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Note From The Author

This prologue acts as a capital A Argument, a tool used by authors to sum up the previous books. It won’t be anything brand new, but is packaged as an interrogation session—series of sessions—of four of our young ladies.

Reading book 4 fresh after book 3? You can reasonably skip this, like you would on a streaming service when the ‘last time on Monster Girl Rescue Corps’ comes on. Reading this online, chapter by chapter but the first trilogy is published, and you don’t have money to spend? This will catch you up. Reading this online, chapter by chapter and you’re not sure if it’s worth the money? Reading this will hopefully convince you.

Other options to get books 1-3:

1- spend a few dollars on Patreon, and read the first trilogy in under a month. All the chapters are there. It’s the cheapest and easiest way to access them. Plus you get chapters ahead that aren’t posted here yet.

2- obviously I’d be thrilled if you bought the books in e-book or print form. Or audiobook, if you’re very late to the game and they’re already out.

3- email me: nolanlocke.author@gmail.com. We can work something out.
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Prologue

Ivy sat ramrod straight in the hard, uncomfortable chair, staring at the mirror and knowing she was making someone uncomfortable. She studied the tattoos on her head, the snake coiled around the right side of her head, and how it was fading from sight by the the day. The dagger on her right forearm, piercing the heart. The Japanese kanji on her right shoulder, unreadable backwards: Survive. Thrive. The Chinese lettering on her left shoulder: Justice. Retribution. Across her back, written in Korean: The most important step a man can take is the next one. The latest addition: a blueberry muffin with an adorable cartoon rabbit seated on it. There were others: a purple bat with a huge mouth, a flower dripping with poison from a stinger that looked like a scorpion’s tail, a red and blue and purple octopus that had her boobs coiled in its tentacles. Others too faded to see.

Some of these tattoos were ones she’d gotten on earth. One of them—the muffin with the rabbit—she’d paid for to have done in the other world, with the unpronounceable name… but several of these simply appeared in the other world as mana saturated her body. For some reason, these last ones were fading slowly over the course of more than a week, leaving her with her original ones: the thorny vines wrapping around the skull on her left forearm, surging out of the skull’s wide open mouth and forcing its jaw to break off on one side.

Mostly she stared at the mirror to make the Agency people uncomfortable. She practice her slow smile, which made her look intimidating.

She knew they were back there, they knew she knew they were back there, but they were content to make her wait and listen to the clock tick up the seconds. She’d already sat and watched the second hand revolve around the old school clock at least thirty times. 

Ha. These corksuckers had no idea what a Guardian was capable of if they were trying to make her uncomfortable by waiting. There was a single person who could accomplish that feat, and her name was Isabelle Lee Rodriguez.

Though to be fair Fletcher could pull it off. Maybe.

Probably.

After another good five minutes, or ten minutes, who gave a shirt, a man in his early forties entered the room carrying a tablet and a paper file. He had thinning hair up top and had chosen to toss his dignity right out the window by doing the comb over thing. It didn’t help that his ears were kind of big.

He gave her a conciliatory smile. Ah, good cop.

“I’m so sorry to keep you waiting, Ms. O’Malley.”

“You don’t need that nonsense,” she said. “I’m part of your organization. We’re allies. Ivy will be fine.”

She could crush this man’s skull with her bare hands. You didn’t advance up to level 25 as a Guardian and not exceed the human maximums. Really, the Olympics would be a very different series of competitions if they were to get people from the other world trained up in there and then get them on the field.

She guessed anyway. She could lift Muppin, technically, and he was like lifting an elephant. Sure she had to lay on her back and brace her arms and legs, and yes she could only get the big heavy bastard two inches off the ground, but a thing was a thing, even if you could only lift it two inches.

The man blinked at her several times, adjusted his thick spectacles, and cleared his throat. “Ivy then. I’m Agent Winters, uh, Raymond. If you prefer, you can call me Ray.”

“I bet you prefer to be called Agent though, don’t you?” She asked, smirking.

He was already off balance. Had they told him why he was there? Had they told him about her capabilities?

“Why don’t we, uh, dispense with the pleasantries, uh, and we can go into, uh, what prompted the situation in the, uh, portal room.”

“You want to know my story?” She asked.

“I will have specific questions eventually,” he said, “but essentially, yes. The events that led up to the destruction of the portal.”

“Have you ever seen the portal?” She asked quietly.

“That’s neither here nor there,” he said. “I’m going to record this debrief, and I’ll get into questions as we go.”

She took a deep breath and closed her eyes.

“Your man Dick Johnson, yes apparently that’s his real name, recruited Isabelle and I at the same time, almost exactly a year ago.”

***

The man had given the two of them a coin that seemed more like a beer coaster than money. It had weight, and more importantly, it had magic. It literally came apart as the day wore on and she and Isabelle stared at it in Izzy’s room.

They had laid there on the bed, not able to explain. They weren’t on drugs. They hadn’t been drugged at the restaurant where Dick Johnson agreed to meet them, because they didn’t accept food from strange men, and so they hadn’t eaten. Instead they watched him sip a coffee and be congenial.

He had decided to recruit Isabelle, he explained, because people with their kinds of experiences were better suited to the strange and the unknown. After you’ve felt the kind of uncertainty and fear she had, having her school life torn apart and getting assaulted, you could really do anything. You could face the complete blank of a totally new world and not collapse into a gibbering mess.

So after Isabelle got the job, Ivy applied.

She explained to Ray Winters what she knew was already in her file: she had been the victim of a cyber attack. One of the girls she’d pissed off in class made a deepfake of her having sex with around a dozen men. The offended girl then posted her apartment address, and the cyber bullying really ramped up.

Ray knew all this. It was in his file. She didn’t know if he read it, but she had to admit to some enjoyment, watching him squirm while she retold the incident where she’d been assaulted by four guys ‘just looking to get what those other guys in the video got’.

Then, before Agent Ray Winters could interrupt and tell her he already had all this info, she went on to recount how she and Isabelle had gotten their money in order, squirreling away the vast majority of it. She had a small family and set up a trust for her siblings. Isabelle had a huge family both in Mexico and Korea, and set up a steady trickle of money to them. They had listened to the advice of the financial advisers quite closely, and knew that just blasting their families with money wasn’t a good idea. It never worked out well.

Afterwards, they entered the other world together, kicked the crap out of several guys who were using their Physicality to do what had already been done to Ivy once upon a time, and selected Guardian when the time came.

It was an easy choice.

The lady in charge of sorting them into classes, Allie, didn’t stop them from choosing Guardian, only advised against it because there were a lot of Guardians already. Everybody liked the name and the flashy powers: grow to a huge size, manifest a magic shield. Up to now, they had listened to the adults when they gave advice. Now they knew better. Guardians for life, they swore to one another.

They couldn’t leave the HQ without orders; those were the rules. They were too low level, and critters out in the wider world could eat them. Second, they could run afoul of a god. Also, the Agency dictated missions, and just wandering around outside HQ was not a mission. Rangers had mapping missions with Rangers, sometimes with a Guardian tagging along depending on how far afield they’d be going.

Instead we had training sessions to grab XP. This was how it worked: the Rangers, Sorcerers, and Rogues would attempt to attack other members of the organization, and it was our job to stop them from doing that. We played it like a game, with fouls and rules and referees with whistles.

It never gave us much experience. It was like the system knew we weren’t for real.

Otherwise we did odd jobs as ordered. Orders gave xp, but not nearly as much as actually doing your own job. There was kitchen duty, either cooking, serving or scrubbing, there was janitorial duty, message running duty, and simple guard duty. The kind where you stand in one place and look bored, and try to remember to keep an eye out for a threat that will never come.

It sounds inane, but the God of Footfalls got into the HQ somehow.

“I had Isabelle, so it was okay. The Agency didn’t care who you shacked up with as long as you reported for duty and did your job. After that, you could screw the entire floor if that was your thing.” Her cheeks flared. “I mean obviously you couldn’t.”

“Let’s move on,” Ray Winters said, and revolved his stylus around in a circle in a ‘hurry it along’ motion. Ivy knew they were in trouble, but delaying was an option that could bear fruit. She soldiered on.

Ivy skipped ahead to the interviews, where she and Isabelle tried to get hired on to expeditions leaving HQ for certain tasks. It was always no, no, no, too complicated to have Guardians who just wanted to guard one another, too disappointing to have Guardians who definitely wouldn’t get into bed with the expedition leader while away from HQ, too many expeditions who only needed a single Guardian.

“You’d be surprised how many of the expedition leaders wanted to get away from HQ so they could just get freaky all over the countryside.” She wasn’t that type of girl, always letting her pussy do the thinking for her and get her into trouble. No, she let Izzy do the thinking for her and get her into trouble.

So they eventually got the interview with Fletcher. Good guy, Fletcher: looked a little pathetic physically, but seemed like a decent person. He’d dealt with the God of Footfalls when the chief Healer accidentally got touched and infected with divinity.

“Although personally I think the chief had some kind of immunity or high level power, and just wanted to give Fletcher a test to see how he could handle the challenge. I wouldn’t be surprised if he summoned the god or let it in.”

Ray Winters informed her it was not her duty to speculate on these sorts of matters, and she shrugged.

Fletcher had done a poor job of handling the God of Footfalls. In failing to craft a cure some three or four times, he really made a mess of several healing labs before finally getting it right. Apparently the large psychic Nakamamon Larelle had given him a lot of help in order to finally create the cure and get it made. Afterwards though, the chief Healer gave him permission to assemble a team to head out toward the town of Glumpdumpkin, to find out the situation there and get it dealt with. There were two other nearby towns, Flunt-on-the-Rustle and Saxwhacket, that HQ was concerned about.

“They didn’t want whatever was going on in Glumpdumpkin to spread to Saxwhacket or Flunt-on-the-Rustle.”

Ivy paused and stared at Agent Winters. How was it possible this guy didn’t have the slightest reaction to the town names? No twitch of a smile, no snort, not even a heavy breath out of the nose, like he was watching comedy reels on Boobtube alone. She shrugged and continued.

She had gotten the position. Fletcher had been given permission to assemble whatever team he liked, up to twelve people. He believed the team needed one of everything. He had a Bard, a Rogue, a Sorcerer, a Wizard, and then two Rangers, and some Guardians. It was actually a pretty smart set up, because the Bard eventually helped with negotiations once they got to civilization, and the Rogue ferreted out their secrets. The Rogue was also good for sneaking around and scouting in the wilderness. Meanwhile the Sorcerer had complete command over stone and could make pretty much anything you could imagine. Two Rangers didn’t make sense at first, until they found out that Fletcher was doing them both.

“By ‘doing’ I mean he was bumping uglies.”

“Understood.”

“Like, he was really giving them the business. Often. And I mean, I’m highly bisexual, so I could definitely see why. Regina is this redhead, cute as a button, with nice ti—”

“I don’t think we need to go into Mr. Fletcher’s sexual exploits,” Winters said hurriedly. “Let’s stick to the events in question.”

Tara though, Tara was nice and tall, not built thick like Ivy, but slim like a runner or a swimmer, with a fantastic butt and legs for days. She was blonde, bubbly, and bouncy. And she was always showing off that butt with yoga pants.

Now Winters reacted. Finally. “This is neither here nor there. We have Ms. Harkonen in custody. Her physical description is irrelevant to our purposes.”

“You got to understand,” Ivy said. “Fletcher has sex magic.”

He blinked in incomprehension. “I’m sorry, did you say… sex… magic?”

“Somehow he got sex magic as a second class.”

Agent Winters blinked several times.

“So when I say he was plowing Tara’s field like every other night, it’s important. Sometimes Izzy and I would be getting into the mood just from hearing Tara grunting and groaning. Or Regina.” She grinned. “Or Regina and Tara. They were both doing him at the same time some nights.”

Winters shifted in his chair, looking like he was definitely compensating for a stiff… hip.

And it needed to be said: Fletcher’s sex magic didn’t make you want to have sex with him. It made him great at sex. Two totally different things. Fletcher didn’t wave his hands and turn your eyes into hearts, before pushing you down on your knees, where you’d instinctually open your mouth. No, he smiled and conversed with you and told you he had a complicated situation with the other girls, and he found you attractive, sure, but nothing was going to happen you didn’t want. But if you did want it… it would be good. Mind-blowing. Better than you’d ever had by leaps and bounds. The kind of sex that made you say the word ‘lovemaking,’ the kind of sex that made your tummy flutter with butterflies when he smiled at you the next day, the kind of sex that made you not care that he was in bed with several other girls.

Regina and Tara were both walking around a little bow-legged some mornings, and it wasn’t long before Ivy and Isabelle noticed.

“I got to admit, the first bits of our travel, it was pretty exciting to get my hands on Izzy up in a tree, or in that stream over there, or under that adorable little waterfall, or in the tall grass.” Ivy had felt liberated on the trip. She and Isabelle could slip away and take their time with one another.

Agent Winters fidgeted again. “I don’t see how your sexual exploits are relevant—”

“I’m kind of into spanking her. If you’ve seen her in sweatpants you’d understand. Obviously we scissor, and there’s a whole lot of sixty-nine I could go through. One time we went down on each other and used the toys at the same time.”

“Ms. O’Malley—”

Describing the look and feel of slowly penetrating Izzy with a thick glass dildo was one of the more enjoyable moments of the last few weeks. This definitely beat sitting in her cell reading a book, or going out for exercise time and doing a bunch of handstand pushups with Izzy sitting on her feet holding the big dumbbells, because the weight machines only went up to around 250-300 pounds. And this definitely beat the food here. She was getting wet just talking about how the toy was kind of transparent and she could see up inside Isabelle, while at the same time Izzy flicked her clit with her tongue and eased the other toy into her over and over again.

“I don’t think you get it,” she said. “There’s no plastic in the other world. It gets… runny. And rubber sometimes warps out of control, or hardens into a woody kind of texture, or turns into syrup. You couldn’t have something like that in your most precious orifice. So it came down to glass.

“Getting it through the portal wasn’t easy,” she said. “They do all kinds of screening when you try to bring items through to the other world. They have to, because of the way certain materials react to the mana in the other world.” She leaned forward. “And they do cavity searches for drugs, too.”

Winters made a strangled sound.

“So it’s a bit awkward, explaining to the agent with the blue latex gloves on, right after she’s pulled this full-sized dildo out of you… but it beats having a team of agents pull it out of your luggage.”

She threw back her head and laughed.

***

“Your name is Isabelle Lee Rodriguez?” the agent asked her.

“Yep! My mom was Korean, and my father was an American, but like, Mexican American. He got her knocked up in no time while teaching English over there. He’s Catholic, you know, so condoms are against God’s will or whatever… they ended up having four kids before she forced him to get a vasectomy. I guess you don’t need to know that.” She laughed feebly in the interrogation room, looking around at the cameras and the huge mirror and shrugged. “Ivy says I share too much.”

The agent blinked at her.

“We need to go over the travel, and how you ended up sidetracked away from the town… of… Glumpdumpkin.” He turned a look her way that said ‘this is a real place?’

“That’s pretty simple. We headed west out of the HQ, I got my ankle crushed by a flying rock, really embarrassed Trent, Fletcher healed it back up, and then when we came to the flying lake, it turned from a regular lake into a water dragon god thing. We all got achievements, and when it finally set back down we were totally off course. Right near the village of Slinktrickle.”

He pursed his lips. “Slinktrickle.”

“Adorable marsh village on stilts, and all the people there are Nakamamon, basically one species. Marshin.”

She didn’t get the confusion out of him this time. This was already the fourth or fifth time she’d been over this with the interrogation people, so they didn’t ask, ‘Martian? People from Mars?’ like they had before.

She held the sides of the chair, lifting herself up a few inches, and swung her legs like a child on the playground swings.

“But it turned out the anti-magic pills were crushed in Trent’s little stunt, so Tara left with her air snake bond to grab some more. Which was why she didn’t know about the clothes vanishing thing.”

The agent nodded like she’d been expecting those sentences in that order. It really wasn’t as fun when they’d all gotten past the agog phase of these interrogations. They didn’t even flinch when she told them she’d gotten into a fight with Ivy about the lack of dick-shaped objects. Their glass dildos had been confiscated by the portal people. They no longer freaked out when she told them she’d snuck into Fletcher’s tent to blow him and ended up on her hands and knees, taking his cock inch by very slow inch, so she could accommodate his size. Somehow he’d known it was her, even though it was pitch black.

Which led to she and Ivy approaching Fletcher about giving Ivy the phallic shaped object she claimed she needed.

“I mean I was really hesitant at first because, you know, Ivy got me the job on Fletcher’s team, and I didn’t have any interest in men, but she protested that I’d already had sex with him, so we tried him out. Luckily it was really good… he made sure Ivy paid attention to my needs first… I don’t know if you’ve ever had two partners licking and sucking and kissing you at the same time, but it’s, mmm. It’s really nice. So I got a really good climax before she sank down onto Fletcher’s huge pole. Oops, I guess I shouldn’t describe it like that.”

Honestly she wasn’t even trying to censor herself any longer. These people were d-bags and had gone over the events of the six months in the other world over and over and over again. Let them squirm.

“Anyway all our clothes disappeared outside of Slinktrickle. It was a malfunctioning god, obviously, but it was really uncomfortable being around the place without any clothes. We made it work, but there’s as another problem… the Marshin eggs were brown and soft in places. Fletcher got to work on that first, and after a problem with our Bard, the Marshins kind of freaked out on us. He had to work double time to get the eggs healed, which, you’ll have to check with Cinzy, I think involved spitting the cure onto them?”

She shrugged.
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Prologue The Second

“You know the weirdest thing about curing monsters and gods in another world?” Cinzy asked. She had her arms crossed, and it was clear the agent in charge of this round of interrogations was staring at her boobs. “When you make a mental or emotional cure, it literally radiates good feelings and happiness, and when you’re forced to put it in your mouth and ‘mist it’ over the eggs…” She put on the air quotes, but the man’s gaze was locked on her chest. “You feel this heady rush of goodness. Like the best orgasm you’ve ever had in your life, but it’s in your mouth and your mind.”

His head snapped up.

“Oh good, I got your attention. I wondered if you were going to start moaning ‘tiiiiiiiits’ like a zombie that eats boobs instead of brains.”

Agent Ray Winters adjusted his tie and cleared his throat several times. She would’ve laughed except she knew this guy could turn to the guards in here and order her put in solitary. Even the ‘tits’ comment was too much.

“Ahem, yes, let’s get past the nudist portion of your adventure quickly, if you could.”

“Yeah, let’s do that,” she said. “I’d hate for you to have to imagine four young, beautiful women nude any longer than you have to.”

He nodded too eagerly.

“We assembled the five different holy articles of clothing and resurrected this god by sacrificing our own clothes to it.”

The holy underwear had been first, which Regina’s bonded fox Nakamamon found. The others followed shortly after, scattered in hiding places around the village.

“We needed everyone in the village to offer one up. Our Rogue didn’t want to, but we finally convinced him. That paved the way for Fletcher to create a cure for the God of Apparel. After that we had a party with a very thankful village…”

Her own role in the party had been to have the Marshins and their clam children, the Marshells, literally worshipping at her feet. They plied her with fruits and delicately woven baskets, and even a Marshell pearl, which was almost the size of her fist.

The males had been interested in her, but she’d shut them down. None held a candle to Fletcher. Also, she was having this issue with her bond mate, Fairy Poppins, which manifested more strongly as time went on. Poppy had not wanted her to get into bed with anyone, let alone Fletcher, and buzzed around Cinzy’s head every moment of their celebration in the village of Slinktrickle.

“It was during this time  that we needed to move on to Glumpdumpkin.” The lie came out so smoothly, she was impressed with herself.

See, she’d expressed interest in maybe getting to know the team leader better. She liked him, and more importantly, Poppins liked him. Then, Poppins had caught Fletcher having sex with not one other girl, but two. The lesbian couple, Ivy and Isabelle. He’d been engaged in a threesome, which didn’t make sense. Cinzy knew she was gorgeous. Every man who’d ever met her was either struck dumb with intimidation, fell all over themselves to please her so maybe they had a shot, or did something stupid like catcalls or wolf whistles.

Fletcher had tried, really hard, not to be any of those three. He’d started out in the first category, then gotten his shirt together, and treated her with respect, kindness, and then interest. She knew he considered her out of his league, and really if you put it down to looks alone, she was. Obviously there was much more to him than his looks, and even they were improving each time he got a point of Physicality. He was a genuinely good guy. And he still kept right on talking with her, finding out more about her, pointedly not staring at her body until his brain fell out, and giving her orders for the expedition.

It was the orders that did it. Any time he gave her orders she’d get turned on.

“So anyway, I uh… left to investigate Glumpdumpkin on my own.” She skipped the getting turned on part.

That didn’t make any sense, but none of the interrogators ever questioned her. She was getting her way because she tied up the prison shirt to show off her midriff and tighten against her chest, and she filled out the prison pants perfectly, rolling them up to show off her knees, rolling them down at the waistband to show off her tummy.

“Once we got there, I discovered the Blake problem. I mean there were a lot of problems all going on at once, but the Blake situation was bad. Bad bad.”

Blake had taken over his expedition, forced the Wizard in charge to abdicate control, and then started using the Wizards to create situations where the Guardians would get full xp for ‘saving’ them from harm.

See, she as a Bard got experience points when making or mediating social checks, and then for entertaining people. Wizards got theirs through  study and spellcasting. Fletcher got his through helping heal people. But because Nakamamon weren’t violent, there were only the mindless predators to protect the Wizards from. And if you were even remotely competent, the mindless predators were easy to avoid.

“Blake captured me and used me to lure Fletcher out away from the town, which had its own problem.”

“This is Glumpdumpkin we are talking about now, correct?” Agent Winters asked.

“Yep. They found that most of the people in town were comatose, just lying in the streets in a sort of magic slumber. A few people were drunkenly wandering around. Then a handful of them were working like crazy. One of them was baking bread constantly. Twenty four hours a day. For weeks.”

Blake took Fletcher captive to heal up the injured Wizards. Cinzy hated watching him take abuse from the Guardians under Blake’s control, but one thing Fletcher had was an abundance of abilities. His weird sex powers allowed him to take on abilities from the women he had bedded. He had been taunting Blake’s people using an ability from Ivy or Isabelle. Once they’d slapped him around, and applying some other power to gain permanent damage resistance. He also stacked up temporary Tokens, and taunted another moron to charge headfirst into a tree. Fletcher dodge, and idiot Guardian fractured his skull. After that, he refused to heal up Blake’s Guardians.

It all came to a head when Blake kept refusing to take his anti-magic pills, and the moment Fletcher made his escape attempt, the huge Guardian transformed into a Nakamamon completely.

“You mentioned before that this was a new aspect.”

“Fighting aspect,” she confirmed. “Before that, there’d never been one.”

“Why is that important again?”

She fought the urge to roll her eyes and reiterated what she’d already been over several times. “Sentient Nakamamon don’t fight. They don’t use violence to solve their problems. I mean, even if they get really upset, they just cause emotional illnesses to manifest.” She herself had been so upset she’d unleashed a mighty scream and infected the people of Slinktrickle with her anguish. She didn’t like to dwell on how pissed off she’d been that she let Fletcher dominate her, take her anally, only to go and have sex with two lesbians!

It was a stupid and impulsive thing to do, but she’d been so furious at the betrayal. She’d known he wasn’t a playboy, but at the time she saw red and couldn’t stop the fury from boiling over into words she didn’t really mean.

“Fletcher ended up getting Blake to follow him into the town, where he had divine resistance and Blake didn’t.”

***

Agent Ray Winters looked even more tired of doing this than Tara was. Tara chuckled internally and put on a smirk as he continued asking the same questions the other interrogators had, and the same questions he’d asked the others, and the same questions he’d asked her the other day.

“After Blake fell comatose, we focused on dealing with the town,” Tara said.

And fooling around every fifth day. Fletcher set a four day work week with one day off. It had been so many orgasms during that time. So many of Fletcher’s big loads dripping out of her and down the insides of her legs. She rubbed her thighs together under the interrogation table just thinking about it, and kept her hand pressed to the area just below her belly button.

“There were the small gods in town that we got out, got treated, and sent them on their way. Once we found and dealt with the God of Secret Spaces, Drat had carte blanche to head into town and find all the pieces of the big god that caused everyone to go comatose.”

Ray yawned, and took another sip of his coffee. She didn’t like interrogation times as much as Ivy or Isabelle seemed to. Of course, Ivy and Isabelle frequently taunted the poor guy, who was only doing his job.

“Keep going,” he said.

“Our Rogue used his secret finding powers to uncover all the divine artifacts. It took time to accumulate all the tools that made up the God of Productivity, serious time. Fletcher wanted everyone out of town who was stumbling around in a daze, and the manic workers who never stopped working, he wanted them out too. Those cures took time to research, brew up, and then administer.”

And there was the problem of Jacoby.

The second expedition had shown up specifically to take Blake’s people into custody and get them back to the HQ castle, the huge floating anti-gravity castle. Half the team remained in the area, with the other half escorting back the ones who’d surrendered.

The other half stuck around and tried to bully Fletcher into just doing Jacoby’s work for her. When he refused, she retreated back into the woods and tried to catch Blake’s second in command, Archie.

In the meantime, they had a problem: the divine objects were too charged with energy to be handled safely. Fletcher was able to find a psychic aspect Nakamamon called Shakindria who could do this with a telekinesis power, but it was still slow.

She also, and Tara didn’t mention this, wanted a little something on the side in exchange for helping out. It wasn’t that she didn’t want to help, but that she saw Fletcher as her ticket out. Bonding with him gave her a great deal more power, and granted her some of his abilities while he got some of her psychic abilities.

None of that would’ve been possible, since Fletcher was already bonded to one of the Marshins out of Slinktrickle. Except, when he reached a certain level of relationship with Regina, the new ability that resulted allowed him to bond more than one Nakamamon. Shakindria had been helping for days before she finally laid the ultimatum at Fletcher’s feet: bond her, or no more assistance.

Tara thought she probably would’ve kept going; Shakindria wasn’t a monster, but she wanted a boost in power, and more importantly, she wanted a ticket out of a humdrum life. Finally, the moment she bonded him, all reluctance went out the window and she got all the god’s parts together.

“We kept at it, but it was a slow process,” she said. “We eventually had enough materials to pray the god back to life.”

And it didn’t go like with the village, over in an hour because the village only had a few hundred people. This took an incredible effort, consisting of the whole town carrying comatose residents out like an old school bucket line, reviving them, putting them to work, and then collecting even more ingredients to make enormous batches of treatment. With Fletcher’s power now able to grant resistance to subjects based on their ability to spend their own Tokens, he gave out literally thousands of uses of Healer’s Resistance. This allowed them to march back into town and hunt for all the sleeping and comatose residents, get them back out of town, and get them woken up.

Since the town’s population numbered over 2,000, it took all day. The situation was a huge logistical undertaking, and ended up with the god stirring.

It was still sick, but at least now it was alive.

“Crashing through people’s houses and vomiting up, like, this metallic gold stuff everywhere.”

Fletcher did his usual magic: researching through the different available cures, gathering necessary ingredients, growing more of them with his magical herb growing ability, and finally concocting the cure over the course of a full day or so. Finally, they all got together.

“Fletcher had to apply this paste stuff to the god’s chakra points,” she said, and tapped on her own body. “Top of the head, you know, the crown. Then the forehead, which is where a lot of people say they feel mana flowing out, the third eye. After that the heart, the stomach, and then the taint.”

Ray Winters, bless his heart, didn’t choke and splutter like he had the first time.

Fletcher had gotten a big dollop of the stuff and splatted it right on the space between the god’s balls and his butthole. Really the whole thing had been a group effort, with the four Guardians using their shields, she and the other Ranger Regina using their speed to try to get them clear, and Trent trying in vain to sink the god up to its knees in the rock.

In the end almost all of them had gotten divine vomit on them, giving them severe divinity poisoning.

“But as soon as the god was healed, all of it lifted. It was just gone.”

What Tara wanted to do was tell him all about the partying and celebration that took place afterwards: parading through the streets, the beers and wines the people made getting them all drunk, the music that had played, the shouts and fireworks. Some of them were fire aspects, and could shoot fire up into the sky. Jacoby’s people returned to take custody of an awakening Blake, and their Wizards added to the fireworks with different spells.

And the sex…

Gods, Tara hadn’t been able to do anything but lay there the next day while her legs got over the exertion. Fletcher had copied himself using some new power from his Pleasure Seeker class, and railed her and Regina at the same time. She’d been on one foot with the other up against her ear while he pounded into her for what seemed like hours. They were making out and screwing. She had her hands planted against the wall of his laboratory with him slamming into her from behind. She’d been on her back on the floor, clutching her knees to her sides while he pounded so deep into her she thought she was going to feel it in the back of her throat.

He had unleashed load after load into her. He and his clone had swapped her with Regina so he could climax into her like she so desperately wanted. Every time she felt him convulse with ecstasy inside her it started another chain reaction of continuous orgasms. She’d literally fuzzed out of consciousness and into a gray fugue state where she could only feel certain sensations, and hear herself crying out.

She’d watched him have sex with Vellenia the Marshin, her very white skin flecked with hints of mint green and pale pink. She’d watched him have sex with the yellow-skinned psychic Nakamamon Shakindria, the two of them slowly turning over and over as they floated four feet in the air, nothing more than a tangle of limbs. She’d listened to him have sex with Cinzy, because Cinzy wasn’t okay with them all watching.

It wasn’t perfect, and her womb begged her to barge into the room and demand he seed her instead of shooting into Cinzy, or on her. Her self control was enough to stop her from doing so… but only just.

Ray Winters cleared his throat. When he spoke, it was awkward and his voice cracked. “I think we need to discuss the plan you all concocted to circumvent SNORC rules—”

“Oh my gods,” Tara said. “Is that the real name they chose for the Agency?”

Winters went on. “That’s neither here nor there—”

“Because the other name they were going to go with was BOOF. Can you imagine being a BOOF agent, Agent?”

“Tell me about your plan!” he shrieked.

Tara felt a smile creeping up her face, while she kept her hand absently rubbing her abdomen. Winters, for his part, had that far off look of someone who had no idea was happening, and couldn’t quite believe it had gotten this far. He had lost, and they both knew it. He was supposed to be the fresh face to come in here and befriend them, and get them to tell the truth about the portal being blown up. That wasn’t going to happen, and she thought he already knew that..

“There was no plan,” she said.

“You… want me to believe… that all five of you girls, from Fletcher’s team, who were all having sex with him, just happened to be in the portal room the moment a flurry of these, these creatures, burst through? The same moment Fletcher’s own creature burst through and used magic to pull him through the portal before it was destroyed? You’re going to rot in prison for the rest of your life because one man, who wasn’t even monogamous, impregnated you?”

Well now she was wondering how often this man’s wife forced him to watch while she went to town on someone with Fletcher’s… equipment specs.

“His mother went through that portal seconds before it was destroyed.”

“Did you see her go through the portal?” Tara asked.

His eyes were now alight, feverish with determination. He gestured, and a video recording of the portal room appeared. It was a chaotic image, with dozens of Nakamamon of all sizes swirling around, brought in by Regina, along with Tara, Ivy, Isabelle, Cinzy, and Fletcher. Everyone except Fletcher was currently tangled up with the many portal room guards: Ivy had disarmed one of them and thrown their weapon at another one. A Geodile, which was a cross between a crocodile and a geode, had another guard’s weapon in its mouth, and was crushing it while the guard’s face was inches from its snout. Another guard was waving away fiery bugs floating around his head, and had caught his uniform on fire.

It was a still image, just for a moment. Winters touched a tablet and the pandemonium got under way. He pointed to a blurry blob of color.

“There!”

“I didn’t see anything,” Tara lied.

He backed it up, and played it again. One second there was nothing on the ramp leading to the portal, and the next moment there was… something. A person’s leg, it seemed like.

“There’s a guard in the way,” she said. “Sorry.”

But the guard fully obstructed the view of the camera, waving around with what looked like a shrub on his head. Or a rabbit wearing a shrub.

When the guard passed, the only things to be seen were half an explosion, Fletcher with Regina clinging to his ankle, and perhaps one foot. Again, a blur of a Nakamamon was in the way.

“I don’t know what to tell you,” Tara said.

Winters threw up his arms and snarled in fury.

“She’s gone!” he barked. “She’s not in their California home. We have multiple accounts of her on security cameras with Christopher and the five of you girls. We know you planned it. You tell us the details and I can set you up in a nicer cell. We can get you amenities. You can get visitation. Would you like that? Would you like your family to see your little one?”

She blinked at him.

“Give me a name!” he screamed. “Tell me who planned this and you can get what you want.”

“You’ll let me out of prison?” she asked innocently.

He froze, huffing and puffing. He’d be fired after this, and they’d get a new interrogator to try to get information out of her. He knew this and she knew this.

This is Fletcher getting off Scott free.
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Chapter 1- Into The Woods

There are times when the reality you think is, isn’t. The way things are have been misrepresented and you come to realize that the way of the world is dramatically different than the things you’ve been told.

Case in point: I had a friend go to Korea for a year to teach English. He came back and the first thing he said was ‘It ain’t like you see on TV’. Korea was crowded, not nearly as pretty as the scenes you see on your screens. And when you think Asia, you think collective action, the people there fitting together seamlessly into a whole. Teamwork is the Asia you think of, not old ladies shoving you aside or elbowing to get on the crowded subway before people get off. You perhaps didn’t think rudeness was impossible in an Asian country, you just never considered it at all.

Now, my mother and I weren’t in Asia, but we were in an alien world, and it hadn’t been portrayed to me in a single picture or video. It wasn’t in a music video on the internet or a rerun on television with bad dubbing. It had been explained, however, that this new world through the magic portal was free of violence.

That… wasn’t true. Not exactly.

The people here in this world, the thinking and talking beings that made up the many species of Nakamamon, didn’t use violence as a means to solve their problems with one another. That was very different than ‘there’s no violence’.

Earlier today we had passed by a carnivorous plant that was something like a pitcher plant with eyes. I couldn’t say what was inside, but it smelled of rot, so it was definitely digesting something.

It was a good eight feet high, from the top of its big pitcher to the bottom, and that wasn’t taking into account the vines or leaves. Needless to say, I probably could’ve fit my whole body inside the thing.

We also passed by a different carnivorous plant called the Jeepers, a vine that slowly wound around the unwary. It could, and would, encircle a prey animal and sort of form a dome of vines that would constrict like a snake when contact was finally made.

“Jeepers creeper!” My mom joked, slapping a knee and passing by the much slower plant Nakamamon. “I love that!”

“I think you’re really going to enjoy the lady who helped make this place,” I said.

That was a whole ball of wax I wasn’t prepared to get into with present company. I didn’t have a lot of information, and I wasn’t even entirely sure whether the two people who’d made the system in this world had anything to do with the biggest problem in this world: the sick gods.

We hadn’t stopped moving since we’d come through the portal and the portal vanished, some two hours earlier, but we took a rest under a lone boogie tree.

“How do they have gigantic spherical leaves?” My mom asked. “And why aren’t they pointed at the sun?” She giggled. “They almost look like they’re dancing.”

“I think the answer to that is best summed up with the expression: because they can. Why does the lake turn into a gigantic dragon and periodically fly to a different location? Because it can. Why is the town of Glumpdumpkin shaped like a famous brand’s swooshy thing? Because gravity doesn’t matter like it should in some places.”

“M-m-m-mana,” Alan said.

“Okay, it’s magic,” I admitted. “I don’t understand it all yet, but that’s just because I’m not even level 30 in my classes.”

“Classes?” Alan asked.

“Class,” I said, feeling stupid. He and the other two male members of the Divinity Rescue Corps didn’t know about my Pleasure Seeker class. Among all the female members, it was a much more loosely held secret.

The chatter continued, mostly consisting of my mother agog about this or that.

“Let’s get you into the tree, Mrs. Fletcher,” Regina said, flashing me a knowing smile.

“Oh, I couldn’t.”

“You sure could… all you have to do is complete the first phase of character creation and set your stats. I think you’re going to want to sink most of your points into Durability, but if you do Physicality, you can use your Tokens to launch yourself up into the tree here.”

My mother’s eye took on a faraway look. “I’m no expert, but wouldn’t that be Agility?”

I snorted, then stopped. Agility wasn’t an attribute on my character sheet, but my mother had no reason to lie and no prior knowledge of what the system did or meant.

Opening my character sheet, I felt my mouth drop open. “How in the fudging world?”

Christopher Fletcher

Healer - Apprentice Arcane Mender 29

Pleasure Seeker - Initiate Indulgent Consort 28

Attributes:

Affinity 9

Agility 4

Durability 6

Ingenuity 9

Likability 7

Muscularity 6

Free Tokens 7

There, somehow, was an attribute I hadn’t had for the last six months. Two of them actually. As far as I understood, nobody had Agility. And also… Physicality had just transformed into Muscularity? And also also, my Muscularity had fallen from 8 to 6? What the heck was going on here?

The only somewhat similar thing that had happened was a consolidation of my four Treatment skills—salves, elixirs, potions, tinctures and unguents—into a single skill just called Treatments, and another for Diagnostics.

Regina had the same reaction. “What the…”

All that was interrupted when a few feet away a dragon appeared out of the underbrush and straight up killed a large hairy herd animal called a Roughalo. In a flash jaws had taken it at the neck. The Roughalo, which I’d obviously named Mark, barely any time to make a single sound before it was a corpse.

Before us sat a dragon some thirty feet long, sinuous and emerald scaled, lazily tearing strips out of its brand new carcass. It occurred to me that I might be next. Then the whole plan would be out the fracking window if I was inside a Dragon stomach.

“That is fascinating,” my mother said. “Look at the size of it. There are wings on that creature… does it fly? How could it possibly get aloft with its body being that size?”

Terry Pratchett had a few things to say about that concept.

“It collects mana and channels it through the membranes of its wings,” Vellenia said.

“I think we need to go back to the topic of the brand new and never-before-seen attribute none of us had two weeks ago when we went back to earth,” Regina said.

“I’d actually prefer to deal with the jaws of death only forty or fifty feet away,” I replied.

“Oh stop, he’s happily munching on that ball-shaped buffalo,” My mother said.

“I think we should be a little more concerned with it swallowing us whole,” I said. It wasn’t logical, I know, but I had brought my mother through a pretty dangerous situation in order to just get her here, and I wasn’t about to sacrifice her safety before I could deal with the gol-darned cancer.

“Don’t be silly,” my mom said. “We stay away from its food and it will ignore us.”

“Your mother is correct,” Vellenia said.

“Oh, I got an achievement!” My mom gushed. “How wonderful!”

That must have been her tenth Nakamamon spotted.

I conceded she had a point, and let her admire it like the scientists geeking out over the gigantic dinosaurs in the dinosaur park, a day or so before they nearly got eaten a zillion times in a row. I had been kept safe—mostly safe—throughout my first months in this place. Regina was here, and was an accomplished Ranger. She presently had a whole menagerie with us: an owl that created cyclones, fire bugs that looked like candle flames buzzing through the air, a wolf made of purple liquid that had several tentacles growing out of its face for tasting things. And of course, she had all the Nakamamon from the Divinity Rescue Corps, starting with Tweedle Dee, her Vulpetunia. The cute fox had flowers growing out of its ears and its several tails. When needed, Dee could grow vines to help us climb, or grow specific flowers, which was crazy useful considering my special abilities.

Regina herself was a redhead of average height and unsurpassed cuteness, with a thick rash of freckles over most of her face, shoulders, and chest. She turned adorable green eyes on me and an inquisitive expression, but when I didn’t respond she just winked at me.

We also had Alan, who was really growing into his role as a capable Wizard. The beautiful thing about being a Wizard in a non-combat world was the sheer breadth of utility powers he had. He had all kinds of spells to help in a myriad of situations. Where Trent did one thing and did it spectacularly, Alan did everything but just a tiny bit.

I gazed at the dragon and regretted that Trent was no longer here.

Ferndrake

Second Stage Transformation

These enormous dragon-like Nakamamon use clever camouflage and remain completely still in order to ambush their prey. They spend most of their time at the edges of the forest, or in small clearings, waiting for their food to walk right into their mouths.

Typical length: 30-50 feet (large)

Typical weight: 10-50 tons

Gender: unknown

Aspect: dragon/plant

Transformations: unknown -> Ferndrake -> unknown

I noted a huge stone creature that looked something like an echidna off to one side, snuffling at the ground. Wound around the spikes coming out of Muppin’s back, just above the mobile herb garden on the rochidna’s back, was a snake made of air. It too had a name, Airaconda, and it appeared as despondent as Muppin. Garnet, the basketball-sized orange gem with no face, somehow seemed as sluggish as the others. The first of those who didn’t appear put out that their bond mates weren’t here were Fairy Poppins, the tiny fairy. She zipped this way and that, flitting by my head every so often. I had good reason to believe she was actually ecstatic, but I didn’t want to think about it. I liked Cinzy, her bond mate, and Cinzy had confessed to some pretty deep feelings herself.

The other was McCauley Skulkins, and I couldn’t be sure he wasn’t upset without proof. After all, he was invisible. A sort of Schrödinger’s Nakamamon, if you will.

I convened with Chrysta, Larelle, Regina and Alan, and quickly confirmed that they also had Agility as an attribute. Chrysta and Larelle explained that their Agility had been raised slightly but Muscularity lowered slightly, while Regina said her Agility had been raised a lot, and Muscularity lowered almost down to nothing. Alan didn’t have much of either. Being a Wizard meant he was almost completely focused on Affinity and Durability.

“That’s not normal, right?” I asked.

“No,” Chrysta confirmed. “This has never happened before. On the other hand, a fighting aspect Nakamamon had never existed before your human Guardian Blake transformed into one.” She created additional hands as she went. “On the other other hand, no human that I was aware of had ever transformed into a Nakamamon before.” I was glad she was speaking out a bit more.

On the other other other hand, Larelle told me psychically, none of this had ever existed before the system appeared, so take all this with salt.

Chrysta manifested yet another hand. I’d seen the ice ghost Nakamamon manifest something like ten arms before. I wondered how far that went.

Regina was taking my mother through assigning her points. She’d said ‘character creation’ and was assigning stat points on top of her plain old stats. She would start with everything between level 0 and 3, though my mom was pretty smart. Smarter than me. It might give her an Ingenuity of 4 to start. She was also tough as old shoe leather, so she might get 4 in Durability too. I couldn’t see her stats unless she shared them.

“You can share your UI if you want,” Regina said. “I’m sure your son would like to see how much better you are than he is.”

She shot me a sly look.

“Har de har,” I said, and smiled right back.

My mom’s stats appeared in a window hovering in front of her face. I had to head over to where she was, to make sure the words weren’t backwards.

Affinity 0

Agility 1

Durability 2

Ingenuity 5

Likability 3

Muscularity 1

Yep, I was right.

“Good news,” I told her, “you’re definitely set to start as a Wizard or Sorcerer.”

“Wow,” Regina said, “You’re higher on all your stats than your son started.”

“Har de har,” I repeated.

“I have five points to distribute? And Affinity is for magic, right? I recall Christopher saying it was for magic.”

“Only if you want to end up casting spells,” Regina said. “It is pretty cool though. Once you get it high enough you can see and smell and hear magic all over the place.”

“I do want to hallucinate like crazy,” my mom said, considering.

“In order to handle the strain on your body from the cancer, I’d recommend putting it into Durability and Muscularity,” I said.

“Which will put you in a Guardian role,” Regina said, rolling her eyes.

“We get her a bunch of achievements,” I shot back. Near death experiences though… that was where I’d gotten my best rewards. I wasn’t thrilled with that being the future for my mother, since I’d be responsible for saving her life.

“Nonsense,” she said. “I’ll be a Healer.”

“Mom,” I warned, but her attribute levels were already increasing: one to Affinity, one to Muscularity, another to Affinity, one to Durability, and the last one to Affinity again. And before I could say another word, she locked these results in.

The screen hovering in front of us now read:

Affinity 3

Agility 1

Durability 3

Ingenuity 5

Likability 3

Muscularity 2

“She is your mother. It is not your place to tell her what to do,” Chrysta chided. “Quite the opposite, in fact.”

“Oh ho, is it pile on Fletcher day?” I scoffed. “She’s about to choose the most dangerous job class this world has to offer.”

“You chose the same job,” my mother said quietly.

I pursed my lips in frustration and gestured over to the dragon, still munching on my best friend Mark Roughalo. “And what happens when the dragon gets sick? Do you think you can march up to it and take its temperature, then get back out of the way to apply a poultice?”

“Of course not. Don’t be silly. That’s your job. I’m your apprentice.”

“Ugh! Mom!”

I couldn’t see a way out of this, since I had no power to make her decisions for her. I couldn’t reach into her user interface and make alterations, or stop her from pressing ‘Confirm’ when she chose the Healer class.

“There are all kinds of things we need,” I pleaded. “Regina is going to help us survive in the wilderness, and Chrysta and Larelle will help keep us safe.”

“In case the dragon tries to eat us,” she said.

“Right. And Alan is going to be useful in a million different ways.”

“You’re saying I ought to take over your friend Cinzia’s job? Or the invisible one who never shows any emotions because he’s afraid of being hurt?”

I blinked at her. “I mean… yes? I don’t see how you being a Bard would be a bad thing, or a Rogue for that matter, but you only have an Agility of 1 and you just spent all your free levels toward becoming a magic wielder.”

“Oh dear,” she said, sounding not at all upset. “I suppose the only thing to do is choose Healer.”

“Listen, Mom, what’s going to happen the moment you choose Healer, is that if we’re ever discovered by Agency people, they’re going to put you on a team and take you out into the wilderness to heal up broken gods, which you’re not at all ready for. I did it and I wasn’t ready for it. I nearly died.

“If you choose any of the other classes, they’ll just let you live in the HQ, totally safe—”

“And cut off from you.”

“You did hear me say safe, right?” I asked. I peered around at Regina, Alan, Larelle and Chrysta, to find them chuckling. I turned back on my mom. “You’re doing this on purpose, aren’t you?”

“It is adorable of you to try to keep me out of danger,” she said, “but that isn’t necessary. If that dragon were sick, I’d march right over and use my rectal thermometer to check and see if it had a fever. And it would be grateful after being healed, and at the end I’d give it a lollipop.”

“Look, I brought you into this world,” I said, and froze with one finger raised.

“What were you about to say, son who I pushed out of my womb?” she asked, grinning.

With that, she selected Healer from the series of options, and pressed the Confirm button.

This is Christopher on the verge of killing the woman I’d brought to this world in order to save, who had brought him into the world—earth to be precise—in the first place.




[image: A cartoon of a person wearing a hat and cape  Description automatically generated]





Chapter 2- Agility and Muscularity

He hadn’t gone another two hours before Regina announced that we’d been discovered.

We had traversed over low, rolling hills and sometimes through denser thickets of woods when we couldn’t go around them. The landscape wasn’t too terribly different from what I’d been used to here in this other world. The notable differences were the small lakes dotting the place, some of which had marshy bits or swampy bits attached at the sides. At one point we crested a particularly high rise, and I was astonished to see water in the distance.

We stopped for rest and snacks once per hour, so I knew my mother wasn’t being unduly stressed. The stubborn old goat was still giving me shift over my objections. I watched in frustration as she selected all her skills using the first twenty-some skill points.

It amazed me that I once considered those twenty-some skill points to be a lot. They were gone almost instantly for my mother, who shuffled them around a bit before pressing the button to confirm her result. 

Every time we stopped it was also a chance for me to fume about my mother and how annoying she was being. On this break I was complaining to Chrysta.

“You understand, don’t you?” I asked. “She’s being ridiculous.”

“I understand that you are having trouble appreciating what it is you have. You have your mother. She hasn’t been taken from you.”

Chrysta was no help. I pouted in silence, peering at the vast expanse of this world I’d never seen before.

Using the fairy dust from Fairy Poppins, we were able to cover a pretty good amount of ground. The fairy dust lessened the effect of gravity on us, though she was limited in how many times she could use it at once before exhausting herself. Luckily Chrysta had no need of this, being a ghost who floated everywhere.

Muppin, the enormous rochidna, hopped along, carefree, covering twenty or thirty feet at a time. It was a fun time, evading the Agency that gave me the job and paid for my family to live in luxury.

“Sooooooo,” Regina said on our fourth break, taking me aside and speaking to me quietly. “Please don’t freak out, but we do have a problem.”

“What’s that?”

“Two hours ago we were spotted. I wouldn’t have said anything because it was just an airborne speck, but they’ve circled around two more times since then.” She held up a hand to forestall my question. “We’re not being hunted by a dive bombing Nakamamon behemoth.”

As part of being a Ranger, she had sharp senses. I also had Eagle Eyed, an ability I got from getting intimate with Tara a lot of times. Just before leaving on my R&R weeks, it had gone up to level 4.

Eagle Eyed IV

(Special Ability, Common, passive)

I- Your eyesight becomes better than human. You are able to discern details at a distance, and analyze close objects much better than base humans.

II- Your peripheral vision and reactions are increased beyond human maximums. You may not be caught off guard.

III- You gain basic low light vision, and may discern colors in the dark.

IV- You gain basic infrared vision, and may operate in perfect darkness using gradations of heat and cold.

Which still, most likely, wasn’t as good as Regina’s enhanced senses. She had also progressed beyond level 25 and gotten some kind of class evolution as I had.

Sure enough, we spotted a recon flight precisely when Regina said it would be showing up. I had to squint to make the tiny speck in the far distance discernible at all, but there it was. As it drew closer and as I kept my eye on it, the more my vision telescoped out and resolved. It appeared to be a huge lizard, possibly even an alligator or croc-shaped Nakamamon that could somehow fly. I couldn’t say who the rider was, but Regina was sure it was another Ranger, and probably a female.

“You can tell all that?” I asked.

She shook her head. “I don’t remember how many of the guys had long hair. The Rangers attract the hippie types.”

That made sense.

“I want to see something utterly bizarre flying,” I said. “A pufferfish. No, a manatee… why am I thinking only sea creatures? They look like they’re flying underwater because they float. No… I want to see a flying rhino. Or something that can’t hardly move, like a sloth.”

“You are such a dork,” Regina replied.

“A sloth with wings!” I declared.

She rolled her eyes real hard.

I turned a gleeful grin her way. “Makes you want to take me somewhere private and do nasty things to me?”

“I would’ve said pleasurable things, you perv monster. Now I can imagine taking you somewhere private and punching you repeatedly in the shoulders until you can’t raise your arms.”

It was good to banter a bit. I still hadn’t internalized the loss of Tara, Isabelle, Ivy, or Cinzy.

They weren’t here on this world. And neither were Drat or Trent. There was no way through, at least as far as we knew. They were probably in custody and being interrogated for information… or worse. Thankfully those thoughts were only taking up a tiny bit of space in the very back of my mind, and not swirling around in a whirlwind of anxiety occupying my every waking thought.

If there was one thing I was thankful for, it was Ingenuity giving me the ability to monitor myself and stop the worst of the nasty thoughts from getting control over me.

If there was another thing I was thankful for, it was that I now had Vellenia and Shakindria on my side. Both of them were speaking pleasantly to my mother, and I knew this because I got a sense of their emotional states and a vague sense of what was going on with them whenever I concentrated. This was the wonder of having a bonded Nakamamon.

And the third thing I had to be thankful for was the presence of both Larelle and Chrysta. I hadn’t given even a single thought to the possibility of trying to do something illegal and having half my team cut off back on earth. It was pure dumb luck that Alan and Regina were here at all. It was further dumb luck that Larelle and Chrysta were also here. Plus, Larelle had her permanently bored Magmamander, which made heating up elixirs, potions and such a much simpler task. Plus, he was really cute with how unimpressed he looked at all times, while I was concocting things that were, by all accounts, nigh impossible.

Hey, the UI told me it was Nigh Impossible and required something like 20 successes. I was a master of the nigh impossible.

I was also a master of forcing myself not to miss my lost teammates.

We returned back to the group, not sure about what to do regarding being spotted by the Agency’s recon people. For all intents and purposes we were fugitives here in the other world.

“Were you in on Plan Epsilon with Drat and the others?” I asked.

She turned a look of so much forced innocence on me that I knew immediately she was about to lie.

We reached the group. Chrysta was making the rounds, ensuring a safe perimeter, while Larelle used her Magmamander to get a cook fire going and get some dinner. My mother asked Shakindria to fly her up level with my mobile herb garden, where she picked a few things and helped Vellenia with the cooking.

“Where was Trent in all this?” I asked.

“Sleeper a-a-a-a-a-a-a-gent,” Alan said.

“Hang on, what?”

***

Trent had long passed out of the feeling like life was over and he was doomed and there was no point in going on. This always happened when his mana pool emptied out here on earth.

So his mana pool was empty. That didn’t matter on this side of the portal, because earth didn’t require his talents as a person who could magically move and shape stone. Losing your mana to the earth’s lack of ambient magic was to be expected. You spent two days wracked by a deep depression he generally felt when at the very end of his mana pool, while the doctors and nurses on staff fed you a cocktail of antidepressants, kept up soothing music, played video games with you, and allowed you to call your loved ones. After that, they brought in the occupational therapists, the always-cheerful faces and their fixation on whether or not you were capable of doing all the things. And if you weren’t, they would help devise ways for you to be able to do the necessary things.

Well, after that, your body would even out, and you’d be stuck with your enhanced body, no special abilities, and somehow, some-weird-way, your Tokens that corresponded to your attributes.

He used his enhanced stats and superhuman attributes to become the night. He headed halfway across the world to his specially built and paid for small apartment in the middle of Philedelphia. Then put on a special outfit, and headed out to where he could do some good in this world: the mean streets.

Just now he was on the corner of Radcliffe and MLK Boulevard. Philedelphia, the city of brotherly love, looked like the aftermath of a zombie apocalypse film. At least, this section of Philly looked like it. Graffiti, burned out husks of houses, literal tents underneath the highway forming a tiny little tent city… this was exactly where he needed to be. The weather was cool tonight, a pleasant sweatpants and hoodie weather that would not last. He prowled, looking for exactly the right sort of person.

Trent’s job in this world was not like his job in the other world. Okay it kind of was. In the world with Garnet, he traveled to strange places, found that people needed his particular set of skills, and he supplied their needs with his earth magic. Like Atlas holding up the earth, only he was shaping the earth itself.

Trent’s Sorcerer class gave him enhanced Affinity, which he didn’t think would be useful back on earth, and enhanced Likability.

He used the latter to chat up the people here in these tent cities. They discussed how everything had been going, whether they were getting enough to eat, and while doing so, he looked for the signs they were doing drugs. He wanted to help everybody, but for right now, he had a duty to the ones with jobs who had somehow fallen on hard times. They had a husband who’d been slapped with a rare illness, bankrupted them and then died. They had a wife who’d taken them for all they had in the divorce. They’d made a social media post and been fired.

Like Tom. Guy had been living out of his car after his house caught fire and the insurance company had found some obscure loophole as a justification for screwing him out of the money. Tom still had his car, and his job, but he had a lot of money tied up in a court case that had just lost. His baby girl had just gone off to college and he’d paid her tuition just before the fire.

Now, Trent also had Affinity, and initially he’d thought there was no use for it, but after he’d hit Affinity 12, he had come back to earth and noticed that he could see magic. Or at least, he could see whatever molten core was burning in people’s souls. If they were burnt out, on drugs, or very depressed, their molten core had cooled and hardened. If they still had hope, ideas, aspirations or goals they were working towards, he could sense that bright fire inside, or the multifaceted diamond rather than the lump of coal. Some of these folks had been through hell, but the pressure hadn’t broken them. Instead it fused their determination into something special, multifaceted, and sparkling with possibilities.

He could, in some instances, smell that. If he got close enough to shake someone’s hand, he could taste the magic of their souls.

Trent did not mention this to anyone other than his fellow Agency employee friends. He knew how it would sound.

Instead he passed out salads, fries, and bottles of water, and smiled at the thanks he was getting.

“There was another couple of guys out here a week ago.”

“Two weeks ago,” another homeless person said.

The first one shrugged. “Filming everything to put it up on social media. They haven’t been back.”

“I can’t say I can be back soon,” Trent said. “Sorry, everybody.”

“Vegetables,” one of them said, chuckling. “I’ll take a tomato over a guy with a camera in my face any day of the week.”

A few of them were dead souls: drug addicts, people on the verge of giving up on life. He gave them the same awkward, cheerful pep talk as the ones with their souls still churning away, and some of them even managed fake smiles, but their eyes were blank and expressionless. None of his words dried out the cold stone cores their souls had become.

No, he didn’t mention the way Affinity worked here, or the fact that people somehow had magic inside them.

Instead he shook Tom’s hand, smelled the bright potential in Tom’s soul. 

“Can I get you anything?” he asked.

“You already gave me a good meal, saved me some money. Nah.” Tom waved him off. “I wouldn’t want to impose. I’ll get a bead on a place soon, even if it’s a little one.”

Likability told him Tom was lying. He had some kind of debt that couldn’t be paid off with him like this. He couldn’t get a good night’s sleep or a shower, he couldn’t do the work he needed to, and he definitely didn’t have the time or ability to get his shit in order and find a good house.

“What happens after that?” Trent asked.

“Pay it forward,” Tom said. “You got to. Pam over there, she gave me a pillow. Trey gave me a sleeping bag. Linda gave me a couple of pairs of socks.”

Trent was nodding.

“I want you to pay it forward,” Trent said, burning a Likability Token, and gave him a key. “I’ll be back in a couple months.”

Attached to the key was an address, just a few miles from here. Tom already had a job, a car, and the most important thing: he had the shining, burning core of a soul that lit him from within, and showed he wouldn’t just give up. 

“What...”

“It’s a small place, but it’s all paid off. Bedroom and a closet and a shower and a little kitchenette. Once you get your own place, you give this key to the next person who can pay it forward.”

The little apartment had been arranged for him by an Agency friend’s wife. She was a social worker and victim advocate. She’d burst into tears when he told her what he wanted to do.

Tears were swimming in Tom’s eyes. The Likability Token made the sincerity impossible to miss. Tom believed him, and Trent understood that implicitly as well. There was no subterfuge, no hidden catch. Trent had just given him the thing he needed to get back on his feet, to pull himself up by his bootstraps.

“You’ll come back and give out what these folks need, right?” Trent asked.

“Yeah. Yeah, of course.”

He would, too. At least for a few months. Maybe he always would. Tom had been here for some time, and he knew these people.

“Good.” Trent clapped a hand on the man’s shoulder, and nodded. “I’m counting on you, Tom.”

And then he was gone. He was the night. He made his way back to his car, and prepared to make the drive out to Pittsburgh. He had a little place out there, not much more than a bedroom, a closet, a bathroom and a kitchenette, but it would tide him over for a few days while he searched out the next worthy soul. And then, he’d head to a little place he had out in in Cleveland, before stopping over in a little place he had out in Detroit. Then Chicago.

He had a fair few Likability Tokens.
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Chapter 3- OZ

It was warming up and becoming a truly nice morning when we were ambushed. I’d woken up with a lovely female Nakamamon snuggled up on either side of me, still quietly snoozing. Both were naked, as they preferred to be, and one of them had my junk unconsciously cupped in one hand. I couldn’t be sure whether it was the cutesy and marvelous Vellenia, or the striking and sexy Shakindria. Most times I guessed which one of them would get up to some shenanigans, and every time I guessed wrong. I would’ve guessed that Shakindria would steal my towel and force me to dash across the camp nude; it was Vellenia. I would’ve guessed it was Vellenia who sat across the campfire batting her eyelashes at me and sitting primly, hoping I’d notice her; but that was Shakindria.

I carefully extracted myself from the two heavy sleepers and exited the large tent, already missing Trent. Although I could almost stand up in the tent, and although it had enough space to handle all three of our packs on the inside, it simply was not the same as a cube house with my own large living room, dining room, small study the size of a closet, bedroom with an expansive bed, and bathroom with running water. There were different benefits to having a camp out, but put those all together and they didn’t hold a candle to a hot shower.

I went to leave the tent and felt the tug of magic drawing me back in. The telekinetic force turned me around to face Shakindria, who was sitting up and smiling mischievously.

Not a sound, I told her telepathically. Vellenia deserves her sleep.

When we can communicate mind to mind in this manner, she sent back, there’s no need to make noise.

Then she kissed me, and the tiny sound of lips smacking in the dawn calm seemed like a gunshot to my ears.

It wasn’t your voice I was referring to, I told her, with a mental grin. I really enjoyed Psyspeech for the mental images and hints of sounds, smells or tastes you could layer into it. It took some getting used to, but I was definitely improving far beyond where I’d started.

Well if she wanted some consideration, she shouldn’t have made love to you so loudly last night when I was attempting to achieve my most beautiful sleep.

I furrowed my brow in confusion. What is your most beautiful sleep?

It is the deepest and longest sleep, I suppose. Here she tried to layer in a image of herself sleeping, except she’d never viewed herself sleeping before, you know, since people can’t do that without video cameras. But then next to that, behind the peacefully sleeping form of Shakindria, Vellenia and I were getting down and dirty. My head was buried between her legs as she sat on my face, and Vellenia’s mouth was open in a wide, silent scream at the sky.

I really liked that position. Not only did she tried to clench her legs on either side of my head, but her tail lay over the top of my head and also squeezed. It was also the best angle for her to hump my face and for me to get at her special spot over and over again.

Beautiful sleep isn’t a thing, I told her. Are you sure you’re not thinking about something different?

Shakindria leaned in and kissed me again, this time kissing sideways around my face: cheek, jaw, back to my ear, and then my earlobe. She had a special fondness for earlobes. Probably because she had tall yellow rabbit ears that ended in points instead of question mark shaped human ears.

Cinzia, Tara, and Regina all referred to beauty sleep, she said into my mind, in the middle of kissing down the length of my neck. In the meantime she layered in mental images of me laying on my sleeping bag while Vellenia’s pale white, slim form rocked up and down in the classic cowgirl position. I thought this meant a restful sleep. Is this incorrect?

I was already getting hard, watching Vellenia run her hands up her trim tummy and over her small white and pink breasts, where her nipples had appeared and were fully erect. The mint green parts of her body glowed softly in the dark.

It’s called beauty sleep, I managed to tell her. It’s meant to make you more beautiful.

Her eyes flew open. Thankfully the erotic mental imagery faltered. Vellenia froze, half impaled on my shaft, and the dim moonlight filtering in glistened off her juices.

What magic is this? I must know the secret of the beauty sleep.

It’s also not real, I said, then explained what beauty sleep actually was: nothing more than a figure of speech. Though, to be fair, missing enough sleep gave you bags under your eyes and a sickly pallor, so maybe it wasn’t completely ridiculous.

Now beauty sex on the other hand, I said, totally real. That’s what Vellenia keeps doing: an orgasm a day keeps the doctor away.

The yellow creature with the purple gem in her forehead regarded me suspiciously. I cannot tell if you are being serious or if you have just made up more nonsense from your world. Are all humans so full of trickery? She sniffed mentally, and the erotic images vanished. A concept for an imaginary, superstitious act that may or may not have any basis in reality. Ridiculous!

I gave her one last lingering kiss before parting. Today it was my turn to brew the coffee and make the breakfast.

You are magnificent and I’m so glad you’re my bond mate, I told her mentally, chuckling. Her darkening expression told me my words weren’t going over well.

The first thing I did outside the tent was head to Muppin. After planted and tending to the garden on Muppin’s back, I harvested the coffee and shucked the beans.

Among my suite of special abilities, Verdant Rejuvenation was now the quiet powerhouse.

Verdant Rejuvenation II

(Special Ability, uncommon, passive)

Herbs and plants harvested by you and stored by you will last twice as long as normal.

I- By placing cuttings of plants in the soil, watering and tending them, they will sprout if they remain within half a mile of your location over the course of 18 hours.

II- By placing cuttings of plants together in an enclosed space and tending them they will sprout a hybrid plant if they remain within half a mile of your location over the course of 48 hours. Hybrids may not be bred with other hybrids.

Since we could, and had, put soil all over Muppin’s back, the magic of the special ability had done the rest. Now I could grow coffee every day, roast the beans over an open Magmamander, and then brew up fresh coffee daily. This was an awesome use of the ability. I had grown entire trees to get at their leaves, nuts and fruit, but this trumped them all. Coffee… in an alien world… what was not to love?

Moreover, I was now splicing coffee with other plants in an attempt to remove some of the bitterness, or get different flavoring out of the beans. I’d had coffee brewed from different parts of the world before I came here, and I was kind of excited to use the magical splicing power to give me orange-flavored coffee, chocolate-flavored coffee, vanilla-flavored coffee, mint-flavored coffee, and a million others. And once I had chococoffee, I could splice it with mint. I was going to turn coffee into this world’s ice cream, for me at least.

The rich smell of the beans wafted out among the camp, bringing with it our ambush. I had just sat down and had a nice deluxe yawn when our interloper spoke up.

“Don’t mind if I do,” an unfamiliar voice said, and plucked up the coffee pot from off the specially constructed hot plate that sat atop Larelle’s bonded Nakamamon. I turned to see a stocky man with hair sprouting from literally every visible inch on his body, in a dark brown. He wore thin and flexible armor without any sort of identifying features. A few runes here and there, but nothing that screamed magic. The runes weren’t glowing. His hair fell in curled locks around a face I couldn’t see, since the coffee cup was raised to his lips. His voice though… I couldn’t place the accent.

“Don’t mind me, mate. You should go into business,” he said when he finished. “Especially considering the portals all out of whack and… not open any longer. Fair dinkum.”

“I don’t know what that means.” His manner of speech was already annoying and he’d said about three sentences.

“No worries. Means you’d make a killin’ just on beans alone. Now if you’d open a cafe, that’s another matter entirely.”

That accent… probably Australian. Or New Zealand. I didn’t know too many Aussies or Kiwis, so possibly New Zealand.

“And who are you?” I asked. “And also how did you get in here? Also why are you here, and did you do anything to my Guardian on patrol, did you?”

“Whoa, mate, that’s a lot of questions!” He held up two thick hands and chuckled amiably. The accent… not Irish, English or Scottish. Down Under for sure. “I got no beef with you or yours. Crikey, there’s no way I’d go up against a Guardian. And that’s not me mission.”

“You got more questions to answer,” I said.

I had options here. One, the one I’d used a lot, was a combo of Fierce to try and social him into submission.

Fierce II

(Special Ability, Common, passive)

I- You know you’re kind of scary when you want to be. Whenever you force a contested social check against an opponent, you are considered to have the skill for such a check at rank 7. When you enter a dangerous situation, you gain a temporary Token in Physicality and Durability. These Tokens disappear after an hour if unused.

II- Whenever someone attempts to use a special ability against you, the check is at +1 difficulty. If they spend Tokens against you, they must spend +1 Token.

With Fierce, I could either scare him through intimidation or charm him into talking. There was also the Dazzle ability I had from Vellenia, which could induce a euphoric kind of state and get him talking. Those were the two best bets. Dazzle was all carrot.

That said, if someone else was watching, I also had the use of Minor Telekinesis. It was only good up to about 5 pounds, but I had faith that a 5 pound projectile shot with enough speed could do some damage. I hadn’t actually attacked anyone in this world, and I’d never been in a fist fight, but if there was a team out there looking to take me in, I needed to consider even the worst kinds of options.

Oh, who was I kidding? I didn’t hurt people. That wasn’t me, and it wasn’t how my team operated either. Even the Guardians only put up shields, and didn’t actually strike out at anyone.

“You better open up and start talking.”

“Yeah, nah,” he said. “Just wanted to meet ya, mate. Survey the area, see what’s what. I’ll piss right back off to where I originated, sure as.”

He stood and made to leave.

“Hold on now,” I said, “I have questions and I’d appreciate the answers.” And engage the Dazzle ability from Vellenia.

A surge of cuteness and wonder came bubbling up from the connection that I shared with Vellenia. My mana turned… I don’t want to say pink, but the feeling, smell, and sounds of pink. The sound was like what happens when you rub your skin against a balloon, and the scent kind of bubble gum but also kind of a pungent rose flower. Those don’t perfectly express the feeling of my magic shifting but without a third eye, it’s just not possible to quantify.

Words came with it.

“Why don’t you take a load off, mate?” I found my hand patting the stump next to me. “Park that caboose right here, grab up another cup of coffee, and tell old Fletcher what’s going on. That way I can help you get a handle on anything you’re going through. Now what’s up?”

The Dazzle succeeded. Handily. The stocky fella—who was probably an Aussie—parked his caboose in the indicated spot and poured more coffee. The last time I’d tried this it hadn’t worked, but my Likability and connection to Vellenia were both higher now.

She fit into my arms so well at night. Also she was really easy to talk to. The feeling that came through our connection calmed me down nicely, and I stopped scanning the surroundings looking for other assailants. If the Agency wanted to apprehend me, they wouldn’t send a cheerful Australian to nick some of my coffee.

Still, I sent a mental command off to Shakindria that we had someone in our midst, and to check with our on-duty Guardian.

Also, this wasn’t a tense situation with hostiles all over the place.

“She’ll be right if I have another cuppa,” he said. “What can I do ya for, Fletcher?”

Twinkles and sparklers of fairy dust were literally appearing and disappearing around his head, slowly revolving around him like he was the sun. His eyes were swimming with the tiny versions. He appeared half drunk already.

“Who are you?” I asked.

“Name’s Marlowe, mate. Friends call me Oz.” He shrugged. “Cause of the O and the Z, seein’ as I’m an Aussie.”

I squinted. Had I seen this guy around the crazy antigravity castle when I’d first arrived here? There’d been so much to see and do it was hard to focus on all the people everywhere. Wait…

“Yeah, I’m the Rogue out of Jacoby’s team,” he said, then grinned a big toothy grin and waved like he’d just popped out from behind a tree after being caught.

I blinked several times and got my bearings. “Why is Jacoby’s team looking for me?”

He shrugged. “I didn’t pay much attention, but my guess is it has to do with the reward the HQ put out for anyone who could catch you and your people.” Gods the way he said the word ‘people’ was so strange.

The Agency personnel here knew I was the last person through the portal somehow? That suggested they had another way back to earth, and had communicated with whatever they were calling the Agency back on earth.

Hell with it; it would simply be the Agency forever.

This was a CHIRP situation. Nobody was going to call the well-established social media platform with the cutesy name by its new name just because some mega-billionaire wanted to call it EDGELORD or whatever. Just like nobody was going to call the Agency by its actual government name, SNORC. It might be stupid and therefore perfect, but we all called it the Agency. Shadowy, mysterious, and probably up to some shenanigans while we grunts on the ground did actual good work.

I was starting to love not being on earth more and more.

“Jacoby found you yesterday!” Oz said, a big dopey grin lighting up his hairy face.

“I know,” I said. “Regina mentioned as much. What’s your job, then?”

“Mate, no worries at all. I’m just here to poke around and see what’s what, then report back.” He stopped and looked at his coffee. “Oh dang, I stuffed it up, didn’t I?”

“You’re doing all right. Is Jacoby hoping to take me back to HQ to collect on the reward?”

His face went blank and he nearly dropped his coffee. “Dunno, mate. I uh…”

I wished I could give this guy orders like I had with my own Rogue, Drat. He had specific experience point trigger for gathering and keeping secrets, and doing underhanded stuff, like tricking people into things. Even through the Dazzle this Oz fellow was hesitant, because he didn’t know the answer. He did have some kind of insight into Jacoby.

“Does the answer have to do with me specifically?” I asked.

“I’d have to say that’s a definite probably.” Well that answered precisely nothing. However, it was enough to go on. My last meeting with Jacoby was with her utterly fixated on Vellenia.

This is Christopher setting up a meeting with Jacoby, for her to come alone and unarmed, to a location of my choosing.
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Chapter 4- Orders Superseding Orders

Ihad no idea where a good meeting point might be for a tete-a-tete with Jacoby, but Regina knew. She pulled me aside and explained that the terrain we were about to get into was an odd mix of huge boulders next to a seashore. And that sea was a vast place.

There was no way I could go wrong with water at my back. In addition to Vellenia gifting me that Dazzle ability that caused Oz to get all drunk-like and answer my questions honestly, I also gained the ability to breathe under water.

Turning north from there, Regina claimed we would eventually run into an active volcano region, flowing with lava and teeming with fire aspected Nakamamon. This veered out further west still, and away from the towns of Glumpdumpkin, Saxwhacket and Flunt-on-the-Rustle. But if we turned south instead, it would become a swamp of unbelievable proportions, and this one was full of bug aspects, poison aspects, plant aspects, and water aspect Nakamamon. Plus all the different combos everywhere in between. None of the Agency’s people wanted to go there, since there weren’t many Healers in their midst. One mistake and you’d end up dying slow and painful.

But then… the sea was also a place I could venture. The only thing stopping me from jumping in and investigating down there was the lack of water breathing for all of my companions. Alan had a water breathing spell, but I was certain he couldn’t cast it infinitely.

The sea was an excellent fall back in case Jacoby was trying to cash in on whatever reward the Agency was offering. She wanted to talk, and hadn’t just barged in with her two dozen person team to attempt to overwhelm us. That was a good sign, but not a guarantee that she could be trusted.

“What do we think?” I asked.

“This is a moment for Cinzy and Drat,” Regina said. She was currently holding Tweedle Dee and scratching all around the sides of his neck. The flower fox’s tongue was lolling.

“Well, neither of them are here.”

“W-we f-f-found their Rogue,” Alan said.

Oz wasn’t a low level skulker, meaning he could have investigated us from the shadows for as long as he wanted, then reported back without walking directly into sight and announcing himself like he’d done.

“Agreed,” my mom said. “I think they’re acting in good faith.”

Well, my mom was smarter than me.

We made our way to the seashore over the course of the next few hours. The landscape shifted, with the bushes becoming more scraggly and the patches of barren ground coming more frequently. Tiny, fluffy Nakamamon skittered away from us and into the bramble-like bushes. Other snakey ones slithered out of sight. At one point, something under the earth surged upwards and grabbed onto Muppin, only to stop the moment Chrysta and Larelle jumped into action. Shields came out, Larelle tripled in size and wrestled with the enormous spiked spider, and the whole team learned what a Gargantula was.

Gargantula

Second Stage Nakamamon

These ambush predators can take down nearly any Nakamamon, and they love to feed on those made of earth or rock. This will allow the injected venom to break the rock down into mana they can eat.

These will become more aggravated and territorial if they have mated and laid eggs in their hidden nests.

Typical length: 15-20 feet (huge)

Typical weight: 3-5 tons

Gender: unknown

Aspect: earth/creature (bug)

Transformations: Miniaturantula -> unknown -> Gargantula

Gargantula has been added to your Nakamadex.

It turned out I’d run into the little version before. They were like jumping spiders that went after small bugs of all kinds.

“What do you want to bet the medium size ones are called Normalantula,” I told Regina. She just grinned.

After a time, we got to the rocky seashore. It was largely a pebble beach with enormous rocks leading up toward a mountain to the north. It split the beach into smaller beaches up there, with the volcano very clearly visible in the distance. Asking Regina about it, I was told it would be at least a week’s journey to the base, possibly two. Everything there became a densely populated fire-fest of Nakamamon. Species I’d never seen before congregated in the hotter, lava and fire-filled environment. It was wild to think that the visible volcano could still be so far away on foot. We could skirt the volcano and the lava vents for some time and still not have to deal with being burned to death.

Turning south, I couldn’t detect any of the gigantic swamp Regina had told me about, but I also could only see so far before the beach was swallowed by the magical atmosphere. It was just farther off.

Here though, boulders bigger than houses littered the area. In a few places, scrubby plants, regular cacti and Nakamamon cacti grew haphazardly.

“What… is that?” My mother asked.

A small stand of barrel cacti about four feet high and three feet wide were plainly visible as wrong. Totally wrong. Where they should’ve been was instead a patch of night sky. It glittered with stars. It was vaguely cactus shaped at a distance, but very clearly had thorns if you were brave enough to get your face close to one. As I moved around it, the stars within it seemed to shift, like one of those 3D photographs you tilted back and forth.

Galacti

Basic Nakamamon

Galacti exist as semi-aware bits of the universe that are taking a break on a planet. They take the opportunity for their constellations to mature, and sometimes return to their former places in the heavens after a few thousand years. Galacti photosynthesize and condense the energy down into their star clusters, though some Galacti contain a nebula.

Typical length: 3-10 feet (medium)

Typical weight: 100-200 pounds

Gender: unknown

Aspect: plant/divine

Transformations: Galacti -> unknown

Galacti has been added to your Nakamadex.

“Apparently they’re called Galacti,” I said. The divine energy inside this thing was barely detectable, probably hidden deep down within its core. “That is without a doubt one of the hundred weirdest Nakamamon I’ve ever seen.”

My mother chuckled.

“Listen, Mom, we need to keep you away from this meeting. These people could be dangerous and we don’t know what they want… yet.” I had not gotten a good impression of Jacoby, especially when she brought her people around to be healed but tried to shush them to ensure operational secrecy. That kind of adherence to policy meant she might try to bring us in.

“All right,” she said.

“How do you feel?”

“Better than I have in years,” she said. She quickly did a couple of squats and stretched her arms wide. “You were right about it being invigorating.”

That was good. Hopefully being here would just eliminate the cancer entirely. I didn’t doubt that it might return the moment we got back to earth, but at this moment there was no way to do that. Dad needed her back, but he would have his hands full with the lawyers, the Agency, taking care of Sarah and Brayden… and pretty soon my sister’s newborn. He had a lot on his plate, and my intention was to deliver a fully-healed mother who would never suffer from cancer again in her life.

“So… I’m going to meet with Jacoby. You’ll be with Chrysta, Larelle, Regina, Alan, Shakindria and all the rest. I will have Vellenia with me.”

“Won’t you be exposed and vulnerable?”

I would, but as a Healer I was a hot commodity. They’d much rather abduct me and try to force me to work than kill me or lock me up. If they found out she’d chosen to be a Healer, everything would change. She was untrained, and having my own mother abducted was simply unacceptable.

“I’m familiar with this world and with its politics, and you’re not. That will come with time, if we can’t get you back to earth as quickly as we’d like. For now, can you stick with the girls? Keep McCauley Skulkins with you, pretty please.”

She chuckled again.

***

Jacoby came alone, as she promised. Her Nakamamon dropped her off a mile away, but as a Ranger she could travel fast, and was only a few minutes before she showed up.

“Expedition Leader,” she said.

“Expedition Leader,” I repeated. “It’s a pleasure to see you.”

She could not know how tense I was. I spent the time trying to gauge her reaction, and trying to sense whether anyone else had their thoughts fixed on me. My Pleasure Seeker ability Eromancy was going to come in real handy as a spidey-sense.

Eromancy III

(Special Ability, Heroic, Active)

I- You automatically detect arousal, passion, erotic thoughts and feelings, or desires pertaining directly to you, and their points of origin, to a range of Affinity x10 feet. You may spend a Token to home in on those thoughts and experience them. Targets will immediately detect your presence in this case. Unwilling targets use Psychic Resistance and Durability to force you out, versus your Pheromones and Likability. The subject may spend a Token to eject you.

II- While inside these fantasies, you may influence them or take control. Spend a Token to begin shaping these thoughts, daydreams, or dreams. You may attempt finer control using additional Tokens or by Pheromones and Likability checks. As before, the subject may spend a Token to oust you from their mind.

III- Spend a Token: Sensations felt by willing targets are enhanced by (your Affinity and Pheromones) percent. Range and duration are your Likability in feet, and Likability in minutes, respectively.

I was hoping that the words ‘desires pertaining to you’ meant anyone thinking about me. That had included Drat the Rogue before, and I’d been able to tell when his thoughts were fixed on me. Now though, Eromancy was a different animal. Well, hopefully it wouldn’t be a problem.

Someone definitely was thinking about me. I spent the Token, this one Ingenuity. I felt like it fit in this case.

As much as I needed to save my Tokens, there was a whole tangled hairball of problems and I wanted to know how much of this was part of it.

So while I let Jacoby prepare to deliver her spiel, I got the report from Eromancy.

And this was weird: Jacoby didn’t react to the appearance of the Affinity Token at all, with the fairy embossed on the one side of the huge coin, or its explosion into fragments of rainbow glitter that were absorbed into me.

Jacoby’s voice came into my consciousness.

He doesn’t outrank me… but then again, we’re the same rank in a way. Expedition Leader. Ugh. If they’d made me a Commander I could just order him around.

And what’s up with the female Nakamamon? He, and she… do they? They can’t… when we were out in Marshin territory the people there didn’t have the right equipment. Ugh, Jacoby, stop thinking about boning the natives.

I can’t stop. Is she even a she? She seems like a female, and has boobs, but the other ones I saw didn’t have any clothes and didn’t have any flipping genitals. I heard they’re androgynous… can she pop wood? STOP THINKING LIKE A COMPLETE PERV, JACOBY.

How did he manage to bond a sapient Nakamamon? Everybody said it wasn’t possible. I can at least ask him that.

Why does she look so forking happy with him? They have to be boning down. They have to be. Maybe I can catch them in the act.

Nope. Nope. Nope. Stop it, Jacoby. We’re here to do a job, and it’s an important one. Like promotion important. Get your mind out of the gutter and do the job. Fletcher can help with that. He can… what the—

There was a forceful wrenching sensation in my third eye as Jacoby sensed me using an ability to get into her mind. She recoiled.

The mental voice faded away. I felt the effect fade with the buzzing energy of Affinity leaking its last magical droplets from the third eye place on my forehead that channeled magic. My chakra.

Well, Jacoby’s… interesting thoughts on Vellenia… provided some food for thought. I’d definitely seen Jacoby interested with Vellenia when we first met.

I was the only one anybody knew who had bonded a sapient Nakamamon. Interesting, but ridiculous. Fairy Poppins was sapient, along with (I was pretty sure at least) Garnet. Tweedle Dee definitely communicated with Regina, but Regina said it was an empathic contact. She would send inquisitiveness or joy or fear to Regina rather than words. Neither Tara nor Isabelle had mentioned anything about their bonds being sapient, or even smart… they just loved them like they would family pets.

No, it was Larelle and her Magmamander that were the real oddity. Larelle was a Nakamamon, and I’d never known one to bond with another one.

I was not the only one I knew who had enjoyed a good frolicking in the sheets with a Nakamamon. Hell, Vellenia wasn’t even the only sapient Nakamamon I’d enjoyed sexually. Starting with my other bond mate, Shakindria, who I mated with on the regular, the list continued: Fairy Poppins and Chrysta had both shared Fletcher’s bed. A cool dozen of Vellenia’s fellow villagers had wanted Fletcher rocking their world.

Suppressing a chuckle, I let Jacoby simmer with the realization that I’d been in her mind a little bit. Her thoughts were far too perverted for her to be here to take me in.

She cleared her throat. “My expedition has a huge problem.”

“Go ahead.”

“Since we apprehended Blake before he could influence anyone else and relayed him back to base, there was no problem from him. He was the first fighting aspect. We assumed his second in command wouldn’t become a problem either.”

“It sounds like you assumed wrong.”

“We attempted to lure him in with the anti-magic drug the Agency supplied. We had him surrounded. He ended up getting away… without the drug. He went without for well over two weeks, and we weren’t able to catch him without the possibility of suffering a loss of our people. He was high enough level to be a threat and we weren’t going to risk one of ours.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“He transformed into a fighting aspect as well. Another Brawldar.”

I fake swore under my breath. “That’s not good.” Blake was a mountain of muscle, and no longer human. Oh, he was humanoid, but if he went through the portal he would sicken and then die without mana. He was bound to this world for the rest of his life now.

She nodded, staring out at the sea. “Archibald isn’t human any longer. However, we still had a problem taking him down. And in the time it took, we had a curious problem.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“First, I want to tell you that all of us are under orders, superseding any of our individual expedition orders, to subdue you and your team, and anyone with you, and bring you back to the HQ for questioning.”

I noticed she didn’t say ‘bring you back to the HQ for questioning and a return to earth.’ I did want to have an open portal… eventually. Right now that wasn’t possible for Alan to accomplish, but high level Wizards in HQ might be able to handle it somehow. He needed to advance a lot more levels before he could get access to the power level or spell level necessary to attempt that. He could barely teleport a small object any sort of distance as it was.

“And you’re… not going to do that,” I said, as a half question.

“No,” she said. “I am under the impression you’ve disobeyed direct orders for a reason.”

“I have.”

She nodded and put her hands on her hips. They were nice hips. I admonished myself for thinking with my dick. Yes, Jacoby was beautiful, but it was only because almost everyone in this world under the age of fifty became superhumanly beautiful once they got their Likability or Physicality—excuse me, Agility and Muscularity—up to a certain level.

“I will not apprehend you, provided you can help me.”

“I mean you’re not going to do that because my people are also good at what they do, and we can put up a good resistance to any capture efforts.” I didn’t want to scoff at her, but the sass in my voice veered very close to a scoff.

She leveled a flat glare my way. This was one I interpreted to mean ‘the orders were specifically to bring Fletcher in alive, and the rest of them if possible… but if not possible, only Fletcher will do.’ Or maybe I was getting paranoid.

“Fine,” I said. “What’s the specifically medical problem that you’re here to get fixed in return for not attempting to subdue my team and then take them in?”

“You have noticed that Physicality split into Agility and Muscularity,” she said.

“I was going to ask about that.”

“The system, Expedition Leader, is malleable, and it is changing.  I had no idea until the advent of Blake, but it is a fact nonetheless. You appear to be the epicenter of those changes.”

“Me?” Even as I tried to protest, I could see it. I had a second class no one else had. I had abilities from other classes through my sex powers no one else did. When I’d hit level 25 as a Pleasure Seeker, the two people who’d basically made up the system contacted me directly and got into a shouting match because they hated one another… for some reason. When I’d hit level 25 as a Healer that hadn’t happened, meaning I was the world’s only Pleasure Seeker, or the first one to reach level 25. And I was the one who’d watched as Blake became a creature of this world, becoming something not human.

On the other hand, the Agility and Muscularity thing had happened while I was on earth. I chose not to shove that in Jacoby’s face, because she looked to be a hair’s breadth from tying me up and having her team fly me back to HQ.

“We have half a dozen Nakamamon that were never humans, are now fighting aspects, and they weren’t fighting aspects to begin with.”

This is Christopher fake swearing loudly.
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Chapter 5- I’m Gonna Miss This

Ireally liked this world. It had trees with vapid smiling faces, and big fat spherical leaves that looked a bit like punching gloves. It had coruscating shimmers of rainbow light skidding across the sky and the clouds, evidence of airborne mana. It had crocodiles made out of rock with gems for teeth. It had all the creatures with their wonderfully terrible names: Marshell, like a clam with a little person in it. Marshin, the grown version of the Marshell with white skin and pink and teal accents, the mermaid-shaped Marshmellow, who were super chill. You had the Cyclowl, an owl-shaped Nakamamon that generated cyclones to hunt, the Flameingo, a literal flamingo radiating heat and flame, Shrubbit, a rabbit that camouflaged itself to look like a shrub, and so many more. Angelly, and Scorchomp, and Ferndrake…

…and now the charmingly terrifying Galacti.

Who knew how many of these things there were in the world? The best and most important thing was that none of the sentient Nakamamon wanted to kill you. No village of spear-wielding creatures that looked adorable that would simply murder you for coming onto their sacred land. No fire Nakamamon streaking down the sides of a volcano to burn you alive because you did some strange cultural lava-based taboo you didn’t know existed.

Meaning that, with Guardians to deal with the predators, your team of intrepid explorers and Wizards cataloguing all the weird and wonderful things this new world had on offer. None of the townsfolk would burn you alive for being a witch, lock you up for not having body hair or being a certain skin color, or cook you and eat you. Violence wasn’t how the sentient creatures of this world solved their disputes.

And to add to all that, a lot of Nakamamon predators weren’t even flesh eaters. The Ferrosaur, the ones Blake and his Guardians wanted to use for Guardian practice, only really ate metal. Sure they’d kill you for being in their territory and not getting out of their territory, but they didn’t eat people. So in general, if you were careful and had a Guardian or two with you to help you run away from angry Ferrosaurs or ambush predators like Geodiles, you were basically safe.

Until fighting aspect Nakamamon popped up.

I took Regina out for a little walk to clear my head and talk over what Jacoby had proposed.

“I brought my mother here, and sacrificed four of my best friends, to heal my mom,” I told her. “I don’t want to abandon that task.”

She took my hand and threaded her fingers into mine. I looked down. It was the first time outside the bedroom that we’d held hands.

When I glanced back up at her face she had a sly little half smile on, and was looking somehow cuter than before.

“You make it sound like you’re being forced to stop looking for a cure for your mother,” she said. “And really, when she learns about this, she’s going to tell you to fix up the situation with these fighting aspect Nakamamon. It’s the right call.”

I knew this already, I was just being stubborn about it.

“Plus, Jacoby wants to fork you,” she said.

“What? What are you talking about?”

“She wants to play hide the sausage. She wants to bend over and have you feed her your snake. She wants you to choke her with that massive cock of yours and press her face up against your abs. Oh!” She chuckled. “Maybe that’s just me?”

She brought our intertwined hands over and slid them against my stirring sausage, then laughed again.

“It’s just you,” I told her.

“It’s a very tsundere vibe she puts out,” she said, then put on a deep voice, which was apparently an imitation of Jacoby. “‘Oh, Fletcher, you’re such a pest. I hate having to work with you. Just kidding, it’s all an act, let me try and fit that dick all the way up in me until I feel like I can’t breathe.’”

We had just rounded a couple of gigantic boulders. Surf splashed against the rocks and made a strange shushing sound when it receded, pulling the gravel over other gravel. The sound was strange but soothing.

“She is not,” I said, thinking about how weirdly into Vellenia Jacoby really was. “Not every woman is super horny and pervy like someone I know.”

She drew close. “Impossible.”

I gave her a peck, and she kissed me back, and soon we were making out. She was still holding my hand, but her other hand was rubbing at the front of my pants in no time.

“You’re such a horn dog, Christopher Fletcher,” she murmured. “Taking advantage of a vulnerable and impressionable young woman ohhhhh—”

I imitated Regina, pressing my fingers against her mound and sliding them down. She was wearing a skirt with leggings, and apparently no panties, because I felt every contour of her lower lips, and the hot moisture against my fingers. She moaned again, unable to concentrate, so she took matters into her own hands. And mouth.

A moment later she had my pants down, and the head between her lips. Several minutes after that, she pulled off, but still snuggled my hard on like it might exfoliate her face.

“I love this,” she cooed.

“Me too,” I told her. “You look so sexy with my cock in your mouth.” Her response was to grin and go back to her excellent blowjob. She really did look amazing, especially when her flower petal irises opened lazily and locked onto mine. She couldn’t speak while sucking me off, but I felt more than saw her smile as she continued. She pulled away some few minutes later, and I watched a string of saliva connecting her shining lips to my erection strain and stretch.

“I’m gonna miss this,” she said wistfully.

“What?”

It didn’t matter right this moment, she told me, and got into position. She’d shucked her leggings and flipped the skirt up over her butt, giving me quite a sight. Once she started wriggling her ass back and forth, I pushed the question aside and gave her what we both wanted and needed.

Regina’s body was irresistible, but I tried my best to ramp up the anticipation. I nestled my hard shaft between her butt cheeks and ran my hands all over her. I brought her back to kiss, before spending time on her ears and neck. She tried to hump back into me, to get me nestled between her lower lips, but I was taller than her and stopping that was easy.

“Fletcher,” she gasped, while I kneaded her boobs with expert skill. “Frack me.”

“Tell me what you meant,” I commanded quietly.

“It doesn’t matter. Put it inside.”

She tried reaching between her legs and grabbing hold of me to guide me in, but I backed off. “What do you mean, you’re going to miss this?”

“You won’t be allowing your mother to be in the same place as you, not until this fighting aspect problem is dealt with,” she told me. “That means you go with Jacoby and I go with your mom.”

I suspected this was what she meant, but hearing it from her mouth was a blow anyway.

“Please,” she whined. “Pleeeeeeaase Fletcher.”

Grasping onto her ass, I slowly pressed forward and sank my whole length into her. She held her breath the whole time, like I was squeezing her whole body.

“Oh frack,” she muttered. “Oh frack… did you… make it… even bigger?”

“Maybe,” I told her playfully.

“It’s soooooooo big,” she moaned, and slid forward, only to shove herself back onto me. “I love it. I love this.” Then it was only moans and grunts and groans, and the slap of skin on skin. I took her by the hips and gave her what she wanted again and again, until I felt her climax approaching. Her elbows began to tremble and threatened to buckle.

I didn’t want her to face plant against the boulder, and took hold of both arms, spearing her again and again. The orgasm came and washed over her. She sputtered a few half words about it, and a plea for me not to stop, and I kept right on going.

Afterwards I backed her up against the boulder and put one leg on my shoulder. I got even deeper into her this way, causing her to climax again a few minutes later.

“F-fletcher,” she managed. “I love…”

I kissed her again and looked deep into her eyes, while giving her the slow, deep and hard treatment. “I love you too.”

The sensations were overwhelming, but the emotion I felt coming off her when I said the words did the trick. She thrashed in my arms, then dutifully sank to her knees and accepted my whole load on her face and in her hair.

It was so much. I’d never even seen porn with this much. My magically enhanced body produced half a bukakke’s worth at once, and she pulled back to take the other half on her chest. It was enough that she couldn’t open her eyes at first. She spent time collecting my seed onto fingers and licking it up.

“It’s… good,” she murmured. “Tastes so good.”

We followed this up with a dip in the ocean, which proved to be pleasantly warm on our naked bodies. Regina clung to me the whole time, but the water was clear and went out a long way before dropping off.

“Ugh. It’s going to be so difficult being apart from you again.” She had wrapped herself around my arm the way Vellenia did, pressing her boobs up against me. Now in chest deep water she also wrapped her legs around my torso and snuggled into my shoulder.

“I could have sex with you every day of my life,” she told me, “and I don’t know if it would be enough. Is that… bad? I think I really am a sludge.”

“You’re not a sludge!” I told her, and guided her hands to my already-hardening member. “Look, if you’re a sludge, I’m a mega-sludge, because I’m already horny again.”

“I can’t give you a blowjob underwater,” she said, disappointed.

That gave me an idea.

And that was how, not ten seconds later, I heard Regina’s surprised exclamation as I ran my tongue up and down her clit, then slithered it up into her. Vellenia’s gift of water breathing allowed me to stay down there as long as I needed to. Regina wrapped her legs around my head and just floated, while I licked every inch again and again.

With my enhanced tongue, I could also reach deeper than almost every earthling, too. Sex powers were no joke. Regina was in the midst of another powerful orgasm just minutes after I’d started.

We then retreated back to the shallows where I could sit on the smooth rocks, and she could ride me.

“I don’t want to be apart,” she lamented, while I watched her boobs dance up and down. She really slammed her hips down hard.

“I don’t either.”

“I love being with you,” she told me breathlessly. “I love watching you frack the other girls. I love making them feel good too!”

She had to stop speaking for a moment as another small climax locked her body up into a shuddering fit, before she could get moving again.

“Maybe we can think of another option,” I told her.

She kissed me, hard. I felt the love in her heart. It was an Affinity thing. My magical senses could feel the depth of her feelings for me. When the kiss ended, I found tears in her eyes.

“I want to know all about Jacoby when you get back,” she said. She just assumed I was going to get with Jacoby, and was cool with it. “Ugh, I bet she’s super yummy.”

A tear slipped down her cheek, and I felt my chest tighten. I was hurting Regina, and I wasn’t even gone yet. She didn’t stop sliding up and down my shaft, or breaking out into little orgasms here and there. Spending a Token using Entwined Ecstasy ramped up the pleasure we both felt by a lot, since we had passed out of the fourth Relationship level and into the fifth. She shuddered with bliss and I kissed all the freckled spots on her chest.

“I’ll have a day off here and there,” I told her. “We can get together.”

“I love you,” she repeated in a breath, slamming herself down on me. “You’re so kind, and good, and this… feels so right.”

“Regina,” I asked. “Do you want to… be my official girlfriend?”

She froze, and stared at me. “I… what?”

“You’re my first. I feel a close connection with you.” As close as humanly possible, in fact, with me buried up inside her. “Be my girlfriend.”

The rain of kisses that followed was answer enough. She kissed every spot on my face: forehead, cheeks, over and around my eyes, lips a number of times, nose, and even the bridge of my nose got a lick, which set us both off laughing.

“I can’t believe,” she said, laughing and kissing, “that we didn’t…” More kisses followed, along with her beginning to ride me again, “…we didn’t do this… before.”

“Me neither,” I said, chuckling. “I’m glad you’re not mad, babe.”

“Babe? Babe?” she shivered again. “Oh my god, Fletcher. I mean, babe. Honey. Baby.” Then she laughed in delight. “There’s no way Jacoby will ever be your babe. Only me. Right? Okay maybe Vellenia and Shakindria can be your girlfriend too, but that’s it!”

I nodded, and thrust upwards. Both of us groaned again, and her muscles squeezed me tightly.

She hugged onto me in response, and whispered, “You have made me so happy.”

“You know what I want to do, babe?”

“What’s that, babe?” she asked.

“We’ll have to figure out where we’ll go, how we’ll be provisioned, and whether or not we’ll be in contact while this thing is on.”

She rolled her eyes.

“Don’t worry! It’s not forever,” Regina said, with a touch too much patronizing for my tastes. “Hopefully you’ll have it figured out, quarantined and treated and cured or whatever, and that’ll be that. Jacoby will let you go, we’ll link back up, find a cure for your mother, and after that who knows what’ll happen. The real question is whether Vellenia and Shakindria stick with you, or they stay with us as extra protection. We’ll work up a relay system for news and seeds or plant bits, because she doesn’t have Verdant Rejuvenation like you.”

Well I officially disliked this talk.

“And don’t worry, we’ll help her. All the girls, I guess except Larelle, have a Healer power from you… wait, have you and Larelle…”

“No, we haven’t,” I said. And in thinking it over, it made sense.

This is Christopher not liking it, regardless of how much sense it made.
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Chapter 6- A Deep Delve

It turned out that the best way for me to keep in touch with my mom, Regina, and the rest of them, was Fairy Poppins.

Everyone agreed, first, that I needed to be the one to help with the fighting aspect issue. Jacoby refused to go to the head Healer, Rainer, even though that was the smart move. That would have meant admitting there was a problem… right now, as far as HQ knew, no such problem existed. Jacoby was just trying to salvage her career as a field commander and I couldn’t fault her there. Field command assignments were pretty rare.

Everyone secondly agreed that the best way to go about this was to separate me from the rest of the party. Which sucked, purely from an emotional point of view. From a logistical point of view, it was clearly better than Jacoby going back on her word and handing me and my mother over to the HQ people. Right now, with Regina and all the Nakamamon, they could probably head to Vellenia’s village, or back to the town I’d saved, and mount a rescue operation if Jacoby lied and whisked me off to face interrogation and possible deportation back to earth.

Again, I was not cool with any of this, but I didn’t have any say in the matter.

This led to a very hug-filled goodbye situation. My mother, then Regina, then Shakindria, followed by all the bond mates. Tweedle Dee got a bunch of ear scratches and belly rubs, followed by McCauley Skulkins for far more belly rubs, Muppin got a bunch more head scratches, and Garnet, who… I couldn’t say enjoyed the pats on its facets, but it seemed sluggish to leave, and when it did leave, it carved a furrow into the earth like it was sinking into the water.

Only Fairy Poppins seemed excited for the future. She flitted and pulled loop de loops around my head.

“I don’t like this,” Vellenia told me, wrapping herself around my arm. She hugged herself as tight to me as possible, curling one leg around mine and shoving her face into my chest. “What happens when she takes you?”

“If she takes me,” I said. She had enough power and people to make that happen. I had elected not to be the poisoner class, and I had very limited options… but I’d done just fine against Blake and his people.

“And if she takes you? What then?” she sounded like she was on the verge of tears.

“I use the abilities I have at my disposal. You gave me Dazzle and Water Breathing. I have Telekinesis and I have Psyspeech. From there I’ve got Stalwart, Fierce, and all my Pleasure Seeker abilities. I’ve got the Bondsealer one for talking to Nakamamon…”

She stood on her strange, not-human toes to try looking me in the eye. “I need to meet her.”

Jacoby agreed to this meeting as well, and after another hour or so, we strode between the bizarre Galacti and avoided the gigantic ambush spider monsters with Poppy’s help.

“Expedition Leader,” she said, still stiff and formal… still, her eyes drifted to Vellenia.

“Expedition Leader,” I said, nodding. “My bond mate, Vellenia.”

For now, we were keeping Shakindria’s existence a complete secret. Of the things I did not need, it was Jacoby spiriting me back to HQ to find out how all of the Agency’s people could learn how to bond multiple Nakamamon.

For a long time, neither Jacoby nor I spoke.

For now, Vellenia was still wrapped around my arm like Jacoby was about to kidnap me. Still, she eventually opened up and began admiring the Galacti in their midnight coloration, the huge boulders, and the shhhh shhh sound of the surf making a maraca of all the pebbles.

Eventually though, Jacoby opened her mouth and helped get this show on the road.

“How is it I can reassure your bond mate?” she asked. “I wouldn’t be averse to having her along. I haven’t had the opportunity to speak with any other sentient Nakamamon at length.”

We watched the cacti, with their stars and nebula, twinkle and slowly shift.

“Promise me you won’t hurt my Fletcher,” Vellenia said.

The chest-clenching hurt was audible, and it brought Jacoby up short. Her cool Asian eyes fixed on the Marshin, her mint green hair and her pink bits, and the thin sundress in white fabric that barely covered her. 

“I promise not to hurt your bond mate.” It seemed like something broke inside Jacoby the moment she actually addressed a thinking, talking, non-human being instead of talking about her or near her. “I admit to a bad first impression,” she said. “Please accept my apologies. I didn’t mean to alarm you or your friends. You must be in distress, since other teams will be looking to capture your bond mate.”

Vellenia nodded and clutched at me tighter.

“Expedition Leader,” I said, “why did you choose to be a Ranger? Actually, don’t answer that. I’m going to instead tell you why I chose to be a Healer. It was to help people. And as it turns out, there are a lot of people who need help.”

She regarded me coolly.

“Actually,” I told her, “I have a special ability that will allow you to better understand me, and for me to better understand you. It can feel a bit… deep, if you’re not ready for it.”

“This is not a Healer special ability,” she said, “I’ve been briefed on the basic ones. This must be a feature of bonding with your Nakamamon? Or a feature of your class evolution?”

I pulled up a tight smile, and Fierce gave me a bonus on the Deceit check that I was about to make.

Likability Check: You do not have the associated skill for this check.* This check is an opposed one. Since this is a Deceit check, it will be made without the target’s knowledge. Bear in mind that some classes have a way of detecting Deceit checks made against them. Would you like to spend 3 Tokens to lower your target’s Deceit and Ingenuity by 1 for the purposes of this check? You may not spend a Token to retry this check.

Total Tokens: 7 Likability and 7 Free Tokens.

*Note: Fierce II has given you a temporary Deceit skill of 7. You have gained a temporary Physicality Token and a temporary Durability Token.

I decided to spend 6 of my Likability Tokens, and confirmed this. Although Eromancy wasn’t associated with Vellenia at all, and although I felt it would help alleviate the problem we were now facing, I absolutely did not want for Jacoby to get an inkling of what I was attempting before I attempted it.

The check succeeded, and I breathed a silent sigh of relief.

“I don’t see why not,” she said.

“The uncomfortable part is that we will be need to touch one another,” I said.

Eromancy III

(Special Ability, Heroic, Active)

I- You automatically detect arousal, passion, erotic thoughts and feelings, and their points of origin, to a range of Affinity x10 feet. You may spend a Token to home in on those thoughts and experience them. Targets will immediately detect your presence in this case. Unwilling targets use Psychic Resistance and Durability to force you out, versus your Pheromones and Likability. The subject may spend a Token to eject you.

II- Spend a Likability Token: You may bring a target you are touching into your mind, to experience a psychic delving of your choosing. This could be memory or imagination. The target will know truth from fiction instinctually. The subject may exit your psychic projection at any time.

III- While inside these fantasies, you may influence them or take control. Spend a Token to begin shaping these thoughts, daydreams, or dreams. You may attempt finer control using additional Tokens or by Pheromones and Likability checks. As before, the subject may spend a Token to oust you from their mind.

“It’s only uncomfortable if you’re secretly attempting to get in my pants,” she said, and extended a hand. The laugh I gave was, to my ears, forced. Still, when she didn’t jerk her hand away, I took it and spent the Token.

Once more, the palm-sized coin appeared in the air with a cla-cling! sound, twirling once to show both sides, before it burst into the same rainbow magic dust that covered both our heads.

Showing Jacoby my formative past wasn’t difficult and didn’t take long. All I had to do was show the fall, flashes of the hospital, and then relearning to walk, the pity and sadness and ridicule, followed by my friends abandoning me when the ridicule started to radiate away from me and onto the cripple’s friends. And then the strain it put on my family, as they lavished the time, attention and money on me in order to keep me from sliding into a constant depression. Sarah felt betrayed and neglected, pushed aside, and in favor of what? Christopher was never going to amount to anything.

Cancer struck next. My father nearly collapsing, trying to hold a job and my mother’s hand, with a practically crippled son and a daughter who hated him.

Sarah having a child, the fights that followed when it became clear Brayden’s father was a scumbag who wasn’t going to remain in the picture… and me trying to glue the family back together when my mom’s cancer first appeared.

Fast forwarding, I got through the grim slog that was high school, how much video games helped buoy me up, and then my job struggles. Cancer’s reappearance. My sister moving out when Brayden was one, with a different scumbag. Finally, Dick Johnson’s appearance after I applied for the Agency position.

I released my hold on Eromancy and blinked. The ability felt like far more of a superpower than Verdant Rejuvenation had been. I’d just used the concentrated magic of the Likability Token to flood Jacoby’s brain with knowledge.

“Oh… my gosh,” she breathed. She was crying. I was too, but Vellenia had wiped the tears off and was imitating a blanket, wrapped around me as tight as possible.

“Now,” I said, “Vellenia is hoping you can do the same thing. Just think of your deepest desire. What you want most in the world. Go back as far as you have to, to where it all started.”

“Where what started?” she asked, wiping the tears away.

“The thing that makes you you.” I didn’t know if this would work, but when the prompt from Eromancy level I appeared, I spent the Token.

And I knew all there was to know about Jacoby Dunlop in the span of several seconds.

Esmerelda Jacoby Dunlop had had a different name once upon a time, in another place where she was given up for adoption by poor or sick parents, and flown practically as a newborn overseas to live in Connecticut of all places. She grew up looking different, and if it weren’t for that, she would have been exactly the same. In elementary school her differently shaped eyes and darker skin hadn’t meant much to anyone else. She had friends and played with blocks and such.

Once middle school hit, all that went out the window. Just like when I’d had my legs crushed, Jacoby had her personality mangled under the weight of bullies. And these were the mean girl type, who seized on the first easy target and easily ripped her to shreds with cruel words.

Jacoby, rather than talking about all this, pushed it down. She held all of it inside, and while all her friends fell away under the onslaught of the mean girls, she valiantly held on. She held, and held, and held, until one day she couldn’t any longer. They put fortune cookies in her locker—she was of Vietnamese descent, not Chinese—they scribbled things on her backpack with indelible glass markers in Japanese—she was still of Vietnamese descent, not Japanese—and they hounded her relentlessly once COVID got going.

And she held out. Every day they broke her inside, and every day she built herself back up by watching videos, making plans, learning the language, and trying to tell herself how stupid and vain they were.

In the twelfth grade, when her nickname went from Ching Chung to Kung Flu, she ran away from home.

The intent was to return to her native land of Vietnam. She had already learned a lot of the language. She had apps, she had the video streaming sites, and she had paid for a tutor with her own money.

By the time she reached California, she had run out of money, though. Dick Johnson, HR for the Agency, discovered her almost two years later picking vegetables in the fields with all the other migrant workers, fully fluent in Spanish. She’d also been semi-adopted by the Korean and Chinese communities in Los Angeles, where she ran errands and spoke both languages with passing familiarity. She was also deeply in debt to both of those communities and their organized crime syndicates.

Dick Johnson allowed her to reunite with her parents just before her nineteenth birthday, where he then offered her a job that would allow her to live anywhere on earth, provided she fly back to Alaska for her appointed work times.

The Triads loved that she basically didn’t exist on paper. The Korean gangs loved that she had intel on the inner workings of Chinatown, and could feed them secrets. She wasn’t a great ambassador, and Dick Johnson reminded her that one false move, and she would be found dead in a ditch somewhere, or shipped off to Mexico where she’d never be seen again. By contrast, he could make sure she did disappear and was never seen again… by the Korean mob and the Triads.

Jacoby wanted to matter. She had a lot to prove and she had the tenacity to prove it. She was naturally assertive, but had no experience in a lot of different ways. She was scrappy, fierce, and she was a survivor.

The kink she had developed was that of watcher. She had never seen a healthy relationship closely. She was close to believing they didn’t exist, honestly. If she could see one, up close and intimately, she would get some pointers as to how it was really done. This had slowly warped into a voyeuristic bent: she got off on watching people do their thing, especially when she felt no one was watching. She’d nearly chosen to be a Rogue because of this.

Her deepest desire was to be wanted the way Vellenia wanted Fletcher. She wanted someone to bow before her, to worship her, to see to her needs before she even knew what those needs were. No seeing her as different, no using her to rise up in the ranks. She wanted someone smart and savvy, who saw her as an equal.

This is Christopher in awe.
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Chapter 7- Farewells

Jacoby seemed stunned by what she saw. In retrospect, although it seemed like the easiest way to give her a glimpse into who I was as a person, I realized I didn’t know exactly what Blissense showed Cinzy, Regina, Tara, Ivy or Isabelle. All of them had consented to the Blissense before it had been taken and changed into Eromancy. All I knew was that Cinzy wanted so much to have whatever she saw of me that she was willing to overlook me sleeping with other women, and also Nakamamon. I was glad I had better control here with Eromancy. I could skip the parts where I’d been a petulant and vindictive ass, and tried to get revenge only to have bigger and stronger kids kick me back down again. They’d used their words as much as their fists and feet, and kept me right down where I was. I didn’t like that side of the person I’d been, and it was my constant wish never to fall back into being that jerk.

Even if I hadn’t been successful in hurting the people I tried to hurt, that wasn’t Fletcher any longer. This Fletcher tried his very best not to hurt people. This Fletcher was a helper and nothing else, if the alternative could be avoided.

“I hope this clears up everything,” I told her.

Jacoby nodded vacantly. I was amazed she’d played the Chinese Triads against the Korean mobs somewhere in California and hadn’t been killed. “Let’s… let’s get moving. The faster you can see our patients, the faster we can get you back to your people.”

I said my farewells to Regina, who cried when I called her ‘babe’ and told me not to fall in love with anybody else. Vellenia didn’t want to let go either, but eventually allowed me to say my goodbyes to Garnet, Muppin, Airaconda, McCauley Skulkins, Larelle, Chrysta, Alan, and Larelle’s Magmamander. I was going to miss him and his ability to radiate needed heat all the forking time.

From there, I hugged Shakindria. The yellow psychic aspect Nakamamon with the purple gem in her forehead sent me a series of images of us frolicking all over the worlds, both hers and mine. We held hands, jumped, rolled around on beaches or in meadows, climbed trees together, exploded out of ball pits and jumped on trampolines together. In her mental montage, we also frolicked in all of those places sexually.

I will keep your mother safe, she told me. But you will need to return soon. I chose to bond you, and not your mother.

Vellenia said much the same, only with hugs and tears and incomprehensible words while sobbing.

Regina was more composed, since I’d just rocked her world earlier today. Still, the smile she gave me was filled with melancholy. She hugged me, whispered, “I’ll miss you, babe,” and walked off so I could have a few words with my mother.

“Listen,” I said. “Alan has an encyclopedia’s worth of knowledge on those tiny clay tablets, but I wouldn’t go after any of the large gods until you know what you’re doing. Get a few small and medium ones in so you can level up.”

She cocked her head at me. “You’re not going to tell me to just sit here and wait for you to get back?”

“Would you listen to me if I did?” She grinned in response. “Of course not. Just listen to the people around you. I had ten party members, and you only have four… plus my lovely bond mates and a handful of bond mates who’ve lost their partners. They aren’t going to make good replacements for Trent and Drat and Ivy and Isabelle and Cinzy, but they’re wonderful and helpful. Just… don’t push yourself too hard. Oh, right… here.” I slipped off Prismatic Apparel and handed it to her. “Wear this at all times unless you’re washing it.”

She studied it, using Identify like I’d taught her.

Prismatic Apparel

Item, Wondrous, Legendary

This set of clothing is able to be shaped in any way the wearer wishes. Merely turn the articles inside out to alter their form. The color of the new form will be randomized.

This item has the following properties: godsbane, unbreakable, soulbound, returning.

Godsbane: While wearing this clothing you are assumed to have +5 Divine Resistance.

Unbreakable: This item never takes damage and can never be destroyed except by divine power.

Soulbound: this item belongs solely to Christopher Fletcher. He may gift this item to another, but the item may never be taken from him.

Returning: this item returns to its owner’s possession at a thought.

She smiled, a heartier one than Regina had given me, then came in for a hug.

“I’m not thrilled with this. I came back with you to help you.”

“I know,” she said. “It turns out you need to save the world first.”

With that, I gave Fairy Poppins the signal and we headed off to meet up with Jacoby.

We were going to have to make the trek on foot. Jacoby’s magic-users didn’t have the sort of abilities that would allow for instant teleport over long distances. Also, Oz had a bonded Nakamamon who could fly him, a smaller sky manta thing than I’d ridden back at HQ, but it wasn’t strong enough to take us all. Instead, Jacoby activated a Ranger ability.

You’re being buffed by the Longstrider aura, the UI explained. Your Hiking, Survival, Durability, Agility, and Muscularity levels are enhanced while inside the aura.

Lucky for me, I also had a gift from the God of Footfalls. I chuckled, thinking back on how alarmed I’d been at all the strange sounds coming from my feet back at the HQ. Every time I stepped, it had been something different: a knife chopping at a vegetable, an animal barking or yipping, a nuclear explosion at one point, a woodpecker knocking a hole in a tree to get at bugs, and the list went on… how the danger level had ramped up since then. Still, I was glad to have Golightly, a pair of magic shoes given in thanks by the god once I’d healed it.

Golightly

Item, Wondrous, Legendary

The wearer of these shoes feels no weariness when walking, leaves no tracks, and gains 5 ranks in any skills that require the use of feet.

This item has the following properties: unbreakable, soulbound, returning.

Unbreakable: This item never takes damage and can never be destroyed except by divine power.

Soulbound: this item belongs solely to you. You may gift this item to another, but the item may never be taken from you.

Returning: this item returns to your possession at a thought.

It wasn’t until I’d gotten going that I realized Vellenia stuck with us. In retrospect this was the right choice. I didn’t know it at the time, but she was right. Sure, Fairy Poppins might have wanted to keep me all to herself, but Vellenia’s presence would be helpful in more than one way. But, it wasn’t until some minutes later that I noticed.

Jacoby’s aura made us fast. Oz had zoomed off on his Nakamamon, while Jacoby, Poppins and I ran through the badlands and veered southward in the direction of the gigantic swamp. The landscape didn’t shift much at first, remaining rocky shoreline, with those strange Galacti and other Nakamamon I’d never seen. Poppins flew up higher, around twenty feet up, and signaled by zigzagging whenever she spotted one of the huge ambush spiders. We didn’t have to worry much; the first Gargantula we found was already happily munching on a section of something that looked like a two hundred foot long, ten foot wide bobbit worm.

When I noticed Vellenia cruising along with me a few minutes later, under the influence of the aura as well, I couldn’t be mad. After all, having her with me always felt right, and not having her with me increased my sense of anxiety and wrongness. Just as being apart from Shakindria was starting to do. I knew it would’ve been worse with both of them remaining with my mother.

After veering to avoid the second Gargantula, the terrain began to change: more moss on the rocks, more plants coming in tufts here and there, and a few stunted trees. Also more mucky, muddy patches that needed to be avoided. We were able to follow Poppins, so it wasn’t an issue as much as it was interesting to see. More Nakamamon lived here, different types, but aside from ‘purple crab’ or ‘sea serpent mudskipper hybrid’ I couldn’t tell much. Without time to Identify them, we sailed past at a good clip and kept within Jacoby’s aura range.

Finally, we had a break. Jacoby and Vellenia were both heaving for breaths, but Golightly made that no issue whatsoever. Even Poppins flopped into my lap where I was sitting on a rock and enjoying some water from a canteen.

“How…” Jacoby tried asking, but was heaving too much. “How are you… not…”

I estimated we’d been running nonstop for close to three hours. I didn’t know how much terrain that meant we crossed, but I’d guess it was at least fifteen miles, and possibly closer to twenty. 

Showing the item to Jacoby meant leaving my feet open and free to feel the velvety moss. I liked this different landscape: the huge boulders were now covered in mosses and grasses, and the space between was lush with weird plants. Deadfalls sprouted an endless variety of mushrooms: orange, black, purple, and some white ones with dangerous red heads. At least one of those mushrooms was bigger than the others, and staring at me.

Crushroom

Basic Nakamamon

Crushrooms use the camouflage of other clusters of mushrooms to stay hidden. These are filter feeding crabs, with powerful legs for jumping if they feel threatened. Their earth aspect allows them to hyper accelerate gravity to turn jumps into dangerous attacks.

Typical height: 1-2 feet (small)

Typical weight: 1-5 pounds

Gender: unknown

Aspect: earth/creature (bug)

Transformations: Crushroom -> unknown

Crushroom has been added to your Nakamadex.

The creature eyed us for some time before scuttling off the log and back to where it was scooping sand up into its mouthparts and spitting it back out in other places. I didn’t know what it managed to eat, but it was pretty enormous. It had a big mushroom for a body, while the stalk turned out to be all the crab parts you might normally expect.

The moment Jacoby hopped up to get moving, though, the Crushroom froze before launching itself in the air toward her. All ten of its legs gave it some serious ups, and it looked like it would sail well over all our heads. Instead, it seemed to halt in midair before slamming down toward Jacoby.

Fairy Poppins was there, to boop it right on the snout. Infusing it with her own fairy dust caused its gravity magic to falter, so it floated down into Jacoby’s hands like a feather.

She snorted laughter. “That. Is. Adorable! I could’ve jumped out of the way, but this was so much better. Thank you, Fairy Poppins.”

“She likes to be called Poppy,” I told her.

Jacoby held up a hand. “High five, Poppy.”

The tiny fairy, all three inches of her, zoomed over and full body checked Jacoby in the hand, puffing fairy dust all over the place. This sent all three of us into laughing and sneezing fits.

During the break I identified several more Nakamamon that I had previously never seen before. One of these was called Terratle, and was little more than a gigantic, slow moving tortoise covered in moss. I wouldn’t have noticed anything at all except my Identify skill told me it was there. After the readout on the creature popped up, I had to squint for a good thirty seconds before I found what I thought might be a foot, but which looked exactly like a moss-covered stone. Since so many of the plant aspect Nakamamon could photosynthesize the majority of their food, these things weren’t predators, didn’t need to hunt, and barely had to move at all. Instead the earth and plant aspect just sat there pointing its butt at us, unmoving.

It wasn’t until Vellenia sprang to her feet that the thing lumbered into motion. It was like an earthquake; dirt poured off it, and a number of flowers stuck to it. The tiny crabs that lived in the tall strands of moss started darting around in a panic, which was cute as heck. These also looked like mushrooms and were identified as Mosshrooms. The UI informed me that these preyed on tiny parasites that tried to burrow into the Terratle’s shell, but the mushrooms on their backs provided the camouflage they needed, and also distributed their kind around the area without requiring them to spend energy moving. These would transform into Crushrooms in time.

Which led me to wonder: when would Vellenia transform into a mermaid creature? Would Shakindria transform into something almost unrecognizable? What about Tweedle Dee, or Muppin, or Airaconda?

We ended up taking another two breaks, three hours after getting going again, and we found our way to Jacoby’s camp in the very middle of the most fetid, awful swamp imaginable. It was amazing.

Now, I’d chosen not to be a Wizard, but one look at this swamp told me why Wizards were out there trying to catalogue everything they came across. There were so many new kinds of creature I could hardly focus on the camp Jacoby’s people had set up.

This place had a huge variety of poison aspect Nakamamon. We ran across snake-like creatures, lizard-like versions, crocodilian-like versions, tons of tiny bugs, Nakamamon that were flowers and also poison, Nakamamon that imitated dead logs and were ghost aspected. Heck, even the cloud of poison gas floating above the water was ghost and poison aspected.

They weren’t all concentrated in the area with the camp, but we passed tons, and took a break near some really interesting ones. Again, Fairy Poppins helped keep us on the path with the humps of earth sticking out of the stagnant water, where murder logs waited to snap at us, and sickly greenish or purplish lights danced in the distance.

Regina hadn’t been kidding about the vast swamp. We had gotten into the swamp just after our first break, and we had traveled some forty miles into it before arriving at the large hillock in the clear spot, where Jacoby set up camp.

It was kind of like an island, a lump of earth rising only two or three feet out of the water at points, and covered with a profusion of grasses and flowers I hadn’t seen elsewhere in this world. I was lucky to have run across the Goddess of the Meadows early in my trek, because she had bestowed upon me a full knowledge of every flower ever. The leathery black ones over there that appeared to be bats hanging from a tree branch were bat flowers. They were hardly the only interesting species. I saw orchids of several different types, and other plants that were plainly carnivorous. Aside from that, there was a clump of purple tentacles over there that Jacoby’s people were feeding by tossing things into the water.

“I chose this place because if the fighting aspects escape, the swamp monsters will kill and eat them all.”

She hoped. I didn’t have much faith in that to work, and neither did she.

I got the nickel tour.

Tents over here, divided into a perimeter of Guardian tents, a cluster of Wizard tents, and then the support class tents on the other side of the command tent. This a large place for Jacoby with a meeting room that doubled as a cafeteria in bad weather. In the center, in cages suspended by chains, were the fighting aspects.

One of these was a Vulpetunia, a spitting image of Tweedle Dee, only it had definite eyelashes. Identified said that it was indeed a female.

The creature that could’ve been Tweedle Dee’s twin sister surged against the bars of her cage and clamped her jaws down on it. The others were likewise smashing their hands and paws and heads into the bars or floors of their cages. They gnawed on the bars, howled in frustration, and jumped up and down.

This is Christopher about to have his work cut out for him.
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Interlude- Jack Sprat And His Wife

Drat loved his name. Kondrat was meh, and Spencer was flat out terrible. Oh, he wore Spencer with public pride. He’d gotten into fights with people over his name, and gotten bloody over it. But at the new world, when he’d filed it down to just Drat, that’s when he found he really loved it.

Really, the other world was the first time things had gone really right, so it might’ve just been the surroundings, the people, the opportunities that drove his feeling of rightness. The moment he’d set foot in the place he’d known: this was where he wanted to be. It was even more perfect the moment he’d chosen Rogue, and it was most perfect of all when he’d gotten to level 12 and could bond a Nakamamon.

He was regretting that right this moment, stuck as he was on earth.

Sneaking around like he’d done in his school and his home got him points! Points! Being deceitful and skulking everywhere, not being seen got him even more points! Every time he avoided detection, he got closer to another level and more attributes and skill points. And here was the loveliest part: when they couldn’t find him, they couldn’t assign him bullshit make work duties.

Yes, he didn’t subscribe to Fletcher or his harem’s dumb no-swearing rule.

Drat’s foot drummed on the floor as he waited for his food to arrive. His meet up was already behind schedule, and he didn’t like to wait. This was a double annoyance.

All the other Rogues in the HQ—the ones Drat knew of at least— had been of the opinion that they needed to work within the system in order to get field assignments. Sure, kitchen patrol or janitorial duties sucked, but they received some experience points for the trouble. It wasn’t as much as using their Rogue experience triggers, but it did endear you to the Agency higher ups.

“Fuck that,” Drat muttered. “I’m not washing your floors so you can maybe, possibly, one day send me out in the field.”

He understood that in their minds if they did the work, they’d be out the door all the faster. How wrong they’d been.

Instead, he’d been the one disguising himself, sneaking in and out of his room, finding secret doors and hidden compartments, getting his sticky little fingers into the admin’s file system. It really helped that magic murdered technology. All their records were on thin sheets of metal with the words engraved or punched. A few of the lower echelon administrator tiers were stuck using clay tablets and pressing the letters in using stamps or styluses. When you had clay tablets involved, you had a need for enormous storage spaces. And if you did, you might just have a Drat problem.

A few of the things he learned: why paper or computers didn’t work, for one. Mana was highly volatile, because it was possibility in raw form. The more processing a thing had, the more it could be messed up by mana. Computers were insanely complicated, and mana blew them apart. Paper had been processed a lot, and so had ink. Both reacted violently to mana exposure. Paper could burst into flame, or burst into bloom.

No, the other Rogues were complete fools. He’d rocketed ahead of the others and gotten to level 12, then snuck out of the HQ entirely a few months after he’d arrived. Using the admin record files, he’d learned that what he wanted in order to sneak around even more effectively was a psychic or a dark aspected Nakamamon to bond. The psychics could make people forget you were there, or ignore your presence. The dark aspects could literally make you invisible.

One other thing the admin had were maps.

Drat’s coffee came, along with his food. He sighed, got a good smell, and sipped at it. Nothing, absolutely nothing, beat magically-grown and cultivated coffee beans using your Healer’s magical gardening ability. On earth you could force fuzzy mammals to eat and then crap out the coffee—no idea why you would—and make the most expensive coffee ever produced, and it still wouldn’t be as good as the shit Fletcher’s ability brought to life every single day.

His connection still wasn’t here. Well, he had time, and he was hungry. He had himself a gyro, one of the many earth foods he missed in the other world. Coffee? No. American, bastardized Greek style food? Hell yes.

“Coffee,” he muttered around a mouthful of tzatziki and roast chicken and flatbread and feta, and thought of maps.

Admin maps was how he’d found the elemental aspected spots near the HQ. These shifted occasionally, which kept the Rangers constantly making maps. For now though, there was an infernal area, strictly off limits, full of dangerous dark aspect creatures.

Another thing the admin had in spades were bonding experiment records. He didn’t know anything about bonding just from talking to people around the castle, but all that changed once he got into the archives. Wizards doing experiments with level 12 and above Agency personnel had eventually described the process of bonding to be interweaving your mana with that of the bond. Ideally you’d want a bond that fit with your personality, class style, or personal needs. Sorcerers were the only class absolutely required to stick with their affinity element. Defenders could get away with a lot, but the recommendations were for hardy tanky beasts or an agile and fast mount. They suggested Healers get high mobility mount types, or divine types that would give them protection against the divinity of gods. Rangers needed trailblazer types of creatures. Water aspects, especially water-bound fish types were strictly forbidden since you’d be required to stay on or near water at all times. Wizards could use a lot of different types of Nakamamon bonds. Rogues didn’t have recommendations, because there were always problems surrounding the class. Suggest them a dark type and you’ll never see them again. The admin’s official position was to recommend Rogues ‘go solo’ in order to avoid having Rogues… go rogue.

Once he’d found and bonded McCauley Skulkins, he understood why. He could be practically invisible practically all the time.

The finding? He’d nearly died. He’d only been about three steps into the infernal area when nightmares from the edge of insanity popped out of every shadow to get a look at the fresh meat that had wandered in. Drat took sanity damage, which wasn’t a thing he’d known was even a part of the system. And when something like a furry tentacle fell onto his shoulder, he shrieked and immediately left.

The bonding went much better. After he discovered the very long weasel on his body, thrown it off, screamed like he’d just stepped into a spiderweb, and thrashed around, he had calmed the hell down. Then, after realizing the little guy wasn’t a terrifying demon of incomprehensible horror, he’d befriended it, and followed the bonding advice.

Drat’s connections finally showed. The lanky youth had brought his girlfriend. Jack Sprat could eat no fat; kid was skinny enough to worry most people. And the girl could eat no lean; she was enormous.

He wiped his mouth on a napkin and pointedly did not think about their sex life. He definitely wasn’t thinking about him crushed flat to the bed with her on top. Not thinking about it.

Drat drew in a deep breath and continued reminiscing while Jack Sprat and his girl surveyed the area and gave him the bro nod. He missed his ever-present invisible companion.

McCauley Skulkins was a type of Nakamamon only he knew. Nobody he knew had ever seen a Stoatapede, and he kept it that way. He’d only ever showed his bond mate to a few people. 

And now that he was here on earth, and he’d literally risked his bond mate’s life for Fletcher, he wondered what in the nine hells he’d been thinking. Was he insane? He didn’t feel insane, which wasn’t helpful. Insane people didn’t feel insane either.

Fletcher had convinced him somehow. It wasn’t what he’d done with Blake’s people. It wasn’t what he’d done by saving the God of Footfalls or the God of Apparel. It definitely wasn’t what he’d done by sleeping with basically all the women around him. If you met Fletcher, you’d never ask yourself: ‘Does this guy fuck?’ Unassuming face, messy brown hair, kind of a big nose, and the limping around didn’t help his cause. So you’d be surprised to learn that he was getting down and dirty with all of them: the grinning redhead, the leggy blonde, the lesbian couple, and the frigging supermodel. Hell, the guy was shagging Nakamamon. Drat wouldn’t put it past Fletcher to make a move on McCauley Skulkins or the big stone echidna, for fuck’s sake.

No, what Fletcher had done was get out of Drat’s way. He’d made the Divinity Rescue Corps work, and gave Drat all the time and space he needed to conduct his secret activities. He had to get that xp, he had to advance, and the rules were simple: uncover secrets, stay hidden, pass those secrets to the fewest number of people possible. Steal. Cheat. Backstab. This was the Rogue way, and Drat felt the need to follow thrum through his core. He’d gotten his levels that way, he’d found his bond mate that way. Why would he stop just because Fletcher’s team was trying to heal up all the broken gods of this world?

As soon as Fletcher mentioned the secret mission, Drat was on board. It had been a flood of experience, planning the heist, considering the angles. And Drat had then earned even more experience doing the thing he definitely wasn’t supposed to do: go behind Fletcher’s back and make the plan even better.

Which had stranded him here, on earth. Away from Skulkins, away from the DRC, and away from his precious opportunities to level.

If only he’d known about the insane security measures the Agency had in place to stop an incursion.

Drat grinned.

The young kid, maybe only a year or two younger than Drat, slid into the restaurant booth. His girlfriend wedged herself in after him. After a quick greeting, Drat turned to the girl.

“You all right?” He asked. “This idiot treating you well?”

The guy’s face soured.

She chuckled. “I thought you two were best friends.”

“Is that what he’s been telling you?” Drat asked. “Best friends?”

His face red, the guy’s slunk down in his seat and started muttering swear words. Fletcher and his goody two-shoes harem would’ve been aghast. Truly aghast.

“This chucklefuck tells me you’re good on keys. Better than he is.”

“That’s right,” she said, and snagged a limp fry off his plate. You hoped people weren’t living caricatures who embodied and perpetuated a stereotype, but both the people and the stereotypes existed, and both existed for reasons.

“Where’d you meet her?”

“Went to a goth club. Labyrinth. You know it?”

“Heard of it,” Drat said. He’d dated a girl who’d gone to Labyrinth a lot. She had those boots with chunky soles that covered half her thighs, and a little skirt that covered half her butt.

“You can do what I’m asking, right?” He asked.

She nodded. “I just upgraded my hardware. I donated my tower to Jimmy. You got the money we talked about?”

“Sure,” he said, and slid an envelope across the table. “Just make sure it happens as specified, okay?”

“We go in a week from now starting at eight pm.”

He nodded. “That’s right.”

Surveillance cameras and magnetically sealed locks were their priority.

“And you’re sure this address exists,” she said.

“A hundred percent.”

“Never heard of a SNORC before,” Jimmy muttered, still looking sore from the humiliation he’d received from the two of them. He hadn’t sat up from where he’d slunk down and tried to disappear under the table.

“You wouldn’t,” he said. “I gotta head out and get prepped for my own situation.”

It seemed unbelievable that Drat’s high school could produce so many losers like Jimmy, but then, Drat had been one of those losers once upon a time. That was before the Agency plucked him out of his situation and threw him into a world free of alcohol, drugs, and the internet. It was kind of amazing what you could do when cold turkey was the only option.

He dropped a pair of twenties on the table and nodded to the couple before heading out. It would be about five minutes before Jimmy offered up some kind of illegal substance to smoke, snort,  swallow or shoot up, and he didn’t need the temptation, thank you very much.

Walking out of the restaurant, he pulled up his phone, tapped into the app he’d created once upon a time, and looked at the video feeds. It was midday and he didn’t think he’d find anything, but there it was. Trent lay on the bed in a tiny apartment, hands laced behind his head and eyes closed. The tiny readout at the bottom of the video feed said there was some audio to go along with it, so he pulled on a huge pair of Bluetooth headphones and got a listen.

Trent was listening to an audiobook, a droning male voice explain all about gear on the Appalachian Trail, a book on how to prepare for it, and how one could be attacked by a bear. He heard his Sorcerer friend snort at the wry humor, and grin.

“Nice,” Drat said, and got in his used car.

There was still some serious work to get done if they were ever going to get back to the other world and save Fletcher from his selfless and stupid desire to help everyone he could, at any cost.

This is Christopher desperately needing his support network and almost certainly ignorant to that fact.
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Chapter 8- You Block of Tofu

Weather in the swamp wasn’t bad, which surprised me. The evening was cool but didn’t require a sweatshirt as my magically enhanced Durability could handle temperatures even lower without discomfort. It was one of the strange things about increasing my attributes above where I figured human maximums were, around 6 or 8. Overcoming human maximums allowed Guardians to vault high walls, allowed Rangers to see with more precision and accuracy than any earthling, even with the sharpest senses.

The Wizards also had a ritual they periodically re-upped that kept pests out of the ritual circle. They had burned a huge circle around the perimeter of this island and basically turned the whole thing into a gigantic tiki torch. Rodents and tiny flying pests were kept out, which was probably the single greatest use of magic I had ever seen.

Introductions were also made. I was reintroduced to both Oz, who I’d just met, and Wayne, who stuck around throughout the Glumpdumpkin saga, along with Savannah, the permanently smiling Bard of the group.

“I took a page out of your book and pressured the higher ups to give me a diverse team,” she said. “HQ heard about your successes in the Marshin village and agreed.”

Plus, there was that teensy little fact of everyone wanting to get out of HQ to break away from make work and desk duty. Sure Wizards were okay just recording data or doing scrying spells their whole tours here, but the rest of them itched to get the hell out and explore this wonderful new world.

“Unfortunately the Sorcerers didn’t want to join the party. Can I tell you how jealous I am that you got the stone Sorcerer to build you literally an entire village?”

She had four Wizards on the team, including Wayne, and a total of eight Guardians. They were a mixture of men and women, and all sorts of colors and sizes.

“The new split with Agility and Muscularity really did a number on our Guardians,” she said, waving to the cluster of Guardians who weren’t on duty. “I got almost all of my points put into Agility, but the Guardians got tossed in every direction imaginable. It’s wild, honestly.”

“You had more Guardians and Wizards before,” I said. “And… at least one other Ranger?”

Her expression darkened. “I have the rest of them combing the area around the town for ay other fighting aspects. I’m hoping we got them all.”

“I still say we can just kill them,” one of the Guardians suggested, full of the kind of callous disregard for life I’d seen out of Blake’s Guardians.

“What do we want to name the first fighting and ghost aspect Nakamamon? Boxergeist? Poltergiekwondo?” I asked. The guy’s eyes bulged out of his head. “How many times have you told him that there are ghost aspect Nakamamon? Did you not believe them, or did Guardian training give you too many head injuries?”

“I…” Thankfully he fell silent after that. I really wanted to make a jab at his Ingenuity but decided not to antagonize the big muscle guy. It was sort of how this situation got going in the first place.

“Okay then,” I said. “I’ll do my job, and you go do yours.” With that, I cracked my knuckles and hoped this would work.

I’d left all my diagnostic tools with my mom, hoping she would use them under Alan’s expert supervision. I had, however, been informed by the God of Productivity that any time I needed a tool, I would have it.

There are perks to saving the lives of literal gods.

I took a deep breath and went after my magic diagnostic tools mentally. I imagined the box with the four stones, each in their own smaller boxes. Inside the four boxes, insulated against the magical interference, would be four crystals. The first was a milky white threaded through with veins of black and storm cloud gray. Occasionally, a soft cerulean would steal over the whole thing. In the hours I’d spent watching it, I’d seen it darken and flash to vibrant color at dusk, then show off tiny pinpricks of starlight, only to soften from indigo into blue and orange again come sunrise.

Instead of the four boxes, the crystal that worked on air and holy magic appeared in my hand.

“Huh,” I said.

“Where’d you get that?” one of the Guardians asked. 

“He hid that watch up his arse for two years,” Jacoby said, arms crossed. When all eyes turned her way, staring at the antiquated movie quote, she grinned. She had their attention. “Everybody clear out, okay? Fletcher knows his work. Let him do his job without interruption.”

When they’d gone, she bent down. “Where did you get that?”

“Gift from a god.”

She just nodded, accepting this without comment. You save gods, there are perks. That’s how the natural order of things goes. Sure sure.

It was trickier to get the stone close enough to perform the diagnostic test without getting bitten or clawed. Jacoby had to summon the dumbass who’d been suggesting killing our fighting aspect Nakamamon, because Tweedle Dee’s twin sister shot vines out of her flowers and wrapped me up. Several slices of a magic shield later, the Guardian was fending off claw attacks and vines on my behalf.

I manifested the other diagnostic tools, but didn’t bother with the physical one. Spiritually it was not broken. Mentally, however, it was in distress. The diagnosis was not a mental illness in the way this world had them, but in the way earth defined it.

Here, being sad could melt you away into nothing or turn you into a sadness spreading zombie. Rage could break you apart or turn you into a rage spreading zombie. On earth, sadness could make you kill yourself.

The skill check from Diagnostics was… not like I thought it would go.

Diagnosis check: This check works with Affinity. You have Diagnostics at level 6, and Affinity at level 9. All other relevant skills are unranked. This check is Nigh Impossible, and requires 14 successes. Would you like to spend 14 Tokens for an automatic success?

Total Tokens: 9 Affinity and 7 Free Tokens.

“Any of you Guardians have that ability where you can spend a zillion Tokens to help a guy out?” I asked through gritted teeth. Spittle and furious yipping was getting to me. So far in my journeys, I hadn’t been directly attacked by rabid animals at all, and this was distracting.

None did, or the guy I’d humiliated decided not to aid me. So I gritted my teeth and spent basically all of my Tokens to get this done.

A plethora of Tokens appeared, rising out of nowhere with that familiar cla-cling! sound before disappearing. Apparently the others could see them, because I got a lot of raised eyebrows and muttered amazement out of the assembled team.

So Arcane Alchemy, my primary special ability from Healer, wasn’t giving me a bonus to the difficulty. What I was trying to do… was heal a creature that wasn’t sick. The UI had my back, though. The window appeared, spreading from a tiny blue window into a large rectangle.

[unknown condition has been diagnosed. Contacting the administration]

I groaned. “Not this again.”

In short order, two magical face call windows appeared. The one happened in a swirl of greenish light and looked to have a gnarled wreath of branches growing into its perimeter. These sprouted flowers, followed by spring green leaves. Jocinda’s face appeared here, just as severe and sharp as before, just as darkly amused. Her curly and kinky brown hair exploded out behind her head and made it impossible to see anything behind her.

Claudius’s window appeared much more like you’d expect a ritual wizard’s to look: runes glowing in orange sparkly magic. He appeared just as a wizard would: mustache thick enough to hide his entire mouth, beard of salt and pepper, and wispy hair on the top of his head. He quickly donned a wide-brimmed hat in brick red, with silver embroidery. 

“You again!” Claudius barked, not looking at me. “Don’t think I’ve stopped looking for you. You’re inches away… don’t you ignore me!”

Jocinda simply brought her hand up in front of her face and studied her fingernails. “Claudius. Always a pleasure to see you’re still as interesting and predictable as a block of tofu.”

“How dare you—”

“Yes,” she replied, “it does appear to be an insult to tofu, which does have its uses now and again.”

“That’s enough of that!” I called.

“You,” Claudius said, and the exasperation was a nice change from his anger at this Jocinda person.

“Yeah,” I said, “Me.”

“It seems you act as the hinge upon which the world turns,” Jocinda said in a tone of slight interest.

“I have a problem here,” I said, and explained what had happened. Jocnda’s air of superiority and casual disregard for Claudius vanished, and Claudius’s fury gradually left him as well. They backed him all the way up to where this began: with Blake.

It was also about this time that I realized there were no snarls or snaps of jaws, no rattling of cages, no motion whatsoever. Jacoby and Fairy Poppins were frozen right over there. I blinked in confusion. Just how powerful were these two ‘administrators’?

“How could you not get him to take the anti-magic medicine?” Claudius demanded.

“Oh stop it,” she said. “What part of twelve foot mountain of muscle did you not hear or understand?” She turned to me. “Healer, what is your name?”

“Fletcher,” I told them. “Christopher Fletcher. Unique class, and now discoverer of a completely new aspect, not that I’m proud of either of those things.” Now, for the first time, the two looked at one another without any negative emotion. It was all raised eyebrows there. “I just want answers so I can do what I’ve been tasked to do.”

“You have been tasked with getting into Agency custody, young man,” Claudius said. “I have personally signed the order—”

I cut him off, turning to Jocinda. “And you? Are you going to help me?”

The severe, hatchet-faced older woman produced a pair of round spectacles and sniffed. “You’ll need to share the UI window results.”

I muttered the command to make the UI window and messages visible, including the Diagnostics check requirement. I was usually quite uncomfortable doing this, but these super high level people weren’t actually here. If they were, the old man would’ve already reached through with some insane level spell and flicked me across the world to the HQ castle.

Jocinda read with her lips moving slightly. “Unknown condition… this appears to be an aspect being overwritten somehow. The new fighting aspect has taken the place of the beast aspect.”

“How does that help me?” I asked.

“Well we shall need to find the appropriate name for the condition, first,” she said.

“Ohh here we go!” Claudius complained. “Why not just call it ‘aspectus investus’ or something equally inane?”

“Decent, decent,” she said distractedly. “I don’t tend towards the neo-Latinization, but it is a last resort if I feel particularly uninspired.”

“I don’t care what you call it,” I said. “I need to know how to reverse the process. What kind of malady would you say it’s closest to? So I can go through the logs and get to work on a cure.”

Jocinda just tapped her pointy chin in thought. “Aspect… sense of self… inner turmoil… war of aspects is too dramatic… hmm…”

“This is a hostile takeover of a Nakamamon’s aspect,” Claudius said, “I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“It feels like a magical illness. I’ve just healed up a mana misalignment in a god. Is it anything like that?”

“It’s certainly magical in nature,” Claudius said, and I was quietly thankful he got away from the topic of apprehending me and over toward the subject at hand. I still had my mother’s cancer to cure before they could kick me out of this world and fire me, and whatever happened next. Send me off to Guantanamo? Quietly disappear me from the entire country?

“It is now, however, a mana misalignment. This is an encroachment of the very nature of the being. This is more like a virus attacking the soul.”

“Can you tell me why the beast aspect is being overwritten? Or how?”

“Almost all Nakamamon contain two aspects. The special abilities they get fall into two categories: easily categorized, and, mmm, normal.”

“Normal,” I repeated, unimpressed.

“Yes, well,” Claudius went on. “The other administrators didn’t like the normal aspect either, and wanted to split it into beast and bug, and then subdivide beast into different earth-like critters. But as it turns out, all these have essentially the same pool of potential special abilities. Beast and bug are misnomer aspects. They are really just a single overarching aspect, and it seems to be sort of… unaspected.”

“The second aspect isn’t an aspect.”

He held up a hand. “In some cases, such as with dragon aspects or other duals, there are two aspects that intertwine within the creature’s being. Any of the elements could combine, such as fire and poison, to create a sort of acidic Nakamamon.”

I stared at Fairy Poppins, frozen and hovering there. “My bond mate is a water and fairy. Are you suggesting she will be immune to this aspect takeover?”

Claudius now held up two hands. “I couldn’t say, but I would suspect that these normal aspected subjects are more susceptible.”

“You’re both damaging my calm,” Jocinda snapped. “I can’t think of anything amusing with you two being all serious over there. The only things I come up with are apocalyptic. Soul rip. Aspect shatter. Ugh, no style.”

“Aspectus investus it is,” I said, and motioned for Claudius to continue.

“Your diagnostic has revealed the problem here. Since this creature has two aspects already, the process is not yet complete. If you Identify the creature using a spell or high level Identify, you can see that it still has abilities tied to its nature as a beast, or normal aspect. However, its attributes are… what in the devil is that?”

“It’s Agility and Muscularity, Claudius,” Jocinda remarked idly. “Physicality split into two attributes while you were poking around in your dusty old tomes and ordering this young man to be arrested. Do try to keep up.”

Claudius began to adopt his previous fury again.

I looked into the UI window where the diagram of the Vulpetunia’s chakra points were wrong. The crown of the head and third eye area of the forehead were split between the green of plant and the dark reddish color of fighting. The other three chakras: the heart, the stomach, and the uh… taint area, were split between green and a sort of clear or gray. But the dark red of fighting was surging down the mana pathways of the creature.

I had diagnosed that the situation was magical. It was and wasn’t. Which again told me that this creature wasn’t sick. It had been magically influenced to become a fighting aspect Nakamamon, even though it wasn’t normally.

“I think that’ll do for now,” I told the two administrators. “I’ll uh… be seeing you.”

The two of them frowned at me.

“I mean I hope I won’t be seeing you. But with my luck I probably will.”

“We are not finished here, young man,” Claudius said. “You have to answer for the portal’s destruction, the—”

There was no way Jocinda wasn’t going to jump to that bait. She threw a hand over her forehead in mock weariness. “Oh dear, the time freezing spell has run its course. Ta ta!”

Claudius had one moment to go red in the face and bluster something incomprehensible before both of the windows winked out of existence. Time began to run its course yet again.

I blinked and rubbed my temples, studying the readout of the Vulpetunia from the Diagnostic I’d done. The window gave her a few weeks before the aspect takeover was complete.

Conclusion: Tweedle Dee’s twin sister was just fine, adapting to her new magical status as a fighting aspect, and she was pissed off. As a fighting aspect she would also be just fine, but if I could change her back into a beast, she would also be just fine, and not a new type of Nakamamon nobody had ever seen before.

“So here is the major problem,” I said, and explained what I’d learned to Jacoby in brief. “She is in a magically ambiguous state, but that will become normal over time. Killing her will change one of her aspects to ghost, and I’ve never done that so I couldn’t say whether she’ll lose plant or fighting.”

She nodded. “That was never an option.”

“Thank frack,” I said, sighing.

“I think there is a magical cure, but since she’s technically not sick, I’m not getting my best bonus from my special abilities. This will be like doing transgenic surgery and altering her very DNA, except her DNA is magic.”

“You’re not doing HRT on a fox,” Oz said from the sidelines.

I had to stand there in silence staring at him for longer than I’d care to admit, because the words didn’t penetrate at first. HRT? Was he referring to hormone replacement therapy? And why? And then it sunk in. Transgenic… transgender.

“HRT is for gender reassignment,” I said, “For transgender people who believe they’re the other way around and want their bodies to… whatever I’m not explaining that. I’m talking transgenics. It’s a totally different thing. This is altering a creature at its most basic genetic level. This is like making insulin out of bacteria by inserting a gene, or making a mouse with an ear on its back or an AIDS resistant cat that glows in the dark.”

“Harsh, mate,” Oz said.

“What are you talking about?”

“How’s a cat gonna hunt if it glows in the dark?”

I pinched the bridge of my nose. Scientists had made the AIDS resistant cats glow in the dark so they could identify them and then run further tests to see if they’d contracted the virus. It was neither here nor there.

“What I’m saying is, it’s not technically a problem for a Healer to fix.” Or it hadn’t been until a minute ago. “Therefore I’m going totally off script. There are no cures already in existence, so I can’t piggyback what someone had already spent hundreds of hours researching.”

This is Christopher about to make it up as he goes along.
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Chapter 9- Swap Tents With You

In the retelling of what I’d learned through the diagnosis, I left out the part about Claudius and Jocinda. The administrators had created the entire system, except for the new parts I was finding out about, and their whole deal was a complete mystery to me. I had only a vague idea why they hated each other, or why Claudius wanted to take Jocinda into custody. I assumed that he just wanted to punish her for whatever shenanigans she’d gotten up to when crafting the system.

As best as I could understand, Jocinda’s entire thing was playful naming. Claudius just wanted to create the system, and got tired of her ridiculous naming requirements. After all, the brighter and larger yellow moon had been named Shagnasty, and the blue moon was called Snuffletrouser von Zipyankee. Every settlement I’d been to so far in this world had a ridiculous name as well: Slinktrickle, Glumpdumpkin, Flunt-on-the-Rustle, and Saxwhacket. Clearly, Jocinda was behind these.

Although, under further consideration, Jocinda was a magic user who specialized in nature magic. The Fletcher of old had had gimpy legs, and as a result played a fair amount of video games. That Fletcher knew a lot about tabletop RPGs as well. I knew my dungeons and I knew my dragons, and the player’s handbook I’d been given once upon a time had not given Druid as an option.

It hadn’t listed Warlock as an option but the concept of warlocks as heroes had never really made a lot of sense. After all, if you had an extremely high level patron telling you what to do, things would get bad. And to add insult to injury, there were no Fighters or Barbarians either, since violence from sentient beings wasn’t a thing and the Agency wanted to keep wholesale slaughter to a minimum. Guardians didn’t go full murderhobo.

Jocinda could have been a Sorcerer, wielding plant magic, but it appeared Sorcerers in this world were focused almost entirely on a single element. She had time stopping as high level magic, and her face window was constantly growing flowers, then leaves, then the flowers wilting, and finally the leaves going autumn colors and falling off. Both of those things told me she was a Druid.

Adding one and one together, it seemed reasonable that Claudius didn’t like her, and therefore simply shut Druid out of the class options. When you created an entire system to govern the new magic world, you could do stuff like that. Claudius’s hatred and adherence to the Agency doctrine told me he’d outlawed Druids simply because he didn’t like Jocinda.

All of this was speculation. Fun speculation, but speculation nonetheless. It didn’t get the Vulpetunia or the other Nakamamon back to their normal selves. It didn’t reunite me with my mother or my lover, and it didn’t cure my mom’s cancer. I had work to do.

I cracked my knuckles and sat down with Jacoby and her people.

We got together, the Wizards and support classes, along with several of the Guardians, around a campfire. They’d cut down one of the non-boogie trees that didn’t have lazy smiles on their faces, and created a bunch of stump stools. It felt nice, until you looked around and saw the bubbling swamp and the clouds of bloodsucking insect Nakamamon, or the weird purple thing with the thrashing tentacles in the water over there, being fed almost continuously to keep it happy. In all, it was almost a dozen of us sitting around the fire.

I quickly filled them in on the chakra situation, and how beast and bug aspects didn’t really mean anything in this instance. It was like a placeholder aspect. They needed to keep their single aspect Nakamamon bonds away from the fighting ones.

“It sure is a shame that none of you are Healers,” I said.

“That is literally the whole reason you’re here,” Jacoby said, expression darkening. She rolled her hands in circles, a gesture that said ‘get on with it.’ “Lament less, cure more.” 

“Here’s where we stand. We want to stabilize her chakras. The spirit, or soul, correct me if I’m wrong, is a magical and divine construct.” The Wizards among her party nodded and muttered their affirmatives. “Every Nakamamon in this world has a touch of the divine, and that weaves together with their mana pathways and chakras in a particular way to give them aspects. Right now the entire soul is being changed.”

“Now, none of you have herb or plant knowledge, or Healer abilities…” I said, and trailed off. I could give Jacoby a Healer ability. All we’d have to do was get to know each other, carnally.

The Ranger stared at me, all flawless Asian skin tone and exotic Asian eyes and silky black hair in a ponytail.

“You already said that,” she said.

She sat next to a Bard with permanent smile lines etched into her face, who probably would’ve been a pin up model in the 1950’s. Savannah wasn’t supermodel gorgeous in this day and age, but she had that curvy appeal that had once been every man’s dream. And across from the fire were several more pretty and fit team members.  Some of them Guardians with impeccable physiques, and some of them willowy or mousy Wizards giving off girl-next-door vibes. Like in the movies, where you remove their glasses and let their hair down and they’re cute as heck.

“Earth to Fletcher.”

I had been given powers specifically engineered to spread the one thing this world lacked: Healers. Right now Vellenia and Shakindria had healing abilities. Tara, Ivy, Isabelle, and Cinzy had healing abilities, but were stranded on earth.

The god who had given me these sex abilities, the Lovers, they had done so in order to insulate me from harm. I’d gotten abilities from my lovers that kept me from getting killed, but turned the people around me into the one thing this world needed most desperately.

Fighting aspect might be a sort of magical and spiritual virus, but my entire existence was as well. If I was cool with trying to seduce and casually hook up with every woman I met. Big if there.

Fingers were being snapped in front of my face. “Fletcher. Come back to us.”

“Huh?”

Jacoby was kneeling in front of me, giving me an excellent view down her shirt to some decent cleavage. The angle was just right that I could see the junction of her thighs too. She was wearing a skin tight suit and I had an ability called Eagle Eyes. It gave me an extra detailed view of her camel toe, and I looked away before my body started reacting.

“What just happened?”

“Mate looked like he had an apostrophe,” Oz commented with a chuckle.

“It’s an epiphany, you dingus,” one of the Wizards said.

“Fair play,” Oz said.

I shook my head.

“I’m going to make a list of potential plants that I think could help, but here’s the other thing: each of these Nakamamon has a different chakra and mana channel vibrancy, okay? The way it works for one is not going to be the way it works for all of them.”

Groans all around.

There were, however, a ton of flowers, herbs, and other plant materials that did influence magical growth. I had just slid a god back into the correct mana alignment before leaving to grab my mother and sneak her into this world. I could start there.

We definitely needed hardwood. This final ingredient would harden the creature’s soul and mana channels against future intrusion. Black walnut, maple, oak and ash were the best types, but I’d also used black cherry. I told the Wizards I’d transmuted a cherry pit into a black cherry pit, and grown the tree I needed from there. The Wizards told me they’d get on it. They would attempt to transmute a different wood or seed into one of the types I listed. Or all of the types.

Next, we’d need herbs and flowers that gathered and channeled mana. I’d used purple morpheus and had one, along with a blue passionflower, which were just the weirdest looking flowers. Usually pure mana ended up becoming a purple color, but they could also harvest flowers that were white or had clear glassy parts to their petals. We would experiment with all these.

After that, it was down to the spiritual component, the soul component.

“Listen,” I said. “I’ve healed up gods, but they’re pure divinity. The flowers and herbs I’ve used will probably be way too much for what we’re trying to do here. I can water them down, but we’ll need to look for alternatives.”

Halo sage had been used before and was probably our best bet. The sage plant was generally small and didn’t have a strong divine essence. The lotus flower petals, by comparison, were thick with divinity. We’d also used bamboo, which was laced with divinity. We’d get some of that too.

I’d left all the ingredients out of sight with Regina and my mom because I didn’t want Jacoby to have all my stash. They were operating in good faith, but Regina and Shakindria were under orders to disappear if Fairy Poppins didn’t report back on time.

After taking Jacoby aside and making her promise not to have Fairy Poppins followed or spied on, I sent Poppy back to ask for a sample of our holy and our magical plants. There was never enough paranoia when it came to my mother’s safety.

I went out, under guard, to harvest plants and flowers, and show how Verdant Rejuvenation worked.

It occurred to me that this chakra problem might be the perfect time to work on splicing plants together.

Verdant Rejuvenation III

(Special Ability, uncommon, passive)

Herbs and plants harvested by you and stored by you will last twice as long as normal.

I- By placing cuttings of plants in the soil, watering and tending them, they will sprout if they remain within half a mile of your location over the course of 18 hours.

II- By placing cuttings of plants together in an enclosed space and tending them they will sprout a hybrid plant if they remain within half a mile of your location over the course of 48 hours. Hybrids may not be bred with other hybrids.

III- Plants you have tended and grown personally have enhanced recuperative properties, and grow 33% larger than ordinary plants of their species.

It took a full day and a half to collect all the plants in the area that had even a minimum of mana or divine recuperation properties, but I started splicing as soon as Poppy and Airaconda showed up with a bag of samples for me to plant and tend.

On the second day I’d begun with every splicing combo I had: halo sage with purple morpheus, halo sage with blue passionflower, halo sage with mist lilies, and halo sage with henge grass. I then repeated all these splices, but with lotus mixing together with the mana plants, and then bamboo the same way.

The results looked hilarious. I sliced the bamboo stalk into a straw-like thing and stuffed henge grass into it, then simply stuck it in the dirt and watered it. I did the same, and the image of a huge target-shaped blue passionflower or purple morpheus sticking out of a green bamboo tube made me laugh.

The other splices were even dumber and more chuckle-worthy. Imagine cutting a lotus flower down the middle, shoving it against half a blue passionflower or a clump of henge grass, and then planting them side by side. On earth this would never work. It was comical. Here though, I had magic and I had special abilities.

We carefully labeled all of them by wood burning the contents of the splice into a small board that was placed behind it. It soon looked like the backyard garden from hell.

The Wizards, I have to say, loved this work. They got experience for finding out new things, so they were all in on cataloguing these splices in minute detail. Since they couldn’t use ink in this mana-rich world, they would use a flame spell to burn their sketches into blocks of wood, or use a stylus to gouge it into a hunk of wet clay. I felt a bit like a nutty college professor, being followed around by half a dozen robe-wearing, bespectacled students with their easels furiously wood burning or carving sketches into their gigantic journals, only to have them shrink the results into the size of playing cards to put them into specially built binders.

“Good lord, mate,” Oz said when the Wizards all left for the day. “You got em all in a froth, eh? Do anymore of this kinda thing and I think you’ll end up with all of em sneaking into your tent in the middle of the night.”

I laughed and clapped him on the shoulder. “I’ll switch tents with you tonight if you want.” Oz gaped at me. “That’s not even a joke.”

Of course I would definitely not turn down the opportunity to sleep with and empower the Wizards. I doubted Oz was right, but on the off chance he wasn’t, I’d happily do him the favor of getting him laid. If my experience had taught me anything, it was that you wanted the party’s Rogue on your side at all times. He might not be as crucial to the party’s survival as any other class, but having him against you was the absolute worst.

Several things needed to happen before I could consider dipping my toe in the Wizard pool, though. One, I needed to clear it with Jacoby. The gorgeous Asian Ranger was the leader of this expedition and had already shown some interest in Vellenia and possibly me, by extension perhaps. I wouldn’t mess with any of her expedition members without first feeling her out. Then there was Fairy Poppins. I’d already spent some time in bed with the pushy, tiny little monster, and she had a jealous streak a mile wide.

Jacoby’s people got a roaring fire going and re-enchanted the circle around the little island against the insects. They roasted food over Wizard fires while getting some Agency supplies out for dessert: banana boats and s’mores. The bananas they had sprinkled with cinnamon and chocolate sauce, then crushed nuts and raisins, while the s’mores were your standard graham cracker smooshing your chocolate to your superheated and probably blackened marshmallow.

These were the perks of having high enough level Wizards to grab up supplies from HQ. I suggested we plant the bananas in order to get more, and was given the seeds.

“We’re going to have a talk about space,” I told Jacoby. In under two days, I was already taking up over two thirds of the empty space on this little hillock of land with my Verdant Rejuvenation garden. My garden was now creeping awfully close to whatever the swamp tentacle thing was.

“You know what that is?” I asked.

“We’re not sure,” one of the Wizards said.

I walked to the edge of the small island, where I could hear the tentacles thrashing a little. Two Guardians and Jacoby came along.

With Eagle Eyed, I could still see the roiling mass of tentacles, though the rubbery purple texture and color were harder to make out. Still, Identify did its job.

Injectacle

Second Stage Nakamamon

Not much is known about this poison aspect. Few creatures can withstand this Nakamamon’s powerful paralytic venom or its tentacles. Manufacturing the venom means this creature is always hungry, and occupies a large territory. They emerge from under water only rarely, to hunt or mate.

Typical length: 4-5 foot (small)

Typical weight: 50-75 pounds

Gender: female

Aspect: poison/water

Transformations: unknown -> unknown -> Injectacle

Injectacle has been added to your Nakamadex.

“You’re not going to like this,” I told the Guardians and Jacoby, “but I’m going to need a sample of that thing’s venom.”

This is Christopher about to get shouted down.
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Chapter 10- A Connection So Deep

It took a while for the lot of them to agree to my demand for venom from a poison aspect Nakamamon. A light dose of the stuff would help tremendously in paralyzing my subjects… or rather, anesthetizing them. I told them tomorrow or the next day would be perfect, and they visibly relaxed. Did they think I wanted them to harvest it in the dark?

We continued roasting bananas and toasting marshmallows, then made s’mores from a stock of chocolate brought by Jacoby’s people. Jacoby’s bard Savannah started singing songs that caught on among some of the dozen plus people here, and some even got up to shake their groove things.

“You were amazing today,” Vellenia told me, and lay her head on my shoulder.

“Thanks,” I said. “You were pretty amazing yourself.”

Vellenia had been out among the Guardians in the perimeter of the camp, on the lookout for ambush predators or other nuisances. She’d used her water abilities to do some checking for them, and now she returned with her slinky white dress clinging to her compact body.

I was getting handsy in the warm dark, caressing up and down over Vellenia’s graceful curves and enjoying the ability to do so in full view of Jacoby’s team. We would dart the occasional kiss here and there, but in between, I ran my fingers up and over her hips, over her flat stomach, the space between shoulder and neck, and then over her neck as well. Eventually I sat her in front of me and gave her a back and shoulder massage, followed by a scalp massage.

Vellenia was not like humans. She didn’t have ears, but instead these pink wing things coming off the sides of her head. She didn’t have a nose. Her eyes were huge and mint green. She was soft and cool to the touch, and had no qualms about spreading her legs wide in order to sit between my legs for my impromptu back rub. She wore no underwear, and when she could get away with it, wore no clothes at all. I had to remind her periodically to go put something on, mostly for the sake of dumbfounded humans.

Jacoby was enrapt. I noted her watching as Vellenia went through her story, and I put some extra elbow grease into giving her the deep pressure massage I’d received after my accident. The Asian leader of the new expedition sat staring, not listening to her second in command even a little bit. I pretended not to notice her shifting her weight on her camp stool.

“You know,” Vel whispered, “a potential new mate is watching you.”

“I think she’s watching you,” I whispered back. She was beginning to get into the rules of mating, but it was far from easy. She was still unclear why people didn’t mate whenever they felt the urge and confirmed that urge in potential partners.

Vellenia wore a dress because it was our culture to cover the body. There’d been several times already where she’d gone for a morning walk wearing absolutely nothing. She did it on purpose, too, during the Glumpdumpkin saga. She’d need to have someone on the team remind her that clothes were required before she tittered with laughter and skipped back to my laboratory house, where she would then put her dress back on. Underwear was never an option. She would become enamored with the frilly and silky stuff later on, mostly after Tara convinced her that they lit my fire.

“You should take me here and now,” Vellenia breathed, her voice thick with lust and need. When she got aroused like this, her cheeks flushed a pink that matched her ears and wrists. In other words, adorable.

“Here and now, huh?” I asked, grinning. Her hand was on my leg and it was sliding upwards.

“You could… assert dominance over these human males,” she purred. “Entice the females.”

Not that any of the humans would be okay with this, but I started into a sensuous scalp massage. Vellenia hummed her enjoyment.

I would be okay with something like this eventually, but never in front of the entire team, and not until I’d sorted out the Jacoby situation. I didn’t know what these people were all capable of.

For a time I just caught Jacoby and several of the others watching me put my hands all over my bond mate. My very sensual bond mate, who was rubbing her neck and head around my crotch area, and trying to get me to massage down her front. When these humanoid Nakamamon got excited, then their nipples and genitals came out to play… which was probably happening.

Jacoby and several of the others were now openly watching.

“Why don’t we enjoy a little night stroll?” I suggested, my voice full of promise. “I know an area nearby where we could have a little nighttime fun.”

“You want to show off for the expedition leader,” she responded, and poked me in the nose with a single finger. “Don’t you?”

“I confess that I very much do.” Jacoby didn’t need to join us for me to get a thrill from being watched. I could admit that having someone watch and then participate was very hot.

In response to this, Vel stood and started dancing along with the singing Bard and several of the other team members. She then proceeded to rip her dress up over her head and threw it directly in my lap.

A chorus of laughter met this, along with some wolf whistles.

I grinned and scooped up Vellenia to even more cheering and whistles, then trotted off out of camp bounds.

“You’re bad,” I told her.

“Everyone should be more comfortable mating when the feeling is right,” she told me. I couldn’t argue with that. Her liberating attitude was refreshing to feel, and her body was even more refreshing to hold.

I began kissing her even as I princess carried her toward our ultimate destination.

“Is she following?” I asked.

“Mmm,” she moaned, and kissed up and down my neck. “She is.”

It turned out I didn’t need the confirmation: Eromancy told me that someone was focused on me. Not did I need to know who it was; the feeling I got using my Affinity was distinctly Jacoby.

I laid Vel down on one of the nearby hillocks and began exploring her body with my tongue. It’s a tough job, but a man’s got to do it. She writhed under my attention, shifting and moaning, humping the air. She tasted sweet, being a fairy, and oddly enough the mint green or pink parts of her tasted different from one another. Pink tasted more quintessentially fairy: light, sweet, and otherworldly, while green had more of her water aspect to the taste, which wasn’t a bad taste at all.

I raised one leg and massaged it, while kissing and licking at it, then switched over. The whole time, I felt the prickle of attention hitting the third eye place in the center of my forehead. I paid the Ingenuity Token this time and enjoyed the pervy thoughts Jacoby was putting out.

Ugh, how is it you can just advertise that you’re off to screw someone? How is it she wants him so often and so blatantly? Oh… he’s licking her inner thigh. Oh my.

Jacoby slid her own hand inside her pants and down to the place where I was licking. I could sense the motion from the intent, in a distracted, back-of-the-mind sort of way.

Mmm, I could get used to that kind of treatment.

Wait, that’s her— wow, it really does appear out of nowhere and— oh, he’s licking it.

It was at this point that Jacoby passed whatever check let her know that Eromancy connected the two of us mentally. She had a brief bout of panic, but when it was clear I didn’t mind and I didn’t stop licking Vellenia’s pussy, she calmed. I even adjusted the angle so I could see what I was doing through Jacoby’s eyes. With my own eyes closed, I could see what she perceived more clearly: me with an inhumanly long, broad tongue swiping it over the Nakamamon’s pure white slit, and occasionally driving up into her. Far into her.

Look at that tongue. Holy gods great and small, that’s something else. I’d give my right arm to have a tongue like that up in me. Ugh, her moans are turning me on. I want…

Jacoby shimmied out of her pants and kicked them aside. That finger of hers that had been on the inside of her thigh now parted her lower lips and began dancing around. She sank to the ground on shaky legs and gave out a shuddering breath of contentment.

The way he’s lifting her up by her ass… I bet he gets an even better angle like that. How deep is that tongue inside her? The way she’s playing with her nipples. She didn’t have those before when she got naked at the bonfire. They just appear when she’s aroused. Yes, girlie, play with your nipples just like this.

Jacoby tweaked her own, massaging and pressing, feeling her core heat up and moisture flood her fingers below. Gods, what she wouldn’t give for a man like this.

I pulled up on one of Vel’s legs and slid smoothly into her about halfway. The pleasure was intense, definitely more than before. She was clinging to me, and some of Jacoby’s intense emotion was washing through the connection using Eromancy. It had to be the sexual thoughts that were keeping the connection open this long. Seeing myself from this angle was like watching myself in a porno.

He’s not even fully inside her. Poor tiny thing, how can she bear the pain? But her fingers are digging into his hip, pulling him in. How?

I stroked fully down into Vel’s welcoming depths and watched with a bemused smile as she arched her back and moaned out loud. Her tail slid up and around my thigh, over my butt.

“Slow,” she moaned, “slow and deep.”

I obliged, wondering if I could last even five minutes like this. I’d been extending my endurance through almost daily activities with various team members, and of course my bond mate, but Eromancy had augmented my pleasure. I was feeling Jacoby’s nipples jolt her with pleasure over and over, as she twisted and pinched. I was feeling Jacoby’s clit as she rolled her fingers around it again and again.

Even running my hands up and down her leg, and kissing on her foot wasn’t helping. The feel of her leg slipping over my abs and chest were nearly as amazing as having her pussy clamp down on me.

It wasn’t long before Vellenia’s eyes shot open and fixed on Jacoby in the darkness. At the same moment, she grabbed onto my bicep, and her body tightened with impending orgasm. The tiny spasms were hitting her body, before her breath caught and she half told me what was happening.

Then she came.

Ohhh gods, ohhhh gods, I want that. I want that so badly. She’s definitely cumming.

No! What am I thinking? I can’t be fraternizing with another Agency member. I can’t be helping a man to cheat by sliding his big, thick tool into me and giving me orgasm after orgasm.

Shift, she’s looking at me.

Jacoby went on a tirade of conflicting thoughts while her own orgasm built, about how I was plowing Vellenia’s field, about how those nipples looked delicious and how amazed she was that Vellenia’s sex just appeared out of nowhere, then her tiny body somehow accommodated my length and girth. And how Fletcher wasn’t even done giving her the fracking of a lifetime.

With me backed up against a large boogie tree, Vel had me lift her up so she could mount me… or so that I could use her like a toy. Physicality versus her weight was simply no contest. She couldn’t have been more than a hundred pounds, and it was clear I could handle that weight easily. Jacoby watched as I lifted and dropped my bond mate onto my cock again and again. She had her hands clasped behind my neck, and reached out with all her tongues to lick my face and kiss me, at the same time in some cases.

She loves him and she loves the sex. There, I can see her tensing on the way to the next orgasm. All the muscles in her back are tightening up. She’s so beautiful. They’re so beautiful together.

The conflict continued: she wanted me, she wanted me to ravish her in the woods and inside my lab building, on the roof, in front of the fire. She would back her ass up into me and look over her shoulder, grinning mischievously. She would ride me, using her muscles to clamp down, and she’d shove herself down on me so she could feel me fill her up with seed. We’d cum together, with me protesting and her pinning my arms above my head.

And the whole time the dissenting voice said she couldn’t. I was taken. It would be a betrayal of this beautiful and desirable Nakamamon. She couldn’t get pregnant so early into her career, and she couldn’t frack him over and over while her belly filled up with child. He would slid his hands over her distended body from behind, and he would whisper things into her ear, about how great she looked and how many more babies he wanted. And she would end up with him inside her again, pleasing her and reassuring her that he still found her sexy. She knew me because of that strange ability… there was no question in her mind that I would make her feel like the gorgeous princess she was.

Maybe… but no she couldn’t. But what if… maybe that could work instead.

Jacoby came, and I came at the same time. I poured all I could up into my bond mate, while Jacoby wondered about the compatibility of human and Nakamamon. It dripped out of her while Jacoby came and wondered just how much there was to extract out of me. I felt the orgasm finally tip and spill over, and I felt her shudder as the ecstasy wash all through her body. She could force me to bust whenever she wanted, if I was hers. She could make me blast inside her, or on her ass, or on her tits, or on her face if she was feeling naughty.

Another person was in my Eromancy range. I gingerly placed Vel on the ground and called out, “Best get out of here, Oz. No spying on private, intimate moments.”

The presence was gone before I pressed Yes to confirm the expenditure of the Token. Ugh.

Jacoby freaked out and the effect of Eromancy was cut short as she passed a check against the ability. I received a flash of her sudden terror of exposure before the connection was cut.

This is Christopher wondering how mixed up this was going to get.
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Chapter 11- Poppy Seed Muffin

The following day dawned bright, early, and warm. It felt summery here, and smelled like a dozen different types of flowers on the soft breeze. It was a perfect amount of wind: just enough to get the heat and humidity off you, and not enough that it brought the temperature down. Even opening the shutters and the light coming in out of the skylights wasn’t enough, so I quickly threw on some clothes and headed out to join a glorious day.

As it happened, Jacoby wanted nothing to do with me this fine day. She had a few possible reasons to stay away, but I felt it was most likely to do with her getting herself off while watching me have mind-bending sex with my Nakamamon bond mate. This was on my mind as I yawned and stretched, then looked down to find Fairy Poppins stretched out and asleep on my chest.

The tiny Fairy Nakamamon stirred and chirped something incomprehensible in her grogginess. I was starting to get a feel for this, but it was still impossible to understand her like I wanted to.

I told her through Psyspeech that I didn’t wish to wake Vellenia, and any time she needed to relay a message to me, we would have to, ahem, engage in Not Safe For Work conduct.

It was the only way I could actually hear her words. My skills shrank me down and super sized the tiny fairy, but they were Pleasure Seeker skills and only worked when in the act. They were hardly the best tools for passing on information.

Adaptability would allow me to shrink down to her size, while Pheromones, passed some of that Adaptability onto her and grew her to meet me halfway. It still wasn’t a perfect fit; I still towered over her and felt like I was doing something morally wrong with the adorable little pervert.

She had let me know, in no uncertain terms, how wrong I was to feel like that. She let me know with explicit and dirty words and actions, usually by grabbing onto my junk and demanding I use my junk to stir up her insides.

Right now, at the mention of doing dirty deeds, she leapt to her feet and fluttered a few inches above me. So it was, with only a slight sigh, that I stuck out my tongue and let the three inch fairy land on it with spread legs.

Good lord. And I thought Shakindria was the pervy one of the group.

The moment contact was made, I channeled my intent and mana through Adaptability and Pheromones. In just a few seconds, I was just about five inches tall, and she had grown to four inches. Legs wrapped around me, and already grinding against my midsection.

“Ohhhh Fletcher, this is the best!” She squeaked.

Poppy, as she liked to be called, had a tinny little voice, platinum blonde hair, thin dragonfly-like wings, and a sex drive so vast I hadn’t been able to find the end of it. She was a compact, toned little titan who could wear a leaf cut into a dress. She generally wore a backless shirt and miniskirt, but it had already fallen by the wayside on my sleeping bag.

“We need… to exchange… intelligence,” I told her, grinning. It sure was flattering to be wanted by someone like this. She was so hot for me she was ripping at my Adapted clothes.

Poppy tried climbing my body, and succeeded in sucking on my neck and kissing and licking over my jaw and face. I held her  by the butt and that gave her the leverage to hump against me all the more.

“Pants off,” she gasped. “Want that dick. Right. Now.”

“You’re insatiable.”

“You make me so wet!” she complained. “Now gimme. That. Dick!”

I lost my balance on a crease of sleeping bag fabric and fell over, which of course made Poppy cackle in triumph. She tore off my clothes and went about kissing my nipples, my chest, my pecs, and lower.

“You have cum gutters now,” she cooed, and licked the weird channels that had appeared at the sides of my lower abs. My Physicality above 6 now gave me muscles, real defined muscles, and abolished all my body fat.

All the while, she had a hold of my shaft and was slowly teasing me with slow twisting strokes. The best was the view: her head down between my legs put her bubble butt up in the air. I watched as it hypnotically swayed back and forth while the licks and kisses descended, and the strokes continued.

“Why don’t you sit on my face,” I suggested, and she immediately hopped up to comply. “And tell me what I need to know.” She lowered her crotch down onto my face without ever letting go of my erection.

“Oh fine!” she grumped, a moment before gasping at the sensation of my tongue between her thighs.

I’d gotten pretty good at this in the last six months. Of course I’d been on the hunt for plants and brewing up potions but almost every middle moment had me between a pair of gorgeous female thighs.

Poppy’s fairy pussy leaked pure euphoria. I know she gave me the brief on Regina, my mother, Alan, Shakindria, and the rest of the bond mates, but her natural fairy essence leaked out of her and into my mouth while I went to town. The fairy dust dripping out of her and into my mouth cleared away all other thought, and I lapped at her, while snaking one arm around and sinking first one, and then two fingers up into her. It was almost as good as getting a mouthful of the cure for the Marshin eggs, and that had been super concentrated positivity.

Only a few moments went by before she started shivering, shaking and shuddering. Her thighs went rigid a moment before the first orgasm overtook her. She could still barely fit her lips around my head. I lapped up the drug flowing out of her, and felt giddy with delight.

“Ohhhhh Fletcher,” she moaned. “You’re soooooo good at that.”

The praise went straight into my libido. It only took one hand to push on her back and get her to bend down and engulf my cock.

She went through another two orgasms in rapid succession before I got near and needed to have a break. My enhanced ability to Stave Off orgasm was put to the test by all the magical fairy nonsense she was getting all in my mouth and around my shaft.

It was Poppy who climbed off me and got down on all fours. Her wings twitched in anticipation, and her pussy literally glittered with her magical juices. I got up behind her and slowly worked my full length into her.

With this much Adaptability focused purely on changing my body size to match hers, none of that could go into resizing my enhanced equipment.

“Ohhhh,” she got out a strangled groan. “So… big.”

I didn’t care. The great feeling of her was still on my tongue and in a few minutes I was pulling back on her hips, treating her like a sex toy. I gave her several playful spanks.

“Pull… pull on my wings,” she managed.

“What?”

“At… the base… grab ohhhhhhhhhh.” I’d gotten my hands on the wings near the base, and gently pulled them back. Maybe it was the angle of the penetration, or maybe she had a special erogenous zone, but she went into immediate orgasm mode. Her arms buckled and she went down on her face. After rolling her onto her back, with her wings spread to either side of her body, I laid my cock on her. It went all the way up to her belly button. It was also coated with a light layer of glowing neon pink, blue, and yellow fluid, glittering from the fairy dust.

“This is how far I’m going inside you,” I told her.

“Put… put it back in,” she begged.

I lined up and began feeding it back inside.

“All… the way… up… to my throat…”

She was pert, tiny and flexible, so she had no problems with her feet up on my shoulders and me bending her in half. Like this, I could slam far down inside her, making her shriek and grab onto my neck with nails digging in. I also put my hands flat on her wings as I went to town.

She came, and came.

I hadn’t thought it was necessary to engage Entwined Ecstasy, for the purposes of extra pleasure. She was already insensate through the orgasms. But it did occur to me that she might like a Healer ability, and that I’d like a boost as well. I spent the Token, an Ingenuity Token, and watched as her eyes rolled back in her head.

She squirted.

I got to watch in great detail as the Token broke apart into concentrated mana and then sank into our bodies. Our faces were inches apart, so I got to see the vacant expression snap into focus and stare at me in confusion for just a second before the fluttering eyelids and eyes roll back in her head. Her lips parted, slack, and a loud sound came out of her before her mana concentration intensified and burst.

Fairy dust, mixed with her juices, sprayed up out of her and all over us. I’d bent her double, and that meant she squirted horizontally. The droplets weren’t just warm, they were supercharged with her fairy aspect essence, and that drove the pleasure even higher. I felt her clamp down on me in the same moment my Token intensified my own pleasure and caused me to climax.

It was so slippery and wild that I slipped out on accident and gave her a facial to remember. I didn’t even think I was capable of this, but with her body like this, the whole load ended up on her boobs and face.

Legs falling limply to the side, she wasn’t done yet. She kept squirting and convulsing with ecstasy, arching her back with eyes still fluttering uncontrollably. She was covered in a mixture of our juices, and just slumped to the sleeping bag when she was done.

I sat back and stared for a while, then laid back to process. It wasn’t long before she got me in a tight cuddly embrace, still grinding herself against my thigh and kissing me. I might have stopped her, except for the Adaptability wearing off if she did.

“You’re amazing,” she gushed. “I’ve never felt like this. It got in my mouth.”

She had my seed in her hair, and her whole body was glowing and sparkling from her own squirting.

“I want to do that again… maybe not right now. My toesies are still tingling.”

I had opened my mouth to protest, but she thankfully stopped me from having to call her insatiable, fork her senseless again, and mess up both our jobs.

“Cinzy always wants it in the other hole,” she said. “I want to do that one next time. Oh and I want you to choke me on this royal scepter here.” She grabbed onto my length again and made a face, then realized what she’d gotten on herself. With that in mind she licked her fingers clean. “Will you do my butt next time? Actually, you had this special cloning ability, right? I want that. Two Fletchers, two holes. Hmmm… I don’t know if they would even fit. You’re very big.”

Utterly. Insatiable.

She swirled one finger around my nipple. “You won’t leave, will you? You won’t abandon me like Cinzy did? And you won’t force me to watch you just…” She started humping against my leg, faster and faster. “Again and again, over and over, and I have to just watch without getting any for myself? You wouldn’t do that to Poppy, I know it.”

Entwined Ecstasy: You have entwined with Fairy Poppins. Your relationship status is trusted acquaintances. This bond isn’t easy to forge so quickly. These lovers have shared a bed only a few times, but the action has been intense and satisfying. These two are comfortable with one another’s bodies and presence.

Pleasure from intimate acts between trusted acquaintances is boosted moderately.

The next UI message that arrived pertained to bringing her into the fold.

Entwined Ecstasy: You have brought Fairy Poppins into the fold. She has gained the ability Verdant Rejuvenation. You have gained the ability Fey Nexus from entwining with Fairy Poppins. Entwine more deeply with Fairy Poppins to unlock further abilities.

You have reached your maximum capacity for abilities gained through Entwined Ecstasy. You may choose to strengthen the associated ability (Psyspeech) or gain Fey Nexus.

Well I had no idea what Fey Nexus meant. However, my Affinity was higher now, and I had an associated skill, and that let me push on the UI for answers.

Fey Nexus is a rare ability that empowers your chakras with a simulation of the concentrated spiritual power of the fey people. Mana pool and concentration are both increased with a more concentrated power core, or nexus.

Oh wow. Both of those were incredibly useful. Psyspeech had helped me to get plans together and communicate my wishes with Cinzy and Drat during the Blake situation. Keeping secrets wasn’t a cornerstone of my class like Drat or Oz, but it was oftentimes useful. When you were surrounded by people who didn’t know you were intending to have sex, for instance, you could tease and titillate your potential mate in public.

Also I did have secrets. Fairy Poppins knew the location of Regina, my mother, Shakindria, and the others. Jacoby was under orders to bring me in to HQ, along with my accomplices, so I had good reason to keep that particular secret. I was also secretly banging Poppy, and possibly had designs on Jacoby.

Concentrating further into the UI, I learned that advancing Psyspeech would extend the range at the cost of mana. That made the decision easy; I selected empowering Psyspeech and pressed confirm.

Psyspeech II

(Special Ability, Uncommon, active)

I- Communicate to a sentient creature using Psyspeech as a skill, plus Affinity. The effective range is 50 feet, and it can be used for up to one minute each time the skill check is passed.

Note: Psyspeech is taxing. Each successive use of the ability on the same day raises the difficulty by 2.

II- You may attempt to communicate to a target with whom you have a relationship, if the target is outside the effective range. Difficulties decrease for higher relationships but increase over longer ranges.

That was excellent. There was a range boost for the level 1 ability anyway, from 30 to 50 feet, but this new thing was great.

Closing my eyes and reaching out, I tried to get a fix on my mother’s mind. She had birthed me and we loved one another in a deep familial way. The relationship listed on the UI was Touchstone, the ninth level. Going by the UI’s rating, she and I were one level away from the highest possible Relationship, Radiant Touchstone. A longer explanation sat there to justify why it put us at level 9, including us implicitly trusting one another, the effort I’d expended in keeping the family together through tough times, and the way I’d engineered an entire heist to keep her healthy. The effort was the biggest: keeping Dad from falling apart, keeping Sarah afloat, coaxing Sarah back into contact with their parents, the infusions of money from my new job, and trusting her with the knowledge of what I’d been up to these last six months. All these were critical in keeping our Relationship deep.

“Even if I omitted the part where I got down and dirty with basically every woman I’ve met here?” I murmured.

“Hm?” Poppy groaned from the beginnings of a nap. I just stroked her cheek and tucked some matted hair behind her ear.

The cost and difficulty of contacting my mom were brought down into the negatives by this Relationship status, but the distance was significant. The difficulty would be Very High right now, 5 successes. With my Affinity of 9 and my Psyspeech acting as a skill at level 2, it might be possible without spending Tokens.

I made the check on the first try, and felt the connection snap into place.

Hey Mom, I told her mentally. I just increased my mental speech skill level. Unfortunately this is a one way call. I just wanted to let you know I’m okay, Vellenia and Fairy Poppins are here, and I’m working on the fighting aspect problem. It’s going to take at least a week to get this worked through. If you guys get further away, it’s going to be impossible to contact you like this. Just… I love you and let Regina and Shakindria and the others help you in any way you need. Talk again soon.

This is Christopher doing a bit of tearing up, and wiping those away.
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Chapter 12- Splicing Things Up

So I may have used Psyspeech a few more times than intended after that. I sent several more messages to my mom, telling them about the aspect infection, about the chakras being converted from one aspect to another, and about my plans to try splicing herbs and flowers. Then, I sent her another message explaining that there was a creature here in the swamp with paralyzing toxin powers, and that I was going to try to grab some of that to use as an anesthetic for the fighting aspect cures.

This was stupid, in retrospect. Of course I had no idea if the tentacle creature in the swamp was sapient or not. I hadn’t even considered it. The plan was to give myself Healer’s Resistance, possibly get further Abjuration magic from the Wizards, not get paralyzed by the creature, and milk some of the venom out… somehow.

In none of my plans did that require the use of Psyspeech.

First order of business though was to check on the splices. I chuckled at the thought of Jacoby being weirded out as I headed to the Verdant Rejuvenation garden. Although we were hours away from the full 24 necessary to have mature plants to harvest, I still got the Identify working.

I didn’t have to walk anywhere to check out the bamboo.

It had been spliced with the mana rich plants, and had come out looking just like bamboo, but more purple. I had several stalks of more lavender color from being spliced with henge grass, several stalks from the purple morpheus that shone with a deep violet hue, and the passionflower cross gave the stalks odd stripes that reminded me of coral snakes. Bamboo was such an unmistakable plant normally that seeing it like this was especially bizarre. It had thick bands of purple interspersed with thinner rings of white and yellow. The leaves on all three variants matched the stalks, though the final leaves were thinner, spiky like passionflower petals, and alternated stripes of purple and white. The center of each leaf was a vibrant yellow.

All these had their own name as well: lavender bamboo for the henge grass mix, deep violet bamboo for the morpheus splice, and passion bamboo.

Already they were some ten or twelve feet high and a good two inches thick, with a good half dozen stalks each. They’d grow at least twice that height by late afternoon. Jacoby’s people were almost as entranced and impressed by this as Vellenia. Jacoby herself might be staying away, but Vellenia held to the stalks and spun herself around by one hand like a little girl, giggling the whole time.

“This is wonderful!” she was saying.

It was certainly something. I was astonished to consider the implications. I was just making new species of plants willy nilly. No effort required. Just cut one plant, cut another plant, put them in the soil and add some water. Magic would do the rest.

My thoughts drifted to the administrator, the hatchet faced woman named Jocinda who so casually threw out stupid and funny names for things, who was probably a Druid, and possibly the only Druid on the entire planet. If I could create new species of plants at such a low level, surely she had vast powers to remake the whole world.

On one hand, I did have to plant and tend them. And I could mix two plants together at the same time, but not more.

On the other hand, she could stop time all together, and project an image of herself across potentially hundreds or thousands of miles. Jacoby’s Wizard had had trouble teleporting objects twenty feet.

It certainly made me reconsider what I might end up doing if and when I cured my mother’s cancer, and broke into levels higher than even 50. I was slated to go through another class evolution then, or… if not that, then some other paradigm shift.

I shook the thoughts away. Hoping was great, but there was actual work to be done in the here and now. I was part of the reason that Blake had changed into a Nakamamon, and while I wasn’t to blame for him becoming a fighting aspect, part of the blame rested on my shoulders.

After tending to these bamboo splices, I went to see how the lotus flowers had done. I didn’t think these splices could be any weirder than the bamboo.

Boy was I wrong.

I’d spliced henge grass, purple morpheus and blue passionflower with bamboo, lotus and halo sage, and that gave me 9 possible plants. Hopefully I could use one of these to gently massage an aspect back along the mana channels and out through the crown of the head. The three bamboo types were good, hilarious but good, but I wasn’t certain they were the right tool for the job.

The lotus splices were, if anything, more insane than the bamboo. See, the lotus is a water plant. Like the lily, it grows a circular leaf. Unlike the lily, the lotus leaf is both huge and also extends out of the water like an umbrella. The flower is among the largest of all water plants. They can measure in at a foot across, as big as a dinner plate. Some of these look like they glow from within, with white at the bottom fading up to a purple or magenta tip, and the center of the flower is a circular yellow stamen.

Flowers are just big flashy sex organs and I sometimes struggled to move past that.

The first one was the henge grass variant. It was the least odd, but the large green leaf had thin purple stripes radiating out from the center. Instead of the usual magenta tips, this new lotus had darker purple tips of the petals. Poppy came flitting over and rested on the one I was inspecting, waving at me and probably saying something truly wicked.

Both the other variants were something to behold.

The passionflower had taken over as dominant here, bringing the spiky target-shaped flower to an absurd size. It still had the circular stamen, instead of the passionflower’s bizarre stick-shaped organ, and the spiky petals curled up like a lotus’s petals. It had lost some of the purple, and instead had alternating rings of magenta, purple, and white.

The purple morpheus had also taken over as dominant. The size of the bloom was three times the size of the usually small flower, and it carried on blooming only a single flower instead of the lotus’s usual two or more. Instead of a gigantic circular leaf, the halo morpheus now had small circular leaves. It remained a deep violet color, with a hint of the white at the base of the petals, but radiated a huge amount of mana like the morpheus had.

All three of these would be useless. The three different bamboo splices also. The divine energy coming off them was still higher than I needed. Any of them could probably work for a mana potion, or an even tougher and stronger rejuvenation potion, but I’d be wary about putting this much divine energy into a potion like this. I didn’t want my patients exploding into holy fire or being consumed as an inexplicable choir sang out.

“Halo sage, you’re my best hope,” I breathed. If none of these worked it would be back to the drawing board.

Halo sage had a much lighter divine aura, and you really had a bundle a lot of it in order to start influencing the gods. With the Nakamamon’s chakras only being a tiny, tiny fraction of that, my hope was that the divinity inside of halo sage might be diluted. I could use a tiny droplet of distilled halo sage, but that might still be too much.

Halo sage with henge grass was the weakest of the three, and essentially had created a taller, less lavender colored grass with tiny white flowers. They were still in the tall conical shape, but only about an inch of flowering rather than four or five inches out of normal sage.

The morpheus and the passionflower were both failures straight out of the gate too, merely by looking and extending my Affinity out to get a sense of their power levels. The former was a huge slew of conical lavender colored flowers, and the latter looked identical to the original passionflower, except the white bits flared with divine energy, and the stamen was white instead of yellow. It too had a reservoir of divinity that was too much for our needs.

“This is so amazing, bond mate!” Vellenia was chirping. “I love all these new creations!”

I pursed my lips. “On earth we have a problem of invasive species, where a new creature or plant is introduced and rapidly gets out of control because there aren’t any checks on their growth and reproduction. These are nice and all, but I don’t know if we can allow them to continue growing.” I cocked my thumb. “This henge grass and halo sage might do. We’ll have to get it turned into a treatment to be sure.”

The last thing I wanted to do was break this poor, innocent Vulpetunia by fracking overdose. With that in mind, and with a few hours until all these plants fully matured, I went to the second order of business: our swamp monster.

“Okay!” I announced. “I know I’m not the leader of this expedition, but I do know that this poison Nakamamon will produce a venom that allows for anesthesia, and that’s something I’d like to have.”

There were mutters of annoyance and shock amongst her people.

“Can we, uh… not?” one asked.

“There are tons of poison aspects around here,” one of the Wizards added.

“Great,” I said. “Then I’ll be asking your expedition leader to send out several parties to capture and milk some of them to see what we can do about a paralytic or anesthetic.”

I knew from watching a fair amount of nature documentaries and videos online that poisons, venoms and toxins came in a pretty wide variety. Box jellyfish killed you differently than a Komodo dragon, and neither of those were the same as any number of hemotoxins produced by various snakes. All of those were different than a brown recluse bite. We had a paralytic venom right here, right now, and I wasn’t going to let the tentacles scare me away from getting at it.

Jacoby appeared and began issuing commands, though I noted she didn’t make eye contact with me.

“We’re taking that thing in, and we’re going to… milk it… for venom. That’s what’s happening. If any of you don’t like it, you get to go out into the swamp and find other poison aspects. Use identify, catalogue them, and if any of them have paralytic toxins you’ll make the judgement call on capture. If you’re out, muster at the cook fire.”

Some of them muttered and shuffled their feet, and a fair few of the Wizards immediately went to the cook fire with their heads down.

“Oh, you’ll also be on an increased chore schedule. Volunteers for, uh, Fletcher’s task, you’ll get decreased chores.”

That perked up a handful of Guardians. I knew they hated chores almost as much as they hated guard duty. These were the things they wanted to get away from when they left HQ originally.

Wayne stepped up too. He was a Wizard, thin and wiry but with a genuine smile. He’d been with us at the town, overseeing Blake and acting as liaison between us and Jacoby’s team when it had been necessary during the Glumpdumpkin saga.

“Thanks for coming,” I said.

“I’ll put up a high muckity muck ward,” he said.

I just stared. He stared back, obviously amused by whatever joke he’d just told.

“A… what?”

“You can either have the muckity muck circle of protection, or the muckity muck ward. Either way it’ll boost your resistance and reduce damage taken.”

He was talking about an Abjuration spell. I had that, technically speaking. I’d gained that when I received Transmutation as a magic school, but I hadn’t gotten any practice with anything but Transmutation thus far.

“What kind of tier is the spell?” I asked. Muckity muck was probably a name from Jocinda, and probably would’ve been better on a spell to ward off mud.

“Ward is tier 3, and the circle of protection is tier 4. Both are a lot easier if I have the proper components to channel my mana through.

I nodded, looking at the Verdant Rejuvenation garden. My healing arts were so heavily reliant on that kind of thing… it made complete sense. Watching Trent casually throw stone around was far odder and more difficult.

“I’ll take the ward then. You’ll anchor it to me rather than a protected space?”

He nodded. “It’ll be far less protection, since I can work up a serious ritual and infuse it with a lot more mana. I can only infuse you with so much mana.”

That made sense. Still, I wanted to have a chance at getting the creature to damage me. That way I could use Healer’s Resistance to build up some permanent resistance to poison aspects. None of the Guardians liked this, but none of them hung out with Healers on the regular. They’d also never seen purple bamboo or striped bamboo either, so nyah.

Wayne set to work doing up the ward, and another Wizard got a circle of protection going at the same time. The Guardians all got suited up in actual armor, and they waited by my side to produce their magic shields when the time came.

The Injectacle was one creature unknown to everyone here. The Nakamadex article only had a picture of roiling swamp water with tentacles flailing around. It wasn’t detailed or precise in the slightest. Those tentacles could’ve been attached to a gigantic, bulbous squid thing, or a cutesy pig-looking Nakamamon. The fact that no one knew was another motivating factor in me getting a better look.

Vellenia was the last piece of the puzzle. The bright-eyed Marshin with her pure white skin, her minty-colored hair and her pinkish ears stood nervously while I explained her hopefully unneeded role.

“I don’t want you to use any water skills unless it’s an emergency. I’d like to Dazzle it first before we go on the offensive.”

She fidgeted and shifted her weight back and forth in concern, which caused my heart to swell with affection.

“Hey,” I said. “There’s nothing to worry about.”

“You don’t know that.”

“I don’t,” I said, “but I’ve been fine before. I’ll be fine this time. I have Guardians and magical wards, and I have you.”

She whined. “Fletcher, it is a paralyzing attack.”

I turned to the Guardians. “You two are not to attack under any circumstance. Only pull me out if things go sideways. They won’t.”

They shared a look before turning back to me.

“And don’t go secretly confiding in your fellow Guardian either. I’ll send for my own people and use them instead.”

“With respect, Healer,” the first Guardian said, “I don’t think you know what you’re up against, and we handle security concerns. That’s our job.”

This was what I’d been hoping for. It wasn’t an intimidation check, but persuasion.

Likability check: You do not have the associated skill for this check. Your Likability is at level 7. Stalwart has given you the Persuasion skill at rank 7 for this check. This check is made opposed.  Would you like to spend 3 Tokens to lower your target’s Persuasion and Likability by 1 for the purposes of this check? You may not spend a Token to retry this check.

Total Tokens: 7 Likability and 5 Free Tokens.

I dumped 6 Tokens into this, to lower my opponent’s attribute by 2 levels. One effect of my increased level was a higher percentage of my levels generating a success, from about 33% to just under 50%. With my 14 total levels, I’d gotten a nice 6 successes, higher than this Guardian, and much higher than my former self. I couldn’t say what they got, but it was under 6, that was for sure.

Success! You have succeeded in resisting the Persuasion check!

I convinced them I didn’t have to know what I was dealing with. I had the newest level of Healer’s Resistance, which I activated for 5 whole Durability Tokens. Five!

Healer’s Resistance IV

(Special Ability, Uncommon, active)

IV- Spend 5 Durability Tokens to make yourself and all allies within 50 feet immune to a damage source for 10 minutes. Does not cover divine damage inflicted by gods.

I grinned at the explosion of soft, blue green magic that washed over all of us.

“You should’ve led with that,” Jacoby said.

“You coming in with me?” I asked lightly.

She peered into the filthy, stagnant water, then back at me. Finally, after the mental calculation, she glared at me. Drawing close, she said, “Nice try you perv. I’m not giving my team a wet t-shirt show.”

I shrugged and grinned. “Worth a try though, right?”

Then I stepped into the water.

It was warmer than I expected. Nice, too. I was pleased not to be sucked into some kind of mud version of quicksand, or a gigantic maw beneath my feet or something. Instead I felt the unnerving tickling sensation of lots of water plants touching my shoes, and the immediate gross sensation of specks of dirt getting in between my toes. This was not the gorgeous beach where I’d just been with Regina and Vellenia the other day.

I missed Regina something fierce. I missed Tweedle Dee barreling into me when I was on the ground and licking my face, or rolling onto his back to accept belly scratches. Both of them were just the best.

More than that, I missed Chrysta’s unflappable calm and insistence that I didn’t need to sate her sexual urges. I missed Larelle’s stolid good humor. I missed the fat, lazy Magmamander that probably hadn’t walked under its own power more than ten times. I also missed Shakindria’s insistence that we have sex in every psychic location available, and every real location also.

And boy did I miss Tara, Ivy and Isabelle, and Cinzy.

“Let’s move this along,” I said, and walked into the water.

After a certain point, my midsection, being in the water stopped being about discomfort. I luxuriated in the feeling, even if I didn’t like the thought of so many ticklish plants brushing up against me. Something about Vellenia’s water aspect gave me comfort and a feeling of rightness. This was natural and correct.

This is Christopher turning to face a mass of sweeping tentacles some fifteen or twenty feet across.
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Chapter 13- The Question of Anesthetics

It’s worth remembering two things going forward: one, Blake and a dozen of his Guardians had instilled within me a deep distrust of any Guardians that weren’t my people. They had put others in danger with the specific intent to try to ‘save’ them just for a few experience points. Leveling up was more important to them than the lives of their people. Two, I had used my new extended range Psyspeech so much to alert my mom to the situation here that using it for the rest of the day simply wasn’t possible.

I rolled my shoulders and stepped further into the dark and quite warm water. Huge swampy trees, like twisted cousins of the boogie trees, were hanging over the water and obscuring most of the sunlight. Instead of gigantic spherical leaves, these ones looked to have long willow-like leaves that hung down from branches looking an awful lot like gnarled arms. The chill and dopey smiley faces on the boogie trees were nowhere to be found. These ones looked to have eyebrows and mouths drawn into flat lines or slight frowns. There were creases in between the eyebrows of some of them, and a few appeared morose, with bags under their eyes. It wasn’t menacing, but it was off-putting. The world I’d seen so far was bright and alive with cheerful magic coursing through it. This place seemed to instead ooze its magic.

“Fletcher!”

I turned, to find Jacoby staring at me in horror. The two Guardians were growing to huge size and still towered, only up to their chests now. They had the disgusted look of people in a bathtub full of slugs or leeches.

“You’re just… going to… go in the water like that?”

“I have water breathing,” I told her. And a poison ward. And complete immunity from poison aspect damage.

“I’m coming,” she said, and started pulling off her knee high boots, her socks, her skin tight dark gray traveling pants, but stopped when the white panties with the tiny red hearts appeared. She looked up at me, already blushing.

“It’s all right,” I told her. “I know what I’m doing.” The fact that I did not know what I was doing wasn’t relevant.

“No no!” She shoved her pants off and revealed miles of toned, sleek thighs. The top came off next, revealing a training bra rather than matching tiny red hearts on white. I had to admit, she looked great. Not Cinzy great, but close. The toned abs and compact form were tough to look away from.

She was in up to her neck, dunking herself under, and showing off her wet hair a moment later.

“I can breathe under water,” I protested. “You can’t.”

“You’re the only Healer. I’m just a Ranger.” If she was trying to argue that she was expendable, it wasn’t working. She was the expedition leader.

I sighed. “All right… just follow my lead.”

Two factors allowed me to see anything beneath the surface of the muddy swamp water. One was Eagle Eyed, the ability Tara had leant me.

Eagle Eyed IV

(Special Ability, Common, passive)

I- Your eyesight and hearing become better than human. You are able to discern details at a distance, and analyze close objects much better than base humans.

II- Your peripheral vision and reactions are increased beyond human maximums. You may not be caught off guard.

IV- You may peer into visible bands that are otherwise impossible for humans to discern. This requires focusing.

Not only could I see better than actual eagles, I could see nearly as well as a freaking mantis shrimp. Those things had triple vision eyeballs. I had experimented with the level 4 ability and found it disorientating. My Affinity helped me handle the sight of ultraviolet, infrared, and then seeing the flow of mana. It is literally impossible to describe the sensations to people who can’t see beyond what they can’t see, but I will say that seeing heat sources and I could only do one at a time though. In this case, mana sources.

A lot of them, I was surprised to find. A lot of tiny collections of blue-violet mana darted here or there, or hid under rocks, or were the rocks. The whole world glowed with an undertone of that same color, though the concentrations made them glow brighter. I got the general shape of them: a bunch of minnows swirling around us, a large snapping turtle over that way, small crustaceans there and there and there, a snake slithering through the water away… and then the Injecticle.

It was humanoid.

I paused and backtracked a little, so my head was above the waterline.

“I can see it… its leg is trapped by rocks.”

Jacoby, thoroughly soaked and looking amazing, made her displeasure instantly known. “All Guardians, out of the water right now! Form up!”

“I’m going to pry it free,” I told her.

“Don’t. It’ll attack you. My danger sense has been spiking ever since you got in the water. I’ll get these chuckleheads to do it.” She turned to where all the Guardians had assembled and stood at attention, even the two huge ones. “Who was throwing boulders when we got in here, huh? Which of you people disobeyed my direct orders?”

I just turned and ducked back under the water.

The creature did not want me to get close, that much was clear the moment I began to move towards its trapped leg. Now, with my mana sense active using Eagle Eyed, I only really saw its chakra points and mana channels, so there was no way to tell exactly what I was looking at. It was murky water with the occasional flash of purple tentacles. These ones had yellow suckers and each one of those suckers had a tiny needle for injecting the paralytic toxin.

It would’ve been far more terrifying if I hadn’t had any of the resistances or immunities that I had, but it still freaked me out a little. I swam down, hoping that maybe the tentacles from the top of the creature couldn’t reach all the way down to its legs or trapped foot, but that hope was soon dashed. Down there, the tentacles started stinging me repeatedly. The UI started throwing alerts at me in rapid succession, so rapid in fact that I couldn’t read them.

You’ve been stung by an Injecticle! You’ve taken minor damage and are bleeding. Healer’s Resistance has rendered you immune to poison aspect sources. You have not been infected by Injecticle neurotoxin.

You’ve been stung by an Injecticle! You’ve successfully resisted the physical damage and reduced it by half. You have not been infected—

You’ve been stung by an Injecticle! You have taken—

You’ve been stung by an Injecticle!

You’ve been stung—

Shoving the alerts aside and mentally commanding the UI stop throwing them up in my face, I tried to concentrate past the pain and get down to the task at hand. Since I’d been in pain for a good half my life, starting in middle school, that wasn’t hard. I’d been pushing past and ignoring and heading to the bathroom to have a frustrated cry for about a decade now, and it was only in the last six months that wasn’t a part of my reality anymore.

I grabbed onto the rock, trying to ignore the many tiny wounds that were being inflicted. Again, since I didn’t have any bodybuilder skills, such as, I don’t know, Lift Heavy Object, the system defaulted to Muscularity. In short order I was asked if I wanted to spend 5 Tokens to succeed automatically. Five seemed like an absolute ton, but—

You’ve been grappled by an Injecticle! You’ve taken 8 instances of minor damage. Your physical damage resistance has helped to halve the damage from 3 of those instances.

Tentacles wrapped around my left arm, upper arm and wrist, and started biting in again and again all the way around. The muscles in the tentacles pulsed rhythmically so the little needles could be drawn out and then plunged back down again in rapid order. I had to say, it hurt like heck. I was very glad my job had required the use of needles almost never.

I spent the 5 Tokens… nope, the difficulty jumped up again, and I was forced to spend 7 Tokens instead. Without a moment’s hesitation this time, I spent the Tokens. A flurry of them appeared around my head, flashing gold in the deep murk of the water, before dissipating into flashes of glittery mana.

I heaved even before my muscles bulged with the investiture of all the mana. The needle jabs, which weren’t draining my hit points nearly as fast as I thought they might, faltered for a second before resuming.

I’d never used Muscularity Tokens at all before, since they were a new thing. Even when they were Physicality Tokens I’d never used so many at once anyway. The coins themselves, some three inches across and a half inch thick, reminded me of the chunky pieces of eight from the movie about the pirates trying to cheat death. They were molded with the same image as the Physicality Tokens had been, the figure flexing both arms with bulging biceps and defined shoulder and back muscles.

The feeling I got from it was intoxicating. I felt the power of Atlas inside me. I was invincible. Nothing could stop me, or even slow me down.

Well, the flashing readout telling me I was at two thirds of my maximum hit points was a sobering reminder that I was not actually a god.

Heaving with all my enhanced might, I heard a shriek of pain and the rumbling of stone. The rock shifted, then shifted more. Trent could’ve snapped his fingers and had this situation dealt with no problem.

Instead I took jab after jab from an confused, cornered creature that didn’t know my intentions. Finally though, I shoved the rock aside and its leg came free.

Now I braced my feet against the next rock below, and shoved off with all my enhanced strength. The Tokens never lasted long, only about thirty seconds generally, and I wanted to get away from the needling right this very moment.

I pulled the Injecticle along with me for only a food or so before the tentacles around my arm let go. With a few more kicks, I breached the surface.

There may have been some screaming, but I didn’t bother with it. Instead I started doing the backstroke until hands jerked me out of the swampy water and up onto land.

Amidst the chaos of the rescue effort, Jacoby and her people freaking out over the tiny puncture wounds and the blood, I peered back to where the tentacles had been thrashing, and found a pair of glowing yellow eyes just above the water, staring at me.

***

It only took a quick healing potion to handle the wounds from the Injecticle, but I was the only person who could make it. Also, Larelle’s glorious blob of fiery laziness was back with Regina and my mother. I had to wait for the fire to be the right temperature, have the Wizards adjust the height of the cauldron, and get the correct water temperature before adding in the necessary healing herbs. After that, it was time for the mana infusion and the stirring.

“Oh stop it,” I grumbled. “I’m fine.”

“Have you looked at your arm?” Jacoby shrieked. “You look like you just got into a fight with a giant squid! Don’t ever—”

I held up my good hand before stirring again. “I won’t have that problem… I successfully freed it.”

She slapped me on the shoulder without rings of suction cup hickeys or dozens of puncture wounds. “And another thing, the Guardians have higher Durability than you for this very, fracking, reason!” She punctuated the last three words with more half-hearted slaps. “They have more hit points, better resistances—”

I doubted that.

“And abilities that protect them from this kind of nonsense.”

I just sighed. Blake’s people gave me a pretty dim view of any Guardian that wasn’t Chrysta, Larelle, Ivy or Isabelle. I had some stuff to work through in order to start trusting unknown Guardians ever again.

“Did you speak to it?” I asked, and realized then I could have, and should have, linked to it with my Psyspeech. It was then I also realized that wouldn’t have been possible regardless. The last one I’d sent long distance to my mother was already high difficulty. I wasn’t about to spend more Tokens on this.

“Speak to what? That monster vanished into the swamp. We’re trying to get a bead on it with the Wizards, but there’s so much life around here that it’s probably not going to work. It’s gone. This was all for nothing.”

“Nah,” I said. “Its leg was stuck. It’s free. That’s not nothing.”

She narrowed her eyes at me. “You really mean that, don’t you?”

“What?”

“Nothing.” She got up, a towel around her waist, and headed to her tent to get changed into dry clothes.

By the time late afternoon rolled around, I had mature plants. All of them, I thought, barring the halo sage and henge grass splice, were too potent for my needs. Henge sage, the imaginative name for the plant, ended up cut, replanted, and tended so I could have enough to work up a cure for the following day. Once again, I found myself amazed that when I needed gardening shears, they simply appeared on my person. When I needed a small spade for replanting the henge sage, that was at hand as well. The God of Productivity hadn’t been messing around with His gift.

I spent the rest of the evening drying out the remaining henge sage, along with cuttings over the other plants I wasn’t likely to use. All three bamboos and all three lotuses gave off far too much divine healing power. The other sages had a chance, though they were quite potent on the mana.

Once all the chores were taken care of, I joined the others around the fire and updated everybody on the progress thus far, and what I expected from the next few days. Yes, I told them, I knew that the flower fox had only another five days and I was shaving things close.

When asked if I could make this process go any faster, I replied that I could not. It would go as it would. Once more, just like with the God of Productivity, I reminded Jacoby’s people that healing in this world was a lot like on earth, but with faster results. Savannah, the ever-pleasant expedition Bard, cheerfully soothed everybody’s nerves with a high level social check that wasn’t directed my way. I gave her a warm smile in return.

Also, just like the cure with the God of Productivity, I was going to need to work this into a salve or unguent, and spread it onto the creature’s chakra points. I had no wish to try to get at a fighting aspect creature’s taint, let alone its belly, heart, throat, forehead or crown. Doing this sort of procedure on a creature under duress wasn’t ideal, obviously.

This is Christopher peering out toward the large swampy pond and sighing in disappointment.
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Chapter 14- Throwing Around Accusations

What surprised me in the aftermath of the Injecticle incident was that I’d leveled up as a Healer, or rather as an Arcane Mender.

Level 30: +12 skill points

Excellent. I was really enjoying the increased number of skill points. I’d gotten a bunch of new ones in Pleasure Seeker too, for all the partying we’d done following the Glumpdumpkin situation. One did not look a dozen skill points, an attribute level, and a special ability level up in the… mouth.

I rolled my eyes at my brain’s weird inability to make a good metaphor and plowed on.

The old mainstays were back on the menu: Diagnostics, Treatments, Develop Cure, all the different sizes, add one point for the Human version—just for my mama—Administer Cure, putting us at 9 of 12. I wished all the Develop Cure skills would aggregate into a single one like Diagnostics and Treatments, but it hadn’t happened, and I desperately needed all the skill levels I could get.

It then occurred to me that I had utterly neglected all the various aspect skills. I could shift from Develop Cure by size and work on the various different aspects instead.

The list though was long. Aside from the basic elements of fire, lightning, water, plant, earth, and air, there were the other aspects I’d come into contact with: divine, dark, fairy, draconic and poison. The only two out of the long list I’d consider were beast and bug. Many of the Nakamamon we’d come across had been beast or bug aspect. Still, Vellenia was neither beast nor bug.

The last option was to go with fighting aspect, which was now a skill option as well. I gritted my teeth and tried to will it to disappear, but it stubbornly remained on the list, taunting me.

Screw you, fighting aspect. And screw Blake for his stubborn insistence on not taking his anti-magic medicine.

Still, it wasn’t a bad idea to get the Huge size category up even with the rest, in the event I did end up with an aggregated skill after my next class evolution. With that in mind, I put the three skill points for Small, Medium and Large into Develop Cure beast, bug, and a last one in plant. Three of the fighting aspects were plant-based.

The last three needed to go to Instinctual Casting, Mana Shaping, and then…

Then I waffled. I’d put the points into Transmutation previously, but Mana Affinity was calling to me. It was used in conjunction with my Affinity attribute in order to do little things like non-cures for infected Nakamamon who needed to have their aspects shifted.

There were other options that needed attention, such as Conjuration and Abjuration. Conjured materials weren’t nearly as good for cures, but I was now a fugitive from SNORC, and they weren’t going to supply me with various different oils, or glycerine, or any of the other bases like they had before. Plus, the portal was closed, and they weren’t going to be getting that stuff in anyway. When it came to Abjuration, if I could protect the patient from itself, or protect the people from the patient, that would be lovely. Wayne knew his wards from his circles of protection and I couldn’t properly use either of those things at this level.

I chewed my lower lip thinking it over. There were a profusion of Wizards in this world, and they could both conjure and abjure. But those Wizards presently viewed me as someone who needed to be arrested, brought in, detained, and questioned.

Again, the task in front of me won out. Mana Affinity got the skill point.

The next thing I needed to do was check over the old character sheet. I kept it strictly on the skills of my two classes. I had more than enough going on there without putting points into non-class skills.

Christopher Fletcher

Healer - Apprentice Arcane Mender 30

Pleasure Seeker - Initiate Indulgent Consort 28

Attributes:

Affinity 9

Durability 7

Ingenuity 9

Likability 7

Agility 4

Muscularity 4

Free Tokens 7

Healer (Arcane Mender) Skills:

Diagnostics 7

Treatments 7

Develop cure (swarm 6, small 6, medium 6, large 6, huge 3)

Develop cure (beast 1, bug 1, plant 1, unique 9, human 3)

Administer Cure 10

Instinctual Casting 9

Mana Affinity 4

Mana Shaping 4

Spellcasting (Abjuration 1, Conjuration 1, Evocation 1, Transmutation 3)

Meditation 4

Pleasure Seeker (Indulgent Consort) Qualities:

Girth 2

Load 2

Stave Off 4

Length 4

Tongue 3

Adaptability 9

Pheromones 7

Refractory Period 1

Flexibility 1

Group Play 4

Seduction 1

The really nice bonus here was that in reaching level 30, all my Tokens replenished.

It was time to get down to crafting a treatment.

Although I was bummed out that the Injecticle situation hadn’t produced any fruit, I couldn’t help but feel relief the creature had gotten free of the situation it was in. Jacoby had raked her Guardians over the coals for doing dumb shirt in the swamp. There were sapient Nakamamon everywhere, not just in little towns and villages.

We’d have to restrain the fighting aspects physically and hope nobody got hurt. There were soporific plants, and since this had never been a problem, I wasn’t skilled in their application. Alan had all of my instruction manuals. I’d make do with some ‘milk of the poppy’ if Savannah couldn’t calm down our patients.

As for the mana channel and chakra invasions happening, and reversing them… I wanted to go with a slow and measured approach. If I under-medicated and failed, the patient would survive without any adverse effects. If I over-medicated… I wouldn’t be over-medicating. That was that.

With that in mind, it looked like I’d just have to go with the henge sage after all. However, I was out of glycerine. The Wizards had been looking into ways of concocting it, and we were at the point where we were literally making a still to generate bathtub gin, then using Transmutation to alter the grain alcohol into sugar alcohol.

“Don’t get any ideas,” I told the Wizards.

They were Wizards, so they had all kinds of ideas.

Regardless, the glycerine was going to be a pain in the behind to transmute. It wasn’t my job, and I was thankful they had better people on it. It was nice being able to rely on experienced spellcasters. No offense to Alan, who was an excellent person and a pretty darn good Wizard, but these people had put in the work and gotten the levels. One of them was a dedicated Transmutation specialist, I learned. Instead of generating any of the ingredients using Conjuration, they went out and hacked down the grain, separated the wheat from the chaff, and busted their asses to get this alcohol as good as it could get the old fashioned way. The reason? Generating materials out of nothing gave them much higher concentrations of mana than real objects. If you messed with a thing’s mana concentration or mana channels, the Transmutation would be incredibly difficult, impossible, or give you a final product with an even more messed up mana signature.

Which was why we were now bootleggers.

The Agency didn’t allow drugs or alcohol in this world for the exact same reason it didn’t tolerate violence among the trainees or against the Nakamamon. You could end up with situations like the one we currently faced.

The henge sage, morpheus sage and the passion sage were all dried out and ready to be infused into a medium. Wayne, the guy tasked with being my right hand Wizard, proclaimed what I could already feel, but in numerical terms.

“The henge sage is putting out three mana and two damage of divine power per ounce,” he said. The other two were far higher, at 6 and 3 for the morpheus sage, and 7 and 3 for the passion sage.

“Wild,” I told him. “How do you calculate all that?”

“It’s some divination magic,” he said. I stared at him. “There’s a particular ritual I used that takes a good few hours to enact, and is pretty damn expensive.”

“How…” He hadn’t had a few hours. I stared at him and he nodded.

“There’s a secondary ritual to speed the whole thing up, involving time dilation. It’s called Fletcher’s Ritual of Extreme Gullibility.”

I snorted laughter. “Nice.”

He laughed. “Nah, I just burned it and measured the release with my Mana Affinity skill,” he said. “And also took divine damage. See?” He held up a slightly burnt hand, which now glowed slightly with divine energy, like with cases of divinity poisoning.

Now I shook my head at his stupidity, and used my healing aura to help him deal with that. The damage from whatever head injury had caused him to do that, apparently I couldn’t help with that.

Wayne had clearly never met the administrators who built the system, if he thought time dilation wasn’t possible. I had several instances of time being fully or nearly stopped.

After healing him, I had the bright idea to further dilute the divine properties of the henge sage by splicing it again with henge grass. It shouldn’t gain any additional mana enhancing properties, being two parts henge grass and one part halo sage, but this world had floating castles and lakes that were gods. Cross fingers that it would work on the first try and I wouldn’t need this weaker strain of henge sage. I’d have to call the second splice H2Sage or something equally as bad.

That done, it was time to have an hour or two to myself. I visited Tweedle Dee’s identical twin. All the fighting aspects were encircled by a special Wizard circle that canceled out sound. They roared, hissed, barked, snapped their teeth and gnawed at their enclosures, but all in an eerie silence.

“I’m sorry,” I told them. I wanted to say my words were for all of them, but it was especially hard seeing Dee baring teeth and making the barking motion with baleful eyes fixed on me. This was hard to see, but I forced myself to face it. Any information I got would be useful, and I’d be getting my hands close to these creatures very soon. “Help is on its way.”

I spent some time by the fire, but couldn’t help glancing over at the caged Nakamamon from time to time. Vellenia eventually joined me, hugging against my side with Jacoby eventually fixing us with that intense gaze.

“I don’t like seeing them like that,” I told her.

“It’s difficult,” she said. “This sort of emotion and instinct is not what my world has known. I’m confident you will fix this.”

I couldn’t, but neither of us knew this. She twined her fingers with mine and I decided not to get all up in Jacoby’s thoughts tonight. We stared at the flames, listened to the others talk, and eventually grew tired.

After that, sleep. I was waiting on the glycerine, and the Wizards were on my usual duty, consisting of staying up all night to work. Vellenia stripped off my clothes and crawled into our conjoined sleeping bags, draping her lithe body over mine.

***

Outside of leveling up and general system-related user interface shenanigans, nothing could surprise me. My ability Eagle Eyed, which I’d gotten from Tara, saw to that. This meant that, when the intruder entered the camp in the deep of night, my eyes snapped open and I was instantly aware of something. Or someone.

My first thought was that the Injecticle was here. I prayed that silhouetted against the thin fabric of my camp, I’d see the Medusa-like horror of a humanoid with a roil of tentacles surrounding its head. I further prayed it came to get me rather than paralyze any of the people who’d thrown rocks into its swamp and caught it.

None of that happened. Instead, I heard hushed voices in what was obviously an argument. Vellenia remained snuggled up against me, her hand unconsciously trailing down my abs and dangerously close to my cock.

Now, I wasn’t Drat. Nor was I the other Rogue, Oz. Going outside was a stupid idea.

Still, I put on Golightly, my magical shoes, and hoped they’d give me a boost to sneaking like they indicated they would. They did. Then, against the sleeping protests of my bond mate, I crawled out of the tent and went out to see what was going on. I passed my first stealth check with ease, thanks to the bonus +5 skill points from the god’s gift.

“—I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Jacoby said. “We’re looking for him the same as you are.”

The other figure didn’t move. Jacoby stared back defiantly. Finally, the other person hissed, “I’d bet you all the Tokens I have that you’re harboring the fugitive, and the mother. We’re aware you had contact for your field assignment, an assignment which you have yet to complete by the way.”

“These kinds of accusations are insulting. For all I know you already have his location and are just trying to frame someone for it. See how insane that sounds?”

“If you keep raising your voice, it really gives the impression you’re hoping someone will wake up, see me here, and make a break for it.”

“Oh yes, I have no good reason to be upset. Ass.” Jacoby rolled her eyes. “My Bard is over there, sleeping. If I wanted to convince or seduce you, she’d be up. And my Rogue is in that tent right now. If I had the subject in my custody, which I do not, I would be trying to hide him or help him escape.”

Shadowy figures moved among the camp, barely detectable using Eagle Eyed, and I ducked behind a tree to stay out of sight. One of them peered at the tent, then turned to the person Jacoby was speaking with, nodding the confirmation that Savannah the Bard was inside. The other one peered at Oz’s tent, confirming the Rogue was in there.

“So you won’t mind if we go through all the tents… what in the devil is that?”

The figure moved over toward the center of the camp, where the cages all held the half dozen fighting aspect Nakamamon, including the Vulpetunia.

Jacoby sighed. “Why don’t you go on about your business and do the task admin assigned to you, and I’ll do mine, okay?”

“I’ve never seen anything like this. They’re infected with something?”

“Yes, now if only we had a competent Healer to help with the problem!” She snarled. “I don’t appreciate being awoken in the middle of the night, accused of harboring a fugitive, and then interrogated about a task you’re completely unfamiliar with. Get. Out. Of. My. Camp.”

A rustle made me spin, but when I did, I couldn’t see anything in the darkness. There was a thump and more rustling, but it was beyond the limits of what Eagle Eyed could handle.

“I have the authority to search your camp,” the figure said. “You deal with the rabid animals and I’ll deal with the Healer nonsense.”

He made a loud whistle, and figures emerged from the darkness around Jacoby. For the first time, her mask of fury slipped and I saw real fear. Some eight people emerged into the waning light of the campfire.

“Where’s Ricky?” the leader demanded.

I chose to head to the edge of the water and slip under the surface. Then I piled some of the easy rocks onto myself. A few moments later, Vellenia joined me under the water. Her eyes glowed with a minty green light in the dark, and she peered a question at me.

We need to stay hidden, I sent her with Psyspeech. Some of the Agency’s people are here and looking for me. I think we’ll be okay. And doubly okay if she just lay on top of me.

I’d brought this situation on myself. The existence of this team, scary as it was, was actually a good thing. Jacoby’s orders had hinted at the possibility of contact with earth, though there was a possibility of records indicating my team had been on schedule to return to this world and they wanted me for questioning. They may have also had records indicating that I’d returned but not checked in.

The team interrogating Jacoby and mentioning my mother meant that HQ was in contact with earth for sure.

For the next forever and a half, I kept Eagle Eyed focused on the mana sense. It showed me the explosive amount of living things in this area of the swamp, but no humanoid ones. I thought I caught a glimpse of a humanoid deeper into the swamp, away from Jacoby’s camp, but it disappeared from view.

Eventually, I had Vellenia head up and check out the situation. She reported back that the other team was gone. That was good, since I was filthy from being submerged in a swamp for so long.

Jacoby was waiting at my tent. “What happened to his man, this Ricky guy?”

I shrugged. “No idea.”

She blinked. “Fletcher… are we going to find a dead body in the swamp?”

“I hope not!” I said. “I’m here to heal people.”

“Hey, I’ve heard Healers can make poisons.”

“Well this one doesn’t,” I said. “I never saw a guy, and definitely didn’t kill anybody. I do the opposite of killing.”

She huffed, with crossed arms, and looked away deep in thought.

“And lay off, okay? My mom has fracking cancer and I’m here dealing with your problem.”

The concern on her face broke. “Sorry. There was a douchebag, your bond mate said you heard us talking. Another expedition leader trying to get you. They’re after you. They know about your mother, and they’re trying to capture you both.” I could tell she wanted to touch me.

I nodded. I needed to get back to my mom as soon as possible.

This is Christopher about to do a rush job.
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Interlude- The Gang’s All Here

They showed up to take Trent into custody after the twelfth tiny apartment he had gifted to someone he found to be deserving. He awarded them with an apartment with the address on the key, and told them he would be skipping town.

The brass wouldn’t have minded that so much, except he was in Detroit at the exact same moment when two hackers attempted to access Strategic Nexus Operations and Resource Command(SNORC) through the internet. He was, in fact, just two miles away from Drat’s friend and friend’s far more capable, far more enormous girlfriend.

Drat was not.

And it didn’t matter anyway. Neither his friend or the friend’s girlfriend could’ve hacked through SNORC systems, not at their level of skill or hardware. It was a distraction. To get the Agency’s attention and get them to fall on Trent.

As for Drat, he was loudly making several selfish transactions with his debit card in a prosperous suburb on the outskirts of Chicago. He was buying himself a pair of ferrets and a large enclosure to house them, but in reality that was only the beginning. He was also discussing with the pet people about how he could thread tubes throughout his entire house so they could play anywhere they wanted to, and an auto food distribution device so he could be out away from the house for days or weeks at a time.

It was this kind of purchasing that made him certain they’d pick up Trent, look at him, and then shrug their shoulders and take Trent into custody. Which they did, of course. SNORC was not one for coincidences, and since Drat knew that, he had arranged for Jack Sprat and his wife to attempt to infiltrate SNORC servers when Trent was there.

He really couldn’t help but stay true to his Rogue class, regardless of the fact that he wasn’t accumulating xp here for doing underhanded deeds. He wanted to keep his roguish self limbered up mentally as well as physically.

Once they took Trent and the two hackers, they would do what Drat knew they would: detain them, then transport them to the new facility. Drat watched this happen through the contact he had cultivated in the weeks after his first few months in the other world.

Which was his next stop off.

She’d told him her name was Helen, but she also looked nothing like a Helen so he’d always assumed she was lying about who she was.

“Hey babe, I got you some ferrets,” he told her on the phone almost immediately after they got Trent into a van with a bag over his head.

“What?”

“I bought an enclosure, gave the pet people the measurements and schematics of your house, and contracted the whole thing to start building next Wednesday.”

She didn’t speak for several more precious, hilarious moments. Finally, she repeated herself. “What?”

“Ferrets. Like a cat snake, robber masks on their faces, adorable and playful. You know what ferrets are.”

“Why… you bought ferrets? Are you serious?” He grinned at the consternation in her voice. She would be pulling up the camera feeds in her house right about… now. “And… you didn’t… consult me… holy shit, Drat, what the hell?”

“I thought you would enjoy the present. You said they were really cute when we went to the zoo.”

“I…” She fell silent, and it was not a happy silence.

“Shit I’m sorry. Let me buy you dinner and apologize. I’ll call up the work crews and get them to stop work.”

“I’m not even… I’m nowhere near a restaurant, Drat.”

“Well you’re definitely on a base with a commissary. And I can bring a meal there. Just tell me. I’ve got your favorite chocolates on order. And flowers. I’m really sorry.”

She was on base at the new portal. If there was one, and he was almost completely sure there was, Helen would be working there. They would take Trent there, most likely. There was a small chance they would instead dump him in the same hole where Tara, Izzy, Ivy, and Cinzy were currently vanished to, and if so, all the better.

You could hear her considering. She wasn’t supposed to be telling people where the new portal was located. On the other hand, Drat also belonged to the Agency and he had every right to travel back through the portal for his next several months on assignment.

She told him, and started the wheels turning in his head.

After he had spent his first months shirking responsibilities in the other world, gathering xp and leveling up all the while, he made his way through the portal and met Helen.

Helen was nothing like the type of girl he wanted; she was boisterous, a party girl, took an hour to get ready, fretted over her looks way too much, and had no filter when it came to gossip. Drat, an introvert who would rather sit in a basement and play D&D for hours, could give less of a shit about what he wore and what people were up to. He also kept secrets and refused to gossip because what was the fucking point? Helen had no imagination and required alcohol to have fun; Drat could barely tolerate more than a beer before questioning everything around him and hating most of it.

She was, however, the easiest target for what he needed presently. Since she wasn’t all that smart, and she was really easy to sweet talk, she’d fallen in lust with him over a few dates. When he had to, he could fake party happiness, then slink off and complain about it with other Drats at the fringes of any given party. He enjoyed music and would dance with her. He never complained about her belly, her hips, her outfits, or how long she took to second guess herself and do anything. For Helen, this was apparently enough.

It probably didn’t hurt that he appeared to be a bad boy, had access to literal magic, and she’d miss him terribly when he was gone, then leap into bed with him the minute he returned and showed a bit of interest in her. He wasn’t so much a SNORC rockstar to her, as possibly the roadie who got to warm up with the guitar before concerts, while thousands of people roared with anticipation.

After she told him her location, he goggled for a while. It wasn’t impossible to get out there, but it definitely wouldn’t be happening without the Agency knowing all about his trip and what he brought with him into the facility.

The island wasn’t searchable on his phone. He had to get out to Hawaii on an Agency paid for flight, then head to the Agency transportation hub, which was nothing more than a local airport operated by their people. He’d been in jeans and a leather jacket getting on the plane at O’Hare, but he stepped off and immediately discarded that for shorts and a t-shirt.

After that it was another shorter flight, in a rat trap of a plane, followed by a rental car, a long drive through jungle wilderness, and finally to a tiny airstrip for tourists. Only, somehow, you couldn’t really find the website, couldn’t really find the telephone number, and even if you showed up here on site, they would make it clear this place wasn’t for you, by making it look like a shit hole.

“You don’t have to worry, sir,” the pilot shouted over the roar of the propellers. He had a scraggly beard and looked like he’d been busted for possession of meth at least once. “I know she don’t look like much, but she’s a beaut. Flies like a dream.”

The thing had pontoons, meaning there was nowhere on their target island to land.

“I’ll bet she does,” he said drily.

All the rust begged to differ, but Drat didn’t press. The compound in Alaska had seemed the same way at first. The rental van had driven through entirely too much plain, coniferous forest for Drat’s taste. He wondered if he was about to have his organs harvested during that van ride… and when he’d heard Fletcher’s story about telling Johnson he wanted a million bucks for his kidneys, he’d almost choked on his drink.

Out away from Hawaii’s main islands, there were actually over a hundred more… that people knew about. The volcanic archipelago had more besides, that were accessible only if you had security clearance.

He ended up having to hike past several nuclear testing site warning signs, nuclear waste storage warning signs and stickers, property of US government signs, no trespassing signs, and then more danger signs. All of these sported bullet holes to punctuate all the warnings.

This one didn’t look like much more than a green rock thrust up out of the ocean, but if you drilled down, you’d find a complex that would make the Japanese from World War II jealous. It was sleek and futuristic, like you’d expect from millions and millions of taxpayer dollars spent on a single site. It was essentially an inverted luxury hotel, with lots of rooms, and several larger conference rooms.

Helen met him at the prefabricated shack on the island’s surface, beaming. He wondered if this was the fabled Quonset hut out of Stephen King books. Drat enjoyed a nice, relaxing scare at the hands of Mr. King.

Helen’s stiff greeting told him there were hidden cameras, which he expected.

“You guys really spared no expense,” he said.

“Come on,” she said, and they entered the hut together. His only indication that she was happy to see him was when she brushed his hand with hers.

The elevator ride was long and boring, the place transforming from empty jungle on a secluded island into secretive bunker in an instant.

“You’ll be debriefed and questioned before you’re allowed through,” she said.

“Of course.”

They turned a corner, and Drat found himself faced with four large guards, one of whom had a pair of handcuffs.

“There is a matter of your expedition leader that needs to be discussed.”

“Handcuffs?” he asked, incredulous. “What am I gonna do, run away and swim across the ocean back to a tiny island in Hawaii?”

She appeared remorseful, but that wouldn’t get him out of the handcuffs. “I’m sorry, Spence.”

He bared his teeth at her. “Make it up to me,” he said.

He was, however, led through a lot of the compound, which was a stupid move on the part of the architect. If you were going to put holding cells in your remote black site, you needed to keep them away from the portal to the other world.

Drat passed the portal room, the conference rooms, admin offices, and regular old quarters before they went further down another elevator into the holding cells. Helen made the trip with them all, in the worst kind of silence.

So this might not work out the way he wanted. Sure he’d gotten Trent in here, and the ladies were already here, but he hadn’t been seen during his entry to earth, nor had he participated in Fletcher’s plan to get his mother through. Trent had been left to his own devices too, until Drat set him up.

“Awful lot of security you have here for someone on your payroll.”

No one responded.

Finally, they passed the other cells, which gave him some hope. Cinzy’s face was the first he saw, followed by Tara, Isabelle, Ivy, and then Trent.

“The gang’s all here,” Ivy remarked.

The cell wasn’t as bad as he imagined. It had a screen that acted as a fake window, and he could control it by touch, so if he wanted a lush forest in Oregon during a rainstorm, he could get that. If he wanted a Hawaiian sunset with horrible seagull screeching, he could get that. And everything in between. It also contained personal effects he’d left in storage: a handful of books, some by Stephen King, and his gamedeck. Sure he didn’t have internet, but he didn’t need it.

“Drat!” Isabelle called.

“Nope,” he said. “You guys made some kind of plan that I wasn’t a part of, and I am not getting roped into your plan. I’m headed back through.”

It was only two hours playing an RPG in the cell before he was summoned to his interrogation.

“We need to have a discussion,” the balding man said. He was not Agent Ray Winters, who had already resigned his position and was going through the paperwork necessary to never mention SNORC ever again. Instead, he was a different balding, slightly fat nobody who ‘believed in the core mission of the United States and would do anything to uphold it.’ Drat promptly forgot his name.

“You were not seen coming through the portal in Alaska,” Agent No-name said.

“I have an invisibility ability,” Drat said.

“You have an invisibility ability.”

“It wears off as I lose mana.”

“It wears off… as you lose mana.”

“I thought it would be funny.”

“You thought it would be funny,” Agent Moron repeated.

Drat cocked his head. “Are you stupid, hard of hearing, or impaired mentally? I mean I wouldn’t discount the possibility that there’s a combination of the two, or I guess all three. You do understand that the other world is magic, that people choose classes, that my class is Rogue, and that Rogues have magic sneaking abilities, right? Or is it your first day?”

The man stared at him for quite a long time before picking up his tablet and tapping at it several times. Then he shot a picture from the Alaska portal room out onto the interrogation room wall.

“This…” he said, making a red box appear, “has been identified as McCauley Skulkins, a creature from the other world you have bonded with.”

“I… don’t know what I’m looking at,” Drat said truthfully. It looked like half a blurry paw floating in the air, with some static across it. “That, I would say, is extremely inconclusive.”

“Your bond mate is the granter of invisibility,” Agent Misplaced Confidence said.

“I tell you what,” Drat said. “You take me to the portal room, open the portal, and let me in there so I can recharge my mana. I’ll come back thirty minutes later and go invisible right in front of your big dumb face.”

That wouldn’t happen. Even if they sent through a bunch of goons who all had powers, he could disappear and go get help in the form of Fletcher and Alan and all the Nakamamon bond mate buddies. It was wishful thinking on his part that they’d just let him through the portal.

The man leaned forward. “You’re nothing more than a twenty-two year old high school dropout punkass. You should be working a fry station for minimum wage. I will never, for the life of me, understand the hiring practices at this agency,” he hissed.

Without batting an eye, Drat replied, “On that we can wholeheartedly agree, Agent Fuckface.”

The interrogation was essentially over. Agent Fat and Lazy and Balding asked more questions and Drat answered them, but the ‘damning’ evidence failed to elicit the response they hoped. He didn’t crack or confess, and there was no possibility of a test of his abilities like he hoped.

Instead he was marched back to his cell.

“When am I going to be let back on assignment?” he asked, but received no response.

This is Drat being annoyed but not at all surprised.
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Chapter 15- Up The Butt

The day brought a dreary, dank rain with it. I wished for Trent even more than before. Jacoby’s Wizards rainproofed the tents, but the surrounding ground became a slippery mass of mud. It wasn’t a great portent for the end of this problem with the fighting aspects caged up here.

If there was one bright ray of sunshine in all this, it was that Jacoby looked even sexier in the driving rain. Silken black hair plastered to her head, skintight black suit clinging to her curves, the rain making her white skin look even paler. Put these together, and you had a damsel in distress look that wouldn’t quit.

“What?” she demanded.

“You look miserable,” I told her.

“Great! Wonderful!” She threw up her hands. “Look, we have today. After you try today, I’m pulling up the stakes and we’re heading out to one of the towns. There’ll be shelter for us that isn’t loud as hell in the rain, a laboratory we can rent or borrow, more materials there for you, and most importantly, plenty of hiding spaces.”

“So no pressure,” I said.

She pointed a finger at me, a very angry finger, but failed to follow it up. It probably had a little bit to do with Vellenia coming up and hugging me from behind.

“Today?” she gushed. “We’re doing it today.”

We did it almost every day, but I declined to mention this. Instead I looked her up and down. She was soaked to the bone like Jacoby. Unlike the expedition leader, Vellenia loved to be both naked and wet. The thin sun dress she wore left nothing to the imagination. I especially liked the way it contoured around her pubic mound. She caught me looking and grinned.

“Shall we remove all anxiety and stress before we get going?” She said, and cocked one hip in my direction.

“Happily… immediately after,” I said, and received a pout in return. “And you’re going to have to stop Poppy when she gets in, and turn her right around.”

She wouldn’t like that; the only reason the little pixie had agreed to be the liaison was the chance to get into bed with me at every available opportunity.

However, she needed to inform Regina, Shakindria and my mom about the change in venue. They would have to choose between shadowing us from a safe distance, and keeping within range of my improved Psyspeech, or striking out on their own to stay away from the people looking for us.

The ‘laboratory’ was little more than two large blue tarpaulins strung up at around eight feet to keep the rain off. I soon had the Wizards marking off an abjuration circle to ward off rain in this area too… they told me it would interfere with the mana I was about to use, and if I needed precision results, to go without.

Where was good old Trent when you needed him? I had lucked out with the stone Sorcerer.

In any event, I had several folding tables at my disposal, all the beakers, vials and pipettes I might need, and racks to store all of them. They hadn’t requisitioned the Healer’s handbook that Alan carried around everywhere—or rather, that Muppin carried around everywhere—but they had been in contact with HQ secretly and were trying to get copies of the handbook sent, clay tablet by clay tablet. I wish they had the ability to pull these clay tablets out of the future, because right now they just didn’t exist.

Wayne wasn’t the Transmutation specialist; that title was taken by a woman named Mira. Unlike most of the newbies here, Mira was somewhere between fifty and a million years old. It wasn’t possible to tell, given the way mana messed with the aging process. Mira had the physique of a woman fully in her prime, and the skin of a woman in her eighties. Still, her hair was a luxurious auburn that fell down her back.

“Glycerine, as ordered,” she said, and produced a Mason jar full of the stuff.

Affinity, together with the Mana Affinity skill, told me it was well made and didn’t have an oversaturation of mana that came with most magically created materials. It would hopefully do the job.

Along with the henge sage, I decided to go with a couple of mood lifters. The common numphty I’d used on the Marshin eggs were abundant, and those went into a bath of water to tease out the mood settling properties over low heat. The henge sage went into its own heated water bath. I had to stir both of these in different patterns and feed both varying amounts of mana, so I asked Vellenia for her assistance. The Marshin happily got to work, dancing around with pirouettes and humming a tune I didn’t know. Savannah was soon by her side, beat boxing like no one on earth could, and making various stringed instrument sounds by tapping her fingers against her thumbs. She was literally making musical accompaniment for Vellenia. My bond mate turned to me with a smile and winked.

Congratulations! the UI suddenly blurted. Your relationship with bond mate Vellenia (Marshin) has advanced. Your reciprocal abilities from Vellenia have advanced.

While under water, you now have webbed hands and feet.

Dazzle now has an initial stun effect.

Your water and fairy resistances have increased.

Your bond mate’s abilities also advance.

I watched Vellenia and Savannah in amusement and no small amount of love, while I drew out the mana enhancement and divine properties of my brand new plant. I kept probing with Mana Affinity, and it soon told me when to draw the henge sage infusion off the fire and strain the petals and leaves out. Then, I boiled this over low heat with even more stirring, so the water escaped and I was left with nothing but what I needed.

Vellenia soon had the common numphty infusion made up as well. From here, it was time to shave off the bark of the hardwood tree the Wizards had procured. The hardwood also needed steeping in near-boiling water, and the remainder of the water boiled off after the essence was captured. All the while, I poured mana into it in a formation like I’d done with the God of Productivity, which layered the essence of the hardwood like bricks. The intent was to make the hardwood act as a way to settle the cure into the body and refuse to leave. If you drank water, that water would leave your body. If you drank cure, the cure could leave your body in a similar fashion, and the body could revert back to its former sickened state. The hardwood’s presence helped inure the body to its new state and keep it that way.

All these needed to go into the glycerine. In total, this took something like twelve hours. I slipped into a trance while concocting, enough to ignore the presence of any people coming or going. I was pretty sure Fairy Poppins had appeared at some point, and only zipped around my head a short time before disappearing again. She got her orders by way of Vellenia and left. The Wizards, the Guardians, Oz, Savannah, and Jacoby all came at some points to watch me work, but I’d given Jacoby the heads up that disrupting this process ruined the materials and necessitated starting again. They left me to my business.

Develop Cure (Medium/Plant/Beast) Check: Currently, you have the Develop Cure (Medium) skill at level 6, Develop Cure (Beast) at level 1, Develop Cure (Plant) at level 1, and Affinity at level 9. Other applicable skills are unranked. Your aspect-specific knowledge lowers the difficulty of this check by 2. As this is not an illness to be cured, this check is Extreme difficulty. Would you like to spend your 11 Tokens to succeed automatically?

Total Tokens: 9 Affinity and 7 Free Tokens.

I paused at the mention of lowering the difficulty of the check based on my skill level in the aspect of the creature, and took a deep, cleansing breath. Of course there was a bonus to spending skill levels where they were otherwise pointless to spend.

Still, there was almost no chance of me succeeding with 16 skill levels and requiring 10 successes. I averaged just under 50% success rate now, and, well…

Almost didn’t mean purely impossible. I’d burn an additional Token if it came to the retry. I pressed no, and watched in suspense as each of my attribute and skill levels tabulated the successes. Based on the first two failures, I readied myself to spend 11 Tokens.

But then the next nine attempts all succeeded in a row. I watch in amazement, as two more failures hit. Sheesh, if I failed this by one, and had the opportunity to lower the difficulty by one or two—

One of the last three came out a success.

Congratulations! You have succeeded in crafting a remedy for a condition.

I stared in confusion at the list of successes and failures, but then took the concoction off the heat and asked the Wizards to cool it after a good thirty minutes with some kind of cold spell.

“Deep breaths,” Jacoby said, and clapped a hand on my shoulder. “Good job.”

I informed her that the job was only half done. I now had a half a Mason jar filled with a viscous liquid with both divine and magical properties. It glowed, but the glint of divinity within was weak, and only emitted a soft radiance. The mana was stronger, giving it a blue-purple color and causing tiny arcs of lightning to appear and disappear within.

“The other half the job is extreme violence,” I muttered.

“What?”

“Knowing is half the battle… the other half of the battle is extreme violence. You don’t know that one?”

She gaped at me.

“I’m kidding… but this will be the hard part, obviously. The physical part.” Administering this was not going to be a simple matter.

We gathered at the center of the camp and stood around the sound canceling ritual spell circle. Inside that circle, I realized the error of my thinking. Noise wasn’t being canceled, it was just being stopped at the border of this circle. As soon as I stepped inside the circle, I was blasted with the sounds of all these screeching, shrieking, roaring, snarling beasts.

I stepped back out.

“That… is terrible.”

Jacoby stared from me to the caged creatures, and back to me. After stepping in, then back out of the circle, her demeanor had visibly changed. A confident and upbeat Jacoby went in, but a shaken and somber Jacoby came out. “Let’s take the first one out of the circle and over toward the swamp.”

“Agreed.”

Since nobody wanted to get their hands on the cage, it fell to the Wizards to use their telekinesis spells in order to float the cage off its hook, out of the magic soundproofing circle, and over my garden of spliced plants and other herbs.

“Savannah?” I asked. “Could you kindly?”

The smiling Bard hunkered down in front of the creature that appeared to be Tweedle Dee’s twin sister, and spoke softly to it.

“Guardians?” I asked quietly.

My job would be to slather this goopy salve onto the mana pressure points of the creature, hopefully without getting my face bitten off.

The Vulpetunia cowered back in its cell, hissing, ears laid back and tail between its legs. Wild red-tinged eyes turned our way, then toward the Guardians.

“It’s all right,” I said, holding out a hand. “Nobody’s going to hurt you. Everything is going to be all right now.”

My initial attempts to slowly ease in the wooden spoon slathered with the salve were easily batted away. If the poor creature didn’t swipe it away with a paw, then it was swiped away by a whipping vine.

I tried for the new Dazzle effect, which definitely worked. The flower fox’s eyes sparkled with disorienting golden lights. I had just enough time to ease the salve in through the bars again before the sparkles cleared and its eyes sharpened again. It snarled and lashed out with a vine whip, this time wrapping around my wrist. Guardians immediately bolted forward, but I held a hand out.

“It’s all right,” I told it. “I’m not going to hurt you.”

Here I failed a Persuasion check.

The condition had disoriented it. The mana flowing through its body made it all but immune to social rolls. Even when Savannah tried her Bard abilities, nothing happened. I was slowly, inexorably pulled toward the cage.

“Get him free,” Jacoby ordered, and against my further protests, the Guardians intervened. The guy soon had the vine in a stranglehold, while the other worked the cage open.

“That’s a bad idea,” I called. “Leave her be, okay?”

With vines through the bars of the cage, there was only so much my patient could do, and only so far she could go.

“I’ve got this, Healer,” the female Guardian said, “You do the healing and I’ll do the guarding.” I was pretty sure they’d nicknamed this one Ribbit, based on the specialized hoodie with the frog eyes on top.

The Vulpetunia launched herself against the cage’s door and blasted Ribbit back several feet, where she rolled over. Muscles under the adorable creature’s fur bulged, the vines simply snapped off, and it catapulted through the air at Ribbit. The Guardian was just sitting up when it was on her.

I watched for only half a second before getting my feet under me and moving my butt. In the meantime, vines lashed out and got Ribbit around both wrists. The Vulpetunia head butted her, putting her flat on her back, before leaping up and coming down with a flying kick directly to the stomach. Ribbit only just managed to manifest her blue magic shield and deflect the kick. The two rolled, ending up with Ribbit on top and the fox trying desperately to kick, punch, and head butt.

It occurred to me that this Nakamamon didn’t have any of the symptoms of rabies. It wasn’t frothing mad, but it had been caged up. Mostly though, it wasn’t trying to eat the Guardian. No, it was going one on one with Jacoby’s team member. And really, the ten pound creature, the size of a small dog, didn’t look so formidable… after all, it had flowers growing out of its ears and tails. The vines were the worst part, and weren’t all that strong. They hadn’t overpowered me.

That was a moment before a burst of pollen shot out and got all in Ribbit’s eyes, nose and mouth.

I landed the first dollop of the remedy on the fox’s head, smearing from crown to the space between its eyes. It turned and yipped menacingly at me, but wasn’t able to attack. Instead it kicked ineffectually at Ribbit and struggled while I got some goop on its heart area, got another bit on its stomach, and then for the coup de grace, had to ask Ribbit and the male Guardian to seize it by the legs and tails.

Both regarded me with incredulity, and I can honestly say they would have been right to do so, had I not briefed everybody on the taint chakra. But I had been through this with them, and if they didn’t remember going ‘ewww’ the first time, then this look of grossed out amazement was on them.

With a sigh, I said, “Yeah, I need to administer this cure… up the butt.”

It wasn’t true, but wasn’t far off either. By now Ribbit had the blue shield in the Vulpetunia’s mouth and it was chewing on it furiously. It still looked adorable, in a way. The Guardian’s mouth worked open and closed.

“Just do it,” I told him. “Remember, I do the healing, and you do the Guardian-ing?”

“But—”

“Correct, butt.” The steady look I gave him apparently worked, because he sighed, listened to Ribbit’s command to hurry this along, and got to it.

This is Christopher watching in grim amusement as a man pries up the five tails before he can plaster some viscous sludge adjacent to a fox’s anus.
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Chapter 16- This Is Flunt, and That Is Rustle

The change that came over the creature was as immediate as it was satisfying. The muscular fox seemed to deflate back down to its original cute and fluffy size and shape. The rabid fury drained out of its muzzle and the look in its eyes softened.

“That’s right,” I soothed. “That’s right.”

Using my magical senses, I was able to track the flow of fighting aspect mana out of its body, back out through its heart, up through its third eye and crown. All the furious reddish energy was replaced by the plain white of beast aspect mana, surging up from the fox’s tummy and into the channels of mana leading to its head.

Achievement! Alter the fundamental aspect of a Nakamamon.

You have taken the power of gods into your hands and made a shift in the foundation of what makes a Nakamamon. It must feel awesome to change a creature so completely.

Reward: +3 skill points

“Let it go,” I told the Guardians. Again, they exchanged a look, but Jacoby confirmed my words and commanded them to release the creature.

I had a face full of orange fluff a moment later as the Vulpetunia pounced on me.

She was licking my face, getting the remainder of my salve back on me, and rubbing her head all in my face and neck. Pollen was all up in my nose holes and my face. I started sneezing immediately.

From that moment on the Vulpetunia might as well have been my bonded Nakamamon. She stayed with me everywhere. Jacoby called a halt to this location and that we were packing up camp, so she stuck by my side as I packed away all the tools and samples I’d been given. I needed cuttings of all the plants in my garden, and she was there on her haunches, ears perked up and bees buzzing around her flowers.

Now that she wasn’t a fighting aspect any longer, her coat seemed to gleam glossy in the weak swamp sunlight coming through the clouds. The rain had stopped, but the camp was still a muddy mess. That didn’t matter to my new best friend.

And my second new best friend. The camp was just about packed up and ready to go when a familiar form detached from the foliage nearby and spooked a whole bunch of people all at once.

“What the heck?” Savannah asked. “Guardians?”

That wasn’t necessary. I called everybody off and introduced the Shrubber-Nee! to the team.

It was basically an ambulatory bush, which could imitate a number of different forms by twining its tentacle-like branches in different configurations. “This wonderful creature helped me out of a jam,” I told them. “Helped me find some flowers I needed to whip up a cure for the God of Productivity.” At that point, the Nakamamon had flowed almost like water through the dense forest. It had also spread itself out into a sort of octopus shape with many longer, more flexible arms. At the top though, it had an almost human-like head with long, pointy ears, and a precious and comical expression of being slightly confused. Or I should say face, because the branches and leaves acted as hair, too.

“Did you… how did you find me?”

The creature didn’t answer. The eyes blinked, but it just rustled its leaves in a way that might’ve been a response.

“I don’t have the skill for speaking with plant aspects,” Jacoby said, pouting. “I’m sorry, Shrubber-Nee!”

It rustled its branches and leaves again, this time I was pretty sure differently than the first.

“She… uh, he… uh, they… must’ve been the reason the perimeter guy didn’t find me,” I said. I squinted at the creature. It seemed like a humanoid Nakamamon should have a gender, but aside from the head, I didn’t know what was going on under the branches.

I was certain Jocinda had named the thing, and it wasn’t a good one, so I pursed my lips.

“How do you feel about me giving you a name?”

It rose up and clapped two branch-like appendages, before prancing around in a bit of a dance.

Kate Bush was the first name that came to mind. The singer out of the 80’s had been featured in a BoobTube series. Everything in the 80’s had been feature in that huge hit series: The Neverending Story, Ghostbusters, Metallica, and others I didn’t know. Still, I dismissed the name. Holly was the next one up. Then…

“How do you feel about Flora?”

The Nakamamon leapt onto me, then in a thoroughly non-human way, swirled around my body. The face rotated around, down and up, around this way and that, before coming very close to mine. The face was made of wood, which appeared to be carved and painted. Still, the puzzled expression slowly bent into a satisfied smile. It leaned forward and rubbed its forehead on mine, before detaching.

Flora, who had just become a female to me, skipped and danced away through the team, who were still finalizing their preparations to leave.

It fell to the Wizards to pack most of the campsite’s materials away using shrinking spells and dimensional storage units. These had the bonus of being bigger on the inside, so a regular backpack you might wear to high school could haul two or three hundred pounds and make it feel like twenty. The trade off was that these things were volatile; they could explode if they got too close to one another.

None of the animals could be fitted into the dimensional storage units, for arcane reasons that didn’t make sense to me, so the Wizards had to devise floating platforms of pure solidified mana, which hovered a few feet off the ground and could be pulled along. Again, they couldn’t get too close to the dimensional storage or they’d risk exploding. The whole thing had a jovial feel to it, with all the Guardians ribbing the Wizards about how long it might be until we had an explosion. Would be a Nakamamon blown sky high, or a Wizard folded into a dimensional storage bag? It sure would be fun to find out! Only time would tell!

Jacoby, being higher level than Regina or Tara, had a swift movement ability that happened to be an aura. It blanketed all of us together and helped turn a leisurely jog into a gallop that ate up the miles.

We took off shortly after breakfast and made good time. The swamp slowly morphed into the grassland with occasional trees, then a series of sparse woods, mostly boogie trees now. The land started undulating, gentle rises with waving grasses and wildflowers. Off to the east lay Glumpdumpkin, poking hundreds of feet off the ground, only visible as a blue smudge against the sky, filled as it was with mana-shimmering clouds.

We passed Nakamamon, so many Nakamamon. Some were enormous eagles, some had four legs and were the size of houses, some were thin and spindly and considerably smaller. One was a pink blob with what appeared to be a helicopter rotor spinning along on top of it. Another was like a bipedal Komodo dragon made entirely of gleaming metal. We passed teensy little bugs, frogs the size of a car, centipedes the size of centipedes, but with spines sticking out of each segment that crackled with electricity.

Along the way, I got another achievement: spot 50 species of a single aspect. This gave me a free skill point, which made me grin. Then I got another achievement for 25 species of fire aspect, followed almost immediately by 25 species of plant aspect. Each of these granted a single skill point, and I whooped with each one. Nothing like more skill points. More and more and more.

We also passed some sapient types I recognized from Glumpdumpkin. They waved as we rushed by.

I was glad to have made this place a little better. I’d be happier if we could revert all the fighting aspect Nakamamon back to their original states. The appearance of half a dozen of them though… that was concerning. It went from one to six in an awful hurry.

We took a rest on a low rise, among a stand of boogie trees. Oz immediately climbed to the top to scout for any of the other Agency people who might be hunting after me. Jacoby plopped down, knees spread wide and arms on her knees, staring northward.

“Where are we going to end up?” I asked Jacoby. The Vulpetunia had hopped up into my lap and curled into a ball with its tails shielding it. The slight scents of various flowers rose up off her. Vellenia plopped down and leaned against me too, which Jacoby did not fail to notice.

“I doubt you can see it, but there’s something like a mountain up there,” she said, pointing.

I squinted. “That… ball?”

Jacoby stared at me. “You can see that?”

I nodded. Like Glumpdumpkin, it was nothing more than a shape shaded by the atmosphere, a pale blue against an even paler blue sky.

It took us another full day to get there. That thing resolved into a darker and more prominent shape, what looked to be a colossal snow globe. It was on a pedestal easily two hundred feet high, and the sphere itself was far bigger. As we drew closer, it resolved into a huge stone ball. From the pedestal came a rush of water, slowly helping the ball to revolve around and around.

“I have been waiting a very long time to ask,” I said to Jacoby, “but what am I looking at here?”

“That,” she said, sweeping a hand towards the gargantuan mystery, “is Flunt-on-the-Rustle.”

“I beg your pardon?”

That thing, Jacoby told me, that New-York-borough-sized spinning marble atop its water-gushing pedestal, was a town.

***

Flunt-on-the-Rustle was one of three towns I had been told about initially when I started my assignment. It was the second place I was supposed to visit. For some reason we still didn’t understand, bigger population centers had more broken gods. I mean, stepping back and taking a look at the forest made it make more sense, but still not the underlying bits. Population centers had more gods because they had more stuff going on. Slinktrickle had more apparel, Glumpdumpkin had more productivity and secret spaces and lost jewelry, and the various other gods I’d healed up that we found under the influence of Productivity.

“We have intel that this place is all right… or was when the last expedition left two weeks ago,” Jacoby said, and approached the gigantic pedestal. “We’ll largely keep you out of sight, or in disguise, or a bit of both, and that will prevent anyone from spy on us from above like what happened the other day.”

We ascended stairs to a large platform, which was operated by several Nakamamon handlers. The platform, a slate gray thing made of stone, was etched with fun designs of cartoonish Nakamamon shapes. Each glowed neon, like they’d been painted in special spray paint that reacted with black lights.

“If it’s safe we’ll get in contact with your people and invite them,” Jacoby said.

No, we wouldn’t. There was simply no way Jacoby, who I didn’t fully trust, was going to have me and my mother in one place, not while the Agency still had an APB out for me. She needed me for this fighting aspect job. She might need me for some relief of a more intimate nature after that. I was under no illusions that she might just, before or after the intimate relief part, rat me out to the Agency if I served her purposes, or failed to serve her purposes. She had made it clear in our first few meetings that she considered ascension in the Agency to be the number one thing.

I’d have to feel her out more.

The roar of water assaulted our senses as we reached the top of the structure. Water appeared from somewhere within, rushing up over the sphere part of the town, and also down several large channels on each side of the base structure, like waterfalls.

All of us, including Fairy Poppins, Vellenia, my new friend Flora, and my new multi-tailed, floral-scented cuddle buddy who still needed a name, met a Nakamamon just like Larelle operating the lift. She was huge, at least eight feet tall, with entirely too much hair, and her muscles had muscles. She operated the lift, guided newcomers in how the town would operate, and wore only a loincloth. Her huge breasts were on full display, and I tried not to stare at their perfect, featureless roundness. I’d wondered idly at times whether Larelle was just like Vellenia in the way her nipples and genitals slowly materialized when she got aroused… or not. The answer was yes.

This operator’s name was Zarelle, clearly the twenty-sixth of her species. Zarelle informed us that once we got up to the top of the pedestal, which itself was a thriving community of at least two hundred all in one gigantic building, we would need to wait.

There is an opening in the sphere, Zarelle told us telepathically. It rotates around and allows in newcomers, supplies, and water.

Entry into Flunt-on-the-Rustle was going to be wet. I caught Jacoby staring at me… at Vellenia and I, out of the corner of her eye. She looked away when I glanced towards her.

I was pretty sure Jacoby and I were going to end up in bed together, just as I was pretty sure Savannah and I would never end up in bed together. It was just a feeling I had.

I was glad she could communicate directly into my mind, because the roar of water moving this gigantic ball was deafening. It was like standing inches from Niagara Falls.

You’re in luck, Zarelle told us. The opening is slated to arrive very soon. After that, it should approach every evening about this time.

‘Very soon’ ended up being almost forty-five minutes, though I had no real complaints. Although I wanted to heal the fighting aspect claiming the other five Nakamamon Jacoby found, it was her rodeo. She’d ordered the evacuation of the swamp site.

The opening slowly came into view, showing that the town had been built all around the inside the shell of this enormous sphere. Gravity… did not seem to mind. I noted trees, houses and larger buildings as the opening approached.

A whole lot happened in a very short time. One, we stepped into a huge, crate-loaded raft and were shoved into the water just as the opening came down to our level. It was wet, loud, and exhilarating. Two, we were surrounded by cheers of townsfolk of all types. Some looked like bipedal salamanders of purple with blue stripes on their backs. Two creatures looking just like Shakindria—Mindelas—offloaded most everything telekinetically. All the crates anyway, were lifted up onto a secure and dry platform. Three, the streets were instantly flooded with the rushing water.

“That… has to be normal. That’s normal?” I asked. The force of the water was enough to stagger me. My new friend Flora climbed onto me and Vellenia, suspended between us and peering down at the flooding.

Vellenia clearly wasn’t bothered, nor were the citizens living in this area of the town. A whole district’s worth of houses simply rose up on stilts as I watched. The gardens out in front of their houses seemed to grow rows of stones that served as borders between the streets and the homeowners’ property.

That flooding was quickly picked up by what appeared to be huge tree roots nearby, but which were actually pipes. These collected the water and sent it shooting out all over the place.

The strangest thing was how half the sphere was simply transparent. More of this world’s magic rendered it invisible so the lower half could get sunlight. This immediately made no sense, as the opposite part would always be on the bottom of the sphere when it was night outside, and therefore would never have functional agriculture due to the ever present night.

Again, magic was a thing, and therefore anything could be okay. The HQ castle was constantly turning over and over in the air, with twin gravities simultaneously. Glumpdumpkin’s houses were built on angles and get none of that mattered. It had a river that ran up against the pull of gravity. My brain needed to accept that this worked… somehow. The somehow was magic. The details could be gotten as we went along.

“Appears we have a problem, boss lady,” Oz said conversationally.

“What’s that?”

“Never seen it like this, sure as,” he said, and pointed.

Across the huge sphere, maybe a half mile directly across from us, the whole district felt off. At first glance, it just seemed dark, decrepit, and run down. Further inspection told me it was deserted. No garden plants, no Nakamamon tending to them, or going about their business.

“It’s always something,” she said. “They’ll handle their problems, we’ll handle this.”

“And when their problem intrudes on our problem?” I asked.

This is Christopher getting a heavy, heavy eye roll.
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Chapter 17- I Don’t Throw Babies

Fairy Poppins wanted to be the one to accompany me, but I put a stop to that. She always turned every action we undertook into a shameless sex act. She made sure I knew I’d regret it before I set off, zipping around angrily in circles, but I tried to placate her with promises of a hook up as soon as I could manage it. Unfortunately, my Persuasion skill check failed by a slim margin, and since it was contested against a sentient creature, I couldn’t spend further Tokens.

Sigh. If there was one consolation, it was that Jacoby demanded we check out the area affected by sick divinity.

“Fact-finding mission then,” I said. “One hour, tops. Let’s go, Expedition Leader.”

Jacoby leveled a flat glare my way. “Do I hand over the title of Expedition Leader to you?”

“Come on,” I said. “You were going to need a threat analysis of that thing anyway. Let’s go.”

“I don’t know what kind of protection you have against gods, but I don’t have any,” she said.

I summoned my Prismatic Apparel to me and handed it to her.

Prismatic Apparel

Item, Wondrous, Legendary

This set of clothing is able to be shaped in any way the wearer wishes. Merely turn the articles inside out to alter their form. The color of the new form will be randomized.

This item has the following properties: godsbane, unbreakable, soulbound, returning.

Godsbane: While wearing this clothing you are assumed to have +5 Resistance to the Gods.

Unbreakable: This item never takes damage and can never be destroyed except by divine power.

Soulbound: this item belongs solely to you. You may gift this item to another, but the item may never be taken from you.

Returning: this item returns to your possession at a thought.

“This thing right here has a skill called Divine Resistance at level 5. All you have to do is put it on.”

She took her time identifying it, then goggled at me for a few seconds before slipping it over her shoulders. Yes, Divine Resistance was a thing, a thing that this item had. Then, reconsidering, she turned it inside out and frowned at the way it turned into a dress.

Hey, it had pockets.

“I’m not sure if I can wear this,” she said, and turned it inside out again. It became a windbreaker this time, and she nodded at it. “All right, that’ll do.”

We were going over to the derelict, deserted part of town, and that was that. This spherical town had a god problem, most likely, and Jacoby and I were going to figure out what before I went a step further.

She’d be complaining about the heat a few minutes later, around the time we got our first Durability check and I received nine and a half hours of exposure time before I was affected. She’d be asking me to turn around so she could strip off her tactical ops vest less than five minutes after that. When I told her she could just leave it on the ground rather than carry it, she eyed me with amazement and suspicion. She could just… what?

I gestured to the area around us. “There’s literally no one around us. Nobody’s going to take your stuff.”

“It’s… spooky,” she said.

“Correct.”

“Where are they all, and why did they abandon this part?” she asked.

“For some reason, the Nakamamon from other this area felt the need to leave.”

I spotted two figures in the shadow of a house, engaged in some rhythmic contortions. I couldn’t help but chuckle… most likely some horny teenagers getting away from their parents’ overbearing rules and taking advantage of some privacy to get their freak on.

In the area affected by a sick or dead god.

I shrugged. Not my circus and not my monkeys.

“What happens to them?”

“Not sure, but hopefully nothing,” I said. Hopefully they’d just smash and then get back to safety. So far, malfunctioning gods hadn’t been directly responsible for any deaths.

Another pair we found a few houses later was also standing in the shadows, but they weren’t playing hide the sausage. These two were standing and holding hands, discussing something in low tones.

“Okay that’s a little strange.”

The couple spotted us and went deeper into the shadows, then disappeared into a side alley.

Jacoby froze. “There’s something around the corner. I can hear it.” She blushed, her pale Asian skin going bright red. “They’re… uh…”

“Engaged in acts most carnal?”

She regarded me, breathing heavily.

This could be a situation involving the god that had empowered me. The Lovers.

She stopped. “They… stopped.” I could hear a furious argument a little ways away, shouts and shrieks of betrayal stuffing up the stillness.

“I’m going to go ahead and say the situation we’re looking at here is a mental one… I mean first a divine ailment, where the god might be dead and we need to resurrect it, but then a mental ailment, where we need to set the god’s mind right. That’ll fix whatever is making these people pound each other relentlessly.”

After dealing with the fighting aspect problem.

Jacoby was staring at me oddly.

“I don’t make the rules,” I said. “We just dealt with a similar thing back in Slinktrickle. Stole everybody’s clothes.”

Her eyes got real wide.

“Yeah, you’re wearing the gift of a god that died, we brought back to life, then healed up.”

She looked down at the windbreaker, a stylish thing in geometric blocks of different color: forest green, a mid-tone greenish gray, and a darker greenish gray. Turtle gray, is a good way to describe it. She hadn’t zipped it up, but had her hands jammed into the pockets, like it would help keep the contagion from infecting her.

Since Jacoby had stripped off the tac vest, I could make out the black tank top underneath, and the way her small breasts were pushed up and together into a modest cleavage.

I then caught myself looking at about the same time as she looked up and caught me.

The first thing I did was make sure she wasn’t going to start getting symptoms and fall victim to the divine contagion. Getting a read on her Durability check situation, I found that she had a little over an hour. It would be enough time to head in, assess the situation, and get out. I offered up Healer’s Resistance. It would allow her to extend her immunity from the divine effect by a lot. Whatever mental affliction these people had, it wasn’t something she wanted.

“I’ve never seen houses like this,” she said in awe.

Just like in Glumpdumpkin, these houses were all… unique. Bizarre.

The crystal one was the oddest, because it was overgrown. It was a squat structure of maybe twenty feet high, forty feet wide and possibly fifty feet deep. Now it was nearly thirty feet high, and had expanded outwards with a crystal spike to pierce the house next door. Someone clearly needed to come back home and… trim their house I guess.

There were other examples of weirdness, but we couldn’t investigate.

With my Ingenuity raised up this high, I noted an increase in my ability to memorize things. It hadn’t been hard to see the map of the town, glance up at the town itself, and know exactly where I was going. The small fountain roundabout that served as a well was just there, the crystal house that was eating up the next door neighbors’ house was there, and that meant one street and three houses that way was the hidden portion of the god. Simple. A ten minute walk.

“How do you want to handle this?”

Jacoby shrugged in the Prismatic Apparel. She was still complaining about the heat, and in my periphery I got flashes of her trim stomach. “I’ll put the Wizards on a circle of divine protection, and we’ll set up camp here, so you can study this in your off hours.”

“That’s good.”

“The moment we’re done with these other five fighters, we’ll be out of here, you understand?”

“Come on,” I said, and gestured to the district around me.

She didn’t like this, and it was pretty easy to see why. She’d been very mission-focused ever since I met her, and this was a hundred percent not her mission.

It was either her people becoming my new Divinity Rescue Corps or trying to handle it with only Regina, Alan, Larelle and Chrysta. I thought it over while she did the same.

“Fine,” she said. “We’ll help you with this.”

“I’m glad.”

She regarded me silently for some time, and we reached the end of the affected area. The house at the end of the block here was smaller than I expected, with only six feet of clearance. Jacoby was tall enough in her combat boots to scrape her head on the ceiling.

“I don’t get you,” she said.

“How’s that?”

“I expected some BS, but you’re exactly who you appear to be. This… earnestness. It’s very odd.” When I looked the next question at her, she went on. “People aren’t who they claim to be, Fletcher. Women put on a mask, men put on a mask. They pretend to be what you want so they can lure you into situations. And they take what they want, get you into position, and then they drop the act. You see who they really are, and it’s not who you fell… it’s not who you thought.”

“Ah.”

“But that ability you have, it showed me all about you, who you are. You’re really this… person.”

“Yeeeeeaaaaahhhh?” I asked. “Clearly.”

“Not clearly!” she said. “Guys just want something. They’re controlling douchebags, or manipulative scumbags.” And dirtbags, sleazebags, and maybe even fleabags.

“Fair,” I said.

“And wider than that, everyone has an agenda they push. They could push that agenda with subtlety or out in the open. They could orchestrate their agenda. I’m working for someone who has plans and ambitions. But then this magic ability showed me your fracking soul. A guy who’s good and fair and has a big… uh… anyway, then I go and find out you’re involved already. You’re… taken.”

“To be fair, I’m not taken. I have a bond mate, who happens to enjoy the mating process, kind of a lot actually. She knows and fully accepts the idea that I will both be with other women, and eventually want to mate with other women in the, uh, baby making sense.” As soon as Jacoby’s eyes lit up, I held up my hands to stop that train of thought. “I have… other companions too.”

It would be wise to leave out the two bondmates situation for the time being. There was no telling what would cause a girl like Jacoby to arrest me and bring me back to the HQ. Just telling her about

“I thought you could only bond one Nakamamon,” she said, blinking in confusion, and that spark of ambition was there too. Her own ambitions included, that I knew of, to put in a good report with the Agency. She needed me for that. Meaning that in the next few days, I needed to make the best impression possible, and persuade her to let me go. If I couldn’t do that, I would be forced to persuade her team to mutiny.

And if I couldn’t do that… I’d figure something out.

“I was under that impression too,” I said, “but I was talking about human, uh, partners.” There was definitely no reason to give her any more reasons to turn me in to the authorities, such as my ability to bond more than one Nakamamon at a time.

“Partners. As in… plural.“ She ruminated over this for some time, which gave me the opportunity to pinpoint the source of the divine weirdness. I entered this very small house, lit by small floating glob… sconces. Heading through this small and difficult to cross secret passage brought me into another realm entirely.

This district of Flunt-on-the-Rustle arrayed with a curious pizza configuration that took me a minute to get. The three main streets that created the six pizza slices of this area ran literally around the whole inside of the sphere. You could walk the entire circumference of the town and be right back where you started. I grinned and blinked away the thought.

The overwhelming lust of this place was tickling at the back of my mind. Luckily, the effect faded at the borderline, where the townsfolk here watched us with silent and interested gazes. I could just about sense them asking questions about our purpose here. And why, pray tell, were we not stripping out of our clothes and going at one another like rabbits… or dancing away from the lust zone and laughing nervously at the near miss. A few of the younger-looking Nakamamon had been doing that when we showed up. So blocks in this district made no sense. The pointy bit closes to the crossroads could be a big wedge, or a small flatiron building.

We mapped the whole of the affected area by walking on its edge, which took us only about an hour. For me, sensing the divine with my Mana Affinity skill and my Affinity attribute was becoming much more comfortable, and Eagle Eyed helped. Jacoby didn’t fare as well, though she did have boosted regular senses.

The area was heavier on one side than the other. And I was almost certain this was The Lovers.

“You don’t… what is that?” she asked.

“That,” I told her, looking at the glow emanating from the middle of a house’s yard, “is a god.”

“I don’t want you anywhere near it,” she said.

“Understandable,” I said. “I’m going to have to heal it eventually.”

“Understandable,” she repeated. “For now though we focus on the job at hand. But I need your recommendation on a site for our headquarters, since the townsfolk have already evacuated and are sharing quarters. Can we commandeer some of this space using a spell?

I thought we could. If the Wizards could put up one of their big circles of protection, they could probably do most of the drawing with Prismatic Apparel on. Just like they’d done with the sounds of the captive animals or keeping out the pests from the swamp, I knew they could handle keeping divine interference out.

Jacoby agreed, and though the head Wizard would later frown over the idea, he would nod in agreement. Pushing out an affect that was already in existence was more difficult than keeping something out of a circle that you’d already made, once it tried to get in, but more difficult didn’t mean impossible. Eventually he would take up my divine gift to give him Divine Resistance, and set about the task of drawing a circle so large it could accommodate half a dozen tents for two, the cages for the affected Nakamamon, and a space for me to work. It would’ve felt cramped, but luckily he was drawing this circle around an already existing series of buildings. They would play host to Jacoby’s team, with plenty of room for the different teams: the Guardians, the Wizards, the support staff (Oz and Savannah) and even a small house reserved just for Jacoby. Finally, I’d get my own place, where they’d draw up and cast another protection circle to keep the sound of the four remaining Nakamamon from driving me out of my mind.

They’d end up giving me the largest building in the area, a large treehouse some fifty feet across and several stories tall. A staircase directly molded out of the trunk led up to the living room and kitchen area, with attached small dining room, before other twisting staircases provided a way to bedrooms, closets, and bathrooms. They hadn’t been carved out of the heartwood, but rather the heartwood stood in the center, with the room ballooned around it. Without any interior decoration, the plant aspect who’d lived here grew out the rooms, then smoothed the bark on the inside of the walls and floor. Leaves sprouted from the window sills. The stairs were left rougher for traction.

My life was so weird, I didn’t even question it. Yep, house that’s a tree.

That was still some time in the future though. For now, Jacoby had me to herself, and walked beside me clutching one arm behind her back at the elbow. It thrust out her small breasts, and I wondered how intentional that was.

“You know…” Jacoby said, as if testing out an idea.

She stopped when we came upon a young Nakamamon. Very young. This looked like a Cyclowl but smaller. Where the Cyclowl had been maybe two feet high, this wee baby owl was no bigger than six inches. Identify did the job.

Snowlet

Basic Nakamamon

These tiny ambush predators summon snowstorms or blast snow out at their prey to disorient or blind them. They make excellent air conditioners if kept in the home and fed well during scorching summer months.

Typical length: 1-2 foot wingspan (small)

Typical weight: 0.2-1 pound

Gender: unknown

Aspect: cold/creature (beast)

Transformations: Snowlet -> Cyclowl -> Owlectric

Snowlet has been added to your Nakamadex.

“That,” Jacoby said, “is freaking adorable.”

“And in danger.” The seductive influence of divinity wasn’t meant for a creature this young and not yet ready for sexual maturity. I didn’t know what would happen if it remained in this charged atmosphere, but I wouldn’t have to find out. “Okay little one… we’re going to get you out of here.”

It was cold, but I only realized how cold when I went to pick it up and my hands nearly froze solid. The cold damage was intense.

You have been hit with Arctic Explosion. You have no skill in Cold Resistance, nor clothing that would provide any.

“That’s okay,” I told it with as soothing a voice as I could muster. “I know you’re scared, but you’re going to be fine.”

I spent the Durability Token for Healer’s Resistance.

Healer’s Resistance IV

(Special Ability, Uncommon, active)

I- You may spend a Durability Token to resist damage from any source. Long term effects are reduced by 90%. Onsets of all diseases, venoms, poisons, or other afflictions are quadrupled, as are intervals. Lasts one day.

Despite taking only ten percent of the damage, it had already damaged me for nearly a quarter of my overall HP with a cold attack.. And despite the damage, the frigid owl in my hands was very uncomfortable. I spent no time holding it, but trotted closer to the safe zone.

Then I flung the little cutie pie after only holding it for ten seconds. Ten very long seconds.

“Did you just… throw a baby?” Jacoby asked, with what I felt like was the appropriate amount of amusement.

I snorted laughter. “Had to be done. It’ll be find outside the affected area, and it can fly.”

“So you throwing it had nothing to do with the frostbite you almost got in your fingers?” She asked with an eyebrow arched.

I snorted laughter. “Too much exposure to these kinds of situations and you end up with divinity poisoning. Just don’t phrase it like that and we’ll be fine. You’re supposed to throw birds.”

She shook her head. “Divinity poisoning? I don’t want to know what that looks like, though I would hazard a guess that you have contracted it no less than three times.”

We walked on in silence a little while, with her periodically glancing my way. She’d been on the cusp of saying something personal before the appearance of the Snowlet. We’d done our circuit of the neighborhood and were essentially done.

I surveyed the homes and appreciated the weirdness, while tracking Jacoby’s thought process and facial expressions in my periphery. Finally, biting her lip, she spoke up.

“You allowed me a glimpse into your very soul, Expedition Leader.”

“So I did.”

“We are in a divinely influenced, deserted section of town together,” she said.

“So we are.”

She stepped even closer. “I think you showed me your innermost self for a reason,” she said.

“So I did.” Several reasons actually, but who was counting?

She kept advancing, until we were inside kissing distance. Her chest was less than an inch from mine, and my chin hovered over her shoulder. Her chin was touching my shoulder, given she was shorter than me. The next words were very quiet. “I find you quite attractive, Expedition Leader.”

“What a coincidence,” I told her in much the same hushed tone. “I find you very attractive as well, Expedition Leader. May I call you Esmerelda?”

Her volume dropped until the breathy whisper that emerged was barely audible, even though her cheek was close enough to my ear that the tiny hairs felt her. “I want to fuck you, Fletcher.”

Her breasts were now pressed against my chest, and the erection now painfully tenting my pants was pressed awkwardly just above her mound.

“I want to pull out your cock and suck on it until you beg me to let you cum,” she continued. Her voice continued to come out shaky. “I want to push you down on your back and tie your wrists to the bedposts, then slide my tiny little Asian pussy up and down your shaft until you’re leaking precum and crying because your dick is moments from release. And every time you get there, I clamp my hand around it to stop you.”

“Ohhh,” I said. The intensity to this fantasy wasn’t like any of the girls I’d been with.

“I edge you for hours. Literal hours. And when you finally blast off, it’s the hardest orgasm of your life, and you paint the ceiling.” She rocked forward and pressed herself against my bulge, which definitely needed adjusting. “I’m pretty proud of my ass, Fletcher. I’ll make you watch me mount you, reverse cowgirl, and you get a show like you’ve never had before. You get to see every bit of you slide up inside me over and over again. It’ll be magic… the disappearing reappearing cock trick. And I know you’re an ass man, so you get to see my ass flex with every bounce.

“If you cum inside me,” she promised, “I climb off you and leak it right into your mouth as a punishment.”

“Oh.”

“So you’d better not cum until I say so. Jacoby needs a lot of orgasms to tide her over.”

“Do I get to play with your clit while you ride me?” I breathed.

“If you’re a good boy,” she teased. I was glad to hear a smile in her voice there, through the oozing lust and the darker undertones of domination she was throwing around. “Maybe I unlock the handcuffs and you get one hand free.”

“I’ll take what I can get.” Gods but I wanted to shift and get my cock into a more comfortable position, but the magic would be completely shattered. I guess this was already the first step of the journey of suffering for pleasure that Jacoby wanted to introduce me to.

“You can play with my nipples while I fuck you,” she went on. “I have very sensitive nipples. I can get myself off by going without a bra and rubbing my favorite cashmere sweater over them for a couple of hours.”

“That’s so hot,” I said.

“Can I confess something?” she asked, back in that barely audible breathy whisper. Could she confess something? Beyond wanting to tie me up and fuck me for the better part of a full day?

“Be my guest,” I told her.

“I’m not wearing a bra now… I’ve been rubbing them against this tank top the whole time we’ve been together. It made me so horny I can hardly stand it.”

“Well,” I told her, “You’ve been edging me for hours, you made me splatter the ceiling, and then you got me hard again so you could ride me reverse cowgirl.”

“You don’t cum as fast the second time,” she said.

“Of course. I just wonder when you’re going to allow yourself to have some pleasure.”

“I forgot,” she told me, and slowly drew herself up onto her tiptoes to grind her pussy against my pants-covered bulge at a better angle. “I sat on your face while I was edging you, and forced you to use that tongue to work my clit.”

“Ohhh.”

“Then I kept you riled up with one hand while I put my nipples up to your mouth.”

I leaned forward now, and swayed side to side just a bit. The fabric of her tank top and the windbreaker moving against those hyper sensitive nipples for real.

“I’ve been cumming the whole time,” she moaned.

“And playing with your own nipples when we finally get to the reverse cowgirl.”

“That’s right,” she said, voice strained, before I felt the orgasm hit her. The tension she’d had built up suddenly drained out of her and she jumped and shuddered. It was a minute before she picked her chin up off my shoulder.

“That was hot,” I told her.

“I’m not done fucking you,” she said. “Where were we?”

“Hmm… you had edged me for hours, made me eat you out, let me lick your nipples, finally let me cum, and then you were in the middle of sliding up and down my pole reverse cowgirl because you know I’m a butt guy.”

“Aaaaannnnd,” she drew out the word with a hissed breath. “You get to see my asshole the whole time. Maybe I tell you to put your thumb up there. And maybe, if you’re good, one day I push that gigantic tool of yours all the way up into my guts.”

She took a deep, shuddering breath, like she’d just brought herself to yet another climax by giving voice to her fantasy.

“Would you stop me?” she asked in a small voice.

Here was the breaking point. Here is where I needed to be careful. Jacoby had been someone else’s property, she’d been controlled and demeaned by others for her whole life. If I said the wrong thing, she’d bolt and never look at me or speak to me again.

“The only thing stopping you from doing it now,” I breathed, “is that you’ll contract divinity poisoning.”

She drew back, frowning, and concentration filled her face. Accessing the UI, she found the countdown timer until she would run out of Divine Resistance and get whatever these people had.

“Sheep dip,” she said, deflating a bit but with a satisfied smile.

“We’ll find the time,” I told her, “if you still want to.”

“More than ever,” she said, froze staring at me, then darted forward and kissed me.

This is Christopher about to have serious blue balls.
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Chapter 17- Two of Six

It didn’t take long for me to get the operation back up and running. I still had plenty of glycerine for the salve, and if possible I could use the same batch on another one of the afflicted.

Creating this series of cures wasn’t going to be an action-packed finale to a blockbuster adventure… being a healer was slow, methodical, tedious, tiresome, and sometimes a bit frustrating. And that was okay, because in the end I got to help people. Save people. It wasn’t the dramatic sort of saving most people though of when the beautiful person in danger breathlessly went ‘you’ve saved me’ but it was just as rewarding… without putting myself in the line of fire.

The other five were not the same type of creature as the Vulpetunia. They had captured one Geodile, which was larger than the Vulpetunia. This bad boy appeared to be a crocodile but with six stumpy legs, and in place of little spikes that crocs had tipping their scales, this one had chips of crystal. It also had bits of crystal in place of teeth, in lots of different colors. The massive body was not composed of stone, but had a chameleon’s ability to alter its skin color to match the color of rock. This one was, for the moment, slate gray like the cage that held it.

The other four Nakamamon infected included one that looked just like a pygmy elephant that burned with ashy smoke from various holes in its trunk, and where its tusks ought to have been. And by pygmy I meant somewhere in the realm of six and a half or seven feet tall. It was ashy gray with great big splotches of shifting magma and lava colors, like a cow. Jocinda and Claudius had named it the Hellephant.

The Shrubbit I already knew: a large hare with camouflage for a bush on its enormous ears. Next was a wolf with a green pelt called a Fenrish. The write-up in my Nakamadex told me that this thing liked to hang out in marshes, fens and swamps, where it used a powerful tail to swim, or knock projectiles at prey. After the Fenrish was a thing called an Invineity. The Wizards and Guardians had to prune it all the time and make sure the wards didn’t allow it to expand outside the bars, because this thing was like the evil version of the Shrubber-Nee! It could grow its own food using photosynthesis, but it would happily tangle up and eat anything that fell asleep or died in its vines.

It was first on my list to heal up.

Lucky for me, the Fenrish and the Invineity were both about the Vulpetunia’s size, and were also only plant aspects. The Shrubbit was smaller, and the Geodile… was going to have to be last.

It would require a more concentrated version of the henge sage, like the morpheus sage, and it would need a larger dose. Along with the henge sage, I replanted the morpheus sage but skipped the passion sage. All the other goodies got planted alongside them: the unchanged lotus flowers, the plain old bamboo, and all the other flowers and herbs I’d collected up and brought with me.

First things first: it was time to do some hardcore gardening.

Now I added the hardwood trees I had at my disposal, the black cherry, and got out some of the seeds I’d brought along with me from earth.

“This is going to be awesome.”

Vellenia peeked out over my shoulder and as soon as I explained what I was doing, exploded with cheer and excitement. Trees were the best, because over the course of 24 hours, they would go from seeds into fully matured trees. Unlike the herbs and flowers, you could sit and watch them grow right before your eyes. Now here I was with lemon seeds, apple seeds, orange and watermelon, sunflowers, and all kinds of others. I’d been eating every fruit I could find on earth: kiwis, star fruit, bananas, passion fruit, dragonfruit, and more. Lychees? No idea what those were, but I was about to grow some. I’d brought seed packets with all kinds of blends. I’d even asked the Agency to get me access to the seed vaults that existed in various places in the country, to give me more!

I was about two hours into planting when I’d attracted a crowd. Oz and Savannah were both out and doing their respective jobs in town, and several of the Wizards were setting up their own lanes and studies and research stations. The others were here, along with all of the Guardians.

“What… is happening right now?” The lead Guardian asked.

“Do you really require this much space?” The lead Wizard asked. This wasn’t Wayne, unfortunately. I found Wayne to be quite agreeable. Wayne had been tasked with helping me with anything I needed, within reason, so right now he was etching the names of plants into a small hunk of wood or clay and burning the clay until it was fired. He then stuck these in the ground and made a map of my garden.

“You guys want fresh produce, right?” I asked.

They all turned to regard the supernaturally fast growing plants in a new light.

“Yeah, we’ve got every fruit you’ve ever heard of, and some you haven’t. The black cherries won’t really be for human consumption, but I’ve got berry bushes that will take a few days to get enough for everybody. They’re exponential growers.”

“Sorry… berry bushes? What kind of berry bushes?”

“All of them.”

Work continued. I found a simple joy in planting and taking care of my garden. It was enhanced by whatever Healer magic empowered Verdant Rejuvenation. I still had to do some work, in planting and watering them throughout the day, but I could go hours without watering or tending and all would be well. Experiments told me I needed to spend some time with each plant once every four hours or so, until the twenty-four hours was up. They then became their regular selves and didn’t require more.

You would be astonished to watch banana plants grow in hyper fast motion. Or an apple tree, or that matter. It was even more fun watching pecan and cashew trees grow right next to a watermelon vine.

My new girl twined around my legs and butted her head against my side at every opportunity, getting me well and truly pollinated. She liked her flower-covered ears scratched, and her tails stroked. I asked Vellenia to take over both gardening and tail stroking detail. 

I wasn’t able to watch my plants grow magically fast or pet my new gorgeous fox pet, but instead had to administer the salve to my subjects. After some debate, we settled on the Invineity first. As much as I didn’t want a fighting wolf, I wanted an infinitely growing vine that wanted to punch your lights out even less.

Once Jacoby was informed that I was ready to proceed, she came out to supervise its pruning, removal from the cage, and holding down. The magic-infused cage messed with my perception, while it slowed the feral vine from growing out of control.

“Okay then,” I muttered. “Where your chakras at, you weird plant monster?”

It turned out I needed an Ingenuity check with Administer Cure to figure out what to do.

Administer Cure check: Currently, you have the Administer Cure skill at level 10 and Ingenuity at level 9. This check is Extreme difficulty. Would you like to spend your 11 Tokens to succeed automatically?

Total Tokens: 9 Affinity and 7 Free Tokens.

I groaned. 19 skill levels and a difficulty of 11. Spending 6 Tokens might do it… I might be able to hit 9 successes on 19 skill levels. Hedging my bets would take 9 Tokens instead, which was only 2 Tokens off a free success anyway.

Hard choices… in the end I decided to spend the 6 Tokens. I still had four creatures to try and save and very limited time.

Setback! You have failed to administer the cure!

I spat curses. I’d only gotten 8 of the 9 necessary successes on my 19 skill levels. These things happened. They actually provided more experience points than constantly succeeding, which was nice. The UI went on to explain that the salve I’d made up was for a beast rather than a plant aspect. Which I’d known… but I’d been hopeful that the salve would work for both Nakamamon. It was now clear it wouldn’t have worked if I had known where its chakras and mana channels were located, which I did not. Through my failure though, I did well enough to ascertain that the creature had nine chakra points.

It had a weirdly distributed system of mana channels, just like an octopus, with one in the center and one in each main branch arm. They originated at a single central point, where the beak was.

“Welp. Apparently it’s got a beak,” I told no one in particular.

We did the Fenrish instead. Although it was larger than the Vulpetunia, the green wolf was also a beast aspect, so the salve should work. Not so for the Shrubbit, since it was classed as Small rather than Medium. I’d try it after the Fenrish but I had my doubts.

The Administer Cure check for the Fenrish was much better, being only a difficulty of 7, and being tied to Affinity. Although I’d spent all my Affinity, this also allowed me to use my Mana Affinity skill of 4, giving me a total of 23 skill levels. I ended up passing with 10 successes. My luck was not amazing today.

The only hitch came when the Fenrish, salved on four of its five chakra points, transformed into a series of vines and wrapped up the Guardian leader, looking like something out of a Japanese hentai. It encircled his arms at the shoulder, at the elbow, the wrist, and had a large tendril wrapped around his neck. As he struggled, all hell broke loose among the other Guardians. A small electric zap from Wayne got it to loosen its grip, and after it fell in a boneless heap, it reformed back into its original wolfy self.

“Nice,” I said, while the rest of the Guardians stared in wonder at the thin Wizard.

It was only a small matter of the Guardians pouncing on it and holding its tail so I could smear the salve on the space between its butt and its non-existent sex organs.

I ignored the congratulations message and slumped back on the grass of the nearest yard. It was now up to Jacoby’s people to get the Fenrish to the exit hole and out into the wild.

“Just make sure it’s kept away from the other fighting aspects.”

They assured me they would.

By late into the night, the Wizards had the circle of protection completed. It was some two hundred feet across, and infused with anti-divinity magic. We were taking over a large chunk of the town that was affected by whatever got was malfunctioning.

Vellenia joined me at the place I’d been given, an abandoned house made of wood.

“You’d think this would be normal,” I said, tracing my fingers over the wooden wall, “but it keeps being so weird.”

“Are houses not built from wood on earth?”

Using Psyspeech, I was able to project to her an image of what ‘a house made of wood’ meant. I had to use a quick mental video of a house being built, insulated, wired, drywall installed, and finally wallpaper or paint. Her mouth slowly dropped open.

The house around us had literally been grown out of the ground, and so it was like someone had made a tree in the shape of a house. A thin, silvery bark ran over every surface. On the outside of the house, small twigs were allowed to grow out and bloom into a permanent early spring. Either that or this house sometimes dropped all its leaves. Anything was possible.

A staircase made of the same wood wound around the one side and up to a second floor that consisted of two small bedrooms.

“This is technically home invasion,” I said, frowning. I couldn’t deny that spending time in actual doors was much better than being in a tent, where every gust of wind, drop of rain, bird and insect noise was just a thin strip of fabric away.

“The beds… are not big enough,” she said. After spending some time stacking one very short bed onto the other very short bed, we set up sleeping bags on the bare bedroom floor and made it feel at least a little homey.

“You know,” she said, drawing close, “we had a long day. I will help you relax…”

A tiny flash of light sped in through the window and made a squiggly afterimage in front of my eyes. Soon it resolved into the tiny form of Poppy.

“Come on,” I told the fairy. “Enough.”

Still, the little monster shook her finger at me, clearly yelling at the top of her lungs, but all I heard was a tinny little squeak at one point. She kept this up for a minute, which was enough to annoy me.

It was one thing to want something, and to be sad when you couldn’t get it. I could understand her frustration and feeling of being left out. That said, we’d just had sex the other day.

It was another thing entirely to sabotage my enjoyment with my bond mate. She had gotten in the way of Cinzy enjoying herself before. She had been insistent, even pushy in the pursuit of getting what she wanted. This was the only time when I regretted not going after that other class evolution which let me dominate and control the girls.

“We are going to have a talk,” I told her. “The way you’re going about this is completely unacceptable. Shakindria is somewhere out there, along with Regina, completely unable to be with me. Your bond mate is in another world, and hasn’t been able to enjoy any bedroom time with me for weeks. Tara also. And while Ivy and Isabelle have each other, Ivy has made it well known that she needs a little something extra, and that’s something I can’t currently provide. So comparing them to you, you’re more than spoiled, all right?”

Poppy, hovering in front of my face, gestured over at Vellenia, then back down the other way, then Vellenia, mimicking hip thrusts and adding in her own spanking gestures. Another gesture at Vellenia, then her hovering in a bent over doggystyle position, followed closely by more hip thrusting and humping gestures.

“Oh dear,” I said sarcastically, “it sure is too bad that I can’t understand what you’re saying. How terrible.”

Her hands flew up and out, then balled into fists. With my Eagle Eyed ability from Tara, I could see a whole lot that was happening in great detail. Certainly much better than my plain old human eyes. She started counting on her fingers, then jabbing one finger down into her open hand again and again, furious.

On one hand, I got it. Vellenia and I were able to have a ton of sex pretty much every night. Poppy could count on her fingers the number of times she and I had been together.

My patience with the little fairy was running thin, though. She didn’t know that I could bring Vellenia and her into the bedroom at the same time, using my Pleasure Seeker abilities as they were. Instead, she was going to have to learn.

This is Christopher about to use pleasure as a teaching tool.
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Chapter 18- Luminixie -> Mystixie

Fairy Poppins didn’t enjoy being spanked at all. I kept one finger idly rubbing over her slit in between hard slaps to the bottom.

“St—” she almost said for about the tenth time. Another spank interrupted her, and sent her yowling in pain again. Fairy dust puffed out of her hair and wings at each body-vibrating strike.

“You can either keep tally, or stop talking all together,” I told her.

All around us was the plaid interior of the sleeping bag, the wrinkles looking like they were a foot high, the room around us feeling like it was the size of a skyscraper. As usual, as soon as I’d whipped it out of my pants, Poppy went straight for my dick and engaged both Pheromones and Adaptability, shrinking me down and enlarging herself until we were both about eight inches tall. She didn’t like what came next: me wrenching off her leaf skirt and bending her over my lap.

“You have been a brat, and you’ve been insufferable on top of that,” I hissed through clenched teeth. “All you have to do is apologize, or not speak at all, and this can stop.” And, as had happened the first eight or ten times, she started to protest. At which point I brought my hand down.

Above us, Vellenia stared at us, Kaiju huge with her big inquisitive eyes while I held the struggling fairy down and gave her spank after spank. With Psyspeech I told her she could join in the punishment using my Group Play skill. It would allow me to project Adaptability out to a consenting romantic partner within eight feet, even if I wasn’t presently engaged with them. Vellenia had slowly shaken her head, and I’d gone back to the punishment.

In my lap, Poppy squirmed against my thumb, which ran up the length of her slit and back down, slowly. Too slowly to get her off. The enhanced pleasure only did so much, and my new skill Seduction told me how close she was to orgasm. Right now, far off. The dark part of me that enjoyed tormenting Chrysta had returned and was enjoying the Seduction skill’s effects. I could, and would, edge Poppy just below the point of climax for as long as this needed to take.

“That hurts-uh!” Poppy cried, petulant and whiny.

I chose a spot that wasn’t too red and brought my hand back down again. Crack!

“Ow-uh!” she whined. “Sto—”

Every time she started to say the word ‘stop’ I went back in with another smack.

“You don’t tell me what to do,” I growled, thumb gliding up and down her slit. “That is not something you get to do. Now tell me you understand and this can end.” I paused over the hood of her clit and gently rubbed around it. Her pussy immediately got wet and she moaned.

“You promised,” she whined again. “You promised to fuck me.”

“I will,” I said, “but not now, and not like this.” My thumb slipped into her, just a tad, and emerged soaked with her juices and the sparkling fairy dust. The effect was to make me hard.

“You will. You will fuck me! Right now!”

Crack! This time I aimed for an already red spot and she squirmed, hard.

“I don’t like this,” I told her, which was half a lie. I was rock hard by this point, poking her in the stomach where she lay across my lap.

“Stooooooo—” Crack!

As she cried out, I resumed stroking her, feeling her spread her thighs and push her ass back against my roaming fingers. The fairy dust was a great indicator of how aroused she’d gotten. The sparkles were stuck to the insides of her thighs, and a few were now on my shrunken pants.

“You sure are lucky you can fly,” I commented lightly, “because you won’t be sitting anytime soon.”

“Fletcherrrrrrrr,” she whined yet again. “Fuck meeeeee. I know you want to.”

I spanked her again, and when she asked me to stop, again. And when she wriggled too much, again.

The fairy dust spread with her juices, out in a puddle. The pussy stroking was working, despite the pain. She grew more and more aroused as time went on, since my clit stroking was spot on, and my thumb kept slipping up inside her. Now when I spanked her, the Seduction skill told me her lust was growing even higher. The fairy dust trail stuck to her was halfway down the insides of her thighs, and spattered liberally all over her backside and lower back from the spanks.

“I know you want it,” she whined. “You want to fuck me just like I want to be fucked. I’ll do whatever you want. I’ll bend over and stick my poor little pussy up in the air. I’ll put my feet behind my head. I’ll suck your big old cock all the way down my eensy-weensy little fairy throat and stare into your eyes while you choke me with it. You want to stick that big, fat, meaty—“ Crack! “Ow-uh! Why?”

“I’m not fracking you today,” I told her calmly. My cock protested these words. It wanted sex, a lot. My cock did not discriminate. It would fuck the center of that vine creature if that’s what it took right this moment. This actually triggered a Stave Off check using my Durability, which was concerning. I wasn’t about to let this miscreant win.

I spanked her again, and again, and again. She was beginning to enjoy the spankings, it seemed. She ratcheted up closer to an orgasm with each spank and stroke in between.

“This isn’t going to happen,” I told her again. Had she sensed I was slipping? There was a puddle of her arousal on my pant leg now and my cock was throbbing fiercely.

“Just fuck meeeeee ow!” The slap of flesh on flesh was harder this time, and I didn’t follow it up with any pussy stroking.

“Fletcher,” she whined, trying to crane her neck to look back at me. “I know you want to f— oww-uh, you jerk! You’re hurting me!”

“I don’t know how many spanks it takes to shut you up and make you listen for once,” I said.

“Just shove your cock down my throat and I’ll shut OWW!”

“We’re done here,” I said, and began to rise.

She must have sensed that I was completely done with her bullshirt. She also knew that if we didn’t have physical contact and more importantly sexual physical contact, I would grow to regular size, and she would shrink to her regular size. No more talking at that point.

So she got up on her knees and clutched at my pants.

“Please!” She begged. “Please, I’ll be good. You can do whatever you want to me and I’ll be good.” She wiped away tears that had brimmed at the corners of her eyes.

“Not possible,” I said.

“You can fuck my ass, as hard as you want. You can shoot all over me. You can, uh, you can grow back to regular size and shoot off all over me.” That would practically drown her in my seed. Jeez, that was twisted to think about… and arousing.

The UI forced another Stave Off check using my Durability, and I barely passed the higher difficulty this time. I barely had the self control to stop myself from ramming myself into this demanding crybaby, riding her hard, and filling her up completely.

I spanked her again and again, while she whined and squirmed.

“Submit,” I ordered.

“No! St— ow!”

“Submit, or this is the last time I touch you.”

She was panting, and started muttering ‘fuckme fuckme fuckme’ over and over under her breath. The writhing on my lap and the desperate attempts to put herself back in my hands all failed. Instead she turned wild eyes my way, hair plastered to her forehead.

The words came out in a frenzied rush. “I need it Fletcher you need to give it to me I’ll do anything I just need it I need it you have to—”

“Submit,” I repeated.

Finally, after all that time, looking like a woman possessed, the little fairy seemed to deflate like a balloon with the air slowly let out. She sagged against my legs and just hung there. For my part, I stroked her backside with my fingertips in a slow, lazy, circular motion. Her lips continued moving but no sound came out.

“What’s that?” I demanded.

“Fine,” she said louder.

“Fine what?”

“I won’t… demand anything. Even though I want it and need it and you never give it to me even though the others get it all the time.”

One last smack seemed extraordinarily loud in the silence.

Tears finally spilled over. “Whyyyyy?”

“Promise,” I said. She did, immediately. “And promise me that when Cinzy gets back you’re going to leave her to her own decisions and not force her to do anything.”

“Fine.” I pulled my hand up off her ass, and she winced. “I said fine! It’s fine! I promise. I won’t!”

I followed this up with several rapid fire, punishing orgasms. With the way she was riled up, it took no time at all to slip one thumb up into her and massage her clit with just my fingers. She’d already leaked all over me, and gotten sparkling fairy dust mixed with arousal all over the place. I added the Token to this to enhance our pleasure, but my special abilities were also working on the both of us.

She shrieked and came, grabbing onto my leg and lifting herself up. Staring at the sky, she shook and squealed, and soon gushed even more fluid out in a torrent. When her orgasm began to subside, according to the Seduction skill, I pressed the attack again, stroking around her clit and pressing down against the one spot that really did it for her.

“St… st… stop! Fl-Fletcher!”

This time, with my other hand, I caressed her wings like she’d asked for the first time, pulling slightly as I went.

She went wild. A tinny scream came out of her but was quickly choked off. Her whole body convulse and her arms failed to hold her up, so she went crashing onto the vast expanse of soft, pillowy sleeping bag. Eyes rolling up in her head, another spray of cum rushed out of her.

She was utterly insensate after that, twitching and gurgling. Her lower body was soaked, and covered in glowing multicolored glitter.

“Work on your approach,” I said, “And remember your promise.” I planned on leaving her in a puddle of her own secretions, when a flash of bright light came out of her. She slowly lifted into the air, flashing with increasingly brighter lights. Adaptability was wearing off, and I found myself growing in size while Poppy shrank down at the same time.

Luminixie has transformed into Mystixie. Mystixie has been added to your Nakamadex.

I was processing all of this, and went to my Nakamadex where Poppy’s species write up could be accessed.

Luminixie

First Stage Nakamamon

Luminixie are a sentient race of fairy Nakamamon possessed of insect-like wings and a deep reservoir of personal magic. They glow with an inner light and affect reality in various ways by using Fairy Dust. Some of the documented ways include lessening the effects of gravity on subjects, making subjects euphoric or more susceptible to suggestion, making subjects glow with inner light, and increasing or decreasing friction on subjects. Each Luminixie should be treated with caution and understood well or kept at arms’ reach, as they can vary greatly in personality. Many are tricksters.

Typical length: 2-4 inches (tiny)

Typical weight: 0.1-1 oz.

Gender: female

Aspect: fairy

Transformations: Sprixie -> Luminixie -> Mystixie

“Many are tricksters,” I muttered. “No shift.”

I glanced down at the larger, but still tiny fairy. Her wings had gone from a typical to a glowing purple. They’d been thin and oblong, a dragonfly’s wings, but were now much larger. The coloration appeared to be like a moth wing on acid: red, magenta, purple, streaks of black and white, with a huge black pupil in the center of the large top wing and a smaller one in the smaller bottom wing. This was surrounded by an iris that looked extremely human. As I stared at it, the blue irises shifted to match my green gray.

The rest of Poppy had changed by quite a lot as well. She was slightly larger, and while she’d been a thin female with small breasts before, she was now a voluptuous and buxom full-figured woman. She’d had yellow skin before, or glowed with yellow light and it hadn’t been distinguishable; she now had soft lavender skin. Again, she glowed with a purple light. Her hair had been a golden blonde as well, and straight. It was now a deep purple, and fell in luxurious waves down her shoulders and back.

The write up for Mystixie, which Poppy now was, wasn’t too different from what I’d just read

Mystixie

Second Stage Nakamamon

Mystixie, like their basic and first stage versions, are small sentient fairies with insect-like wings and a vast reservoir of concentrated magic. Mystixies use this magic to trick and beguile targets when they fail to get what they want. Keeping a Mystixie can be extremely useful, but they are unpredictable and can cause just as much mischief to their friends and allies as they can to their targets.

Typical length: 3-5 inches (tiny)

Typical weight: 0.5-2 oz.

Gender: female

Aspect: fairy

Transformations: Sprixie -> Luminixie -> Mystixie

“Oh wow,” I said.

Vellenia was quick to see what the problem was, and she was even quicker to throw her dress off. Before I could say anything she’d dropped to her knees and had my pants off, then had my full erection in her mouth. All of her many tongues swirled over my shaft. The top, sides, and especially my sensitive underside. She hummed as she went, holding onto my legs and soon massaging my butt.

“Vel, you don’t… ohhhhh…” Maybe she didn’t have to, but she sure wanted to. I lost any will to slow her down or stop her. Instead, I peered down into her determined eyes and watched her slurp me into her mouth again and again.

Five minutes later she was still going. I watched her tail lazily sway back and forth while she worked, and her eyes drift closed with the bliss of turning me on. That snow white face, those pink ear fins, and that minty green hair all served to turn me on further. 

“I’m… close…” I told her, straining. Dealing with Poppy had pushed me to the brink several times.

Her pace only intensified. She reached down and gave my sack some light tickles and scratches, and hummed again. Finally, I couldn’t stand more, and took her by the ear fins to explode noisily into her mouth.

This is Christopher, luckiest man alive on any world.
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Chapter 19- Coercing Cooperation

We had dealt with two of our five fighting aspect Nakamamon successfully. The problem going forward was that, unfortunately, we were running out of time.

“There is literally no possible way for me to whip up all three of these cures at the same time,” I told Jacoby. With the loss of my garden, I had to regrow some of my new spliced plants, splice new ones, and wait the required twenty-four hours for them to mature. From there, it would be a race to dry them out or wring the healing properties out of them, place them in the glycerine, and infuse everything with the necessary magic. Vellenia could help, but after that, there was literally nothing that could be done.

Doing both of these at the same time would be a strain on the possibilities of what I could accomplish. “The difficulties on both of these checks are going to go up,” I told her.

Jacoby’s look of consternation deepened. I could tell she was trying to think her way out of this problem, but there was only one good way out, and—

I shot bold upright in my seat, forgetting the henge sage in the mortar and pestle for a second, and tried to think of how to put this delicately.

“You thought of something,” she said.

“You’re not going to like it,” I replied, “but yeah, I’ve got an idea.”

“What do you mean, I’m not going to like it?”

“You already trusted me before, and that went well,” I reminded her.

“Get to it.”

I took a deep breath and engaged Psyspeech.

Look, I told her. I have and have the ability to share abilities based on, well, engaging in sexual acts. I received this ability from, uh, sleeping with a psychic aspect Nakamamon. And I don’t just receive abilities, I pass them on.

Jacoby’s breath caught. Her eyes were wide.

I know how that sounds, and I know how messed up it seems. I’m not asking you or anybody on your team to do anything with me, but you did… watch me.

“Vellenia can do this because she has abilities as my bond mate,” I said. “But Fairy Poppins has a Healer ability—”

“Hold the fracking phone!” Jacoby shrieked, leaping up out of her chair and behind it like it would offer her some protection against my communicable abilities. “You… and she… but she’s like three inches tall and you’re…”

“Not,” I said. “Look, if you really want to know, I can show you the part of my character sheet that goes over everything.”

Which was how I spent a number of tense, awkward minutes bent over my workstation grinding up various herbs and flowers, steeping others in hot water, and drawing the goodness out of my plants. I glanced over my shoulder to see Jacoby still there, mouth agape and flicking her gaze between me and the panes of system information behind me.

“Your stats…” she breathed.

“You’re only supposed to be looking at the one part.”

She had the grace to look abashed, thankfully. But after several more flicks of the eyes she left Entwined Ecstasy and my Qualities and shared abilities from Entwined Ecstasy, and moved to the Pleasure Seeker special abilities.

“Adaptability… you may alter your form in order to mate with creatures physically different from yourself.” She looked from the system windows to me. “Did you have sex with your ghost aspect?” I’m pretty sure she muttered, ‘I would’ve if I were you.’ but I couldn’t hear well enough, given that Vellenia was rustling some herbs just a bit away, with an amused smile on her face. She turned, brushing her tail against the side of my leg, very much on purpose.

“That doesn’t matter,” I said.

“I’m going to take that as a yes.”

“And also, I don’t just kiss and tell, okay? You don’t hear me bragging about sleeping with various different partners. That’s not how I roll.”

Shaking her head, she moved on to my Pleasure Seeker abilities. I knew this because she read over them in a barely audible tone. “Man Enough? Oh sheesh. Clone yourself? Fuuuuuuuuuuudge. Post Sharing Clarity… why don’t they just call it post nut clarity? Coming Together, Drive In Deeper… gosh, these are so… naughty.”

“Yeaaaaaahhhhh,” I said, infusing the henge sage with mana. It was going to be a long night, since Vellenia also had her own batch to deal with. I needed to be there to help her.

“So the question is whether or not you want to help out.” I already knew this svelte Asian Ranger wanted someone to worship her the way she felt she deserved. The bitch of this was, there wasn’t even time to properly rock her world. She’d talked about going at it for hours, which ordinarily would be enough for me to make a move on her, but I’d also never done it specifically for the purpose of giving someone healing powers.

The clock was ticking. We had two days to deliver cures to these creatures, and working with Vellenia, we could make two of the needed four. We had a small plant beast, a large earth beast, a medium fire beast, and a medium plant without other aspect. We’d either have to allow for the possibility of two of them to exist forever as fighting aspects, or Jacoby would leap onto my dick, get the power sharing on, and maybe, mayyyyyyybe, get a third cure done and administered.

“What if I gave you myself and found another willing participant?” Jacoby asked, far too evenly for my tastes.

“You can’t just press gang people into this kind of thing,” I said. “I’m not having sex with someone who doesn’t want to have sex with me. It…” It had been a disaster on earth, and I wasn’t doing that again. And neither of us were going to discuss my pathetic sexual past, which had thankfully taken place on a whole different planet or plane of existence… or both.

“You let me handle that,” she said.

The implication was not at all lost on me that Jacoby had basically agreed to shuck her clothes and leap into bed for some sticky sexy times. I didn’t know whether she was doing this out of the hyper-efficiency Expedition Leader will to take care of the fighting aspect flub, or she wanted some Fletcher up inside her, but that didn’t matter a lot. She was driven to complete her mission and that was the important part.

“And just to be clear,” she said with that same evenness, “you’re only interested in having women as sexual partners, correct?”

I leveled my own expressionless gaze on her. She nodded and left without a question.

While Jacoby disappeared off to wherever she was going to do whatever she was doing, we infused ingredients with mana. With that sheer oddity no longer in front of me, I continued working on the cures with Vellenia.

We determined that we had probably, if I slept with Jacoby, she got a good special ability that was helpful and then helped to work on an extra cure with competence, the means to create three cures. Meaning of the remaining Nakamamon, the Hellephant, the Invineity, the Shrubbit, and the Geodile, three out of four of them. We needed to choose the ones we were prepared to save and the ones we were prepared to let go.

Triage was the word for what we started doing.

With the difference in aspects and sizes, each of the creatures needed to be done separately. That was a requirement. I needed to add a different herb to the fire cure than to the plant cure, and I needed to scale back the potency of the plant cure to make it so it didn’t kill the Shrubbit outright.

“The Geodile is the slowest,” Vellenia suggested, just as we switched jobs. I resumed drawing the essence out of the henge sage while she scraped the hardwood bark and got it into an oil medium, then started applying mana.

“Well the Invineity is out. A fighting aspect vine creature is a strangler and that’s no good. That one is first.”

She nodded sagely.

“The Wizards informed me about the fire aspect issue,” she responded. We need ash from a holy and ash from a mana plant…”

“That’s great. I want a fire and fighting aspect about as much as I want a strangler.”

We added the Hellephant to the list of definites. With those two down, we needed to choose between the big, slow, scary Geodile and the fast, agile, camouflaged Shrubbit. Presently, the Geodile was blasting spikes of crystal out of its back scales, which shattered against the inside of its magically reinforced cage. It was also chewing on the bars with crystalline teeth.

“The Shrubbit is the most adorable and least deadly, at least in feel,” I said.

Shrubbit it would have to be.

And then, in order of importance, we put the Hellephant and the Invineity first. Vellenia and I could handle those two, I thought. One cure for an infinitely expanding kudzu-vine-like creature, and another for a fracking lava elephant coming right up.

The hours disappeared once again in the face of brewing, infusing, and combining. Vellenia and I worked and worked, often in silence. The Affinity attribute and Mana Affinity skill both helped to inform me of what was happening and anything I might need to adjust. I ended up going through not two, not three, not four, but five different checks, because the difficulties were mounting.

Also, I was working in a place that was not only god-influenced, but warded from that divine influence by arcane Wizard magic. I couldn’t shake the feeling of being watched. When I peered into darkened corners of the house it felt like something was moving to get out of sight. Something probably was moving to get out of sight, and it probably had something to do with Rogue nonsense. Either Jacoby was spying on me with Oz or Oz’s bond mate, or that other guy’s Rogue had found us and was monitoring my activity so they could swoop in and catch me unawares. Regardless, whatever it was didn’t stop me from doing my job, so I resolved to keep doing my job.

We had plenty of henge grass and hardwood, and plenty of fire with which to turn both into ash for the Hellephant, so we simply swept the failures away and got going again.

Sometime later, minutes or hours, Jacoby reappeared with a slim, slight Wizard girl who I was told was twenty-one, but who looked younger. Some people just look younger than they are, and this girl was one of them. She had the wide eyes, the slightly chubby cheeks, and the tight figure of someone who would get carded by the liquor store clerk until she was almost fifty.

“This is Celine,” Jacoby said, and nodded to the girl. I, in the meantime, didn’t stop infusing the henge grass with mana. It needed more than I gave it, according to the UI’s description of my failure.

Celine was dressed in a long skirt embroidered with all kinds of different pictures. There were flowers, butterflies, stalks of wheat, some boogie trees, a couple of Nakamamon I recognized and a few I didn’t. One looked like a giant blue teddy bear. Above that, she had on a long-sleeved white t-shirt with a scoop neck.

She also appeared to be terrified out of her mind.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Celine,” I said, then nodded toward where I was stirring one pot of henge sage with one hand, and another pot full of boiling hardwood bark. “Forgive me if I don’t come over and shake your hand.” I’d just passed an Affinity check that allowed me to split my mana flow out of my third eye chakra into two streams, but operating both with different flows of mana was possibly the hardest mental task I’d ever done. Vellenia was in pretty much the same boat; she gave a pained smile and a quick ‘hello!’ before getting back to her stirring.

“Celine will be joining us in helping with the cures,” Jacoby said.

“Celine,” I said. “You’ve seen me around the camp. We met in Glumpdumpkin, right?”

The girl nodded but couldn’t bring her eyes up to meet me.

“I’m not sure what Jacoby told you, but I made it clear to her that absolutely nothing is going to happen unless…” I trailed off and took the hardwood off the fire so it could cool. “…where was I?”

“You were about to say something pointless and silly,” Jacoby said. “Celine understands the risks and she’s ready to do what’s necessary.”

Celine was shaking like a leaf.

“It looks more like Celine drew the short straw, or lost a game of rock scissors paper and now she’s ‘volunteering’, which won’t work.”

Jacoby threw up her hands. “You’re impossible!”

“I’m not doing someone who’s not fully invested.”

“I am doing what I have to do for the team,” Jacoby growled, squinting her eyes and somehow glaring at me at the same time.

With the terrified Wizard standing next to her, I didn’t want to call Expedition Leader Jacoby a liar and ruin her credibility. I also wasn’t about to force this shaking waif of a girl to have sex with me if she wasn’t ready for it.

“Look,” I said, again stirring the henge sage and finalizing the infusion so we could make the salve… again. “Celine, if you want to watch the process in action, you can. But I’m going to need full-throated consent in order to move forward. Vellenia and I have already determined that if we have to, we’ll allow the Shrubbit to complete its transformation into a fighting aspect, and just accept the consequences. We believe it will be the least destructive of the four current specimens.”

Jacoby’s already sour look darkened further. She knew there was no way she was going to be able to convince me to do it her way. She was the leader of this team, but I wasn’t technically part of her team. What was she going to do, threaten to turn me over to the Agency people, and ruin her chance at minimizing the damage on this fighting aspect thing?

Celine was looking between us in growing alarm.

“We are running out of time,” Jacoby hissed.

“There are certain lines I’m not prepared to cross,” I told her. “You are going to have to accept that, or you’re going to have to tie me down, hold a sword to my head, and force her to rape me.” I gestured over to Celine, who flinched.

And good luck with that. I was a lover, not a fighter, but I had an array of tools at my disposal, and I would be using every single one of them to wriggle out of any violence she had in store for me. One of those things I could do was clone myself.

Several things happened all at once.

One, Celine stiffened, having fortified her spine with perhaps some Token-enhanced courage, and blurted out, “I’ll do it!” This was loud. She had psyched herself up and practically screamed out her assent.

Two, Jacoby flashed forward and grabbed me by the wrist. The action was full of frustration that bordered on violence.

Both of these happened at exactly the same moment, which was why the third thing was so unfortunate.

Third, a thorn appeared in Jacoby’s neck, glistening with some poison. Out of the shadows, a small humanoid Nakamamon appeared, with a head full of writhing purple tentacles.

This is Christopher gobsmacked.
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Chapter 20- Poisons & Priorities

She was just about four feet tall, and pretty, if you could get over the needle-like spines in the dozens of tentacles she had in place of hair, or the sickly, poisonous yellow eyes. Her skin seemed to drip with venom or poison or toxins of some sort.

In the next moment, Jacoby slumped to the floor, Celine screamed, I muttered, “Injecticle?” and Vellenia pulled the spine out of the back of Jacoby’s neck.

Like every other wild Nakamamon, the Injecticle had no clothes on, and instead stood there in all her purple and yellow glory. To be fair, she didn’t have nipples or genitalia showing, either. She shifted her weight onto the balls of delicate little feet, seeming confused, before fading into the shadows and disappearing up the stairs of the little house we’d commandeered. I ended up saying, “Wait!” after she’d already gone.

The way she moved was fascinating too: she bounded around on her feet, while the tentacles acted as long upper arms, just like a gorilla. A series of rapid fire thumps followed, and when I checked on the stairwell, I found almost a dozen spines embedded in the walls. She’d used her tentacles to ascend rapidly, and had left them behind like shark’s teeth. The toothpicks gleamed with dangerous poisonous stuff.

“Fletcher?” Vellenia called.

Sheep dip. I headed back down and started working up an antidote.

“You’re all right,” I told Celine, and Jacoby, and also a visibly shaken Vellenia. “Everything’s going to be okay.”

One dose of Mending Aura along with Healer’s Resistance brought color back into Jacoby’s skin, and stopped her lips from turning blue. The UI identified a powerful toxin in her blood, called Heartstopper. It would be fatal, since it was both powerful and long lasting, without an antidote.

Luckily we had a Healer on staff. My abilities counteracted and diluted Heartstopper, allowing Jacoby’s heart to start back up, but my abilities weren’t built to simply counteract every illness completely. I still needed to do the work and save her.

Unluckily, we also had a series of fighting aspects to contend with, and not a whole lot of time to contend with them before they fully went over.

Her eyes fluttered open.

“Fletcher,” she croaked. “What—”

“You were poisoned by a Nakamamon…” Who had been trying to protect me, I thought. The one I’d saved from the swamp, the one who had probably also saved me from detection when the Agency guys came looking the other night. “…but I used my abilities on you. I still have to make up an antidote but you’ll survive.”

“How long?”

“Long enough for me to get an antidote ready. A week before my abilities stop really working and this poison stops your heart for good.”

“The patients,” she rasped. “The fighters. Them first.”

I frowned, but she kept insisting. She ended up getting up and facing Celine. A serious look passed between them, followed by Jacoby slowly making her way out of my little house. She was going to get put into a time stasis circle by the Wizards, I would later learn.

Leaving me alone with a petite and mortified young Wizard who looked even younger.

Turning and gathering up the various ingredients, I told Celine that I was about to begin a multi-hour process of preparing, mixing, heating, stirring, and infusing with mana.

Celine dutifully pushed her glasses up on her face and started paying close attention. Then she began taking scrupulous notes.

And soon enough, it was time to swap some abilities, and by that I mean swap some fluids.

***

Celine was visibly shaking in my bedroom as she began to undress. She was so petite it seemed like I was doing a bad thing right now. For now, as much as I wanted to approach and lay my hands on her shoulders, and slowly slip the cardigan sweater off them and onto the floor, I held back.

The Seduction skill told me she wasn’t ready, an instinct in the back of my head, an assessment I fully agreed with.

She looked so cute, so unassuming. This was no fierce warrior woman in Ivy, or even a cutesy, busty, incongruously strong beauty like Isabelle. She wasn’t an adorable and insatiable redhead, that was for sure. This was definitely a girl next door: curtain of silky brown hair down to mid back, standing indecisively and tucking that hair behind one ear. Cute button nose and scholarly spectacles.

“You’re allowed to opt out,” I told her gently from the doorway.

“I know,” she responded.

“She didn’t force you to do this, did she?”

“Could you do me a favor?” she asked quietly. She took a deep, steadying breath and pulled her powder blue t-shirt off, then paused to unclip her bra. After that, the jeans puddled on the floor, leaving her in just a pair of very lacy underwear, thigh high fishnet stockings and lots of pale skin.

You’re doing Jacoby a favor, I thought. Instead, I said, “Of course.”

I expected her to tell me to be gentle, or go very slowly, but she surprised me. This petite girl with big glasses turned to me and with a perfectly serious expression asked, “Can you tell me I’m your whore?”

“Uh…”

“You can also call me a slut,” she said, and reached for her stockings.

“Leave those on,” I said, then as an afterthought, added, “slut.”

She shivered and her breath caught, but she obeyed. I could almost feel her arousal spike at the word.

“Take off your panties, whore,” I told her, and stepped into the room, “and make sure you show me everything. Absolutely everything.”

She bent at the waist, slipping the panties down over her butt and showing me absolutely everything. She’d shaved completely, something only Cinzy had done. Her lower lips already gleamed with wetness.

“Spread yourself out for me,” I said.

And this is how I got a woman to grab a nice round, pale butt cheek in each hand and pull so I couldn’t just see what she had going on, but absolutely everything. She was pink and perfect, and already gleamed with wetness.

“Have you ever had your whore pussy licked?” I asked quietly.

“N-no,” she said shakily, “I mean… not really.” And I’m sure she would’ve fallen on her face if I hadn’t grabbed onto her hips when going down on her.

Now, my Pleasure Seeker abilities worked best on people with whom I had stronger relationships, so I didn’t spend the Token to boost pleasure. I did have a supernaturally long, broad, and strong tongue though. I could slide it all the way down deep, or work her clit over while massaging her slit. Both worked on Vellenia, though the human members of my little harem had their preferences. Ivy liked my cock, and she definitely liked me drilling my tongue down in deep. Isabelle liked the pressure of the whole thing rubbing over the whole exterior, with attention paid to her button. Cinzy didn’t want me down there, since she was submissive, but she came like crazy when I had a finger in her back door while tonguing her.

I helped Celine slowly sink to the floor with her ass up and her sweet pussy in my mouth. She started mewling and gasping immediately, and by the end she was drooling on the floor with her eyes rolled back in her head. She especially loved to have the button on the inner wall licked. The Seduction skill lit up her g-spot for me as soon as I located it.

Her orgasm could’ve taken a minute or ten minutes. It didn’t matter to me. Time vanished. She tasted clean and fresh, and her bald mound was a special treat against my tongue.

After that happened, I spent the Token to bring her into the fold and grant her power. This coincided with me placing my cock at her entrance and slowly forcing myself inside her.

She was almost as tight as Poppy had been on our first time. I knew I was causing her some pain, but I turned down the Adaptability offer to accommodate her small size. Instead I slowly worked the head in, and then inch by inch got myself up in her guts.

It was like I’d gotten all the way to the back of her throat. She could barely breathe, and clawed at the floor while gasping, eyes agog. I bent down over her slight frame and whispered directly in her ear.

“You’re going to take my cock, whore, and you’re going to like it. Nod if you understand me.”

Her head fell and nearly bonked on the floor, then rose again. Now, since getting my Physicality to 7, I was something of a perfect physical specimen. I now had muscles and that hourglass shape bodybuilders go for, though I wasn’t a chiseled slab with the clearly defined ab muscles. I had them, and Celine’s eyes would be glued to them for another good hour or two.

Her mouth worked wordlessly, and I slowly pulled out before sliding all the way in.

Celine, by contrast, had barely any boobs to speak of, long, straight mousy brown hair, no jewelry, nothing except her glasses and a vacant look on her face.

She went through another period of making silent faces before arching her back and climaxing again some few minutes later.

I rolled her onto her back and found she wasn’t just a complete expanse of pale skin. I wouldn’t have seen it, except I put one of her legs up on my shoulder and the the stocking rode up just a smidgen. Someone had tattooed ‘daddy’s little whore’ on the inside of her thigh in small, simple letters.

Well.

“I’ve barely gotten going, slut,” I told her seriously. “You going to just cum every time I stroke in and out of you?”

Her eyes fluttered and she did another of those sloppy nods. I took her arms in hand, got down in front of her face, and began actually giving her the business. Long, powerful strokes that made her yelp. Gods, but she gripped me tight, even as she flooded with wetness. She tried moving, and her eyes shot open when she failed to dislodge her wrist from my grip.

“You going to call me daddy?” I breathed.

Her eyes snapped open, darted down toward her tattoo, but didn’t remain open for long. They rolled back in her head a moment later. Another orgasm struck a good three minutes after that. She tensed up and then got real loud, moaning like she’d never experienced anything like this, like she was in pain.

I paused. “Hm? You ready to call me daddy, whore?”

“Yes, daddy,” she whispered, barely audible.

“What does daddy’s little whore want?”

“To please daddy.”

“And that means I can use my whore however I want?”

She bit her lip, and nodded.

The pleasure of her act and the size difference was intoxicating. “You want daddy to cover you in cum?” I never slowed or stopped, but continued to saw away and her incredible pussy.

“Yesssss,” she hissed. The glasses and the stockings were really doing it for me.

“You want daddy to breed you?”

“Oh my God,” she breathed, and a mini-orgasm shivered through her.

“Or you want daddy to put this big cock in your ass?”

“Oh my God, oh my God,” she mumbled over and over, while I kept right on giving it to her. In and out, in and out, while she ramped up to yet another heady climax.

“You know, I can do both,” I told her. “I can make another Fletcher and fuck your little whore ass right here, right now. I can double penetrate you, give you two huge, hot loads at the same time.”

“Fuh… fuck me daddy, fuck me daddy…” I was doing just that, but another few seconds of later another climax tore through her body.

After this, I tossed her on the bed and entered her from behind, then covered her body entirely with mine. She was so, so small. She told me I was so deep, it was so good, that she was a whore and a slut. I kept asking her what she wanted, but she only moaned and came. Afterwards we went on our sides and I kept right on pounding at her. 

“I’ll have to stop,” I told her eventually.

“Huh?” Through the haze of constant orgasms, the word got through. I didn’t stop, of course. There was no way for me to stop with this girl. I didn’t know what it was about her, but it was probably the complete contradictions. At least Cinzy looked like a bimbo and kind of acted like one.

“Whore has to tell me what she wants,” I said, and placed a thumb at her back door. “Does she want daddy in her ass? Does she want it dripping off her face? Or deep inside?”

I made my second, more difficult Stave Off check against the incredible pleasure. I could have her in my bed every single day and feel lucky.

“Ohhhh,” she said.

“Tell me, slut,” I growled.

“I… can’t.”

The rhythmic slap, slap, slap of flesh on flesh stopped.

“Noooo…” She started shoving herself back at me, and for a while I let her. It was so nice watching her work for it. Raising her other leg gave me the hint of another tattoo. Maneuvering her back into missionary showed me the words inscribed on the inside of her other thigh. ’cum dump.’ I put both feet on my shoulders and ran my fingers over the strange texture of the fishnet stockings. They would have to be made of something other than nylon to exist here.

“Tell me,” I commanded.

She tried arching her back to get me further inside, but I held her hips. She tried grinding but I stopped that as well.

Finally she relented, eyes closed. “I want... I w-want daddy… to use his whore. Cum all over me.”

This was what I’d bought a few levels of Load for. Celine came another final time before I got to another Stave Off check and gave in instead of fighting it. She felt so good, looked so good, sounded so good, tasted so good I didn’t want to ever stop, but we had work to do.

I blasted her, and she wriggled down in order to get several ropes all over her face. Her face got a look of pure bliss as she massaged it all into the skin of her little boobs, her stomach and chest, all over. She even got some and used it to masturbate, and gave herself one last little orgasm.

“Did whore do a good job, daddy?” she asked in a tiny voice.

“My whore did an amazing job.”

She cooed in appreciation.

After we cleaned up, there was quite a lot of cuddling to do. Although time was tight, it was important to make her feel wanted and needed. Something had happened to this girl before she came to this world, and much like the rest of the Divinity Rescue Corps, that something was traumatic and possibly brutal.

I kissed her forehead, and realized that was the first time I kissed her at all. She brought her lips up to meet mine and for a good long time, we kissed softly in my bed.

“Thank you,” she breathed.

“You’re welcome,” I said. “If you want to talk about it… I’m happy to listen. 

“Talk about what?” she asked.

“It’s all right,” I said. “I had some serious bone problems, couldn’t walk a long way without giving myself some serious pain, and couldn’t run at all. It led to me developing a smaller frame than other kids. There was a little pity, but there was also a lot of callous disregard. And it didn’t help that my sister wanted attention from my parents… and it was worse when she got that attention from scumbag boyfriends instead, got pregnant, and had a kid. It super didn’t help when my mom got cancer.”

“Oh geez.”

“Everybody’s got stuff going on,” I told her, “but you’re not under any obligation to share yours. Just know that Vellenia is an excellent listener, and I’m not so bad either.”

For a long time, she just traced over the muscles in my chest with her index finger, and breathed onto my collar bone.

“My dad left when I was little,” she said. “Mom doesn’t know what happened, but I tracked him down later. It was gambling debt, and that was because he’d spent all his money on a… another woman. But he had bills to pay and no money to pay them, so he went to a racetrack and lost his last paycheck, then, you know, disappeared.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. My parents were a solid foundation I had to lean on, with my legs like they were and my loneliness and emotions like they were as a result. I couldn’t imagine not having my dad around.

“And then in high school there was a man,” she said, “an older man. Way older. He wanted to make money doing videos online. So, you know, the tattoos.”

I kissed the top of her head and squeezed her to me.

“You haven’t thought about getting them removed?”

She shrugged. “I like to be reminded about my past.”

“How did you… come here?” Or rather, how did you get away from the creep who was using you?

Her voice took on a raw tone that said tears were threatening. “After we… got arrested… for shoplifting stuff for the home studio… I got offered a job here instead of going to juvey. Anyway you don’t have to worry. All that was a year and a half ago. I was legal a week after I got here. They threw me a big birthday party.”

“I’m so sorry…” I said lamely. What do you say to that kind of thing?

She beamed up at me and kissed me again. “I’m not. I get to be a Wizard. I can cast spells. They give me rest and relaxation on earth and I just call my mom, then come back through the portal. I love it here.”

“Right,” I muttered, just as lame as before.

“Though I do wish I could bring my mana with me to the prison and fireball Darren in the dick.” She giggled at the thought.

This is Christopher trying to heal a girl’s soul and not entirely sure how.
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Interlude- Going All In

Drat did not take to confinement well. He knew that he needed exercise. This he could do: push ups, handstand push ups, and calisthenics of all sorts.

He was used to having sweets whenever he liked. He had a thing for chocolate, cookie and caramel that came side by side with ridiculous, effective marketing campaigns where they tried to sell you only the left bars, or only the right. They were both the same. Drat was not the type of person you’d think would enjoy stupid nonsense like that, but though he scoffed, he secretly enjoyed it thoroughly.

In prison, he was able to buy neither right nor left sides.

He was used to fading into the background whenever he was anywhere. In prison he had harsh, soulless light shining on him at all times, and there was not a shadow in sight.

Helen was supposed to bail him out. He’d locked eyes with her when they’d dragged him in here, where she stood in the hallway outside the portal control room, and he had purposefully given her the most pathetic face he could manage. He might not have the Likability of Cinzy, but he was better than most humans in most of his attributes, and way better when it came to Physicality.

Physicality hadn’t made him into a bodybuilder Adonis like it had with the Guardians, or turned him into a beast like Blake. Instead, it carved out all the fat on his body and left him extremely flexible, fast and agile. That and Durability let him rock Helen’s world when he took her to bed. Likability allowed him to manipulate her outside the bedroom.

Of course, there was no Agility or Muscularity for Drat, the girls, and Trent. They hadn’t been back to the other world to find the system had shifted. Drat hadn’t been disappointed to find himself far less muscular than when he’d gone through the portal. He might never have the chance.

This thing with Helen had to work.

He’d made very sure that she was smitten with him, on his R&R weeks back on earth. It was done as a contingency specifically for this kind of situation. Drat knew he had rivals, or possibly even enemies. He knew he might choose to go against the Agency. He’d lavished her with gifts, flew her to the fucking Seychelles for a week in water you couldn’t get clearer anywhere on earth, and melted her brain with sex the old Drat wouldn’t have been capable of. He’d plied her with gifts, the expensive food, and listened to her inane babble.

So it was unthinkable that she wouldn’t make some attempt to get in and see him.

Instead, he had to put up with conversing with all of Fletcher’s conquests. He had to briefly see Tara through the clear wall when heading out for exercise hour, and how proudly she pushed out and cradled her nonexistent baby bump. He had to see Ivy, glaring at him as though all this was his fault, Cinzy, who he didn’t mind looking at regardless of how deeply she was in with Fletcher, and Isabelle, who seemed oddly chipper despite the fact she’d been in here for weeks. He had to see Trent, who really didn’t deserve this, because he had no fucking clue what was going on.

Isabelle was standing at the door, holding up a hand and flexing one arm.

What? Was she seriously considering—

Isabelle mouthed the word ‘heavy’ very slowly and clearly, or rather… probably ‘Ivy’. Then a word he didn’t know immediately. ‘Tomorrow’ probably.

She pointed at him, flexed one arm again, held up three fingers, and then he was walking past.

Jeez, they were going to try breaking out. The flexing arm clearly meant Physicality Tokens. These were somehow crystallized into nuggets of potential, the only thing on this side of the portal that survived to be accessed. Well, his enhanced attributes and skills were still with him, though he couldn’t access his character sheet.

The slot in the middle of the door was used to deliver food trays to the prisoners. He could easily manifest the Tokens and shoot them through the slot like hockey pucks or tiny frisbees.

The question was, for what? What did they hope to accomplish? Even if Ivy busted her way out, they still had a zillion guards and automatic weapons. They…

Drat stiffened.

All the Tokens worked. Cinzy’s Likability Tokens would make her more charismatic and desirable. She already exuded raw beauty and allure. The guards routinely dawdled in their rounds, pausing to pass her more slowly.

Would Affinity Tokens work? He immediately thought of Trent and his incredible magic. On the other side, his magic was somehow boosted by his crystal Nakamamon bond mate, and Garnet wasn’t here.

The whole thing seemed so incredibly risky, Trent couldn’t imagine it. He didn’t want to think about it, but his mind raced anyway. Having already watched the guards on duty for who they are, where they were stationed, how they were armed, how the place was laid out, he started seriously going through the risks and what would be needed.

Drat got his exercise along with Cinzy. They weren’t allowed to speak with one another, but she grinned and waved. Without any idea of how many Tokens she had and how they were planning to use them, the only thing he could do was smile and wave back, then do a bit of jogging, some pull ups, and a whole lot of permutations. If Alan were here, they could’ve pooled Ingenuity Tokens for him to make the plan.

“Or Fletcher,” he muttered darkly. It was hard to like the guy with the way he snagged all available gorgeous women at all times. Hard to hate him with the work he was doing and his goal of curing his mom’s cancer, but hard to like him regardless.

He was reasonably certain he had a good overview of the way out. They had marched him past the portal room because an imbecile had designed the interior of this place. He knew the route to get there, and he knew the guard configuration for this section of the prison. He resolved to manifest the Physicality Tokens, pretend to trip and fall against the door to Ivy’s cell, and shove them through the slot at waist level.

So, when Helen finally appeared beside the exercise yard exit door, looking grave, he figured nothing could possibly get any worse. How was he going to do this Token thing with Helen inches from him and watching his every move?

“Spence,” she said, and he kept him self from flinching. Good lord, Spencer was the absolute worst name. She fell in step with him, and the guard escort put some pep in his step, in order to give them some space.

“Helen,” he said evenly.

She kept her voice quiet so they wouldn’t be overheard. “I couldn’t get in to see you earlier. You’re in for some serious crimes. Destroying SNORC property, assisting with an otherworldly invasion…”

“I wasn’t in the room,” he said. “I had nothing to do with any of it.”

“Well they told me they’re running a lot of Divination and scrying in the other world.”

A thrill of ice went through Drat’s veins. He wanted to say he doubted that the Agency had that many high level Wizards with that much access to scrying magic, and he didn’t know if they could go weeks and weeks back in time, but he couldn’t say the answer was a definitive no. The fact that they were investigating in the other world was a terrifying prospect.

“I’m innocent,” he said, “and even if I’m guilty, I deserve a trial. We all do. There’s a whole list of human rights we deserve.”

“I know,” she said, her voice subdued.

“I could take you with me,” he said.

“What? You mean… the other world?” Her voice jagged loudly, and she ducked as if the security guys turned to fire at her.

He looked her full in the face. “Tomorrow, Helen.”

She was good looking, a little full in the middle and thighs, which was fine, but she was so slow on the uptake. Still, she had a whole day to process his words and make her decision.

It turned out, when he passed Ivy’s cell and manifested the Physicality Tokens, Helen didn’t bat an eye, because she hadn’t noticed what he was doing.

***

The moment Drat’s rear guard passed in front of Ivy the following day, the operation began. It began with the cell door flying off its hinges, pelting across the hall and knocking his rear guard out cold. The unconscious man slumped to the ground but still slid several feet back anyway. The door came down with a heavy thwok sound.

Ivy launched herself through the door, planted her feet on the opposite wall, and changed trajectory so she could propel herself like a superhero into the gut of Drat’s other guard.

This all happened in fractions of a second.

“All Affinity Tokens to Trent,” she breathed on her way past, then wrenched the cell doors open for Tara, Isabelle, Cinzy and finally Trent.

Drat dutifully manifested all his Affinity Tokens and gave them to a gobsmacked Trent the moment he stepped out.

“Come on,” he said. “We’re going through.”

“They’ll just collapse the portal again,” Trent retorted.

“Not if you stop them,” he called over his shoulder. “Come on!”

Ivy and Isabelle got exactly one kiss in before they all turned.

“Likability Tokens to Cinzy!” Tara called.

“All of them,” Isabelle said. “We’re going all in.”

Drat imagined himself pushing all his huge golden Tokens across the table in a high stakes poker game. His Likability was pitiful, and Cinzy’s grim smile confirmed that as soon as he handed both Tokens over, but her mouth fell open when the bounty came from Trent.

“You scoundrel,” she breathed.

“Let’s get this road on the show,” Trent said. “I still have no idea why I got arrested. I guess the Agency doesn’t like me spending my money to help people.”

“All Ingenuity to Drat,” Tara called, and handed him three Tokens of her own.

“Me?” They hadn’t let him in on the plan, given there was basically no contact between them allowed. Until now. Drat absorbed all the Ingenuity Tokens, 13 in total, then burned all 7 of his own. He then blinked at the strange feeling of expansion that happened in his head, eyes and ears.

Twenty. Fucking. Ingenuity. Tokens. It felt like he’d smoked a specialized kind of weed that hit his brain all over instead of that one spot, and instead of making him feel silly and foggy, he got a pure caffeine productivity brain boost. And instead of the random, ADHD impulses from caffeine, it was pure focus.

“Any Physicality left?” Ivy asked him.

“Yeah.”

“I’ll call out when it’s time to use them,” she said. “I’m wearing off, but I’ve got some left.”

“Which way?” Tara asked.

Which way? His brain was in overdrive, working faster than he’d ever felt it before. The guard shifts he’d been here to witness over the past week, the guards themselves and their personalities, their relationships with one another, the security cameras and what they could see, what they couldn’t see, where they were located, all that information parsed through his mind in an instant.

He started forward, then stopped as he heard the clomp of booted feet. Holding up three fingers, he swept a hand back in a way he hoped they would understand.

All it really took was one jab of the fingers. He knew the moment the first guard entered the room that it was the shorter one, so he got the joint between the leg and the junk precisely at the side of the armored codpiece and jammed that codpiece directly into the man’s balls. A horrified squeak came out of him before he doubled over and the second guard tripped over his butt. Drat darted forward and grabbed onto the weapon of the third, pulling him inside once he started tangling his legs with the legs of the second.

The girls did the rest.

Once they’d knocked out all three and tied them up with their own zip ties, Drat pointed a sidearm out the door and without even looking shot out the security camera.

That was how it went. Physicality Tokens gave you a very short burst because you were engaging the mana in your muscles to do superhero shit, but Ingenuity lingered for you to use it in little sips and gulps.

He maneuvered them through the halls, up the stairs, and had them pause at exactly the right spots so the guards couldn’t get an angle on them, before Ivy leapt up and grabbed the one guy by the strap holding her gun onto her body armor. She went down hard, as did the guy Isabelle took down. Drat liberated their flash bang grenades and pushed on.

Drat paused at the center of one hallway, waiting for the camera to swing to the side and away from where it could see them, so he could leap up and wrench it off its contact point. If he had even a cell phone right now, he could hack the whole system and turn every camera off, then disable the portal’s Ragnarok kill switch.

There were half a million ‘if onlys’ running through his mind right now.

Stepping into the hallway, he simply said, “Cinzy,” and froze. Cinzy stepped forward, bright as the sun to his brain and hormones. If Likability literally brightened her as it did to his sense of empathy, compassion and horniness, he’d have had his face melted. As it was, she hadn’t directed her Likability at him, so he only experienced a vague sadness that it wasn’t turned her way. A sliver of himself remained, telling him she was doing this for a purpose.

They were just outside the control room. The camera he hadn’t bothered to disable; he needed them to be able to see the blonde goddess sauntering down the hall like it was a runway in Milan or Paris.

“Now, Helen,” he said under his breath. If she acted, they could save some of the Physicality Tokens.

With his Ingenuity like this, time froze and he experienced an anxiety coupled with a planning capability that was still unreal. If she didn’t open the door, Isabelle or Tara probably still had enough Physicality to wrench the door open despite the magnetic locks. He might be able to open the panel with one of the multi-tools he’d found on one of the guards, and short out—

The door to the portal control room opened, and he grinned. When Drat got inside, Helen was kneeling at Cinzy’s feet with the dozen other techs.

The room had a huge bay window overlooking the portal room, with its enormous stone ring some thirty feet across, and the machinery all hooked up to it. As for this room, it was a spare, barely carpeted place composed of three different tiers, each with expansive computer consoles covering different aspects of Agency portal operation.

“They’ve opened up the portal room and started it up,” Cinzy said, and ran a comforting hand over Helen’s jaw line, then another of the kneeling, worshipping techs.

“We need to know where the explosives are attached,” Drat said. “That’s Trent.”

“I just… disable explosives?” Trent asked.

“You boost your mana with the Affinity Tokens, you engage your powers, you use the mountain stone to get through the walls, or use the concrete itself, and snap the explosives… there.” He tapped several commands into the nearest console and got a flashing readout of where the explosive devices had been set up for the Ragnarok command. “There, there, there and there.”

They all filed out of the room and into the portal room, leaving he and Cinzy.

“You’ve done well,” Cinzy said in a soothing, smooth tone. It melted Drat’s guts and gave him the warm fuzzies just to hear it, and it wasn’t aimed at him. Now she did turn to him.

“You promised this one… Helen… that she could come through?” Cinzy asked him.

He gritted his teeth. Ingenuity was still going overdrive in his brain. He thought it overrode the near-overwhelming influence of Likability she was emitting, but he couldn’t be sure. His body had reacted of its own accord, breaking him out in a clammy sweat and getting him painfully erect in seconds.

The dispassionate part of him could take or leave Helen, but Cinzy wouldn’t approve, and that would mean a diminishing of their relationship. He might need her assistance in the future… was Helen’s intrusion on his life worth that? He judged that yes, it was. This instance of Cinzy’s incredible Likability showed that she had immense potential power and influence over anyone, anywhere. She might be wrapped around Fletcher’s finger for some reason Drat couldn’t fathom, but she helped out her friends.

“I did,” he said finally. “She let us in.”

Cinzy took Helen’s hand and with a hint of a nudge, coaxed the entranced girl to her feet. “Come. Let’s get you through the portal.”

When he got into the portal room, he found that Trent had indeed used the concrete to reach out and crush the explosive devices, but with surgical precision. The rebar of reinforced concrete poked through in grid form in four different places, and fists of concrete hovered around the portal, complete with disconnected explosive devices within.

“I can’t believe it,” Trent muttered, staring at his hands, “my magic worked.”

Tara was still there, looking back at them. Mental calculations flared to life once again, peering at her stomach.

“Come on you guys!” she called.

This is Christopher’s team doing the improbable.




[image: Cartoon elephant with fire coming out of it  Description automatically generated]





Chapter 21- To Pyrohuahua, Or Not To Pyrohuahua

We spent the next two days both growing the plants, drawing out their essential properties of healing and revitalizing magic, and in the case of the henge sage, reactivating damaged chakras.

Entwined Ecstasy: You have entwined with Celine Eckhert. Your relationship status is trusted acquaintances. This bond isn’t easy to forge so quickly. These lovers have shared a bed only a few times, but the action has been intense and satisfying. These two are comfortable with one another’s bodies and presence.

Pleasure from intimate acts between trusted acquaintances is boosted moderately.

The next UI message that arrived pertained to bringing her into the fold.

Entwined Ecstasy: You have brought Celine Eckhert into the fold. She has gained the ability Curecraft. You have gained the ability Myriad Mind from entwining with Celine Eckhert. Entwine more deeply with Celine Eckhert to advance this ability.

You have reached your maximum capacity for abilities gained through Entwined Ecstasy. You may choose to strengthen the associated ability (Eagle Eyed) or gain Myriad Mind.

Although I had no idea what Myriad Mind meant, like before I leaned on my Affinity attribute and Mana Affinity skill to give me some concept of what I was looking at. The UI eventually gave up the ghost.

Myriad Mind is an uncommon ability that allows Wizards to focus equally on multiple tasks at the same time, such as reading several books at once, or reading and writing. Penalties for engaging in multiple complicated actions simultaneously are significantly reduced.

This was potentially a game changer. I’d been forced to make checks with Ingenuity and Mana Affinity a whole bunch of times since starting to brew up multiple cures at once.

On the one hand, Eagle Eyed had been extremely useful and it was now a high enough level that I could see things by their mana signatures or by the heat they threw off. On the other hand, I needed my wits about me right this moment, and this ability would  serve that purpose well.

I eventually chose to replace Eagle Eyed, hoping I wouldn’t regret it. I didn’t like that Eagle Eyed mapped onto Ingenuity and so did this new thing, but there was nothing for it. One could not have totally unlimited superpowers, apparently.

The UI rewarded me by granting me two extra levels of Myriad Mind, from the close relationship I had with Tara. Nice of the system to do that.

Myriad Mind III

(Special Ability, Uncommon, passive)

I- You may concentrate equally on two different tasks simultaneously. Any checks made will result in no penalty to your attributes, rather than the typical -4 penalty.

II- Your attention and concentration have improved enough to allow you supernatural peripheral vision. You may not be surprised except while asleep.

III- You may concentrate equally on three different tasks simultaneously. Checks made will result in a -1 penalty to your attributes.

I had to put this ability to work immediately, so I did… immediately after making sure Jacoby was in the least discomfort possible, then making sure we were on schedule with Vellenia and my new slutty little lab assistant.

Celine was a Wizard, and therefore a natural at doing things in a precise, measured, step by step way. She took to her new Healer abilities and the instructions on how to concoct a cure with relish.

“You are aware of how everybody at Headquarters always does the most tedious busywork for the administration, correct?” she asked. Celine had an overly precise way of speaking that I liked.

“I am aware,” I told her.

“Everyone is trying to get field assignments because we want to get actual experience doing our classes.”

“Yep, yep.”

“Well the situation is not dissimilar to right now with Jacoby,” she said, and tamped the lid over the pot to make sure we kept all the ash inside. “I was stuck ensuring the logistics for supplies and food were adequately managed, which was drudgery. Though to be precise, that was the situation before…” She trailed off, blushing.

“Before you became my little whore?” I whispered.

Celine froze long enough that I had to reach over and stir the other pot she currently had bubbling, and add mana to that as well. She jumped, burned herself slightly on the pot, and apologized profusely. Then, with a chaste kiss on the cheek, she returned to the work we were doing.

By the evening, we had the first salve for the Invineity. The Guardians wanted me to allow them the opportunity to administer it, and I nearly told them to suck my dick.

Hey, it would’ve given them Healer abilities.

I politely reminded them that I was the one with the Administer Cure skill, and promptly proved it by smearing the salve onto the seven chakras on each of its main vine branches, while the creature tried to snap at me and strangle all the Guardians at once. Finally, I had to pry its main vines away from the central part, where its beak was… only I had to get in behind the beak, snapping at me and trying its darnedest to keep me from getting around it. The final Administer Cure check had to be made three times, because the Guardians were turning purple.

It was only when a poison-covered thorn thunked into one of the main vines that the creature fell limp and released all the struggling Guardians. Five Guardians all gasped at the same time, and I turned to behold the fleeing Injectacle doing her gorilla impression to bound away from Jacoby’s team.

Wayne had been put in charge in the absence of healthy team leadership, but the thin Wizard just gawped at the fleeing, naked purple girl with the tentacles for hair.

“Come on, guys!” I shouted. The Invineity was still thrashing, though a significant portion of it was paralyzed. Identify told me that the poison used wasn’t the Heartstopper used against Jacoby, but Limblocker. One last glance over my shoulder showed no trace of the poison aspect Nakamamon who’d come to my rescue now for a third time.

She was sentient, that was clear enough. She knew I wanted to heal this vine creature rather than kill it. She didn’t mind as much about Jacoby’s death, or had learned that I wasn’t about to let anyone die if I could avoid it.

Plucking out the toothpick-sized spine, I used it to jab one more of the Nakamamon’s limbs, and from there the Guardians had a much easier time restraining it and turning it over so I could swab its octopus-like backside with salve.

After the congratulations message, I slumped back on my own backside, and informed the team that they could release it back into the wild as soon as possible. All trace of fighty-ness had disappeared, thankfully. A quick check with Affinity and Mana Affinity showed me that its chakras were back to their normal sap green color; all trace of the furious red had disappeared.

We had a cure for the Hellephant ready also, but we were just as worried about letting it free of the cage so I could get at its chakras. The thing was several hundred pounds of lava-leaking fury. Now, I don’t know how long it’s been since you wrestled a bear that could spout flame from its snout or searing heat from the holes in its back, but I hadn’t ever done that, and none of these Guardians had either.

The chakra at the top of its head and forehead might not be a problem, but the rest were.

“Gather up, people,” I said, and Wayne nodded assent. Wayne had proven himself amenable to basically anything, so long as I didn’t ask his people to leap off cliffs or leap into the jaws of certain death. I sure was glad we’d given him very little to do and a lot of cheerful company while he was stationed in Glumpdumpkin with my team.

“I’m going to douse all of us in resistance magic,” I said. “It won’t make you immune to fire, just like it didn’t make you immune to poison for the Injecticle debacle, but it’s pretty close. That will take one Durability Token from each of you. From there, it’s just a matter of you guys keeping its attention away from me.”

“And keeping it from squashing you to paste when you get underneath it.”

I couldn’t argue this. “If you can get it on its side or back and keep it there, I’d be happy for the trouble. I have five chakras to handle, and the first two are on its very big head.”

The one guy wanted to use his bond mate, which was also a fire aspect, but it was only a tiger dog thing and couldn’t match the Hellephant for size. It also didn’t understand how to spend a Durability Token for Healer’s Resistance. We debated its use, since I could spend the Token instead. The Pyrohuahua wasn’t large, only double the size of a regular chihuahua, but it made up for in attitude what it lacked in size. We finally decided not to use it, since the bonded Guardian was worried about it getting flattened in the first two seconds of the fight. I did not blame him, since Vellenia would be nowhere near the thing. The guy who’d bonded it already had the fire resistance from his fire-breathing doggo, but took Healer’s Resistance anyway.

The Guardians took over with ideas here, and they decided on the ones who could grow to massive size doing that, wrestling with the creature, and the ones who couldn’t grow would keep it from lashing out with its powerful legs while I got in close.

And, for two glorious minutes, that was how it went. Durability Tokens and Healer’s Resistance in place, Guardians enlarged, cage taken to a relatively safe area, and then opened.

“You guys ready?” Wayne called, and took the cage away using a telekinesis spell. I stood there among three Guardians already twelve feet tall, holding my ashen pot of salve and feeling very exposed.

The Hellephant came charging out, blasting directly at me with a gout of liquid fire that immediately splashed against a magical shield. An instant later it had its trunk held by one of Jacoby’s people, while another had swept its forelegs out. The third dove for its back legs but had the creature land on him. He grunted as several hundred pounds pinned his legs to the ground, and a second later the whole creature heated to several hundred degrees.

“Hurry!” he shrieked.

I darted forward, leapt over another gout of lava that began eating away at the cobblestones. A second later, I was smearing a filmy gray paste onto its forehead, and then the crown. A couple seconds after that, a cloud of ash had me retreating, coughing and struggling to breathe.

Mana Affinity had already told me there was a chakra in the trunk, but it was currently in the hands of the Guardian.

“I have to get the trunk!” I told him.

“Oh, no problem, let me just let go of it,” she snapped.

I’d get that one last. An Agility Token spent, I leaped over the thrashing fracas and landed between its legs. Not bothering to ask how things were going—badly by the looks on the faces of the two Guardians pinning its legs—I smeared another spoonful of the salve over its heart, then swiveled on the balls of my feet and delivered another quick dose to the stomach. Another two Agility Tokens allowed me to leap through the cloud of volcanic ash, over the hind legs, hips, and the guy trapped beneath both, currently getting kicked in the face, and deliver another scoop to the butt chakra. This one, thankfully, was located just behind the tail.

Chakras, I’d decided long before, were very weird. I had no butt-based special abilities, and I was a Pleasure Seeker. I’d channeled and released mana from my forehead and a bit from my heart, but the seat one made no sense.

Shouts pulled my attention back from the slathering on the creature’s expansive backside. They were choking and sputtering, and the pinned guy was croaking for some assistance.

It all collapsed when a blast of blue flame came roaring out of every hole on the Hellephant’s body. Everyone backed off, including me. The salve was bumped out of my hand, and crashed to the ground with a twinkle of glass.

I scooped up the remaining cure on the spoon and looked for my opportunity. We would not get another shot at this.

The enraged creature had already slapped aside one gigantic Guardian with its trunk, and caused a second to take flight or be covered in lava.

I have to say, resistances don’t really do much good if your flight instinct kicks in and tells you to run away from the source of certain death. If they’d stood their ground and taken blasts of lava to the forearms and shields like Guardians should’ve, they’d have taken damage that I could heal later. Instead they high tailed it. The other two were helping the guy who’d been pinned, then kicked by an errant foot when the creature stood.

And now it turned my way.

I was rescued, yet again, by several poison-filled toothpick-sized spines thudding into the creature’s head. It trumpeted in rage and surprise, causing the lava spray to miss me, thankfully. It then took two woozy steps and fell over onto its side.

This time, I was ready. I locked gazes with the Injecticle and engaged Psyspeech.

I’m very grateful for your assistance, I told her mentally. I hope to speak with you later, if you like.

The poison Nakamamon paused in the midst of hurtling away, turned two yellow eyes on me, then again fled into the deserted part of town.

Slathering the final dose of salve onto the Hellephant’s trunk didn’t even take a check. Instead the UI message appeared, congratulating me for reversing a condition. I then applied Mending Aura and healed up burnt lungs, smoke-damaged breathing tubes, burn damage that got through resistances, and one broken pelvis. It also helped the Hellephant recover from the Limblocker poison faster, so it could get back to normal.

“Apparently your plan for anesthetizing our patients worked after all,” Wayne said, and helped me to my feet. “The swamp creature likes you.”

I smiled ruefully. “I just freed her… I think she’s repaying the favor.”

“Or she likes you,” he said, smiling.

“Or that.”

My other patients all filed into my laboratory for any additional healing they might need. The Vulpetunia leapt into my arms and licked at the skin of my slightly burnt face. The sensation was a lovely one, and ticklish, and I scratched her all down the back and at the base of her tails.

“I missed you too,” I told her. Ditto for Regina and Tweedle Dee. Saying those words was like a barred gate opened, and the ache of not having my mother or my lovers struck. Vellenia felt this and came over.

“You should name her,”  she said.

I peered down at the adorable fox with the flowers and the tails. “How do you feel about having a name, huh?”

Like a typical puppy, its tails went wagging furiously. It appeared she liked the idea.

While I thought of names, I cooked up a quick potion and gave each of the Guardians a sip to get their hit points back to normal. They talked about how fearsome and powerful the Nakamamon had been, how they would love something that big and strong as a bond mate, and how the guy with the Pyrohuahua had made a big mistake going for his bond mate so early. Mr Pyrohuahua endured this with good humor, and stroked his little ball of fury that threatened to roast the lot of them all over again. For now, spirits were high, which was good. The Vulpetunia endured all of this by sitting bolt upright on my work table and surveying the crowded scene with intelligent eyes.

We still had a Geodile to deal with, and it was far bigger than the Hellephant.

I’d considered a lot of different flower-based names: Rose, Daisy, Chrissy for chrysanthemum, Prim for primrose, Daffodil, and more besides. I wanted a springtime name. “How do you feel about the name April?”

April sprang across the laboratory and into my arms again, settling her face into the crook of my neck and making grown men go ‘aww’.

This is Christopher about to get back to the main story quest.
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Chapter 22- Bushwhack

April, my newly-named, six-tailed and many-flowered new friend, stuck with me all through the rest of the day. She wound through my legs when I went into the Verdant Rejuvenation garden, to tend to my plants. Poppy had left to report current events to my mother, touch base, get information, and make sure we knew their present location and vice versa. Vellenia also had a Verdant Rejuvenation power, but her cure for the Geodile was in the works and she couldn’t spare the time. She and Celine were close, but we were also close to the our time being up.

I’d leveled up in Healer yet again, and was happy to be able to divide my attention between April, gardening, and the system UI stuff using my new Myriad Mind.

Level 31: +12 skill points

These ones, in between soft strokes of silky April fur and watering various plants, went to the amended point pool. I put points into Huge cure development, Instinctual Casting, Diagnostics, Treatments, Mana Affinity and Mana Shaping, along with the new priority: Develop Cure (Human), specifically for my mom.

If anything, this diversion with Jacoby’s team was allowing me to increase my chances of healing her up, and that was nice.

It was clear to me now that covering all the Nakamamon aspects was the new best practice. Having a level in all of them would lower difficulties for developing future cures. I wish I’d been able to use it for the Hellephant, and I’d been forced to spend Tokens I really hadn’t wanted to. I was now low on Tokens.

Therefore, for the Geodile, a point went into Develop Cure (Earth) followed by Water, Fairy, Psychic and Draconic. I felt the sudden impulse to be able to work up cures for my girls easier.

All the while, I tended to the garden and gave affectionate strokes to April’s ears, flanks, and that spot between the shoulder blades that always use to drive me crazy. She continued to head butt me and look up at me with those clever fox’s eyes again and again.

“You’re amazing,” I told her.

Then, on an impulse, I spliced my banana plant with my strawberry bushes, because I wanted strawbanas. I then spliced my mangoes with my passion fruits, so I could have mansion fruits. Or Pangoes. Whatever.

Yes it sounded silly and stupid, but I was riding high on the success with the Hellephant. It seemed like there was entirely too much serious shirt going on; I needed more silly in my life.

After I was done with leveling and gardening, and silly splices, I returned back to the lab and oversaw the remainder of the cure. The final Develop Cure check was mine to make, because I now had the Earth skill at level 1, Beast at level 1, and the Large cure development at level 7. It was hard, but Vellenia and Celine supplied me with several Tokens to lower the difficulty to a more reasonable level. 

Celine was especially excited to see a cure come to fruition, since she’d been feeding mana into it all day. She stared at the softly glowing purple goo that occasionally had the sounds of harps or angelic choirs emanating from within. She turned to me, astonished.

“Holy shirt, daddy, that’s amazing!”

I glanced to Vellenia, which made Celine remember she was there, and that made her blush real hard, and rush out of the lab. She had just called me daddy, loudly and with relish. She disappeared outside, going ‘ooooohhhhhhh’ and holding her cheeks in her hands.

Today was the last day we could do the curing, before the fighting aspect stuck for good. This fact alone was going to make the Administer checks harder. After smearing goop on a gem-filled croc’s anus, I’d need to cure Jacoby of the Heartstopper poison.

Then, rest for a minute.

Now I straightened my shoulders and looked over the Token situation. I had shifted around Tokens using Arcane Alchemy once I made checks, and I’d gotten a Token back from having sex with Celine yesterday, but I was still missing a number. There were the Agility Tokens I’d spent ducking and dodging around the Hellephant’s body, but I also lacked a number of Ingenuity, Affinity and Durability Tokens. Only 5 Durability Tokens remained, 4 Ingenuity, and 3 Affinity. Since splitting Physicality into Agility and Muscularity, I only had 4 of each, so I was down to only 1 Agility Token. It wasn’t a great place to be, and there wasn’t time to use Meditation to try to reclaim some. Even if I could get one back in four hours, it wouldn’t be nearly enough.

The saving grace was my 7 Free Tokens, which I hoped to keep until circumstances forced my hand.

I could grab up full immunity using Healer’s Resistance at the staggering cost of 5 Durability Tokens, and I was tempted to use it. I wasn’t going to tell the Guardians to open the cage and free the Geodile so I could know whether the shards of crystal were considered physical damage, or earth. Even going back to the early records of the first Geodile encounters didn’t yield anything; my own Guardians had done a great job protecting me from damage, and I hadn’t taken any.

“Huddle up,” I called, and Wayne confirmed the move. “Okay, listen… this thing is far bigger than the last one, and it’s an earth aspect. It’s tanky. I wouldn’t doubt it’s a ton, and it’s got natural armor to keep my cure from getting where it needs to go.”

“How do you want to play this?” Ribbit asked. She was the acting Guardian leader, since the other fellow was sitting this one out. Being crushed half to death by a flaming elephant can do that to a person.

“We want to get the purple one to paralyze them both,” one of the other Guardians said. “Where’s she?”

“Hiding,” I said. I’d been unable to find her.

I considered, thinking back to the different cures so far. April came over to butt her head against my shins like an affectionate cat, and sprinkle pollen on my pants. April…

“Actually, I have an idea,” I said.

***

A check using Mana Affinity showed me that the scarlet energy coursing through the Geodile and the Shrubbit’s mana channels had nearly filled up those mana channels, pushing out the white of the beast aspect. We had to act fast.

“You’re sure about this,” Ribbit said, clearly skeptical.

“Obviously not, but I don’t see how we can go wrong trying.”

“There will be two of them to contend with, is what can go wrong  first and foremost.”

I regarded her with a flat gaze and she held up hands in surrender. We all knew that time was of the essence and that nobody else knew what to do.

Arrayed before us now were two cages, one for the Geodile and the other for the Shrubbit. Guardians and Wizards stood in pairs not far off, along with Oz near me, and Savannah near the center of the makeshift stadium.

Everyone held their breath as the cage doors were opened and the creatures emerged. They needn’t have; the motion was explosive and spectacular. Disappearing in a blur of motion, the Shrubbit aimed a rapid kick between the Geodile’s eyes. It used its long, shrubby ears like the Injecticle used its tentacles, as large and powerful limbs.

The Geodile received maybe ten or twenty kicks in rapid order, but didn’t seem bothered. Instead it blasted out a series of crystalline spines that thunked into its opponent’s face, ears, and body. Those ears came up and acted as a shield for the next series of spines.

And just like when April was still turning into a fighting aspect, these two were only focused on doing a one on one battle. April had batted around and entwined Ribbit, ignoring all others.

“Let’s move in,” I said, hand on Ribbit’s shoulder.

She manifested her shield, ducked low, and went in like a special forces operative.

The two were still battling it out when we reached them and I dove forward to apply the cure between the creature’s eyes.

Administer Cure: You have chosen to make this an Agility check. Your Administer Cure skill is at level 10, while Agility stands at level 4. The check is Very Difficult, requiring 6 successes. Would you like to spend 6 Tokens to succeed automatically?

Total Tokens: 1 Agility and 7 Free Tokens.

Chancing it gave me 7 successes, an even 50% split. The goop sank in between the Geodile’s scales and glowed with tiny arcs of purple lightning. Both the tiny lightning bolts and the harp music disappeared as the medicine was absorbed.

“Get him back!” Another of the Guardians shouted. I turned just in time to see two bushy ears some three feet long grab onto me and hurl me bodily. There were a few curious moments of weightlessness  before I slammed into something soft. It was one of the Guardians, swollen to over ten feet high, and I felt like I was the size of a football in those hands. They quickly set me down and swatted aside the marauding Shrubbit.

The plant rabbit launched itself upwards, over the Geodile, and delivered another series of rapid kicks to the base of its tail. In response the Geodile reared up, hissing, and blasted forth another barrage of crystal spines. Its enemy was already spinning away.

Ribbit and the other Guardian seized the chance and darted forward, one on the earth croc’s back and Ribbit bracing with hands and feet beneath. Next came the grappling hooks launched by Wayne and Oz, pulled by the other two Guardians.

“Fletcher, get…” Ribbit managed, but couldn’t say more. The gigantic creature rose up even further and tried to slam down, only to find a huge Guardian gripping the underside of its jaw.

I sprinted across the space and slid like I was heading into second. The cure was already on my spoon, and I slathered it across the underside of its mouth. The second check, this one with a difficulty of 7, succeeded with 7 successes also.

Then the Geodile commenced a death roll.

One moment it was being pulled onto its side, and the next it heaved the other way. The two Guardians holding to the ropes were flung over it and onto their backs. Ribbit ended up hanging on for dear life, while her compatriot was crushed beneath the weight of a multiple ton creature with shards of crystal sticking out from everywhere on its back. A yelp was snatched away as the Geodile put its full weight on the guy.

Fortunately for me, I was quick enough to splat yet another dose of the cure onto its heart chakra, high up between its forelimbs. The difficulty of this check fell back to 6, and I handled it with 8 successes. The glowing, mana-infused and faintly angelic sounding liquid seeped into its body.

Three of five. The Geodile didn’t care, and kept rolling.

The two who’d been put on their backs were shoved backwards by Wizard telekinesis a moment before the Geodile would’ve crushed them.

I gave chase, only to find myself face to face with an angry gigantic crocodile with razor sharp crystals for teeth and scales.

“Easy now,” I told it, and engaged Dazzle.

This was a gift from Vellenia and now a prized possession. It now had a slight stun effect, which I used to duck aside and around the beast, to where I might get at another of its chakras. Alas, there was a literal ton of Nakamamon in the way.

“Two more!” I shouted.

The other Guardian opposite Ribbit was out of the fight. He’d sustained a whole ton of cuts from the crystals, and was now getting a pre-made health potion into him.

A blur of furry, leafy stuff slammed into me, but when I got my bearings, I found one of the Injecticle’s spines sticking out of it. It stared at me with fully enraged eyes, but only leaked a bit of blood from the corner of its mouth. Its fur was also matted with blood from where crystal spines had become embedded.

“Healing potion for the Shrubbit!” I called.

It was then that the earth beneath my feet went all soupy. In an instant, I was up to my knees in quicksand, and the Geodile was lumbering toward me on its stubby, but powerful legs.

Those were some huge jaws.

I burned 5 Durability Tokens, hoping against hope, and curled into a ball. All of them went cla-cling! into being around my head and promptly disappeared.

I don’t know how many of the creature’s teeth shattered against the impenetrable sheath of energy surrounding me, but I only became aware of what was going on when Ribbit said, “Hooooo-leeeee shirt balls.”

The Geodile had also been Injecticled. Three spines were embedded in the soft flesh of its mouth and it lay there unmoving.

It took another few minutes to get the Guardians to flip the croc onto its back again, and for me to slop more of the cure onto the space at the base of its tail, and at its guts, before the message finally appeared.

Congratulations! You have successfully administered a magical and divine cure to a creature.

Right on the heels of this was the second achievement in the series.

Achievement! Alter the fundamental aspect of five Nakamamon.

You have taken the power of gods into your hands and made a shift in the foundation of what makes a Nakamamon… five times! What immense power you wield, Healer.

Reward: +2 attribute points

Sighing, I sank one level into Agility and one into Muscularity. My level 8 Physicality had been so great until I’d left for earth. I had to work back up to that.

All around me, Jacoby’s people were going wild. They were slapping me, and each other, on the backs. I tried to catch sight of the Injecticle once more, but only caught a glimpse of her naked backside flitting around the corner.

The Shrubbit was next. I knelt next to the creature, and was quick to ascertain that no one had given it a healing potion as I’d directed. I poured the liquid into the creature’s mouth after plucking out the crystal shards. Those puffed into acrid magical smoke seconds after removal, but didn’t matter. I was gratified to see the creature alive, and healing.

It also looked very different than it had previously. The new Nakamamon was more humanoid and far more muscular, with the enormous ears now widened out to act as shields.

Bushwhack has been knocked out, the UI told me.

Which prompted me to use Identify yet again on the permanently shifted Nakamamon.

Bushwhack

Basic Nakamamon

Bushwhacks are excellent at camouflage and ambush tactics, preferring to disguise themselves as tufts of grass or bushes before attacking with feet and entangling vines. These creatures divide their time between sitting perfectly still for hours, and training with ruthless determination, kicking the bark off nearby trees.

Typical length: 1-1.5 feet (small)

Typical weight: 3-8 pounds

Gender: unknown

Aspect: plant/fighting

Transformations: Bushwhack -> unknown

Bushwhack has been added to your Nakamadex.

It was with some sadness that I received another notification, yet another achievement.

Achievement: new Nakamamon species discovered

Before now, only a single fighting aspect Nakamamon existed. Now two? Astonishing! Interesting! In what other ways will you bear witness to extraordinary changes to the world?

Reward: +1 Free Token

Five out of six was a pretty laudable 83% success rate. The problem was, I had this crazy feeling that the fighting aspect wasn’t done spreading. Something deep in my guts warned me that what I’d just done was slap a bandage on a completely mangled limb, or close Pandora’s box almost all the way. Things were still wrong and escaping. I felt now more than ever that Blake had unlocked something unwelcome in this world, and there was nothing I could do to stop it entirely.

This is Christopher sighing in resignation.
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Chapter 23- I’m Altering The Deal

Jacoby wanted to know if we could simply torch the Bushwhack. It was a plant aspect and would go up like a house of straw. I was aghast, but… she had a point. If we could stop the spread of fighting aspects, maybe one grisly death would be acceptable.

The Wizards were even eager to throw fireballs, which they didn’t get to do often. It was the number one joy of nerds the world over… nerds who played Caverns & Creatures at any rate.

Wayne shook his head, and took Jacoby off to one side. As an afterthought, he beckoned me as well.

“I didn’t want to get into this in front of the team, and not in front of Fletcher if we could avoid it,” he said.

“What?” Jacoby demanded.

“I’ve been in contact with a couple of other away teams and their Wizards. They’re finding fighting aspect Nakamamon in the wild.” He then explained that those teams were nowhere near where Blake had gone nuclear. We’re talking the complete other side of the HQ, over in land that was lots of mountains and volcanoes.

Jacoby softened after this, and offered me an apology for wasting my time. I let her know she was trying to do the right thing, and I didn’t really hold it against her.

Only a few hours later, Ribbit and the other Guardians, with Wayne’s help, were able to herd the Nakamamon over to the entry and exit to Flunt on the Rustle. The caged Bushwhack, facing out to the wider world, exploded out of its cage and disappeared into the beyond.

Maybe it would cause others of its kind to become fighting aspect Nakamamon, and maybe it wouldn’t. There wasn’t anything more that could’ve been done in either case. I couldn’t have forced myself on any of Jacoby’s people without getting my ass handed to me, and even if I had, I couldn’t have forced them to brew up cures for me after violating them. Jacoby extended an offer, and only Celine accepted.

The responsibility actually lay with Blake and his idiotic decision not to take his pills. Screw that guy.

I put all this out of my mind, and walked the town’s weird spherical streets. They were only barely detectable as curved, and above the rest of the sphere was practically invisible due to some magic I didn’t understand. The size of the thing was so huge you couldn’t really comprehend what you were doing, but not so big that you didn’t cross the whole town in a matter of hours. I soon found myself at the apex and staring down toward the earth. The buildings across the sphere from me had also vanished, like these had when I was at the other side, and ‘above’ me was a blanket of pinpricks of light. I could only discern the shapes of the neighborhoods I’d just been in, the one with the switchback street and the flatiron building, the one with the large market square with the odd fountain in the middle. That fountain…

That fountain sprayed water up in the air… and it didn’t fall directly onto my head.

I laughed. Gravity was weird, physics were just suggestions, and that was fine. Totally fine.

I sat and looked at the stars, and went to use Psyspeech to connect with my mother again. I reconsidered, because Regina was the one I wanted to see. I wanted her smiling face, very green eyes, all the freckles, and I really hoped Tweedle Dee would enjoy having April as a flower fox companion. Of course, I also hoped I could have her sleek and powerful thighs in my hands soon, and hear her grunt and groan as she repeatedly took my cock, but that was for another time.

I missed Shakindria too, for that matter, and the huge bulk of Muppin plodding placidly along, carrying all our stuff, and sometimes carrying us. I missed Chrysta and her silent need to have physical contact. I missed Larelle, also being implacable and kind of naive.

And I missed the whole crew still stuck back on earth: Tara, Cinzy, Izzy, and Ivy. I missed Trent for the miracles he could do with stone, and I even missed Drat for the dry and humorless responses.

The ability informed me that Regina was out of range. My mom was not, a fact that depressed me a little. It meant they were both in the same place, at extreme range, but my relationship to my mom was stronger than my relationship to Regina. I’d have to remedy that.

Hey Ma, I sent her. I just finished handling the situation with the fighting aspect Nakamamon. I hope you’re well, I hope Regina and Shakindria and the others are well also. I miss you, and I miss them. There’s a sick god situation here in this weird town, but I want to meet up with you guys and get back to the hunt for your cancer cure first. I know you’re going to tell me to work on this dumb sick god, but I’m going to stubbornly refuse and make my way to you. Love you.

Joke was on me. I wasn’t going to be able to refuse.

***

Jacoby recovered after I brewed up and administered an anti-venom. This process took little more than some oil, some of the original venom, and a great deal of infused mana. I also threw in some of the physical mending plants to speed her recovery: calendula, otherwise known as pot marigold, was the most common of these. I also threw in some aloe vera.

Then, I made a note to splice these restorative plants together and try to get an even stronger version that could double heal. What would I call it? Alan Vera? Caloedula? Neither appealed… I’d workshop it.

“Verandula,” I breathed. Nice.

I also made sure to splice them with the mana strengthening flowers like henge grass, purple morpheus and blue passionflower. It would be easier to make restoration potions that could boost hit points as well as mana points that way.

Jacoby looked like death warmed over, but it was only a single day after she’d been dosed.

“Listen,” I told her, holding up the anti-venom. “You’re going to have to promise not to hunt down the Injecticle. I’m more certain now than ever that she was protecting me. She took out one of the guys sent to bring me back to HQ, and she helped with the Shrubbit, Geodile, and the other fighting aspects. It wasn’t the kind of anesthetic I was hoping for, but it worked… unfortunately you got caught in that. She thought you were attacking me.”

She made a strangled groan.

“Anyway,” I said, and lifted her head gently so I could dribble this concoction into her mouth and down her throat.

I’ve been caught off guard a lot in my life. Although I had a lot of interaction with my sometimes-awful older sister, and I did get some training in how to deflect people being dicks, there were still a lot of times when I had no comeback in the moment. I chalk it up to trying not to be mean to people, which is sometimes stupid, but definitely a Healer trait. You know: do no harm.

Jacoby sprang out of bed and rushed out the door of my lab. She literally leapt onto the roof of my house a moment later, and I was too slow to see where she went afterwards.

“Fudge,” I said.

I could hardly track Jacoby as she moved. She was fast, incredibly so, and I’d just traded my amazing senses ability for an amazing divided concentration ability. A bad trade off in this case.

She moved in a blur up to the top of the highest house, and sent about scanning the whole neighborhood in seconds. Moments later, she bolted back towards my house. I had time enough to see her curl into a rolling ball and barrel through my open upstairs window, along with seeing a frantic flail of purple tentacles on the stairs.

“Jacoby!” I shouted. “I’m not going to give you another anti-venom!”

The Injecticle came rolling down the stairs like she’d been pushed. I immediately went to help, only to have several tentacles flung out in my direction. They dragged the girl toward me, between my legs, and up into the shelf beneath the workstation like she was hiding from a velociraptor in Jurassic Park.

Jacoby came down after, heaving and looking like she’d just gotten a hundred hickeys up both arms, and on her neck. She was bleeding from tons of tiny puncture wounds.

“Where is she?” she demanded. “I can smell the little prick.”

I wouldn’t get this dark joke until much later. Little prick indeed.

“You will have to go through me in order to get her,” I told her. “Now cut this shirt out. She made a mistake. And honestly, you should be dead by now if you went up against her. You’re lucky she didn’t use five hundred doses of Heartstopper on you.”

She stalked down the stairs, and I can’t be sure from where, but she’d gotten a pair of short swords.

It was time for me to be grateful that Cinzy had fallen in love with me.

Mender’s Soothing Mental Balm II

(Special Ability, Rare, Aura)

Speak soothing words to those within range suffering from mental or emotional distress to help ease their torment and anguish.

Spend an Affinity Token. Make a Treatment check with Affinity to immediately begin healing all beings within range. All mental illnesses suffered by nearby non-divine creatures are healed so long as this aura is active. Once the aura ends, all creatures previously affected by mental illnesses regain them at half strength and half duration.

Range: 60 feet. Duration: 1 hour.

I spent an Affinity Token and made the Treatment check while continuing to try to de-escalate the situation. The difficulty here was Very difficult, but only 6. My Affinity of 8 and Treatments of 7 were able to handle the 6 successes without trouble; out of 15 levels, I managed 7 successes.

The anger drained from Jacoby’s face as the aura spread out around her. “What did you… wow… that feels nice.” Calm flooded over her, and she looked almost drunk. The swords disappeared into their sheaths and she plopped heavily into a chair, then slouched down as if she didn’t have a care in the world.

“Whuwerewetalkinbout?” she drawled.

I bent and peered under the worktable where the Injecticle was cowering. She no longer looked as though she would lash out at me, though, so the aura was working on her too.

“It’s all right,” I told her. “It’s okay. Can you come out?”

“She’s scary,” the purple girl said in a tiny, adorable voice.

“She can be, but she’s not going to hurt you any longer. I think if she sees you she’ll get used to having you around. It would be better if you didn’t have to hide any longer.”

I held out a hand, and she took it, and allowed me to help her up. She was doing better in the Durability or resistance department than Jacoby, though it was possible she was in far more distress than the expedition leader.

Her foot, the left one that had been trapped by the rock down in the swamp, was still broken. She favored it, and used her tentacles to assist in walking.

With Jacoby watching, I put on Mender’s Aura as well, and slathered on some healing potion as well, to get my protector some relief. The teensy pinpricks all over Jacoby, and the little hickeys from the Injecticle’s suckers all vanished, and the Injecticle exclaimed over her repaired foot. I made sure to give her a bit of healing potion, too, because Mender’s Aura was designed more as a first aid, or emergency tool. Afterwards, all of us stared at one another.

“So,” I said. “That’s that.”

“Yep,” Jacoby said, and continued to glance between the two of us. “That’s it.”

“Your team will be packing up and heading back to HQ? And I’ll just… stick around… here?”

Jacoby’s tone had fallen flat and emotionless. “There is a god situation in this part of town,” she said. “And actually, if I can recall, whatever it is, it’s spreading. When I was up on the roof I saw the area seemed at least one set of houses bigger. It’s mostly surrounding the warding circle the Wizards set up.” With our entire camp in it.

“That’s… not good.” What was up with her?

It wasn’t hard to piece together what was going on. A team had been dispatched specifically to go after me, and Jacoby had orders, along with all the other field teams, to capture me if they found me. She hadn’t, because I’d done the work she needed me to do. Jacoby was going to go back and report that the Shrubbit had transformed into a Bushwhack, that there was at least one fighting aspect Nakamamon out there, and probably get her ass chewed out. If she had me in custody, the chances of that chewing out being instead glowing accolades for capturing the rogue Healer, she could salvage her position as expedition leader, and maybe get another field assignment.

Right now she was either weighing the pros and cons of arresting me, or she’d made up her mind to do it, never mind the enormous favor I’d done her.

“Do you have a name I can call you?” I asked the Injecticle, privately hoping it was Ivy but also not… I already had a friend named Ivy.

“I never needed one before,” she said.

“Would you like one?”

“Um… sure.”

“May I call you Azalea?” It was a lovely flower that could be a magenta color, and was also poisonous.

“I love that,” she said, grinning.

With Psyspeech, I addressed her. I am afraid the leader of this team is going to try and restrain me. I’m thankful for your protection so far and I can’t ask more of you—

“That’s okay,” she said out loud.

Jacoby’s eyes flickered between us again, and it was clear a whole lot of calculation was going on. “I’ll just… be going then.”

Once she was gone, I sat back on my butt, getting a deep breath.

“You don’t have to worry,” Azalea said. “April is also here.”

Indeed, the flower fox leapt into my arms and snuggled into my neck.

I didn’t think twelve on three was good odds, especially with one of ours being a flower fox. Jacoby was fast and commanded a dozen people on her team, without counting Nakamamon bond mates. She could just as easily overpower Azalea, or get her in a cage. Outside the range of my aura, she might get her bloodlust back up and start in with the arrows. With all the Guardians they had the shields and muscle, and with all the Wizards they had the tricks. Plus, her Rogue could be quite useful, and Savannah the Bard might charm my only ally. Or me, for that matter. Cinzy had gotten past Stalwart before.

Being a fugitive kind of sucked. I might be on an antigravity spinning ball town in a world of magic and wonder, protected by a venomous tentacle-haired ally and cuddled by the cutest creature I’d ever laid eyes on, but I had to constantly watch my back, and that wasn’t awesome at all.

“I’m very glad to have your company,” I told her. “I’m even more glad that you made it out of the swamp okay.”

“Me too,” she said in a cheerful, cutesy voice. It was awful strange coming out of a girl with warning purple skin, rubbery tentacles instead of hair, and sickly yellow eyes. But she was cute, in her own way, small and compact and a little awkward.

“I can’t breathe water,” she confessed.

I stared, and my mouth went on ahead of my brain. “What?”

“I was forced to capture air bubbles with my tentacles and bring them to my mouth.”

It wasn’t possible to suppress a shudder. She’d been like that for days at least.

“You saved my life, Healer!” she chirped, and leapt forward to hug me. And this was a complete hug, with hair tentacles wrapping around my torso all the way around to my shoulders, and others wrapping around my arms. Two of them even wrapped up my upper thighs. “I’m so sorry for trying to hurt you, and I’m happy you have some poison resistance ability.”

“You and me both.”

She slowly untangled herself from me and looked up. She was under five feet, meaning she came up to the top of my abs, but her tentacles raised her up almost eye level. “Do you think she’ll try to put you in a cage too?”

“I sure hope not,” I muttered.

“We should go out the back way.”

I agreed, and we slunk out fully expecting the house to be surrounded. I imagined that every Guardian had a Wizard at his back prepared to use telekinesis or launch a fireball or try to freeze my feet. I imagined Oz on top of the house and ready to drop down onto me at any moment.

So it was that I was quite surprised to hear shouts of alarm and dismay erupt all around us. April dashed ahead before leaping and yipping in alarm. Her hackles were raised.

“What is going on?” I asked.

Celine was the only one I could see, but I felt it, sure enough: the surge of divinity coursing over the whole camp.

The Durability and Divine Resistance check came, and I passed it with ease. Strangely, the check also added in my Stave Off levels. Beside me, Azalea didn’t appear so fortunate. She grabbed at her stomach and sank to her knees.

Well, we were about to find out what kind of god was sick here in town, whether I wanted to deal with it or not.

The mousey Wizard with the spectacles and the compact body stumbled towards me, paused as if she couldn’t quite breathe, then tore off her robe and whipped her shirt off a moment after that. She stood and shucked a knee-length skirt, leaving her only in lacy, matching powder blue underwear and thigh-high black and white striped socks. She was soaked in sweat, and fell to her knees before me.

“Celine? What is happening?”

“I… Jacoby was going to order your capture, so I broke the seal on the warding circle… daddy.” She crawled on hands and knees, and clutched at my pants. “Daddy, your whore needs you. Right now.” With that, she started trying to either crawl up my body, or rip off my pants.

In the same instant, Azalea looked up at me with those strange yellow eyes, and I saw lust boiling deep in there as well. Also hearts. She had literal heart shapes in her eyes.

This is Christopher figuring out what’s going on just in time.




[image: A cartoon character in a city  Description automatically generated]





Chapter 24- Pray I Don’t Alter It Any Further

Jacoby’s camp was in pandemonium, but a fun kind of pandemonium. Already, Savannah was buck naked and being spit roasted by Wayne and one of the Guardians. The two members of her team I had treated once upon a time, Bri and Steph, were on the ground in a sixty-nine. They hadn’t even taken off all their clothes, but instead Bri’s face had disappeared beneath Steph’s long skirt. His pants were down to his knees though, and I had a full view of the hard work she was doing.

Several of the team members had escaped the area, too, suggesting that Bri, Steph, Wayne and Savannah were all doing this because they wanted to, not because they were under a compulsion. Kinky.

The surge of divine energy was definitely familiar. Once upon a time I’d had no defense against this. It heated up my whole body, made me painfully hard, made my partner who I’d met just minutes before completely irresistible, and me irresistible to her.

Several of the other team members were engaged with one another. Ribbit had three partners, and one of them was a Nakamamon that looked like a blob of blue jelly with eyes.

“Daddy,” Celine begged, wrenching at my pants, “please. Please give your whore what she needs.”

I was about to tell her it would have to wait, when time stopped.

***

Everyone froze mid-coitus, with Celine’s hands clutched at my pants. Somewhere not far off was a powerful divine source. Not powerful like The Lovers powerful, but powerful like the God of Productivity times ten powerful.

My first thought was that I did not have the Divine Resistance levels to stop this from burning me into a cinder. My second thought was that I’d felt this pressure before.

I peered around at the frozen sexscape, and found a figure cloaked in darkness… exuding darkness… composed of darkness? They were laying on their side on the roof of my house, head propped on one elbow, knee up… playing with themselves? It was too dark to see what that hand was doing, but there was motion of the arm. Two eyes glowed with a lavender power, and two ears that reminded me of Shakindria’s poked up off its too-big head.

I had never seen this Nakamamon before.

I’d seen it a bunch of times.

“What the heck?” I asked, mostly at the way my brain was doing mental flip flops over me recognizing it or not.

“It is so amusing listening to you refuse to use harsh language,” a silky female voice purred. A decidedly female voice.

“Who… what do you want?”

I had several flashes of headache, where this creature wriggled out of places in my brain that had been closed off.

I saw her in the HQ castle, shortly after I’d cured the God of Footfalls, congratulating me on a job well done, explaining—

“You’re the reason the gods have been getting sick!” I blurted.

Those glowing eyes rolled. “This is getting repetitive. Go on, get your head together. I’ll wait.”

She appeared in Slinktrickle, smirking and asking me if I was really happy to have clothes back on for the first time in weeks.

There she was in Glumpdumpkin, standing atop a house again, clapping and looking sinister against the backdrop of exploding fireworks.

“You don’t normally show up until after I’ve cured a god.”

“Take your time,” she said.

In all three of these memories, she sauntered close, congratulating me but giving me the impression I hadn’t really done a good job at all. In Slinktrickle she told me there was a huge god in Glumpdumpkin that would need my help, and fast! In Glumpdumpkin she asked me whether I felt accomplished, undoing her work.

I clamped my eyes shut. “I don’t get it… if you’re making the gods sick, and I’m undoing it, why aren’t you stopping me?” If she could cause the God of Productivity to become sick and die, she was clearly strong enough to stop me from healing it back up.

“Did you know that the God of Doors is sick over in Saxwhacket?” she asked. “Did you know that there is a god under the mountain that currently suffers, and will cause the eruption of a volcano long dormant? Did you know that your own mother is attempting to cure her own first godly illness, and that is for the God of Utensils?  Did you know that the God of Sinuses is currently causing sneezing fits, insane mucus production, and crazy itching throughout an entire small village? Did you know that the Goddess of Light has plunged another entire village into a kind of gloomy non-day non-night? Of course you don’t.”

My mind swirled at all the sickness. She claimed to have caused the divine illnesses I’d dealt with, but she could be lying. After all, if there was a God of Lies on this world, then Nakamamon could indeed lie. She could be lying about all these sick gods also, either the causes or the sicknesses themselves. She was a being composed of pure darkness, and the only dark aspect Nakamamon I’d met was McCauley Skulkins. His invisibility power literally allowed for spying and deception.

“You… told me… in Glumpdumpkin?” She had. And then she’d caused me to forget things.

“That’s right, you poor thing.” She certainly didn’t sound like she was apologizing, but rather that she was talking to a cute doggie.

“None of what you’ve done makes any sense. You’re just… an agent of chaos?” I guessed. I was tempted to burn all of my Ingenuity Tokens. Her presence was seriously unnerving. I had questions, and the more my amnesia peeled away looking at her, the more questions appeared. Some of them had answers, but many more appeared. She was a Nakamamon, and yet she had a power over gods. Where did that come from, or just how powerful was she? And more importantly, how had she become that powerful? What kind of game was she playing?

“Chaos?” she asked, and raised her hand from where I couldn’t see what she’d been doing. “I can assure you, human, I have specific goals. You, on the other hand… you have wrought changes to the entire paradigm of this world. Unintentional changes.”

I’d been right there when Blake changed into the world’s first fighting aspect. And now there was Muscularity as well as Agility, where there’d only been Physicality before. Plus, I had a unique second class.

And then there was me bringing an unauthorized person through the portal with the express intent of healing them. The destruction of the portal near the HQ. The likely arrest and imprisonment of my entire team.

“Your friends have returned to this world,” she said.

“What? Really? Where?”

“The second portal has been lodged open. This has grave repercussions, Healer.” She said the word Healer with a certain je ne sais quoi I disliked. Like she was calling into question the fact that I was a Healer at all, and was mostly just a haver of sex. “Would you like to know the results of your actions?”

“I… suppose.” Not that I could entirely trust her. You didn’t trust someone that mucked about with your brain. Boy was I glad Psyspeech was one way and didn’t draw thoughts out.

She rose from the roof and descended to ground level smoothly, feet not touching the ground. She hovered toward me.

“The first thing that’s happening is one in every five Nakamamon without a second aspect is gaining the fighting aspect. You may have tried to undo that process, but it was a foregone conclusion before you even began.”

I sighed. “Not the Bushwhack then?”

A very amused chuckle slid out of her. “Of course not. The human Blake infected Nakamamon before he was captured. His second in command did as well. Your other human’s team was only able to detect and corral those six.”

Archie. He had run off and then been without the anti-magic drug.

She… refused to be identified using my skill. I failed several checks in a row before they even began, with the UI explaining that even spending all Ingenuity to lower the difficulty, I didn’t have enough Ingenuity and Identify to generate enough successes to handle the task. Meaning I needed more than 13 successes after lowering the difficulty by 5, the max I could do on 9 Ingenuity and 8 Free Tokens. 

“What are you?”

“Let’s stay on topic, shall we?” she asked. “The fighting aspects and the division of Physicality is perhaps the least important factor at work. These Nakamamon will do something they’ve hardly ever done before: fight one another, though they’re presently restricted to one on one battles. They will never fight to kill, but rather to increase their fighting skill. To be the very best there ever was.”

That struck me as odd. Blake had boasted that he was going to crush my skull. But the lack of Nakamamon killing one another was good news, and Blake was also in Agency custody.

“They will fight the non-fighting aspected Nakamamon as well. Every one of them, fighting or non, will become a Nakamamon who knows fighting, who gets knocked out and revived. This is the new reality.”

Then she hit me between the eyes with a real curveball.

“Magic is being released into your world at a rapid pace,” she said. “Your world is sucking magic in from this world.”

This news struck me harder. “What about the magic level here? How badly will it be affected?”

“Not badly,” she said. “There will be a long period, perhaps decades, during which your world will simply collect magic. The world is far bigger than you can comprehend, and it will take ages to saturate… assuming more humans don’t create and then open more portals. Like the marrow in your bones, this world will create more magic from the core of our star. Dissipation does happen out of the atmosphere. The loss of magic will take millennia to have any serious effect.”

I glanced at the sun, then back at this woman.

“You’re so adorable,” she said. “Your first thought was for the sanctity of life on this world. Again, commendable, even if your actions have resulted in dramatic, worldwide shifts. Even if you have acted selfishly by bringing your mother here, and the cavalcade of dominoes that has fallen as a result. The imprisonment of your friends, the patrols searching for you, the wedging open of the portal… and now whatever your friends will do now that they are here.”

She made a tongue clucking sound, though I couldn’t detect a mouth. Admonishing and patronizing. “There is good news in all this,” she said.

“What’s that?”

“With the portal wedged open, the administration has given up using a huge amount of resources in attempting to catch you. The Wizards using their Divination magic scouring the past for signs of your friends’ guilt, and the other Wizards attempting to scry your location now have different missions. Most of those teams tasked with bringing you back in have been recalled to help relocate the headquarters castle.”

“The… whole HQ is going to be moving then…” I mused. The castle did float and slowly rotate over and over, like it was in zero gravity. But it was the size of a small skyscraper. It couldn’t be easy to move.

“Wait… if Wizards were scrying my location, why haven’t they located me?”

The being stood there, eyes unblinking.

“It was you then?”

She sounded both proud of this fact and amused at the job she had done. “Just so, Healer. Your Ingenuity is indeed improving, for you are piecing together events and making leaps of logic faster than our past meetings.”

“Tell me who you are… and if you’re bonded.” It occurred to me that this creature was perhaps bonded to one of the HQ high muckety-mucks, and even potentially… “Is it Claudius or Jocinda?”

Definitely Jocinda. If this creature really had initiated the sicknesses of gods somehow, a fact I could believe given it was a dark aspect. I knew practically nothing about the dark aspect.

And in considering it, it made sense. One of the two of them could stop time, and this creature already had darkness powers and probably high level psychic powers. It almost certainly fell to Claudius or Jocinda to do the time stopping so their bond mate could come have this chat with me. Bets were still on Jocinda, though I couldn’t count out Claudius. Was he causing gods to fall ill just to try to flush out Jocinda, since a Druid would want to uphold the natural order of the world? Or was Jocinda doing this because she was a crazy Druid nature lady and she hated the Agency, wanting to undermine it? Was her final goal to damage it, ultimately destroy it or force the Agency out of this world and back to earth?

I was still assuming it was Jocinda, though I had to admit there was still a lot I didn’t know. I wasn’t an Investigator, I was a Healer.

The Nakamamon clapped her blurry black hands together. “Well done, Healer. Well done indeed. You got to this round of questions far faster than last time.” I scrunched my face down and tried to recall my discussion with her in Glumpdumpkin. I was not a fan of amnesia in general, and less of a fan of magic-created amnesia.

She leaned in, and I was disconcerted to learn she still had no features I could make out, even only inches away from me. Only those two faintly glowing eyes painting the flesh around them a deep purple.

“I’m not going to answer that question, but it’s only because I can’t.”

She was bonded. There was no other way to read that. She couldn’t answer the question because she was ordered to.

Straightening brought her away from me, and the disconcerting feel of her lessened. My Divine Resistance had already made three checks, and thankfully passed all three. I would need to increase it with future level ups… if she allowed me to remember what we’d talked about.

I could sense her frowning.

“Hm, unfortunately I will need to give you the ability to recall this information. What a pity that you’ll also have to recall me as part of the discussion we have had.”

Piecing this together, her bond mate had instructed her to visit me and see how I’d done for some reason, but had instructed her to wipe my memory. However, now that the world and the system were both changing, her bond mate wanted me to know certain information, and… hadn’t been explicit in how that information was delivered.

“I am still required to alter your memory so that our previous meetings remain out of reach,” she said, again with that smirk in her voice. “I would say it’s been a pleasure to meet you, Healer—” Again, twisting the word Healer to make it sound like an insult.

“Wait,” I said.

“I’m afraid the time for questions is at an end.”

“I’m not going to ask more questions… I’m going to make you an offer.”

“There is nothing you can offer me that I wish, or that I will accept.”

“I can offer you carnal pleasure,” I said. “And at the end of that, an ability from our union.”

The most human thing she’d done thus far was to blink and react as if I’d poked her in the chest. She still hovered in the air, and she was still a being of unlimited darkness, but I’d surprised her.

“Is that what’s been allowing your compatriots to help you in your healing efforts?” she mused. “I thought they were being a bit too successful as assistants.”

Something she hadn’t known. I felt that perhaps I’d played my cards too soon. I thought she’d had access to everything, but another important lesson here: she wasn’t omnipotent. She was far from perfect.

“I wish I could accept your offer, Healer and Pleasure Seeker, but I cannot.”

She approached, getting uncomfortably close. “Now, if you could just turn around and settle your crotch back into this position right here…” She pressed hands into my butt and pushed me back to where Celine had been clutching at my pants, trying to get them pulled down so she could get at some carnal pleasure of her own.

“Enjoy,” the being breathed in my ear.

This is Christopher shaking his head and watching time restart.
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Chapter 25- Divine Resistance, and Lack Thereof

So to sum up: Not only had Jacoby ordered my capture, and not only had Celine erased part of the circle of warding to keep the divine influence off the camp, but I’d just been visited by the ghost of god-healings past, present and future. This dark, seemingly omnipotent Nakamamon told me she was in on sickening the gods, suggesting someone else had bonded her and she was doing under instructions. Gods were sick all over the place, far more than I could handle alone. My friends were back in this world and the portal wasn’t just operable, but now stuck in the open position and leaking magic into earth.

But just as the mysterious unnamed Nakamamon had appeared out of nowhere and stopped time, I was now left in the grips of a thoroughly sex-befuddled Wizard girl, soft brown eyes crazed with lust and staring at my crotch.

She yanked at my pants, but I caught her wrists and pried them away.

“Daddeeeeeeee,” she whined. The effect of divinity wasn’t immediately apparent, but on closer inspection I saw her pupils had been overlaid with big pink hearts. Pulsing pink hearts. “I need you inside meeeee.”

“I will definitely do that,” I said, “just as soon as we get you in your right mind.” With that, I pulled up my Prismatic Apparel and wrapped it around her. It manifested as a white button up shirt, my size, and looked supremely cute on the bespectacled little Wizard. The Divine Resistance kicked in immediately. Amusement flooded through me as clarity came to her eyes, the hearts disappeared, the flush in her cheeks receded, and the groveling need fell away.

“But…” she muttered, “you could have just forked my brains out. I wanted you to.” Her hurt tone indicated she still wanted me to, and she didn’t like the fact that I hadn’t.

“You gave me this time to help me escape,” I told her. “I’m going to use that time instead of forking your brains out. And maybe, if you continue to be good, you can have one last good forking.”

I made my way deeper into the affected area of the town with Celine in hand and Azalea attached to my leg. The poison Nakamamon had no such resistances to the effects of the town, and was literally tearing my clothes off. Her yellow eyes also had the pumping hearts, and she blushed a deeper purple. Those tentacles of hers weren’t messing around; they shredded through my pants and shirt, and only when all my clothes were gone did the spines retract and start massaging me all over instead.

April soon bounded up, yipping and happy to see me even though I was completely naked, with a Nakamamon fondling every inch of my body. It made me pause and consider where Flora was. The Shrubber-Nee! seemed to reappear and disappear at the oddest of times. Was she just pretending to be a tree and camouflaged completely? I tried to remember whether she’d even entered the town with us, and weirdly, I couldn’t.

Right now there was a bit of a situation to deal with though. The purple girl was rhythmically squeezing my torso and limbs, grinding her midsection against my thigh, and licking my now exposed nipple.

“Fletcher!”

I turned to find Jacoby on the porch of one of the abandoned houses. The Asian Ranger had her pants around her ankles and one hand shoved between her legs, while the other was massaging her boobs through her shirt. She was staring at me, literal hearts in her eyes, and words dripping with lust and anger.

“I need you…”

“You were going to capture me,” I said.

“Please,” she groaned, eyes fixed on Azalea happily groping my hardening cock. She blinked away the hearts for just a moment, and shook her head. “Tie me up. I can’t…”

“Why would I?”

“I don’t… want… to go off… and frack somebody. And I can’t… frack you… right now.”

Her body jerked and she threw her head back.

“I want you, so badly. Soooo badly,” she grumbled, and blinked away the hearts from her eyes yet again.

“You fracked that frack the frack up,” I said quietly.

“I was wrong!” she yelped. “I was wrong… you’re free to go. Tie me up… I won’t fork you… ugh… I won’t bother… ugh… anymore.” With clenched teeth and eyes squeezed tightly shut, she blurted, “I promise!”

“Fine,” I grumbled.

Azalea had gotten the idea that she could hold onto my body using her tentacles, and maneuver herself around however she wanted. This allowed her to Doc Ock herself upside down and slobber all over the head of my cock.

“Jeez,” Celine whispered beside me. “Can we just…”

“Not yet,” I said, and in the weirdest situation I’d ever been in yet, I tied Jacoby’s wrists and ankles with rope while getting a blowjob from a tiny purple girl.

“Inside… please,” Jacoby breathed, eyes fixed on the action. I figured she meant I should drag her inside, but the way her mouth hung slack and the way she still played with her super sensitive nipples despite having her hands bound… that and the way her legs were spread wide open, suggested she wanted something else inside somewhere else.

The Injecticle hadn’t stopped blowing me, which felt amazing. Something about her physiology was different, because this not-quite five foot woman was deepthroating me like almost no one else could. She seemed more like an octopus, all muscle and no skeleton, at least in the way her body squished and her throat opened to accept me. I hunched against the pleasure and tried to pull her up off me, but failed. She was going to deepthroat me until I came or something else happened.

“Fletcher…” Jacoby called breathlessly, as I turned to leave. I didn’t look back. I didn’t care if it wasn’t apology or a begging plea for me to do something to her. She was under divine influence just as I’d been once upon a time.

The problem with a running and having a woman give you an intense blowjob at the same time is that these two things are not compatible. I staggered away down a block, took a right, and found a house that looked like a Fletcher-sized creature lived there normally.

“Daddy,” Celine whined. “Can we—”

“Yes,” I conceded, staring at the unbelievable cuteness of her in an oversized white button up shirt, not buttoned up or anything, just showing me her tiny breasts and her lacy underwear. She had on different thigh high socks today, a clear indication that she had a thing for them. I did too. These were black, with a stripe of lavender at the top. Her panties matched. They were also soaked through; a line of moisture connected to them as she skimmed them down her pale legs.

She immediately kissed me, wrapping her arms around my neck and moaning into my mouth. The heat of the god’s presence was seeping into me, but I was also horny now. Incredibly horny.

Both of us stared down at Azalea, who was pumping away down below, upside down. Tentacles wrapped around my ankles, my thighs, my elbows. The junction of her thighs was pointed at me, with her legs wrapped around my torso, and she too was gleaming with wetness.

“This is so hot,” Celine breathed, took my hand, and pressed it against her mound. It was; and I had no trouble in sliding two fingers into her. Doing this wh

“You’ve been a good little whore,” I told her quietly.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she whispered, humping into my fingers.

I decided that I was going to do two things just this moment. One, I was going to spend 5 Durability Tokens and manifest a clone of myself using Man Enough. Two, I was going to bring Azalea into the fold using Entwined Ecstasy.

Not only did I manage the Durability check for Man Enough, boosting my stats and those of my new clone, but I also manifested another Fletcher just behind Celine. Another Token later and Azalea was part of whatever The Lovers had done to me once upon a time.

From over Celine’s shoulder, I nipped at her ear and took her ass in hand. “Whore needs to be rewarded.”

“Ohhhhhh my gosh,” she said, and nearly fainted from what was happening. With two of us, it was easy to lift her, spread eagle, and line myself up to sink all my inches deep inside her. With her being only about five feet tall, only a little taller than Azalea, she didn’t weigh enough to put strain on my enhanced muscles. Azalea was strong, and that meant I was strong right now. Celine’s hands flew up around my neck to hold on as I lifted and lowered her entire body onto me like a sex toy.

The pleasure was immense. The Lovers enhanced the pleasure, but only a fraction of that was getting through my Divine Resistance. For Celine and Azalea, that wasn’t the case. After only three minutes Celine started into her first orgasm, crying out loudly.

As for my new purple lover, I maneuvered her pussy and dove in with an enhanced tongue. The length, width and muscle control were all enough to have her moaning and gasping while she blew me. In minutes her climax arrived two, and she stiffened against my body.

Her taste was like nothing I’d ever had before. My Adaptability helped to keep me from taking poison damage, while Healer’s Resistance had me spending another Token to help with the rest.

The moment I slipped the Prismatic Apparel off Celine’s body, the divine power flooded through her and she came yet again. This time she flooded with juices and sprayed some of them toward the other me.

Azalea slumped in a boneless heap on the floor after she’d shuddered out her whole climax. I would have some light bruising after all this was done, but I wasn’t concerned with that. I draped the Prismatic Apparel over the poison Nakamamon and kissed her lightly on the temple.

She stirred, looked at me with those poisonous yellow eyes, and spoke again. “I couldn’t help it,” she said.

“I know,” I told her.

“Are you okay?”

I smiled. “Completely fine.”

“The males of our species die when they mate, because of the poison.”

“I’m not your species,” I told her. “Don’t worry.”

She snuggled into the shirt, sniffing it. “Can we do it again?”

“Of course.”

Not now though. Now I needed to give this horny little Wizard something special.

Celine remained wearing her big spectacles, though the stockings had slipped and her two tattoos peeked out on the insides of her juice-slicked thighs. Daddy’s little whore was half visible.

Working together, both Fletcher and I laid my clone down on the floor, slowly sliding out of the mousey Wizard. Then, I lined up at her rear entrance and slowly pushed.

“Relax,” I whispered in both ears, but it wasn’t necessary. The divine power of the Lovers had flooded this area, and the head popped into her ass with only a cry of surprise.

“How does it feel?” I asked, forcing more of myself slowly into her back door before drawing out, and then thrusting once again.

Her voice came out strained, like I was squeezing the air out of her lungs. “It’s… big.”

I knelt over her as well, licking down over her nipples and stomach, before giving her clit a few tentative licks. Skimming my hands over the insides of her thighs, I ran my thumbs over the words tattooed there, ‘daddy’s little whore’ and ‘cum dump’. Most of the short time I spent watching myself drill this poor girl in the ass. More and more of my shaft disappeared inside her, with her squeezing me, hard. She was so delicious, so adorable and cute, with a mix of dirty and naughty in there as well. It made me feel like I was doing something wrong by using daddy’s little whore as the cum dump her legs advertised.

But in listening to her beg to have it buried all the way up inside her, my feeling of wrongness was replaced by ravening hunger. She begged to be defiled, to have me do whatever I liked with her body, because she was nothing more than a series of holes to be used.

How much of this was The Lovers and how much of this was Celine’s own desires, I couldn’t say. Instead, I gave in to her wish, lined the head of my other cock up at her pussy, and gave her what she wanted.

She was the second girl I’d given the double penetration to, and it felt incredible. She was nothing like Cinzy, but wonderful in her own way. I couldn’t be sure if this treatment was bad for her mental state, and I assumed it was, but this was what she begged me to do. Ankles locked around my waist, arms looped around my neck, and a breathless squeal told me over and over not to stop.

Both Fletcher and I rocked this poor girl’s world until I couldn’t take it anymore. Two sets of sensations was enough to push me right up to the brink.

“Where?” I asked her. “Where do you want it?”

“Don’t stop,” was all she’d been begging for what felt like forever.

So I didn’t. The pleasure built, and built, and I gave her what she asked for. With twin explosive grunts, I came hard and deep, filling her up both ways at once.

In the immediate aftermath, I slumped backwards, satisfied. Celine lay there in the midst of an orgasm she’d gotten from the very thought of being cream pied both front and back.

“That was awesome,” I breathed.

Celine managed a jerky, “Uh-huh.”

It was at this point that Azalea came back to herself. She quickly assessed the scene before crawling out from under the Prismatic Apparel. I went to stop her, but tentacles pulled my hand back. She wanted whatever came next.

“Human seed is amazing,” Azalea said, a bit too ravenously. The long, thin teeth made her statement darker than I was ready for.

Tentacles looped out and wrapped around Celine’s ankles, then dragged her closer, even as Azalea crawled closer on hands and knees, plump ass invitingly in the air. She looked over her shoulder at me.

“Again,” she demanded. “Azalea is in the mating position now.”

More tentacles wrapped around my body and urged me toward her.

She’d have to settle for my tongue for a short while. I bent to get a taste, and watch to make sure she didn’t hurt Celine. Although I didn’t need to worry, I still watched in fascination.

Tentacles wound around Celine’s legs and dragged her toward Azalea, and spread them wide. When she sat up and stared in consternation, more tentacles wound around her wrists. Finally, two tentacles slowly speared into Celine’s pussy and ass.

“Oh my gods,” Celine murmured, struggling weakly. Ineffectually.

The tentacles pulsed rhythmically, in and out, making her tummy bulge just a bit. All of what I’d poured into her came gushing back out, directly onto Azalea’s outstretched tongue. Soon she had two thin tentacles twining around one another, working inside Celine and driving her absolutely out of her mind. She came once, arching her back up and toward Azalea.

I gave up on tonguing the poison aspect after seeing this, watching as she pumped all of my seed out of Celine, one scoop at a time. The whole situation was hot enough, that when Azalea started waving her cute butt back and forth, I couldn’t help but fist my erection twice, nudge the head against her entrance, and slowly force myself inside.

“Yessss,” the poison Nakamamon hissed, never pausing in her attempts to capture every drop of what I’d put inside Celine. Soon enough she couldn’t get any more of what I’d given Celine. 

I gave Azalea long, punishingly hard strokes. I loved her elastic body, and the way her round butt looked as I slid all the way to the hilt behind her. I was also fascinated by the way she was scooping out drops of my seed from Celine and driving her out of her mind. It was here that I felt Celine lock onto Coming Together, and begin to experience all of my sensations. Now she could see herself being pummeled by multiple tentacles in both holes, her ankles held apart with Azalea’s purple hands holding her knees back near her boobs. She could see my shaft slowly forcing its way into Azalea again and again, and the way her ass seemed to widen to accommodate me. She could feel it, like she had a cock of her own.

The bespectacled, thin little Wizard lay heaving there, back arching, moaning out of control with her head swinging back and forth. Finally she came, hard, tensing and lifting her butt before arching her back. Azalea didn’t stop, but kept right on wriggling those tentacles inside her. She came again, going breathless and making soft mewling noises.

When I announced that I could hold back no longer, Azalea scooted forward and wrapped several tentacles around my junk so she could finish me off into her open mouth.

I had too much inside though, and I ended up making a mess over her entire face. I came hard, grunting to hold back until it just wasn’t possible any longer. Celine, still locked into my sensations, reached down and caused herself one final climax using my orgasm as inspiration.

This is Christopher rewarding the little Wizard for saving me from capture.
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Chapter 26- Expansion Troubles

Iset Jacoby gently down on the lawn and looked at the Nakamamon who had come out of their odd house. All Nakamamon houses were odd, and this was one of them: a narrow, tall structure of white marble, where the veins of the marble had a glowing and rainbow quality to them. You’d expect for that kind of house to have columns, a triangular pediment, and perhaps relief sculpture up there inside that big triangle.

This one did not have any of that. Instead it looked as though it was heaped together, like a mountain. Windows were cut into the sides to allow in light, yet they were circular and not filled with glass. An inverted mountain gave the house a flat top, and the Nakamamon owner, a fairy, stopped to stare down at me.

“I was forced to tie her up so she wouldn’t be subjected to the divine presence,” I told the fairies, who fluttered down to their lawn. After this, I escorted a thoroughly nude Celine out onto their lawn as well. “If you could kindly untie her, she’ll be very grateful.”

Jacoby was looking at me over the gag, frantic eyed. Celine was of course mortified, but she’d gotten the reward she wanted in the form of undreamt of pleasure.

“Don’t worry, Expedition Leader,” I told her, “I’ll make sure the remainder of your people are able to get out of the affected area, so they don’t pose any further threat… to themselves.”

To me. They wouldn’t pose any further threat to my person. I didn’t know if they were under orders to capture me, but they were in no condition to capture anything.

She made a sound in her throat, but the gag didn’t allow for words. I didn’t particularly want to hear what she had to say right now.

“Stay with Celine, pretty please,” I told April. The flower fox made a whining noise in the back of her throat. “I’ll be back for you, okay?”

I made my way back into the district with Azalea in tow. She still walked with that same gorilla gait, using her tentacles to let her lope along. The Prismatic Apparel had transformed into a yellow dress to match her eyes, flaring out with curly ruffles just above knee level. It also had given her a spiky purple muffler around the shoulders.

She seemed to be feeling fine, and I learned that she had several hours of divine resistance remaining before she would lose her shirt and attack me sexually yet again.

I took a moment to handle the system-related stuff, regarding bringing Azalea into the fold.

Entwined Ecstasy: You have entwined with Azalea. Your relationship status is close confidants. This bond isn’t easy to forge so quickly. These lovers have shared a bed only once, but outside events have led to an immense amount of trust and familiarity. Azalea is very comfortable with your presence and trusts you implicitly.

Pleasure from intimate acts between close confidants is boosted highly.

The next UI message that arrived pertained to bringing her into the fold.

Entwined Ecstasy: You have brought Azalea into the fold. She has gained the ability Verdant Rejuvenation. You have gained the ability Venom Shot from entwining with Azalea. Entwine more deeply with Azalea to unlock further abilities.

You have reached your maximum capacity for abilities gained through Entwined Ecstasy. You may choose to strengthen the associated ability (Fierce) or gain Venom Shot.

I rolled my eyes and pushed a groan away. However, my Affinity allowed me to seek an answer through the UI. A quick Mana Affinity check gave me the answer I needed.

Venom Shot is a rare ability that allows you to secrete a variety of toxic substances into your saliva and spit it, or coat weapons with it.

Your relationship level with Ivy O’Malley and Azalea means that this ability will rise to level III. You will gain the following abilities:

I- A venom capable of causing sluggishness, or in the case of multiple doses, paralysis.

II- Increased range and accuracy using the ability.

III- A venom capable of causing hallucinations, or in the case of multiple doses, brain death.

“Yeesh,” I muttered.

A grin on her part revealed needle-like teeth, no doubt coated with some venom or another. “What causes you distress, savior?”

“Please, call me Fletcher.”

“As you wish,” she said, smiling again.

I pressed the accept button, replacing Fierce with Venom Shot. Goodness gracious, was I about to do this, really?

Venom Shot III

(Special Ability, Rare, Active)

I- You may channel mana into mixing with your saliva to create a type of venom that can be spit or coated onto weapons, called Leadenlimb. This substance removes 3 Agility, 3 Ingenuity, and 3 from associated Agility and Ingenuity skills from targets struck for 4-12 hours. Spend an Affinity Token to activate.

Note: repeated doses of Leadenlimb may result in unconsciousness.

II- You may spit the venom up to 30 feet with great accuracy. You gain the Venom Shot skill at twice your rank in this ability. Increasing this skill’s level does not increase this special ability’s level.

III- You may channel mana into mixing with your saliva to create a new type of venom called Mindwhirl. This substance causes hallucinations in targets struck for 4-12 hours, removing 5 Ingenuity and Likability, and 5 from associated skills. Spend an Ingenuity Token to activate.

Note: repeated doses of Mindwhirl may result in permanent damage.

“How are you feeling?” I asked.

“Wonderful, thank you!” she chirped. “You’re far bigger than the males of my species… so my mother told me, anyhow.” Azalea only grinned those needle teeth at me again. “It felt very snug. Quite nice.”

I held myself back from snorting.

“That’s great, thank you. Listen…” I outlined the general problem we were about to come up against. One, there was an issue of time. If Jacoby was really going to be ungrateful like that and try to arrest me, it would mean siege tactics. They could surround this district and wait us out. “Are you okay with poisoning all their people with something that’s not deadly?”

She shrugged, uncaring. “I could also kill them, I suppose.”

“Limblocker will be lovely, if you’re okay with that.”

Another shrug. “You saved my life. I’m with you.”

Goodness… a man could get in serious trouble taking advantage of that kind of situation.

“Great,” I said. “They are wily and they are many, so we’ll see what we have to do.”

I now also had Venom Shot.

Removing the large Guardians from the affected area was the most difficult task of them, but it wasn’t impossible. After all, they’d put the circle of protection in the very corner of the affected divine area. I thought they might try and jump me, because of the Lovers and the effect they had, but we only had to swat away one grabby hand. All of them had been at the sex-having for hours, and they were all spent.

Azalea was tougher than she looked, and could handle her half of dragging someone out of the divine orgy area without breaking too much of a sweat. I didn’t have a lot of Muscularity Tokens, but I made use of them, throwing the larger Guardians over my shoulder until I needed to put them down. After a good few hours of work, all of them were groaning, getting to their feet, seeing they were naked, and freaking out a little. The Wizards in particular were the type to cover up with their hands and run around looking for a robe or a pointy hat.

Jacoby soon joined them, and we had words across the dividing line. I confirmed that Azalea had a good few hours of divine resistance before she needed to head outside, while I had almost a full day’s worth.

The betrayal was not mentioned.

“It seems the circle of protection was compromised,” Jacoby said. “A day earlier and we would have been in serious trouble.”

“Luckily we had time to treat all the fighting aspects we could,” I replied.

“You don’t want to come out?” Savannah asked. Azalea tensed and drew up several tentacles, nice and slow. She knew the Bard could influence my mind and get me to want to come out.

“I have to start looking for pieces of a dead god,” I lied. The Lovers were around here somewhere, not yet dead, just sick. “Lucky for you, you get to head back to HQ and report what happened. Unlucky for me, I have a divine mess to clean up, and not a lot of ingredients or instructions to do it.”

The Lovers were not remotely similar to the God of Productivity of the God of Footfalls, and I would be willing to wager not similar to the God of Apparel either. They were the same size, so most likely dosage was similar, but all the ingredients would be different. None of that would even begin until I had run my diagnostics.

And none of that would even be considered until I watched all of them leave this town.

“So you’ll be leaving then?” I asked.

“That’s right,” Jacoby said. “We have some supplies to get, but—”

“I’ll help you get access to them. I have a very high divine resistance.” I motioned for Jacoby to approach, and she did. “Oz, Savannah, and everybody except a single Guardian and Wizard head for the exit.”

The very real bonus of having saved them from more sexual exhaustion gave me legitimacy and command which had never existed previously. Oz and Savannah wouldn’t touch me or go against me anyway, because I’d pulled them out of a situation that had started out pleasurable but was becoming painful. Very painful, for both the males and the females.

They dressed in quiet shame and avoided eye contact the whole time. None of them talked about the crazy things they’d subjected one another to while inside. The guys didn’t want to openly discuss penis sizes, and the women didn’t want to talk about any of those aspects that made them feel inferior. Nobody wanted to talk about the column of blue goop Nakamamon that had held its female partner up to the neck and shoved itself repeatedly in and out of her. She’d done nothing but float in what looked like an upright vat of blue shampoo, crying out in pleasure. She was now studying the ground intently, possibly reexamining everything she thought she knew about herself.

On the other hand, I was happy to see there were a couple of furtive glances and shy smiles passed between couples who hadn’t been dating before. Oz had been with Ribbit, and both were attempting to make eye contact without letting everyone else know what they were doing.

The most important thing for me was that Jacoby was now put in her place. She turned, defeated, and issued orders that matched up with all my conditions.

And this was how we got through the next several hours: me lugging supplies from the afflicted area across the line, the Wizard and Guardian on duty helping to pack them up and get them in the hands of the larger team, and Jacoby pouting.

Celine stayed just across the line, staring in, but she had made it clear that she desperately needed the job and the Agency’s support. Back on earth there were a lot of debts and family members depending on her. What she’d done with the circle of protection wasn’t known. Jacoby had blamed it on increasing divine pressure, and the Wizards agreed with that assessment. It was possible that in time, the circle of protection would’ve buckled anyway.

So for now, Jacoby and the rest of the team didn’t know. Jacoby only knew that Celine was addicted to me, a sentence I’m amazed to write, the way that others were. With Celine’s secret safe, she now had to leave me. Celine did have a forlorn look, and gave me a lingering kiss before heading off. I called her a very good little slut, very quietly, and gave her an affectionate ass squeeze. Judging by the deep blush and the look she turned my way, she was reconsidering staying with the Agency, or defecting over to this AWOL rogue and his poisonous, tentacled protector.

Azalea had to leave the affected area as well, but was able to rejoin me using the Prismatic Apparel for several hours’ worth of protection.

Soon enough, it was me, Azalea, and April. The flower fox rejoined me and prowled the divinely affected border.

I squatted and watched April stalk back and forth, back and forth again. We were on the edge of a street, and the divinity could be seen in the waning light of day, a shimmer of white rising from the ground with some sparkles.

Those sparkles were creeping across the edge of the street. Sure, it was slow, but with my Durability and Ingenuity like they were, I could crouch down like this and observe with precision. It became clear as the minutes ticked past that the affected area was spreading.

“Ehhhh crapadoodles.”

I was pleased and relieved to find Psyspeech still allowed me contact with my mother. The link was thinner and weaker than before, meaning they’d moved away rather than towards. That wasn’t awesome. Still, I told her the mission with Jacoby was over, Jacoby’s team was headed back to HQ to deliver their report on the fighting aspects, and that at least one team was out on the lookout for me. Since I was in Flunt-on-the-Rustle, that wasn’t a huge concern.

…unless the team came directly here, I didn’t need to mention. Being stuck in a single town with only one exit was not ideal… but neither was instant discovery by people who could fly.

I ended my message to my mom explaining that more importantly, there was a sick god here that I needed to tend to. They were now welcome to come here.

Now, I knew The Lovers. I won’t say intimately, but they were the ones who’d started this whole mess with my second class and my ability to get powers from bumping uglies. They’d been watching while Tara and I first consummated my new powers.They were the only deity to have granted me power without having done something nice for them. For all the others: the Goddess of the Meadow, the God of Footfalls, the God of Apparel, the God of Productivity, I’d been rewarded only after saving them.

“I’m going to search through the area to find our sick god,” I said. “I don’t think it’s died yet, which is a good thing.” April yipped uncertainly and I gave her a good petting, and Azalea agreed to stay with her.

I was greeted with a fair day, no rain, and if you could ignore the ghostly shapes of buildings in front of the delightful sky. The effect was actually pretty amazing, to be able to see through the entirety of the town opposite where I stood.

It didn’t take long, scouring the affected district, for me to find The Lovers. One of them lay on the attic floor of a small house.

Fairy Poppins returned the following day, and over some relaxed sex that definitely wasn’t her making constant demands and me gently chiding her over it, I got the news that they’d located another sick god in the area just offshore, under the water. They’d located an underwater village of some Nakamamon or another, who were under the effects of yet another malfunctioning god.

“In the sea,” I said.

“Mm-hmm!” Poppy said, bobbing her head happily, since she had me buried all the way up inside her.

“I wasn’t aware my mother could breathe water, Poppy.”

“Oh, she can’t,” she said blithely, slowly rocking forward and back and just savoring the fullness of having my girth stretch her out. Gradually, through the haze of oncoming or outgoing climaxes, Poppy became aware I wasn’t thrilled with the answers I’d gotten.

“Oh,” she mumbled suddenly, though she tried laying on me, rubbing her body against mine to make me stop worrying about something I admittedly had no control over.

This is Christopher caught between a rock and a nice soft place.




[image: A gold coin with a fairy on it  Description automatically generated]





Chapter 27- Tokens To Burn

For the first time in weeks, I had a stillness, a silence, and a solitude almost complete. It was a different feeling from what I was used to now, since I’d surrounded myself with lovers and smiles and giggles and gasps of pleasure.

Although it would take weeks or longer for the creeping influence of the sickened god to take over the entire town, I wanted to get on things before they got worse. There was a palpable sense that this situation wasn’t as bad as in Glumpdumpkin. The insanely high horniness effect wasn’t as strong as it could be. It also didn’t blanket the entire town, telling me they might not yet be dead and exploded into… what? Strap ons and crotchless underwear? What would the Lovers transform into when they died?

“I’d rather not find out,” I said.

My mind wandered to everything else while I honed my mana sense and tried searching out The Lovers by third eye alone. Closing my eyes, I cast my mind back to the girls. I had no idea where they were or what they were up to. Had the Agency caught them or had they escaped? Did the Agency operate another portal, or more than one, and had they located it? I imagined, for whatever reason, Drat to be hunched over a computer with a cigarette hanging from his lips… or better yet, multiple computers. I wondered if he could hack more than one at a time. In my imagination, he let himself be captured so the girls could follow where he was taken. Or he implanted himself with a tracker.

Time had passed, but without calendars or consistent seasonal change here, there was no good way to say how far along Tara might be. Ivy and Isabelle had reconciled over the week we’d spent on earth, but Ivy was pretty horny for that D, and it had gotten her in trouble with Izzy. I hoped they were still okay.

And Cinzy. She was tough, but she also possessed a marshmallow center that I had found and repeatedly poked. In the butt. I wondered how she was faring.

Oh, who was I kidding? Tara and Cinzy and the others had lived out their whole lives without having me in their beds, and could manage another week or three.

I pushed aside the nagging thought that the Agency would disappear them to a tiny concrete cell beneath Guantanamo and just make them rot. Although I should’ve asked Jacoby to look into their whereabouts and condition, I knew she didn’t have that kind of influence with the higher ups.

My third eye drew my attention with a tugging sensation. The mana flowing through this area was constantly being interrupted and redirected. It was thick with divine influence.

“Bingo,” I breathed, “was his name-o.”

When I had to make a Divine Resistance check, I knew I’d hit pay dirt. This one was difficult, but only required 5 successes, and my Divine Resistance was still 9 without Prismatic Apparel. Adding in my Durability, getting 5 successes was not an issue.

The Lovers, the little bit of them I’d seen months ago, looked like two humanoids, faceless with curious yellow eyes, covered in green mossy substance… and having sex. You couldn’t tell where the one started and the other ended, because they were sort of fused in the center where they were getting it on.

There was only one.

“You’re not a Highlander,” I breathed. “You’re supposed to be two.”

This one was curled in the fetal position, and I was able to get a better look at it now, through the steady pulsing of horny energy emanating from it.

It was like what would happen if you asked a six year old to draw a person, but they colored it green and gave it two yellow eyes. And that was it. No other facial features, no hair, no musculature, just a crudely made humanoid body of blocky torso, two stick arms, and two stick legs.

“Heyyyyyy,” I told it gently. “Where’s your better half? I’m here, okay, I’ll help you out.” After all, it had given me the tools to boost my stats through the healing power of plentiful copulation. It had given me allies to help me in the healing process by gifting powers to them.

The distress radiating off the god… half of a god?… calmed just a little. I felt so terrible for this thing, which always had its other half conjoined at the nether region, to suddenly be torn away from it.

Meaning I was left with a very real problem. Without Shakindria, my own Telekinesis ability from her was completely insufficient for the job of lifting an entire god to get the two of them together. Even if I had a cure, which I definitely did not, how was I supposed to, uh… get them screwing again?

Using Mana Affinity, failing several checks and looping back around to the one I’d already found, then succeeding several more checks, I soon located the other half of The Lovers only about a hundred feet away.

“Huh,” I said, peering down at the other Lover.

It was somehow in someone’s family room, inside a gigantic mushroom house where the stalk was something like fifty feet across. A staircase had been carved into the stalk’s thick outer wall, and led up almost another fifty feet to where it mushroomed out into the cap.

“Stop it,” I told my brain, and peered down at the other figure in the fetal position. The lump of fuzzy greenish stuff had its yellow eyes wedged tightly into its fuzzy greenish, shapeless knees. “Hey there, I’m uh… I’m the doctor around these parts. I’m going to see what I can do to help you and your partner get back together.”

I ran the Diagnostics tools over the two of them, using first one and then another magical stone to get a sense of what magical affliction it might be. Afterwards, I checked it over for obvious physical illnesses. No golden ichor or rainbow colored blood leaking from anywhere or pooling anywhere else, from a place I couldn’t see.

For now, I couldn’t help them further. Finding them was enough.

Without the notes Alan dutifully carries him everywhere, it was up to me to scrounge through the old brain and do my best to get a list of cure ingredients. This came in the form of a relaxing stroll around the affected district of the town with Azalea and April.

“You wouldn’t happen to have a whole lot of Healer knowledge in your brain, would you?”

Azalea regarded me silently for a short time. “You’re odd.”

I shrugged. There was no refuting that.

“The God of Apparel was a medium sized god, so the dosage will be about the same, which is good. On the other hand, not only do I not have the vast majority of my ingredients, but I don’t know which ones to use.”

Azalea shrugged. “Oh well. We tried.”

Laughing, I walked on. “Oh, I’m not giving up. What I need to do…”

Drat would’ve understood what I was about to do.

“Finish your sentence?” Azalea asked.

I reached down into myself, got ahold of all the Ingenuity Tokens, and spent all 9 of them in one fell swoop. I then transformed my 8 Free Tokens into Ingenuity Tokens as well.

A curious sensation of expansion followed, along with a slowing of everything around me. I was simply able to react faster to everything. Had Jacoby’s people attacked, I would’ve known exactly how to deflect every one of the Guardian strikes in order to put them in the line of fire for the Wizards’ magic attacks, and position myself perfectly in order to handle Jacoby’s arrows. I would’ve been able to throw anything directly at Savannah’s throat to stop her from talking and using her abilities.

I experienced, for the first time, total recall.

All the clay tablets I’d been over with Alan, or Cinzy, or any of the Divinity Rescue Corps were instantly in my mind.

I filed through them with alarming speed and found The Lovers referenced in nanoseconds. A few more nanoseconds later and I had the description of the god. Below that was a proposed cure formula.

“Crap,” I muttered, and dashed into the nearest house. Azalea and April ran to keep pace. I soon found myself in one of those bubble houses. I was glad to have one of these, because the walls were soft and pliable.

“Writing implement,” I demanded. “Uh… sorry about this.”

I pulled one of the venom spines out of her tentacle, wiped the toxin off onto my pants and began inscribing in the wall.

Five minutes later, I had the recipe and the instructions. I also knew what else I needed to do.

Checking over the notifications, I found I had leveled up in Pleasure Seeker and Healer both, a fact which brought an instant smile to my face. I spent the time taking stock of my level up information first.

Healer Level 32: +6 skill points, +1 Ingenuity

Pleasure Seeker level 29: +6 skill points

“Aww yeah,” I muttered to myself, and set about putting those skill points where I thought them best allocated.

I really wanted to divide them equally, as was my policy. On the other hand, I was in the habit of spending them 12 at a time on Healer, and only spending 6 was going to be tricky. I wanted, now that I’d seen the bonuses for Nakamamon aspects, to have at least 1 level in each.

For now I allocated them where I knew they were needed: Develop Cure (Huge) along with Develop Cure for Human, Diagnostics, Treatments, Instinctual Spellcasting, and Mana Affinity.

“And Instinctual Spellcasting reaches level 10,” I told myself.

I didn’t even have a point for Mana Shaping, the skill that let me channel mana effectively into those insanely complicated constructs. I had to wave my hands around and siphon mana from different chakras at different speeds, a feat that was hard enough with my low level skills and meager abilities. Skipping a level was unthinkable.

Before I confirmed, I considered. I hadn’t had trouble creating Treatments for some time. Instead of another level there, I put one in Mana Shaping. My inner compulsive spark, the one that wanted me to have my levels all balanced out, cringed at seeing Diagnostics and Treatments at different levels.

“What’s the point of having a second class if I can’t funnel a couple of levels over into Healer?” I asked myself, and put one of my six into Treatments, just to assuage the awful asymmetry.

With 5 more levels in Pleasure Seeker to dole out, I tried to focus on the old standbys: Adaptability, Pheromones, and now Group Play. Nothing beat adapting to weird Nakamamon physiology so I could engage in activities with a 3 inch tall super horny fairy with a neglect complex, though giving out my Qualities to my partners came in a very close second.

“Two more,” I muttered.

I had 3 Qualities at level 1: Flexibility, Seduction, and Refractory Period. The first two were much more what I wanted, though Refractory Period was something I’d needed just now with Celine and Azalea.

With faith that my Durability could handle the lagging Quality level, I put one each in Flexibility and Seduction.

Achievement: first attribute level 10

The system has regarded 9 as the human maximums. You have officially surpassed this! Congratulations on being more than human.

Reward: +1 attribute level

I breathed out a breath of amazement and joy. All trepidation over my mother’s situation had faded to the back of my mind. She had Regina, Alan, Vellenia, Shakindria, Tweedle Dee, Muppin, Airaconda, Garnet, and McCauley Skulkins with her. She’d be fine.

She wouldn’t, but facing free points and the congratulations ding of getting rewarded, it was easy to believe she might. After all, my mother was highly intelligent, and highly capable. She was surrounded by higher level beings, and Nakamamon who were all sorts of awesome. Airaconda could fly with a rider. Vellenia could breathe underwater, throw water around, and Shakindria could throw around basically anything else using telekinesis. Tweedle Dee could charm the pants off a devout widowed crone.

“If crones wear pants,” I muttered to myself. “Whatever, let’s move on.”

Achievement: Think you’re so smart…

Your Ingenuity has reached level 10. The system regards 9 as the human maximums. You have officially become the most ingenuitive… ingenuity-filled…ingenui—

Ingenius! IN-GEN-I-OUS! For the love of Pete, could you GET ON WITH IT?

You’ve become more ingenious than basically anyone on earth. Feels good, huh?

Reward: +5 skill points

I heard the snort of laughter before ‘You’ve become more ingenious’ and it was definitely the same sound Jocinda had made when I spoke with her. The indignant fury was definitely Claudius. I wondered about those two. Where was she? Where was he, for that matter? I didn’t think I’d seen him around the HQ castle in the weeks I’d been there. As for Jocinda, she could obviously be anywhere in this world. As a Druid she could made a home literally anywhere.

Knowing what I knew about the classes here: Ranger, Rogue, Sorcerer, Wizard, Bard, Healer, Guardian, I could say with some certainty that Druid powers were like my Healer ability Verdant Rejuvenation, but in the hands of Trent. Every plant thing you could think of, and a bunch you couldn’t. She could definitely make a tree into a house like we’d seen in Glumpdumpkin, and a handful of the homes here.

Heck, she might be in one of the houses in Flunt-on-the-Rustle and I’d have no idea.

Mostly I wondered a few things about what they’d done: how did they get to this world? What gave them the power to create the system like they had? What led to their falling out?

Probably Jocinda snorting and throwing back her head after naming another Nakamamon, town, or other natural wonder. Heck, she had almost certainly been the force behind naming the moons of this world, and Claudius would have to look at them every clear night.

“Snuffletrouser von Zipyankee,” I muttered.

I snorted laughter myself, and shook my head. I wouldn’t get anywhere with any of my problems thinking about those two weirdos and their bizarre proclivities, their contentious history.

Breathing out, I turned my attention back to the UI. I had an attribute point to boost, and 5 bonus skill points. Today was my day.

Looking over my character sheet, it was clear I could boost my Affinity to 10 also, but my Ingenuity told me I wouldn’t be getting a better achievement out of it. Affinity just didn’t exist on earth.

Plus, there was the problem of my back, hips, and thighs. They were beginning to ache again. When Muscularity and Agility became attributes, they’d split down the middle. The old pain of my debilitating injury was back.

“No more,” I breathed, and sank a point into Muscularity.

Now, 5 more skill points. These ones were going to go where I was going to put them initially, but my skills looked nice and rounded out. I was closing on level 10 in a lot of my skills. And now that I had them, a point for each of the Nakamamon aspects I hadn’t gotten to yet: electric, air, fire, dark… and fighting. As much as I might not want to, I needed the lowered difficulty if I was going to have to work on more fighting aspects.

Achievement: Varied Expertise

You have a point in all known aspects of Nakamamon, making you broadly capable of rendering aid to all different Nakamamon in the known world, even those who might wish you harm. This is no small feat!

I guess it’s pretty good.

Do you EVER keep yourself from butting in? Good gods of the world, woman, hold your tongue for once!

Reward: Your Nakamamon Cure Development skills will be collected into one skill known as All Aspects.

I had a look over my character sheet, savoring how far I’d come and how many skills I’d accumulated. I had to admit, I was pretty impressive.

Christopher Fletcher

Healer - Apprentice Arcane Mender 32

Pleasure Seeker - Initiate Indulgent Consort 29

Attributes:

Affinity 9

Durability 7

Ingenuity 10

Likability 7

Agility 5

Muscularity 6

Free Tokens 8

Healer (Arcane Mender) Skills:

Diagnostics 9

Treatments 9

Develop Cure (swarm 6, small 6, medium 6, large 6, huge 5)

Develop Cure (All Aspects 1, unique 9, human 5)

Administer Cure 10

Instinctual Casting 10

Mana Affinity 6

Mana Shaping 6

Spellcasting (Abjuration 1, Conjuration 1, Evocation 1, Transmutation 3)

Meditation 4

Pleasure Seeker (Indulgent Consort) Qualities:

Girth 2

Load 2

Stave Off 4

Length 4

Tongue 3

Adaptability 10

Pheromones 8

Refractory Period 1

Flexibility 2

Group Play 5

Seduction 2
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Interlude- Wedged Open

They definitely had a problem. Cinzy did not want to come right out and say it, because she had taken the job of morale officer upon her shoulders, but things were going to get real weird, and real bad, real fast if they didn’t remedy the mana saturation situation.

For now, best to pretend like they were okay, that there was every chance she was worried about something with no basis in reality, and they were going to be fine.

“We definitely have a problem,” Trent grumbled.

Cinzy stifled a whimper of terror. Afterwards she stifled an annoyed groan. She then stifled a sigh, and the urge to put her hands on her hips and begin loudly chastising everyone.

Drat laughed bitterly, which was a Drat specialty. “What, you mean that?”

He didn’t have to cock his thumb over his shoulder at the portal, but did. The portal itself stood some thirty feet tall, and was clearly sucking mana through it. Cinzy didn’t even have a high Affinity and she could clearly see the shimmer of magic bending to speed through the portal.

She swept her arm around. “No, you patch of dry rot, I mean this.”

The vista they’d emerged into was vast, sweeping, and totally unlike anything they’d ever come across before. A blanket of snow covered everything in sight. The boogie trees had been replaced by glowering pseudo-evergreens, like spruce but with a single needle-filled ring of forest green instead of a huge sphere of deciduous Kelly green. They sure looked like Christmas trees, but one of the needle rings had a grumpy face on it, in comparison to the vapid and cheerful boogie trees, as Fletcher called them.

“We have to go!” Tara called.

Cinzy knew a few things about the geography of the world, and one of those things was its fluidity. Drat was grinning at her.

“First of all, and you can cut that shirt out, we’re a long way from Fletcher. Clearly he’s our key to anti-magic medicine. If we want to stay human. And I don’t know about you, but I’d prefer to remain the sort of thing I started out. The other option is throwing ourselves at the HQ and begging their mercy in order to get some meds. No idea what they want to do to us, but I’d bet based on the interrogation we went through back on earth that they need questions answered. HQ is not friendly.”

Drat was still giving her a lopsided idiot face. It was honestly a little off-putting, since he never smiled, and only joked when things were dangerously off kilter.

“For that matter, you chose to bring this newbie in here, meaning we have to protect her, and then somehow convince the Agency—“ Here she was forced to pause because one of the dour coniferous trees pulled up its spiny skirts and rushed by on legs that looked like roots, as much as a tree could rush, which was not fast. “We’ll need to convince the Agency we didn’t kidnap her. Oh, who am I kidding? We’re fugitives for life.” Drat was still smiling. “On top of that, we don’t have the assistance of any of our bond mates. We are transforming into Nakamamon, we’re wanted criminals, we have no idea where we are, and all the help we normally have is… we have a lot to worry about is all I’m saying,” Cinzy went on, “So why are you smiling? You are so weird.”

“More pressing matters!” Ivy called, while Drat just grinned at her.

“Shut up and just tell me,” she said, glowering.

She realized he was pointing directly up, and looked directly above her head just as the shadow of a literal mountain hovered overhead. She was looking at the flat surface with striations where the rock had sheared off, floated up, and was now hovering toward them.

“Fudge buckets,” she said.

Ten minutes later the shadow still covered Cinzy, and she was still running at absolute top speed. They were all running now, with Tara’s fast travel aura helping them to cover far more distance than she’d ever covered on foot on earth. This was at least a month’s worth of foot travel for her.

“It’s… coming… down!” Isabelle called.

She handed Helen back to Ivy, the new girl even now yelling her head off.

“Could you…” Drat asked, “shut her up?”

“She’s… your… problem,” she wheezed. “Wait. Why… are… we running?” They had a stone Sorcerer. Stone was the only thing he did. He did it so, so well.

It was because, Trent explained on the run, that he couldn’t move dozens or hundreds of tons of stone up off them at once. It would be like lifting an entire column of mountain, hundreds of feet thick, up off them. Not at all like keeping a giant’s foot from squashing them. Also he had basically no mana remaining. His mana pool was enormous, but had been exhausted for weeks.

“It’s coming down!” Trent announced, and Cinzy trusted him. He knew stone like she knew Taylor Swift’s discography. “Go go go go go!”

They went with all they had. They’d spent all their Tokens in the escape and they were lucky Tara had one to activate her aura.

Cinzy had never been crushed to death before, and didn’t want to start off her new life as a fugitive from her job as a pancake. She felt a stitch grab her in the side and demand she stop moving, but she didn’t. Not even when the mountain’s underside looked close enough that she could jump up and touch it.

Up ahead, the edge of the mountain, and more importantly, the sun on the snow-covered plain, came tantalizingly close. Lungs burning, side protesting, muscles aching, she wanted nothing more than for Trent to blast apart the stone above them so she could just take the tiniest of little breaks.

But nobody else did that. Pouting and miserable, she gave in to peer pressure and the desire to not die.

The moment though that Ivy and Isabelle and Tara stopped, Cinzy slumped to the ground and rolled. Behind them, about four feet back there, the mountain came to a rest by kicking up a gigantic amount of air and dust. The sound was like nothing she’d ever heard in her life.

They lay there for entirely too long, gasping for breath and staring at the sky.

“Is… there… another… one?” she asked. “Because… I’ll just… die. Just… leave me.”

Drat began laughing, another sound she’d never heard in her life. Or if she had, it had been eclipsed by his wry remarks, dry sense of humor, his unsmiling face. Drat’s laughter was loud and raucous. It went on long enough that Cinzy had to check to see if something else was coming to kill them. She couldn’t move anything but her head, but in raising it, she only found Tara and Ivy’s heads also raised, also staring at Drat. He continued to laugh, and laugh… and laugh some more.

Cinzy let her head fall back and she too started laughing. Soon Tara joined in, Isabelle too, and finally Ivy.

“What?” Helen demanded. The new girl’s failure to know Drat’s weird sense of humor only served to make Cinzy laugh more. The other three girls laughed right along.

There might be a second portal to earth, and it might be stuck open, but it had either been crushed by a mountain, or it was stuck beneath the mountain.

***

“That plan is terrible and you know it,” Drat said. Helen was holding his hand, and he seemed to dislike that a great deal. Drat’s discomfort struck Cinzy as just perfect.

“It’s the plan we have,” she said. “And it’s not bad, you’re just upset you didn’t come up with it.”

“It won’t work,” he said.

“It will and you know it,” Ivy said. “Now shut up and stay here.”

“I don’t want to go back in a prison cell,” he grumped.

Cinzy clapped him on the shoulder and used her ability to convince him yet again. He scowled at her.

“I know what you’re doing and I hate you.”

“You do not.” She turned to Helen. “It was a pleasure to meet you, Helen. I hope we’ll be in touch.”

Trent didn’t look like he enjoyed this plan either, but he shrugged and started digging. Unless the Agency had another stone Sorcerer or a series of improbably great spells by some extremely high level Wizards, they weren’t going to be able to use the portal.

Trent, being the least guilty out of the lot of them—barring Helen, who didn’t count—had the best chance of being invited back into the Agency after this breakout debacle. If Cinzy wasn’t in attendance and the Agency didn’t think they were being manipulated, he could probably convince them that Cinzy had convinced him with Likability or Tokens to go along with their plan.

Drat, being the other member of the team who hadn’t obviously done anything illegal, had a chance as well to evade serious consequences. They’d coached Helen in the correct version of the story: Cinzy had sweet-talked him into giving away his Tokens, and helping them to escape. She had definitely sweet-talked Helen, and displayed an unbelievable amount of charisma in helping the daring escape happen. It was an easy sell as far as Cinzy was concerned.

Drat’s flat look told her what he really thought of the plan. They were just leaving the two guys behind and all four girls were going to rejoin Fletcher for a resumption of their sexy time activities.

Which was definitely, undeniably part of what was happening.

The three of them gathered around Tara. Of the four of them, she was the most likely to have a chance of knowing where they were and where they were going.

Tara took a deep breath, with one hand always stuck to the area just above her mound. Cinzy wouldn’t dream of trying to understand the appeal of pregnancy, childbirth or motherhood, but she didn’t bring up the topic. She didn’t particularly want to know.

The Ranger abruptly reversed course and headed up the newly-landed mountain.

“Great,” Cinzy muttered. “The mountain again. Wonderful.”

“I’ll be right back,” the fellow blonde told her. “Just stick around down here.”

It turned out Tara didn’t need to climb the entire mountain, thank fudge. She could see a heck of a lot from a few hundred feet up. She also moved with an ease Cinzy wouldn’t have been able to manage even if she had on hiking boots and those walking poles. As soon as she went up, sniffed the air, and put a hand up, she nodded and headed back down.

They were going to be heading northeast, which stood to reason. If Alaska and Hawaii corresponded in any way to the geography of this world, that would’ve been her choice as well.

“I saw the HQ already in motion,” Tara told them.

“The whole castle?” Ivy asked, already shaking her head like she accepted it as fact. Floating antigravity castle also transported hundreds or thousands of miles? Sure, yeah, whatever.

“You need to stay off the ley line,” Trent told them. “You’ll absorb a lot more magic that way.”

“We’ll be okay,” Tara said, and got an odd look in return.

Soon they set off, and and it ended up being at a brisk jog. And that brisk jog just… went on, and then on. They jogged over hill and dale, across meadows and through copses of those sullen looking Christmas trees. It would be hours before they stopped to take a rest, but by then Cinzy would have long since figured out that Tara had a fast movement aura. Not only that, but that aura seemed to have the bonus of extending her Durability, which was pretty dang low.

They headed across rocky terrain that was at odd angles, spooking creatures like manta rays but made of stone. Cinzy wondered what they’d have done if Tara hadn’t steered them wide of those big stone pancakes. Get eaten?

She shuddered. Her powers were so monumentally useless when it came to all the wild Nakamamon. The sentient ones were so much clay for her to mold. She was even getting better with larger crowd sizes. Even though she hated playing her flute, it made swaying crowds easier.

But against these things she was utterly and totally out of her element. Just as Tara couldn’t use any of her abilities in town or to influence any of the sapient creatures.

There were times during their little adventures when Cinzy had occasion to respect Fletcher, and this was one of them. Putting together a balanced party wasn’t enormously amazing, but he’d convinced the admin to let him choose his people. It was a simple thing, she learned from hanging out with the RPG dorks, but Fletcher had pushed for it and she had to commend him for it.

Ugh, Fletcher. Her guts ached to have him. Regina must be in absolute heaven right now, getting to fork Fletcher every day and night while he researched the way to heal up his mother. And probably Fairy Poppins too, which twisted the knife further. Just thinking about him shrinking down and fracking Poppy’s guts out made Cinzy flush with jealousy and gush with arousal. She couldn’t wait to have him making her quiver with need and orgasm her brains out.

It was almost like her body knew he was almost within reach.

Her ass clenched at the thought of him slowly forcing his way into it, and she nearly turned an ankle on these fracking gigantic cockeyed rocks.

“Step lively,” Tara called back. “We’ll all have turns with Fletcher, but only if we don’t crack our skulls on rocks or get eaten by Geodiles.”

How had Tara put together—

It was then Cinzy realized Ivy and Tara were in much the same state she was. Isabelle too, to a lesser extent. All four of them could pass off their heavy breathing and blush of horniness off as exertion. Tara was kind of a genius for keeping them moving so long, so hard. They wouldn’t have to face the realization that all of them desperately wanted his lips on them, his arms around them, and his cock up in them.

She swore under her breath and told herself to get a hold of herself. She was acting like a complete sludge.

On the third day, the HQ castle came into view, so Tara had them veer wide. Although they knew a lot of people in the HQ, and some of those people might be able to give them some info on the possible location of Fletcher, they also knew they were wanted, and sighting anyone was potentially counterproductive.

Tara and the Guardians rustled up food, with Tara taking point. Cinzy’s job was always to get camp set up: collect firewood, dig a screen so the fire wouldn’t be seen, start the fire, and arrange a lean-to if possible. She’d learned all this from Tara and the happy couple. Then, after eating, they’d turn in, exhausted. She would spend each night playing either big spoon or little, and pretending she couldn’t hear Ivy and Isabelle writhing around just a foot away.

Her whole body would cramp with need, listening to Izzy sigh, imagining Ivy nestled between her legs and lapping at her wet slit, or slipping some number of fingers up in there while paying close attention to her girlfriend’s pleasure bud. She definitely wouldn’t imagine them engaged in a sixty-nine, both plunging fingers into one another and licking what they weren’t fingering. She wouldn’t have to imagine it, because the light of two moons often gave her glimpses of the beast with two backs. She wouldn’t have to ignore Tara failing to be secretive as she played with herself when she was the big spoon, because she could feel the Ranger’s butt bumping up against her drooling mound.

She despaired to think of what they would look like when they finally found Fletcher, and descended on him like a pack of starved hounds. She also shuddered to think what they’d smell like. Thankfully on two of these days they’d gotten a bath in, but… without changes of clothing, there was just no way they were in any way presentable.

They ended up passing days like this. It wasn’t until the fifth day that they stopped and took stock of the abilities Fletcher had shared with them.

“You think we can make up the anti-magic meds by ourselves?”

This is Christopher helping to ensure they wouldn’t transform into Nakamamon.


Chapter 28- KHAN

The town’s council came out to meet me the next day. The remainder of the day I’d spent looking for the right kind of house to make my temporary base of operations. There wasn’t anything bad about the bubble houses, if you discounted the five foot ceilings and the way I’d have to cock my head to the side at all times. Azalea peered at me and asked why I didn’t just shrink if I was too big.

“Master—”

“Could I ask you not to call me that?”

Azalea froze. “You saved my life. You gave me a name. You mated with me. You are my master.”

I still wasn’t thrilled with her calling me that, but I couldn’t deny the blunt little purple beauty had a point.

Taking her by the hand while we walked and talked only served to increase the odd sensation and her calling me Master. First, she was tiny, under five feet, and the way Prismatic Apparel had formed into a cutesy strapless dress that matched her eyes only made the situation between seem all the more… wrong.

The town council was composed of three individuals. These were led by one of the Mindelas I’d seen loading and unloading all the supplies. This one was male, but looked virtually identical to Shakindria. The only difference was a slight difference in build. Mr. Mindela stood before two other sapient Nakamamon, one that appeared like a snowman but made of boulders, and the other something like a cat, but bipedal.

I have been asked to greet you, human, the Mindela said into my brain.

It’s an honor to be greeted by a psychic aspect Nakamamon, I sent back using Psyspeech. My name is Fletcher, and I am a Healer looking to help with your sick god problem.

The Mindela’s eyes went wide with shock and then darted around after having figured out I had a bond mate who was also a psychic aspect. He couldn’t find one, and his bewilderment deepened my amusement.

“It would actually be easier and convenient if all of us verbalized this meeting. I’m pleased to meet you, town elders,” I said. “My name is Fletcher, this is Azalea, and this adorable little scamp is April.” She nuzzled my hand and I gave her some extra scratches behind the flowers on her ears.

Mr. Mindela placed a hand on his chest and bowed. “Hefrekhan, at your service, though you may address me as Khan.”

I restrained the urge to scream it out like Captain Kirk. I also, and this took a monumental force of will, stopped myself from snorting or laughing.

He gestured back toward the pile of rocks with eyes and a mouth. “Shale.”

The rock person did a bow, which I returned in kind.

“And this is Yowl.”

Extremely appropriate names. “By any chance, have you met an old fellow named Claudius?”

Hefrekhan bowed. “Before I answer, I am in the unfortunate position of being forced to explain that poison aspected Nakamamon are rare in these parts, and in our town, are forbidden from using poison abilities. No offense intended, of course,” Khan said.

Azalea shrugged. “Anyone tries to eat me, the spines come out.”The three elders shared a series of long, searching looks. Azalea’s sickly yellow eyes narrowed. “Hang on… are people gonna try to eat me?”

Khan leapt back and hovered in the air to be further away from the tentacle-headed stranger accusing him of cannibalism. “Of course not!”

She looked dubious. “Then… no problem.”

“You have a sick god in your premises,” I said. “The Lovers, a god that governs mating and procreation.”

The elders shared a look again. Shale spoke up, sounding—of course—gravelly. “We have some slight… issues with our females in the last few weeks that grew concerning.”

“It is a great relief that you are a Healer,” Yowl said.

“You will be given every comfort necessary, and every resource at our disposal in the pursuit of cleansing this problem,” Shale explained. “Beginning with quarters. The three of us have estates, and we will be more than happy to clear a space for you to sleep, eat and work while you endeavor on our behalf.”

Blinking through my processing of this order, I gladly accepted, and made a mental note to contact my mom to give her the details.

Which is how I spent the remainder of the day making house calls, a thing I never thought I would ever say. I called on people in their mushroom houses, their bubble houses, their crystal houses, their tree houses, and some that looked exactly like suburban brick Tudor style houses back on earth. None of it made a lick of sense and I loved it. It was like being back in my first couple of days or weeks, when everything was fresh, new, and weird.

All the houses were filled with their own style of bric-a-brac, had their own way of decorating the place, and were in various states of cleanliness or disrepair. One mushroom house had a fungal infestation, which was odd and ironic.

The tree house had been decorated with literal living artwork, of tiny landscapes in frames made to look like paintings. They were all alive though, growing, and one of them needed a trim.

The bubble house had been filled with children’s toys, and an overly busy, overly exhausted mother was bent double, picking them all up. I used my Telekinesis ability to lift several of them and place them over in what looked like a toy chest, but which was really a large blue bubble with part of the outside carved out. The mother was a large blue frog with great big black spots, and an extremely red underside, and when she saw me helping out, she about died of embarrassment. Her tongue lashed out and swept all the toys to one side of the room. Afterwards, I was treated to the sight of her tadpoles, some blue, some bright green, and some a combination of the two, swimming around through the air like it was water. A couple of them had tiny legs sprouting out on either side of their swishing tails.

In every case, my job was to head inside and take a look at the individual’s egg or clutch of eggs. Several of them had upwards of a dozen eggs, but others had just one. We had tiny eggs no bigger than a jellybean, and big ostrich eggs with knobby scales. One of these clutches was attached to the ceiling and needed water constantly blown over it. One of these was in the fireplace, roasting away.

All of them were a little off. The jellybean-sized eggs were different colors, which the octopus mother confirmed was not correct. They should all be blue with a hint of purple. Some of these were green or pulsing with whitish light. All of the eggs in the tree house weren’t fuzzy with kiwifruit fur but had spines like a pinecone. In that case, the male of the household, which looked like a large hedgehog but brown and green, was furious, looking to me for clear confirmation that his female hedgehog had somehow mated with some other Nakamamon. The large bronze ostrich egg in the family’s fireplace wasn’t supposed to be bronze, but coal black.

I performed Diagnostics on these using Affinity for magic-related illnesses first, followed by Diagnostics and Likability for mental or emotional illnesses. The tool for magic diagnosis was the thumb-sized blue crystal that needed to be run over the patient slowly, while concentrating my third eye and channeling a trickle of mana into it. The one for emotional illnesses was like a jack-in-the-box, which had a crank I needed to turn. A number of odd sounds emerged: a baby’s pure chuckling laugh, the weary sigh of a mother after a long day, a distant rumble of thunder, and others. This, too, required a channeling of mana while I turned the crank and listened to a wind chime, a cry of pain, a crunch of feet on gravel while a wave approached, and more.

Third, I did a once-over and used the stethoscope for physical problems. Finally, I had to use Ingenuity for divinity-related illnesses. The tool for the job here was first an ankh, which looked a bit like a Christian cross but with a loop at the top. Next, I surrounded it with prayer beads, followed by a scrap of a prayer rug, a small, intricately caved statue of a many-armed woman not much larger than Fairy Poppins, and a rosary with the Christian cross as one of the beads. This diagnostic required me to chant while bringing the different objects near to the patients, and again adding a touch of my mana to gauge the patients’ reactions.

Never was I more thankful to the God of Productivity than now. My mom had the box with all the different accoutrements for Diagnosis, and she would need all of them. She hadn’t been blessed by a giant, mostly-naked god like I had.

The Boon of Tools. You will always have the necessary tool for the job when engaged in the work of your Healer class. Bestowed upon you by the [God of Productivity]

Since I had burned up all my Ingenuity and Free Tokens, I had to use Arcane Alchemy. This meant taking Agility and Likability Tokens and transform them into Ingenuity Tokens before I could get through the last diagnostic test. It was a good thing, too, because the difficulties were higher than I’d like.

A bunch of these eggs had some manner of divine ailment.

The first the UI described for me was Divine Aspect Interference. Essentially, the divine entity being close by had altered the makeup of the egg in a way that made it into a divine aspect as well as its core aspect. Like the Angellies, the Glimmerflies and the Glowverns, these would be a brand new species of divine aspect Nakamamon.

Unless I did a similar sort of thing like I’d done with April and the other fighting aspects.

The last house call was by far the oddest. The wife, or lady of the house anyway, was crying when I entered. The man of the house was nowhere to be found.

Their house was one of those crystalline structures, this one a yellow topaz of uneven diagonal crystals easily a foot thick, joining up with others and looking like a complete catastrophe… with some space in the middle. The space itself only included a single metal… table that grew crystals of different colors and thicknesses. They appeared to have sprouted out of the metal in the center, and made tiny crystal mountains of deep emerald, rich sapphire, and every other glittering color I’d ever seen for jewelry on earth.

“What is the matter, Yelleen?” Khan asked the woman. The woman in question was an earth aspect, but was little more than a rock head, a disconnected rock body, with two rock arms floating to either side. Or rather, the two rock arms were clasped tight to her body. Tiny specks of dust, dirt and pebbles floated in the spaces where her joints would be. Pebblina was the name of her species.

Khan and Shale both repeated her question. She wasn’t able to speak though, and instead just sobbed uncontrollably.

The situation with Yelleen was not divine aspect interference, but was instead a condition called immaculate conception. I held off a groan; the condition wasn’t an illness at all, but rather the god had simply used an ability to create a hybrid of a Pebblina with some other Nakamamon she’d been near, or in contact with. They’d been too close to the affected district of the town and she’d ended up impregnated by sheer proximity.

I knelt and activated my Meld ability from Cinzy, thanking her for the gift of emotional soothing. Activating Mender’s Soothing Mental Balm, I approached with a hand out for her to take. Emotional goodness radiated out, literal positive waves. She stopped crying almost immediately.

“Whatever happened can be fixed,” I told her gently. “Nothing has happened that’s irreparable.”

“But my husband and I have never mated,” she said miserably, clutching the three egg-shaped rocks to her chest, speckled as they were with spots of glowing crystal.

***

Yelleen’s condition, her spontaneous immaculate conception, was definitely the influence of The Lovers. She was adamant that she hadn’t been mating with anyone, and with no reason to think she was lying, I’d consoled her with the knowledge that The Lovers were currently out of order, they were not working properly, and it was possible she was just near another Nakamamon at the time The Lovers did their weirdness.

I did not know, however, whether immaculate conception was a condition I could undo, at all. It did not seem to be something, like the fighting aspect chakra situation, that I could change.

I probably could. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to.

And then I hoped that the magic responsible for keeping humans sterile in this world was still working, and that I hadn’t just impregnated Celine… or Azalea.

With Jacoby’s team finally gone, I made my way back to my new digs. I had three expansive, mansion-like houses to choose from, but I naturally stayed away from the Mindela’s estate. I didn’t want that guy trying to probe my mind for why I could use Psyspeech. The UI had already informed me that my Psychic Resistance had warded off intrusion, which was concerning. Shakindria had never attempted to probe my mind.

Luckily Khan stopped trying after that. He also maintained a healthy distance and stared warily at me, which I found amusing. I was able to find a pretense to turn down the use of Khan’s estate easily enough: it was farthest away from the divinely corrupted area.

Azalea and April were given leave to choose which of the two other estates they preferred, and they went with Shale’s house. I would have expected a blocky estate made of rocks with a warren of tunnels, but it was just… a house. A large, C-shaped structure with two floors and gardens in front and out back. It had all kinds of rooms I hadn’t ever seen outside of a period drama: parlor, receiving room, smoking room, guest quarters, servants’ kitchen, and others. I was shooed away from the servants’ area, where a number of Nakamamon would toil over my every need. I turned the receiving room into my lab, ordering that the study (on the second floor) be emptied and the furniture moved downstairs. Khan and his telekinesis made short work of this.

Afterwards, Azalea and I did cuttings from the garden I’d started, in what was now an area fully overrun by The Lovers. She was sweating and casting glances at me the whole time, kneeling on the ground with her yellow dress barely covering her pert little butt. I tried to ignore it, but every time I checked on her, her purple butt was pointed directly at me, and she’d taken to standing and bending at the waist. That put her sex fully on display. She was aroused, because it had appeared in the first place, and I could tell she was very aroused, because glistening wetness leaked down the insides of her thighs.

April came along, but whined and yipped uncomfortably the whole time we remained inside.

“You shouldn’t be in here,” I told her gently, but the fox merely rubbed her head against my thigh and thoroughly pollinated my pants… again.

Shrugging, I returned to the task at hand: getting all my plants to where I could re-plant them in the estate’s gardens and bring forth life anew!

One of the strangest things about going from multiple people in bed with you down to one was how large the bed felt. April pranced around the huge bed, much too large for the bipedal cat person, before turning in a circle and curling up… directly next to my head. Her tail kept twitching, which rubbed flowers against my neck, my shoulder, and my collar bone. It would’ve been adorable if I didn’t keep getting whiffs of flowers and feeling the need to sneeze for a time.

April was out like a light.

And, while it took a good ten or fifteen minutes of laying in bed and swiftly closing in on sleep, Azalea appeared in the door, hugging against the doorframe like she didn’t know what she was doing. I pretended to be asleep. A few moments later, she padded into the room, lifted the soft comforter off, slid in next to me, and promptly squished herself almost all the way on top of me.

This is Christopher sleeping with a brand new partner.




[image: A cartoon of a purple monster  Description automatically generated]





Chapter 29- Your Mating Stick

I’m only in my early twenties here, and ten of those years were sheltered beneath some pitying gazes, some arrogant and disdainful gazes. So when I say my mind was blown waking up with a taut, gorgeous little sexpot in my bed, it’s with a different frame of reference than most people might have. It was like waking up on Christmas morning. Or waking up in your hotel and going ‘AHHHHHHHHH! Today we’re going to friggin’ DISNEY WORLD!’ for the first time in your life. Except I was getting that feeling every morning.

There isn’t much better than waking up in the powerful, tentacled embrace of a lover, especially when she turns her cute button nose your way, opens sleepy eyes, and goes, “Good morning, Master.”

I had work to do, sure… but it could wait.

“I noticed your mating stick doesn’t disappear ever.”

“Correct,” I replied, already loving the adorable turn of phrase.

“That means you always want to mate, then.” Not a question, but a statement. Her eyes shot open in epiphany. “Is it sickness from the god nearby? That god is the god of mating.”

A tentacle had slithered down to investigate and curled around the base of my morning wood, and was now rhythmically squeezing.

“Gently now,” I told her, grinning. “It’s not sickness, but it is excited you’re here.” I ran my hands up and down her luscious form, her bubble butt and up to where her tentacles emerged from her head. It was like holding a dozen snakes.

“That feels ugh…” she said, eyes rolling closed and head lolling back. “Master, what is happening?”

“We mated yesterday,” I told her. “Don’t you know what’s happening?”

Her eyes drifted closed and her mouth parted to reveal those needle teeth dripping with clear venom. She arched her back to keep my massaging hand at the back of her head. In the meantime, her tentacles did their own dance, wriggling over my upper body and caressing every bit of flesh they found. “Again? But don’t we have to wait until I lay an egg?”

“We can’t mate for real,” I told her.

“Ah, right.” She’d straddled me now, lying over my whole torso. Her feet came just below my knees, while those tentacles writhed and curled, pulsed and slithered over me. Her legs had parted and were now squeezing my sides while she stared down into my face.

“It is enormous,” she breathed. “I can’t believe you put all this in me yesterday.”

I gave her a smile. “You sure are good for my ego,” I told her. “My head might swell up if you keep talking like that.”

The tentacle wrapped around me kept right on squeezing for several long minutes, while she lost herself in tracing all the edges of my body with fingers and hair tentacles. She snuggled into my throat while I brought a second hand up in order to massage her head, around where the tentacles emerged from her scalp.

“That,” she cooed, “that… is… ugh… good.”

I didn’t stop, but instead watched the blood rise to her cheeks. Her breasts darkened, then pressed outwards. I hadn’t watched the nipples appear before, but it was interesting to watch it in action. Hers were deep purple, nearly black, with wide areolae and thick pencil erasers that begged my tongue to lick them.

“Azalea wants Master inside her again.”

“Master commands you to mate with him,” I said. I still wasn’t used to the idea of owning someone. I’d be much happier if she ended up being a companion, or even a third bond mate. For now I’d settle for this weird Master talk.

The pressure from the tentacle left the moment she pressed backwards and slowly began spearing herself on me. A look of consternation came to her face, and it was strange seeing a creature with her teeth biting her lip to accommodate my size.

“Ohhhh Master,” she groaned. “It’s magnificent.”

A guy could get a complex hearing talk like that constantly.

Little by little, she coated more of me in her juices, and forced me to bottom out. It took time, but she looked strained at the end, like I’d just told her a terrible secret. She spent some time rocking backwards and forwards, just stirring herself up on me. In the meantime, her tentacles continued to rub and massage me all over. They got in between my toes, somehow squishing down and pulsing over my calves, knees, thighs, everywhere. More of them wriggled on my chest and abs as she rocked just an inch or so backwards and forwards. Her eyes fluttered and I could sense her pleasure level. My own was already high; it was incredible to feel her snugly wrapped around me, and the gigantic ego boost of seeing my cock’s outline bulge out the spot beneath her belly button. It was so lewd and so wrong, it turned me on immensely.

“Master feels so gooooood,” she crooned, still rocking back and forth just the tiniest amount.

She was right; she felt incredible, like a sheath made specifically to holster my size. The strangeness of having her tentacles all over me added to this. Seduction allowed for this. It also suggested that if I wanted to boost her pleasure, I could…

I worked my thumb down against where her body connected with mine, and located her clit with ease. At that moment, I spent the Token for Entwined Ecstasy to boost our pleasure. 

Eyes shooting open, teeth clamping closed, she groaned out a loud orgasm.

“You know what I can do?” I asked her quietly.

She made an unintelligible sound, distracted by the giant invader, staring at me.

I allowed Adaptability to change me to its fullest extent. My hair disappeared and was replaced by tentacles of my own. My skin went a bluer version of her own purple, and my teeth became thin and sharp, like her spines.

A look of awe came over her face, and hunger.

“Master is… Master is like me.”

My tentacles were more powerful than I’d imagined. The ability Man Enough boosted my strength to her levels, because the was indeed stronger than me. They weren’t barbed, and instead the suckers flowed out over her, tasting her all over. She was poison, but it tasted syrupy sweet to my adapted body. The tentacles licked and sucked at her legs, over and around and under. They pulled her closer, so they could continue their journey up and around her hips and core and chest. They stopped and suckled at the deep purple nipples while Azalea mewled and writhed. Her own tentacles had gone limp in response to the overwhelming pleasure. The only movement she was doing now was arching her back and twitching with the shocks of ecstasy I was giving her.

The tentacles on my head wrapped her arms while tasting her neck and cheeks and around to her back. She was everything an Injecticle would want in a mate: smooth, supple, deliciously full of toxicity.

They dragged her to my mouth and let me lick the junction of her thighs. There the sweet, poisonous nectar was most concentrated, most perfect. I teased her a bit licking each side, and before she could beg I plunged it inside.

An orgasm overtook her, causing her to buck up into my mouth. She arched her back and a cried out, ‘Master! Master!’ over and over again. Before long, those tentacles had slithered beneath her and propped her butt up so I had a better angle of attack. I soon found the pleasure button, and she grew very loud. For several minutes she hollered and moaned, and I lapped at her sweetness, until Seduction informed me she was on the verge yet again. Only then did I change things up.

My main tentacle, the one between my legs, demanded I be inside her. Tentacles soon flipped her on her stomach and pulled her onto her hands and knees.

“You are ready for me?” I asked, but didn’t wait for the answer.

She went, “Yes Masterrrrrrrr,” as I pushed inside. While tentacles had her about the shoulders and elbows, more of them rhythmically constricted around her boobs and slid down to tickle at her clit. Another pushed into her mouth and began to force a blowjob out of her. One final tentacle nestled in between her other cheeks and force its way into her rear entry.

I couldn’t say if it was her Nakamamon anatomy or her personality, but on her knees, with elbows pinned against her sides and having every erogenous zone stimulated at once caused her to go wild. After three minutes she came, and when I didn’t stop but continued a relentless assault on her whole body, she came a good three minutes later. She might have grayed out at one point, around the fourth orgasm, but for the fifth and sixth she was very much awake and active. She couldn’t scream, but the muffled cries were very audible.

All of my tentacles sampled different parts of her body. Her body bulged out against my cock’s invasion time and again. She was tight, but so slippery, encasing me to the last inch or so before bashing against some inner wall. With all my Adaptability focused on becoming an Injecticle I couldn’t pull any of my length or girth back. The feeling was astonishing; between the tastes of her nipples, her tongue and the back of her throat against my tentacle, the taste of her juices as they coated her clit, the taste of her toxic sweat, I was in heaven.

Some fifteen minutes later she let loose a flood of juices. She literally sprayed against me and onto the floor. Again, I sensed that she grayed out into semi-consciousness. She also did this while clamping down on me with astonishing force, and I came inside her, hard.

Afterwards I let her gently down, then scooped her up into my human arms and carried her to the bath. After all, being only about four feet tall, she hardly weighed 80 pounds. I had to keep myself from tripping on her hair, but it wasn’t a problem once I bundled it up on top of her. After a nice soak in the tub together, she began to snore on my chest. I then dried her, casting fond eyes down at her, and laid her on my bed.

“Master,” she mumbled.

“What’s that, beautiful?”

“I like your juicy juice. And I like your Injecticle body, and your regular body. And this mating stick of yours.”

Eyes closed, her tentacles nudged at the underside of my cock, and she giggled.

“You’re something else, you know that?”

“Master gave me freedom, gave me life, gave me a name, and gave me the pleasure of mating with another of my species. And I didn’t even want to eat you all up afterwards.” She gnashed those terrifying teeth of hers together with eyes still closed, looking like a horror cartoon.

“Get some rest,” I told her, inwardly a little horrified that Injecticles had that praying mantis, black widow, octopus situation going on. I wasn’t thrilled with the idea snuggling up, post coitus, and waking to have her fangs in my neck.

“Thank you, Master.” She still hadn’t opened her eyes.

“You need to start calling me Fletcher, or I’ll start calling you pet.” A tentacle wrapped around my wrist and pulled it to the top of her head, where I was made to pet the top of her head several times while she giggled.

“I think pet needs… a nap,” she said, yawning another visual nightmare into my memory.

My Relationship with Azalea had crossed from Acquaintances into Trusted Acquaintances, which was nice. Venom Shot didn’t level up, but that didn’t surprise me really. We’d have to get close to or past Devotees to go from level 3 to 4, I figured.

The remainder of the morning was spent making my own anti-magic drug, to keep me from becoming a Nakamamon, followed closely by lunch—anything to wash the taste out of my mouth—and then gardening.

I needed all of my ingredients, and in triplicate. I also needed peaches, strawberries, pecans, and all kinds of other wonderful stuff that didn’t exist here right at this moment but would just as soon as my bestest magic power made it so. I also desperately needed to know if my mansions were done, and how they tasted. Mangoes, awesome, passionfruit, never had it, so who knew how good or terrible they might be?

And honestly, sitting and watching trees grow before your very eyes is really something. Put a stupid, vapid smile on my face while my brain went to work on the problem using Myriad Mind. The ability I’d gotten from Celine was one of the weirdest things, given that I could relax and enjoy the feel of moist dirt in my hands and the sun on my neck—through a magical enchantment that allowed it through a neighborhood directly opposite this neighborhood—and also calculate what I’d have to do in order to handle getting The Lovers cured up.

First and foremost, I would need to undo the divine aspect interference before any of the eggs hatched with brand new species of Nakamamon. The people here might have a problem with their babies being holy babies, or they might not. I had a chance to make that question a non question, and it was a chance I was going to take.

I’d done the reading. I’d also gotten lucky here. Divine aspect interference was a standard illness that afflicted a lot of beings, and Healers too, from working in close proximity to gods over and over. It was a watered down version of divinity poisoning, sort of, or rather it was on the spectrum of divinity-influenced issues, and I could use some of the same ingredients to help handle that.

First and foremost, I asked that the mothers who could all bring their eggs to my laboratory so I could use Mending Aura on them all at once. I then used it again over at the octopus woman’s house because her babies were all attached to the ceiling.

After this, it was time to harvest some new plants. I put the word out with Khan, Shale and Yowl that I needed some of these plants. If there were plant aspect Nakamamon who had knowledge of these, could grow them, or the like, I would appreciate their help. The three elders took my request to the people, especially the town’s herbalist and cooks, and the hunt began.

“Please let us know what else we may do to assist you in your endeavor, venerable Healer,” Yowl said.

I had bamboo, I had lotus, and I also had sage handy. These I cut and replanted over again, knowing I might need them. As I worked in my garden out in front of the estate, and also behind it, I drew a crowd of interested onlookers. They, same as I did, watched the fruit trees and the hardwood trees grow with unbelievable speed, visibly transforming as seconds turned into minutes, and minutes turned into an hour of staring.

It then occurred to me that there was something the townsfolk could do to aid me in my task. I wasn’t sure if they were going to like it, but there was definitely something they could do.

This is Christopher about to make an indecent proposal.
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Chapter 30- To The Pain

The trio of elders met me in the estate’s garden. I had completely transformed it in just twelve hours. In between getting started on it this morning, and now the setting of the sun, I had juvenile fruit trees, I had a blooming bamboo grove… hell, I had a small pond full of water lilies, rolled up lotus leaves as big around as my head, and plenty more.

“I have a proposal none of us are going to love,” I said, and looked at each of their faces in turn. “Normally, I have a team of about a dozen members… but we’re now splintered.” I waved my hands, as if I could just dismiss all the events I’d have to explain. “There’s a lot, but suffice to say I don’t know where they are, and they don’t know where I am, and they’re probably still in my world, and they can’t help here.”

All three of them exchanged looks but didn’t speak. Hefrekhan could speak with them telepathically, and they had probably been elders long enough to have good rapport.

“Jacoby’s team you know about,” I went on. “However, there is a way I can give the people here healing abilities.”

Deep breath. I was filled with trepidation here. This was going to look pretty ugly if I did it wrong. Therefore, I spent up my Likability Tokens on the Persuasion check that was inevitable here.

“The problem is, my ability sharing… comes from The Lovers.” I held up two hands. “I asked Jacoby’s team if they wanted to do the same thing, gain healing abilities, and out of the dozen of them, I got only a single taker. I can handle this with my own abilities… probably. I’m not going to pressure any of you or your people into this, but cards on the table, it is a thing I’m capable of.”

Shale’s head dropped and those bright, intelligent, not-at-all rock eyes focused on me. “Do you mean to imply that your healing abilities may be shared… through mating?”

“That is what I mean to imply, yes,” I said.

The three shared another one of those deeply familiar looks that said a whole lot was being communicated by insider knowledge and facial expression alone. Their shared lived experience, wants, needs, and personalities were all well known to one another. I could see Shale’s reservations and Yowl being open to the potential gains.

“That is—” Shale began.

“That is unconventional,” Yowl said quickly. “We will inform the populace and allow them to make their own choices.”

In the meantime, I asked for the ingredients I thought I would need, along with someone with fire powers to warm the cauldron to certain temperatures in order for me to more easily craft cures.

Aloe Vera was the plant I needed for most of these eggs, along with beeswax and a good hardwood. I had black cherry, and that had worked to stabilize the cure for the gods. It was too potent, and might stabilize the eggs too much. I didn’t know if the eggs would remain eggs forever, or if perhaps the resulting baby would just be arms, legs and a head sticking out of an intact egg, which fused to its body. That wasn’t ideal. Neither would being stuck in baby form forever, which the Develop Cure spell mentioned might happen. In the end I went with willow bark. It had a pain relief agent similar to aspirin inside it, and the bendy nature of the willow branches was conceptually what I wanted: a flexible hardwood.

Lucky for me, my travel to earth had ended up with me full of seeds. I had packets of all sorts of seeds.

“Willow… planted,” I told April, who cavorted around it and yipped with excitement. In the meantime, the Nakamamon gathered around my temporary estate watched, and one of them pressed the letters into a clay tablet, fired it, and placed it against the trunk of the already-developing weeping willow.

On top of that, I’d need more bluegrass. Luckily I was cultivating bluegrass for its rich mana enhancement properties. This would help the mixture soak up the mana and distribute it evenly around the cure.

Now, this was a sort of base for multiple different cures. All these cures had different aspects, so I would divide up a huge batch of cure, then add cinnamon or nutmeg or ash or poisonous mushrooms, or any number of several dozen other ingredients.

The creation went slowly, and took most of a day. While the elders spread the message regarding my offer, and while the people did with that information what they would, I paired with a lovely fire aspect Nakamamon who cradled the cauldron in two hands and headed it to the specified temperature. She was lovely, and also smoky. The Smokupine looked like a human and a porcupine had a kid, threw it into a bonfire, and let the spines both catch on fire and then smoke relentlessly. We had to heat the potion outside because of the cloying smoke. When she smiled coquettishly at me, I smiled back, wondering if the news from the elders had already traveled all the way to this lovely and curvaceous creature.

The bluegrass went in first, dried first and boiled to grab the essence of the plant, followed by the jaln oil. Once that was done, the beeswax was added, slowly melted at a lower temperature, giving the whole thing a blue-green color that hummed with magical power. The acrid smell of cooked off grass filled the lab, but once aloe vera was added, the smelled changed up dramatically.

Now the stirring changed, the mana investment became much slower, and the squeezed out succulent flesh absorbed the mana with incredible slowness. A luminous gold slowly replaced the turquoise, along with a deep ohhhhmmmm like you’d hear in monasteries around the world. It radiated peace, tranquility, and understanding. This stuff would bring you closer to God if you applied it to your chakras. It would bring you directly to God if you drank it.

April had curled up into a ball, tucking her tails under her chin and watching with intelligent eyes.

Finally, in the wee hours of the morning, I instructed Azalea to scrape off the willow bark, grind it up with mortar and pestle the townsfolk had supplied, and sprinkle it into the mix. The hardwood was the final step, and now the mana needed to be layered on in flat sorts of sheets. It’s hard to explain the shape of a fourth dimensional construct, but extremely thin sheets was what I folded onto the concoction, with Azalea sprinkling in more willow bark before I folded over my continuous layer onto the whole thing.

It had taken a good fourteen hours to do, but wasn’t yet done. I thanked the fire aspect for her incredible work all day, and she took a sip of the stamina potion I’d prepped before slumping off to bed.

The result was a clear paste with a hint of glowing yellow, and a glow that illuminated the cauldron from within.

“It is done?” Azalea asked, and April’s ears and flowers perked up.

“Not yet,” I said. “I’ll divide this up between each egg situation, add in aspect-specific ingredients, and go another two to six hours, depending, then apply it to the eggs. The water one will need thinning out with oil and probably added kelp… maybe water lilies or pond scum. I’ll need to look.”

I was pooped. We left the mixture covered, to cool, and went off to bed.  A whole lot of interested townsfolk watched every movement, having watched from outside. Murmuring followed us down the hall but eventually disappeared.

“Azalea,” I said.

“Mm?”

“I may end up mating with any number of those people this coming week.”

Her eyes widened, and a dangerous grin came to her face. It was joyful, but those many, many needle teeth of hers always made her seem just a bit villainous.

“How wonderful! I did enjoy mating with you and the Wizard Celine. Your seed…” She shuddered in delight.

***

The townsfolk certainly had their fair share of different responses when it came to the subject of getting me all up in their business. The second day, after I’d worked on one of the egg situation, I entered the estate to find a draconic Nakamamon waiting in my bath.

“Oh!” I said. “Hello.”

Dragina

Sapient Dragon Nakamamon

A species of small, semi-humanoid, sapient Nakamamon with villages scattered throughout Dorfilialtos. Although they sometimes gather in cliques or tribes of the same color scales, those who venture out of the remote wilderness have become much more cosmopolitan, and socialize without considering scale color important.

Typical length: 7-9 feet (medium)

Typical weight: 200-500 pounds

Gender: female

Aspect: draconic

Female Transformations: Dracolass -> Dragina -> unknown

Male Transformations: Dracolad -> Dragobro -> unknown

Dragina has been added to your Nakamadex.

I’d already identified her children… or the babies at any rate, doing my rounds earlier in the trip. I loved the concept of a Dragobro, and the mental image of a stoned dragon the size of a basketball player lounging around on a beanbag chair breathing out a haze of smoke and going ‘bruh’.

There was no visual way to tell she was female, since she appeared to be a lizard with gorgeous, lavender scales gleaming metallic. That was what I thought at first, but I soon learned the females had a forked kind of tail fin, while males did not. Twin spiraling horns jutted out of the back of her head and she had a single fin running the length of her body.

Two yellow eyes peered up at me from the water, which radiated steam, and two nostrils. Like a crocodile that might like to eat anything stupid enough to step into the water.

“How… can I…” I didn’t have to finish with the ‘help you’ because I passed a Likability and Seduction check. The creature was willing to mate with me. She was in a mating posture, the skill told me through a sort of instinct.

She rose out of the water, revealing a body that all lizard but with a human shape. No breasts though, and a long and powerful tail. I would soon find tiny wings tucked against her back.

“I dessssire the power of the Healer,” she said, her reptilian voice lispy and raspy. She proceeded to bend over the large tub, and raise her tail, shaking a backside I couldn’t see while staring me in the face. “Yet I professs myssself wondering… how in the world will thisss human mate with a draconic?”

The moment I touched her, lightly and on the scaly chin, my class triggered Adaptability. Scales grew out over my whole body, a light powder blue. I grew horny, and also small horns grew out from the back of my head, which was changing in shape.

Her body was lithe and sinuous, long in the middle, perfect for intertwining. Her surprise was as exciting and arousing as it was amusing.

“You were draconic in disssguissse?” Emerging from the bath, she ran claws lightly down the powder blue scales and then down my softer throat and belly scales, which shone golden in the weak light.

“Human, but I am adaptable from the abilities granted me,” I told her. “And I must ask that you’re sure you want to do this.”

She fussed over me, wriggling her long and completely inhuman body against mine. Her fingers and claws rubbed over my elongated sides, up and down my forelimbs and legs. Massaging, exploring, touching me all over. Pressing me forward and into the hot bath, invigorating.

“Your horns may be short, but your body isss perfect,” she hissed in my ear. Like a snaked she slithered around and around me. Her tail winding around my own, her clawed feet gripping my body with massaging pressure, so she could keep us tightly bound.

The heat felt like it imbued me with new life, seeping beneath my scales and helping me limber up. The grinding of scale on scale

“Few draconic exissst here,” she told me. The lust in her voice was thickly laced with need. “It isss a pleasure for me to have you in my mating pool.” She chuckled. “Or rather, for you to have me in your mating pool.”

My cloaca, for that is what I had, was already reacting to the rubbing of scale on scale, and the pressure of her claws as they massaged up and down my body. She always had my tail clamped between flexing and squeezing claws, which was a strange and exhilarating pleasure. It was like she was slowly running her hands all around my cock and balls. I hardened immediately.

In the meantime, Seduction told me I should also grab her around the tail, especially the base just behind her lower limbs.

The flesh was supple, springy, and the scales weren’t impenetrable. They had give to them. Her mana was welling there; she was hot to the touch, and ground herself against me. I nuzzled her with my face, beneath the water, not worried about the lack of air. I could breathe water.

She gasped and groaned.

“Yesss, Healer,” she told me, and rubbed her face against my hardness.

When the time, and it came soon, she was literally wound around me twice. Those lower legs of hers had me in a death grip and forced her opening against the enormous erection she’d caused to rise.

“Godsss above,” she groaned. “You should not be ssso… huge.”

Still, despite a growl and Seduction telling me she was actively taking damage, she shoved herself downwards and sheathed me fully inside.

“Maybe you’re simply small for your species,” I whispered, drawing out and thrusting back in.

She threw back her head and roared out of the water, just as the prompt arrived asking me if I would like to bring her into the fold. I mentally clicked yes. Her roar transformed into a wail of pain and pleasure, but she never stopped grinding agonist me or slamming herself down.

For a long time she remained like that, getting her fill of me, snout out of the water and the heat of the pool giving us increased vigor. Minutes turned into an hour, with us winding around, thrusting, squeezing, massaging, and eventually clawing and biting. We bashed into one of the pillars at the corner of the bath, causing dust to drift down. Azalea came to check on me at one point, but went away shouting for my whereabouts. I didn’t look anything like myself.

We emerged from the pool with me pounding her into the wet floor and her raking her claws down my scaled sides. She flashed forward and chomped down on my shoulder, rolled us back into the pool, and with a snarling growl, we continued our furious lovemaking.

She was incredibly tight, and hotter than she was tight. Her tail thrashed at me, her claws raked at me, until I finally caught her fore claws in mine and held them, slamming down into her again and again. She let go of my shoulder to bellow a roar up into the sky, only to have me bat her jaws aside from getting another bite in. It became a battle, with her trying to wriggle her face free, wrench her claws free, and get them into me by any means. Meanwhile, I fended her off while rutting deep inside. Every twitching, every wrenching sent shockwaves of perverse pleasure through me. We grappled and fucked like I’d never done before.

How long this went on, I couldn’t say. There was only pushing my snout against her face to keep from being bitten, and the deep recesses of her sex. There were our claws gripping one another and her cries of ecstasy as I plunged in and out.

Finally I could take no more, and let loose my own roar. She had me gripped tight in her rear limbs, and her tail, and there was no pulling out. I didn’t even consider it, but instead blasted her with everything I had.

It was like a switch had been flipped. One second she’d been trying to claw and scratch and bite, and the next she slumped backwards into the water, totally spent. Like those videos where the trembling prey animal simply gives up trying.

I eventually dragged her limp form to one side so she could breathe. For all I knew she didn’t have water breathing.

She lay there, eyes closed, breathing heavily, while I pulled free with a grunt.

“You are a draconic,” she murmured.

This is Christopher taking it as a compliment, and exiting the pool full of scratches and bite marks.
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Chapter 31- From Dragobro to Draconic Spirit

Ifigured out afterwards, as we soaked in the hot bath, that I hadn’t learned the name of the Dragina. I also hadn’t bothered to learn whether she had her own husband or mate. I grinned, thinking about how terrible this could get if I wasn’t careful. She soon told me she was as yet unwed, her name was Opal, and that she had come here after being cast out of her tribe for daring to speak with a Dracobro of another scale color.

This world wasn’t all sunshine and rainbows… on the other hand, she had just gained Healer’s Resistance from me by way of bumping uglies. She was fascinated with my ability to transform into a Dracobro any time she licked any part of my body, and just as fascinated with my transformation back into human. For whatever reason, my scales ended up that same powder blue each time.

Entwined Ecstasy: You have entwined with Opal Manaflame. Your relationship status is acquaintances. Although you have just met, you have already shared something deep.

Pleasure from intimate acts between acquaintances is boosted minimally.

The next UI message popping into my face was about the ability I might just have accessed.

Entwined Ecstasy: You have brought Opal Manaflame into the fold. She has gained the ability Healer’s Resistance. You have gained the ability Draconic Spirit from entwining with Opal Manaflame. Entwine more deeply with Opal Manaflame to unlock further abilities.

You have reached your maximum capacity for abilities gained through Entwined Ecstasy. You may choose to strengthen the associated ability (Venom Shot) or gain Draconic Spirit.

With my Mana Affinity and Ingenuity, the UI gave me an overview of what Draconic Spirit would do: allow me to transform into a dragon. Sort of. The early levels gave me ghostly scales, claws, and teeth of a dragon, the second level would give me a breath weapon and weak little wings fit for gliding but not flying. Again, they’d be spiritual projections around me rather than really physical transformation. The third level would increase the size of the spiritual dragon armor greatly, along with the size of the wings, so I could achieve flight. For how long I couldn’t say.

This seemed amazing. I could fracking fly, since Venom Shot was already level 3. I would keep at least level 3, and possibly get level 4.

I had to do it. Venom Shot was great as a tool and an ace up my sleeve, but nobody would ever turn down the ability to surround oneself with draconic spiritual power.

Draconic Spirit IV

(Special Ability, Ridonkulous, Active)

I- Spend a Token. Your body is wreathed in spiritual draconic power, giving you increased Durability and Muscularity, along with damaging claws and teeth. These last 1 minute.

II- You may manifest fledgling wings and draconic breath while the spirit is active. Your spirit’s breath is tied closely to your soul and class(es). Wings allow for a controlled, gliding fall, rather than true flight. The duration of the Draconic Spirit increases to 5 minutes.

III- Your draconic spirit reaches the full size of a draconic adult. Wings now allow for ungainly but actual flight. Your draconic spirit can safely transport up to 300 pounds beyond your body weight. The duration of the ability increases to 10 minutes.

IV- You may spend 2 Muscularity Tokens to increase the duration to 1 hour.

I read this, and then read it again. Not because anything was confusing, but just because it seemed so fracking cool. And also…

“What the heck is Ridonkulous?” I breathed.

So it went Common, Uncommon, Rare, and then Ridonkulous? This must have been the moment Claudius took a break creating the system and allowed Jocinda to have a crack at it. I shook my head, grinning. Leave it to that woman to undermine the stuffy Claudius at every turn.

From what I could gather, the system wasn’t something you could easily alter once it was set.

I shook my head again. That left the question of Agility and Muscularity splitting off from Physicality, the appearance of fighting aspects, and the whole cloth creation of my unique class. I wondered what could’ve caused Claudius to go along with names like Saxwhacket or Slinktrickle, and the names of the moons… Shagnasty and Snuffletrouser von Zipyankee. Did she just go on a naming spree whenever his back was turned?

Without an answer to these questions, I had to focus on the awesome power I’d just been given.

I’d leveled again.

Level 30: +Ability Upgrade: Man Enough, +3 skill points

The ability upgrade didn’t make sense. Shouldn’t my abilities go in order? I didn’t question it further, because there were no refunds or take backs. I quickly spent my skill points to boost Pheromones, Adaptability, and Refractory Period. If the storm coming was going to happen the way I figured, I needed additional preparations.

Man Enough III

(Special Ability, Rare, Active)

I- While having intimate relations with a partner, make a Durability + Man Enough check with difficulty equal to your partner’s Durability. Highest Durability is used with multiple partners. If you succeed, your attributes are boosted to at least equal to your partner’s.

II- While having intimate relations with a partner, you may spend 4 Affinity Tokens to clone yourself. The clone has all your attributes but reduced by 2. A maximum of two clones is possible.

III- Any time you are asked to make a Durability check during intimate relations, one of your Qualities is boosted by 1, beginning at the lowest ranked.

I could not be more thrilled with this. Both existing abilities had gotten a boost, in the form of a skill for the Durability check on the level 1. It was taking into account the idea I would be with multiple partners at once. The second ability now had a reduced cost (awesome) and an additional clone.

I had never wanted another one of me so much in my life.

“Three clones,” I breathed to myself. “For when spit roasting your partner isn’t enough, and you need to prove your complete domination all at once.”

The third one was perhaps the most wild, and that was including the ability to fracking clone myself. This essentially said the longer I kept having sex, the better I would get. Of course, Durability checks got more difficult as time went on, but if I could keep making them, I could perform even more effectively in bed.

Dragon spirit thing? Win. Increased Qualities? Win. Upgraded special ability? Huge win.

“Win win win,” I said.

Sadly, Opal Manaflame wasn’t too pleased with the ability she’d been given, and I couldn’t blame her. She gave me a dubious look when she’d felt out her ability. Healer’s Resistance, at level 1, wasn’t amazing. It was very useful though. I consoled her that I’d used the level 3 ability with Healer’s Resistance to give everyone divine resistance for hours, which allowed us to treat literally thousands of comatose people.

“I don’t have access to level 3,” she complained.

“About that,” I said, and tried to explain with all the tact I could muster how we could go about getting to level 3.

***

Needless to say, the reception was mixed. Opal felt, and not wrongly, that she’d been lured in with the promise of power, and now I was trying to hook her for my own pleasure to get even more power out of the deal. I did convince her that we could increase our Relationship level through simply getting to know one another, but she was still skeptical.

On the other hand, I had just rocked her draconic world. It took her another several hours of recovery, with her waving off an offer of Mending Aura, before she could get up and moving again, to head back to her home. I used that time to freshen up, tend to my garden, make a few of my regular potions and salves, and begin to portion out the base of the egg treatment.

“What heightsss will I reach, then?” Opal asked. When I explained that I could become completely impervious to a damage source for a time, she seemed much more interested in knowing about her new ability. Like I had explained to the elders, the abilities they could gain were randomized, but if they got the whole set, they’d be able to do what I did: magically grow a variety of medicinal plants with Verdant Rejuvenation, resist the illnesses they came across with Healer’s Resistance, perform first aid with Mending Aura, and—this was the odd one—they’d be able to brew up cures of their own with one called Potioncraft. Mana Affinity and UI searching had explained all this.

The council elders requested an audience immediately to get a deeper understanding of what had happened, so after parting ways with Opal, I gave them an amusing blow by blow accounting of what it meant to have sex with a dragon, followed by a manifestation of the dragon power.

It was impressive, and no joke. The same color surrounded me as the Token burned away, transforming into a powder blue spiritual dragon shape some thirty feet long from nose to tail, with a wingspan wider than that.

I then bathed the whole area in my ‘breath weapon’ and the UI informed me it was both an anesthetic and a healing agent.

Well. I bellowed triumphantly, only to realize the sound was coming out of me, who was still on the floor, and not the spirit dragon, which remained strangely and annoyingly quiet. It didn’t even make a bellowing motion, the turd.

Instead I engaged the wings and asked it with a mental command to fly me around the neighborhood. The first sensation of being weightless and carried by this spectral creature was quite similar to Shakindria’s telekinesis ability. I nearly got sucked into a different gravity situation when I flew high enough, but my Affinity warned me that it wasn’t a great idea to be right side up one minute and upside down the next. I probably would’ve been fine, but one does not mess with gravity.

The entirety of the town came out and stared at me in wonder. Creatures who looked like sheep, creatures who looked like pigs and birds and bipedal beings of all shapes and colors.

Immediately following, the elders demanded Opal join them for a demonstration of her own power. Both of us met in the estate of another of the three elders, in a hall easily big enough to host a party of a hundred people. The three stood on a raised dais at the end of the room, with the two of us a few feet away.

“You will now show us what you have gained through your… activities,” Khan said, not comfortable looking at me. Shale was the only one who could make eye contact.

I attempted to explain, but all three held up hands to forestall me. Opal complained that she’d gotten Healer’s Resistance, and it would only work if she were subject to damage of some kind. They furrowed their brows at this news, and debated. They weren’t used to hurting one another. It wasn’t how they did things here.

After calling out to Azalea with Psyspeech to come for a demonstration, the poison aspect shot several dozen poison spines into the Dragina. These mostly bounced off Opal’s impressive purple scales, but a few lodged their way between, or penetrated the softer belly and neck scales. One got into her eye, and caused her to flinch back. She fell heavily to the floor, arching her back in a spasm of pain.

Now it was my turn to hold up a forestalling hand. “She’ll be able to handle 90% of the damage, lengthen the onset of any poisons by a great deal, and lose much less health per day.”

My Affinity had shown me the barest hint of the Token appear, then burst into mana around the tuple-scaled Dragina. She immediately stopped shuddering and got to her feet, clawed hand to her head and glaring at Azalea.

I turned to Azalea, mentally congratulating her on doing a perfect job. “My—friend—Azalea here, is an Injecticle. She has the power to kill with just a few poisoned spines. As you can see, Opal here is not dead, but slightly inconvenienced. Should a more dangerous plague hit your fair town, Opal is one of the ones who will be best able to continue working on a cure after others are bedridden.”

They exchanged another few of those glances that carried tons of rapport-filled meaning I couldn’t understand fully. However, they seemed impressed.

“At higher levels, Opal should gain the ability to form permanent resistance against damage of different types, and then pass this sort of resistance on to others.” I waved my hand at Opal, who now stood under her own power and kept darting menacing glances back at the much smaller Azalea.

“Unfortunately the power doesn’t grant full immunity at a low level. I’ll brew up a simple antitoxin to alleviate the symptoms and cure her. However, without the ability, she would have been a ghost aspect already.”

After some time, and the elders conferring some, the three pronounced, “Very well, your suggestion will be brought before more of the townsfolk.”

The Dragina gave me a flat look as I escorted her back to my estate for the second time that day. “I know, it probably seems like I keep surprising you.”

“What you gave me previously,” she said, a bit weakly. “I am glad to have had it. Mating with another of my kind was a dead dream in my heart, Healer. You have reignited the fire, and I thank you for it. If you should accidentally kill me with your poison girl or if your gift to me fails… at least I lived.”

I stopped. “I… you’re welcome.”

She received the cure that I cooked up, and watched as I gathered different ingredients brought by some of the townsfolk. It was odd to have gained so much influence over this town in such a short time. I immediately wondered where I could end up, with the power to order dozens out to gather herbs, flowers, and seeds for me, to order the women of this town to pleasure me for my own amusement or the promise of power.

“Don’t think about it,” I told myself.

Fairy Poppins showed up that night, as I was prepping the first of the cures for the eggs. She wanted to be ground into the bed and showered in orgasms, but it had been a long day. Instead I slept with Azalea, with Poppy sleeping on my chest, and April…

“Where’s April?” I asked.

“Mmm?” Azalea asked, snuggling up into my chest and wrapping tentacles around me.

“The adorable flower fox.”

“Dunno,” Azalea grumbled, and tightened the tentacle bear hug on me.

“I need her.” She needed me. We needed each other. Whatever.

Azalea made a protesting sound and draped one leg over mine.

“Azalea,” I said quietly.

“She’s probably out rummaging through people’s gardens and smelling flowers. Let me soak up all your warmth. Sleep now.”

I started moving, trying to sit up. To her credit, Azalea only tried to keep me in bed once, complaining and thrashing several tentacles around. Finally, lower lip jutting out, she huffed. “Fine, but I don’t have to help you look.” Instead she pulled the soft blanket up over herself and slammed herself down on my pillow. One yellow eye glared at me, both furious with me leaving and also softly inviting me back.

“Yeesh,” I muttered.

I had never wanted to switch back to my old special ability set more than right this moment. If I’d had Eagle Eyed, I could have found her without much trouble. Sure Myriad Mind had helped me get through the fighting aspect problem…

“Stay on task,” I told myself.

So I called out for her, and eventually got a few of the townsfolk to aid in my search. Rousing the people produced no April, though people said they’d seen her over that way.

‘Over that way’ turned out to be the infected neighborhood of the town. The empty part, except for some places where people were sneaking off to get busy under the influence of an actual god.

“That’s not good,” I said to no one. It wasn’t terrible though. April had already been in that section of town with me and hadn’t been subject to the overwhelming lustful divinity of The Lovers in the middle of their illness. Maybe…

The infected part of town had grown over another thirty feet, enough to creep over a narrow cobbled street, over the yard, and into the nearby houses.

I shook my head before heading in. Others were willing to head in too, but I waved them back. They would only start into the biggest and craziest orgy in existence.

“April?” I called.

Nothing.

I wasn’t afraid, but I did hesitate. The situation was odd, and I had a sudden impression that she was being held by one of the Agency people looking for me, to draw me out and away from Azalea.

Well, they were about to get a rude awakening if they were willing to take hostages. Not only were they going to end up furiously having sex with one another, but if they did have the resistance skill I had, there were other new tricks I had up my little sleevey sleeves.

Spending the Token gave me the dragon spirit for ten minutes. The shimmering energy surrounded my body, feeling incredible, complete with claws, teeth, tail and wings.

“Pff,” I told myself, and leapt into the air. With two powerful wing flaps, I was up and above the houses here, able to peer down into the streets. I sailed over the area that would’ve taken an hour or two to traverse, but in just seconds. Although the sensation of flight wasn’t nearly as smooth as Shakindria’s telekinesis, and I was bobbing up and down like a rowboat in a storm, I was forking flying.

“Forking flying, monkey flubbers,” I told myself.

A sound drew my attention, an inarticulate cry. I couldn’t be sure if it was a cry of pain, of alarm, or even pleasure. I dropped to the ground and with another powerful wing beat, slowed myself from taking any damage in the landing, and staggered a couple of steps, ruining the superhero crouch and making me feel distinctly uncool.

The cry came again, from close to where I’d found the first of The Lovers. I hoped some foolish Nakamamon hadn’t actually touched the god.

“I’m on my way!” I called, and hopped the fence in a fluid motion the earth version of Fletcher wouldn’t have been able to manage.

Beneath a tree, near the prone form of the first Lover, a nude figure lay with hands covering her head. Beside each forearm, a familiar set of fuzzy ears poked out of the reddish brown locks. Fuzzy ears surrounded by flowers.

I froze.

Tails too. She looked very human, but had several flower-laced tails protruding from just above her butt.

This is Christopher going, “April?” out of pure shock.
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Chapter 32- Kitsunakura and Prowline

Istared at the girl curled up on the ground.

“Come on,” I said. “Let’s get you out of here.”

My gift from Celine, Myriad Mind, was whirling at the same time. It did the Identify thing for me while I produced Prismatic Apparel, manifesting as a cloak, and wrapped her in it.

Kitsunakura

First stage Nakamamon

Kitsunakura are descended from the original Kitsune, fairies with the spirits of foxes, but in tune with the spirits of the forest as well. These are not only proficient in fairy illusion and shape shifting, but also have a strong affinity with meadows, dales and wildflowers of all types.

Typical length: 4-6 feet (medium)

Typical weight: 80-175 pounds

Gender: female

Aspect: plant, fairy

Transformations: Vulpetunia -> Kitsunekura -> unknown

Kitsunakura has been added to your Nakamadex.

We made our shaky, slow way out of the area, with the Kitsunakura shivering and hiding her face. I glimpsed at her, and Myriad Mind took over, telling me everything I’d just seen: full curves, taut skin, compact frame, only around five feet but busty for her height. She appeared human save only for the ears, the tails, and all the flowers.

“A little more,” I told her. “Just a little farther.”

She made a hesitant sound yet again, a kind of low cry.

“Did you touch the god?” I asked.

She continued making that low sound in her throat.

“You can’t speak yet… that’s fine. A little farther.” I put on Mending Aura and Soothing Mental Balm to help deal with any divine damage she might have accumulated, though a visual diagnosis told me she wasn’t injured… outwardly at least.

The moment we crossed the line, she slowly sank to her knees, clutching to me. I got my first look at her face: open, pure, shy and frightened. Bright green eyes opened to meet mine, and two things happened in that moment: one, I realized it was exactly who I’d suspected. Two, I fell for her, hard.

One might be asking themselves how, if I’d had sex with so many different creatures and so many different humans in the last seven months or so, I could fall for someone. The short answer is, I can’t really be sure, but apparently fox ears and tail really do it for some people, and I’m that people.

“April?” I asked. “How… what…”

“F… Fletcher,” she breathed, in a tiny voice. So far as I knew, it was her first word. “You… you came for me.”

“Of course I did,” I told her, holding her hand and staring deep into those soulful eyes. “What were you doing out there? Didn’t you know it was dangerous?”

She nodded, looking apologetic and perfect. “I knew… I knew I could transform. If I came here, I would get what I needed.” Her hands clasped mine. “You saved me, Fletcher. You saved me from the red rage. My whole body… was constantly being torn apart, again and again. Inside me was a terrible battle. A war. I knew that I would lose, and become something else.”

I nodded. What kind of name would the system give her? Punchetunia? With the beast part of her gone, she might have lost most of her fox half.

I tried to put a soothing face on it, while my auras both worked to ease her worries. “You’re safe now, and no one is going to change what you are with me here.”

She threw herself into my arms, and my body was fully aware she was nude beneath the cloak. Her breasts pressed against my chest and she squeezed me to her, head nestled into the safety of my shoulder and neck.

“Let’s get you back home,” I told her. And figure out what to do with her.

“Will… will Azalea be upset?” she asked.

“Of course not.”

“And Poppy?”

I was suddenly conscious, and wondering where April had been each time I enjoyed my time with Poppy or Azalea. Or Celine, for that matter. April knew what had happened as a Vulpetunia. Meaning she was smarter than I’d given her credit all this time. I didn’t have perfect recall, and I’d been quite focused on my partners’ pleasure at the time. I would be mortified if she’d been watching me pound Celine into the bed while calling her all sorts of names. Or if she’d been watching while the tiny version of me punished Poppy for her unjust and ridiculous demands.

It ultimately didn’t matter. I helped April to clutch the cloak to her body and head back to the estate. I didn’t want to upset her more than she already was by clutching her in the claws of my spirit dragon ability, so I just dismissed it for now.

“I’ll carry you,” I said.

“Just as before,” she said in her tiny, adorably shy voice.

She couldn’t have weighed that much, because I was able to carry her with ease for several blocks. Her furry ears tickled at my nose, as did the pollen coming off the flowers sprouting around her head. While I did, she hummed her contentment, while looping her arms around my neck.

“There are plenty of bedrooms—”

“No!” She was frantic. “With you. I’ll sleep with you.”

Azalea didn’t wake when I brought April in, but she did snuggle up into me as before. Tentacles wound around both April and I in bed, pulling us all in tightly.

April drifted off soon after, and I wasn’t far behind. Sleep claimed me.

***

I awoke to screaming, and sprang out of bed just in time to realize it was squealing instead. The delighted kind. Azalea knelt on the bed, nude of course, grinning her needle-toothed smile at me while clapping tiny, cute claps again and again.

“Who’s she?” Azalea asked. “I like her. She’s very roundy like this.” To illustrate her point she wriggled from side to side, clapping her hands together and wriggling them back and forth slowly in a slithery motion. She meant curvaceous.

April clutched the blanket over herself up to her neck, and tried to disappear into the mattress.

“Azalea, this,” I said, “is April.”

I was impressed at just how far Azalea’s mouth could open with her jaw nearly on the floor. The sparkling in those yellow eyes of hers didn’t stop, but eventually the realization came on. She got her jaw back in the correct position—apparently it could unhinge—and grinned.

“I loooooove her,” Azalea finally declared. “She’s so roundy-round and she has good flowers.” April had a whole lot of sakura blossoms now, with other pink and magenta flowers: magnolia, tulips, and white irises, and more besides.

“Now,” I said. “We have a lot of work to do. I’d be thrilled if you could help tend the garden.”

Azalea blinked several times in rapid succession, then snapped off a salute she must have seen in Jacoby’s camp.

We spent a warm morning tending to the garden, trying my mansions, which were strange and yummy. I wasn’t very familiar with mangoes, and wasn’t familiar at all with passionfruit, but the pale orange flesh was still good. The strawbanas were of course excellent. We invited curious townsfolk to have some of the nuts and fruit, giving them apples, bananas, oranges of all sizes and shapes, strawbanas, pecans, walnuts, peanuts, watermelons, and more besides, like dragonfruit (because why not), pomegranates, the absolutely gigantic jackfruit, and lychees, a weird thing like a big acorn with a surprising amount of translucent white flesh inside, and a huge seed. We also asked them to harvest the veggies: lettuce, carrots, cucumbers, pumpkins, bell peppers, peas, and all the rest. Our job was planting and tending.

Eventually April came out, wearing a flowing white dress she’d managed to get Prismatic Apparel to turn into. It had embroidered flowers all around the cuffs and the hem of the skirt.

After the tending, the three of us headed in to dry out, grind up, soak in oil, and begin heating up all ingredients. Myriad Mind was especially helpful in allowing me to separate out the different necessary ingredients for the different aspects. Azalea and April helped to keep them organized and treat each one as they needed.

Water plants had been brought from nearby riverbeds and shores. I had cattails, swamp milkweed, and water lilies, with weeping willow at the best hardwood for the job. These, instead of being dried and ground up, needed to be soaked into water and heated, so the essence of the plant stayed with the water at all times. This distilling method kept the water and the essence both for use in the cure, and took a lot of time. By lunch though it was nearly ready.

Adding the mana to these involved quite a lot more stirring and infusing the mana drop by drop, or plunging it into the mixture like a waterfall. At times I had to shove the mana through it like a river without any mixing at all, and other times I had to stir it rapidly like the

It wouldn’t have taken me any time at all, except that I didn’t have any of those tablets from Alan and I was doing all these from half memory. Each one ended after about an hour with a failure, until finally I did it right. Chuckling to myself, I noted the correct procedure down, aware that I might never have to deal with Divine Aspect Interference for the water aspect ever again in my life. And wouldn’t that just be a laugh.

Finally, on the fourth try, sometime after everyone else had had lunch, I succeeded.

The resulting treatment was was a bowl of a sort of elixir, and the eggs needed to be submerged in it for a period of at least twenty-four hours. Breathing out shakily, I let the townsfolk know that I’d gotten that part done, and that I would administer it just after I figured out what the elders wanted.

***

I was summoned, shortly into the afternoon, back to the estate where the three elders were waiting on me to arrive. It was a lovely walk, though this section of the town had just been watered by the sphere’s passage around and around. It had passed the water, which flooded the area. Afterwards, several of the water aspect Nakamamon used their abilities to shove the water around to where it needed to go: some for collection, and some for irrigation. It was hard work, but the Nakamamon had instinctual abilities. It made the technology level of their towns and villages make a lot of sense. Fire aspects worked in forges, water aspects worked irrigation, earth aspects tilled the soil while the plant aspects encouraged growth. All of them used their combined talents to build housing out of their own materials: plant aspects bending trees to their wills, earth aspects going for rock, earth or crystal homes, water aspects somehow building houses out of enormous, opaque bubbles that kept the rain out. The fire aspects had drawn up lava and molded it into house shapes.

The Marshins hadn’t done that, but used their fairy aspect magic to ask others to build their elevated houses, so they could have their young and their advanced evolutions living in the marshy waters just below them. I shook my head at how much magic did the work, and how little technology was needed. Metal? Sure, I know an earth or a fire guy who can burrow down and bring some up without picks and tools. In a lot of cases you didn’t need to, since you could just ask a tree to make a huge hollow space within, no nails or screws necessary.

I guess when ankle deep water is rushing over the neighborhood and you see water aspects gathering it up like clay, it qualifies as shower thoughts.

The three sat with an air of authority that I didn’t think fit well to a bipedal cat, or a stack of rocks looking like a very dirty, slightly melted snowman. Khan, a Mindela, looked like what you’d get if you crossed a human with a rat and covered it with mustard, but he at least had a certain gravitas, being a psychic aspect.

“I have begun the separate cures for all the different aspects,” I told them. “With luck, I’ll get all of them done over the course of the next week or so, cure the eggs of the distress, and then deal with the problem of the god itself.”

They nodded, seeming pleased with this information.

“As for your… other proposal,” Khan said, “the council has brought the matter to a number of parties in town. As you know, refugees from the affected area are staying in elder estates and with those of relatives or friends. Most of them wish to have the power to heal, but understandably many are uncomfortable with the manner of gaining healing abilities for different reasons.”

That made sense. Marriage, if they did such a thing, or at least mating for life, would make people unwilling to engage with me. Even so, some might see it as a necessary evil, and a one-time event.

Then there were the single folk.

“Obviously the topic of intimate encounters is one fraught with a great deal of emotional and moral baggage,” I said. “It is not a proposition I bring lightly…”

Shale waved this away. “We have lined up a number of interested parties. However, we as elders would be remiss in our duties if one of us did not set an example and lead from the front. Asking you to join with Opal Manaflame was an experiment of sorts, given your differences in anatomy. As a proof of concept, you were successful, but some of our interested parties are, like myself, even more diverse.”

“Understood.”

“Therefore you will be mating with me first,” Shale said.

Shale… was a female?

“I… see,” I said.

“Unless you cannot perform as you first claimed.”

“Oh no,” I said, mentally cracking my neck and my knuckles, “I’m up for a challenge.” Shale might look like a tiny mountain with eyes, but I was about to see if I could have sex with them. And by them I hopefully meant her.

A slow clap told me that I’d been had. Both Khan and Yowl began clapping. Yowl threw back her head and was soon laughing uproariously.

“What’s happening?”

Shale is asexual and reproduces by splitting themselves down the center, Khan explained mentally. Your willingness to attempt it is quite amusing, though admirable.

Actually, I was pretty sure that Pleasure Seeker allowed me to mate with even creatures like Shale, but I didn’t mention this. I wasn’t sure if Adaptability or Pheromones were high enough for such a thing, and I wasn’t sure if I was right or not. A Seduction and Ingenuity check told me I could not, but that it was not out of the question. I needed both Adaptability and Pheromones even higher.

Good gods, was there anything I couldn’t get my mating stick up into?

“So, you then?” I asked Yowl.

The laughter stopped and the cat stared at me. Now it was Shale’s turn to burst into laughter.

“I promise that I am perfectly okay not doing this, and I’m not about to pressure anyone into doing it,” I said. “Now if you don’t mind, I have cures to formulate.”

“Wait!” Khan called.

Yowl might be afraid, but she was in.

Prowline

First stage Nakamamon

Sapient Feline Nakamamon

A species of small, semi-humanoid, sapient Nakamamon found throughout the entire continent. Prowline prefer to end up in positions of authority over villages, towns or cities so they don’t have to get their claws dirty doing manual labor, though some of them specialize as acrobats or thieves.

Typical length: 3-4 feet (small)

Typical weight: 40-80 pounds

Gender: female

Aspect: beast

Transformations: Unknown -> Prowline -> Purrtector

Prowline has been added to your Nakamadex.

Well, three to four feet was not something I’d have a problem with, since I could handle Poppy using my Adaptability. She was a beast aspect, and that meant mammal. Meaning I had the right tool for the job.

“All right then,” I said, smiling. “How do you want to get this party started?”

“Oh, no,” the Prowline said. “We will meet in the dining hall of your estate, where all will have an opportunity to get to know you, learn of your abilities, and… set the mood.”

“Even better,” I said. Is this Christopher about to pull a train on some unknown number of partners? This is definitely Christopher regretting not putting more levels into Refractory Period.
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Interlude- A Hair’s Breadth From Implosion

Cinzy didn’t like the look of what the four of them were staring down. It was a team of half a dozen, four of them Guardians and Rangers except for a Rogue and… was that one a Wizard or a Sorcerer? The former she could handle, but the latter she definitely could not. The other match ups she was not wonderfully pleased to see, but they could work.

“I don’t know what you’re doing here, but we’re on a mission,” Cinzy called out across a narrow stretch of land.

On one side sat a swamp buzzing with tiny swarm Nakamamamon, and a large hippo-looking thing yawning with enormous jaws. On the other side was a sheer mountainside rising some sixty feet before disappearing. A pack of confused goat Nakamamon were peering at them while stuck to the side of the mountain with that mystical power they seemed to have.

The gap of land wasn’t twenty feet wide, gravelly but also full of patches of sticky mud. Ivy and Isabelle stood to either side of her, while Tara hung back.

“You match the description of the team we were charged with bringing in,” the lead Guardian called back, though he didn’t have a way to project his voice across distances, so he yelled it instead.

“These amateurs,” Ivy scoffed. “Didn’t bring a Bard.”

Cinzy could have kissed her. She’d grown fond of all three of them over the last months working together, and she’d had to listen to the sounds of cooing, cute bedtime talk, the low seductive sounds, the giggles. She’d been forced to listen to their other bedtime sounds, which included the snoring.

But she hadn’t felt any kind of attraction to Ivy until this very compliment. For so long on their expedition she’d felt so useless, and then ineffective when she did have a job. It hadn’t been until the egg situation that she’d finally gotten the respect she had been hoping to attain all along. She’d solidified during the prison break, but it was always nice to have your coworkers see the need for your job.

“Come peacefully!” the Guardian called. “You will accompany us to Flunt-on-the-Rustle, where you will convince the Healer Fletcher to come willingly. No one has to get hurt.”

“Go peacefully and let us be about our business!” Cinzy called back. “There’s no reason for you to turn from Guardians into Attackers.” She threw on Entrancing Countenance Best Suited for Candlelight and Chaos, an ability that amplified her Likability and transformed her into something like a goddess. It asked for a Likability Token, and she paid it gladly.

The resulting wave of magic gave her normally luscious locks the sheen you could only get from a commercial. Her hair lengthened out and went cascading down her back, past her butt, only to be picked up by a soft breeze made just for her. Her clothes, worn and filthy, became spotless, fresh, and form-fitting. The shirt actually retracted up above her belly button and the skirt went up to mid-thigh, while the socks lengthened to her knees. Her cleavage pressed itself up and out, and her already stunning figure got just a little more taut. She stepped forward, drawing the eyes.

“Now, even if we were the people you’re looking for, which we are not, there’s no reason for you to bring us in.”

The resulting check was not even close. She scored a dozen successes. Ever since she’d hit level 25 and her success chance went from around 40% to around 50%, she was talking down angry Nakamamon and getting them out of situations like this left and right.

This was how she’d gotten them traveling gear, provisions, and a fresh change of clothes. Sure Tara could find them berries in the wilderness, keep them away from camouflaged creatures that would prefer to eat them, and create a shelter in just a few minutes, but Cinzy could talk her way into tents, already-cooked food, baked bread, prepared meat, and soothe literal dragons into not bathing them in fire and then gobbling up whatever was left.

The lead Guardian stepped forward.

“We already have Fletcher’s lover and his mother,” the Guardian leader said, “we know all about what he’s doing and where and why.” A moment of confusion sat on his face before regret came over him. He blinked away the effect of her ability.

“The Agency gave us a mission, and I will… I will…” He looked around and saw that all the other members of his team, save the Sorcerer, were practically drooling all over themselves staring at her. “Oh you’ve got to be kidding me.”

He threw his hands up.

“Look, boss, we need to get by here,” she said. “We’re not looking for trouble. It seems like you’ve got this mother abduction thing just about wrapped up. And none of us here are mothers, or anything close to that.” Although she did wonder about that last part.

She started forward, still looking like a vision of perfection. The eyes of the other four were basically replaced by beating hearts, and that made her want to smirk at the unfortunate Guardian leader. Ivy and Isabelle kept pace, and Tara kept behind them, and down a bit to stay out of sight.

“I have been charged with a mission!” he bellowed. An aura flared to life around his feet, and almost immediately the four entranced people in his group blinked and seemed to wake up. As they did, the effect began to deteriorate: her hair shortened and tangled itself up into its usual form again, her skirt and shirt lengthened, and her bountiful bosom slowly settled back into its usual shape.

“Gotta hurry,” she urged, and threw on another ability from her list of long-named abilities. Unrelenting Echoes of Emotion Evoked by Enchanted Enunciation required her to talk, and keep talking, in order to throw off the Wizard and the special abilities of her opponents.

“You simply cannot understand,” she said, sniffing back tears that suddenly sprang into being, “what we have been through, and where we need to go. We’re curing cancer. Wouldn’t you consider curing cancer to be a worthy pursuit? Wouldn’t you want anyone in your family to come through the portal so they could be seen to by a Healer over here? Is it so wrong to want your loved ones to be healthy?”

The somber mood was infectious, and handed all these kids a penalty on activating their abilities: an extra Token on any active ability, as well as higher difficulty on all their checks. The pleas for clemency and mercy kept spewing out of her mouth as the tears kept right on coming. She just needed to make sure the Sorcerer wasn’t—

The Guardian roared and leapt back, then shook the Sorcerer. “Get it together, Ryan,” he hissed. “We need you.”

The other members started to protest on Cinzy’s behalf: they were going to save a woman’s life. There was magical healing here. Why couldn’t they just let Cinzy and her team through? What was the harm—

The Sorcerer shook his head once, but Tara was already on it. She sprang up and loosed an arrow. Cinzy knew it was flying true the moment it shot out; the look on Tara’s face told her as much. Again though, the Guardian in charge used another ability to interpose himself between the danger and the Sorcerer. The blunted arrow thunked against the Guardian’s head and knocked him off his feet.

Then all hell broke loose.

This Sorcerer wasn’t as good as Trent, but he also wasn’t the stone type. Instead, the whole swamp at their right rose up and pitched toward them in a sudden, tiny tsunami. Ivy and Izzy had just a moment to throw up their shield and grab onto their charges before the chest high water slammed into all of them as one.

A moment later, Cinzy was being dragged toward the rock wall, and Tara was using yet another ability.

The hippo thing came out of it swamp, angry and roaring.

This, finally, broke the opposing team. Two Rangers snapped out of Cinzy’s spell, as did the other Guardian and the Rogue. All but one Ranger turned and ran screaming away from the enraged, very large, swamp hippo… creature. Cinzy wasn’t as keen on learning all their names as Tara or Fletcher, and especially not this one. She wished she had Poppy back, so she could at least have someone to complain to about the bugs and the rough sleeping. She was a being made for soft beds and attention lavished on her, not for sleeping with only a thin strip of fabric separating you from the ground.

Cinzy clung to Ivy, who had grown to enormous size and charged through the Sorcerer, Ryan, and his Guardian protector. Cinzy spent her Agility Tokens, all two of them, to keep her feet under her. She actually ran along the cliff wall while still clutching to Ivy’s enormous arm.

She had no concept of all the things that were happening. She specialized in Likability and Ingenuity, but the scene was too chaotic for even her to track. Goat Nakamamon were involved. The hippo Nakamamon opened its maw and sprayed out a thick sludge that looked like mud, causing several people to scream. Cinzy didn’t know who, though she was definitely one of them.

A moment later Ivy hefted her up and over something, or someone, before tossing her. She went airborne for a few terrifying moments, before Isabelle caught her and set her down on the gravel and mud. She was going to get her only change of clothing that wasn’t filthy completely gross. She rolled awkwardly over her backpack and watched as Isabelle bashed aside a goat, and was it her imagination or had that been thrown at her?

Another second later Tara was next to her, firing another arrow into a wild melee consisting of the other team’s three Guardians and Ranger, against the hippo creature.

“Let’s move,” Tara said, and helped her to her feet. Together, they used Tara’s aura to put some serious distance in between them and the other Agency team. When it became clear that a bonded Nakamamon was following them, they let it approach before Cinzy charmed the heck out of it. The large salamander made of sand, almost as large as she was, shook its head and stared at them with topaz gems for eyes. She continued talking to it in soothing tones, promising everything would be fine, all would be well, just go right to sleep little cutie.

The creature yawned, exposing a tongue jagged with little stone shards. It then fell right asleep.

They kept their guard up, and soon made it to a patch of woods. The forest gave them a bit of chance to breathe.

“Fletcher’s in trouble,” Tara said, hand again drifting down to what looked oddly like an actual baby bump. She was less than two months along… how was that possible? She shouldn’t be showing until month four or five.

“We have to get to him to warn him,” Isabelle said.

Ivy nodded. “They know he’s in Flunt-on-the-Rustle.”

“But they haven’t moved on him yet,” Isabelle added. “There’s some reason they’d have to keep out.”

“Knowing him, there’s a god situation,” Tara said.

“And knowing him, there’s a sex situation,” Cinzy said, with a hard eye roll and a painful jolt of jealousy.

“Hey, why not both?” Tara asked, grinning. “Both is good, right?”

Cinzy had to turn away and pretend not to listen while Ivy told Isabelle how amazing she was and how well she’d done, and how hot she looked batting a Nakamamon aside when it was used as a missile. Then she had to listen to the two of them muttering lovey-dovey stuff to one another, and then hear them making out. Not a lot of making out, mind; they weren’t completely oblivious to her and to Tara being here.

The hot stone coalescing in her guts both loved and hated when they did that. Part of it clawed at her throat from beneath and made her jealous. The other part of it shot heat down into the junction of her thighs and made her horny. She didn’t want Izzy or Ivy to sidle up behind her while they were bathing and wash her back, or kiss her ear, or cup her boobs, and she didn’t want one of them to crawl between her legs some night. Regardless of what she didn’t want, she couldn’t stop the thoughts from intruding, and the fantasies with Fletcher to include the tattooed Guardian eating her out while Fletcher slowly forced himself up her ass. She couldn’t stop Isabelle from sitting on Fletcher’s face while Cinzy rode him.

She was going to fork him until her brain melted out of her ear. She was going to hear him say the words she wanted, even if she didn’t know what those words were. She didn’t know if she wanted him to tell her he loved her or if she wanted him to tell her to get down on her knees and suck his cock more. She desired both, if she was being honest, and possibly both at the same time.

“Oh, Cinzy, my sweet love, you look so good on you knees and with your tongue out on my cock. I love that. I love you.”

She could be down with that. She would make him love her. Pfft, he probably already did. Guys didn’t talk about their feelings. Guys didn’t know their own feelings. Guys were idiots. Cinzy understood this as fact.

“We need to get to Flunt-on-the-Rustle yesterday,” she blurted.

The other three turned to her.

“I thought your feet hurt and you wanted to sleep every night.”

“We’ll have to travel by night anyway, right?” she asked in a rush. “Now that we know they’re after us, and now that we know Fletcher is in danger?”

“Aww, does somebody desperately need to see our little Fletcher Wetcher?” Ivy asked in a baby voice.

Cinzy came real close, then. Really close to doing the one thing that would both allow her to win and completely crush Ivy. But she wasn’t about to go ramping up her ability usage and going through all those hard-won Tokens she’d gotten through hours of meditation. Part of her, the sadistic beauty queen who had entered pageants and won, who had been able to destroy other girls in high school with a single cruel rumor.

She wasn’t that person anymore… but she could be. That person was only one bad decision away.

No, she wouldn’t seduce Ivy and get she and Isabelle to break up. No matter how angry she got.

Ivy didn’t see it, but Isabelle sure did. She pulled Ivy away from Cinzy with a look of absolute terror on her face.

“Boo,” she said quietly, “you need to not goad Cinzy, okay? Before she does something we’re all going to regret.”

Ivy grinned and started chuckling, until some bit of understanding passed over her face. Her face fell, and she allowed herself to be pulled away.

“Yeah, remember when you said the other team were idiots for not having a Bard? Just imagine what would happen if she turned that stuff your way, you horny idiot. I don’t know if Stalwart is going to save you from that.”

Ivy groused about how Cinzy couldn’t take a joke, but far enough away that Cinzy could only hear the grumbling and not the words.

They needed to get to Fletcher double time. Who knew what was happening with him there, alone?

This is Christopher desperately in need of the sort of protection only his teammates could give.
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Chapter 33- Used As Intended

Ithought a feast would be the thing I’d need in order to get everybody feeling happy, but it wasn’t necessary at all. My estate filled with an assortment of Nakamamon that truly blew my mind.

The Prowline was only one of the different species on display. I had a feathered humanoid that looked like a gigantic owl, some five feet tall and sparking lightning. Identify told me this was the next stage transformation of Cyclowl, which was called Owlectric. This one used thunderbolts to zap and stun prey, a more precise and elegant solution compared to cyclones.

Another was an Ashram, a humanoid that looked like a goat woman with horns and that elongated head shape, with barely any nose at all, but she was constantly burning with ash and inner fire. The wooly parts of her were ashen and black. She stood tall and proud, breasts thrust out and standing tall.

Others were small: a porcupine called a Smokeupine. She only stood some two feet tall, and her entire back was covered completely in thick barbed spines. She was also wreathed in thick flowing smoke. Everyone gave her a wide berth, except the Ashram, who talked with her like she didn’t look like a volcanic vent spewing ash and smoke into the atmosphere.

And more besides: another Shrubber-Nee! with its face and ears a different shape to the one I’d already met, a being that looked like a fairy but wasn’t a Marshin, a being of mostly human features but with purple skin and crystals for hair… all kinds of beings.

One of them was a pile of blue goo with two great big eyes and a dopey smile, sliding around and making everyone feel at home.

“It will all be well. I spoke with Opal and she said the experience was nothing like she had feared. It was a lovely time indeed! He transformed into a… he’s right behind me isn’t he?”

The two enormous eyes, now looking quite sheepish, slid around its head to face me, and a large mouth opened in surprise and embarrassment.

“I’m pleased all of you came,” I said, wondering how I was going to have sex with twelve different people in one day. “It’s an honor to make your acquaintance, and as I’m sure Yowl has already mentioned, it’s my pleasure to share these abilities. It’s also my pleasure to serve you, and give you pleasure in turn.”

The Ashram was fanning herself with one hand, blowing ash and smoke behind her.

“Which is why I’ve found some musicians to play for us, some cooks to make us a bit of a feast, and we’ll be enjoying the next few hours without any pressure. No expectations whatsoever.” Gesturing to the musicians, I gave them an easy smile and tiny nod, and they immediately struck up a jovial tune.

I spent a good two hours mixing among them while picking food off a buffet table. I wasn’t sure what most of it was, but some of it had the green or red purple of vegetables, the warm brown of deep frying, the brighter red and purple of berries, or the deeper brown of baked breads.

The blue goo person always sloshed around nearby, and at one point offered to feed me. She stretched up into a column of blue, created an appendage, and quickly fed me what tasted like a grape. She made sure to allow herself to brush against my lower lip, just a touch.

“Why thank you, Azure,” I told her, and a ripple went through her whole body, from head to base.

This triggered a feeding frenzy, with several more of the girls plucking up something off the buffet table to put in my mouth. Most weren’t brave enough, or bold enough, to touch me just yet, but one trailed her finger over my lip as her hand fell away, and the next practically put her finger in my mouth entirely. When I licked it, she gave a coo of excitement.

“Can you truly mate with all of us?” the Smokeupine asked, looking dubious. I smiled despite the stinging smoke in my eyes. Her name was Kemuri. Someone had met her before and given her the name, meaning smoke in Japanese. Seduction told me that her short spines and slender arms and legs meant she was in the blush of youth, but the emerging bust was a sure sign of sexual maturity.

“I can perform the act,” I said, “but I think it will be highly unlikely for you to conceive.”

I think it was this sentence more than anything else that convinced the ladies

“I want to go first,” Kemuri blurted.

“I want to go first!” several others shouted, including the Owlectric.

“All of you, restrain yourselves!” Yowl cried. The Prowline sauntered over, hips swaying and look much more confident than she ever had in the meetings of the council elders. She had tawny, wheat colored fur and a long, swishing tail, but in the middle of her forehead was a blue gem in the shape of an oval. Her only human feature was standing upright… along with a perfect pair of breasts.

“Will they be watching then?” I asked with an impish grin, “to ensure I’m following through on my promises?”

She blanched.

“I will!” Kemuri cried.

“Me too!” the Owlectric and several others blurted.

Kemuri pushed forward, causing the rest to back away from her smoking, stinging spines. She took my hands, looking up to me.

“Do you promise I will become a Healer?” she asked. I opened my mouth to reply, but she rushed on. “That doesn’t matter. Do you promise it will feel good?”

“I can safely answer that one with much more confidence,” I told her, and put my hand on her chin to bring us close. “I promise I will do my utmost to make this an unforgettable experience.”

She breathed out shakily, nodding, and surged forward to kiss me. Instead her nose smashed into mine, and she recoiled with a pained cry, laughing and cursing.

“You come to me,” she said.

I did, landing a light kiss on her, and simultaneously engaging Mending Aura. The nosebleed she’d given herself by head butting me healed itself up, and soothing energy radiated out from me in a circle of soft light.

The moment our lips met, Adaptability went to work. I stopped feeling the sting of smoke on my body, and felt myself shift around internally. I wasn’t producing smoke, but I could filter it without issue. My internal temperature rose to meet Kemuri’s. The acrid taste of ash and heat in my mouth became not just tolerable, but palatable. The taste was just what I wanted.

Her body softened, with the sting of the spines blunted. When I ran my hands over her and heard the first of her moans, the spines I encountered felt like thick foam, like from a pool noodle. The rest of her was soft, springy, and very warm.

“I need this,” she breathed in my ear, as I kissed down her neck and over her chest. Silence had fallen over the hall. My abilities went to work, enhancing her pleasure, boosting Relationship rewards, and boosting my stats to meet hers.

I slid to my knees, kissing and licking with abandon while caressing every part of her. She was very loud in her appreciation, moaning and groaning out ‘yes’ after ‘yes!’ By the time I reached the juncture of her thighs, her organs had come out of hiding and were fully aroused.

“That is not the way,” a voice said from beside me. “Mating is done not with the tongue, but with your mating organ, human.”

“Shhh,” another voice said. This was Yowl. “He knows how to mate. This will increase the pleasure. Now, do not interrupt.”

“You can do that?” a third voice asked, utterly astonished and trembling.

Kemuri hadn’t ever taken care of her own sexual needs, or had anyone take care of them for her, because she was primed to burst in seconds. She grabbed onto my shoulders for support and let out a full-throated cry.

“Is he hurt—“

“Gods, yes!” Kemuri yelled. “Don’t… stop… I’m…”

She didn’t have to tell me. I worked my enhanced tongue up into her depths and found a number of different openings, with each of them sensitive. Adaptability still wasn’t done with me, and forked my tongue at the end so I could get at two of those openings at the same time. She shrieked and came, doubling over. I put Coming Together to work as well, broadcasting all my sensations out the rest of the room for the other girls to get access to if they liked. I could tell from the loud groans of pleasure, and the ability itself, that they were heading in.

From there, it was time to employ the mating stick. Getting naked in front of all these women would have been more intimidating, except now several of them had hands between their legs and on their breasts, massaging their nipples and pussies into being. Some of them were leaning on chairs, while others had sunk to their knees.

Kemuri had to mount me. Now that I was nude, she towered over me without a hint of hesitation. Instead she sank down, grabbed onto my cock, and slotted it into herself.

She got three inches inside her before it seemed to stop her breathing. “Big,” she said, like I’d just knocked the wind out of her. “Big. So big.”

Adaptability helped out yet again. My girth retracted just slightly and when she forced herself to try and take more, it was much easier.

Some few minutes later, she had her hands on my chest and was pumping up and down, eyes closed and groaning continuously. Caressing her face with my thumb brought her eyes fluttering open, getting a beaming smile out of her.

“You’re… amazing,” she stammered.

“Thank you,” I told her, and paid the Token to bring her into the fold.

The moment she had her orgasm, I employed Man Enough and spent 5 Durability Tokens to produce another Fletcher. The cry of surprise, amazement and delight that followed this, along with one of them fainting into a flat puddle of blue goo.

I would spend the rest of the day with the ladies of Flunt-on-the-Rustle, approaching them with kindness and a reassuring smile, kissing and licking, and once Adaptability had given me the anatomy to resist their damage, I’d begin to give them the maximum pleasure possible. Just like with Kemuri, most of them were completely inexperienced and reacted with overwhelming pleasure.

For a while I watched as Kemuri rode me and gave herself a string of powerful climaxes. When I finally ended up at the precipice, she jumped off me and watched in delight as I came buckets. On her, around her, and on myself; it was a mess. The others watched with the same cheerful wonderment, staring with half-lidded eyes and hands on themselves. They swarmed to get at me, and her other me.

Using Arcane Alchemy had allowed me to shuffle my Tokens around, and before the ladies had time to surround and overwhelm a thoroughly outnumbered Fletcher, The Sequel, I turned Fletcher into a trilogy.

I held up my hands, while Kemuri sank to her knees and then slumped to her side. Already several others were sampling my seed, getting their fingers on it, and their tongues as well. The consensus was that it was delicious.

In short order Yowl had positioned herself on hands and knees and was demanding with twitching tail to have me inside her. At the same time, the purple skinned crystal woman climbed on top of Original Fletcher.

“Amy,” I said. They’d all introduced themselves, and I was now making it my responsibility to remember their names. Her name was Amethyst but she insisted on Amy. She had my member in two hands, and I was on my second Durability check.

With wild, softly glowing eyes, she demanded to have the same treatment Kemuri had just received.

I would be transforming into a blue-green, antiseptic color with aquamarine crystals in various places on my body, while Amy sucked me into her cavernous crystal mouth.

At the same time, Fletcher the Third was cradling the face of the Shrubber-Nee! in two hands. The wooden mask had opened its mouth wide and had forced my erection all the way down her throat, if there was such a thing. Ropy tendrils and vines held my lower body immobile while she worked me over. Adaptability had turned my cock into an actually woody, and her sap coated me down to the root.

While I lay there with Amy the purple crystal girl engulfing me, a frantic Owlectric climbed onto my face and started riding.

With me servicing four of them at the same time, and projecting my triple sensations outward to others using Coming Together, the wild romp turned even naughtier. My power grew each time I successfully used Stave off, and my power grew each time I used Refractory Period. Women I wasn’t even physically touching had their orgasms on the floor of the hall, arching backs and staring sightlessly anywhere but at the action.

They didn’t need to. Instead they could look through my eyes and see my shaft disappearing and reappearing out of Yowl’s feline slit. They could see up the length of the Owlectric’s body, at my hands kneading breasts and tweaking nipples. They could watch the Shrubber-Nee! entwine my whole body and brace against the huge buffet table behind her to ensure we didn’t topple over.

The amber sheen of sap coated my length, and I made check after check to keep from exploding too fast.

After nearly an hour, Man Enough helped propel my Adaptability to the height necessary. I transformed fully into a being of vines and twigs and leaves. I had hundreds of tentacles, and I used each and every one of them to entangle the Shrubber-Nee, wriggling against her in a thousand places at once. The wooden mask contorted with surprise and lust. Arousal dripped sap out of every pore of her body, and mine too, and soon we were nothing more than a writhing knot of limbs and two sighing, panting masks.

Yowl didn’t last that long, but instead dropped onto her face after only ten minutes of overpowering, nonstop climaxes. I moved on to other partners, taking on their aspects in order to have sex with them. The Owlectric and I took flight and flapped frantically about while I drove her to heights of bliss she’d never experienced.

Each time I achieved an orgasm with my partner, new Tokens arrived via Coming Together. I spent them to bring them into the fold, then moved to the next.

The blue goo girl, Azure, sat there staring at me as the Shrubber-Nee! girl passed out in a pool of her own secretions. Her body continually vibrated like I’d been throwing a stone into her body for the last hour or more. As I turned back into myself, her eyes lost their confused sheen and locked onto me. Or rather, her big eyes locked onto my erection.

“Oh dear,” she muttered, and slid away from me.

“You can go,” I told her. “You can say no.”

She didn’t. Instead she glided forward and engulfed my lower half until I’d transformed into a pile of lighter blue goo as well.

And then I forked her brains out, just like I’d done with all her fellow townsfolk. She and I became as one, and inside her I pressed every button there was to press, because my Seduction skill had been boosted to ludicrous levels and I knew that I needed to tap dance on her insides in a dozen different places.

For hours I thrust, licked, caressed, and pleasured these creatures. For hours I transformed, double teamed, spit roasted, face forked, pounded, and ate out these delightful, innocent, inexperienced, inhuman beauties. I tangled and melded and flapped my wings while filling them with my seed. I came on faces and asses and inside them if they requested. They rubbed it into their skin and tasted it and licked and lapped up more, they fingered themselves feeling what it felt to be inside their neighbors, and they begged me for more.

Then they begged me for no more.

This is Christopher really doing what The Lovers intended.
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Chapter 34- So Crazy It Might Just Work

My estate’s meeting hall desperately needed a thorough mopping after all the swapping of bodily fluids we got up to. I left the Shrubber-Nee looking like a patch of ivy growing over the ground. The wooden face in the middle of the ivy had a dazed look etched onto it.

I left Azure the blue goop creature as nothing more than a puddle with two eyes floating atop it, very far apart. I left the Owlectric twitching in one corner, Yowl the cat girl splayed out in a chair in another corner, and the purple crystal girl named Amy staring at the ceiling, like she was contemplating her life choices.

I’d received achievements, along with three levels of Pleasure Seeker, taking it higher than my Healer level for the first time ever.

Achievement: spreading the word

Perhaps you are correct, that this ability was given to you in order to give the world the ability to heal itself. You have spread your healer abilities to more than a dozen partners at once.

Reward: ability upgrade

Achievement: taste the rainbow

You’ve lain with a wide variety of non-human creatures, of nearly all the aspects of Nakamamon. Like a man at a buffet, you’ve sampled just about everything on display. Are they to your liking?

Reward: ability upgrade

Level 31: +1 Likability, +3 skill points

Level 32: +7 skill points

Level 33: +Ability Upgrade: Post-Sharing Clarity, +4 skill points

I quickly accessed my Healer abilities and spent my ability upgrades on the lowest leveled. Mending Aura was only at level 2, so I immediately upgraded it.

Mending Aura III

(Special Ability, Rare, Aura)

Make a Treatment check with Affinity to immediately begin healing all wounded beings within range. Targets are healed by 10 hit points for each success you scored on your check, per second. Symptoms experienced by targets are reduced in intensity by 90% for an hour, per second of exposure to this aura, to a maximum of two days. Targets may only benefit from this aura once per day.

The other was a toss up between Arcane Focus, and Arcane Alchemy. I was leaning towards Arcane Alchemy, because of Token reclamation. It was becoming quite easy to spend a lot of Tokens, and not so easy to get them back.

Arcane Alchemy III

(Special Ability, Uncommon, active)

I- Any time you undertake a class-related check, you may exchange Tokens at a rate of 1:1 from one Attribute to another. You may exchange a number of Tokens equal to this ability’s rank (presently rank 2).

II- Up to three times per day, you may instead exchanged Tokens at a rate of 1:2.

III- Once per Healer level, you may spend 5 Affinity Tokens to replenish all other spent Tokens.

I actually moaned out loud in ecstasy at this one. I’d need to be careful about how I spent Affinity Tokens, but if I was, I’d have access to all the Tokens I needed, whenever I needed them.

“Eh, once per Healer level,” I muttered, brought back down to… Dork-falafel-tross. Ugh, why couldn’t I say the name of the damned planet?

A slew of abilities came in from Entwined Ecstasy. These ones were all from bare acquaintances, the lowest Relationship level, so they didn’t transfer over one to one on top of my existing abilities. The UI claimed that I was power leveling, but they did level up after several partners.

More importantly, I spread out my Healer abilities to these partners, and that was the full array of Healer abilities. This included Verdant Rejuvenation, Healer’s Resistance, Mending Aura, and Potioncraft. The split was almost exactly right, with three of them getting each of those abilities. They would, with some training and possibly higher levels, take on the jobs of healing by themselves.

The Nakamamon assisting the elders helped get these young women back to their homes for some rest. Luck depending, we might end up with a repeat performance.

In the meantime, I had also taken on a dozen companions using Entwined Ecstasy, leading to a slew of notifications like:

Entwined Ecstasy: You have brought Azure into the fold. She has gained the ability Curecraft. You have gained the ability Escape Artist from entwining with Azure. Entwine more deeply with Azure to advance this ability.

You have reached your maximum capacity for abilities gained through Entwined Ecstasy. You may choose to strengthen the associated ability (Bondsealer) or gain Escape Artist.

There was no way Bondsealer was going anywhere, but unfortunately a single time with Azure didn’t level my Meld ability from Regina up entirely. It took several more abilities trying to overwrite Bondsealer before it leveled up, but in the end it did. In the end, four of my shared abilities upgraded. I ended up with Psyspeech at level III, Mender’s Soothing Mental Balm at level III, Bondsealer at level III, and then the big question: to dump Stalwart and take an ability called Tree Spirit.

I only paused because I had Draconic Spirit and it was so awesome. The new ability, according to Mana Affinity, gave me the ability to both disguise myself as a tree and ‘turn my outer layer into protective bark,’ which sounded a whole lot like I could have armor, and look like a Nakamamon. The problem of course was that Stalwart had served me well and probably would continue to do so. I had been forced to make a lot of contested social checks against people like Blake and his goons, but those times were over. It had been some time since that had happened. I was still a fugitive though, and Stalwart could help me talk my way out of a situation. It wasn’t the one-two punch combo of Stalwart with Fierce, and there was no chance it would be as flashy as turning myself into a tree, or hiding myself in a tree.

Ultimately I decided to upgrade Stalwart instead of turning into a tree. I wasn’t good at hiding and I wasn’t about to start doing so.

Stalwart III

(Special Ability, Common, passive)

I- You come from sturdier stuff. Whenever you are forced to make a contested social check, you are considered to have the skill for such a check at rank 7. If you are in physical danger, you are considered to have the skill at rank 3 instead.

II- Whenever you spend Durability Tokens, regain one at sunrise.

III- Your Durability is considered +3 when making checks.

Now I was glad I had. Although it didn’t give me any extra Tokens, which would’ve been lovely, the bonus to my Durability would be quite welcome, especially for resisting divine influence, staying up late to brew up cures, and of course in the bedroom.

The third level of Bondsealer didn’t give me anything I didn’t already know, but the notion that I could bond a third Nakamamon was incredible. Honestly, it didn’t need more than that. I would be getting free resistances and abilities for bonding a third Nakamamon.

The third level of Psyspeech allowed for unlimited psychic conversation with anyone who had the ability, or I could spend 3 Tokens to allow for full psychic communication for up to 10 minutes, regardless of whether my target was psychic or not. The range was only 30 feet though. A completely arbitrary number cooked up by a tabletop RPG company, no doubt.

My other Meld ability, Mender’s Soothing Mental Balm, got its third level as well. The exact text of level 3 said Spend 5 Affinity Tokens to ease the mental anguish of all beings within one mile of your location over the course of an hour. My brain processed the words instantly, but I stared at them for quite some time while my mind went through all the possible loopholes and extenuating circumstances that might allow it to wiggle out of the wording.

“All beings,” I said quietly. Sure 5 Affinity Tokens was a lot, but all my other abilities up til now had specifically mentioned all non-divine beings. It wasn’t a misprint either. I banished the window, wondering turning it off and back on again would expose some difference in the wording.

Nope. It remained the same.

“I’ll look at it again after I get some sleep.” The tried and true ‘turn it off and on again’ was deeply ingrained in my psyche. It had worked more times than I could easily count.

Skill points got spent on the usual suspects: Adaptability, Pheromones, and Group Play. No, two each! Now that I had figured out the usefulness of Seduction, I put 3 points there, along with Refractory Period, just in case I had to go serve another dozen young ladies at the same time. After that, a point to Girth and Load. That came to fourteen points, and I wiped my hands of it.

I was just about at the ‘proudly going over my character sheet’ part of the process when Shale and Khan appeared at my laboratory.

“Healer,” Shale said, “there are developments that have caused us to come to you in secret.”

I looked over each of them, which was foolish, because neither had expressive faces. One was a pile of rocks with eyes, and the other was a yellow-faced humanoid rat creature, but also a psychic. Maybe he could be expressive, but Khan had excellent control.

Emissaries from the human lands have entered the town, Fletcher, Khan told me mentally. They are many, and they are strong.

I responded using Psyspeech, after apologizing to Shale for doing so. It was far faster and included both emotions and mental images. The communication was absolutely better than words in all ways, and was now free thanks to my increased level in the ability.

Show me, I urged him.

I had expected Jacoby’s team to be back. They hadn’t been gone long. It wouldn’t be impossible for Jacoby to go from ‘grateful and ready to bone’ all the way to ‘let’s boost my career by bringing in this wanted fugitive’. It also wasn’t outside the realm of possibility for one of her team members to take control and mutiny, but I was glad it wasn’t them. I’d helped a lot of their people and it was good that this counted in their eyes.

Instead, I got a mental images of the guy I’d glimpsed in Jacoby’s swamp camp, where I’d dealt with April and freed Azalea. I’d only seen a broad back, but the square face and the scowl told me this was the same guy. In all actuality didn’t matter if he was the same guy or not. It only mattered that he was here.

They have mentioned that you are wanted for crimes, including potentially something called murder. I am not certain what that word means, except it sounds unpleasant. More importantly I cannot really believe you, a person who has healed many and never raised a hand to anyone, could to crimes.

I explained the situation as quickly as possible, including the definition of the word murder. His naïveté was beautiful and I hated to break it.

Surely you did not do this thing? Khan asked, aghast.

I have never killed a person in my life. In fact I’ve never even killed a creature in order to eat it.

This person has over a dozen associates, Khan went on. They make all sorts of demands, but we met your Jocinda and your Claudius. We took the name offered to us, with joy in our hearts. We have the paper that binds your people to show decorum and deference to our ways. I will insist that ‘raise no hand’ means to raise no murder.

My mind wheeled at this revelation. Of course they had met the two people responsible for making the system here. This place was called Flunt-on-the-Rustle after all. Jocinda was behind that for sure. And they had a treaty.

Is this paper signed by my Jocind and my Claudius… magical in nature? Magically binding? By like a god of treaties or a god of contracts or something?

He looked at me in confusion, and I knew it wasn’t. Well sheep dip.

I switched over to spoken, so Shale could get in on what was going on. “Okay listen, if you can slow them down or keep them in one place, that would be great. I think… maybe… if I’m very lucky, I can fix your broken god situation. It might be enough to stop the eggs from going, but it might not. If it doesn’t, and there’s time left over, we’ll get the base cure infused with different materials specific to the aspect of the eggs in question. You’ll need to be prepared to help mothers care for babies that are a different species than their own.”

They shared a look, then nodded.

“I don’t think any of them will raise a hand to you, but that’s as long as you don’t do them any harm.”

Now that look they turned my way was incredulous. Do harm to another? That was… violence. It was a word they barely had in their vocabulary. Why would anyone do violence against anyone else? Also, they had written assurance from Jocinda and Claudius, the Agency founders? Whoever they were, they were the initial explorers into this world and the people who set up the system.

“Just give me a couple of hours,” I said.

Sneaking around the town was not going to be easy. They were a freaking search party. On the one hand I was glad not to have taken the tree spirit power, but on the other hand, I imagined their look of incredulity when they saw a tree merrily making its way across town.

Leaving me with sneaking, or…

I had a dragon spirit that gave me the power of flight. So, sneaky, or glaringly obvious?

I spent the single Token to allow for ten minutes of Draconic Spirit, from Muscularity. Instantly the cool medical blue green scales sprang to life around me, and the dragon roared out.

“Well,” I told myself, “this was a genius plan.”

Liftoff. I sprang off the ground and with several powerful wingbeats, got above the town’s buildings. With the town being a sphere, and with the divine sickness area growing, it took me no time and all to reach the edge and then inside. I definitely heard a shout, but that didn’t matter.

Only The Lovers mattered now.

Landing in the divinely influenced zone, I let the aspect of the dragon drop and staggered on landing.

“This will work,” I told myself. “It’ll work.”

Healer’s Resistance IV

(Special Ability, Uncommon, active)

I- You may spend a Durability Token to resist damage from any source. Long term effects are reduced by 90%. Onsets of all diseases, venoms, poisons, or other afflictions are quadrupled, as are intervals. Lasts one day.

The ability didn’t specify divine damage like the other three levels did, so I put on my Durability Token, prepared to spend another one as soon as I got the one God hefted up, and for shirt and giggles, put on Mender’s Soothing Balm with 5 Affinity Tokens. With only 3 left, I had to dip into my Free Tokens, but it still flared to life around me in a soothing minty green color. The burst of magic, 5 Tokens’ worth, gave me a heady rush of confidence. Yeah! I could do this! How hard could it be? All I had to do was have prolonged contact with a divine being.

Summoning Prismatic Apparel, I put on a simple zip up hoodie. For the first time in a while, I’d need the five levels of Divine Resistance.

It was right as I reached the first of The Lovers that something spun me around and put me on my butt. Above, on a griffin Nakamamon I’d never seen before, a Ranger was already nocking another arrow.

Grypherial

Second Stage Nakamamon

This fearsome creature preys on large mammals from above, using the element of surprise to descend without being noticed.

Typical length: 12-20 foot wingspan (large)

Typical weight: 500-750 pounds

Gender: unknown

Aspect: divine/creature (beast)

Transformations: unknown -> unknown -> Grypherial

Grypherial has been added to your Nakamadex.

I gave him a disbelieving look, and lowered my gaze to where several Agency humans were rushing over toward me. It was a mixture of classes: Guardians, a Ranger, a Rogue, and the worrisome one, a Bard.

“Let them come,” I said quietly, then reached out to Azalea with Psyspeech. I turned my back on the team. They could have me after I was done with the job at hand.

The griffin might be able to get in here and not be affected as much as all the others… I grimaced. The Ranger who’d bonded the creature would get divine resistance as a consequence of the bonding. That wasn’t ideal.

Dashing into the alleyway, I immediately got cover from the Ranger’s arrow and hopefully got away from the remainder of the team as well. I could hear them shouting demands and orders, which I dutifully ignored. Jocinda’s Nakamamon might have caused this, and it might not have. It might have caused even more chaos than this. What I knew was that people needed me to make this problem go away, so they could live happy and healthy lives. I wasn’t about to stop doing something because it was hard, or because other people said I shouldn’t. To heck with them.

Another arrow whapped into my shoulder and sent me sprawling a moment later, but my physical damage resistance had come up with a good result and I took no real damage. I got up and pelted toward The Lover.

“Hey, you stop right there!”

I didn’t, nor did I stop when another arrow whizzed by, bounced off a house, and got me straight in the guts. I stopped, getting my breath and my feet under me again.

Well, I can say this for Rangers, they get good archery abilities as they leveled. This guy could do cool trick shots.

“Y’all are hereby ordered to stop! By the order of SNORC central command—”

“Nobody’s going to listen to you if you use that name,” I called back.

I reached the god, curled up on itself in the fetal position as it was, and stared down at it.

“Whoa!” the figure called. “This ain’t a situation that warrants suicide, ya idjit!”

This is Christopher just shaking his head and scooping up a sick god.
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Chapter 35- The System Knows

I lifted up a god, thinking for just a moment before divinity stated intruding that it was just like before: a mossy green humanoid without much shape. It had two arms without hands or fingers, two legs without feet or toes, no neck, just a slab of extra a little less wide than the rest of its body. I couldn’t recall whether it had facial features, because the mouth areas of both creatures were locked together the only other time I’d seen it.

Luckily it was curled into the fetal position, because I had no wish to look between its legs to see what was going on there.

The body was lighter than I’d imagined. It came up off the grassy lawn without much effort.

For about the first three seconds.

“You damn fool,” the Ranger said.

The notifications started, and they were about to come continuously. This one said I had contracted divinity poisoning and I was taking damage, but the onset of that damage had been delayed on account of Healer’s Resistance.

“Clay!” someone shouted from outside the divinity area.

“I was betting your name would be Darryl,” I said, and started moving.

“Hey, hoss, you put that thing down and come on over here. We get you back to HQ and—”

“CLAY!” the magically enhanced shout came.

He turned and bellowed. “Aww come on now, I got ‘im right here. You want ‘im or not?”

“We got bigger problems! Get your keister back here!”

Azalea was big problems. I just hoped the poison Nakamamon and sexpot wasn’t going to do anything stupid.

Oh, who was I kidding? She was going to take on this entire outfit and get herself killed. Amended: she was going to try taking on this entire outfit.

I put some pep in my step and hurried out of this yard, into the next and then into the alley. Clay left to help fight Azalea. I had a sudden and powerful spike of regret and guilt for putting her in this position. She was my Chewy, and I couldn’t just leave her to die like this.

I couldn’t be sure this was going to work, either, so I sprinted over people’s gardens and quaint little wooden fences, around corners, through alleys.

The divine damage started coming on. The initial feeling was its own sort of euphoria; I felt lightheaded and like my body was made of clouds. Harp music and the distant choir began to intrude on my ears. I was pretty sure I had a halo, or a Mandela, or a third eye. Eventually I’d get to the point where I was making hand gestures up towards the sky or down towards the earth. They had deep significance; I was entirely convinced of it at the time.

At the same time, Mender’s Soothing Mental Balm kept me feeling just peachy. I felt like nothing could stop me. All was well and would continue to be, so long as I kept on my current course. I knew this much, and I knew this beyond a shadow of a doubt. The divinity wasn’t destroying my ability to make decisions.

I will say this: the god in my arms had already relaxed and looped two mossy green arms around me.

By the time I reached the other Lover, I had one hand pointed up, clasping my ring finger while my other three fingers remained outstretched. This was definitely a way to commune with the heavens. The angels had out their horns and were signaling my victory with riotous fanfare.

The calming effect of Mender’s Soothing Mental Balm was beginning to let me know that, despite my good mood, resistances and delusions of godliness, things weren’t quite so okay as the aura was making them out to be.

***

Cinzy remembered being swung between two strong people very differently than now. Back when she was barely above her parents’ legs and the pressure to be perfect hadn’t ramped up, they’d taken her by the arms, one on each side, and launched her up into the air. If she tucked her legs up, she could swing backwards as well, giggle screaming all the way with the sort of delight that was hard to get nowadays.

Now she screamed as Ivy and Isabelle launched her through the hole in the gigantic sphere. This was not the same carefree weightlessness, surrounded by the love and absolute safety that came with being a child. She knew she might end up smushed by the colossal, town-sized ball slowly rotating around the water-covered pedestal.

They hadn’t paused to take a look at the clone of Larelle, they hadn’t stopped at the top to take in the breathtaking vista. Instead Tara had gotten both her feet into the Guardians’ hands, laced together into stirrups, and they had launched her some bazillion fracking feet into the air. When she hadn’t come sliding down, Cinzy could only assume she’d either splatted on the other side, or made her way into the town’s opening.

Several sentient Nakamamon were watching in disbelief and horror. They sure had tried to stop the four humans from doing something so blatantly idiotic, but none of Cinzy’s three companions wanted to hear it. It was like they could feel what she felt; the presence of Fletcher nearby and the incoming world-shattering orgasms that would be sure to follow.

Or they really were worried for his safety in the face of the Agency—SNORC, pfffffffttt— and they felt time was of the essence.

These thoughts went through her brain in the several mortifying, gut-liquefying instants that followed her being propelled up so high, so fast.

Great googily moogily. She made the mistake of turning her head to view how high up she was, and saw the entirety of the nearby landscape. She wasn’t just above the trees, but above several foothills as well. Never mind that the pedestal with the rushing water was some eight or ten stories high. She was in the fracking stratosphere, and she wasn’t in a fracking airplane. And then she was sliding against the polished stone of the sphere… and then the opening swallowed her up.

The moment she was through the opening, her momentum changed and she fell to the inside of the sphere. Tara’s face was looming over her a second later, radiant with excitement or oncoming motherhood or both.

“You made it!” she bubbled. “When I got airborne I thought ‘oh my goodness, Cinzy’s not going to like this, she didn’t like—“

“Oh my gods get out of my face, your hair… tickling…”

Both froze as the distant sounds of screaming drifted over to them.

“Come on,” Tara said, and hauled her to her feet.

A second later, Ivy was struggling to get through. She turned to Cinzy, looking pained.

“Isabelle?” Cinzy asked.

“She doesn’t have enough Tokens to make the jump by herself,” Tara supplied.

“Okay, it’s okay. It’ll be fine,” Ivy said, eyes gone distant.

The expression she turned Cinzy’s way absolutely broke her heart. The naked terror and hopelessness didn’t belong on that tattooed face.

“Hey,” she said, and turned on an ability before reaching out and pulling Ivy into an embrace. “She’s not gone, okay? The entrance will come around in less than a day. No problem.”

Ivy let herself be hugged tight. After a second, Cinzy heard the barest hint of a whisper.

“Hmm?” she asked.

“S-sorry.”

“It’s okay. It’s fine.”

“This… is… I made fun of you for this.”

“We gotta get moving,” Tara said. “There’s… a very strange fight going on. I don’t see Airaconda or Poppins or Muppin. But there’s a purple girl, and a… hopefully not Tweedle Dee. I thought Dee was a male.”

“I forgive you, you big marshmallow,” Cinzy whispered. “Now we need you to keep us safe and save Fletcher, okay? And then we go get your boo and you two can make out for hours.”

“Okay,” Ivy breathed.

“And make gross squishing sounds—”

“Eww stop.”

“—and moan ‘I love you boo’ and stuff.”

“When this is over you’re getting punched,” Ivy breathed.

“Atta girl.”

***

Tara couldn’t be sure what she was looking at, except that it involved a full-on team of Agency people doing something she hadn’t seen before: fighting Nakamamon.

A whole lot of emotions and thoughts rolled through her, but she ignored them and focused on the here and now. A griffin-rider was pelting the two Nakamamon with arrows. Several of the Guardians had their big magic shields up. Another Ranger had closed on the purple Nakamamon with the tentacles, had been hit somehow, and was down for the count. Whether she was dead or not was a question Tara couldn’t answer until she got closer. A Rogue was trying entirely too hard to get a clear shot, but the purple tentacled Nakamamon did something that kept him flinching back into the cover and safety of a large house. She caught movement: another Rogue, this one standing immobile behind the purple Nakamamon and the fox one, who mostly stood there looking boobalicious.

The fox Nakamamon radiated purity and goodness, and also was also in the process of blasting the second Rogue with a cloud of pollen. He fell limp to the cobblestones.

“We aren’t here for you!” the Guardian shouted. “Cease this attack at once or we will use deadly force!”

Not far off, a yellow Nakamamon that appeared very much like Shakindria floated on folded legs, hands resting placidly upon them. The Mindela must have said something telepathically to that Guardian, the leader because he sneered.

“My people are under attack,” he said, and pointed toward the purple-skinned female with the writhing tentacles. “Those… I don’t care if they’re not your citizens, and I don’t care what the treaty says!”

A big conglomeration of rocks rumbled up next to the Mindela, followed by a squat cat person, just about double the size of a house cat. It had creamy fur and that imperious look only cats can pull off perfectly.

An arrow thudded into the purple Nakamamon and she fell. The fox girl screamed, a sound that made even Tara regret all her actions from the last several days. They could’ve killed people! Those poor Agency stooges were the lowest rungs of the Agency ladder. They couldn’t possibly deserve—

“It’s a fairy aspect effect,” Cinzy said from beside her, and some kind of glowing pink Bard magic coming off her helped to calm Tara’s horrid feelings of betraying everyone and everything. “I’ve got a resistance to it from Poppins. Come on. The sooner we get into this fight, the sooner we can help find Fletcher.”

Cinzy hauled her and Ivy to their feet, and got them moving just in time for one of the Wizards to point a glowing, jewel-tipped staff toward the fox girl and blast her with several tiny fire bolts. The pressure of all of Tara’s impurities and faults fell away with the fox screaming and falling away.

Suddenly, the Wizard’s staff was wrenched out of his hands, to screams of protest from the Guardian in charge.

“They’re still alive!” he shrieked. “Your treaty hasn’t been broken!”

The Wizard’s staff suddenly hung in the air some fifteen feet, before dropping. Guardian and Mindela stared at one another, the former furious and arrogant, the latter calm and unperturbed. More Nakamamon were assembling behind the three townsfolk, watching a full team of Agency humans fight off two little girls. The leader sneered, muttered something dismissive, and turned back to the tentacled one, and the fox girl.

The purple girl might’ve been able to dish it out, but she couldn’t take it. She was barely able to lift herself off the cobblestones and stare venom at the humans.

“I want that poison one bound tight,” he commanded. “Wizards, take your Guardian partner over there and get to work. Lots of ropes, and make them tight.”

“That one’s mine,” Cinzy and Ivy said simultaneously, then shared a smirk of dark glee.

“Good,” Tara said. “I’m looping around for pot shots. I’ll down the griffin rider and find Fletcher.”

Tara did exactly that, manifesting her magical bow with her ability and raining a multitude of stun arrows at the Agency team. With them focused on her, she fired off another several arrows, which split off and split off again, until they were four, then eight, then sixteen. It was an ability that had never seen use outside of training, and it worked wonders on catching their attention.

“That’s Fletcher’s Ranger!” one of the Wizards declared.

“Subdue her. Lightning damage. Let’s get that bow out of her hands,” the leader called. The glint in his eye told her she had done a bit of miscalculation; this man was supremely pissed off, probably at having a treaty waved in his face.

“Oh sh—” Tara only got that far before three different Wizards raised their jewel-tipped staves and let loose their shock and lightning spells.

***

Ivy had only a split second to clamp her hands over her ears before Cinzy’s ability pierced the air and sent half the Agency team to their knees. Waves of visible energy pulsed out of her and slammed forward in a wall of booming sound. It pulsed toward, into, and through the Wizards, crashing their spells and bringing them to their knees. It dropped the griffin rider out of the sky, and the three Guardians who’d spotted her hunched behind their glowing blue shields. Those three were driven back by several inches.

“—never seen you do that before,” Ivy shouted over the din.

“I never had Muscularity before,” she responded, and batted her eyelashes at the tattooed Guardian.

The leader grimaced, looked left and right, and immediately flashed with magic. Instead of the blue shield, he manifested an entire set of heavy plate armor, the kind you’d see in a MMORPG that loved shoulder pauldrons. Ivy didn’t like the look of this, but she had her own set of tricks up her sleeve. When they inevitably tried to go after the squishy Bard, she engaged Intercept and teleported over in between them with her own armor manifested.

The nature of all Guardian abilities was tanking hits. You could take out the hits others had to dish out. This made all of them pretty terrible attackers; after all, they weren’t supposed to do violence, but survive what violence was done to them, and protect others from Nakamamon attacks. The Wizards were terrible at it.

Her Shield had leveled up not into armor, but into a spell mirror. It appeared as a tower shield, a literal wall, and not convex like the tower shields of old, but slightly concave.  The leader crashed into her, bounced off, and went rolling into someone’s flower garden, only to have several Wizard spells bounce off her shield and directly into his face. Her Agility and Muscularity were high enough that she lightsabered several magic missiles, fire bolts and lightning zaps down into the Guardian leader.

And here’s the thing: the system knew. It could tell when you were going on the offensive and when you were standing your ground trying to keep danger away from others. It gave her experience for keeping herself and others out of danger. Right now, she would be getting experience by the truckload. And the same went for the Wizards: they were rewarded for research, learning, and mastering a variety of spells. These guys were doing it wrong. The system knew and it would reward her for doing it the right way.

It was the Rangers you had to worry about. Although they got the most experience and the best results from being out of town in the wilderness, and although they got better results from befriending wild, non-sentient Nakamamon, they still got results from hunting and using their magically manifested bow and arrows, or their swords.

The griffin rider popped up and loosed a hail of arrows her way, so Ivy pulled Cinzy close and ducked behind her shield. Several more Wizard spells went off, but they were drawn to her shield. Without her deflecting with intent, they bounced about randomly. One or two hit squishy Wizards and they quickly figured out they ought to stop.

This is Christopher with the cavalry coming to get him. This is Ivy hoping they weren’t too late.
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Chapter 36- Raise Murder

Iwas still myself, I was still on mission, and that I was capable of getting the two titular Lovers back to loving one another. I feel confident that I can say with about forty percent surety this was the case.

Maybe.

See, I was experiencing hallucinations: my soul leaving my body and traveling to a heavenly plane or set of planes, growing wings and a halo above my head. I can’t be sure what the color was; I was experiencing synesthesia and tasting colors instead of seeing them… I can say though they were delicious.

My auras had begun to heal them up and also make them feel better. They were no longer tightly balled within themselves. The one in my hand had loosened its grip on what could only generously be called its face, and two eyes had locked onto my face. It was about this time that my Divine Resistance really began to crumble.

I’d slowly made my way into the house and backyard where the second Lover lay curled up, and was now trying to get the two of them back together. The gamble had been that they were suffering from a mental affliction from being apart, and when I looked over Mender’s Soothing Mental Balm, divinity hadn’t been mentioned. No cure, no treatment, only my abilities for the first time, I gently laid the one Lover down, then fell to my knees.

“Soooo…” I drawled. “Go on, then.”

My hands and forearms were covered with what wounds. It was like if you took a wire hanger and slapped someone repeatedly on the insides of the forearms, but it was the wire hanger belonging to God. The wounds shone with holy golden light and radiated pure divinity.

I reached forward and nudged the Lover towards its companion. In the meantime I was transforming into a Biblically accurate angel, which was bad. Those things were like a collection of rings, eyes, wings and fire.

“You two belong together,” I think I said. I may have declared it with the voice of primal authority. I may not have spoken at all. The UI wasn’t responding. There was no way to tell whether I was making checks, and whether or not I was failing them.

Sometimes when you gamble, you roll snake eyes.

***

Tara felt a strange sensation the moment she entered the area of messed up divinity, deep in her core. She had Divine Resistance and ignored it. Some of the Wizards had taken themselves or their friends out, but some had stopped attacking the gigantic spell mirror of a shield that Ivy held. Those ones noticed Tara darting in between buildings and were coming after her, with their Guardians in tow.

Tara sped up and fired a deterrent shot back at them, but she wanted to conserve her Tokens for whatever was going on with Fletcher.

That lasted until the two houses before her broke apart and reached out to grab her. Then the Agility Tokens got spent, and she launched herself into a spinning dive. And that transformed into a front handspring, which she tucked into a front roll, sprang up, and was quickly wrapped up by a magically enchanted rope. This wrapped around both ankles, brought them together, and yanked her feet out from under her. She managed to roll around until she was on her back, because as soon as the rope started pulling her toward the other team, she summoned her bow. Her only hope was to catch these two off guard.

“Cinzy! Ivy!”

Drawing back her bow, she sat up and fired at the duo. Her arrow split, and split, and split. Several skittered off the huge magical shield in the Guardian’s hand.

“Cinzeeeeeeeeee!” she shrieked.

***

Cinzy was in a maelstrom of activity. Ivy was far faster, far bigger, and far stronger than she had thought. They were now strafing to the right, and it was only Ivy’s hand on her elbow that kept her in the line of the shield’s protection.

She kept up her own ability, though half of them were resisting and overcoming the effects. Cinzy didn’t have any attacks after the sonic blast, but right now she had half of them struck with crippling depression. Tears were rolling down her face as the words came. She shamed them relentlessly, and as a result they were on their knees and staring at their own failings. Who were they to come here and try to stop a man who was doing the right thing? Why would the Agency stop one of its only Healers from doing the one thing that was so desperately needed in this world? They obviously should have chosen to become Healers themselves. They were to blame for this situation, obviously; if there were more Healers, they could be in more places. Their life choices were poor.

Cinzy didn’t go all the way with the ability. She didn’t want anyone  casting fireballs at their own faces or anything. Some stared at their hands, some peered at the cobblestones or the chaos unfolding, and some stared into the middle distance.

The ability required her to keep talking, to influence their emotions like this. It didn’t discriminate, and she wondered how Ivy pushed past the effects.

“Cinzy! Ivy!”

The cry had barely registered before Cinzy was riding her friend. Not that way; Ivy had hoisted Cinzy into a piggyback ride. She grunted, and with Cinzy comfortably riding the giant version of the tattooed Guardian, began to really book it. Cinzy’s arms wrapped around her neck as Ivy tucked the tower shield against her shoulder and barged through the griffin rider and another Nakamamon looking like a large white blue lizard. They abruptly changed course, ducking through an alleyway and then picking up even more speed. Cinzy had only experienced this a handful of times, when she’d traveled in a convertible. They could’ve been going some forty miles an hour, maybe sixty, and at the end of it they shifted yet again so Ivy could barrel into whoever she found there.

“Still… guarding!” Ivy grunted. She’d lowered her shield so it looked like a snowplow, and got the first person broadside. The Guardian went careening into the other one and clotheslined her, spinning, rolling and sliding across a narrow road and then a small flowery lawn. She squished against one of those blue bubble houses and came to rest unconscious.

Cinzy had just enough time to see Tara spring to her feet and sprint off before everything went flickering.

The next thing she knew, Ivy had dropped her and both were writhing on the ground. Lightning was coursing through her body, seizing her up and shuddering. She watched as her hit points started dropping, but the worse part was the stun condition that stopped her from taking any kind of action.

The Guardian leader and one Wizard companion were limping up toward her.

“We’re going to have you, and your friends, and we’re going to have Fletcher behind bars.” The Guardian gestured to Cinzy. “Bind her mouth. If she starts making any kind of sounds, zap her again.”

“I’m low on spells for the day,” the Wizard said.

“Kick her then.” He turned to the griffin rider, who was slowly getting to his feet. “Reese! Get over here and kick the hell out of these two if either of them move. Shoot to kill if you have to.”

He trotted off and into the deserted part of the town.

***

Ivy peered up at a thoroughly flustered, dirty, disheveled Wizard pushing the sleeves on her robe up. The girl sighed. Ivy saw the hesitation marks criss-crossing her wrists.

“I know you,” Ivy said.

“Hush,” the girl said, but without much conviction.

“You’re from the same cohort as me and Izzy. You’re…”

“Shut up. You’re not supposed to talk.”

“She’s not supposed to talk,” Ivy said, inclining her head toward where Cinzy was curled up and clutching one wrist. “She’s the Bard. But you…”

“Stop it,” the Wizard said.

“What, you the police now?” Ivy asked.

“I have orders.”

“How’s that working out for you… Dakota?”

The girl’s eyes widened.

“That’s right, you were named after a state,” Ivy said. “Dakota. You enjoy being the Gestapo, Dakota?”

“Stop.” The word held zero authority.

“I remember,” Ivy told her. “You came here to get away from having to hurt people, didn’t you?”

Dakota didn’t respond, but one hand drifted down to the inside of her wrist.

“I did too. I don’t like being pushed around, don’t like other people pushing me around. I don’t like people telling me what to do for their own selfish bullshirt reasons. So I’m here, same as you.”

The Ranger came trotting over.

“This guy though… looks like he gets a thrill out of using his power on people.”

“You want to shut that hole before I shut it for you,” the griffin rider said. Reese. He quickly surveyed the scene. “Bard. Guardian. You got one hell of a shield upgrade on you. I like the tattoos. Just keep quiet and I don’t have to do anything you’ll regret and I might enjoy.”

“You remember when they said this place didn’t have violence, Reese?” Ivy asked. “Weird how we brought it with us.”

The bow materialized in his hands, with an arrow already nocked. “You need to shut the fuck up. You’re fugitives.”

“You know why?” Ivy asked, flicking eyes to Dakota and back.

Reese drew back the string and pointed it at her. “You hard of hearing, or you want to see if you can survive an arrow through the head?”

“Our Healer’s gonna cure his mom’s cancer,” Ivy said, staring in challenge.

Reese turned and loosed his arrow, directly into and through Cinzy’s calf muscle. Cinzy shrieked in pain, and clutched at it.

“I got poisoned arrows,” Reese said. “We can see how long it takes her to die if—”

He stopped talking as his feet lifted off the ground and he started flailing his arms. Ivy flicked her eyes at Dakota, but the Wizard wasn’t doing the hand gestures, saying the words, or glowing with magic. Ivy’s Affinity wasn’t that good, but Wizards warped the air around them visibly when they cast spells.

“Hey! What the—” Reese shouted, beginning to turn over in the air like he was in zero gravity. Ivy had seen this trick before. This was the Mindela.

The assorted townsfolk were around them now, led by the cat, the heap of rocks, and the Mindela. But they were far from alone. A column of blue jelly with big eyes squished up behind the three probable leaders, along with a walking tree-faced shrub, an owl-person, and dozens of others. They had a somber look, like they were at a funeral. Or rather, they had a look of mild distaste, like they’d been forced to watch a particularly rude and entitled person get ejected from a business.

“We will not permit you to raise murder in our town, even between humans,” the Mindela said.

And then the wildest thing happened: a healing aura flowed over the scene and stopped the bleeding in the arrow wound in Cinzy’s leg. After this, several of the townspeople swarmed her, holding a mortar and pestle and grinding up leaves to put into a cauldron being held and heated up by a porcupine leaking copious amounts of smoke.

“What…” she started to ask, but stopped herself. It was Fletcher. It had to be. He’d imbued all of them with Healer abilities by getting his dick wet. He couldn’t keep his dick out of anyone, anywhere, ever. The thought made her smile for just a moment: she and Fletcher were going to have the best Isabelle sandwich just as soon as this whole business got taken care of. She couldn’t wait to have Fletcher spearing her, and Isabelle’s body pressing against her.

The Ranger twisted in the air and tried to shoot an arrow at her, but was suddenly shaken by the telekinetic force holding him. The shot went wide, thudding into the wall of the nearby bubble house the Wizard had mutilated.

“You are guilty of violence in this place,” the stack of rocks said to the Ranger. “You will be cast out.”

“You can’t—” the Ranger started, only to find himself floating into the grasping tendrils of the plant aspect Nakamamon with the stern wooden face. He was soon wrapped up from shoulders down to his feet, with the Nakamamon’s face staring accusation at him from inches away.

“You can’t do this!” he shouted, “we didn’t break your tre—”

A vine across the mouth stopped him from talking.

“Should you break your restraints, you will be doing more violence, and possibly raising murder,” the rock creature said. “Refrain from doing so and you will leave without being damaged.”

“Could I ask your elders to allow me to go in and save my friends?” Ivy asked.

“Me too,” Cinzy said. Around her, the healers were finishing up a simple potion and one of the cold aspects chilled it to a drinkable temperature. Cinzy made hard eye contact with Ivy, raising an eyebrow as if begging her to send a psychic message to figure out what the frack had happened here. It was Fletcher, of course. She knew it was, because she had her own ability. Izzy had one. Tara had one, Regina had one, and even Cinzy had one. What was there to understand?

Ivy grinned at the lost and beseeching expression.

“If you have the wherewithal to enter the divinity sickness area, you are free to go,” the cat Nakamamon said. “Be warned that the effects are… exciting.”

Cinzy cocked her head but said nothing.

“May I… may I come and help you?” Dakota asked.

The moment all the townsfolk, Ivy and Cinzy turned to look at her, the Wizard shrank back like she was about to have the frack slapped out of her.

“You must raise no hand against these humans, these friends of Fletcher,” the rock person said. “Pledge this upon your life and your magic.”

A tiny pink marshmallow, like a ball with little bunny arms and legs and smooth long ears, came ambling up to the Wizard. It had a circlet of whitish beige mushrooms on its head, and Ivy thought at first they were like a woven crown. The closer she looked, the clearer it was that they simply grew out of the creature’s head.

Fairy magic twinkled up and out of the tiny Nakamamon.

“Repeat the words,” the thing squeaked in a teeny voice. “I will raise no hand in interference or harm against these humans or their allies.”

The Wizard repeated the words in a shaky voice, and she watched in fascination as the fairy sparkles settled on her skin like dew. She stared at her hands, and didn’t seem surprised to find twin rings of mushrooms appear like tattoos on her palms.

Ivy dusted off her palms. “You’re part of the Divinity Rescue Corps now.”

“On a probationary basis,” Cinzy added.

“You protect Fletcher, our Healer, you take orders from him.”

“Also from us,” Cinzy said.

Ivy had to keep from grinning and rolling her eyes. “We’re wasting time here. Our mission is to save Fletcher. You got a spell against divinity, like a shield or a ward?”

This is Christopher about to get backup.
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Chapter 37- You Have Failed

Tara felt the press of arousal, lust, and need moments after she entered the area. Although it looked like every neighborhood from Glumpdumpkin and the ones she’d seen racing through this town, the coming dusk showed it to sparkle and glow with a hint of divinity. With her enhanced senses from her ability Apex Senses, she could even hear the faint tok, tok, tok of the Buddhist wood block being struck again and again. And of course she could see the coming divine aspect Nakamamon floating in from above. They glimmered in the sky in front of a deepening navy blue, punctuated by pinpricks of light.

“Ohhh that’s not good,” she muttered. Those things were going to come right through the town and give a good third of the townsfolk with divinity poisoning.

She said it wasn’t good, but it was. It was really good. A warmth between her legs and a syrupy need began to well up in her. Her nipples immediately tightened from the sensation and she couldn’t help but noticed them playing against the fabric of her shirt.

To remove it, and have the sensation be taken from her… or keep it on, and drive herself to orgasm just getting to Fletcher? These were the real questions. She left it on, and groaned at the feeling of the fabric swishing over her skin again and again. Just like the first time, with The Lovers watching, she was growing hyper sensitive and aroused like she’d never been before.

Ahead, she sighted another figure standing in full plate armor made of magic. The ruggedly handsome jerk face Guardian, the leader of the other team.

He stared in fascination at the scene before him. The Guardian’s armor was spectral and she could see through it, so she could easily detect the telltale bulge in his pants. He wasn’t looking at her, which was good, because she had only one person on her mind: the father of her child. His attention was fixed on the divine illness, but she wouldn’t notice that.

She passed the simple Divine Resistance and Durability check to stay away from the guy who had ordered her friends’ deaths and staggered toward the higher concentration of divine power: the stronger glow, the louder chorus, the more otherworldly feel. It was just over this low wooden fence, where Fletcher was kneeling with arms outstretched and two lumps of greenish godliness were simply laying there.

“Fletcher?” Her voice was shaky and hushed, and she felt her body pulse with need. She was burning up. She needed him.

He sat there in just a t-shirt with his arms both glowing a blinding holy radiance, white tinged with gold. She could barely make out the shapes of his hands and fingers. When she rounded him, intent on maybe getting him out of here, and maybe going down on him, she noted that his eyes and mouth also glowed with that power.

“Fletcher…” she sighed. It was one part grief and two parts heavy lust. She could do this. Just get him under the arms and drag him… drag him to where she could ride him until she couldn’t take anymore and burst like a broken dam and flooded her inside.

No. She needed to get him…

Setback! You have failed a Divine Resistance check. Would you like to—

…she needed to get him naked?

“Take off your pants,” she told him, her voice husky and full of need. Her eyelids were drooping and everything but Fletcher fuzzed to complete unimportance.

Fletcher forgot his Jesus Christ pose, blinked once, then stood and dropped his drawers.

She was close already. So close. She felt like she was about to have an orgasm all the way up to her scalp and down to the tips of her toes. Her baby’s father looked like a god himself.

“You too,” he said. “Take them off.”

Had she been wearing clothes? She’d find a pair of tan shorts later but couldn’t remember taking them off, let alone wearing them.

She was supposed to… help Fletcher?

Setback! You have failed a Divine Resistance check. Would—

Help Fletcher pump her full of that big tool.

She came as soon as he put those glowing golden hands on her. She was already at the razor’s edge, shivering and ready, but his fingers slowly passing over her energized nipples one by one did the trick. She threw back her head and groaned loudly.

He kissed her, and divinity went into her mouth. She was kissing an angel. He was radiant with power and beauty and virility and purity.

“I need you…” she breathed. “…inside.”

***

Fletcher was having sex with a goddess. I had laid her down on the ground in the Elysian Fields, where all the grain swished in the slightest of breezes, and entered what was surely the most delectable, most perfect woman imaginable. She wrapped strong thighs around my waist and arms around my neck, kissing me back and moaning for me, while I made sweet love to her. Whoever this goddess was, she was surely the goddess of love and beauty. Her flaxen hair, her smooth and perfect skin in my hands, the size and shape of every inch of her, and especially the insides. She clamped on me and yet was wet and slippery. These were all I could ever want or hope for in a woman. I would have an eternity of this, because surely this was some version of heaven.

Her enthusiasm and demands for more were exactly what I wanted.

I had her beneath me for some long time, bucking herself up at me in order to get me deeper inside. Pushing at my shoulder, I allowed her to roll me over and tower above me, hips rising and falling, gorgeous golden hair bouncing, her boobs in my hand. Eyes slowly closing, head falling back, she rode me until we were both sweating from the exertion.

Distantly, something was happening. It didn’t matter. Only having this gorgeous angel milk me for all I was worth mattered. I watched her impale herself on me again and again, smelled her arousal, listened to her call my name.

“Fletcher! Ohhhhhh Fletcher!”

I wanted to give this gorgeous transcendent creature everything I had. Thrusting up into her wasn’t enough. Another Fletcher appeared, from where, I couldn’t be sure, but the other me kissed her, stroked her body, and whispered promises into her ear.

“I’m gonna have your baby,” she told me. “I want an army of little Fletchers all swarming around me. I know they’ll be so cute… and that means you can’t ever stop putting, this, big, fat, cock in me. I need you to keep filling me, Fletcher. Fill me up again.”

She was taking me to heights of ecstasy I didn’t know were possible. I did as my goddess requested, pumping all my seed inside, even as second Fletcher ran our new hands all over her exquisite body.

I bent her forward so the original me could continue kissing her and feeling her moan directly into my mouth. I nudged at her ass with my new cock and held her cheeks open with my other self’s hands. Neither of us could wait to have her both ways.

Something was happening. I couldn’t be sure what it was and it didn’t matter. I was hardening yet again thanks to Refractory Period, and Tara was pumping her ass back and forth in order to make me fill her both front and back.

We spit roasted her after that, and I stared in incomprehension while she took my whole length down her throat, while I stared at her pussy straining against my girth.

Something… was happening…

I was in the middle of shooting a load down her throat and up into her at the same time when I failed my Divine Resistance check, and all went a blinding, impossible white.

***

Ivy had about the same Divine Resistance level as Tara, which was to say not nearly enough. She made it into the area, and reached the place where the other expedition leader was standing with his cock out.

She failed her first Divine Resistance check. She couldn’t possibly know that The Lovers were manifesting a whole lot of power at that point, throwing it out in waves. They were attracting the Angellies and Glimmerflies and Glowverns. That vast swarm of divine Nakamamon were descending on the town at this very moment and about to break through the sphere.

Ivy didn’t know that or see it. Her gaze fell on the Guardian, and she immediately soaked through her panties.

She fell to her knees and began crawling toward him.

“Fuuuuuudge,” she growled. Some distant part of her knew she not only hated this guy on principle, but she was about to cheat on Izzy. Her abilities and Tokens weren’t available to use. She was stripping off her clothes and licking her lips and watching this beautiful idiot continue to not even look at her.

And then the hot, overwhelming pressure causing her to leak down the inside of her leg, vanished.

Ivy stood, panties hanging off one ankle and wearing nothing but socks, manifested her shield, and spent several of her Tokens all at once. Then she bolted forward and shoulder checked the expedition leader with her five foot magical tower shield.

Now, Ivy had only done some attacking in practice sessions back in HQ before she and Isabelle got assigned to Fletcher’s team. They had done some shield bashes against training dummies, and they had done a few against other Guardians. Never against an unarmed target, even if that person was bracing for impact, never against an unaware, unarmed target, and never enhanced by Tokens.

The guy would survive, but it would be a close thing. He was launched off his feet, careened through the air, and ended up tumbling  and skidding across one set of cobbles, one lawn, and he finally came to rest among the bushes in front of a tree house.

“Get that shizz outta here,” she hissed. “I’m not cheating on Isabelle for that.”

Further on into the area—it wasn’t the area any longer—she found what she was looking for. Both Fletcher and Tara were lying in the backyard of a Nakamamon. Not five feet away from them was a god. Or two gods. Or two gods that were one god.

And at one point there were three of them?

The Lovers were busy mushing their blocky faces into one another, humping their suggestions of hips into one another, and generally looking like a moss-covered version of two people having sex. They were going at it, oblivious to anything around them, occasionally rolling this way or that. It hurt Ivy’s brain to watch, because they seemed to be in missionary position one moment, and seemed to be doing it doggystyle the next. No separation, no change of position, just  two blissed out eyes staring at where its belly button would be, while the other slab of a head was buried on one shoulder. Then at one point there were three of them in a position Ivy knew well. Her brain hurt to see the double penetration though, because in one moment there were two, and the next a third set of limbs was there.

Fletcher, by comparison, lay nude and motionless on the grass with his arms and legs splayed out. Tara was also nude, but she had her head on Fletcher’s chest and was curled up asleep. Both were sweat soaked, and Ivy couldn’t help but glance between Tara’s legs.

“Yep,” she told herself. “Yep. You looked. You knew what would be there, but you looked anyway, you big dumb idiot.”

Her mouth was watering.

But since The Lovers were somehow healed up, and she wasn’t about to use some douchebag to get herself off, she didn’t bend down and lap up Fletcher’s seed and Tara’s girl juices from between her legs. She once again cursed the douchebag… if she’d been a minute earlier she would’ve had all kinds of plausible deniability when faced with Izzy.

“Oh fu…nkadelic.”

With one naked person over each shoulder, she trotted back the way she’d come.

***

I came to, hearing a shriek, in the midst of a lot of Nakamamon all staring down at me.

Oh, and I was naked.

Bolting upright only succeeded in bonking my head against Tara’s, since she was also in motion. She’d been the source of the shriek, though it soon turned to a mortified laugh, followed by full-throated laughter.

“What? What happened?”

Congratulations! You have successfully cured a divine being.

I blinked in confusion several times. The UI message didn’t help, though the next notification helped out some.

[The Lovers] appreciates your efforts in saving it. You have been gifted the boon of knowledge. The progenitors of this system were once lovers themselves. [The Lovers] appreciate the efforts you and your mate Tara Harkonen made in helping Them to recall Their purpose. Your passionate display was a spicy inspiration to these humble gods. [The Lovers] commends you and Ms. Harkonen, and will grant a secondary boon: that of fertility. You may mate with any creature and have a chance to successfully sire offspring. [The Lovers] has seen your effort and the difficulties you went through in crafting the cure, and has bestowed upon you +1 Durability. You gain 1 Durability Token.

“Boon of… fertility? Boon. Of. Fertility?” I face palmed and groaned.

“Ohhh what does that mean?” Tara asked, a broad grin on her pretty face.

“Nothing!”

I heard the scream coming before I saw her coming. I stood and was able to brace myself to have Cinzy fling herself into my arms. The gathered Nakamamon gave an appreciative ‘ooohhh’ as she wrapped her legs around me and rained kisses down on my face.

Laughing, I pulled her back just a smidgen. “It’s good to see you too.”

She made a growling sound deep in her throat. “I can’t believe you’re not wearing any clothes. And I can’t believe you got busy with like a dozen of these… people.” I didn’t stop to correct her. These people were people, even if they weren’t human. She leaned forward, forehead touching mine. Grinning, she breathed, “You absolute slut.”

“Guilty,” I told her, returning her broad smile.

There’s something about having the most beautiful girl in the world in your arms, especially while you’re naked in public, and doubly especially while everyone is watching.

I used all of my Durability and my Stave Off skill to keep myself from getting an instant boner, and finding whether Cinzy had any panties on under this skirt. That would be some seriously unbecoming conduct. We were drifting pretty close to unbecoming conduct as it was.

“Would you two get a room, and have seriously satisfying sex?” Tara asked.

Glancing over to Tara was done out of mere habit, but my mouth dropped open and I gaped at her. She looked to be most of the way towards childbirth.

This is Christopher wondering what kind of father he can possibly make.
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Chapter 38- Unthinkable Crimes

Cinzy, Tara and I retired to the estate, and they goggled over the many rooms and tasteful furnishings. The Nakamamon didn’t have art history like on earth, so their decorative style was very odd. They didn’t mind splashing color all over everything, they didn’t value gold and silver like we did, and they could literally grow crystal all over everything if they wanted. Stretches of these hallways were full of glimmering crystal painted over with opaque oils and acrylics, or just magically manifested paint-like substance, in murals that meant little to me. A lot of them were just various Nakamamon resplendent or triumphant. One of them looked like a blue mouse with bubbles coming off its strange bubbly tail.

Tara went to have a sit down, cradling her very pregnant belly, while Cinzy and I joined the elders, along with Azalea and April. The pair had been healed up by the dozen female Nakamamon I’d brought into the fold.

And looking over the motley assortment of females, I had to wonder what people would think of me. I’d stuck my cock in things that certainly weren’t human, but some weren’t even human shaped or human adjacent. Several weren’t conventionally beautiful, and others could be passed off as exotic foods or lawn ornaments.

Cinzy was a good litmus test of this. I could tell she had a lot of thoughts going on the way she was gripping her opulent chair’s padded arms. She was giving herself white knuckles, politely smiling and greeting first Azalea, then April, Yowl, Shale, Hefrekhan, and then all the girls I’d just imbued with Healer powers.

“We’ll head out of town in a couple of days,” I told Cinzy. “We’ll see to this egg situation and go meet up with my mother.”

She visibly relaxed. Yes, traveling and camping. They could do that. There’d be tent sharing then. Some of these many females would stop being competition and instead stay here in town.

I got the lowdown on Drat and Trent, along with Drat’s… girlfriend? The description of Helen made her seem like someone Drat would never associate with, unless it was in some Rogue capacity.

“Oh yeah,” Cinzy chuckled. “I had him stay behind with Trent so they could touch base with the Agency, plead our case and get the heat off us… argue that you were acting separately from them and also with noble intent. But half of that was wanting to see Drat squirm.”

“You’re bad,” I told her, and enjoyed the giggle I got in return.

We were spared heading out of town with the girls when Fairy Poppins reappeared. She didn’t love the reappearance of her bond mate, because that meant she could now communicate with me outside of getting down and dirty, using Cinzy as an intermediary. So instead of me shrinking down and giving her a series of crazy orgasms during her update, she relayed her report from my mother, Regina, Alan, Vellenia, Shakindria, and all the other Nakamamon. She kept making Cinzy sigh and mutter in frustration, until I told her that was quite enough. If she ever wanted to share my bed again, she would stop disrespecting her bond mate and deliver the news, pretty please and thank you.

“Your mother has leveled up quite a lot,” Cinzy told me. “They went… beneath the ocean? What does that mean? Yes I know you’ve been flying continuously for days and you’re tired. Well it’s good to see you, too.” She rolled her eyes. “Rude.”

“Poppy,” I warned.

The tiny fairy let out an exaggerated huff.

“Vellenia shielded the group in a large bubble of air. Airaconda helped with this… and they went down to an underwater village?” Talk of Vellenia and Shakindria made me miss my two bond mates. I couldn’t wait to have Vellenia’s simple and beautiful kindness and goodness, or Shakindria’s limitless psychic kinkiness.

“Tadproles? Frogletariat? What… oh my God, Bourgefrog? Really?”

Proletariat and bourgeoisie. Woof.

Cinzy turned to me. “The Bourgefrogs are way, way bigger than the smaller stages, so they’re in control of the whole village. They make the Tadproles and the Frogletariat to all the work. Jeez, you leave earth and try to get away from politics like this…”

I shook my head, knowing Jocinda had been the one to name these three Nakamamon.

“They were just successful in clearing up the divine sickness and getting all the utensils…” She laughed and fell back, clapping several times. “…all the utensils back… to normal.” She roared laughter for several solid minutes, and the rest of us couldn’t help but join in. “The God of Utensils! Ah! I’m crying! My face… hurts…”

It wasn’t Bard nonsense, but just good old-fashioned hilarity.

I imagined some gigantic bullfrog unable to eat with whatever fork or chopsticks or what-have-you they used, and croaking with fury.

“So they won’t need us immediately?” I asked.

Poppy confirmed that they wouldn’t. She, Regina, Vellenia and Shakindria had all pitched in with their gained Healer abilities. My two bond mates were quite capable, since we had the bond rather than simply the Entwined Ecstasy ability. Couple that with Alan’s encyclopedia of healing knowledge, and my mother would have leveled up nicely. Plus, she had the simple goodness of Regina and the adorable stress relief of Tweedle Dee.

I missed Regina and her flower fox as much, or more than my bond mates. Ugh… I wanted to get moving.

“We’ll need to get to work, so we can meet back up with them,” I told her. “Where are Ivy and Isabelle?”

Nobody could find them, but nobody sweated it too much at the time. They weren’t just capable fighters and adventurers, but they were also super into each other. They were probably somewhere near the base of the town, screwing each other’s brains out.

I’d gained two levels from healing up The Lovers.

Level 33: Ability Upgrade: Mender’s Focus, Arcane Alchemy

Level 34: +12 skill points

These abilities were my most and least used. They seemed like the norm now that I didn’t have Hard At Work. My baseline success rate of my attribute and skill levels, shifted upward from around 30% to around 45%. My baseline Token recuperation, up to 6 a day. My baseline difficulty reduced by 1. Now that the bar was being clicked upwards, I held my breath, hoping that it would click way upwards instead of just a little.

My mom was fine, and the anti-aging properties of the magic of this world certainly helped, but the properties of magic might also set her cancer off on a growth spurt and that wasn’t okay. There was no more futzing around with gods while my mom’s condition was up in the air. That meant holding my breath and crossing my fingers for this to be not just decent, but good… and hopefully great.

Mender’s Focus III

(Special Ability, rare, passive)

Your incredible endurance and attention to your work makes class-related checks easier.

I- All checks that use your class skills have their success rated boosted to a moderate degree.

II- All checks that use your class skills have their difficulties lowered by 1.

III- All Healer class skills may be gain two levels each time you level your class. Resistance skills are considered Healer class skills.

I pumped both fists and shouted in triumph. I’d be advancing Develop Cure (Human) at double speed, along with Divine Resistance. And on that note, I was going to have Shakindria or Khan deal me mental damage so I could add additional Psychic Resistance to the already formidable resistance I had from bonding Shakindria. Everything else could take a backseat to saving Mom, and protecting myself from that evil goblin Nakamamon… that admittedly tall, slender, well-built, and dare I say attractive evil goblin attached to probably Jocinda, who was sabotaging the whole world. And possibly Claudius, but definitely Jocinda.

I snorted in dark amusement. Jocinda and Claudius, pioneers to this world, creators of the entire system… also former lovers. That knowledge was worth something, even if I didn’t know what for the moment.

It was hard to believe there was any way Arcane Alchemy could top what I’d just gotten from Mender’s Focus. I switched UI windows and looked over the upgrade.

Arcane Alchemy IV

(Special Ability, Uncommon, active)

I- Any time you undertake a class-related check, you may exchange Tokens at a rate of 1:1 from one Attribute to another. You may exchange a number of Tokens equal to this ability’s rank (presently rank 2).

II- Up to three times per day, you may instead exchanged Tokens at a rate of 1:2.

III- Once per Healer level, you may spend 5 Affinity Tokens to replenish all other spent Tokens.

IV- You regain 1 Affinity Token on waking each day.

“I was wrong,” I told myself, grinning broadly.

This was a game changer. Using Meditation could get me a single Token in some three or four hours. Using Arcane Alchemy could net me 6 Tokens a day. Otherwise I’d have to wait for every five levels to get all my Tokens back, and levels were taking longer to get. The cost of 5 Affinity Tokens was steep, but one I could pay, especially to grab up all my Ingenuity Tokens and Free Tokens at once.

Both of these were incredible bonuses. The baseline had been elevated more than I’d hoped.

With that done, I immediately spent two skill points on my three intended skills. Sure nobody understood why I would need Khan to attack me with his psychic powers, and that went double for Khan, since the first two attacks didn’t even land. Finally one did though, and spending the Durability Token to grab the first level afterwards was gratifying. Two skill points into Psychic Resistance, two into Divine Resistance, and two into Develop Cure (human).

Suddenly 12 skill points didn’t seem like enough.

The remainder went to their regular places: one for Develop Cure (Huge) bringing them all to level 6 was great…  2 points needed to go into the amalgamation skill, Develop Cure (all aspects). That only left 3 points. One to Administer Cure, one to Instinctual Spellcasting, and one to Mana Affinity.

“That was a quick 12 skill points. Okay! Time to get down to work.”

I’d also received a level in Pleasure Seeker, for letting Tara have her way with me to remind a god how to get busy all the time, which was its job.

Level 34: +1 Durability, +7 skill points

“Hang on a second…”

A new Quality sat in my Pleasure Seeker list: Fertility. It had been boosted to level 7.

I groaned. There was absolutely no way I was ever going to spend a point there. But I had to laugh and shake my head at The Lovers doing me this ‘favor’. I had to wonder if I was also meant to spread my influence and abilities like the Entwined Ecstasy thing. I closed my eyes and sighed, then mentally spent the points: Adaptability, Pheromones, Group Play, then Refractory Period, Load, another in Length and then Girth. Honestly, the ability to manifest an even bigger cock than before was wild. This didn’t manifest normally; I wasn’t forced to choose which pant leg to drop down through, but in a state of arousal it was a different story. It seemed like each level gave me an extra inch of length, and what felt like a half inch of girth.

It was now time to bask in the insanity that was my improved character sheet. Aww yeah.

Christopher Fletcher

Healer - Apprentice Arcane Mender 34

Pleasure Seeker - Initiate Indulgent Consort 31

Attributes:

Affinity 9

Durability 8

Ingenuity 10

Likability 8

Agility 5

Muscularity 6

Free Tokens 8

Healer (Arcane Mender) Skills:

Diagnostics 9

Treatments 9

Develop Cure (swarm 6, small 6, medium 6, large 6, huge 6)

Develop Cure (All Aspects 3, unique 9, human 7)

Administer Cure 11

Instinctual Casting 11

Mana Affinity 7

Mana Shaping 6

Spellcasting (Abjuration 1, Conjuration 1, Evocation 1, Transmutation 3)

Meditation 4

Divine Resistance 11

Physical Resistance 5

Psychic Resistance 3

Pleasure Seeker (Indulgent Consort) Qualities:

Girth 3

Load 3

Stave Off 4

Length 4

Tongue 3

Adaptability 13

Pheromones 11

Refractory Period 5

Flexibility 2

Group Play 7

Seduction 5

Fertility 7

Other Skills:

Identify 7

Hiking 4

Cooking 2

Persuasion 2

Stealth 2

The character sheet looked excellent. Needless to say a sense of pleasure and achievement surged through me, looking at all the numbers. I’d started with nothing, all ones and twos in all my attributes. Now all that was different.

Achievement: Highly skilled

You have a skill over level 12! That’s not nothing. I mean, you could have achieved this at level 13… but did you? You did not. Let’s see here, you’re level… good gods, is THAT your level?

Leave the poor child alone.

Although you’re not technically a failure, you do have an exceedingly long way to go. And I have just the thing to get you there.

Reward: +1 level in your class(es)

Needless to say, I spent an extra few minutes dividing my concentration in between the discussion with Cinzy, Azalea, April, the three town elders, and all the other townsfolk who decided they wanted to be a part of news gathering. With Myriad Mind from Celine, I could handle all this stuff while carrying on a conversation. Although it was odd to do, the ability let me handle the system and process the conversation simultaneously. It was easier when I was just listening and not joining the conversation much, but I did have to break in with a question here and there.

In the meantime, I got through Pleasure Seeker 35 and Healer 35. Predictably, Healer granted me another 12 skill points, while Pleasure Seeker did the same.

I received all the news: the Agency team leader had been healed of grievous injuries by the locals, and the lot of the humans had been forcibly ejected for several crimes: doing violence against Nakamamon and other humans, and the attempted murder raising within the town limits. They expressed their deepest shock and abhorrence of the very concept of murder, and then the casual way the team leader and the griffin rider had ordered it or attempted to ‘raise’ it. I didn’t bother to contradict them. Raising murder was an adorable term, like something you could do playing around a high stakes poker table, or something you could do after giving birth to a murder. Or, if you happened upon a group of crows, and somehow became their mother figure.

Both of these crimes were grounds for worse than exile, but the townsfolk let them know that under no uncertain terms they were never to attempt it again. Better never to think of raising murder again. In fact, they told the team leader that no human other than Fletcher and his allies would ever be allowed into the town ever again. The Agency had lost the good grace of Flunt-on-the-Rustle and they intended to send emissaries to Saxwhacket and Glumpdumpkin to explain what had transpired here. All trade and negotiations were to be conducted at Flunt-on-the-Rustle’s flared base, which was appropriately called The Rustle.

Cinzy and Tara and I all shared looks at this news. I managed not to chuckle at the term ‘flared base,’ and I avoided looking at Tara and Cinzy, because I knew seeing their expressions would set me off. Whoa.

Cinzy visibly tensed when I announced we were going to start making cures, and that included teaching the new Nakamamon medical staff—i.e. the girls I’d sexed to their limits—but that would be after a day or two of rest and recuperation. My Seduction skill told me she was halfway to climax as it was. Anticipation and proximity alone were doing it for her. She needed some healing of a sexual variety. Cue the

“Healer,” Yowl said, “we will have a festival in your honor.”

“That’s lovely!” I said, watching Cinzy nearly have a conniption.

“We will begin the planning and set all in motion,” Shale said. “I anticipate this will be a night to remember.”

“Marvelous,” I said. “I’ll confer with my associates here and rest before the festivities begin.” Rising, I held my hand out to Cinzy. “I’d like to have a moment with Cinzy to catch up.”

“She’s really pretty!” Azalea blurted. “Are you going to mate with her too?”

Cinzy spluttered.

“She has that goldy-gold hair and her curvy-curves are just as good as April. Can I watch?”

This is Christopher having created a monster.
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Chapter 39- Indecent Confession

“Ihave… a confession,” Cinzy said, and hissed out a breath. Her whole body slid against my chest and abs, and she rolled her hips to get me deeper into her ass. Her one hand was clapped over mine, forcing me to knead her glorious breast, and play with her nipple.

The huge bed from the estate creaked, and the incense continued wafting through the air, making the whole thing feel like a tavern from any sword & sorcery.

She was tight, extremely tight. Playing with her nipples and slowly grinding myself further and further into her back door only helped so much. The pressure was bewildering. I felt sure she would have played with herself while we were apart. I also couldn’t get over the sensation of her ass flexing and relaxing against my thighs and abs. It was enough to make a man finish in an instant, and I was thankful that I had skills and attributes to help handle the pure sexual being that Cinzy could transform into.

“Confess to me,” I commanded her in a breathy whisper.

“I thought about you every day,” she groaned.

“I thought about you every day as well,” I told her. Not only did I like having her around, and not only did I secretly get a bit of amusement out of her fighting with Poppy all the time, but she was also incredibly handy to have around. Good natured, fun, easy on the eyes. I liked her quite a lot, even if she hadn’t undermined an entire expedition’s ability to fight Ivy and Tara singlehandedly.

“Now what were you going to confess?” I asked, while drawing out and then slowly filling her back up to the brim once more. She hissed out a long breath filled with pain and pleasure.

I was teasing her now. Every time she started to speak I’d pull out, long and slow, or ease back in. We’d been apart for weeks, and she clearly hadn’t had anything inside her, let alone something this size. She’d whimper and freeze up and moan and sometimes shove just a little bit harder, to get me a little bit deeper.

“You can tell me,” I said, but when she started to speak I rolled us so she was on her stomach and I had the power to really pound her. For now, I just rested her on her incredible ass, in her incredible ass.

“Fletcherrrrrr,” she whined.

“I love you too,” I whispered.

She came then. Her whole body shuddered the moment she got one finger on her clit. Electric jolts lit her up.

Licking her ear while she recovered from the first of many climaxes, I told her what a beautiful and dirty girl she was. How perfect she looked with my cock up her ass, and how good it felt to be pressed up against her like this. She kept whimpering, her breath catching.

“How can you do that?” she whispered.

“Do what?”

“Tell me you love me… when you’re in bed with everyone else?”

“I’m only in bed with you right now,” I said, which wasn’t really an answer.

“That’s—” she stopped again as I picked up the pace. For several minutes we went like that, with me slowly pounding away at her, and her periodically reaching the height of pleasure, then tipping over the edge. And I’d call her a gorgeous, naughty girl, or breathe into her ear that she was a good girl.

“What were you going to confess?” I asked, as she came down from yet another climax.

“It’s… not important,” she mumbled. “Just fork me, please. I want you to cum all over me.”

“Come on now,” I said, slowly dragging my shaft out of her. “You can’t just bring it up and shut it down.

“I-in my mouth? On my face?” she asked, trying to arch her back and get more of me inside. I just backed off until she was on her hands and knees, with me holding her hips and staring at her back door.

“Come ooooooonnnn,” she whined.

“Once you tell me,” I told her.

“Ugh,” she grunted, and yelped when I smacked her glorious butt. I was tempted to pull her hair like Celine. “Fine! I… I had this fantasy while we were traveling. With Ivy and Isabelle.”

While I slowly slid in and out of her, she told me about all the nights they’d spent kissing and messing around in the dark, and sometimes before it got dark, when they thought nobody was watching.

I didn’t know if we could have a repeat of the motel that first night. Isabelle and Ivy had been on rocky ground, and I hadn’t been with them since their return. I was glad they were back to their happy, horny ways, and Isabelle had forgiven Ivy for trying to just have sex with me, without her girlfriend present.

“You want those two to lick your pretty pussy?” I breathed.

“Ohhhhhh…” she groaned.

“While I frack your tight little butt?”

“Oh my God,” she moaned.

“Or did you want to get involved with just them?”

She shook her head. It was hanging down, her hair dragging back and forth against the bed. I got two handfuls of her perfect breasts and gave her all I had. The fantasy was really doing it for me. Ivy and Isabelle were already hot enough, and when I got to be with them it was the experience of a lifetime. The idea of having Cinzy involved with those two really worked its magic on me.

“Do I get to watch while Ivy sits on your face and Isabelle grinds on your little pussy, and they make out with one another using you like a toy?”

Her breath caught.

“I could be into that.”

“Also Tara,” she mumbled, so quietly I almost didn’t hear.

“All four of you?”

She shook her head. “She was… she was playing with herself while Ivy and Isabelle… and she was curled up with me in the sleeping bag.”

The pregnant, leggy blonde engaged in sixty-nine with the blonde supermodel was enough. I pulled out and grunted. “I’m gonna—”

She whirled around and slid down with mouth open and eyes closed. Both hands were busy below, frigging herself front and back.

With my Qualities, I was astonished at the visual before me. I looked huge, and I produced enough to completely fill her mouth after giving her a messy facial.

We were far from finished. Refractory Period worked its magic and simply kept me hard. Cinzy relaxed on the bed, savoring the echoes of orgasms and the ability to make me pop off onto her face, only to stiffen again as she felt my fully hard shaft on her thighs.

“Still?” she asked.

“You didn’t tell me what you wanted,” I told her gently. Grabbing myself at the base, I ran the head up and down the length of her slit and caused more involuntary sighing, moaning, and sharply drawn breaths. “What is it you want with Ivy, Isabelle, and Tara?”

She didn’t reply for a long time, instead hunching forward to try to get me to slide into her. Instead I just teased her, again and again.

“Fletcher,” she whispered. Need dripped from that one word, turning it into something you’d only hear in porn.

“You still haven’t confessed,” I said, sliding up and down again. She was still so wet.

“I want… I want you in me,” she said, and grabbed at my hip. Combined with her humping up at me, she managed to wedge the head inside her hot, wet channel.

“Did you know that I’m highly fertile now?” I asked lightly.

She threw her head back, arched her whole self and clenched her teeth.

“You mentioned Tara,” I said, half joking. Tara was going to be in my bed in a few hours, if not earlier, and I was going to treat my baby’s mama to a string of life-changing orgasms. I had no idea what she would bring into this world, because she was about two months along at most, and looked to be about triple that. “You want a little Fletcher in you, just like Tara?”

She was sexing me now, from below. All I had to do was hold still and she would do all the work apparently.

“Oh my God, Fletcher,” she moaned.

“That doesn’t sound like a no,” I chided. Even now, I was undecided. And now wasn’t the time for introspection. It was time to drive Cinzy out of her mind. She had another orgasm once I stated moving for real, and grabbed onto my hips not long after. With licks to her throat and jaw that turned into kisses, I pounded Cinzy for all I was worth.

Moaning and gasping and whining and complaining and calling out to God, Cinzy took all the inches I could give her, again and again. Eyelids fluttered closed, her blush deepened, and her breathing quickened now that I started talking about permanent choices.

“You want my creampie?” I asked, and the response was nothing but her mouth working open and closed, her fingers clutching my butt, and the sound of my body slapping into hers.

“You want Fletcher’s seed inside you?” I asked.

In the end I made it her choice. On my back, it was her turn to ride me and drive herself wild. Her hips never stopped rising and falling, even as she stared at the ceiling and listened to me tempt her.

“Tell me,” I said finally. She had gone through climax after climax, and she had tightened around me. She looked like a pornstar, lightly coated in sweat and hair falling just right, her breasts high and pert, her abs defined and every curve of her exactly as they should be.

She kept right on bouncing on me, moaning and groaning.

“Tell me,” I told her.

“In… inside,” she whispered.

I did as asked, and with one final moan of uncertain horniness, she stopped riding me. Instead, one hand pressed against the spot just above her patch of hair and she shuddered.

***

“Healer Fletcher!” A voice called from outside. Cinzy bolted up in bed, then snatched up a sheet to cover herself. She peered at me, then at the door, then at me.

“It’s all right,” I told her.

“How is it all right?”

“They don’t just know about my sharing ability, they canvassed the whole town looking for citizens who wanted to get healing abilities to help the town. Meaning they collected people who wanted to get in bed with me.”

“Ew! Fletcher, you’re not supposed to tell a girl you just had sex with that you’ve been sleeping around with everyone in town who’ll get in bed with you.”

“None of them are as gorgeous as you?” I tried.

She narrowed her eyes. “Good try.”

“I mean it’s true. I don’t really understand how, but you’re one in a billion.”

A lazy and satisfied grin spread across her face, and I succeeded a Seduction check. It told me that flattery would get me everywhere. It was then replaced by a scowl. “Are you using abilities on me to make me not upset with you?”

I held up my hands in surrender. “I am not. Cross my heart.” How could I? She was leagues above me in Likability and social skills.

I noted that there was a Fertility and Durability check involved, but the UI was not giving away the result. I laughed it off. If Cinzy was pregnant we would probably find out sooner rather than later.

After a thoroughly dance-filled, musical extravaganza involving a surprising amount of glowing body paint, I went to work on the individual cures for all the town’s eggs. The people of Flunt-on-the-Rustle helped with the gardening, and I spoke directly to everyone with Verdant Rejuvenation, along with everyone else who stuck around to watch and listen. We skipped around to different neighborhood gardens, which were shared by ten or twenty houses. Teaching wasn’t really my thing, but I did enjoy giving out information to those who would listen. Cinzy helped keep them from falling asleep with her abilities, and I was both grateful and a little annoyed that it was necessary. Why didn’t all these people find plants and flowers as interesting as me?

I showed them about hardwood and what it was for, the mana plants and where they were necessary, then divinity plants and what they were used to do. With Verdant Rejuvenation they weren’t required to go to the ends of the planet to harvest these things, but the ability didn’t create plants from nothing. They did need seeds and samples to begin these medical herb gardens and fruit orchards.

Lucky for them, I’d already planted a vast swath of weird stuff at the estate they let me use. While I showed them what to do and how to use these plants, I asked them to gather up a collection of seeds and cuttings so I could get moving in a couple of days and be equipped to handle whatever came next.

After the gardening, we returned to the lab for the basic potion making demonstrations. We’d go through all the affected eggs, aspect by aspect, and we’d only done the water aspect cure before the situation exploded.

“Fire and lightning first,” I told the assembled townsfolk. Mostly this was the dozen females I’d inducted into abilities, but some other interested people had joined. These two aspects weren’t even remotely similar, except that they didn’t take a whole lot of time to craft. Fire required a reddish moss, fire moss, which the UI told me was quite addictive and could put me in a euphoric state if I used it.

“I have quite enough euphoria in my every day sex life,” I told the UI quietly, and received a couple of scandalized gasps with a few chuckles. Apparently I’d been too loud. “Whoops.”

while grinding up the other ingredient that was most obvious: ash. It was the hardwood of choice for this cure. After that, I added the burnt remains of sundrinker petals.

A few hours of stirring, heating, and mana infusion later, I had myself another Develop Cure check.

Develop Cure (small/fire) Check: Currently, you have the Develop Cure (Small) skill at level 6, Develop Cure (all aspects) at level 1, and Affinity at level 10. Other applicable skills are unranked. Your aspect-specific knowledge lowers the difficulty of this check by 2. As this is not an illness to be cured, this check is Extreme difficulty. Would you like to spend your 10 Tokens to succeed automatically?

Total Tokens: 9 Affinity and 8 Free Tokens.

Using Arcane Alchemy hadn’t been enough to save me from spending 8 Affinity Tokens when engaging with a dozen different women from the town. I bared my teeth at the message, then spent 6 Tokens to lower the difficulty down to 8, then crossed my fingers.

When the success message came, I sagged into my chair. Azalea and April came over to see what the matter was. April hadn’t gotten the hang of having several tails, and brushed them against the lab equipment, nearly knocking over several glass jars of cure base.

“I’m good,” I said. “Low on Tokens.”

April knelt before me, a concerned look deepening as she glanced around my face and body. We had found clothes, but they weren’t much; she bulged in every direction, nearly bursting out of the shirt’s low neckline. She had one of those perfect lines of cleavage that ran straight down the center of the soft cottony shirt she’d been given, with the yellow stripes. Someone had also given her a loose navy skirt with matching stripes.

“Is all well, Master Fletcher?”

“Not you too,” I groaned.

She made a confused noise. “Whatever do you mean?”

This is Christopher not ready to add April to my long list of partners. Not yet.
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Chapter 40- Some Work And Some Play

Ispent the better part of a week instructing the Flunt-on-the-Rustle girls in the ways of creating potions tailor made for different aspects. We got through all the cures for the different eggs suffering from Divine Aspect Interference. This meant a showering of gifts from the families of the sick eggs, along with a whole bunch of friends and neighbors, and concerned well-wishers. It seemed like the whole town was here presenting me with yummy delicacies, intricately crafted jewelry or traveling gear, and various trinkets.

I received a tiny statuette of Opal Manaflame done in amethyst-like crystal, and painted up at parts to mimic her coloration. She immediately whirled on the other girls and demanded to know who had made it. It was clear the whole deal was incredibly embarrassing for her, but she quieted when I told her it was amazing and I liked it very much. There were bangles and necklaces and rings, and a circlet, along with bushels of herbs, fresh-baked pastries, and an honest-to-goodness casserole made of a vegetable I wasn’t familiar with. I wasn’t entirely sure where I was going to store all this stuff.

There were some cure-alls amidst the long list of specific herbs, flowers, roots, and barks needed for more in-depth and fringe cases. And the list of aspects was long: fire, cold, plant, water, air, electric, earth, psychic, poison, draconic, divine… and more. They didn’t have any dark, divine, or fighting aspects, but I gave them the cure ingredients for both dark and divine, and a couple I felt would work for fighting.

“Snapdragons will probably work for both draconic and fighting,” I told them. “There are sword lilies, woundwort, punch flower, war paint flower, Fighting Temeraire, that’s a type of rose, stinging nettle, gladiolus, that’s named after gladiators, and battle sage.”

I told them all these with a sense of unease and a quiet reluctance; some of these Nakamamon might end up turning into fighting aspects in the coming months. The Smokupine was only fire aspect with beast, and Opal herself was single aspected, Draconic. When we next saw one another she might instead be a Dragladiator or Dragoknight or something.

I spent the remainder of my time taking those girls out on dates and learning more about them… and also screwing their brains out if and when it came to that. Opal and I went out for short flights, and walks around the town arm in arm. She found it odd that I would only transform into a Dragobro when we started from first base. It meant she would dart in for some licks around the ears, which turned into licks around the horns growing out of the back of my head, and the scales around where my ears would be. Afterwards she would cuddle and lick some more, just to keep Adaptability working. And if she eventually got in the mood, it would be twisting and twining and thrusting and growling and scratching and biting.

That was actually how it went with the rest of them too, only with less biting and scratching. It was awkward enough taking a blue ooze girl (Azure) out on a date, but not as awkward as I would have originally thought. We had a fun time with me using Psyspeech and her trying to form into the mental images I put in her mind. She did an excellent impersonation of a pyramid—easy mode—a good alpaca, after which she joined me on the ground laughing like a loon, and a passable pinup girl in a flaring skirt with gigantic boobs. I soon found that she could eat literally anything and everything. I watched things dissolve into her body I didn’t think were possible.

On our second date out, Azure took me on a small stroll back through her neighborhood, and showed me why she didn’t need stairs. She just stuck to the wall and rolled up the ceiling to the second level. In fact, the only reason the ceilings were seven feet instead of several inches as because she liked having company.

One thing led to another, and I was a hospital scrubs green glob of protoplasm, violently mixing with her own protoplasm. After we shared our mutual, weird orgasms, I asked if maybe she’d like to become more human, and spent all my Pheromones on Adaptability. She turned into a blue, semi-transparent ooze girl, similar to before, except she could hold her shape for more than just a few minutes. All I needed to do was get intimate with her every few minutes so she could enjoy the novel experience of walking on two legs.

This time when I made love to her, I watched my cock penetrate her jelly body, spearing up into her. She looked down and poked at her tummy, where I was embedded to around the belly button. And she really enjoyed having her jelly clit rubbed and licked.

She tasted like blueberries. I’m pretty sure Adaptability used my subconscious for that, and I was glad of it.

Fairy Poppins flew off after I kept my promise, shrinking down and then giving her another bout of punishing sex. The agreement needed to be fulfilled, and that meant Poppy needed to get filled all the way up. She was just as aggravating and demanding as before, this time telling me she was going to become my third bond mate along with Shakindria and Vellenia. She was going to renounce her bond with Cinzy, and then we could spend all day and all night every day and every night, me giving her nonstop orgasms and treating her like the queen she was.

I screwed her insensate, going for well over an hour, pulling at her wings until she begged me to slow down. When I was close to orgasm, she told me she wanted it all inside. And when I told her I might get her with child, she just wriggled her little butt, grinned in naughty challenge, and kept backing her ass up into me until she had was overflowing.

I left her in a puddle of our combined juices, having not answered the question of whether or not I would bond her. She didn’t know I had a third bond at the ready, and I wasn’t about to give out that information, especially to her.

I went out of town with the Shrubber-Nee! We traveled out into the wilderness and she showed me a hidden gorge, before I showed her a hidden gorge I could give her. Just like with Azure, I could use Pheromones to transform her anatomy into human-esque. The leaves receded to her hair only, and several tiny leaves covering her mound like a fig leaf out of a painting. She looked like a dryad, with patches of her melting into a supple gray brown skin, and other patches still feeling rough like bark. Her face was mostly unchanged, but she gained a tongue, and desperately wanted to use it.

We kissed for over an hour. She licked every part of my face, sank to her new knees, and used that tongue to get at my stalk. After that, she lashed against the underside while blowing me for some ridiculous amount of time.

She also gained the ability to talk, and boy did she. She was very vocal, shouting encouragement and telling me I was ‘root-deep inside’ her, or she was about to ‘reach the precipice.’ With her hands above her head and clasping against the trunk of the tree at her back, it looked like I had a girl tied up, out in the woods. She looped her legs around me and stared into my face while I penetrated her, root to tip, again and again.

And when the time came for me to give her my sap of life, she didn’t let release me. Instead she wrapped her legs even tighter around me, begged to use her tongue to kiss me, and told me she’d gotten what she wanted when I filled her full.

This was how it went for the other girls from Flunt-on-the-Rustle. We went out on a date, sometimes to a restaurant, sometimes just around the neighborhood, and in a few cases, out of town entirely. The creature who was the spitting image of Larelle grinned and gave me thumbs up as I used Draconic Spirit to fly my date out of town. I splashed in a river with a water aspect, frolicked on a mountain with an earth aspect, and ran around the grassy knolls with Yowl the Prowline.

Some of them were full of laughs, some had moments of introspection, where I would listen to their tales, and some were quiet. The Shrubber-nee! didn't speak until she was begging me to go faster, give it to her harder, but didn’t seem to mind traveling the forest in silence. I couldn’t say it bothered me either. As someone who used to have a cell phone, I can’t tell you how weird it is to admire a fallen tree for a minute or three with your partner, to inspect some mushrooms, to look at sunshine slanting in through the canopy, or to fall on your butt when a rodent Nakamamon streaks out of the undergrowth like a bolt of lightning. There are no apps, there is no social media, and there’s no way to record it to a video. There’s just the present moment: smell of flowers and pollen and trees, crunch of dead leaves underfoot, or the utter silence of walking on dropped pine needles.

The water aspect was astounded to find I could breathe underwater, and that led to us grappling, locking lips, and enjoying a quickie at the river bed. She swam with me locked between her legs and filling her up, twisting and doing rolls as we soared past strange Nakamamon fish. She kissed me and held me down, humping down on me while above us, the waterfall roared its water into this pool. We spooked another of her kind, who huffed and shot away through the water. My partner just giggled and cooed as she sank down onto me yet again.

When the time came, I couldn’t ask and she didn’t know. I went to pull her up and off me, but she ground down onto me and I unloaded up into her.

Then I  went on a date with a very kind porcupine that leaked smoke from her many, many spines, (Kemuri) and when she told me shyly that she’d like to take me back to her place, I smiled and agreed. I then went down on her until she filled the entire room with choking smoke. It didn’t bother me, of course, not with Adaptability active. After that I made very sweet, very sensitive love to her, told her she was beautiful and desirable, and when she told me she wanted me to finish inside her, the sex drunk Fletcher complied.

Of the twelve I’d had sex with originally, I was able to take all twelve out on various dates, two a day, and over half of these wanted me inside them. Of those, every single one asked, begged, or demanded I deposit my swimmers inside them.

Tara too. I managed to find some time with her early into the celebrations, and gifted her one of the gold bangles in secret. She was thrilled with it, and more importantly, thrilled with how her pregnancy was progressing. She put my hands all over her belly, and I got to feel the baby moving. I could even, once I used Mana Affinity, see a vague set of chakras developing inside her.

And then it was time for a rousing game of ‘rip off Fletcher’s clothes and stuff little Fletcher in Tara.’ She wasn’t able to get into the same positions as before, but that didn’t matter; she was still flexible and had excellent stamina. She still held the backs of her legs and stared at me through hooded eyes as I charged her body full of pleasure and pushed her over the edge again and again.

In a strange turn, we still hadn’t located Ivy and Isabelle. Flying residents of the town weren’t able to find them, the forest-goers like the Shrubber-Nee! couldn’t locate them in the forest, and the swimmers couldn’t find them in the water. Honestly that one was kind of a relief.

We could only guess that they’d been taken by the exiled expedition. It was a dark blot on an otherwise sparkling time to be Fletcher. However, the Agency did not send another expedition after us, and it looked like the guy had lied about my mom being captured.

When Poppy returned, it was with good news: my mother had successfully cured the God of Utensils, all members of that expedition were safe and accounted for. We still had four bond mates who weren’t with their humans, but two of them were reunited with me after four days of travel.

Chrysta, Larelle, Shakindria, Vellenia, and Regina were all excited to see me, as were Tweedle Dee and Muppin. Airaconda was delighted to be back with Tara, and kept booping her stomach with its airy nose.

I grinned at my mom and began rushing towards her open arms when it happened.

Everyone froze mid cheer.

This time, the presence was something familiar, something I could feel.

“Welcome back,” I said.

The black void that hung in the air chuckled. “Miss me?”

“I was wondering if you were done visiting me or not.”

“I was surprised to see you pick up the god in your arms and take them to their partner.”

“I was surprised they didn’t start getting it on right away,” I replied. Finally, she came into view, looking something like a human, something like a kangaroo, and something like neither. Shrouded in darkness as she was, it was impossible to tell what she looked like. On the other hand, I felt like I hadn’t seen those powerful, long legs before, or that expansive bust. I definitely hadn’t noticed the tail before, long and curving. She had to be a psychic aspect. She was probably also dark, or some aspect I’d never encountered before that could stop time. Divine aspect would make sense.

“Now that I’ve been watching you full time,” the creature said, “I have to say I am impressed with your ability to mate with all these varied and inhuman creatures.”

“I aim to please,” I said.

“You seem to give out quite a lot of pleasure indeed,” she said, and her words were laced with some dark amusement, and also some arousal. It must have turned her on to watch me go at it with a dragon girl, a slime girl, a smoke porcupine, a tangle of vines, a poison tentacle girl, and all the others.

“That’s something I can supply,” I told her, “if the fancy strikes you.”

“Oh, I couldn’t possibly.”

“If you tell me who your bond is, I can arrange for it.” The truth was though, I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to break away from either of my quests in order to convince Jocinda to stop her Nakamamon from wrecking havoc all over the continent, breaking gods… if she really was responsible for that after all.

“Like I said,” she purred, “I couldn’t possibly.”

“Your bond mate must have you on a short leash,” I said. “What a shame.”

“You know nothing of any such arrangement, especially one you’ve only postulated to exist.”

This is Christopher striking a nerve.

“A being of such power, with such restrictions,” I breathed. “Does your master let you have any fun whatsoever? Or is it just running around and breaking gods left and right?”

She regarded me in silence.

“I’d like to reunite with my mother, again, if you please. What’s your purpose in coming?” I asked, not willing to further taunt and get on the bad side of a creature that could stop time.

There was a mental clearing of her throat. I can’t explain more than that, except that it sounded and felt like she was getting something out of there, and it happened in my mind.

“I have a proposal for you,” she said smoothly. Her arrogance and self-satisfaction were back.

“Go on,” I told her.

“The Agency won’t track you, or try to capture you, any longer, so long as you stay out of their way. No more attempting to bring earthlings back through the portal for healing. Your mother lives here now, and so do you.”

That wasn’t going to work. My mother and father needed to be together. Not only was I going to have to get her back through the portal to earth, I’d have to help her bypass the Agency to reunite with my dad. The only other option was to bring him, and possibly Sarah, Brayden, and the new baby through to live out their lives here.

“And what do you get in return?” I asked.

“Instead of battling the Agency, a battle you will lose, you should simply… continue healing gods. As I have told you, there are several sick gods.”

A map opened in my UI, unbidden. I’d never seen a map of this world before… and I still wasn’t seeing one. This was a map maybe the size of California, maybe the size of the continental United States. It was tough to say, but it definitely wasn’t a globe.

Red reticles appeared, circling around several more locations like snipers sighting targets in. Beside them, the names of the villages, towns, and gods also appeared: Saxwhacket was directly north of here, followed by another further north, and another even further north. After the fourth slowly spinning dot, I found an enormous blank spot on the map labeled DEEP WILDS. It spread out east and west, and even dipped south as it reached a far western area.

Ingenuity didn’t have to turn a lightbulb on over my head.

This is Christopher being sent on a mission to meet Jocinda.
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Postlude

“Mom,” I said, and rushed into her arms.

I had gotten to age twenty-one by this point. We hadn’t had a birthday celebration and maybe we would, but it didn’t matter. I was still glad to see my mother alive, walking around, healthy, smiling.

The hug made tears well up. I fought them back and gave her a reassuring smile.

“You did it,” she said.

“So did you apparently.” I turned a furious look over her shoulder at all the girls, and Alan. They had allowed her to go under the water, and try to fix whatever situation was down there. I hadn’t even done an underwater god, and I was able to breathe down there.

Larelle and Chrysta had the good grace to appear contrite, but Regina smirked at me. Together with Vellenia, Shakindria, Tweedle Dee, Garnet, McCauley Skulkins, Airaconda, Alan, and sometimes Fairy Poppins, she had an army behind her.

“I assume you used Alan’s research materials.” She nodded.

“And you… picked up a god with your bare hands?”

My mom knew just how to undercut me any time I could rightfully claim to be annoyed, and lighten the atmosphere… or in this case turn the tables right back at me.

“I have a skill called Divine Resistance,” I told her.

“And I have a battalion of your friends,” she said.

“Yeah yeah,” I said. “Just don’t… don’t surround yourself by certain death again without me being there, okay?”

“So long as you agree not to take on all the responsibility yourself,” she said. I scowled again. “What’s next?”

“I would like very much to gather the ingredients I think I’ll need to beat your cancer,” I told her. “That said, there are several sick gods up further north. The ones that are in the middle of nowhere we could probably skirt around, but the others in population centers need to be cured.”

“If they’re sick, we cure them,” she said.

I smiled, and sighed, and smiled. She was always going to put others first. She’d probably be crocheting a hat for her grandkids on her death bed.

And then Regina gave me such a look that I knew I was going to be having sex before the sun went down.

This is the end of Monster Girl Rescue Corps: Book Four
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