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Chapter 1



It was going to be a warm day. The sun wasn’t quite peeking over the horizon, and yet, the crickets were already beginning to chirp. One by one, their calls rang out around me. That familiar call, on this familiar land. I was going to miss it. I was going to miss a lot about this place. Growing up here was nice. The only son, and only child of a hard-working couple. They raised me, loved me, and taught me everything I knew.

Like how to tell if the soil was right for planting. How to read the weather to know if rain was coming. How to watch the clouds and gauge if the storm was turning. Most of all, they taught me to love the land and its inhabitants. My mother, bless her heart, even taught me my letters and some manners.

And I threw it all away.

Well… Perhaps not. But I’d certainly played a gamble that hadn’t paid off. I still didn’t know how it happened. One day, my parents… just didn’t get up. I thought it was something they ate. Only they never woke up. I called for a healer, spent our meager savings to get them seen to. The healer couldn’t figure out what was wrong, but directed me to the baron for help. Farmers weren’t that high a priority on the man’s list. But coming off the back of a small famine that ravaged half the kingdom, he found time to speak with me.

It was a chance. But the only chance I had. Medicine in hand, I returned to the farm. To my parents. Their bodies had shrunk. Their skin hung from their bones. My mother was barely breathing, so she received the first dose. My father soon after. I spent the whole night slowly feeding the medicine to them throughout the day and into the night.

It wasn’t enough.

They died. Together. Within moments of one another. That horrible, death rattled breathing came to a sudden end. The silence was all I could hear for the longest time. I called for help, but nobody came. I was too far from town for anyone to hear, and too poor to attract regular visitors. The neighbors’ interest in me extended only as far as the land we owned, and with my parent’s death, I had no way of paying my new debts.

That was a month ago, and with the harvest going poorly, I had run out of time. With my father’s help, we could have picked the crops we needed to scrape by. Without, I’d barely managed a third of it. The crops were there, but the baron was ruthless and he wanted the gold I owed him. Knowing the man would be here in just a few hours to collect well… My options were limited, and I didn’t like my chances of survival once he threw me off my farm and into the stocks.

With my tattered boots strapped up tight. With my seed bag over my shoulder and my wooden staff tucked under my arm, I reached the first row of vegetables. The baron wouldn’t notice the difference. A handful of carrots went into the bag. Then a couple of radishes. I worked down the rows, picking what I could carry easily that would fill my belly. I’d have brought one of my sheep, or a pig, but that would give the baron reason to put a bounty on me.

I was fairly confident that if I just walked away from it all, he’d let me go without a fuss. Tracking me down would be more expensive than it was worth. But if I took livestock, that would let him put a bounty on me, that would be paid by the crown. Something I’d never be able to escape. I wasn’t some grand mage, and while I did have my deformity… Well, let’s just say I was easy to find if you knew what you were looking for.

My parents loved me, no matter what. Even if everyone else gave me distance. I didn’t quite know what caused my problem, but it was obvious to everyone around me. According to my lessons, everyone had an aura. That aura told people about you. The more magical a person was, the stronger their aura and the better they could sense it.

All except for me. I couldn’t do any of that. Despite, or perhaps in spite of all that happened around me. When my parents were alive, I saw magic happening regularly. My parents could use it to help them while they worked. The way my father would push a little bit of mana into a struggling plant. How mother would light the fire at night to keep us warm. And me? Well, not only did I not have an aura, I couldn’t sense them around others either. Not having an aura people could sense got me in trouble. People often accused me of sneaking up on them. Others looked down on me as being untrustworthy. There had even been talk at one stage that I was some false hero, hiding my strength by living on a farm. At that point, the locals were forced to admit they’d known me my whole life… Not that it changed their attitude towards me.

Other than my parents, I didn’t really know anybody. The animals were my friends, and they were the ones I was truly going to miss in all this. My parents loved me, and I would forever hold them in my heart. But I knew the way of the world, and their leaving me was not something I could ever avoid. This was a long time coming, and sooner rather than later, meant little in the grand scheme of things.

So with my bag of vegetables, my staff, boots and the shirt on my back, I made for the front gate for the last time. The wood was rough under my hands, and I was careful not to catch a splinter as I pulled it open. I listened to that familiar squeak of old hinges. Father had been talking for months about fixing it, but… well, that never happened. The house was long behind me, a dark shadow on the edge of my vision as I turned towards the small dirt road that would take me towards town.

This road was something of a chore. Every year, we would have to clear and flatten it. We needed it as flat and smooth as possible so we didn’t damage the borrowed wagon we would use to move our produce. The pile of vegetables was left in storage beside the house. I picked what I could, even though I knew it’d never be enough.

I walked down that long road, with the town coming up ahead of me, but it wasn’t my first stop. The small mounds in the cemetery outside the town were the last place I’d say goodbye. I hopped the low fence, ignoring the gate entirely as I made my way over to the fresh graves. At least here I had finally received some help. My parents, unlike me, were respected enough within the town. The people who lived here helped me dig the graves and after the monks said their prayers, we filled them back up again.

My parent’s names were etched on the wooden crosses set above their graves. There was nothing I could say to them that I hadn’t already. I gave them a respectful bow before turning away once more. I didn’t have a goal in mind for my destination. But there was always the chance I’d see a job offered by a local trader coming through. Guards, extra hands, or perhaps I could even offer my vegetables as payment to get to the next town.

There were a few people moving about in the town by now. The few businesses that operated were preparing for their day. Traveling traders operated at all hours. They would come and go as they pleased and the early ones appreciated being able to have their horses shoed, or their bellies filled as soon as the sun came up. Which was why I hoped that I could find even a temporary position written on the job board.

My goal was the inn. A small building, but one that was rather popular. The innkeeper’s daughter was a lovely, smiling woman. Someone I’d have dreamed about marrying one day. But she, along with all the others, kept her distance from me. And I was left daydreaming about what could have been, while she dallied with the other young men of the village. Which–

“Ooof!” I lost the wind from my lungs as I hit the ground.

I had tripped on something unexpected. Something… misshapen, out of place and oddly soft. With a grunt, I rolled over and looked at the shape that had caught my foot. It let out a snort and began to move.

For a moment, I had strange waking visions of some dark monster lying in wait. What would it be? Basilisk? Arachne? A small drake? I saw the pointed snout come off the ground and my heart froze in my chest.

“Oh, fuck my head,” the creature groaned. “The fuck you kick me for?”

“What?” I froze in place.

The pointed snout raised up, and as my vision took in the sight before me, I frowned in confusion. “Who are you?”

The snout continued to rise. Only for a face to appear beneath it. Not a snout, but a tall pointed hat… A wizard, blinking blearily at me. He tottered in place. His bloodshot eyes were visible over his white beard. His cloak was dirty… disgusting, really. I didn’t know where the dirt started and the horse shit ended, but this wizard was a complete mess.

“Well, ain’t that some’thn,” the wizard’s beady eyes drifted over me.

“I’m sorry?”

“Fuckin should be!” He snapped. “Going around kicking people in the dark. Just who do you think you are?”

I watched as the wizard reached over and picked up a bottle still laying in the grass. There were… several more. He gave the bottle a shake, before tossing it aside and checking the next. Three more times he tried, before finding one that was still full. He chuckled as he pulled the cork before upending the bottle into his mouth. I watched as what looked like the innkeeper’s best spirit vanished like water down a parched man’s throat.

“Fuck,” the wizard coughed as the bottle finally ran empty. “Not bad for cheap shit,” he snorted and tossed that bottle aside as well. “Now…” he tottered, before falling flat on his face once more.

“Sir?” I called softly, only to receive a snore in return. I crawled over and gave him a poke in the shoulder. He was surprisingly soft beneath his cloak, but he didn’t stir. “Sir?!” I tried a little louder.

With no response, I gathered my spilled vegetables, and with a last look back at the drunken wizard, I climbed to my feet and continued towards the inn. Maybe if it was open, I could let them know about the wizard. He was probably someone important, and it was best not to leave him in the street where someone could trip over him.

First, though, I stopped by the job board and looked it over. There was the usual. Someone had a rat problem. A few missing items and a request for one of the traders to bring back a wagon on their next trip through the village. Nothing at all that I could take on as an excuse to leave this town. Which was just my luck, as I heard the thundering of hooves approaching.

I could see, even as the sun just rose above the treeline, the crest on the flag of the approaching riders. The baron was coming, and he was earlier than I expected. Whether he suspected I would flee, or was here for more than one reason, I didn’t know. But I had to get off the street and out of sight before he spotted me and prevented me from leaving. I turned away, hurrying around the side of the inn, where I froze as the drunken wizard took my shoulder.

His eyes swirled with all the colors of the rainbow, and a few more I couldn’t quite name.

“You,” he swayed in place. “You’re perfect.”

“Perfect?” I asked, before glancing back around the corner at the approaching riders.

“You a farmer, boy?” The wizard leaned on me. “Smell like a farmer.”

“I’m a farmer,” I confirmed.

The wizard chuckled and shook his head. “Want a job?”

“Job?”

“Is there a fucking echo here?” The wizard glanced around. “Yes boy! Job! I bet you’re fucking perfect! Better than the last one at least,” he swayed in place.

“Will this job protect me from the baron?” I asked.

“Baron?” the wizard glared at me.

I gestured behind me, and the wizard leaned on me as he looked around the corner. Seeing the horses, the wizard straightened immediately and raised a fist. “Oi! Fuck off!”

That caught the attention of the baron, who looked right at me. There was a glint of confusion in his eyes, followed by a flash of anger. He shouted something as the wizard shoved me out of view once more.

“Fucking pompous dickhead,” the wizard snapped.

“He is–”

“I meant you!” The wizard swatted my head.

“What did I do?” I protested.

The wizard shook his head and squeezed my shoulder with a gnarled hand. “Stupid boy. Come on, if I don’t get this right the first time, I’m probably not going to get it right the second.”

“Get whaaaAAAAAAA!” I screamed as the world twisted around me.

I’d heard that some wizards could teleport. I’d even heard that some wizards could teleport others. But hearing about something, and experiencing it, were two completely different things. My eyes told me one thing, while my stomach told me another. I could taste copper, and objects flew towards me faster than my eye could track, before diverting at the last moment, spinning off into the distance. The whole time, all I could hear was the mad giggling of the wizard clutching my shoulder.

Until suddenly, everything twisted once more, and I collapsed to my knees and emptied the slight contents of my belly over the grass.

“Where?” I choked and gagged once more. “Where are we?”

I looked up, and… he was passed out again. The wizard was flat on his face, snoring into the grass, oblivious to everything around him. I spat to clear my mouth before reaching into my bag. Taking a carrot, I chewed it thoroughly to wash the taste out of my mouth, while I looked around.

“Oh,” I paused as I saw the ramshackle hut behind a low fence.

There was a barn, too. An old thing that I could see had several holes in the thatch. I looked back at the wizard, and I knew I couldn’t leave him there. He was surprisingly light when I hoisted him up. His body was… odd as well. I put that from my mind, feeling uncomfortable enough as it was, and dragged his drunken, limp ass through the nearby gate and over to the front porch.

The hut was small. Enough for a single person to live comfortably. The front porch had a small rocking chair, and the door was slightly ajar.

“Hello?” I called as I nudged it further open to see inside.

With the morning sun rising, I could see inside. It was… a bit of a mess. Like someone had lived here for a time and then quickly abandoned it. Odd, really. But my goal was realized as I spotted the small bed in the corner. It looked like it needed some stuffing, but it would do for now. I dragged the unconscious wizard further inside and lowered them onto the straw mattress. There was a blanket folded up by the foot of the bed. It was the one thing that didn’t look dust covered. And that was likely from all the cat hair strewn about.

“So there is something living here then,” I muttered.

Without an answer, I made sure the wizard was comfortable before looking around the room. A small fireplace with the remains of a fire and a cook pot stand. It needed a good clean, but then so did everything else. I found a larder in the corner beside the bed. Inside was some old, dried meat. How long it had been there I didn’t know, but I wasn’t willing to test its freshness and made a note to bury it somewhere out of the way.

Other than the bed and the fireplace, the only other thing the hut contained was a small table and a single chair. No cook pot either.

With a final look around, I could see no reason to wait, and made my way outside. The sun here was once again low enough on the horizon that the sky was only just brightening. That meant I was somewhere far to the west of where I was originally from. Just how far, I didn’t know. But if the world really was a giant ball like my lessons told me, then that meant I was further west than my original home. Unless the wizard had moved me through both space AND time.

I shook my head. Wizards were bad news. Had I another option, I’d have taken it. But… if this was where he intended to send me, then I had my work cut out for me. I walked around the hut. The thatch here was in bad shape, but unless we had some serious weather coming, it would hold for a time at least. The low fence was falling down in a few spots, and from the looks of things, there were crops growing within, right by the house. Some of those crops were already planted. I could make out a few stems, but… I couldn’t for the life of me work out what they actually were. The first looked like a carrot, but the leaves were misshapen.

I took hold of the vegetable and gave it a pull, drawing out some strange, twisted root that curled around itself. It was purple at the top near the leaves, and bright pink at the base. I’d never seen anything like it, so I set it down and went to the next plant. These looked like potatoes, but with a bit of digging, I pulled up something that resembled a coconut, only orange.

“What on earth?” I shook my head and stuffed the tuber back into the ground once more. I thought about burying the carrot, but that was going to be a lot more effort by hand than I was willing to give. Which meant I should check the barn. It was a decent sized thing.

When I made my way to the front, I could see the doors were closed tight. The lock on the front was stiff, but with a wiggle or two, it came free. Dirt and weeds had built up in front of the barn, making the doors difficult to open. But with a good shove, I made a gap big enough to slip inside.

“Well, that’s… great,” I sighed.

Big ol’ cow skeleton in the middle of the barn. It looked like it had been there for years. Slaughtered or just left to starve, I had no idea. There were some old stains ringing it, like perhaps it had been slaughtered and left to rot. In either case, I ignored it for now as I turned to a large workbench on the wall. Atop it was a rather large knife, gleaming brilliantly, despite the layer of dust. On the wall beside it were various farming implements. A scythe to cut down the grass, a rake, several shovels of different sizes. Even a hand plough. Enough tools to easily look after that small garden outside the hut.

If I guessed right, it was probably large enough to sustain a person and give them enough spare vegetables to trade for some more seed the following year. Nothing special, but then… It also depended on what seed they were talking about. I’d never seen the things growing out there, but then…

I frowned, spotting a crate filled with… seed.

“Why weren’t they growing this?” I asked myself as I stuck my hand into the sack of carrot seeds.

I wasn’t sure how old they were, but with a bit of luck, they’d still grow.

I shook my head and made my way around the barn. I found a ladder that would get me onto the roof. A thick broom to clean out the chimney. Some wood tools, like an ax and a splitter for firewood. There was a forest nearby, so that made sense. I even found the remains of the equipment used to milk the poor deceased cow in the middle of the barn. Even a trough to fill with water for the animal to drink. If this was the place the drunk wizard intended to bring me—then with the crops outside, a cow and maybe some chickens—I could have this place up and running in no time at all.

With that in mind, I decided where I needed to start was around the hut. Making my way over to the wall, I grabbed the scythe and checked the edge. Despite the dust, the blade was perfectly sharp and ready for use. Tucking it under my arm, I made my way to the gate, before feeling the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. Something was watching me.

I turned slowly, looking back into the barn, and locked eyes with it.

“Oh, there you are,” I smiled at the fluffy kitty. “Aren’t you just precious!”
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Enough… That was the final thought running through my head as I crawled free of that place. I needed a break, and I would not be denied. My retainers would take care of things until I felt bothered enough to go back. Crawling out from under the old hut, I took a deep breath, filling my lungs with the fresh air of this world. Only to gag at the scent of vomit and…

“No,” I hissed softly. “Not again.”

With a furious growl, I hurried around the house to the front door. It was wide open, and I slipped inside. There were signs of them everywhere. The intruders were here and even now, one slept in my bed. I thought about ending them. One killing blow, to erase them from existence once and for all. But I knew that would only be a temporary relief. Should I do something so obvious, others would search for this place and the last thing I wanted was even more attention than I already had.

Leaving the unconscious fool to their oblivion, I sought out the other scent. Making my way outside, I followed the footsteps until I came upon the carrot. It had been hauled from the earth like the ones before it had. I already wanted to kill this interloper. This was my home, not theirs. Their continued insistence on desecrating this place was maddening. The only reprieve to my fury was the discovery that they had reburied one of the potatoes. Perhaps they wished to eat the carrot?

I hissed again. I cared not for their reasons, only for their demise. The wizard would leave, that they remained at all was out of character. Only the other needed dealing with. And there was only one other place I could think to find them. I slipped through the fence and made my way around the barn. Slipping under a loose board, I entered my ritual chamber and beheld the glory of my last work. Keeping the portal open was a constant process of renewal, and the only reason I truly tolerated this abuse in my home.

The curse I left upon their souls kept my house in order and allowed me to travel freely between the plains. This one would be no different. I slipped into the barn, hearing their incessant muttering. Their hopes and dreams of wealth and glory made me laugh. None lived long enough to gain anything more than horror and fear. This was an old game and yet…

I sniffed deeply. And paused. This one… had no aura. No tell, no feel, no mental shield and yet was completely protected from my mental influences. I turned my head slowly, as I spotted the human pluck my sacrificial scythe from the wall. His grubby fingers marred the wood, and I genuinely considered removing his tongue for daring to do so. He walked towards the door that I hadn’t noticed at first was open, and he paused, just as I did.

His head turned and regarded me for a moment, before his face broke into a wide smile.

“Oh, there you are,” he smiled at me. “Aren’t you just precious!”

Yes, mortal.

Bow before Sagroth the Magnificent or be bathed in your own blood. Boiled in your excrement and spat into the bowels of hell itself! WORSHIP ME AS YOUR LORD AND–
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Meow. Mew. Mewl. Meeew! Mewmewmew. Mew!

“Haha,” I chuckled. “So cute. You just wait right there. I’m going to cut some grass. I’ll see if I can find you something to eat later, okay?”


Chapter 2



The sun was high, and the day was warm. The cooling of the days coming into the end of the growing season seemed to be lessened here. With luck, I was pretty certain we’d avoid the frost as well. Growing a large crop would have to wait until after winter. But that wouldn’t stop me from growing a smaller crop to see how all of this worked.

I’d stripped off my shirt. Tucked into the waist of my pants, I felt the material pat against my leg as I swung the massive scythe. It was a good tool, and the grass parted easily. Each swing of the mighty blade cut a wide swathe ahead of me before I stepped forward and swung once more. Starting by the walls of the small hut, I had worked my way out.

The whole time, I could feel eyes on me. I knew I was being watched. By what exactly, I wasn’t sure. The only one around that I could see was the kitty sitting over on the wall. I thought about the drunk wizard inside, but as I passed by the front porch, I could still see he was face down. Hopefully, he was breathing… Hopefully, he hadn’t vomited over himself.

I shook my head and continued working. The simple motion of the scythe was a calming one. Slash, step, slash, step. Over and over again. I was careful to look before I cut, making sure to avoid the small plots of previously farmed land within the fence. The whole thing needed work. The hut was a bit of a mess, sure. But the garden plots were beyond salvation. I’d have to pull the crops that were growing and hoe the land once more.

Without a horse or a steer, I’d be hard pressed to do more than inside the fence. Still, I’d been teleported by a drunk wizard. Clearly he was something, and if he wanted me to work here. Perhaps I could persuade him to invest a little. I still wasn’t sure how this all came to be, but I was out of options the moment the baron clapped his eyes on me. I could only thank the lucky stars I was beyond his reach, and I had no plans to go back.

A couple of hours after I started, I set the scythe against the fence and admired my work. It was a good thing I had started all this. Around the back of the hut, I’d found a small well. It was low, hidden by the tall grass, and had a simple wooden board over the top to keep things out. I would look for a source of stone later, see if I could build it up a little. I’d need to cut a tree or two to make a proper roof. There was no way I could afford to buy some proper planks. Not to mention, I had no idea where this actually was. I could see no distant plumes of smoke from a nearby town, nor any signs of humans.

That was both a comfort and a worry. Fewer people meant less chance of being bothered by anyone. That included the monsters who liked to prey on travelers. A few rabid wolves, or a clan of goblins, could make living as a simple farmer a rather dangerous pastime. They weren’t quite so dangerous away from the larger populations. But that was likely because there were larger things to worry about. Drakes, arachne, and ogres were some of the most common problems on the outskirts of the kingdom. The traders that came through town always had stories from abroad. About losing men or wares to the attacks of a griffon, or coming across a fresh settlement decimated by dragon-fire.

I shook my head and tried not to think about it. This place, while old and abandoned, had no signs of monsters. No broken walls, no large ruts, crushed fences, and even the dead cow in the barn lacked any signs of being eaten by something large enough to kill it.

Shaking off those thoughts once again, I stepped around back to the well. When I lifted off the lid, I found, of all things, the cook pot that was missing from the fire. It was hanging just inside the well on a chain. The cast iron was rusted severely, but with some sand and some elbow grease, I could fix that. Still, for now, I wanted a drink. I’d get a proper bucket later for this. Right now, I took the chain and figured out where most of it was lying in the grass. Weeds had grown up through the links and I tugged it free before lowering it into the darkness.

The well was deeper than I thought it would be, and–

“SHIT!” I jerked as I felt a nudge from behind. I caught myself and turned, seeing the cat behind me, holding up a paw. I laughed and shook my head. “Careful little guy,” I reached out to pet the cat. It ducked my hand and turned to scamper several steps away. “Oops,” I frowned, spotting a minor discrepancy. “Apologies, little lady.”

The cat meowed at me, before turning with a huff and stalking away. I watched the creature go. It didn’t seem to like me much, but that was pretty normal for cats. She probably thought she owned this place, and I was intruding. Still, I’d set some traps. Surely there’d be some rabbits, squirrels, or even a few wild rats about the area. As long as I wasn’t hunting the king’s game, it wasn’t poaching and I could do as I pleased. With a bit of meat, I could befriend my little mistress and all would be well once more.

I chuckled to myself. Thinking about making friends with an animal that hated me. I wasn’t one for human companionship. People, by and large, were rude, crude and usually had an agenda. No matter how cantankerous the animal was, you could tell what it wanted by the look in its eye. And usually that was in the form of a good meal. It wouldn’t trick you into feeding it, for the sake of giving you a good kick. Either it would put up with you, or it wouldn’t.

I sighed and shook my head, before going back to my efforts to collect water. The well was far deeper than I expected. The chain was almost out by the time I heard a splash. I thought for a moment that I spotted a flash of purple light from deep within the well. But that vanished as quickly as I thought I saw it. Rather than question this strange place, with strange vegetables, I hauled the pot back to the surface. Hand over hand, I pulled the chain until the pot came into view. Despite the rust on the pot, the water was clear. I set it down gently and scooped some into my hands. It wasn’t slimy, nor did it smell bad. It smelled just as fresh as any well water I’d ever dug up before. So with nothing to lose, I washed my hands, drank my fill and then detached the pot from the chain.

I brought it around to the front of the house, and set it down, sloshing a bit of the water over the side. Over by the garden I found some coarse dirt and scooped up a couple handfuls before bringing it back. It would do for now until I could get some nice sand. Tossing it into the pot, I swirled it around before shrugging and stuffing my shirt in as well. Using it as a cloth to shift the abrasive dirt, I scrubbed and scrubbed as the water turned a disgusting orange color.

I was so absorbed with rubbing the rust away, I didn’t notice I had company until they were right beside me.

“What the fuck is that noise?” the wizard groaned, while leaning on a staff they certainly hadn’t been holding the night before.

I jerked in place and spun, falling to the ground in my shock. The wizard stared at me with bloodshot eyes and tilted his head. “And who the fuck are you?”

“D-Dapy,” I frowned.

“D-Dapy?” The wizard frowned before looking around at the farm. “Shit.” He stepped down off the porch and looked at the barn. “Fuck.” I watched as the agitated wizard turned on the spot and slapped his hand to his head. “Oh, for fuck’s sake.”

“I’m sorry. Have I done something wrong?” I asked as I got up.

The wizard spun around and then staggered. I reached out, catching his arm in the process. Once again, I had the feeling he was padded beneath his robes. From his face and hands, he looked like a crusty old man. He must get cold or something and wore a few layers of something soft.

“Oh, gods, I fucking did it,” the old man wheezed as he straightened. “I fucking said I would, but even I didn’t fucking believe it.”

“Ahhh,” I frowned and let the old man stand on his own.

He swayed in place for a moment. Then looked me over. “Well, D-Dappy⁠—”

“Just Dapy,” I corrected him softly.

“Why didn’t you say that in the first place?” the wizard grunted. “That’s a whole other syllable I had to pronounce like three times.”

“Sorry,” I bowed my head.

The wizard sighed and looked around again. “Well, I’m not. Looks like you’ve already gotten to work.”

“So I’m not in trouble?” I asked, feeling hopeful once more.

The wizard shrugged. “I’m not going to lie to you.”

“Wait, I’m in trouble?” I asked.

The wizard ignored my question and walked over to the closest vegetable patch, where my dug up carrot was still laying on the ground. “This you?”

“Ah… yeah,” I nodded.

The wizard grunted and knocked the carrot towards me. I bent and picked it up before the wizard snatched it from my hands. “Not a complete waste then,” he grunted. “Think you can do better?”

“I have no idea.” I frowned in confusion once more. Better what? I was a farmer. Carrots—even these strange ones, weren’t exactly a scientific endeavor to grow.

The wizard looked me over for a few moments before sighing. “What exactly did I tell you?”

“That you had a job for me,” I recalled. “Then you told the baron to fuck off, called me a pompous dickhead and teleported me here.”

The wizard narrowed his eyes at me before nodding. “Sounds like something I’d do. Really need to lay off the cheap spirits. They always leave my memory all muddled.”

“You don’t remember anything?” I asked.

“Not really,” the wizard shrugged. “Shit, I barely remember what this place looks like.”

My shoulders slumped as I contemplated the man’s words before shaking my head. “What about the job? Was that real?”

“Oh,” the wizard laughed, before grimacing and holding his head once more. “Yeah. Job’s real.”

“Okay,” I nodded. “And… well, you never really explained anything. I’m just…” I gestured to the scythe by the fence and the cut grass laying in heaps on the ground.

The wizard sighed and gave a shallow nod. “Alright. Here’s the gist of it. This farm is magical. Nobody knows how or why, but it produces crops. Those carrots,” he pointed to the one still laying on the ground. “Eating it raw enhances your night vision. Distilling it into a potion increases the effects. One carrot is enough to give a small platoon night vision for around six hours.”

“It’s a magic farm,” I gaped.

“Yep,” the wizard confirmed. “Your job is to… do whatever it is you do. Grow whatever you can. Before winter sets in.”

“Do we get frost or snow here?” I asked.

The wizard frowned before shaking his head. “No. The plants here grow in strange cycles. Which is one of the problems. How this works is a mystery. You can see those trees out there,” he waved a finger around. “Those are the limits of the magic that runs this place. We’ve tried to figure out what’s causing it and came up empty-handed. All we know is what grows here doesn’t grow like anywhere else.”

“Even the grass?” I asked.

The wizard snorted. “Especially the grass.”

I looked over at what I had cut, and let out a long sigh. “So what–”

“Right now,” the wizard spoke over me. “I need to get back to the king and let him know I’ve found the latest replacement.”

“Wait…” I froze. “What?”

But the wizard held up one wrinkled finger. I watched in amazement as he withdrew a flask from within his robes and upended it into his mouth. I watched as he chugged the liquid it contained before giving it a shake for good measure. When he finally lowered his arm, he let out a belch that smelled of fennel.

“Fuck, that shit’s potent,” he coughed. “Gotta time this right or I’ll be explaining to the king how many fairies are fornicating on his mustache again.”

“What?”

The wizard chuckled and gave me a wide grin. “Hey kid. Wanna see some magic?”

“Ahhhh–”

“BOOM!” he cackled as his eyes lit up like a rainbow once more.

The air rippled, and the wizard fell flat on his face once more. Only this time, rather than hit the ground, he pitched through the strange ripple and vanished from view. As the ripples swirled around and settled, I heard his voice call out as if at the end of a long tunnel.

“TRY NOT TO DIE!”

With those words echoing through my head, I slumped back against the fence and took a deep breath.

“Die?”

Meow.

I glanced over at the kitty and smiled. “Nice of you to show up. Now the funny business is gone.”

Hiss.

“Agreed, miss,” I nodded. “Of that, we can agree.”

The cat yowled softly at me as I made my way over to the garden beds. I looked over the first two plants I recognized. The strange carrots and the bushes of potatoes. Examining the beds further, I found what looked like radishes and the remains of both spinach and lettuce. What they did to be considered strange magical components, I had no idea. The radishes literally glowed purple. The spinach in the small patches that I found were entirely silver, like the precious metal. And while the lettuce looked completely fine, when I peeled back a few layers, it had a blue interior.

There were the remains of other plants, but they were strangled by weeds and mostly dead to the point I’d need to pull them out. Nothing suggested that these plants grew any more rapidly than normal. Only the wizard, who I still lacked a name for, had mentioned the growing seasons weren’t normal. Did that mean I could still work through winter? I didn’t know. That would make things troublesome if I had a large crop to care for. Not having time off to chop wood or work on the hut would be a problem.

Still, for now, I had enough to do. The first step was cleaning up, and then I’d work on what to do with the garden plots. There were plenty of tools in the barn and I had hours of sunlight to go.

My first step was after returning the scythe. I collected a rake and the hoe. Starting with the rake, I worked my way around the fenced yard, pulling the loose grass into bundles. I didn’t know what the grass did that made it special. So I carefully bundled it up against the fence for the time being. I could only hope that the wizard would return soon and tell me more about what was going on. Until then, my job was clear.

I was a farmer.

With the cut grass clear, I went back to the garden beds and started weeding. I plucked out the small growths, ignoring how the strange weeds looked different to normal. The insects I found didn’t look any worse for wear, so I concluded nothing here would harm me. I got through the first of the beds, noting several potato bushes and a half dozen carrots. Whoever planted them didn’t seem to have much of an idea of what they were doing. None of this was set out well. No even rows, no spacing. The tools were there, but they hadn’t been used well. More like someone had mixed handfuls of seed together and tossed it about to see what came of it.

I shook my head and began to organize where everything would go. I had three main gardens so far. With plenty of seed available in the barn, I’d have to see exactly what I had to grow before I set the final plans in motion. But I could put the potatoes around the front where they’d bush up nicely and give me something nice to look at when they flowered. They would be easy. All I needed to do was dig up the bushes already planted. By separating out the potatoes, I could grow several more crops of them with relatively little effort.

Once those were in, I could see about the rest. No doubt, I’d end up digging several more gardens. Perhaps if I gave a good go of this, I could convince the wizard to bring me some more animals. Some chickens, a cow, maybe some pigs. I’d need something at least if I was to plough the land between the fence and the trees. It would take me weeks to do it all by hand with a hoe.

I finished gathering my thoughts and stepped back from the garden bed, and right on the prongs of the rake. It made me wince as I felt the metal dig into my heel, before it flicked up. Like an old wives’ tale, the wooden handle cracked me on the back of the head and I fell forward with a yell.

The cat yowled somewhere ahead of me and I laughed self-consciously at myself for the blunder.

“Stupid of me,” I chuckled as I looked over at the cat as it preened in the afternoon sunlight. When I looked back at the rake, I shook my head. “Could have sworn I left that over by the fence with the hoe.”

With a grunt, I picked up the rake and set it back by the fence. I looked up at the sky. I didn’t have a lot of time. The sun was getting low after weeding the three garden beds. But I had time for a little more.

Hoe in hand, I moved to the gate and carved out a small path so I could walk easily. Hoeing the land on either side of this path, I left shallow furrows, perfect for planting the potatoes. Those I would dig up in the morning. Right now, it was time to pack up for the night. I made my way inside. There was a small stack of dried wood beside the fireplace, along with some tinder and flint. I spent a few minutes getting the fire going before it got too dark. Tonight’s meal would be simple, but it would fill my belly until I could work out what to do next. I didn’t like the idea of eating strange, magical vegetables, but I’d do so if I needed to.

So, as the fire settled, I went back outside and retrieved my now mostly rust-free pot. I took it around the back and retrieved some more water. I drank my fill before carrying the remainder inside. After setting the pot on the stand above the flames, I started going over the hut. My initial reaction to the emptiness of it was accurate. Other than the larder, the bed, the table and the chair. There really wasn’t anything else of interest. Just some dust, dirt and a lot of cat hair.

I shook my head and retrieved my pocket knife. Carefully, I cut some of the vegetables I brought from home. I didn’t want to go overboard. I could only eat so much. Dropping the chunks into the pot, it was going to be an unsatisfactory meal. I thought about adding some of the meat from the larder, but that was questionable. I’d as likely enhance my meal as I would poison myself.

So I gave up on the idea, and busied myself with carving a rough spoon out of a length of wood, while I waited for my soup to boil. I’d carved a few spoons in my day. They were tricky things without a curved knife, but my end result was serviceable. I used the rough outline of it to stir the pot, keeping anything from sticking to the bottom as I did so. After giving the spoon a shake to cool, I went back to carving.

By the time the potatoes had cooked through, I had a spoon smooth enough to risk eating off, and silently consumed my meal. At least, until I noticed I was being watched again. I turned, seeing the cat staring at me from the doorway. I swallowed my mouthful before looking back at the pot once more.

“Here.” I scooped out a few vegetable chunks. “It’s not meat, but it will fill your belly if you try it.”

I tipped the contents out onto the floor and used my knife to cut the chunks into smaller pieces. The cat glared at me, and I slowly shook my head before getting another idea. While I wasn’t going to eat it, the meat, so long as it wasn’t foul, would probably be fine for the cat. I got up and went to the larder. Opening it up, I took out the strange chunk of meat. It was like jerky, and whatever it was, I couldn’t identify.

It didn’t smell putrid, but I still wouldn’t risk it. With my knife, I cut a small strip off the side of the meat and carried it over to the chopped vegetables I’d left. With a bit of care, I sliced the meat. Only for the cat to bat my elbow on the last cut. I jerked slightly and winced as the blade carved into my thumb. I froze as I dropped the last piece of meat. It was bloody, and I sucked my thumb. Before I could stop it, the kitty came over and started eating, and I shook my head.

“S’pose you’re a predator. Bit of blood wouldn’t hurt you in the end,” I grunted.
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Today had been as infuriating as it was entertaining. The human was a busy little thing. Swinging around that blade, he leveled the grass. It would make it harder to sneak up on him, but part of me was thankful that he had made travel within my home more manageable. Still, I was disappointed that he didn’t fall into the well. Though most of that disappointment lay with myself. I thought I timed it just right to nudge him while off balance. But he caught himself. Clever human, but I had played this game many times. Though the sound of drowning was always entertaining, if that particular was successful. Humans, so afraid of the dark, and so quick to go under. The ones that could swim lasted longer, but the water was deep enough it never lasted.

Still, with that failure, I was forced to retreat as that blasted wizard appeared. Confirming my worst suspicions, the human was here to stay until he could be dealt with. I made my displeasure known, with the little incident with the rake. Stupid human didn’t even notice me moving it. I almost coughed up a hairball when it hit him square in the head.

Which brought me to now. I was furious at him for his offering of food. A grand and majestic being such as I, and that filthy peasant didn’t even have the courtesy to offer me a plate?! It served him right that he paid in blood for my meal. Having it over sliced pieces of my last challenger was a delightful touch. But that would not spare him. The wizard would only be gone a few days, and in that time, I needed to end this trespasser.

Are you listening to me, human? I grinned up at him as he sat against the wall, carving a fork out of a piece of wood. You will die by my hand!

“Hmm?” he replied. “You say something, kitty?”

Fool, I hissed.

“Aww, don’t be mad,” he pouted.

Why did he pout? Was I a child? NO! I⁠—
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Mew! Meoooow! Mewl mew meeeew!

I grinned at the kitty as she walked in circles, talking to herself. Or was she talking to me? I didn’t really know. I just saw how fluffy she was and wondered what it would be like to run my fingers through her fur.

Looking over the fork I had created, I could only hope that I could ask the wizard when he came back where I could get more supplies. Things were limited here, and while I could live off boiled vegetables for a time, it would not be a comfortable existence.

“Besides,” I smiled at the still meowing cat on the floor. “I should ask if you have a name.”


Chapter 3



It had been several long days since I had seen the drunk wizard. Several loooooong days. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. But there was something definitely wrong with this farm. I just knew it. The first full day I had after the wizard left, I kept myself busy. Rather than stick to a few small patches of garden, I decided to hoe as much land as I could around the house. Neat little rows for the strange vegetables that grew here. And it was within the first hours of the day, the first incident happened.

Raising the bladed tool into the air, I felt a nudge from behind. As I swung the tool down into the earth, I overbalanced and the blade narrowly missed taking off my largest toe. When I turned to see what had nudged me, there was nothing but the kitty watching from the porch. She was a delightful thing, always watching, always with me. So it was strange that something had nudged me while she was there, and neither of us noticed a thing.

I was just about ready to put it from my mind, when the very grass seemed to rise up high enough to catch my ankle as I went to fetch water. My heart just about stopped when I landed, barely catching myself before going head first into the dark space and end up at the bottom of the well. I made a note to hurry with my hoeing, so I could upgrade the water source. All it needed was taller sides and it wouldn’t be a problem anymore. With a proper lid, I could ensure the kitty didn’t accidentally fall in either.

My problems didn’t end there, though. I spent a few hours sorting the various seeds in the barn the following day. Which was when an anvil, of all things, crashed into the floor beside me. I jumped back with a start, and looked up, not seeing where it had come from. It made sense to have an anvil on a farm like this. But why on earth was it left in the rafters where it could fall and kill someone?

Once again, though, my fears were pushed aside by the presence of that pretty kitty. She was a true delight, and she seemed to appreciate the food I gave her. Whatever that dried meat was in the larder, she seemed to enjoy it quite a bit. I’d even spent a few hours carving a piece of wood with a knife into a small plate for her. She’d spent several minutes meowing at me when I showed it to her. Never before had I met such a vocal cat. It was delightful. Even if she didn’t like head pats and back scritches. Fickle creatures they were, and respect her, I would.

It didn’t matter how diligent I was, there always seemed to be something about to happen. I would catch myself on a door, furniture or rock and fall. Something would drop on me from above. I’d feel a nudge at the wrong moment and stumble or almost injure myself while working. It was like there was something on this farm that did not want me here. I could feel it in my bones. A hidden animosity, like a snake rearing up to bite me, only held back by sheer luck on my behalf.

Which brought me to now. As I lay in my new bed. Head on the pillow, blanket tucked to my chin and kitty purring softly on my chest. Not that I could see her, with the gleaming blade of the scythe resting against my throat. If I hadn’t flinched the moment I opened my eyes, it would have ended me right here and now. Instead, my small jerk caused the tip of the blade to impale the straw beside me instead.

I took a deep breath before wiggling my arms up. The kitty was not making this easy, and indeed she made an affronted noise as I disturbed her. Still, I needed to get this tool away from me. If it was inside, after I had locked it away in the barn days ago, that meant someone was here. Was it a prank? Perhaps a rogue visitor? Some monstrous lunatic, visiting in the night, wanting to play before the end. I shuddered softly, but moved quickly.

The blade hadn’t embedded very deeply in the mattress. I took hold of the blunt side, where the metal was folded for strength, and lifted the blade free. The pointed end was undamaged, to my relief, and I hoisted it up before lowering it across my legs. I was careful not to disturb the kitty more than I already had, and she clawed my chest in contentment.

“There now,” I sighed as I set the tool down. “I think it’s time I got up.”

I risked the wrath of the poor kitty by lifting the blankets. She mewled in distress as I bundled her up. But only as long as it took to lift her off me, before setting her down on my warm spot. With the kitty safe and secure, I sat up and looked once more at the scythe.

There were no signs of anything. No blood, no handprints. It was just… here. Even the door was closed, with no signs of footprints in the muddy ones I left coming in the night before. I sighed, before looking down at the kitty who glared up at me. Without thinking, I reached out and rubbed her ears. She made a noise, and I chuckled, pulling my hand away before I lost it.

“You stay here,” I mumbled, pushing myself upright, before lifting the bladed tool. “I’ll get some work done.”

The cat glared at me, and I smiled back. Sooner or later, I’d win her over. Even now, she got closer than she did when I first arrived. It made me chuckle. Such a cranky feline. I opened the front door and ducked as a wooden paling swung down. I yelped as it crashed into the partially open door, and I looked up, seeing the rusty nail that would have caught me between the eyes. My heart thudded in my chest as I slowly stood. The nail was embedded in the door, and I pulled it free, to the sounds of a cat mewling.

“Glad you think this is funny,” I grumped at the feline.

It came out with a thunk, and I looked at the roof of the porch. It was one of the support bars that held up the frame. I shook my head before closing the door behind me. I checked the rest of the roof and saw no signs of anything else coming loose. I’d probably need to replace that whole beam, but that would have to wait until I had access to the materials. Which meant waiting on the wizard and wherever he went off to.

I checked around, seeing no signs of danger in any direction. The ground was plowed, and there were no signs of footprints. No tools lay about, and the way to the barn was clear and open. I walked out the front gate and made my way around without a fuss. I kept my eye on the grass, making sure I wouldn’t tread on anything.

When I reached the barn unmolested, it was only now that I really paused. The door was slightly ajar. Like someone hadn’t closed it up properly the night before. That could have been me, but there had been an awful lot of strange happenings lately. So, rather than barge in, I cleared my throat.

“Hello?” I called. “Is anyone there?”

I waited a few moments before lowering the scythe. Rather than charge in, I used the end of it to nudge the door open. It moved slowly, before a sudden clunk echoed within. The door was just wide enough for me to squeeze through, when it suddenly slammed shut. The scythe was caught in the door and ripped from my hand. Stuck firm and pinned in place with the door closed tight. I heard the rumbling of whatever was on the other side of the door and froze in shock.

“HELLO?!” I tried once more and got no reply.

I shook my head. This was getting too much. How many times did I need to almost die in a single day? Was this even worth it? Would the baron forgive me if I came back and apologized? Even if he threw me into the dungeon for a few years, at least that came with meals.

I shook my head as conflicting thoughts swirled, before I stepped back, and nudged something softly. I froze, and glanced down, before sighing in relief.

“It’s just you.” I bent and ran my fingers down her spine.

The kitty spat at me, and hopped out of reach, before glaring like I had offended her. That made me roll my eyes. At least she was consistent. Bad tempered little thing, with a single sweet spot. I shook my head and looked back at the barn. With one hand, I pressed the door to see if it would open. It didn’t budge, so I put my shoulder against it. Whatever was on the other side was pinned down tight. What it was, I didn’t know, but there weren’t many options. Perhaps the workbench had collapsed? In either case, I needed a new way in.

I walked around the barn, tapping the sides, looking for a loose board. Near the back, I actually found one. It swung aside, just far enough that I bet a cat could get in. Which explained a bit, considering I’d seen her in the barn a few times when I was sure she hadn’t followed me. With a bit of leverage, I pried the board aside and pulled it free. That gave me a better grip on the one beside it, and I repeated the process.

It only took a few minutes, and I had several of the boards out. With a hammer and a few minutes, I’d have it back together in no time at all. With the gap wide enough, I squeezed my way in, mindful of anything that may fall, hit, spring out, swing, or strike me in any way. The barn, in particular, had proven to be rather vicious in terms of accidents. Even now, the cow skeleton in the middle of the room was a stark reminder of that fact.

In fact, it might even be the cause? Perhaps some restless spirit attached itself to the poor animal. Perhaps it needed a proper burial? I’d worry about that later. Right now, I needed to get the door open.

I crept through the barn, keeping an eye out for movement or danger. Finding none, but the collapsed workbench leaning on the door. It looked like one of the supports had come loose and the whole thing had fallen over, right as I tried to come inside. The weight of the thing would have been enough, that if the impact didn’t kill me, the crushing weight certainly would have.

“I need to get out of here,” I grunted.

With a sigh, I moved over to the bench and started clearing everything away. I tidied up the tools and made sure there was nothing damaged. It looked as if things had been spared, and other than the bench, it was all accounted for. With the tools removed, I was able to pick up the bench and lift it back to its spot on the wall. There, I was left with a small problem as I realized I couldn’t both hold it and reattach the leg at the same time. It was a heavy piece of wood, so I didn’t want to try and get under it once more.

Which was when I heard something.

“Hello the farm!” the old wizard shouted.

“IN HERE!” I yelled out.

I held still and waited for a moment before the door swung open. I grinned at the bleary-eyed wizard as he came in and looked around.

“What the fuck happened here?” He asked.

“It fell over when I came in this morning,” I grunted. “Think you can give me a hand?”

“Dinner first, fucker,” the wizard snorted, before coming to join me.

With his help, and a bit of rummaging around, I was able to brace things long enough to get the leg back on. A joint had slipped, likely over time, and simply fallen off. That allowed the rest of it to overbalance and collapse, landing on the door. It was only sheer luck that spared me, but then…

“So,” the old wizard chucked. “Settling in, okay?”

“For the most part,” I grunted.

“Excellent,” the wizard straightened.

“It’s just that–”

“Oh!” the wizard held up a hand. “Almost forgot, I have an official writ.”

“Writ?” I asked.

The wizard reached into a hidden pocket in his robes and withdrew a scroll before opening it and clearing his throat. “Under the authority of King Rickart The Magnanimous, Fifth Horseman of the Saddle, Sworn… y’know what, fuck all that nonsense? Yada, yada, farmer Dapy is to stay on the farm and perform duties as a farmer henceforth until death, under pain of death.”

“What?” I froze.

“If you want to read all that idiot’s titles, go ahead.” he stuffed the scroll into my hand before stepping outside.

“No,” I hurried after him. “No, I meant the part about death?”

“Hmm?” the wizard frowned. “Oh, this place is a national secret. If you leave, we have to kill you. So either you work until you die, or you work until we find a replacement for you and just lop your head off for the convenience.”

“What?” I squeaked.

“It’s not so bad,” the wizard chuckled and patted my arm. “Put together a list of everything you need. You’ve made it this far. I could probably portal in a keg or two of ale if you really wanted it. There’ll be another cow coming too.”

I wrung my hands in apprehension while the wizard continued his sales pitch. But the only thing going through my mind was the terms of my new living situation… Till death.
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“Ugh,” I hissed as I slumped on my throne. “I hate wizards.”

“Shall I destroy him for you, my prince?”

I stared at my general and sighed. “No Vozrok. I did that once before. Stupid king spent a year marching soldiers over my holiday home. If I wasn’t distracted by war at the time, I’d likely have overthrown him for the inconvenience.”

“Would that not be a prudent thing to accomplish, regardless?” my general asked.

I stared at them for a moment. Disputes within the demon kingdom were not exactly rare. But my trusted general had never shown any desire to usurp me. Of course, that meant I kept them closer than ever. The best at hiding were the most dangerous after all. Still, though, they had proven exceptionally loyal, and even humoring the idea of vacating my throne to attack the human lands seemed more an honest question than a hopeful suggestion.

“No,” I muttered angrily. “If I were to intrude on the human lands, my brethren would as well. My little secret would get out, and they’ll all be clamoring over my little slice of the overworld.”

“You don’t think they know about your visits?” Vozrok asked.

I chuckled and shook my head. “I’m sure they know about my visits. But they likely don’t suspect the depth or intention. In all the millennia I have sat upon this throne, the visits to the overworld have been scarce, short and mostly violent. Only by pure chance was this portal opened, and only by painstaking efforts on my behalf have I kept that portal from closing. Should I abuse it now, I risk losing it forever.”

“Is it truly so marvelous up there?” Vozrok asked.

I smiled to myself. “The overworld is beautiful. Even if the humans are a blight upon it.”

We drifted into silence. I reached out with my power and touched the minds of my people. Many cowered, as they should. Others did not, at least, until I focused my intent on them. One by one, my people felt the touch of my power and renewed their fealties for me. There was no point in pretending I was anything other than the undisputed ruler of this land.

At least… that was until I touched another. They were moving towards the castle. Within, I felt a surge of power. Not enough to threaten me, but enough that they thought they could. It was what I expected from my general. This might make a good testing. It had been a while since I had sunk my teeth into something that lived long enough to struggle. It had been an age since something had quickened my heart rate and I could only hope that this would give me that.

“Prince Sagroth?” Vozrok glanced at me.

“Let them come,” I commanded, as I continued to lounge on my throne.

It, like the others, was shaped to my own desires. The Prince of Pride had a throne far larger and taller than my own. Greed had one made of precious metals decorated with jewels. One could compare my own throne to that of a bed. Luscious, soft and oh so very warm and comfortable. It had been an age since I had felt the need to invite one to sit upon it. Somewhere between becoming the most powerful demon of this plane, my suitors had dried up.

I was grimacing still at the thought as the doors to my throne room burst in. An incubus glared at me. His chiseled frame bore not a stitch of clothing. His cock jutted forward like an arrow to his destination. A leather belt around his waist held an old arcane blade, and I couldn’t help but roll my eyes as I realized what was happening.

“You dare insult the presence of such a refined weapon?!” the incubus snarled, before gripping the hilt.

“Leave it alone, child,” Vozrok chuckled. “Until you draw that blade, you may yet leave this room alive.”

“Vozrok,” the incubus nodded. “Once I deal with the prince, I shall have your loyalty, or your head.”

Vozrok glanced at me before chuckling. I smirked alongside him and admired one of my claws. Like my shifted state, I shared a few traits. The claws, the tail and a swiveling pair of ears that picked up the sound of a blade being drawn. I didn’t bother reacting as a blade of pure energy sheared the top of my throne off. It would be repaired when I was done with this.

“Who sent you, child?” I asked.

“SENT ME?!” the incubus raged. “I SENT ME!”

“Who gave you the blade?” I waved my hand in impatience.

The incubus glared at me and narrowed his eyes. “It matters not.”

“The throne will not respond eagerly to one who does not claim it earnestly,” I drawled in a bored tone. “Unless you found that blade yourself, then knowingly or otherwise, you are working for the interests of another.” I shrugged. “I just wanted to know if it was one of mine, or another that sent you here to die. That way, I know where to mail what remains of you.”

The incubus charged. I smiled and held up my hand. The ancient blade whipped through the air. Like so many before, it would crush under my…

I jerked my head aside as the blade punched through my hand. The blade pierced me through the center of my palm, and only narrowly missing my eye. The incubus glared at me with a triumphant smile before yanking his blade free once more.

I hissed in pain, feeling the jagged metal tear through my flesh. It wasn’t healing, nor did my might stop it. Someone was playing a long game. Send a challenger every few centuries with cheap arcane blades to get me to let my guard down. Then send someone competent with a real weapon, and suddenly the playing field was far more level than I was comfortable with.

The blade whistled for my neck. I glanced up before kicking off the ground. The blade passed under my chin as I rolled backward off my broken throne. The incubus followed me, slashing downward to cut me in half, vertically. To mar the face of a creature as perfect as I was a disgrace. Should I be in his place, I would not be aiming to kill so readily. Having someone as perfect as I to play with in the aftermath would be its own reward. I felt insulted by his actions, and after dodging the swing of his blade, I ended it with a single clawed thrust.

My strike hit home, gouging into the incubus’s side. He jerked back, and I raised my fingers to lick away the blood, only…

“It will take more than a tickle to end me,” the incubus laughed, before straightening to show me his unblemished skin.

My heart thudded in my chest, and I let out a wide smile. Perhaps today would be a far better day than I would have ever imagined.
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“Do I even want to know?” The wizard asked.

I shook my head before putting the fresher meat down into the larder beside the mystery meat. “I’ve been feeding it to the cat.”

“What cat?”

I looked around. “I don’t think she likes people,” I shrugged. “Usually she’s watching me. So I’ve been feeding her.”

The wizard nodded before stepping back. “Either way, that’s it for now. The longer you live, the more likely the king will approve expenses.”

I swallowed. “About that. There’s no way that I can leave, is there?”

“Course there is,” the wizard laughed. “Pick a direction and start walking. Just don’t expect to get very far. The whole countryside is warded. The moment you pass through, one of the king’s men will be out to lop your head off.”

“And nobody can get in then?” I asked.

The wizard chuckled. “I come and go all the time. Any wizard with abilities like mine could do the same. But if you mean, could someone walk in? Unlikely.”

“And if they’re already in?”

The wizard frowned before his eyes lit up in that kaleidoscopic light I was getting familiar with. He looked around for a few moments, before his power returned and he sagged in place. “Nope.”

“Nope?”

“Nobody around,” he confirmed. “Though again, if they were a wizard, they could have hidden themself. But if one of my brethren is running around this farm, that’s the least of your concerns.”

“Great,” I sighed.

“Oh… don’t be so sad,” the wizard gave me a nudge. “Tell you what. You last a month. I’ll see about getting you out of here for a night. Find you a nice brothel, and get your dick polished once or twice.”

I froze in shock, and the look on my face must have meant something. The wizard burst into hysterical laughter, slapping his knee before falling backward through his portal and vanishing from my sight once more.

“Shit,” I swore.

I looked around. Other than some food, an extra blanket, the wizard hadn’t left anything else. Not even their name. I grunted to myself and shook my head.

“What do I do now?” I asked the empty room.

The reply came with a small thump. I felt it through the floor, and it made me confused. It was a rather large thump, and I quickly realized that it was probably whoever had been causing all these problems… Then I shook my head again, remembering the wizard looked for people on the farm, and found nothing.

So when a second thump came through the floor, I rushed outside and moved around the porch. The hut was on short legs, so the floorboards weren’t on the ground. Water wouldn’t build up and I would always have a dry home. But that let me spot something moving under the crawlspace. It thrashed, and its body bounced off the underside of the floor at the same time as I realized what it was.

“KITTY!” I yelped.

Without a second to think, I was crawling under the hut. I felt bits of sharp rock scratch and cut me. I ignored it all and kept crawling. She was thrashing around as if in pain, and I reached her as quickly as I could.

Her body was sticky with blood, and there was an open wound down her side. Her ribs were exposed to the air, and one of her paws looked like someone had driven a nail through it. My heart leaped into the back of my mouth, and I took hold of her. She yowled, and I felt one of her claws lash down my face, but I ignored it as I slowly dragged her out.

She was in a pitiful state, and that was only more obvious in the sunlight. She was clearly in terrible pain, and I cradled her close as I rushed inside. With no time to waste, I took one look at the new blanket that had just been delivered. Setting the kitty on the bed, I picked up a knife and with a few quick cuts, I had some bandages. With the leftover water from the pot I had used the night before to bathe, I looked at the kitty with a pained smile.

“You’re going to hate me for this,” I grimaced as I wet the first strip in order to clean the wounds. “But it’s for your own good.”


Chapter 4



Ripping a pillar from the wall, I swung for the raging incubus. This had gone on long enough, and I was no longer confident in my ability to win this engagement. We demons had our vices, and while pride was not one of mine, I still had enough of it to refuse an order of surrender or an attempt to flee. No, this would end with death, just… Which of us, I wasn’t sure. Vozrok had fled the chamber when the fighting truly started. I expected nothing less. This wasn’t their fight and their future depended on this outcome.

If I had been just a little more prepared, I would have a blade of my own. My favorite spear, locked away in a vault, was all I needed. Without, I was still a formidable warrior, equal to any of the princes. Perhaps that was my folly. I had ruled from a place of fear and control. Taken out of that zone of comfort, I was still just a demon, and facing a skilled opponent, I was—for the first time in recent memory—evenly matched.

The pillar in my arms sliced in two with the casual flick of the incubus’s blade. That infernal weapon. I felt the fool for not recognizing it. So many had come with cheap replicas. They looked right, and they tested well. But like any gold plated jewelry, what made it arcane was only a light coating, without any real substance.

As the ancient stone split apart, I spun and hurled the remainder at my opponent. The ceiling was already crumbling, and I dodged a section of the ceiling above that fell to the floor. It broke through the floor, tumbling into the darkness of the catacombs below. It was a shame my armory was warded against this kind of attack, or I’d have jumped down to retrieve it. Opening the armory took time. It is why I rarely carried a weapon. Retrieving and replacing it was bothersome, as was carrying it at all times. Asking an underling to do it for me invited weakness I would not tolerate.

“HA!” I chuckled as the incubus glared at me from the other side of the hole.

“You’re amused?” the incubus questioned. “Why?”

“Because this situation is amusing,” I snorted. “Fool.”

His face twisted in rage, and his wings snapped open. It was the only warning I had before he lunged. On any normal day, I would have been impressed by the musculature of his legs. But his sheer arrogance twisted my opinion of him, and I ignored his form as he swung that cursed weapon once more.

With cat-like reflexes, I rolled back as he passed overhead. Striking up with a kick, I caught him in the stomach, driving the wind from his lungs as he pitched forward and slammed into the ground. His body shattered one of the stone floor tiles, before he rolled forward in a heap. I chuckled to myself and stood, only to feel a lance of pure agony down my side. I clutched at the bleeding wound in my ribs. He missed his first strike to kill me and settled for a wounding shot as he sailed overhead. Likely, the kick saved my life, but the wound was still deep. I could see my bones beneath my skin and flesh, even my lung, inflating and deflating as I sucked in painful gasps of air.

But I was Sagroth. No mere incubus! I was a PRINCE! I felt rage boil up in my veins and stormed towards the incubus interloper. How dare he strike me? How dare he mar my perfect body? This scar would take weeks to heal! Such a disgrace upon my skin was not worthy of mercy and I sought to end this here and now.

Each stomp of my foot shattered the floor as chunks of stone rained down from above. This keep would need to be rebuilt when this was finished, so there was no longer any need to hold back. I let out my power with a terrifying scream. I flexed my magical might, weakening my hold on this plane as I strengthened my own body. The incubus, feeling the change in the air, rolled to his feet as he raised his weapon. That horrible, gleaming blade now tinged red with the gore from my own body.

I growled menacingly at him, and he smirked in response. “About time.”

What?

The walls of my plane vibrated. The very fabric of my home’s reality trembled. Taking advantage of my distraction, the incubus lashed out, aiming for my throat. This wasn’t just an attack on my throne, but an invasion of my plane. Whichever of the princes was involved, I didn’t know. Perhaps all of them? Perhaps none. It was just as likely that a new plane had come to be, under the strength of an unknown, who was now making their presence known. Simpler still, perhaps one of my brethren had fallen, and their replacement, high on the win, sought to take a second throne.

It had been a long time since there had been an emperor. The last attempt decimated six planes of the underworld, this one included. It took a millennia of constant warfare just to separate them once more, and another to establish a ruling class that wasn’t in constant conflict with itself. Not that any of it mattered. I was off balance, distracted and entirely aware that there was a blade coming for my neck. The distraction proved fatal, and while this was not an honest win, the throne would respect the lack of leadership. Not that it would mean anything. Once our invaders broke through, he would likely lose whatever small gains he had made. He was a pawn, whether he knew it or not.

With cold acceptance of my fate, I watched with cold eyes as the blade approached the soft flesh of my neck. My thoughts drifted to the farm. That one magical place, now likely destined for ruin. I closed my eyes as I imagined the soft grass. The smell of the rain. The chirping of the baby birds in the spring that tasted so good as their skulls crushed within my jaws. It was paradise and–

CLANG

I jerked back as I saw the arcane blade stopped in place. Blocking it was the polished silver gleam of a familiar-looking spear.

“Apologies for my tardiness, my prince,” Vozrok grunted with effort.

“Interference,” the incubus hissed.

“Hypocrisy,” I gestured to the cracks in the sky above my plane before snatching my weapon. With power still flooding my veins, I pushed it into the foundations of this place and uttered a vow. “They who so seek to destroy me may take this place upon my death. Of this I vow.”

The power flooded the room and Vozrok smiled as they backed off once more. The incubus, feeling the finality of my vow, smiled before lunging once more. He was fast, strong and dedicated to his goal, no matter how misguided he was. But I wasn’t unarmed this time. I had my spear, and as his sword whistled around in a flash of white, the haft of my weapon met it. The smack of our weapons echoed through the keep, knocking more stones free of the roof.

It wasn’t all as it seemed, though. I had performed the block perfectly. But my wounded side screamed at me. Like the very fires of hell itself, I burned in rage and agony. There was no time to gloat. I could only push. Lashing out with the bladed tip, the incubus was forced back a step. A boulder fell between us, and I swung, striking the stone with the haft, shattering it in place. The splintered fragments showered the incubus with debris. But like before, when I struck him, he was uninjured.

“What manner of curse afflicts you?” I growled before striking forward once more.

The incubus deflected the tip of my spear from piercing his chest. I stepped in closer, using my claws to rake over his abdomen once more. He doubled over from the strike and slashed clumsily at me. I laughed as I rolled, both in pain from my wounds and from the absurdity of this fight. When he stood, once again, he was unblemished, but I could tell there was something wrong with him. He huffed and puffed, far more than he had been before.

“You’re powering your own enchantment,” I grinned.

“And you’re bleeding.” He narrowed his eyes and tightened his grip.

“A race then,” I laughed. “You need only survive long enough for me to die,” then I glanced out at the shattered skyline of my plane. “But at what cost?”

He struck, and I was waiting. A casual flick of my spear caught his sword and threw his aim wide. He stepped in, throwing a punch that I dodged before slashing his face with my claws. He stumbled, pulling back in a feint, before spinning and slashing me from shoulder to hip. I saw it coming though and pulled back far enough. The blade only caught a few of my hairs before I returned the favor, driving my spear into his leg.

I felt the tip of the blade strike something solid, in the same way my claws did. But only for a moment, before whatever enchantment he wore shattered. It wasn’t just a protection, but a whole disguise. I hissed in fury at the greed demon standing before me. The golden tan was now literal gold, with jewels for eyes as he stared right back at me.

“Fool,” I snarled and shoved forward once more.

He leaped back, keeping my spear away from himself, even as he danced around with that blade of his. I didn’t know the demon personally, but I knew he was one of Greed’s favored pets. He dressed them up in his favorite gems, parading them around like living statues. It was easy to dismiss them as living ornaments until one of them slipped something sharp between your ribs.

With the illusion gone, if anything, the demon was faster now. His full might, focused on the singular goal of ending me. He struck hard and fast, aiming to end me, even as I continued to bleed. My foot slipped on my own blood, and the pause in my step cost me a shallow cut to my shoulder. It was only skin, but I was once again reminded of my rage. Lashing out, I pressed my own attack. He dodged and weaved, before we were both distracted by the echo of a mighty boom.

When I looked up, a second section of the sky had shattered, and I could see the golden hues from the plane of greed in the beyond. A mighty shockwave passed through the air, and I felt the floor tremble as my home finally gave way.

We continued to fight. The boulders fell, the walls collapsed. Vozrok appeared momentarily, giving me a salute, before vanishing into the city beyond. My citizens needed to be roused for the war ahead, and Vozrok would be my general. There was no doubt. All I had to do was kill this pathetic excuse for an assassin before he killed me.

His blade was sharp, and his skill was extensive. At my best, on an even footing, I would have enjoyed this conflict, but the deception of his original attack had left me injured and enraged as my world literally fell apart around me. I dodged a flailing rock and twisted around once more to avoid a strike that would have taken my leg. Striking out, I clipped the side of the greed demon’s head, snapping his head around, before a boulder slammed into the ground between us.

I heard a crunch and a scream. Even as we fell, I laughed maniacally as we tumbled into the darkness of the catacombs. I pushed off the boulder, landing evenly, even as the world crumbled around me. There was no chance to escape. Not in the normal way. The keep was gone, and I had not the strength to flee before being crushed. I had just once chance. All I needed was to end this fight before recuperating. I pushed to the boulder and flinched as it shattered. The greed demon still stood. His leg was crushed and so had part of his face. It was the danger of these types.

More metal than beast, they fought on beyond where most demons would lie down and expire. He was dead already, he just didn’t know it and I lacked time for fine details. With a scream of rage, I charged. His sword came up, and I batted it aside as I used my claws one final time. Gouging into his throat, I crushed what was left and ripped a handful free. Only for a jeweled fist, to slam into my injured ribs, shattering the bones beneath and driving them deep into my flesh.

I dropped my weapon, grabbed the demon’s head, and while it stared hatefully at me, I ripped it off. Its golden body slammed into the ground, leaking vibrant, jewel colored blood over the floor. I looked down at my weapons and hissed in frustration before scooping both my spear and my sword up. Weapons in hand, and no other chance to escape, I headed for the only place I could think of to flee and recover.
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Mew! Meooooow! Hiss!

“I know, kitty, I know,” I crooned as I held her down.

I didn’t know what had happened. She was so hurt, my heart was breaking. With a wet rag, I wiped away the crumbs of dirt and debris from her wound. Despite just how badly injured she was. The bitch put up one hell of a fight.

“Just hold still, it’ll be done quicker,” I begged as I continued to wipe.

She was bleeding still. And I could see her ribs were broken. There wasn’t anything I could do for that. I wet the rag once more and squeezed the water over the wound. Poor kitty made all sorts of terrible sounds, but I persevered, until I was sure there was nothing left to clean. With that settled, I ignored the wetness on my cheeks. My heart was breaking. I didn’t know what had done this to such a poor, innocent little kitty. Likely it was whatever had been trying to get me, and with its continued failures, it lashed out and got her instead.

“It’s okay,” I promised. “I’ll look after you.”

Hiss!

I smiled through my angst and tore another strip off my bed sheet. This, I began to carefully wrap over her wound. I didn’t bind it tightly. Her ribs were damaged, but I needed to keep it closed to stop the bleeding. I wrapped it as best I could, before setting her down. She was breathing quickly, and I was worried about her. Still, there was more that needed doing. As carefully as I could, I scooped her into my arms.

She managed a low growl, but didn’t struggle as I carried her to the pot of water. With a dip of her injured paw, I began to scrub. How she had been stabbed through like this, I didn’t know. It told me that more than likely there really was an unsavory figure hiding out on the farm. No matter what the raving wizard said, there was someone here that wished me harm. I knew that without a doubt, and they had just crossed a line by hurting this poor kitty.

She mewled weakly, and my heart broke all over again. I spent a little longer washing her paw before wrapping that in one final strip of my bed sheet. It was in tatters, but I would give the whole thing to keep her safe. With her finally secure, I scooped up some water in my hand and held it under her mouth.

“Have a drink, kitty,” I whispered.

She rumbled crankily at me, but I held firm, until I felt her soft, scratchy tongue lap at my hand. I smiled to myself and kissed her soft, furry ear. Which earned me a firm bite in return.

“Sorry,” I chuckled. “I’m just so relieved to see you drinking.”

Her teeth retracted, not injuring me in the least, before she started drinking once more. One handful of water turned into two. Then three and finally, as I watched her drink down a fourth, she batted my hand with her good paw.

“There’s a good kitty,” I whispered, as I stared at that fluffy, kissable ear once more.

Still, I managed to restrain myself, and instead, carried her back to the bed. She didn’t resist as I bent down, settling her on my pillow. With the blanket, I bundled her up, making a nest with the kitty in the center. She stared at me with an almost demonic expression. It made me chuckle and I couldn’t resist scratching her head.

“Stay here,” I whispered. “I have a bit of work to do. Then I’ll be back to check on you. If you’re feeling better later, I’ll bring you some food. Okay?”

That glare, if anything, intensified, and I decided she was done with me. Cats were such capricious creatures. One moment, they could be as affectionate as any dog. The next, they had you trapped in their claws. The same kitty that would bat your leg for scritches would shit on your floor after giving up on chewing the head off a rodent. And yet… still less of a problem than some drunk, magic wielding old man, who made a living off dragging farmers to some accursed farm.

Which led me to a strange thought. The wizard was certain that nobody else was here. The only chance was if there was another wizard. But if they were a wizard, then all the attempts to harm me were… well, I’d expect more. I, on the other hand, was certain that there really WAS somebody here that wanted to harm me. In fact, with the poor injured kitty, I was certain. There was no other explanation. How else did a cat have something driven through its paw like that? Had she leaped from the rafters in the barn and landed on the rake, she wouldn’t have made it under the house to thrash about… Under the house?

I stood quickly, casting a glance at the injured kitty, and took a deep breath. I hurried outside, checking the roof for more loose rafters. Seeing nothing, I hurried outside to the barn. The door was closed, and I pushed it wide open, once again pausing in case something went wrong. Proven safe. I hurried inside and went back to the workbench. I checked it over before selecting a small hammer. It wasn’t much, but in a tight space, I’d be able to swing it better than a shovel. With that in hand, I hurried back to the house and moved around to the side I had crawled under earlier.

I lay on the ground, ignoring the furrows in the garden that I was squashing, and checked for signs of life. As before, there was nothing. So I started to crawl. Hand over hand, I wriggled on my elbows. I took my time, unlike before, and watched out for hidden dangers. There was plenty of rock here, which was likely why the hut was built on this spot and not any others. Above, on the underside of the floor, there were a couple of webs indicating spiders.

I didn’t see anything else, though, to my relief. At least, not until I reached the center. I didn’t expect it in the least. One moment, I was placing my hand on a solid, rocky surface. The next, it vanished into open space. I yelped, splaying my legs out as I realized there was a massive hole. I was almost about to pitch headfirst into it. That would have been bad. I didn’t know how deep it went.

The hole was about three feet wide, and vanished into the darkness below. I didn’t have any extra light source, so to be safe, I picked up a small rock. If this was where my hidden demon was hiding, hopefully this would tell me… Or kill me… That was a sobering thought, but I needed to know. So, with a careful toss, I flicked the rock into the hole and heard a small tink as it struck something on the far side. That drew my attention to the gleam of metal. But… nothing else.

The rock fell. It vanished from view… and kept falling. I held my breath as the wind slowly wafted through the crawlspace. I struggled to hear anything and… nothing.

“Okay,” I nodded. “Endless hole. Got it.”

I shuddered to myself and looked back at the metal. It was so dark, I could only just make out that it was there. Only by sheer luck did the rock strike it and catch my attention. Rather than argue with the endless hole, I began crawling around. Whatever the metal was, it was only just inside the hole. When I approached the other side, I reached in, mindful not to go too deep, and hissed as my finger found a very sharp edge.

The cut was small, and I’d deal with it later. Right now, I touched a different spot, and felt a long, flat blade. I followed it down, and reached for the handle, before drawing it out. As I lifted, I heard something slide off the end, and caught sight of something long and slender sitting up against it. Rather than leave them both, I drew out the first, and then gently touched the second.

Unlike the first item, this was wooden and solid, so I pulled it out and set them both down where I could see them, only to frown in confusion.

“A sword?” I frowned. “And a spear?”

They didn’t look cheap either. The sword, even in the dark, had a menacing gleam to it. Like it had done nothing but be polished for all of its existence. The spear, though, looked tough, but worn. Like a true weapon of war, strengthened only with age. The weapons had a certain malevolence about them, and it made me worry.

“I’m not leaving these here. If my stalker finds them, I’m a dead man,” I grumped to myself.

With that settled, I took them both and started crawling back out. In no time at all, I broke out into the sunshine once again. Only now, I was left with the problem of where to hide them, where my stalker wouldn’t see them? The only answer I could come up with was the hut.

Hurrying back inside, the kitty had her head down. Her good paw covered her face, and she was resting as comfortably as she could. With that in mind, I hurried over to the table. It would be close, but by using the chair to get onto the table. I was just tall enough to reach the rafters above. I set the spear down, but slipped the sword overhead before climbing up. It was awkward and uncomfortable as I desperately hoped this wouldn’t end up killing me as the roof came down.

To my relief, it held strong, and I found a flat section of rafters to lay the sword. It wasn’t held in place with anything, but if I tied it down, it would make it easier to spot. The spear, thankfully, was easy to hide. It was larger, but by wedging it into the edge where the wall met the roof, it vanished from view. And now I had two weapons hidden in here, where hopefully, nobody but me and the kitty would ever find them.

I swung my legs down and dropped to the floor. The thump made the kitty jump, which caused her to cry out in pain. I hurried to her side and hunched over.

“Sorry, sorry,” I told her as I rubbed her ears. “I didn’t mean to wake you. Go back to sleep.”

Mreow!

“Sorry,” I repeated, before removing my hand.

To my relief, she was actually a little more animated than before. So I hurried over to the larder. Pulling it open, I retrieved the old meat, and after bringing it to the table, I used my knife to cut some very thin strips. I wanted them as thin as possible, to make it easier for the kitty to eat. Those, I then cut one more. The pieces were small enough she could eat them in a single bite, and thin enough to chew without effort.

I returned the chunk to the larder and scooped up the meat. What it was, I still didn’t know. It still smelled weird, but the kitty seemed to like it, anyway. I brought the handful and ignored the furious glare she shot in my direction. Instead, I plucked the first piece and held it under her nose. With her eyes on me, her tongue darted out, and she licked it. Once, then twice, and on the third, her teeth bit down and I let her have it.

“There you go,” I nodded. “I’ve got plenty more. You rest, I’ll keep feeding you, okay?”

Meow.

I chuckled to myself.

“That’s a good kitty.”


Chapter 5



You will pay!

Nom. Nom. Nom.

Vile human scum!

Nom. Nom. Nom.

Dare to feed me like–

Nom. Nom. Nom.

Some pathetic child!

Nom. Nom. Nom.

“Your ears are so soft,” he crooned back at me, between the small mouthfuls of meat he fed me.

And despite my utter revulsion…

Yes, I agreed, even as I raged at the gentle strokes upon my furred ears. Yes, they are.
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I chuckled as she mewled petulantly at me. I ignored her and continued to rub her ears for a few moments. She looked so sweet. I swear, she was only a moment from purring. I just needed a little–

“Hello the farm!” a familiar voice called out.

I pulled my hand away as the kitty hissed softly.

“Be nice. He’s in charge of this place,” I warned her.

She didn’t take that well, continuing to hiss and meow at me as I got up and made my way outside. My relief was through the roof. Kitty had made it through the night. Her injuries were awful. Bad enough. I wasn’t sure how she survived long enough for me to bandage her. Making it through the night was a hope, though. She was alive, eating and seemingly well. Even if she spat and hissed every time I came near her.

That was just cats, though. Cranky little things. No matter how angry she was, though, I couldn’t help notice the small things. The delicate way she plucked the meat from my fingers. The way her ears twitched when I scratched them. Nor the way her head shifted to give me greater access to stroke those same fluffy ears as she meowed at me. If I didn’t know better, I’d say she was some old woman, lecturing me on the proper way to please her.

That thought made me chuckle as I stepped out onto the porch and froze in place at the sight before me.

“Told you I’d bring a cow!” the old wizard cackled.

Sure enough, a large heifer stood behind him. Her tail swished from side to side as she chewed some cud. That wasn’t all that was there, either. Along with the cow was a small, single-bladed plough and a few solid crates. And a cage filled with chickens.

I looked it all over before tilting my head. “Not sure one cow will be enough to pull a plough. And if she’s pulling, she won’t produce milk.”

“Fuckin nerd,” the wizard huffed. “I think you’ll be surprised. Just… don’t worry your dumb ass if the cow surprises you with anything.”

I looked at the wizard and waited for him to elaborate, but received only silence in response. So I shrugged and came forward to take the rope, linked to a ring through the cow’s nostrils. She was a pleasant beast, unlike the cantankerous one currently recovering on my bed. She came along without a fuss as I brought her to the barn. Which was when I realized I had a problem.

“What about a fence?” I called back to the wizard, who was still standing with the crates.

“What fence?” the wizard tilted his head.

“For the cow. I can’t keep her inside the little one, she’ll eat the crops!”

“That’s what this is for,” the wizard kicked one of the crates. The strike must have hurt, because he yelped and started hopping on one foot, going around in circles with a series of curses.

I watched for a moment, before deciding the drunk wizard was more than capable of bandaging their toe. I didn’t want to deal with that anyway, so I continued towards the barn. Without thinking, I pushed the door, and froze in place as I waited for something horrible to happen. Only…

“Strange,” I frowned.

Nothing bad had happened in a couple of days now. Not since I fixed up the barn. Maybe there was more to the kitty’s injuries than I thought. No doubt, the bastard responsible for trying to kill me was the one responsible for hurting her. Perhaps she was secretly a fighter and gave him an injury of his own.

I chuckled at my own hubris and brought the cow into the barn. Only to freeze at the sight of the cow skeleton in the middle of the floor.

“Ah…” I glanced at the cow, who took no notice of the white bones. “Right. I… should do something about that.”

I brought the heifer inside and left her at the back. It would be nice to set up a proper stall for her. Likely whoever ran this place before had planned on doing so. This barn was well made. But the interior hadn’t been fitted out. Which told me that they, like everyone else, had died before it was finished, and nobody else had the time to continue.

I shuddered softly. The idea of dying was… well, I didn’t have a lot going for me. Other than the kitty, I had no other real company. I’d never found a wife, nor someone who would have entertained the idea. I’d never even kissed a woman before. And now, living so far away from everyone, the likelihood of that was so close to zero, it wouldn’t be worth taking the time to imagine it.

I put that idea aside for now. If I lived long enough to make a difference, I would. For now, I just wanted to make sure the kitty made a full recovery. There wasn’t anything else out there, other than the farm or my death. I chuckled at that before looking at the skeleton. Soon.

I made my way back outside, and the wizard was now sitting on the ground, holding their foot. I ignored them as I approached and picked up the cage of chickens. This would be a good start. I’d set the cage down by the fence and keep them penned in for now. The cage was too small to keep them forever. But it would give them some cover, and with a few modifications, I could turn it into a coup for them. Right now, I just needed to make sure they didn’t eat the seeds, run away, or fall afoul of whatever being was stalking me.

I picked a spot on the shady side of the hut. Not that it made much of a difference yet. But I set the cage down and made my way around once more. The wizard was staring at me, and I looked them over. One slender foot was exposed from the cloak and… well, it was odd to think about it, but that foot didn’t suit the look of an old man. Far too… Yeah, no. This wasn’t something I wanted to think about. It was a foot attached to some old drunk wizard. No thanks.

“Are you okay?” I asked as I reached the first of the crates.

“Think it’s broken,” the old man grunted.

“Your toe?” I frowned.

He nodded and let out a sigh. “Fucking stupid of me.”

I didn’t have a response for that. I just opened the crate and looked inside. The contents were… confusing.

“What is this?” I asked. “Weird rocks?”

“Those are barriers,” the wizard grumbled as he gingerly touched his foot. “Similar to the ones around the farm, but for animals.”

“And how do they work?” I asked.

“Should be some small pendants in a bag,” he glanced at me. I rummaged through the rocks and found it. “Put one on each animal. Then set out the rocks where you want them to stay. You can put them out in the field for the cow, then some around the fence to keep the chickens out.”

I nodded. “Don’t want to keep them out all the time. Just until the plants are large enough, they won’t eat them,” I grunted.

“Do whatever the fuck you want. I’m not a farmer,” the old man complained.

“Anything else I should know about in here?” I asked.

The wizard sighed and looked at me. “Some bedding, a few changes of clothes. And I’d appreciate it if you could find me a bandage. My foot is killing me. Fucking thing!”

I grimaced and gave a small nod. Going through the crates, I realized there was quite a bit more to it. Some herbs, salt and other bits and pieces. Then other things, like canvas, which I could use to make bags, basket liners or other things I might need. One of the crates was just filled with seed. Mostly beans and oats, with some straw and corn to go along for animal feed.

Finally, in the last crate, I found what the wizard was looking for and dug through the soft bedding items. Until I found a small bag, which contained several items. Most of it I was unfamiliar with. Various tools of the trade for a healer, but I knew what a bandage was, and tossed it onto the wizard’s lap.

“Thanks,” he grunted before bending over to see to his foot.

I nodded at that and started moving the crates. Most of them went into the barn, where the cow was happily waiting for me. I smiled at the docile creature and made my way back out to collect the next crate. One by one, I brought them into the barn, before following it up with the plough. It was nicer than the ones I was used to using. Ours was a shared plough the whole village used. It was old, worn, but worked well enough. This one, not only was it new, but it had wheels and a seat on the top for me to sit.

That would take some of the effort off me having to drive it into the earth as the… singular cow tried to pull it. I sighed at that. One cow could be enough if the furrows were shallow, and the ground was soft. This ground might have been soft, but there was plenty of tall grass and weeds that would toughen it. I’d have to watch the bovine, make sure I didn’t push her too hard. If I wanted any milk out of her, I’d need to be smart about this.

Setting down the last crate destined for the barn, I made my way back out and saw the wizard grunting and swearing as… well, he wasn’t really doing a good job with the bandage. It was knotted for starters. It was also wrapped around both his feet and around his wrist as he swore and thrashed about. Which must have hurt, going by the high-pitched yelp that escaped his lips.

I let out a sigh and made my way over. “Need help?”

The wizard froze, then looked up at me and grimaced. “Yes.”

I nodded and bent down. He had… strangely shapely thighs. I shook myself as I pulled the bandage away. I wasn’t a healer, but I had wrapped a limb once or twice in my life. Starting with the bandage itself, I wound it back onto the roll. Then I went to the wizard’s foot and started to wrap. The painted toenails threw me a little, but this was a wizard. They did all sorts of strange things, so I ignored it and continued to bind his foot in place. The old man hissed a few times, before I finally tied a small knot to hold it all together.

“There,” I nodded and stood up. “Can you walk?”

“Think you can help me inside?” The wizard asked.

I nodded and took his hand before helping him up. Once more, I ignored the strange plush sensation beneath the cloak and let him lean on me for support. He stepped with an awkward limp and I helped him to the gate and across my front yard. It took a moment getting him on the porch and then again inside, before I set him down in the only chair I owned. The cat glared at us from the bed, and the wizard frowned when he saw it.

“That’s the cat?” He asked.

“That’s her,” I nodded. “Be nice. She’s injured.”

“How?”

I shrugged. “No idea. I told you someone was out here messing with things. If I had my guess, she got attacked.”

“Poor kitty,” the wizard grumped, and pulled a flask out of his robes.

I rolled my eyes and watched him take a swig. With the wizard settled, I made my way outside and picked up the last crate. This was the one for the hut and I brought it in before setting it by the fireplace.

I took some time unpacking the contents. Putting the spices and salts to one side. The bedding I set beside the kitty, who glared at me for daring to disturb her rest. That earned her a head scritch that she leaned into before trying to bite me. I chuckled and stepped away before taking out the changes of clothing. Despite them being simple tunics, they were the nicest clothes I’d ever seen. Part of me didn’t want to risk dirtying them, but then they wouldn’t have sent me things they didn’t want me using.

I sighed and shook my head before repacking most of the stuff back into the crate. It was as good a place for storage as any. As I emptied the other crates, I’d bring them in as well. For now, I had a bit of work to do.

First step, I wanted to feed and water the chickens. Rather than risk the kitty’s wrath, I used my own bowl and, with water from the well, I was able to set it inside the cage for the clucky birds. The first step taken care of, I went into the barn to fetch some of the corn I’d be using as feed. The cow approached, seemingly eager for some of it herself. I laughed and gave her a handful before pushing her nose away and making my way back outside. I tipped a small portion into the cage and watched as the chickens went to work.

That was enough for me, and after returning the bag of corn, I took a few extra minutes to set the grain bags somewhere the cow couldn’t get to them. I didn’t want to come back and find all my seed missing. That was the kind of thing that might get me killed quicker than was already likely.

The best bet for that, though, was getting the cow out. So I took the crate of stones, and after removing the bag of pendants, I started bringing the stones out. Usually, farming worked with a three field rotation. I made a mental note of where I wanted those crops to be, deciding I’d use the three sides around the hut, with the barn side being left alone. That would be where I did any of the work that needed doing. Washing, cutting, building and whatever else needed doing. It was also where the wizard usually appeared, and keeping him out of the fields was for the best.

Keeping things simple, I checked the size of the stones and started my day. I walked around, setting the stones around the fence line of the hut. Until the seeds had sprouted and the plants were larger, I didn’t want the chickens getting in. I’d need to put up a scarecrow as well, keep the wild ones away as best I could, when the fields were being planted. I then started a long walk around the property.

I chose the closest side to be the field for the cow. She’d eat the grass, and fertilize the land until I rotated the fields and keep things going as long as I could. At least I’d start, and whoever took over once I was dead would keep things up. I shook my head at that. Was my own death so easy to accept? That wasn’t something I wanted to think about. I just kept moving. For now, I dropped the stones down at regular intervals, making sure I counted how many I had and was using. I didn’t know for sure how any of it worked, so I did my best as I looped around the field area. Until finally, I was back at the barn with a handful of stones left over.

Bringing them back inside, I set the stones down before picking up the bag of pendants. I didn’t know how they worked, so I brought it outside. I didn’t get any sense and didn’t know how it could contain an animal. That was until I reached into the bag and touched the pendants for the first time. All at once, I could see it. Like a shimmering blue wall. It distracted me as I looked around. I could see the area marked out, and where the stones were placed, I could see barriers linking them together. They seemed too thin as they stretched between each stone, and I could see a few places I thought I should shift the rocks to make the barrier more stable.

I chuckled to myself, and took out one of the pendants, keeping it firmly clasped in hand. I hurried into the barn, and with a slash of my knife, I tore off a strip of canvas. The pendant had a hole in it to thread something through, and I worked quickly before coming over to the heifer. She accepted me touching her horns, and I tied it into a place where I didn’t think it would be disturbed. A collar would have been nicer, but this would do for now. That done, I took the rope from her nose ring and gently brought her outside.

There was a clear channel I had left on the ground and she steered herself along it to head out into the field. Once on her own way, I detached the rope, leaving the metal ring and gave her a gentle swat on the rump. She lowed at me, but didn’t seem upset as she hobbled off into the field before stopping to eat a strange-looking shrub.

“Just don’t go turning into anything crazy,” I whispered to myself.

With the heifer gone, I made my way inside and looked at the bones. That was going to be my next job. Right after a chicken coop. Taking an ax, and a saw, I hurried back out and towards the closest treeline. I didn’t need to cut down anything grand, but I’d need a bit of wood for what I wanted. I found a small tree. Cut into logs. I could make a small coop that would do the job. If there were foxes out here, I was in trouble, but those would get into the cage anyway, with a bit of time and effort. Maybe I needed a dog?

I shook my head and started cutting. The dull thud of my ax echoed through the trees. The wind blew through them, bringing a sense of comfort as I worked up a sweat. I grinned as the tree came down without too much trouble, and I used the ax to trim the branches back. Putting them aside, both for firewood and for more practical purposes. I wasn’t a carpenter by any stretch, but a nice hammock, or some beams with canvas draped over the top might be nice to go on the porch.

With that in mind, I worked quickly. Stripping down the trunk, I then swapped to the saw and began cutting the sections to length. The thicker base, I then split longwise into more usable sized pieces. With my materials coming together, I started bringing them back. I didn’t bother with a proper floor. The structure needed to move easily. So I pegged some wooden stakes down in four corners. Then I attached the smaller logs to the side. I just needed a structure that would keep them dry in the rain and warm in the cold. It didn’t need to be special, just solid.

I worked quickly, keeping a hole in the side large enough for the cage to remain attached. It had a door on each side, which made this whole thing work. The flat pieces from the split logs, I set on the top to give it an angled roof. If needed, I could add sod to it as well, for more insulation. But for now, it would work as is. I thought about the pendants and the chickens and came to a decision.

With the roll of canvas, my knife and the bag of pendants, I started the process of making collars for each of them. The cow was a bit large for me to be comfortable with this. The chickens, while numerous, would be best off with something more firmly attached. One strip cut down, twisted into a thin strand, and threaded through the hole in the pendant. Then I opened the cage enough to grab one of the birds. It clucked frantically as I dragged it free, before I pinned it between my legs and tied on the collar.

A quick check to make sure it wasn’t going to slip off, and I let the bird go. Then repeated the process. Bird by bird, I had them out as the sun drifted lower on the horizon. Which was a solid point. I licked my lips, thinking of the chicken I could eat. But their eggs would be better for the long term. Perhaps I should ask for a rooster? Having them die of old age was not in my best interests.

Still, with the chickens released and able to frolic in the field with the cow, I set the cage in the gap I’d left in their coop. It wasn’t a pretty thing, but it was functional. The sun was getting low, and I could only hope they would return at night when they were ready. The cow would be fine. Unless there was a pack of wolves or a bear or… owlbear. I shuddered thinking about that. I’d seen no sign of predators. Not even of random mice or snakes. Birds and things were common enough, but they seemed to only pass through.

I shrugged and figured it was just another mystery about this strange farm. I checked the cage, making sure it wasn’t going to accidentally close, and made my way back to the hut. When I came in, the wizard was snoring softly in the chair where I left him. His foot was up on the table, and I once again caught a glimpse of nail polish. A green color which… No, I didn’t want to know.

I shook my head and began the process of making a stew. This time, I had salt and some other seasonings to add. I still wasn’t interested in trying the mystery meat from the larder, but kitty perked up when I retrieved it and began cutting strips.

While the stew bubbled away, I busied myself with caring for the kitty. I carried her outside to take care of any business she needed. That earned me a lot of meowing, so I apologized profusely for the offense of caring for her. Then I made sure she had some water, and finally after that, I busied myself with the chore of scratching lovely, fluffy ears, while feeding a capricious carnivore. She hated every moment of it. And yet, put up no resistance to stop me. Cats were such strange creatures.

Which, of course, was when the wizard slipped out of the chair. He hit the ground with a thunk and snorted awake. I sighed and got up before moving over to help as he groaned and rolled onto his knees. With a grunt, I bent and took him by the shoulder before helping him stand. Only for two things to happen. First, his hat fell off. And the second, with the hat falling free, the old man lurched, taking us both to the ground, where I collapsed atop him.

Only…

“Oh shit, oh fucking shit,” she whimpered.

I didn’t understand what was happening right now. The hat was gone, and the face beneath wasn’t one I was familiar with. She… and yes, definitely a she. Adorable brown eyes, peered above a row of freckles. Her cheeks had just a tiny amount of pudge, to match the overwhelming softness of her body that I had noticed. She wasn’t fat, just… delightfully curvy in all the ways I could only have dreamed.

“You’re a woman,” I blinked slowly.

“No!” she squeaked, before coughing and clearing her throat.

She covered her face with one hand. That too, I noticed, was no longer the wrinkled thing I came to expect, but a well-manicured and soft looking hand. Far softer than the delicate fingers on even the baker’s daughter’s hands.

With an exaggerated tone that hardly sounded masculine at all, she grunted at me. “Get the fuck off me, peasant! Find my hat!”

“Ah,” I jerked back, pulling free. Now, with her on her back, I could see her form clearly. The pair of breasts imprinted on the fabric, along with the curves of her hips. She was definitely a woman. Why she was masquerading as a man was anyone’s guess, but… “Right,” I turned and found the hat.

I moved over and handed it to her, where she snatched it away. The moment it touched her head, it was like her form shimmered. Suddenly she didn’t look so curvy under the cloak, and her face had that same wrinkled exterior that I was used to.

She sat up and cleared her throat. “Can I get a fucking hand?” she… he… I didn’t even know, asked.

I looked at that familiar, gnarled hand, and gave a small nod. “Sure.”


Chapter 6



“Well, that’s a small miracle,” I sighed as I picked up the egg.

It was just one. One more than I expected truthfully. Chickens sometimes needed a bit of time to settle before they would lay. This was just luck on my behalf. Though… I didn’t feel all that lucky. I looked around the farm and let out a long sigh. The cow was pacing the field, chewing on the fresh grass. The chickens dotted about, pecking at the smaller weeds and bugs they could find. A crow of all things had perched upon the roof of the barn. I knew the birds were smarter than people let on. It made me think I’d need to make myself a scarecrow.

But that was the last thing on my mind right now. Two main issues had me lost in thought. The first, was the impossibly beautiful woman who hid under the disguise of an old man. I didn’t know her reasoning exactly, but with the way she liked to drink… well, even I wasn’t that naïve. People wouldn’t risk the wrath of a drunk wizard, but a pretty young woman? No, there was definitely a story there. Not that I’d ever be in a position to ask. She had firmly gone back to playing the unhappy drunk wizard. Even now, she was passed out in the bed. With my second source of melancholy.

Kitty wasn’t doing well. She ate. She drank. And she performed bodily functions but… She wasn’t getting better. This morning, she barely responded beyond chewing a few pieces of meat that I offered her. There wasn’t even any of her normal anger towards being petted. No angry bites, or swishes of her sharp claws. Just… quiet acceptance.

With that in mind, I took a trip back inside and checked on them both. The wizard was still passed out, hat in place, covering her head. Kitty was at the wizard’s feet, laying on her side, not quite curled up. It was how she always seemed to lie, ever since she was injured. I felt awful. Whatever did it hadn’t come back. There was no way for me to confront them, find out what they’d done. I wasn’t sure if this was just an injury or if there was poison involved. I wanted to ask the wizard about it, but she hadn’t given me the opportunity. Surely something I could grow out here would help, but… Well I didn’t know that either.

So, rather than dwell on things, I couldn’t change. I decided I would focus on something I could. The cow, a beautiful heifer, came along easily. She didn’t react at all while I fit the saddle. The collar fit around her neck, and I brought her outside. She followed along to the first field that needed plowing. But she came up short at the stones. That made me chuckle to myself before I untied the pendant from her horn. I slipped that into my pocket for safekeeping, and carried on through the barrier.

To my delight, she was a capable animal. Sitting atop the plow, I used a pair of ropes attached to her collar to steer and stop her. She didn’t seem bothered at all by the strain of the plough, and I was impressed at the depth that it carved into the ground. I took a few passes before I had my rows straight, and I could smell the life in the soil, mixed with… something else.

I’d noticed it around the house as well, but with plowing, it made the scent so much stronger. I felt invigorated by it. Empowered, somehow. I shook off that feeling and kept the cow going as best I could. Back and forth, we marched before taking a small break. One where I let her eat some more grass while I fetched a bucket of water for her. Then we were right back to work once more. With a few breaks, some feed and a lot of water, the two of us worked surprisingly well. A horse in good conditions could plough an acre in a long day. But this cow was happily chewing cud in the barn, well before sunset. Considering I started a few hours after dawn, that was one hell of a good day.

In fact, I felt pretty fantastic. I expected to be tired after all this, but instead I felt so full of life. Whether that was because I was back on a farm doing what I loved, or some other strange facet of this land, I didn’t know. I just knew that I couldn’t let this feeling go to waste. Still, I was aware of the time, and came to a decision. Pulling off my shirt, now dirty, stained and a bit of a mess, I found one of the lengths of wood left over from the chicken coop. I pulled the shirt over the top. And with the tall grass of the field, I began to stuff.

I used an empty sack from the barn, bound up at one end to make a ball, to put a head on it. And finally, with a shrug, I stripped to my underclothes and fit a pair of pants to the scarecrow. That too got some healthy stuffing, and part of me chuckled at the large chested figure that was now propped up on a wooden pole.

“It’ll shrink once it dries,” I chuckled at myself, before carrying the scarecrow to position. With a mallet from the barn, I chose a spot central to the hut, the coop and the freshly plowed field. I set the scarecrow up and began hammering the wooden support into the ground. It went in easily, so I hammered it deep so that it wouldn’t move under a bit of wind or rain should the weather turn.

Now, when I checked the position of the sun, I knew I wasn’t going to get much more finished for the day. Instead, I carried my equipment back to the barn, gave everything a check over for damage, and locked up for the night. The cow was happy and secure. The chickens, seeing me bringing corn to the coop, returned for the night and, with everyone safe and secure, I made my way back to the hut.

When I opened the door, I spotted the wizard. But… she wasn’t wearing her hat. Still in her cloak, she was hunched over the pot, that hung above the fire, stirring away. That all changed when she gave a very feminine squeak. Her eyes widening as she took me in.

“S-sorry,” I muttered, realizing my state of undress.

I looked for something to cover myself with and had no choice but to hurry over to the crate with the spare sets of clothes. Only when I opened it, I heard an angry grunt.

“What are you doing?” She demanded.

“Ah…” I frowned. “Getting dressed.”

“You’re filthy!”

I nodded. “You’re using the pot I wash myself in.”

She froze, then looked at the pot. “You fit in this?”

I chuckled and shook my head. “No. I use it to wet a rag and wipe myself down.”

“That’s disgusting.” She frowned at me.

I shrugged. “It’s all I have.”

That shut her up. At least for as long as it took for me to reach for a clean shirt once more. That had her growling at me about impatience, and rather than risk her wrath, I went to check the kitty. She was sleeping, but then… she was always sleeping. The poor thing wasn’t doing well. I changed her bandages, and while it didn’t look like she was developing an infection, she wasn’t getting better either.

“I’m trying,” I whispered to her as I gently rubbed her ears. “I’m really, really trying.”

Her eye opened, and she looked at me, before her lip quirked. I wasn’t sure if she was smiling or snarling silently. But she closed her eye once more.

“Alright,” the wizard said. “This can wait for a moment. You, come with me.”

“Where are we–”

I watched as a portal snapped open in the middle of the room. I toppled to the floor as the wizard glared at me.

“Get up,” she huffed. “I need some help.”

“Help?” I frowned as she stepped through the portal, still limping from her injured toe. “N-no. I can’t leave her,” I pointed at the kitty.

“It’s just a moment,” the wizard huffed. “Look there,” she pointed.

Only now did I pay attention to the other side. This wasn’t like the first time she brought me here. The portals she used differed from that. Why? I had no idea. But from this position, I could see what looked like some fancy bathroom.

“Come on, I can’t move this on my own!” she snapped as she moved up to what I hoped was an empty tub.

It was a large thing, oval in shape and made of thin metal. I glanced back at the sleeping kitty, and swore if the wizard did something dumb, I’d make her pay. Then I stepped through the portal. It tingled on my skin, like how your hair would raise before lightning struck. I’d only experienced it once, but I could see the flash from where it hit the tree for days.

It only lasted for a moment, and it felt natural otherwise, like stepping from one room to another. The wizard gestured angrily at the tub, and I hurried over. It was thankfully empty and had a cork plug in the hole at the bottom.

“Quickly now,” she urged me.

I nodded and took the tub. It was pretty heavy and made a terrible noise as I started to drag it.

“What’s going on?” A voice called from beyond a closed door.

“Quick!” she urged me, before snatching a strange, wooden and paper, folding thing that looked like a freestanding wall. “Hurry! He’s coming!”

“Who–”

“QUICK!”

I grunted as I hauled the bath through the portal, only for the door to burst open and a familiar face to storm in.

“YOU!” the baron roared as he ducked out of the bathroom once more.

I almost abandoned the bath, but the portal wasn’t large enough to fit it and the wizard behind it. Instead, I hauled back harder, as the Baron charged back into the room holding his sword. My heart leaped into my chest as I yanked the bath as hard as I could, making enough room for the cackling wizard to step in behind it. She was still cackling as the baron’s sword stabbed forward, only for the portal to snap shut at the last moment.

I heard a metallic thud as the tip of the baron’s sword fell to the floor before the two of us burst into laughter.

“Please tell me everything else you’ve brought, wasn’t stolen?” I chuckled as I caught my breath.

“No,” she giggled. “That stuff was authorized by the king. On short notice though…” she smirked.

“Wow,” I shook my head.

“Hey. He was an asshole. And now you’ve got a bath!” she cheered. “So let’s eat, and then we can warm some water. I’ll go first since you’re all gross.”

“Right,” I nodded.

The bath was kinda small. As long as she was quick. It would still be plenty warm enough for me.

Or not…

After dinner. I spent some time watching over the kitty. She wasn’t interested in eating, and I knew there wasn’t much left in her. I’d seen this before in animals we’d recovered from animal attacks. They’d have some fight in them at first, but hours or days later they’d just… lie down. The wizard had taken a moment to get me to haul the bath to the far side of the fireplace before setting up the privacy screen. Despite knowing there was a nude woman on the other side, I couldn’t bring myself to care. I was worried about my kitty, and it broke my heart to see her like this. I was still mulling those thoughts as I bathed, uncaring of the cool, soapy water as I scrubbed myself raw as quickly as I could.

With the mad wizard on my bed, I used the spare blankets and sheets to make myself a comfortable spot on the floor.

Which was when I had the strangest, and yet, most wonderful dreams of my life.
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Fools… All of them, fools. The mad wizard. The idiotic human farmer. Even my own General Vozrok. If they hadn’t returned to find me yet, that meant things had gone poorly. What remained of my domain? Was the portal secure? Was I safe here? Was that even a concern? Of course, I wasn’t safe. I lacked the resources of my plain. Even now, I was closer to being more mortal than I was comfortable with. It would only be a matter of time until my physical form failed.

Then, I suppose I would be forced to return, in a much weakened state, where the forces of Greed would be waiting for me. It irked me. I had gotten complacent. A stupid, single mistake of not remaining armed had almost cost me my life. But the end result would be the same, regardless. Unless…

I opened my eyes and looked over the wizard. She was a pretty thing. Soft and plush, ripe for the plucking, but… Her spirit was unaligned. It would work if necessary, but…

Dapy.

That insufferable, foolish, weak and pathetic little human! I didn’t have much strength for this. But it was my last chance, or the decision would be made for me. All I needed to do was recover enough to summon some of my forces to the farm. There, I could replenish my energies, and return to defend my plane, when I was good and damn well ready.

With a grunt of disgust at my own weakness, I got to my paws and slipped off the bed. I made the barest hint of a sound as I landed on all fours. The wounds still pained me, but they weren’t the problem. My mana was depleted, and there was only one way to restore it outside of my home. I didn’t have the strength for anything elaborate, so I opted for one of my favorite lounging forms. There was a twinge of pain, and I hissed as most of my remaining power went into the shift. If this didn’t work, I’d be stuck here, in this form, and likely back home by sunrise, one way or another.

“Don’t fail me now, Dapy,” I hissed, before sniffing the air. “At least you bathed.”
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I was having the most wonderful dream. The bed was soft, warm, and comfortable. The rain was coming down, drowning out the noises of the world, and my pretty kitty was purring away on my lap. I was content in the world, running my hands through her fur.

“Don’t get used to this, human,” she hissed softly, but without malice.

“Aww,” I grinned. “You’re just being cranky. How about I rub those ears?”

She grunted softly as I found them. Soft and perfect, I scratched between them before rubbing at their base. Those ears twitched, and she let out a mewl before a warm hand wrapped gently around my penis.

“What?”

“Shhhh,” she hushed me, as that hand pointed me straight up.

I felt a soft, silken wetness engulf the tip, and I opened my eyes. Right as she lowered her hips. As a tight, and hot sensation slid down my length, I grabbed the figure perched above me. She mewled softly, and in the faint glow of the embers, I could make out those fluffy ears.

“Kitty?” I frowned.

“Human,” she replied softly.

Blasts of hot air wafted out from between her lips. I felt the small puffs across my chin and neck before she shifted herself. I felt two hard points drag across my chest, before that same heating, squeezing, sensation slid back up to the tip of my penis. Before sliding back down once more.

“Oh gods,” I groaned.

“No gods,” she hissed. “But it pleases me that you think of me as such.”

“Kitty?” I grunted as that sensation slid up my penis once more.

“Quiet, human,” she kissed me gently. “I need this, and you will provide it for me.”

I didn’t fully understand what was going on right now. Kitties didn’t turn into beautiful women. They certainly didn’t turn into beautiful women and then crawl into the beds of farmers. But that delicious sensation of what I could only assume was a woman’s flower, sliding up and down on my erect penis… Well, at this point, I wasn’t about to do anything to stop the dream from finishing. This felt fantastic, and I was perfectly willing to enjoy this to the fullest.

“I’m going to rub those ears,” I smiled.

“What?” She looked up at me.

I ignored her as I took them both in hand once more. She was larger in this dream. Those ears were further apart, and I could give them more attention. I stroked the outside, from base to tip, which made her flower flutter over my penis.

“Stop this at once,” she hissed.

“Is this unpleasant?” I asked.

She glared at me. “No.”

I shrugged and went back to her ears. Rather than complain, she pressed her face into my chest and started rocking her hips back and forth at a much higher pace than before. My cock stirred around inside her, and I matched her efforts as I dug my fingers into the muscles around her ears. She let out a few quiet mewls before tightening her muscles in a way that made me lose concentration for a moment. Each roll of her hips included a squeeze of her muscles, almost like milking a cow. Only… so much better.

I was entirely inexperienced with women. How I had gone on this long, I had no idea. But when Kitty suddenly shuddered, and those same muscles began to squeeze and almost suck me deep inside her, I was so surprised at the sensation I began to join her. That must have been the right thing to do. It felt amazing for me, as my penis throbbed and spurted inside her. But my kitty? She yowled loudly and gripped my shoulders, sinking five sets of claws into my shoulders as she seemed to join me in whatever this overwhelming pleasure was.

She shuddered and twitched as she came down from her place of pleasure, as I watched her silhouette in the darkness. Until finally, she slumped down atop me, purring softly in contentment.

But this was a dream. And my dream kitty said that she needed what I had just given her. But kitty was also worn out and no longer moving. My penis though… Well, it remained hard, and I was buried inside her, where it was warm and soft. So, with a gentle roll, I turned us both over. Kitty slumped onto the bed, where I slipped my arm under the back of her head.

I could see the reflected light in those kitty eyes of hers. It flashed the orange of the fires in the brief moment before I kissed her. She twitched beneath me, and her flower squeezed. Which was all the encouragement I needed to begin slowly thrusting. But I wanted to set the memory of this dream in stone. I sat up, pushing myself to my knees, before running my hands over her body. She was smooth, warmer than expected and soft in every way that mattered. Two arms, two legs, a firm but soft tummy. Her breath hitched as my fingers touched her perfectly proportional breasts.

When I raised one of her legs, she let out quiet mewls while clawing at the bedding beneath her. Despite her humanoid shape, she was clearly something else as well. With only four human toes, ending with the claws of a regular kitty.

“Such a strange dream,” I muttered to myself.

“Why are you doing this?” my kitty gasped beneath me as I ran my hands up the insides of her thighs, to that molten wetness that enveloped my penis.

“Because I want to remember this dream forever,” I smiled. “You’re so perfect. I don’t want to forget a thing.”

“Fool,” she whimpered softly.

I grinned and took one of her ears in hand. She gasped and her flower squeezed down around me once more.

“I always knew how much you liked this,” I grinned as I leaned down once more. “You should let me touch your ears more. It’s good, isn’t it?”

“So good,” she growled cutely as I thrust firmly into her.

Never in a million years would I have ever thought a dream like this could be real. I’d heard small mentions of people having strange dreams, but… This was far too real. It would be something I’d cherish until this farm finally ended me.

“Such a good kitty.” I kissed her as I rubbed those ears of hers.

She squirmed, but the frantic purring that rumbled in her chest told me everything.

“I’m a bad kitty,” she protested.

“Not to me, you’re not,” I denied her as I lightly kissed her. “You’re my good kitty. Even if you’re cranky and like to bite me. You’re still my good kitty.”

“Oh,” she trembled.

“With the pretty fur,” I continued.

“Dapy…”

“And the softest ears.” I kissed her.

As she jerked beneath me and mewled into my mouth. I held her close as her legs kicked and her hips jerked. Her flower gushed, and I felt heated liquid pour out between us. I didn’t stop, though. It felt fantastic, and this was my dream. It would end when I wanted it to. So, ignoring the sharp pricks of claws in my arms and teeth in my lip, I continued to rock myself, driving my penis in and out of her perfect body.

I’d be lucky to ever have this dream again. I wasn’t going to waste the opportunity now.
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Fool, I gritted my teeth. How could you be so foolish?

“Mmm,” he muttered and squeezed me tighter against his chest. His hips moving in response to the lust dreams I’d placed within his mind.

Despite all my hesitation. Despite my curses, my anger and ultimately my decision to use him as I did… Dapy, the idiotic farmer, who trespassed on my land. Had done the unthinkable.

“Why would you make love to me?” I shook my head.

“Perty kitty,” he murmured in his sleep.

I preened at his words before blushing angrily. I was a prince. Not a pet. I didn’t respond to petty flattery. Not from the likes of him, no matter… I squirmed, feeling the heat between my legs and his seed, his life force that was slowly generating mana and healing me from within. No… There was something more to this. Something else was at play. The power he filled me with through the night was more than I would have ever dreamed. Lust was something, but there was more to it than that. A qualitative factor that made this feeding… richer. I didn’t think he was stupid enough to love me, but he certainly cared. The higher the emotional response, love, hate or otherwise, the more potent the transfer of power.

I bit back a snarl. And the desire to bite him. Times were still too unstable. There was no longer a risk of dying from my injuries. But I was hardly the bastion of power I once was. No, despite Dapy’s overwhelming ability to satisfy… no. To replenish my mana stores. I was still too weak to risk a fight against Greed’s forces. More to the point, I didn’t know if I could defend this place, should Greed discover it.

“Ooooh fuck,” that annoying wizard woman groaned.

I froze in shock before remembering what form I was in. I spotted movement and quickly shifted back into my cat form as the wizard sat up.

“Coulda sworn,” she muttered softly, before shaking her head. “Nawww, so cute.”

Fuck you, I hissed.

“Cranky,” the wizard smirked. “But it seems Dapy likes you.”

Yes… I frowned. Yes, he does.
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I blinked slowly as heavy footsteps clomped past. I spotted a feminine figure stalk outside, and I had a brief moment of panic about whether she was the source of my dreams.

Meow.

I froze and turned back to my pillow. Beside me, purring softly, was the kitty. Her bandages were gone, and I could see that her injuries were still there. But she wasn’t bleeding, and far more energetic than she had been the night before.

“Oh, kitty,” I smiled, before reaching out. Only for the memories of the night before to crash into me. “Ummm,” I blushed. “Can… can I touch your ears, please?”

Kitty stared at me before seemingly nodding. I didn’t know if that was intentional, or just luck. But she responded with a small head bump as my fingers touched the top of her head.

“So soft,” I smiled. “And you know. I had the strangest dream last night,” I told her. “You were in it.” I blushed. “But… not you at the same time. You’re perfect, just the way you are, pretty kitty. But in my dream, you were different.”

Meow?

I blushed again. “Well, we won’t talk about that part. I don’t want to traumatize you.” I sighed. “But it’s still a memory I’m going to hold on to for the rest of my life, dear kitty.”

I swear, her purring just got a little louder.


Chapter 7



I hated him. Despised him. Loathed him. Utterly disdained him. He was weak, pathetic, crude and disgusting in every way. The way he crooned, filled me with disgust. The tone of his voice made me want to vomit in my own mouth. And yet…

“You be good, pretty kitty,” he whispered and kissed between my ears.

For a moment… Just a bare moment. Everything else slipped away. Just a bare flutter in my cold, dead chest, for a foolish mortal, not knowing the likes of which he played.

“I’ll check on you soon,” he continued. “We’re making good progress with the cow.”

Just go, human, I meowed at him. Whether he could understand me or not, he smiled and left. Foolish human, I grunted, even as my cunt throbbed in anticipation.

I just couldn’t help myself. He was so willing, so eager and so… gah… I found myself dreaming of that first night, only to revisit it on the second… and the third. My own weakness sickened me, and yet…

“No,” I shook myself. “No more thoughts of that pathetic man’s, delicious cock.”

“Should I perhaps come back another time, my prince?”

I hissed angrily and turned to the shadow crouched in the corner of the room. “Vozrok,” I growled. “Are you here to kill me?”

“Hardly,” my general stood, showing themself to me. “If I were to kill you, Greed would hunt me much the same. There would be no time to harness the full might of a prince, and I would fall to the same blade currently searching for you.”

“But you do seek to kill me, don’t you?” I grinned.

Vozrok shrugged. “There’s no point in taking your power, only to see it stripped away. Rest assured, my prince, when the day comes to carve your heart from your chest. It will be when we are at our strongest.”

I couldn’t help the bark of laughter that burst from my chest. That was an honest answer if there was one. The princes who won their throne with a knife in the back suffered unusually short terms as prince. Those who took the throne by strength of will were usually in a place to hold it. Vozrok’s future betrayal was as promised as the sun’s rising this day. Their honesty about it was rather refreshing.

“You seem to be recovering well,” Vozrok continued. “I wasn’t sure that would be the case.”

“The human is keeping me sated,” I admitted softly. “Though he could do with a tad more lust.”

“Oh?” Vozrok chuckled. “Is he unwilling?”

I hissed angrily and shook my head. “Quite the opposite. He’s young, virile, and overly eager.”

“Then what is the problem?” Vozrok tilted their head.

I looked at my general for a moment before coming to a decision. “This farm is my last bastion. If Greed’s forces discover this place, I will be in dire straits. If you wish to keep to your word, I require aid.”

Vozrok bowed softly. “Yes, my prince.”
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It was a beautiful day… but then. Every day seemed to have a beautiful edge to it. How could it not? Despite my misgivings about this place, I hadn’t slept this well for my entire life. The wizard had left, leaving me alone with the kitty. And to my great surprise, those wonderful dreams had continued. If I hadn’t known better, I’d swear they were real. They were just… too wonderful. Which was why they, of course, couldn’t be real.

Nobody, no thing, no being and certainly no woman could have a figure as perfect as my dream kitty. I had a few complicated feelings when she showed up in the night. On one hand, she had those delightful ears I couldn’t help but scratch. Something she enjoyed immensely, even as she cursed me for touching them. But then there was the… The sex. The soft mewls that escaped her lips, the way she bucked her hips, and the broken screams that shattered the quiet night as she came apart around me.

“Can’t be real,” I chuckled as I checked on the chickens, who clucked at me as I opened the cage door. The birds fluttered out, and I smiled at them all. “Morning ladies.”

I said those words, and they almost turned as one. There was a strange moment there as they looked at me, before clucking and going back to… whatever it was that chickens did. I shrugged, and opened the top of the coop, before smiling down at the half dozen eggs left for me. Those would make a fine meal. I scooped them out and made my way back to the hut.

Kitty jerked as I opened the door, and I had a moment of worry. She meowed angrily at me, and I guessed I had just awoken her from a nap.

“Sorry, kitty,” I said as I placed the eggs on the small table. “I’ll leave you to rest,” I told her as I detoured to rub her ears on the way out. Those small, hateful eyes bored into my back like a warning the whole way.

With the chickens taken care of, I made my way to the barn. I had finished plowing the fields. I could have done it in two, but I rested the cow in the hopes I could get her to produce milk. Overworking her would be a detriment to that, so I had taken it easy. Not that she complained for a moment. Whatever it was with this farm, things just didn’t work how I expected them.

The first lots of vegetables I had planted were already small plants. They should be barely more than sprouts and yet once I was finished sowing the fields today, I’d need to go back and thin what I had already planted to prevent them strangling each other. Madness. Utter madness. Farming didn’t work like this. Farming worked like…

I froze as I pushed open the barn door. Not because something was about to strike me. But because…

Moo?

“Oooooh… kay,” I nodded to myself. “Hey big girl, you recognize me?”

Moo!

I smiled as I stepped into the barn, and the heifer shifted from hoof to hoof as she watched me.

“Am I dreaming?” I asked myself, before leaning out to check again if the sun was up. “No…” I frowned before stepping into the barn. She watched me carefully as I walked over to the workbench before slapping my knuckles down on the hard edge. “FUCK!” I snarled as I gripped my hand.

The pain throbbed through me, but it was enough to ensure that the seven-foot tall cow woman was not, in fact, part of my dream. I turned, nursing my hand while I looked her over. She had a vague human shape. Five fingers, hooves and a figure that reminded me of a statue I saw once of some noble’s daughter or something. She was tall, though, and very muscular. She also had the largest breasts I had ever seen on a living thing. Though it was her flicking tail that had me most distracted.

It brought my attention down to the very… humanlike appearance of her… Y’know what? I didn’t want to think about it. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and opened them slowly.

“You ready to be milked, girl?”

Moo, came a soft reply.

Then I watched as she bent over and got on her hands and knees. Her pale face turned towards me. Far more human than I was comfortable with. A pair of cute horns stuck out either side before she pulled her lips back and gave me a charming smile.

“Gods, have mercy,” I muttered, and reached for a pail.

The heifer held still as I fetched a stool and moved closer. She smiled again as I sat down beside her. Moving the bucket beneath one of those massive breasts-udders! They’re udders. She’s a cow, not a woman, no matter how this awful place has twisted her form. She was an innocent animal.

With that in mind, I touched her gently. Her fur was extremely thin and soft, radiating the heat from her body within. Running my fingers down her sides, she squirmed slightly before I found the teat at the lowest point. Gripping it firmly, I gave a small pull downward, and heard the sound of milk squirting out.

“Fuck yes!”

“What?” I froze and turned to the cow.

She was staring at the wall, before casually glancing back. Moo?

“Did you speak?” I frowned.

Moo, she repeated softly, before turning back to face the wall.

“I think I’m going mad,” I muttered to myself, before tugging the teat once again.

By the time I had the pail full, and the cow was happily munching away on the grass in her field, I was feeling rather uncomfortable. Working into a rhythm, I couldn’t be sure. But I swore that every now and then, she let out a pleased moan, like my dream kitty did. That was absurd, of course. No matter how the energies of this place twisted her, she was a cow. She wasn’t possessed by some demonic entity unless…

I froze at the door to the hut before turning slowly. There she was, in the field. Laying on her stomach, knees bent and hooves swaying in the air as she lazily chewed on a clump of grass.

“No,” I shook my head. “Possessed, maybe. But by a farm spirit. A demon would have sacrificed me or something,” I chuckled and stepped inside.

Only for a split second did I swear the kitty of my dreams was sitting on the bed. I halted so quickly the milk sloshed. I grimaced as I looked down, and when I looked up, there was my kitty, sitting proudly at the end of the bed.

“First, things are trying to kill me. Now I’m seeing ghosts,” I grumbled as I carried the pail over to the larder. Opening it, I removed the meat and cut off a strip. Then I placed the milk within, and set the meat back, before closing it up. The meat I fed to the kitty, who took it eagerly from my fingers, as I made my way back outside. The heifer was still in the field, and I shook my head before heading to the barn.

I made do, using an empty sack. Tying it over my shoulder into a sling, I started with the oats and filled it as much as I could. Then it was the long, monotonous process of tossing it all about. I marched back and forth across that first field. These were oats, sure, but what they’d grow into, I didn’t know. Clearly, they were important, since the wizard delivered them at all. I scooped out a handful, and with a slightly closed fist, I flicked my hand out in an arc. That sent a scattering of seed in all directions as I continued walking along.

Step, toss, step toss, I toiled away under the sun. I could hear the faint humming of insects and glared at the chirps of birds passing overhead. I was thankful to have the scarecrow in place. It’d be handy to have a farm dog, or even a cat. Rodents would be a curse at some point, surely.

Still, that was a later problem. Right now, I just needed to toss out the seed as best I could and prepare for whatever strange version of a growing season I would have. So rather than waste time thinking of imaginary problems, I turned my thoughts inward to my new life. I had a home, a job, possibly even a friend. Then there was the kitty and… I glanced back at the cow, who had shifted over to the edge of the stones to watch me.

Yeah… There was that. Cows were curious creatures, so it didn’t bother me that she was watching. It was just… she looked so very human now. Even as I watched, she gave me a lazy wink, and I turned away. It was a fly. Surely a fly. Nothing else to worry about. She’s a cow, flies are a thing, yes, sir.

Back and forth, I marched, tossing out the oats until the bag ran out. When it did, I returned to the barn and collected more oats before returning to the field to continue. It took me several hours to get the whole field covered. And by then, it was afternoon.

“Lunch,” I nodded, and made my way back to the hut.

I took a deep breath and glanced around. The skies were blue, but there were some ominous-looking clouds in the distance. Storms weren’t my favorite things, but a good burst of rain would do well for the planting. I didn’t waste any time. I checked the pot and saw some of the vegetable stew from the night before. No point heating it. I just scooped some out and ate my fill. Kitty was over on the bed, watching me. It was good to see her do more than rest and sleep.

“Need to go outside?” I asked her.

Meow, came a testy response, so I shrugged and went back to my meal.

Stuffing my face as quickly as I could, I hurried out to the barn once more and gathered some beans. These scattered a little easier. The beans themselves were larger and weightier, so they spread out easily over the second field.

I could feel the wind picking up, though. It really was a storm. The trees were making noise, and I worked as quickly as I could without being sloppy. I wanted to get this done before nightfall, but now it was a race against the weather itself. So it was with a frustrated grunt, when I ran out of beans and turned to head back to the barn. Only to freeze in place, as I spotted the cow standing at the edge of the marked area, holding up a sack.

“Oh,” I jogged over. “You… got this for me?”

Moo, she smiled widely.

I grinned back. “Good girl.”

To my shock, she was quite capable of pouring the beans into the sling and stopped before she made a mess. Then stepped back and gestured for me to continue. I shrugged off the strangeness for a moment and got back to work. Even now, I felt the occasional droplet of rain and knew my time was running out. I practically ran across the field, tossing out handfuls as best I could. Grey clouds roiled over, and I was out of time. My shirt was getting soaked, and I threw out the last handful before turning and running back to the cow. She was clutching the bag to her sizable chest, and I called for her to follow me.

I didn’t need the ring in her nose this time. She followed along as I took her into the barn.

“Thanks,” I told her. “You really helped.”

Moo, came her soft reply.

“Now, are you going to be okay here for the night?” I asked.

Moo, she nodded.

I shook my head, not knowing if she really understood me or not. Instead, I gave her nose a pat before heading for the door.

Outside, the rain was coming down in splotches. The edge of the storm was here, and I hurried to close and lock the barn. Then I hurried over to the hut and burst inside to do the same. There weren’t any windows, but a small draft came from a gap in the wall near the roof. I thought about it for a moment, before shifting some boxes. Then I climbed up and checked it. Rain would come in if the wind shifted direction. With a bit of a struggle, I wadded up a spare blanket I had, and stuffed it into the gap. It wouldn’t stop the water, but it would stop it blowing in. A few drips I could handle.

But with the storm coming, the sun was gone, and the fire was out. Things inside were dark. I let out a sigh and took off my shirt before heading to the fireplace. It took only a few minutes to get the fire going. And then I looked over at the bath.

“Shit,” I swore to myself.

I was freezing by the time I had all the water I needed. The first bucket full went into the now empty pot to heat. Then the subsequent ones went into the bath. The rain came down in sheets and I was half blind as I staggered around in the windy outdoors. Thankfully, the barn looked good and solid, as did the hut. They didn’t budge for a single moment as the wind howled and pushed me off balance. This was enough though, and I closed the front door properly this time as I carried the bucket over to my new bath. Emptying it in, I set the bucket down and stripped off my wet clothing. I was freezing and keeping them on was only going to make things worse for me.

To my relief, though, the pot was already boiling. With a wooden stick and a thick cloth, I carried the hot pot over to the bath, and tipped it in. The heat went through the cold water, settling it to a more comfortable temperature. Well below boiling, but no longer cold from the well.

I set the pot back over the fire, but pushed to one side to protect it from the heat while empty. Then I slipped into the warm water. I let out a long sigh before noticing someone was watching me. When I opened my eyes, kitty was perched on the end of the bath with the supplies I would need.

“Pass the soap?” I joked.

Kitty glared at me, then slowly reached out with a paw, and batted the soap into the water at my feet.

I grinned slightly. “Thanks.”

Kitty jumped down and vanished, as I got to work scrubbing myself. It didn’t take long. Without being on the plow all day, I was just sweaty. The water was still warm when I got out, but it left me with an odd situation. The best way to dry myself off was with the very same blanket I now had stuffed in the roof. There was another, but I wanted to keep that spare. So…

“Well, nobody here but me,” I shrugged and walked over to the fire.

It was warm and felt nice on my skin. So I lay down and decided to let the heat of the flames take care of the issue. Crossing my arms behind my head, I closed my eyes and began to rest.

Which was when my visitor appeared once again. She moved like a wraith. One moment, she was a flittering shadow, the next she was there. Right beside me, appearing out of nowhere. Just more evidence that I was slowly going mad in this place. Whatever was trying to kill me was now going to drive me insane. But… what a way to go.

The floor shifted slightly, and something moved over the top of me. I awaited what came next, and was not disappointed as I felt a warm, but slightly scratchy tongue, lap at the underside of my slowly hardening penis. I opened my eyes then, only to find myself a fraction of an inch from the very place I knew I would end up, eventually. Her lower flower glistened as she licked at me again. Her tail swished from side to side. My dream kitty.

She licked me again, and I stared up at her flower. There was a little bump at the top. I knew that she liked it when I touched it. But I had never been so close to it before. So, as she licked my penis once more, I reached up and wrapped my arms around her hips.

“Dapy?” her soft voice crooned.

And then it was my turn to lick. The flavor… was interesting. Like nothing I had ever tasted before. Almost tart, kind of tangy. But whatever apprehension I had about the taste vanished entirely as she let out a loud gasp.

“DAPY!”

I chuckled softly. Dream kitty got so mad sometimes. But she always enjoyed it. I didn’t know why she tried so hard to act mean, when she so clearly enjoyed what I did to her. Pulling her hips closer, I licked her again, tasting more of her. But with my hands around her hips, it was easy to reach just a little higher, to the base of her tail.

“Don’t you dare!” she hissed.

But I ignored her again as I scritched along the base of that fluffy appendage. She let out a quiet mewl of pleasure before I licked her again. Whatever she was struggling with, it vanished as she ground herself down into my face. I wasn’t quite expecting the action, but her enjoyment of it was far easier for me to recognize. With my fingers working away at the base of her tail, I licked slowly over her flower, tasting everywhere I could get. That small bump, all the way to the opening within. How my penis would fit into such a narrow place, I had no idea.

Her only response at this point was to suddenly close her mouth around me. As I licked her, she sucked me, and I found myself in an odd sort of game. Kitty would run her tongue up the side of my penis, and I would mimic the action as best I could. Then, she switched to sucking just on the tip, so I found that little nub and tried it.

Of all things, I didn’t expect the sudden huff and mewl that escaped around her lips as I did so. This nub, whatever it was, seemed to be the source of her greatest pleasure. So I focused on it. Her mewls became more animated, her breathing heightened. Her flower began to leak over me, giving me more of her to taste and feast upon. I ignored it all as I focused on the singular point of pleasure. Dream kitty or not, she had my full attention as I worked to pleasure her.

She wasn’t idle, though. Purring frantically, she drove my penis in and out of her mouth. It felt wonderful, especially when she used her tongue and hands to help. When her hand went down, her lips went up. Then she reversed them both and pressed deep, while sliding her hand up in a milking action. Had this been like our first time, I likely would have finished already. But she had come every night, and I wanted this to last. If I was going insane, it was going to be the best version of it I possibly could.

Which was when the room flashed with a familiar light. My world twisted, and I jerked awake from my dream as the wizard stumbled around in the room.

“Daaaapyyy!” He sang, before tossing the hat off, revealing her feminine smile. “I’m druuunk!”

“Ahhh,” I frowned and sat up, mindful of my nudity.

“There you are,” she spun and saw me. “Ohhhh and you’re ready for me?!” she squealed.

I watched in confusion as she bent down, before taking the edge of her cloak and suddenly yanked it over her head. Beneath, she was… soft. While dream kitty was petite and firm, the heifer was surprisingly muscular. This woman, however… this wizard. She was… plush… Her hips were wide, as were her breasts. They were supported in some lace covered thing that only came to the underside of her nipples.

“I have this thing, y’know,” she stammered as she moved closer with a wobbly gait. “Storms scare the shit out of me.”

“Then you’ve come at a bad time,” I mumbled.

“Hush,” she glared at me. “That just means I get drunk… I’m always drunk. Am I a mess?”

“Ah–”

“Don’t answer that!” She snapped, before chuckling. “Fuck, I’m horny when I’m drunk. It’s why I wear the hat.”

“I think–”

“But not with you,” she mumbled, before dropping to her knees and crawling over to me. “You saw me without the hat. You sexy fucking man.”

“Okay, I really–”

“Need to either shut the fuck up, or shut me the fuck up,” she slurred. “Preferably with your dick.”

“M-my penis?”

She froze, then smiled widely. “Oh, you sweet summer child.”

“I’m not-MMM!”

She kissed me, and I fell back on the floor. When she pulled away, it was with a manic grin. “You wanna know a secret?”

“No,” I whimpered, unsure of what was happening.

She leaned in and pressed her lips to my ear. “Anal makes me squirt.”

“Anal?”

She giggled and nodded. “Don’t tell me you’re still a virgin?”

“Maybe,” I frowned. “I don’t know.”

“Oh, this is going to be fun,” she swayed as she slid down my body. “First, I’m going to suck you,” she slipped a warm hand around my penis. “Then,” she swayed.

“Then?”

“Gonna,” she opened her mouth, and dropped her face to my thigh.

Then started snoring. I watched her for a moment. Confused, terrified and… completely out of my depth, before dropping back onto the floor with a thump. And this time, when I looked up, it was straight into the eyes of the kitty. Murderous rage bubbling within.

“I don’t suppose you’re here for head scratches, are you?” I offered.

Despite her fury, kitty did indeed want head scratches.


Chapter 8



“It should be her, laying on the floor,” dream kitty hissed softly.

I looked over at the sleeping form of the drunken wizard. She hadn’t awoken, and as the storm progressed, the temperature had fallen and I found myself curled up on all the spare bedding I had. To my surprise, Kitty had joined me, and now I was having this bizarre dream.

“Honestly, I think I’m just going a bit mad,” I told her as I reached up to stroke her ears.

“Stop that,” she pulled away.

“You like it,” I protested as I tightened my grip on her.

I was on my side. With kitty curled into my front. She glared hatefully at me, just like Kitty in the real world.

“Besides, if one day I make you mad enough to bite me, maybe I’ll wake up,” I drawled. “I’m sure that whatever I’m doing in the real world isn’t as interesting as all this. But it would be nice to know I’m not losing my mind.”

“What makes you think you’ve lost your mind?” Kitty asked me.

I smiled and kissed one of those soft ears. “Because during the day, the cow looks like you do right now. While at night…” I looked her nude form up and down. “You look like this. And you and I both know that’s just not possible.”

“Yes, the cow,” she narrowed her pretty little eyes. “What do you think of her?”

The room flashed as the air split. A boom of lightning echoed overhead. I glanced up at the bed, seeing the drunk wizard was still unresponsive. That made me sigh. I really was asleep. None of this was real, I knew that. I just… didn’t quite want it to end yet. Kitty, in this form… Well, despite how much I seemed to anger her, she was always so cuddly… not to mention–

“Human!” she growled.

“Hmm?” I turned my attention back to her. “Sorry, I was… thinking.”

“About the cow?”

“About you,” I corrected her.

She stared at me for a moment before huffing. “As it should be. But the cow. What do you think of her?”

“I don’t know what I should think of her,” I admitted. “She’s a cow, and a rather strong one at that. It shouldn’t really have been possible to plow a whole field as quickly as we did, let alone two of them. Now she’s producing milk.”

“But is she attractive?”

I closed my mouth and slumped down on the bed. “She’s a cow.”

“Are her breasts not large and full?” Kitty asked.

“I… I hadn’t noticed,” I lied pitifully.

“What about the sounds she makes when you milk her?”

I thought back on that soft gasp and curse she made when I touched her that first time. But… that was in my head, right? This was all a hallucination. I was seeing visions. None of this was real. I was probably locked up in a dungeon somewhere, going out of my mind on some poison the Baron fed me.

And yet… the warm hand slowly rubbing my length wouldn’t accept that fact. Nor the sensation of teeth, as she leaned in and bit at the edge of my chin.

“We were interrupted earlier,” she whispered.

“I thought this was my dream?” I protested softly as I pulled her close.

Kitty looked up at me and smiled. “If it was your dream, what would you do with me?”

“I think I’d start with some more ear scratches,” I whispered as my hand once again found those fluffy little triangles. Her purring filled my ears, and I smiled down at her. “You’re so beautiful, you know that.”

She let out a soft sigh. “Silly human. I need not your sweet words, but your vile ones…”

“Vile words?” I frowned. “I’m not sure what you mean. Why would I want to call you anything vile?”

“Because I crave it,” she purred, as she increased the pace that she stroked me. “A mere human, beyond his wits’ end, sating his needs with my body. As shameful as it is… I very much desire it.”

Truthfully, I had no idea what she meant. But sating my needs was something I understood. Dream kitty was horny kitty, and I was very much in agreement with this sentimentality. I wasn’t sure about the rest, but I knew how to do this. She turned that purr into a soft meow as I shifted my weight. There was still an angry glint in her eye, like my movements offended her. But she accepted readily as I settled between her open legs.

“Should I continue what I did earlier?” I asked.

“Only if you wish for me to bite you,” she growled. “Do not pander to me, human. I want what I want.”

“Such a needy kitty,” I chuckled and steered myself between her legs.

Her breath hitched as I found her entrance, only for lightning to strike once more. This time it was far closer, and I couldn’t help but jump at the sudden explosion. The wizard did too, letting out a scream as she rolled out of the bed. I found myself lying face down in the blankets, with the kitty growling furiously beside me.

But that wasn’t all I noticed. There was a definite, solid bang coming from outside. Even as I listened, it happened again.

“Why are you… what?” The wizard turned about. “I hate storms!”

I grunted at that and climbed to my knees. I ignored my erection and found my pants. The bang happened again, and I could only assume it was the barn. If it were the hut, water would be coming in. So right now, my concern was about the cow. I’d also need to check the chickens. I didn’t know how they would be handling the weather, but if the barn was damaged, the coop might be as well.

“Where you going?” The wizard slurred.

“To check the barn,” I answered quickly as I rushed out the door.

As I opened it, a blast of cold air and water blew into my home. If I was dreaming, I wasn’t now. The wizard yelped, and I could even hear the kitty’s angry yowl. With no time to waste, I pushed out and hauled the door closed behind me. I could see the barn was still standing, so I bypassed that for now and went the other way around the house. The chicken coop, to my relief, was in a far better position. The wind, as it howled, was broken by the house, sparing the coop much of the force.

I opened the top and checked within, seeing the girls all huddled in the corner. They were mostly dry, and with a quick prod, I could tell they were warm as well. Leaving them was going to be the easiest solution for all of us, so I did just that.

By now, the wind was cutting through my skin, and I was regretting not having any proper wet weather gear. This storm was a bad one. It wasn’t winter yet, but the temperature drop could have fooled me. I hurried along as my skin felt like it burned and hurried to the barn. The large structure looked solid and whole. The source of the banging was obvious, too. With each blast of wind, the barn door would swing open, and then slam closed once more.

The locking mechanism had broken, and I needed a way to pin it shut. First, though, I needed to make sure the cow was okay. Giving the door a nudge, I slipped in before it slammed shut, and squinted in the almost perfect darkness. I could make out the basic shapes of the furniture in here, but without the moon, and the storm still blowing a gale, it was otherwise entirely dark.

So dark, I let out a girlish scream as a warm body pressed up against me. That warm body hoisted me off my feet and carried me further into the back of the barn.

“Let me go!” I struggled.

Moo!

Wait…

We came to a stop. The wind was still coming down, and I could feel a soft exterior and a muscled form.

Moo, she said again.

“You’re… you’re the cow,” I reached out to touch her.

Moo! she sounded happier as I realized for sure who and what she was.

“Okay,” I sighed in relief, before realizing I was sitting in a pile of hay. “Okay girl. I need to get the door closed. It’s a bad storm out there.”

She paused for a moment before quickly getting up. I sighed in relief as I watched her silhouette moving in the dark. She hurried over to the barn door… and slammed it shut.

“No,” I moaned.

Now it was truly dark. Where I could make out silhouettes before. Now, it was just endless darkness. I couldn’t make out my own hand in front of my face. I could still hear, though, and the cow was dragging something heavy around. What it was, I didn’t know, but it couldn’t be good.

“Hey now,” I called out in the dark.

My answer came with a tremendous boom. The farm lit up once more, and for just a single moment, I saw the workbench had been dragged over to block the door. What was more, I swear I saw a manic grin on the cow’s face as she hurried towards me. No matter what I saw, all I knew was that she was coming a moment before she landed in my lap.

“What’s happening?” I gasped as she grabbed the front of my pants.

A pair of soft lips slammed into my own, and I fell back under the weight of a soft skinned, and muscular woman. I must have hit my head or something. This wasn’t real. Not the cow, not the kiss, not the hand grasping my penis and not the angry hissing.

“You DARE!”

The lips pulled away. “My prince?”

“He was MINE!”

“Then…” the cow released my penis and climbed to her… hooves. “I apologize, Prince Sagroth. I believed you were done with the human. When he arrived, smelling of your need, I misread your intentions.”

“Am I dreaming?” I called out into the dark.

“Quiet, human,” Kitty called back. “I’m thinking.”

“Thinking,” I nodded to myself. “That… doesn’t make sense, but okay.”

“Dapy!” Kitty hissed.

“Yes, Kitty?”

Her response came as an angry hiss. Dream or not, hallucination or not, slow death by strange poison or not. I knew that sound meant business, and I closed my mouth.

“He learns,” the cow chuckled.

“He has been a wonderful student,” Kitty murmured. “Truthfully, he came to check the barn after hearing the door crashing in the wind.”

“Oh,” the heifer gasped. “He was worried about me?”

“Indeed,” Kitty replied. “So I’m thinking that while I ride that delightful pole of his, you sit on his face.”

“Sit on my what?” I sat up.

“Quiet, human, the grown-ups are talking,” Kitty hissed at me.

I slumped back on the pile of hay once more. The barn wasn’t nearly as comfortable as my own bed. But then, it was actually softer than the floor of the hut, even with the blankets. This dream was getting more and more bizarre by the moment. The two unknown beings that couldn’t possibly be real muttered softly amongst themselves. I wasn’t sure what they were discussing, but I heard something about orgasms, followed by a muttered question about having a turn. What that turn was, I didn’t know. But it had me nervous as I heard them both stop and suddenly come towards me.

“How can one so weak possibly hope to contend with us both?” the heifer asked.

“I don’t fully understand it either,” Kitty replied. “Perhaps it was possible that some of the others would have been able to, had they lived as long as he has.”

“Do you know what happened?” I asked. “The wizard told me they all died.”

“I killed them,” Kitty hissed.

I smirked and shook my head. “No really. You’re cranky and all, but you’re such a good kitty inside. You didn’t hurt anybody.”

“Oh… Now I get it,” the heifer muttered.

“It’s disgusting,” Kitty sighed. “I’m always fucking throbbing, and that bitch, this storm, and then you tried to clam-jam me.”

“And he’s convinced this is all some strange hallucination?” The heifer asked.

“How many catgirls or… cowgirls have you ever met?” I shrugged while staring blankly into the darkness. “My money is placed on two choices. Either the wizard fried my brain. Or I’m in the baron’s dungeon, slowly being poisoned while I go out of my mind.”

“So I should continue during daylight hours?” the heifer asked.

“Just be cautious of the wizard,” Kitty growled. “That blessing of hers is dangerous.”

“Yes, I did feel something when she arrived,” the heifer accepted as she moved closer to me.

One moment I was feeling rather cold as I lay there quietly in the hay. The next, I heard a pair of heavy thumps as something landed either side of my head. Then I smelled it. A familiar, and yet strange scent. Similar to that of what I found on my kitty in the last dream, in the bath.

“Open wide,” the heifer instructed.

I frowned, before feeling the sudden sensation of Kitty’s flower rubbing over me. Most and warm. That hardened me fast, and with an eager grip she slid over the top of my penis. Whatever word was about to escape my lips turned into a gasp, which the heifer took advantage of, squatting all the way down, touching her flower to my lips. The taste of womanly nectar entered my mouth, and I moaned as Kitty lowered herself fully onto my rigid pole.

I was trapped between two unimaginable, hallucinogenic beauties who were using me for their own pleasure. Whatever fever pitched nightmare was causing this, I no longer cared.

“There we go,” the heifer giggled. “That surge of lust, can you–”

“Shut up Vozrok,” Kitty hissed.

“Ooo, testy,” the heifer giggled.

I groaned at the sensation of slick flesh sliding along my own. It was intense, and I was sure that this time, I wasn’t going to survive. My hallucinations were getting worse in the best way possible. Slurping on the flower above me, I appreciated all the sensual moans of pleasure that escaped the heifer’s mouth. But the kitty riding my penis was a world of its own. She moaned, mewled and hissed, before freezing in place and…

“DAMMIT!” Kitty screamed.

The heifer paused before shifting to get off me. “My prince?”

“It’s not working!” Kitty hissed.

I frowned at her clear distress and sat up. Kitty struggled as I pulled her against my chest, but I held firm and she relaxed against me.

“What’s wrong?” I asked as I let my hands drift to stroke up her sides and back.

“I…” Kitty shuddered. “I don’t…”

“You can tell me,” I scritched her ears gently. “I won’t judge you. I’m just a poor farmer, anyway. Nobody would care about anything I said.”

“I understand,” the heifer whispered. “I’ll give you two some space.”

“I will destroy you, Vozrok!” Kitty growled.

“Please,” the cow chuckled. “One of lust, to another. I would never condemn your kinks, nor think they were exploitable.”

Kitty hissed before thumping her head into my chest.

“I don’t know what’s going on, Kitty,” I kissed her soft ears. “But, you know. I would never do anything to harm you. This kitty, or the real one. I love you.”

“Fool,” she hissed. “I don’t want you to love me,” she pulled back slightly. “I want you to hold me by the scruff of my neck, pin me to the floor, and sate yourself with my body.”

“What?” I whispered.

“Like this,” the heifer gleefully explained.

I felt the wash of cool air on my previously warm cock as Kitty was pulled from my lap. There was an angry yowl before a firm hand grabbed my wrist and pulled me forward. I tipped onto my knees and the powerful heifer woman pressed my hand over her own before slipping free.

“There, now we just,” she shifted around, and the mad growling from the kitty, turned, into soft mewling.

I could feel Kitty under my hand. It was the back of her neck, just as she described. I was holding her down on the floor. Her face was muffled into the hay and I was frozen in shock. This wasn’t my dream. This wasn’t what I would have wanted. Why would kitty want this?

“More help? Okay, I have this.”

I sucked in a breath of air as the heifer’s hand gripped my penis. Her other hand pushed me from behind and I gasped as she pushed me, penis first, into the sopping wet opening of the kitty’s flower.

“Now you just…”

She shifted around to kneel behind me. I was frozen in shock as she reached down, keeping my hand pinned in place. Before thrusting her hips into my back. I was forced to drive myself into Kitty, who let out a soft mewl.

“Wait.” I tried to regain some control over the situation.

“No waiting,” the heifer whispered in my ear. “Can’t you feel how much she’s loving this?”

I wanted to argue, but kitty’s tail was swishing from side to side on my chest. Her flower was throbbing around me, and she was leaking down my legs.

“My Prince, he needs to hear this,” the heifer said a little louder.

“I want this!” Kitty cried. “Defile me, human!”

I didn’t like to think what we were doing was defiling. But… she did seem to genuinely enjoy it. I concentrated on what I was doing and tightened my grip on her neck. Before driving my hips forward on my own. Kitty let out a soft yowl before pressing her cute butt backwards into my hips. That little nudge was enough to drive home the point, and I took a deep breath.

“Okay,” I nodded.

She made a single, quiet mewl of pleasure before I thrust firmly into her from behind. Her ass jiggled with the smack of my hips, and I listened to her sharp intake of breath. Her tail jerked in place and I reached down to grip it by the base. Which did something to her, as she squeezed her flower down around me.

“Oh, she likes that,” the heifer whispered in my ear as she gave us some space.

“Whatever my pretty kitty wants,” I grunted as I rammed myself into her once more.

“I want!” Kitty yowled.

I laughed and sped up my thrusting. My heart thudded in my chest and I didn’t know how I could have imagined a situation like this. The delicious sensation of her body clinging to my length as I drew it out of her. Only to force it back inside with a pleased gasp.

Kitty was gasping and lightly struggling. Not like she was trying to get out of my grip. But like she was trying to escape the sensations I was driving into her. But it was the heifer leaning in once more that caught my attention as she kissed my ear.

“She’s going to cum soon,” the heifer whispered. “Don’t stop.”

“Traitor,” Kitty hissed.

“Kill me after you finish cumming, my prince,” the heifer sniffed.

I ignored their banter, chasing my own pleasure. Kitty was loving this, but so was I. Our hips smacked together and I could feel the way she spasmed and squeezed. Letting go of her tail, I leaned down, holding her shoulder to keep her steady as I pounded my way into her from behind. Her tail thrashed madly, but I ignored it, trapped between the two of us as she let out a shrill, yowling cry.

It was then that I slipped. Falling forward, my weight collapsed atop Kitty, pushing her flat onto the floor. There, she was trapped beneath me. She squirmed, massaging my penis, and I grunted as I tipped over the edge. There was nothing I could do but cling to her as I pumped my seed into her precious flower. Her soft mewls reached my ears, and I pushed my arms beneath me, giving her some relief so I was no longer crushing her.

“Kitty?” I whispered.

“D-Dapy?” she whispered back.

“Are you okay?”

She sighed and gave a small nod. “Yes, human. I am fine.”

I smiled. “I’m glad. Because I’m going to miss you.”

“Miss me?” Kitty growled.

“One day, this is all going to end. Either I’ll wake up, or the poison will take me,” I told her. “Just… For the parts of this are real. If you’re even real. Just know that in the short time that I’ve known you–”

“Dapy–”

“That I think I’m in love with you.”

“Fool,” she hissed. “Saying that in the heat of the moment was foolish enough. Why repeat it?”

I smiled and hugged her close as I rolled onto my side. “Because I’m afraid of what happens when this ends. And I don’t think I want it to.”

“As sweet as this situation is,” the heifer said as she crawled over to join us. “It’s my turn.”
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Dapy lay there, grunting and moaning. General Vozrok beamed in pure bliss as she rode him. Despite her play on telling the human how I enjoyed my pleasure, I couldn’t find myself being mad at her. That chiseled, muscular form she created for herself would be divine had it not been built with sin in mind. The perfect blend of strength, maturity and sexuality. She could fuck as long and as hard as she wanted, then sustain him with her milk.

He hadn’t tried it yet, and I was interested in seeing what the effects would be. Humans drinking the milk of a demon was always different. Some were destroyed by their inhibitions, others were granted strange powers. Dapy… well…

“Fool,” I hissed as I watched them fuck.

That blithering, weak little wretch who showed up on the farm and interrupted my life. Now this talk of love… No. I was a prince. I was THE prince! The sex he provided had replenished my power. All I needed to do was return to my plane, destroy my invaders, and retake my throne. I just… Needed to ensure this wretched mortal was comfortable, safe and satisfied. If something happened to him.

No…

I owed him a debt, no matter how I despised him. Whether lucky, deception or some hidden skill or ability. He survived my tests long enough to prove himself useful. That in itself had taken a step further, when he not only accepted my affections, but delighted in them, as he should.

It mattered not that he thought me a hallucination. The man was an idiot for sure, but one that I could scarcely do without. Other beings could replenish my power, surely. Perhaps even Vozrok. But none would do so without coercion or risk of betrayal. None but him, and his stupid, smug and delightful little…

“Fuck,” I growled as I throbbed.

Vozrok glanced up at me, and I scowled right back. She could see right through me. That damned bitch. I would gut her before the end. If only I didn’t need her so badly right now. By the time this storm ends, I should be strong enough to take the fight to Greed. At least for a scouting mission. This farm would be my respite. My staging ground and the home of my forces. Yes… I would bring my most trusted and most powerful to stay here. We would bide our time, regain our strength and return to drive out Greed once and for all.

Then, when my plane was secure, I could deal with Vozrok. And then… Then I could deal with that pathetic little human–
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“Here, Kitty,” I pulled her into my arms.

I didn’t know what happened. One moment, I was resting with my kitty. The next, I was beneath the mountainous form of the muscular cow woman. Where my kitty was soft and sweet, even when I took her roughly from behind. The larger woman was far more energetic and demanding. She rode me like a bucking bull until, to my surprise, I found release for a second time.

Only in the aftermath did I think of my poor dream kitty. How she must have been horrified by the way I switched my attention from her so quickly after what I had done. Reaching out desperately in the direction I had felt her move, I found her fuzzy foot and dragged her back into my arms.

“I’m sorry,” I kissed her head. “I won’t let that happen again,” I promised her.

“What?” she murmured. “What happen again?”

“The heifer,” I admitted. “I… I don’t know what came over me.”

“Dapy,” Kitty shook her head. “You, right now, are holding me in your arms, at the expense of that muscular, bovine slut.”

I frowned at the use of her words. Setting that aside, I tried to gain an understanding of what she meant.

“Your lust is what I desire, human,” Kitty whispered as she purred into my chest and nuzzled close. “Use her to build that lust. Then use me to sate it.”

I blinked slowly in the dark. “Definitely a hallucination.”


Chapter 9



“DAPY!? Are you in there?”

I snorted and sat up. My shirt was off, there was straw stuck to my face. Kitty let out a disgruntled yowl as she rolled onto her paws. Even… even the cow was… I shook my head. The heifer chewed some straw as she looked at me. Whatever happened in the barn stayed in the barn. Hallucinations. Yes. None of this was real, including the cow that sometimes looked like a woman.

“DAPY!?”

“I’m here!” I called as I got up, snagging my shirt as I did.

There was a thud on the barn door before a feminine grunt. “Why won’t this open?”

“Broken!” I called back as I stuffed my shirt on. “The storm knocked it loose. I dragged the bench in front of it. Give me a moment!”

“You’re okay?”

“Yeah!” I tried to sound nonchalant. “Just not a great sleep.”

That silenced her for a time and I got to work. The bench was heavy, but with a bit of effort, I slowly dragged it far enough back to get the door open. Only for the wizard to push straight inside, looking panicked.

“Oh,” she froze. “You’re okay?”

“I’m okay.” I frowned at her concern. “Why wouldn’t I be?”

“You weren’t inside when I woke up… I thought…”

“Just the storm,” I shrugged. “It blew the door open, and I had trouble getting it closed again.”

“I can see that,” she shifted nervously.

I looked at the bench, then back at her and sighed. “You’re not wearing the hat.”

The wizard flinched slightly before slumping in place. “Do I need it?”

“No,” I grunted as I began pushing on the workbench once more. “Just as long as you’re comfortable. I don’t want to piss off a wizard.”

She watched me for a moment before letting out a long sigh. With a wave of her hands, the workbench suddenly slipped out from in front of me. It shot across the floor, thumping against the wall in its original place. I staggered at its sudden departure, before turning slowly to the wizard.

“Thanks,” I muttered.

She nodded before letting out a sigh. “Efaris.”

“Efaris?”

She nodded. “That’s… that’s my name.”

“Efaris,” I held out my hand. “I’m Dapy.” She giggled and shook her head, but took my hand with a smile. We stood there, staring at one another, before I cleared my throat. “Right, well. The day’s getting on. How about some breakfast?”

“Do you have eggs and milk?” She asked.

“In the larder,” I nodded. “The chickens started producing that first night and the cow soon after.”

“Glad that worked,” she mumbled. “Ummm… How about you take a bath? You smell like a barn, and… I’ll make you some breakfast.”

That was probably the last thing I expected someone to offer. Let alone a woman. Let alone a woman who was a wizard. To me. On a farm. Still, I wasn’t about to deny her something. One flick of her wrist and she sent that workbench sliding. One more could do the same to me. I shuddered to think what she could do if I made her mad at me.

“Great,” I nodded. “I’d like that.”

She smiled at me. Surprisingly wide at that. I could only assume she was getting something she wanted out of this. Not that I had much say in all this. I was imprisoned here, there was no leaving for me. She made that much obvious. I checked the barn, seeing the cow staring at me. Kitty was long gone and there were no other signs of damage. Whoever built this barn did a decent job. Old maybe, but it didn’t leak a drop during the storm and that was damned impressive.

I followed her back to the hut, where she led the way inside. After showing her where the larder was, I got to fetching water for my bath. The first pot went over the fire to heat, while I spent the rest of the time shuffling back and forth between the well and the bath.

“Need a pump,” Efaris commented as I toiled.

“Never had one before.” I shrugged as I set the bucket down. “That’ll do, anyway.”

Efaris nodded slowly before turning back to what she was doing. With some of the spices she had brought over, some eggs and a bit of milk, she had made… something. I wasn’t sure, I’d only ever fried or boiled my eggs. She’d… scrambled them. She also kept moving the pan around that she was heating. Part of me wanted to tell her that it wasn’t going to get hot enough to fry unless she got it closer. But I decided she likely knew what she was doing and climbed into the bath instead.

Leaning back into the water, I looked up at the ceiling, seeing Kitty glaring down at me. I smiled and blew her a small kiss. Kitty stared at me for a moment before giving me a long, slow blink in response. She was a good kitty.
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Fool…

I ignored him after that. I had half a mind to get my revenge on that meddling bitch who woke us all this morning. But… she was powerful. Which in itself wasn’t all that strange, but why she had decided to stay here, in his presence, I didn’t know. Even now, she sent him to bathe away the scent of our coupling while she cooked for him. It was almost as if she intended to be his maid, or perhaps… a wife.

I shuddered at the notion. Human pair-bonding was a crutch for their species. If you want to ensure a pure bloodline, you need only prove your might. You didn’t need some idiotic ceremony to announce the fact to the world. You just murdered anyone who touched what belonged to you, and the world accepted the fact.

With a growl, I turned around on the wooden beam and hurried over to the window. The blanket that idiot stuffed into place was soaking wet. It only took a small tug of my claws and it fell to the floor with a wet thud. If someone said something, I ignored it. That wasn’t my problem, this was my home. They were merely guests in it.

In no time at all, I had crossed the roof of the barn. Scaring away a crow that dared perch upon the top. That silly scarecrow that foolish human had created lay out in the field. Crows were smarter than a stick and some pants, but then…

Yes…

Yes, that would be good. Double purpose. Keep the pesky birds away, while setting a protector to watch him on the farm. It was perfect. I just needed someone to fill the spot. Which was my goal for today. While Dapy and that damned wizard, Efaris remained at the farm. I needed to find out the extent of the damage to my plane. Silence was going to be my friend. I wasn’t in my top form, despite the… healing that Dapy had provided. Stupid human…

I leaped down into the grass before hurrying over to the barn once more. Vozrok stood patiently inside, no longer using the form used for pleasing that idiot human.

“My Prince?”

“Remain here,” I ordered. “I shall return before nightfall.”

“My Prince, it would–”

“This is my responsibility,” I hissed. “None of this would have happened if I had taken the challenge more seriously. I take this risk because it is my fault and you are to remain here and protect this farm. Am I understood?”

Vozrok’s form twisted into that glorious woman once more. She towered over me, even as she knelt down in submission.

“Protect the farm, or… Protect the human?”

I hissed once more. Turning on the spot, I marched outside once more. I didn’t look back, even as I slipped under the house. The dark interior lit up before me, showing the path to the underworld. My plane of Lust awaited, and it had been long enough that I feared what I would find upon my return.

There was no time like the present, and with a flick of my tail, I dropped down into the depths of the underworld and emerged in a different kind of darkness.

Beneath my wooden home in the world of humans and life, there was darkness. But a soothing, comfortable darkness. One created by the intent to deceive and hide the entrance to this place, situated at the bottom of a long abandoned well. This darkness did not have that familiar sensation. This was the darkness of death and ruin.

I smelled the dirt, twisted metal and blood the moment I stepped back into this plane. I remained in my smaller, bestial form as I crawled through the debris. My castle, my home, had been dropped upon me. That was both good and bad. Good, that it would take time to clear the rubble and find the entrance to the human world. Bad, because of the grave insult it was to destroy another Prince’s home.

Greed would suffer my wrath just as soon as I could confront them on an earnest battlefield. Where Dapy had put my spear, I didn’t know. Bringing it now would have been an error. I wouldn’t have been able to get it through the rubble without making it obvious that I had returned. No, for now I chose to remain silent as I squeezed under the remains of a great pillar. My nose wrinkled in disgust as I found the half crushed body of a guard. I didn’t know which, their form so utterly destroyed I wasn’t sure of their gender.

Climbing up and over a section of what looked like the outer wall, I found another. It seemed that this was a dumping ground for the refuse they wished to desecrate while I was unfound. But that wasn’t all that was down here. I thought it was my imagination at first. It almost made me think of the rats that used to visit the farm. Long before they knew better. I followed that sound, the slight scratching and tapping. Until I came upon a sight.

She was twisted. Broken and barely alive. Her armored form was crumpled as she lay with her legs crushed beneath a mound of twisted stone and iron. That in itself was odd. As my maid, I had never expected her to put on one of my soldier’s uniforms. Despite her horrible injuries, the scratching I could hear was the final, desperate urges of a dying woman’s want to be freed. I could see the claw marks on the stone, where she gouged at it, desperate to survive even this.

“Allmiron?”

She gasped softly and her eyes cracked open. “M-my Prince?” She croaked through dry and cracked lips. “Is th-that really y-you?”

I moved closer, shifting into my bipedal form, as her eyes glinted in recognition. She knew who I was, even as I watched the last vestiges of strength leave her body.

“Do you wish to live?” I asked her.

“Y-yes,” she nodded with a small jerk of her head.

I sighed and gave a small nod. Part of me was relieved that she was still alive. The rest of me regretted making the offer. The human was making me weak. If Allmiron was strong enough to survive, she would have done so on her own. Not… I grimaced and shook my head, before resting my palm on her shoulder.

“I will come back for you soon,” I promised as I let a trickle of my power flow between us.

Allmiron gasped softly. First in relief, then again in agony as the weight of her injuries became known to her once more. Only she didn’t cry. She let out a grunt, bared her fangs and clung to my hand for a moment.

“My life for yours, my prince,” she hissed.

I smiled and severed the flow of power. She sagged in place, and I removed my hand as she blinked slowly. Allmiron took in the surroundings for a moment before looking down at her legs.

“Brace for my return,” I told her. “You will not die. But before the end, you may wish that you had.”

Allmiron nodded, and I left her alone once more. Shifting into my feline form, I continued to climb. Now, though, I made sure to pay attention to exactly where I was. There was no chance of me forgetting her. She made her pledge, and I had invested in her. Letting her die now would be foolish, both for the lack of an ally, and for the waste of my resources. No, she would be valuable, and I had just the place to put her. Right now, though, I continued to climb.

The rubble was tightly packed in places, and spacious in others. Still, as a cat, I was confident in my ability to squeeze through gaps not possible in my true form. Something I was marveling at even now, as I stepped out into the open. Only to fall silent in abject horror at what I could see.

Pulling back into cover, I watched as dozens of soldiers dressed in the colors of Greed tossed the corpses of my people into what was now a giant pit. My castle, my home. It was gone. All of it. The basement, dug beneath my home to store my valuables, had been destroyed and the remains of my home shattered and dumped within. The remaining space now slowly being filled with the dead. Tossed uncaringly from the edge by teams of enemy soldiers.

Only for a scream to ring out. I turned, seeing another team of soldiers suddenly fall. One of their corpses wasn’t quite dead. He let out a furious howl as he struck the soldier in the head. The other greed soldier drew his blade, only for the incubus to take it from him. Disarmed, he was helpless as this fine specimen of my people was kicked off the edge.

“TO ARMS!”

I heard a series of shouts, and some of those I thought were dead and piled among the rubble sprang to their feet. Part of me wanted to unleash my power and join the fray. The rest of me was smarter than that. Greed wasn’t to be trifled with. If this kind of attack was happening here, it was because the bulk of the forces were elsewhere. That meant my army was still at war, and that meant I still had time. My numbers would take centuries to recover. What I really needed was a dedicated and trustworthy force of soldiers at my command. And a demon to lead them.

Looking towards the demon heading this raid, I had through him the appropriate choice before a flash of golden energy slammed into him. Before my eyes, my choice of officer, was eviscerated by the energy splattering him across the wall.

“Disappointing,” I growled as the rest of my soldiers continued to fight.

With the fresh battle raging around me, I slipped out of the rubble. There was a section of wall that hadn’t made it fully into the pit. Leaving a rubble strewn trail for me to climb. I ignored the cries, screams, and clashing of weapons as I made my bid for freedom. I wasn’t sure which side was winning, but tipping my hand and exposing my return wasn’t something I was willing to do yet. Instead, I moved quickly and silently, creeping up to the edge of the pit, where I slipped out and made my way across the shattered ground of my plane.

Bodies were everywhere. It was no wonder Greed had put an effort into dumping them. Soldiers, workers and even the peasant workers of this world. None were spared. A mother with her babe still clinging to her chest were riddled with arrows. A father protecting his teenage son was pinned in place by a broken spear that had gone right through both.

War was a dirty thing. I’d have met Greed on the field of battle. My people, though weak, did not deserve this kind of fate. As I crested a section of crumbled wall, I looked out over the remains of my domain. The city smoked in places, and had burned down in others. There were a surprising number of people still moving, though very few were flying. Likely, the population, for the most part, had survived and was trying desperately to continue to do so.

Off in the distance, I could see not one, but two battles. Beneath the cracked sky, an army had set up camp. Their gaudy, gold tents gleamed under the demonic sun. My people seemed to have made an effort to siege them. Commendable, but their exit was on the plane of Greed, and their resources were endless. The other battle, which looked far more interesting, was before the destroyed gates of my city.

The army had come through and attacked. But only a smaller expeditionary force had made it within. That expeditionary force was the ones currently engaged with my forces on the other side of the pit. With the camp under siege, reinforcements couldn’t leave, and so the war had ended up with three oddly placed fronts. While the bulk of my forces could not disengage from the bulk of Greed’s, those within my city were free to do as they please.

Knowing Greed, it was to loot the city of all its valuables as quickly, methodically, and violently as possible. Which, of no doubt, was why a skirmish was happening behind me. I ached to join them. To feast on their blood. To bathe in their screams. It would not be today, though. If I joined that melee, it would tell my men that I was alive and well. That information would get back to Greed, and that bastard Prince would know to send his forces into my city to search for me.

With a hiss of distaste, I cast one final look over my city. There was little I could do at this stage. I had hoped my home remained standing. I was hoping to find those most loyal and get them to follow me back to the farm. Watching the systematic destruction, that wasn’t going to happen, well not easily at any rate. I would indeed need help. In particular, I needed someone to guard my human…

“My human,” I shook my head.

With a snarl of anger, along with a heavy dose of annoyance, I made my way back to the pile of rubble that was closer to the portal and my human. The battle still raged, but the cries of pain were distant. Who was winning? I didn’t know. I could only hope that with Allmiron’s recovery, she would give me the opportunity to return. Together with Vozrok, I would stand a chance at finding those still fit to stand beside me.

The first hurdle, though…

“My prince,” she licked her lips with nervous apprehension.

I stared at her form before looking down at her crushed legs. Her breathing got harder as she steeled herself. Allmiron wasn’t the warrior that I expected. But wearing that armor, and the fact she was alive, told me she had the heart. Something I hoped would pay dividends in the future.

“Do you want something to bite down on?” I asked softly.

She smiled nervously before holding up one of her gloves.

I smiled and gave her a slow nod. “I’m sorry about this.”

“You did not cause my injuries, my prince,” she protested lightly.

I shook my head. “No. I’m sorry I didn’t bring a more suitable weapon.”

As my claws lengthened and my teeth extended, Allmiron’s breath hitched as she realized just how she was getting out of this. Hopefully Dappy, that pathetic little man, could help her as he did me. For now, I had best just get her back. In as solid a piece as I could manage it.
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“This is amazing,” Efaris walked beside me as I strode down the rows of fresh shoots.

“It really is,” I agreed. “It’s been days, and yet it’s as if weeks have passed.”

“You’ve noticed nothing different?” she asked.

“The soil is nice,” I shrugged. “The heifer,” I glanced back at the cow, chewing cud along the invisible fence line. “She plowed it easily on her own.”

“I thought she would. The other farmers only ever used a single cow,” Efaris spoke. “And… there’s been no incidents?”

I snorted and gave a bark of laughter, which made her frown at me. At the serious expression of the powerful woman, I cleared my throat and tried to look contrite. “Sorry. That was… Yes, there have been incidents. Lots of close calls, things I can’t explain.”

“Like the barn last night?”

I frowned before shaking my head. “No… No, last night I think was just bad luck.”

It really was. In the light of day, after a bath, a hot meal and the chickens set loose in the fields to eat the pests, I had checked the barn. The wooden beam that held the doors closed. There had been an old crack on the back side of it where I hadn’t noticed. The blowing of the wind had taken its toll, and the wood had splintered, allowing the barn door to blow open. I didn’t have a proper wooden beam to replace it, but I still had plenty of wooden lengths that I was confident in at least a short-term solution.

Still, with the growth of the plants, and the surprising lack of weeds, I was left with an extraordinary amount of time to… well. Not do anything. Farming was a busy life. You plowed, you seeded, picked, watered, weeded and then picked. If you weren’t doing any of those, you were fixing farm equipment, rearing animals, or working on long-term food supplies. Preparing grains, drying beans and other things essential for the survival of the winter months.

“But that stopped?” Efaris asked.

I nodded slowly. “Yeah, the darndest thing, really. I found the Kitty under the house. She’d been cut up bad. Like someone had taken a knife to her.”

“I saw that she was bandaged,” Efaris nodded. “That wasn’t long ago.”

“No,” I shook my head. “But then, nothing here really works the way I expect it would. I swear I’m dreaming half the time.”

“Dreaming?”

I swallowed nervously. “Yeah… Just… Hallucinations, mostly. Harmless things.”

She looked at me and frowned. Then reached over and touched my head. I froze in place as her eyes flashed as she activated those strange powers of hers. I didn’t fully understand them, but she pulled away after a few moments and frowned.

“If you’re hallucinating, it’s not from an outside force,” she answered. “There’s no sign of anything meddling with your head.”

I chuckled and shook my head. “Great.”

“Is it?” she asked.

I nodded. “I had two theories, really. Either that night I tripped over you in the dark, you fried my brain and everything right now is just a dream. Or the Baron caught me, and he’s doing the same thing with a strange poison.”

“What, in particular, makes you think this isn’t real?” Efaris turned to stand in front of me. “Do I not look real?”

“You do,” I chuckled nervously. “It’s just… There are other things that seem real that… That can’t be.”

“Like–”

MRRRROOOOWWWL!!

I snapped my head around so quickly my neck cracked. That was the kitty. She disappeared for the day, which wasn’t unusual for her before she was injured. I thought it was a good thing, since she was getting back to her old self. But this new sound was anything but. This was a cry for help if ever there was one.

Leaving Efaris behind, I ran for the hut. The fence was low enough I could leap clean over it. I watched my footing as I charged across the plots of small plants before throwing myself onto my stomach.

Meow!

“Coming!” I answered, as I saw the dark silhouette of Kitty around that hole.

I didn’t waste any time scrambling on my belly to join her. The ground was just as scratchy and dry as I remembered. Which was weird after all the rain we just had. I put that from my mind, as just another weird happenstance of this place. My goal, for now, was the kitty. She was moving around something. Something… that was moving. That made me slow. Had kitty brought me something? Had she hunted? Surely she hunted. She survived on her own before I got here.

MROW!

That cry was rather impatient, and I scrambled forward once more. Only to pause in confusion at what I was seeing.

“A crow?” I frowned.

CAW!

I jerked and hit my head on the underside of the floor. Rubbing my head furiously, I directed my attention back to the crow. It flopped around, as if it couldn’t get its legs under itself. That was confusing enough that I reached out. Mindful of getting pecked, the creature was remarkably docile as I gently scooped it into my hand.

“Dapy?” Efaris called.

“I’m okay!” I shouted back. “Kitty brought me an injured crow!”

“How did she catch a crow?” Efaris snorted.

I looked at Kitty and saw the way she was looking at me. “I… don’t think she did.”

I turned the crow over, only to wince at how I was holding her. Whatever happened to this crow, it was missing its legs. Just a pair of feathered, bleeding stumps. I looked at the kitty and nodded.

“I have it,” I promised. “Lets get inside and patch it up.”


Chapter 10



On my hands and knees. Dirty past my elbows. I crawled along the rows and rows of sprouting plants. With all the fuss, I’d taken my time getting to this job. It was something I never really enjoyed. More often than not, it was a necessary evil. To go down the rows and pluck out the smallest and weakest of the plants, where they bunched up too tightly. Too many sprouting in the same spot would starve them of nutrients.

What I hadn’t expected was for so many of these plants to be so large and healthy. Even with the rain, I half expected most of these clumps to already be showing signs of struggling. Instead, it was nothing but healthy, thriving plants. Still, once they began to fruit, I’d see a decline. So I kept at it, plucking the smallest of the plants and tossing them aside to dispose of later. For the most part, at least.

CAW!

I glanced down between my legs. Nestled in a sling draped from my shoulder to my hip, was the newest member of the farm. Why I was doing this, I had no idea. Crows were generally a bad idea on a farm. They ate seeds, they’d sometimes rip up shoots and once the fruiting season began, they’d eat those too. Nothing worse than watching a big juicy pumpkin grow fat and large. Only to go out to pick it, and there’s a dirty great hole in the side where something had pecked a hole to eat the fruit within.

Still, this crow. She, and I was rather certain it was a she. She was rather… intelligent. Plucking a few fresh shoots of the plant I just ripped out, I offered it to her. Tucked into the sling, nestled in a bunch of rags. Her stumps were wrapped as best I could while she lay on her back. The poor thing. I didn’t know what hurt her, but she was remarkably calm as she accepted the shoots I gave her.

“I’ll keep an eye out for more bugs,” I told her, before glancing around at the chickens that had been following me around. “But I wouldn’t hold my breath. There’s a lot of competition.”

CAW! CAW!

I grinned and kept moving. The day was long, and the work even longer. Despite the ease of plowing, the luck of rain and the speed of the growth. Some things just couldn’t be done any quicker or slower than I could manage them by hand. This was one of those things, and there was nothing more to do than crawl along as best I could.

“Dapy!” Efaris called my name. I sat up and looked back to see the court wizard waving at me. “Lunch time!”

“Here that?” I asked the crow. “Lets get some real food.”

CAW!

I chuckled as I climbed to my feet. That was probably the strangest thing of all. And that was saying something. Between the farm itself, and the strange hallucinations giving me vivid memories of Kitty and the cow becoming beautiful women… I did indeed have one that was sticking around.

“Coming!” I called out.

“Wash your hands!” She shouted, before stepping back into the hut.

“Is anything real anymore?” I asked.

CAW!

“Suppose you’re right,” I shrugged as I made my way across the farm. “Hey, remind me later to see if the chickens want any of those plant scraps before I give them to the cow.”

CAW!

“Thanks,” I chuckled.

If I was losing my mind, I was going to have some fun with it. Life here wasn’t bad, even if it wasn’t real. How could it be? Random court wizards didn’t just teleport poor farmers into the middle of magical farms. Those farms didn’t have random animals that turned into attractive women. And those same court wizards didn’t make me lunch while I worked the fields.

No… I was out of my mind, and loving it.

I was careful of the plants on the other side as I hopped over the low fence. These were getting rather tall. I had half a mind to pull a few. It had only been weeks since I’d planted them, and yet I’d have assumed it was months. I stepped lightly over them, reaching the well, before I hauled up the bucket.

Setting it down, I removed the sling holding the crow. She didn’t like getting wet. Something she loudly proclaimed when I did it the first time. With her aside, I splashed the water up over myself. Washing the sweat from my face and hair. With my arms wet, I scrubbed them down before splashing water over those as well. After dumping out the dirty water, I tossed the bucket back in once more. Retrieving it again, I unhooked the bucket and carried it in one hand, with the sling holding the crow in the other.

Efaris was humming as she hovered over the fireplace. A pan sizzled softly with some of the eggs I’d collected that morning. Beside her, on a stool, was some bread, cut vegetables and some cold meat. All in preparation for lunch. I set down the bucket by the door for later. There was always a need for fresh water. The crow, I set on the table before looking around the hut once more.

It really was something, too. When I first got here, there was the bed, the fireplace and a small table. Nothing else. Since Efaris showed up drunk that night, she had brought over plenty. I had a bath, a privacy screen. Several changes of clothes and… Even now, as I walked into the room, my heavy footsteps were quietened by the softness of a new rug. What surprised me the most, though. Was how often Efaris spent the night. She wasn’t just cooking and decorating. If I didn’t know better, I’d say she was moving in. She hadn’t even gotten drunk again.

“There,” she smiled as she scooped up the eggs. “It’s been a while since I worked in a kitchen.”

“You worked in a kitchen?” I asked as she transferred the fried egg onto the laid out bread.

“Before I was trained as a wizard,” she nodded. “It was a shock when I discovered I had mana.”

“I’m sure,” I nodded.

“But well…” Efaris shrugged as she stacked a few more ingredients onto the sandwich before cutting it in half. “Sometimes it’s nice to remember the small things.”

“Is that why you’ve been spending so much time here?” I asked.

Efaris’s eyebrows pinched as she came to a stop. “Is that what you think?”

“I don’t know what I think,” I admitted, as fear for my life began to rise. “I told you already that I’ve been hallucinating. None of this makes sense to me.”

“I still don’t think you are,” she sighed. “I’ve been watching you carefully.”

“I don’t know what to tell you,” I shrugged.

“It would help if you told me what these hallucinations were,” Efaris prodded, not for the first time.

I blushed and shook my head. “That… wouldn’t be appropriate.”

“Are they hallucinations about me?” she asked.

“No,” I replied, but there must have been a look on my face because she frowned.

“Not me, but still along those thoughts then,” she muttered. “Can’t be a demon or there’d be more chaos. A succubus would suck you dry, leaving a husk.”

Meow!

We both turned to see Kitty on the bed. Licking her paw, I smiled and turned to pluck the crow off the table. Despite the disparity of birds and cats, for whatever reason, these two got along quite well. I set the crow down beside Kitty. Kitty then got her chance to growl at me, which I ignored as I rubbed her ears, before turning back to Efaris, who was staring at me.

“Is everything okay?” I asked.

“No,” she shook her head. “But what the problem is, I have no idea. Bringing in a colleague of mine who might have better answers would be problematic.”

“Problematic?” I asked.

Efaris chewed her lip for a moment before letting out a sigh. “Come eat your lunch, Dapy. Tonight, you and I need to have a little talk.”

Meow

CAW!

I glanced at the two of them and shook my head before turning back to Efaris. “Sure.”

That settled, I accepted my lunch and took a bite. The bread, wherever it came from, was lovely and fresh. The meat was salty and good, pairing well with the crisp vegetables and fresh eggs. To each hearty bite of my sandwich, Efaris took two smaller ones. Still, I spared a bit of the meat for the animals, giving a small piece each to the crow, and Kitty.

Efaris watched me as I did so, but offered no comments. When I finished my sandwich, I thanked her before plucking the crow off the bed once more. Then it was back to work. I’d like to say it was more interesting than that. Unfortunately, farming really is that boring some days. All you do is pluck out a few plants, watch the weather and keep an eye out for anything that might hunt the chickens.

At least… That was until I heard Efaris call my name. Sitting up once more, I glanced over my shoulder to see her waving. She was standing in front of a pile of wooden beams. I wasn’t sure what was going on. When she’d left, I was completely oblivious, let alone when she returned. I got up and made my way over.

“Do I need to wash up?” I asked.

“Not yet, I just need a hand getting all this inside,” she smiled brightly.

I nodded, looking over it all. Pre-cut lengths lay in a bundle. There were a lot of them too. Far more than one person could manage on their own. How she got it here at all, I had no idea. But then, she managed to move a bunch of crates that one time, so it wasn’t out of the question.

I didn’t bother asking what it was for. I just picked the largest of the wooden beams and picked it up. Good, solid hardwood. It weighed a bunch, but I got it over my shoulder. Efaris rushed off ahead of me, opening the door to the hut. I carried that beam in, and set it in the middle of the room. Efaris set a piece of firewood behind the door to prop it open, and the two of us went back out. She started on the smaller, more numerous pieces, while I carried the heavier beams. It took multiple trips, and I worked up a bit of a sweat doing it. Soon enough, though, it was laid out neatly inside.

“Is that everything?” I asked, not knowing at all what I was looking at.

“That’s it,” Efaris grinned. “You can get back to work. I’ll have something to eat ready for you at sunset.”

“You don’t have to do that,” I told her.

Efaris pulled a face and turned her back to me. I looked over, seeing Kitty on the bed. She was staring at me, and I gave a small shrug before stepping outside once more. With a check on the crow who seemed to be sleeping, I went back out to the field and resumed thinning the plants. How so many of the things had sprung up so quickly was beyond me. Still, I had plenty pulled out by now, and I detoured to drop some of the shoots into the chicken coop.

Either they’d eat it, or I’d take them out in the morning. The rest of the plants I carried over to the barn. The heifer was still chewing cud in the field, so I left her to it for now. These fresh shoots would make a nice snack for her overnight. Which was another thing. Usually cows would let you know when they wanted to be milked. She hadn’t. Only going out to the field and back without a worry. I’d need to check on her later, make sure she wasn’t getting backed up. Mastitis was a concern, but she didn’t appear swollen or even uncomfortable.

In fact… “No…” I said to myself. “I need to check that now. Just in case something’s wrong.”

Setting down the bundle of fresh shoots, I checked the milk bucket was where I left it, and turned around. Only to freeze as the heifer stood in the doorway. Though… she wasn’t the cow, but the seven foot tall woman from my hallucinations.

Moo

“Okay,” I nodded and took a deep breath. “Just a cow. Nothing to worry about.”

Moo!

I chuckled and led her further into the barn. “I’m sorry it’s been a couple days. Need to check your milk supply. Are you feeling okay?”

Moooo.

I tried not to imagine that as a moan and gestured for her to bend down. Her massive breasts… udders. Udders. Her udders swayed beneath her, and I gently brushed them with the tips of my fingers. She didn’t show any signs of discomfort, so I cupped them with my palms. They were warm, but not burning from any internal infections. For whatever reason, she was entirely healthy, despite not being milked for a while.

“Well,” I smiled nervously. “I suppose I should milk you, to be certain.”

“Please.”

“Hmm?” I turned, hearing that word.

Moo!

I waited for a moment. Sure, I heard her speak, before shaking my head. I got the bucket and set it on the floor before retrieving a bundle of the fresh shoots for her to eat. The heifer crouched down on her hands and knees. I knelt down and took one of those fat nipples before giving it a firm pull.

“Harder.”

I froze and turned to face her. She was staring right ahead, not moving at all. At least, before her tail flicked, catching my face.

I jerked and turned back as her tail swished from side to side. Shaking my head, I cleared my inappropriate thoughts, and gave her nipple another tug. I swear she moaned, but there was just a soft moo instead. Burying her face into her meal, I continued my work by filling the bucket. I was a little concerned when she began to tremble. But she made a noise that sounded distinctly like a complaint when I stopped milking her. That trembling ceased after a while, and when it happened again, I ignored it.

Until finally, she was running dry, and I had a bucket full. It was odd. She wasn’t any more full than usual. Not like I’d neglected her for days. If I didn’t know better, I’d say either she was milking herself, or there was a hidden calf out there somewhere taking most of her milk.

In any case, there was little I could do about it now. I plucked up the bucket, completely missing the way she stared at my crotch as I walked around her to leave. Out in the field once more. I carried the bucket over to the hut and opened the door. There was a mess of timber beams everywhere, with a grumpy Kitty on the table. Efaris was staring at me from a position on the floor, but before I could ask what was going on, she smiled.

“It’s fine, I promise.”

“You sure?”

“I’m sure,” she nodded.

I gave a small shrug and carried the bucket to the larder. Settling it inside, I made a note that the other milk I’d left in there was gone. I’d ask Efaris about it later. Right now, though, she seemed busy, and I was probably in her way. Stepping outside, I got back to work. I’d made good progress on the weeding and thinning. I just needed to finish it. Getting back down on my hands and knees, I checked the crow was still hanging in there fine. She looked up at me and seemed to almost smile.

“Back to it,” I told her, and began my work.
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It was as I found myself squinting at the ground, that I realized the time. The day had gone quickly. The simple work was mind numbing enough that I kinda zoned out for a while. Pluck, pluck, crawl, crawl, pluck, pluck and crawl. Bit by bit, row by row, I worked my way down through more than half of the fields I’d planted. The crow had made a few noises, and after helping her out, I apologized for having to hold her while she did her business. Then, after spotting the heifer out in the field once more, I figured life had gone back to normal. At least, as far as it could be, until I stepped through the front door of my home.

“Oh good! You’ve time to bathe,” Efaris smiled.

I opened my mouth to comment on the dress she was wearing. Before now, she’d always worn her wizard cloak, but this was just confusing.

“Dapy?”

“Hmm?” I jumped slightly. “Bath, right?” I turned and frowned as I spotted a few things had shifted around here.

Rather than risk the wizard’s wrath, though, I set down the crow on the table. I hurried around the privacy screen and stripped out of my dirty clothes.

“There’s a hamper,” she called.

I frowned. “Hamper?”

“For your dirty things.”

I looked around the bath, noticing it was already full and slightly fragrant. Beside it was a wicker basket, which made me frown. “The basket?”

“It’s a hamper,” she called back.

I nodded and dropped my things into it before stepping into the bath. It was delightfully warm, and I sank down into the water, letting it run over my head as I ducked beneath the surface. Raising out once more, I rubbed at my face.

“Make sure you get good and clean,” Efaris called. “There’s a bucket with some soap hanging off the side.”

I frowned and turned to see what she was talking about. On the back, between the tub and the privacy screen, I found what she was talking about. It was a tiny bucket, more of a decoration than a useful object, but it had what she said. A bar of soap, and a strange, coarse object. It was damp and had a good texture that reminded me of sand.

By rubbing the soap on it, I worked up a good lather and used it to scrub myself down. Farmer I might be, but dirty, I was not. I spent a few minutes making sure I was good and clean before rinsing out the scrubber and returning it all to where it belonged.

“Want me to empty the tub?” I called, looking for the bucket to do so.

“I bathed before you came in,” Efaris answered. “I’ll take care of the water, though.”

I thought it odd that she was offering, but I wasn’t about to complain. My back was rather sore from being hunched over all day. So instead, I got out and spotted a towel hanging over the privacy screen. Wrapping it around my waist, I stepped out, just as Efaris thrust a change of clothes into my arms. I took them and stepped back.

“Thanks,” I told her as I dried myself properly and redressed.

Stepping around the privacy screen once more, I sniffed at the air. Whatever we were going to eat smelled wonderful. My eyes drifted over the room, settling on the table laden with a roast haunch of meat and some vegetables.

“Wow,” I mumbled. “A whole roast.”

“I felt like doing something special,” Efaris shrugged. “This is standard fare at the palace.”

I wanted to ask why she wasn’t just eating there, but decided against it as I moved over to the table and sat down. She smiled at me from the second seat and offered me a large knife. I chuckled and got up, letting out a pained groan.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Just my back,” I admitted as I picked up a fork. Stabbing it into the meat, I started to cut. “A lot of bending today.”

Efaris made a noise and I let it go as I served her first, and then myself. I was of no illusion who was in charge here. I was along for the ride well before I met her. There was no way I was going to question a court wizard, no matter how pretty she was. As I set the knife down, Efaris took over, serving out the vegetables. It wasn’t often I was able to eat a nice roast. Stews were so much quicker and easier to prepare in large quantities. But when I bit into it, tasting garlic, salt and other herbs, I let out a soft moan of pleasure.

“I’m glad you like it,” Efaris smiled as she popped a potato in her mouth.

We didn’t talk much as we ate. I was tired and my back was sore. Efaris kept an eye on me and I tried to brush it off while enjoying her fantastic cooking. But I was getting tired and the night would only last so long.

“That was wonderful,” I smiled as I sat back from the table.

“Thank you,” she smiled at me. “Do you have room for dessert?”

Shaking my head, I let out a chuckle. “I don’t think so. I haven’t eaten this well in… ever,” I admitted.

“Well,” she nodded. “How about you go lie down, then?”

I thought about the softness of the bed as opposed to the bundle of blankets on the floor and made a note not to fall asleep. If I was taking the bed, I didn’t want to force her to sleep somewhere uncomfortable. No sir, was I going to upset a woman who could send me to the top of a volcano or something. But as I stood and turned around, I paused as I saw the bed.

“What…”

“Go lay down,” she repeated. “And take your shirt off.”

I frowned in confusion as I yanked my shirt over my head. Efaris snatched it from my grip as I started at the new piece of furniture. The small bed she’d been sleeping on was gone. Replaced with a much larger one. It reminded me of a marriage bed, but…

“Lay down!”

Jerking forward, I decided it was best that I remained on the edge. I felt the sides of it, confirming that it was the wood I’d carried in earlier. I had no idea it was a bed. How it had gone together was a mystery for another day, though. I slumped down atop it and moaned into the soft mattress. It was nicer than the old one and I groaned, thinking about sleeping on the floor later.

“Now lie still,” Efaris instructed me.

I felt something drip onto my back and frowned into the bed. Only to gasp in shock as her hands pressed into my skin. She was firm and rubbed at my back. It felt wonderful, even as it ached and burned. I could detect a floral scent from the oil and her hands slid up my back.

“Stop wriggling,” Efaris instructed me. “It’s like you’ve never done this before.”

“I haven’t,” I grunted, doing my best not to squirm as she prodded me in places that made my legs twitch.

“Of course you haven’t,” Efaris sighed.

“Why are you doing this?” I grunted as she worked her way up through a particularly sore spot.

“Do you know what I am?” she asked.

“A court wizard?” I hedged.

She laughed and gave me a prod. “Court wizard is a title,” she said. “I’m a rare king of mage. One who develops a wide range of powers, but at a catch.”

“Mhm?” I groaned as she dug into the muscles along my spine.

“I’m not very powerful right now,” she admitted. “But… when I drink, my mana pathways open up.”

I frowned. “Is that why you were drunk that night?”

“It’s why I’m always drunk,” she sighed. “I got so drunk, I had a vision of finding someone to come to this farm. The king wasn’t sure, but gave me leave to travel around to find them. Can you guess where that led me?”

“When I tripped over you,”

“Exactly,” she moved up to my shoulders. “And I brought you here, and so far, things have worked out far better than I could have ever imagined.”

“You’re welcome?” I tried to guess what she wanted to hear.

“Don’t be daft. I know you’re just a farmer, but you’re not stupid,” Efaris muttered. “I’ve seen the way you care for the animals, and I’ve learned more about farming from watching you than I have my entire life. And I’m the one in charge of this place.”

“Sorry,” I shrugged.

Efaris sighed. “Want to know the worst thing?”

“Do I?”

That earned me a swat on the back of the head.

“Being drunk all the time meant I had a lot of horrible situations. I’m not a fool, despite my drinking habits. I’m aware of what I look like. So… that’s why I wear the hat and make myself look like an old man. People see the hat, and that I’m drunk and think I could go crazy at any moment. They leave me alone.”

“Makes sense,” I nodded.

“It worked a little too well,” she sighed. “Dapy, only two people know that I’m a woman. And one of them is the king.”

“The other is… me?” I guessed.

“You,” Efaris confirmed. “Do you know how long it’s been since somebody has treated me like a woman?”

“Ahhh…”

“I was born in a village like yours, Dapy,” Efaris continued. “I grew up working in my father’s inn. Cooking, baking, serving drinks and entertaining guests. Until one day I had too much to drink and blew up a table. They cast me out, where I found my way to a traveling mage who trained me to use my powers properly. Which was a feat, considering I needed to be raving drunk before they were worth a damn.”

I felt the bed shift before her weight settled on my ass. She was sitting on me, and when I tried to turn, she pressed me back into the mattress once more.

“Your hallucinations,” she continued. “They’re sexual, aren’t they?”

“M-maybe,” I mumbled, not wanting to admit anything.

“Dapy,” Efaris shifted up onto her knees. “Roll over.”

I swallowed nervously, before pushing my arms under myself. Turning on the spot, I made sure not to bump into her. And stared up at the nude woman hovering above me.

“I am not a hallucination,” she whispered.


Chapter 11



“Alright, we move quietly,” I hissed.

Vozrok, in her demonic form, gave me a small nod, while Allmiron gave a nervous smile. Her limbs may be gone, but her new form in this world would be a huge benefit to her on our home plane. I led the way, climbing down into the well, and emerged beneath the rubble once more. The stench of death was pervasive. The rot had set in and I grimaced, thinking of how long this would take to clean.

“Damn them,” I hissed as my allies emerged behind me.

It was more difficult than I remembered. Vozrok’s natural form was too large to fit through the gaps I had exploited on my first trip back. While Allmiron’s crow form lacked legs in order to climb. Still, with me leading the way, Vozrok was able to lift her smaller form over obstacles, while I sought out the largest gaps to get the three of us clear.

“How did you get here in the first place?” I asked, crawling over a low section of what looked like floor tiles.

“It wasn’t this bad,” Vozrok grunted, while shoving a broken section of spear out of her way to make more room. “Most of the collapse was in response to you leaving. Not in the battle with the champion.”

“I’m still furious about that,” I sighed.

“We shall be better prepared next time,” Vozrok growled.

I smirked at that. The unspoken part was the declaration that Vozrok would be the next ruler. Unless I killed her first, of course. But that would only deny me my most valuable ally. Vozrok understood the risks as well. A strong bond to the plane would require an honest duel. Striking me from behind might work, but she would never have a full claim on this world. Opposition would come from all sides, both internally and externally. Her aspirations demanded a clean kill and for that, I had no fear of her.

“I never would have imagined speaking to the prince like this would end with anything other than an execution,” Allmiron huffed as she fluttered over a pile of crushed stone.

“There is an honesty to lust,” I chuckled. “Sexual prowess has limitless potential if utilized correctly to ones such as ourselves. The most power comes from clear expectations.”

“It is my expectation to one day take the throne as Prince of this plane,” Vozrok confirmed. “To do so, the plane needs to be at its full might. Killing Prince Sagroth now would leave the entire plane weaker and put me on a worse footing to fight back against the forces of Greed.”

“It’s not just Greed,” Allmiron muttered. “Envy sent along a token force.”

“Envy,” I hissed. “I should have known.”

“He’s always been a cowardly piece of shit,” Vozrok growled.

“It makes more sense this way. Two planes working together. No doubt, Envy’s forces are waiting just beyond the veil. Ready to strip the victory from Greed’s clutches the moment they’re at their most vulnerable.”

We continued to climb free of the rubble. I spotted a few faces I recognized. Like Allmiron, they were those closest to me within my keep. Servants, my personal guard. Even a hellhound pup, I recognized from the collar around its neck. I paused to stare at it for a time, as I remembered the child who owned it. This war was cruel. The denizens of hell were many things. Many more in the plane of lust, but cruelty like this was beyond rationalization. Even wrath understood that pointless cruelty caused too many problems. I let out an angry hiss before plucking the collar off the pup’s neck. Attaching it around my wrist for the time being, I moved on.

We emerged on the opposite side of my last visit. The pile had increased in size, as more of the walls had fallen in. The piles of bodies were higher as well. Lining the sides in a display of gore. The carrion birds flapped and squawked, feeding on the carcasses.

“Allmiron, make sure nobody is watching,” I ordered.

The maid, turned soldier, gave her wings a beat, and lifted into the air. She circled around, gaining speed and height. She wasn’t quite the same as the creatures on this plane, but unless someone was paying attention, she wasn’t noticeable. Just as long as she didn’t–

CAW! CAW!

“She’s going to get us killed,” Vozrok slapped a hand to her face and sighed.

“Come on,” I growled. “So long as the way is clear.”

The two of us used the macabre pile of corpses to make our way out. It angered me that so many of the bodies were not soldiers. Simple folk, merchants, laborers, and people living their lives. There was nothing I could do for the dead but avenge them. The living was my current priority. Allmiron drifted down, and I ignored Vozrok as she admonished our newest member. As my trusted general, it was her place to do so, and I had no reason to intervene.

While they spoke, I looked down at my city. The ruins were as numerous as the homes. A few fires still burned, but they were few and far between. I could see movement though, my citizens, picking through the scraps. When I looked further afield, I could see the remains of my army, still sieging Greed’s forces.

“My prince,” Vozrok caught my attention. “What is the plan?”

“Evacuate our people towards the keep,” I hissed. “Barricade the streets at key points, and burn the rest of the city. Once my people are safe, you and I shall go on the offensive. We can rebuild when it is decided.”

Vozrok grinned widely. “Yes, my prince.”
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“Efaris,” I chuckled weakly. “W–”

“Shut up,” she leaned down over me. “Do you know what it’s like to live like I have lived?”

“N-no,” I whispered, not having a single idea.

She smirked. “No, I don’t suppose you would. Dapy, I live in a world of cutthroat politics, back stabbing, literally in some cases, and ruthless vindictiveness. On top of that, my abilities as a mage are affected by alcohol.”

“Meaning?”

She sighed. “I can cast magic while sober. But only small spells. I can focus and perform more powerful spells, but they are intensely draining. For whatever reason, once I’ve had a few drinks, my mana awakens and I am a much more capable spellcaster.”

“You explained this already,” I nodded.

“And why I use that silly hat to make myself look like an old man,” she added, before leaning in. I could feel her breath on my cheek as she brought her lips to my ear. “But I’m not an old man, Dapy.”

“I can see that,” I mumbled.

“What else can you see?” she asked, sitting up once more.

I stared at her breasts and swallowed nervously. She grinned above me and tilted her head.

“Ummm,” I tried to stay objective. “I see breasts.”

“What kind?”

“Large breasts.”

Efaris smirked. “What do you like about my breasts?”

I thought about that question for a moment, and frowned. “I… like how large they are.”

“Just their size?” Efaris asked. “Not how they feel?”

“I haven’t felt them,” I pointed out.

She smirked and took my wrists in her hands. I almost pulled away as she brought my palms to her breasts, and I felt her nipples were hard.

“Want to know what I like about my breasts?” Efaris asked, as I continued to palm her.

“W-what?”

“How sensitive they are,” she smiled. “Squeeze them. Not hard, and don’t dig your fingers in.”

I swallowed and did as she suggested. Tightening my grip, I felt her flesh squish between my fingers, and she let out a soft, pleasurable gasp. Kitty’s breasts, while nice, were not of this size. And the heifer’s… well, she was covered in fur. They were both lovely little hallucinations, and likely this was as well. But… it still felt very different as I palmed her. Shifting my grip, I cupped her breasts from below. With my thumbs on the inside and my fingers on the outside, I gave a long, slow squeeze. Efaris made a moan as I essentially stroked her breasts from base to nipple in a long, drawn out motion.

“Dapy,” Efaris stared down at me with hooded eyes. “Did you know some women can orgasm from breast stimulation alone?”

“N-no,” I shook my head. “I’d never been with a woman before the hallucinations started.”

Efaris shook her head. “I’m not sure what your hallucinations are, Dapy. In fact, what feels more real right now? Your dreams, or me?”

I felt her weight on my lap. My penis was getting bigger as I expected it would in a situation like this, but…

“I don’t know,” I admitted softly. “How do I know any of this is real?”

Efaris shook her head slowly. “Then let me show you.”

With my hands still on her breasts, she reached down between us. Her fingers tugged at the ties on the front of my pants, and I felt the cool air reach my erection. Her hands found it a moment later, and I jerked in place.

“Shhh,” she giggled at me

“Sorry,” I chuckled, before moaning as she started to stroke me.

“You’re so hard,” she smiled. “You’re also a little bigger than I thought you’d be.” I frowned, and she giggled. “Sorry, that came out weird. Let me make it up to you.”

I sucked in a lungful of air as she raised her hips. I looked down, catching sight of a thick set of labia. Her flower was open and I could see the glistening wetness, before feeling it smear over the head of my penis.

“Look at me, Dapy,” she whispered. I did just that, snapping my eyes up to meet hers as she stared right back at me. “You’ve made me feel more welcome and comfortable at this farm than I have anywhere else since I was a girl.”

“Okay,” I squeaked, unsure of how to respond.

Efaris smirked and shook her head. “Even after discovering my secret, you haven’t changed.”

“Why would I change?” I asked.

She smiled wider. “Why indeed?”

Then she lowered her weight. My erect shaft speared into her core. Efaris let out a low moan as she stretched to accommodate me. But her satisfied smile as her ass met my hips made me grin in response.

“Still think you’re dreaming?”

“I must be,” I shrugged. “Surely none of this is real.”

“It’s real,” Efaris nodded before rocking her hips.

She leaned down and kissed me. I wasn’t sure what to do at first. My hands were trapped between us, still palming her massive breasts. Her mouth found mine though, and as she started to raise and lower herself, I was just along for the ride. Kitty was soft, warm, lithe and slightly muscular. Her small frame was easy and fun to bounce. The heifer, by comparison, was large, heavy and hot as she took what she wanted without question. Efaris, though, was somewhere in between. She was warm, delightful and most definitely a hallucination like the rest of them.

With a grunt, I figured that I was going to take charge of this dream. She was beautiful, real or not. Pushing off the bed with my hips, Efaris made a surprised squeal as I rolled the two of us over. Her eyes went wide as I settled between her legs and pushed my length deep inside her.

“Dapy,” she moaned.

“Efaris.” I smiled and kissed her once more.

Rocking slightly to one side, I reached down between her legs. She moaned as I thrust into her. Before jerking as my fingers found her clitoris. She, like Kitty and the heifer, had one, and I stroked it with the tips of my fingers. Her breath hitched, and I held her close as I continued thrusting into her.

“Mmm-mm!”

I pulled away from the kiss and watched as Efaris’s eyes rolled. “You okay?”

“... Harder…” I stopped, and she let out a long whine as she grabbed my arm. “Please, fuck me harder?”

“Harder,” I nodded slowly.

I thought about it for a moment. Then sat up. I shifted closer to her, pulling her knees up to my chest. Slipping my hands up the back of her thighs, I settled my weight down, pinning her in place, while giving myself some leverage. Before thrusting into her once more.

“YES!”

I grinned and kept at it. My erection slammed into her with each thrust. I did as she asked and went as hard and as fast as I could. Her flower leaked around me, soaking into the sheets. Each smack of my hips on her ass caused little splashes in all directions. The whole time, she clung to her sheets, keening as if I was hurting her.

Still, I didn’t let up for a moment. I drove my length into her, over and over again. Her cries grew more shrill as the minutes went by. My legs were aching and my own end was quickly approaching. Without thinking, I lifted. Pinning her legs to my chest, I grit my teeth as I drove my erection between her clenched thighs. Efaris was screaming and fell forward as my seed spilled into her.

Efaris’s body squeezed around me as she threw her legs open. Her arms wrapped around my shoulders, and I felt her nails on my back as I felt pulse after pulse of my seed jetted deep inside her. I had only the energy to slip my arms up to support my weight, so I wasn’t crushing her. While Efaris hooked her legs around the back of my thighs as if holding me in place.

“Mmm’ sorry,” I murmured.

“What on earth for?” Efaris sighed.

I frowned and lifted my head to look at her. “I… inside.”

Efaris frowned at me before smiling and shaking her head. “The only thing I want you thinking about right now is if you can do it again. Or if you need a few minutes to rest first.”

I swallowed nervously. Took a deep breath. And tightened my grip.
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“My prince, I’ve spotted another one,” Allmiron called as she swooped overhead.

I let out a snarl of anger before turning to the family before me. “You know the way?”

“Yes, my prince,” the father bowed his head.

I nodded, and left them to get to safety, while I descended further into the city. For the most part, things were quiet. That was mostly because the enemy within my walls had taken control of pockets. Through intimidation, violence and resource control, there were dozens, if not hundreds, of demons within my city, controlling my people. I found them rather quickly, after attempting to send my people towards the remains of the keep. What I was told infuriated me, and I sent Vozrok off to do what she did best while I worked my way in the opposite direction.

Following the crow above me, I ignored the charred remains of buildings. A blackened arm stuck out from under a collapsed wall, reminding me of the loss. I would make those responsible, pay for their crimes. Running along, I shifted into my feline form, moving quicker, despite my smaller frame. I raced along, using debris as a springboard to gain altitude until I was racing across the rooftops of a row of shops.

Where Allmiron was taking me, I could already see. A stage had been set up. Just a pair of wagons tipped on their sides. Four demons, dressed in the colors of greed, stood around it, holding back dozens of my people. Atop the makeshift construction, a young succubus was being wrestled to her knees as the largest of their group loomed overhead with a massive sword.

“This is the price of resistance!” He roared.

“FUCK YOU!” the succubi on her knees screamed, trying to kick him.

I was impressed by her resilience, despite her situation. Resolving to take another look at her when this was done, I flooded my system with the power of my plane. It rushed into me from the very air, and I launched myself from the roof with so much force, part of it exploded behind me.

My target raised his sword overhead, readying it to end the succubi. She spat at his feet, the only part she could see as another demon shoved her forward. And I tore through the large one’s chest like claws through damp parchment. His flesh parted, as did the ones before. His sword tumbled to the ground, and several screams rang out.

Bouncing off the ground, I tumbled through the air and landed on my feet, back in my demon form.

“THE PRINCE!” someone shouted.

I saw one of the greed demons raise a crossbow, and the bolt left it a moment later. Snarling, I batted the useless projectile aside. I was the PRINCE! Such pathetic attempts meant NOTHING! I let a roar escape my lips as my loyal subjects scattered to the safety of their homes. But the target of my anger collapsed as his head spun off into the distance. I skidded to a halt, and looked up, as the succubi, once on her knees, now stood, holding her captor’s sword.

“My prince,” she bowed, before turning to hack one of the demons behind her. With their leader down, and the advantage of surprise on our side, we made quick work of the final members of their group. The townsfolk boxed in the last who tried to flee, while flushing out two more who had been standing out of my sight. They tried to surrender, but they were the invaders and I had no quarter to hold them. They died at my hand, screaming for mercy, from someone who had shown none.

I stood there, soaked in fresh, golden hued blood, before turning to my people.

“To the keep,” I hissed. “Those with the strength to lift a blade will be expected to contribute. We will push out these invaders, or die trying.”

There was a chorus of agreements before they started to move out. Only one did not leave my sight. The succubi, a young one. Barely an adult, slowly approached.

“My prince,” she bowed.

“Survive this day,” I hissed. “Prove your loyalty. And I will grant you the power you seek, under one condition.”

“Anything,” her eyes glinted.

“You will not drain, my human.”

The glint in her eyes dimmed for a moment before she nodded slowly. “As you wish, my prince.”

Just thinking about him made my loins ache… I was getting soft.
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“Oh, what is this?” I sighed as I opened the barn.

Stepping inside, I looked around. I could swear I locked her up. In fact, the barn WAS locked. I had to remove the beam in order to get in. But… the heifer was gone. I checked around, making sure she hadn’t laid down somewhere. I even spent a few minutes tapping on wall panels, looking for anything loose she might have slipped out of. She was gone, though, and I didn’t know how or why.

“Efaris,” I nodded and rushed out of the barn once more.

Bursting inside, I had a momentary flash of terror as she, too, was nowhere to be seen. I had seen Kitty spending time with the crow, carrying her around often enough. I didn’t think twice when I hadn’t seen either of them this morning. But the cow, and now Efaris, too?

“Dapy?” her voice called.

I jerked in place and hurried over to the bath behind the privacy screen. There she was, the court wizard. Nude as she was that morning, begging for more as I thrust… I shook my head and cleared my throat.

“Sorry,” I muttered.

“Don’t be,” she smiled. “It looked like you were having nice thoughts.”

“I was.” I shook my head again. “But that’s not why I’m here. Can you scan the farm again?”

“For what?” she frowned, sitting up.

“The cow is missing,” I sighed. “I don’t know what happened. The barn was still locked, but she wasn’t inside.”

“You think she got out somehow?”

“Or my stalker came back?” I suggested. “I just need to find her. There could be wolves, or worse, out there. A cow is easy pickings for a farm animal.”

Efaris understood the problem, and I watched as her eyes glowed for a moment. The kaleidoscopic effect of her magic was rather beautiful. I hadn’t paid much attention to that, as she terrified me before. Still did, in fact, but… that effect was somewhat blunted now she had joined my delusions. But it was the frown on her face that caught my attention.

“I can’t find her,” she muttered. “But I can’t really find anyone right now. I could have a drink and try again if you like?”

“No,” I frowned. “No, I think I’ll just go out and look. I finished thinning the crops yesterday.”

Efaris took my hand and gave it a squeeze. “Don’t go too far into the forest. I was serious about what I said about this place being guarded. They’re not on constant patrol, but I’d rather not deal with them when they arrive here looking for you.”

I nodded. “I’ll do my best.”

“That’s all I ask,” she smiled.

I leaned in and she raised her chin to accept the kiss I placed upon her lips. Her smile followed me as I stepped back. Only I wanted to be safe. I remembered where I’d left those weapons. Wedged up between the roof and the top of the wall. I cast a glance back at Efaris as she bathed before hurrying to the spot. She couldn’t see what I was doing behind the screen, and I silently promised I’d show her both the weapons when I was back.

Using a chair, I climbed up high enough to reach and plucked out the weapon I needed. Then dropped to the floor with a thud.

“I’ll be back before nightfall, no matter what,” I called.

“Be safe!” Efaris called back.

I smiled and hurried out the front door. I’d never used a spear, but it made sense. Wooden end stays in my hand, pointy end goes into the bad guy or… bear. Please let there not be bears. I shuddered at the thought before steeling my nerves. If there were bears, then the heifer was in danger. I nodded to myself, and with the spear as a walking staff, I marched off towards the barn.

I circled the outside, poking the panels once more. There weren’t any signs, like on the inside, of anything loose. She didn’t get out this way, so it could only be the door itself. Which meant somebody set the bar back when they were done and hid their tracks. Hopefully, I’d be able to find them.

I circled the barn once again. This time looking at the ground. I wasn’t a tracker, but I could recognize a hoofprint. My boots were the only thing obvious, though. It made me worried that whoever had come might have had magical powers like Efaris. But… surely that would be something she would have noticed. A wizard wouldn’t have shown up just to steal a cow, would they? I thought about the bath we’d stolen from the Baron and shook my head. Surely that was a once off.
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I didn’t know who trained Trorzid to use a blade, but I admired her work. Swinging it around, another demon lost their head, while two more ducked for cover. She was ahead of me, clearing the way, as I led terrified civilians away from their pens.

The bastard forces of greed had rounded them up. Locking hundreds of them in the dungeons beneath the western barracks. Although, those who informed me weren’t sure of the validity of their rumors. But I found out for myself easily enough once I knew where to look. The barracks were a central power for one of the sergeants, who hadn’t made it back out to the field yet. The city was in ruins, and these soldiers were pretending to be petty warlords. Even feuding amongst themselves for what I could only assume was a force of slaves.

Unfortunately, by attacking the barracks, I had accidentally alerted their guards. A bell tolled in the distance, signaling an attack. How my own forces would respond, I didn’t know. I just needed to get these people to safety. The problem was how many of these bastard soldiers were hiding in my city. They came from all directions. In pairs or sometimes squads. They would see the large group of civilians and charge in with reckless abandon. The first time it happened, I watched a whole family cut down before I could respond.

“MOVE!” I screeched, urging them onward.


Chapter 12



“JUST COLLAPSE THE BUILDING!” I screamed.

The warriors of greed were flooding into the city. I was almost out of time. It would be only moments until they were coming down the street and I needed to set up as many barriers as I could. We had started with wagons, shopfronts and any large pieces of rubble. Now I was relying on the buildings themselves.

My warriors stopped trying to drag sections of broken wall, and instead, turned their attention to the side of the warehouse itself. The heavy stone blocks that held up the remaining roof were more than adequate to stem or at least slow the advance of our enemies. They did as I requested, with only a moment to think. With massive hammers and spears as leverage, they pried loose one of the corner blocks. It was enough to shake the wall, but not bring it down.

I could see the first glint of gold as the enemy entered the street, and I knew we were out of time. I charged ahead, breaking through my own defensive line in a single bound. When I reached the wall, my soldiers jerked back in surprise. But it was the single punch I landed in the stone that made them duck for cover. The rock exploded from the impact. A boulder the size of my head flew down the street, hitting one unfortunate greed demon, splattering them across the paved roads of my city.

To my delight, it was enough to send the warehouse crashing to the ground. The stone blocks, falling from great height, tumbled down away from us. The charge was broken, and our enemy slowed, which was enough for me to scream.

“FIRE!”

A hodgepodge wave of spears, arrows, and spells flew overhead. It was almost pathetic how weak my people were. I only trained the best to be my warriors. Many could hold a blade, but where true strength lay, was by calling upon the plane itself to power spells or enhance the body. I funneled that power into my body, boosting my physical abilities beyond that of any other demon here. Only another prince could rival me. Others under my banner used this power to conjure the elements, or funnel the pure essence of lust itself for whatever purpose they deemed it necessary.

Despite my ire for the weakness of this attack. It wasn’t a complete failure. While the average demon was not the juggernaut that I was. Neither were the demons of greed. They were mortal beings, susceptible to mortal wounds. The arrows struck first, thinning the ranks as they stumbled, tripped and dodged the rubble that rolled towards them. Screams rang out, where the shafts found gaps in armor, or pierced exposed arms, legs and faces of those without proper protection.

Typical of their ruler, soldiers of greed had to pay for their own armor. It meant uniform standards didn’t exist and the quality of protection varied per the individual. More than likely, those with more influence had more wealth, and were more likely to be promoted away from the front lines. This rabble was the equivalent of man-at-arms. I’d feel sorry for them, had they not been invading my city, killing my people and taking captives as slaves.

I watched a better dressed demon. He wore a jacket of riveted chain. Brandishing an ax overhead, he let out a roar before a spear landed in his chest. I couldn’t help but cackle in mad glee. Golden blood spurted from his mouth as he fell beneath the feet of those who followed behind him.

Which was when the first of the spells struck. A green ball of wispy mana was first. It burst like a puffball mushroom, sending spores out in a cloud. Demons trapped within, or foolish enough to run through, began to scream and claw at their eyes and exposed skin. Despite their golden sheen, I watched as it ate into their bodies before a lucky fireball struck the outer edge.

Not only was it some kind of acid, but when introduced to fire, it flashed bright orange and all at once, a deafening boom echoed through the ruined street.

“CHARGE!” I screamed, and rushed into the chaos.

I had sensed no champions in their midst. This was a test to prove our defenses, or sweep us aside as they could. I had little doubt they believed me absent. Information of my return had not yet reached their commander’s ears. If they had, this force would have been made up of more substantial combatants.

Despite my diminutive size, I was the singular, most dangerous opponent in this skirmish. Stomping a wheezing demon into the pavement, I met the swing of a hammer with the palm of my manicured hand. The stone head shattered like the wall, pelting those behind with shards of jagged stone. The demon holding the weapon felt such a shock run up his arm, his elbow locked up as he grimaced in pain.

My backhand wasn’t long enough to reach his head. But the power of my strike against his hip ripped it clean from his body. His screams cut off a moment later, as a familiar succubus hacked his head from his shoulders. I caught a single glimpse of Trorzid as she charged down the line beside me. Vozrok was further back, helping set up a more substantial defense, while Allmiron scouted and brought reports to the two of us.

I could only hope that this would be enough. I was powerful enough to fight, toe to toe with anyone, including the Prince of Greed. That didn’t stop me from being a single demon. A ruler of none was not a prince.
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“Shit,” I swore.

Canid tracks. Wolves were a safe bet. Though I guess it could be something else as well. Who knows, maybe there was a portal to hell out here, and they could be hellhounds or something. I chuckled and shook my head. I felt lucky to have the spear. Not that I was an expert or anything, but if it was a pack of wolves… Well, I was probably dead anyway, but I still felt better to have it than not.

I had made it halfway around the cleared land. It was longer than it was wider, with the farm closer to the edge where I collected wood. I’d taken my time exploring it all as well. I didn’t want to miss any signs of the cow, or even Kitty. That was another worry. I hadn’t seen her, or the crow, and I wasn’t that far from the farm in the grand scheme of things. What I hadn’t noticed either was any sign of anything else coming or going. Even the wolf tracks didn’t intrude on the clearing within the ring of trees. They came close, before veering off like something had spooked them.

Maybe I was going about this the wrong way? Perhaps this really was some kind of haunted farm. Efaris hadn’t been able to detect anything, and none of the weird happenings had occurred in a while.

“Not the time,” I muttered to myself as I continued my walk.

The grass was tall here. Tall enough that if a large creature had walked through, it would have left a noticeable indent. The wind hadn’t blown hard enough to push over the grass, either. It was relatively quiet here today. Being only halfway round, there were still plenty of places the cow could have gotten out. I just couldn’t help the feeling she hadn’t. That I was missing something. Still, I had to be sure, and continued my walk.

I found more signs of disturbances. Scuffle marks, like animals, had rolled around. Small tracks where lizards and small animals had hurried through, both in and out of the forest. I kept my eyes up, even while watching the ground for any signs of hoof prints. At least hoof prints from a cow. I recognized the ones for deer, and I wondered if I had permission to hunt this land. Last thing I wanted was to be accused of poaching, but a snare or two off in the trees would make things easier for Efaris if she had to keep bringing me food. I got the feeling that eating the vegetables that grew here wouldn’t be the best idea.

As I walked along, I felt something strike my foot. I looked down, spotting something moving in the grass. I froze for a moment before sighing in relief.

“Just an apple,” I chuckled.

Looking up, sure enough, was the overhanging branch of an old tree. A shiny red one hung just overhead. There were a few twigs that came lower, and from my guess, the deer had stripped the leaves off it, trying to get to the fruit. I’d seen them stand on their hind legs to pick at tasty treats. Some of them were taller than I was when they did that.

Still, that apple was in reach, and I snagged it off the tree. Bringing it to my mouth, I couldn’t help but moan in appreciation as the apple burst against my teeth. That perfect crunch, the sweet flesh and the tart juice. I gave an appreciative chuckle as I chewed and swallowed. A good apple was hard to come by and I glanced back towards the farmhouse so I could find this tree later.

Only… things didn’t look like they did. The farmhouse was there. So was the barn. But… there was something hanging over them. I could see it, like painted streaks of pink. They floated in the air, creating wide arcs that washed out in all directions. The more I looked, the more I realized they stretched out even as far as I was. They just got thinner and more transparent as they went.

Even now, I could see just the faintest wisp of something before my eyes. When I swished my hand through it, there was a small effect. Like waving a stick through the wavy air above a hot flame. It just… wavered for a moment before returning to what it was.

I took another bite of the apple, and even as I chewed, those lines became more defined in my vision. I could see that they all came from the house. Like it was the source. It made me wonder what it was that I could see. When I looked around, I could make out other things. Out in the trees, there were small sources of whatever these colored streaks were.

I thought about my options for now. Then I changed my mind. Wandering off into the trees might just set off whatever warning device was out there. I could finish my patrol, looking for the cow later. Just right now, I needed to find what the source of all this was.

I cut across the field, hurrying along as quickly as I could go without exhausting myself. I could see the colors shifting around the hut. And I came to the realization that I wasn’t seeing a single source, but two of them. The first was the house, but the second, much smaller one, seemed to be moving around the house. And when Efaris stepped outside with a basket of washing on her hip, I froze in place.

She glowed like a radiant goddess. It was her. Efaris. And she was lovely. The colors in the sunlight looked like the same kaleidoscope rainbows in her eyes when she used her magic. Only now, it leaked from her skin and through her dress. I had half a mind to consider her as some kind of goddess and that feeling increased as she turned towards me and smiled.

“Find her?”

“No,” I mumbled to myself as I crossed my field, being careful not to crush any of my plants.

They too had small wisps of power coming from them. But they were the same dull pinks as the edge of the field.

“Dapy?” Efaris set down the basket and turned towards me.

I noticed then what she was doing. A line was strung up from the house to the fence, where she had set a tall wooden pole. She’d made a clothesline, and was in the process of hanging out washing to dry.

“Can… can I touch you?” I asked.

She gave me a frown before smiling. “After last night, I’d be upset if you didn’t want to touch me.”

I didn’t have anything to say to that. I just raised my hand and touched her cheek. It was soft. She was soft. Slightly plump, beautiful and…

“Can I trust you, Efaris?” I asked.

“What’s wrong, Dapy?” she asked, taking my hand and stepping close. “What’s bothering you?”

I swallowed and held up the half-eaten apple. “This.”

“Is it bad?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I frowned. “I don’t feel sick, but… I can see things. Things I couldn’t before.”

“I don’t think we’ve ever had an apple grown here before,” she admitted, plucking it from my hand. “Two bites?”

I nodded, then said the first thing on my mind. “You’re beautiful.”

She snorted and shook her head. “So whatever it is, you’re probably having a mild hallucination. I suppose I better see what this is then.”

I wanted to argue with her, but before I could stop her, she took a small bite. Her face lit up at the taste of the apple. For some reason, that made me want to kiss her again. But her eyes went wide.

“Oh,” she whispered.

“It’s not just me, is it?”

“No, it’s definitely something,” she took another bite. “The effect is almost immediate and…” she caught sight of herself. “Wow.”

“You look like a goddess,” I whispered.

“Goddess of drunkards and lard,” she chuckled, before spotting my frown. “What?”

I kissed her. She squeaked softly, before relaxing into my arms as I pulled her close. When I pulled away, I could see her power fluctuating. It pulsed from her chest like a heartbeat, and she smiled up at me.

“Where did you say you got this apple?” she asked.

“Tree,” I gestured with a thumb over my shoulder. “Not important. I just… Can you see this?”

“The pink?” she looked around before settling on the house. “Or that?”

“That,” I confirmed.

“It’s everywhere,” she shook her head. “In the plants… in you,” she tugged my shirt.

“Do you know what it is?” I asked.

Efaris shook her head before frowning. “It might have something to do with what causes the plants here to have strange effects.”

I nodded. “Then… should we check what’s causing it?”

Efaris looked back towards our home before nodding. We walked around to the front of the house. The colors swirled, and it became hard to see the exact source as we approached. Still, we found the front door and pushed inside. The colors were coming from below, and I frowned to myself as Efaris went over to the larder.

“Do you know what this is?” She asked, pulling the hatch open to show the dried hunk of meat within.

“It’s been here longer than I have been,” I told her.

The meat was practically dripping pink. It leaked out in all directions, almost like solid ribbons. Efaris pulled it out, and I paused as the larder was left clear. The milk pails in the bottom had the same pink swirls coming from it. But that wasn’t all.

“There’s still something down there,” I pointed out.

Efaris set the meat off to one side before looking at the floor. The source. At least the main source. This close to the hunk of meat, we hadn’t noticed right away. But with it behind us, it was obvious. The hole beneath the hut. That old well, where I found the injured kitty, the weapons and the crow.

“What did you say was under the house?” Efaris asked.

I looked her in the eye and swallowed nervously. “A deep hole.”
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I ignored the stench of burning flesh. The city was on fire. Greed had set several blazes, hoping to distract my forces and compel me to redirect my forces. Despite the terrible screams of those who could not flee, I remained steadfast in my defense. I had done what I could, and those who could fight were already here behind our lines. Those who wouldn’t or couldn’t were just the chaff, separated from the wheat.

There was a reason that I became the prince, and others did not. This was a harsh world. A world of violence and the strong. I did not cause my people to suffer, nor did I allow it under my watch. But I was not about to expend any effort fighting for the rights of those below me, with no aspirations to rise.

The only concern I had right now was defending what was mine. My people, those with the strength to follow me and defend their families. Soldiers, assured of my survival, rallied behind me. My general, Vozrok, sorted them into battle lines, while I awaited my enemy’s march. The forces beyond my walls had broken through. Those of my army that were able to enter the city alive had already returned. The enemy camp they held at siege had taken over.

I could feel him now. Greed. That snide, cowardly bastard. He was there, waiting for me. I knew it and I could feel it. If I had my spear, this would be over already. Without, I could only bide my time and choose my moment. With the destruction of his troops, I could end his ability to hold the plane, even if he overwhelmed me on his own. All I needed was a chance to step away from mundane combat and face him directly.

At my hip hung a borrowed blade. One from my own soldiers. It was a quality weapon. But not the same as my own. I could sense something coming and slowly drew the weapon out. It was then, my ears prickled, and I heard it. A sharp whistle. With a flick of my wrist, the blade connected with a steel tipped bolt. It had been fired from my own walls, and I snarled as I realized the surviving siege weapons were being turned on us. The bolt shattered my blade, but failed to strike me as it tumbled end over end into the debris behind me.

“GET INTO COVER!” I roared as a second bolt flew over my shoulder.

That was when I felt it. He was moving. That bastard. Choosing now, when I was distracted to strike. It was a good move from a perspective of strategy. But it reminded me that his own hold of the Plane of Greed must be loose. With the prince himself away, and the army alongside him, the tether to his plane would be strained at best. The planes didn’t understand politics. They understood only power. Taking something by force was preferable to stabbing someone in the back and doing it quietly. There was a measure of honor involved. One that Greed had lacked for too long. One that left Greed weak.

I could see him now. Golden and shining as he beat large metal wings behind him. That stupid enchantment was useless in a battle. Those wings of his were a huge disadvantage. Both making him heavier, and in the case of someone striking them, rather dangerous as they malfunctioned. Magic didn’t like being damaged. The more complex the enchantment, the more dangerous it could be if part of it failed. A simple enchanted sword held only one spell. Breaking it usually just caused it to stop. But a set of wings?

“Fool,” I hissed as he dived towards me.

I readied myself before tilting my head to the side as another steel tipped bolt shrieked past my head. That moment of distraction was all Greed needed as he threw out his hand. The spell he cast wasn’t the most powerful, but struck before I could mount a proper defense. The electric blue glow filled my eyes as the lightning struck my forearms. I protected my face and felt my muscles lock up as gravity twisted.

I cartwheeled through the air, feeling the spell continue to lash my exterior, before I crashed into a nearby building. The wall caved in and I heard a woman’s scream. When I sat up, I was inside a home. This family held young ones. Too young for a battle such as this. An old man stared at me in horror, before that golden idiot flapped in through the hole I had created.

Without skipping a beat, the old man struck. Punching the prince of greed in the head and knocking him sideways. My cackle distracted them all as I lunged, taking the enemy prince around the middle and driving him back outside. My mass was lower than his, despite my strength, and he twisted, throwing me free. I didn’t crash through any walls this time, as I landed nimbly on the battered road.

“So,” I grinned. “You’ve finally accepted you’ll never be strong enough to beat me.”

“That’s not how it looks from where I’m standing,” he smirked.

“Only because you’re standing in the shadow of another,” I grinned.

He scowled at me and threw his arms up. I dodged sideways as a burst of electricity ripped through the street. When I landed, I darted in. He swept his spell around. Typical coward didn’t want to fight me head on. He was desperately trying to keep me at arm’s reach. Getting in close was my advantage. Without my spear, that was the only chance I had to win this. He was a coward, but that didn’t make him a foolish one. At least not on the battlefield. His politics, however, needed work.

I closed rapidly. Only for the bastard to kick off the ground. His wings carried him high, and I leaped into the air to force him back to the ground. Only, that was my first mistake. Once off the ground, my momentum was set, and without a way to dodge, he sent another blast of electricity towards me. I howled as the electricity singed my body. I struck the ground, but he didn’t let up and the force of the power sent me spiraling through the air as I bounced. Only to crash through piles of debris, and the sounds of screaming.

It hurt. Far more than I was expecting. It didn’t bode well for my grip on my own plane. But I was not out of this fight. Picking myself up, I shoved away a mound of rubble. Only to realize I had found myself in the pit where I crawled out of that damn hole. Greed beat his wings as he approached, but the odd power source, now exposed to the world, drew his attention and I saw the momentary flicker of curiosity cross his features.

I knew what he was thinking and lunged to the entrance to stop him. Only… He wasn’t aiming for the entrance. At least, not right away.
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“You can’t be serious,” Efaris frowned. “You don’t even know what it’s doing there!”

“Exactly!” I thew my hands up as we walked out of the hut. “It could be anything. Kitty could be down there, and the crow. Not to mention the cow!”

“Do you think the cow managed to crawl under the house?” Efaris snapped.

I opened my mouth, then closed it again. That was a good point, actually. She was huge. There was no way she could fit through a crawl⁠—

BOOM!

The house blew up into the air. Efaris screamed, and I threw myself against her. We fell into a tumble and I curled my body over hers to protect her. Bits of wood and stone rained down around us. Followed by the almighty crash of our metal bath. But it wasn’t the destruction of our home that had me most concerned. It was the golden, winged figure that dropped to the ground, holding someone by the throat, who kicked and snarled furiously.

“Kitty.”

“Kitty?” the golden being turned to me, before looking down at the catgirl still twitching as electricity coursed through her body. “To think you had a portal to this realm, after all this time,” he chuckled darkly.

“Run!” Kitty choked out before kicking hard at the golden man’s hip.

The strike was solid, and he dropped her to the ground as he tumbled aside. Efaris was staring in shock, and I scrambled to my feet.

“I expected more from you,” the gold demon laughed as he got up.

I could see it now. Kitty… the kitty that visited in my dreams. She was injured. Her ribs look bad, like they’d been caved in. She held her side as she stared at me with wide eyes.

“Dapy,” Efaris said as she got to her feet. “Dapy, these… these are demons.”

“No,” I shook my head. “That’s a demon,” I pointed at the golden man. “That,” I pointed at the familiar figure. “Is Kitty.”

“Kitty…” Efaris froze. “Oh, Dapy.”

MOOOO!

All eyes switched over as a black and white figure launched out of the hole. I stared as the heifer charged the golden man. He waved his hand, sending out arcs of lightning that struck her and threw her down on the ground. Efaris was screaming my name as more demons came out of the hole in the ground. I recognized the legless crow as she burst free of the dark hole. She cawed loudly and swooped the golden man. He ducked with ease and spun before whipping out a long sword. There was a burst of feathers and the crow tumbled to the ground. I stared in shock. As yet another demon—this one looked more human, but with horns and a pair of wings over her shoulder—burst out of the hole.

She carried a large golden sword that matched the color of the golden man. He laughed, batting her blade aside with a casual flick of his wrist, before swinging his own around, severing one of the woman’s arms at the shoulder.

Her pained shrieks snapped my mind to attention. My vision narrowed, and I dropped to my knees. Kitty lunged towards him as the heifer charged off the ground. He batted Kitty aside with a kick before swinging his sword at the heifer. The blade stuck her horn, which saved her life, but sent her tumbling into the ground.

I squeezed my hands as Efaris stood in shock beside me. One hand crushed the dirt beneath my feet. The other found something smooth and firm. With a whimper and a prayer to whomever was listening, I swallowed my terror.

“For Kitty.”

Hoisting the spear off the ground, I screamed and charged towards my imminent death.


Chapter 13



I had lost too much of my strength. The plane was shattered, my people routed, my armies a mere fragment of what they were. Taken by surprise by the Prince of Greed, I regretted everything. The portal to earth was my escape from the harsh realities of ruling. Using it only fostered my own laziness. My enemies gained strength while I relaxed and enjoyed the true sunshine. And I was about to lose it all.

I couldn’t breathe. If not for my broken ribs, then by the crushing strength of my adversary. I dangled from his grip, trying to think of any desperate plan to retaliate. I could see out of the corner of my eye as Dapy climbed to his feet.

Dapy…

How he wormed his way into my heart, I had no idea. That foolish… foolish human should have died a thousand times over. Though… with access to earth, and Greed’s proximity. That was a forgone conclusion by now. Greed wouldn’t accept anything less than complete subjugation, and that idiotic human couldn’t even tell reality from his own dreams. One slip of the tongue, and Greed would cast him into the underworld itself, just to listen to him scream.

“AAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”

The Prince of Greed frowned and turned his head. Both of us did, really. Dapy. That poor, idiotic fool. He was screaming like a madman. No different to any berserking demon. I’d have been proud of him, had my heart not leaped into the back of my mouth as I recognized what was clutched in his hands.

I saw the flash of recognition flick across the prince’s face. With only a moment to react, I slammed my claws into his wrist. I didn’t need to breathe. All I needed was to hold him long enough to have a chance.

Greed spun me around, intending to use me as a shield. But it put his back to Vozrok. My general, seeing an opening, threw herself at Greed’s back, knocking him to the ground as Dapy lunged in with my spear.
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The impact was worse than I expected. You’d think after years of hoeing the ground, cutting wood and hammering nails, I would have handled this sudden stop. Kitty and the heifer worked together, bringing that golden demon to his knees. I had a moment of pure terror as I pictured hitting my poor Kitty instead. But she fell and dragged him lower. Low enough that I picked my spot and thrust into his shoulder.

I jerked to a halt, smacking myself in the gut as I fell to the ground at their feet. The golden demon stared at me as I looked up at him with a glare.

“Fuck you!” I raised my middle finger in salute.

Which was when the heifer pulled back. The golden man was ripped off his feet. The spear tumbled wide, and I watched as she hurled him over his shoulder as Kitty collapsed at my side.

“Kitty!”

“Dapy, get away from that thing!” Efaris snapped.

I didn’t know what she was talking about. I sat up and began to check Kitty over. She was bleeding in a few places. Obviously from taking a beating.

“Was it him?” I asked. “Was he the one that hurt you before?”

“You foolish human,” Kitty mumbled through her injuries.

There was a crash, and I glanced over my shoulder, seeing the legless woman smack into the ground. The golden demon had thrown her to the side, and was now clutching her sword as well as his own.

The heifer was unarmed, but standing in his way. When he swung those blades, it was with an awkward step, as if his injury took a bit of effort from his actions. And from the way the heifer ducked and weaved, she was more than capable of holding him off for now.

“Dapy!” Efaris screeched as she hovered nearby.

I turned to her and smiled. “You can heal her!’

Efaris stared at me in horror. “No Dapy. You don’t understand, that’s a demon.”

“That’s a demon!” I pointed out at the gold man fighting the heifer. “This is Kitty!”

“That’s not Kitty, Dapy!” Efaris shrieked. “You need to listen to me!”

I glared at her before feeling a small tug on my shirt. “She’s right, Dapy.”

I looked down and frowned at Kitty as she coughed up a mouthful of blood. “No, she’s not.”

“I’m a demon–”

“YOU’RE MY KITTY!” I roared. “Efaris! So help me if you don’t get over here and help!”

“Dapy!—” There was uncertainty in her voice.

“EFARIS!” I shouted not wanting to hear.

“You should run,” Kitty muttered.

“Not without you, and not without the cow and… Who’s your friend? The crow?”

“Allmiron,” Kitty chuckled. “You foolish man.”

“Dapy please?” Efaris’s eyes flashed. “We can leave right now.”

“Not without my animals,” I shook my head. “Not without Kitty.”

“She’s a demon!” Efaris snapped.

I turned and glared at the wizard and narrowed my eyes. “And?”

Efaris gaped at me, and her shoulders slumped. “What do you mean ‘and’?”

“And!” I repeated. “She’s my Kitty! I’m not letting my Kitty die here. If that means you’re going to vanish off into a portal somewhere, so be it,” I snapped.

Efaris stared at me for a moment. I hoped, beyond hope, that she would stay. That she’d help. I could hear the crow cawing again, and I just needed a moment to get Kitty patched up, before I picked up that spear once again. But my heart broke, as Efaris’s eyes began to glimmer. Right there in front of me, a portal opened, and Efaris stepped through.

“You’re a fool, Dapy–” my Kitty said.

“Shut up, Kitty,” I hissed as I tried to think desperately of how to help her. Broken ribs needed binding, but I didn’t know if her organs were damaged. If something was in the wrong place, I could hurt her even more.

The portal snapped open once again, and I jerked upright as Efaris stepped out. In her arms was a trio of bottles.

“Fine, you little dickhead,” Efaris snapped at me. She set down two of the bottles before plucking out the cork of the third. “I’m going to hate you tomorrow when I’m recovering from my hangover. So if we live through this, I need two things from you.”

I watched as she tipped up the bottle and started to chug. My hopes rose, and I gave a small nod. “Anything,” I promised her.

“Mmm,” Efaris lowered the bottle and wretched, before shaking her head. “Fucking potent, woo! Okay! First,” she narrowed her eyes at me. “You and I need to have a long fucking chat about how and why you’re living with a bunch of demons.”

“Okay,” I nodded.

“And second. If I’m getting this drunk, I need you to find where my underwear ended up. Because inside is a clay pot filled with a special kind of lubricant.” She tipped the bottle up and gave it several more chugs before tossing it aside with a burp. “I’m a slut for anal when I’m drunk.” She bent and picked up the second bottle before pulling the cork. “Did I tell you it makes me squirt?”

“Now what about Kitty?” I asked.

“Not a healer,” Efaris mumbled, before tipping up the second bottle.

“You said the vegetables can be made into potions!” I protested.

Efaris shrugged and lowered the bottle to take a breather. “I’m not an alchemist, either.”

I was about to retort when Efaris’s eyes went wide. I glanced back, seeing the golden man backhand the cow. She collapsed and was getting to her hooves when he kicked her hard in the ribs. The crow woman, Allmiron, was unconscious in the dirt nearby where she had landed.

“You better screw me fucking hard later,” Efaris snorted as her eyes lit up.

The whole world turned monochromatic as she let loose with a burst of multicolored lightning. My eyes didn’t want to comprehend what it was that I could see, but the greed demon, taken by surprise, was blown off his feet.

“Not sure how much of this I’m going to be able to drink, before I’m too fucked to know what’s going on,” Efaris said as she walked past. “You might wanna talk to the Kitty and see what she needs to get back on her feet.”

That was followed by another blast, as Efaris tipped up the bottle once more and staggered into the fray.

Kitty grimaced beside me, and I looked around for something. Anything. But… there was something. I’d eaten an apple and gotten strange visions. Surely there was something else here I could try. This was a farm, and plenty of these vegetables were at least partially grown by now.

Scrambling to my feet, I hurried over to the closest plot. The spinach had been here longer than I had. Same with the lettuce. But I ripped up a handful of both and hurried back to Kitty’s side.

“I can’t eat that,” she frowned. “I’d struggle to chew it.”

I let out a long sigh and stuffed the spinach into my mouth. Kitty watched as I chewed it as quickly as I could. I didn’t mind spinach, but this much of it, raw, along with the dirt, was not a pleasant experience. Less so, as I leaned in and pressed my lips to Kitty’s. She made a noise of complaint, but if she couldn’t chew, I’d have to do it for her. There was anger in her eyes as I pulled away, but she swallowed dutifully.

“Good Kitty,” I scratched her ears. “How did that feel?”

Kitty frowned before raising her hand. “I haven’t healed, but… I feel stronger.”

“Good.” I bit into the lettuce and started chewing.

The milder flavor of the lettuce went better than the spinach. And this time, the kitty was ready as I leaned in. She accepted the chewed morsel, and then squinted as her skin firmed beneath my grip. Kitty examined herself and shook her head.

“After all this time,” she mumbled.

“After all this time, what?” I asked.

“I wondered why there were so many humans coming here,” she sighed. “These vegetables… They’re infused with my power.”

“Your…” I froze. “You killed all the farmers?”

Kitty nodded slowly. “And I was trying to kill you.”

“Bad kitty,” I scolded her. “I defended you!”

“And will probably die for doing so, if you don’t feed me something else,” Kitty pointed out.

The fact she was livelier than she was a moment ago gave me hope. The air still crackled and Efaris was dueling with the golden demon. They were both taking turns blasting energy at one another. The greed demon, seeing me watching, cast something in my direction, only for the heifer, to tackle him from behind once again, sending his aim wide. The hairs on my head stood on end as the powerful electric arcs fizzled along the ground beside me.

I jerked to my feet and rushed to the nearest field. I didn’t bother looking at what I was grabbing. Beans in their pods were my goal, and I snatched as many as I could. They were immature and not ready yet for harvest. Stuffing them into my mouth, I chewed frantically even as I picked even more. Radishes, potatoes, beets and carrots. I found a little of everything. None of it looked the way it should. Twisted, misshapen. I wouldn’t have even thought the potato was a vegetable. It had a hard, fuzzy exterior and I couldn’t find a way to break it open.

There wasn’t any time to dwell on that, as I charged back over to Kitty and started feeding her once more. One kiss, then back to chewing, and finally another kiss. I heard a shriek and glanced up, seeing Efaris on the ground. The demon let out a triumphant bark of laughter, before Efaris surprised both of us by throwing her arms into the air. That caused a rock to shoot out from under the demon’s feet, tossing him high into the air where the crow suddenly appeared.

She flew unsteadily, but flew she managed as she swooped in to intercept. The greed demon twisted to fend her off, but was struck by a burst of kaleidoscopic lightning and spiraled as the crow tackled him towards the ground.

“Stop,” Kitty hissed. “Enough, I’m done.”

“You’re not done,” I insisted. “You need to gather your strength.”

“Fool!” Kitty snarled. “That’s what I meant! Get off me!”

I blinked, then quickly stood up. Kitty grimaced as she pushed herself upright, before letting out a long sigh.

“You and I must speak,” she muttered, before bending to pick up her spear.

“Are you going to kill me?” I asked.

Kitty turned and stared for a moment. Then she reached up and gripped my shirt. The kiss she pulled me into made me pause, and the soft purr as she pulled away made me falter for a moment. I wanted to grab her, then grab Efaris and head for the hills. Surely if we made it to the barrier, the king’s men could⁠—

“Dapy,” Kitty interrupted my thoughts. “Stay alive, please?”

She then turned and jogged over to the right. The golden demon was still on his feet. The fall had injured him, but he wasn’t done yet. He cackled madly as he swung the two swords. With one, he blocked Efaris’s burst of lightning. With the other, he slashed out at Allmiron, while the heifer received a sharp kick in the chest as she came in for a tackle. Kitty, while upright, was limping and, when he noticed, he let out a bark of laughter.

“This ends if I kill you, Sagroth!” he gloated. “Then I’ll kill your pet human. And then this world will belong to me.”

Efaris wasn’t letting up. She opened a portal above the demon, dumping magma over him. But he laughed and brushed it off. She noticed it was having no effect and canceled the spell before opening a second portal and dumping out a bunch of water. This caused him to shriek, before lunging straight towards Efaris. She was too drunk to realize what was about to happen, but was saved by Kitty, who threw herself in the way.

“This doesn’t change anything,” Efaris snapped as Kitty stabbed out at the golden demon. “You’re not taking my man!”

“He was mine first!” Kitty snapped back. “And you should learn to share!”

“Share?” I muttered to myself. I needed to think of something else. How could I help? A mere farmer. I had my letters, I could grow any vegetable and I… “What is that?”

The power of the apple still washed over me. It was dim and diluted in the wake of such terrible magic and powerful beings. But with my back turned to the battle, I could see something. A faint sheen, glowing in a patch of dirt. With a shake of my head, I walked over and kicked at the dirt. Only to unearth a gleaming blade.

“The sword,” I gasped as I remembered that there was more than just the spear hidden in my roof.

I didn’t think. I just bent and scooped it up. Behind me, Kitty was holding her spear sideways like a staff. She blocked an overhead slash, only to yowl in pain as he kicked her in the chest. The only thing that saved her from the downward stab was the blast of magic from Efaris, forcing him back towards the heifer. Overhead, Allmiron circled, watching for a moment to strike.

I held the sword in my hands and turned to do what I could. The battle was still undecided. The golden demon was still moving, and the wound I left on his shoulder was only a minor inconvenience in the end. I had hurt him, but the injury wasn’t enough to stop him.

I made my way around the demonic man and waited for my chance. I didn’t know what I would accomplish. But if this spear came from wherever this dude did, I figured the sword did, too. I barely knew how to hold the thing. But the end of it was pointy, and I’d carved a pumpkin or two in my life.

The golden man spun, slashing at Kitty, knocking her to the ground. The heifer rushed in, driving him off as Efaris staggered around. She was so drunk she was barely on her feet. The magic she was casting made my hairs stand on end, but her aim was getting terrible. She was as likely to hit the ground as she was to hit Kitty if she stood still too long.

So that’s when I rushed in. The greed demon was cursing up a storm, swinging both blades at the heifer as she ducked and backed away. Allmiron, the crow, came down, buffeting him with her wings as Kitty came in low, stabbing out towards his stomach. The greed demon ducked the wings, and swiped his arm around, deflecting the spear. Only to scream out in pain as my sword slid deep into his back.

I wasn’t sure if demons had kidneys, but that’s where I aimed. I half expected to just stagger him like I did with the spear. Having this strange glowing sword sink into his skin was not what I expected. Nor was it the hand that whirled around and caught me by the face.

“DIE!” He roared.

“DAPY!” Kitty yowled.

I cried out as he threw me. My neck hurt, and my body tumbled. A crow cawed in the distance and I felt feathers on my face before we crashed into the dirt together in a heap. I let out a low groan of pain. Everything ached and my leg was on a funny angle. When I pushed myself up, the crow demon was staring at me with concern before looking up.

When I turned my head, the heifer was holding the glowing sword. Not by the handle, but by the tip of the blade poking out his front. Efaris was launching bolts of lightning in all directions, while Kitty was repeatedly stabbing him in the back. There was a horrible, gurgling cry before the golden demon pitched over. And that was when I slumped to the ground and let the pain take me to unconsciousness.
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“You haven’t won yet, Sagroth,” the prince of greed choked.

I stared down at him and slowly shook my head. “You never would have won, either. Do you really think that Wrath would have let you control two planes?”

Greed snarled, but I could see there was a doubt planted in his mind.

“I should thank you though,” I smiled. “With your death, I’ll have time to recover my forces. Tell me, how much of your army is currently on my plane? How many defenses did you leave behind to protect what was already yours?”

“No,” Greed rumbled. “I… I must..”

“Die,” Vozrok snarled as she kicked the side of the blade in his gut, forcing it to twist inside him.

“Gaaah!” Greed roared.

I shook my head and placed the tip of my spear against his throat. His eyes bulged as I leaned in. My weapon would be all it took. The blade sank into his flesh, and his eyes widened. His pained cries turned to choked gasps, and finally he fell still.

“DAPY!” Efaris, that drunken wizard, cried.

Which snapped me from my thoughts as I turned to see what happened to him. The wizard was on her way already. He and Allmiron were laying together in the dirt. None of us had gotten out of this without injury. Even the wizard had a collection of burns from Greed’s magic. Though I worried now at her own power. She was formidable, even if drunk and irrational.

“Make sure he’s dead,” I instructed Vozrok, before pulling my spear away from his neck.

I used it as a crutch and hurried after the drunk wizard. She tripped and fell, giving me time to catch up. But she saw me coming and shook her head.

“You can’t!” she cried.

“Can’t what?” I grunted.

“I won’t let you hurt him!”

I sighed and shook my head before offering my hand to her. “I’m not going to hurt him.”

“Swear–”

“On my word as Prince Sagroth, Lord of the Plane of Lust, Second Circle of the Underworld. So long as I live, I, and those that follow me, are hereby sworn to uphold peace with the farmer known as Dapy.”

I felt the oath pass through me, into the earth and down into the underworld below. Efaris must have felt it too, before letting out a quiet sob.

“You won’t take him from me?”

“No child,” I sighed and gave my hand a wiggle. “I’m not taking him anywhere. Even with that oath, it wouldn’t stop the others from finding him if I took him to my plane. He must remain here, where it’s safe.”

“How is it going to be safe with a portal to the underworld in the middle of the farm?” She snapped.

I nodded slowly. “Your king. The one who sends the farmers here?”

“You’re the one killing the farmers, aren’t you?” She accused.

I smiled and gave a nod. “I am. Or at least I was,” I turned to look at Dapy. “I suppose I just needed for the King to send me the right farmer.”

“How am I supposed to trust you?” she asked as she finally accepted my hand.

“Don’t trust me,” I shrugged. “I certainly won’t trust you.”

“Then–”

“Whatever your feelings towards the man, let it be known that all I want for him is to live a long and happy life,” I said quickly as I helped the wizard along. “That way he can rub my ears, fuck my cunt and make me mewl like the Kitty he calls me.”

“Fucking shit,” Efaris hissed.

“Hmm?” I glanced up at her. “Jealous?”

“No,” Efaris snarled. “But if he’s as injured as I think he is. How’s he going to fuck my ass later?”

I chuckled at that. Maybe Dapy would fuck my ass later? It had been a long time since someone had made an attempt.

“The things we do for love,” I chuckled.

“What?”

I glared up at the wizard as she hobbled along beside me. “Nothing,” I hissed. “Forget I said anything.”
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“KITTY!” I jerked upright.

Meow.

I blinked and looked around. Kitty was at the foot of my bed. It was the same bed that I recognized from before with Efaris. My eyes widened, and the door burst open.

The woman in question burst in with a disappointed scowl. “Really? You call that demon’s name before my own?”

Meow.

We both looked at the familiar cat at the foot of my bed. She preened before her body twisted out of proportion. In barely the span of a breath, that cat was now the familiar, cat eared woman from my dreams. Sitting at the foot of my bed, she leaned back, pushing her breasts out before smiling.

“No!” Efaris snapped. “Bad kitty! Clothes! Now!”

“This is the bedroom,” Kitty frowned. “I’m not putting on a thing.”

“Dapy needs to rest, his leg is still injured!” Efaris argued.

“I’m quite capable of being on top. There’s no need for him to exert himself in any way.” Kitty licked her lips and cast me a smoldering look.

Only for me to frown at her. “Kitty, be nice. Efaris helped me look after you when you were injured.”

Kitty stared for a moment before crossing her arms. “Stupid humans,” she muttered darkly. “Prince of Lust, buck ass naked, fucking shirt,” she mumbled as she walked over to a dresser by the wall and started pulling out clothing.

I looked around the room once more and marveled at what I could see. “Can someone explain to me what’s going on?”

“Oh, you’ve been unconscious for a few days,” Efaris smiled and hurried over before collecting a kiss. That sound made Kitty’s ears perk up, and the furious glare she shot at Efaris only made the wizard kiss me again.

“Both of you need to be nice,” I admonished them both.

“Fine,” Efaris grumped.

“I told you he’d prefer if we cooperated,” Kitty sighed.

“We have been cooperating. You’ve just been difficult since I refused to lick your clit.” Efaris crossed her arms.

“No, you refused to let me lick your clit,” Kitty shot back.

“That’s the same thing!” Efaris threw up her arms. “How do we know if our man is going to be okay with that?”

Kitty pointed at me, and I was already blushing. There was a rather obvious bulge beneath the sheets as I thought about these two beautiful women pleasuring themselves like that.

“I’m not licking her clit until you fuck my ass!” Efaris snapped at me.

“I didn’t–”

“If you want your ass fucked, just ride him. It’s not like he’s going anywhere,” Kitty pointed out.

“Excuse you! I was talking–”

“To our man,” Kitty straightened up. “You’re the one making stipulations here. If you don’t want me to touch you, just say so.”

Efaris deflated a little and shook her head. “I just worry that if I let a demon touch me, I’ll lose what I have with him,” Efaris pointed at me.

“That is the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard,” Kitty shook her head. “First of all, he’s been fucking me longer than he’s been fucking you.”

“Those weren’t dreams?” I asked.

“No dream could make me cum that hard,” Kitty chuckled, before turning back to Efaris. “And second of all, does it look like I have a dick?”

Efaris frowned. “No–”

“No,” Kitty snapped. “So that urge you get, about having something long and hard rammed into you over and over again? How am I supposed to give you that without a dick?”

“There’s ways,” Efaris frowned.

“Cheap imitations, yes,” Kitty sighed. “Just… I’m the prince of lust, Efaris,” Kitty pleaded. “If there’s one thing you can trust about me. It’s that I like to fuck, be fucked, and initiate fucking. That idiot farmer in bed is hard as iron at the thought of me bringing you to a screaming climax on the tip of my tongue, while he slides that fat, gorgeous cock of his up your pretty little ass.”

“Mmm,” I groaned, trying to clear those thoughts before I messed up these bedsheets.

Efaris gave me a steady look before sighing. “Fine. But no fucking him until his leg is fixed, okay?”

Kitty frowned. Efaris glared. Kitty rolled her eyes.

“What about blowjobs?” Kitty asked.

Efaris opened her mouth, then closed it again. “Fine, but keep count. I don’t want you getting ahead.”

“Then I should probably tell you how many times I swallowed him last night while you both slept,” Kitty smirked.

Efaris scowled before tugging down the front of her dress. “Dapy, dick out. Mamma’s got some catching up to do.”

Kitty gave me a wink and moved closer to watch.


Chapter 14



“So, what is all this?” I asked as the heifer carried me down the stairs. “Where are we even?”

“Still on the farm,” Efaris said, after clearing her throat one final time.

I nodded slowly and gaped at the large room we entered at the bottom of the stairs. From what I could tell, the actual building was the same size as the old hut. Just with an additional floor above to give us more room.

Downstairs was a lovely lounge and dining area. It combined with the kitchen, with a lovely new stove, so we didn’t have to cook over the fire for every meal. The bath was there too, just as it was, but a little dinged from where it had bent upon impact before being beaten back into shape.

“We’ve got a new bath coming,” Efaris chuckled. “Your baron hasn’t gotten a new one yet, and I don’t dislike anyone else enough to steal from.”

“I still can’t believe you did that,” I muttered as the heifer set me down on a comfortable chair in front of the fire. “Thank you.”

“You can thank me by cumming down my throat later,” she moaned softly.

I gaped as the rest of the room fell silent. “You talk?”

“Of course I talk,” she huffed as she clomped away and opened the door.

I hadn’t expected the crow to shoot inside, even as the heifer stepped out. The bird winged her way towards me, before pulling up short to land on my lap.

CAW!

“Well, hello to you too.”

She looked up at me, and then before my eyes, her form shifted. In just a few blinks of my eyes, the tiny, legless crow was now a legless woman, with feathered arms. Her breasts were small, but perky, and she had the brightest eyes I had ever seen on a living creature.

“OFF!” Kitty snapped.

Allmiron jumped, shifting back to her crow form as she fluttered over to a table before shifting back to her larger self.

“My apologies, Prince Sagroth. I forgot about the leg,” Almiron pleaded.

“Be nice, Kitty,” I frowned. “She didn’t hurt me.”

“She could have–”

“And then you’d have a reason to be upset,” I interrupted, before holding out my hand.

Kitty glared at me for a moment before stepping closer. Even sitting, I could reach the top of her head, and I ran my fingers across her ears, just the way she pretended she hated. Only this time, she let me do as I please.

“Now, you said a few days?” I looked around the room.

“More like a week,” Efaris shrugged.

“How did you do this all in a week?” I asked.

“I found a really convenient source of demonic metal,” Efaris smirked. “The king was really interested in a new sword–”

Dapy frowned, thinking of the strange blade he’d used in the fight. “Not that–”

“NO!” Efaris snapped. “Not that sword. That golden guy…”

“Prince of Greed,” Kitty spoke up, before giving in and kneeling beside me so she could lean against the chair and have me scratch her ears. “Their bodies turn to a kind of metal upon death. It’s how you know for certain once the deed is done.”

“That metal was rather interesting, and I sold it to the king in small batches. In return, he paid to have a freshly constructed farmhouse torn down,” Efaris smiled.

“Torn down?” I tilted my head before looking around.

“I can’t move a whole building. But in pieces large enough to reconstruct, it was quite easy,” Efaris smiled. “At least, with Kitty’s help, it was.”

“You helped.” I increased my scritches slightly.

“M-my people,” Kitty purred. “I brought help. There is much to do on the other side, but I could spare a few builders to construct your home.”

“That’s the other thing,” Efaris smiled thinly. “We need to talk about what a demon prince is doing on earth.”

“I told you,” Kitty grumped. “It’s my holiday home.”

“You really expect me to believe you just showed up one day and decided not to leave?” Efaris crossed her arms.

“Of course not,” Kitty huffed. “I was summoned sometime last millennia or so. After the deal was struck, I murdered the summoner and used his soul to power the portal that lets me travel across from here to the underworld.”

“Kitty!” I stopped scratching. “Murder is wrong.”

“So is ass to mouth, but I’d be willing if you are,” Kitty mewled.

“I’ve…” Efaris frowned, not sure if that was something she had done before while drunk. “At least I don’t think so…”

“Demon physiology is a little different to humans. You humans can absolutely derive pleasure from your anus, but a demon of lust is literally built for it. I daresay if Dapy were to thrust into my ear, I’d be able to achieve orgasm.”

“I don’t know if that’s disgusting, or the most erotic thing I’ve ever heard,” Efaris shook her head.

“You want to get drunk to the point of memory loss, and have him sodomize you until you wet yourself. There is no room in this home for kink shaming,” Kitty growled cutely.

Efaris blushed and then frowned. “No… I want to remember when it happens.”

“Then just admit you’re a slut for Dapy and be done with it,” Kitty purred. “I certainly am.”

Efaris let out a long sigh and strode over, before kneeling on the opposite side of me. I reached out and found myself running my fingers through her hair as I continued to scratch at Kitty’s ears.

“We’ll need to take you outside soon,” Efaris changed the subject. “We need you to tell us if the harvest is ready. The king is getting impatient.”

“I’m not about to harvest anything in my condition,” I commented, as I looked down at the splint across both legs.

“We’re not asking you to,” Kitty purred. “Things at home will be quiet for a time. We’re recovering, but food from this world goes further. So I’ve placed an honor guard here to protect you at all times. Part of their duties will be helping on the farm.”

“Right,” I frowned. “I… guess that’s everything, then.”

“Not quite,” Kitty said as she turned to face me. “There is one last thing we need to discuss.”

“Yes,” Efaris turned to face me as well. “Of this we’re in agreement.”

“You are a farmer,” Kitty glared at me. “Your role in this world is to grow plants. How DARE you risk your pathetic excuse for a life, trying to be so noble as to enter a fight that nearly killed you!”

“It nearly killed you too–”

“Exactly!” Efaris snapped. “I didn’t have the time to argue with you at the time, but Dapy… You’re not built to swing a sword. Did you even notice that when you stabbed him, you strained your wrist?”

“Did I?”

“Fool didn’t even notice after all his other injuries,” Kitty sighed. “Speaking of. For catching you, I’ve approved Allmiron joining your bed rotation.”

“Bed rotation?” I frowned.

“Efaris and I have spent the last few days arguing about it,” Kitty admitted.

“It’s been decided that you will sleep in the big bed, alongside Kitty and myself,” Efaris continued.

“As a reward for exceptional behavior, we will allow others to join us for an evening or two,” Kitty nodded along. “Allmiron, likely saved you from a far worse injury by catching you. In fact, she was badly injured by doing so.”

“I want you to tie me to the scarecrow out in the field, cum in me as many times as you can, and then leave me until morning,” the crow woman spoke up from across the room.

“You…” I frowned and looked at Efaris for help.

“Don’t look at me like that,” Efaris held up her hands. “Other than being left outside all night, I wouldn’t mind you tying me up.”

“Or me,” Kitty licked her lips. “In fact, why don’t we–”

“RIDER!” the heifer’s voice boomed.

“Shit, it’s too soon,” Efaris snapped, as she got up.

Kitty leaned in before running her tongue up the front of my trousers. Her ears twitched as her tail flicked, and as I swallowed nervously, she shifted back to that of her kitty form. I let out a whimper that earned me a soft meow before Efaris opened the door to let the crow fly out. With the door open, I could make out the plants. They had doubled in size. Even with the advanced rate they seemed to grow here, that was something I couldn’t comprehend. Nor all the chickens on the porch.

“Why are the chickens here and not in the fields?” I asked.

“Honor guard,” Kitty spoke from her feline form as Efaris vanished outside.

“You can speak in this form too?” I asked, as Kitty leaped up onto my lap.

“I can do everything my true form can,” Kitty answered.

“Let’s not go that far.” I frowned. “That… no.”

“I’m relieved to hear you say that,” Kitty snuggled atop my lap. “Humans sometimes have strange tastes.”

“Like drunk anal?”

“You’ve never been to a whorehouse, have you, Dapy?”

I shook my head. “No.”

“Then just trust me,” she settled into place and I went back to running my fingers through her fur.

The fire was nice. The room was warm. I knew the weather was getting cooler, and I was still confused how the growing season worked here. Efaris had said they’d grow, even in winter, but… Well, I’d have to see it to believe it. Not that my beliefs meant much in this new world. Not that I was hallucinating. A fake wife and demon-kitty lover was better than no wife or demon-kitty lover. I could just hope that whenever this experience ended, I was dead.

It’d break my heart having to live in a world without these joys.

I sat for a while. Kitty napped, and I was listening to the crackle of the fire. Pretty soon, I could make out hooves, and when they stopped, it was distant voices. Efaris seemed agitated, and her tone rose as the voices got closer.

I heard two pairs of feet cross the front porch before the door yanked open. Before me was Efaris, leading a guard in familiar livery. They stepped inside, leveled their eyes on me, and frowned.

“I see,” the guard said, in a remarkably effeminate voice. “This does pose a problem.”

“I’d get up and offer you a drink, but…” I looked at my legs. “I guess you can see the reason that would be a bad idea.”

“It does not, however, solve my problem,” the guard frowned. “Farmer Dapy, you are under arrest. I am to bring you to the Baron for crimes against the crown.”

“And I told you, this must be a mistake. He’s here on this farm, under orders from the crown!” Efaris snarled angrily.

“You may plead his case at the trial,” the guard shrugged. “It will need to be postponed. I have no way to bind and travel a man with two broken legs. But I will be taking him.”

“How can you justify this?” Efaris snapped.

“The Baron has a valid Casus Belli against the crown,” the guard shrugged. “Aiding and abetting a wanted criminal. Young Dapy here, committed theft, evaded taxes and blasphemy against his lordship.”

“That wasn’t me,” I replied evenly.

“Yes, we’re still looking for the old man. Information is limited on that,” the guard nodded. “How did you escape, anyway?”

I felt a set of claws dig into my leg, and I glanced down at Kitty. She stared at me and gave a subtle shake of her head.

“I… don’t know.”

The guard looked at me for a moment, then shrugged. “I suppose it doesn’t matter. If his lordship decides to have you interrogated, you’ll inform us, regardless.”

“You’ll do no such thing!”

“And you’re going to stop us?” The guard scoffed. “None but a dignified representative of the crown has the authority to do that. And while his lordship has the valid casus belli, none are about to step forward.”

Oh… Efaris wasn’t in her wizard outfit. Whether the king knew his court wizard was a woman or not, this guard certainly didn’t. She looked furious with impotent rage as the guard moved in and settled in a nearby chair. Putting her boots on the table, she looked around the room.

“I suppose I’ll have to wait until either you heal, or someone comes to find me and I can have them send for a carriage. I don’t suppose you’d be willing to run a message for me?” She asked Efaris.

“Not without orders from the crown,” she shook her head.

“Then I shall remain,” the guard shrugged. “This will end, one way or another. I’m not about to risk you running off. It was almost sheer luck that told me how to find you to begin with.”
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“I say we kill her.”

“Kitty, no!” I hissed.

“I’m actually on Kitty’s side here,” Efaris crossed her arms. “Just being here is going to make things difficult. How do you think she’s going to react to a bunch of six foot tall chickens with tits walking around?”

“Six foot…” I tilted my head. “What?”

“We haven’t introduced them yet,” Kitty pointed out. “That bitch showed up before things got interesting.”

“Of that, we can agree,” Efaris huffed. “If I show her my disguise, I’ll likely implicate myself. And give her a justified reason to transport you there immediately.”

“You’re prettier in this form,” Kitty nodded.

“Stop trying to butter me up,” Efaris glared.

Kitty shrugged. “I’d lick that cunt, even without the butter.”

“KITTY!” Efaris snapped, before clapping her hand to her mouth.

She leaned over, looking out the window, and let out a sigh. “Either she didn’t hear, or she doesn’t care.”

The guard, after making herself known, decided she’d sleep out in a tent. Pitched out in the middle of a patch of lettuce. I was rather mad at her. She didn’t seem to care in the least, and even bragged about eating the vegetables available should we refuse to feed her for her stay.

“I suppose the problem then becomes, what do we do next?” Efaris sighed.

“Still think we should kill her. Make it quick, Vozrok can do it–”

“Vozrok?” I frowned.

“The cow,” Efaris informed me.

I pulled a face and shook my head. “No. She needs a prettier name than that. Heify?”

Kitty smirked and nodded. “That’s awful, I love it.”

“That is pretty bad,” Efaris sighed. “You named your cat, Kitty.”

“I’m not…” Kitty sighed. “Fuck you.”

“You wish.”

Kitty pointed at me. “He does.”

“Why do you keep arguing about this?” I protested. “Efaris isn’t interested.”

“Yes she is,” Kitty snorted.

“No I’m–”

“Leaking at the cunt, at the idea of me eating you while he fucks you. I’m a demon of lust. THE demon of lust. There is no shame at playing the mewling whore to a man who has no desire to treat you as one,” Kitty huffed. “As I keep telling you.”

Efaris sighed. “I keep telling you. I’m happy with what Dapy and I already have.”

“And that is perfectly fine,” Kitty nodded. “Just don’t lie and pretend you aren’t intrigued by the idea of me fucking you for his viewing pleasure.”

“You just said it would be at the same time–”

“Semantics,” Kitty waved a clawed hand. “We’ve been over this. I don’t have a dick. While you feel the desire to be fucked with one, there is no risk of you losing interest in our man. That does not change the fact that everyone in this room would enjoy you cumming on my face.”

“I just can’t believe how casual you are about all this,” Efaris huffed.

“Then have a drink or two and loosen up,” Kitty huffed back.

“Ladies, please,” I sighed.

“Guess what’ll happen if you follow that up with the words, ‘suck my dick,’” Kitty chuckled.

I rolled my eyes and slumped back on the bed. “You know what I’m talking about.”

“We all do,” Efaris sighed. “I’m sorry, I’m just…”

“Demons are evil and will rape, murder, and steal souls, I know,” Kitty huffed.

“That’s…” Efaris came over and sat on the bed beside me. “Look, I know I’m not being fair.”

“Fair has nothing to do with it,” Kitty shook her head. “Right now, you’re defending the man you love. Something I can respect deeply.”

“I…” Efaris blushed. “Shut up.”

“I’ll stop talking when I’ve said my piece, or you admit your feelings,” Kitty shrugged.

“Fine,” Efaris rolled her eyes. “But that doesn’t change the fact. I studied demons for years. There’s no records of one acting the way you are.”

“Likely because they’ve never had the chance to study me,” Kitty chuckled. “I’ve been here a lot longer than you think. The only people I’ve had to deal with are the farmers and occasional bandits. And they’ve all ended up in the same place?”

“Dead?” I guessed.

“Sacrificed to fuel the portal spell,” Kitty nodded.

“That’s what you were going to do to me?” I sat up.

“I was,” Kitty nodded. “Then… then I wasn’t.”

“And you wonder why I’m wary of you.” Efaris crossed her arms.

“I already explained that. You’re being protective, and I respect it. Your concerns are genuine and I do not blame you for them. I just lack a way to prove to you once and for all that what I’m telling you is the truth. I even made my oath. I’m physically incapable of bringing him harm.”

“There is that,” Efaris nodded. “But I know there are ways around that oath. You could hire someone, for example.”

“Which would be a lot of work,” Kitty shrugged. “Does it look like I’ll be traipsing across the land searching for a would-be thug to pay to kill a farmer guarded by the likes of you?”

“You could find someone from your world–”

“My world is bound by my oath. While I admit it’s possible, a rogue element could sneak through, it couldn’t be at my behest. My oath forbids it. Hiring from another plane would be out as well. I’ve locked things up since Greed fell. His power helped put my walls back up and what’s left of Greed will be under the thumb of Wrath before anyone bothers looking my way again.”

“Do you have an answer to everything?” Efaris complained.

“Of course not. Just the obvious ones, like to point out how much our argument is killing the mood. Seriously, Dapy was at full mast a few minutes ago. We could have licked his seed off one another.”

“Is this all you’ve done while I’ve been unconscious?”

“There’s been a lot of masturbation,” Kitty shrugged.

“Too much information!” Efaris snapped.

Kitty rolled her eyes. “I meant you.”

The only warning any of us had was a flash of Efaris’ kaleidoscopic eyes. Kitty stood up as a blast of energy swept her off the bed.

“EFARIS!” I sat up.

“Stop!” she snapped at me. “This is a long time coming!”

“What are you doing?” Kitty growled.

“Proving that I’m not afraid of you!” Efaris huffed, as she started making strange gestures.

“What are you doing?” Kitty glared as a small portal opened up.

“Making you my bitch,” Efaris glared.

Kitty froze, then smiled. “Okay.”

“Take this seriously!” Efaris snarled as she gestured, and that strange portal slipped down around one of Kitty’s legs.

That limb vanished into the other side, before Efaris forced it right up against her hip. Then she summoned another. One by one, Kitty’s limbs vanished into small portals that closed up around her shoulders and hips. Leaving a flustered and slightly crazed looking kitty, still pinned to that wall. All that was left was the strange shimmering back of each portal that Efaris tapped with the tip of her finger.

“There we go,” Efaris smiled, and wrapped her arms around Kitty’s limbless body.

Kitty let out a plaintive meow as Efaris carried her over to the bed and set her down beside me.

“What are you doing?” I asked the mad wizard.

“Teaching a naughty Kitty a lesson,” Efaris smiled.

“Other than a few creative sex positions, what could you possibly be teaching me from this?” Kitty demanded.

“This,” Efaris smiled.

Then slapped a hand over Kitty’s mouth. Kitty’s eyes went wide in shock, before squinting as Efaris slapped her lightly between… well, not between the legs. There were no legs. So it was directly over Kitty’s pussy.

“There now,” Efaris smiled, and slapped her again. “Oh, sticky already?” she raised her fingers and spread them to show the strands of fluid that stretched between her fingers.

“Don’t hurt her,” I frowned.

“She’s not hurt, are you, Kitty?” Efaris slapped her pussy once more.

Kitty was wide-eyed and breathing heavy. If anything, she looked excited, and Efaris grinned before flipping Kitty over onto her front.

“I won’t forget this,” Kitty warned.

“Good.” Efaris took her tail and raised it, lifting Kitty’s ass off the bed. “I’d rather set this memory nice and deep.”

“Bitch.”

“That’s.” Smack! “Mistress bitch!” Smack! “To you!” Smack.

“Dapy,” Kitty mewled softly.

“If you ask him to help you, I’m not going to impale you on his beautiful cock and rub your clit like the naughty kitty you are,” Efaris growled softly.

Kitty let out a soft mewl and licked her lips. “I am Prince Sagroth. Lord of Lust and I bow to nobody. Do your worst.”

Efaris narrowed her eyes and swatted Kitty’s pussy once more. The limbless catgirl mewled and rocked her shoulders as she tried to escape. Efaris responded by dragging her back into place by her tail before swatting her once more. Each strike sounded wetter than the last and if not for the occasional, happy moans that escaped her lips, I would have tried to stop this. Truthfully, though, I was the most aroused that I had ever been in my life.

I didn’t think I could strike my Kitty. Not even like Efaris was doing. But watching one woman do things like this to another… well, I wasn’t quite sure what I thought, but the idea of being with them after they were done…

“Dapy, without getting up, push your pants down as far as you can get them,” Efaris ordered.

I frowned, but did as she requested. This was my hallucination, wasn’t it? I was supposed to be the one giving orders. Either way, I didn’t want to make her mad, real or otherwise. If she was out there with my body, arguing with her now would be a quick way to end up fried… Then again, why would she be in here, if she was–

“Dapy!”

“Right,” I jolted as I pulled at the ties to my pants. With my legs straightened, it was a struggle, but I shimmied them down and exposed myself. Kitty’s eyes locked on my erection as Efaris rubbed her gently from behind.

“Do you want it?” The wizard asked.

“Yes,” Kitty whimpered.

“Ask for it.”

“I want it,” Kitty answered softly.

“Ask properly.”

Kitty mewled pathetically and rubbed her face into the bed for a moment. “Please, Mistress Efaris. Shove me onto his cock.”

“Mmmm,” Efaris dragged her closer. “You didn’t specify which hole.”

Kitty gasped as Efaris gripped the back of her head. And I gasped as Kitty made a choking sound as Efaris pushed her face down over me. Kitty was purring furiously, and her lips tightened around me. Her tongue lapped at the side of my cock as she did her best to please me. I reached out to touch her ears, and Efaris yanked Kitty off me.

“Nope,” she shook her head. “Kitty gets no special treatment until Kitty begs for it.”

“Please?” Kitty whined and rocked her hips. “Use me, defile me. Any way you wish, I beg of you. I’ve been taking more than I deserve, and all I desire is to be used to pleasure my human.”

“Your human?” Efaris asked.

“I’m his Kitty,” Kitty whimpered. “He is my human.”

Efaris paused before nodding. “I can’t argue with that.”

She wrapped her arm around Kitty’s waist and lifted her. Kitty let out a small mewl of shock as she was brought over to me. Efaris gripped my penis, and I moaned as she steered me up into Kitty’s swollen and slightly puffy flower. The spankings had left her red, but the look of delight on her face as she slid down on me meant she was still enjoying herself.

“All the way,” Efaris hissed, pressing Kitty down until she was seated fully. “How does that feel?”

“Like I am serving my purpose,” Kitty whimpered.

I was gobsmacked. Kitty was… throbbing. Her entire core twisted and squeezed around me. If I could move properly, I’d have grabbed her by now. But I just couldn’t. I had to remain still, and Efaris took advantage of the fact as she started to bounce Kitty in my lap. The beautiful, imaginary, limbless woman gasped and cried out in bliss as she slid up and down on my penis. Only to shriek deliriously as Efaris lightly swatted her with the tips of her fingers.

She squeezed me and I jerked on the bed as Efaris smiled widely. Her fingers dug into Kitty’s crotch and massaged her even as she continued to bounce her.

“FUCK!” Kitty screeched.

“Can you two keep it down?!” A voice snapped from outside. “It sounds like you’re fucking a cat in there!”

Efaris’s eyes went wide, and she shifted her grip. Wrapping her hand around Kitty’s face, she silenced the beautiful catgirls’ cries. And with the other, she repeatedly slapped her most sensitive place. The mad throbbing of her insides was driving me crazy. I gripped her hips and tried desperately to hold still as I erupted inside her. Kitty’s eyes were crossed as she took the treatment we gave her, only for Efaris to finally lift her free.

“There now,” Efaris kissed her cheek. “Feel better.”

Kitty nodded and then turned to face the wizard. “Now, my ass, and then it’s your turn.”


Chapter 15



“Alright, she’s distracted,” Efaris said as she stepped inside. “She took the bait and is hunting the deer that wandered through the farm. We won’t have long.”

“You’re sure we can do this?” I asked.

Efaris glanced at Kitty, who gave me a nod. “I have it under control. You’re just going to watch.”

I nodded, and Efaris opened the door. Heify, and no, she wasn’t particularly thrilled with the name. Clomped inside. Behind her, was a flock of… bird women… At the head was Allmiron. She hobbled around on stumps. Though it didn’t seem to bother her in the least. Behind her, standing at six feet tall, were a dozen others. Each of them was smiling widely and making small clucking noises. Just to remind me exactly who and what they were.

My dear chickens. While I had initially cared for them with the intention of farming eggs and eating them when they failed to produce. I was now dealing with the implication that when they failed to produce eggs; I was presented with a shapely rear.

That situation was bizarre enough as it was. I also had the distinct impression that they weren’t actually failing to produce eggs. But taking turns to come inside and receive a spanking away from the prying eyes of the Baron’s guard.

She was completely unaware of anything going on. And I had no desire to inform her otherwise. We never invited her inside, though Efaris constantly took her meals. When the woman voiced her concerns about the amount of food, we seemed to collect and eat every day, Efaris told her to mind her business. That it was no concern of hers what she thought of us and shut her down entirely.

During the day, the animals had also made their displeasure known. Heify had trampled her tent twice now, while the chickens had shit around the front so it smelled bad. I tried not to think about that second part too much, but the guard was at least actively looking for ways to not be around so much. Nothing that happened could lead back to Efaris or I. Unless she could prove the farm animals were demons and capable of rational thought, at least.

Still, her constant observations were enough to leave the farm utterly frustrated. It was only in the dark that certain visitors could come by. Heify, being the main one, while the chickens and Allmiron had, at times, climbed the side of our home to gawk through the window. It was hard to complain when that happened. Having my mouth full of a particular woman’s precious flower, while the other one rode me like a stolen horse, was rather effective at muffling my complaints.

Still, our deadline was approaching, and Efaris was getting worried. So with this chance, we were going to take it. Heify scooped me out of my chair. With a soft lick to the side of my face, she carried me outside and set about carrying me around the fields so I could inspect everything.

“This is looking good,” I nodded. “If I wanted to eat them, I’d leave the beans another week, but for drying and storage, they’re ready for picking,” I nodded. “The leafy greens are ready too, but we’ll have to pull a few of the potatoes to make sure they’re the right size. Then we’re going to have to plow them out of the soil.”

“If I’m pulling the plow, I want something in return,” Heify huffed.

“And how are you supposed to plow a field, anyway?” Efaris asked.
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“She’s doing a good job,” I nodded as Efaris glared at me hotly from across the field.

She was rumbling along behind Heify. In their wake was the chicken flock. They darted in, meticulously scooping up the loose potatoes, stuffing them into bags and then dropping said bags beside the field. It was surprisingly efficient, and while they were working, Allmiron was out watching the guard to make sure we weren’t surprised by her return.

“What are we going to do about the Baron?” Kitty asked.

I glanced down and rubbed her ears. She really did treat this place like a holiday home. Right now, curled in my lap, she was the perfect little companion.

“I’m not sure,” I admitted. “Efaris and I stole from him. She was also the one who insulted him. The tax thing… That’s just his word against mine, and he’s a noble.”

“Your pathetic king should demand he step back in line,” Kitty growled.

“That’s not for me to say,” I sighed. “He has a casus belli. None of the other nobles will stand with the king if it goes to war.”

“Then why not crush him?” Kitty asked.

“Because if the king goes to war, the other nobles might rise against him. This world is not as unified as the one you control. I’m just a simple farmer stuck in the middle of it all.”

“Does the Baron have a wife?” Kitty asked.

“She died.” I shook my head. “All he has is his daughter.”

“And how old is she?” Kitty asked.

I shrugged. “My age. Maybe a little older.”

“Then I think I have a solution,” Kitty started to purr. “We befriend the daughter, murder the baron, and anyone else involved in trying to have you arrested.”

I nodded, then froze.

“What?!”
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Welcome to Morpheus, the system apocalypse of the future!

Nobody saw it coming. There weren’t any signs. No grand gestures, signs from god, higher powers, prophets or messengers. One by one, the people of earth packed up their lives and went to bed.

That was the day the world ended. And Morpheus arrived.

Morpheus, the system without an explanation, created a trial by fire. A mirror image of earth, filled with darkness, death and strange new abilities. Without a plan, without warning, without hope, most of humanity died that night. Joel’s housemate and his friends, drunk from the evening's festivities, abandoned him to die. Through a combination of luck, and the help of Jessica, the beautiful, statuesque blonde next door, they pulled through. His housemate, like the rest, was gone forever.

Those that remained were rewarded. Classes, titles, skills and perks.

Now a great cycle has come to the world. Without electricity, the remnants of society have turned on itself. But those who cannot work together will not survive the night. And if the creatures of darkness are allowed to roam freely, they can bridge the dark and join the real world.

When night falls, the game begins and only the strong survive.

Morpheus is a modern day fantasy, with base building elements, stat sheets and a progression system.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D7ZVR5MF
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I was an average farmer. On an average day. With average friends and an average life. We lived in an average village, on the average edge of the known kingdom, beside an average and quiet wooded landscape. The forests were quiet, the kingdom’s pressures a distant problem. Politics need not apply.

But there was something wrong with today. Not the day itself, but a gut feeling that something just wasn’t quite right. In hindsight, the group of slavers waiting for my friends and I might have had something to do with that feeling.

Slavers, you ask? Well, as hard as it is for me to believe, those slavers weren’t out for common farming folk like me. They were after the descendants of the dryads, long thought destroyed and lost to the pages of history. And nestled amongst the forest, in the middle of an unnatural lake, lies the last member of that grove.

Samsara, the hamadryad at the center of this school, didn’t call for me to find her. She called to my friends. To learn who they are, to grow and to live free of oppression from those who sought to use them.

I wasn’t supposed to be here. Samsara knew not of my existence. And yet, she cannot deny that I have some purpose in this place, learning beside my friends to harness the same power they control.

So I must navigate this new world. Of magic, danger and… strangely attractive women.

And maybe, for the first time in my life. I’ll find where I belong.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D68RD5JN
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The dice were rolled. The pieces set. Agreements made, oaths struck, and the gods sat back to watch the grand experiment unfold.

All but one.

Betrayal was nothing new to Blath. Betrayed by friends. By lovers. Then by the Elves, who rained boulders down upon the last goblins alive, and those sent to destroy them.

But a betrayal of a god against another god?

When an oathbreaker walks this new world, others will follow. Friends and foe alike will find themselves thrust into situations far beyond their comprehension. Srink, the Goddess of Goblins, bargained for her chance for her people to start again. With opportunity, there are others who will do anything for a chance at a new life.

Some, like the kobold, see Blath and his lovers as an opportunity to advance and turn a new leaf. But not all come with ideals of peace.

With the oaths broken, conflict is coming and the gods themselves are angry

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D2RMGXDT
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Hit a man with a truck.

Get a free ticket to a fantasy world!

With a love-struck, insatiable and irresistible Elven maiden in his life, Jacob thought he had it all. At least, until he was implicated in an assassination plot against the royal family. Thankfully, with the fire-breathing lizard far more understanding than one would expect, Jacob found himself brushing elbows with a rather thankful monarch.

One who assures him that Jacob’s elf is his to keep. In return, well... He just needs to make a few deliveries. It’d be a real shame if, in the aftermath of a dragon attack, the road wasn’t quite so peaceful as it was the first time. Which isn’t helped by the temporary addition to their group. Or the friends they visit along the way.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D17KDTVP
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Hello, and thank you for reading my book. Independent authors like myself live and die by our ratings, from wonderful readers such as yourself.

So please, if you enjoyed this story, give it 5 stars and drop a review. Even the words "Good job" will help tremendously.

All the best

Monty
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Book formatting at a reasonable price.

The person who formatted this book and all of the Montgomery Quinn books!

“I make your words look pretty.”

https://www.nmalone.net/bookformatting
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