her tightly around Thomas.

“Do you like my pussy, Sire?” Ginger cried. “I’m so fucking tight! Does it feel good?!”

“Yes,” Thomas groaned.

Unfazed by the fairy’s impassioned screams, Lorelai kept jerking him off with Ginger’s body, moving steadily with both hands. In the back of his mind, Thomas wondered how this was going to end, but it was rapidly too late. And indeed, before long, Ginger began crying out her impending release.

“Oh, fuck yes! Do it to me! I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna fucking cum, Sire!”

A few moments later, as Lorelai pumped Ginger rapidly over Thomas’s cock, the distended fairy let out a piercing shriek of ecstasy, and an enormous fountain of fairy dust erupted all over the three of them.

Thomas exploded into her instantly, filling Ginger’s already overstretched body with his seed. Each shot caused her torso to bulge outward, and the pressure it created rapidly sent his release spraying out of every orifice in her body. At the same moment, Lorelai fell forward, shaking and shuddering in orgasm as Ginger’s fairy dust set her off as well. She kept her hands tight around the fairy, still moving her over Thomas’s cock. Thomas kept thrusting upward into Ginger, and Lorelai slowly finished him off as the three of them collapsed into a shaking, sticky, orgasmic heap.

When Thomas’s head started to clear, he sat up a little and looked at Ginger. She seemed none the worse for wear despite the violence of their mutual climax.

“Still with us?” he managed.

“Oh, Sire,” she whimpered. “That was amazing. I can’t feel half my body.”

He started to pull her off, but she immediately began beating at his hands to stop him. “No! Wait, we’re not done!”

“We’re not?”

Rather than answer him, Ginger motioned to Lorelai. The Elven Princess untangled herself from Thomas and reached for the strange little harness he’d noticed earlier. It seemed weirdly, discordantly familiar in a way he could not quite put his finger on, and he watched in a mix of confusion and interest as Lorelai sat back on Thomas’s thighs and set the harness around Ginger. She strapped one end of it around Ginger’s waist, then looked at Thomas.

“You need to stand up, Sire.”

“Why?”

“You’ll see,” Ginger said. “It’s her turn.”

“Her turn?” he asked.

“Just get up.”

With Ginger still sheathing his cock, Thomas rose from the bed. Lorelai wrapped the larger part of the harness around his waist and buckled it in place. He realized that Ginger was now secured onto him, and she could not come off his dick unless the harness was removed.

As Lorelai lay back on the bed, spreading her legs and looking up at Thomas in eager expectation, he suddenly realized what they had in mind. He was now essentially wearing Ginger like a condom – a condom with a head, arms, legs, and wings.

“Now fuck her, Sire!” Ginger squeaked up at him.

He gaped at her in disbelief. “You cannot be serious.”

“It will work!” she replied excitedly. “All you need to do is pull out every four or five strokes, just far enough so I can breathe.”

“Are you sure about this?”

The fairy looked up at him with a maniacal expression of lust. “Absolutely fucking sure. Let’s do it!”

“Sire?” Lorelai said. “I wanna do it too.” The bratty elf lifted her thighs, opening herself for Thomas. He looked at her, then Ginger, realizing he was outvoted. Clearly they’d worked this out between themselves and were committed to it.

Thomas crawled onto the bed with Lorelai as she looked up at him eagerly. He positioned his cock against her waiting, hungry pussy and looked down at Ginger.

“If this isn’t working, you need to tell me.”

“Don’t worry!” she cried, giving him an eager thumbs-up.

He pushed forward slowly, sinking Ginger and his cock into Lorelai’s tight, wet flesh. The elven girl moaned, gripping his hips and pulling him forward. The moment Ginger was inside Lorelai, Thomas felt something happening. She started to vibrate, and he realized she was trying to beat her wings. But with those wings constricted by Lorelai’s pussy around her, it just sent vibrations through all of them.

“Oh my!” Lorelai gasped, arching her back and pulling Thomas all the way into her. Thomas resisted the urge to thrust harder, not wanting to hurt Ginger. He kept a tight grip on his chaos, knowing he had to remain in control here, but it was hard – very hard. He felt both of them around him. He felt all of Lorelai’s tight, wet, heat, combined with Ginger’s vibrating body.

He gave the bratty blonde princess three gentle thrusts and withdrew, looking down as Ginger emerged.

“Okay?”

The fairy drew a deep breath. “I’m great. Do it!”

Slowly he settled into a rhythm, gently making love to Lorelai as Ginger’s vibrations pulsed through the three of them, then withdrawing so Ginger could breathe. He kissed Lorelai deeply for a few moments as she moaned into his mouth. She whimpered and shook under him, digging her fingers into his back.

This wasn’t like their first time, when he’d been deeply annoyed with her and doing it simply to uphold his agreement with her father. He didn’t quite love her yet, but he’d gotten attached to her over the past couple of months. She still had her annoying moments, but she’d been making an honest effort to fit in with the rest of his family. As King Breon had suggested, taking her out of the Elven Court had been just the experience she needed.

He pulled out again to check on Ginger. She was completely drenched in Lorelai’s sweet cream by now, and her whole body was flushed.

“Everything all right?” She gave him another thumbs up. “Is this doing anything for you?” he asked.

“Fuck, yeah, it is,” she gasped. “You’re fucking me too, remember. I’m almost there!”

He thrust her back inside Lorelai, who was nearing her peak as well. She looked up at Thomas, face open and eager. With a few more deep thrusts, she let out a soft cry, and her body curled up against him as she went over into orgasm.

“Oh! Oh, Sire! Yes! I lo—”

As her vibrations joined Ginger’s, something extraordinary happened. The fairy’s vibrations reached a crescendo, and as Thomas felt her start to join the elven girl in climax, he suddenly remembered what was about to happen.

Ginger’s fairy dust exploded once again – every bit of it trapped inside Lorelai. The Elven Princess screamed, body going rigid as a titanic orgasm ripped through her like a thermonuclear explosion. Thomas joined them instantly, blasting his seed into Ginger, and somehow he knew it was spraying out of her into Lorelai as well.

Thomas felt his consciousness almost lifted to another plane as the trapped, concentrated fairy dust seemed to bounce off Lorelai’s first orgasm – the one she’d managed on her own – reflecting and rebounding through Ginger to Thomas and back out again. Lorelai’s screams of ecstasy went on longer than seemed possible, and in the back of his mind, he began worrying about Ginger, but he was incapable of pulling out.

Through the fog of his chaos and their mutual, triple release, Thomas felt something happening. He couldn’t quite get a grasp on what it was, only that it was significant. Very significant. Was it a child? Had he managed to impregnate Lorelai? Or Ginger? He couldn’t tell if it was either, both, or neither, but he reached for his new Diplomacy-connected ability anyway, trying to pass his bloodline powers to the child. Then the feeling passed, he regained control of his body, and he jerked himself out of the shuddering elven girl, rolling onto his back.

Ginger remained on his cock, and he was momentarily concerned that he might have suffocated her. But she was twitching and shivering, and most importantly, still breathing. As Lorelai continued to orgasm uncontrollably next to him, Thomas unbuckled the fairy from the harness and pulled her off his erection. She seemed unharmed, if completely drenched by their lovemaking. He laid her doll-like body on his chest as Lorelai rolled against him, her orgasmic tremors continuing unabated.

Eventually, the fog of sex began to roll back. Thomas nudged Ginger.

“Are you okay?”

“Shit. Fuck,” the sticky fairy moaned. “Fucking shit. Shitting fuck.”

“Is that a yes?”

“Never . . . never been better, Sire.”

“I love you.”

The fairy could only whimper. He pulled Lorelai closer and kissed her head.

“Are you okay?”

“Sire, I—” She gasped and convulsed as she came again, for what had to be the fiftieth time in a row. Then she laughed weakly. “I’m good.” Another shiver shot through her, and she pressed her face against his neck. “But I can’t stop com—”

Thomas laughed with her. “I didn’t stop to think what the fairy dust would do.”

“It’s supposed to do even weirder stuff when—” Ginger began. “—when you love someone.”

Lorelai reached over, taking Ginger’s hand between her fingers.

“Do you think that did it, Sire?” Ginger asked.

“I guess we’ll see.”


Chapter 16: Urban Planning


Jeremiah returned the next morning, just after Thomas had left an exhausted, sticky fairy and an even more exhausted Elven Princess in his bed and begun seeing to the hundreds of Tasks his Inner Circle had left for him to review. Dressed in a kingly robe, he sat on a cushioned chair in the small hall his father had ruled from for so many years, enjoying a pot of coffee and a small plate of fresh pastries the chefs had prepared.

“How did kings back on Earth manage all this stuff without going mad?” he muttered to himself. “Without my Tablet, this would be impossible.” Tapping the air with his fingers, while simultaneously issuing commands and communications with focused thought, he danced through half a dozen Tasks simultaneously.

At least I’m getting better at this, he thought.

The gnome walked in on him without ceremony. Wearing the same clothes as the previous day, he stopped a few feet from Thomas’s chair and bowed. “King Thomas, I wish to formally accept your offer of Vassalhood.”

Dismissing his Tablet, Thomas sat up. “What made you decide?”

“I spoke to my allies in the Church, and they relayed what the Fates have decreed. There is in fact an objective record of your good deeds and kindness, and is consistent with what I saw and heard yesterday. We also performed spells of foretelling about your succubi.”

Thomas lifted an eyebrow. “Foretelling? This is the first I’ve heard of such prophetic spells.”

“Like teleportation, the versions the Fates allow have a very narrow scope.” Jeremiah held two fingers up, barely an inch apart. “We discovered several interesting things, however.”

“Go on.”

“First, the Infernal Queen is very likely to become your formal ally.”

“Hardly surprising,” Thomas replied. “Things have been trending in that direction. What was the other?”

“Her husband will become a terrible enemy of yours and your kingdom. One of his shadows circles you.”

The first part was no surprise, but the second brought the Goblin King up short. He glanced around them in concern. “What? Now?”

“Not likely, Sire. The foretelling was vague. It merely suggested that King Vugnek would strike against you sometime within the year, and that the strike will come from the shadows.”

“Well, thank you for that information. We will begin preparations.”

“More importantly, our insights revealed that if Queen Lilith is no longer an ally to Vugnek, it could help balance the growing threat of a great evil.”

“She’s his wife.”

“Their match is . . . complicated. I cannot tell you much in the way of details, because the study of demonology is a dangerous one. I know only that their marriage has been one of convenience for a long time, and—”

“It’s no longer so convenient for her,” Thomas interrupted. “I know that much. The succubi have shared certain details on that point.”

The gnome nodded. “Quite.”

“About that evil. Do you mean the celestials?”

“Perhaps. The foretelling was unclear on that point. Regardless, my order believes that an alliance with you and your cause is the correct path. I would be happy to become your Vassal and help provide insights into how to combat demonic and infernal powers. There are books I can recommend, and mentors among my order that I can send to your settlements. There is much information we can provide that would benefit your people immediately.”

It took them a while, but after an hour of negotiation, Thomas extended the offer of Vassalage to Jeremiah. When the priest accepted, a sub-prompt appeared, allowing him to see details about his church. Through that prompt, he was able to offer Vassalage to the entire clergy. Jeremiah hadn’t exaggerated their conviction – as one, the entire order accepted.

Jeremiah J Gnomington
Level: 18 Hand of Purgation [Epic Class]
Loyalty to the [King]: 5 (Neutral)
Current Disposition: Optimistic, Curious, Excited


“Gnomington?” Thomas asked, reviewing the flood of information. To his delight, many of the priests were relatively high level and several had a higher loyalty than Jeremiah.

“An old family name, Sire,” Jeremiah said, waving the question away. “Now, if you will assign out our Tasks, I will see about preparing the way.”

The first thing Thomas had Jeremiah do was cast a containment spell around the Demonic Core. It wasn’t enough to stop the parasitic drain, but it would keep anything from getting out, and just as importantly, keep anyone else from getting in.

“This will hold for the time being,” the gnome said as he reviewed the command. “But you should maintain your vigilance.”

“Meaning what?” Thomas asked.

The priest rubbed his chin for a moment. “The combination of Demon and Chaos Cores makes this unpredictable. As things stand, my enchantment should last at least a month. But if the core should grow, it may become powerful enough to overcome the containment.”

“So it could break out at any time?”

“No,” Jeremiah replied. “I will sense if that should become a danger. I am merely suggesting that you maintain the troops and security you have established.”

With that taken care of, Thomas summoned Ginger and assigned her to join the group that was inspecting the underground complex. He issued her a Vassal tablet to keep in touch with her progress.

“The Tablet says I can’t see everything down there until we repair the sensors,” Thomas said, “so that seems like the priority here.”

“Shouldn’t be too tricky,” the fairy replied. “I’ll get it done, Sire!”
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Chapter 17: Riches and Reunions


Thomas wasn’t sure how long Ginger’s work in repairing all of the sensors would take, but over the ensuing day, more and more of Lapis Castle appeared on his map as notifications came in that one sensor after another was now functional. As Ginger worked, Thomas was astounded to realize that the underground areas were almost as big as the city itself. They extended from the palace out to the more developed areas of Lotta Tot, from the river up to the hills. Only the newer, more ramshackle neighborhoods lacked a connection to the underground.

Ginger: Sire, you aren’t to believe what we’ve found. It’s practically a duplicate city down here.

Thomas: I can see what you’re doing on the map. You’re really making progress.

Ginger: The sensors I’ve fixed were mostly just dirty or out of mana. They haven’t been hard to get working again. Only a couple needed actual repairs.

Over the next several days, Ginger reactivated all the sensors she and her team could get to. The only exceptions were the ones in the area controlled by the Demonic Core. Thomas followed along on his Tablet as more and more of the complex came into view.

There were living areas, warehouses, some of which still held ancient supplies of various sorts, libraries, bathhouses, magic pumping stations for the water system, fountains, parks, and so on. While the Demon Core controlled the factory areas where the city’s forges and the royal mint were located, Ginger found several places that appeared to be treasure vaults.

“We couldn’t get in there,” she said when she returned that evening with Jeremiah, Moxie, and Vesta. “And there’s an absolute fuck-ton of traps around those vaults, so the last thing we wanted to do was fool around with anything.”

“From what I could tell,” the Chaos Shaman said, “the magical security seems linked to whoever rules the kingdom.”

“Meaning me?” Thomas said to Vesta after a moment.

“That would be correct, Sire.”

“So I need to go down there?”

“Fuckin-A right you do!” Ginger exclaimed. “I want to see what’s in there!”

“All right,” he replied, “then let’s go have a look.”

“You haven’t seen any monsters?” Lulu asked Ginger.

“Nope!”

“The containment spell seems to be holding for now,” Jeremiah said.

Lulu refused to let Thomas go down without an escort, so Bella accompanied the group along with a squad of trolls and elite goblins. On the way out of the palace, Lorelai asked if she could come with them. She joined the entourage as they set out.

Ginger and Vesta led the way. They had discovered another entrance to the underground in the scholarly district, not far from the palace. It had been sealed up under one of the unused residences, and Ginger spotted a hidden doorway near one of the sensors she’d repaired. With the help of a Knock-Knock troll, they’d gotten the door open and upon emerging, found themselves across the main square outside the palace.

“Do you think this was how the old kings snuck down there when they needed some peace and quiet?” Lorelai asked as they reached the empty residence. “People do that a lot in the Elven Court.”

“Why do they do that?” Vesta asked.

“Elves can be annoying,” Ginger said.

Thomas glanced at Lorelai, wondering if she might be offended, but it seemed the two of them had discussed this sort of thing, because the Elven Princess just snorted in amusement.

“It’s more that everybody just wants to do their own thing, you know, reading every book in the royal library about acorns, or composing some symphony that’s the same three notes over and over, or—or—collecting exactly seven thousand, seven hundred, and seventy-seven dead roses.”

Thomas glanced at her. “That sounds oddly specific.”

The elf girl nodded. “My aunt spent like fifty years doing that.”

“Why?” Jeremiah asked.

Lorelai shrugged. “It’s what elves do. If you know you’re going to live for a thousand years, it gets hard to find new ways to spend the time.”

“Well, I doubt anything like that was a problem with the old goblin kings,” Thomas said.

“They probably wanted the peace and quiet for fucking,” Ginger said.

There was some quiet laughter around them. Thomas glanced at Jeremiah, seeing the gnome priest coloring a bit in embarrassment. He decided to leave the remark alone.

“What happened to the roses?” Ginger asked Lorelai.

“When she picked out the last one, she held a party for them. Then she threw them all out and started collecting spoons.”

“People do that on Earth,” Thomas said. “There’s like this whole cottage industry around making souvenir spoons that people collect.”

“Oh, it was nothing like that,” Lorelai said. “She just started stealing them from everyone else. Took like twenty years before anyone realized what she was doing.”

The stairway down finally reached a broad passage that resembled the ones they’d seen on Thomas’s first trip to the underground. After a few turns, it joined a wide stairway that continued descending to a huge open chamber. As the group came down the stairs into the center of it, magical lights lit up overhead, illuminating what appeared to be a sort of grand square like the one above.

In the center was a huge fountain sculpted out of the living rock of the cavern. It depicted an array of goblins climbing a hill, all of them richly dressed or armed and armored, pointing in various directions as if looking out to the horizon. Magic water flowed from hidden spouts all around the sculpture into a circular pool around it.

“Do you think that’s been running all this time?” Thomas asked.

“Nope,” Ginger said. “I fixed it. There’s a control mechanism hidden around the other side.”

“I must confess I have never met a fairy like you before,” Jeremiah said.

“I’m a fucking engineer!” the blonde girl replied. “It’s what I do.”

The four outer walls of the chamber were ornate facades, each leading into a separate building complex. Ginger pointed to one that was decorated with carvings of books, scrolls and other symbols of learning.

“That’s a library. The biggest one we found. It’s like four levels deep.”

“Definitely need to get some people down here to investigate,” Thomas said.

Vesta smiled at him. “I spoke with Emily, and she has already assigned a team to start cataloging the books. If I’m not mistaken, they may have beaten us down here.”

Thomas looked closer, seeing a line of footprints in the dust that led into the library. He smiled, feeling once again how lucky he was to have Emily backing him up.

As Ginger buzzed around them, she pointed to the walls adjacent to the library across the square. “That looks like an administrative building. Lots of desks and papers and stupid shit like that.”

“It’s also on the list of things to investigate,” Vesta said.

The Goblin King looked to his right at the facade opposite the library, which looked very much like a bank, with marble columns framing a heavy iron door.

“Is that the treasury?”

“Yep,” Ginger said. She turned to the last wall. “That’s a lot of rooms with rows and rows of bunks and training equipment. It’s got a lot of security, so I’m pretty sure it’s a barracks.”

“In good shape?”

“Like they left yesterday. Lots of dust, but it looks usable.”

“All we need is an army to put there,” he said. “How big is it?”

“Bigger than anything up above.”

“All right. Then let’s have a look at the treasury.”

Ginger led the way up to the front of the building. The closer they got, the more it looked to Thomas like an old-style Earth bank. A short flight of marble steps led up to the door. On either side were several iron-barred windows.

“Fucking traps everywhere,” Ginger muttered.

“Enchantments as well,” Jeremiah added. “However, they seem quiescent now in a way they were not before.”

Thomas stopped at the base of the stairs. He looked at the doors, seeing some kind of lock mechanism in the center. It appeared to be a circular iron disk with several keyholes in it.

“What do I do?”

“All Vesta and I were able to determine,” Jeremiah said, “is that it seems to be keyed to someone who has control over the chaos in this area.”

“Which would naturally be the Goblin King,” Vesta said.

He grumbled softly. “And my father could not have done this.”

“I do not believe so, Sire,” Jeremiah replied. “Based on what your people have told me, in fact, the dormancy of all this may be related to your father’s curse. His weakened state very likely created an opening that allowed the Demon Core to be placed here.”

“Is it safe for me to approach the door?” he asked.

“Yes,” Vesta replied.

Ginger landed on his shoulder, grabbing onto his hair. “Please be careful, baby. You’re going to be a daddy soon.”

He glanced at her in surprise. “Wait, what?”

The blonde fairy shrugged. “I mean, you have to be, right? At least, I’m going to do everything I can to get there.”

Pausing to let the momentary flash of concern drain away, Thomas lifted his foot to the first step. He felt no danger, and nothing happened when he stepped up. He climbed up to the door and examined the lock mechanism.

It was an iron circle about a foot in diameter, bisected by the gap between the doors. On each side were two holes about half an inch in diameter.

“Any suggestions?” he asked Ginger.

“Don’t fuck up.”

He groaned softly. It seemed that Vesta and Jeremiah were right in at least one respect. He felt his chaos was responding to something here. What it might be, he couldn’t quite put his finger on.

Thomas squatted down in front of the lock and peered into the keyholes. Except, seeing them this close, they didn’t actually seem to be keyholes. They were just holes. There was no mechanism he could see, just four holes in the iron that were about an inch deep.

He gingerly reached out and touched one. Again, he felt his chaos responding, though nothing seemed to happen. When he poked his finger into one of the holes, the feeling intensified, as if he had the right idea but the lock was waiting for something.

“It’s definitely responding,” he said to Ginger. “I just can’t make sense of it.”

“Stick your other fingers in. Maybe it’s just a big knob.” She giggled. “Like, you know . . .”

Thomas rolled his eyes and put fingers into the other three holes. Nothing happened beyond that weird sense of linking up with his chaos. He tried twisting the circle, then pushing and pulling on it, but it didn’t budge.

“Vesta was right, I feel a connection, I just don’t know what to do here.”

He heard footsteps and looked up to see that Jeremiah had joined them. He was about to say something when it became clear that he hadn’t triggered any traps.

“The enchantments on this thing seem in harmony with your presence here,” he said, “so it is clear our suspicions were correct. However, they seem to be waiting for something from you.”

“I’m the Goblin King. What else would it want?”

“Maybe it wants you to prove it?” Lorelai asked.

“Prove it how?”

The bratty elf shrugged. “I don’t know, you’re the king. There’s stuff like this at Daddy’s palace, and he has to use a command word or use one of his class skills to open things.”

“How do I use one of my Tomorrowwright skills while I’m opening this door?” Thomas asked in frustration.

“I don’t get the sense it needs a command word,” Jeremiah said.

“You’re not just the Goblin King, though,” Ginger said. “Aren’t you like, the most gobliny fucking Goblin King ever? Or at least since the kings that built this place?”

“You can do stuff your dad can’t,” Lorelai added.

“Besides all the fucking, you mean?” Ginger asked.

Thomas thought about all this for a few moments. What powers did he have that he shared with those ancient kings? He turned around to look across the great square, wondering if there might be some clue somewhere. He was at a complete loss until his eyes fell on the fountain.

He hadn’t noticed it earlier, but he realized that every goblin depicted was different. There were Forest Goblins, Lake Goblins, Mountain Goblins, Lava Goblins, and more. He couldn’t see the entire sculpture from where they were standing, but something told him every bloodline was represented.

What had Thomas achieved that hadn’t been done since those ancient days? It was his Chromatic Bloodline.

He turned back to the door. There were only four holes and far more bloodlines than that. But maybe the total wasn’t the point. Awakening the Chromatic Bloodline required getting to a certain threshold.

Thomas summoned his Lava Goblin bloodline. As his skin turned black, he stuck a finger into one of the holes. It immediately lit up with a soft golden glow. Ginger gasped.

“Did you fuckin’ do it?”

Ignoring her for the moment, he released the Lava Goblin bloodline and brought forth his Infernal bloodline. He stuck a finger into another hole. It lit up as well.

Lake Goblin and Mix-Match activated the other two holes, and there was a series of soft clunking noises around the edge of the huge iron doors. Thomas turned around and looked at Lorelai.

“You were right. I had to prove I had the Chromatic Bloodline, like those ancient kings.”

As Lorelai beamed in pride, Thomas looked back at Ginger and Jeremiah. “The traps?”

Ginger fluttered around the door, peering closely at the hinges and frame.

“All clear!”

Jeremiah nodded. “It seems you have disarmed the protections.”

Thomas pushed the doors inward. They swung smoothly into the building, and no traps or spells were triggered. He walked in as the others came up behind him. Ginger let out a triumphant cackle as she swooped around the interior.

“We’re riiiiiiiiiiiich!!! Aha ha ha ha!”

Lorelai, Vesta, and the other goblins, and even Jeremiah gasped in amazement as they came in. Thomas, though, just felt a deep sense of gratitude and relief.

Inside the treasury were six huge barred cells stacked high with riches. Gold and silver ingots beyond number, wooden chests overflowing with coinage, and thousands of jeweled golden treasures large and small. Here at last was Thomas’s inheritance as the Goblin King – the wealth of the ancient kingdom, kept here all this time, waiting for one who was worthy.

As the others celebrated this bounty, Thomas remembered what Umadin had told him that day they found the treasure wagon in the river.

For a kingdom, it’s just an entry in the treasury ledger. And it does you no good on its own. Please put aside any fantasies you may have about sitting atop some vast hoard and counting your money like a dragon. Your people can’t eat gold and gems. The kingdom’s funds need to be spent on things it needs.

So Thomas saw this for what it was: Enough money to complete the rebuilding of Lotta Tot and secure his kingdom. And he was going to do it.

***

The following morning, Thomas woke to a notification glowing in the air above his face.

Notice: The Orichalcum Council will meet in [6] months’ time. This gathering will impact this local region of the fae and represent these lands and the adjacent islands. The attendees at this event will be:
· King Breon and Queen Nephinae – each hold [1] vote
· Queen Esmer – she holds [1] vote
· Queen Lilith of the Infernals and King Vugnek of the Demons – each hold [1] vote
· King Thomas of the Goblins [2 votes] and Queen Candi of the Trolls [1 vote] – hold [3] votes
· Queen Leah and her King of the Celestials – each hold [1] vote
Additional Details: The Fates allow Royal Tablet wielders to vote on certain matters. These will affect how Tablets work in this region of the Fae Wilds. Within traditional restrictions, details such as spell effects, spell lists, governance of quests (including experience rewards), and so forth may be modified during this meeting. These councils normally take place every [10] years, but changes in rulership, such as the ascension of King Thomas and Queen Candi may trigger one.
When the time comes, the Fates will open teleportation circles to the venue. As a Royal Tablet wielder, you must attend or all privileges associated with your Tablets may be revoked.
Caution: All aggressive activities, including wars, assassination attempts, and other plots against other rulers must be paused no less than [7] days before the meeting. Any violence during the Council will result in punitive intervention from the Fates. To repeat this word of caution: Do not tempt the Fates. They enjoy violence.


Thomas and his wives had spent the previous night celebrating the discovery of the ancient treasury. Bleary from the extended amorous activities, it took him a second to digest what it meant. It was finally time to stand shoulder to shoulder with the other rulers.

He had known this was coming but not the details, and some of them stood out to him.

Why is Queen Leah named, but not the King? Why is he called her King? A niggling suspicion tugged at the back of his mind.

Then he felt a hand sliding down beneath the covers, roaming across his chest. He looked over to see Emily’s smiling, drowsy expression. She leaned up, lips pursed for a kiss, which he gladly gave her.

“Would my King like to wake up with a happy gobbo wrapped around his royal scepter?”

On his other side, Candi and Lulu both stirred. From behind Emily, Bella did as well. She had her head stuffed beneath a pillow. Groaning, she growled out, “How the fuck can you all be horny again?”

Ginger, who’d been sleeping on Thomas’s pillow beside his head, roused enough to peer down at the sleepy Bella. “Girl, have you seen him when he’s just woken up?”

“Wha?” Bella peeked out from beneath her pillow to look over at Thomas.

Lorelai sat up behind Bella, sleepily pulling the tangles out of her hair. “Whatever you girls are up to,” the Elven Princess muttered, “I expect my turn too.”

He looked down at himself, wondering what they were looking at. The sheet pooled at his hips, as it did most mornings, due to the warmth of the shared bed. Other than that, he was just himself. Emily’s hand questing might have awakened just enough chaos to bring the oil sheen to his skin, but that was a very subtle effect.

“Fine!” Bella shouted, startling everyone on the bed. “Now I’m ready for more, too. Are you happy now, you fuckin’ horny-ass fairy?”

“Very.” Ginger grinned brightly.

Notice: You have a message from Laylana.


Letting the morning’s banter wash over him like a warm bath, Thomas checked the message.

Laylana: My love, I’ve found them! They’ve agreed to come to the castle. It will take me multiple walks to bring them all to you. Give me two hours, and I will meet you in your throne room?

Thomas: This is such good news! Absolutely. I can’t wait to see you again and meet our guests.

Laylana: I also have word from the grove. Many of the dryads are fully settled and would like to request a special breeding ceremony. There are special druidic rituals and rites that we would honor you with.

Thomas: Plus some selfish focus time for your sisters?

Laylana: That, too.

Thomas: I’m absolutely fine with that. We’ll put it on the calendar. That reminds me, I need to meet with the spider women. I’ll make sure to have Emily coordinate that one.

Thomas finally looked up at the girls, who had been watching him curiously as he messaged with Laylana. “She found them,” he said.

“Who, Sire?” Emily asked. At some point the eager little goblin had slid down between his thighs. He caught a flash of red hair before feeling her adorable nose nuzzling at him.

“Laylana found the adventurers we need. I’m going to meet them in two hours.”

“Two hours?” Candi asked, grinning as she slithered over. Her full breasts pressed against his chest as she kissed him. “That should be just enough time for a morning quickie.”

Lorelai had collapsed on top of Bella in an attempt to get a bit more sleep, but she looked up again. The blonde elf seemed utterly wrecked from the previous night. “Guys. I’m so tired. How is two hours a ‘quickie’? Am I not understanding that term correctly?”

Cupping Candi’s ass with one hand while using some sort of assassin origami, Lulu managed to wrap her hand around Thomas’s cock despite what Emily was already doing. “Two hours is just enough time for each of us to have two or three orgasms before we all go to work,” she said to Lorelai. “That’s basically a quickie.”

“We’ll all have to work together efficiently, of course,” Candi added.

“Fuck yeah!” Ginger said. “Where’s my harness?”

At Ginger's words, an instantly rejuvenated Lorelai sprang from the bed. “I’m on it!”

***

Two hours later, bathed and dressed, Thomas sat in his throne room with Jeremiah and Candi as a pair of young women, led by a giant of a man, came walking in. The trio all carried an impressive array of magical gear, as he would have expected from high-level adventurers. He remembered them from that day on the road, but they showed clear signs of having gained a tremendous amount of experience since then. The redheaded elf had a new air of focus and maturity, and she returned his look with something akin to his father’s confidence.

At the head of the group was a man whose tall, muscular frame towered over his two companions. He was a bronzed, bearded monster with an aura of power about him.

“King Thomas,” the man said, bowing smoothly. “I am Jordan. You’ve met Merielle and Britney, I believe?”

Britney was a celestial who could have passed for an Earth actress on the red carpet, down to the ridiculously thirsty cocktail gown she wore. Uncertain of his feelings about the celestials, Thomas gave her a guarded look. “I have,” he replied.

“Our other party members opted to stay outside and explore your fair city,” Jordan said. “I assume that’s okay?”

“Perfectly fine. I trust Laylana told you what we need to hire you for?”

“Clearing out a Demon Dungeon Core, right?”

“Correct. It’s been contained for now, but I need it gone.”

“What can you tell us about it?”

Jeremiah spent the next few minutes going over every detail they’d learned about the infectious Core. “It’s a top-quality Core,” he said, rattling off a list of the monster types it could produce. “It’s also parasitic, which means—”

“It’s been leaching off the other core you have beneath the city?” Jordan finished.

“Just so.”

The burly warrior nodded, eyes narrowing as he calculated the variables and risks. Thomas spoke up now.

“I’m happy to have Jeremiah give your group as many blessings and equipment enhancements as you’d like before you go in,” he said. “He’s level eighteen and has an epic class. It might be enough to make the difference.”

Jordan’s expression, which had been clouded, abruptly brightened. “Now, that is something I can work with. Do you feel comfortable paying us in coin, or would you prefer trade?”

“We’re not a poor kingdom,” Thomas replied, “but we’re also facing a great many challenges, against which I must take great care with my resources. I’m not opposed to a trade. What do you have in mind?”

“My group and I have been considering founding our own Adventurer’s Guild. We want to compete with the one the celestials set up. If you’d allow us to build halls in your major cities, and perhaps subsidize the costs, it would be worth our effort here.”

Thomas grinned, pleased at this turn of good luck. There would be no need for them to build anything. Even with the surge in births and expanding population because of the growth of his kingdom, the reconstruction of Lotta Tot had given them considerably more living space than they currently needed. They had more than enough empty buildings to spare for something like this, and he was sure they could find what they needed in the human lands as well.

Of course, the devil was always in the details.

“How much of a subsidy?” he asked after a moment.

“Hmm. How about ten percent?”

Thomas inclined his head toward his queen and lowered his voice. “Do you see any issues?”

“None, husband,” she replied. “The return on that investment will be considerable. Having a pool of adventurers to draw on, especially a guild that is dependent on you for support, will greatly improve our flexibility and resources.”

He nodded, for his thoughts were the same as Candi’s. A group of adventurers actively helping combat the spread of the celestials’ influence and working to clear his lands of dangerous monsters, this would be a significant boon. Not just for him, but for their entire kingdom.

“Mr. Jordan, you have a deal. Feel free to send over an agreement with your Tablet, and I’ll assign some of my Vassals to escort you to the entrance whenever you're ready.”

“And your priest?”

“I will meet you there,” Jeremiah replied.


Chapter 18: A Time to Sow


After Jordan and the other adventurers descended into the Dungeon Core, Lorelai appeared in the throne room. She approached Thomas and Candi with an uncertain expression on her face.

“Sire?”

“Yes?” he asked.

“Do you remember the other night, with Ginger, when you promised to make me a Vassal?”

Candi’s eyebrow went up. “Husband?”

“Is this a problem?” Thomas asked the Troll Queen.

“No, of course not. I am just thinking of her father.”

Lorelai shrugged. “You’re the queen. I don’t need a crown, and Mommy and Daddy just want me to stay here and get pregnant. It’ll be a really long time before anyone has to worry about their line of succession. I mean, yeah, five hundred years from now there might be an issue, but for now . . .” She gave Thomas a nervous look. “I’m the only one of the group who isn’t a wife or a Vassal. If you don’t want to do it, it’s okay, I guess, it’s just . . .”

Candi glared at Thomas. “Husband?”

Thomas held up his hands.

“I said I’d do it, and I will. Lorelai, will you become my Vassal?”

She smiled broadly. “Yes, Sire.”

Notice: You have acquired the beautiful Princess Lorelai as a Vassal. Thanks to Enhanced Vassal Management, you may select a class for her. These will replace her existing class, which is [Princess]. A list of available classes is on her menu.


Thomas stared at the screen. “Princess is a class?”

“Yes,” Candi said.

“Yeah,” Lorelai replied. “I mean, it’s just . . . you can probably guess.”

The Troll Queen nodded in mild exasperation. “It’s largely why I became a Painlasher.”

He checked on Lorelai’s available classes, and his surprise grew.

Notice: The list below is determined by your Vassal’s current attributes, race, and background.
· Elven Archer (Ranged Specialist)
· Eldritch Ranger (Spellblade Explorer)
· Royal Negotiator (Diplomat)
· Singer (Entertainment)
· Fae Courtesan (Enchanted Seductress)


“Huh,” Thomas said. “That is . . . quite a list.”

Lorelai’s pale cheeks colored as she ran her eyes down the screen.

“Whoa.”

“I suppose one never knows one’s potential until the options appear,” Candi said dryly.

“That last one,” Lorelai said quietly, eyes wide.

Thomas cleared his throat. “Any preference?”

The bratty elf looked up at him, biting her lower lip. “I mean, if you really want . . .” She didn’t finish the sentence.

“Something like this needs to be about what you want,” he replied.

Lorelai took a deep breath.

“Well, Singer is out. I don’t see what use that would be.”

“Agreed,” Thomas said.

“I don’t think I want to be a Ranger, either,” Lorelai said. “They go out and get all muddy and dirty, right? They kill things in the woods and eat them.”

“Correct,” Candi said, biting back a smile.

“I’m okay at archery, so I can see the first one . . . except you’ve already got Teelah.”

“Right,” Thomas said.

“That leaves Negotiator and Courtesan.” She let out a long sigh. “And you already have divine-level Diplomacy. What good am I going to be doing that?”

“I don’t need you seducing other people either,” Thomas said evenly.

She gave him a nervous smile. “Would I have to? Or would I just . . .”

“I see little issue in focusing your skills on our King,” Candi said.

Lorelai giggled. “I mean, for sure.”

“Is that really what you want?” Thomas finally asked.

Lorelai nodded. “Yeah, I want to get better at things with you. A lot better. And I bet Ginger and I can build some really cool toys that would—”

Thomas held up his hand. “We can discuss that later.” He looked down at his Tablet as Lorelai’s choice took hold.

New Vassal Briefing: Lorelai
Level: 2 Fae Courtesan (Pregnant)
Loyalty to the [King]: 7 (Elevated)
Current Disposition: Eager, Excited
Key Features: Lorelai is skilled in seduction and lovemaking. She knows how to enhance and intensify sexual pleasure, both naturally and magically. This includes the ability to prepare potions, oils, and unguents that enhance sexual acts.


Skimming over the rest of her briefing, he almost missed it. Then his eyes jerked back up.

“You’re pregnant?”

Lorelai gasped. “I am?”

“Wait,” Candi, pulling Thomas’s Tablet over. “Why is that there?”

“Because she’s pregnant?” Thomas asked.

“No. Why is it there?” Candi asked, stabbing her finger at the screen. “After her Class? Did you ever see that with Emily? Or Laylana? Or any of the others?”

Thomas pinched his chin thoughtfully. “Uh . . . no. What does that mean? Could it be a Courtesan thing?”

“I have no clue.”

“But I am pregnant?” Lorelai asked.

“That would appear obvious,” Candi replied.

The blonde princess let out a squeal and bounced around in glee. After a moment, Thomas took his Tablet back from Candi and messaged Emily.

Thomas: Are you able to come down to the throne room? We have an issue here.

Emily: An issue? Is everything okay?

Thomas: I’m not sure to be honest.

Emily: Be right there, my love!

She appeared with Scarlett in her arms a couple of minutes later.

“What’s going on?”

“Emily, I am totally knocked up!” Lorelai said excitedly.

The goblin girl gasped and hugged her. “That’s wonderful!” She squeezed Lorelai tightly before turning to Thomas. “. . . isn’t it? What’s the ‘issue’?”

Thomas showed her his Tablet. Emily’s jaw dropped. “That . . . is really weird.”

“Yeah.”

“The only thing I can think of is that her pregnancy is really important somehow.”

“Important?” Thomas asked.

Emily shrugged and drew out her Tablet. “Let me get one of the Epichurgeons to come check her out. Do you feel okay?” she asked Lorelai.

“I feel great.” The blonde elf grabbed her chest. “I can’t wait for my boobs to get bigger! I’m totally going to breastfeed.”

Candi snorted but said nothing. By the time the Epichurgeon arrived, Ginger and Laylana had joined them.

“What’s all the fuckin’ commotion?” Ginger asked.

“The King and I are having a baby!” Lorelai exclaimed.

“Fucking shit!” Ginger screeched, zipping furiously around the room for a moment. “I mean, sorry, congratulations, but shit! I don’t want to be the last one here!”

“You won’t be, dear,” Candi said. “Remember the contraceptive potions.”

“Oh,” the fairy replied. “But still!”

The Epichurgeon brought one of the pregnancy-assessment potions, which she had Lorelai drink. After a few tense moments, a soft golden glow rose from Lorelai’s belly. She giggled happily and hugged herself.

“This is so cool! Mommy and Daddy will be so happy.”

“A fine, healthy baby from the looks of it, Sire,” the Epichurgeon said.

Then Ginger’s shocked voice cut through the room.

“Uh, guys? Fuck.”

Everyone turned to look at her. As Ginger hovered in the center of the room, an identical golden glow shone from her stomach as well. Little particles of fairy dust drifted down from the edges of the luminescence.

“You’re pregnant too!” Emily exclaimed.

“But I didn’t drink the fucking potion!” Ginger shrieked, turning a furious backward somersault in the air.

“That is very odd,” the Epichurgeon said in amazement as Ginger zipped around the throne room, trailing fairy dust everywhere. “That should not be happening.”

“But why is it?” Thomas asked.

The goblin woman shook her head. “I—This is beyond my skills, Sire. I suppose Mama would know . . .”

“But she’s not here.” He turned to the dryad. “Laylana?”

The purple-tressed druid stepped over to Lorelai, motioning for Ginger to sit on the elf’s shoulder. When Ginger settled down, Laylana cast a spell over them both. Thomas watched as her eyes widened. Finally she looked back and forth between him and the two girls.

“Explain to me again what the three of you have been doing. Bella tried to tell me when I returned, and I’m not sure I understood.”

“Uh . . .” Ginger replied sheepishly.

“That harness was her idea,” Lorelai said.

Thomas gave Laylana a brief summary. The dryad nodded slowly, showing no signs of judgment at their antics.

“I think I see.” She took a deep breath and turned to Ginger and Lorelai. “You are indeed both pregnant. However, Lorelai is carrying the baby.” As jaws dropped around the room, Laylana continued. “Yes, I know how bizarre that sounds. It is what I see here. This child is half human, half goblin, half fairy, and half elf.”

“What the fuck?!” Ginger yelled. “That’s four halves!”

“Whatever Thomas did with the two of you, it formed a baby with both of your essences.”

There were a few long moments of silence.

“Do you recall what Lulu said that day?” Candi said to Ginger. “About fairies only being able to bear half-fairy children with help from the ovisari? I think you may have found another method. Thomas’s seed, your fairy dust, and Lorelai’s womb.”

Ginger and Lorelai looked at each other in awe.

“Wow,” the Elf Princess said.

“Holy shit!” Ginger replied. Then they hugged each other. “We’re having a fuckin’ baby!” the fairy cried.

Thomas got up from his throne and joined the hug as the others clustered around them.

“Whatever works for you guys,” he said, “works for me.”

***

Lorelai quickly delivered the good news to King Breon and Queen Nephinae. Thomas was mildly concerned that they might have issues with Ginger’s involvement, but they did not. When Lorelai told them she intended to remain in the Goblin Court, Breon sent Thomas a message through their Royal Tablets, something he was able to do because of their alliance.

Breon: My daughter tells me your troubles with Reginald are over, but you have more serious problems with Vugnek.

Thomas: That is correct. We have a Demon Core under our city, which I have hired adventurers to clear out. Still, I’m certain he is up to something.

Breon: I can take no risks with Lorelai’s child. If she is staying with you, I am prepared to double the forces I have committed to our alliance if you have need of them.

Breon had sent several units of elven archers and four war wizards to support Thomas and Candi’s army after Lorelai joined them. More of both would be a significant help in defending against Vugnek’s plots.

Thomas: If you can spare them, I can certainly use them. We’ve refurbished several old barracks where they can stay.

Breon: We can spare them. I will begin preparations at once. They should be there within a week. Some of the women among my troops have expressed a wish to breed with you, but I will leave that to your discretion, of course.

Thomas: Thank you, my friend.

Breon: No, thank you, King Thomas. You have done more with her in three months than her mother and I have managed in three decades.

Three decades? Thomas thought. It occurred to him that he’d never bothered to ask how old Lorelai was. I mean, she looks about nineteen, he mused, but she’s also an elf.

Thomas: She’s part of my family now. I intend to take care of her.

Breon: Rest assured, our people will not forget this. If you have need of any other assistance against Vugnek, you must let me know.

Thomas: Thank you. I will.

***

The work of reclaiming Lapis Castle continued. Ginger took Thomas to the other vaults they’d discovered, which – though much smaller than the main treasury – still added considerably to their reserves. Thanks to the infusion of gold, Emily was able to hire a small army of masons and laborers to accelerate the repairs and refurbishments around the city, both above ground and below.

They uncovered yet another entrance to the underground areas, one that was inside the palace itself. This seemed to have been walled up and hidden long ago, as if there had been some imperative to hide Lapis Castle from discovery. When the masons removed the structures that had concealed the passage down, it became clear to Thomas that the aboveground and belowground castles had once been one and the same.

One thing they also discovered was that the “barracks” Ginger and Vesta had found in the central plaza was not a barracks at all. They’d conducted only a cursory exploration, but when Vesta returned with another group of Thomas’s vassals and looked through the entire place, they realized that it was in fact meant to serve as a fortified residence for goblin children.

The vast building had dozens of classrooms and playrooms and a whole complex for training older goblin children in their professions. There were enough bunks to house thousands of young goblins, and the place could be tightly secured against a full-scale siege. It all made perfect sense when Thomas considered things. The goblin breeding rate was their race’s biggest strength, so having a secure place to raise their children to adulthood was critical.

They found other areas that were secured by magical locks that only Thomas could open. These proved to contain caches of enchanted weapons and armor that Umadin distributed to the troops. They discovered a whole complex of factories and workshops. While the forges were still occupied by the Demon Core, Ginger soon had the other manufacturing facilities operational.

Breon’s second contingent of elven troops arrived in Lotta Tot about a week after his conversation with Thomas. As with the others, Thomas stationed them on the outskirts of the city near the dryads, as the elves found the city itself a bit confining. Since Umadin’s training grounds were nearby, it worked well.

Meanwhile, Jordan and his team continued clearing the Demon Core. It was slow going, but they made steady progress.

As things progressed and Thomas grew confident that the areas away from the Dungeon Cores were safe, he gave permission for the residents of Lotta Tot to begin moving below ground if they wished. Quite a few of the goblins did so, as did some of the other races.

The succubi in particular found the subterranean residences much more enjoyable than the surface, as did the increasing number of dwarven masons and smiths. The succubi moved their school to the children’s residence, and the place was soon nearly full of young goblins from Lotta Tot and the villages Thomas had brought back into the kingdom.

One morning several weeks after the discovery of Lapis Castle, Thomas, Candi, and Emily were completing their daily task meeting when Ginger and Lorelai appeared in his study.

“We’re almost done,” Candi said as they came in.

Thomas nodded. “What do you need?”

“Just got something I wanted to show you,” Ginger replied. “Down in my workshop.”

Emily leaned over and pecked Thomas on the cheek. “Go. I’m done for now, and I need to go feed Scarlett.”

Thomas gave her a cuddle and a kiss on the head. The three of them got up, and Emily left for the nursery.

“May I come?” Candi asked.

“Fuck, yeah,” Ginger replied. “I think you’ll like this too.”

Thomas and Candi followed Ginger and Lorelai down to the main hall, and then to the new staircase to Lapis Castle. He had decided to retain some of the fortifications in order to protect the lower spaces if necessary, but the stairs were normally open.

When they reached the grand square, Ginger led them past the administration building into the manufacturing district. She flew some of the way, but when they reached the factories, she settled onto Lorelai’s shoulder, grabbing a lock of the elf’s blonde hair to steady herself. As she did, Lorelai reached up and affectionately brushed a finger against Ginger’s legs.

Candi leaned over and nibbled at his ear.

“Did you see that?”

He smiled. “I did.”

Ginger’s workshop occupied the largest space in the manufacturing sector, a room nearly as large as the main hall of the palace above. As they approached, Thomas heard the sounds of hammers, saws, and other machinery growing louder. They found a mix of goblin, troll, and dwarven craftsmen hard at work.

“You’ve really done a lot down here,” he said to Ginger.

“We found so much cool shit, Sire,” she yelled over the din. “Most of it still worked. We just had to clean things up and lube the shit out of all of it.”

“Kind of like us and Thomas,” Lorelai quipped.

Ginger squawked loudly in annoyance. “Oh, shut your trap, you knife-eared witch!” But then she leaned over and kissed Lorelai on the cheek.

Candi gave Thomas another knowing look. He just rolled his eyes. The bratty Elven Princess and the fairy engineer had become nearly inseparable since the discovery of their joint pregnancy.

“So what did you want to show us?” he asked.

Ginger fluttered into the air and gestured toward the center of the workshop where a metal monstrosity towered over everything else.

“That! Isn’t it the most awesome fucking thing you’ve ever seen?”

Thomas stared for a moment or two as he wondered what he was even looking at. It was about ten feet tall and roughly humanoid-shaped. At first he thought it was a suit of armor for one of the troll warriors, except that it was too big and had only two arms.

But as he looked closer, he realized the “armor” was solid rather than hollow. The arms and legs were articulated with various mechanical linkages, almost like a robot. The hands, feet, torso, and other joints were connected the same way. The helmet was flipped back, but the interior was far from empty. There were more mechanisms inside its head. All over the thing, especially around the mechanical elements, enchantments shimmered and shifted, giving off a soft blue-green glow.

He took a deep breath and exhaled. “What is it?”

Ginger flew into the helmet and settled into what Thomas realized was some kind of seat. She slipped her hands into a pair of tiny gloves that were attached to the controls by a set of little cables. When she lifted her hands up, the suit of armor lifted its arms as well.

Candi gasped. “A mech suit!”

Thomas glanced at her in surprise. “You know—” Then he remembered. “You saw one in a movie.”

“Yes. Another masterpiece of human cinema. So moving and inspiring, despite all the explosions and monsters.”

Ginger began walking around the workshop in the mech suit. The thing clanked and whirred, spitting out fairy dust and sparks of mana as it moved.

“It’s amazing,” he said. “But . . . why?”

She walked over to one side of the shop, where a huge sword lay on a table. It was easily eight feet long and nearly six inches across. Ginger picked it up and held it over her head.

“We’re at war with fucking demons, aren’t we? I want to help!”

Thomas pondered this for a few moments. “Are you sure?”

“Well, I do need your help with something,” Ginger replied. “I can create the magic-mechanical stuff, but I can’t imbue it with the magic it needs for actual attacks.”

“I’m not a spellcaster,” he replied.

“No, but I think your kobold bloodline should work.”

Thomas gaped at her. “The fire blast?”

“Fuck yeah!” Ginger yelled. She held up the arm that wasn’t holding the sword. He saw what looked like some kind of nozzle in the mech’s hand.

“What do you want me to do?”

The hand made a fist, and Thomas saw some kind of thick red gem set into the back of it.

“Put your hands over that gem,” Ginger said, “then let out your bloodline.”

He grasped the big metal fist, and then let his Kobold bloodline come out. His skin turned green-brown and scaly. Ginger began fiddling around in the cockpit for a few moments, and Thomas felt something tugging at him. It seemed to pull through both their Vassal bond and her pregnancy.

“I think that did it!” Ginger cried. “Let go.”

Thomas dropped his hands. Ginger turned the mech, lifting the arm and extending the hand with its fingers spread. A moment later, a long blast of fire emerged from the nozzle, shooting about fifty feet across the workshop. Ginger cackled in glee.

“Fucking A! This rules!”

“I am impressed,” Candi said.

“Yeah!” Lorelai cried. “We’re going to fuck up those demons!”

Thomas glanced at her. Lorelai was not normally one for that kind of language. Clearly Ginger was rubbing off on her. He gave the fairy a thumbs-up.

“Good work.”


Character Sheet: Lorelai


Age: 182
Level: 3
Class: Fae Courtesan (pregnant)
Total Experience Needed to Reach Level 3: 30
Species: Elf
Hit Points (Endurance + Level): 17
Mana (Magic + Level): 17
Attributes
· Charisma: 26 (She is strikingly beautiful. When she wishes to do so, she has an [Epic], non-magical [Charm] effect on those she attempts to be charming with.)
· Wisdom: 8
· Strength: 10
· Endurance: 14
· Magic: 14
· Agility: 21 (She is extremely flexible and capable of contorting her body into positions that would normally be difficult to impossible.)
Core Skills:
· Anatomy and Physiology: 2 – Lorelai is familiar with the workings of many biological beings, particularly when it comes to acts of intimacy and reproduction.
· Intimate Touch: 2 - The princess is capable of delivering heightened pleasure and relaxation with a touch.
· Enthralling Voice: 2 – Lorelai knows how to apply her voice to its best effect, particularly in areas of the bedroom.
Class Benefits
Granted Powers: She learns 3 spells per level. These spells are all sexually oriented and function to enhance sexual pleasure. Each level, she may swap out up to [3] of these spells for other ones, allowing her to customize her class as she develops.
Level 1: Revealing Temptress - Provided Lorelai’s body is on display, her spells are cast at [3] levels higher than normal. Note: This does not require nudity. A bikini or lingerie will suffice.
Level 3: Immune to Charms - She is immune to effects similar to her own from all other species, including gorgons (medusa typed monsters).
Special: Lorelai is pregnant. Her hybrid human-goblin-fairy-elf daughter has special abilities that are still being determined. In accordance with her father’s decision at conception, the child carries the [Lake] and [Lava] goblin bloodlines.
Lava Goblin
Cost to Activate: 5 Mana
Duration: 5 Minutes
Benefit: Gain True Regeneration. You will heal 1 hit point a second, and can even regrow limbs with this ability.
Benefit: You take 10 points less fire damage from any heat source. To put this into perspective, most bonfires only deal 7 points of damage. You could, in theory, walk on lava and survive, albeit briefly.
Lake Goblin
Cost to Activate: 12 Mana
Duration: 1 hour.
Benefit: You may gain natural camouflage that effectively renders you invisible.
Benefit: After 10 seconds of studying a target, you gain the ability to deal critical damage to them (unless they are immune to such attacks). Your critical range is increased, and your critical bonus is 150% higher for targets you have studied in this way.
Benefit: You may make scary sounds while you stalk your prey. This has a [high] chance to intimidate or scare them, potentially rendering them unable to concentrate.



Chapter 19: A Time to Reap


The next morning, Candi pulled Thomas aside.

“I need to return to the troll kingdom, my love. If Vugnek is plotting against you, he is surely plotting against my holdings as well. I need to review our defenses. There is only so much I can do remotely.”

Thomas groaned but nodded. “I understand, and you’re right.”

“I will return as soon as I am able to.”

He took her in his arms and held her tightly. “Don’t rush back if you have things to do. We can be leisurely and relaxed when this crisis is over.”

She stretched up and kissed his cheek.

“You will have the others to keep you company in my absence. Especially now that you have a Fae Courtesan among your Vassals.”

Thomas laughed. “She’s still figuring that all out.”

Candi packed things to last for several weeks and left with a large squad of troll warriors later that day. Her departure made Thomas realize that Vugnek was surely not being idle while Thomas bolstered his defenses.

The Demon King knew about his alliance with the elves, and if he’d allied with Reginald, there was a good chance he might be trying to build bridges with someone else.

That meant Thomas needed to work on expanding his own alliance if he could. The question was how.

He’d begun a relationship of sorts with the Infernal Queen. Strengthening that would surely weaken Vugnek, but he would need to do it very, very carefully.

After he watched from the top of the palace as Candi rode out of Lotta Tot in a procession of wagons, Thomas sent a message to Briar and Thorn. The two succubi arrived at his offices shortly thereafter.

“You requested our presence, Sire?” Briar asked with a lustful gleam in her eyes. He could see them fighting the urge to kneel before him. He’d asked them not to do so outside of the breeding orgies.

“It’s well past time for me to have a meeting with Queen Lilith. How do I do it without her husband knowing?”

“You could not enter their kingdom without him being aware of it,” Briar replied.

Thomas nodded. “I know that. Which means any meeting between us needs to be here, or in some neutral spot.”

“Our Queen can travel through fire, much as Laylana moves between trees,” Thorn replied. “So she could come here if you gave her permission.”

“Would Vugnek know if she left their lands?”

“Not necessarily,” Briar replied. “Only if she was gone for an extended period. She and Vugnek have done something similar to what you and Queen Candi have done with your Tablets, only more extensively. While they are married, they have blocked each other from seeing their activities. So he is not able to track her movements, nor she his. They do, however, spy on each other constantly, so she could not remain gone for long.”

Thomas rubbed his chin for a few moments. “So she could come here for an hour or so to talk. The question is, will she?”

The two succubi looked at each other.

“I know she is very eager to meet you, King Thomas,” Thorn said. “But I assume what you intend is more than a mere social call.”

“That is correct. And I assume you understand what I wish to discuss with her, without my needing to say it out loud?”

They both nodded. “We do,” Briar replied.

“Can you let her know? Sooner is better.”

Briar and Thorn nodded. “We will do so, Sire.”

He smiled. “Good. I have a breeding ceremony with the dryads planned for tonight. You may attend if you like.”

The two of them trembled in anticipation, and both succubi fell involuntarily to their knees, faces flushed with desire.

“Thank you, Sire,” Briar gasped.

“I will see you then.”

When they left, he sent a message to Ginger. The fairy appeared in a few minutes, fluttering into his office and landing in his lap.

“Did you need some mid-day fucking, Sire? I’m still pretty busy in the castle, but I could squeeze you in.” She gave him a wink. “If you know what I mean.”

He lifted the horny fairy onto his desk. “I do, and not right now. I need to discuss something important.”

Ginger lifted off and hovered in front of him.

“More important than fucking? Crap. What is it?”

“You were Queen Esmer’s vassal before coming here.”

“I sure was,” Ginger replied.

“And she told me at the wedding that she’s your great-grandmother, or something.”

“One more ‘great,’ not that faeries pay much attention to that stuff. Why?”

“She also told me she sent you here in hopes of strengthening the ties between your people and mine. I would say getting you pregnant has been a step in that direction.”

Ginger giggled and leaned in to kiss his nose. “Yep!”

“Does she know?”

“Of course! I sent her a message, and she sent congratulations. I meant to tell you, but I’m still working on my mech-suit and forgot.”

Thomas shook his head. “That’s good, actually. So, would you call her reply, ‘Oh, how nice you’re having a baby’ congratulations, or ‘That’s wonderful, I was praying for something just like this!’ congratulations?”

The blonde fairy grinned. “Definitely closer to the latter. I know she wasn’t expecting it.”

“How does she feel about demons?” he asked.

She withdrew, hovering in a circle over his desk. “I see where you’re going with this. You want to form an alliance with her.”

“A formal alliance could be provocative,” Thoams replied, “and I don’t want to provoke Vugnek if I can help it. But some kind of informal assistance, if she’s willing, would be helpful. I’m not quite sure what she might do, but presumably she would have some ideas, if she’s amenable.”

“Pretty sure she will be. And she’s actually got some pretty bad-ass airborne troops.”

“Fairies?” he asked.

“Enhanced faeries.”

He cocked an eyebrow at her. “What does that mean?”

She grinned. “You’ll see. Do you want me to ask her?”

“Yes, please. And I’m happy to meet with her to discuss it if she likes.”

Ginger zipped up to the ceiling and flew in a circle. “I’m on it, Sire!” Then she zoomed out of his office.

Thomas called for some lunch, and just as he was finishing up, a notification popped up on his Tablet.

Notice: Through your leadership, a [Demonic Dungeon Core] has been defeated. You have earned [700] experience and need [210] to reach level [14].

He sat up in surprise. With everything else that had been going on, he’d frankly forgotten about Jordan and the girls. He knew they were down there, but there’d been little news beyond them steadily delving deeper into the Core.

He immediately messaged Lulu.

Thomas: I just got a notice that the Demon Core is destroyed.

Lulu: Oh yeah, I know, and you’re going to want to see this. I’ll be up there shortly.

Lulu, Bella, and Teelah arrived in a few minutes. The four of them went quickly down to the main hall and made for the stairwell to the undercastle.

“This way,” Lulu said.

They followed the route they’d taken that first morning. They passed the chaos collector room, and Thomas heard Steven’s voice from overhead.

“Welcome, Sire. It is so good to see you here again.” Unlike that first day, the steward’s voice was clear and strong.

“You sound better,” Thomas said.

“I no longer have to expend extra energy to resist the Demonic Core. Repairs are progressing nicely.”

They entered a broad passageway, where Thomas saw clear signs of fierce combat. Blood spattered the ceiling, and there were scorch marks all over the walls, as if someone had repeatedly used powerful fire spells on the way in.

At the far end was a massive pair of iron doors that had been smashed inward into the room beyond. He followed Lulu through and finally saw the Demon Core, or what was left of it.

It was a pale, gelatinous blob hanging all over the inside of a broad, circular room. He’d never seen one before, but this one was clearly dead, its flesh a sickly white like a dead, rotting fish. The remains of it hung like an old spider’s web from the ceiling and walls.

“Ick,” Bella said.

But through those walls, something else was coming in, tendrils that were similar in form but far different in appearance – thick and vital, pulsing with silvery-gray energy. Thomas instinctively recognized this as the Chaos Core reclaiming the space and absorbing the dead flesh of the Demon Core. Even as he watched, more chaos tendrils emerged from the walls, floor, and ceiling.

Jordan and his party were here, resting and healing up. All around them was the small mountain of loot the Core had dropped on its death. Thomas saw Merielle and Britney along with several others. Britney’s long, beaded cocktail gown was torn, scorched, and blackened, suggesting she had been the one responsible for the fireballs outside.

The huge warrior stood up in surprise as Thomas and Lulu came in.

“Your Majesty.”

“I got a notification about the Demon Core,” he replied. “This is a significant victory, not just for you, but my entire kingdom. I hope everyone is all right.”

Jordan shrugged, looking at the treasure they’d recovered. “Could be worse.”

“Much worse,” Merielle said.

Britney let out a disgusted noise. “What? How much worse could it be? Look at my damn dress! This will never come out.”

“I can—” Thomas began, but Jordan held up a hand.

“Please ignore her, Sire. I assume our agreement about the guild holds?”

“Absolutely,” Thomas replied. “There are quite a few unused buildings you’re welcome to pick from. My wife, Seneschal Emily, will take care of the subsidy.”

He nodded. “I will. I look forward to a long and mutually beneficial relationship, King Thomas.”

The Goblin King returned the nod. “As do I.”

He and the three assassins left the adventurers to continue wrapping up their loot, and returned to the passage outside.

“I want to see what else is down here, now that the Demon Core is gone.” He smirked at Lulu. “Assuming you agree it’s safe.”

She scowled up at him. “It’s safe now.”

Vugnek had planted the Demon Core in the center of the ancient kingdom’s heavy manufacturing spaces, where the forges and mints were located. Thomas assumed he was unaware of the treasury, presumably because its contents were magically hidden. Failing that, the location had blocked the goblins from ramping up production of weapons and armor, as well as preventing Thomas from minting new money.

All of that was possible now. He sent a message to Ginger, who appeared in a few minutes.

“Holy fuck!” she cried as she flew around the forges, cackling in excitement. “This is awesome! Look at all this shit!”

Everything was in good condition, if dusty and dormant. There were basic forges for weapons, larger ones for armor, and even larger ones for forging mechanical and structural elements. The biggest one was the size of a small house. Chains and hooks hung from the ceiling, and stacks of smithing tools were everywhere, along with iron and steel ingots in all sizes and shapes.

Even with everything he’d seen down here, Thomas was stunned. This had clearly once been a major operation, something well beyond the medieval fantasy world he’d once envisioned the Fae Wilds being.

“Are you sure it still works?” he asked Ginger.

“From the looks of it, I bet the forges are heated magically.”

“Steven?” Thomas asked, looking upward.

“She is correct, Sire,” the steward replied. “They are powered by chaos, and now that my reserves are restored, they will function again.”

Ginger began poking around one of the smaller forges. After looking over the control panel, she threw a few switches and levers and hovered back up into the air.

Almost immediately, the forge began to heat. Thomas felt the warmth on his face as an orange glow grew in the interior.

“We need to get this whole place up and running,” he said. “Not just the forges. The mints as well. A new kingdom needs its own money.”

“Count on it!” Ginger replied. “That big forge is just what I needed for my mech-suit.”

He blinked at her. “Another one?”

The blonde fairy laughed.

“Oh, that was just the scale prototype. The real one will be bigger.”

He lifted an eyebrow. “How much bigger?”

“Big enough that those demons won’t dare fuck with us.”

They left Ginger to her work. On the way out, Thomas paused in the grand square, watching the Ginger’s dwarven and goblin smiths heading over to the forges.

“Sire?” Bella asked.

“Something has kind of occurred to me here,” he said as he looked around. “It’s clear we’re not uncovering some separate city. This is all one thing, together. And it should have one name.”

“You’re going to re-name the city?” Lulu asked.

“Something more impressive, that reflects what it is now. What I am. ‘Lotta Tot’ has always struck me as just . . . meh, you know?”

The three girls exchanged looks. “I didn’t want to say anything,” Teelah said quietly.

Bella nodded. “Did you have something in mind?” she asked him.

“Lapis Palace for the castle. And Chroma Lapis for the city, to reflect my Chromatic Bloodline. I don’t intend to hide it anymore.”

Lulu nodded slowly. “I like that.”

“Me too,” Bella said, smiling.


Chapter 20: Conversation with a Queen


Several days later, Thomas sat in his study inside the newly renamed Lapis Palace. Fire flickered from the large hearth, the flames licking at logs the servant had brought in hours ago. The pleasing nip of the night chill made the heat from the hearth a perfect counterpoint.

The study was small, especially compared to what he intended to build over the next few years, but it did the job. Fifteen feet across and lined with carpets from fae animals, it embodied the typical fantasy trope of medieval castles, down to the tapestries lining the walls.

A table covered in books sat next to him. The books had come from the libraries below and included an array of topics. The one on top was titled How to Terrorize Demons. During a tour of the astonishing library in the depths, Jeremiah had spotted the book.

Apparently, it was one of the founding texts of his order, and priceless. It was also written by gnomes, and included more jargon than Earth corporate culture.

A modest bed, barely big enough for three, rested against the far wall, next to a tall wooden chest of drawers. Shadows pooled deeply between the two. Fresh symbols, recently cut into the walls, glowed a gentle blue and red color next to the fireplace in a complex pattern.

Reaching over, he picked up a glass of goblin mead. Now that his people were growing into truly capable crafters, the results were promising. The honeyed stuff tasted delicious, if spicier than what he might have encountered on Earth.

He took a sip and settled back. The comfortable rocking chair Ginger had surprised him with seemed to sigh softly as he rocked back and forth. It wasn’t a soothing sound. Somehow, the fairy had made it evocative. It almost seemed to be moaning as he rocked back and forth. Now, whenever he sat in it, he had to tune out the sounds, lest he get distracted by other thoughts. He had a feeling that was Ginger’s intent.

The fire flickered, popping loudly. Then his Tablet appeared, a notification flashing.

Notice: [Infernal Queen Lilith] has requested permission to enter your domain. She has pledged herself to peace and accepted full consequences should she not abide by the standard terms of such an agreement. Do you wish to allow her access? [Y]/[N]


He selected ‘Yes.’

As soon as he did, the fire flared again, and a humanoid shape emerged from it. Wreathed in flame, the teleportation effect looked a bit like Laylana’s Bough Walker class ability, albeit in a different element.

Queen Lilith was as Thomas had expected – like her daughters, the succubi, only more of everything they were. More beautiful, more sensuous, more evocative, the lustful glint in her eyes twice as intense as anything he’d ever seen from Briar or Thorn.

She was a timeless beauty, with a crown of four dainty horns framing a thick mane of red curls that fell down the length of her body. Unlike her daughters, she had no wings. Instead, vaguely reptilian scales hugged her confection of a body, emphasizing full-yet-upturned breasts, perfectly flared hips, and a heart-rendingly contoured behind.

She wore only a simple, shimmering dress that was still a perfect accent to her beauty, semi-transparent everywhere but the valley between her thighs and the tips of her nipples. The effect was far more provocative than if she were naked. Something told Thomas her outfit was no accident.

“Thank you for coming, Queen Lilith,” he said, rising to his feet.

“Thank you for seeing me, King Thomas,” she said, smiling and giving him a bow that felt deeper than it needed to be. She moved with a boneless, sensual elegance that outshone anything he’d seen from her offspring. It was like observing the sun compared to a bonfire.

Thomas was instantly thankful to his recent experiences and level upgrades. Only his divine-level Discipline prevented him from trying to throw her on the bed and rut her like a wild beast. Had he been merely level five or six, he had no doubt that bow would have been enough to drive him mad with desire. As she looked up, he saw a clear measure of respect in her eyes at his restrained reaction.

“You are most welcome,” he said. Thomas motioned to the padded chair across from his. It wasn’t a rocker, but it was still elegant enough to handle the situation. “Would you care to join me?”

“I would, thank you.” Her lips, which were a darker shade of red than her hair, curled at the corners as she took his offer. In contrast to the bow, she sat demurely with her knees pointed toward the fire, looking around the room. She sighed. “This is very nice.”

“This is just my study. A modest refuge from the stresses of ruling.”

“Indeed,” she replied. “Just a quiet study. A place with no peeping demons, and no abusive husband screaming at me.” Her eyes darted to the shadows by his bed, then quickly slid back to him. “I’m sure you’ve heard about my relationship with King Vugnek.”

Thomas’s Diplomacy told him to keep things subtle. Lilith was an ally of sorts already, but he knew this was a very sensitive situation, and he could easily offend her if he wasn’t careful. He let his hand slide over, tapping at the top cover of How to Terrorize Demons. “I don’t listen to gossip, and it would be indecorous of me to pry into the affairs of other royals.”

Lilith gave him a wry smile. Did she believe that? He wasn’t entirely sure, but she seemed to appreciate the measured response.

“Let me assure you, King Thomas, it is awful. He takes his failures and frustrations out on me.” She let out a low sigh. “After your defeat of Reginald, things got . . . very bad. When he discovered the destruction of his Demon Core, he went into a rage like I have not seen in millennia.” Her eyes filled with deep, vast pain. To Thomas’s heightened Cunning, it was obvious her suffering was not new.

“Will he know you left your realm to visit me?”

“Not if we keep the meeting relatively short. Tell me what it is you have in mind.”

Thomas took a deep breath. “Your daughters and the tutors you sent my people have been an enormous help. That’s become even more true over the past few weeks. With all the new children being born as well as the refugees we’ve taken in, the need for education and childcare have become every bit as dire as the need for food and water. We have places to put them but not enough teachers and caretakers. Your people have been very kind toward our children, and I appreciate that.”

“Thank you.”

“So I’ve been curious about it, actually. Why are they so generous? Before I met Briar and Thorn, what I knew about infernals had me expecting someone predatory, not so kindhearted and devoted.”

Lilith gave him a frank look. “We’re monsters, King Thomas. To most of the Fae Wilds, goblins are monsters, too. To us, your people are kin. We see your children as future allies, and this arrangement as an investment in a better future.”

“I’ve had people tell me that infernals don’t feel genuine affection or love.”

“I would have agreed with that up until a few months ago.”

He stared at her. “A few months ago?”

She nodded slowly. “You changed my mind, King Thomas. What you’ve given my daughters has opened my eyes and reminded me of something all cat owners know.”

The discordant comparison drew a laugh from him. Thomas took a sip of his mead. “Which is what?”

“That even predators can feel love, if the person who loves them has sufficient strength to see them for who they are.”

“Is that why you married your husband?”

Rather than answer his question, Lilith leaned forward, extending a hand. Her fingers were tipped with sharp, red-and-orange hued nails, as if the digits were wreathed in fire. “May I try your drink?”

“Of course.” He passed it over, careful not to touch her hand. Just because she’d agreed to honor the peace pact didn’t mean he wasn’t cautious. From all he knew, Queen Lilith was likely to be one of the highest-level monarchs in the Fae Wilds.

Pursing her lips, she extended a long, prehensile tongue into the glass. As she did, he saw three golden studs decorating its length. She flicked the tip back and forth, a bit like a snake. “Oh, this is good. You must give me a cask.”

“Consider it done. But, my question?”

“I married my husband thousands of years ago. We were among the first royals to rise, after the establishment of the Tablets. It was never a question of love. From the beginning, it was an alliance of convenience. His power and mine are alike, and the benefits Tablets grant to wedded couples are significant, as you know.”

“I do, yes.” His marriage to Candi had proven to be of incredible benefit to both of them. They’d just lucked out by falling in love in the process.

Lilith gave him a firm stare. “My husband intends to kill you.”

Thomas resisted the urge to flick his eyes to the shadows. “I’ve assumed as much by now. But why?”

“You know as well as I that it was his hand guiding Reginald. He has coveted the power of this city for a very long time, even judged by our lifetimes. During the reign of the ancient goblins who built Lapis Castle, he was consumed with jealousy for all they had. He plotted for centuries to steal it. As the goblin kings grew weaker and weaker, he began plotting his final move.”

Thomas saw where this was going. “So he was the one who cursed my father.”

“Not directly, but he did arrange it.”

Thomas groaned softly. “Do you know if it can be lifted?”

“Without knowing what exactly was in it, I do not. Ironically, the people most likely to help cure him would be the celestials.”

He paused to rub the bridge of his nose for a moment or two. “Then I came here and upset his plans.”

Lilith nodded. “And it was even worse than that. When you taught my daughters love and showed me it might be possible for my people, he realized things between us were changing. Not just in my children but,” she exhaled a shuddering breath, lifting her hand to her chest, “in me as well. I am no longer content to be his beating doll. It is time to build new alliances.”

At Lilith’s admission, he leaned forward. The rocking chair sighed, and it sounded a bit like an anime character making an “uwu” sound. Lilith seemed too overcome by emotion to notice it, and Thomas did his best not to react.

“That is my intent here, Queen Lilith. And Briar explained to me about the two of you blocking each other on your Tablets. But you know as well as I do that as long as the two of you are married, he will have ways of knowing what you’re up to, as you do him.”

“Yes.”

“I’ve never bothered to ask anyone here about this, but can you divorce him?”

“Theoretically, yes. But royal divorces must be unanimously approved by the Orichalcum Council, and Vugnek will never let me go willingly. The celestials will vote against me simply out of spite, no matter what Vugnek does. There is another option, however.”

“Oh?”

“In times of great need, there is a clause by which the council can install an Orichalcum Emperor. This person has the ability to make executive decisions, including revisions to some of the discretionary rules the Fates left to us. That includes annulling marriages. The Emperor could do it by decree and bypass the council.”

As much as Thomas had expected some clever offer to help the Queen, this proposal went far beyond what he’d anticipated. He sat there in complete shock as her words sank in.

“You want me to become an Emperor? What does that even mean, or entail?”

“First, one of us has to call for an Emperor to be elected. When the council meets, I will do that. The vote requires a two-thirds majority. That means you need seven votes to be elected. Once you’ve secured six votes, I’ll break with my husband and vote for you.”

Thomas did the math in his head. He and Candi had three votes between them. Assuming he could get King Breon and Queen Nephinae to vote for him, that would make five. The Celestials and Vugnek never would, which left Queen Esmer as the deciding vote.

It was a good thing he’d already reached out to her. As he worked through Liltih’s proposal in his head, Thomas unconsciously reached for his glass. She handed it back to him, but he stopped himself.

“Let me get a fresh glass.” At her smirk, he stood and walked to the cabinet against the wall behind him, retrieving a fresh one and pouring himself another drink.

“So you’ll break with your husband if I can get six votes, and only then?”

“Yes. And as your first act, I expect you to annul our marriage. It will leave me free to move my children and escape his reach.”

He turned back to see her studying him. She had jet black eyes with yellow pupils. They were fascinating – almost entrancing.

“And where will you go?” he asked, voice suddenly thick.

The Infernal Queen smiled. “Why, to my new ally, the Orichalcum Emperor, of course. After you are elected, my husband will have to wait thirty days before he attacks you. During that window, we will prepare.”

“Thirty days? Only that, and then it’s fair game on someone called ‘Emperor’?”

“You won’t be a dictator, King Thomas. The Orichalcum Agreement is about balancing beings of great power. If an elected Emperor could become a tyrant without consequences, the position would stay unfilled. As it is, the power you’ll wield to tweak and balance the scales will be significant. Only with strong allies will you withstand those who might seek to move against you.”

Walking back to his chair, Thomas sat heavily. “I’m sorry, Lilith, but why would I do this? It sounds like you’re telling me to stick my neck out and risk all I’ve built to free you from your husband. I won’t say I don’t sympathize with your predicament, because I do, but think about what I’m risking here.”

“I am,” she replied with a hint of anger. “And I am suggesting this precisely because Vugnek is soon going to become a problem you can’t ignore, or withstand, unless he’s dealt with somehow. He has other allies, and many waiting in the shadows to assist him, if he calls on them. The one thing he has always lacked, unlike the other Royal Tablet Wielders, is a true sense of discretion and diplomacy, especially when he is consumed with anger as he is now. While becoming Emperor is a risk, not confronting him directly is a larger one. The longer you delay, the greater the danger will become. Free me, and I can help you. I will commit all my strength to supporting your rule.”

“I see.”

Lilith sighed and softened her voice as she leaned over, placing a hand atop one of his. Her skin was warm and supple, as soft and silky as he could have possibly imagined. She gave him a warm smile.

“And lest there be any misunderstandings, there will be other benefits to an alliance with me, King Thomas. Opportunities. Once I am no longer chained to a man whose only form of pleasure is violence.”

“Oh?” Thomas didn’t miss the emphasis she’d put on the word “only.”

Lilith smiled. “Yes. Free me from Vugnek, and my gratitude will know no bounds . . . except those you choose to place on me.”

He knew Lilith was probably playing up her interest, but he could tell she was also being honest. She’d already told him that seeing her daughters happy had changed her perspective, giving her the push to give into her infernal ambitions.

“I’ll think on it,” he said, letting a little thickness touch his voice, as if her contact had been more effective than it actually had.

Her reply was a wide smile, part relief and part promise. “As a sign of good faith, I will release one of my children to become your Vassal. This will give her a measure of protection from Vugnek’s spies. You may communicate with me through her. Once you agree, we can begin coordinating plans to prepare for my people’s migration, and your defenses against his retaliation.”

Thomas nodded. “Very well. I agree to accept one of your daughters as my Vassal, and we will proceed from there.”

Lilith drew back, hand sliding across the book next to his seat. It seemed to him that she was very deliberate about not looking at it as she stood.

“I will visit you as I am able to. When my husband is distracted with some new treachery or torture, he leaves me alone. As clever as he is, Vugnek is shit at multitasking. You will see me again, Chromatic King.”

With that, she stepped into the fire and vanished.

Thomas checked his Tablet to verify there was no Royal presence on the map. Once he had, he turned to the shadows. “Well, what do you think?”

The shadows parted and Lulu, Bella, and Teelah emerged. With their appearance, the concealing effect broke apart, revealing the inset alcove where they’d been observing the meeting. Walking over, Lulu gave him a gentle kiss.

“I think we need to talk to Jeremiah. That little gnome has been of more use than he has any right to be.”

“Sounds like a good idea,” Thomas replied. He looked from Lulu to Bella and Teelah. “And you two? I value all of your opinions.”

Bella gave him a sly look. She wrapped her arms around him, squeezing him once, before pulling back. “I vote with our Spy Mistress. It feels like the smart move.”

Behind the other two, Teelah squirmed. “Thomasssss,” she practically whined. “Lilith was gorgeous. Please, please form an alliance with her. I want to have her at one of the orgies.”

Thomas, Lulu, and Bella burst out laughing.

“What?” Teelah said after a few seconds, her expression aroused and confused. “Can’t a girl dream about a big titty Infernal Queen and a studly Goblin King at the same time?”

“I think Ginger has been rubbing off on her,” Lulu said, earning another round of giggles and laughter.

“Speaking of Ginger,” Thomas said.

“She said Queen Esmer is amenable to an informal alliance.”

“Now that I know for sure what Lilith has in mind, I need to talk to her directly. We need to come to some specific understandings about this, and the council meeting.”

“Don’t you have breeding tonight, Sire?” Bella asked.

He groaned. “All right, after that.”


Chapter 21: His Great and Awful Responsibilities


Thomas arrived at the dryad grove as the moon began to rise, casting a dim silver luminescence across the newly planted oak and maple trees. Laylana was there waiting with her sisters. There were perhaps fifty of them, similar to his druid wife with their bark-like skin and hair adorned with vines and flowers, but very different in other ways. Tall and short, thick and thin, hair in a rainbow of colors that glowed softly in the moonlight. They watched eagerly as he approached.

They weren’t alone. Bella and Teelah were there as guards, and both Thorn and Briar had accompanied them. The two succubi stood with their wings open, letting him see their naked bodies. Their mouths hung open in excitement, and their nether lips glistened brightly in arousal.

Lorelai was here as well. Thomas was somewhat surprised to see that with her were about a dozen elven women. They wore only translucent silver wraps like the princess favored, but their lean, muscular bodies and broad shoulders were the explanation for their presence. These were surely the women from Breon’s archer units.

Finally, along the back, hanging in the shadows, he saw four larger forms. Female in front, but with large, spherical bodies and eight long, articulated legs. The spider-women Laylana had been negotiating with were joining this session. She hadn’t mentioned their presence tonight, but Thomas had agreed to breed them in exchange for their alliance. How that would work, he wasn’t sure, but he assumed the women would tell him.

Laylana stepped forward, and he admired her curves and shadows in the moonlight. She gave him a tender kiss.

“Welcome, Sire.”

“What do you have planned here?”

The beautiful dryad smiled. “There is a ceremony we must conduct first, to ensure a good planting, if you know what I mean.”

He returned the grin. “Of course.”

“When you are done with my sisters, we have agreed the spider-women will go next. Then you may breed Breon’s archers as you wish. I have left that to Lorelai and her courtesan skills.”

Thomas laughed. “Fine.”

Following Laylana’s direction, Thomas disrobed and stepped toward the center of the clearing. The dryads circled around them, while the elves, succubi, and spider-women formed another circle outside that. Laylana had told him about the ritual beforehand but not what it would involve.

Laylana led him up to something that looked like an ancient stone birdbath. It was about four feet high with a bowl that was maybe two feet across. It was carved from granite and covered in lichens and old markings he could not make out. Beside it was a low stone table, equally ancient, with several bottles and other objects on it.

“This is the Font of Life,” she said, “which our people have used to bring our daughters into the world since time out of mind. Before we came here, we had to beseech the Fates to bless us, and only rarely did they do so.”

Laylana poured a pitcher of the magical water into the bowl and followed it with several handfuls of various leafy plants. She took a stone pestle from the little table and began grinding the plants into the water until she had made a thick green paste. When she seemed satisfied with it, she set the pestle down and picked up several little bottles of fragrant oil. She poured a small measure of each over the paste. Then she stirred it all together again.

Laylana raised her hands toward the moon and cried out a lengthy incantation in some ancient language Thomas could not follow. But when she was done, the moonlight answered, swirling out of the air into a glowing silver spiral that sank into the bowl. The green paste began to shimmer and sparkle.

The dryad now picked up a folded piece of thin white cloth and handed it to Thomas, pointing to a smaller glass pitcher on the table.

“Hold this over it, so it may catch the essence.”

He did. Using her hands, she scooped up the shimmering green paste and set it onto the cloth. A thin stream of green liquid began draining into the pitcher. When she had transferred all the paste to the cloth, she took it from Thomas and carefully squeezed out the paste until the little pitcher was full. It shimmered and shone like liquid emeralds.

One by one, the dryads stepped forward, leaning their heads back and opening their mouths. Laylana served a small measure of the green liquid to each one of them. When the last of the dryads had taken a sip, Laylana motioned to the first who had come to drink.

Though she was nearly as beautiful and young-looking as Laylana, Thomas somehow sensed that she was the oldest of the tribe. There was a glint of age and experience in her eyes that Laylana lacked.

“This is Rosenea,” Layana said. The dryad woman smiled at Thomas, then turned to lie on a bed of moss beside the font. She lay on her back, spreading her legs and looking up at him.

He needed no more explanation. His Chaos rose rapidly, as did his cock. The dryad was clearly ready for him, and her wet folds sparkled like Laylana’s potion. He knelt between her thighs and thrust into her with one movement.

The dryad, despite her age, was a virgin, and he felt himself tearing into her as she cried out in pleasure. With so many women to breed tonight, Thomas was in no mood to hold back. Yet he instantly felt the effects of the fertility brew, a tingling, throbbing heat around his cock that gnawed at his core. He wanted nothing more than to pound her through the moss beneath them.

With no more than five powerful thrusts, Thomas roared and exploded into the dryad. She cried out, joining him in orgasm, legs flailing, fingers digging into his back, pussy spasming tightly around him. The moment he regained control of himself, Thomas withdrew.

Another dryad was there waiting. He took her and threw her onto the moss as the first rolled aside. The second opened herself for him, welcoming his cock into her body. He thrust himself through her virginity as she climaxed from the penetration alone, crying out and begging for his seed.

The fertility potion rapidly overwhelmed him. He deflowered one dryad after another as they came to him, eagerly surrendering themselves to his frenzied assault. Their cries of ecstasy and fulfillment echoed through the grove. One tiny sliver of his consciousness noticed Briar and Thorn kneeling nearby, just outside the ceremony, furiously masturbating each other in a continual state of orgasm as they drank up Thomas’s Chaos and carnal energies.

And then Thomas turned to see that no more dryads were waiting their turn with him. He’d taken all fifty, yet he saw no one but Laylana.

“They have returned to their trees,” she said in answer to the question he could barely form, “as they must to nurture your seed.” She stepped forward and rested her hand on his forehead. “Peace, Sire.”

The frenzy of the fertility potion faded from his mind. His Chaos was still raging, but he had control of himself again.

Laylana leaned in and kissed him. “Thank you, my love, my husband. You have done more for my people tonight that you can imagine. Every dryad you mounted is with child.”

Thomas didn’t need to ask how she knew. Knowing was her job tonight.

“Are any carrying twins as you do?”

She smiled. “Several. And one with triplets. It is a thing that has never occurred.” She kissed him again and stepped back, gesturing toward the spider-women, who had moved into the center of the glade.

Thomas looked them over now that they were closer. Strikingly beautiful, yet equally alien. Skin as black as the night sky, hair long and ghost white, eyes shining red in the darkness. But these were not the ones he had met in the forest. Those three – Zilasnia, Harza, and Hisi – were the elders of their people.

These four spider-women were much younger. Their faces were smooth, and their bare breasts were high and firm. One closed with him, smiling warmly.

“I am Khriakah, Goblin King,” she said in a strangely accented voice. “We thank you graciously for the powerful seed you have agreed to sow in our eager wombs tonight.”

He nodded slowly. “I am glad to help you, though I must confess I am not sure what to do here.”

Khriakah smiled again and reached down her torso, leaning back as her fingers pulled at her flesh. At the bottom of her abdomen, just above the point where it joined her thorax, he saw bare labia and wet flesh not unlike a human woman’s.

“We are quite capable of receiving your male organ in the normal fashion, Sire,” she said. “And I am very eager to do so, having watched your frenzied coupling with the dryads.”

Thomas felt something nuzzling his ankle and looked down to see Briar and Thorn on their hands and knees on either side of him. They looked up worshipfully at his erect cock.

“May your servants beg to assist you, Sire?” Briar whimpered.

He stroked her hair gently and looked at Khriakah.

The spider-woman smiled warmly. “Take us however it pleases you to, King Thomas. All we desire is your seed in our bellies.”

He looked down and nodded to the succubi. They came together in a kiss around his cock, their long, prehensile tongues sliding up and down. They were already in an orgasmic paroxysm because of how they’d shared his coupling with the dryads, and the taste of his seed merely intensified it. They moaned softly to each other as they moved back and forth.

The Goblin King motioned to Khriakah, who stepped forward until she was nearly against his erection. The succubi turned to her, their tongues uncoiling to probe into the spider-woman’s already wet cleft. Khriakah sucked in a little gasp as Briar’s tongue tickled her clit.

Thomas reached for her, cupping her lovely, night-black breasts and thumbing the nipples that shone as if they were made from obsidian. He leaned in to kiss her as the succubi used their tongues to guide him forward. Thorn slid hers along the underside of his shaft as Briar probed inward, spreading the spider-woman’s lips for the head.

Gradually he sank into Khriakah’s belly. She gasped into his mouth, pulling him closer. He kept playing with her breasts as the succubi coiled their tongues around him, licking his balls and fluttering against the spider-woman’s little bud.

The spider-woman was wet and tight around him, and somehow hotter than a human or goblin would have been. He dropped his hands to her waist as he began to thrust, and she slipped her arms around his neck.

“Yes, take me, Sire,” she gasped. She threw her head back, thrusting her breasts toward him, and Thomas bent to take a stiff nipple in his mouth. Down below, Briar and Thorn were continuing their assistance, long tongues probing and licking around him and Khriakah as he thrust into her.

Khriakah lowered her back legs to further open her upper body to him. Thomas sucked at her nipples, starting to pound her cleft, chaos raging in his chest. The spider-woman started to shudder around him. Her hands clutched at his arms, and she pushed herself upward to meet each of his thrusts.

“My King! Father of my spawn!” she cried as the spasms began around him. “Breed me!” He pounded her harder, feeling his release closing in. Briar and Thorn somehow sensed it as well, coiling their tongues around him to share it.

With a roar, he buried himself into Khriakah’s body and exploded, filling her with thick ropes of powerful seed. She clung to him, keeping Thomas deep inside her as she shook with him. He heard Briar and Thorn moaning loudly as they drank up the energies of his climax, and Khriakah’s alien cleft firmly milked every drop of his release into her womb.

Then she threw herself against him, face pressed against the valley between his neck and shoulder.

“Thank you, Sire,” she gasped.

When she caught her breath, Khriakah withdrew. One of her sisters approached to take her place.

With Briar and Thorn’s assistance, Thomas bred all four of the spider-women. When he was done, they bowed deeply to him in thanks.

“When the children come,” he said to Khriakah, “I wish to meet them.”

Her eyes opened in surprise, as if she had never even considered this possibility. “You do?” she asked in shock.

“Yes. I am the Goblin King, but I am also a father. I wish to know all my children, even if they may play very different roles in this world.”

The four spider-women exchanged looks of wonder. Then Khriakah looked back at him.

“Your people would tolerate our presence in your city?”

“No. I am building a kingdom where you would be welcomed.”

After a moment or two, the spider-women all bowed again.

“Truly you are as great a King as they say you are, Sire,” Khriakah said. “We will bring your daughters here so you may know them.”

“Thank you.”

With a final bow, they withdrew into the forest. When they were gone, he turned to Lorelai and the archers.

The twelve elven women looked at Thomas with unrestrained desire, no doubt from having had to wait and watch him with the others. One by one, they shed their robes and stood naked before him. All of them were fair like Lorelai, with a mix of silver, gold, and red-gold hair that shone in the moonlight. While none were as beautiful as their princess, they were all quite lovely.

Lorelai smiled at Thomas. “I’m still getting used to this courtesan stuff, but I learned a spell I wanted to try. It should make things easier.”

“What does it do?”

“It will let them share everything. What one feels, they’ll all feel. I figured that would help move things along faster.”

Thomas laughed softly, wondering what this might do. “All right.”

Lorelai cast the spell, and the twelve archers gasped softly, looking at each other. Thomas stepped up to the nearest one, a beautiful redhead with breasts that were quite large for an elf. He took one in his hand, gently thumbing the nipple.

The other eleven women all sucked in a breath, several of them reaching for their own breasts.

“It’s working,” one of the others said to Lorelai.

The princess giggled in excitement. “Cool! I want to see this.”

Thomas pulled the redhead to him, kissing her deeply as the others moaned. After stroking her breasts for a few moments, he picked her up and carried her to the bed of moss. As they lay down, the other elves followed them.

He played with the redhead for a minute or two, kissing her, sucking her nipples and sliding a finger between her slick thighs to stroke her clit. The other elves knelt around them, moaning and groping at themselves as they felt what he was doing.

Before long, the shared sensations were too much for them to resist, and one of the elves leaned in against them, kissing Thomas’s neck and groping at his cock. Almost like that, he was buried in nubile elven flesh as the others joined her.

He entered the redhead, sinking deep into her with one thrust. A blonde elf backed up over her, settling her wet pussy over the redhead’s mouth. He felt other mouths and hands moving over his entire body, sucking, licking, and stroking as their moans of pleasure filled the grove.

He was surprised to see that Lorelai had not joined them. Instead, she stood between Thorn and Briar, seeming to control the flow of the spell she’d cast.

The shared sensations drove the elven women into a frenzy. When the redhead cried out, orgasming under him, all twelve came as one, shivering and shaking around him. When Thomas planted his seed into the red-haired girl, he immediately moved forward into the blonde who was riding her tongue. The others moaned and cried out together.

Each time he gave one elven girl his seed, another was ready for him. He moved from one to the next in a rolling ball of shivering, continually orgasmic flesh. At some point in the middle of it, he looked up to see that Briar and Thorn had turned their attentions to Lorelai.

Briar had her face buried between Lorelai’s thighs while Thorn was behind her, tongue probing between her buttocks. The blonde princess somehow remained focused on her spell, as if the pleasure they were giving her was powering it. When their eyes met, she cried out in release, and he felt her orgasm flowing into the other girls, who heaved and shuddered around him.

Thomas lost himself in the feel of wet mouths, hands, and pussies around him. Eventually, Lorelai’s spell began to fade, and the exhausted elven girls all fell away from him, lying in shivering heaps on the moss. He’d given his seed to every one, and he withdrew from the silver-haired girl under him, who had been the last.

Lorelai leaned forward on her knees, breathing hard.

“Wow,” she gasped.

The elven archers all muttered their agreement. They returned to Thomas one by one, hugging him.

“Thank you, Sire.”

“What I said to the spider-women applies to you as well,” he said to them. The girls all nodded, promising to bring their children to him when the time came.

The archers returned to their encampment. As Thomas, Lorelai, Briar, and Thorn returned to the city, he turned to the succubi.

“Your queen offered to release one of you to be my Vassal.”

“Yes, Sire,” Thorn replied. “It is to be me, unless you would prefer another.”

“As long as you are all in agreement, that is fine.”

Briar smiled. “It is our fervent hope that one day it will no longer matter whose Vassal we are.”

He nodded. “Dangerous words for now, but I share your sentiments.”

“Queen Lilith released me before the ceremony,” Thorn said. “I am free to be claimed by you.”

“Very well. Thorn, will you be my Vassal?”

She lowered her head to him. “With intense pleasure, Sire.”

New Vassal Briefing: Thorn
Level: 12 Infernal Sorcerer
Loyalty to the [King]: 7 (Elevated)
Current Disposition: Submissive, Eager, Yearning
Key Features: Thorn knows an array of infernal summoning and manipulation spells. In addition to basic utility and combat magic, she knows many rituals that will allow her to summon aid from the demonic realms.



Chapter 22: Breach of the Peace


Months Later

Gentle chimes rang from nearby. Thomas, sitting in his study, looked over. The ring of symbols Jeremiah had installed in the wall pulsed blue, then red. They’d been waiting for this, and all of Thomas’s forces were ready as they could be. Lilith had warned him of what was coming, though they were not certain exactly when.

Watching the cadence, Thomas counted between beats until he got the pattern.

“Demon incursion in five minutes,” he said to himself, leaping to his feet and summoning his Tablet. A notification appeared even as he accessed it.

Notice: Multiple Tablet Wielders have entered your domains. Several have Domain Administrative authority. [King Vugnek] has officially declared war upon the [Goblin King]. As this is [goblin] territory, oppositional tracking is now enabled. If you flee this engagement, it will cede a portion of your Domain to your rival.
Additional Details: King Vugnek has argued that King Thomas has been plotting against him for some time. He has provided evidence of King Thomas’s peaceful meetings with succubi envoys and the Church of Holy Purgation as evidence. As such, punitive experience will not be awarded during this engagement.


“Well, fuck you, too,” Thomas muttered, brushing the notice away. Locating the tab for war, he sent alarms to his Vassals. Demons are in Chroma Lapis and possibly other settlements. Activate the plan.

Lulu burst through the door, followed closely by Bella and Teelah. Each woman was carrying a damp case. Without a word, they made their way to the table and opened them.

Inside were sets of new battle gear, gleaming with holy power and enchantments renewed by the waters beneath the city. With no modesty or reluctance, the trio stripped out of their nightclothes and into the new outfits. Grabbing his suit from Lulu’s case, Thomas did the same.

The wardrobe dripped as they pulled it on. Jeremiah’s enchantments were so powerful that there was no way to keep them active without submerging them in the Chaos-infused waters. As they began tugging them on, however, secondary spells were triggered and began to warm the clothes. By the time all four were equipped, they were completely dry.

The trio of assassins wore something that looked a bit like ninja garb, only white, crafted from a mixture of silk from the spider-women and local cotton. Each girl made a gesture, and the cloth darkened to pitch black. Once they were dressed, they drew their weapons out of the cases, grabbing blades, bows, bolts, and other equipment.

As they armed themselves, Thomas went back to his Tablet, checking messages and the progress in their defensive plan.

Umadin: I’m receiving reports of alarms going off in Ofku and several of our new human settlements. Jeremiah’s priests are responding aggressively. Clearly this is a coordinated assault, but I believe the worst of the attacks will come for you.

Thomas: Of course it will. We’re ready.

All around the city, his soldiers were rushing into battle. Squads of elite troops had been stationed in the bathhouses, and they were now gathering and distributing the blessed weapons. With their heightened speed, it would take no more than two or three minutes before his army was fully equipped to face the demons.

Most of the goblin children were already safe in the fortified enclosure under the city, but Emily was gathering up any who remained above ground. She would lead them and the non-combatants to the enclosure and the other special shelters she and Ginger had prepared.

While this was going on, Jeremiah was casting an array of epic protective spells over all the shelters. As if on cue, a new message popped up on Thomas’s tablet.

Jeremiah: I’m activating the rituals now. The last of the children just entered the housing facility. I will Sanctify it to protect them, then join the battle.

Thomas: Perfect, thank you.

There’d never been any choice in that. Thomas might be the King today, but their children were the future. If the choice was between him or them, he’d choose them every time. Then a loud noise seized his attention.

BANG!

Jeremiah’s ward on the wall flashed red. A shadow burst from the fireplace as a twisted demon flung itself free from the flames. It was the size of a large dog but covered in spare limbs. Like a thing out of a nightmare, it rapidly expanded, doubling in size.

Before Lulu or the others could react, Thomas extended a hand, summoning his Chromatic power.

“Demon, I command you!” Mana flooded out of him as he activated his Infernal Bloodline. There was a brief struggle as the demon assassin fought his will, but Thomas’s Discipline overcame the creature.

Yet more shadows stirred in the room, as three more attackers manifested around the corners. Clearly this was Vugnek's attempt to end the fight before it had started by decapitating the goblin kingdom.

He must have been tracking Lilith to know I might be here, he thought. Too bad for him we were ready for something like this.

Lulu, Bella, and Teelah sprang instantly into action, darting to intercept the new demonic assassins. Light flashed as their daggers flew across the room, striking blackened flesh. The attacks all dealt critical damage that was massively amplified by Jeremiah’s enchantments. It only took two such attacks to fell any one of the assassins.

Yet more of them came as the shadows boiled, disgorging more demons.

“Kill your kind,” Thomas commanded his captured creature. It turned, throwing itself at a shape on the ceiling, one none of them had noticed. With a sound like cats fighting, the pair of demons fell on the table nearby, their combat shredding the wood and scorching the stone.

Stepping away from the fight, Thomas moved to the center of the room. He tapped his foot, cracking a concealed gemstone and sending mana pouring into the ritual circle Jeremiah had prepared weeks ago.

Holy light flooded the room, searing the enemy demon with white-hot fire and revealing even more invisible assassins. Fist-sized demons, looking like ticks appeared all around him, but they popped like blisters as wave after wave of holy damage slammed into their bodies. Blood, black like ink, spattered the ground.

Momentarily secure as his assassins dealt with the immediate demonic threat, Thomas brought his Tablet up again and went to the Battle Status tab. His people had begun checking in on what was going on outside. Umadin would also be using the updates to coordinate their troops.

He scrolled through the messages from his Inner Circle and closest Vassals.

Umadin: It’s looking like Vugnek is throwing everything he has at us. From my reports, I think we’re facing about thirty thousand demons, with the greatest concentration at Chroma Lapis. The scale of this attack is even greater than we anticipated. Jeremiah reported at least one demon tyrant, and those are nothing to be taken lightly. Without him, I have doubts we could withstand this. As it is, we’re doing well.

Emily: I’ve gotten our vulnerable populations to safety. All the children are in the Sanctified dormitory. It’s a tight fit, but the expansion into the catacombs helped.

Candi: A group of shadow assassins came for me, but we’ve handled it well. A few of my settlements are reporting problems, but the troll kingdom seems mostly quiet for now. I’ll report back if I hear anything more.

Laylana: They have come for the groves, as we expected. Jeremiah’s teachings have proven most efficacious, as the temporary infusion of holy energy into our sticker bushes has done great damage to their front ranks. There are hundreds of the creatures, but so far they appear to be low level.

Ginger: My mech suit is BOMB ASS. Those holy flamethrowers just WRECK SHIT! Jeremiah is the SHEEP, or whatever Candi keeps saying. Me and the other fairies are dealing with the fliers. I’m guessing there’s a couple hundred of the fuckers. Some of them are carrying suspicious shit, but we’re blowing it up before they can get over any of the buildings. So far, so good.

Lorelai: Daddy’s archers and mages are acquitting themselves well. I’m getting reports of attacks on our other settlements, but we’re fighting them off so far.

Thorn: Queen Lilith is prepared to act against her husband if he attempts to take the field directly. The rest of my people are with the children. We will protect them, even if it starts an all-out war with our demonic cousins.

Jeremiah: Sire, I have detected a greater demon tyrant coming for your southern gates, and I am moving to intercept. I believe it’s a Tablet Wielder, possibly one with Domain Authority. I haven’t fought one of these in a while. If possible, send your fliers to assist. This tyrant appears too fat to fly, so any distraction could be useful. My priests are reporting relatively light activity in the human lands, but it’s enough to be distracting. So far, they have handled it well.

A thousand Vassals were checking in. Although Umadin was not in Chroma Lapis, he was busy answering them with blinding speed. He redirected Ginger and some of the faeries to assist Jeremiah as the ground troops repositioned to both the south and north gates.

Thomas: What’s going on with this Tyrant?

The former King replied quickly.

Umadin: Distractions and misdirection, my son. Most Tyrants can climb walls, and the enemy has fliers. Do not worry. Jeremiah has given us plenty of insight into the demon tactics. Remember you’re the primary target as the King and Tablet Wielder. Focus on staying alive.

“No problem there,” Thomas muttered, seeing a serpentine creature slither out from beneath his bed. The thing was covered in metallic protrusions and had a lamprey-like head. The King activated his bloodline again, taking command of the demon.

It proved an excellent choice, as when he sent the lamprey fighting its own kind, the creature was an absolute whirlwind. Flinging itself onto the back of something that looked like a small bear, it dug metal barbs into demonic flesh. That act was enough to give Bella a spare second to land another critical attack.

As the bear-thing fell, the lamprey snapped out, launching itself across the room like a bullet. A demon with a body like a toad was grappling with Teelah, attempting to maul her with shovel-sized claws. Her armor was protecting her for now, but Jeremiah had warned them it wasn’t impervious.

Thomas’s controlled demon burrowed into the frog creature’s back, ripping out its spine, and sending it twitching to one side. Teelah jerked her hand back and forth, flinging glowing white daggers around the room. She skewered two fliers that had been approaching Thomas from above.

Flipping onto her feet, Teelah leapt across the room to join Bella. Drawing a small crossbow from her waist, she fired a glowing bolt into a new arrival, something that looked like a cross between a wolf and a horseshoe crab, then flung herself onto another of the demons, thrusting her dagger into its back.

Thomas watched all of Lulu’s hard work with her apprentices paying off. Teelah and Bella positively danced in battle. Even outnumbered and facing wave after wave of the nightmare creatures Vugnek had sent after Thomas, the girls knew each other’s rhythms perfectly.

Bella went high, swinging her enchanted dagger and leaving her back exposed. When a skeletal shadow tried to take advantage of the opening, Teelah swung her blessed long blade around and cleaved through the creature’s ribs. A demon like that should have been immune to critical attacks, but Jeremiah had fixed that. Teelah’s blade imploded the thing’s chest, sending its swipe off-center and saving Bella.

While the duo was protecting one another, Lulu did what she did best. Vaulting through the room, the Acrobatic Assassin was a blur. Using her supernatural Agility score to add to her speed, she seemed to be ten places at once. What Bella and Teelah couldn’t handle, she did.

Thomas was glad they’d selected the study as the spot to make his defensive stand. It was just big enough for all the movement, while restricting how many enemies the Demon King could send after him – and he’d sent a lot, so much that Thomas began to wonder what was going on.

“How is this fucker using teleportation so liberally?” he snarled.

Panting as she dodged a line of acid spit, Lulu drove her sword into a new frog demon’s face.

“Shadow to shadow,” she spat. “They must have a portal nearby, too. As long as there are clear limitations, the Fates don’t care.”

“Ah.” He should have known that.

Then something seemed to shake the entire palace.

FWOOOOOM!

Under the circumstances, an earthquake seemed unlikely. Thomas checked his Tablet. Flicking to the Maps tab, he saw a giant red dot right on top of the castle.

An urgent message flashed over everything.

Jeremiah: Thomas! I’m still in combat with the Tyrant. We were right, it is a Tablet Wielder, but I suspect it was meant as a diversion. When the fairies came to help me, Vugnek sent in a dreadnaught flier. It’s directly above the palace.

Umadin: Ginger and the fairies are on their way back, but I don’t know if they can get there fast enough. I’m getting reports that the creature is trying to open some sort of portal.

Jeremiah: Thomas, if you can, you must stop this! I am certain this must be a Hell Gate. If it succeeds, the Vugnek will be able to pour his legions directly on top of you.

“Ladies, we need to get to the roof now,” Thomas shouted, ignoring the continued scroll of notices.

But getting out of the study seemed like an impossible job. The room was small, and the flood of demons was nonstop. The girls were doing their best just to hold back the tide. Yet not one of them so much as flinched at the command.

“On it,” Bella called.

She and Teelah began clearing a path toward the door. Near the rear of the room, Lulu lifted her voice in a savage shout. “Lasting assassin’s strike!”

With her most powerful spell in play, every single one of Lulu’s attacks dealt critical damage. She went from lacerating demons by the score, to dicing them to bits. Staying near the fireplace, she kept the pressure off her assistants.

Lulu’s furious assault lifted enough pressure from Bella and Teelah to let them get to the door. Bella heaved it open.

“Thomas! Go!” Teelah cried.

He hesitated, looking back at Lulu. Her pink hair was covered in black ichor, and her skin ran with gore – yet Jeremiah’s armor and weapons held. He saw only superficial wounds, none of which looked deep. She was holding her own, taking the full brunt of a wave of nightmarish creatures and showed no signs of faltering.

His heart clenched. Lulu!

As if she’d heard his mental cry, his lover jerked a blade out of a demon stomach. Pointing the tip down the hall, she screamed, “King Thomas, save our people!”

Drawing his two controlled demons with him, Thomas went.

He, Bella, and Teelah raced down the narrow hall outside the royal bedchambers, one they’d all traveled hundreds of times in the past few months. They encountered a few demons, but the girls dispatched them easily. Thomas rushed up the stairs to the central roof of the palace, emerging to a scene of absolute chaos.

What they saw nearly stopped Thomas’s heart. The infernal dreadnaught was the stuff of nightmares. If the Fae Wilds had proven to be a dangerous, magical place up until now, he now found himself fully confronted by its blackest depths.

The demon hovered ten feet above the castle’s roof. It was a massive worm with sharply angled limbs sticking out unevenly along its length. Its stomach was lined with scores of faces from a dozen or more species – human, elf, goblin, troll, and others. The faces screamed in rage, cried in despair, or shouted incoherent threats. The demon’s own head was a mockery of a dragon’s. Instead of two eyes, it had three blazing orange orbs, and its mouth was overstuffed with long, jagged teeth.

The palace roof was small, barely thirty feet across. It glowed brightly with holy symbols of power. Jeremiah had suspected fliers would attack from above, and his defensive spells had kept the giant flying creature at bay for now.

A silver Administrative Tablet blazed in the air beside the creature. Two of its hands swirled in the air, as a swirling portal began to form. The portal was ephemeral, and Thomas could see a terrifying landscape beyond it, one full of writhing, eager demons.

What the actual fuck? Thomas thought. I thought Vugnek had limited resources for an outright attack. Is he somehow getting resources from places we didn’t know about?

Drawing her crossbow, Teelah aimed and fired, striking at the creature’s neck. Her enchanted bolt and critical hit should have dealt incredible damage, but no wound appeared where it struck. Instead, one of the faces along the monster’s stomach went silent and vanished.

“Those faces must be enslaved spirits!” Bella cried. “And they’re empowering it!”

Drawing a short sword, she jumped into the air, slamming the blade into the demon’s stomach. Seven more faces winked out of existence as the Royal Assassin brought her core class ability to bear. She wasn’t done. Bella had angled her strike, using incredible precision to plant the blade inside the monster’s guts. Dangling one handed, she drew her new sanctified dagger. Face fixed in determination and focus, she stitched a line of cuts across its belly.

Pop! POP! POPPOPPOPOPOPOPOPOP!

The enchantments on her dagger and Jeremiah’s temporary spells made the magic of each impact warp the air. Each attack was a critical strike, easily dealing quintupled damage.

Teelah continued blasting the demon with her crossbow as Bella attacked. Thomas directed his lamprey demon to join them, and the creature shot out, hammering into the dreadnaught’s neck.

A loud clanking noise from out in the square drew Thomas’s attention. An enormous humanoid shape, taller than any of the buildings down there, ran up to join the fight. A familiar if amplified voice shouted a high-pitched battle cry as the mech raised its arm.

“Asshole! Fucking die!”

A huge blast of liquid fire shot out from its hand as Ginger drew on the enchantment that Thomas and Jeremiah had helped her with. The napalm-like attack struck the demonic worm’s head, wreathing it in enchanted, sanctified flames. The beast bellowed in pain as the remaining dozen or so faces on its belly all vanished at once.

But the flying tyrant wasn’t done. It roared in anger and flexed its draconic jaws toward Bella, who still swung from her dagger. The worm prepared to bite the girl in half just as she leaped free toward the roof. Bella landed hard, coming up next to Teelah, who continued to pepper the creature with bolts.

With its rapid motions, she’d missed the spellcasting arms, but the other bolts had opened grievous wounds across its body. Suddenly vulnerable, with its enslaved spirits freed by their attacks, the worm spun around trying to begin a new attack on the roof. In doing so, it came in reach of Ginger’s mech. She swiped its enormous sword through the air, slicing the last twenty feet of its tail off.

As sizzling demonic blood sprayed across the palace, the demon dove for the roof, its jaws open and aiming at Bella and Teelah.

“No fucking chance,” Thomas snarled, stepping up between his lovers and the monster. “Pathetic fake dragon!” he yelled, summoning his Chromatic Bloodline and letting loose with his own dragon fire.

A beam of fire, dealing more than forty points of damage, shot directly down the demon’s throat. The creature’s face burst like pudding, showering the roof, Ginger’s mech, and the three of them in a fountain of gore. At the demon’s defeat, the hovering portal abruptly vanished, and its Tablet appeared, dropping at Thomas’s feet.

“Fuck yeah!” Ginger cried, thrusting the mech’s arm into the air in triumph. But Thomas couldn’t spare a moment to celebrate.

“Lulu!” He turned and summoned his stolen demons. The assassins rushed after him, Bella pausing just long enough to snap up the Tablet.

The three of them raced back to the study. Thomas listened for sounds of combat, but heard nothing. What he saw were bodies spilling out of the room as they ran up. He skidded to stop against the door frame, dreading what he was about to see.

Lulu, atop a mountain of sludge and demonic corpses, lay silent and motionless in the back of the room. She was still, her daggers fixed in place, as if defiant until the end.


Chapter 23: An Act of Defiance


“Nooooo!” Bella cried from behind Thomas, her voice cracking. “Lulu . . .”

“She’s not dead,” Thomas said, rushing into the room. “She can’t be.”

Heedless of the gore and blood, he dove for the ovisari, scooping up her limp body. She slid into his arms, as if whatever iron will she’d used in the fight had finally departed. He felt her warmth, and somehow his first thought was how small she felt as he lifted her into his lap.

“Wake up, baby, wake up.” Looking down at his lover, Thomas felt a sob threaten to break free. Was she still alive?

He felt for a pulse. She was so drenched in ichor that he could barely get a read on anything.

Then, infinite moments later, he felt it.

Weak and thready, but it was there. He crushed her against his chest.

“She’s not dead,” he said again. Bella and Teelah hugged them tightly. As his incipient grief subsided, he realized his Tablet would help him assess her current state.

Inner Circle Member – Lulu (Unconscious; 1 HP)


A notification appeared beneath the status.

Ginger: I’m on my way up with Jeremiah. Had to leave the mech to get in. For a gnome, he’s fucking heavy.

Still cradling Lulu in his arms, Thomas showed the notifications to Bella and Teelah.

“She’ll be all right.” It was as much hope as reassurance. He knew Lulu was at death’s door and needed help now. “But the fight isn’t over.”

The two girls stepped away and drew their weapons, prepared to defend their King and his wife in case anything else threatened them. A few seconds later, Ginger appeared in the doorway, hovering over the shoulder of an ichor- and blood-smeared Jeremiah.

The gnome looked nearly as bad off as Lulu, yet as he stepped into the room, an aura of holy power burst into view. It swirled around him, transforming demonic ichor into steam.

Rushing up to Thomas and Lulu, the priest murmured a few words. A glowing white light appeared around his hands as he placed them on her head. Her body jerked and her mouth opened, ejecting a dense flood of dark fluid.

“Demon toxin,” Jeremiah muttered in disgust. “They must have gotten past the defenses on the armor. Vugnek sent his elites.”

Thomas glared at his Tablet, trying to change Lulu’s status by sheer will. More light poured from the gnome’s hands, yet it seemed to falter as it met the toxins.

“I need more mana,” the priest mumbled, pawing at his waistband. But there was nothing there. Whatever vials or potions he’d used earlier were all gone. Bella leapt for one of the cabinets, which was miraculously still intact. Inside were two heavy flasks of the enchanted water.

“Take this,” she said, stepping forward with the flasks and handing one to Jeremiah. She passed the other to Thomas. Both men drank, replenishing half their spent mana.

“Thank you. That should be enough,” Jeremiah said, reciting a new spell. His hands shone with renewed energy as he rested them atop Lulu’s head. The toxins began to dissipate.

Lulu suddenly shivered, inhaling sharply and body jerking as her hands flashed out as if she thought she was under attack. Fortunately, Bella and Teelah were there, and they grabbed her hands before she could accidentally stab the priest.

Thomas’s Tablet flashed with an update.

Inner Circle Member – Lulu (Conscious; 4 HP)


He hugged her tightly as another emergency notification popped up.

Umadin: Thomas, we’ve got the skies pretty well cleared, but there’s a mob of demons coming for the castle. A lot of them. They just appeared at the edge of town and swarmed the defenses. You’ve got maybe a minute before they get there. I suggest you evacuate.

“The fuck I am,” Thomas muttered, dismissing the tablet. “Jeremiah, is Lulu stable?”

“I’m fine,” Lulu slurred, trying to rise. The priest held her down with a single hand, glancing over his shoulder at Thomas.

“She is. The toxins are all purged. It’s incredible that she survived at all. It must have been the child that saved her. Mothers have a heightened resistance to demon toxin.”

Thomas and Lulu stared at each other, speechless. No one said anything until Bella broke the silence.

“Wait, I thought ovisari—”

“A child?” Lulu gasped, eyes as wide as Thomas had ever seen them. “But I didn’t . . .”

Thomas hugged her again. “I guess we made a miracle.” Then he reluctantly released his grip. “I’m afraid we don’t have time to to discuss how. Umadin just told me there’s a demon horde coming for the palace.”

“Fucking shit!” Ginger cried. “My mech suit!”

Thomas motioned for the fairy to be still. “Jeremiah and Ginger, with me. Bella and Teelah, stay with Lulu.”

He didn’t wait to see whether they listened to his orders. Turning, he ran toward the castle entrance. Anger and love burned inside his chest, warring and twisting into feelings he’d never known before. Seeing Lulu nearly dead had torn something inside his soul. Whatever hesitation toward violence he might have once had, it was gone.

The demons attacked the mothers of my children.

His skin didn’t simply glow with an oil slick. It burst with it, filling the halls with a coruscating patina of all the goblin bloodlines he’d absorbed. When he reached the main hall, he found the bodies of dozens of castle guards, both goblin and troll. A few groaned or moved where they lay. Most were dead.

But none of the demons got in. These men gave their lives for us.

When he burst through the front doors of the castle, Thomas felt like he was about to explode from all the rage in his chest. Ginger’s mech stood motionless on the steps where she’d parked it. He heard an angry buzzing sound as she zoomed past him up to the cockpit. A moment later, the mech came to life beside him.

And across the square, he saw the approaching horde.

A mass of hundreds of dog-sized demons led the way. They flooded through the gaps between buildings and down the streets, surging across the square in a foul, furious wave.

Though they were similar in size, their shapes were all different. Some were sheathed in shadow, others in fire. Some had four legs, some two, some a dozen or more. Some had none at all and rolled along like amorphous blobs. He saw claws, tentacles, wings, hooves, and antennas, yet every one had a mouth filled with glistening teeth. It was as if Vugnek had emptied the deepest, foulest pits of his domain for one final assault.

The mass of demons opened their jaws as they saw Thomas emerge from the palace. The pits of shadow and flame ignited as they prepared to attack.

Thomas, the Chromatic King, opened his mouth as well.

He gathered up all his rage, hate, pain, and anger. As he did, he felt a hand brush his lower back.

“Be thou blessed, my King,” Jeremiah said.

Notice: You have received a King’s Blessing. Your next attack will have all numeric variables increased by 500% if used against evil forces. Furthermore, the damage will be restricted only to evil monsters, not structures or allies.

He exhaled. And Thomas set the world on fire.

He burned through the first wave of demons with a single breath, reducing them to wisps of ash. As the next wave appeared, Jeremiah made a fist. “Be smote!”

A ball of white flame blossomed in the center of the horde. It burst like a nuclear blast, sucking the creatures into a flaming heap that rose and fell and rose again as ash that flooded the air. The flames revealed the final wave, a flock of demonic birds that swept down toward the palace.

As the screeching creatures descended toward them, a column of fire from Ginger’s mech swept across the square over his head. Hundreds of the demons died, but thousands more came at them.

Thomas gathered himself up again. He had more than enough mana for another breath, even without Jeremiah’s blessing bolstering his attack.

He exhaled again, incinerating the cloud of flying demons. When the flames subsided, there was nothing but ash. As it settled to the square in front of them, Thomas heard something new.

Silence.

There were no battle cries, no explosions, no thundering feet.

It was over.

Backlit by white fire, Thomas’s Tablet appeared. A notice in chrome and white unfurled from its surface, like some sort of divine decree.

Notice of Fate Intervention: The portals King Vugnek opened have exceeded the maximum allowed parameters. As a result, the Fates have deployed a Veil Warden. The portals have been closed, and all remnant demons in your lands have been dealt with. Congratulations on your victory, King Thomas.


As he read the notification, exhaustion and relief hit Thomas in a dual wave, like a thousand cement-filled pillows.

“We did it. Holy crap, we did it.”

Looking little better than Thomas felt, Jeremiah nodded. “Aye, my King. We did.”

A moment later. Ginger’s amplified victory cry echoed across the entire city.

“Fuck yeah! We rule!”

Notice: Through your leadership, a [Demon Invasion] has been defeated. This was considered an [Overwhelming] force. Your unlikely success has earned the notice of the Fates. They have declared that you and your allies should receive a unique award for your careful planning and wise use of resources.
· You have been raised to level [18]. You need [1860] experience to reach level [19].
· Emily and Laylana have been raised to level [15]. They need [1230] to reach level [16].
· Lulu has been raised to level [14]. She needs [1230] experience to reach level [15].
· Ginger, Bella, and Teelah have been raised to level [13]. They need [1060] to reach level [14].
· Lorelai has been raised to level [9]. She needs [X] to reach level [10].
· Jeremiah has been raised to level [19]. He needs [2110] to reach level [20].
· Your average elite level has been raised to [11].
· Your average standard military member has been raised to [8].



Abbreviated Battle Outcome


Goblin Lands

Chroma Lapis [Level 5 Capital]
Losses: 4% (Overall population); 23% (Military Reinforcements)


Blister [Level 2 Settlement]
Losses: 6% (Overall population); 23% (Military Reinforcements)


Mug [Level 3 Settlement]
Losses: 11% (Overall population); 33% (Military Reinforcements)


Wubgug [Level 3 Settlement]
Losses: 2% (Overall population); 5% (Military Reinforcements)


Averdale [Level 3 Settlement]
Losses: 4% (Overall population); 7% (Military Reinforcements)


Ofku [Level 3 Stronghold]
Losses: 1% (Overall population); 2% (Military Reinforcements)


Extended Holdings: Human

With a greater presence of priests and local militias, the average human settlement lost between 1-3% of their total population, and between 2-5% of their military reinforcements.


Extended Holdings: Troll

Troll lands were pressed, but not overly hard-hit. The average troll settlement lost between 2-4% of their total population, and between 3-6% of their military reinforcements. Two settlements lacked proper divine defenses and were overrun.



Chapter 24: Aftermath


Never had Thomas’s heart or his skills as an engineer and architect been so tested as they were in the days following the demonic attack. Although his Tablet gave him discounts on the time and cost to craft things, it never felt like enough. Designing supports to shore up collapsing buildings took minutes, but he was acutely aware of the passage of every second. Worse than that was the knowledge of what had happened to so many of his people.

The entire city had sustained substantial damage. Thousands of their troops had given their lives defending the kingdom from the all-out assault, not just goblins, but trolls, humans, elves, fairies, and others. The saving grace was that the demons had been unable to penetrate into the underground realms, which meant none of the children and few of the average citizens had been harmed.

As the surviving troops rested and healed up, a new army rose forth, one composed of masons, carpenters, smiths, plumbers, and average people who simply pitched in wherever they were needed. The work of rebuilding began.

Ginger was at Thomas’s side for all of it. For all her swearing and bluster, the little Gizmo Engineer was incredible to work with, and her mech suit was just as useful for construction as it was for combat. Their love for each other solidified with each repair project they directed.

“Those demon fuckers deployed anti-fortification beetles,” she complained the second morning, buzzing beside him. “They chewed through a bunch of the buildings. Even if they lost, they wanted some way to get us back.”

Fortunately, it seemed the Veil Warden had indeed banished the last remaining demons. None of the beetles remained behind for them to deal with. Now, it was up to him, Ginger, and the rest of them to fix the damage before it led to worse problems.

While the brunt of the attack had been directed at Chroma Lapis, other settlements had been targeted across the three kingdoms as well. The death toll was less than it could have been, given that the demons had been trying to kill Thomas specifically, but that barely softened the blow.

Candi returned on the third day. Thomas met her caravan outside the palace. She emerged from her war wagon still in full armor with her whip at her side. An ugly bruise marred her beautiful face, and he saw a partially healed laceration on her arm.

Thomas swept her into an embrace, hugging her tightly.

“I am well, my love,” she said. He leaned back and looked at the bruise, but she pushed his hand away. “Others suffered far worse.”

“My Tablet said you lost two villages. I’m so sorry.”

The Troll Queen’s face tightened. “They fought bravely, but we were spread too thin.”

“I never expected them to strike that wide. I would have had Jeremiah put wards on them like the other settlements..”

Candi shook her head. “He could only do so much, and the defenses here were more important.” She sighed. “So much damage to your city.”

“Our city,” he replied. “And we’re getting it repaired.”

She scowled up at him. “What of Vugnek?”

“Ginger and I have scarcely slept since the battle ended,” he replied, “and I was waiting for you. The Orichalcum Council is due next week. Jeremiah and the succubi think it’s unlikely for Vugnek to try anything again, with losses so significant. For now, we’re focused on rebuilding.”

Cold fury filled Candi’s eyes. “I don’t like waiting, but we will do what we must.”

***

With Candi home, something in Thomas’ heart eased. He felt more comfortable throwing himself back into repairs. Only sheer chaos and the magical waters kept him going, because the thought of resting as his city suffered was more than he could bear.

Yet something miraculous happened.

The city, once so fragmented and broken, pulled together in a way Thomas could never have anticipated. Everyone pitched in to help – goblin, troll, human, elf, dwarf, beast-kin, infernal, and celestial. Even the older goblin children assisted as best they could, filling and delivering countless bottles of the magic water to the repair crews around the city.

Breon’s war mages helped out as well, fusing broken walls and incinerating the debris with their fire spells. The succubi flew here and there, supervising the children to keep them safe and organized. Laylana and the dryads healed the many injuries the repair crews sustained as they worked. Esmer’s fairies carried messages and helped inspect damaged areas no one else could reach. The goblin and dwarven masons and human and elven carpenters worked around the clock, sustained by the enchanted waters.

And somehow, in the space of a few days, Chroma Lapis was back on its feet. There was still plenty of work to do, but the normal rhythm of the city returned.

The night before the council meeting, Thomas stood at the top of the palace with Emily, Lulu, Ginger, and Candi, looking out in amazement at what they’d managed in such a short time.

“It’s you, Sire,” Emily said, cuddling against him with Scarlett in her arms.

Thomas shook his head. “I didn’t do this. The people of this city did.”

“They did it because of you. Do you think the old Lotta Tot could have done anything like this? Try to imagine our people dealing with that attack before you came. What do you think would have happened?”

He groaned softly, remembering. Knowing what she meant, yet unwilling to accept it.

“I didn’t . . .”

Ginger cuddled against his cheek. “You did, Sire. You gave them hope. You gave them a fucking purpose.”

“You gave them a dream, Thomas,” Candi said. “A dream of what our kingdom could become.”

Lulu nodded. “Everyone wants that dream. That’s why they’re working so hard. No one wants to lose it.”

He reached for his ovisari assassin, gently rubbing her belly.

“We need to talk about this.”

“We will, Sire,” she said. “After the meeting. After you’ve made Vugnek pay for this.”

He sighed again.

“I’m so tired.”

Emily kissed him. “You need to rest. Come on.”

The four of them took him to bed. Thomas lay down, pulling them close. He fell asleep in moments.


Chapter 25: The Orichalcum Council


Warning: Portal Opening eminent. As a [Royal Tablet Wielder], you may bring your spouse(s) and up to [2] Vassals to this meeting. All others must remain behind.


The notification came at noon the next day, and they’d had plenty of time to prepare. Thomas was dressed in an immaculate black suit, and each of his wives were equally opulent, albeit in their own styles.

When the swirling platinum portal opened, they passed through with alacrity.

The building on the other side looked precisely like the game room in Thomas’s dream, albeit with a single, long table set up in the center. There were ten chairs, each carved with a motif to match the ruler who would sit there. Thomas’s had a chromatic goblin etched in the back, and Candi’s was a statuesque troll with a whip.

A side table appeared near Thomas’s seat, with room for his wives to settle and wait comfortably.

They all remained standing as they waited for other monarchs to arrive.

King Breon and Queen Nephinae were the first to come through. The Elven King and Queen were dressed as lavishly as Thomas and his wives. He and Candi stepped forward to welcome them, with Lorelai a step behind.

“It’s good to see you again, my friend,” Thomas said as Candi and Nephinae embraced quickly.

Breon shook his hand. “And you. I wish the circumstances were better, but this has been a long time coming.”

Candi shook Breon’s hand as Nephinae pecked Thomas on the cheek.

“Thank you, Thomas,” she said quietly. There was no need to ask why.

“Good things are ahead for our family,” he replied.

The king and queen then embraced their pregnant daughter, and the three of them moved away to talk.

Queen Esmer was next. Ginger flew up beside Thomas as the fairy queen stepped through in human form. Esmer shook Thomas and Candi’s hands before looking at her great-great-grandaughter.

“I’ve had reports of a giant metal beast, Ginger. Is it truly your design?”

The fairy engineer grinned. “Yep!”

“I doubt we would have prevailed without her help,” Thomas said. “Or that of your Vassals.”

“I am glad to hear it. Now I hope we can put this unpleasantness to bed quickly.”

The Celestial Queen and her King were next to arrive. To his surprise, Leah was not a celestial but some other race. She was slim, almost skeletal, with glossy white skin and long, gossamer white hair. She wore a stunning white gown and a haughty, disdainful expression on her face. The king came a step behind her. He was as finely dressed as his wife but shorter and somehow slimmer, and he kept his eyes down.

Leah spared Thomas and Candi only a momentary glance, saying not a word as they went to their chairs.

“Well,” Candi said quietly.

“About what I expected,” he replied.

Finally, Vugnek and Liltith came through a flaming portal and into the great hall.

Vugnek was simultaneously both handsome and hideous. His skin was a ruddy red-brown, and his black hair was thick and swept back. He had a tall, powerfully built body, with small horns on his forehead and a long, narrow tail. A long black cape swung from his shoulders, and he wore an ornate red-and-black robe.

Evil and anger fairly dripped from the expression on his face. He glared murderously at Thomas as he came in, but like the celestials, he said nothing. Lilith merely gave Thomas a subtle smile, saying all she needed to with it.

The council then took their seats. Thomas and Candi sat between the elves and Queen Esmer. The Celestials and Infernals sat opposite them.

Once they were all seated, a notification appeared in the air above the table, hovering and rotating for all to view.

New Business: King Thomas has requested we begin by addressing recent events. We have decided to honor his request. Goblin King, please begin.


Skimming the message, Thomas nodded his appreciation. Standing, he spoke with clear, decisive authority, “No doubt you are all aware of what happened at my capital several days ago.”

“I see no need for any of us to be drawn into your petty squabbles, half-breed,” Leah sneered.

Thomas smiled at her.

“Agreed. Which is why the failed attack on my kingdom by King Vugnek is not the subject of this meeting.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Then what is?”

Thomas looked to the left of her. “Queen Lilith, I believe you have a motion to make.”

As Vugnek looked at his wife in surprise, and the Celestials did likewise, Lilith straightened her back and looked around the table.

“I move that we appoint King Thomas as Orichalcum Emperor.”

Leah let out a shocked laugh as Vugnek’s face filled with rage. Then Leah looked at Thomas in amusement.

“You did this?”

“I second the nomination,” Candi said.

“That is three votes,” Leah said. “You need seven.” She turned to glare at Lilith. “What in the name of the Fates do you think you’re doing?”

Vugnek’s face turned even redder than it had been before. He lifted a hand toward his wife.

“King Vugnek,” Thomas said loudly, “surely I do not need to remind you about the rules against violence during a council meeting? You are already on the Fate’s bad side, as you know. I don’t imagine that testing them today would be wise. I expect their patience with you has grown very thin of late.”

The Demon King froze, shooting a glare at Thomas. His hand slowly returned to the table.

“Do you accept this nomination, King Thomas?” Esmer asked.

“I do.”

“Then state your case.”

“It is quite simple. I do not seek, nor have I sought to expand my holdings by violence. Everything I have done was in self-defense. I seek only for my people to live in peace and prosperity alongside the other kingdoms.”

“Peace and prosperity,” Leah spat, “until you have grown so numerous and prosperous that you must invade other lands to make living space for a new army of goblins!”

Thomas had anticipated this objection, of course. He motioned for Laylana, who brought forward one of the contraceptive potions. She handed it to Thomas, who set it on the table.

“That is precisely what I do not intend to do. And this will help me stop it from happening.”

“What is it?” Nephinae asked.

“A contraceptive,” Laylana replied. She explained how it was made and what it did.

“Clever,” Esmer said.

“There will be no goblin overpopulation under my rule,” Thomas went on. “You are free to examine that. Most of you are spellcasters.”

Esmer picked up the potion, casting a spell over it. After a moment, she made a little noise of approval and passed it to Leah. The Celestial Queen looked at the bottle in pure disgust, though she did the same thing Esmer had.

Then she set it down, shoving it away from her across the table. “This changes nothing.”

Breon reached for the bottle and handed it to Nephinae. The elves were already aware of the contraceptive’s existence, though Thomas had not shared a sample with them until now.

“To continue,” Thomas went on, “most of us here seek to live in peace with each other. Those who do have been continually troubled by those who do not. Putting a stop to these activities will require firm leadership.”

“Which of course means you?” Leah asked.

“Yes.”

She scoffed. “Never.”

“Any other thoughts?” Esmer asked.

Breon spoke up now.

“I have trusted the Goblin King with the thing I value most in this world. I trust him with this.”

He glanced at Lorelai, who smiled and then looked at Thomas, putting one hand on her belly.

“As do I,” Nephinae said.

Lorelai, still smiling, lifted two fingers to her mouth, kissing them and turning them toward Thomas.

Leah rolled her eyes in an exaggerated fashion. “We must have an Orichalcum Emperor to breed our children? I will decline that breathtaking honor, thank you very much.”

“Does anyone else have anything to say?” Candi asked.

No one did.

“Then let us vote,” she said. “All in favor of raising King Thomas to be Orichalcum Emperor?”

Thomas, Candi, Breon, and Nephinae all raised their hands.

“That is five,” Leah said disdainfully.

The others looked at Esmer. Wearing an inscrutable smile, she glanced at Ginger, then back at Thomas.

“Well?” the Celestial Queen asked. “Surely the fairies would never agree to such a thing?”

“Quite frankly, my dear Leah,” Esmer replied in a painfully annoyed voice, “the drama you and Vugnek have continued to stir up has grown extraordinarily tiresome. Thomas’s arguments are well taken, I think. I am ready for a change in direction.”

Very slowly, she raised her hand with the others.

Leah let out an anguished snarl, spinning toward the Infernals. Everyone at the table now stared at Lilith.

The Infernal Queen’s face slowly filled with life. She turned toward Vugnek with a wicked, triumphant smile on her lips.

“Fuck you, my dear husband. And goodbye.”

Then she lifted her hand.


Chapter 26: Isekai Emperor


Thomas’s Tablet burst into light, as elaborate gold and platinum filigree appeared around the edges. It grew larger, adding new menus and screens to accommodate new administration functionality. He saw tabs like Tablet Governance, and Experience Rewards (Global) and Experience Rewards (Combat) and so on appear. The additions went on, and on. The last new menu to appear said Executive Actions..

But before he could act, a notification appeared.

Notice: Emperor Thomas, the Fates would like to congratulate you on a well-played game. There are many things you will discover and a few things we will reiterate to you. Please pay close attention.
Location: As you’ve read elsewhere, this section of the Fae Wilds is just one continent and a series of islands. There are many, many lands in the Wilds. Your appointment is over this region only.
Limitations: Any changes aimed at Tablet Wielders above level 8 are locked. The Fates are fine with tweaking the rules of the game, but wholesale upheaval would cause more harm than good.
Monsters and Cores: You will discover that you can tweak Dungeon Core spawn rates, as well as monster populations. In theory, one mistake could overrun your lands. It is equally possible that you could provide unparalleled opportunities for adventurers. The changes you make to monsters and cores, unless adopted permanently by the Fates, will revert at the end of your tenure.
Warning: As Emperor, you are the first among many, but you are not untouchable or above all law. Your ability to issue Executive Actions will allow you to meddle in the affairs of your peers and rivals. We caution you to be prudent with the application of this incredible power.
Notice: You will have a 30-day grace period during which hostilities are forbidden. When this period expires, other Royal Tablet Wielders are permitted to attack you.


“Good to know,” Thomas murmured, looking around the table at the mix of reactions from the other royalty. Candi beaming with pride, Breon, Nephinae, and Esmer nodding approval, Lilith staring at him in relieved anguish. Leah’s face was a mask of pure, utter rage.

Vugnek, though, outshone them all. The handsome side of his demeanor had vanished, and his face was twisted into a look of incandescent fury and hatred.

“I’ll destroy you for this!” he snarled.

“You tried once,” Thomas replied amiably. “It didn’t go well. So, for my first executive action, I annul the marriage of King Vugnek and Queen Lilith.”

Vugnek let out a howl of rage at his soon-to-be-ex wife. “You bitch!”

Leah gasped. “Is that what this was all about?!” she shouted at Lilith. “You would subject all of us to this—this—upstart over some lovers’ spat?”

With focused effort, Thomas went into the menus and found the area where he could issue a decree annulling a marriage. He saw Vugnek and Lilith, along with himself and Candi, and Breon and Nephinae. Oddly, the Celestials were not listed.

That’s for another time, I suppose. He issued the command to free Lilith from the Demon King’s control. As he did so, he saw another option.

Writ of Safe Passage: An Orichalcum Emperor may decree a Royal as having Safe Passage for up to [3] days per month. No outright attacks may be made against a protected Royal during this period. This may not be used during a time of open war. Any consequences for attacking a member with safe passage will be delivered with the aid of a Veil Warden, assigned by the Fates for such a purpose.


Thomas still didn’t know what a Veil Warden was, but he was certain they wouldn’t be kind and fluffy. With another command, he issued a writ of safe passage for Queen Lilith.

Tablets around the table appeared as the declarations went into effect. As Vugnek looked at his screen in shock, Thomas turned to the Infernal Queen.

“Queen Lilith, I would like to invite you into my lands as a guest. We can discuss what region would work best for you and your people, but for now there are unclaimed lands north of the city.”

Vugnek’s eyes widened in shock, then outrage. He skimmed his Tablet again, then shot to his feet. Roaring in rage as his features continued shifting toward the grotesque, the now-rotund creature backed away from his chair.

“Taking her straight into your bed, is that it?” he shouted.

Lilith laughed loudly in amusement. “Well, things haven’t progressed quite that far. I will confess, though, that I have certain hopes in that respect.”

The last trappings of the refined appearance the Demon King had taken for this meeting fell away, and he stood before the council in all his hideous, repulsive glory.

“That slut is mine until the end of time, goblin filth!” Vugnek screamed. “I’ll fucking end you.”

Sweeping his hands back and forth, the Demon King began summoning a sphere of dark red and black power. Even within the protective aura of the Orichalcum Council meeting, protected by the Fates themselves, Thomas could feel the heat and menace of the spell.

Yet before Vugnek could complete the enchantment, a figure shifted into view next to him. It was a tall, muscular man wearing a gray cloak with a symbol on the breast. The symbol looked like a torn sheet of cloth with a shield superimposed on it. The man had an unlit cigarette tucked between his lips, and tattoos covered his bare arms and knuckles.

To Thomas, the man looked oddly familiar. Is that the guy from my dream? It could have been him, or maybe a brother of the man he’d seen on that little table.

“I’ll take ye kindly not to fuck around with the Fate’s Peace, ya buck eejit,” the man said with an Irish lilt in his voice. He waved a hand, and Vugnek’s spell collapsed like a popping soap bubble, vanishing from view and taking all the power he’d summoned with it.

“Holy crap,” Thomas muttered.

If the Demon King had been irate before, his rage blossomed into something positively nuclear. Pivoting, he pointed at the newcomer as the other royals looked on in horror at what Vugnek was doing.

“Veil Warden!” he snarled. “Your authority here is temporary. When this is over, I will come for you and all you love. I will smite your very name from—”

The man cut him off nonchalantly. “I can't be arsed to remind you that threatening a Warden who is executing a Fated duty is a protected act. You know the Fate’s penalty for that, ye daft gobshite.”

The robed man made another gesture, and Vugnek’s tablet appeared in the air between them. Unlike all the other times he’d seen his tablet and others, this time Thomas saw something new. Hovering above Vugnek’s Tablet was a number: 65. The Veil Warden waved his hand again, and the number changed, spinning down until it stopped at 22. As the number shifted, Vugnek’s tablet changed as well, turning from gold to silver and losing all of its royal embellishments.

When the changes ceased, Vugnek vanished from the room.

“Now,” the Warden said calmly, “if ya lot are all done breaking the rules, I’m going back to my quiet contemplation.” With that, he slowly faded away into the background, as if he’d never been there.

A loud notification came up on all the Royal Tablets.

Notice: King Vugnek has been demoted. The [Demon] kingdom must determine a new ruler. As [Trial by Combat] is the preferred [Demonic] method, the Fates have appointed a Fated Judge to oversee them. Based on current [Demon] populations and levels, there will be [10] trials by combat over the next [2] years. All [Demons] of sufficient level have been notified to prepare themselves.


Thomas saw immediately what this meant. They would have at least two years before Vugnek reclaimed his throne, or someone else claimed it instead. Trouble might come again, but they had time to fortify and prepare.

“I suppose the demons are going to be quite busy for a while, my husband,” Candi murmured. “Too busy to stir up any more trouble.”

Lilith smiled wickedly at Leah. “I suppose that leaves you without any allies, doesn’t it, dear sister?”

“Perhaps you might spend this time contemplating your many errors, Leah,” Esmer added.

The Celestial Queen looked around the table in shock as she struggled to maintain control of herself.

“This is not the end of this,” she hissed at Thomas.

“Not all,” he replied. “In fact, I’d say it’s just the beginning.”

Leah shot to her feet. A moment later, her husband rose with her. He’d said nothing and met no one’s eyes up to that point, and he said nothing now. But he spared a glance at Thomas. Was it envy the Goblin King saw in his eyes? Annoyance? Or something else?

Whatever it was, it left with him as Leah led the Celestial King away from the table. A teleportation portal opened, and they were gone.

Esmer stood with a smile. “I suppose you have many things to do, Emperor Thomas. I will leave you to them.”

“Thank you,” he replied.

“Just remember what I said at your wedding. I will be watching with interest.”

The Fairy Queen left through her own portal. The others rose from the table. Breon and Nephinae rejoined Lorelai. Thomas had invited them to stay for a visit in Chroma Lapis after he called the meeting.

Lilith came up to him, a look of retrained joy on her face. She took his hands.

“Thank you . . . Emperor Thomas. You don’t know how much this means to me. But I intend to show you somehow, if I may.”

He nodded. “We have a lot to discuss, yes. Focus on moving your people to safety.”

“I shall. For now, though . . .” She called up her Tablet and swiped into one of the menus. A moment or two later, Thomas got a notification.

Notice: A Royal Tablet Wielder [Queen Lilith] has offered to enter an alliance with you. Do you accept? [Yes/No]


Thomas smiled and tapped Yes.

Notice: You have entered an alliance with [Queen Lilith]. Both kingdoms now enjoy a united Domain. This allows both royals to see each others’ settlements and troop dispositions. Magic and other effects that are domain-based will apply on a case-by-case basis to both kingdoms. As there is no current state of [War], other elements are not affected.


“Just in case Leah should get any ideas when your grace period expires.” She gave him a friendly kiss on the cheek and departed.

Candi came up to him with a knowing look on her face.

“Hmm.”

“What?”

“I don’t think there’s anything that says an Emperor can’t have more than one Queen,” she said with a smile.

He returned the smile. “I didn’t see anything in my new menus.”

“If she’s anything like her daughters, she could be an interesting addition. You know how your Chaos affects those succubi. I saw a similar . . . submissive look in her eyes just now.”

Thomas nodded slowly. He enjoyed the succubi behavior because he knew it was such an integral element of their nature. That nature had come from somewhere. While he didn’t know everything about Lilith and Vugnek’s marriage, it was clearly about as toxic as it could have been. If Lilith needed that sort of nurturing, well, Thomas was open to it.

“I suppose we’ll see.”

Candi kissed him. “Yes, we shall.”


Chapter 27: Halcyon Days


With the meeting concluded, Thomas went over to Lulu. The pink-haired ovisari looked up at him as he approached.

“It’s time for that conversation.”

Lulu nodded. They went up to his temporary office, as he’d deferred repairs to the study until more important work around the city was complete. He sat down in a chair that overlooked the square outside and motioned for Lulu to join him. She sat in his lap and cuddled against his chest.

“I don’t know what I did.”

He put his hand on her belly. “Does it matter?”

“I suppose not,” she replied.

“You told me that day in the baths, when you explained about why I needed to love you first, that ovisari can’t conceive unless there’s intent by both parties.”

“We can’t.”

“Which means somehow, we did intend this,” Thomas said after a moment.

“I didn’t . . . until recently.”

“Was it Lorelai?”

Lulu shook her head. “Not at all. I’m happy for her and Ginger. And Candi and Laylana, and all the others. But there was a moment, during the ritual in the catacombs, when I realized what we’d done and what it meant, and who you were going to become, that I just thought . . . ‘I want to be part of that.’”

Thomas hugged her tightly. “I want you to be part of it too.”

“But it tells me something.”

“Which is what?”

Lulu looked up at him with her huge blue eyes. “That you wanted me to conceive too.”

He sighed and ran his fingers gently through her pink hair.

“It’s something I’ve wanted for you ever since that conversation. You deserve it, Lu. You deserve to be a mom like Emily and the others, if that’s what you want.”

“It is.”

He kissed her. “Okay, then.”

Her face tightened. “I’m not retiring as your Spy Mistress. Ever.”

“I don’t want you to.”

“Our daughter is going to be the most deadly, bad-ass ovisari assassin who ever lived. People will die if she even looks at them funny. They’ll die if they mispronounce her name.”

Thomas laughed.

“I expect nothing less. And I guess we’d better pick a name that’s easy to pronounce.”

That night, he, Candi, Lorelai, and Ginger came together for dinner. Thanks to druid magic, Breon and Nephinae joined them. One of Mama’s Epichurgeons served a hearty goblin stew.

“I am impressed with how much you’ve managed to repair in so little time, Thomas,” Breon said. “I have instructed my people to continue assisting however you need them to.”

“Thank you, King Breon.”

The Elven King glanced at Nephinae. “My Queen and I have been discussing matters with our daughter. It will be some time before the baby comes, but when it does, certain things will change, as it affects the line of succession.”

Thomas looked at Lorelai briefly. She gave him a nervous smile.

“Go on.”

“Your child will likely inherit the Elven Throne, though that will of course not happen for many years. But he or she will be viewed as our heir apparent.”

“We have agreed on a similar arrangement with my child,” Candi said. “He will be the heir to the Troll Throne, but not necessarily the Goblin Throne. The Goblins and Trolls have a unified Kingdom, but one with understood divisions.”

“Goblin succession has certain requirements,” Thomas said, “ones that we cannot address until this child is an adult.”

Breon nodded. “I am well aware of that fact, and there are similar concerns among our people. How the addition of fairy and goblin bloodlines affects it, I suppose we will see when the time comes.”

“Queen Esmer has a million other kids,” Ginger piped up. “So don’t worry about that part.”

Lorelai reached over to the fairy, who briefly nuzzled the Elven Princess’s fingers.

“On another note,” Thomas said, “I’ve been meaning to ask what you know about the celestials. What’s the story with Leah and her husband? I ask because when I dissolved Lilith’s marriage to Vugnek, I saw yours and mine as well, but not theirs.”

Breon and Nephinae exchanged a look.

“There is something very odd about her, certainly,” Breon replied. “What it is, and why their marriage does not appear in your tablet, I do not know.”

“He was married to a celestial before her,” Nephinae said. “His previous wife died under rather . . . mysterious circumstances. After their marriage, he’s seemed almost, I don’t quite know how to put it, hollowed out. As if she’s sucked all the life and spine out of him. He’s acted that way around her ever since.”

“So she’s the one to worry about,” Thomas said.

“Definitely,” the Elven Queen replied. “She’s unlikely to move against you openly now, but you should be prepared for subterfuge.”

“I am, thanks to Lulu.”

“Reginald was acting at Vugnek’s behest,” Breon said, “but I suspect Leah may have also been involved. He was never subtle, and complex planning was beyond him.”

Thomas took Candi’s hand. “We will remain vigilant.”

After dinner, Breon and Nephinae retired to rooms in the castle, and Candi went off to do some task management. Thomas was enjoying a final glass of goblin mead in the sitting area of the royal bedchamber when he looked up to see Lorelai.

“Hi,” she said.

The bratty princess, who had been remarkably less bratty since the demon invasion, came over and sat next to him.

“I’m so glad you and my folks get along.”

“We have a lot of interests in common,” Thomas replied, “and ways we can work together for the mutual benefit of our kingdoms. As you know.”

Lorelai looked down. “One of which is me.”

“Did all that bother you?” Thomas asked. “All that discussion about babies and heirs?”

She shrugged. “If I don’t have kids, their line dies out. I have one uncle, who married a gargoyle. They can’t have kids. It’s pretty much all on me and . . .” She gestured at her belly.

Thomas gave her a look. “Do you not want to be a mother?”

Lorelai gasped softly, looking up. “Oh, no! That’s not it, I do. It’s just . . .” She stared at him, pale blue eyes big and vulnerable. She took a deep breath and bit her lower lip for a moment. “The way we met and all that. I know you hate me.”

Thomas’s heart skipped a beat.

“Lorelai, for fuck’s sake . . . I don’t hate you.”

“You don’t like me. You definitely don't love me. Even though I lo . . .” The beautiful elf looked down, closing her eyes and sighing heavily. He watched tears leaking from the corners of her eyelids. They dripped slowly into her lap.

Thomas groaned and reached for Lorelai’s hand. She let him take it.

“You’re not the same person you were when we met that day. You’ve grown so much, Lorelai. You just needed to get out of your father’s court. He told me that, and you’ve said yourself how bad it was for you there.”

She looked up, wiping at her eyes.

“And?”

“You’re going to have my child. You sleep in my bed with the others. You’re part of our discussions and planning. You helped defend this city that night when you could have run screaming away.”

“I love you,” she said quietly. “I want to be your wife. You’re like no one I ever met, so strong and capable. You’re going to be a great king, and I want to be part of it so badly.”

“You are, Lorelai,” he replied. “And if you need a wedding, great, we can have another one!”

She managed a smile. “It doesn’t need to be anything big and fancy. And I don’t need to be Queen like Candi. My mom is the Queen. I’m your Fae Courtesan, and I’m happy with that. Especially now that I’m leveled up a bunch.”

Thomas laughed. He looked deep into himself for a moment. He didn’t want to lie about this. “Good. And Lorelai, I do love you. You’ve proven yourself to me and everyone in this family.”

The tears returned in a flood, and Lorelai threw her arms around him.

“About that courtesan thing,” she said, laughing and hugging him tightly.

“What about it?”

“You know I’ll still look like this when you’re old and gray, right? Except I’ll probably be level fifteen or something by then.”

“That thought has crossed my mind, yeah.”

Lorelai laughed again. He held her close as his heart swelled.

The reconstruction efforts continued, as did the work to link the upper and lower elements of Chroma Lapis. Thomas was able to pass more and more of the supervision to Ginger as momentum grew and he needed to focus on the bigger picture.

Lilith completed the relocation of her court to a temporary camp outside Chroma Lapis. Thousands of succubi and other infernals began settling in. Naturally, they drew a substantial amount of attention, but the citizens of the city were used to the presence of the succubi by now, and the visitors were merely curious.

The thirty-day grace period passed without incident. Lulu’s spies, and those of Queen Esmer, reported that Leah appeared to be sulking in her palace, doing nothing.

When the army was sufficiently recuperated, Thomas resumed the aborted campaign to assert control over Crosis, the pirate city in Reginald’s old lands. Emily and her assistants had already begun using the vast wealth they’d discovered under Lotta Tot to ease the suffering of the human king's former subjects, sending food and other supplies to all the settlements except Crosis. The previous expedition had been recalled because of the looming demon invasion, but it was now time to bring the pirates to heel.

While he would normally have left such a campaign to Umadin, Thomas decided it was important to lead this one, at least as a figurehead. The humans needed to see him and understand who he was – namely, that he was not Reginald.

Thomas’s now diverse army assembled at Ofku. While it was still mostly goblins, other races were well represented. Trolls, elves, humans, infernals, beast-kin, and others now filled out the ranks. When they crossed the border, with Thomas at the head beside Lulu, Bella, Teelah, Lilith, Umadin, and Jeremiah, they were greeted as liberators.

Cheering citizens lined the roads, and ever-greater crowds met them at each city. Knowing they could not possibly have managed this without alerting the pirates, Thomas and Umadin came up with a different plan. The army arrived outside Crosis having faced no opposition at all.

Crosis was a port city, and it had evolved as such. It was situated around a small protected inlet, with most of the buildings concentrated at the head of the bay. It had a rudimentary wall, which was now manned by the pirate troops, who were clearly awaiting a siege.

The pirate vessels were moored along the docks and out in the bay. Three of the largest ones had been anchored just out from the docks in a semicircle with their broadsides facing the land.

Thomas and Umadin stood at the top of a hill that overlooked the bay as the army began assembling around the city. As far as Thomas could tell, all the defenses were aimed outward.

“Just as we expected,” Umadin said.

He and Thomas were waiting for something. When a fairy clad in a sky-blue gown came fluttering down toward them, Thomas waved to her. The fairy girl buzzed over.

“All ready!” she peeped.

Umadin nodded and gave the signal to attack. The first wave of troops, a wall of armored trolls followed by a line of goblins, moved forward. The elven archers at the rear loosed a volley, which rained down on the city walls.

Out in the bay, the three pirate ships opened fire. Their cannon rounds fell toward the trolls and goblins. Just as they were about to hit, the volley exploded in mid-air as the barrage struck Jeremiah’s protective barrier over the troops.

The elves fired again, as did the pirates. Jeremiah’s protections held long enough for the trolls and goblins to reach the walls, and the cannon fire ceased.

Thomas shaded his eyes against the sun, looking out toward the entrance to the inlet. There he saw what they’d been waiting for – the three ships Queen Esmer had commissioned for him, coming in behind the battle. They glided past the unmanned defenses at the bay entrance. As they entered the inlet and approached the anchored ships, a trio of fireballs rose from their decks, arcing toward the three ships bombarding the shore.

As the fireballs exploded, setting the pirate ships aflame, Breon’s war wizards launched another wave across the anchorage. Soon the three pirate ships were burning from bow to stern, and the city’s defenses began wavering. Many of the pirates abandoned the walls and ran for the other ships as the trolls began climbing over.

“Like all who make their living stealing from others,” Umadin said, “pirates most fear being robbed in turn. The smart move would have been to flee with what they could take with them, rather than risk it all against a far superior force.”

“And now they will lose everything,” Lilith said admiringly.

A trio of Knock-Knock trolls broke down the city gates, and the army began streaming into Crosis. Thomas’s group watched as the war wizards set the few fleeing ships on fire. The defense of Crosis soon collapsed.

A few smaller vessels managed to escape, but the pirates who were trapped on shore all quickly surrendered. Thomas and his entourage regrouped at the city hall along the docks, watching as the trolls and goblins collected the abandoned weapons. Out in the bay, the burning pirate ships began to sink, rolling over and extinguishing the flames.

As Lulu and her assistants kept a wary cordon around him, Thomas turned to Lilith.

“This is a large kingdom now,” he began, “one too large, perhaps, for me to rule on my own.”

She smiled, lifting an eyebrow.

“Meaning?”

“I still have Reginald’s tablet. I can delegate rulership of these lands with it. I would like to delegate them to you.”

Her eyes widened in surprise. “These are human lands, and I am an Infernal,” she replied testily.

“What was it you said to me all those weeks ago? ‘We’re monsters. The rest of the Fae Wilds sees us both as monsters.’ I’ve shown them goblins need not be feared. I think it’s time we do the same with the infernals. Think of the good your people could do here, the same good they’ve done in Chroma Lapis. They deserve a true homeland, not just an empty field outside my city.”

Lilith stared at him hard. “You mean this?”

“I do.”

She took a ragged breath. “You know your class powers will not extend here unless we are married.”

“I’m marrying Lorelai the moment we get back to Chroma Lapis. Ginger and Bella may be part of that, too, although I haven’t had a chance to ask either yet. I’ve already had one multiple wedding. One more won’t break anything.”

The Infernal Queen continued staring at him, eyes ablaze. “I will accept that proposal as a sovereign. But the woman needs more.”

Thomas reached out, pushing his hands into Lilith’s crimson hair. His fist closed gently around a thick mass of it and – ever so slightly – pulled her head to the side.

Lilith sucked in a little breath as her cheeks colored.

“I know what your daughters crave, Queen Lilith. I have a feeling they get it from their mother. And I am prepared to give it to you. Not, as your former husband did, out of hatred and anger, but out of love and understanding.”

The Infernal Queen’s eyes closed. He felt her trembling slightly. She took a longer, deeper breath as she leaned into his grasp.

“What I crave . . .” she whispered, “is to be your Queen, your wife, and your . . . plaything.”

“You will be.”

“Then I accept,” she said softly. “I will be yours, Emperor Thomas.”

He leaned in and kissed her. “Yes, you will.”


Epilogue


Thomas, the Orichalcum Emperor, looked out across the grand square of Chroma Lapis at the Father’s Day Festival celebrations. Thousands of children ran about laughing and playing as he walked among them.

Candi walked beside him, holding their son David’s hand. The goblin-human-troll boy was a quiet child who preferred to observe rather than play. He spent most days in Thomas’s shadow, just watching his father deal with the many responsibilities of an Emperor. Thomas had learned he missed very little.

Emily was nearby with their four daughters, Scarlett, Amber, Emerald, and Indigo. She held Indigo in her arms, nursing her as Scarlett played with the other two.

He saw Laylana with their daughters Moraea and Lavender. The two dryad girls were both inseparable and indistinguishable, about as identical as twins could be. They came running over as they saw Thomas.

“Daddy!” they both cried. He swept them up in his arms.

“What have you two been doing?”

Moraea answered him first. “Weaving flowers and—”

“—making cookies,” Lavender added. “Mama was showing us—”

“—how to make the dough,” Moraea said. “You start—”

“—with the magic water and—”

“—add rocks!” Moraea cried.

Thomas laughed. Neither of them ever seemed to speak a complete sentence without the other finishing it. Laylana had explained to him that dryad twins shared a special magical bond and always would. When they were old enough to choose their own tree, they would share one together.

“An Epichurgeon can make delicious food from nearly anything,” he replied. “I hope you two know not to bake with rocks.”

“I did my best to explain it,” Laylana said warmly.

“Daddy, we know!” they both cried. Thomas set them down, and they ran over to Scarlett. He gave Laylana a kiss and kept walking.

He saw Khriakah with their spider-girl daughter Zhoshra, weaving something with their silk. Thorn and Briar were painting their daughters’ faces at another table. Lilith was not far away with their son Drarron in her arms. He paused to give her a cuddle and kiss the baby on his head.

“So many years I have watched this festival, hoping to take part one day,” Lilith said.

“I’m glad you’re able to now.”

She looked around the square in wonder. “All these children, all yours. How do you keep it straight in your head?”

Thomas smiled. “I just do.” And he did. He couldn’t explain how, he simply knew every last one of his children on sight. Mama had told him it was likely a feature of his Chaos.

A high-pitched voice drew his attention upward.

“Dad! Look at me!”

He looked up to see a dark-haired fairy girl hovering over him. Sydney floated down to the ground, where she shifted into elven form, rising from eighteen inches to four feet. She gave him a hug.

Thomas looked around for Lorelai and Ginger. “Where are your moms?”

“I’m hiding from them!” She shifted again, this time into Lake Goblin form, and vanished. He could still feel her, but she was now just a shadow blending into the crowd.

“I don’t know if I will ever get used to this,” Lilith said.

Thomas picked Sydney up. She remained invisible.

“Let’s find your moms.”

Sydney shifted yet again, into her Lava Goblin form. Had anyone else been holding her, she might have incinerated them, but Thomas just shifted with her.

“Dad! Stop!”

“Come on. How about if I pretend you’re still hiding? I won’t tell them where you are.”

Sydney shifted back to Lake Goblin and vanished again. Thomas looked around for a few moments before seeing Lorelai and Ginger wandering around, clearly searching for their daughter. Ginger saw him looking and nudged Lorelai.

When Thomas reached them, their slightly worried expressions faded.

“Thomas, where is Sydney?” Lorelai said with a twinkle in her eyes. “We can’t find her.”

“I have no idea,” he replied. Sydney giggled in his arms.

“I hear giggling,” Ginger said, pretending to scowl. “I sure hope she didn’t wander into the Dungeon Core.”

Lorelai put her hand on her head. “Oh, that would be so terrible.”

Sydney laughed and shifted back to elven form. “Mom, I’m right here!”

Thomas set her down, and she bounced over to Lorelai. Thomas went to them, hugging them as Ginger settled onto Thomas’s shoulder.

“Dad, where’s Amber?” Sydney asked. “I wanted to show her something.”

Thomas pointed across the square to Emily and their daughters. “They’re all over there.”

As Sydney ran off, Lorelai dropped her head onto Thomas’s shoulder beside Ginger and sighed.

“That child will be the death of me, I swear.”

“Thomas, why the fuck did you have to give her your Lake Goblin form?” Ginger whined.

Thomas rolled his eyes. This was not the first time he’d had this discussion with them. “It just came to me in the moment. I had to make a split-second decision. You know what was going on when it happened.”

Lorelai laughed affectionately. “Yes, I do.”

Ginger laughed with her and lowered her voice. “On that point, we came up with something new I know you’ll really like. I want to try it out tonight.”

Thomas gave her some side-eye. “Your last toy blew the bed to pieces. What is it now?”

“You’ll see.”

“This should be much less violent,” Lorelai said, laughing. “I promise.”

Thomas hugged them both. “I love you.”

When they went off after Sydney, Candi rejoined him. “What was that all about?”

“There may be more explosions tonight.”

The Troll Queen groaned. “I’ll wear my armor, then.”

For another hour, Thomas just wandered the square, interacting with all his children – goblin, troll, human, elven, beast-kin, dryad, and others. But this Father’s Day Festival was different, because today he was not just a father but also a son.

He found Umadin and Mama in the food area. Mama had a large audience of his sons and daughters, and she was lovingly showing them everything she did as they watched raptly. He came up beside Umadin, and the two men embraced roughly.

Thomas stood next to Umadin for a few minutes watching Mama.

“You’re sure about this?” he finally asked. “I’m not saying you haven’t earned it, but . . .”

“It’s time,” his father replied. “Both of us are ready to move on and pass our responsibilities to someone younger.”

They’d given him the news a few days ago. Umadin had trained his replacement, a goblin named Kazozz who was a level 14 Spell-Blade. Thomas knew he was up to the job, he just didn’t want to give up Umadin’s presence. For her part, Mama had trained a whole crew of Epichurgeons to take her place. He would miss her, but the kingdom would continue without losing a beat.

“Tell me again about this place you’re going.”

“It’s a little manor down the coast from Crosis,” Umadin replied. “On the cliff above the water, with a little beach below. We’ll be close enough to visit from time to time, but far enough away that you won’t be tempted to bother us with trivialities.”

Thomas laughed.

“And you don’t want to make an announcement? Everyone’s here.”

The old Goblin King shook his head. “This is your day, Thomas, not ours. The people who need to know, know.”

As he stood with Umadin, Thomas saw Bella and Teelah approaching. The two assassins were on guard duty as they always were during the festivals. Teelah paused to look over the crowd, but the goth beauty came up and nuzzled him.

“Every year this thing gets bigger.”

“Kind of the nature of things,” Thomas replied.

Bella leaned into him. “Been thinking . . .”

“Oh?” He looked down. She didn’t meet his gaze right away. “About what?”

She took a breath, still not looking up, casting her eyes over all the children. “I . . . wouldn’t exactly mind being part of this next year.”

“You think? But what about your witch studies with Laylana?”

Bella looked up. “They won’t stop just because I’m pregnant. If anything, the magic she’s teaching me will only help with the pregnancy.” She hesitated, took a deep breath, then nodded firmly. “I’m ready. My last potion should be running out soon.”

He kissed her.

“All right, then.”

Teelah looked over at them. “You told him?”

Bella laughed. “Yeah, I did.”

“How are you?” Thomas asked the blonde assassin.

Teelah grinned. “I’m fine, Sire.”

Thomas got a bowl of stew and went back over to where Emily was sitting. Indigo had gone to sleep, and Scarlett, Amber, Emerald, and Sydney were playing a goblin game that involved collecting bits of colored glass and wagering them with a pair of dice.

Sydney had a big pile of glass beads in front of her, and she appeared to be winning. But as Thomas watched, she redistributed the beads to the other girls so the game could continue.

Thomas nudged Emily. “You’d think they’d learn not to gamble with her. She’s part fairy.”

His first wife smiled.

“They’re lucky they all love each other, Sire. But their father sets a good example.”

He kissed her on the cheek and called up his Imperial Tablet. He scrolled over the kingdom data, pausing to marvel at what was along the top.

Notice: Thanks to your Tomorrowwright class, Chroma Lapis has achieved Utopia status. Although other settlements may also achieve this status, only [1] may enjoy these benefits. In effect, the citizens of this settlement enjoy a 400% (total) efficiency increase in all activities. Many skills, including spell crafting and ritual casting, have a specific minimum time required to use them – this increase in efficiency cannot change those times.


Capital City Name: Chroma Lapis
City Size: Large
City Level: 6
City Status: Utopia
Ruler(s): Thomas Stone (Emperor)
(Approximate) Population: 150,400 (Optimal)
Gender Mix: 79% female
Racial Mix: 60% Goblin (Mix-Match Bloodline); 12% Troll, 7% Human, 5% Elf, 4% Fairy/Pixie, 6% Beast-kin, 5% Other
Imports: Metals, Finished Goods, Spices, Magical Items
Exports: Coffee, Clothing and Fashion, Entertainment, Buildings and Architectural Designs, Mana Recharging Water


He checked the status menu, scrolling through ten thousand notifications. In the time since the war, things had changed for the better. Most of his lands were self-sustaining now, allowing him to focus on the business of being a good father. But there was that lingering issue with the celestials, and his concerns about the demons…

Emily’s hand came over and pushed his Tablet down.

“Put that away, Sire. No kingdom business, you know the rules about Father’s Day.”

Thomas laughed, seeing Lulu approaching with their daughter Allisa. He hadn’t encountered her earlier because she was working like Bella and Teelah. Even now, on this day, Lulu was on duty, watching warily for any threats to her husband and their family. Allisa wore the same deadly serious expression as her mother, and her eyes scanned the crowd around them as they approached.

“Any issues?” Thomas asked.

“None,” Lulu replied.

“We’ve got it, Dad,” Allisa said. But she came to sit in his lap. As she did, she repositioned the brace of little throwing knives that crossed her chest in twin bandoliers.

The knives weren’t toys. His little ovisari daughter was a level 6 Mage Bane, and she’d already completed several trips into the Dungeon Core with her mother.

Thomas hugged her as Lulu sat down next to them. He leaned over and kissed her forehead.

“I’m a lucky guy.”

“Mom says that too,” Allisa said.

The three of them laughed. He turned to look at Emily.

“Did you ever dream when you showed up at my door that day that we would build all this?”

Emily looked down at Indigo and then at their other daughters. She smiled at him.

“I had hopes for a few things. And if they were all I’d ever gotten, I’d still be just as happy.”

He hugged her.

“Me too.”

THE END of the Isekai Emperor Trilogy


Thomas Stone Final Character Sheet


Age: 30
Level: 18
Class: Tomorrowwright
Total Experience Needed to Reach Level 19: 1,860
Unspent Inner Circle Experience: 8,510
Species: Chromatic Goblin [Legendary Race; Upgraded from half-goblin]
Inner Circle Size: 12
Inner Circle:
· Emily: Level 15 Goblin Assistant (Circle Focus: Seneschal)
· Lulu Violet: Level 14 Acrobatic Assassin (Circle Focus: Spy Mistress)
· Jeremiah J Gnomington: Level 19 Hand of Purgation (Circle Focus: Holy Protection)
· Laylana: Level 15 Forest Walker (Circle Focus: Nature’s Bounty)
· Ginger: Level 13 Gizmo Engineer (Circle Focus: Manufacturing and Fabrication)
Hit Points (Endurance + Level): 43
Mana (Magic + Level): 43
Attributes
· Cunning: 27 (As a [Goblin] this level of cunning allows you to pierce illusions and disguises passively; this now includes shapeshifter abilities that count as non-magical)
· Discipline: 27 (You are effectively immune to most Charm effects or spells. At this supernatural level of Discipline, all [goblins] within your domain enjoy a heroic bonus to their Discipline scores)
· Strength: 20
· Endurance: 25 (You need 85% less sleep and recover from all strenuous activity 85% faster; you also heal 6 extra hit point per day)
· Chaos: 24 (Commands issued to your goblins have a 45% increased effectiveness)
· Magic: 25
· Agility: 17
Core Skills:
· City Planning and Development: 21 - Every aspect of city planning, including the planning time and even materials and labor costs associated, are reduced by 91%. (Capped Benefit; you may select a new skill)
· Architecture and Engineering: 21 - The buildings and designs you create require 65% fewer materials and are 65% more efficient/effective. (Capped Benefit; you may select a new skill)
· Diplomacy: 28 – You have improved your Diplomacy to divine levels. This has unlocked multiple benefits.
Benefit: As a [Goblin] you may produce offspring with any species that has a distinctive female gender. You may also consciously attempt to increase the number of offspring your seed produces, allowing those you mate with to have up to the maximum biological capacity for their species. This currently has a [25%] chance to succeed per attempt.
Benefit: As the [Goblin King] you may choose up to [3] bloodline powers to manifest in your children. This is in addition to the mother’s innate powers. This [Chromatic] ability has been enhanced. These offspring will always have the optimal mix of traits.
Benefit: You have an [Epic], non-magical [Charm] effect on those you attempt to be diplomatic with.
Class Benefits
Granted Powers: While your Vassals have an optimistic, happy, joyful, or other positive attitude, they will perform all non-combat tasks with 100% increased efficiency. Cities you oversee also have an additional status beyond Optimal, called Utopia. See the details for more information.
Level 1: Your Inner Circle gains a bonus to all actions proportional to the status of the settlement they are in.
Level 3: While they are happy or optimistic, any goblin loyal to you consumes 25% fewer resources. Your Vassals and Inner Circle consume 50% less instead.
Level 5: For every settlement you control with an optimistic, or happy population, you and your inner circle gains a +1 bonus to all of attributes and skills (up to a maximum +5 bonus at level 5; this increases to +10 at level 15). These bonuses vanish if the settlement’s attitude decreases for 24 continuous hours.
Level 7: Your citizens walk 20% faster while happy. They instead walk 50% faster if they are traveling to and from settlements you control. If the settlements are optimistic or happy, this is increased to 75%.
Level 9: In settlements where your people are happy, they become immune to all natural toxins and diseases. Furthermore, any children born in happy settlements are [Protected] for gestation and the first 6 months. This removes the chances for health challenges or consequences to those children. They also mature and learn faster during that period, effectively growing at twice the normal rate. Over generations, this could lead to a superior breed of goblin.
Level 11: Your citizens now recover health and mana faster, depending on the city status. For any status less than happy, they recover [2] extra hit points and mana every [4] hours. For [happy] cities, they recover [5] of each. For cities that achieve utopia status, the citizens regain [10] each.
Level 13: Your citizens learn and acquire skills faster. The amount is equal to your [Chaos] score as a percentage, and includes combat training. This also grants all non-Vassals or Inner Circle members an equal bonus to any experience points awarded.
Level 15: You now enjoy all the same benefits your Inner Circle and Vassals do as citizens of your empire.
Level 18: 3 times a day you open a teleportation portal to any of your settlements that is level 4 or above. These settlements must also be at least [happy]. These portals will remain open up to [1] minute. This increases to [5] minutes at level 20.
Chromatic Bloodline Awakening: These benefits remain unchanged.



Abbreviated Final Settlement Statuses


Notice: Thanks to your Tomorrowwright class, Chroma Lapis has achieved Utopia status. Although other settlements may also achieve this status, only [1] may enjoy these benefits. In effect, the citizens of this settlement enjoy a 400% (total) efficiency increase in all activities. Many skills, including spell crafting and ritual casting, have a specific minimum time required to use them – this increase in efficiency cannot change those times.


Capital City Name: Chroma Lapis
City Size: Large
City Level: 6
City Status: Utopia
Ruler(s): Thomas Stone (King)
(Approximate) Population: 150,400 (Optimal)
Gender Mix: 79% female
Racial Mix: 65% Goblin (Mix-Match Bloodline); 12% Troll, 7% Human, 5% Elf, 4% Fairy/Pixie, 6% Other
Imports: Metals, Finished Goods, Spices, Magical Items
Exports: Coffee, Clothing and Fashion, Entertainment, Buildings and Architectural Designs, Mana Recharging Water


Blister [Level 4 Settlement]
Status: Happy
Summary: Blister has become a core production center for fish. It is also where many go to receive advanced training in monster hunting.


Mug [Level 5 Settlement]
Status: Happy
Summary: Mug has become the plumbing mecca of the Fae Wilds. They also are poets, and in high demand as bards.


Wubgug [Level 5 Settlement]
Status: Happy
Summary: Wubgug has become a cultural hub for all things natural. Monsters and magical creatures mingle here, trading ideas and materials.


Averdale [Level 5 Settlement]
Status: Happy
Summary: Thomas fully cured Lord Tylin of his lingering curses during his time as Orichalcum Emperor. With his abilities restored, Tylin has transformed the city into a melting pot of ideas and exploration. He has begun constructing something called a “Nexus Portal” which he hopes will allow future exploration to other continents among the Fae Wilds.


Ofku [Level 5 Stronghold]
Status: Happy
Summary: One does not fuck with Ofku. It is a place of incredible military strength, where some of the most elite troops in the Fae Wilds are trained.



Appendix 1: Command Authority


You have been granted Command Authority. Only one Tablet per recognized kingdom may have this attribute. By accepting this responsibility, the Tablet has become bound to you and may not be stolen, discarded, or lost. Command Authority conveys the following benefits:

· You may select a class from a list (provided on the next screen). The options prepared for you are based on your current skills and life experience.

· The class you select will grant you experience points for different activities. These experience points will allow you to level up and provide discretionary bonus experience points to your Inner Circle.

· You may now form an Inner Circle. The size of your Inner Circle is based on your level and class. See your class selection and details tabs for more information.

· You have unlocked [Enhanced Vassal Management]. You may have up to 50 Vassals X your level, + 50 (100 at level 1, 150 at level 2, etc.). Use your Tablet to designate willing citizens the Vassal status. This will grant them a level in a class or +1 level in a preexisting class. You may also reset a preexisting class if the individual is willing. You may choose the class for them if they did not already have one, but may not directly grant them experience points, unlike members of your Inner Circle. They will be able to earn experience points through their own actions, however. If a Vassal dies, as a ruler of [Goblins] you must wait [1 minute] before electing a replacement.

· Both Vassals and your Inner Circle are eligible to be assigned Tasks, and will be awarded experience based on the duration, difficulty, and level of success of those tasks. This will not detract from your discretionary experience pool. Press here to learn more.

· Bonus Task Experience: You may also earn bonus experience points when your Vassals complete tasks, depending on the difficulty and degree of success.

· You have unlocked [Chaos Management] as a racial ability. This allows you to issue remote commands to [Goblins] loyal to the kingdom you control. Be aware, if your capital city falls, this Tablet will become inert until a new member ascends to rule over the [Goblins].

· You have unlocked [City Management]. This allows you to send orders to citizens designated as Vassals and Inner Circle members. Be aware, it takes a Vassal Tablet to reply to assignments in detail, and an Administrative Tablet for Inner Circle members to create sub-tasks. However, basic magical replies and task management is possible without them. You must purchase or use magical resources to create these Tablets if you do not have enough.

· City Management also allows you to see the current wealth, status, and other attributes of cities within your rule. Be aware, you must visit these cities at least once every [3] years to maintain City Management options for them.

· City Management allows you to function as the administrative head of your realm. You may appoint Vassals or members of your Inner Circle to handle these functions. If you do so, you must provide them with an Administrative Tablet. Be aware, you must purchase or use magical resources to create Administrative Tablets if you do not have enough.


Appendix 2: Thomas’s Class (Tomorrowwright)


Class Name: Tomorrowwright

Experience Criteria: Tomorrowwright’s gain experience based on both the overall happiness of their populations and by increasing the rating, or quality, of their holdings. It is possible to be a Tomorrowwright and gain levels by conquering additional territory and building new settlements.

Inner Circle Starting Size: 3

Inner Circle Growth: +1 for every 2 levels you gain (after level 1). Your maximum Inner Circle size is 13.

Granted Powers: While your Vassals have an optimistic, happy, joyful, or other positive attitude, they will perform all non-combat tasks with 100% increased efficiency. Cities you oversee also have an additional status beyond Optimal, called Utopia. See the details for more information.


Appendix 3: Inner Circle Rules (from Book 2)


Members of your Inner Circle can create and assign tasks to your Vassals. However, they cannot create new Vassals without your involvement. Tasks they create will generate experience points for them and their assignees once completed, not you.

You can no longer see the disposition of these individuals. As members of your Inner Circle, the Orichalcum Agreement provides them with a measure of privacy.

Level Limitations: Members of the Inner Circle may level normally up to level 10. After that, they only gain levels up to 3 below the Royal Tablet Wielder they are loyal to. For example, if the Royal Tablet Wielder is level 14, the maximum level of an Inner Circle member is 11.

Excess experience points gained from that point on are distributed among the Vassals who assist the Inner Circle member as an added bonus.

Exception: If an Inner Circle member joins after they have already reached level 10, they may gain experience but not a level until the Royal Tablet Wielder reaches the requisite level.

Removal: If you wish to remove a member from your Inner Circle and they agree, the process takes [6 hours]. You may re-select a new member of your Inner Circle after [3] days as a [goblin]. If they do not agree and you wish to proceed anyway, the process takes [2 days]. You may select a new member of your inner circle after [3] days if they are removed against their will.

See Objective Management for additional details on time limits.


Glossary


Bloodlines (Goblins): There be many gobbo types. Gobbo types do amazing, cool things. One time, we had a list here. Then gobbo librarian take over. No more silly lists.

Command Authority: This make King Thomas the best king ever!

Dragon Taunting: Super fun game that King Thomas and Queen Candi say we no longer do. We sad. We like make dragon ROAR!

Fae Wilds: Place we sleep. And wake. And eat. And FUCKSHITUP!

Goblins: Us. Duh. We haz the CHAOS!

Goblin Mode (G’Mode): Racially insensitive term. Gobbo prefer to call it “honest mode” OK?

Goblin Reproduction: We like it so much!

Incubatus Incepticus: Place gobbo women go. Babies grow FAST there! Preggo ladies SUPER happy inside. Except the royal wives. For some reason, they like to come out WAY more often than others. We no know why.

Inner Circle: King Thomas’s favorites. They help him rule gobbos and trolls.

Hunt Luck: STINKY IS LUCKY! King Thomas says this change tho. We sad.

Orichalcum Tablet: Shiny glowy thing King uses to direct us.

Tablet (Administrative): Like King tablet, but for his Circle peoples.

Ovisari: Gorgeous ladies.

Test of Quality: Boom Boom or no Vroom Vroom. What? That’s what we call it! Gobbo honor!

Vassals (Named; Abbreviated): List too long. If you come this far, go back to page 1. Re-read. See if YOU can figure out all the Vassals. This gobbo librarian could not. NAMES SO HARD.


Editing Note


Pivot Press is staffed by a small, but dedicated team of people. All of us have day jobs, on top of working to produce the best product available. The books we release have gone through quite a few revisions. In brief, that process is:

	Author(s) drafts the material.

	Author(s) edits the draft.

	Alpha reviewers read and comment on the story.

	Betas review and provide comprehensive feedback and line edits.

	The author(s) do another round of editing, including using tools like ProWritingAid.

	Our copy editor does (2) passes.

	Our readers on Patreon provide their advanced feedback.




Errors still make it through. We promise, these are not intentional. Whenever we receive word of bugs or glitches in the text, we do our best to address them and get them uploaded to Amazon within 24 hours. These updates will not automatically push to your device, and don't always roll out in a timely manner. If your book has “hang nails” or small errors, please make sure you’re reading the latest version. To verify you have the latest version follow these instructions:

	Go to Manage Your Content and Devices.

	Search for your Kindle book.

	If available, select Update Available, then select Update.




Tip: To receive automatic book updates as they become available from the publisher or author, enable Automatic Book Update on the Preferences tab in Manage Your Content and Devices.


If the errors remain, please feel free to let us know on Discord or Patreon.

With sincere gratitude,

The Pivot Press Team
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If you'd like to read more in a shared "Tablet" universe, try Fate's Enforcer, which launches in June of 2024. Link: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D4WKNZ48
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