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Chapter One




“Gonna take me down to pound town, gonna fuck me uuuup! Pin me down and ream me out, I want to cuuuum! Master’s gonna stretch me out and use my buuu–”

“Suki!”

“Hmm?” the neko turned her head at the hissed voice and sighed when she spotted the source. “Mrs. Wilson, are you okay?”

“I’m fine, dear,” the older woman stepped out from beside the house. She checked each direction, looking for signs of the others. “I just… Are you okay dear?”

“Of course I am!” Suki hopped lightly in place.

“Okay, it’s just…” Ashley paused. “I heard things… last night.”

“Oh,” Suki sighed. “Ashley–”

“I need to know you’re okay,” the protective mama bear stepped closer.

“I’m fine, really–”

“Because the way you were screaming. It’s just not natural, and I worry,” Ashley continued.

Suki let out a long sigh. Then reached into the little purse she had started carrying with her. She actually liked wearing it. The grass skirt was more of a necessity for her. But the purse was custom ordered from the polite fox beastkin in Kuraby. Ufal had been wonderful to them, and accepted all their peculiarities and always did his best to fill their orders. To everyone’s surprise, Calon’s repeated business seemed to have gotten the rest of the town in, and now Ufal’s daughter was helping run things.

Popping open the clasp of the small purse, Suki reached in and plucked out a tightly rolled piece of paper. Ashley’s shoulders slumped when she saw it, and she adopted a pleading expression.

“Really?”

“Ahem,” Suki unrolled the paper. “Article four, subsection C. The Possessed, in an emergency, may use a safe word. Barnacle.”

“Suki, really–”

“Mrs. Wilson, did you hear me scream the word barnacle?”

“Suki–”

“Please answer the question, Mrs. Wilson.”

Ashley frowned and shuffled from foot to foot. “... No.”

“No,” Suki nodded. “And if you recall, I screamed more than one legible word, so subsection D does not apply.”

“I was drunk when I signed that!” Ashley protested.

“You were drunk when you signed it the first time.” Suki turned the paper over to show Ashley her own scribbled signature. “The version you signed while sober is in the safe. I keep this copy on me for reference.”

“I just don’t like how he treats you!” Ashley snapped. “You’re half his size! You can’t tell me that he doesn’t hurt you!”

“That’s the thing, Mrs. Wilson,” Suki sighed. “He does hurt me. Then he heals me. Then he hurts me and heals me. And it makes me cum, soooo hard.”

“Suki,” Ashley slapped a hand to her face. “This sounds like an abusive relationship.”

“Not at all,” Suki shook her head. “An abusive relationship implies that I am being abused. I am fully consenting, willing and eager to live this life with Calon. He cares for me as much as he does everyone else and never makes me do things outside of my comfort zones. He is a perfect gentleman outside of the bedroom, and what happens within the bedroom happens with my blessing. Not that he needs my blessing, Article One, subsection–”

“Alright, alright, I know what it says,” Ashley sighed. “But really. I have a hard time believing you enjoy painful sex.”

Suki frowned slightly. “It’s not that I enjoy painful sex… Were you ever spanked while being fucked?” Ashley froze, and Suki smirked. “It’s a little like that. Where extreme pleasure blends with a few sharp jabs of pain, just to force me to live in the moment and experience everything on a higher plane of reality.”

“It almost sounds like I’m talking to an addict,” Ashley pointed out.

“You’d be addicted to his cock too if you tried it,” Suki grinned.

Ashley shook her head. “That’s my son you’re talking about.”

“No, it’s not,” Suki shook her head. “Mrs. Wilson, Calon might look like him. Might think like him, might act, smell and touch like him. But it’s not him, and you’re not you. You’re not even the same species anymore.”

“He’s still my boy–”

“By marriage,” Suki reminded her. “Same with Evie. There’s no blood relation there. No wrongs to right. No actions necessary. Even then, that marriage wasn’t with you. You’re a copy. A bunch of memories and personality stuffed in a body in a different world on a whole new timeline. None of what you were has any relevance to the now, outside of the importance you put on it yourself. Did Calon ever tell you about me?”

“Evie mentioned you a few times. She thought you had a crush on Calon. He was pretty oblivious to the whole thing,” Ashley admitted.

“Exactly!” Suki grinned. “If I had my way, and Calon was still alive in your time. I think I’d have tried to be his wife.”

“That’s…” Ashley frowned.

“Mrs. Wilson,” Suki stepped up and hugged the older woman’s side. “I appreciate that you’re trying to look after everybody. My own parents loved me in their own way. But beyond demanding that I excel at everything, they weren’t particularly big on affection, showing love or caring about how I felt. Having someone worry about my safety is really, really sweet.”

“I just want what’s best for everyone.” Ashley placed a hand on Suki’s head and rubbed her ears.

“I know,” Suki smiled. “Please stop trying to convince me that the mind blowing sex I have with Calon is anything less than what I absolutely want and deserve. Or I’ll bite you.”

Ashley stopped rubbing Suki’s ears, and the neko gave her hand a quick lick of appreciation, before darting out of arm’s reach. She giggled furiously and rushed over to the front door of their new home and vanished inside.

“Annoying little bitch has a point,” Clarissa sighed as she raised from the grass where she’d been hiding.

“Do you have to be so crass?” Ashley frowned. “And how long were you sitting there?”

“Like an hour?” Clarissa guessed. “I don’t know. I heard someone talking about doing dishes and slipped out the window.”

“Young lady, that is not an appropriate response.” Ashley put her hands on her hips. “This is a household. All of us need to pitch in.”

“We literally have a fucking maid!” Clarissa gestured back towards the house.

“That is beside the point!” Ashley snapped. “This is a respectable home, and you will act like it, young lady.”

“Yes, mom,” Clarissa rolled her eyes. Not that anyone could see it, with her eyes being the same shade of transparent green as the rest of her.

“Sarcasm is unbecoming of a young lady,” Ashley sighed.

“Well, I wasn’t taught to be a lady. My parents just bought me things when I bothered them. My friends were all the same, fucking bitches. All of us.”

“… Walker?”

“Hmm?” Clarissa tilted her head. “Yeah, that’s my surname.”

“Oh…” Ashley softened slightly. “Come here a moment, dear.”

Clarissa froze in place, as Ashley stepped up and hugged her.

“Mrs. Wilson–”

“Shhhh,” Ashley hushed her as she rubbed her back. “When was the last time you had a proper hug from your mother?”

“Mommy didn’t like hugs,” Clarissa whispered.

“Well, this mommy does.” Ashley held the slime a little closer.
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“Suki, you’re back,” Amberlie smiled, seeing the neko. “Did you get what I asked?”

“I sure did.” Suki opened her purse once more and plucked out the small jars.

“Wonderful,” Amberlie smiled and hurried over to accept them. “Dinner has been rather bland without them. It’s not quite the collection I had at home, but… well, this is a start.”

“Well, make a list of whatever else you need. The walk was nice,” Suki grinned. “How long till dinner, anyway?’

“I’m about to start, so you’ve plenty of time if you want to freshen up,” Amberlie informed her. “Going to make a nice roast for everyone. I’m glad the oven is large enough.”

“This was a farmhouse. I think they fed the workers during the busy season,” Suki said as she strode off towards the newest section of their home.

The farmhouse was rebuilt. But not quite to the original specifications. The walls were solid after the fire, but the roof and most of the interior had been rebuilt from scratch. The kitchen was in the same layout as the original. It was spacious, well equipped and outside of a few unfamiliar discomforts—like a barrel and a pump, rather than a tap—it wasn’t much different from anything Suki had seen in any popular fantasy anime. The living area was nice too. A sort of couch was laid out, along with cushions and chairs, before a large fireplace where they could cuddle up for the winter.

Calon already had a designated spot. It was the largest chair, most central to the fire. It was designed large to make it easy to curl up on his lap. Suki took advantage whenever Evie wasn’t already occupying the spot. To Chrissy’s secret delight, there was even a spot for her as well. A strange cushion like chair, with a backrest that attached to a post at the side, rather than the back. It gave her the ability to curl up her body like a cat, but leave her torso propped up comfortably if she wished. Suki giggled, remembering the time she caught Chrissy purring as Calon slowly fucked her front pussy in it not three nights ago.

She thought they were adorable together. But made herself scarce. The Royal Griffin, even now, could be prickly. She liked to keep a certain reputation for appearances. Truthfully, though, Suki knew she was just a kitty in their master’s paws. She just needed some love and a little comfort.

Then there were the stairs that took them up to the bedrooms. That had led to some discussions. Amberlie slept downstairs on a cot. She insisted that as the family servant; it was her spot. It also kept her as far away from the noises upstairs as possible, without leaving entirely. Calon had insisted on getting her a nice one. It had a thick mattress and a small tent that went over the top to give her privacy. Which, from what Suki could smell on her midnight strolls, was well appreciated.

The upstairs, though, were separated into several rooms. A short hallway, with a room on either side, sat as a place of storage, and a spare room for visitors. At least, that was the plan, before Ashley moved into one. The end of that hallway opened into the master bedroom. It took up the rest of the entire top floor. Several beds were brought up, then pushed together into a single large one. With plenty of pillows, blankets and cozy spots to curl up, get pinned down, or get pressed into the juicy, cum filled crotches of the others.

Suki shuddered for a moment. Thinking about the last time they’d had a big orgy. It didn’t happen as often as she thought it would. Despite all the ladies getting along, it was rare for Calon to indulge. He was a loving and caring master who tried to have individual relationships with each of them. Just one of the many reasons Suki adored him. That would be something she’d show him later. Right now, the offer to freshen up likely meant…

“Suki,” Hannah smiled as the neko pushed through the door into the new extension of their home.

It was a late addition, and had only been completed that week. It wasn’t a large room. Not comparatively to the rest of the home. But it was something everyone was extremely happy to see. The large wooden tub was the hardest part to source. It ended up being one of Brandt’s contacts that came through for them. An old fermentation tank. It cracked at the top and was going to be chopped up for firewood, when he was told someone was interested in buying it.

It took a team of woodcutters three days to separate the barrel into sections we could use. The largest of which was set in the middle of the room. There was a large stove at one end, with a large copper pot. Above that was a hand pump. It took a while, but by taking turns, and with Chrissy’s physical prowess, it didn’t take all that long to fill and heat a bath of water.

“Got a spot for you right here.” Chrissy patted her rump.

“No, master?” Suki asked as she slipped off her purse and grass skirt.

“Missed him by minutes,” Hannah sighed as she leaned back against the wall of the tub.

“Evie?” Suki guessed.

“Evie,” Chrissy grinned. “She was practicing her aim today, and conned him into a little special treatment.”

Suki nodded and climbed over the lip of the bath. The water was hot, but not uncomfortably so. It did, however, come up uncomfortably high. Which was why Chrissy had offered her ass. Curled into the tub, there wasn’t a lot of room. Group baths happened, but it was a squishy affair. Not that anyone was complaining. Suki climbed up Chrissy’s hip and lay herself down on the warm fur of her back.

“Oh, don’t look so depressed,” Hannah drawled. “Evie always leaves you with a little midnight snack.”

Suki smiled at that. Hannah was right. Evie was always affectionate and almost never said no.

“I’ll head up later then,” Suki giggled. “Amberlie said we’re having a roast tonight.”

“Beef, if you can believe it,” Chrissy sighed. “Found a stray cow out in the forest. It didn’t have any tags, so I brought it down and carried it home.”

“A whole cow?” Suki sat up. “How strong are you?”

“Not that strong.” Chrissy shook her head. “I made a few trips and left the unpleasant parts out there for the forest creatures.”

“The beastkin, you mean,” Hannah added.

Chrissy nodded. “Yeah. There’s a small tribe of them.”

“Are they a problem?” Suki asked.

“Not so far.” Chrissy shrugged. “There were a few tracks here and there when we arrived. But since we moved in and stuck around, they’ve been keeping their distance.”

“Why were they coming onto the farm, anyway?” Suki asked.

“Water,” Hannah whispered. “They were taking water from the dam.”

“That…” Chrissy frowned. “No, now I feel bad.”

“Yeah, if we’re stopping them from getting water, where are they getting it then?” Suki asked.

“It’s not as easy to find water without access to a dam, but there is water out there,” Hannah pointed out. “In the cooler spots, you can find tree ferns. Their shoots are filled with water. Then there are certain plants that grow that collect it in their leaves.”

“Still,” Suki sighed. “Maybe we should talk to Calon about it?”

“Tomorrow,” Chrissy declared. “Let him have his fun tonight.”

Suki smirked. Evie knew what that meant. She might get her midnight snack, but Evie was always extra affectionate after a night with her master. Something Chrissy would never admit aloud to enjoying.

[image: ]



“Calon,” Evie whimpered.

He glanced up, seeing those lovely pink eyes of hers. She struggled limply against the leash and collar she was wearing. It wasn’t something she wore all the time. But Evie had requested it. The submissive succubus was chewing her lip and looking down at him with all the lust she could muster. Which Calon ignored as he traced the tip of his tongue, in circles around her clit.

She squirmed and made a face, rolling her eyes back as he teased her. That spaded tail of hers, wriggled around, and tried to reach between Calon’s legs to wrap around his erection. He saw it coming though and took hold of the dexterous appendage, pulling it away.

“Nooo,” Evie whined.

“Yes,” Calon chuckled, and pressed the tip of her tail into her pussy.

He knew she derived some kind of pleasure from the tip of the strange appendage. And while Calon wasn’t about to suck on it like Chrissy sometimes did. He had no problem using it as a toy and fucking her with it. Driving it slowly in and out of her dripping, perfect pussy, Calon leaned in and closed his lips over the succubi’s clit. She gasped, and Calon gently sucked, pulling on it as he continued thrusting her own tail into herself.

“C-Calon,” Evie gasped.

“Mmm,” Calon replied, not switching things up even for a moment.

“Master, please?”

Calon pulled his mouth free. “You don’t need permission. I like it when you’re a cummy mess.”

Then he replaced his lips and continued to pleasure her. Evie gasped, and her core throbbed. Her hips jerked and Calon leaned some more weight on her hips to hold her down. Her tail jerked in his grip. Despite its dexterity, there was an awful lot of strength in it. Calon secretly believed that she could use it as a weapon, but hadn’t brought it up.

“CALON!” Evie screeched.

Calon closed his eyes and withheld a sigh. Ashley still wasn’t all that comfortable with all this. Evie screaming his name at the height of passion likely wasn’t helping things. Still, though, he wasn’t about to let that break the mood and ignored the way Evie’s body began to writhe as she came all over his face.

Counting the contractions that pulsed through her core, Calon waited for just the right moment and suddenly sat up. Evie gasped as her clit popped out of his lips. Then cried out as he pulled her tail free. Then let out a muffled moan as Calon slipped up the bed and kissed her on those perfect lips of hers. Evie shuddered in his arms as he held her close, before pushing his hips forward, spearing his cock into her still spasming pussy.

She was a succubus. A being of pleasure, and she was consistently ready for sex. Especially after mastering her. That had been a bad day. When Clarissa had essentially clam-jammed her. She’d broken and been stuck in an activated ability that turned her into a sex crazed monster. To save the woman he loved, Calon had forced her to submit, even while in that form. The end result was the pink-eyed fiend that would crawl into bed, literally begging and whimpering for attention.

Something that likely would have freaked him out. Had it not been for the lessons he learned from Suki. Instead of fighting it, or trying to reason with her. He accepted that this was how things were now. They didn’t always have sex when she was like this. But in their one-on-one sessions, it was how it usually turned out, eventually. She remembered everything. All the depraved things she did and said. Which only turned her on again after she had rested and had a chance to reminisce on their time.

So the way Evie raised her hips. Hooking her ankles behind Calon’s back. It gave him a deeper thrust, which he took eagerly. Her pussy gripped him with every thrust. A pussy built for sex, as it squeezed and massaged him even as he fucked her. She was a goddess of sex, built for the thrill of it, and loved every moment of their time together. Calon might have loved all his ladies, but Evie was his first, and that made her special to him. Even if Suki made a solid case for his number one spot.

Calon held Evie close and thrust into her. She moaned into his mouth, and her tail curled up to lay across his back, as if desperate to feel more of him. Calon felt the touch and drove himself harder into her. Which made her tail twitch. He chuckled into her mouth and continued to fuck her as she clung to him in desperate pleasure. She was a vessel of pleasure. Trapped in this form, she was a single nerve, ready to set off at a moment’s notice. Every thrust of Calon’s cock sent spikes of pleasure through her body, and she could only cry out for more.

He felt the moment her tail shifted. But ignored it as she slipped it down his back. He almost stopped, when he felt its warmth slowly wing around the base of his cock, but Evie was close to cumming once again. Calon kept pumping his cock into her, driving Evie closer to the edge, before she arched her back and squeezed around him.

Calon knew this well. And he knew she only wanted to be fucked harder as she came apart around him. What he hadn’t expected, was for her tail to suddenly tug. As he withdrew, the shift in angle, and his inability to process what happened, caused him to spear ahead once more. Straight into Evie’s ass.

Going suddenly from her pussy, to her ass was quite a shock. But her tail squeezed and massaged the base of his cock, holding him deep inside her. His shock vanished the moment he realized it was intentional. Evie had told him repeatedly that her ass was as pleasurable to her as her pussy was. So he didn’t hesitate a moment longer to start driving himself into her again.

Evie howled into his mouth. Cumming hard the whole time he fucked her. There was no mercy wanted, and none given as Evie took everything Calon had to give her. He was driving his entire length into her now. Brutally, and without any thought to her level of comfort. Which clearly wasn’t an issue as she dug her fingers into his back, urging him on to take her harder and harder.

Until finally, with a shuddering sigh, Calon forced himself deep into Evie’s ass and fired deep into her bowels. His cock throbbed as he filled her, and Calon watched the pink light from Evie’s eyes, fade back to her natural blue.

“How–”

“I love you,” Calon cut her off, before kissing her with as much passion as he could muster.

Evie moaned happily and kissed back, as Calon slowly worked his cock back and forth in her ass for a time. She had always been his favorite person. This world had given them something neither had considered before and the sex was always fantastic. The second round was more gentle than the first. Calon reached between Evie’s legs, and massaged her clit, as he pumped his cock into her ass once more. And this time, when she reached her peak, it was with a soft sigh of delight and a beaming smile.

“Okay, that’s twice now,” Suki announced from the foot of the bed where she had snuck in.

Her fur was sticking in weird directions from where Chrissy had rubbed her down with a towel. She was staring at the point where Calon’s cock vanished into Evie’s ass, and licked her lips.

“Hey Suki,” Calon chuckled, and slowly withdrew, much to Evie’s disappointment as he left her feeling empty once more. “How was the walk?”

“I think if I had to do it every day, I’d be bored by it. But I appreciated being able to run for a while,” she said as she crawled towards Evie. “I think neko’s live like they have moments of activity and long rests in between. So I’ve felt a little pent up until now.”

“Suki, you don’t–”

“Succubus ass is clean,” Suki purred. “Kitty wants her treat.”

As the neko leaned in, Evie let out a soft gasp, before locking eyes with Calon. “How nasty would it be if I asked to suck your cock right now?”

Calon swallowed as his cock twitched. “Ummm… pretty nasty.”

Evie’s eyes flashed pink, and her smile widened. Calon looked down at his cum soaked cock and gave a small shrug.

“You better tell me later if this is something you didn’t enjoy,” he grunted and moved up the bed, as Evie opened her mouth in anticipation.
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“Sir?” Amberlie’s voice came through the door. “Dinner is ready.”

Calon jerked awake, and that disturbed Evie, who was playing at little spoon. She gave a small stretch, which woke Suki, who was an even littler spoon.

“Food smells good,” Suki purred as he sat up. “But that nap was good too.”

“And the sex?” Evie gave a tired chuckle.

“Always the sex,” Suki sighed. “Weirdly enough though, I’m not jealous that you got to be the succubus. I think if it were me, I’d insist on living off master’s cock.”

“Mmm,” Evie stroked the neko’s ears, before glancing back over her shoulder at the man in question. “He is pretty delicious.”

“Really?” Calon chuckled.

“Really,” Evie licked her lips. “But next time you go ass to mouth with me,” she whispered. “I want to be in control, so I can tease you about it.”

Calon swallowed nervously, before the door burst open and Chrissy stuck her head in. “Come on, get up. I’m hungry and things with your mom are getting weird.”

“I’ll talk to her,” Evie sighed.

“I bet she’s just horny,” Suki mumbled.

The three of them looked at her, and she shrugged. “What? You said she didn’t date. What’s the bet that under all her anxieties, she just needs a good dicking down like the rest of us?”

“That’s my mother you’re talking about,” Evie frowned.

“Not technically,” Suki shrugged as she slipped off the bed. “Like the rest of us, we’re not even the same species. It’s hard to make that argument when the only thing holding us together are the memories of the real versions of us, from a world where master is dead.” Suki pulled on her skirt. “So fuck it. Or her,” she giggled, as she skipped out of the room.

Calon rolled his eyes and sat up.

“You know, she’s probably right,” Evie pointed out.

“That doesn’t make it any less weird,” Calon protested.

“What part of any of this isn’t fucking weird?” Chrissy hissed. “I have two vaginas, and you’ve cum in both of them!”

“And you loved it,” Evie giggled as she sprung off the bed and pulled the griffin into a deep kiss.

Calon turned his back to them both. The last thing he needed was to navigate the stairs with an erection.

“After dinner, which one do you wanna cum with first?” Evie asked Chrissy.

Calon rolled his eyes. It was too late.


Chapter Two




“That’s awful,” Ashley frowned.

Calon exchanged a look with Chrissy, who gave a sad nod of her head. “I don’t think the problem is anything we’ve done directly. But they haven’t come back since we moved in.”

“Water is a human right,” Ashley growled.

“To be fair, I don’t think the human rights charter exists here,” Evie offered.

“I’ve never heard of anything like that,” Amberlie frowned. “And it sounds like something that wouldn’t apply to the beastkin, anyway.”

Ashley leveled a glare at the young woman, who shrank back in her seat.

“Mom, cut it out,” Calon chided her. “It’s not her fault this world is the way it is. Even by a historical record of back home, this time was shit for the native population.”

“That doesn’t mean we have to be… unpleasant about it!” Ashley protested.

“That’s why we’re discussing it,” Calon shot back. “Because you’re right. This situation is wrong. I’m not about to go out on a limb and offer to house and feed them. They probably wouldn’t want it, anyway. But I can certainly let them know they’re welcome to collect water from the dam.”

The ursa slumped in her seat, before nodding. “I suppose that’s all we can really do then, isn’t it?”

“They have their own culture, their own histories, stories and beliefs,” Suki spoke up. “If we tried to interject in their lives, it’s likely they’d take offense.”

“You think that’s what happened last time?” Calon asked, thinking of the ambush on the way to Coomera.

“That was probably part of it,” Hannah sighed. “Not that it did them any good.”

“You… didn’t talk about much of that.” Ashley frowned as she looked around the table. “Just how much fighting have you done since you got here?”

The table fell silent, and Ashley frowned.

“It’s not like that,” Calon tried to defend the situation. “I got here and was taken captive by goblins. Evie and I had to fight to get away. Then we took a quest to hunt a monster who was killing sheep.”

“Sheep?” Ashley frowned.

“Not regular sheep, mom,” Evie cut her off. “They’re intelligent, humanoid, walk on two legs and were terrified of the thing that was coming in the night to kill them.”

“Then can we stop?” Ashley begged softly. “You’ve done enough, haven’t you? You’ve got the farm now. Maybe you can just… stay?”

“I’d like to agree with you,” Calon frowned.

“But we seem to be a bit of a magnet for trouble,” Evie patted Calon’s shoulder.

“It’s mostly because he’s a summoner,” Amberlie added. “If he ended up with a menial class, like mine, nobody would have cared. But he shows up with the likes of Chrissy, Hannah, or Clarissa and people assume the worst.”

“What is wrong with summoners, then?” Ashley frowned.

Calon let out a long sigh and started to explain the situation in Kuraby before they arrived.

Ashley’s arrival in this world was at a strange point in their new lives. Things got busy, and Ashley wasn’t all that keen on fitting in. She was set in her ways and was having trouble finding her place. Small arguments, disagreements and ideals got in the way. Because of that, they’d never gone into much detail about what they’d been up to since arriving. She’d been more interested in asking about schools, shopping and the state of the government, than she was about putting two and two together, about dealing with the bandits who ran through the old farm.

With reality setting in, she found herself withdrawing, and Calon pulled Chrissy away to let the gentler ladies comfort her.

“The mornings are getting colder,” Chrissy remarked.

“Winter,” Calon grinned. “Hopefully that’ll be the end of the big storms.”

“Don’t remind me. That really sucked.” Chrissy shook her head. “But it was nice too.”

“It was nice being stuck in a tree?” Calon asked.

Chrissy turned to him with a glare, then rolled her eyes. “It was nice that you were worried enough about me, that your dumb ass ran off into the woods to find me. Then you went all dumb and ruined the moment.”

“Sorry,” Calon shrugged.

“You should be,” Chrissy leaned in. “I hate how much I love your stupid arse.”

Calon kissed her, and she kissed back. He knew, deep down, beneath the angst and attitude, she was as soft and gentle as the rest of the ladies he had found himself loving. Even Clarissa and Hannah had wormed into his heart. They were all special in their own ways. Clarissa was devoid of affection growing up, and used snark and attitude to hide the fact she was utterly desperate for it. Chrissy simply had a reputation to uphold as the strong one of the group.

Hannah was unashamed herself, to the point of taking what she wanted, when she wanted. Whether that was Calon’s food or his pants. Suki was… his pet. In all the ways, and more, that a pet could ever be. And then there was Evie. The first woman he’d ever known he’d loved. Back home, she was his best friend. Calon had studied agriculture, while Evie studied to be a veterinarian. Together, they were going to start a farm and run it as a family.

Instead, Calon had died saving a girl from a house fire. And had been rewarded with a trip to Tech Duinn, and this fantasy version of eighteen-hundreds Australia. Here, with Evie, now his lover, at his side. Calon had never been happier, and he liked to think, neither had any of his ladies. How they all didn’t hate one another was beyond him, but the situation worked. Calon wasn’t dumb enough to look a gifted horse in the mouth. She smirked when she pulled away, and Calon just smiled like an idiot.

“Get on,” Chrissy rumbled.

“You don’t want me to walk?” Calon asked before spotting Chrissy’s expression. “No, no, you’re right.”

“Fucker,” Chrissy snorted as Calon climbed onto her back.

She wasn’t dressed in her armor. Nor was she carrying her spear. Her crossbow was attached to a belt on her hip, though. Already strung and ready to be loaded and fired. Not that they expected to use it. Chrissy plodded along through the grass, passing by the wagon. They’d parked it on the flat spot where they were planning to build the barn this winter. The horse, still unnamed, roamed around in a large paddock, roped off to keep him there.

Of all people, it was Clarissa who seemed to be taking care of him the most. Apparently horses were a thing she did for a while.

“So, how are we going to find them?” Calon asked.

“Same way I did last time,” Chrissy shrugged. “Find some tracks, follow them, and see what direction they take. Then maybe fly around and see if we can spot them from above.” “They might have hidden themselves if they know you fly around,” Calon pointed out.

“Then we walk.” Chrissy shrugged again. “It’ll be nice. We haven’t spent much time together.”

“What about–”

“I’m not saying you don’t make some time for me,” Chrissy huffed. “But there’s a difference between a quickie in the living room while everyone is distracted, and going for a walk in the woods together.”

“No quickies in the woods? Got it.” Calon smirked.

Chrissy glared over her shoulder. “Not now, there won’t.”

“Shit,” Calon chuckled.

“That’s what you get,” Chrissy huffed, before letting out a girlish giggle.

“Are you happy?” Calon asked.

Chrissy’s shoulders slumped. “Don’t you start.”

“Sorry,” Calon apologized.

Chrissy let out a groan and reached behind herself. Calon had been keeping a respectful distance from her torso, but she took hold of his legs and pulled him closer. Adjusting his posture to not put too much pressure on the backs of Chrissy’s wings, Calon found himself leaning into Chrissy’s warm back.

“I’m happy,” she murmured as a cool breeze ruffled her hair. “I’m the literal definition of a strong, independent woman. With the love of my life, and a guy who treats me just the way I deserve.”

“Ummm–”

“Yes, you, dumbass,” Chrissy huffed. “And yes. I love you too. I know you love me. You’ve said it. I just… I’ve loved Evie for a long, long time. But I just want you to know that I love you, too. I love this life and even if I’m still mad about this fucked up body… It has its advantages.”

“Okay, now are you talking about a sex thing?”

Chrissy snorted and gave a small nod. “Yeah, that time I was. And there is something deeply, deeply satisfying about Evie going down on me, while you fuck me from behind. I have two g-spots, and doggy really lets me feel it.”

“So, nothing you’d change then?” Calon asked. “I mean, if we could?”

“Only thing would be babies.”

Calon froze. “What?”

“We can’t have children, Calon,” Chrissy glanced over her shoulder. “I never planned on having kids. But Evie? Let’s just say she was very open to the idea.”

“As in–”

“Look. It doesn’t matter, because it isn’t possible. But if it was. Find a way to get her a kid. She always wanted to be a mom.” Chrissy shook her head.

Calon thought about it for a moment. Chrissy was right. It wasn’t possible. But if it was, he’d do anything to give that to her. Surely, in this world, there would be someone, somehow, that had an idea, or a solution. Evie was a succubus. Nothing here was technically rational.

Turning his attention back to their surroundings, Calon could see the dam. They circled it, and Chrissy kept her eyes down, looking for signs of anyone coming onto the farm.

“Anything?” Calon asked.

“No, even the old tracks are covered up,” Chrissy mumbled. “The few tracks I’ve found recently were near the fence. They still come close, but they never come in.”

“They’re not like… watching us, are they?”

“Oh, they probably are,” Chrissy nodded. “Can you imagine living next to a group of monsters? You’d keep an eye on them too. The key part is they don’t cross the barrier. They stick to their side, and we stick to ours. It’s a silent truce so far.”

“Then if we break that truce?” Calon wondered.

“Hopefully it’s for the best,” Chrissy shrugged as she turned to the fence.

Calon was able to see what she was talking about. There were plenty of tracks here. Some were older than others, with dirt, grass, and leaves covering them. Others were far fresher. One of the things he noticed, though, was the four toes.

“They’re the dog type,” Calon nodded.

“Makes sense. Most of them around here look like dingoes.” Chrissy nodded.

“Think they’re going to have an issue with a big cat running around?” Calon chuckled. Chrissy looked over her shoulder, and Calon stopped, pulling a straight face. “Sorry.”

“No, I’m sorry,” Chrissy huffed, before hopping over the fence. “You’re clearly into catgirls. And I’m definitely on the receiving end of that.”

Calon wanted to argue, but… well, she sorta had a point.

As they moved away from the farm, Calon was able to look around and appreciate the forest. They’d never really been able to do this before. He’d always had some goal that made things dangerous. Hunting bandits, stalking prey, or finding a fallen griffon who’d been knocked out by the first wave of a nasty storm.

Going for a stroll, to find some people and offer them access to water was a far nicer opportunity. The birds chirped, the insects buzzed. The trees rustled gently as a breeze filtered through.

“It’s always so peaceful out here,” Chrissy chimed in, as if noticing what had Calon’s attention.

“It is,” Calon agreed with a smile. “You’d know better than most, though, wouldn’t you?”

“Up in the air is a little different to roaming through the trees,” Chrissy shook her head.

“It’s still something. How peaceful is it up there?”

Chrissy looked up and sighed. “It’s wonderful, Calon. I should take you up one day.”

“You should,” Calon patted her hip. “I’d like that. And you can show me your favorite spots.”

“You think I have favorite spots?” Chrissy asked.

“You saying you don’t?” Calon challenged.

Chrissy made a small noise, then sighed. “Yeah. There’s this clearing. It looks natural, and the land slopes. I took a rest there, and the grass is really soft, and all you can see is the tops of the trees. Makes me feel like I’m all alone in the world.”

“It sounds nice,” Calon smiled.

“I want to take you there. Look at the stars, one night. Maybe have a little candlelit dinner,” Chrissy smiled.

“That sounds even better,” Calon leaned in and hugged her from behind.

“Then I’ll suck your cock for dessert.”

Calon snorted, and they both shared a laugh. She wasn’t always the fierce warrior, but nobody outside their circle knew that.

“I can smell something,” Chrissy slowed.

“Like… something bad?” Calon asked.

“Like there’s people this way,” she turned and followed the direction of the wind.

It then became a bit of a game. She’d follow the wind until the scent vanished. Then we’d turn and walk across the wind until she found the scent, before following the wind again. They walked in a zigzagging pattern through the trees for a time. The camp mustn’t have been terribly far from the farm if they were using the dam to collect water. But it wasn’t close enough to see them if they lit a fire.

What Calon hadn’t expected was to simply run into them. Chrissy was marching along. Her large body was surprisingly suited for the Australian bush. The smaller shrubs were easy for her to push aside, and her fur protected her from scratches. The large trees were wide enough apart. She could walk around them with ease. Which is what she was doing, when a burst of moment ahead of them brought Chrissy to a halt.

A furry woman rushed out of the trees, looking behind her. Only to spot Chrissy at the last moment. She put on the brakes, but was going too fast and crashed into the griffon’s front.

“OOOF!”

“Watch it!” Chrissy snarled, rearing back.

Calon clung to the woman for dear life as she dropped back onto all fours.

And that was when two males of the woman’s kind burst out of the treeline. With their eyes up, they spotted Chrissy and skidded to a halt. The woman on the ground curled into a ball, whimpering softly as the men shifted uncomfortably. One of them had a bone knife on his belt. The other carried a club with animal teeth embedded in the head.

“She ours,” one of them grunted, pointing at the woman.

“That’s okay,” Calon grinned, leaning around Chrissy and catching their attention for the first time. “We’ll follow you back. I wanted to talk to you, anyway.”

“No,” the other male glared. “No follow.”

“Why not?” Chrissy asked.

“Need permission,” the first spoke up.

Calon rolled his eyes. “Permission from who?”

“Elder,” came the reply.

“Then we’ll come speak to the elder,” Chrissy huffed.

The two males began muttering to one another. Calon couldn’t make out the words, but Chrissy could hear enough to know one wanted to try an attack. That brought the other up cold, who mentioned the farm.

“You come with us,” the first speaker turned to Calon and Chrissy. “We want something.”

Calon frowned. This didn’t sit right with him. He’d come to offer them water. But now they wanted to bargain with him, simply for the right to speak.

“Maybe we’ll come back another time,” Calon suggested.

“You not want to talk?” the second man frowned.

“You know where to find us,” Chrissy smiled, before looking down at the cowering woman. “What about you? You wanna go with them? Or come with us?”

She froze and peeked up. She was clearly terrified, but that was nothing compared to the men. They shouted angrily and the one with the club drew his weapon. That was enough for Chrissy to snap. Calon dived off her back before throwing himself over the woman. It was enough to make sure Chrissy leapt as she went on attack mode. Her beak was out as she screeched. Her Rage ability was in full swing, and the men suddenly looked like they were about to shit themselves.

That moment of hesitation was enough to give Chrissy the chance to tear one down. Not a figment of speech. Her front paws hit him in the chest, before she beat her wings for balance and ripped apart. His skin opened, and his ribs snapped. Part of a lung fell out, and the second male with the knife dropped it.

As Chrissy slammed the dying beastkin to the ground, she let out a low, feline snarl. It echoed through her terrible beak and this time, he really did void his bowels. Calon could hear the female whimpering beneath him and decided to speak up.

“Chrissy, I think we made our point,” Calon offered.

She stopped growling before stepping back. The beastkin at her feet was silent, while the other looked ready to bolt as a foul smelling substance ran down his legs.

“Please?” the female began to whimper. “They’re killing my people.”

Calon closed his eyes, and Chrissy let out a terrifying shriek. The second male didn’t last as long as the first.
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“This way,” Erena waved for them to follow.

Calon and Chrissy could hear it and smell it. The fire burned, and the beastkin roared. There were screams, too. Not the good kind, but the kind that comes from something truly monstrous. It made Calon think of the goblin camp, and his brows knit in frustration. They had hurried back the way the three beastkin had come from. And the source of it was clear.

The small camp that had been using Calon’s dam for water, were a quiet, relatively peaceful bunch. But they’d been in contact with a few neighbors who were looking for a place to settle. Not knowing that those neighbors had come from the south, with an attitude and an ax to grind. When they arrived, they were rude, demanding, and scoffed at the idea of avoiding the nearby farm. And when Erena’s people finally tried to stand their ground. Their neighbors became their oppressors.

“How many?” Chrissy asked.

“Two of two hands,” Erena whimpered.

“Two of…” Chrissy frowned.

“Twenty?” Calon guessed.

Erena frowned, before holding up ten fingers, then closing her hands into fists, and opening them. Like a child counting on their digits.

“Twenty,” Chrissy nodded. “We can’t fight twenty.”

“If you fight, and I fight, my people will fight,” Erena begged. “Please?”

“This is such a fucked idea,” Chrissy growled, but didn’t stop.

The sounds coming from the camp were awful. There was a bit of jeering, too. What that was, Calon didn’t know, but he was about to find out. They approached the camp with the wind in their face. Nobody was on the lookout, which made sense for a small camp in a quiet area. There wasn’t any reason to post a sentry.

Until now.

Chrissy hissed, as Erena made a whimper and clutched her hand to her mouth. The camp was in shambles. A fire, much larger than necessary for the half dozen small structures, set out. A male beastkin was stepping out of one, grinning at another who went in. Only for a feminine, dismayed cry to cut off as if he’d struck her.

In the center of the camp were all the men of Erena’s village. They were dirty, disheveled and most were on their knees. The ones that weren’t were face down and from the red stains around them, weren’t long for this world. The source of which… A familiar looking beastkin. Jakus. Calon stared at him as he strode around with a knife in his hands. He looked even skinnier than Calon remembered. But the beastkin was the same one Calon had tried to offer a place to live. Instead, his clan village, whatever they wanted to call themselves, had attacked Calon’s wagon train on the trip back north.

With their failure, the surviving members had moved further north on their own. Whether this was intentional to end up here, Calon didn’t know. But he wasn’t in the mood to find out.

“Chrissy,” Calon nodded. “Berserk.”

“Fuck, Calon wai–”

“CUUUUUUUUUUUUNTS!” Calon roared as his shirt burst open.

The camp froze at his roar, but Calon was already moving. His eyes were set on Jakus. That sack of shit who lied through his teeth and was now as big a monster as the people who burned down his home. Jakus’s eyes went wide. He seemed to recognize the face of the bloated man running towards him. But that didn’t save him.

Calon threw himself forward, slamming the beastkin into the ground. He rolled, yanking Jakus along, before coming to a stop with the man firmly in hand. Jakus had a pained look on his face before raising that knife to stab Calon in the chest. Which Calon responded to, with a violent series of back-and-forth thrashing that caused the beastkin to snap his head forward and back. Calon climbed to his feet as Chrissy tore past, biting down on a beastkin that had been just about to brain Calon with a large rock.

Which is when Calon remembered that there was more than one target. Dropping Jakus on the ground, Calon bent down and took him by the ankle. Club in hand, he watched as Erena rushed in and threw herself at the back of another skinny beastkin and dragged him to the ground. Her arrival was like a breath of fresh air, and the camp exploded into action.

Calon barked out some laughter as he gripped his club with both hands. Swinging it around felt awkward, but the first beastkin he crushed with it made an interesting wet crunch. Calon felt like he was playing a game of hitting moles, but the club was heavy and floppy, and the targets weren’t as cute. He smashed them into the ground, one by one. He felt something painful stab into his side, but when he turned, there was nothing there but Chrissy, tearing one to pieces.

There was a brief moment where Calon raised his club into the air, only to frown at the beastkin before him. They were male, but they weren’t skinny. He was bleeding, though, and turned to Calon. At that moment, Calon lost track of the male and decided that he probably wasn’t one of the squishy ones.

“CALON!” Chrissy screeched.

He spun and saw Chrissy standing in front of him. She was bleeding badly from a gash in her side. Calon’s anger fumed, and he was about to roar when she grabbed him.

“Calon, please. Listen to me big guy!”

“Listen,” Calon blinked dumbly.

“That’s right,” she smiled. “I’m hurt.”

“HURT!”

“You wanna help me, right?” she clung to his arm.

Calon frowned. “Help.”

“Just change back, big guy. Change back for me.”

Calon groaned and released his skill. All at once, the sensations he was too dumb to react to flared. The stab in his side was a knife. With his increased size, it was little more than a flesh wound, and as he shrank, the blade slipped most of the way out. Calon was more worried about Chrissy, though.

“Heal,” he slapped her side.

Chrissy sagged slightly, feeling the power sealing up her wound.

“Heal,” Calon cast once more.

“I’m okay–”

“Fuck you,” Calon swore. “Heal.”

Chrissy hid the smirk on her face as her man made her right again.

Bonus!

Rescued the friendly beastkin clan!

100 exp awarded!

“And fuck you too,” Calon dismissed the pop-up, only to realize he was standing amongst a group of bloody and disheveled beastkin. “Ah… not you.”

“Father!” Erena rushed into the fray.

“Erena!” an older beastkin barked out a laugh and caught her in his arms.

“This farmer!” she yipped. “He helped. He saved me!”

The elder turned to Calon and frowned. “Why?”

Calon shrugged. “Seemed like a good idea at the time. Before we get into that, I can do a bit more healing. Does anyone need it?”

The elder looked around, and bowed his head. “My daughter.”

Calon’s mood shifted as he remembered the sounds coming from that hut. “Take me to her.”

When they reached the hut, and it was in fact the same hut that Calon first saw. The inside was a mess. She had put up a fight. That much was obvious. But her bruised body was limp in the middle of a pile of leaves that had once been a bed. Her chest rose and fell, but her face was bloody and swollen. Calon fumed as he moved up.

“N-no,” the girl whimpered, as she held up a hand with a broken finger.

“Heal,” Calon responded softly.


Chapter Three




“We can’t thank you enough,” the old beastkin bowed.

They’d tried to leave him behind. He was injured, hobbling along with a makeshift cane. He wouldn’t hear of it, though. The beastkin woman Calon had healed was his eldest daughter. Erena, the youngest had remained behind to care for her. When her sister had fully awoken, she was horrified and screamed until Calon left.

Nobody blamed him. But that didn’t make him feel any better. What had happened to her was monstrous. From a survival standpoint, it was logistics. The eldest daughter of the clan elder. Get her pregnant, and your people, becomes their people. Calon couldn’t do anything about the potential for pregnancy. But she fought and fought hard, earning a series of vicious injuries, and those he was able to repair.

Calon had no doubts that she would carry some of those wounds for the rest of her life. He did what he could, though, and left as soon as he was certain his presence would only make things worse. Once again, on Chrissy’s back, they were making a far slower return home.

“We’re just glad we got there when we did,” Chrissy sighed. “What are you going to do with the rest of them?”

“The survivors will be punished,” the elder beastkin muttered.

“Good,” Calon growled. “Fuck Jakus.”

“I knew his father once,” the elder sighed.

“I met him a few weeks ago. Someone burned down their home and they were living like bandits, attacking trade caravans along the roads,” Calon recalled. “Gave him an offer to come live on my land where it was safe. He returned that favor by attacking us when we made our way back north again.”

“He mentioned a slaughter.” the elder frowned. “He painted it in a different light.”

Calon glanced over at the old man. His expression was down, but he didn't look surprised.

“So, how did he end up here?” Calon asked.

“They arrived in the night. Sick, injured and starving. Our village is small. We forage mostly for food and trap rather than hunt. After Jakus regained some of his strength, he started pushing for change,” the elder shook his head. “I told him he was a fool. That if we acted too aggressively here, that your people would hunt us.”

That made a bit of sense to Calon. Their village was entirely burned down. If they’d been problematic, it explained why. But then… Were they always problematic? Or were they forced to become what they were to survive initially? How far back did one have to go in history, before you found an answer to who was in the wrong? Did it even matter when innocents were dying?

“So he tried to take over,” Chrissy growled. “Calon, I’m glad you beat his arse.”

“Yes, that… was an impressive feat,” the elder glanced at Calon.

“Don’t worry,” Calon sighed as he spotted the fence up ahead. “I meant what I said. We want to be good neighbors, and we knew you were visiting the dam.”

“We stopped when we noticed life at the farmhouse,” the elder beastkin sighed. “The ones who came across this land before did not stay. We kept to ourselves and they never knew we were here.”

“The bandits,” Calon nodded. “They had a camp nearby, and were using the burned out farm as its cover.”

“Yes, we knew about that camp. It was one of the reasons I called Jakus foolish,” he chuckled. “Those bandits are long gone now.”

“Dead,” Chrissy hissed. “Thanks to us.”

The elder slowed and gave a small nod. “For the best, I think.”

“The whole situation was bad,” Calon nodded. “They were being fed information by the town sheriff, so they knew which farmers to attack. Then rejoined the trade convoys and sold the crops themselves. Nobody cares about the problems of a small farming town, so long as the supplies don’t dry up.”

“Well,” Calon cleared his throat as they arrived at the fence. “This is it.”

“Aye,” the elder nodded. “Your terms?”

“Mind the farm,” Calon shrugged. “I’ll talk to someone about putting in a gate. I’ll make sure anyone coming to the farm knows to leave you alone. If someone gives you trouble, come speak to us at the house.”

“And in return?” The elder tilted his head.

“It’s just a bit of water,” Calon shrugged. “If it starts getting low, we’ll probably have to work something out. But where I come from, having access to drinking water is a… it’s a right. And I’d feel bad denying your people that, without a good reason.”

“You’re a very strange man,” the elder frowned.

Chrissy snorted as she bent over. Barely containing her laughter.

“Yeah,” Calon nodded as he patted Chrissy’s back. “I’ve been told that.”

“Master?” Suki’s voice called out.

Calon spotted her coming their way. She looked a little confused, but otherwise fine. In her grass skirt, she hurried over to the fence and looked up at the elder.

“Hi!”

“Hello,” the elder frowned. “We heard you had a neko, but this is the first time I have seen her personally.”

“You’ve been watching us?” Suki asked.

The elder smiled and gave a small nod. “We have indeed little miss.”

“Did you see the time Master folded my legs behind my head and choke-fucked me on that hill over there?” she gestured to a small rise in the field.

The elder looked at Suki, then at me, then back at Suki. “I believe we have made a few incorrect assumptions about your kind.”

“She’s not a child,” Calon spat.

“No,” the elder shook his head. “No, she is not.”

“Great!” Suki giggled. “Master, your friends, Sahm and Nette, are here. They said it was important.”

“Oh,” Calon frowned. “I was hoping we’d have more time than this.”

“Problem?” The elder frowned.

“Not for you,” Calon shrugged… “Or at least, I hope not for you. There’s something going on with the beastkin in the north. It might be about that.”

“Ah,” the elder nodded. “Yes, several of our members moved away for that.”

“You mean?” Chrissy prodded.

“Yes, I’m afraid,” the elder sighed. “I will welcome them home should they return. But… I won’t harbor a fugitive for the sake of the clan.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” Calon nodded. “If anyone gives you trouble, come find me, okay?”

“I shall do so… and… About the healing?”

Calon smiled. “If there’s anything that requires attention, that too.”

“Thank you,” the elder smiled. “You’ve given me hope again.”

With a quick goodbye, Chrissy rolled her eyes and let Suki join Calon on her back. She crawled into his lap and remained quiet, even if she looked extremely pleased by the turn of events. With a small hop, Chrissy was over the fence before hurrying back over to the house, where he spotted a pair of unfamiliar horses.

“They didn’t say anything about why they were here?” Calon asked.

“No master,” Suki shook her head. “But they looked like something was going on.”

“Makes sense.” Calon nodded as Chrissy slowed at the front door.

The horses were giving her solid stares. If not for them leashed to a beam at the front of the house, they likely would have bolted by now. She ignored them as Calon and Suki dismounted.

“Uh, uh,” Chrissy grabbed Calon’s hand. “Payment before you leave?”

“Pay–mmm!” Calon hummed as she kissed him hard.

When Chrissy pulled away, she gave him a smile and opened the front door herself, before stepping inside.

“Chrissy,” Sahm’s voice called.

“Hello Sahm, Nette,” Chrissy made room for Calon and Suki.

“Hello you two,” Calon smiled seeing their friends. “What can I do for you?”

“Hopefully a few things,” Sahm smiled.

“You first,” Nette nudged her brother.

Sahm nodded and pulled up the bottom of his trousers. Where a horrible, dark blotch of skin that looked like it was burned with acid..

“What the fuck?” Calon moved up.

“Got me just this morning. I’ve taken something for the chills, but it’s getting worse,” Sahm muttered.

“Some kind of spider or something?” Calon asked.

“Little black thing, with a red stripe on its back,” Sahm nodded.

Calon shook his head. Of course it was a redback. Americans had their black widows, but the redback in the same family was almost as venomous.

“Neurotoxin,” Suki spoke up. “It can cause heart failure in the worst cases.”

“Calon,” Nette stepped up.

“Already on it,” Calon nodded. “I’ll do what I can, but you might need to spend the night. I’ve been healing today and I’m low on mana as it is.”

“We can do that,” Sahm nodded.

“Thank you,” Nette smiled.

Calon bent over and lightly touched the inflamed wound. “Soft Touch,” he cast.
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“That stew was wonderful,” Sahm smiled.

“I’m glad you enjoyed it, sir,” Amberlie gave a small nod from her spot at the table.

They had broken up a bit for the evening meal. Their table wasn’t large enough to let them all sit. With two extra guests, Calon had joined Chrissy and Suki in the living room to eat, while Sahm and Nette had remained at the table.

“I have to admit, even I’m impressed,” Ashley nodded. “I’m baffled by how easily you can control temperature without modern appliances.”

Shit.

“These are modern appliances,” Amberlie frowned in confusion.

“We traveled from somewhere else,” Calon spoke up suddenly. “We… cooked things differently. Not modern, just… different.”

Ashley frowned at him, but Suki let out a small giggle.

“Smooth,” Chrissy nodded. “Real convincing.”

Calon rolled his eyes.

“Yes, well,” Ashley tried again. “It’s lovely, Amberlie. Thank you for the wonderful meal.”

“You’re welcome Miss Wilson–”

“Mrs.,” Ashley sighed. “It’s Mrs. Wilson.”

“Oh… okay,” Amberlie glanced at Calon. “Sorry Mrs. Wilson.”

“That’s quite alright,” Ashley smiled at the young lady.

“You done?” Chrissy asked.

“Hmm?” Calon looked at her, then down at his bowl. He scooped up the last mouthful and popped it in his mouth with a nod.

Chrissy shook her head and got up before taking his bowl. Then, with far more grace, accepted Suki’s as well. She carried them to the kitchen for Amberlie to wash later. She had insisted it was part of her role. They helped out around the house when they could, but she still took care of most things.

“Calon, Suki, can I get some help?” Chrissy called out.

Calon glanced at the neko and saw her slight confusion. “Ummm… sure.”

“Great,” Chrissy nodded. Then gestured at the door.

“I guess we’ll be back soon then,” Calon told the room as he got up. “Sahm, you’re staying the night, aren’t you?”

“We are,” Sahm nodded. “Get you to check me again in the morning. Then we’ll likely be off.”

“Oh,” Calon paused. “You didn’t come from the magistrate?”

“Not yet,” Sahm chuckled. “Though it’s likely. Chief Magistrate Gordon knows we get along. He’ll likely send for us to deliver whatever message he intends when he does.”

“Works for us then,” Calon nodded.

“Ahem,” Chrissy opened the front door to let Suki out.

“Right,” Calon laughed. “I’m coming.”

“Not yet,” Chrissy whispered as she stepped outside.

Calon hurried past the table, ignoring Evie’s laugh and made his way outside. Suki was already perched on Chrissy’s back and Calon paused as they grinned.

“Mush!” Suki pointed out into the fields.

“No ride this time?” Calon laughed and started moving.

“Not yet,” Chrissy grinned and took his hand.

He recognized where they were going. The dam was right ahead. Bathing was possible in their home, thanks to the extension on the back of their home. But out in the dam was still nice if the weather was right.

“It’ll be cold,” Calon pointed out.

“We’ll keep you nice and warm,” Chrissy promised.

Calon could only grin as they brought him to the dam. Suki was first slipping off Chrissy’s back as she dropped her skirt on the bank.

“Help me, master, I can’t swim!” she giggled as she splashed into the water.

Chrissy let out a laugh as she took off the assortment of clothing she wore. With a button-up shirt, a modified skirt, and a penchant for keeping her tail down, she was more or less presentable at all times. Calon watched as she shrugged out of the garment before quickly joining her.

“It doesn’t take a lot to get you interested, does it?” She nodded at his erection as Calon dropped his pants.

“Can you blame me?” Calon asked, looking her up and down.

“You just wanna fuck me because I’ve got an extra pussy,” Chrissy laughed and started into the water.

“Pick one, and I’ll only ever fuck that one again,” Calon offered as he followed her in.

“Fuck no,” Chrissy snorted.

The water was cold. Not horrible, but enough to be uncomfortable. Any thoughts of doing anything funny in the dam vanished as they dunked their heads under the water.

“This is way colder than I thought it would be,” Chrissy complained.

“Master, hold me!” Suki yowled pathetically.

Calon rolled his eyes and scooped up the neko into his arms. She plastered herself to his front and started purring as she nuzzled close.

“Excuse me,” Chrissy crossed her arms. “If you think I’m going to lick that furry little cunt, you better wash it first.”

Calon and Suki stared at the royal griffon before Suki let out a small shudder. “O-okay.”

It was a few minutes later that the three of them left the water. There was a soft breeze, but the grass was thick enough to be warm as they walked. Chrissy led them over a small rise and Suki crept along silently beside her.

“Are you really?” Suki asked.

“Really what?” Chrissy asked.

“Going… going to lick me?”

Chrissy sighed. “Look. I’m a big, scary, monster girl, okay?”

“You know we don’t think of you like that,” Calon protested.

“I know,” Chrissy nodded. “But… Suki and I have always had a small distance between us. A distance I made.”

“I never wanted that.” Suki moved over to Chrissy’s side.

“I know,” Chrissy sighed. “Look. I’ve been a bitch. I know it, you know it, everyone knows it. You’re just so fucking adorable, and I’m… This,” she gave her wet wings a light flap. “You’re just… so fucking adorable. And I’m going to fuck, adorable.”

Suki’s eyes went wide as Chrissy bent down and kissed her. Calon’s cock twitched as he watched the tall griffon lift the smaller neko into the air. Suki’s tail thrashed from side to side in excitement as they purred together in unison. Chrissy’s was deep and full of bass, while Suki’s was sharper and higher pitched.

Chrissy palmed Suki’s ass, slipping a hand between her legs and gave Suki’s already wet pussy a light rub. The neko squirmed deliciously and Calon swallowed in anticipation. When they broke apart, Suki mewled softly as Chrissy continued to massage her pussy.

“I wanna taste you,” the neko begged.

“Soon, pet,” Chrissy whispered. “I’m going to taste you first.”

Suki nodded as Chrissy set Suki on the thick grass. Her legs fell open as Chrissy knelt down before her.

“So small,” Chrissy shook her head. “It almost seems cruel to fuck you. But part of me is also curious how many fingers I can get inside you.”

“Two in my pussy,” Suki volunteered. “Three, if you want me to feel the stretch.”

Chrissy gave a small chuckle. “We’ll start with two, then.”

“Same for my ass,” Suki whispered.

“You’re a bit off a freak, you know that?” Chrissy shook her head.

“I can only hope the real me gets to cum as hard as I do,” Suki trembled.

Chrissy spread the neko’s labia with her fingers. “We can only hope.”

Chrissy’s tongue lapped gently over Suki’s pussy. From opening to clit in a single motion. Suki gasped and arched her back. Calon could remember the rough texture of Chrissy’s tongue. Like any feline, but she was capable of controlling it and making it soft when she wanted it to. Suki was experiencing that control now as Chrissy gently lapped at her.

“Calon?” Chrissy paused as she slowly pushed a finger into the neko. “Why aren’t you fucking me?”

Calon blinked in surprise, before noticing the way she was positioned. On her feline knees, with her tail high. Her juices were glistening between her folds, showing Calon just how excited she was about this. He reached out and gently rubbed his fingers over her clit, making Chrissy moan.

“I’ve been rubbing my thighs since I got in the fucking pond. Just shove your cock in me!” She snapped.

“I wasn’t sure that was a real thing,” Calon admitted, as he took hold of his cock.

“M-master?” Suki called softly.

“Yeah?” Calon paused at Chrissy’s entrance.

“I used to squeeze my thighs together in the library when you sat near me.”

Calon cleared his throat. Then pushed forward, spearing into Chrissy’s molten depths. The griffon let out a soft moan of pleasure as she stretched around him. Her pussy was the same as any regular human woman. Her physiology was surprisingly human. The plump ass that met Calon’s thighs was no different to Evie’s as she bent over in front of him. Other than the tail and the thin layer of fur, it wasn’t any different.

“Fuck,” Chrissy moaned, before leaning in to lap at Suki’s pussy again.

The neko let out a series of chittering mewls as Chrissy pleasured her. Calon, not to be left out, stroked his cock in and out of Chrissy’s body. Her pussy was soaked and more than ready for him, and he took his pleasure as he wanted it. Chrissy was a strong woman, and in this form, there was little he could do to hurt her. He leaned in, making sure to driving his cock into her front wall. Making sure to get her g-spot with each thrust, just how she liked it.

“Calon?” Chrissy let out a soft moan.

“Yeah, Chrissy?” Calon glanced up as he continued to smack his hips into hers with each thrust.

“I’m going to cum,” Chrissy moaned. “I don’t want you to stop.”

Calon couldn’t see Suki, but from the sounds she was making, she was very much enjoying herself as it was. Closing his eyes, Calon tried to think of something other than the feeling of Chrissy’s delicious pussy. It squeezed around him, and Calon grit his teeth as he tried to do as she instructed. Her pussy clenched down hard, and Calon heard the soft whine escape her lips around Suki’s pussy. The neko was gasping too, and Calon could only assume she had joined her larger counterpart.

With a snarl, Calon drove himself continuously into Chrissy. Her pussy squeezed him like a fist as her wings fluttered and her legs shook. It was all too much, and with a groan, Calon forced himself to the balls inside her and let the tapering end of Chrissy’s orgasm milk his own. Pulse after pulse of his seed filled her from behind. He hunched over at the intensity of the situation. Which, unfortunately, caused his legs to slip out from under him. Calon tumbled to the grass in a heap, where Chrissy rolled to follow him.

She ended up on her back beside him. Laying with her legs splayed out as Suki gasped and moaned, coming down from her own high. But that’s not all they could hear. Over the faint wind and rustling of the tall crass, there were a series of soft footsteps.

Chrissy was still resting, and Suki wasn’t much better. So Calon rolled onto his stomach and sat up. Through the grass, over the small ledge, he could see someone coming. They were alone, and coming from the house. Calon was about to announce himself when they got close enough and he realized who it was.

“Oh,” Chrissy gasped.

Nette froze in place as Calon pressed a hand to Chrissy’s mouth. He stared at her while she glanced around. It was clear she’d heard something, but hadn’t been sure what. After a few moments, she shook her head, set down her bow… And started to strip. Calon closed his eyes and glanced back. Only to freeze as Chrissy stared up at him with wide eyes. As Suki did the same from between her legs.

Even as he watched, the neko lapped out a string of his seed, slurping it up while maintaining eye contact with him. Then she leaned back in and licked the griffon again. Calon glanced back at the now mostly naked woman on the banks of the dam and shook his head. Silently, as he could, Calon slid down and moved behind Suki. Her fur was matted between her legs from her first orgasm, and if Calon had his way, she was going to get a second.

Lining himself up behind the smaller of the two catgirls, he pushed slowly into her from behind as she hissed softly in pleasure.

“Harder–Mm!” Suki’s demands were muffled as Calon pressed her face into Chrissy’s crotch.

Instead, the neko purred beautifully as Calon forced his too large cock into her too small body. It always impressed him that she could actually take it. And he wasn’t entirely convinced it didn’t hurt to do so. Despite the fact, she always seemed eager. Chrissy was watching him as he withdrew and drove forward once more. With deliberate slowness, she reached down to her upper pussy, and slipped a pair of fingers into herself. As Suki lapped at the griffon’s pussy, Chrissy played with herself in unison.

He was rather proud of his staying ability. Trying to keep so many lovers satisfied took some work, and he was getting the hang of things. Fucking the neko from behind, she kept her face firmly where he shoved it. Giving him the opportunity to palm her furry ass while he fucked her.

And when Calon glanced up, he froze in shock. Nette wasn’t bathing. She had stripped down. But she was lying on her back. Legs splayed open, with her fingers swirling over her clit. One hand was up, holding her breast, while she gyrated slowly in place.

“Oh shit,” Calon whispered as he watched her.

Nette was clearly enjoying herself. Calon felt a little bad for not announcing himself, but it wasn’t like they weren’t in a similar, compromising situation. He gripped Suki’s hips and drove himself into her. She loved it when he let loose, and Calon wasn’t really thinking straight as the beautiful archer on the banks of the dam pleasured herself. The hand from her breast had slipped down between her legs.

She was balancing on her shoulders, with her feet planted and her ass raised. One hand rubbed back and forth on her clit. The other was wrapped beneath her, with two fingers buried inside herself.

“Oh fuck, she’s gonna make me cum,” Chrissy whispered as she stared down at Suki.

It didn’t matter where Calon looked. Down was Suki’s ass, with Calon’s cock vanishing between her furry thighs. Immediately in front of him was Chrissy’s rocking torso while she pawed at the air, careening towards her next orgasm. And above was Nette, her hips jerking, as she let out a gasping cry. Her pussy sprayed. Not gushed. A jet of fluid literally jetted out from between her fingers. Calon had a moment of sympathy for the beastkin who were to drink at the dam, but for now he watched as the beautiful woman came on her own fingers.

With a roar of his own, Calon unleashed into his pet. Suki accepted his brutal pummeling with reckless greed. Chrissy let out a shriek as she, too, came apart at the scenes, only to freeze as he spotted movement ahead.

Raising his hands, he stared at the tip of an arrow. Pulled back in the bow, being held by Nette. Her eyes were wide, her breathing was frantic, and she trembled as she held him at the end of her weapon.

“Calon?” She frowned.

Chrissy lay on her back, staring up at the armed, naked woman. While Calon’s attention was dragged down once more.

“Fuck,” Suki yowled. “I’m cumming!”

“Suki–”

“I’M FUCKING CUMMING!”

Calon was frozen in place as Nette slowly lowered her weapon. Suki, either ignorant or uncaring of the situation, threw herself backwards, violently impaling herself on Calon’s cock. Her pussy throbbed, and Calon winced as his sensitive member was wrung once more inside a willing woman. Nette’s expression fell from anger to shock and slowly into disbelief as Suki continued to yowl and curse.

“Put it away,” Chrissy huffed.

“I’m fucking trying!” Suki snarled.

“Not you,” Chrissy snapped.

Suki froze and gave herself a shake. “Hey… Nette?”

“S-sorry,” Nette lowered her weapon fully. “I was…”

“You’re cute,” Suki smirked. “No wonder master was so worried about telling us about the time he touched your pussy.”

Nette turned white as a ghost, and Chrissy let out a long sigh. “I think we should talk about this later.”

“Yeah,” Suki agreed. “Master fucked you through your orgasm. He just stood there and let me do all the work. I deserved to be fucked properly!”

“Wasn’t it you that said that you wanted whatever I was willing to give you, even if that meant you were my pet?” Calon asked.

Suki giggled. “That was before you stretched me over your cock and made me your toy, master. Leash me, pet me, feed me and don’t forget to fuck me.”

“I’m going to go,” Nette stepped back.

“I’m ah… sorry,” Calon called.

“I’m not,” Nette threw back as she gathered her clothing.


Chapter Four




“Alright, if you’re sure,” Calon shook Sahm’s hand.

“We’ll be in touch. Got a delivery to make to Beenleigh,” Sahm chuckled. “Turns out, when somebody left, she didn’t tell anyone. A missive went out to find her.”

“Please don’t let anyone know where I am,” Amberlie spoke up.

“Not my place, miss,” Sahm shook his head. “Quest was to find you, not bring you back.”

She sighed in relief, and Calon noted that he’d need to talk to the woman later. Right now though, he and the others were bidding Sahm and Nette goodbye. The latter had already stepped outside. She hadn’t been particularly talkative since their little indiscretion at the dam. After a final check of Sahm’s bite wound, Calon was happy to see it was all cleared up and the two of them made plans to leave. Nette, taking the opportunity to escape had gone to saddle their horses in preparation.

What wasn’t on anyone’s agenda—was a group of armed and mounted men. Or the carriage coming down the driveway towards them as Calon followed Sahm outside.

“What are they doing here?” Sahm muttered.

“You know them?” Calon asked.

“No,” Sahm grunted. “But also yes. They’re from the church.”

“Fuck,” Evie swore.

“Language,” Ashley nudged the succubus.

Evie sighed, but it was Hannah that spoke up. “This could get violent.”

“Surely it can’t be that bad,” Ashley frowned.

“Calon,” Sahm glanced back. “You were honest about what happened on the beach, weren’t you?”

“One-hundred percent,” Calon nodded.

“What happened on the beach?” Ashley asked.

“You weren’t there,” Calon told her. “I think we glossed over it a bit.”

Their conversation died down as the carriage rumbled forward. The armed men kept wary eyes on their group. Paying special attention to Calon and Sahm. Likely unsure which of them was the summoner if Calon had to guess.

When the carriage came to a stop, the driver climbed down and hurried to the door. He gave it a light knock, before bending to lower a step. Only then, did he open the door. Calon let out a sigh at the theatrics as a wizened man in a white robe stepped out. He was helped down by a woman dressed in a similar outfit, who clung to his side. While he had a passive expression on his face, she looked like someone had wiped shit across her top lip.

“Ah…” the old man gave a narrow smile. “Which of you is the summoner?”

Sahm glanced at Calon. Almost like an unspoken question. Calon wasn’t about to hide though. If they got this far, lying now would only slow down whatever happened next.

“That’d be me,” Calon moved closer.

“What the fuck do you want?” Chrissy asked.

“Chrissy!” Ashley hissed, before stepping forward. “I’m very sorry about that… sir?” she smiled in confusion.

“Mom, get back here.” Evie reached out and tugged at her mother’s sleeve.

“I’m just being polite,” Ashley protested. “This isn’t becoming of guests.”

“They aren’t guests,” Calon spoke up, making Ashley frown. “The church views me as a threat,” he looked at the old man. “Am I wrong?”

The old man chose not to respond. But the way the woman was glaring made it obvious.

“So what do you want, then?” Calon asked. “Sooner I can deal with you, the sooner you can leave.”

“One of our senior members was found dead on a beach in the south,” the old man spoke.

“Calon…” Ashley turned and glared at him.

“Probably bandits,” Calon ignored her. “We were attacked by a group on a beach. Shot our tent with a burning arrow, tried to murder us in our sleep. One of them was dressed in robes similar to yours.”

“You admit to killing him, then?”

“I admit to killing a group of bandits that attacked us in the night.” Calon crossed his arms. “If members of the church are taking up banditry, I’d happily take up a quest to help cut out the problem.”

Ashley’s eyes bulged. She looked confused. Like she had just realized there was a deeper situation going on. They had given her an explanation of their time here. But they hadn’t gone into much detail about the inherent biases of this new world. Nor had she much opportunity to experience them.

Calon turned to Sahm. “What’s the proper procedure for bringing matters to the magistrate?”

“I’m not sure that’s entirely necessary,” the old man held up a hand, though he now watched Sahm with caution.

“Sure it is,” Calon shrugged. “Someone killed one of your priests. Took his outfit, then showed up on a beach at night and tried to kill me and mine. Sounds to me the exact kind of thing the magistrate would be interested in investigating.”

“This was an attack on the church,” the old man intoned. “It is an internal matter.”

“Which is strange, since you’re here, on my farm, making accusations against me, with zero evidence.”

“Why not just tell us what it is you actually want?” Evie asked.

“Compensation,” the old man spat, as if addressing anyone other than the humans in their group was beneath him.

Hannah let out a dark chuckle, while Clarissa said something creative under her breath that attracted Ashley’s attention. Chrissy moved around, as if getting in position to attack, which drew the attention of the armed guards who came with the carriage.

But this all seemed too orchestrated to Calon. He thought about things for a moment. How the priest had demanded Suki. Before coming after them in the night. He knew what was going on. The first contact was a shakedown. Likely, the church had some plan for the summon. Why Suki specifically, Calon wasn’t sure. But coming for them in the night, after refusing… They knew what happened. They knew he’d killed the priest. What Calon didn’t know was what they planned to do about it.

So he played dumb.

“You want to compensate us for the damages we received in the attack?” Calon asked.

The priest fumed and shook his head. “We are seeking damages–”

“For what?” Evie demanded.

“For…” the old man frowned, then let out a sigh. “We have need of the aid of a summoner.”

“No,” Calon snorted.

The old man grimaced. “You don’t understand.”

“I don’t need to understand–”

“Calon,” Ashley spoke over him.

Calon glared at his step-mother for a moment and shook his head. “No.”

“At least hear him out. He’s investigating a murder,” she tried.

“Did you not hear all the other things we’ve talked about?” Calon snapped. “No. I’m not helping them.”

“I’m not saying we have to,” Ashley pushed. “I’m saying we listen and make a decision from there.”

“Thank you, miss–”

“Mrs.,” Ashley corrected the old man.

“Mrs.?” He paused.

Ashley flinched and gave a small nod. “Mrs. Wilson.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Wilson,” the old man smiled kindly. “We fear the ah… bandit attack. Was in relation to a series of attacks in the north.”

“This is to do with the beastkin?” Calon asked.

“Likely related,” the priest said evenly. “We have several members in the north who have not been in contact lately. We had hoped to employ your… neko. To aid us in tracking them.”

“Funny,” Calon narrowed his eyes. “The guy we spoke to didn’t explain any of that. He just demanded her and expected I hand her over.”

“We are pressed for time,” the priest tried to explain.

Calon shook his head. “Well, we’re not interested. I’ve had nothing but trouble from the church, and I’ve no reason to trust you now.”

“Calon–”

“Mrs. Wilson, please stop,” Suki nudged her. “You don’t know what they’re like here. The guy they’re talking about tried to snatch my leash from Master while attempting to buy me.”

Ashley frowned and looked down at the neko. “They’re the church.”

“Not the church you’re thinking of.” Evie gave her mother a side hug.

“Why not ask the magistrate?” Clarissa asked. Everyone glanced at the slime. She was in her normal human form. Even wearing clothing. “What?” She asked.

“Why NOT ask the magistrate?” Calon asked, turning to the old man. “This is important, isn’t it? Why are you coming to me, rather than the magistrate?”

“The church and the magistrate don’t see eye to eye on a number of things,” Sahm crossed his arms.

“Politics,” Calon shook his head.

“I don’t buy it,” Evie frowned.

“You won’t take the job?” The priest glared.

“We likely will be in the north soon,” Ashley spoke up. “I’ll keep an eye out.”

Calon groaned. The last thing he wanted was for them to know their plans. But the damage was done. The old man had a glint in his eye as he nodded to himself.

“Very well. I hope to see a change of heart when the time comes.”

“Want us to follow them?” Sahm asked as the old man turned and hobbled back into the carriage once more.

“You’re heading south, aren’t you?” Calon asked.

“Aye.”

“Well, let us know if they passed you on their way back,” Calon clapped the man’s shoulder. “We’ll be okay.”

Sahm looked him up and down before giving a small nod.

“Be safe, Calon,” Nette called as she started riding off without her bother. Leaving Sahm to scramble onto his horse and hurry after her.

They both passed the carriage and the armed men gave them wary glances. As if expecting some two pronged attack. Calon figured that was everything he needed to know about the church of this world. It took a certain kind of person to expect violence, and if their default position was overly protective armed guards… Well, combine that with their hesitation to work with the magistrate, and the situation didn’t look very promising.

“I’ll follow them,” Hannah volunteered, but Calon shook his head.

“No.”

“Calon,” she frowned.

“You’re the most vulnerable to that weird magic attack they use,” Calon snapped. “You’re not going anywhere near him.”

There was a slam, and everyone turned, only to notice Ashley’s absence. Calon narrowed his eyes as Evie hurried inside to check on her. Calon wanted to go too, but he had to make sure that Hannah wasn’t getting any dumb ideas.

“I’m not sending you. I’m not sending Suki either,” Calon warned them both. “Chrissy?”

“On it.” Chrissy opened her wings.

“You weren’t even going to ask me.” Clarissa crossed her arms.

Calon smirked. “Did you want to go running off through the trees to see where the big bad priest goes when he leaves here?”

Clarissa opened her mouth, then closed it and adopted a pout. “Okay… You have a point.”

“You’re also getting pretty good at giving your face details.” Chrissy patted her head.

“Thank you,” Clarissa murmured as she awkwardly accepted the compliment.

Chrissy cast a smile back at Calon before setting off at a run. She accelerated quickly before beating her wings. With a small leap, she rushed into the air, climbing quickly as the priest’s carriage vanished from view into the trees. Chrissy swooped around, drawing Calon’s attention towards the lake, where several beastkin suddenly took cover.

“Shit,” Calon grunted and hurried over as Chrissy turned to head back towards the road.

The beastkin saw Calon coming and started heading back towards the fence.

“Hey!” Calon called.

That, if anything, made a few of them hurry, while the last, a male, turned to face Calon. He looked ready for a fight, though it was obvious he was more confused than anything.

“We apologize!” He called.

“What?” Calon called as he slowed down. “No, sorry. I think Chrissy was just letting me know you were here. We just had some… unwelcome visitors.”

The beastkin’s eyes went wide before he nodded. “They… are not friends?”

Calon snorted as Suki caught up. “Friends?” She growled. “Fuck no.”

The beastkin sagged in relief. “We… were not sure. And when the griffon swooped, we thought it best to leave.”

“That’s why I came over,” Calon grinned. “You’re welcome here. Those bastards,” Calon gestured over his shoulder with a thumb. “They can fuck right off.”

“See, Bechmal!” Erena’s voice carried over the fence.

Calon looked over and waved as she started making her way back, while holding a small barrel.

“Erena,” Calon smiled. “How’s your sister?”

That made her expression shift. She looked sad, but met Calon’s eyes easily enough. “She… is damaged, but… Not in a way I fear you can help.”

“I’m sorry I couldn’t do more,” Calon offered. “If that changes, I will offer what help I can.”

Erena smiled and gave Bechmal, the male, a small nudge. “We appreciate it.”

The way she stood by Bechmal, if they weren’t a couple already, she was hinting at it. He seemed pretty oblivious if Calon had to guess. It made him wonder how many times he’d been oblivious to attention. Clearly, he hadn’t spotted anything from Suki back in the old world.

“Have you two been together long?” Calon blurted.

Bechmal’s eyes went wide, but not as wide as Erena’s. She took a whole step to the side, getting further away. But the subtle shift of the fur on her face. Well, he’d recognized that from Suki often enough to know that he wasn’t wrong about the impression he got from them.

“Erena?” Bechmal frowned. “No. I am not worthy of being her mate.”

“Huh,” Calon nodded as he saw Erena cast a subtle glare at the large man. “I must have been mistaken, then.”

“Mistaken?” Bechmal asked.

Calon shrugged. “Either way. You’re free to use the dam. I’ll talk to Chrissy later. Make sure she’s more careful.”

“Take it from me,” Suki spoke up. “If she didn’t want you on our land, she wouldn’t have flown away afterward.”

Bechmal nodded slowly, before glancing at Erena. “In that case. We should collect some water.”

“Boil it first,” Calon nodded at the man. “Boiling will remove any contaminants.”

“Con-tam-ants?”

Calon sighed. “Yeah. Bugs and stuff. Things that can make you sick.”

“Our healers boil rags. Is this for the same reason?” Erena asked.

“Probably,” Calon guessed. He didn’t actually know the reason they boiled rags. It could have been coincidental.

“Hmm,” Erena nodded. “We shall see.”

“Cool,” Calon smiled. “In that case, I’ll be off. Please enjoy the dam and… well, I guess I’ll take a trip into town and talk to somebody about a gate.”

The beastkin who had returned after running off threw Calon and Suki small waves. Calon waved back and Suki did as well, before plastering herself to his side as they started walking back. Clarissa was nowhere to be seen. Neither was Hannah nor Amberlie. Not that either was out of the ordinary. Hannah liked the dark, so she was likely inside. Clarissa, on the other hand, liked to sit in the bath when nobody was using it. Amberlie was likely inside doing housework or… From the time of morning, perhaps preparing lunch.

Suki’s stomach rumbled, and Calon glanced down at her.

“I eat a light breakfast,” she shrugged.

“I’ve noticed that,” Calon nodded.

“Makes it easier to fold me in half,” Suki giggled.

Calon rolled his eyes before bending to swat her ass. “Bad kitty.”

“Really?” She pouted.

“You need to eat a proper breakfast.”

“I could get a shot of protein or two,” Suki purred.

Calon bent and swatted her again. Though this time, he was pretty sure she not only expected it, but wanted it. “If you’ve eaten and feel uncomfortable during sex. You need to tell me, so that I don’t make things worse.”

“But I LIKE when you’re rough with me,” Suki pouted.

Calon rolled his eyes, and Suki raised her tail in anticipation of being spanked again. “Not falling for that.”

“Awww,” Suki pouted.

“Brat.”

“You love me.”

Calon smiled. “Yeah Suki. I really, really do.”

Suki leaned in, and Calon spent a few quiet moments hugging her close. She purred happily in his arms and Calon kissed the top of her head. Her ears flicked and they both let out a quick laugh before making their way back home. Where they found a bit of a mess.

“Mom,” Evie begged.

Ashley was holding her hand out, holding the succubus back. The other hand was wrapped around the neck of a bottle. One of the ones they got from Brandt in return for bringing it up from Southport. Judging by the four other empty bottles on the bench where Amberlie was awkwardly washing up a fifth, this was not going well.

“Oh wow, that’s strong stuff.” Ashley dropped her hand before letting out a loud belch.

“Seriously?” Evie snapped. “Do you know how expensive that is?”

“Tasted expensive,” Ashley chuckled, before moving to toss the bottle.

Evie let out a frustrated growl, but it was Clarissa of all people whose form rose up to catch the bottle.

“MOM!”

“Don’t you mom me,” Ashley shook her head. “Do you have any idea what it’s like for me here?”

“Yes,” Evie sighed. “Yes, I do. I really do.”

“Really?” Ashley snapped. “You just happen to be transported into a fantasy realm where your stepson is fucking his step-sister.”

“Language, Mrs. Wilson,” Suki called.

“And you!” Ashley rounded on the neko. “Always going around. Strutting your stuff. I try so hard to respect your boundaries, and you always insist on pushing them!”

“What the fuck, mom!” Evie stomped her foot.

“Watch–”

“Shut the fuck up!” Evie snapped. “You’re drunk, but that isn’t an excuse! We’re a family! You do not have the right to go on a drunken tirade just because you can’t accept what’s going on around you!”

Ashley deflated slightly and looked around the room. Amberlie was the only one not staring at her. She was just awkwardly washing the last bottle that Clarissa had handed her.

“It’s just… a lot,” she sniffed.

“It is.” Clarissa moved over and stepped between Ashley and Evie. “I get it. That big idiot made me a fucking slime.”

Ashley snorted and gave a mirthless chuckle. Then she staggered. “Oh,” she pressed her hand into the wall. “I don’t normally drink this much.”

“You don’t normally drink at all,” Evie pointed out as she stepped in and took her mother under the arm.

Calon hurried over and slipped under her opposite side. Clarissa watched with a frown as Suki moved over to sit at the table. Calon and Evie were left to help their inebriated mother up the stairs and into the spare bedroom where she slept. There, Calon was disappointed to see even more empty bottles.

“How long has this been going on?” He asked as he and Evie kicked a few of them aside as they approached her bed.

“Mom?”

“Hmm?” Ashley blinked, before growing. “Oh, sorry dear, my room is such a mess. I’ll clean it right now.”

She staggered, and only Evie was quick enough to get out of the way, before Ashley dragged Calon to the floor. There, laying amongst the empty bottles, in a strange room, in a strange home—Ashley began to cry. Calon’s heart broke, and he tried to sit up. But Ashley wasn’t having any of it. She hugged him close, and Evie was left staring at the strange situation, wondering what to do next.

“I’m sorry,” Ashley sobbed. “I’m so sorry.”

“You’re okay,” Calon muttered from between Ashley’s breasts where she had pressed him. “Just need to get you on the bed.”

“Your father would have been disgusted with me.” Ashley shook her head. “I’m a mess.”

“You’re drunk,” Evie grumped. “But you’re not a mess.”

“Really?” Ashley swept her arm out, knocking several empty bottles around. “The fuck is this?”

“Mom, language!” Evie chided her.

Ashley rolled her eyes. Evie let out an exasperated sigh, but released Calon. He sat up and straightened his shirt.

“You’re just like him, y’know?” Ashley smiled sadly. “You remind me of him in so many ways. When you died, it was like… Losing him all over again.”

“Come on,” Calon took her hand and tried to help her up. “You need to lie down.”

Ashley complied, and with Evie’s help, they got her up again.

“But you’re not him,” Ashley muttered. “You’re just as strong, handsome and kind as he was. Only a few years younger than when we met.”

“Mom, the fuck?” Evie shook her head. “Are you really trying to drunkenly proposition him or something?”

“What if I am?” Ashley pulled her arms free and fell onto the bed. “This… this isn’t our world anymore.”

“This is a hell of a time to remember that,” Evie frowned.

“Does he treat you as well as I think he does?”

Calon froze, and Evie rolled her eyes. “Mom. Calon’s been a perfect gentleman.”

Ashley snorted and shook her head before rolling onto her back to stare at the ceiling. “How’s the sex then?”

Evie froze, and Calon blushed.

“I’m sorry.” Ashley closed her eyes. “I just miss him so much. And… And if this world is a fantasy, it just…”

“Calon, you should go,” Evie nudged him.

Calon nodded. “What about you?”

“I’m going to stay here and when she passes the fuck out, I’m going to clean up her room,” Evie grunted.

Calon gave a small nod before looking down at the woman who raised him. He knew the demands of his class. The caveats he would have to deal with. In the right light, Ashley looked like an older version of Evie. But… neither of them was who they were.

“Let me know if you need anything.” Calon turned and stepped out of the room.

Clarissa was in the stairwell, looking worried. She opened her arms and Calon smiled as he leaned in for a hug. Her body was cool, and she let out a soft sigh.

“Would it make you feel better if I sucked your cock?”

Calon snorted and shook his head. “You sound like Suki.”

“How is that a bad thing?” The neko giggled from the dining table.

“It’s not,” Clarissa pulled away. “But you’re still a slut.”

“And proud of it,” Suki giggled.

Calon shook his head, but gave Clarissa a quick peck on the lips in thanks. Their antics had made him feel better. He hadn’t quite realized how badly Ashley was taking all this. Her anxieties were clearly getting the better of her. And the drinking… well, that was definitely problematic. Calon wondered if he could fix that. Perhaps curing any lingering addictions with a blast of soft touch?

“How are you holding up, Amberlie?” Calon asked as he crossed the room.

“Ummm… I’m fine,” she smiled as she wiped down the kitchen bench.

“With everything. Not just… That little incident,” Calon pushed.

Amberlie nodded, before rinsing out the cloth she was using, and turned to the table next. “I’m… adjusting. Father had me doing a lot of this stuff at home as well.”

“It’s not too much?”

“Would that matter?” Amberlie asked.

“Of course it would,” Suki spoke up. “You’re not a slave.”

Calon shook his head. “What she said.”

“Ah, hello?” Clarissa held up her hand. “What do you mean? You literally own us, don’t you?”

“Clarissa, bang your head against a wall,” Calon ordered.

“What?” she snapped. “Why would I do that?”

“Exactly.” Calon turned to face Amberlie. “No slaves.”

“I’m kinda a slave,” Suki put her hand up.

“You literally have a contract you wrote up.” Calon shook his head.

“Article four, subsection b. The possessed, which is me, shall accept all demands,” Suki giggled.

Calon rolled his eyes as Amberlie smiled in amusement. “She’s a brat. But I love her.”

“He loves all of us,” Suki corrected. “Evie, because she’s his equal in all things. Chrissy for being our worldly protector. Hannah for keeping us safe when Chrissy cannot. Clarissa for reminding him to have fun like back home.”

“And what about you?” Amberlie asked.

“Oh, master loves everything about me. From how adorable I am, to how deep he can shove his–”

“Okay,” Calon said loudly. “That’s enough of that.”

Evie giggled. “Master loves me, because I worship the ground he walks on. In my world, he is my priority, and he can’t help but adore me for the lengths I go to make him happy.”

“You are not the favorite,” Clarissa snorted.

“No, that’s Evie,” Suki pointed out.

Calon frowned. “I don’t have a favorite.”

“Sure you don’t,” Clarissa snorted and took a seat at the table beside Suki.

“We don’t blame you for it,” Hannah wafted into view with a wink of her glowing orange eyes. “But your bed toy is correct.”

“What’s Suki correct about?” Evie asked.

“That you’re Calon’s favorite,” Clarissa pointed out.

Evie froze in place and shifted nervously from foot to foot. “What?”

“That’s what I said,” Calon shrugged. “I just told them I didn’t have a favorite.”

“Oh,” Evie frowned cutely. “I thought Suki was your favorite.”

“I’m just… going to take a walk,” Amberlie smiled as she made a hasty exit from the room.


Chapter Five




“Ilike master’s cock and I cannot lie!”

“Suki–”

“His other wives won’t deny!”

“Wives?”

“That when he pushes in, with that meaty part of him!”

“Oh, for the love of–”

“And I stretch just to fit, I CUM!”

“How many of these have you come up with?”

Suki shrugged as she bounced in place, still humming the tune. “I get bored.”

“Is the farming life too slow for you?” Calon asked.

Suki shook her head. “Not really. I just thought I’d have more time to spend wrapped around that cock of yours.”

“Is that seriously all you think about?” Evie asked from the back of the wagon.

“No,” Suki giggled. “I think about plenty of things. Like the pros and cons of fucking master while he’s in his berserk form.”

“He’d literally split you in half,” Clarissa pointed out.

“Definitely a con,” Suki nodded. “But what a way to go.”

“I thought you just said you thought about things other than sex?” Calon shook his head.

“That… sorta is,” Suki protested. “I’m well aware that giant meat hammer would kill me. I just… Really like when you fuck me.”

Evie giggled. “In other news, the sky is blue, water is wet–”

“Water isn’t wet,” Clarissa mumbled.

Calon frowned and looked back into the wagon, where the slime girl was a puddle in the corner. “Come again?”

“What?” Clarissa. “Water isn’t wet?”

“Water being wet is like a defining trait.” Evie tilted her head in confusion.

“No,” Clarissa disagreed. “If you put something in water, it’s submerged, not wet. Only when you remove the item from the water and expose it to the air does it become wet.”

“The fuck?” Evie frowned.

“See,” Suki shook her head. “This is why I concentrate on sex.”

Evie slumped. “No, but…”

“Evie, wanna suck master’s cock for a bit?” Suki offered.

Evie frowned, then gave a small nod. “Actually–”

“We’re just around the corner from town,” Calon announced. “Even if I stop here, there’s a chance somebody will come along.”

“I don’t mind–”

“Damit Evie,” Calon chuckled. “If you wanna suck my dick that badly, I’ll leash you up like Suki when we get home and you can beg me for permission.”

“Promise?”

“Oh my fucking god,” Clarissa huffed.

Calon let out a chuckle as Evie settled herself back in the wagon. Kuraby came into view as they rounded the corner, and Calon chuckled as a wagon came back in the opposite direction. From Evie’s sigh, she had been overconfident in her original statement.

“You’re welcome,” Calon laughed.

“I’ll show you whose welcome while you cum down my throat later,” Evie huffed.

“If you’re good,” Calon smirked.

“I’ll be good,” Suki offered.

“Why do I feel like I get fucked the least out of all of you?” Clarissa asked.

Calon frowned at that. She had a point. She was the least sexually aggressive out of all the ladies. Even Chrissy would track him down when she was in the mood. Clarissa just happened to be there in the right place at the right time on the odd occasion.

“This sounds like part of a larger discussion,” Evie spoke up. “One we should have at home.”

“Fine,” Clarissa huffed. “Just not fair. You’re always talking about sex.”

“Wanna rub my ears?” Suki offered.

Clarissa huffed. Before forming an indent in her center. “Yes.”

Suki giggled and slipped off the bench beside Calon before hopping up into the slime. Rather than forming a humanoid body, Clarissa formed a few tentacles that cradled Suki and started to rub at her. Calon smiled and sat still as Evie joined him in the front while he continued into town.

“So, what’s the plan?” Evie asked.

“Nothing major. I just want to speak to Ben and Brandt, then find out who can put a gate on the fence.”

“For the beastkin?” Evie asked.

“That’s right,” Calon nodded. “They won’t move onto our land. But they’ll take the water from the dam. I want them to feel comfortable, and putting in a gate is like leaving an open invitation.”

“Some days you’re a complete dumbass,” Evie giggled. “Other days, you can be really sweet.”

Calon smirked. “And today?”

“Sweet for the fence. Dumbass for not pulling over the wagon, closing the curtains and choke fucking me while using Clarissa as a blow up mattress.”

“Hey!” the slime protested.

Calon chuckled and continued into town. The first stop they made was to the sheriff’s office. The four of them stepped inside, and Calon beamed as he spotted Marge behind the front counter.

“Calon, Evie, Suki and Clarissa,” she beamed. “No Chrissy or… Hannah?”

“Chrissy, Hannah, and Ashley are back at the farm,” Calon smiled.

“Right, the Ursa,” Marge nodded. “She hasn’t come into town since you left.”

“She’s been adjusting to her new life.” Evie gave an apologetic smile. “We all have, really. Some of us just took it harder than others.”

“I could take it hard–”

“Suki!” Clarissa cut her off.

Evie smirked at the neko’s antics, while Calon caught Marge’s attention once more. “I was curious if a priest came through to speak with you?”

“No,” Marge frowned. “I knew they came through, but they didn’t stop. Did you have a run in with them?”

“We were attacked in the south. A bandit in priest’s clothing,” Calon intoned to show he didn’t believe what he’d said. “Attacked us in the night. He wanted to take Suki, and when I told him no… well, I thought it was just that he wanted her. This one came up and was asking for compensation for the death. And he wanted Suki to track whatever happened to some lost priests in the north.”

“Sounds like them,” Marge sighed. “The church hasn’t been what it used to be. Probably about a decade ago, there was a shakeup in their hierarchy. About the same time, the problems started up north.”

“Related?” Calon asked.

“Not that we can tell, but then… The church doesn’t have much to do with the magistrate. Even when priests are caught breaking laws, they insist on their own methods of punishment. It’s… been problematic.”

“Are they above the law?” Calon asked.

“No, but… The further south you go, the harder it is to make that point,” Marge admitted.

Calon nodded slowly as Evie pressed into his side. “Chrissy said they headed south again. So that makes sense.”

“That’s where they came from to begin with,” Marge nodded. “If we’re lucky, they’ll stay down there.”

“Take it as a win, then,” Calon nodded. “No word from Brisbane about that?”

“Not yet,” Marge frowned. “I thought it might when I saw Sahm and Nette pass through.”

“They came to me with a small personal issue,” Calon shrugged. “But they’re confident when word comes, it’ll be through them. Something about the Magistrate knowing we get along.”

“Must do, if they’re visiting,” Marge laughed.

“Oh, before we go. Who do you recommend for fencing? I want to put a gate in.”

Marge thought for a moment. “That lot you had come and build your home couldn’t do it?”

“This is something new,” Calon nodded, before frowning. “Actually, I should probably let you know in case it comes up. There’s a tribe of beastkin living nearby my farm.”

“Aye, we suspected as much. Though we’d thought the bandits might have driven them off. Nobody has seen them in a while.”

“They’ve been avoiding the bandits and had some troubles of their own. The ones left are polite enough. The gate is for them, actually.”

“You’re letting them stay on your land?” Marge asked.

“They’re not interested,” Calon shook his head. “But they’ve been using my dam for water. And I invited them to continue doing so.”

“I see,” Marge smiled. “In that case, I know someone suitable. Should I send them around?”

“Please, if you could,” Calon grinned.

“Wonderful,” Marge smiled. “And… again–”

“You don’t have to thank me for being a decent person,” Calon shook his head.

“I’m not,” Marge smiled. “I’m thanking you for saving my life.”

She leaned over the desk and gave Calon a firm hug. He accepted it, and with a gesture, Suki, Evie, and Clarissa joined in as well.

“Oi, oi, am I missing something?” Ben’s voice called as the front door swung open.

“Ben,” Marge beamed in delight as she pulled away from the hug. “I was just saying thank you to my saviors here.”

“I can see that,” Ben smiled. “You have my thanks as well.”

From the way he moved around the desk to stand beside the clerk, Calon figured they were closer than they were letting on.

Unfortunately, what was clear to Calon was blindingly obvious to Suki, who snorted. “Has he bent you over that desk yet?”

Marge froze in place, and Ben went pale.

“Dammit Suki,” Clarissa grabbed the neko.

“We… haven’t told anyone yet,” Marge gave a nervous chuckle.

“She means well.” Calon rubbed his eyes. “I’ll make sure she keeps her mouth shut.”

“One way or another,” Evie snorted.

“Never tried a gag be⁠—”

“NOT. ANOTHER. WORD!” Clarissa snapped. “Bad kitty!”

“We’ll be off,” Calon waved goodbye. “Thanks for the help, and send whoever for the fence up as soon as you can, please?”

“I’ll do that,” Marge grimaced slightly while Ben stood by, looking worried.

“Dammit, Suki,” Evie sighed as they exited the office.

“What? They’re a cute couple,” the neko pouted.

“That’s not the point. This is like the eighteen-hundreds or something. Have you noticed none of the ladies around show their ankles in public?”

“Ooo,” Suki giggled. “Not the ankles.”

Calon rolled his eyes and led the way over to Brandt’s store. He always took the opportunity to step in when he had the chance. Brandt hadn’t always been on the level. A xenophobic, money hungry thief. Chrissy had spotted him stealing a gemstone out of the loot they’d taken from the bandits, and since then, he’d been on his best behavior. Even if he was a bastard.

“Calon,” Brandt sneered a little. “Haven’t seen you in a while.”

“Farm life,” Calon shrugged. “How’s the sales of the spirits gone?”

That made him grin. “Very profitably. How’s the wagon?”

“Well made and upgraded. Thank you again.”

“You’re welcome,” the man said gruffly. Then sighed. “Got a load of crossbow bolts in.”

“How much?” Calon asked.

To Calon’s surprise. The haggling went much smoother than he expected. Brandt was a shrewd businessman. But since their dealings, and the fair treatment Calon had given rather than haul the trader to the magistrate. He’d been fairer. To that, he’d sold a healthy bundle of crossbow bolts. Perfect for Chrissy. And he’d done it at about what Calon guessed he paid for them. Still a profit, but it was nice to see they were starting to rub off on the man. He was keeping Calon happy, which would keep Calon’s business coming straight to him.

“And I have a bit of news as well,” the shopkeeper nodded. “One of the traveling merchants. He mentioned in passing that there have been some attacks in the north.”

Calon frowned. “I was worried about that.”

“You know already?”

“Not really,” Calon shook his head. “Just that the magistrate was waiting for me to level a bit. Then he wants my help.”

Brandt nodded. “You’ll need some equipment then.”

“We’ve got some leather–”

“Leather is fine and all,” Brandt nodded. “Look, I have a job, and I’m good at it. I know the basics of how you summoners work, but I also know that you don’t act like the rest of those bastards.”

“None of us are warriors, either,” Calon pointed out.

“You don’t need to be trained to walk around in a bit of armor, do you?” He scoffed. “What about your horse? I know someone with a padded vest for the beast?”

Calon looked at Evie and saw the worry in her eyes. Even Suki was eyeing him, while Clarissa browsed a few of the shelves.

“How much is this all going to cost?” Calon asked.

“It won’t be cheap,” Brandt admitted. “But I’m not going to ruin you either. And I might have another proposition if the timing’s right.”

Calon nodded. “At the very least, I’ll need supplies for a trip, anyway. And we buy all that from you.”

Brandt nodded. “And thank you for that. After… After everything, there were a few rumors but… You kept coming to me, so most of it went away again.”

“Here I was thinking you were starting to like us,” Evie smirked.

Brandt shot her a glare, but didn’t take the bait.

“We’ll keep you posted,” Calon nodded. “We can talk prices when you’ve got things to sell us.”

“I can work with that,” Brandt nodded.

Plucking the basket of crossbow bolts off the bench, Calon turned and made it outside. Where Clarissa snatched it from his grip.

“Let me, dickhead,” she snarked as she carried it to the wagon.

“I had it,” Calon frowned.

“Shut it,” Evie nudged him. “She’s been cooped up at home since we got back. When we were on the road, that was fine, because she helped out with things. But since being at home… Well, she’s not even getting laid.”

“That’s because every time I turn around, either you or Suki show up naked, and when I finally get out of the house, Chrissy literally carries me off!”

Evie opened her mouth, then closed it and frowned. “I… Yeah, okay.”

“Yeah,” Calon snorted softly. “Not that I’m complaining, mind you. I just…”

“Like to cum in beautiful women,” Suki whispered loudly enough to earn a scandalized glare from a passerby.

“Dammit Suki,” Evie shook her head.

“What?” Suki giggled. “I’m a product of my upbringing.”

“You were practically raised in a monastery,” Evie pointed out.

“And you either grow up like your parents,” she smiled. “Or the opposite.”

“What did I tell you about making mommy have an existential crises!” Clarissa snapped as she returned from the wagon and rounded on the neko. “Bad kitty! Bad!”

Calon smirked and shook his head. The town was much the same as he remembered. Kuraby was basically a rest stop for the nearby farms. Burt was along the south road, which likely spared him most of the trouble when the bandits were active. The others weren’t so lucky. Then there was the sheriff’s office. Sheriff Goodman was the man in charge for a time. At least, until it came out that he was the one in charge of the bandits. Then there was Brandt’s trader, Ufal’s workshop, the tavern and a handful of others Calon hadn’t visited.

“Alright, so,” Calon cleared his throat. “We’ve confirmed that the priest and his posse went south. Sahm and Nette did as well. We’ve spoken to Ben and there’s no word from the magistrate. Brandt has implied that won’t stay that way for very long. Is there anything else we need from town?”

“Not unless you want to spend a fortune on some more of those spirits mom drank,” Evie huffed.

“Yeah,” Calon frowned. “About that. What are we going to do?”

“We?” Evie frowned. “She’s my mother. I’m… Look, I know it sounds hypocritical. But no. Not going there.”

“And you think I should?”

“She needs it,” Suki spoke up.

Calon looked at her and saw Clarissa shake her head. “Don’t look at me. This is weird as fuck to begin with. I doubt shticking it to your step-mom is going to make it any weirder.”

“You’re okay with it, then?” Calon asked.

“Do I have a choice?”

Calon sighed. “You always have a choice, Clarissa. All of you.”

The slime rolled her head back and let out a groan. “Why do you have to be so cool with shit?”

“I…” Calon frowned. “What?”

“She’s right,” Evie spoke up. “You heard her.”

“You mean her drunk ramblings?”

“She wasn’t that drunk.” Evie shook her head. “I mean, when the alcohol set in, she was pretty drunk. But when you were there. She wasn’t drunk. Just… vulnerable and probably said more than she would normally have admitted in a fit of… whatever you want to call it.”

“Psychotic-break-off-dat-dick?”

“Fuck,” Clarissa scooped up the neko. “Enough!”

“I can’t help it!” Suki protested.

Evie groaned and shook her head. “Just… think about it. Okay? As…. as hypocritical as it is. I don’t… I don’t wanna know. But… I’m okay and… well. We’ll need her if shit goes wrong up north.”

“This is so fucked.” Clarissa turned and wobbled back to the wagon with her protesting, furry companion.
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The following days were both quiet and worrisome. Sahm and Nette hadn’t returned. There weren’t any signs of the church and no word had come down from the magistrate. Calon had almost begun to relax on the third day, when a harried looking beastkin knocked on the door in the middle of the night.

It turned out that one of the warriors had tried to brave out a stab wound he’d received. Thinking he’d impress Erena. She, on the other hand, had spent the entirety of Calon’s visit, standing beside Bechmal, while belittling the feverish beastkin. That had been an uncomfortable few hours.

On the fourth, one of the builders from town arrived. He had a small wagon with him, some tools, and the rest of the equipment he needed. Using mostly the materials he was cutting from the fence, the old man whistled a tune as he cut and installed a new section to act as a gate. Complete with a metal hinge to allow easy access. The following day, when Calon had gotten up, there was a leg of meat trussed up neatly on the gate as a thank you gift.

Meanwhile, on the home front. Life had continued. Evie, growing into her new powerset, found that she enjoyed both aspects of herself during intimate moments. Calon adored her both in control of herself, and as the pink-eyed Suki-runner-up. The neko—as usual—when she wasn’t with Calon, idly plying him for attention, she was roaming the farm. Hannah was a bit of a homebody. Preferring to rest in the daylight hours, and slink out into the darkness at night.

Nobody forced her, or even asked her. And she spent most evenings joining Calon and the rest in bed. Only leaving when everyone was asleep and she was feeling her most active. Clarissa, while still moody and distant, had made a point to be present in the home when Calon was around. In return, he spent quiet moments with her. Sometimes just sitting with her. Other times, talking or even cuddling. They had even worked out a quiet routine, where she would join him in the bath. Her slime form was perfect for playing in the water.

Even Amberlie had settled into their new life with a grin. She was happy with her place in their home. Nobody looked down at her. Nobody scoffed or questioned her decisions. The more she spoke about her previous life, the more Calon and the others tried to make her feel welcome. Even to the point where Calon had argued successfully to start paying her an actual wage. Rather than as some indentured servant, trying to make up for her father’s faults.

The only one not embracing their new life.

Was Ashley.

“CALON!” Ben roared.

Calon jerked in bed as Suki tumbled off his chest.

“WAKE UP!” Ben shouted again.

The rest of the ladies started moving, and Calon rushed over to the window. He stuck his head out as Ben beat on the door.

“Ben?”

“Calon!” Ben looked up. “It’s the Ursa!”

“Shit,” Calon swore.

“She said she wouldn’t!” Evie growled.

“Sal’s pitching a fit. She’s ruined one of his tables, and won’t leave,” Ben protested.

“Chrissy–”

“I got it,” the griffon pulled on a shirt. “Bring Clarissa as well.”

“Why me?”

“If she’s drunk enough, she gets a little handsy,” Calon grunted.

They hurried down the stairs, where Ben was already getting back onto his own horse. Calon, in a pair of pants and a shirt, helped Clarissa get onto Chrissy’s back, while Evie and Suki watched on. Hannah, being able to move quickly, would meet them there. With a few firm beats of her wings, Chrissy had them airborne.

“This has been happening a lot, huh?” Clarissa called over the sound of the wind.

“More often lately,” Calon grunted.

It had started when they found her at home. Ashley had promised not to make a mess in the house. Then snuck down the road in the evening and started a tab at Sal’s freshly rebuilt tavern. Knowing who she was, and who was picking up the tab, Sal had accepted her presence. And shocked the hell out of Calon when he came to collect.

What started as an occasional drink turned into the occasional binge. And when Sal started trying to cut her off, she got argumentative. Usually, the demure woman would have been a pushover. But when she got angry, Sal risked her shifting into her battle form. And the massive, overpowered, were-bear, drunk out of her mind and angry… well, that just wasn’t something anyone wanted to deal with.

And from the sounds coming from town, that’s exactly what Calon was heading towards. He could see from the lights in the windows as people streamed out of the tavern. Already, there were a few wagons heading for home, while others were shouting and cursing in the street. Over it all was the deafening roars of Calon’s drunk step-mother in a rage.

“Get us down there!” Calon shouted.

Chrissy made a curse he didn’t quite catch. Likely it was to do with stating the obvious, and being an idiot, which made sense. But he didn’t want to deal with that right now. Pulling into a shallow dive, Clarissa made a noise of shock as they picked up speed. Chrissy was better practiced these days, though. She swooped around, flaring her wings to slow them and beat backwards to drop steadily onto the road before the tavern.

“She’s wrecking the place!” Sal roared as he stepped out the front door. “You’re gonna pay for all the damage!”

“And there’ll be more if you don’t get out of the damn way,” Chrissy snapped as she tried getting around the man.

Sal spun when there was a wooden smash from inside, and Chrissy used that to move past. Calon slipped off her back while Clarissa sloshed to the ground beside him. The trio rushed inside, where the hulking, black furred form of Ashley was half slumped as she crushed part of the bar, with her mouth around the ale tap.

“MOM!” Calon snapped.

Ashley jerked and fell over, crushing a table. Calon hurried over before spotting several more patrons hiding in the corner.

“Out,” Calon hissed.

They gave small nods and rushed past as Calon got in his mother’s face.

“Dammit, mom,” Calon grunted. “You’ve wrecked the place.”

“Whole things a fucking wreck,” Ashley rolled onto her front. “All of it!”

Calon shook his head. “This isn’t like you.”

“You think?” She shouted hysterically. “Look at me, Calon! LOOK AT ME!”

He’d been mid eye roll when her massive paw smacked him in the chest. Calon tumbled to the floor. He’d have hissed from the line of claw marks torn through his shirt. Except the blow had knocked the wind out of him. Which… was probably the worst thing that could have happened in front of Chrissy, who let out an ear-splitting shriek of rage.

“No!” Calon croaked as the griffon tackled the ursa to the ground.

They went down together, biting and scratching. Chrissy’s ability was activated, and she was clawing and biting down on Ashley’s arms. The ursa, though… well, it didn’t appear she was injured at all. Her fur was a defense all on its own, and Chrissy’s claws either couldn’t carve through it, or weren’t long enough to reach her skin beneath. The same issue with her beak as she furiously bit down on Ashley’s shoulder.

Which unfortunately, put Chrisy in range of retaliation. Ashley shoved back. Letting out a furious roar as she threw Chrissy to the ground. Her eyes were wide and wild as she reared up to slam down on the fallen griffon. Only for a green blur to shoot out and wrap around her head.

“Mrs. Wilson, stop it!” Clarissa screamed.

Calon looked at the chaos and saw Chrissy regaining her feet. And shook his head. “Berserk.”

Like a big dumb brute, he saw three women he loved coming to blows. And without the intelligence to understand the full ramifications. He began to act. Chrissy shoved off the floor to tackle Ashley. Who was tearing at the slime wrapped around her face. Calon picked the griffon, clamping a hand down on her wing. Chrissy let out a confused squawk as Calon pulled her to the side and shoved her away. Then lowered his shoulder and charged into Ashley like a footballer. She jerked backward, lifting entirely off the floor as Calon slammed the two of them to the ground. Clarissa, still in control of herself, melted into the floor, leaving Calon staring in confusion about where she went.

“GET OFF ME!” Ashley roared and punched out, catching Calon in the jaw.

“You…” Calon frowned as he stared down at Ashley. “Hit me?”

Ashley’s eyes went wide. And she slapped a pair of paws to her face. “Oh… Oh Calon.”

Before Calon’s eyes, Ashley began to shrink. The fur receded, leaving pristine human skin. On a buxom and curvy five foot tall figure. With Calon’s hulking berserk infused form, kneeling above her.

“Hey big guy!” Clarissa appeared in Calon’s vision. “Remember these?” She bent and gave Ashley a quick fondle. “You like the titties, don’t you?”

“Titties,” Calon murmured, before frowning. He looked down at Ashley and tilted his head. “You hit me?”

Ashley shook her head. Between being drunk, the fight and then being randomly fondled, she was in no state and simply shook her head while sobbing quietly on the floor.

Which made no sense to Calon. Forgetting all about being struck, he scooped her up and set the drunk woman against his chest.

“Calon,” Chrissy hissed in his ear. “Big guy, you gotta change back.”

Calon frowned as he looked from naked Ashley to Chrissy’s beaming smile. Then there was Clarissa, now literally dancing in front of him. Which was when Calon’s mana finally ran out. Without kills to fuel the ability, he burned through quickly. And was unconscious before he hit the floor.


Chapter Six




“Calon!”

“Mm–”

“CALON!”

Calon blinked and let out a snort. “Wha’s wrong?”

“Ben’s here to arrest mom.”

Calon froze and opened his eyes properly. Evie was hovering over him. He was in his bed, in his room, and all the memories of the night before came crashing down. The brawl in the bar, Ashley trashing the place. Then she’d hit him, and Chrissy had gone on the attack.

Calon rubbed his jaw, feeling a slight bruise where she’d struck. That was a problem to handle later. He fell out of the bed, finding himself in the buff. Evie stuffed a pair of pants into his arms and Calon pulled them on. He didn’t bother with a shirt as he rushed down the stairs. He could hear voices below, and slid to a halt in the living room.

Chrissy and Amberlie were in the middle of the room. Suki was at the table with Hannah, while Ashley sat in the far corner, holding her face in her hands. Then there was Ben, looking extremely uncomfortable as he stood just inside the front door with a folded paper in his hands.

“Calon,” Ben frowned.

“Whatever damages it is, I can pay for it,” Calon said as he crossed the room.

“It’s not that simple.” Ben shook his head. “Sal’s tavern is only freshly rebuilt. So damaging it is considered a higher crime. Then there was the value of the destroyed furniture, drinks and her remaining tab.”

“I can afford it,” Calon pushed.

“I’m sure you can, but anything over one-hundred gold and I have to arrest her,” Ben murmured. “And… since she’s a summon.”

“You’re going to arrest me too–”

“NO!” Ashley yelped as she threw her hands down.

“We won’t arrest you.” Ben looked at the floor. “But you have to surrender her.”

“Why her, and not Hannah?” Evie frowned.

“If the law was applied correctly, Hannah’s crimes were committed while she was independent. She hasn’t committed a crime since being a summon, and as a summon, she’s legally a different being.”

“I bet this is one of the reasons summoners are distrusted, huh?” Calon sighed, before looking back at his stepmother.

“I’ll go,” she pleaded. “It… it was me, after all.”

Calon looked around the room at everyone. There was plenty of thought going into alternatives. But nobody had a solution other than to let her go.

“Ben,” Calon turned to the new town sheriff. “Make this easy for me. What are my rights, and how can I help?”

“Ah…” Ben frowned. “If you accept fault, you can be trialed in her place–”

“No,” Ashley snapped. “It was me. All me. He was trying to help!”

Ben nodded. “Otherwise… Perhaps working to aid the magistrate, you could garner some good faith.”

“How long do I have?” Calon asked.

“That depends. I’ll have to send for the magistrate. They’ll have to transport her to Brisbane for a trial,” Ben muttered.

“Send me,” Calon offered.

“I can’t do that.” Ben shook his head. “You’d need to go with a representative of the magistrate.”

“Like Sahm and Nette?” Evie asked.

Ben nodded, and Calon grinned. “Offer me a quest to retrieve the magistrate. Sahm and Nette are only in Beenleigh. With them, they can officiate and I can escort Ashley to Brisbane⁠—”

“Calon you don’t–”

Calon spun towards Ashley with an angry glare. “Shut up!”

Ashley flinched and took a step back. “I’m–”

“If you’re about to apologize, save it,” Calon snapped. “I get that this has been a bit of a change for you. But everyone here, Clarissa included, has gotten over it. You don’t get to stand there and make demands after causing this fucking mess!”

Ashley dropped her chin, and Calon had a moment of concern as he saw her shoulders bob. It was too late for sympathy now, though. He turned back to Ben and saw a thick pair of manacles tucked into his belt.

“Any chance you’ll let me wrap those in something, make them more comfortable for her to wear?” Calon asked.

“Ah…” Ben frowned. “I don’t believe there’s a law against it.”

“Great,” Calon nodded as he rubbed his wrists. “Because wearing them all the way to Brisbane really sucked.”
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“Character Sheet,” Calon muttered.

Name:

Calon Wilson

Class:

Summoner

Level:

10 (530/4000)

Perks:

5

Mana:

60/60

Skills:

Heal 2- Repairs targeted injury - 5 mana* **

*Repeated casting over major injury will stack effect.

**Chance to remove status effect

Revive 2 - Fallen summon is returned with no mana - 15 mana

Soft Touch 2 - Cast over time, moderately removes status effects - 1 mana per second Buff - Doubles power of summon’s next attack - 5 mana

Berserk - Double strength, mass and size at the cost of intelligence - 15 mana*

*Additional 15 mana for each minute of skill usage

Drain - Killing replenishes mana instantly*

*This is a passive skill and is active at all times.

Summons:

Evie-Rae Wilson - Succubus

Chrissy Smith - Griffon*

*Royal

Suki Shio - Neko

Clarissa Walker - Slime

Hannah - Nightmare

Ashley Wilson - Ursa

Current Quest:

Retrieve Sahm and Nette from Beenleigh - 5 bronze

Other Quest:

None

Seated on Chrissy’s back, she soared through the air wedged between her torso and her saddlebags. It was cold, but not horribly. Which was nice, since they hadn’t packed a tent. Just some sleeping rolls. Calon wrapped his arms tighter around her torso and sighed as she gave his arm a squeeze. They had tried talking, but they could barely hear each other without yelling. Instead, Calon lulled himself into a trance as he rode upon the back of this beautiful woman.

Burt’s farm passed by, far below. He could make out figures working the fields. Before spotting the large form of Marge, the centaur stepping off the front porch. The figure at her side was likely Burt himself and Calon gave them a wave. Whether they waved back, he wasn’t sure. The wind was too much and Calon faced the front as he leaned into Chrissy’s shoulders once more.

The trip from Kuraby to Beenleigh was usually an overnight trip. More if you were on foot. Calon had to admit, though, with Chrissy’s speed in the air, they were making excellent time. It was barely noon when they spotted smoke wafting up from various chimneys. Only an hour after that, the two of them were descending and finally on the outskirts of town. Chrissy brought them in for a rather soft landing. Her great wings swept out, and she flew just a few inches off the ground, slowly beating her wings backwards to slow their headlong flight.

When her feet finally dropped to the ground, it was at a brisk run, and Calon barked out a laugh as Chrissy slowed to a trot.

“Hey,” she glanced over her shoulder. “I expect you to ride me later, okay?”

Calon grinned. “I think I can set aside a little time for you.”

She smiled and gave herself a shake. “Great. Now get the fuck off me.”

“Yes ma’am,” Calon chuckled and dismounted, so Chrissy could fold in her wings.

Their arrival hadn’t gone unnoticed. Several people were rushing about. They were on one of the side roads, behind the street where Marge’s shop had been when they first arrived. That, now, was a burned husk. With a glance in either direction, Calon noted the total lack of beastkin. They didn’t seem happy to be there when he was here last. But their total absence was a concern.

“How many?” Calon asked softly.

“Don’t think about it,” Chrissy huffed. “In fact, better you don’t. Look who’s coming.”

Calon shook his head before turning to face the main street. There, a familiar smiling man approached.

“Summoner,” the old priest grinned. “Have you changed your mind?”

“Fuck no,” Chrissy snorted.

“Magistrate business,” Calon stared blankly at the man. “Seen a pair of adventurers? Sahm and Nette?”

“Them,” The priest nodded. “I believe they’re still in town. They visited the sheriff’s office.”

“Great,” Calon nodded and started walking.

“Hold on,” the priest turned to walk beside him. “I still haven’t ascertained why you’re here.”

“Are you the sheriff?” Calon asked. The priest scowled, and Calon shrugged. “None of your business then.”

“You’re making me think you’re going back on our deal,” the priest frowned.

“We don’t have a deal.” Calon shook his head. “You showed up at my farm, made some idiotic demand, then balked when I mentioned the magistrate. All I know, is that you’ve got a problem in the north and think I can fix it. But you haven’t even told me what it is you want me to fix.”

“I told you we hadn’t heard from some of our members,” the priest snapped.

“You also came straight to me and outright admitted that one of your priests was working with bandits,” Calon snorted. “You really want me to believe that you want me to do a welfare check?”

The priest growled as he stormed alongside Calon and Chrissy. “Yes. That is exactly what I want.”

Calon frowned and slowed to a stop. “You’re serious?”

“Yes.”

“Why can’t you just send more priests or offer a quest?” Chrissy asked.

“It’s not that simple,” the priest frowned. “We abhor the quest system. It is ungodly and grants…” he stared at Calon for a moment. “Being’s like you, unholy power. Especially of that over the other abominations in this world.”

“So you’re a bunch of racists, poking their business into the very people they hate,” Calon chuckled. “No wonder they’ve stopped contacting you. They’re probably dead.”

“They’re not dead,” the priest reached out and took Calon’s arm. “That, I know for certain. These men live.”

Calon frowned as Chrissy let out a hiss of anger. The priest pulled his arm away, and Calon thought about the situation for a moment. It was one thing to assume that somebody had gotten word back about him being in Southport. That was a given. But the timing of the church showing up with the information they had. Combined with this man’s insistence on finding their people alive…

“You have some way to tell if they’re alive or not?” Calon questioned.

“I can’t give you that information,” the priest all but admitted it.

Calon chuckled and shook his head. “Course you can’t. S’pose that goes the same way as admitting one of your priests went rogue and tried to extort my neko, right?”

“That, I cannot speculate,” the priest frowned.

“Probably goes double for why you can’t just hire any old beastkin too, right?” Calon nodded. “Then your little disagreements with the magistrate mean you won’t ask for their help, either.”

“You think you have this all figured out, don’t you?” the priest sighed.

“Probably not,” Calon shook his head. “Evie’s the smart one. I’m sure she could figure it out if you wanted to sit down and answer a few questions.”

“The succubus–”

“So you are keeping notes,” Calon smirked.

“Not us,” he denied. “Sheriff Potsmith.”

“Which just proves how corrupt he was–”

“Sheriff Potsmith was a devout man–”

“Who murdered dozens of beastkin, framed me for their murders and then attempted to murder another magistrate officer.” Calon turned and glared at the priest. “Can you even give me a good reason why I should care about your people up north? Because from where I’m standing, all you people do is involve yourself with criminals and hold innocent people accountable.”

“You can’t prove any of that.”

“And I’m not particularly interested in doing so,” Calon shrugged. “Look, I’ll make this simple. You stay on your side of the fence, I’ll stay on mine. If I see your people up north, I’ll let you know. But I don’t owe you shit and if you get in my way, I’ll make it my problem to deal with. Just like the last guy, understand?”

Accepted!

Discover the whereabouts of the clergy members in the north

Rewards may vary

Calon dismissed the pop-up and glanced over at Chrissy, who started moving once more. The priest remained behind, grumbling to himself as the pair left. Calon was still shaking his head as he made it onto George Street.

“Still amazes me that this is the same place from home,” Chrissy muttered as she scowled at everyone who stopped to stare. “Though it doesn’t feel much like it.”

“Just remember that if you wanted to, you could pick just about anyone up like a rag doll, fly up into the air and just let them fall,” Calon snickered.

“Oh, that’s a great mental image,” Chrissy giggled. “Think they’d wave their arms about like they do in the movies?”

“Probably,” Calon shrugged. “I imagine it would be up to personal taste.”

“Some kind of weird, falling-to-their-death connoisseur,” Chrissy laughed.

“Oh bloody hell,” a familiar voice rang out.

Calon turned and grinned as Sahm put his sword away. Behind him was Nette, who smirked and lowered her bow as she approached from a spot behind where she had taken up a firing position.

“Can you show up anywhere without making a scene?” Sahm shook his head.

“That depends. Who told you we were here?” Calon asked.

“Nobody,” he frowned. “But when people started running into the inn, yelling about a summoner attacking the town, it makes an impression.”

“Attacking the town?” Chrissy frowned. “We just got here, and the only person we’ve spoken to was the priest who visited the farm earlier!”

“Him?” Sahm frowned.

“We haven’t seen him,” Nette spoke up as she arrived. “Didn’t think we’d be seeing you so soon, either.”

“About that,” Calon sighed. “We’ve had a bit of a problem. If you two aren’t busy, I really need you to head back to Kuraby. It’s magistrate business.”

“That makes sense,” Sahm nodded. “They sent you to fetch us. Is it from Brisbane?”

Calon shook his head. “Not directly. We can explain on the way. I’m sure there’s a bunch of people listening in right now and I’d rather not spread more rumors than we’ve already started.”

Sahm glanced around before giving a small nod. “True. I suppose we won’t be spending the night then.”

“We don’t mind you taking the night,” Calon admitted. “It’s us that’s in a rush.”

“We don’t mind,” Nette smiled. “I’ve already had a bath. Another night in a warm bed would be lovely, but… Well if it’s the magistrate.”

Calon gave them both a smile before Sahm offered his hand. “Maybe wait for us on the edge of town. People here don’t like you much.”

“That, I can do,” Calon smiled and headed west along George street where the road exited the town.

It was barely twenty minutes later when Sahm and Nette appeared once more. On their horses, the two of them rode up. Calon looked at Chrissy and she rolled her eyes.

“Get on,” she snorted. “But you’re rubbing my back later.”

“I thought I was–”

“After,” Chrissy gave a narrow smile. “If I’m going to be stuck carrying your ass, you’re going to make me feel better about it.”

Calon thought for a moment, then nodded. “That’s fair.”

“If you’re both done?” Sahm frowned.

Nette shook her head, but smiled shyly. Calon wasn’t sure what was with her. He got along with Sahm, but Nette. Things had been rather professional since the incident with the spear. Now, she was laughing and smiling more than she usually did. He didn’t know quite what to make of it, and chose to say nothing as he mounted Chrissy.

“Hands and feet inside the ride at all times. If you put your hands on my tits, I’m going to tie a rope around your ankle and drag you the rest of the way,” she snorted as she set off alongside the horses.

“I get it,” Calon laughed. “Not on the road.”

“Not on the road,” Chrissy agreed. “Also, you’re cooking dinner tonight.”

Calon nodded.

“And setting up the beds.”

“You’re pushing it,” Calon frowned.

“And later you’ll be pushing into me, so deal with it or I’ll fly home and sit on Evie’s face for a while.”

“She’d be mad if you left me out here,” Calon pointed out. “Even with Sahm and Nette.”

“Probably,” Chrissy nodded. “But then I’d just make her sit on my face and she’ll be less mad for a while.”

“What about Suki?”

Chrissy was silent for a moment. “I’ll set up the beds.”

“Thank you,” Calon smirked.

“Thank me by pulling my hair a little while you rail me,” Chrissy huffed.

“I thought I’d get used to your particular brand of banter,” Sahm muttered. “There’s really nothing else quite like it. Even the whorehouses aren’t as open as the things you talk about.”

“And just what do you know of whorehouses?” Nette asked.

Sahm straightened in his saddle. “Never mind.”

Chrissy snorted out a laugh, and the four of them continued on for the day. Despite leaving far later in the day. Their lack of a wagon made significant gains on their travel time. They made it to the regular rest stop as the sun dropped below the trees. There was enough light in the sky that there was no trouble setting things up. Sahm and Nette placed out small tents. More of a canvas sheet suspended at one end and pinned down at the other.

Calon had a different setup. The bedrolls he brought along were designed for their party. His was closer to a standard swag. A thick blanket in a waterproof canvas sack. It rolled out and wouldn’t do anything to stop the rain outside of a hood. Chrissy’s bedroll was only called that by default. It too was contained in a waterproof canvas sack, but was closer to a bundle of blankets she could curl up inside of.

True to her change of heart. Chrissy got them ready as quickly as she could. Without her armor, she was light and comfortable. Calon took the rations they brought and set up a cookfire for the evening. Nette joined him after setting up her bedding, while Sahm did an inspection of the campground.

“What have you got there?” she asked.

“Salted pork mostly,” Calon shrugged. “It was a short trip.”

“We’ve got biscuits,” she shrugged. “Add a bit of water to it and it turns into a kind of soup.”

“That doesn’t sound appetizing,” Calon admitted.

“It’s not,” Nette smiled. “Which is why I was hoping you wouldn’t mind sharing?”

Calon grinned and pushed the pack towards her. Calon’s original plan was to fry some of the pork on a rock. The salted meat was plenty for him on short notice and perfect for Chrissy with her carnivorous diet. They brought plenty, in case their trip took longer than expected. So it was no loss giving some to Nette. What he hadn’t been expecting was for her to take the pork he had already gotten out. Taking control of the situation, she went about preparing a large pot, with enough for all four of them.

Calon nodded and took out a few more pieces of pork before setting them up to fry like he originally wanted.

“Don’t trust my cooking?” Nette asked.

“It’s not that,” Calon assured her. “Chrissy’s got a hell of an appetite, so we always prepare a bit extra.”

“Oh,” Nette glanced over at Chrissy, who was now lounging on her bed. “No, I understand that. Sorry.”

“No harm done. If I’d offered to make someone a meal, and they’d gone right ahead and started cooking something else, I’d be offended too,” Calon smiled. “So, sorry for not explaining things before I started.”

Nette smiled and glanced over at Sahm as he came towards the fire.

“Calon supplied us a bit of pork,” she called out.

“Better than the mush we usually eat,” the man grinned. “Thanks.”

“We brought enough for a few days,” Calon shrugged. “I don’t mind sharing like this.”

“Well, thank you anyway,” he smiled. “Now… About the reason you came to fetch us.”

Calon grimaced and shook his head. But it was no use hiding it. That was the entire reason he came to fetch them. “So, you met Ashley, my Ursa?” he asked.

“Older lady,” Nette nodded. “She seemed an odd choice for a summoner.”

“It was an accident,” Calon sighed. “And she’s gotten herself into a bit of trouble.”
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“I wasn’t sure you were serious,” Calon chuckled.

“You can explain that to my wings,” she huffed. “Carrying you all day was a workout.”

She was laid out in front of him. They’d found a soft patch of grass away from the camp. Chrissy had laid herself out, stretching her legs out behind her, with her human torso lying flat ahead. Her wings were opened out, laying on the grass on either side, giving him access to her lower torso.

“And this stuff?” Calon picked up the small bottle.

“It’s an oil, but it works like a conditioner for our hair. I thought that might make it easier for you.”

“It will,” Calon nodded as he poured a little over her fur. “I’m just not sure how far it will go.”

“Don’t care, getting my back rubbed,” Chrissy mumbled as she rolled her face down into her folded arms.

Calon shook his head and laughed before running his fingers through the thin fur on her back. She had started a little fluffier when she first arrived. The orange fur had been thin, but obvious. With her upgrade to a Royal Griffon, her fur was much, much finer. Almost like felt, it was just a soft fuzz over her natural skin. Skin, covering a musculature and skeleton that wasn’t all that different from a human. Her upper and lower torsos were pretty much identical. The same bone structure, shape and size as her natural body back on earth. Only with four limbs that pointed down, and a few extra joints and muscles for the wings. Calon could only assume the chest cavity on her lower torso contained muscles to power those wings, rather than lungs. But that was just a hypothesis. One he didn’t care much for as Chrissy let out a soft groan of pleasure.

“That’s so fucking good,” Chrissy mumbled, as Calon rubbed up the sides of her spine.

“Glad I’m doing it right,” Calon smirked as he swirled his fingers into the dense muscle at the top of her ass.

“Wanna make it a little more, right?” Chrissy groaned as she looked over her shoulder.

Calon smirked. “I thought you–”

“Shut up and get inside me. If I’m going to cum, I want to cum properly,” she huffed.

Calon thought about it, then glanced back towards camp. The fire glowed behind them, but it also obscured Nette and Sahm’s view. Though it wasn’t exactly a secret what they were getting up to.

Rather than argue, though, Calon undid the front of his pants and shuffled a little lower. “I’ve never done this before.” he rubbed an oil-slick hand between her legs, finding her already wet and ready.

“I have,” Chrissy mumbled. “But it was just Evie’s fingers.”

“Well, hopefully with two free hands,” Calon pushed his cock against her entrance and rocked his hips forward. “I can compete.”

Chrissy moaned as his cock stretched her lower pussy. He settled into a slow rhythm. Rocking back and forth, he slowly fucked her. The angle forced his cock into the front wall of her vagina and drove her crazy as she clawed at the grass ahead of her. Calon then took it to the next step, massaging up around the base of her wings. He followed the muscles, admiring how they twitched and trembled, all the while trying to ignore the powerful contractions of her pussy muscles. He grinned, knowing that even just this little movement was enough to drive her wild. But he wasn’t quite satisfied himself.

Leaning forward, Calon braced himself on Chrissy’s upper hips. She let out a gasp as he weighed her down. Then moaned as he gave her a short, hard stroke. The depth of the penetration from this position wasn’t great. But Chrissy was going out of her mind, and Calon wasn’t complaining.

“You’re not done,” Chrissy groaned.

“Quite complaining, and cum,” Calon hissed.

“You’re such a dick,” Chrissy gasped.

Calon reached up, and as if realizing what he was doing, Chrissy lifted her head to meet him. His fingers twisted into her hair. Chrissy’s pussy squeezed as he pulled her upright. With her lower torso still flat on the ground, her upper torso rose up ahead of him. Calon pulled her back and dragged her head around. Her eyes were wide, but her lips found his without a moment of hesitation.

When she finally jerked on the ground, Calon moaned into her mouth. Her pussy squeezed down hard as she started to cum. Chrissy mewled into his mouth, not letting up her kiss, even as her technique flagged.

“There’s a good kitty,” Calon grunted as he continued to fuck her.

“Fuck…” Chrissy gasped. “You.”

“Literally my pleasure,” Calon laughed as he kissed her again.

“Mmm–wait!” Chrissy pulled back. “Don’t cum in me.”

Calon froze. Then nodded. “Okay–”

“I don’t want to leave a mess tomorrow while we’re walking,” she smiled sheepishly. “So…”

“Should I stop?” Calon asked.

“That depends.” Chrissy took his hand. “Think you can make me cum again? Or do you need to finish in my mouth?”

Calon stared at her for a moment. Then leaned in and kissed her. She made a delighted sound that cut off into a moan of pleasure. Calon had slid one hand down her upper torso to her front pussy. With a cock buried in her from behind, and Calon’s fingers dancing over her clit. Chrissy was helpless at the double-ended assault and came apart with her second release.

It was then, as Calon sat in the grass. Chrissy was slurping on his cock as he slowly rubbed her head, that he spotted Nette. She was sitting off to one side, watching with a smile. He’d have to talk to Chrissy about it. But… as she took him deep into her throat, it was a distant concern as she swallowed the first pulse of his seed, and every one that followed.


Chapter Seven




“Morning, you lot,” Sahm called.

Calon blinked himself awake. Buried between and beneath the bodies of his lovers, he was in for a rough start. Things had actually been pretty smooth for the most part. They had taken the short trip back to Kuraby, where Calon had been met by Evie and the rest. She had hitched the horse, packed their wagon and, after paying Sal for the damages, they had picked up Ashley and moved on.

Without the wagon train, or the magistrate slowing them down, they had made excellent time. And aided by a small quest to deliver Ashley to the magistrate, Calon had a conflicting but small bonus waiting for him.

“Ladies, come on,” Calon grunted as Suki nuzzled into his chest.

“Five more minutes,” she complained.

“Sure,” Calon kissed the top of her head. “I’ll edge you for five minutes and refuse to let you cum.”

“What?” she sat up, looking both tired and confused. “Why?”

“Unless you want to get up and then I’ll need to reward you instead,” Calon smirked.

Suki frowned. “What kind of reward?”

“Maybe I could edge you for a lot longer than five minutes. Then play a game of, how hard can I fuck the pretty neko?”

“Enough flirting.” Hannah’s bored voice broke the soft panting of the excited catgirl.

Her form shimmered into view, leaving a conspicuous gap by Calon’s side. She had taken to the night shift once again. Though she didn’t need to put quite so much effort into it. There was no need for her to constantly patrol the dark, so long as she paid attention. Something she was more than comfortable doing from the confines of the tent.

Her words, though, were enough to spur the others into action. Evie let out a tired groan before rolling over Chrissy’s side. The two shared a gentle kiss before Evie crawled back to place a second kiss on Calon’s lips. Clarissa melted into the floor, shifting out of the way, before reforming into her humanoid shape, already wearing clothes for the day.

She then handed out a few things to the others before helping Chrissy get into an outfit. Rather than her armor, Chrissy had taken to wearing a custom version of a shirt and a horse blanket. Only much shorter, and much lighter. The shirt went on as normal, but hung lower at the front than a normal shirt. The blanket went over her back and tied on around her hips, providing a bit of modesty.

Calon thought she had a bit of a sexy librarian look going on. But didn’t have the balls to say it to her face. The looks she shot him as he watched her dress reminded him of that fact.

Once dressed, the six of them made their way out. Sahm was packing up the tent, while Nette was hovering over the fire, making some breakfast. Side by side with Ashley, who was chatting lightly with the woman.

“Morning mom,” Calon smiled.

“Morning,” she smiled back awkwardly. “I was just talking to Nette. I’ll have to go in the manacles today.”

“Right,” Calon sighed. “We’re not far from Brisbane.”

This was the same spot they’d made it to last time. That long-drop toilet was on the far side of the clearing. They’d used it, but preferred to stay away. Someone from the magistrate had clearly been through the area recently, and churned up all the grass, making it annoying to find a comfortable place to camp.

Ashley let out a long sigh and shook her head. After returning to Kuraby, she had been let out of the cell they’d kept her in. It was more of a policy issue than a practical one. The Ursa was more than capable of breaking out if she wanted to. But by now, in the sober light of day, she understood the situation she was in, and knew that acting out any further would land on Calon’s shoulders. Something they were all glad she understood.

Nette, too, was something to think about. Calon had noticed on more than one occasion. She was older. Not by a lot, but enough that Calon hadn’t given it any thought. That was until he noticed the way she watched them. There was the night by the dam, sure. But then she had found and watched them for a time on the trip back from Beenleigh. Since then, he’d noticed she liked to watch him. With Sahm’s original words ringing in his ears, Calon just hoped he was imagining things.

They ate quickly, packed up the rest of the camping ground and moved on towards Brisbane, passing a familiar-looking wagon heading south. Calon shuddered, thinking about being chained in the back of it again. He was also pretty sure he recognized a few of the guards. Especially when one of them nodded at him as he drove by.

Suki stuck to his side, while Ashley sat in the back, manacled and quiet. With Chrissy trotting alongside, Nette and Sahm took up positions at the front and rear. They weren’t worried about anyone doing anything dumb. It was simply to make sure to observers that they were still doing their job, and not playing favorites.

Brisbane looked much different this time. At least from Calon’s perspective. They hadn’t really seen much of the town when they left the first time. Arriving, of course, had been in the back of a wagon, chained in place. The city looked just like an old photograph, only in color.

Calon followed along as Nette led them into the town. A few of the stores looked familiar. Calon hadn’t had a chance to stop the first time. Most of their money was back at home with the wagon they now had with them. It would be an interesting trip and Calon couldn’t wait to spoil his ladies this time around.

“Master, do we need to be on leashes?” Suki asked.

“Not here,” Nette called back, overhearing the question.

“Can I be on a leash, anyway?” Suki asked.

Calon smirked. “Only if I can get you a new collar.”

Suki purred and rubbed herself on his side. Calon gave her head a scratch as the magistrate building came into view. They weren’t invited inside this time. Parking out the front, a team of men arrived as Sahm went ahead and explained the situation. Unlike the official magistrate representatives and the guards they sent out, Calon was being treated as a bounty hunter. That meant they had to confirm who he was and the reason he was here. That, and who he had actually brought, which made a few of them nervous when it was discovered he was surrendering his own summon.

From what Calon could hear, there was a discussion about arresting him as well. That was until a messenger rushed out and passed along a note. That answered whatever questions they had, and Calon was relieved to see a familiar face approach.

“Summoner Calon,” the gleaming, breastplated man gave a small nod. “We’ve been instructed to take your ursa into custody. Will you be staying in the city?”

“As long as we can find someone happy to let us stay,” Calon nodded. “We didn’t have a lot of luck down south.”

The man nodded. “Chief Magistrate Gorden will send a runner when your ursa will be called in. He has requested to deal with you and your summons personally.”

“Please give him my thanks,” Calon smiled, before turning around to see Ashley.

She gave him a tight smile, while Evie hugged her close. Even Clarissa was hugging the woman and Calon set down the reins. He joined them, with Suki hanging on as well. She wasn’t quite so forgiving while Chrissy waited outside and Hannah remained hidden. It was when Calon helped her down and the magistrate surrounded her that she began to cry.

Quest Complete!

Escort Ashley Wilson to Brisbane city to face her crimes.

10 gold awarded!

The gold appeared in one of the guard’s hands, and Calon accepted them with a frown. “She’s my summon?”

“And you delivered her. That’s the standard bounty for a dangerous criminal,” the guard with the gleaming chest plate shrugged.

“Right,” Calon frowned. “It’s just…” He wanted to explain that Ashley was his stepmother. But decided against it. “She’s not dangerous. Please… don’t put her down the bottom.”

The guard grimaced. “Normally, I would have been forced to. Unfortunately, there was an incident three days ago, and we haven’t pumped it out yet. Understand, that means she will be under strict guard.”

“I won’t be a problem,” Ashley offered, as tears rolled down her cheeks. “This was all my fault, anyway.”

“We already paid Sal,” Evie pointed out. “This is just mandatory.”

“If you have already compensated the victim, then this should be a rather quick process,” the guard offered. “Beyond that, I cannot speculate.” He gave their group a tight nod before turning to Ashley. “Let’s go.”

“We’ll see you soon!” Calon called as Ashley began to cry once more.

“Calon, if something happens–”

“It won’t,” Calon looked Evie in the eye.

“But if it does,” she stared right back.

Calon swallowed nervously, before looking at the dark form of Hannah hidden within the wagon. “Then we take care of it.”

Hannah smiled darkly and let out a low chuckle. With Ashley now in the hands of the magistrate. Calon and the others returned to the wagon, where Nette and Sahm were waiting.

“What are you two planning now?” Chrissy asked as she reached them first.

“We’re not sure,” Sahm frowned.

“Though a hint or two was dropped about the possibility of a quest in the north,” Nette hedged.

“Funny, I’ve been asked a few times for the same,” Calon pointed out. “But, until we know more… Either of you have a recommendation for a place to stay?”
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“Dammit Sahm. I knew you were holding out on me!” Nette ribbed her brother.

“Don’t you start. I keep my mouth shut whenever you buy those fancy creams,” he ribbed her back.

“Will they seriously just let us rent a room here?” Evie asked.

“Not to mention me, and the horses,” Chrissy pointed out.

Calon stared blankly at the nondescript building and blinked as the doors opened, and an orc man stepped out. He was dressed well enough, but paused as he found himself between the now closed door and a group of monster girls.

“Ah…” the man frowned.

“Sorry,” Calon waved for them to move.

The orc took the chance and darted off as the front door opened once more. This time, it was a woman. The green tinge of her skin and small tusks made her look like an orc. But her frame was much closer to human as she frowned at them.

“Is this a robbery?” She asked.

“No,” Evie jerked. “Shit, this looks bad, doesn’t it?”

“We get all sorts,” the orc woman relaxed slightly. “What can I do for… the new summoner?”

“We were looking for a place to stay for a night or two,” Calon said. “We just… weren’t sure about finding a place for all of us.”

“And Sahm led you here,” the orc smiled, as Nette swatted the back of his head.

“Hi Toothy,” Sahm muttered as he rubbed the back of his head.

Whether it was her stage name, or her real one, Calon had no idea. The strange orc woman’s lips quirked before she turned her eyes back to Calon. “We can offer the master suite. It includes meals, but entertainment is extra. The room is five gold a night.”

“Nette and I will–”

“We may as well stay here too,” Nette sighed. “But I want my own room. Something… small. Preferably quiet.”

“We have a servants’ quarters, if you want to be away from the fun,” Toothy smiled.

“We’ll take two–”

“What?” Sahm balked.

“I want to know if he brings back a lady,” Nette stared unblinkingly at the orc. “I want to know if I’m getting my money’s worth in our arrangement.”

“Nette–”

“Discretion is a part of this business, I’m afraid,” the orc nodded. “But I cannot help if you learn things firsthand.”

Nette smiled, while Sahm wilted. Evie giggled before giving Calon a nudge. Which was enough to remind Calon that he had the ten gold pieces from the magistrate in his pocket already.

“Well,” Calon cleared his throat. “Here’s ten. We’ll probably stay two nights at least.”

“Wonderful,” Toothy smiled brightly. “Come right in. I’ll show you to your rooms. There are bathing facilities available to both. Though the servants’ quarters are shared.”

“That’s fine,” Sahm muttered as the orc opened the door.

Calon’s first impression of the brothel was… Rather more mundane than he thought. It was morning, though, and things were quiet. Most of the people inside… the men, at least, looked tired and hung over. The ladies, dressed modestly though… They came in all shapes and sizes.

Some were recognizable. The dingo-like beastkin that reminded Calon of Erena back at the farm. There were even a couple of sheep girls, sitting at a table eating breakfast. But it was the massive, cow-like man who stepped up to Evie with a grin that caught Calon’s attention.

“Welcome mistress,” he smiled, ignoring the rest of them. “Have you come for a treat?”

“Oh,” Evie giggled, before looking up into his smug face. “Charm.” The man’s posture went rigid as Evie glared. “Go stand in the corner.”

He barely grunted in response, before practically falling over himself as he rushed to the closest corner of the room. The entire brothel, customers, girls and apparently guys alike, all stared as the orc let out a sigh.

“Summoner, everyone.”

That sounded like a magic word, and the room relaxed once more. The orc woman turned to Calon and smiled. “Saxon has a prideful streak a mile wide, but he is one of our highest earners. I thank you for not allowing your succubus to do him permanent harm.”

“Ah,” Calon glanced at Evie. “You’re welcome, just… Yes, I’m a summoner, but these ladies are not my slaves. They’re as independent as you or I.”

The woman blinked slowly, before looking at Evie. “In that case, thank you for not harming him. I should ask, though, is anyone here available for extra services?”

She looked at all the shaking heads and nodded to herself. “I shall make a note. And miss,” she looked at Evie once again. “There is no need to hide yourself in this establishment. Our girls dress in similar outfits when they are working. You will not be confused for one of us.”

“Awww,” Evie snickered. “Maybe I might want to pretend. Just for tonight.”

Calon shifted slightly, and the orc woman gave a smirk. “Come along. Let me get you upstairs.”

As she led them towards a flight of stairs, Calon spotted the cow man slowly coming back to himself. He would be disorientated, but otherwise fine. The room they were brought to was large and rather well decorated. Those decorations didn’t hide the fact everything looked like it was built to be nailed down. The bed was a huge, heavy thing, and the wardrobes were fixed on the walls. Suki couldn’t resist rushing over to one, only to giggle frantically as she spotted a row of toys attached to the inside of the door.

“Everything here is cleaned after each use. The sheets are fresh and you have your own bath in the back. It’s private and a bellpull will signal someone to heat water and fill it for you,” Toothy instructed. “Otherwise, while we remain open during the day, it is more of a case-by-case basis for additional services. A menu of standard selections will be set up as nightfall sets in. If you need anything, either myself, or the madame will attend to you personally.”

“Any rules we need to know?” Chrissy asked.

“No violence,” Toothy listed. “No unwelcome advances to the staff. No bothering other clients, unless they indicate their approval.”

“Seems simple enough,” Calon nodded.

“What about nudity?” Suki asked.

“Of fucking course,” Clarissa muttered.

“We ask that everyone remain clothed during the day. When nightfall sets in, things… can get a little out of hand,” Toothy smiled.

“So if Master wants to stretch me out on a table downstairs?” Suki continued.

Toothy giggled and gave a small nod. “I think we are in for an interesting evening.”

She didn’t give a proper response as she turned and swiftly left the room, taking Sahm and Nette with her. Calon shook his head before looking around. The bed looked like it was designed for orgies. There was enough room for all of them, with plenty to spare. Even Chrissy, who hopped up on the bed to test it, could handle her weight.

Evie went and checked the other wardrobes. It was mostly sexual paraphernalia. Lubricants, toys and, to Suki’s delight, a box filled with restraint devices.

“Down kitty,” Calon joked.

Suki dropped to her knees and smiled widely up at him. “Yes, master.”
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“Sir, we will have a noon meal ready in an hour,” a woman with a plume of reddish-gold feathers running down her arms nodded from the bar as Calon passed by.

“We might be back for that, but I’m not sure. The others are upstairs,” Calon nodded.

The woman gave a small bow and disappeared into the back. Leaving Calon to tighten his grip on Suki’s leash and push the front door open. The sun was high, and the cool breeze was lovely. Suki bounced excitedly at his side as they stepped out onto the street.

“What are we doing, master?” Suki asked.

“We are going gift shopping,” Calon smirked.

Suki grinned widely, before rubbing herself frantically on Calon’s side. He laughed and rubbed her ears. “You already know what you’re getting.”

“Mhm,” Suki nodded. “But if you buy them all a gift, there’s going to be a line, and I want to be first on the list when you take us all upstairs.”

Calon rolled his eyes and ruffled her ears once more. “Naughty kitty.”

“Naughty kitties get punished,” she growled cutely.

Calon couldn’t argue with that, and said nothing as he started to walk. Brisbane wasn’t as large as the modern-day counterpart. It was rather spacious, though. The wide streets designed for wagons to turn around made walking a breeze, so long as they kept their eyes out. Which was when Calon spotted his first stop of the day. The shopkeeper’s head snapped up, before frowning as he spotted Calon walk in with Suki on a leash. The old man seemed more confused than upset by the situation, but gave a professional smile.

“Good day, sir. Is there anything I can help you with?”

“I saw stuffed animals in the window,” Calon gestured. “I’d like to see what you have available.”

“I have a few, but if you would like something specific, I can take a few days and create whatever you need,” the man offered as he stepped around the counter. “But over here is where I have the rest of them.”

Calon followed the man. This toy shop wasn’t like the ones back home. It wasn’t endless boxes of cheap plastic. Instead, it was well made wooden and metal devices. Hoops with sticks, blocks and toy wagons. Amongst it all was the occasional stuffed animal. They weren’t the soft ones that Calon remembered. Far heavier, too.

“I use a straw blended sawdust for my filler. It makes them last a little better for the tikes that like to roughhouse,” the old man gestured to the display.

“That… yeah, that’s fine,” Calon nodded.

He had no idea when cotton or polyester became the norm, so he didn’t want to be picky. Suki went up first, and the man watched her with confusion as she sifted through the available animals. The man wasn’t sure which of them to address as he looked between them. Calon wasn’t sure what Suki was looking for though, and instead browsed the higher shelves for something that caught his eye.

“Ah ha!” Suki pulled back. “This one!”

Calon looked down and smirked. It was a cat. Stretched out, it would be a little smaller than Suki would be. And it matched her fur rather well.

“Clarissa would love it,” she smiled.

“Glad you and I are on the same page,” Calon stepped back, before looking at the bemused old man. “How much?”

“Materials and labor…” He frowned. “Three silver.”

Calon nodded to agree, before frowning. “Dammit, money’s back with the horse.”

“I’ll get it,” Suki unclipped her leash and darted from the store on all fours.

Calon stood there awkwardly beside the old man, who frowned.

“Do I want to know?” He asked softly.

“It’s… probably not as bad as you think,” Calon muttered. “One of my summons. She had a cat when she was a girl. She’s taken a liking to Suki, but I saw you had stuffed cats in the window and… Well I’m hoping she’ll like it.”

“Wonderful,” the man nodded. “The alternative I was thinking was…”

Calon nodded as the old man fell silent.

Suki returned a short while later. Too excited to care about the tension in the room. She bounced in, handing Calon a pouch of coins. He took out the three silver he needed to pay the man, and they left as quickly as Calon could get Suki out the door. Their next stop was for a jeweler. It ended up costing far more than Calon wanted to admit. But after spotting a lovely golden topaz necklace, he just had to get it for Chrissy. Only to spot a small bracelet. Silver, with a piece of dark jet encrusted in the center. Calon couldn’t let that go and picked it out for Hannah.

For Evie, Calon remembered the times back home when she liked to draw. So he found a supplies store and picked up a box of charcoal pencils and a blank book for her to draw in. Which left Suki, who bounced in excitement as he took her into a store selling leather goods. The man behind the counter, a sturdy-looking fellow who looked like he was part troll, seemed to have a greater understanding of things than he let on. The collar that he sold them included small clips and matching bracelets. Much to Calon’s embarrassment and Suki’s delight as they realized exactly what their use was for.

“What about Ashley?” Suki asked.

Calon frowned. “I’m… really not too sure. Maybe clothes?”

“Don’t buy a woman clothing,” Suki growled in mock anger. “If it’s too small, that’s a sign she’s fat. Too large and you think she’s fat. And if it’s just right, you’re a controlling jerk.”

“You like being controlled,” Calon pointed out.

“But I’m not naïve enough to think the rest of them do,” Suki smiled brightly.

Calon nodded and let his eyes roam before spotting something that made him pause. It was something he hadn’t seen before. Not since arriving. He’d recalled from the vague history lessons back in school. Certain items, purely from the scarcity of materials, modern conveniences were not as prominent. So seeing an umbrella was something of a novelty. One that made Calon think of all the times Ashley had taken a stroll through the yard beneath her favorite one whenever it rained.

“Got it,” Calon nodded and brought Suki over to the bench.

A young woman smiled brightly at Calon, before frowning in confusion at the sight of Suki. “Welcome sir,” she turned her attention back. “How can I help?”

“The umbrella?”

She brightened and turned, plucking it off the stand where it was on display. “It’s the last one. They’re hard to find out here. I had it imported all the way from London.”

Suki made a noise, and Calon almost did as well. The woman noticed too, and she suddenly looked concerned.

“Sorry,” Calon smiled. “I just… London. That’s so far away.”

“Yes, it is. Unfortunately, it’s driven up the price quite a bit. I wouldn’t be able to let this go for less than five gold.”

“For Ashley, master?”

Calon nodded.

“A gift?” The woman smiled. “I have a selection of pretty bows. I can toss one in for the price.”
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Suki giggled and Calon grinned as he carried back his presents. That wasn’t the source of their amusement, though. Around Suki’s neck was the largest bow the woman had in stock. Doubling down on the adorableness, she had a smaller one tied around the end of her tail. Which was what she giggled at as she flicked the furry appendage from side to side as she rushed through the brothel door.

The brothel smelled of roasted meats and garlic as he stepped inside. To his surprise, Hannah was at the bar, drinking an ale, of all things, while Evie was sitting with Chrissy off to one side. Where Clarissa was, Calon wasn’t sure, but his arrival didn’t go unnoticed. Especially not from the furious looking cow man on the landing above.

“Calon!” Evie grinned.

Hannah glanced back and shot him a smirk as she raised her ale. Calon shook his head, not rising to the bait as the nervous-looking bar woman from earlier ducked back into the kitchen. She appeared as Calon reached Evie’s table. With a fresh plate of the meal they could all smell.

“Thank you,” Calon smiled as she gave a small curtsey.

“What have you got there?” Evie admired the bags.

“I got this for Ashley.” Calon set out the umbrella. “And this,” Calon took out the book and pencils, “Is for you.”

Evie looked confused at first, and then gasped as she realized what it was he had just handed her.

“Calon,” she muttered, before kissing him hard.

Calon held her close before she pulled away and gave him a smoldering look. “Not now, my love.” Calon pecked her lips. “I have gifts for everyone.”

“O-okay,” Evie nodded, before pulling away with a hungry stare.

“For you,” Calon looked at Chrissy.

She raised an eyebrow like a challenge. One that Calon matched as he withdrew a small fabric bag. He checked it to make sure it was the right one before plucking out the necklace. Chrissy’s eyes bulged for a moment and Calon barely contained a laugh as he moved over to her.

“I hoped it would look good on you,” He slung the golden chain around her neck. “And I was right.”

“I’m going to fuck you to death,” Chrissy whispered, before kissing him hard. Calon kissed back just as enthusiastically before she finally released him with a growl. “Stupid. I love you. Fucking stupid though,” she hissed, before touching the necklace as if not believing it was real.

“Is there something for me?” Hannah whispered as Calon felt a cold wash run down his spine.

Rather than joke, Calon plucked out the second bag from the jeweler and showed it to her.

“I’m not sure I’m the kind of girl who wears jewelry,” she muttered, though didn’t seem upset.

Calon smiled and patted her ass. That made her frown, but he bent and hooked a hand behind her thigh. She fought for a moment, then caught on, and let him raise her leg. Only to stare in confusion as he set her foot on the table. There, Calon opened the bag and took out the bracelet. It wasn’t designed for this, but he still liked the way it looked as he clipped it around her ankle.

Hannah looked at it for a moment before leaning around Calon. “Is this what you were talking about?” She asked.

“About what?” Evie asked, confused.

“About the anal. When he does something to be rewarded,” Hannah continued.

“Anal doesn’t have to always be a reward,” Suki pointed out.

“This time it will be,” Hannah locked eyes with Calon.

“Just know how much I love you,” Calon kissed her.

When she pulled away, it was with a smirk before she made her way to the bar and sat down. Only now, she kept her foot tucked up so she could admire her gift.

“Now, where’s Clarissa?” Calon asked.
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“Clarissa?” Calon called, as he stepped into the room.

“In here!” Clarissa answered.

Calon nodded and hurried into the bathroom. Where it wasn’t just Clarissa in the bath. With her was Nette. She was blushing, but gave a small shrug and pursed her lips. “You’ve seen more of me than anyone else in a long while.”

“Right,” Calon coughed. “Still, sorry to interrupt. I just wanted to give Clarissa something.”

“Give me something?” the slime-girl raised herself from the water.

“Ah, yeah.” Calon opened the last bag and plucked out the stuffed cat. “I… thought of what you said about⁠—”

“Mr. Sooky Pants…”

Calon had expected her to be happy about the gift. But the way she clutched at the stuffed animal and sobbed. Well, when she formed a second pair of arms, Calon stepped into the hug and held her close while Nette sat awkwardly nearby.


Chapter Eight




“Where’s Clarissa?” Evie asked.

“She decided to have a quiet one this evening,” Calon sighed. “Toothy sent up a meal for her earlier.”

“I’ll go and check on her–”

“Eat first.” Calon turned and snagged her arm. “Really. She got a bit emotional when I gave her a stuffed cat.”

“I’m not sure how I feel about being replaced,” Suki pouted cutely from her seat across from Calon.

Their small group had occupied one of the larger tables. Chrissy took up a huge amount of room to begin with. And nobody else in the establishment was particularly keen on getting close to Hannah. The woman, even now, was terrifying. Though the staff had enough sense to put it aside to serve them.

“Oh good, we’re just in time,” Sahm chuckled, as he and Nette stepped into view.

“We got a large enough table,” Calon smiled, before looking towards the bar.

Toothy gave a nod and hurried off into the kitchen to fetch extra meals for the newcomers. Like for lunch, it was a roast. Not that Calon was complaining. Who would? Roasts were delicious and having everything cooked in a wood fire gave it all a wonderful, smokey quality that had everyone drooling.

“They have the best pork,” Sahm muttered as he noted Calon’s plate.

“Of course you’d know that,” Nette grumped.

Sahm winced, but gave a small shrug. “I never spent much.”

“That’s not the point. The money, even if you just came to watch and eat, was part of our combined funds,” Nette growled. “At least I paid for my creams out of my own share.”

Sahm let out a sigh, but didn’t have a reasonable response. His mood didn’t last though, as Toothy came out a short time later with an extra couple of plates. Sahm dug in eagerly, while Nette rolled her eyes.

“It is actually pretty good,” Calon pointed out.

“Not the point,” Nette smirked before tucking in.

They hadn’t heard from the magistrate yet. Calon didn’t think they’d be hard to find. Their group had been out and about that day. Plenty of opportunity to pick them out of a crowd. Not to mention the likelihood that someone would have seen them head this way. It wouldn’t be hard to track them down, so Calon didn’t put too much thought into it. What he did think about was Ashley. She was likely alone, locked in a cell like they had been. It wasn’t fair, but then, there wasn’t much Calon could do about it, either. Her parting words were accurate. This was her fault.

As the afternoon went on, their little group had taken a chance to relax. Farm life, even the little they would do before the growing season, was a busy time. Calon’s plan back home was to keep livestock. Similar to how McReedy had sheep. He figured he could keep some cows. Though Calon had some vastly different ideals about it. Those sheep were intelligent, if not educated. It wouldn’t be a hard sell to offer cows and their families to stay on the farm. In return, helping grow feed and other vegetables, they had a hidden weapon.

Calon knew how to pasteurize milk. And Hannah’s power could conjure ice, which would make short-term storage and delivery, a viable prospect. Most people in town only had small supplies of milk, and even then, it was only if they had their own cow.

Calon shook his head. Those weren’t important right now. He didn’t even know any cows. Not outside of Saxon, the cow-man at least. He was still shooting daggers out of his eyes whenever he glanced their way. Calon didn’t care, so long as he kept his distance and his hands to himself.

“Excuse me, Miss Evie?” One of the working girls called as she approached.

“Is it time?” Evie smiled brightly.

“Not quite.” The woman, who Calon could now see, was human. “We’re just letting you know that we’re setting things up to start soon.”

“Great,” Evie nodded. “I’ll come find you when I’m ready.”

“Ready?” Calon questioned as the working girl rushed off.

“Don’t worry about it,” Evie winked.

“I feel like–”

“If you finish that sentence, there is more than one of us who would be extremely disappointed in you. And you know exactly why,” Evie leveled a glare at him.

Calon thought about it for a moment. And she was right. There was no way that Evie, Suki, or any of the others, Clarissa included, would go traipsing around like a working girl. They wouldn’t do that to him, or themselves, which meant whatever Evie had planned was something else.

“I trust you,” Calon looked her in the eye before glancing at each of the ladies. “All of you.”

“Y’know,” Chrissy sighed. “I’m not quite as on board with all this as I was when you first told me about it.”

“Shhhh,” Evie glared, while Suki let out a giggle.

Calon glanced around the table once more, before looking Sahm in the eye. The man shrugged, and Calon grinned.

“Whatever,” Calon chuckled.
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“So you don’t think it’ll be harsh?” Calon asked, sipping the dark ale he’d ordered.

“Naww,” Sahm shook his head slowly. “Sal wrote up a statement already. The damage is paid for. Ashley didn’t put up a fight. You surrendered her immediately. It’s just bureaucracy to deal with now.”

Calon nodded before letting his eyes drift over the stage. The night had started slow. A few dances had started things off. The music almost sounded like old blues, but that wasn’t quite right either. It had a slow beat, and the piano by the corner was amplified by a pair of violinists. At least they were right now. Earlier they had been fiddlers, but things had toned differently as the night started up.

The older folks who came for the meals had begun to leave, as the girls got more active. A few more had come in, having stayed away during daylight hours. Toothy, who Calon could only assume was the house madam, had been meeting with various men and women, accepting money with a smile. Saxon, the big cow-man, had already vanished with a rather well dressed older woman. He had returned a while later, with no sign of the woman who he’d left with.

That didn’t surprise Calon, though. He didn’t think that there were any problems going on. More likely the old gal had left via other means, or was sleeping off whatever she had paid for. Which brought Calon’s attention to the stage once more. A woman was dancing. She looked like one of the familiar beastkin ladies. Her pale fur glinted with sweat as she twisted and gyrated. There wasn’t a pole, like in a modern strip bar. But a long horizontal one, like that of a ballerina studio.

She used it to stretch herself out, giving tantalizing views of herself. It wasn’t the most risqué show Calon had ever seen. Not that he’d ever visited a strip club, but he’d seen enough videos on the internet to know what to expect.

Calon sipped at his ale before glancing around. Hannah was nowhere to be seen. But Chrissy was curled up behind him. Her large, feline body was touching the back of his chair, while her top half sort of leaned against a chair with a cushion. Toothy had apologized for their not being the right kind of chair for her to sit on. But she had been as helpful as she could, setting up a small area off to one side for them all to watch.

“What do you think my chances are that he sends us north?” Calon looked away from the dancing woman.

“That I can’t say,” Sahm chuckled. “But if you were right about him wanting you to get your next summon. Well, this is going to be the chance for him to do it.”

Calon nodded as Toothy came striding over. “A refill, gentlemen?”

“Why are we getting preferential treatment?” Calon asked.

Chrissy let out a growl, and Toothy giggled. “Don’t you worry. This establishment has a clear hands off rule. Nothing will happen without the approval of the dancers.”

Calon frowned as she set down fresh drinks and headed off once more. Calon sipped his ale, only to chuckle at Sahm, who was chugging his like he needed it to live, before scooping up the freshly delivered mug.

“Not going to say no to a free drink,” Sahm chuckled.

“Not sure it’s entirely free.” Calon shook his head before looking at Chrissy. “You’re part of this, aren’t you?”

“Somewhat,” Chrissy smirked. “Just shut up and keep your eyes open.”

“Right.” Calon rolled them instead.

Even as they watched, the beastkin woman let out a shriek of laughter. One of the men had caught her eye. Clutched in her hand was a small money pouch, which she tossed to one of the other girls. That was because she had just been lifted over the shoulder of the orc man Calon had seen earlier. He had a gleam in his eye as he carried off his giggling prize, while the other men in the club laughed and clapped along.

“Not long now,” Came Nette’s voice.

Calon flinched and looked. She was carrying a mug of ale for herself as she sat down beside her brother.

“Not long?” Calon asked.

Nette made a gesture, crossing her fingers in front of her lips. Calon rolled his eyes and Nette let out a laugh before taking a big gulp of her ale. The next woman on the stage was human. One of the ladies Calon had seen when they first came in. She was quick to pull down the front of her dress, letting a smaller, but perky pair of breasts spill out.

That set off the laughter and catcalls once more. It was clearly something that was tolerated here, and none of them were overly pushy. Loud, but not disruptive to the others. When Calon glanced around, there was more going on as well. The girls weren’t just at the stage. Others were at individual tables. Some were sitting with clients, others were dancing. Calon was rather certain from the way her shoulder was moving. One man in the far corner was getting more than any of the others.

He shook his head and turned back to the stage, only to gulp as the woman had slipped out of her dress. She was wearing a fishnet body stocking. It came up under her breasts, and down to her ankles on each leg. Some of the crowd began tossing coins up onto the stage and she lay down to roll on them. Calon felt an uncomfortable tightness in his pants at the scene and turned back to his drink to distract himself.

Whatever the rest of the show was, Calon wasn’t sure. But it ended with more jeers and clapping as she hurried off under the arm of a paying customer. Which was when Chrissy gave Calon a nudge. So far, the dancers had come out, and stood in the middle section of the stage for all to see. Not that Calon didn’t have a good view. But that wasn’t happening this time, as he spotted two familiar figures walking out onto the stage.

“Seriously?” Calon mumbled.

Evie. Wearing a maid outfit. One that had been propped up at the skirt to give tantalizing views of her legs. The top of the dress was open too, showing a generous amount of her petite chest. Her horns were out as well. Sharp and curled, she grinned wickedly as her tail flicked around, yanking on a small chain. That chain was attached to Suki’s collar, as the neko crawled up onto the stage beside her.

Unlike Evie, Suki was entirely nude. Not only that, but between her front teeth, was a metal ring buckled in place. Her eyes were wide and mischievous, ignoring the others in the room as she stared directly into Calon’s eyes.

“I’m… going to go,” Sahm mumbled, before getting up.

Calon didn’t respond, but sensed that the moment he was gone, Nette shifted over to sit closer to Calon.

“Did you know this was going to happen?” she asked.

“I knew they were planning something,” Calon admitted. “But not what.”

There were a few gruff complaints from the other attendees in the building. Calon barely paid attention as they shifted to stand around Calon’s group. A dark mist surrounded them, just high enough off the floor to keep them all back, while letting them enjoy the show.

“Another drink, sir?” Toothy dropped off yet another ale.

Calon, staring at Evie, followed Sahm’s example and upended his mug. Chugging it down in moments, he handed the empty to Toothy, before picking up the next.

“I’ll have something with a bit of kick,” Chrissy murmured to the half-orc.

“I could go for another ale,” Nette smiled.

Toothy nodded and vanished once more, as Evie strode over to the edge of the stage. The music was slow, and Evie rolled her hips to the beat. She moved differently to the other ladies. They seemed to stretch themselves out. Just a simple presentation of their bodies to gain the attention of those in the audience. Evie was in her own world, eyes locked on Calon as she blew him a kiss.

Suki finally got off the floor. But only to make a small show. Evie held out one hand. She wore long gloves that covered her up to the elbow. Suki kissed her fingers as she took the edges of the glove and worked it down her arm. There were some cheers behind them, but Calon couldn't care less as he watched the loves of his life dance for him.

Suki was pulling a face as Evie rubbed her ears. Only for the neko to reach up slowly to take her other hand and pull that glove off, too. Then, to Calon’s confusion, she handed them both back to Evie, who smiled as she tied the gloves together at the wrist. That confusion didn’t last long, though, as Evie held up the DIY strap that she brought down to Suki’s wrists. The neko had a look in her eye that Calon recognized from their more intimate moments.

Evie took her time, slowly tying the glove around her wrist, before folding Suki’s arm behind her back.

“She enjoys this?” Nette asked.

Calon nodded dumbly while Chrissy let out a snort. “She’d be worse if we let her.”

“Being tied up, though,” Nette muttered. “That takes a lot of trust.”

“We have safe words,” Calon mumbled as Suki squirmed through having both arms tied behind her back. “It’s not all one sided. If something happens she doesn’t like, we all stop straight away.”

“Has she ever asked to stop?” Nette asked.

Calon smirked and shook his head. “No. She usually begs for more.”

“Being a toy for her master is just about the only life goal she has,” Chrissy snorted. “I’m almost jealous.”

“Jealous?” Nette turned.

Chrissy shrugged. “If you’ve heard how hard and how often she gets to cum, well… Yeah, I’m a little jealous.”

Calon blinked slowly, then frowned. “If you want–”

“Shut the fuck up, Calon, and watch the pretty kitty take her spanking,” Chrissy shook her head.

Calon twitched, but did as she said and looked back on the stage. Suki looked pitiful, though not uncomfortable in the least. She was laying across Evie’s lap, tail raised in the air, as Evie smacked her hand sharply across her furry ass. With Calon’s attention back to where Evie wanted it, she gave him a wink and swatted Suki’s ass once more. Then fiddled with something between the neko’s legs that made her squirm.

If Calon wasn’t erect at the start, he was practically throbbing as Suki’s legs shook slightly. Evie was making a twisting motion and slowly pried free one of the neko’s butt plugs. She still hadn’t admitted to Calon where she got it. The options were limited, but that didn’t discount the possibility she had made it herself. She had a small collection of them now. And had taken to wearing around one of the larger ones whenever she felt it had been too long since Calon had paid that hole any attention.

But Calon’s eyes went wide as Evie tugged the plug free. It was a bulbous thing that she looked over. Before bringing it around to Suki’s mouth. The neko made a small noise, but didn’t fight in the least as Evie pushed it through the ring gag into her mouth.

“That…” Nette frowned.

“She cleans before she does that,” Chrissy chimed in. “She spends a lot of time making sure that part of her is good and ready.”

“I never thought about it.” Calon frowned.

“You wouldn’t,” Chrissy snorted. “Only Evie is lucky enough not to need Suki’s services. Clarissa doesn’t count.”

“Wait, you’ve done it?” Calon turned to the griffon.

Chrissy rolled her eyes. “Of course I have. All of us tried it out so we know how to do it. Now pay attention.”

Calon blinked slowly before looking at the stage once more. Evie was grinning as she swatted Suki’s ass. That made the neko jump slightly before Evie pushed a pair of fingers into her. That made Suki’s tail twitch, and her toes curl as Evie massaged her insides for a moment. Before pulling free and spanking her once again.

The crowd still clustered around was going crazy. Shouting and hollering. Calon could see some of the working girls weaving amongst them all. Calon spotted Toothy over by the wall with a drink. She raised it and gave him a knowing smile. It was then, Calon realized that the drinks were to keep him calm and relaxed, while the ladies made a fortune after being riled up by the show Evie and Suki were putting on. Luckily, he wasn’t a mean drunk or this could have backfired.

He turned back to the show as Evie rolled Suki onto the floor. The neko was staring wide eyed at Calon and he could see her desire as easily as the wet mess between her thighs. Evie took a moment, unlacing the shoes she wore. There were a few whistles as her feet came into view. Something of a kink that Calon hadn’t thought much about. Feet were… well, feet.

Evie was wearing stockings, though. They were dark and pulled tight against her skin. She gave her toes a wiggle, earning a few more jeers, before standing up. She lightly kicked Suki’s legs open, before pressing the arch of her foot down on Suki’s crotch. The neko made a desperate sound through the plug and gag as she humped up, trying to stimulate herself. Evie chuckled darkly, ignoring the neko’s plight as she pulled the front of her dress open.

Nette distracted him for a moment. Slipping past, she sat beside Chrissy and they shared a whispered conversation as Calon continued to stare at his lovers on the stage. Suki was thrusting as quickly as she could before Evie turned her back to the stage and stepped away.

The pathetic mewl that escaped the neko’s mouth made Calon’s cock jump in his pants. He glanced around, seeing more than one instance of a man having his needs met by one of the working girls. Calon glanced at Chrissy, who was still whispering to Nette, and let out a disgruntled sigh.

Suki, without being pinned, rolled onto her front and tried to push herself up. That got as far as her knees, before Evie’s tail swished around and slapped across her ass in place of her hand. Suki yowled lightly and fell forward onto her front. This time, the tail was more exploratory, as it worked down between her legs. Calon knew the moment it sank into her. Suki’s eyes crossed and her fingers curled.

Evie, with her back turned, had untied the rest of her dress. Casually tossing it aside. She stood before them all. With a pair of crotchless stockings and nothing else. She glanced over her shoulder, ignoring the other customers as she caught Calon staring, and gave him a wink before turning around.

Running her hands up her sides and breasts, Calon began to drool. She was the sexiest woman he had ever seen. The horns and tail gave her an otherworldly air. The fact she loved him just made it all the better. He was transfixed as Evie squatted down. Spreading her legs and showing the sticky mess that dripped onto the stage as she leaned down onto her elbows.

Suki, clearly in on the action, opened her thighs, before mewling softly as Evie kissed between her legs. Calon stared, as the room fell silent around him. Evie’s mouth moved, and Calon was locked in place. He got up, not understanding why, but didn’t see a reason not to either. The table was an obstacle, and he shoved it aside.

“Take it out,” Evie’s whispered words reached his ears.

Calon tugged at the front of his pants, letting his erection spring free. Evie smiled widely, before sliding forward along the neko’s body. She gestured for Calon to approach, and he did so, trembling in anticipation as she smiled down at his erection. She was so perfect. His world, his everything. He’d do whatever it took to please her. It didn’t matter that she only just kissed the tip of his cock. It mattered even less when she plucked the plug from within the neko’s gag and steered his cock in to replace it.

He felt a firm, slightly scratchy tongue. But rather than push back, it swirled around the head. Calon couldn’t be distracted, though. Evie was urging him closer. So closer he went. What his cock was doing didn’t matter. He stared into his dream woman’s eyes as she placed a finger on his nose.

“That’s enough,” she whispered. “Now watch.”

Calon nodded dumbly as Evie leaned down. He vaguely recognized the furry labia that Evie parted with her fingers. They weren’t as important though as Evie, who licked between those labia with a smile. The body beneath her gave a slight jolt, but Calon held still as he was instructed, while Evie continued lapping at the pussy in front of her face. The tongue of the neko was going crazy, lapping at his cock with frantic abandon. He ignored that though, as Evie closed her mouth over the tiny clitoris and moaned.

All the while, she stared up at Calon with a seductive smile. He watched with rapt attention as she shifted her grip. Pushing two fingers into… somewhere Calon couldn’t quite make out. Her elbow moved back and forth, and the tongue increased pace, as Evie continued to suck on the nub of flesh before her.

Evie shifted her other hand, pushing a pair of fingers into… somewhere a little lower than the first. The body between them jerked, and Calon felt a strange pulse. All at once, he snapped back to reality. Shouts, jeers, cries of ecstasy. Suki’s hips started thrashing up and down, while Evie refused to stop sucking the poor neko’s clitoris. And that’s when it hit. All the pleasure of being in Suki’s mouth. Her tongue went ballistic while she swallowed frantically over the tip.

Calon howled as he tipped forward, gripping the edge of the stage as he erupted in place. His whole body shook as spurt after spurt of his seed was injected into Suki’s gullet. She made not a sound as she spasmed around Evie’s fingers. Calon clenched his eyes shut at the intensity of the sensations he was experiencing. It all became too much, and he pulled back as the last couple of spurts sprayed across Suki’s face. She gasped, heaving for air, as she screamed out her own orgasm.

Calon fell back, landing in Chrissy’s awaiting arms, as the crowd screamed and shouted. They were loving it, and Calon shook his head. The movement led him to see Nette, whose eyes were locked on his straining erection. There was a dribble of seed coming from the tip, and she glanced up at him, noticing that Calon was watching her.

“I’m…” she stood. “Goodnight.”

Calon watched her go before turning back to the stage. Suki was whimpering as Evie kissed her way up her sides. And before the entire room, began to lick the mess from the insensate neko’s face. Calon watched in stunned silence before Evie finally ended the show. Picking Suki up in her arms, she gave the room a wave before strolling into the back.

“Well,” a familiar voice chuckled. Calon turned and spotted Toothy leaning down towards him. “I wasn’t sure about what they had planned,” the orc madam shook her head. “But I know a trend when I see it. Is there any chance I could persuade you to lend me your girls for a day or two?”

“Ah,” Calon frowned slightly. “No… not… Not like that. I mean, you can talk to them but…”

“Nothing practical,” the orc nodded. “It’s a shame. I wouldn’t mind getting a little hands on experience after a show like that.”

Calon noticed the way she was staring at him, and blushed, before Chrissy let out a soft growl.

That had the madam step back. “Understood. I meant no offense.”

“Good,” Chrissy huffed. “Because after that, I better be getting fucked tonight and the only man I want, I already have.”

Toothy smirked and gave a small nod. “Ladies too?”

Chrissy frowned. “You’re hot. But you’re not one of our group.”

“I see,” Toothy shrugged. “Still, you can’t blame me for trying. Are we going to see you up on the stage later, then?”

“Nope,” Chrissy snorted. “I’m not as pretty as those two,” she nodded.

Calon turned and spotted Suki and Evie coming towards them. The crowd surged over, as men tried to buy their time. Only for a cold wash to flood past. Hannah’s dark smile bracketed the ladies, and the men got the picture, backing off as quickly as they arrived. That left the ladies to scurry over, where Evie sat the still bound neko in his lap.

“Master?” Suki questioned.

“Are you okay, after all that?” Calon asked.

Suki giggled and nodded. “I’m fine. I was just going to ask. That thing you did, where you forced yourself into my ass and healed me to fit. Do you think that would work with my throat?”

Calon blinked slowly before letting out a long sigh. Suki would always be Suki.


Chapter Nine




“How many times did you charm me?” Calon grumped as he made his way down the stairs.

“I… don’t know…” Evie frowned. “Sorry, has it done something?”

“Not… not really?” Calon tried to think. “My memories are all disjointed, like I drank way too much.”

“You did though,” Suki pointed out.

“Not enough to have weird flashbacks,” Calon frowned. “Was Nette there?” He recalled a fuzzy memory. A blushing face, a nice pair of breasts.

“She was for a while,” Evie admitted.

“Nette seemed rather torn if she should join you or not,” Hannah purred. “The poor thing left in a hurry before she could pluck up the courage to ask for more.”

“More?” Calon looked at each of his lovers.

“Don’t ask me,” Clarissa huffed. “By the time I knew you’d all had some public orgy down here, you were staggering into bed to tell me about it.”

“Don’t pretend like you didn’t get a little for yourself when we did,” Chrissy smirked.

“That… He was covered in… stuff. It’s not my fault it got hard again when I was cleaning,” the slime girl protested.

“If that’s what you want to call it,” Suki giggled. “It’s okay Clarissa. We all love and respect you. There’s no shame in wanting a bit of attention.”

“Coming from you,” Clarissa huffed.

“Coming from me,” Suki nodded quickly.

The ladies laughed, and Calon shook his head. He’d need to track down Nette later and make sure she was okay. The last thing he wanted was to make her uncomfortable. Sahm hadn’t left the best impression on him back in Kuraby in Ufal’s shop. It seemed they were destined to butt heads, as the adventurer had accepted a quest to bring Calon in for a crime he hadn’t committed.

Only to then spend several weeks on a trip to Southport. That had softened the man’s approach and caused him to question a few of his beliefs regarding the beastkin. Likely because not a single woman attached to Calon was a human. Sahm’s sister, though, was the outlier. The siblings were obviously close. And after a particular gruesome injury where she took a spear to the crotch, they’d had an odd sort of rivalry between them.

Ultimately, after a couple of incidents where both of them had been caught in compromising situations. It was something Calon wanted to patch up, knowing just how much of the evening she would have been present for.

“Well, I for one, appreciate the hospitality you brought the place,” a familiar voice growled.

Calon spotted Toothy coming out from the kitchen. The low-cut gown she wore the night before was gone. Here and now, she wore a tight fitting top and a flowing dress, making her look more like a serving girl than a working girl.

“Come, sit. Breakfast is on us this morning,” she smiled.

“You’re not buttering us up, are you?” Calon asked.

“Not at all,” Toothy chuckled. “But I’ve been told to let you know that if ever you visit Brisbane. Your room fee is covered for any night you put on a show like that.” To emphasize the point, she set down a small pouch that clinked. And when Calon opened it and saw the contents, he smiled politely. “We made more in a single night while down a private room than we have in the last fortnight. The madame is greatly appreciative.”

“I thought you were the madame?” Evie tilted her head.

“I’m her head girl,” Toothy smiled. “The madame is beyond her prime and chooses to remain upstairs, where she’s comfortable.”

“Can I meet her?” Calon spoke up.

Toothy paused before nodding slowly. “I could see if she is available. I’m here for her breakfast.”

“You gonna see if you can help?” Evie nudged him.

Calon shrugged and gave a small nod. “If I can, I’d certainly like to.”

“Help?” Toothy questioned.

“I might be able to help a few age-related issues,” Calon smiled awkwardly.

“And the cost?” Toothy asked.

Calon shrugged. “Some good will? I’m not one to charge for healing. It costs me nothing but time and a bit of mana.”

“You’re a healer?” Toothy stared.

“No,” Calon grunted. “It’s… I’m a summoner. I just… seem to have made choices that other summoners don’t.”

Toothy turned on her heel and rushed for the stairs. Calon heard a series of muttering spring up around him. A few stares, an awkward frown. Saxon, the cow-man, was puffing himself up like he was getting ready for a fight if things turned nasty.

The ladies closed in. Suki standing directly on his toes, while Evie pressed against his side. Hannah loomed behind, while Chrissy turned her head and glared at anyone who looked like they might cause trouble. Clarissa, oblivious to it all crossed her arms and sighed.

“I thought we were getting breakfast?”

“Summoner Calon!” Toothy called, as she rushed into view. “Please come up?”

Calon nodded his head. “Yeah,” he muttered. “That checks out.”

The madame was an old woman. Far older than Calon had expected. Burt was old, but he was active and able-bodied for the most part. This woman, wrinkled and twisted, was barely out of bed. She stared at Calon with suspicious eyes as he entered her room.

“My Toothy tells me that you have a touch of healing?” she muttered in a scratchy tone.

“I took a skill for it, yes,” Calon nodded. “I don’t advertise. People don’t like summoners very much.”

“For good reason,” she gave a smirk. “Though from the way you conducted yourself last night, I figured you were a little different from most.”

“I wouldn’t have thought starting a drunken orgy downstairs was the best impression,” Calon joked softly.

“I’ve met plenty of summoners in my day, boy. Many of them would take their summons to their beds as well. Never have I heard them screech the way they did with you. So either you’re magnanimously gifted… Or you care.”

Calon felt his cheeks warming and Toothy let out a soft giggle. “I… would think the latter.”

“And from what dear Toothy has told me, I’m inclined to agree. Which is the only reason I’ve entrusted you to come to my personal chambers. I don’t let anyone other than Toothy see me like this. Age has not been kind to me,” the old madame sighed.

Quest!

Remove the madame’s status effects!

50exp*

*Rewards may vary!

Y/N

“Well,” Calon cleared his throat after accepting the quest and clearing the following acceptance pop up. “Would you like me to start?”

“Do I need to… I don’t know, undress?”

Calon gulped softly before shaking his head. “No, it just requires direct contact. With the injury itself is best, but I can work with holding your hand.”

“Such a gentleman,” the old woman chuckled, before holding out her hand.

Calon saw it. The swelling from arthritis. Her joints were painful just to look at and seeing how the rest of her trembled, Calon could only imagine.

Moving closer, he took that hand in his own. She was cold. More than likely was safe for a woman of her age. She wasn’t long for the world, but…

“Let’s see if I can give you a new lease on life,” Calon smiled. “Healing Hands.”
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The room was silent as Calon made his way down the stairs after completing the minor quest. The eyes of the room were not locked on him, though. No, Calon was down and out of the way as quickly as he could. As Toothy held the hand of the madame, who smiled widely as she descended.

“Good morning, everyone,” she said in a firm, confident tone. “It has been a while since I have seen many of your faces.”

Before she could continue, though, the front door opened. A man in a familiar uniform looked around before nervously shuffling in.

“Ah… Summoner Calon?”

“That’s me,” Calon held up his hand.

“Wonderful. I’ve been sent to collect you,” the man smiled nervously.

“I shall explain more to you all later,” the madame attracted the attention of the room. “Ladies. Salute!”

Calon froze in place. Every woman in the room, bar the Madame herself, moved as one. Either lifting their top, pushing down the front, or like the orc girl herself, simply ripping open the front. Calon was surrounded by bare chested women, smiling in mixes of confusion and delight as the man from the magistrate cut a swift exit. Calon was stunned, before barking out a laugh as he spotted Evie following suit, while Suki was doing her best to force her chest out as far as she possibly could. Even Chrissy pulled her top down, flashing him one of her breasts before straightening once more.

“Great,” Clarissa snorted. “We all have tits. Can we go now?”

“Come back anytime,” the madame chuckled. “We’ll make an event out of it.”

“We’ll do that–”

“Why has everyone got their tits out?” Nette spoke from the back of the room.

Sahm was conspicuously staring at his boots, while his sister frowned in confusion.

“Doesn’t matter,” Calon shook his head.

“We need to go. They need us at the magistrate,” Evie continued.

“We ahh–” Sahm muttered before Nette grabbed his arm.

“Let’s go!”

The ladies, with their odd salute kept up their smiles as Calon and his group left the tavern. A burst of laughter followed, and he shook his head before spotting the man from the magistrate ahead of him.

“That… wasn’t a prank, was it?” he asked.

“No, Calon just healed the madame, so she put on a show for him as thanks,” Evie snickered. “Shame too. We didn’t get breakfast.”

“We’ll pick something up,” Calon shrugged. “Ashley’s gonna be hungry.”

That sobered the mood as they hurried over to the large stone building in the middle of the city. They entered and caught a bit of attention. This time, they hadn’t come in the back. They stood inside a hall, with various people milling about. A parent furiously dressing down a child held by the shoulder of the guard who’d caught them stealing. A young wife passing a wrapped lunch to a young guard who had forgotten to take it earlier. A disgruntled older man grumbling about idiots as he stormed past their group and exited behind them.

“This way,” the representative led them further in.

“We’ll wait here,” Sahm nodded, letting them go.

Calon remembered the courtroom they had been brought to the first time. Only, this wasn’t it. The corridor they were brought to was much smaller. Tighter walls, less guarded on the inside. The doors were closer together as well, which made Calon frown before the officer opened one of the doors and gestured for them all to enter.

“Summoner Calon,” Chief Magistrate Gorden smiled.

“Mom,” Evie squeaked, and went to rush in as she spotted her mother. Only to freeze in place.

“Go ahead,” the magistrate nodded.

Calon noted that Ashley looked fine. She was still in the clothing they had left her in. But she was tidy and didn’t look upset by her situation. The heavy iron cuffs were gone, too. Instead, replaced by a single one that wrapped around her ankle, keeping her in place if she decided to get up. It left her hands free as she stood and hugged Evie, before shooting a relieved smile in Calon’s direction.

“Yes, I’ve just been going over the statements,” Chief Magistrate Gorden nodded. “Problematic behavior, some damage over the threshold for a fine. Drunken disorderly and… I would have to ask if you wanted to press charges for your assault?”

“I do not, sir,” Calon smiled.

“I thought as much,” the older man chuckled. “It also says that the property damage was paid for, and other than a ban from the premises, Salvador Alloorman, does not wish to press charges of his own. Only, and I quote, ‘keep that furry bitch out of my tavern’.”

“That sounds about right for Sal,” Calon nodded. “He and I have an understanding, but I don’t think he actually likes me.”

“I have to agree,” Chief Magistrate Gorden chuckled. “So, as far as the legal requirements for compensation argue. I have already informed Mrs. Wilson here not to return to the tavern. I am stating it again, so that you, as her summoner, are informed.”

“I’ll make sure it doesn’t happen again,” Calon nodded.

“The damage bill has been settled, the main problems taken care of. All that is left is the magistrate’s ruling,” he sighed. “Which is where I end up in a stalemate.”

“What do you suggest?” Calon asked. “This is her first offense, after all.”

“Not quite, I’m afraid,” Chief Magistrate Gorden shook his head. “This statement details multiple incidents leading up to this one. You were forgiven of her previous crimes, but they were listed here and, as such, I cannot simply wash my hands of it. I am in my position for a reason, Summoner.”

“Please don’t take my mother away,” Evie whimpered.

“If it’s the law–”

“The law would dictate that I punish Calon,” Chief Magistrate Gorden sighed. “Which becomes more complicated as I work to determine what to do with your summons themselves. It could be argued that they are self-sufficient and could leave, but with Ashley’s history. Some may petition me to have them…” He trailed off.

Calon froze. “No–”

“I am trying to think of a solution,” the old man sighed.

“Anything.” Calon moved closer. “Anything but that. Please, they’re not just summons to me. They’re family.”

“Calm yourself,” the chief magistrate held up his hand. “You know and understand the problem. So do I. What I am working on is a solution. One that is favorable for you, without making it appear that I am letting you go unpunished. If I am removed from my post, the next Chief Magistrate may just call into question every decision I’ve ever made. That could go very badly for you.”

“What are you thinking?” Calon asked.

“Community service,” Chief Magistrate Gorden said. “One year, since you will be in direct employment of the magistrate.”

“What does that mean, exactly?” Evie asked.

“It means, dear,” he sighed. “That you shall receive regular work. For pay, of course. You will not be run ragged, from one place to the next. But you may be sent into dangerous situations.”

“Like the north?” Calon guessed.

“Yes,” he smiled. “I had hoped to employ you for that, regardless. Now, I can only hope that you see the wisdom of what I am offering.”

“Well…” Calon looked around. “I don’t see much of a choice if I refuse.”

“I’m sorry everyone,” Ashley bowed her head. “This is all my fault.”

“In that case,” Chief Magistrate Gorden set a document on the desk before him. “Can I assume that you can read?”

Calon strode up and saw the cursive handwriting. He’d done it in his youth at school and could make it out well enough.

Quest!

Accompany representatives of the Magistrate and guard them during their peacekeeping operations in the north!*

1 silver per day and variable exp!**

*This quest is not optional. Failure to accept may have unintended consequences.

**Rewards reduced for services owed

Y/N

“Ah, yeah. This works.”

Accepted!

Accompany representatives of the Magistrate and guard them during their peacekeeping operations in the north!

Calon saw the dotted line at the bottom and, after taking the offered quill. He set down his name in block letters that made Chief Magistrate Gorden frown.

“I can read it,” Calon shrugged. “I’m not much good at writing it, though.”

“I shall accept then,” he smiled. “I hope this goes well for both of us. The situation in the north is becoming unstable.”

“What can you tell me?”

“Unfortunately, not a lot,” he sat back in his chair, before pulling on a rope that Calon hadn’t noticed until now.

The door opened a moment later, and the Chief Magistrate smiled. “Unbind the prisoner. This session is over.”

“Yes, sir,” the attendant came forward with keys. With a small clunk, Ashley was able to get out of the chair and took a small walk around the room.

“Now,” Gordon turned his attention back to Calon. “We have conflicting reports coming in. Representatives that we send to the north sometimes don’t come back. Some that do say things are violent and getting worse. Others say the beastkin are simply fearful of the situation and are calling for calm. I am finding it difficult to determine whether specific accounts are truthful or not. As such, I have devised this solution. By sending a team that I trust guarded by yourself, I hope to get to the bottom of the situation.”

“Just guard duty then?” Calon asked.

“For now. Though if my agents feel it necessary, they have my permission to act as they see fit,” he continued.

“That… could be good or bad,” Calon grunted.

“What if they want to do something spectacularly dumb?” Evie asked. “I’m not going to let Calon throw his life away because some idiot wants us to fight a small war.”

“That would be up to you to hash out with my agents, I’m afraid. Though I do think you’ve got their measure wrong,” Gorden smiled.

“First sign of real trouble. I’m grabbing Calon and taking him away,” Chrissy huffed.

“Unless there’s a priest, or someone else with holy magic, I’m confident I can stop or at least slow any pursuers,” Hannah chimed in.

“Ah yes,” the chief magistrate sighed. “The church.”

“I was offered a quest already,” Calon grunted. “They’re missing people. And they’re pretty convinced that they’re alive.”

“Are they now?” the old magistrate narrowed his eyes. “Perhaps then our own missing people are alive as well.”

“I didn’t make them any promises, but… well, I’ll keep an eye out,” Calon nodded.

“See that you do,” he nodded. “Information of that variety would be extremely useful. Perhaps enough to absolve you of your sentencing.”

“We’ll look into it then,” Evie nodded. “We’ve got Hannah.”

“I’d be delighted to help,” the nightmare grinned, literally from ear to ear, making the old man shudder.

“If that is all then,” he straightened himself. “My people have been informed, and will meet you in the hall. Mrs. Wilson?”

“Yes, Chief Magistrate Gorden?” Ashley turned to face him.

“Lovely to meet you. I wish you all the best.”

“Thank you Chief Magistrate Gorden,” she smiled politely and looked at Calon.

The look in her eye was worry. She knew she had messed up. And that this was a second chance. For all that, she wasn’t sure how Calon was going to react to her. But the obvious relief in her eyes as he opened his arms made it all better.

Ashley hurried over, and Calon pulled her close. She hummed softly and Calon let out a sigh before nudging her.

“We’re blocking his office,” Calon whispered.

“Oh, of course,” Ashley straightened, and awkwardly wiped away a tear. “Let’s go then. Thank you for your hospitality,” she smiled back at the magistrate.

“Let’s not make a habit of it,” he chuckled back.

Calon was last out the door. Casting a final look back at Gorden. The old man gave a polite nod, and Calon closed the door. The way out was easy enough, and they soon found themselves in the entry hall, where Sahm and Nette were still waiting.

“It went well then?” Sahm grinned, noting the mature woman standing beside Evie.

“It did,” Calon nodded. “We’re just waiting for someone.”

“A representative of the magistrate?” Nette asked.

“That,” Calon stopped. Then sighed. “It’s you, isn’t it?”

“That’s us,” Sahm grinned. “Got a list of names and some descriptions to show everyone later. Already organized us some supplies as well, so we can leave as soon as you bring the wagon around, and I’m hoping you’ll be able to carry our supplies?”

“We can do that,” Calon nodded. “It’ll be squishy too, but if the weather turns bad again, Chrissy makes a pretty good bed.”

“Fuck you,” Chrissy snorted.

“Language,” Ashley frowned.

Chrissy opened her mouth to argue, then closed it and shook her head. “Sorry.”
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Evie returned shortly with the wagon. Calon had planned on retrieving it, but things hadn’t quite worked out the way he expected. Firstly, it was the ladies at the brothel itself that were caring for the horse and his wagon. Secondly, Evie was rather convinced that if he showed up there again, they’d be inclined to stay another night. Rather than risk that, she sent him shopping with the refunded gold Calon had received.

It was Ashley that suggested the trip. Nobody had disagreed with her either. The north was going to be a different kind of hostile. The south was hateful. Both the church and the beastkin that continued to live there. The north, though, sounded more like they were fearful. No doubt they would find plenty of hate, but the fact members of the magistrate had gone missing, while others returned, suggested a mixed group of ideals.

Taking into account the cooling of the days, he stocked up on a few things. The first was a jacket for each of them. Suki had been hesitant at first, still not wanting to wear much in the way of clothing. Calon had insisted though, and with the proper leverage of head pats and ear scratches, he had a small sized jacket for her to wear. Chrissy was the next most difficult, having to wear one designed as a trench coat, but cut up the sides to lie flat across her back.

Then, with the remaining coins, Calon stocked up with as many rations and blankets as he could get his hands on. It wasn’t anything particularly tasty or warm, but he had a lot of it and hoped it would be enough to garner some goodwill.

It took a few minutes to get everything packed. Most of the blankets were laid out across the floor to give everyone something to sit on. Sahm and Nette both had their horses, though they relieved their packs to the wagon with a pair of smiles. The rations were tied into bundles. Mostly wax-paper wrapped breads, with bundles of dried meat. Filling and nutritious, but not particularly tasty. Finally, after filling the water barrel for the horse, and setting aside another few bags of feed for him. It was time to be off.

Calon climbed up into the driver’s seat, with Ashley, of all people, at his side. The others were in the back, while Sahm and Nette rode on either side. To most, it looked like they were guarding the wagon, and not the other way around.

Calon admired the city as they passed through. This place was very different from Southport. Humans worked alongside beastkin on everything. Open carriages passed by, moving passengers and goods. As many humans as beastkin, though, Calon noted that the inherent sexism of this time period extended to all peoples. Most of the women weren’t working hard jobs. They were either passengers, shopping, or indoors. The workers that Calon saw hauling goods, hammering steel, or driving wagons were all men.

There were those amongst it all that stuck out, though. A team of identifiable people wearing armor. They were heavily armed, and Calon could only guess they were men under those helmets because a few of them had beards. Another walked past, wearing a strange robe, with a woman at his side that scowled at Calon when they stopped to let the wagon pass by.

He hadn’t paid much attention between the magistrate and the brothel. But their path to the north was showing far more adventurers than Calon had realized. They weren’t common. Not to the point that he’d been able to compare humans and beastkin. But frequent enough, that their choice to walk around armed, or dressed in odd clothing made them stand out from the regular citizens of the city.

“Calon,” Ashley nudged him.

Calon blinked and glanced over. Ashley was looking off to the left, and Calon followed her gaze. A pair of figures stood and watched. The building they were in front of resembled a church. So the fact they looked like priests was not out of the ordinary. Their hard stares at Calon’s wagon, though… that was enough to make him feel unsettled. Calon hadn’t forgotten the request he’d been given. He could only hope that with it in place, the church wouldn’t send anyone else after him.

He didn’t for a moment think he was attacked simply to apprehend Suki. There was more to this than he realized. So for now, Calon was going to be very, very careful.

“Fucking cunts,” Clarissa snorted.

“Language!” Ashley snapped.

“Sorry,” Clarissa mumbled. “I was distracted while bringing you this.”

Ashley glanced back and accepted the bundle of dried meat. “Thank you, dear.”

“One for you too, weirdo,” she poked Calon in the back with another serving.

Calon shook his head. This was going to be a long trip.


Chapter Ten




Calon awoke with a start. The night was cool. A soft breeze washed over him, ruffling his hair. That was likely the thing that woke him. After all, in the middle of the night, Hannah wasn’t there, causing mischief. So nothing was wrong. With a yawn, Calon sat up and looked around. Clarissa was behind him. Curled almost literally into a ball. Her head had fused with her knees, while a pair of wobbly arms clung to the stuffed cat he’d given her. It was cute, in a way.

On the other side of him, was Evie, Suki and Chrissy. Chrissy, being the largest, had curled down around them. Holding both Evie, with Suki trapped between them. Calon glanced down, seeing Evie’s tail, still embedded deeply in Suki’s ass. He shook his head, thinking that only those two could fall asleep in such a predicament. Let alone with the amount of Evie’s tail that had vanished inside the neko.

Hannah, as expected, was nowhere in sight. She would be patrolling the area. Her nocturnal habits made their travels safer and easier than most others. She was the boogeyman of this world. The nightmare in the dark that others watched for. During the day, she could be ferocious, but at night in her element, well… even in the diminished form she had since becoming Calon’s summon, she was a monster. Just… one with a strange fondness for her master. And that was before the summoning.

Who Calon hadn’t seen though. Was Ashley. She had stayed out by the fire while Calon had taken a couple hours to satisfy his lovers. When they were done, she had quickly arrived and gone to bed. Only for Calon to see her blankets tossed aside, and her bed empty. That, along with the loose opening in their tent, told Calon that it was her that had disturbed his rest.

With a glance back at his sleeping lovers, Calon pulled on a pair of pants and stepped out into the frigid, misty air. At once, he felt eyes on him. For any other, that would have been terrifying. For Calon, though, the sudden appearance of those glowing, orange eyes was a comfort.

“You too?” Hannah asked.

“I just want to check on her,” Calon smiled and reached a hand towards the eyes.

Her figure solidified just enough, for his fingers to brush along her cheek, before she faded into the darkness once more. The mist swirled and parted, giving Calon a clear path to follow. It wasn’t to the remains of their fire, and it drifted lazily past the tents that Sahm and Nette had set up. Calon crept along, hoping not to wake anybody as he slipped out of their small camp ground.

Unlike their trip south, north was far busier. There were other camps here. They were spread out, not wanting to get close to one another. Singular traders, for the most part. It made Calon wonder about the dangers of the north, if small caravans were roaming about. It made him think the problem was more direct. Perhaps it was only specific groups that were targeted. Or perhaps only on specific routes. Then again, it could simply be that they weren’t traveling far enough north for it to be a problem.

The road north was a long one. They had passed by Albion, Nundah and Toombul, where they turned off, heading further west and avoiding Nudgee. It was a long stretch to Bald Hills. A lot of empty land and it was there that the first few reports of incidents had started.

Calon was amazed when he saw a map that Sahm had set aside for the trip. It really did look like the early days of Australia. Without the major cities being cities. Or, not the cities of the modern day, at least. Few of the names and places had changed, giving the whole thing a strange feeling. The road Calon, his friends and his lovers traveled, would one day be a multi-lane highway… if this wasn’t an alternate place or world. Right now, it was a dirt road. The whole thing was just bizarre.

Still, Calon didn’t want to think about that. He was feeling cold as he trundled along without a shirt or shoes. The mist ahead of him stirred and he could see a figure up ahead, sitting on a mound in the grass, staring up into the sky. That figure twitched as Calon approached and slowly turned to stare at him with a slight smile.

“You should be in bed,” Ashley whispered.

“I could say the same to you,” Calon stopped beside her. “You okay?”

“It feels wrong,” Ashley sighed.

Calon frowned and sat down beside her. “What does?”

“Everything,” Ashley shrugged. “One moment, you’re this adorable little boy with the same big smile as his father. The next, you’re a man, with a big smile. Just like his father.”

“I’m still him,” Calon tried to assure her.

Ashley shook her head and let out a long sigh. “You’re not though.”

“I–”

“You. Are. Not. Him,” she turned and looked Calon in the eye. “You’re not. You may look like him. You might act like him. Smell like him, think like him. You might have all of his memories, his thoughts, his feelings, his temperament, humor and idiotic tendencies.”

“Why do I suddenly feel attacked?” Calon joked softly.

Ashley smiled and reached towards him. Calon saw her hand and took it. Giving her fingers a squeeze.

“Because all I have done since I arrived here is attack you,” Ashley sighed.

“No–”

“I believe that Evie would have just told you to shut up,” she interrupted with a smile. “I… still feel like me, Calon. But… I’m not me. Not… not the woman who married your father.”

“I don’t–”

“Shut up,” she snickered and shook her head. “You’ve no idea how many times I’ve said that under my breath.”

Calon smirked and gave her fingers a squeeze.

Ashley took a deep breath, then let it all out. “I’m going to try, Calon.”

He waited a moment, then tilted his head slightly. “Try?”

“To be what the others are,” she elaborated. “I… I don’t think I’m interested in a relationship with another woman though. Not… not like Evie.”

“I don’t make her, or the others do that,” Calon assured her.

“No, the only one you seem to make do anything keeps waving around a piece of paper whenever I bring it up,” Ashley muttered.

“It was the only way I could think of to stop her bratting quite so much.” Calon rolled his eyes. “Trust me, she was ten times worse after you tried to talk to her about it. Do you know how many times she got away with things without you finding out?”

“Not as often as you think.” Ashley shook her head. “Even without shifting, my sense of smell and hearing is better than it was when I was human. So while I couldn’t see her that time she blew you under the table, rest assured I knew it was happening.”

“Oh,” Calon blushed. “I ummm…”

“Yes, this is rather awkward, isn’t it?” Ashley laughed softly.

“It’s not that bad,” Calon protested weakly.

“I’m glad,” she smiled. “I’ve been out here all night, wondering if a virile young man like yourself would take any interest in an old gal like me.”

“I’m not sure if I should take offense to that or not,” Hannah’s voice echoed.

Ashley flinched in shock for a moment, before frowning. “What on earth do you mean?”

“What are you, forty?” Hannah scoffed.

“A lady doesn’t–”

“I’m more than ten times your age.” Hannah’s form shifted into focus before them. “If you think your age has anything to do with his ability to be attracted, guess again.”

“It’s more complicated than that,” Ashley pointed out.

“Not to him, it’s not,” Hannah scoffed as she nodded at Calon. “Clarissa’s entire body is fake. She’s a slime, her natural form is a blob and he can’t help but get himself up just from a little foreplay.”

“She said she was cleaning,” Calon tried to protest.

“Of course she was.” Hannah rolled her glowing eyes. “Just like I enjoy the warmth of your skin.”

“You do enjoy the warmth of my skin,” Calon pointed out.

“And I enjoy it a lot more, when certain, warm parts of you are ramming in and out of me,” Hannah grinned, showing her teeth.

“That is… terrifying,” Ashley mumbled.

“Thank you,” Hannah chuckled. “Which follows my point. Even with a smile like mine, he’s still cum down my throat on more than one occasion.”

“Language–”

“Young lady, I shall use the words I wish,” Hannah scoffed. “But don’t sell yourself short. Our Calon is a young man with a big heart. There’s room in there for you, the moment you get off your curvy ass and find it.”

Ashley blushed in the moonlight and shook her head. “It’s… been a very long time, since…”

“No pressure.” Calon squeezed her fingers.

“No pressure,” Ashley nodded, before letting out a long yawn.

Calon saw it and smiled before getting up. Ashley, in her human form, was a small woman. Curvy in all the right places, but only a hair over five feet tall. Her blue eyes shone in the moonlight, as her black hair glistened.

“You’re staring,” she smiled.

“I just thought I was never going to see you again. And… well, now you’re here and then the magistrate… I guess I’m just relieved.”

“So am I,” Ashley smiled. “Take me to bed?”

Calon blinked, “Is… is that?”

“Not that,” Ashley squirmed. “I just… It’s been a very long time since… I’ve shared a bed. Or I guess, technically, I never have,” she amended, recalling their earlier discussion.

“You want to cuddle?” Calon asked.

Ashley sighed, then nodded. “I would love to cuddle.”

Calon smiled and tugged her along. Hannah watched them go with a smile.
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“Stop it,” Ashley blushed.

“But you were so cute!” Evie protested.

“We were sleeping!” Ashley shot back.

“Which is why it was so cute!” Evie continued.

Calon shook his head. After getting back to their tent, Ashley had slipped into her bed. A little separate from the others. Calon had then shifted in behind her. Making her the little spoon. There, he’d put his arm around her waist, and the two had fallen asleep. Only for Suki, the early riser she was, to find them, and quietly wake the rest. Leading to a very embarrassed Ashley to wake up surrounded by watchers. While an equally embarrassed Calon woke up with a morning glory, he only barely prevented Suki from satisfying, right then and there. Instead, they had dressed, packed, eaten breakfast and gotten back on the road. Where they were taking turns walking alongside the wagon so the horse didn’t get overly tired.

“Looks like we’ve got a few tag-alongs,” Sahm called as he rode his horse up beside the wagon. “I spoke to a few of our neighbors last night while you were… busy. They’re heading north and asked if we minded them keeping up.”

“Pretty sure that’s what Gorden meant when he said that things would be up to you.” Calon shrugged.

Sahm chuckled. “You’re right. But I also know you’re not an idiot. If I wanted to do something spectacularly dumb, you’d abandon me in a heartbeat.”

“He’d try real hard to convince you not to be dumb first,” Suki called from inside the wagon.

“Or I could just charm you,” Evie pointed out.

Sahm frowned. “Didn’t think of that… Could you make me do things?”

“Eh,” Evie wiggled her hand in a ‘so-so’ gesture. “I can make you stand there, or do certain actions. I can’t use charm and have you write a letter absolving us of a crime or anything.”

“That’s… a relief,” Sahm frowned, clearly unsure if it was, in fact, a relief.

“What’s wrong?” Nette’s voice called as she rode up the other side, where Evie walked alongside Ashley.

“Nothing,” Sahm muttered.

“He’s worried I’ll charm him,” Evie shrugged.

“Oh,” Nette frowned. “You know she can’t use it on more than one person at a time, right?”

“No?” Sahm tilted his head. “How do you know that?”

“Even we didn’t know that,” Calon frowned.

“Takes eye contact,” Nette pointed out. “They don’t need to be able to see her, but she needs to be looking at them. She can’t charm someone from behind, for example.”

“Oh shit,” Evie gasped. “I didn’t even think of that. That might have caused problems.”

“You’re welcome,” Nette smiled. “Just don’t go getting ideas.”

“Too late,” Suki giggled.

Nette smirked and nodded. “The wrong ideas.”

“Define wrong?” The neko giggled again.

This time Nette rolled her eyes, and everyone gave a small chuckle. Only for their mirth to shatter as someone screamed.

Calon whirled around, looking back at the wagons following at a distance. The closest was being driven by an older lady, who was snapping the reins to get the horse moving faster. Because the wagon behind her had several figures climbing over it. The scream was their driver, who was lying on the ground, with his arm twisted at an unnatural angle.

Calon looked up. Trying to spot Chrissy, but she was scouting around as normal. With all the trees in the natural landscape, it was easy to lose things, so she roamed ahead. It was entirely possible this group showed up after she had already gone by. That or they used camouflage to hide until the last moment.

As quickly as it started. The ambush was over. And the bandits, if they were bandits, vanished back into the trees. The wagon they had attacked had been ransacked. A few crates of goods taken. Several more broken. A barrel of salted pork lay shattered on the side of the road where it fell. The driver was still on the ground, clutching his elbow, while his wife was cowering in the back. Poor woman had frozen up when they arrived. Though they hadn’t touched her.

“Suki, hold the reins,” Calon tossed them aside before leaping off the wagon.

“Wait!” Suki yowled. “MASTER!”

“I’ll help,” Evie grunted. “Mom, go with Calon.”

“Coming!” Ashley turned and hurried to Calon’s side as Nette and Sahm rode down to check the other wagons following along.

Calon headed for the driver first. He was a young man. Moaning softly from the terrible break.

“M-my arm,” he complained. “Gods, my arm.”

“Hold still,” Calon dropped to the ground beside him. “I have you.”

“You,” the man grimaced. “How do I know you’re not responsible for this?”

“Excuse me?” Ashley snorted. “What is that supposed to mean?”

“Heal now, argue later,” Calon grumped as he took the man’s arm. He thought about which of the spells would be best. A broken bone might be a status effect, but then, it might not be. With the absence of a better option, Calon decided to use his regular heal, knowing he could fix a status effect later, if need be.
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“You’d think he’d be more grateful.” Ashley glared at the ground as they made their way back to the others.

“It was worse in the south,” Calon muttered.

The man… was interesting. He’d been hostile. Right from the beginning. Even while being healed, he was barely able to keep a civil tongue in his mouth. His wife wasn’t much better. Scared out of her mind, she’d done nothing but glare at Calon the whole time he was trying to ask her if she was injured.

When that failed to yield results, Calon had turned to leave. Only to be accosted by the woman for not helping protect them better. Ashley looked like she was about to rip someone’s head off when Sahm showed up. With a legitimate representative of the magistrate to rant at, she and her husband had turned their ire to him. But not before loudly declaring that it was Calon’s fault they’d been attacked to begin with. Something that Sahm noted in the report he took, before angering them when he decided not to immediately arrest Calon.

“You don’t think that had something to do with them being attacked, do you?” Ashley asked.

Calon frowned as they reached the back of the wagon. Suki was hanging out the back, watching with a frown.

“Do I need to bite a bitch?” she asked.

“Language,” Ashley frowned.

Suki rolled her eyes. “Do I need to apply the pressure of my mandibles to the flesh of an irate, self-important, wannabe noblewoman?”

“No,” Ashley smirked. “And you’re a cat, not a bug. You only have one mandible.”

“Calon, I’m going to bite Ashley,” Suki growled.

Ashley let out a yelp as the neko launched. Suki’s claws were out, but Calon could tell it was more playful than angry. Ashley’s yelp turned into a squeal as she wrestled with the neko. Neither of them were getting hurt, and Ashley seemed to have caught on to the game. Calon decided to leave them to it as he hurried around to the front of the wagon and climb up.

“They okay?” Evie asked, as Ashley ran around the front of the wagon, with Suki on all fours rushing after her.

“They’re fine,” Calon shrugged and took the reins. “Thanks for the help.”

“You’re welcome,” Evie smiled. “I don’t mind driving. But it’s nice to relax in the back.”

Her eyes flashed pink and Calon chuckled before kissing her softly. “Down, girl.”

“I’d love to,” she purred, before rolling her eyes as Sahm’s horse came into view once more.

“Is… everything okay?” Sahm asked.

Calon glanced over at the side of the road, where Ashley held Suki by the scruff of her neck. The older woman was waving a finger dangerously in Suki’s face. Right before the neko jerked and nipped the tip of her finger.

“YOU LITTLE!” Ashley dropped the neko, who scampered off into the trees.

“They’re fine,” Calon turned back to Sahm. “How are the happy couple?”

“Unhappy,” Sahm smirked. “By their account, you convinced them to tag along deliberately, to be used as bait to spare yourselves from being robbed.”

“I mean,” Calon scratched his chin. “That might have been the case if we had anything but the supplies we needed for the trip.”

“That’s what I told them,” Sahm chuckled. “I don’t think they believed me, but… well, you can lead a horse to water, you can’t make it drink.”

Evie giggled. “I always preferred. ‘Think about how dumb the average person is. Then remember, half of them are dumber’.”

Sahm snorted and gave a bark of laughter. “You’re trouble, miss.”

“Thank you,” Evie smiled.

He shook his head and slowed his horse. Likely to patrol the rest of the line while Calon led the way.
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Bald Hills was… quiet. A few farms were dotted about. With homes and a small general store. What interested Calon the most was the number of beastkin. Brisbane had a large number of them. But here, it was almost one to one. Many of them were the familiar-looking dingo beastkin. But there were others here too. A rather tall fellow, with a tail, walking with a slight bounce in his step as he pushed a handcart of vegetables in from one of the nearby farms.

Then there was a strange being. A woman from the dress. But the fabric had been punctured in dozens of places, by sharp quills. Her face was entirely alien too, with a long nose that poked out. She was leaning on a fence, looking to be completely at peace with herself, and didn’t look up as Calon and the others passed by.

“Echidna?” Evie whispered.

“I think so,” Calon nodded. “Tall guy might be a kangaroo?”

“This is so weird–”

“Would you two stop whispering?” Ashley stuck her head out from behind them. “If I can hear you, they probably can too.”

“Sorry,” Calon muttered aloud, just in case.

What they hadn’t expected, though, was for a heavyset man with a sword at his hip to burst out of a nearby building and rush towards them.

“You there!” He shouted. “Stop!”

Calon pulled on the reins, and his wagon slowed. The man hurried over, gasping for breath as he looked at Calon, before frowning. “You’re not from the magistrate.”

“Ah,” Calon frowned. “Actually–”

“Barnabus!” Sahm’s voice called.

The man before them turned and gave a relieved smile. “Sahm, just the man I was hoping to see. I thought this one was with you.”

“He is,” Sahm corrected the man.

Calon watched with amusement as the situation got awkward.

“Right,” the panting man straightened. “Sorry.”

“No harm done.” Calon let it go.

“Anyway,” he turned to Sahm. “I’ve got a bit of a problem. When I sent for help, I was told someone was already coming.”

Sahm grimaced, “Nobody told us.”

“No?” the rounded man frowned. “Surely… No. This needs to be handled. We’ve got missing people.”

Calon let out a sigh. First the priests. Then the magistrate representatives. Now villagers.

“Who’s missing?” Sahm asked.

“Two teens. Boy and a girl. They were spotted heading north along the road for a while. Then vanished into the trees, they haven’t been seen since,” he muttered.

“Have you given them time to come back?” Evie asked.

The man turned and leveled a glare at her. “Three days ago.”

Calon squeezed Evie’s hand as she shrank back slightly. Sahm turned and looked Calon in the eye, and Calon gave a small nod.

“We’ll do what we can. Who can we talk to for more information if we need it?”

“My assistant is the mother of the boy,” he offered. “The girl’s father is coming up behind you.”

Calon looked back and saw the tall kangaroo looking fellow again. This time, Calon was paying attention, and saw the haunted look in his eyes.

“We’ll do what we can,” Sahm told the man.

“Thank you,” he smiled, before turning to Calon. “I ahhh…”

“It’s not a problem,” Calon smiled awkwardly. “I’m Calon. This is Evie.”

“Elder Barnabus,” he introduced himself. “Though, only recently do I have the title. My father ran this little town for most of his life. I simply picked up where he left off.”

“I’m sorry for your loss,” Evie nodded.

“Not as sorry as I am,” Barnabus muttered. “One day you’re listening to arguments over land boundaries, the next we’ve got missing kids. Next thing you know, we have bandits.”

“One of the groups behind us was attacked on our way here,” Calon told him.

Barnabus appeared to deflate slightly. “You don’t say?”
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“Chrissy.” Calon smiled as the big griffin approached.

“I saw you were sticking around and came in to check on things. How bad was the attack?”

“You saw that?” Calon frowned.

“The aftermath,” Chrissy huffed. “I don’t know where they were hiding. I saw them head into the trees and tried to follow. They went to ground somewhere, and I lost track of them.”

“Well, hopefully you’ll get a second chance then,” Calon smiled. “We’re looking for a pair of missing teens.”

“Have they–”

“Don’t joke,” Evie grimaced. “It’s been three days.”

“Shit,” Chrissy frowned. “No, that’s not funny now.”

“What’s not funny?” Sahm asked as he approached the wagon on foot.

“Nothing,” Calon cut him off. “That’s why it’s not funny.”

Sahm saw the looks he was getting and dropped the subject. “Alright. I’ve spoken to the girl’s father. Her name is Emily, she’s six foot seven, and it’s out of character for her to leave like this. He did mention, though, her pack was gone, and food for a small trip was missing from the larder.”

“I got much the same from the boy’s mother,” Nette said as she strode up to join them. “Food missing for a few days, no news. It’s almost like they ran away together.”

“That’s… better than the alternative,” Evie pointed out.

“Still need to find them,” Sahm frowned.

“Not saying we won’t,” Calon assured him. “Just… if they’ve run off together, that’s better than the idea they’ve been captured by bandits.”

Sahm nodded, and Nette gave him a smile.

“I think we prioritize this for a day or two. See where it leads and make a decision from there,” Sahm looked around.

“We can spare a couple of days at the most,” Nette agreed. “They’ve been gone for three. If they went into the bush, they wouldn’t have gotten far. Chrissy might be able to spot them from the air.”

“I didn’t notice anything when I checked the area before. But I was looking for larger camps and ambush points. Not a couple of horny teenagers,” Chrissy nodded.

“Where are we staying tonight?” Calon asked.

“We’re welcome to camp beside the road,” Sahm gestured. “It’s a quiet spot here. Not big enough for a tavern or a proper sheriff’s office. But they treat visitors well.”

“Great,” Calon smiled. “I’ll grab the tent.”

He turned and made his way to the back of the wagon. With practiced ease, he hoisted himself up and pushed through the rear flap. Only to freeze as Ashley let out a quiet squeak. They stared at one another. Ashley was in the middle of getting changed. Her breasts were far larger than he’d imagined. Rounded, with a small amount of natural sag. He stared for a full, deep breath, before snapping himself out of it.

“Sorry,” Calon mumbled as he grabbed the tent.

“You’ve seen them before,” Ashley whispered. “When you were a boy.”

Calon swallowed nervously and glanced back at Ashley, who was blushing furiously. “I’m not a boy.”


Chapter Eleven




“Really?” Calon frowned.

“I’m fairly certain, yes,” Ashley smiled nervously.

“I have one of his shirts. I haven’t done any washing since… since he vanished.”

The boy, Danyel, and his mother, Yasmeen, were rather close. She’d lost her husband years before and raised him alone on the salary paid by the elder of the small town. Elder Barnabus had kept her on. Both out of kindness, and it seemed she really did know her job and took most of the mundane things off his hands.

“Think we’ll need anything from Chara?” Evie asked.

“If they went together, I should be able to pick up her scent.” Ashley shrugged slightly. “I just hope it hasn’t been too long.”

They had rested for the night. Letting the rest of their impromptu caravan catch up and bed down as well. A few of the followers, the disgruntled couple included, had been rather upset to learn their group wasn’t moving on yet. Though only the couple had actually started packing, making it obvious they weren’t waiting around. Calon wasn’t sure their problem was anything more than fear and hatred. He didn’t particularly care either.

Even now, their wagon slowly trundled north, out of view of the town. Leaving Calon and his ladies to start their own quiet investigation. Everyone, Sahm and Nette included, thought it was for the best. Yasmeen, with a plan in mind, rushed home to collect the shirt she was talking about, while the rest of them huddled around.

“Alright,” Calon nodded. “We’ll do the standard. Chrissy up high. Take Suki with you.”

“What?” Suki mrowed.

“She can drop you off anywhere she can’t fit,” Calon pointed out. “I’ll have Evie and Clarissa with me, and we’ll be following Ashley as she tracks the scent.”

“And what about me?” Hannah hissed softly as she hovered nearby.

“You’ve been on a night watch,” Calon pointed out. “I won’t say no to having your help. But you need to get some rest as well.”

Hannah smiled and gave a small nod. “I can rest later. I’ll follow you. Make sure nothing slips around us in the trees.”

“Then I’m happy to have you.” Calon took her hand and pulled her close for a kiss.

The terrifying woman accepted with an eager smile before pulling away. She wasn’t comfortable in the sun, but it wouldn’t do any long-term harm either. She’d have it easier in the shade of the trees once they got going.

Their group waited on for a short time before Yasmeen came running into view. Clutched in her hand was a brown shirt that she held out towards Ashley as she slowed to a stop before them.

“Here,” she huffed. “This was the last shirt he wore before he left.”

“Thank you,” Ashley accepted it and brought the shirt to her nose with a slight frown.

“Gross,” Clarissa made a face, earning a sharp glare from Chrissy.

“If… if it helps. He’s been going somewhere on free days,” Yasmeen continued, ignoring the byplay. “He didn’t say where. Just that he had a favorite spot. I don’t know where it is, but it can’t be far. He used to visit it and return on the same day.”

“Secluded area to take his girlfriend?” Chrissy mused.

“Only they haven’t come back,” Evie nodded.

“Well, I have his scent.” Ashley pulled the shirt from her face. “Let’s hope I can track it.”

Suki pouted as she climbed onto Chrissy’s back. Only a kiss, and a promise to do terrible things to her later, changed that. Calon gave Chrissy a kiss as well, wishing her luck while she cocked and set her crossbow in a sling around her shoulders. Calon had a strange thought about mounting an arbalest to her back, while Suki fired down at things, but he didn’t voice the idea. Suki would have loved it, but Chrissy might have maimed him.

As the duo took off running along the north road, they took to the air, leaving Calon standing with the rest of them. Sahm and Nette shuffled nearby, looking nervous.

“We’ll stick together for now. If we find something, we’ll spread out,” Calon suggested.

“That’s how we usually do searches,” Sahm nodded.

“We don’t usually have trackers, though,” Nette chimed in.

“Let’s get it over with then,” Calon nodded.

They made their way along the north road. Ashley leading the way. She looked nervous and made obvious sniffing sounds, but didn’t speak or comment on anything. Calon didn’t know if she was actually following anything, but he didn’t have a better idea. The few townsfolk watched them leave, while the traders and travelers who had accompanied them watched from the road.

Despite it being the north road, it angled quickly to the west, taking them further inland. That followed the coast, avoiding the widest point of the Pine River that opened into the sea. From memory, it was Bramble Bay, but Calon had only visited once for a school trip.

“How much food did they take with them?” Calon asked.

“Unless Chara took some as well, not enough for the two of them to be out here for four days,” Nette called out from the rear.

She and her brother were staying out of the way. They were the representatives of the magistrate. Not to mention their skill sets. Nette, being an archer, didn’t need to be up front. But if she were attacked, it was best to have someone beside her with a skill set like Sahm, to keep her safe. The fact that Hannah was sweeping along behind them, hidden in the treeline meant even that would be a long shot.

The town behind them slowly vanished from view. Calon gave a small sigh, remembering the hammer he’d broken in his berserk form. All he had was his knife. Which was the same for Evie. Ashley, like him, was unarmed, though her transformation didn’t turn her into an idiot.

“Need to sort out a new weapon,” Calon grunted.

“Hammer, wasn’t it?” Nette called from behind.

“Broke it,” Calon nodded. “Never found the bits. I was in my berserk state when it happened.”

“Ouch,” Sahm muttered. “Maybe get a bigger one next time. Something you can’t break.”

“When he’s in that form, he’s big enough and dumb enough to manage more than you think.” Evie shook her head. “But you’re right. You need something.”

“Could train you to use a sword eventually,” Sahm offered. “Not that it’ll help now.”

“Can you imagine him playing with his sword?” Clarissa giggled.

“That’s why I liked the hammer,” Calon laughed. “Didn’t need to train to learn to bonk something over the head.”

“Some training can still help,” Sahm pointed out.

“Yeah, but we also never planned to be going out in places like this. A few goblins, a bandit or two. Not… not whatever it is we’re walking into here in the north,” Calon sighed.

“Hoping to avoid pitched battles, personally,” Sahm muttered.

“Hold up,” Ashley stopped.

“What’s wrong?” Evie asked.

“I lost it,” Ashley sniffed. “The scent, it vanished.”

“Gone past it then,” Sahm muttered. “Double back, they must have gone into the trees.”

Ashley nodded and turned around. She made her way back, sniffing the air. Calon was actually the first one to spot it. A break in the treeline. Nothing large or obvious. Just a gap large enough for a body to pass and a few broken twigs to show someone recently had.

“There,” Calon pointed, and Ashley nodded a moment later as she approached.

“Good spot.” Evie nudged him as Ashley pushed her way in.

“Careful of snakes,” the ursa called back.

“Aye,” Sahm muttered. “Hate those damned things.”

“You’ll be fine,” Nette promised her brother, before slipping in behind Calon as he followed Evie into the trees.

“Do you think a snake bite would hurt me?” Clarissa asked.

Calon and Evie exchanged a look before Evie shrugged. “It might make you venomous, or something.”

“What’s the difference between venomous and poisonous?” The slime girl asked.

“If an animal is poisonous, and you bite it, you die,” Calon grinned. “If the animal is venomous, and it bites you, you die.”

“What if it’s venomous and you bite it, and you die?” Clarissa asked.

“Then it’s both,” Calon shrugged. “Do try not to get bit. Because I don’t mind how you taste and I’d rather not risk it.”

Clarissa’s green form darkened a shade, but she remained quiet as they continued. The path was tight. But it was easy to follow. A few spots here and there, Calon could see signs of life. Old boot prints, a torn piece of fabric on a stick. A strand of long hair that Ashley paused to sniff.

“Definitely two of them,” she nodded. “I don’t know enough to know genders or anything beyond the difference in scent. But there’s definitely two.”

“Heading in the right direction, then,” Calon nodded. “Should we call out to them?”

“Not yet,” Nette said from behind him. “Best-case scenario, they come out to find what we want. Worst-case scenario, they’re already dead, and what killed them is listening to see who’s coming.”

“You think they’re dead?” Evie asked from the front of the line.

“I think they haven’t come back home, despite being within walking distance,” Sahm muttered darkly.

Calon had to agree, and they trudged on. They were silent for a time. Ashley kept ahead and Calon looked up into the sky, hoping to glimpse Chrissy or Suki as they flew by. Other than the sound of the occasional beat of wings, he didn’t actually manage to spot them.

“Can you smell a camp or anything?” Nette called softly from the back.

“There’s no wind in here,” Ashley answered. “The leaves above aren’t rustling all that much. The scent I’m following is old, and only because they moved through recently.”

“More recent than three days ago?” Evie asked.

“I’m not a trained tracker,” Ashley sighed. “I just know I can smell them. Not how old the scent is, or the direction they were heading or anything else.”

“Sorry,” Evie muttered.

That wasn’t the information Calon had hoped to hear. But being able to track them at all was a bonus. Ashley might be able to track the priests and whoever else was missing later on. Suki had some skills as well. Her nose was better than any human’s, even if it wasn’t quite as good as an ursa’s.

“There’s something up ahead,” Ashley called.

“Should we spread out?” Calon asked.

“Not yet,” Ashley said in a soft tone.

They walked for a few minutes, and the trees began to break up. There was a small clearing ahead. Not large enough for Chrissy to land, but enough for a small hut to be made in the trees. It looked like young Danyel had been busy. Small trees and saplings had been cut. The branches stacked, using a pair of trees on either side. The structure would have been just big enough for a couple of adults to stand or lie down. It even had a small chimney, which made Calon think he’d built it with an idea in mind.

Beside the small hut was a patch of dirt. It had been freshly turned, like a farm plot. Only it had dozens of footprints carved through it.

“I’ll check inside, “Ashley rushed ahead.

“We should spread out,” Calon suggested.

“This looks bad,” Nette commented.

“Signs of a struggle. Look,” Sahm pointed at a scuffed area. “They fought someone.”

Calon frowned as he made his way through the clearing. A cold waft passed by as Hannah swept the trees. Calon moved in the other direction, getting behind the small hut as he checked what was behind. A covered area, with a stack of firewood. A stump, an ax and a small hand pump.

“Looks like he planned to make a go of this,” Calon sighed.

When he looked away from the hut, though. His heart sank.

“Danyel!” Calon called as he rushed over.

He’d barely made it three steps when the true horror of what he was witnessing came over him. Hannah swept in, creating mist to blind him. But it was too late.

He was there. Tied to a tree in a sitting position. His eyes were blank and glassy as his lips swelled, as his body had begun to putrefy. His brown shirt was stained darker from the blood that had run down from his slit throat. The worst of it was Chara. From the state of her dress and the footprints in the dirt around her, things…

“It’s bad,” Hannah whispered.

Calon nodded. He could hear the others coming. They’d heard him shout. Evie was the first, coming into view through the mist.

“What is it you found him?” She asked.

“You found one?” Sahm called as he waded into view with Nette behind him. “And what’s with the fog?”
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“MY BOY!” Yasmeen wailed as she charged up to the small cart. Calon saw her coming, but Sahm rushed to intercept. She threw herself against him, beating his chest with her fists. “LET ME SEE HIM!”

“It’s not–”

“I WANT TO SEE HIM!”

Sahm grimaced and stepped back. It had taken some time. With the bodies located, Sahm and Nette had remained behind with Evie. Ashley and Calon had then made their way back to the road. The shouting must have alerted Chrissy because she landed only a few moments later. Calon sent them back to tell the elder they needed to bring back two bodies. And Calon, with Sahm and the others, had been given the grim task of carrying out the bodies. The elder came himself, driving a small flat cart, pulled by a horse.

“NO!” Yasmeen collapsed as she threw off the sheet that had been covering her son. “NOOOOO!”

Calon felt the anguish in her voice. His chest hurt and his heart thudded. When he looked further down the road, he could see another familiar figure. Chara’s father. He was frozen by the side of the road. When Calon met his eyes, the old man slumped for a moment, before slowly making his way towards them.

“Two,” he muttered.

“Two,” Calon nodded.

The kangaroo-beastkin trembled and his face screwed up. “What happened?”

“We don’t know for sure,” Calon tried to ease off the question.

“Please?” the broken father begged. “I… I need to know.”

Calon swallowed and gave a nod. “We don’t know who it was. We’ll go back and track from their camp. It looks like Danyel had built a small home for him and Chara.”

“She loved him,” he sniffed. “Were they together, at least?”

Calon swallowed and sighed. “It was bad.”

He froze. Then shook his head. “They hurt her?”

“We guessed a lot from what we found,” Calon nodded. “It looks like they made him watch.”

“Oh Chara,” he sobbed.

Calon stood awkwardly between the two broken parents as Evie and Ashley hugged him from each side.

Whatever plans the merchants and travelers had were put on hold. Funerals in this part of the world weren’t put off. There wasn’t any need. The only people who knew and cared for the teens were already here. Calon and the others were invited to stay, and even Sahm didn’t have the heart to refuse them. Chara’s father, who went by the name Jurda, ended up picking a nice spot. He didn’t know about Danyel’s plan for a home, and had purchased an extra plot beside his home.

With Yasmeen’s blessing, they took the bodies to the plot, where a lovely old tree stood in the middle. At the base of that tree, Calon helped dig a pair of graves. It wasn't that he felt obligated to do so. But the people of the village took turns. This wasn’t like when they buried Sheriff Goodman. These kids were wanted. Loved. They were missed, and the town turned out to send them off the only way they could.

Yasmeen and a few of the other ladies took the bodies. Washing and dressing them, before binding them in white cloth. It was nightfall when the town gathered. Torches burned while the townsfolk sang songs. Calon felt the pain in their midst, alongside the awkwardness of their arrival. Sahm and Nette stood back, while Calon and his ladies stood to one side.

Jurda was first. He sobbed. A broken man, despite his tall stature. He hunched over, letting tears fall from his eyes as he and another beastkin helped lower his daughter into the grave, upon a wooden board. He clasped his hands and offered a muffled prayer. To whom, Calon didn’t know, but it was sincere and he shook with both grief and fury as he did so.

Yasmeen came next. She cried softly as she stroked her son’s chest. Men who looked like her family helped carry Danyel’s body. It, too, was on a wooden plank, and they lowered the teen into the grave with the same gentle care as Chara before him. After bowing her head, and offering a prayer of her own, she went over to Jurda, who was clutching his face tightly enough, the small claws at the tips of his fingers were drawing blood.

She pried his fingers free and held his hand as Elder Barnabus stepped up and stood before the open graves.

“Never would I have thought I would see the day,” he started. “Two young lives, taken from us. Well beyond their time. I remember when dear Chara first earned her legs. That bright eyed smile as she bounced along main street, with her father rushing after her.”

Jurda dropped to his knees as Yasmeen continued to support him.

“Then there was Danyel. He and his mother moved here shortly after his birth. And from the moment he saw Chara, he was determined to be her friend,” Elder Barnabus continued. “Never in my mind did I doubt that one day they would be together. But it should never have been like this. I can only ask that those before us with the power to right this wrong—do their utmost to find their killers. And bring them to justice.”

“We’ll set off first thing in the morning,” Sahm nodded solemnly.

“For now,” Elder Barnabus continued. “I invite you all to the office for a quiet drink in remembrance of our lost.”

“We should go,” Evie nudged Calon. “We can set off in the morning when everything’s quiet.”

“I don’t think they need our company tonight,” Calon agreed. “We’re strangers.”

Sahm was of the same mind. He and Nette both agreed, and they headed back to the tents for the night. A couple of the traders had watched on from where they had stopped. Nette broke off to let them know we’d stay another day or two. The killers might still be in the area, after all.
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“Sahm?” Barnabus called.

They had woken at sunrise. The funeral hadn’t gone much later than the drink. This wasn’t a wealthy town. Nor did they have the facilities to throw a party like in other places. No, it was a somber event that ended quietly, while the grieving parents were taken home by their loved ones.

“Yes, Elder?” Sahm halted their group.

After a long, quiet night. They had slept uneasily and risen early. Nobody wanted this job. But it had to be done, and getting it over with was on everyone’s mind. They’d barely had breakfast before setting off to return to the camp and look for a way to track the killers.

“If you find them,” Elder Barnabus sighed. “The killers are now responsible for three deaths.”

“They struck again?” Sahm gaped.

Barnabus frowned. “Not exactly. Jurda… We found him this morning.”

“Oh no,” Ashley covered her mouth.

Barnabus nodded. “Yasmeen has family. Her husband died, but she’s got a pair of brothers who moved into the area. Jurda… he didn’t. We found him this morning, by the graves. Noose around his neck.”

“Fuck,” Calon swore.

Sahm breathed out a long sigh. “We’ll list the cause of death in our report as grief.”

“Thank you Sahm,” Barnabus smiled thinly. “I hoped you would understand.”

As the elder turned and headed back, Calon met Sahm’s eyes. The other adventurer saw the question, even without Calon having to ask, and gave a small shrug.

“I’ll have to write a report about all this. If I say he hung himself, the church can claim his land.”

“What?” Evie gasped.

“The fuck is wrong with people?” Clarissa snarled. “Seriously, like, what the fuck?”

Sahm gave the slime girl a strange look before choosing to ignore her outburst. “That’s why we’ll state he died of grief. The church doesn’t usually interfere. Not this far north, but… well, you know how they are.”

“Yeah,” Calon sighed. “Still don’t know why they wanted Suki so bad.”

“They can’t have me.” Suki crossed her arms. “Only master gets to own me.”

“I can still pat you, though, right?” Clarissa asked.

“Of course,” Suki bounced in her step. “But if I gotta pick between getting my ears rubbed, and getting my cunt⁠—”

“SUKI!” Ashley whirled.

Suki rolled her eyes. “Sorry Mrs. Wilson.”

“That…” Ashley sighed. “No more Mrs. Wilson. Okay?”

“Mom?” Evie frowned.

“Just… call me Ashley. Okay, everyone? Just Ashley. No more Mrs. Wilson.”

Evie hurried over to the ursa and hugged her. Ashley hugged back before kissing Evie’s cheek.

“I’m still gonna call you mom though,” Evie smiled.

Ashley sighed softly. “I think I can handle that.”
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Calon stood inside the small hut. The meager belongings were scattered about. Uneaten food stamped on and mushed into the ground. Chara had, in fact, brought food. They hadn’t planned on staying long. This was likely a test outing to see how it all went. A small bed lay nearby. Just big enough for two people to curl up together. The fire had burned out and there was no sign of a cooking pot. Either they hadn’t brought one, or it had been taken by whoever came through.

There was very little that Calon could find that was evidence of anything beyond some dirty footprints. When he finally gave up and stepped outside, the others were milling about. They weren’t doing much. Just checking the area for anything of interest, while Suki, Hannah, and Ashley did the real work. Even Chrissy was sticking around, keeping an eye on everyone.

What nobody had been expecting was for Hannah to wash in through the trees and reform into herself before Calon.

“They’re waiting back at the road,” she sighed.

“At the road?” Calon frowned.

“We followed the tracks. Whoever it was came from near the town. Curved around to find the teens here. From the angle, it doesn’t look like they had been intentionally targeted. And then when they left, they rejoined the road and kept moving. Whoever it was, they’re long gone from here.

“Fuck,” Sahm swore and shook his head.

“They could be anywhere,” Calon muttered. “What are we going to tell Yasmeen?”

“The truth,” Evie sighed. “We tell her the truth.”

Calon sighed. She was right. This whole situation was just awful. Finding out those responsible had left was just another layer to add. It wasn’t their fault. The teens were dead long before they arrived. Likely before anyone realized there was an actual problem as well. With nothing for it, they took one last pass over the camp and made their way back to town.

Understandably, their information wasn’t received well. The funeral for Chara’s father had barely wrapped up. The town was in mourning twice over. Loss of an old family hit hard to a small place like this. Elder Barnabus had to hold Yasmeen as she once again broke down. The news was particularly rough for her, since she had spent most of the night with Jurda, keeping him company in his own grief.

In the end, all they could do was promise to do what they could before letting the travelers and merchants know they were going to continue moving. The mood was somber as they packed the wagon. The only one who seemed keen to move was the horse. Bored with being tied up for two days, he was ready and happy to start hauling once more.

“Ashley,” Calon turned to the ursa, sitting in the back.

“Yes Calon? What is it?”

“Keep… an eye out, or… a nose out, I guess. If you smell those responsible, I want you to tell me,” Calon told her.

“I’ll do that. I’m not sure how many there were. But I know one of them smelled like those… those beastkin back home on the farm,” she sighed.

“Their elder said some had headed north,” Calon muttered. “I hope he doesn’t mind us killing them.”

“He said he wouldn’t harbor fugitives,” Evie reminded him.

Calon nodded. “Hopefully, it won’t come to that. I don’t even know if we’ll find them again. But if we do… We’ll handle it.”

“That… that’s something else,” Ashley mumbled. “I… I saw what happened. To that poor girl.”

“So did I,” Calon frowned as he steered the wagon north.

“I can’t let that happen. It was bad enough knowing it could happen to anyone, but… my girls…” Ashley sighed. “I need to be stronger, Calon.”

Calon stiffened for a moment. Then glanced back and saw the nervous look on Ashley’s face. “You know what that means, right?”

Ashley nodded. “Not… not right away. But… if something happened. Something goes wrong, and I could have helped if I had been just a bit stronger. I’d never forgive myself. And the only cost to me for getting that strength…” she looked up and gave him a nervous smile. “Is… to be with a rather handsome young man.”

“Oh my god, suck his fucking dick already,” Clarissa huffed from back in the wagon.

“Way to kill the mood, Clarissa,” Suki growled.

“I wouldn’t be opposed to that,” Ashley said a moment later.

Calon swallowed nervously. Before turning back to the road with a nod. “Right. Need to concentrate.”

“Do that,” Evie whispered as she leaned in close. “And remember that I can sense how much you want to fuck her.”

“Evie,” Calon groaned.

“She’s nervous,” Evie continued in a whisper. “So be good to her.”


Chapter Twelve




“Mom?”

Ashley jerked and looked over at Chrissy and Evie. She hadn’t even noticed them approach. Lagging behind the wagon, she had been enjoying her walk, while Nette and Sahm had kept their distance.

“Sorry,” she smiled at Evie. “I was miles away.”

“Thinking about tonight?” Chrissy asked.

Ashley blushed, and didn’t respond. Evie was perched on the griffin’s back, riding along to keep up with the wagon. There was room for them to have curled up inside, but it was stuffy and nice to get out for a stretch now and then. Especially to give Hannah a chance to rest, since she would be the one watching their camp at night.

“I’m nervous,” Ashley admitted. “He looks so much like his father. Part of me just wants to kiss him and the rest of me is terrified I’ll wake up one day to an empty bed like before.”

“Oh, shit.” Evie slipped off Chrissy’s back and hugged her mother. “I’m sorry, mom. I never thought of it like that.”

“I’m okay,” Ashley sniffed as she accepted Evie’s hug. “It’s just been a very long time since I’ve seriously considered a man before.”

“You haven’t gotten laid in that long?” Evie asked.

Ashley sighed. “Once or twice. But… not since you two hit your teens.”

“Damn…” Chrissy sighed. “I haven’t gone a week since…” she glanced at Evie, who winked.

“We’ve been pretty active,” Evie admitted. “Even back home.”

“I know.” Ashley blushed and gave both of them a smile. “So we’re on the same page. The last person I was with wasn’t a man, either.”

“Seriously?” Evie bounced. “Who?”

“Remember that, babysitter?” Ashley smiled slightly. “She moved on when she finished her degree, but… well, let’s say we left on good terms.”

“Damn,” Evie giggled. “Mommy’s got game.”

“Oh gods,” Ashley giggled and swatted Evie’s arm. “Don’t call me mommy. Not while discussing these things.”

“Would it be better if I called you mommy instead?” Chrissy asked.

Ashley glared at the griffon, only earning herself a pair of giggles. “You’re both terrible.”

“Probably,” Evie skipped alongside her mother. “But we’re a good distraction from whatever it is on your mind.”

Ashley rolled her eyes. Truthfully, Evie was entirely right. She did need the distraction. At least, until now, when she realized she could get a few answers straight. “What’s he like?”

“You mean during sex?” Evie asked.

Ashley nodded slowly. “I’ve… seen the things he does to Suki.”

“Don’t think about that too much,” Chrissy growled. “That furry little toy of his, lives the life of her dreams.”

“He’s just so rough with her,” Ashley sighed. “It’s hard to think about sometimes. She’s tiny!”

“And the only reason she hasn’t ripped his throat out with teeth and claws is because she’s deliriously happy,” Evie sighed. “Trust me. I’m a succubus. I can literally smell sexual tension. From the moment she opens those big, beautiful eyes of hers to the moment she closes them to sleep. Just about the only thing on her mind is whether or not she could sneak in a few minutes with her master.”

“But he hurts her, doesn’t he?” Ashley pointed out.

“Yup,” Chrissy nodded. “And she likes it.”

“She says she does–”

“She does,” Evie interrupted. “It makes her excited. Seriously, this was a whole thing when he first summoned her. She literally dragged him off into the woods and laid her feelings out so he understood exactly what she wanted.”

“She wants to be hurt?” Ashley frowned with concern.

“No,” Chrissy snorted. “She wants to experience life to the fullest.”

“Suki wasn’t raised like you raised us,” Evie continued. “You loved us, nurtured us, and cared for us. Suki was pushed to achieve. She didn’t get love and affection, only pushed to do more, work harder and be more than she ever was.”

“That’s not healthy,” Ashley pointed out.

“It’s not, you’re right,” Evie nodded. “But then, she got summoned. And not just in some random happenstance. She was summoned to a magical world by the guy she’d been fawning after. The fact she was furry and cute just made that better. She absolutely thrives on affection, from the tiniest smile, to the way Calon rubs her ears at night.”

“She’s been shifted from a life where she was pushed to achieve at all costs, to a life where she’s loved and nurtured like she has never been before. But that part of her, that works hard to be the best no matter what, is entirely directed towards pleasing Calon. She’s completely and utterly devoted to him in every way.”

“Someone should talk to her,” Ashley frowned. “That can’t be healthy either.”

“Probably not,” Evie admitted. “But that’s assuming that Calon is some bastard taking advantage of her. And he’s not. He loves her almost as much as she loves him. And I’m saying almost, only because that little psycho would cut my throat in my sleep if she thought I’d hurt him.”

“She’d rip your still beating heart out through your ass and take a bite out of it just to show you,” Chrissy snorted.

“She’s terrifying when she’s angry,” Evie giggled. “Imagine all the stealthiness and quick reflexes of a cat. Then make that cat a highly intelligent being with opposable thumbs, and what you have left is still not as terrifying as Suki could be when her master is threatened.”

“What we’re trying to say, Ashley,” Chrissy pulled their attention. “Is that Suki is where she is, because she wants to be. There is nothing any of us can say or do that will change that, and trying will probably get you bitten.”

“She did bite me,” Ashley nodded.

“Either way. She and Calon have their own thing.” Evie shook her head. “When he’s with me, he’s very different.”

“Not by much when you’re in your sex kitten mode,” Chrissy snorted.

“Sex kitten mode?” Ashley gave her daughter a strange look.

“It’s related to my mana, but I can turn it on whenever,” Evie shrugged. “Basically, if I run out of mana, my instincts take over, and since I’m a summoned succubus, he’s my target.”

“You attack him?” Ashley frowned.

“I did the first time,” Evie admitted. “But… he did something, and now, instead of being all femdommy, I… I get real submissive.”

“Some days, I still feel like this is all a dream,” Ashley muttered. “Other times, a nightmare.”

“No, she’s in the wagon sleeping,” Evie giggled. “But if you’re referring to the sex, Calon is… well, he’s Calon. If you want it hard, he can do that.”

“He can also be extremely gentle and loving,” Chrissy added in. “We have our moments together, and… it’s nice that he cares so much.”

“If you’re nervous about it,” Evie smiled at her mother. “We can talk to him.”

“No,” Ashley shook her head. “It’s bad enough we’re going to sharing a man. But… well, I’d like for at least this part of our lives to remain separate.”

“That’s probably for the best,” Evie nodded.

“Just remember that Suki will probably ask to join you,” Chrissy grinned. “She’s his favorite for a reason.”
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“It’s been years since I have come this far north,” Hannah whispered.

“Good afternoon,” Calon turned and kissed the terrifying woman.

She moaned softly, accepting the affection as Suki pouted, as if jealous. Truthfully, though, she’d been getting affection all day. Curled up beside her master, she’d been keeping an eye and a nose out for danger. Clarissa was in the back of the wagon playing with her stuffed cat, while Evie, Ashley, and Chrissy came and went. Preferring to get in exercise where they could.

“Well, do you remember anything? Because it’s going to be dark soon and there hasn’t been anywhere to stop,” Calon pointed out.

“I believe the next town should be coming up,” Hannah frowned in confusion. “From memory, they should have a hotel.”

“Really?” Calon looked at the nightmare. “They had hotels this far back?”

“North Pine?” Suki sat up. “I did an assignment on it at school once.”

“I always feel like I’m behind on these things,” Calon shook his head.

“Dad always pushed me to work harder, so I got carried away. We were learning about the gold rush. They built the North Pine Hotel to accommodate the miners traveling to and from the gold fields at Gympie.”

“Gympie,” Calon sighed. “I hope we’re not going that far.”

“We’ll find out tonight,” Suki shrugged. “But they built the hotel in eighteen-seventy-two, so hopefully the same happened here.”

“It’s fascinating listening to you talk about this world in the historical context,” Hannah chuckled. “I’d have thought you mad, had I not known better.”

“So would we,” Calon pointed out as he continued to drive onward.

Like before, there was a trail of merchants following them. A few heading the opposite direction as well. Calon was interested to notice not all of them were human. Some of them even looked like they had done well for themselves. What didn’t make Calon particularly happy, was how many of them were armed.

Calon had noticed, even in Brisbane, how many people carried weapons. But while those in Brisbane appeared to have them on hand. The people further north seemed to be twitchy with hands close to their weapons at the sight of a stranger. More than a few had given Calon a nervous nod as he’d passed by, and a few more had refused eye contact all together. Strangely, it was the human travelers who were the most likely to look away.

Which was on Calon’s mind, as the road made a hard turn around a collection of large rocks. Through the trees, the view was obscured and Calon had to think about whether this would make a good ambush point. It prevented people from seeing ahead, and would leave them vulnerable if unsavory types were in the forest. What it also did was completely obscure an approaching carriage and its guards.

Calon was looking ahead, as he steered wide. Only for a horse to appear, not quite galloping, but still moving far quicker than it should have been, considering the circumstances. The rider, a human man in armor made of interlocking metal plates, went wide eyed at the sudden appearance of a wagon in his way. He snapped the reins to one side, which caused his horse to misstep. The poor creature, thrown off balance, twisted its ankle.

There was a horrible snap, before the horse screamed and went down in a plume of dust, right as a wagon burst into view from behind the horse. This, too, was being driven by a man in armor. He saw the rider ahead fall, and was already hauling back on the reins. Unlike Calon’s single horse, this wagon was drawn by a team of four. The wagon began to slide as Calon did his best to get out of the way.

With the speeding wagon going wide, Calon cut up the middle. And to his dismay, it wasn’t quite enough. The front left wheel of the speeding wagon cut too close, slipping between the front left wheel of Calon’s wagon. The impact threw Calon forward, tipping out of the seat, before the sound of crunching wood and screaming horses filled the air.

Calon hit the ground as his wagon lurched. With the wheel snapped off, the weight of it came down. He felt the weight only for a moment, before he found himself trapped. Pinned by a section of the axle, wedged in the dirt, pinning his arm against the ground at the same time.

“CALON!” Suki was screaming.

“ATTACK!” someone roared.

All Calon could do was wriggle. He could breathe. And nothing was broken. The axle had left a bruise, and he was pinned, but unharmed. Instead of worrying for himself, Calon looked around. Men in armor were forming up. Several horses had charged into view. An arrow skipped off the dirt beside his head as someone shot at him.

“HOLD YOUR FIRE!” Sahm’s voice roared.

“FIREBALL!” another shouted.

Calon’s eyes went wide. That wasn’t Evie’s voice. He spotted a figure. Stumbling out of the back of the crashed wagon. He was middle-aged, wearing a cloak, and carrying a staff. He looked straight out of some fantasy video game as he threw a whirling ball of flame. Calon watched it whisk through the air as Chrissy and Evie charged into view. Calon froze in horror. The ladies saw it coming. Chrissy’s eyes went wide in shock. Evie’s mouth opened as she let out a scream.

And a massive, fur-covered Ursa shoved them aside. Ashley’s pained roar echoed in Calon’s ears as the flames soaked into her fur. She didn’t seem to be bothered by it, dropping onto all fours and charging the spellcaster. Several armed men rushed over to help, but they were too late to stop her.

Ashley hit the mage like a linebacker. The man was likely dead even before her teeth found his neck. The impact snapped him around her shoulder before she thrashed him from side to side. His body fell limp and his limbs flailed lifelessly as she roared her fury to the world.

None of the armed men could do anything as they got closer. She batted and swatted at them, all the while continuing to thrash the spellcaster’s corpse.

“CALON!” Sahm was yelling. “CALL HER OFF!”

“Sahm!” Calon yelled.

“MASTER!” Suki screeched as she dropped to the ground. “HELP!” She screamed. “HE’S HURT! MASTER IS HURT!”

“Calon!” Chrissy turned and spotted him.

Her face twisted in horror, and Evie spotted it just as he did. Chrissy’s face changed, altered and her lips expanded as her rage activated. A deafening scream tore out, causing everyone but Ashley to freeze in place. And then there were two monsters tearing into the armed soldiers.

“It’s okay, master!” Suki sobbed. “I’m here!”

“Help me out!” Calon didn’t want to snap, but she was pawing at him like she thought he was dying. “I’m okay! I’m just pinned!”

“Fuck!” Sahm grunted as he slid in the dirt. “You okay?”

“Fine!” Calon snapped. “Get me out!”

“NETTE! EVIE! Fucking everyone who can hear me. You’re all fucking dead unless we get him out!”

“Who the fuck are you?” someone shouted.

“Magistrate, now do as you’re fucking told!” Sahm ordered.

Calon watched as several people ran over. The guards who were fighting Ashley and Chrissy were not doing well. Several of them were dead or too badly injured to move. The rest were trying to space themselves out. Ashley looked horrifying, with her fur smoldering and smoke wafting around her head and shoulders. Chrissy had forgone her spear and crossbow, using the claws on her feet to rend flesh from bone as she grabbed and bit down on the first soldier she reached.

“They’re killing my men!” an armored soldier snapped.

“They’re summons!” Sahm snarled. “They won’t stop, because you fucking idiots hurt their summoner!”

The soldier looked down, seeing Calon as if in a new light. Then he drew his sword. Calon’s eyes went wide as the soldier drew back to kill him. That was it. He was going to die. The soldier would kill him. Then everyone else would die. Evie, Chrissy, Suki, Hannah, Clarissa and Ashley.

“HEY!”

A green jet flew out of the wagon, catching the soldier’s arm as he stabbed down. Calon gasped as the tip of the sword dug into the ground. Before Clarissa pulled hard. The soldier slammed face first into the wagon. His eyes glazed and his body fell limp, before that same green arm flung the soldier away.

More of the slime girl spilled out, pooling beside the wagon, before a long strand shot off into the trees.

“Someone grab the idiot!” She snapped.

Suki’s claws dug into Calon’s shoulder a moment before a terrified looking Evie took his hand. Clarissa didn’t wait a moment. She could exert huge amounts of force with her body. Like a pneumatic press, she tried to close the gap between the wagon and the trees. It wasn’t quite the right angle, but Calon felt the pressure on his arm lessen before Evie and Suki started to pull.

“Should I berserk?” Calon called.

“No!” Evie grunted. “Fucking help us!”

“I’m here!” Nette appeared, slipping underneath. She dug her hands under the axle and started digging to shift the soil even further.

When Sahm came around and took Calon’s hand with Evie, the combined strength of them finally managed to wrench Calon free.

He was dragged clear before twisting free of his rescuers. His hand hurt, but Calon paid it no mind as he rolled to his hands and knees.

“STOP!” Calon roared, pushing himself upright. “ASHLEY! CHRISSY! STOP!”

He charged over. Chrissy was biting down on the arm of a man who was screaming, while Ashley had sunk her claws into the chest of another. The armor was split down the middle, while the man desperately battered at the ursa with a broken sword. But at the sound of his voice, Ashley froze.

Calon saw the moment she came back to reality. Chrissy did not. He continued running. Before throwing himself onto the griffon’s back. Chrissy let out a screech and threw the soldier aside. Her wings beat and the two of them shot into the air.

“CHRISSY!” Calon yelled. “CHRISSY I’M OKAY!”

Chrissy let out a scream and then went limp in the air. It was only for a moment. But they hadn’t gotten very high. Calon clung to her as Chrissy woke up. And the two of them crashed into the trees. Calon felt the world spin as Chrissy screamed in pain. Before suddenly hitting the ground.

He lay there. Unable to breathe for several moments. His body ached, and there was a window blinking in front of his eyes.

Summon: Chrissy Smith, has died.

“Chrissy,” Calon choked, before reaching out for her. “Chrissy!”

“Calon!” Evie’s voice echoed.

He tried to move to her. He was still. Laying on the ground, twisted and broken. He had to reach her. To save her. But… he wasn’t moving. Calon coughed and tasted blood.

“CALON!” Evie’s voice came again.

Before Suki appeared in his vision.

“Master!” Suki gasped, before looking up at Chrissy’s still form. “No…”

“Ch…” Calon’s vision started going dim. “Chrissy.”
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“CHRISSY!” Calon jolted upright, only to find himself sitting on a stretcher.

Still blinking in his vision was that awful notification.

Summon: Chrissy Smith, has died.

“Calon?” an unfamiliar voice called.

Calon whirled and spotted a young woman. Teens, maybe fifteen years old. She looked… rather average. A little shorter than Calon, with brown hair and a distant sort of gaze like she had seen things she shouldn’t have as she fiddled with a pearl necklace. Though she looked relieved to see him, sticking her head through the flap of a tent he was laid up in. Alone too, looking like there had been other stretchers that had been removed.

“MOVE!” Suki’s voice snapped, before the familiar sight of Suki pushed between the teen girl’s legs.

“Careful!” the girl held up her hand. “Ian did what he could, but he might still be in pain.”

Calon grunted as Suki ignored all of that and threw herself onto his chest. She clung to him and let out a wail of anguish. Burying her face into his chest, she sobbed as Calon held her close.

“I’m okay,” Calon told the girl. “Where are my friends?”

“They… they were burying the griffon.”

Calon flinched, then gave a small nod. “If I get up? Are you doing to stop me?”

The teen gave a small sigh, then shook her head, and stepped out of view. Calon held Suki for a few moments. She was genuinely distraught. Every time she looked up at him, she broke down in fresh tears and clung to him once more. All Calon could do was slowly get up before checking to make sure he was still dressed. He still wore the clothes he had from earlier. Dirt covered, grimy, but otherwise whole.

When he pushed out of the tent, it was a whole different world. The girl who had checked on him was walking between tents. There were beastkin seated about. The day was almost over and the sun was a faint glow on the horizon. A fire burned in the middle of the camp and Calon realized all at once that this was some kind of field hospital.

“What is this place?” Calon asked as he approached the girl.

“This is… well, it started as a camp,” the girl straightened. “We came here, to this world after… Well, that doesn’t matter. Ian thinks this place is an afterlife, but of which one, we aren’t sure. But where there are sick and injured, Ian will heal in the name of Rao.”

“Rao?” Calon frowned.

“Our patron god,” she smiled. “I’m Ingrid, by the way. Ian… I think he’s with your friends. Head that way, you’ll spot them,” she gestured over her shoulder.

Calon nodded, before shifting Suki in his arms. She was trembling softly, but no longer crying. He held her close and headed in the direction indicated. Several beastkin eyed him warily, before Calon spotted a few familiar looking men. One of them glared angrily at Calon, before spitting on the ground as he passed by.

As the camp broke up, Calon could see out by a set of trees. A rather tall man, with a battered bronze cap, standing beside Ashley. She had her arms crossed and was shaking her head. With them was Hannah, Clarissa and Evie, before a mound of earth that…

“Chrissy,” Calon sighed.

The tall man noticed him first. He glanced back, frowning at Calon. Up close, Calon could see he was heavily scarred. As if burned in a fire long ago.

“The god’s smile favorably upon you, friend,” he nodded. “May Rao be with you.”

“Calon!” Evie turned and threw herself at him. Calon caught her, and she cried against his shoulder as Ashley turned to watch. She moved slowly, and Calon could see she was still burned.

“Now that he is awake, will you allow me to heal you?” the tall man, who must be Ian, asked.

“You didn’t heal her?” Calon asked the tall man.

“She wouldn’t allow it while you were unconscious,” he replied.

“Dammit, Ashley!” Calon snarled, before seeing the look on her face. “Dammit…”

She let out a whimper before she too joined the hug. Ian let out a sigh and stepped closer, before bowing his head as if in prayer. “I beseech you Rao. I beg once more for your power to heal the pains of this woman, so that she may fight once more for her family.”

There was a soft glow that emanated from the man, and Ashley let out a whimper before her grip around the three of them tightened. They clung together, while Clarissa and Hannah watched on. Ian took a respectful step back, where he waited in silence.

“Please Calon?” Evie begged softly. “Bring her back?”

“Resurrection magic?” Ian mused. “I lack the materials to do so.”

“It’s not quite resurrection,” Calon frowned. “And… Ingrid, she said she came from somewhere else?”

“My apprentice,” Ian bowed his head in acknowledgement. “We… died. And woke up here in this world.”

“We did the same thing,” Calon nodded. “I came from a different version of this world.”

“You did?” Ian tilted his head. “Not your companions?”

“That’s more complicated,” Calon sighed. “I’ll show you.”

He cleared his throat. “Revive, Chrissy Smith.”

Confirmed!

Reviving: Chrissy Smith

Ian’s eyes went wide for a moment as the familiar portal opened before him. He stepped back, giving more room as Evie pressed a kiss between Calon’s eyes and threw herself at the gateway, as a familiar figure stepped out.

Chrissy swept Evie into her arms, pulling her into a firm kiss. Ian gaped for a moment before smiling widely and bowing his head once more.

“Your time is not now. Go forward with purpose,” he intoned.

Chrissy frowned and looked at him with a bemused expression. “I thought priests didn’t like us monsters?”

“I…” Ian frowned. “I’m a cleric.”

“He’s from another world,” Calon came to Chrissy’s aid as he stepped up and hugged her.

“Calon,” Chrissy sighed and hugged him, too.

They all bundled together. Even Clarissa and Hannah came to join them this time. Calon found himself crushed between his two largest lovers, with Suki still clinging to his chest, and everyone else jammed in between. At least until Hannah had enough and slipped out, taking Clarissa with her.

“So what happened?” Calon asked as they slowly broke away. “And where are we?”

“A little ways south of North Pine,” Ian informed the group.

“After… the attack,” Evie huffed. “We gathered up what we could, while Sahm and Nette took care of the others. We brought a few with us, but you were the worst injured.”

“I am glad Rao saw fit to heal you,” Ian smiled. “I felt a need and sent Ingrid to the road to collect you. You were close to death when you arrived.”

“You landed on a small tree. It went right through Chrissy and broke off.” Evie leaned into the griffon once more. “You landed on the stump and it went into your side. We weren’t sure you were going to live,” she started to cry again.

Calon leaned in, hugging her between Chrissy and himself.

“Ian!” Ingrid’s voice called out. “We’ve got more coming!”

“If you’ll excuse me,” the tall cleric stepped past before hurrying back to the camp.

Calon ignored him for now. Instead, he focused on his lovers, holding them tightly in place.


Chapter Thirteen




“So what actually happened?” Chrissy asked.

Calon sat beside the griffon. Curled into her side, she lazily draped an arm around his shoulder. Suki was with him too, perched on his lap. She was there for his comfort. A silent companion, offering herself to him for head pats, or simple proximity to love. Evie curled up on the opposite side, leaning on Chrissy, while Clarissa, Ashley and Hannah rested before them.

After healing Chrissy’s revival and Ian’s exit, Ingrid had brought them to a large tent. It wasn’t much. Just a space to lie down and some bedrolls. More than they apparently had already.

“Sahm and Nette stayed behind,” Ashley spoke in a soft tone. “After… after everything went wrong, they took control of the mercenaries that survived the attack.”

“Mercenaries?” Calon frowned. “They were guarding that wizard, weren’t they?”

“The wizard was apparently their leader,” Ashley shuddered. “Their client survived the attack, but requested help to get back to Brisbane. Sahm and Nette stayed behind to patch up the wagon and escort them south to safety. Then they’ll come back up.”

“So we’re stuck here for a few days,” Calon grumbled before putting an arm around Suki. “What about this place?”

“Best we can tell, it’s a field hospital,” Evie sighed. “He was telling the truth. Ian, that is. They woke up, set up a camp, stumbled across someone needing healing and never left.”

“He’s needed that badly?” Calon frowned.

“There’s a lot of conflict up here,” Hannah huffed. “Humans and beastkin alike. Even a few monsters if they play nice.”

“He heals monsters?” Calon brightened.

“Well,” Hannah chuckled darkly. “He heals those who deserve it. I’ve never seen magic like his before. He has a way to tell if someone is trouble. If that someone turns out to be worse than a monster, well…” She grinned. “He’s good with a hammer.”

“It glows,” Evie nodded.

“Holy, but… not,” Hannah agreed. “It’s strange. The light it emitted felt… uncomfortable, but it didn’t actually harm me. More like a warning. Very different from the magic used by the local priests.”

“Makes sense if he worships a different god,” Calon shrugged.

“Like a Buddhist or something?” Clarissa asked.

“Rao,” Calon recalled. “Definitely not Buddhist, but… well, I don’t know from where, but… If you’re listening, Rao. Thank you. Ian saved my life.” Calon chuckled to himself and shook his head. “So now what?”

“We’re not going anywhere,” Suki pointed out. “Maybe you could do some healing?”

Calon glanced around, seeing the looks on everyone’s faces. “Y’know what? That’s not a bad idea.”
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“Character Sheet,” Calon muttered to himself.

Name:

Calon Wilson

Class:

Summoner

Level:

10 (750/4000)

Perks:

5

Mana:

3/60

Skills:

Heal 2- Repairs targeted injury - 5 mana* **

*Repeated casting over major injury will stack effect.

**Chance to remove status effect

Revive 2 - Fallen summon is returned with no mana - 15 mana

Soft Touch 2 - Cast over time, moderately removes status effects - 1 mana per second Buff - Doubles power of summon’s next attack - 5 mana

Berserk - Double strength, mass and size at the cost of intelligence - 15 mana*

*Additional 15 mana for each minute of skill usage

Drain - Killing replenishes mana instantly*

*This is a passive skill and is active at all times.

Summons:

Evie-Rae Wilson - Succubus

Chrissy Smith - Griffon*

*Royal

Suki Shio - Neko

Clarissa Walker - Slime

Hannah - Nightmare

Ashley Wilson - Ursa

Current Quest:

Discover the whereabouts of the clergy members in the north. Rewards may vary

Other Quest:

None.

“What’s a character sheet?” Ian asked, before blinking in surprise.

“That’s a character sheet,” Calon chuckled.

“Rao provides,” Ian nodded. “Would Ingrid have access to this?”

“She probably has her own,” Calon nodded. “I don’t know if there’s a way to see anyone else’s. The people native to this world don’t seem to have character sheets.”

“I’ll talk to her about it later then,” Ian nodded, before frowning softly. “How… how do you make it go away?”

“Oh,” Calon laughed. “Just… sorta poke at it, and then swish it to one side.”

Calon had gotten the movement down to a flick of his hand, similar to waving off a fly on a hot day. Watching Ian do a strange pointed gestured and slash his hand off to one side like he was backhanding a pickpocket… Well, Calon had to stifle a laugh, even if Ian seemed to make it work for him.

“Just be careful. The system in place here, it… doesn’t take into account the context of the situation. You got a tutorial, didn’t you?”

“Never completed it,” Ian grunted. “We haven’t gotten to the nearest town yet. Though they’ve sent a few people out to ask if we would.”

“North Pine?” Calon asked.

Ian nodded. “And some… Narangba place.”

“That’s even further,” Calon muttered. “Still, I’m glad I could help where I could. My mana’s out, though, so I think I should stop.”

“Yes, it’s strange to see how this… works,” Ian nodded to himself. “Where I come from, you could only use a certain number of slots in a day before resting. Now it’s attached to a numerical system. Very strange.”

“Right,” Calon frowned, wondering if this was some Gaols’n’Drakes reference. Hopefully, there wasn’t some crazed bastard missing his favorite characters.

“Ian!” Ingrid’s voice called. “One of the visitors brought down a pig. They’re bringing it in for a feast!”

Ian smiled softly and gave a nod. “Good eating.”

“Good eating,” Calon agreed.

The two of them made their way outside. It was midafternoon. The sun was still up and the lines for healing came and went. Calon had helped out where he could. His skills worked, but were less practical than whatever Ian did. Ian’s ability to heal seemed almost tailored to the injury he was presented with. Whether a broken bone, a bad cut or a painful burn, he’d offer a prayer and the wound would heal.

By comparison, Calon took on the simpler healing. Restoring status effects that weren’t life threatening, or intervening faster than Ian could when a severely injured woman came in. Her story was that she had fallen and impaled herself on a stick, similar to what had happened to Calon. But the shape of the cut, and how clean it was, made him think it was more likely a knife wound. However, Ian didn’t question it. He seemed to know there was more going on than what was being said, but he didn’t stop Calon from touching the woman and doing what he could.

And now, in the afternoon sun, Calon found himself amidst a busy little camp. Most of those here were either walking wounded, or family and friends of those who were wounded. It also apparently made a nice rest stop for those who hadn’t quite made it to North Pine, or those who didn’t want to visit for whatever reason. Even a few of the traders that had followed Calon had pulled in to stay. A few more, like the annoying couple, had continued north, leaving the rest behind.

Joining him outside was Suki. She hadn’t wanted to stay in the tent where Calon had been healing. The smell of blood and death had gotten to her. Not everyone that got this far lived. A sizable cemetery was growing out the back. Home to a few dozen, including Chrissy’s old corpse.

True to Ingrid’s words, a team of hunters appeared. One of them had a bandage around his hip. The red patch clearly from the wound he’d come here for. But something that wasn’t pressing enough to stop him from hunting, going by his smile. Over his shoulder was a thick branch, and hanging from it was a wild pig. A big boar, with long tusks and a cut throat.

They set about hanging the creature and cleaning it nearby the large fire in the center of the camp. Which was when Suki gave him a nudge.

“Come on Master. You need a bath.”

“That bad?” Calon frowned.

Suki gave a small nod and led him back towards the tent they were staying in. It wasn’t much. There, they met up with the rest of the ladies, who had been in the middle of a conversation. They brightened, seeing Calon walk in and the conversation quickly turned to bathing. It turned out that just south of North Pine was a river, and that was only a short walk from where they already were. It would be salt water, this close to the ocean, but it would be nice to bathe properly.

As one, the ladies grouped together and left Calon rolling his eyes as they marched him back out of the tent. He ended up taking a rest on Chrissy’s back. Riding along while the others chatted and walked. Calon was tired after the long day. It wasn’t just exhaustion from depleting his mana, but the mental exhaustion that went into trying to fix so many people’s problems. From small cuts and bruises to life-threatening injuries, Calon had been careful not to expend himself needlessly. But there were so many who needed healing and so few capable of doing so magically.

“This looks like a good spot,” Evie announced.

Calon blinked. He’d drifted off for a moment there. The comfortable swaying of Chrissy’s hips had lulled him into a trance. They were making their way through a less used trail and the river itself was ahead of them. Thick mangroves covered the area, but the mud here was hard packed and solid to walk on.

Chrissy made her way down the bank and came to a stop by the water’s edge. “It’s not the cleanest, but it’ll be better than sharing a bucket back at the tent.”

“It doesn’t stink either,” Suki pointed out.

“Probably all the chemicals and sewerage and shit,” Chrissy muttered. “They don’t have any of that here.”

“We’re also pretty close to the ocean,” Calon pointed out. “Nothing around here would last long before being swept out.”

“That too,” Suki nodded.

“Do we need to worry about crocodiles or something?” Ashley frowned. “Did they ever used to come this far south?”

“Not really,” Suki shrugged. “It’s not impossible, just unlikely.”

“How unlikely?” Ashley asked.

Suki giggled. “There was a crocodile shot in the Logan River in nineteen-oh-five.”

“Wonderful,” Ashley sighed.

“More likely there are bull sharks, though,” Suki pointed out. “Crocs aren’t a problem, but those sharks have been in this river since there were dinosaurs for them to hunt.”

“Is that supposed to make me feel better?” Ashley asked.

“Look.” Calon pointed to a section of the bank that curved in. “That’s a shallow. It’ll be nice to sit in, and you can see the bottom. No sharks, not crocs.”

Ashley deflated a little, while Suki giggled mischievously. The rest of the ladies shuffled over, taking Calon with them as he sat perched on Chrissy’s back. Here, he was finally able to dismount and then stood awkwardly by as his ladies began to strip down around him. Clarissa was already nude, choosing to not bother with clothing, over shaping herself to look clothed when in human form. Suki was next, shoving down the small skirt she liked to wear.

Hannah’s lithe form was next, vanishing the clothing she wore, reminding Calon that the darkness itself was what she wore. Evie was next, pulling her outfit off with a grin, before turning to help Chrissy, who appreciated a hand, with all the extra straps and ties she needed for her custom fitting outfit.

Which left Calon to glance at Ashley. She stared at him for a long moment. Before turning her back. She wore a top that she yanked up over her head. Beneath it, she wasn’t wearing a bra, the same as Evie. The long skirt she wore came next. With a wiggle of her hips, Calon swallowed nervously as her ass came into view.

“Here master,” Suki made him jump as she snuck up on him. “Let me help.”

Calon just stood there while Ashley glanced over her shoulder and made her way to the water. Evie worked the front of his pants open and giggled as his erection dropped out.

“You looked worked up, master,” Suki smiled up at him.

“You would be too, if you were surrounded by all these beautiful naked women,” Calon grunted.

“I’d lick any cunt here,” Suki purred. “But what really gets me wet is thinking about you.”

“Bad kitty.” Calon shook his head.

“Yes, I am,” she agreed as Calon continued to strip down.

He followed down last. The ladies were sitting on the bank. Getting their legs wet in the water. It wasn’t too cold. The shallows had warmed in the sun and Calon lay down, with his legs in the water, as Suki took her usual spot, perched between his legs. Only now, with his cock trapped between her ass cheeks.

The ladies talked. Calon dozed. The sun was warm, but it didn’t last. The sun moved across and began to filter through the trees. Before clouds gradually rolled overhead. It was nice to just lay there. Not think about things. Nicer still, when it was declared that someone would help him bathe. Calon was dragged further into the water with a laugh, before finding both Evie and Suki scrubbing him down, using handfuls of grit to exfoliate his skin. It was odd, but it worked, and Calon let them go for it.

Until finally, he felt a pair of lips press against his cheek. “We’re going to start heading back,” Evie whispered.

“Cool,” Calon groaned. “You all going?”

“Some of us are staying,” Evie giggled.

Calon smirked. He knew what that meant. He listened as they began to make their way off. Suki made it obvious she wasn’t staying when she pressed a kiss to his lips on the way out. Surprisingly, so did Clarissa. Calon made a note to spend some more time with the slime girl. She needed more affection, and he’d been distracted lately.

For now, though, Calon lay on the bank of the river as a cool breeze wafted through. The smell of salt was on the air, and a single drop of rain struck his chest. Someone moved in the water. A soft, feminine grunt reached his ears, and then he heard footsteps as she approached.

Calon had his eyes shut. He wasn’t sure which of them stayed. Hannah or Evie, by his guess. Since Suki and Chrissy were definitely gone. A warm hand touched his stomach, and Calon grinned to himself as she stroked his skin.

Calon’s erection grew, and the fingers on his skin slowed. He was disappointed when they lifted, before grinning as they began to trace along his length.

“I almost thought you were going to stop,” Calon smiled.

“So did I,” Ashley admitted.

Calon’s eyes snapped open, before he felt those fingers grip him. He glanced down, seeing Ashley. She was blushing furiously. Calon hadn’t wanted to be caught staring at her. But that hardly mattered now as she gently stroked him, fully erect.

“Is this wrong?” Ashley asked, glancing up at him.

“Umm,” Calon grunted as her hand continued to work up and down.

“I don’t think it’s wrong,” Ashley continued. “I’m… I’m not her. Not even the same species anymore.”

Calon slumped back against the sand as she continued to stroke him. “I still love you.”

“And I love you, Calon,” Ashley sighed. “Just… now, it has to be different.”

“Does it?” Calon asked.

“You and I both know that it does,” Ashley muttered. “I’ve seen the state of this world. I… I can’t let that happen… Not to someone I love.”

Calon sighed and sat up. “You’re doing this to get stronger?”

Ashley turned and glared at him. “I’m allowed to want multiple things. Yes, I want this, so I’m stronger, but…” Ashley deflated slightly. “You also remind me a lot of your father and I didn’t marry him just for his looks.”

“I’m not him,” Calon pointed out.

“I know that,” Ashley smirked. “I’ve spoken to your ladies. And… well, I wasn’t opposed to it, but if your father was here, I’d be wearing toenail polish and he’d–”

“Yaaaah!” Calon covered his ears. “No thanks. None of that.”

“I didn’t mind so much, but… I think I’m glad about that,” Ashley giggled. “I much preferred… somewhere else.”

Calon raised an eyebrow, and Ashley let out a nervous giggle. “We’re not prepared for it this time,” she shifted nervously, before slowly raising one leg.

Calon watched as she settled herself over his thighs, still with one hand wrapped around his cock.

“I’m not some delicate flower,” she admitted as she continued to stroke him. “Your father wasn’t particularly keen on it. But Evie’s father was, and from what I’ve heard from Suki and Evie, you might be as well.”

Calon was breathing hard now as Ashley’s hand stroked up and down on his shaft. She’d picked up speed, and was staring at his cock as she chewed a lip.

“Grandma would be appalled to know how much her daughter likes taking it in the ass,” Ashley whispered.

Calon grunted. And his seed sprayed out from Ashley’s fist. She froze in shock for a moment before continuing to stroke him. Calon groaned softly, cock spasming as Ashley milked him for every drop. She giggled softly and let him go after a few moments. Calon lay on the bank, catching his breath, before looking down as Ashley licked her fingers.

She reminded Calon of Evie. Just… an older version of her. With bigger tits. Where Evie was toned lines, Ashley was curvy desire. She was far from plump, but her hips caught his eye, and her smile brought him back to clarity as she leaned down and slid back. Her mouth opened and Calon’s slightly softening cock was her target.

He groaned softly as she lapped him from balls to tip. Swallowing the seed she could get before using her mouth to shift his cock around. She licked his skin, ignoring the salt as she feasted on the seed she could find, before making her way back to his cock. Calon was back to full mast just watching her, and she eagerly took the head in her mouth to suckle.

Staring up at him, she looked nervous as she bobbed her head back and forth. Calon just stared in shock and pleasure. His cock throbbed and Ashley pulled her mouth off the tip.

“I’ve never really done that before,” she announced.

“It was amazing,” Calon admitted.

“Not as good as Evie, though, right?” Ashley asked with a smirk.

“Ahh…” Calon paused.

Ashley giggled and nodded. “It’s fine, Calon. She… she’s had more practice. And… well, I haven’t even before now.”

“Right,” Calon nodded.

“I might just have to ask her for some tips though,” she said, licking her lips. “You… taste good. But… I want more.”

“More?” Calon asked.

Ashley nodded before blushing furiously. “Look at me. I’m a damn mess.”

“I’d argue you’re hot as fuck,” Calon snorted.

Ashley narrowed her eyes at the curse before shaking her head softly. “In the context, I guess I can accept that kind of language.”

“You’ve done a lot of accepting recently,” Calon nodded as Ashley sat up, and then slowly turned around. Her ass had a bit of mud on it, but her pussy glistened from arousal just the same.

“Every time I act up, I either make someone mad at me. Or I make a mess of something and get you in trouble.” Ashley leaned down, resting her head on her crossed arms as her ass hovered in the air. “So it’s about time I just shut up and do as I’m told for once, right?”

“You haven’t been that bad–”

“I ended up in jail,” she snorted. “I… I don’t think I want things as rough as Suki–”

“Nobody does,” Calon grunted. “You do know the story to all that, right?”

“I… yeah,” Ashley sighed. “She, then Evie, both sorta jumped on me about it.”

“About fucking time!” Suki’s voice carried over from the trees.

Calon glanced over and rolled his eyes as Ashley sat up, looking mortified. “Yeah, sorry. She doesn’t like leaving me alone. I doubt she’s watching us but⁠—”

“I can definitely hear you!” Suki called.

“Think she heard the part about me liking anal–”

“Fucking hypocrite!” Suki shouted.

“Yeah,” Calon chuckled. “Yeah, she did.”

Ashley sighed. “Well…”

“Well,” Calon chuckled. “What now?”

Ashley thought for a moment. Then let out a long sigh, and bent back over again.

“Ashley?”

“It’s not up to me,” Ashley muttered softly. “I made my decisions. It’s time I left things up to you.”

“Honestly,” Calon chuckled. “Seeing you like this has me thinking with my dick.”

“Has your dick led you to poor decisions yet?” Ashley glanced back at him.

Calon swallowed. Then shuffled closer. Ashley twitched as his hand brushed her ass. He wiped away the spots of mud.

“Do you want this?” Calon asked.

“Yes–”

“No like,” Calon sighed. “Like really. For you. Not for what I’m able to do to upgrade you after this. Do you want this for you?”

“Calon,” Ashley turned and glance back out of the corner of her eye. “From a purely selfish standpoint. I hope that I feel as good wrapped around you as you do stuffed inside me. Because it has been years since another person has made me cum. And I’d reaaaaaaly like to cum.”

Calon swallowed. Then gave a small nod and took hold of his cock. Ashley’s pussy was hot and covered in a layer of fuzz. She kept herself mostly natural, but trimmed it down thin. Calon didn’t care. Each of his ladies was a little different, and Ashley was so very wet already. He slipped his cock through her labia and the mature woman flinched, before letting out a giggle.

“It’s been a long time since I’ve felt that,” she admitted.

Calon nodded and pressed his cock to her entrance. “You ready?”

“Make me one of your women, Calon,” Ashley whispered.

The stretch was delicious for them both. Ashley moaned as she parted for him, and Calon grunted as her tightly gripping pussy opened to accept him. Her fingers dug grooves in the mud as Calon continued to push further inside. If he had any concerns about Ashley’s discomfort, they vanished as she pushed back to meet him. When her ass rested on his crotch, Calon took a deep breath and palmed her hips.

“Would it be weird to admit this is the biggest thing I’ve had inside me?” Ashley whimpered.

“A little,” Calon muttered.

“Then I won’t say it,” Ashley snorted softly. “But I’d still really like it if you started fucking me.”

Calon grinned and swatted her ass. “Language, little miss.”

“Sorry,” she giggled. “Maybe I’m more like Suki than I thought.”

“Don’t compare yourself,” Calon sighed, before rocking his hips forward.

Ashley let out a soft moan before Calon repeated the motion. His cock slipped back and forth inside her. She felt amazing, wrapped around him. Her pussy was tight, and she squeezed down, while his hips lightly patted against her ass.

“Oh, god,” Ashley moaned. “Harder, please?”

“Harder,” Calon nodded and tightened his grip.

Ashley let out a broken moan as Calon thrust firmly into her from behind. She was digging a small hole from where her fingers dug into the mud. Her head rested on her forearms as her breasts swayed back and forth with each thrust.

“Calon!” she gasped.

“Ashley,” Calon grunted back as he stroked the full length of his cock into her.

Balls, to tip and back with a smack of their hips in between. Calon ground his cock inside her and repeated the process again and again. Ashley could only spread her knees and arch her back. Giving Calon better access to fuck her, and he took everything she had. Ashley let out a whine before her hips jerked up and down.

“Calon!” she gasped.

“You gonna cum?”

“I’M GONNA CUM!”

Calon grinned. He couldn’t help it. She was beautiful and felt amazing. He kept it up. Thrusting into her as she started to tremble and groan. Her pussy squeezed tightly, and Calon slowed his pace to enjoy the sensation. Her pussy throbbed, and Calon pushed himself deep inside. With short thrusts, he fucked her through her orgasm. Ignoring her squeals and groans. He enjoyed her pleasure as much as she did, even reaching back to grab his hand, where she squeezed it. Not that it stopped or slowed him in the least.

But as she came down from her high, suddenly Calon found himself dealing with a new side of her. Ashley pushed back. Calon was knocked off balance and flopped onto the bank once more. Ashley had followed him. Keeping his cock trapped within herself, where she leaned back over him. And rapidly began to bounce.

This time it was Calon who let out a groan. Her pussy slid up and down, squeezing him from tip to base. She rode him quickly, desperately trying to milk him to the best of his ability. It was all too much. Calon let out a growl and took Ashley’s hips in his hand. Pulling her down hard, he erupted deep inside her. Ashley squirmed, rocking her hips and stirring his cock. Calon felt it all and continued pumping an even larger load than the first time, deep into Ashley’s pussy.

Until finally, he slumped back on the bank and grimaced as another drop of rain hit him in the eye. Ashley shifted as Calon wiped it, and when his vision was clear, it was as she lowered her head, taking him in her mouth once more. All Calon could do was groan as she cleaned him softly. Before a disgruntled snort shattered the atmosphere.

“I get it. Master’s cock is the best. But it’s going to rain and if I’m not getting fucked, neither are you. So let’s hurry back to the tent and if you’re still horny, I’ll eat you out while master fucks the only hole he hasn’t gotten today.”

“Suki–”

“Don’t you even start, Mrs. Wilson,” she crossed her arms. “Don’t you fucking start.”


Chapter Fourteen




The rain was coming down again. The soft patter of it echoed through the tent. Calon lay on his back. Uncharacteristically nude. Uncharacteristically, for the woman curled against his side. Ashley. Calon’s biological father’s widow. Now his lover. They’d dressed to make the walk back. Getting a little wet on the way back to the tent. Only to find a feast in full swing. The people in this camp were grateful for all that Ian and Ingrid were doing for them. With Calon’s healing hands coming along, they had gotten more done in a single day than Ian had in the week before.

One might think the older cleric might be a bit put off by someone coming in and stepping on his toes, so to speak. Instead, Ian had praised the fact. Blaming it on his patron god, Rao, and hollering at all that would listen about his greatness. Calon and the others found it amusing, but… With the strangeness of this world, and the strangeness of the others that apparently linked it all together. The idea there was a god out there like the one Ian spoke about was both expected and humbling.

“So what do you think is best?” Ashley whispered.

Calon sighed and thought about her character sheet once more.

Name:

Ashley Wilson

Owner:

Calon Wilson

Race:

Ursa

Level:

1

Mana:

0/0

Skills:

Shapeshift*- A lesser form of shift. Ursa’s are able to assume a familiar humanoid shape at will.

*This is a passive skill and is active at all times

Mother’s Instinct** - When a nearby cub is under threat, strength, speed and durability double, at the cost of intelligence and reasoning

**Summoned Ursa will default to their summoner and any close companions.

Aura - Push your aura into the area. Lesser beings will flee your might.

Modifications:

None

“Well,” Calon mused softly. “Of your skills, I’m not sure any of them are worth bumping up. I think the intended way to play a summoner is for me to take buffs that I can apply to you.”

“I sense there’s something more you want to say,” Ashley whispered.

“I mean… possibly,” Calon hedged. “If I were to modify you somehow, that might give us more options.”

Modify Ashley?

Modifications allow for specific changes to summons. Changing of species is not possible.

You have (3) options

Polar Ursa: Polar Ursa’s stand head and shoulders above their common counterparts. Their white fur makes them easy to identify. Polar Ursa’s are larger, stronger with greater defensive capacity due to a thicker coat. They are also immune to the cold up to -50 degrees Fahrenheit. *

*Further skills may unlock if you choose this option.

Moon Ursa: Moon Ursa’s are more elusive than their common counterparts. Their black fur makes them easy to identify by daylight. In the dark, they can be almost impossible to spot. Moon Ursa are smaller with shorter limbs and soft tufts of fur on their paws. This makes them lesser in terms of overall strength and defensive capabilities, but otherwise terrifying in an ambush situation.**

**Further skills may unlock if you choose this option.

Desert Ursa: Desert Ursa are the rarest of the Ursa’s. Their sandy brown fur makes them difficult to distinguish from some subspecies of common Ursa. Desert Ursa are smaller in stature, but retain longer limbs to help keep them above hot sand. This makes them excellent long-distance runners and are the most energetic species of Ursa.

…
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…

Error*

*This is an error

…

You have (4) options

Grand Ursa - A blessed form of Ursa of a Mythical status, gifted by a watchful god. A Grand Ursa will stand head and shoulders above all ursa. Their golden fur sets them apart from all Ursa and most living beings. Empowered by godly mana, a Grand Ursa can temporarily shrug off even the mightiest of blows, while raining down wrathful judgment with each blow.

3 perks

Polar/Moon/Desert/Grand*

*Choosing Grand will cost an additional (total available) perks.

“Well,” Calon blinked slowly, and read out the options.

“It sounds like we’re being pushed to pick something specific.” Ashley frowned. “But… all your perks. How many do you have?”

“Five,” Calon grunted.

“You use them to upgrade yourself.” Ashley frowned. “I’m not–”

“Do it.” Suki shifted around where she had curled into Calon’s hip.

“This is a big decision,” Ashley protested.

“Yeah,” Suki let out a small yawn. “But you got offered a mythic class. Which will make you as powerful as Hannah.”

“But if Calon spends those five perks on Hannah, he’ll make her even more powerful as well,” Ashley pointed out.

“I still think the better option would be having two Mythic summons, master,” Suki nuzzled in close. “Rub my ears?”

Calon rolled his eyes and did just that. Running his fingers across her scalp, she began to purr softly.

“It’s hard to see her being so cute when I know her sexual appetite,” Ashley muttered.

“You haven’t lived until you’ve experienced having all three of your holes fucked right through an orgasm,” Suki grinned without opening her eyes. “Which is what I want for my birthday, Master.”

“We did that last week,” Calon pointed out.

“We worked up to it, sure,” Suki nodded, before turning slightly to get more comfortable. “But for my birthday, I just want a quick warm up. Then as much attention as you and the others can give me until I pass out from cumming so much.”

“Alright, that’s enough,” Clarissa’s sleepy voice mumbled.

Suki made a soft mewl as a green tentacle swept her out of her comfortable spot. Her pout was adorable, but Clarissa wasn’t in the mood for arguments as she bundle the neko off in a cocoon of warm slime.

“I’ve never had it in both holes at once before,” Ashley sniggered in Calon’s ear.

“Fuck’s sake,” Calon shook his head. “Back on track, please?”

Ashley let out a sigh before sitting up slightly. She glanced over at the sleeping form of Evie, curled up against Calon’s opposite side, before leaning down once more.

“It’s up to you–”

“No–”

“Calon, I’m serious,” Ashley pleaded softly. “I meant what I said, back at the river. I’ve made a mess of things. I’m not asking you to take control of my life, but decisions like this, you have a better idea than I do. So choose an option, and do what you think is best, okay?”

Calon grunted as Ashley shifted on the bed once more. Only she didn’t stop. In the quiet of the night, Ashley’s hand wrapped around Calon’s shaft once more. He’d drained it a few times that night, but the little bastard quickly rose to attention once more.

Calon swallowed nervously and froze in place as Evie moved against him. He wondered if he was about to be caught in a compromising situation caught between a mother and daughter. Evie didn’t open her eyes, though, and her breathing went back to normal. Which was when Calon’s hitched. Ashley’s tongue lapped up the underside of his cock. She wasn’t paying attention to him. Just doing what she wanted, exploring his shaft at her leisure.

Calon knew this was a ploy. She simply wanted him to make a decision. Suki had already voiced her opinion. Clarissa likely wouldn’t care. Hannah definitely wouldn’t care. Chrissy would choose whatever made them stronger as a whole, which could be argued either way, and she usually agreed with Evie. And Evie was currently–

“Is she good?” Evie whispered directly into Calon’s ear.

Calon let out a soft groan as Ashley’s lips closed around the head. She wasn’t all that skilled, but very eager, and had clearly gotten some kind of instruction. Her enthusiasm was what really did it for Calon. Ashley just wanted him to feel good, for the sake of it, and that was a huge bonus for his ego.

“It turns me on, knowing my own mother wants a piece of you,” Evie whispered.

Calon’s cock throbbed in response, and Ashley sucked him deeper into her mouth.

“I felt it, y’know?” Evie whispered. “I could feel you. How much you wanted her. How much you loved her.”

“Fuck,” Calon grunted as Ashley continued to suck.

“And I know it’s wrong, but I felt her too. How much she loved the feeling of you sliding deep inside her,” Evie continued. “She’s thinking about it right now. Whether she should climb on top of you. If it would wake me.”

“Dammit,” Calon’s hips jerked as he felt his cum boiling up from within.

“Give her what she wants,” Evie whispered. “Spend the perks and give her everything at once.”

Calon was only barely conscious of the words that escaped his lips. Ashley’s breath hitched, and he gasped in pleasure as he released into the older woman’s mouth. Ashley moaned, slurping at him, tasting and swallowing every drop, as power rushed through her body. Her body lit up, filling the tent with light. There were several yelps from the ladies still sleeping, but other than a warm buzzing, Ashley’s mouth stayed firmly wrapped around Calon’s cock.

When the light dimmed, and the ladies were sitting up in shock and confusion, Calon gulped as he stared down at the glowing golden eyes of his newest lover. Ashley took a deep breath, sucking out the last little drop of cum, before slipping his cock out of her mouth. She looked around the tent at everyone watching her and blushed.

“Sorry.”
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“Holy shit,” Calon muttered to himself.

“Well, don’t keep us waiting,” Chrissy grumped. “It smells like sex in here, and if I’m not getting it, I’d rather be asleep.”

“Sorry dear,” Ashley apologized, making the Griffon pause in shock at the implication.

Calon gave a quick explanation of what he had done, and the changes made. Ashley sat there looking stunned, while the rest of the ladies muttered their congratulations. And this time, as they lay down once more, it was Ashley who whispered in his ear.

“My daughter deserves a spanking for distracting you like that.”

Calon opened his eyes, and Evie let out a small giggle.
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“There’s a wagon coming.” Ian stepped into the healing tent.

Calon looked up as the last of the infection cleared from the child’s leg. A beastkin, resembling some sort of small mammal. If Calon had to guess, it was a bandicoot, but it didn’t matter to him. The child’s parent was extremely grateful for even being allowed in the camp. When Calon saw the condition of the child, he took them in right away.

It had been two days since Ashley’s new transformation. To Calon’s surprise, Ian had realized immediately. He had spent several minutes going between praying and trying to ask Ashley questions, as if she had some kind of control over what and how it happened. Ian had quietly come to accept that it was a one-time thing and that she would be leaving with Calon eventually. To that, he offered yet another prayer to his god and left it at that.

Life had gone back to what it was. Waiting for Sahm and Nette to return with the wagon. Which, Calon hoped, they were done doing. It wasn’t that the camp was an unpleasant place to stop. But they still had a job to do and wanted to return home as quickly as possible. Sleeping in a bundle kept them all warm as the nights grew colder, but a proper bed would be far more comfortable.

“What do we owe you?” The mother bandicoot asked.

Calon shrugged. “I don’t accept payment. Talk to Ian here. He’ll take care of it.”

Calon left the man behind to deal with the situation. Stepping out of the tent, though, Calon sighed at the warm, midday sun. The camp was actually quieter now than it was. With Calon’s help, they’d whittled down the number of sick and injured. Most of them were from nearby tribes. Coming in from the wilderness to have their ailments looked at. Others looked more like they had been in fights. Coming in with odd wounds, broken bones and other problems.

Ian had flatly refused to heal one group. Sending them off with threats that Calon felt he almost needed to back up. At least, until Ian started waving around some giant war hammer. Honestly, it looked terrifying, and Hannah made a point to keep her distance from it whenever Ian took it out.

With quick steps, Calon crossed the camp. Meeting up with Suki, who had stuck around to keep an eye on him. Chrissy was lying in a warm patch of sunlight, beside Evie, who was…. wearing very little as she lay out beside her. Calon wasn’t sure what the appeal for tan lines was, but he wasn’t sure Evie was capable of getting them, either. Either way, Chrissy was busy death-glaring at anyone who stood around watching, and Evie looked rather comfortable on the grass spot she had taken up.

Which made even more sense, as Calon saw that grass shift, showing that Evie had somehow convinced Clarissa to act as a mattress of sorts. Calon shook his head. Whatever arrangement it was, he didn’t know. Clarissa was tougher than she looked and if she was okay with it, Calon wasn’t even going to bring it up. Instead, he made his way to the road, where a familiar face nodded in appreciation as he drove up.

“Sahm,” Calon grinned. “Good to see you.”

“And you,” Sahm sighed. “Got a couple injured in the back. They were hurt out in the woods. Ambushed by something they won’t talk about. I figured it was best to get them here rather than take another trip back to Brisbane.”

“That’s fair,” Calon nodded. “Where’s Nette?”

“Back here,” the woman in question called.

“I’ll get Ian,” Suki nodded, before darting off.

Calon moved aside as Sahm parked the wagon. Rather than wait, Calon hurried around to the back, where Nette was sitting with the flap open. On the floor was a trio of beastkin. They were heavily wounded. One of them looked like Chrissy had clawed him from his lip to the middle of his stomach. His flesh was peeled, and there were bandages around his chest and stomach that were stained bright red.

Beside him was a beastkin who was staring warily at Calon. He had a crushed shoulder from the looks of things. That, and various scratches and cuts, like he’d been injured and tried to run. The final beastkin was the worst. Missing both of his legs and most of his left hand, he was sweating profusely and breathing quickly.

“Shit,” Calon swore. “We gotta get them over to Ian. This is too much for me.”

“Isn’t Suki fetching him?” Sahm called from the front.

Calon halted mid-motion and glanced back. Sure enough, the tent opened and a worried-looking Ian hurried out. Ahead of him, Calon could spot Suki’s tail, dancing around as she rushed back on all fours.

What Calon hadn’t expected was for the massive, golden bear to push out of the tent flap. He’d seen Ashley in her battle form, but only the once. Seeing her march out just as she was had Calon pause in confusion. She looked angry as she huffed and strode over. Her appearance roused Chrissy, who gave Evie a smack on the hip. The two of them got up, as Clarissa reformed. Even Hannah appeared, stepping out into the sunlight with a squint, before hurrying over in Ashley’s wake.

“What?” Calon asked as Suki slid to a stop.

“What do you mean…” Suki sniffed the air.

“Suki–”

“Where are they?” She snarled.

Calon frowned, before looking into the back of the wagons at the three injured beastkin. The only one sitting up suddenly looked wary as he spotted everyone rushing over.

“What’s going–”

“It was them,” Suki hissed as she bared her teeth.

“Them?” Calon frowned before freezing in place. Calon turned and saw the most conscious beastkin was now trying to push himself to the front of the wagon, getting as far away as possible.

“What is this?” Ian frowned as he arrived alongside Ashley, who sniffed loudly and bared her teeth in anger.

“If I’m not mistaken, we’ve found our murdering rapists,” Hannah whispered softly as she wafted through the front entrance of the wagon, making the beastkin yelp and moan in pain as he jostled himself.

“Murder?” Ian froze. “Rape?”

“Two teens,” Calon narrowed his eyes. “A beastkin girl, kangaroo, with a human lover. They were making a small hut in the trees near their hometown and went missing. We found them. She’d been raped before having her throat cut. He was tied to a tree nearby like they’d made him watch.”

“It wasn’t me,” the beastkin began to plead.

“Detect Lie,” Ian cast a small spell. “I have to say, it’s nice to not need components. Now, say that again.”

The beastkin froze and clammed up. Hannah hissed and summoned a tendril of darkness to wrap around his shoulder.

“Gaah!” the beastkin wailed.

“Speak, fool,” Hannah hissed.

“IT WASN’T ME!”

“WHAT, wasn’t you?” Ian snarled.

“I didn’t do it!” The beastkin pleaded. “I didn’t touch her.”

Ian’s face darkened and Suki yowled in her throat. “Drag them out.”

Calon reached in as the talker began to wail. Hannah was the first to react, lifting him by his injured arm and tossing him bodily out of the wagon. Sahm and Nette stood by, shocked and unsure of what to do. Calon ignored them as he gripped the leg of the clawed beastkin and dragged him out as well. The final one, missing limbs, was tossed out by Hannah, who snarled deep in her throat.

“All of you step back,” Ian ordered.

“What are you going to do?” Sahm asked. “These three are criminals, they will face justice⁠—”

“They will face my justice,” Ian snarled. Anger twisted the many scars upon his face into a macabre caricature, yet, instead of making him grotesque, it made him almost noble. “Normally, I would offer them the choice for atonement, but I cannot forgive murder and rape of the young.”

“Please!” the beastkin speaker begged.

“Mercy,” the badly clawed one tried to hold up his hands.

The one missing limbs could barely open their eyes as Ian raised his hand. “Sacred Flame!”

They only screamed for a moment. Calon swept Suki up into his arms and pulled back, as the rest of them did the same. Hannah hissed in discomfort, shooting away to take cover behind the wagon. The flames weren’t just hot, but bright, too. Even in the daylight, it was like staring into the sun. Sahm pulled Nette back, and Calon grouped with his ladies as Ian stood as a bulwark above the impossibly hot flames.

When the spell ended, Ian was huffing. Not with exertion, but with unbridled rage. His shoulders flexed, and he lowered his hand before bowing his head in prayer.

“May they seek atonement in eternal damnation.”
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“It was for the best,” Nette nodded slowly.

“Still should have brought them in. That was no trial,” Sahm sighed, before shrugging at the looks he was being given. “I have a job to do. I know objectively they were the ones we were looking for, but that doesn’t change the fact we should have had them arrested. Then if they were found guilty, I’d have no problems having them burned in… sacred flames.”

When all was said and done. There wasn’t anything left. Scorched earth and a part of smoldering pile. Not even their bones had survived the flames. Ian had spent the next few hours assuring those at the camp he meant them no harm. Sahm had to intervene as well, speaking up for the man and going as far as explaining exactly what had happened and why. If anything, there were a few admiring looks after that.

Which was odd. Ian was a heavily scarred man with mismatched features. It gave him a patchwork, unfinished look. A kind man, but uncomely all the same. He seemed a little flustered by all the attention he was suddenly getting. Ingrid shot him an amused grin she went back to doing whatever it was she actually did.

Which left Calon and the others packing to leave once more. Their exit had gone relatively unnoticed. Ian had given them a wave as Calon cracked the reins. Ingrid had brought them some food. Leftovers from another roast the evening before. It would spoil before they ate it all. Or at least that was the excuse Ingrid gave when she handed it over.

Which left their group slowly trundling north once more.

“Fuck ‘em,” Chrissy pranced alongside the wagon. “They were scum. The worst of the worst. Letting them live long enough to be healed and dragged in for questioning was a mercy they didn’t deserve.”

“It’s not that–”

“Shut it, Sahm,” Nette nudged him. “I get it. I do, but this happened and we can either agree it was for the best, or you can head back there and try to arrest him.”

Calon frowned for a moment, before looking over at the magistrate representative who was once again on his horse. To Calon’s relief, Sahm let out a sigh and shook his head. “It’d never stick, even if I did. They’d hardly slap his wrists for killing beastkin and probably reward him after it came out what they’d done.”

“Exactly,” Nette smiled in relief. “So put it out of your mind, and think about what it is we’re doing next.”

“Right now, we need to be watching the road,” Sahm muttered, before looking over at Calon. “This is far enough north that things are getting messy. From here on out, there’s a chance we’ll bump into beastkin patrols, raiders or… gods knows what else.”

“Fuck,” Chrissy snorted, before jogging ahead.

Calon watched with an appreciative grin as she opened her wings and gave them a beat. Moments later, she was rising into the sky, climbing steadily as she went back to her usual job of scouting.

“Yeah, was gonna ask about that,” Sahm nodded. “For now, we’re looking for our people. I suspect that wherever they’re being held, likely the church members are with them.”

“Or they’re dead,” Hannah’s voice called from inside the wagon.

“Be nice,” Evie chided her.

“What if it’s a conspiracy?” Clarissa called out. “They could be in league with aliens!”

“What on earth is an alien?” Sahm frowned.

“Doesn’t matter,” Calon called, before shaking his head. “And it doesn’t matter. We’re not the ones investigating. We’re just following Sahm.”

“Right,” Sahm nodded. “So on that. We need to be on the lookout. Listen to people, conversations, maybe see if you can send one of your girls to talk to the beastkin. They’ll trust your girls more than they’ll trust me.”

“If they’re capturing members of the magistrate, maybe they’ll just try that,” Calon pointed out.

“They might,” Sahm nodded. “But the people who have escaped from those attempts describe it as an attack.”

“Oh,” Calon frowned. “Not ideal.”

“Especially not for us,” Sahm muttered. “I know your girls can respawn. Nette, you and I are another matter.”

“And the horse,” Calon smirked at the backside of the reliable beast.

“What about unusual smells?” Ashley asked.

Calon frowned while Sahm turned to the wagon. “What kind of smells?”

“If I’m not mistaken,” Ashley poked her head out of the flap over Calon’s shoulder. “I can smell Neko.”

“You can?” Suki perked up. “Wow, your nose must be sensitive.”

“It’s old,” Ashley frowned and sniffed the air. “But there’s definitely been Neko around here. Neko, that aren’t Suki,” she added.

Calon saw the look on Sahm’s face. He was confused by the information. But Calon let out a gasp. “The priest.”

“Holy shit,” Evie spat, as she came to the same conclusion.

“What?” Sahm asked.

“The priest wanted Suki–”

“Mother fucker can’t have me,” Suki pouted.

“No, no,” Calon shook his head, while pulling Suki close against his side. “That’s not what I mean. He was real desperate to have her. That’s what caused this whole thing. They attacked us on the beach because of it, then showed up at the farm. They really wanted Suki.”

“That’s a bit of a coincidence,” Nette muttered darkly.

“You think you can track the scent?” Sahm asked Ashley.

The Grand Ursa shook her head. “I don’t know. Right now, I don’t think so. But if we got closer to a more recent trail, then… maybe?”

“I think we have our direction then,” Sahm joked.

“Next stop, North Pine,” Calon nodded.


Chapter Fifteen




Calon eyed the patrol warily. Beastkin. Almost a dozen of them. They stepped out of the trees as Calon approached the town of North Pine. Only to hesitate as they took in the sight of all of Calon’s summons. Their eyes narrowed, almost like they wanted something. Only to hold back and press themselves into the trees once more. They didn’t go far. Remaining at the edge to watch. Calon was sure their intention was to make sure he knew they were watching, too.

Only for Hannah’s ghostly form to waft over them. Chilling the beastkin to the bone as she chuckled and drifted by. Calon smirked as they ducked, and a few of them even ran further into the trees. Hannah hadn’t harmed any of them, though. Just an uncomfortable chill that would take a few minutes to recover from.

Calon paid them no further mind as the dark-skinned woman drifted back to the wagon and settled on the step beside him. Up above, Chrissy and Suki were patrolling again. It was how Calon knew they were there at all. Chrissy had spotted them ahead and circled the area high above. Nobody watching the roads was looking up, so it was easy for Chrissy to loiter and make sure Calon knew what to look for.

“They won’t be much of a problem,” Hannah whispered as she leaned against her summoner.

“You don’t think they’ll go back and warn their friends about us?” Calon asked.

“I think that’s exactly what they’ll do,” Hannah smiled. “Which is why I don’t think it’ll be a problem.”

“I wish I could be so optimistic,” Calon shook his head. “So far, we’ve had a bad run of things outside of the few friendly towns.”

“You met me outside those towns,” Hannah pointed out.

“And if I was less polite than I was, you’d have killed me, wouldn’t you?” Calon turned and looked the nightmare in the eye.

Hannah sighed and nodded. “None of us are perfect.”

That earned a laugh from Calon and the few of his ladies still in the back. Secretly, though. This turn of events was a welcome one. The travelers and merchants that were following in Calon’s wake were still with them. Some had tried to move on, like the irate couple that had been attacked. Others had gone back. Neither seemed a great idea. There were more than a few empty and broken wagons dumped beside the road. Some might have been in working condition if you changed a wheel and hitched a fresh horse. Others were destroyed entirely, looking like they’d been chopped up for firewood.

The people here might be a little friendlier to outsiders, but their roads were not. It was strange in comparison to the trip south. Those roads had been quiet for the most part. With unfriendly faces at each stop.

The sound of an approaching horse caught Calon’s attention. He glanced over his shoulder and watched Sahm coming up alongside the wagon.

“You saw them?”

“We did,” Calon nodded. “Hannah says they’re not a problem.”

“Just a lookout, I think,” Sahm muttered. “If it were just one wagon, and without your girls, maybe. But they’re not willing to risk a confrontation of this size.”

“You think they’re the ones responsible for all the attacks?” Calon asked.

“Maybe,” Sahm frowned. “Some of them, at least. They weren’t just out here watching the road out of boredom.”

Calon nodded but didn’t offer anything else. They weren’t here for the random patrols. At least Calon didn’t think so. They were looking for missing people. The two might be related, but without proof, Sahm wasn’t willing to force the issue. Instead, they continued rolling into North Pine. The traders and travelers moved in, parking up and starting their business with a bunch of relieved smiles. Many of them cast grateful looks towards Calon and his wagon, while others were more interested in his women.

Something Calon did notice as he glanced around, was the sheer number of beastkin. Bald Hills had a much heavier population of beastkin, but North Pine, they were the clear majority. Almost the complete opposite of the south. More than that, the humans walking around didn’t do so looking any better off than the beastkin. There was still an obvious wealth distribution. But it wasn’t unanimously the beastkin that looked rundown and dirty. Then again, even the poor here didn’t look terribly run down. A patched shirt and dirty hands were the sign of a laborer, not a beggar. Considering the gold rush in this time period, it was likely a large shakeup for the working class. At least, from what Calon could tell.

“Calon,” Ashley called from inside the wagon. “I can smell the nekos in this town.”

“Are they more recent than down near Ian’s camp?” Calon asked.

“Much more recently,” Ashley confirmed as she pulled the flap open to speak to Calon directly. “I’m still getting used to how my nose works, but if I had to guess, they were here this morning. Maybe last night.”

Calon nodded and looked around. North Pine wasn’t the biggest of places. But they were well set up. There were traders, workshops and everything a small town might need. But there was more than that as well. The old North Pine hotel was up and running. It looked pretty new and was right across the street from the local sheriff’s office. This was a place to rest for those heading to the gold fields at Gympie. And Calon didn’t think it was a consequence that there were nekos nearby.

“You look like there’s something on your mind,” Nette’s voice cut through the sound of the nearby street.

Calon turned and shot the archer a smile. “More or less, yeah.”

“Sahm says we’ll stay here tonight, and continue north in the morning,” Nette sighed. “I might have insisted. Since the hotel is here. This’ll be the last chance any of us get for a hot bath.”

Calon nodded slowly. Then wondered if this was going to be like the brothel in Brisbane.
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It was not.

Not even a little. This place was set up like some grandma’s house. They came in, paid for their rooms and were told when dinner was going to be ready. The only problem was that there was only one room available to them. Sahm, ever the gentleman, rolled his eyes and opted to sleep out in the wagon. Nette muttered something and went after him. While Calon and the ladies took the last room indoors.

What Sahm and Nette could take advantage of was the baths and meals. It took a while. Pumping all the water they’d need, warming it on a stove and then carrying it up to the room on the second floor to put into the bath. To everyone’s delight, but Calon’s, he was to be last. There was talk, mostly from Suki, about sharing a bath. That ended up being the goal, though not with Calon. There was no doubt whoever ended up sharing a bath with him would lead to more. Instead, Calon was left seated out on the verandah surrounding the top floor of the hotel. Listening to the giggling and occasional moans from his lovers taking their turn to bathe each other.

“Surprised you’re not in there with them,” Nette smiled.

Calon looked over and saw the pleading expression on her face. The night was getting on and they were still figuring out their next steps.

“It was decided that if I was in there, they’d get up to too much mischief. Rather than risk one of them missing out, they decided to put me out here until they were done.”

“Oh,” Nette nodded. “I see. Listen, you don’t–”

The door opened, and Hannah leaned out with a predatory grin. “Nette, dear, you’ve been summoned.”

“Ahh–”

“Come on, Nette!” Evie’s laugh came from within. “We’re about to add fresh water!”

Nette glanced at Calon, who gave a small shrug. “I’m fine, really.”

“Right,” Nette nodded, then slipped into the room.

Hannah gave Calon a wink. That didn’t make him feel any more assured about the woman. Before closing the door behind her as she too rejoined the others. Calon shook his head and looked out across the town. Most of the buildings here were only single story. The trees sprung up between them, providing ample shade and cover for those staying within the town’s limits. There were plenty of small cook fires dotted about from all the travelers who’d come in and hadn’t taken a room at the hotel.

Soft music played from somewhere. A quiet fiddle and a makeshift drum to keep the beat. Laughter to go with a few drinks. Calon leaned back in the chair by the railing and closed his eyes.

It was Suki’s soft fur that roused Calon shortly after. The music had stopped and the giggling from inside had quietened down. Which was when Calon felt a small tug on his belt. Opening his eyes, he glanced down into the wide, feline eyes of a neko that was most certainly not Suki. And clutched in her paws were a small knife and Calon’s coin pouch.

“HEY!”

“NYAH!” The neko recoiled. And vanished.

Calon blinked before he heard a soft thump. Looking over the balcony, he spotted her reappear. The neko with his pouch. She held it up like a prize and let out a shrill giggle.

“THIEF!” Calon shouted, before running for the stairs.

He heard doors open behind him, but was in no mood to stop and explain. Calon reached the stairs and rushed down to the ground level.

“What’s going on?” one of the staff called after him.

“Thieving neko!” Calon called as he burst out the front door.

The neko was heading north. Following the road and Calon was a long way behind her. He broke out in a run, tearing off after the neko. Several people who had heard the shout stuck heads of windows. A few stepped out from the camps to watch.

“STOP THE NEKO!” Calon pointed at his target, who giggled madly as she continued to run.

Calon didn’t know what he was going to do. Part of him wanted to catch up, the other part of him wanted to transform. He reached the town limit and spotted the neko dart off into the trees. Calon slid to a halt beside the road, staring at the spot where she vanished and let out a snarl of anger.

“Thieving fucking thing!” Calon snarled and turned.

“Well, that’s not very nice,” a second neko crossed her arms.

“Not nice at all,” said a third, stepping out of the trees.

Calon glared at them. “Alright, what do you three want?”

“Three?” said yet a fourth neko, coming out with the thief still clutching Calon’s purse.

“Told you. He was easy,” the thief giggled.

“Perhaps,” Hannah’s cold voice broke the atmosphere as mist washed out of the trees. “Little kitties, little kitties. What have you gotten yourself into now?”

“Nightmare,” one of them, the one that spoke first from behind him, stood frozen in place.

“See, Master,” Hannah’s eyes glinted in amusement. “This is how you’re supposed to react when they see me.”

“Is this really the time and place for this?” Calon asked.

“Oh, I’m just keeping them occupied while the others catch up,” Hannah chuckled darkly.

“I’m sorry!” the thief began to whimper. “I didn’t know!”

Calon could hear the rest of his ladies coming. The neko’s looked utterly terrified. All four of them were trembling, their tails fluffed out, and Calon was second guessing the situation here.

“Hannah?” Calon called. “Can you tone it down a little?”

“Excuse me?” Hannah growled.

The neko’s mewled in fright, and Calon let out a sigh. “Hannah, you’re terrifying. I know it, they know it, everyone knows it. Now tone it down. Terrifying them isn’t going to help anything.”

To show his sincerity, Calon walked over to the closest neko and reached out a hand. She looked frightened as he reached towards the top of her head, only to let out a soft whimper as his fingers brushed across her ears. The soft mewl that escaped her lips made Calon smile.

“You don’t think–”

“Hannah,” Calon sighed.

“You’re serious?” Hannah sounded affronted.

“You catch more flies with honey than vinegar,” Calon chimed.

Hannah’s form wavered for a moment. Before she let out a sigh. The mist began to retract, and Calon smiled in relief as the neko in front of him let out a small purr of delight.

“NOW!”

Calon yelped as she ducked, sweeping up a handful of dirt in her paw, before flinging it into his face. Blinded, confused and slightly pissed off, he didn’t see the neko’s scatter. But he could hear them laughing as they ran off in all directions.

“Fuck!” Calon tried to blink.

“Oh, noooo,” Hannah whined. “They’re cute little nekos. They’re harmless. How about we go rub their ears and make them happy after THEY ROBBED YOU!”

“Mother fucking what?” Suki’s voice snarled.

“What’s wrong with his eyes?” Ashley cut in.

“Dirt,” Calon muttered.

“I have him.” Clarissa’s slime smacked him in the face. Calon blanched slightly as the slime forced its way beneath his eyelids. It was something he wasn’t prepared for, but it worked and when she pulled back, Calon was squinting and uncomfortable, but clean.

“Great, he can see now?” Suki asked.

“Ah,” Calon blinked. “Yeah. I can.”

“Great.” Suki nodded, before taking his hand. The one that he’d used to rub the other neko’s ears. And bit him.

“FUCK!” Calon yelped as Suki let out an angry feline snarl.

“YOU PET THE BITCH?”

“Yes?”

“Seriously?” Chrissy spoke up.

“I thought they were scared!” Calon protested.

“They played you for a fool,” Hannah coughed.

“I don’t care about that!” Suki snarled. “You touched her ears!”

Calon gaped for a moment, then sighed. “I’m sorry, I didn’t think.”

Suki opened her mouth, then closed it again. “I’m still mad at you,” she hissed. “But I want to cut a bitch first.”

“Think we can catch them?” Chrissy asked.

“Not likely,” Hannah sighed. “I had them, only because they were here. On the run, though, is another matter.”

Calon looked at his hand, seeing the puncture marks from Suki’s bite. He was about to heal it when he saw Suki’s scowl and quickly abandoned the idea. She really was mad at him. Even the others looked like they understood, which meant it wasn’t just that he’d upset her. Something about touching another neko’s ears was a serious thing.
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“She seems… agitated,” Sahm muttered.

“That’s an understatement,” Calon sighed.

Suki ignored them as she walked along, pulling at her lead like an untrained pup. It would be almost comical, except she usually walked like a dignified princess when he had her leashed.

The morning after the neko incident, Calon woke up to Suki sleeping at the foot of the bed. That wasn’t entirely unheard of to end up there. Especially on a fun night when she was set aside by one of the ladies after she’d taken her turn. Since waking though, she’d hardly said a word to anyone. Just dressing, eating and handing Calon her leash before leading the way into the trees to track the nekos.

Sahm had given the approval. The theft wasn’t huge. Calon didn’t carry all his wealth in one place. But it was enough for the magistrate to become involved. And with everything else, it may end up interconnected with the missing people. There was enough activity around Ian’s camp to know that there were conflicts going on. Someone was fighting something, and the magistrate needed to know what that was. Calon just hoped they’d get the priests back and be done with the church at the same time.

So through the trees they went. Chrissy, as usual, was flying high above. On her back was Evie. With Calon were Sahm and Nette, along with the remainder of Calon’s ladies. Clarissa, Ashley and Hannah in her humanoid form, with Suki leading the way. They had originally thought that Ashley would do that, but the trail was fresh enough not to need her more sensitive nose and… Well, Suki was rather forceful with what she wanted right now.

“Suki, c’mon, this has got to be uncomfortable for you,” Calon tried to get her to stop pulling on the leash.

“Oh, I’m sorry Calon, I wasn’t sure you cared,” Suki whirled around.

Calon froze. The look of hurt on her face made him wince. He really didn’t understand the depth of what he’d done. But clearly, it was far more serious than he’d thought. She wasn’t even calling him Master.

“NO!” Suki growled as Calon stepped up.

He ignored her. Keeping a tight hold of her leash, she couldn’t pull away as Calon bent down and grabbed her.

“No!” she snarled. “You touched that bitch’s ears!”

“I know,” Calon hugged her close. “And I’m sorry!”

“Not yet, you aren’t!” Suki struggled. “Let me go! I’ll find her! Fucking cut her head off and I’ll chew her fucking ears up and shit them out!”

“No, you won’t,” Calon tightened his grip on the struggling neko.

“Calon, I will fucking bite you!”

“Do it,” Calon muttered. “I fucked up. That’s on me. You have every right to be–YAAAH!” Calon winced as her teeth clamped down on his ear.

“Dat em-uff?” Suki mumbled between her teeth.

Calon took a deep breath and held Suki even closer. “I’m sorry Suki.”

Ten claws dug into his shoulders and Calon resigned himself to the sensation of having his shirt torn to shreds while he wore them. Only for Suki to let out a quivering sob. Her teeth came free of his ear, and she buried her face into the crook of his neck.

“I’M SORRY!” She yowled.

Calon sighed in relief as he held his neko. She sobbed quietly, and Calon took a few steps off into the trees for privacy. The whole way, Calon held her close, rubbing her back since he couldn’t quite reach her ears.

“No, no, Suki,” Calon whispered. “I’m sorry. I didn’t even think. I just saw a neko, who looked scared like you did. And without thinking, I wanted to calm her down. She wasn’t you. I didn’t think she was you. I just know how much you loved your ears being rubbed and thought this other neko would as well.”

“Fucking. Cunt!” Suki snarled.

“She tricked me, yes,” Calon nodded. “But it was still me that did it. And me, that’s apologizing.”

“I’m sorry Master,” Suki shifted her head to rub against his jaw. “I’m sorry I bit you.”

“I can heal it,” Calon smiled as he shifted Suki so he was holding her in front of him. It was a little awkward. She was the smallest of his lovers, but that didn’t make her light enough to carry around for long. “What I need right now is for you to tell me how I can make it up to you?”

“Never touch another neko’s ears,” Suki demanded.

“Done,” Calon smiled. “I won’t make that mistake again.”

“I want a new collar,” she continued. “A pretty one.”

“Okay,” Calon grinned. He’d already gotten her a nice one, but maybe something with jewelry in it would be better.

“And a matching leash,” Suki nodded.

“Yes, to all of it,” Calon smiled.

“I want you to buy a nice oil. The kind that makes my fur soft,” she said, nodding to herself as she thought about it. “I want you to take me somewhere nice. Rub it into me from head to toe, then brush it through so I’m really, really soft.”

“I’d do that anyway–”

“Then I want you to punish me for biting you.”

Calon stopped. “But–”

“I bit you, master. I made you bleed. You didn’t even heal your hand yet, and then I just bit your ear.”

“I kinda deserved–”

“Nuh uh,” Suki shook her head. “That’s domestic violence.”

“Seriously?” Calon shook his head.

“I’m not kidding master,” Suki frowned. “I bit you. I’m a bad kitty.”

“And you’re forgiven,” Calon replied immediately. “Look, I’ll even heal it now.”

“That doesn’t change it,” Suki protested. “I bit you. You need to punish me.”

Calon sighed. “And how do you want to be punished?”

Suki chewed her lip. Then laid out her idea.
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“We’re getting close,” Ashley spoke up.

Calon nodded. Suki still led the way. Despite their little talk, her emotions were still high. Calon had spent a bit of mana healing up and had recovered during the walk. Sahm was just happy that Calon and Suki were back on track. She was still leashed, but not pulling like she was. The rest of their group was far more relaxed. Or at least they were until Ashley spoke up.

“What can you tell us?” Calon asked.

“It’s a camp,” Ashley frowned. “Think I can smell their latrine.”

“Great,” Calon muttered.

“Not the first time,” Suki confirmed.

Calon saw the question in Ashley’s eyes and shrugged. “Bandit camp. Was actually near the farm. We found it by tracking the smell then, too.”

“Charming,” Ashley grimaced.

Suki led the way, directed at first by Ashley. It wasn’t long before Suki could smell the latrine as well. Between the two of them, they were certain that this was the direction the Neko’s went as well. Calon had no reason to disagree. The only thing that had him worried, was Chrissy and Evie high above. Calon couldn’t see them, but he was certain they were there. And whatever they were running into, Calon just hoped they wouldn’t be shot down. He’d revived Chrissy once, and that was one more than he ever wanted to again.

So it was a complete surprise when Suki suddenly came to a halt. She held up a hand, stalling any questions, before suddenly vanishing from view. There was a feline yowl and Calon listened as the two neko tore through the trees.

“GO!” Calon shouted and rushed after them.

“God, with the running!” Clarissa whined as she hurried after them.

They charged through the trees and broke out into a clearing. It was a tidy little camp. A pair of tents, a space for a fire and four nekos. One of which was under Suki, thrashing about as Suki tried to pin her down.

“Get her off me!” the neko shouted.

Before Chrissy swept two of them off the ground. It was excellent timing. Evie, brought to the ground, slipped off Chrissy’s back. She hit the third neko, taking her down in a heap to absorb all her own momentum. Chrissy went back up, holding the pair of struggling neko, leaving the rest of them to deal with just the two remaining.

“Hold up!” A voice shouted. “What’s going on?”

“Imma kill this fucking bitch!” Suki snarled.

Calon whirled around as a middle-aged man hurried into view. He was doing up his pants, clearly using that latrine that Ashley had picked up. He looked over the camp and threw up a hand at the neko under Suki.

“Buff!”

Calon froze. Before throwing his own hand up. “BUFF!”

The double strength punch thrown at Suki’s head was met with Suki’s double strength headbutt. The two neko smashed apart, with Suki falling aside, as the other neko’s nose popped horribly.

“Kit!” the man yelped and turned to Calon. “Bers–”

ROOOOAR!

The thunderous roar of Ashley shifting cut the man off before his power could activate. She was glowing golden and towering over them all. Hannah chose the moment to react, creating mist as she hovered over the camp, while Sahm and Nette prepared. Not to be outdone, Clarissa reached out a green limb and snagged the neko with the broken nose and yanked her over, to keep her close.

Calon, seeing the situation firmly in their favor, rushed over to Suki, who was groaning as she held her head.

“Heal,” he cast on her.

Suki let out a soft moan before smiling. “Thanks Master.”

“Alright!” the man shouted. “Alright, please! She’s hurt!”

Calon turned and saw him. He looked like he was somewhere between throwing a punch and breaking down in tears. The other neko, trapped in Clarissa’s twisted limb, was mewling softly as she snorted blood and spit.

“Whatever they’ve done,” he called, as he wrung his hands. “I’ll fix it, I swear. Just… don’t hurt my kitties?”

“You’re a summoner?” Calon asked to confirm.

The man turned and gave Calon an exasperated sigh. “Obviously! Look… You’ve won, where… Oh shit,” he looked up, seeing Chrissy circling above. “What happened?” He tried. “What did we do?”

“Bitch got her ears rubbed,” Suki spat at the one in Clarissa’s arms.

The man frowned, then turned to Calon. “You rubbed my Kit’s ears?”

“If you’re about to do anything stupid,” Hannah whispered. “I’d rethink it.”

“We’ve…. already had this discussion.” Calon held up his hands. “I’m not from this world. The only neko I’ve ever met is my Suki.”

The man narrowed his eyes. “So you’re not here to kill me or something?”

“No,” Calon admitted.

“Your summons committed theft,” Sahm called out. “We tracked them back here.”

The man grimaced and shook his head. “Look, I can fix it. I’m sure their stash is here somewhere. Just… let me heal her. Please?”

Calon glanced at Sahm. He didn’t seem interested in answering right now. He was leaving it for Calon to decide. Thinking about the last time he gave the neko’s the benefit of the doubt made him wary. But…

“Anyone struggles, kill them,” Calon snorted.

“They won’t,” the man promised.

“Great, because I gave them the benefit of the doubt last night when they cut my coin pouch, and Kit,” he gestured to the injured neko. “Literally threw dirt in my face before running off.”

“I’ll punish her severely,” the man promised.

And just the way he said it. Suddenly, Calon had to wonder if they understood one another far better than Calon wanted to admit.


Chapter Sixteen




Calon sat by the fire. Temithin, the summoner, looked extremely nervous as he gathered his nekos together. They fawned over him. Purring, rubbing and lightly clawing at him as he tended to their injuries. Apart from Kit, the one Suki had taken down, the rest were unharmed. Just a tad roughed up. All the attention, though, was getting to Suki. She was literally sitting in Calon’s lap, growling softly as she nuzzled into his shoulder.

The fact she was glancing over her shoulder to check on how things were going was the exasperating part. Suki was affectionate, sure. But Calon wasn’t entirely convinced she was watching for his benefit, or as some kind of neko dominance display. Knowing Suki, it was likely a mixture of both, since she preened every time he moved and provided him with every opportunity to touch her whenever his arms shifted.

Other than the mewling nekos, and the cooing summoner, things were quiet. Clarissa sat in a puddle nearby. Hannah stalked slowly through the trees, keeping to the shade as best she could. Evie and Chrissy were standing on either side, ready to pounce should anything go wrong. While Ashley stood at Calon’s back, ready to grab him and haul ass if something went wrong. Sahm and Nette were off to one side, waiting for the summoner to finish healing and fussing over his nekos.

“Alright, alright,” Temithin couldn’t help but smile as each of his nekos clustered around and offered their heads to rub.

Suki huffed and gave Calon a nudge with her chin. Calon rolled his eyes, but returned the favor, rubbing her ears just the same.

“Now, all of you on your best behavior,” Temithin warned them. “They’re from the magistrate, and they can make life difficult for us if you cause problems.”

“We could run,” Kit, who seemed to be the most senior of the nekos suggested.

“You could run,” Temithin nodded. “But it’s not likely I’d make it more than three steps before they caught me. And if they catch me, they’ll get all of you as well. So be good kitties and maybe they’ll put us all in the same place?”

Calon grimaced. That wasn’t something he wanted to think about. Depending on how things went, it might actually be possible for him to be jailed. His nekos wouldn’t like that. Calon shuddered at the thought of being separated from his lovers, and this summoner, unlike Sheriff Goodman, seemed to be the pleasant sort. Calon couldn’t imagine a neko, nor a group of four like that, being that good at pretending to adore the man.

“An arrest may not be likely,” Sahm called softly. “If that’s what you’re worried about.”

“It is,” the man nodded. “If you’re here with another summoner, that means things have gone even worse than I suspected.”

“What have I got to do with it?” Calon asked.

Temithin frowned. “You’re not here to put down, Joan?”

Calon looked over at Sahm and saw the frown on the man’s face. Then let out a soft sigh. “We’re here investigating a few things. Violence has been cropping up, people are missing. Murders, rapes and…” Calon shuddered.

“Yeah, I figured as much,” Temithin nodded. “That’s why I left. The heat was getting too much. My…” he winced, then let out a sigh. “My nekos make good thieves, but they’re not much for fighting.”

“Left?” Sahm stepped closer. “Left what?”

Temithin knew where this was going, and from his expression had decided that honesty was the best way to deal with this.

“I was recruited by a woman, going by Joan,” he muttered. “She starts off nice. Says the right things, gives you good feels. She offered me a summoning stone, and that’s what got me Kit here.” he rubbed the neko’s ears.
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“Temithin, how are things settling in?” Joan asked as she approached the happy couple by the fire.

“Great,” Temithin smiled. “Kit’s really settling in, isn’t that right?”

“Right,” the neko bounced enthusiastically as she chewed a piece of meat, plucked from her summoner’s plate.

“I’m glad you’re both settling in. Which brings me to an interesting point,” she smiled. “I need a hand for a bit of a job.”

“There’s a caravan coming?” Temithin asked nervously.

“That’s right,” Joan grinned. “And with your neko here, hopefully, we can get what we’re after without having to expose ourselves.”

Temithin nodded slowly before looking at Kit. She was all smiles. They’d discussed already what the goal was. The gold fields in the nearby town of Gympie were rich and made people and beastkin alike very wealthy. The problem was that not everyone was happy about the beastkin taking a slice of the pie, so to speak. It was getting harder and harder for the beastkin to find sellers for the gold, and more and more difficult for them to acquire licenses to start new digs.

That’s when the church got involved. They were buying land rights and employing the beastkin for a share of what they dug up. The beastkin found the gold, brought it up where the church cleaned and collected it, before shipping it away for inspection. What they were paid was determined by the church after the fact, and was clearly a smaller amount than they were originally told.

When the beastkin acted up, the church sent in hired thugs to round up the beastkin. Captured, chained and whipped, they conducted their own trials away from the magistrate’s notice. The beastkin, found guilty, were sent back to the digs and forced to work off inflated debts.

That’s where Joan came in. She’d seen the crimes with her own eyes. Saw the treatment of the beastkin. Rather than turn a blind eye to it, she decided to help. She started by trying to free the beastkin. Attacking the digs, cutting locks and freeing the workers. Only for them to refuse to leave. The church took their families and added their care to the worker’s debts. Those families had children, elderly and sometimes the infirm. Making it almost impossible to free both the families and the beastkin workers. There wasn’t an easy way to move that many people who couldn’t or wouldn’t fight without taking significant losses.

So Joan turned to the next best thing and hit the wagons laden with gold. The first few attacks went well. As a summoner herself, she brought in a pair of orcs who stepped out onto the road with weapons drawn. She sat back with a crossbow and made a point of anyone trying to use magic. Then it was a simple snatch and grab. Take what they can and run. The gold was used to feed and house those they could.

Until things went wrong. Temithin was the first on her payroll. When the wagons started moving with guards. Extra wagons to disguise the gold while hiding even more men willing to fight for it. In the end, Joan started taking too many losses. Being able to respawn her summons didn’t take away the memory of dying. So, rather than risk losses with confrontations, she turned to an alternative and sent Temithin in first.

“Ready?” Joan asked.

Temithin nodded nervously, before glancing up into the treetops. From their vantage point, Kit was easy to spot. Hanging from an overhead branch, she waited to hear the thump from the narrow ditch in the road. They’d timed it perfectly, for the echoing thud of the wooden carriage and the release of the branch. Followed by the thud of the second set of wheels as Kit landed on top of the wagon.

The neko checked the wagon over. Before, using her ability, Blink, to move down the line of wagons. Until finally she found the one that contained the gold. Using another blink, she entered the wagon, and then blinked free with as much gold as she could carry, vanishing into the trees to await Temithin and Joan, who stood by in case something went wrong.
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“So what went wrong?” Sahm asked.

“Nothing at first,” Temithin muttered angrily. “She found me another summoning stone. I took on some odd jobs that we found and… One of them was a disappearance.”

“Neko’s are good trackers,” Calon nodded.

“We’re the fucking best,” one of Temithin’s as yet unnamed neko’s growled cutely, making Suki hiss softly in return.

“It was the first time we thought something was wrong,” Temithin sighed. “By all accounts, they’d gotten word from someone, gotten up and left. Never to be seen again. The thought was that a yowie or something…” he glanced at Hannah as she stepped through the trees. “Well, we thought something was eating people in the night.”

“What was it?”

Temithin sighed. “It was Joan. She was looking for more summoners. Like me. She didn’t have the level for a fresh summon and summoner stones weren’t as common as you’d think. People didn’t like to talk about them. Nobody liked summoners.”

“Tell me about it,” Calon muttered.

Temithin nodded in agreement. “People don’t stay quiet for long. She’d go through the camps at the mines. Listening out for gossip and every now and then, she’d find someone who had a stone. The ones going missing were the ones who wouldn’t help her. Either by using the summoning stone themselves to have a summon that would help them dig, or by refusing to hand over the stone they found. So she didn’t let them leave.”

“Let me guess, she’s the one interfering with the magistrate?” Sahm asked. “Wanting to hide her crimes?”

“No,” Temithin shook his head. “When I found out about the missing people, I started keeping an eye on her. She’s got a dozen people working for her, and getting close wasn’t easy. That’s when I found out she had started capturing priests and extorting money from the church for their safe return.”

“That explains how the church knew she wasn’t killing them,” Nette sighed.

“What about the magistrate?” Sahm asked. “We’re missing people too.”

“That… that’s probably the church,” Temithin sighed. “They didn’t hire the magistrate, did they?”

“No,” Calon grunted. “They hired me. But I owed the chief magistrate a favor, and he sent me along with Sahm here since he was coming up to investigate.”

“Not sure if that’s better or worse,” Temithin muttered.

“How so?” Calon asked.

Temithin licked his lips and shifted slightly. “Because if the church has a way to find you, then you’ve led them to me.”

“That guy was really interested in getting his hands on a neko,” Evie grunted softly.

“Shit,” Calon swore. “Just how many wagons did you rob?”
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A lot. It was a lot. Far more than the man could recall. He was terrified of being imprisoned. Then again, just about everything terrified the man. When the truth came out that Joan was killing people and using the summoner stones she collected to empower others under her, Temithin decided to leave. He didn’t have the only neko summons, but he had the largest clowder.

They had moved south as quickly as they could. Swiping food and the occasional coin as they retreated from Joan’s influence. The problems in the north weren’t just a beastkin revolt. It was a whole damn conspiracy between the church, a woman devoid of morals and the people just trying to survive in the chaos that sprung up.

Caught in the middle of it all was Calon, his lovers, Sahm and Nette. Temithin was placed under guard for the evening. Hannah, on her regular night watch, had made various promises about the suffering he would experience should he run. His nekos, despite everyone’s distrust, seemed to agree that running was not in their best interest. With their ability to blink, they might be able to escape individually, but getting Temithin out would be next to impossible.

Which left him and his clowder on one side of the camp. While Calon and the others remained on the other. Temithin, to everyone’s surprise, was rather well stocked. His nekos were rather adept little thieves. Most of what they took, though, were supplies. Coin was great. Greater when returned to Calon with a pout and a half-hearted apology. But there was nowhere for them to spend it unless Temithin himself waved down a passing wagon. Which, according to him, was getting risky, since the church had started moving people without their usual ceremonial robes on.

“So, what do we think?” Sahm asked as they sat down to eat a hearty stew. The ingredients were supplied by Temithin, from a rather well-stocked supply of dried meats and vegetables.

“Are you asking me?” Calon glanced over.

“I think as a summoner, you have a unique outlook on what we should do here,” Sahm continued.

Calon shook his head. “I’ve no idea. Temithin, while technically guilty of multiple thefts, committed most of those crimes against a criminal element. Is it theft when you’re stealing something already stolen?”

“Possession of stolen goods is a crime,” Ashley chimed in.

“Not here it isn’t,” Sahm muttered. “It’s considered loot.”

“So the stolen gold is legal then,” Calon nodded. “I suppose the problem then becomes if Temithin is worth anything more valuable than his obvious gains while living away from Joan’s influence.”

“It’d be hard to tell what he brought with him, and what he collected on his own,” Sahm muttered. “I’d say most of the merchants coming through wouldn’t have even noticed when something went missing.”

“He’s still a criminal,” Chrissy pointed out.

“Aye. With his confession, I could bring him in and give him a box to live in for a few years,” Sahm nodded.

“I’m not sure that’s the best option though,” Nette spoke up.

Sahm glanced at his sister and gave a small nod. “I was thinking that, too.”

“He can lead us to Joan,” Calon guessed.

“She sounds like the right one to find first. I imagine if we go after the magistrate, they’ll just lock us up with the rest of them,” Sahm muttered.

“You think they’re alive?” Calon asked.

“Church is corrupt, not stupid,” Sahm chuckled. “They’re alive. Where they are is another matter. But I bet you they’re alive.”

Calon nodded. “So what… Get Temithin to lead us to Joan. Cuff her ass, rescue the priests and offer a prisoner exchange?”

“That about sums it up,” Sahm nodded.

“I doubt it’s going to be that easy.” Evie crossed her arms. “Joan sounds like the type that will run until she can’t, then fight dirty.”

“What makes you say that?” Calon asked her.

“Because she isn’t doing this on her own. She’s using people. I bet she’s sitting in a tent somewhere with two burly orcs, while everyone else does her dirty work,” Evie grunted. “I bet half the patrols around here are working for her. Keeping an eye out for summoners or the church. Probably the magistrate as well, but we’ve only just found out about her, so I doubt anyone else has.”

“Other than the rumors, a summoner was the one causing problems. No,” Sahm shook his head. “I just didn’t expect it to be quite this much of a mess.”

“What do you think the church is going to do once they realize the magistrate is onto them?” Calon asked.

“Probably go to ground,” Sahm shrugged. “When their obviously illegal acts get called out, they’re quick to open their coffers to the victims and keep everyone as quiet as they can.”

“S’pose that never fucking changes,” Chrissy grumped.

Calon couldn’t help but agree.

[image: ]


“I can’t,” Temithin shook his head.

“What do you mean, you can’t?” Sahm asked.

“You’re right. Most of those patrols are with Joan. Or… at least being paid by her for information,” he said. “They know who I am as well. I worked with Joan for months. I was her right-hand man for a while.”

“You expect me to believe you were her right-hand man, but didn’t know she was recruiting and killing people behind your back?” Sahm growled.

“Yes,” Temithin crossed his arms. “I was the backbone of her organization. At least the part she sold me on. I was out there on the roads, scouting, stealing and doing what I could to disrupt the church and help the beastkin. And while my back was turned, she did all the horrible shit herself.” The summoner let out a long sigh. “So no. I can’t just lead you up there. Most of the patrols will recognize me. If for nothing else, than the number of neko I have.”

Calon glanced at Suki and saw the horror in her eyes.

“Master.”

“Suki.” Calon reached out and rubbed her ears. “You know how I can always rely on you, right?”
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“Hold up here,” Temithin whispered from behind Calon.

Calon pulled on the reins, bringing the horse to a slow stop. Suki, who hadn’t left his lap for longer than it took to pee, let out a soft hiss of anger. Which was getting kind of annoying after the week they’d spent traveling further north to Gympie.

The landscape here was more open in some places. The forests were thinning out, making room for craggy landscapes, rocky ground and grassy plains. Beastkin were getting more numerous than ever. Most of which kept their distance. Some of them doing so at a run, just seeing Calon coming.

“Stop that,” Calon chided her, before leaning down to kiss the top of her head. With his hands on the reins, it was the next best thing to petting her.

Chrissy slowed to a stop beside them, as Evie, with her horns and tail out, placed a hand on the side of the wagon for balance. They’d made a point to make it as obvious as possible that there was a summoner here. Beastkin and other non-humans were one thing. But the more exotic kinds like orcs, succubi and griffins were definitely not part of the local crowd.

“What is it?” Calon asked.

“Kit heard something,” Temithin whispered again.

Calon glanced around. Everyone fell still as they listened. Suki had a thunderous expression on her face. Having spent most of her time nuzzling and purring into Calon’s shirt, whatever Kit had heard, she had missed. Just another thing for her to be mad about since they’d bumped into the other nekos.

Before Calon could ask what it was that Kit had heard, everyone turned at once. The sounds of something crashing through the trees was obvious this time. Like a person running. A blind panic. Then a distant scream.

“How far away did you say we were from Joan’s camp?” Calon asked.

“Unless she moved, we’re still hours away from the turnoff point,” Temithin muttered.

“Well then, I think something has gone very wrong,” Evie huffed.

“Can anyone else smell smoke?” Ashley asked.

Calon frowned, and Suki pried herself far enough from Calon’s shirt to sniff at the air. “I think so. It’s faint.”

“Chrissy?” Calon called.

“I got it,” Chrissy nodded and made Evie yelp in fright as she broke into a sudden run.

It wasn’t long before she rose up above the treetops, circling higher, before descending once more. The look on her face said that she found it.

“We should hurry,” Chrissy muttered.

That was enough for Calon. Sahm and Nette were of the same mind. At least with the weather getting so much cooler, it wasn’t going to harm the horse to have it push on a little harder than normal. The reliable beast hadn’t complained at all the whole trip. It just wanted to haul and get rubbed down at night when they stopped.

They traveled on. People, or from what Suki and Ashley could scent, mostly beastkin, were getting more frequent. Groups were hurrying past instead of the singular sprinters. There were a few screams. From what Calon could tell, they were falling and injuring themselves. Most got up and kept running. He didn’t want to think about the ones that didn’t get up, but the large boulders off the side of the road told Calon more than he wanted to know.

The worst of it was the plume of smoke rising into the air. The fire, whatever it was that burned, seemed to be in control. Smoke drifted lazily upward and towards them. It distracted Calon from the small group that tumbled out of the trees and onto the road. Calon looked up, seeing the terrified expression of a pair of teens holding a bleeding older man. They took one look at Calon and kept going, yelling a garbled warning as they did so.

“Should we…” Suki frowned.

“We’re almost there,” Sahm said darkly as everyone continued on.

The people running seemed to slow before they arrived. Calon thought it likely that was because most of them had not gotten away. In the place of the people fleeing were the bodies. Some looked like they had tripped and fallen, bashing their heads on the rocks. Others were clearly injured in battle. Long gashes, missing limbs, and other horrible injuries.

Ahead, Calon could hear someone yelling. He didn’t know who it was, but could guess as Temithin leaned through the front flap. “That’s Joan’s voice,” he frowned.

“She sounds angry, not scared,” Calon noted.

“Angry is bad. She had a temper but tried to hide it.” Temithin slipped back into the wagon.

If it weren’t for all the bodies of those who had tried to run, Calon would have considered trying to wait until nightfall. But he couldn’t rationalize it with all the destruction going on. Instead, he got as close as he could from the source of the sound, before Temithin spoke up and said he would lead them from there.

Now, on foot, Calon and his lovers approached the source of the fire and the ranting woman in charge of it all.

“See what we can accomplish!” Joan’s voice roared. “We are not meek! We are not cowards! And if they will not follow our demands, then we will BURN THEM ALL!”

“Oh, fuck me,” Calon wavered as they broke through the trees and saw what was ahead.

The fires weren’t just fires. They had bodies. Blackened and ruined. A few of them had collapsed. A few more were still standing, even in death, as their flesh turned to ash where they stood tied to posts in the middle.

“Holy shit,” Evie gasped.

“That is fucked.” Chrissy shook her head.

“This is awful,” Ashley said, patting the shoulder of a horrified looking Clarissa.

“People call me monstrous,” Hannah muttered. “But nothing I did compared to this level of barbarity. At least when I killed, it served a purpose higher than cruelty.”

“Tomorrow, when the sun rises, we march on the camp! We kill those responsible, and we burn the mining camp to the ground!” Joan yelled.

She was a middle-aged woman. Blonde hair, twisted up in a bun. She wore the clothing of a laborer. On either side, stood a pair of orcs, with…

“Is that an incubus?” Calon asked.

“Looks like it,” Sahm muttered.

“Shit, what level is she?” Evie hissed.

“Not necessarily higher than me,” Calon offered. “Remember, she’s had access to summoning stones herself.”

What did worry him, though, was all the rest. There were a dozen nekos on the ground gathered around her. Some of them sat on shoulders, a few more in a piggyback position. More just stood around. With them stood others. Not many, but a couple more orcs, a harpy from Calon’s guess and a rather angry looking lamia.

“Alright, I need plans,” Sahm nudged Calon. “Can you fight this many?”

“Probably not,” Calon admitted. “Even if they’re low level, we’re outnumbered about three or four to one.”

Sahm swore under his breath as Calon looked back up at Joan as she made a gesture for someone to approach. A third orc appeared, dragging along behind him a young woman in a white outfit.

Quest Complete!

Discover the whereabouts of the clergy members in the north!

Return to a member of the church for a reward!

“Our false brothers and sisters, now fleeing to the wind, could never understand the gravity of my actions!” Joan roared. “That is why I condemned them to the wastes! Not because they were wrong, but because they were WEAK!”

The crowd cheered as Calon shook his head.

“With this last sacrifice, I will stain myself with the blood of my enemy. Just as my husband’s tribe did long ago!”

“No,” Calon stepped up as Joan drew a long knife.

“Calon, wait!” Sahm snagged his arm.

The young woman on the stage with Joan looked terrified. Her eyes flicked left and right, before closing in pain as Joan gripped her by the back of the head.

“Are you going to sit here and let this happen?” Calon turned to Sahm with a snarl.

Sahm stared at Calon for a moment. Before letting go. “If you’re going to do something stupid. Do it quickly. That way, it’s worth something.” Sahm turned to Temithin and met his eyes. “And if I have to chase you. I’m going to do it with a knife, understand me?”

“Perfectly,” Temithin nodded as his clowder hissed in anger.

“Suki,” Calon looked at his lover. “I need you to get that knife.”

Suki licked her lips. Then activated Blink.


Chapter Seventeen




“Please?!” the young woman begged.

“You chose your side,” Joan hissed as she looked over the crowd.

She could see it. Feel it. Smell it. The sense of righteous power. The bloodlust, barbarity and sheer, unimaginable power. In this place, she was god. She could do anything. There was no wrong she could commit high enough to turn her followers away. The acolyte at her feet was proof of that. The poor little thing was likely an orphan raised in the south. She was barely a woman. Barely a member of the clergy. And yet, these people, Joan’s people. Bayed and howled for her blood.

With a mad grin on her face, she lowered the blade. Bringing it to the young woman’s neck. The little acolyte had tears running down her cheeks. She was terrified to the point a small puddle had formed beneath her. Nothing would save her–

“Gotcha bitch!”

Joan yelped as a sharp claw swiped across her wrist. The knife yanked free of her hand as a neko blinked between her legs.

“What in the–”

“BERSERK!”

Joan snapped up at the sound of the shout. The summoner. One she didn’t recognize tore from the treeline, cloaked in white mist. With him was several figures. Two humans, a slime and…

“KILL THE URSA!” she screamed. “TAKE IT–FUCK!” Joan recoiled as a flash of pain seared her face. Clapping her hand to her bleeding cheek, she looked up, spotted a magnificent griffon holding a crossbow, while… a succubus on her back, threw down a fireball.
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Calon roared in fury as he barreled into the front line. The first person he saw was a man with a wide, terrified expression. Calon didn’t get further than that. Grabbing that man by the head, he had an improvised weapon. Devoid of his hammer, it was dumb to have charged a group like this, but it was too late for that now. With his improvised weapon in hand, Calon threw the man back, knocking down several others.

A lamia reared up from the collapsed group. Opening its mouth wide as a pair of fangs extended. Calon blinked as it struck. Faster than he could comprehend, only for a wet, sticky sensation to plaster across his chest. That sticky sensation was a splattered slime girl, who was bubbling and cursing as she engulfed the lamia’s head.

“C’mon fucker! I’ll strangle you like Calon’s fucking cock!” Clarissa growled.

Calon let out a bark of laughter. Reaching down, he gripped the lamia by the tail and pulled hard. The creature went down hard, but Calon kept a hold as he spun around. Sahm and Nette were out of the way. Nette, standing back, firing arrows into the crowd, as Sahm fended off any would-be attackers.

Ignoring them, Calon had his new favorite toy and swung it around, clearing space.

“CALOOOOOOOOOON STAAAAAHHHHP!” Clarissa squealed.

The shout was enough to filter through his dulled consciousness, and Calon released the lamia with a jerk. It tumbled and flailed through the crowd, knocking over dozens. Which was when the first neko struck. The tiny furball of fury blinked into vision, slashing at Calon’s eyes with a ferocious yowl. Only for a second neko to blink into view, tackling away the first.

“FUCKING NEKO BITCH!” Suki screamed.

Calon spotted the two rolling and did what came natural. A step forward, a swing of his leg and a bone shattering thunk before the unfamiliar neko did a football impression as it tumbled over the heads of the people reeling from the sudden attack. Suki snarled as she sat up before picking up Joan’s knife once more.

“Gonna cut a furry bitch!” She snarled and blinked from view once more.

Only for a fireball to explode in the middle of the group. A wash of liquid flames spread out. Splashing on a few people while washing over the ground and burning the legs and feet of others. Calon charged back into the group as a massive golden bear forced its way in beside him.

Calon momentarily thought he was under attack. Before the bear shouldered past, biting down on an injured neko, she thrashed it from side to side. The neko came apart at the limbs, dead from the first bite. Throwing aside the corpse, Ashley barged in, continuing her attack and opening the way for Calon to advance. A spear flew at Ashley, striking her in the shoulder. Her thick fur somehow deflected the blade and the wooden shaft tumbled towards Calon.

Of all the stupid luck, he reached out and caught the wooden shaft in his outstretched hand. Without a thought, he brought the weapon down on his knee, snapping it in half before turning to an injured man to his right.

“Berser–URK!”

Calon clubbed him. Only the pointy end of the spear tore through the side of his neck with the same strike. The man went down as a pair of neko screeched angrily. The first blinked into view. Only for Suki to appear above her like a hawk diving on its meal. The attacking neko cried out as Suki buried her stolen knife in the neko’s back, taking them both to the ground. Leaving the second blinking neko in a state of shock, giving Calon just enough time to back hand it to the ground. The summoner, clutching his neck, jerked violently as Calon stomped on his head. But the pair of neko’s cried out and vanished with small flashes of light.

The light distracted Calon as a pair of talons slammed into him. One set dug down into his shoulder. The other sank deeply into his neck. Calon reeled as the harpy beat her wings, trying to twist and gouge as best she could. Her claws were sharp, but in Calon’s berserk form, they hadn’t gone very deep. Swatting her with the broken end of the spear knocked her sideways. Her wing struck the ground, and that was enough to pitch her to one side.

The talons in his neck released and Calon roared in anger, before stabbing both the broken end and the pointed end of his spear halves into her chest. The harpy’s eyes bulged before Calon was distracted by a second neko appearing and falling beneath Suki’s stolen knife.

“FIREBALL!”

A second orange blast rocked the fray. Smoke filled the air, as did the stench of burning hair and flesh. This was a slaughter, and Calon reveled in it. The summoners began to flee. Running away in fear. A few went down with well-placed arrows, others ran into the fog hanging around the trees. Which lashed out at those who approached. Thick black tentacles tore into soft flesh.

In her strength, Hannah would have been able to control this entire crowd on her own. How she was, as much as she loved her master, she was very much diminished. Her current capabilities were enough to stem the flow of fleeing summoners, summons and supporters of Joan. But there was a sizable gap in her defenses that was still letting others get away. Hannah was able to shift, blocking them at points, but was unable to fully circle the area.

Calon was unaware of all of that. All he could see was red. The bodies beneath his feet. The white flashes of summons vanishing into the ether as their summoner was beaten, stabbed, clubbed, clawed or torn to pieces and otherwise killed. There was a point as he reached a woman in a white cloak. She was huddled, bleeding and battered. But as Calon reared back to end her, Suki blinked into his vision to distract him.

It had happened a few times now. A flash of anger. A distraction and then a target to beat down and remove as a threat before stumbling back to the cowering woman in the white cloak. Whenever he saw her, all that flashed through his mind was the day that Hannah died, and the time they tried to steal away Suki. It infuriated him that time and time again something distracted him from killing the priest, but there was plenty more out there to take her place.

He’d picked up a few injuries of his own. There was an uncomfortable stabbing sensation in the back of his leg with each step. Calon’s attempt to figure out what it was caused him to fall. That had ended up costing him as an orc with a knife stabbed him in the side. That orc had then been torn to shreds by a golden bear, who mauled him so viciously there were bits of him hanging in a nearby tree.

Still, Calon was up and moving. Hacking away at the few still standing, stomping on those still crawling. The crowd had thinned, and Calon spotted that damned white cloak once more. Turning towards it he charged, only for the cloak to fall to the ground in a heap. Whoever was in there, Calon didn’t care. He just kept stomping until whatever it was didn’t crack and crunch any more.

And when he looked up, it was into the eyes of the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. She smiled and stepped in close. Her twisted horns brushed his chin as she tilted his head down. Calon didn’t know what was happening until her lips curled into a smile.

“Time to come back to us, big guy,’ she purred like the goddess she was.

Calon nodded dumbly and released the berserk ability. His body shrank, and as the pain lanced through his body, he pitched forward into Evie’s arms.

“I gotcha,” Evie clung to him as she dropped her charm. “Two bad ones. There’s a knife in your leg, and a stab in your side.”

“Fuck,” Calon snarled, before reaching down. The wetness below his ribs was the first thing he found. “Heal,” he cast. The surge of magic entered his body, and the relief came a few moments later.

“Now your leg,” Evie whispered.

“What about–FUCK!” Calon yelped.

When he glanced back, Chrissy was stone faced as she held the knife pulled from his leg. Calon grimaced and reached down before casting another heal. In the end, Calon was left slightly beaten, raw and exhausted as he sat with his back to the flames. There were dozens of bodies behind him. Though far fewer than he’d originally thought. The summons had bolstered the numbers and with the death of their summoner, simply ceased to exist.

The only injuries on his side were from Suki and Ashley. Suki had dozens of scratches and cuts across her body. While Ashley had a few shallow stab wounds that bled through her outfit as she winced in pain.

Beside them were Nette and Sahm. Sahm’s arm had been broken. Blocking a heavy rock thrown from one of Joan’s summons. Calon hadn’t the energy to heal him right away, so Nette was sticking close as they hovered over a terrified young woman. The acolyte that Calon had tried to kill multiple times. Every time she spotted him looking her way, she turned white and began to tremble once more.

It was hard to tell what was going through her mind. On one hand, they were safe and alive. On the other, everyone she had come north with had been murdered before her eyes. Some of them in the fires, others, like Joan almost did to her, had their throats cut first.

“Should have kept a few alive,” Hannah hissed as she reformed from the mist drifting about the encampment. “Then we could move on and find that bitch.”

Calon grunted and gave a small nod. In the end, they hadn’t been quite successful. While Joan’s people had been routed, she herself had gotten away. Calon was pretty sure at least one of her orcs was dead. Not that the woman wouldn’t be able to summon him again. Which was going to be a problem. They’d run, which meant there was likely some kind of backup plan. Which was all the worse, since Temithin had vanished during the fight.

All Calon could do was stare at the six summoning stones that Suki had put together and wonder about where they would go from here. With the acolyte back, they could approach the church. It was obvious she was a junior member, though. They didn’t have any of the others, so the risk that the church would try to simply capture them was high. Unlike the fight with Joan, the church had the power to harm Hannah, making their overpowered backup almost useless.

“Hey, Calon?” Nette called softly.

Calon looked up and met her eyes. “Sorry, what’s up?”

“Sahm and I are discussing what we should do next,” Nette sighed. “We can go after Joan, or… get the young miss to lead us to wherever the church headquarters are out here.”

“They’ll probably just kidnap us like the others,” Calon pointed out.

Nette nodded and let out another sigh. “Yeah. I thought that much too. Unless we can get the upper hand on them?”

“We could try splitting up?” Calon suggested. “If you go in alone, they might try to take you. I follow behind, and figure out where the rest of you are and how to get you out.”

“Unless they know we’re all coming. In which case, when we show up alone, they take us somewhere else and set a trap of their own,” Nette pointed out.

Calon nodded. It was a fair chance. And that still didn’t fix the Joan problem.

“We need numbers,” Suki chimed in.

Calon looked at the neko and then glanced around. “We’re all that’s here.”

“She means the stones,” Evie said, hearing their conversation and joining them.

“Well, hold on,” Calon frowned. “That’s a serious discussion for a lot of reasons.”

“He’s right,” Ashley said, leading Clarissa, Chrissy, and Hannah over to join them, while Sahm sat back and listened beside the acolyte. “Six more people. The morality of summoning them is dubious at best. Then there’s who exactly to summon, and what to summon them in the form of?”

“Which is exactly why I don’t want to do that,” Calon pointed out. “What are the chances that if I summon six random people from back home, that they want to help us murder a bunch of people they haven’t met?”

“We don’t necessarily have to kill them,” Chrissy pointed out.

“We will though!” Suki cackled madly.

“What if we don’t need to worry about who?” Evie suggested.

Calon frowned at her. “What, you about to tell me that there’s a whole clan of weirdly obsessed girls from back home willing to be my pet?”

“No,” Evie shook her head. “But we’ve established that we’re not the real versions of ourselves.”

“Holy shit,” Suki gasped. “Master, pick me!”

“What?” Calon frowned.

“ME!” Suki yowled. “Summon me again!”

Calon chuckled and shook his head. “Wouldn’t that be weird?”

“Master, my biggest disappointment in a body like this is my inability to lick myself while you fuck me,” Suki said with a serious expression. “Can you imagine? It’ll be like fucking twins. But both of them will be me!”

“I’m not going to lie. That’s messed up,” Clarissa snorted.

“But also really fucking hot.” Evie tilted her head. “Brings back that whole. If you clone yourself and fuck your clone, is it gay, or masturbation?”

“Hold up,” Chrissy held up her hand. “Is there any reason she has to be re-summoned as a neko?”

“You’re okay with this?” Calon asked.

Chrissy shrugged. “Evie’s your step-sister, and Ashley married your father.”

Calon slapped a hand to his face and groaned. “Sounds so weird when you say it like that.”

“Even weirder how much it turns me on,” Chrissy shrugged.

“Chrissy!” Ashley snapped.

“Don’t you start, anal queen,” the griffin chuckled.

Ashley looked aghast for a moment, before breaking into a fit of laughter. Calon looked around and settled on Nette and Sahm.

“What about you two?”

“If you summon me as a fucking neko, I’m going to find a very creative way to end you permanently,” Sahm muttered darkly.

Suki narrowed her eyes before pulling a face. “Eh… No, I agree, master. Don’t summon any dudes. It’ll mess with the vibe.”

“Vibe?” Calon asked.

“All the pussy,” Evie giggled.

“What if I want a guy to talk to about guy stuff?” Calon pointed out.

Everyone, including Nette—but not the acolyte—all pointed at Sahm, who looked as shocked as Calon was. Still, he knew when he was outvoted and had promised not to summon anyone without their say-so.

“Okay,” Calon sighed. “What about you, Nette?” Calon asked. “You want to become a summoner?”

“That…” Nette frowned. “Never really thought about it, to be honest. Do you think I could summon a copy of myself?”

“Nooo,” Sahm moaned softly.

Nette ignored him. While Calon gave a small shrug.

“Hey Calon?” Evie called with a grin. “Imagine me standing next to an angel version of myself.”

“Oh, my god…” Suki mewled softly. “You think an angel version of Evie would choke me a little while the succubus Evie fucked me?”

“I thought you were my toy?” Calon asked.

“That’s just foreplay,” Suki gave a shrug. “Ooo, what if I got you to summon a… what’s a dog version of me?” She called.

The ladies exchanged a look with one another and shook their heads.

“Hey, ummm…” A familiar voice wafted over the group. When everyone turned, it was Temithin standing with an awkward smile and two of his nekos. “I have Kit and Cat following Joan. When they stop, Cat’s going to come back and lead us there.”

Sahm let out a long sigh. “Thought I was going to have to kill him.”
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“Not yet, mistress,” Gaturn the orc gripped Joan’s hand.

“We might need him,” Joan frowned.

“You haven’t leveled enough,” Gaturn shook his head. “You bring him back now. He’s dead weight. Then we’re dead for sure.”

“It’s not fair,” Joan grit her teeth. “Everything was going so well. Then… where the hell did he even come from?”

“Temithin,” Gaturn muttered. “Spotted the little weasel in the back.”

“He must have gotten the magistrate,” Joan moaned. “I’ll hunt him down and rip his fucking dick off. Show him what it means to betray me!”

Gaturn turned to calm his lover. Only to pause as a vine rose up behind her. Seeing his sudden stillness, Joan spun around. The vine snapped out, wrapping around her neck. Gaturn wasn’t idle. Seeing his mistress under attack, he activated his rage. His muscles swelled and his tusks pushed further out. He reached for the axe hanging over his shoulder and swung it around, hacking the vine free.

A feminine yelp echoed through the trees as a woman with a bow stepped into view. Gaturn charged, taking the arrow in the chest. It didn’t slow him. He felt the strike, but didn’t slow for even a moment. Which was when a puff of yellow dust burst out of a strange-looking bush. The dust got into Gaturn’s eyes and he inhaled it before letting out a violent cough.

All at once, that unbridled rage turned to a soft confusion. His vision swam, and he spotted that same woman… only this time, she was nude from the knees up, and… seemed to be sprouting from the petals of a large flower. The vision was so bizarre, Gaturn couldn’t comprehend it, and slumped to the ground in a heap. His confusion only mounted as his mind clouded and he didn’t feel the knife plunge into the back of his skull.

Joan, seeing Gaturn fall to the archer’s blade, turned to run. Only for a fluffy, dog-like kobold to rush out on all fours. Barking and yapping furiously, Joan spun around once more. And was promptly swept off her feet by a thick, long tail. Joan stared up at what she initially thought was a lamia until the woman leaned down and gripped her with four arms and held her in place.

“WAIT!” Joan struggled. “I’m not the bad guy!”

The archer, who was the only human looking one, moved closer. Joan stared in shock, realizing that both the one holding her, and the one who looked like a flower, had her face. It was like looking at sisters.

“You mean you’re not brainwashing summoners to work for you and murdering those who try to leave and use those same summoning stones to empower yourself and your followers?” Nette asked.

“What?” Joan shook her head. “It’s not about that! The church–”

“Is being dealt with,” the archer snapped, before the kobold let out a low growl. “Easy Yalla. She’s not going anywhere.”

“Just making sure. Sahm told me to do my best,” the kobold growled at Joan.

“Still can’t believe you and my brother,” Nette shook her head.

“It was more of a dying wish… and… well, I did like him since we were kids.” Yalla admitted.

“What the fuck is going on?” Joan whined.

“Right,” Nette straightened. “This first. We can talk about my brother later.”

“Deal.” the kobold nodded. “But between you and me. I hope we can still be friends.”

Nette rolled her eyes. “Alraune me, please bind her. Naga me, hold her steady and get ready to knock her the fuck out the moment she tries anything dumb.”

“Where are you taking me?” Joan argued as vines began to bind her from shoulder to hip.

“To the magistrate, while we investigate how many murders you’re responsible for,” Nette muttered darkly. “Temithin!”

“You got her?” the summoner called.

“Right where you said she’d be,” Nette turned around.

“Temithin, you damned traitor!” Joan roared.

“Traitor maybe. But not a murderer,” Temithin grunted under his breath.
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“There, see,” Acolyte Warnier pointed. “Now can I go?”

“Not quite yet.” Evie shook her head. “You’re innocent in all this. So you’re going to stay right here where we can keep an eye on you.”

“I don’t wanna be here for this,” the acolyte whimpered.

“Neither do any of the people the church has enslaved,” Calon muttered.

“They’re not slaves!” she protested.

“Are they allowed to leave?” Calon asked.

“Yes!” Acolyte Warnier snapped. “Once they pay their dues back for the land and equipment rental. They can leave whenever they want!”

“How much is their fees?” Calon asked.

“I… I don’t know,” her face fell. “What does it matter?”

“Because there’s kids in there wearing chains around their fucking ankles,” Suki snarled as she blinked into view.

The acolyte yelped, and Evie covered her mouth to silence her.

“Temithin was right,” Suki turned to Calon. “Their families are held captive. Women, kids, a couple of older people too. Grandparents. I spoke to a girl who went to the latrine. They’re told they can’t leave and they’re beaten for trying.”

“That’s not–”

“Shut the fuck up,” Suki snapped at Acolyte Warnier. “Look, you’re not part of this. I’m not blaming you. But this situation is fucked up, and the church is doing something horrible. So sit down, shut up and stay out of our fucking way.”

“Okay, this is messed up,” Eva frowned. “I’ve been horny since I got here from all the lust coming off her. But now she’s just mad.”

“That’s an understatement,” Suki growled.

“Yes, it is,” Eva nodded.

Standing beside Evie, they were mirror images of themself. Same height, same smile, same figure. Where Evie had the horns, tail, claws and the ability to sense lust. Eva was slightly golden with a halo and white wings with the ability to sense broad emotions. The first thing the pair had done when the angel stepped through the portal was compare chest sizes, side by side. When they were satisfied there was no difference, Calon got a kiss, followed by Chrissy, who was as wide eyed as Calon was. Then, after a discussion of their name change, Eva had joined their group with a smile.

Before her, though, was the real test. The diminutive form of Suki’s alter ego stood nearby. Her singular horn jutted out from the middle of her head. Right now, she was a little smaller than Suki. But when she stepped out of the portal, she was almost ten feet tall, broad shouldered and muscular, with gleaming purple skin. It turned out that Oni’s were capable of changing their size. From about six inches tall, to a little bigger than she was when she stepped out that first time.

And to Calon’s dismay. It took them all of an hour to work out how to speak in unison like a creepy pair of twins. Before offering a tandem blowjob. Calon still had to admit he was surprised. The neko version of Suki was extremely submissive to him. While the oni version was submissive to the neko and a little snarkier with himself. He wasn’t convinced it was some kind of act, but there wasn’t much to go on and in a dark room, he’d be hard pressed to tell them apart. Except for how deliriously happy oni Suki was when neko Suki told her they’d get to fuck.

The last of the six summoner stones was safely hidden in the wagon, that was hidden off the road where hopefully nobody would find it. Hopefully, being that two of Temithin’s nekos were guarding it, while he went off with Sahm and Nette to apprehend Joan. None of them trusted Calon and his ladies with the risk of outright murdering Joan.

Which left Calon and his ladies to handle the camp. The church officials sat to the side and directed the flow of goods. Mercenaries under the employment of the church were the ones doing the hard work in terms of patrolling and keeping people in line. Even now, the last wagons of the day was coming into the camp, laden with dirt and gold, to be taken south for whatever passed as processing.

The beastkin laborers set down their equipment and moved into the camps to be with their families. Only to be hounded by the mercenaries, and Calon even spotted a few being whipped for not moving fast enough.

“Any sign of the magistrate’s people?” Calon asked.

“No, but there is a kind of jail under the main structure in the middle,” she pointed.

The structure was a two story wooden frame with walls. It was the closest thing to a building and was more like an old shed. The top half was mostly enclosed, with a platform above where a couple of people were keeping watch. Otherwise, the area was rather open. Just the chains and guards keeping the families in line. There wasn’t any need for a fence when the greatest threat to their profits could bypass them so quickly.

“If they banded together, they could probably just fight their way out,” Chrissy grumbled.

“They’d be labeled criminals,” Acolyte Warnier huffed. “Their contracts are legal. Voiding them would make them liable for damages.”

“Fanatics,” Hannah chuckled as she stepped around. “How long are we waiting?”

The answer to that wasn’t long. Calon gave the word as the sun finally dipped below the horizon. The cook fires had started, and the families were put to work cooking for the whole camp. Not just the workers, but the mercenaries and church officials as well. A row of young beastkin were unchained, and either made rounds, delivering meals to the patrol on duty, or formed a line to be brought inside the central structure to deliver food there.

“That’s too good an opportunity,” Calon nodded. “They’re distracted.”

“Perfect,” Hannah grinned toothily from ear to ear.

“No risks.” Calon glared at the nightmare. “I can revive you, but that doesn’t make it pleasant for any of us.”

“I’m still going to need to make a distraction for the rest of you,” she pointed out.

“Fine,” Calon huffed.

“You’re going to kill church officials?” the acolyte complained.

“Only if they don’t surrender,” Evie growled.

Clarissa and Hannah were the first to move. The Suki’s went next, aiming to get into position before oni Suki could do the most damage. Evie and Eva split up, with Eva sticking with Chrissy, who had handed the angel her crossbow. In return, Chrissy had hold of her spear and circled the camp. Ashley moved up and stood beside Calon before patting his shoulder.

“We’ve got this,” she smiled.

“Still worries me,” Calon sighed as Hannah’s mist swept the camp.

Screams rang out before a fireball exploded against one side of the structure. Three figures ran screaming, engulfed in red and orange flames. Neko Suki vanished, likely into the structure, while oni Suki let out a furious roar as her stature exploded to her maximum height. That caught the attention of the nearby mercenaries, who then fell victim to Chrissy falling on their back.

The beastkin fled in terror, though none of Calon’s ladies paid them any mind.

“Let’s go,” Calon nodded and started walking.

A mercenary, missed by the others, tore out of hiding at the sight of Calon and his step-mother. In his hand, he had a metal club with a spiked head and he screamed as he charged in. Only for Ashley to shift into her golden ursa form and take him down with a terrifying roar. The man’s screams didn’t last long and when Ashley joined him once more, she was red around the mouth and paws.

“Thanks,” Calon muttered.

Ashley chuffed and nudged him with the side of her golden head as they continued on. Calon was about to ask if they should hurry when a flash of light erupted from within the structure. Hannah’s mist form recoiled as she let out a pained shriek. But Calon was already moving.

Evie met him at the door, pushing through ahead of him, knife in hand and ready to throw a fireball at a moment’s notice. Ashley shifted back to her human form to follow. The floor was made of slats, and there were two bodies with obvious neck wounds on the way in. The structure wasn’t complicated, and they found a main room in the middle, where Calon froze.

“Ah, the summoner,” an old man with a gash across his shoulder snarled. Suki squirmed in his arms as he held a knife under her neck. “I spotted your pet nightmare and before I knew it, this one was at my throat.” He sighed. “I thought we had a deal.”

“That deal wasn’t cemented. And I technically did what you asked,” Calon shrugged. “The only survivor of Joan’s camp is nearby. She’s just an acolyte, but the rest are dead.”

“You–”

“Joan,” Calon glared. “Now let my neko go.”

“We’ve been watching you for some time, summoner,” the priest cackled. “An unusual number of summons, sure. But we also know that you’d never do anything to risk one of their lives.”

“Evie, fireball me!” Suki snarled.

Evie held up her hand and then shook her head. “That’s too much. Even for you, Suki.”

Calon looked around. Ashley was ready to shift. If it turned into a fight, they’d win. That wasn’t in doubt. The only thing holding him back was Suki. None of them had a way to get her free. Not without risking her in the worst of ways once more.

“You can’t blink?” Calon asked.

“Not while he’s holding me,” Suki struggled.

“Too many questions,” the priest snarled. “You call off your attack, or I’m going to start carving into your little pet.”

Calon swallowed, before noticing movement. Thin vines were extending out of the floor behind him. As a heavy thump echoed through the roof. Everyone glanced up as heavy footsteps thumped along the ceiling before dropping to the ground beside the structure.

“What on earth?” the priest grunted.

“Probably Suki,” Calon shrugged.

The priest frowned. “Isn’t this Suki?”

“Oh, you have done some research,” Evie grinned.

“Of course we have,” the priest narrowed his eyes. “Unless…”

The vines snapped forward. The priest yelped as they wrapped around his shoulders. His arm yanked and Suki yowled as the blade caught her skin. It wasn’t a bad cut and Calon was already running forward to wrestle her free for healing. Nette’s cloned alraune was binding the priest up, who sent out a blinding flash of light. The vines sizzled a little and there was a pained yelp from outside where her main body was. But that all stopped as Calon pulled Suki free and Ashley… well, Ashley kicked him in the dick. And when that sent the man pulsing with light, she did it again. And again… And again. Until finally, after vomiting from pain, the man finally relented and stopped struggling.

“Mom needs a reward,” Evie whispered.

“Evie!” Ashley snapped.

“What?!” Evie threw her arms out. “If you don’t ask for a reward, you won’t get one. So I’ll–”

“Uh!” Ashley held up her finger. “Not another word. I meant time and place, not result.”

Evie blinked, then smirked and gave a small nod. “Okay. Now who’s gonna ask him where the prisoners are being kept?”


Epilogue




“Oooo shit, that’s nice,” Calon slumped into the bathwater.

Winter in this part of the world didn’t come with snow. But it was still cold. The frigid air meant going outside wasn’t the greatest experience in the world. But it also meant it was great for a bonfire. The beastkin tribe next door had supplied a feast, while Calon had supplied the drink and the wood. Their cozy little farm was a busy place, and Calon’s head was swimming as he lounged in the hot water.

When the door opened, Calon didn’t bother opening his eyes. The multiple footsteps signaling his ladies coming to join him. Not all of them could comfortably fit in the bath, but the company was always welcome.

“Look at him,” Chrissy joked. “Sitting there like he owns the place.”

“I do own the place,” Calon replied.

“And us,” the Sukis giggled in unison. Calon still found that creepy. But whenever he brought it up, they used those same skills in a tandem blowjob, and whatever his thoughts on the matter dropped.

“Which brings us to a point,” Evie said.

“One that we can all agree on,” Eva continued, and the only way Calon could tell them apart was that the voice came from a different direction and it was usually Evie who spoke first.

“And what point is that?” Calon asked.

“Since you let my brother and I build homes here on your farm,” Nette spoke up, making Calon jerk in surprise.

It wasn’t just his ladies. But Nette and… Amberlie both stood in front of him. Nette had an odd look on her face, while Amberlie was blushing furiously as she clutched the towel wrapped around her.

“When Yalla died, Sahm was heartbroken.” Nette stepped up to the edge of the bath. Calon was sure she was nude beneath the towel wrapped around her torso. “Since bringing her back as a summon, well… let’s just say the chances of him finding a human wife and settling down are pretty much… zero.”

Calon chuckled at that. The only thing more randy than Suki, when she hadn’t been spanked recently enough, was Sahm’s kobold lover. Like a pup with its favorite ball only… dick.

“What I’m trying to say…” Nette cleared her throat. “Is that unless I fall pregnant? My family line ends with Sahm and I.”

Calon blinked slowly and shook his head. “What?”

“I want a baby, Calon,” Nette said, staring at him. “There’s no other men in my life, and you’ve put your hand on me once already.”

“That was…” Calon looked around before abandoning the protest. “There’s plenty of men in Kuraby. Why me?”

“Why not you?” Nette shook her head. “You’re similar in age, good looking and from my talks with Eva, I know that you can keep going far longer than a man has any right to.”

Calon looked at Eva, who winked. “She’s not lying.”

“Okay, say I’m onboard for that. Why is Amberlie here?”

“Ummm,” the shy maid shifted from side to side. “Because… I ummm…”

“Your shirts aren’t going missing,” Evie giggled. “She takes them and holds onto them for a few days before she washes them.”

“You said you wouldn’t tell!” Amberlie clutched at her face. Which left her towel to drop to the floor. The poor woman froze in place, before seeming to resign herself with the fact. She was now nude in front of everyone.

“Oh,” Evie and Eva said in unison, before looking at one another and laughing.

“You going to explain that?” Calon asked.

“She’s aroused by being on display like this,” Evie giggled. “Aren’t you?”

“No,” Amberlie squeaked.

“First lie of the evening,” Eva giggled. “She’s been peeking in on you when she can. And those times she accidentally walked in were some of her favorites.”

“You’re terrible,” Amberlie stomped her foot lightly.

“And you’re delicious,” Evie giggled. “More to the point. You know that summons can’t have children, right?”

“Right,” Calon nodded, realizing immediately where this was going.

“Not…” Amberlie swallowed. “Not right away, but… yes. If… if you want, that is.”

Calon looked at all the ladies and frowned slightly. “Shouldn’t we be having this discussion with everyone?”

“Everyone already knows,” Eva giggled. “This is just who made it in here.”

“My alraune and naga are back home,” Nette smirked. “Knowing them, they’re practicing with vines for when you visit.”

“You mean–”

“Don’t be dumb, Calon,” Evie shook her head. “Just this once. Can you think with your dick?”
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Amberlie clutched at the washing with both hands. Desperately trying to scrub the old bloodstains out. She knew it was useless, but still she tried. The sooner she was done with this load, the sooner she could go sit down. At least, that was her thought as she heard footsteps behind her.

“Should you be on your knees?” Calon asked.

“You weren’t complaining last night,” she blushed and continued to scrub.

Calon chuckled softly and knelt down behind her. She always felt a flush of warmth when he held her. His arms touched her swollen belly. Their child was growing healthily. Both hers and Nette’s. Sahm hadn’t taken it well, but Nette had rolled her eyes at the man and sent him off with Yalla to relieve frustrations. In the end, Yalla had been the one to patch things up, by refusing to allow Sahm to ignore his sister, or Calon.

Calon. With those strong hands, and…

“Please?” Amberlie whispered.

Calon chuckled and slid his hands lower. Catching her dress, he lifted, and Amberlie leaned further over the washtub to get on all fours. Calon loved all the ladies in his life. But even he had to admit there was something special about Amberlie and Nette. It wasn’t that he loved them more. Just a primal instinct that had taken over since they fell pregnant.

The problem was, they felt much the same way. And while their day-to-day lives were as normal as ever. The moment they had even an inkling of getting busy, it was like Suki when she was bored. As quickly as Calon had Amberlie’s panties pushed down, he was slipping his cock out the front of his pants. Her pussy was already drooling, and he gently slipped inside.

“Calon,” Amberlie whimpered.

“Amberlie.” Calon sighed as he speared into her from behind.

As pregnant as she was, there was no need for a warmup. But Calon also knew how sensitive she was. It didn’t take long before Amberlie was moaning and rocking her hips.

“Goddess, your cock feels bigger every time,” she blurted.

Calon grinned and squeezed her ass.

“Don’t you say it,” she snapped.

“I wasn’t,” Calon shook his head. “I was just going to say you’re as beautiful as ever and remark on how lucky a man I am to have you.”

“Oh…” Amberlie slumped forward. Her hands brushed something in the water.

With the new angle, Calon was able to thrust deeper inside her and Amberlie’s fingers clenched. Squeezing the hard thing in the tub, her mind went blank.

“OH! GODDESS!”

Calon froze in place, as an oval-shaped portal snapped open before him. Amberlie, wracked with pleasure and her eyes squeezed shut, drove herself back on his cock, riding him through her orgasm as a feminine silhouette appeared.


Afterword


All things considered, you’d have thought I’d know what to say here.

Ha!

A lot of mixed feelings getting this far. And yeah, if you’re reading this, you guessed it. This is it. The end. Maybe not forever. I could go on, but not on this arc and maybe not with these characters. So who knows, maybe I’ll end up writing the next one about Calon’s little ankle biters.

If that’s something you’d like to see, well… Let me know.

Till then. Thank you for hanging in for the ride. I didn’t really know what I was getting into when I started, but I like to think my career as an author started with this series.

And so, from the Monty clan.

Thanks.
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I never thought, after all those fantasy novels. That I would ever live through one.

My name is Tobias Conner-Kyanite. And yeah. That name is still something I’m not quite used to yet. Most of this was an accident. But not a regret. Not even a little.

I’d like to say, that boy meets girl, boy falls in love with girl and boy marries girl. Unfortunately, or I like to think, fortunately. That girl didn’t know the boy existed, and when I arrived at Dead Man’s Shaft to meet with the lovely Vanessa Weeks for an impromptu spelunking lesson. Well, it was her boyfriend and a few of his buddies waiting for me.

Rather than get the whooping of a lifetime, I ran for the darkness of the old mine shaft. Where I took a nasty fall. How it happened, and where I ended up, I have no idea. But the strange, blind, batlike monster hanging from the ceiling when I woke up told me this wasn’t earth any more.

The five beings in powered armor that came to my rescue only reinforced that fact. Inside those metal shells, though… Five of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. With eyes and hair like the gemstones they’re named after.

This is a hard world. Of struggle, honor, and fantastical technology, unlike anything I have ever seen. Held together by five families, with five elders… Who just so happen to be the fathers of the women who rescued me. And when their attempt to have me executed goes awry with the news of my unknowing betrothal to one of those beautiful women.

This world is little like the one I grew up in. Their laws are harsh and absolute. So I better learn quick. Because the consequences can be fatal. And I’m getting rather attached to my rescuers.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DK4BTV3L
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Dara Eolande. White Mage prodigy, not that any of the guild would ever admit it.

Scorned by her peers. Praised by the common folk. Respected by the guard. And noticed by the nobility. The meeting with the young Princess Alvar could have gone better. King Alaisdair could have had Dara exiled to the wilderness. Food for the monsters that roamed between the towns.

That is, until Princess Alvar advocated on Dara’s behalf. Backed by the Princess herself, Dara tries to slip quietly into her old life. Healing, living, loving, and laughing.

But there’s something out there. Dara can feel it. It starts with a tickle. A whisper on the edge of her mind. As rumours begin to spread, fact blurs with fiction. Until Dara herself is dragged from her quiet life, and discovers a crime against the gods themselves.

But is Dara prepared to use her subclass, and wield the power of a Soul Mage? Or will the dead overrun the living and destroy them all?

Contains adult elements not suitable for children, involving a futa MC with a taste for attractive women and the occasional stat sheet.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DGDJZXWT
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Dapy was an odd fellow. Not the bad sort. Just the quiet sort. The animals spoke to him far better than people did. Not that Dapy would ever mind. Living the simple farmer’s life was all he looked forward to.

Until it wasn’t.

His parents died quickly. Struck down by the wasting sickness. It was all he could do to run and beg the local baron for medicine. Medicine that came too late.

Reeling from the loss of his parents, on a farm he couldn’t maintain on his own, Dapy knows he has a debt that can never be repaid to a man who would never forgive it. With a last goodbye to the only home he had ever known, our young farmer stepped off the path... And stumbled over an intoxicated wizard on the road.

Through the drunken wizard’s slurred speech, Dapy accepts a job.

As a farmer.

On a farm, with strange magical qualities.

And a history of mysteriously dead farmers.

Only now it’s too late. The farm is too important to risk revealing. Dapy is forever stuck. Him, alongside a very cranky cat.

Surely the pretty kitty had nothing to do with a range of mysterious deaths? SURELY?

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D41N6LVX
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Welcome to Morpheus, the system apocalypse of the future!

Nobody saw it coming. There weren’t any signs. No grand gestures, signs from god, higher powers, prophets or messengers. One by one, the people of earth packed up their lives and went to bed.

That was the day the world ended. And Morpheus arrived.

Morpheus, the system without an explanation, created a trial by fire. A mirror image of earth, filled with darkness, death and strange new abilities. Without a plan, without warning, without hope, most of humanity died that night. Joel’s housemate and his friends, drunk from the evening's festivities, abandoned him to die. Through a combination of luck, and the help of Jessica, the beautiful, statuesque blonde next door, they pulled through. His housemate, like the rest, was gone forever.

Those that remained were rewarded. Classes, titles, skills and perks.

Now a great cycle has come to the world. Without electricity, the remnants of society have turned on itself. But those who cannot work together will not survive the night. And if the creatures of darkness are allowed to roam freely, they can bridge the dark and join the real world.

When night falls, the game begins and only the strong survive.

Morpheus is a modern day fantasy, with base building elements, stat sheets and a progression system.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D7ZVR5MF


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
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