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Dedication




This book is especially for you. Yeah, you. Mmm, hey there, good looking. Come here often? Anyway I wrote this for you, along with a box of chocolates, a dozen roses, and a little card. Mwah!


Adult Content Warning

Look, this book is full of adult content. Stuffed like a Thanksgiving turkey. Dirty words. Mature themes. Humping. Inappropriate use of fingers. Swirling tongues. Just plain being filthy. Pain and pleasure in the same sentence. 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 whole little four chapter short. This may just be a magnet reader but it’s stuffed more than the characters. If you’ve already read any Evan’s Eldritch Emporium, you know how fast the clothes come off, and how vigorously. There’s a lacy bra hanging from the ceiling fan right this moment. Even if you clicked on ‘show me a sample’ there’s something wet and wild in just a few pages.

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. 


A short word on this short:

This Valentine’s Special takes place in a certain point in time, after chapter 34 of book 1. It contains light spoilers, but nothing game changing. The cast of characters might feel a bit wonky because of this.

The events here can be considered canon or non-canon (I leave it up to your imagination).

If the continuity bit is a concern, feel free to use your KU subscription to read up through Chapter 34 in EEE book 1. This short will be waiting for you.

Happy Valentine’s Day, my cohort. Sloppy kisses, muttered promises, tickles and heavy breathing to you, whether you’re celebrating with someone, or kicking back alone.


1- You Schmuck

Ilooked at my phone in the dim light of morning filtering in through the shutters. An alert: Do something romantic for valentine’s day you schmuck.

I swore internally. It was Valentine’s Day and I wasn’t remotely prepared. Again.

Let me tell you what happened during the last Valentine’s Day back on earth.

Picture if you can, a stubble-faced, sweaty twenty-two year old sitting bleary-eyed in his truck, pounding another energy drink and rummaging for another chunk of beef jerky, only to find one empty wrapper after another.

11:59 ticks over to midnight. February Fourteenth. Voice of the radio host announces it’s Valentine’s Day. And it’s still, what, four months before I catch my ex screwing around behind my back.

One year ago relationship status: strained and miserable, but with dynamite sex every time I return home after a haul. Then jealous demanding questions, fighting, more strain, more misery, usually sleeping on the couch once or twice, a goodbye sex session for two or three solid hours, then me on a haul again.

“Everybody got their special somebody that special something?” Radio deejay asks, with clear glee in his voice from surprising and terrorizing me and so many other busy people. The radio drones on: Blah blah blah diamond for your Valentine, blah blah blah take her to this new casino downtown, knock her socks off with a gorgeous, special weekend. And I’m thinking what special weekend? Sitting in front of a slot machine for forty-eight hours? Losing a month’s salary in two hours at the blackjack tables? Gross.

And I panic. I’m nine hours’ drive from home, somewhere in the middle of the Upper Peninsula, not even in the Mitten itself, now freaking out because I forgot, I won’t be home until it’s too late to make reservations to any place for dinner, and even if I could make reservations, I don’t know what kind of place to go for. Twenty-two year old me is too poor to even know of a restaurant with hundred or two hundred dollar plates, the types of places with sommeliers.

Eighteen frantic hours later, it ends up being Cottage Inn. After nearly falling asleep at the wheel and trying four different restaurants, it’s the only place with a table for us. Every other place was rammed full of feasting, lovestruck couples. Here’s my girlfriend, bitching (rightly, I thought) that I should’ve made reservations. We have romantic Valentine’s pizza with broccoli on it, just months before I figure out I’m sharing my girlfriend with some business sleazebag.

Turns out I was wrong about her being entitled to gripe at me about date night. She had no leg to stand on, since they were up in the air and spread wide open every time I left on a haul.

Cut to this morning, when I unplugged my phone from the solar charger, tapped to see the date, and wouldn’t you know it, a little reminder on my calendar. Calling myself a schmuck for forgetting, again.

“Thanks, past me,” I groaned. I thought to erase the yearly notification, but thought better of it.

So here it was: Valentine’s Day in Surrek, one year later. And here I was with a completely different issue: although Auralla and Avya had taken their leave of the city, I still had Velleth, Hellera, Fayeen, Dallinya, and Shennalil to simultaneously date somehow. Zati as well if you counted the naga shut in, hiding out in my house until we could find a way to get her back to her people in the desert.

A blue-skinned elf, a red-scaled dragonite, a maroon-furred tiefling, leopard-spotted felinian, a piebald skinned and sky-blue haired little fae. If you didn’t count the giant-breasted naga with the deep brown skin and the twenty foot snake’s tail.

Zati would have to wait until next year, if she stuck around. She was under house arrest until we could get the full moon sorted out.

They had no idea it was a holiday to begin with. It wasn’t a part of their culture. I couldn’t fail at providing something if they didn’t know it existed.

And while I just considered not telling them about the holiday, or telling them while I saw to their sexual needs one after another, something inside me said no.

No, you schmuck, that inner voice said. You need to outdo last year. Show your cunt of a cheating ex what a nice time can look like, even if she’ll never see the pictures or know that you wined and dined half a dozen stunning young women (and one fierce dragon lady). Or if you don’t want to do it out of spite, show these girls a good time the likes of which they’ve never experienced before. Knock their socks off. You want them fawning at your feet forever, don’t you?

“All right all right,” I told my brain, and that earned me a weird look from the bleary-eyed Dallinya, who’d just woken up. Her cat ear twitched and she moaned that hangover moan.

The rest of the girls were… training in the dojo? Not here at least.

A fully nude Dallinya crawled over and laid her head on my chest, purring low in her throat. I stroked her back and traced over some of the leopard print patterning on her arms and sides. Then I traced over a few of the scars from all the lashing she’d taken as a child.

“Don’t tickle,” she moaned.

“How many drinks did you have last night?”

“Seven?” I started to speak, then she added, “—teen?”

I barked out a laugh.

“Ohh… Not so loud.”

Well then, I went with the kiss on the top of her head, and rubbed my face against her fuzzy cat ears. “We have the hair of the dog if you want a drink.”

“What? Drink hair? Are you insane?” She made a disgusted noise. “What am I even saying? Of course you are, you’re a Drifter.”

“A Drifter whose pole you bounced up and down on for almost an hour last night.”

“Just because I use your pole for my own gratification doesn’t mean you’re not crazy,” Dallinya explained, but I could hear the teasing smile in her voice. Also, I could see her tail twitching lazily, and that was a surefire way to know she was in a relaxed mood. “Shit, I barely remember the sex. I hope the others didn’t hear me say something dirty.”

“I could give you a reminder,” I told her, my voice heavy with promise.

“Oh no, not right now. If I move at all, my head will crack like an egg. It feels… sloshy. Oh, I can’t even do words, that’s how bad it is.”

For one crazy moment I told her to lay on her stomach and that she wouldn’t have to move at all; I’d just drill her down into the mattress. Orgasms were good for headaches, weren’t they? Then my rational brain told my libido to quit it, leave the poor hungover girl alone. It was Valentine’s Day, and there were arrangements to make.

“I have to get going,” I told her.

“What? Why?”

“And you should be at breakfast… or training. I’m not sure where the others are. Tell them I’ll be out most of the day but dinner will be special.”

“Hrn,” she responded, muffled into the pillow.

“Tell the servants, okay? They can just cook for themselves.”

“Fine,” she responded.

So Valentine’s Day found me running, sprinting, panting through the streets of Surrek. All around me, people were watching this big dumb idiot with his magic tattoos stop, hands on knees, heaving and looking like he was about to have an aneurysm.

For the fourth time that morning, I opened my eyes with the power Adrift, got a look through the veil separating our worlds, at the Meijer special Valentine’s setup. They had some decent boxes of chocolates, but I waited until people weren’t looking before I yanked one off the shelves and into Ethetria. That went directly into the silver nose ring dimensional storage container, and disappeared after only a second.

“What am I doing?” I asked. With my power, I could raid an earth jewelry store, pluck any ring I wanted to right out of the aether.

Right, I knew what I was doing: trying to locate flowers for sale. Trying to see about a restaurant. In this bizarre other world, men did not take their slaves out to eat. Most eating places were tavens, and the food was just to make sure you didn’t die of alcohol poisoning.

It wasn’t good. It was the furthest thing from romantic imaginable. Nobody looked at gobs of unidentifiable stuff floating in brown gravy and went ‘want to head back to my place?’

I was now in a district I’d never been before because it appeared they might have flowers here. The roads were wide and clean, and green was everywhere. Much nicer than the cramped and dark Ink District I called my home.

“Excuse me,” I asked one of the people watering her plants.

A terrified woman turned to behold me. She knew by the voice I was a guy.

“Are flowers for sale anywhere nearby?”

She looked at me as though I had a dead baby hanging out of my mouth.

“Why would they be?” she replied finally.

“Excellent point,” I said. “Why would flowers be for sale? Pfft, what a question, right? Sorry to bother you.” And, embarrassed as hell, I fled Healing District.

No, flowers were not for sale nearby. Shit.

On earth, there’d been a flower shop nearby my old apartment, but the lady running it was a sad old Asian woman. I didn’t just want to rip her off for everything she owned. I could maybe steal a dozen roses, maybe two dozen, but if I remembered correctly, flower shops wrapped everything up nice and put some accent flowers on there. Baby’s breath came to mind, but I had no idea if that was the right thing.

Not a flower guy, Evan Westfield.

Anyway if I stole flowers out of earth, I’d be ripping off a poor and undeserving lady, and getting flowers that weren’t wrapped or spruced up to look nice. They’d have to be Surrek flowers.

Okay, flowers. Flowers.

I turned and headed toward the central market area.

Normally I passed by the fountain of the Governor with the groveling slaves at his feet, pawing at his legs, and the globe in his hand which sprayed the water. My shop was around and behind the fountain, difficult to see if you came at it from this angle. On any other day, I’d ignore all the people with their wares spread out on blankets or up on carts they’d converted into market stalls.

This time though I froze and peered around.

The outdoor market was a disorderly, chaotic scene. People coming and going, some of them with purchases, many of them with goods for sale. Animals snuffled here and there, or fluttered around their cages. People had painted up banners advertising what they sold without words: a pot painted on a burlap sack, or an apple-like fruit painted onto the awning overtop the market stall.

And it was big, like a hundred feet radius from the fountain to the ring of market shop fronts belonging to specific districts.

I’d forgotten the shops.

These too were a hectic and crowded assortment of buildings. Several of these were purpose built, but many had been something else in their former lives and were now more like a strip mall: one building with a bunch of doors leading back into dusty shops. Districts like Leather, Iron and Glass had huge shops, roomy places with windows and natural light, walls you could peel back and let the shop spill out into the wider market. Shops like Ink, by contrast (or Evan’s Pawn & Curiosities, as the sign showed) were little more than corner nooks most people would never look at.

Unless you could find something in my shop you’d couldn’t find anywhere else.

“No preening over your shop,” I told myself.

That said, my storekeeper Yann might know something. I headed over to my shop anyway and walked inside.

By now the store had sold out of quite a lot of the earth curiosities from the truck, and needed daily restocking from my Adrift power. But it was also starting to showcase simple magic items.

Somehow I had sold an entire box worth of fake plastic plants, which astonished me. I had no idea why anyone who lived in a lush world full of vibrant life would want dust-gathering fake plants, but more power to them.

One shelf was specifically for gloves, while the end cap held a variety of bracelets in leather or metal. These were labeled in whatever language Yann spoke (gnomish?) but I could read this with my abilities. Bracelets we now had in protection, cooling, quickness, and endurance.

“Yann?” I called.

The little guy’s head popped out of the office, and he made his way out with an armload of boots.

“What’ve we got now?”

“Self-repair, self-sizing boots.”

“Amazing. How much are the mages asking for?”

He frowned. “Eighty-five silver.”

I swore under my breath. Almost a gold piece, or what petty Masters would make in a week. “And how much did the boots from Leather District cost?”

“Fifteen silver. The craftsman on these boots is one of the oldest and best respected in Leather.”

“Fifty silver and don’t negotiate down,” I told him. “I’ll have a talk with the mages if they give you an issue.”

“They won’t like it.”

“They won’t like the no coins they get from not selling any fucking boots either. Thirty-five silver for two qualities is all right.” And anyone who could afford those might come back after something more: a necklace, ring, bracelet… who knew. “Anyway, Yann, the reason I came by… you know the lay of the market, correct?”

He placed the boots and straightened. “Sure?”

“I need a few things, and I never shop.”

“Just give me a list and I will have the boys drop it off at Aceter House.”

I grinned. “Special secret business today, Yann. I’m shopping. Now, I need to know where Jewelry District’s shop is, and how I can get a bundle of cut flowers. Then I have to head to Gladiator District.”
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Jewelry shop wasn’t too difficult to find, but Yann introduced me to a young lady named Tillia who would take me through the process of buying. She was familiar with the shop’s public stock, the stock usually reserved for the Masters or the Governor, and if I really wanted, collector’s items of antiquity.

She was a thick, stocky, and immaculately dressed dwarf with styled obsidian hair that rattled from all the runes and charms she had threaded into her many braids.

“If you’d like to tell the story of the world with what you wear, there’s little better than a Metharr era diadem from a thousand years before the Emperor took the throne and established the twelve cities.”

The mini-crown was resting on a black satin pillow nicer than the sacks of down I had in my mansion. It looked to have been made of a bunch of pieces of metal all twisted together around symmetrically placed jewels, and not welded at all. It was incredible.

“That sounds like it’ll cost the entire district,” I told her. Indeed, the price was ‘negotiable at around a thousand gold pieces’ and, yeah… no. I was pulling in something like twelve gold a day from Ink and my shop. A good day might mean twenty gold, but as earth stock was selling out, we were moving to the cheap enchanted stuff.

“I need seven identical somethings,” I told her. Six? Zati was worth considering. “Elegant but also simplistic. If they could have a single gem each, that would be perfect. Pendants on chains, bracelets, rings…” Shit, I didn’t know the size of their fingers. “Not rings. I don’t have their measurements.”

Tillia cocked her head. “These items you seek to buy… are not for you?”

Masters didn’t buy their slaves jewelry. No, they got blinged up like rappers if they had the funds for it. They were the types who’d get diamonds fused to their teeth if they thought it would outdo other district Masters.

What I was doing was highly unorthodox, but that didn’t matter right now.

“No.”

“May I inquire…” she trailed off.

I smiled. “Better if you didn’t.” I didn’t want her to get in trouble, or worse, for her Master to get this news and have some ammo with which to attack me.

“Let’s call them seven identical pendents on tasteful chains,” I said. “Doable? I can spare two gold each, but no more.”

For a moment I worried that she would say the words ‘custom job’ and I’d be shit out of luck. I absolutely needed them not just today, but in stock, right now.

Instead she pointed out several options available to me. And then several more options. And finally several more. Each option had a master craftsman or family who needed to be introduced, and the provenance of the metal. One had come from a floating boulder that had been quarried, others had come from distant lands, much further east than Kentir, and another had been excavated in a city I didn’t recognize.

I settled on a simple silver pendant, triangular but a curvy triangular, curling into a sort of Celtic knot design at the corners, with an iridescent gem in the center, like a rainbow opal. The chains were silver as well, carefully crafted links, and I felt like the bulk of my money was going to buy these.

She wrapped the chains around a small, gleaming, lacquered piece of wood complete with notches to handle this sort of thing, and settled each one into a small hinged box of similar dark wood.

The girls would love these. It was only when I was halfway to Gladiator District that I thought to buy two more of them, one for Auralla and one for Avya.

“Fuck em,” I tried to tell myself, except I immediately muttered, “Sorry Aura. I didn’t mean it. Yes, okay, fine, you too Avya.” They weren’t here. They’d never know. But I’d know.

I turned back, hesitant… and sprinted back to the jewelry shop and Tillia. She jumped in surprise when I burst through the door.

“I need two more,” I panted.


2- How Big Boys Do Combat

Now… which district would have not just good restaurants, but really good restaurants? Grain would be full of bakeries, Fish would be too smelly. There weren’t any cows, so I didn’t know how to locate Surrek’s equivalent of Beef District. Maybe a place like Proclamation would have higher quality places. Or Jewelry. Richer districts would have richer eating establishments.

I headed into Proclamation District in search of the local Master, T’charrk. I was told in no uncertain terms (by the ladies) that T’charrk was likely to try and betray me if he hadn’t already been working a plot, but so far he’d only helped me.

Which had at the same time helped himself, but still. I knew he wasn’t a straight shooter with my best interests at heart, but he was at least cordial. Not like the twat waffle over in Spice District, Vintra.

“Wasn’t there a meme about all the evil guys being very polite?” I asked no one.

Damn, Spice District probably had the kind of restaurant atmospheres I was looking for.

Proclamation District was the place where the Governor’s decrees were made public, and judgements over those decrees were handed down. It was the place where you’d come if Person A stole your horse or fucked your wife, where judges who probably didn’t give a shit about you decided your case. Based on what? I didn’t know that much, yet. If it was anything like earth, it was based on the lawyers you could afford, making your case as charismatically as possible before a judge.

Hell, maybe it was based on how much you could bribe the judge.

“Stop it!” I admonished myself. “Get your shit together.”

I froze as I spotted Shennalil circling in the sky not far off, her dragonfly wings a blur of motion. Proclamation was just east of Ink, so I was close to being caught and grilled over what in the hell I was doing.

One of T’charrk’s bird-headed maidens spotted me. This one was the owl lady, who was very, very human from the neck down, and not dressed in much that would stop me from appreciating that fact. Below a large, triangular and Egyptian mega-necklace that reached all the way out to her shoulders, a gauzy mostly transparent fabric garment fell. It approximated a dress, except it came down just below the belly button. From nips to lips, I could see every bit of her.

I ran a few distressing thoughts through my head: the former president naked, my animal companion Jerry’s face, Granny panties. Mmm, panties. I could get lingerie for all the girls. I could gank some from Victoria’s Secret. Then we could do a runway model experience—

Shit, I was slipping. Come on, brain. Cheese grater. Shark attack. A girl in a skimpy bikini at the beach. Fuck.

She swooped down in low, and for the first time, I noted the raised, lumpy scar tissue on her upper chest, just north of her very bare breasts. It was a hummingbird head in profile, the brand of T’charrk. Just three inches long or so, but a clear sign of ownership.

“You appear distressed, Master Drifter,” she said.

“I was actually hoping to have a word with your Master,” I said. “How possible would that be?”

“It would depend on your intentions,” she… hooted. Kind of.

“Completely benign and peaceful,” I said, and then I said, “Pinky swear.” Even though that would mean nothing to this person.

“Follow me,” she said, and lifted off the ground with a few powerful flaps of her wings.

I ran to try to keep up, even using Swiftwind’s Aura for that extra burst of speed. She looked back every now and again, clearly frustrated at my inability to fly.

Soon I turned down a twisting alley and not long after found myself boxed in by two petty Masters on either side. These guys were muscular, and sported two marks of power each that I could see.

Well shit. I told myself to play this cool. “What’s going on, guys?”

“This is the Drifter, huh?”

“Yeah,” a second one said. “I’ve seen him at the shop in the central market.”

“Doesn’t look that tough,” the first one said.

“You’re welcome to come test me out,” I said. “I was just—“

“Shut your whore mouth!” the first one snarled.

Look, it’s Valentine’s Day, I wanted to tell them. Sigh.

“I’m here to talk to your boss.”

“You think I give a fuck what you came here for? You don’t deserve to run your own district. You think you’re something, some big shot? You just walk in here and take a place that could belong to any of us? What did you do to deserve Ink, huh?”

I produced the brutal axe from my inventory.

“Come here and find out what I did,” I told them evenly.

No one moved. In the meantime I got me some Tough experience, and another rank of Intimidation. That’s right, assholes. Just stay where you are. I was certain T’charrk would arrive any second, and I didn’t want to be fighting his guys when he did.

“He threatened us!” the asshole said. “You saw it.”

He was a felinian, one of the only felinian Masters I’d seen. He had a lion’s coloration and tail, and a big brown beard encircling his head.

“Does that mean you’re within your rights to attack a guy the coward’s way?” I demanded. “Or is four on one how big boys do combat?”

Taunt rank, and some Fierce experience there. Except… I didn’t have time for this.

“Come on then,” I said, “I got places to be.”

Asshole surged forward and pulled a bastard sword, and halfway to me he changed. Green scales erupted all over his body, and stunted leathery wings sprang out. Even his lion tail was covered in green scales, an interesting look.

In a split second, he’d told me all about what was going to happen with respect to his marks of power. I went for my own dragon gift and took the red dragon’s form.

Red Dragon’s Mark

*Passive*

*Bronze Rank, no stars*

Normal: You gain moderate resistance to fire damage. Your mana regeneration rate is improved to a moderate degree. You seem more naturally intimidating, to a moderate degree. You may breathe fire as an attack, up to five times per day. Costs no mana, no cooldown.

Bronze: Your capacity for mana is doubled. Three times a day you may call upon the red dragon. This physical transformation grants you increased damage and fire resistance from scales, increased hand to hand damage from claws, and increased perception from the eyes of the dragon. You may glide from a high place and avoid falling damage from the wings of the dragon. Costs no mana, lasts 10 minutes.

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

He pulled up short, a good four feet off, and stared at my new red scales, red wings, and the flames licking out from either side of my jaws. He knew what I knew: increased damage resistance, claws, breath weapon, extra mana capacity, and he also knew I had another six marks of power to call upon on top of this one.

“Oh, are we suddenly skittish? Well then, little felinian, tuck tail and go back to your buddies.”

He growled and flashed forward anyway, raising his sword, but no sooner had I blocked it than T’charrk appeared from above.

He flapped down on huge hummingbird wings, slowly descending right into the space where our weapons were crossed. Mine disappeared into the storage nose ring. The petty Master didn’t have one of those, so he disengaged and backed off. Then the dumb asshole fell to one knee, like the other three had.

“Master Drifter,” T’charrk said, with that edge to his voice.

I sighed. “I had sought to have a word with you, but was attacked by either an up-jumped gang of thugs or a well-trained security force looking out for your safety.”

He turned his glassy black hummingbird eyes on his petty Masters. “Hm, yes, apparently they believe any District Master in Proclamation other than myself must constitute a dire threat to my life.”

“Commendable, this concern for your safety, but they misread my presence and intention.” Only one overly ambitious trigger happy idiot, I thought.

“What word would you have with me, Master Drifter?”

I laughed. “You know the city better than I. I’m looking for somewhere to eat, actually.”

He threw back his head and twittered laughter. “Is that so?”

“Somewhere expensive. And discreet.”
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I burst into the restaurant maybe thirty minutes later and startled the staff.

“I need to reserve a private booth for this evening!” This evening being only about four hours away. What with waking up late, mucking around the city, heading to market, helping Yann organize the shop, taking my sweet time buying jewelry, and nearly getting into legal trouble in Proclamation, it had been a quickly lost five hours.

This required my name, a down payment in coin (fifty silver pieces, which was considerable indeed), and the written explanation from one Master to the Master of Mage District of my plans. These would be reviewed and approved by the Master before I would be allowed to patronize the establishment. They had these on hand, and I wrote the purpose, then signed it before speeding off.

I was starving, but there was no time.

“I could really use an energy drink,” I said, then surprised myself again and slapped my hand against my forehead. With Giskennen’s nose ring, I grabbed up one of the last energy drinks I had from the truck, popped the top, and downed half of it in one go. Then I grabbed up a sandwich stored in there, sniffed at it, shrugged, and wolfed it down.

After one last detour to Healing, where I found the same woman gardener, I ran back to Ink with the caffeine and other chemicals coursing through my body.

When I got within earshot of the mansion, I slowed to a walk and took my time. I needed my breath back, and to swish my hair back into a pretend decent style.

All I had to do was keep repeating over and over: the girls don’t know whether I’m doing it well or not. They have no idea what this is. They don’t know whether…

I went to the door, took a deep breath, and headed in.

A whole lot of confused faces greeted me, though Hellera didn’t look like she much cared I was deviating from the schedule.

Check that. “You missed training,” she grumbled.

“Well it’s Valentine’s Day,” I said.

Dallinya rolled her eyes. “Great, another Drifter thing we don’t understand.”

“And which doesn’t really matter,” Fayeen added.

“Does it matter more if there are gifts for each of you?” That got them to sit up straight and pay attention. “You will have one of two options: gladiator battle viewing at the arena, which happens first, or sumptuous quiet dinner not here, which happens in a few hours.”

Please please please please I thought.

Hellera stood. “I am required to attend? The security of the district needs me to patrol.”

“If you come to the arena, you can guard the fort during dinner.”

“I’ll go too!” Fayeen declared.

“The rest of you would prefer dinner then?” I asked, relieved at Hellera’s agreement and the others nodding. Hellera needed to be gotten out of the way, since I thought romance would be the last thing she’d want to have thrust into her face. “And where’s Zati?”

“The servants uncovered a stash of tomes and record ledgers amongst the things Giskennen stored away,” Velleth said.

“Well then, my beautiful and obedient slaves with no powers at all, I will require you to take my arm and accompany me to Gladiator District.” Hellera grumbled, deep in her chest like a lion, but took my arm, while Fayeen happily looped her arm around mine and gave me a quick kiss.

As we exited Aceter House, I turned and bestowed the first of the necklaces to Hellera.

“For your service to me, and your devotion to the safety and security of all of us,” I said. “Happy Valentine’s Day, Hellera.”

She gasped when she opened the box. Then she turned a suspicious look in my direction. “What is this?”

I turned to Fayeen. “For your willingness to join me in my quest, for your good nature and your readiness to trust your horns to me—“ She blushed fiercely at this, cheeks darkening from maroon to deep purple. “Happy Valentine’s Day, Fayeen.”

She looked to the gem in Hellera’s hand, attached to the chain, and back to me, and back to the box in wonder. Tears were welling in her eyes, but her smile was big and genuine.

When she opened the little box and found the exact gem, I had a brief explosion of horror: would she be angry at getting the exact same thing, or happy that she’d gotten the exact same thing?

But her gasp quickly turned into a huge grin, and she wrapped me up in a tight hug.

“Master,” she whispered.

“Evan, when no one else can hear,” I muttered. “You may also refer to me as ‘yes, yes, more more more’ when you feel it’s appropriate.”

Grinning, she turned and held the fastener bits up for me to help her with, so I did. It was just a t-shaped post and ring, so it was easy enough, but I added a kiss on the back of her neck and enjoyed the lusty look I received.

Hellera had hers on already, but I noted that she didn’t complain all the way to Gladiator about taking my arm. She also seemed to stand much straighter on the way there.

When we pulled up at the arena some thirty minutes’ walk later, a male fae attendant with gauzy wings made of cloudy, soft purple mist fluttered up to me.

“Oh!” he gasped. “Master… Evan, of Ink District!” When I nodded, he went on. “You were not on the reservation list. Oh, this is most irregular.”

Shit.

“What do you mean?” I asked. “I’m new to the city and don’t know all the things normal Masters do.”

“Ehh… come with me please.” While we went, he explained. “The arena has a number of private booths for district Masters to reserve for any given day. Unfortunately, with nearly sixty Masters controlling various districts in the city, it’s not possible to have a booth for everyone.”

And I assumed that being a Master meant I couldn’t just grab a seat in the big areas reserved for ordinary schlubs. This guy looked like he would have a stroke if I suggested it.

“None of them are willing to share, I assume.”

We entered a hall, climbed a few stairs, and passed a few servants. The servants were forced to bow and lower their heads so we could pass. It seemed these private booths were covered by thick velvet curtains in royal purple. The fae drew back the first curtain a little, only to immediately shut it again and shudder in horror. I heard the screams, muffled by the curtains and probably a gag, as we passed.

In the meantime, the crowd outside roared with excitement. It sounded like somebody might have just had their head cut off or been devoured by some creature or another.

At the second, he looked to me, then back, then to me.

“Are you on the Governor’s small council?” he asked. “I don’t believe you are.”

I confirmed that, no, I wasn’t one of the top seven or eight Masters with many districts under my command. Just the one little clump of blocks. We went on.

“Master,” Fayeen whispered. “It’s all right. We don’t need to—”

“Silence, obedient slave who doesn’t talk out of turn,” I grumbled, and she shut up. Then I felt like an asshole.

At the third one, he looked inside, looked at me, then ducked in. A moment later he came out with a disgruntled dwarf.

“Wot’s this?” he asked.

I stepped forward. “I didn’t know to make a reservation, but it’s a special day. It’s my birthday,” I lied. “I’d be willing to pay you a gold piece right now to share the booth, though I’d pay two gold to have the booth to myself. I may end up ravishing one of my slaves.” I cocked a thumb at the dragonite and the tiefling.

He crossed his arms and frowned. “Gillen the Bloody is due to fight.”

“Five gold pieces and you come back tomorrow,” I said. “I’m sure Gillen will live to fight another day.”

He scrunched up his face in frustration, but I could see the gold was working on him.

“Ten gold pieces.”

“Not a copper more than six. Final offer.”

He grunted his assent and waited while I produced the six gold coins. Fayeen and Hellera both watched in complete amazement while I handed them over. The dwarf chuckled and said something about me being a sucker, but I was already pushing past him and holding the curtain open for the ladies.

“Shall we?”

They entered the private booth and both started when I goosed them.

The booth itself was a long, somewhat narrow space that went a good fifteen feet in, and opened out to a curved balcony. Several plush smoking chairs stood ready, along with some flimsier chairs probably reserved for slaves. A servant stood at either side of the room ready to get us what we needed. I whispered to the ladies that if they had any requests for drinks or food, they should tell me.

In short order both servants were gone and I’d convinced both of them to sit up front, though Hellera refused to sit in the cushioned chair. The way the booth was shaped, it would be difficult for anyone to see in, but not impossible.

I had thought my dragonite warrior lady might just sit with her arms crossed and glower for the whole of the gladiatorial match. She did have resting dragon face, after all. For the next hour, before and after the drinks were delivered, Hellera watched the battle intently, while Fayeen sat in my lap and allowed me to caress her up and down. Whenever Hellera leapt to her feet to cheer loudly, Fayeen would also rise up, go to the balcony’s edge and scream for blood.

Then the tiefling would turn to me, bright-faced and excited. I had no taste for watching men try to murder one another, but they seemed to enjoy it, and that giddy exuberance was fun to see on their faces.

“You’ve never been?” I asked.

“Never. Giskennen only ever took Gyora.”

“Well then, happy Valentine’s Day,” I told her, and felt the swell of her breasts against me. She turned to watch the action, but made sure to rub that ass against me, and slowly rock back and forth against my crotch.


3- Clusters of Emotions

Ileaned down and pressed my chest against Fayeen’s back, whispering, “If you keep doing that, people are going to watch me shoot my essence all the way up in you.”

She didn’t stop with the rubbing her ass against my crotch thing. If anything, I heard a smug noise come out of her, and the swaying back and forth increased. When I reached around and cupped her breasts, then pinched her nipples through the top, she gasped, but still didn’t stop the grinding.

Rolling her hard nipples, twisting gently, I growled in her ear. While men tried to kill one another on the field, and scored points with the crowd, Fayeen made a purr of deep satisfaction in her chest that I could feel through the t-shirt and her back.

Because her yoga pants couldn’t go past her tail, I only had to inch them down a little to sink several fingers into her already flooded pussy. My fingers squelched inside her and she slowly lowered herself until her chin was resting on her forearms, on the balcony railing. She even arched her back and shoved back against me.

I fingered her for some time, loving the way she shifted her ass and periodically smiled to give me a little grinning side eye.

“Master,” she said, “if you keep that up I’ll make too much noise.”

I leaned down and whispered, “Don’t distract Hellera, she’s really into this.”

“You’ll have to put something in my mouth to quiet me down,” she teased.

I pulled my fingers out of her and brought them around to slide into her mouth. She began sucking without hesitation, while I pulled the flap on the leather skirt up and placed my cock right where it would be most welcome. Her pussy practically threw a party to welcome me in, clamping down on me.

I didn’t think this was what she had in mind but she certainly wasn’t complaining. I jammed myself in deep, and hard, and she made a strangled noise. She also drooled all over my fingers, licking them over and again.

Hellera was pounding her chest, shouting at the action, screaming at the combatants. Whatever was going on down there had completely overcome her. At one point while Fayeen and I were fucking, hard, she blew fire out into the air and shrieked in excitement.

“Ugh,” Fayeen managed around my fingers.

“Quiet,” I told her, and hunched forward again to bury myself deep in her. Her insides were warm and clenching against me, silky soft and inviting. It was difficult not to lose myself just from the first few minutes of being inside her.

Eventually a loud groan escaped, and wouldn’t you know it, it was the exact same moment I grabbed onto her horn with my free hand and began to pull back.

Hellera finally spared us a look, and disdain crossed over her features. “You essence-addled slut,” she muttered. “Can’t you go a day without wanting to have him ravage you?” She turned back to the event, not waiting for an answer, as if to say glorious combat was far more interesting than sex. That dance of death meant far more to her than this dance of life.

“Nooo,” Fayeen whined in response, and clamped a hand over her mouth when I grabbed onto her other horn and pulled back. Then I drove in against her while she stood, back arched and eyes fluttering. With her horns in my hands like this, she was staring up at the ceiling, and I had the honor of watching all the pleasure flood through her. Her control slipped, then slipped again when I ran my thumbs up and down the ridges of the horns.

She completely lost it when I ran my thumb over the place where her horns emerged from her skull. Her hands dropped away from her mouth and her face had the blank, slack look of a boxer who’s down for the count.

She jerked, and again fluid came gushing out of her.

“Your perfect body honors me,” I growled into her ear.

“Ohhh,” she groaned again. “Ohh nooo. St– st– ohh… stop…”

“Oh yes,” I hissed in her ear, still pounding her mercilessly. “You’ve paid me the highest compliment.”

“Too… too much. I’m s-sensitive.”

I continued to slam into her over, and over, every thrust slapping loudly in this little booth but easily drowned out by the cheering crowd. I’d forgotten some time ago that this room had serving staff. I had forgotten that those two were unwilling voyeurs to this. They might even have to clean up after Fayeen’s squirting mess.

The exhibition drove me even wilder with lust and pride. Fayeen’s body was long and lean and strong, built to make this act a delight every time.

I pulled her back up against me, standing straight, and ran one hand over her. She was tall, as tall as me, and that was perfect for sliding my hand down her tummy and up to her sex, to feel the head from the outside. When I pressed down she cried out again, and came, and then when I didn’t stop either the thrusting or the pressing, she squirted once more and collapsed against me.

“Do you want it here?” I asked, pressing once more and circling the top of her mound with light pressure. “Or do you want it here?” I once again slid two fingers in her mouth and grabbed onto her tongue.

“Unh,” she moaned, incapable of speaking.

“You have to tell me.” I punctuated this with several more slow and rotating thrusts.

“M-mouth,” she managed, so I pulled free and she fell to her knees.

No sooner had she slid around the first few inches than I growled and came what felt like several mouthfuls straight in there. Once more Fayeen’s eyes fluttered, and one hand drifted to her nipple, pulling and pinching. The other hand dropped lower and rotated over her clit. She made a blissed out noise, swallowed, then pulled my cock in for another long and deep suck to make sure she had it all.

Once she was done, I helped her to the cushioned chair and sat her down. Then I knelt beside her.

“How are you liking Valentine’s Day?”

“I… know I just had a meal but… I want to go to the dinner too,” she muttered in her daze.
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Hellera gleefully replayed each thrust and slash of the main event on our walk home. I’d never seem her so animated. Every other instance of our life together so far saw her brusk, economical with her words and actions. Nothing was wasted. She was the diametric opposite of Avya.

Fayeen held my arm tightly too, though her legs weren’t unsteady. She remained strong, even after a series of body-wracking orgasms, but I appreciated her clinging to me: was I suddenly going to return to the aether, or vanish back to earth? Well not if she could help it.

Finally we reached Ink once again, and I turned to Hellera. “It would please me very much if you could secure the house and the district while we have a special dinner.”

Hellera stepped in close, breathing wisps of flame from the sides of her jaws. Was this what happened when she got horny? Had the gladiator battle really done it for her… sexually? Further observation would determine the truth. “I expect to be rewarded with a massage soon,” she said quietly, as though she was embarrassed to have Fayeen hear.

I could now feel the heat radiating off her, and I nodded. “You’ll get your massage, and more.”

She glanced towards Fayeen, back to me, then nodded sharply and barged into the house.

“You’ll need to be with her,” I told Fayeen.

“Hmm do I have to?”

“Unfortunately yes. She needs a partner.”

She reached up and brought my face towards her for a lengthy, slow kiss. “Thank you for Valentine’s Day.”

I produced one of the boxes of chocolates out of the dimensional storage. “There’s more.”

It was shaped like a heart, in red cardboard, and probably cost ten bucks, but with luck it was the thought that counted. These didn’t exist in Ethetria.

The widening of her eyes and the astonishment on her face told me all I needed to know. Necklace and spending gold pieces to bribe another Master out of his booth and watching bloodsport (with bonus sex)… and now something else entirely?

“This is the greatest day of my life,” she breathed, then caught herself. More of that dark purple blush spread over her face and up to her ears. “After receiving my magic and your mark.”

“I thank you,” I told her.

“No no no, I thank you. No one has ever spent gold on me before.” She kissed me again, this time long and lazily, full of exploratory tongue and light grinding.

The gladiator battle had been far more expensive than I’d anticipated, but it was worth it, as much for Hellera’s screaming enjoyment as the chance to play rough with Fayeen.

Finally I broke the kiss before this turned into another public sex show. “I must take the others soon.”

“Yes,” she muttered. “Take them. Take them all.”

Yep, now I was fully hard again.

I reluctantly detached from Fayeen’s embrace and, with a hand on her lower back, steered the two of us back to Aceter House.

Velleth, Dallinya, and Shennalil were all staring at us expectantly. I peered around, but didn’t give them any clues toward unraveling whatever mystery they thought existed.

Well, no time like the present, I thought.

While Fayeen went off and got down to patrol duty, I fell to one knee and presented a tiny box to Shennalil.

“For your bravery time and again in the face of challenges much larger than you, and for the gift you’ve given me to help save our lives in times of danger, I want to give you this.” Shennalil peered down into my face, confused, then up at the others. Tears were already standing out at her eyes, and I cleared them away with my thumb. “Happy Valentine’s Day, sweet Shennalil.”

She cooed just as soon as she opened the box.

I stood and approached Dallinya.

“What is this? What are you doing?”

I gave her my brightest grin and presented the tiny gleaming box. “Valentine’s Day! Now, for your decision to remain with me, and to help in matters most pressing, for the helpful lies you’ve told, I present this to you.”

Dallinya’s adorable expression was a mixture of overwhelmed and defiant. She didn’t want to cry, that expression said. She pasted on an ugly smile while tears welled up, and she wrapped me in a tight hug to bury her face in my shoulder. I held her, gently touching the mass of scar tissue that was her back.

“I don’t want you to suffer anymore,” I breathed to her. “I can’t say you’ll never be hurt with me, but my pledge is to try my best to keep suffering away from you.”

Her body hitched with silent sobs.

Velleth had come forward, arms open, but I pulled up the tiny box.

“Velleth, my spy master,” I told her, and she blushed fiercely, eyes averted. “I present this to you, for all the suffering you’ve done on my behalf. I’d like to pledge the same to you, to keep suffering away from you as much as I can. You’ve also given me a powerful gift and I appreciate it. Happy Valentine’s Day, my sweet elf.”

Silent tears slipped down her cheeks and she took the box, shaking her head. She opened her mouth to speak, still shaking her head, but couldn’t manage words. Finally she flung herself onto me as well, crying loudly.

“You’re going to make it difficult to go out to the restaurant,” I told them. I didn’t know if Dallinya was ugly crying right now, her face wasn’t visible, but Velleth certainly was.

Shennalil fluttered up toward me, wearing the pendant with tears slipping down her cheeks as well.

“I know you all don’t normally get gifts,” I said, but then didn’t say more. It wasn’t that they ‘normally’ didn’t get gifts. They never got gifts. Ever. And now I’d spent actual gold on them, and they knew that.

“Is there time to please you before the dinner?” Shennalil asked sweetly.

I grinned. “We’ll have time for that later,” I said. “Get dressed.”

Eventually, snot-faced and puffy-eyed, Velleth and Dallinya disengaged and silently dressed, but immediately after, both donned their pendants and went to the polished metal mirror in the bathroom to peer at themselves. They emerged some five minutes later looking gorgeous, if a little puffy in the face. Velleth had on a slinky black dress, and Dallinya was looking spectacular in a form-fitting green number that went well with her leopard spots. Shennalil also had a specially cut dress in sky blue that left her wings free, so she flitted about with her hand clutched to the pendant.

“Meal time!” I announced.
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I narrowed my eyes at the maitre’d of the restaurant.

“What do you mean, the Master of Mage refused to sign the consent form?” How many palms was I going to have to grease in order to have a good Valentine’s Day around here? I had a lot of gold, but ’a lot’ and ‘unlimited’ were two vastly different words.

The slender young nellwyn with the white green hair appeared mortified, like he was seeing his death.

“M-master specified th-that if y-you w-wish to dine here tonight, y-you read and f-fulfill this order.”

He produced a piece of paper.

Master Drifter,

I’m afraid dinner tonight is contingent on delivering the stolen mana crystals some rascals have pilfered from a certain warehouse two streets north of this eating establishment, just an hour past. If the heads of those responsible are also delivered, your meal will be free.

I do so hope you enjoy your meal once this business is concluded and the mana crystals are delivered to the eating establishment you hope to patronize. Those mana crystals will constitute my assent to allow your safe and unimpeded visit to the esteemed business.

Signed, (indecipherable signature), Master of Mage District

“Does this look like it says ’Trump’ to you?” I asked, pointing to the signature. It was just a spiky mess, like the EKG reading of someone on the verge of death.

The girls stared at me while I marinated in my fury.

“Evan,” Dallinya started, but I waved her off.

“We don’t need…” Velleth began, but again I shook my head. They didn’t need a nice dinner, strictly speaking. They were getting nicer dinners under me than they’d gotten with their former Master, but that was an incredibly low bar to clear. But I’d done too much work, run around too much to have this fail at the eleventh hour.

“Come on,” I said, and stalked off.

Two blocks later, I stared around. Mage District had narrow streets like Ink, but everything here was cleaner, fresher, better lit, and seemed happier.

“Well Monsieur Whoever the Fuck, Master of Mage District, first of all fuck you,” I muttered. “Shennalil, can you fly up and see if there are any especially twisty little alleyways? Ones that look like dead ends from the air?”

In the meantime I extended my Attuned senses and flipped on the Empath’s Mark. For now I just needed the Normal tier ability.

Empath’s Mark

*Special ability, magical*

*Bronze tier, two stars*

Normal: Activate this ability to sense the mood of the crowd around you. Directed toward a single indvidual, 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.

Everyone in range flared to life as a thinking, feeling aura of magical light. I could see through walls like this, so people floated some floors up until the range of the effect gave out.

A sense of overwhelmed hopelessness came on its heels: there were hundreds of people nearby, maybe thousands, and over a hundred I could sense with the spell’s range. Still, I calmed my breathing and tried to take it all in. It was too much to handle at first, but I could get used to it.

The flares of feeling were mostly gray and dull reddish purple. When I focused on one of them, I got sensations of weariness, exhaustion, the throbbing pain of age and in many cases a general peace with this. Some of these were threaded through with blue despondency, purple worries, bruise yellow jealousy, red undercurrents of anger, but the vast majority was bone weariness. They’d worked hard all day and were ready to relax at home.

I could safely put these ones out of mind, and concentrate on bright spots of various colors. Here a couple was having an argument on the second floor in a tiny apartment, so close they could probably taste the others’ dinner. These two might be it, but I doubted it. I noted bright pink passion of two individuals locked in an embrace, panting emotions out with each thrust.

“Can you sense magic?” I asked, still taking in all the people. I’d only had some experience with sensing magic, and a lot of it was based around eating at the Y, but my Attuned senses were improving.

There were several people engaged in orange laughter, though it was clear one of them was the butt of the jokes, by the way blue and sewer green surged through them, with the purple tinged scarlet of frustration.

“I have had some training,” Velleth said.

“See if you can locate mana crystals.” If they were located near people who were acting suspiciously, we’d have our people.

“Oh!” Velleth said.

“What’s that?”

“Mana crystals… the shops here must use them. There are quite a lot.”

“In the apartments or underground, most likely,” I told her. Would the thieves hole up nearby, or make a break for it throughout the entire city? If the latter, we could kiss dinner goodbye. I didn’t have a power for tracking people making a break for it.

“Master,” Velleth said, with that ‘we’re in public’ emphasis. She was pointing, so I followed her gaze downwards and advanced slowly across the street. Releasing the empathic sense allowed me to concentrate on the mana saturating the area. Again people were magical, but much less than they were emotional: they appeared as small burning embers of magic in various different colors and (I knew from the ladies) scents and tastes. More than that, there was just a texture to people’s magic, unique to individuals.

And then mana crystals. These were bright sticks of potential in different colors and intensities, like tiny but very powerful people.

As I made my way toward them and between two closely packed buildings, I activated Empath’s Mark once more. Seven agitated, worried, excited and ambitious clusters of emotions hunkered down right near the mana crystals.

“Bingo,” I said.


4- A Few Bites of Something Sweet

Iwill give the assholes credit: they were ready for me.

When I stormed down the stone stairs to the basement level and kicked open the door, I triggered some kind of magical booby trap. One moment I was stepping into the room with the seven thieves, and the next my feet were painfully trapped together. My momentum carried me forward onto my face.

Not the sort of entrance a badass hero likes to make, but there you have it.

When Jerry leaped out of my chest they shouted, but he only chomped one of them on the midsection before the rest got enchanted weapons slashing that unraveled him back into magic and dealt me magical backlash damage.

Another steely band of magic sprang up from the floor and wrapped around my body before I could even reach down to work at the one tying up my feet.

“Oy, lookee here boys?” One of them said. “Whuv we got, eh? Petty Master?” This one was a gnomish with a racy haircut dressed mostly in black, with a belt full of lock picks and another belt stuffed with daggers.

“I ain’t seen this ‘un before, Sej,” another one said. “Ee’s got too many marks, Sej. I dun like this.”

“Shut yer yap and see how Brolly’s doin,” the gnomish leader said. He hunkered down from his full three and a half feet, making me feel even less like a super hero sex god. “Hoor yew then?”

I went to teleport but found the two magic ropes were preventing me from using magic. This had just gone from bad to worse.

“Listen to me,” I told them in my most authoritative voice. “You return the mana crystals, let me go—”

“Brolly’s bleedin’ bad, Sej!” the second guy said.

“Your people don’t have to die,” I told him.

“Heh!” Sej laughed. “Yew fixing’ ta stop us, eh? From doon dere, where yer magic ain’t workin?”

“Sej, whadda we URK!” The second guy stopped talking as his throat opened up wide. A sheet of blood soon covered his shirt and he grabbed at it before toppling over.

Two of the others jumped a foot, but Sej rushed to the doorway and pressed against it. “He’s got other petty Masters, mark me. Getcher idjit asses oot the way!”

But another little portal appeared and a blue hand with a knife came through it, getting a second guy in the ribs before disappearing.

Shennalil flitted into the room and fell to her knees next to me. “Are you hurt?”

“No… just can’t use the marks. Look out!”

Shennalil poofed into a smoky substance a second before two of Sej's goons lunged forward with their daggers. Both passed harmlessly through Shennalil’s misty form, overbalanced and toppled forward. A moment later, in view of the doorway as they were, they each had a dagger appear above their backs and plunge down.

“Wot in the devils?” Sej said from just two feet away. Shennalil was a female, and females didn’t have powers. He stared at where she’d been kneeling over me, only to realize too late the misty version of her wasn’t there. She became corporeal again just behind him, and must’ve gotten him with a dagger, because Sej stiffened, took two steps forward, and collapsed onto me.

“Ehh fuck,” Sej muttered, drooling blood onto my midsection.

“Disengage this fucking magic trap,” I snarled, “and you’ll live. Last chance to walk away from this.”

The thief leader reached a shaking hand into a pocket and retrieved a rune-carved stone, then touched it to the magical binding. Shennalil took the stone from his weak hand and touched it to the other one. As for the steel rope I hadn’t known to look for, it sprang off me and dissolved to ash.

I gave Sej the Mender’s Mark treatment, and watched as the knife wound in his lower back began to close. Shennalil had taken to the training after all.

The last two of the thieves, gnomish guys who looked more at home at an inventing table than doing a heist, stood frozen against the back wall. I went and picked up the mana crystals, and leaned down near them.

“You didn’t do this, these idiots did. We weren’t here, and neither were you. You look like people who can get a job done, and I appreciate that. Go to Ink District, and tell the Inkwell enchanters that Evan sent you. They’ll give you jobs, with decent pay.” The nodded furiously. “Good. I’ll be in to see how you’re settling in tomorrow.”

Then I turned. “Let these two go,” I called.
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We arrived back at the restaurant, with me still bloodied. Most of it wasn’t mine. The girls still looked marvelous.

We frog-marched Sej into the restaurant with an armload of mana crystals.

“This is the bandit leader responsible,” I said. When the maitre’d opened his mouth to explain that only his head was necessary, I raised a hand. “I didn’t want to get more blood on me.

“Now, he’ll confess when the Master arrives to take him into custody. He might be interested to know how this one got magical tools necessary to steal mana crystals. Or however he deals with matters like this.”

The mana crystals went into a lockbox, and the gnomish with the cool haircut was quickly tied to a chair.

“Now!” I said. “Can we get a table? I’m starving.”

The restaurant was swanky. We’re talking thick carpeting over the whole place, crown moldings, chandeliers in floating crystals that slowly created hypnotic color patterns, handmade hardwood chairs, the works.

The smells were divine. If there was a god of cooking, he lived in this kitchen.

Once we were seated, the server looked to me for drinks orders. I asked for a bottle of fine wine and a way to have some privacy. She returned a moment later with the bottle, the glasses, and a baseball-sized metallic cube that fitted into a slot on the table nearest the aisle. When faced like this and slotted in, it would glow with bluish light and prevent noise from leaving the booth. When faced like that and slotted in, it would glow with green and signal that we needed assistance.

“It’s perfect,” I said, not wanting further explanation about the other four faces. One of them was probably a prostitute requesting face.

Dallinya, Velleth and Shennalil all slid into the circular booth after me, since I was Master and they were lowly slaves. But they came slowly, admiring this place for a long time. They’d never been to Mage District at all, let alone in any of the buildings. The way out of the city would never take them north up the hill toward the center of Surrek.

They’d never seen luxuries like this. Never sat on a cushioned sofa booth like this. Never felt edges of a magic cube or traced their fingers over the carved runes.

Shennalil was flush with excitement and trembling from the adrenaline rush, while Dallinya always took everything in stride. Velleth was glancing everywhere, at everything, drinking in the whole place before she ever touched her wine.

Wine which none of them had ever tasted.

Shennalil was the first. Her eyes shot open. “Mmm! It’s so good!”

“Almost as good as Master’s seed?” Dallinya joked, then took a sip. For a moment her eyes widened as well. Then she composed herself. “It’s good, I will admit.”

I choked back a laugh, while Dallinya scooted closer and pressed herself against my side, breasts and thigh warm against me.

“You’ll spoil us rotten at this rate,” she breathed.

“Yes, soon you’ll be demanding fancy dinners all the time,” I said.

“Were you hoping we’d be so captivated with the finery here, so impressed with all the money you spend, that we’d throw ourselves at you afterwards, and take your hard tool?” she purred.

“I’d say that’s generally how Valentine’s Day goes,” I admitted. It was a harmless, eensy weensy little white lie. Valentine’s Day on earth rarely involved FFFM as far as I knew. Unless Germany was really as freaky as their porn videos.

“Good, because it’s working,” she breathed, and had another sip of wine. Her eyes closed and she sighed with satisfaction.

“Master this is so wonderful!” Shennalil gushed, and pressed her whole body against mine. Standing on the booth like this, she was taller than me for once, and looked down into my eyes, delighted.

“We just need to wait for the food to arrive,” I said, and gave her a quick kiss on the nose. She got the message, sat down, and drank more wine.

Velleth absently drank, and looked, and looked, then drank, and looked some more. The pattern of embroidery on the cushions, the varnish job on the wood, the candle holders each holding three fat candles on the table made of extravagantly decorated brass. She simply absorbed everything without speaking.

The food began arriving, and didn’t seem to stop. Three servers carried plates and smaller bowls of different unknown foods. They smelled unbelievable.

Once the food was finally on the table, and the server asked if we needed anything else, I assured her that another bottle of wine would do. I then placed the cube so it glowed blue, and pulled the curtains to give us full privacy.

The girls stared at the marinated roast beast, the bowl of little roasted eggs, the cheeses, the two baskets of different types of steaming rolls, the dish of what was probably pate, the salads and steamed vegetables, and the rest.

“Let’s dig in,” I told them, and went to grab a fork, only to have Dallinya’s hand fall on mine.

“We’ll do all the work, Master,” she told me. Her tone and expression dripped with honeyed promise. I stowed my confusion and let them do their thing.

Turned out their thing was to feed me, bite by bite. Velleth had a forkful of some strange vegetable, and I wasn’t halfway done chewing it before Shennalil had a heap of pulled meat to shove into my face. I grinned and opened wide, then turned to find Velleth’s guileless blue face inches from mine. She had another forkful ready.

“Wai–“ was as far as I got before something like fish-flavored mashed potatoes went in there.

Any second now, I was going to have to fling my head side to side like a stubborn toddler in order to have a chance to breathe, chew, and swallow. At least their hearts were in the right place.

And then I found a hand running up the inside of my thigh, and locked eyes with Dallinya, or at least the top of her head. I got a bit of cat ear in the face doing so.

After several more bites, I had to hold up my hands to ward off the globs of unidentified food and back Shennalil and Velleth off. I was laughing, and near to choking, but I did manage to get them to take their seats. I laughed because having multiple beautiful women serve me food on Valentine’s ranked up there as fantasy material, yet this was turning into a farce.

I chuckled. “I was hoping for some dinner conversation, but thank you for all the samples.” I turned to Dallinya. “And you.”

“Me?” Dallinya asked blamelessly, batting her eyelashes.

“Save that for dessert, okay?”

We finally did get around to a little during dinner discussion, but it was a mark of the quality of the food that there wasn’t much. The chefs here knew their stuff.

Velleth talked about people she had met on the streets of Ink, the women putting out the washing and the children playing in the alleys while she doused the filth and got it rolling downhill. She knew which of them had bad knees or backs, which had just given birth or were trying with their husbands, and which were afraid for their children, who were about to come of age.

Both Dallinya and Velleth spoke about the rumors she’d heard about various Masters in the city. I didn’t know most of them, but now I had names and actions.

The Master in charge of Gladiator wanted to be paid by the Governor to hold grand council meetings and was afraid to ask. One of the petty Masters of Ceramic had witnessed an accident that meant a setback in pay: a massive crash that ended up with dozens of broken pots, expensively glazed ones. The Master of Ceramic had gone into a rage and killed four people, including a pregnant woman who was protected by the laws. A Master on the far side of the city had gone outside city walls on a hunt and been ambushed by a number of petty Masters, and now a squabble had started up that was turning the district into a war zone.

Shennalil just cuddled up against my side, head on my chest, while I stroked her arm absently and traced the patches of sky blue all over her.

“I have never been so full of food,” Dallinya said, and stretched herself out.

“I could not eat another bite,” Velleth replied.

As if on cue, the curtains were pulled back and shut again. For a brief moment, the blue of the noise protection cube went red, then back to blue. The server, eyes lowered, quietly asked if we wanted the dishes cleared away. I indicated that yes, we’d like that very much. And would we like coffee and dessert?

All three looked to me.

“I think we can manage a few bites of something sweet,” I said, and immediately thought about grabbing some cans of whipped cream and spraying that all over their naked bodies.

It occurred to me in this moment that if I had a sexual notion, I could get away with doing it. Auralla, once we reunited, was down to do basically anything. Velleth also had a submissive side I was digging. And the rest, since none of them had ever bent sex to their whims, just sort of followed my lead.

What? One leg up and the other on the bed? I’ve never even considered that! Yes, well of course let’s try that. What? Lay on the the bed with my head hanging off for upside down blowjob time? Anything for you, Evan.

I was going to get spoiled. Maybe I already was.

Dallinya’s hand was creeping over my half-hard cock again, and this time she was looking up at me, a hint of smile on her face.

“I think we ought to give Master a present,” she said.

“Oh, there’s one last thing!” I said.

“Are you serious?” Shennalil cried. “You already gave us everything!”

“Literally everything,” Dallinya agreed.

I was about to give them eat a heard shaped box of chocolates when I felt something strange going on down between my legs, and felt a pair of shoulders bumping the insides of my thighs. With the table like it was, Dallinya on my right and Shennalil on my left, it wasn’t possible to shimmy aside to see what was going on, but…

The inviting and flexible wetness of a mouth enveloped the head, and I peered over at Velleth to see her wink at me. But by concentrating, I could see that the seated Velleth was an illusion.

Her mouth slid lower onto me, and her tongue rubbed slowly left and right. I could now see blue fingertips pushing the flap of my leather skirt up, and soon enough Dallinya cursed.

“Hey, who said you could go first?”

I projected my feelings onto Dallinya with the Bronze tier ability from Empath’s Mark. She immediately stiffened and let out a groan. Regardless, I tugged at her yoga pants with one hand, and she wordlessly skimmed them down her legs so I could run my fingers down over her thatch of blonde hair, then lower until I felt how wet she’d become.

“You too,” I murmured, and gave Shennalil a taste of Empath’s Mark as well. She immediately squeaked and shuddered, then leaned in to kiss me and moan into my mouth.

Then, realizing she could finally be above me, she stood and continued kissing me. I wasn’t about to leave that opportunity alone, and slid my other hand up the back of her leg over the pert globes of her ass. She moaned again, half from what I was doing to her and half from what Velleth was doing to me.

The angle was strange, so I had to use my thumb, and she threw back her head at the invasion. Both hands shot down to hold onto my wrist, and she hunched forward; apparently I’d hit the exact right spot. That or Velleth going down on me really set her off.

My gorgeous trickster elf was doing an amazing job for something she didn’t love doing.

The server reappeared, eyes resolutely down, and placed four cups of coffee onto the table, along with four slices of different cakes and pies.

“Unnhh,” Shennalil moaned, and the server’s eyes shot up to lock onto mine. She froze, deer in headlights mode, unable to blink. I removed my probing fingers from Dallinya’s pussy and did a shushing motion, smiling.

The server was a tiefling with fae blood in her, because she was moss green, and her horns branched out more like twigs, ending in leaves. The serving staff wore tasteful, sleeveless woolen dresses.

Gods, what was I doing? Some urge, the same urge that possessed me in Vintra’s harem, really emboldened me. However much exhibitionist I was deep inside, it had surged forward and seized control over my body at this point.

I maintained eye contact with the tiefling girl while bending upward to kiss Shennalil again and grind my thumb further into her tight channel. My beautiful tiny fae broke the kiss with a deep groan. In the meantime, I pushed Dallinya’s legs apart and slowly made my way down there so the server could watch everything.

If I was going to accomplish my goal of breaking Master hegemony, I needed to do so in as many districts as possible. Plus, this was darkly amusing.

Velleth had worked into a rhythm, simply sliding her entire body forward and back, nice and slow, and tonguing the underside of my shaft, but it was getting overwhelming.

I was forced to push her head away and guide Shennalil to straddling me, then lowered her hips until the head was at her entrance. Still the server girl watched, entranced. And when I paused, Shennalil’s blissful look disappeared and her eyes shot open.

“What is it?”

“What do you want?” I asked.

“I want you,” she hissed.

“What exactly?”

“I want you inside me. I want your essence,” she said, and her cheeks burned red with embarrassment.

Now it was time to give Velleth the Empath’s Mark treatment, just before I pressed lightly onto Shennalil’s thin hips and watched as inch after inch of me went sinking up into her depths. Once she’d gotten all the way down, she started the ascent, causing Dallinya and Velleth to groan with pleasure right along with Shennalil.

The serving girl still hadn’t moved.

Soon enough, Shennalil had gotten into it and was bouncing up and down, head thrown back, wings brushing the table over and over. Her breathing was ragged and shallow.

With her leaning back, I could put a thumb down there and make sure her clit got stimulated with every deep thrust, and on the third one she seemed to jerk as if electrocuted. Her hands came up to loop around my neck but she wasn’t big enough, so I caught her wrists and pulled her close while she came.

Down under the table the groans tapered off to heavy breathing.

Then I turned to Dallinya.

My lovely catgirl turned a thoroughly orgasmic look my way. “More?” she asked, fully drunk on wine and sex.

“Do you want it?”

“I’ll never say no.”

“But do you want it?” This was all for the benefit of young Miss Server. I noted her trembling out of the corner of my eye, clutching her serving tray to her body.

“Oh yes,” Dallinya confirmed. “I want it. And I want it hard.”

So she rose, pulled one leg up, and managed to plant her foot on the tabletop without knocking over any coffee or cake. I was in her in a flash, thrilled with the position. It was so visual.

The server’s feet were still planted, and now she watched my cock saw in and out of Dallinya, watched the ripple of the felinian’s incredible ass every time I slammed into it, heard the cries of torture and rapture from the three of my lovely ladies.

I didn’t know what would make this tiefling eventually come to her senses and bolt, but I was still deeply satisfied that she’d stuck around so long. Her mouth hung slack, and I could imagine her becoming incredibly wet even without the sensations from Empath’s Mark explaining in graphic detail the insane level of pleasure roaring through me.

“She’s struck dumb,” Dallinya panted. “Watching you conquer us turned her into a statue.”

The girl’s gaze finally shifted to the lusty, grinning felinian sliding herself to and fro on my pole, slapping her ass against me with every thrust.

“Watch us take what we want from this Master,” she whispered to the server. “Don’t take your eyes off us. Watch me get what I want out of this male.”

I stood still, and she did all the work now, bucking back against me and rolling her hips, eyes half closed with pleasure while she felt her own sensations and all of mine too. Beneath the table Velleth could feel herself being fucked by Dallinya, and Shennalil’s hips twitched as well.

“You’re going to pump all that seed into me,” Dallinya said, taunting the girl. “I want it, and then I want to squeeze it out and lick it off my fingers.”

Finally, the filthy talk and the slick pressure of her pussy brought me to the edge, and for several seconds all three of them felt the oncoming orgasm. Shennalil’s little hips thrust up off the booth cushion and hung there, quivering. Velleth let out a strangled cry below us. Dallinya faltered too, going down onto her forearms and putting her head down, feeling me for real and through the mark.

She made a sound like, “Unhhh.” Long, and low, and I couldn’t hold it any longer. I came inside her as ordered, feeling wrung out.

Somehow the serving girl still hadn’t moved. Even when Velleth’s head appeared and she slipped into the space beside me, smiling contentedly, the server was still there.

“Do you want a turn?” Velleth asked.

That did it. The girl shivered, bodily, then ducked out of the private booth.

“Hmm,” Dallinya groaned. “Thank you for dessert.”

Now it was my turn, and I gave each of them a bite of the first cake. They then groaned in pleasure.

“It sounded as though the cake was better than the essence sharing,” I said.

“It was,” Dallinya said.

“What?”

“So much better!” Shennalil agreed.

“You too? Traiter!”

“It’s not every day you have cake this good,” Velleth said quietly.

“I’m surrounded by turncoats.”

They finished their cake and rose to give me sweet kisses, which may have involved tongue and groping. Once the boxes of chocolates were passed out, the girls stared in amazement once again.

“Evan!” Velleth said. “What is the matter with you?”

“What is this?” Shennalil asked, shaking the box, only to see that Velleth had it open and was sniffing at a chocolate. Moments later they were again squealing with delight.

“Happy Valentine’s Day, Master Drifter,” Dallinya breathed, and kissed me all over again, getting my mouth all chocolatey. Not a minute later Shennalil had my face in her hands and her face in my face, and was kissing me too. Then Velleth. Then Dallinya once more.

Down below, I began to stir yet again. Valentine’s Day was about to turn into a steamy Valentine’s Night.

Happy Valentine’s Day from Evan’s Cohort to you


Author’s Note

Thank you. You, reading this book, thank you. I write these books from the relative seclusion of picnic tables, buses, coffee shops, my apartment, and sometimes my university office here in the greater Seoul area,  in South Korea. From my writing situation to your eyes, this book looked a little like this:

December 2022 began the first draft of this book, and sometime in January 2023 it was over. Damien and I began dropping chapters of the series in February of 2023, when book 2 was wrapping up and I was diving into book 3. After a lot of chapters came out, we assembled the Kickstarter in April and May of 2023. Kickstarter launch happened in May and finished up in June. From there, fulfillment in July. On August 15, book 1 launched on Kickstarter. And this book should come out on September 12th.

Writing these books took many hundreds of hours. Book and Kickstarter images took hours and hours more to create and then photoshop to the way I wanted them. Cover design took hours. Formatting only takes a few hours.

What you’ve read through is the product of potentially thousands of hours of work, and I’m so glad you took this journey with me. I’ll be even more glad of an honest review.

Now to thank some people in my corner. To my family, who have been supportive even if they’ve been thousands of miles away. My best friends, who’ve helped me battle a couple of rough battles. Damien has been there for me, rocking out marketing and putting this book in front of new eyes.

BR is for my number one Beta Reader, and P is for the Patreon readers, who helped as well. You Patreon people are awesome.

Many thanks to all the Scribble Hub readers and commenters. I see you, Zeru, Mortuos, DocB, and others. Thank you for helping me stay the course.

I’m thrilled to say this book really got me in the mood a number of times. I hope it did the trick for you as well.

Book 5, presently, is over halfway done. It’s… gotten pretty intense. I hope you’ll stick with me, because shit’s going down.

Much love,

Nolan
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