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Chapter
 One












“D
 on’t,” Calon warned her.

Evie trembled as the pink of her eyes pulsed threateningly. “It’s hard.”

“I know,” Calon grinned as he ground his crotch against her clit.

They had only been at it a few minutes. Evie had her legs spread as she leaned back against a large tree. She held the front of her skirt up around her hips. Calon was between her legs, thrusting up into her drooling pussy. Calon had lucked out several times now. The first of which was by accidentally selecting the summoner class when he came to this world. The second, was just moments after the first, when he summoned his step-sister Evie as his first minion. Third, was when Evie fell naked atop him in a lake guarded by goblins, she not only wasn’t mad. But she was extremely receptive to the idea of sleeping together.

“Please?”

Calon shook his head. “You can’t control yourself.”

“But-”

“I’ve told you,” Calon kissed her gently. “If you want to practise that, we need to be at home. The last thing I need is a frantically horny succubus begging for my dick while people are trying to kill us.”

The last words were said in a soft hush as Evie whimpered against him. He actually regretted her denial. When Evie’s mana depleted, it happened automatically. She would switch to a more primal state of mind where she was desperate for her master’s sperm in order to replenish herself. By sheer luck, Calon had been in a position to dominate her during one of those episodes. So now, rather than the borderline psychotic, urge to mate, violently if necessary. She turned into a sex kitten, desperate to have her body used in any way Calon saw fit.

“Calon please?”

“No Evie,” Calon growled as he thrust up into her.

Truth be told, part of him wanted to tell her to just let go. If she went full Succubus on him, he could take her as hard as he wanted, in any way he wanted. Not that she denied him anything he could think of to begin with. But the memory of those beautiful, pink, glowing eyes as she literally begged him to ruin her, was one hell of a turn on.

“You almost finished there champ?”

Calon flinched.

“Fuck,” Evie cringed.

Calon turned his head and saw the three men standing back with bows raised. A fourth, the speaker, stood a little ahead of the other three. He had a hand axe hanging from a belt loop at his side.

“See, me ‘n the boys here. We was thinking that if you let us take her off your hands for a few hours. We might just let you ‘n her live.”

“You fucking arseholes!” Evie snapped. The four men blinked in shock as Calon withdrew his aching cock. “I was so close!”

“Evie-”

“No! I wanted to cum! That… You!” She snarled. “Fuck, I feel like I’ve been blue clammed!”

The four men shuffled in confusion as Calon tried to rein in his irate succubus. Most of their confusion lay in the fact, Evie currently didn’t look like a Succubus. She looked like the morose daughter in a family, famous for their love of all things black. That is if said character, wore a simple dress, borrowed from the wife of a nearby farmer for this exact mission.

“FIREBALL!”

The speaker’s eyes went wide, before the ball of liquid fire washed over his body. His screams rang out as the ball washed over him, spraying two of the three men behind him.

“It’s the summoner!” the remaining bowman shouted as he lifted his weapon to shoot.

The other two men were far more bothered by their burning clothing. Unlike their leader who was a walking inferno, the other two were yanking off their clothes to escape the heat. So neither of them spotted Chrissy or Suki. Suki, being the four foot tall, calico, Neko, who dropped from the branches above. She landed on one of the burning men with a feline snarl. He yelped, before crying out as she drove a small knife into the side of his neck. She leaped for the second man, who was picking up his bow, after throwing his smoldering shirt to the ground.

Her sudden appearance was enough for the unharmed archer to switch targets. He drew back and Calon’s eyes went wide as he underestimated the man’s ability. Having a class was still a novel concept to him. But people born in this world were used to the game-like mechanics. This man was likely some kind of archer class, which meant he would have some kind of bonus that would help his skill with the bow. Thankfully, what would likely have been a lethal shot at close range, turned into a pained scream, as Chrissy slammed into him from behind.

She had remained up high, circling the area as she watched the goings on below. Through the thick trees, she wasn’t an effective scout. But it was hard to miss the burning man, no matter how dense the foliage. Unfortunately for Suki, Chrissy was a moment too late. The Neko yowled as she spun from the impact of the arrow. It slammed into her chest, sending her to the ground with a scream.

Calon broke away from Evie as he ran towards her. Suki was mewling in pain, half curled in the leaves that covered the ground. When Calon reached her, he could see red foam in her nostrils. A clear sign it hit her lung.

“Oh shit, Suki,” Calon crooned as he laid her flat.

“Hurts,” Suki whimpered.

“Chrissy!” Calon shouted.

“Coming!” she called, before the sound of a breaking bone cut through the air, followed by a man’s scream.

The Griffon rushed over, before gasping as she saw the state Suki was in. Evie was a moment behind as they crowded around the dying Neko.

“Suki, tell me what you want me to do, please?”

“Hurt,” Suki whimpered. “Make. It. Stop?”

Calon frowned as he quickly weighed his options.
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He could kill her. It would be quick. Take out his hammer, bash her across the skull. She was small, it wouldn’t be hard and it would be extremely quick. Then he could revive her and heal her. But he also knew that once revived, she would have a crippled status ailment. If that just meant she couldn’t move, then fine. But there was no guarantee she wouldn’t just wake up in as much pain as she was currently.

“Evie, take her legs. I have her arms.”

“Master?” Suki whimpered as Calon lifted her wrists over her head.

The action must have been painful as she cried out when Calon did so. But he didn’t have time to argue. He looked at Chrissy and saw the worried stare. “Pull it out.”

“Aren’t you supposed to leave stab wounds-”

“NOW CHRISSY!” Calon snapped.

She flinched, before Suki started to struggle weakly. With a snarl of her own, Chrissy took the shaft and yanked it free. Suki’s eyes went wide as she silently screamed. Calon slapped his hand onto the bleeding wound and snarled a single word.

“HEAL!”

Suki shuddered and closed her eyes as she felt Calon’s power pulse through her. The horrible wet and wheezing sound slowed as the light from his ability ended.

“Heal,” Calon growled again.

Suki looked up at her master. The pain was fading into the background. She could feel her flesh knit and her breathing came easier than before. She watched the strain on his features as he drained his mana. The concern, and worry eased the pain more than his healing skill. As the light faded, she took a deep breath, and Calon repeated a final time.

“Heal.”
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* * *



Calon sighed as the town came into view. The four heads he carried were rather heavy. You hear ‘heavy as a bowling ball’ but you never expect that to be a thing you’d ever experience. And now, having four of them trussed over your shoulder as you walk back to town. Calon found himself thankful when he set the bag down beside the front door to the sheriff’s office.

Looking back, he could see Suki staring at him from atop Chrissy. The Griffon, despite her abrasive personality, had quietly accepted the role of mount for the injured Neko. The wound was closed, and no longer bled. But it would take more than that to fully heal the damage. The arrowhead had done a lot of damage on its way out.

“Come on,” Evie patted his arm. “Get this done, then we can go home.”

“It’ll be nice to see the progress,” Calon nodded.

Leaving the bag where it was, Calon pushed the door open and stepped into the building. Marge was inside, with Ben sitting across from her. The two of them looked shocked to see him, but that wasn’t unexpected. He was dirty, bloody and suffering mana exhaustion. The walk back had taken a little over an hour, and the moment he had the mana, he had cast heal again on Suki. She tried to talk him out of it, but Calon wouldn’t hear it.

“Four heads,” Calon sighed.
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“Great,” Marge smiled thinly.

Calon knew she didn’t like dealing with the heads. However, she was a practical woman. Like him, she viewed it as a necessary evil. Calon didn’t much like cutting them off, but they both understood that it needed to happen. These men were part of a racketeering enterprise. Under Sheriff Goodman, the bandits raided and stole. He’d been the mastermind behind it. The only good thing the Sheriff had done was ensure nothing more than a few cracked skulls occurred. Since Goodman’s death, that all changed.

The attacks got worse. Without Goodman to keep the bandits in check, lawlessness grew. The area around the town became more violent, there was more murder. Women were… far worse treated. In the end, Ben made his way out to the farm Calon had claimed and asked him personally to check the job board. It was estimated that there were anywhere up to another dozen bandits roaming about the forest. Calon had hoped that most would have decided to move on. But when the attacks ramped up, he felt it was necessary to finish the job he started. Which just meant that there may be more bandits out there.

“I’ve got it Marge. Get the money, I’ll just confirm it,” Ben told the woman.

Calon saw the relief wash over her immediately. Before he spotted their shared smile. If this were any other day, he’d have commented on it. But for now, he just wanted to get paid and go home. A quick check of his experience points showed there was no bonus experience for completing the mission. Just pay. He was sitting at 280exp since killing that fourth bandit. He may have been a little harsher when the man couldn’t answer their questions, but he’d hurt Suki and he was a deadman walking anyway. Calon needed just 220exp to hit level eight and get a third perk point. Which… Well, it was something he needed to discuss with the ladies, and soon. First though, they needed to get home.

Ben’s cursory check was literally just to peek into the bag. He had no real desire to examine the work Calon and his team had completed. It was soon after, with Ben’s assessment, that the group of four made their way over to their wagon. The blue roan Calon had claimed from the bandit camp was waiting as expected outside the partially rebuilt tavern. Goodman had much to pay for, and Calon was thankful that Marge along with the rest of the townsfolk agreed when Calon suggested they rebuild on Sal’s behalf.

Speaking of Sal, the grouchy tavern owner gave a curt nod to Calon as he helped Evie up onto the wagon, before returning for Suki. The nod was a far cry better than the cold indifference he paid the young man just days ago. He wouldn’t even look at Evie or the others unless he was forced.

Calon shook his head slowly as he turned his attention to Suki, who was sliding down Chrissy’s furry ass.

“Hey,” Calon grunted as he caught her under the rump.

“Calon,” Suki groaned.

“No, I told you to take it easy.”

“You’re treating me like I’m still injured,” the Neko complained.

“You might be!” Calon hissed. “That arrow was in your lung!”

Suki pouted, but stopped complaining as Calon held her in a princess carry. Chrissy rolled her eyes, but remained silent. It was practically part of her job description to be aloof and uncaring. But Calon and the others knew better, that she was far more emotional than most. The woman was a terror when she got mad and literally had an ability called ‘Rage.’

Evie reached down, much to Suki’s embarrassment, and the two of them lifted her up onto the wagon. Calon climbed up and took the reins as Evie settled down with Suki in her lap like a kitten.

Calon smiled at them both, before giving the reins a light flick. The roan set off and Calon steered it down a familiar road. It hadn’t been all that long since the confrontation with Goodman and the destruction of the bandit camp. The town wasn’t particularly welcoming for them when they arrived. But now, the few people they saw out on the road stepped out of their way with a series of smiles and words of thanks. And that included Brandt, who was sweeping dirt out the front door of his shop.

He was the one responsible for their recent mission parameters. A trader that passed through had come under attack. That trader, after reporting to the sheriff, had spilled some extra details to Brandt. When Calon accepted the quest, the dodgy merchant shared that information and exactly where the attack took place. Which just happened to be a rather delightful spot to fuck Evie against a tree. Perfect targets for even the most cautious bandits to take advantage of.

Unfortunately for Brandt and the town, the only survivor of the initial attack, had no useful information. They had split from the main group and only carried what they had on them. Which amounted to some dirty bedrolls, their clothing and their weapons on hand. All of which, other than the bedrolls, Calon had decided to keep. At the very least, the axe would be useful for wood, and the bows could be used to hunt or defend the wagon from a distance. So there was no loot to deliver to the man as they passed by, and he didn’t look like he had any more details to share, either.

As Calon drove the wagon out of town, he followed the worn tracks that showed the workmen had been down earlier in the day. It was the final thankyou from the town, and an excellent incentive to stick around. With the goblins in the South, the town of Kuraby was an isolated community. Made more so, when word got out about the death of the sheriff and his scheme. So a group of volunteers had offered to fix up the farmhouse for them to live on.

This late in the day though, it did not surprise Calon when he spotted them ahead, heading back towards town. Resources were stretched a little thin between building Calon’s home and the tavern. But Sal’s tavern was the quicker of the two to work on. Made of cut lumber, the materials took time to be delivered, but installation was rather quick and simple. Calon’s home, on the other hand, was a log house. Which took more effort to cut, trim and otherwise prepare the logs. But thankfully, required no specialised equipment.

And as the two groups passed by, Calon gave them a friendly greeting and thanks. The men in charge of the group noticed almost immediately that Calon wasn’t in the best mood, and left it at that as they moved on. Soon enough though, the farm came into view and Calon felt himself relax. Not that he actually could. With their mission, they had taken down their tent and other equipment. There was no saying how long the mission would have taken and Calon had brought it along to be prepared. It was only sheer luck that the ambush worked as quickly as it did.

“They’re getting it done pretty quickly,” Evie noted.

Calon smiled and agreed. Most of the structure had burned down, leaving sections of wall and a partial roof. They had torn most of it down, but in particular, part of the walls were in good enough condition to be reused for some parts. What they were looking at though, was a rectangular stack of logs. It had taken the first few days to pull down the ruined remains. But with the team of men, it was coming together rather quickly. Calon could see, even from here, the stack of logs already cut and shaped ready to go into position the following day.

Calon brought the wagon to a stop beside the patch of grass they had chosen for their original camp. With a sigh of content, Calon slipped to the ground and held his hands out for Suki, who pouted once more as they handled her delicately.

“I’m not broken,” she complained.

“Light duties. You can cook us dinner,” Calon told her.

Suki rolled her eyes. She was the best cook out of all of them and routinely sorted their meals.

“First though,” Calon set her on her feet, before placing his palm on her chest. “Heal.”

Suki whimpered as the warm light pushed into her flesh once more. It made her body tremble, like a deep massage and she couldn’t help but feel adored by his attention to her health. Even if she disagreed with him doing so.

With the latest heal dispensed, Calon sent Suki off to set up for dinner while Evie handed the equipment down to Chrissy, who shuttled it into position. Calon set about putting the horse in the paddock. It was one of the first things they set up. Using twine with various reeds tied into place at regular intervals, they set up an area to keep the horse. Unless something spooked them, the large animals were remarkably happy to be fenced in with what was essentially a ribbon.

Be that as it may. It meant getting the horse to stay put for the night was a simple endeavour. Leaving Calon to return to his loves. They hadn’t had a whole lot of practice with it yet. But They still worked well putting the tent up. Chrissy’s added height made her perfect for hammering the centre post. Evie set about putting the canvas into position, while Calon helped set up the kitchen area for Suki who was cutting vegetables and salted pork from their stock to go into a quick soup.

And soon enough, the camp was set, and the night was filled with the scent of slowly cooking meat and vegetables. Calon watched Suki as she served up three bowls. He frowned as she delivered one each to Chrissy and Evie, before returning with a single bowl towards Calon.

“Where’s yours?”

“Master…”

Calon frowned at the tone she used. “Suki, are you okay?”

She nodded slowly, before crawling into his lap. He held her close as she snuggled in and Calon felt a certain possessiveness come over him. He didn’t need to ask again what was wrong. Despite his ability to revive them. He had never actually had to do so. They had only ever collected a few cuts and bruises before. Suki having a lethal injury inflicted was well outside their realm of comfort. It was one thing from Calon’s perspective to feel hopeless as he desperately tried to heal her. Another entirely for Suki as she laid in agony on the ground, while she bled out into her own lungs.

So with Suki close, Calon scooped up a mouthful of soup. And after blowing it to cool, he offered it to the Neko in his lap. She took it without complaint and lapped gently at the spoon. It tickled a funny part inside Calon’s chest that she had so well embraced her cat-like heritage. Chrissy had done almost all she could to remain as human as possible. Calon held it against neither of them. They were their own people as far as he was concerned.

And Suki had made it obvious on more than one occasion that she wished to be treated as a pet. Or specifically in her case, a pet he got to fuck when he felt like it. One spoon after another, Calon fed himself, and his Neko, while she slowly began to relax and purr. That was emphasised when Calon got her to hold the bowl, so he could gently stroke her head. Her adorable ears flicked from side to side as she pushed into his hand like any old house cat would.

“Calon?”

Calon flinched as if caught and looked at Evie, who was standing beside Chrissy. “Yeah, sorry?”

“It’s nothing,” Evie smiled. “Chrissy and I were just going to go for a walk.”

Calon heard the way she intoned the word ‘walk’ and nodded slowly. “Right. I’ll just do some dishes then.”

“I have the dishes,” Suki complained.

Calon ignored her as he gently lifted her to her feet as he stood. “You can help then.”

“Yes, master,” Suki mumbled.

Evie and Chrissy drifted off into the paddock, in the direction of the lake. Which made sense. Calon would have liked to bathe as well. But first, he needed to make sure Suki was comfortable.

Sniff

Speaking of. Calon set his bowl down and turned to face her as she trembled. “Hey, now,” Calon soothed her.

Suki shook her head. “I’m okay.”

“You’re not,” Calon disagreed. “I can’t imagine how scary today was.”

Suki trembled and nodded slowly. “Mhm.”

Calon stroked her ears once more, before turning back to the pot of water warming over the coals. It, along with a handful of sand and some soap was the best way to scrub the dishes without access to modern equipment.

“Master? Calon?” Calon froze, before meeting Suki’s eyes. It wasn’t often she used his name, which meant this was serious. “I… I need to…”

“Anything,” Calon promised her.

Suki nodded. “Fuck me.”

Calon frowned, “Excuse me?”

“Don’t let me think,” She shook her head. “Just pin me down and fuck me. However you want. Just use me.”

Calon looked at her for a moment, before nodding. He got up and took her hand. He would come back for the dishes later. Right now, he had a Neko to soothe. She walked softly beside him as Calon brought her towards the tent.

“This will have to be quick,” Calon smiled, before seating her down by the door.

Calon retrieved a washcloth from inside the tent with their bags, along with a waterskin. Suki eyed him for a moment, before he wet the rag and used it to wipe down her fur. Her expression quickly turned to one of pleasure and she even mewled softly as he washed between her legs. She was so distracted, she didn’t respond at all as he turned her around, until he had already began winding the leather cord of her leash around her wrists.

“Master?” Suki trembled.

Calon ignored her and picked her up. He carried her into their tent and set her down gently on her back with her arms pinned behind her. She watched as Calon stripped off his clothing, before pulling free the grass skirt she wore.

“No speaking unless you want me to stop,” Calon ordered softly.

Suki whimpered and nodded, so Calon got started. Taking her hips in hand, he hauled her crotch up, balancing her on her shoulders. Then he pushed his tongue into her tight, greedy hole.

“Oh fuck,” Suki whimpered.

“What was that?” Calon glared.

“Mew,” Suki whimpered pathetically.

Calon grinned and went back to his feast. With his arms around her waist, he pried her labia open with his fingers and lapped at her entrance, before switching to her clit. Suki trembled and flexed in her bonds, kicking softly in the air as she slowly went mad with pleasure.

He watched the way she spasmed and mewled, before pulling away. Suki, feeling her building orgasm, suddenly fall away, let out a pained yowl. Calon laughed as he set her ass back on the bedding. With cock in hand, he pressed it to her entrance and slowly started to push. Being built to take a feline cock, Suki was extremely tight, and Calon took his time stretching her. He knew she would prefer him to force her to accept him, but Calon had a different idea for now.

With a smile, he leaned down over her as she whimpered softly. “I know Suki,” Calon crooned as he rocked his hips. “You want me to shove this thing into you,” he smiled as she nodded rapidly. “But right now, I just want to watch you squirm, while I make love to you.”

Suki was torn, the dichotomy of gentle lovemaking and being bound with her hands behind her back was a stark contrast her mind was struggling with. The love she felt for her master doubled as he kissed her. And she desperately rocked her hips to encourage him to take her. But try as she might, Calon held her gently and rocked his hips at the pace he had before. Despite herself, she couldn’t help the waves of pleasure that exploded within. Her head craned back as she silently screamed.

Calon watched Suki trembling as she came around him. He neither sped up, nor stopped. He simply kept thrusting slowly and gently into her.

“That’s a good kitty,” Calon crooned. “Cum like the cock addicted slut you are.”

This time, she screamed.













Chapter
 Two












I
 t had been a quiet few days since the last quest. Calon, Evie, Chrissy and Suki had settled into the farm life. Without having to pay for accommodation, they had set their funds aside to help set up the farm properly. While the men of Kuraby rebuilt their home, Evie was cleaning their bedding, and Suki helped the builders run ropes over tall frames. Which left Calon, with the help of Chrissy, to scour their new land.

It wasn’t so much that they were looking at anything in particular. More that, Calon wanted to see what was on the land that may be of use, spot trouble, and otherwise spend time with the borderline aggressive Griffon.

“We’re about twice the distance as the lake is,” Chrissy droned.

Calon nodded, as he glanced back. The land wasn’t quite flat. With the natural bumps and rises, he couldn’t see the lake. Nor could he see Evie as she scrubbed their bedding. It was still rather early. They had only enough time to finish breakfast and dress for the day, before the builders arrived. And now, as the sun rose over the treetops, Calon was admiring the land he had laid claim to.

“Shit.”

Calon frowned as he turned and saw Chrissy as she examined the ground. “What’s wrong?”

“These were the tracks I found the other day,” she pointed as Calon walked over to join her. “And these,” she adjusted her finger, “are fresh.”

Calon frowned as he looked at the tracks. They looked vaguely human. But… they weren’t. Whoever left these tracks didn’t wear shoes, had only four toes, and each toe had some kind of claw.

“Beastkin,” Calon frowned.

“Wonder if he’s an escaped slave or something,” Chrissy sighed.

“I don’t think they’re slaves,” Calon frowned.

Chrissy shook her head. “The way the leather worker low balls himself on price, tells me they’re little better off.”

Calon frowned and nodded. “Remind me I need to go see him when we hit town next.”

“Why?”

Calon shrugged. “I gotta think of something to buy. I figure as our reputation grows, and I promote his wears, we could use him exclusively as our leather worker. Maybe people will shop with him as well.”

“What, like some kind of reverse Robin Hood bullshit?”

Calon snorted and shrugged, “I dunno. He just seemed like a good dude.”

“You just hope he has a daughter,” Chrissy snorted. Calon didn’t respond immediately, and she turned her head to stare at him. “You’re such a dick.”

“You love my dick,” Calon joked.

Chrissy’s lips twitched for a moment, before she turned away. “Come on. I still need to show you the rest of the land.”

Calon nodded and hurried after the Griffon. She walked slowly, or at least, slowly for a quadruped. Calon had his work cut out for him to keep up, but she further slowed after a few minutes and let out a sigh.

“You always used to stare at me, back at home,” she mumbled.

“Sorry,” Calon shook his head. “Evie was right, I had a serious crush. But I hoped I wasn’t so obvious about it.”

“You don’t stare at me so much now though,” she noted.

Calon nodded, “I guess–”

“Was I right? Am I not all that attractive?” Calon stopped and Chrissy moved on for a few steps before turning to face him. “It’s okay,” she shrugged. “I get it. I’m not very human looking. But Evie still loves me, and–”

“Shut the fuck up,” Calon shook his head. “I thought we got over this?”

Chrissy glared, “We fucked! So what? That doesn’t mean–”

“Would you fucking stop it!” Calon snapped. He stormed up to her and grabbed her arm. Despite the Griffon towering over him, she let him pull her down to eye level in front of him. “Was this a mistake?”

“That’s what I’m trying to talk about,” She glared.

Calon shook his head. “Not that. You’re the tough one. The strong one. The one who feels like she needs to be in charge. If that’s not working for you, I’m happy to take over.”

“What do you mean?”

“Remember the day you sucked my dick? You came to ME. You put ME on the spot. Then when we had sex, that was YOUR idea. I’ve been holding back because I thought you wanted to make the first move.”

Chrissy blinked slowly, “Oh.”

“Oh,” Calon snorted.

He then squawked as Chrissy took him to the ground. She kissed him hard and Calon clung on as her tongue invaded his mouth. She wriggled for a few moments, before she pulled away from the kiss. Calon had just a brief moment to wonder what was about to happen, before her top flew off into the grass. The now, bare chested, Griffon crushed her petite breasts into Calon’s chest as she kissed him once more.

Her furred body was delicious and warm. Calon couldn’t help but think between her and Suki, he and Evie would be eternally warm in the coming winter. This part of the world wouldn’t see snow and the chances of frost were almost zero. But it didn’t mean it wouldn’t get cold enough to wear a few layers.

“Get your fucking pants off,” Chrissy growled.

Calon grinned as she crouched her top half over his crotch. With one hand, she lifted the front of the skirt she wore. It was more of a loincloth, cut into a better shape for her comfort. Calon paused, just long enough to make a mental note to ask for more options from the old fox. Maybe a leather defensive skirt like the Romans wore over Chrissy’s crotch. While in town it would cover her modesty, and hopefully be more comfortable when moving about. But when he noticed her glare, he untied the front of his pants before she ripped them from his body.

“Better,” she growled as she took his cock in her hands.

Like the rest of her, Chrissy’s fingers were slightly fluffy and very warm. In the cool air of the early morning, Calon groaned as she massaged his length. Firm squeezes, turned to gentle strokes. She angled him back towards herself and Calon frowned.

“You, don’t want any foreplay?”

Chrissy shook her head, before smiling. “No offence, because I actually loved what you did for me, and would love to have you do it again. But your sister gives way better head.”

“Ouch,” Calon frowned, even as his cock slowly speared into her. “And that’s step-sister.”

Chrissy shrugged as she wiggled her hips to slide down his cock. “Is what I call her, going to stop you from fucking her?”

“No?”

“Then shut up and give me a treat to feed our Succubus later,” she growled.

Calon slumped back in the grass as Chrissy rode him. Her quadrupedal body was a strange sensation. It was like she had two torsos of a petite but muscular woman. The first, was her main body. A lightly furred feminine body, with a tail extending out the back, and four feline limbs, rather than human limbs, attached to her shoulders and hips. Near the top, where her shoulder blades would go, sprouted a pair of large, birdlike wings that folded neatly onto her back where they were out of the way. When Calon ran his fingers over her, she felt like a woman in a fur suit. She even had a human-like pussy and ass between her rear legs.

What made her even more unique, was that where a head would normally stick out from between the shoulders of her main body. Was simply another pair of hips. They rotated upwards on a ninety-degree angle, transferred to a second torso. One with a human-like pair of arms and breasts. And like her lower torso, this one ALSO had a pussy. A pussy, she was using to milk his orgasm, as she rocked back and forth driving herself up and down on Calon’s cock.

“Tell me I’m pretty,” she groaned.

Calon blinked and cupped her chin as she leaned over him. “You’re beautiful,” he told her. “You’re still the woman I had a crush on back home. And I’m so glad I brought you here. And not just because Evie wanted me to. You’re part of our family and I care for you.”

Chrissy slowed as he talked. Before she let out a sniff. “Fucker,” she growled as she bounced her hips. “I didn’t need the sappy shit.”

Calon grinned as she rode him even harder. Her nipples stuck out from her fur, like a pair of pink dots, visible through the tan fur of her body. She drove herself down on him, whimpering as her body began to betray her.

“Chrissy, stop,” Calon pressed a hand to her chest. Chrissy froze, suddenly looking terrified, but Calon took her face in his hand once more and brought her into a kiss. “Get up, please?”

She didn’t respond as she slowly stood, letting Calon’s cock slip out of her. She winced slightly from its loss, but looked scared he was about to tell her bad news. Instead, Calon stood before her and pulled her into a kiss. She moaned as Calon took his cock and steered it into her front pussy once more. As he sank into her, she gasped into his mouth and wrapped a paw around the back of his leg.

From this position, Calon could hold her close, while she was in a more relaxed posture, and drive himself into her. Chrissy clung to him, as he pulled her into a kiss once more. He held her close, as he felt her pussy spasm over his cock. But Calon didn’t change his pace. He was rapidly approaching his end, even as Chrissy hissed and moaned into his mouth. Her claws dug into his shoulders and Calon throbbed inside her.

Driving his hips into hers, he felt his seed pump into her, as she trembled and came around him. There was no better feeling than to orgasm inside an already orgasming pussy. The maddening throbbing of her tunnel massaged his length, practically sucking his seed out of him. Until finally, both their legs collapsed, sending them crashing back to the ground, where Calon clung to the Griffon, who huffed and puffed. And he pretended like he didn’t notice the small sobs that broke through as she held him for dear life.
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* * *



“Evie and Suki are going to love this,” Calon grinned.

Chrissy gave him a small smile. She had been quiet since their shared time that morning. But she had also been rather affectionate as well. At least, far more than she had before. Though Calon didn’t know how she behaved around Evie. They had hardly been together at the same time to see how they interacted.

Calon had a brace of carrots clutched in his hand from a patch they had located as they travelled over his land. While the farm was in complete disrepair, the previous owners made wild gardens and planted them around the property. Most of which had gone to weed, but that didn’t make them less edible. The carrots for example, were going to be lovely along with the potatoes Calon had dug up earlier. Those vegetables, he carried over to Chrissy, who held still while he dropped them into the saddlebags she wore.

“Are these comfortable?” Calon asked as he gave the bags a prod.

“They’re not bad,” Chrissy shrugged. “I could use some more padding around my ass though.”

Calon tried not to stare. Despite the legs, tail and fur, it was most definitely a human shaped ass. One that he had been yelled at once before for touching. Though… that might not be the case from now on.

“We’ll see if the fox can take a look,” Calon nodded.

“I just seriously can’t believe nobody bothered to ask his name,” Chrissy sighed.

Calon nodded, feeling embarrassed. He felt a bit bad for that, and he promised himself he would fix that as soon as he returned to town next. But that was a later problem. For now, the day was getting on and they needed to get back to the camp. It was likely the builders had already returned to town for the night, which meant that Suki would be looking to start cooking their evening meal.

Calon and Chrissy, after their tryst, had explored the land in detail. While before, Chrissy had explored the perimeter, this time they checked the interior as well. Calon had paid attention to the sections of fence that needed repairs. It wasn’t the wooden posts and steel wire used by farmers in the modern era. But solid wooden posts and crossbeams. As such, many had rotted away, or been destroyed by termites. The rot just meant replacement. But Calon hoped that a certain night-time visitor may be able to help with the termites.

So, with their bounty of fresh vegetables to last a few days, the two of them returned. Other than the one set of fresh tracks, there was little else to say anyone or anything was nearby. Not that, that was any kind of guarantee.

The two walked side by side, with Chrissy giving Calon more than one look. Until Calon, with a sigh, took her hand. “What?”

“Nothing,” she smiled as she hung onto his and continued walking.

And just when Calon thought maybe she had turned a new leaf, the tent came into view. Suki was busy with a flint and a knife, trying to light a fire, while Evie was cutting some dried meat to go into the stew. The moment they came into view, Chrissy dropped Calon’s hand and took another step to the side. When Calon looked her way, she returned his look with a small glare.

“Whatever,” Calon snorted.

“I need to keep up appearances,” Chrissy hissed.

“How are you going to keep those up with Evie?”

“Obviously not with her,” Chrissy rolled her eyes.

Calon shook his head, making his amusement clear. Despite them settling their differences, there was definitely a strange rivalry between the two feline women in their group. Suki tried not to let anything get to her. But Calon had noticed she was a little extra on the petting and grooming when they relaxed together and Chrissy was with them. She was always one step from purring and batting his hands for a pat. But with the Griffon nearby, she had crawled into his lap and buried her face into the crook of his arm on more than one occasion.

Something that Chrissy had scoffed at. Usually before slipping away with Evie for a period of time. And while Calon had thought a few times about following them. Evie would usually return with a satisfied smile, that did nothing to prevent her demanding to have Calon fuck her already well prepared pussy.

“Here Evie,” Chrissy pulled the saddle bags open and withdrew the vegetables.

“Oh, awesome!” Evie smiled, before standing to kiss her lover.

Calon had no qualms about them continuing their relationship. They both kept him in the loop in their own way. Evie may love Chrissy, but she didn’t turn into the pink eye’d sex addict without Calon being involved. And Chrissy, well… After today, Calon was sure she was hiding her feelings from herself, let alone from the rest of them. It was only Suki, who yowled softly from the fire, and directed all her affection towards him.

“Look at you,” Calon chuckled as he headed her way.

“I did it! See!”

Calon watched as she fed small sticks into the flames. It wasn’t something that was a particularly big deal. They both knew she was capable of lighting a fire. But she would always preen in front of him, wanting affection and praise whenever she made even the smallest accomplishment. And by golly, Calon couldn’t see any reason not to praise her.

“Such a good girl,” Calon crooned as he rubbed her ears.

Suki purred frantically as she moved to rub against him. It made Calon laugh. It was such a strange dynamic. She had made it clear that all she wanted was to be praised and punished accordingly. The sex was optional as far as she was concerned. But Calon had no desire to leave her wanting. He loved that she could go from the affectionate lap animal, to a mewling fuck doll in a matter of moments. He still struggled with the more dominant behaviours she enjoyed. Her upbringing was one of strict adherence to specific rules. Punishment was something she was used to. But praise was like a drug. Even if that praise was to tell her how good she was for being his personal sperm depository.

“We found some vegetables today,” Calon told her as she preened under his attention. “Some nice carrots and some potatoes. There’s also a patch of pumpkin, but they’re dying back for the winter.”

“Mmmm,” Suki murmured. “What about leafy greens, lettuce, spinach and stuff?”

“Not sure,” Calon shook his head. “There’s lots of grass and weeds out there. I only saw those because I recognised the carrot plant and those potato bushes were in rows.”

“We should see if anyone can help with the land,” Evie said as she carried over a large pot filled with the contents of the evening’s stew.

“Look into it after winter,” Calon nodded. “There’s not going to be any time before then.”

“That’s fair,” Evie nodded. “Maybe Burt can help us?”

“Who’s Burt?” Suki asked.

“A friend,” Chrissy chimed in.

“He found Calon and I when we first came here,” Evie explained.

As the meal continued, they caught Suki up with the origins of how they all got here. Suki knew about the fire and Calon’s death. She also knew that Evie and Chrissy had officially started dating after they went public with their relationship after the funeral. Evie was pleased to know, even via the alternate reality grape vine, that her mother approved of Chrissy as a partner.

They spoke about the goblins, Calon being captured. How he accidentally became a summoner and brought Evie to the world. Suki tended to the stew, offering comments and asking few questions until they finally came all the way around to how she came to be brought into the world.

“So, this is all basically a massive fuck up then?” Suki giggled.

“Pretty much,” Chrissy ribbed Calon.

Calon shrugged and smiled around at all three of them. “Honestly, I’ve never been happier. This might be an accident, but I wouldn’t have changed a thing.”

The three ladies, Chrissy included froze for a moment. Calon had told Evie that he loved her. But he hadn’t made outright declarations of affection for the others, other than the small discussion he had already had with Chrissy. But him stating his affection for them out loud, in front of the whole group, set more than a few wet eyes into motion.
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Calon blinked at the notification. The others must have realised something was up, because they stayed silent, noticing his blank stare. Calon licked his lips as he thought about that number.

“I just got a notification, giving me three more perk points,” Calon told them. “I think I got one from each of you.”

“That’s five now, isn’t it?” Evie asked.

“Yeah,” Calon nodded.

“Are you going to spend these ones?” Chrissy asked. “Or just hold on to them like the summoning stone?”

Calon frowned, “I… I don’t know who to summon. Not to mention… would they be a good fit? What if I brought someone here that hated you all?”

“You didn’t think much on that with Suki,” Chrissy pointed out.

“I was pretty certain she’d be cool with it,” Evie admitted.

“Honestly,” Suki giggled. “If I wake up tomorrow, and this is all a dream. The first thing I’m going to do, is find Calon, and suck his soul out through his dick, before going right back into this.”

“But you’d be human. What about your parents?”

“I love my parents,” Suki nodded. “But I’m not about to marry them. And I already know that you’d treat me how I want to be treated.”

“But he’s dead,” Chrissy pointed out.

Suki froze, before sighing.

“Thanks Chrissy,” Evie sighed.

Calon saw Chrissy wince. She hadn’t meant the question to be cruel. But that didn’t make it any less painful for Suki to think about. The Neko crawled into his lap and Calon stroked her ears.

“You okay?” He asked softly.

Suki nodded, “I’m okay, just…”

“Just?”

“Chrissy’s right,” She shrugged. “There’s a version of me out there, where I don’t get to be with you.”

“You’re a beautiful woman,” Evie stroked her back. “I’m sure some knight in shining armour would come along and sweep you off your feet.”

“That or my parents will force me to marry a boy they approve of,” she shrugged. “Sorry, I don’t mean to bring the mood down.”

“Sorry I brought it up,” Chrissy offered.

The Neko gave the Griffon a polite nod, before sighing. “Calon?”

“Mmm?”

“Can you feed me from your bowl tonight?”

“Sure,” Calon chuckled.

The Neko slipped free of his lap and checked the stew. It was mostly done, but she added a little more salt before she was entirely satisfied. She served up a bowl for Chrissy first, showing no hard feelings for their minor issue. Then a bowl for Evie, and finally a large helping for Calon, who took it with a smile before she crawled into his lap once more. Calon took the first mouthful, moaning in delight as the flavour exploded over his tongue.

“If this is what you can accomplish with dried meat, I can’t wait to get something fresh.”

“I can make all sorts of things,” Suki purred as Calon fed her the next mouthful.

Calon nodded along, before thinking about his perks. He tried once again, to access Evie and found he couldn’t see her skills at all. The same went for Suki. But when he thought about Chrissy, the results happened automatically.
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“Chrissy, I can upgrade your rage ability for a perk. Says it’ll boost your physical stats and buff your cries that cause fear.”

Chrissy frowned. “Is that it?”

“That’s all that came up,” Calon nodded.

“What about modifications?” Evie asked.

Calon blinked slowly, “I didn’t think of that.”

“Calon, if you fuck with me, I’ll kill you. I don’t give a fuck about the consequences,” Chrissy growled.

Calon held his hand up and placed the other on his heart. “I accidentally gave Evie a skill, and she told me off already. I swear, I’ll never make any changes to you without your permission.”

“You can change me, master,” Suki purred. “Whatever you want to do to me. You have my permission.”

Calon rolled his eyes. “I’ll still talk to you first,” he grumped.

Suki frowned, but under Calon’s glare, she relented and rubbed herself against him. She liked the idea of being owned. But the idea of him caring for her, was even better.

When Calon saw the look in her eyes, he turned his attention back to Chrissy. “Alright, modifications?” He paused to see if there would be a pop-up. “Griffon modifications?” Still nothing. “Seriously, you’ll accept some random input because I said ‘yeah’ at the wrong moment, but you won’t modify Chrissy?”
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“Chrissy, at the risk of accepting something by accident. Would you prefer to remain as you are, be golden and fly better, or be black and physically imposing.”

“Those sound like shit options,” Chrissy frowned.

“How expensive is it?” Evie asked.

“Three perks,” Calon answered. “It also says you might get extra skills if you make a choice.”

“That’ll leave us with two perks left,” Suki nodded. “It almost sounds like this was planned.”

Calon thought of the sarcastic way the windows popped up at random, and couldn’t help but wonder if that was the case. “Either way, I need a decision, or to cancel it. The golden one rhymes with ‘boil’ and would wear a crown. The black one is what you’d call a stray animal that attacks people.”

Evie gasped, “Royal?”

Calon stared for a moment. “I don’t know if nodding will… accept.”

He blinked in relief as the window didn’t respond to his words. That meant it truly lacked all context. It wasn’t asking him to accept. It was asking him to make a choice. Which made it easier to understand and plan in the future.

Chrissy chewed her lip for a moment. “Y’know, it can’t make this any worse. Make me a Royal.”

“Royal,” Calon said.
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The trio blinked as Chrissy suddenly burst into light. She yelped in shock, but otherwise didn’t respond. The golden glow covered her. Calon could hear her gasps and Suki leapt from his arms as he rushed to grab her. She felt his hands and gripped his arms, holding him still, as her wings burst out of her back. They were large before. But they appeared monstrous now as they beat gently, sending a plume of dirt over the fire.

And as the glow faded, they all got a look at Chrissy as the fire crackled under the fresh layer of debris. She was still the Chrissy they all recognised. But now, her upper torso lacked the fur she had before. Pale, human-like skin covered her all the way to her human face. The sclera of her eyes now shone gold, to match the long, plumage that ran out of her golden hair, and down her back.

“Her wings are white,” Suki nodded.

Calon took note as Chrissy extended them once more.


[image: ]
















Chapter
 Three












C
 alon smiled as the storefront came into view. With the construction going on at home, the farm in shambles and no skills to help with either, Calon had taken a trip into town. As always, with him was Suki, curled up on the seat beside him. She rarely let him go anywhere without her. At first, Calon had thought that was a personality thing. That she didn’t like being away from him. But after breaching the subject with Evie one evening, he discovered it was intentional.

Despite her small stature. She was rather ferocious. Her ability to go from curled up on the seat, to a man’s neck in the blink of an eye was part of her charm. Doing so, while looking utterly adorable just made her even more dangerous. And sure, bringing Chrissy along for the ride could work too. But that was a more obvious provocation. Besides, with her new physique, Chrissy had opted to hang back with Evie so she could work on her flying. The initial results were promising, as Calon watched her swoop overhead as he steered the wagon out the front gate.

But here, in the middle of town, Calon pulled the wagon to a stop. The blue roan that hauled them all this way was happy enough to stand. But Calon tied him up to be safe. He quite liked the horse and didn’t want to risk some random passer-by taking off with him. The locals, for the most part, could be trusted. But there were the occasional visitors and travellers.

With the horse secured, Calon took Suki’s leash and led her through the front door of the foxes shop. Inside, he was speaking to a man who looked rather out of place.

“I need it done now, fox,” the man grunted.

“I’m sorry,” the fox shook his head. “I don’t have that quality of leather here.”

Calon could see a sword laid out on the front counter. The way he held himself told Calon the guy was probably someone he didn’t want to mess with. Perhaps this was another adventurer passing through?

“What good are you that you can’t fix a scabbard?” The man shook his head.

“I assure you, I CAN fix it,” the old fox corrected him. “My problem is materials. I have the skill and the tools.”

“You getting this?” The man turned and glanced back at Calon. “He thinks…” the man frowned, staring at the summons beside Calon. “Summoner?”

“I’m fine,” Calon nodded politely. “Finish your business first.”

“My business is done,” the man shrugged. “This waste of fur can’t help me. So what are you doing here? I heard most of you lot went north to deal with the rebels?”

“I wouldn’t know,” Calon shrugged. “I live local since I took care of a bandit problem.”

The man frowned, “Bandit problem?”

“They’re not a problem anymore,” Calon shrugged.

“How do we know you aren’t responsible for the bandits? You summoners were always a bit shifty. It wouldn’t be the first time.”

“And it wasn’t,” Calon nodded. “The guy in charge was a summoner.”

“It’s true,” the old fox commented, earning himself a glare from the swordsman.

“... Fair enough,” he nodded slowly. “I’ll get out of your hair then.”

Calon watched as he picked up his sword and a scabbard that looked like it had been used to block another sword. Perhaps the man had used it to deflect a blow before drawing it. In either case, it was rent open at the halfway point, and again closer to the hilt.

Calon and Suki stepped aside as the big man shoved his way out of the store, leaving them alone with the old fox. He at least appeared happy to see them.

“Welcome,” the fox smiled.

“I’m sorry, I should have asked this before. What should I call you?”

The fox blinked and smiled even wider, “My friends call me Ufal.”

Calon grinned, “Thank you Ufal. You can call me Calon, this is Suki.” He gave the Neko’s ears a rub.

The fox smiled and made a small bow. “What can I do for you today, Calon?”

Calon gave a short explanation about what he was thinking. That led to a confused set of instructions. In the end, Calon brought Ufal over to the blue roan and described exactly what he needed. The trickiest part was explaining what he wanted for Chrissy's chest. Hardened layers of leather that would act as a form of breastplate mixed with a Roman defensive skirt that would be comfortable for Chrissy to use. On top of that, Calon asked what could be done for the padding on the saddlebags that Chrissy wore. As Ufal was the one who made them, he was happy to come up with a solution. But it was either bring them back and he could make the fit better, or to saddle her like a horse with the inclusion of a blanket for padding.

With business settled, Calon paid the old fox and stepped out of the shop, only to almost literally bump into the adventurer from earlier.

“There’s nothing on the job board,” he frowned.

Calon nodded, “Yeah, the only real thing on there when I arrived was the bandits, and I already took care of those.”

He sniffed, “I’ll be in touch if I need some help out this way then.”

Calon watched him stagger off toward Sal’s tavern. The old barkeep didn’t have the facilities he did. But with a tent and some rough furniture, he was still doing business. Unlike the farmhouse, the surviving wood from his tavern was still mostly usable. Water hadn’t rotted out beams and nothing had moved in that needed to be moved out again.

“Master?”

Calon glanced down at Suki, “What’s up?”

“I don’t think we can trust him.”

Calon smiled as he looked at the disappearing form of the adventurer as he stepped into Sal’s tent. “I got that impression. Hopefully, he moves on without too much trouble.”

“What if the sheriff wasn’t acting alone?”

Calon frowned. That was certainly a what if… He was effectively moving goods, while hiding it from the outside world. Brisbane would only know of the banditry in the south by second and third-hand accounts. On top of that, someone still moved on and sold the supplies with the caravans. But in none of the bandit camps, were there any signs that profits were coming back in any reasonable quantity. The sheriff could have been a current era Robin Hood if he wanted to be. Hell, some trumped-up charges and a rotation of bandits and he could have confiscated all the coin he needed to build this small town into something much bigger.

Instead, he was moving product off, and only had the single summon with him. Though… That didn’t mean he only had the one summon. Perhaps he had another, one stationed elsewhere. Calon shook his head. It was too much to think about for the time being. It was also completely out of his depth. Chances were there was a chest in the woods filled with coin, waiting for the good sheriff to dig it up and leave town in the night.

“Calon?”

Calon jumped as he came back to the present. He glanced over and saw Brandt standing in the doorway of his shop.

“Brandt,” Calon nodded as he brought Suki towards him.

The man was a sleazeball. All he thought about were his profits. The man had slipped a gemstone into his shirt pocket while inspecting a wagon full of loot they had taken from the bandits. Rather than have him dragged to Brisbane to face trial, Calon gave him an out. With the businessman now indebted to him, Calon had a reliable source of information that trickled in from passing traders. That information led him to the bandits they dealt with earlier. And by the looks of things, he had something fresh.

The shopkeeper held the door for Calon and Suki as they entered and the man stepped back, and gave them a cautious eye. “Nothing to sell from that last lot?”

“Not really,” Calon admitted. “They just had a few basic survival gear that we figured would be better to hold on to.”

Brandt looked at him for a moment before nodding. “Fair. I can’t assume any time something comes up, it’ll be profitable.”

“And when it is, you get your cut,” Calon assured the man. “Now, was there anything important?”

“Yes, actually,” he sighed. “A trader came in late last night. I was going to speak with Ben later, but I saw you first. Goblins attacked him last night.”

Calon grimaced and nodded. “Yeah, I’ve been thinking about them.”

“You knew?”

“You didn’t?”

Brandt frowned. “How would I know?”

“I told Goodman and Burt.”

Brandt sighed and shook his head. “Burt hasn’t come into town since you got back. So unless he told one of his workers, it’s likely it didn’t spread. Goodman… well we all know what happened there.”

“Would have been a convenient excuse. When things got worse, they’d have to start killing. Having goblins in the area would have provided a target to send any adventurers.”

Brandt sighed. “You’re smarter than you look.”

“Thanks?”

Brandt waved him off. “In any case. Goblins, they attacked a trader. He was stopping for the night when they pounced. If they’d waited for him to set up camp first, it’s likely he wouldn’t have made it.”

“Is he still in town?”

“How should I know?” Brandt shook his head.

Calon turned for the door without a comment. It was half because he expected little else from the disgruntled trader. And he didn’t think he could hide his grin when Suki hissed at him. The man was a coward. Brusque, rude, dishonourable, and a coward. But it made no sense to argue with a man like that. Instead, Calon made his way out into the morning light. The sound of a passing horse caught his attention. But it was just one of the farmers hauling stock into town. They gave a curt nod in Calon’s direction. It was well known what he had done for the town, not that everyone appreciated having a summoner nearby.

But Calon wasn’t interested in winning them all. He just needed to win enough that the naysayers didn’t do anything stupid. And that, he had achieved quite easily since outing the corrupt sheriff that held the town hostage. After checking the horse, Calon made his way through town. The obvious spot to check, was Sal’s tent. Despite no longer having rooms to stay, it was still the local watering hole, and Calon figured that was as good a place as any to start.

And if the arrow pelted wagon parked in front of Sal’s burned out tavern wasn’t what they were looking for, Calon would eat his shirt. He brought Suki along and they checked the wagon first. Small arrows covered it. Several had been broken off, but most remained. There were several around the front and sides, and a lot more on the rear.

“They were waiting in ambush,” Suki frowned as she examined the wagon.

It wasn’t the open top wagon like Calon had. This was a fully enclosed wagon, designed to hold more delicate materials. It was also likely the only reason the driver managed to escape. Either side of where he would have been sitting, was a wall, with only the very front left open to access the reins. But with their examinations, it was obvious he took some injuries, as did the horse.

Calon approached the large beast as it shuffled nervously. It had a bandage around a leg, and another at the base of its neck. There were dozens of minor scratches.

“Is it just me, or did they not think to shoot the horse?”

“No, they shot her plenty,” A rough voice called. Calon turned as Suki shifted to press into his side. He was a skinny man, with a weathered complexion. He had a bandage around his chest and another on his hand. “Was a cool night, so I had a thick blanket on her. The couple hits she took got through the seams. Who are you?”

“Someone looking to help,” Calon smiled. “I took care of a bandit problem recently. I was thinking of helping with the goblins too. Just wanted to see the damage and get an idea of what I was looking at.”

The man relaxed slightly. “Yeah… They were waiting when we pulled in. If I stopped and got off, I likely wouldn’t be here. One of them shot as soon as I started pulling up.” He reached up and tapped a broken arrow shaft embedded in the wood beside where his head would have been. “First one must have made a mistake, the rest of them screamed and then arrows came from everywhere. I flicked the reins and got out of there as quickly as possible.”

“Any wolves?”

“Aye, three or four. I couldn’t see all that well in the dark. They tried snapping at the horse, but she kicked one of them and they backed off as I got closer to town.”

“Sounds like they haven’t ventured this far north then,” Calon nodded. He thought of the attack with Burt. They struck the road while they passed. But attacking a moving target would be harder than laying an ambush for someone coming to a stop. That meant they were escalating.

“Sounds like you had a run in with them already?” The man frowned.

“I did,” Calon nodded. “A while ago, they took me by surprise and I got lucky on my escape.”

He nodded slowly. “Aye… I know that feeling.”

“So, where abouts did this happen?”

The man spoke, talking about the area they ambushed him. Calon frowned as he described the spot and quickly realised it was the place he, Chrissy and Evie all stayed that last night with Burt. The place where Chrissy had scared off something in the dark that was watching them. Was it possible that after killing the goblins, they followed the wagon back to the rest area? Was this all their fault for not dealing with it sooner?

Calon sighed and shook his head. “Great.”

With his questions answered, Calon made his way to the sheriff’s office. Marge was writing something when they stepped inside and she gave them a polite smile as they entered.

“Welcome back, what can I help with?”

“The goblins in the south,” Calon started. “Can you write up a job for that?”

“I can,” she frowned. “But I’m not sure I can afford to pay you for it.”

Calon frowned. He wasn’t opposed to doing a favour. But the goodwill of the town would only extend so far. He had labourers to build his home, but he expected to pay someone to work his fields. That, food and the other supplies they would need. Feeding the horse was easy enough, but what about hoof trimming and shoes? What if they need to repair the wagon?

“Maybe we should take a trip down to Beenleigh then,” Calon frowned. “See if they have anything.”

“Seriously, Beenleigh?” Suki asked.

Marge stared at the Neko for a moment. She rarely spoke in public. Marge must have believed she was a literal pet or something.

“Yeah,” Calon chuckled. “Blew my mind as well.”

“Wow,” Suki shook her head, before noticing Marge’s surprised stare. “Meow,” she purred and started rubbing herself on Calon’s leg.

Calon barely suppressed his grin as she reverted back to her Neko tendencies. “Thanks Marge.”

She nodded slowly as Calon brought Suki back outside. Knowing Ufal, the leather would be done by morning, and it wasn’t likely they would be ready to leave straight away. So he brought Suki back to the wagon and helped her up onto the seat.

After untying the reins, he set himself down beside her. Calon gave them a light tap and made his way around to head back out to the farm. He took his time, knowing that it was the middle of the day. It wasn’t overly hot, but Calon still didn’t want to push the horse unnecessarily. Suki did her usual cat thing and curled up with her head and front paws on his lap. The small snores that escaped her as she slept made Calon’s heart swell. And when he lightly began to scratch her ears, she purred like mad as she snuggled even closer to him.

They remained like that for the rest of the trip home. Calon kept an eye on the road as they moved. The bandits they had taken down were proof more were out there. He kept it up until well after the gate came into view. He could see Chrissy flying around in the distance, while a handful of men hauled logs into position. Calon was impressed seeing the speed they were working. He had seen somewhere that a single man could build a log cabin in about eight months. This was a bit bigger than some old cabin. But with the team, the walls were already mostly in place and there was already the scaffolding for the roof to go on.

Calon waved at the men as they noticed his arrival. But he didn’t head over. Instead, Calon pulled up by the tent and gently woke Suki. She stretched for a moment, before wincing as her wound pulled. Which caught Calon’s attention.

“This sucks,” she complained softly.

“I can do some more healing later tonight if you like?”

“Mhm,” Suki nodded. “It would be really nice to be back to full strength again.” Calon was going to respond, but he stopped as Suki continued. “Then you could break me on that dick of yours.”

“Is that seriously all you think about?” Calon snorted.

“What?” She giggled. “I literally exist to serve you. If I’m not earning head-pats or killing your enemies, the least I could do is warm your cock.”

Calon frowned. “You know I don’t think about you like that, right?”

“And I told you that I DO think about myself like that. You rub my ears and it makes me so happy. All I want to do is earn your affection in any way I possibly can. Is it so hard to understand that maybe I like being your pet. And maybe I ALSO like it when you fuck me?”

“Still,” Calon frowned. “Don’t ever let me hurt you.” Calon saw the look in her eye as she opened her mouth to respond. “I don’t mean like that. I mean like seriously harm you. Sex is a mix of pain and pleasure for you, I get that. But don’t let me do something that causes enough harm that I need to heal you, okay?”

“If I ask really nice, will you please fuck me right now?”

Calon saw the look in her eye and knew she was serious. But he also knew that her injury wasn’t back to one-hundred percent. So he shook his head. “No, not until you can move without being in pain.”

“But–”

“That’s final,” Calon growled.

“Fuck,” Suki pouted.

“And no masturbating. If you’re going to brat, then I won’t let you satisfy yourself either.”

The men working on the house looked over as they heard the Neko’s scream. But when they saw the pouting Neko getting head-pats, they went back to work with a few chuckles.

Calon, with a still grumpy, but purring Suki, went on to meet up with Chrissy and Evie. Chrissy was still doing loops in the air, and had passed over them as they approached. Evie was waiting by the lake, with a small makeshift line set up to dry the washing she had completed while they were away.

“Welcome back!” Evie shouted as the pair approached.

“It’s good to be back,” Calon grinned. “How’s she doing?”

“Really well,” Evie beamed in pride. “She lands every now and then. I stopped her to take a water break a few times, and then off she goes once more.”

Calon watched as Chrissy performed a series of dives. It looked like she was practising her ability to spear something from the air. Though she wasn’t armed while doing it. Her wings were massive as she swooped around, giving Calon a good look at what was between her legs. He decided immediately that he made the right call visiting Ufal. And it was only a short time later, that Chrissy circled back and came in for a landing. She seemed far more sure of herself as she beat her wings to slow her decent, before dropping to the grass with a soft thud.

“Calon!” She grinned. “I think I’m getting the hang of this!”

“It looks like it,” Calon agreed. “What were you doing out there at the end?”

“I…” Chrissy blushed slightly, which Calon could see now she had human skin once more. “I imagined diving on those bandits and stabbing them as I went over.”

Calon grinned. “I like it. But if you’re going to try it, I think we should get you more spears.”

“Why?”

“Think about it,” Calon frowned. “If you don’t let go of the spear, you’re diving at the ground and suddenly weigh twice as much.”

“Oh…”

Calon gave her a smile. “The other alternative, is you dive onto them. Full on, crash into them, stab them and take off again.”

“Or you could practise with a bow,” Evie suggested.

“That’d be so cool,” Suki giggled while making bow and arrow shooting motions.

“Fuck, does she have to be so fucking adorable all the fucking time?” Chrissy sighed.

“Sorry,” Suki stopped.

“No.. I… Fuck that’s not what I meant. Calon, I told you I wasn’t good with this kind of thing.”

Calon nodded slowly, “Like, literally the same thing we discussed yesterday?”

“You want to fuck Suki?” Evie gasped.

The four of them froze as they turned their attention to Chrissy, who was blushing furiously. “I fucking hate you all, you know that?”

“I’m not against the idea,” Suki mumbled softly. “But master won’t let me have any fun until I’m healed.”

“I didn’t say that,” Calon frowned. “I said I would not fuck you the way YOU like it until you were healed.”

“You still said I couldn’t touch myself,” Suki pouted cutely.

“Seriously, Calon?” Evie frowned.

Calon rolled his eyes as he stared up into the sky. “She was bratting, so I told her she wasn’t allowed, sue me.”

“Bratting, huh?” Evie glared at the Neko.

As Suki shuffled nervously, Evie pounced. She was on the Neko in a flash. Calon thought about stopping her. At least until he realised Suki wasn’t really struggling, and Evie was being rather gentle in the thick grass.

“Chrissy, I have her legs if you want some,” Evie grunted as she pinned the Neko down. “If she’s going to brat, I’m going to help her cum until she can’t walk straight.”

“Oh, please?” Suki begged.

“What’s that?” Chrissy asked.

Her question was enough to break the lust that had taken over the group for a moment. Calon moved around as Suki lightly struggled, but it was Evie that gasped as she lifted Suki’s grass skirt. “Is that a butt plug?”

Sure enough, as Calon stepped around, he could see it. A small polished disk attached to something buried inside the Neko’s ass.

“Suki?”

“Yes, it’s a butt plug,” she pouted.

“Why are you wearing a butt plug?” Evie asked.

“He fucks your ass, he should get to fuck mine as well,” Suki pouted.

“Fucking cat,” Chrissy laughed.

“Hey, ah. Calon, we’ve had a minor injury, could you take a look?”

Calon spun and spotted one of the men who was working on the house. He was huffing like he had ran the whole way.

“Yeah, coming.”
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* * *



Calon was having an outstanding dream. The silky glide of a pussy, moving up and down over his cock. The mewls of a woman in pleasure. It felt so real, but he couldn’t quite put a face to the feeling. He concentrated, and Chrissy sprung to mind. But this wasn’t Chrissy’s body. At least, it wasn’t her body now. The next image that popped into his head was Evie, but despite the glorious sensation sliding over his cock, the sounds coming from his lover’s mouth, didn’t match. Which left Suki. Suki, the Neko who wanted to try anal. He imagined that would take some effort. Lubrication of some kind at the very least. But… This wasn’t Suki either.

The form currently riding him, was lithe, flexible and… Not at all the small Neko. More like… Clarissa Walker, the head of the cheerleader squad back home.
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The sudden burst of light made whoever was riding Calon’s cock shriek. He opened his eyes as a dark mist fled from the tent. The three sleeping women around him sat up in surprise as an oval portal snapped into place. A figure began to emerge and Calon watched in horror as… It fell out and landed on top of Suki, enveloping her entirely in a rapidly colour-changing blob.

The blob pulsed randomly as a voice screamed, “What the fuck!”

“Calon!” Evie shouted.

“Get it out!” The blob shrieked.

Calon pushed his hands into the blob as Suki struggled for air. As he did so, it solidified around his fingers, before a pillar of blob shot out and slammed into his chest, knocking him back.

“What are you doing to me!?” the blob shrieked. “What is happening? What is AHHHHHHHHH!?”

Chrissy’s head twisted into that of a golden feathered eagle as she let out an ear-splitting shriek. It had the intended effect as the blob froze in place. Calon dived into the now inert mass of flashing colours and took Suki by the shoulders. Pulling her free felt like pulling your foot out of thick mud, and the moment she could breathe, Suki started coughing.

“Calon?” Evie stared at the blob. “Calon who the fuck did you just summon?”

“Character sheet.”
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“It’s… ah…”

“Well?” Chrissy growled.

“Clarissa Walker.”

Evie sighed. “The cheerleader captain?”

“Ah,” Calon nodded. “Yeah.”

“Great,” Suki yowled. “Next time, can you warn me before trying to drown me? I’m into a bit of breathe play, but that was a bit much.”

The blob shuddered, and they turned their attention back to what was before them. “This is a dream, isn’t it? Like, I’m about to wake up. I’ll be at home, with my jammies on. I’ll have Mr. Bubbles, and my cat?”

As the blob dissolved into a quiet fit of sobs, Calon stared at the inhabitants of the tent, and wondered what he had just done.













Chapter
 Four












“S
 o–”

“Shut the fuck up. Just… Just shut up.”

Calon nodded as Suki growled cutely from her spot beside him on the driver’s bench. Clarissa wasn’t taking this well. And after loading their equipment into the wagon, and convincing her to get in as well, the ride into town had been far from pleasant.

“What is this place?”

“I thought you wanted him to shut up?” Evie grunted from her spot across from the Slime.

“Well, fuck me! I’m sorry! One moment I’m in bed with Mr. Bubbles and my cat, the next I’m falling on some fucking cat slut in some fucking tent, in some fucking place–”

THUMP!

The horse knickered as the puff of dust from Chrissy’s sudden landing startled it.

“And then there’s that shit!” Clarissa wailed. “What the fuck is going ON?!”

Calon sighed as Chrissy let out a low, feline growl. “Kuraby.”

“Kuraby?” Clarissa turned. Or at least she appeared to. Her body was rather fluid, and she had taken the shape of a mostly formless blob. So the part of her that was the mouthpiece shifted a little more in his direction. “You mean, like…”

“The one and the same,” Calon nodded. “After this, we’re going to Beenleigh.”

“Seriously?”

Calon snorted at the dumbfounded tone of her voice. “Yes. And before you go back to telling everyone to shut up. Again, I am so very sorry I dragged you into this.”

“I… yeah. Just, the cat slut–”

“If you call her a slut one more time, I’m going to find out how many pieces I can tear you into!” Chrissy snarled. Clarissa’s blob-like form squashed down like she was hiding. Chrissy let out a huff and shook her head. “I get it y’know. He brought me here, like this. It took some getting used to.”

“You at least have a body,” Clarissa pointed out. “I’m just… a blob.”

“Slime,” Calon offered. “And your primary skill is shift. It should allow you to take different shapes. If we level you up, that will improve.”

“Wait, seriously?” Clarissa grunted. “I can just… make myself into a new shape?”

“You tell us?” Evie shook her head. “Does it look like any of us is partially fluid?”

“You’re kinda a bitch, you know that?”

Evie snorted, “You’re one to talk.”

“I was brought here against my will!”

“Ladies!” Calon snapped as the town came into view. “Clarissa. This is how it is from now on.”

“What about my cat?” Clarissa warbled.

“Is Evie and Chrissy still walking around where you are?”

“I mean… yeah? I think. You two aren’t really part of my crowd, y’know.”

“Well, we’ve been here a while now,” Evie pointed out. “The version of me that is here, is separate from the version of me walking around in the world I came from.”

“This still sounds so much like some fucking fantasy game.”

“It’s funny you say that,” Calon chuckled. “Because I can see pop-ups that give me quests and other things. They… take things a little too literally.”

“In what way?”

“In a, ‘I was having a sexy dream about a slime-girl,’ imagining it was you. And a class item I happened to be near, activated, bringing you to this world without my conscious effort.”

“Fucking, really?” Suki growled.

“Don’t you start,” Calon stroked her ears.

“Why were you imagining me?” Clarissa demanded. “Between the weird shit you’ve got going on with Evie, Chrissy and your little pet there, where did I come into it?”

Calon sighed as he remembered the evening. “I don’t think I was having sex with any of them. I think I was having sex with… Hannah.”

“Holy shit, really?” Evie gaped.

Calon nodded. “When I woke up, she vanished and there was fog, just like hers.”

“Who’s Hannah?” Clarissa asked. “I thought this was everyone?”

“It is,” Calon nodded. “Hannah is a… friend.”

“Calon, I know I’m not the smartest girl around. But even I can pick up that you’re hiding something from me.”

“She’s a Nightmare,” Evie informed her. “Like, literally. I’m a Succubus, Suki’s a Neko, Chrissy’s a Griffon, and Hannah is a Nightmare.”

“So… Why was she fucking Calon?”

“What I would give for that answer,” Calon sighed.

The conversation wound down as Calon pulled up in front of Ufal’s shop. “Clarissa, you wait here and practise changing shape or something. Evie, keep an eye on her. Chrissy, you come with me.”

“Who made you boss?” Clarissa argued.

“The system that allowed me to bring you here,” Calon shot back as he climbed down from the driver’s seat.

Suki followed behind him, but to Calon’s surprise, rather than follow into the store with him and Chrissy, she climbed up the wall to sit on the roof. She really was dedicated to protecting them all and Calon made a mental note to put a little extra healing into her as a reward. He smiled to himself and stepped through the doorway, holding it open for Chrissy who followed on behind.

“Calon! Good morning!” Ufal beamed as they stepped inside.

“Morning, Ufal. Have you got what I asked for.”

“I do,” He smiled, and then froze as he realised what it is he had made. “I… you will have to check if it fits.”

“What’s going on?” Chrissy asked.

“Ufal, can you give us a moment?”

“Yes, yes… I… Call when you need me.”

“Thank you,” Calon smiled at the flustered fox.

“Calon?” Chrissy prodded.

“This… might be uncomfortable, but… I got this for you.”

Chrissy looked over the layered leather straps and frowned, “Wait, is this? Did you get this for me?”

“Ah… yeah,” Calon smiled. “I hoped you’d be more comfortable if… If we could protect… you… better.”

With only a small blush, Chrissy lifted her top and pulled away the extra scrap of fabric she had tied around her waist. It did nothing to protect her modesty as she flew, but that was about to change. Calon hoisted the leather piece into place and Chrissy held it steady while Calon did up the straps to cover her chest first and then her lower half. Once satisfied, he tightened it so it wouldn’t move.

“How’s that feel?”

“I mean, it’s not silk,” Chrissy grinned. “But… And I mean this. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” Calon smiled.

“I’m also going to suck your dick later, maybe ride you for a bit.”

Calon blinked and let out a small laugh. “Sounds fun. Do we need to get you another for your back half?”

Chrissy opened her mouth, then frowned and closed it again. “No. I think I’m furry enough back there nobody can really see it. And my tail stays down most of the time.”

“Fair enough. I’m glad you like it.”

“I do,” Chrissy smiled.

“Ufal!”

There was the sound of thumping as the man put whatever he was carrying down, before he scampered back into the room. He glanced at Chrissy and smiled. “It… is comfortable?”

“Yes, Ufal,” Chrissy nodded. “Thank you.”

“You are welcome,” he grinned.

“While we’re here,” Calon gestured to Chrissy’s saddlebags. “What can you suggest for these?”

“Ah,” Ufal came around the bench. “Let me take some measurements.”

Ten minutes later, Chrissy and Calon stepped out into the sunlight once more. Ufal had taken the measurements he needed, before suggesting he remake them entirely. The setup she was wearing was made for a literal horse. Chrissy’s hips were far narrower than the bags were designed for. And while it would be quicker and easier to modify her existing ones, Ufal had talked them into creating a whole new set.

And from Calon’s appreciation for the bags mounted to the sides of the wagon that he had commissioned weeks ago, Calon wasn’t about to knock the man’s idea. They were well made and Calon was proud to have them on display.

To compensate for the time being, the man actually had a horse blanket he cut to the correct size for Chrissy to wear. She was shifting around, feeling the way it moved.

“Well, it’s still uncomfortable, but it’s not rubbing like it was.”

“That’s an improvement at least,” Calon nodded. “What do you use them for, anyway?”

“They’re good for a few things,” Chrissy shrugged. “I carry food and water since I eat so much. But I was also thinking I could carry rocks or maybe even some arrows.”

“That’s a good point,” Calon nodded as the two stepped outside. The blob that was Clarissa was now shaped more vertically than before, while Evie encouraged her with a smile. “C’mon. Let’s go see Brandt.”

“What do you want with him?” Chrissy asked as she followed along behind them.

Brandt wasn’t so surprised to see them when they entered. But he was definitely wary as Chrissy followed behind. A quick explanation later, and he and Chrissy were looking over a selection of bows.

“None of these are your classic war bows. But against unarmoured targets and a height advantage, you shouldn’t have too much of a problem anyway,” Brant motioned to the weapons.

Calon nodded as Chrissy took one down. She pulled it back, frowning as she did so. It looked like she was struggling a bit, and Calon had to wonder if she had the musculature to pull a war bow. Whatever poundage the weapon was, Brandt did not know, and neither did anyone else. They were here more for hunting than any other reason.

As Chrissy checked a few more and found them if anything, worse for her to draw, Calon felt about ready to give up. At least, until he spotted a stock poking out of the rack at the far end. Calon moved over and took hold of it.

“Is this for sale?” Calon asked.

Brandt stared in shock for a moment. “Apologies, Calon. I forgot I still had that.”

Calon looked at the man and saw open honesty, before turning the crossbow over in his hands. It was solid in construction, just a bit dusty from sitting around. The cord looked in good condition and Calon grinned as he handed it to Chrissy.

“It’s a latchet.”

“A latchet?” Chrissy frowned as she looked over it.

“That lever at the top,“ Calon pointed. “You pull that down to draw the string, put the bolt on top and squeeze the trigger to fire.”

“That…” Chrissy paused, before doing just that. She pulled the lever. It was a little awkward, but she managed it. “It’s tight. But… I mean, it’ll just stay like this, won’t it?”

“Indeed, it will,” Brandt smiled. “I also have some bolts to go with it.”

“Wonderful, how much?”

Brandt smiled. Money was the only way to get through to the man. And he was always happiest when he was receiving it, rather than giving it away.

A few minutes later, Calon was climbing onto the wagon once more. Suki had joined them as they made their way back and Chrissy was practicing loading and unloading the crossbow.

“Just don’t fire that thing in the town,” Calon warned.

“I’m not a fucking idiot,” Chrissy huffed, but she had a small smile to let him know she wasn’t actually upset.

Calon grinned and turned to look at Clarissa and Evie. Evie looked much the same, just… a little slimy in places. But Clarissa was… humanoid.

“Wow,” Calon smiled. “Look at you.”

“It’s hard,” she shuddered. “But I’m practicing. You said that levelling up will help?”

“Ah…” Calon nodded slowly. “Yes, did… did Evie tell you what we need to do for that?”

“Just, kill things right? I’m a Slime, I could just, y’know. Find something and shove it inside me. It’ll drown, won’t it?”

“Yeah, I didn’t get that far,” Evie admitted.

“What?” Clarissa shook her slimy, head-like appendage from side to side. “We don’t kill things?”

“We do,” Calon nodded. “But it’s me that gets the experience, not… not you.”

“Then… How do I level up?”

Calon sighed and explained the requirements. Clarissa was silent through the entire explanation, before letting her form slip back into that of a formless blob.

“Fuck all of you. I fucking hate you.”

Calon nodded and clicked the reins lightly to get moving. That was just about what he expected from her. Never in a million years would Calon have intentionally brought her here. Hell, he had been putting it off, purely because they didn’t know who would handle this kind of life. It was one thing being thrust back in time to live as some fantasy race. Another thing entirely, to be informed that to level up, they’d need to have sex with him. And not levelling up would potentially risk their very lives. It was a pretty fucked up situation, one that Calon was fully aware of now. And one he deeply regretted for the woman now fuming in the back of the wagon.

Right now though, was not the time to be thinking about such things. The goblin territory they were looking for was less than a day’s ride away. Burt’s farm might even be in danger now, Calon thought. And he decided at the very least, Burt needed a heads up. So that was the first stop as they trundled along.

Burt’s farm wasn’t too far outside of town. On foot it took far longer than with a horse and wagon. When it came into view, Calon smiled, seeing the various people moving about in the fields. It looked like Burt himself was sitting down by the house. When Calon steered the wagon through the front gate, the old man climbed to his feet as he came to meet them. If he hadn’t recognised them before, it would have been obvious when Chrissy swooped down and landed between them.

Calon chuckled as the Griffon rushed over and hugged the man. It must have shocked him as well. He stood back and gestured at her while Chrissy swooned at the attention.

“Awww,” Suki shifted around on the seat. “That’s kinda cute.”

“Don’t say that where she can hear you,” Evie moved to the front to whisper. “She never had much confidence in herself back home. She’ll be soaking up that praise.”

“It’s not like a praise kink, is it?” Calon asked, thinking of Suki.

“Nah,” Evie shook her head. “She just didn’t get a lot of positive attention growing up. She’ll like it if you say nice things. But she’s not going to drip on the floor for calling her a good girl.”

“Hey!” Suki giggled. “I AM a good girl!”

“The best,” Calon grinned as he rubbed her ears. “The absolute, cutest little toy I’ve ever had the pleasure of choking with my dick.”

Suki frowned. “That’s just mean. I offered to let you choke me with it this morning and you wouldn’t.”

“You three are fucked,” Clarissa grunted from the back of the wagon. “Who’s the old dude?”

“That’s Burt,” Calon shook his head. “He rescued Evie and I when we first got here and escaped the goblins.”

“Great, so he’s also partially responsible for me being stuck here with this shit.”

Calon sighed and chose to ignore her as he pulled the reins to stop the horse. “Morning, Burt!”

“Morning yourself, lad,” the old man grinned. “Who’s this fine creature?”

“This is Suki,” Calon introduced her.

“Neko,” Burt nodded. “Cute little thing.”

“I like him, master.”

“Master?” Burt gave Calon a raised eyebrow.

Calon shrugged. “It’s what she wants to call me.”

“Oh Master,” Evie smiled. “You’re being modest.”

Burt and Calon shared an uncomfortable look before he snorted. “And you’re as mischievous as ever, little miss.”

“It’s good to see you again,” Evie smiled.

“And if she’s feeling a little more social, I’d like to introduce you to Clarissa,” Calon nodded at the slime in the back.

“Hey,” she droned, lifting a transparent tentacle to flick in a lazy wave.

“Hey,” Burt frowned. “Slime?”

“Yup.”

“Another accident?”

“Yup,” Calon rubbed the spot between his eyes.

Burt nodded. “Right, well. I heard about Goodman. That was a shame. But, I can’t see you coming here for any reason to do with that.”

“No, you remember those goblins?”

“How could I forget,” he grunted.

Calon nodded. “They attacked a trader last night. At the rest stop we camped at.”

“Shit,” Burt frowned. “Calon, I sent one of my boys out.”
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Calon swore, “Chrissy, I need you to fly ahead and see if you can find them!”

“On it!” Chrissy took off down the driveway before leaping into the sky.

“I’ll get there as fast as I can,” Calon promised the old man.

They didn’t wait for a response as Calon snapped the reins and hauled the wagon around. Unlike the steady trot of earlier, Calon sped up a little. They needed to get there as soon as possible. Calon knew they couldn’t have the horse bolt down the road at top speed. That was a recipe for killing the horse or destroying the wagon. But they were still in a rush.

Trundling along at this speed was extremely uncomfortable. The road wasn’t built very smooth, or at least it was worn in places from the wind, rain and use. It rattled and jostled them continuously. Suki even shifted into the back of the wagon so she wouldn’t fall off the seat. Though she did stay near the front, clinging to Calon like glue.

It was impossible for Calon to tell what they were approaching. If they were lucky, no goblins would be out today. If they were unlucky, any that missed Tony, would likely hear them coming well before he realised they were there. Calon thought for a moment about the possibility of adding suspension to the wagon. Perhaps even brakes. With those two additions, and maybe a second horse, they could increase the safe speed they could travel. But that was food for thought at a different time.

It wasn’t long before Chrissy landed on the road and ran beside the wagon. She was breathing heavily, but wasn’t exhausted as she loped beside them.

“Can this thing go any faster?” She yelled. “The goblins already have Tony!”

“Fuck!” Calon swore. He knew what that meant. “How far off?”

“The wagon is coming up. But I’ll have to be on foot to follow their scent. It’s easy to smell them from up above, but I can’t work out what direction they’re coming from very easily. The air currents change directions as you go up.”

Calon nodded and continued on. He’d have told Chrissy to get on, but that would exhaust the horse more than they already were. If the day were hotter, Calon would already be concerned. But for now it was enough to spot the pair of wolves with goblin riders, strolling down the road with gore stained mouths.

The creatures saw Calon coming, and the goblins barked some orders. The wolves leaped into motion, tearing towards them. Calon wondered what he should do, before Chrissy beat her wings. She didn’t do more than get herself airborne, before raising her crossbow. As she sailed ahead, she picked the first wolf and fired the shot. Calon was impressed that she took it like that. Running must have jostled her too much, and with them coming straight on, she didn’t need to compensate for much.

The bolt slammed into the wolf, making it yip painfully. It went down in a heap, sending the goblin tumbling across the ground. The second wolf leaped over the first as Evie screamed, “FIREBALL!”

The ball of flames shot out and Calon watched as it fell short of the wolf. Her original spell, that would have been a simple miss. But with it upgraded, there was a liquid portion to the flames and rather than wash over the dirt. It burst, spraying liquid fire out in a wave that covered the enemy.

“AAAIIIIIII!” The goblin screamed as it tumbled free of the wolf.

The wolf was no better, howling in agony as its fur burned away. The creature bolted into the trees, desperately trying to escape the flames, while the goblin mimicked a panicked muppet running in circles.

Chrissy swooped in, lowering her crossbow as she plucked her spear from its holster. Rather than stab the creature, she used it like a staff and batted it aside. With the way clear, Calon continued past the corpses as Chrissy paused only long enough to ensure the fallen goblin was indeed dead.

“Holy fucking shit, you guys!” Clarissa yelled.

Calon couldn’t help the grin that crossed his face at her obvious excitement. It wasn’t the time to address it though. And they continued on until they spotted Tony’s wagon up ahead. The horse hauling it had collapsed on its side, where another pair of wolves and goblins were eating it.

“Evie, see if you can get them all!”

“FIREBALL!”

As the liquid fire raced towards them, the wolves lifted their heads and snarled. The first turned and sprinted straight at them. The second was on the other side of the horse and leaped over it. Straight into the path of the fireball. The spell burst, washing liquid flames over the two goblins below, setting all three alight.

Chrissy rushed ahead, levelling her spear like a lance as she charged the wolf. The creature seemed to think she was too much of a threat and turned away, rushing into the trees. She didn’t give up the chase either as she turned to follow the creature. Calon continued on as he watched Chrissy vanish into the Australian bush. He didn’t like the idea of her rushing off into the trees. But he didn’t like the idea of the wolf getting back to its friends and bringing back some help. He wasn’t sure how intelligent they were. But simply having a single wolf return and no others, would set off even the dumbest of creatures.

As the wagon came to a stop beside Tony’s, Suki leaped over as Evie had a look herself. It was obvious that it had been ransacked. Most of the remains were torn open, damaged and half eaten. Like the goblins had swarmed over it, eating what they could and taking only what they could carry. Which also meant Tony. There was no sign of him, but there were a few flecks of blood. So he likely put up a fight.

“Should we wait for Chrissy?” Evie asked as Calon climbed down to check the area.

Calon frowned, as he spotted a break in the trees. It looked like they all rushed through the one spot. Which meant that was likely the way back to wherever they came from.

“She can track pretty well,” Calon decided. “Tony could be dead by the time she gets back. We need to see if we can help him now.”

“Okay,” Evie nodded.

“What should I do?” Clarissa asked.

Calon frowned and shook his head. “What can you do? Can you keep up if we need to run?”

“I… I think so?”

Calon bit his lip, before shaking his head. “Stay here. You’ll be in trouble if you get left behind.”

“You’re kidding?”

“Stay,” Calon growled at the Slime. “Chrissy will probably come back this way. You can tell her where we went.”

“Oh fuck you,” Clarissa pouted.

Calon shook his head and jumped off the wagon. With Suki running ahead, and Evie shoving past him, giving him the stink eye, they continued on at a jog. Calon wanted to argue, but it made sense if Evie went first. Any traps would likely hit her first. If she died, Calon could summon her once more. If he died, they all did.

The trail was easy to follow. There were occasional specs of blood. That told Calon that Tony was moving. There was no sign that he was being dragged, and the blood wasn’t large pools. Likely he was injured and probably in pain, but still okay for the most part.

They continued on, pushing through the scrub. The trail was easy enough to follow. The wolves spread out a bit. But the goblins all moved in a single line, clearing a path as they went.

“Hold up!” Suki hissed.

The three of them paused and listened. Up ahead, they could all hear the cackling of the goblins, followed by a pained shriek.

Calon frowned, before urging them onwards. As they approached, they could make out figures through the trees. It wasn’t the large camp Calon had been brought to when he first arrived. This looked more like a forward camp of some kind. Tony let out a shriek as a team of goblins hoisted him from the ground, tied to a spit. He had burns down one side of him, from where they had dropped him into the edge of a rather large fire just moments ago.

“Please! NO!” He shrieked as they set the spit into a wooden frame over the fire. “AHHHH!”

Chrissy burst out of the tree line, scattering the goblins. Calon watched as she leaped over the fire, knocking Tony free where he cried out in pain as he tumbled to the ground.

“GO!” Calon shouted, pulling his hammer free.

Suki rushed in, climbing a tree before springing out to tackle a goblin raising a bow. That caught the attention of a goblin, who started screaming for the others to turn around. With Chrissy wading through the middle of the camp, and Suki carving through the outliers, the rest of the goblins clumped together, while the wolves rushed to take Chrissy.

The clumps made it easy for Evie to hurl fireballs, scattering the tiny monsters, while Calon rushed over to Tony, who was trying to kick free. As he went, a few goblins broke free and Calon, with the help of his hammer, clobbered them before they got close enough to harm him. If not for the surprise attack, it could have gone very differently. But within a minute, the only ones standing were Calon and his group. Tony was groaning on the ground as he clutched his burns, and Calon turned to him first.

“Heal.”
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“I think that means the worst is done,” Calon took a deep breath.

The wagon continued to trundle along with Evie at the reins. Tony’s skin was still an angry and blotchy red from where his clothing burned against his skin. He gasped softly, still in pain. Calon thought about his skills and shook his head.

“I think I need to use Healing Hands,” Calon frowned. “But I’m out of mana.”

“What makes you think that?” Clarissa asked.

Calon looked at the slime-girl for a moment. He wasn’t going to call her attitude into question. Making fun of someone for acting reasonably wasn’t a good idea.

“My Heal skill targets a specific injury. I can set a bone, close a cut, clear a bruise. But Tony’s covered in burns. They’re whole and solid, and maybe I can cast Heal just on his skin and heal him. But it’s likely to be in patches.”

“Healers at home,” Tony grunted.

Calon frowned, “Evie? I have four perks.”

The Succubus glanced over her shoulder. “What else can you do with them?”

“Other than upgrading one of you, you mean?”

At Evie’s nod, Calon sighed and thought about upgrading his own skills. In a flash, a series of pop-ups appeared before him.
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“It doesn’t list anything new,” Calon grunted. “Buff is one perk, the rest is just upgrades to my skills already for two. But they will be significant upgrades. Revive two for example, removes the crippled status.”

“That can be good and bad,” Evie nodded. “Can you imagine reviving me in the middle of a fight with no mana?”

Calon frowned and nodded. That was a good point. While he had enjoyed his trysts with her Succubus side. It would be fraught with danger to do so at the wrong time.

“The other option is still to spend them on you four,” Calon sighed.

“Excuse me?” Clarissa snorted.

“Three then,” Calon held up his hands. “I’m not about to push anything on anyone, for any reason.”

“Fucking right,” the Slime grunted.

“What are the bonuses for your other two skills?” Suki asked.

“Heal Two, the description removes the word minor. I’m guessing that means if Heal right now is the equivalent of a few days of healing, then Heal Two would be a few weeks?”

“It only takes a few weeks for a bone to set. A few more to harden properly enough to hold weight,” Evie nodded. “At least depending on the bone and how bad the break is.”

“That would certainly help,” Calon nodded.

“You still need mana though,” Chrissy grunted as she walked beside the wagon.

Calon nodded, “I think, at the least. I need more mana.”

“Get Heal Two as well,” Evie suggested. “Then use Soft Touch on Tony and we’ll worry about the rest later.”

Calon bit the inside of his lip. But when nobody else offered a suggestion, he nodded.
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Calon looked down at Tony as the man laid as still as he could with his eyes clenched shut. “Healing Hands.”
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* * *



It wasn’t long before they could see Burt’s farm. People were still in the fields doing their work. But each of them stood in a hurry as Calon’s wagon appeared.

“Let’s get this over with,” Tony sighed.

Calon was impressed. His clothes were destroyed, and his skin still had a pinkish tinge to it. But he was, for all intents and purposes, fully healed. The man insisted on stopping Calon once the pain was manageable. To Calon’s surprise, there was an additional bonus he received with his doubled mana capacity.

“Character Sheet.”
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“That checks out,” Calon nodded.

“Wow, lucky. Who’d have thought?”

Calon shrugged. His mana recovery was linked to a set time, not to a set number. Before, it was about five mana an hour with one point recovered every twelve minutes. That would make three hours to completely recover his mana. If his initial estimate was accurate, that meant he was now recovering two mana every twelve minutes. Which still meant three hours from empty to full. But full was now twice the capacity.

“I’m also pretty close to levelling up again,” Calon mumbled as he closed the window. “Four-forty-five out of five-hundred.”

“Then only two more levels until you can summon someone new,” Evie smiled.

“Seriously?” Clarissa grunted. “You were going to bring me here anyway, weren’t you?”

“No,” Calon shook his head. “I hadn’t made any plans on anyone joining us. This whole thing was just a bunch of mistakes.”

“He’s telling the truth,” Chrissy nodded. “You saw the dumb look on his face when he’s reading his pop-ups.”

“That’s not nice,” Suki growled cutely.

“I have never pretended to be nice,” Chrissy shrugged. “But that’s not going to stop me sucking his dick before he fucks Evie.”

“You’re all fucked,” Clarissa grunted.

Calon would have said something, but when he turned, Tony was doing a wonderful impression of a statue, so he dropped it. “Here Evie, I can get us through the gate.”

“Thanks,” she smiled and moved over so Calon could take a spot on the driver’s bench.

Reins in hand, he brought the wagon through the gate and spotted Burt waiting by the house. The workers were coming in, looking worried and Calon felt a certain sense of accomplishment about returning Tony with minor injuries.

“Tony!”

Tony looked up and smiled. “Hey Burt!”

“You okay?”

“I am now,” Tony nodded as Calon brought the wagon to a comfortable stop.

Burt came around, frowning at his worker as he took in the sight of his clothing. “What on Tech Duinn happened to you?”

Calon exchanged a pointed look with Evie as she held back the reaction to the name of this place. But they would discuss it later as Tony began to speak. There wasn’t much to tell. He hauled the wagon like he always had. And then a goblin landed on his shoulders. They knocked him aside. He struggled to escape, but they overpowered him with numbers and held him in place with the wolves while they tied him up.

The rest was self explanatory for Calon and the others. They stumbled across the site and saw the aftermath. Then followed the tracks and watched him being placed over the fire. At that, a younger woman from the fields burst into tears and rushed into Tony’s arms. He awkwardly held her as she clung to him.

And from Burt’s shocked expression, that wasn’t something he knew about either. But the man took it in his stride.

“So, you rescued Tony from the fire itself.”

“That was Chrissy,” Calon nudged the Griffon. “She knocked him off and provided the distraction we needed to kill the rest of them.”

“And none escaped?”

Calon paused. “None escaped that we know of. None of us are trained trackers.”

“It smelled so bad. I couldn’t tell if they were coming or going,” Chrissy frowned. “If they weren’t in the camp, they might have run.”

Burt nodded. “Hopefully you got them all then. Last thing you want is one of those little green bastards getting back to the others and setting up a surprise for you.”

“They’ll find out eventually, won’t they?” Calon frowned.

“Eventually, yeah,” Burt nodded. “But you think they know how to keep time? It’ll be weeks before one of them stumbles across wherever you left them and realises they didn’t just walk off and create a new tribe somewhere.”

“Well, that’s good at least,” Chrissy nodded.

“The question is then,” Calon looked around. “Do we head off now, or wait until morning?”

“I think we go now,” Evie frowned. “Where they attacked Tony was pretty close to that camp. So they’re probably the ones responsible for the attack.”

“Great,” Calon snorted. “Just shorted myself a quest bonus then.”

“Did you get proof?” Burt asked. The trio froze and shook their heads. Burt chuckled. “All you need is an ear. Take them into Beenleigh and check if there’s a quest you can take. Don’t tell anyone you have the ears until you accept the quest.”

Calon looked at his companions. Evie had a small grimace that told him she wasn’t looking forward to it, but accepted it. Chrissy looked pissed which… well that wasn’t unusual. Suki had a pout, but that was also pretty standard by now. The only one without a visual response was Clarissa and… that wasn’t all that surprising either.

“Sounds good,” Calon mumbled.

Truth be told he wasn’t looking forward to that either. Goblins were nasty, stinky things and the idea of touching more than one to stab or club it, just felt nasty. It was bad enough cleaning the gunk off his hammer at the end.

“There’s someth’n else too,” Burt added. “Wait right here.”

As Burt walked towards the house, Tony gave his thanks to Calon and his group. He then gave directions to the rest of the workers to get back to what they were doing. Before turning to Calon.

“If you ever need anything, let me know.”

“We’ll do that,” Evie smiled.

“You should find new pants,” Chrissy grunted. Tony blushed slightly and nodded, before heading for the barn. “We really going to do this?”

“I mean…” Calon shrugged. “It’s not going to take long. Just a bit gross.”

“That sheriff is going to be pissed if we just show up, accept and complete a quest a minute later.”

“Yup,” Calon grinned.

“Oh…” Chrissy nodded. “Yeah, okay. I didn’t think of that.”

Calon snorted as Evie giggled. Suki frowned as she looked between them. She had heard of the sheriff. But it was hard to put into words how much of an absolute dick the man was.

“This is all fucked up,” Clarissa whined.

Before Calon could finish rolling his eyes, the front door opened once more. Burt came out holding a small bag. He looked conflicted about it as he approached and Calon frowned as Burt pressed it into his hands.

“I told you that I had my trouble over the years,” he nodded at the bag. “That was the reason.”

“And you… want me to have it?” Calon asked.

Burt frowned for a moment and nodded. “Aye. It used to be my father’s. He was an adventurer for a time as a boy. Learned some magic, then lost a leg and couldn’t travel no more. So he picked up a hammer and beat metal for a few years. That’s where he was when he met my ma.”

Calon frowned and opened the bag, before tipping out a gemstone into the palm of his hand. It didn’t look like any gemstone Calon had ever seen before. This was… odd. It resembled metal in how it had been folded and beaten into shape, but clear and crystalline in composition. Throughout it, were tiny flecks of light that made it look like stars.

“What is it?”

“My father always hoped that either I would take up as an adventurer, or I’d meet a young lass, have a family, and his grandkids would. So when he retired, he made that.” Burt sighed. “It’s not a huge amount, but it’s all the excess perks or whatever it’s called, that he could spare. Said it would give whoever he gave it to a push.”

Calon examined the stone.
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“I’ve no idea what’s in it,” Burt frowned. “My father always told me, that if I couldn’t see it myself, then I needed to be careful with who I asked to check it. He said that they’d likely take it from me. And… well I don’t have a son to give it to. There were rumours that it existed. And more than a few tried to entice me into giving it up. Which is why I took my father’s lessons and made sure I was safe. But I’ve outlived anyone who might have known about it. And you’ve proven time and time again that you’re the reliable sort.”

“Burt,” Calon shook his head.

“Calon, whatever it is, I don’t want it,” the old man glared. “I couldn’t use it, and I spent years fighting to protect it because it was my daddies. If I die, it goes to someone else and what? Either they can use it, or they try to sell it and my father’s efforts go into the wind, maybe into the back pocket of some evil bastard. So I’m giving it to you.”

Calon blinked slowly and nodded. “For what it’s worth, he was right,” Calon told him. “Chances are anyone who held this and knew what it was, would have taken it.”

Burt nodded before giving a gruff snort. “Right well… I hope it works for you.”

“It says it will,” Calon nodded. “But… I think it’ll destroy it if I do.”

Burt’s lip quivered, and he nodded. “I figured as much. So take it with you when you go. Please.”

Calon nodded and offered the old man his hand to shake. With that settled, Burt watched as the trio climbed back up onto the wagon with Clarissa. The old man looked sad as they left, and Calon promised to repay the favour somehow.
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* * *



Hours later, Calon grunted as he hauled the bucket out of the well. The sun was low, and the light was almost gone. The camp was as they remembered it, just with a few goblin arrows laying about the place. Chrissy was on patrol, but she wasn’t overly concerned. According to her, the scent of the goblins was old enough not to bother her. Which was a far cry from the scent of the goblins left over at their camp they visited to collect ears.

Despite Calon’s human senses, even he felt disgusted by the smell coming from the small bag tied in the back of their wagon. That’s why it was parked well away from the tent where Suki and Evie were setting up.

Calon would have been helping, but he was the one to cut all the ears off the goblins, so the ladies excused him from the hard work while he bathed. Rather than risk contamination in the well, Calon brought over a spare bucket and tipped the water into that before stripping down.

“Y’know, you’re better looking without a shirt than I thought you’d be.”

Calon frowned, “Is that supposed to be a compliment?”

“I mean?”

Calon chose to ignore the Slime. While he did feel bad for bringing her here. He wasn’t responsible for her attitude, nor did he have any desire to put up with it.

“Well, this was a great chat,” Clarissa added after a few moments.

“What did you honestly expect me to say?” Calon turned and spotted her green form in the grass.

“I don’t know,” Clarissa grumped. “Usually I just walk up to a guy and tell him he’s cute. Then he says something nice back.”

“And telling me that you didn’t think I was attractive until I took my shirt off, is a compliment?”

“Yes?”

Calon sighed. “What do you want Clarissa?”

“To go home,” she replied softly.

“If there’s a way to send you back, I’d have done it by now.”

“And what’s that supposed to mean?”

Calon whirled as she spun from one mood to the other in a heartbeat. “Look. I already told you I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to drag you into this shit. But you’re here now and you have two options. You can either be part of our group, or you can leave. So cut the bullshit, or fuck off!”

With a huff, Calon picked up a washrag he’d brought with him and dunked it into the bucket. Pulling it out wet, he wrung it out slightly and started with cleaning his face. Working his way down, Calon spotted the Slime almost… rolling. It was hard to tell. But it looked like she was rolling forward as she returned to the fire.

“Well, that went well.”

Calon froze at the sudden chill in the air. “Hello Hannah.”

“Calon,” She purred as he turned to face her. She was a dark silhouette in the shadow of the trees. A feminine form wreathed in darkness, and glowing red eyes. “Who’s your new friend?”

“Not sure she’s really a friend,” Calon grunted as he continued to clean himself.

Hannah chuckled darkly. “Do you need help with her?”

“No,” Calon answered quickly. “No… not that I don’t think you could handle yourself. But… let me try to be nice first.”

“Nice,” Hannah smiled. Calon wouldn’t have believed it if he hadn’t seen it, but her mouth split and her entire head widened as the monstrous grin filled the black void for a moment. Somehow though, he got the impression she was actually amused and hadn’t intended to be utterly terrifying. “I suppose I cannot fault kindness. After all, you have shown me some.”

Calon thought back on the dream he was having when he summoned Clarissa and nodded. “Hannah, about the other night–”

“I thought I should let you know, I found a little goblin with an interesting story to tell.” Calon gulped. “He’s having an interesting dream right now. Would you like his ear?”

“Ah…” Calon thought for a moment. “Sure.”

What he wasn’t expecting, was for a wet tearing sound, followed by a muffled screech to fill the air. The world distorted for a flash, and she stood before him. He could see her, fully nude, with erect nipples. Her pubis was completely bare, and she had a wide toothy grin. Her form looked like it was made of solidified smoke as she pressed her lips to the side of his cheek.

Calon shuddered at the contact. Not because he didn’t enjoy it, but because despite believing she meant no harm. She was still the singular, most terrifying thing he had ever seen. And as quickly as she arrived, she was gone. Vanishing into the early evening with a chuckle, as a set of goblin-pitched squeals followed after.

“Calon?”

Calon jumped and turned as Evie picked up the ear. “Evie, hey!”

“Visitor?”

“Ah, yeah,” Calon nodded. “She caught a goblin we missed and brought me the ear.”

“I’ll put it with the others then,” Evie nodded. “Hurry up and get clean. Suki said it’ll be ready soon.”

“I’ve got him,” Chrissy called as she stepped out of the forest. “That woman is terrifying.”

Calon wanted to mumble ‘no shit’ but held it back instead.

“You have him, huh?” Evie smirked.

Calon expected a snarky remark, but instead, Chrissy shifted. “I told him… I’d suck his dick.”

“Oh,” Evie smiled. “Then… do you?”

“Can… can I do it alone this time? Next time… Next time I think I’d like you both.”

Evie bit her lip and nodded. “Sounds like fun. Maybe I’ll go torment Suki for a little while then.”

Calon watched Evie leave, before turning back to Chrissy, who plucked the rag from his hands. “Pants.”

Calon nodded and slipped out of his clothing. Chrissy smiled as she crouched onto her stomach and wet the rag. She worked him slowly. Wiping his skin, working slowly towards his crotch. Calon held still, enjoying the odd sensation of being washed by someone else. When her rag covered hand brushed against his cock, Calon winced at the cool contact.

“Sensitive?”

“Cold,” Calon answered.

He gasped as she dipped the rag once more and immediately brought it to his crotch. It was freezing on his cock. But he held still as she wiped him over to make sure he was clean. When she pulled her hand away, Calon groaned at the cool breeze making things worse, before gasping as the warmth of Chrissy’s mouth closed over him.

She bobbed twice, before pulling away. “I kinda wanted to do this for a while. But Suki’s going to be upset if we’re late for dinner. So… cum in my mouth?”

Calon opened his mouth to respond, only to close it again as she pushed herself back onto his erection. Calon stared down at her, while she rocked back and forth, lapping at his cock with her rough textured tongue. When she pulled away, she took the base of his cock with her hand and gave it a long stroke, before pushing forward once more. Calon grunted softly as a firm vibration worked its way up her throat as she purred.

“I might not be your pet,” Chrissy smiled as she stroked him firmly with her hand. “But this kitty wants her cream.”

Calon gently gripped her ears and pushed his hips forward. Chrissy opened her mouth and Calon grunted at the sensation of her tongue as he slowly thrust into the back of her throat. Her hands gripped his ass, and Calon waited for her to pull away. But instead, she sealed her lips and began to purr. So Calon continued. He was gentle, but firm. He didn’t want to harm her, but he wanted to finish.

She stared up at him with a smirk and Calon grit his teeth as he increased his pace. Chrissy let him do as he pleased until Calon shuddered. With a grunt, he started to cum. And all at once, Chrissy jammed him to the back of her throat. She opened her mouth wide, lapping at the underside of his balls, while swallowing on the head of his cock.

Calon could feel her teeth on his crotch, and it only heightened the experience. He came directly down Chrissy’s throat, while she purred and swallowed each spurt. It quickly became too much, and Calon tried to pull away. But Chrissy was expecting that, and let his cock slip out of her throat, where she held it in her mouth. With this, Calon could endure as she purred softly while sucking gently on the tip as he finished.

“That wasn’t too bad for my first face-fuck,” Chrissy smiled as she pulled away. “But I still think I prefer you putting that somewhere else.”

“Right,” Calon grunted as he took a few deep breaths.

“Put some pants on,” Chrissy grinned as she climbed to her feet. “Then come to dinner.”

Calon nodded and spent a few precious moments trying to work out where his legs were. When they started to respond properly, Calon dressed and made his way over to the fire, where Evie, Suki and Clarissa were all waiting.

“Took your time,” Evie grinned.

“What upgrade did you give her?” Clarissa asked.

Calon shook his head. “None, I–”

“None?” Clarissa squeaked. “The fuck? Isn’t that the whole point?”

“Clarissa,” Evie sighed. “Sex doesn’t have to be transactional.”

“What do you mean?”

“Master fucks me so good,” Suki purred. “He calls me his good kitty and rubs my ears and I just melt.”

“You’re just a sl-”

“Clarissa,” Chrissy warned.

“You’re… fuck… You’re telling me, you all just fuck him cos you like it?”

“Yeah,” the three ladies all nodded in agreement.

“Wait,” Evie frowned as she looked at the Slime. “Have you never had sex, because it was fun?”

“What’s so fun about it?” Clarissa grunted. “He sticks his dick in you. Rubs it around for three minutes, busts a nut and goes to sleep.”

“Is that seriously all you’ve ever known?” Chrissy asked.

“I mean… Yeah?”

Calon stared at the slime girl and felt a little bad. “Well… not to use this awkward moment to segue into a new conversation. But that’s totally what I’m doing.”

“Oh, you going to tell us what Burt gave you?” Evie smiled.

Calon nodded. “It’s called a Stone Of Essence. And if I use it. It’ll give me seventeen perks.”

“Seventeen?” Evie hissed. “Holy shit, that’s…”

“Not a lot, depending on what we do with it,” Calon warned them. “I could dump it all in a single skill for one of you and you’d have a great skill that might be handy in a situation or two. Or I could share it with all of you and give you all a small boost to something.”

“Can you upgrade my shift ability?”

Calon froze and turned his attention to the Slime. Her usual blob was slowly shifting around. It took her a few seconds and was clearly a struggle for her until finally she had that vague humanoid shape from earlier. And almost as an afterthought, a pair of breast-like protrusions expanded from her chest.

“Fuck this is hard to do,” Clarissa grunted.













Chapter
 Five












“F
 ucking, seriously?”

Calon ignored the comment as he watched Evie whimpering as she started to cum.

“If you don’t want to be here, go sit outside,” Chrissy growled softly.

“What do you think, Evie?” Calon asked.

“I want your dick,” Evie whimpered. “Please, master? Your Succubus can’t stand it anymore!”

“Not gonna lie, this is shady as fuck,” Clarissa complained.

“You were part of the same conversation we were,” Suki disagreed. “Evie knew exactly what would happen when she used the rest of her mana like that.”

“It’s still weird as fuck.”

Calon nodded and shot the Slime a grin. “Yeah, it is. And she remembers everything she does afterwards. Isn’t that right?” Calon gave the pink eyed Succubus a smile. “What’s your favourite part about being my personal slut?”

“Master loves me,” she replied immediately. “He fucks me so good and I cum so hard. And then when I go back to normal, he treats me with respect.”

Calon wasn’t expecting such a quick response. Possessed Evie was usually in full bimbo mode. Desperate to be fucked in any way he saw fit. So having her answer a question so clearly threw him for a loop.

“Tell master your secret,” Chrissy suggested.

Evie blushed, but kept her eyes locked on Calon. “I’ve been practising my possession skill. I edge myself all day when you aren’t looking, even when my mana is full. It feels so good, I wish there was a way to drain my mana so I can stay like this.”

“You want to stay like this forever?” Calon asked, as his concern rose. It was one thing to enjoy herself, but that sounded almost like an addiction.

“Not forever,” Evie shook her head, as she continued masturbating. “Only when we have time. I could stay like this, your cock warmer, your bed toy. Permanently ready for your cock.”

Calon watched her screw up her face as she approached her orgasm. He gave Suki a nod, and the Neko got into position.

“Hands and knees, slut,” he ordered.

Evie didn’t need telling twice. Without opening her eyes, she spun around and dropped to her hands and knees. Calon watched as Suki wriggled into position and moved in behind them both. She was on her back, facing up and shuffled forward until she was perched with her mouth below Evie’s drooling pussy. Despite Chrissy’s prior blowjob, Calon was hard as iron as he watched Evie’s ass quiver as he felt the Neko’s breath.

“Seriously, just… Right here?”

“Yup,” Chrissy grunted as she crawled on her belly around to Evie’s front.

Calon didn’t spare the Slime a second thought. He’d said his piece, now he was about to get a piece. Evie’s tail whipped slowly from side to side as she panted softly. With one hand, Calon gripped the base of her tail and pulled her back slightly towards him. With his other hand, he took control of the tip. When in her original possessed form, that tail had a dangerous barb that could extend at will. But since her modified possession came about, it was quite sensitive for her.

“Here Suki,” Calon pushed it down towards her.

The Neko opened her mouth and took the tail between her lips. She purred as she suckled on it and Evie shuddered in delight.

“Such a good kitty,” Calon praised her. “When I’m done with this cock drunk Succubus, you can have some cream.”

Suki beamed in delight as she continued suckling on Evie’s tail. Evie meanwhile, was muffled by Chrissy, who had engaged in a fierce kiss. The two held one another close, even as Chrissy alternated firmly twisting and pulling on Evie’s nipples.

“I suppose, the only question is–”

“How fucked this all is?” Clarissa interrupted.

Calon shot her a glare, but turned his attention back to what he was doing. And the choice was obvious. Pulling Evie’s tail free of Suki’s lips, he shifted his hand from the base of her tail, to her ass. There was a slight tremor that ran through Evie’s body as she realised what was about to happen. But the low moan as Calon pushed Evie’s tail into her ass, made him smile. Holding it firmly, he pulled it halfway out, before thrusting it into her once more. Calon quickly built a rhythm fucking her ass, before forcing it deep and holding it there.

With Evie moaning into Chrissy’s mouth, Calon used her still anchored tail, to steer her pelvis lower. And he was right on target as he watched Suki’s rough tongue lap between Evie’s labia, before she aimed for the clit. Evie’s body jerked as she let out a muffled squeal. Chrissy did her best to hold Evie steady and Calon just hoped he wasn’t pushing things too far.

Cock in hand, Calon leaned into position, and speared into Evie’s already throbbing pussy. The firm throbbing, turned into vicious milking as the Succubus immediately hit her orgasm. Calon enjoyed the sensation of Evie’s body milking him desperately, while he took control of her tail once more and gently thrust it further into her ass.

“It’s not always like this,” Calon grunted as he thrust his hips firmly against Evie’s ass. “I give my loves what they need and want. And tonight, Evie wanted to be used and abused. Isn’t that right?”

Calon gripped Evie’s arms and pulled them back, using his weight to leverage her upwards. Chrissy pulled away from the kiss as Evie rolled her head back.

“Harder master! Please?!”

Her hands gripped his wrists in return and Calon found his balance properly, before increasing the force of his thrusts. Evie’s slender form jerked with each smack of his hips into her ass. His cock speared right into her, while Suki purred with the Succubus’s clit trapped between her lips.

Chrissy, despite being the one viciously manhandling Evie’s breasts, was also murmuring sweet nothings into Evie’s ear. And Evie, as the Succubus she was, lapped up the attention and revelled in it. Her body hummed and her core shook. She could sense Calon’s orgasm bubbling up and she felt the mother of all orgasm’s approaching.

Calon gripped Evie’s hips and gave a few last thrusts. Before a sudden force yanked Evie off his throbbing cock. She tumbled forward with a wailing cry and crashed into the wall of the tent. The side buckled as the main pole in the centre collapsed. Calon cried out as something cool and slick engulfed his cock. And with it all too late, he fired jets of seed into the mass, he realised was Clarissa.

Calon thrust his hands into the mass of slime and tried to pull her off. But her body remained liquid except for the part wrapped around his cock . Between her stubborn refusal to move and the collapsed tent, Calon found himself trapped and unable to move.

But that was the least of his worries. There was a slow hiss. It wasn’t noticeable at first. But it happened again, this time louder and Calon heard Chrissy’s voice.

“Evie, you okay?”

“Move!” Evie hissed in a slightly unfamiliar tone.

Calon froze as the Slime shifted off his body and Clarissa giggled. “Now you can upgrade my Shift skill!”

“You need to back the fuck up,” Calon growled. The tent shifted as something came towards him.

“What? C’mon, just–”

“SHUT THE FUCK UP!” Calon roared.

But it was too late as Evie crawled through the collapsed tent atop him. Her eyes were wide and furious as they glowed that same red from McReedy’s farm. She switched her attention to the Slime, who still had visible traces of Calon’s sperm floating within her.

“Thief!” Evie hissed.

“Hey!” Calon snapped, “Right here. You don’t need her.”

Chrissy lifted the edge of the tent and Calon could see the worry in her expression as Suki stared in shock. Her paws over her mouth. Evie completely ignored them as she glanced between the now trembling Slime and Calon. But when her eyes locked on his limp member, she hissed angrily.

“Evie, I need you to–OUCH!”

Evie yanked the barb of her tail out of his side. Calon grimaced as heat poured through his body, but held up his hand as Chrissy moved in to stop her. Calon’s heart raced and Evie crawled over him. Without finding any pleasure in the fact, his cock rose to the occasion, as Evie took it in hand.

“It’s okay,” Calon smiled reassuringly. “We’ll talk about this tomorrow. I love you.”
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* * *



Evie trembled softly as Calon steered the wagon. It had taken some time for her to calm down. And when she did, all hell broke loose. There had been screaming, crying, accusations and threats aplenty. Calon had to intervene when Evie outright demanded for Clarissa to leave and never come back. Even now, she was just a puddle in the back of the wagon, not speaking to anyone.

It was rather obvious that she regretted what she had done. But none, other than Calon, had any empathy for her. Evie felt horrible for Calon’s injury. But he, thankfully, had healed himself once she had regained control of her emotions and pulled out of her possession. Suki was pressed into Evie’s side, giving the Succubus additional comfort. The only one not in the wagon was Chrissy, who walked beside it, with her hand on her lover’s lap.

“I’m sorry,” Evie whispered.

Calon shook his head. “You’ve nothing to apologise for. What’s done is done and we’re all fully recovered.”

“I didn’t like it.”

Calon glanced away from the road and looked at Evie as she wiped away a tear. “It’s fine.”

“It’s not,” she disagreed. “I… I don’t like how that feels, I… I want it to be the other way.”

“Then we’ll fix it,” Chrissy patted her lap. “We’ll tie you up all good and proper so you can’t move. You can use up all your mana, and Calon can fuck you into oblivion while you’re helpless to stop him.”

Despite her turmoil, Evie couldn’t help but smirk. “That sounds kinda hot.”

“If you like, we can do it again once you’re back to being my sex kitten.”

Evie sighed and nodded before snuggling closer. “I love you. You know that, right?”

“Of course I do,” Calon pressed a kiss to her cheek before turning his attention back to the road. “We all love you too.”

Chrissy and Suki both murmured their agreement and Evie smiled softly. Calon broke off the conversation though, as Beenleigh was coming into view. The town hadn’t changed at all. Not that he was expecting it to. But he figured that with the goblins roaming about, there’d at least be a lookout or two keeping an eye on things.

To his surprise, they actually made it into town without a whole lot of fuss. A few people gasped and made comments about Chrissy. But she chose not to respond, sticking by the wagon the whole time. Ignoring the people, Calon brought the wagon straight past the rather large building that looked like the sheriff’s office. He pulled to a stop, before giving Evie a quick hug. Then, with Chrissy staying by the wagon and Clarissa remaining silent in the rear, Calon dismounted. He led Evie and Suki over to the job board and they immediately locked eyes on the largest poster.
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“YOU!”

“Yeah?” Calon turned.
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“Yeah, yeah, whatever,” Calon cleared the pop-up before it could fill out.

“What did you say to me?”

Calon sighed as he silently thanked that he was going to accept, regardless. “Hi sheriff, what can I do for you?”

He turned around and frowned at the sight before him. It wasn’t just the sheriff. There were several people in attendance. They were all armed, some just with rope, others with farming implements. And more than a few had surrounded the wagon.

“Wanna explain what’s going on?”

“You and your freaks are under arrest,” the sheriff snarled.

“For what?”

“You’re behind the goblins!”

Calon snorted, “And what makes you think that?”

“I knew it was too good,” he growled. “Friends with the nag, then Goodman gets killed and everyone just accepts it. Then word comes down there’s a summoner running around with an orc!”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Evie let out an explosive sigh. “Goodman was the summoner with the orc!”

“And I’m supposed to believe that?” The sheriff snapped.

“Sheriff, do you honestly think I have enough summons to mimic a goblin camp?”

“You have these Two,” he gestured at Suki and Chrissy with a stubby finger.

“And you think that after these two,” Calon wasn’t interested in correcting the man. “That I would have then gone out and summoned a bunch of random goblins?”

A murmur went up around the crowd, but the sheriff waved them quiet. “Be that as it may. Until I know you’re not the culprit. I’m taking you in.”

Calon looked around at the crowd and saw no support coming from them. Though, from the few beastkin, he saw pity.

“Just so you’re all aware,” Calon raised his hands in surrender. “I just accepted the quest to kill the goblins. If people die while this idiot keeps me locked up, that’s on the sheriff.”

“Shut it,” he snapped. “Hands behind your back.”

Calon weighed his options. He could fight. Likely when Evie started hurling fireballs, they’d run. But then what? They’d be fugitives. No, the only way to handle this would be to hand themselves over and wait for shit to hit the fan in a way that proves he wasn’t the one responsible.

“Chrissy, Suki. I want you to surrender peacefully. Don’t give them any reason to treat you harshly.”

“Wouldn’t matter anyway,” the sheriff grunted. “They act up, I’ll gut them. I know how you summoners work. It’s you we gotta kill to make it permanent for them.”

Calon fumed at the man’s words. And he could sense that Suki and Chrissy were as well. But the absolute last thing he wanted was to watch one of them die. So he hung his head. “No need for violence, sheriff.”

“Weak,” he snorted. “Tie them up!”

They cuffed Calon and Evie with old iron manacles. Chrissy and Suki were bound tight with ropes. Suki around the middle with her legs together. Chrissy almost from head to foot. She was left spitting with rage as they layered on the ropes to compensate for her strength. But that wasn’t the worst part. Calon was allowed to carry Suki into the sheriff’s office, while a team of men dragged Chrissy. The stairs didn’t matter and Calon could see the pained winces that flashed across her face as her delicate wings dragged up the sharp edges into the building.

“Separate cells. Put the monsters in the box.”

“Where?” Calon growled.

“None of your damn business!” the sheriff snapped, as he grabbed Suki and literally threw her to the floor. Calon, without thinking charged the sheriff, who swiftly backhanded him to the floor. “And that’s assault on a lawman.”

Calon didn’t get a chance to stand, before someone kicked his legs out from under him once more. Several pairs of hands took hold of his shirt and started dragging. Evie was shoved rather violently forward as well, and they bundled the two of them into separate cells, side by side.

“I’ll be contacting the magistrate,” the sheriff gloated as the men dropped Calon on the floor. “It’ll be up to them if they wanna send someone down, or have you dragged up.”

“Fuck you,” Calon snorted.

“No,” the sheriff shook his head. “Fuck you. You come into my town. You make me out for a fool. You waltz back in like you own the place. You have no idea what I’ve done to drag this town up from the cesspit it once was.”

“Save us the lecture,” Evie spat.

“You’re just an arsehole with a badge and a chip on his shoulder,” Calon snorted. “You took one look at us and decided we didn’t belong.”

“You don’t,” the sheriff growled, before waving for his men to leave. “If I remember, I’ll have someone bring you food later.”

Evie answered with a raised finger, and the sheriff stormed out the front door. His men went with him, with the exception of one, who took a chair on the far side of the room.

“Well shit,” Evie grunted as she wriggled in her manacles. “What do we do now?”

“Goblins gotta eat, when they do. Sheriff won’t have a choice but to admit I’m not to blame.”

“I hope-”

“Shut the fuck up!”

Calon flinched as a metal pan crashed against the bars. He turned his attention to the man on the far side of the room who was glaring their way. He looked back at Evie, who rolled her eyes and made a jerking motion on her forehead. Calon barely contained his laughter, and the two sat down to wait out whatever was going to happen.
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* * *



Calon opened his eyes. He was laying against the bars separating his and Evie’s cell. His stomach rumbled since the sheriff had ultimately forgotten about sending them anything to eat. Nor had the guard watching them. The prick had entertained himself by getting food from their wagon, now impounded out the back of the office and eaten their rations. Before him, breathing softly in her sleep, was Evie, pressed as close as she could get.

But something was strange. Calon could almost feel like he was being watched. Slowly, and quietly, he rolled away from the bars, before shifting his legs under him. That was all he needed to push himself upright and look into the dark interior of the office. The guard was sleeping in his chair against the far wall. Someone had replaced him in the early evening, but the sheriff had yet to return. And that’s where he saw it.

Clarissa, was… moving the keys? It was hard to tell exactly what she was trying to accomplish. But she wasn’t doing much. Her form as a blob was standing more upright as she pushed her form over the keys hanging from the guard’s belt. And while they shifted slightly as she moved, she couldn’t quite get a grip on them.

“Shit!”

The guard startled as she swore. He looked around, and Calon slumped to the floor of his cell. The guard snorted and climbed out of his chair. With a grunt and a groan, he slowly made his way towards what Calon could assume was the back door. The first guard went that way after a few beers, so Calon knew what was happening. He, on the other hand, was left with a small bucket in the corner of the otherwise empty cell.

“Calon!” Clarissa hissed loudly.

Calon blinked as he spotted the Slime shifting across the floor.

“Over here.”

She changed direction and came towards him. It was interesting watching how she moved, especially as her body passed through the bars without slowing or showing any signs of it bothering her.

“I can’t get the keys, you have to upgrade me.”

Calon thought about her skills and nothing happened, so he shook his head. “I can’t.”

“What do you mean you can’t? You came in me, right? Isn’t that all you need?”

“Bitch,” Evie snorted softly.

“Fuck you, I’m trying to help!”

Calon grimaced at the volume, and they must have gotten the same impression as well. The three sat by quietly for a few moments, before deciding they were fine.

“I can only upgrade you within a set time after… After,” Calon whispered. “So no. I can’t upgrade you.”

“What if you fuck her through the bars and jizz in me again?”

Calon blinked and let out a sigh. “Even if I can get mine and Evie’s pants off. That would only set her off again. If that happened, they might hurt her.”

“Well, you can’t stay here,” Clarissa snarked. “That asshole sheriff has a pair of beastkin digging graves on the edge of town.”

“What?” Calon frowned.

“The fuck is wrong with that guy?” Evie hissed.

“Fuck, have you seen Chrissy or Suki?” Calon asked.

“They’re not in here?” Clarissa asked.

Calon wanted to yell. He wanted to scream, to curse and fight. But, instead he slumped to the floor and sighed.

“It’ll be okay,” Evie smiled. “Really. I doubt the sheriff has done any worse to them than he’s done to us.”

“Exactly,” Clarissa agreed. “So the sooner we get out. The sooner you can get them out too and we can all leave this fucking place.”

“Right,” Evie agreed. “So you need to make him cum.”

“Excuse me?” Calon frowned.

“Can you think of any other way to get her upgraded?” Evie retorted.

The guard interrupted their argument by kicking the door open once more. His dark chuckle made it obvious he was loud on purpose as he stomped into the room. He didn’t even look towards the cell as he made his way back over to the chair he was sleeping in.

Calon glared at Evie, but flinched as he felt Clarissa sliding up the sides of his pant legs. “Clarissa,” Calon whispered.

“Shut up!”

Calon glared at the guard who had picked up another metal bowl. Instead, Calon remained tight-lipped as Clarissa shifted further up his leg. It was cold, slimy and uncomfortable, but she was rather determined. Calon’s breath hitched as her liquid body poured into his pants and surrounded his cock. The movements around it were awkward and uninspiring. But they pulled, prodded and massaged lightly until Calon began to respond.

Evie shifted around, and Calon watched as she got on her knees. Positioning herself with her face to the floor and her ass pushed towards him, he watched as her tail extended from her pants. The dextrous appendage shifted around, before folding back on itself. It made a rather obvious bulge on her pants as it slipped between her legs and Calon felt himself harden further as he realised what she was doing.

Meanwhile, Clarissa was getting more agitated in his pants. Her body writhed and tugged on his cock, but she had almost no technique. In a way, it was a bit of an ego boost to be with someone who appeared to be essentially a virgin. But it was more awkward than anything.

“How are you lasting so long?” she hissed softly. “I’ve never been with a guy this long before.”

Calon rolled his eyes, “You want me to finish quicker?”

“Obviously.”

Calon heard the guard move and held perfectly still as he came towards them. Evie slumped silently to the floor, resting her tail to hide what she was doing. But the Slime had no such worries. There was no way to tell she was there unless you noticed that Calon’s pants were slightly strained.

“Shut it,” the guard snarled as he checked inside the cells. “Last warning or I start cracking heads.”

Calon nodded slowly, while Evie pretended to be sleeping. Then the man moved off and Calon slipped onto his side. Curling around himself, he must have looked ridiculous as he whispered into his crotch.

“Think of your pussy. It’s a wet, long tunnel that strokes up and down on my cock. Do that if you want me to finish quicker.”

“Like this?”

Calon blinked as the random tugging turned into a sucking pull down his length.

“Calon?”

“Hmm?” Calon blinked. “Yeah, like that.”

“This is kinda hot, y’know?” Calon blinked as she continued the sucking feeling. “You’re so fucking hard, it’s crazy.”

Calon rolled onto his back and stared at the ceiling as Clarissa continued her… suck job. It was all contained within the confines of his pants and he took slow, deep breaths to calm himself. It was like being deep throated, but that throat continued on forever. That delicious sensation of penetrating a soaked and ready pussy, that went on forever.

Calon bit his lip and held his breath as he jerked and started to cum. Unfortunately, the moment he did so, Clarissa stopped and just let him finish as he was. Calon let out a frustrated grunt and rolled his eyes, even as Clarissa let out a giggle.

“I did it!”

CRASH!

“LAST FUCKING WARNING! YOU SHUT YOUR MOUTHS!”

Calon clenched his eyes and thought about Clarissa’s shift ability.
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“Yes,” Calon whispered.

Of all things he wasn’t expecting. It wasn’t for the pressure around his cock to increase tenfold. That was only relieved as his pants literally burst as a human shaped slime-girl suddenly appeared in his lap. She sat up and held up her transparent hand. She was completely nude and was detailed enough for small bumps on her breasts to show where her nipples would be.

“Oh shit! This is awesome!”

“What in the hells?” Calon looked at the guard, who froze, seeing Clarissa. “Oh, fuck.”

“Huh?” Clarissa turned and saw the man. “Hey, don’t look you fucking perv!”

The man spun and raced for the door as Clarissa threw out a hand. Calon watched in shock as her arm extended out like a kids stretch toy, and splattered around the guard’s head. The man jerked to a stop as Clarissa gasped.

“Sorry!” she squealed, yanking her hand back.

Only rather than release the man. He flew backwards, pulled along with the slimy appendage, before crashing headfirst into the cage bars, where he was finally released.

“Ummm.”

“Don’t worry about that!” Evie sat up. “Get the fucking keys!”













Chapter
 Six












“B
 e nice to me.”

Calon blinked in shock. “What?”

Clarissa huffed as she put her hands on her hips. “You wanna get out of this cage, I want you to be nice to me!”

“Oh, my god you’re such a brat!” Evie hissed.

“I was brought here against my will and–”

“You’ve been a total bitch ever since!” Evie snapped. “Calon already apologised for that. But there’s nothing anyone can do about it! Instead, you sit there with a stick up your arse complaining about literally everything around you. And now, you’re holding us hostage? Why the fuck would we want to be nice to you? What have you done to deserve friends?”

As Evie yelled, the slime-girl slowly drooped. Her form became that of a puddle on the floor of Calon’s cell, where she sobbed quietly. Calon looked at Evie, who was rubbing her eyes, but looking somewhat mollified. It needed to be said, just… Perhaps not at this moment.

“Clarissa?” Calon approached.

“No,” she sobbed quietly. “She’s right, I AM a bitch.”

“And you’re right. It’s not like you had a choice to come here. And I know just how fucked this all is,” Calon conceded.

“I just want Mr. Bubbles and my cat,” she sobbed brokenly.

Calon watched as Evie’s heart began to soften. And he did the only thing he could. Scooping his hands into her viscous body, he tried to scoop her up into his arms. It took a moment for her to catch on, but the slime-girl began to take shape as she accepted the hug for what it was. She was cool, slightly sticky but surprisingly solid. She didn’t have bones, but her skin felt almost like a taut rubber ball.

“Well,” Calon patted her back. “Right now, there’s a scared pair of kitties somewhere outside. And I’m sure they would love to let you pat them if you helped us all get out.”

“They hate me,” Clarissa shook her head. “Chrissy would rip my arm off, and I called Suki a slut so many times…”

“And I’m sure a heartfelt apology would fix both those issues,” Evie smiled from her cell.

“I… Okay,” Clarissa sniffed as she wiped her face, despite no tears. “Evie. I’m sorry I’m a bitch and ruined your thing the other day.”

“It’s okay,” Evie’s smile dropped a little. “We’re going to fix it.”

“And Calon,” Clarissa rubbed her elbow nervously. “I’m sorry I pretty much raped you… Twice.”

To be fair, Calon was more concerned about Evie than he was about his own feelings. But he felt a spark of recognition for her words and gave her a smile. “It’s okay. And again, I’m sorry for dragging you into this mess. Just know that the you back home, is giving Mr. Bubbles and your cat all the attention they deserve.”

“Mr. Sooky Pants.”

Calon blinked, “The cat?”

“Mhm,” she nodded. “I call him Sooky. Because he meows at me when I go somewhere without him.”

Calon nodded and gave her another hug. That seemed to have done the trick though, and Clarissa pulled away. She straightened herself as much as a formless blob, turned woman, was capable. Then she ruined the illusion by stepping through herself to face the unconscious prison guard. And that wasn’t a play on words. Her face inverted sideways and pushed through the back of her head, followed by the rest of her body until she was facing the direction she wanted to go.

Calon watched as she stepped through the bars and bent over the man where he had his keys. And this time, as she gripped them, it was easy to pull them free.

“Here, they’re still kinda weird to hold,” she admitted, while handing them to Calon.

“Thanks,” Calon took the keys and moved to the door.

It was a little awkward trying to fit the key into a lock he couldn’t see. But between him and Clarissa gently nudging his hand, he worked his way through the keys.

“Third time’s the charm,” Evie joked as Calon’s cell door opened.

It was even quicker getting Evie’s cell open, before the three of them faced the unconscious guard.

“Tie him up and put him in a cell?” Evie suggested.

Calon nodded. “Belt around his ankles, shirt around his wrists. If we pull off one of his socks, we can stuff it in his mouth and use the other to bind it in place.

“That’s fucking nasty,” Clarissa giggled.

And Calon had to agree as the stench of his unwashed feet filled the room. The trio worked quickly, binding him up while he lay limply on the floor. When they were satisfied, Clarissa, to both Evie and Calon’s surprise, easily dragged him into the cell.

“He’s not heavy?”

“Not really,” Clarissa shook her head, making the parts of her that resembled hair, flick from side to side like a wet towel. “Holding onto him was harder than actually pulling him.”

“Your entire body runs like a big hydraulic pressure system,” Calon nodded.

“A what now?”

“Fluid mechanics,” Calon offered, before seeing her blank stare. “Okay, so there're rules to physics, or how the world around us works. Gas, like the air we breathe can be compressed. That’s how scuba tanks work. They squeeze more air into a smaller space so a diver can carry it underwater.”

“Uh huh,” Clarissa nodded.

“Liquids and solid matter can’t be compressed. If there’s air in it, you can still squeeze the air out. But once that gas is gone, it becomes incompressible. Your body works the same way.”

“So what happens if I compress part of myself, and then let go?”

Calon thought about how she shot her arm across the room and grinned. “Likely how you knocked the guard out.”

“Oh,” Clarissa nodded slowly. “Wait, that was real easy. The way you said it sounded way harder.”

Calon sighed and shook his head. “It probably doesn’t matter. But yeah.”

“What if I do that, but like? Compress my fist again. Could I hit something really hard?”

Calon blinked and glanced at Evie, who had a thoughtful expression. “Y’know. How about after we get out. We go for a walk somewhere and you can test that out–”
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“SUKI!”

Calon spun and rushed for the back door. It wasn’t locked and Calon crashed through it into the freezing dark swirls of a Nightmare.

“Ple-he-he-hease!” A masculine voice sobbed hysterically.

Calon could see where the worst of the smoke came from. A large clump by a small barn in a closed in courtyard. The man’s sobbing took on a high-pitched whine as a series of snarls, followed the wet snapping of bones.

“Calon?!” Evie shouted as she rushed out and took his arm.

“Suki’s dead!” Calon rushed towards the Nightmare, who turned her attention to Calon.

A creature beyond rational thought was huddled over a man. The man was wide eyed and frantically waving frozen stumps in the face of the bodiless demon with glowing eyes and dagger-like teeth.

“I’m sorry,” Hannah hissed.

“Help!” the man cried pitifully. “Help me, please?!”

“She and Chrissy are still inside.”

Calon paid her no mind as he rushed to the barn door. It was slightly ajar, and he could hear Chrissy screaming Suki’s name. With a shout, Calon ripped the door open and burst inside. The interior was a single room, likely for horses. But it had been cleared out. Just inside the door was the wagon with Calon’s roan horse tied up beside it. And against the back wall were shackles hanging in place. In one set of those shackles, was Chrissy, straining in place as she tried to get to a dark furred lump beside her.

“Calon!” Chrissy screamed. “Calon quick!”

Calon rushed over and dropped to the ground beside Suki. Despite the notification, he checked her pulse and found nothing. When he took his hand away, he saw blood and felt his rage begin to bubble.

“What happened?”

“Some guy came in,” Chrissy sobbed. “He… he was going to rape her, and she bit him.”

Calon looked down at Suki’s corpse and grit his teeth. Springing to his feet, Calon rushed back to the wagon and climbed up.

“Calon?”

“Where is it?” Calon huffed.

“Where’s what?”

Calon was about to answer, when he spotted the bag he was looking for. Ripping it open, he shoved his hand into the bottom until he felt the stone. Pulling it free, he gave it a squeeze.
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“Yes!”
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“Unlock Buff.”
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“Unlock Berserk and Drain.”
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“Upgrade Revive.”
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“Yes.”
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Calon ignored Chrissy, Evie and Clarissa as he boosted his mana and healing skills to match revive. But he left Drain and Berserk alone for the time being.

“Character Sheet.”
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Calon grimaced and nodded to himself. “Ten perks left. Revive Suki Shio.”
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Calon turned in place as the familiar opening portal appeared in the air. A small shadow figure came into view, and Calon sprung forward as Suki leaped into his arms.

“MASTER!”

“Suki!” Calon caught her and held on tight.

“Master, I… I–”

“Shhhh,” Calon soothed her. “I have you back now.”

“It… It hurt, Master.”

Calon squeezed her tightly, before several figures stepped into view. The first was Chrissy who was still sobbing quietly. Evie stood behind her, keys clutched in her hands as she too cried. But it was Clarissa that surprised them both as she pooled into the wagon.

“I’m sorry!” Clarissa sobbed.

Suki had a moment to ‘mreow!’ before Clarissa enveloped her in herself. The slime-girl clung to Calon, while covering most of Suki.

“Clarissa, what?”

“It’s okay,” Clarissa gently rubbed the Neko’s ears. “It’s okay. You’re safe. Mommy’s here now. I’ll give you all the scritches you could ever want.”

Suki’s dazed expression turned to Calon who gave her a small kiss. “We had a talk. But none of that is important right now. We need to get out of here. So Clarissa, if you could let me go?”

The Slime didn’t respond verbally, but her form shifted to release Calon who slipped down onto the ground.

“Calon?”

Calon pulled Chrissy into a firm hug and caught her with a firm kiss. Her claws dug into his back as she kissed him hard. Before a polite cough pulled their distraction.

“While this is a lovely display. And Suki, I am so very sorry I didn’t find you sooner–”

“It’s okay,” Suki mumbled around Clarissa’s form as she petted the Neko incessantly.

“It’s not,” the Nightmare’s eyes flashed dangerously. The entire room chilled by several degrees and Calon shuffled, before Hannah gave herself a shake. “The Sheriff is gathering a lynch mob. I suggest it is time to leave.”

“Fuck,” Calon swore. “What the fuck is with that guy?”

“I bet it’s that church,” Evie sighed.

“Wait, church?” Chrissy asked.

Calon left Evie to the explanations as he went over to fetch the horse. The docile creature was unbothered by the commotion. Between Chrissy, Hannah and Suki, very little fazed the animal and for that Calon was extremely grateful. After a stroke of his nose, Calon brought him around to the front of the wagon. It had thankfully been reversed in, likely by the horse itself.

“Hannah, what happened to the guy?”

“Hmm?” Hannah smiled. “Well, let’s just say, without eyes, tongue, nose, limbs or genitals, when the ice melts, he’ll bleed out.”

Calon nodded, before glancing back at Suki’s corpse lying by the wall. He didn’t know if it was better, or worse that there was still a corpse there. But it set in his mind, that he honestly couldn’t give a fuck about the living hell, her murderer was going through.

“Just leave me,” Suki sighed as she pried herself free of Clarissa’s grip. “You’ll only have to bury me later. Best now to just leave me for someone else to deal with.”

“I will refrain,” Hannah sighed as she directed a smokey limb to open the second barn door. “I… don’t think I would enjoy making a meal out of a friend.”

Suki tilted her head. “I dunno. That might be kinda hot, in a way.”

Calon couldn’t help the snort that escaped his lips as a series of laughs broke out. This entire adventure had gone from bad, to downright terrible. And it felt nice to laugh. But that didn’t change the fact, Suki’s dead body was literally lying in a pool of blood, broken and bruised from the vicious beating she received.

“Alright, everyone get on,” Calon ordered as he stepped back from the horse.

Evie, Suki and Clarissa, got themselves comfortable, while Calon led the horse out by the reins. In the distance, Calon could hear jeering and shouting. It didn’t sound good, whatever was going on, and Hannah vanished into her smokey form as she approached a gate to one side.

“They are hunting the beastkin,” she hissed.

Calon grit his teeth and shook his head. “They probably think if they kill them all, they could blame us, then get rewarded for it.”

“Possible,” Hannah agreed. “You will need to move quickly or you will be surrounded.”

“Great,” Calon sighed as he pulled the horse up in front of the gate. “Who’s got the keys?”

Evie tossed them over to Calon who caught them in one hand. The gate had a large lock on it, and he moved over to examine it.

“Hurry, they’re coming this way,” Hannah hissed.

Calon grunted as he checked the shape of the lock with the keys he had. It was a slightly different design to most and Calon had to check them all individually to be sure which would fit.

“What’s the hold up?” Chrissy asked as she came over to inspect what he was doing.

“Trying to find the key,” Calon grunted.

“Maybe it’s inside?” Suki offered.

“Go check, please?” Calon called over his shoulder.

“Let me,” Chrissy huffed and snatched the keys off him. Calon wanted to snap, but he held back as Chrissy sifted through the keys entirely, before tossing them aside. “It’s none of them.”

“You’re sure?”

“Mhm,” Chrissy nodded. “This is a bigger lock. The key will be a big chunky thing. None of the others will fit, even if they’re the right shape.”

“Fuck,” Calon looked around.

“Calon, someone’s heading for the sheriff’s office!”

Calon rushed over to the back door and spotted Suki rummaging through a set of drawers. “Suki! We have to leave, get out here!”

“What about the key?”

That was a good point. Calon thought for a moment and nodded to himself. “Get on the wagon, now!”

“Yes, Master.”

Suki scampered past and Calon rushed back over to the horse. Taking the reins he was using, Calon pulled them back over to the driver’s seat and gestured at Evie.

“You’re driving.”

“What?”

Calon thrust them in her direction without a word. And despite her confusion, Evie crawled into the seat.

“Calon, what are you–”

“Beserk!”

The feeling was… Intense. All at once, Calon’s form shifted, and he felt his bones and muscles stretching all at once. It would have been painful, if not for the massive hit of adrenalin that pulsed through his core. He felt like he was going to burst and lashed out at the gate in front of him. The wood thumped, and Calon howled in anger, before stepping back. He could hear shouting in the distance and charged for the gate. This time, the impact was enough to bust the latch, if not the lock itself.

With a heavy thump and a cloud of dust, Calon hit the ground and grunted in pain.

“Get up!” Evie shouted.

Calon rolled onto his back. “What?”

But he had rolled enough that there was room for the wagon to pass by. And Evie didn’t waste a moment as she cracked the reins.

“Get them!” Calon turned and spotted that arsehole sheriff. “They’re escaping!”

Calon snarled and hauled himself to his feet, as a smokey blanket puffed out in front of him.

“Calon, honey. You need to follow the wagon.”

“But?”

“Turn around.”

Calon gave her a dumb, look before doing just that. Evie was twisted around in the driver’s seat as Chrissy, Suki and Clarissa waved. Chrissy understanding something the others didn’t, shouted to them, before slipping her hands to the side of her leather shirt and pulling to expose her breasts. Evie, catching on quick did the same, while Suki cupped her petite chest. Clarissa was the last, and she ballooned her breasts out to impossible sizes.

“That’s it. Go get the pretty titties!”

“Ah…” Calon frowned. “Yeah, okay.”

Hannah watched the lumbering brute charge off towards his friends. She just needed to break off any pursuit for the time being. Turning to face the mob, she flared herself out, blocking the fleeing wagon from view.

“FOOLS!” Hannah screamed. “FEAR ME!”

Smoke the colour of ink lashed out towards the townsfolk. They scattered, while the sheriff organised a defence. She felt it when a rock passed through her form. Truth be told, physical damage was still possible. Just vastly reduced. And as old as she was, she had plenty of strength to go around.

“You!” Hannah giggled madly as she turned to face the one getting her attention. Only to freeze as one of the priests rushed towards her.
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* * *



“Calon, turn back!”

“What?” Calon frowned and slowed to look behind him.

“No! Fuck!” Chrissy grabbed his wrist and hauled him onward. “Cancel the fucking skill dickhead!”

Calon blinked, before letting out a laugh as he jogged along with Chrissy beside the wagon. Now he thought about it, things didn’t feel great. Physically, he felt powerful, strong and capable as anything. But his thoughts were sluggish, and as he focussed on his skills, he even stuck his tongue out to the side. But he managed to hold his thoughts properly and close the skill. All at once, his body twisted and Calon fell flat on his face as his legs suddenly shrunk back to normal while his upper torso shrank a little in proportion.

“Ouch! Fuck!” Calon grunted as his arms pulled back in.

“Let’s go!” Chrissy snapped as she pulled him onto her back.

Calon wrapped his arms around her torso, ignoring the softness of her breasts as he hung on. Chrissy burst forward to catch up to the wagon that was slowly heading North out of town. That meant they were heading right into goblin territory.

“Wait, where’s Hannah?”

“She’s back in town.”

Calon twisted around and looked back the way they came. All he could see was darkness. He couldn’t even make out the burning torches of the townsfolk. The only thing that made sense, was Hannah making a big enough scene to let them escape.

“This whole thing is fucked!” Clarissa shouted from the wagon as they caught up. “Did you see those poor furry people?”

Calon’s face dropped as he took in the sight of Clarissa’s pout. “See any survivors?”

“Plenty got away. I’m pretty sure I saw Ches race off with a cart full of stuff.”

Calon reached for the edge of the wagon as Chrissy brought him up alongside. And with a well-timed jump, Calon threw his leg over and caught on the wagon instead.

“Oh, thank fuck for that. You’re heavy!”

“Thanks Chrissy,” Calon called as he climbed up into the wagon. “Do you think-”

A white flash burst into the night sky, illuminating the town. A smokey figure twisted in the light and Calon heard a terrible scream.

“HANNAH!”

“Oh, shit!” Evie yelled as the wagon lurched.

Calon spun back to Evie as she pulled the reins and got them back on the road once more. With a thought for Hannah, Calon rushed to the front of the wagon and took the reins from Evie’s hands. She hugged him firmly as he drove them down the centre of the road. Calon knew they needed to get as much distance between them and Beenleigh as possible. It was still likely that the sheriff could follow with horses of their own. It would be dangerous, but if they pushed through the night, it wouldn’t be impossible for them to catch up.

All Calon could do was keep moving. The coolness of the air would keep the horse moving for a time yet. They hadn’t pushed him all that hard to get into town to begin with. And he had rested all day. That just left the goblins to deal with.

“What do we do now?” Clarissa asked.

Calon grimaced and shook his head.

“That, scary chick. She’s dead isn’t she?”

“Clarissa,” Evie hissed.

Calon turned to look at Evie, when he heard a soft voice. “Sorry. I just… I’m scared.”

“It’s okay to be scared,” Calon nodded to himself. Truth be told, Calon was terrified.

Suki had died, and he had brought her back. Now it was likely that Hannah was dead too. He didn't like to think about it too hard. Not with what he caught her doing. But part of him had thought that she could be part of their group. Evie liked her, and had even alluded to thinking she was sexy. And now she was likely gone.

“Here’s what I’m thinking,” Calon nodded. “We keep going. Push as far as the horse will take us. If the sheriff leaves us alone and we get past the goblins, we head to Burt and tell him what happened.”

“Then what?” Clarissa asked.

“Then,” Calon sighed. “Then we go back, kill some goblins and wait for the magistrate to send their people down.”

“What would that accomplish?”

“Sheriff is going to have a hard time explaining all the dead beastkin. Especially when we roll in and tell whoever’s in charge that the sheriff was the one who killed them.”

“You think the magistrate will believe us?” Evie asked.

Calon shrugged. “It’s that, or we play as bandits for the rest of our lives.”

“Might not be so bad,” Chrissy added. “There’s that rebellion thing up North, remember?”

Calon nodded, “Yeah. that’s an option. But it still means travelling. And I don’t know how hard it would be to get there.”

“Well that sucks,” Suki sighed as she crawled up onto the driver’s seat beside Calon.

He took one look at the Neko and remembered the battered corpse on the floor beside Chrissy. She mewled as he hooked one arm around her waist and pulled her onto his lap.

“Master?”

“Just…” Calon shook his head as her scent filled his nose. “Just stay there. Please?”

“C-can I pet the kitty?”

Calon turned and saw Clarissa with a hopeful smile. He nodded, and the slime-girl settled in and got comfortable. Or at least, what was likely comfortable, despite the fact she was leaning on the edge of the wagon and over the front in order to gently stroke Suki’s ears.

Calon held the reins with one hand, while the other he kept around Suki’s waist, holding her close. Suki accepted the affection with all the dignity of a cuddle slut, as she purred frantically and nuzzled any part of Calon she could reach. And as Evie leaned against his shoulder, Calon took a deep breath.

“We’ll be okay,” he nodded. “We’ll pay the sheriff back. Prove our innocence and make ourselves heroes in the process.”

Chrissy heard his words, and her lips thinned into a line. She lacked his optimism, but appreciated the sentiment. She just wished she could be on the wagon too. Despite her growing affection for her new form, she still regretted the changes. Especially now she finally had people she felt comfortable being around.

“Hey Chrissy,” Calon called as he drove along. “When we stop, you’re sleeping in the middle, so we can all cuddle up against you.”

Chrissy blinked slowly and hid a smile. For the bone-headed, idiot, step-brother of the woman she loved. He certainly had a way to a Royal Griffon’s heart.













Chapter
 Seven












I
 t was the clopping of hooves that had Calon spring out of bed. Wearing only a pair of underwear, he scrambled for his hammer that he left by the door. The frantic action had Evie and Chrissy stirring, while Suki was already at his side. Clarissa, the newest member of the group was the slowest, still just a puddle with a space in the middle large enough for Suki to have slept in.

With a growl, Calon remembered his new abilities as he tore the front of the tent open, and froze as Ches let out a choked laugh.

“Oh, lad am I glad to see you,” she grinned, before breaking down into broken sobs.

Calon looked her over. She was dirty, dishevelled and the cart she was hauling had a few arrows sticking out of it. Familiar looking arrows, that left Calon glancing around for their owners.

“Ches,” Calon approached quickly. “Where are they?”

“Oh?” She trembled before looking over herself.

That’s when Calon saw that a few of those arrows were in her side. The blood was fresh, but sticky. Which told him the majority of the damage was already done.

“Shit,” Evie swore as she saw the state of the centaur.

“Language, young lady,” Ches said in a tone that made it obvious it was a reflex.

Calon moved over to her side and patted the old Centaur’s flank. “This is going to hurt.”

“What are you going to do?” Ches glanced back.

“Heal you,” Calon thinned his lips. “But I need to take the arrows out first.”

Ches let out a pained sigh, before nodding her head. By now, the rest of them had come out. Chrissy, being the tallest, pulled the Centaur into a hug, that was more of a brace. While Evie came around to help Calon. Suki remained behind with Clarissa, watching the action unfold.

“Evie, you get that one, I have this one,” Calon pointed to the two arrows. She had numerous cuts and grazes from other attacks. As well as a nasty-looking bite on her leg. But the arrows were first. “Ready Ches?”

“Ready,” the older woman nodded.

“On three,” Calon called, before glancing at Evie and holding up a single finger. When she nodded, Calon gulped and took a deep breath in. “One!”

They both yanked the arrows out at the same time. Ches shrieked and despite Chrissy’s best efforts, she skittered sideways away from them. But Calon could also see the fresh blood now pouring from the wounds and rushed to help her.

“Heal!” Calon focussed on the first wound. He watched as the flesh closed up around the hole, and a layer of skin formed over the top. He then repeated the spell on the second wound. “Before I do the bite, I’m going to make sure there’s no other conditions going on,” Calon told her.

“Is it going to hurt like before,” Ches winced.

“It shouldn’t,” Calon smiled apologetically.

Chrissy got back into position, and Calon rubbed his hands together. “Healing hands.”

He ran them over her body. He wasn’t really aware of what the skill was doing. But Ches flinched a few times, and let out a gasp as something in her spine popped audibly. The real concern was her leg. As Calon moved down, he felt her skin grow warmer for a moment, before a glob of green puss was ejected from the wound, making everyone flinch.

“Oh, lad,” Ches grunted. “I don’t know what you did. But I feel a decade younger.”

Calon grinned. “Glad I could help. Let me get this leg, and then I’ll cast a few general Heals to close up the scratches.”

A few minutes later, Calon checked his character sheet and saw he had thirty-two mana left. Upgrading Soft Touch and Heal proved to be extremely beneficial. How it would behave with further upgrades, Calon wasn’t sure. But he was looking forward to finding out. When he finally stepped away, Ches was almost prancing in place, before a sudden shift in her expression made her stop.

“You… were in Beenleigh, weren’t you?”

“We were,” Chrissy nodded, before giving the large woman another hug.

“We’re heading to see Burt,” Calon added. “Figured he’s the best one to tell about the sheriff.”

“That…” Ches stamped her hooves. “If I get my hands on him…”

“Do you know what started it?” Evie asked.

“No,” Ches shook her head. “Was a quiet day until you showed up. When the sheriff locked you up, a few of us started asking questions. That made him mad. I went back to the shop after that and by chance, decided to check my emergency supplies.”

Calon looked at the cart she was hauling and nodded in agreement. “What then?”

“Not much more than you already know,” Ches sighed. “I heard it start. A few shouts, some screaming and then the torches came out. I strapped on the cart and raced out of town. Someone came after me, so I broke into the trees to lose them. I passed a few beastkin, then had my run in with some goblins. Now I’m here.”

“We should keep moving then,” Calon frowned. “If the goblins were out last night, we missed them by chance.”

“Aye,” Ches nodded. “I worry not all of us that got away from town are safe.”

“All the more reason to hurry,” Chrissy stepped back.

Calon swore and nodded his head. They broke up, and together, made short work of dismantling the tent. Of all places they had stopped for the night. It was in a rest area like they had originally planned to avoid. The trees were too dense to risk taking an off-road trip in the dark. And nobody was feeling particularly well rested to push through until they reached the farm.

But with Ches at their side, Calon thought it for the best. And the old centaur looked relieved as they climbed aboard the wagon to accompany her. The chatter was quiet as they travelled. Evie and Chrissy introduced Suki and Clarissa to the older woman. And with her hurts taken care of, she took an immediate dim view to the bubbly slime-girl’s constant use of profanity. Ches was still fuming after Clarissa had a rather explosive comment regarding her breasts, and the movement of the wagon, when they rounded a bend.

“Oh…”

Calon pulled on the reins to slow as they approached the scene. It was obvious that something terrible had happened. There was blood everywhere. Fur, signs of a struggle and goblin arrow shafts littered about. Calon kept his eyes on the trees as the horse nickered with nervous energy. He was ready to run at a moment’s notice and Calon felt torn.

“Should we do something?”

“I’m not sure,” Ches answered as she bent to pluck up a patch of fur. “This isn’t from a wolf.”

Calon nodded as Chrissy stepped off the road in the direction of some drag marks.

“There’s footprints,” she called softly. “Not all of them goblins. One of them had shoes.”

Calon frowned and glanced back at Ches, while Suki leaped onto the ground to look for herself.

“I… I don’t.”

“Calon!” Suki called.

He turned back, and saw Suki hold up a child’s doll. It had a splatter of blood on the side. But it looked like a fluffy koala.

“Fuck,” Calon swore. And it must have been the right time for it, because Ches nodded slowly as she met his gaze. “I can’t just leave it.”

“You’re a good man, Calon.”

“I don’t know about that,” Calon shook his head. “But I’m not a piece of shit like the sheriff.”

“My mana is full,” Evie offered.

Calon wanted to agree. But he was concerned. Full or not, if she ran out in the middle of the goblin camp. That could be a death sentence for them all. But she wasn’t the only empowered one. Calon had some skills he could use as well.

“Alright,” Calon nodded. “We need to check this out. I… I can’t leave a kid.”

“What about the wagon?” Clarissa asked. Calon glanced at Ches, and nodded. “Ches can take the horse back to Burt.”

“Aye,” Ches nodded.

“What? We’re walking back from here?”

“It’s not that far,” Chrissy rolled her eyes.

“And we might be bringing back survivors,” Calon added.

“Wouldn’t it make sense to keep the wagon then?” Clarissa pushed.

“Only if it’s safe to leave it to begin with,” Evie shook her head. “We’d end up having to walk, anyway. That horse isn’t enough to haul Chrissy if the rest of us are in the wagon too.”

“Well, fuck me.”

“Language!”

That at least got a chuckle out of the group. With that though, Calon had to agree. There was little they could do to improve things further. With a nod, Calon dropped out of the driver’s seat. And tied the reins onto the back of Ches’s cart. She gave him a careful nod and Calon offered her a smile.

“Tell Burt what happened, and where we are. But don’t come back.”

“You do right by us. There’ll be a lot of witnesses at your trial.”

“You think there’ll be a trial?”

“Most definitely,” Ches nodded. “Once the magistrate hears about a rogue summoner. They’ll come down hard.”

Calon grimaced, thinking of the bigot adventurer he ran into at Ufal’s shop. The last thing he wanted was for the likes of him to come knocking. The asshole was almost as bad as the sheriff.

“Right,” Calon shook his head. “Grab your stuff, then let’s go.”

It only took a moment for them to collect what they needed. Suki took some time to take the collar from her corpse . But otherwise she remained firmly in the buff. Though her fur was long enough to provide ample coverings. Evie, retrieved her dagger and strapped it to her hip, as did Calon, to augment his hammer. The last was Chrissy, who fit the leather strap over her shoulder to hold her spear.

“Those look like Burt’s,” Ches watched.

“He gifted them to us,” Calon palmed the head of his weapon as it swung from his belt. “They do the job.”

“They would. Did he ever tell you what his father was?”

“He did,” Calon nodded. “He told us all about it.”

Whether Ches knew about the Essence, she mentioned nothing further. And after Suki tossed down a couple spare water skins, Ches began her long walk back to Burt.

“Should I have taken my saddlebags?” Chrissy asked.

“No,” Calon shook his head. “We need to move quickly and quietly. That’s why Suki’s in the nude.”

“That and I kinda like it,” Suki twirled.

Calon shook his head and led the way into the tree-line. It was quickly obvious that there were several beings. One was dragged, leaving a clear indicator as their ankles left deep grooves in the dirt. Another wore shoes, and close to their side, was a smaller set of prints with four toes.

Calon watched as Suki compared her prints, but she quickly dismissed them again. “Some kind of canine,” she commented.

Calon had to agree, and together they pushed on. At first they moved slowly, before Calon pointed out the large fire the goblins had lit at the other camps. Goblins also weren’t the quietest bunch. Staying slow and quiet, might risk more lives in the long run. They had explored the idea of riding Chrissy. But Clarissa’s additional weight put Chrissy over her level of comfort. The slime-girl sounded slightly offended by it, until Calon pointed out that they wouldn’t have put three adults on a regular horse, let alone a Griffon.

Rather, the five of them rushed on as quickly as they could. Suki darted off ahead, scouting and scenting the trail. While Chrissy remained behind, watching for threats as they came up. At some point, the person being dragged must have woken up. The easily seen drag marks broke up as they attempted to stager along. At least until Suki pointed out a fresh pool of blood. And the drag marks continued.

“Whoever it was likely struggled,” Evie frowned.

“Hit em over the head, they stop fighting,” Clarissa sighed. “I’m guessing these goblins aren’t the kind to like shiny shit, are they?”

Calon gave her a look as he tried to wonder where her knowledge of references came from. Then he shook his head. “No. Goblins here are the dirty, ugly kind. They also have a weird thing with sex.”

“They’re also super flammable,” Evie smiled darkly.

“Alright psycho,” Clarissa pointed to continue moving.

They pushed on, getting deeper into the forest. As they travelled, Calon couldn’t help but notice a slight change.

“Hey, Evie?”

“Yeah?”

“Remember our first night?”

Evie glanced around, before slowing. “Oh, shit.”

“Yeah,” Calon frowned.

“What’s wrong?” Clarissa asked.

Calon realised Chrissy and Suki had slowed as well. “The day I came here. They captured me. Long story short, I accidentally summoned Evie, and we got away. That first night, we slept in a nest I made, out of the leaves of these conifer trees.”

“Oh shit,” Chrissy frowned. “You don’t think?”

“It might be,” Calon frowned. “We were around Beenleigh when Burt found us. And I do not know how long or what direction we ran when we escaped.”

“So this might be the big camp?”

Calon shuddered as he remembered the cage. Not that the cage itself was overly awful. But what the goblins were doing around the cage.

“Yeah,” he shuddered. “C’mon. We should hurry, things were… not nice. Especially if there’s kids involved.”

He pushed them on and Suki resumed her lead. Though now, she climbed up into the trees themselves, only for Chrissy to make an impatient sound.

“What’s wrong?”

“I could fly!”

Calon wanted to slap himself at the words. “Suki! Climb a tree, see if there’s anything nearby you can see that could help Chrissy take off!”

“Got it!”

She spun and went vertical. Her small form, pumped by adrenalin raced up the side of a nearby tree. When she reached the top. The tree beside her own was taller. Calon’s heart stopped for a moment as the Neko leaped, but unlike the incident in the farmhouse, she had no issues as she scrambled up the second. Calon watched as she climbed out of view, only to pop back down a moment later.

“It looks like there’s a creek bed or something. There’s a gap in the trees.”

“What would that be, the Logan River or something?” Calon asked.

“Probably,” Evie nodded. “Either way, there should be mangroves that’ll cut the trees back.”

“We didn’t cross a river either,” Calon continued. “Which means we’re probably closer than we think.”

“Well, that sounds fucking wonderful,” Chrissy grunted as Suki began leading the way once more.

They diverted to their right. In what Calon could only assume, was slightly further North than their current path. Only this time, it only took a few minutes before they could smell the salt in the air.

“Must be an incoming tide,” Calon nodded.

“Hope it’s not too high,” Evie continued. “Chrissy needs the space.”

“See how we go,” Chrissy nodded. “If we get some height, maybe I can leap out over the water.”

“Which might work,” Calon frowned.

“Or you could get eaten by a fucking bull shark or some shit,” Clarissa droned from the rear.

That killed the discussion for the rest of them. Clarissa was warming up, but she was still blunt and rather abrasive. Luckily for them all, they found the river rather quickly. It was at a bend, and Calon could see a stretch of bank they could use. Chrissy spotted it too and gave them all a look.

“Stay here. I’ll go up, take a look and come back. Then we’ll go from there.”

Calon glanced at the other ladies and nodded in agreement. “Let’s go then.”

They moved down onto the bank and Calon insisted on checking it first. The mud in the river could be thick and sticky. So he walked over it first, finding it was hard packed and crusted over with rocks and oysters. Those wouldn’t be great if you tripped and fell. But it made for ground sturdy at the very least.

Chrissy did the same, walking along to make sure there was nothing that would tear her feet open. And while she wasn’t entirely convinced. She wanted to help more than concern over her paws. So after walking back towards the bush, she opened her wings.

“Good luck!” Evie waved.

Chrissy grinned and charged ahead. Her wings beat as she picked up speed. But she didn’t lift off. She continued charging along the beach, heading towards the water, flapping hard to build speed. Until Calon realised, she was going to hit the water. He went to pull his shirt off, thinking he would have to dive in after her. When Chrissy’s paws gently padded along the surface of the water.

She skipped along, dragging her claws as she beat her wings, before surging up into the sky.

“Holy fucking shit, I thought she was going to crash,” Clarissa gaped.

Calon wanted to agree, but chose to say nothing as Chrissy surged into the air.

“MEAAAAT!”

Three goblins poured out of the trees ahead of them. All pointing up at Chrissy. Calon slapped a hand over Clarissa’s mouth as he pulled her back into the trees. Suki and Evie didn’t need to be told twice, as they pushed back to join him.

The goblins screamed and ranted, one raised a bow and fired as Chrissy turned back. Calon wasn’t sure if she saw where they were hiding, but she didn’t stick around either. Chrissy’s wingbeats whooshed overhead, before she turned once more. Leading the small party of goblins away.

“Get wolves!”

Calon watched one of the larger goblins shove a smaller to the ground. The smaller goblin squeaked in pain. But that just drove the third to swing a small foot into the smallest one’s rump, knocking it over once more.

“We need to take them down,” Calon hissed as he released Clarissa once more. “Then follow the little one.”

“Got it,” Suki nodded as she slunk off.

“I’ll help,” Evie nodded as she moved off as well. “You take Clarissa and follow the little one.”

“Don’t take risks,” Calon growled.

“I should be telling you that,” Evie hissed, before pressing a kiss to his lips. “Be safe.”

“You too.”

She darted off after Suki, while the two goblins screamed obscenities at the sky. The smaller goblin must have been hurt from the treatment as it staggered off into the bush once more.

“Next time you wanna hold my mouth shut like that,” Clarissa hissed. “You better be willing to finish the job.”

Calon blinked, but didn’t have time to process as she started moving on without him. He swore under his breath and hurried to catch up. The screaming goblins were so loud, they didn’t bother being quiet. They just kept out of sight as they followed after the little one. They ran with a limp, as if they twisted their ankle in the fall. And it kept them slow enough and quiet enough Calon had to worry about getting too close. Especially when one of the goblins it left behind screeched as if it was in pain. The small goblin paused and turned, making Calon shove Clarissa behind a bush to see what it did next.
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Calon grinned at the notification and closed it. But with the silence of the forest taking over, the goblin growled softly and started to move again. Calon paid more attention now, following the remaining goblin with ease. Clarissa opted to form a blob once more, rolling along the ground to save the wet slaps of each footstep. Calon wondered if she could benefit from wearing clothes. Just putting her feet into a pair of shoes might make it easier or at least quieter to move about.

For now though, there was little anyone could do as they followed the small goblin. It headed in a rather straight line, and Calon could already smell the smoke from their fires. The sound of beating wings overhead had the goblin diving for cover. Calon spotted Chrissy as she flew overhead, and from the looks of things, she knew at least roughly where they were.

The goblin stayed down for a minute, before he spotted movement. Suki stumbled about a little ahead. It looked as if she were dazed. The goblin coiled up for a moment, before coming to the same realisation. It climbed to its feet, catching Suki’s attention. Calon wanted to rush over, but Clarissa grabbed his arm.

She pointed to a log nearby, where Evie was watching. The goblin would have to pass by on its way to Suki. And it did just that. As it staggered forward, Suki held up her paws, and the goblin giggled madly. Right as Evie leaped over the log, taking it to the ground with the knife planted firmly in its back. It hissed in agony, before she twisted the blade and pulled it free, stabbing one more time in the back of its neck.

It tried once again to scream, but the only sounds it could make was a loud gasping croak. And Evie left it to bleed as Suki appeared at her side, completely fine and unbothered by the situation.

“Come on,” Calon took Clarissa’s hand.

They rushed over, and Evie shot them a grin when she spotted them. “We went around and caught up. Suki led the way.”

“Yup, I can smell the camp from here, so we didn’t need him anymore.”

“Great,” Calon nodded. “Let’s go then. Chrissy’s probably got them spooked already.”

“That’ll keep them occupied at least,” Evie nodded.

They started their march once more. Calon could smell the fires better now. It was sharp, like burning pine, but there was little smoke. Which likely meant they’d been here long enough to dry the wood out properly. And that meant, it was, without a doubt the main camp.

And if Calon had any doubts of that, as they broke through a line of trees. They died at the sight of a familiar-looking lake.

“Oh shit,” Evie frowned.

“Is that it?” Suki asked.

“That’s it,” Calon nodded. “This is where I picked my class and summoned Evie.”

“We should check the lake before we leave,” Evie nodded.

“Agreed,” Calon nodded.

At the very least, there would be some loot. There was the knife he dropped after all. And there might be more to uncover with the time to look around, especially since it looked like the goblins threw the discards from those they captured into the lake. For now, they picked up the inhuman screams of the goblins ahead in the camp and moved on to check things out. Calon knew the gap between the camp and the lake wasn’t far. So they stayed quiet and low to avoid detection.

Not that they likely needed to. The bulk of the goblins were on the far side of the camp where Chrissy was doing lazy loops to keep them distracted.

“Oh shit,” Evie pointed.

Calon looked over and saw a man. He had fur and looked the same colour as a dingo. He was twitching, beside his severed leg that looked like it was being prepped to go on a wooden spit, not a moment before they arrived. Opposite the fire, was a familiar-looking cage, with a woman and child of the same species.

“Fuck, I need to help him. Suki, go with Evie and see if you can get the cage open. Get them somewhere safe, then we’ll work out what to do.”

Before they could argue, Calon slipped into the camp. The goblins were tossing rocks, spears and jostling for a handful of bows, directed at the flying Griffon. If not for their frantic movements, they likely would have gotten a clean shot. But with each bump, any arrow they fired went wide. Calon grinned at their simple-mindedness as he crept closer to the butcher’s table. Only to freeze at the sight of a wolf laying beside it.

The wolf froze just the same as Calon did. They eyed each other for a moment, before Calon went for his weapons. Only the knife came free in time, but he still had the hammer out most of the way when the beast tackled him to the ground. Its jaws clamped over the handle, giving Calon a chance to slam the blade into its neck. The wolf jerked and tried to pull away, but Calon held on. As it twisted, the blade sliced clean out the front of its throat.

Calon was showered in blood as the wolf staggered away in a blind panic. It made to run, only to trip over its feet and fall in a heap.

“Fuck,” Calon spat.

Getting up, he saw the man was lying still and breathing slowly. But he could also see Evie had got the cage open. The mother shot Calon a terrified expression as the little girl reached out towards them. But Evie led them off while Calon turned to the man who was looking worse with every moment.

“Don’t give up yet,” Calon raised his hand. “Heal!”













Chapter
 Eight












C
 alon smiled as the blood halted immediately. Flesh pooled over the stump, before skin formed over the top. Calon had hoped that the leg may regrow. Or perhaps if there were time he could have tried to reattach the leg. But for now, this would have to do. The goblins were still screeching and jostling as they watched Chrissy fly around. The wolf had fallen still and Calon was satisfied it was no longer a threat.

Over by the cage, the mother was holding the child’s mouth to keep them quiet. Evie, Suki and Clarissa were working together to carve out the bars of the cage. From what Calon could remember, they were wood and some kind of cord. Probably dried gut. Teeth, claws and just a fair amount of strength would free anyone. So long as the goblins were distracted long enough.

“Elody.”

Calon turned and noticed the furry man shifting on the table. “Shhh,” he covered the man’s face.

The man, feeling something on his muzzle, bit down hard, making Calon flinch. As a low growl escaped his mouth, Calon pulled free his dagger and pressed it into the man’s throat, until he froze. The man opened his eyes, and they locked on Calon’s before he opened his jaw.

“S-sorry.”

“It’s fine,” Calon grunted as he watched the multiple puncture wounds bleed freely.

“My wife and daughter?”

“We’re getting them,” Calon pulled the knife away.

The man nodded, before glancing down at himself. At the sight of his leg missing, he let out a soft grunt, before shaking his head.
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Calon blinked away the notification after accepting. He looked down at the man. “Toru?”

“Yes?”

Calon nodded, before looking over at Evie and the others. The quest must have come from the mother’s prompting. Which made sense. The mother was literally shoving her daughter through the gap they’d created so far. Likely begging for them to help.

“Where’s my family?”

“We’re getting them,” Calon assured him again.

“Get them out,” he begged. “Please. I’m half a man without a leg. Get them out?”
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Calon accepted this too. Only to flinch at the sound of a terrible scream.

“MEEEAAAAT!!!!”

Without thinking, Calon grabbed Toru and dragged him off the table. Letting him flail and yell would only cause more problems. Here, he could drag him into cover and keep him out of sight. Likely the goblins wouldn’t notice he was gone. At least not straight away. The problem was the sound of a little girl screaming. Calon leaned around as Clarissa enveloped the child, holding her inside her slime-formed chest cavity, as she ran for the lake.

Suki yowled as an arrow nicked her ear, making her dive out of view, while Evie stood tall beside the now screaming mother. She looked like a demonic goddess as she threw her arms out.

“FIREBALL!”

The ball of liquid flames howled over the goblin camp. Before it made it halfway, Evie had thrown a second. The goblins, as stupid as they were. Weren’t dumb enough to stand and watch. They burst in all directions as the two fireballs flew towards them. The first narrowly missed a goblin, crashing into the ground, sending out a wave of liquid fire. The second, clipped a goblin’s staff, bursting it mid-flight.

Those flames washed over a small huddle that had taken cover behind the one with the staff. They screamed in unison. Horrible, pained screams and rushed in all directions. But there were dozens more racing around the camp. They moved like a swarm, running in clusters as they circled the camp. Evie was screaming over and over again, sending out balls of flame in every direction. Every direction except for where Calon was hiding with Toru. And by luck or design, that was the direction the goblins were closing in.

Suki pulled her knives free. The ferocious Neko wasn’t about to back down. Calon’s heart caught in his throat as he tried to work out what to do next. The goblins were going to close in, Evie was burning through mana. Suki, as dangerous as she was, couldn’t stand against a wave.

Chrissy landed amongst the first cluster. The goblins she didn’t crush on impact screamed in terror. In the frantic pace of their swarm, they had all forgotten their first target. Chrissy’s arrival had taken them completely by surprise. She lashed out with her front paws, batting goblins away. It looked like a cat playing with yarn. Only the goblins tumbled head over heels, missing limbs, or torn open, bleeding and howling in pain.

But there was a final surge that they all missed. One that went after Clarissa and the child. They pushed each other around, avoiding as much danger as they could and rushed towards the lake. Calon grimaced and looked down at Toru, who glared right back.

“Go.”

Calon nodded and drew his hammer.
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* * *



Clarissa struggled as she ran. Elody screamed constantly for her parents. But Clarissa knew she couldn’t stop. The goblins were already here. In ones and two’s, she already had to fight them. A wolf lunged out from behind a tree. But Clarissa had been concentrating and was ready. She had pressurised part of her forearm and her fist. And all she had to do was point and relax part of that process. As the wolf opened its mouth, her fist slammed into its head. The jaw shattered under the impact as Elody squealed in terror.

Whether or not the wolf lived, Clarissa didn’t care. She just knew that when it fell in a heap, it didn’t get up again. And she knew that, because her body didn’t react the same way as a human’s did. Any part of her could be anything. Eye’s in the back of her head were a poor substitute for being able to see from literally every angle all at once. She watched as part of the swarm burst over the ridge, heading straight for her.

“Mommy!” Elody cried.

But there was no time to waste. Clarissa had one job, and one job only. Get the girl and run. She didn’t know a lot. Not even where she was going. All she knew, was that she couldn’t stop. She sucked air through her membrane. It was an odd sensation, but it felt normal now. Running helped blow fresh air over her. A soothing sensation that helped her to stay clearheaded.

She could see movement coming from her right and a pair of wolves burst into view. Behind them were two more. That was three too many to deal with in one shot. Turning to her left, the wolves closed in. Without thinking, Clarissa lashed out her arm, catching a nearby tree. As her arms stretched, she pulled hard, hurling herself and her bundled protectee around and launching back to the right again. The sudden change in direction and speed confused the wolves, making them slow as they readjusted.

“We have to save mommy!” Elody struggled once more.

That was the worst part. Every time she did, Clarissa’s body was forced to move. Her hips shifted, making her legs step in weird spots. It meant that Clarissa had to keep her body soft enough to compensate for trips and falls when she stepped wrong. Which also bled the speed she could run.

Her vision flashed as a lucky arrow punched through her face. Clarissa barely felt it, but for just a brief moment, she could see the arrow internally and externally as it passed through where her eye socket would have been. But where there was one, there was more. And while an arrow did almost nothing to her, it could still harm the child hiding inside, or the girl’s exposed head.

Clarissa twisted away once more, rushing further into the trees. The more obstacles she could get between herself and the goblins the better. She split her concentration between looking ahead and behind. Another arrow flashed through the air, but it was off course and Clarissa ignored it as she ran.

Only for a pair of wolves to appear in front of her.

Snatching out her hand once more, Clarissa caught another tree and performed her slingshot manoeuvre once more. Only to find herself facing another wolf. Compressing her forearm, she aimed it at the creature and fired. Only for the wolf to leap to one side, and leap again for her middle.

Clarissa pooled into liquid for a moment, collapsing into the ground as Elody surfed atop her. Before surging back up under the wolf, knocking it high into the air and out of sight. The trick worked well. Except for momentarily slowing her down. Which was all the two original wolves needed to clamp their teeth down on her leg. That, for the first time, caused Clarissa pain. Stabs, slashes, cuts and falls did nothing to a slime-girl. But the feeling of a portion of mass being torn from her hip as her leg vanished into the creature’s mouth. That hurt.

Re-forming a puddle, Clarissa caught the girl as she collapsed to the ground. Before shooting back up into a slightly smaller version of herself with two legs once more. But slightly smaller, meant slightly slower and she could see the three wolves closing much faster than they had before.

So it came as a complete shock, when the bushes beside her exploded and a wolf yelped, as a hammer slammed down on its spine.
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* * *



“FUCKING WOLVES!”

Calon threw out a kick, that barely struck the second wolf as it darted away. Calon was seeing red. Clarissa, HIS Clarissa had screamed in pain and set him off. The berserk flowed through his body, reducing him down to instinct. And that instinct was to protect what was his at all costs. The wolf that narrowly avoided his boot, lunged, catching Calon in the crook of his arm. As its teeth bit into his flesh, Calon closed his arm, jerking violently as a bone shattering pop left the wolf hanging limply in place.

An arrow slammed into his side, snatching his attention back to the present. A goblin atop another wolf was holding a bow as it directed more goblins forward. Calon roared with anger and rushed towards it, trampling a wolf that froze in shock at the sudden move. Clarissa watched on in awe as Calon ploughed through the streaming goblins. They were bunched together as a swarm and didn’t have the dexterity to break apart cleanly. So when Calon stormed through the middle of them, they tried to fight through.

Calon swept the first row aside with a brutal swing of his hammer. The second were lucky to miss the hammer. But fell to his boots as Calon continued onwards despite the green wave in his way. Calon paid them little mind, even as they took small chunks out of him on his way past. A stab here, a cut there. All superficial considering his enhanced bulk.

Calon was completely enraged. Charging through, he saw only the little green bastards that wanted to hurt what was his. And he tore them apart. His hammer flashed with each swing. Their limbs shattered, and their bodies tumbled. Ahead he could see the little fucker on the wolf, pulling back the bow. Calon didn’t flinch as the arrow shot across the gap between them. But when it struck him in the shoulder, Calon wound back and hurled the hammer with all his might.

The goblin’s eyes went wide, right before the head impacted the goblin’s torso. The wolf jerked back at the sudden loss of weight. Calon heaved a sigh of frustration, before noticing the other goblins. One threw itself onto his leg, burying it’s tiny stone dagger into his thigh. Another leaped onto his front and clawed his chest. Calon grabbed the first and threw it aside as the rest of the goblins surged into action. Even the wolf closed in, wanting a piece.

Calon was trapped, tearing the goblins off one by one. But when one vanished with a pained scream and a wet thud. Two more leaped into the fray. He could feel a pair of them climbing his back and Calon threw himself to the ground. Rolling, he tried to crush them or knock them free. But that just brought his face down low enough the wolf decided to get in on the action. It leaped onto him, reaching for Calon’s throat. He stuffed a hand into the creature’s mouth and it bit down, shaking its head from side to side.

“FIREBALL!”

Calon felt the flames wash over him. His skin seared where they touched. But the effect it had on the goblins was far worse. Their bodies, pressed close, went up like a bonfire. The wolf, trapped in the middle howled as its fur ignited. Calon threw the creature aside and rolled clear of the flames, even as the goblins raced, burning, in all directions.

The cacophony left him dazed and confused. Which was no surprise for the berserk ridden giant running at half-intelligence. So, like the goblins running around he was left reeling in confusion too. At least until Evie rushed to his side.

“CHANGE BACK!”

“Evie,” Calon smiled.

“Calon you stupid fucking moron! Change back!”

Calon blinked, then looked at his hands. Those hands that were large enough to cup Evie’s entire head and…

Calon cancelled the power and felt his body retract. All at once, he regretted it. Whenever he was under the power of berserk, he couldn’t feel a thing. Now though, now he was left gasping as the dozens of shallow wounds added up to a whole lot of bleeding. Bites, scratches, stabs and hell, even the two arrows in him, all added up to Calon vomiting to one side. Everything hurt and when he tried to pat himself down, one of his hands wasn’t working properly.

“Oh shit, ohshitohshitohshit!” Evie hunched over him. “Calon, Calon listen to me.:”

Calon groaned and rolled back to see Evie’s tear-stained face. She had blood on her hands, and it took him a moment to realise it wasn’t hers.

“Evie.”

“You need to heal,” she shook her head. “Heal yourself. Please?”

Calon grunted and slapped a hand to his chest. He didn’t concentrate on anything in general. He just uttered the single word, “Heal.”

The pulse of warmth that flowed through his body made him gasp in shock. His hurts pushed away and his thoughts gained some traction. Suddenly, he could think clearly enough that what he could feel was extremely worrisome. Calon groaned as Evie shifted him. His arm moved, grinding the arrows in him. Both his ribs and his shoulder ached horribly from them.

“Heal.”


Not enough mana


Calon blinked at the message. And closed his eyes. “Fuck.”

“What’s wrong?” Evie cupped his face. “Calon–”

“Mana,” Calon opened his eyes again. “I’m out of mana.”

“What do we do now then?” Clarissa asked.

Calon twisted his head and looked at the slime-girl. She was holding Elody by the hand. The young girl looked terrified, but comforted by Clarissa’s presence.

“Take her and find her parents. Go to Burt’s.”

“What?” Clarissa laughed. “And just leave you?”

“Yes,” Calon nodded.

“He’s right,” Evie squeezed his hand. “Go find Chrissy and Suki.”

“Seriously?”

“Yes!” Evie snapped. “Fuck…”

Clarissa frowned, before looking down at Elody, who let out a loud whimper. She had locked eyes with her mother, Arna. She stood beside Chrissy, who was being assisted by Suki to hold Toru upright as he rode her like a horse. They were none the worse for wear, though Suki had a cut on her forearm. Calon was relieved to see them all safe.

“Elody!” Arna yelped.

Elody pulled free of Clarissa and rushed up the slope towards her mother. As her mother ran down to meet her. The two connected in the middle with Arna almost taking them both to the ground, before she twirled the girl around with joy.

“It’s not safe yet,” Calon told the slime-girl. “You need to take them and go.”

“Fuck, then you need to come too!” Clarissa whined.

Calon shook his head. “Can’t. Chrissy would need to carry me.”

“We can… we can drag you. Or… Fuck, make a stretcher and carry you?”

“How long will that take?” Evie asked. “We don’t have tools, or fabric, ropes. It’s all in the wagon heading to Burt’s farm.”

“BURT!” Clarissa smiled. “He could help!” Calon and Evie stared at her for a moment, before she frowned. “Oh, fuck you guys.”

“There she goes,” Evie giggled softly, before turning back to Calon. “Got another one in you yet?”

“Character Sheet.”
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“Three,” Calon sighed. “Need five for the next heal.”

Evie nodded and turned to Clarissa, “Go. One more heal and I can move him.”

“You guys fucking suck,” Clarissa huffed as she stormed over to Chrissy who was gently bringing Toru down to the mother and daughter. They turned together to greet him.

Clarissa stormed over, and from their body language, none of them were happy with what she said. Chrissy gave a glare that in a different world likely would have killed Calon. While Suki sprung towards them on all fours. She darted over and skidded to a halt.

“I’m staying.”

“Suki–”

“I’m fucking staying!” She snarled so ferociously she hissed at the end and her hackles stood up.

Calon blinked, before looking back at Chrissy. Clarissa was busy holding Toru upright while Arna held her daughter’s hand. He glanced at Evie and saw the soft smile she was barely holding back.

“Alright,” Calon sighed. “Go tell the others goodbye.”

She burst into motion, tearing back over to Chrissy, who let out a growl loud enough that Elody shifted behind her mother to hide.

“If anything happens!” She snarled. “I’ll never forgive, EITHER of you!”

Calon nodded slowly, as Evie blew her a kiss. But she didn’t approach. She was the tough one. And right now they had an audience. Instead, Chrissy, with Clarissa supporting Toru, led Arna and Elody off into the woods. If it were anyone else, Calon would be worried. But the Griffon had literally been flying around for a while acting as scout and distraction. If anyone knew where to go, it was her.

It was a long and painful fifteen minutes before Calon was able to cast heal on himself once more. This time was worse though. The first heal stabilised his wounds. But the second had to be cast after the arrows were taken out first. Suki wrapped herself around Calon’s neck and face. She hugged him as tightly as she could, while Evie got into position. She placed a boot on his side, before grabbing the first arrow. And gave no countdown before viciously yanking it free.

Calon was reeling from the first, when she grabbed the second. He only just refrained from pulling a lump of Suki’s fur out. She bit his nose to distract him and bring his attention back into focus. He had a spell to cast. When the second heal flushed the pain from his body, Calon finally climbed to his feet.

“Easy now,” Evie held his hand.

“Take it slow, master.”

Calon nodded. His muscles didn’t want to work. The skin had knit, but the damage was still there. Not that anything was particularly wrong. Just numerous contusions, torn ligaments and regeneration of organs, that his ability to heal was stretched thin.

“Come on,” Evie coaxed him as she took his weight. “We need to get you somewhere a little more comfortable.”

Between the three of them, Calon hobbled away from the lake, and further into the trees. There was always the chance some goblins had escaped. Or were still around. Hell, if some had gone out to hunt, there may be a few with some wolves in tow making their way back. And while that wasn’t the worst thing that could happen. Taken by surprise could lead to more injuries. They pushed further into the trees. It was enough to keep an ear out on what was happening in the goblin camp, without remaining so close a goblin would stumble onto them if they went on a quick walk. And only then, when Evie was satisfied it was safe to do so, did Calon finally lay down to rest.

It would be hours until somebody returned. So Calon did his best to lie still and keep calm. He checked his character sheet often, but when he noticed it hadn’t changed in a while, he realised that there was no use to doing so. And rather than worry about it, he closed his eyes.

As Calon slept, Evie and Suki took turns watching over him, and checking out the camp. They stayed close to the edge. Which was a good thing, as Suki discovered a survivor creeping back into the camp on her first rotation and quietly took it down.

When she returned, Evie left, which brought Suki’s attention to her master. Her master, who looked like he was enjoying whatever he was dreaming about.



[image: ]




* * *



Calon’s thoughts flicked from image to image. Sensations built around him. First it was Evie, and the way she deliciously sucked his cock. Then her face was replaced with Chrissy. Firm, fierce Chrissy, who blushed, even as she purred down his length. Those sensations vanished, to be replaced by the twisting, firm, pulling that was Clarissa, jerking him awkwardly in the cell. It was nice, but… Calon grew quickly frustrated.

“Like this,” Calon grunted.

He reached out and took hold of her. Her warmth sank through his fingers as he closed his hand to make sure he had a firm grip. Her slime form would shift too easily if he wasn’t careful.

“Long strokes,” he grunted as he guided her down with one hand.

“MROOOOOW!”

Calon flinched and opened his eyes. His dream shattered into a million pieces as he stared at Suki’s pained expression. She must have climbed atop him as he slept and he had just rudely yanked her down onto his cock.

“Fuck!” Calon released her shoulder. “Heal!”

Suki gasped as the power flowed through her. Her body trembled, shamefully stimulating Calon’s cock. Her claw’s extended, sinking into the sides of Calon’s hips. And she started pulling herself down.

“Suki?”

“Good!” She squeaked.

“What?”

“Healed!” She gasped as she pulled herself lower.

“Suki!”

Calon looked over as Evie burst out of the tree-line. She skidded to a halt, seeing Suki atop Calon and glared. “He’s supposed to be resting!”

“Look.”

Calon turned back to Suki, as Evie frowned. The Neko leaned back slightly and opened her legs.

“Healed me,” she trembled as she sank her ass lower onto Calon’s cock. “Healed me to fit him.”

“Dammit Suki,” Evie slapped her forehead.

“Suki, this is hurting you,” Calon tried.

Suki shook her head. “No, healed.”

“Calon ignore the slut for a moment and heal yourself again!”

Calon flinched at Evie’s tone, but did as she asked. He managed two more pulses of heal into his own body. Each making him feel more and more like himself. Until he felt strong enough to sit up and admire the Neko who was making small noises.

“Suki?”

“It’s not enough,” she whimpered.

“What’s wrong?” Evie asked.

Suki shook her head. “It’s not enough. I thought it would be.”

Calon grunted as she rocked. His cock was buried to the hilt. Suki’s ass was like a perfect cock sleeve, designed only half a size too small.

“Calon, turn her around,” Evie sighed. Without a response, he did just that. Evie moved over and kneeled down in front of them. “Wow, you’re really in there, huh?”

“It’s not enough.”

“No,” Evie shook her head. “Some girls cum from anal, others still need something extra.” She glanced up at Calon. “Do you mind giving your furry fleshlight what she wants?”

Calon grinned and laid back down on the ground. From that position, he could hold Suki’s hips and gently thrust up into her ass. The Neko mewled softly, clearly enjoying the sensation. But it was Evie’s that set her off.

Leaning over them both, she ran a series of kisses up the inside of Suki’s thighs. Suki’s labia were already spread, purely from the size of Calon’s cock, thrusting up into her ass. So it was easy for Evie to lean in and gently lick the Neko’s clit.

“Ah!” Suki squeaked. “Master!”

“You are just so sensitive,” Evie giggled.

“MASTER!”

Calon groaned as he felt what Evie was doing to her. Not only was she lapping gently at Suki’s clit. But he could feel a pair of Evie’s fingers, sliding up into Suki’s pussy. She was delirious with pleasure. Calon’s cock in her ass brought her to the edge of an orgasm. Evie’s fingers worked to drive her over. But Evie’s lips closed over her clit, only to draw back, suckling firmly. If not for Calon covering her mouth, she would have brought every goblin in South East Queensland, running to their exact location with her screams.

And she loved every moment of it.
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“So go over your skills again,” Evie frowned.

“Heal, revive and soft touch are at level two,” Calon confirmed as he looked over the stats. “Buff, Berserk and Drain are level one.”

“Drain, what does that do exactly?”

“Exact words are, Killing replenishes mana instantly. This is a passive skill and is active at all times.”

Evie frowned, “So how did you run out of mana if your Berserk skill only uses fifteen?”

Calon looked over the stats again. “Oh… It uses fifteen mana every minute of use.”

Evie grimaced, “Seriously? That’s so dumb.”

“Well, I mean… It’s not like I go crazy like a certain Succubus when I run out of mana.”

“No,” she grumped. “And you need to fix that. I’m low and I feel it like an itch.” She sighed. “The problem is trying to get you to turn back into yourself. I don’t know how much intelligence you have on a regular day, but you running at half intelligence is like yelling at a big sexy doorknob.”

“Ouch…”

“No, ouch is what you did to those goblins and wolves. Berserk is a serious skill. Especially combined with Drain. But if you run out of targets you stand there like the big dumb idiot, you are and that’s bad.”

“Good thing I had you and the others nearby then,” Calon laughed.

“It’s not funny!” Evie snapped. “YOU NEARLY DIED BECAUSE YOU BURNED UP ALL YOUR MANA STARING AT CORPSES AND COULDN’T HEAL YOURSELF!”

Calon shrank back as tears rolled down her cheeks. “Evie… I–”

“Can you understand, even for a moment what it means to be here, right now?”

Calon frowned. “What do you mean?”

“I mean… I’m sure that the real me is out there somewhere with Chrissy. I’m sure I’m happy. But in that world, you’re dead, Calon. Dead. There’s only one place where you’re alive. One place where I can hug you. One place where I can tease you, make fun of you and dream of the future with you. And in that place, I have Chrissy too. And for fuck’s sake she loves you as much as I do. So don’t you DARE pretend like what we have here isn’t the greatest fucking thing that ever happened.”

“You don’t think it’s weird to be boning your stepbrother?” Calon frowned.

“I’m a fucking Succubus Calon… We’re not even the same species anymore.”

“Tell me about it,” Suki chimed in.

They turned and looked at the Neko as she strolled over to join them.

“Sorry–”

“Don’t apologise,” Evie exclaimed.

Suki shook her head. “She’s right, Master. You think a woman like Chrissy goes through life with as many friends as she has right now?”

Calon frowned. Come to think of it, he’d never seen her hanging with anyone else. She was a bit of a loner. Was that because of her personality, or did the two share an origin? Not that it mattered. Even without the sex, she was a valued member of their group now.

“I’ve already told you about me,” Suki continued. “I’m sure I’ll be fine wherever it is that I end up in the old world. But I’m happy here. Truly happy.”

“What about Clarissa?” Calon asked.

“That girl has fucking issues,” Evie sighed.

Calon gave her a look, but noticed Suki nodding. “Her biggest complaint coming here was her cat and her teddy. She didn’t even care about her boyfriend or whatever. And when you did fuck her, she had barely more experience than a virgin.”

“That–”

“Having some guy lay on top of you for a few minutes isn’t sex,” Evie rolled her eyes. “I mean, it might have been for him. But for her, it was an exercise that kept a guy around. She’d likely have popped out three kids before she finished college and raised them in whatever home he would have provided her with while he cheated on her with her best friend.”

“Harsh,” Calon chuckled.

“Maybe. But the fact remains. Do you think she’d rather be a broodmare back home, or running around here with us?”

“I mean–”

“She rescued Elody,” Suki pointed out. “She sucked that little girl into herself and ran. They really wanted her, she wasn't even thinking about it. If she was the selfish bitch she made herself out to be, she’d have dumped the kid and left.”

“So what?” Calon snorted. “Bringing you all here is letting you get a second chance at life?”

“Now he’s getting it,” Evie snorted. “Welcome to the dark side, Calon. We have cookies.”

“Coochies more like,” Suki giggled, earning a pat on the head from the Succubus.

Calon sighed and nodded slowly. “Right, so… careful with how often I use berserk then?’

“That’s right,” Evie nodded.

“You’ve already proven you can bring us back if something happens,” Suki agreed.

Calon didn’t see it like that though. He shot a glare at the Neko and growled. “Get over here. Now!”

She scurried over to him and Calon dragged her into his lap. She purred happily as Calon held her close. He still thought about seeing her crumpled form in the barn. That horrible ache that something had happened to her. And while she still seemed the same, happy little kitty she was before. Calon knew that deep down, she wasn’t the same as she was. Not in the sense that he hadn’t brought her back. But in the sense that nobody walks away from trauma so casually.

With Calon clutching his prize, Evie made a loop of the camp once more. They kept scouting it over and over again. No more goblins had shown up. Unless there was another camp out there, Calon thought it wasn’t likely they would do so. But with the completion message, Calon felt confident they could let down their guard. At least a little bit.

So, with the notification, and Calon’s health back up to full capacity, it was about time for them to explore the area. Calon couldn’t forget that he found a summoning stone in the lake. It would be handy for Clarissa to come back. She was likely the only one who could explore the lake. Slimes were fine in water from memory and that likely proved true here.

“I love you.”

Calon smiled and gave Suki a small squeeze, before loosening his grip so she could stand on her own two feet… paws… whatever.

“I love you too,” Calon smiled. “You, Chrissy and Evie.”

“Not Clarissa?”

“I think under all her bullshit, she’ll be easy to love,” Calon shrugged. “Right now, there’s too many issues wrapped up in her head.”

Suki giggled. “Don’t leave a girl hanging.”

Calon shrugged and stood up. His position on the ground wasn’t great. But it had plenty of cover and kept the sun off him. Suki led the way, being more familiar with the terrain. Calon hadn’t moved around much since he was injured. And even while mostly recovered, the ladies had pushed him to rest. But they hadn’t gone all that far before popping out of the tree-line.

Up ahead was the lake. And Evie was currently walking along its bank towards them. The Succubus beamed a smile and Calon couldn’t resist shooting one back. Had this not been a goblin camp, it would have been a lovely spot. The lake was beautiful. It even looked clean, despite the smell of the goblin camp just over the ridge.

“Finally,” Evie smiled. “I was wondering when you’d decide to get up.”

“Last I heard, the two of you were forcing me to–”
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“Sorry,” Calon blinked. “I think Chrissy and Clarissa just got to Burt’s farm.”

“Great timing,” Evie nodded. “Let’s take a look at everything then. See what we can carry out of this place.”

The three of them nodded and headed for the camp. Calon beelined for the cages. He knew about the knife he found in the dirt beneath it. There was likely more to find if he looked hard enough. Strolling over, he could see Suki digging through the kitchen area. That was another place likely to yield results. If they were butchering people. Anything they hid on themselves was likely to be dumped over there.

Evie though. She had the unfortunate job of checking in their tents or… whatever you wanted to call a pile of sticks with animal and… probably human skins thrown over the top. It was dirty, disgusting work, but it needed to be done. The little bastards liked trinkets, so it made sense to check what they brought home.

Calon pushed those thoughts from his mind. This wasn’t a nice place. And it would be best to burn whatever was left at the end. Give nature a chance to heal this scar. With a shake of his head, Calon drew his hammer. It was still dirty and scuffed from the killing he had done. But it was whole and solid. It was nice to know the weapon would survive even his berserk form. Not that he needed it now.

It was somewhat cathartic as Calon smashed the cages to pieces. He started with the one he was kept in. Bit by bit he broke it down before dragging the pieces off to one side where he recalled they had been rutting. If there was something buried in the grass, Calon didn’t want it. Piece by piece, the cages came apart, until Calon was left with uneven dirt. He thought about walking over it, but decided against it. There was who knows what in the loose dirt. Instead, he looked over the pieces of broken cage until he found one that vaguely resembled a rake.

It was just a shattered piece of a corner where one of the vertical pieces was still whole. Several branching bits came off the top and Calon nodded. Bringing it over to the patch, he raked it over the earth, scraping away the top layer. Immediately he was rewarded by the glint of metal and he got to work.

Coins, jewellery even a few gemstones. Calon bundled them up and slipped them into his coin pouch. When he realised he was holding wedding rings, a part of him felt sad. But if they were here. It wasn’t likely there was someone waiting to get it back. So Calon pushed those thoughts aside and continued raking. Pushing below the top layer, he made the effort to dig a bit. And was immediately rewarded with another knife. It wasn’t the basic one that he had found on his first time to this place. But it was sheathed in black leather.

When Calon pried it out of the ground, the sheath disintegrated, showing a gleaming red blade,


[image: ]




“Oh.”

Calon could swear he felt a certain level of malevolence on the blade. It wasn’t like how Hannah made his hair stand on end. She was dangerous, but he didn’t think necessarily evil. She was a predator, no different to a lion. This… this was contained, unbiased malice. It felt like it wanted to be used, but at the same time Calon found himself completely repulsed by it. Like it wanted to harm him, rather than have him harm others.

He dropped it on the ground and looked for something to pick it up with. And the only thing he could think of was a loincloth from a goblin that had been clobbered to death. It was only slightly bloody, but the poorly tanned leather was still rank to smell. Calon used it to carefully pick up the knife and wrapped it tightly.

“What’s that?”

Calon glanced up at Evie, who was holding a handful of gems and a sword too large for the average person to hold in one hand.

“Class item,” Calon frowned. “Something nasty called a sacrificial dagger.”

“Sounds nasty,” Evie agreed. “I’m finding good stuff. Where should we put it?”

“Table works!”

Calon glanced over at Suki. She did indeed have a pile of things on the table where Toru had been partially butchered. It… Well it wasn’t so much of a deal breaker. Toru’s leg had been tossed aside so nobody had to look at it. And now it was just a blood stained table. So Calon shrugged and carried over the bundle while Evie dragged the sword.

“You need help with that?”

“Nah, I got it,” she shrugged. “Think it’s a claymore or something.”

“Kinda worrisome that someone lost a claymore out here,” Calon admitted as he dropped the bundle on the table.

Suki’s stash so far was a few knives, some coins and gems like the rest of them had found. It was interesting seeing how much wealth they had found. When Evie arrived, Calon took the sword and lifted it onto the table himself. No fancy pop-ups came from it, so it was just a sword. And when he drew the blade, it was dirty, but there was no rust he could tell.

“Probably traders,” Calon frowned. “Someone big enough to swing this around would have killed a lot of them before he went down.”

“Maybe they did,” Evie frowned. “This camp looks big enough that they’ve been here a while. Likely years.”

“That’s a possibility,” Calon frowned. “Not that it matters much anymore.”

“There were still a lot of traders though,” Suki pointed out at the pile of coins. “People aren’t exactly well off around here. There’s not just coins there, but gems. And I can’t think of anyone else carrying much wealth.”

“I mean, they were hunting beastkin for the most part, they’d have slipped under the radar for a while. If they mostly left the traders alone as well, they could have operated for a while like this. Or maybe they’re even partially responsible for the rebellion up north?”

“Too much speculation,” Suki waved Evie off. “You could be right. But that changes nothing.”

“Unless the goblins were sent here on someone’s orders.”

That made Calon pause. He glanced around and his eyes lingered on where the cages were. There was a child in there a day earlier. The idea that the goblins could have been under orders pissed him off.

“We’ll look into it,” he grunted. “Lets just… find as much loot as we can.”

“We’ll have to carry it out,” Evie pointed out.

“Travois will make it easier,” Calon offered as he made his way back to the cages.

He dug for a while longer, finding a few more coins and a necklace. Evie continued to pull loot out of the tents. More knives, another sword, gems, coins and jewellery. The goblins had no use for currency, and spending it in human towns wasn’t something they’d have been welcome doing. So they held onto it like decorations. Considering their weird little sex ritual, Calon tried not to think about it too much. He didn’t need those memories cropping up every time he paid for something. So instead, he started sorting through the loot as it came up.

Most of the gems they found were small. Likely parts of jewellery that had broken. But there were a few larger ones that Calon hoped would fetch a decent price whenever they got somewhere they could actually sell them. In the next pile, Calon sorted the coins. To his surprise, bronze appeared to be the lowest value. Not that copper products didn’t exist. There was plenty of copper jewellery they had found.

Calon stacked up the piles and couldn’t help but whistle at the quantity of coinage they had produced. With most people dealing in bronze, it was surprising to see gold at all. But having a stack of a dozen was a surprise. Silver was almost twice that, and the rest were bronze coins that Calon didn’t bother counting. He decided most of it was going to go to Evie. She was better with that kind of thing than he was. And he wasn’t about to pretend otherwise.

The knives he lined up depending on how they looked. If it was a kitchen implement it went into a pile. But if it was sheathed, curved, jewel encrusted or so on, Calon made a point to set them out until he had a fair amount of options.

The claymore, along with what Calon could only assume was a broadsword, he left on the table together. There was no classifying those kinds of weapons. Nor could anyone he knew benefit from having them. To Calon’s surprise, came a series of smaller weapons too. The goblin bows were just bent sticks with feathers and shit (literally shit) stuck to them. But there were a few hunting bows they’d sourced from somewhere as well. With them were arrows in neat bundles. Most of them, like the bows, were handmade and kinda crap. But there were some professional ones in the bunch and Calon made sure to dig those out.

They would be useless for Chrissy’s crossbow. But a few ranged weapons stored on the wagon would help out in cases like when they escaped Beenleigh. And pretty soon, less interesting things appeared. A shovel, a pair of picks that had the handles gnawed down for small hands. Bundles, upon bundles of rope. Some of it in very good condition like they’d found it recently.

Calon was going through the various thicknesses, when Evie plucked a rather thin set from the pile. He gave her only a cursory glance as she carried it off towards the lake and went back to what he was doing. Calon just figured she’d found something and was bundling it up. So it surprised him when Suki began to pur and bat his elbow with her head.

“What?” Calon laughed.

“There’s a surprise for you.”

“Oh?” Calon laughed and stood.

Suki, rather than lead him on, climbed up his side, settling herself in his arms. “That way,” she gestured.

It wasn’t quite towards the lake, but it was over the ridge. Calon followed the directions and made his way over. Suki clung to him, keeping his arms busy, but not overly burdened at the same time. Calon spotted some water that had come from the lake and a series of footprints leading off. He grinned, thinking about whatever was planned. If Evie had bathed, that meant it was going to be good.

But that made him pause. “I should wash.”

Suki opened her mouth, then closed it again. “Actually, yeah…”

Calon nodded and placed her on the ground, before stripping off. Suki gave him a look, before darting off into the trees. Calon waded out into the water. Scooping the sand off the bottom, he used the coarse material to get into all the cracks. He felt grimy after being out in the woods. It wasn’t pleasant to not have access to clean water all the time. And the little they did, they needed for drinking.

“Master!”

Calon spun and saw Suki bolting out of the tree-line. Calon rushed for the bank to collect his weapon, only to freeze as Evie charged out of the trees. Her eyes were glowing red, and her tail flicked around viciously. The moment she spotted Calon, their eyes met, and he realised what she had done.

But there was a point in his favour. Around her shoulders and waist, was a rope. And both her arms were behind her back. She snarled viciously and charged straight for him. Calon felt like he was being charged by a bull. She didn’t slow for a moment as she closed in and Calon did the only thing he could and spun out of the way. Evie, in her headlong rush, crashed into the water and fell on her face.

For a moment Calon was relieved. But then he remembered her arms were bound. He rushed after her as she thrashed in the water. Calon had to wonder if her symptoms were similar to how he lost intelligence points when using Berserk. Evie thrashed in the lake, even as Calon took hold of her shoulders. When he pulled her out, Evie twisted and lunged, shoving him down into the water. Her body thrashed atop his and he felt a sharp stab in his side from her tail.

He took hold of the vicious appendage and pulled it free. And then he had an idea. Pulling hard, Evie fell to one side, letting Calon climb to his feet. Evie was trying as well in the shallow water. But he didn’t give her a chance. Pulling her tail, he dragged her to one side, preventing her from being able to get up. And like reeling in a lassoed animal, Calon brought her in. Dragging her ass first towards himself, Calon pressed his foot to the back of her knee and pulled her up into a kneeling position.

Of all things, she twisted her head around and attempted to bite him. Calon pulled back, loosening his grip on her tail for a moment. It whipped dangerously, and Calon reversed his momentum and shoved her forward into the water once more. That let him pin her tail again, and once under control, Calon shoved his elbow around her neck and pulled her from the water again.

“Ahhhh!”

“Evie! I don’t know if you’re going to remember this. But please forgive me!”

Slipping his hand down her tail slightly, Calon got a good grip, and reached around her front. Evie was pinned on her knees, with his arm around her neck. And with her legs spread for balance, Calon swung the end of her tail around, letting the tip smack hard against her crotch.

“AH!” She gasped.

Calon struck her again, before she started struggling. The harder she fought, the tighter Calon gripped her until she fell still.

“Evie?” Her only reply was an angry hiss. “Alright. The only way you’re going to get my dick, is if you beg me for it.”

“Fuck you!”

Calon responded with another swat to her crotch. He felt the way her hips buckled, and he pulled hard on her neck, forcing her crotch back out again.

“I know this isn’t you,” Calon started as he gently tapped her tail against her breasts. “I know you like the other way.”

“Gaaaah!”

Calon shook his head and gently rubbed her clit with the end of her tail. Near her own erogenous zone, she pulled the barb away, and Calon smiled.

“Doesn’t that feel nice?”

“Gonna. Fuck. YOU!”

Calon frowned and slapped her crotch twice more, making her jerk both times.

“I’ll fuck you,” Calon promised. “Just show me those pretty pink eyes.”

She hissed again, before her wings burst from her shoulders. Beating them hard, the two of them fell back into the lake. Evie twisted and Calon lost control of her tail. The barb came back out as she threw herself onto him. Calon grabbed her, and without her arms for stability, he shoved his hips up. That thrust his cock against her soaked pussy, which made her pause. But it also gave him leverage and tipped her over.

Pinning her down, her head was partially underwater. Her mouth and nose were high and clear. But Evie was forced to keep her eyes closed, though he could see that familiar red glow. She kicked hard and Calon shifted his legs to lean on her thighs, forcing them open as they sank into the soft mud.

“Submit,” Calon crooned softly.

Her tail must have been stuck in the mud, because she trembled in rage as Calon gently rubbed her clit. Her body thrummed with the sensation, but she snarled and snapped her teeth together. Calon, perched as he was, and Evie bound and stuck, couldn’t get him off.

“I won’t reward this behaviour,” Calon lightly kissed her cheek. “All you need to do, is turn into my little submissive Succubus, and I’ll even let you choose which hole I stick your tail, while I fuck the other one.”

“Really?”

Calon blinked at the response. Her eyes were still glowing, and while there was a lot of red. It wasn’t all consuming. It was a lighter shade, and Calon hoped that this was the right call.

“No. Your tail is stuck in the mud. So I’m just going to pick and choose how I’m going to fuck you and you’ll just cum your brains out and beg for more.”

“Nooo,” Evie crooned. “No, please? I want both at the same time! I’ll be good!”

“You will?” Calon smiled as the pink light finally took over.


[image: ]




“Oh wow,” Calon grinned. “I can make this permanent.”

“Permanent?” Evie whined as she thrust her hips up into Calon’s hand.

“Mhm,” he pulled it away and fed her a taste of herself. “One perk, and you’ll do this every time you run out of mana.”

“Do it!” Evie squealed! “Please?!”

“Accepted.”


[image: ]




Evie gasped, and Calon felt a warm jet of fluid soak his balls as she came violently. Releasing her neck, Calon pulled Evie from the water and froze at the sight of Tony and two other men staring with their mouths open. Suki stood beside them, looking like she was trying not to burst into laughter.

“Please master,” Evie begged loudly. “I’m begging! Please! I need your dick! Please?!”

“Ah,” Calon frowned. “Evie?”

“I want it so bad!”

“Hey Suki?”

“Yeah, Master?”

Calon looked down at the desperate expression on Evie’s face. “How much spare rope have we got up there?”













Chapter
 Nine












“S
 he’s moving a lot,” Tony frowned. “She’s okay, isn’t she?”

“She’s fine,” Calon smiled from his spot in the back of the wagon.

One of the guys who came with Tony made a lewd comment when he carried Evie’s bound form to the wagon. It surprised Calon when her eyes turned that vicious shade of red as she snarled and tried to gore him with a tail. Which led to her fully bound and gagged position laying in Calon’s lap. Even now, he gently stroked her tail, which was the cause of her erratic movements. The sensitive tip made her squirm and Calon couldn’t help but use it to entertain himself, despite the utter look of betrayal plastered across her face.

“We should be back soon anyway,” Chrissy huffed as she walked along beside the wagon.

“Not long now,” Tony agreed.

Calon had half a mind to continue on. Beenleigh would still be in an uproar. But it was unlikely that anyone would have been summoned yet. The adventurer from Kuraby didn’t look like he was staying long. And Calon hadn’t seen any sign of more.

It had taken a few hours of hauling to get as far as they had. A portion of that was how long it took to load the wagon. Tony did the smart thing when he came back with Chrissy by bringing their wagon back. Ches had delivered it without a problem, and now they didn’t need to unload and load again. Though it did feel a little strange not to be driving the wagon himself. He had suggested it at first. But Evie’s loud complaints were enough to quash the idea.

Instead, Calon curled up in the back of the wagon with Evie and Suki. Chrissy walked alongside Tony and his friends. After helping load up their loot, they all drove or rode along with them.

“What happened to Clarissa, anyway?” Calon asked.

“She stayed behind,” Chrissy frowned. “Elody started to freak out when she tried to get in the wagon, so she stayed behind.”

“Looks like you were right,” Suki giggled and gave Calon a nudge.

“Which part?” Calon asked.

“Three kids before college,” Suki grinned. “If she thinks about kids half as much as she thinks of her cat, she’ll make a wonderful mother.”

“Yeah,” Calon sighed. “I just…”

They tapered off as they came to the same realisation. It wasn’t as if their situation didn’t involve a lot of sex. It had been months. None of the ladies had shown any signs of pregnancy. Nor even a menstrual cycle.

“Don’t worry about it,” Suki shook her head. “We could always adopt.”

Calon nodded, “Would that be enough though?”

“What do you think owning a cat is?” Suki laughed.

Calon glanced from her, to Chrissy and back, before raising an eyebrow. “Wanna explain it to me?”

That set Suki off into another fit of giggles. And even Chrissy looked like she was holding back a smirk. They rode in silence for a time while Calon drifted off in thought. He continued lightly stroking Evie’s tail, while she squirmed and whimpered in his lap. He rested his hand on her head, lightly brushing his fingers through her hair. If anything, that made things worse and when the wind shifted, Calon could swear he could smell her arousal.

“We’ll stay the night on Burt’s farm,” Calon told the group. “He should be fine with that, right Tony?”

“Should be,” Tony nodded. “Paddock out the back used to be for horses, now it’s mostly empty. Should be a good place to set up a camp.”

Calon nodded, before glancing down at Evie. “How does that sound? Get the tent set up, have a nice meal.”

“Mmmm,” Evie whimpered pathetically through her gag.

Calon felt only slightly bad, despite the threat of tears in Evie’s eyes. But just to be safe, he smiled. “Healing hands.”

Evie’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as he stroked his hands down her side. Whatever stress she was under from being bound and denied like this, washed away. At least the physical properties of it. He could tell immediately, she was even more aroused than she was. But now, the small hurts, cramps and chafing from being bound were gone, leaving her to feel renewed and energised.

And when Calon spotted her gnawing at the gag in her mouth, he let out a small sigh. Calon plucked it free and watched as she opened her mouth to say something. Rather than let her loudly beg and deface herself in front of an audience that wasn’t their core group. Calon stuffed his thumb into her mouth, taking her by surprise.

“Be a good girl and practice on that until we’re somewhere quiet, okay?”

His pink eyed Succubus nodded slowly and lavished his thumb with attention. He held her head still, so she used her tongue and lips to suck and explore his digit to the fullest capacity. And truth be told, Calon felt himself harden in his pants at the idea of what was coming when they stopped. So rather than continue to prod the desperate Succubus for his own entertainment, Calon slumped back in the wagon to rest.

They really weren’t all that far off from the farm. They had made it most of the way before they broke off to deal with the goblins. The reason it had taken so long to drop off the family was because they were moving a child and a father who was missing a leg. The return trip, in comparison, was much faster. So just when Calon was thinking his thumb was going to be going wrinkly, he opened his eyes to the sight of Burt’s farm.

“Now,” Calon sighed as he looked down at Evie, who hadn’t stopped sucking this entire time. “I need you to stay quiet. There’s a child here, and she doesn’t need to see any of this, okay?”

“Mmmm,” Evie whimpered softly as she grazed his thumb with her teeth.

“And… If you’re a good girl. I promise to cum as deep into your little ass as I possibly can. Okay?”

Evie’s eyes pulsed with lust, and Calon nodded. She wasn’t really capable of words, but he knew she understood him. And to prove the point, she opened her mouth, letting his thumb slip free. The pink eyed Succubus lightly kissed the pad of his thumb, before closing her eyes and breathing deeply.

Calon smiled and admired her beauty for a moment. He still couldn’t wrap his head around how he got here. Not to mention the sheer luck it took for him to be reunited with his best friend. Then there was Chrissy, Suki and now Clarissa to worry about. His life was full of strife. But it was also filled with beautiful moments that filled him with joy and wonder.

“Master?”

Calon glanced over at Suki and smiled. “Just thinking about how lucky I am.”

Suki froze, before letting out a soft pur. She crawled over Evie and settled against his side, pressing close. Calon turned to Chrissy, who was giving him side eye and gestured for her to come closer with a flick of his wrist. Chrissy leaned in, careful around the wheels, and Calon pressed a kiss to her lips.

“Stop it,” she frowned and pulled away.

“No,” Calon smiled. “You make me happy. I just want to make sure I do the same.”

“Fucker,” she turned her head.

Calon knew she struggled with affection. And he made a mental note to speak with her privately later. For now, he let her bound over the fence ahead of the wagon before Tony turned down the driveway to follow. Ahead by the house, resting on the perch were several figures. Three Calon recognised the family they had rescued. With them was obviously Clarissa, Burt and Ches.

Burt waved in greeting, which Calon and Tony returned. Even the two helpers that came along waved and Calon smiled, knowing that Burt was well liked. In no time at all, the wagon came to a stop out the front and Calon could see Clarissa. She looked like she wanted to come over and say hi, but Elody gripped her hand and wasn’t as keen to leave the porch. Rather than make the situation worse, Calon held up a finger to ‘wait.’

“Well lad, you certainly have a way of getting yourself into messes,” Burt called as he walked over.

“Can’t argue that,” Calon smiled as he lifted Evie off his lap.

Burt spotted her and frowned, “Isn’t that?”

“Yeah,” Calon answered quickly. “She… I need somewhere a little private. Sooner is probably better,” Calon grinned.

Burt shook his head, while Suki giggled.

“Where do you plan on staying this evening?”

“Tony said you had an empty field?”

Burt nodded, “That I do. If you drive straight through the yard, it’s out back and… maybe head a ways out yonder.”

“Will do,” Calon nodded as he shifted to the driver’s seat as Tony and the others dismounted. “Clarissa, if you want to wait here. I’ll be back when we have things settled down.”

“This sounds like code for far… far…” She glanced down at Elody, who was giving her a strange look. “Yeah, I’ll be here.”

Calon nodded and looked at Suki who was sitting on Evie’s shoulder, while the Succubus stared at him with pink eyes. Her mouth was open, and she was leaving a visible puddle of saliva on the floor of the wagon.

“Yeah,” Calon sighed. “This went on for too long. I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

Chrissy was already off in the field when Calon brought the wagon around. The road in was easy enough to follow. There was a gate, and it had already been opened. Likely it was just left open without the animals it would normally contain. Calon drove right in and kept going for as long as he thought practical. He aimed for a spot near the middle of the field. There was a well he could see. An old-timey one with a little roof and a bucket.

Rather than pull straight up, Calon swung right, then left again, parking the wagon horizontally to the farmhouse. He hoped that would help block any sounds that were about to come from this direction.

“Alright, here’s what I’m thinking,” Calon nodded as he looked around. It was only he, Evie and Suki as Chrissy did a loop of the area. “Get the tent out, set up the centre pole and the floor. The grass is nice and tall, so I’ll relieve Evie a little before we put the walls up and get comfortable for the night. Sound good?”

Suki nodded and shifted things around without a second thought. Evie answered, by rolling her tongue out of her mouth, as her eyes pulsed with her heartbeat. Calon hoped that he would have her back to normal in a few minutes. It was pretty hot having Evie act like this. But if it had any kind of permanence, he’d never forgive himself.

Suki stepped back from the tent with the straps untied, and Calon moved up to grab it. It only took him a moment to pull it down onto the grass. Suki went about unravelling the components, while Calon took a shovel and started to dig. The hole needed to be big enough to fit the centre support pole. And in the soft farmland, that was a rather effortless task. By the time he had finished, Suki was already bringing the floor over. Evie had pushed herself upright to watch with a dazed expression as Calon dragged it into place.

And then it was up to Calon to get Evie down from the wagon. She whimpered and bit her lip as she shifted to the edge. Calon came closer and reached up to brace her arms. She leaned forward and Calon lowered her onto his shoulders like he’d seen firefighters do. With the height of the wagon, it was easy to step away and walk the few steps over to the flooring.

Squatting, Calon placed her feet on the floor, before she rolled and slumped herself to the ground.

“Please, Master?” Evie begged as tears formed in her eyes. “Please?”

It would have been erotic, if he didn’t feel so bad about it. The tone in her voice was so far beyond begging it was almost painful to hear. Calon didn’t bother untying her, he just took her pants and worked them down her hips and legs, leaving her tied up. With her arms behind her back and her knees and ankles bound together, she couldn’t do more than wiggle.

But it was the sticky mess between her legs that made Calon grunt. Her pants hadn’t shown it. But Evie was wet all down her thighs. The smattering of girl juices had run the entire trip and her pussy looked swollen with how red and puffy it was.

“You don’t need any foreplay do you?” Calon asked as he kneeled down behind her.

Wasting no time, Calon fished his cock from the front of his pants and pressed it into Evie’s pussy. If anything, she was a little too wet. And due to the position, his cock slipped from her entrance. Instead rubbing up her clit, making Evie cry out like she was in pain.

“Shit,” Calon frowned, “Are you okay?”

“No!” Evie whimpered. “I wanna cum so bad!”

Calon sighed and pushed his cock back to her entry, and pushed in. Her body went into overdrive. He had felt the way her pussy could squeeze and massage at will. But this was on a whole new level. Her pussy throbbed, and a vicious suction pulled him in until his balls slapped against her leg. He spotted her mouth open as she went to scream, and Calon slapped his palm over it to silence her.

Every muscle in her body tensed at once. Her core muscles made her jerk, as her pussy locked down on his cock. Her wrists went purple from how hard she pulled on the ropes, as her legs trembled. Calon held still, even as a wash of hot fluid sprayed out, soaking his pants as she orgasmed violently in place.

“Suki, get the ropes.”

The Neko, who had since been staring with wide eyes, jumped into action. She drew one of her knives and started sawing at Evie’s bonds, starting at her ankles.

“There now,” Calon crooned as he leaned over the succubus. “Feel a little better?”

Evie shook her head with a sharp jerk, and Calon frowned. He pulled his hand from her mouth and she whimpered just one word.

“More?”

Calon felt her legs shift and saw that Suki had freed her knees. Rather than wait, Calon sat up to give Evie enough room to point her legs up and open them. Which she couldn’t quite manage without Calon’s help. He tucked her legs down each side, while still impaling her. The mad throbbing from her pussy hadn’t stopped, even as she shuddered in pleasure.

Laying over her, Calon pulled her close and kissed her. He could feel how tense her entire body was from what seemed like some long, constant orgasm. Her pussy pulsed and massaged, even as Evie whimpered and moaned. So Calon did the only thing he could do while his cock was trapped in place.

Rocking his hips, Calon drove his pubic bone into Evie’s clit. Her muscular twitches turned into heavy rocking motions as she couldn’t escape the sensation he drove into her. Evie would have been screaming again, if not for Calon’s series of kisses preventing her from taking a deep enough breath to do so. Her whole world shattered and her mind went to pieces. All she could sense was the cock buried inside her, alongside the throbbing pleasure of her clit as he thrust himself against her.

Suki watched them both as she rubbed her clit to match Calon’s pace. She loved her master more than life itself, and she had proven that once already. She would do literally anything for him. And it worried her to see the pained wince on his face when he tried to pull his cock out of Evie’s pussy. It throbbed around him, and she knew it must feel fantastic for him. She wished she could do the same thing as Evie, but she loved the feeling of being so submissive and small as he treated her how he wanted.

Overcome with her own lust, Suki crawled forward and stared at the exact spot Calon’s cock vanished into the Succubus. Then she opened her mouth and leaned in to add her own lust to the mix.

Calon shuddered as he felt the firm, feline tongue lap up the underside of his cock. Only the barest amount wasn’t sucked up into Evie’s pussy, and he was struggling. On one side of things, he wanted to cum so badly. On the other, he was having trouble thrusting. Her pussy had sucked him in so hard, it hurt to pull away. So the sensation of a tongue lapping over his balls, made Calon sigh with relief.

“I’m going to cum,” Calon whispered. “Deep inside you.”

“Good,” Evie whimpered. “Fill me up. Make a mess of me.”

“You’re already a mess,” Calon grunted as Suki redoubled her efforts. “So desperate for my cock, your pussy sucked it up inside itself and won’t let me go.”

“That’s right,” Evie whimpered. “A perfect little hole for my master. It’s all I am, all I want. Master’s personal Succubus.”

Calon grunted as her words sank into his head. All at once, he felt his seed flood her insides. His cock throbbed inside her and Evie opened her mouth to scream. Calon didn’t have it in him to kiss her, so he slapped his hand into place as Evie jerked violently beneath him. Her legs snapped open, before closing hard around his hips, while her arms were still trapped beneath her.

But to Calon’s relief, her pussy finally relaxed, letting him thrust gently into her. “There now,” Calon smiled. “How’s that?”

“More.”

Calon frowned, before opening his eyes to look at her. She trembled still. And her eyes were glowing pink.

“Evie?”

“More, master? Please?”

“Isn’t she supposed to turn back?” Suki asked as she came around to see their faces.

“Is she feeling better?” Chrissy asked, catching everyone’s attention.

Calon shook his head. “She hasn’t gone back to normal.”

“What did you do last time?”

“We just fucked,” Calon frowned.

“Did she cum?”

Calon rolled his eyes at the tone of her voice and nodded. “Yeah, almost the exact moment I got inside her.”

“What now?”

“I’m not–”
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“Fuck.”
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Calon swiped the window even before it could fill out completely. He turned to Chrissy and Suki and grit his teeth. “I made her modified possession permanent, so she doesn’t do the other one. But… because I tied her up, it’s created an error and it wants to make her like this permanently.”

“Fuck, Calon!” Chrissy snarled. “How do we fix it?”

“It gave me a quest, to fully satisfy her.”

Chrissy paused, “Seriously?”

“Yeah,” Calon nodded.

“Are we gonna gang bang the shit out of her?” Suki asked.

“I just…” Calon sighed. “Fuck, she can be mad later. I can’t let her stay like this.”

“She won’t be mad,” Chrissy shook her head. “She was talking about a gang bang for your birthday. And as jealous as that furry little slut is, I kinda wanna know what she tastes like.”

“Awww,” Suki giggled. “I’d love to!”

Chrissy rolled her eyes. “Not saying it’s going to happen right now, but… Evie?”

“I want it,” she begged.

Calon sighed. It wasn’t how he wanted something like this to go down. But if she was already planning a gang bang, then it wouldn’t be too far off the mark to do this.

“Alright, who’s doing what?”

“Fuck me?” Evie whimpered. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!”

Calon looked at Chrissy, then at Suki and nodded. “Suki, you can have her tail. Think of it like my dick crossed with your own clit.”

“I’ll practise my deepthroat!” Suki cheered.

Calon blinked slowly, before shaking his head. “Chrissy, you ride her face and rub her clit.”

“Why am I getting in on this action?”

“Because she loves you, and it’s about satisfying her, not necessarily just fucking her,” Calon answered.

Chrissy frowned, before nodding. “And what are you going to do?”

“I made her a promise that I intend to keep.”

Chrissy nodded, but she didn’t seem sure of what Calon was talking about. Calon didn’t care. Pulling his cock out of Evie, he ignored her complaining whimpers as he shifted back slightly. The Succubus moaned softly, and Calon turned his head to see Suki purring as she bobbed her head over Evie’s tail. The Neko was lying on her back, with the tail running down her chest and between her legs. It let the Neko rock her hips and rub herself on the length, while she sucked on the tip.

“Oh shit,” Chrissy mumbled.

Calon turned forward and saw Chrissy’s conflicted expression. He glanced down and saw the pink of Evie’s tongue slip out between her chin and Chrissy’s fuzzy mons. The Griffon had mounted her, facing Calon and was squeezing Evie’s breasts as the Succubus lapped at her clit.

Calon shook himself back to reality and took hold of his cock. Pressing it to Evie’s ass, she let out a long whine, before Calon started to push in. He took it slow, not wanting to hurt her, and she responded by bouncing her ass up and down trying to get more of him.

“Fuck, she wants it so bad,” Chrissy growled.

“She said she had a second clit in there,” Calon nodded as he pushed slowly inside.

“Lucky slut,” Chrissy giggled, and reached between Evie’s legs to slowly rub her external clitoris.

Evie spasmed and bucked her hips, before Chrissy whimpered loudly. Calon could see the way Evie’s lips were sealed tight over Chrissy’s clit, and the Griffon quickly lost cohesion with what she was doing.

“Don’t you have two clits as well?” Calon asked.

“Ah,” Chrissy trembled, before leaning a hand on Calon’s chest for balance. “Yeah.”

“Well maybe one time, Evie and I can play with both of them,” Calon grinned.

“Oh shit,” Chrissy trembled. “Calon… I…”

Calon didn’t know what she was going to say. Before she grabbed him and pulled him into a kiss. The force of her pull, drove Calon to the balls inside Evie’s ass, and he could vaguely hear the Succubus squealing as she bounced her hips on his cock. Chrissy moaned with high-pitched noises as she kept her mouth firmly pressed to Calon’s.

And with his lust rising once more, and his full length inside Evie’s ass, Calon began to thrust. It became a race. Evie wrapped her arms around Chrissy’s hips. Chrissy slumped forward to lean on Calon’s shoulder, turning her head occasionally to kiss him. While Suki alternated sucking, licking and eventually fucking Evie’s tail as she put on a show for Calon every time he looked at her. Evie’s ass was slick and perfect, providing no resistance as Calon took her as hard as he could. And despite her screams, it was clear that it wasn’t enough.

“Chrissy,” Calon grunted. “She needs more.”

“There’s no room,” Chrissy whimpered. “I need to move back, but she’s holding me.”

Calon thought about the quest and part of him was sure that it would fail the moment they stopped, even to rest. He couldn’t let Evie stay like this forever. She was snarky, intelligent and the best of them both. And while he would always care for her, it would be a loss to have that part of her missing.

“Wow, you guys are really going at it, huh?” Calon spun and glared at Clarissa who was standing beside the wagon watching. “Elody is in the house having a nap. And I thought I’d come out, but if you’re all busy.”

“We need you,” Calon choked.

“What?” Clarissa frowned.

“We broke something. I have a quest.”

“To gang bang the Succubus?”

Calon grit his teeth at her attitude. “It says we need to satisfy her, or she’ll be stuck like this permanently.”

Clarissa chewed her lip for a moment. “That’s kinda fucked.”

“Clarissa!” Chrissy growled.

Calon pulled her against his shoulder and gave the slime-girl a level glare. “I wouldn’t normally ask this, but…”

“You fucking suck balls,” she shook her head. “You owe me so fucking bad.”

“Help us, and you can name it.”

Clarissa moved over and got on her knees. “What do I do?”

Calon thought for a moment and pictured the perfect addition. “You remember how you sucked my dick?”

“Yeah,” Clarissa smirked.

“That, on a much smaller level, on her clit.”

“And nipples,” Chrissy groaned.

“You guys are so fucking weird,” Clarissa grunted. Then to Calon’s surprise, she leaned her head down towards Evie’s crotch. “Seriously, in her ass?”

“Yes?” Calon tilted his head.

“Just… I figured that was more a porn thing, than something people actually do.”

“Less talking more sucking,” Chrissy growled and pushed the slime-girl’s head down.

Or… She pushed her hands through Clarissa’s head. She didn’t actually move down any further until she decided to. But she acquiesced and lowered her mouth to Evie’s crotch. Calon leaned back slightly to give her more room, and he could vaguely see Evie’s clit through the back of Clarissa’s head. So he spotted the exact moment she sucked.

Evie squealed, making Chrissy’s eyes roll slightly. Calon felt her ass clench, before he redoubled his efforts. He thrust firmly into her ass, drawing his entire length out to the tip, before driving it back into her. Suki was lying on her side, leg up on Calon’s elbow as she held the tail like a dildo. Thrusting it into herself, Suki’s eyes were rolled as she fought not to let herself cum on the throbbing appendage.

Chrissy was drooling slightly as Evie continued to suck on her clit and she was staring at Calon with a mix of lust and embarrassment. Clarissa shifted one hand up, and her fingers lengthened, before finding Evie’s breasts. Before Calon’s eyes, they shifted and became wider, like suction cups. Clarissa pushed them down, and they engulfed the tips of Evie’s breasts, before pulling firmly upwards. Evie’s flesh looked like bands were being pulled from base to tip and Calon lost his will.

Pumping his seed into Evie’s ass, she jerked violently as she came around him. Despite the copious amounts of fluid she gushed, Clarissa didn’t pause for even a moment in her efforts, while Suki cried out in bliss. Chrissy’s hand caught Calon’s head, and she pulled him once again into a firm kiss while they all throbbed in and around Evie all at once.
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“Please, master?”

Calon sighed and shook his head. “Evie, please?”

The Succubus blinked, and when she opened her eyes again, the glowing pink was gone. Evie smiled and laid her head down on Calon’s chest.

“Fine.”

“Sorry,” Calon sighed and pulled her closer. “I just… It’s really hot when you do that. But it was almost permanent. I just…”

“If it helps, I felt fucking amazing,” Evie giggled.

Calon smiled and kissed the top of her head. “Still though. I’d rather have you as you. Then you as some sex crazed demon.”

“What, you don’t like when I’m your ever willing cum slut?”

“No,” Calon laughed. “I love my ever willing cum slut. I just love the cuddles and the talks even more.”

“You two are so fucking weird,” Clarissa sighed.

“And you ruined it,” Chrissy grumped.

“That was mean,” Suki grumbled from behind Calon.

“What?” Clarissa gaped. “I didn’t mean it in a bad way!”

“How could you mean that in a good way?” Chrissy demanded.

Clarissa suddenly pulled back into her blob form. Calon could tell she was feeling nervous. But she bobbed softly and reformed her head to sit on top. “I just… I’ve never seen this kind of thing. Mom and dad sleep in separate beds. When dad found out she was screwing the guy who mows our lawn, he started bringing home call girls. Just watching how cute you all are with each other is fucking weird.”

He watched her for a moment as her words sank into the rest of them. Calon shifted slightly and Evie had the idea, moving away. Calon patted the mattress between them both and smiled.

“Come here.”

“What?”

Evie rolled her eyes. “Come here, Clarissa.”

“Why?”

“Because I have the feeling you’ve never really had this before.”

Clarissa glared at Calon and opened her mouth to cuss him out. But it was Suki that began to purr. The Neko rubbed herself on the slime-girl, purring like crazy. Calon saw the moment her expression shifted from confusion, to a deep sadness.

“I’m okay,” she mumbled.

Calon nodded as he watched the slimy tendril reach out and stroke Suki around the ears. The Neko did her part and preened at the attention. Calon couldn’t help but wonder if perhaps their personalities were prodded along slightly by their form. Evie, the sensual, delectable, confident woman, was fun and flirty.

Chrissy, the cold, temperamental and domineering, made a wonderful Griffon. Suki, the adoring pet Neko. And Clarissa, the eclectic, bizarre personality of mulled confusion. She made an odd Slime. And Calon couldn’t see them as anything other than what they were. The idea of Suki being some terrifying Griffon was laughable. Likewise, the idea of Evie as a Slime wouldn’t have worked either. The only one that even slightly matched, would be Chrissy as a Nightmare… and…

“What’s up?” Evie asked as Calon’s mood dropped.

“Just thinking about Hannah.”

“That’s not your fault,” Evie reminded him.

Calon nodded. “I know, it’s… I mean she was a friend. And she’s the first to die, that… I can’t bring back, y’know?”

“Have you tried?” Chrissy asked.

Calon frowned, then cleared his throat. “Revive Hannah!”

The tent fell silent for a moment. But Calon sighed when he failed to feel any rush of mana. He couldn’t bring her back, no matter what he tried.

“Alright, we better get up,” Calon declared.

He didn’t mean for all of them though. The others recognised his words too, and when he, Chrissy and Evie filed out of their tent a few minutes later. Clarissa and Suki were still inside together. It was early, but not by farming standards. There were already workers out in the fields. Calon could make out Ches standing on the porch. She had what looked like a horse blanket. Judging by the clever designs and the patches neatly sewn, it reminded him of the way his grandmother made her quilts. He smiled and thought it matched her perfectly.

While Evie sat down to get a fire going, Calon made his way to the wagon. He returned a moment later with some rations to heat and together they got breakfast ready. While they did so, Chrissy did her usual. And despite them being on Burt’s land, she continued and scouted the area. Not that it took her particularly long. Such a large area meant she was able to fly while doing it and scanned the area in the time it took to get breakfast together.

When she finally returned, Suki and Clarissa had come out of the tent and were going about pulling it down. Then they all sat together and ate. That must have been enough for Elody and Arna to make their way over. The young girl was ecstatic to see Clarissa and pulled the slime-girl into a hug, while Arna gave Calon a warm smile.

“I cannot thank you all enough.”

Calon shook his head. “How’s Toru?”

“He…” Arna sighed. “He will live, thanks to you. But…”

“Don’t worry about it,” Calon smiled. “But I’d like to see him.”

Arna looked over at her daughter who was being taught a game of patty cake by the Slime. Suki was doing the same with Evie, while Chrissy stared at them all like they’d grown second heads. Which left Calon the opportunity to give Arna a smile.

“Come on then,” she nodded.

Calon followed the woman back to the house. Burt must have been inside. Which was apparent from the gruff voices Calon could hear. And by the language used, Calon wasn’t at all surprised at Ches’s frown as she watched the workers from the porch.

“Morning Ches.”

“Morning lad,” she grumbled.

Calon left her to it and stepped inside. There, he saw Burt sitting beside Toru who had a twisted expression on his face as he met Calon’s eye.

“I…” Toru closed his mouth and shook his head. “I don’t know what to say.”

“You are alive,” Arna walked over and took his hand. “We can work out what comes next.”

“You can stay here as long as you need,” Burt added. “Won’t let a young’un go without a roof if I have anything to do with it.”

“You are very kind,” Arna smiled at the old man.

Calon looked at them all and realised the full extent of the problem. Toru was alive. That should have been a good thing. But reality was crueller. Without a leg, he couldn’t work, or at least he couldn’t work without significant difficulty. And that made him a drain on his family, rather than a provider.

“Toru,” Calon called softly, getting the attention of the entire room. “I… can’t make any promises, but, may I try something?”

“I don’t see why not,” he frowned.

Calon nodded and walked over. He looked at the stump. How the edges were still a bit raw. He had pushed some healing into the wound already. But that had only closed it. Calon didn’t know if this would work. But the skill did say targeted injury. So…

“Heal.”

Arna and Burt watched as the white glow came from Calon’s hand. Toru stared in shock, before grimacing. “Hurts.”

Calon nodded as the spell faded. “Should I stop?”

“It’s longer.” Calon looked at Arna and she bent over her husband’s wound. She prodded it, making him wince. Then she nodded. “It’s longer, like the bone is growing.”

“That’s what I hoped,” Calon nodded. “I don’t know if it’ll do everything, but…”

Toru took a deep breath. “A deformed leg isn’t much different to not having a leg.”

“I’ll get some whiskey,” Burt mumbled.

Calon was about to tell him not to— his heal had a secondary effect and might burn the alcohol out of him. But by not using physical touch with Healing Hands, and if it was targeted, then hopefully the healing effects remained localised. Calon could only hope the skill bonus didn’t kick in.

“I might…” Calon sighed. “I might need a knife.”

“Whiskey,” Toru nodded.

Calon tried once more to use his healing spell. Only this time, he targeted the muscle and skin around the stump. Calon watched as it began to grow to fit the extended bone beneath. Then he targeted the interconnected tissue and nerves. Throughout, Toru drank like a fish. He went from howling, which brought Ches and Chrissy running, to sobbing. That had Clarissa and Suki taking Elody for a walk around the farm.

Until finally, Calon had to sit down and wait for his mana to replenish. He felt the mana drain and like a muscle he hadn’t used in a while, it ached. It was different when slowly whittling it down, than it was to push it all through in one go. But… Toru had a knee. Not that he was particularly happy about it.

Calon’s ‘chance to remove status effect’ had cured the man’s drunkenness twice. And he was still moaning from the pain even as Burt went to see what else he could find. But Arna, after getting over her shock, was beside herself.

“This isn’t possible.”

Calon chuckled and sat up once more. “It is. It’ll just take some time.”

“You’re regrowing a man’s leg.”

Calon nodded. Truth be told, he was pretty amazed that his ability went so far. Because if it could do this, what else could it do? Could he smooth some wrinkles? Fix an old heart? Unclog arteries? There was huge potential here. Potential that he could use to help others more effectively than just clearing out some goblins and chasing down bandits under a sheriff’s thumb. What if he could regenerate himself? Was immortality on the cards? Could he change things? A new voice, face, or other features?

“Calon!”

Calon frowned and turned to the front door, before it burst open. Chrissy stood in the doorway with a panicked expression. “There’s people coming!”

Calon glanced at Arna and Toru, before nodding. “I’ll come back once I work out what this is.”

“Okay. Where is–”

Her question fell short as Clarissa appeared with Elody. The young girl looked worried and came straight for her mother, before her eyes fell on Toru. “What happened to daddy’s leg?”

Calon slipped out of the house while Arna explained what Calon was doing. And her voice vanished into the distance as he spied a familiar face walking towards him.

“I thought you were the shifty type,” he chuckled.

Calon stood his ground as the adventurer approached. The man had a sword on his hip. And with him were two others. A woman with a bow, and a man who looked like he was being paid to act as a mule. All he carried was a large pack.

“What do you want?’

“See, that’s the weird thing,” he frowned. “Usually when I get one of these missions, I usually just kill whoever I’m being sent after. So I’m at a bit of a loss.”

Calon sighed, “Can we just… What do you want?”

“Quest says to capture you and bring you in,” the man frowned. “But it also says not to kill you. So that leaves me in a position where I’m wondering what’s really going on.”


[image: ]




“Chrissy, can you go tell the other’s to pack up?”

“No need for that,” the adventurer shook his head. “Better your equipment stays here. We’ll take you to Kuraby since you messed up the Beenleigh magistrate. After we send a message, someone will send down an armoured carriage for you.”

“What about my summons?”

“They act up, we kill em,” the woman with the bow shrugged.

“When the Sheriff of Beenleigh arrested me without charge, one of his men tried to rape Suki and kicked her to death.”

The woman frowned, while the adventurer paused in thought.

“Which one’s Suki?”

“Neko,” Calon glared. “She was with me the day we met.”

He nodded, “That… we weren’t told about that.”

Calon nodded. He wasn’t surprised in the least. Likely for a few reasons. One of which would have been that the Sheriff wouldn’t have known, another would be that even if he did, he likely wouldn’t have cared.

“Calon? Everything okay?”

Calon glanced back at Arna who had just come outside. She looked concerned, seeing the heavily armed group before her. He nodded slowly and turned back to the adventurer.

“Any chance you can wait till tonight, or even tomorrow?”

The man frowned, “Why?”

“I’m healing a man’s leg. The goblins that were north of Beenleigh captured him and his family.”

“Sheriff said you were responsible for the goblins.”

“Killing them all, yeah,” Calon nodded. “I’ve already got four summons. I don’t know where I was supposed to hide a goblin horde.”

Despite his initial conclusion that the man would be a problem. Calon could see he and the woman with him were at least thinking the situation over properly. There was doubt there. One Calon hoped to use. It would mean that at the very least, they weren’t likely to act overly cruel in their treatment.

“What’s wrong with his leg?” The woman asked.
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* * *



“You’re kidding,” the man stared in shock.

Toru grit his teeth and dug his claws into the arms of his chair. Elody once again was outside with Clarissa. Though the summons were being watched by the woman with her bow. Calon pushed his heal ability to its limit and exhausted himself once more. It would be six hours until he could push like that again, and he hoped it would be the final push too.

“So,” Calon sighed as he sat on the floor in front of Toru. “Do you mind if I finish here first?”

The adventurer regarded the room. First, he stared at Toru’s stump. Then he switched to Burt, who met his gaze. Then there was Arna, and he already knew about Elody who was outside with Clarissa. Calon had told the ladies in no uncertain terms not to pick any fights. Which hadn’t gone over well with Chrissy. But Evie had stepped in to calm the situation, while Suki went and played house-cat for Clarissa and Elody.

“There’s no time restraint on the quest,” he nodded. “I… I’ll be honest. I don’t give a fuck about him. But I took this job for the right reasons, and I’m not about to stop you doing something right either.”

Calon nodded at the man. He didn’t particularly like him. But he could respect his professionalism. And with that, he offered his hand. “Calon.”

“Sahm,” the adventurer took Calon’s hand and almost crushed it. “My partner outside is Nette.”

“I’ll introduce myself to her when I see her next,” Calon nodded. And he kept in mind that Sahm hadn’t introduced the other one with the bags. That meant it was almost definitely a business arrangement.

Arna, hearing that Calon was going to be allowed to stay and finish her husband’s leg, cried with joy. Toru, by comparison, looked far less thrilled. While he appreciated the idea of getting his leg back. He was far more concerned on a temporary basis, with how painful the healing process was. Calon thought about that too. Because healing didn’t usually cause pain. Even healing the stump over initially hadn’t hurt the man. This was almost like the body was being injured by the heal spell. A flash of insight made him realise regrowing the nerves over the new bone was likely the source of the pain. There had to be a way to dull the nerves, if his heal spell could cure and remove the pain prior to this new way of healing.

Still, under the watchful eye of Sahm, Nette and then Burt, Calon recuperated and cast a steady stream of heals over Toru’s leg. It was slow work. The straight bone and muscle of his calf came together rather quickly. But as he approached the ankle, it was like the spell slowed down as it reached complicated parts. Frustratingly he still hadn’t found the trigger to null Toru’s pain. He could only guess the spell had limits when healing something as complex as a new leg. The ankle was one thing, but as each bone in Toru’s foot began to reform, he howled in pain.

Sahm ended up sending Nette away with the summons, while helping Burt and Arna pin down the writhing patient. Calon just did his best and soldiered on until half a foot was left. And before he ran out of mana, he sealed the wound to reduce infection and blood loss, then slumped down against the wall again. The sun was low, and the day was getting on. If they were going to leave for Kuraby, it would be well after dark by the time they arrived. Even if they took the wagon.

Sahm must have been under the same impression. Because he turned to Calon with a frown. “I’ll make you a deal. We stay the night. I won’t have you bound head to toe. But you wear leg irons and if you cross me, or do anything stupid, I’ll kill your pets and break your legs.”

Burt looked like he was about to throw a punch, when Calon nodded. “Agreed. But so we’re on the same page. If someone hurts my loved ones. I’ll kill them.”

Sahm smirked and nodded. “Wait there.” He strode over to the door and pulled it open, before gesturing to Nette who wasn’t in the immediate vicinity.

Then they drifted into an uncomfortable silence. As the ladies returned Elody came inside, smiling and laughing with Clarissa right behind her. The slime-girl looked like she was in her element with the child and she smiled brightly, before remembering the situation they were in at the sight of Calon.

“Nette! Leg irons!”

Calon heard a shout in response and waited calmly as Evie, and Suki came inside. Chrissy decided against that however, and remained on the porch with Ches, who didn’t like the looks of the adventurer any more than the rest of them did.

“Here Sahm,” Nette came holding the device.

Calon nodded slowly. They were old, brutal things. A metal ring, with a cylinder slotted in. That cylinder took a key that let the whole thing open. Sahm came over, holding it up and Calon did the only thing he could and sat still while Sahm did the hard work. The chain between his legs was long enough to let him walk. But he would not be doing it very quickly. With them attached though, Sahm stepped back and offered his hand.

Calon took it and was pulled promptly to his feet. The adventurer gave him a once over and nodded. “Don’t make me regret this.”

“It’d take too long to pack everything up. And I’m hardly a murderer.”

“There was a corpse at the sheriff’s office.”

“That was a Nightmare,” Calon sighed.

“Wait,” he frowned. “I thought you only had four summons?”

“I do,” Calon nodded. “We made a friend and… well she’s the reason we got out when we did.”

“Unbelievable,” he shook his head. “But that’s not for me to work out. Are you done for the night? I’d prefer to see where you’re bedding down.”

“Tent in the field,” Calon nodded in the direction. “You can hobble the horse if you like.”

“I might just do that,” he nodded.

With a last check of Toru, who looked like he was about to start biting people, Calon gestured for them all to leave. Arna promised to send a meal for them all, which Calon and the others accepted gratefully. Before moving off into the early evening.

“How much longer until you can finish up?”

“Maybe one more,” Calon shrugged. “I can do him in the morning, rest up while we have breakfast and then we can head off to Kuraby.”

“Great,” he nodded. “We’ll set up after taking care of your horse.”

Calon agreed and made his way to the tent with his summons. Evie held one hand, while Suki held the other. Clarissa led the way after saying goodbye to Elody. Which Chrissy followed behind, staring at the adventurer, making no secret of her anger.

Calon held his tongue until they got into the tent. And as soon as they all came inside, he felt a rough hand wrap around his arm, before he was thrown to the bed. Chrissy snarled as she bared down on top of him and Calon held still, not wanting to provoke her.

“What the FUCK are you doing?!”

“I got a quest, this is the best option.”

“What do you mean?” Chrissy growled.

Calon explained the three options he was given. But Chrissy wasn’t convinced. She thought this was like giving up. And she was a fighter. Evie and Suki were far more accommodating to the situation. While Clarissa pouted silently in the corner where she set up her bed.

“Hellooo!”

“That’s Arna,” Evie sighed.

She got up and stepped out of the tent, where Calon could hear them talking.

“It’s not much, but it was quick to heat up. I made it for lunch.”

“It smells lovely,” Evie thanked her.

“Just make sure you scrape the bowl, I added a little extra to the pot,” she laughed.

When Calon heard the footsteps as she left, Evie came back into the tent with a small pot in one hand, and some spoons and bowls in the other. She set it down on the floor and started serving up. She handed the first bowl to Clarissa, who shrugged and tipped the chunky stew into her body, swallowing it whole in a single gulp. Calon watched as the chunks began to dissolve inside her and wondered how she differentiated between something like Elody and the soup.

The next bowl went to Suki, who looked like she was going to ask to be fed from Calon’s. But she took it after a moment and curled up at his side instead. Chrissy accepted her bowl with a kiss from her lover, before Evie scooped out a little herself. Calon sat and waited patiently, as Evie did as Arna said and scraped the bottom with the spoon. And they all froze as they heard something rumble around inside.

She tried again, getting the angle right to lift out a lump. That lump, she deposited in Calon’s bowl, before offering it to him.

With a frown, Calon took the offered bowl, and lightly prodded the lump, before freezing as a window opened in his vision.
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“Oh shit,” Calon gasped.

“Is that what I think it is?” Suki whispered.

Calon nodded, “Shit, this is… Do I use it?”

“Who would you summon?”

Calon frowned, “Shit.”

“Do you think it works on people from this world?” Chrissy asked.

Calon froze, then he glanced up at Evie. She chewed her lip for a moment and nodded.

“Yes.”
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“Nightmare.”


[image: ]




“Hannah.”
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The five of them froze as the portal opened above them. A figure floated through the opening. She was dark-skinned, entirely nude and let out a long sigh as her hair fluttered around. Though, calling it hair was a stretch. It was like it was made of shadows, billowing gently around her. She drifted down to the floor and took a deep breath, before growling deeply.

Hannah turned towards Calon, and she bared her teeth. Only, they weren’t humanoid. Her cheeks opened right back to her ears and her entire maw was filled with triangular teeth. There was no doubt in his mind how she got her name, and he didn’t like it at all that he was the recipient of her anger.

“You brought me back… Why?”

“A few reasons,” Calon met her red, glowing eyes. “You were a friend. You deserved a second chance. I could give you that chance. And we could use the help.”

Hannah hissed angrily, before turning and glaring at each of them.

“Oh, shut the fuck up and sit down,” Chrissy snapped. “You fucked him already, didn’t you?”

That pulled the Nightmare up quickly. All at once, her furious, menacing demeanour vanished as she curled in on herself. One moment, she was the epitome of her own nature, and the next, she was blushing like she’d been caught… well… fucking a guy she shouldn’t have been.

“It’s okay,” Evie shot Chrissy a pointed glare. “Ignore Chrissy, she’s perpetually pissed at something.”

“Hey!”

“It’s true,” Clarissa pointed out.

“Bitch!”

“Fight me,” Clarissa shot back.

Calon looked between them both and frowned. He could see Chrissy’s thoughts ticking over. But somehow he didn’t think that things would go her way if Clarissa decided to actually fight. The slime-girl would make one hell of an opponent to someone trying to out-muscle her.

“Hannah,” Calon cut through the tension. “I’m sorry you died. And… nobody is going to make you do anything you don’t want to do. If you want to walk out of the tent and leave, that’s completely fine. But before you do. I’m hoping there’s something you can do for us.”

Hannah turned her red eyes to Calon and shook her head. “Do you know what’s worse than dying and coming back a slave?”

Calon frowned, “I’m not–”

“Slave,” Hannah cut him off. “Gilded cage and all. My life is in your hands. I am yours no matter how long the leash.”

“What’s worse?” Clarissa asked, still clinging to the first thing she asked.

“I’m not the creature you knew, just a shallow copy of it. I existed for centuries, and now I’m… This.”

Calon was going to ask what she meant, when she puffed into her smoke form. He had seen her encompass the entire area before. Cloaking it all in darkness. But here, now, she was barely more than herself. A human sized dark cloud, with a pair of glowing eyes.

“What would my master command?”













Chapter
 Eleven












“A
 fternoon, Ben,” Calon called with a smile.

Ben stared in shock as Calon walked into town, leg irons in place. Spread out on either side were Evie, Chrissy, Suki and Clarissa, walking along in humanoid form. Behind them were Sahm, Nette and their porter, who nobody had bothered to introduce yet.

“Calon,” Ben swallowed nervously. “What’s going on?”

“Sahm accepted a quest to capture me after the sheriff posted one, blaming me for him murdering the beastkin in Beenleigh.”

Ben gaped as Calon continued walking. That would get the townsfolk talking at the very least. Maybe if enough of them spoke on his behalf, someone might just listen. It wasn’t just his word against a sheriff when a whole town backed up the claim. But that was something else to think about. For now, Calon stomped up the stairs to the sheriff’s office and pushed the door open.

“Calon?” Marge frowned when she spotted the shackles.

“Afternoon,” Calon smiled. “Got a couple of spare cells free?”

“Ah…” Marge froze, before the adventurer team stepped in behind.

“Official duty. We’re going to summon the magistrate.”

“What was my official charge?” Calon asked.

Sahm frowned, “You know. It didn’t say. Which was also strange.”

“But it was the sheriff who put up the quest?” Evie asked.

Sahm nodded, “Yup. He met us in town, led us to the crime scene, showed us the graves and gave us his estimate of where we’d find you.”

Calon sighed. “How many graves?”

“More than a dozen.”

Calon shook his head as the ladies shifted nervously around him. “We travelled into Beenleigh and I accepted the quest to take care of the goblins when he arrested Evie and me for no reason,” Calon told the room. “He put Evie and I in separate cells. Then he took Suki and Chrissy out to the barn while Clarissa hid in the wagon. She let us out, and I was working out what to do next when I felt Suki die. One of the men…” Calon shook his head when he thought of that message. “When we got out, the Nightmare was killing the man responsible and told us Chrissy was inside. We got her free. I summoned Suki back, and we broke out of the yard. The Sheriff had made some beastkin dig their own graves, and they were lynching them in the street as we ran.”

Suki rubbed herself against Calon’s thigh, while Evie cleared her throat.

“When we left, the Nightmare blocked the sheriff from following. Something happened and there was a burst of light. That’s the last we saw of her.”

“Sounds like a priest,” Nette commented.

“Can anyone verify your claim?”

“Ches, the centaur with Burt. She escaped Beenleigh when we did,” Chrissy added. “Toru, Arna and Elody did as well. That’s how they got caught by the goblins.”

“We were just there,” Sahm grunted.

“Well, you have time,” Calon shrugged, before facing Marge. “Please tell me these cells have beds in them, at least?”
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* * *



“Now remember,” Sahm told Calon. “If they make trouble, I’ll have to kill them.”

“They won’t,” Calon promised. “But… If anyone gets hurt or anything. Send them in. I may as well do some healing while I’m here.”

Sahm and Nette exchanged a look before nodding. “We can do that.”

Then he tossed a key over, that Calon caught. It was the one for his shackles, and Calon bent over to release them. When he was free, he left the key in the lock and handed them back over to the adventurer.

“For what it’s worth,” Sahm frowned. “I think some shit is going wrong. I’m not about to risk having the magistrate come after my ass. But I hope they’ll at least listen to you.”

“Is that likely?” Evie called from the next cell over.

“No,” Nette replied coldly.

“Thanks for the honesty, at least,” Chrissy sighed.

That must have been the parting words, as the pair of adventurers stepped back out into the hall. Marge moved into view and gave an apologetic smile as she closed and locked the cell door.

“I’ll make sure you’re fed properly,” she told them. “If you need anything else, call out.”

“Thank you,” Calon smiled.

And with that, she left too. Calon turned around and examined the cell. It was a little smaller than the ones in Beenleigh. And it too had the wall mounted shackles. And while it had a bucket for a toilet in the corner, it also had a proper bed for him to sleep on, and a bench to sit and eat at.

Said bench was where Suki had perched herself, while Clarissa explored the walls for gaps.

“I could get out, you know,” she offered.

“And we will,” Calon nodded. “Just as soon as I know for sure if someone is going to try to kill us.”

“I would really rather not die again,” Suki frowned.

Calon pulled her into his arms as soon as she said it. The Neko purred softly and accepted his touch with gentle eagerness. Before long, her anxiety waned as her pleasure increased. Calon stroked the fur down her spine before scratching around her ears. Clarissa joined them, massaging the spot above her tail, while the Neko lapped up the attention.

“I love you, master,” Suki mrowed. “Even with all the shit. I’m so glad you brought me here.”

“We love you too, Suki!” Evie called from the cell next door.

“I wish Mr. Sooky Pants was here,” Clarissa pouted as she moved away. “I know Suki lets me pet her and stuff. But it’s not really the same.”

“Do you want me to stop?” Suki asked.

Clarissa shook her head. “No… I like it. It’s just… Weird when I think about him fucking you afterwards.”

Calon snorted and shook his head, as even Suki giggled. Clarissa pouted slightly before rolling her eyes.

“Oh, whatever.”

“Sorry,” Suki giggled again. “I’m a grown woman in this body. And the idea you’d prefer me to act like a cat, than a woman, is pretty funny.”

“That’s not…” Clarissa sighed.

“It’s fine,” I told them both. “None of this makes sense. None of us were born here. Not to mention none of us were born into these bodies.”

“Except you,” Evie called from the next cell.

“Yeah, fucker!” Chrissy chimed in.

Calon rolled his eyes. “You get my point, though, right?”

“Right,” Clarissa huffed.

“So…” Suki mumbled.

Clarissa glared at the Neko for a moment. “Don’t you–”

“Master, can you fuck me, please?”

Calon blinked before chuckling. “Seriously, I thought you wanted to be my pet. Why are you now demanding things?”

“Because you spoil your pet and she wants to be fucked!” Evie called.

Calon rolled his eyes and gave Suki a firm hug. “Not just yet. Maybe when Clariss-”

“Don’t pull me into this!” Clarissa snorted. “You always fucked in front of me before.”

Suki started purring immediately, and Calon jerked as he felt her paws rub over the bulge in the front of his pants.

“Seriously, now?”

“Mhm,” Suki purred.

“Go for it,” Clarissa pouted.

Calon stood to move, only for his pants to fall around his ankles. That made him frown before he kicked his legs out of them. Suki twisted in his arms and positioned herself above his cock.

“Master?”

“Yeah, Suki?”

“Can you… be gentle.”

“Of course,” Calon smiled. He’d never wanted to hurt her–”

“But also call me names?”

“And you wonder why I’m always saying how weird all this shit is,” Clarissa mumbled as she formed a shapeless blob.

Calon shook his head and sat down on the edge of the mattress. It was straw, and kinda flat. But it would work for the meantime. Suki shuffled back and gripped his cock between her paws. He smiled down at her as she stroked him, before she climbed up on the balls of her toes and raised herself over the top.

“Eager little slut, aren’t you?” Calon smiled.

Suki’s facial hair fluffed, and she gasped as she pressed his cock to her entrance. “Yes, master.”

“That’s okay,” Calon whispered. “I like it when you’re a slut.”

Calon pulled her close and kissed her as the Neko relaxed her legs. She mewled into his mouth as she slowly sank down on his cock. He could feel the vibrations of her purring the whole time, and Calon tightened his grip around her.

Like always, she couldn’t quite get his entire cock into herself. But Calon didn’t mind as Suki rested her legs on his thighs for support. When he pulled away, she stared up at him with big eyes and Calon smiled.

“Well?” Calon tilted his head. “You’re the pathetic kitty who wants to be fucked. You can earn it.”

Suki let out a small mewl of pleasure as she rocked her hips. Back and forth, she shifted her weight, grinding Calon’s cock inside herself. She was delicious, and Calon shifted his hands down to hold her ass. As Suki dragged her hips forward, Calon lifted, pulling her up his shaft, before letting her slide back down. Suki let out a gasp, but showed no sign of stopping.

“It looks like you’re killing her,” Clarissa grumped.

Calon turned and regarded the blob as her face vanished back into her formless body.

“No,” Suki shook her head. “Master feels amazing.”

“Me?” Calon chuckled. “It’s your furry body wrapped around my cock. If anything, it’s you that feels amazing.”

“Thank you, master,” Suki whimpered.

“You’re welcome,” Calon kissed her. “Now don’t forget to warn me before you cum, so I can keep fucking you when your legs stop working.”

“Seriously?” Clarissa sighed.

“You’re just jealous,” Suki mrowed.

“Pff-”

“True!” Chrissy called from the other cell.

“I’m jealous just listening,” Evie added.

“I am not jealous!” Clarissa snapped.

“Then why are you watching Master’s cock slide up inside me,” Suki gasped.

Calon grinned and held Suki still for a moment. She gave him a confused look before he spun her around, still impaled on his cock. But now she was facing the slime-girl directly. Calon pulled her legs wide, setting her down so her knees were just above his own.

Calon swore he saw a face peek out of the blob shape that was Clarissa. But it pulled away before he could be certain. Suki leaned back into his chest and wrapped her arms around his neck. Calon held her hips as she bounced slowly in place.

“There now,” Calon smiled. “Dance for me. Show Clarissa how much of my cock you can take.”

Suki mewled again before shifting once more. She was slow, steady, and with each backward rock, she drove herself down hard. Calon could feel each time his cock hit her limit, and she didn’t pull back a moment until she reached it.

“For fuck’s sake, you could at least rub her clit or something,” Clarissa grunted.

“Good idea,” Calon smiled.

He reached around with two fingers. Then he spread her labia. Suki’s breath hitched and Calon could feel his cock as it slid up and down inside her. But he ignored that, as his fingers found that little bundle of nerves. She jerked in his lap and let out a soft cry before her legs quaked.

“Master!”

“Let it out Suki. Master wants to see his kitty cum her brains out.”

Suki was lost in her own world of delirious pleasure. Driving herself back and forth, she could feel her master’s cock rubbing against her g-spot with each shift. It was just so massive. It reached everything at once inside her. And now, with his fingers circling her clit, she lost the battle. Pulling away from the intense sensation, she drove herself down on his cock until she was almost bursting. That sent a pulse of agonal pleasure through her, and she pushed her hips forward to escape. Only to drive herself harder into his questing fingers. Continuing the cycle of her own tortuous pleasure.

“MASTER!”

Calon smiled as Suki’s pussy gripped his cock like a vise. “There’s a good kitty,” he crooned. “You cum on that dick. It’s all you’re good for.”

He felt the way her core tensed before she suddenly fell limp in his arms. Calon froze immediately and took her chin in hand. He pulled her face back and saw her eyes were closed.

“Suki?”

She let out a small mumble, and Calon sighed.

“I think she passed out.” Clarissa frowned as Calon noticed she was leaning over the pair of them.

“Shit, Clarissa,” Calon jumped.

“What now?”

Calon gave her an odd look. “What do you mean?”

Calon lifted Suki’s unconscious body off his cock and gently set her on the bed. He spent a moment fixing her arms and legs before pulling the blanket over to hide her modesty.

“What are you doing?”

Calon sighed. “Getting dressed.”

“What about blue balls?”

Calon frowned and shot the slime-girl a funny look. “Do I want to know?”

“Do you?” Clarissa asked. “Aren’t you going to be in pain or something?”

“I mean…” Calon looked down at his cock. “Chances are when she wakes up, she might want to go again.”

“See, this is what I’m talking about!” Clarissa shouted, before flinching at the sound of her own voice. “This is what I’m talking about. You do all this weird shit. You treat her like a pet, same as me. Then you fuck her, she passes out halfway through and you just put her down to rest.”

“Clarissa, is there someone I need to summon in order to beat the shit out of?”

She screwed up her face and stormed to the far wall, before spinning and coming right back. “And then you do this shit!”

“Look–”

“No, you look! Why aren’t you like him?!”

“Him?”

“My boyfr… Ex,” she sighed. “I guess now he’s my ex.”

“Your ex sounds like an arsehole,” Evie called from the other cell.

“No shit,” Clarissa crossed her arms. “It just sucks, y’know. Suki, Evie and Chrissy get some stupid asshole who treats them real nice. And I had some party hard jock who wore me like arm candy.”

“You should fuck him!” Chrissy shouted.

Calon sighed, “That–”

“You should definitely fuck him!” Evie confirmed.

Clarissa sighed and did another lap of the cell. She didn’t stop this time. She just kept going, pacing back and forth. Calon watched her for a moment, before turning his attention back to Suki. She was sucking on the tip of a claw as her ear twitched. Calon couldn’t help the smile that broke over his face. And he reached out, gently scratching behind her ear. Suki shifted in her sleep, twisting her head slightly, making it easier for him to scratch. And that was when he noticed Clarissa had stopped in front of him.

“What’s–”

“Shut up,” she mumbled.

Calon closed his mouth as she dropped slowly to her knees.

“You-”

“Didn’t I tell you to shut up?” Clarissa snapped.

“But–”

“Calon, shut the fuck up!” Evie snapped.

Calon rolled his eyes and opened his mouth, as Clarissa pressed a finger to his lips. She eyed him for a moment, before her skin tightened and her features became more defined. He could see the crinkles in the corner of her eyes, as easily as he could see the pout of her lips. It wasn’t the clarity of real skin, but she wasn’t the smooth blob she was when she first took human form.

And he continued to watch her as she opened her mouth and leaned over his cock. The small amount of deflation he had suffered to that point vanished as her cool, gelatinous form slid down his length. She slurped softly, taking him lower, and Calon groaned at the sensation.

“Just cum when you’re ready,” Clarissa mumbled.

“You said that, while…”

“I’m a Slime, Calon,” she rolled her eyes as she bobbed her neck. “I don’t have lungs, teeth or specific nerves.’

Calon nodded as her throat… well, not muscles. But as her throat constricted over his cock, it gave him an idea.

“You can make any part of you, anything, right? Like, you could make your nose feel like your big toe or something?”

“Is this a fetish thing?” Clarissa asked.

Chrissy must have heard, because she burst into laughter, and Calon could hear Evie asking her what was said. Calon shook his head and turned his attention back to Clarissa as she kneeled in front of him. He could see his cock sliding through her body, and it was a strange turn on to see it.

“No,” Calon grunted. “I was just thinking, you couldn’t put your clit inside your mouth or something, could you?”

Clarissa froze for a moment, before bobbing her head. Her gelatinous form trembled, and she did it again.

“Make it harder, so I can feel my cock rubbing on it.”

“O-okay.”

Calon blinked, as a small part hardened inside her mouth. And Calon realised it was her uvula. She shuddered each time his cock slid under it. She throated him deeply, moaning softly, before she pulled off his cock with a gasp. Clarissa dropped onto her ass and held her hands behind her.

“Oh, fuck, that was weird.”

“Sorry.”

“No,” she shook her head. “It’s fine, just… I can’t even explain it. It was good, but weird.”

Before Calon’s eyes, her body shifted and suddenly her head traded places with her ass as she rocked back towards him.

“Just do me like this.”

“What?”

Clarissa wiggled her hips. “Well, come on. I need to cure those blue balls or you’re going to be up all night crying.”

“I think you–”

“Need to shut up and fuck me, yeah,” Clarissa slumped down so her head was on her arms, with her ass in the air.

With a last glance at Suki, Calon slipped off the bed and kneeled on the floor. Clarissa’s perfect green ass waved before him. He reached out and the moment his hands touched her skin, it was like her body locked onto his, pulling it in tight and refusing to let go. Her hips drove back, and Calon’s cock touched her labia, before it too was pulled closer.

“There we go,” she mumbled as Calon went with the flow and thrust his cock into her. “Wait.”

“Huh?”

Calon blinked as a green tentacle flicked out from above her ass. It waved in the air before Calon spotted the triangular ears sprouting from the top of Clarissa’s head.

“Catgirl!”

Calon swallowed. And tightened his grip. Clarissa let out a yelp of shock as he drove himself into her from behind. He pulled his cock free, making her gasp as her body tried to cling to his skin in resistance. Which just made his next thrust that much more powerful. Calon hammered into Clarissa from behind and she made all sorts of noises.

Her body trembled with each thrust, and she was now pressing her face into the floor itself. If she had fingernails, they would be digging into the floorboards.

“I thought you just needed to cum!”

Calon grunted and forced his hands to shift through her flesh until he had a better hold on her. Even then, she remained stuck to the floor for a moment as Calon slumped back onto his heels, pulling Clarissa into his lap.

“Sex isn’t just about the guy,” he grunted.

Clarissa opened her mouth to argue, before Calon stuffed his hand between her legs and roughly palmed her clit. Her body trembled, like it did when her clit was her uvula, and Calon continued his torment as he bounced her in place.

“Oh… fuck!”

“You can cum,” Calon told her.

“No!”

“Clarissa!”

“Not until you do!” she squeaked.

Calon grit his teeth and increased his pace. Swapping his palm for his fingers, Calon bore down on Clarissa’s clit. He was determined to make her cum. She jerked, and parts of her body collapsed into the blob before reforming once more. Twice, her torso reformed with breasts on the wrong side, pinned against his chest. Not that he was complaining.

“Cum in me, fucker!”

“With pleasure,” Calon grunted.

Her body writhed and suddenly he was face to face with the slime-girl. She met his lips as her body convulsed over his length. Her torso followed, and Calon felt the cool pillows of her breasts jut up between them. The first jet of Calon’s seed entered her body as her hips shifted. Calon had hooked his fingers to rub firmly at her clit. And when her entire body rotated to face him, rather than her clit, his digits slid into her ass.

Her body throbbed around him as she screamed in all directions at once. Her body remained firm and whole as she settled herself firmly in his lap. Calon’s seed emptied into her, and her slime-filled body began to absorb it. But it was the way she clung to him that told Calon the most.

Her arms around his shoulder, her lips pressed against his own. The soft whimpers as her tongue explored his lips. It was several long moments before she pulled away. There was conflict written in her eyes, and she took a breath.

She leaned in once more, and Calon opened his mouth in surprise. Her lips were cool as she kissed him. But the soft clearing of a throat had her reeling. She sprung away, leaving Calon staring at the dark-skinned woman in the middle of the room.

“If you’re quite done,” Hannah glared.

“Sorry,” Calon apologised.

Hannah waved her hand in dismissal. “I enjoyed watching, for the most part.”

“How long–”

“Since he tucked in Suki,” Hannah answered without hearing the rest of the question. “Now, if you’re quite finished. The sheriff of Beenleigh has been notified. You informed Sahm that the goblins were taken care of, so he sent a fast courier.”

“Shit,” Calon slumped into the wall. “Does that mean they sent for the magistrate, too?”

“I believe the sheriff of Beenleigh did that already.” Hannah frowned.

“Do we even know his name, or do we just call him sheriff?” Clarissa asked.

Calon smirked and shook his head. “Never found out. First time we met him, he threatened us and tried to kick us out of town. It never really got beyond that.”

Clarissa looked at Hannah, who shook her head. “Don’t look at me either. The only reason I know Calon’s name is because he was polite enough to talk to me. Extremely refreshing change compared to the screaming and begging.”

“That’s because you eat them,” Suki grumbled.

“Yes,” Hannah beamed. “That certainly played a part in it.”

Calon thought back to the broken begging of the man she killed back in Beenleigh. When he compared it to how she behaved around the bandit camp, and her request to eat the orc… well, that made a lot of sense. And Calon was now very thankful he befriended her, rather than kill her.

“Speaking of playing a part,” she sighed. “When are you going to upgrade me?”

“Does that mean you’re staying?” Evie called from the other cell.

Hannah rolled her eyes before melting back into shadow. It wasn’t quite as spectacular as she did it before. Calon could see clearly where she vanished into the dark spaces around the room and followed out the door. That was followed by excited chatter from the other cell as Suki climbed around his shoulder and down into his lap.

Before Calon could ask what she was doing, her lips closed over the head of his cock, where she suckled the tip for a few moments. When she popped off, the Neko stood and smiled.

“There was a bit left over.”

“Then it should have been mine!” Clarissa snapped, before suddenly looking very uncertain of herself.

Even more so when Suki strode over to her and motioned to bend down. When Clarissa bent, Suki pressed her fuzzy lips to the slime-girls and Calon watched as they made out. Clarissa looked more confused than anything, as Suki pulled away. And the Neko began to purr.

“I can be your kitty,” she whispered. “And I’d really like it if you pet me.”

“Calon, can you please put some pants on?” Hannah sighed, surprising the three of them.

He turned and saw the Nightmare glaring at him, though she didn’t seem to be doing it with any hostility. His pants slapped into his chest, and Calon looked over at Clarissa, who nodded at him. He took a moment to pull them on and stood up.

“Now, how many perk points do you have?”

“Character sheet.”
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Calon dismissed the sheet and nodded. “Eleven.”

“Wonderful,” she smiled. “Because it will be less than a day before the sheriff arrives. And a few days more before the magistrate does. There’s no guarantee things will go in your favour, and we need to be prepared.”

Calon sighed. “I’ll need a minute. Can you get me some water?”

“Coming!” Marge’s voice carried from down the hall.

Calon winced as Clarissa’s face darkened three shades. Suki giggled softly and rubbed against his leg. He had forgotten all about Marge with the current goings on.













Chapter
 Twelve












“W
 ell, master?”

Calon sighed as he stared into her eyes. “Look, you’re not making this easy?”

“You’re the master now,” she hissed. “So make it easy.”

“That’s what I’m talking about,” Calon sighed and tried to look at anyone but the nude Nightmare in the middle of the bed. “This… whole thing is just fucking weird.”

“That’s my line,” Clarissa grumped from the corner where she sat with Suki snoozing in her lap.

“I don’t see what the problem is,” Hannah hissed angrily. “You get hard, shove it inside me. Everybody wins!”

“That…” Calon sighed again. “Look. I… Fuck. I don’t know what I’m doing.”

“Clearly,” Hannah grunted as her mist-like body swirled to cover her genitals. “I didn’t think I disgusted you so much.”

“It’s not that,” Calon snapped. “Whatever this is. It’s like you’re not even into it, and that’s a buzz kill.”

“That doesn’t even make sense!” Hannah snarled. “I told you I wanted to be upgraded. I am very into this!”

“Then act sexy!”

Hannah opened her mouth, then closed it again. “I… I don’t know how to be sexy.”

Calon rubbed his face and shook his head. “I get that… just… The night that… You–”

“I don’t want to talk about that.”

Calon laughed, despite the situation, and shook his head. “Then I don’t even know where to start. I don’t have sex with the others just to upgrade them. That’s what Clarissa had to learn the hard way.”

“Fuck off.”

Suki let out a noise and Clarissa grimaced, before going back to scratching the Neko’s ears. Suki did the cat thing where she pulled her paws over her face and Clarissa melted back to her docile state of simple joyfulness.

“You want me to act like that?” Hannah questioned.

“No,” Calon shook his head. “I want… I want to be back to how we were.”

“We can’t,” Hannah sighed. “Now I’m your pet.”

“And I told you I didn’t want that–”

“Then why bring me back?”

“Because you didn’t deserve to die!” Calon roared.

“You don’t even know me–”

“We were getting to know you,” Calon shook his head. “First you were the terrifying monster in the woods. Then you were the strange friend who popped up and kept an eye on things. And then when things really mattered, you helped, and you fucking died because of it!”

“What do you want from me, Master?”

Calon sighed. “For starters, knock off the master shit. Suki calls me that because she likes the idea of being my pet.”

“Call him that right before he fucks you if you want him to go harder than usual!” Evie giggled from the other cell.

Calon snorted and shook his head before glancing over at the Nightmare once more. “You were a friend. We didn’t give a shit about what you were. And when you died, I brought you back.”

“You made me your–”

“I didn’t make you shit.” Calon shook his head. “I told you I wouldn’t make you stay. You decided this all on your own.”

“Because if I leave, I’ll be stuck like this. Weak, pathetic, a mere shadow of my former self,” she growled as her mist wafted around herself.

“See, why can’t you be more like that?” Suki called from the corner.

Hannah turned on the Neko before frowning. “Like what?”

“Your whole, scary-sexy routine,” Suki waved a paw. “Evie’s his confidant. The one he talks to most, who he respects as his equal. Chrissy is the defender who needs to be tended on her own terms. I’m his pet, who deserves nothing, but craves his attention like a whore. Clarissa is a bit of a freak–”

“Hey!”

“But she’s got a soft side that will come out whenever someone needs some softness.” Suki listed them off before meeting the Nightmare’s gaze. “What Calon doesn’t have in his life is a Mistress Of Darkness who takes what she wants, with no thought to consequences.”

“So… you’re saying I need to take charge?”

“Exactly!” Suki beamed.

Hannah nodded, before bursting into her mist form and rushing across the room. Suki had a moment to squeak in fright before Hannah reformed in front of her. The Nightmare grabbed Suki by the scruff of her neck and hauled her from Clarissa’s lap.

“Hannah–”

“Shut it!” The nightmare silenced Calon with a black tentacle that reached out and pressed against his lips.

It was only there for a moment, before she was before him. Calon didn't have time to speak before a firm hand shoved him back onto the bed. Hannah carried Suki over and dropped the limp Neko beside him.

“Get him hard for me.”

Calon glanced down at Suki as she turned to look at him. Despite going from nap to discussion, to hauling around the room like an animal. She stared at him like a woman possessed. This was a whole new experience for Calon as Suki took his cock in her hands once more. She stroked him, before lifting the head to her lips.

“I said get him hard!”

Suki’s eyes rolled as Hannah pushed her face down on his cock. Calon’s slightly hard cock pushed its way into the Neko’s mouth. Where it began to harden at the contact. Suki reached up and tapped the back of Hannah’s hand. And to Calon’s relief, she pulled away. Suki popped her mouth free for a moment before smiling. “Again!”

Calon grunted as his cock found the back of the Neko’s throat this time. Hannah was brutal in how she pushed the Neko down. He could see the bulge in her throat as she made a soft choking noise. But her enjoyment was clear as she dug in her claws and refused to let up.

“I’ll give you two options,” Hannah hissed into the Neko’s ear. “Option one. You swallow him down, finish him off, and I spend the next week ensuring you get as little attention as physically possible. Or two…” Hannah palmed the Neko’s ass. “You let me ride him. And I’ll make sure you get to cum.”

“I don’t know if this is more or less fucked than before,” Clarissa complained.

But Suki retracted her claws before Calon could think of a response. Her throat collapsed back to its original size as she sat up.

“Good girl,” Hannah hissed.

Suki slipped off Calon’s bed to stand aside and watch as the Nightmare climbed into position.

“Now,” Hannah ran a finger down Calon’s middle. “You just lay there and let me finish what I started back in the tent.”

Calon’s cock throbbed, and the Nightmare looked at it with an evil glint. She reached down and took his cock before smiling to herself. Hannah raised her hips and angled his cock towards her opening. Before lowering herself once more.

Terror-boner… It was that feeling again. From when they first met. The dark, scary-sexy woman in the forest. And here, now, she was sliding down his cock. Despite her cold exterior. She was warm inside as she bottomed out. He looked up into her eyes as she smiled. And her smile widened, splitting her face open to her ears to show rows of jagged teeth within. But there was no time to question things as she began rocking her hips.

“Watch me,” Hannah ordered softly. “Watch the way I ride you.”

“I’m watching,” Calon grunted as she tensed to squeeze his cock.

“You were the first in over a century to touch me intimately,” Hannah gnashed her teeth. “Hurry and fill me. So that I may feed it to your pet, while you pleasure her.”

Calon grunted as she dropped atop him to stare into his eyes. She lowered her lips to his, for only a brief moment as she bounced her hips, driving herself over his cock in a frantic pace. Hannah laid her body over his and pressed her lips to his ear.

“Cum for me, master.”

Calon grunted as the first jet of his seed pumped into her. Hannah shuddered as she felt it. This whole situation was something she was entirely unprepared for. All her years as a cold, emotionless monster, torn apart by the charming smile of a confused young man. Her first attempt at exploring those feelings was met with her fleeing into the darkness. Only to absolve her own guilt with her death.

Hannah gasped as she started to cum. Calon’s hands wrapped around her shoulders as he held her close. She could feel the spurts of his seed still pumping into her body. And she revelled in that situation as her pussy throbbed around him. She bit down on his shoulder. Not enough to draw blood, but enough to mark him as her own. She was a Nightmare. But she was HIS Nightmare. And she would allow herself these moments to sate her lust.

“Thank you, master,” Hannah whispered, before sitting up.

Calon stared up at her with a dopey grin before she lifted herself away from his cock. Hannah laid herself down at Calon’s side and lifted a leg to drape over his hips.

“Once I am clean, I will ensure you have what you deserve,” Hannah waved at Suki. And as the Neko climbed back onto the bed to do her work, Hannah let out a small gasp. “Watch me, master,” Hannah whimpered as Suki purred loudly from beneath them. “Watch me.”
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* * *



Suki was purring in her sleep, while Clarissa gave them both the evil eye. She stroked Suki’s head, despite Suki’s assurances that she was completely fine. Calon decided that this was her ‘mother’ mode. And it was unlikely to change, no matter how much Suki begged.

Which left Calon to think about Hannah and her request. The Nightmare sat on the bed, leaning against the wall. Her dark form pulsed softly, as did her eyes.

“Character Sheet, Hannah.”
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“Well?” Hannah asked.

“You’re mythical,” Calon chuckled.

Hannah smiled despite herself. “And what else?”

“You have two skills listed. Mist and Feast.”

Hannah nodded. “That… sounds accurate.”

“It says you can physically affect the world with your little tentacles for a single point of mana per second. But you only have thirty mana.”

“I used to be able to manipulate the world at will. The fatigue only set in during daylight hours.”

Calon nodded. He still wasn’t entirely certain if his access to these screens was unique to him, Summoners or adventurers in general.

“Well,” Calon scratched his chin. “Boosting a skill takes a perk. Same with mana. That thirty will go to sixty. Boosting it again will make it one-twenty but will take two perks, leaving me with seven to spend.”

“Can you upgrade my skills?” Hannah asked.

Calon shrugged, “Upgrade Mist.”
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“That… Actually works out even better,” Calon said after describing the changes.

That would be a hell of a multiplier. That two minutes of manipulation immediately became four, while she could become much larger as well. If this was how her power scaled, no wonder she was so utterly terrifying.

“And my feast ability?”

“Upgrade Feast.”
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Calon swallowed nervously and described the next skill. Hannah gave a dark chuckle. Which was oddly comforting to Calon. He had seen her at her darkest. And seeing her move back towards that confidence was something he appreciated. Her bitter attention grated at him, even if he tried not to show it.

“And what would that leave you?”

“Five perks,” Calon counted.

“I think you should do it,” Evie called from the other cell.

Calon sighed. “Sorry, I thought you were asleep.”

“We were,” Chrissy grumbled.

“Then you two started an orgy and…” There was the sounds of giggling, before they fell silent again. “Calon, that’ll leave you with five perks. And Hannah is the only one outside of Clarissa who has a chance of getting out of a cell.”

Calon looked over at Suki and Clarissa. The pair had fallen asleep, which made him smile. “Fine,” Calon sighed. “I just wish I knew what Suki’s hidden skill was.”

“The Neko’s skill?” Hannah asked.

Calon nodded. “She has an unknown listing.”

“I see,” Hannah frowned. “I shall speak with her in the morning. Perhaps I can be of some help.”

“You know what it is?”

“Perhaps,” Hannah smiled. “But I’d rather not get everyone’s hopes up. So let’s just get mine out of the way, so we can all rest.”

“Do you even sleep?” Chrissy called out again.

Hannah shook her head. “I do not. But…” She gave Calon a cool smile. “I don’t intend to go anywhere else this evening.”
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* * *



Calon awoke to the strangest feeling. Pressed up on one side of him was… Cool, gelatinous and… blobby. On the other side of him was also cool, but wispy and firm. Atop him, literally. On his chest. Was furry, warm and vibrating with a low rumble.

“This was a pleasant sensation,” Hannah whispered.

Calon turned his head and regarded the Nightmare for a long moment. “I’m glad you enjoyed yourself.”

“And that is the strange thing about you,” Hannah stared into his eyes. “You are not the first summoner I have met. Not even the first to have survived the experience.”

“I’m honoured.”

“You should be,” she smiled, flashing a hint of her wide-mouthed fangs. “But more to my point. You don’t behave anything like the summoners of this world. You genuinely care for your pets.”

“Not a pet,” Clarissa mumbled as she pulled herself back into a more rigid form.

“Oh please,” Hannah sighed as she snuggled in a little closer. “Even I can feel it.”

“I’d rather feel something else,” Suki mumbled as she twisted around to lie on her stomach. “Good morning, Master.”

“Morning Suki,” Calon smiled.

“Clarissa, could you be a dear and scratch the poor thing’s ears?” Hannah asked.

Clarissa made a complaining noise, before a tendril of slime reached across and dug into the fur on Suki’s head. Her purring increased substantially, and soon that tendril was Clarissa’s hand.

“You’re all so fucking weird,” she complained. “But… I think I kinda get it.”

“You’re just slowly coming around to the idea that no matter how fucked things are, we’re still more of a functional family unit than the crap you came from,” Suki mumbled.

“No!” Clarissa snapped, before pulling Suki into her arms. “Bad kitty! No existential crises!”

Calon watched as Suki struggled until Clarissa sent dozens of tiny fingers to scratch the Neko all over. So he left them to it and turned back to Hannah, who was watching with an odd fascination.

And that ended the moment they heard the front door open. The Nightmare let out a soft sigh before pressing her lips to Calon’s. It lasted only for a moment, before her body melted into smoke that swept out the bars.

“Calon?” Evie called a moment later.

“I’m up,” Calon called back.

“Cool, just got a wake-up call.”

“Bitch,” Chrissy grumbled.

“I hope you’re not talking about me,” Sahm said, as he stepped into view.

“Morning,” Calon sighed, before sitting up. Clarissa did as well, taking Suki with her. The Neko didn’t respond at all, perfectly content in being carried around like a pet.

“Breakfast will be coming. I just thought I’d check in and see how your night went.”

“Fine,” Calon frowned. “What’s with the weird questions?”

Sahm chewed the inside of his lip for a moment. “Been speaking to the locals. I’m used to the small towns like this. They don’t like us all that much.”

“Sounds like you’re not having the greatest time out there,” Calon smirked.

Sahm nodded. “We’re camping on the outskirts. So far, the only one who’s talking to us is the merchant. And even he’s not much more than taking our money.”

Calon nodded. “And what’s your conclusion?”

“Either you’re not a summoner. And you’ve got some weird voodoo shit going on that’s making you look like one. Or something’s not quite adding up.”

Calon nodded. “Go find Ben. Ask him about his friend with the broken leg and,” Calon smirked. “Tell him I sent you.”

“Ben,” Sahm nodded. “He was the one who you spoke with when we got to town, right?”

“That’s him,” Calon grinned.

Sahm chuckled. “He’s the one telling everyone to give us a hard time.”

“Sorry,” Calon shrugged. “Short version. Sheriff Goodman was a summoner like me. He had an orc, who led a team of bandits under his direction. He knew when the trade caravans came through, and he had his people steal supplies, then join on with the caravans. They didn’t know any better. The sheriff made his profits, and the supply chain was never interrupted, so nobody cared enough to investigate.”

“And how’d you figure that all out?”

“We tracked them after they attacked Ben and his friends. The orc broke off from the group and came back into town, where Chrissy smelled the orc on Sheriff Goodman. He then burned down Sal’s tavern with us inside. We escaped and bumped into the orc again. After that, we confronted him. Evie used her charm and got him to confess. When the charm wore off, he fought us and I still had an active quest to bring back heads.”

“And where does Sheriff Potsmith come into this?”

Calon looked at Clarissa and Suki, who shrugged. “If that’s the Sheriff of Beenleigh, I never got his name. First time we ran into him, Evie and I were looking for work and he tried to run us out of town. We took a job hunting a yowie on McReedy’s farm. He pitched a fit when we came back to buy supplies from Ches the centaur and then we left. Only time we went back was for the goblins. He arrested us on sight and murdered a bunch of beastkin that night, before trying to blame us for the whole thing.”

“That much we’ve already discussed,” he sighed. “I just… I have a hard time believing a man like Sheriff Potsmith could be responsible for the things he’s accused you of.”

Calon shrugged. “Whereas my first impression was a man who would have done exactly that.”

Sahm sighed. “Well. It likely won’t matter soon. Because the magistrate will be here in a few days.”

“I suppose the real question is whether or not I’ll still be alive to meet them.”

Sahm frowned, and was about to question what I said, when the sound of a door opening cut his attention. Sahm turned and strode back to the main room, while Calon turned to Clarissa and Suki. He could hear voices and nodded his head at the familiarity of them both.

“Evie?!”

“Yeah?”

Calon nodded. “If it comes down to it…”

“Fight,” Chrissy snarled. “You fight and you fucking keep fighting!”

“PRISONERS SHOULD BE SILENT IN THEIR CELLS!”

“Here we go,” Calon grunted as a familiar figure stormed into view.

There was a mad gleam in his eye as he stared at Calon through the bars. Calon met his gaze and saw the frown. The man was used to being in charge. People wouldn’t look him in the eye when he was mad.

“I have you now,” he grunted.

“And I’m still waiting for my reward,” Sahm called from out of view.

The sheriff narrowed his eyes before reaching for his belt. He plucked a pouch and lightly tossed it to the adventurer.

“Here. Now get out. You’ve no further business in this place.”

Calon burst into laughter, making the man furious. “What the fuck are you talking about? You’re not the sheriff here!”

“I’m–”

“A murdering, hateful, piece of shit!” Evie snapped from the other cell.

Sheriff Potsmith stormed out of view, and Calon heard the crash as he struck the cell. “YOU WILL BE SILENT!”

“Or what?” Calon snorted. “The magistrate is already coming. Do you think we give a fuck about pissing you off now?”

“You listen here! I have had it–”

“SHERIFF!”

Sheriff Potsmith spun at the authoritative, feminine voice that cut off his words. “And who the hell are you?”

“The duly appointed representative of the magistrate in this town!” Marge snapped. “And right now, I have to wonder why a man in your position is outside of your jurisdiction, harassing my prisoners!”

“You don’t–”

“Don’t you DARE tell me how to do my job in my workplace!” She snapped. “You couldn’t hold these prisoners for a few hours and I have housed them without complaint overnight! So you will stand down, or I will have you removed.”

“Oh, yeah?”

“She’s right, Sheriff,” Sahm’s voice called. “You’re trespassing.”

Sheriff Potsmith turned to regard Calon for just a moment before shaking his head. “You haven’t heard the last of me. You understand?”

“Perfectly,” Marge snapped. “You are barred from this establishment until the magistrate arrives. They can review your behaviour personally.”

Sheriff Potsmith grunted something Calon didn’t hear. Which was followed by the door slamming as he made his way out.

“Sahm, was it?” Marge called.

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Give me a hand here, please?”

Calon frowned as he heard the approaching footsteps. Marge arrived at the front of the cell with a tray laden with meals. Some cuts of meat, eggs, bread and a few apples. But she couldn’t hold the tray and operate the lock. Instead, she pressed her hip to the bars.

“Calon, a hand?”

“Right,” Calon snorted as he took the keyring.

She moved back to give him room. And in a moment, Calon had the cell door open. Sahm tried to say something, but stopped when Marge gave him a stern look. But Calon didn’t let her carry the tray any longer than necessary. Unsteadily, he took it and brought it into the room.

“Thank you, Calon.”

“Any time,” Calon shrugged. “Thanks for breakfast.”

“It’s the least I can do until this mess gets sorted out.”

“You think he’s innocent?” Sahm frowned from the doorway, holding a second tray, as Marge locked the cell once more.

“He gifted Ufal a set of hammers worth more than his shop. If he wanted to harm the beastkin, he’s done a very poor job of it.”

Sahm frowned, before glancing at Calon, who smiled. “Fox guy in the leather shop.”

Sahm nodded, realising who they were talking about, and followed Marge to the next cell. Calon gestured for Suki and Clarissa to eat as he approached the bars and listened to Sahm handing off his tray to Evie and Chrissy. When Marge came back, she gave him a polite nod, while Sahm paused outside the cell.

“I’m going to spend the next few days speaking with some of your friends.”

Calon smiled. “If you could get an update on how the reconstruction of our farm is going. I’d appreciate it.”

“Farm?”

Calon nodded. “Yep. After we tracked down the men who were working for Goodman, we followed a track that led through a burned out abandoned farm. I claimed the land, and the people of Kuraby have been helping rebuild.”

“If you’re screwing with me…”

“Then we’re in a cell and the magistrate is coming,” Calon shrugged.

Sahm nodded before letting out a sigh. “This was supposed to be a simple job.”

“No shit,” Calon chuckled.

Sahm shook his head as he walked off, leaving Calon to his meal. He turned about and saw Suki giving him a sad expression from a seated spot near her food bowl, while Clarissa pouted to one side.

“Did she try to feed you?”

“I want master to feed me.”

“And you didn’t let Clarissa?”

Suki shook her head. “If I bite her thumb, she scolds me.”

“If you bite my thumb–”

“It’s foreplay.”

“Fucking hell, I am eating!” Clarissa snapped.

“Sorry,” Calon told her, before giving Suki a look that made her pout cutely again. “Come on.”

He led her over to the platter and plucked up a piece of meat. He took the first bite, before offering it to Suki, who plucked it delicately from his fingers.

“So what’s the plan while we’re stuck in this shit?” Clarissa asked as she pressed a piece of meat directly into her middle, rather than into her mouth.

“See if Marge can get some lube, so that Master has another hole he can satisfy himself with when my pussy gets too sore.”

“Seriously?” Clarissa slapped the floor. “I’m eating!”

“We’re eating too!” Suki pointed out. “But… Master, if I set some of this aside, can I jerk you off onto it?”

“I think I’m going to throw up,” Clarissa complained.

“He literally came inside you earlier. What’s the difference?” Suki giggled.

Rather than retort, Clarissa collapsed into a blob once more. Before sending out a tendril to pick up a piece of fruit. “You’re all so fucking weird.”













Chapter
 Thirteen












“T
 hanks Marge.”

The old woman blushed and nodded as she turned the key. “You three have a great night.”

“We will,” Evie smiled.

“Just… I’ll be by early to make sure you all get fed,” Marge nodded.

“We appreciate it,” Chrissy added.

Marge smiled before heading off. Calon looked around the cell. It was much the same as the one he shared with Suki and Clarissa. The only difference was the extra pillows and blankets Marge had provided for Chrissy’s extra bulk. The Griffon was currently pulling the mattress down onto the floor along with the pillows, to make a larger bed for them all to sleep on. And the whole thing had come about, as a last-minute request, since the magistrate was due in the morning.

“Master?”

Calon turned back to Evie as her eyes flashed pink. “Already?”

“Mhm,” Evie nodded cutely. “I’ve been craving your touch.”

“Really?” Calon smirked.

“She’s been having me fuck her with her own tail while pretending to be you since we’ve been in here.”

Evie whimpered before nodding. “Would master like to watch?”

“Master wants to more than watch,” Calon grinned.

Chrissy was staring at them both with hooded eyes as Calon directed his Succubus to the bed. Evie giggled and threw herself onto the mattress. Calon strode over and looked down as Evie began pulling off her clothing.

“Isn’t she the most beautiful thing you’ve ever seen?” Chrissy asked.

Calon nodded, before looking up at the Griffon. “Seems we have excellent taste in women.”

“Mmmm,” Evie whimpered. “Yes, please? I wanna taste!”

“She gets into things with me,” Chrissy sighed. “But it’s on a whole other level with you.”

“Is that okay?”

Chrissy nodded. “She and I make love a lot of the time… It’s nice.”

“Well, if you need more, you know where to find me.”

Chrissy snorted before grabbing a pillow. “Ass up, slut.”

“Mmm,” Evie moaned, before pushing her feet down to raise her hips into the air.

Chrissy slipped the pillow underneath, and Evie dropped her ass down, so she was propped up slightly. And Calon noticed, with the pillow gone, she was too high on the mattress, and her head was hanging off the end.

Chrissy wasn’t paying attention to any of that. Her hands went to Evie’s legs and pried them open to look at her in all her glory.

“It sucks sometimes,” Chrissy sighed. “Back home, we had this double-ended dildo.” Calon gulped as he watched Chrissy lift one forelimb over Evie’s leg, before settling down so they were rubbing crotch to crotch. “This was one of our favourites.” She rocked her hips, and Evie gasped, letting her head fall back. Calon stared as her mouth hung open and shuffled forward.

Evie let out a choking gasp as Calon fed his cock into her mouth. Her tail flopped out from under her, and it flicked lightly against the mattress as Calon pushed a little deeper. Evie welcomed his cock and she let him know, by sucking and slurping on it as much as she could.

“I should be jealous of watching you do that,” Chrissy hissed softly as she ground her hips into Evie’s.

“You’re not?”

“I am a little,” Chrissy conceded. “But I also wanna watch you cum down her throat.”

If there was any sign of Evie’s feelings, she made it clear by digging her fingers into Calon’s ass, so he couldn’t fully withdraw. He gently cupped her throat and grinned as he felt it stretch with each thrust of his cock. Chrissy was moaning softly as she watched, and Calon was feeling overwhelmed by all the sensations around him.

Pulling free, he looked down at Evie, who tried to follow his cock. But when it became apparent she couldn’t reach it, she turned her pink eyes up towards his.

“Please master? Feed me?”

“Do it,” Chrissy laughed. “I wanna see it.”

Calon grinned and pushed forward. Evie didn’t react until his balls touched her face. And only then it was to swallow and massage his length from within. Calon shuddered in pleasure before reaching down to cup her breasts. As he rubbed those perfect globes, Evie tightened her lips, sucking harder in appreciation of her efforts.

“Fuck,” Calon grunted.

“Do it,” Chrissy hissed. “Cum down her throat. Let me watch.”

She leaned over, forcing Calon to abandon Evie’s breasts. He watched as she cupped Evie’s neck and leaned in to suckle on the front of her throat. Calon felt the pressure before Evie jerked in place.

“She’s cumming,” Chrissy sighed.

Calon’s mind whirled as Evie’s jaw clamped down, preventing him from pulling out. And with nowhere to go, and his mind stimulated beyond comprehension, he let loose. It was one thing cumming in a woman’s mouth. But straight down her throat was something else entirely. The first spurt of his seed went deep. And Evie’s only response was to swallow. As her throat contracted around his cock, Calon fired a second spurt and shuddered as her muscles milked him dry.

Chrissy made small mewling noises as she bit lightly against Evie’s throat, egging her on as the Succubus came herself. As his orgasm waned, Calon pulled out and held himself just between her front teeth. And as she lapped at the head, Calon slowly pulled away.

“Don’t swallow,” He warned her. “Ask Chrissy if she wants to share.”

She didn’t have time to ask before Chrissy’s mouth covered her own. Calon, watching two women sharing his seed like that, found that he wasn’t at all ready to stop.
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* * *



It was the smell of smoke that was the first thing to mind as Hannah screeched in his ear. That same horrible feeling from Sal’s tavern. Evie grumbled before she shot up beside him, while Chrissy did too.

“CALON!” Came a familiar shout from the cell next door

“Clarissa!” He called back.

“There’s a fire!”

Calon wanted to reply with something sarcastic. But now wasn’t the time. Especially as Hannah hauled him to his feet.

“I’m sorry,” she clutched at him. “I was following the Sheriff, and one of his goons set the fire.”

“It’s okay,” Calon smiled.

“How is any of this okay?” Chrissy growled.

“Master?!” Suki called from the cell next door.

Calon turned and walked to the bars. He could see an orange glow coming from the front room where Marge’s desk was. And he could see that, because it reflected off the dark smoke that was drifting down the hall.

“Shit,” Calon swore. “Okay, we need to get out. And we need to get out now.”

“I can try the bars,” Hannah offered.

“You can do that?”

Hannah sighed. “I don’t know. At the height of my power, probably.”

Calon stepped back as the Nightmare turned into her mist form. A pair of black tentacles extended, and she wrapped them around the bars. They clunked heavily in place, and Calon held his breath as she tried to separate the bars by the lock. She pulled with all her might, grunting and snarling, before letting it go once more.

“It’s okay,” Calon sighed.

“I’ll try the hinges.”

Calon nodded as she did just that. The hinges took the force without a problem, though. Calon wasn’t all that surprised. This place was pretty well put together. Having cells anyone with a bit of added strength could break out of would be a bad thing.

“What if we do this together?” Calon offered.

“What do you mean?”

“Careful,” Evie told him, she had already figured out what he was about to do.

Calon nodded before sighing. “Berserk.”

He felt his body shift. And suddenly, things were a little unclear. He could smell smoke, and that meant fire. But the only way out was towards the fire. And the fire was bad. He thought for a moment before looking down at the three familiar faces.

“Fire,” he pointed at the door.

“Calon,” Evie sighed. “You need to break the door.”

“But-”

“CALON YOU WILL BREAK DOWN THAT DOOR!” Clarissa snapped.

Calon spun back to the door before frowning.

“DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME, YOUNG MAN!”

“Clarissa?”

“That’s me!” she continued shouting. “And right now, I need you to break down that door. Because Suki and I are here. And we’re very scared.”

“Scared,” Calon frowned.

With a nod, he reached for the bars and took hold. He did as Hannah had, and pulled at the lock, trying to make something budge. But he was having as little impact as the Nightmare did. With a few frustrated yanks, he dropped his shoulder and charged, only to strike the bars and fall back.

When he fell on the ground, Calon tipped over onto his head and ended up squashed in the corner of the cell. He wriggled for a bit before something told him to switch off. And like releasing a balloon, Calon slumped back to his original shape, where he collapsed on the floor with a thump.

“Fuck.”

“Did it work?” Clarissa called.

“... No…” Evie called back.

“Fuck, we need to get out,” Chrissy snapped.

Calon rolled over and sat himself back up. He shook his head before heading over to collect his clothing. He pulled his pants on first, then picked up his shirt. And by now, smoke was filling the cell.

“Ladies, tear up some cloth, wet it and put it over your faces!” Calon shouted.

They could see the smoke now. It wafted in, and it was getting hard to keep their eyes open. Calon picked up his shirt and tore it into pieces, while Hannah stood by the door with a tense look on her face. For now, Calon took the scraps and dunked them into the bucket of water Marge had left for them. Then he handed one each to Evie, Chrissy, and Hannah. Though, Hannah took her’s over to Suki, who was trapped with Clarissa.

Calon was thankful she hadn’t left the Neko. She and Hannah were the only two who could leave at any point. And neither of them had. It left a bad taste in Calon’s mouth to know they were all trapped here.

“Chrissy?” Evie called out.

“Right.”

Calon felt the furry arms of the Griffon wrap around him. He struggled as she bundled him to the back of the cell. And no matter what he did, he couldn’t pull his face out of her fur. It was hard to breathe at first. But then Calon realisedd what they were doing.

“NO!”

“Shut the fuck up!” Chrissy snarled.

“Calon, please listen to me,” Evie begged.

“You do not sacrifice yourself for me!” Calon snarled.

“We have to,” Evie squeezed his arm. “If we can keep you alive, you can revive us later–”

“DON’T MAKE ME LIVE THROUGH THAT AGAIN!”

“We’re sorry,” Evie hugged him. “Chrissy, hold him down where the air is the safest to breathe.”

“Right,” Chrissy murmured, before forcing Calon to the floor.

“Chrissy!”

“She’s right,” Chrissy pressed him into the floor as she tried to smother him with her fur. “It’s only you that needs to make it.”

“That’s bullshit!” Calon roared. “You can’t just die every time something goes wrong!”

“Then what will you do?” Hannah challenged. “We can’t get out. Our only chance is that they get the fire under control. If you live, then–”

“Then I get to watch all of you die around me?!” Calon snapped. “Fuck, I’m not even in the same room as Suki. Do you want to go tell her she has to die again?!”

“Cal–”

“DO YOU!?”

Hannah lowered her gaze and shook her head. But that didn’t mean anything changed. The fire was still burning. It was getting loud, too. Calon could only assume that people were trying to put out the flames. But it was the heavy ‘whack!’ behind his head that made them all freeze in place.

A moment later, it happened again. Calon wriggled when it happened for a third time, and Chrissy let him shift around. He placed his hand on the wall and felt a splinter of wood pierce his skin on the fourth impact.

“Ouch!” he pulled his hand away.

“What is it?” Evie huddled over.

The same dull ‘whack’ echoed through the room. And they all flinched at the glint of metal. They leaned away as it pulled free, and something beyond shifted.

“Ho there,” Sahm called. “We’re getting you out!”

Calon sighed as they started working again. The smoke was getting thicker, and Calon found himself being pressed into the floor by Chrissy and Evie. Hannah vanished from the room, but Calon could make out her voice in the cell next door as she reassured Suki and Clarissa.

Sahm must have gained a helper. Because the impacts came faster. Bit by bit, chips were knocked free in the back wall. And Calon could start to see parts of the outside world. The hole was getting larger. But it was obvious that the walls were built to contain someone, even with an axe. Calon watched as they worked, but it was Evie that caught his attention. She began to hack and cough, while Calon watched with concern. He shifted over to the hole and between strikes; he stuck his hand out. That prompted them to stop for a moment, so Calon could grab Evie and drag her to the floor.

“Calon!”

“Breathe!” He snarled and shoved her face into the hole.

She took several breaths before pulling back. Calon then gestured to Chrissy, who did as well, before Calon shouted the all clear.

“You should have gotten fresh air, too!” Evie shouted.

“I’m fine!” Calon retorted as the workers kept hacking away.

But it wasn’t fast enough. And Calon was getting concerned. Hannah hadn’t returned, and he couldn’t hear them talking in the next cell. But neither had he gotten a notification saying something was wrong. He thought for a moment and leaned back into the hole.

“AXE!”

“What?!”

“I need an axe!”

Calon heard arguing before the handle of an axe jabbed him in the face. Evie and Chrissy pulled away as Calon dragged it up into the cell.

“Get back,” Calon ordered. “Berserk.”

He felt it again. The odd shift and the dulling of his senses. Panic began to flood his system. But two things held his attention. First was the axe in his hand. Second was the hole in the wall. And that was all he needed. With a roar, Calon swung and the metal head of the axe bit deeply into the wood. Someone outside shouted as Calon pulled back, taking a chunk of wood with it. His second swing shattered more wood, and his third smashed a massive chunk.

Calon gripped the sides and pushed his head through. He could see Sahm, with Nette, Ben and a few others he didn’t recognise. Calon looked around for a moment before pulling back in. He hefted his axe and brought it down a few more times. In almost a blind rage, Calon hacked the wall to pieces as quickly as he could. Only for a firm arm to grip his shoulder. Whirling, he spotted Chrissy, who pulled him to the floor.

“Change back!”

Calon looked at the hole, and as he did, Evie slipped out. He blinked in shock before Chrissy shoved him towards it. Something in his mind clicked, that the hole wasn’t big enough to let him out at his current size. So he let the power slip, and he felt his body shrink down to his regular size.

“Go!” Chrissy shoved him to the hole.

“You first!”

“Get the fuck out! And if I can’t fit, you can get me out easier from that side!”

Calon swore, but conceded the point. Though, now he was in front of it, the hole was kinda huge. He pulled himself through, into a crowd of people waiting on the other side. Sahm gripped his shoulder as Calon coughed in the fresh air. But he shrugged off the gesture to turn and see Chrissy struggling. Her form, with its odd shape, was having trouble squeezing through.

“Help me!” Calon shouted.

He rushed in and took her arm, while Evie took one of her forelimbs. They started to pull, as more arms came through and took hold of any part of her they could reach. It was awkward, and she yelped as she lost a strip of fur down her side. But with a yank, the Griffon collapsed on the ground.

But Calon couldn’t rest yet. “MARGE!” He looked around and couldn't see her. “Sahm, where’s Marge?”

He frowned and shook his head. “I haven’t seen her.”

“Shit,” Calon swore, before spotting Ben. “BEN! Where’s Marge?!”

Ben frowned as he pushed through the crowd. “I thought she’d be here!”

“Take me to her!”

“Hey!” an unfamiliar voice shouted. “You can’t leave!”

“Fuck off!” Calon roared and pushed through after Ben. Evie and Chrissy remained behind as they turned and started to work on cutting through the wall into Suki’s cell.

There was some shouting and cursing from someone following. But Calon ignored that as Ben led him down to a row of cottages. Ben brought him to the second in line. And the first thing they noticed was the curtains drawn, and no lamps lit within. Unlike every other home on the street.

“MARGE!?” Ben called.

“Calon!”

Calon turned and saw Sahm running up, with several men at his side. They looked decidedly unfriendly. But Calon wasn’t concerned about that right now.

“Marge?!” Ben called again.

Calon looked at the window and drove his fist through it. He ignored the lance of pain that went through his hand. There was a splatter of blood, and shouts from Sahm and the men behind him. But with the window open, Calon could see Marge leaning on the back wall. She held her side and was slumped with her eyes closed. All around her was blood.

“BEN!”

Ben rushed over and saw her. “MARGE!”

“Get me in there. I can heal her!”

Ben grabbed Calon and lifted. Which was precisely when Sahm arrived with the men. They grabbed Calon and held him back.

“GET OFF ME!” Calon kicked out. “She’s dying!”

“What?”

One man shoved forward and looked through the window. He grimaced. “Fuck, do we have a healer?”

“I’M A FUCKING HEALER. GET. OFF. ME!”

The man gave Calon a long look before Ben got in his face. “LET HIM GO!”

“But–”

“HE’S A FUCKING HEALER!”

The man released Calon, letting him fall awkwardly to Marge’s floor. The older woman blinked slowly before mouthing Calon’s name. Calon scrambled to her side and saw the jagged wound. It looked bad, but he was confident he could help.

“It’s okay,” Calon assured her. “Heal!”

His hands glowed, and Marge sighed as whatever pain she was in diminished. Calon checked his character sheet and saw he had twelve mana left.

“Heal!”

His hands glowed again, and he saw Marge regain some composure. She still held her side, but she took his hand.

“I need to stop in case I need to heal others. Where are the keys to my cell?”

“Counter, top drawer.”

Calon got up and rushed to the counter. It was basic, but there was an obvious set of drawers. He pulled the top one open and saw the keys sitting on top. He plucked them out and rushed back to the window, where Ben was waiting.

“Take them!” Calon shoved the keys into his face.

“Wha–”

“Back to the hole in the wall. Shout for Hannah, she’ll know what to do.”

“Bu–”

“NOW BEN!”

The man gulped and spun on his heels. Calon watched the man rush off before he looked around Marge’s home. It was a cute little cottage. Just a single room, with a kitchen, a bed and some personal effects. The bench looked almost like an office, with some paperwork strewn about.

“Calon,” Marge grunted.

“Shit.” Calon turned and went back to her side. “Who did this?”

“Sheriff Potsmith.”

“Where’s the Sheriff?!” the man outside shouted.

Calon turned and saw him once again. “Who are you anyway?”

“I’m with the magistrate. And you will hold your tongue until we have this sorted!”

“I’ll hold my tongue as soon as people stop trying to kill my friends!” Calon snorted.

“That’s to be decided,” came the grim response.

“Best you keep quiet,” Marge mumbled. “Officer Noonan is a bit of a bastard.”

Calon snorted and glanced back at the window to see the man staring daggers at him.

“What happened tonight?”

“One of Potsmith’s men burned down the sheriff’s office with me inside it.”

Marge sighed. “Two fires lit with you indoors. And you’ve moved into a farm that was gutted by flame.”

“Glutton for punishment,” Calon nodded, not wanting to relive the memories of the burning home that led him to this world. “Now, I need to get back to the office in case Suki needs me.”

“Thank you, Calon,” Marge smiled.

Calon helped her up and set her on her bed. She was tender and moving slowly. But she was going to be okay. Calon left her to rest and moved to the door. The lock was an old-school bar. And after lifting it free, he opened the door and stepped out into the awaiting arms of the magistrate.

“By order of the courts, I am placing you under arrest.”

“Take me back to the sheriff’s office so I can heal my loved ones, and I’ll cooperate fully.”

“You think you’re in charge here?”

“Do you?”

The magistrate was about to retort when Sahm put his hand on the man’s shoulder. “Sir, we do actually need to go back.”

The magistrate sighed. “Fine.”

One of the men with him gripped Calon by the arm and they frog marched him back towards the fire. The flames were getting ever higher, as the building was consumed, and Calon spotted a wisp by the hole they had cut. Pulling free, he ignored the shouts from the magistrate as he ran over to see Hannah pushed out with a bundle in her tentacles.

“Calon,” she pressed the lump into his arms.

Calon froze as he realised what it was. Clarissa’s slime-body was firm. Like play-dough. It didn’t respond as he touched it. But he didn’t have a notification yet.

“Water!”

Calon placed her on the ground.

“Holy shit, is that the Nightmare?!” someone shouted.

Calon whirled around and screamed, “WATER!”

That got some attention, and they left Calon to look over Clarissa. He touched her and felt something shift inside. Grabbing part of Clarissa, he hoped he wasn’t making things worse by peeling them apart. Clarissa’s green form was now a black and grey blob. But trapped within was Suki, who gasped as she found a breath of fresh air.

“I have you.” Calon reached into Clarissa’s body and took hold of her.

“Master,” Suki whimpered as he dragged her out. “Master, she… she saved me.”

“I know,” Calon smiled. “I’m going to help her. But if it goes wrong, you know I can summon her again.”

Suki let out a feline whimper before throwing her arms around his shoulders. Calon held her close before someone came over, sloshing a bucket of water. Calon took it and looked back at Clarissa’s sagging form. He saw the hollow within her. The space she used to hold Suki. So he poured the water into her, like a bowl, and set the bucket aside.

“Heal.”

His hands glowed, and the crowd fell silent. The only thing he could hear were the roaring flames of the burning building. But it was Clarissa that held his attention. She shifted, and the water vanished into her form once more. The black swirled within her, before pushing out as a thick sludge.

“Calon?” Clarissa bubbled.

“It’s okay,” Calon sighed. “We got you out. Everyone’s safe.”

“Suki?”

“I’m fine,” Suki touched the slime-girl. “You saved me.”

“I… I just…”

“Clarissa, thank you,” Calon sighed. “I know I can revive you all, but… I can’t thank you enough for saving her.”

Clarissa shifted around before a small tentacle reached out for the bucket. Calon watched as her form shifted into a straw shape, as she began taking in more water.

“I… just did what I thought was right.”

“You did,” Calon agreed. “And I want you to know that I won’t ever forget it. Okay?”

“Okay,” Clarissa mumbled as she took in more water.

Someone saw what was happening and refilled her bucket from another. Calon watched as she used it to filter out the soot from the smoke she was protecting Suki from. And he smiled, thinking that everything would be fine. Especially as Evie and Chrissy came over to join them. The Succubus got on her knees and hugged the Slime, making her squish in the middle.

“No more doubting yourself,” Evie mumbled. “You’re one of us. We’re a family.”

“Family?” Clarissa mumbled.

“Family,” Calon repeated.

“And as touching as all that is, I need to place you back in cuffs.”

Calon turned his attention back to the magistrate. “Are you putting a similar pair on Sheriff Potsmith?”

“That is an unverified–”

“SHERIFF POTSMITH STABBED MARGE AND LEFT HER TO DIE IN HER HOME!” Calon roared.

“Prove it!”

Calon turned and saw the man standing behind a group of people. Calon smiled and nodded. “I healed her, Sheriff. She can tell everyone herself when she gets here.”

Sheriff Potsmith’s face went white.

End Book 2
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The end is nigh...









Elfs... Humans... Orcs and others.









Each has their own agenda. Each has their grudge. And each will be dealt with.









And when I'm done... Either my family will finally be safe.









Or I'll salt the ashes that remain, and ensure the world never forgets my wrath.









Contains MF, MFF, a hulk-mode goblin, multiple pregnancies, a voyeuristic faun, an overprotective father and a man so far beyond caring the shepherds of the afterlife come to heel.
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King Lorian loved his life. He loved his wealth. He loved his wives. And most of all. He loved his people.









Born into the age of prosperity. His people are content, his lands secure, his brides lovely and his pleasures infinite.

Betrayed by one he holds dear, Lorian is thrust into a future filled with death and decay. Awakened into the world as a Lich, Lorian is horrified by what has become of the world he knew.

Driven to reunite with his loved ones, Lorian will have his revenge.

And the dead cannot die tying.









Contains: MF, MFF, cute kobolds, souless zombies, cranky old ladies and a man with nothing to lose







https://www.amazon.com.au/gp/product/B0BW4BXCFF
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Keep your friends close, and your enemies closer.

Capitol City, a fortress city among many. Home to millions. The inhabitants live under the thumb of The Agency. An organisation dedicated to protecting the peoples of this world, from the dangers of superpowered villains, and the mutated creatures of the wilds.

But the Agency is flawed. Children are tested, and those with power are taken away for training. Those with power that refuse, are deemed the enemy.

Amongst it all, is one Professor John Hill. Teaching a class questioning the societal ethics of such a law, he hides a dangerous secret.

And when his latest toy, commits an unimaginable crime, he is forced to reveal himself.

When the dust settles, the heroes have fled for their lives and Darksite is left behind to pick up the pieces of a city falling into ruin.

And maybe get some help along the way.

Contains: MF, MFF, violence, gore, mutated animals, rogue supers, misunderstood villains, an ethical succubus and a living fart.




https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0BSDM3ZGC
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Growing up in a broken home, Tate Lockman held a knife before he could swing a fist.









When good fortune lands him on the doorstep of his childhood friend's home, holding a knife, he fears he's about to lose the only thing he's ever loved. Instead, he's given the opportunity to escape the tormented existence he was born into.









Years and a lifetime later, Tate finds himself reenacting a battle with sword and shield. The winner, takes home the mythical Sword In The Stone!









And when his fingers brush, the rusted blade trapped in rock. He hears a voice, calling for him to take up the mantle, of The Warrior.









Thrust into a brutal world, Tate and his Elven, shape-shifting companion quickly learn that all is not well. The humans and the elves are at war. Corruption has spread through the world, and nowhere is safe to hide. Forced, unwilling into conflict, Tate butts heads with the lord of this land. A man armed with his own special blade. And the fate of the world holds its breath.









Contains: Graphic violence, beatings, soul-bound weapons, explicit adult situations, MF, mentions of FF, and the beginnings of a harem.







https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0BN2QB2H9

















Book Formatting












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



https://
 www.
 fiverr.
 com/
 share/
 vdQVkN
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