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Adult Content Warning

Look, I had to lube up this book in order to ram all the adult content I wanted into it. I’m not messing around here, like the main character does almost constantly. There’s bad language aplenty, both in the bedroom and out. Situations in public. Adult situations. Twerking. The aggressive use of fingers. Every position imaginable, and plenty that aren’t, given the cast of characters includes fantasy species. Going at it. Punishment being requested and then pleasure taken from the rough treatment that follows. If you’re under the legal age for your country, you shouldn’t be supplying me with money and then reading this book. That’s illegal and I won’t stand for it.

We’re talking the first chapter here… yes, I skipped the prologue. This is the fifth book in a series and if you already read the other four, you know how quickly people end up on their hands and knees. And if you haven’t read the other four, what the hell are you even doing here? Even if you clicked on ‘show me a sample’ you already know there’s something spicy in just a few pages. Find a way to scroll through these pages automatically so you can read one handed. I’ll wait; I’m not going anywhere.

You were warned. Your mommy and your church wouldn’t want you to read this book, so you definitely shouldn’t. Spending money on what you’re about to read will only empower me to write even more of it, you see.


Prologue

Istared at the containment field in the darkness beneath the imperial spire, and watched a steady stream of Auralla’s life moments play, and play, and play out. Between childhood and her becoming an old crone, all the stages of life appeared and were gone. These happened in different places around the containment field, like Auralla was testing out the space for weaknesses, or looking around for someone to help her.

“You don’t have enough mana, do you?” I asked.

“You originally tasked me with leading this Empire,” Innara said evenly. She had very little emotion to speak of, being a magical construct and all. As always, the words came out smooth, flowing, but devoid of feeling. “I could fuel the requisite mana into this, but I am afraid my body would discorporate.”

“Oh, nice five dollar vocab word,” I muttered.

“Do you wish me to do this?” she asked.

I wished. “Tell me again how the cities are dealing with the news?”

Spies had reported the councils of the three golden cities have not yet heard the news of Emperor Leroy’s death. We were trying to keep it tight in Surrek, and so far the separation between Old Guard Masters and New Blood was helping. Nobody was talking to anybody from the other side, and the Old Guard relied on very few petty Masters for security, so their spy networks weren’t in great shape. The New Bloods had hundreds and hundreds of former slave girls at their disposal, by contrast, and that made the sharing of information easy.

Basically, since New Bloods were trying to infiltrate the Old Guard harems and convince the people on the ground their Masters weren’t any good for them, we’d settled into a sort of Cold War situation, with neither side able to openly challenge the other.

I was Governor but a distracted one. I’d also promised the Old Guard if they removed the brands off their female slaves and let them roam free, they could continue being Masters of their respective districts. They didn’t want to, but had no choice. Curiously, so far none of the Old Guard slave girls had ‘wanted’ to leave their harems. Sure the Masters had given them the choice, but coincidentally every single slave girl wanted to stay in the safety and protection of their Masters’ harems.

Super believable story.

Which had the Old Guard hunkered down and wary, which for now was fine. They weren’t a threat to me, and they weren’t really a threat to any of the ladies under my care. The longer they waited, the stronger the bonds between New Blood Masters and their companion girls became, the more they trained for battle, and the more their powers matured. Waiting was ultimately in my best interests. It meant I didn’t have to barge in, kill anybody, then begin the long and arduous process of rebuilding more districts from the ground up. Sure I could, but I had other matters.

“I have spoken privately with the Governors of Bershannik and Treshkegal as you suggested,” she said.

“Did it escalate to violence?”

“In Treshkegal, yes,” she said, and I used Empath’s Mark on her to determine her surface thoughts. I did this for two reasons: one, she was beholden to me, and then went on to describe how the Silver tier had blasted her with a swarm of scorpion-like creatures, turned into a towering being of magma, and attempted to slam its big ham fists into her.

When this failed, he split his huge body down into six little versions, each a tad smaller than the original guy, all ducking and dodging and attempting to strike out at her. The trouble was, none of his attacks did any damage. The only reason I’d gotten damage in on the Emperor was because I had ‘dimensional damage’ and it seemed that nobody had resistances against it. My ability to draw people into other worlds or freeze things between worlds was incredibly potent… it wouldn’t have been enough to take down Leroy is except I had some aces up my sleeve.

Like Leroy, Innara could regenerate damage faster than Silver tiers could dish it out. They’d run out of mana long before she did, and with the amount she just soaked up, it wasn’t a contest. Like Leroy, Innara could rip my heart out of my chest with a single punch if she really wanted to. Unlike Leroy, she was forbidden to hurt any of me or mine.

After he’d basically put himself into mana burn, he’d agreed to deal. It made sense in a way; I’d basically instituted biological warfare against Treshkegal as a way of grabbing the Emperor’s attention away from what I was doing.

“Okay, we’re going to have an issue there,” I told her. “How is the cleanup situation going?” I asked.

“Your good friend Michael has a significant following of mark-bonded young women, many of whom have taken his Adrift and Drifter abilities. The going is slow but steady.”

I still couldn’t believe Michael had volunteered to go down to Treshkegal and clean up the diversion I’d made. The stuff down there was highly toxic, killing basically all organic matter. They had to open portals and scoop it back into the other-other world, Erratesh, just as quick as could be.

“Anywhere else?”

“Shannregal and Vrellek are in the midst of an uprising,” she commented, like it was a new type of syrup you could pour over pancakes. Those were the two westernmost cities and faced the Endless Forest, as a bulwark against the elves. As far as I now understood, it was a war of attrition that benefitted the Empire. The elves continually grew their forest closer and closer to the cities, where they encroached on the killing fields outside the city walls… and were therefore cut down for magic staves and arrows and such.

Sure the elves could operate with more magic inside their forests, and it was a slowly festering battle, but it was a slowly festering battle in which one side got free magic bows and shields and such every time they pushed the enemy back.

Innara’s surface thoughts informed me that there was no real threat in the west, though Vrellek and Shannregal’s Governors wouldn’t want to leave. Neither of them would consent to dismantling the slave brand or slave taking systems. On the other hand, they’d want things, which was a situation Innara and I could work with.

I took a deep breath and tried not to stare at the series of images of Auralla’s life. “Let’s get out of here.”

A series of quick teleports, we stood in the Emperor’s apartments.

The whole tower was something like a thousand feet high, gently sloping upwards like someone had dropped the world’s largest funnel upside down on this world. The smooth sides were blinding white until it tapered to a point at just over a hundred feet wide at the very top.

“Okay… how about the last three problems?” I asked.

Innara said nothing, and I was tempted to believe she had reservations about me, barely Gold tier, casually ordering her around. Telling her to give me information on the running of the Empire. Taking me to the inner sanctum of the place. She could’ve quite easy just flipped a switch, turning me from Ally to Enemy, and the whole place would’ve sprung to life to kill me.

Thankfully she was a construct, and had to obey me. Until the Blue Fairy showed up and made her into a Real Girl, she’d be stuck following my orders, and the first one was ‘don’t harm me or let harm come to me by your actions.’

It was a whole lot of magical windows, as it turned out. You could survey the landscape in any direction, and more importantly, if the Empress designated you as an ally of the tower, you could focus your intent on the windows, and operate them like mammoth binoculars.

She motioned to the first one, and we stepped over to where the window overlooked miles and miles of farmland, forest, gently rolling hills, and a few distant mountains. The ubiquitous floating boulders were sparse here, but still evident, hanging in the air just a few feet off the ground.

But as I focused, the vision through the window surged forward and catapulted us through space over miles and miles.

The first of the Golden Cities was called Armstrong. Leroy had renamed them all after super old jazz musicians from almost a hundred years ago. This one was named after Louis Armstrong, trumpet player. The people just called it Armstrong.

I wanted to re-rename them Nirvana, Utopia, and Elysia. Or Heaven.

This one was heavily enchanted, streets wide and free of dust, and the paint was always bright. You had to be Silver tier to even live there, or one of several heavily regulated classes of servants. Even the servants lived in luxury compared with servants in the twelve outer cities.

People commuted in from a sort of ring city every morning to serve and restock all the Silvers and the council of Gold tiers that ran the place.

In further the projection on the window went, up in towards another tower. Into the tower, revealing a small council room, where seven men sat.

Two of them actually lounged, one leg cocked high up on the arm of their ludicrously lavish throne-like chairs. Mostly nude women of many different species swarmed around with silver platters piled with food, aperitifs, and flutes with drinks of various different colors. One of the women, a felinian with tawny colored skin like a mountain lion, lay on the floor beside one of the loungers, not moving.

One of them wasn’t sitting, but was up and pacing. Wagging one finger in the air, pointing in different directions. He didn’t have to even wave the serving women away, because they gave him plenty of space to rage.

This guy had silvery skin, like he’d turned into metal, and had to be half a dwarf, because of his beard. Either that or he just liked threading beads and runes into that beard. Maybe it was half giant, because it was something like eight feet tall and built like a Mr. Olympia. The marks of power on his silvery body seemed to glow much more intensely, golden in color but seeming to roil with molten heat.

“This is Rhaeyel,” Innara said.

Occasionally one of the other Gold tiers would cast a glance over their shoulders. Like directly at us. The first time this happened I started, but nothing came of it. The Gold tier stared for a few long moments before returning his attention to Rhaeyel.

“They know the Emperor watches,” I guessed.

“They have been glancing toward the tower of the Emperor more frequently as of late,” she said.

The challenges to her legitimacy weren’t far off.

“And the felinian girl?”

“Used,” she explained, keeping that even tone she had. “Used and broken and left to die.”

Okay well fuck all these guys. I wasn’t sure if I hated the lounging ones or this Rhaeyel more, for casually fucking a young lady to death before just casting her aside, then making her friends step lively around her unconscious body, or the one who was preaching rebellion and overthrow.

I couldn’t go in there. I told myself that again and again: these guys had abilities with fifteen stars, same with their marks from their harems, and I had abilities with zero to two stars. There were seven of them, and there was one of me.

“Do you want to take him out?” I asked.

“Making him a martyr also has consequences,” she explained.

“If you go in there and flatten him before the others really have a chance to react, do you think that will work? He doesn’t have to die, just learn a valuable lesson.”

She nodded.

I didn’t have to watch what happened next. Innara was fast, far faster than I could follow. She flew up and out like a superhero, balled fists in front of her face, and before I could really get my own plan into motion.

Like the eleven other satellite cities, their Governors, their policies of owning slaves, and more importantly, the three councils of Gold tier Masters in the central cities.

These guys were actual threats. If they acted in concert, they could possibly take down Innara and myself with their vast array of powers. Hell, I’d done it the clever way, and I’d been able to take down a Platinum tier individual… with the help of the god of war. They could, and likely would, gang up for the purposes of taking down the brand new wrong-gender Emperor. 

After that, most likely chaos. The easiest outcome to see would be them going all Lord of the Flies on one another until only the strongest one remained. No idea on whether that person would reach Platinum in all the carnage, or if they’d agree to a power sharing agreement, or how long it would take for one of them to break that agreement and try to backstab his new co-Emperor.

I stepped into Erratesh briefly with Adrift active, atop one of their tallest structures. The sky, while blue, was tinged with ash, and far below was the lake of tarry death known as Ryoten's nanotoxin. There was still no good way to actually use the stuff… maybe one day.

From there I got another glimpse of the tower in Armstrong, where Innara had just descended from the ceiling and scattered all the servants with a word. Rhaeyel stood his ground but paled, while the lounging ones stopped their lounging. Those sitting bolted to their feet and immediately generated shields in spectacular fashion. These Gold tier shields made my own fire and water shields look pathetic by comparison. One of them looked like it was made of giant spinning ninja stars.

I took a deep breath. Okay, I could do this.

While Innara had Rhaeyel by the throat and was warning everyone off with a fist of glowing gold, I stepped into the tower and teleported the felinian girl to me with Drifter’s Gold tier ability.

Drifter

*Special Ability, Magical*

*Gold tier, no stars*

Normal: By pushing yourself to the point of physical, mental, and emotional exhaustion, you have awakened the magical potential within yourself to travel between worlds, as well as learn magic.

This Ability also enhances your Attuned and Tough attributes to a moderate degree, permanently.

Bronze: Impermanence and flux are now the Drifter’s life. For high mana, you may teleport from your present location up to forty feet in any direction.

In addition, you may keep Relationships from decaying for significantly longer than usual if there is no Relationship activity.

Silver: You are able to distort space, since it exists in different forms in different realities. Activate to open a fist-sized portal, or draw the portal open between your open hands. This portal grants you access to a place known or seen within 100 feet of your present location. Drawing the portal closed on objects or enemies not fully through deals extreme dimensional damage.

Costs high mana to activate and low mana per second to keep open. Cooldown: 10 seconds.

Gold: You may teleport a single living creature up to 1000 feet in any direction, seen or unseen. You may instead teleport a single object of up to Attuned stars x 25 pounds. The target will automatically materialize to the nearest point of your intention where they won’t be harmed (this ability may not be used as an attack). Enemies may resist with an Awareness (Attuned) check to be teleported 500 feet instead. The teleport follows a delay of 2 seconds.

Costs moderate mana. Cooldown: none.

In addition, your Bronze tier teleportation ability now costs low mana.

This ability is tied to your Attuned attribute.

I followed this up by pushing her into Erratesh with Adrift, and following her when two of the Gold tiers looked my way.

Mender’s Mark took the injuries away, the physical ones at least.

“You’re safe now,” I told her, while her body knitted itself back together.

She groaned and pulled herself up, regarding me with a wary eye. Then her breath caught and she stared around at the unfamiliar metallic landscape of Erratesh, with its distant different-colored mountains and its death lake.

“I’ve got a whole city of young ladies like you,” I told her, and offered a hand down. “Would you like to go to Surrek?”

“Who are you?” she asked.

“I’m Evan, the Drifter, the one who liberated all the slaves in Surrek.” The one whose city was directly in the path of the oncoming demon apocalypse. “I would like to invite you to live there. And possibly work, if you’d like more than the basic food and shelter deal.”

She stared at me with yellow cat eyes.

“You don’t have to do anything.” We have the best mental health services in the entire reality, I didn’t say. “You can take a rest for a few days… a week maybe. Then we’ll find something that fits you. In the meantime you can talk with our healer, relax in safety, walk the city. No pressure. All will be well.”

Tears were brimming in her eyes. She cast a look toward the ground far below, and I suddenly wondered if she were going to try jumping.

She let out an unsteady breath. “Surrek? In the north?”

I nodded.

“Isn’t it always cold there?” She was wearing a bikini with several veil type things hanging from it to make a skirt and puffy sleeve things.

“Not at all.” I laughed. “Come on, I’ll show you.” And pushed her through the veil between worlds, into my lively, weird, not-yet-fixed city.


1- A Delightful Distraction

Sometimes, when life gives you insurmountable problems, you go on vacation.

Say, for instance, that you were given the impossible choice between saving the girl you love, and losing the city you’ve made your home and transformed. Almost transformed. It’s a bit of a work in progress. In either case, you lose the city to save the girl, or you lose the girl but save the city.

These were the thoughts I was attempting to kick when taking the girls on a Paris vacation. I was lucky enough to be blessed with a series of magical powers that made me capable of stealing anything I wanted, or more precisely, whatever the ladies wanted.

And right now, what Zati really wanted was an ornate marble chess board with a series of cast, solid metal pieces. I felt a little bad stealing from this elderly Parisian man in his cramped little shop, so I took out a wad of euros and approached the storekeeper.

He said something that would’ve been indecipherable in French, but because I’d weathered a magical crossing into another dimension, came out fully intelligible. “Good day. Do you need a bag?”

“No, thank you,” I told him, and hoped it came out in French.

“One forty six euros and fifty cents, please,” he replied.

Whew. I handed him some of the euro bills.

Yes, those were stolen, and no I didn’t feel all that bad about it. We’d figured out how to spy on bank tellers and clerks with their cash drawers. I would say sue me, but you can’t. I live in a world where suing people isn’t a thing.

“Your French is quite good,” he said, and nodded.

I gave him a quick smile and winked. “Honestly it’s just magic, but thank you.”

His expression soured.

Avya appeared, looking for all the world like a middle schooler. “I want more of those delicious things in the shells,” she said.

“Sure,” I told her. Then I called back. “Ladies?”

All of them, save for Shennalil, Nakla and Zati, dutifully appeared from behind various shelves and stocked items. After Avya, we had Dallinya, Hellera, Velleth, Quavallie, Laylenna, Sillandria, and even Nallene. Amazingly, I’d managed to convince the First Domi of Sunspire, Zephellyn. Hellera had agreed, grumbling the whole time, to take on the illusion of an older woman, so she could pass as Avya’s mother, while I’d used the illusion to make myself look like my father, using a photo from my phone. I offered up my elbow and chuckled when Hellera first looked at it, snuffled in annoyance, and then took it.

Trickster’s Mark

*Spell, Illusion*

*Silver tier, eight stars*

Normal: Activate to disguise yourself as another person. The believability of the disguise will be based on your Sly attribute. You may bestow the ability on another willing target by touch. You gain the voice, scent, and Marks of the disguised person, though Marks do not function.

Lasts 1 hour. Costs moderate mana. Cooldown: 1 minute.

Bronze: Activate to create an illusion to confound the visual, auditory, scent, tactile or taste of anyone who would come into contact with it. The illusion can be no larger than a person. You can add extra senses to the illusion at no cost. If attacked, the illusion may take seven injuries before being dispelled.

Lasts up to 1 hour. Costs moderate mana. Cooldown: none.

In addition, the cooldown of the Normal ability is reduced.

Silver: You create a fanciful landscape to fool the senses. You may trap up to 10 victims in the the same unreal landscape. Those around the target will be impossible to detect except through touch, and attacking those targeted will break the spell. This may cause targets to harm themselves, such as walking off the edge of a building or cliff.

Lasts up to 15 minutes. Costs extremely high mana. Cooldown: 10 minutes.

In addition, the cooldown of the Normal ability and the mana cost of the Bronze ability are reduced.

Note: all illusions break when the bearer of the illusion makes a hostile action toward another, or willing the illusion to be dispelled. Those with ability-enhanced senses are more likely to see through the illusion.

You gained this ability after joining with Velleth of Surrek. This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Velleth of Surrek.

I’d really gone all out, too, making her look exactly like a middle aged housewife: curly hair where she had scarlet frilly things and spiked horns, an unflattering pair of elastic mom jeans where she had powerful red-scaled legs, and a floral and paisley blouse in magenta and lime green over her powerful shoulders. Now she looked forty-five and bored with even trying.

Thanking the storeowner again, I left with one half-sized person and seven other beautiful women with me. Or, six and one housewife.

We walked the streets of Paris, which seemed to me to be filled with one delight after another. They did everything differently than my home country. There were pharmacies everywhere with green crosses sticking out of ancient buildings. You’d have teensy little supermarkets here and there, barely the size of a 7-11 from Michigan. They had jewelry stores, art supply stores, toy stores, restaurants… a ton of different restaurants actually. Boulangerie, patisserie, bistro, wine bar, creperie, cafe, and more.

And the people. They were everywhere. They were going… somewhere. The least of them was far more stylish than anyone you’d see in my home state. At least, they were hardly sweater and jeans type people. There were women, right this moment with sundresses and high heels on. Just walking around like it was the most natural thing in the world. Guys in shimmering suits.

Thousands of them passing every minute. Walking with purpose or just strolling, talking and laughing or just hurrying.

We’d spent so long at one cafe just watching people that the illusions started wearing off, and Velleth and I had to rush to get everyone back together before the people of Paris started going absolutely insane seeing a dragon lady of either the red or turquoise variety, octopus hair on a jellyfish girl, the blue skin on my elf, or the other elf, who was basically just the night sky wrapped around a pretty shape.

“They had paints of every color in tiny tubes,” Velleth said. “And brushes of every size. I had thought you mixed the colors together to make new colors, but they had every single one I’d ever seen.”

And she was eighty-seven years old, so she’d seen a lot of colors over the years.

“Can we go to another one of those fancy underwear stores?” Dallinya asked.

“We have mountains of fancy underwear,” Quavallie protested. “You never wear it long enough to justify having more.”

“What?” Dallinya asked, expression souring.

“She’s got a point,” Avya said. She was holding Hellera’s hand. “It all just ends up on the floor about five minutes after you put it on.”

“I am outraged!” Dallinya said, and thrust a finger in the air. “Outraged, I say.”

“Then why are you blushing?” Sillandria asked quietly.

Everyone stopped talking and looked to where Sillandria was now also furiously blushing. She clapped both hands to her face and turned away.

The night elf presently wore the face of a pretty young woman with olive skin, mousy brown hair, who was dressed in a pair of big cargo pants and a high cut t-shirt, the kind with those teensy non-sleeves. She was far and away the most unassuming, having chosen the look from a fashion magazine online. Still, all eyes fell on her and she curled into a ball on the sidewalk.

“Don’t do that,” Hellera barked. “You’re going to get us noticed by the earth people.”

“Saying ‘earth people’ will get us noticed by the earth people,” Avya commented.

“Can we go back to the hotel, where they bring us free food and we can stop wearing clothes and illusions—”

“And force Evan to give you a string of orgasms?” Avya asked. It was super weird to see her in her illusion form saying things like this. Now I was suddenly hoping that none of the Parisians could understand us.

“Okay, everybody, we’re playing the quiet game until we get to the Louvre.”

Dallinya slumped against my back, holding onto my shoulders and burying her forehead between my shoulder blades. “Nobody wants to see dumb art, Evan. We want to fuck. Like, a lot.”

Quavallie cuffed her on the back of the head. “You just had him… what, five hours ago? Sheesh, Dolly, you’re worse than Rea.”

“It’s too many hours,” Dallinya complained. “We’ve just been walking and shopping.”

“I like walking and shopping,” Avya said. The others were nodding or muttering in agreement, and Dallinya responded with a hiss and a groan.

“We should be walking and shopping and fucking,” she muttered in response.

Sillandria appeared beside me, tapping me on the shoulder to get my attention. Gesturing toward Dallinya and Avya, she mimed the mouth zipper.

“Yeah, Dallinya is definitely out,” I told her.

[image: ]

The ladies very much enjoyed the Louvre, or what we could see of it. The place was so vast we could take multiple days in just the one museum and not see the whole thing. They wanted to know why the modern glass pyramids sat incongruously in the courtyard of such a huge old building, and why anyone would take so long painting something thirty feet wide by about twenty feet tall.

I didn’t have a lot of answers for them. I couldn’t really enjoy the art the way I wanted to. It was probably (certainly) full of history I didn’t know well, and hidden symbolism I couldn’t make out, and stories of the making and the training I likewise hadn’t been taught. There were no podcasts or Youtube overviews in Ethetria to help me get a base of information from which to stand.

It was without a doubt a showcase of supreme skill, time, and the vastness of history. France had been a massive superpower in its day. Or for hundreds of years, if you believed these paintings.

Now it was a tourist destination. And maybe a cautionary tale, depending on how you viewed it.

Dallinya got bad enough that I threatened to send her back to the hotel and put her in horny jail again, and once that happened Quavallie and Velleth made their teasing little plays.

Velleth would come and grab me around the arm, speaking in low tones, only to slowly and accidentally bump my hand against her crotch. She’d press my fingers tight and sigh quietly into my shoulder, only to disengage without looking. Another time she intertwined her fingers with mine, and it became instantly clear from the wetness she’d had her fingers inside herself.

Then I had to resist the impulse to taste her.

Quavallie would instead hug me from behind, or get on ahead of me and stop so I collided with her plump backside. Either of those times I’d feel the hair tentacles reach out for a little kiss here or there. Although she wore an illusion, that was all she wore. She didn’t like wearing clothes, being a water-based, moist-skinned cephellian, and especially when we were away from a full water bath for extended periods. She was walking around Paris in the nude. She knew very well what this did to me, and exploited it.

Dallinya was insatiable though. With her own Trickster’s Mark, she could change up her illusionary appearance at will, meaning she could simply follow me into the bathrooms with a young man’s face, and goose me or whisper filth into my ears before going to innocuously wash her hands.

I caught Sillandria, Zephellyn and Laylenna also looking at me at various times throughout the day.

Laylenna was mostly happy just to exist in a place where people weren’t staring at her all the time, and the longing glances I caught were appreciative rather than hungry.

Zephellyn wasn’t used to being outside Sunspire, but I’d convinced her that the other three Domi could handle the village’s running right now, and that I needed her help with… the other thing. For this week though, we were just walking around, shopping with heavy air quotes, and taking in some culture. Her glances to me were mostly those of astonishment, but I saw a couple with heavy-lidded eyes and mouth partway open. Then she would smile when I caught her eye, and wink.

Sillandria was so transparent at these times, clapping her hands over her face and turning away. She was simply adorable in a Shennalil way.

After the museum I had no wish to force them to ride the subway or take a series of taxis, so we headed to a stairwell not teeming with people and took the Silver Door back to the hotel.

“Finally!” Dallinya groaned, and kicked off her earth clothes, then collapsed onto the suite’s large bed.

We’d reserved a handful of rooms all on the top floor of this hotel, so Laylenna, Hellera, and Zephellyn made their way to the next suite, while the others hung around.

Honestly, it was like being in another world, not another country. Furnishings in France embraced the past, with lavish and ornate carpeting, old style wallpaper, crown moldings, and furnishings that might’ve been made a few years ago, but had the look of being a hundred or more years old. The result was warm but a little overwhelming, at least to my simple and poor American tastes.

That said, I’d been living in a mansion for the past several months.

“Do we order the people to bring us the food, or shuck clothes first?” Dallinya called.

Arms wrapped around me from behind, Nallene’s arms as it turned out. She quickly had my shirt off. Her hands ranged over my well-developed pecs down over my abs and to those v-shaped muscles you only got from bodybuilders and serious actors. The veins there were starting to come in, matching the ones in my forearms and biceps.

“Drifter,” she whispered, “may I have the honor?”

My body responded, as always, to having beautiful women around who wanted to be in my pants.

“The honor will be mostly mine,” I told her, then turned. “Dallinya, for being insatiable, will be on dinner detail. Ordering and making sure they don’t barge in here to disturb us.”

Dallinya groaned, but Velleth and Quavallie chuckled. Sillandria followed, looking embarrassed and out of place as always.

Nallene slithered down my back in her lithe dancer’s way and had  my pants around my ankles a second later.

“I recommend you stick with the skirt,” she told me. “Much easier to get off you. Much less restrictive.”

Down on her knees behind me, she dutifully pulled each of my feet out of the pant legs, and socks. Her light ash-colored fur brushed against my legs and ass, and I tried not to shiver.

Then her hands ran up and down muscles I’d never had before a month ago. Gold tier muscles, and that wasn’t even a brag.

“The carpeting of this other world does make for a comfortable situation,” she said, and I could hear the grin in her voice. “Even though I’ve seen only humans, and it seems dirty and stiff here, your world is not so bad.”

“It’s because Evan’s from here,” Dallinya called.

“You’re just trying to flatter your way into his good graces,” Quavallie shouted from the bathroom. She needed a good long soak after being out of water for so long.

Nallene’s hand ran up over my junk and gripped the growing length of my cock. Then her tongue started to dance all over my backside.

“Velleth?” I asked, watching the hand between my legs twist, grip, playfully tug.

“Mm?”

“I need you, pretty please.”

I sensed her coming, silent as she was on the carpeted floor in bare feet. My blue-skinned elf approached, and I dipped down to give her a long and tongue-filled kiss.

“Master does not need to request,” she breathed.

“You’re not supposed to call me that,” I breathed, but knew she always would. Our relationship hadn’t quite settled perfectly as lovers, like Dallinya and I, or companions like Avya and I, or even coworkers, like Hellera and I. Coworkers who occasionally got down and dirty until we started places on fire.

Velleth still needed to be told what to do, oddly enough. She leaned against my chest and pressed her body against my side, watching Nallene’s slow handjob. “I know, but I can’t help myself, Daddy.”

Shennalil was days away from making me a father. Dallinya was months away.

“Well, pet, I have this slight issue of a raging erection and I’d like you to help Nallene take care of it.”

“Is that what Daddy would like?” She asked innocently.

I leaned in and breathed, “Suck my cock, pet.”

Since my Attuned senses were now Gold, I could feel, smell, and hear the gut punch of arousal this gave my blue-skinned beauty. Hell, I could see the magic blossom in her womb, even as the complicated bouquet of scents gushed to life inside her. A ripple hit the air, like a tiny shockwave from a bomb. I could literally see the effect of my words, and it made my cock throb.

Velleth fell to her knees and began to worship my cock. She was well-versed in cock worship, and even went so far as to lick and suck Nallene’s fingers while they worked. It was time to spread the love. 

Empath’s Mark allowed me to spread my sensations out to willing participants. Quavallie was a good first choice. From the bathroom I heard a yelp, followed by a contented sigh. Avya was in range, and I felt a radiant glow of happiness along with a pulse of magic like out of Velleth. My elf and tiefling were next, and both cooed in pleasure at receiving phantom cocks. Sillandria followed, and I watched the disbelief in Dallinya’s eyes turned to annoyance, while she waited by the door.

Empath’s Mark

*Special ability, magical*

*Gold tier, no stars*

Normal: Activate this ability to sense the mood of the crowd around you. Directed toward a single individual, you may read the surface thoughts. You can sense the rough number of individuals within thirty feet of you. This ability is difficult to counter, even by those of higher rank than you. If you succeed a Sly check, the individual will not be aware of your probe.

Once active, this ability is continuous and costs moderate mana over time.

Bronze: Activate this ability to broadcast a mood to a single target, or over a large area (about twenty feet in all directions). The mood can be the sensations you currently feel. Those affected may make a Clever check (with the Spot skill) to notice the effect, and a Tough check (with the Will skill) to nullify the effect.

Once active, this ability is continuous and costs moderate mana per minute.

Silver: Cool or heat the emotions of allies or enemies within a large area (up to a hundred people) to a moderate or severe degree. Alternately, drive one subject insane with conflicting emotions. Target gains five emotional statuses at random. Those affected may make a Tough check (with the Will skill) to reduce the effect.

Costs high mana per minute. Cooldown: 2 minutes.

Gold: Choose a single individual you can see; permanently shift an emotion the target has with regard to a single relationship. This can be a relationship with an object, an individual, or a broad group of people. Depending on the severity of the change, the target may know that their emotions have been manipulated. A subject with detection and resistance abilities may attempt a Grit (Charming) check to reduce the duration to one week, after which the emotion fades over the course of another week.

Costs extremely high mana, cooldown: one week.

In addition, the range of all Empath abilities is doubled.

This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Avya Dalewind, Favored Consort of Evan Westfield of Earth.

She gave me a whole lot of side eye and huffed several times.

Then Avya turned her own Bronze Empath ability on and shared the love to everyone here, including me.

Suddenly I had my own set of female anatomy, and felt fingers rubbing against a hard nub at the top of that new body part. I felt my (Avya’s) fingers slick with arousal and closed my eyes to fully immerse myself in the feel of the bedsheets against her back, the pillow cradling her head, and her nipple rolled between thumb and forefinger, rhythmically squeezing her breast.

I turned to give Nallene center stage, inviting her to her feet. Her lust-filled gaze was all the confirmation I needed: the half-parted lips, the hooded eyelids, the flush running over her cheeks and the smell of her arousal.

Nallene’s magic smelled how a dancer smells: like exertion, and clean sweat.

She caught one foot in her hand (she had feet instead of hooves), and raised the leg into a standing split I found amazing. This opened up her pink insides, so I lined up and sank into her welcoming pussy. She was feeling everything I was, everything she was, and everything Avya was, and this caused her to buck and groan with immediate orgasm. Her leg nearly fell off my chest, but I clutched it to my neck and gave it a few kisses.

In the meantime, Velleth crawled up behind me, between my splayed legs and commenced to licking everything available to her.

Which was slightly distracting, pretty pleasurable, and forced me to take the pace with Nallene very slow. She clung to my shoulders and threw her head back, going through climax after climax one after another. Between Avya and myself and her own feelings, she was careening into and through realms of pleasure she’d never been through before.

I leaned in, pumping my hips slowly, and leaned down to kiss up her neck and whisper into her ear. “Pull your horns?”

She groaned, long and low from deep in her chest. Finally though, after several more slow and measured thrusts, she looped her raised leg around my waist and nodded.

In the meantime Velleth had half my shaft in her mouth and was also licking the place where we joined up. With a hand on either curling ram’s horn, I pulled slowly back, and back, and then further back.

This bent Nallene into an impossible-looking position, back fully arched to where I couldn’t see her face any longer, and her arms fell away before bracing against the wall behind her. Grunting and grinning, I increased the pace and put Velleth out of my mind. Punishment was her MO, and disregard was one of those. She still tried to be involved, and had to resort to standing and running her tongue over my back, then disengaging and giving Nallene’s nipples some love.

Nallene had been in a constant state of orgasm for several minutes now, and slipped when I rammed into her hard. Losing her balance meant I was both supporting her at the shoulders and wrenching back on her horns.

She began to squirt like several of the others had, flooding my abs and the floor in clear fluid. Yelling loudly, she eventually fluttered one hand against my arm. Stop, that gesture told me, please for the love of all the gods, stop. That was the signal; I pulled out and unloaded my seed all over her. Literally all over her.

The rest of them

Well, I was up to three full stars with Nallene at this point. Her Dervish’s Mark was useful in battle and I couldn’t wait to one day reach Silver.

Velleth helped me cradle her limp body and carry her over to the bed. The others, tired and shaky as they were, all descended on Nallene and went right to work getting all the glistening seed they could into their mouths.

Dallinya made an audible sound of gratification and turned bedroom eyes my way.

“Well, that was a delightful distraction,” she said.

The mood fell, crashed, and shattered.


2- Right This Moment

Right this moment, the apocalypse was getting underway. Somewhere up north something was happening. It had forced a series of creatures further and further south, crossing the wide river and into the path of my present home of Surrek.

The Emperor’s recorded message presaging his own death had been—how do I put this politely?—lacking in details. Although he frequently mentioned that I should be taken out of the picture with extreme prejudice, the challenge in the north wasn’t given the sort of depth I needed when told the whole world was going to end, and hey it was your duty to stop it.

This meant doing reconnaissance, gathering intelligence as a first phase. Drawing up plans as a second phase, and enacting those plans as a final phase.

So far, we were in phase one. We’d had a difficult time choosing between Operation Crosshair and Operation Scope, but the latter sounded wrong. Like we were trying to foist off mouthwash on everyone in the Empire to stamp out bad breath.

At this moment, deep beneath the Emperor’s gigantic phallic palace in the very center of the gigantic empire of twelve ring cities and three central cities, my OG was somehow living out her entire life all at once. She would flicker in and out of existence one after another, like a slide show of her entire life playing out at random. Auralla as a beautiful young mother with a child held to her breast, Auralla as a young child herself, fierce and holding a spear, Auralla as an old woman seated on a phantom rocking chair concentrating on leather reshaping magic. She was a teenager, she was the spitting image of the time I’d met her, resplendent in the beauty of her late teen years, she was fully silver gray and practically on her deathbed, she was a toddler.

Somewhere on earth this very second, Zati sat beside a sturdy wooden desk looking back into Ethetria, her eyes clouded over with Adrift portals, looking over the hellish situation in the far northlands. She reached into a cooler and popped the top on a mildly alcoholic but fruity drink, concentrating on the sights. She sipped, but never stopped writing her observations.

People might be able to see her, but this was a tiny island off the coast of Newfoundland and anyone who got too close would be warded off with any the many spells at her disposal. She had spells to convince people to move on, spells to bathe the whole place in misty foggy stuff, and spells to render an illusion, probably of a fisherman’s hut and her a big burly sonovabitch nobody wanted to mess with.

So she watched, she noted down, she had sip after sip to put a warm glow in her tummy tum, and she got a mana potion ready for when she’d need it. She now had the ability, since reaching Silver with me, to return back to Ethetria at will, which was quite useful, so whenever she got enough information, or—and this was far more likely—she ran her mana down, she could slip back to Aceter House or the Governor’s palace and have a little break in the musty libraries of Mage District. Or, you know, just take a nap like normal people.

Right this moment, somewhere outside of Surrek, a group of people called the Dalewinds were harvesting mana in the form of mana crystals. Miners from Surrek were also taking apart some of the floating rocks, but the process was slow and unwieldy, sometimes causing explosions that would kill or maim the miners. The Dalewinds could simply condense all the mana of an area into a crystal, and wait for the natural mana cycle to fill the place with magic once again. The process felt unnatural and harmful to the environment, but I’d been repeatedly assured the world could handle it.

After all, armageddon was approaching regardless.

The main issue with the Dalewinds was that they’d been expelled from Sunspire once upon a time for contacting some kind of demonic realm, and then accidentally summoning a tentacle sex demon into Ethetria. The ladies were sharply divided on how much we could trust them not to go around summoning more demons, or making themselves into portals to demonland.

Demonland was sadly not a cool demon-themed amusement park, but instead a hellscape where they were normally constrained.

Avya’s own mother was a part of these strange magic chain gangs, with a number of Masters and petty Masters watching them for any sign of deception or, you know, demon summoning.

Because right now, as I headed over into the other suite to use tickling as foreplay with Avya, the Dalewinds were working with the artificers of Artifice District and the hedge mages of Mage District to put up a full magical defensive perimeter, the type of thing that would murder thousands of enemies before they ever set foot on my lands.

They’d created and brought to life a half dozen of these things. Each color had a different effect, such as canceling out offensive powers, canceling movement powers, shielding the surrounding area from attack from without, and of course blasting the hell out of anyone I denoted an enemy.

And that was only a portion of what was going on right now.

At this very moment, a golden construct, a demigod created by the goddess Innarine was presently cementing her hold over the empire as its new Empress. I’d just activated her several weeks ago and given her a set of instructions to live by. Then, when control over the Empire came into question, everyone looked to me to take it.

Which, no. I wasn’t the most powerful person in the Empire, didn’t want to run a whole city, let alone fifteen of them, and I’d had enough of the ladies being in mortal danger every time any new threat came up.

Instead the Avatar of Innarine now had the unenviable task of heading to each of the eleven other cities, presenting herself as Empress, and making everyone bow to her rule. In a world where all the males dominated all the females by draining their powers through sex, the golden demigoddess was going to have a difficult time of it.

I’d made mistakes, and Auralla was presently the most agonizing one of them. If I’d just kept my need for her under control a little while longer, I could’ve taken the Emperor on, possibly lived through the ordeal going the same way, and then watched our baby come into the world in a few more months.

I could’ve separated Surrek out and taken it on a dimensional ride, wandering the multiverse and trying to sell goods for coin anywhere we turned up.

Instead I was forced to watch the future happen in slideshow form, unable to stop it and get her off the crazy ride so we could enjoy our lives together.

With all these things presently happening, you might be wondering just what in the fuck I was doing with my main coterie of amazing superpowered fantasy ladies in Paris. It would be a fair question.

First off, I’m an adult and can make stupid choices if I want to. People do that shit all the time. Oh, crack? I know I shouldn’t, but hell, I guess I’ll shoot up just this once. Oh, have sex with my coworker in a mop closet during daytime hours with dozens of people right outside in the hallways? Well hell, what could go wrong? Doctor my resume and apply for jobs I’m not remotely qualified for? Sure, of course, what’s the worst that could happen?

I consider a holiday in Paris after conquering the entire Empire to be a small price to pay for all the work and the nearly dying.

In addition, all my sex-based powers were Relationship based. Like, literally, there’s a menu in my new life, a User Interface tab titled Relationships showing exactly how close I was with each of them.

For instance, with Avya, I was Silver with ten stars, out of twelve. I’d gone toe to toe with a much more powerful foe, in a manner of speaking anyway, and the sheer balls of it had boosted my relationship with all of them in a way that could best be described as orgasmic. Climactic.

And if, for instance, I got my relationship with Avya up to Gold before facing this armageddon level threat, I’d grab three new powers: one in Empath’s Mark, one in Mischief’s Mark, and one in Dalewind’s Mark. I might even be able to grab one of Avya’s other powers, if she ended up at Gold at the same time.

This was the same situation for Quavallie, Hellera, Velleth, Dallinya, Zati and Shennalil, though my connection was closest with Avya.

So you could say the vacation to Paris, drinking wine and eating snails, was actually a power grab. A way to boost my power in preparation for Phase Three: Disarmageddon.

I was workshopping names. This name was presently on top of Armageddown and below Stopocalypse.
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I grinned down at Avya. Not the illusion version of her, but the nellwyn version: short and slight, with lavender eyes and brown skin, with a fantastic halo of matching lavender hair. Her hands were folded behind her head.

I didn’t wait for her to move, but instead told her, “You don’t have to move, it’s all right. I just want to talk.”

I then proceeded to lean down and kiss her lightly on the tip of her upturned little nose.

“Just want to talk?” Her tone was equal measures skepticism and disappointment.

“You didn’t just cum several times?” I asked.

She pouted. “And if I did?”

“Then I want to talk first. Afterwards we can do whatever you like.”

A lazy smile twitched at the sides of her mouth. “Whatever I like?”

“Including demanding I not use Wicked Mark when fucking you, so you can, for your own reasons, struggle to take me at my full size. If that’s what you want.” She was just over three and half feet tall, and had made it her mission to get the full length of my cock in her a number of times. The amount of wincing and groaning that happened was as obscene as it was worrisome. Or would be worrisome if we didn’t have instantaneous healing magic. I just wasn’t clear on why this was her goal.

Her smile got wider but remained just as lazy.

“First, how was Nallene?”

“Um, amazing?” she responded. “It looked like you were folding her into a donut. Gods, she’s flexible. And she came everywhere.” She shivered.

“I’m glad you liked it.”

“Loved it. Hellera had her whole fist inside herself,” she said. “That was incredible too.”

I… wow. I tucked that one away for later use. My warrior dragonite didn’t get sexual too often, but when she did it was a scorcher. A literal scorcher that required buckets of water, new furniture, cleaning crews, and open windows for the smoke to clear.

I looked around, and located a spot of wallpaper that had browned and buckled from the heat.

“We can’t burn down this hotel,” I told her. “Don’t give her the empathic link again, okay?”

“Yes, Master.”

I tried not to hiss and mostly succeeded. Avya and I were bonded more deeply than the others. The Favored Consort link meant she was magically compelled to obey my every order, so I tried to ask her questions. It didn’t always work. Like many humans from planet earth, I sometimes had this tiny issue of letting my mouth run on ahead of my brain.

“Sorry about that,” I told her.

“It’s fine. The link is changing,” she replied.

That stopped me short. “What? Already?”

“You reviewed the changes when you reached Gold, right?”

I had.

Gold tier comes with certain additional benefits. Would you like to know more?

Of course I had. At the time I’d had to deal with a horrible man straight out of the past.

Gold tier brings several benefits.

*Immunity to venoms, poisons and diseases below Gold tier.

*Slowed aging: You age 75% slower than normal.

*Mana sustenance: You may consume moderate mana in lieu of a meal.

*Mana capacity: Your mana pool is increased significantly.

*You may advance individual attributes past Gold tier and into Platinum, though you do not gain the benefits associated with reaching Platinum.

*Favored Consort: You have nominated a Favored Consort and may not presently nominate another. The Favored Consort ability has undergone changes. Tap here to learn more.

*Relationships you cultivate begin at Bronze and advance more quickly.

*You have gained an additional special ability.

Aha. I hadn’t skipped over it, but forgot to tap here to learn more. Instead I’d headed straight to my special abilities, which were tied to each of my Attributes.

Attuned: Drifter

Charming: Steel-Willed

Clever: Adrift

Fierce: Phase Shift

Sly: Dimension Door

Quick: Temporomancy

Tough: The Interloper

At the time I’d spied on and really read up on The Interloper, which was my first and only Familiar ability. The first one I’d ever see in my User Interface anyhow. I’d seen the wyvern the Gleaming Silver nellwyn had at his disposal, and the dinosaurs used by a petty Master at the very beginning of my adventure. I’d always assumed both were like the Beastmaster’s Mark ability, where the creature was a creation of magic or my soul or something.

But now, with The Interloper, all that flopped on its head. The whole notion of a Familiar was a new and different thing, which had its own set of rules.

It sure wasn’t like the other special abilities, spells and such.

The Interloper

*Familiar, Inherent*

*Gold tier, one star*

The Interloper knows, sees, hears, and watches. The Interloper is nowhere and everywhere.

At Gold tier, the Interloper provides the following abilities at all times:

*May travel up to 20 absolute miles from your location, within the present reality or adjacent realities. You may use The Interloper’s senses as your own.

*Decreases mana costs for Adrift and Drifter abilities.

*May generate a circle fifteen feet in diameter. Within this circle you and allies may scry alternate adjacent realities in their relative position. Movement out of or attacking from within the circle cancels this effect.

*May generate a circle five feet in diameter. Within this circle you and allies are untraceable by all means, save dimensional scrying. Movement out of or attacking from within the circle cancels this effect.

*May generate a circle three feet in diameter. Within this circle all attacks are transported to adjacent realities. Movement out of or attacking from within the circle cancels this effect.

*Makes dimensional attacks at extremely high melee damage.

*Makes dimensional attacks at high ranged damage, up to a hundred feet.

This ability is tied to your Tough Attribute, and will grow in capabilities as you gain stars in Tough.

And aside from a ritual to summon the thing, including expensive materials, that was it. I’d spent the better part of a week hunting down a specific type of dungeon, which Zephellyn helped find, and went through it with several of the ladies. Luckily it wasn’t too rough, and we got most of the rarer materials. I still needed gold from another reality, but the ladies of Erratesh were ready to provide that. Which left one more item I needed, a meteorite.

Earth had a few of those I knew about. Stealing from a museum wasn’t something I’d be proud of, but I had it on good authority that the British museum had this thing about stealing.

I mean, superhero movies don’t lie, obviously.

So London was the last stop on our little trip here.

You’re doing it again, Evan, I told myself, and went back to the matter at hand. The Favored Consort had changed somehow once I reached Gold.

Your Favored Consort’s abilities, relationship, and the nature of the Blood Debt has changed upon reaching Gold tier. Review these below and make your choice.

Favored Consort

Silver tier males may nominate a favored consort from among females they have marked. A male may only have one favored consort at any given time. A new favored consort may only be nominated if the previous one dies.

Status:

Avya Dalewind is presently your Favored Consort. As a result, Avya Dalewind carries a Blood Debt to you.

Benefits of the becoming:

*The favored consort immediately gains 4 stars in all attributes. 

*The favored consort immediately gains a rank in each skill you possess.

*The favored consort immediately gains an additional mark of power from each of your special abilities.

*The favored consort immediately gains all your marks of power from other marked females.

*As you gain new marks of power, your consort likewise gains one.

*The favored consort immediately gains a Blood Debt to you, and is incapable of attacking you, the Savior.

*You immediately gain two stars in all attributes.

*You immediately gain a rank in each skill your consort possesses.

*You immediately gain an additional mark of power from among your consort’s special abilities.

Upon reaching Gold, the following changes have been applied to your relationship with your Favored Consort:

*The Blood Debt no longer incurs relationship damage after 24 hours apart. Your relationship will deteriorate much more slowly than previously.

*The Blood Debt no longer directly damages your Favored Consort upon disagreement with you. Though able to harm you, the Savior, your Consort receives three magical backlash injuries for any injury she inflicts upon you. These may not be resisted or soaked.

*Your Favored Consort no longer feels pain when engaged in any activity that is not related to your current orders, though she may not countermand your orders.

Choose one of the following options:

1- Rein her in and assert your dominance over your Favored Consort. Gold tier changes will be nullified, and you will revert back to the basic Blood Debt arrangement. Your Favored Consort will gain three additional stars in all Attributes.

2- Take a lenient approach with your Favored Consort. The Gold tier changes will be adopted permanently. Your Relationship with your Favored Consort will gain three immediate stars.

Well that was a no-brainer. Three additional stars in everything? She’d get to Gold in a few more months, tops. She might even hit Gold right this moment.

“Domination!” I hissed.

She shot up in bed. “What?”

“What?” I asked innocently.

“Did you threaten me with the D?”

“The D is for dick,” I told her.

“Oh!” The surprise on her face was a delight to see.

“Yeah, I’ve been giving you the D for months.”

“Yeah you have,” she replied, grinning. “What were you talking about, then?”

“Nooooothing.”

“Evan some middle name Westfield!” she barked, then marveled that being cross with me didn’t cause her to flinch with pain.

Yes, I was using the word ‘cross’ instead of ‘upset’ because we were closer to the United Kingdom than America. It’s a proximity thing.

I mentally tapped at the second button, Take a lenient approach, and concentrated on my Attuned senses.

Now, with all the ladies, each of them had a binding magic thread tying the two of us together. The stronger the bond, the thicker the magic between us. Everyone save for Nallene and Laylenna was now Silver with me. Somehow Sillandria had reached Silver, perhaps by watching me fight off the Emperor, like the others.

When I was close to them, it was no matter to see the thread, feel its pull between us, and even smell the mingling magic. Avya smelled of freshness, innocence and mischief intertwining around one another like a yin yang, and complicated emotions orbiting all that.

Yes, I have no idea how to accurately describe how innocence smells. Attuned is strange and we’ll just have to live with that.

But when I pressed the button, I saw Avya’s eyes flutter and then snap onto me. The strong thread of magic tied between us thickened and turned from a silver color (shot through with plenty of other threads of color) to gold.

She gasped, and started reading through her own UI situation.

“Gold?” she breathed.

My grin felt like it was going to stretch right off my face. “That’s right. You’ve earned it.”

Right this moment things seemed all right. But when you live in a building with multiple floors, you can really only focus on what’s going on right in front of you. It’s impossible to see the rot in the beams below you, or the way the upstairs bathroom is flooding from someone who forgot to shut the bath water off.

But right this moment I got to stare into Avya’s amazed and delighted eyes, and I didn’t care.


3- We May Have Made A Mistake

Iwill say this: I didn’t think the British authorities would be so upset about a little bit of lost meteorite. The moment I used a teensy little hand portal to get beyond the glass and grab that thing the place went apeshit, and I was really glad they didn’t have any Drifters with dimensional powers on staff to mess with me.

I thought perhaps earth would have some secret cabal of wizards come and try and abduct me, or several secret cabals of rival wizards from various countries trying to abduct me, or secret groups of vampires and monsters come and try and abduct me, or something even weirder, but… no. Luckily no.

Given my powers now, and my Attributes, and the serious number of other minor deals I’d gotten from Silver and now Gold tier, that theft from a guarded museum in the middle of a top tier country was child’s play. I didn’t even scale the walls in the middle of the night or get past any laser beams or anything. I just paid for myself and the ladies to enter, leaving the ticket personnel to wonder if I was a pornstar or a billionaire or something, and walked in the front door.

From there we split up, with me going directly for the meteorite and them… doing whatever. They had Avya, and could just as easily.

I mean, I should back up and explain that once I took a lenient approach with Avya’s Blood Debt thing, she immediately wanted to stuff as much of me in all her assorted holes as possible for as long as I could hold out.

Avya and I had surpassed Auralla in the Relationship department, and more than that, she understood by the UI that I’d done something to give her a little breathing room with the Blood Debt. By now she was used to the idea that I had the sex stick and she could only get it certain times of the week because there were so many obliging young women who wanted to swing off it.

But there was reason to celebrate.

That began with her yanking my gym shorts down and plopping my softened sex stick in her mouth, which rapidly got me hard enough to move onto Phase II, which I decided to title Avya Demands More.

“I want all of it,” she told me. “No marks, nothing fancy. I want that…” She pointed to my erection, shining with her spit, then pointed between her legs. “…in here. All the way in. And you’re going to give it to me. Hard.”

She was so pleased to be able to tell me what to do that she grinned up at me and popped the head into her mouth again for a little extra tongue swirling.

“Oh,” she said, with her mouth full. “And I wannit out on the balcony.” It didn’t sound nearly so intelligible as this.

“We can’t,” I protested. For whatever reason, my brain was still stuck in ‘we could get in trouble with the authorities’ mode, even though we’d shoplifted full carts worth of merchandise from stores up and down the state of Michigan.

“We can,” she insisted, delighted that she could, “and we will.”

Then she sprang to her feet, naked from the waist down and clad only in a pop band t-shirt, and grabbed my hand before dragging me over to the sliding windows and the balcony. I followed her little ass out there, where there were two padded wrought iron chairs and a table for the express purpose of breakfast and lunch with a view. She got up on her knees and wiggled her enticing little brown ass at me, then peeked over her shoulder, grinning.

“Give me that monster,” she demanded.

My mind, conditioned by twenty some years of earth society, protested that we would get in trouble, I would land in jail after appearing in a video with a girl who was under four feet tall.

Then my horniness got the better of me, and my brain caught up to the reality of the situation. I snapped an illusion into place of the two of us having a funny conversation up here, using Trickster’s Mark.

I was in the middle of envisioning exactly the illusion I wanted when Avya’s hand seized the object of her desire and pulled until we made contact.

“Now,” she breathed, intoxicated with the feeling of freedom and choice she now had at her disposal.

There was something about a hot, demanding woman that did it for me, especially one who didn’t even have the patience to pull off her shirt. Instead she’d shucked her pants and panties and told me exactly what went where, and when.

Her lips parted in invitation, and I pushed slowly forward until the full head had disappeared into her slick pussy. She let out a long sigh and settled her hands on her forearms, which dangled out over the balcony railing. She let out a loud moan of satisfaction.

I could feel it, too; she was liberally slick with juices.

Below us, hundreds and thousands of cars, scooters, and pedestrians walked the twilight Paris, the one bathed in street lamps, headlights and taillights, and neon.

“More,” she groaned.

Dallinya was also in the mood for more, because of course she was. I felt her pressed up against my back as I eased another inch into Avya. She got exactly what she bargained for when demanding to be a part of things: Avya and I both cast Empath’s Mark on her yet again, and flooded her with sensations of both the penetrated and the penetrator.

Dallinya grunted as though she’d just been punched in the gut, and fell to her knees behind me. Served her right for being such an insatiable nympho.

That freed me up to ease out of Avya, who went ’nooooo’ before shoving back up into her. She again collapsed onto her forearms and let out a loud groan, equal parts pain and pleasure.

“Uh…” Avya said into her arms. “Ohh gods…”

“Is that it?” I asked. Two thick inches protruded from her, spreading her wide in an obscene display that both turned me on immensely and made me feel a little wrong.

After several deep breaths, she told me, “More.”

“More please?” I asked lightly, with heavy mischief.

“Fuck me, Evan,” she commanded. “I… ohhhh… I need the whole thing, all the way. Stop, uhh… stop being a bitch. And. Fuck me.”

Good girl, I thought. This business with the Blood Debt had slowly soured. She thought she knew what she wanted, but had served as my Favored Consort only grudgingly. I knew she wanted to be the hero, wanted to be big and important, but she hadn’t really counted on losing her free will.

Now she had it, and as a first test, she wanted to have my abs against her ass cheeks. She wanted to have me roughly shoving aside her internal organs and turning her little nellwyn body practically inside out with orgasm after orgasm.

Well I gave her that. It took me gripping each of her ass cheeks hard and spreading them apart as much as I felt comfortable doing, along with very careful strokes out and then further in.

Dallinya whimpered behind me.

“Bitten off more than you can chew, huh?” I asked over my shoulder.

“How…” Dallinya gasped. “How does she…”

I pushed in another half inch, and Dallinya shut right the fuck up. Instead she flopped down onto her side with a moan. Then I gave Avya more, loving the way she shivered and shuddered around me. Her breathing was ragged now.

“Is this what you wanted?” I asked, teeth gritted and trying to hold back from really causing her distress.

“Noooo,” she moaned.

“What then?” I asked.

She took several deep breaths. “I want it like Dallinya. I want… you… to pound me…”

I bent over her back, and whispered, “You aren’t Dallinya. You’re my special girl. I gave you everything I had, and that wasn’t just the D. You have my powers, you have more stars, you got the menus, and now you have my back.”

She was in the run up to a hefty orgasm, and I punctuated the end of my little speech by shoving the remaining half inch into her incredible tightness. Avya cried out in pain and pleasure, one part triumph and one part agony.

“You have to accept this,” I told her. “You’re not the same. It won’t be the same. I wouldn’t want it to be.”

I could practically cover her entire body out here on the balcony, and I gave her a quick kiss on the forehead.

“No,” she grunted, pulled herself forward, and slammed backward. She was tight beyond belief.

Even after fucking her silly basically every other day, she snapped back to tautness like a rubber band. Plowing into her was actively painful every time, but luckily for me I had several marks of power for shrugging off pain, and a whole lot of stars in Tough for handling the pain that did squeak through.

Avya had these too. A little lower, but she was either mid or high level Silver now, easily the second strongest single individual in the city of Surrek.

“You want it hard?” I asked.

“Yesssss,” she hissed.

I shoved forward and nearly pitched her off the balcony. She responded with a sharp intake of breath and a hard climax.

“The safe word is eggplant,” I told her. “Or tap my left wrist.”

What followed was a whole lot of slapping, a whole lot of grunting, and Avya practically screaming the entire time. Every time I went to ask her if that was enough, she was already in the midst of shaking her head. No, she knew the word, she knew the word and she knew the thing to do if she couldn’t speak the word.

Slap, slap, slap went my abs against her ass, harder than I’d ever gone with Avya before. And yes, this was counting the cafe experience where I’d shrunk down to the size of a nellwyn. I had her by the hips first, then by the shoulders next, driving the full length of me in and out, rolling my hips when embedded fully inside.

Dallinya was a mess on the floor behind us, having squirted once with one hand on her front and the other clutching the base of her tail. She mewled like a kitten, legs spread, and came over and over.

For most of the time, Avya kept her head on her forearms, grasping the wrought iron railing of the balcony strong enough to leave marks, biting down on her wrist hard enough to draw blood, and that was with the Survivor’s Mark dealing with the first three injuries any time she was in pain.

For long minutes I sawed in and out, loving the groans, grunts, and shrieks, but also her resolve to stick with it. She was just stubborn enough to push past the pain and take me like she’d intended, despite maybe being in over her head. Finally I couldn’t help it any longer.

“Inside?” I rasped.

“I want it,” she responded, and I could hear the tears in her shaky voice.

I supplied what she wanted with a victorious roar, jammed myself in as far as I could get, and tried not to believe the scream I heard was Avya on the verge of passing out.
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So. Yeah. Anyhow, the next day we traveled from Paris to London and located the British Natural History Museum, paid for admittance, and promptly stole the last thing I needed to summon The Interloper.

I was pretty jazzed to meet the lil guy.

With the authorities on my tail, it was only a matter of time before I needed to make an exit. They eventually thought they had me cornered in a bathroom, but I used Adrift to head back to Ethetria.

As for the ladies, they would explore as much as they felt they needed, using Avya and Velleth to renew their illusions. If the authorities figured out we’d all entered together and tried to stop the ladies, it wouldn’t be long before Avya pushed the lot of them back to Ethetria. Our meeting point was the apartment of the Governor, so all they needed to do was not somehow know the diminutive little teenage girl was the threat, not snipe her in the head with a kryptonite bullet, mash several missiles into her by ambush, or hit her with an orbital laser or something of that nature. I felt confident leaving the rest of the girls in Avya’s tiny but capable hands.

As for me, I immediately went back to earth and stepped up next to Zati, who didn’t so much as flinch.

“I surmise you have acquired the final material component?” she asked, and jotted down another note.

I nodded. It was a shame that I didn’t trust illusions to hide the naga from the stupidity of earth people, because I knew she’d get a lot out of this world’s museum. Sort of the opposite of Laylenna, Zati refused to take transformation potions. The naga, she explained, were themselves. They knew what they were and they accepted this.

“Oh, I got it.”

“This is good, because the situation in the far north is much worse than we anticipated.”

“Not a fan of the damper you’re putting on my parade here, but I supposed you’re the one studying the apocalypse, not me.”

She nodded solemnly. “Just so.”

The report was not encouraging: thousands and thousands of demons had already amassed in the frozen north. They had difficulties, being demons, with the colder temperatures up north, but it wasn’t like the North Pole situation we were talking about, more like the middle of Canada, and it was summer now. A whole lot of Canada was very pleasant in mid-summer. Still, demons apparently liked boiling hot hell.

I picked up a sheaf of sketches secured with a large glass paperweight. I’d gotten her a variety of paper, from thin calligraphy rolls to thick, cardboard watercolor paper. We had various different browns, construction paper in a rainbow of colors, but these were done on black with white charcoal pencil and chalk pastels.

The first was a stout, well muscled four-armed monstrosity with two stumpy legs and a tail. It had two curving horns reaching up off the top of its head, beady little eyes, and barely two slits for a nose. Its mouth, though, was a jack-o-lantern grin carved by a sociopath. A note next to the face read ‘eyes, mouth and nose glow with hellfire’, but she’d done well on the black paper to make the thing look like a furnace burning in its head. Ashy gray and black covered most of it, pebbly, with a bit of marbling that looked something like lava.

“These are astonishingly good,” I told her.

“Thank you.”

“What’s one of four mean?” I asked. The next sheet had another sketch of yet another one. It also had ‘1 of 4’ written in the bottom corner, and seemed more slight, more intelligent, with longer legs and a bearing of command. Like that damned Che Guevara portrait, it was staring into the middle distance, plotting a future without you in it.

“Keep going,” she said, still taking notes.

Two of four turned out to be a massive slug-like thing with a huge toad mouth and neck pouch, two beady eyes, and a prominent nose. The last one had knife teeth, long and needle-like, but this one had shark’s teeth: pointy and serrated. A secondary sketch of just the head with the mouth open showed rows and rows of the teeth, all the way back toward the… tongues. The things looked like a cross between octopus tentacles and grasping hands.

Still, it had strong, stumpy legs, six of them, for waddling along. It reminded me of a komodo dragon: incredibly lazy for ninety-nine percent of the time, and then able to explode to a surprising and terrifying run the other one percent of the time.

“That is… something,” I said. 

“Not even remotely the worst type,” she said.

“And how many of these things are there, in the army?” The demon army, I didn’t say.

The third type seemed like a dwarf, or at least like Kinniash had been at the end. The Master had gone north and been turned into a dull gray vampire thing, with gemstones woven into his stick-like and root-like beard.

The next ones also had gemstones, but they were fused into any part of the monster. A lot of the gemstones were shoved into the hands and knuckles, most likely to use as weapons, but others sat in the oddest of places. Zati’s note said ‘gems and bits of metal may be found over the entire body. Nowhere is spared.’

These weren’t as large as the first, but also had four arms and two stumpy legs. Their facial features also glowed from within, the same kind of hellfire. I wondered if maybe these ones weren’t just juveniles or a subspecies.

Other notes for ‘3 of 4’ included ‘lopes along on bottom set of arms, much faster than type 1’ and ‘attacks targets with reckless disregard for their own lives’.

Not a great sign.

Another type Zati assigned to ‘3 of 4’ was an infected beast. One was a jiddara with glowing eyes, nostrils and mouth, wrapped in tendrils of blackness. Another smaller sketch showed a creature I’d never seen, something simian but nearly twelve feet high with enormous fists, also with tendrils wrapping around its body. Some of these tendrils had bits of mana crystal or regular gemstones inside, which was why she’d noted they were type threes.

Type 4 of 4 almost wasn’t a sketch at all. 

Notes here included ‘I can’t get a proper look at this. Terror steals over me every time I point my attention in its direction. Evan’s Steel-Willed gift is next to useless when staring it straight on, though it does activate and is working.’

The only thing she’d managed to sketch was a very tall humanoid figure of black on the black paper. She’d scribbled some dark gray where its face should’ve been and wrote ‘impossible to view the face without losing concentration over the spell, but no light from the eyes or mouth. Possibly faceless.’

The next note: ‘thankfully these seem ponderously slow.’

She’d put the giant-mouthed slug type twos and the smasher type ones in front of the type four for scale, and the type four towered over the others by about double. The jiddara sat there in between them all, meaning the type ones were around ten or twelve feet tall, and the slug type twos with the reaching tongues at eight to ten feet tall, double that in length.

The type four was easily over twenty feet high, like that Slenderman thing from a good decade ago on the internet. But, instead of wearing a suit, these things were composed of nothing but darkness. The whole situation in the north seemed tainted, like the blue sky was darker, the brown earth was nearly scorched black, and clouds that should’ve been white were automatically charcoal gray at their lightest.

“How long before we can expect them to be here?”

“That is a curious question,” she said. “The army seems to have amassed, but I can’t see anything stopping their movement. Presently their spread is glacial in speed, although…”

“Do go on,” I said.

“They range abroad to take down any nearby creatures. These are absorbed into the army.”

“Huh,” I remarked. Genius level input. What would be stopping them from coming down out of the north?

“Yes. This is perplexing.”

“I guess keep looking.” In earth movies, it would be because the wider world was toxic to them, or because they needed to get a huge portal open, for the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse or something. Hell, they could’ve just been having a huge demon rave and were waiting on glowsticks and the deejay.

“These things were what the Emperor was planning to go up against when he’d kicked the bucket, huh?” I asked idly, trying to keep the tone light. 

Zati finished up a note in her tome and turned a worried look in my direction.

“We may have made a mistake in killing him.”

“It would’ve been us instead,” I told her, thinking gods, girl, we have a Platinum construct that obeys our every word, relax.

She nodded absently. “I know.”


4- Easier On The Shoulders

The ritual for The Interloper was as complicated as it was time consuming. My abilities in magic were simply atrocious; I’d been bouncing from one near-catastrophe to the next like a ping pong ball, always finding a new and more dangerous one than the last, and never finding much time to sit down with a book to study, or a tutor for that matter.

Every time I set foot in Mage District I felt a surge of disappointment and regret. I hadn’t taken the time; I had instead just commanded the hedge mages to fill in all the gaps as needed. Give me magic-cancelling bracelets, give me a giant fuck-off spell, give me a series of simple and affordable lightly enchanted doodads to sell at the shop so I could afford mana crystals.

Mage District hadn’t changed much since my first forays here. The cobbles were still enchanted to ferry the dust to the outskirts, the buildings still had that mismatched, slightly lumpy feel of places constantly dealing with magic. The same magic that had put me into a synesthetic, hallucinogenic state, turned all my hair blue, and routinely morphed people into different species. Or furries.

I met Paul in the large, peaceful square just outside the Mage District mansion. The beaky nose and wiry physique were both blunted by his progression through Bronze and toward Silver tier. The nose no longer had its own elbow, and he had actual biceps. He shook my hand, and I was surprised to find the stringy little bastard had a stronger grip than I remembered.

“You hit Silver yet?”

He shrugged, grinning. “We took on a dungeon between Sunspire and Kentir, and I’m like two stars of Fierce away.”

“You feel different. You look different,” I told him.

He broke down laughing. Paul had quite the laugh on him, and that donkey bray hadn’t changed.

“What?” I asked.

He was soon holding his sides as the braying trailed off into wheezing. Now tears were squirting out. 

I couldn’t help but have a goofy grin. I was pretty sure where this was going, but I was also willing to play along. “I don’t get it. What did I do?”

This renewed his laughter, and he wasn’t shy about collapsing to his knees and rolling around on the ground. People were stopping to watch now, and a number of Paul’s cohort of ladies stepped out, frowning in puzzlement. Two became six and that swelled to ten. I gave them a shrug.

“I didn’t use any powers on him, promise.”

Paul had the Second Domi as one of his boon companions, along with a number of ladies I’d never met before. A lot of them tended toward the smaller side: the Second Domi topped out at three and a half feet, and might weigh sixty pounds waterlogged. He also had a handful of gnomish ladies, two dwarves, and I’d given him the chance to woo Tennevrin, the little fae who’d been the Favored Consort to another Gleaming Silver once upon a time. He had taken to the challenge of being with someone well under half his size… with gusto.

Her Master was dead now, and the tiny faerie girl with the butterfly wings sported Paul’s mark. Given that she was two feet tall, I considered this a pretty impressive feat.

Then again, I knew he had a Fae Mark that allowed him to shrink himself down to size, grow wings, and be a lot more adorable than he was normally. I had no idea how that sex scene had gone, and while I didn’t want to envision Paul in the act, I really wanted to know how that deed had gotten done.

Finally when he was capable, he wiped at the corners of his eyes. “You know… you gave me an assignment to breed several thousand inter dimensional humanoid creatures and sire a brand new civilization, and you don’t think that sort of thing changes a guy?”

I couldn’t help but chuckle. I’d also taken my turn with a number of the willing Errateshi females, and thrown around Empath’s Mark to reinforce the knowledge that the sex wasn’t a bad thing, it wouldn’t be painful, and they were coincidentally doing their duty as good citizens to create a functional Errateshi society, and not one ruled by a single Gold tier male with delusions of godhood.

The project was ongoing. We’d used a number of willing Masters from Surrek to help with genetic diversity. We’d recruited several of the city Governors to head over and do some seed spreading. It had not been a simple matter.

First, they didn’t know if they were being sent off to die, or rule this other world, or if they’d be replaced as Governor while they were away in pleasure-land.

They were also have a little bit of trouble getting used to the notion of an Empress. They were all males, and a male had ruled the Empire for half a century, it seemed. They were the top of the hierarchy. They made the choice to dominate or share. In their world, females had no rights, no voice, and no choices.

Until they had one running the whole pile.

“When’s your summit?” Paul asked, bringing the conversation back to the horror show that was about to befall us if we weren’t careful.

We’d taken a couple of weeks and lay low. Innarine’s avatar, known as Innara, was running things, but nobody knew that yet. This allowed us some crucial time.

“I need to know how your people are doing, and sit down for an appreciation celebration before we have the summit,” I told him. “It’s going to be seven Golds all in one place and we can’t fuck that up.” The Emperor had come dangerously close to breaking the entire thing, and he was a single Platinum. I considered seven Gold tiers to be an even bigger danger than one Plat. They could coordinate, they might have a larger variety of powers, and they could be in a lot more places at once than Emperor DeadGuy.

“Let’s go have a look,” he said, but I detected the pride in his voice.

He swept a hand out, and we started making our way around Mage District. Some of the ladies fell in step around us. Tennevrin fluttered around his head with another fae, who chattered constantly in their high pitched little voices. Other ladies headed back into the mansion or broke off and left the district all together.

“How are you getting on with the ladies?” I asked.

He spread out his hands. “This is fucking amazing, man. I… if we had any other good friends I trusted, I’d say bring them over. Most of them though… I don’t know if they could handle this.”

A number of buildings here had been straight up gutted and their interiors had been given over to our secret project. Large chunks of rock sat suspended in scaffolding, magically reinforced scaffolding, and dozens of artificers and hedge mages swarmed around it.

The artificers were mostly gnomish, dwarves, but there were a few others of different species: some felinians, tieflings, and one of those bird-headed ones with a pair of steampunk goggles hovering on hummingbird wings at the top, fitting a large mana crystal into the top. Which was actually the bottom.

There were fewer hedge mages, and these ones had their hands full of spell. A few of them sat on benches or reclined on cots nearby, being fanned by apprentices, but the four around this one had flashing magic surrounding their hands and forearms. This or that crystal flashed with color and slid down into place, or radiated with a humming sound.

One of the artificers yelped and went scurrying off to find a different one, who wore a bright orange vest. The leader, clearly.

“Why’s it upside down?” I asked.

Paul raised a hand. “It turns out the orientation doesn’t matter. When it’s ready and you speak the activation words, it will flip right side up and float into position around the Governor’s palace.”

The leader nodded, and fished out a grimy rag to wipe his face. He was a nellwyn with neon orange hair, neon yellow eyes, and patches of both colors dappling his skin.

“That’s mostly correct, Governor,” he said. “Master Paul here neglected to mention that setting each of the gems for the propulsion module is a much more delicate, complicated, tedious and time consuming prospect. It ends up being a lot easier to settle them in using a bit of gravity rather than lifting them up into place and holding them while the mage locks it in.”

“Easier on the shoulders, I’d assume,” I said.

“Locks it in while avoiding locking your hands to it permanently,” Paul added with a shudder.

“Somebody lose their hands in the first batch?”

“Eighteen somebodies,” the foreman said. “Goddess Healer was pleased to see us each time, of course, and the workers have hands again, most of them.”

“Um… most? Should I ask?”

But I knew the answer before the foreman or Paul could take the time to explain: when you were working with magic, you tended to see a lot of metamorphosis, flux, alteration. Like getting healed and finding yourself with mantis claws or bear paws or scissor hands or some shit.

Paul gestured to the foreman. “They went back to normal eventually, but couldn’t work on the project or be around concentrated magic during the recovery phase.”

“Frequent problem?”

“I’ll say,” the foreman snarked, and hiked up his pant leg to reveal not a leg, but a mass of rubbery gray tentacles all zip tied together with those plastic cable ties on earth.

“I shouldn’t have to tell you that rest and relaxation is part of your job description,” I told him. “You need to take some time off if you don’t want that to be permanent.”

“No can do, boss,” he said. “We have another twenty units to make by the time the apocalypse gets here. I’ll be here until I start smelling all the colors and hearing my food plotting my demise.”

I blew out a huge sigh. “This one’s ready?”

He nodded and patted the stone part in between the huge mass of crystals above, and the gigantic singular crystal below. “This is orange number five, and she’ll be ready in another day or two.”

I clapped him on the shoulder and made sure not to hurt him doing that. The Emperor had been kind of a dick like that. “You see anything in the Emporium that you’ve always wanted and couldn’t afford, let me know. Ice cream break for everybody.”

I reached into the Black Door and started handing out cartons of different flavored ice cream, along with a scoop for each flavor.

Dimension Door

*Utility, inherent, Magical*

*Gold tier, no stars*

Your inherent understanding of dimensional, inter-dimensional spaces and the points of access is enhanced. You gain access to the Nine Doors of the Cosmos.

Normal: Conscious thought summons the Black Door to a dimensional storage facility. This storage warehouse travels with you at all times, and is sized to reflect your current Sly attribute. Items placed in it are frozen in time. You may concentrate when opening the door to have a specific item spring to your hand. The door may not be closed while living creatures exist within it.

Costs minimal mana per minute to access. No cooldown.

Bronze: The Bronze Door provides a place to hide. Envision the door on any surface large enough to accommodate it, open and step through. Once through, the door vanishes. You are left in an extra dimensional space, completely undetectable by non-dimensional means. The hiding space can accommodate up to 10 willing allies.

Costs moderate mana per minute. No cooldown.

Silver: The Silver Door provides access to any door you have been through in this dimension. Simply envision the room you have entered previously via the door. Then open the Silver Door and step through. Allows up to 100 individuals to travel through.

Costs high mana to open, and high mana per minute to hold open. No cooldown.

Gold: Open a gateway between dimensions to anywhere you have previously visited, inside or out. Absolute positioning between worlds is rendered meaningless. The door may be freestanding or set into any flat surface large enough to contain it. Note: Beware gravitational shift when positioning and traveling through the Gold Door. Up to 100 people may travel through the door.

Costs extremely high mana to open and extremely high mana per minute to keep open. Cooldown 6 hours.

This ability is tied to your Sly attribute.

The foreman looked ready to protest, but I gave him a mock stern glare and he relented, then accepted one of the blocks of frigid waxy cardboard.

“I can’t read this,” he said.

“It’s chocolate chip cookie dough, and it’s about to change your life.” I instructed him to give the work crews twenty minutes and put them back to work. I resolved to send his replacement over as soon as I could find one qualified to take over for him.

He smirked and snorted, then accepted the scoop.
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Paul showed me four more work sites in the middle of red, green, blue, and the new purple design for the perimeter defense formation. We presently only had a single operational perimeter defense node, the one left over from the battle with the Emperor. It slowly revolved around the Governor’s palace tower some hundred feet in the air, ready to stop anyone I denoted an enemy.

Stop them from using movement powers.

This would be pretty fun to watch if, say, a group of Gold tiers came flying in from the central imperial cities. Once they got within city limits they’d drop like stones.

For now, all Gleaming Silvers and Gold tier individuals were enemies of Surrek.

After touring a bunch of seemingly innocuous buildings in Mage District, we headed to Artifice District and took a look at another dozen sites.

So far, some of the defense perimeter nodes had been kept in hollowed out homes. Surrek had itself an absolute ton of buildings, and some of those buildings were warehouses. That meant keeping these things in hiding wasn’t too difficult. A great deal of people had died to null vampires in the last wave. Some had been collateral damage to the Emperor’s fits of rage. In some ways, rebuilding the city meant making spaces for the defense nodes.

Velleth met us in Artifice District, and bowed to Paul immediately before falling in behind me and taking my right arm. Both her hands together failed to go around my bicep as it was now, which was a pretty incredible feeling to have.

“I’m very pleased to see you, my love,” I told her.

Velleth leaned her face against my shoulder and whispered something inaudible. I’m pretty sure it was, “Thank you Master,” but I couldn’t be sure.

She squeezed my arm, ever so gently, but when I peered down I caught the need in my elf’s eyes. Dipping in for a kiss, I was satisfied to see that need vanish and our lips connected. She breathed out a shivering sigh into my lips afterwards. When her hand drifted down between my legs and groped for my cock, I gently pulled it away. There would be time soon.

Did this culmination of sex abilities also just make the ladies horny when they saw me or got near me? It would be difficult to conduct business if so.

It would also be awesome.

As we walked, Velleth was approached a grand total of nine times by runners with reports. While I’d been in Bershannik up to my elbows in idiots, murderers, and Errateshi breeding programs, she’d been building a spy network.

In the meantime Paul pointed out this or that building and rattled off the color and the status. Red, finished, orange, about half done, blue, finished next week, red, also nearly finished, green, just started.

“So get this,” Paul said after a while, “Michael’s hit Silver in Tough, Fierce and Attuned without even doing a dungeon crawl.”

“Nice,” I said.

“Yeah, it’s from all the sex,” he chortled.

“And the manual labor, surely,” I added.

He shrugged. Paul wasn’t one for the picking things up and putting them back down again. He and hard work didn’t go hand in hand.

What Paul did do was teach classes on how to read and write for free over in Mage. Proclamation or Ink should’ve been the place for that, and T’charrk was getting literacy programs underway; he just didn’t like me ordering him, and he especially didn’t like doing it for free.

Tough titty, said the kitty.

We discussed the others: a number of finished nodes had been transported to underground hiding spots beneath the Governor’s palace by Avya.

The defense of Surrek was going nicely.

I clasped Paul’s hand and watched his bicep bulge out before slapping him on the shoulder. “Damn, son. Keep up the good work.”

He nodded. “One more dungeon, I think.”

“Just be careful with that shit, okay?” His face twitched uncomfortably. He didn’t have to say it; that single expression told me he’d already lost someone. “Oh, bud, I’m sorry. Who was it?”

“It doesn’t matter.”

“Of course it matters.”

It took him some time, but some minutes of silence later he finally spoke. “Altherrin,” he mumbled. One of his first conquests when I’d brought him here, from Ink District of all places. “Some super mushroom got her.”

“The deathcap? White deathcap?”

He nodded solemnly, and I pulled him in for a tight hug. I wasn’t about to remind him of the time Auralla had come within inches of death because of those mushrooms, or about how I’d told him all about it. It wouldn’t bring his girl back, and would only blacken the mood.

“Keep them close,” I told him. “You need them as much as they need you. More.” He nodded into my shoulder, and when I let him go, he ground the palm of his hands into his eyes and sniffed once.

I stared down at the lightning bolt and thought of Fayeen.

“Hey,” I told him. “Good catching up. Thanks.”

He nodded, silent and thoughtful now, staring off into a dazzling sunset.


5- I Can Be Gentle

While Velleth took runners and notices about the Old Guard holdouts and the progress the New Blood factions were making, she kept referring to me as Master. She kept clutching tightly to me and pulling down so she could press my hand between her legs.

My blue-skinned elf was scorching hot through a short but flaring white skirt. I noticed that, again, out of all the items we’d picked up from earth on our ‘shopping’ trips, she’d chosen to wear a choker and a low cut v-neck shirt to make sure everyone could see it.

“Keep your distance,” she told the nellwyn runner, a nervous and dumpy scribe who was paid too much and spent a lot of it on snacks. Stress eating for sure. Less of a runner and more of a trundler. While she talked, Velleth rose up on her tip toes and pressed her pussy against my fingers. “Master Ferrok has had a lot of difficulty accepting the city as it is. He still controls four districts, and has been recruiting a huge number of petty Masters.”

This explanation was more for me than the runner, but I couldn’t fathom how she could do this without moaning or just abandoning herself to the mounting lust.

“Exercise caution in your reports,” she said. “Master Ferrok is on high alert.”The chubby little nellwyn nodded. Velleth produced a folded packet of paper from a dimensional storage device. Like my Black Door but possible to misplace, like your keys or phone. The nellwyn made it disappear into her own device.

“I will check in with you in three days. You know who to contact in the case of an emergency.”

When the charitably-named runner turned and took off with a message for the informant network in Ferrok’s districts, Velleth sagged against me and ground her pussy into my hand. I didn’t stop her, but instead grinned ruefully. Then I cupped her pussy and pressed up into her, eliciting a quiet yelp.

“You keep calling me Master, pet,” I reminded her quietly.

“I can’t help it,” she sighed, and spread her legs a bit. “Do you feel it is wrong to call me pet?”

“Why would it feel wrong?” I asked.

“It feels right to address you as Master,” she said quietly, then pulled her skirt up and rose up on her tip toes again so I could feel her directly, skin to skin. Sighing, she laid her cheek against my shoulder and quivered.

In the middle of the street.

I should’ve been okay with this by now, but I’d only done private shows for harems. On the other hand I’d been right there, staring into some women’s eyes while I ravished one of mine. Still, the oddness of not just public displays of affection, but public displays of full-on sex hit me hard. I glanced around.

“You’re the Governor,” she whispered.

“I know, I know.”

“Do you think the Governor never took a slave girl in front of the grand council?” she asked, and rolled her hips. She was soaking wet, dripping onto my fingers, and rubbing her clit over and over.

“Velleth, pet…” I said quietly, trying to get her to understand my discomfort.

“I will gladly scream your name here and now,” she urged quietly. I couldn’t help but twitch my finger back and forth over the little pleasure button, nor could I help relishing the sound of her sharp intake of breath.

“Please, Master,” she begged.

She was being a lot more forward than normal. Typical Velleth would disobey me and bat her eyelashes at me while I thought up ways to punish her. Typical Velleth knew part of her punishment was to experience it all through Empath’s Mark rather than have me in her. That was how our relationship had slowly evolved.

“I need to be punished. Anything.”

“Anything?” I asked.

“Whip me red right here before these people,” she said, and raked her pussy up and down my two fingers. I still felt enormous, even next to her, because she came up just over my shoulder. “Fuck someone else and make me watch. Blindfold me and string me up for others to see, knowing what will happen if they displease my Master.”

We’d exited the tight alleys where Velleth met with the runners and emerged out onto the main thoroughfare. Around us the traffic to and from the central market flowed. Velleth had a number of bodyguards around me, making sure people with wagons swung wide before coming into contact with me. Nobody wanted to stumble into the Drifter of Surrek, the man who pulled people’s heads off and ripped hearts from bodies. A few of the people passing by must’ve seen the flush in her cheeks, or the fact that Velleth’s earth pants were pulled open, and the Governor’s hand had disappeared down in there.

“Awfully forceful for a meek little pet,” I growled. “Someone’s gotten too big for her britches today.”

A shaky breath escaped her. “Your pet’s britches are huge, Master. If only there were a way to take your pet down a peg or two.”

I pressed up against her pussy, hard, and she came right then and there. One second she was all breathy whispers and leaking juices down the insides of her thighs, the next she was bucking and wrapping her arms tight to keep herself from folding into a puddle on the cobblestones.

“That’s it,” I told her roughly, and hoisted her up onto my shoulder. She made a surprised sound, and the leader of the little policing force called out a command as we began moving rapidly through the market toward Evan’s Eldritch Emporium, to give me some space.

It wasn’t necessary; I was a very big boy by this point. The muscles from Gold were beginning to change my skeletal structure. I had the selfies to prove it. I had defined cheekbones, broader shoulders, and some of those curving muscles (lats) behind the arms that make people start to look like superheroes.

“Master, please,” she said from behind me, so I swatted her ass, hard. “Ow!” The impact was loud enough to cause several market shoppers to jump like they’d heard a gunshot.

“Quiet, pet,” I told her, “or else this gets worse for you.”

She cried out loudly after this, and endured yet another hard spank that left her yelping in pain and surprise. After this, yet another outburst caused me to spank her, hard, with the result being another whip crack noise. I thought for sure she would relent, given both of her butt cheeks would be red for several hours afterward, but she kept right up making a racket, knowing the consequences of doing so, and kept right on reaping the rewards.

“Mercy,” she finally gasped, after the last one ended in a sharp crack. I actually slowed down in reaching the Emporium because she was so insistent on having her ass paddled publicly.

“All you have to do is be silent and accept your punishment,” I growled, and gave her another one before entering the shop. “And get your hand out of your pants.”

Velleth shuddered with another little orgasm, but dutifully pulled a sopping wet hand from her pants and stared at it as though she wasn’t sure who it belonged to.

“Gods, you’re going to break your wrist in this position.” On the other hand, I was full-on rock hard by this point. Hard enough that people were bound to notice.

“I couldn’t… couldn’t help it.”

This earned her another hard swat, and I was pleased to hear another loud yelp.

Faces turned to behold me when the little bell dinged, and two of those were Nakla and Nallene. The goblin stood on a large step stool behind the counter, leaning forward to swear up a storm at yet another customer. Instead grinning that toothy goblin grin at the pair of us, she called out to us and followed this by hefty eye contact, and curling her freakish tongue all the way down the one side of her neck.

“I’ll be in the back,” I called. “It’s off limits until I return.”

I caught a pair of golden cat eyes following me, thick with fear, and I turned to find the felinian girl from the Gold tier city, the one I’d teleported here days ago.

Empath’s Mark gave her a dose of calm and relaxation, and her posture changed immediately from flight to a more natural look.

I flashed her a grin and veered over to where she was holding a crate of merchandise. She’d been put to work already, eh?

Velleth made a frustrated noise, but made a much different sound when I grabbed her tortured ass, then ran one finger over the length of her slit through her white ruffly skirt. 

“This one keeps calling me Master even though we have no masters in the city,” I explained with a shrug.

She nodded dumbly. Could she smell Velleth’s arousal like I could? That bouquet was thick and heady, pushing me closer to just ripping those fucking pants off and taking her right here on the sales floor.

Calm, I told myself. Control. I was losing both.

“What’s your name? Are you sure you’re ready to be working?” Meanwhile ignoring Velleth squirming over my shoulder.

“Tannae,” she said. “I just… needed something to do.”

“A pretty name,” I told her. She had the same mountain lioness look about her, with a thin layer of fur in rocky, tan and gold coloration. Now she had on earth fashions, a black crop top and loose camo pants with cargo pockets. The effect was mesmerizing, very attractive.

“Velleth is a special case,” I explained. “I promise it’s not like this with any of the other young ladies in my employ.”

She nodded, alternately staring at me and the way the skirt gave her unmistakable glimpses of Velleth’s sex. It wasn’t camel toe obscene, but maybe the trails of moisture running down her legs made it worse. I didn’t care.

“…unless it’s the thing you’re into,” I added.

Then I marched Velleth into the back storage room, wondering why I’d said that, and pushed the door closed… or rather, swung the door most of the way closed and left it ajar.

The store room didn’t have much in it, given that we had dimensional storage devices, but it had especially heavy objects like clay vases or hefty armor pieces. Those were neatly stacked on pallets, giving me plenty of space to summon out a king sized mattress out of the Black door, followed by a number of pillows, and… paraphernalia specific to Velleth’s needs.

One blue-skinned elf dumped onto the mattress later, I folded my arms and wondered just how in the fuck I’d gotten so lucky to be in the center of a gaggle of sex-crazed women who only wanted me. Me, the trucker out of Michigan, who now had the washboard abs and the sculpted shoulders.

And the cock that sized to fit the needs of his partner.

“Put it like that and everything makes a lot more sense,” I breathed.

Velleth blinked up at me, and I saw tears brimming. But also the flush of orgasm and the intensity in her eyes that said she was fully in the clutches of lust.

“Strip,” I told her.

The moment she grabbed onto her shirt and began to pull, I slapped her across the face. Gently. Kind of.

She rocked back on her heels and stared at me.

“Strip me,” I commanded.

She rose up on her knees, shuffled over, and disrobed me in another few minutes. She was trembling. Twice she took too long, and I gave her ass another swat each time, but gentler.

“Now you will disrobe yourself,” I told her.

Her shirt was gone in an instant, and twin globes of her breasts toppled out, gravity defying and nipples stiff. I took one in hand and tweaked it, hard.

Somebody was watching us.

“Is this what my pet wants?” I asked.

“Yes, Master,” she said.

“Is this what pet needs?” I twisted her nipple further.

“Yesssss,” she hissed.

“I didn’t tell you to stop disrobing.” She skimmed the white skirt down and off, then resumed her place on her knees on the mattress.

That adoring, hopeful look on her face was priceless, and my heart ached for her. I wasn’t used to this, wasn’t used to being a dominant Master type, and I couldn’t be sure if I was doing it right. It almost felt like I was ruining her somehow, but she never complained, never asked me to stop. She never said our safe word, which was ‘eggplant emoji’, nor did she tap out.

“You’ll find an outfit. Put it on.”

The outfit in question was a lacy number in white, a full body thing we’d gotten from an adults only store called Lover’s Lane in southeast Michigan. Not only did it have cutouts for the nipples, and not only was it crotchless, but the leggings were fishnets. She looked like a high class call girl.

“Now the choker.”

This was a thick band of leather with a loop of metal for chaining her up and leading her around like a dog. Fucking hell, we were probably headed in that direction if I kept pushing it further.

Once it was on, I had her put on the ball gag, the blindfold, and finish it off by handcuffing herself, hands behind her back. Jesus, the high class had vanished, the call girl image had vanished, and she simply looked like a filthy slut.

I reached down and found her pussy drenched, with juices spilling down her legs. The moment I touched her she groaned, shuddered, and collapsed onto her side in the throes of a powerful climax.

A squeak caused me to turn, and I did so slowly, knowing what I’d find.

“Tannae?” I asked.

“Is she… all right?” the felinian asked, voice hushed. Her hands were clasped in front of her camo cargo pants, pushing her breasts together in the crop top. Nipples showed clearly through; people weren’t much for underwear in Ethetria and I was here for it.

Her eyes fell to my cock and hovered there.

“Are you all right, pet?” I asked, without turning.

Velleth nodded, and got back up on her knees, still cuffed, gagged and blindfolded.

“Is this what you asked for?”

She nodded again.

“Have you been a bad girl?”

One more nod.

“We have a visitor.” I released the ball gag. “Are you comfortable with her here?”

“If pet’s punishment is to listen to you fuck her, she will understand completely. This worthless slut has had more than her fill of pleasure already, and Master has had nothing.”

Gods I loved it when she started talking about herself in the third person.

I arched an eyebrow at Tannae, who finally looked up into my eyes.

“They say…” I waited for her to continue. “…they say… you’re good. Gentle. But…” She looked at Velleth.

“I can be gentle when I need to.”

“And your women are imbued with the mark,” she said. I’d stopped counting the days to full moon because I hadn’t taken a new companion to bed since the drow. And they hadn’t needed it, because drow elf society was pretty wildly fucked up.

I nodded, unable to stop myself from eyeing her up and down. “They are.”

“It doesn’t hurt?”

“Pet?”

“Only if you wish it to hurt,” Velleth said.

Tannae shook her head.

“Then it will be wonderful,” I told her, “but only if you wish to take it now.”

Her eyes had been fixed on my cock nearly the entire time, roaming over the Wicked Mark positioned directly overtop it, which looked like a woman about to get fucked, back arched, legs up and splayed out, hair hanging down and spread in a halo. Like one of those stickers on the back of a pickup truck.

“I…” she breathed. “I want it.”

I let up on Empath’s Mark and dosed her with Wicked Mark instead, then watched as her eyes dilated and she gasped in a sharp breath.

Wicked Mark

*Aura, magical*

*Bronze tier, six stars*

Normal: You’ve coupled with a sexual deviant, someone who thrives on the act. Activate to increase lust, sexual appetite, and sensitivity moderately for all willing members within fifteen feet. Inhibitions are lowered slightly. Unwilling targets within range may resist with Grit (Tough). Success or failure decreases relationship status for all unwilling members. Success decreases the amount of relationship status lost.

Costs very high mana for 10 minutes, and very high mana each ten minutes afterwards. Cooldown: 10 minutes.

Bronze: Those within the aura are more physically pliable, and may grow or shrink a moderate amount in order to engage in sex acts. Pain from sex is decreased by a large amount. Alternately, banish the aura to create a disorienting wave of pleasure up to thirty feet in all directions. May inflict shock or stun on everyone affected. Those affected resist with Grit (Tough).

You gained this ability after joining with Nakla of Bershannik. This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Nakla of Bershannik.

“Uhh,” she moaned. “What, uhh… oh, gods.”

I fell to my knees and freed up her pants, which soon landed in a puddle on the floor. She had a light layer of fur over her entire body, and that wasn’t different between her legs. I dove down and tasted her with a tongue slightly longer and rougher than it should’ve been.

She was delicious, because of course she was, an earthy and basic taste that felt exactly right out in the forest or mountains.

Almost overbalancing from her sudden first experience receiving oral, she cried out and gripped my shoulders, then when I urged, placed one thigh on either of my shoulders. This gave me better access, and when I held her lower back, I could stand up and really freak her out.

Her fists clenched at my hair, and I ate her with abandon for a minute or two before turning and placing her on the mattress beside Velleth.

Auralla sprang to mind, the first or second or twelfth time I’d gone down on her. Tannae’s feet rubbed up and down my back and she arched herself up into me, rubbing her pussy back and forth over my mouth.

She came in seconds, thanks to Wicked Mark, and on top of that, she was very vocal.

“Master is so giving,” Velleth whispered. “Now take.”

I grinned down at the flushed face of the new girl, lined up my cock at her entrance, and pushed slowly in.

Her eyes flew open and locked onto my face, only to flutter closed a few moments later. She slumped back onto the mattress, moaning loudly, halfway to her second orgasm.

It was time to rock her world.

“What the— oh.”

Nallene had entered the open door of the storeroom and already had her hands in her pants. When she met my eyes, she said, “Oh gods. Me next.”


6- Keep Tight

An hour later, I received Huntress’s Mark from Tannae, and she received Temporomancer’s Mark in turn, from me. Interesting… most of them received Drifter or Adrift as their first marks. I spared a brief thought for dominating her, and grabbing Huntress’s Mark at full Gold tier potential, but dismissed the idea.

Sure it was tempting and would probably grant me something incredible, but it wasn’t worth the stain I’d end up with to my reputation. I couldn’t be the breaker of slave chains and the abolisher of the Master class, then turn around and betray the girl I’d saved only days before.

Now, I’d made the mistake of not checking on the powers before… even though she and I were at Normal relationship status, some of these powers had been really good in niche situations.

In one case it had been used against me. I didn’t want that either.

Huntress’s Mark

*Special Ability*

*Normal tier, three stars*

Normal: Activate to significantly increase the speed of ranged weapons when fired. This increases accuracy and damage moderately.

Costs minimal Stamina to activate. Cooldown: None.

You gained this ability after joining with Tannae of Armstrong. This ability’s tier is tied to your Relationship with Tannae of Armstrong.

It was clearly time to take up the bow. Or the sling. I kind of wanted to whip a rock around my head a bunch of times and be able to fling it at some goliath, killing it instantly. The mental image caused me to chuckle.

“Actually…” I mused. It would be worth experimenting to see whether this worked on the firearms. I still had a whole mess of handguns and shotguns from sporting goods stores around southeast Michigan, and plenty of bullets. Those generally did little against Silver tier targets, though little wasn’t nothing. They’d saved my ass against a whole pack of blade creatures.

“Actually what?” Nallene asked. She was draped on one side of me, while Tannae rested on the other side. I’d freed Velleth, who now rested her head on the inside of my thigh, cleaning me off gently with her mouth.

Relationship experience with Velleth was an odd situation, and always an adventure.

“Unfortunately I have to—”

A golden blur appeared before me, mashing the cobbles and breaking a number of them. Innara, avatar of the goddess Innarine, was a being entirely of gold, from the pupilless eyes to the ends of her fingernails. Her hair, her earholes… all her inner bits.

The Empress of all twelve cities now in all but name, along with the inner three. And weirdly enough, Quavallie had appeared at almost the same time.

“Evan?” Quavallie asked, trembling. “There’s a… problem.”

“Likewise,” Innara said. “Drifter Evan, Master of the link, we have an issue that I request your assistance in resolving.”

Oh good. One problem wasn’t enough.

Innara’s request could possibly have come at a worse time; I just couldn’t think of one presently.

“Is this about the stopocalypse?” I asked.

“Unfortunately yes,” Quavallie answered.

“The armageddon is the word you used,” Innara said without a hint of emotion. She was an extremely lifelike robot, or rather an extremely lifelike magical construct, so much so that I kept forgetting she didn’t have emotions.

Quavallie was much more passionate. She also knew me better, and already had no issue speaking to me or even interrupting the most powerful being in the whole empire.

“Is it big?” I asked, dreading the answer.

“Titanic!” Quavallie blurted. For reasons I didn’t really understand, my Auto-Translate ability kept things water-based with her. The UI sometimes displayed hints of a personality, which made no actual sense to me, but there it was regardless.

“Are you sure you need me, supremely powerful Empress?” I asked. Honestly I was hoping for a bit of time in the city, in the shop preferably, a little bit of time to help with Quavallie’s possibly-not-titanic level problem, and a bit of time in bed with the ladies.

Saving the world was horny work, okay? And if I didn’t end up saving the world, I wanted to be highly sexed before going on to meet my maker.

“I require your presence immediately,” Innara replied.

“Me too!”

“Actually…” I mused. “Before we address either of these things, we need to go do a quick round of recon.”
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Distance was meaningless now that Adrift and Dimension Door had hit Gold tier. The whole concept was laughable. I’d seen the fields in the far north, swarming with demons, and that meant I could get there from anywhere in my world.

“You’re sure,”I said flatly.

Quavallie nodded. “We need to stay together.”

Every time I took one of the ladies on a field trip they got captured and fucked by demonic tentacles, or imprisoned in a time… thing. I wanted to call it a time reel, because it just showed Auralla living out all the moments of her life over and over again, but that wasn’t a name that gave the thing the serious gravity it deserved.

“I have Innara,” I told her.

“Hellera? Avya?”

I snorted. “One of them has to stay in Surrek.” I concentrated on my Attuned senses and stared down at my belly button, the source of all the relationships I had with the various women in my life. Yeah, my belly button was where all the magic ties spread from. Or rather, my midsection. They appeared as glimmering cables of light, mostly the color of the connection between us, with tiny flecks of color that distinguished them from one another.

Hellera had tiny sparklers of red and gold, while Quavallie was aqua green, purple and blue. Shenn had cerulean sparklers emanating from her, and Velleth was always all the colors. I hadn’t yet figured out why, and I’d thought it was from the Trickster abilities, but I was starting to think that assessment incorrect. Dallinya had platinum blonde and yellow flecks. Night black and silvery sparkles for Sillandria, turquoise for Laylenna.

That silvery flickering one was Auralla, that thick golden cable was Avya.

They branched out in different directions, according to where they actually stood. And now, with Attuned, I was beginning to smell the different scents as I focused on them.

Oh, duh, I also had them all on my map. Since getting to Gold tier, my cohort function had ballooned from nine to twelve members. I could see their positions in the city, and their status.

So who did I need?

“All of us,” Quavallie said, as if reading my thoughts.

“This will just be a quick in and out. I don’t want to have to—“

“Bring all of them,” she insisted. “We need to take care of my thing, and take care of Innara’s thing, and it’s never a bad idea to see how we do in combat against an unknown enemy.”

She wasn’t wrong. Eventually it would be all of us fighting.

I turned to the golden demigoddess. “What do you say, Ms. Platinum tier intelligence?”

The golden woman pondered this for a moment. “Testing combat effectiveness and abilities against these creatures will be worthwhile, and they do not know we are coming. You will be able to spirit them away to your other world if something catastrophic happens, correct?”

Well that clinched it. It only took about ten minutes to round the ladies up. Hellera wasn’t pleased about being taken away from her duties of protecting Surrek, but Hellera was never pleased, so there was that. I was still iffy on Shennalil, Laylenna and Sillandria. The former was not exactly the combat type, while the latter two were new additions.

Zephellyn came as well. She’d been with Dallinya and Avya when I popped in, and joined without hesitation. She’d been Silver for a long time, and was perhaps the most powerful of those with only my mark.

I reviewed the troops as I pulled up my oratory skill and tried my best for a pep talk.

Avya, my Favored Consort. Three feet of determination and incredible powers.

“We have ourselves a full-on demonic apocalypse going on here,” I began. “Now in the past, we took our sweet ass time letting the threats come to us, but Zati’s been looking at this, and it’s a fucking army we’re facing. An invasion force.”

“Demons don’t invade,” Hellera groused.

Hellera, Dallinya, Velleth. The other three of the core five. Strength, perseverance, adaptability.

“Okay, we’re facing complete destruction,” I told them. “Now, Zati can only see into what’s going on up there, so what we need to do is test their capabilities.”

Shennalil and Quavallie. The heart of the team? Shennalil was certainly the last shred of innocence if my ladies had any. Our cleric, our ability to stay alive despite suffering. Quavallie was largely the soul of the team, or at least the mana battery. She was the spell-slinging powerhouse.

“We’re getting fully outfitted, we’re sticking to the edges of the battle, and we’re withdrawing at the first sign of serious danger, all right?”

I didn’t look directly at Hellera, but noticed her sharp nod.

Zephellyn went thundercloud gray. The whole body of the sylph was concentrated magical air stuff. She was only a part of the team in the barest sense of the word, but with Sunspire absorbed into Surrek, she was now more committed to Surrek’s safety than ever. Besides, there was practically no chance New Sunspire would’ve survived this demon invasion.

“Zati has four different types. They look like warriors, possibly shock troops or scouts, some heavy tanks, and something…”

“What?” Laylenna asked.

Laylenna and Sillandria. I’d taken seven new powers from the Surrek Governor’s harem, and now had only two remaining. I had a vested interest in keeping these two alive, and it wasn’t just that I was running out of skin to tattoo with the memories of the dead.

Did Sillandria embody some part of the team’s soul? Its shyness and reservation? How about Laylenna? She hated the attention she got for being a bold turquoise-scaled dragonite. Did she represent the longing for change?

“You’re sticking with either me or Avya. We are the tickets out to Earth if anything happens. Don’t stray. Hit and run is fine. Doing zero damage is also fine.”

Hellera made a ‘harrumph’ sound.

“They’re demonic, and what I’ve seen from the sketches and the dimensional window spell they radiate hellfire from within. So it’s unlikely they’ll be affected by fire at all.”

“They’re the spawn of hell,” Quavallie said. “Unholy.”

“Shennalil’s Mender’s Mark has holy damage, but I don’t know if only works against undead or also demons. That’s something we’ll test out.” Hellera, Dallinya, Velleth and I all had that one.

They nodded.

“We have tools in our inventory, and we’ll test them out. I want you to stick together, don’t get separated, no unnecessary risks, quick in quick out.”

More nodding. Hellera gave me the bro nod, with the chin up first.

The last few months had been good for her, and strange. She was something of a co-Governor with Velleth and Quavallie, running wall security and coordinating district watches. She led training sessions with some of the more combat ready female marked, and got that training passed on down through the ranks. It was a slow process, and there’d been more than one murder and more than one disappearance.

I had the ability to scry through time now with Temporomancy. Meaning the murder and the disappearance had led to arrests, quick show trials, and executions. The vanished was unfortunately dead.

Temporomancer

*Spell, Inherent, Magical*

*Gold tier, one star*

Time is not simply a concept created by people, but a force to be reckoned with, negotiated with, toyed with, stretched, tasted, and joked with. Time now exists for you and other temporomancers in absolute units.

Normal: Activate to view and hear the history of a space no larger than a ten foot by ten foot by ten foot cube. As you travel through the space’s history, the mana cost grows exponentially. Your current limit before suffering mana burn is five absolute months. Alternately, you may view the likely futures in a place by suffering an exponentially growing amount of psychic damage and spending a similar amount of mana. Your current limit before falling to critical injuries is three absolute minutes.

Special mana cost. No cooldown.

Bronze: Activate to speed up or slow down everything (excluding yourself) in a circle fifteen feet in diameter, up to thirty feet away. The force of this expansion or dilation is fifty percent. Lasts five absolute minutes.

Costs extremely high mana. 5 minute cooldown.

Silver: Activate by touch to drastically speed or slow a target. Targets wishing to resist make a Counter (Attuned) check to halve the duration. Targets may be sped up or slowed down by a factor of 900%.

Costs extremely high mana to activate for ten absolute minutes and extremely high mana to maintain for twenty additional absolute minutes. Cooldown 6 hours.

In addition, your Normal and Bronze abilities have their mana costs reduced by half.

Gold: The present is not absolutely set in stone. Activate to rewind time in a limited area by up to five absolute minutes. You appear as a double of yourself and are able to alter events.

This ability costs an exponentially growing amount of mana depending on the time rewound. Cooldown 1 absolute month.

This ability is tied to your Quick Attribute.

In both instances they’d been petty Masters who didn’t think I would take their heads off. Neither snitched on their superiors, but didn’t have to; I had Empath’s Mark, and that had given me one Old Guard district Master.

That man was now basically under house arrest.

All the women in the city would be able to defend themselves eventually, even if it took time and casualties occurred.

Velleth had largely been handling logistics and more civil cases, like graft, corruption, extortion, and the like. She had a network of spies based out of the old Slave District, which currently sat masterless and under my control. Those spies and informants reached into an information network created by harems, and she had access to the UI screens concerning the running of the city. She could walk into a shop and figure out of sellers were trying to gouge customers, or collude with other sellers to corner the market and drive up prices through monopolies. She had that on lock, given her ability to throw around illusions and cloak people in other people’s faces.

Quavallie had been the one to oversee the special project, the linchpin that helped us succeed against the Emperor. She knew magic and magicians, better maybe than I did. She and Velleth coordinated on the Governor’s treasury and with the Dalewind clan members we’d rescued, to get us the stupid amount of mana crystals necessary to build a project that was initially deemed absurd.

I’m sure the Emperor would’ve said the same, but he was so much worm food now. The only talking he was doing now was in a recording, which I had stashed in my Governor’s apartments.

Dallinya had been largely by my side, shaking off her felinian heat situation. This involved a steady stream of orgasms and calling out my name, which was a sacrifice I was willing to make on her behalf. Prices have to be paid, no matter how exhausting.

In between extended acrobatic fuck sessions, Dallinya went around to either of the three cornerstones of Surrek and helped Hellera, Velleth or Quavallie as needed.

The result had been my death, though only once.

“Okay. We have a lot more shit to deal with, so let’s make this quick.”

Avya and I began taking them to earth. We had a couple of spots that were safe from prying eyes and people, and it was a quick matter of spying through the veil between worlds before we could part that veil and push them through.

As with all uses of Adrift (and Avya’s Adrift Mark on the inside of her wrist), there was a strange sensation of all the colors, all the scents, and all the various sights jostling with one another for a short time. This made for a disorienting, but thankfully short trip.

We landed on the shore of Siskiwit Lake, a small lake in a large apostrophe of land in the middle of Lake Superior called Isle Royale. Closer to Canada than Michigan, apparently. My dad had been several times, and was quietly wanting me to go just as soon as I got on my feet better, financially speaking.

I went through after Avya started sending them, and immediately froze. Two backpackers were staring at me in shock, holding the nozzles to their over-the-shoulder canteens, camel packs or whatever they were called.

“Ehh,” I said. “Sorry about this.”

I engaged Temporomancer, and locked them both in time stasis. This took a ridiculous amount of mana, but I was now Gold tier, and that meant I had a ridiculously large mana pool. I could do this at least six more times before I ran out of mana, maybe eight. Honestly, going into battle like this was a good way to test out the new limits of my mana capacity.

I reached through the veil with Adrift and pulled the rest of the ladies through, including Innara. The Platinum tier being would ordinarily resist me with ease if she wished, but she was also under my set of commands, and that meant she allowed me to bring her, and got her first glimpse of earth.

She glanced around, and fixed her gaze on the two frozen backpackers, with their huge internal fame bags, their hiking boots, their shocked glimpses, and the bubbles of time shimmering around them.

“I’ll deactivate it before we leave.”

“It would have been less costly on your mana to eliminate them,” she said. Sometimes she went ultra pragmatic like that.

“But you recall rule number one,” I told her.

She nodded absently. “We do not kill unless it is absolutely necessary.”

“We don’t kill people,” I told her. “Demons are destruction and entropy incarnate. They don’t value life.”

She stared at me a few moments and stored this information away. “So we kill them.”

“It’s them or us,” I told her.

She nodded. “Your reality has very little in the way of mana.”

“I know. It sucks.”

“I cannot remain here long, due to mana bleed,” she said. “I will revert to stasis in four hours and twelve minutes if I remain in your reality.”

“Okay,” I called out. “We’re doing this, right now. Let’s go.”
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We arrived on a rocky rise overlooking what appeared to be little more than a field of glowing coals in the midst of obsidian. It was not.

“Look at them all,” Shennalil whispered from her stomach. We’d all instinctually gotten down on our bellies and lay there, staring. Dallinya and Avya had to coax Innara down, the construct standing oblivious to the danger at first.

The mass was acres and acres, miles and miles of demons. They jostled one another, shoulder to shoulder, and the occasional roar or snarl could be heard.

Above them, the sky went from peaceful, humongous blue with white clouds to a sooty, red-veined black. Bolts of angry reddish lightning flashed higher up in the bank of clouds, and one bolt of red lightning illuminated the further distance. A few demonic forms swooped and dove through the air.

“What are we looking at?” I asked quietly.

Nothing. All my ladies, bar none, were staring ahead in utter horror. I felt it then, too, the press of despair coming in like a cloud of humidity, soaking my shirt with sweat, causing more to bead up on my face.

My brain did the rest, filling in the gaps: we would die at the hands of this mob. They were just soldiers, not even the main enemies, and just the first few of them were dangerous enough to spear each of us through, then reach forward with gaping jaws, and eat us alive. If they didn’t, they’d stake us to the ground and tear our flesh off in strips while we howled in agony.

There was no hope of surviving this. We couldn’t even lift our hands to fight the least of them.


7- Looking For Some Hope

There, behind the mass of demons, stood the type fours, the things Zati simply couldn’t look at.

You’ve been impacted by a fear effect, the UI unhelpfully explained. Pavoriel’s lieutenant has caused the activation of Steel-Willed. You successfully resist paralyzing fear.

Steel-willed

*Aura, Inherent, Magical (psychic)*

*Gold tier, one star*

Your great endurance is reflected in your ability to resist or shrug off effects that would bend the emotions and minds of other lesser beings.

Normal: Debuff conditions targeting the mind or emotions, empathic manipulation, and mental attacks activate the aura automatically for very high mana. Allies around you are granted a moderate resistance to those debuffs taking effect. Damage taken from those effects is greatly reduced. Debuffs that land have their durations greatly reduced.

Costs very high mana. Lasts 10 minutes. 5 minute cooldown.

Bronze: The aura reflects empathic and mind attack effects back at their attackers, manifesting as psychic damage. Additionally, you may banish the aura to inflict a psychic storm on enemies within range. This deals minimal mental damage, and has a chance to inflict two random mental and emotional conditions on each of your enemies. Examples include but are not limited to blindness, shock, exhaustion, confusion, lust, paralysis and bloodlust.

Silver: Every time the aura activates automatically, you gain moderate experience for the Grit skill, and any associated Attributes that are affected.

In addition, the aura drains mana, and lowers Attributes from all opponents within range to a moderate degree. The opponent responsible for activating the aura is struck with triple the debuff effect.

Gold: When the aura activates, it remembers the enemy. Subsequent activations have significantly increased effectiveness. You learn information about your attacker, which increases in specificity for each time the aura acts to protect you and allies.

You may activate the aura three times per day to pinpoint nearby sources of psychic attack, emotional manipulation, or mind control. Information learned about these sources is displayed on your mini-map.

Costs extremely high mana. Lasts 10 minutes.

This ability is linked to your Charming attribute.

I hopped over several of them until I reached Hellera and Velleth.

“What do you think?” I asked. “Count?”

“At least twenty thousand,” Velleth said.

“More than that,” Hellera countered. “See that hill rising up center right, northward? They’re behind that too.”

“At least twenty thousand stands as a count,” I said. “We’ll ask Zephellyn to fly out and get a better count at range.”

Hellera shook her head. “The fear effect range is too strong. She’ll be trapped up here, hundreds of miles away from anyone and anything, or she’ll drop from the sky into them.”

This was not an acceptable risk. It was right out. “Okay. I’ll have Zati scout their numbers then.”

“Other recommendations?” I asked.

“It’s time to get their attention,” Velleth said.

Nodding, she and I both produced sounds with Trickster’s Mark, the Bronze tier ability.

Trickster’s Mark

*Spell, Illusion*

*Silver tier, eight stars*

Normal: Activate to disguise yourself as another person. The believability of the disguise will be based on your Sly attribute. You may bestow the ability on another willing target by touch. You gain the voice, scent, and Marks of the disguised person, though Marks do not function.

Lasts 1 hour. Costs moderate mana. Cooldown: 10 minutes.

Bronze: Activate to create an illusion to confound the visual, auditory, scent, tactile or taste of anyone who would come into contact with it. The illusion can be no larger than a person. You can add extra senses to the illusion at no cost. If attacked, the illusion may take seven injuries before being dispelled.

Lasts up to 1 hour. Costs moderate mana. Cooldown: none.

In addition, the cooldown of the Normal ability is reduced.

Silver: You create a fanciful landscape to fool the senses. You may trap up to 2 victims in the the same unreal landscape. Those around the target will be impossible to detect except through touch, and attacking those targeted will break the spell. This may cause targets to harm themselves, such as walking off the edge of a building or cliff.

Lasts up to 15 minutes. Costs extremely high mana. Cooldown: 10 minutes.

Note: all illusions break when the bearer of the illusion makes a hostile action toward another, or willing the illusion to be dispelled. Those with ability-enhanced senses are more likely to see through the illusion.

You gained this ability after joining with Velleth of Surrek. This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Velleth of Surrek.

The shifting, glowing mouths and eyes all turned to behold an illusion I’d just created of myself, standing some fifty feet away, and as one they roared. A terrible roil of thunder rolled over the blackened landscape.

“All right,” I said. “Keep tight now. We’ll take a few and see how we do.”

We had a few precious moments to act before they were on us, and I used the Reveal spell to get an idea of what it was we were dealing with. The ones that had wrapped up various monsters seemed like a good place to start. The biggest one seemed like a good starter, a mountain of a beast with six stumpy legs and a horn about as big as me curving out of the front of its face.

Invidiel’s Shock Troop (greater fendra)

Lesser demon, Silver tier

Stat enhancement: This demon takes the Attributes and Special abilities of the host and bolsters them to its tier.

Other Stats and qualities are unknown. Increase your Demon Lore skill to learn more about Demons of Ethetria. 

This creature currently has control over a greater fendra, giving it the Attributes and abilities of a greater fendra in addition to any demonic special abilities. 

Greater fendra base stats:

Attuned— Bronze*******

Clever— Bronze*******

Charming— Bronze (no stars)

Fierce— Silver**

Sly— Bronze (no stars)

Quick— Silver (no stars)

Tough— Silver*****

Okay, I now had two demon names: Invidiel of the oily black tentacle type, and Pavoriel, which was Zati’s type four. The one exuding an incredible range of paralyzing fear over miles and miles of distance.

We had time for about one more before the first wave of them was on us.

Targeting one of the regular demons, Zati’s type ones, I got yet another name.

Furiel’s Soldier

Lesser demon, Silver tier

The armies of Furiel seek to rend, wreck, and demolish all that lives, drag it down to hell, and imbue it with everlasting torment. When a soul is suitably bound to hell, the real fun can begin.

Estimated Attributes:

Attuned— Silver (no stars)

Clever— Silver (no stars)

Charming— Normal (no stars)

Fierce— Silver*****

Sly— Silver (no stars)

Quick— Silver***

Tough— Silver***

Special abilities:

Molten fury: The fires of a hellish dimension boil in the veins of this demon.

*This creature is immune to fire damage of all types: physical, elemental and magical.

*This creature emits light and has darkvision from this.

*This creature can spew lava as an attack, dealing extremely high fire damage, as well as the burning debuff. This attack is limited by the amount of Molten Fury the demon presently possesses.

Other Stats and qualities are unknown. Increase your Demon Lore skill to learn more about Demons of Ethetria. 

Three demon names now: fear-makers, beast-takers, and lava-spewers.

The ones that had taken animals and wrapped them up in oily black tentacles were on us first. They sped up the rise in the guises of vedris, jiddaras, and larger lumbering creatures in the middle of Furiel’s army, like that fendra. One of them, a different type of jiddara, crashed through the illusion, shaking its sideways mouth, chomping down, and dislodging several teeth in the process.

This was a greater jiddara, six-legged and armored like a rhinoceros. As soon as it passed I threw out my own jiddara with Beastmaster’s Mark to see how it might fare.

The ladies and I had been working pretty well together over the course of the last few months, and had spent more time on team tactics rather than simply drilling with a sword or a spear. Quavallie and Laylenna had a simple tactic where Quavallie used an Aquamancer power, soaking an opponent, and Laylenna blasted them with an electric breath attack. The combination was simple but also inflicted stun, which was useful for our ranged attacks from Velleth and Dallinya. They reached in at the next demon to come over the ridge, suffering stun, and laid hands on it with Mender’s Mark.

The holy damage literally exploded the thing. One moment it was like mushy octopus clinging to the underbelly and around the legs of a two-legged bird type of beast, the next moment it had literally blasted to pieces.

The catastrophic damage and the sudden detaching from the host caused the otherworldly cassowary creature to shudder and pitch over onto the ground. It literally had a heart attack and died on the spot.

Innara stood calmly, crested the rise, and began to obliterate them. The golden woman, err, construct, calmly strode forward blasting one demon after another with golden beams of light. She’d been built specifically for this, maybe. She certainly appeared to be. The demons died one after another, skidding to a stop with smoking chest wounds.

They didn’t stop coming though, and split off in either direction away from Innara’s beam attack. These weren’t area of effect; they hit one target after another after another. While that was a one-hit kill situation, it couldn’t get thousands of them. She downed almost a hundred before I could take out two, but those were rookie numbers compared to what was coming at us.

The next one got over the rise, spotted us, and was on Avya a second later. She loaded it up with Mender’s Mark holy damage as well, before it too exploded. Two up, two down. So far, so good.

The third of these things leapt from the top of the ridge and got behind us, stabbing forward and getting Quavallie in the back. In the meantime, another beast the size of a school bus clambered up the hill, spotted all of us, and took the full force of Mender’s Mark that I had to offer.

Mender’s Mark

*Spell, holy*

*Silver tier, eleven stars*

Normal: Activate and touch yourself or an ally to heal two injuries immediately, and heal five more injuries over the course of two minutes. When used consecutively on the same target, the heal over time effect does not stack. When used on a target with a critical injury, stabilizes the target immediately but offers no further healing.

Lasts 2 minutes. Costs moderate mana. Cooldown: 10 seconds

Bronze: Activate and touch yourself or an ally to cleanse any single damage condition and heal twelve injuries over five minutes. When used consecutively, the heal over time effect stacks with the other tier effects, but not repeated uses of this effect.

In addition, Mending effects now deal damage to undead targets.  

Lasts 5 minutes. Costs moderate mana. Cooldown: 10 seconds.

Silver: Activate to bathe the surrounding area in holy, healing magic. This heals allies within 10 feet of you for twelve injuries immediately, and another fifteen over three minutes. Also immediately cleanses all regular, poison, and unholy conditions of Silver tier or lower. When used consecutively, the heal over time effect stacks with the other tier effects, but not repeated uses of this effect.

In addition, you gain high resistance to the shock condition.

Lasts 5 minutes. Costs high mana. Cooldown: 2 minutes.

You gained this ability after joining with Shennalil of Surrek. This ability’s tier is tied to your Relationship with Shennalil of Surrek.

Since I’d last used Mender’s Mark, the Silver tier ability had shot through the roof. This was largely on account of the ladies watching me fight for their lives. Emperor Leroy had been very specific in his wish to kill me, followed by enslaving and breaking all of them immediately afterwards. They’d watched most of this and come to the conclusion that if I was insane enough to go up against the most powerful being in the whole empire, I was really invested in our continued future together as lovers.

So when the holy light flared out away from me, the demonic force binding the creature had its health bar appear over its head, then rapidly drain away as the magic affected a serious area around me.

“This is nice,” Avya said from next to me. “A nice, easy Saturday afternoon disintegrating bad demons.”

“Use that mana,” I told her. “I want to know how many uses it takes for each different kind.”

“Yes sir!” With a salute, she teleported forward, grabbed onto one of the tentacle-wrapped beasts, and flooded it with holy healing power.

“How’s your mana?” I asked Velleth and Dallinya. Those two were at my back, using handheld portals to deliver healing magic.

“Enough for a half dozen more,” Dallinya said, and withdrew a hand missing several fingers. She flashed again with Mender’s Mark and they began to regrow.

“Fewer if you’re not careful,” I said. “Keep an eye on what you’re doing, and your mana.”

She grinned ruefully. “Yes, Master.”

Quavallie began to heal even as she blasted the demon that had skewered her in the back with her own Mender’s Mark. It died with her still impaled on something like a mantis claw, which flung her, healing, some  twenty feet. Like with the others, the death of Invidiel’s demon brought about the shell-shocked, wide-eyed death of the host.

The Furiel demons and some others that looked a little different were now closing on us, and worse, they had coordinated to envelop us. We were on a hilltop, but forces of those Invidiel demons and their hosts circled all the way around behind us.

“We’re about to be flanked,” I called. “Let’s move!”

Several things happened at the same time when I called out. First, Quavallie started blasting left and right, obliterating demons where she’d been thrown. Second, I received notifications that several in my cohort were already low on mana. Velleth and Dallinya had been throwing out Mender’s Marks all over the place.

It was Avya’s job, being small, to exhaust her mana and blow up as many of these things as possible. It was my job to ferry everyone home, so I was keeping things a little light. Still, with the sheer number of opponents arrayed against us, I had two choices: one, say to hell with it and obliterate hundreds of demons at once, or two, try and reach everyone while the demons closed on us.

“Hellera!” I called. “Avi! Get to Quavallie! We’re out. Retreat.”

My red dragonite immediately turned, blasted two of them apart with holy healing energy, and lumbered off, while Avya teleported over there and blanketed the whole area in healing magic. She then blasted another demon with a water ball, lightning breath, and slammed it away with a baseball swing from her short sword.

Touching first the newbies, I shoved Sillandra and then Laylenna back to earth, followed shortly by Zephellyn, who was raining lightning down on the enemy army and desperately dodging lava breath from the fire demons. This involved grabbing one ankle, engaging Adrift, and literally yanking her down to earth. My earth, not the ground below.

I followed up with Shen, then Velleth and Dallinya in quick succession. My mana was about halfway gone already.

Twenty feet away, Hellera had carved a path through to Avya and Quavallie, and blasted a much larger demon in the face that hadn’t been killed by Avya’s Silver Mender ability.

This thing was not a type one, two or three. It was like a slug, a fucking Jabba the Hutt demon but with a much larger mouth, and something like a dozen little scurrying legs propelling its blobby form over the ground like it was doing the worm. When it opened its mouth, three grabby little tentacle tongues came out, tipped with claws. Thankfully this horror show disintegrated rapidly under a full-force Bronze Mender’s Mark.

Avya had just transported Quavallie through and turned when she took a full flood of lava to the face. Hellera was just about to reach her when something swooped out of the sky and took her off her feet. One of the Invidiel demon-wrapped beasts.

“No!” I screamed. Now it was she heading twenty feet in the air.

Avya disappeared through her own Adrift, leaving me alone on the field, and Hellera in the middle of dozens of demons.

I teleported over to where I thought she’d fallen, but the Silver ability out of Mender’s Mark had a cooldown of two minutes, and it wasn’t quite finished. Five minutes was up.

“No, no!” I shouted. With the Naga’s Mark from Zati, I summoned dozens of magical serpents, while calling on the Silver Beastmaster’s Mark to summon every available creature from within 500 feet to come to my aid.

And received this message:

Failure! There are no beasts in the vicinity to come to your aid.

I spied Hellera in the pile, held in several demonic claws. Even while ghostly snakes wrapped up the demons and bit them, the demons took Hellera. The Furiel demons each grabbed an arm or leg, while the Invidiel one oozed off a creature and down, directly onto Hellera’s prone form.

“Innara!” I screamed. I’d lost her in the press and frantic pace of the battle.

“Go!” Hellera screamed. “Get away!”

The screaming didn’t stop while I shoveled mana into Mender’s Mark Bronze and Normal abilities, trying to hack through the crowds to get to her. The screaming didn’t stop until I received the first warning about my mana pool being near empty. When that happened, I was staring into the blackened eyes of a demonically possessed Hellera.

Finally bolts of golden force rained down around me, this way and that, turning demons into charcoal briquettes. Innara charged forward and took one of the sluggy demons by the tail, slamming it around in a wide arc and throwind demons everywhere.

I could save her. I reached forward to grab onto Hellera, but she burst into flame and screamed a war cry directly in my face. There was no touching her without that stuff getting on me.

Also it was reaching for me. Like it was ready to give up on Hellera to get at me. Everywhere I tried to grab, the demon wriggled to block, or reached out to get at me. I teleported a good thirty feet away with Drifter, which now cost me nothing.

“Get back to the Empire!” I called to Innara.

“Your friend?”

Face twisted with hate, Hellera drew a fireball into being, and threw it in my direction. I teleported aside, and the ball of roiling flames splashed uselessly into the crowd of demons.

“Now!” I called.

She immediately vanished in a puff of dust, much faster than I could track.

Kill her? Kill the demon and risk killing her? Was there a way to save her? The cynical part of my mind protested that having the Red Dragon’s Mark and Inferno’s Mark intact (they were still there) gave her life a lot of value, even if I couldn’t get her back.

She turned and fired off another fireball, before a ghostly dragon surrounded her body, flapped its spectral wings, and roared flames into the sky.

I too fled the field.


8- Color Me Interested

Killing Hellera and losing her to a symbiotic alien suit, both options available, had the same effect on me. I stared off into the distance, on my knees, until the ladies approached hesitantly, and quickly figured out what had just happened.

“Where’s Hellera?” Shen asked, the only one not to get it, and whatever whispered explanation she got caused her to gasp and sob.

Hands fell on me, followed by full hugs from every side. Tears came, first quietly, and then more loudly. Shen and Velleth were ugly crying into my shoulder.

We now knew the enemy’s capabilities, that was for damn sure.

The notifications began to interrupt my grief, telling me I’d earned stars in Attuned, Quick, Fierce, and Clever. Skill experience in Tactics, Leadership, Monster Lore and Demon Lore. A whole lot of experience in Demon Lore where there’d been precious little before.

Yeah, a clever leader. That’s me, I thought bitterly.

I’d gotten Relationship star experience with all of them, and even more was coming in now. The bond between them was growing as well, so much so that Sillandria and Laylenna were getting Normal marks of power from the other veterans, and vice versa.

Nobody liked that it took loss to fuel these kinds of bonds, but we were solidly in the position o being unable to do anything about it. The marks only appeared through this kind of stress, though they boosted the relationships between one another through other kinds of bonding.

We needed that now. Laughter, playfulness, mischief, quiet dinners and training sessions. We needed to get back on our feet and handle the loss along with the other bits.

“We’ll get her back,” Shennalil whispered.

“She’s a demon now,” Dallinya retorted. “You saw what happened when we killed the demons… their beasts fell down dead. They weren’t damaged at all; they just died.”

“We’ll get her back!” Shennalil insisted stubbornly. “We’ll ask the Healer to keep her alive when we…” She looked around at each of us, looking for some hope and finding none. Then she gestured to where the Red Dragon’s Mark still sat on her body, gleaming with silver. “She’s not gone! We can save her!”

“We’ll try,” Velleth whispered. “We’ll try.”

It was a mournful group that returned to the Governor’s tower and settled in for a bit of decompression time on the gigantic bed and plush apartments. Shennalil flew up into the little alcove some twenty feet above, a platform and nook put together, and wept. Zephellyn went to comfort her, only to have Quavallie hold her back.

“She needs someone!” the sylph snapped. “Let go of me.”

Marks of power were coming into being on the former First Domi of Sunspire: the armband of Mender’s Mark, the patterning around her face for the Trickster’s Mark, and the bowed figure dripping blood, the Survivor’s Mark. Shaking with rage, Zephellyn tore her hand away; water droplets for the Aquamancer’s Mark visibly wavered on her cloudy skin, between the tattoo black of Normal and the shimmering Bronze of the next tier up. Their relationship was clearly in turmoil.

Friction like this was uncommon, but it had happened before.

“Quavallie,” I said quietly, and watched as a quarter of a star fell off my relationship status with her. “She’ll be fine.”

Giving me a baleful stare, the cephellian stomped off. More like squished off. Jellyfish bodies weren’t made for stomping.

Meanwhile, Zephellyn lifted up smoothly into the air to speak quietly with Shen. And Avya, it appeared. My diminutive hulk of a Favored Consort was already up there in the small alcove. My darling empath.

The demons were obviously more of a threat than we’d given them credit. I hated to think that we’d underestimated them; Innara had bulldozed hundreds of them while the rest of us had been somewhat effective.

But Hellera.

I went out onto the balcony and spat curses. Soon enough would be time to make plans and activate perimeter defenses. Soon enough would be the time to rally the trained troops and put real weapons in their hands so they could die in the defense of the Empire.

First though, the Empire needed to be made whole. Innara turned to me, and I nodded. Yes, we needed to work on the problems of the Gold councils. How the former Emperor handled them was beyond me. He didn’t specify anything in his farewell, last will and testament hologram message except that Evan needed to die.

On the one hand, flattering. On the other hand, unhelpful.

“Evan?” Innara asked.

“Yeah. Yeah. I know. I just need a minute to recharge my mana.” I didn’t need a minute to recharge my mana. I needed a minute to calm the impotent fucking fury over this. I hated myself for underestimating what the demonic threat was capable of.

Several dozen deep breaths later, I turned to her once more. “Let’s go.”
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The Gold tier we were going for first was a large, ponderously slow man who seemed somehow both young and ancient at the same time. Physically he looked no older than a spry thirty-five, but the way he moved and talked suggested centuries of life and experience.

His body was composed mostly of rock, but somewhere in him was orc or troll blood, because he had the jutting lower jaw, the thick knobby tusks, and the sloping forehead with the high hairline. As for hair, it came in emerald green and was up in a top knot.

Innara and I found this Gold tier lounging on a balcony overlooking a stage play currently going on. It was a story I hadn’t yet encountered, about one of the demigods springing up from earth, birthed by Rea the earth goddess after contact with a particularly determined and virile young man.

“Riggallen,” I said.

He frowned and held up a hand, then snapped his fingers. In seconds, half a dozen young women had fruit placed directly in his mouth, and were fanning him with massive leaves. He then pointed two fingers at his eyes, then gestured those fingers toward the stage not far off.

I noticed for the first time that this balcony box thing was floating rather than held up by struts, as I’d originally assumed. Someone was kneeling and using a mark of power to hold the box aloft. Another someone was seated and camouflaging the box so other audience members could see through it, though the image was distorted. Similar to the Night’s Mark from Sillandria.

I received a UI message and for once didn’t ignore it and push it aside.

Success! You have succeeded at an Etiquette (Charming) check. Theater is more than just a passing fad or a simple hobby to many, and Riggallen is one of those.

Innara went to step forward, but I gave her a tiny shake of the head. No, Riggallen of the Gold council in the golden city of Coltrane was not interested in back room deals, at least not with some important theater on.

The act eventually ended with the heroic demigod traveling far and wide, vanquishing many monsters, and cut back to his royal father weeping that his demigod son wouldn’t inherit the throne. In the meantime his queen wife seethed and schemed to get the lead actor murdered. She approached every assassin, every mercenary group, and later purchased admittance to the tombs of the dead gods to petition them to destroy the bastard demigod.

Finally, before intermission began, she spoke with the ghost of a dead god and received assurances that her husband’s mistake of a son would die, and secure the throne for her own son.

Yikes.

As the lights came up, the two Silvers keeping the box aloft and hidden maneuvered it back onto a docking platform and collapsed into thick, padded chairs. Servants came with damp rags to wipe off the sweat, refreshments, and mana potions to get them ready to do this all again in a few minutes.

Riggallen turned to behold us.

“You have come a long way from Surrek, young man,” he said with exaggerated slowness.

“And waited through some pretty dreadful playacting,” I added.

Riggallen threw back his head and bellowed laughter.

“You know why we’re here, correct?”

“Tell me, Drifter… what do you know of this story?”

It sounded a bit like Oedipus in a way, but obviously very different. It had wicked stepmother vibes and the magic and gods made it pretty uniquely different than every other stage play out of earth.

“Nothing,” I said. “We have fanciful tales of gods and monsters, but I haven’t been in this world long enough.”

“Does the demigod come out the victor, do you imagine?” he asked, chewing loudly. As a native Michigander, the mouth sounds made me want to itch my face right off.

I considered this, and smiled. “If this is anything like the stage performances like we have on earth, no. There’s no victor. Everyone does something self-destructive by the end of it. It wouldn’t surprise me if the evil stepmother realized she had feelings for her own stepson, and killed off her own husband by the end.”

A teensy hint of a smile began to appear.

“And whatever she’s sicced on the step son will very nearly succeed, but it won’t get him in the end… no, that would probably be a fatal mistake on the part of his best friend or loyal wingman. Maybe the best friend will accidentally give him the cursed armor or the helm with a hint of the most poisonous substance on the planet in there, and he pricks himself on the inside of the helmet and dies.”

He chuckled.

“Then the stepmother kills herself from the grief and the self-loathing, when the hero can’t get there to save her from the the marauding enemy nation. And chances are good that the marauding enemy nation was also brought here because of her actions.” I shrugged. “Hubris, you know? It’s everywhere in these old tales. Everyone gets their comeuppance in the end, because they wanted something and it didn’t work out.”

“Your world is full of dark tales,” he remarked idly.

Was I overreaching here? I’d come within a hair’s breadth of getting killed last time, trying to thread the needle with the Emperor. In fairness, it seemed entirely likely he was going to kill me anyway, after I’d done the task he’d set me to.

Twenty-one angry Gold tiers seemed more dangerous than one Platinum. That and the fucking demons.

“How’d I do?” I asked.

“You spin a fanciful yarn, Drifter.”

I leaned in. “Declare your support for Innara here when the time comes. Speak with the others on the council. Be as subtle as you need to.”

He chuckled now, and that deepened into full-throated laughter. In the meantime, I disappeared to earth. I knew where there was at least one bookstore still functioning. Sure it was after closing time, but I could fucking teleport and also see perfectly in the dark, so security and the dark of night were no impediments. A minute of searching later, and I returned to Ethetria, where Riggallen was wiping tears from his eyes.

“Oh, Drifter, you amuse me so. Your tales, your assertions, your hubris… it’s all so delicious.”

I handed him a book, then reached into the Black Door and retrieved a pair of translation goggles. These would do the work for him.

“Sophocles,” I told him. “Only seven surviving works by the man. And Homer, author of two great epics. Yours for the low, low price of simple consideration.”

He stared at the gifts, then took both hardcover volumes. They seemed ludicrously small in his big hands. Finally, face neutral, he regarded me. “Months you’ve been among us, no? I’m told you arrived before the groffere came out of the north, months before their usual late summer habit.”

I probably should’ve been a bit more creeped out by his knowledge of me, but I had just lost Hellera to a literal demon army. These guys didn’t seem so tough, not when I had to contend with literal tens of thousands of opponents.

“Correct. Reached Gold in that time. Not a lot of time for theater… I’ve been up to my elbows in people trying to kill me,” I told him. I knew how long it normally took people to reach Gold, and that was years.

And the last person who’d been trying to kill me had been the Emperor. That had to count for something.

The huge stone man stood and stretched, popping all the joints in his body in quick succession.

“And now you’re here… for what? To turn me against my council?” He yawned next. “I’m afraid you’ve weakened your entire city, you’ve weakened yourself, and then come here thinking you’re in a position of power.”

“Domination is hardly the most powerful option,” I retorted. “You could ask the Emperor how well that worked out for him. Or the Empress. Or the Gold tier douchebag in the other world trying to make the whole population women.”

He snorted softly. “Point made. I’m afraid I still don’t quite understand your purpose in coming. The council only courts my vote when the tally is close. I’m happy to remain the deciding vote once a year or so, and largely stay left alone.

“Any and all of them would immediately grow suspicious, should I come to them with your Platinum woman’s name on my lips.”

Standing, he was easily two of me wide, and littered with golden marks of power.

“I understand your position,” I told him. “All we need you to do is remain right where you are.”

One eyebrow lifted, though even that seemed to take a herculean effort. “Color me interested.”

I smiled, but this one was determined. “I’m afraid I can’t delve too deeply. In my world we hold our cards close to the vest at times like these.”

Riggallen snapped his fingers for more fruit and fanning.

“I eagerly await the opportunity to watch your downfall, Drifter and would-be Empress,” he said, and reclined back on his chair. “Thank you for the gifts. I hope you live long enough to discuss their contents with me.”
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Innara and I visited two more candidates in two more cities. Though the Gold tier Masters were nothing alike at first, in the end all three had the same laconic attitude toward the situation. They were well ensconced in their power and didn’t seem to mind whether Innara ended up as Empress or not.

As for me, stepping lightly and trying to figure out what these guys wanted took considerable energy. I gained a star and a half of Charming, some Sly, and a bit of Clever experience in so doing.

All in all, while I knew it was a pretty huge step in the right direction, even though it felt like running around and doing fuck all.

I left Innara to do the other part of the plan, while I returned to the Governor’s tower in Surrek and fell into a bed full of beautiful women.

I eventually fell asleep amidst the failures and problems and looming threats. I was surrounded by women, a halo of them, all reaching out to grab hold of a little piece of Evan. Shennalil eventually joined as well, disrobing and resting her entire weight on one side of me, while Avya took the other. Sometime during the night, an exhausted Zati appeared and took her customary place next to Dallinya. Quavallie, who had a habit of waking in the water and cuddling in the middle of the night, eventually slinked back and curled up on my lap for several hours.

I woke to the feel of her tickling at my balls, and when I raised my head, she quickly engulfed me whole. When I looked down into the softly glowing spots around her eyes, she tapped her temple with one finger.

Empath’s Mark. Groggy, I engaged the Normal ability, then thought about it and gave her the Bronze one also. Now she’d feel like she had a cock she was sucking on.

Her thoughts burned with need for me. She’d been wanting to have me alone all day. Needed me now.

Something about this tickled at the back of my brain, but was quickly swallowed up and tickled by more physical matters. Her hair tentacles danced rhythmically over my thighs, down over my balls, and lower, while others teased at the muscles in my lower abs. The ones I now had were heavily defined, and with her like this they were engaged.

She wanted me to take her sister and bring her into the fold. I’d found her sister among one of the other harems in Surrek and forced her release from bondage, then reunited her with the family.

In fact, it had been in her head now for days. She had a mental image of me holding her sister’s hips and driving forward, down into a splashing tub of water where her sister screamed out my name again and again. She too could have the mark of power.

Quavallie’s sister Meralla was just as beautiful as my Quallie, but she’d been through a lot. I wasn’t about to force that discussion.

Except… perhaps she was ready. These Ethetria women were far more resilient than most gave them credit for.

I groaned as tentacles swarmed over my whole midsection. One wrapped around the base of my cock, while two of them curled under my balls.

I needed to take her. I needed to have Quavallie ride my face, something she’d never done before on account of the toxin she secreted. I needed to have Meralla on all fours, and pound her into submission.

Meralla was softer, gentler, more submissive. She would agree to anything I asked her. I’d saved her life, I’d reunited her with her family, given her freedom back. Of course she’d agree to have me crush her savagely into the bed.

Generally I had to restrain myself from bucking my hips up off the bed, but not with Quavallie.  She took those thrusts like a champ, massaging every inch of me with her no-bones, all-muscle body. She felt incredible, and though I could feel it rising, I didn’t want this to end.

It’s okay, came the thought. I want to feel it all down my throat. I want to taste every drop.

And immediately on the heels of that was another series of mental images showing me with Meralla, pulling on her tentacle hair while I drove into her, Meralla tangled up with me underwater, and Meralla flat on her stomach at the bottom of a large pool, me crushing her down.

I couldn’t contain myself any longer and came hard. Quavallie dutifully drank it all down, but kept a mouthful to show me in the dark. This she scooped out into one hand, stood on the bed, and massaged into her pussy.

Then she blew me a kiss and returned to the water.

Only Velleth seemed lost, forlorn, because her snuggle companion was missing.

Which led me back to thoughts of Auralla.


9- The Interloper

Iwas glad on one hand that Auralla wasn’t here to stand by my side and stare at me in abject horror for all I had already done, all I had to deal with, and all I had planned.

On the other hand, life seemed stressful and rough without the easygoing, gentle way she had about her. Now that I’d visited the underground sanctum of the Emperor’s palace, heading back there should’ve been no trouble.

Ordinarily I would simply use Adrift to step into earth, then once more to step back into Ethetria, in the place I wanted. This palace was magically shielded, though, and resisted my efforts.

Right now I needed Innara to physically escort me into the palace, and designate me as an ally each time.

This was a function of the game system. The UI helpfully explained.

Presently, the Empress lacks Legitimacy Points necessary to allow you permanent access to the Emperor’s palace.

When I pressed the UI on this, it became clear I wasn’t going to get into the palace easily any time soon.

The Empress loses moderate Legitimacy for each day she fails to convene the Gold councils.

The Empress also loses minuscule Legitimacy each time she is seen serving another. This loss is compounded by the number of witnesses and her level of subservience.

Recently, the Empress has lost Legitimacy for breaking imperial strictures, by allowing a Gold tier male to exist outside the three cities on a permanent basis.

“Yeah fuck,” I muttered. “Okay, what’s the proper procedure for having a new Gold tier male?”

Me, in other words.

The current procedure involves the new Gold tier being taken to one or all of the three cities, being showered with lavish gifts and attending parties in their honor.

“Doesn’t sound so bad,” I muttered.

At the end of three weeks of feasting, celebrations and gifts, the newly-formed Gold tier must make a play for one of the three Gold councils in a duel to the death. The newly-formed Gold tier may instead offer up his harem as sacrifice and serve the Emperor directly in a fringe capacity.

“And there it is.” I briefly wondered what a fringe capacity might be, but figured it was something like the Bershannik duty trying to contain the black sludge stuff, clearing dungeons between the three gold cities and the ring cities, or doing battle with the groffere.

I’d always wondered if the Empire had an army that dealt with direct threats, and chances were good these guys lost their harems, had only their inherent Attribute bound abilities to serve them, and led armies in suicide missions around the Empire’s borders.

Innara needed Legitimacy, and badly.

Her actions with Rhaeyel had certainly gained her a significant boost, because like it or not, might made right in this barbaric place. On the other hand, she’d been losing it at a steady pace, especially given her subservience to me, and leaving me as the Governor of Surrek instead of this wind-and-dine situation in the jazz musician cities, which ended in my death or exile as a military general on a string of near-impossible missions.

I drew in a deep sigh and went back to problem-solving mode. As much as I wanted to plop myself behind the counter of the Eldritch Emporium and haggle with people over the price of an aquarium from earth, life never allowed much of that.

Leaving aside the army over fifty thousand strong coalescing in the far northern reaches, there were still two more problems to deal with.

It turned out to be a much harder choice than I imagined. See, Quavallie reported that the type two demons that took over actual creatures and turned them into demons were at the Empire’s borders already. These were the Invidiel’s demons, very different from the others we’d seen.

Although the Empire was some eighty percent land-based, it wasn’t a hundred. The coastline along the Empire’s southeastern corner was a valuable resource for fish, mana crystals, and logistics. Trierssek and Morravek were the two cities on the coastline and the delta, with Trierssek occupying miles and miles of coastline near the deepwater areas, while Morravek lay on the delta, where the great Tevissek river finally emptied out into the sea.

They both had threats to contend with, so far as I understood: Trierssek battled cephellians at times, deep water fishy-looking creatures the next, and gigantic water monsters on top of that. Safety was important for the big shipping.

Morravek also had outlying settlements that harassed them, like lizardfolk tribes and some shallow water cephellians that were green in color.

You could get most places in the Empire pretty damn quickly up and down the river network that let out at the city. Meaning if the demons got their aquatic forces into this place, they’d be inside the borders and basically everywhere.

Except Surrek. That shouldn’t have mattered, but Surrek was mine. River access to Surrek was pretty poor, and Fish District was tiny compared to most other cities.

Ordinarily I’d have no wish to head all the way across the Empire again

Innara, as it turned out, needed help making sure there was an Empire in the coming days. See, the Empire had this tiny problem of three central cities, where the Masters of each district were Gleaming Silvers, and the ruling councils of each city were Gold tier. Seven per city. Twenty-one very powerful beings running the three cities, all of them men, and all of them ready to step into the power vacuum as soon as someone confirmed the rumors of the Emperor’s death.

The Emperor had gone with three groups of seven for a slew of specific reasons. The first: the Gold tiers were incredibly powerful and could form a National Security Administration mini-army of twenty-one super badasses under Emperor Leroy.

Deceased Emperor Leroy.

The second reason for sitting them in chairs and forcing them to write policy was to keep them fat and happy. If they didn’t feel hungry enough to chase Platinum, they’d never be a threat. The more focused they were on convincing each other to ratify a law their allies had written, the less time they’d use getting powerful.

Except, some idiot with special dimensional powers had gone and gotten Emperor Leroy so angry he’d picked a fight with the god of War.

Whoopsie daisy. Was that me?

Last one: keep your friends close and your enemies closer. He didn’t want the Gold tiers in charge of the outlying border ring cities like Surrek because they’d be away from the splendor and majesty of the inner Empire. They’d miss the parades, the most lavish dinners, the most depraved parties, the most plush carpets, the choicest slaves from foreign lands, that kind of thing. Border lords were notorious also for plotting coups, making treaties with antagonistic neighbors, raising up armies, and going to challenge the Emperor. On the inside, they wouldn’t do any of those things.

And for some fifty years, it had worked. Until suddenly he pissed off the god of War, and got a mouthful of cancerous nanotoxin from another world.

So the Gold tiers were supposed to come here, under the aegis of my fully functional city perimeter defense matrix, and if they chose poorly, the crystals would satellite laser them to death, and force the others to obey out of fear. It was a good tactic: make an example of one poor asshole, and the rest got right in line.

The way Innara made it seem, that wasn’t going to work.

“How is the situation in the seas?” I asked Quavallie. She didn’t actually give half a shit for the coastal city that stole fish from the cephellians who lived there. Instead she cared deeply for the people she called Coastals. They were close enough to feel the oncoming demon onslaught more than the Trenchers, who lived in almost total obscurity and isolation.

And these situations were both… fairly pressing.

“Okay,” I told them. I’d have to be everywhere at once. After I finished the ritual to summon The Interloper.
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The hedge mage in question, in the ritual room of the Governor’s palace, made a sucking sound against his teeth. He was a dwarf, and the chief hedge mage when I’d started. He was Grumpy McGrumpface about most everything, but I’d made him a very rich dwarf.

Case in point, the dwarf woman who had given him the mark of power standing just behind him. 

“Who’s the lady?” I asked.

“This is Gelvra,” he said, and didn’t elaborate. So he’d purchased her as a slave before I shut the slave markets down, and turned Slave District into Presently Unnamed District, though I was leaning toward Labor District, though it wouldn’t work.

“Oh… kay.”

His actual name… escaped me. He was just Magister, as far as I was aware.

Magister something-or-other nodded toward the large circle in the middle of the room. “What’s this, then?”

I explained: my last power was some kind of summon thing, to an entity called The Interloper. Which sounded ominous, but it didn’t sound too different from a Blood Debt, where the summoned entity couldn’t hurt me and had to follow my orders.

The requirements were attached to the bottom of the ability description, and I’d read them out and had them transcribed into the language these people spoke. I showed them, and he snatched them out of my hand before grunting.

He nodded as though he’d seen something like this before and it wasn’t a surprise to have an inter-dimensional entity on standby for me, then set to smelting the meteorite to infuse with the silver and gold that were required for the ritual circle. Gelvra and a handful of apprentices set to work drawing the additional glyphs necessary to get the thing working, or erasing the ones from the last ritual performed here. The ones that weren’t necessary were filled in and the marble transmuted back into solid stone. Only the large circle cut into the floor about an inch remained, until they began chiseling out the new glyphs.

“So,” I told him.

He grunted. Magister no-name was a grunter.

“You’re… welcome?”

“What in the gods are ye blatherin’ about now?”

“The money, the freedom, the apprentices, the trust, the protection, the—”

He blew out an annoyed raspberry. “You want this done or not?”

“Oh, very much,” I said, grinning.

“Then shut yer hole and let me get on with it.”

Still grinning, I gave him two thumbs up, then when he went back to work, gave him two other fingers and shook my head. He’d never had it so good, the ungrateful cunt.

I supposed on some level I understood; they still served under a Master, who forbade them from doing whatever it was mages normally did unchecked. Build massive towers and smite anyone they didn’t like with lightning or fireballs maybe. Horde books and live for 900 years, possibly.

There are plenty of things I should’ve learned about magic during my stay here, but I ended up running things and selling things first. The special abilities from the ladies always seemed to do the trick, even though the first (only) spell I’d learned was an incredible help in most of what I’d gotten up to. I should’ve learned more spells, and that much was super obvious.

The ritual was finally ready. The runner sent by the hedge mages stood there terrified, looking at the Governor and shivering. Asking the little waif did no good either, no matter how slowly or loudly; even bending over to look him in the eye did no good. I was eventually forced to use Empath’s Mark to read his surface thoughts.

“I see,” I said absently, and turned to Quavallie. “I think, if we do this ritual, I can be a lot bigger help with your problem.”

She got in my personal space, like Dallinya often did, and placed her hands on my chest. The tentacles of her hair reached out for exploratory smooches up my collar bone and over towards my throat.

“This is urgent, Evan,” she said quietly. “Cephellians are dying already.”

“I promise we’ll make this as quick as possible.”

The hedge mages made it very clear that the ritual would consume exactly eight hours of all our lives.

Quavallie stood there, and I couldn’t quite tell if there were tears in her eyes or she was secreting more poison stuff than usual because she was enraged.

“I promise,” I repeated.

If this ritual required that I fuck something, she would try and murder me.

“Hurry,” she whispered.

The ritual chamber now contained a multitude of stuff I’d collected from various realities: plant material, animal bones from grellaks here, metal from Erratesh and star metal from somewhere in space from earth’s reality. I had collected a small vial of Ryoten’s nanotoxin, and bits of rock from Erratesh as well.

“All these components will entice The Interloper to the circle, where it can be bound and the negotiations can commence,” the lead hedge mage explained.

“Negotiations,” I said flatly. Shit, the instructions had been like an End User License Agreement and, look, I’d tried not to skip over a lot, but in the end I’d skipped over… some. And then a few things had taken up my time, and this slipped my mind.

“You will need to barter for the privilege of The Interloper’s service,” he went on.

“Oh is that all?” I snapped. It was more anger at myself, for not preparing better.

Without further ado, they lit the magic candles, took their places in much tinier circles made of liquefied and then solidified gold.

Gold wasn’t as difficult to come by as the powdered mana crystals. I’d gotten some serious Karen energy out of the artificers when I’d come asking for a good dozen large batteries of pure mana. There’d been some angry shouting, and honestly I couldn’t really blame them.

Thankfully someone with a cooler head had pulled a furious nellwyn off me before someone god seriously hurt. I didn’t want to put anyone in the ground, but I had an image to maintain as the Governor of the damn city.

I’d read enough of the very lengthy ritual instructions to know that now it was my turn to step into the circle, have a seat, and get comfortable, because I wasn’t leaving any time soon.

They’d powdered the mana crystal, and so when the energies of the place started to swirl into the air, the mana crystals caught like gunpowder. They went poof! And lit the gold of the ritual circle with multicolored streamers. Magic swirled into the air like tiny auroras made of every color you could imagine, and some you can’t.

I keep telling you about Attuned senses. It’s hard to describe something you can’t even conceive of.

The ritual candles also contained powdered mana crystal, which flamed up into interesting colors, and now some interesting scents as well. Was that buttery bread? Not exactly. Was this one menthol? No, not really. That one could’ve been cinnamon mixed with rotting leaves, but kind of not.

“Now,” the lead hedge mage said.

Like with the giant fuck-off spell, and the activation codes for the city’s perimeter defense system, I’d been given a long scroll with magic words written on it, and my job was to read it.

Could the hedge mage have mis-written a single word and allowed The Interloper to utterly unmake me at a molecular level? I did consider it a possibility, but i also scanned his thoughts while asking him if he’d done so, and he’d denied it, so I believed him. Plus, he also had a powerful motivation to keep on living, and eating, and enjoying all the fringe benefits I’d been giving the hedge mages here. This city had gone from medieval Roman to magi-tech protected… well we were almost there. In about two months. 

Quavallie paced nearby. As soon as I began reading the words, her pacing seemed to go into overdrive. Either I slowed way down, or time sped right up. I read through each word as carefully as possible, to ensure I didn’t ruin this and open a rift to a second demon apocalypse.

While my cephellian paced faster and faster, the room thinned out. Quavallie, the hedge mages, and the different ritual components flexed and shifted more until they were suggestions, like they were printed on paper or appeared on a tablet screen.

The walls rippled and went next. They lost definition and let light in from some other dimension. The sights of Erratesh bled through first, metallic and gleaming. Earth came next, full of green of leaf and gray of concrete.

And beyond all that… a presence. The Interloper. The colors of the cosmos in orange, purple, pink and endless void black permeated the three realities I’d found thus far. Shapeless and vast, it felt like a bridge, a permanent rent in the veil, a way through.

I have sensed you, the thing said. I wondered when you would seek me out.

“I’m supposed to ask you to be my familiar,” I told it.

You have little to offer and much to gain, it replied. Why should the chains bind one such as myself?

Because that’s how it’s supposed to go, I thought.

“What do you wish?” I asked. “I might have little to offer, but it’s not nothing.”

You could abandon yourself to me, it suggested. Allow me in. Then you would be everywhere and nowhere, free of your mortality.

“I’m afraid that’s not possible,” I said. “I can give you a taste of what this body can do though,” I told it, thinking of using Empath’s Mark to gift my sensations to the being.

One day you will die, it said. Why not give it over, to secure your immortality?

“My life is not negotiable… but look, you’re going to have a short time with me. Chances are I’ll be dead soon, and you get your freedom back. So it’s like a vacation for you. Temporary.”

I have not been bound for millennia, it remarked.

“I offer involvement, adventure, interest. But you’ll also be witness to love, passion… loss.”

I had the tattoos in remembrance of the fallen.

“The chains are temporary,” I said.

Mortal, I think not. Servitude does not become me.

I pointed a finger. “Look buddy, this is my ability and this ritual cost me a fortune. I’m not having one of my inherent abilities be for nothing. I spent the money, I spent the time, and now you serve me, got it?”

You believe you can force me? It asked.

I bared my teeth. “Get your ass down here and let’s find out.”

I’m afraid you are the only one here with an ass. But even as it spoke directly into my mind, it drifted closer, became more real, condensed down smaller.

Bargain for service indeed. Fucking domination games.

“Now,” I told it, and extended my hand. “We seal the deal with a handshake.”

You overstep your reach, mortal, it said, but became even more real. Now it was the size of a jiddara. Some part of the formless mass reached out and enveloped my hand.

“Welcome to the city,” I told it.


10- Just Beyond Sight

First order of business: thank the hedge mages. I went around and introduced all these frightened chanters and apprentices to the vaguely defined extra-dimensional mass that hovered nearby, and they in turn tried to hide their terror and greet The Interloper without shitting themselves.

I paid each of the apprentices some extra silver, thanked the ones who had been chanting… had the sun jumped ahead in the sky? Holy hell… it had seemed like a short conversation with the extra-dimensional familiar, but the lead hedge mage hadn’t been wrong, it had indeed taken a number of hours.

I was starving. Producing a handful of earth goodies from the Black Door, I passed around a cheese spread, a plate of sub sandwiches you’d usually get catered, a big bowl of salad and some bottles of dressing, plates, utensils, and turned it into a picnic.

The presence of food really helped calm frayed nerves, and definitely helped with my blood sugar. It did, however, send a pang of longing through me. Cooking with Auralla had been one of the best parts of the earliest times, and her food was far better than mass-produced bread that had been sitting in my extra-dimensional warehouse for gods-knew how long. I’d been a terrible cook, and that hadn’t changed, but she’d just accepted this with grace and filled my belly with homemade perfection.

And now instead of saving her I was once again trying to save everyone else.

“You’ve got what ye came for,” the lead hedge mage said dismissively. This snapped me out of my self-reproach, back to reality.

“And you’re welcome to a bit of food before I head out,” I said. “I’m famished.”

He snorted, but he helped himself to the soft, huge chocolate chip cookies on the dessert tray.

“Is it money you want then?” I asked.

“Just be off with ya, and we’ll get back to the daily misery that is your defense matrix.”

A hush fell over the nearby apprentices and journeyman. The lead mage must’ve sensed he pushed too far because he too froze. I continued chewing.

“Are you not safe?” I asked him, my tone falling quiet, yet penetrating the whole room.

He didn’t answer.

“Do you not have more money than you can remember having?”

Again, no answer. I was impressed that this little man’s eyes never left me. I had pulled off people’s heads and ripped out people’s hearts. The night I’d taken out the Shadow Council was a thing of legend by now, which had me teleporting all over the city and murdering Masters by the dozen. Nobody remembered how Trusk had been drummed to death by dimensional damage, and exploded. No, my triumph over a pack of fellaerys over in Bershannik was the big talk. Had it really happened? Bershannik was months away for traveling merchants, but the talk had come from the Gleaming Silvers who’d been stationed in the city to guard against incursion portals.

The stories about me had grown.

“I don’t know more I can supply you,” I told him quietly. “Respect and fair pay? You have these. Servants? You have those. A nice big house? You’ve got one. Mana crystals and workspaces and fine quality supplies are all coming in for you to use.”

His mouth hung open, and soon it snapped closed. He wheeled and shrank away, then disappeared through the crowd.

“How long has it been? The ritual,” I asked the second in command, a regal elf with some fae and some other blood. Gnomish perhaps. He appeared like a slight little elf.

“We went for nearly ten hours,” the elf said.

“Ah. Well you can all take twenty-four hours off before getting back to whatever regularly scheduled project you had going before I so rudely interrupted. And if there are complaints about the way things are going, I expect to hear them. They’ll be addressed swiftly.”

I think I said the word ‘swiftly’ with too much venom, judging by the widening of the eyes and the failed attempts not to flinch away from me. My power increase had been sudden, and I was still getting used to the authority, and the fear that came along with it.

“I’ll take my leave,” I said. “Food is for you.” I wanted to test out the Interloper’s capabilities anyhow.

That meant having another look-see over the exact ability list.

The Interloper

*Familiar, Inherent*

*Gold tier, one star*

The Interloper knows, sees, hears, and watches. The Interloper is nowhere and everywhere.

At Gold tier, the Interloper provides the following abilities at all times:

*May travel up to 20 absolute miles from your location, within the present reality or adjacent realities. You may use The Interloper’s senses as your own.

*Decreases mana costs for Adrift and Drifter abilities.

*May generate a circle fifteen feet in diameter. Within this circle you and allies may scry alternate adjacent realities in their relative position. Movement out of or attacking from within the circle cancels this effect.

*May generate a circle five feet in diameter. Within this circle you and allies are untraceable by all means, save dimensional scrying. Movement out of or attacking from within the circle cancels this effect.

*May generate a circle three feet in diameter. Within this circle all attacks are transported to adjacent realities. Movement out of or attacking from within the circle cancels this effect.

*Makes dimensional attacks at extremely high melee damage.

*Makes dimensional attacks at high ranged damage, up to a hundred feet.

This ability is tied to your Tough Attribute, and will grow in capabilities as you gain stars in Tough.

I spent the afternoon asking this… amorphous blob thing to generate different circles. It disappeared each time I asked, and instead soaked into the floor as a ghostly mass of different colors.

A wall of scrying opened up in front of me, startling the hedge mages. I invited them into the circle, which had far less yellow splotching this time, to have a look over the adjacent reality I’d helped get back on its feet.

A perfectly circular wall of scrying sprang up, making all of Ethetria feel like it was gone. In its place was the building block metal city of Erratesh, afternoon deepening to the reds and golds of evening, and below the oily sea of black death that was Ryoten’s nanotoxin.

The hedge mages cried out in bewilderment, fear, and excitement. It was nice to feel my odd inter-dimensional powers were special again. I’d started taking them for granted.

One spoken command later, the view swooped in closer on the Errateshi city, causing more of an outcry. This I got: it felt like we were standing on a rollercoaster without harnesses.

I quickly regretted this decision, given that one of Avya’s side jobs was taking capable candidate Masters into Ethetria to inseminate as many of their all-female population as they deemed fit.

There was lots of fucking going on. It was definitely like something out of an orgy video, except the women were all slightly alien.

I dismissed the Interloper’s scrying circle and grabbed up a view of earth instead. That one at least would be an expected journey.

Once the hedge mages were about finished with their nausea and uncomfortably sticky robes, we took a little visual tour of earth too. I could ask the Interloper to control the movement like a camera, so we flew up around Michigan and got a glimpse of the Mitten, the massive lakes, and the general beautiful greenery of this section of the country, before swooping back down into the greater Detroit area.

This was a much more pleasant experience, but a bit boring for me… although I’d really only gone on a handful of flights in my life and experiencing the country from above always felt empowering somehow. Like the sky was the limit, since you were in the middle of it.

From there, we dove into the Interloper’s other abilities.

One teleport into the Eldritch Emporium showed me several of the ladies at work, but I wreathed myself in the Interloper’s middle-sized circle of non-detection and just watched for a while.

Nakla was our new master haggler somehow. The green-skinned menace leaned forward over the counter and rapped the customer on the head with a wooden dowel rod, grinning like a maniac.

“You dimwit, this is entirely the wrong thing!” she exclaimed.

The merchant in question blinked in surprise.

“You don’t need an amulet, idiot, you need a parka.”

“A… parka,” he said stupidly.

“The amulet doesn’t stop the heat from striking you and making you warm.”

“But it does cool me down.”

“Typical fool answer. The parka blocks the heat from entering and cools you down. Here, try it on.” She hopped off the counter, off the stool, and led him to the section on heat control. With the dowel rod, she lifted one of the parkas off the shelf by its hanger, and shoved it at him. “Now put that on.”

The man simply followed directions, staring down at the goblin, who make tsk tsk sounds and called him more names under his breath.

“Well… it is comfortable,” he admitted.

“Velleth!” She barked, and my submissive pet appeared. “Roast this fool and show him what this parka can really do!”

Velleth shrugged, engaged Red Dragon’s Mark, and blasted fire right out of her mouth at the hapless merchant wearing the thick fur parka. The roar of flames splashed against the fur like it was stone, and luckily didn’t immediately ignite the whole shop.

Nakla cackled. “How do you feel?”

“I… amazing? Wow, I’m even cooler than when I put this on.”

“Heat turns into cool on the coat here… not all the way. Had the mage idiots craft in a limit so it doesn’t freeze you to death. Wouldn’t work with the amulet,” Nakla said, folding her arms over her little chest. “You’d be half dead, screaming about your eyes.”

The merchant immediately bought the parka, perhaps not thinking that he was quite unlikely to end up roasted by dragon fire, or any fire for that matter. The parka was somewhere in the neighborhood of a gold piece, while the amulet was only twenty or so silver… she’d just upsold by over four hundred percent.

“Gods,” I whispered.

And she did this six days a week. Her only failing was that she liked to get drunk and in bar brawls, then have Nallene, Dallinya, Velleth or Avya come save her tiny ass. This little psychopath was making ten times the money I ever did, back when it was still called Evan’s Pawn & Curiosities Shop.

I had basically all this ridiculous amount of money being funneled directly into the purchase of more mana crystals. The things were expensive, given that they were explosive to mine and sought out by any Master hoping to have a magic weapon crafted.

“They just need to go out and defeat some dungeons,” I told myself.

We were on the cusp of having Innara direct all mana crystals to Surrek, and then fighting the black market that would inevitably arise, but we thought it would be a bridge too far, and collapse the whole Empire at once.

“I’ve seen enough,” I said, then had another idea. I was in sight range, but also, I was within hearing range.

Sucking in a deep breath, I let out a huge bellow. A war cry. A ululation straight out of this one GI Joe movie I’d seen. Paul had made me watch it.

No reaction whatsoever from the shop’s occupants. Nice.

“Next.”
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Avya was notoriously difficult to find, being incredibly busy. Instead I found Zati sleeping over a tome almost as large as she was. I left a note for her, so when she woke up she’d have yet another piece of business to attend to: make sure the demons weren’t using dungeons to tunnel their way down toward the Empire like the flame sorcerers had.

Then, with the help of Amelgar’s Orb, I located Avya. She’d just popped back into Ethetria, probably from Erratesh. I teleported over there… just as she teleported away.

“Hey!” I shouted, and for the first time since Heller, I got a nice chuckle.

She reappeared a moment later, looking confused. That only lasted a few seconds before mischief came over her face and those lavender eyes sparkled.

“It’s my favorite Drifter,” she said cheerfully, peering up at me. I popped a squat, grinning, to give her neck a break.

“…only Drifter?”

She shrugged. “I’ve been drifting more than you have lately.”

“Fair.”

“What… what is that?” she asked, and pointed to where the Interloper hovered a few feet behind me.

I made introductions, though of course the Interloper only spoke directly into my mind. “Avya, cosmic beyond from beyond the ken of man, calls itself the Interloper. Interloper, this is Avya, one of the most fabulous people in the whole wide multiverse and someone I’d like to keep safe from harm at all costs.” I turned back to Avya. “I wanted to name it Benji, but it refused.”

I did no such thing, the Interloper said directly into my mind. Though I would have refused, if you had attempted such idiocy.

Avya snorted. “No you didn’t.”

“Wait a second… take off your clothes.”

Her eyes widened, then a smile appeared. “As you wish, Governor Evan.”

Avya had on a bright yellow shirt with a huge smiley face on it, which flew off her, followed by a comfy, flowy little skirt that came halfway down her thighs, pleated, in black. I think I was probably spoiling them, giving them access to basically infinite clothing, but I loved them… and had access to basically infinite clothing.

She’d even taken to wearing panties, a lacy little bikini cut number that looked both comfortable and practical. No bra though, and I didn’t blame her. Wire marks looked painful.

Her body flushed with embarrassment, which was adorable. I hadn’t even realized I’d just given her a direct order until she was out of her panties and sauntering up to me with hips wiggling.

“I just wanted to have a look at your marks,” I breathed.

They flashed to life on her nude body as the illusion from Trickster’s Mark fell away.

They were all over her now: the snarling beast from Auralla on her thigh in silver, the water drops down one side of her neck from Quavallie, the red dragon breathing fire around one arm, the Mender’s armband over the other bicep. A strange geometric pattern encircled the place where her heart was, curving over the swell of her left breast, from Velleth. On her other thigh, the suffering woman that signified Dallinya’s mark.

The fireball, the glowing book from Zati, the lightning dragon from Laylenna, the grinning goblin licking its own face from Nakla, the mist-shrouded moon of Night’s Mark, the leafy sprout of Druid’s Mark, the mana crystal being crushed by the fist that was Suppressor’s Mark, the cyclone-bodied warrior with the two blades from Nallene, the strangled wizard from the other drow. So many.

She also had my marks: Drifter, Adrift, Steel-Willed, Dimension Door, Temporomancy, and now this last. The Interloper.

“Well now you’re going to have to do more than just look,” she replied. God, it seemed like everybody was on the verge of immediate panty-wetting horniness. Velleth, Tannae, Nallene … then again, my ladies routinely threw themselves at me, most especially Dallinya.

“Have you seen what you needed to see?” she asked lightly.

I allowed my eyes to rove up and down her body.

The Interloper’s Mark was a set of cosmic looking eyes narrowed on her back, high up on her shoulder blades, flanking her spine. Even as I watched her get on all fours and crawl toward me, the colors shifted subtly and slowly.

“What does it do?” I asked, voice heavy with lust.

Wait… I could check out her character sheet. While I generally avoided this invasion of privacy, I didn’t want to break the mood.

Interloper’s Mark

*Special Ability, magical*

*Gold tier, one star*

Normal: The Interloper knows all and has seen all. The Interloper watches. Activate to generate a circle fifteen feet in diameter. Within this circle you and allies may scry alternate adjacent realities in their relative position. Movement out of or attacking from within the circle cancels this effect.

Costs high mana for 10 minutes, and very high mana each ten minutes afterwards. Cooldown: 10 minutes.

Bronze: The Interloper is nowhere and is everywhere. The interloper hides just beyond sight. Activate to generate a circle five feet in diameter. Within this circle you and allies are untraceable by all means, save dimensional scrying. Movement out of or attacking from within the circle cancels this effect.

Costs high mana for 10 minutes, and very high mana each ten minutes afterwards. Cooldown: 10 minutes.

Silver: The Interloper is eternal. The Interloper is impervious to the paltry affairs of mortals. Activate to generate a circle three feet in diameter. Within this circle all attacks are transported to adjacent realities. Movement out of or attacking from within the circle cancels this effect.

Costs very high mana for 10 minutes, and very high mana each ten minutes afterwards. Cooldown: 10 minutes.

Gold: Few can withstand the touch of the veil. Activate to wreath your hands and melee weapons in dimensional energy for 2 minutes. Your attacks add high dimensional damage.

Costs extremely high mana. Cooldown: 10 minutes.

You gained this ability after joining with Nakla of Bershannik. This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Nakla of Bershannik.

She was fighting with my belt and pulling my shorts open. Sitting cross-legged like this made it difficult, so I obliged in lifting my ass up so she could pull them off.

“Why do I need you so badly?” she murmured, and took the head into her mouth for a few exploratory sucks and licks. “What have you done to me?”


11- No Warning or Anything?

Ayva spared a look up my body and grinned with the head of my cock in her mouth. I’d fallen back onto my elbows and watched her little brown ass sway back and forth, her breasts hanging down and nipples fully extended.

She looked so mischievous like that, and also so happy.

One Black Door situation later, I had a mattress pad on the cobbles, and shimmied onto it.

We were in an alleyway, with people passing not far off. I’d also spotted a woman leaning out of her window to hang the washing on a clothesline. I couldn’t be sure if we’d been spotted and ignored, or not yet spotted.

Interloper, I asked mentally. Could you give me the second circle please?

And bear witness to your copulation? It asked in return.

It turned out I could speak with the eldritch being telepathically. Yes please.

It obliged me, and soon it didn’t matter that the alleyway was filled with the sounds of her slurping and sucking. I did notice the area around us go dark, like all the color had been sucked out of it, and I could make out a circular area, where all the colors were back to normal outside it.

The relief from all the stress and the need to go and go and go felt so good. The sensation of Avya’s little nellwyn lips working me over helped as well. She was so small, but had become accustomed to this with enough repetition.

“You want to have my tongue in you?” I asked.

She nodded, a fraction of a movement, but her intention was ctrysal. I threw on Wicked Mark and watched as her pupils dilated with the increase in lust.

And sensitivity. Shit, her lips now felt heavenly encircling me.

The last bonus effect was that when Avya scooted her little butt up overtop of me, she was big enough to work this sixty-nine without issue. In fact, she could very nearly do the splits and settle that lavender-haired pussy directly on my face.

Instead of getting to work right away, I took my time with feather touches up and down her trim thighs and toned calves. Supplementing this with soft kisses and licks all around her sweet spot, I soon had her writhing and trying to settle herself directly on my tongue. Each time she did so, I gave her a soft smack on her backside.

She soon grew frustrated with how things weren’t going, humming angrily around my length. With Wicked Mark in effect, she could deepthroat me now, and the sensation of her nose tickling my short hairs was so, so welcome.

After another five minutes of dancing around the goal, she pulled off me and hissed.

“What are you doing?”

“Whatever do you mean?”

“If I could grab your balls… and squeeze… ugh! I would. You’d be… you’d hate…”

I put my tongue as deeply into her as possible and her words cut off abruptly.

Avya had always been delicious. Her essence was tinged with emotions, all of them, which made for a heady bouquet of flavors that shifted each time I had a face full of her. Now that we were Gold, it seemed I could get nuance as well: a hint of grief, a spot of shame, and a thick helping of lust to go with the love and mischief that served as the basis for everything she did, all that she was.

Why had I been tip toeing around this? Grabbing her hips, I pulled her down onto my mouth and got as much of her on my tongue as I could. She cried out, and didn’t stop until she had her first breathless orgasm.

Ten or twenty or forty-five minutes later, she lay trembling along my body, unable to continue blowing me, while I ate her out relentlessly, massaging her body and giving her light spanks the whole time.

“St- stop,” she mumbled.

“What’s that?” I asked, and went right on licking.

“I c-can’t… I can’t take… more. Ugh.”

Reluctantly releasing her, I lifted her in my arms and brought her in for the first of many kisses, over her collar bone, up and down her neck, to her face. I couldn’t get enough of Avya. She was my link to Auralla.

Auralla…

I growled and placed Avya on her back, then fisted my cock several times before running it up and down the length of her slit. Sliding inside, I reveled in the tortured groan of pleasure and the arched back I received in turn. The best effect from Wicked Mark was the ability for my partner’s body to adapt to mine in order to stave off pain, which I took advantage of now, railing Avya hard.

I marveled at how much of me was able to get inside her. Ordinarily every quarter inch was a challenge. Now not only was it easy, she looped her hands behind her knees and pulled her legs wide.

Just like Auralla had.

Staring up at me, adoring and overcome with lust, I saw Auralla there. This pushed me to fuck, hard and fast, grunting and enjoying the slap, slap, slap of my hips driving down into Avya.

“I love you,” I managed.

“Oh, Evan,” she moaned. “I love you.”

I flipped her over onto her knees, but that didn’t last long. After only a few minutes of furious fucking I drove her down into the mattress. She practically disappeared beneath me, she was so small, but when I leaned down to grab a few kisses, she turned her head and we locked lips.

Whatever the reason, probably the angle, this really ramped up the pleasure. Whatever bumps and ridges inside her really wanted me to seed her.

Anyone looking from above, if they could see, would barely glimpse Avya under me.

“Am I hurting you?”

“F-f-fuck, n-no. K-keep… going.” Another orgasm crashed into her and she cried out, loudly.

“Avi,” I whispered, voice thick with want and need.

“I want it,” was her breathy, excited response. “Evan… I want your child too.”

Un fucking believable. I couldn’t stop now even if I wanted to. I didn’t want to say my hips had a life of their own, but it felt like I was a train and there was no way to jump the tracks.

“I’m going to—“

“Yes!”

And with that, I dumped enough into her that it created a puddle on the mattress afterwards. Enough that she caught some of the excess with her hand and licked it off her fingers.
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We went over the various plans after that, the Gold tiers, the situation with the demons up in the north, and where I’d need her to be when. Overall, I wanted Avya as a contingency plan in case things with the Gold tiers went really sideways.

She suggested going to Erratesh and casting the demons down into the black sludge of doom. It was just a lake of awfulness. Two drops of it had nearly killed me, and a mouthful of it had very much killed Emperor Leroy. Surely, she argued, it would murder demons.

It didn’t.

When both of us yanked a demon out of Ethetria and into Erratesh, they fell down into the lake of nanotoxin, only to swim to a nearby mountain.

“What the…” Avya began, only to trail off.

“Fuck. What the fuck is the phrase you’re looking for.” Panic gripped me for a second.

Not only did that not work, they absorbed the initial coating of the stuff somehow. The UI informed us both that the demons were now Gold tier and would only grow more powerful once they had the Stamina and mana to do so. They knelt on the shoreline, where black death lapped against the rocky shore of the emerging mountains, before roaring out in triumph and bending to grab more.

Lucky for us, the absorption process had sapped their Stamina and mana. They’d unknowingly taken a dip in the most demon-friendly material possible, but the effect had been automatic, an inherent ability we hadn’t known about. The result was a ton of stars that pushed their Attributes into Gold, but also sent them both into mana burn and exhaustion.

“Evan!” Avya cried. “Why didn’t you tell me that would happen?”

“How was I supposed to... you’re messing with me.”

She smiled sweetly, though it was tinged with worry over the insanity we’d just unleashed. What a time to joke around.

“They’re going to regain mana and start trying to kill us,” she said.

“Or take another dip and get even more powerful.”

“Or that,” she agreed. “That also sounds bad.”

Shit, we couldn’t unleash Platinum or higher tier demons on Erratesh without them even knowing about it. I broke out in a full body sweat considering the look of horror, but more importantly disappointment on the faces of the women I’d helped to save, then impregnated with the next generation of male offspring. The first generation of male offspring since some Ethetrian asshole had come in and tried to run the place.

And now I was going to be responsible for the whole world falling to two super powerful demons? No, no way.

Not happening. Avya and I shared a horrified look before locking both of them in Phase Shift’s Silver ability.

Phase Shift

*Special Ability, Inherent, Magical*

*Gold tier, two stars*

The veil between worlds exists everywhere, and is itself a sort of space. Now you may access and manipulate that veil.

Normal: Activate to phase a single handheld object out of this reality for one hour. The object remains in place and may be seen, but interacting with it delivers high damage per second. The damage is considered dimensional. Your touch ends the effect.

Costs extremely high mana. No cooldown.

Bronze: Activate to phase yourself out of reality for one minute. Your Attuned body and senses perceive both this and an adjacent reality. You may interact with either, or disregard objects in either as though they did not exist. This allows you to pass through objects or people harmlessly.

Costs extremely high mana. No cooldown.

Silver: Activate by touch to phase a living being and their carried possessions out of this reality for two minutes. Any further contact with objects or beings from this reality (other than the ground) deals extremely high damage per second. The damage is considered dimensional.

Costs extremely high mana. Cooldown 1 hour.

Gold: Activate to phase out the entire environment around you or by touch, up to fifty feet in all directions, for 5 minutes. The ground or floor remains embedded in this reality and does not phase. The overlaying reality becomes partially visible at this time and objects there also deal extremely high damage per second to anyone in contact with them, on either side of the adjoining realities. The damage is considered dimensional.

Costs extremely high mana. Cooldown 6 hours.

In addition, you may pay high mana during your Normal, Bronze, or Silver abilities to cancel the effect and have the target explode with dimensional damage. You are unaffected by this damage.

This ability is linked to your Fierce attribute.

Sure it only worked for a minute, but in that time I had the Interloper repeatedly attack one while Avya whipped out the automatic BB gun from the Black Door. She managed to shoot him maybe two hundred times before his health meter finally ticked down, and although he came out of the Phase Shift effect some twenty seconds early, he was so close to death that the Interloper finished him off with its cosmic death blades.

I slammed the Gold tier Phase Shift ability into effect, and brought earth and Erratesh together. The place on earth I needed was a thick forest in the middle of Isle Royale, the island we’d visited with the girls a week back.

This environment was just nothing but foliage, everything criss-crossing through the demon and waving under a slight breeze. Unfortunately all these plants were about to die, leaving a demon-shaped hole in the middle of the National Park’s little island, but it couldn’t be helped. I just hoped no cute woodland creatures tried to hop or lope through the demon while it and the forest were busy murdering one another.

Thankfully all those plants were now phased directly through the second demon, while Avya did her thing, and the Interloper helped out.

I also drew out my BB gun, and pelted the frozen bastard with pellet after pellet, each one scoring high dimensional damage.

Though it didn’t seem to kill off these demons like it killed off plain old Ethetrian assholes like Trusk, it did the trick in the end. He came out of his one minute of Phase Shiftedness with only about ten percent of his health bar intact. He leaped toward me, only to catch a Phase Shifted net in the hand, the arm, the shoulder, the head, the body, the torso, and though his hand gripped my foot and jerked downward, he exploded into a million dimensional fragments a moment later.

Avya and I collapsed on a ledge high up on the mountain, far above the sea of liquid oblivion.

“I should’ve seen that coming,” I wheezed.

“You really should’ve,” she agreed.

“You’re supposed to supply some cheerful and uplifting emotional support during this time.”

“You didn’t do the worst job you could’ve,” she said.

“Oh, lovely. But… close to the worst?”

She nodded thoughtfully. “Worst adjacent.”

“You’re presently worst adjacent on being reassuring and emotional support.”

We lapsed into silence and watched the sun set for a while. The sky here eventually melted from creamsicle orange down to indigo through that bruise color.

“We’re going to get out of this, right?” Avya asked in a small voice.

“Yeah of course,” I lied.

“Liar.”

Shit, yeah, she had the Mischief ability that gave her the lie detector power.

“I don’t know,” I told her quietly. “We have a contingency, but I don’t like it.”

“Leaving Auralla behind.”

I didn’t speak. We’d already discussed it, but that was long before seeing the demon army, and before losing Hellera.

See, I had this super powerful thing from Adrift I didn’t want to use, the new Gold tier power.

Adrift

*Special Ability, Inherent, Magical*

*Gold tier, no stars*

Since you are not of this world, you have a connection to multiple worlds. You can access this multiverse in limited ways.

Gold: Mark out a geometric shape up five miles in diameter and infuse it with maximum mana to establish it as your Personal Adrift Realm. Once per day, you may pay extreme mana to send everything within it to an adjacent reality, or suspend it within the veil itself, between realities. You may not create another while your present Realm is between worlds. If you create another Realm, the current Realm loses the title of Personal Adrift Realm, and may not leave the reality it presently occupies.

This ability costs maximum/extreme mana. Cooldown: special/24 hours.

This ability is linked to your Clever attribute.

“Did you…” she trailed off.

I had. Hell, I’d teleported back to Surrek and marked out the border of the city almost as soon as I’d listened to the whole message from the dead Emperor. I’d invested it with my entire mana pool, collapsed on the ground next to a softly burning blue glowing circle, and cried.

That had been weeks ago now, and the importance of what I’d done weighed on me the entire time.

No, I didn’t have to take Surrek anywhere. Yes, I’d be leaving Auralla behind for the demons to demolish when they eventually overran the Emperor’s tower and charged down the multiple underground levels to where she was frozen. But the main takeaway from all this was I hadn’t. I hadn’t abandoned her like I’d abandoned Hellera.

I got up off the rocky outcropping in Erratesh’s mountain, overcome with guilt and regret. I couldn’t just sit here while the demons advanced south, and Quavallie needed my help, and so did Innara.

“I have to get back,” I told her.

She lay there, still basking in the post-orgasmic bliss from our session a half hour ago, and the afterglow of murdering two empowered demons.

You had asked me if my abilities could be tested, the Interloper reminded me.

Right. Third and smallest circle please. I’d already seen the Interloper tear into the demon down there with its dimensional melee attacks, which had looked something like arms morphed into blades.

“Okay Avya, before we go back, I need you to hit me with all the marks of power that aren’t Drifter related. All the non inter-dimensional stuff.”

“You mean it?”

Circle please? I asked the Interloper. I hadn’t noticed anything, not like with the first circle turning the whole area around me into a brightly-colored observatory, or the second circle leeching all the color from the ground so we could fuck.

“Fireball first maybe. I just have to—”

Circle now please? I asked, now more frantically, seeing the mark of fire explode with power on Avya’s body.

A ball of molten fire exploded in my face, just a foot away. The impact made me jump, as did the light show.

“No warning or anything?” I called, and inwardly, I was thinking furiously at my new familiar. You did that on purpose, didn’t you?

I do not know what you mean, the otherworldly entity said innocently into my mind. Too innocently.

Five minutes later, Avya had her hands on her knees and was huffing and puffing. She’d thrown all the different spells and skills at me, including the new one from Tannae, the Huntress’s Mark. She’d just grabbed up a handgun from the Black Door and fired a full clip at me at point blank range.

“You shot at me!”

“You… liked it.”

I couldn’t say no, although having bullets flying at me was an experience I hoped I’d never have to repeat. “Tell me that didn’t feel good.”

“Fucking… amazing…” she panted.

Suffering from mana burn, she was quivering and near collapse, but she nodded, and an evil grin spread over her face.

“I’ll do it… again… if you have… that shield up. It was… awesome.”

I gave her the disapproving squint and said nothing.

“We’ve got to get back,” I said.


12- Keep The Enemy Guessing

Iimmediately met with Dallinya and Shennalil on coming back from Erratesh, over our failed—and nearly backfired—attempt to handle the demon apocalypse in a single stroke.

My sexy catgirl was supervising training sessions in the large courtyard surrounding the Governor’s palace. These were all females, former slaves, now bearing their Master’s mark. Dallinya and Shennalil stood with over a half dozen marks, while the vast majority girls showed off only one each.

In general these young ladies proudly displayed their marks by restricting their clothes. Some were on calves or thighs, so they wore short skirts or bikini bottoms, others had theirs on their torsos, meaning bikini tops with more earth style pants situations, and still others sported them on the arms, so they went with sleeveless tops.

It was interesting to see earth fashion styles coming into vogue, though none of these were directly from my shop. No, these had all been spun, made, cut and dyed here in the city, where the prices were much more manageable.

A lot of them now wore their hair in scrunchies, which I had on sale for a pair of copper pieces, or those Venus fly trap torture clips, which I had on sale for considerably more. Some still used the decorative chopstick looking hair pins. The day was hot, and they clearly preferred the hair off the back of their necks and shoulders.

When I arrived, she was in the midst of showing them how to direct ice shields toward dummy targets. Ice balls slammed into the straw men and ripped them right out of the ground, scattering fabric and straw everywhere.

“You’ll want to keep mana handy for your defensive abilities, whatever they may be, so I would recommend not pushing offense too hard. For those of you without offensive capabilities, this is easy. You already have yourself a nice weapon, and you train on how to use it. Then your abilities complement the weapon and your fighting style.”

Now she grabbed up a quiver full of javelins, short throwing spears, and teleported away.

“Movement power?” she called. “Keep the enemy guessing where you are and where the attack will be coming from.”

The straw dummies were pulling themselves together, and one was hopping back on its post toward the place where it had been standing. One of them took a javelin to the base of the head and was sent sprawling. Dallinya teleported again and again, tossing javelins at the one dummy until it looked more like a pincushion.

“Shield power?” She shouted, and threw the ice shields back up. “You can feel good about getting in close, inside your enemy’s attack.”

Now she rushed in on the struggling magic dummies and thrust the javelin up under its fake ribcage, lifting it into the air. The poor dummy was thrown backwards and killed again. It would start trying to get back into position in an minute or so.

“Okay!” she called. “We have our resident healer here, so I want you to pick training weapons and go two on one. Switch up partners on attack, the lone person on defense. Talk over your abilities, possible strategy for defense or attack with your group, and I’ll blow this earth noise maker when it’s time to fight. Most importantly, get ready to take blows. You’ll be fine.”

Shennalil was organizing triads—threesomes, I thought—who fell into talking, approached the training weapon racks, and started trying to cover their nervousness with laughter.

Dallinya spotted me first, and sauntered over with hips waggling.

“This is the wrong time for you,” she said, eyes lowering and blush appearing. “I need you back here in about two hours.”

I grinned and tried to resist the urge to grab her up in a hug that would lift her off her feet. I had the odd feeling that all these other women wouldn’t just be okay with me fucking Dallinya right here and now, but they’d probably welcome it.

No, no they wouldn’t, another part of me said. You would, but you’re a horny perv man.

“I could take your right here and now, and give the girls a different kind of lesson,” she said in a sultry voice. “You and I both know they’d be thrilled to get some ideas for the bedroom.”

My mouth worked open. She didn’t have the telepathy from Empath’s Mark, I was sure of it.

“We… can’t.”

“We can. You’re just too stiff to open up and really get to fucking me in front of everyone.”

“Evan!” A second later, all sixty pounds of Shennalil crashed into me and snuggled into my chest, wrapped around my trunk.

“Hi, beautiful,” I muttered, and stroked her sky blue hair. “I’ve missed you… and stroking your wings.”

Ugh, why was I so horny literally every moment of the day? Was this because I couldn’t have Auralla? I usually had stress issues without her around. She just… did it for me. Calmed me down. Put my head on straight.

“Not here!” Shennalil blurted.

“As you wish, lover,” I murmured, and kissed the top of her head. Then, to Dallinya, “This is a new batch, right?”

She shook her head. “They drilled with spears, bows, maces, axes and swords…” She trailed off, meaning they’d drilled with weapons under Hellera. “They also had consultation over which weapon to choose and how they’d best fit in a unit. Anyway they need some sparring time with whatever weapon they’ve chosen.”

I nodded.

Dallinya grabbed my hand and put it to her stomach. “Six months,” she whispered.

Gods, she was dressed in a pair of lavender yoga pants and a black sports bra, except the yoga pants had been specially cut for her tail. She could not have looked any more attractive… although she always had that air, no matter what she wore. I cursed silently.

I grinned. “Can’t wait. Actually I can’t wait until you balloon out and complain about how your back hurts, and how you need foot massages.”

She pulled my hand down lower, over her mound, and pressed it there.

“I need some attention, Evan. I don’t know why… I have to have you. Your big fat cock. In my very wet and ready pussy.” A wiggle against my trapped hand later, and she let out a low moan.

Shennalil gasped and fluttered up off me. She too was blushing, and had that same vacant expression that warned she was going to start pulling at my clothes. “We’re in the middle of training, Dolly. We shouldn’t.”

“Shouldn’t is different than can’t,” Dallinya said.

“Unreal,” I whispered.

“I can’t help it,” Dallinya breathed. “Can you handle the sparring for a few minutes? I just… it’ll be quick, right Evan?”

“I can’t promise that,” I told her.

“Mmm good, because I want you to pound me for hours.”

I chuckled. “We definitely don’t have that kind of time.”

“I said want.” She stepped closer, and ran her hand up my hardening cock. “I know I can’t have it… but that doesn’t stop me from wanting it.”

Interloper? I thought. A little help here, if you would be so kind.

Again? came the unsurprised response. Are you hoping to fill this world with copies of yourself, Drifter?

Shennalil cried out, staring into the place where the circle had just sprang up. We’d just vanished from view in an instant.

As for me, I chuckled.

“I want you here, now,” Dallinya breathed.

“Lucky for you, we’re now shielded from view.”

She fell to her knees and released the kraken. “I don’t care about that,” she said, helping me step out of my discarded clothes, then taking my cock into her hand. “Only this.”

She then slurped the whole length into her mouth and began to apply all her prodigious skill to the task of getting me off. Maintaining eye contact the whole time. Squishing her nose against my midsection and snaking out her tongue to tickle at my balls with her throat full of cock. She purred as she went along, like having a vibrator pressed against my cock while getting an expert blowjob.

I groaned and stroked at her big cat ears. “Fuck, Dallinya.”

She pulled off me. “Yes please.”

“Don’t stop,” I told her, and pulled her head in for more.

She kept this up, and eventually began to tickle at my sack, purring and sucking and now moaning.

Something about Dallinya… just got to me. Her skill, her dirty talk, the sultry looks, the way her mouth felt. All of the above. I started to shudder and shift with the oncoming orgasm.

“I love you,” I whispered. “I’m gonna…”

“Mmm,” she moaned. Drawing back, she jerked me with one fist and grinned up at me. “All over me, Drifter. I want a shower of your seed. I want to bathe in it.”

A minute of hard work later, she got her wish. I erupted and coated her entire face with my seed, then kept right on coming. She shifted, so I could shoot all over her bare breasts and down her stomach.

Finally I fell back on my ass, and watched as she spread my seed all down her midsection, straight to her pussy. With her other hand, she smeared what had gotten on her face down to her mouth.

It was undoubtedly one of the most erotic and arousing things I’d seen in real life. Which is how we got down to another furious session of sex right out in the courtyard, surrounded by forty people all staring in our direction, with a frustrated Shennalil flying around nearby.

“Put it in,” she begged, and finally grabbed onto the head to guide it in in her impatience. She was hot, and thoroughly soaked with both our juices.

I groaned.

She moaned in response. “I always miss this. Every time, even if it’s the next day.”

“Me… too.”

I proceeded to give her long, slow strokes and bury myself deep, to the hilt, and listen to her gasp in pleasure at each one. For long minutes there was  nothing in the world except her heavy breathing, her occasional moan, and her desperate pleas for me to fuck her, fuck her.

“Harder,” she commanded.

I obliged, trying to keep the same speed but end off each thrust hard, deep into her. This really did it for her, stopping her from speaking, giving her time and ability to do nothing but moan loudly. Soon this tipped her over the edge, and she grasped onto me, shaking heavily.

“Drifter…” she whispered, after a lengthy kiss to end off her body-wracking orgasm.

“I love you.”

“Ohhhh fuck,” she hissed. “I love you, Evan. I love you.”

From here we got her on her knees, where she could back her ass up into me and cause the perfect ass cheeks to ripple with each impact. I could also get at her tail, which I did, and she went ballistic.

Every time I grabbed and stroked the base of her tail she redoubled her efforts to get me off. At one point she looked over her shoulder, rose up, and pushed her back against my torso. Her hip action was still second to none, still rocking back and forth in a circular motion, but now she kissed me, hard.

I couldn’t keep my hands off her either. They roamed over every inch of her, especially the sticky parts where she’d rubbed my seed all over her.

“Again,” she whispered. “I want it again.”

“Inside or out?” I asked through gritted teeth.

A lazy smile grew over her lips. “Surprise me.”

Hunching upwards again, I grabbed onto her hips and pulled her down just hard enough to have her cry out. Her hands flew back behind her head and grabbed onto mine, twin fistfuls of hair, and I blasted full force inside her.

Afterwards we spent some time cuddling, cooing over one another, complimenting each other on a job well done, and how incredibly sexy she was.  She countered with the ridiculous assertion that I was sexier.

I was suddenly struck with the certainty that I was going to lose her. Or Velleth. Or Quavallie. Shennalil. The demons were going to take all of them from me.

Cold dread washed over me at this thought. I wouldn’t just be alone, I’d be forced to fight them off. Like the borg, they’d be taken, transformed into demons, and use their powers against me.

It’d be one of those pathetic ‘this isn’t you’ begging situations, where I couldn’t actually bring myself to harm any of them.

Steel-Willed has activated, the UI informed me. You are protected against empathic and mind-altering abilities. The enemy and the effect are hidden from you.

What the hell?

As soon as that thought of hurting the ladies hit and Steel-Willed activated, I squashed all the negativity and budding despair.

“No,” I hissed. None of the others would be taken. I wouldn’t allow it.

I considered heading to Artifice District and simply activating all the defense nodes that were ready. If I couldn’t take out the Gold councils, maybe we could intimidate them into following orders.

It hadn’t worked with Rhaeyel and the council in Armstrong, not yet anyway, but perhaps it could.

Patience, I told myself. These things took time, and we were still laying the groundwork for the action that was to come.

I just couldn’t lose more of them. Auralla, and now Hellera. I refused.

With that, I threw open Steel-Willed, paid the extremely high mana and peered around in search of the source of the attack.

Almost immediately, a blip appeared on my mini-map, far off… and underground.

“Please let it be another dungeon,” I hissed, forcing a smile. Honestly, I’d had mostly great luck with dungeons and their cores. “Please please please. Then I can steamroll all the magically created monsters in it, and turn the dungeon core into a weapon that vaporizes a thousand demons every time I swing it.”

I took off down the street, then took to the air trying to get a bead on the location of this emotion manipulating person or monster. I rolled through a list of what it might end up being.

The succulacrum was a fake succubus spirit created by those sorcerers from the first few months in the city. Any of the Masters might have an intimidation mark, like Empath’s Mark but focused on scaring your opponent. The Governor’s consort Tavayanni had used mind magic on Velleth for months before we figured out what the hell was going on and confronted her on it. Most recently we had those demons in the far distance, but it seemed like the fear effect was for everybody… that hadn’t happened at the training ground.

Speeding through the air trying to ascertain what the hell this was, I realized with dismay it was moving. Away from me.

I teleported further ahead, then dropped down out of the air, only to lose it for a second in the bustle of a city market.

No, there it was.

I used Phase Shift on myself, and took off through the crowd, but literally. It had taken some getting used to, especially seeing both realities at once, but I could move through people, and market stalls, and walls, and really everything, by hanging out in the space between two worlds.

This thing was fast, and also time was running low. I’d chased the damn thing most of the way across the city, through buildings and markets and back alleys, across pens filled with grellaks, this world’s major livestock, and then through a Master’s mansion. I wanted to say Jewelry District, but I hadn’t visited there much.

I closed on the dot and faced a serious problem. I had no idea how to get down a level. With Phase Shift going, the idea was you could go through things laterally, but if you started moving up and down, you could fall through the soil, and down into the bedrock of the world itself. Then, when the effect wore off, you’d solidify into the very guts of the world itself, and you’d instantly die.

Which, as you can imagine, I wanted to avoid.

I dropped Phase Shift and peered around, looking for a way down. A cellar beneath a tavern? Or a cellar beneath a building full of tenements?

Honestly, I kept that Amelgar’s Orb thing up in the Governor’s spire, when I should’ve just held it in the Black Door storage facility.

Time was running down. I had only a minute left to find this thing, before the signal winked out. Then I’d have to hope Steel-Willed kicked in again and gave me info on my opponent.

“I want you now,” I growled, and burst into a building. This was little more than a cramped hallway with tenements on either side. It was clear somebody modified this building to have as many teensy apartments as possible, since the hallway walls weren’t flush to the ceiling.

At the end of the hall, I found a stairwell, and descended down into blackness.

Thirty seconds.

I pounded down the stairs, trusting Night’s Mark to give me the night vision I needed.

At the bottom, I found myself in a cellar stuffed with storage junk. Tools, crates nailed together, heaps of burlap sacks full of gods knew what.

No monster, no Master, no Gold tier trying to fuck with me, no nothing.

The pulsing beacon was still below.

I let out a roar and started shoving things aside, and sometime in the middle of that, the time limit ran out. The flashing beacon disappeared off my mini map.

Someone, or something, was in my city and gumming up the works.


13- Just For You

The city had an enemy inside it. Or below it. I wasn’t prepared for the fear this would fill me with, but it did piss me off quite a lot to boot. 

It was most likely a Gold tier out of one of the three councils who wanted to kill me off for becoming Gold. Or they wanted to kill me off because nobody would be able to control Innara. Or they wanted to capture me and force me to deactivate the Platinum tier construct.

I needed to head to Artifice, then Mage.

I’d already met with the artificers working on the grand, secret project to shield the city against all enemies, but there was more needed.

The first official I could get to stop working on the project (and wasn’t happy about it) was a technomancer, an artificer specializing in imbuing more complex artifacts with powers to work on their own… a magical robotics engineer I guess. This very unhappy fella assured me that, yes, there was an array of colors, and one of those colors was specialized in discerning friend from foe. The whitish colored ones, in fact.

“Give me a run down,” I told him, then started in before he could so much as open his mouth. “The red ones are purely offensive. Beam weapons.”

He nodded, opened his mouth, and I steamrolled him.

“The green ones, if I remember right, stop enemies from using movement powers.”

He took a deep breath and pressed his lips together, probably summoning up and reinforcing a fraying, dwindling reserve of patience.

“The orange ones stop enemies from engaging offensive powers. Am I remembering correctly?” I was. I had Gold tier Clever by now, and I recalled things about my childhood that I’d long since forgotten. I could separate smells now, which was astonishing.

“The green also interrupts and stops aura abilities, I’m told,” he added testily. 

I was impressed with his ability to stay polite, but lace the words with enough contempt to make his feelings clear.

“Okay, the other ones?”

It turned out the blue ones slowed or stopped mana regeneration, based on the power of the enemy, and caused abilities to require extra mana to cast. Blue for mana, that made sense.

The purple one enhanced debuffs any enemy was suffering, increased their effects and durations, weakened their resistances, and for weaker enemies, randomly applied debuffs on them.

We had a whole rainbow here. Nice.

The red ones did deal damage, but it was a mix of concussive and fire damage. The sort of damage that knocked on armor really hard. The fire damage wouldn’t work against the demons, but against regular targets it would randomly inflict burning, which was nice.

The yellow ones had damage as well, dealing out aggravated damage, a type that ignored armor, and the bonus damage was electric, with a chance to stun.

Nice.

Last were the black ones. These had obsidian-like mana crystals in them, some iridescent and shimmering with an oil slick effect, but others bearing white spots.

“What do these do?”

“Prevent healing,” the artificer said. “Deal holy damage to undead and demonic enemies.”

Oh yes. Ohhhhh yes. “How many are ready?”

“One,” he replied.

“What? Why?”

“Evan!”

I’d been in Artifice District the better part of an hour when Quavallie appeared, took me by the elbow and steered me aside.

I turned back to the artificer and shouted, “We need a whole bunch of those black ones, right now!”

That little fuck face flipped me double birds, high in the air, then did the thing where he flicked his chin. What a dick.

“Where have you been?” Quavallie demanded.

She wore a filmy white dress today that clung to her sticky, wet body. It immediately stirred something up in me, mostly because she always looked like she’d just gotten out of the shower.

“Sorry,” I told her. “I’ve been…” Fucking Dallinya? Overseeing the martial training while emptying my pent up frustrations on the training master? “…busy.”

Getting busy, more like.

I tried to tell my brain to shut up and failed.

“Sorry. I know you had a thing you wanted to address.”

I hadn’t seen a lot of her, even during the Europe trip over the last ten days or so. She’d tried getting into the various rivers in the middle of the modern European cities but immediately reappeared out of the water, wide-eyed and disgusted with the pollution she’d found there. The beaches off the Florida Keys were a delight, but she wasn’t pleased with how humans did it on earth, where they had to get by without magic or other species. The result was oily, filthy, and difficult for her to handle for very long in many places.

“What’s up his ass?” I asked, gesturing back to the still-gesturing artificer mage. He had both hands framing his crotch and was waggling his hips while his tongue flashed in and out.

“Mages and artificers have been second class citizens ever since the Arcanocracy fell,” she explained.

I wasn’t far off when I’d thought they lived in towers for hundreds of years; the real mages had been superpowers unto themselves for a long time, bending magic to their whims enough that they could almost overcome the gods. For hundreds of years, mages trained apprentices, conquered lands, subjugated people, studied texts, and cast spells to keep their domains secure. Armies of golems or mind-controlled subjects would explore, capture dungeon cores, make war on enemy mages, and when it became necessary, the magus himself would descend out of the tower, explode a particular problem in highly public fashion, then disappear again for months at a time.

“They had rituals for controlling the land or sucking the life force out of their subjects in order to live forever. And spells that could sink mountains into the seas.”

I nodded. The great big fuck-off spell scroll I’d held was only one example of what mages could accomplish.

“So what happened?”

“They didn’t do the math,” she said simply, then went on to explain that each grand magus required more and more sacrifice in order to prolong their lives, and it wasn’t just a few more each year. The progression sounded exponential, or logarithmic. I wasn’t a math guy, but if you needed double the amount of sacrifices year by year, you were going to run out of sacrifices before very long.

So they went to war with one another, as people will do over scarce resources, they blasted each other’s sacrificial populations down to practically nothing, and then without more life force to consume, they withered to dust in their towers.

“What happened to the towers?”

She smiled. “You want to see one?”
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Obviously the answer was yes.

Quavallie insisted I accompany her to Aceter House in Ink District, which looked something like a cross between an Asian dwelling with the protruding, curving roofs and the outdoor walkways, and a medieval timber and plaster building for most of the walls. Instead of sliding doors, there were large window panels that could be swung up and fixed to the central bowed roof area.

It was four stories high, boasted a huge third floor deck area, had a large enclosed courtyard, and a couple of outbuildings I’d only peeked into. Quavallie led me by the hand to one of these, and turned to smile at me.

“Thank you,” she said.

“Of course.” I still hadn’t forgotten her strange fantasy involving her sister. Right now, looking into that face, all traces of that were gone. She was bright, bubbly, cheerful.

The building itself consisted of a large magi-technical apparatus. I couldn’t even begin to describe it, because it was composed of pieces I didn’t have words for, magic things made of what looked like bones but made of coppery metal, or containment fields of this or that colored energy with spinning doodads inside. A bellows pumped. Tubes spat water through the air at other tubes.

It immediately put me in mind of the thinking machine out of Pratchett’s books, where you always feel like the description is inadequate. Aren’t there ants in one part of the machine? Pretty sure there are. And water sloshing this way and that?

“What—“

“Water pump,” she said, ignoring the thing, walking around it, and finally turning to me.

After an awkward second, I said, “What?”

She sucked in a deep breath. “Drifter, no outsider has ever been invited down this far into the depths. We are not a trusting people. The walking world is full of sharks and eels.”

“I… thank you.”

“None of the walkers have been invited down here,” she repeated. “You have to understand this.”

I narrowed my eyes. “I already said thank you?”

“I mean to say, one, that this is a big risk for myself and my family. Two—“

“Are you worried I’m going to betray this secret to someone else and bring them along?”

She blinked nictitating membranes at me. I hadn’t known she had a second set of eyelids but it made perfect sense. She could keep her eyes covered and safe from the wrong kinds of water.

I took her gently by the shoulders. “You know that I love you, right?” I asked.

“I—” she melted into my arms and clasped me tight.

“I’m not going to hurt you,” I told her. Directly anyway. “I mean I’m going to try not to hurt you. That’s my goal.”

I then felt her abdomen pressing against my midsection, and the hug turned into groping. She was nuzzling my shoulder, and her hair tentacles flowed around my neck, up over my ears, down my back a bit.

“Quavallie?” I asked.

“Can we, just one, before we go in?” she asked.

“Can we what?” I asked.

“Get a bellyful of Drifter seed?” she asked, grinning.

Okay that really did the trick. I stiffened against her, and ran my hands down over her slippery, supple body. In the meantime, she licked up over my neck and jawline, then pulled me in for a hard kiss.

Every time I was with Quavallie, the tentacles really made the experience odd. Pleasurable, but odd. Now, with her kissing me, they stroked my hair, ran over my cheeks, tickled my ears.

Now, Quavallie wasn’t standoffish, but something about cephellians wasn’t, shall we say, welcoming. Sure the sex was a delight, but I wasn’t getting invited to cephellian dinner parties or asked to see their vast underwater cities or whatever they had going on that nobody knew about. Quavallie’s family was one of very few cephellian families I knew about.

All that was to say, I was finally at a point in my relationship, Silver tier with Quavallie, where I received the ability to breathe water from a second mark, Cephellian’s Mark. The Aquamancer’s Mark had been extremely useful ever since I’d received it, and watching Quavallie’s naked ass wiggle I was doubly thankful for all she’d given me. This marvelous being had approached me, had given herself over even more fearlessly than Auralla had, and in return she’d given me the tools to stay alive.

Cephellian’s Mark

*Passive, elemental*

*Silver tier, nine stars*

Normal: While immersed in water, you may breathe and see comfortably. Your Fierce and Tough are considered eight stars higher for purposes of handling naturally occurring conditions, such as high pressure and hypothermia.

Bronze: Your Attributes are considered one star higher while immersed in water. Three times per day, you may secrete a potent cephellian toxin from any portion of your skin, including your entire body. While this is active, any body part coated in toxin gains 3 ranks in Wrestling or Escape skills.

Silver: You may take on the form of the cephellian up to three times a day, for up to an hour. Your Swim skill is at maximum rank, and you may call upon your luminescent spots for minimal mana. You secrete cephellian toxin automatically during this time, unless you pay minimal mana to avoid doing so. You gain five stars of Sly for Wrestling or Escape checks, and you may squeeze through any opening of a half inch in diameter.

You gained this ability after joining with Quavallie of Surrek. This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Quavallie of Surrek.

The squeezing through tiny gaps thing seemed really cool, and I kind of wanted to test it out, except that I could just teleport. Sometimes the new abilities just weren’t as good as the old ones. Still, I might be able to pass as a cephellian if I needed to sneak or spy.

In the last few weeks since the Emperor’s death, we had only really taken a single opportunity to use it. I didn’t know what Quavallie was expecting, but whatever she’d seen in my transformation had seemed disappointing for no good reason I could fathom.

I turned on the Cephellian’s Mark and became one myself. Fuck it. The transformation wouldn’t have been so strange if I wasn’t being groped in a dozen places by my tentacle girlfriend. As it was my skin disappeared and was replaced with a jellyfish-like substance, while my bones turned to cartilage. It also came complete with many face tentacles, webbed hands and feet, unique purple patterning, a wonderful assortment of bioluminescent dots all over my body, and no genitals I could find. This was a completely bizarre experience until I remembered that with the Red Dragon form, I completely changed down there.

Soon though it was over, and in place of an upper lip I now had a full-on Davy Jones tentacle stash. As you can imagine, this made kissing a weird proposition. With full control over them, though, I soon had a lot of her tentacles wrapped up in mine, writhing and pulsing like we were having sex in like nine places at once. Plus kissing.

She gasped as soon as all the little suckers started smooching against one another. It was not unlike your ears kissing your partner’s ears while you were in the midst of heavy French kissing, and your fingers were pressed against her fingertips, and they were all kissing one another at the same time. Plus, they were being squashed together and writhing around one another in an incredibly sensual dance.

Quavallie showed me how much she enjoyed this by leaning her head back, baring her throat to me, and sagging bodily. She moaned too, loudly, and squashed her whole front against me. She was secreting a lot of whichever substances they got up to, and it made the whole situation seem a lot like a ‘special massage’, like I was about to lay down on an inflatable bed and have her rub her body all over mine.

I couldn’t help but feel electric thrills of pleasure shoot through my body from the bumping and grinding of just the face tentacles. It felt incredible, no longer like kissing nine different ways, but instead having sex nine different ways at the same time. The sensation was incredible, unlike even doing it with Zati the double penetration method.

“Drifter,” she gasped.

“Yes, my love?”

“I’ve never—”

“Truly?” I breathed, and licked around the corners of her mouth while she moaned and gasped and wriggled up against me. I maneuvered her against the wall of this room, not caring that it was the secret portal down to cephellian land, forgetting for just a moment that it was only a day after we’d lost Hellera.

Instead we kissed, running our tongues over one another. Her skin secretions were so different than mine, and I’d never been in a position where I could fully appreciate them. They were sharp and dangerous in a vital, basic way. Meanwhile I kissed her again and again, sucker against sucker dozens of times over, shoving the tentacles against hers.

Most cephellians mated like we were doing, with just the tentacles. In fact, one of my tentacles was specifically a sex tentacle. I knew this like I knew index from middle finger.

“We never spoke about offspring,” she gasped.

“We didn’t,” I murmured.

“Do you… want… mmm,” she groaned.

“I’d be honored,” I told her. It seemed like the right thing to say, though I’d wonder later, when we weren’t submerged in the moment. She had a receiver tentacle just like I had a giver tentacle, and after some pleasurable wrestling I’d found it. Now I had hers wrapped up in two of mine. The urge to slip inside the opening I found was a strong one, almost overpowering.

“Ohh my parents will be pleased,” she whined.

“It sounds like I should,” I breathed, voice heavy with need. I could just deposit my seed right where it ought to go.

I felt her hand down between us, rubbing down over my torso and further south.

“This,” she breathed, rubbing a well-lubricated hand up and down my smooth crotch. “I’m missing this. I had high hopes for the whale, but he’s been lost at sea.”

I chuckled.

With some fae blood, Quavallie was more anatomically like a human than most cephellians. The pleasure of the tentacle dance was a lot, but she’d become accustomed to penetration, deep penetration.

She’d forgotten that I was beyond Silver tier though. I concentrated, and a few moments later had my plain old stiffy back, grown in her hand from nothing all the way to a hundred percent regular size. It was blue, and made of the same jellyfish substance, but as rigid as Evan’s human erection.

“Oh!” she gasped. Her voice dripped with need. “By the gods.”

“It’s just for you,” I promised, and wormed my procreation tentacle into her receiver. In the meantime she guided me to where I needed to go, and I slid easily inside her.

“Both,” she gasped. “Both at once. Oh, Evan, I love this. I love you.”

“I love you too,” I told her.

“Show me.”

What followed was some of the most physically intense sex I’d ever experienced. It was little more than pushing all the various different muscles at my disposal, while she did the same. Grinding, inside and out. Slipping and sliding, flexing and compressing against one another. So much surface area all tangled up and lighting me up with pleasure. Every inch, all the suckers, even my abs, it was like a cephellian’s body was just all erogenous zones. Desperate, animalistic, no speaking, only grunting and moaning, with copious amounts of intense pleasure.

“Are you ready?”

“I want it,” she said in between moans. “I want to mother your babe.”

I was able to come twice, up into her hair tentacle, and up into her glorious pussy at the same moment. I bucked and gasped and writhed while she cooed.

“I can feel it,” she said, “It’s so hot.” Which set off her orgasm in turn. She announced that she was about to… she was… and then she bucked and shuddered. Simultaneous release was a rarity and I reveled in it. Mostly it was just knowing that I’d given her something no other man had.

“Really?”

“Every time… but especially now.”

I finished shuddering and shivering, and simply held her in the mostly-dark water pump building.

“That was… wow,” she said.

“I’m glad you liked it.”

“Like it? I loved it.”

“Mmm,” I mumbled. “Me too.” Had I really just impregnated another of my women? Three of them?

“I still want to watch as you take my sister. I want to watch the mark swim into view on her body. Perhaps on her shoulder… or it could manifest on her inner thigh.”

I groaned and began to stiffen again. 

“We call males like you riptides,” she mumbled.

“How’s that?”

“A riptide pulls you under, it can come without warning, sweep you away, send you tumbling head over heels.”

“I hope that’s a good thing,” I said.

“Good… and bad. A lot of riptides don’t discriminate. They’ll take anyone that comes along. Also they’re dangerous, because they can just disappear on you. You have to watch or you’ll be left all alone in the deep where you’re defenseless and lost.”

“Ah, a player. On earth we call them players.”

She cocked her head. “The whole love situation is just a game to them?” I nodded, then she followed soon after.


14- Batter Them With Your Waves

Once Quavallie had regained her composure, she did a complicated set of motions on the water pump mechanism, which turned it off. That done, she performed another series of light touches on the thing and it slid aside to reveal a patch of water glowing from below.

“I don’t think we need to worry about you changing back,” she said, “Except that we can’t be around others when you do.”

“And this has to go,” I said, indicating the softening but still pretty huge member between my legs.

She giggled and ran her hands over her hair tentacles. “Do you want to go another round?”

“I do, but I want to see whatever you have to show me first.”

After a sharp nod, she dove right into the pool.

Now here’s the thing: most people aren’t aware of what it takes to thrust your entire body, head first, at something. People who don’t dive into water, when confronted with this, balk at the idea of throwing their whole bodies downward. It’s like jumping out of an airplane.

On the other hand, I’d been impaled, shot, stabbed, bitten, crushed into a ceiling, electrocuted, splashed by acid, and all sorts of other attacks that hadn’t killed me. I also knew I had some pretty hefty healing magic if and when I needed it.

I followed right in after her.

My own nictitating membranes slid over my exposed eyes like automatic goggles, and something in my ears blocked out the water from getting in.

I found myself in an underwater cavern with sharply sloping walls, meaning this place became huge in an awful hurry. What was a manhole-sized entrance was soon the size of my mansion’s ground floor, and bigger the further down we went.

Quavallie swam up above me and put the water pump back over the hole, and re-engaged it. The magical machine made a serious racket above me. When she turned, she tapped one webbed finger against her head, and I re-engaged Empath’s Mark to read her surface thoughts.

We could talk, she explained, but the process was very tricky and involved equal parts vocalizations along with tentacle twitches like sign language. Since I wasn’t conversant in tentacle, I nodded and kept the low mana ability going so I could get a heads up on whatever the cephellians might have in store for us.

The landscape changed pretty dramatically as we went. First it got dark, and I had to keep Quavallie’s bioluminescent dots in sight. She was a much better swimmer than I was, though I was much stronger than her. I could catch up pretty well, but any time she changed direction I had to sprint to wherever she was presently. We passed by flashes of underwater cavern wall, some of which looked natural. Other bits had cave drawings on them, smeared in bioluminescent paint of differing colors.

Soon though it became clear that civilization lived down here. The water slowly lightened, and individual lights soon differentiated themselves in the gloom. Passing these, I saw that they were little more than cave entrances some two or three feet across. Families were in the process of swimming in and out of these, and gave us no second looks as we made our way past.

Congratulations! the UI prompt appeared before my face. You have reached the underwater city of the Cephellians in the north: Avaliun. This location has been added to your mini-map.

The mini-map now included a second layer for underground locations. These included a tiny smidgen of territory beneath the Governor’s tower in Surrek, the Emperor’s tower in the central city, and now Avaliun. Everything else was fog-of-war.

And there, in the midst of all these natural caves they were using as homes, was a huge broken tower. It stood some ten or twelve stories high before ended in a shattered stump. Rooms were visible from above. Some massive explosive force had torn apart a tower over a hundred feet in diameter. The remaining twenty-some stories lay far below.

The Arcanocracy, eh? I gained some experience in Clever (a tiny bit, now that I was Gold) and a rank in History: Ethetria. Although I had a strong urge to go investigate this sunken treasure, Quavallie thought directly at me.

We can tour it once our task is complete. This place was once cursed by its human wizard masters to be the doom of all non-humans. It was once the resting place of a great devouring demon.

Not only had enough time passed that the whole place was under water, but a whole layer of earth had grown up overtop of it, supporting a whole city. This could’ve been thousands and thousands of years old.

Now I really wanted to know more. Instead, we swam on, until I was faced with more mind-blowing wonders I’d never suspected might exist.

Up ahead, one of the lights shone brighter than the rest. This one resolved into a ring some fifty feet in diameter, composed of some new material I’d never seen before, but clearly set with mana crystals.

“That’s where we’re going, isn’t it?” I asked.

Clever Drifter, she thought at me.

The middle of the ring turned into a whirlpool. As I watched, a cephellian with a bullet-shaped wagon attached to a large aquatic creature disappeared into that whirlpool. I couldn’t get a good look at any of it because of the lights shining out of the whirlpool ring, but it was something with flippers. A plesiosaur adjacent creature maybe.

This didn’t look safe, but it also didn’t seem to bother any of the cephellians entering it. The small line included a family all harnessed to another one of those large flippered creatures. They too vanished into the whirlpool.

I wanted to keep looking around for more evidence of buildings or who might be in charge down here, but I was fascinated by the rush of water through the whirlpools and what that meant. It was clearly a rapid transit means, but… teleportation? A waterslide that took you hundreds and hundreds of miles? How long would it take?

We will travel the TrierSur Way, she sent me.

Trier… Trierssek. Sur… Surrek. Yes, we were about to go hundreds of miles.

“How long will this take?” I asked.

Ignoring me, Quavallie produced something like a mushroom, black with a star pattern on engraved in it. The star pattern glittered from within. Handing this over to a burly cephellian, she took my hand and brought me in close.

Hold on tight, she sent.
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It took approximately three entire lifetimes of having my face squashed down into my shoulders to make it to Trierssek. Now, I’d memorized the twelve cities of the empire based on their rough positions as clock numbers. Surrek: 12 o’clock. Trierssek was 4 o’clock, and right on the ocean. The distance was something like six hundred miles.

All I know is that the TrierSur way was not going to be on the menu any longer, since I had the Silver and Gold Doors in my power set.

Regardless of my discomfort level (I felt like I’d been flattened down by a gigantic rolling pin and smooshed back and forth by the rolling pin repeatedly) I had myself a good look around, at the waters beneath Trierssek.

Here, the place had been built rather than excavated. Walls were used, made of some material or another, but were now coated with the sediment you’d see in any underwater video, including coral and little filter feeding creatures, like barnacles. Some cephellians drifted around, scraping at select spaces with tools, and putting the scraped off things into basket nets they had strapped to them.

The buildings were lit on the outside by mana lamps, intricately constructed and carved, and fucking immense. Some of these were easily the size of the Governor’s mansion in Surrek. 

I had to assume nobody knew this was here, or nobody wanted to bother trying to get the cephellians to bend the knee to the Empire. It was probably far too much work, and would’ve required entirely too many dead soldiers, or too many Masters with water breathing marks.

Quavallie turned to face me, grinning. In the water like that, her hair fanned out and gave her a halo-like feel. She looked so pleased to be here.

Wait a second… I had just bred this girl. Young woman. I blinked several times to try to clear my head.

Shall we go up on land? she asked mentally.

Yes, that was a good idea.

The ascent was not so different than our descent from Surrek, though we soon found ourselves in a huge pipe, a smaller pipe, and just about the time I thought we’d have to squeeze ourselves through tiny spaces, she met another cephellian, who did a complicated set of touches to open the hatch above, and admit us up to the sweet, sweet air.

Coming up from below Trierssek was probably a mistake. The place stank heavily of seawater and dead fish. It was coated with a layer of salty gunk that slaves were busy scraping off every conceivable surface. And, while Surrek had hedge mages to fix some of the problems people ordinarily had, Trierssek had no such distinction. Some surfaces simply never saw the scrubber, and that meant they were caked with whitish deposits. These formed into icicle-like stalactites above constantly-scrubbed streets.

We arrived in a basement area, but were soon out several doors, through a tavern kitchen, to the street area. There I dropped the mark and changed back into myself. Several uncomfortable moments passed, with me wondering if my lungs were full of water, but I finally gulped a lungful of air and relaxed.

“When you’re ready I’ll show you the real sight… but you’ll need to be a cephellian again,” Quavallie said.

“I… we just… you’re pregnant now, aren’t you?”

She had the grace at least to look uncomfortable and contrite. “We can discuss it later. You’ve been through a door, so you can get back here with the Silver Door, right?”

I nodded, then opened the Silver Door to the Eldritch Emporium back in Surrek and stepped through.

Yann no longer yelped every time I popped in unannounced. The little gnomish adjusted his spectacles. “Ah, Governor. I am certainly glad to see you. Do you know what that goblin has been doing in your absence?”

Most likely Nakla was making people laugh and selling everything in sight.

“I’ll deal with that later,” I lied. Nakla was somehow a natural at this side of things. Peering around, I noted the shop was in excellent shape: shelves clean and stocked, though the categories were all wrong. A closer look told me that the items were now arranged by effects. Protection items of all sorts were here, while self-mending everything was over there. It made sense, in a way. Heating items were next to cooling items.

I snapped out of it. “Send word for Avya and the girls. I’m in Trierssek and need them out there. It’s important. I’ll be back in two hours.”

We used the Eldritch Emporium as a check-in point. They’d stop by throughout the day, or Yann would send the shop boys and girls as runners to track down any of the ladies.

With that, I took the Silver Door back to Trierssek.

“Hey, uh… Interloper?” I asked. “Are you there?”

I am always beside you, came the creepy answer.

“Great. Look, if there are any demons, we need to destroy them. Stick close to me for any of those circle effects.” On second thought… “Some of the demons take hosts. If those are cephellians, leave them to me. I’ll see what I can do.”

Understood, the Interloper said. Which was nice and eerie.
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Nearest to Trierrsek, the underwater city seemed peaceful. Busy, but peaceful. Quavallie explained telepathically that this was unusual. The cephellian community wasn’t packed together so tightly.

The reason became clearer once we swam on further. I was tempted to teleport this way and that, but the first one felt strange. The spell effect displaced the air around me normally, or transported it to where I’d been so I didn’t create a sonic boom, and the process for doing it underwater was distinctly uncomfortable, like I shouldn’t have been in the new place.

I’d still teleport around for defense purposes, but every time I did I’d be distracted. Lucky for me I had Aquamancer’s Mark and tons of water around to strengthen the effects.

Aquamancer’s Mark

*Spell, magical (elemental)*

*Silver tier, nine stars*

Normal: Cast to create and throw a ball of water that explodes on impact for moderate damage. This spell has the chance to knock the target back, and has a chance to deliver cephellian toxin to enemies splashed. Both may be resisted, by succeeding a Grit (Tough) check. Resistance halves the damage or duration of the toxin.

Alternately, if water already exists around you, the water ball will be composed of this nearby water and be up to triple in size.

Costs moderate mana, with no cooldown.

Bronze: Cast to surround yourself with numerous balls of ice that explode against oncoming attacks, inflicting significant cold damage and slowing enemies. You may direct ice balls to attack a target within thirty feet. Each ice ball can intercept a single attack, though high level attacks may consume more than one.

Alternately, if water already exists around you, the ice balls will be composed of this nearby water and be up to triple in size.

Costs moderate mana. No cooldown.

Silver: Create a wave to deliver damage, cephellian toxin, and throw enemies off their feet, inflicting the prone condition. The localized tsunami affects enemies within a ten by thirty foot area, leaving allies untouched. By spending high mana per minute, you may suspend enemies within the wave.

Alternately, if water already exists around you, the tsunami will be composed of this nearby water and be up to twenty by sixty feet instead.

Costs very high mana. 10 minute cooldown.

You gained this ability after joining with Quavallie of Surrek. This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Quavallie of Surrek.

A line had been drawn, and it was in destroyed buildings. Just beyond that line, phalanxes of cephellians stood with bidents or tridents, though many of them were unarmed and relied on their aquamancy magic. Those ones were certainly equipped for it, with mana crystal jewelry strapped tight to their bodies.

Quavallie was a crystal blue of the shallows off the Florida Keys, but the cephellians here differed in colors. Many were deeper blue, like cobalt or royal blue, deepening to violet, but others were a more turquoise color. These were intermingled with the delta cephellians. They’d imported soldiers from the waters south, around Morravek.

This was serious. I soon saw why.

The demons had taken something that I could charitably call a kraken. It was dragon-like, except instead of wings it had two sets of four fins, and instead of legs it had a millipede number of tentacles dangling. The whole thing had been criss-crossed by that ropy black demonic substance.

Beneath it hovered ranks of demonic cephellians, these ones ultramarine with some lighter ones. These were the deep water cephellians. Among them, I also noted fish-headed humanoids with gigantic, glassy eyes that reminded me of the bird-headed people. These ones were covered all over by scales, though.

Quavallie began to have a rapid fire conversation with a helm-bearing cephellian, who cast a doubtful glance back my way. After a few minutes they approached.

He doesn’t want you here, she sent.

“Hey, buddy,” I told the Interloper.

I am called the Interloper, it responded. Not buddy.

“We’ll have to figure out a way, and later is the time to do that,” I told it. “For now, could you kindly destroy that enormous monstrosity and not get any demon on you?”

The Interloper appeared briefly, causing the cephellian general’s eyes to bulge with fear. The interdimensional thing was little more than a blob, a window into Erratesh right now, showing glimpses of coppery block-like skyscrapers amidst a sunset of deep red. I hadn’t noticed the several moons above Erratesh since I was down under the surface of their city a lot, but there were indeed several.

My new buddy seemed to snap like a parachute when it got close enough, and lash out with several beams of what appeared to be blackish energy. The three or four beams caused a deafening roar from the gigantic creature, which immediately changed course and barreled right toward us. It had been going in lazy circles, an infinity sign, but now the thing flapped its flippers and opened a huge gulping mouth like the inside of a sea turtle.

Seriously, spikes all the way down. Sea turtles look angry for a reason, and it’s because they have to eat jellyfish.

The general cursed, because at that moment, all the demonic cephellians and fish-people joined the charge.

“Shit,” I muttered, and did a quick bit of calculation. It seemed like the real cephellians were outnumbered. More importantly, I should’ve waited for Avya and the others to show up.

Well, this was going to get ugly. I threw on Archivist’s Mark to grant increased mana regeneration to those who I could, and surged forward. I would only get one shot during this battle to use the pulse of demon-shredding holy damage given to me by Shennalil, and I wanted that to be in the absolute middle of as many as I could.

For as much as ‘shopping’ as I’d done on earth, I hadn’t considered once that I might need a harpoon gun. For better or worse, this was going to have to be a mana fest.

Two dozen mages surged forward and used the mini tsunami ability on the gigantic water dragon thing, though they needn’t have bothered. The waves ended up splashing against a dead body, killed by the Interloper, who dashed forward and sprang a good half dozen blades from its body, then dragged them along the side of the creature from stem to stern.

The light left the creature’s eyes just before a bunch of waves struck against it, and pushed it vaguely back. 

Down below, on the sea bed, I now saw a bunch of scuttling creatures infected by demonic presence, looking more like scorpions than crabs, with their arms formed into fins instead of claws. These were also Invidiel’s demons, apparently.

Waves blasted the invaders back, and the melee troops darted forward to spear and kill the fish-headed creatures. They seemed hesitant to attack their own, however, regardless of the spark of red demon fire in the eyes of those barreling toward them.

Worse, when the fish-headed ones died, the black demon stuff detached off their dead bodies and grabbed onto the nearest cephellian it could find. That wouldn’t do.

“Buddy, could you kindly stab the black demonic stuff before it takes new hosts, pretty please?”

Your politeness does not diminish the misuse of my title, it said, but darted off in the direction of the dying fish-headed folk.

The battle was joined. Demons with cephellian faces were shoved back with surges of water, while their non-demonic brethren pleaded with them to give up, not to attack, to turn back and go back to their deep water home. They pleaded even harder with the lighter-bodied demonic hosts, who of course ignored them and began killing the cephellians left and right.

This wasn’t going to be a battle, but a slaughter.


15- It Was Like They Didn’t Even Try

Iwatched half a dozen cephellians, untainted by demonic influence, die by the attacks of their possessed brethren. Oily black claws punctured them and tore them apart. Flashes of red and purple magic surged out of demonic hands and exploded cephellian heads.

Sure the sorcerers on our side battered them with surges of water, and shielding some of them against attacks by the demons. Sure the warriors had no problems tearing apart the enemies with fish heads. The huge glassy eyes and big-lipped mouths were prime targets for the cephellian forces, who rammed their tridents and harpoons home. Those fishy faces found themselves impaled by huge icicle spears from the sorcerers. Clearly whoever, or whatever those beings had been, they were enemies of the cephellian people.

The beasts were similar, though they took some of the allied troops with them. Aquatic monstrosities took blow after blow before chomping down on one or several of the defenders. Eventually though, they too died.

The trouble was, once the host was dead, either fish-headed folk or beast, the oily shadow stuff possessing them detached and sought out the green-skinned cephellians Quavallie called allies. And like dutiful zombies, they turned and attacked their own people.

The difference was they had a red sheen covering their eyes now.

Quavallie’s people weren’t going to survive this. That wouldn’t do.

I swam forward and engaged the Normal version of Mender’s Mark, and tried to grab onto the black demonic stuff rather than hurting the cephellian in question. It didn’t work, of course, but it was worth a shot. Both the demon and the host took the damage, flinched back, and roared in pain. Another use killed it, and I stacked up speed using Dervish’s Mark while both cephellian and demon perished.

Dervish’s Mark

*Special Ability*

*Bronze Rank, six stars*

Normal: Activates automatically during combat up to 3 times a day. Gain significantly boosted Quick and Clever for purposes of combat. You may not be surprised if this ability can still activate.

Lasts 2 minutes. Costs very high mana per minute after the first 2 minutes. Cooldown: none.

Bronze: While the Normal ability is active, you gain increased damage when using two weapons in combat. While the Normal ability is active, you gain a boost to Quick for each enemy you successfully fell.

Each boost to Quick requires moderate mana to increase.

You gained this ability after joining with Nallene of Bershannik. This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Nallene of Bershannik.

Not far off, Quavallie had her own Mender’s Mark, and was doing an admirable job blasting these demons with holy energy. After repeated attempts to save them, I said to hell with it and set up the first of several Phase Shift items: these were big poster boards a good three feet wide and two feet tall. Light, cheap, and large, which was how you wanted your Phase Shift items when they were doling out very high dimensional damage per second of contact.

I’d want nets for next time. “Note to self,” I muttered.

Now that I was Gold tier, I could create a barrier of about eight of these without seriously taxing my mana reserves. Not this time, given that I’d just tried to track down an empathic enemy and failed… and not a good idea, given that spending all my mana was a ticket to becoming a demon. After six carefully placed Phase Shift items, it was time to pull back and regroup.

“Keep my consort safe, please, and assist her in destroying all the demons nearby,” I told the Interloper. The extra dimensional blob growled its assent and blasted several demons with dimensional energy.

I pointed to the magic users. “Batter them with your waves into those squares!”

Perhaps a demonstration was in order. With Aquamancer’s Mark, I could also create a sweeping mini-tsunami to sweep enemies off their feet or in this case push them in one direction.

That direction was towards my poster boards. The first of the demons slid through the large rectangular board and glitched out, like it was being pulled apart into rainbow-colored streamers. I used the wave to keep it there, and was rewarded a moment later with its leg still sticking out through the board. Another two seconds of contact caused the demon to explode into rainbow static fragments.

A satisfying murmur of amazement rippled through the ranks of the cephellian army, though they didn’t quite get the idea just yet.

The Phase Shift poster boards hung unnaturally in the water, unmoving except to glitch and occasionally pop with multi-colored static. Ranks of the demons went right through them and died from the shock of so much dimensional damage, followed by a second line. Luckily, the demons weren’t immune to this either, and though the amorphous blackness tried to flinch away, they weren’t fast enough and took damage by the boatload.

But their cephellian hosts weren’t spared.

Now when the demonic ranks made to swim around the makeshift barrier, I used Aquamancer’s Mark as a tidal wave to push them this way or that back into the poster boards, shouting for the assembled armies to do the same. I didn’t have infinite mana, after all, and I’d drained myself down to a quarter just setting up the dimensional damage trap.

Or head down to the crabs below and keep them from getting inside the lines, keep them from getting killed and having their Invidiel demons from infecting any more of these fine people.

I teleported down below in a very disorienting way, emerging into a wall of water. Still, I was able to recover quickly and descend on these things in a whirl of magic and blades.

Two weapons… I produced two enchanted daggers from the Black Door and dropped in on the crabs.

One explosive use of Mender’s Mark later, I cleared out a massive hole in these crab scorpions and earned the max increase in both my Quick and Clever. Then I started carving through them with the daggers and throwing on Normal tier Mender’s Mark holy damage to make sure the demons stayed dead.

It was bloody work. Scorpion tails flashed at me one after another, with the monsters putting on speed to try to sting me. Most of these were easy to dodge, but some got through, and failed to poison me due to my marks and my Attributes.

Up above, Quavallie and the Interloper flashed with magic and dimensional blades or beams, casting demons off their fellow cephellians, who unfortunately couldn’t handle the shock of sudden separation.

As for me, I became death. One after another was skewered, dodged, sliced, and hit with the holy healing power that worked so well on demons.

When I was just about finished, I found myself surrounded by hundreds of enraged cephellians.

“You’re welcome?” I asked. I couldn’t keep the incredulity out of my tone. What the hell?

The Interloper formed an impenetrable circle around me, while Quavallie was staring at a number of bidents and tridents. She was surrounded, which wasn’t a deal breaker, but I’d have to take hundreds of attacks in order to get her free first, then get myself out of this.

“This is going to go badly, isn’t it?” I told Quavallie.

She nodded, just a fraction.

I dropped the Cephellian’s Mark and transformed back into a human. I could almost hear Quavallie’s facepalm from all the way over there.

“I need to speak with someone in charge,” I said.

A lot of heads turned in Quavallie’s direction.

“Who is this landwalking filth?” one of them demanded. This leader was larger than many of the others, with longer face tentacles. His patterning was stripey, and instead of bioluminescent dots, he had small dashes in the midst of all the stripes.

He was also clad in what looks like magic armor, or just gaudy jewelry. I couldn’t see any other purpose for the spiky gold gauntlets on each wrist and ankle that reminded me of coral, or the circlet.

“Great,” I muttered, “Just what we needed… xenophobic mermaids.”

“This is Evan, Governor of Surrek and Drifter. My lover,” Quavallie declared.

If anything, this leader person appeared even more disgusted with me after learning I was not from around here, a city Governor, and fucking a cephellian. It was almost certainly the third thing that did the trick. “Surrek? What would the Governor of Surrek be doing so far from his slaver’s tower?”

“Son, we don’t do slavery in Surrek any longer,” I shot back.

“You still your insolent tongue. This is not your Empire, human.”

Yes… I was hundreds of attacks away from extricating myself from this situation. Quavallie would be fine, she’d be teleported safely away and could make her getaway, I’d take whatever damage I took, and I’d just have to hope that not too many of these sorcerer cephellians were Silver. Or that their weapons were Silver tier. I hadn’t really tested how many I could handle, but the answer probably wasn’t hundreds.

My Attuned senses started to take care of this for me, singling out the strongest among these guys with silvery auras. And the one guy directly in front of me with a very strong silvery aura, with flecks of gold in it. So far, I was counting about two dozen silvers, and now the stronger bronze auras were flaring to life. Most of the soldiers sat here, with a few of the weaker bronze auras belonging to green troops and beginner sorcerers.

Still not great odds, but I figured escape wasn’t about to be fatal.

Then again, I had Mischief’s Mark and Empath’s Mark.

Mischief’s Mark

*Special ability*

*Gold tier, no stars*

Normal: Nellwyns often get by, even when engaged in significant mischief. Activate this ability to increase the result of the next Charming or Sly check against a single target by a significant amount.

Costs moderate mana. Cooldown: 1 hour.

Bronze: Nellwyns are rarely outmaneuvered socially. Activate this ability to gain significant resistance against Charming, Clever, or Sly checks used against you for the next ten minutes.

Costs high mana. Cooldown: 1 hour.

In addition, the Normal ability may be used on up to 10 targets at once, for high mana.

Silver: Nellwyns know you’re full of it. Activate this ability to detect any lie told to you over the next ten minutes. This ability’s effects are hampered by those of higher tier.

Costs high mana. Cooldown: 1 hour.

In addition, the Normal ability may be used on up to 100 targets at once, for extremely high mana.

Gold: Nellwyns are fast talkers, and smooth talkers. You may add confusion or shock to any Charming or Sly check you make.

Costs moderate mana. Cooldown: 1 hour.

In addition, the normal ability may be use on up to 1000 targets at once, for extremely high mana and high stamina.

This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Avya Dalewind, Favored Consort of Evan Westfield of Earth.

I activated the Normal ability for the ‘friends, Romans, countrymen’ speech, and dosed it with extremely high mana and high stamina. If this didn’t work, I’d be making an exit with almost no mana left, possibly suffering mana burn, and unable to heal myself much of anything.

On the other hand, I had potions in my Black Door storage facility. No problem. I’d been impaled by a flaming spear once; this would be fine.

“The demon threat is far larger than the Empire,” I called out. “I have no intention of gaining slaves. Instead my hope is to keep these creatures from taking your people—”

“You mean you wish to keep them out of the Empire’s waterways,” the general snapped.

Most of the others seemed taken by my remark.

“The sanctity of life is first and foremost,” I shot back. “No more cephellians need to suffer. No more deaths.”

“And all we need do is bow before this human,” the general spat. “You sit up in your Empire, fat off the service of your slaves, sitting on your plush thrones, defiling woman after woman. Taking our fish and our seaweed.”

“The Drifter does not force others to bow,” Quavallie interjected.

“Yes, of course we must take the word of one of the Drifter’s sluts. Do you live your whole life on your knees or does he allow you to stand on your own two feet?”

If I killed him, they’d never trust me now. The waterways would fill with demons and they’d have a back door into the Empire. I needed to shut up and convince the other people; that was the important thing. I had to keep repeating this in my mind while absorbing the full brunt of the insult being thrown at Quavallie and me.

I tried to squash this and take a different tack. “Listen, if we do nothing—”

Quavallie’s hair tentacles did something, but she also roared. A pulse of rippling water came out from her.

“You impugn my honor, general!” she said. “You see my marks, you have watched as we fought. You know full well the Drifter has shared with me, that I do not bow before him or call him Master. I challenge you.”

The fucker grinned, a wild rictus. “I accept.”

Oh fuck.

The fight started immediately. No prelude, nobody marching out of the ranks of soldiers and going ‘we shall go over the rules!’ in a snooty English accent while holding a scroll with trumpets blaring just behind them.

She gave me a pointed look, full eye contact, while the general wasted no time in attacking. In that instant I understood the tiny shake of her head, a clear sign for me to leave cephellian business to the cephellians.

I went to shout ‘look out’ but Steel-Willed had activated again. She placed her hand right where the trident was coming in an shoved back, causing him to spin away, regain his composure, and zoom back in toward her.

I opened the UI and kept Quavallie’s fight in the forefront of my attention at the same time. What the fuck was going on?

Steel-Willed has activated. You are protected against empathic and mind-altering abilities.

The same message as before.

Quavallie was unarmed, but far from helpless.

While waiting for him to recklessly charge once again, Quavallie coated herself in shards of ice while the general closed the distance. Ice crystals grew in the form of frost over her shoulders, her elbows, and her knees. The frost quickly coated her entire body, in point of fact. A circlet of sharp ice began at her forehead. In seconds it grew down over the swell of her breasts, down her legs, down her forearms, and over to her temples. She’d gotten a second mark of power from me when she’d hit Silver tier, which had turned out to be Adrift.

Spending the mana on the source detection with Steel-Willed, I peered around for the manipulator in question. What would have triggered Steel-Willed here? The Gold tier ability now informed me of the caster’s location… unless the caster was Gold or higher, in which case their resistance could mess with the pinpointing.

Quavallie popped out of existence and back into the water a second later, just after the general sailed past. The ice continued to grow around her, slicing up into the space over her shoulders, back from her elbows, and out from her knees. In the time it took the general to whirl and hurl his trident at her, she had a complete set of ice armor. An effortless backhand with a thick icy trident sent it floating away.

No, there… the mind-altering magic had come from below. Just like before. I couldn’t dare leave Quavallie to these people. Some of them obviously wanted us dead, and were only held back because they didn’t have the authority to order our deaths.

The general held out his hand and re-summoned the weapon, then shot at her once again.

“Come on,” I urged quietly.

He didn’t get far. As soon as he got within ten feet of her, his eyes began to widen and he went pale. Like the deep blue of his body paled to a robin’s egg sky blue. The tentacles making up his Davy Jones mustache curled up and away from her, back toward his mouth. His movements slowed, and this time when he lashed out, she blocked the trident again.

The whole area around him lightened, crackled, and froze solid into a massive block of ice, with the general inside. Only the tines of the trident stuck out, gleaming.

A hush had fallen over the crowd of soldiers. It was the kind of hush that told me the sorcerers weren’t ordinarily this good. The shock was clear: how had this girl from a rural backwater, so far from the sea, handed their general his ass so quickly?

She turned to me, a goddess in ice blue armor, and smiled indulgently. “Please continue your thought, Evan.”

Where was I? Aside from the desperate need to swim down into the depths after the mind fucker in question… but the problem at hand was the need to have the cephellians as allies. To get them to accept Avya and Quavallie as helpers, generals.

I was in the middle of receiving experience in Quick, Fierce, Clever and Attuned for doing battle with the demons, and a little more experience in Clever for letting Quavallie take the lead against the general. It wasn’t a great deal, given that I was now Gold tier, but it wasn’t nothing. I was rarely granted XP any longer, unless I was going up against strong Silver tiers or higher.

“Everyone, look, if we do nothing, the battle continues as is. You lose people. You lose ground. With our help, until this threat is gone, we can push them back and keep them from invading your people, and by extension yes, my people. I can send my Favored Consort, a lovely nellwyn, along with my favorite cephellian,” I suggested, and gestured toward Quavallie.

Quavallie grinned.

The UI informed me that a vast number of successes had just convinced a serious number of the ground troops and lower echelon command units. The sergeants and lieutenants weren’t so stubborn, and had direct contact with many of the fallen. The general no longer mattered, it seemed.

Several of them swam up towards us afterwards, eyes glazed with the effect of the persuasion mark. Some of them were clearly afraid for their lives or hated the situation.

We got over a dozen requests to take them back to Surrek, all at once. Free us, they said. Surely the land in the north must be better living here in fear. Then a dozen became several dozen. Then a hundred.

I peered at Quavallie. These were the proud and territorial shallow water cephellian people, who distrusted landwalkers and hated the Empire?

The shock and incomprehension on Quavallie’s face told me what I needed to know.


16- I Hate You So Much

There was simply no possible way we could handle relocating a civilization of aquatic people up to Surrek, which barely had a river bordering it. Although the aquifer beneath the city was now a known quantity to me, it was already quite full.

And regardless of all that, we still needed this front shored up against these host-taker demons. Whoever Invidiel was, he couldn’t have free reign over the Empire’s waterways and a back door into undefended Imperial territories.

The cephellians needed to stay, and they needed to fight.

“Surrek is the first target for the real army,” I told them, and tried to explain what we’d been through far in the north.

The expressions on some of their faces went ugly rather than fearful. Clearly we were just saying that, when we had perfectly safe lives up in the north. We didn’t want to share our safety or our freedom. We were selfish monsters just to come down here and dangle salvation in front of their faces, only to snatch it away. The rude gestures and the accusations started, while I looked to Quavallie for any explanation for what the hell could be causing this. She merely shrugged, though the possibilities flitted through her mind. Perhaps it was because we’d killed their people and they didn’t like it, or they were desperate, scared, and in need.

It finally took a calming burst of Empath’s Mark to turn the crowd away, and allow us to make our exit back for Surrek.
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Quavallie had thrown off the ice armor by the time we stepped into the Eldritch Emporium and jumped into my arms. Her whole body melded to mine, and she squeezed with her thighs around my midsection.

“You were magnificent,” we both said, almost at the same moment. She chuckled, and grinning, kissed me hard.

When she ended the kiss, Quavallie stared deeply into my eyes.

“I was serious when I told you I wanted you to take Meralla. My sister would be lucky to wield a fraction of the power I hold now. She would be doubly lucky to be with a man not looking to conquer her, or show her off as a freak.”

She was grinding herself against me, and I knew it would be easy enough to take her again, right here and right now. It felt a little unfair to all the other sexy ladies in Surrek.

“Easy now,” I told her. “Yann and Nakla are right over there. And we have customers.”

Quavallie blinked a couple of times, though the lust in her eyes still spoke of a willingness to get nasty. Even though we were in front of clientele and employees, maybe because the lewd goblin was licking her lips watching us. Jeez, the tongue on my little goblin sex pot… I kind of wanted to see how far up Quavallie she could stick it.

Maybe something was going on here. Was Nakla using Wicked Mark?

And if she had activated it, why do so? She was a mischievous little minx, but had never done so before, and besides, I would’ve gotten a UI notification that it was active, so I could choose whether or not to accept the effect, or swat it down.

And then there was the entity responsible for kicking on Steel-Willed. And another one in the waters outside of Trierssek. So far I hadn’t been able to track either of them down, but at least now I was on alert.

Velleth appeared and also leapt onto me, interrupting that line of thinking.

“Mm— Evan!” She gushed, nearly calling me Master again. “There you are.”

And just like that, her nearly using the M word completely took my mind off the Nakla thing.

Velleth had just read my note. According to she and Yann, runners were now all over the city trying to get the ladies together. This was one of the problems with giving all of them the run of the city. If they stuck with me all the time… my thoughts began to turn to the pleasure that might be possible. Quavallie, Nakla, Velleth… they’d just gotten my blood up, made me horny. I tried to shake it off.

Keeping them with me at all times was ridiculous. I had Amelgar’s Orb. I could locate them. No problem.

“News?” I asked, while my elf spymaster and punishment slut squished herself against my arm. Quavallie squished herself against my other arm.

This was getting distracting. I put up an Empath’s Mark full of focus, silently thankful yet again for all the uses this had afforded me since Avya came into my life. That girl needed a reward. My first thought was a carnal reward, though honestly what she deserved was more vacation time… or a magic item. Yes, something befitting her new Gold status with me. A magic butt plug… no.

“Get your mind out of the gutter, Evan,” I muttered.

A gold diadem maybe. This would go perfectly with her purple hair.

Innara still needed to meet with me, and it if was anywhere near as pressing as Quavallie’s issue, it would mean speeding off and acting. Considering, it would probably mean further developments regarding the councils of Gold tiers in the three lavish central cities, and actions we needed to take. I wasn’t entirely prepared or equipped to help out on this front, but I’d do what I could.

She probably just needed ideas. Yes, that was it.

A quick Silver Door allowed me to get back to the Governor’s apartments and use Amelgar’s Orb, which showed me where the others were. Avya and Innara were with Zati in Mage District, Zephellyn and Shennalil were flying laps around the city on patrol, Dallinya and Laylenna were leading the training regimen, Nallene was lower in the tower, meeting with the heads of district manufacturing about shop items, and Sillandria was spying on one of the Old Guard.

Frustratingly they were still an issue for the New Blood Masters. We hadn’t had a marked female go missing in over a week… but we had had them go missing, and that was unacceptable.

Every time we discovered one of them in the possession of an Old Guard Master, I had the supreme satisfaction of publicly executing them and replacing them with a capable young man, willing to share and reap the rewards that came with a harem of willing females.

The orb did not show me a mysterious figure capable of twisting my mind or influencing my emotions, which was frustrating. The orb itself was Gold tier, and that should’ve been enough… shouldn’t it?

There were no Platinum tier threats. If one of the Gold tiers from the central city councils went up to Platinum, they would have come forward to challenge Innara straight away.

I turned back to the matters at hand. Whatever was activating Steel-Willed wasn’t a direct threat, presently anyhow. I’d keep an eye out for it, and deal with it when the time came. Until then, conducting a citywide search for a hunch, or a being only Innara and I could handle, just wasn’t worth our time, energy or resources.

Hellera should’ve been the one training the women to fight, now that they had marks and freedom. Of course she wasn’t here. Hellera had been taken. She was one of them now.

And Auralla.

All this was for Auralla. The whole Empire. The demons. Safety. It was all to break her out, to be with her, to get to meet my child. It had to be worth it, despite the loss of Hellera.

“Nobody else,” I told myself.

And maybe Shennalil was right, and there was a way to get her back. Maybe.

“What’s that?” Quavallie asked.

I couldn’t possibly protect everyone else. I had the names of five different women tattooed on my body. Those I’d lost.

Regardless, I’d need to try. Auralla, Surrek, the whole Empire needed me to keep my head in the game and handle this. Deep breaths, a clear head, and the ability to ignore Velleth’s insistent body pressing against me. And Quavallie’s. I needed them as much for the stress relief and escape from the harsh realities as for their incredible capabilities.

The user interface informed me that I’d succeeded in a Grit check with Charming as the linked attribute. I still wasn’t comfortable with the idea that I needed one of those just to disengage from these two lovely ladies, but Amelgar’s Orb hadn’t showed me anything.

“I need a word with Innara,” I told them. “Velleth, you’ll need to keep an eye on Sillandria and your network. Quavallie, Avya’s shortly going to take you back to Trierssek.”

“But—” Quavallie started. Her sister. Gods, just thinking about a woman wanting to watch me fuck her own sister was turning me on, despite the blanket of focused, stoic calm radiating out of the Empath’s Mark.

“But—” Velleth began at almost the same moment, and for the same reason I had to quickly open the Silver Door and retreat. She tested my patience solely for the thrill of having her ass whipped in punishment. It was months into our Master and slave relationship, and still wasn’t anywhere near used to the idea of a nearly eighty year old elf needing me to put her in her place.

I stepped through the Silver Door, ran a quick errand, then stepped into the dusty magic library through another Silver Door.

[image: ]

Mage District was always clean, bright and cheerful on the outside, cheerfully using magic infused stones to clear off the dust from the streets, and slowly morph all the people here into weirder versions of themselves. Somehow the blue sky seemed even bluer in Mage, the sun seemed brighter, the leaves on the trees seemed leafier, and I didn’t have time for any of that. We had some serious shit to tackle.

So instead of any of that, I stepped into the largest underground library in Mage. The hedge mages hadn’t wanted me to know about this place, but after the mana gluttons appeared they had to admit the library existed so we could kill off all the mana gorging grub things and save the whole district.

Mana lamps fought back the gloom with their soft radiance. The scents of ancient paper and dust hung heavy in the air. It was unfamiliar, or had been until we visited Europe. Some of the shops there had been around since before the colonists fought off the British redcoats and made my country a thing.

Innara and Avya were both bent over a desk staring into a huge tome, where Zati was pointing to an illustration of one of the demons we’d encountered. The naga beauty’s tail twitched when I entered the library through the nearest doorway, which was a decent distance off. None of them looked up, but I was certain they’d all noticed me.

And I noticed them. Two perfectly sculpted backsides bent over the table. One snake tail winding around my ankle.

I reached down to give Zati’s tail one long stroke before hopping over it and sliding in next to Avya’s tiny behind. Zati rewarded me with an over-the-shoulder glance filled with mischief and a little disappointment. Odd, that, she was usually so tuned into her studies that the world around her meant nothing.

“Ladies,” I said.

“Have you accomplished your task?” Innara asked.

“It’s… complicated.”

“Explain,” Zati said.

“There is too much. Let me sum up,” I said, and grinned at myself. If I didn’t laugh at my own jokes, who would?

A few minutes later I’d summarized the situation over in Trierssek, leading to Avya frowning at me. She knew from the way I was talking what was coming.

“I’m so sorry, my love,” I told her.

“Don’t give me that ‘my love’ nonsense,” she snapped. “Did you even try diplomacy?”

“Yes! I promise! I threw the Mischief’s Mark at them and everything.” Eventually it had worked, but not before Quavallie had to do her super badass thing and encase the belligerent general in a block of ice.

“I hate you so much,” Avya grumped.

“You love me.”

“I only love your dick,” she insisted, arms folded and bottom lip stuck out in a pout.

“You just don’t like turning into a cephellian,” I countered.

“No, I love the mustache of tentacles and the constant need to submerge myself in water and be out of the sun.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle at the snark in her tone. She’d been so keen to look like Quavallie (and be as large as Quavallie), and subsequently so disappointed at the cuttlefish frill waving at the back of her head… and the tentacle mustache. Quavallie had this alluring head of tentacle hair from a bit of fae blood, and Avya didn’t get that when she transformed. She hated everything about the form, except perhaps that her whole body was the same lavender color as her hair and eyes, and that she was roughly human sized.

“You owe me soooo many orgasms,” she promised darkly.

I kind of thought I was working at a pretty good treasury of past orgasms, including times I’d made her squirt, but wisely kept my mouth shut. For this, I earned some experience with Sly, which almost made me laugh. I then expected some experience in Tough or Clever for keeping my face composed, but no dice there.

“How do you feel about a gold circlet instead?” I asked, and produced the item I’d gotten the hedge mages to whip up.

Avya’s Circlet of Might

legendary headgear

Silver tier

Qualities: nigh indestructible, resizing, never rusts, empowering

Abilities: Gives the wearer three stars in Fierce, Charming and Quick while worn. Resizes to fit the wearer. Three times per day, you may glare at a subject to project an aura of pure intimidation.

This object is attuned to Avya Dalewind, Favored Consort of Evan Westfield, Governor of Surrek.

Avya was clearly smitten with the circlet, which was heavy and gleamed from being polished gold. In the center sat a diamond the size of my thumbnail, flanked by twin amethysts. These sparkled, as did her eyes when she put it on.

Then she darted an evil glance my way. We both knew I was bribing her and she still wasn’t best pleased.

“I’m sorry to foist this on you, I promise,” I told her earnestly. “There’s not much I want more than to have you under me, making the headboard bounce for a good couple of hours.”

Her cheeks burned red and her eyes flickered down to my crotch, where I was starting to lose the fight to stay composed. More Empath’s Mark, more focus. I took a shaky breath, as Zati and Avya both nodded.

“And these cephellians…” Avya said, wanting more than I’d given her.

I shrugged, honestly astonished. “It was like they didn’t even try. I mean I guess they killed off the ones who weren’t cephellians, but that only got their own people taken as hosts. But, I guess I get it… they didn’t want to murder their own people. I couldn’t imagine you having to kill off people from Sunspire, right?”

She reluctantly agreed that this, and after another short discussion regarding the plan, she took the Silver Door to go collect Quavallie.

Zati regarded me silently, with that same gaze she reserved for a curiosity she was only laying eyes on for the first time. Her snake pupils dilated, and her tongue darted out and flicked at the air just briefly.

“Evan?” she asked quietly.

“Yes, my dearest and most constant researcher?”

This got a hint of a smile and a softening about the eyes.

“May I have a word with you privately?”

I only wondered what this might be about for a half second. The gleam in those eyes told me she wanted something I’d been giving the others. She loved to share information, and wouldn’t stop at Innara.

Innara disappeared out of the library the second I turned to ask her if she could give us a moment alone. And when I turned back to Zati, she was looming over me.

Towering over me.

“Evan,” she said, eyes glassy with need. As she drifted closer on her gigantic snake tail, the sense of predator and prey deepened, and she took on a hungrier look. “You have been busy finding facts and cataloguing inferential knowledge about these demons.”

“How much does that excite you?” I asked.

“It excites me a great deal,” she confessed. “We… have not had time to experiment with the second mark I have shared with you.” She meant the naga form. The other abilities were excellent, and useful, though I’d employed them sparingly since I had no wish to wrestle demons, escape from their clutches, or bite them to see the effect of the venom.

Dellendri’s Mark

*Passive*

*Silver tier, ten stars*

Normal: You may speak the naga language as though you were a native. While this is granted by your Auto-Translate ability, the language is a closely guarded secret. You are more naturally flexible, and your Attributes are considered 3 stars higher for escape attempts and wrestling. You may spit or inject though bite a paralyzing (neurotoxic) venom as an attack, up to five times per day. Costs no mana, no cooldown.

Bronze: Your Stamina is doubled. Three times a day you may call upon the form of the naga. This physical transformation grants you a sinuous tail, hinged jaw capable of swallowing objects two feet in diameter, and fangs with a hemotoxic venom. Costs no mana, lasts 10 minutes.

Silver: Once per day you may manifest snakelike creatures to swarm, attack, and inject your enemies with necrotizing (proteolytic) venom. You summon a number of creatures equal to your total stars in Sly plus your total Relationship stars with Zati Dellendri. The creatures’ attributes are based on yours, but with an extra star of Quick, Sly, and Clever. If destroyed, a replacement creature will manifest again and attack until the duration of the ability lapses.

These creatures remain active for ten minutes.

You gained this ability after joining with Zati Dellendri. This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Zati Dellendri.

“That’s true,” I said. She’d been overcome with lust, that much was certain. She always ended up getting frisky any time the opportunity for learning and sharing knowledge ended up with us in close proximity, and alone. I lowered my voice, and stepped forward until I was close enough to smell her. “Would you like me to take on the naga form?”

“I would like that very much,” she breathed, hand on either side of my face, and kissed me.


17- Perform the Experiment Together

Zati’s tongue slipped in and lashed over every available bit of me, running along my own tongue, the insides of my cheeks, over my gums, and the roof of my mouth. I closed my eyes on the Mage District library, the weak mana lamps, the dusty tomes.

“Mmm,” she moaned. “You always taste so interesting.”

“You taste like the empirical process,” I whispered, not knowing exactly what that meant or whether it was really true. She had the taste of experience, of history, but that was her essence.

It occurred to me that I was beginning to taste her essence from just her kisses, based on the growth of my Attuned Attribute. 

The words set her off, though, so I supposed they were the right ones.

She wrapped me up in a tight hug and lifted me off my feet, spinning me in the air, smiling into the kiss, eventually laughing and breaking contact to peer at me with smiling eyes.

“Never have I been given such a compliment,” she said quietly. “Please, Drifter Evan, take the form of the naga. I should be very interested to perform the experiment together, and gather data.”

I didn’t know if data was euphemism for my seed, or if she really wanted to study the results and note them down in a scientific journal. Maybe The New Dellendri Journal of Sex and Sexuality, 69th edition, issue 2.

Without further ado, I engaged Dellendri’s Mark and sought out the form of the naga. Like the transformation into a cephellian, it was odd. My legs fused together. My jaw split down the middle. The skin around my jaw and throat, all those portions of me, became very different. Pliable. My tongue grew. A lot.

Those fused legs became a powerful, and very long tail. My eyes changed, though it was mostly cosmetic. Holes appeared in the back of my throat, for tasting the air for vibrations and scents, and I grew a whole new reproductive organ. Organs.

Zati’s eyes widened as she watched the change happen, and a wide grin split her face.

“I have waited for this day,” she breathed.

I grinned. “You’re going to make me think my human self isn’t the right one.”

“Nonsense,” she said. “You satisfied me each and every time. Now for the very first time, I can mate with my own species, yet stay with my master, patron, and beloved.”

A whole lot of emotion swirled into her voice, and in turn affected me. She didn’t want to stray away from me, which was certainly both flattering and reassuring. It also lifted me, made me love her more.

She had put her wish to be with a naga male aside, perhaps thinking it would never work out.

I held Zati by her hands, like we were dancing, and we spun about in wide circles. Spinning like this cause our tails to swirl around one another, twining us together. I wasn’t ready for the unsteadiness this would give me, but Zati only laughed while we toppled over like a felled tree.

We landed hard on my back, but it hardly registered against my Gold tier Tough. Her hair fell around me in a brown curtain, and she wriggled her tail against mine.

The sensation was like nothing human Evan had ever felt before, but similar to writhing my face tentacles into Quavallie’s hair. Rhythmic muscle contractions rubbed her against me in all sorts of places I just didn’t have as a human.

My new anatomy was rousing, was different than ever before, but I was also staring into those insistent eyes of her, watching her bow lips purse and her tongue dart out between them. I extended my own tongue, bridging the foot gap between us, and feathered a tiny lick over her nose.

“Ach!” she giggled and flinched back. “What was that for?”

“What do you mean?” I replied innocently. “I just wanted to taste your nose, clearly.”

She narrowed her eyes, then burst out laughing. “You are certainly no naga,” she said.

“I should hope not,” I said. “I’ve only had legs up to this point.” She laughed again, got that eyes-half-closed-with-lust look, and what followed was some of the most intense tongue wrestling I’d ever done. This continued until we were kissing, tongues twining and exploring like never before. I no longer had a gag reflex, being a sort of snake man, and after several minutes the twin points of her tongue pressed into some new orifices I didn’t know I had, near the back of my throat. I knew these were like a nose on a snake, able to taste and smell whatever a snake had picked up by lashing its tongue around.

The moment this happened, I hardened completely. This was some kind of naga erogenous zone when touched by another, and I jerked as my new anatomy sprang to attention, fully engorged.

Zati responded by grasping it in both hands and stroking me expertly. It felt incredible, so I responded by trying to find her little taste sensors in the back of her mouth. The moment I succeeded it was like I’d shocked her with lightning, the way her body jerked and writhed, and she released my whatever-I-had-down-there as a naga.

This gave me time to start going down her body. First off, I was able to wriggle and writhe my tail against the place I knew her orifices to be, which set her off and caused her to arch her back. Maybe the mouth orifice thing had really caused her to orgasm, and hard.

Zati was used to using her long, powerful tongue on Dallinya, though she’d wrapped it around my shaft at one point. I used it now to reach down to one breast and press against her large nipple with either side of the fork. Squeezing on it, I relished in her gasp and moan. Then I immediately relished in the way her large breast bounced when I released it.

It was time to go back and forth, working each nipple in turn, Zati cradling my head and moaning, head thrown back and fingers running through my hair.

Soon enough she tired of this, because she pushed me back and rose up over me. Her face had this intense look about it, like she was about to devour me whole. I knew there were snake eating snakes, but hopefully nagas weren’t those kind. Or at least that I’d get some hot sex out of the deal and put a bunch of baby nagas in her before being eaten.

My gorgeous naga instead leaned over me and placed one gigantic breast in my mouth. And, wouldn’t you know it, my jaw unhinged so I could lick and suck the entire thing.

At the same time, she stroked my new lower anatomy again, and slowly mounted me. Both halves penetrated her holes, engulfing me in moist heat and lighting up all my pleasure centers.

“Nnnh,” I grunted around a huge mouthful.

“Evan,” she said in a husky voice, “I am so glad this day has come.”

She began to rise and fall, but her hip action was mesmerizing. She rolled the upper part of her tail around in slow, lazy circles, before rocking side to side like a boat.

“There are precious few male naga,” she moaned, then pulled back and offered her other huge breast to me to latch onto. “I have never seen one. Ohh… this is a wondrous learning opportunity.”

“Nnnh,” I responded.

“You are longer than I expected. Ohh, longer by far, and thicker than the measurements would suggest.”

Nobody doesn’t like to hear that kind of praise. I gave her nipple a few extra tongue lashings and enjoyed the sounds of her appreciative moaning. In the meantime I started to get into the idea that my lower body could writhe and wriggle every which way, so I met thrust with thrust. Zati yelped at first, telling me I’d gone too deep, which is another sort of praise any man loves to hear.

“You okay?” I asked, out of concern that perhaps I’d hurt her, or ruined the mood, or both.

“You’ve… stimulated… my production.”

“What?” I asked, gyrating around and around inside her, loving the way she swallowed up my cock with each thrust.

“Egg… production,” she moaned.

Oh.

“Naga bodies… store the male’s sperm,” she explained, just before wrapping her tongue around my neck and tickling at my chin. Those enormous breasts squashed themselves against my chest while we continued our snake dance.

Now my body slammed up into hers, making a filthy and erotic slapping sound.

“The writings… ohhhh… tell of brood mothers… guarding…” she trailed off for a time, face slack and shuddering with orgasm. “Wait, I’m too sensitive.”

We took a break and rolled over, where Zati then lay on the floor unable to do anything but buck and shiver.

“I’m glad to give you this opportunity,” I told her quietly. The idea of little snake Evans running around wasn’t a hideous one. This wasn’t earth, and they’d be accepted here. I’d have to worry about having a clutch of almost exclusively females, but that was a worry for another day. 

“When the time is right,” she managed, and we started up again. Our bodies wound around one another, nearly as much contact as when I’d told Auralla I loved her. “I will… fertilize my eggs… with your seed.” She began to shudder and shake with the bliss of orgasm, possibly just triggered by the thought of being a mother.

We continued for some time, me spraying her insides with fertilizing seed, then her getting another batch a good two hours and a Wicked Mark use later. In the end she had enough that it left a mess on the rugs, and like all the others, she took the opportunity to scoop it off her abdomen and then lick her fingers clean.

On some level, I had to be flattered to be so wanted, except… in this case I was sure they wanted me not for my expert tongue or skillful finger action, but because it was a life or death situation.

For instance, Innara. She also needed me.
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I fixed my gaze on the breathtakingly beautiful golden statue, who had straightened and was regarding me with calm, bright eyes. “All right then, I’m all yours. What’s going on?”

“The Golden Circles are plotting to destroy me,” she said.

Her intention was clear: all three of the circles. Twenty-one Gold tiers, all teaming up against her. Despite the negotiation with Riggallen and the warning to Rhaeyel and the others we’d visited, they were still planning our downfall.

Yes, in hindsight, this was a little more pressing than the underwater demon vanguard. Not much… maybe on the same level. Tough to gauge anyhow.

“And by extension, they will come after you,” she said.

Well then. I mean I knew this, but having her say it out in the open made it very present and very real. We’d danced around saying those words like I’d avoided telling Auralla I loved her.

The plain fact was we needed the Gold tiers. The first foray into the thousands and thousands of demons had made that painfully clear. These guys were powerful and able to lead the charge against a numerically superior force. The fear effect from those tall, far off demons was incredibly potent, and that meant we needed them to shrug it off at very least. If possible, we needed them to blanket other troops with auras to protect them from that fear, to make them able to fight.

This wasn’t just about filling the power vacuum left by Emperor Leroy’s death, it was about saving the whole damned Empire.

Really, if we were being honest with ourselves, it was about Auralla. Really, if we were being honest with ourselves, we needed to stop referring to ourselves in the second person. This whole thing was selfish on my part. I wanted Auralla, my kid, my city, and the women who let me in their beds repeatedly.

I wanted it all. I knew my greet was causing issues. Without Auralla, we could’ve simply taken the whole city and parked it in another reality. We could’ve taken Evan’s Eldritch Emporium on the road. It would mean condemning the whole of the empire, Masters and slaves, merchants and servants, to death by demon.

Without the defense system and the special plan, we could’ve used all the mana crystals to set Auralla free. It would have meant taking the city through the spaces between worlds without any protection.

But the burning acid in my stomach told me we would have Auralla, we would have my future child. Safety for the people or not. So the question was whether one person’s life mattered more than all the tens of thousands of people living in Surrek. The answer was probably no, which was why we had the defense system in the works.

“You remain committed to this course of action,” Innara said.

“What are the other options?” I asked.

We’d talked it over. Trying to advance some Masters to Silver and towards Gold before the demons arrived was not a feasible situation. Michael and Paul first, others after that. It would take too long.

Asking the Governors to travel to Surrek in order to help fight off the threat would never work. They were proud and fearful of giving up their power over ‘their’ cities.

Innara’s expression tightened and became grim.

“Exactly,” I told her. “There are no other options. We get them here with the demons on the horizon, show them without destroying the whole city, and convince them our plan will work.”

Gods, the timing on this was so important. Critical actually. The Gold tiers needed to come to Surrek. They needed to see the demon threat, and pledge their support in fighting it. This was the only way to have a chance against the demons, the only way to manage the three circles of Gold tiers, and have a chance at establishing Innara’s legitimacy.

“What is our best course of action?” I asked.

“I had intended to ask you,” she said. “More minds bent to a problem more easily break that problem. This is common knowledge.”

“Fair.” I spent some time considering, before heading out of the building and beyond the courtyard to where the wide street ran in a circle about the Governor’s palace. Like the spokes of a wheel, the largest roads diverged in the four cardinal directions and the other four diagonals. It felt like a metaphor for the situation: all roads lead to Surrek. All the problems converge here.

“I think our plan is sound. We have them coming here. We have a contingency. We have a way to show them exactly what’s happening and why it’s important to fight it.”

Now we just had to get them all here under false pretenses. Sigh. This would take patience, planning, and a little luck. I wasn’t horrible on the first two, but the last one... not so much.

Innara left, heading back to the central spire in the Empire at supersonic speed. We were still days out and away from being ready with the plan. We’d worked our asses off with the defense nodes, but there still weren’t enough by Velleth and Quavallie’s calculations. Three hadn’t been any sort of difficulty for Emperor Leroy to handle, and they wouldn’t last long against twenty Gold tiers determined to take them down.

By the time I returned to Aceter House I was fighting against a stress headache. Auralla would know what to do, to get me to relax at least. Maybe I could find Shennalil and get that innocent little fae to slobber all over my big, hard—

“Drifter, you get your toned abs in here right this instant.”

Or Dallinya. Dallinya was a great choice for dealing with stress. Or, if that didn’t work, I’d be too exhausted from the athletic sex acts to stay conscious. Therefore stress relieved.

She cocked one hip, and I noted the hot electric blue hot pants with the oversized man’s button up shirt, unbuttoned to her navel. “Ooh you… you sexy bastard. Dallinya needs some stress relief.”

I grinned, both at her choice of outfit and referring to herself in the third person. It as a very acceptable alternative to pure, dainty little Shennalil with her mouth full of cock.

“That makes two of us,” I told her, and caught her when she leapt into my arms.

“I need you so bad.” The words were muffled into my shoulder. “I need you to fuck me so hard.”

I took her directly up all the flights of stairs, kissing her the whole way. She took to grinding herself against my midsection, grinning into my mouth and, by the time we reached the fourth floor, she was trying to get one hand down there between us, on my already hard cock.

I tossed her on the bed. Somehow her clothes were already off, and I didn’t question it. I shucked mine too, climbed on top of her, and smiled down at my felinian goddess.

“You’re perfect, you know that?” I asked.

She already had a fistful of shaft, tugging me down between her spread legs. “Fine, fine, put it in me.”

I wasted no time in pressing forward and groaning with pleasure. Then pounding the full length down into her and listening to her call me a filthy fucker, tell me that my cock was a drug and she needed it every single day, telling me that she wanted to bathe in my jizz and fall asleep with this cock in her, and by the way if there was a way to clone myself so I could double penetrate her, she wanted twice the Evan to give her twice the dick twice as often. 

Pulling us to the side, she came up on top of me, eyes alight with lust and mischief, rising and falling, rising and falling with me impaling her.

And then she was on death’s doorstep.


18- Inches From Annihilation

Dallinya was inches from annihilation before I knew what was happening. A blur of motion barreled through the space and deleted her from where she’d been riding me, and a second later I found her embedded in the wall.

A man was standing on my bed, a huge and imposing creature I didn’t have a name for, similar to a felinian just by the fact that he was covered in fur, but he had the ears, snout, physique and claws of a bear.

I teleported him out of the room and hundreds of feet in the air, except he only flickered in place there. The UI was helpful in both distracting me from the fact that my sexpot and baby mamma was stuck in a wall, possibly dying, and that I needed to kill this motherfucker posthaste.

Drifter has been resisted by Unkas Magekiller.

Fine. Drifter would be useful in other ways. I teleported myself directly behind the asshole, only to find myself appearing in the wrong spot. I unleashed a Normal tier fire bolt from Inferno’s Mark to where I thought he’d be, only to find it crashing into the wall instead.

Inferno’s Mark

Spell, magical (elemental)

*Silver tier, nine stars*

Normal: Cast to create a distracting blaze of bright white flame at a point no farther than fifty feet from you. Spell deals moderate fire damage, and has a chance of inflicting blindness and burning.

Alternately, if fire already exists around you, the white flame will be composed of this nearby fire and be up to triple in size.

Costs high mana, with no cooldown.

Bronze: Cast to surround yourself with armor of flames. Each melee attack against you inflicts moderate damage on the attacker and inflicts burning. You  gain minimal damage resistance to magic attacks, and each attack against you restores minimal mana. While active, you become impervious to fire effects.

Alternately, if fire already exists around you, the armor will consume the flames and decrease the cost of maintaining the effect.

Costs high mana to cast, and high mana per minute to maintain. No cooldown.

Silver: Cast to create a roiling ball of fire that explodes on impact with at target no farther than 150 feet away. The fireball is a sphere ten feet in diameter, and affects all within a thirty foot radius of the blast. The site of impact takes extremely high fire damage, and the explosion deals high fire damage, with a chance to knock enemies prone and inflict burning.

Alternately, if fire already exists around you, the fireball will consume the flames and originate with the fire, extending the range by 50 feet.

Note: you may not designate allies or enemies with any of these effects.

You gained this ability after joining with Hellera of Surrek. This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Hellera of Surrek.

Ohhh kay.

“Drifter,” Unkas Magekiller growled. “You and your women stand in the way of the Empire’s survival. There is no escape. There will be no mercy, and no—“

I leapt out of the way of a sideways slash from some kind of bladed whip, and put a whole lot of actions in motion at the same time.

“—warning.”

“I see what you did there,” I told him.

I boosted Quick, Fierce and Attuned by three stars right off the bat using Erratesh’s Mark. This only took Stamina and wouldn’t have any interference from whatever anti-magic situation he had going on.

Attuned— Gold**

Clever— Gold**

Charming— Gold*

Fierce— Gold***(***)

Sly— Gold (no stars)

Quick— Gold*(***)

Tough— Gold*(***)

Note: Your Fierce, Quick and Tough are temporarily boosted with Erratesh’s Mark.

Next, I threw on the ice and fire shields from Aquamancer’s and Inferno’s Mark, while also kicking on Archivist’s Mark and Magebane’s Mark. I’d need the mana, apparently, and hoped against hope that his anti-magic field was some sort of mark effect rather than a magic item.

Okay, this guy had some kind of high level magic resistance that messed everything up and gave him immunity. If it was a mark, he’d have to die the old fashioned way. If not, I’d strip off all his gear a piece at a time until I could really fuck with him.

Another whip crack came down, and I barely managed to dodge this one. Pulling out the new and improved brutal axe, I sliced at the lengths of leather, but it was magically reinforced and couldn’t be destroyed with just a single attack.

It was a nice wish, anyway.

We started to dance around one another, with me trying to get to Dallinya and him knowing exactly what the fuck I was up to. He was also good at his job, which was apparently killing off problem cases. He dodged the axe and battered aside ice shields or fire blast shields with ease, taking basically no damage.

It was clear he was Gold, one of the Circle members out of the twenty-one.

Out of all the times Evan should’ve met his match, it looked like this might be the one.

I instinctively considered what other tools I had, not wanting to blow everything in one go until I knew more about what I was fighting. I also desperately wanted to hit Mender’s Mark for Dallinya, who’d slumped to the floor and lay there completely moving.

“Not okay,” I growled, and launched a series of attacks while going through the various different marks at my disposal.

What we needed here was a change of venue. That meant Jason.

Although Beastmaster’s Mark gave me the ability to summon a magical copy of a creature and that magic wouldn’t hold up long against this asshole, I chanced it anyway.

The bus-sized wyvern shot out of my chest and crashed into Unkas, taking him off his feet and back through the hole in the wall he’d created with his ambush.

“Asshole,” I seethed, and teleported to Dallinya for a laying on of hands. I pushed Normal and Bronze tier abilities from Mender’s Mark into her body, hoping I wasn’t too late, and immediately afterwards teleported out to where he was laying waste to Jason. 

The two-legged dragon with the squarish face and massive jutting tusks had gotten in a good claw to the bear man’s side, and more importantly had gotten them some altitude away from Aceter House. It wasn’t to last, though. Unkas tore one of Jason’s wings straight off, and before he could disembowel the wyvern or tear its head off I banished it and let the fuckbag fall.

He took almost no damage from the fifty or sixty feet he plummeted, but he did smash into the corner of a building in doing so, and that was least a little satisfying.

He wasn’t going be harder than Leroy, I told myself. Although I couldn’t lure him into the god of war’s temple and rely on his impossible arrogance to try fighting incarnations of war, there was no way Unkas would be as difficult as Leroy.

“Don’t do that,” I told myself. Leroy had killed me, straight up, then tried to do so again. Unkas was determined, seemed much more prepared, and had no reservations about going after my people.

The Black Door gave me a bundle of rope and lead weights, so I let Sylph’s Mark go and dropped toward his position.

This would have to be perfect.

At the last second, I unfurled the net and threw it over him.

“You think this will hold me?” he bellowed, half in anger and half in amusement.

I was already tired of this smug asshole and his overconfidence.

“I don’t need it to hold you,” I said. For long anyway.

The first of the forty-five pound, twenty kilo weightlifting plates slammed into him from a thousand feet up, followed immediately by another, and another. I watched in satisfaction as his health meter finally jerked down, then again, and again. These weren’t magical attacks, so they weren’t resisted like all my other abilities were. No, he took the full damage of terminal velocity on his head and shoulders.

Yes, it would have to be pure physical damage then.

In total he took all eight plates to the head and shoulders, grunting in pain, but only took a knee from that.

A quick teleport later and I Phase Shifted the half-shredded net. If I needed to kill this guy and deliver his body to the Gold Circle for induction, so be it. It wasn’t what I wanted; I had no interest in ruling their perfect utopia cities in the center of the Empire, but there we had it. I could leave Paul or Michael with governance over Surrek, assuming it survived the coming month or two.

The dimensional damage wasn’t considered magical, so he started taking it bit by bit. It was almost as fast at dealing him harm as the weightlifting plates.

He lashed out just as I was about to try something new, blasting me backwards before leaping out of my net trap.

Warning! The UI said. You have suffered 24 injuries from Unkas Magekiller. You have identified the mark as Acidic Mark. You have been inflicted with the condition acid burn. You have resisted acid burn with the help of Survivor’s Mark. The duration for acid burn has been moderately reduced.

Mender’s Mark immediately went into effect, though these acid injuries were resistant toward healing. That was fine, so long as he didn’t get me with two dozen more of these all at once. More injuries ticked up, two at a time, while Unkas bounded towards me with his whip.

Archivist’s Mark went into effect, along with Suppressor’s Mark. I needed both the mana regeneration from the former, and the mana drain from the latter, assuming it worked.

Suppressor’s Mark

*Special ability, magical*

*Bronze tier, six stars*

Normal: Activate when you strike or touch a target to drain moderate mana. Dealing additional damage drains additional mana. You gain resistance to magic attacks for two minutes. The target has their magic damage reduced by a moderate amount for two minutes. The target has their mana regeneration slowed by a moderate amount for two minutes. Multiple strikes refresh these effects, which stack.

Costs low mana. Instant effect. No cooldown.

Bronze: Activate to inflict a dampening effect for enemies using magic against you or allies. Targets within fifty feet have spells and effects cost moderate mana beyond the usual cost. Effects the target uses are lessened by a minor amount. This effect lasts 5 minutes, and does not stack when cast multiple times on the same target.

Costs high mana. No cooldown.

You gained this ability after joining with Sechelle of Vrenian Gorge. This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Sechelle of Vrenian Gorge.

I used the Bronze effect and hoped for the best. He was using some other ability from a drow, I thought. On the other hand, I needed to get at his items, and right now.

The bladed whip didn’t feel like an item that would have magic suppression powers. No, you built that kind of thing into a shield, a helmet, a piece of armor, or maybe a ring.

Unkas came in, glowing with reddish energy, and failed to catch me around the middle. I teleported away, to the wrong place, and when I turned he’d already kicked me in the chest, landing another fourteen injuries and slamming me back into the wall surrounding Aceter House.

I sputtered, the wind driven out of me, but quickly recovered from the healing.

This time when he came in to shoulder check me, it was Temporomancer time. Sure he might reduce the effect somehow, but the speed boost to me was crucial.

Temporomancer

*Spell, Inherent, Magical*

*Gold tier, no stars*

Silver: Activate by touch to drastically speed or slow a target. Targets wishing to resist make a Counter (Attuned) check to halve the duration. Targets may be sped up or slowed down by a factor of 1000%.

Costs extremely high mana to activate for five absolute minutes and extremely high mana to maintain for each additional absolute minute. Cooldown 6 hours.

I was forced to dive under a wide haymaker and slide on my knees in order to make contact, and even though I got a knee to the collar bone (13 injuries), I was successful. Touching him, I threw on the Silver ability and hoped to slow him, but this shit happened.

Unkas Magekiller has resisted Temporomancer. In addition, an outside effect has dampened the effect of Temporomancer, and its effect has been distorted. The effect will slow Unkas Magekiller by 30% as opposed to 1000%. Every five absolute seconds, Unkas Magekiller will operate at regular speed for five absolute seconds.

Thirty percent was not nothing, thankfully. He immediately seemed to get stuck in the air like it was made of taffy. I stepped around him and Phase Shifted the first of his items I could see, the bracer on his left arm. Moving slower caused him more dimensional damage, but when I teleported away, it still put me facing the wrong direction, only five feet away instead of thirty.

He got his five seconds of moving quick, and grew a pair of stone creatures out of the ground. As soon as he went back to slow, though, I leapt in and used Phase Shift to lock one of his rings into the space between realities, then the amulet around his neck.

Mana was becoming a problem.

I couldn’t get out of range fast enough for him to speed up and give me a double fisted smash on the back, sending me spinning and into the arms of the small rock men.

These guys were just a torso, two stumpy arms ending in equally stumpy three-fingered hands, and crude heads. No neck, no ears, no noses, just a suggestion of eyes and mouths, turned down like angry jack o’lanterns. Those two clamped onto me, one on my right leg, the other my left arm, and seemed to sink deeper into the earth to hold me there.

“Get… off… me,” I grunted.

Unkas finished his slow phase and lunged forward, away from the objects I’d locked into the space between dimensions. His health bar had already disappeared twice, both a sky blue and a green health bar disappearing, revealing the final yellow one.

For some reason, teleporting just didn’t work. The UI unhelpfully informed me that since I was grappled and also stuck in the ground, the Drifter teleports wouldn’t work. Unkas had grown hooked bear claws, and also his hands were vibrating. He lunged forward and buried those claws into my guts, while I breathed fire directly in his face for hardly any effect.

I took 29 injuries all at once, followed closely by 12 more.

“Fuck fuck fuck,” I grunted.

He slowed down, which caused the injuries to come slower, but I still couldn’t get out. After another two rounds of claws damage to the guts, I flipped Phase Shift on, Bronze this time. This allowed me to phase out, ignore the physical world here, and get some space between me and this hulk of a man.

Earth was layered overtop Ethetria now, the placid forest areas of Michigan and far off small towns and highways slashing ribbons through the greenery. It was time to regroup, rethink, and act accordingly.

Magic still wasn’t working against him. It had to be a mark, and most likely an aura.

I slipped out of reach of his rock golem things, then bashed them with the Silver tier Aquamancer’s Mark tidal wave. As expected, they weren’t destroyed, but the water damage had the bonus effect of mushing them up real good. This was quite satisfying, and allowed me to move unfettered.

Physical damage was best, since I couldn’t get that magic canceling effect shut down. I also wanted him away from Dallinya and the other girls, just in case any of them decided to play hero against this monster.

It meant disengaging the Phase Shift on me, which was on a cooldown.

A few steps up into the air with Sylph’s Mark took me to the top of the wall, where I sped off and away from Aceter House.

It was time to head north, toward some of my favorite districts.

Unkas launched himself up into the air as well, over the wall, where he cracked into the cobble stones and came after me in pursuit. He flashed with green-white energy, and began healing.

Okay, options.

“Options? Anyone?”

The brutal axe had been re-forged to handle the stresses Gold tier Evan would put it under, but it was only one weapon. I didn’t have armor or shielding, and this guy was tougher than me.

I’d relied on magic for so long that this was suddenly uncomfortable, bordering on frightening. This guy would have little trouble leveling building after building if he really set his mind to it.

All the magic ones were out… except perhaps Dalewind’s Mark. That one might work, if I sucked all the magic out of an area.

Dalewind’s Mark

*Special Ability, Magical*

*Gold tier, one star*

Normal: The Dalewind clan is known for its deep knowledge of magic. Five times per day you may call upon a spell known by Avya. These spells include: banish element, create element, shape element, gust, weave mana, purify water, shock, minor telekinesis, bubble shield, counter.

Costs minimal mana. Cooldown: none.

Bronze: The Dalewind clan is known for its connection to the natural eddies and ley lines of magic that course over the world. You may saturate or banish all magic energies to a location nearby, of about thirty feet in diameter, not farther than a hundred feet from you.

Costs high mana to cast and high mana per minute to maintain. Cooldown: 1 minute.

In addition, the Normal ability may be used for greater effect by paying high mana, up to 5 times a day. Cooldown: none.

Silver: The Dalewind family became notorious for their brutality in leeching mana. You may drain extremely high mana from a target by touch, or high mana from a target within thirty feet of you. Mana gained above your maximum in this way is channeled into a force blast against your enemies, emanating from the target. You may also drain extremely high mana from an area by touch, creating a mana crystal in your hand. The area in question requires a high magic density for you to use this ability.

Costs high mana. Cooldown: 10 minutes.

In addition, the Normal ability may be used for significantly greater effect by paying extremely high mana, up to five times a day. Cooldown: None.

Gold: You may channel the energy in a mana crystal to create an explosion of magical energies in the crystal itself, to a radius of fifty feet. This is considered all damage types simultaneously, and has a high chance to inflict mutate on anyone within fifty feet. Further damage radiates out to over a hundred feet, and the chance to inflict mutate drops considerably.

Alternately, you may create this effect by paying extremely high mana.

Costs high mana. Cooldown: 4 hours.

This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Avya Dalewind, Favored Consort of Evan Westfield of Earth.

“Worth a shot,” I muttered, and cast the Bronze tier effect directly on his head.

Nothing happened. Then my mana dropped from around half to nearly zero as the effect ricocheted back onto me.

I’d been in the middle of leaping from one rooftop to another, heading towards Iron District. The shock of the magic blast felt like taking a hammer to the stomach, and caused my feet to get tangled up, and I slammed into the wall, then tumbled to the ground below. In total I fell just two stories, and took 19 injuries.

The indignity of it though… that stung.


19- A Few More Deep Breaths

Plus the mana loss was concerning.

Unkas Magekiller was living up to his name. I thought I’d had him close to  down, but he had two full health bars now, and the third one was slowly climbing, nearly at a quarter now.

I brought up the mini map, even as I got to my feet and dove away from the whip blades coming in hot.

Red Dragon’s Mark, Beastmaster’s Mark, and Dellendri’s Mark were all passive. None of these were overly useful to me, not after watching him tear apart Jason with such ease.

A quick search told me Erratesh’s Mark and Huntress’s Mark didn’t require any mana at all.

Great. I called out to all the beasts in the area, on the off chance one of them was a mighty sewer dwelling sea monster or a mutated crocodile or something, and they would stampede this asshole. Then I failed to dodge away enough to avoid the bladed whip entirely, and took 18 injuries on a glancing blow.

What else?

The ladies over in Erratesh had graciously given over the mark here in Ethetria, but it wasn’t going to be of much use here. I didn’t have time to shapeshift without being sliced apart by his whips or claws.

I could continue to boost my stats a little, and make ranged attacks faster and more damaging.

Wait.

Reaching back into the Black Door, I produced my pistols, rolled away from another whip attack, and began to unload on him.

Regular bullets ended up doing five to seven injuries each, but the rate of fire was pretty good. A lot of those injuries were being resisted by virtue of him being Gold tier. The guns were considered high end Bronze items. I chucked these two back into the Black Door Warehouse and grabbed two more. Time to put the brand new mark to the test.

Huntress’s Mark

*Special Ability*

*Normal tier, three stars*

Normal: Activate to significantly increase the speed of ranged weapons when fired. This increases accuracy and damage moderately.

Costs minimal Stamina to activate. Cooldown: None.

You gained this ability after joining with Tannae of Armstrong. This ability’s tier is tied to your Relationship with Tannae of Armstrong.

I funneled Stamina into the attacks and watched the damage ramp up to 9, 12, and 10 injuries apiece. Secondly, stamina fueled bullets were practically impossible to dodge. Third, and this was the most important, I could target the enemy’s face with my Gold tier Attuned and Quick.

Unkas covered his face with his beefy forearms, but I still peppered him with full clips of bullets, before reaching back and drawing brand new, fully-loaded guns. The moment he peeked out and drew back to strike, he got 9mm slugs in the eyes.

And look, I don’t care who you are: Governor, Gold tier… I don’t care if you’re a god. Getting bullets directly in your eyes is no fun for anybody.

I began to cackle.

The health bar on Unkas Magekiller dropped, and dropped further a few seconds later when he dove to the side and took the time to summon two of those earth golems.

By now my mana was beginning to regenerate, a little at least, and I teleported backwards while grabbing out new handguns.

He tried to whip at me, but I had the advantage of range on him now. Huntress’s Mark was basically doubling damage on him, making it possible to handle the hundreds of injuries he had available

After three sets of handgun rounds, I’d chipped away his second health bar and got back to the first one yet again. I kept sidestepping the golems by teleporting laterally this way, then back the other, while the big guy roared in defiance and tried slowly stalking toward me.

Until he got to a certain threshold.

I was in the middle of emptying my fifth and sixth clips into him when two things happened. First, I began to run low on Stamina. Second, he fell below about three quarters of his last health bar… and turned and fled.

“Perfect,” I muttered savagely.

Outside a certain range, and my magic wasn’t messed with. Meaning after about the fifty foot mark, I could teleport without ending up facing the wrong way, or heading in the wrong direction.

I pulled my twelve gauge combat shotgun with the extra ammo, and teleported up above him, a good two hundred feet or so.

I shouldn’t have been laughing here. I was bleeding from a dozen places, bruised and battered, down below half health myself.

But just the feeling of falling on this guy, death from above, gave me a rush of confidence. That full on insane laughter followed me down, until I touched off the twelve gauge and teleported back out to safety.

Unkas took the accelerated shotgun blast in the head and shoulders, changed direction, and put on a burst of speed.

“No, you don’t,” I hissed. No running for you, buddy.

He looked like someone had put a killer robot through a chipper shredder. He was a mess of blood, and his face looked mostly torn off. I wondered if I’d blinded him somehow and he was only operating on his Attuned senses alone.

Laughing yet again, I racked another shell into the chamber.

Another teleport to about fifty feet let me blast him in the legs, sending him off his feet, rolling on the cobbles, and slamming into a shop front.

The typical shotgun blast was doing about fifteen to sixteen injuries at range, and double that at point blank range, which was how I’d handled my first ever opponent.

Two hits from the shotgun had done most of the work, then the baseball bat had finished the job.

Enhanced shotgun was dealing twenty-four and then twenty-six injuries. Less than the twin handguns and slower. Time to switch back.

People were screaming and running now, but I ignored them. There was nothing now save Unkas Magekiller.

“I’m not a mage,” I muttered, and shot him even as he struggled to get to his feet.

“Wait,” he called in a ragged voice.

“Oh sure,” I called back, and emptied the rest of the bullets into center mass. Then I retrieved one more handgun, and the brutal axe.

Motherfucker had possibly killed my Dallinya. There was no stopping now.

He held up a hand to ward me off that was mostly blood, and I nearly got a face full of acid, but I strafed aside and put three more shots into him, point blank now. Around him, weasel-like creatures full of crocodile-like scales were in the process of emerging from the sewer area, and they were racing towards him first by the dozens. Then the hundreds.

Not the time to rest on my laurels though. Stamina was nearly out, so I wound up and got him in the guts with the brutal axe.

The force of the blow sent him back against the wall and flung some of the little creatures off him, so I used the opportunity to put the remainder of the bullets in his forehead.

“There. Now you happy? No mercy, no warning? No idea what you were getting yourself into, and now you’re fucking dead.”

Then I made sure with the axe and took that bullet-filled head completely off his body. The creatures were everywhere, carpeting him, and I mentally commanded them to keep going. My fury at this point was endless.

“Dallinya,” I whispered slowly. “I’m coming.”

Right now it felt as if I rushed back to Dallinya, she would certainly be dead. Taking my time made it feel like maybe she had a chance at living, like things were somehow under control and normal.

Deep breaths, I told myself. A few more deep breaths, and then we go survey the damage.

She couldn’t be dead.

Deep breath.

She was tough as hell.

Deep breath.

There was no way she was gone. Nobody could take away my bright, cheerful, sultry, sexy, gorgeous Dallinya.

Deep breath.

Open the Silver Door, step through. I wiped the blood and tears from my face, healed myself further, just in case the other Gold tiers thought it was a good idea not to test me, but really just erase me. The Silver Door stood in front of me, showing a part of Aceter House that hadn’t been demolished.

Deep breath, and head through.
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“Dolly?” I whispered. If I was too loud, it might be enough to kill her. I stepped lightly, too. If I pounded the floorboards, it might be enough to send her over the edge into oblivion.

No, none of this made sense.

I wasn’t in a place, mentally, that made any sense. It was totally irrational. The slow, quiet steps were partially out of fear and partially out of some stupid instinct to not disturb her.

She was there, on the floor, where I’d left her healing up.

“Dolly?” I croaked, and the spell broke. I rushed over to her unconscious form and lifted her up easily. When I tried to activate Mender’s Mark again, it said she’d been fully healed.

Okay, but…

I opened up the user interface and went into cohort. Normally I didn’t want to have a cascade of a million notifications about experience they were gaining, damage they were taking, marks they were using and mana they had remaining, so I’d pushed all that shit aside. Even now I had notifications from Shennalil, Velleth, Nakla, and the others about selling things, gaining experience and the like.

I went sifting through those notifications, and found them even as I applied more Mender’s Mark healing and opened the Silver Door directly to a shop next to the Healer’s temple.

Warning! Your cohort member Dallinya has taken 59 injuries in a single attack. This attack inflicted shattering, shock, and paralysis on Dallinya. Since the attack inflicted more than 25 injuries at once, Dallinya’s resistances were lowered. Since the attack inflicted more than 50 injuries at once, Dallinya was rendered unconscious and suffered bleeding.

Bleeding has caused enough extra injuries to trigger dying.

Mender’s Mark hadn’t put so much as a dent in the sheer volume of injuries she had. It had repaired a number of broken ribs, a broken collar bone, a broken arm, had canceled the shock and most of the broken bones, but the number was too high.

I swore in fury, confusion, and disbelief. Hellera and now Dallinya. This wasn’t happening.

I shook my head to try and clear it, but that failed.

Part of me longed to go after the entire Gold Circle and just annihilate them. Pick one off in his bed, burn the image of my face into his mind while he slowly died with my axe buried in his chest. Sling his dead body into the council chamber table and use the giant fuck-off spell to obliterate the other five of these douchebags.

I knew that wouldn’t work, and I still wanted it. These guys were strong enough to either survived a second or two of the gigantic fuck-off spell, or dodge it completely and start taking me down while I swung the beam of destruction this way and that.

I could definitely get one of them, and probably two, but I’d have to ambush the other three in their own houses before using the death ray spell. Innara would help.

My feet had carried me to Caderyn’s temple. I took a deep breath, and headed in, unable to stop my mind from racing.

No. Not only was it counterproductive, I couldn’t even be sure Dallinya was dead. Her mark hadn’t faded off my list. She was still alive.

The same attendant met me near the entrance, but held up a hand.

“Drifter,” she said. “The goddess has decreed that you will receive no more healing here in this temple.”

The breath left me in a rush. “No.”

“It is true.”

“This… this healing is not for me. This is for Dallinya of Surrek.”

“She bears your mark and is deeply connected to you.”

“What… what is the reason for this?” I demand to see the manager, my inner Karen began screaming.

“You deployed an agent of misery and vast destruction on the city of Treshkegal, and many of those who sought out healing were unable to reach the goddess’s temple. They withered and died with prayers to Her on their lips.”

I’d dumped a load of Ryoten’s nanotoxin on the city to distract Leroy from what I was doing here, but it had been in the Orchard District. I thought we’d be as far away from people as possible. Hadn’t he gotten a handle on the situation?

Zati, Avya and I had already helped clean a great deal of the nanotoxin up following our victory.

“This is the will of the goddess.”

“I think not,” I said.

The woman’s eyes widened, and now they were infused with the holy greenish glow of Caderyn really paying fucking attention.

“There you are,” I said. Now I had the manager’s attention.

“My will is not to be countermanded,” Caderyn stated firmly, and without emotion.

“I made your will manifest in this city,” I told her. “A very big ask for helping one of mine. One might say the deal was lopsided.”

“One would need to speak very carefully in my presence, mortal,” she said. “We had a deal. It is not my responsibility to make those deals fair, as well you know.”

“Oh, I know. So… what about your other temple? The one in Bershannik was rebuilt,” I told the goddess. “That one I didn’t even bargain for.”

“More is the fool you,” she replied evenly.

“I love her,” I begged. “Please.”

“Loved ones die every minute of every day,” she responded.

I could go bad guy here. I considered pulling a Leroy and pulling this fucking temple down, brick by brick. Then heading back to Bershannik and destroying that one again. I could make my way clockwise around the entire empire and make a show of my power and my fury, toppling every healing temple in the fucking Empire.

I… couldn’t. It would mean the deaths of hundreds, or thousands. It would mean the end of Caderyn’s influence here, and could possibly flat out cancel Shennalil’s healing abilities all together.

An idea struck me, and I snarled at the so-called goddess of Healing.

“Are you sure you want to become known as the goddess of Not Healing?” I demanded. Using Mischief’s Mark against her would be useless. She was at least Mythical tier, probably Ascendent. She could resist literally everything I had to throw at her.

But if I had to, I would crush her reputation. You got enough one star reviews on Yelp, and people stopped coming to you. That went double when they could get it somewhere else.

I stabbed a finger at her. “Last chance. Once I do this, you and I will be enemies, and I will make sure everyone knows you turned down a person in need.”

Those glowing green eyes narrowed. “You really are a piece of work, aren’t you Drifter?”

“I will do anything to save her life. Anything. And in case you weren’t aware, anything includes putting a goddess out of business.”

Fury and the frustration rose up and clenched a hot fist around my throat. I needed something to happen now, and it wasn’t. Tears were threatening.

As proof of my intention, I grabbed up the last full rejuvenation potion out of my inventory. The contents swirled green and gold in the vial, since it was Gold tier.

“Your mages are bent to work over your defense project,” the goddess said, still without a hint of emotion. “They cannot replicate this but once a month.”

The first of the tears spilled over. “I… don’t… care!” The cork flew off.

“You are insufferable,” the goddess said, and I stumbled back at the concentration of holy golden light that filled Dallinya’s body.

When I could see her again, I found myself staring down at a confused Dallinya.

“Evan?” she asked. Then confusion overtook her, her brow furrowing. “Why… I can’t… I can’t move.”

I stared at Caderyn, unable to keep myself composed. My face was red, the tears were coming down hard and fast now, and my nails were digging grooves into my palm.

“I’m afraid the paralysis had set in and was unable to be healed,” the goddess said. “Not even by your miracle potion.”

I tried not to let my rage spill over. I’d been outmaneuvered by the goddess again. I mean, I shouldn’t have been so bitter about an eldritch, ageless, all-powerful being with an agenda defeating a poor blue collar kid from Michigan. I wasn’t Mensa material.

“Evan?” Dallinya asked, realization becoming fear. I stroked her hair and her ear, furious, and forced back tears.

Finally I was able to speak. “You’re going to be fine.” To the goddess, I said, “Am I correct? You can heal the paralysis.”

Caderyn nodded, the tiniest fraction.

“You realize, of course, that what you’re doing is extortion. It’s corrupt and it’s vile, and if I say anything else you’re going to shut me out.”

“You’re correct on all counts,” she said. “On the other hand, I don’t follow a moral code.” That was for goddamn sure.

“And what’s it going to cost me?” I hissed.
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A few minutes later, I pulled the headless body of Unkas Nowdead through the Silver Door and to the base of the tower in the Gold city of Armstrong. A seneschal stood gaping at me from a little ways away, clutching a large tome to his chest. The head thumped onto the body, where I tossed it.

“Unkas Magekiller,” I told him. My anger was still burning brightly from what he’d done, and then what the healing goddess had forced me to do. “No longer able to fight the coming demon army. Now tell the Gold Circle here I’d like to show them the real enemy, up in Surrek, at their earliest convenience. Which should be soon, because without a battle plan, the Empire is not long for this world.”

I had no choice but to do it now. If they sent one guy after me to test my strength, they might go with five or all six next time. I certainly couldn’t take them en masse, no matter how much luck I stumbled upon.

The seneschal’s knees were shaking.

“You got all that?” I asked. God, I probably looked mostly dead as it was.

He tore his eyes away from the grisly scene and nodded slowly. I understood.

“Good. I don’t want to repeat myself, or kill another Gold tier to make a statement with his severed head.”

I left.


20- I Feel It Again

Avya appeared around two hours later. Velleth and the others couldn’t handle being underwater without special help, so when I opened the Silver Door, she nearly came through alone.

Then I ushered all the others through. “Come on everybody, we could use a day trip.”

“Where is this? Where are we?” Zephellyn asked, her whole body clear sky blue.

“Trierssek,” Quavallie answered.

Sillandria, Laylenna, and Velleth entered, along with Shennalil. Tannae, the felinian was also invited and entered as well, peering around in wide-eyed wonder.

“Are you sure this is wise?” Velleth asked.

“No, of course not.” But they wouldn’t be safe with the plans I had in motion. “But it’s the least worst option.”

“We have responsibilities in the city,” Velleth replied.

“Don’t worry, I’ll make sure he punishes you severely for not taking care of them,” Avya said, and tipped her a wink.

Velleth blushed, the red in her cheeks and the tops of her ears turning her skin purple.

Shennalil was kind enough to wait until we were on the road leading to the city gates to separate me from the remainder of the ladies before coming in quiet.

“Where’s Dallinya?”

Eyes wide, I shouted, “Kevin!”

All eyes turned on me.

“It’s a… movie… reference. Never mind. As you were.”

Shennalil’s concern only grew, so I took to the sky under the pretense of securing the area, then manifested the red dragon form and flapped my wings to hang in place in the air.

“She’s with the Healer goddess,” I said.

“Caderyn? Why?”

“It’s taken care of,” I told her.

Her eyes narrowed. “I’m not spying on you, Evan. You can tell me.”

“You won’t like it.”

“Now you have to tell me.”

“Well I’m sorry in advance, okay?” And before she could interject again, I laid out what had happened, along with the new deal I’d been forced to work out under Caderyn. My darling, innocent little fae didn’t exactly take the story well. The story of Unkas Magekiller was bad enough on its face without adding insult to injury, which was literally what Caderyn had just done.

Shennalil’s shock was soon joined by disbelief, which I completely understood, then fury.

“Why? Why use Dallinya as a bargaining chit?”

I shook my head. “Gods and goddesses don’t operate under the same strictures as you and I,” I told her. I wasn’t sure at first why I was playing devil’s advocate on the goddess’s behalf, until I remembered that she was holding the use of Dallinya’s body hostage. “They don’t care like you and I. She cares, but she just cares in a different way.” As much as I didn’t want to defend Caderyn, I didn’t want Shennalil doing anything stupid much, much more.

“I’ll give her a piece of my mind!” My adorable little fae announced loudly. “I’ll go sort this out. She can’t hold Dallinya prisoner!”

We rejoined the others on the ground, and Shen flitted down and took my hand. It felt cool and comforting in mine, and tiny.

“You will do no such thing,” I said quietly.

Caderyn could, and would, revoke her healing magic from my lovely little fae, and I couldn’t have that.

“What?” She asked, aghast, and jerked her hand away. I lost some relationship experience off that, which was to be expected. Still, it hurt me. “Why would you say that?”

“It’s falling on me more and more to protect you. All of you. And I don’t have a stellar track record right now. So we’re heading somewhere you won’t be in danger while I do something semi insane.”

“Wait, what? There’s more?”

I grinned. “There’s always more. And no, before you ask, I’m not going to explain. It has to be done, it’s dangerous, and it’s already put Dallinya in danger. So no. Let’s just have fun on this little holiday and put this out of your mind.”

She cast one last doubtful look my way, but didn’t push further. Thankfully. No more lost Relationship experience, and no more pain rising in my chest at every sliver dropped off.

I only had access to Trierssek through the cellar door of the place Quavallie had taken me to, so this is the place we arrived at, departed in a hurry, and left behind us.

There wouldn’t be any Silver Door action in the cephellian territory, that was for damn sure. They had been very clear on that in the lightning fast negotiations with their leaders.

A few minutes of being in Trierssek confirmed my initial feeling that this would be a great place for a little vacay. We had business, I definitely needed to help out Innara, but we could take a few hours here. The whole Empire wasn’t about to collapse in the space of a day. Something about Rome not being built in a day, with a smidgen of Nero fiddling while Rome burned.

I didn’t have a snappy saying for the urgency I felt. It wasn’t entirely urgent, let’s just say that. We had an army on the way and an Empire to save, but it wasn’t imminent.

The city I brought Avya and the others into wasn’t anything like Surrek or even Bershannik. My jewel in the north was surrounded by fifty foot walls and sitting on a low rise in the middle of a huge, sparsely-wooded grassland area. It was the only thing for miles and miles, if you didn’t count the farmhouses dotting the landscape for miles around.

Bershannik was carved directly into a mountain, a huge portion of stone just eradicated for the purposes of providing a mountain pass from points east into the Empire itself. It was larger and more grand than Surrek, in large part because of how many centaur creatures out this way.

“Hey, ya big dummy,” Avya said, striding through. “Whoa, Trierssek looks amazing.”

Her head was on a swivel, looking at everything as quick as possible.

This third city was vastly different than both of these. First of all, the city walls were barely twenty feet high, and they were created from a specific type of stone I’d never seen before, which was brilliant emerald in color. This green stone reached out to my Attuned senses, telling me it was magical somehow. The Governor’s tower was also composed of this substance, and while it looked a bit like my boring old white tower, it was squatter and didn’t reach as high.

The buildings were mostly of reddish clay, smooth and squat as well, and it had a more tropical air about it, like Florida. The trees had that palm look to them, though other trees had broad leaves and plain old tree shapes. The grass was more sparse, in tufts, but longer. 

The ladies all marveled at the wonders here… except my two worker bees. Nakla had decided to stay behind and sell every item I’d ever conceived of having in stock, while Zati was continuing to monitor the demon threat.

“Are you sure about this?” Velleth asked quietly.

“I am, pet,” I told her. The whole situation with Trierssek and Morravek and the Invidiel demons was quickly explained.

Avya said, “I’m going to be living here for the time being.”

“I don’t know of any other way to do it,” I told her. “It’ll either be you or me, because of Cephellian’s Mark. Plus Quavallie.” We needed her to keep the cephellian people happy, or at least not trying to murder us.

Avya was not pleased.

“The air’s sweeter,” Dallinya remarked, and steered us over toward a small market full of stalls and vendors. Mostly they were hawking recognizable products, but a lot of the food was unfamiliar. Roast dead creatures, fruits, and salads with a couscous or rice looked delicious. Some items included craft works made of that magic green stone, and a lot of seashore-inspired work. They made a surprising amount of things from gleaming iridescent shell or carapace of lobster-like sea creatures.

On the way the ladies made small talk, giving me a better indication of what was going on in Surrek, while Avya stewed.

I picked up this or that item based on how longingly one of the girls stared at it, or how much they giggled over it. A lot of the vendors and sellers gave us side eye, but didn’t ask questions. Using Velleth’s illusion power Trickster’s Mark, I had on a mask: that of a strong Master with plenty of Bronze tier marks. The girls also had their illusions on, covering up their marks and projecting the image of the slave brand on the backs of their necks. No one asked to see the brands, but if anyone was looking closely and saw their hair swish, the brands would be visible.

Virtually everyone here would live their lives in a shop, then come here to hawk wares, a circular existence that didn’t allow for vacations or a lot of specific gossip. The ladies knew not to use my name or call me Drifter, and reverted to the plain old, very annoying title of Master.

Velleth loved it.

We roamed the streets for a while, giving Avya time to acclimate to the idea of her new assignment. She moped about for a while, until we got something on a stick, a fruit of some kind, and she stopped her quiet grumbling.

“What exactly are we doing here then?” Laylenna asked.

“Day trip,” I told them.

“This is an earth term,” Sillandria put in. Every time the quiet elf spoke, everyone listened. She glanced about at the sudden attention. “Is it not?”

“Sure is,” I told them. “We can do anything we want.”

“I love it,” Shennalil said, flitting here and there in the wide street lined with Ethetria’s version of palm trees. She found several fae harvesting the fruit from these and spoke with them quietly, while below we stared at the tanned humans, nut brown elves, weathered dwarves doing their smith work outside under the blue, blue sky.

To me the whole thing seemed like a very forced act, but none of the others said anything.

“People need a break before they go and do the really difficult work,” I went on.

If you weren’t paying close attention, Trierssek seemed idyllic. The weather, the trees, the way people went about their work, and the general air of calm about the place were all lovely. Scholars, actual scholars with spectacles, rushed here and there with armloads of books.

“Books!” Laylenna cried out, at virtually the same time I was about to blurt the same thing. “Zati would love this place.”

“Shame she isn’t here,” Velleth said.

“Perhaps we can buy one for her?” Sillandria suggested, and a few minutes later we had several books in the Black Door warehouse, all histories.

Eventually Shennalil flew back down to meet us. “I know where we need to go,” she said.
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A small inlet allowed water to get close to the city around the northern edge, and created a pool the Governor had declared off limits. It was now one of the Empire’s first and only protected parks, where hunting was illegal, Masters were welcome to visit, and was lorded over by a Master of Shallows District. Which Shennalil had just learned about, and where we were headed.

An adorable little beach flanked a good portion of the pool, which was large enough that we couldn’t see all of it from this angle.

Through crystal waters we found alien plant life and fish aplenty, and only a handful of Masters lounging on the beach a good ways off.

“Come on!” Quavallie called, already in the water.

“I… couldn’t,” Laylenna said, peering at the water like it would swallow her whole.

“I’ll protect you,” Quavallie said. Then to Zephellyn. “You too!”

The sylph had a long history with water, and shied away until Quavallie splashed her with a magical wave. She gasped and spluttered, aghast, then flew in over the protected lagoon and splashed Quavallie right back. Quavallie responded by grabbing Zephellyn with a tendril of water and pulling her under.

“You know what I could use?” Shennalil said quietly.

“What’s that?” I asked, even as Avya said, “I know exactly what you’re thinking.”

“A good, long session with our big, burly Master Evan,” Shennalil said. “It’s been a while.”

“And his big, long cock,” Avya finished.

“What?” Sillandria asked, amazed.

“His whole body is basically just a life support system for his cock,” Avya went on. “Right? Life support system?”

I nodded, laughing. Zati had spent some time teaching her how to read and now she was devouring books left and right.

“Ugh,” Shennalil groaned. “I’ve been feeling like this for days, like I needed it. And now that I actually have the opportunity…”

“What?” I asked. Avya was behind me, peeling my shirt up over my abs. Her breasts were pressed against my butt and it immediately stirred me.

Shen giggled. “Never mind, I feel it again.”

Sillandria looked scandalized. The night elf stared back and forth between the nellwyn and the fae, who were grinning, then around at the other beach goers. Maybe she expected some beach police to come running and shut the whole thing down. “This is joking…” It took her some time to process. “This is… not joking?”

Sweet summer child hadn’t been out of the Governor’s harem for long, had she?

“Oh no,” Avya said. “This is certainly not joking. I’m going to be stuck in this glorious tropical shit hole for the foreseeable future, and I want me some Evan time before he leaves me stranded.”

Avya was kind enough to give Shennalil first dibs. While Quavallie helped Laylenna get over her fear of water.

All told, I spent nearly six hours inside my gorgeous womenfolk, one after another. Shennalil wanted me first, and so she got me, clambering up my body until she was face to face, and smiling at me. After that came the kisses. Shennalil, for whatever reason, was someone who wanted to kiss all the places. Like all of them. She flew over and landed on my back, kissing over my neck and shoulders, she stood on the ground and kissed up the backs of my legs, and she was especially adorable when staring into my eyes and kissing her way closer and closer to her ultimate prize.

She got to licking then, around the shaft, up and down the length, over the head, then all way back down and over my balls. She seemed to have infinite patience, and she also seemed to want to hear me groan in agony. I ended up begging her before she had had enough, and she froze with my cock running the length of her face.

It was incredibly cute. A minute later it was incredibly erotic, with Shen squatting on top of me, impaling herself on me and face totally blissed out. I’d begun to notice the little things about her while having sex, like for instance that her wings twitched, just a tiny amount, any time she was feeling completely at ease with the sex.

For a time I was content to simply watch my pole appear and disappear with Shennalil’s movements, and lean down to give her kisses any time she seemed to be in danger of breaking contact entirely. Eventually though I flipped her around, settled her on her stomach, and really gave it to her. I didn’t think the people down the beach could hear her, but if they could they’d probably wonder if I was murdering the little fae.

Once I really got her going, I balanced myself on one hand, and with the other ran my fingers over the base of her wings. It eventually got to the point where she was waving and back behind her and trying to slap at me. Apparently, the wing treatment, along with some serious deep fucking from behind was more than she could handle.

I shouldn’t have gotten so much pleasure or enjoyment out of reducing a woman to a puddle beneath me, or maybe I should’ve. All I knew was she could barely lift her arm, she couldn’t speak, and I loved her for it.

What time I stayed with her, resting on my forearms above her so as not to leave her. I wanted to stay buried inside my gorgeous little sky blue fae, but she told me enough was enough with a light snore.

“I love you,” I whispered. But only got her closed eyes and completely relaxed sleepy face in return.

Afterwards it was Avya’s turn to get a little bit more Evan in her life. Unlike Shen she wasted no time in getting a little bit of Evan all up in her.

She wanted to make love in the water, so we got into the crystal blue waters and commenced right away. It took absolutely no time for Avya to start a series of body wracking orgasms, shuddering and groaning with the first, and then when I plowed resolutely on, the second.

Here the waters were barely two feet deep and we were able to switch up to a good number of positions without discomfort. First Avya staring up into my eyes, her impaled on me and me kneeling. She kept rising out of the water, showing off her sparkling and dripping breasts, then slamming back down up to her neck. Staring at me in adoration. Telling me she was going to miss this and I needed to come visit often.

Like I was going to be gone weeks and weeks instead of a couple days. I showed her how much I was going to miss her by holding her face, gently, rubbing my thumbs up and down her checks and lips and jaw, and bending to kiss her often. 

We were going to be fine. The Emperor was the last big blip on our difficulty radar. After him everything got easier.

After all, how could we carry on like this, in broad daylight, if it wasn’t safe?

It didn’t take any marks of power to make her explode in climax again and again. I even squashed her onto her stomach, too, right at the edge of the water, and drilled into her until she begged me to stop. Only then did I allow my own climax to arrive, and coated her with enough of my seed that she glared at me. Then, torn between the urge to wash it off in the water and scoop it off, she glared at me again.

Velleth and Sillandria were there to help her get all the difficult to reach spots.

Sillandria wanted to be taken next, and I could hardly say no. Velleth wanted in on the action too. You can always tell by the way your punishment slut grabs onto your left hand and calls you Master.

And this was how I ended up broadcasting my feelings via Empath’s Mark back toward Velleth, while holding onto Sillandria under the water.  I assured her with whispered promises that no one could see what we were doing.

Oh, they would know, but it wouldn’t be easy to see.

Sillandria didn’t need bells or whistles. She didn’t need the wheelbarrow position or to have me manifest a second cock or anything. All the night elf wanted was to be the absolute focus of my attentions. She wanted me to stare into those twin galaxy-colored eyes of hers, hold her close, and then serve her up the kind of pleasure she needed and deserved.

I was happy to provide both of these services. She was happy to have me filling her completely, to hear me whisper sweet nothings to her, and hold her. It could have been my imagination, but the stars inside her seemed to twinkle all the brighter when she came.


21- You Little Miracle Worker

Zephellyn asked to be included. I could tell that she was uncomfortable being close to the bottom of the hierarchy of my coterie, even though that hierarchy was clearly just a figment of her imagination. Auralla was my OG and out of the picture. Avya was my Favored Consort and I had her slated for a shit duty to ensure demons wouldn’t outflank the Empire. Quavallie was not technically one of the core five, but she also had a place in my heart. The same could be said for Shennalil, who I’d been unable to give enough attention lately.

“What?” I asked, grinning, and opened my arms to welcome her in.

She was feeling self-conscious, and humor was the wrong way to go. She nearly bolted into the sky. The whole of her was filled with rushing clouds, the kind you got on exceptionally windy days.

“Zephellyn,” I said, realizing at that moment I almost never used her name. I wanted to call her ‘my love’ but didn’t know how she might react to that either.

“I… I am First Domi no longer,” she responded.

“You’re not sure where you fit now?” I asked.

She clouded further.

“You’re special to me,” I told her, “which is why I brought you. You must know this.”

“Must I?” she asked. “You have brought so many of us here.”

“You must,” I insisted. “Perhaps you’ve forgotten, but we ventured to another world, and I gave you anything you desired while there. Only a handful of very special people receive this treatment.”

The clouds eventually started to disappear, first flattening out into a thin layer and then disappearing. Finally she stepped forward into my embrace.

“And… now we fuck?” she asked.

I cocked an eyebrow at her and grinned. “You’ve been spending too much time around Avya and Dallinya. Feel free to go flying around, wherever you like, for however long you like. We’re not required to fuck.”

She grinned at me, then sauntered closer. She had an especially lovely roll to her hips, and her gray eyes (which never went blue) twinkled with mischief. “And… what if I want to?”

“Oh, well in that case we fuck.”

She smiled, shrugged, then took off into the air.

“That’s your cue to follow her,” Avya said.

With Sylph’s Mark at Silver, I could take the form of a sylph.

Sylph’s Mark

*Special Ability, Elemental*

*Silver tier, four stars*

Normal: Activate to transform yourself and carried equipment into air for moderate mana per second. Physical attacks pass through you, and your nonmagical attacks cause no damage. You appear as a faint mist and your Sly and Stealth are increased by a significant amount. You may pass through any barrier that admits air, at normal movement speed.

You may transform one willing subject as per the Normal ability by touching the target and paying moderate mana per second.

Costs minimal mana to activate. Cooldown 1 minute.

Bronze: Activate to step on air as though it were a solid object. Each step costs minimal mana. No cooldown.

Silver: Transform into a sylph for up to 5 minutes. In sylph form you may fly naturally at a speed of your total Quick stars times 5 miles per hour. Costs very high mana to activate, and very high mana to extend for and additional three minutes. Cooldown: 6 hours.

You gained this ability after joining with Zephellyn, First Domi of Sunspire. This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Zephellyn, First Domi of Sunspire.

The sensation of the transformation was like nothing else. Even with Quavallie’s jellyfish-like body, it was still flesh and blood. Quavallie had blood in her veins.

A sylph was an elemental, though. She was composed of magic and air, and that was it. The sensation was bizarre, not having a heart or lungs or other organs any longer, and being as light as air.

I floated up off the ground without a hint of effort.

Flight was another oddity. I just… moved my body this way, and it went that way. Walking was actually more difficult than flying now, because I’d have to make my air feet come into contact with the ground, which now felt dirty and best left alone down there.

“What are you waiting for?” Shen asked.

Zephellyn could have easily outpaced me. She clearly didn’t need to let me catch up to her. She made it hard, too, twisting this way and that out of my reach. Finally though I got a hand on her ankle and drew her backwards to me. She was reeled in laughing the whole way, turning deeper and deeper blue as worry cleared her mind and left only the joy of flight in its slipstream.

“Gotcha,” I told her.

She didn’t object to being caught, but twisted in the air and turned to look at me, holding her ankle as I was. “You look good as a sylph.”

“So do you.” It hadn’t really occurred to me that, like cartoon animals, she’d been naked the whole time I’d known her. Her birthday suit was all I’d ever known. Of course she had.

She drew close. “I like you, Drifter.” Then, when I opened my mouth to speak, she placed a finger over it. “I wasn’t prepared to like you like this. I am astonished at how easy it is to be with you. Neither was I prepared to let Sunspire be consumed by Surrek… and here we are.”

“You still meet with them in Surrek, don’t you?”

She nodded, smiling. “The Domi monitor all the Sunspire women as they transition to lives in Surrek.”

“Sunspire still exists then.”

The blue within her deepened near to indigo. “I… thank you for saying.”

I wrapped her up in a weirdly airy, strangely tight hug. She snuggled into it, and made a satisfied sound that I loved to hear. We kissed, her elemental air lips coming into contact with mine. Two thick veils of mist pressing against one another. Twin rain showers licking over the other. It really was the oddest sensation.

“You want to do it, don’t you?” she asked.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I told her, eyes wide.

“Fuck!” Shennalil called from farther off, laughing. “She means you want to fuck!”

“You know,” I told her, “when you’re willing to shout it out loud like that, it loses its adorable charm.”

“You two should fuuuuuuuuck,” Shen cried out, making Zephellyn laugh.

“You want my sweet sweet altostratus up in your cumulonimbus?” I asked quietly.

She giggled. “I am surprised you have names for the types of clouds. You’re insatiable, aren’t you?”

“Yes I am,” I responded. “I’d be even happier to make love, if that’s what you’d prefer… or just to fly with you a little more.”

“Fly with me a little more,” she whispered, and kissed me again.

So that’s what we did.

And honestly, it was glorious. Like swimming but without the vague unease that something was down there and about to come up and snap you up. No weight pulling you down, movement in all directions, the wind rushing past your face, and the sun on you.
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Shennalil would not be deterred so easily, however. Once the First Domi of Sunspire begged off to go meet with the other three Domi for a Sunspire conference of some kind, Shennalil insisted we fly together with me as a sylph. Although this required a lot of mana, I had a metric ton from being Gold tier. And while this was boosted even further from Red Dragon’s Mark, I could see the stars falling away from my relationship with Hellera.

I couldn’t be sure what was worse: knowing that she was being lost to me, or knowing that detaching the demon from her would kill her. I also couldn’t be sure if she was still in there, or if the demon’s influence had tainted her mind.

Shennalil took my mind off all that with flying around the city. Now, I’d seen Surrek from on high before, but never up this high. Although the walls were fifty feet high, and the Governor’s tower was even taller, it still didn’t look like much; little more than a rough circle with a narrow ribbon of blue touching it at once side.

I purposefully avoided swinging north and checking on the progress of the amassed demons. Zati had that reconnaissance well in hand and it would only kill off any enjoyment I felt today.

“How about me?” Shen asked.

“You want to… make love?” I asked, and waggled my airy eyebrows at her.

“Fuck yeah I do,” she insisted, all the while giggling. “You got to have a flying fuck with First Domi before, right?”

“No, actually. Just her floating, me on the ground.” I hadn’t joined the mile high club because flight powers weren’t easy to come by.

She stared. “Really?”

“I only reached Silver with her and got this transformation a little while ago.”

Her open-mouthed incomprehension melted into pure glee, and I couldn’t help but smile in return. I loved this flighty little ball of energy and innocence, and now swear words. “Oh wow, let’s do it! You going to give me that dick, Governor?”

“I’ve created a monster.”

That gleam in her eye was making me hard already. “I think that’s a yes!”

Shennalil had specially made clothes to accommodate her wings, which often tied at the back or at the sides. This one was a back tie, one at her lower back and one behind the neck.

Or it had been; it went fluttering off to land somewhere in Surrek. Zipping around, she wiggled out of a little pleated skirt she’d found from among the earth stuff, but that was now gone too. Property of gravity.

I had a strange hard on composed of air now, and I twisted in the air, drawing close to my fae miracle worker. Now my completely nude fae miracle worker.

With a deft move, she was above me, down between my legs and sucking on my elemental cock, humming happily with one hand at my balls and the other wrapped around to keep us from drifting apart.

I’ll say this: once you start to lose concentration, you begin to fall down to the ground. Property of gravity.

Shen went on sucking my cock in free fall, happily humming away while pleasuring my weird magic body. The air roared around us, but sylph bodies were made to handle that sound and feeling without issue, because it didn’t concern me at all. Only the feeling of her lips and tongue lashing at my cock were on my mind.

Suddenly she pulled off.

“Huh?” I asked.

“You have to stop, silly,” she told me, and I looked behind me at the farm lands surrounding the city rushing up to meet us.

I slowed and halted our fall, then closed my eyes and concentrated on altitude… and the feeling of midair head. Shen cupped my balls, kneading them gently while pulling on my ass, basically face fucking herself on me. Whatever I was now composed of, she had no trouble getting that all way down her throat and applying a lot of amazing suction.

“Ohhh fuck,” I groaned, and that must’ve been the trigger she needed to pull off and flutter up to me.

“You taste… interesting,” she said.

“Different huh?”

“I want that inside me.” And then, as if something had occurred to her, she gave me a surprised face. “Oh I love you, Evan.”

I grinned. “I love you too. What brought this on?”

She took hold of my sylph cock in two hands and pulled us together in the air. “You did all this… you’re doing all this, for us.”

I slid into her slick channel and loved the satisfied groan that came with being inside her.

“Ugh,” she groaned. “I love this too. I love that you’re doing this for us.”

“I love you,” I whispered in her ear, and started to really hammer away at her in earnest. Since I was made of elemental magic air, and also Gold tier, size wasn’t an issue; I automatically resized to fit her small form.

She felt incredible, mostly from the freedom. Even standing up, gravity had always been a consideration, but now we were slowly twisting around in the air, doing barrel rolls while thrusting and heaving. Her moans were maybe louder than ever before, or they seemed so, since we were hundreds of feet in the air.

“Everyone… could see us,” she panted.

The chance that we could be seen by basically everyone in the city ramped up the eroticism factor too. I liked to imagine other Masters might send their fae ladies up to get a look at just what the fuck was happening up here. And the scandal that would follow.

Shennalil spun around while I was under her, presenting me a fine view of her ass slamming up and down, her wings blurred in motion, and her head thrown back in ecstasy. I reached up and placed my hand between her wings, then ran a finger down the base of them both at the same time.

Shennalil screamed out in orgasm, shuddering, nearly bucking off me all together, but I grabbed onto a hip and forced my body to fly in her direction. Essentially I was jousting, flying cock first with my lover impaled on me.

“I love it!” she shouted. “I want it all the time! Ohh Evan.”

“I love you,” I told her once more, and exploded within her just before receiving this message.

Congratulations! Shennalil of Surrek has found a trust and love in you so complete that it has fundamentally altered her personality and outlook. Short months ago, Shennalil was nothing but a shivering, naked waif dreading life under your service. Now she has an exalted place amongst the Governor’s coterie, and trusts in you implicitly.

You have reached Gold tier Relationship status with Shennalil of Surrek. You have shared further power with her, imbuing her with Steel-Willed Mark. She has likewise shared further power with you, imbuing you with Purity’s Mark.

I goggled at the message and returned to the city on autopilot, with a woozy fae in my arms. It was a good thing too, because I was low on mana after maintaining the sylph form for so long.

The news was quickly absorbed, given the gold sheen on Shennalil’s Adrift Mark and new Steel-Willed Mark. The girls huddled around Shennalil, congratulating her. I too was pleased to have someone so thoroughly trust me, so thoroughly in love with me, so thoroughly impressed with the job I’d done with the Emperor, that she’d gotten the twelve stars necessary to surpass Silver and rise to Gold.

Velleth’s faith in me had taken a hit when Hellera had been corrupted and stolen away by the demon hordes. Quavallie and I were close now, very close, but after that, Zephellyn still had several Silver stars to go. Laylenna and Sillandria were only about halfway through Silver.

Mender’s Mark

*Spell, holy*

*Gold tier, no stars*

Normal: Activate and touch yourself or an ally to heal two injuries immediately, and heal five more injuries over the course of two minutes. When used consecutively on the same target, the heal over time effect does not stack. When used on a target with a critical injury, stabilizes the target immediately but offers no further healing.

Lasts 2 minutes. Costs moderate mana. Cooldown: 10 seconds

Bronze: Activate and touch yourself or an ally to cleanse any single damage condition and heal twelve injuries over five minutes. When used consecutively, the heal over time effect stacks with the other tier effects, but not repeated uses of this effect.

In addition, Mending effects now deal damage to undead targets.  

Lasts 5 minutes. Costs moderate mana. Cooldown: 10 seconds.

Silver: Activate to bathe the surrounding area in holy, healing magic. This heals allies within 10 feet of you for twelve injuries immediately, and another fifteen over three minutes. Also immediately cleanses all regular, poison, and unholy conditions of Silver tier or lower. When used consecutively, the heal over time effect stacks with the other tier effects, but not repeated uses of this effect.

In addition, you gain high resistance to the shock condition.

Lasts 5 minutes. Costs high mana. Cooldown: 2 minutes.

Gold: You become a beacon of holy energy. Anyone you touch is instantly healed for thirty injuries during this time. Anyone within 30 feet of you is healed for eight injuries per second. You radiate light, and your enemies suffer blindness and confusion when within 30 feet of you.

Lasts 10 minutes. Costs extremely high mana. Cooldown: 30 minutes.

In addition, Mending effects now heal for double the stated injuries.

You gained this ability after joining with Shennalil of Surrek. This ability’s tier is tied to your Relationship with Shennalil of Surrek.

Just in time, too. This would be a potent weapon against the demons. The healing effects were now significantly more powerful. So far so good.

In addition to having a strong bond with Shennalil, which was lovely, I’d just gained another mark of power from her. This one was really something: a glowing halo instead of a tattoo-like thing. This one didn’t glimmer with a sheen of gold or silver like the others, but instead just glowed, like someone had inserted a circle of neon light inside my body, over my heart.

“Hang on a second,” I breathed.

The Beastmaster’s Mark from Auralla had shifted position to my other pectoral muscle. Okay this bore looking into.

I pulled up the write up for this brand new mark and gasped at what I found.

Purity’s Mark

*Passive, holy*

*Gold tier, no stars*

Normal: You gain significant resistance to unholy effects. You gain significant resistance to mental and social effects from enemies. Three times per day, you may emit a soft glow that illuminates up to ten feet, and makes you more difficult to target with ranged attacks. This effect lasts 10 minutes.

Bronze: You may fully restore your mana pool once per day. If you lie or harm someone in a situation not in self defense, you lose the chance to activate this ability. The use of this ability refreshes each morning.

Silver: Once per day you may wreath yourself in an aura of white light. You may not be harmed, nor may you harm another with another attack or ability. Anyone who attempts to harm you suffers high holy damage, knockback, and blindness.

This effect lasts up to 10 minutes.

Gold: Five times per day you may cleanse a target of all impurities, including negative thoughts, by touching them. This cleanses all conditions, restores stamina, restores extremely high mana, and heals up to 100 injuries with holy energy. After being cleansed, an enemy will suffer from confusion.

In addition, you may extend the Normal, Bronze, or Silver abilities on up to 3 innocent targets per day. An innocent target has not told a falsehood or raised a hand except in self defense that day.

You gained this ability after joining with Shennalil of Surrek. This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Shennalil of Surrek.

Well that was a whole lot of awesome to take in at once.

“You little miracle worker,” I breathed. I was pretty sure the first time she’d used her Mender abilities to save Hellera, I’d said the same thing.


22- I Can’t Hold Back Any Longer

When we arrived back in Surrek, it was to chaos. Rings of guards had common peasant looking people hemmed in, literally filling the former Slave District with refugees in pens and tents.

The bodies of monsters were piled up outside the walls. Some of the faster climber monsters had breached the wall and were killed by Masters elsewhere in the city.

One result of this was a handful of dead harem members from the New Bloods. One Master had also been assaulted in the chaos, and was so badly beaten he hadn’t woken yet. A ring of concerned young women sat around him in the Healing District temple, where I was only allowed because I’d made a deal with Caderyn.

Shit. About that.

All the acolytes of the goddess watched me warily. I had sort of threatened to rip down the walls of the temple and invalidate her presence in Surrek.

“Why isn’t he awake?” I asked the women. I kind of hoped the clerics of Caderyn were listening in and would offer up an explanation, but no dice.

A lot of tearful, angry faces turned on me. “Because of you,” one of them finally managed, though it was clear she could barely speak.

“Me, huh?”

“They told us,” another said. “They told us you did something, angered the goddess. She won’t heal anyone.”

“Be honest,” a third said. “She won’t let anyone die who comes in here.”

“But all of them are being put to sleep!”

No…

I looked around the temple and found unconscious bodies laid out in neat rows further in this huge antechamber.

Marching up to one of the clerics, I fully intended to let him have it, but he held up a hand and his eyes glowed with the tell-tale green that said I was speaking directly to Caderyn.

“You have mentioned that demons are coming,” the goddess said. 

“So many fucking demons.”

“And they are likely to level your city,” she said.

“Which is why we need all the manpower, and womanpower we can get. I need Dallinya back.”

“You know our deal,” she said through the mouth of the troll cleric. “Until it is fulfilled, they will remain.”

Okay. Okay. None of the people of the city were going to end up healed, the presence of hundreds of monsters meant the demons were driving them south, and all I had to do was convince all the Governors of the empire to accept the deal put forth by the goddess of healing.

She couldn’t affect politics: Masters of districts wouldn’t let people out of their districts without special cause, and those Masters had pretty extensive rights to rule their domains. People who needed healing couldn’t get it. The goddess had complained about Surrek once upon a time, and forced me to confront every Master in the city, make them agree to Caderyn’s deal.

Now that deal needed to span the whole empire.

The way she saw it, elves of the Endless Forest were killing citizens over in the western cities, demons and aquatic races were killing imperial citizens over in the eastern cities, Kentir would periodically kill citizens over in the northeast, just east of our position by a few days’ march, and down in the south citizens of the Empire were bleeding and dying from attacks by nagas and monsters out of the desert lands. In all cases, the prayers of the suffering, prayers to the Healer were unable to be answered. And this was all because district Masters refused to let their people into an out of Healing District.

Now the deal was I had to make all the Masters of all the cities agree, or my Mender’s Mark wouldn’t work. That was part of the deal. I could only use Mender’s Mark for the next week. If the demons showed up after that, and hurt me or mine, tough titty said the kitty.

This made me regret neglecting Viyalla the Druid. I knew her Druid’s Mark would allow me to craft healing items like potions or salves, and those weren’t bound by Caderyn. Unfortunately Viyalla had disappeared into the forest following the debacle with the demon tree, and had never returned to civilization. We really only had two Normal relationship stars, so it was far too late on that score. Even if I swept her off her feet, which I doubted she wanted, I’d have a mountain of Relationship stars to climb.

I could… just dominate her and take her power. It would get me to Gold with fifteen stars in no time. Whatever Druid powers I didn’t yet have, I would suddenly have at their highest strength.

And I’d be That Guy, who went back on his word. No, I wasn’t going to betray her, and suffer whatever lost Relationship stars followed in the wake of that with all the other women of my coterie.

Meaning I had to go deal with eleven other cities. Deep breath. Okay.

I went to summon Innara, only to realize she was on assignment already. Avya needed to remain here to see to the safety of the city, and she was on ‘training’ detail for the new Masters and their harems. Her empath abilities really smoothed along the romance aspects, and she got to oversee copious amounts of sex.

Nice.

Dallinya and Hellera were out of commission. Auralla… fuck. Her absence, and now the absence of Dallinya was making me anxious. Okay, I resolved to settle this shit right. Now.

Velleth was overseeing the construction of the nodes, along with Quavallie. Laylenna and Sillandria both had tasks to complete in the city. Zephellyn had promised not to stay away from her duties as First Domi, whatever those were, so she wouldn’t leave the city again so soon after our Europe trip. That left… Shennalil?

Shennalil would have to do. Actually that gave me an idea.

I found her playing with the other fae Tennevrin, fluttering around them like two butterflies enjoying each others’ company.

“My love?” I asked.

Shennalil turned and grinned, then flung herself into my arms. I was only a little disappointed to see Tennevrin get this wistful look in her eye, as if she was jealous of whatever Shennalil got to experience that she wasn’t getting.

“We have an assignment to complete,” I told her. “Do you think you can handle it?”

Her eyes gleamed. “Will there be danger?”

“So much danger.”

“Adventure?” She was grinning now, directly into my face, and then trying to interrupt me from talking by kissing me. It was time to remember, yet again, how lucky I was.

“Lots… of adventure.”

“The possibility—” Kiss. “—of steamy sexy time—” Kiss. “—alone with my Evan?”

“I… yes. Yes there will be lots of that.”

“Yay!” she crowed, then turned an expression on me I didn’t think I’d ever seen before. “Do we have time for a little pre-adventure sexy time session?” she asked.

“Once we get one or two out of the way,” I told her. I could feel the effect of her words on me, but not as strong as with Zati. I shook off the arousal and the wicked thoughts of maybe forcing Tennevrin to watch us go to town right here in the street.

No, we could celebrate with some languid, unhurried lovemaking later.

“Hmm,” she pouted, then perked up. “Let’s go!”

This plan required that we head to all eleven of the other outer cities, so I started with Bershannik. This place was pretty fucked up, judging by the few interactions I had with Masters in here just a few months ago. When you do consulting work for the top dog of the entire Empire, you get exotic locations, threatened by good old fashioned idiot Masters, rip their hearts out after nearly getting dismembered by monsters in the coliseum, and then asked to leave by the Governor.

I wanted to say I couldn’t blame anybody for anything that happened in Bershannik but that would be lying. The former occupant of Ink District had been like a progeny of Jack the Ripper and Hannibal Lector, and his centaur buddy had been sort of the BDSM version of that.

Both were now rotting in the ground, one in another reality.

When Shennalil and I emerged from the Silver Door and into the new Ink District shop front, several people gasped or cried out.

“You didn’t come to Bershannik, did you?” I asked.

“Nope!” she said, head on a swivel.

“It’s bigger. A lot of centaur style people and creatures out this way.” One of the Gold Circles was like a huge tiger... centaur. Like a felinian had the body of a huge Siberian tiger down below, then a Siberian tiger felinian upper body. With absolutely massive shoulders and arms. 

He probably came from Bershannik.

As a result of all this hugeness, the buildings were all much larger. Some buildings of fae, gnomish or nellwyns were stacked atop one another so the centaur people could get access to their shops. Or they had centaur-sized shops with their smaller workshops and homes nestled inside like dog houses. A lot of these were up ladders or floating magic platforms or the like.

Shen followed me through the bustling streets, full of avians, orcs, gnomish, nellwyns, humans, elves, and so many centaurs. Humans or elves with the bodies of horses, zebras, spiders, more than one giraffe. Orc upper bodies with the lower bodies of warthogs, wolves, horses, dwarf upper halves with the bodies of dogs, ponies, huge rodents, and all kinds of other varieties, like gnomish uppers with the lower parts being foxes.

It nearly broke my brain, and reminded me that I really wanted to try one out, sexually, if there were females to be found tho would have me.

Wait… something was different. I stopped.

“Evan?” Shennalil’s tone was inquisitive, but she asked again when I didn’t answer, growing worried. She hadn’t been worried in Surrek. That made sense. She was from Surrek, and now she wasn’t there. Duh.

But before… had been… why couldn’t my brain do the thinking thing?

Whatever thinking I couldn’t do right now could wait. I had a goddess to sate, so I could get my lovely felinian back, so we could prepare for the coming of the Gold tiers, so we could be ready to fight off the fucking demon apocalypse, so we’d be safe to finally get Auralla out of time prison. A lot of dominoes needed to fall into place for Auralla’s sake.

“Hey listen,” I told her. “You’ll need to follow my lead. Nobody should be coming after you, but if they do, I want you to puff into smoke and fly away, okay?” She still wasn’t a powerhouse, despite the weapons training and the experience in combat she had. At least one of those experiences had been getting repeatedly fucked by demon tentacles, so clearly she could be beaten.

“Okay!” she chirped.

In two shakes of a lamb’s tail we were at the Governor’s palace and awaiting admittance. The seneschal here, a tall dwarven centaur with the lower half of a horse or a moose conducted us to wait in a comfy lobby, which wasn’t so big as to be intimidating and wasn’t so small as to feel cramped. Just the right size for three powerful people.

In due course, the tall human who glittered with gemstones appeared, frowning down at us. Shennalil beamed at him, and he frowned a little less.

“I had thought that pledging my fealty to the new empress was the end of that,” he said gruffly. “What are you doing here, Drifter?”

I stood and offered up my hand. “Listen boss, this is a courtesy call. I’m here to fundamentally change how the city functions and then leave, okay? Brush my hands clear of Bershannik dust and hopefully never return.”

His eyes narrowed. Clearly he’d caught my opening gambit, which was to try to rush past the reason for my call.

“What in the names of all the gods does that mean?” he demanded. I could feel him, with my Attuned senses, beginning to turn on various auras, defensive powers, and activate some passive abilities. Aside from grayish skin and specks of gems in his body sparkling here and there, he was covered in silvery markings.

What I wanted to do was just show off my Gold tier abilities, but they’d probably end up killing him.

Instead I just stood there, frowning. “I’ve been charged by Caderyn, goddess of Healing. This is a charge that will carry across the whole of the Empire, and you’re the first city aside from Surrek to fall in line.”

“You are mistaken, Drifter,” he said.

I drove him insane. With the Silver tier power from Empath’s Mark, I gave him five conditions all at once, and like everyone else it had ever touched, the ability caused him to fall to his knees and clutch his head.

“I’m Gold tier,” I breathed. “I killed the Emperor. Every action I took against him made me more powerful. That means your Attributes and resistances are nowhere near mine.” This might not be true. He could be pretty high up on the Silver ladder, while I was down pretty low on the Gold ladder. Though I doubted it based on the way he screamed and writhed. I hadn’t driven anyone insane in a while.

“I don’t have to be here talking to you at all,” I told him. “I could simply kill you and nominate your replacement. When I said courtesy call, this was what I meant.”

I let off on the Empath’s Mark ability and got down in his face. If he was going to level all his Silver powers against me, he needed to do it quick, and he needed to do it now, which was why I prepped a quick teleport.

“Now would you like to hear the deal or force me to show you up close and personal?”

“I’ll hear it!” he hissed painfully.

“Good.”
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Some few hours later, Shennalil and I stopped in the next city, which was Endrigal. It had taken a lot of spying around on Earth using Adrift to finally locate a good place to come through. You knew where it was on a map, but the overlap between worlds wasn’t exact, and generally a world was pretty freakin’ big. It was like flying over the Amazon rainforest and trying to pick out a specific clearing.

Once I found it though, and came through, Shennalil was right on my heels. I brought her through the veil between worlds with relative ease, though each time always felt strange.

“Whoo!” she said, shaking her head and hands like she was flinging mud off herself. The stuff from the veil between worlds sometimes felt like it was stuck to you… or in you.

“What’s that?”

“I could hear flavors,” she said, and turned a somewhat vacant smile my way, like she was trying to remember a dream. “I haven’t done that before.”

“Come on,” I told her. “I’m getting hungry.” All this bullying and kowtowing to the goddess of Healing (and inter-dimensional travel) was working up an appetite.

With an illusion in place, over myself and Shennalil, we entered the city of Endrigal for the first time.

Endrigal was no Surrek, that was for sure. Though it had forty foot high walls and sat in the mountains, and was practically carved out of a mountain, it lacked the gritty grandeur of Surrek, the massive splendor of Bershannik, or the tropical beauty of Trierssek. Still, it had a bunch of districts, was essentially a city state in its own right, and boasted a coliseum just like all the others.

“Are you sure you need me here?” she asked.

“Positive.”

“Why?”

“You’ll probably find out tomorrow,” I told her, then took her hand in mine. She still hovered beside me, but didn’t resist me pulling her hand up to place a kiss on it. “Plus, I like your company.”

She was blushing now.

Illusions on, we stopped an older tiefling woman, we got directions to a tavern in the nearest district, which ended up being Stone. Dinner was simple, a hunk of bread and a hunk of cheese to go with a bowl of hearty brown stew probably made from grellak. We tucked in, happily, and just ate the food in anonymity. Our coin was accepted here, and although I got the sense we were being watched, nobody talked to us. Maybe they thought I was a petty Master with my one slave. I wouldn’t disabuse them of that notion.

“We haven’t done anything like this… um… ever?” she said.

“Maybe at the very beginning,” I said, “But you weren’t there for that. You only joined in the city.”

“And when you went back to Sunspire,” she said. “I stayed with Velleth and helped her not have a mental breakdown.”

“Oof, thank you so much for that.”

She grinned. “Welcome!”

I loved her then, cerulean eyes alight and with a little gravy on her chin. “Honestly the times out in the forest were good times. I wish you’d been there. But I’m glad you’re here now.”

She put a hand on mine. “Evan, you don’t have to.”

“What do you mean? Have to what?”

“You don’t have to lay it on as thick as this gravy,” she said. “I’ll do anything you want. We can go upstairs to the room right now.”

I blinked at her. “You’ll do…”

“Anything you want,” she said, eyes big, face serious, gravy spot on the chin, one hundred percent adorable.

Which was how I pushed her, back to the door of our shared tavern room, and licked my way down the side of her neck to her collar bone. Shennalil moaned, and I felt her legs constrict around my waist. She had her hands in my hair, and was breathing heavily.

That familiar sensation of accomplishment was rising up, while I carefully undid her custom-tailored clothes and slid my hands up over her breasts.

As always, Shennalil’s innocence and passion both made a contrast in my mind that I thoroughly enjoyed. It was like showing a woman her first ever orgasm. It was like doing a thing to your girlfriend that none of her ex’s had ever done. That excited gasp and those wide eyes were what I wanted. They were what I got.

She was light enough that I could hold her up under her butt, and also use one finger to massage her from beneath. She responded by grinding up against me, against my abs for a time. Her hands clutched at my hair and relaxed, clutched again and relaxed, until she clenched my hair and tried to pull my head back.

“Hmm?” I asked, mouth full of nipple.

“In me,” she panted. “I want it.”

“Hmm,” I responded, and continued licking.

“Pleeeeaaaaasse,” she groaned. I was able to work my fingers beneath her panties an found her to be very wet. Very.

“As the lady commands,” I told her, turned, and tossed her in the air.

See, Shennalil’s ability to fly meant she drifted down to the bed. But by the time she turned around, I had shucked my clothes and my cock stood proudly out toward her, as if seeking her out.

“Bring that over here right this instance,” she commanded, and pointed at the bed.

I took a step and stopped short. “Clothes first,” I told her quietly.

She practically flopped around on the bed in a flurry of jerking motions to get her clothes off, and flung her panties across the room. By the time she’d finished that, I had Wicked Mark engaged. Our size difference hadn’t been a problem ever since the beginning, but it was a special treat for me to tent out Shen’s little fae abdomen, like something out of an especially raunchy doujin.

She was on her knees, tiny and naked before me. I traced one finger over one of the sky blue splotches that dotted her skin, then took her chin gently. 

“Gods, the first time you came to my bed…” I remarked.

“Let’s not talk about that,” she said. “I had no idea what pleasure was.”

“You don’t have to talk at all if you don’t want,” I suggested, and drew up at the foot of the bed.

This was a good enough cue. She came up on her knees and popped the head of my cock into her mouth. Her wings actually quivered in doing this, like she’d gotten something out of just having my cock there before her.

Her tiny hands pressed against my upper thighs, and she sucked me off slowly, with considerably more skill than the first time Dallinya had showed her what to do.

“The first time,” I groaned. “You thought this would give you control over me.”

“Mmm,” she hummed.

I reached down and stroked the base of her wings, where they sprang out of her back. This caused her to shudder and for me to catch a bit of teeth.

“You can’t do that,” she gasped. “I’ll mess up.”

“We have pain and damage reduction from Wicked Mark,” I told her. “It doesn’t hurt, and you shouldn’t stop.”

She continued, with gusto. Gods but her mouth felt amazing.

I admired Shennalil for her passion and willingness to learn. More than Avya’s stubbornness, my fae miracle worker here liked to know the best way to do it.

She knew, for instance, that I liked to snake my fingers into my partner’s hair, so she caught my hand and placed it at the back of her head. She also knew that I liked to make eye contact. Something about her looking at me while my dick slid in and out of her mouth was especially erotic for me. Thus, her sky blue eyes locked onto mine, making her mouth look even more distended.

“That’s right,” I hissed. “I love you, Shen.”

She pulled off me, opened her mouth to say something, then decided against it and went back to sucking.

“What is it?” I asked.

She shook her head, a fraction of a shake, and placed my hand on the back of her head again. Her wings quivered once more. The pleasure commenced again.

I stroked her hair. “Tell me.”

Another tiny shake of the head, and more glorious sucking. She had gotten really good at this. Wicked Mark helped.

“It’s okay,” she gasped, then dove back down.

With difficulty, I extracted her from my cock and slowly crawled up overtop her, forcing her to lay back on the bed carefully so as not to injure her wings. One, I wanted to stop pussyfooting around and get to the main event, and two, I wanted to know what was going on.

I hovered over her face. “What is it?”

“I… want your seed,” she said.

This was not new. They were all somehow addicted to my semen, which by Gold tier had some kind of addictive property. I narrowed my eyes. “And?”

“I…” she looked away.

“No sexy times for you until you tell me.” Instead I bent and began licking at her nipples again, while playing with the thatch of hair marking the destination for this evening’s fun.

I could be patient… when I had to.

Several squirming minutes later, she tried to wriggle out from under me, only to have me hold her in place. I was almost double her size, and nearly triple her weight. She wasn’t going anywhere without using her powers.

“Why?” She whined.

“Tell me,” I told her, then rapid fire licked at her nipple.

“I… my body won’t stop,” she whined.

“I don’t know what that means,” I told her.

“Please don’t hate me,” she said.

“I couldn’t hate you if I tried,” I responded, and licked up over her breasts back to her collar bone, up her neck, and to her ear. Meanwhile I had two fingers playing with her clit, making her gasp.

“Promise?” She gasped.

“Promise,” I breathed in her ear.

“I’m going to make little fae babies,” she moaned. “I can’t hold back any longer. Surrek… ugh!”

Fae made babies. It was just what they did. They were incredibly fertile, and from what I now understood, it was something they could only hold at bay for so long. Shennalil explained, on the edge of a body-wracking orgasm, that she was only about fifty percent fae, (the other fifty being nellwyn and sylph, among other things) and that meant she was less fertile than many fae.

“I’m ready,” I told her.

She made a tortured sound. “We’re not ready. We just lost Dallinya. She can’t… she won’t have her baby.”

I concentrated on her clit and was gratified at her arched back, her sharp gasp, and the way she gripped my forearm, like I was a support beam holding up her whole world and she didn’t want that world crashing down.

“I’m ready,” I told her again, and my mouth started going on ahead of itself. “We’re going to beat them. I’m going to keep you safe. I’m going to keep all of you safe.”


23- A Repeat Performance

The Governor of Endrigal was a large dwarf. The largest I’d ever seen. Almost my height!

Now, most dwarves seemed to be plant, wood, or earth themed, usually tending to be green, brown, or gray in color. Gemstones were usual, stony coloring, marbling, wood for hair, or roots for beards. The fae that had earth in them would mate with the dwarf folk. 

This guy sported shifting blue skin and flowing water for hair. Like he was made of water himself… only he wasn’t. It was a weird effect, and made no sense, since only Trierssek and Morravek were near large bodies of water, and we were hundreds of miles from either of them.

The silvery plate armor, glittering with gemstones, gave him several inches of height and a lot more inches of girth. It leant him several inches more intimidation than he would otherwise have, since he looked like a puddle had come to life. Blue hands poked out from the armor and I half expected them to drip out of the armor, down to nothing. They didn’t, and every second they didn’t seemed wrong.

He was seated in a large silvery throne, which didn’t work either. The silver of the throne and the silver of his armor weren’t the same shade.

Ranks of functionaries and advisors stood off to either side of the Governor, but down several stairs. Governor Blue Man Group’s throne sat on a dais raised up several steps.

Even more ranks of guards stood arrayed to either side, though a warhammer with a watermelon-sized head sat to the dwarf’s side, four foot handle reaching up to his shoulder, also bejeweled.

“His Governorship has authorized this audience,” a functionary called out, though the Governor seemed not best pleased. “You will have three minutes to explain your grievance and state your case.”

More formality and ritual than I’d expected. The Govenror in Surrek really did things differently.

I took a deep breath and threw on Mischief’s Mark for the bonus, only to receive the first worrying message from the UI.

Warning! It proclaimed. Arnorian’s Plate has nullified Mischief’s Mark and caused its cooldown to increase by 2 hours.

Okay then…

“If you don’t open Healing District up to every citizen of Endrigal,” I called, “Everyone in the Empire will die. Including everyone in this room.”

Silence fell over the room. A moment later, laughter bubbled up from somewhere, and quickly caught like dry tinder.

I turned Empath’s Mark on, the Silver ability, and doused the whole room with seriousness, only to receive the same UI issue: the effect was canceled by Arnorian’s Plate and I couldn’t use it again for two hours.

“You are not getting a second meeting,” he groused. “Now explain yourselves before I throw you both into the gladiatorial arena and watch as a pack of fellaerys strips your flesh from your bones.”

“Pff,” I muttered. “Been there, done that, got the partially-shredded t-shirt.”

“Speak up!” The functionary shouted. “Your insolence will not be tolerated.

I threw off the illusions and stood tall, displaying my silvery marks of power.

“I’m not playing games, your Governorship. The goddess Caderyn is displeased. She sees the suffering of the masses the Empire over, and has had enough. She has rescinded healing until you and the other eleven cities allow people to seek Her out.” 

“Your audience has been canceled,” the Governor said.

“A demonstration is in order!” I screamed. When you do war cries, a lot of people freeze up. Or maybe people have mark-enhanced damaging shouts around here. I got a moment of uncertainty to capitalize on, is what I’m saying.

Sometimes… a lot of times really, people just won’t believe things they’re told; they really just have to have a limb chopped off and then shown how it won’t heal back.

I first produced my pistols, and shot each of the guards in their stomachs. This time, Huntress’s Mark wasn’t canceled, most likely because I wasn’t shooting the Governor’s highly enchanted plate armor.

This was quick, because I also enhanced my Gold tier Quick with three extra stars from Erratesh’s Mark. All told, the shooting left a dozen guards on their sides, clutching their bellies and bleeding. It also took under three seconds.

“Evan?” Shennalil said from beside me.

The other twenty guards were rushing out from their ornamental places around the audience chamber.

After I shot the first pair of them, the ones on that side drew back and away from me, and after I shot the second pair, the guards on that side flinched.

“I’m not fucking around,” I told them.

“Evan!” Shennalil said.

Arnorian, Governor of Endrigal and possessor of some very hefty magical shit, was airborne and holding a gigantic fucking hammer like he was going to squish me with it.

I had time to push Shennalil over to earth as we’d rehearsed. And then… teleporting didn’t work. 

“Fuck,” I said, managed to twitch away to the right, and took the full weight of a hammer blow to to one arm.

I was right this moment getting a UI message that explained how Arnorian’s enchanted thingamajig had stopped me from using movement power, and increased the cooldown by enough time that it functionally erased this ability from the fight.

To be fair a lot of other UI messages were coming in. I’d never been mangled before, but I could guess at the  effect without being told what it was. I suffered a plethora of damage types: holy, unholy, lightning, poison, fire, ice, and aggravated, which ignored armor. A lot of this was resisted, because my resistances were awesome, but a lot more got through.

38 injuries worth, to be precise. Which was significant. When the Emperor had patted me on the shoulder, I’d taken twenty-some. Thirty-eight was not, however, enough to put me in shock. I also had resistance to that, so I had plenty of mana and a whole lot of abilities.

Mender’s Mark immediately went on, and I grabbed onto the haft of the hammer with my not-mangled arm, then boosted my Fierce with Erratesh’s Mark and heaved with everything I was worth.

I would’ve, but he was faster than he looked, and the haft of the hammer zapped me. I wasn’t Attuned to it, I wasn’t the owner, and this thing wasn’t having me.

Instead we started a bit of a dance. He would try to crush various parts of me, and I would dance away. Sylph’s Mark still worked, allowing me to walk on air, and that was good because despite the size of that hammer, he could swing the fucking thing really fast.

I wasn’t allowed to kill him, because Caderyn’s business, but he was allowed to kill me, and that hammer hurt like hell.

My arm took some time, but eventually it knitted back together and the mangled condition fell away. I could use it again.

A few exploratory taps against the amor showed me that I could touch it, and I paid for that information. The dwarf hit me with the hammer’s pommel, bejeweled also, inflicting five injuries and a dose of slowing cold damage I resisted easily.

Man, I was used to dodging away with teleports, but this guy’s armor was certifiably amazing.

Now… I’d been holding back a lot with people. I couldn’t use my full size and strength in bed, ever. I couldn’t hit people as hard as I wanted to. This was a comic book moment, where I turned on four Gold stars of Fierce and used all the rest as well. All twelve Silver stars, all seven Bronze stars, and all three Normal ones.

Arnorian rocketed across the room and smashed into one of the large columns supporting the massive room, about ten feet up. A crunch reverberated around the hall.

The UI informed me I’d just dealt him fifty-nine injuries from the impact. His plate had absorbed twenty of those.

Everyone in the room stilled, as though they’d just taken thirty-nine injuries and were now paralyzed.

“Would you look at that,” I said, and tried to keep my tone conversational. “You just took almost the same amount of damage I did.”

I failed to keep the anger out of my tone.

“I guess that makes us even, doesn’t it?”

A strangled sound came out of Arnorian, half a squeak. Air trying desperately to get into his lungs. A little blood already foamed at the corner of his mouth, meaning I’d shattered ribs and punctured a lung. Didn’t this guy have Survivor’s Mark? What the hell?

“If you have a healer, I’d go ahead and try to heal him,” I suggested.

No one so much as twitched.

Fuck. It wasn’t supposed to go like this. I wasn’t supposed to murder the presiding Governor. The power vacuum would mean bloody chaos in the streets, and nobody would listen to the decree of some foreigner who’d showed up and assassinated the Governor, then disappeared.

After all, I had ten more cities after this.

“Heal him up!” I screamed at the assorted functionaries and toadies and advisors in the room. When none of them moved, I roared out. More calmly, I said, “You Governor is about to die.”

It wasn’t strictly true, though Arnorian had just suffered bleeding as a condition, and continued to take injuries one after another.

After an agonizingly long time, one of them took a shaking step forward and activated a mark of power… only to gape.

“He’s not healing, is he?” I asked.

Several more of the advisors and bureaucrats rushed to see what was the matter, to be the first on the scene at the Governor’s death, or to try to help. Several more glowing hands failed to do anything to heal their Governor.

“None of your people can do anything,” I told him quietly. “None of the healers will heal from here on out. I wish I hadn’t had to demonstrate on you personally, but some people just don’t understand until they witness something firsthand.”

He blinked, and continued his ragged breathing.

“Blink twice if you believe me, and once if you want me to go fuck myself.”

He blinked twice… then once afterwards. I laughed. “That’s fair.”

This was when Shennalil flitted in from above and laid her hand on the Governor. He immediately began to respond. A gasp came from him that didn’t sound wet with his own fluids, and a minute later he propped himself up.

“Another demonstration?” I asked.

“No… no.”

“Your guards are still having troubles,” I told him. The line of personal guards were still gut shot and writhing on the floor. To the healers among the assorted toadies and flunkies, I said, “Try again. Heal up your people.”

They tried. They failed.

Soon afterwards, Shennalil healed each of them in turn, her mana boosted by the aura coming from Archivist’s Mark.

“I’m going to be back in a couple of days,” I told him. “The Drifter Governor from Surrek. If you haven’t had a chat with Caderyn and then with the Masters of your city, I’ll have a chat with them. I may also have the Empress with me.”

He just stared at me.

“Please acknowledge that this information has been received and processed,” I said.

He nodded. “Ye… yes.”

“Good.” The Silver Door brought us back to Surrek before anyone could think to test my defenses, or shoot the only fae who could heal, in the hopes that her death would reactivate their own failed healing abilities. People thought and did dumb things, and I didn’t want to give them time to test any theories.
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Back in Surrek, I smiled. “You were magnificent,” I told her. “Again, of course. You’re always magnificent.”

“Evan?” she asked in a small voice.

“What’s that, my love?” I asked.

“Let’s go to the next city quickly, please.”

I considered this, nodded, and spied the one city I had actually seen from a distance: Orivvek. If Surrek was twelve o’clock on the Empire’s map of twelve ring cities, Orivvek was one o’clock.

I’d received a whole lot of different experience for dealing with the Governor of Bershannik, then the Governor of Endrigal. I’d gained stars in Charming, Sly, Fierce, Attuned, and Tough.

This early in Gold, the stars were coming in fast… not as fast as Normal, clearly, but faster than the middle stars of Silver had been, before I blasted into orbit by taking on the Emperor.

Attuned— Gold***

Clever— Gold**

Charming— Gold**

Fierce— Gold**

Sly— Gold*

Quick— Gold**

Tough— Gold*

In fact, going over my Attributes was almost distracting enough to keep me from noticing the damn thing again.

Steel-Willed activated just as I went to step through the veil between worlds, and experience ice cream and dog hair and the feel of building blocks underfoot. I paused, looking around for the source of the disturbance. This was getting out of hand. I had shit to do, but I couldn’t just be leaving an enemy in my midst.

“Why the hell,” I hissed, to myself.

The source of the mind or emotion altering effect was more or less directly below me. Without a way to teleport into solid rock, I couldn’t get at them. It was frustrating to leave it there, but that’s what I had to do. Caderyn was holding Dallinya’s life in her healing hands, stained with blackmail as they were, and I literally had no choice but to comply.

“Zati?” I asked. I popped my head in over at the library where Zati was monitoring the demon menace. She gave me a pained look.

“They’re well over a hundred thousand strong,” she said. “And marching south.”

“A hundred thousand,” I said. “A hundred thousand Silver and above tier demons, heading straight for my city.”

“Oh, sorry,” she said. “I meant a hundred thousand in the one army, heading directly here.”

I froze. “What?”

“Another hundred thousand has split off and is heading towards Orivvek and Endrigal,” she said, and winced as if expecting me to lash out. Another hundred thousand demons. The numbers rocked me back on my heels.

“That’s… not good.” Master of Understatement, Master of the Obvious… Evan Westfield, everybody.

“I… I’m sorry, Evan. There’s another contingent.”

“What?”

“A third amassing army further west. I would guess they’ll head for Denvrigal and Drennek.” The cities out south and west of Surrek. Who were presently having troubles with elves.

Three enormous fucking armies, two on the move, with an expeditionary force probing into the Empire’s naval border.

“Please tell me they’re not moving fast.”

“They are most sluggish,” she said. “They seem unable to cover more than twenty miles a day.”

That was still far faster than I wanted. They were only a good two hundred miles to the north, or at least the portal spawning them was up there. Ten days at most? Fuck a fucking duck.

“I’ll be back in a couple days,” I told her, then paid a number of calls around the city, to the artificers, the hedge mages, the laborers, the New Blood Masters, and the Old Guard Masters. I dropped in on Nakla and Nallene, who really wanted to fuck. I hated to burst their bubbles, but I had no choice but to first burst their bubbles about a quick roll in the hay, and then burst those bubbles again about how much money and how many mana crystals we desperately needed.

Shennalil seemed to be on the verge of tears when I reappeared a good two hours later in rural Michigan. I apologized, a lot, and held her quivering body.

“I thought they were going to find me,” she whispered.

“You have illusions,” I told her.

“I knew I would run out of mana,” she said.

“Nonsense. You’re practically Silver tier, aren’t you?”

“I saw the butterflies and bugs with the pins through them,” she cried, nearly crying for real. “In a book. Zati showed it to me one day. It was terrible.”

“Nothing will happen to you. I’m here now.”

“I wanted you here, with me,” she mumbled into my chest, and I hugged her tighter.

“All you had to do was say so, love,” I murmured into her hair. “Are you ready for a repeat performance in Orivvek?”

“If we can have sex again after,” she said.

“I think we can manage it.”

The Orivvek delegation that met us required us to help with a slight issue concerning the Empire of Kentir. They had already figured out that healing had been stopped in its tracks, and weren’t willing to commit anymore troops to skirmishes with the Kentiri people.

The Kentiri didn’t have the same issue with Caderyn, and apparently followed a different set of gods. They could still heal without issue.

In return for agreeing to my demands, which they should’ve done anyway, they required Shennalil and I to led a small strike force up into the new Kentir occupied outskirts of Orivvek, the walled outposts to the north, to retake them.

Although Shennalil and I weren’t thrilled with this idea, we also didn’t have much of a choice. These stubborn assholes might be backed into a corner, but they were also in need.

Through all this I had to work with, and for, slavers. It was one series of tongue biting exchanges after another. It really meant putting up and shutting up, when I had the power to change everything with a few dozen tiny murders.

Except Orivvek was now a target of demon aggression, and only days from that.

“We’ll need to speak with the leaders of Kentir,” I told Shennalil.

“What?”

“They don’t know about the demons. We can use this to our advantage.”

“Do we have time for this?” She asked.

“Probably not… but we have to do it. We need all the help we can get… cliche or not, it’s true.”

Which was how we found ourselves walking into occupied Orivvek stronghold outposts waving the white flag and asking for parley.


24- Heal That Up

We tried very hard, absurdly hard, not to kill any of the Kentiri troops in our assault. This mostly consisted of me dropping in from above and trying to obliterate all the magic in the area with Dalewind’s Mark… except these people didn’t rely on mana in the same way Shen and I did. Or really, the way I did. Shennalil had the favor of Caderyn the way these people had the favor of their own god.

They were monotheistic, apparently. Kentir stood for ‘cult of Tir’ in their language, and Tir represented a cosmos god of sun, world of Ethetria, and observable planets.

I was forced to make superhero landings in the middle of town, atop the temple first, and really go to work. With me as a distraction, the Orivvek troops would retake the small strongholds.

These strongholds were essentially tiny versions of the twelve big imperial cities, with ten foot stone walls, excellent guard towers and walkways on the walls for defenders, and a tall central temple where you could worship any of the imperial gods and also coordinate defenses. 

So I had to give them a good thrashing. This involved throwing people off the perimeter walls, a lot of leg shots, plenty of lost hands, a whole lot of hard kicks to the breastplate, and only a few people actually dead.

Once they were in disarray the Orivvek troops would reassert dominance through marks of power, and now with Shennalil they could heal themselves.

After two more repeat performances that sent most of the Kentiri people running, I headed back to the Governor of the city. He was pleased… and not pleased.

He was also a centaur of sorts: the upper body of a thickly-built elf, and the lower body of a large deer. It was so strange to see earth creatures represented here, but only as the lower halves of centaur people.

There had to be Drifters from Erratesh over to earth at some point in the past. They wouldn’t have stayed, obviously, because of the lack of mana available.

“I’m told you inflicted minimal casualties,” he said. I could just about hear his hands on his hips.

“Listen, I have to go speak with the Kentiri leadership,” I told him. “They’re about to face an unthinkable demon threat, just like you are. They need to be ready.”

“They won’t believe you,” he said.

“Leave that to me,” I told him.
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“The great god Tir does not believe your yarn, Drifter,” one of their clerics said. “You are responsible for the deaths of our people, and you will now face judgement.

I sighed.

Kentir was a reclusive mountain kingdom from which no one returned alive. Honestly, it was kind of easy to understand, given where we were and what we were looking at.

The interior of this mountain cave had massive, high ceilings, lamps above casting down a pleasant white glow, and columns interspersed here and there, covered in relief sculpture of elegant white marble shot through with veins of black. 

The clerics wore mostly white robes of a silky material that shimmered, trimmed with gold and with sashes that made their hierarchy clear… to them. The hats too. Most likely it went like earth: the more ridiculous the hat, the more authority this person had.

Look, I don’t have time for this, is what I wanted to tell them. Instead, I had to put on my diplomacy hat.

“I appreciate your position,” I told them. “I’m sure you believe that the Great God Tir protects you here, and keeps you safe from all harm. I’m here to tell you that a hundred thousand demonic entities are going to test that theory in just about a week.”

Four or five days actually.

“The Governor of Orivvek is prepared to allow your people a place to fall back to, if and when you are overrun, but this is contingent on your continued assistance in defending the city and the Empire, so you may reclaim your lands.”

“We would never—”

I held up my hand. I don’t have time for this, I thought.

“Do you have diviners? Far-seers? Scrying magic? Directly north and a little west, you’ll find them destroying everything they come across. And marching directly for your people.

“If your people detect this threat, you have my word that Orivvek will call a truce until such time as this domination force is dealt with.”

This was the last and best offer I could give them. If they continued to attack and weaken Orivvek, the Governor and I would draw up some plans for a lightning fast strike to cripple their leadership and make it impossible for them to organize troops until the demons rolled through.

They didn’t know it, but this was the moment of truth.

Some discussion went on a ways off, and I surveyed the crowds of believers here. There were so many different shapes and sizes, all different species, many of them wearing plain brown, rough homespun clothing while their leadership wore the really nice stuff.

That was it. I put on Empath’s Mark, trusting that maybe there weren’t too many Gold tiers amongst these people, and slowly ramped up the fear. Then I kicked Mischief’s Mark on and boosted Charming and Sly by three stars with Erratesh’s Mark, costing a tiny amount of stamina.

Attuned— Gold***

Clever— Gold**

Charming— Gold**(***)

Fierce— Gold**

Sly— Gold*(***)

Quick— Gold**

Tough— Gold*

Note: Your Charming and Sly are temporarily boosted from the use of Erratesh’s Mark.

“Get ready to go mist form,” I told Shennalil.

“I’m always ready,” she replied with that perfect innocent sincerity I loved so much about her, and she squeezed my hand.

I just needed a quick settings change in my user interface, to make sure this worked and what the effect of that might be.

“Your leaders are more concerned with politics and pride than your safety!” I shouted, then jabbed a finger at the leader guy. With extra fear leaking throughout the whole room, affecting hundreds of people, I saw a string of social successes breeze by in the UI. “Demons are coming!” I thundered. “The wrath of Kentir? I couldn’t say. I do know that all of you, if you follow this cleric here, are going to end up dead at the hands of hungry demons by the end of the week.”

Now I really slathered on the artificial fear.

“I’m here to serve as a warning, and offer you sanctuary! You help defend Orivvek, you leave when it is over, you return here, you go back to killing one another like usual.”

Hundreds of despairing, wretched faces turned away from me and back toward their head cleric, who was looking a little nervous. That nervous look intensified when an equally nervous toady came up onto the dais where he and a couple of other chief clerics were busy lording over the people for their own personal gain.

Yet another thing I didn’t have time to go and correct. Quick reminder, I told myself. You’re not from here, you don’t need to save everyone, many of them wouldn’t want to be saved, and even more of them wouldn’t know the first thing to do if you did indeed set them free.

Maybe one day, once I dealt with the healer goddess’s blackmail, convinced the Golds not to kill Innara and myself, organized a defense of the Empire, survived the demon apocalypse (the still-growing demon apocalypse) and then followed this up by freeing Auralla from her time imprisonment.

I sighed.

“You have my word that Orivvek will grant you sanctuary and keep your people safe until after the assault.”
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Although the video from my phone was blurry in the face of me using magic, and the audio was kind of crap because I was in the center of the grand hall, nearly a hundred feet from the chief clerics, it was clear the head clerics weren’t prepared to face down the combined might of the Kentiri civilian population. Killing gobs and gobs of them would only turn the rest of the population away from them.

The Governor watched this video with a sense of incredulity.

“You swear I am viewing the past in its reality?”

I sighed. I had the theoretical ability to plunge into the past with Temporomancer, view how things had gone in certain places, revisit my past, but it would rapidly drain all my mana, and I had house calls to conduct.

“I swear it,” I told him. “On to the real question: can Orivvek shelter the Kentiri populace, and can you keep the Masters and warriors from trying to murder their clerics and soldiers?”

His expression hardened. “If they can behave themselves, we can—“

“I need a yes or a no,” I told him. “I will petition the new Empress directly if I must, and I feel confident she will handle the situation with ease… but part of that solution may be your removal.”

I ended off this encounter (the outpost towns, the entry into Kentir, and the big speech had netted me a little bit of experience in everything, along with a surprising amount of Relationship experience with Shennalil. She liked being on this lone road trip, she liked helping out, and most importantly, she liked getting all the attention. While she had previously understood the need to give all the ladies time and attention, and she was cool with it, she was much cooler with it this way.

I received lots of hugs to one arm, lost of dart in little kisses, and plenty of snuggles from behind whenever we stopped to survey a scene. She also had this way of folding her arms over her chest when I was being stern with the leaders and Masters I could not love more. She gave me smiles.

Shennalil and I could only perform a single exorcism of their outmoded, counterproductive beliefs per day, max.

“We need to go check on Endrigal and see how they’re doing.” We’d have to do this with Bershannik as well, though I wasn’t thrilled with the idea of doing either one.

But was a good thing I did, regardless.

We returned to the Governor’s palace to find him surrounded by Masters, petty Masters, and heavily armed guards. By ‘heavily’ I meant they were now bearing enchanted weapons and some of the royal guard had on enchanted armor.

My Attuned senses were good enough now that I was able to get a handle on which were magic and which weren’t.

Over two hundred people now packed into the large meeting hall. None of them were a threat to me, except Governor Arnorian. He had on that hammer and that plate, but now sported a full helm to match the armor.

Though I was honestly curious as to whether all these various men, with all their Bronze marks at seven stars, actually had the ability to hurt me enough to kill me. But not that curious.

“Look,” I said. “All we’re talking about here is letting people go see the Healer when they need it. Free of charge. Cross district borders, visit the Healer, then cross district borders back.”

As soon as the words left my lips I realized exactly why this was so difficult for all these Masters to handle.

“What you mean? How’s that work?” One of the Masters called. “Anyone wanna leave your district needs your brand on them?”

While everyone stayed basically within their district borders, the Masters could murder, pillage, and rape at will. But what happened when a washerwoman from another district crossed through your district for healing, and you accidentally raped her? The people in your district were yours. Once they could cross willy-nilly through districts, the Masters weren’t safe from consequences, and that wouldn’t do.

I swore. The first solution my dumb brain came up with on the fly was of course armbands. You design an armband for everybody in your district.

And we all know how the armband situation went for the Jewish people some eighty years ago.

While I cursed my brain for thinking anything that awful-mustached genocidal maniac ever thought was a good idea, I realized there were other reasons it wouldn’t work. People could swap out armbands easily enough, and fly pirate colors, pretending to be from other districts.

“A brand!” I called. “It’ll be a brand by district.” I detested myself for saying this only slightly less. “The goddess will remove them free of charge if someone relocates to a new district.” Nice euphemism for gets sold into slavery under the control of a new master.

I loathed myself and what I was saying. I really wanted to go through and knock all these people’s heads together, and hope that the resulting brain damage put them off the people ownership game going forward, but I wasn’t counting on it.

“And what if we don’t want—“

I teleported over to that guy and picked him up off the ground, so his feet were thrashing beneath him. With my free hand I grabbed onto his wrist and quickly shattered it. Impossible to say how satisfying and horrifying it was to have someone’s bones give way so easily under your strength, the scream directly in your ear a sweeter sound than your girlfriend’s orgasmic moan, and the dread that comes over you from thinking those thoughts. Like, sure you’re a monster, but being a monster is so much more effective than trying it the nice way.

“Heal that up,” I told him coldly, and dropped him to the ground.

A splash of damage hit me in the shoulder, and my head snapped up to see a whole plethora of blank faces staring at me.

I took care of this with Temporomancer. Looking less than a minute into the past was no trouble. I watched as a spurt of flame exploded into being, then trailed out and back to a large lizardfolk Master, this one kind of a gecko-looking guy with deep brown and rocky gray scales.

Everyone turned and watched this guy try to puff out his chest before taking two bullets to the guts, enhanced by Huntress’s Mark.

I needed to go give Tannae a big hug and take her out to dinner.

“You heal that up,” I told him.

Then, I surrounded myself with the ghostly aura of a red dragon. I wouldn’t have the ability much longer, since my Silver stars with Hellera were going the way of the dodo, but for now I could still make myself fly by flapping the huge and intimidating wings of a spectral dragon. It was suitably terrifying.

“If this isn’t happening by tomorrow,” I called down, “I hurt all of you.”
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“All in a day’s work,” Shennalil said sleepily from her position as nude angel atop me. She was laying completely on me, and my hands were drifting up and down over her legs and cute bubble butt, over her sides and her arms. At times she would lift herself off me just enough so I could tweak her nipples.

We had gone through another lengthy stress-relieving sex session, and now lay in a tavern in Denvrigal. My hips now ached as a result of trying to make her fall even further in love with me through sheer force of will and rolling hip action. She’d moaned out a lot of appreciation in the last two hours or so, and now we laid in the darkness, discussing the day’s activities.

“Denvrigal seems nice,” she said.

I couldn’t disagree… all the cities were nice, but they started to blur together a little. This one wasn’t so different from Orivvek, Endregal or Bershannik. This one looked a lot like Surrek, actually, with the same high walls, high Governor’s tower, grand temple, coliseum. It was spread out more, flatter, but basically they were used to groffere attacks just as Surrek was, but they were on a river.

Denvrigal was the city over west of Surrek, roughly in the eleven o’clock position, whose job was chiefly to send goods from the far north down into the center of the Empire. These people were richer than they had any right to be, since they got trade goods from Surrek, Drennek and far western, elf-bordering Vrellek. They then skimmed a portion of those goods off the top, as you do, and sent along a lot more at a hefty mark up

“We only got to three of them,” I told her.

“Sure,” she said, shrugging.

This was only (theoretically) four out of twelve cities. On the other hand, it was day two and we had a third of the cities. On the other other hand, one of them was Surrek and had been my pet salvation project for months and months before finally falling in line.

Who was I kidding? These three from today weren’t going to enact policy based on one guy who could kneecap them at will. I was going to have to figure out a different way of going about this.

Shennalil was grinding against me again, and beginning to breathe heavily.

“I’ve definitely got your babies in me,” she whispered.

Cue startled Evan. “Uh, that’s great! Are you sure? How can you be sure?”

“I feel it,” she went on. “You can too.”

This was an Attuned thing. I reached out with Attuned, and sure enough, felt a new life force beginning to grow inside Shennalil. The whole concept of it made my stomach do a flip.

“I can feel it,” I breathed.

“You know what else you’re about to feel?” she teased in the darkness.

“Is it my favorite fae in the whole wide world getting a bellyful of Drifter?” I asked.

“Exactly right!” She giggled, then gasped and groaned. “Are you using your future power?”

Her tiny hand closed around my hardening member in the darkness, and began to drag it up and down her center. She let out a contented sound and slowly mounted me.

“Can you use it to see what our babies look like?” she breathed.


25- Your Pet Did Well

Iwant to say that the remainder of the cities and my job there fared better than the first three, but that would be lying.

Drennek and Vrellek were both in a constant state of guerilla warfare against the elves, with the elves as the hit and run secret strike force. The two cities, by comparison, constantly slashed and burned the rapidly encroaching, magically-grown forest and warred against the elven archers and magic users sent to harry them. 

See, out west of the Empire sat a forest so absolutely fucking enormous they called it the Forest of Ever. I called it the Ever Wood, because I was a perv, and I was trying to downplay just how serious things were.

Needless to say, for untold numbers of miles, there were countless numbers of elves, and given the way Masters liked to enslave their young elven ladies, this wasn’t a war that was going anywhere.

Thus, when I arrived at the first of these two cities, I was taken directly to see about healing the injured at their hastily constructed hospitals.

“Caderyn has turned her back on us,” one Master told me. He was an actual minotaur, like with the gigantic head of a bull, one of those huge nose rings, and the bottom half of a bull to go along with it. He’d lost a hand halfway below the elbow, and it must’ve been recently because he’d cauterized the stump, then mounted a spiked shield on there.

“She’s being obstinate,” I told him. “Where is the Governor right this moment?”

It turned out the Governor had been killed by a pack of elven assassins just two days past.

“Yikes. And while you wait for a suitable replacement?” I asked. “Small Council?”

“It’s been bad,” he said. “None of the Small Council want to take responsibility for leading the city in case the new Governor shows up and doesn’t like the decisions they make.”

“I’m familiar with the situation,” I told him. “You don’t happen to be secretly Silver tier with a penchant for consensual sharing relationships and a simple plan for making the other Masters bow to your will, do you?”

He stared at me. “What?”

“I didn’t think so. Oh well. We’ll figure something out.”

Once in the hospital, Shennalil started healing up the worst of the injured, and I helped out as well. Still, I kept an eye on the Masters keeping an eye on me. They might not like the situation with the no healing, but they sure liked the idea that I was here to change everything even less. Still, they were content to have their petty Masters back from the brink of death, their servants back up and lifting things or taking orders, and they were thrilled to replenish their ranks against the elven aggresssion.

Except…

“Listen, in about five days, the first of the demon hordes is going to strike from the north. They’re not going to stop at Drennek and Vrellek; they’re going to steamroll the elves as well.”

The minotaur looked pensive at this, and peered northward as though a bunch of buildings and fifty foot walls weren’t in the way. 

“We need to meet with the Small Council, and then speak with the elven leaders.”

He threw his head back and laughed. He continued laughing until he realized I wasn’t laughing along with him. Then he froze and looked at me.

“You’re serious?”
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The meeting with the Small Council went very well, all things considered. They agreed to the plan of convincing the other Masters in the city to allow free travel to and from Healing District. Since they had broad, open thoroughfares, they promised that no hostility would take place on those streets. If the peasant class stayed on those streets moving to and from Healing District, they would enforce a non-aggression pact against those people. Masters were allowed into the homes of their citizenry, so whatever they did there, or in the smaller alleys, was their perogative.

While I didn’t like this, I liked it better than the branding plan I’d come up with. Plus, these people were at war, and all Masters were on constant guard. Both these cities had a disproportionate number of petty Masters, who rotated out in shifts to keep the city safe from guerilla strikes. They had dungeon watches going on, they had slash and burn parties, and they had strike forces for punching back against their age-old foes. They were a hell of a lot more practical about this healing situation than Orivvek or Endregal.

Back in Armstrong, I met with Innara and asked for a trio of Silvers to come to the aid of Drennek and their Governor problem. A strike force of Silvers would be great, except the Gleaming Silver population in the central cities was… let’s call them spoiled. They would be very reluctant to head out to a provincial shithole like Drennek or Vrellek to help out doing dirty and dangerous work, when they could just do menial tasks in the Gold cities, where all the wealth sat.

Innara got to work rustling up some strike teams who would rotate out after short intervals of three months, even though the demon hordes would be on the city inside the week.

Ugh, the looming threat was killing me. Once I’d met with her, and heard how the Gold tiers were getting especially antsy, I redoubled my efforts to get through these stupid cities.

First up, meet with the elves.

As for that… well. Let’s just say there was a generation of elves (and they lived very long lives) who had never known anything but warfare against these two cities. Both had been comrades in arms against the elves, long before the Empire existed, and now that the Empire had resources and manpower to devote to fighting off the elves, they’d been forced to watch their brethren die and their trees get eaten by flames.

They came in droves, and looking about as I would expect. Most of them had vestiges of fae blood, because it seemed impossible not to have at least a little. They were striped brown, striped, green, fully green with rocky patches, fully brown with tree bark patterning. They had fine people-like hair, twiggy hair, and thick porcupine quill-style hair. They wore clothes in different styles, anywhere from gigantic leaves covering their upper bodies to wizard robes, and everything in between.

Oh and they tried to kill me. They tried just about everything, from shaking the earth to slings with rocks. 

I stood in a broad circle provided by the Interloper and reiterated in a calm voice that there was no need to keep shooting magic arrows at me, or trying to kill me with the grass, or trying to grow a killer plant where I was currently standing. We were in the second hour of me standing there, arms folded. Shennalil was still in Vrellek performing miracles, with a series of rehearsed tidbits about how nice things were in Surrek, with everyone able to get healing when they needed it. Caderyn was only doing this because she enjoyed the worship of the healed so much. It was understandable that she’d be upset.

While people might be upset with Surrek, they should probably be more upset that people with toothaches and tetanus were being allowed to die in the streets instead of heading to the place where they could get healed up for free.

I was on the verge of using Mischief’s Mark on the war band of elves surrounding me, when a council of chieftains appeared out of the throng. They stared for some time, unmoving.

I stared back, for a time. I realized it was probably a staring contest and they were friggin elves, so I was destined to lose because of lifespans, but they were destined to lose because of demons.

“There’s an army of demons,” I told them. “A hundred thousand strong at least, and it’s going to destroy both Vrellek and Drennek.”

They started to speak, but I held up a hand.

“Then it’s going to destroy you and your entire forest. All of you.” These were the fire-belching kind of demons, the kind with lava in their bodies who radiated the kind of heat that trees didn’t particularly like.

Now I threw on Mischief’s Mark. “I have already persuaded the holy warriors of Kentir to a pact of non-aggression against Orivvek in the north. I have opened Orivvek to the Kentiri if and when their mountain strongholds are overrun.”

I held up my hand again.

“I’m not going to do that here, now. You have been fighting these two cities for far too long for that.”

Some nods.

“But I am going to request a week of non-aggression. If a demon force doesn’t assault the city and this forest, feel free to go back to killing one another.”

“He only asks because their injured won’t cease bleeding,” one of them said. 

“I can show you the demons,” I said.

“And who are you to arrive so suddenly and negotiate on behalf of the tree-killers?” the leader asked.

“I’m a Drifter from another world, Governor of Surrek, and I’m a companion to the new Empress.”

The word Empress drifted back through the ranks of assembled elves. They were still shooting blowgun darts at me, still shooting enchanted arrows at me, though half-heartedly by now.

“Actually…”

I opened the Silver Door to the place in Trierssek where Avya was supposed to be. 

“Where’s Velleth?” I asked.

I had her come through some few minutes later.

“Listen,” I told them. “This one is not my slave. She has her powers. She and I have shared, uh, a lot of essence. Surrek is a city where all Masters are expected to share in the power rather than taking.”

“We would hear the tale from our sister,” the leader said. “You are Velleth?”

Velleth looked at me, but I was staring up at the canopy of the forest. 

And then she told the whole story. This involved conjuring illusory images of various parts: her former master Giskennen the orc, the felinian consort of the former Governor of Surrek, who had bound her in mind-altering magic, Vintra, who had captured her in Spice District, and Hellera beating her nearly to death under the mind-magic influence of that same consort. She went through the fight against the gigantic ooze, the fight against the shadow council Trusk had marshaled against me, the fight against the army of null vampires created by the Dalewinds, the fight against the Emperor, and lastly testing the capabilities of this army of demons.

“This Drifter has put his life on the precipice to ensure my safety time and again,” she told them. “Lately he very nearly lost his life time and again in order to buy us time to work up a plan to destroy the Emperor.” 

We’d done a lot of fighting together.

“And there has been so much more,” she went on. “I have real power in the city of Surrek, real responsibility.”

Then she went on to detail a lot of the stuff I hadn’t been there for: training under Hellera, training other women to fight with Hellera, working up a ring of spies, informants, and runners in Surrek, and managing that growing ring. Finding secrets among the Old Guard Masters and exploiting them, to the tune of taking slaves away from them, or their petty Masters, depriving them of their power. Causing the stubborn Old Guard to live in fear and heightened suspicion, unable to trust their servants, pushing away their friends, and getting those women protection amongst the Governor’s palace, and placement among New Blood Masters when they were ready for those steps.

This telling went on a while, but when it was over, Velleth spoke with the elven delegation in hushed tones. She didn’t set foot outside the Interloper’s ring of protection, even when they coaxed. Instead she refused their offer of liberation and returning to the Ever Wood, then asked me to send her back to Surrek.

“Are you certain?” I asked, loud enough that all the forest elves could hear. Surrek was definitely the target of the Gold Circles right now, and not safe.

She nodded. “I need to make sure the little ones are safe.” The ‘little ones’ being the unofficial name of her spy ring.

“As you wish,” I told her.

Then she stepped close and spoke so she wouldn’t be overheard. “Your pet did well, didn’t she?”

“You’re the very best pet a guy could ask for,” I breathed. “Your reward will come soon.” I was getting hard just hearing the words and thinking about it.

“Your pet longs to be rewarded,” she told me, voice thick with need.

I opened another Silver Door. She bowed to the elves, made a kissing motion at me, and stepped through.
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That night, after thoroughly satisfying Shennalil and leaving her to sleep it off, I returned to Surrek and quickly located Velleth. She was presently in the recesses of the shop, back in what appeared to be a secret room. I found it on the mini-map, along with the names of half a dozen other people I didn’t know, and Velleth in the middle of them.

No, they were below me. Somehow, without me knowing, she’d excavated a secret tunnel beneath the shop, shored it up and finished it to have a little hideout down there.

When she returned out of a cleverly disguised hollow pallet of earth goods, she froze at the sight of me. She was still wearing the same mini-dress from one of the stores we’d robbed, but here and now seemed smaller and less dressed than when she’d stood before the assembled elves. Sexier too.

“M-master,” she said. I had to have her.

“We both know what happens when you call me that,” I told her gently, and took her by the shoulder.

She fell to her knees without a word and worked my pants open, then took my expanding member into her mouth.

“That wasn’t what I was going to do, but I’m definitely not going to stop you,” I mumbled.

“Master is pleased?” She asked, then went back to blowing me with vigor. She had grown quite skillful in the intervening months, and lashed the underside with her tongue.

“I was already pleased earlier,” I told her. “You did very well, and you deserve a reward.”

“I deserve nothing,” she whispered. “I’m a slut and a whore and only deserve to be ground under your heel. You are too ooh!”

I’d grabbed her around the waist, the wrong way, and when I picked her up she flipped upside down. In a flash I had positioned my face between her legs, which left her head at the correct height to continue the spectacular blowjob she’d started.

She wasn’t wearing panties, as usual, and the dress flopped down to reveal everything to me. So I did what any straight man would do in these circumstances and began to eat her pussy with all the skill and enthusiasm I could muster.

In the back of my mind, I realized this wasn’t the normal way things went with Velleth. I just didn’t care. My blood was up, either from watching her compliment me for over half an hour, or securing the cooperation of two more cities with relative ease.

She tasted, somehow, better than before. She’d always been a complicated and bewildering array of flavors for my Attuned sense of taste, but now those seemed magnified somehow. I wriggled and worked my tongue, greedy for more of this, whatever this was. Below, Velleth gasped and moaned, which turned to humming around my shaft, which felt incredible.

With hands on my thighs, she continued to suck me off even while upside down, and she seemed far more into it than usual.

When I thought perhaps she might have a problem with blood rushing to her head, I engaged Wicked Mark and reduced the pain associated from the sex, increased the pleasure, and lastly, increased elasticity.

Suddenly Velleth had me all the way down her throat, with her nose on my balls. I blew out a sigh over her delicious pussy and moaned. “Ohh fuck.”

Then I held her head down, feeling her chin against my abs and her nose tickling my sack, but mostly ravenous for the feel of her mouth and throat massaging the full length of me.

At that moment her body bucked against my stomach, her thighs quivered, and she clamped them on either side of my head. I worried she might bite me while in the throes of an orgasm, but it never happened. Instead her throat worked and she continued moaning around my cock as she came.

It was amazing. It was intoxicating. I wanted to blast up into her throat and stomach, and listen to her choke when I got her right side up.

No… I broke off and flipped her around with ease once more. She had a dazed, glassy expression that spoke of a powerful orgasm, but she grinned at my expression of satisfaction.

“Now it is Master’s turn,” she said. “How do you want your slut?”

With Trickster’s Mark at Silver I was able to create a whole environment, so I did so now. The surroundings went from shop to torture boudoir in the space of a moment. These things  weren’t real, but the satin on the walls, the wooden devices, and the rack full of whips and leather outfits certainly looked real enough.

I sat on what appeared to be a plush armchair but was really a crate of stock, and motioned her forward.

She took one step, and I held up a hand. If we were being kinky tonight, I wanted full kink.

“The dress,” I said.

With a single move, the dress flew up and off her body, revealing all her marks of power, and that she’d recently shaved as instructed. No more thatch of turquoise hair.

“You need a tail tonight,” I told her.

Velleth’s eyes shone, and she plucked something from the dimensional storage device she had on her person. This was a butt plug with a furry tail sprouting from the end of it. One awkward bending move later, she deftly inserted this into herself and sighed, eyes closed.

“Good,” I told her.

When she went to take another step, I held up another forestalling hand. She understood this one, and fell to her knees, then crawled on all fours toward me.

“Good pet,” I said, and stroked her hair, then the side of her face. She purred and pushed her face into my hand, nuzzling me.

“Now come give your Master a good fuck,” I said softly.

Velleth crawled up my body, eyes still glassy with need, and straddled me. Then she grabbed the shaft and guided me inside.

An involuntary groan escaped me. Was she tighter than before? No, it had to be the Wicked Mark. But I could feel the plug inside her pressing against the underside of my shaft, and it was awesome. Not only did it feel good, but just the knowledge of what it was and what she’d done was itself a turn on.

I imagined that, in just a few seconds, Velleth would look at me with those needy eyes and ask me if I wanted to be a father with her too. She’d explain that elves only reached a natural breeding phase every fifty years or so and right now the planets had aligned. It was time.

She didn’t say that, because that would’ve been ridiculous, but she did roll her hips and take the full length of me with her feet planted on either side. I watched her body stretch tho accept my girth, and the white froth of cum her body had made, stretching up the length of my shaft.

Right now it looked perfect. Right now she looked perfect.

“I love you,” I whispered to her.

“Master, uhhh…is too kind. Ugh.”

She rose and fell, rose and fell. My cock appeared and disappeared, and the pleasure rose further and further, to heights I wanted to say I’d never felt.

“I’m—“

“Yes, Master,” she urged. “Your slut welcomes your seed.”

I grabbed onto her hips, pulled her down hard, and exploded inside.


26- Hooray For Carrot

Shennalil and I got through four of the five remaining cities the following day. It was getting to be a routine by now. We used the carrot method, offering to heal up those who couldn’t and then explaining the deal. When that didn’t work, we used the stick method, which involved beating people and letting them see firsthand what the lack of healing meant. In one case we used the threat of the Empress method, and finally got the Governor and a ring of powerful Masters to back down.

We’d been to Trierssek before and had intended to save it for last. That left Ivellekegal, jewel of the south that faced the endless deserts, Morravek, the city on the delta, and Treshkegal.

“Fuck,” I muttered.

“Here? Now?” Shennalil asked. We were presently standing in the Governor’s audience chamber in Morravek. “I’m not sure that’s appropriate, though they are a different sort of people,” she added. “Maybe they’ll be into it.”

I chuckled, but it was a tired one, without any actual mirth.

“What is it?” Shen asked quietly, more subdued.

“Treshkegal,” I said darkly.

We left the third city on our list, with the excellent plan to adopt the ‘large thoroughfare’ measure to let the regular folk walk the streets unmolested in order to get healing from the goddess.

Masters and petty Masters were already allowed to cross district borders without dispensation or brand. This made the position of Master of Healing District a strange one, but welcome. They always got a Mender out of the deal, which nobody minded, and a lot of Masters had to pay tribute in order to enter the grounds for certain purposes, and that made the Master of Healing District rich, or influential, or both.

On a hot patch of grass at the top of a steep foothill well outside the city, Shennalil peered at me quizzically.

“What happened with Treshkegal?”

Frowning, I said, “We did.”

Assholes that we were, Zati and I had dumped a bunch of the black goop responsible for killing off the Emperor, for one, and most likely a large portion of Treshkegal as well.

These people weren’t going to be pleased in the slightest at seeing us, regardless of our reasons for doing the things we did.

So instead Shennalil and I went to Trierssek, where the subtropical climate had the advantage of diseases from the local fauna. That local fauna had poisoned one of the Governor’s favored slaves while out in the gardens, and that favored slave was not doing well. He agreed to our terms right away, once Shennalil healed the slave in question. Hooray for carrot.

So. Treshkegal.

I swore again, feeling terrible for the damage we’d done and hating myself for using the city as a distraction to keep the Emperor from slaughtering me. Well, this was my fault (although perhaps old Leroy’s fault if you could make that argument, and right now I was having trouble doing that) and I had to go face the consequences.

Shennalil and I flew on on the back of Jason, my summoned wyvern. It was the best way to get a wyvern’s eye view of the damage we’d caused.

It wasn’t pretty. A thin film of black ran across almost a third of the city, and thousands of withered trees and abandoned buildings were stranded in the flood of oily stuff.

“We did this,” I breathed.

“We?” Shennalil asked.

“Zati and I. But really, yes. We. We were trying to buy more time to set up the defense grid and it sort of worked. Worked too well actually.”

We had only scooped a bit of the stuff—Ryoten’s Nanotoxin—out of Erratesh and sent it into Ethetria. But because it was a nano particle, most of its programming was to replicate, so it ate and made more of itself, and ate, and made more of itself.

And there was very little that could stop it.

“Okay,” I breathed. “We can deal with this.”

“We offer to clean it up?” she asked.

Yeah, that was the first and most obvious choice. Going the villain route was the other one, threatening to dump more of the nanotoxin on them, or cut them off from trade, have the Empress come out here, that kind of thing.

Due to my intense guilt, I wasn’t really thrilled with going the villain route. It would cement me as an asshole monster for good. There would be no rehabilitating my reputation.

On the other hand, we had two days, three days max, before the marauding armies arrived, and I still had to handle the fucking Gold Circles.

There was too much. I couldn’t—

Shennalil’s hand found mine, and she wound her fingers into mine.

“You can do this,” she said.

“Did you use an ability on me?” I asked.

She smiled. “Mayyyyyybe.”

“I’d like it if you didn’t use it next time.”

The smile fell away. “What do you mean?”

“The guilt is mine. It’s for me. I deserve it. I’m responsible and wiping the guilt away is like wiping the responsibility away.”

She nodded. “I’m not sure I agree, but I respect your position.”

For the first time, I imagined being tied down to the bed, and having Shennalil—and Dallinya, and Avya—torture and tease me. They’d use feather touches most times, then suddenly lash out with the claws and rake them across my chest. Would they be the suppression handcuffs used to drain the powers out of Tavayanni, the former Governor’s Favored Consort? They’d have to be, to make the scenario real.

I hadn’t felt powerless until Emperor Leroy showed up and nearly punched a hole through me. This though… I had a complicated reaction to the idea of feeling like that again.

I opened the Silver Door. “Zati? I think we’re going to need you for this.”
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Zati could modify abilities and spells she knew by adding to the mana cost, which was how we turned a small Adrift portal to grab items from another world into a way to dump nanotoxin on this city. Normally you could only grab a hand-sized object and bring it through the veil between worlds. Zati could make that window larger, hold it open at the cost of mana, and she had raked that big window through the lake of death in Erratesh to bring it here.

But we’d only dumped about a barrel’s worth on the city. Now it was fucking enormous.

Shennalil went to work cleansing and healing people in one of the many buildings devoted to this purpose. She had strict instructions to turn to mist and fly away if anyone gave her any trouble. Zati was given the task of staring at the enormous lake of black death and trying to figure out what it would take to put it all back, or bottle it up.

The meeting with the Treshkegal delegation didn’t go well. I was informed by a cadre of Masters that the Governor didn’t want to meet with me, and that if I forced the issue he would summon the Gold Circles to rein me in and deal with the situation.

Gritting my teeth, staring at the Governor’s tower and facing off against a quivering seneschal, I had to either embrace the monster they expected me to be, reduce the leadership in this city to paste, or find some way to undo my mistake. Killing the seneschal wouldn’t accomplish either of those things. Poor guy looked ready to piss himself.

I could’ve simply dropped on them like the hammer of God. I could’ve obliterated the half dozen of them, and left their bodyguards and favored slave girls alive.

Evan didn’t like being told no, but Evan also respected people who were rightfully angry. He was upset enough that he started referring to himself in the third person, and after a short breather to make sure Shennalil was okay, he got his shit together.

Treshkegal was once a glorious city on the southwest of the Empire, its breadbasket in a sense, with a number of Orchard Districts, each one a different style of fruit-bearing plant. At least, once upon a time it had those Orchard Districts. Now it had a swamp of black death.

“It’s fine,” I told myself. “I can do this.”

I didn’t know how, but that didn’t stop me.

Zati came through the Silver Door and surveyed the damage impassively.

The locals had set up a series of devices around the area, which pulsed with telekinetic power and kept the nanotoxin from spreading further. These looked a bit like kettle bells: spherical, with a looping handle mounted on one side. They floated, and the handle pointed toward the nanotoxin.

“I feel awful for doing this,” I told her quietly. She nodded.

“I do not,” she said. This gave me enough of a chuckle that she turned. “Evan, these people are slavers. They ride out of their cities, they take people, they fuck them, and steal their magic. That is what they’ve done for generations. None of them are blameless.”

Peasants had probably lost their lives, or their livelihoods, and they certainly didn’t deserve it, but Zati had a point. I was considered a heartless mass murderer for what I’d done in Surrek, by the Old Guard Masters. By the New Bloods and the freed womenfolk, I was an avenging angel.

I wished I could just be a shopkeeper again. Instead a kinky little goblin was tending shop, and worse, she was good at it. I wanted to grumble about life not being fair, but the mental image of Nakla bullying people into buying items was enough to break that and get a laugh out of me.

“The air here feels different,” she said absently.

Shennalil had mentioned the same thing. The thing was still in Surrek, the thing that triggered Steel-Willed to activate. Always so many things!

“Let’s try and put this behind us, then deal with the thing in Surrek.”

“I can’t begin to imagine how we’re supposed to go about doing that… although the Masters in Bershannik had the situation contained, did they not? With telekinesis abilities, I recall.”

Yes, certain Masters in the Empire had been tasked with containing the situation in Bershannik, and all of them had telekinetic powers from marks they’d received. You could move the stuff, but you just couldn’t touch it. It ate through armor and magic quite quickly and easily.

“You have minor telekinesis from Dalewind’s Mark,” she said. “I had not had occasion to read through the alterations to the mark once you reached Gold tier with Avya… it may very well be that you can use minor telekinesis to a greatly enhanced degree.” Damn that photographic memory was good.

Dalewind’s Mark was one of the powers I rarely used. I’d been using it to suck mana out of areas and create mana crystals a bit, but we were also mining them, buying them, we had the Dalewinds themselves creating them with the same power, and Avya could do so as well, so I’d been using my talents elsewhere… everywhere in the Empire, for instance.

“Okay,” I said, and opened up the UI to have a look-see.

Dalewind’s Mark

*Special Ability, Magical*

*Gold tier, one star*

Normal: The Dalewind clan is known for its deep knowledge of magic. Five times per day you may call upon a spell known by Avya. These spells include: banish element, create element, shape element, gust, weave mana, purify water, shock, minor telekinesis, bubble shield, counter.

Costs minimal mana. Cooldown: none.

Bronze: The Dalewind clan is known for its connection to the natural eddies and ley lines of magic that course over the world. You may saturate or banish all magic energies to a location nearby, of about thirty feet in diameter, not farther than a hundred feet from you.

Costs high mana to cast and high mana per minute to maintain. Cooldown: 1 minute.

In addition, the Normal ability may be used for greater effect by paying high mana, up to 5 times a day. Cooldown: none.

Silver: The Dalewind family became notorious for their brutality in leeching mana. You may drain extremely high mana from a target by touch, or high mana from a target within thirty feet of you. Mana gained above your maximum in this way is channeled into a force blast against your enemies, emanating from the target. You may also drain extremely high mana from an area by touch, creating a mana crystal in your hand. The area in question requires a high magic density for you to use this ability.

Costs high mana. Cooldown: 10 minutes.

In addition, the Normal ability may be used for significantly greater effect by paying extremely high mana, up to five times a day. Cooldown: None.

Gold: Your understanding of the flow of magic deepens. You may influence the eddies and gusts of magic through an area centered on yourself to a diameter of 5 miles, to oversaturate or desaturate the magic concentration available. You may choose one of the following: heavily saturate, saturate, maintain present mana saturation, desaturate, or heavily desaturate. This effect lasts up to one week and encompasses a five square mile area.

Costs extremely high mana. Cooldown: one week.

In addition, you may boost one of your Normal ability spells by an incredible degree for extremely high mana up to once per day.

This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Avya Dalewind, Favored Consort of Evan Westfield of Earth.

“I’ll be damned,” I breathed.

“Yes, I see it,” she said. “Once a day for greatly enhanced capability, and five times a day for significantly enhanced capability.”

Okay. Okay. We might have some options here. I found Zati already nodding.

“How long can you open the window to Erratesh?” I waved my hands. “Never mind. I’m going to shove as much of this stuff as I can into the window, and you’re going to slowly back that window away so I can feed more and more and more of that gunk into it.”

She stared at me, then nodded.

“We’ll work through most of your mana, take a breather, and work through it again if we have to. Unless you have objections.”

She did not.

We got Archivist’s Mark going, boosting our mana regeneration, and set to work. Typically when I got marks working, I just thought about them. Dalewind’s Mark was something like a grimoire in my UI, a sage and eldritch book with yellowed pages of ancient vellum. A couple of dividers protruded from the sides, in black, brown, silvery paper, and now a gold one.

Although the book appeared thick in my user interface, I could command it mentally to open to the spell I wanted. There weren’t an overwhelming number of them to begin with, but each spell had diagrams, illustrations of hand motions I didn’t have to make, incantations I didn’t have to speak… it was all for show, though I bet if I hadn’t grabbed this ability from a mark of power, I would need all this stuff to cast spells. The fire sorcerers from the initial attack on Surrek had done some casting like this.

I opened the black tab of Normal tier spells and located what I wanted.

Minor Telekinesis didn’t want to do anything to the sludge at Normal tier, but eventually raised up a good softball-sized lump out of the mass when I concentrated. It had been worth a shot, but we were talking about draining a small lake.

I decided we’d go with one of the Silver uses. Flipping through to the Silver tier ability, I found the ‘significantly enhanced’ spells there as well, with descriptions, gestures, verbal components, and materials necessary to cast.

“Shall we?” I asked.

“Let’s,” Zati said.

She opened a window a good ten feet wide and four feet tall, then shoved it away from herself and over the sea of oily black nanotoxin. Through the window we could see a limitless ocean of nano toxin blanketing Erratesh. At the same time, I activated the ability with teeth gritted, and felt the mana rush out of me.

It was like having a pair of enormous spectral hands at my disposal. I shoved them out into the goop, pulled up with my actual hands, and watched as gallons and gallons of the stuff floated up into the air. Finally I shoved over towards the window and threw it all out of this world.

Holding the spell on cost a significant amount of mana per second, but the work was sort of slow and clumsy. After a few shoves, Zati repositioned the window to float parallel with the ground, so all I needed to do was scoop up Ryoten's nanotoxin into the air, and it would fly into Erratesh.  

We continued like this for long minutes, while the mana ticked down, and down, and down. Zati consumed a potion, while my considerably larger reserves took longer to deplete.

After some thirty minutes of working, I fell back on my ass, gasping. Zati’s mana was somewhere around ten percent of its maximum, while mine hovered around a third.

The second attempt lasted considerably less time, since Zati could only handle so much concentrated mana in potion form before she began to feel the effects of over consuming. A third attempt lasted about as long, perhaps fifteen minutes of Zati holding open a window to another world. Still, after three uses, we had cleared an area of maybe two hundred square feet.

This would take absolutely fucking forever.

“We need a better plan,” I muttered, lying on the grass.

“I… need to… simply… reverse… the process…” she gasped.

“What do you mean?”

Once she had her breath back, and her mana pool getting up above twenty-five percent, she got up on her elbows. “I will shovel the window through the earth itself. Some Ethetrian soil will end up in Erratesh, but it will be far faster than attempting to bail out a sinking ship.”

I nodded. Raking the window across the top of the soil. “I’ll gather the worst of it up with telekinesis while you do that, and try to just shovel towards the window.” And after another second of thinking it over, I added, “I’ll try to move the telekinetic devices closer, too.”

She got herself back up off the ground, and held her lower back, leaning into a limbo position. Being half snake, she could bend all the way backwards if she wanted to. She peered at me upside down, jaw beginning to unhinge. “We created this catastrophe. Let’s see about cleaning it up.”


27- It Can Listen To Reason After All

It wasn’t long before Zati and I drew a crowd. The people of Treshkegal looked on silently while Zati ran windows through huge patches of land and shaved the top few inches off the topsoil to clear it of nanotoxin entirely. I had to teleport around and move the telekinetic devices in to keep the oil slick of pure destruction from spreading. Eventually some enterprising Masters (petty Masters at first) took over the device duty, which was just as well; I was needed to scoop nanotoxin off the roofs and walls of the affected houses.

This was a job that took hours, but while Zati could only move at some twelve to fifteen minutes at a time, we made much faster progress than the first lame tries.

We broke for lunch, worked again into dinner time, and were ready to go through another series of shifts, when Zati collapsed nearby. Artificially enhancing her mana regeneration and adding mana potions throughout the day, then nearly collapsing her whole mana pool time after time was something I’d forced Velleth to do early in the going here. I wasn’t about to make that mistake again. Heading over, I produced a pillow and slid it beneath her head

“I just need a few minutes,” she said weakly.

“We’re calling it a day,” I told her.

“We have a lot more,” she responded. “We have barely managed to deal with twenty five percent of the total area.”

It was enough, though. The Governor of Treshkegal was beside us before I really registered his presence. His arms were folded, and he surveyed the umber expanse of soil, and how far the dampeners had been moved in to contain the stuff.

I stood. “Your Governorship,” I said.

“Drifter.” Just that word indicated he still wasn’t pleased we’d returned to his city, regardless of the purpose.

“I was just about to shove some of this stuff using my limited telekinesis.”

“I see you have begun work,” he said. “It will take more than purging the land to repair the damage you have caused.”

I nodded. “Understood. So long as you agree to allow Healing District to become open to the populace, I can give you coin, materials, and people to help repair the worst of the damage.”

“Once this… infestation is gone, this is something we can agree to.”

I couldn’t help but frown. At this rate, Zati would need a serious break to recover her stamina and even out her mana, before going at this again. This could take days we didn’t have. “Wait…”

Actually… I had a whole portal power… with the Gold tier ability from Dimension Door I could hold open a portal like Zati, and I wasn’t restricted like with Adrift.

Dimension Door

*Utility, inherent, Magical*

*Gold tier, one star*

Gold: Open a gateway between dimensions to anywhere you have previously visited, inside or out. Absolute positioning between worlds is rendered meaningless. The door may be freestanding or set into any flat surface large enough to contain it. Note: Beware gravitational shift when positioning and traveling through the Gold Door. Up to 150 people may travel through the door.

Costs extremely high mana to open and extremely high mana per minute to keep open. Cooldown 6 hours.

This ability is tied to your Sly attribute.

Okay, I popped a mana potion, aware that leaving myself without mana in front of the Governor was theoretically a bad idea. Still, I might be able to drain a lot more of this stuff than Zati in a relatively short period of time.

“I’ll just need your people to move those devices inward at a slow and steady rate over the course of a few minutes,” I told the Governor. “Is that something you can manage?”

Then, with Erratesh’s Mark giving me a temporary boost in Sly, I took another look at the power. I was getting fifty extra people for a star in Sly, so I was now up to a portal capable of sending through three hundred people. I knew from testing it out that a portal for the typical hundred people, when I’d gotten the power, was a good twelve feet wide and tall, a semicircle of golden energy with swirling gold light within. Once it had reached a single star, it had grown to a good fifteen feet in diameter. If I laid the power on the floor and jumped down into it, it was still fifteen feet in diameter, which was awesome.

At three stars, it would be a thirty foot circular portal. Hopefully enough for draining a shit ton of extra-dimensional toxic waste.

It would have to be enough. I threw extremely high mana into a door parallel to the ground, in the sludge, tethered to a place in Erratesh I knew to be safe, and shouted for them to start.

At first nothing happened. No gold energy shining brilliantly at the edge, no gold light swirling inside. For miles, the call went up, and the petty Masters or low-ranking district Masters of Treshkegal pushed their magical devices forward, forcing the tide of blackness back, and back, and back.

More nothing.

“Drifter,” the Governor warned. “If you have deceived me—”

“I haven’t. Wait.”

I gritted my teeth and kept the Gold Door open. The power was working; mana was draining out of me at an amazing rate. All around, the Masters kept walking the perimeter in closer.

“I warn you, Drifter—”

“Governor,” I grumbled, “if I wanted to deceive you, I could’ve just teleported you to the sun. Let me work.”

All at once the Gold Door burst into being, gleaming like a beacon in the center of the huge mass of oily death. Some of it splashed into the portal from this side or that, disappearing back into Erratesh.

“Push!” I screamed. “Now!”

They all picked up the pace, and shoved with their telekinesis devices while my mana drained lower and lower. More and more of the nanotoxin slopped into the hole between realities, making the gold light blink in and out of existence.

Now at Gold tier, with my mana pool as it was, and Archivist’s Mark working, I had a good twenty minutes of ‘extremely high mana’ each minute, possibly twenty-five max, before mana burn and unconsciouness. Still, expending that much mana all at once was not even a little bit fun or comfortable. It was like having your whole body twisted around and wrung out like a wet towel. I started shouting, a war cry against the awful wrenching sensation, like I was going Super Saiyan.

Luckily the assembled petty Masters and Masters took that as a sign and pushed faster. Some of them with telekinetic powers had been conscripted to push the ooze off and out of buildings, into the central mass.

The minutes stretched on, while I spent and spent and spent mana. The gold shimmer of the door appeared and disappeared as huge waves of black nanotoxin dumped over its edges and thinned out again, then thinned once more.

Finally, the perimeter of telekinetic devices was the size of a large apartment building. Then the size of a house. My mana was dangerously close to the end. A dark blur intruded on my vision. The people of Treshkegal pushed further, and further, until they were nearly at the edge of the Gold Door.

And it was over, with the last gloops and glops of Ryoten’s Nanotoxin being forced over the edge and into the space between worlds.

I passed out, which was a bad idea. On the other hand, I didn’t have much of a choice.

[image: ]

I woke up in a cell, cuffed with a pair of power suppressing handcuffs. I’d seen these before, had them made, and apparently they were much more common than I’d thought. Either that or the designer and producer of those cuffs, a hedge mage in Surrek, was selling them on the sly and they’d made their way hundreds and hundreds of miles south to the city of Treshkegal.

The words came anyway, despite me knowing. “What the hell?”

“That’ll be enough out of you,” a gruff voice said.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” I asked groggily. I had a headache from not having any mana.

They were mana suppression cuffs, though, and Silver tier, but that was enough to keep my mana near rock bottom. This irked me, mostly because I hated the feeling of being disconnected from mana. It was one of the chief reasons I didn’t go back to earth and live there. The smell of mana in the air was just… better. In every sense of the word. You’d catch various scents you didn’t have identifiers for, and some of them you did. There was sometimes just the scent of buttery rolls on the breeze.

“I just fixed everything, as per the agreement. I did that, right? I’m not just imagining it?”

“Shut your hole, murderer,” the voice commanded.

“Who are you then?” I asked.

The man whose eyes appeared in the little slot in the cell door had big bushy eyebrows. Gigantic even. The type of face people look at twice because it can’t be real.

“You’re the one who’s guilty here,” the man said. 

“I’m the only one trying to take on an entire army of demons,” I told him. “So let me out.”

“You’re going on trial for your crimes, and then you’re going to die in the arena.”

“Is it going to be a pack of fellaerys?” I asked.

“If we want to watch you die real fast, then yes,” he said.

“I’m afraid I took out an even dozen of the little bastards a few months ago, in Bershannik,” I told him.

Those gigantic eyebrows shot up. “Impossible.”

“I’m a Drifter and a city Governor,” I told him. Shopkeeper? I know I’m trying to call these tales ‘Evan’s Eldritch Emporium’ but damn, I’d hardly been there at all since Leroy showed up. “That means you have no idea what you’re dealing with.”

I was able to use Erratesh’s Mark to enhance my already formidable strength, to push my Fierce higher, then Tough as well, and I felt the link in the chain begin to bend and groan, even as I began to take injuries from doing so.

“You’re going to want to let me out of here,” I told him, “before things get bad for you.”

He got as far as a second ‘ha’ before he was gone from the little hole. I heard some scuffling from outside, which was definitely my opportunity. It was time.

I shot forward and blasted against the door, ripping one of the hinges out of the doorframe. At the same time, the link holding the cuffs together fell away.

“This is way easier than Illeri’s cage,” I muttered.

“Evan?” I heard from within.

“Uh… Avya?”
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It wasn’t just Avya, but also Velleth, Laylenna, Sillandria, Shennalil, Zati, Zephellyn, Nallene, and now Tannae. All of them had wide eyes and these stricken, terrified expressions that caused my heart to melt a little. They were so cute, thinking I was in serious trouble.

“How about Quavallie?” I asked. “Wait, she wanted to stay back in Trierssek, didn’t she?”

“The demons keep coming,” Avya said. “I shouldn’t have left, except that Zati said they took you.”

She reached forward and ripped one of the cuffs off my wrist. An immediate flood of sweet, sweet mana came rushing in at me. After she took off the second one, and my mana really started regenerating in earnest, she slapped my bicep.

“Don’t ever get yourself locked up again, you hear me?” She demanded, then winced. A Blood Debt was still a Blood Debt.

“I love you too.”

“Ohh,” she hissed. “You are in such big trouble, mister.”

I grinned. “Is that so?”

“Pussy strike!” Avya declared.

“Um… what?” I asked.

“You can’t have any until you’ve been properly chastised, and you show genuine remorse,” she said. “With any of us, by the way. All of us will be going on strike until we get your sincere apology, followed by a promise it’ll never happen again, followed by a whole lot of groveling.”

I watched as shock and some fear spread throughout the assembled ranks. Velleth looked ready to faint, while Tannae seemed vaguely amused. The most stricken were Shennalil and Zati, though Zephellyn appeared vaguely horrified by the idea of no sex. The others were uncomfortable, and perhaps scared I would do something in retaliation, but I laughed it off.

“My love,” I told her, “it won’t happen again. And I’m afraid after the day I’ve had, I’m going to need a little company. At least some hugs, and hopefully more than that.”

Shennalil smashed into me and hugged me around the neck, and was followed in turn by Velleth, Nallene, Zephellyn, Zati, then Sillandria, Laylenna, and finally a bewildered Tannae. The mountain lion felinian stepped awkwardly into the group hug, but Zati made room for her and brought her in tight. She was soon purring.

“Thank you,” I told them, hugging the whole group and then each in turn. “Thank you for coming to my rescue, and thank you for being here for me.”

“Mmm,” Nallene said, really getting into this hug. “You’re very welcome.” She was plastered up against me, pressing all available parts of herself into all available parts of me. “I’ve missed this… Nakla just isn’t as big as you.”

I grinned, easy this time. “Surface area for the win.”

“Traitors,” Avya grouched.

Nallene let out a satisfied sound. “There’s so much of him to hug.”

“Ugh,” Avya said. “Are we ready to get this city to capitulate?”

“More than ready,” I said. “Soon as I finish this hug.”
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The Governor, the only felinian I’d found so far, was not pleased to find himself dangling by one foot a few minutes later, with a pair of suppression cuffs around both of his wrists.

We were floating above the central market, which was sacred ground and where crime was unthinkable.

“You are all aware that the goddess Healer has ceased her ministrations,” I called down to the people. “No one gets healing until the goddess is satisfied.”

Silence, as the assembled folk of the market stared up at me. I landed on the head of the central fountain statue, with the Governor still thrashing ineffectually. Shennalil, Zephellyn, Laylenna and Avya flew with me. That must have been a pretty mind-boggling little addition to the narrative.

“The goddess has been angered,” I told them all. “She wishes to heal you. She wishes to answer your prayers, yet none of you are given access to the goddess’s clerics, or her temple. All she asks is for this man, right here, this Governor, to say yes. To permit you to walk the streets to the healer’s temple, show your devotion, and have your afflictions taken from you.”

Ugh, I sounded like a zealot.

“If only he understood what the people need,” I called down. “If only he were to get a rusty nail in his foot.” Here Avya produced a handful of rusty nails and placed them on the stone wall. “If only he were to experience the aches and pains of life.” Now Avya produced a series of potion vials with sickly looking contents. “If only he were the victim of violence he couldn’t possibly control.” Now Avya produced a series of spears out of the Black Door.

The people had been getting it since the rusty nails appeared, and were drifting closer with anger visible on their faces.

“Your point is made, Drifter!” The Governor said.

“Are you certain?” I asked. “You have no real reason to open the city and allow the people to visit the healer goddess unless you’ve taken some form of injury… and it won’t heal.”

The people were picking up the spears and staring at the gleaming metal spearpoints with considering looks. I assumed this was the expression philosophers got when looking at the world.

“I get it!” he shouted.

“And you will allow the people to visit Healing District without restriction?”

A street rat with fresh burn scars covering half her face picked up one of the vials of bruise-colored liquid and stared at it, then up at the Governor. One of her eyes was milky, but the other glinted with promise.

“Yes! I swear it!”

I set the Governor down and, when the people got the idea they weren’t actually going to be allowed to kill him with rusty nails, vials of acid or poison, and spears, I finally removed the cuffs.

“You,” he hissed softly, “come into my city, which you have decimated, and you expect me to simply roll over and present my belly to you. I’ll see you face a pack of fellaerys over this.”

“Has no one heard the story about Bershannik?”

“If you think, for one moment, that the Masters in this city will allow this edict to stand, you—”

He cut off as my fist connected with his cheekbone and sent him a good ten or twelve feet, skidding most of the way on his face.

You have dealt eighteen injuries to Governor of Treshkegal with your attack, after resistances! Your opponent has resisted shock and bleeding.

I was over to him and down in his face before he had the chance to turn over or get to his feet. Avya actually stood on his chest. Hands on hips, she bent down really close, and got in the Governor’s face.

“You imprisoned my Evan.”

“I was going to see if he could heal up his injuries,” I remarked.

“I’ll handle this,” she told me testily, then turned her attention back to the Governor. He had these jaguar rings flanking his face, running down his neck, and a thin layer of tawny fur now matted with blood. “You need to know who you’re dealing with. This man killed the Emperor, of the Platinum Empire. You know, a Silver tier, taking down the only Platinum in the entire place.

“Maybe you think you’re the king of the shit heap, but there’s a way bigger shit heap than this, and it’s full of people a lot more powerful than you.

“Now, you heal yourself up… and if you can’t, we kick the snot out of you even more than before, until you agree. And then if you still can’t heal yourself up after that, we find ourselves a new Governor. Maybe a girl this time. You know, someone who knows how to play nice once in her life.”

The Governor stared at her, then glanced at me.

“Don’t look at me,” I told her. “You pissed off the Favored Consort, and now you answer to her.”

His wounds started healing right before our eyes.

“Would you look at that?” Avya exclaimed. “It can listen to reason after all.”

Stepping down off the felinian, this tiny little nellwyn with lavender hair and twiggy wrists grabbed him up by his clothes and decked him across the face. He went flying another good dozen feet.


28- One Casualty

Idid a quick circuit around the twelve cities of the Empire to ensure that all of them were now capable of healing via their marks of power bestowed by Caderyn, and everyone could enter the Healer’s temple who wanted to.

Which is to say I traveled well over a thousand miles over the course of the next six hours, mostly by Silver Door, and ran around on steps made of air to ensure compliance. The goddess would, and could, just revoke healing privileges at a moment’s notice, so I reminded the Governors and Masters who needed reminding… in very short order.

When I finished, it was immediately time to see about her end of the deal.

The Healer’s temple, being a magic hospital, was always a busy place. People walked on their sore feet to pray for relief. Others were carried with their stab wounds or broken bones to ask for divine healing. They poisoned themselves with mushrooms or beer or both, they fell and cracked their heads, and they got into drunken brawls that cost them teeth and pride. All sought out the Healer. The temple was now the busiest place in the whole city.

In Surrek at least, Caderyn had someone ready to meet me at all times though. The woman whose body she inhabited was a solid block of a person, thick around the everything, with a stern, square face and beefy hands. She waved one of them toward a now familiar room, where Dallinya lay resting. As we walked, her eyes began to glow that antiseptic, hospital green, and her whole body radiated with that familiar hospital smell.

“Are you pulling the memories and knowledge out of my mind?” I asked.

“Would it upset you if the answer was yes?”

I chuckled. “Since when did you care about whether or not I was upset?”

“You raise a good point,” the goddess said.

“My companion’s body has been restored?” I asked.

“It has. She is sleeping. The healing process can be difficult for a body to handle.”

I nodded understanding. “I’d like to take her now.”

When she spoke next, her voice was both smaller, a bit conciliatory, and also excitement, like someone explaining Dungeons & Dragons in a classroom to someone they’re pretty sure won’t call them names for doing so. “Would you like to hear what our next move will be, Drifter Evan, avatar of Caderyn?”

“Av… did you say avatar?”

The big, blocky woman nodded enthusiastically, and the bright green light in her eyes made her seem even more maniacal and insane than I’d previously guessed.

“Look, the ladies and I have made everyone in the whole empire able to come visit you when they need. Everyone. That’s surely millions.

“They, I don’t know, pray to you and receive your blessing and such. Look, we traveled thousands of miles to do that, fought battles against believers in the north and negotiated with elves in the west. We dealt with an inter-dimensional pollution incident.”

“You have done well,” Caderyn agreed.

“You’re easily the most popular goddess in the Empire now, right?”

“Yes!”

“And in return, you restored my lover, erasing her paralysis.”

“Yes!”

I was having trouble hiding my irritation with the Healer. Sure she was an entity that certainly wasn’t human, but part of her bailiwick was mental health, and she had to know I was getting pretty damn frustrated right this moment.

“I asked for something; you asked for something in return, and once again that deal was absurdly lopsided in your favor. You’re a goddess, so that made a twisted sort of sense to me… anyway a deal’s a deal. I think we’re done here. I’ll just collect up my felinian sexpot—”

“Evan.”

It’s hard to describe the tone with which the word was delivered, but it sent a shiver down my spine. The word was dripping with both warning and promise, like she was lusting after me but also unhinged, and if I touched Dallinya she’d fly into a jealous rage.

I turned from where I’d been about to scoop up Dallinya, who was sleeping it off, and braced myself for annihilation.

“Don’t do this,” I begged. “Please.”

“You have made me the most sought after and most worshipped goddess in all the Empire,” she said, eyes aglow in the gloom held back by distant mana lamps.

“I have,” I told her.

“The other gods will not take kindly to this unbalanced state of affairs,” she said.

“Do go on.”

“We can destroy them, Evan,” she said. “We can lay low the temples of my brothers and sisters, scatter their believers to the winds, unravel their domains and elevate the two of us to heights of power you have never dreamed possible. We can achieve power overwhelming.”

“No. No we cannot.” I told her, and hurried to get Dallinya in my arms. It seemed like the only safe thing to do in these circumstances.“We’re on the eve of a trio of demon armies descending on the Empire. There isn’t going to be a Surrek left in a couple of days. You’ll be the goddess ruling over a burning pile of rubble.”

“Pledge yourself to my service, Evan,” she commanded. “I will imbue you with my sigil and grant you my power.”

You have been offered the rank of Avatar of Caderyn! Should you accept this, you gain the following immediately:

*9 stars in all your Attributes, permanently.

*Your ability Drifter, which is tied to your Attuned Attribute, will be permanently replaced with the ability Mender.

*Your ability Adrift, which is tied to your Clever Attribute, will be permanently replaced with the ability Knowledge of Eons.

*Your ability Steel-Willed, which is tied to your Charming Attribute, will be permanently replaced with the ability Indomitable.

*Your ability Phase Shift, which is tied to your Fierce Attribute, will be permanently replaced with the ability Deific Might.

*Your ability Temporomancer, which is tied to your Quick Attribute, will be permanently replaced with the ability Purifier.

*Your ability Dimension Door, which is tied to your Sly Attribute, will be permanently replaced with Holy Scourge.

*Your ability Interloper, which is tied to your Tough Attribute, will be permanently replaced with the ability Godly Aegis.

*Your link with your Favored Consort is dissolved. The Blood Debt is lost.

*You may nominate a consort to be Avatar’s Right Hand. The consort must consent to this nomination. The Avatar’s Right Hand gains 6 stars in all Attributes, permanently. You may not nominate another Avatar’s Right Hand until the present Avatar’s Right Hand dies.

*You may nominate a second consort to be the Avatar’s Left Hand. The consort must consent to this nomination. This individual gains 6 stars in all Attributes permanently, and gains all Attribute linked abilities you possess, along with all marks of power you possess. You may not nominate another Avatar’s Left Hand until the present Avatar’s Left Hand dies.

Do you accept the rank of Avatar of Caderyn? Yes/No

My mind swirled. I was being offered something of an epic opportunity, and I knew that. I also knew a lot would change if I took this. This was a real sith’s apprentice situation we had here.

I would lose all ability to travel between worlds, and so would the ladies. Their marks would change to these god powers, whatever they were.

I perused them quickly… Mender allowed an enhanced version of the healing I was already doing. After that, Knowledge of Eons allowed me access to some vault of stored information, including ancient spell lists and locations of epic dungeons long lost to time and history. Indomitable was like Steel-Willed, only it consumed less mana, worked for longer, and had a much broader range. Deific Might was exactly like it sounded: great strength, and the ability to smite motherfuckers. Purifier did exactly what it said at low levels, purifying toxins, purging impurities and cleansing conditions, but at higher levels it did a lot of damage to unholy targets.

Like demons.

Holy Scourge was like the ranged version of Deific Might, doing blast damage, giving me explosive holy shields, and area of effect, like the fireballs from Inferno’s Mark. Last, Godly Aegis was a much more impressive shield and force field power than I’d ever seen before.

This package of powers would aid me in taking on the demon threat, for sure. It would also mean leaving earth and Erratesh behind. No more ability to take Surrek on the road and go visit other realms with the whole city floating through the multiverse.

The Right Hand and Left Hand thing was interesting… and the many, many stars in my Attributes were tempting.

But.

“What do I do with this if I take it?” I asked quietly. Dallinya still hadn’t woken up in my arms.

“First, we vanquish the demons from the land, and seal the way between realms. I am not a monster who will see the Empire laid low because of my own hopes.

“Second, we demolish the temples and the believers of the other gods. We give them a chance to kneel before us, and swear allegiance to the Healer. The Healer of all men and women, the one and only Goddess. I think it has a nice ring to it.”

“I see,” I said.

“Yes! You can see their millions of adoring faces all turned toward us, bathed in the light of healing and life. You can see the future as clearly as I can.”

“And Auralla?” I asked.

She stopped. “Auralla?”

“She’s trapped in a time stasis field. I have the ability to get her out, but I need millions of mana… and my Temporomancer ability.”

Caderyn considered this for a time. “One casualty,” she said. “You can allow the loss of one, can you not? And there will come a time when another Temporomancer appears through the veil, is there not? Once my ascension is completed, you spend your days in search of one. It is not perfect, but life is far from perfect, would you not agree?”

She stepped forward, eyes swirling with intense, manic green light.

“Now,” she said. “Accept the power. Accept your destiny.”

“You told me once there was no undoing the Blood Debt,” I said quietly.

She stopped, the light dimming with uncertainty. “What?”

“I came to you and asked if there was any way to remove the Blood Debt. You said there was not.”

“Yes! Your Avya will be freed of the bondage of the Blood Debt.”

“You told me it wasn’t possible,” I said flatly.

“Evan, surely you understand. I was hardly prepared to make you my avatar so long ago, with so little to recommend you. This, here, is the only way—”

“I don’t believe you.”

She froze for a moment before her eyes blazed with vibrant green, brighter than before.

I tapped No mentally in the UI, and didn’t watch her mouth fall open in surprise. Instead I took Dallinya out of the temple. It was only after I got beyond the front doorway that I let out a breath I’d been holding for a long time.

Nobody turned their back on a god without some kind of serious repercussion.

“Shit,” I muttered. What had I just done?

“Evan?” Dallinya asked groggily. I peered down at her gorgeous face.

Right. I’d just done that.
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A short time later, I slumped down in the Governor’s private apartments in Surrek, high up in the tower. I placed Dallinya on the bed, and she snuggled against me.

“I had the strangest dream,” she muttered, then began to snore softly.

“I hope there was enough violent and unpredictable sex in it,” I muttered back, and stroked her hair. 

Tannae stood there in the center of the room, hands clasped behind her back.

“Drifter,” she said brightly. When I shot a glance down at Dallinya, she went, “Oh!” Padding silently up to me, she took my hand.

She mouthed the words ‘I’m so sorry!’ And it kind of broke my heart a little to think she had almost no idea what was going on in the wider world. She had this aura of pure innocent naiveté that was super cute and also somehow tragic. I wanted her to keep it, so I pasted a bright smile on my face.

“Dallinya is back!” she whispered. “That’s so lovely.”

I hadn’t seen her since the girl power moment in Trierssek, which now felt like weeks ago, but was just yesterday. I stood and steered her away from Dallinya, to let the poor girl sleep. She’d been through enough. Into the hallway we went.

“What have you been learning and doing here in the city?” I asked. “Are you enjoying things?”

“Oh yes!” she exclaimed. “Velleth and Laylenna are good trainers, and kind. Nakla makes me laugh, and it is good to watch her love Nallene.”

“Oh yeah?”

She nodded sagely. “They share essence often. Nallene is quite loud.”

Tannae had the Sienna to gray coloration of a mountain lion and a long tawny tail, but was dressed in Drifter chic: short shorts of electric blue and a tank top in pink, with an 80’s motif from a game where you repeatedly steal cars and engage in serious mayhem around the city.

She took my arm and cozied up to me. “You know,” she said, passing by several of the former Governors in portrait form. “They all talk about how nice you feel.” One hand snaked down and traced the outline of my cock through my shorts. “Avya is obsessed with this.”

“Did you enjoy it?” I asked.

“Once,” she said. “With you.”

I nodded.

“All the others were awful.”

It was time to say nothing.

“It’s really… it’s good, right?” She asked.

“I find it to be amazing,” I told her, then chuckled. “I even got a special ability from Nakla just for doing it.”

“Oh!” Once again, Tannae’s naïveté came across as adorable. It had really been a while since I’d encountered someone so inexperienced and pure. Shennalil still gave off this vibe sometimes, but much less, and she could turn it on its head in a deliciously dirty way.

“I have a question,” she said, prompting me to laugh.

“You’ve had quite a few questions. Go ahead.”

“Is there a reason you’ve avoided doing it with me?” She asked. “Shennalil said you’ve been so busy. Saving the whole Empire.”

I nodded. “I’m sorry…” She’d been abused and I already felt a twinge of guilt over doing it with her in the first place, not knowing if she was truly ready or how she felt. “I should have asked.”

“Can we… use it?” I asked. “The ability from Nakla?”

“We sure can.”

“What’s your favorite way to start?” She asked.

I stopped in the middle of the hall and closed the distance, facing her. That, or the intensity of my gaze caused her to gasp, but when I cupped her face in my hands she didn’t pull away. Nor did she when I bent in for a soft kiss.

“That,” I whispered, “is a great way to start.”

“Yeah,” she breathed, then pressed forward into me and kissed me back. Then she stared into my eyes. “What are some other ways you like… to start?”

“Well,” I told her, and ran my hands up and down her back, over the swell of her ass, while bending to get at the side of her neck and nibble over it, and her ear. This set her off laughing.

“That tickles!”

“I’ve never done tickle torture before,” I told her quietly, and went back to licking over her furry puma ear. Laughter erupted again, and she squirmed in my arms.

“Ugh, what are you… stop that!”

I stopped, grinning. “You have any other tickle spots I should know about?” I asked.

“My belly button,” she said, then froze. “No. Don’t. Don’t you—”

Too late; I’d already bent down and hiked up the GTA shirt, and had my tongue in her belly button a second later. She shrieked and once again pushed ineffectually against my head. Gods, she was barely Bronze tier, and I was immovable as a fucking mountain if I wanted.

But I let her push me away, laughing and gasping.

“You’ll like this next part better,” I told her, and unbuttoned her shorts.

“I hope so,” she gasped.

With them still hanging off one ankle, I commenced to my favorite extracurricular activity, getting into the taste of her and loving the sounds of her moans and groans. In the midst of this, I switched on Wicked Mark while at the same time taking the form of the naga with Dellendri Mark.

Now, not only did I have a tongue over two feet long, but her body could stretch to accommodate it. I ran more and more of my new forked tongue over her body, then inside her warm, wet center.

“Oh! Oh gods, what are you— ohhhhhh.”

I slowly backed her up against the wall and held her butt, both to get every nook and cranny, but also to keep her from keeling over from the pleasure.

Whatever a Huntress was, and however much Tannae embodied that, she was delicious. I lapped up her essence the instant she produced it, noting wryly that my Relationship rating with the felinian Huntress was rising steadily, now most of the way through the third star of Normal tier.

She came after several minutes of me eating her out, slowly bending down over my head, hands clutching my hair, and whole body shuddering in bliss. I scooped her up, princess style, and rose up on my unfamiliar naga torso.

“Ohhh Drifter,” she moaned. “I’ve never… never felt anything like that.”

“In a good way, I trust.”

Her arms drifted around my neck, and she smiled the grin of the freshly satiated. She kissed me, and laughed at the feel of my new forked tongue. Then she laughed even more when I ran it down her collar bone, under her shirt, and between her breasts.

“There’s more, right?”

“Lots more.”

“Could you… lick me more?”

“As you wish, milady.” I went to town now with the forked tongue, curling it over around around first one nipple, then the other. I also had independent control over each side, so I could clamp that tongue down and pinch her nipple, and flick it first on one side, then the other.

This drove her absolutely wild.

“Ohhhh yes,” she muttered. “Like that. Just like that.”

She was the first of my lovely ladies to respond like this just from nipple play, and though I was principally an ass man, I knew the correct response to ‘just like that.’ I gave it to her just like that, and put the Healer out of my mind.

I gave it to her for long enough that we arrived in another apartment. She was incoherent now, just repeating over and again ‘yes!’ And ‘like that’ while I took off her shirt, transformed back into myself, and positioned myself between her legs.

Or perhaps not completely incoherent; her hand was busy at her clit, rubbing furiously, but paused and encircled my length as I came into contact with her steaming pussy.

“It really is wonderful,” she murmured, and arched her back to accept me inside. This thrust her breasts out, so I went to work on her nipples once again.

She went wild. Bucked and squirmed beneath me, especially when I nibbled at one of them while running my tongue over it repeatedly. Soon she was in the midst of another orgasm, and while she pounded at my back, pleading with me to stop, I didn’t.

“Wait… let me—“ I didn’t stop, nor did I stop lavishing her nipples with attention, one with my mouth and the other with my fingers. In another minute she was in the midst of a second shuddering fit, her third orgasm in under ten minutes. Following this, she just shook her head back and forth while I kept right on pounding, right on licking, and right on tweaking. She came again.

And then she squirted. This one was a full-on, whole-body bucking, claws raking my back, legs clamped around my waist orgasm, with her screaming soundlessly up at the ceiling.

“There,” I murmured around her nipple, and finally released myself. All at once all the pleasure flooded in and overwhelmed me, and I filled her completely.


29- Gold Summit

This treatment, and the time spent cuddling afterwards, and discussing life here, pushed our relationship past Normal and into Bronze. She was pleased to live here in Surrek, though she often felt the itch to be with me. Helping with training and spying around the city, with Hellera and Velleth was lovely. People listened to her. They respected her experience hunting outside the city, laying out traps and snares, and her experiences with wild beasts around her native forests. She’d been from the woods out east of Bershannik when the Masters had abducted her, and had changed hands a number of times. Apparently her coloration as a felinian wasn’t especially noteworthy and therefore she wasn’t seen as worth much. She’d been dropped off in Armstrong, she said, as a free gift to go along with other trade goods.

During our talk, I received one of those messages I’d been pushing back and ignoring. This time I took a close look at it.

Congratulations! Your relationship with Tannae of Armstrong has progressed beyond Normal and into Bronze. Tannae feels seen and valued for the first time in her life in the Empire, and is most appreciative. Your abilities associated with Tannae have also progressed.

I’d need to remember to give her the option to return to her pre-slave life. After chastising myself for not thinking of this sooner, I re-read the relationship message. She was feeling valued, which was good enough for now. She could feel free to return to her old community, if it existed, in the morning.

I listened to Tannae doze before picking her up and returning to the Governor’s apartments. Dallinya was still asleep there, and had been joined by Zephellyn, Nakla, Nallene, Shennalil, and Velleth. I still wasn’t thrilled to have some unknown entity influencing my city, but for the first time in days I was able to check something off my to-do list. I could breathe.

Which brought Huntress’s Mark back to mind. It had proven invaluable against the Gold tier who’d nearly killed Dallinya, and I wasn’t going to make the mistake of disregarding new abilities again.

Huntress’s Mark

*Special Ability*

*Bronze tier, two stars*

Normal: Activate to significantly increase the speed of ranged weapons when fired. This increases accuracy and damage moderately.

Costs minimal Stamina to activate. Cooldown: None.

Bronze: Activate to gain a significant degree of information about a target. If this target is an enemy and unaware of your surveillance, gain complete information instead.

Costs high Stamina to activate. Cooldown: None.

You gained this ability after joining with Tannae of Armstrong. This ability’s tier is tied to your Relationship with Tannae of Armstrong.

This was… excellent. It overlapped with the Reveal spell, which I was garbage at using. Now all I had to do was sneak up on a bunch of Gold tier douchebags from the center of the Empire and get an idea…

No. I’d give it a try under controlled circumstances. No sense in having twenty Gold tiers all turn my way with murder in their eyes at the exact same moment when one of them with super high Clever or Attuned sensed what I was doing.

Still, it should work well with the demons.

That done, I crawled into bed and finally got some shuteye.
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The next day, I was in the middle of making Dallinya’s day when we were again interrupted. This time it wasn’t by a Gold tier who was attempting to murder me, but by Zati, who was back in Mage District and doing the usual research plus surveillance.

Zati’s head appeared in the viewing window. I knew it took a ton of mana to open and then keep open, so I let her take the lead.

“The first of the Gold tiers has arrived,” she said, and at my nod, the viewing window winked out.

“Don’t stop!” Dallinya commanded from where she was straddling my head, and wrenched my head back up between her legs. Zephellyn certainly hadn’t… she was in the middle of riding me hard, and I was in the middle of enjoying the sound of our bodies slapping together. The others, who were enjoying the effects of Empath’s Mark gifting them all the sensations I was feeling, echoed Dallinya’s sentiment.

Unfortunately, I had to cut this short.

So, an hour later, Avya and all the girls were in Trierssek enjoying the comfort and protection of illusion slave brands, Avya masquerading as me with another illusion, and the comfort of relative anonymity.

Nothing would happen to them. As for Hellera and Auralla, neither situation could be helped at present. I had high hopes for Purity’s Mark, but there was no way to test it as of yet. Neither could I do anything about the situation with Dallinya… yet.

Everything hinged on this meeting.

I made my way to the Governor’s spire and welcomed the first of the Gold tiers. This one hadn’t stood up and made any overt actions when Innara went to ‘welcome’ them and proclaim herself Empress, and was a massive centaur creature with felinian blood. Like a white tiger but with four powerful cat limbs downstairs, then two thickly built upper arms as well. He stood over a head taller than me, which was a situation I was only now getting used to.

Although he wore little in the way of clothing, my Attuned senses told me every bangle and ring was heavily enchanted. Somehow he’d gotten past the problem of the magic slowly warping the effects of other items, or slowly twisting the person who wielded them.

He also didn’t have outward marks of power. There was some mark I didn’t have yet that allowed you to just turn them invisible at will.

Pff, yet. Like I was going to go swing my dick around at every woman I saw and then take the time to fully develop a relationship with them, in order to possibly one day develop an ability I assumed existed.

I knew this first by reputation and reports, though. I’d had Innara and Zati quiz me on the details: identities, personalities, histories, proclivities.

“Forge, is what you’re called,” I said. “Hammer of the Empire.” The huge creature nodded. “Breaker of the south city, vanguard of the Emperor, destroyer of wills.”

A thin smile began to appear.

“I’m told you completely crushed Treshkegal with a force of only a dozen Silvers.”

He had a deep, purring voice, very much like if I lion could talk. “The legend grows with each passing year, Governor of Surrek.”

“And the other two cities whose Governors surrendered rather than fight you?”

His smile grew, but also pressed down into a thin line. “There is some truth to those.”

He would’ve rather been the person to liberate those cities from their Governors by battering the walls down. This was not a man to fuck with. Conversely, this was a man who only put faith in the virtue of strength. You’d have to stand up to him and hope like hell he didn’t flick you away like a particularly disgusting booger.

“I’m pleased you could make it.”

“The Empress has decreed that your city is the place where the final discussion will be held,” Forge grumbled. “I abide by the Empress’s decree.”

I so wanted to press about how this man felt about having a woman as Empress, but if history was any guide, he was happy being a follower rather than a decision maker. Someone who enjoyed being pointed in a direction and shot off like an arrow. Someone capable of causing vast amounts of destruction when that arrow finally struck true.

Forge’s vice was in pleasure, and ruling took time away from wine, women, and song. Honestly I couldn’t blame him, given that all I wanted to do was sit in my shop, grin at people, find out their needs, and meet those needs.

Several more of them arrived. Rhaeyel ignored me completely and took a seat directly opposite this Forge character.

Riggallen, the massive and slow moving creature, acknowledged me but as though we had never met and talked. Surely word had gotten around that the glimmering golden statue of a woman had showed up at a theater performance with a plain old unmodified human, and had a long discussion with him over an intermission.

They started arriving in clumps now. Some of them didn’t have movement powers. They could fly or run fast, but couldn’t open a portal to instantaneously travel anywhere they’d been before. Drifter seemed more and more amazing the longer I had it. Dimension Door was much the same, actually, a rarity among these powerful lords.

Some were humans touched in some way by fae blood, two were dwarves with red brown skin like terra cotta, and long beards. One was just a huge monstrosity of a man, about as big as Trusk had been. He towered over all of us, but seemed slow and thoughtful like Riggallen.

Only a handful brought along Favored Consorts, which surprised me. Only three.

“They’ll be back in the cities protecting the harems from the others,” Velleth had told me. Her intelligence network had made some amazing strides in the last few months, getting gossip from closer to the Empire’s center, and turning central city citizens into informants for coin.

Which begged the question of what these three had done with their harems to keep them secure while their Favored Consorts were here. I actually began to fret over the well-being of slave girls I’d never met, until I reminded myself that they supplied these twenty super-powerful people with those very same incredible powers.

It would be monstrous to go around the central cities now, murdering helpless women by the drove. Monstrous and effective.

But no. We were balanced on the knife’s edge and we were going to put all this power to good use. Cross fingers, knock on wood, and hang a horseshoe over the doorway or something.

A lot of glances went flitting around the room. It was clear a lot of back room dealing went on. The dwarves were allied with one another, even though they were from different central cities. One elf with reddish skin and turquoise hair immediately found Riggallen and bent his ear.

Several other dealings happened, while servants brought around trays of canapés and served up ice-filled coolers of sodas, cans of pre-mixed drinks, beers, and such… all from earth.

I had to make the same spiel about twelve times, about which cooler held which kinds of drinks, but Yann and Velleth had helpfully labeled them in the Ethetrian runes reading ‘bubble sweet drink no alcohol’ and ‘bubble sweet drink alcohol’ and such.

It was an ugly mess, but a mess that paid off. Many of the Gold tiers found the signage funny. They found the coolers curious. A lot of cola, root beer and cider were drunk, to raucous laughter once the seismic burping got going.

Okay. My anxiety level had evened out a little, but only a little. We were doing this, but I’d been warned that anything could and would set them off, and violence with the Golds could be swift, extreme, and apocalyptic.

It was like trying to host the demon army.

“We will begin shortly, gentlemen,” I told a group. “Your seats have been prepared.

“Gentleman? Would you listen to that, Rev? Drifter called me a gentleman.” The not-gentleman in question threw back his head and laughed, long and loud.

I actually knew this guy was about as far from a gentleman as you could get. He was called Black Lash, and was responsible for utterly erasing a village not unlike Sunspire once upon a time, simply killing off anyone who put up any resistance and rounding up the rest.

Oh, and of course the seating arrangements had been something of a nightmare. I eventually raided a furniture warehouse and filled the Black Door inventory warehouse with nearly two dozen recliners. I’d left a pair of gems the size of my thumb as payment.

The recliners also spun, giving the men the ability to rock, stretch out, and rotate to follow Innara while she gave the presentation we’d prepared. If it could ever get going. It looked like the whole thing might take hours just to start in the first place.

While the men milled, connived against the Empress in hushed tones, and burped loudly over and over again, music played from nearby. Dancers did their belly dancing routines in certain places along the edges of the room. Guards were there to inform the Gold tiers that these women were only to be looked at, unfortunately.

Rhaeyel was the only one who got uppity with the help, when he attempted to lay a hand on one of the dancers, and I teleported her away. I had a safe place planned in the level directly above this.

He blinked several times in confusion, then rounded angily on the guard. So I teleported the guard away as well.

Forge threw his head back and guffawed laughter. “You missed the part where the Drifter killed off Unkas, did you Rhaeyel?”

Rhaeyel spun, snarling. “I am Rhaeyel, titan of Armstrong and leader of the Golden Circle.”

“We know who you are!” another Gold tier jeered from the crowd.

“The Drifter has killed one of us and stands poised to take his place in the Circle,” Forge went on. “Best respect his rules, and just enjoy the novelty of this burp juice.”

Although Rhaeyel seemed furious at being teased, the fight slowly bled out of him at the general laughter over the sodas and the beers.

“I know it’s no Golden City,” I told them, “but we hope you’ll enjoy the Drifter oddities from another world for a short time, before you return to your places in your cities.”

Although I sorely wanted to use Mischief’s Mark to throw a whole bunch of social success up, or Empath’s Mark to calm the whole lot of them at once, I knew these could be resisted. Worse, I knew these could be detected, and that possibly those who detected me using powers on them could then trace the usage back to me.

So for now it was good old fashioned hospitality… and I wasn’t from the South. So it’d have to be good old-fashioned Midwest style manners, and the more passive aggressive the better. When some of these Gold tiers ignored me, I just moved on to other clumps of them, beseeching them to have a seat and stop milling around. They could place any drinks or snacks they wished on the tables provided. One table for each city, round of course. We wouldn’t want anyone thinking they were the head of the table. Oh, and tray tables attached to the recliner arms, including cup holders.

The way these people were ‘oohing’ and ‘ahhing’ over the cup holders, you’d think they were uncut gemstones the size of your head. Evan’s Eldritch Emporium needed to stock these recliners.

For some moments, I wondered if the men would think it a show of weakness for me to just shrug and move on, ignoring the ones who ignored me, but I got lucky. After a time the ones milling around and trying to team up against Innara also went and took their seats.

I was forced to grab up a loveseat for Forge and another one of the Gold Circle. While I wanted to thank them for their grace and patience, these weren’t people who enjoyed being called gracious or patient. Instead I just told them to hang on a second, popped over to earth, shoved a sofa into my warehouse inventory with my Gold tier strength, and headed back to Ethetria to accommodate them.

And so far things hadn’t devolved to chaos. Perhaps they knew that the first to raise a hand against us was definitely going to be the first to die.

“The Drifter has offered up the city of Surrek to host you,” Innara said. “I accepted this offer, due to the threat you will shortly see.

“Before we begin,” she said, “You’ll note the swag bag hanging beneath the tray table attached to your recliner. This includes a number of Drifter goodies, tributes to you, including something called a hoagie. The Drifter has assured me that all these words have meanings.”

All eyes turned on me.

“I will shortly be asking you not to include me among the Golden Circle of whichever of the three lovely cities Unkas Magekiller hailed from.”

I raised my hands. “Yeah, I know. I happen to like having my own city, and the freedom that comes with it.”

“That will be the second point of order,” Innara said flatly. Right. I wasn’t supposed to be chummy with these guys. I wasn’t supposed to take the spotlight. She was supposed to be in control of the Empire, at least appearance-wise, for the sake of Legitimacy.

I bowed to her, hands pressed together, then drew my fingers over my lips like they were a zipper, and backed away.

Innara began the presentation with a light show.

Now, magic generally messed with electronics in a big way, destroying them or rendering them unusable. However, I had gotten the hedge mages to figure out a way to both capture an image off my phone, and then project those images onto one wall of this grand hall of the Governor’s palace.

Except for this projection, all the other lights slowly dimmed and left the hall in gloom.

Most of the Gold tiers were jaded enough or had seen enough, but a few of them gasped. That was my cue.

“I have divided this gold summit into two phases,” she said. “I came into possession of this Empire with a warning, that the cause of the activity in the north was a portal bridging this realm with the realm of the demonic.”

I stepped back into the shadows and left an illusion behind with Trickster’s Mark. At the same moment, I used Night’s Mark at both Normal and Bronze to cloak myself in the shadows here. Then, as soon as I left the room, I used the Silver tier ability, which seemed pretty damn cool.

Night’s Mark

*Special ability, infernal*

*Bronze tier, one star*

Normal: Activate to blend into darkness, or shadows. While in shadow, you are impossible to discern without magical abilities, and Sly is boosted moderately against detection by such means. Noise, scent, mana saturation, and body heat are included under this protection.

Costs moderate mana to activate, and moderate mana per minute. No cooldown.

Bronze: Activate to take on a cloak of night. You become naturally more terrifying, or naturally more forgettable. Your Fierce or Sly are boosted greatly for such purposes, respectively.

Costs high mana to activate, and high mana per minute. Cooldown: 5 minutes.

Silver: The night is your ally. Activate to summon an infernal creature made of darkness for one hour. The creature has excellent night vision, communicates via whispers, and may attack with unholy damage. Its body is composed of unholy darkness, and immune to most damage.

Costs extremely high mana. Cooldown 12 hours.

Passive: greatly enhance your perception in darkness. You may see in complete darkness as though it were dawn or dusk. You gain three stars of Clever for purposes of detecting hidden enemies, traps, or secret entrances. This ability drains moderate mana per hour while in use.

You gained this ability after joining with Sillandria of Surrek. This ability’s tier is tied to your Relationship with Sillandria of Surrek.

Exiting the hall, I immediately slipped into the Silver Door and transported myself to the library where Zati was still working.

My naga beauty was propping herself up on the workstation, a huge table made of a single piece of hardwood, flexing her butt and wriggling her tail in undulating waves. I couldn’t tell if she was stretching out a sore back or, I don’t know, humping the workstation table.

The sight of her snaky ass…

“Zati,” I breathed.

She turned and showed me that both her openings were ready for me. She had no shirt on, which I hadn’t seen because of the curtain of hair.

There was no talk, no foreplay, only the animalistic urge to mate in her eyes. Her tongue flicked out, up and down lazily, tasting the air, and slowly retracted into her mouth. The next time it drooped out, it fell between her breasts, and curled first around one, then around the other, licking up around the bottom. Each motion hefted the huge breast and let it wobble back into place.

I took first one step, then another towards her. I imagined myself transforming into a naga and sticking my elongated tongue deep into the first of her openings, then the other. I didn’t know how far they would admit me, but I was ready to find out.

I would lick every inch of that twenty-plus foot tail, really make her beg. I wanted to listen to her breathless moans and feel her clutching fingers try to get me up level with her, so we could kiss, so she could maneuver me into her.

And still I’d resist, and make her writhe beneath me, make her clutch at my twin cocks and finally get what I’d made her desperate for.

Steel-Willed has activated, the pop-up said. You are protected against empathic and mind-altering abilities. The enemy and the effect are hidden from you.

The fog of overwhelming arousal fled me, and the confused blinking on Zati’s face told me the same had happened to her.

“What the—“ I started, but Zati interrupted.

“I need you,” she breathed, once her tongue had stopped licking the entire circumference of her breast. It wobbled, and her nipple was clearly hard with arousal.

“You’ve learned something,” I told her, stepping forward. Steel-Willed had activated and was slowly bleeding out mana, but she was still a sight to behold, and she still always radiated brightly whenever she had knowledge to share.

In a fit of what might be called sadistic inspiration, I turned Steel-Willed off to experiment with what the ramifications might be. The result was so subtle that, aside from the yellow notification, I didn’t notice anything different.

Zati didn’t turn, focused as she was on a small parchment scroll, so I caressed the curves of her ass, up her sides, and cupped both her large breasts, pushing her t-shirt up. She let out a shaky sigh.

“I’ve learned something,” she said, her words heavily saturated with lust, and leaned her head back onto my shoulder. Already I could feel her tail slipping up the inside of my leg.

“What can you teach me?” I breathed, and she simply moaned with need in response. I loved using the t-word on her; it was like she had a mini-orgasm right on the spot. Her nipples had already been hard, and I twisted and pinched them just the right amount to make her lick my ear.

“There are seven layers of hell,” she breathed, pressing her hands against mine, squeezing her own breasts with my hands. “And a guardian of each layer.”

I figured we probably had one of those guardians in the city.

“Unh… they oversee punishment…” she had more to say, but felt my erection pressing against her backside. She’d also slithered her tail up my leg far enough to run it up over my shaft.

“Punishment?” I asked quietly, loving her loss of control. “I think Velleth will be interested in meeting one.”

“Punishment of the damned souls,” she whispered. Her tail wriggled over my cock, while I freed one of my hands and sought out her openings.

Then we were kissing. And boy, let me tell you, naga could kiss. She squeezed my tongue between the forked parts of hers, and I melted a little with the feeling of her hot breath on my ear.

“Drifter,” she said. “Evan. You have a mission.”

“We have a little time to play,” I told her. “Besides, I need this information and you need to inform me. I’m all yours, professor.”

Turning, she ended up lying on the desk with her long hair spilling out in every direction, staring up at me. Her tail was no longer there to make sure I was steel-hard, but instead pulled me forward so she could get her hands on me. They felt every inch of my torso and arms while her tail pulled me closer, forcing me to tower over her. Drawn closer as I was, I rubbed against her exposed holes.

“Each of the guardians holds a gate closed,” she whispered.

With one hand, I began to stroke at her one entrance, enjoying the feel of silky wetness that grew more slippery by the second. “How does one open these gates?”

“These gates?” she moaned. “My gates are open to you, Master Drifter.”

And, freeing me of the remainder of my clothes, she pulled me inside her other orifice. She had so much muscle control down here the others didn’t have, and also a different shape to her insides. It was literally a different angle upon entering her, and felt like I was being rhythmically squeezed by a fist.

“You want the second one?” I asked quietly, but she shook her head.

I stroked in and out, and her breathing quickened. Again her tail slithered up and around my leg.

“I need to be able to relay this information to you.”

“Relay, please,” I told her quietly. I tried to focus on the questions that might have answers from her lecture, but really I was exploring one of her holes with my hand and the other I had full of cock, and it just wasn’t happening.

“The greater demons lay beneath,” she breathed, eyes closed and chest heaving. I took the opportunity to latch onto one of her nipples and really go to town, licking and suckling while I worked over both of her holes at once.

“The… the guardians can release them, but… ohhhh.” Her hands had clamped onto my hair and she was beginning to shudder with orgasm. It may have had something to do with me using Wicked Mark.

I began fucking her hard, harder. At the same time, I inserted a second and third finger into her, stretching her opening and loving the way it constricted down on my fingers and cock at the same time.

“And?” I asked, in between slurping licks of first one nipple, then the other.

“And… and…” she breathed. Her tail was thrashing around, and she’d arched her back up off the desk to meet my mouth. “They hold… the greater demons at bay… I think.”

“You think?”

She let out another shaky breath, dug her nails into my shoulders and began to convulse again.

“These are… ancient sources. Handwritten journals… uhhhh…” She’d found leverage with her tail to shove her openings up at me to meet each of my punishing thrusts. “Recorded by scholars… annotated…”

“You’ve learned so much,” I breathed into her ear, and pumped both holes mercilessly. The l-word was another one that really got to her.

“The guardians… unh… hate the greater…” The stimulation from Wicked Mark and what I was doing to both her holes and her nipples was too much, and she just lay and enjoyed the feeling of being serviced. As for me, I relished the opportunity to give Zati what she wanted. She always felt amazing, massaging my cock over and over, nearly painfully.

Eventually I told her I was about to explode, and she surprised me by pushing me off. She immediately sank down in front of the desk and received the whole load, tremendous as it was, in her mouth and on her face.

“Thank you,” I told her, smiling as she swiped some of it off her face and into her mouth.

“Thank youuuuuuu,” she told me, before snapping out of her daze. “You have the words?”

I pulled a strip of paper out of my pocket and nodded, dumbly. This was the third time.

“I will keep in touch with you with the viewing window.” As we planned, she shouldn’t have had to say. Something was interfering, something was already in Surrek, and there wasn’t time.

I nodded, and with Adrift pushed her into the place in Erratesh we had planned. Several of the females from Keshi West were already there to accept her.

I wanted to consider what had nearly just happened, but I knew the Gold tiers were far more important.

I teleported up to the surface this time, instead of taking the Silver Door. There was no telling when I might need a whole lot of mana.

“Okay,” I told myself. “Just say the words.” Auralla’s pleased face swam into my mind, and I swallowed a sudden tightening of my throat, and pushed back threatening tears.

Soon, I’d get my OG back, and tell her all about the bullshit I’d been forced to go through while she’d been gone. And if I was lucky, for her, it would be only minutes since she’d gone in.

With one hand, I got out a neck ring the hedge mages assured me would amplify my voice, while with the other I brought up the piece of paper that would activate all the functional security nodes we’d worked so hard on over the past weeks.

The bullhorn neck ring flew out of my hand, which lost the first three fingers. The UI was informing me just how many injuries I’d just taken, quite unnecessarily.

A Gold tier stood nearby, the only nellwyn of the twenty of them, sneering.

“Fear not, Drifter,” he said in his adorably tiny voice. “The Council will know how you have betrayed them.”


30- Not To Be Trifled With

Fuck. Okay, well, I had plenty of copies of the activation words, because I was sure I’d forget them in my other pants, but this was a monkey wrench I had only the barest of plans to combat.

“You don’t know what you’re talking about,” I told him, but first I gave myself three stars of Charming and Sly with Erratesh’s Mark, and threw Mischief’s Mark on to give him a dose of super-powered sway.

“Don’t try to use your nonsense powers on me,” the nellwyn said. “You clearly don’t know who I am.”

Maybe I could use arrogance.

“Oh, well, I met the important ones already,” I told him. “I must have missed the tiniest Gold tier.”

He sneered. “A short joke? Is that what you went with?”

I shrugged. “I also called you unimportant.”

All right, well how about this? I brought up Empath’s Mark, and looked over the Gold tier ability once again.

Empath’s Mark

*Special ability, magical*

*Gold tier, no stars*

Gold: Choose a single individual you can see; permanently shift an emotion the target has with regard to a single relationship. This can be a relationship with an object, an individual, or a broad group of people. Depending on the severity of the change, the target may know that their emotions have been manipulated. A subject with detection and resistance abilities may attempt a Grit (Charming) check to reduce the duration to one week, after which the emotion fades over the course of another week.

Costs extremely high mana. Cooldown: one week.

In addition, the range of all Empath abilities is doubled.

This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Avya Dalewind, Favored Consort of Evan Westfield of Earth.

He felt something towards me, and although the Normal tier ability was resisted by, oh I loved this name, Gwyndelfar of Coltrane. I couldn’t even be mad that Gwyndelfar of Coltrane had resisted the effect. I just wanted to say Gwyndelfar of Coltrane as many times as I could.

Okay, but back to the actual stuff. This guy was going to do something and get away, or flash forward and kill me. At first I thought about changing his relationship with me, which was at least contentious, if not outright hateful. Then, before I sank a whole shit ton of mana into it, I shifted it to his relationship with the other Circle members. All the other Circle members. Whatever it currently was, I changed it to indifference.

Congratulations! Your change has taken effect. Gwyndelfar of Coltrane’s relationship with the Gold Circle members has been shifted from Duty and Loyalty to Indifference.

Warning! Your change via Empath’s Mark has been resisted. Gwyndelfar of Coltrane’s relationship with the Gold Circle will revert to normal after a week.

Nice. I grinned, and told the Interloper to surround me in the indestructible circle. In the meantime I fished the paper out of my pocket and began reading the words of power again.

Wait.

The necklace was supposed to amplify my voice. There was no point in raising one or two of these things, only to have Gwyndelfuck destroy them.

I teleported towards him, with the intention of locking him in place with Temporomancy. He would be my Auralla for a few minutes.

A gigantic creature stepped into view, a cyclops with huge pendulous breasts, dressed in ragged strips of leather. She was bald, and essentially somewhere in the neighborhood of twelve or fifteen feet tall, easily half the height of the buildings here. And holding what amounted to a tree.

Oh goodie, a Favored Consort.

And wouldn’t you know it, my immediate question had to do with just how in the fuck this nellwyn took control of this slave in the first place. How had a four foot little man creature… done it? Dove in there head first?

“Little darkness guy, I want you to keep that big one busy. Interloper, same. Make sure she doesn’t move towards or get back to the palace.”

If this guy somehow raised the alarm, even though he had no will to do so right his moment, the whole jig was up.

I had to really fuck this guy up, and fast.

Initiating several of my suite of regular use powers, I dashed forward to get on this asshole. Archivist’s Mark, Magebane’s Mark, and Erratesh’s Mark all went into effect. I needed more Quick, and posthaste. Pulling out twin handguns, I activated Huntress’s Mark as well, and started blasting.

Motherfucker started flickering out of existence. Not cool. One second he was there, the next second he was three feet that way, but he’d left a copy of himself a foot the other way. I angled my line of fire after the second one, but he flickered too, leaving himself a foot this way but reappearing two feet the other way. A third burst of shots and now there were four of him standing there.

“What are we doing here, Drifter? How are you betraying the trust of the Empire?”

“Uh, I’m not,” I told him, and dropped a weighted net on his general area using a teleport. Several of the copies of him puffed to mist and started to reform, except that there was net stuck through them, so I could spot the illusions by the way they misted around the ankles. The real one had dodged aside. “The Empress has a plan in mind, and it involves me, doing exactly what I’m doing.”

“I’m a nellwyn, idiot,” he spat back. “I can tell when you’re lying. Now tell—“

His head whipped to the side, where his Favored Consort was getting the almighty crap kicked out of her. Interloper had slashed through her several times when she flickered into copies of herself, and the little darkness man from Night’s Mark had somehow gotten inside her green force field and had wrapped up her leg with burning, smoking tendrils of gross darkness. Now Interloper was bashing against that green globe of force, which shrank and forced her to one knee.

“Where you going?” I called, and threw a Silver tier fireball at his general area.

His mini teleport wouldn’t take him far enough away, but a green force field sprang up around him, and a gold dragon made of smoky glimmering light sprang to life around his body.

Well shit.

Several attacks all came my way, but a quick teleport, and another took me to a flanking position. I attempted another teleport inside that green force field, and was not surprised to find I couldn’t make it.

So instead I summoned up a whole plethora of green magic snakes using Dellendri’s Mark, and when I got next to my opponent here, I launched a rockplate vedris the size of a school bus directly on top of him, straight out of my chest.

The huge salamander-looking creature with the six legs and the stegosaurus plates running over its back clamped down on the nellwyn with its gigantic mouth. Sort of.

Gwyndelfar of Coltrane had just grown to twenty feet tall. Also his forearms were encased in rapidly vibrating silvery energy.

I might have done a little damage with Jim the vedris chomping on him once, and then once again, but I had really hoped to toss Gwyndelfar really far, like into the side of a building.

That lame joke was right out, in other words.

The Favored Consort was now focusing her energy and efforts on killing my little ball of demon slime from Night’s Mark, ignoring the beating her shield was taking from the Interloper. The shield itself had shrunk down to wrap her tightly, and it was still shrinking. I loved the little bastard already, and was very pleased with how the Interloper was doing its job as well.

A few moments later I took a magical backlash injury as Jim the rockplate vedris perished at his magical hands. It was time for a different tactic, so I summoned Janet the finnet, a zippy little cat-like creature with some spinies. Janet went flying out of my chest and darting around Gwyndelfar’s legs.

In the meantime, I made sure to get out my weightlifting plates and drop them directly on his Favored Consort from a thousand feet up, by teleporting them one after another in rapid succession. By the fourth plate, the shield had contracted so tightly around her that she just looked like a ball of flesh in there. By the fifth plate, the shield exploded and sent slivers of magic shrapnel in all directions. The sixth plate took a piece of shrapnel and flew off, but the seventh and eighth landed on her head and took her health down a good half a bar.

“I don’t want this, you don’t want this,” I called out. “I’d rather talk than try and kill one another. What do you say?”

In response, the cobblestones beneath my feet shifted and turned to quicksand, sucking me down in, and I found myself unable to teleport away.

“Fuck this noise,” I muttered, and Phase Shifted myself with the Bronze tier ability. Mage District was soon overlaid with a section of public park somewhere in southeast Michigan, full of trees and a pavilion full of picnic tables. Some people were presently throwing a football around, while kids played on a playground, parents nearby either hovering or speaking to one another animatedly.

I was able to step out of the quicksand, and also completely avoid damage from the hail of darts that came next. They flew directly through me and thudded into a nearby tree and shopfront.

They then exploded in a cloud of what looked like choking yellow smoke.

“That is a cool trick,” I told him. “Now, are you losing a Favored Consort today or no?”

The gigantic nellwyn punched down at where I stood, but I side stepped and only took fifteen injuries from the vibrational energy damage. In the collowing moments, the gold dragon flapped its wings and let out a roar, then blasted downward with a stream of molten gold.

I wasn’t there to be smothered by it, having teleported away.

The Interloper continued to slash mercilessly at the cyclops girl, even while she killed off the ball of demonic force.

Then she had to deal with Janet the finnet.

Janet is fast. She’s really fast. She also has poisonous barbs that slow down pursuers. These sprayed out and got into the cyclops woman’s legs and ankles.

“That’s going to hurt,” I told Gwyndelfar.

He punched at me, but I kept dodging. Occasionally I’d take a handful of sonic damage from his silvery arm energy spurts, but I started healing them up. These little teleports took remarkably tiny amounts of mana, and I could keep at them all day.

These Gold tiers. Magekiller was pretty good, but this one was awful. Or at least his Favored Consort. Apparently the Emperor had been right to keep them locked away in the lap of luxury where they stayed fat, happy, and out of practice.

By contrast I’d been fighting for my life since the moment I arrived.

Another storm of explosive shards blasted out of him and puffed to purple mist this time, but it amounted to nothing given I was Phase Shifted.

It was time to put an end to these shenanigans.

“Temporomancy,” I uttered, and after another dodge I locked his Favored Consort in time.

She froze in place, just as my girls had done once upon a time, encased in a bubble of time.

Gwyndelfar shouted.

I didn’t get it. Didn’t these guys have incredible abilities? Forge and Rhaeyel certainly seemed to, based on the fight Rhaeyel had put up. Did they just never use them? I knew I shouldn’t be rooting for this guy to win, but I also wanted him and his cyclops ladyfriend to fuck up some demons.

Or maybe these dimensional powers (and the Interloper), and now this time power, were far more than they knew how to handle. That seemed more likely. Nobody seemed to know what to make of my ability to jump into another world.

I put a shotgun up to her head.

“Look,” I told him. “I need you to calm the fuck down.” And not report back to the palace. “Dismiss your dragon. Nobody’s losing a Favored Consort or their lives today. Nobody’s trashing my city or killing off my women.”

A hectic new light flared to life in Gwyndelfar’s huge eyes. I’d just given him an idea and he was all about it.

“They’re not here, idiot. They’re in a different reality. You think I’m going to leave them laying around where assholes like you can get at them, and sap me of my powers? Hell no.”

“What do you want?” he asked.

“You got your lie detector on?” He nodded, sneering, and began to shrink back down to normal nellwyn size. “I want to put a defense grid in place,” I told him. “That’s the truth. It’ll be done soon. I plan to use it against the demon army. And yes, you can tell if I’m lying, there’s a real demon army, and it’s going to steamroll this entire city unless I have your support and the support of the other Gold Circles.”

One of his eyes twitched.

“So I can put away my trans-dimensional entity and you can put away your dragon and we can both get back to the task at hand here like civilized people?”

It was a very, very poor adaptation of a very good movie quote, but it was the best I could do given the circumstances. I silently apologized to Westley for brutalizing it.

I hoped like hell the meeting hadn’t devolved into a clusterfuck while I was gone. It had already been too long.

I snatched up the necklace and strapped it on, then pulled out another copy of the activation words. The magic words. Before, I’d activated each of the three nodes individually, my words turning into literal runes of power in the air that slapped into the metal bands surrounding the floating boulders. These ones would have to flip over upside down, then slap into the metal bands, since the nodes had been anchored in place in reverse to make the crystal placement easier.

As it turned out, the magic words, even aided by the necklace that amplified my voice, only flew out in rune form to the nearest ten of the nodes, the only ones in audible range. Shit. I’d just have to make this even quicker than before, then.

The first round of magic words burned themselves into the bronze banding surrounding the magic rocks, causing them to rumble and shift, then lift into the air. Hedge mages and their assistants were all standing nearby to break apart the scaffolding. A safe city defense node is a happy city defense node.

These ones were purple and blue, with one black one.

I sure hoped they had more of those black ones ready by the time the demons arrived.

Teleporting over to Artifice, I was able to read out the words once more, this time my words audible to the nearest dozen of the nodes. Magic runes again seared themselves all the way around them in a stripe of cool black words, like the One Ring but more angular, less fluid. We were doing things practically here, not artistically.

The dozen orange, yellow, and green boulders rumbled and drifted into the sky, where they slowly flipped over and oriented themselves.

I was tempted, just for scientific purposes, to denote Gwyndelfar and his Favored Consort as enemies of the city. Now that some of the nodes were active, I had a new tab on my city management screen denoting how people were viewed. Immediately, all my ladies were designated as allies, along with Innara, the seneschal, Yann at the shop, Paul, Michael, and their womenfolk. Everyone else was left as neutral or citizens.

As allies, if someone attacked them, the nodes would auto-designate those people as threats. As acquaintances, the nodes wouldn’t care either way what you did, so long as you didn’t attack people. They wouldn’t instantly fry your purse snatcher, but you could bop your child across the back of the head without being vaporized. Basically everyone of Normal tier was a citizen of the city. The New Blood Masters were quickly designated as citizens as well, while the Old Guard became neutral.

Neutral would mean that if they took action to harm another, their powers would be suppressed, and if they continued to take action, they would be destroyed.

I could filter the list of city occupants in a number of ways: age, district, and tier were the three foremost. Surrek was by and large a very young city. There wasn’t much use for a man who couldn’t lift things, or a woman whose hands were too arthritic to do the labor she was asked. I hadn’t been paying close enough attention to this… were the elderly just tossed out on the streets and left to die? Did their families feed and keep them while they waned? Were there jobs for them as wise folk, storytellers… teachers? It was pretty awful to consider the darker alternatives. Thus I designated everybody over fifty and not a master as an ally.

“Evan!”

I jumped and nearly fireballed Zati in the face. She had opened a viewing window using her Adrift ability, along with her spellcasting ability.

“I know! It only reached about a dozen of them. I’m only at twenty.”

“Things are getting heated in the palace.”

I needed to stop dallying and move. Another quick teleport brought me to another section of Artifice, where I spoke the words quickly, and loudly, and several buildings rumbled while their hidden nodes suddenly broke free of their confinement. Runes drifted off into shop windows, down into the sewer system, and soon enough the artifice apprentices were hauling open massive steel trap doors to let various color nodes float up into the sky.

Another teleport took me back to Mage, where Gwyndelfar stared with longing at his cyclops lady. I called out the words, drawing his attention, and he watched in growing dismay as another fourteen nodes drifted up out of their hiding places. Now they were arraying themselves in patterns, hugging tight to one another in clumps of the same color.

“What is that?” he asked, when I approached.

“A way to show everyone Surrek is not to be trifled with,” I told him. Then I targeted a small tree in this courtyard and designated it an enemy. Instantly a field of red dots surrounded it and the tree was on fire. Branches blasted off it from the red blasts of the several red nodes I’d put in place, and lightning struck it from the several other yellow nodes floating above the city.

“Return to the palace,” I told him. “Don’t speak of this.”


31- In An Exponential Manner

Thankfully, Gwyndelfar left and took his Favored Consort with him. The Gold tier nellwyn cast a dark glance over his shoulder at me but didn’t speak. Instead the two of them zipped off back toward the palace, disappearing first into a heat shimmer created by some mark of power, then disappearing entirely.

It would be good to have someone with detection powers like him, someone who could pierce my illusions, and someone who could sneak about as well as he could. Although the fight between us hadn’t been very close, he had wasted no time in figuring out I was up to some shenanigans and had also been stealthy enough that I hadn’t noticed him coming until he was asking questions.

Time was short. Even though I’d just changed his emotions regarding the Gold Circle for the next week, that didn’t mean he wouldn’t spill what he’d seen and what had happened. He could target any specific person he had a close relationship to and that would be that.

I needed to get on with the work.

The nodes had been color-coded by district. In Mage (and then Ink, and then Proclamation) we stuck with the cool colors. In Artifice (and then the need for space spilled over into Jewelry and Gem), they worked on the warm colors. I’d only done a batch from Mage and then two batches from Artifice by the time Zati let me know things were devolving in the palace.

I was able to activate another dozen nodes out of Mage when her face reappeared next to me, hovering in the air with hints of the Erratesh skyline behind her.

“The silver-skinned one Rhaeyel is agitating again… and several of the Golds are demanding slave girls. And the nellwyn just returned to the chamber, is speaking with another of the Coltrane Circle.”

I sighed, annoyed with myself for hoping the Empath’s Mark ability would give me any additional time. But… demanding slave girls?

Okay four dozen nodes presently. It wouldn’t be enough if all twenty of these assholes decided to get uppity all at the same time. Hopefully Riggallen and the other two from the other cities had had quiet words with their… circle mates? ’Fellow Circle members’ made it sound less like a circle jerk.

The security system could hamper the movement powers, defensive powers, and offensive powers of these guys, but it might be on a one-for-one basis. They’d never been tested. Maybe it worked like an umbrella, where anyone within the encircling nodes had their powers suppressed.

I went into the UI and asked. The answer was not super encouraging.

Attack nodes (red, yellow, black) act individually, but may be tasked to attack en masse. Damage from Attack nodes will stack.

That was what I expected, and fine.

Defense nodes (orange, green, blue, purple, black) consist of cancellation nodes and suppression nodes.

Cancellation nodes include orange (offensive abilities), green (defensive abilities) and black (regeneration abilities). Suppression nodes include blue (mana suppression and mana cost), and purple (resistances). Both act with like type defense nodes and protect in an exponential manner. More defense nodes of a specific type mean greater protection. A single defense node will cancel thirty-seven stars of abilities (3 Normal, 7 Bronze, 12 Silver and 15 Gold) spread over the number of enemies designated. Two will cancel a total of 1,369 stars, which is thirty-seven squared. A single suppression node will cancel 500 units (mana, resistance, or regeneration) spread over the number of enemies designated. Naturally two suppression nodes will cancel 25,000 units.

The node will cancel the most advanced stars first.

This might have seemed nice at first, until I took into account my own stars. I had 20 with Hellera, all offensive, and 21 more with Quavallie, also offensive. I already had enough to overwhelm a single defense node. Meaning I could still cast Normal and Bronze abilities at least, and probably my Silver abilities too.

If I still had mana. I peered at my mana total, which was massive. It was just a blob of blue at the periphery of my vision, and only when I concentrated on it. The exact total was staggering: over 750. Meaning I alone would have enough power to push through and use up like three Phase Shifts at Silver, and not even mana burn. I could do a whole host of lower power stuff, carry on a fight for a while.

My natural regeneration from Survivor’s Mark wasn’t incredible, so that would be canceled out without issue.

“We need a lot more of these,” I muttered.

Only three of these things had taken the Emperor and given him serious pause. What…

“They were Platinum tier,” I told myself. The three they’d constructed for Leroy were the highest quality, made of innumerable gems, took longer, but canceled out a lot more stars… and they’d been focused on just him. The twenty Gold tiers were something else entirely.

Luckily we had a lot more. Gold tier nodes were a lot simpler and less resource intensive to construct with the considerable weight of the new Empress leaning on the scale. With a ton of manpower devoted to helping the artificers and hedge mages get their shit in order.

I just had to get within earshot and activate them.

I bolted to the next staging area and read out the words, trying not to rush. It wouldn’t do to have sloppy defense nodes. Another fourteen cool colored nodes accepted the runes of activation and slowly separated from their shackle areas, then rose into the air.

I had just teleported to the third staging area, this one in Ink District, when a distant boom announced that something had happened.

Zati’s head appeared. “They’ve just detonated the upper chamber of the Governor’s palace tower.”

We had a plan for this. I gave Zati the thumbs up and read the words out, then with a part of my concentration, opened up the UI tab for the defense grid. Another batch of nodes were seared with runes of activation and shook, rising slowly into the air.

As of now I had four categories for people of the city: allies, citizens, neutral, and enemies. Neither of the latter two categories would work: I needed the Gold Circles alive, gods damn them, but once they attacked Innara more than once, as neutral, they would be targeted by the red and yellow attack nodes.

“I need a new category for permanent suppression,” I hissed.

And lo, as though I had the powers of God, a new category appeared: suppressed. Anyone in this category would have their powers, resistances, and mana suppressed permanently.

Off in the distance, another explosion thrummed like distant thunder.

Filtering the Gold tiers, I slapped all of them with the suppressed category. Except Forge, Riggallen, and the other two from the remaining Gold cities Innara and I had approached. These four stayed, temporarily, citizens.

I just liked the cut of Forge’s jib. Don’t know what it was about that guy.  Sometimes you meet a fellow once and you just know.

The whole new category and target designation took only the span of a few seconds, and allowed me to teleport toward Jewelry District, where the next batch were secreted.

Innara streaked overhead with a trail of Gold energy following her. Several of the Gold tiers streaked after her, but another handful lost altitude and crashed to the city with accompanying thunderclaps.

I started reading the words again, suppressing the urge to swear over and over and over in a panic. This is exactly what we thought might happen.

Innara pulled up tight, almost directly overhead, and slammed a fist into the face of one Gold tier, who rocketed down to the ground and collapsed a building in the district with a cloud of dust. Then, hanging in the air, she started relaying orders too distant to make out.

The motions were clear: back the fuck off or you get the same treatment as that rube.

A lot was happening all at once, too much to track. Some of the Golds had been suppressed and couldn’t fly at all, but others had low tier flying powers.

…and there was one down here, probably not dead, and probably upset about being punched.

“They know,” Zati said in my ear. “Watch your back, Evan.”

I read off the words, and spun to see if any of them had gotten my position. I then pulled up the mini-map and got the position of the grounded one fixed. He wasn’t dead, because he was on the move, and headed directly toward me.

There were quite a lot of these activation words, so I needed to head this guy off.

Reading as fast as I dared, I watched as each syllable became a burning rune, then split off twelve ways to dart into the nodes hidden around the area.

I was getting on towards finishing when he appeared.

This wasn’t Rhaeyel, who stood a very good chance of already being a smear on the palace floor, but a squat orc with marbled skin, red with threads of gold running all through him.

Shit. I couldn’t stop reading the words or these things would be broken or useless… or I’d have to start all over.

Any three of those options was just terrible.

I conjured an illusion of myself directly on top of where I was, and stepped back, then began to layer the extra illusions in there: fake me casting the ice ball shield and the fireball shield, then fake me dashing away as soon as the real me got to the cover of a large tree.

“That was actually hilarious!” The orc said. “You think I can’t see the real you, and the real words of power drifting out into the air? Do you think me a fool, Drifter Governor?”

I spoke more of the words, and had Janet streak in from the side to jump in his face and savage him. Then, once I felt Janet’s little throat get encircled by this guy’s big ham fist, I banished her and took the magical backlash injury.

“You’ll have to do better, Drifter,” he called.

I encased myself in a spectral dragon from Hellera’s Red Dragon’s Mark and sent a silent thank you to her for sticking with me even though she was a demon.

I was then dismayed to see that we’d been losing stars… half a star a day as far as I could piece together. She was being taken in as a real demon.

I could have saved her.

The orc surged forward in the midst of me reading the final few sentences. He ignored the dragon, foolish move on his part, and sprinted.

The runes of power continued to pour out of my mouth. Rearing back, the spectral dragon gathered up molten flame and shot its head forward, enveloping the orc in a bright yellow inferno.

He charged through and breathed out a fetid green yellow cloud directly into where I was standing… or would’ve been standing, because I teleported a little ways off.

The last syllable dropped out of my mouth, and another twelve warm-colored nodes began to rise into the air. All around us, glittering crystals set into floating rocks now slowly rotated with their gleaming metallic bands glowing. He stopped and stared around at the twelve of them drifting up to meet the other several dozen that already sat in the air.

I pointed at a cart, piled high with barrels. Moments later, the cart exploded with flashing beam blasts, with fire, and with lightning.

“Friend or foe!” I shouted.

“Wha—”

“Choose,” I hissed. “Are we allies or enemies? You know your mana has taken a serious hit, your resistances are lowered, and a lot of your powers are canceled. If you like, I can designate you an enemy of the city, and see how many blasts it takes to destroy a Gold tier.”
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With the mini-map, I targeted the Golds tailing after Innara and designated them all enemy for just a moment. Long enough to get all of them blasted by the existing red and yellow nodes.

They all stopped dead in their tracks and hovered in the air, staring at the red and yellow crystalline structures atop the many floating rocks. Then they  noted the other crystalline structures floating here and there and everywhere.

I teleported out to meet them, and gave them the exact same spiel I gave to the orc with the marbled skin.

Frustrated, angry, they agreed to return to the palace.

Two hours later a pack of twenty exhausted, beaten, and suddenly agreeable Gold tiers agreed to sit down and listen.

They wanted to know where the recliners and swag bags were. It took all of my considerable patience to explain to them that they’d murdered all my earth goodies and weren’t getting replacements for the shit they’d broken.

“Also I’m going to send you a bill for the damage,” I told them quietly.

Once again, Innara went through the demon threat, this time with more attention paid to her, but this time without a projector to lay out the actual problem.

“There are at least four types,” I told them. “And probably five or more.” I laid out what we knew about Furiel’s standard soldiers, the Invidiel demons that took control of other living creatures, the Pavoriel ones that created wide swaths of fear, and then the sluggy ones with the many centipede arms and the grabby mouths. Zati had identified another type that studded themselves with gemstones and mana crystals, which made five, and possibly a sixth.

Something at this still nagged at me, along with the issue of something in my city triggering my Steel-Willed ability at random intervals.

“Why have we never heard of or seen this before?” Rhaeyel asked.

“And where is this warning from the Emperor, gods rest his soul?” Riggallen asked.

Showing the that message would mean showing them the bit about why I needed to die. Which obviously wasn’t the best idea anyone had ever had.

“We can show you,” I said. “All we need to do is head several hundred miles north.”

“Less than a hundred,” Zati commended quietly from her viewing window. Which was troubling news. The enemy was on the march, then. And obviously the alliance wasn’t ready. And and, I’d just found out about the black crystal defense nodes. And and and, we didn’t have enough of them.

“You can show them,” I told her.

“I can indeed,” she said.

Well hell. I reached into Erratesh and pulled Zati back through the veil.

Now, I figured that this wouldn’t be a problem because the demonic threat was very pressing. Plus, I thought we had them cowed.

The first thing that happened when Zati came through into Surrek was the familiar and eerie warning that Steel-Willed had activated.

Steel-Willed has activated. You are protected against empathic and mind-altering abilities. The enemy and the effect are hidden from you.

“What the fuck?” I shouted. “Get outta here with that shit!”

I pressed, and spent the mana to try and determine the source of the emotional or mind-altering ability, and discovered it was coming from several levels down in my own palace.

“One of you had better not be respon—“

Most of them were staring at Zati like she was a perfectly seared porterhouse steak, drizzled with a hint of oil, rubbed with herbs and spices, and served up sizzling. Forge, Riggallen and several of the others appeared to be confused, with Forge growing suspicious. Good.

A momentary flash of Empath’s Mark gave me their emotional states: and they were predominantly the blushing rose of lusty. Which fit with the smoldering looks they were all giving Zati.

A few things began clicking into place, mentally.

I pushed Zati immediately back through the veil to Erratesh and teleported down to the next level.

The perpetrator was just leaping down into the shaft leading down through the whole palace when I arrived. I took off after her, jumping down to a hole leading down hundreds of feet.

I caught sight of a flapping cloak, but no other details in my pursuit of this perpetrator.

Whoever this enemy was, they disappeared into a level by changing directions instantaneously, so I was forced to do something I hadn’t done much, which was teleport while in motion.

I wasn’t sure if my downward momentum was going to carry through. I’d always simply teleported from a standing position to another, body ready to strike.

With that in mind, I used Sylph’s Mark to step on the air and start stopping, then teleported forward into the level, already shooting a firebolt out towards where this person had gone. I missed, as it changed direction incredibly fast, flashing smooth skin and leather boots at me.

Another Drifter? Who was this?

Another teleport brought me toward it, but I could feel an aura pressing against me, putting immense pressure on Steel-Willed to break and let whatever arousal emotion to get in and take me over.

The handguns came out, and caused the figure to flinch away. A health bar appeared.

The unknown enemy has taken 3 and 4 wounds from your attacks.

The figure paused, turned towards me, and with a flashing grin beneath the cloak shoved hard against Steel-Willed with a concentrated burst of magic.

“Fucking… quit… that,” I grunted, but the cost in mana was already steep, and I was down to about a quarter of my entire pool.

“Fucking is right,” the voice cooed. It was rich and silky, and just the few words she spoke told me there was innuendo buried in all of them. “You’re a hard one, Drifter. You lasted longer than most.”

“Who are you?”

“Oh, you’re not like most of the boys I meet,” she said playfully. “You want to know who you’re in bed with, eh? Well, I guess we’ve had foreplay enough to get well and truly acquainted, Evan Westfield.”

She slowly lowered her hood, revealing her face in a teasing manner. When that perfectly-shaped face came into view, the rest of the cloak melted off her body. Her perfect body.

“Fuck,” I muttered.

A hint of a smile played over her perfect lips. Like, it wasn’t perfect in the sense that wow she was hot, it was perfect in the sense that it drew the idea of perfection from my brain and made her into that. I’d dealt with this before, once upon a time, a much weaker version of it.

Her voice was the exact tenor of seduction. It was silken and knife-sharp at the same time. “Fuck is exactly right.”

The rest of her was flawless, every inch of skin blemish free, every curve built by the correct amount of time in the gym and the exactly right diet.

She wore nothing but a skirt of fringe, each dangling string twinkling with beads, and a filmy shirt of the same material. Both were of a healthy pink color, going well with her lips, and her eyes.

Those eyes, swirling with smoke and arousal and amusement, the blood-filled color of her lips, nearly red but still yet pink.

“Who… are you?” I managed to force my face to ask.

Inside, I knew.

She smiled, and a pulse of emotion-fuckery roiled over me again, washing my mana away while Steel-Willed tried to keep me able to breathe and act and talk. It wasn’t enough.

I wasn’t able to get into the UI and designate this creature as an enemy of the city before my mana ran dry. The animal part of me already understood what she was, and was helpless in the face of it.

“I’m called Salatiel,” she purred, and took a step towards me.

Pieces clicked in my head: not five types of demons, seven. Six on the march toward Surrek, and one right here under my nose the whole time. They were demons, after all.

At that moment, I no longer had a choice to keep spending mana or allow Steel-Willed to stop protecting me. The ability had taken me to my breaking point. In another second it wouldn’t matter, because my mana would be gone and Steel-Willed would collapse.

One way or the other, I was going to fuck this demon.


32- Yes… Oh Yes.

Without mana fueling Steel-Willed, the tsunami of smothering lust crashed into me full force. I had Stamina, and that did come back quick and easy, so I engaged Huntress’s Mark and used the Bronze ability to see if any information could help me.

Salatial

Legendary Demon (unholy), greater succubus, Gold tier

Stats (approximated)

Attuned— Gold***

Clever— Gold****

Charming— Gold**********

Fierce— Silver******

Sly— Gold*********

Quick— Gold*

Tough— Silver******

Abilities:

Captivating— This demon automatically adjusts its appearance to be the most attractive version of whoever views it.

Arousing— This demon exudes an aura of lust and arousal, and also increases pleasure.

Suck-ubus— This demon feeds off intense emotions of lust, arousal, shame and guilt, which replenishes health and stamina. This demon feeds off essence, which replenishes mana.

This demon has other abilities, which are unknown at this time. To learn more, activate Huntress’s Mark while the target is unaware of your presence.

Yeah, not likely, I thought.

I wanted her. It was quite nearly overpowering, the need to have her, to rip off her skirt and shirt and drive hard into her. In the face of her abilities, I could hardly think about anything aside from her hips, the little glints of light off the beads on her skirt, and what lay beneath those skirt fringes.

It would take a miracle to first, survive this fight, and second, figure out a way to sneak up on this demon. I had more pressing concerns, which were first, how to survive the next few minutes, and second, how to destroy this absolutely breathtaking creature.

If I even wanted to.

I could perhaps modify the Governor’s cells to contain a being of Gold tier. Then I could indulge in some high-risk play whenever I liked.

Shaking my head, I couldn’t dislodge the cobwebs of lust that were choking all rational thoughts out. It wasn’t easy. Maybe the aura would lessen if I pushed her through the veil to earth or Erratesh.

Except that she could regain mana from fucking, which made those places playgrounds for her. On the other hand, she wouldn’t be my problem any longer.

“What’s the matter?” she purred. “This big, hard man in front of me looks ready to burst.” Walking toward me, she continued with her sensual, innuendo-filled monologue in that pillow talk voice of hers. “I’ve been watching you, Drifter. You’re a good fuck. You’ve given me a lot of enjoyable views. If it weren’t for that power you have, we would have been meeting and having fun a lot earlier.”

I was growing hard. She was strutting up to me, while I tried my best to keep calm, to access my abilities, and take any action that might give me a chance at surviving.

The only thing I managed was to get hard, painfully hard, and stay that way.

She drew the moment out, step by tantalizing step, staring into my eyes. The beads on her skirt shifted and showed off her shaved assets, while the fringed beads on her ‘shirt’ swished back and forth, revealing see-through pink material beneath, and hard nipples.

She was darker of skin than I was, shorter than I was, slender and yet still curvy. Toned, tight.

Salatiel was my enemy… but she didn’t attack. She drew closer, and reached out.  Her finger just barely grazed my collar bone, and I groaned. Gods, but this was going to go badly. This was like the Emperor giving me a friendly pat on the shoulder, only to deal thirty-some injuries, except the jolt of pleasure shot straight to my junk and got me painfully hard in no time.

“You’ve been so good,” she told me. “Such a good boy. You had your women here, you soothed them when they wanted it, you sated their desires when they needed it, and you spread your seed far and wide. I couldn’t have asked for a better avatar.”

I shuddered as her single fingernail traced over my collar bone and then up my neck. She walked around me in a lazy circle, smiling indulgently, eyes half-lidded and locked on mine.

“Who’s your favorite, I wonder? Is it Dallinya, with her filthy mouth and her willingness to do anything so long as it gets you to give her pleasure rather than pain? Is it Velleth, with her similar willingness to do anything to purify her conscience? Or ambitious little Avya, always trying to be just like the big girls?”

Her finger left my skin, for  just the briefest of instants, while she talked about how maybe it was Quavallie, with her body all a-squish.

I tuned her out and considered the problem.

Seven types. Seven deadly sins. It made sense. The huge ones with the grabby mouths were Gluttony’s soldiers. The ones who were simply fire and death were probably from Wrath. Furiel. The ones who took over Hellera… Envy or Greed? Invidiel’s soldiers. And the tall ones far in the distance, throwing out draining fear for miles? I’d bet they were the soldiers of Sloth. Pavoriel.

Zati had mentioned some of them with gems buried in their sk—

Salatiel’s finger fell back onto my body and I stiffened again, in both senses of the word. Every, single, muscle in my body tensed and locked up. I couldn’t speak, I couldn’t move my eyes, I could only tremble while all the muscles flexed at once, and all my emotions just screamed want, want, want.

“It could be your fae, so innocent and so ready to stay in your good graces. After all, you could simply give her away to anyone you wished.

It was like I wasn’t wearing clothing; even though she was touching it, the barest touch raised goosebumps on my skin. That touch traced over my shoulder and over my spine. I swear when her finger passed over my backbone, I nearly came.

“Surely it couldn’t be the shy night elf or the dragon it’s with the identity crisis,” she said, teasingly. “It couldn’t be the one made of cloud stuff and who doesn’t even feel like real flesh, no? Though it could be that bookish naga… hm, I’d nearly forgotten all about her.”

Her fingernail went up onto my other shoulder blade.

Now she spoke directly into my ear. “She seems so prudish on the surface, but I know she has a well of lust that’s practically bottomless. I especially like the multiple cocks thing… not quite human and not quite snake.”

She continued circling around me, tracing her finger around my broadened shoulders.

Once more, she broke contact just for a moment, and it was the moment I needed.

The Interloper put a circle around me, making me invisible.

The Interloper

*Familiar, Inherent*

*Gold tier, one star*

The Interloper knows, sees, hears, and watches. The Interloper is nowhere and everywhere.

At Gold tier, the Interloper provides the following abilities at all times:

*May travel up to 20 absolute miles from your location, within the present reality or adjacent realities. You may use The Interloper’s senses as your own.

*Decreases mana costs for Adrift and Drifter abilities.

*May generate a circle fifteen feet in diameter. Within this circle you and allies may scry alternate adjacent realities in their relative position. Movement out of or attacking from within the circle cancels this effect.

*May generate a circle five feet in diameter. Within this circle you and allies are untraceable by all means, save dimensional scrying. Movement out of or attacking from within the circle cancels this effect.

*May generate a circle three feet in diameter. Within this circle all attacks are transported to adjacent realities. Movement out of or attacking from within the circle cancels this effect.

*Makes dimensional attacks at extremely high melee damage.

*Makes dimensional attacks at high ranged damage, up to a hundred feet.

This ability is tied to your Tough Attribute, and will grow in capabilities as you gain stars in Tough.

For the briefest of instants, I had complete freedom to think and feel, and this thing terrified me. How long had it been in the city? Since we started fighting the demons down in Trierssek? There’d been an emotional manipulation down in Trierssek as well, and that one… that one had been jealousy. Envy. Meaning the actual demon Invidiel was down there unraveling people via their emotions. Meaning Quavallie and Avya were down there with a full-fledged demon, and not just foot soldiers.

And that begged the question of where the other full-fledged demons were. Pavoriel? Furiel? The other three I didn’t have names for?

A pit of hopelessness grew in my guts. I had refused Caderyn’s offer

“You need to focus on the issue in front of you, Evan Westfield,” she purred. “I may not be able to see you, but I know you’re there and I know you can hear me.”

And now I was up against a fucking demon, and I could hardly act at all. She had me paralyzed with her abilities.

She had other abilities I didn’t even know about, but she’d fully drained me of mana in no time.

Mana. That got through the fog of lust. I activated Archivist’s Mark and started ramping up my mana regeneration, then reached up and reluctantly turned Steel-Willed off.

“I imagine you in your home, your safe circle, watching porn on your computer, unzipping your fly and fishing out that big, hard cock of yours. Mmm, the veins running over it look delicious.”

I was painfully, and I mean painfully hard. After a second of not careful thought, I got up on my knees and freed up my erection, and sighed. At least the pain was lessening.

“I’m willing to bet you’ve seen succubus porn,” she went on. “Read about it in your manga comics online, seen some animation… maybe even a cosplay video. I think that turns you on.”

Her arm extended into the circle and waved around, so I backed off.

“I bet you want to touch yourself. I bet more than that, you want me to touch you. You want to know if it’s different… from fucking a goddess.” Now she sounded genuinely surprised. “Oh my, Evan Westfield… have you truly fucked one of the Family?”

She leaned in close, face breaching through the privacy circle but still unable to see me. “You haaaaaave.” She drew out the word until it was almost ten seconds long. “She was good, wasn’t she? Unbearably good, I would bed.”

She giggled, and the sound of it caused me to wince. It also brought on a fresh wave of disorienting arousal. I wanted to reach down and grab hold, and get myself off, but some part of me knew this demon wanted that, and would

“While your best girl is upstairs fending off attacks by over a dozen Gold Circle members, you’re down here cowering away from one little girl,” she mused. Her voice was a low and deadly purr. “I do wish you’d come out, Evan. I think you and I could have fun. I won’t make you crawl on your hands and knees… unless that’s something you want to do.”

And I did it. I heard the words, they went straight down to my dick, they rebounded off the fantasizing part of my brain that went you know, crawling out on all fours would be fucking hot. She would be holding the leash, attached to a collar. Does it have spikes? It probably does.

I got on my hands and knees and started moving toward her.

“That’s right, Evan. I’ll let you eat me out until your jaw hurts.”

Yes.

“You like the feeling of a pair of thighs squeezing your head, huh?”

Yes… oh yes.

“That’s right, come on out. I’ll squeeze your head and pop it like a grape.”

I froze, horrified. I was at the edge of the circle, roiling with lust with my pants off, while upstairs Innara was fighting for her life.

The demon just laughed. Threw back her pretty head, bared her pretty neck, and laughed at the confusion and shame and arousal.

“As soon as I teleport away,” I told the Interloper. “I want you to slice her apart.”

With enough mana now, I used Adrift and slipped between worlds to earth.
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For a long time I just stared out at the clouds, getting soaked by the thrumming rain. It was cool, bordering on cold, and stole the hard on right off me. I’d landed in one of those large grassy spaces no one ever visits, because it’s in the loop created by a freeway onramp. In the distance cars zipped past at eighty miles an hour.

I got up, feeling a sense of purpose, and then remembered to zip my fly. Then I surveyed the happenings in the Governor’s tower and popped back into Ethetria.

When I pushed through the veil, it was pure chaos I found. The tower was now sheared off at this level, for one. In my situation with Salatiel, I hadn’t noticed the destruction of the walls, nor the colossal crash that kicked up a cloud of dust and took down several nearby buildings.

The Gold tiers were arrayed around the large conference room in a circle. Several of their number were already down, but a half dozen of them had Innara by the arms, while another three pounded at her with offensive spells. One of those three was Rhaeyel.

With my UI open, I designated all nine of these guys as enemy for just the briefest of moments. I made Rhaeyel the primary target.

What happened was kind of amazing. A hail of red energy blasted was quickly followed by an array of lightning bolts, with one stray black bolt hitting Rhaeyel. All these assholes were peppered with blasts of different colors, but more importantly their abilities dried up in an awful hurry.

It took some time, with them trying to dodge and put up shields, which faltered and were quickly blasted apart. When Innara found herself released, she immediately put two of them down, followed by another two. It wasn’t even something I could easily follow, but just a blur of activity and several bright flashes. The last handful backed the fuck off, trying to figure out how to handle the new threat.

The ones who were down were re-designated as neutral. This meant the nodes could refocus their efforts on debilitating the aggressors.

Except Rhaeyel. Fuck that guy.

“You’re in my HOUSE!” I roared. Blasts pounded down on them, and I advanced while a rockplate vedris leapt out of my chest and my stats ballooned out. “I invited you here, I gave you gifts, and you repay me by destroying MY HOUSE.”

Two more of them fell, and I changed their designation to keep attacks on the remaining three. Jim blasted out with his rocky stegosaurus plates, which worked like homing missiles and exploded on impact, throwing shrapnel everywhere. The floor groaned and three of them disappeared to a lower level, and Jim leapt down after them. He wouldn’t last long, but he would deal some damage and hopefully make a point.

“Not in my house.”

One of these guys I froze in a time bubble.

“No more swag bags for you assholes,” I hissed. Then to the ones calmly waiting in the wings, I said, “You guys are cool, you’ll get your swag bags and a complementary recliner.”

Finally, I changed all the enemy Gold tiers to neutral, except Rhaeyel.

“Wasn’t Unkas enough?” I screamed. “That motherfucker ambushed me, and I still killed him. Didn’t anyone learn?”

Red and yellow blasts now pounded Rhaeyel over and over again, and he slumped to the floor, curled into the fetal position.

“Evan,” Innara called.

Reluctantly, I changed Rhaeyel away from enemy.

“Downstairs, there’s a greater demon,” I told them. Although… she was fleeing. “Strike that; she’s nearly out of the city. On the retreat.”

“I will handle the threat,” Innara said coldly, and rocketed up into the air in a gold blur.

Forge was one of seven who hadn’t been involved in the attack on Innara. The centaur felinian padded forward.

I noticed the other six of them tense up, like they were about to engage a whole lot of marks of power in an awful hurry.

“How is it you took down the Emperor?” He asked.

“Trade secret,” I told him. “But I can say that the gods are higher in tier than the Emperor, and it’s best not to anger them.”

His eyes widened, and he threw back his head and laughed. And laughed and laughed.

“Drifter,” he said, still chuckling. “I knew I liked you from this first meeting… now I know why I like you.”

“I’m glad to hear it, because right now I need you.”

The UI informed me that Salatiel had re-entered the city of Surrek, and I designated her suppressed in the hopes that this would limit her ability to cause everyone to go mad with lust.

This worked. Soon enough Innara had the sexpot demon here, by the throat. She was bleeding black blood from a number of cuts that fuzzed and flickered. Cuts from the Interloper, bless his non-existent multi-dimensional heart.

He drifted up through the floor and moved toward Salatiel, but I stopped him.

“Now,” I told the assembled fucked up, battered, bleeding Gold tiers. “You get to see one of the real enemies in this fight. Then you know why I need all of you alive rather than killing you.”

For a brief moment, I changed Salatiel from suppressed into ally, and felt the wave of lust and arousal crash into me, activating Steel-Willed again. I knew it affected most of the Gold tiers here, because of the tortured groaning that erupted around us. Then, after just a second, I switched it back to suppressed.

“In a moment, my consort Zati is going to open a viewing portal to show all of us what’s about a day away, and then what I think the real threat is. Then we’ll talk about how to go about combating this threat.”

“But first I am going to relieve this world of the demon of lust,” Innara said.


33- A Breach Was Opened

“Wait!” The succubus demon pleaded.

“She’s going to say she has crucial intelligence about her fellow demons and their armies,” I said coldly. When she started nodded, I told her, “It doesn’t matter. We know they’re on their way, we know they’ve split off to attack the other two nearest cities, and the main bulk is coming here. I’ll have enough defense nodes to destroy the main force, and hold them off, while Innara takes a division of the Gold tiers off to fight the east and west armies.”

She shook her head. “They’ll never stop coming.”

“I don’t believe you.”

Innara raised her hand, but Salatiel’s words tumbled out in desperation.

“A breach was opened,” she said. “The little people with the big magic found a way through to our realm, and they opened it.”

I nodded. She was referring to the Dalewinds, who were under close supervision by Michael and a few of the other trusted New Blood Masters. “The demon vine thing. I killed that too.”

“A permanent rip in the fabric of reality,” she corrected. “Far in the north. Guarded by Pavoriel, Fastiel, and Gulariel, Furiel and Avariel.”

Fuck.

Forge, the felinian centaur, stepped forward with massive arms crossed over his broad chest. “She’s lying.”

“I have a lie detector,” I said. “It hasn’t been going off.”

“She’s Gold tier, more powerful than you,” he said uncertainly.

“The defense grid has her suppressed… I doubt she’s lying.”

Six more of these things, just like Salatiel. Invidiel down where Avya and Quavallie were trying to hold off the fucker’s foot soldiers.

Based on the massive fear aura of Pavoriel, the lust aura coming off Salatiel and the vicious jealousy I’d seen in Trierssek, Invidiel had one. It stood to reason that these other Deadly Sin demons had matching auras: greed, pride, and wrath.

“Regardless, we can check to see if she’s lying,” I said, then disappeared to go speak with Zati. When I returned, the lot of the Gold tiers were discussing Salatiel’s fate.

The majority opinion was that she needed to die, and before she caused anymore chaos.

“This wouldn’t have happened if she hadn’t infected us with that aura,” one of the Golds said. He was one of those who’d tried to hold Innara down. Others among the defeated ones agreed.

“That’s actually a good sign,” I told them. “That means you’ll wholeheartedly throw your support behind the fight against the demon armies.”

I didn’t have time to put up with bullshit excuses. The armies were far closer than they should’ve been. When they began to protest, I brought Zati through the veil and asked her to do her thing.

Now, with Salatiel’s aura suppressed, I only felt the regular urge to turn into a snake man and stick my elongated tongue into her multiple openings. The enhanced urge I’d felt over the last weeks was so plain to see now I felt like a fool for not spotting it. Zati was beautiful and deserving of attention, but I wasn’t consumed with lust every time she bent over a table. I felt the regular amount of lust, like every other American man in his twenties.

Which was a lot, but still.

Zati muttered the spell and swept open the window, which just showed a field of black. Occasionally dots of red and orange appeared out of the darkness.

“What are we looking at?” Forge muttered.

“This is the area of savannah just north of here,” Zati said. “Near where Sunspire used to be.”

The view swept in, and now we could make out individual demons. The huge slug ones I thought were the Gluttony demons, with the grabby tongues, the ones who had metal and gemstones buried in their flesh.

“Gluttony… Greed,” I muttered.

The Invidiel ones wrapped around other creatures.

“Envy,” I said.

The regular Furiel ones angrily stomping their way south.

“Wrath.”

There, in the distance still north, were the Slenderman ones from Pavoriel, bringing the fear aura with them. 

“Sloth.”

If Lust didn’t have any agents in the field, which felt wrong and strange, that left only Pride. Which of course gave me the sudden suspicion that this demon, too, was embedded somewhere in our midst, that it was working some aura of emotional manipulation on us… which of course it wasn’t. Maybe Rhaeyel, but not me. I would’ve sensed it with Steel-Willed.

“My love,” I told Zati quietly. “I hate to ask this of you, but can you locate this rift she’s talking about?”

Zati’s eyes flared with determination and excitement; there was little she loved more than finding things out, unless it was finding things out to help advance someone else’s knowledge. She was a sharer like that.

The window disappeared and she drew in a deep breath, then recalibrated the spell and waited for her mana to refill enough to get a better look.

When she opened the spell window this time, it was on a denuded and empty landscape. It should’ve been covered in snow, being that far north, but was instead a morass of churned mud.

Stood around the large unraveling schism in reality were the greater demons themselves. Pavoriel was tall and thin, spindly, pallid and clammy, like a more defined version of the blurry things that stood behind the demon armies. He wore nothing, confirming that he was very male. He also stared at nothing as if in a daze. He swayed on his feet.

I attempted to use Huntress’s Mark on the creature, since I’d been underusing many of my gifts.

Huntress’s Mark

*Special Ability*

*Bronze tier, two stars*

Normal: Activate to significantly increase the speed of ranged weapons when fired. This increases accuracy and damage moderately.

Costs minimal Stamina to activate. Cooldown: None.

Bronze: Activate to gain a significant degree of information about a target. If this target is an enemy and unaware of your surveillance, gain complete information instead.

Costs high Stamina to activate. Cooldown: None.

You gained this ability after joining with Tannae of Armstrong. This ability’s tier is tied to your Relationship with Tannae of Armstrong.

The information I got back was… disheartening, to say the least.

Pavoriel

Legendary Demon (unholy), greater belphegorian, Gold tier

Stats (approximated)

Attuned— Gold*********

Clever— Gold**********

Charming— Silver**********

Fierce— Silver*

Sly— Gold*********

Quick— Silver*

Tough— Silver*********

Abilities:

Terrifying (Aura)— This demon exudes a paralyzing aura of terror to a large radius, and also exudes out fear to a larger radius.

Paralysis catalysis (Passive)— This demon grows stronger and faster for each individual caught in its Terrifying aura. The tier of the individual provides a commensurate boost to Quick and Fierce.

This demon has other abilities, which are unknown at this time. To learn more, activate Huntress’s Mark while the target is unaware of your presence.

Meaning this asshole was aware of my presence, and that did not sit well with me. I disengaged the power and fought the urge to shiver. It had nothing to do with the fear aura, which couldn’t permeate this far, and more to do with the thought of having to fight that.

Because I’d just basically lost a fight against the demon of lust, and that hadn’t been close. All my mana had gone towards fending off the aura she threw out.

The huge, round one stained with grease and gobbets of food had to be Gluttony. This one was also naked, but sitting on the ground and surrounded by half empty plates. Flies buzzed around the demon, who had oily, stringy hair and was even now pulling apart some creature's flesh and eating it.

Gulariel

Legendary Demon (unholy), greater beelzean, Gold tier

Stats (approximated)

Attuned— Gold***

Clever— Silver********

Charming— Silver***

Fierce— Gold*********

Sly— Silver***

Quick— Gold******

Tough— Gold************

Abilities:

Brood Mother (Special Ability)— The more it eats, the more this demon is able to create offspring. Any type of lesser offspring may be created, so long as the greater demon is within range. Health and Stamina must be full for this ability to activate.

Starving (Aura)— This demon’s aura naturally drains the resistances of nearby opponents. Once those are fully drained, the aura drains stamina, followed by mana, and finally health.

Famished (Passive)— This demon feeds off anything and everything, which replenishes health and stamina. When this demon feeds on new types of material or creatures, it gains new abilities.

This demon has other abilities, which are unknown at this time. To learn more, activate Huntress’s Mark while the target is unaware of your presence.

I didn’t want to watch, but it was coming anyhow. Gulariel shuddered and vomited up a clutch of about a half dozen demons. Since the creature was easily the size of a two story house, what came out were naked, bathed in a vile mixture of fluids, and burning with the inner fire of all the demon foot soldiers we’d seen so far. They were a perfect mix of the six types we’d seen so far: one wormlike gluttony demon, one ropy invertebrate from Invidiel, one elongated fear demon belonging to Pavoriel, and the other three roughly humanoid. None yet had the coal black outer covering of the shock troops we’d seen before, but were pink and squirming things.

Next to us, Salatiel made a retching sound. Maybe there was a good reason she didn’t have any foot soldier succubi or incubi running around Ethetria.

The next one looked like a statue of a golden god, with perfect hair, perfect crown, perfect teeth, and perfect physique. It stood staring off into the distance with fists balled in a perfect superhero pose, and the only thing demonic were the twin glowing pits where his eyes should’ve been. This was Pride, then, or whatever fallen angel name it had taken.

Fastiel

Legendary Demon (unholy), greater luciferian, Gold tier

Stats (approximated)

Attuned— Gold****

Clever— Gold****

Charming— Gold****

Fierce— Gold****

Sly— Gold****

Quick— Gold****

Tough— Gold****

Abilities:

Claim Credit (Passive)— Those within ten miles of Fastiel who strike down an enemy gain a Credit Point. Anyone who kills another with Credit Points gains those Credit Points. If there is a disparity of ten Credit Points between allies, they become labeled as enemies.

Proud (Aura)— This demon exudes an aura of overconfidence. Those affected lose their ability to see their reserves of health, mana and stamina.

Bask (Spell, Counter)— Once an enemy is felled, the conqueror must resist using Grit and their Attribute of choice. The difficulty increases by the number of Credit Points. On failure, the subject bathes in the glory of their conquest for 1-4 seconds per Credit Point, lowering their guard completely.

This demon has other abilities, which are unknown at this time. To learn more, activate Huntress’s Mark while the target is unaware of your presence.

Greed didn’t have anything. I expected the demon would be strewn with jewelry, shoved into his skin like the troops of greed foot soldier demons, but instead it looked to have nothing, and was rubbing its hands over and over staring at the gold crown on Pride’s head.

Avariel

Legendary Demon (unholy), greater mammonite, Gold tier

Stats (approximated)

Attuned— Gold****

Clever— Gold****

Charming— Silver******

Fierce— Gold******

Sly— Gold******

Quick— Gold******

Tough— Silver******

Abilities:

Paupers All (Passive)— Those within one mile of this demon have their magic items slowly devalued. Abilities and Qualities disappear at a rate of one every five minutes.

Need (Aura)— This demon exudes an aura of need. Those within 10 miles of the demon must make a Grit (Charming) or Grit (Tough) to resist picking up spoils from every enemy felled by them or within thirty feet.

The Precious (Special Ability)— Activate: new loot gained while in the throes of the Need aura must be inspected. This can be resisted with a Grit (Charming) or Grit (Tough) check.

This demon has other abilities, which are unknown at this time. To learn more, activate Huntress’s Mark while the target is unaware of your presence.

It just didn’t stop. These demons had major powers (that I knew of) that were designed to weaken and incapacitate everyone and anyone that got within miles of their locations.

As for Furiel, or Wrath rather…

Warning! You are low on Stamina. You do not have extremely high Stamina needed to activate the Huntress’s Mark Bronze tier ability. Please wait for your Stamina to replenish.

“Shit,” I muttered, and just gave the last demon a quick once over. He was your standard hulking brute, like a gigantic tank out of a comic book superhero team. Covered in black volcanic-looking stone, Wrath had the physique of someone turned to stone by gamma radiation, or turned into a hulking, nine foot, green-skinned monster by… gamma radiation.

Between all of them sat the rift. It wasn’t a big thing, just a ten foot long, five foot wide rip in reality. On every side of it, tiny slithering tendrils of concentrated evil wiggled, and inside the space was your classic hellscape.

“Evan?” Zati asked.

“Shut the window,” I told her.

“I… can’t.”

Wrath snorted and grunted in a guttural fashion.

“What… did that thing speak?” One of the Gold tiers asked.

“It said ‘they’re watching us,’” I told them. “Zati, shut the window.”

When Zati spoke next, it was in a quavering tone, pained and fearful. “Evan?”

Fuck.

“Pull out,” I told her. “Pull the view—“

Furies planted a hand on the edge of the viewing window, his fingers curling into our space. Now he was closer, larger, close enough to see the roiling pits of molten chaos that were his eyes. Now that he was in our space, Steel-Willed activated and shut down Berserker’s Rage, at least for the time being.

I grabbed onto Zati and tried to push her aside, to grab her and push her through the veil into earth. And couldn’t.

Zati Dellendri is currently in the midst of channeling mana, the UI told me. She may not be affected by Adrift.

I started swearing over and over again, finally landing on, “Kill that thing!”

With a hand on the bottom and the top of Zati’s viewing window, Furiel was pulling that window open, making it a portal. The demon was pulling himself up into the shattered Governor’s palace room, and I noted his eyes light up a moment before molten lava began pouring out. I had enough time to body slam Zati out of the way, but one of the Golds wasn’t so lucky, and was caught in the cone of lava.

“I’m…” Zati told me.

“Don’t,” I told her, and fished in the Black Door for a greater mana potion. “You’re going to be okay.” She was already suffering from some kind of mana drain effect, but worse, because the portal was being artificially kept open despite her running out. It was draining her life force. “KILL THAT THING RIGHT NOW!” I screamed, and bestowed Shennalil’s Purity’s Mark on Zati.

Somewhere not far off, I heard the tinkling of laughter.

Purity’s Mark

*Passive, holy*

*Gold tier, no stars*

Normal: You gain significant resistance to unholy effects. You gain significant resistance to mental and social effects from enemies. Three times per day, you may emit a soft glow that illuminates up to ten feet, and makes you more difficult to target with ranged attacks. This effect lasts 10 minutes.

Bronze: You may fully restore your mana pool once per day. If you lie or harm someone in a situation not in self defense, you lose the chance to activate this ability. The use of this ability refreshes each morning.

Silver: Once per day you may wreath yourself in an aura of white light. You may not be harmed, nor may you harm another with another attack or ability. Anyone who attempts to harm you suffers high holy damage, knockback, and blindness.

This effect lasts up to 10 minutes.

Gold: Five times per day you may cleanse a target of all impurities, including negative thoughts, by touching them. This cleanses all conditions, restores stamina, restores extremely high mana, and heals up to 25 injuries. After being cleansed, an enemy will suffer from confusion.

In addition, you may extend the Normal, Bronze, or Silver abilities on up to 3 innocent targets per day. An innocent target has not told a falsehood or raised a hand except in self defense that day.

You gained this ability after joining with Shennalil of Surrek. This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Shennalil of Surrek.

Touching Zati immediately refilled her mana completely, and healed her. Her eyes went wide, pupils dilated, and she gasped.

“It’s okay, you’re okay,” I told her, stroking her face. “I love you.”

The smile she gave me was dead tired. “The spell,” she said weakly. It was still going. It was still rapidly draining her now refilled mana.

Furiel was halfway through the still-open portal window, and now a number of other effects were starting to become apparent: the fear, the greed, the pride, the resistances being munched away. The effects were weak, but growing. The longer the window stayed open, the stronger they got, and the window would stay open while it had a demon climbing through it.

The laughing continued, filling the whole super-powered melee with a discordant melody I hated. Like listening to a baby cry in a crowded restaurant, and watching the parents utterly ignore it in favor of staring at their phones.

Furiel was my enemy, but the defense grid was busy suppressing the lust demon as well. For the moment we only had a single holy attacker node, the black one, and it clearly wasn’t enough to work on this asshole.

I teleported to the demon, which now had a bevy of powers being leveled against it, and used all three Mender’s Mark abilities on it. From what I could tell, almost nothing was working; the Wrath demon most likely had all sorts of high resistances against basically everything not holy. Then I burned another use of Purity’s Mark and touched Furiel’s shoulder, which did actual damage. 

It wasn’t enough.

“Holy damage!” I shouted, and lashed out at it with Mender’s Mark again. The Platinum tier beam attack coming off Innara was doing some work, shearing off Furiel’s hand before it closed on me. The stump hit me, though, and threw me back across the room. I suffered 32 injuries from the hit and another 16 from the wall, which would ordinarily stun and shock me, but Survivor’s Mark did the work of resisting that. I was still bleeding, though, and in a lot of pain.

Another beam attack bisected Furiel, right below where the sternum should go, before the demon vomited up lava all over Innara as well.

The third of the demon that was still left moved with surprising speed. Its glowing eyes fixated on the one target it definitely shouldn’t have, and it was on her in a flash. It roared directly in Zati’s face, grabbed her in its remaining hand, and threw her out off the tower.


34- Catastrophic Backlash

It wasn’t the fall that did it, or the sudden stop at the end. I reached Zati in the middle of her fall, having teleported out there and caught her before she hit the enormous broken tower bits that now covered quite a lot of the surrounding districts. I would’ve left the job of falling to the wings sprouting from my back, but Red Dragon’s Mark was now gone, along with Inferno’s Mark. Instead I just slammed into a big bit of rubble with my back, shielding her and with my body and wondering why Mender’s Mark wasn’t taking.

Now I watched in shock as Archivist’s Mark and Dellendri’s Mark faded from my body.

Furiel had crushed her, crumpled her body like a piece of paper before tossing her out like common piece of trash. She hadn’t been out of Bronze, and the demon’s Gold tier strength made killing her as easy as snapping his fingers.

And the laughter from up in the tower kept drifting down.

In seconds I was back up in the tower, and quickly locating Salatiel, who was by now on her knees on the floor, clutching her sides and laughing.

“You knew,” I roared.

She waved this away, laughing, then went back to holding herself. A kick to the face put her on her back, but she didn’t stop laughing. Punches to the face rocked her head this way and that, spattering black blood that burned my knuckles and sizzled the floor. I only took a handful of injuries, the types of numbers that would’ve killed Evan as he’d walked into this world, but numbers I shrugged off with ease now.

“You knew!” I screamed directly in her face. “You knew and now you’re going to die.”

I’d had the hedge mages upgrade the Brutal Axe once before to get it to Silver tier along with me, and I’d done so again in preparation for getting the Gold Circle members together. The axe I’d started off with made easy work of the lust demon’s arm, and she gasped in pain, spraying black blood on the floor. Still, that laughter started right back up again.

“Oh no,” she managed, in between chortling. “No, Drifter, don’t! Don’t send me right back to hell. Anything but that.”

I paused, going cold. “Explain.”

“No no,” she said, giggling again. “Please, get your revenge. Take out all your aggression on poor Salatiel. Skewer her with your big, long sword.”

Her expression sobered, and her eyes snapped up to meet mine. “Kill me, Drifter. You’d best do it now, before I do something you’ll regret.”

I wrapped my hands around her throat and started delivering injuries from the crushing force and the suffocation. Apparently demons needed to breathe.

“Oh… Drifter…” she managed. “You bad… boy. Mmm… harder.”

I wish I could blame the dregs of a rage aura for the sound that came out of me, or the tears. Instead I shoved the head of the axe into her stomach and activated Phase Shift. The dimensional damage got her attention, and caused her whole body to buck and shudder.

Good.

“Too… late,” she croaked, eyes twinkling.

Then she fucking died.

[image: ]

The Gold tiers agreed to take a break, thank fuck. The ones who hadn’t been seriously injured in the fight against Furiel had watched me kill Salatiel right before their eyes. They’d then watched the pink smoke pour up and out of her, then dissipate into nothingness. Yeah, they agreed to a few hours of rest and relaxation around the city of Surrek. I put them on neutral with the defense grid, and promised them that if they took action against my people, the city would destroy them.

One of them had nearly died from having lava spewed all over him. Innara likewise disappeared to recover from the damage done to her as well. The others stuck around or drifted away to their own devices, whether to scout out the forces arrayed against us or drink themselves into a stupor or try to find someone to fuck. You know, the normal stuff people did on the eve of bloody conflict.

It was about ten minutes into staring at Zati’s peaceful, slightly blood-flecked face that it happened.

All my marks started to vanish.

“No,” I moaned, but that swiftly transformed into a series of increasingly louder denials, until I was screaming. “No no no no no No! NO!”

They were all dead. I knew it instantly without looking at the UI. Somehow Salatiel had infected them with her aura during the weeks she’d been in my city, subtly working her demon lust magic on everyone in the city, and now she’d done some limit break death curse shit, and they’d all died. Even Avya.

“How,” I hissed, tears spilling down my face. “How did you do it, you cunt?”

What in the ever-loving fuck was I going to do without any of them? Never mind the marks, Avya was practically as good as me at fighting and flinging spells around. Dallinya was a very capable fighter, Quavallie was better than me at spell casting, and Shennalil… gods, I wasn’t going to last an hour.

I needed the girls, more for their companionship and their banter… sure the never ending buffet of kinky sex was nice as well, but I wanted someone to spoon in bed, someone reaching out to put their hands on me every night.

They couldn’t be dead. I wouldn’t allow it. If this was one of those plot lines where I had to jump into hell and brave nine different levels of the fucking underworld in order to rescue their souls and put them back in their bodies so they could live again, by the gods I would fucking do it. I would do it with a smile on my face and whistling a tune the entire way.

But they weren’t dead because I wouldn’t allow it to be like that.

I brought up the user interface and got into the notifications. I had to separate these out into tabs now, there being so many.

Setback! Your relationship with Avya Dalewind, Favored Consort of Evan Westfield has suffered catastrophic backlash and has fallen to Normal (zero stars). You have lost access to Empath’s Mark, Mischief’s Mark, and Dalewind’s Mark.

I wiped my hands down my face and stared at the message. Not dead. They weren’t dead.

Still, a whole lot was added to the already-swirling mass of thoughts and questions that had suddenly multiplied. My stupid mouth went on ahead of my brain and spat out the word anyway. “What?”

Setback! Your relationship with Velleth of Surrek has suffered catastrophic backlash and has fallen to Normal (zero stars). You have lost access to Trickster’s Mark.

Setback! Your relationship with Dallinya of Surrek has suffered catastrophic backlash and has fallen to Normal (zero stars). You have lost access to Survivor’s Mark.

Setback! Your relationship with Shennalil of Surrek has suffered catastrophic backlash and has fallen to Normal (zero stars). You have lost access to Mender’s Mark and Purity’s Mark.

They weren’t dead but this was just as bad. Possibly worse.

“Not dead,” my mouth went on and repeated anyway, because I was in shock and operating on autopilot. “They’re not dead. They’re alive.”

Autopilot Evan was not a genius.

A thought occurred to me, and I hefted Zati’s body, then sprinted away towards Temple District.

On the other hand, each and every one of them had severed Relationship ties with me for some reason. No doubt related directly to Salatiel and her powers, the evil bitch. I hated her

Wait… they all hated me? Was that what the lost Relationship status meant? They hadn’t all been infected with the Invidiel demons like Hellera. That was impossible.

Wasn’t it?

The main temple was the second largest building in the city, topping out at maybe a hundred feet tall. It was roughly pyramid shaped, with lines of support running down the sides, to where it suddenly sloped back inward. Like the whole thing was not actually above ground, but it was the shape of an eight-sided die and almost half of it was buried underground.

I ran directly to the great temple’s entrance.

“Death,” I snarled. “Where’s the temple of Death?”

Death wouldn’t have its own district; that would just be insane. He had to have a place here.

Yes. The temple attendants got over their shock at seeing me, the Governor, the weird foreigner with lots of powers in obvious distress, and pointed to a plain, unassuming building with a statue out front.

Most of these temples had a thing in front of the door you needed to shoulder past in order to get in. With War it had been a gigantic sword. Healing had the gigantic green triangle.

Death had a somber statue in white marble, with black veins shot through it. At first I thought it was an Oscar statue, with the guy holding his sword point down between his feet, but when I got closer it looked like a sledgehammer. But that wasn’t right either… it looked more like a pitchfork when I was right next to it.

Nope, when I stared at it, I started to get a headache. The statue was resting its hands on a long pair of tongs, a scythe, a book stand, and other tools I couldn’t look at, because it was too painful to focus on.

The features were likewise shifting, and I didn’t give the face much of a glance, since I was already in pain emotionally, and now physically.

The trouble was… I couldn’t get Zati through the door. I was sure it had been wide enough from a distance, but now I had to squeeze past the statue and through a doorway only about two feet wide.

“No,” I seethed, very nearly added a ‘fuck you’ on there, thought better of it, and turned backwards so I could drag the naga’s body through. We finally reached a small lobby area, though the word ‘small’ was relative when it came to the temples of deities, because the ceiling was nowhere to be seen. It just ascended into darkness, after the weak glow of mana lamps ceased to illuminate that high. A single cleric stood there, motionless, ready to assist.

The Death cleric was dressed in simple white robes, with her head shaved. His head shaved. It didn’t matter.

“I commiserate with your loss, Drifter,” the cleric said, hands together in prayer position, and bowed deeply. Female, by the voice. “You have come to the right place.”

“I need her back,” I told her.

“I am afraid the great god Thanilos does not work in such a manner. Defiance of Death is necromancy, and such magic is anathema. Nor will it restore life as you wish it. The life of the necromantically returned is a twisted thing.”

“I need to speak with your boss then.” Cripes, I was really pulling out Karen for this job.

“Drifter, no one speaks to Eternal Slumber. There are no exceptions.”

“I came back,” I protested. “Caderyn—”

She nodded. “I am aware of the circumstances. Healer spoke on your behalf. It was a deal done between them, not between you and the goddess.”

“I—” I wanted to protest, but it was true. Caderyn had just given me a free do-over because of what I’d done to free up the people of Surrek. Once they could freely move about the city to pray to the healer and actually have those prayers answered, she’d been grateful enough to come down from on high and seduce me.

I snarled, and thought about heading right over to Healer’s temple, to confront her and demand Zati be brought back to life… but I had this hunch it wouldn’t work.

I also had this slight case of no coterie, no powers, no idea what was going on, and a clock ticking down.

Kneeling, I touched Zati’s cheek again, before returning my attention to the cleric. My voice cracked as my throat constricted around the helplessness and the fury over it. “Please.”

“Death has welcomed her,” the cleric replied, in a tone that told me there would be no further argument.

Tears slipped down my cheeks. I felt a chasm of helpless frustration and sadness threaten to swallow me up if I stayed here. Zati had only ever helped, and been patient with me, from the very beginning.

“I’m sorry,” I told her quietly. “You’ll be in good hands here. And thank you. You were one of the hardest workers, and you taught me far more than you learned. I wish I could’ve helped you learn more, but…” My voice cracked. “You got to find out the ultimate mystery.”

The cleric spoke softly; I’d nearly forgotten he was there. “His Lordship of the Crossing wishes me to inform you that your consort is well cared for, and able to learn anything she wishes, in her own time.”

Well that really did it. Ugly crying ensued.
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Innara was healing up some nasty lava burns, and the Gold tiers were left largely to their own devices. I went back to the UI and found another function I hadn’t noticed before. Zati had left a present for me: a spell targeting the main mass of demons headed straight for the city, and a countdown timer showing when they would arrive.

Forty-six hours, twenty-eight minutes and fifty-two seconds.

I wiped my nose, blinked the last of the tears out, and went back to the UI messages.

“Oh not you too,” I told the UI.

At first the user interface resisted my efforts to go spelunking into its depths. I had no problem checking on grain outputs coming from Grain District and conditions affecting those outputs, numbers of clay dolls produced in Clay District, or the middle name of a scullery maid in the Governor’s palace retinue. The Gold tiers were in the process of talking tactics or getting shitfaced, with one of them in Evan’s Eldritch Emporium perusing wares.

Gods, how I longed to be a retired S-class badass just minding my own fucking business in my own fucking shop. Adjusting price tags. Marking down items that didn’t sell so I could recoup the losses. Bartering with the foreigners while the locals looked on with knowing smirks.

The stories coming out of that situation wouldn’t be nearly as exciting as this, but they would probably involve a lot less death. And probably have a lot more hot sex for your boy Evan in them.

I had no difficulty seeing the damage I’d done or the marks I’d activated in fights against the Gold tiers, or the damage the Interloper had done in attacking Salatiel, and before the lust demon had done that thing to me, I had no difficulty finding out the reasons behind Relationship experience or loss, based on my actions with the ladies.

It was when I went looking for the cause of the catastrophic backlash setback notifications that things got wonky.

I tried poking at the notification again, the first one, showing catastrophic backlash from Avya, but I got an error message.

Error! This message is complete and has no backlog, pop-up notifications, or further explanatory messages.

“Nothing further to see here,” I muttered. “Look elsewhere. Yeah, right.”

I kept poking around that, and around Salatiel’s death. I kept getting the same message over and over again.

It was about as infuriating as the notion that I didn’t have any marks.

I peered down and found Beastmaster’s Mark still there. Suppressor’s Mark and Magekiller’s Mark as well, from the drow ladies Sechelle and Ressia. Erratesh’s Mark remained, too. Druid’s Mark was still there, though when I checked, I had only a single Normal star with Viyalla, the elf who’d disappeared into the forests outside of Surrek months ago.

Auralla hadn’t been in Surrek since the Emperor imprisoned her in time. Haru was still in her home reality, while the drow were down in their subterranean home of Vrenian Gorge. Meaning I’d lost all the marks of power belonging to those I’d been active with in Surrek while under the influence of Salatiel. This wasn’t a surprise, but it meant that, possibly, hopefully, I could regain what I’d lost.

“Except with Zati,” I muttered, then winced. “Don’t do that again, Evan,” I admonished myself. “She’s up in the great library in the sky learning about juxtaposition nodes or whatever.”

I had to tell myself to breathe and focus on what I could change.

I kept the UI open and kept trying to figure out exactly what Salatiel had done

Nakla was a good place to start. I could also revisit my emporium and ensure the Gold there wasn’t going to try anything that would get him killed by my fully armed and operational defense grid.

“You’re not an evil Emperor,” I tried to convince myself.

The Emporium was both exactly the same and completely different than when I’d left it. The sign outside had been scratched by literal claws, and from the size of the scratches it looked like they came from a goblin. Otherwise, it was exactly as I’d last seen.

Inside, all the merchandise had been raked off the shelves, or the shelves had been toppled to the ground. The ones abutting the walls couldn’t be so easily ripped down.

The Gold, an elemental-looking fae-blooded guy with all four elements in equal measure stood staring. I had to stop and stare back. The bits of stone, lava, earth, blots of water of different color and size, masses of mist, and mossy clumps all slowly circulated his elemental body.

“I had expected a bit neater shop from you, Drifter.” His eyes raked me up and down, before going wide. “What has happened to you?”

He’d noticed the marks, or lack of marks rather.

“I’m working on it.”

A furious little goblin appeared from out of the back room, claws bloody, and screeched in fury at me. Nakla looked like she’d transformed into a different creature entirely, with anger boiling inside her like this. 

“Now now,” I told her, hands raised in self defense. I kept my tone light, but the anger seething inside her scared me more than a little. Sure I wanted Wicked Mark back, sure I wanted her to not hate me, and sure I didn’t want to have to hurt her, but more importantly, this was the first of them I’d found. I needed her back because I needed Avya back, and Dallinya, and Velleth… I couldn’t do this without them.

“Let’s not do anything both of us regret. That’s no way to—“

She launched herself at me, covering the space between us in a handful of panic-inducing moments and raking at my legs to climb her way up my body.

I grabbed onto her wrists.

“How could you?” Nakla hissed, trying to bend forward and bite my face off.

“How… what? I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“Killed her! Fucking murderer!”

Salatiel? Yeah, she was a demon. Demons needed to die.

“What are you talking about?” I demanded, and squeezed at her wrists a little. A few injuries I could still hack, even without Dallinya’s Survivor’s Mark.  I wasn’t in any danger, not yet, but

“Hellera, abandoned. Auralla, neglected in fucking Emperor’s tower. Dallinya nearly gone… and now Zati.”

Oh, jeez.

“Nakla, I’m sorry,” I told her quietly, while she kept trying to kick me. “I didn’t kill her.”

“Liar! Murderer! She loved you, and you killed her.”

Salatiel had convinced them that I was not just responsible for Zati’s death, but that I’d been the hand to crush her to death.

She even reached her tongue out and wrapped it around my wrist. To make me let her go? To give her the chance to claw and bite me, I guessed.

“Your store is trash,” she spat. “You’re trash. Go fuck yourself, Drifter scum. I’ll bite your cock off, fucker.”

Tell me how you really feel, I thought miserably. My shoulders slumped.

In the end, I was forced to put Nakla in a prison cell after getting nowhere just by talking. Luckily, the Governor’s palace had plenty of strong cells perfect for holding mostly powerless goblins with murderous intent. Goblins who didn’t belong in prison cells in the first place.

“Ugh,” I said, hating myself a little and hating the lust demon more.

Head hanging, I went to look for the others.


35- Clever Girl

All the women of my cohort currently in Surrek were easy to locate, and difficult to handle. Shennalil’s accusatory silence, Zephellyn’s casual dismissal, Laylenna’s betrayed expression, all these wore on me.

They wouldn’t listen to reason. None of them believed that a demon of lust had infiltrated the city, worked evil sex magic on us all, and then as she lay dying, blasted out with some special ability I still couldn’t get out of the user interface.

Worse, they didn’t have the marks they’d gotten from one another. Shennalil didn’t have the Survivor’s Mark from Dallinya, Trickster’s Mark from Velleth, or any of the others.

It took time I didn’t have, at first. Pleading with Shennalil didn’t work; she wouldn’t speak. They didn’t pretend not to know me, but the complete loss of relationship stars was astonishing in how much it hurt me. They didn’t care about me, not even a little bit. Talk didn’t work. Telling them I loved them didn’t work. Touch didn’t work. I wrapped Shennalil up in a great big hug, and she froze against me, horrified, like I’d just forced her to remove all her clothes the first night she was with me.

Pleading with Velleth likewise didn’t work either… so after that, I gave up trying. Instead I rounded them up, treating them like stray cattle.

Some, like Shennalil and Velleth, surrendered immediately in numb silence, which was heartbreaking in and of itself. Nallene threatened to kill me if I laid a hand on her Nakla. Laylenna and Tannae tried to fight. Zephellyn stared at me from far, far off, sparking with lightning bolts. I declined to try caging the First Domi of Sunspire.

I gathered up all of them, save Zephellyn and Dallinya, into the Governor’s harem, which was just a massive room they couldn’t escape from. The doors required Silver tier strength, and when the two of them with Silver tier strength attempted to leave, they were gently pushed back by a stoic Jim, the bus-sized rockplate vedris with his six legs and his enormous salamander head. The next time Laylenna attempted to leave, I took a deep breath and changed her status over to suppressed, and I had Jim headbutt her.

None of this helped me feel good in the slightest. While I went, I activated the rest of the defense grid nodes, of which there were only two more batches near Artifice District, and one more batch next door to Mage District.

I peered up at the small fleet of glimmering crystals of different colors, beginning to spread out in a sort of dome pattern, and despaired. No powers, not enough protection, and the demons far stronger than we’d imagined before. The only trump card I had was the latest Gold tier power from Adrift, which would allow me to literally steal Surrek off the map and take her on an interdimensional joyride.

Adrift

*Special Ability, Inherent, Magical*

*Gold tier, two stars*

Since you are not of this world, you have a connection to multiple worlds. You can access this multiverse in limited ways.

Normal: Activate to visualize a place in your home world, and maintain to move your perception through the area at your maximum running speed. Raise to high mana cost in order to hear or smell anything in your perceptual window.

Costs moderate mana, plus moderate mana per second to maintain. No cooldown.

Bronze: Activate to reach across the veil separating worlds and bring an object to this world, or deposit an object in your world. The object must be something you can lift with one hand. Does not allow the transport of living creatures.

This ability costs high mana. No cooldown.

In addition, you may use the Normal ability to seek out and visualize positions in other adjoining realities, not just your home reality.

Silver: Activate to push a living being through the veil and into an adjoining reality. Absolute position in the current world and the target world are meaningless. So long as the position of the target world is seen through the use of the Normal ability, the ability may be used.

This ability costs high mana. Cooldown: 30 seconds.

In addition, you may use the Normal ability to seek out and visualize positions in nearby realities, not simply adjoining realities.

Gold: Mark out a geometric shape up five miles in diameter and infuse it with maximum mana to establish it as your Personal Adrift Realm. Once per day, you may pay extreme mana to send everything within it to an adjacent reality, or suspend it within the veil itself, between realities. You may not create another while your present Realm is between worlds. If you create another Realm, the current Realm loses the title of Personal Adrift Realm, and may not leave the reality it presently occupies.

In addition, enemies pushed through the veil between worlds using your Silver ability now suffer a mana drain effect. The mana drained is inversely proportional to the amount of the target’s current health.

This ability costs maximum/extreme mana. Cooldown: special/24 hours.

This ability is linked to your Clever attribute.

Gods… when would I resort to using that Gold tier ability? I considered this. If the demons broke through the gates?

I didn’t waste much time reading through the Adrift write up, but instead tried to navigate to Dallinya and figure out this notification UI issue. With one eye on the mini map, I kept trying to get the user interface to divulge its secrets to me. I didn’t know what Salatiel had done.

Dallinya hadn’t moved from where she’d been standing since the catastrophic backlash setback situation. When I entered Aceter House in Ink District, I expected her to leap out and try clawing my eyes out, but she merely stood there, against the wall.

“What… are you doing?” I asked.

Dallinya had cuffed herself to the wall in the room that had formerly been the harem chamber, which still had shackles bolted into the walls at varying heights. She was naked, and bent over, back to me, forehead pressed against the backs of her hands, which were in turn pressed against the wall.

“Awaiting dominance,” she said, devoid of emotion. “Go on, then, fuck your slave and take her power.”

When I didn’t reply, she went on.

“Oh, is it going to be the lash, then? You’re going to make sure I’m still a survivor so you can have your extra resilience? Well don’t worry, Master, I’m still a survivor.”

“This isn’t you,” I told her.

“Not me? I’m still Dallinya, still the fuck puppet of the slaver Master, Evan. You think I’ve changed? I’m still in Surrek, I’m still secondary to some swinging dick, and I still give that dick the power to take more punishment. Which is all I do: take punishment. That’s all Dallinya is good for. You whip her, you fuck her, you put her away until next time.”

“That’s some bullshit,” I yelled.

“Just get it over with,” she replied.

“No, fuck that!” I shouted. “You had your freedom. You came to my bed and demanded the sex. Whatever happened to make you hate me, it doesn’t change the things I gave you, the things you taught the others, the times you got drunk, the fights we were in. All that’s the same.”

She paused, confused, then huffed in frustration and anger at the situation and at me.

Something flickered in my UI, but then it was gone.

“Hold that thought,” I told her, and listened to her grumble about being a poor slave bitch who had no choice but to constantly take orders from the superior Master. In the meantime I turned my full attention to the UI, and went chasing after whatever notification had just come and gone without me being able to see it.

“What the fuck?” I muttered.

Screens came and screens went. Explanation pop-ups were shoved aside. Menus and tabs were organized, reorganized, searched and minimized in the hopes that something might lie behind them.

Ten minutes of swearing and waving my arms around at the UI gave me nothing. Seriously, so much swearing.

“You’re forgetting something,” I told myself. A lot of things, probably. Life here was busy and overfull. I had an Empire to save, demon armies to repel, and full-fledged demons to kill.

Although, if Salatiel was telling the truth, she would respawn in Hell… and then be able to crawl back through the rift far in the north.

I’d respawned once, and I was intensely jealous at not being able to do that again.

The major demons needed killing, and the breach needed sealing.

“Oh,” I said. Realization had struck me like an accusing look from Shennalil.

Envy, or Invidiel, was presently in Trierssek with Avya and Quavallie, who’d just lost all their marks of power, and who now hated me.

“Would you prefer to stay here, or in the Governor’s harem?” I asked Dallinya quietly.

[image: ]

With Dallinya now unshackled and enjoying the relative comfort of the Governor’s harem against her will, I entered Trierssek unable to find Avya or Quavallie on the mini-map. In Surrek, I had complete knowledge of my cohorts, but also the orb that told me where anyone and everyone was in the city. I didn’t have that orb here.

Which meant reaching out with my Attuned senses to pick up Avya’s or Quavallie’s unique magical signatures. None of my powers, except Janet the finnet, would give me recon capabilities. I couldn’t summon Janet until Jim was banished or destroyed.

“Interloper?” I called, and the mysterious companion was beside me. “I need to find Avya and Quavallie. Can you help in this regard?”

I am indeed able, the weird tear in reality directly fired into my brain. The sensation was very uncomfortable.

“Great,” I told it. “I’d love to make that happen as quick as you’re able.”

Then I grabbed Temporomancer and spent a whole ton of mana to give myself more time. Then I opened up the UI and methodically pulled it apart.

Salatiel had put some kind of virus in the system works. It was insidious enough to affect how the game functioned, and the UI was now predisposed not to give me information I desperately needed. Around the time of Salatiel’s demise, I didn’t find anything glitchy or any locked access. No, a demon with powers of subtle manipulation wouldn’t just throw up a huge vault and force me to blast through it with force. No, she was the type to hide in my city for weeks and work effects so subtle Steel-Willed didn’t pick up on them.

I reached the setback messages and went through Avya’s again.

Setback! Your relationship with Avya Dalewind, Favored Consort of Evan Westfield has suffered catastrophic backlash and has fallen to Normal (zero stars). You have lost access to Empath’s Mark, Mischief’s Mark, and Dalewind’s Mark.

The error message returned when I tried to explore the setback message again. It still seemed odd, and when I focused on it, I saw why.

Error! This message is complete and has no backlog, pop-up notifications, or further explanatory messages.

The whole message was done in italic script, except the word ‘messages’.

“Clever girl,” I muttered in a badly rendered accent, and tapped at the word ‘messages’.

Warning! You have been afflicted with self-deception!

My UI exploded. Screens, pop-ups, and messages, errors, and notifications all sprang out of it, the result of several hours of dealing with things and having them all hidden by Salatiel’s effect.

I needed the root of this. On cue, the notification that came was the cause.

Success! Discovering self-deception triggers its destruction. When self-deception is discovered, it triggers anxiety.

The Self-deception debuff limited the notifications that could be seen, and set up a tiny, difficult to see path toward the next problem.

Anxiety was uncontrolled and uncontrollable worry, or in this case, uncontrolled UI notifications and pop-ups. I wasn’t a newbie at this game though, and clenched my fists. Then, closing my eyes, I willed everything to be back as it had been before Salatiel had fucked me over. All the menus with their tabs in the right places, in the right order, in the correct colors I’d assigned them. I didn’t need the Ink District special ability notifications, though some of them were pretty cool. I didn’t need any of the population control settings or menus. What I wanted were the notifications of my actions with Dallinya.

When I opened my eyes and brought them up again, they were once more neatly laid out, in an order that made sense. Notifications slid in from the right, just like on my old computer.

The Interloper returned swiftly. Your consorts Avya and Quavallie are presently in thrall to Invidiel, in the underwater city.

I had no way of getting under the water without dying now, so I shelved that teensy little issue for just a moment.

Congratulations! You have begun to break through Dallinya of Surrek’s self-deception. This psychic condition is Gold tier and has resisted shattering completely. You have gained Relationship experience with Dallinya of Surrek. Survivor’s Mark remains inaccessible at this time, and Dallinya of Surrek remains incapable of using marks gained through shared trials with members of her cohort.

I breathed a sigh of relief. First I found out they weren’t dead, and now I learned it wasn’t permanent.

This notification had come when I’d told her she was bullshitting herself, the one I’d nearly gotten a look at, which tipped me off that something was up.

Unfortunately the bulk of the denial all shared by the girls was about Zati, which was something I couldn’t prove. It was my word against a demon’s apparently, and I didn’t know how to convince them, and break the self-deception. I also didn’t know how anxiety might affect them if and when I was able to break this.

I only had a day and a half to figure all this out.

[image: ]

I made my way to the place Quavallie had brought me to when we first arrived in Trierssek, the cellar of a tavern. I’d been so swept up in the fact that the cephellians had underwater portal technology at the time that I hadn’t paid much attention to the place itself.

The tavern sat in Bait District, which was delightful that such a thing even existed in the first place. One wall had a huge painting of a hook with a worm-like creature wrapped around it, drinking a beer somehow. It had no arms, but foam sat around its mouth and its cartoon eyes were closed in bliss.

“Please tell me this place is run by a Master,” I whispered.

A stocky, scarred orc stood behind the counter. “You ain’t a squidfolk.”

“I bet they don’t like it when you call them that,” I muttered.

“Wossat?” He demanded, clearly unhappy.

“What’s the name of this place?”

He regarded me suspiciously, and his expression changed completely as soon as he noted the silver Beastmaster’s Mark on my chest. “Reel Her In, Master Silver.”

“You a petty Master?” I asked.

“Uh… yes, sir.”

“You’re changing the name of this place to Master Baiter’s today,” I told him. “Got that?”

Shocked, he nodded.

“And if you don’t, I’m going to abduct you, take you to Surrek, plop you down in Fish District, and make you open up a shop by that name.” I stopped. “I’ll pay for everything in either case.”

I had no reason ordinarily to make, stock, or attempt to sell water breathing magic items at the Emporium. For this sort of thing, I headed to the central market area where all the different districts… made the place stink to high heaven. After a short, intense, and expensive haggling session with a testy dwarf, I had a pair of vital items.

Gill Choker

Jewelry, fine quality, enchanted

Silver tier

Qualities: one size fits all, high durability

Abilities: While worn, may breathe water as though it were air.

I slipped the wide necklace on and, as advertised, it shrank to fit snugly around my neck. The mages had somehow transplanted fish gills onto the extremely thin magically-woven chainlink material on either side, like friggin mithril.

It also gave me the distinct impression I was dying. Hooking a finger under it, I felt immediate relief as it enlarged and allowed me to breathe air through my lungs again.

“Well,” I said. “A torture device, eh? Next!”

I already had Night Sight Goggles, which I never thought I’d need again, in the storage space. I slipped those onto my forehead, while the Gill Choker sat wrapped around my mouth and nose. It smelled faintly of fish.

Who was I kidding? Everything in Trierssek smelled faintly of fish. Or strongly of fish.

The last item was a vest. With a stupid name.

Water Wings

Clothing, fine quality, enchanted

Silver tier

Qualities: one size fits all, accommodates wings, high durability

Abilities: While worn, you gain swift movement through water. Maximum speed is 30 mph. Expending moderate mana per minute allows you to push the maximum speed to 40 mph. Expending high mana per minute allows you to push the maximum speed to 50 mph. Expending very high mana per minute allows you to push the maximum speed to 60 mph.

Note: This item’s durability has not been field tested at a very high mana per minute at greater than 3 minutes. Beware possible rapid durability loss under such conditions.

The vest had two rows of circular things going down from the shoulder blades to the lower back, and which stood off by about four inches. These were made of a silvery material, while the vest itself was aqua green. It looked like either tiny propulsion engines or holes for pencil-sized rockets to come firing out four at a time.

This thing also vacuum suctioned itself onto my body, and though I tried to get a good look at the thrusters.

“They’re definitely thrusters,” I muttered.

Underneath the tavern I was now calling Master Baiter’s, I slipped into the water, pulled the Gill Choker into place, pulled my Night Sight Goggles on, and went in search of trouble.

It didn’t take me long to find it. In fact, it attacked me, in the form of a water ball to the face.


36- I Shoved Harder

The underwater civilization was much as I recalled it, though… smaller. A number of the underwater dwellings were destroyed or dark. The place was filled with a much greater number of refugees than I recalled seeing last time. And they sure were staring at me

Breathing water was… wrong. With the Gill Choker on, I gulped down water and it went out of the gills on either side of my neck. Having a mouth full of water at all times was beyond distracting and difficult. Luckily the thrusters on the vest worked exactly as designed, and were intuitive. All I had to do was angle my body in one way or another to change direction. I could flatten my arms against my sides to get to maximum speed, or flare them out in a Jesus Christ pose to turn them off again. Like flying, but with a mouth full of seawater at all times.

I was in the middle of registering the crowded confines and hopeless gazes turned my way when the water ball smashed into me and dealt me 9 injuries.

Without Survivor’s Mark or Mender’s Mark to blunt the damage, this was actually quite bad. Sure it could’ve been worse; I should’ve taken over a dozen injuries, but since I had Gold tier Tough at two stars and Quavallie was mid-Silver tier, I resisted some of them out of hand, and that went double for the cephellian toxin. I shrugged that off like one of Avya’s verbal jabs.

Speaking of, where was Avya? She couldn’t breathe underwater either. Shit. Shit shit shit.

If I was going to get the girls back, I needed Avya first. Once she was broken out of the self-deception and then the anxiety, hopefully I could either get the marks back immediately, or maybe some hot make up sex, and then get them back. I was happy either way, since immediate meant less time wasted. Make up sex was make up sex, so that was its own advantage.

Unless she’d lost the Cephellian’s Mark when Salatiel pulled her death curse limit break thing, and Avya had immediately drowned. I would’ve gotten the system notification about the setback, and she’d have died about two minutes later.

Another spike of terror shot through me. I had to finish this situation with Quavallie right away.

Steel-Willed has activated, the UI informed me. You are protected against empathic and mind-altering abilities. Invidiel’s Enviable aura ability has been resisted.

Oh. Well. I had to finish this situation with Quavallie and a greater demon right away.

“Where are you, you little fuckbag?” I wanted to say, but couldn’t.

All around, the cephellians were fighting demon-infested cephellians and fish people, although Invidiel’s ranks included very few underwater creatures. The number of cephellians wrapped up in black demon stuff was much higher than when I’d left.

I snarled and decided enough was enough. I was tired of this situation, sick over the possibility of losing Avya, and enraged that these greater demons thought they could just waltz into my house and shit on the sofas. I didn’t have marks of power from the girls? Yeah, well I still had seven Gold tier powers.

Phase Shift came out first, at Gold tier.

Phase Shift

*Special Ability, Inherent, Magical*

*Gold tier, three stars*

The veil between worlds exists everywhere, and is itself a sort of space. Now you may access and manipulate that veil.

Normal: Activate to phase a single handheld object out of this reality for one hour. The object remains in place and may be seen, but interacting with it delivers high damage per second. The damage is considered dimensional. Your touch ends the effect.

Costs extremely high mana. No cooldown.

Bronze: Activate to phase yourself out of reality for one minute. Your Attuned body and senses perceive both this and an adjacent reality. You may interact with either, or disregard objects in either as though they did not exist. This allows you to pass through objects or people harmlessly.

Costs extremely high mana. No cooldown.

Silver: Activate by touch to phase a living being and their carried possessions out of this reality for two minutes. Any further contact with objects or beings from this reality (other than the ground) deals extremely high damage per second. The damage is considered dimensional.

Costs extremely high mana. Cooldown 1 hour.

Gold: Activate to phase out the entire environment around you or by touch, up to sixty feet in all directions, for 10 minutes. The ground or floor remains embedded in this reality and does not phase. The overlaying reality becomes partially visible at this time and objects there also deal extremely high damage per second to anyone in contact with them, on either side of the adjoining realities. The damage is considered dimensional.

Costs extremely high mana. Cooldown 6 hours.

In addition, you may pay high mana during your Normal, Bronze, or Silver abilities to cancel the effect and have the target explode with dimensional damage. You are unaffected by this damage.

This ability is linked to your Fierce attribute.

As the landscape of earth superimposed itself over that of Ethetria, a section of forest and a small hunting camp somewhere in Ohio or Kentucky, everyone closing on me started taking dimensional damage from all they were touching. They wouldn’t last long enough to get to me. 

In the meantime, I instructed the Interloper to find Invidiel, while I dealt with Quavallie.

Now, I was floating in the dark indigo of the sea, and all about me were the photoluminescent patterning radiating softly glow-in-the-dark colors. Mostly neon green, but a few had electric blue, pink, and some yellow. They had frozen, watching a section of earth appear around me, and were now listening to the screams of the demon-infested cephellians and fish people coming to try to take me down. Try and fail.

I knew Quavallie. I’d been inside her. I’d given her my seed, implanted her with my eggs. She was the only cephellian I could distinguish just by her glowing dot pattern, and it was she I sped towards.

She fled. Literally, she turned and swam away into the darkness.

I hadn’t been expecting that, so I pushed mana into the vest and accelerated through the water after her. She was fast, which required a continual stream of moderate mana. This I could handle, though I lamented the loss of Archivist’s Mark and its ability to help refresh my mana. Fuck, not only had I lost Zati as a lover, a companion, a trusted partner and researcher, I’d lost the power she granted. Both stung, and one of them was actively pressing right this moment.

Without Avya’s Empath’s Mark I couldn’t communicate down here, or listen in to her surface thoughts, but I could dodge water balls sent after me, and crash through the tidal wave she conjured under the water like a wall.

It was time for the Silver Door. Just as I was about to open it up, she zigged to one side and tried to wrap a tendril of water around me. Another burst of mana shot me forward and past the ensnaring tentacle.

I also felt the water around me rapidly cooling. She was going to encase me in ice. Teleporting in front of her, I grabbed up a net from the Black Door and infused it with the Normal tier Phase Shift. The net froze in the air, locked in place between realities, and a moment later, I burned high mana and used the power to explode it for the first time.

This was consuming too much of my mana pool. Without Red Dragon’s Mark my supply of mana was cut in half.

Everything had started to fall apart when Hellera was taken.

A surge of mana put that notion to rest and pushed Invidiel’s influence out. The Interloper was there a second later, with his location.

Quavallie stared hateful daggers at me, and again the temperature dropped, but this time I teleported behind her, opened the Silver Door, and pushed her through into the Governor’s harem in Surrek.

I need you to find Avya, I told the Interloper. She’s the top priority.

If Auralla couldn’t be brought back out of time, I’d need Avya. Now that I’d spent so long away from her, it felt wrong and stupid to have left her out here to do battle, and not check up on her more often.

You do not require assistance in dealing with this greater demon? The entity asked.

No, I did not. The Interloper had marked my mini-map with Invidiel’s location, so I headed to meet him.

Invidiel needed to be dealt with quickly. I didn’t know the demon’s capabilities, but if it was anything like Salatiel, I was fucked unless something went rapidly in my favor. Meaning I had to play on my strengths, and my strengths had been made blindingly clear not an hour ago.

Envy had taken an indiscriminate form, where gender was unclear, with fine features, high cheekbones and shoulder-length, flowing hair. This was only the second greater demon who chose to wear clothing, after Lust, but it made sense in a way. The demon wore loose, flowing pants and a tight shirt, both black against their white skin, perhaps envious of people who could swim around without any clothing on.

Perhaps I was reading too much into it.

The look Envy gave me was pure hatred. Their eyes burned briefly molten red orange, with hellish fire.

“You suck,” I hissed, and pulled out another of my abilities. This would either be quick or be a bloodbath, so I shot forward and teleported past the Phase Shifted environment still tearing apart anyone who swam through it. “You messed around with the wrong Favored Consort,” I told the demon, even though I’d put her on assignment here in the first place.

Envy simply hovered in the water, long black hair drifting to and fro randomly, before making a sudden gesture, like pointing at their heart with both hands. A shockwave spread out from the demon’s body in a pulse of greenish gold light, and my UI went haywire.

Everyone just went wrong. My mana bottle shattered and spilled blue liquid over my Stamina bar, which surged and depleted, over and over again. Meanwhile the health bottle went supernova, erupting like a volcano and coating my ability icons in opaque red blood. How many injuries did I have left? How much mana? No idea. Then the icons for my abilities wiggled, seemed to hang like they’d been nailed to the wall previously, by just one nail, before plummeting out of sight. Tabs went flitting back and forth, and scroll bars scrolled endlessly up and down.

“Fuck. You,” I said, both to the demon and to my entire UI. 

Steel-Willed has realigned your user interface following Envy’s Disruption. This has cost very high mana, and continued exposure to Invidiel’s aura costs very high mana per minute.

The spell I needed reappeared, so I shot forward and wrapped my hands around the demon’s neck. Then I pulled out the ability I really needed to work in this case: Adrift, at Silver tier.

Adrift

*Special Ability, Inherent, Magical*

*Gold tier, two stars*

Since you are not of this world, you have a connection to multiple worlds. You can access this multiverse in limited ways.

Silver: Activate to push a living being through the veil and into an adjoining reality. Absolute position in the current world and the target world are meaningless. So long as the position of the target world is seen through the use of the Normal ability, the ability may be used.

This ability costs high mana. Cooldown: 30 seconds.

In addition, you may use the Normal ability to seek out and visualize positions in nearby realities, not simply adjoining realities.

This ability is linked to your Clever attribute.

At first, the dimensional membrane separating Ethetria from earth resisted this. At the edges, the demon fuzzed out into spotty patches of different colors: black, blue, pink, yellow, green. Its molten eyes went wide, and it screamed directly in my face. This seemed like a good reason to keep doing what I was doing, so I shoved harder.

Usually pushing the girls through the veil between worlds wasn’t hard; I knew where I wanted to put them on earth, and then I just pushed. Sure it felt like I was sinking them down into a pool made of jell-o. This felt like thick, sucking mud.

Invidiel was Gold, and stronger than me, even with Erratesh’s Mark boosting my Clever and Attuned Attributes for this task specifically.

When Invidiel’s eyes glowed brightly and went to shoot lava out at me, a power apparently all of them had, I teleported behind them and kept pulling. The mana expenditure spiked, and I watched as my mana bottle began to seep dangerously close to a quarter of a tank. A truck could still go hundreds of miles on a quarter tank. I needed a Gold tier son of a whore to go into another reality oon a quarter tank, and I wasn’t sure if that was possible or not.

It turned out it was, though the demon fought me.

It clawed at the back of my head, and blasted out another surge of disorienting UI stuff, followed by a psychic blast that Steel-Willed simply couldn’t handle given the amount of mana I needed versus what I had left. My brain threatened to explode out of my skull, replaying every stupid thing I’d done and showing me everything my ex had done instead, the non-stupid things.

It was a nightmare reel of petty little mistakes I hated about my past. Just innocuous things, like jumping over a gutter puddle on the street would trigger a memory of when I’d slipped on a patch of that white crosswalk traffic paint. And the roaring laughter that followed, from dozens of middle schoolers. It would go on to show how the bully was the CEO of a startup that had just made millions in its first few months. That kind of stuff.

Still I pulled with Adrift.

“Quit… that,” I seethed, trying to get him to lay the fuck off my emotions. ”I’ll take… the lava in the… eyeballs, please.” I hadn’t been assaulted by my own dumb past mistakes in quite some time, since coming here. It could’ve had something to do with all the female attention and life-or-death situations.

Invidiel was suddenly sucked through the veil between worlds and into earth.

For just a moment, I hovered there in the middle of the sea, and felt all the powers stop working on me. All Invidiel’s influence was sucked away with it, leaving me feeling, for the first time all day, pretty good.

Comparatively speaking.

After downing a mana potion and getting a goodly boost on my mana, I headed back to earth to deal with this prick. Using Adrift once more, after the 30 second cooldown, I shoved my way through and into a large empty field in the northern part of Michigan.

Invidiel looked… different now.

All the fight seemed to have gone out of them. The skin around the face seemed pinched tight, like I’d somehow also pulled a Count Dracula and drained him while pushing him through the veil.

Wait.

I pulled up the UI, even as I prepared to fight the demon in what was presently a Michigan downpour.

Your Silver Adrift power has drained Invidiel of maximum mana. Invidiel is presently suffering from mana burn.

I stared at the readout, and then read the addition to the Gold tier power again.

In addition, enemies pushed through the veil between worlds using your Silver ability now suffer a mana drain effect. The mana drained is inversely proportional to the amount of the target’s current health. Inversely proportional.

Meaning if a target was at full health, like Invidiel, it suddenly lost its entire mana pool.

“Whoa.”

This wouldn’t work on the battlefield under other conditions. Hordes of demons would take me down before I had a chance to push any of the other greater demons through the veil. The effort and time taken were immense, and left me close to mana burn myself. I’d gotten lucky that this one, right here, had isolated itself in the ocean trying like hell to invade the Empire through the back door.

It became clearer that this thing wasn’t just a demon with Envy powers, but it worked in much the same way Caderyn did, by embodying the concept. Envy had wanted to to be as good as the others, strike off on their own, and show them that a greater demon could do it just like Furiel or the others. Furiel had thrown itself through the portal in its rage at being spied on.

I knew Invidiel still wasn’t going to be a pushover, even without any mana, and the bastard proved it a second later by launching a series of lightning fast attacks against me. Quick Drifter teleports took me out of his reach each time, before I used the Gold tier ability from Drifter to send the fucker five hundred feet in the air. It came crashing down to earth, only to have eight twenty kilogram plates from a gym come crashing down on its head.

“Where’s my Avya?” I demanded, but didn’t give him a chance to answer. I had teleported over and left a large net Phase Shifted where I’d been standing. Invidiel came tromping through it, only to take dimensional damage trying to get at me.

Mana was in short supply, again.

“Oh yeah,” I told no one. “I Keep forgetting.”

I then commanded the Interloper to come join me, finish this guy off, and rejoin me back in Ethetria when the job was done.

I went right back through the veil to Trierssek, looking for my Avya.


37- My Avya

“Avya?” I called.

She was somewhere in Trierssek. Somewhere in the bustle of people here, moving this way and that about their business, amongst the palm trees and the sea breeze. Compared with this, Surrek was a miserable frigid wasteland.

Right now, some hundreds of miles northwest, Surrek was cooling down and getting on toward fall. The Michigan colors during my brief battle with Invidiel proved that the seasons were very roughly working at the same speed.

And the beaches. Damn, this was the Florida of the Empire, and hopefully without meth-addled alligators, invasive pythons, Jacksonville, hurricanes, or whatever nonsense that made Florida seem a special sort of insane.

“Avya!” I called again. Gods, I wished I still had the Sylph’s Mark from Zephellyn. I wished she hadn’t zipped off and had instead talked to me after the lust demon relationship kill magic spell… thing.

Wait… there was an envy aura still lingering around the city. Why else would I be fixated on the nice weather and beaches here, or Sylph’s Mark.

I mean, having sex while flying, and the audacity to call the First Domi of Sunspire one of my girls were both pretty amazing. I definitely missed that too.

Avya. I missed Avya too. And Auralla. Both of them at the same time. Evan being the cream filling in a sandwich cookie involving the two of them. Or either of them separately.

Avya’s tenacious need to prove herself. Auralla’s willingness to try anything.

“Avya!”

The awful feeling of needing what I didn’t have increased, so I went that way. Before too long I was joined by the Interloper, a patch of starry darkness amidst the deepening gloom of the Trierssek evening.

Savory scents had come with dinner hours, making me wish I was in a restaurant on a plush chair, getting served instead of risking my life for a bunch of people in Surrek who thought I was an evil meddling asshole.

“Need to locate Avya,” I told the unknowable eldritch being from beyond time and space. I had an inkling that everything would fall into place if I could get my Favored Consort back.

Or that everything would fall apart if I couldn’t get her back.

The good-natured ribbing, the hair pulling, the shin kicks and the pinches to my hips and legs needed to come back. I missed them. I mean I also missed her being the perfect height for a stand up blowjob, but the other things were much more important.

I have found her, the Interloper told me.

I steeled myself and drew in a deep breath. “Okay, I’m ready.”
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I was not ready.

The place I found Avya was in a trash-strewn, stinking, narrow alley, hugging her knees and bleeding out of her mouth. Her eyes stared off into the distance, and only turned toward me when I softly touched her elbow. Catatonic Avya vanished for a moment. A surge of sorrow and regret washed through me, feeling guilty for what had happened.

I knew it wasn’t my fault. Of course it wasn’t. Salatiel had done this. It still didn’t help the feeling of impotent self-loathing and rage that rose up and refused to leave.

“Oh, no,” I breathed miserably, and fell to my knees. “What happened?”

My Avya turned eyes on me that were both laden with contempt and thoroughly miserable. None of that ‘didn’t know what she was looking at’ garbage.

I lifted her easily and walked through the Silver Door to Aceter House in Surrek, explaining softly all about how sorry I was, and about what had happened with Salatiel and Invidiel.

“Anyone of us who was affected by the lust aura in the city got cut off,” I told her. “It cut you off completely.” I wasn’t certain what exactly happened with the Blood Debt, which kept her from hurting me or disobeying me, but it had reduced her to a wretched, quivering mass.

I had regained some of the Relationship experience just by being there with her, holding her, explaining the situation, but next to Avya’s name sat the accusatory title sworn enemy. And the experience was barely a sliver of a single star of Normal tier. There were twenty-one more stars after that one, in between Normal and Gold, where we’d sat before.

“I’m not your enemy,” I told her. “The worst is over.” I didn’t know if this was the truth or a lie was pretty awful, but comforting lies could maybe do the trick… I hoped. “We’ll get you fixed up, we’ll hug it out, we’ll cuddle for a little while maybe, up to you, and I’ll stand by your side.”

All within the next forty-one hours and twenty-six minutes.

“I hate you!” she screamed.

“You don’t. It’s a trick.”

“I hate you forever, you… you gigantic asshole!”

“That would be a little hurtful if you meant it, but I know you don’t.”

She sneered. “Oh I mean it! I hate you I hate you I hate you!”

“You told me how much you hated me before,” I told her softly.”

For a little while, Avya was inconsolable. She stared ahead and disregarded me, not speaking. Touching her caused her to flinch backwards in disgust, and she eyed me with that accusatory glower.

“I’m sorry,” I told her. “We were spread too thin. I shouldn’t have left you. That was a mistake.”

Finally, when the words came, they were raspy hissing. “You… had them.”

“I know,” I lied. Presumably the them in question was Dallinya, Shen, Zaphellyn, and the others in Surrek. “It should’ve been you.” Plus, this smacked of some lingering Envy effects. “I’m here now.”

Shrugging off the effects of this self-deception was far from easy. I’d barely gained half a star in Normal. How in the flying fuck Salatiel’s influence traveled over hundreds of miles was still a topic I was keen to explore, but not now. Now I needed my Avya.

“You left me,” she whispered, her voice choked with tears that came a minute later. “You left me and you had them, and you left me with that thing.”

The guilt roiled up all over again, and Steel-Willed activated to shut it down. She was using her Empath ability on me.

“Never again,” I told her, and reached out to stroke her lavender hair. She flinched, and I pulled back. “I know you can get into my thoughts,” I told her. “I know you can see if you want. I won’t resist you. You can see everything that happened.”

She did just that, shoving rudely through my nonexistent defenses and combing over the surface thoughts. The last time she’d spied on my thoughts was the very, very beginning, back when I was struggling to reach Bronze tier. Now at Gold, my Attuned Attribute allowed me to get a sense of what she was doing.

It was like having your mind be the chalkboard and her power the nails scraping down over it. She wasn’t being subtle or kind. This Avya hated me and wasn’t afraid to show it.

So I reviewed the whole deal in my mind, starting with Furiel coming through the viewing window, Zati’s death, and the fights that followed. I kept my tone soothing, trying to modulate my emotions to fill them with the sorrow I felt over Zati, the frustration over not being able to bring her back, the confusion and horror over the idea that all the girls were dead, and finally the rage at having my connection with Avya cut off. My Avya watched all this through my own perceptions, complete with all the girls rejecting me. The hurt and betrayal I felt, the way I channeled it into rage at Salatiel, and then into Invidiel. Finally, she saw how she’d looked through my eyes, how I’d felt when I saw her, and she got to watch how she treated me from the other side, from my perception.

She cried and cried.
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The other side effect was the shattering of the self-deception and then watching her eyes glaze over with anxiety. The other other side effect was the complete restoration of our bond.

I was thrilled with this, mostly because the magic involved sent a corkscrew of magical energy through the two of us, twining around one thread for me, and one for her, and drawing us closer together.

My Attuned senses understood this, felt it like an explosion of pure happiness. Honestly there’s no correlation to anything I’ve ever felt from earth, unless maybe coming back to life from an adrenaline injection straight to the heart compares… I haven’t been through that though.

Through the mind-scrambling effects of anxiety, Avya felt it too. Her eyes widened and her mouth dropped open. She immediately stopped crying, and I knelt to clear the tears from her face.

“Hug?” I asked.

She leapt into my arms, burying her face in my neck and laughing.

“I thought… I thought you didn’t…”

“It doesn’t matter,” I told her. “I did, and they lied to you, and it doesn’t matter.”

The kisses started right up, all over my face. She didn’t try to avoid kissing my eyes. Instead I got a series of kisses here, and there, and also there, and everywhere else.

“What—“ I asked, laughing. “Hey!”

“You didn’t kill her,” she murmured in between kisses. “You didn’t leave me. I mean you kind of did, and now you’re going to pay for that.”

“Wait, what?”

All the stars from our rebuilt bond with Favored Consort had surged into her, and I knew this because she pushed me back, hard. With a foot hooked behind my ankle. I went down on my butt, staring as she stalked up to me.

“I’m sorry,” I told her. “I thought you and Quavallie would… be able…” The look in her eyes told me to shut the fuck up, that I was about to begin digging my own grave, and my mouth snapped closed.

Without a word she climbed onto me and bent to take our kissing to the next level. With lots of tongue, heavy breathing, and moans. Hands in my hair, hands massaging my ears, hands sliding down my chest.

Oh, and grinding herself against my midsection.

She quickly reached down and tore my U of M shirt in half down the center, pausing in our kissing to rip it the rest of the way and push it back off my shoulders. Scooting back, she soon had my bottom half bare too by wrenching the pants down and pausing to make sure they were all the way off.

“Avya—“

“Don’t ‘Avya’ me,” she snapped. “I know there isn’t much time. I need this, and you’re going to give it to me.”

The UI now gave me access to Empath’s Mark, Mischief’s Mark, and Dalewind’s Mark.

“As you wish,” I told her.

She had her clothes shucked about two seconds later, staring hard at the whole length of me. The she climbed back onto me, and didn’t stop until I was flat on my back, with her straddling my head. She grabbed at my hair, tangling her fingers in there, and didn’t so much allow me to eat her as use my face to get herself off.

“Tongue… out,” she commanded, but I was already well into it. Her clit was dragged over my nose, lips, tongue, and chin, then back again. I was just a prop now, and she used me hard.

“You left,” she panted, grinding that lavender bush and her delicious slit over my face again and again. “You left and… it was there.”

I wanted to tell her I was sorry but I could only get grunts and groans in.

“And don’t you touch yourself,” she barked, noticing that I’d grown hard from the treatment.

Yes ma’am, I thought.

In the meantime her thighs were quivering, and her breathing had grown ragged. When she stopped and braced herself on her hands on the floor, I did the work for her, lapping from stem to stern, and the part that made her shudder became my new focal point. Eventually she got a hold of herself and started grinding back on me, but let me do some of the work of flicking her clit and burying my tongue deep in her when I got there. She also kept humping against me, and using my head as a vise.

I didn’t know exactly what had happened to the Blood Debt, but it was crystal clear she could be more assertive than before. As for me, I was loving this. Avya had always had a spark in her of authority. This dominant Avya I could get behind.

Mmm I couldn’t wait to get behind her.

It took her some time, but eventually her fingers tightened in my hair, painfully so, and she clamped those shaking thighs against the sides of my head.

“Coming,” she grunted, and hunched down into herself. Good obedient boy I was, I let her do her thing, and patiently waited for the next pleasurable thing. She stood.

“You didn’t get Wicked Mark from Nakla,” she scoffed, like I’d done something inexcusable.

“I did not,” I told her.

“That’s the first one we get,” she said, in a tone that brooked no argument.

“As you wish,” I told her.

Her expression softened for a moment. “I couldn’t lose you,” she breathed. Then it hardened again. “Close your eyes.”

I did, only to feel the torn U of M t-shirt being wrapped around my head and tied off.

“What—”

“Shut up,” she told me, so I did.

Then licks followed. Here and there. Kisses. Feather light touches. She’d get up, circle around me, stop, and decide which part of me she wanted to get her mouth on, then attack it without any warning. Ear, the side of my neck, the hollow of my throat, the inside of my knee, and then without warning she’d furiously lick at my balls, stop, and then at my nipples.

The strangest thing was the rising need to have her touch me the whole time. The urge to open my eyes, grab her in an embrace, and then maybe fuck her hard.

“Avya?” I asked, but the only response I got was more licking and sucking, this time around my belly button, which led in a meandering line down to the promised land. There she found my cock painfully hard, more than ready to be sucked on, but instead she gave it a few nibbles.

I growled in frustration, but didn’t move to stop her. She had made clear that she was in control of this rodeo, and—

She’d mounted me, lined me up, and pushed herself down onto my cock.

“Fuck,” she breathed.

“I’d like to open my eyes now,” I told her.

“I’d like not to bleed from the mouth when you’re gone,” she hissed, “but we don’t get what we want all the time, do we?”

I kept my eyes closed.

Avya’s tightness was very slow to accept me into her. I still had no idea where all of me went when she got like this, but she dragged herself up off me, then shoved back down with determination.

I groaned out. All the teasing was getting to me. Also, without my eyes I was completely focused on the feel of her pussy clutching my cock. I moaned.

“You’re not allowed to cum,” she told me, her tone savage.

“If you keep—”

My head rocked to the side from her slapping me, and my eyes flew open. I took an injury from it, which was the second most astonishing thing about the situation.

“Not. Allowed.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I told her, with no small amount of admiration in my tone.

She drew up the length of my cock, clutching at it, hands splayed on my chest, then slammed back down.

“Close. Eyes.”

She continued to fuck me in slow, steady strokes. It was getting difficult to maintain the normal composure I was used to, like this. There hadn’t been anything like this, ever. I wondered if she had the lust demon still working at her somehow, influencing her. My Attuned senses told me no. She was just having sex with me like a woman possessed, she wasn’t actually possessed.

I closed my eyes and strained against the sensations now flooding through me. I sensed her essence grow, the ball of her magic in her womb swirling and coalescing with another impending orgasm.

“Fuck,” I told her.

“Don’t—”

“I’m not. You’re just… really tight.”

Now her tone was cheerful, chirpy, a complete departure from what it had been. “Thank you!”

All the while she buried me deeper and deeper in her guts, and apparently didn’t kill herself. Meanwhile the pleasure built, and built further. I felt her feelings begin to slither into me, from her Empath ability. The feeling of my own hungry pussy being stuffed and overstuffed entered my mind, along with my sensitive nipples being twisted and pinched. Another tortured groan escaped me, from the pleasure, and now the need to fill her up became a physical ache.

I had Empath’s Mark again, so two could play at that game. I activated it, and threw my own sensations onto Avya.

It was like a fireworks finale. Her forehead immediately smashed into my chest and her thighs spasmed around me. I felt nails claw at my hips, and she gave off a squealing moan before flooding my midsection with fluid.

“Fuck,” she said.

“I’d like to cum now,” I told her.

More panting. Finally, she said, “Okay.”

I lasted about thirty more seconds.
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She didn’t move or speak for a long time. I didn’t pressure her to, either. She clearly had gone through a lot, and I was here to help her get through it more easily, rather than throw up roadblocks or my own interpretations of how she needed to get things done.

Out of nowhere, she said, “I love you.”

“I love you too,” I told her.

She followed this up by sucking the seed off my flaccid cock, then getting what had dripped out of her and licking it off her fingers.

“And you love Auralla.”

“I do indeed.”

Auralla. I wondered what she was going through right now, and how long it would be before we could free her from the gods damned spell left by the Emperor.

“And Dallinya, and Velleth, and Hellera, and Shen…”

“Yeah.”

“And the rest,” she said.

“All the ones who love me,” I explained. “Yeah.”

“Let’s go get them back,” she said. I was hoping she’d say that. “I’m going to need some help to really kick your ass.”

“Kick… what for?”

“For letting a lust demon run around Surrek for weeks, you life support system for a very necessary cock and balls.”

“I asked for this,” I muttered.

“Are you talking to yourself, like a vagrant?”


38- How I Wanted to Go Out

It was only once I had Empath’s Mark running up my shoulders to my neck and to the base of my skull again that I understood a little of what Salatiel had done. A quick look over the Gold tier ability showed me just what was going on.

Empath’s Mark

*Special ability, magical*

*Gold tier, no stars*

Normal: Activate this ability to sense the mood of the crowd around you. Directed toward a single individual, you may read the surface thoughts. You can sense the rough number of individuals within thirty feet of you. This ability is difficult to counter, even by those of higher rank than you. If you succeed a Sly check, the individual will not be aware of your probe.

Once active, this ability is continuous and costs moderate mana over time.

Bronze: Activate this ability to broadcast a mood to a single target, or over a large area (about twenty feet in all directions). The mood can be the sensations you currently feel. Those affected may make a Clever check (with the Spot skill) to notice the effect, and a Tough check (with the Will skill) to nullify the effect.

Once active, this ability is continuous and costs moderate mana per minute.

Silver: Cool or heat the emotions of allies or enemies within a large area (up to a hundred people) to a moderate or severe degree. Alternately, drive one subject insane with conflicting emotions. Target gains five emotional statuses at random. Those affected may make a Tough check (with the Will skill) to reduce the effect.

Costs high mana per minute. Cooldown: 2 minutes.

Gold: Choose a single individual you can see; permanently shift an emotion the target has with regard to a single relationship. This can be a relationship with an object, an individual, or a broad group of people. Depending on the severity of the change, the target may know that their emotions have been manipulated. A subject with detection and resistance abilities may attempt a Grit (Charming) check to reduce the duration to one week, after which the emotion fades over the course of another week.

Costs extremely high mana, cooldown: one week.

In addition, the range of all Empath abilities is doubled.

This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Avya Dalewind, Favored Consort of Evan Westfield of Earth.

With the Gold tier ability, I could permanently change someone’s feelings towards another. Salatiel certainly had something far worse than that, or at least on par, and had used it before I sent her back to hell.

Ignoring the fact that she was going to come right back out of that rip in the world for a second, I considered Empath’s Mark and how best to use it. Only Avya could read my surface thoughts with it. I couldn’t project them outwards. I could manifest a cloud of acceptance and love, which was awesome and I wanted to do that. I could permanently change someone’s attitude toward me, but I’d only have one shot at it, since the cooldown was one week.

The first obvious choice was Shennalil. If I couldn’t convince the others with Avya’s help, and get back their marks, at least I’d have Mender’s Mark and Purity’s Mark back. If it worked. Big if there.

Plus, I felt worst about the look of hurt betrayal on her face. She had this innocent look and it was just the worst to see her like this. I couldn’t get the memory of the two of us having wild passionate sex together up in the air. The way she’d just let her shirt and skirt flutter away to fall somewhere on the city.

Unfortunately, I had just used the mark earlier that day on that Gold,  to keep him from sounding the alarm, meaning I couldn’t… wait.

No, the cooldown had reset by getting the power back with Avya.

I literally jumped up and pumped my fist in the air. Although I wasn’t certain that this would work on Shennalil and restore our relationship, one chance was better than no chance at all.

Taking Avya’s hand, I looked to her, standing there in her her dress. I had only the shorts from earlier. “You tore off my shirt.”

“You deserved it,” she said. “Plus, you liked it.”

Unable to argue with that sound logic, I pulled another shirt out of the Black Door storage facility and slipped it on, then held out my hand. “Are you ready?”

She nodded sharply, and took my hand as well. Opening the Silver Door, I took a deep breath and stepped through.
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The girls shrank back when I walked into the harem, and that broke my heart a little. The day was wearing thin, and I needed all the time I could muster to get these Gold tiers to do a job that would get a lot of them killed.

But the girls were more important. At very least they deserved time and comforting. Velleth was staring out at nothing and looking shattered. The whole scene was disheartening and awful.

“Do you want to start?” I asked.

Avya smiled. “I’m going to knock your dick off,” she said.

“That’s not how that saying goes.”

She shrugged. “Guess how much I care.”

“Not at all?”

A grin spread slowly across her face. “You’re getting there.”

I hadn’t been in the Governor’s harem in some time, but it had been transformed. I guess you could now call it the Governor’s barracks, or the Governor’s convalescent home. When I’d brought them here, I hadn’t issued any definitive instructions to the seneschal, except for him to listen to Shennalil in helping the Bershannik ladies get healthy.

I’d brought a slew of young ladies here from Bershannik, no doubt pissing off the Masters who took over the districts I’d brutally liberated, and together with the seneschal they’d put up partition walls, had bunk beds built, had most of the cushions piled against one corner, and had a bunch of magical plants scattered around. The result really took the harem out of the name and changed the huge open space into something more cozy, less intimidating, and that was totally undercut by the dozen women freaking the fuck out over our recently severed connection.

A lot of the Bershannik women peered out from behind their new furniture or over their partitions at Quavallie, Velleth, and the others. Nallene was holding Nakla back from crossing the distance between us and attempting to climb me like a tree so she could tear off all the bits of anatomy she was threatening to. Laylenna had Sillandria behind her, shielding the night elf with her large scaled body. By contrast, Tannae just sat there staring at them, and then at me. She’d blink, return her attention to Nakla, then turned another confused look at me.

Velleth sat catatonic, looking much like Avya had for those brief moments in between raging at me and raking my surface memories for answers. By contrast, Dallinya, Quavallie and Velleth stood ready, in loose fighting postures.  For one brief second I wondered if we should be doing this, using magic to just change people’s minds. It was the type of thing bad guys did, and my bad guy days were set to drift downriver after the twenty-some Masters tried to kill me a couple months ago.

Except Salatiel had taken and twisted their emotions far worse than me; she’d stripped their real feelings for me away. Also she could eat a million dicks and fuck her forever and ever. No, I wanted my girls back and I was willing to do whatever it took.

Avya closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and flexed her Empath ability. A wave of relaxation spread over me, and Steel-Willed asked if I would like to resist this ongoing emotional manipulation. I signaled that I wouldn’t, though internally I wondered if this was going to make me too complacent to do the job. The potent effect turned my muscles into mush, and I barely made it over to a pile of cushions before collapsing.

“Oh,” Dallinya muttered. She struggled against the effects, but Quavallie and the others didn’t have it in them; they weren’t survivors like Dallinya. Quavallie literally collapsed in on herself, becoming little more than a blob of jelly on the floor of the harem. The others had their knees buckle, and they soon lay swooning on the ground with vapid smiles or slight frowns on their faces.

Avya knew her shit. She turned and squeezed my hand, smiling brightly. In the meantime I held steady, and actually braced myself against her shoulder to keep from ending up like Shennalil and the others.

As for Dallinya, she took two shaky steps toward us before sinking to her knees, and began crawling. Her head soon became too heavy for her to hold up, and it slumped down. Still she crawled on, looking like a subservient and submissive pet. This was more of a Velleth move than Dallinya, but the puffed out tail and the sneering defiance were both definitely my felinian.

“I’m sorry,” I told her.

“No you’re not,” Avya snorted.

“I mean, I’m sorry this happened. I couldn’t stop it.”

The relaxation slowly melted away, and in its place Avya sent out a soft loving breeze. Instantly my pants grew too tight, and a chorus of soft moans sounded from around the huge room. Dallinya’s head still hung low, but now her tail wasn’t stiff with hatred. It still didn’t sway back and forth like it normally did when she was feeling good.

“Now,” Avya told me.

I reached out into Shennalil’s mind with Empath’s Mark, and rummaged around for what had happened with her feelings for me. She had a lot of different relationships, and these were generally weak; strands of Normal potency stretching off towards people she knew. The one that should’ve stretched towards me, the thick Gold strand, had been severed. It felt to my Attuned senses as though the thread connecting us had been ripped away, and the psychic bleeding staunched by a quick and brutal cauterization technique. It was as ugly as it was horrifying to examine, since I had to do so with an ability specifically made for dealing with feelings.

“Oh, Shen,” I whispered. “Oh I’m so sorry.”

With my mind fixed firmly on this truncated and ripped relationship strand, I tapped into the Gold tier ability and will that strand back into existence, permanently.

The result was like those incredibly sped up videos of plants growing, where the roots shoot out and the sprout pokes up out of the soil, spreads leaves, and the stem thickens in moments. Instead what happened here was a tendril of relationship, thin and black at first, extended out and latched onto me. Shennalil gasped. I gasped. Warmth and recognition replaced resentment and betrayal. That thin black cord filled with her power, and mine, which intertwined around one another, filling out and thickening that thread until it was as big around as my thumb, where it suffused with Bronze color, only to thicken further and fill with Silvery light. The whole time, streamers of cerulean from Shennalil, while my own black/green/magenta/cyan Drifter colors reached across the void between us and danced around hers. The Silver relationship thread, as big around as a softball, continued to balloon out in size, slowly shifting towards Gold, until it was as thick around as a watermelon, like a column of feelings between us.

At the same time, the Mender’s and Purity’s Marks both coalesced back to life on my arm. The quasi Celtic armband and the halo on my left breast formed first a tattoo color, then Bronze, Silver, and finally a glowing Gold.

Tears were running down both our faces. Her face pulled into a tight grimace, and she looked absolutely miserable.

“Oh!” Avya said. “Oh, I see.”

“What?” I asked.

“I see what you did. Remember, I have those menus and windows too? The floating explanation things?”

“Yes?” Where was this going?

“Well you did it wrong, you big life support system for a penis.”

I gestured to where Shennalil was nuzzling her face against my chest. “Um?” I had done it right, and she could take that to the bank.

“It says you can affect a group,” she said, as though I was both eight years old and an unruly student, and pointed at something I couldn’t see.

Seconds later, a dozen threads reconstituted themselves in a bewildering and overwhelming replay of what I’d just done with Shennalil. All the threads went out, slowly brightening from black into Bronze, then most of them into Silver. My streamers of magic, which looked something like the fuzz off old TVs, went out to meet Quavallie’s sea green, Dallinya’s wheat gold, Velleth’s mostly-blue-but-also-rainbow, and so on.

Nakla’s, by the way, was an intense pink purple color, like an aroused sex organ, because of course it was. Although a goblin, she was just a horny little freak.

All my marks reappeared at the same time.

I stared at them, chest tight with apprehension. I needed the power, but more importantly, I needed my girls. Hope mixed with fear for what had happened to them and their emotions while severed from me.

I couldn’t have been happier to have Shennalil slam into me a few seconds later and wrap her whole body around mine in her tightest hug.

A lot of air went out of me all at once, and I hugged her back, careful to keep from crushing her wings. And even if I did, I’d be able to mend them with my restored healing magic.

Soon Dallinya was hugging me too, and Velleth was wrapped around one of my legs, on her knees, head dangerously close to my junk. Nakla didn’t bother being coy about it, but instead climbed my other leg and nuzzled my hardening cock through my pants. Quavallie, Nallene, Sillandria and Laylenna soon joined them, turning the reunion into an uncomfortable group hug.

Finally Tannae reluctantly joined them, asking, “What have I gotten myself into?”

“You got yourself into the best coterie in the whole Empire,” Avya said. “Now who’s going to say it?”

A few glances were exchanged, but it was Nakla who opened her gob and announced, “And now we fuck!”
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It was Empath’s Mark broadcast out to most of them that did it. It had saved the day literally, and now spread a liberal coating of pleasure on top as dessert.

Nakla started off the festivities with Avya, both of them standing below me and bathing my cock in saliva and hot, needy breath. Neither was going to be greedy about this, with all the sensations of Avya being beamed directly into their brains, so all of them got front row seats to the feel of my hand slipping into their hair, and my dick filling their mouths. They got to feel the reverse, too, as I broadcast the feeling of getting my cock sucked to all of them.

“Enough,” Dallinya panted. “I need him. He’s mine. Now.” She turned wild eyes up to me. “Fuck me now, Drifter. You give me that cock now.”

I grinned. “And Wicked Mark?”

“Oh yes.”

Zephellyn flew into the harem at some point, floating a good ten feet in the air and gaping at the scene.

By then most of them were splayed out on the cushions and big round beds, furiously working at their pussies and writhing at the feelings coming off Avya and me.

I had Avya in two hands, legs spread to either side of my head, with her fingers clenching my hair. Head thrown back, eyes staring sightlessly up at the lofty ceiling. Meanwhile, Dallinya’s tail curled around my waist and she backed her leopard-spotted ass up against my cock. She arched her back and purred deep in her chest as she slammed her pussy up and down the full length of me, meaning all of them felt their own phantom cocks enveloped by Dallinya’s clinging, sopping wet channel. At the same time they also had my tongue buried inside their nellwyn pussies, raking up and down her clit.

All of them, Tannae included, were laying about on the floor, bucking their hips in time with Avya and me, eyes clenched or staring inwardly around the room. Moans filled the space, drawing the inquisitive gazes of all the women I’d liberated from Bershannik, or who’d stayed here when the Governor was killed. The amazed and disbelieving faces of dozens of young women peeked out from behind partition walls, some horned, some bearing cat ears, some scaled, and some extra small.

We’d barely been at it for ten minutes and already Nallene had screamed out and squirted on the floor, near where Nakla had tried to crawl toward her. Avya was just starting to squirt too, and that sensation reverberated around the room. Shennalil bonked her head against Quavallie. Velleth was curled up in the fetal position.

Avya couldn’t take more, and begged me breathlessly to stop. At least, that’s what I imagined she tried to say, because she couldn’t get the words out. Well that didn’t work for me, because frankly I loved the taste of her essence splashed all over me. She finally had to pound at my head with her balled fists in order to be let down.

Whereupon she glared at my goofy grin. “Asshole,” she mouthed, and curled into a ball on the cushion.

Dallinya then crawled up my body and demanded to have my tongue as well. I was forced to the floor, with Dallinya on my face, keeping up a steady stream of filthy language, before another took her place down below.

“Goddamn it, Drifter, use that tongue on your slave’s needy little pussy.” I watched her pinch her nipples and felt her tail swish over my torso. “Fuck, right there, flick Dallinya’s clit just… like that. Yes, this slut needs to squirt on her Master’s face.”

Nallene had taken her place, and I knew this because Nakla stood over me, behind her, and had one of her ram’s horns in each hand. This allowed me to cup the goblin’s butt cheeks in each hand, and rub my hand over her soaking wet pussy, even as Nallene rode me and mixed her juices with Dallinya’s.

“Nakla pulls this slut’s horns while she rides this giant cock,” she grumbled, jerking back on Nallene’s horns. “Nakla… unh. Nakla feels every inch going in this filthy slut.”

The tiefling did little more than drool and pump herself up and down on me. Like most tieflings, she had long, toned legs that seemed built for this sort of fucking.

“What… what is…” Zephellyn asked, astonished. “What is going on here?”

By way of response, I targeted her with Empath’s Mark and shared all the sensations going on up and down my body: the taste of Dallinya, the feel of her thighs pressing to the sides of my head, the lightly furred felinian tail raking its way back and forth over my naked chest, the feel of Nakla’s ankles on either side of my torso, and Nallene’s full weight pressing down on me. Oh, and her pussy engulfing me, raking up and down the full length of my cock.

Zephellyn immediately froze and went from storm cloud to white mist, floating down to earth and joining Velleth, Quavallie, Shennalil, Sillandria, Laylenna and Tannae where they were currently quivering in orgasmic heaps.

All of them could feel the oncoming orgasm approaching inside me, which forced Dallinya to spring off my face and settle herself between my splayed knees. The others joined as well, dragging themselves across the floor.

At Bronze tier, my seed had been delicious, and by Silver it had grown irresistible. Now that I was Gold tier they clamored for it, with Avya pulling Nallene off my spasming self. At Bronze, I’d produced more than I ever had in my life, and by Silver it was a torrent. Now it was a spectacle, and all of them ended up with seed on them. A lot of greedy lapping and licking followed, turning the scene from a blissed out hippie commune into a full on orgy. Which revivified my cock with Velleth meekly sucking on it, and soon had me conquering her ass in full view of the others.

If we were going to have tens of thousands of demons at our door in just under forty hours, this was how I wanted to go out.


39- Absolute Unit

After filling the girls with another generous helping of Drifter seed over the course of the next solid hour, I filled them in on the situation drawing closer by the minute, and what needed to happen in order to combat the situation.

A lot had started happening. At thirty hours out, the first of the villagers, miners, trappers, and furriers started making their way to the safety of Surrek, bringing tales of the advancing demons. The trappers and furriers who worked the outlying lands all had the worst stories, involving their camps being ambushed by demon-infested predators and their people either killed or taken. Miners had much the same stories, though there were far fewer of them, since they weren’t mobile in their lifestyle.

The farmers were by far the worst off, being non-combat people who usually lived with a modicum of magical protection. These were people with families, who brought their goods to a village, and that village had a single family who brought all that to the city. They had almost nothing, These people had lost their wives and kids, their brothers and uncles, and everyone they’d ever known.

I had the former Slave District transformed into a camp… where these people could be concentrated… and then I abolished that and asked the Masters to accommodate a dozen of these people each. Sixty districts times a dozen was pretty good. So now Slave District could be transformed into a series of cheap apartment buildings. I had longed to demolish the whole place, all the holding pens, so I just took the Master’s mansion and hired some servants to see to the needs of all the remaining refugees.

It was real now, and people were getting scared. The Gold tiers now had to handle the idea that hundreds of refugees were bringing tales of hundreds, possibly thousands more were dead further north, and we’d been seeing the wild animals driven south for days now. The horde was coming, and their cities were on the chopping block after Surrek.

I gathered the Masters in the coliseum and stood at the balcony space a good ten seats up, where the former Governor had once stood, pronouncing that I had to brand my slave girls with hot iron. Now though I had the Empress of the whole fucking deal at my side, and nineteen Gold tier individuals from the central cities. These weren’t just Gleaming Silvers, these were the guys who proudly wore gold marks of power all over their bodies and could murder any of these Bronze tier district Masters with a flick of the wrist. Still, they’d separated themselves about sixty forty, with the larger group of New Blood Masters on one side with their marked women, and the smaller group of Old Guard now always trailing several petty Masters to serve as bodyguards.

Among the New Bloods, closest to the dividing line, were Michael and Paul. Both of them were much more than when I’d pulled them into this reality just a few scant months ago. Big Michael had several of his women on him: one riding his shoulders like a child, and one on each of his enormous arms. Paul was also flanked by his much larger cohort of ladies, though almost all of them were nellwyns, gnomish, or fae. Dude had a type, apparently, and it seemed skeezy to see a full size (short and wiry, but still human-sized) man, but though almost all his ladies were small, they weren’t children.

I was also pleased to see a number of the former Old Guard Masters among the New Bloods. They had taken my strong advice to cease dominating their women, and were now surrounded by women I’d never seen before, bearing marks. Most of them glowed with a Bronze light I could now detect as being rather weak. My Attuned senses were telling me these Bronze marks only had a few stars each. They didn’t glow with power as strongly as the Old Guard Masters who were still standing in defiance. Ferrok and T’charrk were among these New Bloods, though neither looked happy about it. Ferrok controlled four districts, after all.

That left sixteen Old Guard Masters and their petty Master bodyguards, which put them well over fifty in total. Clearly Velleth, Sillandria and their network of spies had been busy… and effective.

Just because I could, I activated Mischief’s Mark at Bronze and Normal, which for some reason now cost stamina instead of mana. Regardless, Daddy liked.

Mischief’s Mark

*Special ability*

*Gold tier, one star*

Normal: Nellwyns often get by, even when engaged in significant mischief. Activate this ability to increase the result of the next Charming or Sly check against a single target by a significant amount.

Costs moderate stamina. Cooldown: 30 minutes.

Bronze: Nellwyns are rarely outmaneuvered socially. Activate this ability to gain significant resistance against Charming, Clever, or Sly checks used against you for the next ten minutes.

Costs high stamina. Cooldown: 30 minutes.

In addition, the Normal ability may be used on up to 10 targets at once, for high mana.

Silver: Nellwyns know you’re full of it. Activate this ability to detect any lie told to you over the next ten minutes. This ability’s effects are hampered by those of higher tier.

Costs high stamina. Cooldown: 10 minutes.

In addition, the Normal ability may be used on up to 100 targets at once, for extremely high mana.

Gold: To nellwyns, this sort of business is as simple as breathing.

Your Normal, Bronze, and Silver abilities no longer cost mana, but Stamina to activate. Cooldowns are reduced by half. Social resistances of those at or below your tier are further reduced.

In addition, your Normal tier ability may be used on up to 1000 people at once.

This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Avya Dalewind, Favored Consort of Evan Westfield of Earth.

“Listen to me carefully,” I told them. “These are the members of the three Gold Circles down in Coltrane and Armstrong and Fitzgerald.” And yes I knew the names were ridiculous in this world but good old Emperor Leroy had been a jazz fan. “We are currently about to bring every Gleaming Silver in this entire Empire up to Surrek, Denvrigal and Orivvek. You all know why.”

A lot of mystified and cowed nodding followed.

“Until this situation is done and the city is safe, your district no longer produces whatever it did for sale in markets. I mean we’ve been on war preparation mode for two weeks now, but… yeah. There is no more central market until this situation is over. We are putting everything towards the fight against this encroaching army. They outnumber us a hundred to one.”

A lot of them looked to their compatriots for comfort, and a buzz of muttering started up.

“But that doesn’t mean I’m going to leave this city. All my favorite people are here. We’re fucking doing this, and we’re doing it together. Iron, and Ferrok’s other districts are already outfitting all soldiers with weapons and armor. Glass District has been producing potion vials and other necessity items. Healing District has been filling those potion vials as fast as they come in. I expect now that you will take your assignments from Proclamation District, and that T’charrk will give out those proclamations with all due speed, since we are running out of time.”

We’d been ramping up to this, and each of the Masters had already been about this sort of work now for several weeks. Michael, Paul, Velleth, and Dallinya had been setting all this up, along with floating defense grid nodes out of Artifice and Mage districts. It hadn’t been fun work, but it had been necessary work. Almost all commerce had ground to a halt, and food was just being portioned out by district and population. The people weren’t thrilled, but they were afraid, and that was motivation enough to keep them working.

“What about us?” one of the Masters demanded. This was neither T’charrk nor Ferrok, who had seen firsthand what I was capable of, but another of the Old Guard, an elf with reddish skin, marbled with black veins. The UI informed me his name was Uvallin, and that he was in charge of Warehouse District South, which was a cushy position, farthest away from where the fighting would be, just inside the wall.

I stopped, confused. “What?”

“What sort of reward do we get for punishing the people, putting our slaves to task, and working ourselves to the bone so you can galavant all over the city with your treasured slaves?”

Reward? What sort of reward was better than survival? For a moment this just didn’t register with me. Nothing made sense.

“Would you prefer I ask one of my ladies to tear your arms off?” I asked, confused.

His mouth dropped open in amazement. A lot of his brethren cast glances at him, and a few of them looked ready to get up off their chairs and get the fuck away, lest I throw a fireball at them.

I stood up on the stone railing and glared down at the Old Guard Masters. “If we don’t do this, all of us are going to die. You, your slaves, and me too. I guess I probably should’ve been clearer: if you disobey right now, I’m going to come down there and replace you as Master of your district, and that’s not going to be a very fun replacement for you.”

“Half my district was destroyed!” the elf shouted.

“You’re a menace!” Someone else yelled.

Now eyeing the whole lot of them, I spread my arms wide. “Look, this is your last chance. You’ve been along for the ride for weeks now, you listened to Velleth and Dallinya, you followed Michael and Paul and nobody was stupid enough to make an attempt on their lives. That’s good.

“But if you want to replace me and take the Governor’s mantle now is the time. It’s you and me in hand to hand combat.”

My actions with Trusk and his Shadow Council were still fresh in their minds, along with the spectacle of me pulling that one dude’s head off. Then the Emperor had gone and wrecked a bunch of buildings in Mage to come get me, a force of nature, until I’d managed to take him down as well. I was kind of amazed that this outburst was happening at all, but Machiavelli wasn’t entirely wrong: mercy didn’t produce obedient followers like terror did. What I was doing

The only reason I hadn’t killed these people was because they had experience at war, and they knew how to run their districts. Although we were changing up what districts were good for, they were still skilled administrators.

Me up on the railing must have spooked this guy, so I made the point a little more by dropping Empath’s Mark on the whole area, blanketing them in courage.

“I do not want to have to kill anyone today. You’re still doing what you do because you’ve done it for a long time, and you do it with varying degrees of proficiency. But look, I will if I have to, in order to save this city.” I thought we had made that pretty clear when Trusk’s little Shadow Council tried to assassinate my friends and then me. In the end I’d had to replace over a third of the city’s Masters. A lot of them had become rat food.

I waited. The one who’d spoken up apparently didn’t have the guts to try taking me down by himself, but—

A beam of power shot up out of the assembled Old Guard Masters and smacked into my chest, creating a patch of ice there and dealing 12 injuries at once, knocked down from 15. The extra cold damage and slowing effect were both resisted, since it was Bronze tier and I was now Gold.

Another barrage of attacks came shooting out of the the Old Guard Masters, followed by another bunch. Tiny metal slivers, bursts of fire, acid splashes, and moments later my arms were wound up by thick, ropy spiderwebs.

A few facts came to me clearly out of the melee. First, Ferrok and T’charrk were among a few of the Old Guard at the periphery, watching in fascination but no great surprise. They’d coordinated this, sowed the seeds of this plan, which was T’charrk’s style. Plausible deniability was more his thing, and now that Zati was gone it would be a difficult proposition pinning it on him.

The important thing was they weren’t participating.

I took some thirty injuries in a few seconds before holding a hand out behind me to stop Avya from utterly demolishing these fucks. It was a hand signal that said I got this.

The web shooter got himself teleported a thousand feet in the air, and I activated Temporomancer a second later at Silver to speed myself up, and at Bronze to slow all of them down.

Temporomancer

*Spell, Inherent, Magical*

*Gold tier, five stars*

Time is not simply a concept created by people, but a force to be reckoned with, negotiated with, toyed with, stretched, tasted, and joked with. Time now exists for you and other temporomancers in absolute units.

Normal: Activate to view and hear the history of a space no larger than a ten foot by ten foot by ten foot cube. As you travel through the space’s history, the mana cost grows exponentially. Your current limit before suffering mana burn is twelve absolute months. Alternately, you may view the likely futures in a place by suffering an exponentially growing amount of psychic damage and spending a equivalent amount of mana. Your current limit before falling to critical injuries is five absolute minutes.

Special mana cost. No cooldown.

Bronze: Activate to speed up or slow down everything (excluding yourself) in a circle fifteen feet in diameter, up to thirty feet away. The force of this expansion or dilation is fifty percent. Lasts five absolute minutes.

Costs extremely high mana. 5 minute cooldown.

Silver: Activate by touch to drastically speed or slow a target. Targets wishing to resist make a Counter (Attuned) check to halve the duration. Targets may be sped up or slowed down by a factor of 1000%.

Costs extremely high mana to activate for five absolute minutes and extremely high mana to maintain for each additional absolute minute. Cooldown 6 hours.

In addition, your Normal and Bronze abilities have their mana costs reduced by half.

Gold: Activate by touch to lock a target outside of time for five absolute hours. You may dispel the effect at any time. The time bubble shows a slowed time or a sped up time of a million percent, and anyone locked into the time bubble becomes subject to this slowed time effect. Removing a locked body part from the time bubble deals extremely high temporal damage.

Costs extremely high mana to activate, and extremely high mana to extend for an absolute hour. Cooldown 1 week.

In addition, your Normal through Silver tier abilities have their durations doubled.

This ability is linked to your Quick attribute. *Your Quick attribute is currently artificially boosted by Erratesh’s Mark.

While I moved through the Bronze area, I wouldn’t be slowed, but I was already artificially sped up. To everyone outside the circle of Old Guard Masters and their petty Master brethren, all of them would look like they were wading through neck deep water.

The web shooter plummeted down from a thousand feet up and crushed another of their number, a petty Master in the midst of transforming into a werewolf creature.

To everyone outside the circle, I suddenly disappeared. In reality I dashed forward into a frozen forest of wax museum Old Guard Masters. In a second or two their eyes would shoot wide, but I had a thousand percent speed bonus.

I didn’t need anything but Temporomancer now that I had Gold tier Fierce and Tough, but I boosted both with some stamina with Erratesh’s Mark. With Gold tier Fierce, I grabbed one of them by the face and threw him to the ground.

Any of these guys without Survivor’s Mark or something similar were fucking paste in one hit. These were so many mosquitoes just sitting there groggy, ready to be swatted. I cracked two of their skulls together and killed both of them, then front kicked one and caved his chest in before head butting another another. Then I grabbed a third by his arm, swung him over my head, and crushed another with his body.

The UI realized what I was doing and accommodated me. All of them had health bars over their heads now, and nearly all of them dropped from full green down to full red with a single, swift powerful strike. I even grabbed a guy by his ankles and used him to take another off his feet.

The ones with Survivor’s Mark (or equivalent) had their health bars drained down near to death, since I was doing something like fifty or sixty injuries at a time. At Bronze I’d had something like 69 injuries, which I’d really enjoyed.

I had considerably more than that now.

They took two hits to put down, and I was happy to oblige.

In a few heartbeats the whole group of something like sixty gone from standing and fighting for their freedom to a blood abattoir on the coliseum dirt. The ones who hadn’t stood and blown their loads trying to kill me were left standing.

As for me, I took my place back at the railing only a handful of seconds after dropping off to deal with this final insurrection, and I canceled both Temporomancer powers. Only now I was covered in and dripping blood, Carrie at the party.

I drew a deep breath and let out a long sigh, then locked eyes with T’charrk and Ferrok, who stared incredulously at me.

I hadn’t gotten much in the way of experience for this, since it was so far beneath me on the tier scale. I’d need to spar with Innara for decent experience… or go up against thousands of demons all trying to spew lava at me or take over my body.

“If there are any further challenges to my power,” I said evenly, “I’d like it very much if they could speak now or forever hold their peace.” These dead assholes apparently missed the part where I took on something like half the Gold tiers, and wrecked a bunch of the city in the process.

I’d taken them all out in under an absolute minute. Talk about an absolute unit.

“Skilled administrators or not, I don’t suffer betrayal lightly. They will not be missed.” The Old Guard now numbered seven, an thin slice of those at the fringes who hadn’t raised their hands against me.

I waited. Now, thankfully, nothing.

“All the Gleaming Silvers and these three Gold Councils are heading out to engage the enemy,” I told them. “We’ve got a solid plan, and it’s going to mean getting good intelligence on enemy strengths, and softening them up.”

But the demon forces had split into three columns and were nearly to the other two cities as well. If possible, we’d draw those other two forces here.

“I will lead the expeditionary force,” Innara called out, and floated up into the air whilst glowing with golden light. Her eyes glowed gold as well. One of those functions of being solidly Platinum tier was the oversaturation of the air around her with her power, clogging up my Attuned senses with her purity and the feeling of artificiality. It was enough that it felt like my sinuses were clogged, and I started getting a headache.

“You’re being coordinated through Proclamation District,” I called out. It was a central location, and though all orders might be coming through Avya, Velleth or Dallinya, they were being filtered through T’charrk, the hummingbird-headed Master who ran the district. T’charrk, who’d watched as I pulled Trusk apart into a million dimensional pieces, who was one of the first to declare me Governor. T’charrk, who’d tried one last Hail Mary rebellion to oust me from power, who now had nothing else to hit me with.

I gave him a thin smile, and watched as he and Ferrok both flinched.

“We’re now down over a dozen capable warriors and seasoned administrators,” I said. “Our job becomes that much harder. Let’s get to work, people.”


40- Sillandria

With all the jobs given out, points of contact set up for all the lower tier workers to report to, and finally work crews assigned to clean up the bodies, I had a chance to breathe. At last.

I’d gained Relationship experience with all the ladies who’d watched my display. They already knew I was willing to kill in order to be with them, willing to risk the wrath of the Governor to be with them and set them free, willing to risk the wrath of the Emperor to be with them. Now not only was I ready to defy all seven deadly sins and their armies of minions, but I would move heaven and Ethetria to do so. I now sat on the precipice of Gold with Dallinya, and close with Quavallie as well.

First, I had to convey half of the Golds over to Denvrigal.

Innara took off with one of the crews of Gold Circle members, the heavier hitters with flight powers. I couldn’t move a million people through the Silver Gate, not as powerful as these, and in fact I couldn’t allow Innara through at all, but I’d been to all the cities in the Empire now, and I could allow for the transport of a select group through to the Governor’s tower in first Denvrigal and then Orivvek. The former didn’t have a group of fanatical zealots ready to help them with the defense of the city.

Forge was the first one through the Silver Door, which was a pleasant respite after the massacre I’d just unleashed on the city’s remaining Old Guard Masters. 

The big tiger centaur guy clapped a huge paw on my shoulder.

“Don’t let it get to you, Drifter,” he said. “Those challengers from below always try to strike when you’ve got your back turned or when you’re not looking. Parasites, and opportunists, and they deserved what they got, every one.”

“Thanks,” I told him.

“You survived the Emperor, you survived my fellow numbskulls… I tell you what, it takes a lot of power to put somebody in their place, if that place is in the ground. It takes a lot more power to put somebody in their place, let them live, and then show them they never had a chance against you in the first place.”

I shouldn’t have killed the Old Guard Masters, in other words. Yeah, I knew that much. They were far below me in power, and despite any resentment, they were still important to what was coming. Some of these places were vital to the war effort, and they’d be essentially rudderless until we gave control of them over to other Masters. Trouble was, a lot of our new guys were only a month or two into their oversight of a district. Most of the new guys had just had their cherries popped two months ago, and were now being expected to please all their ladies, respect their ladies, and manage a full district. These guys were barely out of their teens, if that.

“Thanks,” I told him, with just a trace of bitterness. I’d extended more mercy to the Golds because they were key to fighting the demon hordes.

It was now time to see if I’d made the right choice in showing mercy.

The Golds marched through the Silver Door and into Denvrigal, where the Governor was goggling at the nine people who could all end his life in the same manner I’d just done with over a dozen Old Guard Masters. Innara had taken off and had just gone supersonic somewhere above and out west of the city, blowing out a shockwave in a ring. A few moments later the thunderclap reached us.

The other half of the Golds I relocated to Orivvek with another Silver Door, where they likewise cowed the local Governor. While this went on, Avya had stepped through with Dallinya and Quavallie, and was making the pronouncement of the Empress to all the Gleaming Silvers in Armstrong.

Events were in motion. I peered around, and quickly headed to Mage and then Artifice. After a good thirty minutes of asking, cajoling, and getting frightfully close to threatening, I had to conclude there was nothing I could do there. Getting dirty looks from the nellwyns, gnomes and dwarves, I had to concede that they were working as fast as possible, only had a handful of the black defense nodes that pumped out the holy damage, and I’d just have to deal with it. They couldn’t work any faster.

Unless they could.

“Avya, my love?” I asked her, once I’d flown and teleported back across the city to where she was directing the ladies.

When she turned, I had to admit that I’d hit the jackpot with Avya. A halo of lavender hair drifted around her head, her huge innocent eyes inquisitive and alluring, and—

And she was using Empath on me. The UI message told me Steel-Willed would engage unless I chose not to activate it. I let it go, gave her a flat look, and enjoyed the frustrated look on her face once the angelic halo feeling around my Favored Consort faded.

“You’re no fun,” she said, once I’d taken her aside.

“You take that back! I’m so fun.”

“Not in the face of a demon apocalypse you’re not.”

I stopped. “Fair point, I guess?”

“Why are you here then, if we can’t have hot sex one last time before we all die?”

“We can definitely do that.” I explained my idea, and watched her face grow bored, then resentful. It wasn’t an overly complicated idea, and I knew she wouldn’t like it, but there it was.

“Do I have to?” she whined.

“It’s that or go help soften up the demon armies that are coming to smash all three of these cities,” I told her. Then it occurred to me for the first time. “And I’d prefer you here. You… don’t have the same Gold tier Adrift power, do you?”

She shook her head. There was no way my Favored Consort was going to have a Personal Adrift Realm of her own. She had to stick with me. So I pulled it up, focusing only on the Gold ability.

Adrift Mark

*Special Ability, Inherent, Magical*

*Gold tier, two stars*

Through your connection with your Master, you have a connection to multiple worlds. You can access this multiverse in limited ways.

Gold: You may open a portal to an adjacent reality to a size of your stars in Clever x 1 foot, for the same number of minutes. Any amount of living creatures or inanimate objects may pass through without compromising the portal’s stability.

This ability costs extremely high mana. Cooldown: 6 hours.

In addition, enemies pushed through the veil between worlds using your Silver ability now suffer a mana drain effect. The mana drained is inversely proportional to the amount of the target’s current health.

This ability costs maximum/extreme mana. Cooldown: special/24 hours.

This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Evan Westfield of Earth.

Okay her stars in Clever: 3 for Normal, 7 for Bronze, and 10 in Silver. A portal twenty feet wide and tall was a big damn door.

I whistled. “Twenty feet. Damn girl. We’re going to be using that,” I told her, and she grinned in response.

“Better if it was smaller,” she said, winking. On seeing my confusion, her look soured. “You know, smaller, tighter? Jeez Evan, get a sense of humor.”

I held up my hands defensively, trying to tell her without saying anything that a bad joke was a bad joke.
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Now that I’d killed off some twenty people, gotten a lot done and set a lot of wheels in motion, I retired back to Aceter House in Ink District for a bit of rest. I hadn’t gotten any in days, it felt like. We only had thirty-six hours left now, and time was a-wasting.

This would be the last thing. This done, I’d bend all efforts to getting Auralla out of the time stasis, then take this show on the road.

Even from Aceter House the top of the Governor’s tower was clearly visible, now a broken tooth with jagged poky bits. I couldn’t believe those assholes had gone and blown up my apartments up in the Governor’s Tower.

Maybe once this was all done, there’d be one other thing to do.

“Maybe,” I told myself, and felt a strong sense of relief on entering Aceter House. The two servant families had been shying away from me lately, or else I just hadn’t been here that much. I wondered if the new baby cephellian had been born, or how the fae nellwyn family was getting along, but dismissed it. I sensed them, down in the servants’ quarters, with Attuned.

That relief only intensified when I opened the door and found that huge bed ready for me.

I was mid-flop onto the bed when I caught a magical whiff of an intruder. I hadn’t even hit the bed before teleporting across the room and grabbing up this person by the throat.

“Sillandria?” Dropping her, I bent and peered into the night elf’s face, hating the way she choked and sputtered. “I didn’t know. I’m… sorry… what the hell are you doing here anyway? Doesn’t Velleth have you on assignment?”

“Velleth wished me… to inform you… that T’charrk and Ferrok were behind the insurrection today,” she managed, in between coughing fits. I was about to cast Mender’s Mark on her when she stood and stepped into my space.

“I…” she said. “You…”

Sillandria had been one of the seven I’d bedded in the Governor’s harem upon taking the job title, and was one of only three who had lived through the next few weeks. The night sky covered her whole body at all times, including her hair, and her eyes, which were like twin nebulae of orange and purple dust. She was also the easiest of my consorts to forget, which was a part of her abilities.

I located her hands, with a bit of difficulty, and held them while staring into those hypnotic eyes. I tried to be reassuring without having to resort to one of the marks.

“It’s all right.” I hoped it sounded convincing. “Whatever you need to tell me, you can tell me.”

“I…” She still couldn’t force out more than single word.

A shooting star formed beside her eye and shot off down her face. A tear. She was crying.

“If you like, I’ll use a mark to ask your mind,” I told her. “I won’t change your emotions in any way. Just think about what’s going on, and I’ll know. How’s that sound?”

Her eyes closed, causing the twin nebulae to disappear, and she nodded, so I activated the Normal ability out of Empath’s Mark and started peering into her surface thoughts.

She’d worked hard over the last number of weeks to prepare for the demonic horde. She’d spied on the Old Guard Masters when they thought no one was looking, and she’d even killed people. A petty Master about to visit harm upon a helpless former slave. A district Master who had a dungeon full of half-starved slaves bound to the floor, only serving as batteries to periodically fuck.

These things she didn’t like, but she could handle. After all, no one saw her coming.

But the demons were different. They were going to destroy everything. People were already fleeing out of Surrek and taking the roads south to try and outrun them. Sillandria had seen her compatriots die fighting against lesser evil and now a far more dangerous threat was at our doorstep.

She had given out death, and now she was staring at being on the receiving end. Zati and Hellera were both gone.

“I know,” I told her quietly. “I’m sorry I couldn’t protect them.”

But there was a kernel of hope. She’d seen the drow come up out of the Vrenian Gorge. And while they were ancient enemies, she’d seen how Sechelle and Ressia once more left back to their ancestral home, out of my service and out from under my thumb.

Oh. A lump formed in my throat and a chasm opened up in my stomach, filled with ice. She wanted out.

I wanted to protest, and reassure her she wasn’t about to die, reassure her she was safe in Surrek, but her thoughts came hard and fast. She saw people die in the attack of the nulls, while I was out and dealing with the gigantic demon tree. She’d seen what happened to Hellera. She’d heard the story about Fayeen. People around me died, and that was just an incontrovertible fact.

“You are free to go,” I told her, and this hurt. A flower of fire blossomed in my chest and burned up into my throat. I’d only known Sillandria a few months, I’d only been with her out on lone dates a few times, but losing people was like losing family. The thread of our relationship connecting us was Silver tier, and that had an effect on the feelings welling up between us.

She held my shoulders and backed away, staring deep into my eyes. I’d gained a goodly amount of relationship experience just by telling her.

“It’s all right,” I told her. “You can go. I’ll open the Silver door to Ivellekegal. It’s something like two thousand miles away. You’ll be safe there… for some time anyway.”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“If this thing wins, it’s going to roll on south. They’re not going to be satisfied with just destroying Surrek. They’ll take the central cities, the Emperor’s tower, and keep going.”

She surged forward and wrapped me up in a hug, her mind roiling confusion. She didn’t know what to do. She wanted safety, and that didn’t seem possible. She didn’t want to fight.

“May I ask you a favor? I just need to take a look.”

She nodded into my chest.

Maybe there was a way. I reached into the Cohort menu, a part of the UI that gave me access to the ladies and their abilities.

Sillandria

Elf Spy

Silver tier

Attuned— Silver***

Clever— Silver***

Charming— Silver (no stars)

Fierce— Silver (no stars)

Sly— Gold (no stars)

Quick— Silver**********

Tough— Silver***

Inherent Abilities: Night, Acrobat, Assassin, Female

Special Abilities: Drifter’s Mark, Dimension Door’s Mark, Trickster’s Mark.

This was… more than I’d imagined. And Trickster’s Mark?

She was Silver, meaning she was on par with the original Governor of Surrek, and could just as easily kill off any Governor of any of the twelve cities… except me, I hoped. That Gold tier Sly and the presence of an ability called Assassin made the prospect no sure thing though.

And she had some explaining to do regarding Velleth’s mark. I wondered if it were possible for her to just get it being close to one another for a long enough period of time.

Mentally, I accessed her Night ability, and looked at how hers differed from mine.

Night

*Inherenet ability, infernal*

*Gold tier, no stars*

Normal: Activate to blend into darkness, or shadows. While in shadow, you are impossible to discern without magical abilities, and Sly is boosted moderately against detection by such means. Noise, scent, mana saturation, and body heat are included under this protection.

Costs moderate mana to activate, and moderate mana per minute. No cooldown.

Bronze: Activate to take on a cloak of night. You become naturally more terrifying, or naturally more forgettable. Your Fierce or Sly are boosted greatly for such purposes, respectively.

Costs high mana to activate, and high mana per minute. Cooldown: 5 minutes.

Silver: The night belongs to you now. Dim or snuff out all lights within a half mile. Dimmed lights illuminate roughly six inches.

Costs high mana to activate, and moderate mana per minute to employ. Cooldown: 10 minutes.

Gold: Shadows obey your whims. You may give darkness solidity and animate it for up to five minutes. This costs moderate mana. You may animate a number of shadows up to your total stars in Sly. Each animate shadow has your stars in Clever as Fierce and Tough. Though these are not capable of fine manipulation, they may function as tendrils or prehensile tails.

Costs moderate mana. Cooldown: None.

Passive: greatly enhance your perception in darkness. You may see in complete darkness as though it were dawn or dusk. You gain three stars of Clever for purposes of detecting hidden enemies, traps, or secret entrances. This ability drains moderate mana per hour while in use.

This ability is inherent to your blood. This ability is linked to your Sly attribute.

The Assassin ability did exactly as I suspected, giving her a handful of devastating special attacks from concealment. One manifested a dagger from mana, but others were darting attacks and concealed stabs at vital organs, and a bleeding effect that would cause targets to take a zillion extra injuries while she disappeared back into concealment.

Acrobat did largely what it sounded like too, but mostly worked off Stamina to give her the ability to perform incredibly dextrous acts. It increased her ability to jump, flip, and evade attacks.

And at the bottom of Trickster’s Mark, it just said ‘You gained this ability after dominating Velleth of Surrek. This ability’s rank is naturally maxed at your tier’s full stars. This ability is granted by your consort Evan Westfield of Earth, and presently contingent on his tacit approval.’ Which cleared up absolutely nothing. And only added a slew of questions.

But even barring the weird question of the mark bestowed by somehow dominating Velleth, the overall package was one of immense capability as a stealth attacker, someone who could get in, deliver a crippling blow, and disappear afterwards. With the capability of creating illusions, she was now someone who could sow confusion and get something out without anyone being the wiser.

Or get something in.

“My love,” I asked her.

“I don’t know how you can call me that,” she said quietly.

“I know. I’m sorry. You’ve been more deserving of time and attention, which I haven’t been able to give.”

“It’s… it’s all right. I’m being greedy,” she ducked her head. “And…”

And the matter of Velleth? I wanted to ask and decided against it, for the moment.

“I know you wanted me to notice you. For the first time, I see you clearly. And I think you have the ability to do something very special, very necessary. Help end all this for good.”

She frowned, which was difficult to see on her, but it was more a feeling that came through to my Attuned senses.

I told her what I thought she might be able to do, and felt that frown deepen. It would be risky, but the impact she had could be incredible.

“You’re also free to leave,” I told her. “Think on it. With your help, we could finish this. Just let me know what you decide.”

With that, I shucked my clothes and slumped back down on the bed. I wanted to make sure Sillandria would join in on my crazy idea, but sleep snuck in and claimed me before I could register her decision.


41- This Has Been Allowed

Waking sometime later, I felt a warm, wet mouth sucking my cock and coaxing it to life. I slipped my fingers into her hair and groaned to let them know I was awake. She’d climbed on the side of the bed and I could see a vague outline of a sweet curved ass up in the air.

The owner of the mouth hummed around my hardening member and redoubled her efforts when I slide my hand down over her ass and started rubbing at her pussy.

“Bring it over here,” I said, my voice thick from all the sleep, and gave that ass a half-hearted slap. The owner moaned a little in response, but did as I asked, scooting over until she was straddling my head.

There was just something about having your skills tested like this that I really enjoyed. I gripped both cheeks, slightly disappointed that she was wearing pants, but they were elastic and slipped easily down over her ass. That done, I dove in and started really going to town.

Down below me, the cocksucking faltered and she let out a high-pitched moan of pleasure before steeling her resolve and taking my cock into her mouth once again.

Her technique was excellent, varying up intensity while keeping a nice, steady pace and taking me all the way to the root. Her nose reached my balls each time, and she hung out there swiping her tongue around the top of my shaft.

Although a lot of the women were similar in shape, she didn’t have dragon scales, a tail or wings. Velleth wouldn’t have come in here and immediately started in on me, preferring to beg me to tie her up, blindfold her, immobilize her, spank her, and then take my pleasure from her body in whatever way I saw fit.

I knew by now that this was Sillandria, though I was disappointed in myself not to have gone down on her for an extended period of time, both because I liked eating at the Y, and I liked comparing the different flavors. Attuned allowed me to taste Avya’s brash, excitable manner and all the effort she spent fighting to be considered just as valuable as all the others. It gave me Dallinya’s perseverance and a hint of the suffering she’d done once upon a time. It told me that Laylenna wasn’t comfortable in her own body, and Nakla was so delicious as to be addictive. Seriously Nakla’s essence was like crack.

Sillandria’s taste was vast and remote, distant and difficult to approach. Attuned told me all that through my taste buds, as weird as that sounds.

She also had a certain spot most of them did: right at the very top, where a button of flesh emerged. Sillandria was most sensitive here, and I grinned at her sudden sharp intake of breath, heavy moan afterwards, and the way her body bucked automatically, as though she couldn’t control herself any longer.

She kept rubbing her clit down into my tongue, moaning around my cock, and eventually had to pull off to catch her breath.

I didn’t let her, but instead attacked her clit with abandon. My Gold tier Tough and Fierce had turned me from a chubby but strongish truck driver into an Olympic god. I had endurance for days, and so not only was I not worried about a sore jaw, I definitely wasn’t worried about my tongue tiring out. She kept bucking and bucking, eventually grinding herself down onto my face. I had a hand on each butt cheek, loving the feel of her flexing each time she ran her pussy over my mouth and chin. 

Eventually she hunched her back and cried out, then clamped her thighs on my head and started into a seriously long orgasm.

“Good girl,” I muttered into the night. Sillandria had slumped down to one side of me, but her legs were still spread out to either side of my head.

I loved this, feeling her receding shivers, and the heaving of her breath.

“No… marks?” she asked.

“No marks?” I asked in return, not getting it at first. It clicked after a second though: she wanted to know if I used Empath’s Mark or Wicked Mark on her, to help things along. I chuckled. “No marks. Just wanted to have you in my mouth.”

A contented moan was her only response for quite some time. Instead, she lay there and ran her hands up and down my thighs, calves, feet, and then over my balls and up the shaft.

“You haven’t—“ she said. She’d gotten over the body-wracking orgasm, and was now gyrating against my shoulder.

“Do you want it?” I asked.

“Drifter,” she said quietly.

“What’s that?”

“I have a confession to make. I…”

She trailed off, unable to fully confess, and I stared in confusion for a few moments. The realization hit me all at once then. Velleth. Trickster’s Mark. How in the fuck that had happened? I hadn’t lost my own Trickster’s Mark, and wondered how exactly this had come about.

Sillandria of Surrek has dominated Velleth of Surrek and taken the Trickster’s Mark. As both are your consorts, this has been allowed, until now.

Will you allow Sillandria of Surrek to keep Trickster’s Mark? (Y/N)

I pushed the message aside for a second and put the Y/N decision off until I heard exactly how and what and where and when.

“Empath’s Mark again?” I asked quietly, gently. “I won’t judge.”

“No, I… it’s… it’s important to… to speak the words.”

Say the words, I thought. Harkening back to the confession I couldn’t make to Auralla all those times.

This didn’t seem like the same sort of confession I’d made to Auralla, but all confessions would be hard to make by their very nature. I waited, sure that any word I said would ruin the moment and cause her to turtle or rabbit. There weren’t many times when I felt that Gold tier Charming or Clever really made themselves known, but this was definitely one of those times.

“I… you said there was a succubus demon.”

I remembered being horny, having Quavallie fantasize about watching me take her sister’s power, fuck her good and share in the essence. I remembered Shennalil clamoring to have me until we left Surrek.

Sillandria had been in the thick of that the whole time.

“I… was with Velleth,” she said.

“Oh!” I said.

“I hope to beg your forgiveness.”

I went silent. If Gold tier Clever and Sly were good for anything, it was knowing what to do right now.

“Drifter?” She asked quietly. After some time she tried again. “Evan?” Then later, even more timidly. “Governor?” And finally, in little more than a breath, barely audible in the gloom: “Master?”

I put on my most authoritative, disappointed dad voice. “Tell me everything.”

She’d been reporting for duty one morning when she failed to find Velleth at all. It took some searching, but eventually she discovered Velleth had tied and blindfolded herself down in the Governor’s palace dungeon. Utterly naked save for the ropes and shackles binding her, Velleth struggled as though she were trying to get herself free. However, when Sillandria moved to unshackle her, my blue-skinned elf had recoiled and demanded to know who was there.

“It’s only me,” Sillandria told her quietly.

Velleth sagged against her restraints. “Sillandria.”

“Who tied you like this? Ferrok’s people?”

She’d smelled it then, the overpowering scent of arousal coming off Velleth. And she’d felt it herself, the itch that morphed into a need, which eventually rose up and consumed her ability to resist entirely.

“I need you… Evan isn’t here. I need you… to punish me.”

Sillandria had surprised herself by nodding. “Yes.”

“All the whips and tools are on that rack,” Velleth said quietly.

In response, Sillandria had suddenly slapped her across the face, hard, then stared at her hand. For quite a long time she stared at her hand, before peering in the dim light of a far-off mana lamp at Velleth.

A tiny trickle of blood had appeared at the corner of her submissive slut’s mouth. Sillandria surged forward, wrapping her hands around Velleth’s throat, and she snarled.

“You shut the fuck up, slut. You speak to your master when you’re spoken to, do you understand?”

Velleth could only nod a fraction.

“Now…” She peered around at the device Velleth had built, and a few seconds later had the working of it.  Cranking it until Velleth was now suspended by her wrists and ankles, horizontal on her back, Sillandria stepped up to her, grabbed two fistfuls of blue hair, and buried Velleth’s mouth in her pussy.

“Now you say I’m sorry a thousand times,” Sillandria said.

And she counted as my spymaster licked her first a hundred, then five hundred, and finally a thousand times.
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Well I was fully hard in the darkness, with the only light coming off the stars littering Sillandria’s body.

“I used the lash on her,” she confessed. “I was overcome… it was so easy to whip her and listen to her cries, and not stop.”

I’d listened to Velleth beg me to stop many times, and grimly continued on because she hadn’t used the safe word or tapped out. Had Sillandria known what it was? I very much doubted it.

“You have these… things. Fake…” She reached out and grabbed onto my cock, and seemed utterly flummoxed to find it hard.

I could easily imagine the dark form of Sillandria with the nine inch rubber strap-on, and I could easily imagine Velleth down in the dungeon on the rack, watching as the night elf put it on, watching as the night elf slowly circled her like a predator around a captured animal. Unable to stop the night elf from taking her by the hips and shoving that big rubber cock deep into either hole.

“She was wet,” I told her.

“So incredibly wet,” Sillandria breathed.

“Was there a puddle on the floor?”

She nodded.

Sillandria had slapped her ass repeatedly in between bouts of hard fucking, holding her by the hips, leaning forward and ramming the strap-on home time and time again.

“Did you let her cum?” I asked.

She shook her head. “I… yes. After she had pleased me two to three times. Master…”

“Kind of you,” I told her. “And I am not your master.”

“I was sure you would be displeased,” she said.

“I am very displeased. You let her cum before she had pleased you five times. Now as your punishment, you will mount me and continue to tell me the story with your mind.”

She accepted this without a word and got up to straddle me in the darkness. The shifting of tiny pinpricks of light was the only indication, until one thigh rubbed against mine.

“You are not allowed to orgasm until I say you may,” I told her.

I put on Empath’s Mark once more and felt her slight displeasure, but then the flare of excitement quickly followed it, of not knowing whether she was up for the challenge, and whether or not she liked the idea of submitting to my desire.

Her dripping pussy slowly enveloped the head, which popped into her and caused both of us to groan, and then inch by slow inch she took the rest. I hadn’t realized it at first, because she was made of the night sky, but she was facing away from me. My hands fell on her ass, and I couldn’t help but get in a good slap.

“Tell me,” I said, gently and firmly.

“Master,” she whined. “Please don’t force me.”

I didn’t have to. Empath’s Mark did the work for me, with me suggesting she tell me what happened next.

The story came out further, about how Sillandria used all the various tools on Velleth over the course of three days. How she brought down a sponge, water, and soap to wash my spymaster, but forced her to crawl around on the dungeon floor and eat slop from a dish. She’d forced Velleth to piss in a small bucket. With a leash, she paraded Velleth around dungeon and then the upper floors, with the serving staff forced to hurry past like they hadn’t just seen one elf turn another into a pet.

I could only imagine what had gone through Velleth’s head at all this: a lot of confusion, but so much relief. She wanted to be punished, told what to do, tortured, and then finally allowed to orgasm.

Sillandria made Velleth eat her pussy, she forced more and more fingers into the blue-skinned elf until her fist fit into Velleth in its entirety.

Fisting Velleth hadn’t ultimately been all that difficult, considering her Silver tier Tough, but had turned her on immensely and caused her to orgasm uncontrollably, over and over again. The same had gone for double penetration: Sillandria using her ass while she pumped a large earth dildo in and out of her pussy. Being used like this, under Salatiel’s influence, had finally manifested in the night elf receiving the Trickster’s Mark. In the haze of lust, she’d chosen to dominate rather than  share power, and really who could blame her? In her mind’s eye, Sillandria used so much rope, Velleth could do nothing but dangle there. Unable to move her arms or legs, she was nothing more than a tongue for the night elf to use to pleasure herself. 

Days I was running around the other eleven cities, trying to fix all the problems of an entire Empire. Days of meeting with Gold tiers in their city, and heading off to help Quavallie with the cephellian problem.

All the while Sillandria had been down in the dungeon choking Velleth near to unconsciousness, slapping her across the face, whipping her ass, and fisting her repeatedly whenever anything happened the night elf considered a punishable action.

By this point Sillandria was in the middle of her second orgasm.

“How did it feel, punishing her?” I asked.

Her whole body shook with the overwhelming feeling of going over that glorious tipping point, shuddering and shaking.

“I have never been so seen,” she whispered.

“Hm,” I said, still humping up and into her, lifting her up off the bed. She continued to moan and groan, I continued to thrust and buck, and after a time, she continued.

“I have always been… unh… overlooked.” I spanked her yet again, and she yelped from the surprise. “Never, ohhhh, never the center of attention.” Her body rose and fell, rose and fell, making it difficult to keep my composure and allow her to finish this story.

“What is it you want?” I asked.

She shivered again, and slowed. I didn’t understand what was happening, but when I peered down the length of my body, I saw her legs spread wide in a squat position, body bent forward and looking back at where we were joined. Watching as the length of my shaft slid into view, and was again obscured.

“I want…” she said, and slammed down onto me.

The only sound for a time was just the slap of her ass on my abs.

“I… I want…” she repeated, but couldn’t stop the slow rise and fall of her on me, engulfing my cock over and over again. I met her eyes there, staring at what we were doing. Finally she pulled herself up and off me.

“I want to be free,” she said.

“I see.”

But she stood there on the bed, staring down at me. I didn’t move, instead lacing my fingers behind my head, looking huge. The transformation of my body was unreal. It had happened so fast. I doubted Gold tier had left me with an ounce of body fat. My abs were now chiseled, and when her gaze fell on my cock, I flexed it for her.

“You don’t need me,” she said.

“On the contrary,” I told her. “You saved Velleth from starving herself to death down there, or being found by someone much worse. She could’ve been tortured by some Old Guard Master. I have an idea that uses your skills in a way that will be incredibly helpful.”

“I took her from you,” she whispered.

“If it’s forgiveness you think you need, I forgive you,” I told her. “I don’t think you do, because Velleth isn’t property. But as you can see, I still have Trickster’s Mark right here. Velleth and I are still tied together.

“If it’s punishment you think you need, I can arrange that.” Though I hoped Velleth ended up my only punishment slut.

“The question remains though, about what you really want. I know the coming war is terrifying. I’m afraid of what’s coming, as are all of us. If you wish to go, you may go. If you wish to stay, we will be happy to have you. And if you wish to finish what we started, I’ll happily do all the work.”

I could see her nebula eyes dart down between my legs.

“I… have to go,” she told me. The conviction wasn’t there. She was trying to convince herself. She said them even as she got down on her knees and offered her ass up to me. Grinning, I rose and positioned myself just behind her, with an ass cheek in each hand.

“Last time,” she whispered. “I… have to go.”

I slid slowly, deeply into her, feeling all the inner bumps and curves and muscles clamped down on me, for what I hoped wouldn’t be the last time.

“Last time,” she repeated to herself, then sighed with ecstasy.

I gave her a hell of a last ride. When, thirty minutes later, I also tipped over the edge and filled her up, she was four more orgasms in and insensate. I actually had her drooling on the bedspread, unable to speak, just breathing deeply and groaning each time.

I carried Sillandria princess style through the Silver Door and up into another section of the Governor’s palace as yet undamaged. Some apartments that were never used.

“In the morning, ask the seneschal for anything you might need,” I whispered to her. “He will give you whatever you ask for.”

Her hand caught my arm. “You’ll sleep?”

“Sure.”

“Sleep here?” she asked. “With me? One last time?”

“Sure,” I said, and settled in beside her. She draped herself over me in the darkness, and kissed my shoulder once before burying her head against my arm. One last time.


42- Dallinya

Sillandria was naturally gone when I woke in the morning. I was surrounded by the others, who had finished up their work and gravitated in my direction. Hands reached out for me and groans of displeasure marked my waking. Avya was draped over me on one side, with Shennalil on the other side. Nakla, psycho little perv that she was, was curled up between my legs like a cat, and Nallene was spooning Tannae the new girl. My hand was presently stuck between Dallinya’s thighs, with her slowly humping against me in her sleep, grinding herself against the back of my hand. Velleth kept one hand on my shoulder from above. Even Quavallie was here, after having woken and soaked herself, in a bikini of all things, near my feet.

No Sillandria.

Damn. The plan I’d had for her would strike at the very heart of this whole insane war.

Controlling people wasn’t my style… though murdering them when they crossed me apparently was. This fact filled me with a certain amount of self-loathing, and brought Auralla’s attitude back to the fore: you could just leave, Drifter. You’ve got the power now, just activate it with Adrift and take this show on the road. No more killing the Old Guard, not because they’re basically all dead now, and the ones who aren’t have changed over. No more Killing Old Guard because all the people in the city will be traveling with you. Get away. Remove yourself from the stressful place. Anyone who doesn’t want to come with you can make their own way.

And that would mean leaving Auralla, and my child, behind. A dilemma I’d been over in my mind time and again, especially staring at versions of her throughout her life as they flickered from one part of her life to the next.

“No,” I murmured, which roused the ladies. “This is for you. This is all for you.”

Auralla would be safe. These people had worked hard. Innara had busted her ass, gotten chased around and battled a bunch of Gold tiers looking to wrestle the Empire away from her. Artificers and mages had toiled for countless hours, mostly without rest, to set up this defense grid. The ladies had worked tirelessly too, to make sure the New Blood Masters were safe and stable, the Old Guard Masters didn’t try any bullshit, and the city worked while I galavanted all over the empire at the whim of a fucking goddess. I set the problem of Auralla aside, yet again, wistfully wishing I could stare into her smiling eyes while sliding slowly past her opening and into her welcoming pussy.

Stroking Avya’s hair,  I turned and locked eyes with Dallinya. She wasn’t just humping against the back of my hand any longer, but had grabbed my hand and pressed it up against her mound, staring into my eyes and biting her upper lip in that incredibly sexy way every male who’s into women enjoys.

I got a handful of wetness and a soft moan out of her, trying to keep it down so she wouldn’t wake the others. Her eyelids drooped and her breathing started to get ragged and shallow. The second sexiest woman in my cohort was giving me bedroom eyes.

I hadn’t had one of those moments for quite some time, where I stared into the eyes of one of the many women I was fucking, and just thought holy shit, what insane luck landed me here? But with my fingers getting thoroughly soaked with Dallinya’s juices, and her naked body barely visible in the early dawn light, with her biting her lip and getting that look on her face, it hit me again.

Even if I died in the next twenty-four hours fighting off demons, it would be worth it. I’d still feel like a complete tool for allowing Auralla to be stuck outside of time for some thousands of years, but I’d be dead and it wouldn’t matter by that point.

Dallinya used my hand as a sex toy for some time, hunching against me and humping her hips to rake her mound over the base of my thumb. Shallow breathing and a lust-filled expression were the responses to this, along with the scent of her arousal and the delightful squishing noise coming from her pussy.

With a grin, I activated Wicked Mark and watched as the arousal invaded Dallinya’s face further. She flushed red, which I could see plainly in the darkness from the passive Night’s Mark ability. 

Wicked Mark

*Aura, magical*

*Silver tier, no stars*

Normal: You’ve coupled with a sexual deviant, someone who thrives on the act. Activate to increase lust, sexual appetite, and sensitivity moderately for all willing members within fifteen feet. Inhibitions are lowered slightly. Unwilling targets within range may resist with Grit (Tough). Success or failure decreases relationship status for all unwilling members. Success decreases the amount of relationship status lost.

Costs very high mana for 10 minutes, and very high mana each ten minutes afterwards. Cooldown: 10 minutes.

Bronze: Those within the aura are more physically pliable, and may grow or shrink a moderate amount in order to engage in sex acts. Pain from sex is decreased by a moderate amount. Alternately, banish the aura to create a disorienting wave of pleasure up to twenty feet in all directions. Inflicts high psychic damage, and has a high chance of inflicting shock or stun on everyone affected. Those affected resist with Grit (Tough).

Silver: Those under the influence of the aura naturally regenerate mana, health and stamina at a slightly increased rate. While participating in a sex act, regeneration rates are increased from slight to very high.

Cooldowns for those under the influence of the aura are decreased slightly. If participants participate in a sex act, cooldowns are decreased by half.

Resistances for those under the influence of the aura are increased slightly. If participants participate in a sex act, resistances are increased from slight to very high.

While under the influence of the aura, you temporarily gain a mark of power for each individual with whom you engaged in a sex act.

You gained this ability after joining with Nakla of Bershannik. This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Nakla of Bershannik.

I was going to re-read and then re-re-read the Silver description of the ability, which I hadn’t bothered with before. I knew it was good for making us feel good, but the Silver ability made it a powerhouse, potentially for the battlefield.

Sex on the battlefield though…

Beckoning Dallinya forward, I paid close attention to the Wicked Mark cooldown as our lips met. As soon as that happened, the tiny clock slowly ticking towards the next use of the ability sped up significantly.

She was forced to reach over Avya to get at me, which was tricky given Nakla was down there, so she settled for using me like a sex toy. Soon enough she was suppressing moans and groans, bucking against my hand and soaking it with her sweet juices.

“On my face,” I breathed into her mouth.

“What about you?” she asked in return.

I just smiled a wicked smile, and she got the idea. Soon she’d climbed up onto me, spreading her legs and lowering herself down onto me. Just like before, she grabbed onto my hands and placed them on her breasts, so I dutifully kneaded her nipples.

In moments she was slowly rocking her hips in circles, rubbing herself over my mouth and face, just as Sillandria had done the night before. The difference was that soon, the others would rouse, and see Dallinya straddling my head. They’d either want the feelings via Empath’s Mark, or they’d want in.

Dallinya’s honeyed essence dripped into my mouth and coated my stubbly chin. With my tongue on her, the cooldown timer for Wicked Mark spun down even more rapidly. As soon as Dallinya bent down and took my stiff cock deep into her mouth, the timer started ticking down even faster.

This was the best power experiment ever. It had only been a minute, but we’d gone through four minutes of cooldown.

Dallinya was far more practiced and passionate at this than Sillandria, though the night elf’s enthusiasm and innocence made up for it.

I alternated between ramming my tongue as deeply as it could go into her, and raking the full length of it over her clit. She enjoyed both, by all the moaning and the hunching down into my face she was doing. This only increased when I stopped squeezing her nipples and used one hand to grab onto the base of her tail.

She went wild at this, and came in my mouth.

For several long moments, she simply lay there, with my cock pressed against her cheek, breathing down between my legs, shuddering.

Soon though she had me back in her mouth, expertly twirling her tongue around the shaft and using her lips to increase suction. Wicked Mark made it all feel so much better than before, and my own orgasm rapidly approached, far faster than I’d anticipated.

Nakla getting involved didn’t help at all. The prehensile goblin tongue looped around my sack and hot breath washed over me. This left Dallinya the option, since she was awake, to mount me. Crawling down my body, she quickly settled her ass into position and took my cock all the way to the hilt. Nakla didn’t stop her tongue action. now licking over both of us together.

The whole scene, with Avya and the others sleeping while these two worked on pleasuring me, sent me over the edge. I jerked upwards, waking both Avya and Shennalil. Nakla, meanwhile, wrenched Dallinya upwards after the first blast, and took the second and third directly in the face. She actually cooed as she took a cum shower.

More followed. Much more.

Avya jerked to life, perhaps thinking we were under attack, but upon seeing the mess down between my legs, stared at me instead.

“You didn’t wake me up?”

“Sorry?”

She and Shennalil joined Dallinya in pinning down a squirming Nakla and licking my juices off the little psycho slut.

“Mmm,” Dallinya murmured. “I love this.”

I grinned. “I love it too. And I love you.”

She smiled. “I love you too, you insatiable sex monster.”

I was about to consider whether to snuggle for another few minutes with the girls (leaning toward yes) or begin the morning routine of getting my shit in order, taking stock of system messages and so forth, when a flash of gold light blasted my periphery.

Congratulations! Dallinya of Surrek has found a trust and love in you so complete that it has fundamentally altered her personality and outlook. A few months ago, Dallinya had considered breaking and running from the city and the empire. However, you were like no male she had ever met, and experienced pleasure she had never dreamed possible. Now she has an exalted place amongst the Governor’s coterie, and can’t wait to reach even greater heights of pleasure. She also can’t wait to have your child.

You have reached Gold tier Relationship status with Dallinya of Surrek. You have shared further power with her, imbuing her with Dimension Door’s Mark. She has likewise shared further power with you, imbuing you with Guardian’s Mark.

The girls stared at Dallinya and then at me. Attuned told me in no uncertain terms that the Relationship binding us together was a thick cable woven of gold threads. On my back, the tattoo of the person strung up and with a back full of scars slowly transformed from silver into gold. At the same time a pair of crossed javelins appeared on my forearm, also gold.

Dallinya stared down at herself, where the hooded Drifter was changing over from silver to gold, and then up at me, and then down at herself again. Mouth agape, she slowly began to grin and her eyes filled with tears.

“Evan,” she said, and I could only nod.

Whatever happened next, the gold marks of power would help us survive. So it was with great joy that I turned to the system and checked on the upgraded Survivor’s Mark.

Survivor’s Mark

*Passive*

*Gold tier, no stars*

Normal: You gain moderate resistance to physical damage. You may suffer up to triple your normal Wounds before falling to Critical Wounds. You gain a moderate regeneration for wounds caused by physical damage.

Bronze: You gain significant resistance to physical, mental, emotional, magic, and toxic conditions above your current tier. Poisons, toxins, and physical debuffs run their course significantly faster than they otherwise would. Your capacity for Wounds and Critical Wounds is increased further.

Silver: Your body is able to funnel mana into the suppression of all types of conditions. These cost variable amounts of mana. You are also able to take mana as damage rather than physical injuries: the first ten injuries of any strike cost high mana to absorb.

Gold: Individual resistances are based on your Attributes or your relationship status with Dallinya of Surrek, whichever is higher. These are also heightened by a significant amount for every instance of damage taken within the last twenty-four hours. These enhanced resistances fade twenty-four hours after taking the damage.

You gained this ability after joining with Dallinya of Surrek. This ability’s tier is tied to your Relationship with Dallinya of Surrek.

Resistances that were not only higher than ever before, but ramped up throughout a battle. This was bound to be incredible. I tapped on my resistances, and found a variety of damage types: physical, mental, magical, elemental with all the various subtypes, dimensional, holy, unholy. I kept scrolling, finding some I’d barely registered as existing or never heard of before: acid, poison, radiant and shattering.

These all had tons of stars next to them now. I found this excellent, and wondered what my resistances had been prior to this, but the UI wouldn’t give up its secrets on this one. I was just lucky to have the Silver ability and the mana to soak up a lot of injuries. The Silver ability had grown since I last looked it over, up to twelve injuries, though the mana cost was higher. Not that much higher, which made it a good trade off.

Now it was time to see what Guardian’s Mark would do for me.

Guardian’s Mark

*Special Ability, magical*

*Gold tier, no stars*

Normal: The guardian must first protect the self. Activate to create a curved barrier of force within five feet of yourself. This absorbs injuries equal to your full stars in Tough before collapsing.

Costs moderate mana. Cooldown: none.

Bronze: The guardian is the shield that guards the weak. Activate to create a wall of force within thirty feet of yourself, at ten feet high and across. This barrier absorbs injuries equal to your full stars in Tough before it explodes. Damage inflicted is equal to double your full stars in Tough.

Costs moderate mana. Cooldown: none.

In addition, the Normal ability may be formed into a full sphere for very high mana.

Silver: The guardian is the magnet for opponents, granting a reprieve to the vulnerable. Activate to taunt and attract the attention of all opponents within a hundred feet. Those affected are inflicted with bloodlust and have a chance to be inflicted with confusion.

Costs high mana. Cooldown: 5 minutes.

In addition, the Normal ability now reflects damage back on attackers.

In addition, the Bronze ability now absorbs and explodes for double the listed amounts of damage, and has a chance to inflict knockback and knockdown.

Gold: The guardian absorbs punishment like an unmoving mountain. Activate to triple the number of injuries you can take. Your resistances are tripled. Your mana pool is tripled. Your stamina is tripled. These reset to their normal values as the sun rises.

Costs extremely high mana. Cooldown: 24 hours.

In addition the Normal ability now absorbs damage and converts it into mana.

In addition, the Bronze ability now creates twenty foot by twenty foot walls.

In addition, the Silver ability now lowers enemy resistances and has a chance to put enemy special ability use on cooldown, or cancel aura abilities.

This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Dallinya of Surrek.

I quickly manifested a bubble shield around myself by directing mana through the mark of the kite shield and the helmeted head behind it. My mana ballooned out into a spherical dome a good eight feet in diameter, perhaps a little more, because it seemed to sink into the ground at my feet a few feet away. I followed this by producing first one, then several large wall shields. The mana condensed into a whitish wall of phantom stone, with crenellations for phantom archers who would never use them to fire arrows down. It was easy enough to fuse these together: the mana coalesced out from where I pointed my arm.

Avya stopped what she was doing, shot bolt upright, and went, “Holy shit!”

Seriously. This was an incredible set of new powers and would be very useful. Which was good, because the loss of Sillandria was a blow I was still trying to shake off.

To speed the process along, I leaned forward and gave Dallinya a deep kiss. Around her, the rest of them were trying to get at every drib and drab of my cum they could without fighting one another.

The feeding frenzy allowed me to take finally stock of everything I normally dealt with each morning: the city management, notifications regarding Innara, who was trying to run the Empire with as little interference from me as possible, and then more personal notifications about the girls and myself.

Something wasn’t right, aside from the lack of Sillandria and the way the girls were slurping up my seed like starving animals. Seriously, watching Nakla lick it off Dallinya was hot, but also… mildly debasing? None of them seemed to have an issue with it, so I decided I’d try not to either.

The system notifications typically had green checkmarks when they were simple experience points, or exclamation points on yellow triangles for relationship experience or city management stuff that might be good or bad, depending. Two, however, had pointy red stars with exclamation points. I filed through my system notifications mentally and quickly found the first one.

Setback! You have lost relationship experience with Zephellyn, First Domi of Sunspire. Although Zephellyn believes in your abilities as a leader, warrior and a lover, the coming tide of darkness and destruction is too great to risk leaving her people here. The Domi of Sunspire have elected to leave Surrek. You will always have a place in the sylph’s heart, but the people of Sunspire come first.

This would’ve rocked me back on my heels if I wasn’t fully draped in female flesh, women who were presently giggling in a light fight to get the most semen they could. And I was glad they were in such high spirits, because this was far from ideal, and far from good news.

My relationship stars with First Domi hadn’t dropped below Silver to Bronze, but it had dropped by a full star. I still had Sylph’s Mark and could still transform into a sylph if I wanted, but… wow. When had this happened How could it have happened?

I knew the answer, but the questions came anyway. It happened because she could fly, and she’d done the scouting, and had seen the carpet of lava from the air. The mass of black and glowing read that spread in a massive river from up north, and perhaps the other two rivers headed toward Denvrigal and Orivvek.

Not far from that was another notification, which caused me to sit up and dislodge the girls from where they were giggling and toying with my junk.

Warning! Your cohort, Laylenna of Surrek, has died.


43- We Do What We Want

Asmall splash of blood high on the building wall was the only definitive proof of Laylenna having been here. I stood there staring at the Eldritch Emporium, while most of the ladies clustered behind me. Avya pushed into the shop and peered around. Her whole body radiated pure fury, and some of that emotion was escaping unconsciously from the little empath in little red sparks that zipped here and there. These were visible to my Attuned senses and freaked me out a bit.

The shop had been largely righted, with Laylenna’s help, and the help of many of the spies and informants working for Velleth, but here and there were other signs of struggle: a crate of earth books scattered on the floor here, a gouge out of the floor there, and we found several pieces of lightly enchanted jewelry peeking out from under one of the shelves.

With Temporomancer, I had no trouble reconstructing the crime itself: the jewelry slid back out onto where it had been dropped, several people worked in the dark to pick up what they could and put the jewelry back on the floor where it had fallen during the struggle, and then smeared Laylenna’s blood back down the floor with a mop.

Afterwards, these idiots unkilled Laylenna in reverse motion. The arrows coated in magic, the spells, and the magic beasts all sprang away from my turquoise scaled dragonite, who jumped up from the ground where she’d been dead, and roared at them in reverse.

I then watched these fools fight her, with one of them who had fled returning to the scene to begin the fight. Laylenna stabbed him in reverse with a thrown spear, followed by several swords and then daggers. She caught all these weapons and placed them back on the weapons racks in the Emporium. The lightly enchanted weapons glimmered in the dark as Laylenna advanced away from them, shooting out blow after blow that she’d soaked up. Another of the attackers jumped back into the building he’d fled from, and attacked her in reverse.

I snarled, pushing more mana into the effect and watching as it went on. Eventually I watched Laylenna’s lightning breath explode back into her face, then surprised expression vanished, and she went back to sweeping the shop floor.

Now it was time to move out. Temporomancer only worked on a ten foot cube, so I had to engage it again for a few seconds just outside the door, watching these guys sprint down the road. This was painstaking work, tracking them in reverse, trying to guess their locations so I didn’t have to examine every single ten foot space on the way.

This meant a little backtracking, but soon I had a stable line of assault, with the six petty Masters sent against her skulking down a road in reverse. I didn’t know any of these guys; petty Masters seemed to come and go all the time. They made up small gangs in different districts, trying to eke out extortion rackets or harassing the district Masters for eventual assassination and takeover attempts.

These eventually headed out from Wax District.

“You have got to be fucking kidding me,” I murmured, watching the six assassins head back into the goblin Master Rukluk’s district, then directly back toward the mansion.

Boiling with rage, I went right up to the door, until Avya appeared in front of me.

“Evan?” she asked.

I took a deep, steadying breath. “Yes, my love?”

“If you’re about to tear this house down and kill the Master, I need to stop you.”

“And why is that?” I asked.

“You don’t have the proof you need.”

I snarled at her, then softened my expression. Avya hadn’t done this. “They were here.”

“We need more.”

“They were here.”

She shook her head. “Rukluk is a coward, Evan. You know that. I mean, if he sent these guys after Laylenna, I’ll happily kill him myself, but I don’t think he did.”

I punched the front door and broke it off its hinges, staring into Avya’s eyes the whole time. The doors careened down the hall and hit some people, so Shennalil and Dallinya raced in to see if I’d just killed some innocent house servants.

It turned out I had. It also turned out they could be healed up, but it was a close thing. Avya arched an eyebrow at me, and I was forced to hiss out an angry breath. Doing things the overly dramatic way hadn’t been the best way to go after all.

“Fine. Fuck.” I motioned for her to lead the way.

Avya stomped throughout the mansion, and only stopped directly in front of the goblin Master.

“You have one chance,” she told him. “One. Tell the truth.”

I put on Mischief’s Mark, both Bronze and Silver tier abilities, so I could boost my social interaction and also gain the lie detection bonus.

The goblin peered at me, at the girls, and down the hall at the door. “The fuck? Tell you the truth about fuckin’ what?” The warm green glow meant he was telling the truth, or that he was acting truthfully, and that only inflamed me further.

“Six assassins,” I hissed. “They came from here.”

“Who in their fucken right mind sends assassins after Governor Drifter?” the goblin spat.

“Then deny you sent them.”

He shrugged. “I din’t do it.”

That telltale green glow around the goblin’s body meant he was telling the truth. Someone had planned ahead, set this up, knowing I might be able to track them back to where they’d come from. That person had fingered the goblin, because apparently that’s what goblins were for? I couldn’t quite understand, but my mind was whirling. They’d tried to play me for a fool. I’d almost killed someone who definitely hadn’t done anything to deserve this.

Well, Rukluk hadn’t done this, and therefore didn’t deserve me twisting his head off over this.

Someone thought I was stupid enough to fall for this. It made my blood boil. Worse, I almost had fallen for this, which made me even more furious.

Checking on Steel-Willed to make sure the Wrath demon wasn’t here and influencing me, I went back to plain old self-loathing for a few minutes, before roaring in rage.

That done, I studiously ignored all the eyes staring at me and headed back to where I’d last seen the assassins. They’d been here in Wax, basically at Rukluk’s door.

Avya, meanwhile, smoothed things over with an irate Rukluk, because she was an angel and I didn’t deserve her. They’d used him as a fall guy last time, hoping I would just murder the messenger and stop inquiries there.

In my temporomancer sight ability, the six of them camped in front of Rukluk’s door in the darkness, sitting there for a long time, before finally disappearing into a portal.

They knew. They knew I had the time power and what it did. They knew I’d been able to this.

I froze the image at the portal they’d come from, and stared daggers into it. It was made of a reddish energy, with a hint of what lay on the other side visible. And who’d created it. I let the vision play forward again, the six of them appearing through into Wax District again. With all of them through and in front of Rukluk’s door, before it snapped closed, I stared into the portal and locked eyes with Rhaeyel.

“You cunt,” I whispered.
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This is what they want, is what I had to repeatedly tell myself. They want it like this, they want internal division and strife, and they want us to tear ourselves apart.

I was going to go to Denvrigal and pull each of Rhaeyel’s arms off, and then both of his legs, and following that, death by a thousand cuts.

Bells started pealing all over the city. The clangor broke me out of murderous thoughts of having my thumbs in Rhaeyel’s eye sockets and listening to him bleed and scream. Instead I looked to the north, past the iron districts and the smoke that always rose up out of them, to see the specks of a few flying demons.

“They’re here!” The call came back.

Wax District was situated in the southern part of the city, but a series of lightning fast teleports later I was on the wall, and I extended the Silver Door back to Wax to allow the ladies to head through.

Down there, now just five miles out, was a tide of darkness. At the forefront, you could pick out a speck here or there, a demon forerunner out ahead of the main army, if you could call it that.

I reached into my UI for the defense grid tab, and saw that I now had eighty-four defense units. These were Gold tier, as opposed to the Platinum tier ones I’d used against the Emperor, but most of these soldiers were Silver. The hope was that the defense grid would be able to handle a lot of them as they came in.

Another Silver Door allowed the Gleaming Silvers from Coltrane, Fitzgerald and Armstrong to come through. Many came with their Favored Consorts. Now, once again, overwhelming numbers could mean a quick end to me and all I’d built. If Rhaeyel had coordinated with these people, they could easily deal with me. I had no illusions about my invulnerability; I’d died once already.

It was show of power time.

With Mischief’s Mark active over a thousand people and Empath’s Mark affecting all the Silvers in the area at the gate, I called out.

“The enemy will be at the gates in under an hour,” I shouted. “Every one of these hundred thousand are Gleaming Silvers, just as you are, and more are coming every day. Unless we make a stand here, these forces will obliterate Surrek and charge down into your homes.”

All eyes were fixed on me.

“The good news is they can be killed. They prey on your fear, they try to take over your bodies, but they die just like men.” I raised my arms and pointed to the sky, where several of the Envy demons swooped in already on stolen wings. “But they’ll find Surrek to be a full armed and operational battle station.”

The defense grid hovered into view, a fleet of glittering boulders immune to fear effects, and the Envy demons simply dropped to the earth like stones.

Okay, I hadn’t anticipated that. Funky.

If the flying creatures hadn’t been killed on impact, perhaps they might’ve lived? I had no idea. All I can safely say is I saw the tentacle alien parasite demons controlling them struggle out from under the bodies, begin oozing toward the city, only to have the defense grid fry them with a hail of projectiles before they could get anywhere.

“You will be expected to fight, here, now. Fight to survive. Fight for the people of the Empire and your city. I will return.”

“Evan,” Avya said.

I turned back to her.

“I want to do Orivvek.”

My face twitched. Protectiveness welled up inside me. I’d already lost Auralla, Hellera, Zati, Laylenna, and now Sillandria. I knew Avya wasn’t safer here than anywhere else, but at least the other girls were here.

“I need you here,” I told her.

“What?”

“We need the marks between the other girls back. They need Empath to restore them.”

Her face twisted. “Really?” She knew what I was doing. It wasn’t just apparent, it was utterly transparent. “You’re doing this now?”

Dallinya stepped up behind her. “Don’t worry about him, Avi. We do what we want. That’s the deal.”

Quavallie stared at me, blank faced, and stepped up behind Avya. “You can take all of us with you to Orivvek, and restore our marks anyway, can’t you?”

Avya didn’t break eye contact with me, and I lost relationship experience with all of them, all at the same moment.

Shennalil followed, along with a reluctant Velleth. Nallene and Nakla. Even Tannae stepped up behind Avya.

“I’m in so much trouble, aren’t I?”

Avya grinned evilly, and so did Nakla, but only because Nakla was a freak like that.

“I have to go see how Denvrigal is going,” I grumbled. “Be safe.”
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It turned out I couldn’t just kill Rhaeyel straight away. He was already in Denvrigal and fighting alongside Innara.

A quick step over into earth and a peek using Adrift told me what I needed to know: it was a fucking catastrophe. The demons had arrived there just about the same moment Innara and the Golds had.

The whole demonic assault was pure chaos. You expected an ‘army’ to have ranks, strategy, tactics, a chain of command, special units.

There wasn’t a shred of that here.

Demons clambered over one another to get to the fleshy mortals as fast as possible, to kill as much as possible. Piles of them had already formed at the walls, and they blasted the walls with lava. This didn’t seem to bother the ones who were beneath, acting as a ramp. The Wrath soldiers could create handholds just by gouging their powerful claws into the walls and going. They’d rip out chunks of stone and fling them back onto the heads of thousands more, which would serve as even better handholds for all the other demon types. At least, they’d gouge and fling, climb and gouge and fling until Innara swooped by and obliterated fifty at a time.

The problem was they weren’t a hundred thousand strong. They were maybe double that. Gluttony was devouring everything in existence and vomiting up more demons all the time, and those were all on the way south.

Demons with gemstones embedded in their bodies were exploding. It turned out they had eaten, or decorated their bodies with mana crystals somehow. The explosions were killing indiscriminately, but when it was ten Gold and one Platinum against over a hundred thousand, things weren’t going to go smoothly.

Innara could and would handle hundreds of them per minute, but she was one individual in one location at a time. In the meantime they were swarming and could work on Denvrigal even while sustaining heavy casualties.

The enemy had their fear walkers, the lesser versions of Pavoriel the Slothful one, which were Gold tier, or at least capable of creating a mass panic. Ninety-nine out of a hundred Gleaming SIlvers were rendered useless, while the other one had lava vomited up on him.

Because of the overpowering fear aura, the Golds had to cluster together behind someone who had Steel-Willed or a fear-resistance type power.

This allowed the big gulping Gluttony ones to charge in and start grabbing at anything they could eat.

I once more wished I had Sillandria, but I did have Night’s Mark. I engaged the ability to hide myself and stepped through the dimensional barrier into Ethetria once more, this time not far from the roiling mass of demons.

Good gods, there were so many. I took a deep breath, feeling Steel-Willed activate automatically from the fear aura, and vaulted over the masses toward the first extremely gaunt, super tall soldier of Pavoriel.

Using the Sylph’s Mark air step, I ran at a good fifty feet above the ground, and pulled a net out of my dimensional storage just before reaching the first of the fear walkers. Thankfully, only three of them. Innara had killed the other three a good two miles closer to the city, and now these laggers were the only ones left… at least as far as I could see.

It wasn’t easy to get the altitude just right, since a sea of demonic black and red churned below and I didn’t want anybody vomiting up a bunch of lava on me. Passing in front of the fear demon, I Phase Shifted the net into place and carried on running.

The second I did the same, Phase Shifting the net and locking it in place for an hour, where it would deal a ton of dimensional damage each second on the slow-moving Sloth demon.

For the third one, an experiment was in order. I first engaged Purity’s Mark at Gold tier and ‘cleansed the target of all impurities, including negative thoughts.’

Purity’s Mark

*Passive, holy*

*Gold tier, no stars*

Gold: Five times per day you may cleanse a target of all impurities, including negative thoughts, by touching them. This cleanses all conditions, restores stamina, restores extremely high mana, and heals up to 100 injuries with holy energy. After being cleansed, an enemy will suffer from confusion.

In addition, you may extend the Normal, Bronze, or Silver abilities on up to 3 innocent targets per day. An innocent target has not told a falsehood or raised a hand except in self defense that day.

You gained this ability after joining with Shennalil of Surrek. This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Shennalil of Surrek.

The result was just as I’d hoped; the demon froze in place, bulged outward like he was a water balloon being overfilled, showed a few golden cracks, and simply exploded in a flash of golden light.

Oh yeah.

This did throw off the concealment of Night’s Mark, which made me instantly recognizable and a target. A long tentacle snaked up and out of one of the Gluttony demons’ mouths, while all the other ones tried to spew lava at me, but I was still too high yet. Since the Gluttony demon was touching me, I used Mender’s Mark to ‘heal’ him with holy damage. Instead of healing, this blasted the tentacle off me, and started filling the ashy near-black demon with whitish healing magic. Only here it looked like necrosis, creeping up the tentacle and into the demon’s mouth, where it then spread and caused it to die.

One of the flying Envy demons crashed into me then, and flung me down towards the ground, where a hundred sets of demonic claws waited. I slammed into them and took a good thirty injuries just from that, before I activated Drifter and teleported myself a thousand feet away to safety.

That had been too close. For a moment they’d been all around me, preparing the lava breath weapons, reaching down to claw, pulling up feet to stomp. Now back up in the air, I watched as the last two Sloth demons with their terror auras lurched into the dimensional damage of the nets and was quickly blasted into dimensional particles.

Now hopefully with the freedom from fear, the Gleaming Silvers could contribute something to the fight.

Now needed to see if I could help out over in Orivvek. And avoid getting my ass kicked by all my sexy girlfriends.


44- Dick Move

While Innara wasn’t here in the mountain stronghold of Orivvek, the people of Kentir were. They had already been swarmed by the demon threat.

I expected Orivvek to be in a comparable state to Denvrigal, mostly due to the psycho zealots out of Kentir who would either stand firm and slow the demon horde, or retreat into Orivvek and help them defend the walls using whatever magic came from being psycho zealots of a particular god.

Turned out neither were the case. The place was a hell scape.

If I had to guess I’d say the people of Kentir had attempted to resist, been steamrolled, and then died fleeing the horde at Orivvek’s gates. A lot of them had been taken by the ooze demons from Envy, and were presently on the walls or rampaging through the city killing everyone in sight.

No one had stood against the fear auras coming off the Sloth demons. Two small groups of Golds clustered at the top of the great temple with the Governor and a handful of what had to be influential district Masters, though the Golds didn’t particularly care for having weak Bronze Masters in their bubbles of protection, because they were being used as projectiles.

The other group included several of the Golds, and then Avya and the girls, at the Governor’s Tower and firing spells down at demons trying to scale the sheer walls. The rest of the city was simply lost. Drowned beneath a pool of demonic death.

I stepped out of the Silver Door down about a third of my mana and gaped. Everyone in Orivvek was dead. If there was a Master remaining I would be fucking astonished. No, most of them had been eaten by the Gluttony demons, ripped apart by the Wrath demons, their corpses plundered of their gold and fine weapons by the Greed demons, or taken over by the Envy demons. And they’d done it under a blanket of terror by the creeping Sloth demons, striding in the back like gigantic Slenderman copies.

One of the Gold tiers was out there, flying and attacking lines of the demons, and he’d taken out one of the tall, willowy fear demons, but he was just reveling in the ability to cut loose with his abilities and take out dozens of demons every minute. It was just as mindless as the vast horde tearing apart Orivvek right now. He had a group of flying Envy demons after him, a bunch of flying creatures captured and taken over for just this purpose. I wanted to blast them and save him the trouble of being caught and taken down, but the rest of the people needed me more than this overzealous, thoughtless douchebag.

Which is how I ended up flying out on air steps toward the remaining four Sloth demons in the first wave, and using Purity’s Mark to explode them. Which put me out of my five uses a day. Unfortunate but not very surprising.

After that, I had to sail back across the River of thousands of demons after the slower three Sloth ones. These I had to kill with Mender’s Mark. Luckily for me, I had Nallene’s Dervish’s Mark and Dallinya’s new Guardian’s Mark to help speed the work along, and keep them off me, respectively.

Dervish’s Mark

*Special Ability*

*SIlver tier, four stars*

Normal: Activates automatically during combat up to 3 times a day. Gain signficantly boosted Quick and Clever for purposes of combat. You may not be surprised if this ability can still activate.

Lasts 2 minutes. Costs very high mana per minute to extend the duration after the first 2 minutes. Cooldown: none.

Bronze: While the Normal ability is active, you gain increased damage when using two weapons in combat. While the Normal ability is active, you gain a boost to Quick for each enemy you successfully fell.

Each boost to Quick requires moderate mana to increase.

Silver: Activate to boost your reflexes and perception by an extreme amount for up to five absolute seconds.

Costs extremely high stamina. Cooldown: 5 minutes.

In addition, while your Normal ability is active, enemies struck loose a star of Quick for every 10 injuries inflicted. These stars return once the Normal ability effect ends.

You gained this ability after joining with Nallene of Bershannik. This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Nallene of Bershannik.

This was yet another ability I’d played with and used all the time, a nice support system that made me faster at the cost of mana, but I hadn’t read over the ability description since gaining a ton of relationship status with all the girls when fighting the Emperor. Now I wish I had. The Silver tier ability was insanely good.

With regard to the Normal ability, two minutes was usually enough, though not in this case. I didn’t want to let it become a mana sink today, but threw it on for the initial two minutes.

The combat trance thing from the Silver ability used the term ‘absolute seconds’ meaning this was essentially a time distortion effect like Temporomancer.

I had the Normal ability now active with Dervish’s Mark, giving me extra speed and damage. From my storage device, I grabbed up two short swords and hacked at the heads of the Sloth demons as I ran by. With Gold tier strength and enhanced speed, heads rolled. That done, anyone still living might have a chance to do something other than run away.

I grabbed up experience, as always, in Fierce, Quick, and Attuned. These were always the first to go up in fights. I also grabbed up some in Clever, perhaps for doing what needed to be done on the battlefield with the Sloth demons. Their effect on the battlefield was horrendous, and I’d need to get back to Surrek to specifically target them at my city.

Orivvek was toast though.

My actions wouldn’t save any of the tens of thousands already dead. I returned back to the ladies after putting down several more Phase Shift objects at decent choke points, where they would inflict maximum casualties. Then drank a mana potion.

It didn’t take long to make my way to the Governor’s tower on steps of air. For whatever reason, Avya and the girls hadn’t used the Silver Door to retreat.

“Let’s get moving!” I shouted at the ladies, and dropped down with a series of ice shields and water balls to clear some of the more ambitious and skilled climbers and drop them hundreds of feet where hopefully they killed themselves and their lava-spewing friends.

I still had a Gold tier to kill off.

“We’re staying!” Avya shouted.

“Um… no you’re not?”

“We want our marks back!” Dallinya called. One of her Bronze tier Guardian walls had just exploded and sent several demons careening off to their deaths. She immediately created a barrier of force to replace it, to block that side of the tower again. This allowed them to focus on only two sides,

Avya and Quavallie using water balls and ice shields, and the others throwing glowing javelins or shooting enchanted arrows from magical bows. Nallene spun while she worked three times as fast as the others, peppering the enemy with arrow after arrow.

“Your… marks back,” I said flatly, and dropped down off the tower to drop a Phase Shift net in place below both of Dallinya’s force walls. Then, teleporting back up, I stared at them from atop the tower.

“We have to be in a stressful situation, life or death, and then we get our marks back,” Dallinya told me.

“Okay listen, this is idiotic. You just need to repair individual relationships with Empath, right?”

Avya stared down at the approaching horde grimly. “No. It stripped our marks away. We need them back. Now go away.”

“I’m not losing you,” I insisted. “Stop being stubborn.”

“We’ll teleport away at the last moment. Go back to Surrek,” Avya insisted.

“Don’t make me do this,” I said quietly, and finally she looked up at me. “Yeah. I’ll do it.”

She jabbed a finger up at me, lavender eyes fierce. “Dick move!”

“I swear to all the gods I’ll do it,” I repeated.

“Don’t you do it,” Avya said.

“So you’ll abandon this stupid idea and come back to Surrek?”

“Uh, no, not unless you order me to go back to Surrek,” she said. “Which you wouldn’t do, because only an asshole would do that.”

“Okay, fine, you’ve forced my hand,” I warned.

“Evan!” she warned right back.

I pointed my finger around the entire top of the tower, catching the attention of each of them and doing that dagger stare.

“If you don’t come back to Surrek right this moment,” I said. “I’m revoking sex privileges.” They all gasped. “For a month.”

Velleth literally fell to her knees and groaned like I’d just stabbed her. “Evannnn,” she whined.

Quavallie quivered. “You monster.”

Avya stared at me for a moment longer, pouting, before opening the Silver Door back to Surrek and flinging a hand toward it. All of them marched through it and back to the city, except for Velleth, who crawled miserably on her hands and knees. I gave her a friendly swat on the ass when she passed.

As for Avya, she got up on her tip toes, bottom lip still stuck out, and pointed that finger at me.

“I thought you were gonna order me,” she said softly.

I coated my words in honey, grinning. “Only when I forget myself.”

“I love you,” she said. “Idiot.”

Down below, one of Dallinya’s walls exploded. “I love you too, short stuff.”

“Don’t make me cut you off at the knees, Drifter.” She marched through the door and slammed it behind her.
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I was forced to leave the lone thrill seeker flying over the city of Orivvek all by his lonesome, and help get the rest of the survivors from the top of the great temple back to Surrek, where they could actually do something useful, and save some people.

Once back at Surrek, I realized the fighting had begun in earnest. Atop the shattered remnants of the Governor’s Tower, my fucking tower, the girls stood surveying the beginnings of the carnage.

Shit.

The Gold tiers from Orivvek, the Governor of Orivvek, and a handful of favored Masters and Governor’s staff had come through, plainly shocked at what they’d seen. My seneschal, and T’charrk, also stood staring down at the defense grid in action. Last, a number of Gleaming Silvers I’d stationed there before leaving also stared off at the embattled demon army. All of these had natural flight, flight from a mark of power, or long distance teleport skills.

“What happened?” I demanded.

“As soon as you left…” the seneschal said, but couldn’t continue. 

“The whole army seemed to know,” T’charrk finished for him.

Right now, the defense grid was holding, but the bulk of their forces were bunching up, and beginning to spread out to the east and west.

“And why aren’t we blasting them with whatever we’ve got while they’re all mushed up into a gigantic group?” I demanded.

The seneschal literally whimpered at the suggestion.

“It’s… simply impossible,” one of the Gleaming Silvers said. “We wouldn’t… we couldn’t even begin to take on a force that size.”

It was a damn big demon army, a mass of black and red stretching off toward the horizon, but we’d known and we’d prepared.

Unless we were being manipulated right this moment. 

My Attuned senses suddenly picked up the oppressive, ever-present fear  coming in nice and slow. Pavoriel was here, somehow, just as Salatiel had been. Steel-Willed automatically activated for the third time, which was not good

“We have a problem,” I told them, unnecessarily. We had over a hundred thousand fucking problems already. Turning to the Gold tiers, I shouted. “Bring up your fear resistance and assault that fucking army. From the field if you can, from the walls if you have to. Avya, you’re on door duty.”

Avya nodded, looking resolute, before stepping off the tower and running toward the north gate on steps of air.

“Quavallie, supporting Avya.”

The cephellian likewise nodded, and summoned a large tendril of water from somewhere nearby to ride on.

“Same goes for all of you. Ranged attacks, and retreat to the door when they overwhelm the defense grid. Avya knows what to do.”

Velleth, Dallinya, and the rest of them went to start through the Silver Door to the city’s north gate. I took a deep breath and hoped this wouldn’t be the last time I saw them.

“Nakla, if there’s downtime, I need you to lick their wounds.”

The perv goblin with the prehensile tongue flashed me a toothy grin and pranced through the door.

Focusing down and spending more mana, a little pinprick became evident in my mini-map, a dot that would grow clearer and larger the closer I came. With Salatiel, this hadn’t gone according to plan, and I’d nearly submitted to the overpowering lust aura she’d had. I had to assume the same thing was going to happen with me if I wasn’t quick about this. 

Steel-Willed was going to tick down my mana even faster given all the fear I had to cancel, and that wasn’t good.

“I have a deadly sin to go put down,” I told myself. “The faster the better. Okay, needs… plenty of mana.”

The hunt began with a non-starter. Once I opened the UI to get a list of powers and what I’d need to get the job done, I stared in shock at the list.

I was hoping the Purity’s Mark full mana pool replenish would be enough to both get me all the way to Pavoriel, and lend me enough mana afterwards to handle taking the fucker down.

Except I’d just told a lie. Purity’s Mark was x-ed out, with a pop-up explaining how I’d told a lie and couldn’t use any of the abilities until at least tomorrow at dawn.

I stared at the message in shock.

“Fuck,” I muttered. “Fuckity fucky fuck.”

Okay, options. I opened up the Cohort menu and scrolled through the ladies and their powers. I was only Gold tier connected to Avya, Shennalil and Dallinya, so they’d have the best chance of handling this in my stead. Dallinya had Temporomancer’s Mark, Dimension Door’s Mark and Drifter’s Mark, and she’d gotten Guardian from the dungeon core way back when we were resettling Sunspire. Unfortunately Guardian wasn’t going to help in any way against Pavoriel, and she was best at Avya’s side, shielding the others while they threw out offensive magic and ranged attacks.

Avya had everything but I needed her to tank the front door. If I could be confident she wasn’t needed in the next few minutes, I’d have sent her after Pavoriel, but I couldn’t be sure her absence wouldn’t end up with all the other girls dead and the walls breached.

Finally, Shennalil had Adrift Mark, Drifter’s Mark, and at Gold she’d gotten Steel-Willed Mark. She had Mender, and when Caderyn had blessed her as the only healer in the entire Empire, she’d gained Purity. Although she didn’t have the Marks from Velleth and Dallinya, what she did have gave her the best chances of success… especially if I boosted her.

Sure I didn’t like it. Sure I was scared for her life. I’d already put her in harm’s way far too many times. She’d been in the damn tentacle demon tree thing, although she had spoken wistfully of it since, I was almost entirely sure it was a joke. I didn’t think she wanted to be relentlessly jackhammered by tentacles in all her holes… but I couldn’t be a hundred percent certain.

Shennalil fluttered up without question, staring at me in wonder and a little fear. It was definitely the threat I’d just levied against the whole lot of them. I chuckled, wondering how they could’ve taken me seriously. Gods, there was no way I could keep my grubby mitts off them.

“Come on,” I told her. A couple of UI actions later, I pinned Pavoriel’s location to the mini map and readied an activation of Temporomancer at Silver for Shennalil.

Temporomancer

*Spell, Inherent, Magical*

*Gold tier, no stars*

Time is not simply a concept created by people, but a force to be reckoned with, negotiated with, toyed with, stretched, tasted, and joked with. Time now exists for you and other temporomancers in absolute units.

Silver: Activate by touch to drastically speed or slow a target. Targets wishing to resist make a Counter (Attuned) check to halve the duration. Targets may be sped up or slowed down by a factor of 1000%.

Costs extremely high mana to activate for ten* absolute minutes and extremely high mana to maintain for each additional absolute minute. Cooldown 6 hours.

*The Gold tier ability doubles the duration of this ability.

This ability is linked to your Quick attribute.

“You’re going to move a lot faster than me,” I told her. “I won’t be able to reactivate the power for another six hours, so you’re going to have to make the most of it, okay?”

She nodded.

“You’ve got Steel-Willed but you’ll need a boost to your mana to keep it up.” She was under the umbrella of my Steel-Willed aura right now, but that wouldn’t stick. “Hopefully you’ll be moving so fast it’ll make the mana cost super low, and you’ll fly right up to him, lay hands on him, and just holy heal him to oblivion.”

She nodded.

“Are you okay with that?” I asked.

“I’m a little scared,” she said, huge blue eyes staring wetly into mine. Gods, Shennalil was still a bastion of all things innocent and true in this world, and it horrified me to ask her to go up against fear’s Dom daddy.

I wrapped her in a tight hug, watching my mana leak out from Steel-Willed. The countdown had been on for too long already. “Good. I’d be weirded out if you weren’t.”

“Will you stay with me?” she asked, and squeezed my hands in hers. My heart lurched.

“I’ll go as long as I can,” I said, thinking like I do in bed.

“Just like when we have raunchy, sweaty fuck sessions?”

I started, and stared in wonder. “What’ve you done with Shennalil?”

She just giggled, scrunching her impossibly blue eyes closed and flying up to kiss me on the forehead.

“Okay, let’s go kill a deadly sin.”


45- Shennalil

Resistance collapsed in Denvrigal while we were preparing to fight Pavoriel. I received a message from Innara when she got into range some fifteen minutes later. When she did, a Cohort message appeared informing me of what happened.

Apparently, though they were taking down hordes of demons by the hundreds, and then into the thousands, the enemy had plenty of time to encircle the entire city and begin scaling the walls. Although the Golds could deal concentrated damage and take out these Silver tier soldiers several at a time, and Innara could deal concentrated local damage and take out far more, they couldn’t be everywhere at once. The Gleaming Silvers on staff were evenly matched, taking out several demons at great cost to mana, while their Favored Consorts could do much the same. Two taking out ten still wasn’t the sort of odds we needed. There simply weren’t enough of the Silvers, especially if they got unlucky and had a flying demon dive bomb them.

The good news was the evacuation of Denvrigal had started a few days earlier, and only the obstinate old or foolhardy young remained. Everybody else began the trek southwest, out into the open fields, where eventually they’d find themselves in Drennek, or skirting that, Vrellek.

We had planned this route for several reasons, most of them grim but practical: one, Drennek was closest. Two, we had a sneaking suspicion that the horde of monstrous, murderous fuckbags were going to go after the nearest target, not the nearest resistance. Even if the populace of Denvrigal posed no threat to the demons, we theorized they’d slaughter the innocents anyway. That would be awful, but it would give us in Surrek a fighting chance against one overwhelming army, rather than three coming at us in pincer formation. If we couldn’t protect the people of Denvrigal in that city, we sure as hell couldn’t protect the people in Surrek, with double the enemy combatants.

There was still a chance that the demon army would swing directly east and come after us, sure. If that happened, we’d bought the people of Denvrigal some time to get away from the devastation, spread the news, and bring the plans for the defense grid to  other parts of the Empire.

I doubted the Governors of the other nine cities were going to listen, collaborate, pool together the mana crystals and have enough time down in the far south city of Ivellekegal to mount a defense that would destroy them. That was the only survival option Innara and I had come with, and we’d given it to the people to spread down to Drennek and Vrellek.

I mean, I’d also given it to the people of the other nine cities the same game plan and information, but none of them wanted to give up their places in the cities that weren’t Ivellekegal, and the Governor of the Jewel of the South didn’t want refugee populations from nine other cities coming down to the edge of the desert and quickly dying of thirst in massive numbers. And starving out his own people.

People didn’t like sharing, especially when they had skin in the game. I couldn’t really blame them, given how little I wanted to share Surrek. Still, they had the chance, and that was more than Denvrigal had any longer.

Regardless, I was just about out of available mana when I tapped into Temporomancer, gave Shennalil the signal, and gave her a thousand percent accelerated time.

My adorable, innocent, filthy-mouthed little fae disappeared into a blur and sped away.
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This is what happened.

I tipped back another mana potion and read over the message from Innara. She’d just arrived and gone out to do a pass in front of Surrek. This was part of the plan as well, to bolster morale by having her blast a good fifty to a hundred demons into dust with her gold obliteration beams. That done, she received the intel from Orivvek about the second army heading our way, and sped off to go hold them at bay for as long as possible.

In less than the time it took me to read the message or fish out the mana potion, Shennalil zoomed through the city, down into the subterranean sewer system and then finally into a small pipe where Pavoriel had somehow gotten himself into.

She had the luxury of incredibly fast time, so her mana was indeed running at a much reduced speed, with Steel-Willed only triggering once she left my sphere of influence and the aura coming off Pavoriel pulsed. This surge came every several seconds, meaning Steel-Willed was forced to drain her mana much more slowly than I had with Salatiel.

She flew out into a huge subterranean chamber not even Quavallie would later recognize.

Shennalil was going so fast and focused so heavily on the red blip in her mini map that I’d supplied her that she careened head first into a massive spider’s web and stopped dead.

The room extended down some fifty feet, which was good because Pavoriel himself was simply massive. Easily forty feet tall, its gigantic misshapen head nearly reached the webs she was now stuck in.

“Wellllllllcome,” the demon told her in its deep, slow, unrelenting voice.

Down below Pavoriel stood a handful of demons, most of these Masters taken over by Envy demons, but two of them were the tall Parovirel’s soldiers, the ones who seemed just as likely to turn sideways and disappear they were so thin.

“Wheeeeeeere is the Drifterrrrrr?” Pavoriel asked, in a voice like a zombie lurching toward you without any legs.

She stretched a hand out, but the top of the demon’s patchy skull was some five feet out of reach.

“Fetch himmmmmm,” Pavoriel grated.

“Fetch him,” the others repeated. “Fedtch him.”

And there was the tiny matter of whatever had constructed this web. Shennalil realized too late that it was descending out of the shadowed corner and toward her.

This was a drider, or something similar. Shennalil had only heard about them from Evan, and even he hadn’t seen one when he woke up in Vrenian Gorge after getting killed. The top of half of the thing was a pale skinned elf, but the bottom half was bulbous spider, black and gleaming wetly in the dim light coming off the demons. The drider had been taken by an Envy demon.

Of all the thousands of demons above ground, now boiling forward for their chance to kill all the people of Surrek, there seemed to be no end of the things underground.

Shennalil struggled, but only managed to firmly cement her position to the spider’s web.

“Evan!” she screamed, but I wasn’t there. I was up and fighting against the main army to the north, fucking up their ranks at random places before teleporting away.

Some of the demons were even now trying to climb the walls to get at her, but the drider stared down at her with burning coal eyes and its face wrapped in black demonic stuff.

The first of the bamboo thick spider legs ending in a wicked claw descended in super slow motion, with her unable to wriggle away. She had a seemingly endless amount of time to watch it draw closer, and closer, before finally it pierced her through the shoulder, just above the collar bone. She screamed out, impossibly fast, unable to move, watching these few seconds of time play out incredibly slowly.

It raised another, but she gritted her teeth and reached up to try and grasp onto the black goop making up the Envy demon. The pain was too much.

Okay. She stared at the claw angling for her head and tried her best to actually think. Be like Evan, think through a problem quickly, and solve that with single-minded determination. Then go home and rail Dallinya until she could hardly walk the next day.

Except the pain was preventing her from thinking. Which was silly, because Evan did this all the time. He’d ended up bloodied and beaten by the Emperor, and by that one Gold tier, and that fucker Vintra had impaled him.

Just like this.

Shennalil grimaced and put on her best Evan Stare. She locked eyes with the driver and snarled at the abomination.

This was going to get pretty damn ugly in an awful hurry.

Because she had no choice. She forced her body upwards, with the huge spider leg burrowed through her body. She grabbed onto it and used it as leverage, going hand over hand. The pain was indescribable and she had never wished to love Dallinya more than in this moment when Survivor’s Mark would’ve kept at least some of the pain out.

The second spider leg was closing, and she contorted herself to miss it by a hair’s breadth, and finally reached out to get a hand on the demonic monstrosity.

Mender flared to life, and quickly ate away at the Envy demon, turning its oily blackness into pure glowing white with holy power. The white parts dissolved away into glowing powder, like freshly falling snow in the morning time.

She got some serious Tough experience for this, that was for damn sure.

A second casting of Mender activated to heal her, except that wouldn’t work until she was un-impaled.

“Ugh!” The pain was blotting out almost all thought. She needed… she needed to think. “Come on,” she admonished herself. “Evan could do this. You can do this.”

Evan made everything look effortless.

What would Evan do? He would teleport, which she couldn’t do. She had the ability to cast magic, and with Steel-Willed she was ideally positioned to take on this fear demon, if only she could get to the fucking thing. Purity would allow her to glow like a beacon, and should allow her to heal up the mammoth demon to death, but it wouldn’t release her from this awful, agonizing, sticky prison.

For that, she needed the concentration to cast Drifter.

For some reason, far back in time, she’d gotten a Phase Shift power from Evan. They hadn’t known it at the time, since he got Phase Shift much later, but her Drifter power allowed her to shift partially out of this reality’s alignment, becoming mist-like. She’d always been able to see earth when she shifted partially between worlds, but she hadn’t really understood it at the time.

Except she could barely activate Mender to keep herself from dying, when she was in pain like this.

“Okay,” she said, and took a deep breath. The breath itself sent a massive shockwave of pain rippling through her, and she cried out from the pain.

Evan could do this. She had to just… just do the magic.

For Shennalil, magic had always been instinctual. She knew how much mana she had inside her because it was just something she knew. When she healed people by flipping whatever natural switch that needed to be flipped, her mana reserves dropped, and then she slowly filled up again.

Now that she had access to Evan’s UI ability from the Cohort function, she had a chance to see her mana count for the first time ever. The blue liquid in the glass jar on the lower periphery of her vision was over half gone, trickling quickly down from the aura coming off the gigantic fear demon. She didn’t have my mana reserves, and was keenly aware the clock was ticking.

The other switch she flipped was the one to activate Drifter. The veil thinned, and the pain in her shoulder stopped being an awful, swollen pressure. The sticky threads were no longer an issue. She simply couldn’t feel them.

A half-phased Shennalil dropped through the web of a dying demon and turned to face Pavoriel. She, a four foot fae girl, was going up against something literally ten times her size.

How in the hell was she supposed to kill something that fundamentally massive? It defied reality. She’d never be able to tell the girls how big this rotten cunt was, not really. They’d have to see its gigantic ass for themselves.

She giggled nervously. The fear wasn’t from the demon, it was purely internal. If she couldn’t do this, she’d die. She’d also let me and the girls down. People in the city would die.

The huge head turned to face her, far faster than it should’ve considering she was operating at a thousand percent speed up.

“What the leaky fuck?” she spat.

“Evannnn,” it spoke. “Bring himmmm. Your capture willlllll bring himmmmm.”

“Cunt buckets!” she cried, and dodged a huge arm trying to swat her like a mosquito. “How are you moving so fucking fast?”

The answer was Sloth. It meant a failure to supplicate to God fast enough. It was the ultimate fear of being too late. It wasn’t necessarily just being slow; the busiest people were sometimes the slowest to believe. Sloth was busy… doing everything except what was truly needed to save one’s soul.

She dodged and wove around its gigantic hands, then yelped and zipped away from two more hands that suddenly poked out of its midsection. When two more arms appeared, she looped around and up toward its head, only to be swatted aside by two smaller arms popping out of its shoulder.

She tumbled out of the air, crashed into a wall, and finally caught herself before getting killed impacting the gods damned floor.

Shennalil had had enough of this. She couldn’t just phase through him with her Drifter ability, because it took a shit ton of mana, but… wait, yes she could.

With Purity, she refilled her entire mana reserves all at once. The feeling was warm, inviting, and brimming with love. Caderyn had always been kind to her, even when she was busy feeling sorry for herself upon entering into Evan’s service. And after sliding down into delightful sexual depravity, engaging in sex with more than just Evan, but also a dozen other women… sometimes all at once.

The goddess loved her, and she loved the goddess right back. With her mana full, she dove aside from the foot coming to smash down on her, and zapped Pavoriel with Purity’s Gold tier healing ability.

The text read: Five times per day you may cleanse a target of all impurities, including negative thoughts, by touching them. This cleanses all conditions, restores stamina, restores extremely high mana, and heals up to 100 injuries with holy energy. After being cleansed, an enemy will suffer from confusion.

Shennalil wasn’t Gold herself, but something about being so invested in Evan did it for her. She was able to use Gold in Purity, Drifter, and Steel-Willed just because of the link they shared.

A blast of silvery light exploded out of the demon’s ankle, and it roared in pain, but one look at the health bar over its head told her it had a lot more than a hundred injuries.

The ankle disappeared, and the foot came crashing down at her a second later, at blinding speed. A single brush up against that foot sent her spinning away and crashing into one of the unmoving, incredibly slow demons down here. The next stomp crushed the demon entirely and barely missed Shennalil, who flitted away.

More arms shot out of its leg and tried to grab her, but she twisted and sped up, landing on its hip and blasting it for another hundred holy injuries. Its hip had been cleansed of all negative thoughts.

Shennalil giggled at the idea that it wouldn’t have anymore dirty thoughts in its loins. Then she sprang off its gigantic butt cheek and fluttered away before two more arms shot out and grabbed her.

She really should, though, just let it grab her. Then she could pump it full of healing energy and holy it to death. Unless it had some kind of unholy grasp ability to shut off her own powers.

No chancing it. She landed on one of the extra arms and pressed Silver Mender into the thing, listened to the sweet, sweet ear-splitting shriek it emitted, and dove away again. Five, ten, and fifteen arms flailed at her while the thing cursed and screamed at her, and after so many dodges and near misses, one finally connected. This one really rang her bell, but she had just enough time to cast Mender on herself that the impact with the wall didn’t kill her.

One of the smartest things she’d done whenever she was part of Evan’s Cohort was to look at her stats and make strides toward getting more and more stars her dump stats. She didn’t really understand this term, but Evan referred to a dump like a shit, so if it meant shit stats, it made perfect sense. She had a vague idea this wasn’t exactly right, but had never pursued the topic. Instead she’d relentlessly trained up until even her Sly was Silver.

She probably wouldn’t have, honestly. After getting Dallinya’s Survivor’s Mark, she could have taken on basically any district Master, even those with over ten marks of power, and not broken a sweat. But by then she wasn’t going up against Bronze tier district Masters, they were fighting gigantic oozes, mana-sucking vampire things, and finally a gigantic tree. So she trained, and trained.

She could see the effect it had on Evan, all this near-death experience punching above his weight class. After basically every battle he got new stars or new powers, while none of the district Masters could match that. Not a single one of them boasted of going through a dungeon alone. And sure, neither had Evan, he had his ladies, but he never stopped progressing. So neither had she. She trained and trained, under Hellera for weapons, under Velleth for spy skills, under Quavallie for magic.

And finally hit Silver tier, some time after the Emperor started making life super complicated. At that point her injury count had skyrocketed, more than doubling. At this point, though she didn’t know it, she would’ve been a good match for a lot of Gleaming Silvers the Empire over.

So, though she felt something crack when she hit the wall, she already had enough healing energy inside her to keep her from spiraling to the ground and dying. She did slow her descent, groaning in pain the whole time, but her bones were knitting themselves back together.

She’d done a real number on Pavoriel, who retracted all those arms back into its enormous, oily, black body, crashing against this wall and that. This gave her the kick in the ass she needed to get her wings buzzing, fly up, and clap the demon once more. Even when it blasted out with some last ditch aura burst, she just took the damage, shrugged off the mental damage with Steel-Willed Mark, and watched in satisfaction as a bunch of the damage reflected back on her attacker.

One more hit from Purity and at the base of its head finally did it. She watched the white lines reach out across its neck and head like spiderwebs, but glowing from within, and finally the white lines from below reached up and connected with the ones from above.

Pavoriel exploded. It was a good thing, too, because her time was up. Her mana had reached near to its limit, and Temporomancer wore off.

She hovered there, staring.


46- Pay Her Well

My job was to reposition the Gold tiers to where they were needed, oversee the battle, and hit any spots that desperately needed hitting. Pavoriel’s soldiers dead meant that those without fear resistance powers could contribute to the battle instead of cowering in a fear resistance bubble, so we hit them first. A lot of the Golds just wanted to mow their way through demonic soldiers, but a few had quick flight capability and were tasked with keeping the skies clear.

We divided the Golds into two main teams, each at a flank, where they needed to push the horde back and keep them from overwhelming either the east or west gates, or piling up to get over the fifty foot walls. Some of the Silvers were with them, while many of the Silvers sat on the walls and sniped demons with ranged spells. With every demon here already at Silver, the Silvers would be torn apart in minutes going toe to toe. One of the Golds had tried to simply wade into the horde and had been fished out, near dead, five minutes later. Sure he’d killed nearly thirty all by himself, but he’d run out of mana and health. No, we would pull a fighting retreat if necessary, with surges of aggression here and there from Forge or the fliers, or me.

In the meantime, the defense grid would lay down fire over the whole of the front line of demons, up to a distance of almost three hundred feet outside the city walls. They’d been going now for two solid hours without showing any signs of stopping. It was impressive to fly out in front of them, and have the nodes stop firing, or float away from me and reposition themselves so they could continue firing at the enemy. As soon as the enemy got close, they slowed, they stopped vomiting lava everywhere, they stopped exploding or vomiting up tiny versions of themselves, which was a disgusting trick the Gluttony soldiers had.

The problem was the army seemed absolutely limitless. 

I took down the soldiers of Pavoriel in the meantime, bleeding out mana and wishing we hadn’t lost Zati to that stupid Furiel fucker. Not only did she have spell power that could work for intel purposes and offensive purposes, but she also granted me Archivist’s Mark, which sped on mana recovery. It was a staple I’d come to rely on, and surviving without it took a lot of getting used to.

My only saving grace was the Gold tier ability out of the new Guardian’s Mark from Dallinya. Tripled resistances, mana pool, stamina pool, injury pool, all of these were amazing and would last until the next day.

I could probably push to five solid minutes of combat ordinarily, without Guardian’s Mark, draining out my mana near to empty in only a few minutes of continuous fighting. Avya was adamant that I keep a timer and not go over fifteen minutes. After a good fifteen minutes of heavy fighting, I was under strict instructions to retreat back to the cover of the defense grid and spend a good thirty minutes recovering mana.

And ‘recovering mana’ meant a quick and dirty visit with Nakla.

It felt weird to retreat from battle to a small barracks room beside the north gate and see the little goblin leering at me. Chin in her hands, on her stomach on a soldier’s bed, feet lazily kicking, totally buck naked.

All around her on all the other barracks room beds, a variety of young women were engaged in lewd sex with a variety of Masters, both Silver and Gold. They came in all shapes, sizes and colors. Moans were raised in a chorus, and Nakla appeared just delighted with it all.

“Who are all these women?” I asked quietly.

“Most of these sluts are Favored Consorts,” she said happily. “Others volunteered their services when they heard what was going on.”

I stared at her, then glared at her.

“You mean when they get too close to your aura.”

Nakla got up onto her knees on the bed. She nodded confirmation to what I’d said without a single hint of remorse or guilt. She then ran her tongue down between her breasts and licked the bottom of each, making them bounce. I couldn’t help but feel aroused at the idea of the women being drawn in like moths to flame, but I also didn’t want these people given more marks of power than they deserved. And I didn’t want more helpless womenfolk who hated life.

“Let Nakla take your mind off the fighting,” she told me, and grabbed hold of my pants and ripped them down.

Already my mind was off the fighting and on the plight of the other women in this room. I could barely keep my eyes from drifting over to Forge, who loomed a big orc woman on her knees, pounding away.

The other Masters in the room included a flame-skinned fae tangling with a female fae with skin nearly the same color as Velleth’s, an orc with purple skin and scales, a silver-scaled dragonite I recognized as Surrek New Blood, and the elemental Gold tier, whose elemental bits traveled around his body like the water cycle.

The red and orange and white fae had his partner pinned to the ceiling, in much the same position as Forge, but had a hand on either of her wings. The blue fae’s eyes were rolled back in her skull and her mouth hung slack, with saliva cascading down her face and dripping on the floor, along with other bodily fluids.

I couldn’t bring my eyes down to Nakla, who suddenly sped up my mana regeneration, health regeneration, and cooldowns. And even though she did this by snaking her tongue around my cock, twice, before pulling me in with tongue alone, I was fascinated watching the elemental fill an elf girl full of turgid water cock over and over. Nakla swallowed the whole thing in her little mouth, while I listened to the litany of women moaning and the throes of orgasm.

Which is sort of how I couldn’t stop myself from grabbing Nakla by the back of her head and ramming my cock all the way down her throat, and into her stomach. Tears welled at the corners of her eyes, and yet I couldn’t stop myself. With the aura on, I knew pain was lessened by quite a lot, and that her elasticity was improved.

I also noted that my mana regeneration rate had been boosted from slight to significant, and that my cooldown for Temporomancer had gone from five and a half hours down to five already.

One of the women getting railed by a dwarf master lay on her back, moaning loudly, ankles locked around the brown-skinned dwarf’s back, head hanging off the edge of the bed. Her eyes fluttered open and settled on mine, which was another oddity.

For as long as I had been in sex world, I hadn’t watched other males fuck their consorts. Not even Paul and Michael, or especially not them, because we were all from earth. The closest I’d come to that was being in the same room while another district Master got fucked to death by succubus spirits, but I definitely hadn’t been paying attention at the time. Instead I’d focused purely on the feel of the demonic soul-draining pussy I was embedded in, and how good it felt to fuck my life away one thrust at a time.

Now I stared into a pair of yellow green eyes hooded with lust, and watched her bite her lip in arousal, watching me throat fuck a horny little orange-skinned goblin. The woman’s startling eyes jerked each time the dwarf thrust forward, fucking her hard, and her mouth hung slack, like she was inviting me to spit roast her. The woman, a felinian with markings like one of those gray and black house cats, brought both hands up and sucked two of her fingers into her mouth.

“Fuuuuck,” I groaned, and removed my cock.

One of those weird things I’d always fantasized about was being a part of a double penetration situation. One of those weird things I’d never considered was being balls to balls with another man. Yet, I had the ability to just manifest a second cock any time I liked. It was one of those strange abilities I hadn’t considered, was apparently part of my inherent ability labeled male. Even at Silver I’d been able to do it.

“Give me that cock, Drifter,” Nakla said, and got up on her hands and knees in the bed, facing the felinian girl. “Use your whore and get your mana back.”

“Whores get paid,” I told her, and slapped her ass. She yelped, but grinned and licked all the way back behind her own ear with that nasty tongue of hers.

This time when I focused down, the second cock manifested like a mushroom growing in ultra fast motion, springing out from below the first.

“You pay me in dick.” Gods, she had such a filthy mouth. “Now, fuck your whore hard, and pay her well.”

The felinian’s foggy gaze grew confused watching it happen in real time, and her eyes widened. Moments later, she watched as I lined up the first cock, then the second, and slowly pushed in.

Nakla wasn’t having that. She shoved her ass, wiggling it back and forth before jerking forward and then back again, using me to get herself off.  She also fell down onto her face from trying to prop herself up on a single hand, and get herself off by rubbing her clit.

“Fuck Nakla,” she panted, over and over. “Fuck this whore’s ass!”

So I obliged her. Me, a six foot two inch human, by now a slab of muscle some hundred and ninety pounds. Her, a four foot goblin who couldn’t weigh seventy pounds in a sopping wet sweater. Once again, Nakla looked like I was going to permanently damage her, with her body bulging out to either side as I shoved in and rearranged all her guts. 

Except, she was moaning loud enough that everyone in the room got quiet to watch us. Nakla was up on her toes, frigging herself furiously, while I felt her incredible tightness surround me at every stroke. Her ass was, if possible, even tighter than the pussy I was presently stretching obscenely.

“Fuck Nakla’s ass. Fuck her slutty pussy,” she commanded, and started cumming. “Cumming! Ugh, yes. Ohhhh fuck yes. Fuck Nakla hard, Drifter. Don’t stop.”

I had to grab on to her waist with two hands, and I could just about encircle her whole body in order to get the leverage I needed. The result was Nakla being picked up bodily and used as an actual sex toy. In response, both of her hands flew down to her clit and worked on it furiously. Most of the girls would’ve lost their ability to speak by now, but Nakla was still spitting out the odd ‘fuck your whore’ and ‘use Nakla!’

Eventually I crawled up onto the bed and pressed her down into it, fucking with long punishing strokes, and finally that did it. The sex-crazed little goblin could only grunt now.

Her orgasms came harder and faster. She spasmed and jerked around me, and her ass contracted hard enough to put me over the edge.

I came inside through both of my cocks, teeth clenched and pressing her down into the mattress.

“Take it,” I grunted.

She had no choice. Both her arms were trapped against her stomach, and both her legs flopped about ineffectually. I poured what felt like a never-ending amount of seed into her, loudly groaning with each shot.

Everyone else had their attention firmly fixed on the two of us, though the show seemed to be over. Several of the Masters detached from their women and made to leave, to rejoin the fight outside. Only the dwarf and Forge the centaur felinian remained.

“That was something,” Quavallie said, when I finally pulled free of the spent goblin.  “Is she dead?”

“I wouldn’t dream of killing such a masterpiece,” I said. Although I normally felt tired after sex, now I practically hummed with energy. My mana was already full, and the cooldown for Temporomancer had fallen from five and a half hours down to twenty-five minutes. Meaning that for a twenty minute sex session, I’d reclaimed four hours of cooldown. All my other powers were ready to go.

Nakla groaned as proof of life, and lifted a shaky hand to make a thumbs up with one goblin claw.

I gave Quavallie a grin. “See? She’s great.”

“I think your seed is going to be leaking out of her mouth,” Quavallie remarked, smirking. “How fast does your mana return?”

I grinned at her. “Faster the more sex there is.”

“And… she can do more?” Quavallie asked skeptically.

“I don’t… think…”

“She can,” the weak reply came back from the bed, muffled because she was still face down and ass up.

“Apparently she can,” I said, laughing. “I’m going to go out there and kill a bunch of assholes now.”
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Twenty minutes might seem like a decent amount of time to have sex, but by this point in my sexual career it was not. By that time, I was prepared to have sex for hours, and I could literally fuck all night. But Nakla’s sex aura, the two bone situation, and the weirdness of putting on my first sex show for an audience of males, had all been the novelty I needed to make this a shot session.

It might also not seem like a massive amount of time to battle against evil hordes of demonkind, but a lot can happen in twenty minutes.

This is what happened.

While I was getting my dick wet, the ladies were busy defending the city. They’d already been through a rotation with Nakla, so I shouldn’t be too hard on myself.

Avya’s job was much the same as mine: to blast any of the Pavoriel’s soldiers, and if that wasn’t any option, to keep the others safe.

Dallinya had the power to erect barrier walls with Guardian, and saved this mostly for flying targets trying to dive bomb them. It was, however, especially useful for exploding damage. The Normal tier ability created that bubble shield around her, and the added bonus of absorbing mana from hits taken meant she could stay in the fight much longer than the others, manifesting the bubble over and over again, or manifesting a Bronze wall that would explode and send attackers flying back each so she could keep some distance. She was skilled with thrown javelins, and had a near limitless supply of lightly enchanted ones straight out of Ferrok’s districts. A lot of demons ended up pincushions, taking javelins in the throats and heads from a good long distance.

Avya, in the meantime, had the double edged sword of possessing all my powers. On the surface, this seemed great, but if she hadn’t trained with them and figured out ways to chain them together, it would be a massive waste of resources. It was also easy with my abilities to blow through a ridiculous amount of mana in a very short time.

The first order of business was to lay out large objects with Phase Shift and have the demons take plenty of dimensional damage from them. It turned out the largest nets we could influence were about fifty feet in diameter. Avya snapped these into being while running on air and dragged the bottom down onto the ground before freezing them in place with Phase Shift. After a good eight of these, she had to head back to the door, take a breather, and begin fighting with the rest of her arsenal in my powers.

Avya made use of everything, beginning with her best friend’s ability to manifest a strong Silver tier creature to fight. She’d gone with the rockplate vedris at first, who I’d named Jim. Avya’s name for hers was Farrah, a name I approved of. Hers was also more magenta than my blue one with black spots. Farrah shot out exploding rocky stegosaurus plates from its back and had powerful jaws, but the beast didn’t last long. No, after this she used the wyvern form, which she dubbed Jake. Like Dallinya’s Bronze Guardian walls, the beast hunted down the flying creatures with Envy demons stuck on them.

The other thing she did, my first choice as well, was boost herself with the Gold Guardian’s Mark. This tripled resistances, mana, health, and stamina until the next sunrise, and that meant we could stay in the fight a lot longer.

In the meantime, she used every Passive ability and Stamina ability, including Erratesh’s Mark for boosting her stats. If it didn’t take mana, she wanted to use it. In addition, she had an arsenal of earth weapons. We’d gotten both recurve and compound bows, which she loved. She adored these both because she was near Gold in her Fierce Attribute. Erratesh’s Mark pushed her over the line on that, and she could fire a bow far larger than she should’ve otherwise been able.

She also had a bevy of handguns, shotguns, and rifles from sport shops all over the southern Michigan peninsula. While those were good, the shotguns were really the most effective as they had a knockback ability. She used rifles to hit flying targets who had just broken through Dallinya’s walls, and when that was necessary, used Huntress’s Mark from Tannae.

Huntress’s Mark

*Special Ability*

*Bronze tier, no stars*

Normal: Activate to significantly increase the speed of ranged weapons when fired. This increases accuracy and damage moderately.

Costs minimal Stamina to activate. Cooldown: None.

Bronze: Activate to significantly increase your senses for one minute. You may not be surprised while this ability is active. Also grants bonuses to accuracy, reaction time, and poison detection via smell or taste.

Costs moderate Stamina to activate. Cooldown: 10 minutes

Your Master Evan Westfield of Earth gained this ability after joining with Tannae of Armstrong. This ability’s tier is tied to Evan Westfield of Earth’s Relationship with Tannae of Armstrong.

This one also took Stamina only, and since her pool was triple its normal size, she went through enchanted arrows and then buckshot when they needed to pull back into the defense grid’s protective circle.

The arrows were enchanted by young people out of Mage District, who’d received training in one or two enchantments after it was determined. Just like the javelins, they’d had an apprentice boost them with a bleeding enchantment, and later boost them with an armor piercing enchantment. Since demons technically didn’t bleed, it was time to switch. Armor piercing did the trick, and Huntress’s Mark made them fly faster and do more damage.

The pile of demon bodies was growing into a wall in some places, and Avya exploited this to great effect by grabbing some of the bodies with her Dalewind ability, specifically the telekinesis power, to fling more bodies onto the rampart of corpses.

But in the end, it was just too much. Defense grid or no, sniping the flying target or no, Gold tiers or no, the demons came on endlessly. The defenders fell back, and a few were snatched up in lightning fast raids. The defense grid became overwhelmed and unable to target individual demons with multiple attacks. Instead they alternated attacks between the closest demon. While at first the defense grid could suppress the powers of all the demons in range and eliminate them, soon enough the suppression broke down and then the lava began to spurt.


47- Hellera and Velleth

Nallene was the first to fall. It took some time, and I was in the midst of blasting groups of demons off the ground when I got the notification, and Dervish’s Mark vanished. The tiefling had bonus speed from Dervish, which turned her into a whirlwind of blinding speed, for everyone who didn’t have Temporomancer. It also required her to get to the killing, like a boss.

She started with arrows from the top of the wall, but these were activating the power, only to have it fade before she could make another kill and boost her speed and damage even further. Worse, the power worked better with her two weapon style, only in melee, and this wasn’t doing it. She was no better than a guard at that point, so she grabbed up a pair of short swords and went to fight beside Avya.

Although she was told numerous times to get back up to the top of the wall, Nallene refused, and instead went to small pockets of demons who broke through the defense grid’s perimeter.

Early on this wasn’t a problem; the defense grid levied the debuffs, suppressed their abilities, lowered resistances, and wounded a lot of the demons coming in. Nallene was there with her enchanted swords to finish the job, dance away from a weak attack, and land another kill.

To her credit, this worked for some time. Nearly two hours of fighting went by with her taking short breaks, before rushing back out to the battle.

“How many are you up to?” she’d ask Tannae on each break. The two had grown close because they were relative newcomers to Evan’s Cohort.

“Fourteen,” Tannae said, and accepted another cup of watered down wine.

“Twenty-six,” Nallene said, grinning, and they toasted one another.

“I wish I had your speed power,” the felinian admitted. “I’d have double.”

The next break put their totals at twenty-three and thirty-five.

“You’re just lucky I got the one who was behind you,” Tannae told her, on the last break. “Watch your back, okay?”

Nallene flashed her a grin and whirled her two blades around in a complicated and sinuous dance. One of them twirled and spun behind her back.

“Like this?”

Tannae smiled in return. This was the story she told me when we were on the brink.

By that time, though, the enemy numbers had pushed to either side and begun to tax the defense grid’s suppressive capabilities. They were faster, stronger, and more resilient simply because the defense grid was built to handle every enemy at once. Each node was supposed to slow and weaken hundreds of enemies… meaning it could handle perhaps thirty thousand, or sixty thousand. And now it simply couldn’t work as well against something like eighty thousand.

As two hours became three, they started vomiting up lava at her, and the others, and she danced aside, managing to dodge and cut the fury soldier down. The dance took her right into the path of an enormous maw, or rather the grabbing tentacle that snaked around her ankle and dragged her in. She disappeared into the mouth of a Gluttony demon, and I got my notification. She had taken down well over fifty demons single-handedly, and at Bronze tier no less.

Quavallie did not have the luxury of Avya’s enhanced mana pool or mana regeneration from having Wicked Mark on at all times, though she stayed within it. Since she wasn’t actively servicing anyone with her tongue or hair tentacles that improved regeneration rate wasn’t anywhere near what it had been for Archivist’s Mark. She also no longer had Survivor’s Mark, Trickster’s Mark, or Red Dragon’s Mark, another one that gave her double mana for nothing.

We’d been losing the whole time, ever since we’d watched that recording left by the Emperor. I hadn’t realized it, but that’s exactly what had been happening.

Quavallie, therefore, wasn’t lasting long with the mana available. She could only consume so many mana potions before poisoning herself, so every few minutes she was forced to retreat back into the reserves. There she had to rest, recuperate, and regenerate that mana.

Still, she and the other cephellians had gone and dug straight down just shy of the north gate, meaning a twenty foot wide pool of water now sat off to one side, blocking off one of the staircases that meandered back and forth up the fifty foot walls. With that water, she had no trouble creating massive ice shields, hurling gigantic water balls, and creating towering waves to sweep enemies back and slow their advance.

At the walls, the cephellians were all channeling water from that new pool, like they had done against the lava man. Every few minutes, a battering ram made up thousands of gallons of water swept down out of the sky and punched directly into the demonic horde, smothering some of them and snuffing them out. The second time they did this, it was like a massive baseball bat, slamming back into some forty of the monsters at once and halting their advance completely.

Quavallie worked best from atop the north gate, some sixty-five feet above the ground, directing huge water bombs to blast into enemies and supporting those who were near to having the demons overrun her. Like the others, this seemed like a fun game at first, when a rank of enemies a hundred wide smashed into the defense grid and died by the droves. Now the whole horizon was black and scorched, but also bubbling with demonic life. Those still alive climbed relentlessly over their dead brethren. The front rank wasn’t a hundred wide any longer, and not even a thousand wide. It stretched farther than she could see.

There was no fighting this.

It was like fighting the tide. Every time you built a bulwark of stone against it, a fresh wave came and slapped against it, pulling the grains of sand from the bottom. It wasn’t going to be quick, until it was. The base of their defenses were going to erode slowly, slowly, slowly, and then suddenly it would fall. Quavallie knew this.

She knew it even as she licked my seed off of and out of Nakla, gaining a tremendous boost in mana regeneration the dirtier she got. Whatever was in my cum now had a serious effect on her and the girls. Her certainty of defeat disappeared after a few seconds, and left her feeling ready to take on the whole fucking army single-handedly. 

They had felled thousands upon thousands of the rotten fuckers. At least twenty thousand. So what if the majority of the work was still to be done? They’d already done this much, and they could do the rest.

Thankfully this would subside by the time she actually got back up onto the wall walk and faced down the huge mass.

For now, Quavallie lapped up the confidence right along with the mana. Meanwhile Nakla grabbed onto two of her hair tentacles, pulled her in tight against her contrasting orange skin, and cursed at just how fucking good this felt.

And then there was Velleth.

By losing out on all her marks of power, Velleth was left with Trickster, her illusion ability, and Drifter. She’d lost Mender’s Mark, Red Dragon’s Mark, Survivor’s Mark, and Aquamancer’s Mark.

This naturally put her at a disadvantage, but I’d countered this by giving her a pair of highly enchanted blades. I’d picked these up in Armstrong on a visit, and handed them to her specifically for this fight. If she was going to fight, she needed to use everything in her quite limited arsenal.

The first power she’d ever received was Drifter.

Drifter’s Mark

*Special Ability, Magical*

*Silver, ten stars*

Normal: Space means less than one might expect. You may activate to open a small portal, up to thirty feet away, for up to ten seconds. The portal may be up to there feet in diameter, and objects caught between these take extremely high dimensional damage.

Costs moderate mana. Cooldown: 3 seconds.

Bronze: The source of mana comes from the space between worlds. Activate to access that power, and channel high mana into a target up to 50 feet away, or use the mana yourself. Mana channeled must be used immediately or you suffer high dimensional damage. Targets charged with mana suffer from a random condition, and are more likely to suffer dimensional damage.

Costs moderate mana. Cooldown: 10 minutes.

Silver: Impermanence and flux are now the Drifter’s life. For high mana, you may teleport yourself or another by touch from your present location up to a hundred feet in any direction.

Costs high mana. Cooldown: 10 seconds.

In addition, your Normal tier ability has its range extended to one hundred feet.

In addition, your Bronze tier ability now channels extremely high mana.

You gained this ability after joining with Evan Westfield of Earth. This ability’s rank is tied to your Relationship with Evan Westfield of Earth.

The ability to create small portals and dart attacks through was the first thing she’d gotten after sharing essence with me, and for a long time she’d used that. In the last few months she’d been practicing, and could now snap open a portal, allow an attack to come halfway through, and snap the portal closed. This sudden and overwhelming dimensional damage often killed the target. She’d quickly learned to knife an enemy in the face, wait for them to counterattack, and kill them once they were halfway through.

It was a remarkably effective tactic that left her surrounded by the corpses of a number of demons, along with the mouthy tentacle tongue things of the Gluttony demons. Every once in a while she’d charge up a demon with magic, and use one of her enchanted knives.

The first one inflicted the target with a corrosive acid, and could handle killing a demon with a single hit, if you were willing to wait long enough. The second dealt more damage to a target based on how much mana they currently had. With her ability to throw a huge amount of mana into somebody, she could first blow them up like balloons, then stick them with the dagger and they’d pop.

Velleth had used her illusion powers sparingly, though every so often she’d supercharge an illusion with mana using Drifter and imbue it with tactile substance. The high tier illusions could actually damage an enemy, but only once. Better, they could take damage equal to her stars in Tough, which usually was one strong hit, or two glancing blows. Mostly, those illusions allowed her to dance back among a crowd of herself and disappear, while the copies darted in for a bit of real damage, or guarded her retreat.

She hadn’t participated in the one upsmanship Tannae and Nallene had going on, instead simply listening with a slight smile. She had topped fifty a while ago, reaching through portals to erode this or that demon, or filling them with mana and exploding them in a shower of molten gore. She’d pull her hand through a portal and watch as a flying demon burst and fell out of the air, or a strong ground soldier. The Gluttony demons were a menace, along with the ones embedded with mana crystals that exploded.

Those ones, she found, exploded a lot. They were rigged to explode anyway, so when she injected mana into them and poked them with dagger number two, they could often take out a bunch of their compatriots when they went up. Even at a hundred feet away though (and some were closer) she felt the shockwaves of mana rippling through her. It wasn’t a pleasant experience, and more than once she’d had to seek out the healers from Caderyn’s temple, who were burning through a lot of the goddess’s favor, and constantly.

And then she spotted Hellera.
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In the weeks since Hellera had been taken from us, the Envy soldier demon infesting her had fully integrated, leaving her with black strips of demon stuff running down the backs of her arms and legs, with tendrils and what looked like fingers wrapping around the front. Another band stretched up the length of her spine and wrapped around the face, a bit like tiger stripes. She was fully winged now, with huge red dragon wings showing black veins. She had once upon a time fought with a spear, and then later a sword, and now held large sword of dark metal, gleaming with the day’s fading light.

Only her eyes seemed more or less unchanged: they’d been red before, and now glowed from within.

Hellera’s hello had been a huge, sweeping overhead strike, which a frozen Velleth took full in the face. The power of the blow shattered the illusion and sent it swirling away into streamers of smoky mana. 

“H-Hellera?” A dozen copies of Velleth asked, not quite at the same time.

It was her. Velleth knew it as I did, when she reappeared on the mini-map.

Hellera’s answer to this question was a bestial roar, followed by sweeping the sword out in a broad arc and destroying yet another illusion.

“I-it’s me, Velleth,” the illusions said. “I’m your friend.”

Hellera bellowed fire into the sky, beat her wings, and rose up off the ground after several powerful flaps.

All around her, Velleth’s allies were picking up the slack, and keeping the hordes of hell from falling on the blue elf, who had lost all ability to act or fight. Avya asked back for several more Gleaming SIlvers to join the fray, while she set another two Phase Shifted objects in place near Velleth’s position, to kill off anything coming her way.

“Velleth!” she shouted. “We need you!”

“Come down!” Velleth called. “We can talk.”

Hellera’s eyes flashed, and she sped downwards in a flashing move, driving her sword straight through another illusions. Illusions which, by the way, Velleth hadn’t replenished. The kill being fake seemed to enrage Hellera. She spun, ignoring Velleth’s protests and pleas to snap out of this, talk to her, and proceeded to kill off three more of the illusions. She then swept fire in a broad arc and seemed only further enraged when all six of them leapt back nursing burns on their bodies.

“Hellera, I know you’re still my friend,” they all said.

With lightning speed, Hellera attacked and Velleth finally moved to defend herself. She seemed to be coming out of her confused and shocked state, and able to defend herself.

Still, Hellera outmatched her with weight, speed, and reach. She knocked the elf back, clattering an enchanted dagger aside and cutting off this Velleth’s arm. It vanished into mana smoke.

It didn’t seem to matter how many times, or how exactly Velleth said ‘Hellera, it’s me.’ The next Velleth blocked successfully twice before taking a full helping of dragon breath in the face and vanishing into mana. The one immediately after that got shoulder checked to the ground, had Hellera stomp on the inside of one knee, and then had her crossed daggers driven back into her chest, where Hellera’s blade shoved aside her meager defense and raked a long gash down her whole torso. That one gasped in agony and puffed into mana smoke as well.

By now the remaining four blue elves were crying, watching as her friend killed her over and over again.

“Don’t do this,” she whispered.

Another copy of Velleth succumbed to the dragonite’s blade without a glance of recognition, until the next one ducked the broad swing and used a portal to jab the demon at Hellera’s spine.

“I don’t…” Velleth said when she withdrew her hand.

A horrific shudder passed over the inky black demon, which caused Hellera to scream and writhe.

“Where’s Shennalil?” Avya was demanding. Shennalil was, at this very moment, dealing with her own much smaller invasion of demons, mostly by using Mender’s Mark to erode their bodies with holy energy.

When Hellera came at her again, her shoulder snapped back and she spun from the force of the shot. Velleth cried out, watching her friend fall before turning back to Avya.

My Favored Consort was in the midst of bathing a whole host of demons in healing light using Mender’s Mark. Velleth turned farther, and noted Tannae at the wall with a gun shouldered.

Next thing Velleth knew, she was on the ground with her face in the muck. Hellera had tackled her from behind. A huge scaled hand twined into her hair and clenched it. She was fighting for her life, but an involuntary thrill of pleasure went through her regardless. She was supposed to be helpless, under Evan or Sillandria. She was nothing, a poor excuse for an elf, and not even a spy of any great accomplishments. The cold mud, suffocating and vile, wasn’t how she was supposed to be punished, but she accepted them anyway. She was supposed to die the day she confessed her betrayal to me, and every day afterwards had been a both a gift and a curse.

All the curses were over now. She was prepared to meet the final punishment. She was finally going to get what she deserved: an ignominious death trying to breathe muck. At least it was at the hand of someone she loved and respected.

The ground beneath her disappeared, but by the time she’d opened her eyes, she’d already fallen face first in the grass.

She got up on her hands and knees and peered up at a large green sign board with huge white letters. She could read them now, thanks to Paul’s tutelage.

“Exit 69,” she breathed. “Mound and Big Beaver.”


48- Adrift

Ever since Hellera had nearly killed Velleth over that insidious Favored Consort Tavayanni, the former Governor’s little bitch, I’d kept a close eye on Velleth’s health. This led me to a series of settings in my UI governing alerts and reminders. So immediately following the situation with Velleth begging for death, I’d put together an alert to flash at me whenever she took injuries, along with the source of those injuries and her location.

In an interesting aside, she hadn’t registered mortal fear on taking injuries from Sillandria, and had never triggered that alert.

I teleported into the sky now with Drifter, sighted in the blazing crimson of her wings, and surged toward the source with another quick thousand foot teleport: Hellera, Corrupted. 

Getting there in time was my number one goal. I retained none of my momentum, so I finished off the last twenty feet on the air just feet above the ground, and slammed into Hellera with all my might.

She went tumbling off into the muddy ground, snapping one of her wings but using the momentum to spring into a superhero landing. In the churned mud like this, she still slid another handful of feet, while I put Mender’s Mark on Velleth and followed it up by sending her to earth. My mind immediately leapt to the first pervy thing I could think of, which was the intersection of Big Beaver and Mound Roads, out in whatever the fuck little town it was located in. Troy maybe. Bloomfield Hills?

“And as for you,” I told Hellera, pointing an accusing finger. “Slow it the fuck down, would you?”

She launched herself across the muddy field toward me, along with a dozen of her demonic besties. A water ball took one of them off his feet and caused another to crash into him, sending them both tumbling to the ground. One of them was a Greed demon, meaning it had several precious items stuck in its body, including a large mana crystal sticking out of one shoulder.

I had the defense grid target that one, and soon it exploded, sending the others barreling off into the morass that was this battlefield. As for Hellera, she also went flying, crashed on the same wing again, then sprang to her feet and shot a ball of fire directly at me. I pulled open a Drifter portal and swallowed it whole, sending it careening down into the horde from above. Unfortunately this was about as useless as Velleth trying to talk Hellera out of killing her in her current state. As useless as a rubber crutch, in other words. As useless as tits on a man. As useless as me overdoing this description.

I blocked her sword with my brutal axe and head butted her in the face. I would have sped myself up with Dervish’s Mark, but we’d lost Nallene just minutes ago. Anger and frustration and guilt wanted me to take it out on Hellera, which was of course ridiculous, but these things often don’t make sense. Some shred of sanity gave me another idea, so rather than tearing off her body parts, I pressed down on her chest and sent her to earth.

“I’ll be right back,” I called, then stepped through the veil between worlds to see whether this would work or not.
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I arrived in southern Michigan, just north of the Ohio and Indiana border. A little piece of rural beauty: tall grasses bent by a steady pounding rain, clouds so gray they seemed silver, and everything on the ground alive with color.

Adrift at Silver now had a mana drain attached to it, though it was proportional to the amount of damage the target had already taken. Above her head, Hellera’s health track was down almost all the way, though she had a third health track for being at Silver tier.

How she got Silver in Charming I’ll never understand, but that was the reality of the situation regardless.

I stalked over toward her, soaking my pants in the tall grass, and kicked the sword out of her hand, then slapped away her attempt to strike out at me.

“Listen to me closely,” I told her. “I’ve had a few thoughts about this, and I think I might be able to detach this fucking thing from you. So just—”

She breathed dragon fire directly into my face.

Well, I teleported away after the first few injuries and chopped her lightly across the back of the head, which thankfully didn’t kill her. She went down on her hands and knees, and when she rose to her feet it was clear I’d rung her bell. She could barely stand, and swayed on her feet when slowly turning toward me.

“You’re not making this easy,” I told her.

“You abandoned me,” she said, though her voice was thick and deep with the influence of the demon.

“I seem to recall someone telling me to let her go.”

“You. Abandoned. Me.”

The guilt she was trying to hit me with wouldn’t work. Couldn’t work. I had Gold tier Sly and Charming, and they saw right through this bullshit. I had Gold tier in Tough, and that saw me through the initial bout of guilt right through to the end. I didn’t need it. Although I was responsible for everyone under my command, I couldn’t possibly save anyone or keep all of them safe all the time. That simply wasn’t possible. No matter how good a driver you are, some other asshole can crash into you in a split second, and no amount of training can keep that from happening.

All my cocky self-confidence disappeared the moment the demon grabbed onto me. This thing was only a foot soldier, but it still felt like I was being jolted with pure jealousy. Steel-Willed tried to activate but warned me that I’d be dangerously low on mana if it did, and that wouldn’t do. I needed to get back to Ethetria in order to battle the rest of the damned demons. I wasn’t stranding myself on earth where all the women were only human, only came in a handful of colors, and only wanted to get down and dirty with me if I met a bunch of impossible standards, like a bank account with savings in it.

Sure I was jealous. I had a lot to be jealous about. I didn’t own a home, I’d had my girlfriend at the time cheat on me despite the fact that she had several orgasms every time I gave it to her, she also emptied out my bank account with her outstretched hands. People from my high school had money, and worked less than me. People were going on cruises and long ass vacations and parasailing around Greece and shit. People were going to car dealerships and they had choices to make, rather than just ‘what’s the cheapest thing you’ve got.’ People were in love and they had someone on their arm staring over at them while they walked, a goofy ass smile on their faces. People had families that accepted them for what they were.

All these thoughts were inside me, and had been for a long time. They flashed across my mind in an instant.

When I jerked my hand away Hellera was already raking a claw across my chest. No big deal, seven injuries there, bleeding resisted. Except the demonic symbiotic suit thing leapt across the divide and tried getting inside me.

Like ‘ha ha, I know you’ve spent months getting your business all up in these womenfolk countless times, so now it’s time to have someone put themselves inside you.’. I was not having it, and activated Mender’s Mark on myself. Not only did the wound heal up, but that holy energy got to work damaging Hellera’s parasite.

Which was how I ended up teleporting behind her, using Mender’s Mark again, and began ripping the stuff off her physically while it writhed and shuddered.

Velleth got unsteadily to her feet, realized what was happening, and gasped.

“Stop! You’ll kill her!” she cried, sprinting over towards us.

I ignored her. Apparently I was also ignoring the far off whup-whup-whup of helicopter rotors.

The demon wouldn’t die from a single damaging holy heal spell, that was for sure. It was digging into Hellera’s flesh and causing the dragonite to scream in agony.

Okay maybe I would kill her, but she’d die free.

Another shot of Mender’s Mark boosted Hellera’s health up, while simultaneously damaging her unholy passenger.

“Use your portal,” I grunted, and ripped a huge mass of wriggling black off Hellera. Another scream erupted, along with her coughing up a decent amount of blood. More healing magic.

Velleth stared at me in incomprehension for a moment before finally getting the idea. She pulled open a portal and shoved it down onto a muscular black demonic mass, then snapped the portal closed.

Another good hard jerk and blast of holy magic later, I saw a second health bar emerge from Hellera’s above her head, which suddenly tore free and hovered above the seething black mass.

And it was most of the way gone.

Tendrils and tentacles were being ripped out from where they’d buried themselves inside her, fused with her flesh, and only frequent applications of Shennalil’s holy healing magic were keeping her from dying multiple times over.

The thing suddenly sprang free and fell on Velleth, causing me to scream. It might’ve been weak, but it was more than enough to overwhelm her. It enveloped her whole chest and her hands. Overpowering her, it wrenched one of the daggers in towards her throat.

“Demonic piece of shit,” I spat. “Vel, I’m coming for you.“

“No!” she cried. “I need to go to Erratesh.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Hurry,” she said, and began to press the knife against her own neck. Blood rapidly welled.

Teleporting behind her, I did as she wished and used Adrift to push her into Erratesh. I wasn’t quick enough to understand what had happened exactly, but I was starting to get there. I placed her at the edge of the platform to Keshi West facing their metallic building block city, overlooking the great big lake of black nanotoxic death. She immediately pitched them off.

Hellera drew my attention because her health bar was rapidly decreasing, and even after using Mender’s Mark another time, it kept falling.

“Damnit,” I muttered. She’d been away from us and out of my cohort long enough that I couldn’t immediately peek at her game stats and see what condition she was suffering from. Mender’s Mark should’ve taken care of bleeding, but perhaps it wasn’t strong enough, or demonic bleeding was worse.

I shoved her back through to Ethetria with Adrift and pulled her into my arms. Limping and coughing up blood, she hung onto me for support all the way into my favorite place in Surrek, Caderyn’s temple.

“Not,” I muttered to myself.

I hated that this lady had an agenda and I was her bishop or knight on the chess table of whatever gods and goddesses had going on between them.

“Can you heal her, or is there some other grand errand you need me to undertake before she can yet live?” I asked bitterly. 

“Keep the Realms of Punishment from taking this world,” the goddess said. “It is a place only of suffering, never healing.”

“You need… need to take the city away from here,” Hellera said quietly.

“What?”

“You have a personal realm power, you mentioned it once you had ascended to Gold.”

“Yes, but…”

“The demons… will never stop. Not unless the breach is sealed.”

But Auralla, I internally protested. The people of all the cities. We’d already had two of them fall under the weight of these fucking hordes, but I felt to guilty over what had happened to Auralla. Hellera seemed to know what I was thinking.

“She will be well if you hurry.”

“I’m sorry I left you,” I said solemnly.

Hellera had never been one for too many expressions, but this one was sardonic. “I told you to. You followed my orders. Oh, you mean what I said on earth? Obviously that was the demon talking.”

Of course it was. I knew it. It didn’t stop me from feeling terrible about it. It wouldn’t change things, but feelings are annoying like that. They come on whether you want them there or not, they stick around when they have no business sticking around. They contradict reality.

“And Velleth,” I said.

“You followed her orders. Now shut up and go do what needs doing.”

She reached out and took my hand, which caused me to fake a smile for her. I probably looked like a fucking mess, on the verge of tears, but she squeezed my hand and.

“We’re okay,” she said.

We were more than okay. The UI informed me that not only was Hellera back on my Relationships list, but she sprang up to eight stars at Silver. Inferno’s Mark reappeared on my spells list, but more importantly Red Dragon’s Mark came back as it wasn’t useless against these unholy demons. Just like that, my mana pool doubled in size.

As an extra added bonus, the healer’s temple sat on a mana confluence. It had been built along a ley line, just as the great temple had been, and mana regeneration was significantly higher there. My pool of mana filled quickly, a deep well of possibility and power. It was the kind of feeling you got after taking a nice hot shower, where you want to close your eyes and take a deep, cleansing breath. In other words, it was fucking awesome.

“I don’t know how to close the breach,” I said, but I already knew who did.

“There,” Hellera said. “You discovered the solution. Now go.”
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I tapped Avya on the shoulder a minute later. “It’s time.”

She sounded the general retreat and allowed everyone time to back towards the north gate, then through. It was only about twenty feet wide, which was perfect, because she manifested a huge semicircle in front of her, and demons began pouring through into Erratesh. They immediately fell into a lake of desolation, and like Velleth and her Envy demon, tied a horrible screeching death.

“Now, get everyone inside,” I told her. “After that, we need to find your mom.”

She stared at me. “Is that… a joke? That doesn’t sound like a joke.”

“We need the Dalewinds.”

She frowned, nodded, and disappeared with a quick teleport.

My job was to head through the South Gate, where no demons had yet gotten, and wait to activate Adrift at Gold tier.

Adrift

*Special Ability, Inherent, Magical*

*Gold tier, two stars*

Since you are not of this world, you have a connection to multiple worlds. You can access this multiverse in limited ways.

Gold: Mark out a geometric shape up five miles in diameter and infuse it with maximum mana to establish it as your Personal Adrift Realm. Once per day, you may pay extreme mana to send everything within it to an adjacent reality, or suspend it within the veil itself, between realities. You may not create another while your present Realm is between worlds. If you create another Realm, the current Realm loses the title of Personal Adrift Realm, and may not leave the reality it presently occupies.

This ability costs maximum/extreme mana. Cooldown: special/24 hours.

This ability is linked to your Clever attribute.

The geometric pattern was there. As soon as we’d gotten the message about the demonic army, I’d dug a trench some five miles around in a rough pentagonal shape. It had taken some doing, and a lot of material from Erratesh, but eventually I had enough steel to fill a two foot deep, two foot wide trench that ran the whole circumference of the city. I’d taken liquid steel from Erratesh, Earth, and Ethetria to complete the whole thing. It had been the work of days to plan the whole thing, excavate with small portals and by hand, and finally fill with molten metal. At Gold tier, and infused with mana, you could accomplish a great deal.

Now I stretched out my whole body up on my tip toes, cracked all my knuckles, and rolled my head around in a slow circle. Shaking out my hands, I blew out a deep breath and lay my hand on the cool steel here at the southern edge of the city, where the pentagon formed a sort of upside down house shape. I sat down cross-legged at its pinnacle, where the mana began to flow out of me and into the metal.

About a hundred feet in all directions the steel lit up with my signature analog TV fuzz color, formed into runes in a mix of Ethetrian scripts I now knew, along with English. It started to read something like ‘This is the sovereign domain of Evan Westfield, born of earth and transplanted to Ethetria through his own incredible endurance and infused with the power of the multiverse’ and probably said a lot more, except that the runes raced off into the distance and out of my ability to see from the ground.

My mana kept flowing out, and out, and out. I wanted to stop it, because mana made everything better. All the sights, smells and sounds were simply more with mana inside to boost my Attuned senses. I could feel the thrum of the universe with mana, and this ability threatened to disconnect me from all that. And while I knew this had to happen, a deep instinctual part of me resisted and told me not to. Disconnection was like losing your soul. It felt like you’d die once the last drop went out.

I had no choice but to force the last of the mana out, in point of fact. I felt it swirling around my heart and I had to shove all of it down into the steel. The last thing my Attuned senses knew was that the runes racing around and linking up just north of the gate.

A low rumble followed, along with the sensation that the sky smelled a certain way, like a flavor of ice cream never invented. The feeling of green, magenta, black and white stole over my body, and the taste of success flooded my mouth.

Demons were cut in half all along the steel line, as interdimensional energies flared up in a wall some hundreds of feet tall. The city vanished from Ethetria, leaving a crater over a hundred and twenty feet deep in the center.

I passed the fuck out from mana burn.


49- Give Me Orders

Some extra added bonuses to breaking the city free of the reality of Ethetria: A few thousand demons still inside the city’s border were targeted and obliterated both by the defense grid and the city’s defenders. Since it only had to target a few thousand instead of tens of thousands, it could suppress them much better, and deal damage to them much more rapidly. A few thousand was a force the defenders could handle, and it only got easier the more demons exploded into ash.

Shennalil had, at that point, exhausted herself by killing off a small demonic strike force that had wormed its way in beneath the city, and was returning back topside. There was plenty of healing to do, and Caderyn’s people were doing some of that, but a skilled healer is always in high demand.

Those inside the city all reported seeing the multiverse when we left Ethetria. Instead of a sky, they beheld colors and nebulae the likes of which no one had ever seen before.

The main bulk of the horde still on Ethetria, still some fifty thousand strong, slowly turned southward and began their rampage toward Armstrong. That done, they would then ravage the central tower of the Emperor, find the place where Auralla was trapped, and destroy her.

Or worse.

Two cities of roughly half a million people were already rubble. It wasn’t going to take a genius to see what the inevitable future. Dellendri would follow the far southern city. The elven forests would follow the far western cities. The waters around Trierssek and Morravek were already embattled. We were looking at a continental takeover, possibly an apocalypse.

“Evan?”

Avya. I groaned and lifted myself up onto my elbows, still resting my forehead against the grass. The grass that existed a good four inches from the silvery metal barrier that now stood between my city and oblivion.

Beyond the steel edge of the gigantic pentagon was nothing. Just a swirling, roiling chaos in between worlds. I felt them, with my slowly returning mana, and with Adrift I could peer into them.

A world where gigantic Kaiju monsters freely roamed. A world entirely covered by water and dotted with tiny islands, where the people built floating cities and sky ships. A world of never ending darkness, where mushrooms and lichen sustained the ecosystems there and nearly everything had bleached skin. Worlds of titanic dragons, worlds of tiny blue-skinned people terrorizing the larger population centers, worlds of peace, worlds of struggle between good and evil, and worlds of chaos.

A new menu had opened in the UI: Personal Adrift Realm. It had its own set of tabs and pop ups, its own new color of notifications (orange), all new everything.

You have successfully established a personal Adrift realm! Everything within is now subject to your whims. You will find the geometric pattern encircling your personal adrift realm sustains biological processes and allows livestock and plantlike to flourish. The realm is a vehicle for navigating the wider multiverse and will obey your commands. Try it out!

An arrow appeared, dropping down toward a land of peace and calm.

Navigate your realm here using your innate control and use Adrift to anchor it in this reality. Don’t worry! It’s perfectly safe.

Quest: Land your realm.

Reward: +1 free Attribute star, +25 Legitimacy

This smacked of a tutorial in a brand new app game on my phone. The UI also didn’t give me any other choice. I’d almost forgotten about Legitimacy. Checking on it, I was gobsmacked to see it reduced almost back down to zero. I’d secured the city and ruled over it with a pretty iron fist, forcing people to fuck and also be nice about it. My Legitimacy had only ever been in question in the early days of proclaiming myself Governor. The UI prompt now explained that none of the people had any idea what was going on and how it would all turn out. Legitimacy was for established rulers, and I was taking them on a journey into a total set of unknowns.

Also the attack on the city by the demons had shaken the people’s faith.

I concentrated back on the things I could change, and one of those was the location of the city. The message had explained that I now possessed innate control over the realm, which I didn’t feel like I had. I had no actual concept what the hell it was talking—

“There it is,” I said.

“There what is?”

In the exact center of the city was a single point where the energy or mana circulated, a focal point I could use to nudge the whole thing in a direction. Like a joystick on a controller, I shifted it slightly forward, expecting sudden acceleration and to buck both of us off this floating inter dimensional island.

When that didn’t happen, I piloted the city toward the huge arrow and felt another burst of mana leave my body. This opened an absolutely colossal portal that spread from the entry point up over the Governor’s tower and the entirety of the defense grid.

“Evan?” Avya asked, and grabbed onto my leg.

I couldn’t have spoken even if I wanted to. The mana expenditure was breathtaking. I went from full to about an eighth of a tank in the space of about thirty seconds. Avya and I were last to cross through the threshold of the gigantic Adrift portal, so we were the last to witness the sky change from cosmic purple and green and black to reality’s creamsicle, sunset orange. A chill of atmosphere washed over us as well, since the city was hovering several hundred feet in the air.

I took us down toward the pastoral meadow below.

Congratulations! You have piloted your Personal Adrift Realm to your first other reality! Who knows what mysteries or treasures are to be found here? Or what exciting adventures lay across thousands of other realities? You have taken your first step towards becoming a true realmwalker, and the possibilities going forward are limitless.

Quest Complete: Land Your Realm

Reward: +1 free Attribute star, +25 Legitimacy

New Quest!

Quest: Explore a New Reality

Expand your mini-map to include at least a hundred square miles of this reality’s territory.

Reward: +5 Legitimacy, +New Quest

“No thank you,” I told the thing. My personal quest was to seal the goddamned breach, hunt down tens of thousands of demons, and save Auralla from a fate I felt responsible for putting herself in. We were on a timer now. I wasn’t even going to give the people a chance to get off here in a land of milk and honey and take whatever they could carry with them. No time.

In the space of the next hour, I recovered my mana with the help of Nakla and Avya back in Aceter House. Since I was tired from all the mana loss, and still upset by the loss of Velleth, they took it easy on me. Nakla used her aura while sucking my cock slowly, teasing me, while Avya alternately helped out, or kissed and licked her way up my body to make out with me for extended periods. She would offer me nipples to suck on, and didn’t complain at all when I gave her little ass a smack, but eventually she climbed up over my head and settled her pussy directly over my mouth. Obliging, I grabbed onto one little ass cheek in each hand and gave them both playful slaps.

I stared up over the triangle of lavender pubic hair at her, where she was smiling down at me and pulling at her nipples. Her eyes twinkled with mischief.

“It’s not gonna lick itself, Drifter,” she told me.

I went to work, and she threw her head back, moaning loudly. In the meantime the slutty goblin sucked away. She swirled her incredible tongue around the shaft, and massaged the underside over and again, trying to coax my seed out.

Either she didn’t know about Nallene, or didn’t care, or the addictive quality of my semen had overcome any grief she might have had over her tiefling lover. Instead she pumped her mouth up and down on my cock, only stopping to grab onto my hands and place them on her ears so I could hold them like handlebars.

“You’re gonna be in trouble,” I mumbled around a mouthful of Avya’s pussy.

Avya whined.

“The less you say, the less likely you are to give me orders,” she said, and ground herself over my chin and mouth.

Orders…

I got to an angle where I could speak. “Shut up,” I told her, and dove in, raking my tongue over her delicious slit. She really wanted me to get at her clit, because she reached down and spread herself out, and I watched as she opened her mouth to try to tell me what to do, only for it to snap closed again.

“I want you to cum for me,” I told her, and her whole body shuddered.

Had that just worked? Could I really just command her body to respond like that?

“Cum right now,” I said, then lapped at her clit several more times.

Whether from my tongue or the words, she shuddered and hunched down, grabbing my entire head and pulling it upwards.

“Avya Dalewind, you’ll cum for me again, right now,” I told her, staring up her body from below. I hadn’t touched her, but a high whining noise came out of her and her body shuddered yet again.

“Tell me you’ll do anything for me,” I whispered.

Her voice came out shaky and dripping with feeling. “I’ll do… anything for you.”

“Cum for me again, then,” I said.

She did. This time she didn’t make any noise except for a single grunt, and her body shook hard. She hit my nose and mouth, which would’ve been painful except for my Gold Attributes and the aura from Nakla. Her thighs squeezed the sides of my head.

“Evannn,” she whined. When I ran two hands up her ass and over her back, I felt a sheen of sweat over her whole body. She was by this point on her hands and knees, now unable

“Do you want to cum again?” I asked. I felt more than saw her assent through my magical senses. A ball of bright essence, white tinged with violet, had grown in her womb and was spreading out through her pussy and out toward her hips.

“Cum for me, squirt for me,” I told her.

“Ohhh fuck,” she moaned.

Her whole body snapped backwards, and she landed on my abs, staring up at the ceiling, humping the air while she came. The shower of juices came next, followed by a squeal of amazed and embarrassed ecstasy.

I stopped Nakla then, and thanked her with a kiss. I told her she could spread her legs if she wanted, but I needed to give my Avya a little more loving. Hovering above her face, I first gave her a soft kiss.

“Sorry,” I told her. “I know you don’t like me ordering you around. I didn’t think that was going to work.”

“It’s okay,” she whispered. “You can do that again…”

I grinned and gave her another kiss. “Oh yeah?”

“Some other time.” She licked my upper lip. “I don’t think I could handle any more. I might be sore tomorrow anyhow, with what just happened.” She shivered.

“Well I’m not done yet anyway,” I told her, and placed my cock at her entrance.

“Oh gods,” she moaned. “Slow, please, take it… ohhhh.”

I honored her wishes this time, and gave her the sex she wanted with long, measured strokes.

“Are you disappointed?” I asked her quietly.

“Huh?”

“With Nakla’s aura on, there’s no struggle to get all of me inside.”

She smiled a post-orgasmic, chill smile. “I’ll get over my disappointment somehow… like if you put it really deep. Yeah… just like… ooohhh just like that.”

I kept this up, and she continued squeezing me just as hard as she possibly could, breathing my name and telling me over and over again about how good it felt, how much she loved this, how much she loved me, and how all her problems were just fluff in the wind when I was fucking her.

I may have taken some poetic license with a bit of that.

Nakla soon got into the act as well, exploring Avya’s mouth with her tongue and then sitting on my Favored Consort’s face. At first Avya seemed a bit hesitant, but soon took it as a challenge to get Nakla moaning and shuddering, as she did with most everything.

Later, when I’d filled her to the brim with my seed and then spurted some of it up Avya’s naked body, I backed off and realized that my mana was fully restored. Unfortunately, sexy fun times were at an end, and we had to get down to the business of saving the Empire. Possibly the whole world.
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We met in Aceter House, because I was tired of the pomp and circumstance. The Gold tiers had suffered only three losses, and were at seventeen now. Unfortunately Rhaeyel was not one of those killed in action. Fucker. I tried not to send his death at him telepathically.

Forge had put an end to bullshit grumbling about how they were all crammed in a small district mansion and this wasn’t befitting Gold tiers. He simply showed them the door. 

“You are all free to seek greener pastures outside this city,” he told them. “The Drifter has literally brought us to another reality, so you can start over here, with whatever people you find. Reign over them if you can, or kill them if you must, but you are honored guests of the Drifter, as I am. Act with some decorum.”

I nodded in thanks. We went through casualty reports, and they were both amazing and demoralizing. First, that we’d only lost about three thousand unmarked or petty Master soldiers, with very few at the walls. Next, six district Masters were unaccounted for, and two dozen of the Gleaming Silvers had been counted as dead. With the three Golds we’d lost, it was pretty amazing we’d counted over forty thousand demon kills.

Then again, entrenched positions were notoriously hard to assault when you didn’t have magic involved. I’d brought the artillery in the form of the defense grid, and the mobile artillery in the Gold tiers, and that had made a huge difference.

“Next, we need to discuss intelligence and a plan. Because that horde is only going to grow unless we close the breach in the far north, and it’s going to destroy the entire empire in a few months’ time unless we put a stop to it.”

I had been assuming these Gold tiers wouldn’t want to live in floating Surrek the inter dimensional floaty city, since they were used to luxuries beyond what I could provide, but there was a tiny portion of me that worried they would simply shrug and allow the Empire to implode. They’d be pretty surly when I marooned them here in this nowhere reality, but they’d make do. As a Gold tier I could simply metabolize mana instead of a meal, but they all rather enjoyed the luxuries the Emperor had addicted them to.

In the end my worry was unfounded; they all wanted their three golden cities intact and safe, so they could return to their petty squabbles, though Rhaeyel raised the idea of kicking Surrek and Innara out of the Empire specifically so they could rule it without our interference.

On to ideas and strategy.

“There are a couple of things you’re just going to have to accept going forward. One is that my women have marks of power. Two is that they know things and are free to speak their minds without repercussion by you or me.”

Some amazed stares followed this.

“I broke Hellera out of her situation with one of the demons, and she’s got valuable intelligence. We’re also going to hear from Quavallie, Dallinya, and Avya about strategy if they want. No one raises a hand against them. Ideas are welcome.”

Hellera supplied intel where we had gaps in our knowledge. She knew the difference between the Pride and the Wrath soldiers: shiny stuff. Any time Pride saw something shiny, they had to have it, and clothe themselves in the richest of materials they could find.

Which seemed on its face like the Greed demons, but those ones fully embedded their stuff inside themselves, so no one could take it, turning their bodies into their own hordes. The Pride demons sometimes murdered each other over a crown, for instance.

Wrath just wanted to kill, and rack up as many kills as they could, which made sense, but they would also sometimes gang up on and murder the badass with the most kills, or the Pride soldier who was leading them would take a bribe and assign the leader to a suicide mission.

“What we need to do is set this city down directly overtop them and let the defense grid kill them,” Forge said. “It floats now.”

“Yes and no,” I protested. “It does, but entering Ethetria again is going to fully deplete my mana, such that I’m useless in a fight for at least the first twenty minutes of sexy times with Nakla and whoever else is out of mana.”

They had a chuckle over that, while Nakla smiled a lewd grin and waggled her hips.

Shennalil fluttered up next to me and raised a hand. I smirked, like she was a schoolgirl and needed to be called on. “We encountered the fear aura from Pavoriel and the lust aura from the other one, but when we have them all together, we don’t have much of a chance.”

“Also I have confirmation that the Wrath demon is back from the dead, along with the Lust one,” I said, waving a hand toward Avya. “We did some scouting, and they have a small force of about ten thousand encircling the breach.”

“Meaning the Sloth demon with the fear aura will be back out of the breach soon,” I added.

“Do we even know how to close the breach?” Forge asked, ever the pragmatic one.

“We think so.”

The tiger centaur felinian guy cocked an eyebrow at me.

“The Dalewind clan of nellwyns are responsible for its opening. A number of them were sucked into the breach when it was opened, and the clan matriarch believes she knows the spell necessary to close the breach.”

“Unfortunately,” Avya said. “It’s not a quick spell.”

“We have the advantage of having the city float above the battlefield,” Dallinya said. “Ranged attacks and the defense grid are huge assets.”

A lot of nodding went on.

“The enemy has the advantage of crushing auras,” I said. “Even at miles off, my fear crushing ability took a lot of mana to operate.”

“When you use the floating crystal rocks that shoot the fire and lightning,” one Gold said. “You have a way of designating enemies?”

They did a lot more than that, but I didn’t press the issue, but instead nodded. “I do indeed.”

“Could you not simply designate these Gold tier demons enemies one at a time?”

Everyone stared at the elemental man with his swirling portions of earth, water, fog and fire. Yes, of course, the defense grid could single out an individual and shut them down, then kill them off in rapid succession.

“We have to come in only a few hundred feet away from them. Close enough for the defense grid to work.”

“And in the meantime,” he went on, “we run support from above.”

“Assuming someone can shield all of us from the effects of their different auras long enough for me to do so… yes. But I’d be without mana from bringing the city back into Ethetria.”

“This sounds like a problem best solved with mana crystals,” Quavallie said.


50- How Absolutely Wild

Ultimately the plan was a terrible one, which involved setting ourselves down in the lion’s den and hoping against hope their auras wouldn’t overwhelm all of us. One of them had wrecked the underwater situation outside Morrivek, while one of them had nearly wrecked the situation in Surrek. All of them together at the same time seemed like a recipe for disaster.

That said, Avya was ready with Steel-Willed Mark, along with two other Gold tiers who would remain by my side in case her mana pool collapsed.

As for the rest of the populace of the city, they’d just have to suffer for a time. We’d given an order for everyone to shut themselves into their houses, into their rooms, and take no action until such time as we gave the all clear. This went for the district Masters as well as the Gleaming Silvers, who stared at us in wide-eyed horror at the pronouncement. They would have little defense against the might of multiple Gold tier auras at once.

Shennalil had shown how exactly they might overcome various powers, so we were on our guard. We also had all the remaining members of the Dalewind family on hand in case Avya’s mother couldn’t handle closing the breach by her lonesome.

Avya stood tall, proud and strong, riddled with Silver and Gold marks of power, tattoos all over her skin glowing with inner light. Her mother, by contrast, was hunched and haggard, having run around producing mana crystals nonstop ever since we discovered that the Emperor meant to kill me. It had been over two months now without rest, and they were beginning to look seriously put upon. That said, they were principally the reason we survived this long, given that our strongest weapon was the series of floating crystal-tipped boulders with magic runes all over them responsible for killing thousands of demons and suppressing the powers of tens of thousands.

“I know these weeks of toil have been hard on your people. After this you and your clan get to rest,” I told her.

“You don’t have to talk with this traitor and demon summoner, Evan,” Avya snapped. Her mother flinched back.

“She’s your mother,” I told her gently.

“I’d just as soon throw her into the arena and watch the fellaerys tear her apart.”

“Avya—”

She jabbed a finger over toward her mother. “You can talk once you’ve cleared up this mess. For now you get nothing. No words.”

Mrs. Dalewind dutifully shut her mouth, spared a pitiful look at me, and went back to studying the wood grain on the balcony of Aceter House. I didn’t know how exactly her family got into trucking with demons, but it reminded me a bit of how my mother treated me every time I showed up at her house.

“You can do this?” I asked her.

Avya steamrolled her yet again. “Of course she can do it! She opened this, this… door to a realm of pain and suffering.”

“I need to speak with your mother alone,” I told her quietly.

Avya spared me a withering look, then teleported away.

The vehemence of the reaction shouldn’t have been surprising to me, but it was. I had only really seen a few sides of Avya, and none of those was furious Avya. I particularly enjoyed determined, ambitious Avya, since it usually meant her trying to force her tiny body to accept my whole cock, but I also very much liked the sarcastic, bantering Avya. Furious Avya I wasn’t so keen on. I didn’t know what life in Sunspire had been like, I realized. I had been so caught up in the whirlwind of landing in this world that I hadn’t asked after their lives. Avya hadn’t been cagy about her time in Sunspire, but she’d always focused the attention elsewhere.

She’d also jumped at the chance to leave the village with her best friend, and then jumped at the chance to fuck me for theoretical power, so it couldn’t have been that good. What her clan had done probably meant bullying and ostracism, and I couldn’t exactly blame her for acting like I felt when my family guilt tripped me and judged me constantly.

“Matter at hand,” I muttered.

I cloaked us with the Interloper’s circle, in case Avya was using the Bronze Door and was currently hiding within earshot to pop back out and sabotage this process with her rage yet again.

I knelt to look her in the eyes. “Some things that get done can’t be undone,” I told Avya’s mother, and laid a hand on her shoulder. “Do you know how the breach can be closed?”

Here I flipped on Mischief’s Mark at Silver, to better figure out if she was lying. The problem was, she was a nellwyn, so I figured she either had the same ability, or she had some higher resistance. Her answer was proof that she was a pro.

“I believe we have the ability to close the breach,” she said quietly.

The normal green or red aura that surrounded speakers when I used this ability flashed greenish, but bled towards red.

“Explain,” I told her.

“It should be a simple matter of brute force,” she said. Green. “We will need to channel a great deal of mana into the spell, and I will need to work the weaving along with others of the clan.”

Green again, and red in there. She was telling the truth, and she was also lying.

“Your words are both true and false,” I told her quietly.

She looked up at me sharply.

“I happen to think you’re telling the truth about the spell itself and are lying about casting, meaning you know how it’s done but don’t intend to actually work that weaving. Do I have the right of it?”

She bared her teeth and balled up her fists. “We produced your gods damned mana crystals!” She shouted. “We did the work! We paid your penance, Drifter. My people are exhausted for doing a thankless job, and now you come in here an accuse me of lying? You make me sick. To think all this goodwill we have engendered means nothing.” Here she glowed bright green without a hint of red. I made her sick.

“A whole lot of my people are dead, including people directly connected to me. Now answer my question. You know the spell but you won’t cast it, correct?”

“That’s right.” This was very much one of those ‘you can’t handle the truth’ moments.

“Go on,” I told her. “Let it out then.”

“It doesn’t matter. You’ll only force us into servitude and take our freedom. Just as Sunspire did. Just as the other villages. We are small, so we are slaves, and no more.”

“You perpetrated a grave crime on this world,” I growled. “Hundreds of thousands are already dead because of your action. Your freedom is revoked.” Darting forward, I picked her up by the throat, which caused the Interloper’s circle to drop. “You have the choice now, and only now. I’m going to tell you what will happen in two different scenarios. In the first one, I descend on these demons and we put them down. Then you and your people seal the breach and show yourselves to have a shred of virtue. I leave you to your freedom on some other reality that you can live your lives in peace, or completely ruin by summoning evil to aid you if you like. You’ll have total freedom.”

Her hands were clamped around my fingers, and her legs kicked, but I had Gold tier Attributes on my side and she weighed less than eighty pounds. I had no idea how long I could hold her like this, but the time wouldn’t be measured in minutes or hours. Probably days, perhaps over a week. Her eyes weren’t wide with fear. 

“In the second one, I descend on these demons and we put them down. Then I park the city there and consistently murder whatever emerges from that breach until the end of time, or until we create a defense grid around the breach to keep the demons down. We don’t need you for that, meaning you and your people live on in everyone’s memory as cowards, traitors, liars and murderers who enabled a near apocalypse.

“Maybe we work you to death, maybe we strip you of all magic ability permanently, or maybe I leave it to a jury of people from the Empire to think up punishments. You’re guilty, we both know that, and the people of this Empire will want you punished. I’ll let them.”

The oddest thing was seeing Avya reflected in her eyes. This woman didn’t look all that different from Avya. Avya with a couple of wrinkles and the nose was a little off. I didn’t want to do this to Avya, but given her violent hatred of the woman before me, maybe it would be for the best.

And maybe people should work their shit out. I won’t claim to be a psychoanalyst so it was difficult to play judge and jury over someone’s life like this. The people who directly attacked me, fuck them.

“Fine,” she said finally.

“Fine is not an answer,” I told her. “You will do it, and perhaps reclaim some respect from your daughter, be hailed as heroes, and live out the rest of your lives in quiet freedom. Or we let the people decide.”

“We’ll do it,” she choked out, and the aura surrounding her was green. Greenish.

With her feet flat on the ground, and me once again kneeling and on her level, I fixed her with an intense gaze.

I figured out here that the lie detector wasn’t foolproof, given that people could change their minds on future actions. She could feel the resolve to make that aura light up green now, but in an hour or a few hours from now, she and her clan members might instead decide fuck it, and pull the breach open even further.

So I threw on Mischief’s Mark at Normal to give me a huge bonus on what should otherwise be a cakewalk for my current Charming level.

“I know you didn’t intend this,” I told her. “I know it wasn’t what your ancestors hoped for when they struck out. Power was probably what was on their minds but… not this.”

She stared at me in defiance.

“I can’t imagine your own mother was thinking ‘yes, what I really want is to be a slave to a demonic tree forever and ever and be in agony the whole time’.”

“No…” she breathed.

“For what it’s worth I’m sorry about what happened. She was already dead and I just finished the process.” I was manipulating her, using skills on a social check, but there was too much riding on this to allow any other outcome. I needed to have that damned breach closed. If we had any chance of stopping a rampaging demon army down south, we needed to close this breach.

“You promise?” she asked quietly. Like the Avya I’d first met at that pyramid of floating rocks once upon a time.

“I promise that, should you fulfill your end of the bargain and close the breach, I’ll help settle you in a nice safe place, and no one will bother you.”

She nodded, face stony. “I will speak with the clan members and make a plan to seal the breach.”
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I brought the city out of hyperspace feeling less like a super badass piloting a city-sized ship and more like an empty husk who could be blown away by the slightest breeze.

The city appeared over a desolate northern plain of windswept snow and ice, with far off mountains of pure white and a line of evergreens blanketed in snow. The breach lay in a natural hollow, like a sideways crater that led into a cave.

From the explanation I’d gotten, the Dalewind clan had holed up in this cave for some time, until like the Donner party things had gotten desperate and ugly. Magic had only tided them over for so long before the great beasts in the north, the elements and time did their worst. So they’d gone looking for a portal that might give them a way out and into better climes, or a solution to them being prey for larger magical beasts. They’d sort of hit on the solution to both: summoning demons and binding them to their service.

Except, as you can expect, pacts with demons never really go how the well-intentioned people of any reality hope they will.

So here I was, back into mana burn territory and feeling like life just plain held no luster, from the effort it took to bridge the gap between the multiverse’s pathways and Ethetria itself.

And while Nakla really wanted to be right there to ‘cheer me up’ with a little mana regeneration suck and fuck session, Avya had, for the first time ever, put her foot down in a fit of jealousy. One, Nakla couldn’t protect me from the combined might of the demons on hand at the breach, and Avya could. Two, while Nakla could help spur on my mana regeneration, but Avya could do that also. Also, Avya was starting to get annoyed that one of the ‘inner circle’ girls was getting more time with me than she was. So instead of fun sexy times with Nakla and somebody else, it was fun sexy times with Avya and somebody else. In this case that someone else was Quavallie.

So my little orange fuck slut was back in the barracks, where she could do the most good possible with her mana regenerating orgy power.

This was another one of those times that brought into sharp focus how absolutely wild my new life in Ethetria really was. Here I was, piloting a city and choosing between one non-human sexpot to help me charge my superpowers, and another non-human sexpot to help me charge my superpowers. If I died today, that would be all right. I was now the multiverse’s Huge Hefner.

Which would be fitting, since the guy was already dead.

For a brief instant, the force of all the combined auras crashed into us. I was at the very head of the city this time, instead of the tail, and the wave of aura power crashed into us like a wrecking ball. It literally put me on my back.

A lot happened at once: I was ready to tear anyone and everything apart just for a chance to eat something, because I was starving, literally starving to death. I was jealous of everything anyone had that I didn’t. A primal urge to hoard money and kill anyone who looked at my money rose up in me. Also, and this is important: I was the very best and most fuckable person that had ever existed on the planet, in all of human history.

Which, while not true in the slightest, wasn’t exactly totally untrue either. I mean, now that the Steel-Willed resistance pushed back the power of the combined auras I can say that with impunity. If we were to make a list of very best and most fuckable people that existed or had ever existed in history, I would make the list. Somewhere in the low ten thousands, possibly. I have no idea who would be at the top, but they’d have to be somebody who both created something innovative and life saving, and was also millimeters away from being a pornstar.

Anyway, the blast of the auras rocked me onto my back and I hit my head. It rang my bell real good, such that I was seeing stars and feeling like I’d lost the will to live, which was what mana burn did to people.

“Here, eat this,” Avya said, and tipped my head up.

Instantly, I had a face full of pussy. Slippery, rubbery, warm and very wet because she was a cephellian. My tongue went out on autopilot, and dimly I heard the satisfied sounds of moaning from beyond her squishy thighs, which wrapped around both me and Avya.

A flood of mana washed into my mouth; I hadn’t realized before what Nakla’s aura was doing when it said mana regeneration increased through sex acts. The aura somehow channeled

“Feeling better?” She asked in a sultry voice.

The familiar feel of Quavallie’s mouth, coupled with her tentacle hair, enveloped my cock. I let out a loud groan.

Avya flicked my head. “I asked if you were feeling better,” she commanded. 

“Mmm,” I responded. Quavallie had really squished herself up against my mouth and was grinding that ass onto me, hard. I could barely breathe.

“Good, then you need to target the demons. Now.” Her own voice sounded strained, and I heard her gulping down a mana potion to counteract the rapid mana drain of Steel-Willed to combat all the auras clashing against the power at the same time.

Down below us, circling the breach to the hell dimension, stood Envy, Gluttony, Greed, Pride, Wrath, and now Lust. Shennalil had nearly been killed taking out Sloth.

I turned Furiel from unknown to enemy in the UI while still tonguing Quavallie’s quivering body, and watched on the mini-map as hundreds of beams and lightning bolts converged at the same time. The most important source was the holy damage, the black node, which blew off the demon’s arm at the shoulder, then put a hole in it the size of a hula hoop.

Furiel had died in the space of a few seconds, and Gluttony was next. The huge, fat blob of a monster was busy disgorging yet another clutch of fledgling demon soldiers, until I had the defense grid stuff its mouth full of lightning and holy light. It began choking even before that, since all the suppressing nodes shut down its abilities entirely.

“Hurry,” Avya urged.

Pride was next, since I thought it was probably the strategist and leader. It would want its plans followed. The defense grid took care of it in seconds, followed closely by Greed. In the space of twenty seconds the city’s defenses had destroyed four Gold tiers, so I followed this up by shooting Envy. Lust, Salatiel, had taken the opportunity to dive back to where she’d come from.

Avya collapsed back onto the grass outside the city, breathing heavily, while Quavallie slurped and sucked on my cock, and shoved herself back onto my face.

It was distracting, but with the defense grid menu in the user interface, I started picking off demons left and right, one and two and five at a time. A concentrate series of blasts took hold, and soon large patches of demons were nothing but ash.

They’d amassed a force of about ten thousand, and while that was not a massive amount for the defense grid to handle, they didn’t just stand there gawking at us. The Gluttony demons were spitting Greed and Pride soldiers up at us, and they were sailing over the edge and landing on the grass. A few Envy soldiers who had overtaken flying creatures like wyverns were swooping down upon the city. Also, the Wrath soldiers had pounced on the Greed demons and begun chucking them up at the city floating directly overhead.

And those demons, infested with mana crystals, were exploding against the foundations of my city. Meanwhile, we were being invaded.


51- Stop, Drop, and Roll

We were ready for them, of course, but we needed to destroy them in an awful hurry. Pavoriel was going to return out of the breach, and Salatiel could return at any time. She could be peering through the breach at us this very moment, waiting for us to let our guard down. The worst possibility would be for her to slip through undetected, get somewhere we couldn’t see, and throw the whole city into lustful chaos all at once.

I rose, dislodging myself from Quavallie but giving her a long kiss. “I love you.”

She grinned. “And I love you.”

“Keep an eye out,” I told them. “Make sure that incredibly sexy demon doesn’t surge through while we’re not looking.”

I’d settled the city on its lowest point on the frozen ground, which came down nearly two hundred feet at its nadir. The defense grid was at its absolute range limit, looming above the breach, so it could reach those on the ground below, but barely. I adjusted the settings to target any of the demons below that launched an attack or came up onto the city limits, and reconvened with the strike force.

All eighteen Gold tiers, including Forge and Rhaeyel, and all the Gleaming Silvers with their Favored Consorts stood in a loose semicircle around the Dalewind clan, which currently consisted of only half a dozen members. Dallinya, Shennalil, Quavallie, Hellera and Tannae also stood in a clump off to my left, while Avya glowered on my right.

I didn’t want to lose any more of them. Already so many were gone, and I only had half a dozen remaining. Who else might suddenly be taken from me? Who else wouldn’t be able to curl up with us in bed, by today’s end? Which other mark of power might I suddenly lose?

I stared at Avya, whose pout was framed by the Celtic knot design in faint silver ringing her face, and the realization struck me.

“Okay!” I called out, suddenly reinvigorated. “We’re going to go and rock these fucking assholes. We put them back in hell where they came from and where they belong, then we go smoke the rest of these cunt flaps like the cheap cigars they are.”

The confusion on their faces was a delight. Dallinya rolled her eyes. “It’s just another Drifter thing,” she called. “Don’t worry about it, it doesn’t mean anything.”

“It means we’re going to cleave them in twain! Rock their fucking worlds! Cream their corn!”

“You’re just making these up, aren’t you?” Avya asked, her frown softening.

“We’re about to spank these pansy-assed—”

“That is enough of that,” Dallinya said, stepping forward. “Okay everyone, you know the situation. We give the defenses another minute, then we clear the way to seal the breach.”

I gave the mental command, and the defense grid shifted position, floated near the edge of the city itself. Once there, almost close enough to touch, they began to lay down suppressing fire. Or rather, suppression and fire. Demons started dying, slowly at first.

“You’ve still got the Plan B?” Avya asked quietly.

“The morning after pill?” She gave me The Look, so I raised my hands in surrender. “Yeah, okay? I got it! Yeesh, you’re the worst Favored Consort I’ve ever had!”

A demon appeared over the edge of the city, only to take a blast of power in the face from all the assembled Gleaming Silvers and Gold tiers at the same moment. It vanished in an explosion of molten lava and slag.

“I’m the only Favored Consort you’ve ever had. That makes me the best.”

“I’m also not wrong,” I retorted.

And just like that, roughly five minutes of ultra-violence later, the place was as free of demons as it could be. They kept coming out of the breach in fives and sevens, but by that point the Silvers and Golds had them.

We transported the Dalewinds down among the mostly decimated demon army, with a bodyguard of two Golds and four to six Silvers each, according to their powers and presence of Favored Consorts. As for me, I supervised from my vantage nearly two hundred feet up, directing the defense grid now to focus fire on anything coming out of the rip in reality.

As one, the Dalewind clan raised their arms and began to channel mana.

“I don’t like this,” Avya said.

“Noted,” I said. “Now let them do their thing.”

We watched as mana coalesced around their hands, causing the mana crystals they’d brought to float up and lock in a perfect hexagon. A bolt of red lightning crackled in between each crystal and down into the hearts of the Dalewinds.

“Evan…” Avya warned.

“Wait for it.”

For just a few moments, I felt like maybe we had a chance, that even though the breach was widening, it was going to snap closed all of a sudden. I wanted to believe that the heart to heart I’d had with Avya’s mother was enough and she’d convince the rest of them not to be villainous turds.

Except the breach did open wider, and they were being villainous turds. Demonic beings climbed up out of the breach and glommed onto each of the six, including Avya’s mother, which was some bullshit. Worse, lightning shot out of the mana crystals and fried every single one of the Gleaming Silvers in a single shot, murdering over a dozen in an instant. The Golds were also struck, and all of them but Forge were thrown back away from the site. The felinian bared his teeth and roared, then started using abilities.

And then the tentacles came out, but not before it went down.

A sliver of darkness emerged out of a shadow that hadn’t been there before and dashed across the space where one of the Dalewinds had been. The nellwyn froze, then slumped over with blood spraying out every which way.

Sillandria stood where the Dalewind had been, holding a pair of daggers painted with blackness, the sort of material that absorbed and sucked in available light.

She disappeared again for just a second, before reappearing with her twin blades buried in another Dalewind’s back. She was effective, startlingly so, but it was already too late. Whatever the nellwyn clan had started, it was really moving now.

The breach sprouted a whole plethora of the things, pink and ropy and gross. They sought out blindly, grabbing into all the bodies of the Gleaming Silvers and pulling them in. Forge dodged one of them, but was soon wrapped up by another. Tentacles reached out and wound around the other Gold tiers, some of whom fought back and destroyed the ends. Others were too shaken by the blasts to muster any kind of defense, and several were pulled inside before they came to. Two of them pulled themselves together and started freeing several others, but this was a Sarlacc pit shit show, with the Dalewinds now encased in black demonic stone, complete with molten red veins, while the crystals continued to crackle with power.

Fucking Avya’s mom. I would have to kill her now, right in front of her own daughter. Who did that to their kids?

“You know what to do,” I told her.

“I don’t think… Evan I don’t know if I can.”

I turned. “Well you have to, and I don’t have time to stand here talking about it, because I have my own thing to do.” Plan B sucked. It sucked worse than what was happening down there right this moment. We no longer had Zati, who had done every shred of research we had on the breach to a hell dimension, and who could probably close this thing by herself given the time to figure out the spell.

Tears were in her eyes, and her lip was quivering. I pulled her into a tight embrace, while black shells formed around the Dalewind clan members and more demons surged through the widening breach.

“Be strong,” I told her. “That’s an order. We need stronger Avya right now.”

She whined for a moment, but then stopped. She wiped her palms against her eyes, and when her hands fell away she had a steely gaze. With a nod, she reached back into the Black Door storage space and grabbed up all of Zati’s notes on the subject.

Transforming into a dragonite and sprouting big leathery wings, I quickly lifted off the ground. Once airborne, I grabbed up the scroll.

“You deserve worse,” I muttered, unrolled the scroll, and started reading the words.

Just as before, the scroll consisted of two sheets: a single page of instructions, mostly blank, and one giant fuck off spell.

The instructions read exactly as I remembered: Read the words in their entirety. Do not begin reading if you do not mean to cast the spell. Begin with the intent to destroy what lays before you, and finish all the words. Do not falter. Everything you see will be undone. Make sure you only see what you wish to destroy.

And just like before, the magic words first wiggled and jostled against one another like they didn’t want to be read. Now, as before, something in my brain clicked and they settled into legible runes. Boring old English.

I started reading the nonsense words, surprised I could remember them: sevris vinnlenta teffere revlais, gnorren veltennin reddun, and on. Just like with the defense grid, the magic words drifted out into the world once I spoke them.

Sevris, the word of gathering. Collecting available mana.

Vinnlenta, the word of mastery. I was the master of all this mana.

Teffere, the word of containment. All the mana would be balled up and kept in reserve for when I finally unleashed it.

Revlais, the word of continuance. The spell would continue to gather in the master, me, and be contained by me.

The words hung in the air like with the defense grid nodes, beginning to form into a pattern of runes that certainly word English.

You have engaged a spell scroll! The UI said once more. The power is at your fingertips for a limited time only. Every scroll dissolves into ash when it is cast. Spells have a limited duration, so use it wisely!

Apocalyptic Sight

*Spell, Evocation*

*Superior tier, twelve stars*

Your vision obliterates all that you see for one minute. Deals Platinum tier damage at one star for the duration.

This spell has been cast from a scroll! Costs no mana. No cooldown.

Ordunne was the final word, a word of ending.

I was looking almost directly down from about a hundred feet up when the beam of pure black devastation shot forth out of my eyes and down at the hole. In an instant, all the tentacles shriveled into nothingness. The mana crystals were shattered one by one as I focused on them.

Here’s the thing with sight: people look at a lot of stuff. Your periphery is massive. You don’t even register a lot of what your eyes perceive; you have to focus on things in order to ‘see’ them. You also move your eyes a lot more than you’re conscious of, meaning if you had a red beam weapon coming out of your eyes at all times, you would destroy a whole lot in a very short time. Every moment your eyes are open they take in a vast quantity of information, and I assumed at that moment that anything my eyes beheld would be utterly obliterated.

On the one hand, this was good, because a demon at least two hundred feet tall was waiting, staring up at me with a face the size of Aceter House. His big fat face got a blast of obliteration that didn’t quit.

On the other hand, I didn’t want to look at anything other than the breach, though I did take just a moment for each of the six cocoons of demonic stone and erased the Dalewind clan from existence. They deserved far worse, but I wasn’t going to chance it. I’d promised them a utopia and they’d chosen demonic evil instead. Well, maybe they’d reincarnate there.

With Gold tier Clever, one of the things I could do was focus on precisely what I wanted to see. Normal folks don’t have that ability, but I narrowed my periphery so that nothing, and I mean nothing, got out of that breach.

And this wasn’t Gold tier damage, but Platinum. This was the kind of thing Innara did on the regular, sweeping a beam across the battlefield and killing fifty to a hundred at a time.

So here was me, not looking like Evan anymore but an eight foot tall scaled dragon man, flying above a gate to Hell, shooting a beam weapon of unrivaled power out of his eyes. A bit of a far cry from the shaky idiot who made his way here out of pure exhaustion and nearly got killed by a pack of giant mosquitoes.

“Avya!” I screamed out. “Now!”

Somewhere below, my Favored Consort scrambled up to where the breach was being pounded by zillions of injuries worth of beam weapon that moved anywhere I looked, and pointed at one of the notes Zati had made.

She started reading the words.
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I only had a minute to shoot my load and keep all that demonic evil on the other side of the rift. One second I was delivering the punishment, and the next it was over. I was just looking down into Hell.

That thing, the demon with the face as big as my summer home, was still alive. Sure it had a glassy eye from being punished with Platinum tier damage for so long, and a gross burn down the side of its face, but it was still there.

“It’s still down there!” I shouted.

And then, like a baby emerging from the mother’s womb, the huge ass demon crowned. The face pressed up, and out, and through the breach. At first the face appeared, a rotten thing with enough cracks and ruts to hold a three day rain, with one blazing red eye, one destroyed with the Platinum damage spell, and then once that was through the horns just… appeared.

One of the Golds was blasted off his feet by the emerging horn, which stretched up and out.

Now as soon as that happened, everyone began unloading on the colossal head with every spell and ability they had. I certainly did, bringing several nets down to the place just above its face and locking them into place with Phase Shift. This thing probably wasn’t going to give me any info with Reveal, and was hopefully only Platinum tier, though honestly it looked to be above that.

“Avya!” I screamed, and teleported away while all the Gold tiers still left alive hit it with shards of metal, hails of icicles, blasts of fire and acid and lightning and stuff.

“I’m working on it!” she screamed back.

What I wanted to do was simply order her to perform the spell and close the breach, and somehow her body and mind would simply know how to make my will manifest. I knew it didn’t work like that, but it was still damn tempting. The other thing that could happen was break her brain, which wasn’t the desired outcome. I had only a few rules in my life, and breaking women’s brains was on my no-no list.

It seemed as though very little was happening with this new gigantic demon, save for it coming out of the portal, struggling through like a newborn. The head burst through some time into the barrage of Gold tier damage just hitting and hitting and hitting it, and once the head was through, an HP meter appeared. Typically green was the first bar, followed by yellow, then a sky blue bar, and afterwards it went to a lavender color.

This thing had a quarter of the way through a black bar, with cobalt blue underneath. I hadn’t seen either of these before. Six health bars? Was this thing the father of all demons or something?

Four titanic fingers ending in claws poked up next to its neck and curled around the edge of the breach, as Furiel had done just a few days ago. These weren’t just long, they were the entire length of my body, with claws as long as my head. Some few moments later four more poked up out of the other side, and began to pull at the portal as though the barrier between worlds were made of cling wrap.

Avya, a few yards away from the monstrosity, flipped through a sheaf of papers and placed another one around her in a circle. She was sitting cross-legged on the snow, with a gargantuan head and horns not far off. This thing was going to be taller than the Governor’s tower.

“Avya!”

“Screaming isn’t helping!” she called back.

The black health bar was about done when the first shoulder appeared, and forced the breach’s limits even wider. This thing was going to gape open so wide, a hundred demons were going to get out of it at any given time.

I needed to help her, so we concentrated all the defense grid directly on this demon, whatever it was called. The Gold tier effects definitely couldn’t affect it much, but what I absolutely didn’t want to have happen was an aura wash over us and just murder us all without any issue. As for me, I mopped up the last few demons still trying to assault the city, and prepared to take the city into the space between realities.

I couldn’t believe I was really preparing to do this. Fuck.

Quavallie rushed past me and dumped an armload of mana crystals in front of me, followed by Dallinya. Shennalil brought some as well. The people out of Mage District were bringing them now, runners and apprentice children who sprinted away with the energy kids had in abundance.

Right. With those in my Black Door dimensional storage, I teleported down to Avya and handed all of them to her.

“I have mana crystals,” I whispered.

Her eyes were glowing and she was chanting a couple of magic words over and over again. In the meantime, a blast of fire swept out of the gigantic demon’s mouth, formed into something like a demonic dragon made only of demon fire raced around after the panicked Gold. The man looped the loop several times, skimmed the surface, but finally the dragon made of flames clipped the tiefling’s manifested wing. In a flash, he was consumed in flames. Stop, drop, and roll did not save him. A few moments of smashing into the ground, rolling and screaming later, he vanished into ash.

The winged flame serpent vanished, but then the colossal demon opened its mouth and more demon fire began to pour forth. A sea of it.


52- I Give You Head

Avya’s spell, whatever she was doing with Zati’s notes, suddenly flared to life and the twenty-some mana crystals lifted off the ground simultaneously. Now instead of menacing crimson energy linking them together, it was blue-white and comforting in its glowy energy.

The crystals moved into position, surrounding the head and now both shoulders of the best, which was now using its finger hold on the edge of the breach to heave itself through. In the meantime, it took a constant barrage of fire and lightning damage, along with a little holy damage from the black node of power. I only wished we’d made more of those things, because they were clearly effective. The suppressing power of the entire defense grid was not enough to completely squash this thing’s abilities. In a moment, little imps and sprites made of blackish red flame came tumbling out of the demon’s mouth and toward us.

The Gold tier survivors all set about trying to snuff these out. I also leapt to my feet and engaged Magekiller and Suppressor’s Mark to try and give Avya a chance at doing the thing. Amazingly enough, these worked, along with ice shields from Aquamancer’s Mark. Luckily they were made of pure magic, and were snuffed out with only a few swiping attacks.

Avya’s chanting was growing louder, and the glow from the crystals was growing brighter with every second. I hoped for a sort of Death Star attack, where all the crystals would pound this thing with pure energy and send a blast down into the breach. Maybe destroying all of hell itself.

It wasn’t to be. I couldn’t really track what was happening at the time, given I was using the brutal axe and targeted use of ice shields to carve apart the flame creatures before they could get Avya.

“I’m sorry to put pressure on you to finish something in a short period of time, my love,” I told her, “but—”

“Shh!” she told me, holding up a finger in my direction. “Shh sh, shhhhh.”

The white light linking the mana crystals flared, and flared, and then the breach snapped closed. Instantly.

Yeah.

It started off a little slow, inching back up over the mammoth shoulders, but it gained a whole lot of momentum when it fully decapitated this god demon and sent severed fingers flying.

I had never seen a monster lose so much health in such a short time. The current health bar drained completely, followed by the cobalt blue one, and then the next, and the next. The health bars kept on a-draining, until the last one had only a third remaining. Just a bit of yellow and a whole lot of red.

Fingers larger than me were cut off, and slammed to the ground hard enough to shake it. They represented a real danger to some of the Gold tiers who remained.

And it wasn’t dead. The third of its final health bar meant it was still alive, still able to deal some real damage. Just a head.

“Look what you’ve done,” I remarked.

“I give you head,” Avya said tiredly.

I gave her a high five for that one, then opened the Silver Door and ushered her through into the relative safety of Surrek.

Its blood started to spray out all over the frozen plain, burning acid into the snow and whatever else it touched. In the meantime I designated this target the only enemy in the whole city, and a whole series of lightning bolts began to sear into it all at once.

Nothing. Or rather, an amount of damage so insignificant as to be negligible. My only hope was that the suppression from the concentrated might of all hundred-some different suppressor nodes would succeed in killing off most of its powers. It wasn’t a strong hope, since this thing apparently transcended Platinum tier and went past however many stars straight to whatever tier lay beyond that. Was it Diamond? Legendary? Higher than that?

I had very little left, but luckily I wasn’t alone. Forge and the remaining Gold tiers threw javelins made of black rot, shot arrows empowered with holy energy, cloned themselves with exploding purple force shockwaves, and other weird powers I’d never seen. Some of them were wide-eyed and also laughing. None of them had seen this much action or this much challenge in years, perhaps decades.

The head didn’t fall over, but floated above the ground and slowly rotated. One of its huge horns smashed against the underside of the floating city, throwing people off their feet above, and its eyes flashed with malevolence. It locked eyes on one of the Gold tiers presently three times his normal size, shooting beams out of his mouth, and the man simply disappeared. One second there, the next second just… gone.

“Keep going!” Forge shouted, shooting it with waves of holy energy.

The demon head Now opened its mouth, and dozens of tentacles shot out into the crowd. Only fifteen or so Gold tiers remained now, and each one was snared in seconds. Several were dragged into the demon’s maw, while some others resisted and were slowly reeled in.

Seriously.

A few notifications popped up, one telling me I had several stars coming my way just for standing my ground against a much more powerful foe, and that I had six free stars to assign.

With all of them sunk into Fierce, I now had eight stars in Gold. It would have to be enough.

I shot forward with a teleport and ran the rest of the way, then dove my way through its damaged eye. The space inside, as anyone can easily imagine, was distinctly disgusting. Lucky for me, the suppression was working better than I had any right to expect, and I wasn’t immediately fried for my stupidity.

Inside, I locked three more objects in place with Phase Shift, then used the Gold tier ability.

Phase Shift

*Special Ability, Inherent, Magical*

*Gold tier, eight stars*

The veil between worlds exists everywhere, and is itself a sort of space. Now you may access and manipulate that veil.

Normal: Activate to phase a single handheld object out of this reality for one hour. The object remains in place and may be seen, but interacting with it delivers high damage per second. The damage is considered dimensional. Your touch ends the effect.

Costs extremely high mana. No cooldown.

Bronze: Activate to phase yourself out of reality for one minute. Your Attuned body and senses perceive both this and an adjacent reality. You may interact with either, or disregard objects in either as though they did not exist. This allows you to pass through objects or people harmlessly.

Costs extremely high mana. No cooldown.

Silver: Activate by touch to phase a living being and their carried possessions out of this reality for two minutes. Any further contact with objects or beings from this reality (other than the ground) deals extremely high damage per second. The damage is considered dimensional.

Costs extremely high mana. Cooldown 1 hour.

Gold: Activate to phase out the entire environment around you or by touch, up to eighty feet in all directions, for 10 minutes. The ground or floor remains embedded in this reality and does not phase. The overlaying reality becomes partially visible at this time and objects there also deal extremely high damage per second to anyone in contact with them, on either side of the adjoining realities. The damage is considered dimensional.

Costs extremely high mana. Cooldown 6 hours.

In addition, you may pay high mana during your Normal, Bronze, or Silver abilities to cancel the effect and have the target explode with dimensional damage. You are unaffected by this damage.

This ability is linked to your Fierce attribute.

Well, eighty feet in all directions would deal some damage to this asshole, so I overlaid the demon’s head on a pastoral part of Michigan, a farm somewhere in the rural area. Adding the two nets to the deal, and artificially boosting my Fierce with Erratesh’s Mark, it was basically my only hope to take this asshole on.

And it started to work. Some part of it was the Golds who hadn’t been mashed up by the thing’s teeth, blasting it in the roof of the mouth and up its nose. Its final bit of health actually reduced a bit. The hail of lightning bolts, the dimensional damage directly in its brain area, the various different damage types coming from the Gold tiers, all that together budged its health low.

The first of the Gold tiers died then. And another. And then another. It really only took some kind of acidic breath power and their inability to get away.

Then it suddenly died.

I bullet went right through its head once, then twice, was revealed to be Innara. She paused in front of me with a hand on my shoulder.

“You and your consorts are safe,” she said. “I must see to the armies still in the Empire.” She then disappeared back south without waiting for my reply.

I swore to myself. 
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The good news is this: I could, every few hours, bring the city somewhere entirely new. I could even do so after about a half an hour, if Nakla or Avya turned on Wicked Mark and got someone to back that ass up.

Dallinya kept volunteering.

Moving the city allowed us to slowly circle the mass of demons and blast them by the hundreds. We gathered the last few living Gold tiers, led by Forge, who would strike out at pockets of demons or the main force. Avya used her door power to drown hundreds of them in the nanotoxin over in Erratesh, and when she wasn’t doing that, she played hit and run with the the stragglers, picking off three to five at a time before teleporting away and leaving them in disarray. I lay on the grass outside Surrek  staring at the minimap, designating this or that clump of demons as enemies, while Dallinya, Hellera, Shennalil, Quavallie and Tannae kept any of them from trying to launch each other up at us. We made quite the team.

Innara did most of the work, but we were there. She was the one shaving off hundreds and hundreds of demons at a time, tirelessly working to blast through them with her beams or simply carve a line through them by flying in a line. She successfully steered the main bulk of the other two forces away from the other smaller cities and into the center of the Empire. She couldn’t quite get them pointed back northward, but that was okay, because they were no longer replenishing their numbers. We were taking out thousands a day, and she was taking out tens of thousands.

By the time the hordes got within sight of Armstrong and Fitzgerald, they were a pitiful group of only about forty thousand each. The central group we’d faced in Surrek and mostly repelled, they’d been destroyed in the first three days after the head thing.

The other two groups didn’t last long, not when we took one of them on one day, and the other the day before they reached the walls of Armstrong.

We had done it. Flying a fucking city around like a space ship, with a golden construct woman who was essentially an insanely high powered superhero, and a centaur who was also a white tiger. And to recharge my ability to fly the city quickly, I got free sex.

It was… awesome.

I got another four bonus stars for acting against a Diamond tier foe, even a severely weakened one, and distributed them to Charming twice, Clever and Sly. All the combat and spell slinging had left my attributes pretty amazing.

Attuned— Gold****

Clever— Gold***

Charming— Gold****

Fierce— Gold********

Sly— Gold**

Quick— Gold****

Tough— Gold***

Somewhere in the hours after defeating the Diamond tier foe, I hopped back over to earth.

“Pet? Where are you?” I called.

A blue head popped up out of the tall grass, blue hair matted to her head and clothes plastered to her body. She shivered, so I headed her way, wrapped her up in a big hug, and kissed her on the forehead.

“Sorry, pet,” I said. “We had to kill a demon bigger than the Governor’s tower.”

“I’m sorry,” she said, meaning that she hadn’t had time to explain what she was doing with the Envy demon. “I was forced to command you, and that is not my place.

“But it worked.”

Velleth nodded.

“You’re ready to go back to Surrek?”

“If that is where you will be,” she replied, smiling with that same uncertainty that both broke my heart and made me want to push her down on her knees. All that was for later, after I slept for a week and bankrupted the Empire of every mana crystal they had. For now, I parted the veil between our worlds and brought her back home.
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The very first thing I did once all the demons were taken care of and all the ladies were back with me was take Surrek to Erratesh and see how things were coming along.

Also I needed a fuck ton of mana crystals and they owed me a few.

While I was there, I gave some of their women boy children, and some of their women girl children. Michael and Paul were still busy siring children all over Erratesh, but now with Surrek right in their faces, any eligible bachelor was given the opportunity to give the Errateshi ladies who weren’t currently pregnant a dose of baby juice, and experience the weird sensation of not grabbing a superpower out of the deal.

A handful of the Errateshi women weren’t just astonished by the appearance of a floating city, but delighted that I’d made my reappearance. Gina and Haru wanted to travel with, along with over a dozen others. Three were pregnant with Michael’s babies, which made sense, and the others had either been healed by Shennalil, or had seen it in action and wanted to be a part of that kind of world. We obliged them, so long as they could give us a line on mana crystals.

The expedition into Erratesh gave us the opportunity to trade at the Eldritch Emporium, clothing for mana crystals, or knick knacks, or enchanted items of all types.  They were especially keen on clothes that weren’t made of bug guts and softened carapace or sheets of metal, so we sold a whole lot of undergarments, pants, shirts, and then eventually a series of socks that fit the strange splayed toed feet Errateshi women had. They were also delighted to learn that the healers out of Caderyn’s temple were ready to purge them of radiation sickness.

The healing and the trading netted us some mana crystals, but it wasn’t enough. Still, the days in the emporium were a blessed relief when compared with the frantic pace of the last few months, where I’d just wanted to settle down and run a shop, but Ethetria kept getting in my way. 

Another nearby reality ended up being thick with mana crystals, but the massive crystals were a bit dangerous. First, they were mutagenic, so being around the large ones for any period of time meant you would grow extra arms, multi-faceted bug eyes, purple skin, glowing eyes, or a powerful tail like a crocodile’s. Or literally any number of things. We had people made entirely of amethyst crystal after one week of harvesting.

This was only one problem. The other was the creatures. There were already a whole lot of apex predator creatures some two hundred feet tall battling over territory. We lost people, either having them transform into Kaiju, or being eaten. Dallinya was running security on a mining operation not far from the city when something swooped in from high above and nearly got her, so that was my cue to pack up. This reality, named Exiadras by the UI, was a bust.

The next place was nice, but didn’t have much in the way of mana crystals. The mana here worked around in a kind of water cycle, where you could see it cascading down from the skies as rain, gathered in puddles, drifting back up into the atmosphere during the days.

We were in the next reality when the hedge mages said they could probably turn the liquid mana into crystals. The situation did indeed end up working, and their big collection dishes full of runes caused the mana evaporated to condense, then turn into a crystal that looked like a hard nipple on the top of the upside down dishes.

I was just horny. I was always horny.

They’d carefully extract the crystal from the dish’s central hole, and present it to me. This went on for a while, until a hurricane of mana chaos swept in from the east and nearly pulled down the buildings. We thought maybe it wouldn’t be so bad, except the lightning was coming in green and gold and purple. When it hit, a section of the walls literally melted, then transformed into bristly fur. A building struck by the colorful bolts of lightning inverted, sinking under the ground and just existing upside down. Other stuff hit with the mana-infused torrential rains sprouted all manner of insane flowers and plants, turned colors, changed from plaster into metal, changed from wood into stone, changed from stone into flesh. It was a bit of a nightmare, and we finally bugged out of there while the storm was still battering the walls.

When we emerged back in Ethetria, though, we had what we needed: a stockpile of mana crystals totalling somewhere in the millions of mana points.

“It’s time,” I told them, after collapsing into a tavern seat and being handed a tankard of ale.

“You forgot to say ‘about fucking’,” Avya added.

“It’s about fucking?” Quavallie asked. “Is everything about fucking with you guys?”

“Um… yes?” Dallinya added.

“It’s about fucking time,” I said tiredly, and beers were raised.

“Let’s go get our best girl,” Avya said.


53- A Surprising Amount of Plungers

Ilaced my fingers together behind my head and stared up at the strange cosmic miasma that was the fabric of the multiverse. From the balcony of Aceter House, I had a clear view of just… everything. All the oddity of it. Since I had Attuned into Gold, I could sense the various different realities rubbing up against one another all around us. Several below, several beside, several above. It was the soap bubble effect, where realities mashed together in that very familiar way, and the more of them that tried squeezing in next to one another, the more they resembled three dimensional honeycomb.

Attuned gave me a brief indication of what the reality would be like: inhospitable, completely safe, in ideological and political turmoil, high in technology, that sort of thing. For now, the city sat between Ethetria, Erratesh and Earth, with another three realities not far below: the one with the insane mana typhoons, the one with the Kaiju monstrosities, and yet another one, where we were presently headed.

Quavallie’s mother quietly approached with her sister Meralla, and inquired after anything I might need.

“I am perfectly fine, thank you very much, and I’ll let you know the moment I need anything. Lucky for me, I also have a dimensional storage bin, so if you’re done with cleaning the house, I’d like you to take the rest of your day to yourselves. Enjoy the market, perhaps.”

They bowed until they were out of sight, which was wholly unnecessary.

Dallinya padded onto the balcony. I’d been practicing extending my Attuned senses out all around me, and ‘seeing’ through the mana, which was harder than it sounded, but I was starting to get it. For instance, I knew it was Dallinya there behind me, along with Auralla, and both of them weren’t wearing a stitch of clothing. Again, this was all a feeling I got from the way mana was moving and coalescing around me.

Auralla, for one, had mana coalescing in her nether regions. She was already getting horny.

Dallinya had the same deal going on, with a ball of magic flaring to life in her womb. In other words, she was constantly horny.

“My gods,” I said. “How did I get to be the luckiest guy in the multiverse?”

The two of them shared a look.

“Well get those gorgeous bodies of yours over here,” I told them.

Dallinya appeared on my left, and Auralla came around on my right.

“I was just enjoying the view… now I’m afraid it pales in comparison to the view before me.”

I could feel Dallinya roll her eyes. “You’re so… yeesh.”

“The word you’re looking for is romantic.”

“Cringe,” she said. “The word I’m looking for is cringe.”

“One person’s cringe is another person’s heart-melting romanticism,” I said, and turned to Auralla. “You’re positively moved to tears by my appreciation of your singular beauty, are you not?”

“Incredibly cringe,” she agreed, smiling. The smile froze then, and faltered. It was replaced by a vacant expression all of us were well aware of, and increasingly concerned about.

“I thought we were just gonna fuck,” Dallinya said. “Just walk over here, rip his pants down, and fuck him until his cock couldn’t get hard any longer. What happened?”

“I don’t know,” Auralla admitted quietly.

“How are you doing, by the way?” I asked. She’d been wandering the city without talking much for the past few days since the ritual, a blank and uncomprehending look on her face. The bright smile and twinkling mischief in her eyes were both new and welcome, short-lived as it was.

“Dallinya told me about what happened,” she said.

“What happened?” I asked innocently.

What had happened was a lengthy and complicated ritual process involving thousands of mana crystals, comprising millions of mana points, and weeks of work. It was all pretty boring and tedious, including hollowing the chamber out, drawing the circle, digging the intricate circle out of the hard-packed ground and some stone, pouring molten metal carefully into each of the channels to ensure that every vowel and consonant of every rune was clearly spelled out. The enchanted candles that needed to be a certain height to burn down a certain amount throughout the ritual, and the secondary circle where the hedge mages would sit and burn their mana crystals in sync with one another. Other ritual components would be invested with mana and offered to the ritual at the appropriate times: sundials, star charts, and a doll crafted to look like Auralla, complete with tiny baby bump.

Fucking snooze-fest. Zati would have loved it.

Each of the mages needed to have dozens of mana crystals arrayed around them, carefully attuned to the mana capacity of each, and they also needed nutrients, so all of them had cast spells on themselves to draw sustenance from the mana available, which couldn’t interfere with the mana in the ritual.

A complicated snooze-fest, in other words.

And there was me, with the Temporomancer ability, sitting at the largest circle with a series of instructions printed on a self-winding fucking scroll.

I’d had to read words and perform the hand motions and drain the mana crystals with all the mages watching my every move for two and a half straight days, invoking the power of Temporomancer and channeling literal millions of mana points through it, while the mages channeled their literal millions of mana points into me. Luckily I could consume my own mana for sustenance, a power I’d never been forced to use before now.

So the ritual went ahead, finally, after a thorough explanation of just what it entailed, just what was required, just what each of the five other mages were going to do while seated in their own smaller circles attached via more runes to the greater ritual circle, and how to pronounce the litany of words I’d need to say while in the largest of the sub-circles. I sat down, started in reading the scroll, and didn’t stand up for a good sixty hours or so. The pins and needles in my legs had been almost as intense as having the mist clear and finding out whether I’d done it, or whether I was left with an Auralla who wasn’t nineteen and pregnant. Which one would we get? Ancient crone Auralla? Fresh mother Auralla? Tween angsty Auralla? Chubby-cheeked baby Auralla?

And because Auralla was here, and not an old crone, the ritual had obviously been successful, as successful as it was tedious and awful.

And because she was presently stark naked, rainbow hair tied behind her head in a ponytail, thanks to the hair ties we’d brought back from earth, it looked like she was out of whatever funk had gotten her here and she was down to fuck.

But I had to be sure. I had no idea what she’d experienced while in the weird glass tube with the time magic making her roll through her whole life over and over. The only thing she’d done when the containment field fell was collapse into the fetal position and rock back and forth, followed closely by her clutching to me and shivering for the next two hours, while I tried to whisper sweet nothings to her. I’d gotten a lot of silent tears and nothing else.

Meaning I had no idea whether she was truly ready to have me plunder her depths or if Dallinya had talked her into it.

I sat up. “You’re under no obligation to do this unless you’re totally ready.”

“I…” she started, but faltered. “I want to. I’m tired of being scattered.”

Okay, that was also new. “Shennalil said it would take time to reorient yourself.” It had been months since she’d been stolen away from me, from us. Avya had been stuck to her for hours before someone suggested she needed some time alone.

“I want to believe I am oriented,” she said, and grinned at me. I’ll be damned if it didn’t look like a typical Auralla smile, up for anything and ready to take on every challenge set before us. It went as deep as her eyes, too, which was a huge relief.

“It’s so good to see you.” With absolutely as much earnest sincerity as I could muster. “I’ve missed you so much.”

My Attuned senses picked up Dallinya’s eagerness, which radiated through the air at us. I turned a naughty smile her way, as if to tell her just wait your turn. She was so constantly fucking horny, it was fun to watch her squirm.

Reaching out to Auralla, with one hand open, I smiled yet again. The open hand was of course an invitation to dance the world’s oldest dance. She wasn’t under any obligation to be with me, not until she was ready. If she took my hand, though, it would tell me she was ready, and that now was the time.

The smile returned, her eyes flashed their too-green grinning smile, and she took my hand.

“God you two are so unbelievably cute. Now why aren’t you naked?” Dallinya asked, crossing her arms under her perfect breasts. “I thought I told you to be ready at any given time.”

I smiled at her, and peeled my shirt up and off. When that was done, her gaze had transformed into a lustful leer. I flexed my pecs one at a time, something I hadn’t been able to do before coming to this reality. Now I had the full set of abs and those muscles that formed a V leading down toward my already-stirring cock.

Auralla stepped into my space again, and hugged me tight. She felt so good and right, including the expansion pack she’d picked up in the months after I’d gotten her pregnant. However the ritual worked, it had given her the six months of pregnancy and the no-time-at-all-passed memory. Her pregnant belly rubbed up against me, and I placed my hand against it before our lips met.

The kiss was just as magical as I expected. She now tasted of her particular essence, fruity and exotic. My magical senses picked it up, even so far away from where her magic was building. She pressed her lips against mine softly at first, but then with more intensity, until she was locked against my mouth and rubbing her tongue against mine. My hands drifted over her body while we locked lips, and found her body refreshingly familiar and oddly new. She’d gone into her imprisonment just showing, but now she was only maybe a month or two away from giving me a son.

That was another thing my magical senses told me.

When we broke the kiss she was panting, and Dallinya had me naked. She had knelt and was nuzzling my junk, purring.

“I’ve missed this cock,” she said dreamily.

“Me too!” Auralla giggled, then reached down to grab hold of it, and fondle my balls. “I want him first,” she breathed.

“Naturally,” Dallinya said, but didn’t miss out on the opportunity to suck the head in and get a few long, deep sucks going. Auralla watched with shining eyes, smiling faintly.

“Dallinya also?” She asked quietly, and held me tightly.

“Yeah. Our son will have a brother or sister.”

“And Quavallie,” Dallinya said, then sucked my cock deeply into her mouth yet again.

“I need it now,” Auralla said.

“On your back or on your knees?” I asked.

“Back first… I want my knees touching my ears.” In response to this, Dallinya moaned down below. She had one hand between her legs and was furiously working her clit. Also her tail was twitching rapidly in that way that said she was ready to climb me like a tree and mount herself on my pole.

“Your wish is my command,” I told her, then kissed her yet again. Down below the blowjob continued, with Dallinya taking advantage of our time spent kissing. But she let go when Auralla laid on the deck chair, and I climbed between her legs. This time, when I got a calf in each hand, I pulled her ass up and immediately went down on her. Now with her knees touching her ears, I had access to a fully blossomed flower, full of nectar.

Although she looked uncomfortable the whole time I was eating her out, Auralla’s moans were loud and appreciative.

“Evan,” Dallinya whined from behind me. She had her whole body draped against mine and was reaching around, jacking me.

“All right,” I mumbled into Auralla’s pussy. Empath’s Mark gave Dallinya all of the sensations I was feeling, and Wicked Mark made all of them feel even better. My own libido spiked, and the need to have my cock in Auralla was almost overpowering.

Shortly after, I concentrated on the protruding clit and Auralla awarded me with a very vocal orgasm. I kept my mouth locked onto her nether region, feeling the swell of essence expand within her, and the responding essence expand inside the child.

“Please,” she moaned. “Now.” With her ass pointed right at me, Auralla wrapped her arms around her calves and begged to have me inside. With Dallinya still wrapped around my back, I rose and lined up, and pressed forward into the promised land.

Dallinya let out a shuddering moan into my ear, and Auralla jerked yet again. Once I’d given them both a moment, I started.

The felinian draped across my back didn’t last long before she slid down into an orgasmic puddle, twitching and moaning from the double sensations of Auralla taking my full length over and over again, and her fingers working at her own clit. Auralla came again after only a few minutes, head back and eyes staring at nothing while her body shuddered. She couldn’t hold her legs, so I did it for her. The swell of her pregnancy looked so hot pressing against her breasts. The glassy look in her eyes from just having cum was incredible, as was the halo of rainbow colored hair spread out below her.

“I missed you so much,” I told her, and bent down to kiss her again.

“I missed you too,” she moaned. “Fuck me. Fuck me harder.”

I fucked her harder, and then harder again when she begged for that, until I was slamming my body down into her. She came, and then came again a few minutes later. Dallinya was a sloppy, moaning mess behind us.

My orgasm had been building for a time, and it was only when Auralla opened her eyes and stared up into mine that it finally triggered. I finally reached the edge, and her emerald eyes twinkling with joy and pleasure did it for me. I came, and came some more, and finally pulled out and came even more, almost until Dallinya crawled over to start the cleaning process.

I sat back on the deck and watched one of my ultra-fuckable pregnant women licking my seed off my other ultra-fuckable pregnant women, and started to grow hard almost immediately. It wasn’t five minutes before I grabbed Dallinya’s hips, listened with a grin to her startled shout, and gave her ass a spank.

“Don’t act surprised,” I growled. “You were hoping for this.”

“I wassssss,” she purred, and put her back into it before needing to be told.
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Velleth had been just outside the whole time, getting herself off with a selection of sex toys in all three holes, as instructed, and afterwards she and Avya joined us.

Some time later, Hellera joined us, Quavallie, Nakla and Shennalil joined us, Tannae as well, and later on, even Sillandria and Zephellyn joined us.

We all ate an elaborate dinner cooked up by Quavallie’s family members, with Meralla glancing around speculatively. The Attuned senses told me she was going to join my cohort, my harem, not far into the future.

Which caused me to recall just how weird Quavallie was under the influence of the Lust demon, and whether or not she really was okay with me fucking her sister. And whether her words were dredged from some deep well of unexpressed desire for that kind of thing, or if Salatiel had created it whole cloth.

I opened my mouth to receive a morsel of food from Auralla, then Avya, and had to stop them from getting into a fight. It was mostly because I couldn’t take more at this point, and needed time to chew, but also because I couldn’t laugh and eat at the same time.

I wondered if this died between the two would continue and grow worse. If Auralla might become jealous of Avya’s growing power and strong connection to me, or if Avya would see the sudden intrusion into her territory as something undesirable.

What a problem to potentially have. There were far worse ones out there.

Oh, I forgot to mention that Ferrok and T’charrk were at the foot of the table watching all this happen.

I suddenly remembered they were there and burst out laughing. 

“Okay, to business,” I said, shooing the ladies from feeding me. “You know that bonded servitude is over, right?”

They nodded but didn’t seem comfortable speaking. I went on, after they chose not to respond.

“It’s going to be your job, as Small Council members, to convince any of the Old Guard who are still left to share essence rather than dominating.”

I gestured around at the ladies, who had all received marks of power from one another. Nakla had seen to that, the little minx. After the orgy we’d had the day before, and the day before that, and the first day Auralla had returned to me, Nakla gave out marks of power like candy by making sure everybody was involved in everybody else’s naughty bits. And the process was taking longer and longer to fade. She assured me that it would be permanent eventually, with enough practice. I figured she just wanted to have her tongue up in all of the others, and have theirs in her. It only made me laugh until I had tears in my eyes.

“Your ladies will be tested for marks after the full moon, when we dock back in Ethetria. Everyone who wants off can stay in the Empire, no questions asked.”

They nodded again.

“So if you two or any of the other old Masters want out, that would be your time. You’re here as my honored guests until then.”

More nodding.

“So… feel free to have some food. It’s not poisoned.”
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We traded everywhere we could. The Emporium ran a brisk trade in all things strange and foreign. We sold the plain old Ethetria gear: ‘Evan Enchants Everything!’ was the slogan we went with, and you could soon buy enchanted bedrolls, enchanted ten foot poles, enchanted lanterns and fire starter kits, rings, necklaces, glasses, all kinds of stuff. We had a back room for the discerning lady and gentleman, with enchanted sex toys of all shapes and sizes, for all kinds of species.

We sold off a surprising amount of plungers. I kept having to stop off on earth. Eventually I just sold off gold and gems at a steep discount, ballooned out my bank account back in Michigan, and started setting up a shipping situation that got as convoluted as it was convenient. I bought a Dolla Dolla, the worst store imaginable. Somehow we took currency from other realities and balanced the books in Michigan.

Back in Surrek the Emporium grew. Eventually the billboard got bigger and more elaborate. The artificers constructed a huge Evan out of metal and enchanted it with their gears and power sources so that the hand holding the plunger waved back and forth. As a prank, somebody put a demon up on the billboard that my plunger would bonk on the head over and over again, and that stuck.

Evan’s Eldritch Emporium went interdimensional, selling carapaces of Errateshi bugs, shipments of rare metals, earth oddities like solar chargers to go with electronic devices, even though magic messed with signals and few could read and use the keyboards.

We sold crystals and food you literally couldn’t find anywhere else, we sold enchanted washing lines that helped dry the clothes and keep them fluffy, we opened up a school of enchantment, we set up the hedge mages in real luxury, and we traveled.

We explored new realities one after another after another.

Upon reaching a new reality, the first order of business was to secure the perimeter, scout for danger, and immediately consecrate the place by fornicating in a new reality.

We had sex in every single position imaginable, and some that weren’t previously imaginable, in every single one of those realities.

And then the first of my kids was born.

This is the end of Evan’s Eldritch Emporium, Book V. This is also the end of Evan’s Eldritch Emporium, the series.


Author’s Note

Iwant to thank you, first, because you’re awesome for getting all the way here. This series started in November of 2022 and sprinted mightily ahead throughout December, January and February, and even into March, but I suffered a spinal injury that shut down my ability to churn out over a hundred thousand words a month. Life shut me right down with constant, ever-present pain. Wake up pain, all day pain, and go to bed pain. Pain I’m still dealing with right now, as I type these words seven months after it began.

ANYWAY, although this highlighted issues with my marriage that showed them to be an unbridgeable chasm, and although I separated from her in early September, I want to say that this series helped me continue living with relative happiness, with hope, and those two things were in short supply when the pain was its worst.

But I stuck with it, and you stuck with me.

I won’t say the series saved my life, but it certainly made my life here in Korea much more tolerable, and gave me something to look forward to. I’m so thrilled with the success of the series online, beyond amazed at the success of the Kickstarter. Furthermore the existence of a hundred reviews on book 1 is astonishing to me.

Book 4 was supposed to be the end of the whole series, but then characters made choices that I didn’t see coming. I didn’t see Evan reuniting with Auralla in book 4 and exposing her to the Emperor. I didn’t anticipate the Emperor sealing her away in time, far more than he had with Hellera.

And yes, I suppose Evan’s Extraordinary Expeditions could continue on into the future… I’m cautiously hopeful to say perhaps one day there’ll be a second series, or just a sequel/spinoff. But for now, I need to leave Evan to his own devices and get working on something else. You’re allowed, and encouraged, to imagine what happens next, because there’s no guarantee I’ll pick up the file and take Evan out for a stroll again.

A huge thank you goes to Damien here, because he posted all these chapters, responded to some of the comments, wrote ad copy for me, and stood behind me pushing me to keep moving. Giving up is easy, and continuing to do the work is hard, considering this entire thing was written while on muscle relaxants, anti-inflammatories, and painkillers of varying intensity. Damien kept poking and prodding, checking on me, making sure I was doing okay and taking my meds and seeing the comments, both good and bad.

And thank you to my family for handling my revelation that I was selling smut books with grace and a few good laughs. Thanks to my sister for mailing out the last of the Kickstarter fulfillment, with awesome stickers no less, and thanks to my mom and dad for having that many sex scenes stacked on top of one another in their house.

Thanks to the people who were cool to me and accepted the inclusion of their wacky Patreon names in whatever way I saw fit. There’s a Dutch someone who has a goddess named after them, I think. I wonder from time to time what that person thought of me using their name for a healer goddess who later ended up banging my main character. This gives me a giggle, but I keep hurting my neck from checking over my shoulder. Please don’t come to Korea and kill me, Caderyn, whoever you are.

Thank you to my work colleagues, who had to endure me talking about a super NSFW topic in the office, and cheerfully repeat the sentence, “Listen, if you want to know what the book is called, I’ll tell you, but don’t ask me. Once you know what I’ve written, you’ll never un-know that information.”

I probably said that at least twelve times.

And thanks to those friends of mine who knew that information, asked anyway, and then actually paid for the smut of someone they knew personally.

WUH-HAYN!

All right, I’m going to open a portal and peace out of this dimension for the foreseeable future, but one last thanks directly to you. I don’t know how you came by this book series, and I probably won’t ever hear from you (nolanlocke.author@gmail.com) but from the very depths of my ragged, recently resuscitated soul, I’m so glad you made it all the way to the end. I hope this book series gave you a great deal of pleasure.

I love you.

Big wet kisses.

~Nolan
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Bored? Looking for more?

Did you know that the next series is on Scribble Hub right this moment? It’s Get Lucky!

https://www.scribblehub.com/series/930813/get-lucky/

For more releases from me just head on over to our website DamienLeeHanson and Friends and send us your e-mail so we can tell you when the next one is coming out.

Or check our Facebook at

https://www.facebook.com/Sconniesbooks

My Twitter https://www.instagram.com/nolanlockebooks

or my Amazon Author Page at

https://www.amazon.com/stores/Nolan%20Locke/author/B088TC63YN
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