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1
Blushing Bridesmaids


The early morning mist clung to the ground like a soft, silvery veil, shrouding Lucky Nickel Acres in an otherworldly quiet. The faint shapes of the barns and fencing emerged as hazy silhouettes, their edges blurred by the dense fog.

Through the mist, ghostly figures moved gracefully—Meadow and the other demi-beasts tending to the morning chores with a serene efficiency.

Meadow's long brown hair glistened with dew as she led a pair of cows to the pasture, her gentle humming barely audible over the faint rustle of hooves on damp earth. A slender sheep-girl darted through the fog with a basket full of fresh feed, her woolly ears bobbing like clouds as she passed. Further off, the quiet clatter of buckets and the soft nicker of horses punctuated the stillness. The farm seemed to breathe in unison with its caretakers, the mist wrapping around them like a blessing as they prepared the land for a day that promised to change everything.

Today was the day that Benjamin Nickels was marrying Alicia Steelwright, daughter of Grimsby’s magistrate. Everyone on the farm—which had grown substantially with the addition of Cornelius Ashburn’s livestock and freed demi-beast slaves—hurried through the mists to get their chores done before the wedding.

Fortunately, with so many extra hands, the work would go quickly, and Meadow—who had taken on the role of leader amongst the new demi-beast recruits—had insisted that her team could handle the farmwork while Ben and the girls got ready for the ceremony. She was more than happy to help out; Ben had been helping her since the day she and the other freed slaves had arrived at Lucky Nickel Acres.

Meadow surveyed her workers as they quickly and efficiently moved through their checklists, cleaning pens and stalls, supplying fresh feed and hay to the horses and cows, collecting the scant few eggs produced by the traumatized chickens and ducks, and trying not to get too close to the pair of cantankerous turkeys that guarded the fowl yards.

Of all the animals on the farm, the birds were suffering the most. Ashburn’s only Harpy demi-beast, a withered old crone of a bird-woman, had finally given in and perished of despair a few weeks before the industrialist’s death, and the various flocks of domestic fowl he’d had on the hellish factory farm had quickly begun to succumb to the starvation and disease that threatened all of Ashburn’s malnourished, ill-treated livestock.

While Meadow did wish the old Harpy had survived long enough to see Ashburn’s downfall, she was grateful that the poor demi-beast was finally at peace now. Although the Harpy had hardly been older than Meadow in years—all living demi-beasts had been alive since before the war, a thousand years ago—she had spent most of her life in slavery, which had sapped her of her will to live, aging her in a way that demi-beasts did not experience under normal circumstances.

Meadow, on the other hand, had been free until only very recently and her spirit had remained strong. Now, she and all the others who had been enslaved by Ashburn were free once more, and soon their animal herds and flocks would be hale and healthy.

At least, the cows, sheep, goats, pigs, and rabbits would be. Meadow could only hope they’d be able to find another Harpy soon enough that no more birds died, as the chickens, ducks, and turkeys were dwindling.

Queen Quincie—the irritating and irritable little Felina who was always stalking about like a sneak and eyeing Meadow’s full, swaying chest with her ravenous golden eyes—had mentioned seeing a Harpy in the woods beyond the farm. But Meadow wasn’t sure if the cat-girl was to be believed, or if she was just looking for an excuse to hang around, hoping for a dish of cream.

Meadow’s milk was Superior quality, bestowing healing and stat-boost properties rarely granted by the system. She’d successfully kept this a secret for hundreds of years, knowing that she’d be hunted down and enslaved if humans ever found out, since her milk could also be used to keep malnourished animals alive much longer than they should be—something the land barons sought to do to maximize their profits regardless of the suffering it caused.

Meadow had thought her secret would be revealed when she was captured by demi-beast slavers and sold to Ashburn. Fortunately, Ashburn had been particularly ignorant of demi-beast magic and never asked her for more than any other dairy Holstaur could provide—her job was simply to keep his cows alive and producing some watery milk to sell at exorbitant prices at the market. Meadow shuddered to think that the people in Grimsby had never had real, high-quality milk or cream, and so didn’t know that they were being ripped off. But that was something she aimed to change in the future.

She had hoped to keep her secret, even at this new home, just to be safe.

The little Felina had seemed to sense Meadow’s power the moment she saw her, though, and it seemed she was always turning a corner to find the naked, pregnant cat-girl watching her with those hungry golden eyes, and licking her lips.

It hadn’t taken Meadow long to decide that keeping her secret was futile and selfish, though. And she really did want to help her fellow demi-beasts, just not at the expense of her own health and well-being. Without someone to milk her, it was simply too much work to nourish all the demi-beasts who needed her magical cream. But Ben had happily offered to help express the enchanted liquid from her breasts, and they’d made it a priority to give each of the freed demi-beast slaves a serving a day in order to help them heal from the trauma of life on Ashburn’s hellish operation.

Sadly for the perpetually hungry catgirl, that meant Queen Quincie wasn’t getting any cream until all the other demi-beasts were as healthy as could be!

And it would stay that way, unless she could find a way to lure the wild Harpy into their fold.

Meadow and Ben had negotiated this with the cat-girl after much yowling, spitting, and hissing at the Holstaur’s refusal to give in to Quincie’s demands.

But Meadow was not going to be pushed around by a tiny cat-girl, even if her enormous pregnant belly was adorable and made Meadow long to carry her own babies someday.

That, too, would have to wait.

Ben wasn’t going to impregnate any more females until these three had given birth, and Meadow wasn’t going to allow herself to be distracted by the promise of breeding until she was certain all the demi-beasts and livestock under her care were recovered from the horrors of Ashburn’s abuse.

Now Meadow’s eyes traveled to the woods, barely a shadow through the morning mists, hoping to catch a glimpse of the bird woman who could save their flocks. While she did want the Harpy to appear, for the sake of the chickens, ducks, and turkeys, she had to admit she wanted it for herself, too.

Her breasts ached, reminding her that there was one more chore she needed to tend to before the wedding.

One that she needed Ben to help her with.

One that, every day, reinforced her desire for the man who had saved them.

Gods above, she wanted to be bred by him, which was made even worse by the fact that the system reminded her every day that she was ready. She’d amassed so many Pleasure Points from Ben’s milking it was a wonder she didn’t become pregnant via osmosis.

She glanced back at the house, where Ben, Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie were getting ready for the big day, feeling her longing transform into a physical heat and wetness between her thighs.

Meadow hoped Ben wouldn’t mind making time for her that morning, too. She was happy to make sure all the other chores were done, but she needed him to milk her. That was one chore she couldn’t manage on her own.

She didn’t want to ruin the wedding by becoming a spectacle. But now that she was used to being milked every day, it was a chore she couldn’t skip without painful, leaky consequences.

Meadow bit her lip, wondering if it would be rude of her to interrupt their preparations with her request. But the more she thought about it, the more acute the pressure in her chest became, seeming to swell bigger and bigger until she felt certain she would explode.

And it would be far ruder to wait until Ben was already dressed in his groom’s finery, wouldn’t it?

Giving a final glance around the farm to ensure everything else was in order, Meadow made her way toward the farmhouse, feeling achy, desperate, and more than a little bit excited at the prospect of having Ben’s hands on her breasts.
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The living room was warm and cozy, the crackling fire in the hearth casting flickering golden light across the room. Shadows danced on the walls, weaving through the old, well-loved furniture that had been there long before Ben had come to Lucky Nickel Acres.

The familiar scent of burning wood mingled with the faint aroma of lavender from the sachets Spirit had tucked into every corner of the house. For a moment, the outside world felt distant—its challenges, triumphs, and even the chaos of the wedding preparations all softened by the intimate glow of the fire.

Ben sat back on the sofa, his hands resting on his knees, watching as Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie huddled over three carefully wrapped parcels sitting on the braided rug in the center of the room.

Outside, Meadow and the other demi-beasts worked diligently on the farm, preparing for the wedding celebrations. But inside, in the familiar warmth of the living room, it was just the four of them again. Intimate. Familiar. And utterly perfect.

For a brief moment, it felt as though time had turned back, as though the whirlwind of growth and change Lucky Nickel Acres had undergone over the past weeks had paused just for them.

Alicia’s packages had arrived that morning, delivered with a note in her delicate handwriting that told the girls to open them together. Tradition kept Ben from seeing his bride until the ceremony, but there was no rule against him spending time with the bridesmaids, and Alicia had gone to great lengths to make them feel as special as she did. Each parcel was wrapped in crisp brown paper and tied with soft, pale blue twine, and the girls sat cross-legged on the plush rug, their fingers itching to untie the bows.

"Go on," Ben said, a grin tugging at the corner of his lips as he lounged back on the old sofa. "Open them already. I want to see what kind of magic Alicia’s worked this time."

Spirit’s fingers danced eagerly over her bow, her bright blue eyes sparkling with excitement. “Do you think they’ll really be as fancy as she said? Dresses from the capital’s fashion district sound so… extravagant!”

Rosie snorted, her golden curls bouncing as she untied her package with practiced efficiency.

“If they’re too fancy, I’ll probably trip over mine and make a fool of myself,” she muttered, though there was a touch of pink in her cheeks at the thought.

Ben privately thought that if that happened, he might not be able to stop himself from taking advantage of the curvaceous Porcina while she was all tangled up with her round rump in the air.

Quincie was last to start, fiddling with her twine as though reluctant to admit her own anticipation.

“If mine’s too frilly, I’m burning it,” she declared with a haughty flick of her black tail. Her golden eyes gleamed with her usual snark, but the way her ears twitched betrayed her excitement. She batted at the string again. “But I do like this. Squiggly, wriggly little string… like a rat tail, the way it twitches. Makes me want to pounce!”

Ben chuckled softly, watching them with an affection so deep it made his chest ache. Each of them had a way of lighting up the room—Spirit with her earnest sweetness, Rosie with her blunt charm, and Quincie with her biting tongue that hid a heart of gold. And now, as they tugged open their parcels, they seemed to glow even brighter.

Spirit was the first to gasp as she lifted her dress from the wrapping. It was a soft, ethereal blue, the color of a cloudless summer sky. The fabric was light and flowing, accented with delicate lace around the hem and bodice. “Oh, it’s beautiful!” she breathed, holding it against herself and twirling as though she could already see how it would look. Her bubblegum pink hair shimmered in the flickering light of the fireplace, and Ben couldn’t help but marvel at how perfect the dress was for her.

And, with the prominent swell of her pregnant belly pushing against the fabric, he also couldn’t wait to see her undress to try it on. He never grew tired of seeing the swollen, fertile bodies of his female demi-beasts, and the knowledge that each of them was carrying his child.

Soon, he would be married to a beautiful woman and celebrating fatherhood with his demi-beast lovers. What more could a man ask for?

Besides the laws to change so that he could marry all four of the women he loved.

But there would be time for that. And he wasn’t going to let outdated laws get in the way of the happiness of his family in the meantime. They didn’t need a piece of paper to prove their love for one another, or to welcome children into the world.

If the powers-that-be in Faerowilde didn’t like it, they could take it up with the system, which had not only given Ben the magic necessary to start his farm, but had given him the ability to breed with the ancient, powerful magical beings that humans had been oppressing since the end of the war. The system obviously wanted Ben to do exactly what he was doing, and there was no one in Faerowilde powerful enough to disagree with it.

It was like being chosen by God.

Rosie held her own dress aloft, a dusty pink gown with delicate linen beneath the lace trim. The color brought out the golden undertones of her hair, making her rich brown eyes shine.

“Well, I’ll be damned,” she muttered, clearly impressed despite herself. She looked up at Ben, a crooked grin softening her usually stern expression. “Think I can pull this off, boss?”

Ben smiled, shaking his head in awe. “Rosie, you could wear a potato sack and still steal the show. But that dress? It’s perfect for you. And I guarantee that as soon as you put it on, I’m going to want to pull it off. If you don’t believe me, try it.”

Quincie was silent as she unfolded her dress, a rich yellow creation that caught the light like a sunflower in bloom. The golden tones set off her dark hair and highlighted her sharp, feline eyes. But she scowled, trying to hide the way her tail swished with delight.

“Yellow? Really? What am I, a daffodil?” she grumbled, though her snark lacked its usual bite.

“More like a lioness,” Ben said, his voice low and warm as he met her gaze.

Quincie’s ears flicked back, her cheeks darkening ever so slightly. She hugged the dress close to her chest, muttering something about “too much lace” but not fooling anyone.

“Let’s try them on!” Spirit said, her excitement infectious. She darted behind the screen set up in the corner, her tail swishing behind her. Ben could only watch her silhouette as she undressed, and he was tempted to tell her to come out from behind it so he could see her properly, but the soft, rounded shadow of her pregnant form was sexy in its own way.

When Spirit stepped out, Ben felt his breath catch. The dress clung to her in all the right places, flowing around her in soft waves that made her look like she’d stepped straight out of a dream. Her bright pink hair framed her face perfectly, and her blue eyes shone like jewels. She turned to him, her expression uncertain. “Do you… do you like it?”

“Like it?” Ben rose to his feet, taking her hands gently. “Spirit, you look… radiant.”

Rosie and Quincie followed, each taking turns to step behind the screen and emerge transformed.

Rosie adjusted the sleeves of her dress as she stepped out with a mixture of confidence and awkwardness. The pink fabric complemented her golden curls and dimpled smile so perfectly that Ben wondered if Alicia had somehow known exactly what would suit her best.

“Well?” she asked, hands on her hips. “Do I look like a bridesmaid or a cotton candy disaster?”

Ben laughed, shaking his head. “You look extremely edible, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“I suppose that will have to do,” the curvy Porcina said with a soft snort of laughter. “Though we might raise some eyebrows at the wedding if you start snuffling up my skirts.”

“Give me some credit, Rosie,” Ben said with a grin. “I do have some self restraint.”

“Not much, or we wouldn’t all be waddling around like we’re trying to smuggle pumpkins into a fancy-dress ball,” Quincie grumbled from behind the screen.

Finally, after a bit of hissing and yowling and a few choice words that would make a pirate blush, the catgirl emerged, her yellow dress swishing as she fiddled with the hem. Her black ears twitched nervously, and her tail lashed behind her, but her golden eyes sparkled. Her dress hugged her petite frame, accentuating her round belly, which made her look more adorable than intimidating.

It was a challenge getting the catgirl to wear any clothes at all, let alone a gorgeous bespoke gown from the capital, and when Quincie emerged both Spirit and Rosie gasped at her transformation. She looked every inch the queen she insisted people call her.

“All right, laugh it up, sluts” Quincie said, crossing her arms, and glowering at the other two. “I know I look ridiculous.”

“You look beautiful,” Ben said, his voice firm and honest. He stepped closer, placing a hand on her shoulder. “Really, my little queen. You’re glowing.”

For a moment, Quincie’s sharp facade faltered, and she ducked her head, mumbling, “Yeah, well, don’t get used to it.”

The girls stood together, their dresses shimmering in the firelight as fog swirled outside the windows. Each one of them was unique, radiant, and full of life. Ben’s heart swelled as he looked at them, knowing that their pregnancies represented something he’d never dared to hope for: a family. His family.

Lucky Nickel Acres wasn’t just a farm anymore—it was a home, a sanctuary, and a promise of a brighter future.

Spirit’s voice broke through his thoughts. “Ben,” she said softly, taking his hand. “Thank you. For everything. For… this.” Her other hand rested gently on her belly, and Ben felt his throat tighten.

Rosie smirked, jabbing him lightly in the side. “Yeah, you big softie. But don’t think we’re gonna let you slack off just ‘cause you’ve got us all dressed up.”

Quincie snickered, her tail curling up over her shoulder. “And don’t think this dress means I’m going to stop being a pain in your—”

“Quincie!” Spirit scolded, though she was smiling. “You’re going to have to get this language under control once we have little ones underfoot, you know.”

The catgirl’s eyes widened and she looked at Spirit with shock. “You’re worried about my language and you’re planning to step on them? I’m keeping my babies away from your clumsy clomping hooves, pony-girl.”

Ben laughed, pulling all three of them into a gentle embrace. The silliness of their constant bickering had become a comfort to him in the past few weeks, now that he knew there was no real animosity behind any of the teasing. Imagining a life full of more playful spats warmed his heart.

“I don’t deserve any of you,” he said, his voice thick with emotion. “But I’m going to spend the rest of my life trying to be worthy of you. We may not legally be allowed to marry, but I want you to think of this as our wedding, too. The officiator might only recognize one new bride today, but as far as I’m concerned, I’m marrying all four of you.”

Spirit sniffled, Rosie rolled her eyes with a fond smile, and Quincie muttered, “Damn it, stop crying. I have an allergy to other people crying. It makes my eyes all watery and my nose itches and other people think I’m crying, which is just embarrassing. Now, let me go, before I scratch someone.”

But she didn’t pull away. Instead, she started purring, and rubbed her head against Ben’s hand, making the other two smile. Her purr grew louder, her tail swishing back and forth and lifting higher, as she leaned into Ben’s chest, kneading his firm muscles with her fingers.

“Mmmm… Uh… does getting married make you extra horny?” Quincie added, looking up at Ben with her bright yellow eyes. “Or…”

“You’re always horny,” Rosie teased, scratching the catgirl behind the ears.

Spirit giggled.

“Shut up, sluts,” Quincie hissed. “You’re ones to talk… Look at you. You’re both as big as houses!”

In that moment, surrounded by the women he loved and preparing to welcome another into the fold, Ben knew without a doubt that he was the luckiest man in Faerowilde.

He grinned mischievously, lifting the skirts of Quincie’s dress up, slipping her tail through the hole in the back of the bodice to expose her bare bottom and—as she bent over to present herself to him—her swollen, juicy lips.

“I suppose we have time to take care of that before the wedding,” he said. “We wouldn’t want you to be distracted, after all. It’s a very important day and I want you on your best behavior.”

He slid his fingers inside the purring catgirl as she collapsed upon his chest. “Mmmm, yes, Master. Pet me like that!”

“Oh, me too, please,” Spirit said, her ivory ears twitching as she watched Ben tending to Quincie’s needs. “I definitely don’t want to be distracted!”

Rosie licked her lips, glancing between the other two.

“I’ll clean them up when you’re done with them, boss,” she said, blushing deeply. “Make sure they’re presentable.”

“You can all help to clean each other up,” Ben said sternly. “Equal partners get equal treatment. And you’re getting your share of attention, too, Rosie.”

Ben lifted Quincie’s chin and kissed her until she moaned, then directed the catgirl to the sofa where she knelt on the cushions with her ass high in the air, ready to receive him. Then he pulled Spirit in for a kiss and made her get on the couch next to Quincie. Rosie’s pink ears twitched and she blushed as he grabbed her hand and tugged her, first into his arms for a kiss of her own, and then onto the couch next to Spirit.

Soon, each of the girls had their skirts up, their asses in the air, and their glistening pussies wet and waiting for their promised reward. As Ben surveyed the buffet of Bacchanalian delights before him, he couldn’t help but smile.

One, two, three, blushing bridesmaids…

He was definitely the luckiest man to ever live.

And by the end of the day, he’d be one bride luckier!


2
Magical Milk


Meadow paused on the wooden porch of the old farmhouse, listening to the moans, grunts, and lustful screams of Ben’s chosen ones as they received the blessing of his seed. Through the curtains she could see flashes of movement as the big man bred his harem, and even those shadows were enough to make Meadow ache with longing. She should have known they would take this moment of solitude for an opportunity to mate.

While she tried not to be jealous, she found it difficult not to wish it was her in the other girls’ place. And her alone.

Ben was more than enough man for any and all of the demi-beasts on Lucky Nickel Acres farm, she had no doubt about that. Her time would come. When it was her turn, though, she didn’t intend to share Ben with anyone. Every precious moment between them would be hers and no one else’s.

She leaned against the door and waited for them to finish, while a hand absently slipped inside her shorts, stroking the wet heat between her legs as she imagined it was her moaning and gasping with pleasure inside the cozy farmhouse.

Her breasts throbbed, aching with need. As she fingered her sex, picturing Ben’s strong hands spreading her thighs, she began to tremble. Suddenly, a rush of pleasure quivered through her limbs, making fireworks burst behind her closed eyelids.

“Oooooh, fuck!” Meadow gasped as she brought herself to climax, her nipples released a jet of warm cream that soaked the front of her shirt.

Before she had recovered the shock of the unexpectedly abrupt orgasm, a system notification popped up in her HUD.

Achievement Unlocked: Cream Queen

This achievement rewards dairy Holstaurs who maintain a minimum of ten Pleasure Points in their breeding menu. Milk and cream produced in the hour following orgasm has a 50% chance of being Legendary Quality.

Meadow was surprised by the thick, sweet scent of the milk that rose up to her in the cool, crisp air. It was much stronger than usual. Curious, she touched the front of her shirt, then brought her damp fingers to her mouth.

A tingle of powerful magic warmed her tongue and Meadow’s eyes widened in shock. Her orgasm had transformed her Superior Quality milk into something even stronger!

She’d never even heard of Legendary items outside stories from before the war. With this, she would be able to help the other demi-beasts recover even faster. And soon, she could use her magic to empower all of the livestock on Ben’s farm!

The pretty dairy Holstaur was so distracted by this revelation that she didn’t hear when Ben and the girls finished their romp, and she yelped as the door swung open and three blushing, pregnant beauties in lacy bridesmaid dresses pranced out onto the porch, looking flushed and glowing from their time with Ben.

“Hello Meadow,” Spirit beamed at her. “I hope we didn’t keep you waiting. You must need Ben to milk you before the wedding!”

Meadow felt her cheeks burning as she nodded. “Yes, I… didn’t want to interrupt.”

Quincie’s eyes latched onto her soaked shirt, where the wet fabric clung to her enormous breasts and their rock-hard nipples. The little cat girl licked her lips. “Mmmm, snackies! Can’t I have just a little taste?”

“Quincie,” Ben’s voice warned from inside the house before he appeared in the doorway to give her a stern glare. “Leave poor Meadow alone. If you want her cream, you know what you have to do. We talked about this.”

“You and that stupid Harpy,” the catgirl muttered under her breath, crossing her arms and scowling. “Her pussy won’t taste half as good as mine. Don’t know why you even want her.”

“She’s not for me,” Ben said, shaking his head. “We need her to help the birds on the farm, remember? If you want to be able to eat chicken for dinner every night, we need our chickens to be healthy.”

Seemingly against her own will, Quincie licked her lips again. “Mmm, I do like tasty chickens. And ducks. And turkeys. I can’t wait to eat one of those big fat jerks. They chase my kitties! I bet they taste delicious… like revenge…”

Rosie grabbed the salivating catgirl by the shoulders and steered her away, casting Meadow a grin. “Don’t worry, I’ll keep her busy while Ben milks you.”

“Thanks, Rosie,” Ben said as the trio of pregnant demi-beasts stepped off the porch and into the misty grass. “We won’t be long.”

Meadow shivered as she took in the large farmer’s broad, strong chest and powerful shoulders. His plain linen tunic was stretched tight over his muscles, revealing rather than concealing his obvious strength. Her gaze traveled over his bulging biceps and thick, veiny forearms, then lingered on his hands. She felt her breasts leak again, just at the sight of them, knowing they’d soon be massaging and squeezing her.

Ben reached out an arm and wrapped it around Meadow’s waist, guiding her through the doorway like a treasured guest. It was all Meadow could do not to melt into his embrace and beg him to forget his rules, and breed her as well. But she didn’t want to come across as too desperate, not when he was already doing so much for her and the other demi-beasts.

Just as he was about to close the door, Ben paused, leaning through the door to call out to the others one final word of instruction. “Try not to let our naughty catgirl ruin her dress!”

“We’ll pick flowers for our bouquets,” Spirit said, flicking her bright pink tail behind her. “And Queen Quincie will be on her best behavior, I promise.”

“What do you know?” Quincie spat, squirming in Rosie’s strong grip. “I don’t have to do anything you say. I’ll be bad if I want to! You can’t make me—”

Her voice was cut off as Ben closed the door, turning to smile at Meadow. He chuckled. “Sorry about that,” he said. “She’s really very sweet once you get to know her.”

Meadow smiled shyly. “If it weren’t for those sharp claws and teeth of hers, I’d be more willing to believe you.”

“If she gets too pushy, just let me know,” Ben said. “I can handle her. Now, let’s get you taken care of, shall we? Looks like you’re more than ready.”

Meadow’s face burned as she saw his eyes move to her wet shirt. “Thank you,” she said, her voice suddenly catching in her throat. “I’m definitely in need.”

She thought she would get used to his milking her, and the lust that it inspired in her the first few times would eventually dissipate. Instead, every day her desire for him seemed to grow. And now that the system was going to reward her for cumming before or during the milking process, her desire was only going to be worse.

Meadow bit her lip as she wondered if she should tell Ben about this new achievement, or wait until he was ready to breed her. She didn’t want to make things awkward for them before it was her turn.

But… it would be nice if he could help her come while he milked her…

“Are you all right?” Ben asked, sensing her hesitation. “You seem shyer than you usually are. I haven’t done something to make you feel uncomfortable, have I? If you prefer, we could train one of the girls to milk you instead.”

Quickly, Meadow shook her head. “No, no, nothing like that. I’ve been looking forward to this all morning. It’s just… uh… never mind. Maybe we should just start.”

“Meadow,” Ben said, using the same stern tone he’d used with Quincie earlier. “If something is bothering you, we need to talk about it. There are no secrets at Lucky Nickel Acres, and no topic of discussion is off limits if you need something from me, or anyone else. Tell me.”

Meadow felt like she might die of embarrassment. She prided herself on being a leader among the new demi-beasts, and she didn’t like having to ask for help with anything. But this was different.

“It’s not that I don’t want to talk to you about it,” she started, her voice cracking slightly. “It’s just that… it might be better discussed once you… uh… are free to breed me.”

Ben’s eyebrow raised at that.

“Meadow, I understand that you might feel hesitant to discuss certain things with me, but rest assured that I am here to help you in any way I can. If it's related to your milk, or anything else, please don't hesitate to share your thoughts and concerns. I want you to be happy and healthy."

Meadow's eyes widened at the farmer's reassurance, feeling a bit lighter as he spoke. "Thank you, Ben," she said softly. "I appreciate your understanding."

“Do you want to be bred?” he asked gently. “I haven’t brought it up because I know you’ve been through a lot, and you’ve been so focused on helping the others recover from their ordeal. You know your place here has no strings attached. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do.”

“I know…” she said, brushing a strand of hair from her eyes and looking away. “I do want to help the others recover before we think about the rest. But…”

She longed to tell him how much she wanted just that, how she dreamed of sneaking moments alone with him, how the time he spent milking her had been some of the best of her entire life. She wanted to tell him that the system was recognizing and rewarding her desire for him, and that her body would do incredible things once she gave into that desire.

But she didn’t have to tell him all that now. He could milk her like normal, and she’d still benefit from the orgasm she’d given herself. Maybe it was better to wait until after the wedding to have this discussion.

Meadow kept her gaze on the floor, afraid at what she might see in his face if she looked up. Did he want her as much as she wanted him? She hoped so. She hoped someday he would look at her the way he looked at Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie. But if she saw open desire in his eyes now, she might not be able to stop herself from begging him to fuck her and making everything awkward.

“Now isn’t the time,” she said with a sigh. “Let’s talk after the wedding, once Alicia is all settled in.”

Ben put a hand on her shoulder and she made herself look up into his smiling face. “Sure,” he said. “Business as usual then, today? I’ve got the milk pails in the kitchen. I know it’s not the best set up, but until we get the Creamery built, I guess it will have to do.”

Meadow nodded wordlessly and followed him into the small kitchen as Ben pulled out the cushioned kneeling pad he’d made for her to make the process as comfortable as possible. She knelt on the pad, placing her forearms on the edge of the table, and leaned forward so that her laden breasts swung away from her body.

“I’m ready,” she said, her voice almost a whisper.
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Ben placed the milk pails on the floor beneath her, then rolled up the bottom of her shirt, exposing her skin and making her gasp. Cream already dripped from her nipples, as if they were so full they could no longer contain the bounty.

He’d milked Meadow every day since she’d arrived at Lucky Nickel Acres, and every day he was amazed at the powerful arousal he felt in her presence. While he knew he couldn’t take on another lover until Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie had made it to term in their pregnancies, he’d been tempted on more than one occasion to get the process started with Meadow.

He could tell how much she enjoyed being milked, her body giving off a heady, lusty scent the moment his hands touched her. And he was rock hard instantly, as soon as her shirt was lifted.

Meadow had the most incredible breasts he’d ever seen or imagined. And when she knelt on the ground before him, gazing up at him with her huge, brown eyes, she looked so vulnerable that Ben immediately wanted to claim her, breed her, and protect her as he had the others.

But the Demi-Beast Husbandry for Fun and Profit handbook that had guided his progress as a demi-beast breeder since his arrival in Faerowilde was clear on the fact that, if he wanted his offspring to be as strong and healthy as they could be, he shouldn’t overextend himself. Pregnant demi-beast females required sexual attention multiple times a day, using the magic of his seed to nourish their wombs. And even with the system giving him unlimited sexual stamina, Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie had proved to be near insatiable since he’d gotten them with child.

Meadow had never come outright and said that she wanted to be bred, either, which made Ben hesitant to push her too far. Part of him worried that she felt she needed to offer her body in payment for staying at the farm, and until he was completely clear that this wasn’t the case, he knew he needed to keep as much distance between them as he could—emotionally, if not physically, given the nature of her needs as a dairy Holstaur.

“You’re very full today,” he said as he came to stand behind her. “It must be uncomfortable.”

Meadow nodded, biting her lip as she gazed up at him, her silken ears just visible in the thick brown waves of hair that cascaded down her back. “The more you milk me, the more milk I seem to produce. It’s very… stimulating.”

Ben swallowed. She wasn’t kidding about that. And the flush in her cheeks suggested she was well on her way to being stimulated even before he’d touched her. Which he had to do, no matter how desperate or uncomfortable it made either of them. They couldn’t let her precious milk go to waste.

“Here goes,” he said. “Try to relax.”

“Mmmhmm,” she said, tearing her gaze away and resting her forehead on her arms. She was already breathing heavily.

Heat seared Ben’s fingertips as he stroked the sides of her breasts, the way she’d taught him to do in order to bring the milk down. He could feel the tension in her body, and he knew she was as eager for his touch as he was to touch her.

Meadow’s nipples were hard and pointy as he brushed them with his palms, scraping him like diamonds begging to be grasped tightly. His cock stirred and throbbed, but he pushed the thought aside for now.

He began massaging Meadow's breasts, gently kneading the soft flesh. He could feel her heart racing underneath his fingertips each time he brought his hands closer to her chest before squeezing gently downward to release a stream of milk into the metal pail.

“Ooohhh,” Meadow moaned softly, arching her back slightly to offer herself up to him.

There was no doubt that she was as aroused as he was, and the knowledge made Ben’s groin ache despite the fact that he’d only just unloaded several rounds of pleasure into his bridesmaids. He ran his thumbs over the Holstaur beauty’s sensitive nipples, feeling them harden even more under his touch, before he tugged and squeezed another stream of cream into the pail.

With a gentle rhythm, Ben squeezed and pumped Meadow's breasts, milking her with the practiced motion he’d learned worked best. The cream flowed from her nipples in steady bursts, filling first one, and then the other milk pail, with her rich, pale golden nectar.

Meadow let out a soft gasp with each squeeze, her body trembling with pleasure.

As he continued his ministrations, Ben’s arousal grew. His desire for Meadow was almost overwhelming, but he knew breeding her would be all the sweeter for the torture they were putting themselves through now.

If that did end up being what she wanted, in the end.

But Ben remained focused on the task at hand, determined not to let his own desires interfere with their budding relationship or make Meadow feel uncomfortable for her needs as a demi-beast.

As Meadow's moans grew louder and more insistent as Ben continued his work, he began to wonder if her body was responding to his touch in newly heightened ways.

Ben tugged on her nipples gently, pulling them slightly away from her body. Meadow's breath hitched, and she trembled as the cream began spraying in full force. Ben smirked as he saw how quickly the buckets were filling that morning. She not only had more milk, but she seemed to be enjoying her milking even more that day than she ever had before. With each spray of warm milk into the buckets, his arousal intensified, but he continued his work as if he didn’t have a raging hardon attempting to burst free of his trousers.

With a gentle smile, Ben wrapped his fingers around one of her nipples and gave it a firm squeeze. Meadow gasped at the sensation, her whole body tensing momentarily before releasing a wave of relaxation. “Oooh, oh fuck, Ben…”

Milk rushed from her breasts, dripping down her belly, as she began to shake.

“Are you all right?” Ben asked, his voice coming out a little raspy with the effort of holding his desire back. “Should I stop?”

“No!” she gasped. “No, don’t stop! I’m… I’m just… Ooooh, my god, I’ve never…”

She seemed at a complete loss for words, but the buckets were near to overflowing, and Ben could smell an even sweeter scent than usual emanating from the liquid. Her body tensed and quivered beneath his hands, and when she squeezed her thighs together suddenly, Ben realized what was happening.

“Meadow, did you just come?” he asked, still massaging gently as her breasts slowly stopped dripping.

“Oh gods,” she gasped. “I’m so sorry…”

“I know you need to be milked every day,” he said, smiling down at the trembling cow-girl. “But I didn’t know you were enjoying it that much.”

“I’m sorry,” she repeated, hiding her face from him. “This is so embarrassing.”

“There’s nothing to be embarrassed about,” Ben insisted, holding out a hand to help her back to her feet. “In fact, I’m relieved. I must admit, I enjoyed milking you so much that I was beginning to feel a bit guilty about it. If you get off on it, too, at least I feel like it’s a fair trade.”

He grinned, and she looked up at him with her cheeks blazing red. “I do enjoy it. A lot. That’s what I wanted to talk to you about… but…”

Ben glanced down at her enormous breasts, now soft and relaxed compared to how full and hard they’d been moments ago. Meadow blushed, realizing her shirt was still pulled up to her neck, and tugged the fabric back down in some semblance of modesty. Though with the way her nipples made shadows against the wet fabric, very little was left to the imagination.

“But today is a big day,” Ben said, finishing for her. “And we agreed to talk after the wedding.”

“Right,” Meadow said, her silky brown ears twitching in her hair. “I should go… you need to finish getting ready, and I…”

“You need to get ready too,” he said. “You are coming, aren’t you?”

She blushed again. “Well, I’m finished now, but I’m still a bit shaky—”

“To the wedding, I meant,” Ben said with a laugh.

“Oh! Yes, of course!”

Ben hardly thought it was possible for her face to get even redder, but it did.

“Good,” he said. “As soon as all of your girls have had a glass of your healing cream, I want you all to get ready. The magistrate is sending steam carriages to take us into town.”

Meadow’s eyes widened. “Oh… I’ve never… Yes, well…” she stammered as she bent to lift the buckets, biting her lip nervously. “I’ll see to the girls and make sure they’re all ready. Are you sure it’s all right that we attend?”

“Of course,” he said. “I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

She nodded, her brown waves bouncing at her shoulders. “Okay. I’ll get going then. Thank you, Ben.”

Meadow turned, her long, tufted cow-tail swishing behind her as she clomped out of the kitchen in a flurry of belated mortification, carrying her overflowing pails of cream, one in each hand.

Ben caught a glimpse of the pink flush between her thighs as she hurried out of the room, and decided then and there that the dairy Holstaur needed a little extra attention, whether or not he was ready to breed her.

It hadn’t escaped his attention that her orgasm had nearly doubled her milk supply, and before she’d taken the buckets away, Ben had noticed something else.

His HUD had labeled this batch differently from all the buckets of milk they’d produced before.

Raw Holstaur Cream – Legendary Quality

Extremely rare and highly prized, Legendary Raw Holstaur Cream is sought after by connoisseurs, nobles, and even alchemists for its unparalleled taste, texture, and magical properties. Consuming even a small amount can grant temporary boosts to vitality and endurance, while bakers, chefs, and potion-makers consider it a once-in-a-lifetime ingredient, elevating their creations to works of art.

System Note: Legendary dairy products like this can only be produced by Holstaur demi-beasts of exceptional health and spirit, whose bond with their caretaker is one of mutual respect, care, and purpose. Treat them well, and the rewards will speak for themselves.

It seemed like a little extra attention to Lucky Nickel Acres prized Holstaur would not only benefit Meadow, but potentially everyone else on the farm, too.

Plus, it definitely put the “fun” in Demi-Beast Husbandry for Fun and Profit.


3
Wedding Bells


Ben stood in front of the mirror in the farmhouse bedroom, adjusting the collar of the crisp white linen suit Alicia had sent him. It fit perfectly, the fabric soft and cool against his skin. He brushed his hands down the front of the jacket, marveling at the fine stitching and the subtle green thread embroidery that mimicked the patterns of vines—a nod to his work as a farmer.

He smiled to himself. Alicia had chosen well, because she knew him well. Though they had only met a short time ago, he felt a connection with her that he’d been seeking his entire former life, back in his old world. He looked down at the handkerchief she had included—green to match the stitching, the same green as Alicia’s emerald eyes. It was embroidered with their initials intertwined. Ben tucked it neatly into the breast pocket and sighed with contentment.

A knock at the door drew his attention, and he turned to see Spirit peeking in, her blue dress swirling around her legs as she leaned in with a teasing smile. “Ben, if you keep fussing over that suit, we’ll miss the wedding entirely,” she said, her pink hair shining in the soft morning light. Her full breasts, swollen with pregnancy, looked ready to burst out of the tight bodice as she peeked in at him.

Ben laughed and gave one last tug at his cuffs. “I’m coming, I’m coming. Just trying to make sure I look half as good as you do.

Spirit giggled and flounced off, leaving the door ajar as Ben turned back to the window.

The view outside made him pause. The mists had mostly burned away, leaving the farm bathed in a golden glow. Meadow stood near the front of the farmhouse, handing out small glass bottles of her fresh Holstaur cream to a gathering of demi-beasts.

The new arrivals, most of them Ovina and Lapina, accepted the bottles with wide eyes and murmured thanks. There were a handful of more docile Porcina and a Satyress or two, as well as some Equistar and Holstaur standing at the back. These demi-beasts were bigger and more imposing than the small, sweet sheep and bunny types.

While Spirit’s affinity was with wild horses—small, lithe, and fast—the new Equistar females looked aligned with draft horses. Besides Meadow, the Holstaur females were also bigger and stronger—beefier, for lack of a better word. Meadow was the only dairy Holstaur that had been on Ashburn’s farm.

Yet, as she handed out the bottles of restorative milk, she seemed stronger than the others. Their powerful forms still bore the marks of captivity—scarred wrists where chains once bound them, their postures wary despite the safety of the farm—as if they’d been broken in spirit if not in body.

Ben felt a swell of pride as he watched the women gathering around the pretty dairy Holstaur, but the feeling was mixed with sorrow. For so many of these demi-beasts, Lucky Nickel Acres was their first taste of freedom. It was the only place in Faerowilde, as far as he knew, where freedom for demi-beasts was even possible. He had promised himself when Meadow and the others arrived that he would make this farm their sanctuary. Now, as he watched Meadow’s calm confidence as she soothed the newcomers, he realized they were far more than just farmhands or workers. They were an extension of the family he was building—the sisters, aunts, cousins, and friends of the women he loved.

He let out a slow breath, gripping the windowsill. If Lucky Nickel Acres could become a safe haven, why couldn’t the rest of Faerowilde? It wasn’t enough to free a few demi-beasts and give them a home.

If his children—his future children with Spirit, Rosie, Quincie would be demi-beasts, after all—were going to grow up in a world where they were safe, he had to push for something bigger. Change. Equality. He hoped he would have human children, too, with Alicia, and his children all deserved an equal chance to thrive.

Ben straightened, his reflection in the mirror catching his eye. He adjusted the linen jacket one last time, feeling a sense of resolve settle over him. He’d already told Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie that today’s wedding was for them as much as it was for Alicia.

But that wasn’t enough.

He needed to make it clear to the rest of Grimsby—and to the demi-beasts themselves—that he wasn’t ashamed of them, no matter what the laws said. Today, during his vows, he’d say it out loud. Let the townsfolk mutter. He wouldn’t hide his family, not for anyone.

A sudden commotion outside drew his attention, and he stepped away from the window. Opening the bedroom door, he headed downstairs and out onto the front porch, a smile spreading across his face as he realized what the sound was.

The steam carriages Alicia had rented from the capital were rolling up the road, their engines hissing and whirring as they came to a stop in front of the farmhouse. The carriages were sleek and polished, their brass accents gleaming in the sunlight. Demi-beasts clustered around them, murmuring in awe as the drivers in green livery—matching his handkerchief, Ben noted, impressed with Alicia’s attention to details—hopped down and began opening the doors.

Ben stepped down onto the lawn just as the flurry of activity began, watching with amusement.

Meadow ushered the smaller, more tentative demi-beasts forward, encouraging them to climb into the carriages with shy smiles and nervous laughter. Most of them wore simple peasant’s clothes Ben had provided—sturdy tunics and dresses far better than the rags they had arrived in, but still a far cry from the finery they deserved. But the demi-beasts didn’t seem to mind. They were buzzing with excitement, chattering about the upcoming wedding and their first invitation to an event in town.

None of them had seen, let alone ridden in, a steam carriage. None of them had so much as walked through the Grimsby’s streets as free people. Ben might be the one getting married, but the day marked a big shift in each of their lives as well.

Ben’s chest swelled with happiness as he watched them.

“All right, everyone,” he called out, his voice carrying over the crowd. “Make sure you’re settled in before we leave. This is a big day, not just for me, but for all of us.”

The girls cheered, blushing and giggling as they stole furtive glimpses of Ben in his suit. He knew they were inclined to think highly of him, since he’d given them their freedom and a safe place to live. But Spirit’s not-so-subtle announcement that Ben would happily sire children for them probably had something to do with it as well. It was well known that Ben wouldn’t be breeding any new females until Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie had given birth, though, so the other girls’ interest in Ben remained a source of thick sexual tension that no one spoke of.

At least not to him. It was clear they were speaking of it amongst themselves, if the lip-biting, hand fanning, and subtle wriggling was any indication.

Their obvious excitement made Ben’s heartrate pick up. He mentally made note of the most forward girls, the ones who tugged their necklines a little lower, and took pains to drop their scarves when he was looking, so they could treat him to an eyeful of brimming cleavage as they bent to retrieve the misplaced items.

He would be very glad to have Alicia on the farm with him full-time, so she could take on the job of organizing which demi-beasts he would breed and when. If it were up to him, he’d want to have all of them at once.

Ben caught Meadow’s eye, and she gave him a small, approving nod before helping the last of the curvy Porcina demi-beasts into one of the carriages.

Spirit, standing by her favorite horse, caught his attention next. Moonlight, the white mare was decked out in a garland of wildflowers, her coat gleaming in the sun. Behind her, a small group of ponies stood similarly adorned, their heads held high as if they knew they were part of something special. Spirit, her bubblegum-pink hair cascading down her back, grinned at Ben as she swung herself onto Moonlight’s back, not in the least encumbered by her protruding belly. Her blue dress spread elegantly to one side as she perched sideways on the mare.

“I’ll lead the way into town,” she announced, patting Moonlight’s neck. “The kids are going to love seeing the ponies. Rosie has my bouquet.”

Ben chuckled. “Just don’t race ahead and leave the rest of us behind.”

“No promises,” Spirit teased, winking at him before turning her attention to the ponies, urging them into formation.

Rosie and Quincie approached, both wearing determined expressions. Rosie was actually carrying all three bouquets, while Quincie twirled one of the wildflowers she’d plucked from Moonlight’s garland.

“You ready for this, boss?” Rosie asked, her golden hair catching the light. Her dimples appeared as she smiled widely at him.

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” Ben replied, grinning back at her. “What about you? Nervous?”

Rosie snorted. “Nah. Weddings are just fancy parties, right? And I’ve got the best job—making sure no one messes this up for you.”

Quincie rolled her golden eyes. “Yeah, yeah, Rosie the bodyguard. I think we should put Gruff in a tux instead, since you’ll just be busy stuffing your face the moment the ceremony is over.”

Rosie dragged her gaze over Ben’s sharp suit and licked her lips. “Oh, I’ll be stuffing my face all right. But I think I’ll wait until we get home.”

“Slut.” Quincie bit the top off the flower, chewed it a couple of times, then made a face and spit it out. “What is the point of these things, anyway? They taste awful.”

“They’re pretty,” Rosie said. “And they smell nice. And it’s your job to make sure the kids don’t trample the flower arrangements once the dancing starts.”

Quincie narrowed her eyes at Ben as if this duty was his fault. “If I do this for you, you’re gonna owe me, big time. Like really big. Like I’m gonna suck on those big milky titties of Meadow’s big.”

“You’re not going to do anything that Meadow doesn’t want you to do,” Ben warned. Then he ruffled Quincie’s black hair and soft ears despite her prickly protests. “But I’m sure I can arrange for some other source of cream for this hungry pussycat. Now, enough bickering. Let’s make today unforgettable.”

Quincie’s tail twitched in irritation, but she licked her lips and purred, unable to stay completely mad with a promise like that.

As the carriages began to fill, Ben took a moment to look around the farm. The sight of the demi-beasts, who had come to him so timid and broken, now laughing and chatting as they climbed into the carriages, filled him with hope.

This was just the beginning.

Lucky Nickel Acres was a haven for them, but if he had his way, it would become something even greater—a catalyst for change in Faerowilde.

Ben scooped up Rosie and Quincie, pushing them into the lead carriage before climbing in next to them. He closed the carriage door and wrapped his arms around them both as the carriage began to roll. The rest of the carriages soon followed.

Ahead of them, Spirit led the procession down the road, Moonlight and the ponies prancing proudly. Ben smiled, feeling his own pride swell at the sight.

Today, they were taking steps that would change Faerowilde forever, whether the world was ready for it or not.
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Beams of light filtered through the stained-glass windows of Grimsby’s modest church, casting patches of crimson, gold, and sapphire onto the wooden pews.

The town had outdone itself in preparations, no doubt under Alicia’s discerning eye. Ben saw touches of her everywhere he looked, though he’d seen very little of the auburn-haired shopkeeper since the wedding plans had begun. Alicia insisted that she wanted the day to be a magical surprise for Ben, and that meant he wasn’t allowed to know much of anything ahead of time.

Though a part of Ben wondered if her absence was, at least in part, designed to make him miss her so much that their wedding night would be an explosion of passion. Alicia was a traditional girl, and while they’d dallied a couple of times, and experimented with some exciting and intimate ways to kiss one another, Ben had yet to see Alicia completely naked. As thrilled as he was for the wedding, he’d be lying if he didn’t admit that he was looking forward to their first night as man and wife even more.

This excitement added a little thrill to every touch of decoration Ben could see Alicia’s hand in creating. He really did feel as if this day had been crafted especially for him. From draping the building in swathes of white and green cloth, to the garlands of wildflowers picked from the surrounding countryside, to the chef Alicia had hired from Cinderfell who would create dishes using nothing but ingredients from Lucky Nickel Acres—Ben didn’t think he’d ever felt quite as loved as he did when he saw all the work that had gone into making this day special.

Before the pulpit, a gracefully arched arbor entwined with fresh blooms awaited the bride and groom. The old wooden pews were filled with a mix of townsfolk and demi-beasts, their curious faces glowing with anticipation.

There was an undeniable sense that this wasn’t a mere wedding—it was a moment of history. Though Ben caught a few glances that suggested there were some townspeople who were unsure whether this was a change for good.

Ben stood at the end of the aisle, his hands clasped behind his back, feeling excited and nervous in a fine linen suit. He knew he looked good—far better than he could ever have hoped to look, even as a young man, in his past life—even considering how accustomed he’d gotten to his tall, muscular build in this new world.

Alicia had picked a cut that made him look even broader in the shoulder, and even taller than he was, though he already dwarfed everyone in Grimsby. While he felt confident that he looked good, Ben couldn’t help but feel a bit uncomfortable at being the center of attention.

His nerves were assuaged, however, by the beauties standing next to him. Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie, glowing and radiant in the dresses Alicia had picked for them, were like the poster girls for soon-to-be mothers. He couldn’t imagine a single married woman in the audience that day could look at them and not go home and beg their husbands for another child, and there were probably a few single young ladies who would be on the lookout for an eligible bachelor to do the same. In fact, the fertile glow of his demi-beast bridesmaids was turning the heads of a few men, too.

Ben wouldn’t be surprised if there was a mini baby boom in Grimsby nine months after the wedding, a thought that made him chuckle before he turned his attention back to the beauties beside him.

Spirit’s soft, sky blue dress set off the warm pink of her hair and the sparkle of her bright blue eyes. She fidgeted with her bouquet of daisies, the soft fabric brushing against her legs as her tail swished nervously behind her. She rubbed her growing belly and smiled at Ben whenever their eyes met, her sweet nature evident in every gesture.

Rosie, in her pink gown, was a confection of soft curves and playful flirtation. The soft fabric did little to hide her growing breasts and ample backside, but even with her bulging belly her waist retained its hourglass shape, making her look like a caricature of feminine charms. Golden curls framed her rosy cheeks, dimples flashing every time she gave Ben an encouraging grin. She shifted from hoof to hoof, squeezing her thick thighs together, and blushing suggestively. Ben didn’t have to use much imagination to picture what was going on in the mind of his dirtiest girl. He winked at her, sending an unspoken promise that her needs would be seen to as soon as possible after the ceremony.

And then there was Quincie, who was muttering continuously under her breath about all the stupid people, the scratchy lace, the flowers that didn’t taste any good, among other things. She claimed to hate the "ridiculous canary yellow dress" she’d been assigned, though it looked stunning against her black hair and golden eyes. Her large belly made her look like she was carrying an entire litter, and the exaggerated sway of her tail made her irritation clear. But the gleam in her eyes betrayed her excitement as she scanned the crowd, ready to hiss at anyone who dared stare too long. Ben knew it was a triumph for her to return to the town she’d been chased from, and that she was relishing the moment of being above the townspeople who had once treated her as a stray.

On Ben’s side of the church, the pews were filled with freed demi-beasts, an eclectic gathering of sheep-, bunny-, cow-, pig-, pony-, goat-girls and a smattering of others, each dressed simply but with pride.

Meadow sat in the front row, her large brown eyes brimming with happiness as she gazed toward Ben. Her dress had needed alterations to accommodate her enormous breasts, which had grown to even greater size with Ben’s daily milking. They now strained almost obscenely, so that Ben worried at every moment that they might tear free of their fabric prison. Not that he would mind, but for Meadow’s sake, he hoped the dress would hold. Of all the demi-beasts present, Meadow was catching the most attention, from men and women alike. But she didn’t seem to notice, her gaze pinned continually on Ben.

Her attention made him thrill a little inside, as she was the female he most looked forward to breeding once Alicia picked the next round for him. Somehow, though he’d grown used to seeing her naked breasts while milking her, the sight of them straining against the simple peasant’s dress was an erotically charged delight.

Compared to the demi-beasts, the humans on Alicia’s side of the church seemed bland and a bit boring, though Ben still appreciated their presence. Old and young alike had come to see Alicia wed, and Ben knew it wasn’t just because she was the magistrate’s daughter. As the owner of Grimsby’s General Store, Alicia had been instrumental in helping the townspeople as food quality dropped and prices soared under Ashburn’s corrupt business practices.

Some, too, would be there to see Ben, as his now infamous garden party—where Ashburn had met his untimely end—had been the first glimpse of hope they’d seen that things in Grimsby would be getting better. Since then, Ben had demanded Ashburn’s land be divvied up amongst the families of the township, giving each and every one of them a chance at a decent life.

While they were grateful, they were still a bit suspicious of Ben and his strange ways. Which Ben could hardly blame them for. They’d known nothing but corruption for generations. Most had no idea what to do with the land he’d given them, either, so they weren’t quite sure what to make of the gift. Ben accepted their presence at the wedding as a wary acceptance if not a hearty welcome.

Now, the townspeople sat packed together on the pews like sardines, their whispers and shifting movements revealing both their joy for the couple and their cautious curiosity about this unusual gathering.

Ben couldn’t help but feel like this was a step in the right direction, for all of them. The first of many festivities that would see demi-beasts and humans together, celebrating side by side as he believed they were meant to be.

Ben’s observations ground to a screeching halt the moment the music began, and a hush fell over the crowd. Heads turned toward the entrance of the church as Alicia appeared, her father on her arm.

Ben felt his breath catch in his throat.

Her dress, an elegant creation of ivory lace and satin, shimmered as she walked, the train trailing lightly over the grass. Her auburn hair was styled simply, adorned with a small crown of woven ivy vines. She looked radiant, her green eyes locked on Ben as if the rest of the world had melted away.

He’d always thought Alicia was beautiful, but seeing her now, he was overcome by the depth of his feelings. This was the woman who would step into the future with him—she would be his partner, his equal, and the one person who truly saw and understood his vision for Faerowilde. She’d believed in him from the start, because she shared his dream even before they met.

As Alicia approached, swaying gracefully with each step of the wedding march, Spirit nudged him gently. "You’re staring, sweetheart."

Rosie snorted, barely holding back a laugh. "Better close your mouth, Ben. You’re gonna catch flies."

"Or,” Quincie added with a mirthful purr, “she might think you’re having second thoughts with that stupid look on your face. Snap out of it, you big sexy dummy. Don’t drool on your suit."

Ben didn’t respond. His heart was too full as Alicia reached his side, her hand slipping into his. The warmth of her touch steadied him, and he gave her a soft smile, his eyes shining with sudden, overwhelming emotion.

Around them, the crowd watched in respectful silence, though some of the townsfolk exchanged curious glances. For many of them, this wedding was the first time they’d seen demi-beasts and humans mingling as equals. For others, it was a reminder of how much Ben and Alicia had done for Grimsby, bringing hope and prosperity to a town that had nearly lost both.

The magistrate, Horace Steelwright, released his daughter’s arm and stepped forward to begin the ceremony. While the old church still stood, there were few priests or clerics left in Faerowilde. Government officials had taken on the bureaucratic function of the church and the spiritual aspects had slowly faded after the war. Which meant Alicia’s father would be officiating his daughter’s wedding.

The lines of the old man’s face seemed deeper than ever, his frame frail as he leaned on the arm of a bodyguard who managed not to look too out of place at the magistrate’s side. Yet Steelwright’s voice, though soft, still carried the weight of authority as he began the ceremony.

Ben squeezed Alicia’s hand, feeling the gravity of the moment settle over him. She looked so beautiful he worried that he wouldn’t be able to speak when the time came. When she smiled up at him, his heart felt like it might burst.

The magistrate cleared his throat, his voice gaining strength as he began the ceremony. “Dearly beloved, we gather here today to witness the union of Benjamin Nickels and Alicia Steelwright in matrimony—a partnership built not only on love, but on shared purpose, trust, and vision for a brighter future.”

Ben listened, barely hearing the formalities. His gaze was locked on Alicia, her expression radiant yet steady. This was the woman who had believed in him, sharing in each challenge and triumph he’d encountered since arriving in this world. The enormity of what they were doing—what they were building—settled over him like a warm, reassuring weight.

When it came time for the vows, the magistrate turned to Ben. “Benjamin, do you take Alicia to be your lawfully wedded wife? To honor her, cherish her, and support her through the days of your lives?”

Fortunately, Ben’s voice came out firm and steady. “I do.”

“Then speak your vows.”

Ben took a deep breath, lifting Alicia’s hand in his as he spoke.

“Alicia, when I came to this place, I didn’t know what I was walking into. I didn’t know how much it would change me, or how much I’d grow to care for the people and the land here. And I certainly didn’t know that I’d meet you—someone who could see the potential in me when I barely saw it in myself.” His voice wavered slightly, but he pressed on, the emotions in his chest swelling like a tide.

“You’ve shown me what it means to dream of something bigger than ourselves. And while this ceremony binds us as husband and wife… you’re not just joining my life. You’re joining my family.”

A murmur ran through the crowd as Ben paused, turning to include Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie in his gaze. Tears shimmered in their eyes as they looked at him with stunned expressions. There were gasps from the demi-beasts seated on his side of the church as they understood what he was saying.

“Ben…” Spirit whispered. “What are you doing?”

He smiled at them reassuringly, then turned back to Alicia, whose cheeks were glowing with a soft, pink blush of excitement.

“While the laws of this land don’t allow us to recognize our love, I’ve already wed Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie in my heart. They’ve stood by my side, worked with me to rebuild Lucky Nickel Acres, and given me hope for a future I never thought I’d have. I’m proud to call them my family, just as I’m proud to call you my wife.”

The murmurs grew louder. Horace Steelwright stiffened, his brow furrowing as he glanced at Alicia. Ben braced himself, wondering if he’d gone too far, but he wouldn’t take it back. This was the truth, and he didn’t want any of his demi-beasts thinking he was ashamed of his love for them.

Of course, Alicia didn’t flinch. Instead, she stepped closer to him, her eyes shining as she took his other hand. “You’re right, Ben,” she said, her voice steady enough to silence the crowd. “We’re not just starting a marriage today—we’re starting a family. And I’m proud to be part of it.”

She turned to the crowd, her voice carrying an unmistakable conviction. “For too long, demi-beasts have been treated as less than human. I know I have sometimes been seen as a crank in this town. I know the words ‘beast sympathizer’ have been whispered behind my back. And it’s true. I am not ashamed to say I see no difference between us, regardless of the rules passed down to us from the capital. But standing here today, looking out at all of you, I see what’s possible when we work together, when we treat each other as equals. Ben’s vision for Lucky Nickel Acres isn’t just about farming—it’s about building a future where humans and demi-beasts can thrive together. I believe in that future. And I believe in Ben.”

The crowd fell silent, many exchanging glances that ranged from cautious approval to outright awe. Even the magistrate seemed momentarily taken aback, his stern expression softening as he regarded his daughter.

Alicia turned back to Ben, her smile warm. “I promise to stand by you, to work with you, and to love you through whatever comes next. Together, we’ll build something worth leaving behind.”

The magistrate cleared his throat again, regaining his composure. “Uhh… very good then. Alicia, do you take Benjamin to be your lawfully wedded husband? To honor him, cherish him, and support him through the days of your lives?”

“I do,” Alicia said, her voice unwavering.

“Then by the authority vested in me as magistrate of Grimsby, I now pronounce you husband and wife.” He hesitated, glancing at the bridesmaids before adding, “And… family.”

Ben’s grin was as wide as the horizon as he pulled Alicia into a kiss, the crowd erupting into cheers and then yips and hollers as Ben bent her at the waist and deepened the embrace to something not quite appropriate for a church.

The magistrate cleared his throat awkwardly. Ben righted his bride and released her. Alicia was gasping for breath, her cheeks blazing red in a flush that crept down her neck and onto her chest as she gazed at him with open hunger in her bright green eyes. “Wow, Ben… That was… wow…”

Spirit clapped her hands excitedly, her pink hair bouncing as she laughed, tears streaming openly down her cheeks. Rosie let out a whoop, nudging Quincie, who pretended to gag but couldn’t hide the pleased twitch of her tail. In the front row, Meadow’s breasts seemed to be heaving as she held a hand to her mouth, fanning her cheeks with her hand.

Even the demi-beasts in the back rows of the pews looked visibly moved, some dabbing at their eyes.

Ben pulled Alicia, Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie in for an embrace, his heart swelling with happiness. This moment marked the beginning of the rest of his life—and what a beginning it was!

“Thank you for coming everyone,” Ben shouted, addressing the crowd in what was surely too casual a tone for such a prestigious occasion. “I don’t know about you, but I’m ready to party!”

The audience blinked at him in surprise, then broke into even bigger cheers than before. Ben picked Alicia up and slung her over his shoulder, caveman style and led the way down the aisle and out the door, with his radiantly pregnant and giggling bridesmaids close behind him.


4
A Somewhat Perilous Party


The celebration outside the church began in earnest as the crowd spilled into the wide green space behind the ancient building, where tables laden with food and decorations awaited.

The reception had been meticulously planned, a collaboration between Alicia, Spirit, and Meadow, with a little help from everyone on the farm—except Ben, who had been strictly forbidden from prying into any of their plans.

Ben marveled at how the townspeople mingled freely with the demi-beasts, everyone seeming to have relaxed after the surprise of Ben’s unusual wedding vows. It was a sight that would have been unthinkable not long ago, but which Ben hoped would be a sign of the way things would be in the future.

Long tables were adorned with simple but elegant decorations: bundles of wildflowers tied with twine, jars of raw honey with Lucky Nickel Acres labels—which one of the new Lapina, a bunny-girl named Clover, had sourced on a recent foray into the forest, and platters of baked goods and fresh produce from the farm.

Everything had been made from their own produce, a fact which stunned Ben as he saw the loaves of golden bread and sweet rolls stacked like centerpieces on each table.

Alicia laughed as he gaped at the spread. “I think you look more impressed by the food than you did when I walked down the aisle,” she teased.

“Impossible,” he scoffed, pulling her against his waist and kissing her again, passionately enough to cause some murmurs from the townspeople next to them. “I am, however, wondering when you developed the magic necessary to create bread when we don’t grow any grains.”

“Potato flour,” she said with a wink, blushing again. “The chef I hired from Cinderfell assured me that all he needed was potatoes, and… looks like he wasn’t lying!”

“I can’t wait to try it all,” Ben said, his stomach growling. “I forgot to eat breakfast with all the excitement.”

“Oh… I’ve been so busy I feel like I’ve hardly eaten in days,” Alicia exclaimed. “I’ll probably eat so much now that you’ll wonder if you’ve accidentally married an ogress.”

“Excellent.” Ben grinned, pinching her bottom through the lace of her wedding dress. “When you’re so stuffed that you can’t move, I’m going to take you home and have my way with you, my happy, horny damsel in gastronomical distress.”

Alicia burst into a peel of laughter that shook her tightly bound bosom like jello. “How romantic!”

But her blush had returned with a vengeance, and Ben knew he’d reminded her of what their evening would entail.

The air was filled with the warm, enticing scent of roasted meats, freshly baked bread, and the tangy sweetness of cider. Ben breathed deeply and gave a sigh of contentment. The ceremony and now the party were perfect. He couldn’t imagine a happier day.

A local fiddler struck up a lively tune under the trees at the edge of the green, and soon he was joined by others with spoons, washboards, and makeshift drums. Ben had seen the ragtag music group in action at the garden party he’d invited the townspeople to at the farm. It made him smile to see them performing again. The crowd quickly grew animated, laughing, clapping, and dancing to the music. Shrieking children ran underfoot, letting off all the energy they hadn’t been allowed to spend inside the church.

Alicia gave Ben a peck on the cheek. “I should go say my thanks to everyone for coming,” she said. “And for all the help in setting up. Have fun, darling!”

“Oh, I will,” he said. “I’ll be watching you and planning all the ways I’m going to make you scream.”

“Stop that!” she laughed, swatting his arm. “You’re filling my head with distracting thoughts. Who knows what kinds of things I might blurt out when my mind wanders.”

“Keep an eye out for Mrs. Bunchurch,” Ben said, referring to the Butcher’s wife. “I’m sure she’ll do you one better. That old woman’s a deviant if I’ve ever seen one.”

“Takes one to know one, I guess,” Alicia called over her shoulder as she slipped into the crowd.

Ben stood near one of the tables, watching as Spirit led a group of children around the edge of the clearing. She introduced them to the ponies she had brought from the farm, each animal adorned with flower garlands around their necks. The children squealed with delight as Spirit offered to let them ride, as she had at the garden party. Her laughter rang out like a bell every time one of the children shrieked with joy.

Rosie had taken charge of the refreshments, carrying around trays of cider and sparkling water, grinning at the townsfolk as they gratefully took glasses from her. Ben noticed that she kept one hand resting on her belly as she moved through the throng, and many women, young and old, seemed to be commenting on the undeniable bump. Rosie didn’t display any of her earlier discomfort as she answered their questions, winking and smiling and nodding occasionally at Ben, as if to confirm that yes, he was the father.

It made Ben’s chest puff out with pride to know his girls felt confident and comfortable enough with the townspeople to talk openly about their relationship.

Even Quincie was playing along, her tail flicking as she teased the children—pulling on pigtails and stepping on shoelaces—who tried to chase after her cats. Ben was amused to see a collection of her feral felines had accompanied the catgirl to the wedding—they must have followed the carriages or snuck along on an excited demi-beast girl’s lap. Now, they prowled the edges of the gathering like shadowy guardians. Queen Quincie’s kitty army was ready for anything.

Except maybe the children.

Alicia was radiant as she mingled with the crowd, her white dress catching the sunlight and giving her an almost ethereal glow. She moved with purpose, chatting with the townsfolk, thanking them for coming, and quietly addressing the occasional wary glance toward the demi-beasts. Everywhere she went, she brought an air of reassurance and optimism, making it impossible not to feel hopeful about the future of Lucky Nickel Acres.

Ben’s heart swelled as he watched her. He knew he’d made the right choice in asking Alicia to be his bride. Her connection to the town, her managerial skills, and her shared dreams of equality for demi-beasts made her the perfect woman for him. Together, they had faced some difficult challenges, and Alicia had been strong and capable through thick and thin. Now they stood on the cusp of something extraordinary.

“Ben…?”

A nervous voice startled him from his thoughts, and he felt cold, clammy fingers touch his hand. He turned in surprise to find Meadow, her cheeks flaming red and sweat on her brow, looking at him like she was in pain. “Meadow, what’s the matter?” he asked urgently. “Has something happened?”

She shook her head, pulling him by the hand toward the church. “No… not yet… but I have a problem.”

“What is it?” he said, concern pushing away all the happy feelings he’d been reveling in a moment ago. “Please tell me what I can do to help.”

“Oh, Ben, I’m so sorry,” she said, tears welling in her eyes. She pulled him in to a shadowy alcove between a cherry tree and the stairs down to the church’s cellar. “I feel like I’m ruining your special day. But I need to leave before I embarrass myself.”

“Meadow,” Ben said, taking her firmly by the shoulders and looking deep into her big brown eyes. “Tell me what’s going on. I will help. You aren’t going to ruin anything.”

The pretty cow-girl shook her head, flipping her long brown waves over her shoulders. Ben could suddenly see the bodice of her dress, stretched so taut it looked like it would tear if she took a deep breath. Two dark spots were beginning to show on the front of her dress. “I’m leaking. Again. I don’t know why! I never need to be milked more than once a day. And you’re in your nice suit, and I’m going to ruin my dress, and I’m so ashamed!”

“Stop that,” Ben said firmly. “You have nothing to be ashamed of. This is a natural bodily function, and if anyone can’t see that, they’re fools. But you must be so uncomfortable. There has to be something I can do to help.”

Meadow bit her lip, glancing over Ben’s shoulder at the dancing townspeople and laughing, shrieking children. They were mostly hidden by the cherry tree and the shadow of the building. She took a deep breath and said in a rush, “Maybe you could take a bit of the pressure off… If you drank some?”

Ben’s mouth watered as he looked at the dairy Holstaur’s heaving breasts. His earlier hunger returned in full force and his stomach growled. “Can… can I do that? Just, latch on like a big ol baby, or what?”

He laughed, trying to make light of what was clearly an awkward situation for her. He, on the other hand, was delighted by the idea.

“Yes,” she said, her voice low, sultry, and desperate. “Please. I’m sorry, but there’s no other way.”

“Meadow, please stop apologizing,” he said. “I’d be more than happy to. Just tell me what to do.”

Meadow’s creamy skin flushed from her chest to her cheeks as she tugged at the neck of her dress eagerly. The fabric strained a moment, then suddenly, both of her enormous breasts burst out the top, bouncing slightly and pink with excitement. “I’ve never let anyone nurse on me before, I don’t know any more than you do. Just suck, Ben. Suck hard. Please, I need relief.”

Ben backed the cow-girl against the stone wall of the church until she was leaning with some of her weight supported. Then he used two hands to lift one huge, laden breast to his lowered mouth. Her big, pink nipple was already shiny with dripping milk. Ben’s tongue darted out, lapping it before it dropped to the ground. Meadow let out a low, aching moan. “Ohh, yes, please don’t tease me. Just suck!”

Ben wrapped his lips around her puffy areola, sucking the entire nipple into his mouth. Meadow grabbed the back of his head and let out a groan of pleasure that made his dick harden instantly. Rich, sweet milk sprayed into his mouth, thick and creamy as melted vanilla ice-cream. Ben swallowed hungrily, squeezing and sucking, amazed at the volume of milk the dairy Holstaur was suddenly expressing.

“Yes, just like that, oooooh Ben!” Meadow’s entire body shuddered as he lapped up her cream, her fingers digging into his hair. “Other side, please, other side!”

Letting one heavy breast drop, Ben moved to the other, noticing how hard and firm it felt compared to the one he’d drunk from. A fine mist of milk was spraying from Meadow’s nipple, like a garden hose that had sprung a leak. Her breast was so full it could hold no more. Ben latched onto her nipple, feeling the spray hit the top of his mouth before he started to suck and another flood of rich cream spilled over his tongue.

He'd never drunk Meadow’s milk before—the dairy Holstaur insisted it was for the recovering demi-beasts only. But he was suddenly not sure he’d be able to resist tapping her supply now that he knew how delicious it was. And how sexy Meadow sounded when he drank from her. Swallowing mouthful after mouthful as he massaged and kneaded her chest, Ben could feel the cow-girl’s entire body shaking.

“That’s… that’s probably enough,” she gasped, panting hard. “I can probably last until we get home now.”

Ben released her nipple, cupping both breasts and gazing down at them with new appreciation. “Do you want me to stop?”

“N-no…” she blushed. “But I don’t need you to drink more. You took the pressure off.”

“What if I want to drink more?” he asked, lifting the impressive orbs and bouncing them in his palms. “Will you tell me not to?”

Meadow’s chest heaved as her breaths came faster, the pink flush turning blotchy and red as her cheeks burned. “No, but…” her eyes watered slightly, as if she was embarrassed again. “Ben, if you keep sucking me like that. I’ll come again. I won’t be able to stop myself.”

“Only seems fair,” Ben said with a grin, “after the treat you’ve given me.”

“Oh,” Meadow bit her lip. “I…”

Ben didn’t let her finish. He lifted the first breast back to his mouth, swirling his tongue teasingly around her nipple until she started to shudder again. Then he latched on, sucking and flicking her sensitive nub with his tongue in order to heighten her pleasure.

He longed to slip his hand up her skirts to feel just how much she was enjoying this new milking method, but he restrained himself, placing a hand on her slender waist instead.

“Mmmm, Ben,” she gasped. “Gods, that feels incredible.”

Her heaving breasts thrust into his face with every panting breath, threatening to suffocate him with their creamy, luxurious bounty. He ravaged them, one and then the other and then back again, sucking harder the louder she cried out.

Meadow shook violently beneath the insistent ministrations of his lips and tongue until suddenly she could take no more. “Oooooh, fuck, yes! Yes, Ben! Yes!”

The burst of cream flooding his mouth as she came was unlike anything Ben had ever tasted before—like white chocolate syrup or honey and whipped cream—it was the richest, sweetest, most incredible flavor he could have imagined.

And it made his cock harder than steel.

He was surprised, but only slightly, when a notification popped up in his HUD.

New Buff Activated: Cream Queen Breeding Booster

You have received a breeding bonus from Legendary Quality Raw Holstaur Cream. For the next 12 hours, breeding is more effective than usual. Your seed is 50% more potent, meaning demi-beast females you breed in this time can be impregnated with fewer Pleasure Points. Human females you breed in this time have 75% chance of spontaneous ovulation, regardless of their monthly cycle, and a 50% chance of achieving ascended status when impregnation occurs.

System Note: Breeding Boosters occasionally cause unforeseen side effects in some users. If you experience an unpleasantly persistent erection, lasting more than 48 hours, please see your local healer for a stamina debuff.

Ben shook his head in shock. “Holy shit.”

“No kidding,” Meadow gasped, panting so hard her breasts were practically bouncing. “That was the best orgasm I’ve ever had.”

“Not that,” Ben said, grinning down at her. “Though I’m glad to hear it. I just got an amazing buff from drinking your milk.”

Meadow blushed. “It becomes even more powerful for an hour after I come, apparently. This morning was the first time I’ve ever made Legendary Quality cream.”

Ben licked his lips as the pretty cow-girl wriggled back into her bodice, her cheeks blazing. She glanced at him awkwardly through her thick lashes, her big brown eyes uncertain of how this was going to change things between them.

When she’d gotten her breasts wrangled into the dress once more, Ben put his hands on her shoulder, keeping her back against the wall. “That was incredible, Meadow,” he said. “I don’t ever want you to feel embarrassed to ask me for help, whether you need me to milk you or nurse from you like that. Do you understand?”

Meadow’s gaze fell to the obvious erection Ben was sporting and gasped. “Uh… yes. I think so. You really liked it that much?”

“I liked it more than I can tell you with words,” Ben said, whispering into her silky brown ear. “But I’d be happy to show you one day.”

Ben brushed her wavy brown hair out of her eyes, his attention falling to her full, parted lips. Without thinking, he lowered his mouth to hers and kissed her. It was a soft, almost innocent kiss after what they’d just done, but it felt deep with an unspoken promise of more, as soon as Meadow was ready.

“Oh,” she gasped, when he finally pulled away. “I… yes, all right.”

“Do you feel better now?” he asked.

“So much.”

“Good,” Ben grinned. “Because we’ve got a party to get back to. I hope you’ll save me a dance?”

“You want to dance with me?”

“Of course,” he said. “Don’t you want to dance with me?”

“Of course,” she repeated his words, then giggled, blushing.

Ben took Meadow’s hand and led her out from behind the cherry tree before patting her on the bottom and watching her disappear into the crowd. He couldn’t stop the smile on his face as he watched her swaying hips and her swishing tail, and imaging how wet she must be between the thighs after her unexpected orgasm.

But remembering the way she’d quivered in his hands wasn’t doing anything to dispel his persistent hard on. Ben had to apply a significant amount of willpower to convince his buff to ease off. Though he had plenty of use for it later that night, he didn’t want to spend the rest of his wedding reception looking like he had a zucchini stuffed down his pants.

“Isn’t that the guy who just got married?” a childish voice whispered somewhere off to his left.”

Ben glanced at the speaker from the corner of his eye, amused to find two little boys hiding under one of the tables and whispering behind their hands.

“Yup,” another childish voice replied. “He’s the only one in a white suit, see?”

“That wasn’t the lady he married, though,” the first kid said. “The one with the big melons. I would have noticed. I like the ones with big melons. They give the best hugs.”

“Nope, not one of the other ladies he put a baby in, either.”

“But they were kissing!”

Ben grabbed a drink from a tray, pretending not to notice their conversation.

“Yeah. Think he’s gonna get in trouble? My mama beat my papa on the head with her slipper when she caught him kissing that fat girl at the tavern.”

“Must be different for farmers, I guess.”

“Yeah.”

“I’m gonna be a farmer when I grow up.”

“Me too.”

It was all Ben could do not to laugh, though he supposed it must have been a strange sight. He walked away, leaving the boys to their gossip.

Ben was standing near the refreshment table, enjoying the sight of Spirit handing flower garlands to some delighted children, when Horace Steelwright approached him.

The magistrate looked more tired than ever, leaning on his bodyguard for support as he walked, but there was a spark of determination in his eyes. He extended a thin, slightly trembling hand to Ben, who shook it firmly.

“Congratulations, Ben,” the magistrate said, his voice rough but warm. “You’ve done Grimsby proud today. I can’t remember the last time the town felt this alive. That said…” He hesitated, his eyes flickering toward the celebratory crowd before returning to Ben’s face. “I do wish you’d kept to a more traditional set of vows.”

Ben’s grip on the magistrate’s hand tightened for just a moment before he let go, crossing his arms over his chest.

“I’m sorry if my vows made you uncomfortable, sir,” he said, his tone polite but firm. “But Alicia knew about my relationship with Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie long before she agreed to marry me. She supports me—and them—wholeheartedly. With all due respect, her opinion is the only one that matters to me.”

To Ben’s surprise, the magistrate’s face flushed with embarrassment, his stern features softening as he shook his head.

“No, no, Ben. You misunderstand me. What happens behind closed doors is none of my business, nor anyone else’s for that matter. I was surprised, yes, but… Well, it’s clear Alicia is happy, and that’s what matters. What concerns me is the broader implications of what you said. I had planned to retire after Alicia’s wedding, you see. I had even considered recommending your name as a potential successor.”

Ben blinked, stunned into silence. “Me? Magistrate? But—”

Horace held up a hand to stop him. “You’ve proven yourself to be a man of the people, Ben. The townsfolk respect you, even if they don’t understand you. They admire your courage and the way you’ve stood up to men like Ashburn. But now… well, with what you’ve just admitted—openly defying the laws of the capital—it complicates things.”

Ben bristled at the magistrate’s words, though he forced himself to remain calm.

“I’m not ashamed of what I’ve done, sir,” he said. “And I’m not going to hide my relationship with Spirit, Rosie, Quincie or any of the other demi-beasts who might join our family. If that makes me unfit to serve as magistrate, then so be it.”

Horace sighed heavily, rubbing his temple. “It’s not about what I think, Ben. It’s about politics. The capital holds sway over everything in Faerowilde, and there are those in power who would see you—and anyone associated with you—punished for what they’d perceive as rebellion. In fact…” He glanced toward the edge of the crowd, his voice dropping to a near whisper. “One of their agents is here today.”

Ben followed the magistrate’s gaze to where a tall, impeccably dressed man stood, watching the festivities with an air of disdain. His black coat and finely tailored vest looked out of place among the simple attire of the villagers, and the gleaming chain of a pocket watch glinted against the deep burgundy of his tie. The man’s expression was cool, almost predatory, as he observed the celebration with calculating eyes.

“His name is Victor Rathmore,” Horace murmured, his tone grim. “He’s a high-ranking member of the Merchant’s Guild in Cinderfell. He’s here because Lawrence Coalridge’s decision to cancel the leather-processing facility has caused quite a stir in the capital. The fashion houses are furious—suede is all the rage right now, and they were counting on that cheap leather to meet demand. Rathmore came to find out why Coalridge backed out and to see what kind of trouble has been brewing in Grimsby.”

Ben’s jaw tightened. “So he’s here because of me.”

Horace met Ben’s gaze, his expression somber. “Yes. Coalridge wouldn’t have pulled out of the deal if you hadn’t exposed Ashburn and turned the town against him. That made Grimsby unprofitable. You’ve stirred the pot, Ben, and now the capital is paying attention.”

Ben looked back at Victor Rathmore, noting how the man’s piercing gaze seemed to linger on the demi-beasts mingling with the crowd. His presence was a stark reminder that, despite the progress they’d made in Grimsby, the wider world was still a hostile place for people like Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie.

A flicker of guilt passed through him—he hadn’t meant to bring trouble to the town. But then he thought of Alicia’s radiant smile, the warmth of her hand in his during their vows, and the laughter of the villagers as they celebrated with his girls. And he reminded himself that his own children would be demi-beasts.

The thought of some man like Victor Rathmore looking down his nose at his children made Ben’s blood boil.

No, he thought firmly. He wouldn’t apologize for doing what was right.

“I appreciate your warning, sir,” Ben said finally, his tone steady. “But I’m not going to back down. If Rathmore has a problem with what I’m doing, he can take it up with me.”

Horace smiled faintly, though the worry in his eyes remained. “I expected no less from you, Ben. Just… tread carefully. The capital doesn’t fight fair. And remember, Alicia might be your wife, but she’s still my daughter. I’ll do whatever I can to help in the days I have left.”

With that, the magistrate patted Ben’s shoulder and turned to rejoin the crowd, leaving Ben to stare at Victor Rathmore from across the green.

The man’s sharp eyes met Ben’s briefly, and Ben felt a chill run down his spine. Whatever Rathmore had planned, Ben knew one thing for certain—it wouldn’t be good.

But his worries evaporated as Alicia burst from the crowd, a huge smile spread across her beautiful face.

“There you are, Ben!” she cried, running toward him with her wedding gown hitched up to her knees. “Come! It’s time to cut the cake. All this talking has made me hungry!”

“Is the cake made with potatoes, too?” Ben teased, grabbing her by the waist and twirling her around as she laughed and kicked her feet.

“Put me down!” she said, giggling. “And… yes, probably. With a honey glaze and beet-sugar flowers. It looks beautiful, and I’m sure it will taste even better.”

Ben let her fall back to the ground, then pulled her in for a kiss. “Just like you, then.”

“Mmm,” she moaned against his mouth. “You taste yummy too. What have you been drinking?”

“Meadow had a little over-production problem she needed my help with,” Ben said, nipping at Alicia’s plump bottom lip.

“Oh,” Alicia’s cheeks reddened as she realized what he meant. “Ooooh, heavens. Why does it make me feel so excited?”

“Because you’re the best wife a man could hope for,” Ben said. “And you’re going to do an incredible job of keeping all those demi-beasts beauties sheltered, fed, and bred in an orderly fashion.”

Alicia giggled again, wrapping her arms around Ben’s neck. “Oh, Ben. I’m so happy. This is the best day of my life!”

“You say that now,” Ben teased, “and I haven’t even gotten you in bed yet.”

“Mmmmm,” she leaned into him, the heat of her body radiating through the heavy lace dress. “But the party…”

“I know, I know. Dinner first.”

“Then dancing…”

“And then, I’m whisking you away from here like a fairy tale princess,” he said, leaving a trail of kisses from her cheek, down her neck, and over the tops of her breasts. “And I’m going to make love to you until morning.”

As they stumbled, kissing and laughing, toward the table with the wedding cake, Ben had completely forgotten the sinister stranger and the magistrate’s warnings. His heart and soul were far too full of happiness to let anything get in the way of his celebration.

Which, he would later discover, irritated Victor Rathmore more than anything else he saw at the unconventional bumpkin’s wedding. There is nothing self-important men hate more than being ignored, especially when they’ve gone out of their way to be sinister and intimidating.


5
Deflowering the Brides


The farmhouse was quiet now, the echoes of the departing steam carriages fading into the night. A soft creak of the floorboards welcomed them home as Ben stepped inside with Alicia cradled in his arms. The soft glow of the hearth cast long shadows across the room, and the heady scent of wildflowers still lingered from Spirit’s carefully arranged bouquets scattered throughout the house. Alicia’s cheeks were pink, her eyes sparkling with excitement, and maybe a touch of nervousness as she looked up at him.

Behind them, Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie trailed in with sleepy smiles, whispering among themselves and trying not to giggle. Rosie stretched her arms above her head and gave a good-natured grunt. "All right, newlyweds, we know when to take a hint. We’ll leave you two lovebirds alone."

Quincie snickered, but for once, her teasing tone was softened with genuine warmth. "Yeah, you’ve got first dibs tonight, I guess. But don’t try to keep him all to yourself forever or I’ll scratch your eyes out."

She winked, then darted up the stairs, her golden eyes bright with mischief from the shadows of the upper floor.

Spirit gave Alicia a glowing smile, her iridescent blue eyes practically shimmering.

"You deserve every bit of happiness tonight. We’ll see you both in the morning." She followed Quincie up, Moonlight’s wildflower garland still looped loosely around her arm. “Enjoy yourself. Ben will treat you right.”

Rosie lingered just a moment longer, her brown eyes twinkling as she gave Ben a pointed look. "Don’t be too rough on her," she said, her usual gruffness barely masking the affection behind her words. “Unless that’s what she likes.”

Ben shook his head at the Porcina. “You know I won’t be. Who’s the one who insisted on your safe word, you little squealer?"

Rosie blushed, biting her lip as she remembered the first time Ben had taken her roughly on the kitchen table.

“Actually, I’ll be in to see each of you before I go to bed, if you’re still awake,” Ben said, remembering that he wanted to test out the breeding buff he’d gotten from Meadow’s cream. “There’s something I need to share with you.”

“Me first!” Quincie yelled from the top of the stairs, where she was crouched, peering at them from the shadows.

Rosie’s blush deepened and she took Spirit’s hand. “In that case, I have a request I need Spirit’s help with. See you soon… but not too soon, you take care of your new bride, boss.”

The girls disappeared up the stairs, speaking to each other in hushed whispers.

When the house fell silent, he turned his attention fully to Alicia. She hadn’t spoken since they’d crossed the threshold, but her hands were gripping his shirt tightly, her fingers trembling ever so slightly. She felt so small and delicate in his arms, and the realization filled him with a fierce, protective tenderness.

“There’s no need to be nervous,” he assured her softly. “Don’t let the girls’ talk worry you, my love.”

She nodded, but still said nothing.

Ben carried her up the stairs, pausing only when they reached the door to the master bedroom. He shifted her slightly, freeing one hand to push the door open, revealing the space that had been quietly transformed while they’d been away. The bed was turned down, the linens crisp and clean, and the soft glow of a lantern lit the room with a golden warmth. On the nightstand, someone—probably Spirit—had left a vase of wildflowers, their delicate fragrance filling the air. Multicolored petals had been strewn across the bed as well, so that the room looked like the bower of a fairy queen, more than that of a simple farmer.

Alicia gasped at the sight. “Oh, Ben…”

Ben gently set Alicia down on her feet, but her hands lingered on his shoulders as though she wasn’t quite ready to let go. Her gaze darted around the room before finally settling on his face.

"It’s beautiful," she whispered.

"So are you," he replied, his voice low and steady.

Her cheeks flushed an even deeper shade of pink, and she gave a nervous laugh, tucking a strand of auburn hair behind her ear.

"I… I guess I’m a little nervous," she admitted softly, her voice barely audible over the faint crackle of the lantern. “You know I’ve never…”

Ben reached for her hands, his fingers gently brushing over hers. "Shh,” he said, his tone calm and reassuring. "Tonight’s about us, Alicia. No expectations, no rush. Just you and me."

Her shoulders relaxed a little, and she let out a breath like the softest summer breeze. "I’ve never felt like this before," she said, her green eyes meeting his. "Like I’m exactly where I’m supposed to be. With you."

Ben smiled, his heart swelling at her words. He stepped closer, lifting one hand to gently cradle her cheek. His thumb brushed lightly against her skin, and she leaned into his touch, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment.

"You’re everything I wished I had in my past life," he murmured, his voice thick with emotion. "And I’m going to spend the rest of this life making sure you never doubt that."

Her eyes opened, shining with unshed tears, and she gave him a soft smile. "You already have."

Ben leaned down, pressing his lips to hers in a kiss that was slow and tender, full of the love he didn’t know how to put into words. When he pulled back, her breath was shaky, but the nervousness in her eyes had been replaced with trust and something deeper.

He reached for the delicate clasp at the back of her dress, his fingers careful as they worked it free. "Let me take care of you," he said softly, his voice a gentle promise.

Alicia nodded, her hands reaching up to rest against his chest as her dress began to slip from her shoulders. The lantern’s light flickered, casting warm shadows across the room as the fabric opened, falling down her chest and exposing a sheer, lace bra that cupped her perfect breasts like delicate hands.

Ben’s breath caught in his throat as he coaxed the dress down her soft, creamy white stomach and over her hips to reveal matching lace panties attached to a slender garter belt. Lace stockings dug into the meat of her thighs, creating a little bulge of flesh that Ben had a sudden urge to sink his teeth into. The erection Meadow’s cream had brought on returned, with even greater force, now that Ben was ready to use it.

“I think this is the first time I’ve caught you wearing panties, Miss Alicia…” he said, running a finger along the lacey trim and causing the muscles in her tummy to twitch.

Alicia gasped at his touch, and a rash of goosebumps broke out across her skin, making her shiver. “I… I’ve heard men like lingerie. I wanted to surprise you.”

“While I will never object to lifting your skirts and finding nothing beneath,” Ben said, “I must admit, your sources didn’t lead you astray. Let me look at you.”

He lifted her hands above her head, and motioned for her to spin for him. Alicia bit her lip and did a slow twirl, gently kicking her wedding dress aside as she stepped out of it. The way her breasts rose and belly stretched as he held her hands high made Ben’s throat tighten. As she spun, revealing a full, round ass barely covered by the transparent white lace, and pinched deliciously by the fasteners of the garter belt, Ben couldn’t stop the groan of lust that escaped his throat. Then he noticed the slit in the back of her panties, allowing the fabric to split so that he wouldn’t have to remove the lingerie to gain access to her sex.

“You look fucking incredible, Mrs. Nickels. My compliments to the saleswoman who helped you choose this outfit.”

Alicia blushed. “Thank you, Mr. Nickels. I bought some for the other girls, as well. They each chose a different style.”

Ben let her hands go, running his fingers over her shoulders, along her arms, and then up her sides, flowing with the generous curves of her milky white skin. The shopkeeper was soft and feminine in all the right ways. Ben loved the way her flesh leaped under his rough hands, like every touch electrified her.

“I knew a made the right choice in marrying you,” he said, turning her so that her bare back was pressed against his chest, his rigid cock against the small of her back. “Now… how am I going to thank you for all these gifts…”

Alicia moaned as he cupped her breasts, squeezing gently. The lace of her bra scratched pleasantly against his palms, and caused her nipples to harden. Ben swept her auburn hair over one shoulder, lowering his mouth to her neck, leaving a trail of kisses along the sensitive skin as he massaged her gorgeous tits. They were fuller than he’d realized, heavy and soft in his hands. All the times he’d admired her cleavage in her shopkeeper’s dresses, he’d never imagined just how perfect they would be in the flesh.

“Ooooh, Ben, that feels so good,” she whimpered.

Ben slipped his fingers inside her bra, coaxing her left breast out of the lace, exposing the hard pink nipple. Alicia gasped, leaning against him as he grabbed her nipple between his thumb and forefinger and gave her a pinch. She reached her arms up and back, touching the back of his neck as she arched her spine, as if wanting to open herself up to him.

“Mmmm, no wonder you have those demi-beasts wrapped around your little finger,” she moaned. “Your hands are like magic.”

Ben pinched her nipple harder, testing her tolerance. Alicia bucked against him, writhing and moaning the more aggressively he tugged on her. He scooped her right breast out, too, giving it a similar treatment.

“Ooooh, yes,” she gasped. “I’ve wanted this for so long, Ben.”

Leaving the bra in place, but her breasts pulled out of it, Ben grabbed both, handling them roughly as she continued to buck and squirm, rubbing her ass into his thighs and pressing his dick into her back.

“More, Ben, I want more! Please, show me what to do!”

Ben held her in place with one arm, slipping a hand inside the lacy panties. He groaned as he felt how wet she was. There was no doubt she was ready for more. Her thighs shook as he stroked her slit, rubbing her swollen clit with the tip of his finger. He’d eaten her pussy twice before, but restrained from showing her all the pleasures of the bedroom before their wedding night.

Now he couldn’t wait to show her the rest.

Gently, he pulled his fingers out of her panties.

“Oh, no, don’t stop,” she begged.

Ben grinned as he turned her around. “I’m just getting started.”

Lifting her by the waist, he lowered her onto the wildflower petals, laying her on the bed so he could admire her beauty. Alicia’s auburn hair fanned out around her pretty face like a radiant sunset. Her bare breasts were still partially constrained by the lace bra, giving her a ravaged look as her chest heaved, her pert, pink nipples hard and eager for more. Her long, slender torso stretched as she arched her hips in need, her stockinged thighs parted for him.

Laying down, Ben could more clearly see her wet, pink slit through the split lace panties, and the sheen of her juices on her inner thighs and ass cheeks. Ben knelt on the bed between her legs and pressed her knees apart with his palms, opening her further. Alicia’s chest heaved faster as she began to pant with anticipation.

Ben slipped his finger into the split in her lacy lingerie, straight into the heat of her creamy center. Alicia gasped. “Oh, gods, yes! Take me, husband!”

He fingered her slowly, with deep pressure as she moaned, eyes rolling back in her head, and cheeks flushed with desire. He enjoyed looming over her, watching the waves of pleasure crash over her as she allowed him to penetrate her with a second, then a third finger. The only sound, other than her gentle whimpers, was the juicy, sucking sound of her pussy becoming wetter and wetter.

Using his thumb to apply pressure to her clit, he rubbed her inside and out, watching the flush of excitement pinken her cheeks, chest, and stomach. Alicia grabbed his wrist, just as he thought she was about to come, piercing him with a desperate look in her emerald-green eyes.

“Please, Mr. Nickels, I don’t want to climax until your cock is inside me. Make me yours, husband. Make me your wife in body as I am in my soul.”

Ben was tempted to make her come despite her pleas, since he planned to do it more than once that night anyway. But he could hardly deny her first request as his wife, could he? Reluctantly, Ben slipped his fingers out of her depths.

“Take off your clothes,” she begged. “I want to feel your skin against mine as you make love to me.”

Ben slid his suit jacket off, tossing it on the floor. Then he slowly unbuttoned his shirt, feeling Alicia’s hungry gaze on him as he opened it to reveal his muscled torso. She gasped as he removed the shirt completely, her eyes roving over his chest, shoulders, arms, and then down his abdominals to the massive bulge in his pants.

He enjoyed her gaze as he unbuttoned the dress trousers, opening them to reveal the impressive erection he’d been fighting all day. He let them fall to the floor as well, kicking off his socks and shoes at the same time.

“Oh gods, Ben,” she moaned, her eyes pinned on the beast between his legs. “It’s bigger than I remember.”

“It’s all yours, Mrs. Nickels,” he said with a grin, crawling over her body until the tip of his cock was teasing the entrance of her lace-wrapped slit. “Unless you’re having second thoughts.”

“N-no,” she stammered, reaching for his length and stroking it with trembling fingers. “I want it. I want it so bad.”

Ben lowered his mouth to hers, pressing his tongue past her lips to tease the roof of her mouth. She moaned, receiving his tongue with a swirl of her own, arching her body until her nipples scraped his chest. Ben nibbled her bottom lip, then bit gently on the side of her throat, enjoying the spasm of her excitement beneath his weight. She dug her fingernails into his back as he grabbed a breast with his mouth and began to suck.

“Ooooh, gods! Fuck, that feels… sooo… gooooood!”

As he sucked, he lowered his hips, grinding his erection into her mound, feeling the lace of her panties scrape him and sending chills of pleasure down his spine.

“Please,” she begged. “No more teasing. Just take me!”

“Guide me inside.”

Ben held himself over her heaving chest, looking down between their legs as her hands fumbled with his rigid shaft, tugging him desperately into her slit. Using one hand to open the split in her lace panties, she attempted to navigate the lingerie, cursing under her breath.

“Why is it so difficult!” she muttered. “Stupid saleslady didn’t mention this part.”

Ben chuckled. “Take it slow, sweetheart. There’s no rush.”

“Says you!” she gasped. “I need this dick inside me or I’m going to go insane.”

Shifting his weight to his left arm, Ben reached his right hand down and used his fingers to open the crotch of Alicia’s panties. He gazed into her bright green eyes as she explored his length, cupping his balls and stroking his head as if trying to get her bearings. Alicia bit her lip, a worried look flashing over her face as she guided him against her wet folds.

“Better?” he asked, still holding the panties open.

“Yes?” she said, uncertainly. “I… I think that’s right. Can you…”

Ben thrust his hips gently, feeling the soft resistance of her body give way against his strength.

“Ooooh, fuck!” she cried out, hands flying to his back once more. “That’s… that’s a lot.”

He paused with only his head inside, waiting for her signal.

“Is… that it?”

Ben chuckled. “Not even close. That’s just the tip. Should I stop?”

“N-no… just… mmmm… just a little more, okay?”

Gently, Ben added some pressure, forcing the walls of her pussy to open. Despite her wetness, her muscles were taut, fighting hard against him.

“Try to relax,” he said. “I don’t want to bruise you.”

“I am relaxed!” she snapped, her fingernails digging deeper into his skin. “Just do it, Ben! I can take it.”

Keeping his eyes on hers, Ben slowly but insistently pushed his way inside her. Alicia’s eyes widened and she bit her lip. Her chest pumped as she panted through her nose, trying not to cry out as he penetrated her with his full length. Her eyes watered, and she let out a whimper. “More!”

Finally, with a pop of something releasing inside her, Ben’s shaft slid into her hot sheath, his balls clapping against her ass cheeks.

“Oooh, fuck!” she gasped. “Oh, that burns!”

Ben paused while she got used to the feeling of being full, hardly able to believe that the beautiful magistrate’s daughter was finally his. Eventually, Alicia’s fingers relaxed and she began to rub his back, her hands sliding down to rest on his muscular ass cheeks. She squeezed, and Ben gave her a little, testing thrust.

“Shit! Mmmmm. Gods. I can’t tell if I love it or hate it.”

Ben thrust again, sliding a bit farther out before pushing back inside her, giving her a taste of the rhythm she might enjoy.

“Mmmm, okay, yes, yes!” she licked her lips and closed her eyes, giving herself in to the motion. “Yes, that’s good. Ooooh!”

As she warmed up to the act, Ben began to thrust in earnest, watching her face transform from pain to bliss as she grew accustomed to his girth. Alicia’s tits bounced as he pumped his hips against her body. Every thrust, Ben could feel the scrape of her panties against his dick, along with her nails occasionally digging into his back, making for a sensory experience unlike anything he’d had before.

Alicia’s cheeks began to turn red and splotchy as her breaths hitched with each thrust. Her thighs squeezed his hip as if pulling him in deeper.

“Mmmm, husband, just like that,” she gasped. “You’re so strong. Fill me with that big dick, Mr. Nickels. Take me. Make me yours, forever and ever!”

The more she begged the harder Ben fucked her, driving her towards the climax she’d put off earlier. Now, she was helpless beneath him, a slave to her own pleasure. The only words she seemed to remember were “More, more! Harder, harder!”

Until she lost her words entirely and released a guttural cry, her pussy clamping down on his pumping shaft as she released a wave of juices in her excitement. Ben responded in kind, feeling his stomach and balls tighten before he unloaded his seed into her womb. She gasped as she felt his hot seed spurting inside her.

Ben leaned back on his heels, grabbed her hips and held her in his lap before pushing her legs back toward her chest. He rose up on his knees, pushing himself as deep into her body as she could take and directed another burst of cum into her pulsing pussy. The pearly white cream of their first union as man and wife spilled over her swollen lips, soaking the lace panties and dripping over her ass.

As Ben pulled out, admiring the sight of his seed literally overflowing from her body, a final tremor splattered seed on her belly, tits, and face.

Alicia moaned with drunken pleasure, running her fingers over her stomach to scoop up his bounty and bringing it to her hungry mouth. She did the same to the cum on her breasts, smearing the cream into her skin and eating the excess. “Now every inch of me belongs to you,” she whispered. “Husband of mine.”

Ben grinned wolfishly, eyeing her elevated backside. “Be careful what you wish for, my beautiful wife. There are still a lot of things you don’t know about the way a man can take his woman.”

Alicia’s cheeks burned as red as her hair. “You wouldn’t…”

“I might,” he said, trailing a finger over her crack, pushing the lace of her panties between her cheeks. “If you asked me to very, very nicely.”

His blushing bride looked up at him with a mixture of confusion and desire that made him love her all the more.

“But not tonight, I think,” he said, taking her hands and positioning them on the backs of her thighs. “Hold your legs up like that, Mrs. Nickels. Keep my seed in your womb as long as you can. Let’s see if we can make you a mother as well as a wife tonight, shall we?”

Alicia’s face lit up at the thought. “Do you think it will happen so soon? Oh, Ben! I would be so happy!”

Ben thought of the buff he’d received from drinking Meadow’s cream and grinned even wider. “I think there’s a very, very good chance, love. And we’ll try again just to be sure. But first I have to see to my other brides. Rest a bit, I’ll be back soon.”

Alicia bit her lip. “I wish I could watch. I like to see you with them.”

“Do you?” he smiled lovingly down on his beautiful wife. “And why is that?”

She sighed, the fingers of one hand sliding over her pussy to feel the damp lace and dripping cum. “I like hearing them moan, and watching the way your body moves in response. It’s just very… raw and masculine… it makes me feel lucky to have been chosen by such a strong man.”

“And I feel lucky to have such an open-minded wife,” Ben said. “You know I intend to breed as many demi-beasts as I can. But it’s going to be up to you to choose which females I breed and when. As the woman in charge, if you want to watch every breeding, you can.”

Alicia shivered with pleasure. “I’m not sure that will be practical, husband. But I do love to hear you say so. Maybe there are… other things I can do as well… to make them ready for you?”

Ben smiled. “We’ll see. But for now, you’re going to rest. We have a long night ahead of us. As soon as I see to my other duties, I’ll be back. Keep those legs up, and nap a bit if you can. You won’t get much sleep once I return.”

Alicia moaned and fingered herself in response, her gorgeous green eyes following him as he walked, naked from the room, his enormous erection bobbing in front of him like a divining rod looking for a fresh, wet slit to sink into.
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When Ben opened the door to Spirit’s room, he was surprised to find her standing by the window. Cool white moonlight streamed in through the open drapes, making her sheer babydoll nightdress completely transparent. The swells of her breasts, belly, and perfect round ass were the most beautiful thing Ben had ever seen.

“Is this a gift from Alicia?” Ben asked, striding toward her, and lifting the skirt of the ruffled nightie.

Spirit gazed up at him lovingly, with her bright blue eyes wide. “Didn’t you say you were going to see Quincie first?”

“She demanded I come to her first,” Ben said with a chuckle. “That’s not the same thing.”

“Do you like it?” Spirit asked, glancing down at his fingers, still lifting the hem of her babydoll. “It’s not too childish and silly?”

“Gods, I don’t think there’s anything childish about finding my pregnant bride in a see-through negligee, Spirit. You look incredible.”

She lifted her hands to his face, rising up on the tips of her hooves to kiss him on the lips. Ben wrapped his arms around her waist, feeling the press of her belly against his as he cupped her ass in his hands and squeezed. She moaned as he slid his fingers under the nightie where, unlike Alicia, she had no panties underneath. His hands rubbed her cheeks, pressing them together and pulling them apart as he gripped her more forcefully.

“Mmmm, Ben,” she whispered. “I’ve been looking forward to this all day. What was the surprise you wanted to share with us?”

“You’ll see,” he said, finding the base of her tail and wrapping his hands around it tightly. She whinnied slightly in alarm as he steered her toward the bed. But she climbed on obediently, getting on her knees in front of him.

They had never made love in this room before, and Ben was pleasantly surprised to find himself looking at Spirit’s reflection in the oval mirror of a vanity next to the bed. Her heavy breasts hung low in the sheer dress, but not so low as her big, round belly. The pony-girl’s nipples had stretched with the sudden growth since he’d impregnated her a few weeks before, leaving dark pink shadows on the gossamer fabric, and the hard nubs in the center of each one were like flower buds ready to bloom. Ben couldn’t help but imagine nursing at her breasts the way he had Meadow’s. She met his eyes in the reflection, her ivory ears twitching in anticipation as he lifted the hem of her nightie over her ass. Her pink tail lifted as she presented herself for breeding.

Female demi-beasts gestation periods were vastly accelerated due to the system, and his females even more so thanks to the magic they absorbed from his seed, multiple times a day. As excited as Ben was to meet the sons and daughters he had conceived with his first round of demi-beast females, he wasn’t sure he was ready to give up on the intimacy he’d built with Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie. Maybe he’d ask Alicia to schedule a day each week where he could reconnect with the new mothers after they no longer needed multi-daily attention.

Ben positioned himself behind the pony-girl, letting his hard cock press against her ass as he leaned forward and squeezed her breasts.

Spirit gasped.

“Sensitive?” he asked, releasing the pressure a bit.

“A little,” she whimpered. “I’m very close now, I think. I can feel my milk coming in.”

Gently, Ben pulled the collar of her nightie back, so that Spirit’s heavy breasts fell free. He met her gaze in the mirror as he pinched and tugged her nipples, watching her eyes widen and mouth open as he used the same milking motion on her breasts as he’d learned for Meadow.

“Oh! You’re making them tingle! Is that… Mmmm, ahhhh, Ben, what are you—?”

No milk came, but as Ben stimulated her, Spirit’s breasts swelled visibly, becoming firm and taut. Ben marveled at the incredible bodies of demi-beasts, thinking for the millionth time that he was the luckiest man to ever live, having so many fertile females in need of breeding.

Reluctantly, he released her breasts, grabbing her hips instead. Spirit arched her back as he pushed his cock into her tight pussy, displaying her breasts in the mirror as if knowing how much he liked to see the changes he’d made to her body. The lithe, wild-hearted pony-girl had been thoroughly tamed and domesticated by her need for his seed.

“Oh, Ben! Every time you breed me I’m amazed at how good it feels. Like it just keeps getting better!”

He rubbed the sides of her swollen belly as he thrust into her slit, the evidence of her fertility making his dick even harder. He held her hips, pulled her against him as he pumped, so that her big breasts jumped each time he slapped against her ass. Spirit’s mouth hung open in shock as she watched his reflection in the mirror.

“I had no idea it looked like this,” she gasped. “I love being mounted by you.”

Ben had to admit he enjoyed watching himself fuck Spirit, too. There was something to what Alicia had said. And he still wasn’t entirely used to this new body, so a part of him felt like a very lucky voyeur, watching a prize-bull of a man dominate his chosen female. It was difficult to believe that he was that bull, except for the fact that he could feel it was his body with every satisfying thrust.

As he stroked in and out, Spirit started to sweat, gasping for breath. She rocked back against him, taking him deeper and deeper. Ben slid one hand over her hip and between her legs, finding the hard pearl of her clit throbbing with need. The moment he touched her, Spirit jolted.

“Ohh, goodness,” she gasped. “It’s too much. Everything is too sensitive!”

Ben disagreed. He rubbed her slowly, thrusting deeply, coaxing the pony-girl’s pleasure to greater heights, until she no longer had words of protest for him, and could only moan and beg for more.

As her pussy began to pulse and her muscles clamped down on him, Ben grabbed her tail holding her in place as he made his final thrusts.

“Ahhhh!” she cried out. “Yes! Yes! Ride me, you big stallion!”

Ben almost laughed as Spirit came. Her excitement sprayed out of her pussy in every direction as the pony-girl squirted uncontrollably. But he gripped her tail harder and drilled her deeper, his dick sliding through her juices with wet, sloppy smacks each time his hips connected with her ass.

She continued to tremble beneath him as he removed his finger from her clit and put it in her tight little asshole instead.

“Mmm—what—? Ooooh.”

Ben used the lubrication from her pussy to slide his finger deeper into her backside, sliding it in and out as he fucked her.

“Ben, oooooh, Ben! I’m gonna… aaaahhh…”

When she climaxed a second time, this time he felt her ass tighten on his finger. It squeezed and sucked at him as if tugging him deeper into her hole. Ben couldn’t hold back any more. He grunted, and the next time his balls spanked against her lips, he unleashed a torrent of seed into her pussy.

He filled her, thrusting as his muscles clenched and released to push more and more semen from his body. Meadow’s buff and the system took control, ensuring Spirit got every drop of his seed that she needed.

When he looked at her in the mirror, Ben could see her eyes starting to roll into the back of her head, as her body started to shut down as it absorbed the magic from his breeding. As he’d suspected, it was an even stronger reaction than usual, and she was asleep even before he removed his finger from her hole or his dick from her still-twitching sex.

Ben helped to ease her onto the mattress, careful of her swollen belly. Tucking a pillow under her head, he tugged her nightie back up to cover her breasts, then pulled the blanket up. He paused a moment when he saw what a mess he’d made, wondering if he should clean her up before he left. But the demi-beasts seemed to absorb every ounce of his cum, given enough time, so he took one last look at her cream covered pussy and ass, and then gingerly brought the blanket up to cover her.

He bent to wipe the pink hair from her sweaty forehead, and kissed her cheek.

“I love you, Spirit,” he whispered in one ivory ear.

“Mmmm,” she moaned in her sleep. “Mmmmhmmmm.”

Ben grinned as he closed the door behind him. He’d never seen one of them knocked out so quickly.

He was looking forward to finding out what the girl’s fertility menus had to say about tonight’s breeding. It was apparent that they weren’t going to be in much of a state to answer for themselves until morning.
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He paused on the top floor landing, trying to decide whether to visit Rosie or Quincie next. Quincie had wanted to go first, of course, but the little cat-girl was always the most selfish of the three. Ben decided maybe it was time to teach her a lesson.

So, he turned to Rosie’s room, curious to see what kind of lingerie the kinky little piggy had chosen from Alicia’s catalogue. He was not at all prepared for what he found.

“Fuck,” Ben said under his breath as he closed the door firmly behind him.

Rosie was bound and gagged with her hands tied above her head, and secured to a ring that had been installed in the ceiling. She knelt on the bed, her eyes growing wide as he entered. They immediately dropped to his cock, and she started to squirm.

The curvaceous Porcina had a tight leather belt cinched over her chest, barely covering her nipples and causing her big breasts to overflow top and bottom. She also wore a leather garter belt with fishnet stockings, but no panties over her bare pussy. The swell of her pregnant belly looked out of place in the bondage gear, as if she was being held prisoner, and had been dressed up by her kidnapper.

But it was obvious that Spirit was the one who’d helped Rosie set up her scene. This must have been one of the fantasies she’d wanted to explore. Ben had to admit, he did like the idea of pretending the voluptuous, fertile demi-beast was his sex slave for the night.

Knowing Rosie preferred if he stayed in character for her fantasies, Ben kept his face serious as he strode toward the bed. Her eyes rolled as he reached up to her face and removed the gag.

“You can’t keep me like his,” she whispered desperately, her voice trembling. “It’s wrong!”

“I can,” Ben said with a savage grin. “And I can make you like it, too.”

“No, I’ll never like it,” she said, squirming. “I’m a good girl. You’re a disgusting, evil man.”

Ben cupped her sex with his hand, his palm slapping against her already wet lips with an audible snap. Rosie gasped and shivered with undisguised delight.

“It feels to me like you already like it,” Ben said. “It feels like you’re a very bad little girl. How else would this have happened?”

He rubbed her swollen belly with one hand while stroking her thighs with his other.

“You made me do it,” she gasped. “But you can’t make me like it.”

Ben eyed the gag around her throat as he fingered her, wondering if she could still say her safe word if she had the fabric in her mouth.

“No good girl could be this wet,” Ben chastised. She was already completely sloppy, her juices coating her puffy lips and thick thighs. Her big brown eyes rolled as she pretended to be afraid of him, her golden curls bouncing. Her cheeks blazed red with embarrassment, though, and that was real. Rosie liked to be humiliated, and Ben loved to see her blush.

He tugged the gag up. “Can you speak?”

Rosie shook her head.

“Try,” he urged.

“—uck—oo!” she shouted, her voice muffled from the gag.

Ben grinned. “Good. Now tell me your safe word.”

She shook her head again.

“Do it, or play time is over.”

Her eyes widened and she made a whimpering sound. “—eenud—iddle—”

“Good enough,” Ben said, sliding his fingers from her pussy up along her ass crack.

She moaned as if she didn’t like it, but she didn’t use the safe word again.

Rosie had chosen Peanut Brittle as the phrase she would use if Ben ever pushed her too far. So far, though, his limits seemed to be a lot more firm than hers were. Still, he did enjoy the moments of pretending dominance. Especially since Rosie liked to be violated in a particular way, which Ben was eager to oblige.

He climbed up on the bed behind her, and the Porcina screamed through her gag as if she was terrified. Her curly pink tail twitched above her bubbly ass as Ben spread her juices to lubricate her back entrance. Rosie wasn’t big on foreplay, preferring a hard and fast assault. With Meadow’s buff flowing strongly through his veins, Ben found he didn’t mind that at all. Now that Rosie was already pregnant, she could absorb his seed from any orifice or even through her skin, and he could always tell what she really wanted based on how much she protested.

Rosie’s moans were half-hearted as he fingered her pussy, and grew more frantic as he moved back up to her puckered rear hole. Ben’s erection throbbed in anticipation as he prepared to take her without mercy. The squeeze of her thick, juicy ass cheeks as he slid his shaft between them was like a delicious appetizer to the main course.

When he butted his head up against her hole she squealed and squirmed. Ben ran his hands up her hips, over the sides of her belly, and into her narrow waist. The bulge of her compressed breasts pressed on the tops of his hands as he held her around the ribs, all the while pushing his dick against her tight backdoor.

“No, no, no,” Rosie begged through her gag. “Not—ike—at!”

She seemed to strain against him, squeezing her muscles closed as he pushed against them. But he held her fast, his insistent force more than she could withstand. She gasped and moaned as he broke through the seal and plunged into her darkest depths, his shaft sinking deep into her ass with a single thrust.

Ben still held her tightly by the waist, driving up inside her as she grunted and squealed and squirmed in mock protest. But at the same time, Rosie arched her back, leaning forward so that some of her weight pulled on her bound wrists, giving him a better angle as he fucked her.

But before he came, he paused, panting, still deep between her cheeks.

He tugged the gag down.

“What are you doing?” she demanded.

Ben snapped her leather garter against her thigh, eliciting a sharp yelp. Then he slapped a palm on her pussy again, making her jump, her muscles tightening on his shaft in surprise.

“Making you like it,” he growled, sliding his fingers into her slit. “Just like I promised.”

“No,” Rosie moaned as he fingered her clit with rough strokes. “No, I’m a good girl!”

Her body convulsed as he rubbed her aggressively, still sliding slowly in and out of her ass. She responded to the rough treatment with shaking thighs and gasping, begging moans. Ben refused to let up.

“Fuuuuck!” Rosie screamed. “It’s too hard!”

“Then what do you say?” Ben prompted, giving her an opportunity to stop him.

“I hate you,” she grunted. “Nnnnnoooo, fuck! Uuungh…”

Her entire body seized as the first orgasm took her, and he felt her sphincter squeeze his cock with pulsing twitches. He didn’t let up, though, and her breath caught in her throat.

“Stop, stop it, I can’t take any more,” she gasped.

Ben rubbed her swollen sensitive clit mercilessly. “You know how to stop it if you want to. But you don’t want to. You’re a naughty girl and you like it.”

“Uuuuungh, no, no, no!” Rosie whimpered, her body stiff in his arms as he held her forcing her to withstand a second orgasm before the first had properly finished. “You’re horrible. Stop that!”

Ben’s cock was sliding in and out of her ass again as he reveled in her squirming and squealing. He continued to abuse her clit, wondering just how far he could take the forced orgasms before she broke.

“Ahhhh, fuck!” she screamed, thrashing against him and pushing her juicy ass deeper onto his cock. “I can’t, I can’t, I can’t…”

But she refused to use her safe word. Ben could feel his own climax building now, turned on by just how much Rosie was enjoying the abuse. There was no break in her twitching now, as he made her cum again and again, never relenting the friction on her sensitive clit.

“No, stop! I can’t take any more!” she squealed.

Ben grunted as ropes of cum shot from his dick into her backside, filling her even as he continued to stroke her tortured sex.

“Noooo, fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

Finally, a hot wave of fluid squirted from the Porcina’s pussy, gushing down both of their legs with such force that for a second Ben thought he’d made her piss herself. Then he remembered demi-beast physiology didn’t require those types of mortal bodily functions, and that he’d just made her cum harder than she ever had before.

He continued pumping seed into her ass as she twitched and struggled, attempting to writhe away from his hands.

“Squeeeee!” she twisted. “Noooo, you win. Peanut Brittle! Peanut Brittle!”

Immediately, Ben removed his fingers from her clit and pulled his still-hard cock from her ass. His heart hammered in his chest as he reached up to untie the rope binding Rosie to the ceiling. When the ropes released, she collapsed, exhausted against his chest. Ben undid the belt, letting her heavy breasts fall free as he lowered her gently to the damp mattress.

Cursing, Ben hunted around for a blanket or towel to put beneath her so she didn’t have to lay on the wet spot. Finally, he got her comfortable.

“I’m sorry, Rosie, was that too much?” he whispered in her ear. “Are you okay?”

“Mmmmm,” she moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head in bliss. “I have never felt better in my life.”

Ben lowered his mouth to hers, kissing her tenderly, running his fingers through her golden curls. “But I made you use the safe word.”

“Because you found my limit,” she gasped. “And it was incredible.”

Ben lifted each of her breasts, kissing the indented flesh left by the belt. Her entire body was flushed pink after the violence of her forced climaxes. Ben ran his fingers over her arms and legs, petting her and murmuring gentle words in her ears.

“Boss?” she whispered. “Are you okay?”

“I don’t think I can do that to you every time, Rosie,” Ben admitted. “It was… good. But intense.”

“That’s all right,” she said, stroking his cheek and pulling him in for another kiss. “I don’t think I can do that every time, either. I’d be totally dehydrated!”

She giggled, and let out an adorable snort.

“You’re sure you’re okay?” Ben insisted, feeling his heartrate slow once more.

Rosie rolled onto her side, looking into Ben’s soul with her big brown eyes. “Demi-beasts might be more powerful than unascended humans, but there is technology that suppresses our access to the system, which humans use to enslave us. While I have never been caught, I’ve spent a lot of my life living in fear. It… does things to a person’s brain, I think. Being scared all the time. But, I have never felt more happy, safe, and loved than I do with you, Ben. I’m more than okay. Thank you for letting me explore this side of myself. I feel free with you in a way that I’ve never experienced before, like nothing bad can ever touch me again.”

“I love you, Rosie,” Ben said, holding her face and kissing her again. “And I will make sure nothing bad ever does touch you, or our family.”

He rubbed her belly affectionately, and Rosie smiled. “I know that, boss. That’s why I wanted you in the first place. I’ve always wanted to have a baby, but I never would have done it if I didn’t believe you would keep us safe. I love you, too.”

Ben pulled a blanket up around Rosie’s shoulders as she dozed against the pillow, a dreamy, sleepy smile on her face.

“Gods,” she murmured as sleep began to take her. “I didn’t know it was possible to feel this good.”

Ben kissed her dimpled cheek and smiled. As he closed the door behind him, he realized he felt the exact same way.
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Queen Quincie was asleep when Ben came into her room, curled up in a ball on the bed. A soft red blanket that Ben didn’t recognize was piled on the bed beside her. She wasn’t wearing any lingerie, like the others were, but had a feather on a stick clutched in one hand. It could just as easily have been a cat toy as a sex toy. Ben pulled it from her fingers and dragged the feather over her bare shoulder, causing her to squirm in her sleep.

“Hey there little Queen,” Ben whispered. “Are you too sleepy for some nighttime petting?”

“Mrrrow,” she purred, flopping from her side to her back and smacking her lips. “Master?”

Her big golden eyes cracked open slightly as she looked up at Ben, upside down. Then they widened as she took in his fully naked body and still-throbbing erection. She scrambled onto her hands and knees, her lips parted expectantly.

“Not so sleepy after all, huh?” Ben grinned at her.

“Why’d you take so long?” the little cat-girl demanded, narrowing her eyes suspiciously. She sniffed the air. “You were supposed to fuck me first! I can smell all those other pussycat juices on your dick, you dirty farmer. You cheated me!”

Ben chuckled. “You demanded that I fuck you first,” he said. “I didn’t agree to that. You’ve been kind of bossy lately, you know that?”

“I’m a queen,” she sniffed, putting her nose up in the air, and assuming a dignified pose, despite the fact that she was naked. “I’m allowed to be bossy.”

Her small breasts had noticeably swelled along with her enormously pregnant belly, making her look like a tiny Egyptian fertility goddess with her twitching tail and her pointed ears. A pregnant Bastet.

Ben dangled the feather in front of her face, tickling her nose. Quincie hissed and swatted at it, knocking the feather from Ben’s hands. Then she pounced on it with both hands, her bare ass high in the air, her white tipped tail swaying back and forth excitedly.

Ben scratched her ears until they flattened out to the side, and she pressed her head against his hand, a deep rumbling purr vibrating in her chest. “I’m the Master,” Ben reminded her gently. “I get to be bossier.”

“Shut up and pet me,” she growled, holding up a clawed hand, threateningly. Then her claws retracted and she went back to rubbing her head against his hand.

“Where do you want me to pet you?” he asked, massaging the base of her ear. “Here?”

He leaned forward, using his other hand to rub her back and tail. “Here?”

She purred deeper, lifting her ass to his hand.

His new position put his erect cock right under her nose. Quincie sniffed it and wrinkled her nose. “You smell like slutty slut sluts.”

“Maybe you should clean me,” he said, sliding his fingers over her ass and into her small, tight slit.

“Mmmmmrow,” she yowled, leaning back against his hand, pushing them farther into her. “You should clean me! You owe me, Master. Lick my pussycat!”

Ben distracted her by running his fingers back and forth over her eager clit, until she opened her mouth and let him slide his dick past her lips.

“Good kitty,” he praised her.

“Mmm mmm mfff mmmuts.”

Ben straightened, holding her face as she sucked at him, her golden eyes pinned on him expectantly. “Are you talking with your mouth full?”

Quincie popped off his dick, her cheeks hollowing as she pulled her head back. “I said, you taste like sluts.”

“Bad kitty,” Ben laughed.

He bent to scoop the feisty cat girl into his arms. Even with her big belly she weighed nothing. But she let out a yowl like he was trying to kill her, and dug her claws into his shoulders.

“You want bad, I’ll scratch your eyes out, you big dummy,” she hissed. “Put me down.”

“In a minute,” Ben said, laughing despite her threats of violence. “I thought you wanted me to lick your pussycat.”

She purred. “Yes, lick it! Lick it! Worship me, Master. Worship your queen!”

“Where’s your queenly lingerie?” Ben asked. “Alicia said she ordered something for each of you?”

Quincie’s ears flattened into her dark hair as Ben settled himself onto the bed, still cradling her in his arms. “My blanky suit?”

“What?” Ben laughed. “No. Alicia said she helped each of you choose something sexy from the catalogue from the city.”

Quincie purred again, her ears perking back up. “Yes! My blanky suit. My queenly robes. Put me down, you buffoon. I’ll show you how sexy I am.”

Ben lay back against the cushions, watching the catgirl scamper across the bed, a perplexed look on his face. She dove onto the mound of fluffy red blankets he’d noticed piled on the end of the bed, wriggling into it until her bare ass and tail were the only things visible.

Then she shot to her feet, showcasing the taut athleticism of her lithe form, only wobbling a little because of her distended abdomen. The blanket poured over her shoulders like a fuzzy waterfall, spilling over her sides. A drooping hood covered her ears and hid most of her face. Her hands were barely visible at the ends of huge gaping sleeves. It was the plushest robe Ben had ever seen, and at least five sizes too big for her.

“Behold!” Queen Quincie said, holding her arms out to display the draped sleeves, as well as the open front that left her breasts, belly, and delicious little pussy on full display. “The blanky suit. So regal. So sexy. Now… I command you to lick me until I make yummy cream. Then your new wife, my trusty servant, can lick me too.”

Ben barely managed to hold back his laughter. “You are indeed the queenliest cat I have ever seen. Come here.”

Quincie pounced on his chest with her claws out, just digging into his skin enough to bite but not enough to bleed. “I am also very dangerous,” she glared at him from the shadow of her hooded robe. “You would be a fool to disobey me, farmer. Even if you do have a cozy home with a warm fireplace and lots of nice beds to sleep in.”

Ben booped her on the nose. “Be quiet, little queen, and sit on my face before I decide you’re too naughty for a good licking.”

Quincie clawed the hood off her head, causing her ruffled ears to pop up. “Mmmm, yes. I will forgive your insolence because you give good advice.”

She spun around tugging her robes up around her waist until her bare ass and little pink slit were bared before Ben’s face. He growled, grabbing her by the thighs and tugging her to his mouth. Tenderly he lapped at her puffy clit, flicking it with rhythmic precision as she began to yowl and pant.

“Mmmmrow! Yes, worship my pussycat! Lick me, slave. Lick me until I cream all over your face!”

Her claws dug into Ben’s thighs and he winced. “Gentle claws, Quincie, or no more licking,”

“Mmm, no, don’t stop! I’ll be good!” she gasped, her tone immediately becoming desperate and wheedling. “See how good I am! I’ll suck your big old dick, I’ll lick the slut stink right off of you. Don’t stop, Master!”

Quincie arched her back farther than any human possibly could, lowering her breasts to his stomach even as her ass remained lifted in his face. She wrapped her lips around his cock and plunged down onto him. Ben grunted as he felt her throat envelop his head.

“Glrk, glrk, glruk,” she moaned through the wet sound of face fucking. “Mmmmglrk.”

Ben gripped her hips and rewarded her by burrowing his face deeper into her slit. He lifted her lower half up to his face so that she had a better angle for sucking his cock, holding her there as he licked and flicked her clit with his relentless tongue.

Quincie started to purr, sending a rumble of vibration down the length of his shaft as she deep-throated him, her tits rubbing against him each time she pulled her head back.

“Mmmmlrk, mmmm,” she whimpered. “Mmmmmrow.”

Her sucking became more frantic as he flattened his tongue and dragged it over her lips with heavy lapping strokes. Quincie’s thighs twitched, her tail flicked, and her toes curled before she moaned an illegible gurgle onto his dick and sprayed pussy juice all over his face. As she came, so did Ben, exploding into the back of her throat with a groan.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm,” she made hungry little moans as she swallowed every drop. “Mmmmmmmmm.”

When she finally popped off, gasping for breath, she got another face full as Ben’s climax pulsed another load straight into the air. “Mmmmaster, so much cream! Give me more! Mooar!”

The pregnant catgirl spun around, sitting on Ben’s dick with her tight pussy, and bouncing up and down like she wanted to milk him for everything he was worth. As she bounced she licked her lips, rubbing the cream he’d spilled over her tits, grinning at him like a feral creature.

“More cream!” she demanded. “More! More! More!”

Ben arched his back and groaned, gripping Quincie’s hips as he thrust so far inside her she yowled and dug her claws into his wrist. “Yes! Fuck me you dirty tomcat. Fuck my little pussycat ‘til I tell you to stop!”

An impossible amount of cum flooded from Ben’s body as Meadow’s buff sought to give the catgirl exactly what she begged for. Quincie’s eyes rolled madly in her head as she pounded her sex on him with a wet, slapping, desperation. Her robe had fallen down to her elbows, and was covered in cum, but she didn’t seem to notice as she demanded more and more and more. Her small, swollen tits bounced too, her perky pink nipples swaying in circles as he humped her.

Finally, when Ben doubted that even the breeding buff was going to be enough to satiate the horny Felina, Quincie’s jaw lolled open and she slumped to the side with sudden exhaustion.

“Mmmmm, my pussy is so full, Master,” she moaned. “So much cream. Yummy yum yum.”

She fell face-first onto the pillow next to him, snoring loudly, her ass in the air. Ben sighed with relief, feeling spent. But that was only the rest of his body. His cock still stood tall, ready to complete his husbandly duty for Alicia.

Slowly, Ben rolled to the side pulling the robe up over the sleeping catgirl. She purred in her sleep, and Ben gave her a skritch behind the ears. “You’re a good kitty, my little queen,” he whispered, hoping she’d hear him in her dreams. “I love you.”

“Mmmmm, Master is a good master,” she murmured. “I love your cream.”

Ben snorted. That was probably as good as it got as far as romantic words went when it came to Quincie.

That was all right. He had a young wife to whisper sweet nothings too, and the rest of the night to make love to Alicia… providing his body held up under the pressure.

Limbs feeling a bit heavy, Ben stumbled back to the main bedchamber, looking forward to a bit of gentle snuggling before he had to perform any more feats of godlike virility.

But when he opened the door, Alicia was sitting on the edge of the bed, her cheeks flushed expectantly.

“There you are, my love,” she gasped. “I was about to come drag you back to bed myself. I’m ready now, ready to be filled with your seed!”

No rest for the wicked, Ben thought as his wife reached for him, her hungry mouth opening for a taste of his and Quincie’s mingled juices. As Alicia took him into her mouth, he dug his fingers into her hair and moaned with pleasure. But if I’m so wicked, why does it feel so damned good?


6
A Very Good Morning


The next morning, Ben was feeling better than ever. Despite the lack of sleep, his husbandly duties the night before had actually invigorated him rather than exhausting him—once he got a few minutes of recovery shut-eye in the wee hours. Apparently, thanks no doubt to the system, all he needed after some Olympic level breeding sessions, was a brief nap to regain his energy. Which was a good thing, because Alicia had quickly overcome her hesitancy and proven to be quite the little seductress once she learned all the different ways she could be pleasured.

Since Alicia hadn’t ascended to the system, they had no early warning signs for whether or not he’d managed to impregnate her. But Ben had certainly done everything in his power—and a few extras on top of that—to get her with child.

Now, sunbeams dappled the garden with soft golden hues, filtering through the leafy branches of the nearby trees. A pair of butterflies fluttered lazily between the rows of wildflowers Spirit had planted near the fence, their delicate wings glowing in the light. Birds chirped happily in the distance, their song blending with the gentle rustling of leaves in the cool morning breeze. It was as if the entire world was celebrating Ben’s good mood with him.

It was exactly the kind of peaceful, picture-perfect morning Ben had always dreamed about when imagining life on a farm. Except, of course, his dreams hadn’t included a growing family of horny pregnant demi-beasts or a young wife who wanted nothing more than to watch him breed other women. If he had considered such a thing back in his old life, it probably would have given him a heart attack.

If it weren’t for the increasing frequency of monster attacks and the sickly state of the farm’s bird population, things would have been perfect. But those were manageable problems that Ben looked forward to solving, rather than feeling overwhelmed by them.

He leaned against the porch railing, sipping a cup of hot tea while he watched Spirit scatter feed for the chickens. A few of the hens clucked indignantly as a particularly bold kitten pounced after a wayward grain of corn, and Spirit laughed, her bubblegum-pink hair catching the sunlight. The two turkeys—a pair of ugly, menacing-looking creatures that Ben couldn’t wait to eat—were glowering at the pony-girl from the far side of the pen, probably plotting something evil. The ducks just swam in circles through the small pond Ben had dug for them, not even motivated enough to investigate the food. Still, the birds were doing better than they had been a few weeks ago, so they seemed to be on the right track.

Quincie sat cross-legged on the porch next to him, nibbling on a piece of cheese and flicking her tail in irritation. She wore the “blanky suit” from the night before, with—as far as Ben could tell—nothing under it. There were a few suspicious stains on the fluffy fabric, but Quincie didn’t seem to care about that. Her golden eyes darted toward the tree line, where the Harpy had been spotted again, and she muttered something under her breath.

“That stupid birdbrain is watching us again,” Quincie said, her voice sharp. “My kitty army reports she’s been hiding in the same spot all morning. But every time I try to approach, she flies off like some skittish bushtit.”

“Maybe that’s because you’re stalking her like a hunter,” Ben said, keeping his tone light.

“As if I’d want to eat her feathery butt,” the catgirl grumbled. “Her meat is probably all stringy and gamey and not even good. Stupid Harpy.”

“Well, you’d best find a way to stop scaring her off, little queen,” Ben warned. “We need her. I’m sure you’re the reason she hasn’t approached the farm yet. You and your kitty army. She doesn’t feel safe. And you’re not getting any of Meadow’s cream until you extend an olive branch.”

Quincie groaned, flopping backward onto the porch with exaggerated drama. “Why are you talking about olives. Nobody likes olives. Not even stupid Harpies, probably. Even they aren’t that stupid.”

“I mean, show her that you want to be friends,” Ben said, suppressing a laugh.

“That’s impossible. She’s impossible. Do you know how hard I’m trying to be good? It’s not in my nature, Master. I see a Harpy, and my instinct is to pounce. You’re just being mean to me because you like to see me suffer. I don’t know why. I let you put your fuck stick in my pussycat whenever you like. You should be rewarding me with pets and cream and prezzies every day.”

The door to the farmhouse opened and Meadow stepped out onto the porch with a basket of fresh vegetables balanced on her hip. Quincie sat up, her yellow eyes going round as they latched onto the Holstaur’s enormous chest. The little catgirl’s mouth fell open and she began to purr and drool at the same time. She stared, murmuring under her breath as if she didn’t realize the others could hear her. “Mama… give kitty some creamy titties… yum yummy yum yum… nice titties… come to Quincie…”

“See, this is why I don’t trust your cat,” Meadow said, squinting suspiciously at Quincie and backing away. “She looks like she’s going to jump me. And she’s got all those teeth and claws…”

“She knows how to keep her claws and teeth to herself when she wants something,” Ben said. He reached over and tugged the hood of Quincie’s robe down over her eyes, blocking her line of sight. “And she knows what our deal is.”

The cat girl swatted at him and hissed, then wrapped her robe around herself and curled up in a ball to sulk, sticking her bare ass out at Ben and Meadow with her tail twitching.

Ben grinned at Meadow and shrugged, as if to say this was probably as good as they were going to get. Then his gaze moved to her chest and he remembered the sneaky snack she’d given him at the wedding reception.

“Thirsty?” Meadow asked, blushing as she caught him staring. Her tail swished back and forth and her ears flicked nervously, but Ben thought she was standing with a bit more arch to her back, pushing her prominent chest forward.

“Any time you need me,” he said with a smile. “You know you only have to ask.”

“Stop flirting, you slut!” Quincie yowled from her blanket fort, still refusing to come out.

Ben spanked her exposed bottom with a good, firm slap, and Quincie wriggled deeper into the fluffy robe, growling from its depths. “Don’t mind her,” Ben said. “Being so pregnant makes her crankier than usual.”

Meadow touched her own, flat stomach as if imagining what that would feel like. She bit her lip and danced from side to side, squeezing her thighs together in a way that Ben could hardly fail to notice. And despite his efforts the night before, his body only seemed more ready than ever to breed the pretty Holstaur as soon as the time was ripe.

“I do need to be milked,” Meadow said, shooting a glare at the hidden catgirl, and blushing even deeper. “When you have a spare moment, there’s something I’d like to show you in the barn, as well. Maybe we can do it at the same time?”

“You want me to milk you in the barn this time?” Ben asked, surprised. “Rather than the kitchen?”

“It might be quieter,” Meadow said, tugging at her white t-shirt, and exposing a long line of cleavage to Ben’s desirous gaze. “And more private.”

“That sounds great,” Ben said, his voice suddenly husky with lust.

Meadow came to stand next to Ben at the porch railing, just close enough that he could feel the side of her breast brushing his arm. The Holstaur’s calm, motherly presence was as soothing as the scent of fresh cream that always seemed to surround her. She gazed up at him through her long, dark eyelashes and licked her lips.

Ben brushed her hair aside, running a finger along her chin and tilting her face up to his. Then he lowered his mouth to hers, kissing her gently but passionately, to show her that her flirtations were not only noticed but very much appreciated. Meadow moaned as he slipped his tongue into her mouth, pressing her chest into his ribs.

When Ben pulled back, she was panting and looking a bit dizzy.

Quincie had stilled, as if she sensed something was happening that she wasn’t a part of. She hissed in irritation. “Master’s just rubbing it in. He should be rubbing my pussycat.”

“I’ll make you a deal, cat,” Meadow said, smiling a bit more confidently now that Quincie’s predatory gaze was well-hidden by the blanket. “Bring that Harpy to the farm, and I’ll give you double the cream Ben gets. If you can keep your claws to yourself, I might even let you have some straight from the source.”

Quincie perked up, the tips of her black and white ears popping up from the folds of fluffy red fabric. But her words were still grumbled. “That birdbrain is just lucky I like cream more than I hate Harpies. I probably won’t even bite her.”

Ben chuckled, shaking his head as he set his empty cup down on the railing. “You’ll manage, Quincie. I have faith in you.”

In the distance, one of the Porcina girls was tending to the vegetable garden, her curly chestnut hair bouncing as she carefully inspected the ripening tomatoes. A few of the Ovina were herding sheep and goats across the pasture, their soft voices carrying on the breeze. The farm was alive with activity, and Ben felt a deep sense of pride as he watched the demi-beasts go about their work.

Spirit returned to the porch, brushing her hands on her dress. “The birds are fed, but I think the hens are still a little off. And the ducks are definitely not feeling great. I don’t know what to think about the turkeys… if I didn’t know better, I’d think they were plotting to kill and eat me.”

“The turkeys are just jerks,” Meadow said with a lilting laugh. “They’re all like that.”

“We should eat them,” Quincie said from inside her fort.

“I’ve been thinking that,” Ben agreed.

“Well, even so. We really need that Harpy’s magic to help them, Ben. Otherwise, I don’t know what to do. The birds just aren’t as strong as they should be.”

“We’ll get her here eventually,” Ben said, though he glanced toward the tree line with a twinge of worry. “Quincie, as much as I hate to admit it, you are the expert on birds…”

“So, I can eat them,” she hissed. “Not give them olives.”

“Even so,” Ben said, hiding his laughter. “Do you think she’ll come if we build something for her? Like a roost or a perch? What do Harpies like?”

Quincie snorted. “Harpies are stubborn. She’s probably just watching because she’s curious, not because she actually wants to talk to us.”

“Well, maybe curiosity will get the better of her,” Meadow said. “It often does. I think building something she would be interested in is a great idea, Ben. Only… what would she be interested in?”

“Depends on the kind of Harpy,” Quincie said, sighing as if they were all hopeless idiots. “She’s a wild type, though. They’re always hungry. Hang some dead rabbits up or something.”

Ben had to admit it was a good start for a plan. But the Harpy wasn’t the biggest worry he had. They could always get other birds if these ones didn’t survive, after they’d secured a Harpy for the farm. But the farm itself needed more work that couldn’t be put off.

His mind was already drifting to the next task on their ever-growing list. They were thriving, but there was still so much to do. Quincie’s cats had done a good job keeping the farm safe from smaller threats, but they needed to start expanding the safezone if they wanted to keep Lucky Nickel Acres protected in the long term, especially if they were going to take on more demi-beasts. Establishing a Grangehold was their best bet, but that upgrade would take serious time and effort—and resources they didn’t have yet.

“Hey, boss!” Rosie called, approaching the porch from the side of the house. “I’m putting Gruff on the patrol today. The south side of the property has been seeing more monster action, and I think he’ll dissuade them better than the cats. One of the other Porcina girls can take him around the property. Plus, that’ll give Quincie a chance to sit on her ass for the afternoon and maybe stop being such a cranky little sourpuss.”

Quincie stuck her tongue out at Rosie, but she didn’t argue. Instead, she dragged her blanket over to the growing patch of sunlight spilling across the east side of the porch, kneaded it into a cushy pile, then curled up with her rounded tummy absorbing the warm rays, looking every bit like one of the lounging farm cats as her tail flicked lazily behind her, not caring in the least that she was completely naked.

Ben glanced at Meadow, who was still sorting vegetables from her basket. “Have we decided on a plan for the day yet? Aside from keeping Quincie out of trouble?”

“By the looks of it, we need to focus on the Birthing Unit,” she said, eying the three hugely pregnant demi-beasts now sharing the porch with her and Ben. “Your girls are… looking a little more inflated today than they were yesterday.”

Ben laughed. “Your cream is partially to blame for that,” he said. “It gave me a breeding buff that seems to have accelerated the system’s already sped-up gestation period for demi-beasts.”

This made Meadow blush again. Ben found it funny how the girl could be so forward with him one moment and so shy the next.

“Your seed was definitely more powerful last night,” Spirit agreed, oblivious to the cow-girl’s discomfort. “You rode me so hard I think I passed out. I hardly remember what happened after I climaxed.”

“I remember,” Rosie said with a wink. “And I hurt so good today, I won’t be forgetting for a long, long time.”

Meadow moved a bit further away from Ben, as if worried that standing close to him might be dangerous. She blew out a nervous breath. “Well, uh… I’ll start gathering materials with some of the other Holstaurs and Equistars, and get a team to work on clearing the space for it, I guess. Better be prepared.”

“There’s still quite a few supplies we need, I think,” Ben said. “But Alicia’s going into town this morning, so we can get her to pick them up for us.”

“Well, I’m taking a load off my hooves until she shows up,” Spirit said, sitting on the step and leaning back to rub her belly. She groaned. “I feel twice as big today as I did yesterday. Like everything is stretching. What did you do to me, Ben?”

“Sorry, love,” Ben said, coming to sit beside her and rub her ears. “But you look beautiful. And you’re growing such a big, healthy baby in there. I’m so proud of you. All of you. It can’t be easy to go through all of these changes so quickly.”

“So far, I feel I’ve been holding up okay,” Rosie said, standing with her hands under her bulging stomach to support its weight. “But I’ve gotta admit, I’m starting to feel it, too. Last night was definitely a turning point.”

Quincie snored loudly, her nose twitching in her sleep. But Ben got the impression that she was a little more tired than usual too.

“Getting that Birthing Unit build is definitely a top priority,” Ben said. “Thanks for offering to help with that, Meadow.”

The front door opened and Alica emerged, looking bright-eyed and glowing as her emerald gaze landed on her new husband. “Mmmm, good morning,” she said. “I… must have slept in. I have to get going soon if I’m going to open the General Store before lunchtime!”

“Good morning, sleepy head,” Rosie said with a grin. “Looks like we aren’t the only ones who got used hard last night.”

She snorted.

Alica blushed so red Ben worried she was going to faint. “Uh… did I hear someone talking about the Birthing Unit?”

Ben grinned at his beautiful young bride. “You did,” he said. “And when you’re in town there are some things we need. Meadow’s going to help us organize the building, since the girls are feeling a bit…”

“Huge,” Spirit said.

“Sleepy,” Quincie added without opening her eyes.

“Cranky,” Rosie said, pointing slyly at the napping catgirl.

Alica smiled at them, biting her lip, and still blushing. Ben knew she was probably thinking about her own path to motherhood and how hard they’d tried last night to get her started on it. Or, Ben considered, she might have been thinking about him impregnating the other girls. Both seemed to be a huge turn on for his bride.

“I’m happy to help,” she said, glancing at Meadow. “And I’m sure there are a lot of fertile females here who’d like to see that Birthing Unit occupied so your schedule opens up, husband.”

Meadow glanced nervously at Ben and then Alicia as if worried she might get in trouble.

Alicia leaned against the porch railing, pulling a notebook out of her pocket. Pen in hand, she jotted down the list of supplies Ben found in his HUD. As with the recipes he’d followed for the Pull-Behind Plow and the Self-Watering System, all they needed to do was gather the appropriate supplies and provide the space and the system would do the work.

Ben admired his wife as she made her list, her tongue sticking out adorably from the corner of her mouth as she concentrated. Alicia’s hair was pinned back in a loose, elegant twist, and her cheeks still had that faint, radiant glow from the night before. Spirit stood beside her, leaning over her shoulder to point at the notebook.

“Make sure to get lots of the soft blankets,” Spirit said, her voice bubbling with enthusiasm. “We need enough that Quincie can’t steal them all. The kind that are really warm but not too heavy. Oh, and pillows. Lots of pillows!”

Rosie smirked. “Yeah, don’t skimp on the comfy stuff, Alicia. We’re all going to be using it soon enough. Maybe you too, if the sounds I heard coming from your room last night were any indication.”

“What?” Alicia blanched, looking at Ben in alarm. “I wasn’t that loud, was I?”

Ben only raised his eyebrows.

Quincie, from her lounging spot in the sunlight, cracked one eye and grinned. “Did he try to put it in your dirty hole? You should have heard how much I yowled the first time he did that to me. It’s so big! And my little bottom is so small. Nasty farmer. But you can’t make kittens that way. Make him get you good and pregnant before you let him fill up your backside. That’s my advice.”

Alicia’s cheeks flushed a deep crimson, and she fumbled her notebook, earning a round of teasing laughter from the other girls.

“I—he—we… I don’t know what you’re talking about!” she stammered, looking so flustered that even Quincie’s snark softened into a warm chuckle.

“It’s okay,” Quincie said. “You’ll learn to like his big fat fuck stick. Even when he puts it where it doesn’t belong, it feels really good.”

Spirit giggled and gave Alicia a playful nudge. “Don’t let her scare you. Ben won’t do anything you don’t want him to. Half the reason Quincie is such a bad kitty is because she likes it when Master has to teach her a lesson.”

“You look so happy, Alicia,” Rosie added. “Just like a new wife should. I bet Ben was a perfect gentleman, wasn’t he?”

“And prettier than ever,” Meadow said. “You’re really lucky, Alicia. I have to admit, I am a little jealous of all of you.”

This made Alicia smile, even through her embarrassment. “Don’t worry Meadow, I know how much Ben wants you, too. You’re actually my first choice when Ben’s is able to breed with a new batch of females. I could hardly blame him when you’re so…” she gestured vaguely to Meadow’s enormous chest. “well… gorgeous.”

Ben watched the exchange with interest, his heart swelling with pride. The girls had felt like family since the very start, but seeing how quickly they had accepted Alicia into their circle was something else entirely. And how Alicia was already taking to her role as the breeding manager was even better. His life was falling into place one piece at a time, with everyone working together toward the same bright future.

“I’ll take the list into town and order everything,” Alicia said, still blushing but smiling brightly. She tucked her notebook into her pocket, straightened her dress, and glanced at the road. “Have you got the steam carriage loaded up? If I come into town without any veggies, I might get chased right back out again!”

“The girls got the crates loaded for you first thing this morning,” Meadow said proudly. “And Clover added the last jars of honey she collected, since so many people asked her about it at the wedding receptions last night.”

“That’s great,” Alicia beamed, heading for the personal steam carriage she’d brought from town. It had been a gift from her father, before she was married, but now it had been painted with a logo Alicia had designed for the farm. “I can’t wait to see the looks on the townspeople’s faces as we get more and more of Lucky Nickel Acres’ products in the store. You’re going to be famous, husband!”

“Hopefully they won’t mind the shortened hours now that you have to travel,” Ben said, following her to the carriage. “But I don’t want you on those roads at night. Even if you are a crackshot with that pistol of yours. It’s hard to aim in the dark.”

“I’ll be back before sundown,” Alicia promised, wrapping her arms around Ben and giving him a peck on the cheek.

Ben caught her mouth before she could pull away, kissing her passionately in front of all the other girls, his hands roaming freely over her breasts and bottom as she moaned.

“Sorry,” he murmured as he pulled away, a grin plastered on his face. “I thought I’d had enough to last me until tonight, but I guess I needed more.”

“Don’t ever apologize for kissing me like that, Mr. Nickels,” Alicia answered breathlessly.

“We’ll hold down the fort,” Ben said, giving her ass a pinch.

Alicia let out a yelp and swatted his hand. He laughed, and stepped forward to help her into the steam carriage, taking her hand as she climbed in. For a moment, he lingered, squeezing her hand gently before stepping back. “Be careful, all right?”

She smiled down at him, the morning sunlight catching the bright copper strands in her auburn hair. “Always.”

As the steam carriage sputtered to life and rolled away down the dirt road, Ben turned back to the others. Spirit and Rosie had already headed off to tend to the day’s chores, while Quincie reluctantly stretched and muttered something about checking in on her cats.

Ben moved toward the barn, his hands brushing absently against the hem of his shirt as he considered the work ahead. It was already getting warm. If he was going to be doing hard labor, he should probably take the shirt off and save having to wash it later.

Well, all right, he admitted to himself, I don’t mind the stir it causes when I go around bare-chested, either. I don’t think I’ll ever get tired of seeing these horny demi-beasts eyeing me up like a piece of meat.

Chuckling to himself, Ben stripped off his shirt and hung it on the porch railing. To his disappointment, there weren’t any females spying on him from the gardens or pastures. Everyone was hard at work on the various tasks Meadow had set out for them.

The dairy Holstaur had wandered into the yard, a basket balanced on her hip as she carried tools and spare boards toward the corner of the property where the Birthing Unit would eventually stand. She glanced over her shoulder and Ben caught her eye and waved.

Meadow almost dropped her basket of tools as he approached.

“Wasn’t there something you wanted to show me?” Ben asked. “Before we tend to business?”

Meadow cleared her throat, her tail swishing nervously behind her as she glanced around, hoping there might be someone else around to take the attention off of her. “Umm, yes… but… uh… can you help me with these?”

She didn’t seem to want to look directly at him, but her big brown eyes kept being drawn back to his naked torso.

Ben smirked.

“Of course,” he replied, stepping forward to take the heavier items from her basket. “Anything else you need?”

Meadow hesitated for a moment, her soft brown eyes flicking toward the barn. “Actually… there is. I’ll show you. But I’m worried you’re going to think it’s weird.”

They took the tools to the worksite, then Meadow hurried toward the large barn where the cows and horses stayed at night. During the day, they were all out to pasture, though, and the barn would be cool and quiet.

Curious, Ben followed her, the construction project temporarily forgotten.


7
The Machinery of Progress


As Ben followed Meadow to the barn, he couldn’t help but glance around at the bustling activity of the farm.

Demi-beasts were everywhere, tending to chores with a quiet, determined efficiency. Ovina girls herded sheep into the pasture, their soft wool catching the sunlight as they moved in a gentle, rhythmic flow. A couple of Satyresses danced around them, trying to get them to play, while their goats jumped and butted heads and generally made a nuisance of themselves. Sweet Lapina darted between rows of vegetables, their quick, agile movements almost too fast to track. A group of Porcina worked near the pig pens, their laughter carrying across the yard as they fixed a broken fence.

The girls looked up, gazing lustfully at him as he passed, just as he’d hoped. Ben wanted to have some idea of which girls were most interested in breeding before Alicia made her choices, but besides Meadow, most of the new girls were far too skittish and shy to approach. He thought Clover, the bunny-girl who liked to collect honey in the woods, might be the first of the Lapina to warm up to him. She looked away immediately when he caught her watching him, and bent to pick up the hoe she was using to weed the garden. But Ben was pretty sure the little bunny was leaning forward on purpose to lift the hem of her dress, showing off her thick thigh muscles and a hint of her pert bottom.

“Ben?” Meadow’s voice pulled his attention away, just in time to avoid walking into the side of the barn. “This way.”

“Right,” Ben said, laughing at himself. “Fell down the rabbit hole for a second there.”

“Well I’d better show you what I need before Clover gets her paws on you,” Meadow teased, seeming a bit more comfortable now that they were alone. “Bunny-girls are very needy.”

“Unlike you,” Ben said, wrapping his arm around the pretty Holstaur’s narrow waist to show her he was teasing. “You only need me to massage, caress, lick, and suck your gorgeous breasts a few times a day, right?”

“Preferably,” Meadow said, leaning into his embrace until the gorgeous breasts in question squeezed against his side. She was definitely more at ease, now, her initial nervousness fading into quiet determination as she led Ben to a far corner of the building for what Ben could only hope was going to be an epic milking session.

But she took him to a pile of old, rusted metal, half hidden beneath a dusty canvas tarp.

“Uh… Meadow?” Ben asked. “What’s this?”

“This,” she said, pulling the tarp away with a flourish, “is what I wanted to show you.”

Ben blinked, taking in the strange, mechanical device before him. It looked like some kind of milking machine, though it was far bulkier and less refined than anything he’d seen in use on the farms back on earth. The metal was tarnished with age, and a few of the parts appeared to be missing, but the basic structure was still intact. The engine on the device was like a small version of the one that drove Alicia’s steam carriage.

“Is it a milking machine?” he asked. “Or a torture device?”

“This is what Ashburn used on his cows,” Meadow explained, her voice tinged with both disdain and curiosity. “It’s not exactly… humane, but it worked. And with the number of cows we’re getting, we’ll need something like it eventually. When his equipment was being sold off, I requested this one because I thought you’d be able to make something better.”

Ben crouched down, inspecting the machine with a critical eye. His HUD flickered to life, highlighting various components and offering suggestions for repair and improvement. As he reached out to touch one of the levers, a notification popped up in the corner of his vision.

New Recipe: Adaptable Milking Machine

This versatile machine is designed to work with cows, sheep, and goats, streamlining the milking process and increasing efficiency while keeping the animals comfortable. The machine can be adjusted for different sizes and milk yields, making it perfect for managing a diverse farmstead.

Materials Needed:

	Iron Components (x8): Used for the frame and milking claws.

	Copper Tubing (x6): For the milk suction and transfer system.

	Rubber Seals (x10): Ensures a gentle and airtight seal during milking.

	Leather Padding (x4): For comfort at contact points.

	Glass Reservoirs (x2): For milk storage.

	Gear Assemblies (x4): Drives the suction and pump mechanisms.

	Steam Engine Core (x1): Powers the milking machine, utilizing steam pressure for gentle suction.

	Hose Connections (x6): Flexible, food-grade tubing for milk transfer.

	Wooden Base (x1): Provides stability for the machine and prevents tipping.




This machine helps to automate the milking process for cows, sheep, and goats, reducing manual labor and increasing yield quality and quantity.

“Hmm,” Ben said, studying the list and examining the parts. “Most of the pieces we need are here, they just aren’t in very good shape. But maybe…”

“Do you think you can fix it?” Meadow asked hopefully.

“It’s for the cows?” Ben asked, glancing at Meadow’s chest which had begun to leak. “Or…”

“Uhhh… well… this one is designed for the cows. And the other animals. But… I thought if you could see how it worked, maybe you could make one for me.”

Another notification popped up in Ben’s HUD.

New Quest: Dairy Holstaur Milking Machine

Design and build a milking machine optimized for demi-beast use. Unlock new farm features upon completion.

Ben glanced up at Meadow, who was watching him expectantly. Her cheeks flushed pink when he caught her gaze.

“It’s just… I’ve been needing help more often,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “And I know you’re busy with the others, and with Alicia now, so… if you could make something like this for me, it might make things easier.”

Ben turned to look at her, a small smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. “You don’t have to explain, Meadow. I’ll make it happen. If that’s what you want. Do you think you’d like being milked by a machine?”

Her complexion pinkened ever further. “Ummmm….”

Ben stood, wiping his hands on his pants, which were beginning to feel a bit tight in the groin area. Meadow’s gaze dragged over his chest, down his stomach, and fixated on the bulge between his legs.

“It would leave you free to… uh… do other things,” she whispered. “If you wanted.”

“I see,” he said, smiling. “Well, let’s give it a try. If you can go to the storage shed and bring me some rubber seals, glass bottles, and rubber hosing I think I can make it work. Doesn’t have to be exactly the kind that ‘should’ be used. The system is usually more than happy to let me cobble things together from scraps.”

Meadow’s expression softened, relief washing over her features. “Thank you, Ben.”

She hurried out of the barn, her big full breasts bouncing as she ran. Ben watched her go, enjoying her eagerness, and more than a little intrigued by her plan. He’d read something about this in his handbook, but he hadn’t paid much attention then, as he didn’t have access to a dairy Holstaur at the time. Now that Meadow was gone, Ben pulled the Demi-Beast Husbandry for Fun and Profit book from his back pocket and flipped to the appropriate section.

He knew he’d found it when he found a rather horny illustration of a cow-girl bent over a bucket, a lusty look in her big brown eyes, as she squeezed her huge, swollen breasts, spraying milk in every direction. The next page had an even more intriguing image… Ben flipped back to the beginning of the section.

Dairy Holstaurs are relatively rare in the demi-beast world, compared to their work-oriented counterparts, and highly sought after by the serious breeder. The milk and cream they produce has incredible magic properties that can vary depending on the female’s mood at the time of milking. Fair and Superior quality Holstaur cream is often used in healing potions and salves, and for some kinds of enchanting. But Legendary quality cream is something the wise breeder will keep to himself.

Producing Legendary cream involves stimulating the female during the milking process. Many dairy Holstaurs find the milking process itself very erotic, and will achieve a series of progressively intense climaxes while being milked by a properly attentive breeder. In fact, milking is usually all that is required in order to ready a dairy Holstaur to receive the sire’s seed. Many breeders choose to take their fertile female Holstaurs in a seated position, so that he may suck and stimulate her nipples while penetrating her.

If possible, however, this guide suggests the procurement of milking machinery. The dairy Holstaur’s peculiarly erotic nature is well suited to aggressive suction, which even the strongest breeder may not be able to achieve on his own. While the equipment often looks uncomfortable to the outside eye, and even violent in its cold abuse of the needy female’s nipples and breasts, she will be driven insane with lust during the milking process. These obedient little females can seem tough and stubborn at first, but they truly want nothing more than to be used by their breeder. In order to have a satisfied dairy Holstaur, it is recommended that the sire leave the female attached to her machine for at least an hour each morning and evening. She is to be filled with seed though any cavity the breeder wishes during this time. Do not be surprised if your female milks you as often as you milk her!

If this sounds like an intimidating prospect, have no fear. Drinking the Legendary quality cream that your horny Holstaur produces will vastly increase the breeder’s virility and stamina, as well as the volume of nourishing seed produced by the blessed member. Do not be startled by temporary increases to the size of your breeding equipment either. Most females will eventually adapt with enough stimulation. If not, they are able to absorb all necessary nutrients through their skin, and may prefer the somewhat messier, but still enjoyable, method of seed facials, showers, or bathing.

Ben blew a long, slow breath out through his cheeks, feeling a bit lightheaded. “Holy fucking shit, this is the best job a man could ask for.”

He flipped the page back to the one that had caught his attention, making his cock as hard as granite before he even realized what he was looking at.

A blond Holstaur with even bigger breasts than Meadow had was on her hands and knees, her nipples being tugged and twisted painfully by what at first glance looked like a sexual torture device. But as Ben looked closer, he realized it was more like a strange-looking breast pump, sucking on her breasts with an industrial strength vacuum.

It would have been disturbing if it wasn’t for the look of sheer bliss on the horny female’s face, her mouth drooped open and drooling as she lifted her tail to prepare for penetration.

A second illustration showed the same cow-girl absolutely dripping with fluid that might have been milk, but after having read the description, was most certainly her breeder’s seed.

A third image showed a close up of the girl’s anus and pussy, similarly abused.

The thought of Meadow begging for such treatment from him was… well, enough to keep him up at night and bothering all the other girls, that was for sure. Because he wasn’t going to be able to breed her until he had time to give her the attention she deserved. Which wouldn’t be until the Birthing Unit was built and Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie were having their babies.

When the barn door opened again, and Meadow came running in with her arms full of bottles and hoses and a container of rubber seals, the eagerness on her face was nearly enough to make Ben say “fuck it” and get started on breeding her right away.

“Ben, I found it all,” she gasped, out of breath from running back to him. “This is everything we need isn’t it?”

“It is,” Ben said, taking the parts from her. “But we should have finished milking you first. Look at your shirt.”

Meadow glanced down, noticing for the first time that her entire top was sopping wet and her erect nipples were clearly visible through the sheer fabric. “Oh, I… I didn’t realize. I was so excited to try the machine.”

“It’s for the animals,” he reminded her. “We’re going to need other parts to make one that fits you.”

Meadow blushed. “I… I know. But… maybe I can try it anyway? It might work…”

Ben looked at her carefully. “Meadow, have you ever used one of these machines before?”

She shoved the armful of parts at Ben, and he had to scramble to catch it all as she covered her face in shame. “No. Why would you ask that? That would be weird.”

Ben lifted an eyebrow, and took the parts over to the rusted contraption Meadow had rescued from Ashburn’s farm. “Just asking,” he said. “No judgement. It doesn’t bother me if you did. I’ve told you before, this is a natural bodily function, and something that you have to deal with however it works for you. Whatever you like is fine with me, Meadow. You’re hardly going to be the kinkiest female on the farm with Rosie around, trust me.”

Meadow’s face flushed from pink to red to purple, and then blanched to white. She leaned against a haybale, squeezing her thighs together as her fingers unconsciously moved up to pinch her nipples.

“I used to sneak into the barn at night sometimes,” Meadow admitted, her voice shaking violently. “Being around all the cows made me produce more milk than I could express on my own… and… I was too embarrassed to ask the other girls to help me because… you know how I get.”

“Lusty?” Ben supplied. “You don’t have to be ashamed of that. I find it very sexy, to be honest. What was it like?”

Meadow bit her lip, watching him as he worked on the machine, staring at his bare torso with naked admiration. “Uhh, it… hurt a bit. The suction attachment doesn’t fit quite right on my breasts. But it did milk me. And… I started to not notice the hurting so much when I distracted myself.”

“By playing with yourself, you mean?” Ben asked, glancing over his shoulder at the shy, impossibly pretty cow-girl. “I’d like to see that some day.”

“Oh…. Uh…” Meadow stammered, shaking her head and causing her breasts to jiggle. “Well… it worked. I actually started to like the pain. You made me come yesterday because you started tugging harder, and it… triggered something.”

“Good to know,” Ben said with a grin.

Meadow was silent as he finished attaching the mismatched parts to the rusty pile of junk. Ben didn’t think it looked anything like it was supposed to look, but it didn’t take long before the heap began to shimmer with system magic as the recipe took hold. With a pop, the old clapped out contraption was replaced with a brand-shiny new milking machine made of polished brass, clear tubes, glass receptacles, and accordion-shaped air-bags that were probably necessary to create the vacuum.

New Item Acquired: Adaptable Milking Machine

Quest Progress Updated: Expanding Your Farmstead

Yard Improvement Projects Complete: 6 of 10

Farm Improvement Points Gained: 15

“Hey, look at that,” Ben said. “It worked. Just needs one of those energy crystals that Alicia has for her carriage. I’ll have to ask her for—”

“I have one,” Meadow interrupted, suddenly pushing beside Ben to admire the machine. She pulled a glowing green shard from the pocket of her shorts and shoved it into Ben’s hand. He took it, and put it in the compartment in the steam engine. The machine instantly whirred to life.

“Oh, gods, yes!” Hurriedly Meadow started removing her shirt, peeling the wet fabric up over her breasts. The fabric caught, lifting them, until they released with a heavy jostle. Ben couldn’t stop himself from reaching out to catch them, worried that it would hurt.

Meadow moaned the moment he touched her chest. Ben didn’t remove his hands, lifting and squeezing the impressive tits as he marveled once more at their incredible size and shape. “These are fucking amazing, Meadow. You know that don’t you?”

She whimpered, biting her lip as if she couldn’t decide what she wanted to do. Then, suddenly, she was shimmying out of her shorts as well. Ben’s eyes widened as the beautiful dairy Holstaur bared herself completely before him. Her taut, smooth belly and softly curved hips drew attention to the lovely bare mound between her thighs. To Ben’s surprise, she had what looked like a birthmark on the ‘V’ of her bare pussy, the skin of her bikini area splotched almost like cow-hide. The splotches continued onto her rump as well.

“Okay, that’s adorable,” Ben said, still holding her breasts. “I want to pet you.”

“Quickly,” she begged. “Put me in the machine. Then you can do whatever you want.”

“You’ll have to show me how,” Ben said. “I’ve never used one before.”

Meadow groaned and dropped to her knees in the middle of the barn, her hands scrambling desperately for the parts. Her breasts were already dripping with milk, sending a fine mist into the air around her, as they pressured up in expectation of the pump. Ben wondered just how often the girl had used the machine if her body was so well trained.

He watched with fascination as she brought the small rubber cups to her breasts, hoses dangling from the end of each one.

As her nipples got closer to the cups, the suction pulled them in with a violent slurping sound.

“Ooooh, fuck!” Meadow shouted, her eyes rolling back in her head as thick white cream filled the hoses and started to pour into the big glass jugs. “Mmmm, it hurts, Ben. But fuck that feels good.”

She held her tits like she was making an offering to a god, as the suction cups seemed to jump each time the machine pumped, like rubber mouths drinking from her nipples. Ben’s cock raged against his pants, eager to get free, and shower her with seed like the picture in the book.

But Ben took his time, urging Meadow down into her usual milking position. She didn’t have the cushion for her knees, but it didn’t seem to matter. As Ben coaxed her onto her hands, her breasts hung low and free as the machine sucked at her. Meadow’s eyes alternated between being closed, and fluttering as if she was fainting. Her tail instantly lifted, as the book had indicated it would. She was presenting herself for breeding.

Ben wasn’t going to breed her yet, but he was absolutely going to look.

As he moved behind her, he groaned with desire. Both her pussy and ass were clenching in time with the sucking of the machine, reminding Ben of the line from the book that warned him that his Holstaur female would milk him, too. He longed to slide his dick into her already creamy slit, to experience her enjoyment of the machine firsthand.

Instead, he used his fingers.

“Fuck, you’re tight.” The sucking of her channel was so strong that he struggled to pull his fingers out.

“Mmmmm, Ben, yes! Just like that!”

He pumped his fingers deeper into her pussy, stroking her as her body tried to suck him all the way inside. “I can’t breed you, Meadow. Not yet.”

“I know, just… gah! Mmmm fuck… Don’t stop! I need to come so bad!”

You and me both, Ben thought as he fought the urge to take the plunge.

The splotches of tanned skin on Meadow’s ass jumped and twitched as he fingered her, and Ben couldn’t resist putting a finger in her backside too.

“Oh god,” Meadow cried out, her tail lifting higher. “Mmm, what… what the fuck?”

She was impossibly tight. Even Quincie hadn’t felt this small. And her muscles were so strong they were cutting off his circulation as both her ass and pussy sucked at him.

Ben would absolutely destroy her if he tried to put more than a finger in her backside, especially if her cream made him even bigger than he already was. But the book did say that she should learn to take him, eventually. And it felt like she’d do her best to destroy him while he was in there.

He reached up with his other hand and started stroking her clit as he slid his fingers in and out of both holes.

“Mmm, Ben, yes! I love it! Whatever you’re doing to me, I love it! Don’t stop!”

He didn’t, and soon Meadow’s entire body was shaking, and she was groaning so loud Ben worried that they’d be interrupted by curious bystanders. When she came, her pussy released a gush of hot fluid that allowed him to finally remove his finger all the way. Her ass, on the other hand, held tight.

Exerting more pressure than he was entirely comfortable with, Ben pulled harder.

“Oh fuck!” Meadow bucked her hips, thrusting back at his retreating fingers. “Oh fuck!”

The rim of her asshole clung to his finger until it finally released with a pop. Ben watched in awe as the hole gaped, twitching like it was desperate for more, before finally sucking back down to its original tiny pucker. Both her pussy and her ass continued to pulse with the suction of the machine, ready and eager to latch on to anything that got close.

Ben had to step away. The desire to fuck the vulnerable cow-girl was too strong to resist, but he had to. Just for a little bit longer.

“Ben,” Meadow gasped. “I need more, please! Please just fuck me! I’m ready. I need it. Please!”

Her huge tits were pink and swollen from the assault of the machine. Ben couldn’t imagine that it felt good, but Meadow’s head lolled as if she were in a drugged state, as if her pleasure was taking over her brain. But Ben had no such excuse. He had to be the strong one, at least for a little while longer.

“No, Meadow,” he said. “I want to, but I won’t. Not yet. I have other responsibilities.”

“Please,” she begged. “Please. I need something. Just… just a taste, then. Give me a taste.”

She opened her mouth, and rolled her eyes to look over her shoulder at him, hungry and desperate for his seed any way that she could get it.

Ben considered it. It was so tempting. There was no real reason why he couldn’t let her milk him with her mouth.

But Alicia wanted to be involved in his next round of breeding, and he didn’t want to disappoint her. Ben’s seed was a gift, and before he was married, he’d given it freely. Now, however, he would make those decisions with his wife.

“No,” he said, firmly, kneeling beside her. He stroked the sides of her breasts, pet her back, and rubbed her raised buttocks. She whimpered and moaned and begged, but he resisted.

“I’m sorry, Meadow,” Ben said. “We have to wait for that. But I’m going to make you come again. And again. As many times as I can until you’re finished being milked, or until you beg me to stop.”

He pressed his rigid length against her, so she could feel his desire, as he cupped her sex in his hand and coaxed her desperate whimpers into cries of pleasure.

By the time Ben was done with her, Meadow was in no shape to complain. The Holstaur was so drained, of her milk and her lust, that she could barely open her mouth to thank him.

And there were now two huge jugs of Legendary Quality Raw Holstaur Cream to dispense to the rest of the demi-beasts on Lucky Nickel Acres.

Once Meadow could walk and talk again, that was.

Which, by the looks of her crumpled, sweaty form curled up on the barn floor, Ben figured might be a while.


8
A Physical Distraction


Meadow recovered more quickly than Ben had expected, though she still seemed a bit embarrassed by the whole situation. Ben had to repeatedly assure her that everything was fine, and that he didn’t find anything abnormal about her needs. He even showed her the chapter on dairy Holstaurs in his Demi-Beast Husbandry handbook to show her that her inclinations were completely normal and, once he was ready to breed her, were actually going to be very beneficial to the farm.

When she saw the illustrations of the blond cow-girl being milked and bred, Meadow’s embarrassment deepened, but it came with something else.

“You’d do this for me?” she whispered, her voice low and husky with desire. “Doesn’t it seem like too much?”

Ben cupped the side of her face and kissed her again, reminded her just how much he wished to do all of what the author of the book had talked about, and then some. “The needier you are, the more I want you, Meadow. Trust me, there is no better feeling for a man than to have a beautiful woman like you begging for attention. This is why I’m limiting myself to only a few demi-beast females at a time.”

“Are the others like this, too?” she asked, her cheeks flaming red. “Are they as desperate as I am?”

“Once you’re full of my seed, you’ll see,” Ben said, caressing the side of the cow-girl’s breasts as he gazed down into her big brown eyes. “Breeding will make you more desperate, until you give birth. And I look forward to every moment with you while you need me like that. I’ll milk you by hand, drink from you every day, and I’ll build you the best milking machine you’ve ever seen just so I can have my hands free to breed you at the same time. You’re going to make gallons and gallons of Legendary cream, Meadow. You’ll be famous.”

Meadow bit her lip, leaning into his caresses as he spoke. “Mmmm, that feels so good, Ben. I can hardly wait. I never even knew I could make Legendary quality cream until I came here.”

“Didn’t you come when you used the milking machines on Ashburn’s farm?” Ben asked. “Given how you reacted to this one, I would have thought so.”

The pretty cow-girl shook her head, still blushing. “I never could. I was so stressed all the time, even though I found it pleasurable I could never finish. Yesterday was the first time I’ve… well… Oh, Ben. I’m sorry. I heard you breeding the other three and I started touching myself and… I came almost instantly. Then when you milked me, it happened again. And when you drank from me at the wedding. I… I don’t think I’ll ever be able to be milked without climaxing again.”

“Well, we don’t want you to have to do that anyway,” Ben said with a grin. “So, it’s really not a problem, Meadow.”

After a bit more kissing and snuggling, Meadow had been convinced enough that Ben wasn’t just humoring her that she declared it was time to bring cream to the troops and to get on with the day. There was a sudden, steely determination in her eyes when she talked about getting the Birthing Unit and Nursery complete, and Ben knew her productivity was at least partly driven by her desire to see Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie off the “breeding menu.”

Ben watched from the door of the barn as Meadow took the cream around, smiling to himself. The demi-beasts were all looking happier and healthier than he would have thought possible when they’d first arrived at Lucky Nickel Acres. But, if he wasn’t mistaken, the Legendary cream seemed to be having more than a restorative effect on the sheep- and bunny-girls now crowding around Meadow for their daily cream rations.

He could almost see their breasts growing fuller, their skin flushing with desire, and their eyes darting hungrily around the farm until they found him. The handbook had said a smart breeder would keep Legendary Holstaur cream to himself, because of its stamina and virility boosting properties. Ben hadn’t considered at the time that it might be affecting the demi-beasts the same way. If they weren’t careful, he’d soon have dozens of horny females lined up for breeding, much faster than he’d be able to handle them.

Unless he passed all of the farm duties on to the others and spent one hundred percent of his time at the hard but satisfying work of impregnating those females.

While that sounded like fun, superficially, Ben realized it would be exhausting. And he didn’t actually want to give up complete control of the farm to anyone else. He liked being a farmer as well as a demi-beast breeder. And he liked getting to know each of the girls before he bred them.

Fortunately, the girls weren’t getting a full dose of undiluted Legendary cream like Ben had drank at the wedding, because Meadow had half-filled the cream canisters before she’d had her first orgasm. So the cream she was feeding the demi-beasts would only be half strength. But it was undoubtedly enough to be awakening a need in his wholesome farmhands that wasn’t quite so obvious before.

The pretty peasant dresses Ben had supplied for the demi-beasts seemed to be shrinking as their bodies filled out with fertile curves, and he could feel his resolve weakening as he caught multiple lusty gazes from girls he didn’t even know the names of yet.

This was going to be a problem.

Perhaps they would have to devise a system of edging Meadow’s climax while she filled the first jugs of cream, just so they didn’t end up with an uncontrollably passionate population on their hands.

Actually, that sounded like fun, too. Teasing and denying the horny cow-girl her pleasure would only make it more exciting for her when Ben finally allowed her to orgasm.

Considering the possibilities with a wide smile spreading across his features, Ben managed to tear himself away from the view of the pretty peasant girls, lips suggestively covered in thick, white Holstaur cream, and headed for the house. He needed to blow off some steam after denying himself the pleasure of Meadow’s supple body.

And, while he certainly could visit Spirit, Rosie, or Quincie to deal with the building urges, Ben decided to save that for the evening.

What he needed was a good workout, and he had just the plan for where to get it. First, though, he needed to find a weapon.
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Golden rays of sunshine warmed Ben’s back and shoulders as he stretched his arms and took a few practice swings with his quarterstaff. The farm was alive with quiet activity—distant laughter from groups of clustered females echoed through the trees and across the fields as the demi-beasts went about their daily chores.

As Ben made his way past the pig pen and chicken coop, the clucking and quacking of various birds mingled with the grunts of pigs rooting in the small pasture the animals shared. Eventually, they would have to expand the pasture area. It was hardly enough to qualify as a real pasture. But for the number of animals they currently had, the space was more than adequate. There were a lot of changes that they’d need to make in order to expand the Farmstead into a Grangehold, and Ben wanted to do it in the most logical way possible.

Curious, Ben inspected his HUD for his current quests. After he’d built the Adaptable Milking Machine for Meadow, he’d gotten a notification for a quest he hadn’t seen before.

New Quest: Expanding Your Farmstead

Vegetable Storage Building Construction – [Incomplete]

Add Wildflower Fields or Pollinator Garden – [Incomplete]

Establish a Farmer’s Guild Trade Connection – [Incomplete]

Achieve Superior Quality Produce for 50% of Total Harvest – [In Progress: 35% Complete]

Yard Improvement Projects Complete – [In Progress: 6 of 10 Complete]

Successfully Bred Demi-Beasts (6 total pregnancies) – [In Progress: 3 of 6 Complete]

Bonus: Grow a Legendary Quality Vegetable – [Incomplete]

The Adaptable Milking Machine had counted toward his Yard Improvement Projects under the menu for expanding the farmstead, rather than adding to the Grangehold, which had a different set of specifications. Interestingly, there did seem to be some overlap between the two. Ben could only guess that whether or not he chose to expand his Farmstead as well as establishing the Grangehold would affect his future specialization options when he leveled his class.

New Quest: Establishing a Grangehold

Three Active Pastures (minimum 10 animals per pasture) – [In Progress: 1 of 3 Complete]

Grain/Legume Crops (minimum 3 different types planted and growing successfully) – [In Progress: 2 of 3 Complete]

Creamery Construction – [Incomplete]

Dairy Operation Producing Cheese/Yogurt – [Incomplete]

Expand Housing for Demi-Beasts (3 new buildings) – [In Progress: 1 of 3 Complete]

Demi-Beast Birthing Unit – [Incomplete]

Nursery Construction for Demi-Beast Young – [Incomplete]

Successfully Bred Demi-Beasts (6 total pregnancies) – [In Progress: 3 of 6 Complete]

Achieve 1,000 Reputation Points with Grimsby Villagers – [In Progress: 450 of 1,000]

Gain 100 Farm Improvement Points: [In Progress: 55 of 100]

He was pleased to see that the pasture Meadow and the other demi-beasts had organized for the cows and horses already seemed to count for the active pastures. All they’d needed to do was repair an existing fence and build sturdier gates to help keep the animals safe from monsters and predators.

Estelle, the sheep-girl that had been forced to tend to Ashburn’s illegal monster breeding operation, had a lot of indispensable knowledge about how to keep monsters out of certain areas, and she’d helped with the fence’s construction.

The other pastures would require a bit more work, as Ben had the land but there were no more fences to repair. Building fences was a lot more resource intensive than repairing them, and while money was starting to come in from the sale of Lucky Nickel Acres produce in town, it wasn’t coming in very quickly due to Ben’s insistence that he keep prices as low as possible while Grimsby was getting re-established after years of oppression by Ashburn and the other land barons.

Alicia had done everything in her power to keep the town’s children fed, using excess supplies from her father’s allowance from the capital, as well as all the profit from the General Store to buy extra shipments of higher-quality produce than Ashburn would sell to her. She’d put herself at personal risk in order to go behind the land baron’s backs, knowing that her father’s position as magistrate would not be enough to save her if Ashburn had discovered she was supplying Fair quality groceries at the back door of the shop to the town’s neediest residents, and undercutting the land baron’s sales of falsely labelled produce.

But it was only now that Ashburn was dead that the people of Grimsby were beginning to thrive once more. Fear and pride had prevented many townspeople from taking advantage of Alicia’s charity—though none had been too proud to allow their children to benefit from the free food. Getting rid of Ashburn had been the first step to breaking down the barriers that had kept Grimsby oppressed for so long.

Ensuring the General Store was well-stocked with Fair and Superior quality vegetables at a reasonable price was helping, too.

As was the fact that every family in town now had land on which to grow their own food and raise their own animals. Ben knew the town would only continue to flourish as people grew accustomed to their new freedom, and a culture of communal caring developed to replace the desperate competition the land barons had inspired in people.

As Lucky Nickel Acres began to produce more than just vegetables, Ben hoped the townspeople would be inspired to expand their own abilities. He wasn’t worried about these family acreages becoming so self-sufficient that they didn’t need him anymore. In fact, he hoped they would. The more Grimsby’s families could support themselves, the more time they could spend with their children instead of slaving away for a paycheck, and the faster the land around Grimsby would heal from the industrialist’s over-farming.

Besides, Ben’s real goal was to supply the capital with gourmet farm-to-table fruits, vegetables, meat, and dairy. He would make Lucky Nickel Acres a brand recognized by Cinderfell’s hoitiest and toitiest. With any luck, he could charge the wealthy a premium in order to subsidize the groceries he sold at cost or even at a loss in town.

He envisioned himself as a bit of a capitalist Robin Hood, not stealing from the rich, but rather creating a product so good they couldn’t refuse and then charging them what the market would bear. Which, he suspected, would be quite a substantial mark up if what Alicia had told him about the wealthy merchant class in Cinderfell was true.

He’d often thought the company he’d worked for in his old life, Westin Construction, should have invested some of its excess profits into low-income housing rather than fattening its shareholder’s pockets. Brock Westin, his so-called boss, would have laughed his way all the way to the bank if he’d known how differently Ben would have run the company.

But here in Faerowilde, Ben didn’t have some Ivy League brat telling him he didn’t know the first thing about business. Ben figured he knew everything he needed to know. If you take care of your own, and invest in your community, all the money in the world wouldn’t be better than the knowledge that he was helping people and making the world a better place.

Before he could achieve those goals, though, Ben had to stay focused a bit closer to home. Specifically, ensuring the encroaching monster problem was being handled, so that the new pastures could be built and protected in short order.

Plus, Ben figured, there was nothing quite like fighting monsters to burn off a little pent up steam to hold him over until that evening, when Alicia, Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie would bear the brunt of the breeding frenzy Meadow’s Legendary quality milk was inspiring in him.

He spotted Rosie in her pig pen, talking with one of the other Porcina demi-beasts, as she leaned against the fence and scratched behind Gruff’s ear. The girl had chestnut-colored curls and blue eyes, and was wearing a plaid shirt tied just under her large, soft breasts. Her curvaceous bottom was squeezed into a pair of denim shorts that were probably a couple of sizes too small for her. But Ben couldn’t help but appreciate the way the stiff fabric cut rode up between her round cheeks, making her ass seem to pop out the underside of the frayed hems like it was begging to be released. Her curly pink tail twitched as she noticed Ben staring.

There was a flicker of hope on her face, which faded to one of mild disappointment.

“Hi Mr. Nickels,” the girl said, her voice surprisingly high-pitched and sweet. “I… guess you’re here to see Rosie, huh?”

Rosie glanced up from scratching Gruff’s bristly chin and grinned at Ben. “What can we do for you, boss? I’m not sure I’m up for anything too strenuous today. You really did a number on me last night.”

Ben pulled her in for a kiss, not minding the shocked, desirous look of their audience. “Are you sure about that? Because I’ve already been thinking about what I want to do to you.”

Rosie parted her thighs slightly to allow his hand to slip between her legs, revealing that despite her complaints she was more than ready for him. “Mmmmm, you make a good case. But I can hardly walk today, boss. If you fuck me like that again, I’ll be bedridden until the baby arrives.”

Ben immediately stiffened, questioning his decision to blow off steam by fighting monsters when he could spend it taking another round out of his horny, pregnant pig-girl.

The other Porcina moaned, biting her lip. “Oh, don’t brag, Rosie. We’re all completely jealous of you already.”

“Don’t worry,” Rosie winked over Ben’s shoulder as he lifted her skirts, exposing her bare pussy to his probing fingers. “I’ll be done with him soon, aahhhhh, at least temporarily. Mmmm, fuck. After how much my belly has grown in the last few hours, I’m a little bit afraid that if I take another dose of his seed, I’ll go into labor before the Birthing Unit is built. Oooh, mmmff… Ben, stop that, Penelope is right there.”

But the watching brunette didn’t seem to mind the show, and Ben enjoyed having a fresh pair of eyes watching. He also knew Rosie well enough to know that her telling him to stop was actually an invitation to go on. If she really wanted him to stop, she’d use her safe word.

Roughly, Ben spun her around, making her put her hands on the fence. Then he pulled her skirts up over her ass, and motioned for Penelope to look at the wet, swollen lips poking out between her cheeks. “Does she look like she wants me to stop?”

Penelope touched her breasts as she bent her face closer to Rosie’s exposed rump, in an obviously hopeful ploy to attract Ben’s interest. She kept her dark blue eyes on Ben as she lowered herself, then, licking her lips seductively, she dropped her gaze between Rosie’s thighs. “N-no Mr. Nickels,” Penelope gasped. “She looks… umm… very excited.”

Ben leaned on the fence next to Rosie, reaching a hand up to her face. He caressed her jawline, trailing his fingers down her throat until he was about halfway. Wrapping his hand around her neck, he squeezed gently, causing Rosie’s cheeks to pinken. He looked at Penelope. “Have you ever pleasured another female?”

“No, Mr. Nickels,” the brunette whispered, her dark blue eyes wide.

“Have you pleasured yourself?”

“Y-yes…” she answered, her thighs juicy rubbing as she pressed them subconsciously together.

“So, you know what to do,” he stated. “Do it.”

Rosie moaned, and Ben squeezed her throat a little harder.

Penelope opened her mouth in shock. “Wh-what? You want me to… touch myself? In front of you?”

“If you like,” Ben said with a wry grin. “But what I want is for you to pleasure my bride. She can’t handle any more of my seed, but she’s still a very naughty, needy girl. I want you to do it for me. But watch me while you do it, Penelope.”

Ben knew that Porcina’s were a kinky breed of demi-beast, so he felt reasonably sure that Penelope would take to his commands. But he hadn’t been prepared for how excited the girl would get. “Yes, Mr. Nickels. Right away, sir.”

Penelope stood behind Rosie and put one hand on her hip. The other, she pushed between the pregnant Porcina’s cheeks, thrusting them into her juicy slit with a wet squelching sound. Ben felt Rosie tense in his hand, leaning into his grip as she submitted to his whim. Her brown eyes watched him, curious and desirous, as Penelope began to finger her.

Penelope, too, kept her gaze locked on Ben. Her hand began to work back and forth as she stroked Rosie’s lips and clit, searching for the right rhythm and pace to do what Ben was asking her to do. When Rosie began to moan, Penelope bit her lip, watching Ben’s face. He nodded, encouraging her to continue.

He could feel Rosie swallowing hard against the palm of his hand as he stroked and squeezed her throat with rough affection. Penelope mirrored his movements, treating Rosie’s pussy a little more roughly, too. Rosie whimpered and moaned, standing completely still as she rolled her eyes back, keeping them pinned submissively on Ben.

“Good girl, Rosie,” he said. “That feels good, doesn’t it?”

She nodded, pressing her lips together, her face getting pinker as she relaxed into the moment of mild humiliation.

From inside his pen, Gruff snuffled, realizing he wasn’t going to get any more attention from the Porcina girls. He sauntered off to his pregnant sows and, perhaps inspired by the scent of sex in the air, mounted the first one causing her to squeal.

Penelope was breathing hard as she fingered Rosie’s slit, having found the motion that caused Rosie to moan loudest. Slowly, her left hand opened her tight denim shorts, and she slipped a finger into her own pussy. But the brunette kept her attention on Ben, wanting to please him. He nodded, thoroughly enjoying the show. The second Porcina’s cheeks began to get splotchy as she pleasured herself for his amusement.

Soon, Rosie’s eyes were going soft and unfocused, and her moans became more desperate. When Ben recognized she was about to cum, he increased the pressure on the sides of her throat. Penelope seemed to recognize the moment, too, and the fingers on both her hands started working harder. She leaned against Rosie’s ass, seeming to be having trouble holding herself up as she fucked herself silly along with Rosie.

Penelope’s mouth hung open in undisguised lust as she continued to watch Ben’s face, getting off on his watching more than the act of pleasuring her friend. Suddenly, Rosie cried out, her knees knocking together.

When she collapsed, Ben caught her, supporting her through the last waves of pleasure. She sighed and whimpered in his arms, and Ben rubbed her back and murmured encouragement. When she looked up at him, her brown eyes were blissful and dreamy but not nearly as lust-crazed as when she was drunk on his seed, which made Ben smile.

Penelope’s release came shortly after Rosie’s, the girl letting out a squeal not unlike that of the sow Gruff had mounted. She began to lean on Rosie for support, adding her weight to Ben’s arms, but—not wanting to crush her pregnant friend—she rolled to the side and collapsed against the fence instead.

Both girls took a moment, chests heaving, cheeks flushed, hair in disarray as they attempted to regain control of themselves. Ben leaned on a fencepost, watching them with a wry grin on his face. Rosie, trooper that she was—or maybe because she was used to much more vigorous attention—was the first to come to.

“Wh-what was it that you came over to say again?” she gasped, laughing slightly. “I think we got off topic somehow…”

Penelope’s face got more red instead of less as the heat of the moment faded. “Oh gods, I can’t believe I did that. Mr. Nickels… I… I don’t know what to say.”

“I do,” Ben said, still smiling. “Thank you for the show. And for helping Rosie out. I’ll let my wife know that you’re on the shortlist once the girls go into the new Birthing Unit, if you’re eager to trade places with our glowing mother-to-be.”

“Take the offer, Penny,” Rosie said, settling her dress back around her curvy hips and rubbing her distended tummy. “Ben will teach you new meanings to the word—”

“Sluts!” Queen Quincie’s familiar voice cut through their conversation, and the cat-girl strode across the fenceposts toward them. “You stay away from my Master. He’s mine first and no one else’s. And I have important news to repor—aahhh!”

Off balance due to her own enormously pregnant belly, the catgirl slipped. Her ears flattened against the side of her head and her tail puffed up in alarm. Ben launched toward her, his arms out, and caught her as she fell.

“Easy there, little queen,” he murmured, setting her on the ground gently, and petting her ears to calm her down. “No more climbing until you’ve got a line of kittens in tow, I think. That belly of yours is getting too big for your usual acrobatics.”

Quincie hissed, but it was a half-hearted sound as she nuzzled his hand with her head. “Well hurry up and get that Birthing Unit built. I’m tired of being so fat, even if my boobies are getting big and milky. What good is having big titties if I’m too tired to make you suck them?”

“They still look nice,” Ben teased, giving one of the swollen breasts in question a gentle squeeze. “And you’re not fat. You’re carrying my child… maybe a whole litter of them. If you’re tired, you should be resting. The Birthing Unit will be done soon. Meadow’s already working on it.”

Penelope’s eyes brightened. “I should go help! Permission to leave, Mr. Nickels?”

“This isn’t the army, Penny,” he said with a laugh. “Of course you can go help Meadow. I’m sure she’d appreciate it.”

“Thank you, sir,” she said, bobbing in an informal curtsy that looked a bit funny considering she was wearing a plaid crop top and her daisy dukes were still undone.

She glanced down as his eyes fell to her bare pubic region, and she blushed, turning around to get her clothes sorted out, desperate for a bit of modesty. Quincie growled under her breath but managed to keep her sharp words to herself.

As soon as the pretty Porcina bounded off in the direction of the work site, she muttered, “Stupid slut. She just wants to get that Birthing Unit built so she can get in your bed. Just like that big titty milk-maid of a cow.”

“Oh, stop it,” Rosie said. “You know Ben will always have time for you, even after you have kittens. There’s no point in being jealous when he’s already given us so much.”

Quincie grumbled, but didn’t say anything. She nuzzled Ben’s hand a little harder, though, and he made sure she got the pets she was craving. Whenever the catgirl was cranky, she usually wanted food or attention.

“What’s your news, little queen,” Ben prompted her. “Why did you come running over the fenceposts in such a hurry?”

Quincie’s golden eyes widened. “Oh! Well, Spirit said that Clover said that the Harpy has been creeping a bit closer to the farm. Stupid Harpy is finally showing some sense. But there’s a bunch of monsters lurking in the flower fields between the forest and the second pasture so she’s being a big scaredy bird and won’t come any closer.”

“And you wanted to help her?” Ben asked, a bit surprised at the catgirl’s sudden compassion for her nemesis.

“No!” Quincie stomped her foot. “I wanted you to know that it’s not me and my kitty army scaring her away. She’s scared of monsters. I’m being way gooder than you think I am!”

Ben laughed. “Well… I guess that’s a start. Actually, Rosie, it was monsters that I came to talk to you about before we got… sidelined.”

“Monsters?” Rosie lifted an eyebrow, cocking her curly blonde head to the side in an adorable look of confusion. “Why?”

“Because, I need an outlet to burn off some energy, and thought monster hunting with Gruff on the perimeter might take the edge off.”

“Oooh.” Rosie grinned. “The other girls are getting frisky, and it’s risky to take your pent up sexual frustration out on me, Quincie, and Spirit now that we’re ready to pop, huh?”

Both Rosie and Quincie looked pointedly at Ben’s crotch, which was noticeably enlarged.

“You have no idea,” Ben said with a grunt of discomfort. “Meadow is producing Legendary grade cream now, which happens to make me both extra virile and makes my seed extra powerful.”

“Well, quit sucking on her titties, then!” Quincie shouted, taking a swipe at Ben’s shoulder with her claws partially out. The swat stung but didn’t break the skin. Her tail had puffed out again, this time with irritation. “Unless you’re gonna share, it’s not fair!”

“That’s a good plan,” Ben said, petting her again. “But it does nothing to help me at the moment. So, what do you say, Rosie? Can I borrow Gruff and take charge of the monster patrol today? You’ll have to give him directions before we go.”

The massive boar stood still, his tusks glinting in the sunlight like curved blades as he watched the exchange from the far side of his pen. Rosie bent to pick up the slop bucket she’d been taking into the enclosure when Ben had arrived to distract her from her chores. She gave him a careful look.

Rosie folded her arms, eyeing him up and down. “You’re serious.”

“Dead serious,” he said, picking up the quarterstaff he’d left leaning against the fence. “I might not have your magic connection to the big warrior over there, but I can handle myself in a battle.”

“I don’t doubt you, boss.” She let out a chuckle and dumped the bucket of food scraps into a trough for the pigs. “I’ve seen you fight. You took on a full-grown Razorbeak at the garden party. And you’ve walked the road to Grimsby on your own, even with Ashburn setting those monster packs on travelers. I just don’t know how well Gruff will do without a handler that can communicate with him. He’s only ever worked with me and the other Porcina before, and he only actually listens to me.”

“Well, we won’t know until we try,” Ben said. “But I’m telling you, I need to hit something or I’m going to go crazy. I’ll do the patrol on my own, if you don’t think Gruff can handle it.”

Gruff, as if understanding the exchange, snorted loudly and pawed at the dirt. His beady eyes fixed on Ben with an expression that could only be described as disdainful.

Ben laughed, throwing up his hands in mock defeat. “Okay, okay, I get it. You’re tougher than I am. You don’t have to rub it in. But she’s the one who doesn’t think you’ll listen to me.”

Rosie grinned and gave Gruff a firm pat on his flank. She and the boar looked at each other for a while, and Ben knew they were communicating.

“All right,” Rosie said. “He’ll go. But for the record, I told him to keep you safe. Don’t fight him on it—he’s more stubborn than I am.”

“I don’t need protecting, Rosie,” Ben said, giving the worried Porcina a kiss. “But thank you, anyway.”

“I know, Ben,” she said, biting her lip and rubbing her hands on the front of her dress. “I’m not worried, really. It’s just that… the monsters might be tougher now that we’ve got such a high concentration of demi-beasts on the farm. They’re attracted to the system’s magic. And while I’d hate to lose Gruff, there are other boars who could lead our herd. We couldn’t replace you so easily.”

“I’ll be fine,” Ben said, touched by her concern. “Don’t worry, okay?”

“You’d better be fine,” Quincie shouted from outside the pig pen. “Cause if you get hurt, I’ll frickin’ kill you!”

Ben chuckled, shaking his head as Gruff lumbered toward him. The boar’s sheer size was intimidating, but Ben couldn’t help but feel a growing fondness for the beast. Ben motioned for the animal to follow him out the back gate, leading toward the unfinished pasture beyond the farmyard.

Rosie and Quincie waved as Ben and Gruff headed out on their adventure.

“All right, big guy,” Ben said, giving the boar’s bristly back an experimental pat. “Let’s see what you’ve got.”

Gruff snorted and picked up the pace, as if taking Ben’s words as a challenge.

Ben grinned. With all the demi-beast females fighting for his attention on the farm, a little contest of machismo was exactly the distraction he needed.


9
Monster Patrol


Mist clung to the edges of the fence line where sunlight didn’t seem to penetrate the darkness of the woods beyond. The mid-morning light seemed pale as it speared the mists, casting ghostly shapes through the sparse trees that seemed to creep from the forest into the pasturelands bordering the farm.

The air was heavy with the damp smell of moss and soil, as Ben and Gruff began their patrol in earnest. The scent mingled with a faint metallic tang Ben recognized from his battles with monsters in the past. But there were no such creatures in sight.

Gruff snorted, his massive tusks glinting as he rooted the ground in front of them, clearly searching for signs of monster activity.

Ben tightened his grip on the quarterstaff. Despite the calm, his nerves were tingling. The farm’s safe zone extended just beyond the edges of the fence. The finished pasture, where the cows and horses spent their days, seemed to have a bit more protection, but monsters were beginning to test those boundaries more frequently.

These unfinished pasturelands were different, though. They didn’t seem to have any protection from the system at all, even with the Farmstead Resilience ability he’d received when his class had been upgraded to Farmer Level 5 - Steadmaster (Steward of Kinship).

"What do you think, Gruff?” Ben asked, though he didn’t expect an answer. “Quiet, huh?"

Gruff responded with a guttural grunt, shoving his snout into a patch of disturbed soil.

Ben crouched next to him, noticing faint tracks leading toward the trees. The marks were small but irregular—clawed feet dragging through the mud.

"Miremites," he muttered. The beetle-like creatures had been showing up more and more lately. A sound from the tree line made Ben’s eyes dart up. "Alright, stay sharp buddy. Looks like we’ve got company."

Gruff raised his head, ears twitching.

Before Ben could give any other directions, the first wave of Miremites burst from the underbrush, their jagged mandibles glinting as they skittered toward him.

Ben didn’t hesitate. He swung his quarterstaff low, sweeping the legs out from under the first dog-sized creature. He followed through with a quick jab to its armored side, causing the monster’s exoskeleton to shatter and its guts to spill out onto the grassy earth.

Gruff charged past him, his tusks goring two more of the creatures before they could leap at Ben.

The Miremites came fast but uncoordinated, their small size making them harder to hit but easier to dispatch. Ben moved methodically, his quarterstaff spinning in smooth arcs.

The staff felt lighter in his hands than it had during previous fights—something had changed since his last skill upgrade. Gruff, meanwhile, made quick work of the remaining creatures, his sheer bulk and raw power scattering the swarm in minutes.

Ben leaned on his staff to catch his breath as Gruff snorted triumphantly, stomping a Miremite corpse into the dirt for good measure.

Ben laughed as the boar dug his hooves into the ground.

“Well, that’s one pest problem down,” Ben said with a chuckle. “Let’s see if there’s more where they came from.”

They followed the faint trail further into the woods, the sunlight dimming as the trees grew thicker. Ben stopped when he saw a faint shimmer on the ground ahead.

"Oozes," he said under his breath. But they were different from the Corrosive Oozes he’d encountered on the road to Grimsby. These, he recognized from Estelle, the sheep-girl monster herder’s, descriptions.

Yellowish puddles quivered in the grass, their faint brimstone-like stink growing stronger as Ben drew closer. Sulfurous Oozes.

Ben’s HUD shimmered and a notification sound rang in his ears.

Advanced Skill Gained: Monster Lore – Novice

Available only to those with the Communication with Helpful Critters skill, Monster Lore is an applied knowledge skill that will help you navigate the world around you.

Your understanding of the creatures that roam Faerowilde has deepened, allowing you to identify and analyze low-level monsters with greater precision. This skill provides detailed information about their habitats, behaviors, strengths, and weaknesses, enabling you to prepare for encounters and devise effective strategies. With this level of Monster Lore, you can recognize common monsters on sight and uncover insights into how they interact with their environment, making you a more resourceful and informed protector of your farm and its surroundings.

“Huh,” Ben said, momentarily distracted from the hunt as he focused on the slimy, yellow creatures with new attention. “That’s interesting.”

The ooze closest to him lit up, a glow around its shape seeming to indicate that it was the object of his new skill.

Monster Lore: Identification Successful – Sulfurous Ooze

Sulfurous oozes are normally a vital part of the ecosystem, serving as nature's decomposers. These vibrant yellow creatures thrive on rotten flesh, diseased carcasses, and decomposing organic matter, efficiently breaking down what would otherwise pollute the environment.

However, their natural function comes with a perilous side effect: sulfurous oozes emit pungent sulfur gases as a byproduct of their feeding. This haze, rich in sulfur dioxide and hydrogen sulfide, can be dangerous to animal life, causing severe irritation and incapacitation for those who venture too close without proper protection.

When deprived of their preferred diet, sulfurous oozes become destructive scavengers, targeting the very ground they inhabit. They are known to erode soil and dissolve rocks containing sulfur-rich compounds, such as pyrite or gypsum, in a desperate bid to absorb the nutrients they need to survive. This behavior can leave patches of barren, tainted land in their wake, creating "death zones" that are inhospitable to plants and animals alike.

Sulfurous oozes and their close relatives, corrosive oozes, are often found inhabiting the same areas. Together, their erosive and dissolving behaviors can drastically alter the landscape, carving through softer rock types to create caves, tunnels, and other hazardous terrain features. When left undisturbed for too long, their combined presence not only risks the creation of death zones but can also poison nearby water sources with sulfurous runoff and acidic compounds, making entire regions uninhabitable for both humans and wildlife.

“Whoa,” Ben said, noticing the faint yellowish haze in the air surrounding the oozes. “Don’t breathe that stuff in, Gruff.”

Gruff stopped next to him, his hooves pawing the ground in anticipation. Ben wasn’t sure if the boar understood what he was saying, but he had to hope that Gruff was familiar enough with the poisonous creatures to take care of himself. While the details of the Sulfurous Ooze were new to Ben, the boar had probably encountered them many times.

Still, with the negative effect the creatures had on soil and water, Ben didn’t want them anywhere near his farm—even if they were useful as a part of the normal ecosystem of the forest.”

“Sorry guys,” Ben said. “But you’re in my territory now. And I’m afraid we don’t take kindly to trespassers on Lucky Nickel Acres.”

Ben swung his staff experimentally, jabbing it into the nearest puddle.

The ooze hissed and recoiled, but it wasn’t enough to stop it. It reared up, forming into a long, whip-like finger of slime that quivered with indignation. He struck again, this time harder, and the creature dissolved into a faintly smoking puddle.

Gruff charged the remaining oozes, his tusks slicing through their gelatinous bodies. Ben winced as a few droplets splattered onto Gruff’s hide, leaving faint scorch marks, but the boar didn’t seem to care.

Once the oozes were dead, the haze of poison gases they’d been emitting evaporated into the surrounding air. With the stink of brimstone gone, Ben no longer worried about taking a deep breath. But he definitely wouldn’t want to run into a large group of the sulfurous oozes, or stumble into a cave carved by them, if even a few of the creatures could create a visible cloud of toxic fumes like these had.

Gruff snorted and looked up at Ben as if to ask him what was taking so long.

“Sorry, buddy,” Ben said, patting the boar on the side. “Just thinking. Let’s see what else this forest has in store for us, huh?”

They pressed on, following a trail that moved parallel with the tree line, about four yards from the edge of Ben’s pastureland. The monsters seemed to be congregating in the cover of the trees, as close as they could get to the farm without being seen. Though, Clover, the honey-gathering bunny girl who liked to wander the woods, had said she’d seen the monsters encroaching out of the forest. So Ben watched the fields from time to time, even as they crept through the trees.

A faint clicking noise could be heard as they approached the boundary of the third unfinished pasture. It was a familiar sound, one of monsters that Ben had dealt with before. But it still sent shivers down his spine. Scuttlers, the giant rat-like monsters he’d first encountered in the basement of Alicia’s General Store, had turned out to be a common nuisance in Faerowilde.

The noise grew louder as they approached a clearing. Gruff’s ears twitched, indicating he’d heard the creatures too. Ben clutched his staff tightly, ready for action before the Scuttlers came into view.

The rodentlike creatures swarmed in a chaotic tide, their claws clicking against rocks and tree roots. Ben counted at least twenty of them, their beady eyes glinting with malice.

"Ugly fuckers," Ben muttered. “And there’s more than usual. Must be our lucky day, huh, Gruff?”

The Scuttlers came at them all at once, a wave of fur and claws. Ben swung his quarterstaff in wide arcs, taking down two with each blow. The staff felt alive in his hands, the wood vibrating faintly as if reacting to the intensity of the fight.

Gruff roared, his tusks skewering Scuttlers left and right, but the creatures kept coming. Ben’s arms burned as he struck, parried, and struck again, his footwork becoming more fluid with every move. He could feel his combat skill building, like lactic acid in his muscles leveling up, except rather than getting tired, his movements seemed to gain precision and power the harder he fought.

Just as they were making headway against the Scuttlers, a bone-chilling howl cut through the air.

Ben whirled to see a pack of Scavengers emerging from the trees, their mangy, wolf-like bodies larger and more muscular than any he’d encountered before. Their eyes glowed with a feral yellow light, and their sharp teeth gleamed as they bounded toward him.

“Great,” Ben muttered. “Just what we needed. Party crashers.”

Gruff let out a challenging bellow, charging straight at the largest Scavenger. Ben focused on the pack, his staff spinning in his hands as he prepared to fend them off.

As if in anticipation of the coming battle, his HUD flashed again.

Skill Upgrade: Combat – Adept

At the Adept level, you have reached a significant milestone in your combat training, achieving a balance of raw skill and tactical awareness. Your movements flow seamlessly from one to the next, and your ability to chain attacks, counters, and defensive maneuvers is unparalleled.

You now gain substantial bonuses to dodging, parrying, and deflecting both melee and ranged attacks. Your strikes are faster, harder, and more precise, dealing increased damage to enemies and making it easier to exploit their weaknesses. The Adept level also unlocks advanced techniques such as spinning strikes, rapid disengagement, and stunning blows, which can momentarily incapacitate your foes.

Your presence on the battlefield inspires confidence in allies and fear in enemies, granting a minor morale boost to those fighting beside you.

Reputation: Hero points earned from honorable battles are further increased, and you begin to radiate a subtle aura of authority in combat, marking you as a true force to be reckoned with.

“Nice,” Ben said, grinning fiercely as the foremost Scavenger bore down on them. “Just in time to show off. I hope you’ll be suitably impressed with my new skills, Gruff!”

The boar snorted, and Ben thought there was a faint glow around him that hadn’t been there before, as if the morale boost mentioned in the skill description was a physical thing.

The Scavengers were faster and stronger than the Scuttlers. Ben had to dodge and weave, his staff striking out at anything that came too close. But he managed to keep them at bay. Gruff charged into the fray, goring a remaining Scuttler and a Scavenger with one powerful thrust of his massive head.

“Hey, I’m the one who’s supposed to be showing off,” Ben laughed, despite the seriousness of the situation. “Save some for me, big guy!”

One Scavenger lunged at Ben, its claws swiping dangerously close to his chest. He ducked under its attack and brought the staff up in a crushing blow to its jaw, sending it sprawling backward. He barely had time to recover before another one was on him, forcing him to leap back and strike again.

The tide began to turn when a group of larger, black-furred Scuttlers and Scavengers emerged from deeper in the woods. These monsters were unlike anything Ben had seen before—scarred, muscular, and radiating an unnatural darkness.

Ben focused on one, attempting to activate his new Monster Lore skill. But his HUD flashed red.

Monster Lore: Identification Failed

Your skill is not high enough to identify monsters of the uncommon, rare, or unique classification.

“Well, shit,” Ben said, backing up to give himself a bit more room to swing his staff. “Are you ready to rumble, Gruff? These guys look a bit more our speed.”

The creatures’ movements were faster, more calculated. Gruff roared and threw himself at the nearest black Scuttler, his tusks locking with the creature’s claws in a brutal struggle.

Ben’s quarterstaff began to glow faintly, runes appearing along its surface. The glow caught him off guard, but he didn’t have time to think about it.

A huge black Scavenger lunged at him, its claws catching his shoulder and sending him sprawling to the ground. Pain seared Ben’s flesh, but he pushed it from his mind, his eyes intent on the monster that loomed over him, its teeth bared, ready to strike.

What were these things? Why did they look so different from the Scuttlers and Scavengers they were used to seeing? Were these the higher-leveled monsters Rosie had warned him about?

Questions rolled over one another in Ben’s mind as he fought, but he didn’t let his brain slow down long enough to consider any of them. The Scavenger was brutally fast and hard-hitting, possibly even stronger than the Razorbeak he’d fought the day Ashburn had unleashed his monsters on the farm.

Desperation fueled Ben’s movements as he raised the quarterstaff, blocking the Scavenger’s claws with its glowing surface. The creature snarled, its yellow eyes filled with malice as it bore down on him. Ben felt the strain in his arms as the beast's strength threatened to overpower him.

Gruff, battling a pair of massive black Scuttlers nearby, let out an enraged snort, trampling another smaller creature beneath his hooves.

Ben caught the sound and felt a flicker of determination surge through him. The black-furred monsters might be strong but this wasn’t just a fight for survival—it was about protecting his farm, his family, and everything they’d built together. No matter how strong the monsters were, they could never compete with Ben’s desire to defend and protect Lucky Nickel Acres.

Shifting his weight, Ben twisted the staff, breaking the Scavenger’s grip and spinning it around in a rapid arc to slam into the beast’s ribs. The impact sent the creature staggering, but another immediately lunged at him from the side.

Ben sidestepped, narrowly avoiding the razor-sharp teeth, and struck downward with precision, the glowing runes leaving a streak of light as the staff connected. He could feel the weapon guiding him now, as if the magic within it was lending him the instincts he needed to outmaneuver the pack.

But the numbers were against him. For every monster he knocked down, it seemed two more were ready to take its place.

Out of the corner of his eye, Ben saw Gruff locked in a ferocious clash with the largest Scuttler, its black fur bristling as it clawed and snapped at the boar.

Gruff’s tusks gleamed as he charged, throwing his full weight into the beast and driving it back into a tree with a loud crack. More Scuttlers went flying as the boar tore through a cluster that had attempted to hide beneath a tree.

Ben had no time to admire the boar’s ferocity, though, as the lead Scavenger lunged again, this time slamming into his chest and knocking him to the ground. Pain shot through Ben’s back as he hit the dirt, the creature tower over him, claws poised for a killing blow.

For a split second, the world seemed to slow, and all Ben could see were those burning yellow eyes, filled with a hunger that promised death. But it was a promise that Ben refused to bow to. Even with his mortality staring him straight in the face, Ben only felt a stronger urge to survive. He shoved back at the Scavenger, using all his strength to propel the snarling monster off the ground and slamming it into the large oak behind it. The beast let out a yip of pain, uncertainty flashing in its eyes.

Suddenly, the runes on Ben’s staff blazed with a brilliant light, flooding the battlefield with golden radiance.

The runes flared brighter, and a sudden surge of energy burst from the staff, sending the Scavenger flying backward again. There was a chorus of squeaks and howls from the swarm of Scuttlers and Scavengers still in the clearing as the light from Ben’s staff spread outward in a shockwave, obliterating all of the remaining monsters in an instant.

Advanced Skill Gained: Steadmaster's Runeward

You have awakened the latent magic within a Runed Artifact, unlocking the power of ancient Runic magic.

The Steadmaster's Runeward is a unique skill, allowing you to channel the protective and destructive energies of the earth into devastating attacks. When activated, your [Rune-Scribed Quarterstaff] generates a shockwave imbued with Runic energy, obliterating lesser monsters in its path and staggering stronger foes. This skill also enhances the defensive properties of Runed Artifacts, reinforcing your strikes and parries with the strength of ancient magic.

The Runeward ability is exceedingly rare, accessible only to those descended from Faerowilde’s original Rune Masters, the legendary guardians of the land who crafted the Runic magic that shaped the world. This inheritance marks you as a protector of balance, granting you the ability to defend your territory and allies with unparalleled force.

The power of Steadmaster’s Runeward is directly tied to your growing mastery of the Combat skill and your connection to the land you tend. As your skills grow, the intensity and range of the Runeward shockwave will expand, solidifying your role as a steward of Faerowilde’s ancient legacy.

Ben lay on the ground, breathing heavily as the glow from the quarterstaff faded. He wasn’t sure what to make of the new ability notification. None of the demi-beasts had mentioned Rune Masters or Runic magic which, given that the system was telling him it was the magic that shaped the world, seemed like a fairly major oversight.

Unless Runic magic was so rare even they didn’t know about it.

Gruff stood nearby, his tusks dripping with black ichor, and gave Ben an approving snort. He also might have been urging Ben to get off his ass, but Ben decided not to interpret it that way.

“You did good, big guy,” he said with a tired laugh. “I’ll fight with you any time. But you’d better tell Rosie I held my own, too, or she’s not going to let us come out here to kick ass together anymore.”

Gruff snorted again, this time in obvious agreement.

As they made their way back to the farm, Ben couldn’t help but wonder what the Runeward skill would mean for his future—and what other surprises the system had in store for him. He’d been kidding when he called himself a Warrior Farmer after the battle with Ashburn, but it was starting to look like it wasn’t meant to be a joke.

Ben had a lot of questions. And a lot of sore muscles.

But both paled in comparison to the relief he felt at having had a good workout.

Nothing like a near-death experience to clear the mind, Ben thought with a chuckle. I guess Monster Patrol is going to have to be my new exercise routine! Fighting monsters and breeding demi-beasts… Not a bad life for a guy who’s supposed to be dead.


10
The Happiest Shopkeeper


The steam carriage hissed softly as Alicia guided it down the well-worn road leading into Grimsby, its brass fittings gleaming in the late morning sunlight. Ahead, the modest wooden sign for Alicia’s General Store swayed gently in the breeze, its lettering faded from years of weathering.

Alicia tapped her finger against the steering lever, her mind already racing with ideas. A new sign was long overdue—something bright and polished that reflected the store’s fresh purpose.

Maybe she could commission one. There weren’t many craftspeople left in Grimsby, as most had been forced out of business and into working for the land barons over the years. But Alicia knew there were some older gentlemen in town who had woodworking skills. She was willing to bet that, with the downfall of the “hard work for low wages” system of labor Ashburn had used to oppress the township for generations, many locals would be looking to start working for themselves. Maybe she could get one of these to carve a new sign for her, and inspire the beginnings of a new business in town at the same time.

Alicia grinned at the thought. She’d spent her entire life watching the life fade from Grimsby, long before she understood what was causing the change. Once she was old enough to see the disparity of wealth and the predatory business practices that were bleeding the town dry, she’d tried her best to right the problems with the little power she had as the magistrate’s daughter. But it was only once Ben arrived that Alicia could truly see a viable alternative to the land barons’ rule.

It might have been a bullet from her pistol that had stopped Ashburn when he'd lost his mind and attacked Ben at the garden party, but really it was because of Ben that their little town was being given the second chance it deserved. He’d given her something to fight for, after all, and given the townspeople their pride back, which was the spark of life needed to ignite this rebirth.

Lucky Nickel General Store. The name rolled through her mind with a satisfying finality, and she sighed happily. It had a nice ring to it, tying the store to the farm that had become the heart of everything good in her life.

She could already picture the beautiful logo Meadow designed for her—a delicate sketch of two horseshoes in a heart-shaped embrace, nestled amongst flowers and vines—etched into the wood and painted in soft, welcoming colors.

It would look perfect above the entrance, a symbol of the connection between the farm and the town it was bringing back to life.

Yes, she thought as she pulled the carriage to a stop in front of the store, I’ll start asking around for someone to make it, first thing today. Once the store is set up, that is.

Soft, golden sunshine streamed through the tall windows of the shop as Alicia opened the door and brought in the crates of produce she planned to sell that day. With the methodical efficiency of an experienced shopkeeper, she went through the motions of setting up her wares, cleaning shelves, and making adjustments to the chalkboard where she listed the days prices.

Next, Alicia adjusted her ledger on the counter, glancing up at the rows of freshly stocked produce. Carrots, tomatoes, potatoes, and lettuce, all shimmering with dew-kissed perfection, filled the bins to overflowing. She carefully weighed and tracked all of the produce Ben provided her with, so that she knew exactly how much they were selling of their own goods and how much they were still relying on the poorer quality goods from the capital.

Alicia prided herself on her business sense—even if making money had never been her goal. She had a knack for getting every copper’s worth out of the capital so that the people of Grimsby always got the best deal she could manage. And now that they had real, high-quality goods coming in from Ben’s farm, Alicia was eager to see just how much better she could make her offerings to the town.

A small display to her left held the first bottles of milk from Lucky Nickel Acres’ cows, parcels of golden butter wrapped in parchment. The poor animals had been so ill-treated at Ashburn’s farm that for a few weeks, all the demi-beasts did was fed and watered them and took them to the pasture, so that they could recover from their ordeal. The milk they produced was scant and watery, when they produced at all, so there had been no point in selling it—although Ashburn had been happy to do so.

In the last couple of days, however, some of the healthier cows had started producing richer milk and cream. Meadow and her Holstaurs had been hand-milking the animals, separating the milk from the cream, hand-churning butter, and sterilizing bottles in the kitchen to store it in. It wasn’t much yet, but as the animals regained their health, Alicia could only imagine how their selection of dairy products would grow!

On her right, jars of wild honey collected by Clover, the pretty and diligent Lapina who liked to wander the woods behind the farm. The honey jars caught the sunlight, creating little prisms of amber light on the counter, and Alicia couldn’t help but smile at how inviting it all looked. Her smile deepened, and became a blush as she considered rewarding Clover for her extra work around the farm with a little quality time with Ben. She’d seen her husband looking at the curvy bunny-girl a few times, and knew Ben would enjoy breeding Clover as much as Clover would enjoy being bred.

But Meadow, with the powerful magic of her milk, would definitely have to be the first. Ben had hinted that Meadow’s milk held a secret that Alicia would enjoy once she was pregnant, but he hadn’t told her exactly what it was yet.

She rubbed her belly absently, wondering if her first breeding had been successful. Ben had certainly filled her womb, and his virility wasn’t in question.

Alicia could only hope that she would prove to be as fertile as the demi-beasts, because she wanted more than anything to experience the joy of being a mother first-hand. She was jealous of the other girls’ access to the system, where they received an automatic notification when they had conceived. Alicia, being an unascended human—like every human born since the war—would have to do things the old fashioned way and wait until next month to see if she missed her cycle.

In the meantime, she planned to have Ben fill her with his seed every night, to ensure they didn’t miss a single opportunity!

The thought made Alicia almost light-headed as her mind wandered to the incredible night she’d spent with Ben, their first together as man and wife. Alicia had known he could bring her pleasure since the day he’d shown her a new way of kissing right here in her store. But she hadn’t been prepared for what it would feel like to have him moving inside her body, to have his warm, sticky cream filling her until it spilled out and covered her thighs.

She knew she was lucky to have found a man like him, and she was luckier still to be able to share him with so many beautiful demi-beasts. Alicia couldn’t quite understand why it affected her so much, to watch her husband exerting his manly dominance over these other women, to know so many women would bear his children. Maybe she should have felt jealous, but all she ever managed to feel was pride.

And arousal.

Gods of Faerowilde, Alica prayed silently, I don’t know what I did to deserve this life, but I thank you for every moment and I will do my very best to help Ben become the powerful man you clearly mean him to be. I think I am the happiest shopkeeper to ever live!

She stepped back to take in the sight of the freshly set up produce. The store had never looked this good—not even under her father’s careful management, before he’d been named magistrate of Grimsby and passed it on to her.

For years, the shelves had been sparsely stocked, filled with overpriced and underwhelming goods from Ashburn’s monopoly and leftovers from the capital. Now, the air inside seemed lighter, as if the vibrant colors of the produce and the subtle floral notes of fresh honey had transformed the place into something entirely new.

It felt alive, just like Grimsby itself was beginning to.

As she’d driven through town, Alicia had noticed small changes—flowerpots on doorsteps and in windowsills, trees being planted in the market square, someone cleaning up the old fountain at the center of town, people out scrubbing porches and windows and cleaning leaves out of gutters. It was as if the town had woken up from a long and dreary spell and was suddenly getting back to the way things were before the land barons had come to the area.

Opening her ledger, Alicia jotted a note in neat script: Increase weekly milk yield. Potential cheese production? Yogurt?

She tapped her pencil against her chin, glancing at the list of goods she’d imported from the capital. Flour, sugar, salt, yeast—staples that were expensive to buy but necessary for the townspeople. Her mind wandered to the wedding feast just a few days prior. The Cinderfell chef had performed miracles with Lucky Nickel Acres’ ingredients, creating potato bread, fluffy pasta, and even a rich, creamy butter and herb sauce that still had her mouth watering.

If they could replicate even half of that creativity, she could replace most of the imported staples with products grown or made on the farm. With Ben’s magic cookbook and the demi-beasts’ access to the system, mass-producing complex recipes would be a snap. All they had to do was figure out the recipes once, and the girls would be able to whip up all kinds of goods the people of Grimsby had never even imagined!

The bell above the door jingled, snapping Alicia out of her thoughts. A woman stepped in, her basket full of brightly colored yarn, and greeted Alicia warmly. “Morning, Mrs. Nickels,” she said, emphasizing the new title with a wide smile.

Alicia’s heart skipped at the sound of it, her name felt like a fresh breeze, filled with promise.

“Good morning, Gertrude,” she replied, her voice warm. “What can I do for you today?”

The woman, who had been working long hours in Ashburn’s fields for as long as Alicia had known her, straightened her shoulders with pride. “Oh, just stopping in for some potatoes and milk. And to say thank you. I was too embarrassed to say so before, but I know our Ivan has been getting extra meals here for months, and… well, my family wouldn’t have made it through this last season without you and Ben. I’m not ashamed to say so anymore, now that I can see the end of our struggles. So thank you.”

“You don’t have to thank me,” Alicia said modestly, though the praise warmed her cheeks. “What kind of a person would I be if I’d just sat by and watched the children of this town starve? It was the least I could do, but the most I could get away with.”

Gertrude nodded knowingly. “That Ashburn was a cad of the worst sort. I am not a violent woman, yet my heart nearly burst with joy when you put the bullet between his eyes. If ever a man had it coming, he was the one.”

“I don’t like having had to do it,” Alicia said, tugging on a strand of auburn hair. “But I don’t mind having done it. If that makes any sense.”

“We were all as proud of you in that moment as your own mother would have been,” Gertrude said, reaching out to take Alicia’s hand in her rough, calloused fingers.

Alicia stepped around the counter and pulled the woman into a hug, tears in her eyes at the mention of her mother—whom she hadn’t known, but the townspeople regularly reminded her was a wonderful woman.

“Thank you,” she whispered, wiping at her tears. Then she glanced at the basket Gertrude was carrying. “How’s the textile business coming along?”

The woman’s face lit up. “Better than I could’ve dreamed! My sisters and I are weaving more than ever. With all that free wool you gave us, we’ve managed to spin enough skeins of yarn to get a real head start. We’re thinking of opening a proper shop soon. Imagine—a textile shop in Grimsby!”

The sheep from Ashburn’s farm, now on Lucky Nickel Acres, had needed sheering badly when they were rescued. The wool was dirty and brittle. But Gertrude and her sisters had offered to take it, clean it, and condition it in order to see if it could be salvaged, and Ben had been happy to oblige.

“I think it’s long overdue,” Alicia said, handing the woman a small bottle of milk. “And I’m sure you’ll have no shortage of customers once they see all these pretty colors of yarn. How are you making the dye?”

“My old grandmama was quite the old spider in her day, always spinning and knitting and weaving. We have an old notebook of hers that’s shown us the way. Special soaps, oils, and tinctures that can turn even the poorest quality wool into fine yarn.” The woman beamed, clutching the milk and a bag of potatoes tightly. “We wouldn’t even be considering it if it weren’t for Ben. Giving us all that he has… the land not to mention the wool—it still feels too good to be true. Maybe someday we’ll raise our own sheep!”

Alicia’s chest swelled with pride. She knew what Ben had done was monumental, but hearing how it was transforming lives made it feel even more meaningful.

“It’s no more than what everyone deserves,” she said softly. “In the spring, when we have some babies in the barn, I’ll make sure you get as many sheep as you need, Gertrude.”

“Whimsical Woolens,” Gertrude said, her eyes misting up. “That’s what my grandmama’s shop was called. I think that’s what we’ll call ours, once we get it up and running. Thank you again, Mrs. Nickels.” She passed a few coppers over the counter, far less than the potatoes and milk were worth, but all that Alicia was asking for them. “Now, I’ve got to get back and see to my stew or Franklin’s going to be cranky when he gets in from fixing the roof!”

After the woman left, Alicia returned to the counter and opened the ledger again. She made another note: Experiment with potato pasta recipe. Fresh and shelf-stable?

The possibilities seemed endless now. Lucky Nickel Acres wasn’t just providing food—it was laying the groundwork for a thriving, self-sufficient community—and the people of Grimsby were going to need all kinds of different things as their own businesses grew. Alicia couldn’t wait until enough businesses were booming, and they could rely on trade rather than the capital’s coins, building the connections in their community rather than the coffers of some far-away bank.

She leaned back against the counter, her gaze drifting to the honey jars. The Lapina girls, under Clover’s direction and initiative, had started collecting wild honey shortly after arriving at the farm, their nimble fingers perfectly suited for such delicate work. Alicia made a mental note to talk to Clover about scaling up production. Honey could be a luxury item for the market, drawing in more customers from nearby towns. While wild honey was nice, it might be even nicer to have hives of their own, so the girls didn’t have to go too far into the monster-riddled forest. Plus bees were good for pollinating the garden, and Ben might actually be able to converse with the creatures using his Communicate with Helpful Critters ability.

Alicia made another note: Can Ben talk to bees?

The bell jingled again, and a man stepped in, his apron covered in soot.

His broad hands cradling a sack of coins.

“Morning, Miss Alicia,” he said, his voice gruff but kind. “I’m here to pay off my tab—and grab some of that honey everyone’s been talking about.”

Alicia laughed and reached for a jar. “You’re my first honey customer, you know, Wilem. Let me know what you think. But as for the tab… I don’t think you owe me anything.”

“Oh, dross and dregs! Don’t you think for a minute that I didn’t notice the way you shaved the prices off my supplies while Ashburn had me under his thumb,” old Wilem scowled at her, as if this annoyed him. Then he handed over his coins with a grin. “It’s been my pleasure to keep track of those coppers, and to save them back up now that I’m operating on my own once more.”

“You’ve opened your blacksmithing shop again?” Alicia asked, beaming widely. “That’s wonderful! How’s business, Wilem?”

“With all the building that’s going on around town, with folks repairing their houses and putting up fences, well… my daddy always said there was no shame in making a living hammering out nails and horseshoes. It might not be glamorous work, but it’s needed. I’m just proud to be making a living at all, after so many years of hardship. Let a man pay his debts, young lady. It’s a matter of my honor, whether you think it needs to be done or not.”

Alicia took the coins, feeling her throat well shut as she tried not to cry. “Your honor has never been in question,” she said. “But if it means so much to you, I’ll take this coin and use it to buy some more pairs of children’s shoes. There seem to be a lot of bare feet running around town, and winter’s not so far off that we can afford to forget about it.”

“You’ve got my blessing for that, Miss Alicia,” he said, picking up the jar of honey and holding it up to admire the golden color in the sunlight. “And if this liquid gold is anything like those vegetables, I’m sure it’s worth every red copper.” Lowering his voice, he added, “Can’t thank you and Ben enough for what you’re doing, young lady. People are talking—Grimsby hasn’t felt this hopeful in years.”

“That means the world to me,” Alicia said, feeling the lump rise in her throat. “But we’re just getting started. Just you wait. And if you’re going to be swinging a hammer full time, Wilem, I’ll be ordering the nails we need for the farm from you instead of the capital.”

The blacksmith gave her a nod of respect before heading out, the door jingling behind him. Alicia took a deep breath, steadying herself. The day was just beginning, and there was so much left to do. But for the first time in a long time, it all felt possible.
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As the sun climbed higher in the sky, the General Store grew steadily busier. Alicia moved gracefully behind the counter, her hands deftly wrapping parcels and counting out change, her smile warm and genuine for each customer. The atmosphere inside was vibrant, filled with the soft hum of conversations and the occasional burst of laughter. It was a stark contrast to the somber mood that had once permeated the place.

The bell above the door chimed, and a group of women entered, their faces flushed with excitement. Among them was Margaret, a middle-aged woman with bright eyes and an infectious smile. She approached the counter, placing a basket filled with freshly baked bread before Alicia.

"Alicia, dear, we've done it!" Margaret exclaimed, her voice bubbling with enthusiasm.

Alicia looked at the bread, its crust golden and still warm. "Did you bake these?" she asked, eyes widening in delight.

Margaret nodded vigorously. "We did! We found a way to make that potato flour your chef from Cinderfell was telling us about. Oh, he just couldn’t help himself from bragging, he couldn’t. And the more questions we asked, the more he blabbed. Probably didn’t think a bunch of biddies from a town like Grimsby were any competition. What do you think? If we start a bakery with flour made from Lucky Nickel Acres potatoes, do you think we could partner up?”

“Are you really going to start a bakery?” Alicia gasped. “With your daughters? That’s wonderful! I’ve had it on my list to figure out how to make that potato flour, but we haven’t had the time.”

“We're calling it 'Grimsby's Hearth,'" Margaret said, beaming with pride. “And I bet, if you’d like to sell our baked goods in your store, I could convince the girls to let me give you the recipe.”

"Oh, yes please!" Alicia beamed, genuinely thrilled. "They smell amazing. I'm sure they'll be a huge hit. Honestly, I have been thinking about how to manage the baked goods I’d like to bring in, and right now I don’t think we have the ability. A partnership with you would mean I could stop buying bread from the capital. In time, we might even be able to expand to selling Grimsby’s Hearth products back to them!"

“You’ve got yourself a deal,” Margaret said with a wink. “You keep this and share it with that handsome husband of yours.”

“You bet,” Alicia grinned. “I’ll get him to do the potato delivery for you once a week.”

“Careful, Mrs. Nickels,” Margaret giggled. “Soon we’ll have to be paying you, if you’re going to offer such premium service. He’s a fine man; the pleasure will be all mine.”

A young woman stepped forward, one of Margaret’s daughters. She had her hands clasped together and a glimmer of raw emotion in her eyes. "We wanted to thank you and Ben, Mrs. Nickels. My mother’s joking disguises the fact that, without your produce and fair prices, we would surely have starved this year. Things were the worst I’ve ever seen them, and now… I can hardly recognize this town."

Alicia felt a surge of pride and humility. "It's all part of the plan—to help Grimsby thrive. I'm so happy you're taking this step."

Margaret leaned in slightly, her expression turning thoughtful. "You know, it’s true, Miss Alicia. A few months ago, none of us would have imagined this possible. Ashburn's grip was so tight, and hope was hard to come by. But now..." She glanced around the bustling store. "Now it feels like anything is possible."

Alicia's gaze followed hers, taking in the lively scene. "I feel the same way. And I can’t wait to see the fruits of our new partnership with Grimsby’s Hearth!”

The women chatted a bit longer before departing, leaving the fresh loaf of bread as a gift. She placed it carefully beside the honey display, her mind already spinning with ideas about collaborating with the new bakery.

The door chimed again, and this time a tall man with wood shavings in his hair entered. It was Thomas Carver, a handyman who had been forced to work as a machinery mechanic on Ashburn’s farm.

"Morning, Alicia," he greeted, his deep voice carrying a note of contentment.

"Good morning, Thomas. What have you been up to?" she asked, genuinely interested.

He chuckled, brushing some sawdust off his shoulder. "Well, I don’t know that it will go anywhere. But there has been some need of carpentry in town, and I found an old sawmill on the piece of land your husband allotted to our family. It’s a rusty old thing, and isn’t up to refined cuts. But I’ve cleaned it up some and have been cutting boards for folks as they need them.”

“I knew you were a handy guy, Tomas,” Alicia said with a smile, “but I didn’t know you could operate a sawmill.”

“Well… I’m no expert, that’s for sure,” he chuckled again. “But I’m learning. And as I get the mill fixed up and the blades sharpened, I’m sure I’ll do okay.”

“Good for you,” Alicia said. “That’s just the kind of ingenuity we need in Grimsby! I was actually thinking I need to get a new sign made for the shop. I’d like to update the name, now that I’m married, to Lucky Nickel General Store. Is that something you could do for me?”

Tomas rubbed the back of his neck and shrugged. “I’m not much of one for the detail work, myself, Mrs. Nickels. But I can cut the boards for you. My wife, Cait, though… she might be able to do the carving for you if you’ve got a design in mind. She’s the creative type. Always fiddling with something new. I bet she’d really like the opportunity to try.”

“That would be perfect!” Alicia beamed. “Here, take one of these jars of honey to her. It’s got the logo on the label. If she doesn’t want the job, then you can just enjoy the honey. I’m sure we’ll have need of your lumber in the future. Bringing it in from the capital has been expensive, and we’ve got a lot of new building projects on the farm!”

“That’s good to hear, Mrs. Nickels!” Tomas shuffled his feet, looking a bit uncomfortable. “Better than I could've hoped. With the affordable food we’ve been able to buy from your farm, I… I’ve been able to get my feet under me again. I’m not gone so much, and I can actually teach my boy a trade. It’s made all the difference.”

“We’re happy to help,” Alicia said. “It's what community is all about, and I hope Grimsby will flourish now that we’re free of Ashburn’s corrupting influence."

Thomas hesitated for a moment before continuing. "I have to admit, I was skeptical at first about... well, about the demi-beasts working on the farm. Wasn't sure it was right, or safe. But seeing the quality of the produce, and how happy folks are..." He trailed off, then met her eyes earnestly. "I was wrong to doubt. You've shown us a better way."

She reached out to touch his arm gently. "Change is hard, but together we're making something better for everyone."

He smiled, the lines around his eyes crinkling. "Indeed we are. Well, I'd better get back. I really just came to say my piece. Didn’t think I’d be leaving with some of that honey everyone's raving about. Cait’s sure in for a treat."

"Enjoy," Alicia said. "Let me know what you think. And have Cait come see me tomorrow if she’s interested in the job."

As Thomas left, a young couple approached the front counter, their hands intertwined. They greeted Alica shyly.

"Mrs. Nickels?" the woman began hesitantly.

"Alicia, please," she corrected with a friendly smile.

"Alicia," the woman echoed. "We wanted to tell you that we started planting on the land Ben gave us. Just a small orchard for now—apples and pears. It's been our dream for years. But we never thought it would actually come true."

"That's wonderful news!" Alicia exclaimed. "I'm sure it will flourish."

The man nodded. "We can't thank you both enough. Owning land... it still feels unreal. But we're determined to make the most of it."

"Let us know if you need any help," Alicia offered. "We're all in this together."

They exchanged a few more words before the couple departed, their faces alight with hope.

Alicia was floored by it all. She’d spent years quietly trying to help the town without drawing too much attention to herself, and while the townspeople had accepted her charity, they had rarely thanked her for it—most had been too ashamed of their circumstances to admit they needed help, though none were to blame for the town’s struggles. Even after Ben had requested that Ashburn’s land be divided up amongst the townspeople, few had spoken up. It seemed the town was in a state of shock, hardly able to believe their luck, and—like Alicia had once felt—they didn’t want to draw attention to themselves in case it all came crashing down.

Since the wedding, though, it seemed things had changed.

The plans people were making in the privacy of their own homes, they now felt safe in sharing. The gratitude they had privately felt for Alicia’s help over the years now seemed to be bubbling over. It was the truest sign of progress Alicia could have hoped for, and it made her even prouder to be Ben’s wife.

Throughout the morning, similar conversations unfolded. A group of former factory workers discussed plans to open a furniture shop, their skills finally being put to use for themselves rather than lining Ashburn's pockets. An elderly woman spoke of teaching children to read and write now that families could afford to spare them from labor. The tailor dropped by to share his thoughts on affordable, easy-to-sew work wear that he could make in town and prevent people from needing to buy expensive, fancier clothes from the capital.

Amidst the stream of visitors, one conversation stood out. A older man named Harold, known for his pragmatic views, approached the counter. His weathered face bore the marks of years under Ashburn's harsh rule.

"Alicia," he began, his tone measured. "I wanted to talk to you about something."

"Of course, Harold. What can I do for you?" she asked.

He glanced around before continuing. "I'll admit, I had my doubts about you and Ben... Didn't sit right with me at first. The things folks were saying about those demi-beasts and what was going on at your farm."

Alicia nodded slowly, appreciating his honesty, but a bit nervous about where the conversation was going. "I understand. It's an unconventional arrangement."

He sighed. "Well, you know I’m not the easiest old codger to get along with. And since my Emma passed away, I’ve been resigned to a lonely life. I guess it made me feel a bit jealous, seeing you all as happy as you’ve been. I’m ashamed to say, I’m responsible for some of the rumors going around town about your husband. But I’ve been trying to take it back, if I can get folks to listen to me, because I can see now I was wrong.”

“Harold…” Alicia said, shocked at his admission of loneliness, since he’d seemed hard-as-nails her entire life. “I didn’t know you felt so lonely. That’s terrible.”

“Not more than I deserve, with the way I’ve acted,” he said with a snort. “But I’m not so stuck in my ways that I can’t admit I’ve made a mistake. I can't argue with the results. The food here is better, prices are fair, and folks are happier than they've been in a long time. Maybe there's something to this idea of treating them creatures as equals.”

“Of course there is,” Alicia said, a chiding tone to her voice. “I might be younger than you, Harold, but I’m not stupid. Demi-beasts are just people like you and me, and most are better. They’ve lived hard lives, and learned to survive, and still stay happy and positive in a way that shocks me.”

“Well, I’ve been thinking…” Harold said, his eyes downcast, accepting her admonishment without resistance. “If there are any demi-beasts who don’t take to the farm life who might be interested in helping out a grumpy old fart like me as I get older… I’ve got some money saved up. I could pay for the company. And I wouldn’t ask her to do nothin’ she didn’t want to do, of course. Too old for that hanky panky anyways."

She smiled softly. "You know, that’s a great idea. I bet there are plenty of older folks in town without any family left to help them who could do with a demi-beast companion. I’ll ask Ben what he thinks.”

“I’d appreciate that, Miss Alicia,” he said. “I respect you and your husband more than just about anyone else in this town. I think what you’re trying to do is admirable.”

“Respect and cooperation benefit us all."

Harold rubbed his chin thoughtfully. "I’d say so. Change is coming to Grimsby, and for once, it feels like it's for the better."

"It is," Alicia affirmed. "And with everyone's support, we can build a brighter future."

He gave a curt nod, a hint of a smile tugging at his lips. "I suppose we can. Well, I'll be off. Just wanted to share my thoughts."

"Thank you, Harold. Your openness means a lot," she said sincerely.

As the door closed behind him, Alicia took a moment to reflect. The shift in attitudes, even from the most skeptical townsfolk, was a happy flag advertising the tangible improvements unfolding in Grimsby. The oppressive shadow of Ashburn had been replaced with a burgeoning sense of community and possibility, and it was spreading like wildfire, lighting fires in the faces of everyone she met.

She gazed out the window at the lively street. Children skipped along the cobblestones, already looking fatter and healthier than they had a few weeks ago. Neighbors chatted amicably outside shuttered shopfronts that were being swept out and re-opened. Woodsmoke mingled with the crisp air, replacing the stink of machinery with its sweet scent. The town was awakening, its heartbeat steady and strong.

Alicia's heart swelled with gratitude and determination. The conversations she'd had reaffirmed her commitment to driving positive change. With Ben's partnership and the support of the townspeople, she knew they could achieve remarkable things.

Returning to her ledger, she scribbled new ideas inspired by the day's interactions: Collaborate with bakery for honey-infused bread, Support orchard planting with farming supplies, Host community meeting to discuss cooperative ventures and elder care.

The store had quieted in the afternoon lull, with only a couple of townsfolk browsing the shelves. Alicia used the brief respite to lean against the counter, flipping through her notes and the sales from the store.

The numbers were promising—Ben’s farm was turning a small profit, but more importantly, the community was thriving because of it. Her fingers traced the edge of the page as she began sketching out a new section labeled Future Plans.

She paused in her work to serve a few more customers, and was pleased to see the farm’s produce dwindling as the day wound down. She didn’t want to have too much extra left over for the next day, as they would surely have more to cart into town to fill the shelves. Once she was confident that she knew how much fresh produce the townspeople needed each day, she would turn her attention to making preserves with the excess fruits and vegetables so that her canned and dry goods shelves could also be filled with products from the farm. When that was accomplished, she’d set her sights on Cinderfell.

Just as Alicia was about to return to her ledger, the door swung open again, this time revealing Ben. He looked slightly out of place in the tidy shop, his boots dusty from the farm and his hair tousled by the wind. He carried his quarterstaff like a walking stick, but with his broad shoulders, only the most foolish of brigands would mistake him for a peasant rather than a warrior.

“Husband,” she said with a gasp of pleasure. “What are you doing here?”

Ben’s grin was warm and familiar, and Alicia felt her heart skip a beat. She dragged her gaze over his muscular body, hardly able to believe that this was her husband.

She flushed, suddenly remembering the things he’d done to her the night before.

Ben’s grin widened as he closed the door behind him. “What would you like me to be doing?”
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Marital Bliss


Fire flared in Alicia’s cheeks as Ben crossed the room toward her, but she held his gaze as if determined not to let him fluster her. “There are many things I would like you to do to me, and I to you, but none of them are very conducive to running a store.”

“Busy day?” he asked, glancing at the mostly empty produce bins and picked-over shelves. “Not too busy to see me, I hope.”

“Oh, the store is always busy now that the food is more affordable,” she replied, stepping out from behind the counter, to be swept into his strong arms. “And that’s thanks to you. But I’m never too busy to enjoy your company. Only, I thought you would be busy today, too. I didn’t expect to see you here.”

“Wanted to see you,” he said simply, his tone carrying a warmth that made her cheeks heat. “And Meadow’s taken charge of the Birthing Unit and Nursery. After I finished the monster patrol with Gruff, I thought I’d treat myself to a little taste of my delicious young wife. Can I drag you into the back room?”

“Ben…” she swatted his arm playfully, then let out a yelp as he picked her up, carrying her toward the back of the store. “Don’t they need you on the farm, husband?”

“Honestly, now that Meadow’s got all those girls working together, I’m more of a distraction than anything,” Ben said with a chuckle. “They seem to forget what they’re doing when I’m around. Well, except for Meadow. She’s on a mission.”

“She wants Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie out of the way so she can have her turn,” Alicia giggled. “And I can’t say I can blame her.”

“I’m looking forward to breeding her, too,” Ben said with a growl as he pulled his wife in to nibble at her neck. “But she’s not here right now, and you are… so, let’s get you into the back and out of those skirts, what do you say?”

“Ben,” she said with a gasp as his warm breath tickled the sensitive skin on the side of her throat. “At least wait until closing. I’ve already shortened my hours, you know. I can’t just disappear into the storage room.”

He set her on the counter. “We could do it right here,” he said. “There aren’t any customers at the moment. Not that I mind if they watch…”

“That… is tempting…” Alicia glanced over her shoulder at the currently empty store, and wondered if they could get away with a quick romp without being interrupted. “But probably not very sanitary. If you want an audience, why don’t you invite Meadow to watch us when we get home.”

Ben plucked her off the counter again, setting her down, spinning her around, and pushing her belly against the wooden surface. He tugged her skirts up to her waist, and Alicia leaned forward, her protests forgotten as he tugged down her panties and slipped his fingers between her legs.

“I’m sorry, darling,” he said. “What was that you said?”

“Mmmm,” she whimpered, feeling herself melt immediately. “I think… I was saying… Ummmm…. Oooh, that feels nice… Just so long as we don’t do it on the counter, it should be okay…”

“That’s what I thought,” Ben said, opening his trousers and standing behind her as they both kept their eyes on the door. “It’s too much to ask a man to be away from his wife all day, only to have her to himself at night. Especially when he’s trying to get her with child. I should be filling you at least three times a day, just to be sure.”

Alicia felt the heat of his shaft slide between her legs, then the insistent pressure of his cockhead at her bruised entrance. “Oh, Ben… I still ache. Please be gentle.”

“Always.”

She moaned as he pushed inside her, trying to relax her so that his girth didn’t stretch her sore muscles too badly. There was only so much she could do, when he was so large, however. She was just going to have to get used to the pleasant pleasure-pain of breeding. “But Ben…”

“Yes, darling?”

Ben’s rough, calloused hands gripped her hips as he controlled his penetration so he took her slowly but firmly. His touch made her shiver with delight. He was so strong, and Alicia felt vulnerable in the best way when he was behind her. But a tiny insecurity nagged at her.

“Is that the only reason you’re eager to see me?” she asked. “You want to impregnate me?”

“Don’t you want me to?” Ben whispered against the side of her neck, pulling her auburn waves over one shoulder. He teased her, pushing in and out of her tight pussy, just enough to make her ache and then pulling back. “I thought you couldn’t wait to be pregnant.”

“I can’t,” she moaned, leaning against the counter to take him deeper. “I do. I mean, yes, I want to be pregnant. I want to carry your child, husband. More than anything. I just… I don’t want you to lose interest in me once the job is done.”

Ben slid his fingers around the front of her hip, over her mound, and between her lips, stroking her in that place that made the world seem to stop. He took his time, massaging her and thrusting slow and deep, a rhythm that made Alica’s worried mind grind to a sudden halt.

“Do you think that’s likely, wife?” he asked, wrapping an arm around her waist to hold her captive as he controlled her pleasure. “When you’ve seen firsthand how much I enjoy the company of the demi-beasts I’ve bred? I promise you that when your fertile belly swells with my seed I will find you even more irresistible than I do now. Just as I did with Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie. I won’t be able to keep my hands off of you, and as soon as you’re ready after our first child is born, I’ll put another one in you.”

“Mmmm,” Alicia whimpered as her legs began to shake. “Aaahhh, Ben, that feels so good. But… what if I can’t get pregnant?”

“I’ll still love you just as much as I do now,” he assured her. “Besides, trying is the fun part and I’ll never stop trying.”

As if to punctuate the thought, he thrust farther inside her, pushing her hard into the counter. Alicia’s worries evaporated as she felt her climax building, her trembling knees knocking together as Ben filled her rapidly and repeatedly with his enormous length.

“Oh, oh gods, Ben! Yes!” she cried out just as a customer opened the door, sending the bell jangling. She froze, her heart seizing and her face flushing. “Oh no!”

She tried to clamp down on the orgasm, to stop it in its tracks. She tried to push Ben off of her so she could pull her skirts down and protect her modesty. But she was coming so hard, suddenly, that none of those things worked. Alicia bit her tongue to stop herself from screaming any louder, feeling her pussy juices gush down her legs just as Ben grunted, shooting his seed into her belly.

The customer, an older woman with a pinched face, didn’t seem to notice anything out of the ordinary as she picked up a basket and headed into the aisles.

“Shhh,” Ben said, thrusting again, holding her hips tightly as he continued to fill her. “Hold still, baby. Almost done.”

Alicia let out a low moan as Ben’s seed spilled out of her clenching slit. He pulled back and released a hot burst of cum on his way out, covering her exposed ass and pussy lips. Alicia came again as she felt Ben’s seed shooting up her crack and down her thighs, as if the act of being publicly violated was enough to push her over the edge.

Ben chuckled to himself as he shimmied her panties back up her hips, trapping the quickly cooling fluid against her skin.

“Sorry about that,” he whispered. “But you can take them off again as soon as your shift is over.”

Alicia squeezed her still-trembling thighs together, enjoying the sensation of being claimed by her husband. She glanced over her shoulder at him, biting her lip, and hoping he could see how much his possessive mark upon her body turned her on.

Ben tugged her skirts down and patted her ass, just as the little old lady emerged from the aisle with a roll of twine, some wooden garden markers, and a few packets of garden seeds in her basket.

Alicia’s entire body shook with pleasure, somehow stronger in the aftershocks of orgasm than the act itself. The feeling of Ben’s cream dripping from her body was divine. But she tried to focus on the customer and not the fact that she could easily come again if she only squeezed her thighs once more.

“Hello, Mrs. Templeton,” she said, her voice coming out hoarse and husky. “Did you find everything you were looking for?”

“Oh yes, dear,” the little old lady replied, setting her basket on the counter, completely oblivious to the fact that Ben had just had the shopkeeper bent over it a moment ago. “I’m planting a garden, you know, for the first time since I was a little girl. That’s thanks to you and your man.”

The woman’s dark eyes flicked up to Ben and crinkled at the edges as her lips curved in a smile. “I hear you’re the expert on seed, Mr. Nickels.”

Alicia heard Ben stifle a laugh, but he recovered quickly.

“I don’t know about that,” he said. “But I definitely use a lot of it.”

Alicia pressed her lips together, imagining how shocked Mrs. Templeton would be if she knew just how much seed Ben used to keep her and the other females on the farm happy.

“Tell me, what do you think of these?” the old lady displayed her selection of parsnips, cabbage, string beans. “Will they grow for me? I don’t know how good the soil is after what that nasty old Ashburn was up to, but I’d like to try my hand at growing my own food.”

“All I’ve ever used is the seeds from this General Store,” Ben said sincerely. “I imagine those will be just fine. But if you find the soil quality lacking, please let my wife know, and I’ll have some compost and fertilizer delivered to your plot.”

The woman’s wrinkled forehead scrunched up as her faint eyebrows rose. “Oh! Surely that is too much to ask of a businessman such as yourself. You’ve already given us so much here in Grimsby, I couldn’t possibly—”

“You certainly could,” Ben replied with a grin. “Would you like to know a secret, Mrs. Templeton? I’m actually not much of a businessman at all. I’m just a guy who likes to reap the rewards of an honest day’s work. For me, seeing the township thriving is more than I could ask for. It gives me nothing but pleasure to grow food for the people around me, and to share the skills I’ve learned. If you grow your own food and never need to buy Lucky Nickel Acres produce again, that would be a great success for all of us! I can always sell my excess goods to those fat cats in Cinderfell, can’t I?”

Mrs. Templeton just stared at him for a moment, as if unsure if he was joking or not. But when she saw the sincerity in his face, she broke into a wide grin to match his own. “Well, I never. If that isn’t the darndest thing I ever did hear… Can’t say it hurts my feelings any, though, Mr. Nickels, if that’s the way you see things. Thank you for your offer, in that case. I’ll give this a try and let you know how I fare. Maybe I will take some of that fertilizer and compost you’re offering, and I wouldn’t say no to a lesson or two on how to make such things myself, either.”

“I’d be happy to send one of the girls over to show you how it’s done,” Ben said. “Just say the word.”

Mrs. Templeton paid for her supplies and left the store with a smile on her face that rivaled the look of bliss on Alicia’s as she gazed in wonder at her husband. “You really have been a blessing on this town, Ben. For me and everyone else in it.”

“Well, this town gave me my wife,” Ben said, pulling her in for a kiss. “It’s the least I can do to repay the favor.”

Alicia felt herself blushing again. “Tell me, husbands… Did you really just come here to flatter me and make a mess of my panties? Or is there something else on your mind?”

“Well, I actually do have some business to attend to, now that you mention it,” he said, running his hands over her bottom and pressing the damp fabric against her skin. “You just distracted me for a moment.”

“I’m not complaining,” Alicia said. “But I am curious. What kind of business are you referring to?”

“Well, now that we’ve got the important stuff taken care of, I thought we could go over a few things for the farm while I’m here.”

Alicia lifted a slender eyebrow and gestured to the ledger. “You’re in luck. I’ve been making plans.”

Ben leaned over the counter to glance at her notes, his brow furrowing in thought. “Three pastures, three grain crops, a creamery, a schoolhouse...” He trailed off, then looked at her with admiration. “You’ve been busy.”

“Just trying to keep up with you,” she teased, nudging him playfully. “Those girls of yours are going to have babies soon, and I have a feeling they won’t be long for the nursery. If demi-beast pregnancies are any indication, I expect your children to grow very quickly!”

“You’re right, of course,” Ben said. “I hadn’t thought of that. But a schoolhouse is a wonderful idea.”

“I don’t know about that,” she replied. “I’d like to have a place to send my own children, when I have them. So, it’s just a bit of daydreaming, really.”

Ben chuckled, then grew serious. “You’ve been doing more than that, Alicia. The farm wouldn’t be what it is without you. You’ve helped me grow this far, and your ‘daydreams’ will shape our future, too. Now show me what else you’ve come up with.”

They spent the next hour discussing the logistics of their plans—where the pastures would go, which crops to prioritize, how to get the creamery up and running. When Ben told Alicia about Meadow’s milking machine and his system quest to build a device especially designed for milking demi-beasts, Alicia felt a memory tickle the back of her mind.

She’d received a rather unusual catalogue with her shipment from Cinderfell once, which she’d looked through with curiosity at first and then increasing levels of both arousal and alarm. It definitely was not something her suppliers meant to send to a General Goods store in Grimsby, but the error had opened Alicia’s mind up to the other kinds of business that went on in the capital city. And the kinds of things the respectable merchant class got up to behind closed doors.

“I think… I might have an idea for you…”

Her cheeks flared red hot as she disappeared into the back room. She’d hidden the catalogue in her office, stuffed in the back of a drawer no one would ever think to look in. But over the years, she’d retrieved it on occasion, often flipping through the illustrated pages as she touched herself. In fact, that catalogue may have been the beginning of her desire to watch other women being pleasured, and her need to watch Ben breeding his demi-beasts.

Now, she was about to share her dirty little secret with her husband.

And it excited her.

She returned to the front of the store with the crinkled magazine clutched against her chest. Ben watched her curiously, obviously noticing the flush in her cheeks, and the embarrassment in her expression. But he waited for her to reveal her secret without saying anything to cause her more shame.

“This is from the capital,” she explained. “From a company called Marital Bliss. It came with my usual shipment of catalogues one year by accident. I’ve never ordered from them, but… I have looked through it a number of times…”

Ben took the catalogue from her and flipped it open to a page at random. It displayed a woman penetrating herself with a large, phallic shaped device, driven by an energy crystal. The woman’s expression was so lasciviously needy that at first, Ben didn’t notice the man whose lap she was sitting on. It was quite obvious that she was being penetrated by him as well.

Ben felt himself harden as he read the caption:

Is your wife so demanding that you sometimes wish you could duplicate yourself in order to fulfill her endless wishes, desires, and fantasies? Well, now you can! With our patented manhood duplicating system, you can order an exact replica of that piece of you she craves more than anything else.

Order more than one and ensure no hole in her fantasies is left unfilled! Bulk discounts available for men with girlfriends, mistresses, and additional wives. No order is too large!

Optional accessories include: a wearable harness, so that she can feel you close to her, even as she does her daily chores; remote control vibration and rotation module, so that you control her pleasure at all times; auto-thrusting attachment, so that you can relax with a drink while the machine does all the hard work and you can enjoy the show!

Our knowledgeable sales consultants would be happy to provide you with all the details. In-home consultation visits are available, for those who require discretion.

“Well, that’s intriguing,” Ben said, casting Alicia a sly glance. “But I’m not sure how this is supposed to help with the milking machine.”

“Not that!” Alica reached out with trembling fingers to flip the pages. When she found a section called Lactating Ladies, she stopped. “I meant this…”

Ben’s eyes widened as he saw what she meant. The catalogue had an entire section on breast pumps. A small selection was for helping new mothers, with baby bottles and rubber nipples and sterilization units. But the rest of the section seemed to be meant for stimulating or continuing lactation beyond the scope of a woman’s usual needs, including a tincture said to increase breast milk production and breast size in pumping females.

“Meadow makes far more milk than a human ever could,” Ben said, looking at the bottling systems that came with the breast pumps. “But I bet I could use these pump attachments on one of the standard milking machines in order to make something to suit that quest. We should order one!”

“I can measure her breasts,” Alicia offered, her voice hitching as she imagined doing so in front of Ben. “But we may need to contact them for a custom size. Meadow is much larger than most human women. We wouldn’t want something too small that would pinch her.”

“You’re right,” Ben said, then he winked at her. “Though I’m not sure Meadow minds being pinched. You should have seen how much she liked being attached to that machine. Next time she uses it, you should watch. I think you’d find it very interesting.”

Alicia’s mind raced with ideas. “I… I’ll write up an order today,” she stammered excitedly. “I can send it with the courier before we leave town.”

“I want one of these, too,” Ben said, flipping back to the husband duplication device with a grin. “I can think of a few scenarios in which it might come in handy to have a second dick with all these horny females vying for my attention. Order all of the attachments, too.”

Alicia felt her face flush as she imagined watching Ben using both his own huge member and a synthetic one on the demi-beasts. Or… even herself. She knew Ben sometimes put his cock inside the other girl’s backsides, though she could hardly imagine what that would feel like. It was even harder to imagine having him in her back and front at the same time. She shuddered with desire, her nipples stiffening at the thought.

“Let’s bring that catalogue home, so we can look through it together,” Ben said, watching her with his sly, knowing grin. “We might want to make a larger order. I bet there are lots of things in there that make you excited, aren’t there?”

Alicia bit her lip, shame flooding through her. “Yes, husband. I… I don’t know why.”

“Because you’re the best wife a man could ask for, that’s why,” Ben said with a chuckle. “Now, let’s see what else you’ve got in this daydreaming book of yours. We’ve still got a bit of time to kill before you close up shop, don’t we?”

Alicia sighed, feeling relieved that Ben had been so accepting of her guilty pleasure. And a part of her thrilled at the idea that he wanted to look through it with her at home. Maybe, he’d make her show the other girls, as well. Or enact some of the scenes of Marital Bliss with them while she watched.

Alicia’s mind churned with the possibilities, so that it was difficult to bring her thoughts back to the farm and the store.

“Yes,” she said, pulling her ledger over to flip through her lists and doodles. “Back to work.”

She laughed a bit awkwardly as she attempted to reset her brain, which seemed to be lodged firmly in the proverbial gutter. But as she flipped through the pages of her notebook, the more wholesome side of her daydreaming revealed itself, and she was inundated with all those exciting plans that had been popping into her mind all day.

Each page of inspiration built on the last as she turned the pages, and she found herself smiling.

“Oh, Ben,” she gasped, remembering all the conversations she’d had that day. “I can see it all so clearly. Our thriving farm, the town bustling, a future where humans and demi-beasts work together in harmony. You should have heard all the lovely things the townspeople said to me today as they did their shopping. You’ve really inspired something in them. I actually had tears in my eyes a few times, hearing their hopes and dreams. No one in Grimsby has ever had hopes for the future, not beyond the hope that they wouldn’t starve to death or be injured at work. Now we have folks planning to open textile shops, a bakery, a blacksmith, a tailor, a woodcutter. And I’m sure there will be more.”

“I’m sure you’re right,” Ben said. “But it’s not just me who’s inspiring hope, Alicia. It’s you, too. The people never would have trusted me if you hadn’t taken the first step. Not to mention the last step… finishing off Ashburn was the icing on the cake, I think. No one will forget it was you who pulled the trigger to end his abuse.”

“It’s all so hard to believe,” she whispered, leaning against his strong chest and feeling his arms wrap around her. As the sun began to dip lower in the sky, casting the shop in a warm golden light, Alicia put her head on Ben’s shoulder and gazed up into his deep green eyes. “Do you think we can really do it? Build all of this?”

Ben squeezed her tightly. “We’ve already started. And with you by my side, Alicia, I know we can do anything.”

Her heart swelled at his words, and for a moment, the weight of their responsibilities seemed to lift. Together, they were unstoppable.

The bell above the door chimed, breaking the moment, and Alicia reluctantly released Ben’s hand. But as she returned to her work, taking care of the last sales of the day, she felt it wasn’t possible to be any happier.

At least… not until her order from the racy catalogue arrived. Then, she had to allow, Ben might bring her to new levels of Marital Bliss.
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A Conspiracy in Cinderfell


Victor Rathmore stepped off the steam train and onto the bustling platform of Cinderfell Station, clutching the handle of his leather briefcase with a touch more force than necessary. The hiss of steam and the clatter of boots on iron echoed around him, a cacophony of efficiency and progress that felt like a balm to his senses after the rustic, backward misery of Grimsby.

Here, civilization ruled supreme. The air smelled faintly of coal smoke and metal polish, with only the faintest hint of damp earth from the spring rains. Even the grime that clung to the edges of the platform seemed orderly compared to the disarray of Grimsby’s muck-filled roads and ramshackle houses.

His nose wrinkled as he adjusted his top hat and made his way past a cluster of porters unloading cargo. They moved with brisk precision, ferrying wooden crates stamped with seals from across Faerowilde—luxuries meant for Cinderfell’s merchant class.

A far cry from the pitiful market stalls of Grimsby, where wilted vegetables and dry, crumbling bread were hawked with desperation. Not that those conditions had remained after Ben Nickels arrived with his absurdly abundant farm.

Victor’s jaw tightened at the thought of it.

A man who claimed to live in harmony with demi-beasts, who flaunted his unorthodox lifestyle as though it were something to be proud of. A man who made Grimsby seem... successful.

Victor’s polished shoes clicked against the marble floors as he exited the station and flagged a steam carriage. The sleek vehicle, adorned with brass fittings and an emblem of the Cinderfell Transit Guild, pulled up promptly. He climbed in, sitting stiffly on the cushioned seat as the driver tipped his cap and set off toward the Merchant Guild Hall.

The city passed in a blur of brass and stone. Elevated walkways crisscrossed above him, carrying pedestrians over the wide avenues filled with steam-driven carriages and clockwork contraptions ferrying goods. Ornate lampposts, crafted from wrought iron and polished to a mirror sheen, lined the streets.

Cinderfell was no ordinary city; it was a monument to human ingenuity. It was proof of what humans could achieve when unshackled by magic, when they relied solely on their intellect and machines to shape their destiny. Unlike Grimsby, a backwater that clung to the past with its reliance on demi-beasts and superstition.

Victor’s scowl deepened. That was why Nickels needed to be stopped. He was an aberration, a threat to everything Cinderfell represented. As the steam carriage pulled up to the Merchant Guild Hall, Victor paid the driver and stepped out, pausing for a moment to take in the grandeur of the building. Its façade of white marble and gold filigree gleamed in the midday sun, the wealth and influence of the guild on full display. The sight filled him with a sense of purpose.

Inside, the air was cool and smelled faintly of ink and varnish. Victor ascended the wide staircase to the private offices, his boots echoing in the quiet halls. At last, he reached the door bearing the name “Edgar Halloway, High Arbiter.”

He adjusted his cravat and knocked twice.

“Enter,” came Halloway’s measured voice.

Victor stepped inside, his eyes immediately drawn to the room’s meticulous order. Shelves lined with leather-bound ledgers and crystal decanters of amber-colored liquor framed the imposing mahogany desk at the center. Edgar Halloway sat behind it, a heavyset man with silvered hair and sharp, calculating eyes that missed nothing. He gestured for Victor to sit, his fingers steepled as he regarded him with a mix of curiosity and mild impatience.

“Well, Rathmore,” Halloway began, his voice smooth but commanding, “I trust your journey to Grimsby was illuminating. What news do you bring?”

Victor settled into the chair, placing his briefcase on his lap and opening it to retrieve his meticulously written report.

“It was... illuminating indeed, sir,” he said, his tone clipped. “Grimsby is in disarray. The death of Cornelius Ashburn and the collapse of his factory farm have left a vacuum, one that has been filled by a most troubling figure. Benjamin Nickels.”

Halloway raised an eyebrow, his expression unreadable. “The one Coalridge was so worried about? The farmer?”

“If one can even call him that,” Victor replied, the disdain in his voice palpable. “His ‘farm’ defies every natural law of agriculture. The yields are impossible, the quality unprecedented. And his relationship with the demi-beasts—” He paused, struggling to find words that adequately conveyed his disgust. “He treats them as equals, sir. They work alongside him as though they were human. And he brags about it openly. Not to mention the things he’s doing with them behind closed doors, if you catch my meaning. At least three of the creatures I saw were pregnant.”

“Pregnant!” Halloway’s eyebrows shot up. “What, is he some kind of deviant? Mating with those animals?”

“Worse still, I suspect he’s found a way to harness their magic to achieve these impossible results on his farm,” Victor added, feeling the bile rise in his throat as he imagined the vile things the farmer had done. “Such practices are not only unnatural but illegal.”

Although, if Victor was truthful with himself, seeing the demi-beasts in person he wasn’t quite as appalled as he knew he should have been. The sickness in his belly only grew as he realized he was at least partially sick with himself. If he had a demi-beast in his bed, as this farmer seemed to have in his, Victor wasn’t entirely convinced that he’d be able to stop himself from exploring a little deviance himself…

Halloway’s fingers drummed lightly on the desk, lurching Victor from his thoughts. “Harnessing demi-beast magic, you say? That’s a serious accusation, Rathmore.”

“I am aware,” Victor said stiffly. “While I could find no direct evidence, the circumstantial proof is overwhelming. The farm’s output cannot be explained otherwise. I recommend sending an investigator immediately. Someone capable of uncovering the truth—and enforcing the law.”

Halloway leaned back in his chair, his gaze narrowing as he studied Victor. The silence stretched, broken only by the faint ticking of the brass clock on the wall. “This is the same Grimsby where Lawrence Coalridge was meant to establish his leather-processing plant, correct?”

Victor inclined his head. “Yes, sir. That project has been indefinitely delayed due to unrest among the villagers. Nickels has turned them against the industrialists. They revere him, see him as some sort of savior. It’s... dangerous.”

Halloway’s lips curved into a thin smile, though it didn’t reach his eyes. “Dangerous indeed. Thank you, Rathmore. I’ll take it from here.”

Victor stood, snapping his briefcase shut and offering a slight bow. “I trust you’ll handle this matter with the seriousness it warrants, sir.”

Halloway’s smile widened. “You may trust that I will.”

As Victor left the office, his mind churned with thoughts of Nickels and his accursed farm.

He tried to remain indignant, he really did. But now that he was back in the safe embrace of Cinderfell, where no demi-beast dared to tread, Victor’s mind began to wander toward dangerous fantasies.

Demi-beasts… with their animalistic ears, tails, claws, and hooves… they would be naturally subservient, would they not? A man could probably get a demi-beast to do just about anything he could dream of…

Maybe he’d hire a girl from Regale Rouge and ask the madame if she had any costumes for rent… just ears and a tail would do…
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Edgar Halloway stood at the window of his sprawling office, a glass of amber liquor in hand, staring down at the bustle of Cinderfell’s market district below.

The towering glass-and-iron buildings reflected the fiery hues of the late afternoon sun, their clockwork ornaments glinting like polished jewels. Airships hovered lazily in the distance, the faint hum of their engines barely audible over the rhythmic chug of steam pipes and the clang of industry that filled the city.

From this vantage, it was easy to feel like a god looking down on the chaos of mere mortals, every individual scurrying like an ant in service to the great machine of commerce.

Victor Rathmore’s words lingered in his mind, gnawing like a persistent rat. Halloway drained the glass and set it down with a sharp clink on the oak-paneled desk behind him.

The man was insufferable, no doubt about that, but Rathmore was not prone to exaggeration. If Rathmore believed that Benjamin Nickels of Lucky Nickel Acres posed a threat, there was likely some truth to it.

And if not? Well, Halloway had never been one to waste a good opportunity for personal advancement.

The air in the room felt heavy, the faint scent of burning coal drifting up from the industrial district mingling with the rich aroma of polished wood and leather-bound tomes.

Halloway moved to his desk, brushing his fingers across the embossed seal of the Merchant’s Guild on the stack of papers Rathmore had delivered.

Coalridge’s refusal to proceed with the leather processing plant had been a simmering issue for months. The guildmasters were restless, their demands for answers growing louder by the day. They wanted their suede—cheap, plentiful, and profitable. And the fact that Coalridge had cited fears of unrest in Grimsby as his reason for halting the project had sent shockwaves through the guild’s inner circle.

Halloway allowed himself a smirk as he leaned back in his chair, the leather creaking softly.

The guild had lined his pockets generously over the years, and they would undoubtedly do so again if he could solve this problem.

Benjamin Nickels.

What an interesting character Rathmore had described. A farmer with demi-beast lovers, treating them like equals, and building a reputation that bordered on heroic.

Disgusting. Dangerous. And, most importantly, a potential rallying point for further unrest among the common folk.

The people of Grimsby were already emboldened by Ashburn’s downfall; they had tasted freedom, and they liked it. Halloway couldn’t let that attitude spread.

He picked up a silver pen and began jotting notes. Rathmore’s suggestion that Nickels might be harnessing demi-beast magic was plausible. It would explain his unnatural success, his ability to produce goods that outshone the capital’s finest exports.

If that were true, it was not only illegal—it was treasonous. The perfect excuse to intervene.

The thought of sending an investigator had occurred to him the moment Rathmore mentioned Nickels’ farm, but it had to be the right person. Someone meticulous, ruthless, and utterly loyal to the human cause. His pen paused mid-stroke as a name surfaced in his mind. Lady Helena Graythorne.

A wolfish smile spread across Halloway’s face. Helena was known throughout Cinderfell for her unwavering commitment to human supremacy and her expertise in rooting out treachery.

Her reputation alone would terrify the likes of Benjamin Nickels, no doubt a country bumpkin who had grown too big for his patch-kneed britches. Not only that, but her findings would carry undeniable weight with the guild and the capital council.

That the woman had been divorced five times, with no children to speak of, was a minor irony given her staunch pro-natalist stance. While it had caused a bit of tongue wagging from those brave enough to bear Graythorne’s wrath, it was a minor flaw in an otherwise perfect weapon.

He leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers. “Yes,” he murmured to the empty room. “She’s precisely the hammer I need to smash that quaint little farm into oblivion.”

Halloway picked up his pen and scratched out a letter to the lady in question, one which he felt certain she would not ignore. When he was finished, he pressed the call button to ring his servant, tapping the letter against his chin as he considered the best way to play this intervention with the higher up members of the Merchant’s Guild.

A knock at the door interrupted his thoughts. “Enter,” he barked.

His assistant stepped in, a young man with a thin frame and nervous energy. “Sir, you rang?”

“Is the courier in house?”

“Yes, sir,” his assistant replied. “Shall I deliver something to him for you?”

“Have the message sent to Lady Graythorne immediately. I want her here by tomorrow morning. And inform the guildmasters that we’re taking steps to address the Coalridge issue. That should keep them quiet for a few days.”

“Yes, sir.” The assistant hesitated. “Shall I arrange a meeting with the council as well?”

Halloway waved a dismissive hand. “Not yet. Let’s see what Lady Graythorne uncovers first. If this Nickels fellow is as much of a problem as Rathmore claims, we’ll have all the ammunition we need.”

The assistant nodded and left, closing the door softly behind him.

Halloway returned his gaze to the city below, his smirk fading into a thoughtful frown. He could almost hear the coins clinking into his coffers, the merchants’ gratitude flowing like fine wine.

But there was something about Nickels that unsettled him—a nagging sense that the man was more than just a farmer.

No matter, Halloway thought, pushing the worries away. Whatever secrets Lucky Nickel Acres is hiding, they will soon be laid bare. And if Benjamin Nickels thinks he can defy the capital, he is about to learn just how wrong he is.
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Lady Helena Graythorne read the summons in her drawing room, her sharp gray eyes scanning the parchment with studied efficiency.

A tea tray sat untouched beside her on the polished mahogany table, the rising steam from the delicate porcelain cup curling into the air like a specter.

The handwriting was familiar—Edgar Halloway, the smug bureaucrat she had worked with on more occasions than she cared to count.

His words were laced with the usual formality, but the underlying urgency was unmistakable. Her lips pressed into a thin line as she read the final line: "You are hereby requested to investigate Benjamin Nickels and his operations at Lucky Nickel Acres immediately. The matter is of the utmost importance to the capital and the integrity of our laws."

Helena folded the parchment carefully and set it aside. The corners of her mouth twitched upward into a humorless smile. "Integrity of our laws," she murmured, tapping her long fingers against the armrest of her chair. "What a quaint notion."

The words rang hollow in her mind, especially after years spent enforcing those very laws.

She rose from her seat, the soft rustle of her silken gown breaking the silence of the room. Her reflection in the tall gilt-edged mirror across from her caught her attention, and she paused to examine herself.

She still cut an imposing figure—tall, poised, with an angular face that radiated authority. Her dark hair was coiled neatly at the nape of her neck, a few silver strands betraying her age. She looked every bit the unflinching investigator, the woman who had singlehandedly dismantled conspiracies and rooted out treason across Faerowilde.

But there was something in her eyes—a flicker of doubt that she couldn’t quite smother.

The summons had come at an opportune time, she thought bitterly. Her most recent divorce was still fresh, the papers signed only weeks ago. Five husbands, five failures. For years, she had blamed them—their inadequacies, their distractions, their inability to match her intellect. But the pattern had grown impossible to ignore. Five marriages, and not a single child.

The whispers had started after the third—quiet, venomous gossip that even her titles and reputation couldn’t silence. "Perhaps it’s not the men," they said. "Perhaps Lady Graythorne is barren."

She clenched her fists at the thought, her nails digging into the fabric of her gown. If it were true—and she was beginning to suspect it was—then what did that make her? A staunch pro-natalist who could not even fulfill her own creed? It was unthinkable. Unbearable.

Her gaze drifted back to the parchment. Benjamin Nickels. The very name set her teeth on edge.

A human man, openly flaunting his relationships with demi-beasts. It was an affront to everything she stood for. She had spent her entire career championing the sanctity of the human bloodline, the need to rebuild and strengthen their population after the war had stripped them of their magic.

And yet, here was a man not only defying that principle but thriving because of it.

The room felt stifling. She moved to the window and threw it open, the cool evening air rushing in and carrying with it the distant hum of Cinderfell’s industry. The city lights glittered like a thousand tiny stars, masking the shadows that clung to its underbelly. She had spent decades pretending those shadows didn’t exist, focusing instead on the grand designs of progress and order. But now, the shadows felt closer, more suffocating.

Helena’s jaw tightened as she considered Halloway’s words. If what Rathmore claimed was true, if Nickels had indeed found a way to harness demi-beast magic for his own gain, it was not just illegal—it was treason.

And treason demanded punishment.

But there was more to it than that.

The very idea of a man like Nickels—a farmer, no less—living a life of comfort and prosperity, surrounded by demi-beasts who adored him, was an insult she couldn’t stomach. While she, Lady Helena Graythorne, sat in her empty home, childless and alone, enduring the whispers of her failure, this man dared to flaunt his happiness and defiance in the face of everything she believed in.

Her hands gripped the windowsill as a surge of indignation coursed through her.

"Why should he have what I cannot," she thought. "When I have dedicated my life to the prosperity of Cinderfell, Faerowilde, and the human race? I will make sure he pays for his arrogance."

The decision was made. She turned from the window and rang the bell for her steward. When the young man appeared, she gave her instructions with icy precision. "Prepare my carriage and pack for a week’s travel. I leave for Grimsby at dawn."

He hesitated, his brow furrowing. "Milady, Grimsby? That’s quite far. May I ask—"

"You may not," she snapped, her tone brooking no argument. "Do as I say."

The steward bowed quickly and disappeared, leaving her alone once more. Helena’s gaze returned to the parchment on the table, and her lips curled into a cold smile.

This mission was far more than just a duty. It was an opportunity. An opportunity to reassert her authority, to remind Faerowilde of the consequences of defying the capital. And, perhaps, it was an opportunity to drown out the gnawing doubts that had begun to take root in her soul.

"Benjamin Nickels," she whispered, her voice dripping with disdain. "You have no idea what’s coming."
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The Birth House


Ben rode back into town with Alicia, flipping through the catalogue she’d been so shy about showing him. Sex toys in the afterlife… who would have thought it possible?

He was amazed that such an industry existed in what, to him, felt like a somewhat Medieval world—albeit one with video game magic and steampunk technology.

The townspeople’s beliefs about demi-beasts and the generally conservative social structures had Ben convinced that most married couples weren’t getting up to anything much more exciting than missionary position, once a week and never on Sundays.

Well, not that they used the word Sunday in Faerowilde.

The days of the week were similar enough to those back on earth that Ben hadn’t yet adjusted his thinking. It was difficult to remember Moonday, Trueday, Windsday, Thundray, Firesday, Stoneday, and Sunhallow, especially since it was business as usual every day of the week—Faerowilde didn’t observe religious holidays, days of worship, or days of rest; people just worked every day and took breaks when they needed to.

The months were even harder to keep track of: Janverelle, Fevereen, Marverelle, Avereen, Maerelle, Juneve, Julereen, Auverelle, Severeen, Octeve, Noverelle, and Decivereen. There was an advertisement on the back of the catalogue regarding seasonal orders which listed them all, but even as Ben attempted to read them, they jumbled up in his head like word salad. He had a feeling he was never going to figure them out without constant reminders from his girls.

Today, as far as Ben could tell, was Moonday, the 14th of Juneve, putting them right in the middle of a long, mild summer. But he only knew that because he’d peeked at Alicia’s paperwork when she was submitting her order to the capital.

An order that contained a request for some items that would elevate evenings with his young wife to something much, much more than the vanilla flavor Ben expected of Faerowilde. Ben stiffened in anticipation of getting Alicia into bed once they got home. He’d only just had her, but now that he knew the kinds of dirty pictures she’d been sneaking looks at, he had an urge to test her limits.

Honestly, with such kink and deviance simmering just below the surface, it was a wonder humans were so prudish about demi-beast relations. It was ludicrous to imagine them being more like animals than humans, when it was so obvious that demi-beast and human physiology was sexually compatible. Not to mention the fact that they were fully sentient, sapient, and intelligent beings capable of rational thought and emotion, the same as humans were.

It was just plain old discrimination and superstition keeping demi-beasts as second-class citizens in this world. That, and people in power wanting to stay in power.

But, as had been the case with racism in his home world, no amount of finger wagging, pearl clutching, and moralizing was going to stop people from pursuing love wherever they found it. Ben had a feeling that his open relations with the demi-beast girls would inspire some adventurous match ups in the future, if the people of Grimsby were able to see past their prejudices and see the reality of what was right in front of them.

It was funny how a smutty catalogue could inspire such hope for the future, but it truly gave Ben more hope for faster acceptance than he’d had before. It would have been a much steeper climb had Faerowilde’s people been a hard-nosed puritan population.

Turns out, the wealthy were just as perverse as he was. Possibly more so, if some of these devices were any indication… Much more so than Ben had been aware of on earth, the Faerowilde populace seemed to enjoy the idea of mechanized sex. There were machines to fuck both men and women, machines to hold a husband or wife immobilized while their partner fucked them. There were devices that clamped onto the cock or pussy of the wearer and used vibration or suction to force repeated orgasms.

Every page seemed to offer up a more extreme fantasy than the one before it.

It was really quite obscene. And Ben couldn’t get it out of his mind that Alicia had been looking through this catalogue and thinking about him using these devices on her, or the other girls while she watched.

Next to him, driving the steam carriage, his wife tried to keep her eyes on the road. But Ben could see her gaze traveling over the illustrated magazine, curious about what he was looking at. The blush in her cheeks and the hard nipples poking through the fabric of her dress indicated to Ben exactly how she felt about him looking at the depraved pictures. But she didn’t say anything, preferring to take his lead.

Ben grinned at her, putting a hand on her thigh and pressing her skirts between her legs. “Don’t get distracted now,” he growled. “We’re almost home.”

“I… I wasn’t,” she protested with a gasp as he massaged her sex. “I was just…”

“Keeping your eyes on the road,” he said, removing his fingers with a chuckle. “And as soon as we get home, I’m carrying you upstairs, and you’re going to show me your favorite pictures in this catalogue. I want to know just what kind of deviant I married.”

“Y-yes, husband,” she replied, quickly and obediently. “I’ll do anything you say.”

Ben noticed the way she panted afterwards, as if compliance itself were a turn on. As strong and capable as his wife was when she was at work, or managing the farm, she wanted nothing more than to be a slave to his desire in the bedroom.

He could get used to that.

Ben spent the rest of the drive thinking up ways to give Alicia the kind of dominating pleasure that she seemed to crave. Unlike Rosie, she didn’t want to be forced. She just wanted to be commanded. She was eager to do what he wanted, and to see him be dominant with his other females while she watched. She might like having her orgasms withheld until he’d pleasured all the others, denying herself while he sated himself.

Their marriage was definitely not going to be boring.

He was smiling to himself as they pulled up the dirt road and through the gate, his thoughts firmly planted in the bedroom, not with the rest of the farm. But as they got closer, Alicia let out a different sort of gasp. One of genuine surprise rather than lusty anticipation.

“Oh, Ben, look!” She pointed with one hand, while steering the motorized carriage with the other, pulling the vehicle up next to the house with a hiss of steam. “Have they finished it already?”

“Holy shit,” Ben said with a low whistle. “I knew they were motivated. I didn’t know they were that motivated.”

He tucked the catalogue into a box of supplies that he planned to carry into the house. But for the moment, he left it in the car, wanting to see the new building first.

The late afternoon sun slanted low over Lucky Nickel Acres, casting a golden light on the hustle and bustle of the farm. Meadow stood proudly near the Birthing Unit, her long brown hair tied back with a scarf, her hands dusty from the day’s hard labor.

Around her, a group of Holstaurs and Equistars worked together to place the final touches on the building—a sturdy structure crafted from timber, stone, and salvaged materials from Ashburn’s old holdings. The air was filled with a mix of chatter, laughter, and the rhythmic pounding of hammers.

The sight filled Ben with pride as he approached, his boots crunching on the gravel path. Alicia strode beside him, her bright green eyes wide with wonder.

“You’ve gotten a lot done today, Meadow,” Ben said with a wide grin. “If I didn’t know better, I’d say you had some ulterior motivation.”

Meadow turned, blushing. Her long, tufted tail swished behind her and her ears twitched. “Well, if that’s so, I’m not the only one,” she said. “And it was obvious to the rest of us that your pregnant girls weren’t going to be pulling their weight, so…”

“Hey!” Rosie said with a snort and a laugh. “To be fair, I don’t know if I’m strong enough to pull my weight anymore.”

Quincie hissed at the cow-girl, her black ears flattened into her hair. “I’m going to remember that when you’re as big as a house and your big, milky titties are leaking all day and all night and you’re begging me to suck them for you…” The cat-girl’s golden eyes got a misty look as her imagination wandered. “Is anyone else getting hungry?”

“Oh oh,” Rosie stage whispered. “Things must be getting dire. Queen Quincie can’t even maintain the energy to stay mad.”

Spirit stood from where she had been hammering nails to secure the front door frame of the new building. She stretched her back, her long, bubble-gum pink hair flashing in the sunlight. She had to support her growing belly with both hands now, and groaned as she stood.

“Meadow, we are beyond grateful for your help,” she said. “I’m afraid we’re ready to pop whether there was a Birth House for us or not. And I, for one, am glad the project is finished.”

“I’m glad to help,” Meadow said, her cheeks flushing again. “Though Ben’s right, of course. We’re all a bit selfishly motivated. Not that we aren’t excited for all of you, but…”

“You’re eager for your own turns,” Alicia finished, clutching Ben’s arm excitedly. “I don’t blame you. I feel the same way.”

“It looks incredible,” Ben said, taking a moment to appreciate the craftsmanship. The building stood tall and solid, yet it carried a warmth in its design—flowers planted along its base, smooth wooden beams sanded and polished to perfection, and a hand-carved sign above the door that read Birth House in neat, flowing script. “You and your team outdid yourselves.”

Meadow wiped her hands on her apron, her ample chest puffing up a little at the praise. “It’s nothing we couldn’t handle,” she said. “And I’m sure I’m not the only one who’s happy to be working on projects like this rather than just trying to survive on Ashburn’s farm.”

There was a murmur of assent from the surrounding demi-beasts, each of them flushed, covered in sheens of sweat and streaks of dirt, their peasant blouses and dresses all a bit worse for wear. But Ben couldn’t help but think they all looked radiantly beautiful.

And there was nothing sexier than the desirous looks in their eyes as they presented the Birthing Unit to him, each hoping for their own chance to carry his child.

“Well, let’s have a look,” Ben said, clapping his hands together. “Looks like it’s ready for the big moment, don’t you think?”

“Yes,” Meadow beamed. “Please. Do the honors, Ben. We’ve been waiting for you!”

Ben glanced down at Alicia, whose green eyes were gleaming with excitement. She clutched his arm between her breasts and nodded eagerly. “Oh, yes, please, husband. This is such an important moment!”

Ben grinned at his wife, then stepped forward to open the door for the first time.

The interior was simple but clean, with space for the girls to rest comfortably during their upcoming births. He had just begun to comment on how practical it looked when his HUD flared to life, and the system chimed.

Quest Update: Expanding Your Farmstead

Yard Improvement Projects Complete – [In Progress: 7 of 10 Complete]

“Huh,” Ben said. “That’s interesting. The Birthing Unit counts toward the Yard Improvement Points, just like the Adaptable Milking Machine does.”

Quest Update: Establishing a Grangehold

Demi-Beast Birthing Unit – [Complete]

Processing Upgrade...

“What the—” Ben stumbled back as the air inside the building shimmered. A surge of golden light engulfed the structure, and the wooden walls began to shift and transform. Meadow and the others stepped back, their eyes wide with awe as the magic unfolded. Ben stood rooted to the spot, his heart racing as the rustic interior morphed into something entirely new.

The wooden walls turned to sleek, white surfaces, glowing faintly with a warm light. The rough flooring was replaced with a seamless, polished material that gleamed in the sunlight streaming through the windows.

What had been a large, open and unfurnished room was now decked out like a high-end medical office. To Ben’s left, a waiting or lounge area held soft sofas and chairs with lots of pillows and blankets, as well as a lit fireplace and a plush white fur rug. On his left, six open doors revealed six “patient” rooms. Ben peeked inside each of them to see the rooms each contained a demi-beast-sized pod bed at its center, surrounded by monitors, screens, and various mechanisms Ben didn’t recognize. The air no longer smelled like sweet sawdust and fresh grass as it had outside.

It seemed cleaner, charged with a faint hum of energy that Ben could only assume was the system’s magic at work.

When the transformation ended, the system chimed again.

Birthing Unit Upgrade Complete

Specialized Facility for Demi-Beast Maternity Care Unlocked

“What... is this place?” Meadow murmured, stepping cautiously inside. Her hooves clicked against the polished floor. “It’s like something out of a dream.”

“It’s like something out of a sci-fi movie,” Ben muttered, running his fingers along the edge of one of the pod beds. The surface was smooth and cool to the touch, with panels glowing softly in soothing colors. Alicia, who had arrived just in time to witness the transformation, walked in behind him, her eyes wide with amazement.

“I’ve never seen anything like this,” she whispered. “This kind of technology doesn’t exist in Faerowilde.”

Ben turned to her, shaking his head. “It’s the system. It must be using magic to create something far beyond what we’re used to. Maybe it pulled something from my mind for inspiration? This kind of technology did exist in my old world, though very few had access to it. Mostly we just saw it in movies and television…”

Ben trailed off as he realized the demi-beasts were all staring at him like he was speaking another language. Of course, they had no reference for movies or television, either.

“Never mind,” he said with a laugh. “It’s probably not worth trying to explain—“

Their conversation was interrupted by Spirit, who had been staring at one of the pods with wide-eyed fascination. As she approached, the pod seemed to react to her presence, lighting up and emitting a gentle, melodic chime. A soft, AI-like voice greeted her.

“Welcome, Spirit. You are ready for maternity care. Please step inside.”

Spirit jumped back with a yelp, her hands flying to her cheeks. “It knows my name!”

Quincie, ever the skeptic, ran into one of the other rooms, her tail twitching excitedly. “Let’s see if it knows me too!” she called. Moments later, a similar chime echoed from her pod. “Welcome, Queen Quincie. You are ready for maternity care. Please step inside.”

Quincie stuck her head out of the room, grinning smugly. “Of course it knows me. Who wouldn’t?”

Rosie followed suit, and soon all three girls had their designated pods. The excitement was palpable, but there was a nervous energy beneath it all.

“This is incredible,” Alicia said, glancing at Ben. “But also... a little intimidating. What are they supposed to do? Just… lay down in those egg-things? How long does it take?”

“I don’t know,” Ben said, shaking his head. “This is pretty futuristic, even for me. I guess we won’t know until we try, but we should be extra sure the girls are ready before they get into the pods.”

Spirit came to stand next to Ben, pressing her swollen chest against his arm on the opposite side from Alicia. Her bright blue eyes gazed up at him. “I wouldn’t say no to one more night with you, Ben.”

“I agree,” Ben said with a grin. “Let’s call for a celebration tonight—give the girls a chance to relax and enjoy themselves before we move forward. And one more night to make extra sure we’ve done enough breeding…”

Meadow clapped her hands together, making her big, heavy breasts bounce. “A party sounds like just the thing. The farm’s been buzzing with hard work—we could all use a break. And I could use another milking…”

“Good idea,” Ben agreed. “That will give us a chance to show Alicia the milking machine. And she can show you the attachment she just ordered to take it to the next level.”

“R-really?” Meadow gasped, and Ben didn’t miss the fact that her white shirt was starting to get damp on the front as her big brown eyes darted from Alicia to Ben. “Is she… going to watch?”

“Is that okay with you?” Ben asked. “It would really help her understand the breeding process better, Meadow. And you’re her top pick for once Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie are in these pods.”

Meadow bit her lip and blushed scarlet. “I… I’m kind of private, Ben. I always thought I might have you to myself when the time came. But I guess… that would be okay…”

Alicia’s grip on Ben’s arm tightened and he heard her breath hitch in her throat. “I just want to watch,” she whispered. “I can even hide, if that makes you feel better. I don’t want you to be uncomfortable, Meadow. If you don’t like it, I won’t do it again.”

Ben could see some of the other demi-beasts watching the exchange carefully, curious about the dynamic between the farmer, his wife, and the females he planned to breed. Meadow relaxed, giving Alicia a kind, if somewhat bashful, smile. “We can try,” she said. “Thank you for being understanding.”

“All right, everyone,” Ben said, clapping his hands again and shooing everyone out of the Birthing Unit. “Let’s make this happen. Everyone deserves a chance to celebrate how far we’ve come. But before we can have a party, we’re going to have to get to work!”

With that, the demi-beasts laughed, then animatedly began organizing jobs between themselves as they prepared for a night of amusement, food, and family.

The birthing pods would wait, but the sense of progress and promise was undeniable. Lucky Nickel Acres was growing in ways none of them could have imagined.

“Spirit, Rosie, Quincie,” Ben said to his pregnant girls. “Can you keep track of everything out here? Alicia and I need to see to Meadow’s needs before we can relax too much.”

Quincie, clad only in the scraps of fabric she’d come to the farm wearing, which were now stretched to the point of indecency, stomped her foot and grumbled. “I thought I was getting another ride on your sex stick, Master!” she hissed, her black tail twitching with irritation. “You promised!”

“After supper,” Ben said. “And since you’re going to be going into your pod before we had a chance to tame the Harpy in the woods… I might just save a little of Meadow’s cream for you tonight. You have been a very good kitty.”

Quincie straightened immediately, her ears shooting upright and her tail going rigid. “Really, Master?”

“Yes,” Ben said. “But you have to help get the party ready, little queen. Or at the very least, don’t interfere with the ones who are.”

“We’ll make sure she behaves,” Rosie said, wrapping an arm around the cat-girl’s bulging waist. “Maybe we can find some snackies to keep the crankies at bay, what do you think?”

Quincie scowled at the pig-girl. But she started to purr against her will. “Snackies? What kind of snackies?”

“Let’s see what we can cook up in the kitchen,” Spirit said with a light-hearted giggle. “I think I saw some cheese earlier…”

Quincie ran for the exit in a flash. Well, if a flash huffed, waddled, and grunted like an overweight chihuahua. Rosie and Spirit followed her, looking almost as uncomfortable, but not quite as hilarious. Ben stifled a laugh.

“How many kittens do you think she’s carrying,” Alicia asked in an awed whisper. “She’s really gotten quite large.”

“At least three,” Ben said, his eyes twinkling proudly. “That’s my guess.”

“I don’t know, Daddy Nickels,” Meadow said, leaning against his shoulder. “I’d say more like six or seven.

The proud look in Ben’s gaze transformed into one of panic. “That’s a lot of baby Quincies…”

“Hurry,” Alicia said, taking Ben’s hand as she leaned forward to speak to Meadow. “We need to get him to the barn quickly. Distract him with breeding so he doesn’t think too much about fatherhood.”

Meadow grabbed Ben’s other hand, and the women dragged him out of the Birth House toward the barn.
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Milking Lessons for Two


Ben, Alicia, and Meadow stood awkwardly in the barn, inspecting the milking machine. Meadow had explained how the machine worked, and Alicia had shown her the breast pump attachments she’d ordered from the catalogue—after Ben had run back to the car to get it.

Meadow had gotten noticeably aroused as Alicia had opened the catalogue to the Lactating Ladies section, flipping through pages of human women being nursed on by adult men, women attached to pumps while their husbands did all manner of scandalous things to them, and women bound by machines that not only seemed to make the milking process as harsh and industrial as possible—they were also completely bound and immobilized and held in very vulnerable postures.

“H-how much is something like that?” Meadow asked, her cheeks becoming blotchy as she stared at the large-breasted human woman on the page, with her nipples clamped and pulled away from her body, and metal fingers spreading her ass cheeks and pussy lips for a crowd of watching men.

Alicia began breathing heavily. “A lot. But… if we begin to sell well in Cinderfell, I think we could afford it. Would you like something like that?”

Meadow bit her lip and glanced up at Ben, who was a bit shocked by the image. “Yes, but… not like that… only for your husband, of course.”

“Of course,” Alicia gasped, her own nipples hardening visibly at the thought. “I’ll add it to my wish list…”

“You’re both a couple of perverts, you know that?” Ben said, plucking the catalogue from their fingers, to the gasps and protests of both girls. “We aren’t here to look at pornography. Or do I need to remind you?”

“No, of course not,” Meadow said, swallowing audibly and glancing at both Ben and Alicia. “I’m just… a little nervous is all.”

“Should I hide,” Alicia asked, backing away a step. “Or do you want me to leave?”

Meadow’s gaze was drawn back to the catalogue in Ben’s hands and she seemed to consider her options. If she really did want some expensive torture-milking device from the capital, she probably didn’t want to offend the boss’s wife, Ben reasoned. But he let her come to her own conclusion, curious to see what the cow-girl would say.

“No,” she said. “Only… I have to take off my clothes for this. And I’d feel more comfortable if I wasn’t the only one naked.”

“Y-you want me to take my clothes off, too?” Alicia asked, her green eyes widening. “I’ve never been naked in front of another woman before.”

“Me neither,” Meadow said with a nervous shrug. “It… it would help.”

Alicia looked at Ben, who made no effort to hide his own arousal. His cock was huge and swollen, attempting to burst free of his pants already.

“All right,” Alicia said. “At the same time, though, right?”

Meadow nodded, and the girls faced each other. Starting at the top, they tugged off their clothes. Alicia’s breasts popped free of her tight bodice as she wriggled the wide neck over her shoulders. Meadow lifted her t-shirt, dragging the tight fabric over her huge tits, and letting them bounce as they came free. Both women’s nipples were hard and excited. His wife’s were smaller, pinker, and more puckered. Meadow’s were larger and darker, with a more prominent center that Ben wanted to take between his teeth.

They stared at each other for a moment, then began to pull off the rest of their clothes. Ben watched the girls bare themselves before him, getting harder with every second that passed. He knew Meadow had said she didn’t want Alicia to be the one touching her, but he wondered if that was just a sexual thing. Maybe she wouldn’t mind being milked by another woman, as long as Ben was the only one playing with her pussy.

When the girls were completely naked, he admired their very different forms. Meadow was taut with muscle, everywhere except for her enormous breasts. She was taller, with longer legs, and more muscular shoulders—clearly not a stranger to hard work. Her tail hung low between her powerful, round ass cheeks, and Ben recalled how hard the cow-girl’s pussy and asshole had sucked on his fingers when he’d milked her that morning.

Alicia was softer and smaller all around, though she was tall compared to the other demi-beasts Ben had bred. She was blushing deeply, the pink spreading over her breasts and belly as she looked from Meadow to Ben.

“What now?” she asked softly.

“Meadow, do you want Alicia to watch from the side?” Ben asked. “Or should she learn how to use the milking machine while she’s here?”

Meadow’s ears twitched, and her big brown eyes widened as she considered the question. “You mean… in case she needs to help with milking? I…”

“I don’t want you to cum every time we milk you,” Ben said. “At least, not always during. We have to be careful not to give the other demi-beasts too much of your Legendary cream or they’re going to become hard to control. Alicia doesn’t have to touch you sexually, but you could show her how the attachments work.”

“Yes, Master Ben,” Meadow said, nodding quickly. “That… that makes sense. It would be good to have someone else to help me if you’re busy.”

“All right.” Ben picked up a gray, woolen blanket and spread it over a pile of hay, making a kind of seat. “I think it might be better if you sit here, instead of kneeling. Like the women with the breast pumps did in Lactating Ladies. That way Alicia can hold the suction devices for you, and I can… well, you’ll see.”

Meadow lowered herself into the makeshift chair, leaning back and spreading her thighs to allow Ben access to whatever he wished. She glanced nervously at Alicia, who looked a little lost.

“Umm, pick up those pieces there,” Meadow said, keeping her eyes on Alicia rather than Ben. It was clear she saw both husband and wife as a team, knowing that Ben wasn’t going to breed her until Alicia said it was okay. “They attach to my breasts like this—“ She cupped them, using her palms like the suction cups. “When you turn it on, the vacuum will attach to my nipples, and cream will start filling the containers over there. I… get very aroused when it happens. But I’d prefer if you didn’t touch me, other than holding the attachment. If your husband doesn’t want me to climax, you probably shouldn’t let him touch me either. I’d like it if I could afterwards, though… if that’s all right with you.”

Alicia bit her lip and nodded. Ben knew she wanted nothing more than to see the cow-girl cum in Ben’s hands, but Meadow didn’t know just how horny Alicia was to see Ben fucking other women. He planned to give them both what they asked for, if not today, then soon.

“Go on,” he said to his wife. “Get her hooked up. I’ll turn the machine on when you’re ready. You might have to kneel over her, Alicia. I want your pussy right above hers, understand?”

Alicia nodded again, then hurried to do as Ben asked. He watched with satisfaction as his pretty young wife picked up the attachments and carried them over to Meadow, then scrambled awkwardly and nervously over the cow-girl’s lap. Her attempt not to touch Meadow more than necessary resulted in her thighs being spread very wide as she placed her knees in the hay on either side of Meadow’s spread legs.

Ben could see how wet and shiny the Holstaur’s pussy already was, the adorable cow-print splotches on her skin glimmering in the low light. She might not want another woman touching her, but she very obviously wanted Ben to touch her, and she seemed willing to do whatever it took to be bred.

The hoses from the device stretched taut as his wife placed the suction devices over the dairy Holstaur’s nipples. Alicia glanced over her shoulder at him, as if to verify that she was doing okay. Ben took a moment to admire her long, pale back and rounded bottom, with just a peek of swollen pink lips visible from behind.

“That’s good,” Meadow said, her voice a bit husky. “You can start the machine now—ooooww!”

Ben flicked the switch before she was finished talking, and the cow-girl’s thighs slammed together, then opened wider, as she writhed beneath Alicia.

“Oh gods, did I do something wrong?” Alicia cried out, still keeping her hands on the suction cups. “Her breasts are jumping like she’s being hit by lightning!”

Ben came to stand closer, looking down on the pair in their compromising situation. Naked and vulnerable, they looked more beautiful together than Ben had ever imagined. Meadow’s head rolled back in ecstasy as Alicia held the cups to her heavy breasts. Cream shot from the cow-girls’ nipples as—like his wife had mentioned—they lurched and quivered with the powerful, pumping vacuum. Ben noticed that Alicia’s nipples were pert and excited, despite the worried look on her face.

“You’re doing good, love,” he said, running his fingers over the side of her breast. “She likes it rough like that, don’t be alarmed. Just hold on tight, and don’t move until I tell you to.”

She nodded, her eyes still wide, as he stroked and pinched her breasts, only half conscious of his touches as she attempted to focus on milking the cow-girl. Ben took full advantage of her distraction, grabbing her tits in his hands and squeezing in time with the machine’s pumping, as Meadow moaned lasciviously below.

“Ooooh, yes,” she whimpered. “Milk me, Mrs. Nickels. I’ll be a good cow, I promise.”

“You are a good cow, Meadow,” Alicia said, eager to encourage her. “You’re such a good cow. You make Ben so happy.”

Ben cupped his wife’s pussy in one hand, fingering her slit and making her moan loudly enough to compete with the horny cow-girl. “Feels like you make my wife happy, too, Meadow. She’s so wet she’s going to start dripping on you soon.”

“Ben!” Alicia whimpered in shame. “I can’t help it! You know what I’m like.”

“Fuck her, Ben,” Meadow gasped, her eyes rolling in the back of her head as she arched her back, pressing her big, milky tits into Alicia’s hands. “Fuck your wife until your seed spills out of her and onto my belly. Please, I need to feel your cum on me, even if I can’t have it in me yet!”

Ben had been planning exactly that, and he didn’t waste time once both women were moaning and writhing on top of each other. The machine hissed and pumped, and in the background, the spray of milk hit the canisters with a hollow sound. Ben pulled his dick out of his pants and stepped behind his wife.

He gripped her hips roughly, parting her lips with the head of his throbbing cock. This time, he thrust into her without foreplay, and without warning. Alicia would cum for him many times before the day was over, but for now, she was a slave to his pleasure, a vessel for the seed he yearned to spill inside the horny cow-girl.

“Husband, I… Oooooh, gods… You’re so big. It hurts, Ben. It hurts so good.”

Ben said nothing, holding her tightly as he stroked in and out of her tight channel. Alicia leaned forward, putting her weight on Meadow’s chest, flattening her big tits against her chest.

“Ungh,” the cow-girl grunted, panting and groaning as her nipples were tugged into the machine. “Mrs. Nickels… you’re squishing me…”

His wife didn’t seem to notice as she tilted her hips, begging for his full length with her thighs spread wide and trembling. Meadow seemed to actually enjoy the added pressure to her breasts, her eyes going wide at first, then her moans slowly transforming into deep, lusty lows of pleasure.

Ben hammered his dick into Alicia, claiming his wife in a way he hadn’t yet done. She wanted to witness his dominance of other females, but he was going to make sure she felt it herself, first hand. For the first time, he allowed his own climax to build before focusing on his partners. His fingers dug into his wife’s hips as he pulled her savagely onto his cock, eliciting sharp gasps of shock with each attack.

“Ben, Ben, Husband,” Alicia begged. “Use me, fill me with your seed!”

“Harder,” Meadow grunted. “Fuck her harder, Ben. Let her milk you like she’s milking me!”

Ben gave a final, explosive thrust before he burst like a firehose into his wife’s pussy. Hot cum gushed inside her waiting body, spilling out of her slit and spurting around his cock like he’d completely filled her with a single load.

When he pulled out, another hot spray splattered on Meadow’s belly, covering her stomach and dripping onto her swollen mound.

“Fuck, yes!” Meadow screamed as his cream covered her. “More, Master Ben. Cover me in your seed!”

Ben pushed Alicia lower, so that her thighs were spread into a split and her creamy pussy was pressed against Meadow’s stomach. Lowering himself to his knees, he shoved his cock between their bodies, sliding through his wife’s lips until his balls slapped the cow-girl’s pussy.

He held Alicia’s hips, pulling her down to increase the pressure between their bodies as he began to slide back and forth, rubbing his wife’s clit with his shaft and pummeling Meadow’s slick, eager pussy.

“Ooooh, Ben, oh gods that feels good!”

“You’re not allowed to climax yet, love,” Ben warned. “Don’t let it feel too good.”

“Mmmmm,” Meadow moaned, her tits bouncing with each thrust. “Fuck that’s hot. Cream my titties, Master. I want to be completely drenched in your pleasure.”

With the aid of the system Ben obliged. The next time he thrust, the head of his cock poking out between Alicia’s thighs, his orgasm crashed over the Holstaur’s body like a white wave.

“Oh, Husband, there’s so much!” Alicia gasped, gazing down at the cum-covered cow. “No wonder I feel so full after you do that inside me.”

“More,” Meadow whimpered, writhing beneath Ben’s wife. “Please, Mrs. Nickels. Let me have more of his seed. It feels so good on my skin!”

Ben glanced over his shoulder at the now-full cream canisters. “Go switch out those jars,” he commanded Alicia. “I’m going to pleasure her now, but I want to keep the Legendary cream separate.”

His wife nodded, getting shakily up from her position atop the horny cow-girl. She followed his instructions for how to start the pump—which caused the vacuum to suck relentlessly on Meadow’s nipples as she cried and moaned and begged for more.

“It’s done,” Alicia said, coming to stand beside Ben after she’d turned the pump back on. “Please, do what you can for her, Ben. She seems very desperate.”

Ben noticed the way she squeezed her thighs together, keeping her hands behind her back, as if to stop herself from seeing to her own pleasure. Ben motioned her closer, parting the cow-girl’s thighs to give a full view of her clenching pussy and ass hole. “See what the machine does to her?” he asked. “Her body is designed to milk her breeder, just as he milks her. It’s quite amazing, don’t you think?”

Alicia bit her lip as she stared at the other woman’s most private area. She whimpered with withheld desire, imagining Ben penetrating the cow-girl. “Oooh, husband. You have to do it. Breed her now!”

“But the others—”

“They’re going into their maternity pods tonight,” Alicia insisted. “Fuck her now, Ben. I want to see her pussy sucking your seed into her womb. Breed her!”

Meadow was almost lost in her bliss as the cum he’d spilled on her tits, stomach, and pussy were slowly absorbed, awakening the system’s mana and readying her for just what his wife wanted him to do.

The Holstaur was nearly unconscious with desire, but she’d already given her consent.

“Please husband,” his wife begged. “Put your shaft inside her. Breed her. You know how badly she wants it. You know how badly I want it.”

“Yesssss,” Meadow groaned, spreading her thighs. “Take me, Master. Breed me like an animal. I’m yours.”

Then her head lolled back, and Ben wondered if she really had lost consciousness. Alicia gripped his cock and tugged him closer, bringing his head against the cow-girls greedy, sucking hole. She was very careful to abide by Meadow’s wishes, not touching her at all, only guiding her husband into the wet, eager slit.

Ben gasped as he felt his dick being sucked into Meadow’s body. It was the most intense feeling he’d ever experienced, a heavy pressure that was so pleasurable it bordered on pain. He could only hold the Holstaur’s hips as his body began bucking against hers, slamming into her pussy with violent need. Meadow responded by widening her thighs, even as she seemed completely out of it.

“Oh, husband,” Alicia moaned beside him. “Claim her for me. Claim her with your seed. Dominate her. This cow is yours, and only yours. Use her! Breed her!”

Meadow’s breasts continued to spray as the machine hungrily sucked at them, making them bounce as he fucked her, as if she were being pumped at both ends. Suddenly, her moans intensified, and her pussy squeezed him even tighter. She gushed a wave of pleasure over his cock.

“Master Ben,” she gasped. “I’m coming! Fill me, please!”

Ben grunted again as her pussy milked him of his seed. He could hardly believe how much came out of his body this time, as if the cow-girl’s voracious slit somehow controlled the flow of his cum. The spray was hot and steady, pumping into her and being sucked up by her clenching channel as fast as he could release it. Slowly, the cow-girls’ belly began to swell as her womb filled.

“Is she pregnant already?” his wife whispered, a hint of jealousy in her voice. “That was fast!”

“Not yet,” Ben said as he finally pulled out, watching the wave of cream spill from the dazed Holstaur’s body. “She’s just really full of cum. Demi-beasts can take a lot more than humans can.”

Meadow was completely unconscious now, covered in Ben’s seed and filled with it. The machine still pumped her tits, and Ben wondered if he should wake her, or let the machine finish its work.

Alicia moaned, her green eyes locked on the now-bred Holstaur. “Husband, that was incredible. We must find the others so you can breed them too. Once more before they go into the Birthing Unit.”

“Let’s take care of Meadow, first,” Ben said. “The first time is hard on them. Turn the machine off, Alicia.”

Together they unhooked the cow-girl from her milking machine, and put the containers of cream away. Ben took one of the jugs of Legendary cream, setting it aside to give to Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie before they went into the maternity pods. He wanted them to be as healthy as they possibly could be before they gave birth, and a combination of his cream and Meadow’s was the best way he knew to do that.

“Find her some clothes,” Ben commanded his wife. “But you don’t need to dress yet. I want you to walk to the house like that, so everyone knows what you’ve done.”

Alicia bit her lip, blushing in aroused shame. She nodded, and hurried to do as he’d told her to.

Meadow’s body absorbed the seed Ben had spilled on her by the time Alicia came back, her face even more flushed than before. They worked together to dress her, though she remained only half-conscious at best. When she was cleaned up and dressed, they covered her with another blanket, and left her sleeping on the hay pile.

“Come on,” Ben said, motioning for his naked wife to follow him into the farmyard. “Let’s go find the others. Sounds like the party’s getting started without us!”

Alicia clutched her dress to her chest, her face blazing red.

“Yes, husband,” she said. And she followed him out of the barn.


15
Celebration


The golden hour bathed Lucky Nickel Acres in a warm, honeyed glow as preparations for the celebration were well underway. Meadow—once she’d sufficiently recovered from her breeding—awoke and took charge of the final steps, organizing teams of demi-beasts to set up tables and benches on the sprawling lawn outside the farmhouse.

Ben set Alicia up on a picnic blanket and—sitting beside his naked, blushing wife—watched with quiet satisfaction as the farm came alive with activity. The sound of laughter and chatter filled the air. The titillated whispers of the new demi-beasts as they cast curious glances at Alicia mingled with the hum of bees from the nearby gardens. But none dared ask why Ben’s new wife was bared for all to see. Alicia was both shy and delighted by the attention, seeming to enjoy being on display as Ben’s most official and permanent lover. She leaned against his arm, clutching his shirt and putting her head on his shoulder, letting everyone looking know that she belonged to him.

Ben realized that, as much as Alicia enjoyed the idea of him breeding other women, it was important to her that they see her as a part of him and not merely “just another female” on the farm. This was part of the reason he told her to keep her dress off. And part of it was that he enjoyed teasing her as the other girls watched, fingering her and massaging her breasts, and bringing her close to climax before denying her release.

He kissed the side of Alicia’s neck, sliding his fingers between her lips and delighting in the way her body tensed, her thighs parting to receive him eagerly. Ben noticed the bashful sheep girl, Estelle, watching the show with shameless interest as she set the table. Her distraction from her task was obvious, though, as she had placed multiple sets of cutlery at the same plate, neglecting the others, only noticing when the pile of forks toppled with a sudden crash.

“Oh, darn it!” she muttered under her breath, as Ben chuckled to himself.

“I think you’re causing a bit of a scene,” he whispered to Alicia. “You’re the envy of every woman here, you know that?”

Alicia whimpered, her thighs trembling as she approached climax once more. Ben let her linger on the edge for a few seconds, then pulled his fingers away.

“Only because they don’t realize how you’re torturing me, husband,” Alicia moaned. “I can hardly think straight!”

“Neither can Estelle,” Ben laughed. “She just put a dessert plate on top of a water glass.”

The sound of shattering glass followed immediately afterwards, as the sheep girl knocked over the unintentional stack of dishes. Estelle’s blue eyes widened as Ben and Alicia looked her way.

“Ah, crap!” she cursed mildly, blushing at being caught. “I’m such a silly ninny.”

There was a soft whinny from the horses grazing in the pastures, as if even they were laughing.

Spirit, giddy with the knowledge that she’d soon be entering her maternity pod, was hanging garlands of wildflowers along the fence posts and over the farmhouse door. Her bubblegum pink hair glinted in the sunlight as she darted around—as quickly as her swollen belly would allow. The pony-girl’s enthusiasm was infectious amongst the other pregnant demi-beasts.

Rosie hauled over large pitchers of water and freshly squeezed juice, her golden curls bouncing with each step.

Even Quincie, though still visibly cranky from her growing exhaustion, helped set the tables, muttering snarky remarks under her breath that made everyone laugh.

“Wait here,” Ben said to Alicia, getting up from the picnic blanket. “I’m going to help carry the last of the food to the tables.”

She obeyed, looking startlingly pretty with her auburn hair and pale skin kissed by the afternoon sun. He smiled as he saw the wetness shimmering on her thighs, and the tightness of her little pink nipples, eagerly awaiting his return.

Ben carried crates of fresh produce from the storage shed, arranging them into colorful displays for the feast. Plump tomatoes, crisp lettuce, and vibrant carrots from the garden were piled high, their scent mingling with the earthy aroma of freshly baked bread cooling on the windowsill.

Meadow’s team of Holstaurs had churned butter earlier in the day, and small pats of it, molded into decorative shapes, gleamed like golden coins on wooden platters. The pretty dairy cow-girl kept casting her big, brown-eyed gaze Ben’s way and blushing. Ben met her gaze and returned her shy smiles, already imagining the next morning’s milking session.

It had been a perfect day, and the celebration felt like the icing on the cake.

By the time the tables were set and the sun began to dip below the horizon, the atmosphere was nothing short of magical. Lanterns hung from trees and posts, casting a soft, flickering light that danced across the gathering. Ben couldn’t help but smile as he looked around at his growing family, all working together to make the evening special.

As the final preparations were finished, Meadow approached with a tray of appetizers—tiny slices of bread topped with goat cheese and honey.

“Try this, Ben,” she said, her cheeks flushed with pride. “Our first batch of goat cheese is ready. And the bees have been working overtime, too. Clover’s been a great help with gathering honey.”

Ben took a piece, savoring the rich, creamy cheese and the sweet tang of honey. “It’s incredible,” he said. “This will be a great product to offer in the General Store, when the animals are healthy enough to produce steadily.”

Meadow blushed but beamed at the praise. “Wait until you see what everyone else has planned.”

Sure enough, as the feast began, groups of demi-beasts stepped forward to present their culinary creations. A group of pretty, shy, Ovina had made a hearty vegetable stew, its aroma rich with spices and herbs from the garden. The giggling, playful Lapina brought out trays of crisp, golden biscuits, perfect for pairing with Meadow’s butter. The Porcina girls carried out tray after tray of roasted root vegetables glazed with a tangy-sweet sauce they’d concocted from the farm’s honey and cider vinegar.

Each dish looked more delicious than the last, and it was all made from the vegetables that Ben and the girls had grown themselves and the animals that they’d saved. Lucky Nickel Acres was expanding its capabilities daily, it seemed, which only made Ben more excited for the future.

He pulled Alicia to her feet and guided her toward her seat at the head of the table, where she sat—still naked and even more red-faced—and accepted plate after plate of offerings from the demi-beasts.

As Ben came to sit next to her, she leaned over and whispered, “It’s amazing how much they’ve all accomplished in such a short time. They’re very motivated, husband…”

Ben caught the meaning of her words, not having missed the lingering glances of each woman as she brought an offering to his wife—each one hoping to be chosen for the next round of breeding now that Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie were ready to go into the Birthing Unit.

Ben nodded, his chest swelling with pride. “They’re incredible. Every single one of them. And so are you.”

As the evening progressed, the laughter grew louder and the bonds between them all seemed to deepen. Spirit led a group of younger demi-beasts in an impromptu dance, twirling and spinning under the lanterns. Rosie, ever the practical one, kept an eye on the food and drinks, making sure no one went without. Quincie ate too much and grumbled at anyone who got into her “digesting space.”

Even the shyest members of the farm had found a way to contribute, their smiles lighting up the gathering and their bashful glances at Alicia and Ben adding to the couple’s excitement for the coming weeks. Ben could tell that Alicia was making plans, as he noticed her bright green eyes dancing over the other women, choosing his next breeding partners.

She seemed particularly interested in Clover and Estelle, which was quite fine by Ben, who had been intrigued by the curvaceous, white-haired bunny girl and the petite blonde sheep girl since their arrival on the farm. Along with Meadow, those two had taken on leadership roles amongst the other demi-beasts in a way that Ben thought it would be wise to reward, so as to encourage the other demi-beasts to take a more active part in the farm’s development.

When the meal was nearly over, Ben stood, raising his glass. The conversation quieted, and all eyes turned to him—his naked wife and his three lushly pregnant demi-beast lovers close at his side.

“I just want to say,” he began, his voice steady and warm, “how proud I am of everything we’ve accomplished together. Lucky Nickel Acres wouldn’t be what it is without each and every one of you. When I arrived here, all I wanted to do was grow some vegetables and raise a few animals. I didn’t realize I would be growing a family, too. Tonight, looking around at all of you and envisioning our future bonds and future successes, I’ve never felt more grateful.” He glanced down at Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie, their eyes bright and their bellies round with child. “And I am especially grateful for the fact that these three will be entering their maternity pods tonight, bringing us one step closer to demi-beasts regaining the power they have lost in Faerowilde and me one step closer to my lifelong dream of becoming a father.”

A cheer went up from the crowd, and glasses clinked together as everyone toasted to the farm and to their shared future. Alicia reached for Ben’s hand, giving it a gentle squeeze. “That was beautiful,” she said softly.

Ben smiled down at her, his heart full. “Not half as beautiful as you, love.”

As the stars began to dot the night sky, the party showed no signs of winding down.

But in the back of Ben’s mind, he couldn’t help but think about the birthing pods waiting in the newly completed unit.

Tomorrow would mark a new chapter for the farm—a chapter filled with new life and endless possibilities. For now, though, he allowed himself to savor the moment, surrounded by the laughter and love of the people who made it all possible.
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The celebration had wound down to a gentle hum of activity as the moon rose high over Lucky Nickel Acres. Ben stood by the new Birthing Unit with Spirit, Rosie, Quincie, Meadow, and Alicia gathered around him. The warm glow from the farmhouse lanterns cast soft shadows across the gleaming white structure, making it look almost ethereal. The air was cool and quiet now, the faint rustling of leaves and the occasional soft neigh of a horse the only sounds breaking the stillness.

“This is it,” Ben said, his voice filled with pride as he gestured to the building. “Our first real step toward a future that’s bigger than any of us imagined.”

Spirit stepped forward first, her pink hair catching the moonlight. She gazed at the structure with wide eyes, her hands resting on her round belly. “It’s incredible,” she whispered. “I still can’t believe it.”

“It’s pretty unbelievable,” Meadow said, smiling. “I’ve never seen system magic do the things it does for Ben. We’re truly lucky to have been chosen by him.”

“We?” Rosie said with a raised eyebrow as she glanced between Meadow and Ben. “Getting started on the next batch of females before we’re even done, huh boss? Well, there are another three maternity pods, so I guess there’s not too much of a risk of overlap…”

Alicia blushed. “I’m afraid I pressured him into it. I watched him milking her and… got a little carried away.”

“Hey, speaking of milk,” Quincie said, snapping to sudden attention, her tail flicking behind her with nervous energy. “You promised me cream, Master. And I want it, right meow!”

Ben withdrew the bottle of Meadow’s Legendary grade cream, which he’d reserved just for this moment. “You’re in luck, little queen. I’ve got your cream right here. And after you drink it, I’ll give you some of my own. I want to make sure you have everything you need before you get into those pods.”

Without waiting, the cat-girl bounded forward, disappearing through the double doors before anyone could stop her. “I’m ready, Master!” she called from inside the building. “Come and cream me!”

Ben chuckled and exchanged a look with Rosie, who shook her head, muttering, “That cat’s got ants in her fur.”

Inside, the Birthing Unit was as pristine and futuristic as it had seemed earlier in the day. The soft lighting created a warm and inviting atmosphere, and the gentle hum of the systems at work was almost soothing. Quincie was already darting between the pods, her golden eyes gleaming with curiosity.

“Let’s see if it remembers who I am,” she declared, stepping closer to the same pod that had recognized her earlier. As she approached, the pod lit up, and a calm, AI-generated voice filled the room.

“Welcome, Queen Quincie. You are ready for this unit’s services. Please remove your clothing and step inside for optimal care.”

Quincie froze, her tail puffing up for a moment before she grinned triumphantly. “Ha! It knows me!” she crowed. Then she paused, tilting her head. “Wait—what does it mean, ‘step inside’?”

Ben stepped forward, his hand resting gently on her shoulder. “It’s offering to help you deliver your kits safely,” he said, his tone soft. “But only if you’re ready.”

Quincie eyed the pod warily before her bravado returned. “Of course I’m ready! I’ve been ready for ages!” she declared, puffing out her chest. But she didn’t move to step inside just yet. “Well… I’ll be ready once you do what you promised…”

She glanced at the bottle of milk in Ben’s hand.

He chuckled and held it out to her. When she reached for it, he shook his head. “Clothes off, first, little queen.”

Quincie clawed at the scraps of fabric she was wearing, literally tearing them off her body, before snatching the bottle from Ben’s hand and chugging the entire thing.

“Hey!” Spirit said, laughing with indignation. “What about us?”

“Don’t worry,” Meadow said, holding out another two bottles. “We had a feeling she’d forget to share.”

“Me first,” Quincie snapped. “Because I’m going to have like a hundred babies. And because I’m the cutest.”

Quincie’s golden eyes rolled back in her head as she moaned with pleasure at the taste of the Legendary Holstaur cream. “Mmmmmmmrooooow! That’s good, Master. That’s really good. Maybe next time you’ll let me drink it from her big, fat titties? Yes? Ooooh… I feel…”

She started her purr, her tail swishing from side to side. The nipples on her swollen breasts perked up as she gazed at Ben and licked her lips. Alicia stepped toward the cat-girl, recognizing the horniness that was overtaking her, and not wanting to miss the opportunity.

“Here,” she whispered. “Bend this way. I’ll make sure he takes good care of you.”

“Pet me, Mistress,” Quincie begged, her ears flattening into her dark hair, as she leaned forward to put her hands on the edge of the pod, lifting her tail to expose her sex. “Worship my pussycat.”

Alicia guided her lower, petting her back, and then stroking the cat-girl’s pussycat as she looked invitingly at her husband.

Ben, having drunk of the Holstaur’s cream during the dinner party, undid his trousers and stepped up behind the demi-beast for her final breeding. His wife, still naked and no longer seeming to notice it, rubbed her fingers in Quincie’s juices as he approached.

Spirit, Rosie, and Meadow watched from the sidelines, with the pony girl and pig girl both sipping tentatively from the bottles of magic cream.

He was rock hard from the enchantment, and couldn’t wait to sink into the cat-girl’s warm, wet depths. But Ben made eye-contact with Alicia as he put his hands on Quincie’s hips. “You do it,” he commanded. “Put me inside her.”

His wife breathed harder, grasping his dick in one hand while petting the kitty with her other.

“Mmm, yes Mistress,” Quincie yowled. “Stuff your husband’s sex stick into my pussycat! I know you want to watch him fuck me, you little slut. You love that he put all these babies in me, don’t you?”

The cat-girl’s taunting made Alicia blush deep red. She bit her lip, her eyes fixed on the head of Ben’s cock as it stretched Queen Quincie’s pussycat with its girth. She held him there, just at the opening, stroking his shaft and squeezing his balls as she vigorously rubbed the cat-girl’s clit.

Quincie purred, arching her back with pleasure, her tail flipped up over her back. “Don’t tease me, you slut! I want him to fuck me!”

“He will,” Alicia promised, stroking both Ben and the cat-girl to increase their pleasure. “My husband is going to fuck you and I’m going to make you cum with his dick deep in your pussycat.”

“Mrrrow, mmmm, yes! Yes, like that, worship me!”

Gently, Alicia pulled Ben forward, easing him into the tight, wet slit of the pregnant cat-girl. Ben groaned as he felt Quincie’s body squeeze around his length. He groaned even deeper as Alicia slipped her hand behind his balls to urge him forward, the pressure of her touch forcing him farther inside the other woman’s body.

Alicia’s breasts jiggled enticingly as her left hand flicked rapidly over Quincie’s clit. Ben gripped Quincie’s hips, pumping his dick into her pussy as his wife caressed the base of his cock, relishing the feeling of him fucking the cat-girl.

She grasped Ben’s balls and pumped them as he thrust, like she wanted to milk him of his seed, urging him to fill Quincie’s pussy. The intensity of his wife’s expressions, a mixture of shame and lust, captured Ben’s attention as he plowed the cat-girl. He’d heard of cuckqueens before, but hadn’t realized it would be so hot to have a wife that got off on watching him with other women.

Quincie was moaning unintelligible things as Alicia assaulted her clit with relentless attention. Ben’s wife gazed up at him, her eyes glassy with pleasure, her lips wet and parted.

“Fuck her, husband,” she gasped, her cheeks flaring with pink. “She loves the feeling of your cock inside her. Listen to her moan like a whore.”

Alicia pumped her grip on his balls, squeezing and pulsing as he thrust. “Come inside her. Fill her with your cream. Claim her pussycat with your seed.”

She continued to whisper dirty things as she abused the cat-girls’ swollen nub. Ben slammed into Quincie with more and more force as his wife egged him on.

“Fuckity fuck!” Quincie screamed, her tail puffing out behind her as she squirted pussy juice all over Alicia’s hands and Ben’s cock, trembling and shaking as a powerful orgasm shook her small frame. “Your husband’s dick feels so good inside me, Mistress! Mmmmrow, he’s so big! Yes! I’m cumming so hard!”

“Good kitty,” Alicia said, still rubbing. “Take that cock, little whore queen. My husband owns your pussy. You know he’s going to fill you now. He’s going to put so much seed in your pussycat that you can’t even hold it.”

Ben, encouraged by Alica’s dirty talk and the enchantment in Meadow’s milk, came like a tidal wave. He flooded Quincie’s tight slit with so much cum that it exploded from her as he pulled out. Alicia’ hand gripped his cock, sliding through the slick juices and seed that covered him, and pumped him again, causing him to spray all over the cat-girl’s pussy, ass, and back.

Quincie purred loudly as she collapsed inside the pod. “Mmmm, the queen needs nappies now… someone bring me my blanky suit…”

“Welcome to your maternity pod, Queen Quincie,” the pod’s AI voice intoned, completely unaware of the debauchery that had just ensued on its doorstep. “Your incubation period is estimated to be one week.”

As the cat-girl snored loudly, curled up on her side, still covered in Ben’s seed, a rounded glass door closed over her, locking her inside.

“Fuck, that was hot,” Meadow said, leaning against the wall for support. “I feel like you impregnated me just from watching.”

Alicia sucked on her fingers, which were covered in Ben and Quincie’s juices. She looked at the Holstaur with one eyebrow raised. “I’m no doctor, but I think he impregnated you when he fucked you into unconsciousness a couple of hours ago…”

Rosie groaned. “As excited as I am to have this baby, I’m really going to miss being fucked into unconsciousness.”

“We can always do it again,” Ben said. “When you’re ready, that is.”

Rosie put her hands on her hips and stared defiantly at him. “Are you sure you’re not going to replace me with Penelope?”

“Is there a rule that I can only breed one Porcina at a time?” Ben countered. “Because if she’s half as kinky as you are, I’ve got a few ideas for how to make you squeal together.”

Rosie blushed, acquiescing. She glanced at Spirit. “Your turn, I guess.”

Spirit, ever sweet and earnest even with the lust inspired by Meadow’s cream coursing through her veins, approached her own pod with cautious curiosity.

The voice greeted her by name as well, and her face lit up with a mix of awe and nervousness.

“It sounds so... kind,” she said, her hands clasped together. “Like it already knows how to take care of us.”

“That’s the idea,” Ben said as Alicia approached the pretty, pink-haired mare. “Now, you know what we need to do.”

“Take off your clothes, Spirit,” Alicia whispered. “My husband needs to breed you one last time.”

“Hopefully not the last time,” Spirit blushed. “I want to do this again, Ben. As soon as I’m able to.”

“Me too,” Ben said as his wife began to help the pony-girl undress. “But we won’t make any concrete plans until we know how long it will take for you to recover. You’ll all have little ones soon, remember. It might be more work than you realize.”

“But we’ll all help,” Alicia added, comfortingly. “It takes a village after all.”

Spirit nodded, slipping out of her clothes and bending over the pod with her pink tail high in the air. She glanced coyly at Ben over her shoulder. “I’m ready.”

And so was Ben, thanks to his wife’s encouragement and Meadow’s cream. He promptly bred Spirit and Rosie, filling them with their last dose of his magical seed before they, too, climbed into the maternity pods for the last leg of their journey towards motherhood.

By the time his female demi-beasts were all fast asleep inside their high-tech beds, Alicia was so horny Ben didn’t think she’d be able to walk back to the house without coming, just from the friction of her thighs.

So, Ben picked her up, preparing to carry her.

But before they returned to the farmhouse, he wanted to check on something, first.

Ben opened his HUD with a flick of his eyes. In the list of Farmyard Improvements, he found the listed Birthing Unit. Mentally clicking on it, a sleek, glowing interface unfurled before him. His eyes landed on the system description for the maternity center, which had been automatically updated after the building’s activation. The text scrolled smoothly before him, and he read with increasing awe:

Homestead Expansion: Level 5 Steadmaster (Steward of Kinship) – Birthing Unit

Designed to provide unparalleled care, the Birthing Unit ensures safe and efficient births for all demi-beasts. Each pod is tailored to the unique physiological and magical needs of its occupant, creating a personalized environment for comfort, safety, and recovery. The system oversees every aspect of the birthing process, eliminating the need for external assistance, such as doctors or midwives. Each chamber is equipped with advanced monitoring and soothing mechanisms, offering peace of mind for both mother and child. Postnatal care is also included, ensuring both mothers and newborns are nurtured to optimal health before leaving the unit. Estimated completion time: 7 days.

Ben blinked at the glowing text, feeling a cocktail of emotions rush over him. His first instinct was pride.

We did this.

Lucky Nickel Acres, a farm that had been nothing but a broken-down shadow of its former self when he arrived, was now a place where life itself was growing and thriving.

Yet, beneath the pride, a bubbling nervousness swirled in his gut. He was about to become a father—not in a distant, theoretical future, but in just seven days. Seven. Days.

His eyes shifted to the pods. Each was softly illuminated by a warm glow that seemed to pulse gently, as if matching the rhythm of a heartbeat. The lighting in the room had dimmed to a soothing twilight, creating an ambiance of calm serenity. The pods looked both futuristic and oddly organic, with curved edges and crystalline surfaces that shimmered faintly, as though alive with magic. Above each pod, a glowing countdown clock had appeared, ticking down to the moment that would change everything.

6 Days, 23 Hours, 58 Minutes.

Ben exhaled a long breath, realizing that he’d been holding it in.

"A week," he murmured, the word feeling heavy with meaning. With Alicia still held in his arms, he stepped closer to Spirit’s pod, his gaze brushed over its smooth, glass-like surface. Inside, Spirit rested peacefully, her pink hair glowing faintly in the pod’s light. Her face was serene, a soft smile on her lips, as if she were dreaming sweet dreams of the future.

“She looks so peaceful,” Meadow said softly from behind him. “They all do.”

Her voice was a balm, calm and grounding. Ben turned to see her standing in the doorway, strength and gentleness radiating from her presence. Alicia’s auburn hair caught the dim light as she nodded. Both women looked at the pods with a mix of wonder and reverence.

“The system really thought of everything,” Meadow continued, her brown eyes warm as she stepped into the room. “I know this is new for you, Ben. It’s new for all of us. But the system has never failed us before. If it says they’ll be safe, then they’ll be safe.”

Ben nodded. “I know… I trust the system. It’s just—” He broke off, glancing at the countdown again. 6 Days, 23 Hours, 57 Minutes. “It’s suddenly happening so fast. Seven days from now, I’m going to be holding my children.”

His voice cracked slightly, the enormity of it all threatening to overwhelm him.

Alicia smiled gently, resting her head on his shoulder.

“You’ve already done more than anyone could have imagined, Ben,” she said. “Look at what you’ve built here. Look at what you’ve given them.”

She gestured to the pods, where Rosie and Quincie lay as peacefully as Spirit. Even Quincie’s habitual sass had given way to a rare, quiet contentment. “You’re going to be an amazing father. And they’re going to be wonderful mothers.”

Ben tried to absorb her words, but the nerves didn’t quite leave. His eyes kept flicking to the countdown, his mind racing with thoughts of cradling tiny, delicate infants in his arms. Would they be healthy? Would they be happy? Could he give them the kind of life they deserved?

“You’re pacing,” Alicia said, teasing but kind. Ben looked down, realizing he’d started walking back and forth in the hallway just outside the pod rooms. He would have run a hand through his hair if he hadn’t been holding his naked wife in his arms. Ben sighed, leaning against the wall.

Meadow chuckled, crossing her arms. “He’s nervous. Let him pace. Unless there’s something else he should be doing with all that nervous energy… Like seeing to you, Alicia?”

“I’m not nervous,” Ben shot back, though the corner of his mouth twitched upward. “I’m… just thinking.”

Meadow raised an eyebrow but didn’t argue. Instead, she walked over to Rosie’s pod, placing a hand on its surface. “They’ll be fine,” she said firmly. “The system is good at what it does. They’re safe.”

“I know,” Ben said, and this time, his voice held more certainty. He pushed off the wall and stood straighter, his gaze sweeping over the maternity center. The soft glow of the pods emanated from the open doors of each room, the gentle hum of the system felt warm and inviting—it was all so surreal, yet it felt right. Like this was what Lucky Nickel Acres had always been meant to become.

The three of them stepped outside, the fresh air cool against Ben’s skin. He glanced back at the building, its smooth, modern exterior a striking contrast to the rustic charm of the farm. The countdown clocks lingered in his mind, but for the first time that day, he felt something stronger than nerves. He felt hope.

“I guess there’s nothing left to do but wait,” he said, smiling at Meadow and Alicia. “And maybe plan a few hundred things for the future while we’re at it.”

They laughed, the sound carrying through the crisp air, and Ben felt a small weight lift off his shoulders. Whatever the future held, he was ready.

“Please, Ben,” murmured Alicia, gazing up at him with her bright green eyes shining. “Take me to bed. I don’t want to be dramatic, but I’m feeling desperate for you.”

“It looks like someone has earned a little quality time with her husband,” Meadow said with a shy smile, offering Alicia the last bottle of her Legendary cream. “Drink this. It will make you more excited and more likely to conceive.”

“Thank you,” Alicia gasped, holding it close to her chest. “That means so much to me, Meadow.”

“No, thank you,” the pretty Holstaur said, blushing as she tried not to stare at the woman’s naked body. “For letting us live here on Lucky Nickel Acres farm, of course, but… also for sharing Ben with us all. Few women would be willing to do such a thing, and we all appreciate it more than you’ll ever know.”

“Thanks, Meadow,” Ben said. “Now, if you’ll excuse us, I think my wife might die if I don’t give her some relief.”

“He’s not exaggerating,” Alicia said with a laugh. “I feel faint.”

“You look lovely and glowing,” Meadow said. “I think your honeymoon is far from over.”

The mood was light as they left the Birthing Unit behind, but there was a sense of purpose as well. Meadow gave them both a shy wave, as she headed out to the pasture to round up the cows and horses for the night.

As he carried Alicia toward the farmhouse, Ben found himself looking up at the stars. Three of his females were in the maternity center, preparing to bring his first children into the world. He had a new wife and the dairy Holstaur to breed now, and hoped that soon they’d see evidence that he’d impregnated them too. Life would have been good, even if he didn’t have a wife with an insatiable appetite for watching him breed other women. As it was, he felt it was perfect.

But he also had a duty to perform. And if Alicia’s heavy breathing and the heat radiating from her lower half were any indication, he needed to do it quickly.

As he carried his naked wife back to the house, he spotted Clover and Estelle watching from the shadows. For a moment, he considered asking the pair to join him in making love to his wife. But he thought he should leave those conversations to Alicia, when she was in a more present state of mind.

She was so lustful that Ben wasn’t sure she was thinking straight, and she might agree to things she otherwise wouldn’t. He didn’t want to take advantage of that.

But he did want to reward her for her behavior that day. Which meant he’d be spilling more seed before the day was done, filling his wife’s womb thoroughly so that she could live her own dream of carrying his child.

Once Alicia was pregnant, life on the farm truly would be perfect in every way.

He hoped, for both their sakes, that it wouldn’t take her too long to conceive.

But as he’d promised her, even if she never got pregnant, he’d never tire of trying. And he was planning to make good on that promise all night, or until Alicia was too exhausted to continue.

Maybe a little bit longer than that.
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Progress not Perfection


The farm was painted soft gold and pink as Ben stood by the barn, already dressed and ready for the day ahead. Meadow had been milked and bred, though Alicia hadn’t joined them this time—she was still worn out by the previous night’s activities.

Ben chuckled to himself, remembering the relentless lust of his young wife with the magic of Legendary cream coursing through her veins. Fortunately, he’d had enough to keep up with her, and the system seemed more than willing to give him as much stamina as was required for him to finish the job.

The air was fresh and cool, carrying with it the scent of damp earth and blossoming flowers, but there was no time to enjoy the view for long. Today was a day for progress. The Grangehold requirements loomed in Ben’s HUD like a glowing checklist, but after the success of the Birthing Unit, he felt more confident than ever.

Alicia appeared from the house, her auburn hair pulled back into a loose braid. Though her face was pale with fatigue and the shadows under her eyes betrayed her exhaustion, she still wore a determined expression as she climbed into her steam carriage. She had barely slept, and she was limping slightly from the pummeling he’d given her hungry sex, but that didn’t stop her from fulfilling her duties to Grimsby and the farm.

Ben strode across the farmyard to see her off, finding himself extremely turned on by how used and abused she looked.

“You don’t have to push yourself so hard, you know,” Ben said as he leaned against the open door of the carriage. “If you want to stay home in bed today, everyone will understand. I’m sure we kept a lot of them awake with all your moaning and screaming. I’d probably even let you alone long enough to get a few naps in…”

Alicia gave him a tired but playful smile. “And let all our produce go to waste? Not a chance.”

Ben grinned. “That’s my wife. Always the businesswoman. Even when she’s bruised inside and out. I hope you have an ice pack in your handbag.”

“I do,” Alicia said with a giggle. “And another one in my skirts already. You weren’t kidding when you said that cream had size enhancing properties. It’s a wonder you didn’t tear anything.”

“There’s more where that came from,” Ben said, pulling her in for a passionate kiss. “I made Meadow cum so hard this morning that she actually mooed.”

Alicia gripped his arm, looking into his eyes. “You didn’t put it in her backside, did you? I want to be there the first time you do that.”

“No,” Ben said with a chuckle. “I know you’re looking forward to that. But her pussy milked me hard enough that it could have been her tight little ass. The things that milking machine does to her are incredible. It’s a shame you slept in…”

“I’ll be there tomorrow,” his wife promised. “Because you’re going to keep that cream away from me and let me sleep tonight. I’m so tired I almost feel sick. That can’t be good for my attempts to conceive.”

Ben ran his hands over her skirts, wanting to slide them underneath. But she really would need a couple of days to recover from their romp.

“Don’t look so sad,” Alicia giggled. “I’ll bring one of the other girls to bed to keep you company, husband. In fact, Estelle has been telling me about how she imagines her first time being bred by you, and… well, I must say it’s definitely something I’d like to watch.”

Ben grinned at his wife’s thoughtfulness. “Is our little sheep girl a freak between the sheets?”

“I’m not telling,” Alicia replied stubbornly. “And I really do have to get to work, now, so…”

“Are you sure you don’t want to stay home and nap? You look deliciously exhausted.”

“Ben,” she said with a laugh, slapping his hand which was starting to creep up her thigh. “The townspeople are counting on the store, and someone’s got to make sure they get the seeds and supplies we need.”

Ben sighed and let his wandering fingers drop. Then he kissed her again, relishing the warmth of her pliant lips upon his. “All right. I’ll stop pestering you. But don’t overexert yourself today. As you said, it’s not good to work too hard when you’re trying to conceive.”

“Don’t worry about me, Ben,” Alicia whispered, her lips tickling his. “I’ll rest this evening, when the work is done. Watching you deflower an innocent Ovina shepherdess with that monstrous cock of yours…”

“She does have some experience with monsters,” Ben said with a laugh. Then he shook his head, knowing there was no changing her mind. “Just be careful, okay? Take your time driving back. No need to push it.”

“Always careful,” she replied, though the smirk on her face said otherwise.

She started the engine, and with a whistle of steam and the whir of machinery, the carriage rumbled to life. Alicia waved as she pulled away, disappearing down the dirt road toward Grimsby.

Ben turned back to the barn, where Meadow was now dressed again, and already hard at work inspecting their supply of tools and parts. “Looks like we’ve got a lot to do today,” he said, joining her.

The Holstaur nodded, her long brown hair tied up in a practical bun. The enormous milk-filled breasts stuffed into her overalls were anything but practical, though, and when she saw Ben staring at them she blushed. Ben grinned, amazed at how much he could want the woman when he’d only just finished with her. Fortunately, she was due for another milking and breeding that afternoon.

“We’ll need more Pull-Behind Plows if we’re going to get the fields ready for alfalfa, wheat, and barley,” Meadow said, trying to ignore his lusty gaze. “The cattle will do a lot of the heavy work for us, but they’ll need well-made equipment to pull.”

“Then let’s get started,” Ben said, rolling up his sleeves. “Might as well get hot and sweaty before we get hot and sweaty again.”

Meadow’s chest heaved and her nipples hardened noticeably through her shirt. “You really are insatiable,” she murmured. “And I must be too, because I can hardly wait.”

“That can be our reward for a job well done, then,” Ben said with a grin, opening up his HUD to re-read the ingredients he’d need for the Pull-Behind Plow Recipe. “All right, let’s go to the storage shed. We need to gather a few supplies…”

The morning sun climbed higher, spilling warm light over the yard as Ben and Meadow set to work beside the barn. The smell of sawdust and oil filled the air as they sorted through the salvaged materials: thick wooden beams, rusted iron parts from Ashburn’s equipment, and a few shiny new bolts and fasteners Alicia had brought back from the General Store.

It wasn’t glamorous work, but Ben couldn’t help feeling a sense of satisfaction as the pieces began to come together.

Meadow wiped her brow with the back of her hand, her cheeks flushed from the effort. Her movements were deliberate and practiced, her strong hands deftly maneuvering the heavier beams into place as if they weighed nothing.

“This one’s shaping up nicely,” she said, gesturing to the half-built plow frame at her feet. “We’ll be able to hook it up to the cattle by mid-morning if we keep this pace. Once you inject a little system magic, that is.”

Ben nodded, tightening a bolt with a wrench. “Good thing we’ve got you around to keep me on track. These things are beasts to put together. And I have to admit, I’m a bit distracted by wanting to inject my system magic elsewhere.”

“Me too,” Meadow chuckled, her brown eyes sparkling. “You’re not too bad yourself, Mr. Nickels. Just don’t let the cows hear you calling their plows beasts. They might take offense.”

They both laughed, the sound carrying over the rhythmic clang of tools against metal and the creak of wood being shaped into sturdy frames. As they worked, the farm seemed to hum with life around them. Clover and Estelle’s voices drifted over from the fields, where they were marking out the pastures. A gentle breeze rustled the leaves of the nearby trees, carrying the faint scent of blooming wildflowers.

Ben stepped back to admire their progress. The first plow was complete, its sleek design a mix of practicality and ingenuity. They’d reinforced the frame with metal brackets and replaced the rusted iron blades with sharp, polished ones. “One down, two to go,” he said, wiping his hands on a rag.

“Let’s keep at it,” Meadow replied, already reaching for the next set of beams. “I’m starting to feel full again already. I think being close to you stimulates my milk production.”

Ben pulled the pretty Holstaur away from her work, hooking his fingers into the straps of her overalls. He slipped his hands inside, lifting and stroking her breasts to check for fullness. “That is a dangerous cycle,” he said, his voice low with desire. “Because when I milk you, I also want to breed you.”

Meadow moaned as he pulled her into a kiss, massaging her nipples as he slipped his tongue into her mouth. “Mmm, Ben,” she gasped. “I need you to breed me again. I can’t get enough of your seed. My entire body aches for you.”

Ben unbuckled her overalls, flipping the straps over her shoulder, and lifted her t-shirt to expose both breasts. Well aware that Clover and Estelle had stopped their work to watch them, Ben wrapped an arm around Meadow’s back lifting one heavy tit to his mouth.

He latched onto her nipple, sucking roughly. Warm, sweet cream burst into his mouth as he swallowed hungrily. Meadow groaned, going weak in the knees at his unexpected assault. “Ahhhh, ooooh, Ben, yes! That feels so good!”

He sucked until her breast had softened somewhat, then moved to her other side, lifting the nipple to his lips and biting lightly. As he latched Meadow trembled in his arms. “Fuuuck, Ben,” she panted. “You’re going to make me come again. I can’t take it!”

Holding her firmly so she didn’t collapse when she climaxed, Ben sucked even harder. He pulled as much of her nipple into his mouth as would fit, clamping down with the same ferocity he’d seen from the milking machine.

“Ye-es!” Meadow whimpered, shaking violently now, her knees knocking together as she tried to hold herself upright. “Fuck yes, suck my titties, Ben. Gods, you’re incredible!”

Her cream exploded into his mouth as she came, hot, sweet, and magically enhanced, transforming his cock into a rock hard beast that refused to be tamed. Ben finally released her once he was certain that she could stand on her own.

“There,” he said with a grin. “Just a little preview of what’s to come. I hope you can concentrate now.”

Panting, Meadow fought to catch her breath. Her big brown eyes fixated on the front of his straining pants. “I can,” she said. “I… I think. But… can you?”

“Don’t worry about me,” he said, glancing down at his magically imbued erection. “I’m getting used to it. With you around, and drinking your cream, I’m pretty much ready to go at all times. But I can control it.”

“I’m glad,” Meadow said, whipping sweat from her brow as she glanced at the Lapina and Ovina who were now leaning against the fence, openly staring at Ben’s crotch with undisguised lust. “Because I’m not sure the rest of us have the self-restraint.”

“Fortunately for you,” Ben said. “You don’t require any. Now let’s get these plows finished so that I can finish the job.”

“Yes, Mr. Nickels,” she gasped, licking her lips and pulling her shirt back down. “You’re the boss.”

The second plow came together faster, with Meadow’s needs postponed and their teamwork growing smoother with each piece.

Ben measured and cut the beams while Meadow handled the assembly, her strength making quick work of the larger components. By the time they started on the third plow, they were working in perfect sync, their movements almost choreographed, right down to the desirous looks being passed between them.

As Ben fastened the final bolt on the third plow, a familiar chime echoed in his mind, and his HUD lit up with a new notification.

Recipe Upgrade Unlocked: Enhanced Pull-Behind Plow

You have learned a reinforced version of the traditional Pull-Behind Plow, designed for increased durability and efficiency. This advanced model features adjustable blades for deeper tilling and wider coverage, reducing the time and effort needed to prepare fields. Materials required include high-quality iron reinforcements, tempered steel blades, and reinforced wooden beams. Unlocking this recipe has also improved your Carpentry and Blacksmithing skills.

Skill Upgrade: Tilling – Master

Your skill in tilling has reached its pinnacle, transforming you into an unparalleled expert in soil preparation and land cultivation. At this level, your ability to assess and enhance the quality of the soil is second nature. Fields tilled under your guidance yield crops of exceptional quality, with an increased chance of producing Superior or Legendary harvests. The efficiency of your work allows you to prepare vast tracts of land in record time, leaving the soil aerated and primed for maximum nutrient absorption. Additionally, your deep connection with the earth unlocks a unique passive ability: Earthsense, granting you the ability to detect underground water sources, hidden obstacles, and soil deficiencies with uncanny accuracy. Your fields will now resist minor environmental threats, such as erosion and invasive weeds, creating a foundation for truly sustainable farming.

Ben blinked, a grin spreading across his face.

“Meadow, you’re not going to believe this,” he said, holding up the completed plow. “Looks like the system has its own reward in store for us after all this hard work.”

He told her about his upgrades.

Meadow leaned toward him eagerly, her brows lifting in surprise. “That’s going to make a huge difference. With deeper tilling, the soil will be even better for planting.”

“That’s what she said,” Ben said, then chuckled at the mystified look on the cow-girl’s face. “Sorry, just a joke from my home world. The upgraded plow is great. It will save us a ton of time,” Ben added, already flipping through the recipe in his HUD. “Looks like we’ll need some higher-quality materials for this one, though. Do we have any tempered steel left in the barn?”

Meadow tapped her chin thoughtfully. “I think there’s a crate of scrap metal we haven’t gone through yet, which Alicia ordered at a discount from the capital. We might find something usable in there.”

Ben nodded, feeling a renewed surge of energy. “Let’s see what we can find. If we can get one of these built by the end of the day, we’ll be able to test it out on the new fields tomorrow.”

As they headed for the storage shed once more, Ben couldn’t help but feel a deep sense of pride. Lucky Nickel Acres was growing, and with every project, every new invention, they were one step closer to turning the farm into a thriving Grangehold.

And with the lusty dairy Holstaur by his side, they’d not only handle whatever challenges came their way, they’d have a damn fine time doing it.
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By mid-morning, the farm was a hive of activity. Ben and Meadow finalized the first Enhanced Pull-Behind Plow, which had the astonishing effect of transforming all their other plows into the same upgraded tool. Using salvaged materials from the barns and the remnants of Ashburn’s broken-down equipment, Ben felt like he was actively cleansing Faerowilde of the corrupt industrialists’ negative influence on the land.

The rhythm of their work was steady and satisfying, punctuated by the clang of hammers and the creak of wooden beams being shaped into sturdy frames. And as eager as both of them were to get back to the barn for Meadow’s next milking session, they were even more excited to see the tools in action.

When the plows were ready, they hitched them to the cattle, and directed a pair of Holstaur and Equistar demi-beasts to guide each one for a new field.

The cows—looking much fatter and happier since their rescue from Ashburn’s factory farm—seemed to relish their newfound freedom. Their coats had grown shinier and healthier under Meadow’s care, and they moved with eager energy as they pulled the plows across the fields. The soil turned rich and dark under their hooves and the sharp blades of the plows, a satisfying sight that filled Ben with pride.

Meanwhile, Clover and Estelle, had been joined by Penelope—and the trio were now marking out new pastures on the far side of the farm.

Clover’s delicate hands moved with quick precision as she measured the ground with a length of twine, her long, white Lapina ears twitching in concentration and her adorable fluffy tail poking out the back of her peasant dress. Estelle, with meticulous attention to detail, followed close behind, making notes and placing stakes to mark where the fences would go. Penelope, her chestnut curls bouncing, took charge of organizing the other demi-beasts into teams, ensuring that wood and tools were distributed evenly so the fence-building could begin as soon as the fields were tilled.

The atmosphere buzzed with energy. Now that the Birthing Unit was built, and three females had already entered the maternity pods, a shared sense of purpose seemed to drive the demi-beasts forward. They seemed to know that Ben would be choosing new females to breed soon—or his wife would be, to be more exact. And while everyone knew Meadow had already been chosen, the girls were all eager to be one of the next. Or at least to get the ball rolling so that next week, when the first new mothers emerged from the Birthing Unit, there were some newly pregnant females ready to take their places.

In light of these hopes, a group of demi-beasts had taken the initiative of getting the Nursery started, wanting to give Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie somewhere comfortable to raise their babies. And still others worked on expanded demi-beast housing, so that all of the freed slaves would have a private room to call her own.

Despite the hard labor, there was laughter and chatter as the demi-beasts worked together, each contributing their unique skills. Ben couldn’t help but marvel at how far they had come. The farm was becoming a thriving, self-sufficient community.

“Are you ready, Ben?” Meadow asked in a husky voice, as she came up behind him while he adjusted the straps on the last plow.

“Almost done,” Ben said, glancing up at the blushing cow-girl. “And so, so ready.”

Meadow’s huge breasts swayed as she approached from the pasture nearest the edge of the forest. The sight was so mesmerizing that Ben almost didn’t catch the flicker of movement near the edge of the trees.

His heart skipped a beat as his eyes focused on the dark figure perched on a branch. The Harpy was back.

Her feathered form blended with the shadows of the trees, but her golden eyes gleamed as she watched the farm intently. Ben had noticed her before, always lingering just out of reach, but this was the closest she had dared to come.

The Harpy’s sharp features and gray plumage made her look regal and mysterious, and he couldn’t shake the feeling that there was more to her presence than idle curiosity.

“She’s been watching us all morning,” Meadow said quietly, appearing at his side.

Ben nodded. “She’s getting braver.”

“Quincie’s not here to scare her off, for once,” Meadow said with a wry smile.

Ben chuckled. “That probably helps.”

The Harpy tilted her head, as if she could sense their gaze. For a moment, Ben thought she might take flight, but she stayed where she was, her eyes locked on the farm.

Her wings were folded at her side, but she was hunched forward slightly, peering at them from a high branch in a huge oak tree. Slowly she cocked her head to the side, which was a comical if unsettling look. She wore gray rags that concealed her body, but her face—though unusually sharp in feature—was very pretty.

“I think I’m going to try approaching her,” Ben said suddenly, earning a surprised look from Meadow.

“Are you sure that’s a good idea?”

“Not really,” he admitted. “But I can’t just ignore her. If she’s interested in the farm, I need to know why.”

Meadow hesitated, then gave a small nod. “Just be careful, Ben. Harpies can be… temperamental.”

With that, Ben set off toward the forest, his heart pounding in anticipation. As he drew closer, the Harpy’s piercing eyes followed his every move. The farm behind him buzzed with activity, but for Ben, everything seemed to fade into silence as he stepped closer to the edge of the woods.

The Harpy shifted on her branch, her talons clicking softly against the bark. Ben stopped a respectful distance away, raising his hands to show he meant no harm.

“Hello there,” he said, his voice calm and steady.

The Harpy didn’t reply, but her golden eyes narrowed, and her feathers ruffled as if in warning.

Ben took a deep breath, determined not to lose his nerve. “I’m Ben. This is my farm. You’ve been watching us for a while now. I’d like to know why.”

The Harpy remained silent, her gaze unyielding. Ben held his ground, his heart racing as he waited for her next move.

And then, with a sudden burst of movement, the Harpy leapt from her perch, her huge wings cracking powerfully as she rose into the air then disappeared into the shadows of the forest.

Ben exhaled sharply, his shoulders relaxing as the tension ebbed away. Though the encounter had been brief, it left him with more questions than answers. Turning back to the farm, he resolved to find out what the Harpy wanted—no matter how long it took.

“Well, that could have gone better,” Meadow said, her voice tight with worry.

Ben grinned, wrapping an arm around her waist. “It could have gone a lot worse, too.”

“True,” Meadow said, leaning against his body and pressing a hand to his chest. She gazed up into his face, her earlier desire flooding back into her expression. “You still have your eyes, after all.”

“And other things,” Ben growled, pulling her against him so she could feel his hardness. He kissed her deeply, enjoying the moans of pleasure the Holstaur emitted as his lips found hers.

“I need you so badly, Ben,” she gasped. “This is the time; I can feel it. You’re going to impregnate me today, for sure.”

That comment was enough that Ben had to fight to keep himself from rushing her straight to the barn.

“That would certainly be cause for celebration,” Ben said, taking a final glance over his shoulder at where the Harpy had been. “And, soon, we’ll have another, I think…”

“That she flew away?” Meadow asked, a bit confused. “I thought you wanted her here.”

“That we’re making progress,” Ben laughed. “It wasn’t a perfect start to wooing our curious friend, but I think we’re making progress. And that’s the name of the game, after all. Progress not perfection.”

“You know what I think would be perfect?” Meadow asked, her big brown eyes glimmering with lust. “Your big fat dick in my pussy.”

Ben’s cock agreed. He grinned lasciviously. “I think it’s time for another milking, don’t you?”

“Yes, please,” Meadow panted, her voice almost begging in tone. “I need you so bad, Ben. I need you so bad, it hurts.”

Ben followed her eagerly as she dragged him toward the barn, thinking that if her milk made him any bigger or harder that the Holstaur would be hurting indeed. Hurting in the very best of ways.


17
Dinner for Four


The low hum of the steam carriage heralded Alicia’s arrival as she pulled up to the farmhouse just before sunset. The vehicle, its brass accents catching the last glimmers of the day’s light, hissed softly as she brought it to a halt. She climbed out with deliberate care, her every movement weighed down by the fatigue of the day. Every inch of her body seemed to ache and—while it was a pleasant reminder of the intense lovemaking she and Ben had shared the night before—she could tell she needed an evening to recover.

Maybe more than one! That stamina effect caused by Meadow’s Legendary cream was no joke!

Alicia paused for a moment, gazing up at the familiar sight of Lucky Nickel Acres—her home now—and let out a soft sigh of contentment despite her exhaustion.

Ben appeared at the door almost immediately, a wide smile lighting his face as he came to greet her. “Welcome back, Mrs. Nickels,” he said teasingly, his voice full of warmth.

Alicia couldn’t help but smile in return, though her steps were slow as she approached him.

“I’m still not used to hearing that,” she admitted, leaning into his arms as he wrapped her in a gentle hug. She felt her weariness melt just a little at his touch.

“You look exhausted,” Ben said, concern in his eyes. “You’ve been running yourself ragged, driving back and forth from town every day.”

“Oh really?” Alicia gazed up into his eyes and smirked. “Is that what’s got me so tired? Or is it that my husband spent most of the night making me cry out to my ancestors instead of sleeping?”

Ben grinned. “Still. You should take the night off.”

“I promised we’d spend time together today,” Alicia protested weakly, though she didn’t resist as Ben guided her toward the farmhouse. “I was going to tell you about Estelle…”

“We will and you still can,” he reassured her. “But not at the expense of your health. Sit down, put your feet up. Let me take care of you.”

Inside the farmhouse, the living room was warm and inviting, with a fire crackling in the hearth and the comforting smell of wood smoke in the air. It was strangely quiet without Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie around. Usually, the cat-girl would be sleeping in front of the fire, Spirit would be sprucing up the flower vases with fresh cut blooms, and Rosie would be sweeping the floor or doing laundry.

Now it was just Ben and Alicia.

While she had only been officially living with Ben at Lucky Nickel Acres since the wedding, she’d spent many an afternoon enjoying Ben, Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie’s company. Alicia wondered if she should feel happier at having Ben to herself for the night, but she was surprised to realize that the house felt quite empty without the other demi-beasts there to giggle with her and to flirt with her husband. The dynamic had been intimate and cozy, and she missed the other girls’ presence more than she realized she would.

Still, she did have plans for bringing more demi-beast females to live in the farmhouse. Meadow had insisted on staying in the loft in the large barn, which she’d converted to a comfortable suite. This allowed her to keep a close eye on the horses and cattle which were doing much better now than they had been at Ashburn’s factory farm, but she still worried about them. Alicia thought Meadow mostly wanted to be close to the milking machine, in case she had any supply issues in the middle of the night. Perhaps once they got the breast pump parts, and Ben created a Dairy Holstaur Milking Machine, they might convince her to move into the house.

But that meant there were three spare bedrooms in the farmhouse, just waiting for fresh breeding females.

Alicia settled into a chair by the table, her mind whirling with possibilities. Ben placed a steaming mug of tea in front of her before kneeling to remove her boots.

“You’re not going to argue with me on this,” he said firmly, though his tone was playful. “Tonight, you’re going to rest.”

Alicia sighed, feeling a mix of guilt and gratitude. “I’ll rest,” she said, “but could we… maybe… have some company? What do you think about inviting Clover and Estelle for dinner? I’d like to get to know them better.”

Ben grinned. “And do you want me to get to know them as well?”

“I did promise to find another girl for your bed tonight…” Alicia said, biting her lip.

In fact, she knew who she wanted to invite to stay over.

Estelle had confided a secret desire of hers to Alicia a couple of days ago, which Alicia thought would be extremely exciting to organize. The sheep-girl was painfully shy, but increasingly curious and desirous of Alicia’s husband. She had wondered if Alicia thought Ben might let her pretend to sleep through their first encounter, so she wasn’t expected to say or do anything. She admitted she’d been dreaming of waking up in the middle of the night, finding Ben taking advantage of her, and while it seemed wrong… Estelle had only become more excited by the idea.

Alicia also found the concept incredibly arousing. And she hoped Ben would, too.

“You know, I will probably survive if I don’t breed anyone tonight,” Ben said with a chuckle, misinterpreting her silence as hesitation. “It’s not as if I’m incapable of self-restraint.”

“Oh, I know that,” Alicia said, taking a sip of her tea. “I was just thinking… Let’s invite Clover and Estelle for dinner, and we’ll see how things go.”

“All right, but I don’t want you doing anything,” Ben said sternly. He brought her another blanket, tucking it around her hips. “I’ll handle the cooking. You just stay right here.”

Ben stepped out onto the porch and hailed a passing demi-beast with a wave. After a few quiet words, the demi-beast—a large, muscular Holstaur with short brown hair and black horns sticking out of her forehead—nodded in understanding, trotting off toward the building Alicia had begun to think of as ‘the Barracks.’

She wished they had more comfortable accommodations for the dozens of females who had come from Ashburn’s farm, but for now the Barracks would have to do. There were a lot of other things that needed to be built as well. Fortunately, she’d been able to arrange a deal with Thomas Carver and his wife, Cait. Not only was Cait willing to take on the job to create a new and improved sign for Lucky Nickel General Store, but Thomas had agreed to automatically ship 15% of the boards he milled directly to the farm in exchange for regular grocery deliveries.

Their first weekly delivery of lumber would be arriving tomorrow, and Alicia knew this would jumpstart a lot of the projects they had been waiting to begin. Furthermore, Wilem Hammerfell, the blacksmith, was throwing in buckets of nails, screws, and various fasteners to the order for a similar deal, with the addendum that Ben need only let him know if there were any specialized parts he needed.

Alicia had deals in the works with Grimsby’s Hearth Bakery, as well as Whimsical Woolen’s Textiles and Stitchwell Tailors as soon as their businesses were established. She was certain that more would follow as the people of Grimsby branched out, developing new skills and enriching the community with their various interests.

Even with these additional deliveries planned, Lucky Nickel Acres was now producing far more vegetables than the people of Grimsby needed and Alicia was sending the excess off to her market contact in Cinderfell each day. Once the cows and goats were a bit healthier, they could increase their dairy offerings as well. And if they ever did manage to lure the mysterious Harpy to the farm, Alicia had no doubt their chicken, duck, and goose egg sales would soon follow. In a few more months, there would be a steady supply of meat on the menu from the cows, pigs, rabbits, and poultry too. Byproducts like wool, lanolin, feathers, fur, compost, and fertilizer would increase their offerings too.

As Ben disappeared into the kitchen, already gathering ingredients from the pantry, Alicia sipped her tea and regaled Ben with all her plans, growing more excited as she extrapolated their growth projections from a few months, to a year, to a few years from now. Ben poked his head out the kitchen door to grin at her enthusiasm, only interrupting her to say things like: “Well that sounds just wonderful,” and “I can’t wait to see what you come up with next!”

A short while later, there was a knock at the door. Alicia temporarily reined in her daydreams, her heartbeat picking up as she realized it must be the beautiful guests she’d invited.

Ben called out, “Come in!” and Clover and Estelle stepped inside, their contrasting personalities immediately apparent.

Clover bounded in first, her long silver hair shimmering in the firelight, her pink eyes bright with excitement.

“Oh, Lady Alicia!” she exclaimed, rushing over to hug her. “It’s so nice of you to invite us! I’ve been dying to spend more time with you.”

Alicia laughed, returning the hug with a warm smile. “It’s my pleasure, Clover. I’ve been looking forward to this, too.”

Estelle followed more slowly, her petite form almost hidden behind Clover’s exuberance. Her curly blonde hair framed her shy face, and her hazel eyes flicked nervously around the room.

“Thank you for having us,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper. She met Alicia’s gaze and turned bright pink, the same way she had when she’d first brought up her fantasy about Ben.

Alicia gave her a knowing wink.

“You’re always welcome here,” Alicia assured her, gesturing for both girls to sit down. “Make yourselves comfortable. My husband is doing all the work tonight, so we can just visit and get to know one another better.”

Clover immediately plopped into a chair, chatting animatedly about the day’s work, while Estelle took her seat more cautiously, folding her hands in her lap and glancing through the door at Ben, who was bustling about in the kitchen.

Alicia felt an immediate pang of affection for both of them—their very different personalities were complementary rather than conflicting, and she could already tell how much they had come to care for each other in their time on Lucky Nickel Acres.

As the girls settled in, Ben poked his head out of the kitchen. “Dinner’s underway. You three just relax and enjoy yourselves. I’ll take care of everything.”

Clover clapped her hands together excitedly. “This is going to be so much fun! I can’t wait to see what you’re making, Ben. I’ve never been waited on by a handsome man-servant before…”

“He’s not your servant, Clover,” Estelle said softly, casting a scornful look at the bubbly bunny girl. “He’s Alicia’s husband. Show some respect.”

“Oh, don’t be that way, Stella! Can’t I make a little joke? You’re so serious all the time. Ben knows I’m just kidding.” She leaned forward in her chair and shouted into the kitchen. “Isn’t that right, hot stuff?”

“You’re fine,” Ben called back. “But just so you know, I give as good as I get. So don’t dig yourself into a hole you can’t get out of.”

Clover cocked her head to the side, her ears flopping comically. “I’m a Lapina, sweetie,” she said, her lips pursed seductively. She batted her long lashes over her unnaturally bright pink eyes. “Nice, cozy holes are our specialty. Warm and deep and perfect for snuggling.”

Alicia thought she heard Ben cough from the kitchen, not expecting the bunny-girl’s forward answer. Once he recovered, he laughed. “I can see I have my work cut out for me,” he said. “We’ll see how well that mouth of yours works once I fill it with my—”

“Ben!” Alicia giggled. “They just got here. Let’s not talk about your raging erection until after the appetizers, at least.”

“I was talking about my famous butternut squash recipe,” Ben said, poking his head out of the kitchen to give her a wink. “Get your mind out of the gutter!”

Estelle leaned forward and whispered behind her hand to Alicia. “I’ve heard it’s as big as a butternut squash. Is that true?”

“It must be,” Clover said, grinning lasciviously. “His wife can hardly walk today…”

Alicia leaned back in her chair, a small smile playing on her lips as she listened to Clover’s chatter and Estelle’s quieter responses. Despite her exhaustion, she felt a deep sense of contentment and anticipation. She had always wanted a home filled with warmth, laughter, and the promise of a better future for their community. Now, even with Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie in the maternity center, she had exactly that. And her hopes for the future were only growing.

The aroma of honey and roasted vegetables wafted through the farmhouse, making Clover wiggle in her seat with excitement. Her tight dress was stretched to its limits trying to contain her ample curves. Alicia thought the bunny-girl must have made some adjustments to the design—it certainly seemed shorter than what she’d ordered for the demi-beasts. And there was a sexy slit on each side that exposed swaths of sensual skin on her thighs. Alicia had to admit, the Lapina knew how to work what she had.

“It smells so good in here!” Clover exclaimed, her pink eyes sparkling as she craned her neck to try and see into the kitchen. “What are you making, Ben? I’m dying to know!”

“Patience, Clover,” Ben called back, his voice light with amusement. “Good things take time. I promise it’ll be worth the wait.”

Clover grinned and turned her attention back to Alicia, leaning forward eagerly. “Oh, I hope I don’t have to wait too much longer. Lady Alicia, your husband is the finest man I’ve ever seen in Faerowilde. I don’t want to be too forward—”

Estelle let out a snort, and the bunny girl shot her a narrow-eyed look.

“Ahem,” she glared. Then turned her attention back to Alicia. “Do you know when you’ll be choosing the next females for Ben to breed?”

“Well, we’ve already gotten started with Meadow,” Alicia said, feeling her cheeks warm at the frankness of the discussion. “I have been thinking the two of you would be next on our list, if you’re amenable to the idea. You’ve both contributed a lot to the farm, and Ben wants to see that you’re well rewarded.”

Estelle’s eyes widened.

Clover bit her lip and thumped her heels against the floor in excitement. “Oh, I knew it! I knew it!” the bunny girl squealed. “Thank you, Lady Alicia. What an honor!”

“So, you’re interested?” Alicia set her teacup on the side table. “We have rooms available at the house if things go well over dinner, and you’d like to stay.”

“I’d like that very much, Miss Alicia,” Estelle whispered. “If your husband is… comfortable… with my needs.”

“We haven’t talked about it yet,” Alicia admitted. “But I’m almost certain he will be.” She turned to the bunny girl, whose cheeks were almost as pink as her bright eyes. “What about you Clover?”

“Oh, definitely yes,” the pretty Lapina gushed. “Only, I think I’ll have to wait. You see… Lapina are most fertile as a warren—a family group—and I think for us to have the best chances of success, Ben will have to breed me and my sisters at the same time.”

Alicia’s eyes widened. “Oh! I didn’t realize… How many sisters do you have?”

“Only two,” Clover said. “Lavender and Blossom were captured by Ashburn’s slave traders at the same time as I was. We are blood sisters, almost identical. You’ve probably seen them around and thought they were me.” She giggled, her pert little nose wriggling adorably. “But if we live long enough with the other Lapina, our cycles will sync up and then… Well, let’s just say it would be a lot harder to optimize with only six maternity pods…”

“Oh, dear,” Alicia said, covering her mouth with her hand to hide her laugh. “I’m afraid I didn’t consider that possibility. I suppose your sisters will have to move into the farmhouse too, if you don’t mind sharing a room? That way we can keep you separated from the other Lapina until Ben can breed all three of you.”

Estelle bit her lip, crossing her legs as if she were uncomfortable. “I… I don’t have any requirements, besides what we spoke of. I can stay tonight, if Ben wants me to, that is.”

Her voice was so soft that Alicia doubted Ben would hear her from the kitchen. She reached over and squeezed the sheep-girl’s knee encouragingly. “I think he’d like that,” she said. “Especially since I’m so tired tonight.”

“How do you like being married so far, Lady Alicia?” Clover jumped it. “Is Ben being a good husband? Or does he just pound you with that big butternut squash whenever he feels like it?” Her ears twitched and she giggled again. “Actually, that sounds like a pretty good husband to me.”

“Well, I am a little sore,” Alicia admitted. “It’s a lot to get used to at first. But I like it very much. Especially being able to share him with all of you.”

“He’s such a hard worker,” Estelle said, batting her light brown eyes at the kitchen with a dreamy sigh. “I bet you never have to lift a finger!”

“No, just her ass!” Clover giggled again, thumping her heels into the carpet.

Alicia laughed softly, though a flush rose in her cheeks. “I wouldn’t say that. Ben’s wonderful, but I like to keep busy too. Running the General Store is a full-time job.”

Clover’s expression turned admiring. “You’re amazing, you know that? Running the store, helping the farm, being a wife, letting all of us live here… You’re like a hero-princess in one of those stories!”

Alicia smiled, touched by the compliment. “Thank you, Clover. But it’s not just me. Everyone here works so hard to make this farm what it is. It’s a team effort.”

Estelle quietly sipped her tea.

“It really does feel like a team,” she said, her voice soft and earnest. “I’ve never lived anywhere like this before. Everyone helps each other. It’s… nice.”

Alicia turned her attention to Estelle, her heart warming at the shy girl’s words.

“That’s exactly what we want Lucky Nickel Acres to be—a place where everyone feels safe and valued. And we want that for your and Ben’s future children, too.”

“What about your children?” Clover teased, giving Alicia an up-and-down look that suggested the direction her thoughts were going. “No woman who walks with a limp as often as you do is going to be childless…”

Then her eyes went wide. “Unless he’s sneaking in through the back door… Lady Alicia, you don’t let him do that, do you?”

“No!” Alicia blushed. “At least, not yet. I know some of the girls like it like that, though. No, I am trying to get pregnant. But without access to the system, I won’t know until next month whether or not we’ve been successful. Of course, I want my future children to be safe and valued, too. I’m just… less worried for them than I am for you demi-beasts. We’re trying to make changes in the world, but sometimes progress is slow.”

Estelle’s cheeks turned pink, and she ducked her head, a small smile tugging at her lips. “It’s a lot different from Ashburn’s farm. I still can’t believe we’re free sometimes. And that we’re… happy.”

Clover reached over and gave Estelle’s hand a squeeze, her bubbly energy momentarily tempered by genuine affection. “We’re all happy here. And it’s thanks to you and Ben, Lady Alicia. I really shouldn’t be so crude when you’ve helped us so much. You’ve given us more than a home—you’ve given us a real family.”

Alicia felt a lump rise in her throat at Clover’s words, but before she could respond, Ben emerged from the kitchen carrying a tray laden with steaming dishes.

“All right, ladies,” he announced with a grin. “Dinner is served!”

The girls’ eyes widened as Ben set the dishes on the table. There were roasted potatoes, carrots, parsnips, and beets, all glistening with a honey glaze; sautéed green beans with garlic; mashed butternut squash swimming in butter; and golden chicken skewers. At the center of the table was a decadent cheesecake topped with wild berries and a drizzle of honey.

There was even a bottle of rhubarb wine, which Alicia didn’t even know Ben could make.

“Oh my goodness!” Clover squealed, clapping her hands together. “This looks amazing!”

“It smells amazing too,” Estelle murmured, her hazel eyes wide as she took in the feast.

“Dig in,” Ben said, pulling out chairs for everyone. “I made enough to feed an army.”

Clover didn’t need to be told twice. She eagerly filled her plate with vegetables, though she avoided the chicken skewers with a wrinkle of her nose. Estelle followed more cautiously, selecting smaller portions but clearly eager to try everything.

As they ate, the conversation turned away from the girls’ risqué banter and back to life on the farm. Clover chatted excitedly about her plans for the pastures, while Estelle quietly mentioned her ideas for organizing the new living quarters. Alicia listened with growing admiration for the two girls, marveling at how much they had grown since coming to Lucky Nickel Acres.

“You’re both incredible,” Alicia said warmly, raising her teacup in a toast. “To Clover and Estelle—demi-beasts like you are the heart and soul of our farm.”

The girls blushed, but their smiles were radiant.

Ben chuckled as he refilled everyone’s glasses. “I’ll drink to that,” he said. “But don’t sell yourself short, Alicia. You’re the glue that holds us all together. That’s why we have to take good care of you when you’re so tired you can hardly keep your eyes open…”

He winked at her while the two girls giggled on the opposite side of the table.

Alicia’s cheeks turned pink, but she couldn’t stop the smile that spread across her face. Despite her exhaustion, she felt a deep sense of joy sitting at this table, surrounded by the people she cared about most.

As the meal wound down, the farmhouse was filled with the pleasant hum of contented conversation and the occasional burst of laughter.

Clover leaned back in her chair, patting her stomach with a dramatic sigh. “Ben, you’re going to spoil us. I’ll never be able to eat regular food again after this.”

Ben laughed as he began clearing the plates. “I don’t know about that, Clover. You all made some impressive contributions to our celebration party yesterday.”

“I second that,” Alicia said softly, though her voice had a sleepy lilt to it. She rested her chin in her hand, her eyes fluttering shut for a moment before she blinked herself awake. “But I think I’ve had more than enough for one night.”

Clover tilted her head, her pink eyes full of concern. “You look tired, Lady Alicia. Are you feeling okay?”

“I’m fine,” Alicia assured her with a small smile. “Just a long day at the store. Nothing a good night’s rest won’t fix.”

“You should go to bed,” Estelle said gently, her hazel eyes earnest. “We can help Ben clean up.”

“Nonsense,” Ben interjected, his tone firm but affectionate. “I’ll handle the cleanup. You girls have already done enough today. And Alicia, you’re not lifting a finger. Come on, let’s get you upstairs.”

Alicia opened her mouth to protest, but before she could say a word, Ben had scooped her up into his arms. “Ben!” she squeaked, her face turning crimson. “I can walk, you know.”

“Not tonight, you can’t,” Ben replied with a grin. “You’re officially on bridal rest.”

Clover and Estelle giggled as Ben carried Alicia out of the dining room. “Goodnight, Lady Alicia!” Clover called after her, her voice full of warmth.

“Thank you for having us,” Estelle added, her voice soft but sincere.

Alicia managed a sleepy wave before resting her head against Ben’s chest. As he carried her up the stairs, she let out a contented sigh. “You’re too good to me, you know that?”

Ben chuckled. “I don’t think that’s possible.”

He pushed open the door to their bedroom with his foot and gently set her down on the bed. Alicia looked up at him, her blue eyes shining with gratitude and love. “Thank you, Ben. For everything.”

“Get some rest,” he said, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “I’ll come check on you after I finish up downstairs.”

“I offered to let Clover and Estelle stay the night,” Alicia said with a yawn. “I had Meadow’s girls wash the bedding so all the guest rooms should be fresh. Clover might want to go get her sisters, though.”

“Sisters, huh?” Ben grinned. “I’m not sure I can take on that many new females at the moment.”

Alicia shook her head then sank back on the pillow. “It’s just to keep them from forming a warren with the other Lapina. You won’t be able to breed them until after this next round. I don’t know who else to add besides Meadow and Estelle. Penelope, maybe?”

“That would be more than fine by me,” Ben said. “But we don’t have to decide immediately. Get some rest. We can talk about it in the morning.”

“Wait!” Alicia grabbed his arm as he stood up to go. “Husband, I need to tell you about Estelle. I was hoping to watch the first time, but… maybe it’s better if you do it alone. She’s very shy.”

She hurriedly told Ben about the sheep-girl’s wishes, fighting off the wave of exhaustion that threatened to overtake her. She was pleased to see his noticeable arousal when she explained the little Ovina’s private wishes.

“That’s unexpected,” Ben said. “But certainly doable. I’ll just have to consult my handbook before I do anything tonight, to make sure there’s nothing I’m missing. Most demi-beasts need to be pleasured for a few days before they can be bred, anyway. So you might only miss out on some playing. Now, go to sleep. I’ll tell you all about the sweet dreams I give to your sheep-girl in the morning.”

Alicia smiled and nodded, and fell asleep as quickly as her head fell into the plush pillow.
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As Alicia’s eyes drifted shut, Ben returned to the dining room to find Clover and Estelle stacking plates and tidying up.

“I thought I told you two to relax,” he said, though there was no real annoyance in his voice.

“We couldn’t just sit around while you did all the work,” Clover said cheerfully, handing him a stack of plates. “Besides, you’ve had a long day too.”

Estelle nodded, her movements quiet and efficient as she wiped down the table. “It’s the least we can do after such a wonderful dinner.”

The bunny girl glanced down at his pants and lifted an eyebrow. “And perhaps you’re not finished yet?”

“That depends,” Ben said with a laugh. “I’m not breeding anyone tonight. But I’m not against a bit of playing, if you’re in the mood. That was the reason Alicia invited you both, after all.”

“Oh, Ben,” Clover moaned and practically jumped into his arms. “You have no idea how much I want to play with you. But… we bunny-girls don’t really do things halfway. I’m afraid if you start anything with me, I’ll be forced to keep going, whether you like it or not. It would be best if we waited until you can take me and my sisters…”

Ben’s hands slid over the tightly stretched fabric of her skirt, admiring the firmness of the Lapina’s significant curves. Her fluffy tail was like velvet under his fingers and her breasts squished against his chest like the most luxurious pillows.

“Mmmm,” he said. “Well, in that case, I’ll have to take a rain check. We’ll make sure Alicia pencils you and your sisters in for immediately after this batch of females has been bred. How does that sound.”

“Delicious,” Clover said, bouncing on her toes and causing her breasts to ride up and down his chest. “I’m so horny for you, Ben. Just being close to you sends my hormones into a tizzy. I hate to wait, but like you said… I’m sure you’ll be worth it.”

Ben smiled, his heart swelling with gratitude for this second chance at life he’d been given. “Well, thank you,” he said. “It means a lot that you think so. I know you won’t be disappointed, when the time comes… Uh, one thing… just how many sisters do you have, again?”

“Only two for now,” she said, stepping reluctantly away from him. “But the longer we wait, the more likely it is that we’ll imprint on other Lapina in the living quarters. We could sync up with as many as a hundred Lapina, if we were spending a lot of time together.”

Ben tapped a finger to his lips. “Breeding the bunny brigade,” he said with a laugh. “Tempting… maybe we should wait until that Birthing Unit gets an upgrade…”

Clover swatted his shoulder playfully with her hand. “If you make me wait too long, I might just take matters into my own paws, mister. You can’t just walk around with a butternut squash in your pants and expect us girls to stand patiently by, waiting our turn.”

“Bring your sisters over,” Ben said. “I know my wife has already invited you, but you can bring them tonight. We’ll figure it out, I promise.”

“Thanks Ben,” Clover said, leaping in to give him a wet kiss on his cheek. “I’ll go get them now. Be back soon!”

She dashed out the door before Ben or Estelle could say goodbye.

Then, as if realizing she’d been rude, Clover flung the front door open again and shout-whispered. “Thanks again for inviting us. And tell Lady Alicia that we hope she feels better soon. If you’re already… busy… when we get back, then… I guess we’ll see you in the morning.”

“Goodnight,” Ben said, waving with a chuckle as the bouncy bunny-girl hurried back out into the night. “She’s something, isn’t she? Do you think her sisters are like that?”

Estelle could only nod, her voice seeming to have abandoned her now that she was left alone with Ben. She blushed, growing more shy than ever. They quietly put the rest of the dishes away and cleaned up the kitchen.

“Thanks for your help,” Ben said when they’d finished. “Alicia has set aside a nightgown for you in the blue room, if you’d like to get to bed. She told me a bit about your, uh… needs…”

Estelle blushed even harder, and Ben was at a loss for how to safely discuss the terms of her breeding if she was too shy to talk to him about it. His wife had explained that the sheep-girl wanted to ‘go to bed,’ and have him come into her room while she was ‘sleeping’ to take advantage of her.

Ben cleared his throat. “Listen, I know you’re a quiet girl and that you value your privacy,” he said. The sheep-girls’ light brown eyes shot up to his, her chest heaving with excitement. She nodded. “I want you to know that you never have to worry about me infringing on your personal space. Your room is yours for as long as you stay here. But… if I ever do anything that you don’t like, it might be a good idea for us to have a code word or something, that could tell me you want to stop. Do you think that’s a good idea?”

Estelle bit her lip, her hands clasped in front of her like a schoolgirl who thought she was going to get in trouble. “What about… no or stop?”

“We can do that,” Ben said. “Keep’s it simple. So long as you don’t ever want to say those words and have me ignore them.”

“Oh!” Estelle nodded her understanding, gazing at the floor. Ben could see how flushed her skin was by the blotches of pink on her chest. She was excited by this idea. “Yes. That’s smart. A code word.”

“Something you don’t like,” he said, trying to play along with her fantasy while also getting the necessary conversation about consent out of the way. “Something you wouldn’t say normally… uh… while you’re ‘sleeping.’ Maybe… the name of your most hated monster? You know a lot about monsters, don’t you?”

Estelle nodded again. Then, not meeting his eyes, she whispered, “Razorbeaks. They scare me.”

“Okay, great,” Ben said with a grin. “If you ever say ‘razorbeak’ I’ll stop whatever I’m doing immediately. No matter where I am or what I’m doing. Do you understand?”

The sheep-girl nodded again, still keeping her gaze averted. “Yes, Master.”

“Good,” Ben said, flinging a dish towel over his shoulder. “Now go to bed. I’ve got a bit of reading to do before I come upstairs, so I won’t be following you immediately.”

Estelle swallowed hard, daring to glance up at him through her long eyelashes. “And I’ll not be disturbed tonight? I’ll be safe in my own room, right, Master?”

Ben smiled at her bravery as she attempted to set the scene of her first experience with him.

“Of course,” he said, playing along. “Who would bother you? My wife is asleep, and I would never violate the privacy of one of my guests. You’ll be very safe.”

Estelle shuddered with obvious pleasure. “Thank you,” she whispered. “Goodnight, Master. I’ll… I’ll see you in the morning.”

“Goodnight, Estelle,” Ben said. “Sleep well, and have very sweet dreams.”

The sheep girl nearly sprinted up the stairs, her blond curls and ruffled skirts bobbing behind her. Ben was more aroused than he expected by her innocent-young-girl look. Despite her appearances and her shyness, Estelle had been a monster herder for Ashburn, and was actually one of the toughest demi-beasts on the farm when it came to fighting. Furthermore, like all the other demi-beasts, Estelle was hundreds of years old.

But for all her experience in the world, she was just as inexperienced sexually as if she were the young, shy girl she was pretending to be. Which made the act feel much more genuine, and Ben’s interest in fulfilling her fantasy all the stronger.

First, though, he needed to consult the Ovina section in his Demi-Beast Husbandry for Fun and Profit handbook to make sure he knew exactly what he was getting into, and to make the most of Estelle’s first time being touched by a man.
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Sloppy Bunny Study Date


The farmhouse was quiet, the creaks and murmurs of its old wooden frame settling into the night as the soft glow of lantern light flickered in the windows. Upstairs, Alicia and Estelle were quiet. Ben was pretty sure his wife had fallen asleep, but he knew the sheep-girl was likely laying awake, waiting for him to visit her.

Ben peered up the staircase where the door to the blue guest room was now closed, with no light showing beneath it. He imagined Estelle undressing, and getting into the lacy nightgown Alicia had provided. She would be curled up shyly, her knees close to her chest, feigning the innocent sleep of a child. Though if what Alicia had told him about the little Ovina’s fantasies, her thoughts would be anything but innocent. He smiled to himself, enjoying the anticipation of making her wait.

The fire in the hearth had burned low, leaving only faint embers glowing like fireflies in the grate. Ben set the lantern on a side table next to his chair, its warm light spilling over the floor.

He pulled the Demi-Beast Husbandry for Fun and Profit handbook from his pocket, and sank into the familiar comfort of the old armchair. With so many new demi-beasts on the farm, he knew it was time to dig deeper into the chapters about Lapina and Ovina females. Alicia had mentioned that she thought Clover and Estelle should be next in line to breed, and Ben wanted to make sure he understood their needs.

Flipping to the Lapina section, Ben’s eyes scanned the opening paragraphs.

Lapina females are highly social, playful, and affectionate creatures, with strong bonds to their families and friends. Those with silvery fur markings, often referred to as ‘wildbloods,’ exhibit an even more pronounced love for freedom and exploration, with magic that resonates more strongly with their natural surroundings.

He smiled to himself, thinking of Clover’s bubbly, excitable nature. It certainly explained her frequent ventures into the woods, her knack for finding honey, wildflowers, and now nuts and mushrooms. Wildbloods. It suited her.

These strong social bonds also come into play while mating. If a Lapina has formed an attachment to other females of her kind, she becomes dependent upon the others for both pleasure and fertility. The knowledgeable breeder will understand that it is always advantageous to breed Lapina in groups of three or more. Their bond with their sire is strengthened with every drop of seed he spills in any of the group, so impregnation occurs almost immediately. While Lapina are known to be very lusty and needy when they have a sire to breed them, they gestate their young very quickly. When breeding these cuddly, playful females, expect to do nothing but mating for at least three days.

Warning: it is difficult for these females to control their lust once breeding has been initiated. It is not uncommon for breeders to be mounted unexpectedly, or even held down by other females in the group while each Lapina takes her turn with her sire. Bonded Lapina’s actually feel one another’s pleasure, so they are never jealous of each other and will do almost anything to see their sisters satisfied by their Master. Including using force. It is the advice of this author that a breeder not ejaculate in any Lapina’s womb unless he is absolutely committed to the process.

Fortunately, initial breeding must be initiated by the sire. No matter how desperate the Lapina becomes, she cannot take a male by force unless he has already penetrated her or one of her bond-sisters.

A breeder who wishes to enjoy his Lapina females before he is ready to impregnate them should encourage oral play. These playful bunnies will eagerly suck, swallow, and gorge themselves on the Master’s erect member for as long as he wishes before he decides to breed them. Drinking the seed of her sire is the Lapina females’ preferred method of showing affection outside of breeding.

Two illustrations accompanied this write up. One of four bare bunny asses lifted towards a sire, each one in various states of seed-saturation. The other of four bunny faces gazing hungrily up at the viewer, their mouths wide open, and filled with creamy white cum. Ben shifted in his chair, already feeling the effects of his mind wandering to the future enjoyment of Clover and her sisters. While he wasn’t ready to breed them yet, if they were going to be living in his house, there would still be ample opportunity to play with the girls and get to know them a bit more intimately.

He skimmed through the section on Lapina magic, and was curious to read that the bunny-girls could not only enrich the lives and health of rabbits and other small, herbivorous mammals, but that they naturally enriched ecosystems to encourage plant and insect health and diversity. He was grateful that his bunnies had taken the initiative in collecting honey, as it had opened a lot of opportunities for the farm. There was definitely going to be an advantage to keeping them around and keeping them happy.

He also flipped farther to the back of the book, where there were charts that estimated breeding cycles, gestation periods, and post-natal development for each demi-beast species. While all estimates were variable based on how often the female was bred during her breeding cycle and how powerful her sire’s seed was, Ben was surprised to find that most only required one to four weeks of breeding and one week incubation in a maternity pod—though Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie all proved to be on the shorter end of the expected length of time. Whether that was because he’d been dedicated to their pleasure or because his seed was more powerful than most was anyone’s guess. But with Meadow’s cream increasing his virility, Ben expected future pregnancies in his females to develop quite rapidly. Lapina tended to have the shortest breeding cycles, probably because they were so intense. It was possible that Ben could breed the bunny girls sooner rather than later and have them out of the Birthing Unit before Meadow was ready to go in—Holstaurs tending toward longer breeding cycles.

More amazing was the fact that demi-beast children appeared to grow at an alarming rate. Almost double speed of human children, with magic abilities developing within the first year. That was going to be interesting… the terrible twos took on a whole new meaning when the toddler in question was able to shoot fireballs out of his nostrils (as some minotaur breeds apparently could.)

Ben decided he’d have to discuss these logistics with Alicia before they committed to the new breeding schedule.

Then he flipped back in the book to find the Ovina section. The pictures in this section were much less erotic than those he’d seen in other chapters. Ovina seemed often to dress modestly, looking like school-aged girls in ruffled frocks or shepherdesses in long, lacy Bo-Peep-like gowns. They were slender and small chested, as delicate and feminine as china dolls. In this way, Estelle certainly fit the bill. Ben wondered if her fantasies were normal for Ovina, or if she had peculiar tastes for her kind.

There is no demi-beast quite so sweet in appearance as the Ovina female. In stark contrast to the males of their species—who tend to be large, aggressive, and built like mountain rocks—the Ovina female is most often waifish and demure. At least in appearance.

A strange byproduct of the Ovina’s evolution is that their sweet appearances and self-effacing behavior often belies the heart of a powerful warrior. Think of them, rather than as sheep, as wolves in sheep’s clothing. Their innocence is a mask which has long protected them, encouraging gentle treatment from other demi-beasts and powerful humans, and also allowing them to surprise predatory creatures who do not expect them to be skilled in combat magic.

Yet, when it comes to breeding, the Ovina is as gentle as the lamb she appears to be. She will never take the lead, and must be guided gently toward the sire’s needs. Breeders may find it best to assume the role of teacher or Master in order to educate these shy females in the ways of being bred, praising and gently reprimanding as necessary in order to achieve the desired results. She will wish to please you, so it is important to be direct even when she is bashful.

Often these females will prefer to accept mating as an inactive participant—feigning disinterest, sleep, unconsciousness, or simply paralyzed fear when her sire comes to her. The more docile she is allowed to be, the more likely she is to conceive. In fact, even her climaxes will most often be silent. Sometimes orgasm causes the Ovina to faint completely, in which case the sire must complete the breeding process alone.

If the breeder wishes to leave a mark for the Ovina once she regains consciousness, gifts of seed applied to the breasts, belly, face, and anal areas are often appreciated and viewed as praise for her submission. Your female will give you signs toward her preference, though she may never wish to speak directly of the breeding act, so you may have to watch her carefully the next day.

If the breeder does not wish to ejaculate into an unconscious partner, he must make an effort to withhold her climax until he has already filled her with seed. The sensation of being filled is often enough to cause these sensitive females to faint, even without achieving orgasm, so proceed with caution.

Occasionally, a breeder will stumble upon a particularly outgoing female of this type who—rather than being inactive—prefers to actively resist mating. This is not true rejection, but one of the ways she stimulates ovulation, an inherited trait which encourages breeding with dominant males. She may wish to fight you, as if you are the wolf, only giving up her pleasure when it is forced upon her.

Learning which type of Ovina you have is likely to require some trial and error. This author recommends beginning with the assumption that your female is passive and submissive, and to make efforts to guide her in this way. If your breeding activates her resistance instincts, proceed with more forceful techniques.

A sire who stops mating at the first sign of resistance is not likely to get a second chance with these females.

As a result, aggressive Ovina tend to be bred less often. But they are also the most powerful females of their kind, and are well worth the effort of taming, even for breeders who do not enjoy being quite so forceful in their impregnation of demi-beasts. A sire who wishes to have the strongest children possible will find a way past his hesitations in order to conquer these ‘wolves in sheep’s clothing.’

Ben turned the page and was shocked by two follow-up illustrations. One of a sheep-girl with her legs forced open to receive a large, turgid erection. The text read: An aggressive Ovina is handily tamed by her experienced sire.

The next was of the same girl, seemingly unconscious, with a satisfied smile on her face, completely naked except for the seed spilling from her slit and covering her belly and chest. The text beneath the image read: This Ovina’s sire has left her a gift.

Ben blew out a long, slow breath. It turned out Estelle wasn’t unusual for her kind at all. The safe word he’d asked her to come up with would be useful, but only if she stayed conscious during their mating. Ben realized he was going to have to come up with a way to encourage a bit more conversation with his Ovina before taking things quite as far as the handbook suggested was safe.

Maybe he could write up a questionnaire or something, and have her fill it out in private.

Or maybe she’d be willing to speak with Alicia…

The soft sound of the front door opening broke Ben’s concentration, and he looked up as a voluptuous Lapina entered, a sly smile on her face. Clover’s silvery hair glinted in the lantern light as she held the door open. Behind her, two other bunny girls followed, their ears twitching and tails flicking as they peeked inside the house.

“Master Ben!” Clover chirped, her voice bright with excitement. “I brought my sisters! This is Lavender—” she motioned to the bunny girl with faintly purple tones mixed into her silvery hair, “—and this is Blossom.” The third girl stepped forward, her silvery hair carrying faint pink hues. Both of them had the same soft white ears and tails as Clover, but their eyes sparkled with a mix of curiosity and nervous energy.

All three bunny girls were stacked with improbable proportions, big bubbly breasts, tiny waists, and big, bouncy bottoms. They were practically vibrating with excitement.

Ben stood, offering them a warm smile. “Welcome to the house. It’s good to meet you both.”

Lavender and Blossom exchanged awestruck glances before Lavender darted forward, wrapping her arms around Ben’s waist.

“Thank you for inviting us inside!” she said, her voice soft but brimming with gratitude and, if Ben wasn’t mistaken, something more. “It’s such an honor, Master Ben.”

Blossom wasn’t far behind, grabbing his arm and looking up at him with wide, adoring eyes. “This house is so beautiful. And you’re—well, you’re amazing I can tell. Plus, Clover’s told us all about you.”

Ben chuckled, gently patting Lavender’s back. “Clover talks too much,” he teased, winking at Clover, who giggled and stuck her tongue out at him.

“Not true! I just tell them the truth,” Clover said, bounding over to his other side and slipping her arm through his. “They need to know how great you are!”

“Yup, yup, yup!” Blossom said, jumping up and down as she stroked Ben’s bicep. “I can already see for myself. You’re strong and handsome and smart and I want to have your babies!”

“I want to have his babies, too!” Lavender squealed, her fingers digging into Ben’s waist. “Breed me first, Master Ben! I’m the best bouncer. I’ve been practicing.”

“Patience, girls!” Clover said, winking at him from behind her sisters’ backs. “When he’s ready, I’m sure he’ll breed all of us. Isn’t that right, handsome?”

Before Ben could respond, Lavender and Blossom both started tugging at his arms, vying for his attention.

“Master Ben, do you always read such big books?” Lavender asked, eyeing the tome on the side table. “You really must be smart!”

“And so strong!” Blossom added, running her fingers over his forearm. “Your muscles feel even bigger than Clover said.”

“Not to mention your dick,” Lavender said, gasping as she looked down at Ben’s crotch, which had already responded to his studying. “Oh my, Clover. Look, he’s getting hard for us. He does want to breed us!”

Ben laughed, though he couldn’t deny the warmth spreading through him at their attention. The Lapina girls were as affectionate as the book had described, their energy bright and infectious. Still, he knew better than to let it go too far.

“Alright, alright,” he said, gently disentangling himself. “It’s late, and you girls have had a long day. You’ll have plenty of time to explore tomorrow.”

“But we’re not tired yet!” Clover protested, though her playful pout betrayed her amusement. “Maybe we could explore… your body?”

“Oh, yes, please Master?” Blossom begged, actually getting on her knees in front of him and grasping his thighs in her hands. “I want to touch you all over. With my tail. You should feel how soft my tail is, Master. You’ll really like it, I’m sure!”

Lavender gripped him by the waistband, tugging open his pants. “I just want to see it, Master. Please? Please can I see your manhood? I bet it’s huge. I bet it’s so big, it will hardly even fit in my mouth.”

Ben raised an eyebrow, his tone firm but kind. “Girls,” he said. “We literally just met.”

“But you invited us to live with you,” Clover reminded him, biting her lip. “Don’t you plan to use us while we’re here?”

“Eventually, if that’s what you wa—ant,” Ben started to say, then he gasped as he felt his cock spring free and something hot and warm envelop him. “Holy fuck, you are persistent, aren’t you?”

Groaning with pleasure, he looked down to see Lavender gazing up at him with shimmering purple eyes. Her full lips were wrapped around his shaft, and she was watching him as she pushed her face down his length slowly, taking more and more of him into her mouth.

The book had said they would be aggressive. And he supposed that, while the Lapina couldn’t force him to mate with them, that didn’t stop them from being desperate for his seed in other ways. Ben grabbed the bunny-girl’s head in both hands, stroking the base of her ears with his thumbs. If that’s what she wanted, he’d give it to her.

“Go on then,” he encouraged her, thrusting gently. “I’m not going to stop you if you’re that needy. I won’t breed you tonight, but if you need a taste…”

Clover rushed in and got to her knees beside Lavender. Blossom knelt on the other side.

“Me too, please, Master,” Clover begged.

Blossom nodded. “Yes, me too. I’m needy, too.”

They crushed their faces in next to Lavender’s, their pink tongues lapping at his balls and the base of his shaft. Each time Lavender drew back the other two moved in, slavering hungrily as they licked his cock, moaning in obvious desperation.

“Fuck that feels good,” Ben gasped, running his fingers through the bunny-girls’ hair and stroking their soft cheeks as they debased themselves for him, their pretty eyes all focused on his.

“Take it deeper, Lavender,” Blossom whispered in her sister’s ear. “You can do it!”

Clover stroked her own throat as if she could feel his dick sliding down it, though it was the purple-haired bunny-girl who was taking the brunt of his length. “Yes, deeper, Lav. Be a good sister and suck that dick.”

Lavender bobbed her head obediently, and Ben gently pulled on the back of her head to guide himself into her throat. About halfway in, he reached the tight muscles that prevented him from going deeper.

Blossom and Clover continued licking his balls and kissing the base of his shaft. Ben applied pressure to the back of Lavender’s head, encouraging her to take more. She gazed up at him, her eyes wide and teary from the effort of not gagging. She nodded desperately, telling him to push harder.

“Mmmffppl,” she mumbled around his head. “Mrrrrffl!”

Not knowing what she was trying to say but guessing the intent, Ben thrust, forcing his way deeper. The feeling of her throat opening and the muscles squeezing his swollen glans was incredible. Both Blossom and Clover squealed and moaned as they covered him in their saliva, their tongues lolling out like they were rabid animals.

“Glrk, glrk, glruk.” Lavender’s throat made wet sucking sounds as he began to fuck her face with a bit more force. “Mmmmllrk!”

Her lips tugged and squished over his length, and she leaned forward, her eyes locked on his, begging for more.

Ben’s fingers dug into her hair, holding her still as he gave her what she wanted. Blood rushed in his skull, throbbing as he thrust. His blood pressure seemed to rise with his lust, until suddenly, the pressure broke and he flooded Lavender’s throat with cum.

“MMlrk, glurk, gluk!”

She struggled to swallow as more and more seed shot straight down her throat and into her stomach. Clover and Blossom began to moan as if they could taste it, as they continued to nuzzle his crotch, licking every inch of bare skin their tongues could reach.

Finally, Lavender broke off with a smack of her lips, falling back on her heels, and gasping for breath. “Oh, Master. You taste so good. I want to drink your seed every day when I live here!”

Clover immediately grasped Ben’s shaft, sliding her hands through the slick saliva as she pumped him for more. “Open up, Blossom. Master has some for you, too!”

Blossom planted herself with her mouth wide open, her pink eyes locked on Ben’s hard, ready, cock. Ben groaned, allowing a second wave of climax to wash over him as Clover squeezed and jerked his length hard enough to make his balls ache.

The first rope of cum that shot from his dick missed the mark, splattering the pink-haired bunny girl’s face. The second rope landed on her tongue, filling her open mouth as Clover continued to milk him of his seed. He filled her mouth, and then she swallowed, only to open up for even more.

Clover kept up the pressure and rhythm to keep his body spraying. Each time Blossom closed her lips to swallow, he got more cum on her mouth and cheeks until soon it was dripping down her neck and into her cleavage. Soon she was absolutely drenched, and Lavender was licking cream from her sister’s tits like it was her job.

“My turn now, Master,” Clover said with the other two distracted. “I want you to fuck my face and cover me in your seed, just like you did to them. I want it all.”

Ben growled as he grabbed her by the hair, pushing his tip past her lips and over her tongue with a need that now rivaled their own. The moment he felt the back of her throat resist him, Clover opened even wider, shoving her face onto his dick and taking it all the way to the base in one movement. Then she started doing something with her throat that defied logic, contracting and pulsing the muscles as she moved her tongue along the bottom of his shaft, creating an uncanny swirling and sucking sensation.

“Fuck, Clover,” he gasped. “That’s so fucking hot.”

She reached up and grabbed his ass cheeks, pulling him onto her face as she violently bobbed her head. Ben’s balls felt like they were swelling as his body produced another load of seed for the desperate bunny girl, as if it knew just what she needed.

He blew without warning, his vision actually going black with the force of his orgasm as he pumped what felt like gallons of cum into the silver-haired Lapina’s throat. She swallowed eagerly, thirstily sucking it down as fast as it came, until suddenly she could take no more.

Ben couldn’t stop, though. Cream burst from her lips, spurting around his shaft, as her mouth filled. He pulled back, trying to take some pressure off as she attempted to swallow that mouthful too. Another wave sprayed all over her face and in her hair, covering her in streaks of white.

Clover’s eyes went wide and dreamy as the power of his seed hit her. She sagged against Lavender, who tugged at the collar of her dress, exposing the bunny girl’s big, soft breasts just in time for Ben to unload another shot of cum all over her chest.

Blossom and Lavender watched the cream spatter their dizzy sister’s tits with their mouths open, licking their lips. Immediately they descended on Clover, licking and sucking her breasts and nipples, cleaning her off with their hungry little mouths. Clover could only moan, writhing in pleasure at their ministrations.

Suddenly, she squeaked, and her thighs began to shake, her left foot thumping against the floor. Her sisters, still sucking her nipples, both climaxed as well, collapsing in a shuddering heap of shivering ecstasy as Ben showered them with a final spurt of his seed.

All three gazed up at him with bleary eyes and big happy grins. “Oh, Master, you’re too good to us,” Clover said when she’d finally recovered. “Can we do this every day?”

Ben tucked himself back into his pants as his heart finally began to resume a normal rate of beating. “You’ll have to schedule it with my wife,” he said.

“Mmmm, yes Master,” Clover said, slowly standing up, though her breasts still hung out of her dress and she still had strands of cum in her hair. “We’ll do that. Now…”

“Now, Bed,” Ben said, pointing at the stairs. “You can take either room with an open door.”

Sleepily, the girls supported each other, their hands around one another’s waists, as they stumbled up the stairs.

When they’d gone, Ben exhaled, rubbing a hand through his hair. That had been a bit more intense of a greeting than he’d planned on. And he still had to visit Estelle before getting to bed himself.

It was a good thing the system supported him in his breeding endeavors or he’d surely have become a dried out husk by now. He could hardly imagine breeding the three Lapina for days on end, even with his magically boosted stamina.

He bent to pick up the Demi-Beast Husbandry book, wondering if there were any notes on how to keep up with the needs of his females. He heard the exhausted girls shuffle into a room, closing the door behind them with a soft click.

As the house settled into silence once more, Ben sat back in his chair, picking up the book again. His gaze lingered on the page, but his thoughts were elsewhere.

The Lapina girls’ boundless affection and energy filled him with a deep sense of responsibility along with the obvious arousal. They looked at him as if he were their whole world, and in many ways, he was. While breeding was often a fun and playful pursuit on Lucky Nickel Acres, to the demi-beasts who had just been given freedom for the first time in years, he was their safe space. Their protector.

Maybe that was why he didn’t try to correct them when they called him Master.

Turning back to the book, he read on. It was open to the second half of the Lapina section.

Wildblood Lapina females are known for their amorous nature, particularly in the evening hours. It is vital to establish clear boundaries while nurturing their natural need for affection and belonging.

Ben chuckled to himself, shaking his head.

“No kidding,” he muttered, glancing toward the staircase. “Now, where was I? Oh yes, a quick goodnight to my sleepy sheep.”
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Sweet Dreams, Little Sheep


When Ben opened the door to the blue guest room, he tried to stay as quiet as possible. If Estelle had actually fallen asleep while he had been with the bunny girls, he didn’t want to disturb her—even if that was the root of her submissive fantasy. He couldn’t shake the ‘real life’ creep vibes of taking advantage of a sleeping woman. But as long as he knew Estelle was in on the game of pretend, he didn’t mind playing along.

The door creaked as he peered inside, and he saw the small, pretty Ovina curled up on top of the blankets almost exactly as he’d pictured her. She was wearing a frilly nightgown that barely covered her bottom, the ruffles extending out rather than down, like a doll’s dress. But it was clear that the dress was cut for a woman and not a child, as the bodice was made of a sheer, baby-blue lace through which her tiny nipples were visible as darker spots against her pale skin.

Her lovely blonde curls splayed out over the pillow like a halo around her perfect face. Her soft, woolly ears were barely visible in the waves of gold. Her eyes were closed, her long lashes resting gently on her plump, rosy cheeks.

Ben approached the bed. He licked his lips, feeling a bit nervous despite the fact that they’d already discussed her fantasy—or at least, she’d discussed it with Alicia and he’d confirmed it with her. But it still felt wrong to be watching her as she slept, or pretended to sleep.

And it felt even more wrong that he was obviously aroused by the act.

He watched her eyelids, checking for the tell-tale twitches that would be evidence that she was asleep and dreaming. While her chest rose and fell regularly, her eyelids remained still. And as Ben watched, he thought she was perhaps breathing a bit too quickly for someone who was in deep sleep. As if she knew he was there and was waiting for something to happen, wishing it would.

Slowly, he knelt on the floor next to the bed, staring at her in her vulnerable state. Ben was surprised to see that she was wearing thigh-high stockings, which didn’t seem comfortable to sleep in. But as he inspected them, he realized they weren’t stockings at all. Estelle had wool growing on her lower legs and halfway up her thighs, as fine and white as that of her ears, which he hadn’t yet touched but which looked like puffy little clouds of cotton when they peeked out of her hair. The wool on her legs appeared to have been sheared close to her skin, but the way it thinned at the top of her legs made Ben think it must only grow there.

Tentatively, he reached out a finger to touch Estelle’s calf. Her legs were curled up close to her chest, with her knees toward him. As he rubbed her leg, feeling the crushed velvet sensation of her fur moving beneath his hand, her muscles twitched and she let out an almost imperceptible gasp.

Ben’s eyes darted to her face, his heart beating quickly. She kept her eyes closed, but her cheeks were pinker than they had been before, and her chest was rising and falling rapidly now. Apparently her ability to act only went so far when she was so eager for what was to come.

Despite the fact that Ben knew she was awake, and was looking forward to the pretend breach of trust, Ben’s body was reacting as if the act were real. He felt a sudden fear that she might open her eyes and catch him in the act of violating her, which made absolutely no sense. But it didn’t seem to matter, especially not to his cock, which had decided that violating the little sheep-girl was exactly what the doctor had ordered.

Pervert, he mentally chastised himself. You’re completely deranged, you know that? They put guys in jail for this kind of thing back in the real world…

But that was only if it was an actual violation. This was a fantasy, a consensual act designed to explore those darker desires. Was he any more perverted for wanting to violate the sleeping sheep-girl than she was for wanting to be violated by a strange man when spending the night as his guest?

Ben pushed the thoughts from his mind, dragging his fingers through the wool on Estelles lower legs, up over her knee, and to her slender thighs. He could feel the heat of her skin more keenly as he ran his palms lightly over the area where the wool thinned and made way for the silky, smooth flesh of her upper thighs.

Through the thin, lacy bodice, Ben could see the sheep-girls’ nipples hardening. Her small breasts rose and fell in short, gasping breaths. Her eyelids were wrinkled slightly, as if she were concentrating on keeping them closed, not wanting to ruin the moment for herself.

Emboldened by the signs that she was enjoying the act as much as he was, Ben touched her a bit more forcefully, rubbing his hand up her thigh, under the ruffled skirt, and over her hip. He felt more ruffles there, which must have been some kind of frilled panties. He suddenly wanted desperately to see them, but he made himself slow down bringing his hand back to her thighs, where he stroked the insides of both legs with his fingers.

Estelle’s muscles twitched again, and she let out a barely audible moan. Ben paused, pulling his hand away abruptly, feeling his pulse quicken. Again, he felt on the verge of being caught doing something he shouldn’t and was almost ashamed of how that fear added to his pleasure.

But as the sheep-girl got her breathing under control, and slipped back into her feigned rest, Ben swallowed hard. Watching her chest heaving, he focused on the hard buds of her tiny nipples, just two dark lumps beneath the lace of her nightgown. Instead of returning his fingers to her thighs, this time Ben ran the tips of them over the lace, pushing just hard enough to scratch her nipples with the fabric.

She stiffened at his touch, her breasts telling the truth of her arousal, even while she pretended not to know what he was doing. Ben circled each nipple, rubbing the little nerve buds until Estelle’s breathing hitched. In his experience, women with smaller breasts had much more sensitive nipples, and for Estelle this seemed to be true as well.

Ben took a deep breath, his cock straining against the front of his pants in anticipation, and slipped his hand inside the collar of her nightgown. Her skin was so hot he groaned at the touch, then clamped his mouth shut, terrified that he would wake her. When he remembered, again, that this was just pretend, he relaxed, enjoying the feeling of her erect nipples rubbing his palms like rough pebbles against his skin. He took the small handful of her breasts, one at a time, in his hand, squeezing gently. Then more firmly.

He could feel Estelle’s heart hammering against her chest like that of a frightened rabbit. For some reason, this made Ben even more excited. With his other hand, he stroked the side of her face, running his fingers through her hair, petting her ears as if he were comforting her as she had a frightening dream. But as he comforted her with one hand, he violated her with his other, rubbing and pinching her nipples with more force.

She whimpered in her feigned sleep, gasping and panting, but keeping her eyes firmly closed. Ben tugged the top of her nightgown down over her shoulder, finding the lace somewhat stretchy. He pulled the material down enough to expose both of her small breasts. The two little apples of flesh had grown hard as her nipples had tightened. Ben continued to stroke her hair and ears as he gazed down at her in appreciation.

Estelle was so small and delicate looking he could easily forget that she had been the demi-beast in charge of handling and breeding monsters on Ashburn’s farm. In the frilly nightgown she looked so sweet and innocent that the desire that flooded him was tinged with guilt. He had to forcibly remind himself that this was how Ovina’s were, and that he wasn’t actually doing anything wrong.

Even as his mind balked, his cock did not.

Ben was forced to open his pants to free his throbbing erection. Kneeling next to the bed, he kept his fingers intwined in her hair as he released his cock, sighing with relief. The bed was low-slung and Estelle’s body was curled near enough to the edge, that, leaning forward, he could bring his cock close enough to press the tip against her lips.

He did so, groaning again, as he felt the heat of her panting breath washing over his head. Drops of precum dotted her pink, parted lips. Holding her head with his fingers still grasping her hair, a bit more forcefully now but not enough to ‘wake’ her, he guided his cock tip over her mouth, smearing the clear ejaculate on her lips until they shone.

Then he pushed, pressing her lips apart. Finding her jaw relaxed, he was easily able to slide his girth into her mouth. The hot, wetness of her limp lips and tongue sent jolts of searing lust through his body.

Ben found himself so aroused by the act that he had to pull back, afraid that just the sensation of her breath would be enough to make him come with how sensitive he’d become. While part of him longed to do just that, spilling his seed in her half open mouth as she pretended to sleep, he wasn’t ready yet. He wasn’t nearly finished with their little game.

As he removed his dick from her mouth, Estelle made another gentle whimper, and flopped from her side to her back like she was having a bad dream. Her little breasts heaved, still bared, her nightgown askew—she looked as if she had no idea what he’d been doing to her, but the thudding of her heart, which he could feel as he caressed them, told Ben she knew and she wanted more.

“Let’s see what you’ve got under this dress, shall we?” Ben whispered, shifting down the length of the bed until he was at her feet, looking up the length of her petite body.

Now that she was on her back, the enticing gap between her thighs, which were too slender to meet in the middle, was an immediate draw for his gaze. The layered skirt of the nightgown came down just low enough to completely hide the apex of the sheep-girl’s narrow thighs.

Ben leaned on the bed, slowly at first, his rigid cock bouncing between his legs as he settled himself into position. When Estelle didn’t stir, he moved with a bit more purpose, running his hands up the insides of her legs and easing her thighs apart until they fell to the sides. He could just peek at the slip of tight fabric stretched across her crotch, hidden in the shadows of the ruffled skirt.

Inching his fingers up her sides, Ben shoved the skirts up and away from her sex. The nightgown crinkled and crumpled around her waist as he lifted it until her pale stomach and little panties were exposed. With the top of her nightgown pulled down and the skirts pushed up, she looked like she’d been ravaged already. But when he saw the ruffled panties—which were far too small even on her tiny frame—barely covering her pussy, he knew he was going to do far more than he’d already done.

He'd told Alicia she might only miss some playing tonight, but with the sheep-girl so submissively vulnerable beneath him, Ben no longer had any interest in going slow. Unless she ‘woke up’ to use her safe word, he was going to breed her. His very soul ached for it.

Swallowing hard again, Ben moved closer, pushing her thighs far enough apart that he could kneel between them. Then he slid his hand under her small bottom, lifting her slightly, admiring the way the panties dug into her pale flesh. He didn’t know why, exactly, but the fact that they were obviously too small and uncomfortable made him even harder.

Ben tugged the ruffled fabric down over Estelle’s hips as she moaned sleepily, lifting her arms above her head to stretch her body before him. He pulled the panties down to her knees, which he had to keep pressure on to keep apart with the tight fabric stretched between them. The sheep girl continued her feigned sleep as he undressed her, clearly eager for more.

Her hairless pussy was a tiny v between her legs, with an even tinier line separating the two halves. Ben pushed her knees apart, forcing her lips to part so that he could see the bright pink folds inside and her little opening, which looked far too small to stretch around the thick erection he was sporting.

Ben groaned with desire as he lifted the sheep-girl’s legs and pushed them up to her chest, with the panties still strung together between them, binding her slightly. He put a finger between her lips, rubbing as he had her nipples. That made her stir and whimper, though she kept her eyes closed. She was slick with her excitement and his fingers moved easily over the hot, inner skin of her pussy.

Unable to make himself take it any more slowly, he pushed a finger inside her slit making a come-hither motion with it as he rubbed his thumb on her clit. Estelle went rigid beneath him, her breath came in sharp bursts, her eyes squeezed shut tight. Her skinny thighs shook, as if she’d already been on the cusp of climax with his teasing, and he was now taking her to the edge.

Remembering what the Demi-Beast Husbandry book had said, however, Ben didn’t want her to come yet. He didn’t want her to faint before he’d had a chance to fuck her. Roughly, no longer caring if it startled her from her feigned dreams, Ben pulled his fingers from her pussy and lifted her bare ass onto his lap. His thick cock slapped onto her slit, feeling big and heavy compared to her small size.

Estelle blinked up at him sleepily, her mouth opening in an ‘o’ of surprise. “Master Nickels? W-what are you doing here?”

Ben didn’t answer as he held her ass in both hands, squeezing it hard and sliding his cock through her juices. Her little lamb’s tail flicked against his legs, almost as if it was wagging in pleasure.

“What are you doing to me?” she gasped, looking down at her half-robed body and the panties slung between her knees. She couldn’t help herself from moaning, though, as he dragged his big dick over her exposed clit, rubbing himself back and forth over her excitement.

Ben lifted her hips higher, arching her back off the bed, as he pulled back and changed the angle, this time lining the head of his cock up with the small opening in her pussy.

“Master Nickels, you can’t! What about your wife?”

His wife, Ben almost laughed. That was funny, considering she’d been the one to arrange this little interlude. But he found the Ovina’s feigned protests as arousing as her pretend sleep. Estelle’s eyes widened as he shoved her knees toward her shoulders and pushed his cock into her body.

He watched as her pussy stretched over the head of his impossibly thick shaft, but as tight as she was her sex was powerless to resist his penetration.

“Y-your wife,” the little Ovina whimpered, her face locked in an expression of shock as he forced himself upon her. “What about… your wife?”

Ben grunted as he was sheathed in her hot, wet sex. Once she was fully impaled on his dick, he lowered himself over top of her, using his weight to pin her to the mattress, her legs crushed between their chests.

He gave her a powerful thrust, causing her to gasp loudly in his ear.

“Be quiet,” he grunted, thrusting again. “Or she’ll hear you. Now stay still while I breed you.”

Estelle bit her lip, pushing with both hands against his shoulders, as if she wanted him to stop. But she wasn’t anywhere near strong enough to resist him. Ben was glad they’d talked before hand about this possibility, and that she had a safe word in place, because he felt himself tapping into some kind of primal urge to dominate the small female and her protests drove his lust to frenzied heights.

“No, Master Nickels, you c-an’t do th-this to me,” she whispered, her voice trembling and hitching each time he thrust. “I-ay tru-trusted y-ou!”

It was a good thing the Ovina was flexible, because he had her folded up like origami as he slammed his length deep into her slit. She was so tight her body clung to him as he pulled out, grasping at his girth like a hungry mouth, and making him even more mad with desire. He ground his hips with a rocking motion, grinding her into the mattress.

“Ooooh, gods,” she cried out. “How are you so big? It hurts, Master. It hurts.”

But it didn’t hurt enough for her to stop him. The only thing that could stop him now was if she used her safe word.

“Shhh,” he growled in her ear. “It will be over soon. Try to relax.”

She didn’t relax. She tried to fight him instead, scratching his back, and shoving at his shoulders, only emphasizing her weakness in comparison to his much larger body. And the harder she fought him, the harder he fucked her.

He held her head, gripping her by the hair, and forcing her to look at him. Her light brown eyes were wide, and darting from side to side, but her cheeks were growing splotchy with a tell-tale blush of excitement. Ben stared down into her pretty little face as he hammered his shaft in and out of her slit, knowing she was as close to climax as he was.

Suddenly, she lurched beneath him, crying out. Fluid squirted from her slit, drenching his thighs through his open pants. She buried her face against his neck and bit into the meat of his shoulder to stop herself from screaming. Ben groaned, the pain of her attack causing him to pump his hips harder

As soon as he felt her pussy start to flutter and clench, Ben came, grunting as he filled her with his seed.

Estelle went limp beneath him, no longer fighting as he thrust again, sending a second wave of cream into her womb. Even her tightly squeezing sex eased as the power of her orgasm caused her to faint.

As if of their own accord, Ben’s hips continued to move, his dick sliding effortlessly through her now-relaxed pussy. Estelle’s head lolled against the pillow, her eyes closed, and her mouth hanging open. He suddenly realized what he was doing and pushed himself off of her unconscious form, pulling out immediately.

The sudden friction of his quick retreat, caused his balls to tighten, sending a huge spurt of cum over her sex and stomach. The sheep girl lay completely still, snoring softly, her nightgown crumpled around her middle with her small breasts exposed, her thighs parted, and Ben’s seed dripping from her swollen, bruised lips and pooling in her bellybutton.

Fuck, Ben thought. She looks like a broken sex doll.

Now that the moment was over, he felt a bit ashamed of himself. After tucking himself back into his pants, he picked the girl up, lifting her gently to roll her onto her side, so he could pull the blanket out from underneath her. He tugged her nightgown back up to cover her breasts. Then, considering the cream-pied state of her pussy, he pulled her panties the rest of the way off, using them to mop up the excess seed before he pulled her dress down and the blankets up.

He left the semen covered panties on top of the covers, then bent to kiss the girl’s cheek. Petting her hair and stroking her wooly ear, he whispered, “Sweet dreams, little sheep.”

Estelle smiled, as if she were already dreaming. Without opening her eyes, she whispered back, “Thank you, Master.”

Seeing the sleepy smile on her face absolved Ben of the guilt he might otherwise have felt as he slipped from the room, closing the door gently behind him.

Finally, it was time to go to bed with his wife. And this time, he was actually going to sleep.


20
An Elegant Solution


The smell of oil and hot metal mingled with the hiss of steam as Lillian Belle—owner of the highly exclusive and enduringly trendy couples’ intimacy boutique, “Marital Bliss”—stepped into the workshop, her fashionable suede heels clicking against the grease-slicked floor.

She immediately regretted her decision to wear Coalridge’s outfit—the sage green cape and matching shoes were too nice for a place like this. And now that they’d broken up, she wasn’t likely to be gifted a new set. Unless, of course, his next girlfriend was interested in the many toys and enhancements Lillian offered in her store. Perhaps then they might arrange an amicable trade.

As it was, however, a stray grease smudge would be a disaster for her ivory lace dress, which she gingerly lifted with her fingertips as she followed her driver into the noisy chaos of clanging tools and muttered curses.

Lillian’s gaze swept over the dimly lit workshop, where mechanics in soot-streaked overalls hunched over an array of steam-powered carriages and wagons in varying states of disrepair. She wrinkled her nose as a puff of acrid smoke drifted toward her from a nearby workbench.

“Honestly,” she muttered under her breath. “Is it too much to ask for a little cleanliness? Maybe some potpourri or incense? It smells like man-sweat in here, and not the good kind.”

Her driver, a lanky man named Amos, turned to her with a sheepish expression. He was holding a small, dull crystal in his hand—the very one he had removed from the engine earlier.

“I’m afraid it’s the power crystal, Miss Belle,” he explained. “It’s completely drained. Without it, the engine’s been running hot, and it’s caused some damage to the core. We’ll need a replacement crystal and repairs to get it running again.”

Lillian huffed, crossing her arms over her chest and accidentally clinking her gold bangles together.

“A replacement crystal? Damaged core? Do you mean to tell me this is all because Lawrence Coalridge couldn’t be bothered to maintain my steam carriage when I so generously lent it to him for his journey to the country?”

Amos looked as though he wanted to disappear into the floorboards. “Well, uh, I wouldn’t put it that way, ma’am…”

“You’re right,” she said. “His maintenance habits are not the problem. It’s the fact that he’s a coward who was in such a rush to get back to Cinderfell after Ashburn’s fall that he forgot to refuel. If you ask me, cowardice is a much greater sin than sloth. But neither would be my problem if he wasn’t too cheap to buy his own godsbedamned carriage!”

“Well, ma’am… we can fix it, but…”

But Lillian wasn’t listening. She tapped her heeled shoe impatiently, her gray eyes darting toward the workshop manager, a burly man wiping his hands on a grease-streaked rag as he approached.

“You!” she called, pointing a finger in his direction. “How long is this going to take? I’m on a very tight schedule.”

The manager, whose name badge read “Hank,” raised an eyebrow and looked her over, clearly unimpressed by her pristine appearance amidst the chaos of his workshop.

“Well, ma’am, depends on how bad the damage is. We’ll need to clean out the engine housing, replace the crystal, and recalibrate the steam valves. Could be a day or two, maybe longer.”

“A day or two?” Lillian’s voice rose, earning a few curious glances from the mechanics. “I don’t have a day or two! I have a client in Grimsby expecting a delivery. Do you even know how much money this trip is worth to me?”

Hank scratched his head, looking wholly unconcerned. “Not much I can do about it, ma’am. We don’t have spare crystals in stock, so we’ll have to source one from the supply depot. And as for the core damage, that’s a delicate job. Needs time.”

Lillian’s freckled cheeks flushed with frustration. She reached up to adjust the fur-lined collar of her cape, trying to maintain some semblance of composure.

“You don’t understand,” she said through gritted teeth. “This is not just any client. It’s a new and potentially very lucrative client. I promised to deliver it in person. Do you know what it would do to my reputation if I failed to meet my commitment?”

Hank shrugged, utterly unbothered. “It’s Grimsby, ma’am.”

His implication was clear. How important could a client from a backwater like Grimsby possibly be? And to be perfectly fair, Lillian had to admit that had been her first impression when she’d seen the order come in as well. She’d been planning to let one of her customer service agents handle the measurements for the custom job until she’d seen the catalogue order. How someone from Grimsby had the money or the libido to come up with such a list was beyond her, but she was immediately curious to see who this young married couple, the Nickels’, were.

Lillian knew all the kinkiest habits of all the most prestigious members of Cinderfell society, but she’d never fulfilled an order quite as extensive as what had come from the Grimsby General Store.

Ashburn had been one of the few land barons willing to make his living out there, and that was mostly because he knew no one in Cinderfell could stand his weaselly face and his pompous little moustache. Ashburn was the kind of man who needed to be a big fish in a small pond, because in a big pond—or a veritable sea, like Cinderfell—he could never measure up.

Of course, Coalridge had been drawn to Grimsby for the same reason. That and the easy money promised by opening a leather processing plant far enough from Cinderfell not to offend sensibilities and close enough to efficiently feed the needs of the ravenous fashion industry.

But Coalridge was a coward and Ashburn was dead. Which meant if Lillian wanted to know what was going on behind closed doors in Grimsby, she’d have to investigate herself. And hopefully secure herself a life long pervert—er, client.

Lillian glared at the mechanic, then turned on her heel to pace, her shoes clicking sharply against the floor.

“Unbelievable,” she muttered. “Of all the times for Coalridge’s carelessness to catch up with me…”

Her thoughts spiraled as she considered the implications. She and Lawrence had fought constantly over his impulsive decisions, but this… this was the last straw. Even now, months after their breakup, his negligence was costing her time, money, and stress.

She briefly considered whether it was in poor taste to still be wearing the outfit he had gifted her. Stroking the buttery suede of her cloak between her fingers, she quickly dismissed the thought. He was surely still enjoying the luxuries she had provided from her store, with some other women, no doubt. Mostly because he could never satisfy a woman without those luxuries… Lillian snorted, remembering the lengths she’d gone to in order to give him a little more length. And girth. And staying power.

Besides, it wasn’t as though he had the right to dictate what she wore anymore.

Hank cleared his throat, dragging her back to the present. “Look, ma’am, I can get you an estimate by tomorrow morning. You want the work done right or fast?”

Lillian opened her mouth to argue, but Amos stepped in.

“Miss Belle, maybe we should think about alternative arrangements? I could inquire about a rental wagon, or—”

But Lillian wasn’t listening. She had spotted a sleek steam carriage parked near the city gates through the open workshop doors, and a stern-looking woman speaking with a guard beside it. Something about the woman’s no-nonsense demeanor and well-tailored outfit intrigued her. Perhaps, just perhaps, there was another way to get to Grimsby after all.

Lillian strode decisively to her broken carriage, opened the rear door, and yanked out her sizable suitcase.

“I won’t need a rental,” she said abruptly, already making her way toward the exit. “Stay here and make sure this… workshop doesn’t delay my repairs any further.”

Amos blinked after her. “What are you going to do, ma’am?”

Lillian turned back with a determined gleam in her sparkling gray eyes. “I’m going to hitch a ride.”

And with that, she strode toward the city gates, her cape billowing behind her as she left the chaos of the workshop—and Coalridge’s lingering failures—in her wake.
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The city gates of Cinderfell were bustling with activity, the rhythmic chug of steam engines mingling with the chatter of guards, travelers, and merchants. Amid the clamor, Lillian Belle stood near the workshop exit, her hands resting on her hips as she eyed the scene with a mixture of irritation and determination.

Her gaze was locked on the sleek, black steam carriage, polished to a mirror shine, its brass fixtures gleaming in the midday sun. She couldn't help the pang of envy that rippled through her. If only her own wagon hadn’t been ruined by Coalridge’s neglect, she’d be leaving for Grimsby in style, not groveling at the feet of a mechanic.

Next to the carriage stood a tall, imposing woman in a perfectly tailored dark suit, her rigid posture commanding attention. Her severe expression and hawk-like gaze made the guard in front of her shift uncomfortably as he scribbled notes into a ledger. Lillian took a step closer, straining to overhear their conversation.

“I require discretion,” the woman said in clipped tones, her voice as sharp and efficient as her appearance. “Grimsby may be insignificant, but my business there is not. Ensure this route remains off the public register.”

“Yes, ma’am,” the guard stammered, clearly cowed by her presence. He looked over the paper again, clearly double-checking for errors.

Lillian’s curiosity burned. Had she said ‘Grimsby?’

She had just dared to hope the woman might be heading the same direction as her, as she was leaving from the south gate. But she hadn’t imagined she would actually be heading to the town itself.

What could someone so important possibly want in Grimsby? Unless she’s also selling ‘intimate’ merchandise…

Lillian smoothed her fur-lined cape, squared her shoulders, and approached the woman with a carefully calibrated air of poise and friendliness.

“Pardon me,” Lillian began, her voice warm and musical, “but I couldn’t help overhearing that you’re bound for Grimsby.”

The woman’s icy blue eyes turned on Lillian, narrowing slightly as she took in the younger woman’s vibrant attire and flawless makeup. The contrast between Lillian’s bubbly beauty and the woman’s austere elegance was striking.

“I don’t see how that’s any of your business,” she replied curtly. “I don’t even know who you are. And I know everyone.”

It was clear she was implying she knew everyone of importance, and the fact that she did not know Lillian was all she needed to know. Lillian was surprised, as she was quite well known—if somewhat infamous—amongst the rich and famous in the mercantile class. This woman was clearly a noble, which was a whole different level of uppity. Still, the noble class weren’t strangers in her store either.

She bit back a snarky reply concerning whether or not the lady’s husband might have heard of her. She wanted to be on the woman’s good side, after all.

“Lillian Belle,” she said with as charming a smile as she could muster, dipping her head slightly in greeting. “I happen to have urgent business in Grimsby as well. Unfortunately, my own transport is… temporarily indisposed.” She gestured vaguely behind her toward the workshop. “Might I trouble you for a ride? I promise I’ll stay out of your way.”

The woman raised a single, arched brow. “Miss Belle, I don’t make a habit of offering rides to strangers, especially when my work requires absolute privacy. What exactly is your business in Grimsby?”

“Oh, nothing that would interfere with whatever… discreet… matters you’re attending to,” Lillian said lightly, clasping her hands in front of her. “In fact, my own business is of a rather private nature. Suffice it to say, I specialize in bespoke goods. Delicate items, you see, tailored to my clients’ unique needs. I have a rather large custom order to fulfill, and I simply must ensure the measurements are taken personally.”

She added suggestive emphasis on every word that could possibly be injected with inuendo, realizing a bit too late that it was only making her sound as if she had some sort of speech impediment.

The woman’s gaze lingered on Lillian, her expression unreadable. “Custom goods, you say?” she asked, her tone laced with skepticism.

“Indeed,” Lillian replied, lifting her chin ever so slightly. “My work is highly regarded in the capital. Discretion is practically my middle name.”

The woman let out a small, dry laugh, though her severe expression barely softened. “And what, precisely, makes you think my carriage has room for a… purveyor of ‘custom goods’ and her questionably legal luggage?”

“I assure you there is nothing questionable about the legality of my wares,” Lillian said with a sniff. Then she clasped her hands together in mock helplessness, deciding to try another tack. “It’s just that your carriage is so beautiful and well-maintained. Clearly, you know how to travel in style. It’s not every day you see such fine craftsmanship, even in Cinderfell.” She paused, her silvery-gray eyes sparkling. “It seems a shame to waste all that space when we’re both heading to the same destination.”

The woman’s lips thinned, though there was a glimmer of begrudging acknowledgment in her icy eyes. “You’re persistent, I’ll give you that.”

“I prefer ‘resourceful,’” Lillian countered smoothly, her smile widening. “And you are…?”

The woman hesitated for a fraction of a second before replying, “Graythorne. Lady Helena Graythorne.”

The name meant nothing to Lillian, but she kept her expression neutral, her head tilting slightly in a show of polite interest.

“Lady Graythorne,” she repeated, as though the title impressed her. “What an honor. I’ll be no trouble at all, I assure you.”

Lady Graythorne studied her for a long moment, as though weighing the risks of allowing Lillian to accompany her.

“You seem… harmless enough,” she said at last, though her tone suggested she remained unconvinced. “Very well, Miss Belle. You may ride with me. But I expect you to keep your ‘custom goods’ talk to yourself. My business requires focus.”

“Of course,” Lillian agreed brightly, though she couldn’t help the faint smirk tugging at her lips. Whatever Lady Graythorne’s work entailed, it was clearly more dramatic than a simple delivery to Grimsby. “And thank you, truly. I won’t forget your generosity.”

“Generosity,” Graythorne muttered under her breath as she turned toward the carriage. “That’s one word for it.”

As the guard finished registering Lady Graythorne’s travel plans, Lillian discreetly followed her to the carriage, hiding her triumphant grin. She had no idea who Lady Graythorne really was or what she was up to, but one thing was certain—this trip to Grimsby was going to be far more interesting than she’d expected.

As Lillian passed her suitcase to the driver so he could load it into the carriage, she cast a sidelong look at her serious traveling companion, and wondered if she may have found another potential client. Lady Graythorne had the prim and proper, stuck up attitude of a woman who hadn’t had an orgasm in a very long time, and Lillian sold a number of devices to help women with just that sort of problem, after all.
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The steam carriage hummed to life, its polished brass fittings gleaming in the afternoon sun as it rumbled away from the gates of Cinderfell. Lillian Belle settled herself into the plush interior, careful not to crease the lace of her dress as she adjusted her cape. Across from her, Lady Graythorne sat as rigid as a marble statue, her hands folded neatly in her lap. Her dark, tailored suit was immaculate, the fabric of a quality that even Lillian had to admit was impressive.

The carriage rocked slightly as it left the smooth cobblestone streets for the less polished roads that wove through the outskirts of the city. Lillian’s fingers clutched at the edge of her seat. “Well,” she began, her voice cheerful despite the awkward tension, “I must thank you again, Lady Graythorne. I’ve always found traveling alone so tedious, haven’t you?”

Lady Graythorne glanced at her, her expression unreadable. “Traveling is a necessity, not a leisure,” she said curtly.

“Of course,” Lillian replied, undeterred. “Still, it’s nice to have company, wouldn’t you agree?”

Lady Graythorne gave a noncommittal hum, her eyes drifting to the window as the bustling opulence of Cinderfell faded into the sprawling countryside. Lillian, determined to keep the conversation alive, leaned forward slightly.

“You must be very important,” she said with a conspiratorial smile. “The way the guards snapped to attention when you arrived. I imagine your work involves... sensitive matters?”

Graythorne’s lips twitched—whether in annoyance or amusement, Lillian couldn’t tell. “I uphold human values,” she said vaguely, her tone clipped. “My work often requires discretion and an unwavering commitment to what is right.”

“Oh!” Lillian exclaimed, her eyes widening. “Are you in politics, then? Or perhaps law enforcement?”

Lady Graythorne arched an eyebrow. “Something like that.”

Lillian leaned back, her mind racing. Upholding human values... discretion... commitment... Was Lady Graythorne investigating corruption in Grimsby?

Coalridge had been on about something like that after Ashburn had been shot and killed. Lillian had to admit she’d tuned most of it out. Of all her ex-boyfriend’s dubious connections, she’d disliked Ashburn the most. The fact that some woman had dissuaded his over-entitled attitude with a bullet to the head was, in her opinion, a gleeful sort of delight.

Lillian had certainly engaged in a bit of light-hearted gossip after the event. But it had been mostly around whether or not they would find any evidence of unusual sexual proclivities once the estate had been investigated. Ashburn just seemed like the type to have some sexual skeletons in his closet.

Sadly, they’d found nothing.

But to Lillian, this was almost startling. What could be more unusual than having no interest in sex at all? Lillian shuddered inwardly. How horrifying! Ashburn really was a creep.

But the more she thought about it, the more Lillian’s mind churned through her memory of the event. Wasn’t there some upstart new land baron working out there? What was his name?

Nicholas Benston?

Suddenly, something clicked. Lillian’s eyes widened and she scrambled to retrieve the order form from her carryall. She gasped. That was it!

Lucky Nickel General Store.

Care of Ben and Alicia Nickels of Lucky Nickel Acres.

She remembered something else. Lawrence had been whispering about illegal intercourse with demi-beasts occurring on that farm. He’d said Ashburn wanted to put a stop to it all. Ashburn of the purity police, the thought made Lillian snort. She’d much rather be pleasured by a demi-beast than that pompous, limp-dick, top hat wearing…

She shook herself.

Ashburn was dead. But if her new client was none other than the degenerate Ben Nickels, discretion would be even more important. The thought intrigued her. While her work as the proprietor of Marital Bliss had little to do with politics, she had a keen ear for gossip, and the whispers about Lucky Nickel Acres had been impossible to ignore. She would hardly be able to claim ignorance if she was caught supplying marital intimacy products to a man who was using them on demi-beasts…

So, she supposed she musn’t be caught.

There was no way in the underworld she was going to turn down the kind of coin that his wife was offering to shell out in the name of their “Marital Bliss” after all…

Across from her, Lady Graythorne studied Lillian with equal curiosity. The young woman’s bubbly demeanor and vibrant attire were almost comically at odds with the dour practicality of Grimsby’s reputation.

“You mentioned earlier that your work involves ‘custom goods,’” Graythorne said, her voice carefully neutral. “What, exactly, does that entail?”

Lillian hesitated, momentarily thrown off guard. She couldn’t very well explain the true nature of her boutique—selling intimate items to couples wasn’t exactly the kind of work she imagined Lady Graythorne would approve of.

“Oh, you know,” she said lightly, waving a hand. “Delicate fabrics, bespoke designs... things that bring people closer together.”

Graythorne’s eyes narrowed. “Closer together?”

“Yes,” Lillian said, her smile unwavering. “I have a rather... niche clientele. Intimacy is very important in relationships, wouldn’t you agree?”

Graythorne’s brow furrowed, her mind jumping to scandalous conclusions. Was this woman some sort of... clandestine liaison for high-society couples? Or worse, involved in espionage under the guise of romantic services?

“I see,” she said stiffly, her suspicion growing.

“And what about you?” Lillian pressed, eager to shift the focus. “You must have a fascinating job, traveling around and upholding... human values, was it?”

Graythorne’s lips tightened.

“My work is... multifaceted,” she said, choosing her words carefully. “I investigate issues that could threaten the integrity of our society.”

Lillian’s eyes lit up. “Oh, how exciting! You must be in high demand.”

Graythorne inclined her head slightly, though her expression remained guarded. She’s hiding something, Lillian thought, her curiosity burning.

The carriage hit a bump in the road, jolting them both. Lillian grabbed at her seat again, letting out a small, undignified squeak.

“Goodness,” she muttered, brushing at the lace of her dress to ensure it hadn’t been dirtied. “You’d think these roads would be better maintained.”

Graythorne, unfazed by the jostling, cast her a sideways glance. “Countryside travel isn’t for everyone.”

“Clearly,” Lillian muttered under her breath, adjusting her cape. “I can’t imagine living out here permanently. Though I suppose the quiet has its charm.”

Graythorne said nothing, though she found herself begrudgingly impressed by the younger woman’s determination. Despite her frilly appearance and evident discomfort, Lillian seemed resolute in her mission, whatever it might be.

Still, I’ll need to keep an eye on her, Graythorne thought. Her presence in Grimsby could complicate things.

As the carriage continued its journey, the two women settled into an uneasy truce, each silently determined to uncover the other’s purpose in Grimsby. The countryside stretched out before them, the horizon tinged with the warm hues of a setting sun. Dust swirled in their wake, the hum of the steam engine the only sound as they continued on their journey to their destination.
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Breakfast Flop


Ben awoke the next morning feeling refreshed and ready for a hard day’s work. Which, it turned out, was exactly what his wife had planned for him, too—if her wiggling rear pressed against his morning wood was any indication.

“Mmm, I slept so well, husband,” she murmured. “I feel much better today.”

Ben wrapped his arm around her waist, lifting her nightgown with his other hand. “Can confirm,” he whispered in her ear. “You feel incredible.”

She moaned as he entered her from behind, thrusting slowly and deeply into her warm and welcoming center. “Tell me what you did last night,” she demanded huskily. “I want to hear every detail.”

Ben made love to his eager wife while reliving his adventures, first with the Lapina sisters, and then with the sleepy Ovina girl. She responded to his story by getting wetter and wetter. Ben rewarded her excitement by stroking her clit and rocking his hips against her. The feeling of her ass squishing up against his thighs made him want to push harder, but remembering that she was still tender, he kept things slow.

“Unnngh, Ben, I love it when you talk like that,” she groaned. “I can’t believe this big dick was inside Estelle last night. You must have fucked her so hard!”

Ben rubbed her clit faster, sensing that she was getting close to climaxing, all the while pumping his hips against her backside and feeling the warm, tight pulse of her pussy clenching his shaft.

“Fuck me, husband,” Alicia begged. “Fuck me like you fucked her. Harder! I want to feel your cock inside me for days!”

Gently Ben rolled his wife onto her stomach and mounted her from behind. This angle hit her much deeper, and she began to scream into her pillow. “Oh, fuck! Yes, baby, yes! You’re so big!”

He ground his hips harder, humping her into the mattress hard enough that her body bounced back with each thrust. If he timed it right, he had momentum on his side to penetrate her even deeper.

“Ung, ung, ung,” she grunted each time he brought it home. “Fuck me, husband. Breed me like one of your beast girls. Fuck me like an ani—maaaaaaal!”

Suddenly, her hips bucked and she started shaking and quivering beneath him. Her squeezing muscles gripped his cock, milking him of the seed she craved. He came inside her with a wave of heat, filling her womb with his offerings.

“Mmmm, yes, there’s so much!” she moaned, wriggling onto her knees. “I love when I can feel it dripping out of me. Give me more, husband. I want more!”

Ben got onto his knees, moving with her as she rose, grabbing her hips as he pumped more of his seed into her. When she was full, he pulled out, and glazed her lips and ass cheeks too.

“Oooh, fuck, Ben. Yes! That’s so hot. Oh, I wish your little sluts could see me now!”

As if in answer to her request, there was a gentle knock on the door. Alicia cried out with a gasp of alarm, as if she’d forgotten they weren’t alone in the house anymore.

“Stay there,” Ben commanded his wife. “Just like that, and you’ll get your wish.”

“Oh, Ben I was just talking. I don’t—”

“Stay there,” he said, more firmly.

She did. Ben strode to the bedroom door, naked, still erect, and covered with his wife’s juices. When he opened the door, he found three wide-eyed bunny girls staring back at him.

“Good morning, Master,” Clover said in a chipper voice, her eyes dropping immediately to his shining shaft. She bounced on her heels, making her large chest jiggle enticingly. “We came to see if you had any… needs… we could tend to…”

Biting her lip, she stood on her tip toes and glanced over his shoulder at Alicia, who was obediently kneeling, ass up, with Ben’s seed pouring out of her like a creamy river. “But it looks like you’ve already been taken care of…”

“I bred my wife,” Ben said. “But if you’d like to come in and help clean me up, I’m sure she wouldn’t mind.”

Alicia moaned in pleasure from the bed. “Oh, yes, please. Come in, girls. I want to watch you worship my husband’s cock like you did last night. He told me all about it and it sounded delicious.”

“Oh, it was!” Blossom shouted, enthusiastically bounding past Ben and jumping onto the bed beside Alicia. “My name is Blossom, Mrs. Nickels. And I just want you to know that I will suck your husband’s dick any time you want.”

Lavender jumped on the bed next to Blossom. “Yes, we’ll suck his dick every morning, if you like. We want to earn our keep here, after you’ve been so kind as to let us stay with you.”

Clover, who had been standing in the doorway, crossed her arms and glowered at her sisters. “Excuse me,” she said, thumping her foot on the floor in irritation. “If anyone is making dick sucking deals with the Mistress, it’s me. You’re both only here because I asked, you know.”

Ben grabbed the curvy bunny girl around the waist, pulling her into his side. He kissed her hard enough to make her ears go limp and flatten into her silver hair. From the bed, Blossom and Lavender moaned jealously.

“Maybe you should start,” he said, nibbling her lip as he finally released her, sagging with lust in his arms.

“Come back to bed, husband,” Alicia demanded. “Lie down beside me. I want front row seats to this show.”

Ben did as his wife asked, tugging Clover toward the bed behind him. He lay down on the mattress, with the evidence of his arousal standing tall and proud for the four eager women. Alicia snuggled in against his side, and put a hand on his chest, stroking his muscles with her fingers as she gazed up at the three bunny girls now perched at the end of the bed.

“Well,” she said, teasingly. “What are you waiting for? Suck my husband’s big fat cock!”

Clover was the first to jump, lunging forward and grabbing Ben’s shaft in both hands. “Yes, Mistress!” she said, before she wrapped her lips around him. “Mmmmrfrmfmmr.”

Whatever she was trying to say was muffled by his girth, but Ben didn’t mind as he was transported to a land of bliss by her hot, wet mouth and swirling tongue. Behind her, Blossom and Lavender stared hungrily, their lips already slick with saliva as they waited for their turns.

“Oh, fuck, that’s so sexy,” Alicia whimpered, eyeing the bunny girl with a look of awe and lust. “She’s taking you so deep. I can see her throat bulging, Ben. I didn’t even know it was possible to swallow that much of you!”

As Clover bobbed her head up and down his cock, she tugged the neck of her nightie down, letting her big breasts fall free. Without breaking stride, she used her hands to lift her heavy tits up, squeezing the base of Ben’s shaft between the warm, soft pillows. The moment Ben’s cock popped out of her mouth, Blossom jumped on it, burrowing her face deep into Clover’s breasts as she attempted to swallow him whole.

Clover made an irritated sound, but she kept squeezing and bouncing her tits.

“Spit on him, you dummy,” she cursed her sister. “I need more titty lube.”

Blossom was too distracted to listen, though, so it was Lavender who came to help out. She opened her mouth, letting a long stream of saliva pour into Clover’s cleavage, as if watching her sisters pleasure Ben was enough to make her drool.

“Oh Ben,” Alicia moaned. “I didn’t know you could do that! Why didn’t you tell me I could fuck you with my breasts?”

Ben couldn’t answer, though. He was too busy groaning in ecstasy as the barrage of sensations brought him close to another climax.

“He’s going to come, girls,” Alicia gasped, breathing harder as Ben’s chest rose and fell beneath her. “Get ready!”

“Glrk, glrk, glrk.” Blossom’s mouth made wet sucking sounds as she took his shaft farther into her throat.

Her face smacked into Clover’s breasts with a slapping noise that made the silver-haired bunny girl grunt each time. “Quit headbutting my tits, Blossom!”

Ben clenched his ass, pushing up into the pink-haired girl’s mouth as a thick rope of cum shot into the back of her throat. She groaned, her eyes rolling back into her head, as she struggled to swallow every last drop.

“Save some for me,” Clover demanded. “This was my idea, you know!”

When Blossom popped off Ben’s dick, her mouth was full of cream. A second load geysered straight into the air before landing on Clover’s spit-soaked breasts with a splatter.

“Mmm, yummy!” Clover exclaimed as pearly white cream painted her chest. She scooped it up with her fingers, licking it off like icing. “Oh, Master. You taste just as good as you did last night!”

Lavender grabbed Blossom around the waist and kissed her, sucking the cum from her lips. “Come on, sis. Share with me.”

Blossom whimpered jealously, then relented, spitting Ben’s seed into Lavender’s mouth.

“Oh gods, husband,” Alicia moaned as she watched them. “They are absolutely adorable. You must breed them!”

Lavender, not satisfied by Blossom’s offering, grabbed Clover and began licking cream from her nipples. Blossom, feeling the shared sensation, groaned and then began sucking on the other side.

When her sisters were preoccupied with each other, Lavender pounced on Ben’s still rigid cock, tugging it up with both hands, and taking both his balls into her mouth at once. She slid her hands up and down his shaft, pumping him as she applied pressure to his sack. The suction on his balls combined with the fact that he was already close to climax, made Ben nut again almost immediately. This time, a shower of cum rained down, covering the purple-haired bunny girl’s face in big white droplets.

“Oh dear,” Alicia gasped. “They’ve made quite a mess of themselves, haven’t they…”

Ben’s head fell back against the pillow as he struggled for breath.

“They’ll take care of it,” he assured her as his heartrate slowly came back to normal.

Alicia watched the bunny girls with her mouth wide open, as they proceeded to lick and suck Ben’s seed off each other’s faces and chests. Soon the Lapina sisters were clean and shiny once more, their cheeks flushed with arousal.

“Thank you, Master,” Clover said, bowing as she pulled her nighty back up to cover her breasts. Then she glanced shyly at Alicia. “And Mistress. I hope our ‘good morning’ service was to your liking.”

“Very much so,” Ben’s wife breathed as she continued to stroke his chest.

Clover bounced on her heels. “So, can we come again? Every morning?”

“Yes,” Alicia said, twirling an auburn wave around her finger seductively. “Please do. I look forward to watching you pleasure my husband. Repeatedly.”

The bunny girls grinned, then bounced out of the room in unison.

“We’ll make breakfast, too!” Blossom shouted over her shoulder.

“Yeah,” Lavender added. “Nutrition is important when you’re trying to conceive!”

They giggled all the way down the hallway, thumping noisily down the stairs.

“Yup,” Ben said, pulling his wife in for a kiss. “I could get used to this.”

Alica moaned, sliding her tongue into his mouth. Then she flipped one leg over his hips and pulled herself on top of him before he could get out of bed to follow the bunny girls to the kitchen.

“Not so fast, husband,” she whispered. “I think I need another round.”

Naturally, Ben was happy to oblige.
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Downstairs, the farmhouse kitchen was alive with chaos. The warm scent of sizzling butter and freshly baked bread mingled with the giggles and chatter of Clover and her sisters as they scrambled around the room.

Morning sunlight streamed through the windows, catching on the jars of honey and pickled vegetables lined neatly on the shelves, and flickering over the steam rising from the pans on the stove. The clinking of dishes and the occasional sharp clang of a dropped utensil filled the air, creating a symphony of domestic pandemonium.

“Clover, I think I broke it!” Lavender’s panicked voice rose above the din, holding up a whisk that was now suspiciously bent at an unnatural angle. Her faintly purple-tinted hair was slightly frizzed from leaning too close to the stove, and her wide pink eyes darted guiltily to Clover for guidance.

“You didn’t break it, Lavvy. You…uh…improved it!” Clover said brightly, taking the whisk and turning it over in her hands with a doubtful expression before tossing it aside. “We didn’t need it anyway! Just stir the batter with a spoon.”

“But the spoon’s stuck in the honey jar,” Blossom added helpfully, holding up the jar in question where a wooden spoon sat at an awkward angle, submerged in thick, amber honey. Her faintly pink hair was flecked with flour, and there was a streak of batter on her cheek that she either hadn’t noticed or hadn’t cared to wipe away. “It’s okay, I used a fork.”

Clover groaned, running her hand through her silvery hair, leaving a streak of flour in its wake. “No, Blossom! You can’t stir pancake batter with a fork—”

“Well, you can now!” Blossom quipped, grinning as she held up the bowl of lumpy batter. “It’s innovative!”

At the kitchen table, Alicia was doubled over with laughter, clutching her teacup to keep from spilling it. Her auburn hair framed her face, her cheeks flushed with amusement. “Oh, Clover,” she said, trying to catch her breath. “You’ve got your hands full with these two!”

“Don’t I know it,” Clover muttered, though her pout was softened by the twinkle of affection in her pink eyes. She turned back to Lavender and Blossom, planting her hands on her hips. “All right, you two. Focus! We’re making breakfast for everyone in the Master’s house now. It has to be perfect.”

“But he doesn’t mind if we mess up,” Blossom said with a sly smile, jerking her chin toward Ben, who was leaning casually against the doorframe with his arms crossed, watching the scene unfold. “Look, he’s smiling! He likes it.”

Ben chuckled, shaking his head. “I’m enjoying the show,” he admitted. “But I’d like it even more if we actually got to eat breakfast before noon.”

Clover huffed, turning back to her sisters. “You heard him! Less laughing, more cooking!”

Lavender and Blossom exchanged mischievous grins before turning back to their tasks, though their giggles didn’t subside in the slightest. Lavender managed to free the spoon from the honey jar with a loud pop, splattering a bit of honey on the counter, while Blossom grabbed a handful of sugar instead of salt and dumped it into the pan of scrambled eggs. “Oops,” she whispered, her grin widening.

Alicia laughed again, her voice warm and infectious. “Clover, I think your sisters might be inventing entirely new recipes at this point.”

“That’s not the plan, Alicia!” Clover wailed, throwing her hands up in exasperation.

Ben couldn’t help but smile. While he could have quickly and easily made breakfast for everyone using the magic cookbook, he was enjoying the Lapina sisters doing things the old fashioned way. The kitchen felt alive in a way it never had before. It wasn’t just the noise and energy—it was the warmth of family, the messy but joyful bustle of a home filled with people he cared about.

His gaze shifted to Estelle, who was standing quietly by the window, her petite frame almost blending into the soft morning light. Her blonde curls framed her delicate face, and her hazel eyes watched the chaos in the kitchen with a mixture of curiosity and shyness. She seemed unsure of where she fit in amidst all the noise and laughter.

Ben’s brow furrowed slightly as he observed her. While the Lapina sisters thrived in the chaos, Estelle seemed to shrink from it. She clutched her hands in front of her, her gaze darting nervously between the Lapina girls and the table where Alicia sat. She smiled faintly when Alicia laughed, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes.

“Estelle,” Ben called gently, his deep voice cutting through the chatter. She startled slightly, her gaze snapping to his. “Come here for a moment.”

Her cheeks flushed pink, and she hesitated before nodding and stepping away from the window. She moved gracefully but tentatively, as though afraid of drawing too much attention to herself. Ben straightened, his expression softening as he prepared to speak with her. Behind him, the chaos of the kitchen continued unabated, the Lapina sisters chattering and giggling as Clover tried in vain to impose some order. It was the perfect cover for a quiet, private conversation.

Ben led Estelle away from the chaotic hum of the kitchen, his hand lightly brushing her lower back as they moved into the quieter hallway. The muffled laughter and clatter of dishes from Clover and her sisters faded into the background, leaving only the soft creak of the farmhouse’s old wooden floors and the faint morning breeze drifting through the open windows. Estelle’s steps were hesitant, her small frame almost retreating into itself as she kept her hands folded tightly in front of her. She glanced up at Ben with her wide, light-brown eyes, her cheeks already flushed with a nervous blush.

He stopped near the wall by the staircase and turned to face her, his towering frame making her appear even more petite. Her golden curls framed her delicate face, the sunlight catching on the soft halo of her hair. Ben could see her chewing the inside of her lip, her gaze flitting from his face to the floor and back again, like a lamb unsure whether to run or stay.

“Estelle,” he said gently, his voice low but firm. “You’ve been awfully quiet this morning.”

She blinked up at him, her fingers tightening in the fabric of her simple dress. “I…I don’t want to get in anyone’s way,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.

Ben’s eyes softened as he took a step closer. “You’re not in the way,” he said, his tone reassuring. “But I want to make sure you’re comfortable.”

She nodded but didn’t reply. Ben leaned in, dropping his voice to a whisper. “Did you sleep well last night?”

Her blush deepened, and she bit her lip harder, nodding quickly. “Yes… very… well.” she said, though her voice trembled slightly.

Ben tilted his head, studying her. His gaze traveled over the tight bodice of her dress, which highlighted her small, pert breasts. This brought his mind back to the night before, the way she’d lay still, allowing him to undress and fondle her as if she were unconscious. It made him want to touch her again, now.

“No one disturbed you?” he asked, lowering his face so that his breath caressed the side of her neck. “I wouldn’t want you to feel uncomfortable in my home.”

Her small, almost doll-like form seemed so fragile in front of him, but he knew from his book on demi-beast husbandry that Ovina weren’t as delicate as they appeared. They valued strength and leadership, and though they were naturally shy, they thrived under firm guidance.

Taking a calculated risk, he leaned forward, bracing one hand against the wall just beside her head. The sudden closeness made her gasp softly, her hazel eyes widening as she looked up at him. Her breath hitched, and she pressed her back against the wall as if she were trying to disappear into it, but she didn’t pull away.

Ben lowered his voice, making it warm but commanding. “Good dreams, too, I hope?” he asked, his eyes locking onto hers.

Her lips parted slightly, and she seemed to struggle to find her voice. Finally, she gave a small nod, her blush spreading down her neck. “Y-yes,” she stammered. “Very good dreams.”

“Good,” Ben said, his lips curling into a soft smile. He reached out and gently tilted her chin up with his fingers, forcing her to meet his gaze. “I had good dreams too, Estelle. Do you know what I dreamed of?”

Her breath came faster now, and her hands fluttered nervously at her sides before she clenched them again in the fabric of her dress. Despite her nervousness, there was a flicker of something else in her gaze—trust, curiosity, maybe even a hint of excitement. Ben leaned in, closing the distance between them, and brushed his lips against hers.

The kiss started gentle, coaxing, but when she didn’t pull away, he deepened it, wrapping one arm around her waist to draw her closer. Estelle let out a soft, surprised sound against his lips, but then her tension began to melt away. Her small hands, trembling slightly, reached up to rest against his chest, clutching at his shirt as if seeking stability. She responded shyly but eagerly, her lips soft and warm against his.

When Ben finally pulled back, her cheeks were flushed, her hazel eyes wide and shining. She looked up at him with a mixture of awe and uncertainty, her hands still resting lightly against his chest. He smiled down at her, his voice soft but firm. “You belong here, Estelle. With us. Don’t forget that. You could never be in the way because I want you here, and so does my wife. This is our home and yours.”

She nodded silently, her gaze dropping briefly before returning to his. “Thank you, Master,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Ben stepped back, giving her space, though he kept one hand on her shoulder as if to anchor her. “Come on,” he said, his tone lighter now. “Let’s head back before Clover burns the kitchen down.”

Estelle let out a soft laugh, the sound delicate and tentative but genuine. She followed him meekly as they returned to the kitchen, her earlier hesitation replaced with a quiet sense of purpose.

When they stepped back into the bustling room, she moved to sit beside Alicia at the table, her shoulders relaxing slightly as she leaned in to whisper something. Whatever she said made Alicia smile warmly, and Ben couldn’t help but notice the way Estelle’s lips curved into a shy smile in return. She was blushing deeply, her lips wet from licking them.

Alicia appeared similarly aroused, which suggested to him that he was the topic of their discussion. Perhaps Estelle was telling his wife about their late night encounter from her point of view. The thought made him stiffen, as he remembered he needed to make a list of scenarios for the little lamb to approve for future reference…

Ben turned his attention back to the Lapina sisters, who were now huddled around a pan that smelled suspiciously burnt.

“What in the world are you three doing now?” he asked, shaking his head with a chuckle. Chaos was clearly still reigning in the kitchen, but as he glanced back at Estelle and Alicia, he felt a quiet sense of satisfaction. His wife and the sheep-girl had their heads together like school girls, whispering to each other behind their hands. His family was growing, and so was the trust between them, which made his heart soar.

The Lapina sisters burst into the dining room carrying an enormous platter, their faces glowing with triumph. “Ta-da!” Clover declared, holding the platter high above her head as Lavender and Blossom giggled behind her. The smell hit first—an overwhelming mix of sweet, savory, and something unidentifiable.

On the platter was the most absurd concoction Ben had ever seen: thick, lumpy carrot pancakes stacked precariously high, each layer smeared with a shiny glaze of honey and speckled with… were those scrambled eggs? And to top it all off, a generous drizzle of strawberry sauce oozed down the sides, pooling at the base like some sort of culinary crime scene.

There was a long, stunned silence as the Lapina sisters placed their masterpiece on the table with an enthusiastic flourish. Ben, Alicia, and Estelle exchanged wary glances. Even the normally bubbly Clover seemed to sense the hesitation in the air.

She put her hands on her hips and raised an eyebrow. “Well? What do you think? We call it ‘Honey-Carrot Sunrise Surprise.’”

“Surprise is right,” Ben muttered under his breath, earning him a sharp jab in the ribs from Alicia.

“Well,” Alicia said, her voice overly bright as she reached for a fork. “We should at least try it. They worked hard on this, after all.”

Ben watched as Alicia cut a tiny corner of one of the carrot pancakes and speared it with her fork. The honey glaze stretched in a sticky thread, snapping just as she lifted it to her lips. She hesitated for the briefest moment before placing it in her mouth. Everyone leaned forward, waiting for her reaction.

Alicia chewed slowly, her expression neutral at first. Then her face began to pale. “Excuse me,” she said quickly, dropping her fork with a clatter. She pushed her chair back, her hand flying to her mouth as she bolted from the room.

“Whoa,” Clover said, blinking after her. She crossed her arms and glared at the remaining diners. “Okay, it’s a little unconventional, but I didn’t think it was that bad.”

Ben couldn’t help but laugh, even as he cast a worried glance toward the stairs.

“I don’t think it’s your cooking, Clover,” he said, though he wasn’t entirely sure that was true. “Alicia hasn’t been feeling well lately.”

“That’s not exactly a ringing endorsement,” Clover shot back, though her tone was more playful than offended. Lavender and Blossom were already picking at the edges of the dish, giggling as they dared each other to try it.

Estelle, who had been quietly nibbling on a piece of toast the entire time, reached out hesitantly with her fork. She prodded one of the pancakes like it might jump off the plate and attack her.

“It’s… very creative,” she offered softly, though she made no move to actually taste it.

Ben chuckled and ruffled Clover’s hair as he stood. “Why don’t you girls enjoy your ‘Surprise’? I’ll go check on Alicia.”

Clover swatted his hand away but grinned. “Fine, but you don’t know what you’re missing! This could be the next big thing at Lucky Nickel Acres. We could sell it on market days!”

“I’ll take your word for it,” Ben said with a grin, heading for the stairs. As he climbed, he could still hear the Lapina sisters giggling.

By the time he reached the bedroom, the sound of chaos from the kitchen was muffled, replaced by the soft creak of floorboards under his boots. He pushed the door open to find Alicia sitting on the edge of the bed, her face pale but her lips curved in a faint smile.

“Sorry for the dramatic exit,” she said, looking up at him. “I just… I couldn’t handle the smell of that… whatever it was.”

Ben sat beside her, taking her hand in his. “You don’t need to apologize. That particular flavor combination was a bit… intense.”

Alicia chuckled weakly. “I think intense is putting it kindly.”

Ben studied her face, worry flickering in his chest.

“You’ve been feeling off for a few days now,” he said gently. “Are you sure you’re okay?”

She hesitated, her gaze dropping to her lap.

“I’m not sure,” she admitted softly. “It’s probably just exhaustion from all the changes around here. I didn’t actually throw up or anything… I just felt a little queasy for a moment. I think it was the combination of scrambled eggs and strawberry sauce that did it.”

She wretched again, covering her mouth with her hand, her eyes going wide. “Yup, definitely that. Just the thought of it is enough to—”

“Stop thinking about it, then.” Ben squeezed her hand, offering a reassuring smile. “I can go make you some plain toast if you like. For now, why don’t you rest? I’ll keep those bunny girls from burning the house down.”

Alicia laughed, the sound lighter now. “That might be for the best. And yes, toast would be good, thank you. I should eat something before work today.”

“Are you sure you should be going to work?” Ben eyed her carefully. “We could send one of the other girls, you know. I’m sure Grimsby could handle that for a day or two.”

“I’m fine,” Alicia assured him with a smile. “And I’ll be even better once I eat something. Promise.”

“Okay,” Ben said. “But I think it’s time you start training one of the girls to help out during the day. Maybe Penelope? She’s strong and friendly and good at following directions.”

His mind wandered momentarily to the time he’d had the Porcina pleasure Rosie for him.

“That reminds me,” Ben said with a grin. “I should go check on the maternity pods and make sure our soon-to-be mothers have everything they need. I’m still not entirely sure I trust this Birthing Unit to take care of the whole process…”

“That’s a good idea,” Alicia said, leaning forward to give him a kiss. “And if you don’t mind, maybe I will take Penelope with me today. Even if I don’t need help yet, I probably will soon. And it’s a good idea to get the townsfolk used to giving their orders to a demi-beast.”

Her eyes lit up suddenly. “Oh! Speaking of orders… I just remembered something, husband. I meant to tell you yesterday—I got a message back from the proprietress of Marital Bliss. She’s coming to measure you and Meadow personally! I would expect her later this evening, unless she gets a very early start from Cinderfell. But just in case, keep your eyes peeled for a steam carriage coming up the road.”

“Will do,” Ben said, standing up again. “Now, let me go get that toast for you.”

“Ben?” Alicia said, reaching for his hand. “Her note suggested she might have some… uh… samples for us to try as well. I’d… like to be there when you open them.”

Ben bent down to kiss her again, running his fingers through her Auburn hair. “Of course.”

But as much as he liked the idea of going through new pleasure toys with his wife, he was worried about her. Maybe when the agent from Marital Bliss came, he’d have to reschedule. Other than the attachment for Meadow’s milking machine, they didn’t really need anything.

As he headed back downstairs, Ben couldn’t shake the feeling that something bigger was at play with his wife’s health. If he didn’t know better, he’d think she was pregnant. But surely it was too early for her to be exhibiting symptoms like tiredness and morning sickness. Unlike the demi-beasts, Alicia’s body was not connected to the system. She’d have to go through the normal process, which—if he remembered correctly—meant she shouldn’t have any real symptoms for at least a few weeks, and more likely a couple of months after conception.

They’d only been married for a few days!

Then again, Meadow’s Legendary cream did change things. What was it the notification had said?

Human females you breed in this time have 75% chance of spontaneous ovulation, regardless of their monthly cycle, and a 50% chance of achieving ascended status when impregnation occurs.

For now, he decided to let it go. They’d know soon enough if Alicia was pregnant, and there was no sense in getting her hopes up if she was really just tired from everything that had been going on. The disappointment of not being pregnant could cause enough stress that she would have trouble getting pregnant. He’d known more than a few couples in his past life who’d struggled to conceive, only to finally reach their goal once they’d given up and just started having sex for fun again.

Besides, there were too many things to be thankful for to dwell on worries—like the giggles echoing from the kitchen and his growing harem of females. Ben was sure that he’d impregnate his wife sooner or later, and with the help of the system, it was likely to be sooner. It would happen when the time was right. And until then, there were a lot of other things to get organized on the farm.
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Alicia had managed to keep down her toast, and the mischievous bunny girls had cleaned up the mess they’d made in the kitchen, declaring the “Honey-Carrot Sunrise Surprise” a failure—though Clover was insistent that if they just served the scrambled eggs on the side next time, the recipe itself would be a winner.

Once he’d sent Alicia and Penelope off to Grimsby, Ben had made a quick visit to the Birthing Unit where Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie were sleeping peacefully in their maternity pods. Their bellies were even bigger than when they’d gone in—so much so that Ben realized part of the purpose of the pods was to save them from the awkwardness of carrying multiple babies to term. Gazing at his pregnant brides as they slept, warm, naked, and comfortable in their pods, gave Ben a flashback to his game with Estelle the evening before, making him suddenly aroused.

Fortunately, Meadow was in need of his milking and breeding services, so he had somewhere to direct his carnal desires—while still being a productive member of the farm. Ben was starting to feel like he was a full time Demi-Beast Breeder rather than a Farmer, but the fact that Lucky Nickel Acres continued to thrive with the help of all the demi-beast females told him he must still be doing something right on the farming side of things.

As he walked toward the barn, Ben was surprised to receive a ping from the system.

Quest Update: Expanding Your Farmstead

Vegetable Storage Building Construction – [Complete]

Add Wildflower Fields or Pollinator Garden – [Complete]

Establish a Farmer’s Guild Trade Connection – [Complete]

Achieve Superior Quality Produce for 50% of Total Harvest – [Complete]

Yard Improvement Projects Complete – [In Progress: 9 of 10 Complete]

Successfully Bred Demi-Beasts (6 total pregnancies) – [In Progress: 4 of 6 Complete]

Bonus: Grow a Legendary Quality Vegetable – [Incomplete]

Ben raised his eyebrows as he went through the list, amazed at how quickly the hard-working teams of demi-beasts were getting things finished. While he’d been spending every morning milking and breeding Meadow and helping to select seeds for each new harvest, the girls were taking care of almost everything else.

Alicia had made a connection with a Farmer’s Guild member in Cinderfell in order to sell Lucky Nickel Acres produce in the capital, which was surely how he’d gotten credit for that objective. The smaller Farm Improvement Projects like the Vegetable Storage Building and Pollinator Garden had been completely headed up by Penelope and Clover, respectively. The newly planted gardens and fields were producing Superior Quality vegetables and grains far more often than not, so that didn’t surprise him either.

What did surprise him was the fact that he was now getting credit for 4 of 6 Demi-Beasts bred. That meant either Meadow and Estelle must already be pregnant, whether or not their HUDs had notified them of the fact. When Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie had gotten pregnant, they’d been watching their fertility menus closely and had noticed right away. But with how busy things had gotten on the farm, Ben wasn’t surprised that his latest females hadn’t seen their notifications.

He'd only bred Meadow a few times and Estelle he’d only taken once, the night before! Probably, of the two of them, it was Meadow who was carrying his child. She’d taken a lot more of his seed. Really, though, neither would surprise him.

Granted, Ben had done his homework and made sure that he approached both females exactly as the breeding handbook suggested. He had a feeling that it was getting easier for him to impregnate the demi-beasts.

Partly it must have been Meadow’s cream, but with the way he leveled other skills—everything from Cooking to Composting to Combat—just by performing them, chances were pretty good that he was getting skill upgrades in breeding too.

Where would he find that in his menus, he wondered?

After some flipping through his HUD, Ben finally found what he was looking for.

Skill Upgrade: Demi-Beast Breeder – Expert

Your mastery in understanding and nurturing demi-beasts has reached an advanced level, enabling you to guide their growth, health, and happiness with unmatched skill. As an Expert Breeder, you possess an intuitive understanding of demi-beast needs and behaviors, allowing you to cultivate deep bonds and optimize their well-being. Breeding success rates are now significantly increased, with higher chances of producing offspring with enhanced traits and abilities. Additionally, you can now influence the development of demi-beast offspring during gestation, subtly guiding the inheritance of traits such as strength, intelligence, or magical aptitude.

At this level, demi-beasts under your care exhibit heightened trust and loyalty, their productivity and morale improving across all aspects of farm life. The system now grants access to advanced breeding strategies, new enrichment methods to ensure contentment, and the ability to unlock unique potential in demi-beasts who might otherwise remain untapped.

Additional Perks:

	Unlocks rare breeding recipes tailored to specific demi-beast types.

	Allows you to track and maintain genetic diversity for healthier offspring.

	Provides detailed insights into demi-beast ancestry and potential.




Your expertise not only elevates your farm’s success but also cements your reputation as a guardian and innovator of demi-beast care.

Curious, Ben opened each associated perk. Of course, since none of these demi-beasts had been bred by a human in the last thousand years, genetic diversity wasn’t much of an issue. But he could see how it might become one as his own offspring became adults and went out into the world. Would they be able to breed with other demi-beasts or find compatible partners? It was a problem he likely wouldn’t have to deal with for years, but Ben was hopeful that, along with some Legendary Holstaur Cream that his children would be fertile with their husbands and wives in the future. He was grateful to have such a skill available, even if it wasn’t needed yet.

He realized, as well, that he likely unlocked the Expert level Demi-Beast Breeder skill after helping Meadow to construct her milking machine, because it was shortly after that that he got the quest to make a Dairy Holstaur Milking Machine—which surely must be one of the “rare breeding recipes” the perk description alluded to.

Sure enough, as he expanded the info on that perk, the quest was there.

He grinned. Well, Meadow might already be pregnant, but that didn’t mean she didn’t need milking and breeding. In fact, if she was pregnant, she needed her daily breeding more than ever so that she could use his seed to strengthen the baby growing inside her. He hoped she’d receive her notification soon, but for now…

Ben pushed open the door to the barn, finding his pretty Holstaur already naked and waiting for him. Meadow’s eyes were glazed with lust as she looked up at him from where she was on hands and knees on the straw-covered floor. Her huge breasts hung pendulously down, white droplets of milk dangling from her nipples.

“I’m ready, Ben,” she whispered as he approached. “I’m so ready.”

She held still, already panting with desire, as he affixed the small suction cups to her nipples. When he started the machine, her entire body stiffened, and she cried out—partly in pleasure and partly in pain.

Ben was still surprised with the violence of the machine’s suction, watching as her nipples were tugged and released with rhythmic precision. But there was no denying that the Holstaur enjoyed the intensity of the experience.

Ben walked around her as the rubber hoses filled with milk, and the pump began squirting cream into the designated receptacles. If he hadn’t been turned on already, just the sound of the machine running would have been enough to stiffen his cock. He’d come to associate the hissing of the vacuum pump and the splashing of the milk with the way Meadow’s body sucked at his manhood, ravenous for his seed.

Meadow’s big brown eyes followed him as he inspected the operation, her silky brown ears twitching in her hair. Her long tail dangled between her rounded ass cheeks in a skimpy attempt at modestly. But as soon as he was behind her, Meadow’s tail lifted, exposing her clenching pussy and anus, as if inviting him to choose whichever hole he wanted.

“Fuck me, please,” she groaned. “I need to feel you inside me, Ben. Hurry!”

She was so wet, her excitement was threatening to drip onto the mat of straw beneath her. Ben unbuckled his pants and got to his knees. He took the Holstaur by the hips and pressed his shaft inside her slit, groaning as he felt her muscles clamp down around him. Ben shoved his manhood deep inside Meadow’s pussy as her body began to milk him.

When she was attached to the milking machine, it was impossible to pull out again, her sex held him so forcefully. So, he allowed her to suck him all the way in, until his balls were squeezed between their bodies, and relished the steady rhythm of pleasure as his cock was pumped.

“Oh, fuck yes!” Meadow rocked back on her knees, taking him even deeper. “Mmm, you feel so big.”

Ben removed a small flask from his pocket, containing his private stash of Legendary Holstaur Cream. He chugged it down, feeling the tingling rush of enchantment through his body… then the intense pressure as his dick began to swell inside the confines of Meadow’s pussy.

“Uuuunhng, oooh, oh gods, what’s… what’s happening? Fuck, Ben, I’m so full! I feel like I’m going to burst!”

Ben also felt like he was going to burst. He always noticed some swelling when he drank Meadow’s cream, but the combination of her cream and her sucking slit were acting like a vacuum pump, causing the effect to be much more exaggerated than before.

Groaning with amazement, Ben watched as the base of his cock grew—stretching the Holstaur’s slit so wide it looked like he was fisting her. Still her body pumped at him with the same rhythm as the milking machine. Ben didn’t even have to move. Holding her hips rigidly, he felt like he was fucking her like a jack hammer.

“Cum in me, Master Ben,” she begged. “You feel so good stretching me like that. Oooh, gods, you must think I’m such a whore the way you’re making me take that cock.”

Still holding her hip with one hand, Ben pushed two fingers into the Holstaur’s ass, adding to the already intense pressure.

“Oooh fuck! Yes, yes, I’m such a slut for you, Master Ben. Use me hard. That feels so nasty!”

Her backside pulsed against his fingers, sucking at him just as hard as her pussy was. Ben couldn’t wait until she was pregnant—if it wasn’t her that his notification was referring to—so he could deliver her daily dose of seed in that tight rear. He was breathing hard, his vision going a bit fuzzy around the edges, as her body milked him toward climax.

Ben wondered if he drank her magical milk while he was fucking her there if she’d like having her ass stretched like he was stretching her pussy.

“I want to feel your seed dripping from my cunt, Ben,” she moaned. “Pump me full of it!”

He grunted, exploding into her slit as she begged for it. The pumping of her body caused his dick to flood her with seed. Once it had gotten what it wanted her pulsing muscles relaxed enough that Ben was able to pull out if he wanted to. But he knew she could take more.

“Mmmuuunnnhng,” she groaned. “Fuck yes, fuck yes. Just like that. Fill me, baby. Cover me in your cum!”

A second and third wave of cum filled the moaning Holstaur before Ben finally removed his dick from her slit.

Ben was shocked at how swollen his manhood was, purple and veiny from the increased blood flow. He could hardly believe it had fit inside her.

As she’d wished, Ben’s cream was literally pouring out of Meadow. But as he pulled his fingers out of her ass, the gaping cavity seemed to be begging for more. Alicia wanted to watch the first time he fucked the Holstaur that way, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t give the sucking hole a little taste.

Pressing the still swollen tip of his dick against Meadow’s clenching anus, he felt her sphincter tighten against him just as he unloaded another burst of seed.

“Did you just nut in my ass?” Meadow gasped, bucking against him and pushing his dick a little deeper in. “Oh gods that’s hot. Oh god, I can feel it inside me!”

Before the Holstaur could get carried away, Ben pulled back, watching the white river flow from her backside. Meadow was shivering with pent up desire as he stood. He cleaned himself up and tucked his still swollen cock into his pants. Then, after properly washing his hands at the water pump, he switched the full milk pails out for the smaller cream pails.

If Meadow came, all her milk became Legendary cream for the next couple of hours. And Ben didn’t want to risk all of the Demi-Beasts on the farm becoming lust-crazy from the aphrodisiac powers of her cream. So, she wasn’t allowed to come until after she’d been milked.

Now, though, with the cow-girl gazing up at him in desperate need, the milking machine still brutally sucking at her nipples, Ben turned his attention to her pleasure.

She whimpered eagerly as he stroked her naked flanks and massaged her breasts with his calloused hands. Then he cupped her sex and vigorously stimulated the puffy nub nestled in her folds, which he’d carefully avoided until that moment.

“Mmmmaaaaawwww, mmmmmm, fuuuuuck yes,” her moans became illegible as he fingered her clit. “Ben, Ben, ooooooooh, yes. Fuck!”

Meadow was so aroused from her breeding that Ben hardly had to touch her to make her climax, but he rubbed her hard just to make her cum harder. Her eyes rolled back into her head and she let out a low groan, her body shaking as the orgasm took hold. Her clenching muscles caused pussy juices and Ben’s seed to spill over his fingers. He scooped it up carefully and brought it to the cow-girl’s mouth, so that none would go to waste.

The Holstaur locked her gaze with his as she sucked on his fingers. “Thank you, Master,” she whimpered, her eyelids getting heavy. “Thank you.”

Ben kissed her forehead and stroked her ears as she began getting sleepy. Once the cream pails were filled, he turned the machine off and found a blanket for the cow-girl to snuggle up with. She stood, nuzzling against his shoulder for a while, then stumbled toward the ladder which led to the loft above the barn for a quick nap.

Meadow had opted to sleep in the barn rather than taking a room in the house. It allowed her to be closer to the milking machine in case she had need of it in the middle of the night, and she liked to be close to the animals she tended. Ben had to admit it was pretty handy that she could just pop up there for a snooze after her milking and breeding sessions, too. And the Holstaur had managed to make the unused loft into quite a cozy little nook with some of the extra supplies from the Demi-Beast Housing project.

“Have a good nap,” Ben called up the ladder to her. “When you’ve rested, let’s talk about the last of our Farmstead and Grangehold objectives, okay?”

“Okay.” Meadow’s sleepy voice whispered back down to him. “Ben…?”

“Yes, Meadow?”

“Have I ever told you that I love you?”

Ben felt his face split into a grin. “I love you too, Meadow. You’re amazing.”

“You’re amazing,” she said with a yawn. “And I’m… pregnant.”

Ben launched himself toward the ladder, scrambling up in his excitement, and expecting her to be even more excited now that she’d finally gotten her notification. “That’s great news! Meadow, I’m so happy—!"

But Meadow was snoring on her cot, a sleepy smile plastered on her unconscious face. Ben chuckled at how exhausted his demi-beast females always got after a good breeding.

“Sleep tight, Meadow,” he whispered, climbing back down the ladder. “We’ll celebrate when you wake up.”
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Ben stepped out of the barn and into the sunshine, feeling pleasantly spent. He stretched, slowly, enjoying the warmth of the sunlight on his skin. Ben glanced over his shoulder at the barn door. Meadow would probably be inside for a while, sleeping off the intense—and successful!—breeding he’d just given her.

His other females had always gotten very tired after being filled with his seed once they were pregnant. He expected Meadow to be much the same.

His HUD pinged.

Quest Update: Expanding the Farmstead

Successfully Bred Demi-Beasts (6 total pregnancies): [In Progress: 5 of 6 Complete]

Ben blinked in surprise.

He’d just gained credit for another pregnancy. Which meant the one he’d had earlier, and missed the notification for, must have been Estelle’s. Meadow had told him as soon as she’d gotten her update.

Damn. Ben grinned even wider. It’s not every day a guy gets to impregnate two different women. Pretty sure I saw that episode of Jerry Springer back in the day… But on purpose? And they’re not even jealous of each other? I really am living the dream.

Another notification interrupted his private back-patting party.

Quest Update: Establishing a Grangehold

Three Active Pastures (minimum 10 animals per pasture) – [3 of 3 Complete]

Grain/Legume Crops (minimum 3 different types planted and growing successfully) – [3 of 3 Complete]

Creamery Construction – [In Progress]

Dairy Operation Producing Cheese/Yogurt – [In Progress]

Expand Housing for Demi-Beasts (3 new buildings) – [3 of 3 Complete]

Demi-Beast Birthing Unit – [Complete]

Nursery Construction for Demi-Beast Young – [Complete]

Successfully Bred Demi-Beasts (6 total pregnancies) – [In Progress: 5 of 6 Complete]

Achieve 1,000 Reputation Points with Grimsby Villagers – [In Progress: 875 of 1,000]

Gain 100 Farm Improvement Points: [In Progress: 85 of 100]

The two new pregnancies, along with all the progress his beautiful farmhands had made, must have triggered the quest update. Ben was amazed by how close they were.

As he went through the objective list, he looked around the farm, verifying the progress they’d made.

Three pastures—one for cows, one for horses, and one for sheep, pigs, and goats—had been properly fenced in with upgraded gates. The animals were out grazing happily.

Waves of golden wheat, barley, and oats waved in the wind, already nearly fully grown since the girls had sowed the freshly tilled fields the day before. A feed of data in his HUD told him the crops were mostly Superior quality, and the gardens were, too.

The gardens were already being re-planted and fertilized by a team of bunny and sheep girls, under Clover’s careful direction.

Meadow must have gotten a group working on the Creamery, because there was an expansion on the side of the large barn now, which hadn’t been there the day before. He’d have to check his recipes menu for how to make butter churners, yogurt urns, cheese presses, and whatever else was going to have to go into the dairy operation on the farm. He’d ask her what she needed to complete the project once she got up from her nap.

While Penelope had gone into Grimsby with Alicia, it looked like a team of Equistars, Holstaurs, and Porcina had been hard at work since the early hours of the morning putting the finishing touches on the second and third Demi-Beast Accommodation units, which a crowd of excited girls in peasant dresses were currently oohing and aahing over.

Ben strode toward them, eager to see the changes that had been made.

As he approached, a tall, slender Equistar with long black hair and silvery eyes stepped forward to greet him.

“Mr. Nickels,” she said, extending a hand. “I’m so glad you’ve come over. I don’t think we’ve officially met. I’m Stormy.”

With her sleek black hair tied into an elegant braid and her striking gray eyes catching the light, Stormy looked poised and in control. If he had to guess, she was the one in charge of organizing the team of demi-beasts that had been working on the accommodations.

As he shook her hand, Ben appreciated her elegant figure as well as her strong grip. “I don’t believe we have,” he said. “It’s good to meet you, Stormy. Were you the one heading up this project?”

“Me and Marnie,” she said, indicating a towering Holstaur woman behind her who appeared to be made mostly of muscle. “I did the planning, and she did the heavy lifting.”

Marnie flexed an impressive bicep, but didn’t smile. Ben wondered if she had a dry sense of humor or if she was trying to intimidate him. Given what the women had been through on the last farm they’d worked at, Ben decided either would be understandable.

But if she thought he was insecure enough to be scared of a strong woman, she had another thing coming. Ben gave the powerful Holstaur an appraising look. She was quite comely, strong but still feminine in her curves. And even though she wasn’t a dairy Holstaur, her breasts were still impressive.

“Nice to meet you, as well, Marnie,” he said. “I can see you’re the woman for the job. The new accommodations look wonderful.”

“They do, don’t they?” Stormy answered for them both, her pretty face split into a grin. “But Mr. Nickels, there’s something I needed to ask you about. When we finished these, I received a strange notification from the system. It says ‘Steadmaster Upgrade Available,’ but it won’t let me select it.”

Ben frowned thoughtfully. “I’ve never seen anything like that before. But I’m the Steadmaster, so that might be why it’s not selectable for you. Let me have a look.”

He approached the door, feeling flickers of nervous excitement running through his veins, heightening his senses. The morning air was crisp, carrying the faint scent of freshly sawn wood and overturned earth, but there was something else in the air. He could feel the magic of the system coming from the building, waiting for his touch to activate it. A faint shiver passed over his skin, lifting the hairs on his arms.

Stormy and Marnie, their postures reflecting a well-earned sense of pride, watched him carefully.

Ben gave them a grin as he stepped forward. Stormy returned his smile a bit nervously.

Marnie’s massive frame and broad shoulders seemed to radiate raw strength where she stood next to her Equistar companion. Her arms, thick with muscle, were crossed over her chest, and her expression remained stoic.

The building’s log cabin exterior was simple yet sturdy, with neatly aligned windows and a broad front porch that hinted at the comforts that would be inside once it was completely finished.

“I have to say, I’m impressed,” Ben said, pausing before he opened the door. “You’ve really outdone yourselves on this design.”

Stormy inclined her head gracefully, her lips curling into a small smile. “It’s just a basic building recipe from the Farmstead menu, but we tweaked it a bit. We wanted it to feel like home,” she said. “It might not be fancy, but it’ll keep everyone safe and warm.”

Marnie gave a short grunt, which Ben had come to recognize as her version of approval. “It’s strong,” she added, her deep voice steady. “Won’t break. Not for monsters. Not for weather.”

Ben nodded. Pride welled in his chest as he realized the demi-beasts were as dedicated to the farm and its people as he was. “Let’s take a look inside, shall we?”

As he touched the door, a faint chime sounded in his head.

System Notification: Would you like to apply the Steadmaster’s Upgrade to [Demi-Beast Accommodation Unit]?

Ben froze, his hand hovering over the doorknob.

“Huh,” he muttered, drawing the attention of Stormy and Marnie. “There it is, just like you said. Steamaster’s Upgrade. Well, here goes nothing, I guess.”

Without further hesitation, he selected Yes.

The moment he made his choice, the ground beneath his feet seemed to hum with energy. A soft golden light emanated from the building, spreading outward in gentle waves. The wooden beams shimmered, their rough texture smoothing as if they had been polished by an invisible hand. The windows expanded slightly, and the simple glass panes transformed into ornate, sunlit frames that sparkled like crystal.

Ben stepped back in awe as the entire structure began to shift. The rustic charm of the cabin melted away, replaced by something far more elegant. The exterior wood gained a rich, golden hue, as though varnished to perfection. The porch widened, now adorned with finely carved railings and polished steps. Even the roof seemed to gleam, its wooden shingles replaced with neatly aligned metal scales like the hide of some mythical creature.

Stormy and Marnie stood frozen, their jaws slack. “What...what’s happening?” Stormy whispered.

Ben raised his hands in mock surrender. “Don’t look at me—I just pressed the button!”

With the transformation complete, Ben hesitantly opened the door. Warm, inviting light spilled out onto the porch. He stepped inside, his breath catching in his throat.

What he had expected to be a simple, multi-room cabin was now something more akin to a high-end ski lodge. A spacious communal living area stretched before him, filled with plush seating arranged around a stone fireplace that flickered with golden flames.

The walls were paneled in smooth, dark wood, adorned with intricate carvings of pastoral scenes. A massive rug, its intricate patterns evoking a sense of warmth and comfort, covered the floor. To his left was a gleaming kitchen outfitted with polished countertops, a fully stocked pantry and new steam-powered appliances that glowed with crystal shards like the ones that powered Alicia’s motorized carriage.

It looked like something out of a dream—or at least a farmhouse catalog Alicia would salivate over.

In fact… he was pretty sure the furnishings were exactly the ones his wife had asked about buying once they had enough money to place the order. How was that possible?

Ben moved deeper into the building, peeking into the individual rooms. Each one was a masterpiece, practical and comfortable with large, cozy beds dressed in soft linens, handmade wooden furniture, and small personal touches that made them feel lived-in. There were desks for writing, bookshelves waiting to be filled, and windows that opened to let in the crisp morning air.

Ben couldn’t help but grin as he ran his hand over one of the headboards, marveling at the craftsmanship. He had no idea how the system had known what they were planning—but it felt as if it had taken their dreams and brought them to life.

Not unlike the way it had with his personal dreams of becoming a husband, father, and a farmer.

“This is...incredible,” Ben murmured, half to himself, as he came back into the main room. He glanced back at Stormy and Marnie, who were still standing at the entrance, their expressions warring with a mixture of awe and disbelief.

Stormy stepped inside cautiously, her gray eyes wide as she took in the transformation. “It’s...it’s beautiful,” she said, her voice trembling slightly. “I never imagined...”

Marnie followed, her heavy footsteps echoing on the polished floor. She looked around silently, her brows furrowed as if trying to process what she was seeing.

Finally, she grunted.

“It’s good,” she said simply, but there was a faint quiver in her voice that betrayed her emotions. “Very good.”

Ben turned to them with a sheepish smile. “I hope you’re not upset,” he said. “I know how much work you put into this. I didn’t mean to...overwrite it.”

Stormy’s eyes welled with tears as she shook her head. “Upset? Are you kidding? I’ve never been part of anything so beautiful. This is...this is beyond anything I ever thought I’d be able to do.”

Marnie nodded, her usually stoic expression softening.

Ben’s smile widened. “Well, that’s a relief,” he said. “Come on, let’s see what else the system has up its sleeve. If this building got an upgrade, who knows what it’ll do to the rest?”

The three of them stepped back outside, the morning sunlight gleaming off the newly transformed structure. Ben glanced around at the other buildings dotting the farm, anticipation rising in his chest.

If this was just the beginning, he couldn’t wait to see what came next.

Or so he thought.

A sudden ripple of golden light spread outward from the newly upgraded cabin, surging toward the other demi-beast accommodation buildings next door. Ben, Stormy, and Marnie stood frozen on the porch, watching as the other two buildings glowed briefly before undergoing the same magical transformation. The distant sound of wood creaking, windows shifting, and what could only be described as a soft whoosh of magic filled the air.

That, of course, is when the chaos began.

The first sign of movement came from the nearest cabin, where the door burst open and a young Porcina girl stumbled out, wide-eyed and clutching a blanket to her chest. Her pink ears flopped nervously as she peered around, her gaze landing on Ben.

“What just happened?!” she squeaked, her voice high-pitched with alarm. “I was getting ready for a bath and the basin just vanished! Now there’s a big ivory tub in its place!”

Before Ben could respond, another door slammed open. A flurry of Lapina spilled out, some half-dressed, others barefoot, their fluffy tails twitching with agitation. One of them, a brown-furred Lapina with her hair tied in uneven pigtails, clutched a pair of boots in one hand and looked ready to throw them as a weapon.

“What’s going on?” another shouted. “Who’s messing with our burrow?”

Ben raised his hands defensively. “It’s okay! It’s just... uh, system magic! Everything’s fine!” he called, trying to project calm while studiously avoiding looking directly at the Lapina who appeared to be wearing little more than a hastily thrown-on shawl.

When the Lapina realized he was there, however, they shrieked and ran in circles, attempting to steal one another’s clothes in order to cover themselves. None of the girls were listening to a word he was saying.

The commotion only grew louder as more demi-beasts poured out of the buildings.

An Ovina girl with pale curls and large green eyes peeked out from behind the door of her cabin, clutching the edge of a quilt nervously.

“Is it safe?” she asked softly, her voice trembling. “Are there monsters?”

From the far side of the field, an Equistar with silken chestnut hair galloped toward the commotion, her hooves striking the ground with urgency.

“What’s going on here? Why do the cabins look... Wait a minute—Does our cabin have a chandelier?!”

Ben winced as he realized the scale of the confusion. He turned toward Stormy and Marnie, but they were still rooted to the porch, their expressions frozen in shock.

“Uh, Stormy? Marnie? Help?” Ben asked sheepishly.

Stormy blinked, snapping out of her daze.

“Right, uh, everyone, calm down!” she called, her authoritative tone cutting through some of the chatter. “Mr. Nickels did something nice for us. Everything’s fine. Just... go back inside and see for yourselves!”

The suggestion had mixed results. Some of the demi-beasts hesitated, their eyes darting nervously between their transformed homes and Ben.

The ones that looked at Ben blushed, especially the ones who weren’t wearing much in the way of clothes.

Others, emboldened by Stormy’s reassurance, crept cautiously back inside. Moments later, excited squeals and gasps of astonishment echoed from the cabins.

One Lapina with snowy white fur came rushing out again, her cheeks flushed pink. “The beds are so soft! And there’s curtains! And—oh my gosh, there’s a mirror in my room!”

“Are those... heated floors?” a Porcina called, poking her head out of another cabin, her expression one of disbelief. “My hooves feel warm. It must be magic like the ancients once had!”

As the reports of luxury features trickled out, the mood began to shift. Wary confusion gave way to awe and excitement as the demi-beasts explored their transformed living spaces. The earlier chaos started to die down, replaced by an almost festive atmosphere as girls ran back and forth between cabins, comparing features.

But the moment of relief was short-lived.

A small group of Lapina appeared from a cabin further down the line, led by Clover, her silvery hair practically glowing in the sunlight. She looked furious—and notably underdressed, wearing nothing but a loose, oversized peasant’s blouse that barely reached mid-thigh.

“Ben!” Clover shouted, marching toward him with all the indignation of someone deeply wronged. “Is this your doing? Just because I sucked your dick doesn’t mean you can turn my room upside down like that! Not unless it’s from humping, anyways.”

She scowled and thumped her heel on the ground in irritation. Behind her, a few other Lapina huddled, blushing furiously and trying to hide behind one another.

Ben groaned inwardly. “Sorry Clover, I didn’t know this would happen. I swear!” he called back, holding up his hands.

Clover planted her hands on her hips, her pink eyes narrowing.

“Do you know how unsettling it is to have your house magically upgraded while you’re in the middle of getting dressed?!” she demanded, her cheeks puffing out in irritation.

“I really do apologize,” Ben said, doing his best to sound sincere. “I just pushed a button in my HUD to accept an upgrade. I didn’t think it would affect all the buildings at once… But, Clover, why are you getting changed in there? Aren’t you staying with us now?”

Clover huffed but seemed mollified by his apology. “If you must know, I forgot most of my clothes in the excitement. And… there were some stains on the ones I was wearing last night. And this morning. And… well, next time, if you want me upside-down with my pants off and my top around my neck, you should just ask.”

“Duly noted,” Ben said, his cock stiffening as he imagined the bunny girl in just such a position.

“Or at the very least, maybe give us a heads-up before pressing magical buttons.”

“Be careful what you wish for,” Ben said with a grin. “You might like it when I press your buttons, you know.”

Despite her best efforts the bunny girls’ leg twitched with excitement, and her hands went to her barely covered crotch. Her ears drooped longingly. “Now?”

“Soon,” Ben promised.

Behind her, one of the younger Lapina stifled a giggle.

“It’s not that bad,” she whispered. “The new beds are amazing. You don’t have to be upset for us, Clover.”

“I’m not upset for you,” Clover said. “I’m upset for me. I’m so horny I can hardly think straight. Stop giggling, Poppy, and help me find my pants.”

Ben barely managed to suppress his smile as he turned back to Stormy and Marnie.

“Well,” he said, clapping his hands together authoritatively. “Nice work, ladies. I couldn’t have applied the Steadmaster’s Upgrade without having a building to apply it to. But it does make me wonder what will happen when I visit some of these other new buildings you all have been working on. Is that a creamery over there?”

Stormy and Marnie exchanged a glance before nodding, their earlier shock replaced by tentative excitement.

“Yes,” Stormy said, smiling. “Meadow, Penelope, and some of the other girls started that after they finished the Nursery. I think Meadow said it would be done today. And there’s the vegetable storage building, too.”

Behind them, the farm buzzed with activity as demi-beasts marveled at their new homes, the earlier chaos now transformed into a celebration of wonder and possibility. Ben had to admit, he felt much the same. He couldn’t wait to see what else he could use his Steadmaster’s Upgrade ability on. The barns and fences he’d built in order to establish the Farmstead might be upgradable, too.

“Lead the way,” he said. “I want the grand tour of our grand old grangehold-in-training.”
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The farm bustled with life as they walked, and Ben took a moment to observe the growth unfolding around him. Along the pasture lines, several demi-beasts were hard at work checking the new fences and tending to the grazing animals.

On the far side of the property, a Holstaur team was clearing rocks and debris from a field in preparation for tilling. Lapina women hopped through the gardens, giggling as they watered the crops and enriched the soil with specially mixed fertilizer mixture.

As Ben passed the garden, he used his Communicate with Helpful Critters skill to get a reading on the soil quality and pest situation.

He could view reports from honeybees, ladybugs, dung beetles, and earth worms, which all together gave him a very well-rounded idea of how things were going both above and below the soil. Things looked good in the garden, but the honeybees, which traveled farther from the property than the more local inhabitants of the farm, warned that there were more Sulfuric Oozes coming out of the forest.

Ben added a mental note to do another monster patrol with Gruff as soon as he was done with the tour.

He also made note of a couple of places in the gardens which the earthworms reported as having extra-rich soil.

“Excuse me,” Ben called out to a brown-eared Lapina wearing a bright red flower in her long brown hair. “It’s Poppy, isn’t it?”

The bunny girl giggled, her nose twitching adorably as her gaze darted away from his. “Yes, sir. That’s me! What can I do for you?”

“I’m noticing that this area here, with the tomatoes, and that area over there with the parsnips, have much higher quality soil than the rest of the garden. We need to grow some Legendary Quality produce in order to upgrade to a Grangehold. I’m thinking if you could reserve a few of the best plants in those sections, and make sure they get extra water and fertilizer for the next couple of days, that will be our best chance. What do you think?”

Poppy beamed at him, and her fluffy white tail wiggled. “Oh, I’m so glad you noticed! I have been adding some special wildflowers into the fertilizer as an experiment. My Herbalism skill suggested they might help plants grow. I will definitely reserve some plants for your Legendary harvest, but now that I know it’s working, I’ll make sure I pick more of those flowers for the fertilizer mix so we can treat all of the gardens and crops the same way!”

“That’s fantastic! Keep up the great work, Poppy. I’m keeping my eye on you…”

The bunny girl squeaked with excitement as she ran toward her friends. They jumped and squealed together like teenage girls who’d just scored tickets to their favorite pop concert. It was cute, but a little strange for Ben to realize he was the celebrity they were excited about meeting.

“You sure know how to motivate them, boss,” Stormy said over her shoulder, giving Ben a wink with one bright silver eye.

Ben laughed. “It’s the truth, though. She’s doing very well, and so are you.”

The dark-haired Equistar blushed as she led the way toward one of the pastures. “You’ve probably already seen the new fences,” she said. “They were finished yesterday, and today’s the first day the animals have been out without much supervision. The cows and horses have the bigger pastures. But now the goats, sheep, and pigs will have plenty of space to graze as well.”

Marnie grunted in agreement, her thick fingers tapping the top rail of the fence. “And they’re strong.”

Ben ran his hand along the wood, noting how sturdy it felt. “You aren’t kidding. I don’t think the fences need an upgrade even if I could do it.”

Stormy flushed faintly and nodded, pleased with his praise. “You’ll see the creamery foundation next. It’s coming along well.”

True to her word, the early foundation for the creamery sat solidly on the far side of the yard, with stone bricks neatly stacked alongside piles of mortar bags. The ground had been carefully leveled, and the layout of the building was already clear.

“It looks great,” Ben said. “I need to ask Meadow what else she needs in terms of equipment so we can make sure the creamery is state-of-the-art.”

The Equistar’s graceful shoulders straightened with satisfaction, and even Marnie gave a small, approving nod. “She’ll be pleased, Master,” Marnie said in her deep, gruff tone. “Meadow is very excited about expanding the dairy operation.”

Just then, there was a shout of alarm and a crash as a team of demi-beasts toppled a wagon full of lumber. Stormy’s eyes widened. “Oh oh,” she said. “Looks like we’re needed back on the job, boss. I guess you probably don’t need us for the tour, do you? You were just being nice.”

“Need is a relative thing,” Ben grinned. “I have enjoyed your company and getting to know you both a little bit. But I think your team might need you more than I do. Go ahead.”

As the two demi-beasts headed off to check on the other teams, Ben lingered behind, letting his HUD flicker to life in front of him. In truth, he was glad Stormy and Marnie were getting called away. Not that he didn’t enjoy their company, as he’d said, but there were some things he wanted to investigate in his HUD menus. His curiosity had been gnawing at him since the upgrade, and now was as good a time as any to get some answers.

The HUD appeared, crisp and clean against the backdrop of the busy farm:

Farm Improvement Points: 85

Available Upgrades: See List for Details

Ben furrowed his brow, pulling up a list of the current structures and their point requirements.

	Demi-Beast Accommodations: [Upgrade Complete]

	Pasture Fencing: [Requires 30 points]

	Creamery: [Requires 60 points] [Structure Incomplete]

	Tool Shed: [Requires 25 points]

	Chicken Coop (Basic): [Requires 15 points]

	Rabbit Hutch (Basic): [Requires 15 points]




His mind worked through the logic as he scrolled. So far, everything made sense. The system had let him upgrade the accommodations because they fell well under his 85-point cap. Anything over that was locked for now, including the small barn, which required 100 points, and the large barn, which required 125 points. But the “points” weren’t spent—they were just a marker, like a level requirement.

“Interesting…” Ben muttered, swiping through more details.

The Steadmaster’s Upgrade ability was tied directly to his Farm Improvement Points and his Steadmaster class level. Buildings or assets already constructed could be enhanced, but they wouldn’t contribute new points to his pool. That explained why he hadn’t gained anything for upgrading the accommodations.

“New builds give points,” Ben murmured, pacing along the fence line. “Upgrades don’t. But they still push me through the Steadmaster class… and higher Steadmaster levels mean fewer materials needed for new build recipes.”

It was a subtle system of rewards, but he could see the design now: efficiency improved with progression, and creativity was encouraged by rewarding new ideas.

Ben let his HUD fade and glanced around the farm again, now seeing it with fresh eyes. Every new fence, every structure, every tool the demi-beasts completed brought them closer to the Grangehold goal. The path forward was clear, and it felt more within reach than ever before.

As Ben inspected the final stretch of land near the barns, his satisfaction faltered. A small cluster of chickens pecked disinterestedly at the ground, their feathers dull and listless. The turkeys, ducks, and geese nearby weren’t faring much better, waddling lethargically and huddling together instead of spreading out.

“Still not thriving,” Ben said softly, crouching near the fence. He reached into his pocket and scattered a handful of feed, but the birds barely reacted. Their eyes held none of the sharp awareness he would have expected from healthy animals.

Ashburn’s cruelty had scarred them far deeper than he realized. Even in their new, spacious habitat, they seemed to carry the trauma of their previous lives. The farm had healed so many of the other animals—those that had been able to rely on their demi-beasts for regenerative magic—but without an avian demi-beast to help them, these birds were failing.

Ben’s jaw tightened as a sudden thought struck him. “I have to figure out how to get that Harpy…”

The mysterious bird-woman who lingered at the edge of the woods could help his animals, he knew. Quincie had warned him that Harpies were fickle demi-beasts, but they were powerful. The bird-woman that had been watching him could certainly heal animals like these, but she hadn’t come close enough to see that the birds needed her.

How could he convince her?

Ben straightened, his gaze flicking to the pasture beyond the fence. If the Harpy wasn’t going to approach the farm, maybe he could bring something of the farm to her.

“That’s it,” he said, punching his fist with resolve. “I know what we’ll try!”

Ben trudged along the border of the poultry enclosure, the morning sun peeking through thin clouds as the farm bustled with life around him. The cheerful chatter of demi-beasts rang from across the pastures, hammers thudded from the creamery site, and a distant neigh of a horse echoed near the barns.

But the lively atmosphere didn’t extend to the birds.

The chickens clustered together near the feed trough, their feathers matted and dull. A rooster pecked weakly at the dirt and then gave up, settling into a pitiful loaf. The ducks and geese waddled slowly around the small pond he’d built for them, moving as though the weight of the world pressed on their wings. Even the turkeys, who stood in the far corner like disgruntled prison guards, seemed listless—though Ben swore they watched him with murderous intent.

“Still not looking good,” Ben muttered, propping his quarterstaff against the fence and climbing over to get a closer look.

The chickens didn’t scatter the way they usually did when he approached. A few stared blankly at him with glassy eyes before flopping back down into the dirt. It was like they’d given up. Ben crouched low, reaching out to gently stroke a hen’s feathers, only to wince at how brittle they felt beneath his fingers.

The turkeys, on the other hand, looked far from lifeless. The pair stood stiff as statues, their beady eyes fixed on Ben with unsettling intensity. Their scarlet wattles dangled menacingly, and the male let out a low gobble, as if issuing a warning.

Ben frowned. “Why do I get the feeling you’re plotting something?”

The turkey puffed out its chest, its ugly face twisted into what Ben could only describe as an expression of deep, personal offense.

“Fine. Keep your secrets,” Ben grumbled. He backed away cautiously. “But if you’re planning to eat me, you should know that I fight back.”

Turning his attention back to the rest of the flock, Ben’s earlier thoughts came flooding back. The birds weren’t sick; they were broken. They had food, shelter, space—everything a bird could ask for—but it wasn’t enough.

“They’re never going to bounce back without help,” Ben murmured, running a hand through his hair. Ben’s gaze shifted toward the edge of the pasture, where the forest loomed. “If she won’t come to us, maybe she’ll come to them… provided I can get them a little bit closer.”

The idea began to take shape as Ben stood there, hands on his hips, surveying the space. The third pasture stretched toward the tree line, wide and mostly empty save for grazing sheep, goats, and pigs. It was perfect.

If he could build a long a fenced-in corridor that would let the birds get close to the forest without exposing them to danger, maybe then the Harpy would spot them, and her instinct to protect bird-kind might kick in.

It was worth a shot.

Ben climbed back over the fence and made his way to the storage shed, muttering to himself as he mentally planned out the project. “I’ve got leftover chicken wire, enough lumber… should be able to get this up quickly.”

He flung open the storage shed’s doors, the scent of sawdust and old tools wafting out. Grabbing a roll of wire, a hammer, and a bucket of nails, he hoisted it all under one arm. His quarterstaff thunked against the ground as he balanced it in his other hand, clenching it between his elbow and side.

“Need a hand, Master Ben?”

Ben looked up to see Clover bounding toward him, her silvery hair bouncing with every step. Behind her, Lavender and Blossom trotted close behind, their faintly purple and pink locks shimmering in the light. The three Lapina sisters looked nearly identical apart from their hues, their white ears perking up as they spotted the supplies in Ben’s arms.

“I’m building a chicken run,” Ben said, adjusting the load. “Something to bring the birds closer to the forest and, hopefully, to lure that Harpy out of hiding.”

Clover’s nose twitched, her pink eyes gleaming with curiosity. “The Harpy, huh? You really think she’ll notice?”

“Not sure,” Ben admitted. “But we won’t know unless we try.”

Clover tilted her head, one long ear flopping forward. “You know… you could do the same thing for the rabbits. Just saying.”

Ben raised an eyebrow. “The Harpy might eat the rabbits, Clover.”

Clover shrugged. “They’re meat rabbits. That’s kind of the point.”

Lavender gasped, her purple-tinted hair swishing. “But Clover! They’re so cute! We can’t eat them!”

“Well, we can’t. We’re vegetarians, dummy.” Clover put her hands on her hips and scowled at her sisters. “But be practical. What other reason do you think farmers keep rabbits?”

Blossom’s hand shot into the air. “Oooh! Oooh! I know, Clover! For their fur!”

Clover’s nose twitched and her ears drooped into her hair. “You really are a dumb bunny, aren’t you? A rabbit has to be dead to use their fur, Blossom!”

“Oh, yeah,” the pink-haired bunny looked stumped.

Lavender tugged on a strand of purple hair. “Ummm, Clover? What about Angorfae rabbits? They can be sheared like sheep, can’t they?”

“Yes,” Clove said. “But we don’t have Angorfae rabbits. We have meat rabbits.”

Lavender’s shoulders slumped. “Oh yeah.”

“It’s not a big deal, girls!” Clover insisted, crossing her arms. “Besides, Harpies don’t toy with their food. If she grabbed one, it’d be quick and painless. It’s better than if a slime catches one, isn’t it?”

All three bunny girls shuddered at the idea of being dissolved by a slime.

Ben couldn’t argue with Clover’s logic, though he would rather not have to feed the rabbits to the Harpy in order to get her attention. He was kind of with Lavender and Blossom on this one. The rabbits were too cute to eat.

“We’ll focus on the chickens first,” he said. “But… if you girls want to help, we can add a rabbit run too. Just don’t tell the rabbits they’re bait.”

Blossom giggled behind her hand. “Deal!”

The four of them got to work, hauling lumber and wire to the edge of the pasture. Ben laid out the design, marking where the posts would go while the Lapina sisters eagerly fetched tools and dug holes for the fence posts. Clover took charge, hammering nails with surprising efficiency, while Lavender and Blossom stretched the chicken wire along the frame with nimble fingers.

“You know, Master Ben,” Clover said between hammer strikes, “this is kind of exciting. Building things. Being part of the plan. So far, we’ve mostly stuck to harvesting in the forest.”

Ben grunted as he sank a post into the ground. “Glad to hear it. The farm’s coming together because of all your hard work.”

Clover beamed, her silvery hair falling in front of her face as she hammered harder. “Don’t forget us when you’re famous, all right?”

Ben chuckled, wiping sweat from his brow. “You girls are unforgettable. But if you want to make sure I never forget you…”

“Ooh! Ooh! I know, Master Ben!” Blossom shot out of the hole she’d been digging next to him, her hand raised over her head. “We can just suck your dick every morning, right?”

“Well, I was going to say you can keep bringing us honey, nuts, and mushrooms from the forest,” Ben said with a laugh. “But yeah, mornings like today will definitely keep you fresh in my mind.”

“And you definitely won’t be able to forget us once you breed us,” Lavender said. “That would be mean.”

“I promise I will never forget you,” he insisted. “And absolutely especially not once I’ve bred you. You’ll be my bunny brides.”

The sisters giggled at that, their tails wagging like little cotton balls as they got back to work. Though they continued to cast flirtatious looks at Ben every time they caught him staring at them.

By the time the runs were finished, the sun hung low on the horizon, painting the farm in golden hues. Ben stepped back, hands on his hips, to admire their work. Two parallel runs stretched along the pasture—one for the chickens and one for the rabbits. The wire glimmered in the golden light, and he could already imagine the birds scratching happily along the grass near the tree line.

As the system chimed, Ben’s HUD flickered to life.

New Structures Completed: Chicken Run (Tier 2), Rabbit Run (Tier 2)

Farm Improvement Points Earned: +30

Total Farm Improvement Points: 115

Ben grinned, letting out a satisfied sigh. “Over 100 Farm Improvement Points now. We did it! That’s one more step towards achieving Grangehold status. Thanks, girls.”

“And one step closer to getting that Harpy’s attention.” Clover wiped her hands on her apron, ears perking up. “She’s got to notice us now!”

“I hope so,” Ben said, his gaze drifting toward the shadowy forest beyond. The Harpy was out there, watching. He could feel it. Now all he had to do was wait.
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The rest of the afternoon passed in a blur. Ben wanted to do a quick monster patrol with Gruff before returning to the farm to help Meadow with the recipes she needed to complete the Creamery project.

On patrol, Ben and the big boar encountered very few actual monsters. But with the reports from the honeybees in the back of his mind, Ben paid close attention to every shifting shadow and crackle of leaves. His gaze flicked to the tree branches above them, as well. He wasn’t only interested in the monster situation, of course. He wanted to keep an eye out for the Harpy, as well, to see if she was paying any attention to the “chicken run” he’d built.

The sun was high in the sky, but past its zenith. The golden rays of light filtered through the dense canopy at the edge of the forest, painting streaks of light on the grassy ground as the sun slowly began its descent toward the western horizon.

Ben moved quietly along the property’s outer boundary, quarterstaff in hand, Gruff the boar ambling just a few steps ahead of him. The massive boar’s tusks glinted in the dappled sunlight, and his snorts punctuated the otherwise still air. The edge of Lucky Nickel Acres was usually alive with buzzing insects, rustling leaves, and the far-off calls of birds, but today there was an unnatural silence to the forest.

“Too quiet,” Ben muttered, frowning. He tightened his grip on the staff, its weight a reassuring presence in his hands. “It’s strange, isn’t it Gruff?”

Gruff snorted in agreement, as if sensing his unease. For all his massive bulk and gruff demeanor, the boar had the instincts of a seasoned scout. His dark eyes darted left and right, watching for movement in the undergrowth.

The bees weren’t likely to be wrong in their report—they avoided the acidic slimes at all costs. Ben had geared up, expecting a fight, bringing the boar as backup since, during their last patrol, the monsters had been stronger than usual and had attacked in waves, testing the boundary of his land.

But now? Now there was nothing. The air felt heavy and still, as though the forest were holding its breath.

They moved deeper along the edge of the forest, Ben’s boots crunching softly over fallen twigs. His gaze darted from tree to tree, searching for signs of movement. The honeybees hadn’t been entirely wrong.

He’d already fought off a pair of sluggish Sulfurous Oozes, their hazy yellow gas pluming out with every swing of his staff, and a handful of Corrosive Slimes that had melted through leaves like acid. But these were low-level juvenile creatures—barely a threat—and far fewer than he expected.

“Where’d the rest of them go?” Ben murmured under his breath.

Gruff’s ears twitched at the sound, and the boar paused near a patch of withered grass, his massive snout sniffing deeply at the air. His bristly back stood on end, and he let out a low, warning growl.

Ben tensed immediately. “What is it, Gruff?”

The boar turned his head to the tree line, letting out a soft huff. Ben followed his gaze, scanning the shadows deeper in the woods. At first, he saw nothing—only dark trunks of trees and dense undergrowth—but the longer he stared, the more he felt it.

A presence.

It was faint, lurking at the edge of his awareness like an itch he couldn’t scratch. It wasn’t the oppressive menace he felt when facing a Brutehorn or the chaotic swarm of a Scuttler pack. This was different—quiet, watching.

Could it be the Harpy?

Ben’s quarterstaff began to hum softly in his hand, the faint runes etched into the wood glowing with an otherworldly light.

“That’s new,” Ben muttered, narrowing his eyes at the forest. The staff had been a mystery ever since it first activated during his fight with the Scavengers, but now it seemed to react to something. He took a step closer to the tree line, the light of the staff growing slightly brighter.

Gruff grunted and stepped in front of him, blocking his path with a firm shoulder. It wasn’t aggressive—it was protective. The boar stood tall, letting out a snort of warning that seemed to say: Don’t go in there, idiot.

Ben hesitated, his instincts at war with his curiosity. He could sense the presence—whatever it was—lurking deeper in the woods. Maybe it was the Harpy? She’d been watching them for days now, though she always disappeared before anyone could approach. The thought of her magic stirred in his mind. The birds needed her help, and if she was watching, maybe she’d noticed the chicken run he’d built.

But if this wasn’t the Harpy…? Ben’s gut told him to turn back.

He sighed, lowering the quarterstaff slightly. “Fine, Gruff. You win. I’m not going in there unprepared. Rosie would roast me alive if she found out I wasn’t listening to your warnings.”

Gruff grunted in satisfaction, as though pleased by Ben’s decision.

Ben turned back toward the farm, the gears of his mind churning. If he was going to investigate the forest properly, he’d need to grab extra supplies—maybe rations, a lantern, and rope. The forest was a big place, and he could easily be gone for days if the problem ended up being more extensive than he realized. Or if he got lost.

He’d also need to let the girls know where he was going. It would be irresponsible to just wander into the woods without telling anyone his plan. Besides, Alicia should be back from the General Store soon, and he needed to check in on her. She’d looked so tired that morning, and Ben still wasn’t sure if it was from overwork or something more serious.

Plus, he remembered what Alicia had said before leaving—the owner of Marital Bliss should be arriving this evening. He didn’t know much about what to expect from the visit, but based on Alicia’s excitement and planning, he knew better than to disappear when she showed up.

“Let’s head back, Gruff,” Ben said, giving the boar a pat on his thick shoulder. “We’ll figure out what’s going on soon enough.”

Gruff snorted in agreement and turned back toward the farm, leading the way with his heavy, confident strides.

As they walked, Ben couldn’t shake the feeling that the forest was watching him, the unseen presence lingering in his mind like a shadow. He glanced back over his shoulder one last time, the faint glow of his staff fading as they moved further from the trees.

Something’s not right, he thought, tightening his grip on the quarterstaff. But I’ll be ready for it next time.

The walk back was quiet, broken only by the crunch of their footsteps and the occasional grunt from Gruff. The closer they got to the farm, the lighter the air felt, the protective aura of the Lucky Nickel Acres boundary washing over them like a shield.

As the farmhouse came into view, Ben caught sight of the bustling activity in the distance—demi-beasts working on fences, tending to animals, and hauling tools. It was a stark contrast to the unsettling stillness of the forest.

“Alright,” Ben said to himself. “Supplies, check in with the girls, help Meadow with the Creamery recipes… then I’m coming back to figure this out. A man’s work is never done, huh, Gruff?”

He spared one last glance at the forest before heading toward the house, his mind already churning with questions for Estelle. If anyone knew what the sudden quiet meant, it would be her.

Gruff gave a satisfied snort as they crossed the boundary line, as if to say, I told you we’d be fine.

“Yeah, yeah,” Ben muttered with a small smile. “Next time, you’re carrying the supplies, big guy.”
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The afternoon sun hung low in the sky as a familiar, well-loved steam carriage trundled up the dirt path to the farmhouse. Ben stood by the front steps, brushing the last bit of dust and dirt from his hands onto his trousers, while he waited for his wife.

While he and Gruff had been out patrolling, Meadow had woken from her nap and led an impressive amount of work building up the foundation of the Creamery. She and her team had already erected two walls, and had started on the third.

Meadow had been very excited to show him her plans for the Creamery, and Ben was pleased to see that the recipes for constructing the butter churn, yoghurt urns, and cheese presses were all available in his HUD when he was standing within range of the foundation. He shared them with her, and the Holstaur immediately started making plans for the next day.

Ben wasn’t sure how they were working so quickly—it had taken him, Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie a lot longer to build the barns when they were trying to establish the Farmstead. He sure wasn’t complaining! But he was curious.

Looking through his Steadmaster (Steward of Kinship) menu Ben discovered a handful of likely reasons for the upgraded building speed. His specialized class had come with some abilities that Ben hadn’t paid a lot of attention to at the time. Now he took the time to reread them, and explore what they meant in detail.

The first was “Homestead Expansion.”

Homestead Expansion—Gain the knowledge and blueprints to construct specialized buildings, including additional barns, food storage units, housing for your growing family, and a birthing unit to ensure the comfort and safety of expectant demi-beasts.

Additional Details: Unlock more recipes and blueprints the more you build, each new creation will increase your Farm Improvement Points, which in turn reduce material costs for future projects. Recruiting new members to your Farmstead, and increasing the quality of bond—via friendship or breeding—with new recruits will further reduce material and time costs for all recipes and blueprints.

Ben raised his eyebrows. Some of that he’d already surmised. But he hadn’t realized that simply inviting all the demi-beasts from Ashburn’s farm to stay with him had had such a significant effect on his productivity. Furthermore, it seemed the system would reward him for developing stronger relationships with each person who lived at Lucky Nickel Acres. He was relieved to see that friendship counted as well as breeding, since there were only so many females he could breed at a time while still ensuring they got the attention they needed and reserved. But knowing this gave him even more reason to get out there and mingle, getting to know each of the demi-beasts personally.

Next, he looked at “Guardian’s Bond.”

Guardian’s Bond—Allies and residents of your farm receive a small boost to their own skills and health when within the boundaries of your Farmstead, promoting teamwork and resilience.

Additional Details: The harder residents of your farm work, the faster they will level. As the average level of resident on your farm increases, teamwork, health, and resilience buffs level as well. This results in faster, more efficient results for all tasks performed on your farm by residents. Special “Guardian Bond” bonuses may be applied to allies and residents who achieve a special bond with the Steadmaster.

Now that was also interesting. He wondered if any of the females he’d bred so far had received one of these “Guardian Bond” bonuses yet? It seemed the system did not always notify of every change in status. He guessed it must prioritize notifications based on what the user was doing at the time, or perhaps what had been chosen as ‘priority’ events in an individual’s menu.

Regardless, it seemed the hard work and dedication of all the demi-beasts from Ashburn’s farm were contributing to the exponential growth Ben was seeing on Lucky Nickel Acres. That made him smile. He hoped the girls had noticed the beneficial effects of living with him and Alicia on the farm, so that even if it took a while to get around to breeding every one of the females who wanted to be bred, they would still be satisfied with their choice to stay.

Next up was “Farmstead Resilience.”

Farmstead Resilience—Your safe zone boundaries are expanded beyond the Farmstead, making it nearly impossible for low-tier hostile creatures to enter the surrounding area. The health and yield of your crops and livestock are slightly boosted as long as they remain within these protected boundaries.

Additional Details: Resilience can be affected by high levels of hostile creatures outside the protected boundaries. Because barrier penetration is calculated based on a percentage of the number of attempted barrier breaches, the presence of monsters on or near protected boundaries should be treated with grave caution. Some forms of dark magic and offensive spells can weaken Resilience effects. In time, Resilience may degrade or disappear. If you suspect there is a malignant presence near your protected boundaries, it is advisable to deal with the threat as soon as possible!

Ben frowned. That wasn’t good. Other than on his most recent patrol with Gruff, Ben had been surprised at the number of hostile creatures there were on the borders of Lucky Nickel Acres, given that he had achieved the Farmstead Resilience perk. But he’d figured that was just how the system worked. Now, especially given that he’d felt the ominous presence inside the woods, he was beginning to wonder if there was more to the monster attacks than he’d realized.

He was definitely going to have to speak with Estelle, and soon. She was the one most likely to be able to tell him what to expect from the local monsters. In fact, it might be wise to bring her when he went to investigate the forest, as she might be able to identify the strange presence better than he could.

Gruff had already wandered off to his pen, snorting contentedly, leaving Ben to enjoy the quiet of the farmyard—a quiet soon broken by the steady clanks and hisses of Alicia’s approaching ride.

The carriage creaked to a halt, steam hissing from its vents as the engine settled. Alicia stepped out, looking elegant despite the fatigue that clung to her shoulders. She wore a simple blue dress, sleeves rolled up to her elbows, a smudge of flour on her cheek as evidence of her earlier work at the General Store. Her auburn hair had slipped free of its neat bun in places, framing her face as she smiled warmly at Ben.

“Home sweet home,” she said with a tired sigh, stretching as she stood upright. “You wouldn’t believe how many people were in the store today. If I see one more potato, I might scream.”

Ben chuckled, stepping forward to meet her. “Sounds like you earned yourself a foot rub.”

“Don’t think I won’t hold you to that,” Alicia teased, but the sparkle in her eyes told him she was half serious. She stepped closer, tilting her head up to kiss his cheek. “How was your day? You look like you’ve been wrestling tree branches.”

She reached up and plucked a pine-needle from his hair.

“I just got back from patrol with Gruff. Nothing too much to report. A few slimes and weird vibes from the woods,” Ben replied, brushing off the concern in her tone. While he was worried about the patrol, he didn’t need her to worry. He rested his free hand on her arm and studied her face. “You look beat, Alicia. You need to take it easy.”

“I’ll rest when I’m old and brittle,” she said, though her voice lacked its usual sharpness. Alicia looked past him toward the farmhouse and its grounds, a small smile creeping onto her face at the sight of demi-beasts tending the gardens and fences. The farm bustled with purpose, a peaceful kind of industry she’d fought hard to help create. “It’s good to come home to all this. I’m not the only one who’s working hard, you know.”

Before Ben could reply, a distant sound broke through their moment of calm. Alicia’s eyes went wide, and she whirled around. “Oh, that must be the proprietress of Marital Bliss! I’d already forgotten about our appointment. How exciting!”

The unmistakable hiss of a steam carriage engine drifted up the road, followed by the clatter of wheels on gravel. Ben turned to see a sleek, black carriage approaching from the same path Alicia had taken.

Its glossy exterior reflected the waning sunlight like polished obsidian, and it moved with a precision that hinted at its high price tag.

“Well, that’s not subtle,” Ben muttered, frowning. “Who’s she supposed to be? Darth Vador?”

Alicia, not having any frame of reference for his ‘old world’ comment, chose to ignore her husband. But she’d perked up, considerably, the exhaustion disappearing from her face to be replaced by a wide, beaming smile. She brushed her hair back and straightened her shoulders as the carriage rolled to a stop just behind hers.

“It must be her!” she said, excitement returning to her voice. “Lillian Belle. I’ve heard she’s quite the social butterfly in the capital. I must admit this carriage is giving more… death’s head moth vibes than social butterfly… but I’m certainly not up on all the latest fashions, so what do I know?”

Ben raised an eyebrow, trying to picture what kind of person would run such a prestigious shop. He imagined someone bubbly and approachable, maybe a little over-the-top, given the store’s reputation.

But when the door to the sleek carriage swung open, what stepped out was… exactly the opposite.

The woman who emerged was tall and imposing, wrapped in an immaculate charcoal-gray traveling coat that fell sharply to her calves. Her posture was ramrod straight, her chin lifted with a quiet authority that made even the farmyard feel insignificant under her gaze. A matching wide-brimmed hat sat perfectly atop her pinned-back black hair, and her face—angular, striking, and severe—seemed carved from stone. She looked less like a boutique owner and more like someone who regularly issued orders to an army.

“That’s… not what I was expecting,” Ben said under his breath.

Alicia hesitated, her excitement faltering as she adjusted her dress. “Maybe she’s just… very professional?”

Ben wasn’t convinced, but before he could voice his doubts, the sound of giggling reached his ears. From around the corner of the farmhouse, Clover and her sisters came bounding over, their white ears twitching with curiosity. Clover, leading the charge as always, stopped short when she spotted the tall woman, her eyes going wide.

“Oh!” Clover gasped, clasping her hands together. “Are you the one who’s here to measure Master Ben’s enormous cock for our new toy collection?”

Lavender and Blossom, barely containing their glee, chimed in.

“We’ve been so excited for you to come!” Lavender said with a wink. “And excited to make him come, for you!”

“Oh yes,” Blossom teased, her silvery-pink hair bouncing as she giggled. “You need him nice and hard for the measurements, don’t you? Don’t worry, we’ve got you covered.”

“You mean, we’ll be covered,” Clover added. “At least, that’s what happened this morning. And last night.”

The tall woman froze, her jaw dropping slightly before snapping shut with an audible click. Her face went crimson as the full implication of the bunny girls’ words hit her. She looked from the grinning Lapina sisters to Ben, then to Alicia, as though trying to determine who among them was the most degenerate.

Ben groaned and rubbed the bridge of his nose. Oh, no. Definitely not the sex toy lady…

“Measure…? For a toy collection…?” the woman repeated, her voice sharp and faintly horrified.

Alicia’s eyes widened as she realized the misunderstanding. “Oh, no, that’s not what—”

“I knew it!” The woman’s voice rose an octave, cutting Alicia off. “This confirms every report that has reached the capital—depravity, unchecked debauchery, degenerates running rampant!” Her expression twisted in fury, her cheeks flushing a sharp crimson. She leveled an accusatory finger straight at Ben. “This is an affront to human decency!”

The bunny girls blinked in unison, their ears folding back in confusion.

“Wait, what?” Clover asked, her playful grin faltering.

Ben’s stomach dropped. He held up his hands defensively. “Hold on now, let’s not get carried away—”

“I am Lady Helena Graythorne, investigator for the High Council of Cinderfell,” she announced imperiously, her voice echoing like thunder in the still farmyard. “I am here to assess the reports of deviance at this so-called farmstead. It is my duty to determine whether legal steps must be taken against you and whether you, Benjamin Nickels, ought to be arrested for…” She paused for dramatic effect. “…crimes against humanity.”

The words hung heavy in the air.

Ben stared at her blankly, the silence stretching uncomfortably long as he tried to process what she’d just said.

“Crimes against… humanity?” he repeated slowly, not sure whether to laugh or take cover.

“What in the world is that supposed to mean?” Alicia demanded, her tired patience snapping like a twig.

Lady Graythorne sniffed. “You know perfectly well. Consorting with demi-beasts, promoting unlawful unions, tainting the bloodlines of humankind with your blatant disregard for societal norms!”

She shot a sharp glance at the bunny girls, whose eyes had grown impossibly wide.

Ben let out a quiet breath of relief. Oh. It’s just puritanical nonsense. For a second there, he’d been afraid they’d accused him of something far worse. Still, the sheer absurdity of the situation set his teeth on edge.

“Lady Graythorne,” he said as diplomatically as he could muster, “you’ve got the wrong idea…”

“Do not attempt to placate me, Mr. Nickels!” she barked, cutting him off. Her expression was frosty enough to freeze the pond out back. “I am here to conduct my investigation, and I shall remain on this… property for the duration of my work. You will house me, and you will not interfere. If anything happens to me, rest assured the capital will assume you are attempting to silence me.”

Clover whispered loudly to Lavender, “Too bad she’s not here for the toys. This lady could stand to have a bit of fun.”

“Seriously,” Blossom added, her little nose wiggling. “Someone needs a release.”

Lady Graythorne glared daggers at her, making the bunny girl flinch and shrink behind her sisters.

“Of course, my lady,” Ben said, trying not to let his irritation show. He cast a helpless look at Alicia, who rubbed her temples in exasperation. “We’ll be happy to cooperate with your investigation. As you’ll come to see, we have nothing to hide here on Lucky Nickel Acres.”

“I very much doubt that,” the woman snapped, her rigid posture stiffening.

“Estelle,” Ben called out suddenly, spotting the small, blonde Ovina lingering at the side of the farmhouse. “Would you mind showing Lady Graythorne to one of the guest rooms?”

Estelle startled but immediately nodded, her soft voice carrying over the tension. “Y-yes, of course. Right this way, Lady Graythorne.”

Lady Graythorne swept forward with an air of righteous indignation, her boots clicking sharply against the dirt path. As she passed Ben, she shot him one final glare, like a hawk warning a mouse it was being watched.

Once she disappeared inside, an awkward silence fell over the yard.

“Well,” said a chipper, slightly awkward voice, breaking the quiet. “That didn’t go very well, did it?”

Ben turned to see a second figure stepping cautiously out of the steam carriage. The contrast was almost comical—Lillian Belle, with her strawberry-blonde hair, rosy cheeks, and green suede cape, looked like sunshine compared to the storm cloud that was Lady Graythorne.

She hoisted a comically large suitcase and grinned at them sheepishly. “I’m Lillian Belle, the one who is here to measure you. Perhaps I should have gotten out first?”
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Alicia was the first to move, letting out an audible sigh of relief that seemed to break the tension left behind by Lady Graythorne.

“Well, thank goodness you’re here!” she exclaimed, offering Lillian a warm smile. “We’ve been looking forward to your visit.”

Clover, Lavender, and Blossom practically bounced on their feet, their silvery hair and ears twitching with glee as they swarmed around Lillian like curious kittens.

“You’re the one who owns Marital Bliss, right?” Clover chirped, her pink eyes bright. “You must have so many amazing things to show us. We’ve spent a lot of time looking through your catalogue… Like, a lot of time.”

“Why were you traveling with that scary lady?” Lavender added, glancing warily at the house where Lady Graythorne had disappeared. “She looked like she wanted to throw us all in a dungeon.”

Lillian laughed, the sound light and melodic, easing the last of the farmyard’s tension. “Oh, Lady Graythorne?” she said, adjusting her green suede cape and shooting an apologetic smile at Ben. “Don’t look at me—I know as much as you do. I had steam carriage troubles, and she seemed to be going my way. I just… persuaded her to let me tag along. Believe me, she wasn’t thrilled about it.”

Ben raised an eyebrow. “Persuaded?”

Lillian’s gray eyes sparkled mischievously. “You’d be surprised how fast you can get someone to agree when you apply relentless pressure, making sure they know the only way they’ll ever get any peace and quiet is if they agree to your demands.”

Clover winked at Ben. “We wouldn’t know anything about that, would we Ben?”

Blossom’s eyes widened as she looked at the sales lady. “Did you really stay quiet the whole drive?”

“I lasted ten whole minutes!” Lillian shot back with a grin, earning a ripple of giggles from the Lapina sisters. She glanced toward the farmhouse with a thoughtful tilt of her head. “She’s not a bad sort, though, I don’t think. Far too serious for her own good. But it’s her job, I suppose. She takes her work even more seriously than she takes herself.”

Alicia shook her head. “I still don’t understand what kind of work she’s here to do. Crimes against humanity? What nonsense.”

“It’s capital politics,” Ben muttered under his breath, still frustrated by the accusation. “Bureaucratic types looking to make themselves feel important. Probably thanks to that busy body who showed up to our wedding.”

As they talked, the steam carriage driver had begun unloading Lady Graythorne’s impressive collection of luggage—a pile of immaculate trunks and cases that looked far too large for one person. Ben eyed them warily, already regretting his offer of hospitality.

Well, not that he’d really been given a choice in the matter.

“I can take those upstairs,” he told the driver, watching the man stack a particularly heavy case on the porch with a faint grunt. “Will you be staying with us, too?”

The driver stopped, straightened up, and gave Ben a long-suffering look.

“Couldn’t tell you,” the driver replied, a mix of professionalism and exasperation in his voice. “She doesn’t say much to the help.”

Lillian’s ears perked up, and she turned her attention to the man with sudden enthusiasm. “Well, if you are heading back to the capital, I’d be happy to sit up front and keep you company. A little conversation might make the ride go faster.” She smiled sweetly, her tone edging just into flirtatious territory.

The driver blinked, clearly caught off guard, then rubbed the back of his neck with a shy, uncertain smile. “Uh, well, I’ll keep that in mind, miss.”

“Good!” Lillian beamed, then turned back to Alicia with a wink. “And don’t worry—measuring Ben won’t take long at all. I’m a professional, after all. But I do have a few extra goodies I thought I might showcase to the ladies of the house. A little bonus stock from the shop, just for fun.”

Clover practically squealed with excitement. “Oooh, can we see?”

Alicia chuckled, giving Lillian an approving nod. “That sounds perfect. Why don’t you get settled first, and I’ll see about Lady Graythorne’s carriage situation?”

As Alicia disappeared into the farmhouse, Lillian set her suitcase down with a theatrical sigh of relief. “Now then,” she said, clapping her hands together. “Where was I?”

“While we wait for the Mistress to come back,” Blossom said, blushing faintly and twisting one foot in the dirt nervously, “I’d love to hear about the city, Miss Belle.”

“Oh yes,” Lillian beamed. “Have you ever been to Cinderfell? I suppose not. We don’t see many of your… persuasion… in the capital. Too many folks like Lady Graythorne there, making noise about human supremacy, I suppose.”

Clover, Blossom, and Lavender’s ears drooped in unison as they realized that they might never get to see Cinderfell if Lady Graythorne’s attitude was the prevailing one toward demi-beasts.

Lillian clapped her hands. “Well then. Questions. Go on, ask away—I know you’re dying to hear about the city. And maybe if you can change that old grump’s opinion, she’ll speak on your behalf to the council. You never know. I don’t know who she is exactly, but I can tell she has money and she’s certainly got the ear of a few powerful people. The fact that I don’t know who she is—and I know everyone who’s anyone in Cinderfell—tells me she must be very important.”

“Why is that?” Lavender asked, one ear cocked curiously.

“Because they wouldn’t bother hiding her away if she wasn’t!” Lillian said. Then she lowered her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “In fact… I’m beginning to wonder if she’s the one they call the Wraith. A spy for the council so good that no one even knows if they are a man or a woman. The Wraith has been involved in a number of high-profile arrests and even an assassination, if the rumors are to be believed…”

Ben blew out a breath. “Let’s hope not. I’d rather not be arrested or assassinated. Especially since I haven’t done anything wrong.”

“Don’t worry,” Lillian said with a shake of her head. “There’s a lot of noise from some wealthy merchant’s wives regarding demi-beast laws. But for the most part, the capital only really cares what people do if it has a direct impact on the city’s coffers. All the arrests I’ve heard of involved embezzling or tax evasion.”

“And the assassination?” Ben asked.

Lillian’s eyes sparkled. “The victim was said to have slept with every whore in Cinderfell, twice! I wouldn’t be surprised if it wasn’t his own wife who hired the Wraith to do away with him.”

Ben relaxed slightly. He had no plans to defraud the capital or to commit tax evasion. Alicia had already shown him how she calculated their payments and he trusted her to make sure the farm was operated lawfully.

The Lapina sisters, sensing the shift in Ben’s mood, needed no further encouragement to pursue their questions about the city.

“What’s the capital like?” Clover asked eagerly. “Are there really buildings taller than trees?”

“Is the food there as fancy as they say?” Lavender chimed in.

“Do people wear corsets every day?” Blossom added, twirling a strand of her silvery hair around her finger.

Ben stepped back a pace as the flurry of questions began, the air filled with chatter and giggles.

He sighed inwardly, watching Lillian handle the eager bunny girls like a seasoned pro. Somehow, she seemed completely at ease, answering their questions with flair and charm as though she were addressing a crowd of debutantes. It was obvious she worked in customer service.

“Girls and gossip,” Ben muttered under his breath with a rueful smile, his eyes flicking toward the steam carriage driver as the only other man in sight. The poor man looked equally overwhelmed, his gaze darting between the excitable Lapina sisters and Lillian like he might need to make a break for it at any moment.

Ben gave him a commiserating look. “Maybe I can hitch a ride back to the capital with you, and we can grab a few beers?”

The driver chuckled faintly, shaking his head. “I appreciate the sentiment, sir,” he said. “But I might have my doubts about a man who’d willingly leave a wife like yours, especially when she’s interested in the Marital Bliss catalogue.”

“Fair point,” Ben grinned. “I shouldn’t complain, huh?”

“I know I wouldn’t,” the driver said. “Then again, I’m not married. Maybe it wears on a man after a while.”

“I wouldn’t know,” Ben said. “I’ve been married less than a week. I wouldn’t give it up for the world—even if I do have to put up with a lot of giggling.”

The driver’s eyebrows shot up. “A week? And what of these others, are they yours too?”

“Them, and a few others,” Ben said. “I really have nothing to complain about.”

Alicia emerged from the farmhouse with the exasperated look of someone who’d just spent an hour herding cats. Her blue dress swished as she descended the steps, but despite her composed stride, there was a glint of barely restrained frustration in her eyes.

“Oh, oh,” Ben said. “Looks like my wife has cause for complaint, though.”

The driver sighed. “Lady Graythorne does have that effect…” he muttered, almost to himself.

Ben heard, whether he was meant to or not, and shot the man a sympathizing look.

“Well,” Alicia said, planting her hands on her hips and adopting a pitch-perfect impression of Lady Graythorne’s clipped, imperious tone. “‘I will not be requiring the services of my driver, as I do not intend to set foot away from this farm until I have gotten to the bottom of the depravity that has taken root here.’”

Ben winced, scrubbing a hand over the back of his neck. “That’s what she said?”

Alicia nodded, tossing her auburn hair over her shoulder with a flick of annoyance. “Almost word for word. She’s as subtle as a rockslide.” She glanced at the driver as she came down the stairs. “Sorry, I guess that means you have another long drive ahead of you. She says she’ll send a message by courier when she expects to return to the city.”

The driver bent his head in a half bow. “As you say, Madam.”

“Lady Graythorne is kind of snooty, huh?” Clover clamped a hand over her mouth to stifle a giggle.

“Well, I thought she was a decent sort,” the proprietress of Marital Bliss said, rolling her eyes. “I have been wrong before, though.” As an afterthought, she added, “My ex-boyfriend is a perfect example of that.”

Lillian glanced at the driver as she emphasized the word “ex,” making the man blush and the bunny girls giggle.

Ben gave Alicia a concerned look. “Are you sure this isn’t going to be too much for you? You’re already overtired as it is, and now we’ve got a watchdog from the capital breathing down our necks.”

“On the contrary,” Alicia replied, the mischievous sparkle returning to her eyes. “Lady Graythorne’s presence has been… motivating.”

“Motivating?” Ben asked warily.

Alicia’s smile turned sly, the kind that made Ben realize there was no stopping her when she got that determined look.

“The more she glares at me, the more inspired I am to keep things running perfectly.” Then she covered her mouth, hiding a giggle. “In fact, I’m very much looking forward to going back to the General Store tomorrow and leaving Lady Graythorne in your capable hands, husband.”

Ben groaned. “I suppose keeping her entertained and out of trouble will be my responsibility, won’t it? Well, I wasn’t thrilled about you working every day when you’re tired. But maybe working in town will be the break you need while we have our visitor from the capital.”

“I’m sure you can handle it, Ben,” she gave him a genuine smile and wrapped her arms around his waist. She put her head on his shoulder, speaking so that only he could hear. “If anyone can change that witch’s mind about us, it will be you. I sense she’s… I don’t know… deeply unhappy about something.”

“Most miserable people are,” Ben said. “But what makes you think I can help?”

“I can’t imagine that she could stay here for any length of time and remain unhappy,” Alicia said, gazing up at him with her emerald eyes. “Maybe a vacation to Lucky Nickel Acres is just what the doctor ordered to cure her malaise. And while you do that, me and Penelope will handle things at the store.”

At the mention of Penelope, Ben’s brow furrowed. “That’s right. I forgot you had Penelope with you today. How’d that go?”

The question seemed to brighten Alicia further, all traces of fatigue momentarily forgotten.

“Better than I could have hoped!” she said. “Penelope’s a natural shopkeeper. She learned the inventory system almost immediately, and she has such a sweet, cheerful personality that the people of Grimsby took to her right away. It probably helps that she’s been giving gardening advice to everyone who comes into the store. Soon we won’t even have anyone in town to sell produce to, because they’ll all be growing their own!”

Ben chuckled “That’s great news, and I don’t mind if Grimsby outgrows the need of our farm. There will be plenty of demand for Lucky Nickel Acres products in Cinderfell, I’m sure.”

While they spoke, Lillian Belle had stepped toward the stoic carriage driver, who was still lingering by the sleek black steam carriage, waiting for further orders. She gave him a bright, persuasive smile as she set her gloved hand lightly on his shoulder.

“If it’s not too much trouble, sir, would you mind waiting for me to finish my work here?” she asked, her voice taking on a husky tone that was unmistakably flirtatious to Ben’s ears. “I’d be more than happy to pay you for the ride back to Cinderfell.”

The driver blinked, looking from her hand to her face with an expression that was equal parts reluctant and intrigued.

“I… suppose I could do that,” he said slowly, as if unsure how he’d ended up in this situation but unwilling to protest. “So long as you don’t take too long. It’s a… long… drive… I’m sorry, Miss. I seem to have misplaced my words. I keep repeating myself.”

“At least it’s a good one!” Lillian exclaimed, clapping her hands together. “I do like a long… journey. Especially when I have a handsome man to entertain me with his long… stories.”

The driver blushed so deeply Ben worried he might pass out.

Lillian turned back to Alicia and Ben with a sunny smile. “Now that that’s settled, let’s all go inside and get on with these measurements!”

Her enthusiasm earned a chorus of delighted giggles from Clover and her sisters, who instantly fell into step behind her, their ears twitching excitedly as they whispered about what the capital’s finest lingerie might look like. And how exactly the fashionable Miss Belle might be “measuring” Ben for their toys.

Ben groaned under his breath as he followed the procession toward the farmhouse. “I feel like I’m walking into a trap.”

“If you are,” the driver said, “it’s one many a man would happily die to find himself in, sir.”

“But you’ll probably live,” Alicia quipped, shooting him a teasing look as she climbed the stairs and opened the door.

Ben muttered something unintelligible, but as he caught the Lapina sisters’ grins and Lillian’s mischievous twinkle, he couldn’t help but smile despite himself.

How bad could it really be?

“Good luck, sir!” the driver called as he entered the house, following the herd of blushing, giggling women.
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They convened in the living room, where Lillian Belle opened her suitcase to reveal an impressive array of corsets, garters, tassels, and various… attachments… for lack of a better term. Ben’s eyes widened as he saw some of the devices, trying to imagine just how they would be worn.

“All right, first things first,” Lillian said, clapping her hands excitedly. She lifted something wrapped in fine white tissue paper from the case. “This is the breast pump attachment you ordered, in our largest size.”

She glanced around at the women present and drew her eyebrows together. “Though, I wonder if perhaps we should have gone with something a bit smaller. You’re all quite well endowed, don’t get me wrong, but these are made for a woman of quite… improbable proportions…”

Alicia bit back a smile. “Oh, trust me, the woman they are for is quite… improbably large,” she giggled, then turned to Lavender. “Would you go fetch Meadow for us, please?”

“Oh, do I have to?” the bunny girl’s ears drooped. “I don’t want to miss any of the excitement, Mistress…”

Someone cleared their throat, and a small voice came from the base of the staircase. “I’ll go, Mrs. Nickels,” Estelle said, playing with her golden curls. “I don’t think there’s anything for me in that case, is there?”

Lillian Belle bit her lip, looking the sheep girl up and down with a saucy expression on her face. “There could be,” she said. “What do you like? Silk and feathers or whips and chains? I’ve got a little of everything in here, and some extra to spare!”

Estelle blushed, shaking her head. “I’ll… I’ll go get Meadow.”

She hurried out the door before the saleswoman could try to get anything more out of her. Lillian shrugged, her strawberry blond hair bouncing around her shoulders. “Well, she can suit herself, I suppose. But let’s see about the rest of you.”

“If you don’t need me right away,” Ben said, “I’ll go see if Estelle is all right. I hope that Graythorne woman hasn’t said anything offensive to her.”

Alicia’s eyes widened. “Oh, goodness. She wasn’t in the room with Lady Graythorne when I went up. I didn’t think… Yes, husband. Please go see to Estelle. I hate to think she’s had her feelings hurt. She’s too sweet to say anything about it.”

“If you like,” Lillian said, “we can tend to you immediately. All I need is a quick measurement, and then you can leave us girls to play. Unless you have specific requests to handle?”

Ben frowned, glancing at Alicia. “Uh, no. I don’t think so. Whatever my wife wants will be fine.”

“Wonderful!” Lillian said, pulling a strange box out of her suitcase. “All I need is for you to get nice and hard, and then your wife—or one of these lovely ladies—can do the rest. Don’t worry, it won’t take long… unless you have trouble with that sort of thing.”

Ben shook his head. “No, that’s definitely not been an issue for me.”

“It’s more getting him to soften that’s an issue,” Alicia giggled. “Come on, husband. Show her your beautiful cock!”

“Uh…” Ben glanced at the girls and then at the pretty shop keeper. “Are you sure you want me to do that? She’s not one of our…”

“Well, you’re not going to fuck her,” his wife said, shaking her head. “But I’m proud of my husband, and I don’t mind if other women know just how lucky I am. Go ahead, Ben. Show her.”

Clover hopped over to him, running her hand over his chest and down his stomach until it rested on the top of his trousers. “Do you want me to help, Master? I can get you nice and hard, and I don’t mind doing it while they watch.”

“Go ahead,” Lillian said, holding up the box. “While you enjoy yourself with that sweet little bunny girl, I’ll show your wife how my measuring device works.”

Clover didn’t wait for Ben’s confirmation before she dropped to her knees in front of him, tugging open his pants with the finesse of an artisan. Any protestations Ben had evaporated as the eager Lapina wrapped her lips over his head, gazing up at him hungrily.

“Why does she always get to go first?” Blossom whined, thumping a heel on the floor.

Lavender shrugged, looking forlorn. “I guess because she’s the oldest.”

“Only by thirty seconds!” the pink-haired sister retorted.

“Yes, but… I imagine it weighs on her,” Lavender said, giving Blossom a sly look, “having two younger, hotter sisters always at her side, making her feel self conscious about her age.”

Blossom caught on. “Oh, you’re right, Lav. Now that you mention it, she is looking old, isn’t she?”

Clover’s eyes narrowed as she heard her sisters teasing. But instead of replying, she just moaned, making sure they knew just how much she was enjoying being the older sister if it meant getting to suck Ben’s dick before them.

“Mmmmmm,” she hummed, sending the vibrations of her desire through the length of his shaft. “Mmmmlrk. Glrk. Glrk.”

Ben put his hands in her hair guiding her head as she took him deep into her throat, groaning with pleasure.

“My, she’s an efficient one, isn’t she?” Lillian’s voice almost broke through Ben’s enjoyment, reminding him that they had company. “And he’s so big! She’s taking that cock like a champion. My goodness… I do admire a woman who really commits to her man’s pleasure like that.”

“Yes, Ben has enjoyed the company of these girls very much since they’ve moved in with us,” Alicia said, her voice thick with lust. “And I’ve enjoyed watching them…”

Ben’s gaze found his wife’s as Clover bobbed up and down his length. Seeing the hunger in Alicia’s eyes made him stiffen in the bunny girl’s throat. He loved the way she looked when she watched him with another woman, her emerald eyes heavy-lidded with lust, her lips wet and parted in desire.

Beside her, Lillian looked equally aroused. She nudged Alicia with her elbow. “Go on,” she said. “Just like I showed you. Make sure you get every last inch, balls and all.”

Alicia clutched the mysterious box in her hands and made her way across the room toward him. She came to stand next to Clover, twining her fingers with his as she guided the bunny girl for a few deep swallows.

“Mmmmm,” Clover moaned, rolling her eyes back at her Mistress as she sucked. “Glrk. Mmm. Glrk.”

“That’s enough now,” Alicia said, a hint of command in her tone that Ben hadn’t heard before. “Leave him to me, Clover.”

The bunny girl immediately popped off Ben’s dick, eager to obey. “Yes, Mistress. He’s all yours.”

Ben regretted the cold air that replaced the heat of Clover’s mouth, but not for long as Alicia wrapped one hand around his shaft, sliding her fingers through the Lapina’s saliva with a few strong pumps.

“Oh, you are hard, husband,” she whimpered. “And so nice and swollen. You’ve been drinking Meadow’s cream, haven’t you?”

Ben could only groan in response as his wife stroked him. Then she released his cock and opened the box, revealing two rectangles of quivering, pink jelly. Alicia glanced over her shoulder for confirmation.

“That’s the way, Mrs. Nickels,” Lillian Bell encouraged. “Just wrap that big old member up in my patented wax compound, and I’ll be able to make you so many toys you’ll wish you had more holes to play with. Go ahead, love.”

Ben noticed one side of the box had a large opening, and this was the side that Alicia positioned close to his body as she reached out with the box. She put the bottom layer of wax beneath Ben’s cock and balls, which was warm and tingling against his skin. He watched in fascination as his wife jiggled the box until his ‘twig and berries’ were nestled on the material like they were laying on a bed. Then Alicia put the top half of the wax mold on top, fully engulfing his shaft in the strange goo.

A bit of wax oozed out around his belly, displaced by his dick in the box.

“That’s right,” Lillian coaxed, her cheeks blushing brightly. “Now hold him there for a count of ten. That should be enough for the wax to harden, preserving his glorious manhood for my toy-making machine.”

Alicia gazed up into Ben’s eyes as she counted, and Ben felt it was an oddly intimate moment, considering the fact that a stranger and three bunny girls were watching. “Soon,” she whispered to him, “I’ll wish I had more holes to play with. Do you believe that?”

“I think the three you have will be just fine,” Ben said. “Especially since we’ve only really played with two…”

“I’m ready for more,” she said. “And I want you in my pussy and my backside at the same time, husband. I want you to fill me so thoroughly that I forget my own name.”

Ben reached up to hold the side of her face, pulling her in for a kiss, even as she had his manhood trapped in a box. They kissed deeply, causing the Lapina sisters to moan with jealousy and Lillian Belle to fan herself with one of her catalogues.

“Oh my,” the shopkeeper said breathily. “That… that should be long enough. But don’t let me stop you if there’s something you need to attend to.”

“Mmm, I can think of a few things,” Alicia murmured. “But first…”

She stepped back, opening the box once more to reveal a perfect imprint of Ben’s impressive organs.

Alicia passed the box back to the shopkeeper. Lillian gasped as she saw his full size. “Oh… oh, my. You know, if you were interested… I think we could market an entire line of toys based on your husband, Mrs. Nickels. I’d call it the ‘Big Boy.’ There are housewives all over Cinderfell who would pay good money to feel a man like that between their legs, even if it was only a resin replica…”

“No,” Ben said, tucking himself back into his pants. “Thanks for the offer, but I don’t think so.”

Alicia blushed, biting her lip as she looked up at him again. “Are you sure, husband? It might be a good way to earn a bit more for the farm.”

“I’m sure,” Ben said, pulling her in for another kiss. “That’s for my wife and my demi-beast brides alone.”

Clover, Blossom, and Lavender tittered behind their hands. “Did he say brides?”

“Did you say brides?” A sharp voice cut through the room from the bottom of the staircase. “As in plural? Are there more human women on this farm of yours, Mr. Nickels, that I am not aware of?”

Ben turned to see Lady Helena Graythorne glowering at him from the bottom of the staircase. He cursed himself for forgetting about their guest, wondering how much she’d seen. While he didn’t mind an audience with the bubbly Lillian Belle, the idea of the stern black-haired woman watching him with Alicia and the other girls was dick-withering.

Not that she wasn’t an attractive woman, she certainly was. But her attitude was enough to curdle milk, including Ben’s.

Fortunately, she didn’t seem quite horrified enough to have been watching either Clover sucking him to hardness or his wife stroking him and enveloping him in the mold. Out of the corner of his eye, he watched the proprietress of Marital Bliss slip the box into her suitcase. She gave Lady Graythorne a bright, false, smile.

“I’m so glad you’re here, my lady,” Lillian said, her voice as smooth and placating as silk bandages on a bruise. “Would you care to see some of our lingerie samples? I’ve heard some of those councilors have quite the… er… interest in the latest women’s fashions. I’ve even heard Halloway likes them so much, he wears them himself.”

This, apparently, was the wrong thing to say. Lady Graythorne turned first purple and then white with rage.

“How dare you speak of the esteemed councilors in such a way,” she gasped, glowering at the woman. “Especially in front of this… this filth! Had I known what kind of merchant you were, Miss Belle, I surely would not have allowed you in my carriage. It is people like you who contribute to the falling birthrates in the capital—when couples pursue relations for sport rather than the purpose of procreation, we all suffer the consequences. It’s almost as bad as those who choose to dally with whores, or worse, demi-beasts. Get out of my sight!”

Lillian’s eyes narrowed dangerously, and she looked as if she might be about to fire back at the woman. But Ben stepped between them.

“If you are of a mind that me and mine are filth, Lady Graythorne, you are more than welcome to seek housing for your stay in Grimsby. I’m sure the inn would be more than pleased to have an esteemed visitor such as yourself to grace their halls and fill their pockets. Your driver is still here to take you there.”

Lady Graythorne scowled at him, her lips pressed into a thin line. “And give you opportunity to hide your deviance from me? I think not. My investigation of this farm will be thorough and relentless.”

“In that case,” Ben replied with a dangerous smile, “I’ll thank you to keep a civil tongue in your mouth. I will not be disrespected in my own home, and I will absolutely not stand for any of my women—whether the capital recognizes our union or not—to be slandered by someone who expects to sleep in our beds and eat our food. We’re either good enough for you or we’re not, and I’m not particularly bothered by either. But if you plan to stay here while you conduct your investigation, you will keep your closed-minded opinions to yourself.”

Lady Graythorne’s eyes widened as he spoke, as if no one had ever spoken to her in such a manner. She was frozen from the shock of it. Her eyes darted around the room, seeking a friendly face. Finding none, she took a step back up the staircase.

“I’ll be in my room,” she said, her words clipped. “Have my suitcases brought up to me immediately.”

She began to climb once more.

“Lady Graythorne,” Ben said, his voice low and commanding. “A word.”

She stopped, her shoulders straight and unyielding, but she did not turn to face him.

“I have a feeling you are used to operating in spheres where your name and title are impressive enough to protect you from people’s true feelings for you,” he said. “But I don’t know you from a hole in the ground. As far as I can tell, you’re just a hound for the High Council, here to sniff out some imagined corruption. I wouldn’t particularly care if you were the most important person in the capital, though. While you’re in my home, I am king. And even the lowliest of demi-beasts on my farm is a princess in my eyes compared to you. We will treat you with the kindness and respect that we would extend to any guest, but if you behave in such a way that any of my girls feels threatened by you, I will pack you up and ship you back to your houndmaster so fast that you won’t be able to tell Moonday from Sunhallow. Consequences be damned.”

Surprisingly, Lady Hawthorne remained still as she listened to Ben’s speech, and she did not interrupt. There was a moment of silence when he’d finished, in which he wondered if she were considering the many ways in which she might smite him.

But when she spoke, it was not what Ben expected.

“My luggage, please,” was all she said. Then, as if as an afterthought, she added, “Sir.”

Then she strode back up the stairs in silence. Everyone in the living room held their breath until they heard the click of her door opening and then closing once more.

“Wow,” the shopkeeper said, breathing out in a rush. “That was… just… wow. I wish I had a man who stood up for me like that.”

“What about the carriage driver?” Clover asked, her voice a mere whisper. “He seems nice.”

“Poor man, working for a woman like that,” Lillian said. “I swear… she didn’t seem so vicious on the drive from Cinderfell. I’m almost embarrassed to have come with her.”

“It’s not your fault,” Ben assured her. “The capital has been sniffing around here since Ashburn’s downfall. I suppose we’ve disrupted their investment plans in Grimsby or something.”

“If they were smart, they’d be investing in Lucky Nickel Acres, rather than trying to bring us down,” Alicia said, her jaw set stubbornly. “But we’ll show them, Ben. Just wait until they see our first tax statement. Suddenly, they’ll wish they had more Benjamin Nickels’ and fewer Ashburn’s around here. I’ve got half a mind to tell my father about this—”

Ben held up a hand. “No, he’s got enough on his plate. We’ll deal with this ourselves, love. Now, in the meantime, I need to go see where Estelle and Meadow are. You girls enjoy your shopping party. Maybe at some point, we should see about bringing some food up to our snooty guest, but after that little outburst, it’s not a hurry.”

“Oh! Oh!” Clover jumped up and down, bouncing excitedly. “I know, Master Ben. I bet she’d really like the left-over Honey-Carrot Sunrise Surprise. It’s probably even better cold.”

Alicia snorted. “Good idea, Clover. That way the rest of us can eat something… a little less experimental.”

Ben grinned as Lillian looked confused.

“I think you’ve got everything under control here,” he said. “I’ll see if I can find Meadow for you to test out the breast pump attachment. Please see to our guest as you see fit.”

The girls all burst into laughter as Ben headed for the door.


27
Shaken Resolutions


Lady Helena Graythorne sat stiffly on the edge of the neatly made bed in the guest room, her hands clenched tightly in her lap. Her breath came in shallow, clipped inhales, as though the words Benjamin Nickels had spoken downstairs had sucked all the air out of her lungs.

The yellow walls, bathed in the soft glow of the late afternoon sun, seemed to mock her. She hated their warmth, the way they embraced the room with a homely coziness she was wholly unaccustomed to. It made her think of families, of affection, of things she had spent a lifetime yearning for yet being denied by Fate.

Her fingers twitched toward the small leather notebook she kept in her satchel, the one she used to document every detail of her investigations. Instead, she drew her hand back, as though the act of recording anything in this moment would acknowledge just how deeply the exchange with Ben had shaken her.

The man—no, the farmer—had spoken to her as though she were just another peasant. And one he held in contempt, no less.

Not the High Council’s most trusted investigator.

Not Lady Helena Graythorne, whose name struck fear and dread into those she interrogated.

Not a woman whose power and influence were enough to crush careers with a single veiled word.

He had looked her in the eye, defied her, and worse still, dared to challenge the very foundation of her authority.

Helena gritted her teeth, her jaw tightening painfully. How dare he? she thought, yet the anger she tried to stoke fizzled into something far more unwelcome.

Longing.

She pushed to her feet abruptly, pacing across the room’s worn wooden floorboards. Her polished black boots made sharp clicks that punctuated the otherwise tranquil space. The sheer audacity of Benjamin Nickels should have enraged her, and yet all she could think of was the way he had spoken about the demi-beasts. His voice had been low, firm, and reverent—calling them “princesses” and declaring them his brides with a conviction no man had ever shown for her.

And she’d been married five times.

Helena swallowed hard and rubbed her hands over her face, smearing the carefully applied powder she wore to conceal the fine lines around her mouth and eyes. What would it have been like, she wondered, to have a man speak of her with such fierceness? To defend her, to believe in her as if she were worth fighting for?

No. She shook her head sharply, as if the physical motion could dislodge the treacherous thoughts. Sentimentality is a trap. Marriage is a transaction.

It was a lesson she had learned too well after five failed contracts. Each had played their part in her ascent, and each had left her hollowed out, feeling more like a tool than a partner. None had cared for her as anything more than a means to an end. And why should they have? She had never cared for them either—not really.

Helena’s shoulders slumped slightly, and she stopped pacing, leaning against the window frame to gaze out at the farm below. From this angle, she could see the barn, the pastures stretching beyond it, and the demi-beasts moving about their tasks with an easy efficiency. A group of Lapina were giggling as they hauled baskets of something into the barn, their silvery hair catching the sunlight like molten threads.

It should have sickened her. She should have felt disgusted by the sight of demi-beasts so integrated into a human’s life, not as slaves or servants, but as equals.

Instead, all she felt was the faint stirrings of envy.

They were happy, weren’t they? She could see it in their expressions, in the lightness of their movements. They belonged here in a way she had never belonged anywhere—not in her family’s estate, not in the capital, and certainly not in the sterile, marble halls of the High Council.

Helena turned away from the window, forcing herself to focus. This was precisely why she needed to stay. Benjamin Nickels had clearly built something dangerous here. Not dangerous in the way her superiors claimed—depraved or corrupt—but dangerous because it defied the world order. It was a threat because it worked.

She crossed the room and opened her satchel, pulling out her notebook and the small silver key that unlocked it. The faint click of the mechanism was oddly soothing. With practiced precision, she began jotting down observations, her pen scratching against the paper in sharp, clipped strokes. She listed the arguments she could bring to the High Council:

	His defiance of authority.

	His unlawful unions with demi-beasts.

	The unsettlingly harmonious integration of demi-beasts into his farm operations.

	His potential threat to the High Council’s influence in the region.




But as the list grew longer, so did the unease in her chest. She paused, her pen hovering over the page. These accusations weren’t enough. Halloway had made it clear—he needed something concrete, something that would give the Merchant’s Guild the leverage they needed to crush Lucky Nickel Acres.

The problem was, she realized bitterly, that demi-beasts weren’t the scandal Halloway and the council made them out to be. That had merely been the carrot on the stick to secure her involvement. She cursed herself for not seeing Halloway’s manipulation for what it was at the time. But now that she was here, she was forced to concede that she had been played by the High Arbiter. He wanted her to dig up some dirt on Nickels, that was true enough. But she would not have bothered with such a pitifully trivial mark as Benjamin Nickels had Halloway not dug so effectively into her emotional weak spot.

A farmer? Really? He wasn’t even a land baron, like Ashburn or Coalridge, who admittedly held some sway in the capital with their vast wealth. Or rather, they had. But Ashburn’s downfall had made some of the High Council reconsider how much impact the land barons should have if they were so easily dethroned by a peasant’s revolt.

Besides, most of the High Council didn’t care one way or another about Faerowilde’s non-human residents. To them, demi-beasts were beneath consideration, their existence as inconsequential as livestock. Benjamin Nickels could marry a dozen of them, and the council would likely scoff but do nothing.

She slammed the notebook shut, frustration coursing through her. If she wanted to bring the man down, she needed more. Evidence of financial misconduct, illegal dealings, anything that could tarnish his reputation in a way that mattered to the council.

And yet… the thought of seeing him fall filled her with an odd ache, a pang so sharp and unexpected that it stole her breath for a moment. Helena pressed a hand to her chest, her palm resting just above her heart as though to steady it, though the hollowness she so rarely allowed herself to acknowledge seemed to expand in the quiet of the room. It was a sensation she hated—a reminder of something she could never quite name, a yearning for something she had long since told herself was impossible.

She closed her eyes, her fingers curling slightly against the fabric of her coat. The ache was unbearable, as if her very being resented what she had become.

She had spent her life fighting for position, clawing her way up through the ranks of the High Council’s trusted agents, but to what end? Power? Influence? Fear?

She had once derived a small thrill from hearing others whisper about her behind her back, because the whispers had been reverent and fearful. She was a force to be reckoned with. There was even speculation that she was the Wraith—a mysterious entity known for doing the council’s bidding—though the Wraith was really a figment of Cinderfell’s collective imagination, the result of many spies and assassins all working for different members of the High Council.

As enjoyable as it was to be feared and respected, however, it had never been enough to fill the void inside her. And lately, when whispers about Lady Graythorne surfaced, they were just as likely to be about her barren womb as her ruthless political machinations.

Here, standing in the shadow of Benjamin Nickels’ loving conviction for his un-sanctioned brides, she felt the weight of her choices pressing down on her in a way they never had before.

It wasn’t just the way he had spoken to her—though no one had dared speak to her like that in decades. It wasn’t just his defiance or the sheer audacity of his words. It was something deeper, something she could hardly bring herself to admit.

When he had defended those demi-beasts, when he had called them “princesses,” there had been no pretense in his voice. No artifice. No calculation. He had meant every word, and that… that was what left her shaken.

She had never known devotion like that. Not in any of her marriages, not in any of the fleeting affairs she had allowed herself over the years. Every man she had ever been with had seen her as a tool, a means to an end, just as she had seen them. It had been a mutual transaction, devoid of passion or love. And yet, standing before Ben Nickels, watching the fire in his eyes as he defended his strange, unconventional family, she felt a longing so profound it made her chest tighten painfully.

What would it feel like, she wondered, to have someone fight for her like that? To be cherished, protected, adored—not for what she could offer, not for her political power or strategic mind, but simply for who she was? The thought made her throat burn, and she swallowed hard, willing the tears that threatened to rise back into submission.

She looked down at her trembling hand, suddenly furious with herself. This wasn’t her. This wasn’t the cold, composed woman who had stared down council members and brought grown men to their knees with a single well-placed threat. She wasn’t supposed to feel this way, wasn’t supposed to care. And yet, in the quiet of the guest room, surrounded by those damnably cheerful yellow walls, she felt more vulnerable than she ever had in her sterile, marble-walled townhouse in Cinderfell.

Helena’s fingers tightened against her chest, her nails digging into her palm as if pain could force the weakness out of her.

Perhaps this is my punishment, she thought bitterly. Perhaps this is why I haven’t been able to conceive. A woman like me, cold and calculating, was never meant to be a mother.

The thought pierced her, as sharp and cruel as a blade. For years she had blamed her husbands, told herself it was their fault, their failures. But now…

Now she wasn’t so sure.

“Get a grip, Helena,” she muttered to herself. Her voice sounded thin and tired, even to her own ears. She moved to the bed and sat down heavily, glaring at the cheerful yellow walls as though they had personally offended her.

She hated it. She hated the sweet, wholesome, cheerfulness of the lace curtains, quilted bedspread, and rustic furniture. She hated that it made her feel something she hadn’t felt in years.

As the sun dipped lower outside the window, Helena made a silent vow. She would stick to her plan, no matter how conflicted she felt. Lucky Nickel Acres would fall. Benjamin Nickels would learn that no man, no matter how defiant or charismatic, could escape the reach of the High Council.

And yet, as she closed her eyes and leaned back against the pillows, all she could see was his face, so sternly angry with her… and she wished she could take away the words she’d said that had caused him to look at her that way.

She wished he would look at her the way he looked at the rest.

As if she were a princess, too. A woman worthy of saving from a grim fortress of her own creation.


28
Guilty Pleasures


Meadow had run to the farmhouse excitedly, crossing paths with Ben as he stepped out into the evening air. She was eager to make sure the attachments were the right size and, since she didn’t come back out again for some time, Ben could only assume she’d stayed with Alicia and the Lapina sisters to giggle over Lillian Belle’s Marital Bliss catalogues.

While they had done that, Ben had gone looking for Estelle, to ensure the shy, quiet sheep girl wasn’t upset by something Lady Graythorne had said.

Ben spotted Estelle pacing near the fence line, her shepherdess's crook held loosely in one hand. She moved with quiet purpose, her petite frame dwarfed by the vastness of the pasture but no less determined. Her blonde curls caught the dim light of the crescent moon, and her wide, hazel-brown eyes seemed fixed on the shadowy outline of the forest.

The pasture was quiet, save for the soft rustle of leaves and the occasional chirp of crickets. The horizon was just beginning to lose its last traces of light, and the faint glow of fireflies danced on the edges of the field, their tiny sparks blinking like distant stars.

Seeing her alone in the growing darkness, seemingly ready to take on the world by herself, made Ben’s heart ache.

She came when he called her over, and when he asked, had muttered that she wasn’t upset about anything.

Her gaze kept wandering to the tree line of the forest, when it wasn’t staring at the grass between her feet.

Despite her dedication to protecting the farm, she was still passive and evasive in Ben’s presence. She hadn’t spoken much to him at all since their kiss that morning, and it made Ben worry.

Plus, if his HUD was correct—and he had no reason to believe it wasn’t—Estelle was pregnant.

She either didn’t know it herself yet, or she was keeping the fact from him and Alicia for some reason he didn’t understand.

He knew they needed to talk about it, eventually, but he wasn’t sure how to proceed. He wanted to ask his wife’s opinion on the matter, but she was busy with the others. And… to be honest, Ben wasn’t sure how she would react to finding out that both Meadow and Estelle were already pregnant when she wanted so badly to carry his child.

“Estelle…” he began, trailing off uncertainly. “Is it all right if I check in on you tonight? To make sure you’re sleeping well?”

Not wanting to ruin her fantasy by speaking too plainly about it, but not wanting to blunder in where he wasn’t wanted, Ben had decided this was the most diplomatic way to approach the situation. At least, until Alicia was available to act as liaison with the bashful Ovina.

His question earned a shy smile from Estelle, and she answered in a soft voice, barely above a whisper, “I would be very disappointed if you didn’t.”

Relief flooded through Ben. If she still wanted him to visit her, to perform the strange ritual of her secret yearnings, then whatever was on Estelle’s mind, it wasn’t her satisfaction with him.

“Good,” he said, smiling down at her. “You’ve been out here a while, now. Why don’t you come in the house?”

Ben stepped closer to her. His voice was low and warm, but carried enough authority to make her turn immediately toward him.

Estelle offered a gentle smile but didn’t say anything right away. She shifted her weight, her fingers gripping the crook’s polished wood.

“I’m just keeping watch,” she murmured after a moment, her voice as soft as the breeze brushing through the grass. “Something feels… off.”

Ben frowned. “I’ve noticed it too. I was going to talk to you about it tonight, before all this hubbub with Lady Graythorne and the Marital Bliss lady.”

“I’m glad it’s not just me,” Estelle said. “But what are we going to do about it?”

“I have a plan to investigate the woods with Gruff,” Ben said. “Whatever is going on seems to be coming from deep within the trees. I haven’t seen the Harpy recently, and I’m worried that something might have happened to her.”

“I hope not,” Estelle said, her forehead crinkling with worry. “I like Harpies. They’re the most monster-like of the demi-beasts. And very powerful. If she’s in danger, whatever is out there must be powerful as well.”

“You shouldn’t be patrolling by yourself,” Ben said. He didn’t like the idea of her out here alone, even within the safety of the inner perimeter. “It’s not safe.”

“I’m fine,” Estelle replied quickly, a little more firmly than usual. Then, as if catching herself, she dipped her head, the gesture shy and endearing. “I mean… I want to help. I can’t just sit inside all the time.”

Her quiet strength stirred something in him, though it didn’t ease his concern.

“That doesn’t mean you need to do this alone,” he said, stepping closer. “I’d rather you stayed closer to the house, where I can keep an eye on you.”

Estelle glanced up at him, the fading light softening her features. She seemed to hesitate, but then her expression shifted. The bashfulness that usually defined her seemed to fade with the deepening night.

“You’re always so protective of me,” she said, her tone lighter than he expected. “I… I like that about you. But I don’t want to make you worry.”

Ben studied her face, noticing the way her gaze didn’t flit away from his as it often did. Something about the darkness seemed to embolden her, giving her a quiet confidence.

“I just don’t want you getting hurt,” he said, his voice steady but laced with the weight of his worry. “You’re so quiet… What if something happened and you couldn’t speak up or call for help?”

Estelle laughed—a soft, lilting sound that caught him completely off guard. It was the first time he’d ever heard her laugh, and it sent a surprising warmth through his chest.

She brandished her crook playfully, holding it up like a weapon.

“If I can’t speak, I’ll make my feelings known another way,” she said, her hazel eyes twinkling with a rare spark of mischief. “You don’t need to worry about me, Master. But I do like like that you’re so strong and commanding… I feel safe with you.”

Her words were soft but deliberate, carrying a weight that hit Ben square in the chest. He stepped closer, the distance between them shrinking until he was near enough to catch the faint scent of lavender on her skin.

“And if I ever step out of line?” he asked. “Would you use that crook on me?”

Estelle’s breath hitched, and she clutched the hooked staff tightly, her modest chest rising and falling rapidly as he drew closer. Her voice was husky when she spoke. “I can’t think of anything you might do that I would want to stop. I know I’m shy, and that I clam up sometimes and seem nervous. But inside, all I want is you. The more direct you are with me, the more I want you. The more reluctant I seem, the more I want you to just… just take me. My heart, soul, and body belong only to you, Master. I’m yours.”

“How’s this for direct?” he asked, his voice low and rough as he leaned in.

Before she could respond, he cupped her cheek and pressed his lips to hers. The world seemed to fall away. The crickets and fireflies became distant, the darkened pasture forgotten. All that mattered was the softness of her lips, the way she melted into his embrace as if she’d been yearning for this moment as much as he had.

The crescent moon hung low in the sky, offering only the faintest silver glow, but the flicker of fireflies around them cast a gentle, magical light. Estelle tilted her head back, her crook slipping from her grasp to the ground as her hands reached for him, her small fingers gripping the front of his shirt. Her usual timidity was gone, replaced by a needful, unrestrained passion that seemed to surprise even her.

Ben deepened the kiss, his arms wrapping around her petite frame and pulling her closer. She fit perfectly against him, her softness and warmth igniting something primal in him. Her breath caught, and she pressed herself against him with an urgency he hadn’t expected. It was a side of Estelle he hadn’t seen before—bold, uninhibited, and utterly captivating.

As they broke apart, just enough to catch their breaths, Ben rested his forehead against hers, the fireflies casting fleeting golden glimmers across her flushed cheeks. She was radiant, her wide eyes staring up at him with a mixture of awe and longing.

It only made him want her more. A low growl issued from deep in Ben’s chest as he grabbed the petite Ovina girl around the waist and pushed her back against the strong, newly built fence. She gasped as she felt the obstacle behind her, suddenly finding herself pinned between him at the strong, new boards.

“Master…?” she exhaled, fear and longing intermingled into a delicious cocktail that Ben could not deny himself.

His hands slid up her narrow ribcage and over her small breasts, causing her to cry out in alarm. Ben felt her nipples stiffen under his palms as he roughly caressed her body, her small shape so enticing beneath the layers of fabric and lace.

Estelle’s pinkening cheeks were just visible in the glow of nearby fireflies as her breath began to come in sharp, panting gasps.

Ben hooked his fingers in the top of her bodice and wrenched the fabric down, exposing her pert breasts with their little, berry-pink nipples.

She cried out, her voice soft and tremulous. “Wh-what are you doing?”

His slid his hands over her bare breasts, relishing the shudder that ran through her entire body as he touched her sensitive buds.

“Taking you,” he answered, pushing his fingers into the hair at the base of her neck and tugging her head backwards so he could kiss the side of her neck.

Estelle moaned, her pulse flickering beneath his hungry lips, as he held her firmly with one hand entangled in her golden tresses and the other pinning her waist to the fence. Ben trailed his mouth slowly across her jawline, down her throat, and over her jutting collarbones, kissing, licking, and nibbling her delicate flesh as she writhed in his forceful embrace.

When he brought his mouth to her nipples, he paused, exhaling his hot breath against her skin and letting the cool evening air pinch and pucker the tips of her breasts. She froze, her heart hammering visibly in her chest, as she waited for his next move, silently submissive to his desire.

Ben lowered his lips to one breast, rolling his tongue around her nipple with big, wet, lascivious motions.

“Uuuunnngh,” she moaned, twisting in his grasp, pretending to fight him. “Ooh, what are you doing to me, Master?”

He wrapped his mouth around her nipples and sucked hard, pulling much of her small breast into his mouth as well. Estelle jolted at the intensity of the sensation, her small hips bucking against his stiffening cock.

Clover had sucked him to rock hardness less than a half hour before, then his wife had enveloped his shaft in the warm, tingling wax mold. The appearance of Lady Graythorne had killed his mounting desire then, but in Estelle’s gentle presence it came racing back with a vengeance.

“Oooooh, Master! You’re too forceful! You’re making me ache!”

Ben released her first breast and sucked the other into his mouth, feeling her buck a second time. He’d sucked her hard enough to leave purple bruises around each nipple, but as she writhed and moaned beneath his continued ministrations, he knew the little Ovina was loving it as much as he was.

His hands slid down her waist and over her hips as he kept her pinned to the fence with the weight of his body. He pushed her skirts up around her waist, running his hands over the tops of the woolen “stockings” until they hit a pair of frilly lace panties.

Ben slipped his fingers inside, finding Estelle hot and slick with need. He growled as he ripped the fabric away from her pussy. She gasped as the fabric tore and his fingers penetrated her. The little Ovina was tight and eager, her body receiving him with little resistance as she moaned louder. His other hand swept over her small, firm buttocks, brushing over the split between her cheeks and up to her fluffy tail.

As he brought his fingers down again, he slipped them into her crack, seeing the divot of her backside. Ben moaned as he felt the squish of her wetness from her pussy all the way up to her ass.

“Mmmmmmaster,” Estelle moaned as he fingered the tight, puckered hole, massaging her natural lubrication over the alternate entrance. “Oooh, ooooooh, mmmmmm.”

Ben penetrated her slowly, his finger sliding into her ass as he continued to pump her pussy with his other hand. Her muscles tightened from both openings as she clenched at him, rocking her hips back and forth, guiding him deeper inside her.

Estelle’s breathing grew deeper and more desperate, her breasts heaving as she gasped with each thrust of his fingers. Her hazel eyes rolled back in her head, her blond curls lolling on her shoulders as she lost herself to the sensation.

Ben’s cock was so hard it hurt, and he knew if he didn’t hurry, she’d climax and pass out. Then he wouldn’t be able to find his own release—not without express permission to finish without her.

Keeping one finger in her backside, he fumbled with his pants, eager to release his manhood from the tight confines of their fabric prison. As he guided the head of his cock against her pussy’s entrance, again he could hardly believe he would fit. But she wanted him to be forceful, so he pressed on, splitting her slit with his girth in a single, intense thrust.

“Uuuuungh,” she groaned. “No, Master, it’s too much! I can’t take it!”

“You know the word if you want me to stop,” he said, pausing as her muscles clamped tightly around his shaft.

But she shook her head, refusing to use her safe word. “No, Master! No! You’ll make me come, and then I’ll be truly powerless in your arms.”

The crook had long fallen to the grass at her feet, but Estelle wasn’t powerless. All she had to do to stop him was use her safe word: Razorbeak. So Ben knew that her protestations were a part of the pleasure she derived from him, needing to feel dominated by her man.

Ben could feel the pressure of his dick filling her pussy with the finger he still had in her ass. He slowly inserted a second finger into the tiny hole, groaning as he felt the pressure increase.

Estelle leaned forward, throwing her arms around Ben’s neck and pulling him to her as he began to thrust inside her.

“Ooooh, Master, oh gods,” she panted. “How could you violate me this way?”

Ben responded by pumping his fingers, too, sliding them through the silky-smooth cavity, feeling every stroke on the underside of his shaft. He could keep his hips completely still and just jerk himself off inside her body if he wanted to, which was a mind-bendingly appealing idea all of a sudden.

“Mmmm,” Estelle whimpered in his ear. “You’re stretching my bottom, Master. Uuuungh, why are you doing this? Why do you have to make me feel so good when we’re being so bad?”

Ben continued to stroke his cock through Estelle’s ass, wrapping an arm around her waist to hold her weight as she leaned her bare chest against his. He could feel her hard nipples through his thin shirt as she clung desperately to him, murmuring and whispering bits of her submissive fantasy into his ear.

“Ooooh, what would your wife say if she knew what you were doing to me? Does she know how you treat me, you big, bad man? Does she know how you force yourself on me? Mmmmmaster, uuuunngh. Ooooh, I hate the way I love your manhood inside me. Only a monster would do these things to my bottom. Only a monster would make me love this violation.”

She rocked her hips, pleasuring herself on his shaft as he held her. Ben could feel her need growing, spilling down his cock and wetting his thighs, as she grew more excited.

“Oooh, no, Master. If you force me to climax, I’ll be completely helpless. I’ll faint with your big, thick cock inside me… and then what will you do? Oooh, you might keep using my body as your plaything. Maybe you’ll spill your hot seed inside me, and I won’t even know I’ve been so defiled. Maybe I’ll wake up in the morning, in my own bed, dressed in my nightie with nothing but a sore, abused bottom and a creamy slit. I won’t even remember how you’re taking me right now, because I’m going to come so hard it wipes my mind…”

Ben groaned deep in his chest, as the Ovina flexed her thighs, bouncing on his dick with increasing rapidity. He kept his fingers firmly in her backside, allowing them to stroke his shaft. He was close, he was so close to exploding inside her.

But Estelle hadn’t been kidding with her dirty talk. She whimpered and moaned, then shuddered violently. A gush of heat burst from her pussy as her muscles began to tremble. The sheep-girl’s eyes rolled in her head and her neck lolled to the side, and her body became a dead weight in his arms.

She’d beaten him to the finish line again.

But this time, she’d expressed her desires for his next steps more clearly. Ben felt slightly less guilty as he held her body still and stroked his swollen cock inside her body. The thin wall of silky flesh between his fingers and his shaft slid up and down as his fingers pumped. It didn’t take long to jerk himself off the rest of the way, with her horny, desperate words still echoing in his ear.

Ben shuddered as he shot a load deep in the sheep-girls’ womb, his fingers stretching her tight little asshole as wide as it would go. He came in thick waves until his seed was pouring out of her slit, her body unable to contain it all.

Temporarily exhausted by his release, Ben sagged against the fence, holding her limp body against his. He shivered as he slid from the heat of her core, his wet dick cold in the night air. Shifting her ravaged form in his arms, he leaned against the fence for support, and tucked himself back into his pants with one hand, balancing her with his other.

Then he tucked her bare breast back into her dress and carried her to the house.

The cool air seemed to rouse her from her post-coital slumber, and she stirred in his arms, gazing up at him with her light brown eyes half-lidded with sleep.

“Did you violate me, Master?” she whispered. “I ache and I feel something hot and wet dripping between my legs.”

“Yes, little lamb,” he admitted, his voice low and teasing. “Is that what you wanted?”

Estelle nodded, a small, breathless smile tugging at her lips. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible but filled with conviction. “That’s exactly what I wanted.”

“Good.” Ben couldn’t help but grin as he brushed a stray curl from her face, his worries about her strange kink momentarily forgotten in the glow of their passion.

“And I want you to do it again,” she said, pressing her lips to his ear, her hot breath sending chills down his spine. “I’m so sleepy, Master. I want to rest. You just undress me, and then you use me as many times as you like. I’m just a little doll in your arms, a little doll for you to use for your pleasure, any way that you like.”

By the time Ben got her back to the house, he was raging hard again.

He carried the sleepy sheep girl straight up to her room and put her to bed. Then, as she slipped in and out of consciousness, Ben pursued his guiltiest of pleasures, tenderly filling each of her holes with his cream.

She was pregnant after all, whether she wanted to admit to it or not, and her body needed as much of his seed as she could hold.

Ben couldn’t afford to feel guilty about the way she wanted to receive it.

The ways of demi-beasts were strange and varied and very different from the customs back home. As a breeder, it was his job to give his females what they wanted, how they wanted it. And if he enjoyed Estelle’s fantasy as much as she did, that was no one’s business but theirs.

And maybe his wife’s, when she cared to watch.
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Getting On With It


The rhythmic clink of metal tools echoed in the barn as Ben tightened the last bolt on the Adaptable Milking Machine. Meadow stood nearby, her arms crossed and her tail swishing with anticipation. The slight bounce in her hooves betrayed her eagerness as she watched Ben attach the extra-large pump attachment they had ordered.

“This should do it,” Ben said, stepping back and brushing off his hands. The machine, which would eventually be useful for the farm’s cows and goats, had already more than earned its keep with its insistent treatment of their dairy Holstaur. With the new attachment, Ben hoped Meadow would get a better fit for her breasts, and hopefully make milking both more pleasurable and more efficient.

If they were really lucky, it might be all they needed to complete Ben’s quest to create the Dairy Holstaur Milking Machine, allowing them to use the Adjustable Milking Machine only for the animals.

Meadow leaned in to inspect it, her keen brown eyes taking in every detail of the attachment.

“It’s perfect,” she murmured, her voice low but laced with satisfaction. “You’re amazing, Ben. I can’t wait to use it!”

“Well, let’s just hope it works…” Ben said, eyeing the strange looking contraption dubiously.

As if prompted by his words, Ben’s HUD flared to life with a notification, and a faint glow enveloped the machine, causing Meadow to step back.

Quest Complete!

New Recipe Unlocked: Dairy Holstaur Milking Machine

This adaptation of the already versatile Adaptable Milking Machine recipe is designed especially for milk-producing demi-beasts.

New Feature Unlocked: Auto-Complete Blueprint – Milking Machine Variants

Thanks to the Homestead Expansion ability, the Steadmaster may now replicate machines with size-specific attachments at no additional resource cost. This ability may be used once per calendar week.

Ben grinned at the reward, feeling a surge of pride. The system rewards always came with a sense of accomplishment, but this one felt particularly significant. Because the Milking Machines required a lot of metal parts, the Auto-Complete Blueprint was sure to speed up their ability to expand the Creamery. Being able to build one new machine per week, without having to source the expensive materials was going to be a life-saver!

Meadow tilted her head as she noticed his smile. “What’s the system telling you this time?”

“It’s letting me auto-complete machines like this,” Ben explained, gesturing toward the milking machine. “Not just for the Creamery. But if we need smaller ones for the soon-to-be moms, we can make them without using as many new materials.”

The corners of Meadow’s mouth twitched upward in a shy smile. She touched her own stomach, which only had the slightest bulge so far, but it was certainly enough to remind him that she was pregnant too.

“That’ll come in handy,” she said. “I imagine Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie will appreciate the flexibility when they’re nursing… especially if Quincie has as many kittens as I think she’s going to have!”

Ben nodded, his thoughts drifting to the countdown timers in the Birthing Unit. “Yeah, it’ll make things a lot easier for all of us.”

Meadow stepped forward, her gaze falling to the new machine. Her cheeks were pinkening as if she were imagining using it, though they’d already completed her milking for the morning. She’d have to wait until that evening to take the new one for a spin.

“What do you think?” Ben asked. “Think it’s going to work? I hope it will make things easier for you.”

The Holstaur nodded, her expression softening as she drew her big brown eyes to his.

“Not just easier—it’s… sexier, too…” She licked her lips as she gazed at him. “You made a milking machine just for me. Not only do you not judge me for the way I like to be milked, you help me do it better. The suction on these new pump parts is…” She gave a delighted shudder. “… Mmmm, it’s just so intense. Like having my entire breast sucked on instead of just the nipples pinched and pulled. I filled an entire milk pail in less than a minute when I tested the human-style breast pump the Marital Bliss lady brought… I think this is going to be a game-changer, Ben.”

“That’s great,” he said, taking her hand and bringing it to his mouth to kiss her fingertips. “And I look forward to you using it too. It looks as if your movement will be less encumbered with this design. Might open up some interesting breeding options going forward…”

Meadow trembled as he began kissing her palm, wrist, and up her forearm. “You mean… like sitting in your lap? I… I’d like to sit in your lap. I’d like to sit right down on your cock and bounce until my tits ache.”

Ben grinned. “That sounds all right to me.”

“Mmmmm, gods,” she moaned. “You’re so incredible. How can you be so smart and sexy and good to us all? Even though the rest of the humans in Faerowilde seem to be against us, you don’t let that bother you. You treat us just the same. Better, even! Except maybe for Mistress Alicia. And even her you treat as our equal. It just gives me shivers to think of it.”

Ben smiled, appreciating the sentiment. “You’re sweet, Meadow. But it’s a team effort. I couldn’t do any of this without you and the others.”

She huffed softly, her ears flicking. She leaned forward, and Ben wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling her close. He loved the feeling of her gently rounded stomach pressing against his.

“Still,” she whispered in his ear. “You’re the one making it possible. And… I love you for it, Ben. I love you so much.”

The pretty cow-girl stood on the tips of her hooves, pressing her lips to his. Her kiss was warm and soft at first, but as he responded, she grew more passionate. Her tongue swirled in his mouth, reminding him of the way it had swirled around his cock as he’d milked her, making him instantly hard again.

“I love you too,” he said when she finally broke away, panting with desire. “And I’m going to do absolutely everything in my power to make all of you feel safe, happy and loved. You deserve nothing less. No matter what people like Lady Graythone think, do you understand? They could send an army after us, and as long as we’re inside the Grangehold they can’t do a damned thing about it. We’ve got pretty much everything we need to survive now, so we don’t need to leave. And the system will protect us within our borders.”

Meadow giggled. “Do you really think Cinderfell would lay siege to Lucky Nickel Acres just because you’re a sexual deviant?”

“No,” Ben laughed. “But if they did… I’d make sure to breed you all loudly and often. Those soldiers would all return to the capital with new desires unlocked that they never realized they had buried in their subconscious. Demi-beasts and humans are meant to interbreed, Meadow. That’s how it used to be, before the war. If you ask me, denying ourselves the consensual pleasure of loving who we want to love is the true deviance. Eventually, the people of Faerowilde will learn to see it my way. I’m sure of it.”

“You should become a preacher,” Meadow said, hugging him tightly and squishing her huge breasts against his chest. “I’m convinced!”

“That’s good,” Ben said, reaching down to rub her growing tummy. “Because I think you’re already committed, my beautiful demi-beast bride.”

Meadow kissed him again, and they stood together in the center of the barn, holding each other and rocking side to side like they were slow-dancing, completely lost in their enjoyment of one another’s presence.

Finally, the pretty cow-girl squeezed his shoulders and stepped back. “All right, Mr. Nickels,” she said, giving him a rueful grin. “You’re going to have to get out of here so I can get some work done. You’re a bit of a distraction sometimes, you realize.”

“Do you need any help setting up the new machines in the Creamery?” Ben asked.

Meadow shook her head. “No, I’ve got it. I’m sure there are others needing a big, strong man to give them hands with the finishing touches on their own projects. How’s the search for a Legendary vegetable going?

Ben’s eyes widened. “I forgot to check! I guess I’d better go see those bunny girls and check in on how their new flower-fertilizer mix is working.”

“You left the bunnies in charge?” Meadow’s eyes suddenly matched his. “I hope you’re not trying to grow cucumbers or zucchinis… with how horny those Lapina always are, you’ll never see your legendary vegetables. And they’ll never leave their rooms!”

Ben let out a guffaw, slapping the cow-girl gently on the backside. “Back to work, you dirty-minded Holstaur. I’ve got half a mind to go check your bedroom for similar contraband, if you came to that conclusion so quickly. Must have already been on your mind, huh?”

Meadow blushed a deep pink, her tail swishing behind her. “What? No! Why would you—?”

“So, you don’t want any of those toys my wife is ordering?” he asked, lifting an eyebrow. “A personalized, rubber Benjamin Nickels cock—true to size and texture—to entertain you when I’m busy breeding another girl? That’s not something you’re interested in?”

“I didn’t say that!” Her blush deepened. “No fair. That was a trap!”

Ben backed away, laughing at her embarrassed flush. “That’s good,” he said. “Because I made sure she ordered you two… just in case you want to practice.”

“Ben!” she gasped, throwing a balled up, empty grain sack at him as he opened the barn door. But Ben ducked out, closing the door behind him, without getting hit.

He took in the sunshine a moment, grinning to himself, before his gaze fell on Poppy, the Lapina herbalist who had discovered the flower-fertilizer recipe. It was time to go check on the status of his legendary vegetables, and to make sure the parsnips hadn’t been abused.
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The farmhouse settled into a rhythm over the next few days, but it was a rhythm Ben found hard to relax into.

Each morning began with the usual energy: making sweet early-morning love to his wife, then being “cleaned up” by the eager bunny sisters—and being sure to be nice and loud about it, for Lady Graythorne’s benefit—before going down to breakfast, which was headed up by either Clover or Estelle. The recipes the sheep-girl came up with were light, energizing, and nutritious, while the bunny-girl leaned toward sweet, rich, and delicious. So, it was nice to alternate between the two. And Clover always added a little experimental touch to their nosy guest’s dish which usually had her turning up her nose. Ben had no issues with any of that.

During the rest of the day, while the farm was bustling with demi-beasts working to improve the farm, Alicia would leave early with Penelope for the General Store, and Lady Graythorne would start her prowl. Her dark hair and funereal attire always looking at odds with the bright and simple peasant dresses favored by his demi-beasts, and she slunk around the farm like a black fox looking for prey.

As much as Ben pretended outwardly that her presence didn’t bother him, beneath the surface of this routine was a constant undercurrent of tension. Of course, he wasn’t doing anything to make things easier on himself by gleefully rubbing in his exuberant bedsports with the demi-beasts, or by giggling as she attempted to eat her specially prepared breakfasts. But he had a feeling that sucking up to the woman wasn’t going to help his cause any, and the idea of attempting to ingratiate himself to someone who so obviously looked down on women he loved and the town that he cared for was not something Ben was willing to stoop to anyway.

But her vulture-like presence was stressful on the girls, which in turn was stressful to him, and he spent a good portion of each day comforting, reassuring, and distracting demi-beasts who’d been glowered at by the woman from the capital.

Still, Lady Graythorne’s presence couldn’t dampen his joy at seeing the progress the farm was making recently.

Each morning, however, brought new worries. Each day Alicia returned from the General Store looking more tired, her cheeks pale and her energy drained. Penelope’s presence as her companion brought some reassurance, but it didn’t erase Ben’s concerns.

He had suggested that Alicia take it easy, but she had waved him off with a determined smile, insisting she was fine.

“I’ll rest when the work is done,” she’d said, brushing off his worries. “Besides, our house guest is far more stressful to me than running the store. I’ll be fine, husband.”

Ben wasn’t sure he believed her, but he also knew better than to push. Instead, he focused on maintaining the farm’s rhythm, keeping Lady Graythorne at bay, and waiting for the right moment to venture into the forest—which lingered at the edge of his consciousness like an itch he couldn’t quite scratch.

The monsters needed to be dealt with, of course, but now they had a different sort of monster much closer to home. Politics.

Ben’s steps slowed as he walked the property, taking in the fields that were thriving under the care of the demi-beasts. Every detail seemed perfect—too perfect. Or so it would seem to someone who didn’t know that Ben had the magic of the system on his side.

Lady Graythorne’s sharp eyes, always scanning for evidence of some illicit activity, found nothing to report beyond her usual criticisms. But he could tell that she was suspicious of his success. She never missed an opportunity to berate someone for what she perceived as inefficiency, but her muttered grumbles and frequent scribbling in her notebook hadn’t amounted to anything actionable. Yet.

He was vaguely aware that there were rules about the use of demi-beast magic—their powers could not be used to directly harm other human beings, for example, which Ben thought was rich given how disastrous Ashburn’s barony had been on the people of Grimsby. So obviously, indirect harm was a-okay by the High Council. So, he couldn’t see how the way he was using the demi-beasts to help the township would be an issue. Especially given that Lucky Nickel Acres was making enough money to ensure a decent flow of gold to the capital in the form of tax collection.

But he knew Lady Graythorne would try to pin something on him, and his mind was in constant motion as he attempted to come up with possible angles she might try and what his refutations against those accusations would be. It was a tiring process, and it put a damper on his favorite part of the day—patrolling the farmyard and checking on the soon-to-be mothers in the Birthing Unit.

Ben paused outside the maternity center, resting his hand on the smooth doorframe. Inside, Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie rested in their pods, the glowing timers ticking ever closer to completion.

This was the one place he refused to let Lady Graythorne enter, and it was clearly driving her mad. He could almost hear her voice in his head, snapping accusations about secrecy and corruption. She had made enough comments about the farm’s productivity to make it clear she thought demi-beast magic was somehow being exploited illegally—though she obviously had no idea how it was being done. Naturally, she assumed it had something to do with the building she was forbidden from entering.

“Let her think what she wants,” Ben muttered under his breath. “But I’ll start a war with the capital before I’ll let her in here.”

The truth was, with Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie laying naked and vulnerable in their pods, he felt it would be a violation to allow the mean-spirited woman from the capital inside to intrude on the space that was supposed to be calming and protective of them in their final days of pregnancy.

Besides, he wasn’t sure how she would react to knowing that Ben could impregnate demi-beasts. It was no secret, since he’d had his pregnant demi-beast brides alongside him as he’d married Alicia. But there was no need to send a direct message to the capital, bragging about the fact, either.

If Ben thought for even a second that Lady Graythorne was a physical threat to anyone on the farm, he would have kicked her off his property in an instant. If she actually hurt someone, he would have ended her—the same way he would have anyone who hurt one of his own—and dealt with the consequences of that decision. Especially with the upcoming birth of his children. His protectiveness was in hyperdrive lately, and for the first time in his life Ben realized how easily and effortlessly he would take another life in defense of his family.

But no matter how irritating Lady Graythorne was, and no matter how many snide little remarks she made, Ben couldn’t bring himself to hate the woman. Or to believe that she would hurt any of them, outside the liberal use of her needle-sharp tongue—and even that she’d more or less kept in check since his talk with her on the first night. Because underneath her anger and self-righteousness, Ben caught a glimpse of something that he hadn’t seen in men like Ashburn and Coalridge, whose self-serving natures obviously went to their very core.

In Lady Graythorne, Ben sensed sadness, a deep-seeded loneliness. When he caught her watching him with one of the demi-beast girls, he would see a flash of jealousy in her face, followed by a much more powerful expression of longing.

Which made Ben suspect that, whatever life the hard woman had made for herself in the capital, it did not make her happy. Which, in turn, made him wonder what she would be like if that unhappiness melted away.

She was a beautiful, regal-looking woman, probably approaching her mid-40s, but no less stunning for her mature years. It was difficult to see when her face was pinched with bitterness and suspicion, but in the moments that he caught her in self-reflection rather than “investigating” matters on his farm, a transformation took place and she resembled a forlorn princess, long forgotten in a distant castle, waiting to be rescued and beginning to realize that time might never come.

Ben’s romantic heart couldn’t help but imagine Lady Graythorne as being like the demi-beast slaves he had saved from Ashburn’s farm—he didn’t know what laws or social rules had enslaved her, but it was clear she was at least partially bound to them against her will.

He cursed himself for his own stupidity, but he couldn’t shake the feeling that he could be the one to rescue her, if she’d let him in. And so he tolerated her behavior, and did his best to assuage any pricks left behind by her sharp words, and kept an eye on her to make sure she didn’t do anything beyond redemption.

And every time he caught her looking at him, he would smile and wave, rather than scowling the way it felt like he should. In some ways, Lady Graythorne was a lot like the Harpy he intended to tame—a dangerous creature with a vicious nature that, he hoped, could be won over with a firm, but gentle touch.

Not that he’d had any luck in that quarter, either. The Harpy had disappeared completely, so far as he and the others could tell. There hadn’t even been any evidence that she’d come to see his chicken run, which was a bit disappointing.

But he pushed thoughts of the Harpy and of Lady Graythorne aside as he stepped inside the Birthing Unit, eager to check on Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie.

Gazing at the glowing pods through the open doors of each of their rooms, Ben could only smile. Alicia had provided soft pillows and blankets, thick fleecy robes, and fluffy slippers for each of the new-mothers, piled on a chair next to each unit. The sight made Ben’s heart surge, his love for his wife only growing.

Despite being sad that she wasn’t yet pregnant, and her obvious worry that she might never be—which Ben thought was a bit dramatic, given they’d only been married for a bit over a week, but he understood was rooted in her deep yearning to be a mother—Alica took painstaking care of the pregnant females her husband had sired children for.

He looked in on Spirit first. Her ivory ears just poked out of her bubble-gum pink hair, which was arrayed around her head on the pillow inside her pod like a confectionary halo. Her bright blue eyes were closed, her long lashes resting on her cheeks. She lay on her side with her arms curled next to her head and her full breasts squished together, each rosy nipple looking pert and ready to feed a hungry little mouth as soon as her milk came in. Her belly had grown since she’d entered the pod, and its perfect round shape made Ben want to put his hands through the glass to caress it. Or to slip lower, stroking her sex the way she liked to be pet and rubbed down after a long, hard run. Her tail twitched above her nicely curved rear, and her hooved feet moved like she was dreaming of racing through the fields—perhaps with a young filly in tow.

He smiled, trying to imagine what his half-human, half-demi-beast children would look like. No matter what, he was sure they’d love running through the flower fields with Spirit.

In Rosie’s room, the pretty Porcina was much the same. Her golden curls were pressed against the side of her face, and her ears poked out from them like perky pink flags. Her plump cheeks dimpled with humor even while she slept. Rosie’s full lips were parted just enough to show the tip of her tongue poking through. She rested her head against her hands, like an angel on a Christmas card, but the angelic effect was somewhat undermined by the fact that her little upturned nose was adorably wrinkled where she’d smushed it against the pillow beside her. Her hourglass shape had only become more pronounced as her breasts and belly had grown, making her look even more deliciously feminine than the first moment he’d seen her. Her thick thighs, bubbly bottom, and corkscrew tail reminded Ben of the bedroom kinks they’d explored during her breeding, which were completely at odds with how pretty and innocent she looked in sleep.

Ben was surprised to find a white, orange, and black calico cat with green eyes sitting on top of the pile of fluffy blankets in Queen Quincie’s room.

“Who let you in here, Fancy Fishsticks?” he asked, stopping to pet the tiny creature. “Standing guard over your queen, are you?”

The little cat gave him a chirp of agreement, nuzzling her head against his hand and closing her eyes. She was one of Quincie’s so-called “kitty army,” and one that the ferocious Felina often argued with—though Ben could only ever hear half of the story. But it seemed, despite their disagreements, that Fancy Fishsticks was a loyal member of Quincie’s cat colony after all.

“She looks pretty comfortable in there, doesn’t she?” Ben said aloud, now that he had someone to talk to.

He gazed down into Quincie’s pod, and had to stifle a laugh. The little cat-girl was splayed out on her back with her hands and legs curled up in a dead-bug pose. Her shaggy black hair was tousled by sleep and her black ears twitched as she dreamed. Her enormous belly pushed her swollen breasts up and her legs out to the side, leaving her ‘pussy cat’ with its little strip of velvet fur on stark display. Her tail curled from beneath her and around one leg, only to be clutched like a beloved stuffed animal in one hand. The pod, which seemed to shift and adapt to its occupant, had curved to create a supportive kind of seat, which elevated her head and shoulders slightly, taking the pressure of her huge belly off of her spine and allowing her a comfortable sleep despite her size.

“You know, Fancy Fishsticks,” Ben whispered to the cat, “If I’d had something like this pod to sell back in my old world, I’d have been a rich man. But I feel even richer having them here, with my brides inside. Does that make me crazy?”

Fishsticks mewed, then stretched her hind leg high into the air and dipped her face to tend to grooming her backside. Ben figured that was as good an answer as any. He laughed.

“I see you have things well in hand here,” he said. “I’ll leave you to it. But if you see that Graythorne lady snooping around, feel free to give her a good scratch, you hear?”

The calico cat spread her toes, as if she was really hitting a good spot, and ignored Ben.

“You know,” he said, narrowing his eyes at the insolent creature, “you have my wife to thank for that luxurious perch you’re on. A little respect wouldn’t be remiss.”

Fancy Fishsticks yawned, blinked sleepily at the blank wall behind Ben’s head, then curled up and went to sleep.

“Cats,” Ben muttered as he left the room.

But his thoughts lingered on his wife.

Ben had high hopes that Alicia would see her dream come true sooner, rather than later. But, even with the Legendary cream, there was only a 50% chance that a human woman carrying his child would ascend with the system’s magic. So, Alicia might be in it for the long haul, in which case it would be more than a month before she even knew if their first attempts had been successful. And a whole nine months after that before she had a baby in her arms.

In that time, she’d likely see dozens of demi-beasts go through the process, which Ben imagined would be quite painful. And, if she didn’t ascend, Ben didn’t know that she’d be able to use the Birthing Unit at all—which meant she would need to go through the birthing process the old-fashioned way. Which was obviously doable, but given the option Ben would never choose for any of his women to have to go through unnecessary pain and difficulty of natural childbirth.

A pang of anticipation hit him as he thought of the moment the timers would reach zero. It was still difficult to believe that in a few days’ time, he would be a father. And not only to one child, but at least three!

It was a reminder of how much was at stake, and how much he couldn’t let Lady Graythorne’s suspicions distract him from his efforts to secure Grangehold status.

In fact, if Lady Graythorne gave a damning report of him and his farm to the council, Grangehold status was necessary to their survival. If they could work quickly, they may even be able to establish a Greenhold, which would—as far as he understood, based on the system’s descriptions—make the entirety of his massive land holdings completely impenetrable by non-magical means.

Which meant he was going to have to check those last few items of the Grangehold checklist in the next couple of days, secure the help of the elusive Harpy, and deal with whatever strangeness was going on in the forest. And, unfortunately, he was going to have to do that while Lady Graythorne was prowling around the farm.

Ben couldn’t shake the unease that had settled over him ever since the honeybees reported strange monster activity in the forest, especially since it coincided with the disappearance of the Harpy. With Lady Graythorne lurking around, he’d delayed investigating further, unwilling to leave the farm vulnerable to her prying eyes. But he realized he had a difficult decision to make.

If he went into the woods now, there was a chance that he might become lost or injured. With Alicia feeling under the weather, three females near their delivery dates, and two more newly pregnant, it seemed completely irresponsible to head off on a monster-hunting quest.

But would there ever be a good time? Especially now that they had an agent from the capital breathing down their necks, and there was a very real chance that Cinderfell would send guards to attempt to arrest him the moment Lady Graythorne left to deliver her report?

The more he thought about it, the more he realized that he had to act now. It wasn’t ideal, but there was far too much at stake for him to remain idle. He had to trust in the system, his own skills, and those of his demi-beasts, to be enough to get them through these challenges.

But as he gazed into the gently glowing maternity pods, his heart ached at the idea of missing the birth of his children. And he left the Birthing Unit with a profound sense of ambivalence eating away inside his chest.

One way or another, he needed to pack a bag, make a plan, and put someone else in charge of the farm while he was hunting monsters. Whether or not he went hunting before or after Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie gave birth he needed to have his action plan decided on before he did anything.

With this resolve, he felt some of the anxiety slip away. He felt better when he was doing something, even if that something was just making preparations.

As the door to the high-tech building closed behind him, he spied Lady Graythorne watching him from the corner of her eye as she pretended to be looking in on the pig pen. She jotted something in her little black notebook, making Ben’s stomach clench.

“Write all the notes you like,” Ben muttered under his breath. “Just because I feel sorry for you doesn’t mean I’ll let you or your council hurt my family. And you’re not getting inside this building, no matter what.”
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Ben opened his HUD to check on the progress of the Farmstead Expansion, which promised to strengthen the protections around the farmhouse, demi-beast accommodations, animal pens and gardens, and was pleased to see how much progress had been made.

New Quest: Expanding Your Farmstead

Vegetable Storage Building Construction – [Complete]

Add Wildflower Fields or Pollinator Garden – [Complete]

Establish a Farmer’s Guild Trade Connection – [Complete]

Achieve Superior Quality Produce for 50% of Total Harvest – [Complete]

Yard Improvement Projects Complete – [In Progress: 10 of 10 Complete]

Successfully Bred Demi-Beasts (6 total pregnancies) – [In Progress: 5 of 6 Complete]

Bonus: Grow a Legendary Quality Vegetable – [In Progress…]

Breeding one final demi-beast and harvesting the Legendary quality vegetable was all that was left. When he’d checked in with Poppy regarding the tomatoes and parsnips that had been treated with the special flower-fertilizer mix, she’d excitedly shown him a number of plants that were already registering in the system as Superior grade, one with a bronze star and one with two silver stars.

Each quality grade level seemed to progress through the star system before being upgraded to the next tier. For example, a Fair Quality lettuce would go from one bronze star, to two silver stars, to three gold stars before being upgraded to a Superior Quality lettuce with no stars.

The longer the plant was left in the soil to be watered and fertilized, the further along the quality would progress. But if a farmer’s skill wasn’t high enough to keep it growing, the chances were high that the plant would succumb to pests or disease before it reached Superior or Legendary quality. So far, they hadn’t seen any plants reach even Superior quality with a bronze star, with the exception of Poppy’s flower-fertilized sections of garden. They’d finally broken through that barrier, which meant all the tomatoes and parsnips needed now was time.

Ben had hedged his bets earlier in his harvests, taking all the produce that reached Fair quality level and selling it in the General Store. Fair quality vegetables were quite good, and much better than what Ashburn had been providing. Though while Ashburn had been overcharging for his wilted produce—thanks to corrupted connections in the Farmer’s Guild—Ben priced his fairly. So, the people of Grimsby were happy to get Fair quality produce for lower prices than they had been paying.

But Ben’s farming skills had progressed rapidly and soon, in the same amount of time, he was regularly growing Superior quality vegetables. Because they didn’t require any more time or resources to grow thanks to the advantages of his Farmer class, he was able to sell these just as cheaply as the Fair quality produce. This had contributed to his quickly growing rapport with the people of Grimsby, and to the demand for Lucky Nickel Acres produce in the capital.

Alicia had begun shipping their excess vegetables and dairy products to Cinderfell a couple of days ago, and already there was a buzz about how much better they were than what was normally for sale. Her Farmer’s Guild connection had made inroads with the Merchant’s Guild to get Lucky Nickel Acres a regular shop stall at the central market, which was expensive, but would be well worth it as the farm expanded and they had more and more goods to sell.

Especially if Poppy could make more flower-fertilizer with her Herbalism skill, and they could start to grow Legendary grade vegetables.

If Meadow’s milk was any indication, Legendary grade items often came with magical benefits beyond their superior nutrition, and Ben envisioned exponential growth for Lucky Nickel Acres once they tapped into an area of the market that no one else could fill via his access to system magic.

It wouldn’t be long before humans throughout Faerowilde were questioning their antagonistic relationship with demi-beasts, once they saw what a little cooperation could achieve.

Next Ben had a look at his other checklist.

Quest Update: Establishing a Grangehold

Three Active Pastures (minimum 10 animals per pasture) – [3 of 3 Complete]

Grain/Legume Crops (minimum 3 different types planted and growing successfully) – [3 of 3 Complete]

Creamery Construction – [Complete]

Dairy Operation Producing Cheese/Yogurt – [Complete]

Expand Housing for Demi-Beasts (3 new buildings) – [3 of 3 Complete]

Demi-Beast Birthing Unit – [Complete]

Nursery Construction for Demi-Beast Young – [Complete]

Successfully Bred Demi-Beasts (6 total pregnancies) – [In Progress: 5 of 6 Complete]

Achieve 1,000 Reputation Points with Grimsby Villagers – [Complete: 1362 of 1,000]

Gain 100 Farm Improvement Points: [Complete: 135 of 100]

He blinked in surprise. All that was left now was to breed another demi-beast. Meadow must have installed the Adjustable Milking Machine into the Creamery, marking that project as complete.

The alfalfa, wheat, and barley fields were almost ready for their first harvest. The Nursery, a small building attached to the back of the Birthing Unit, had been easy to complete as it was essentially just a big play room with lots of comfortable seating for the mothers or babysitters who were caring for the little ones. As the babies grew, and the number of them grew, the Nursery would need expanding, but for now it was complete enough to establish the Grangehold, which was more than enough for Ben.

Maybe I do have time to investigate the monsters after all, he was thinking, when a terrifying scream tore through the air, startling him from his thoughts and causing a number of frightening shrieks to come from the demi-beasts scattered around the farmyard.

Ben’s gaze was drawn immediately to the forest at the edge of the pastures, where the scream had issued from. It hadn’t sounded like a monster, though.

It had sounded like a woman.

Ben’s heart clenched in his chest. The Harpy! Something’s happened to her!


30
The Call of Twilight


Ben looked around in confusion as the sky around them seemed to flicker and grow dim, casting the farmyard into an unnatural twilight. On the horizon, just above the forest, there seemed to be a strange glow. The eerie sound of the scream still echoed through the air, silencing the quiet hum of crickets and sending a chill down Ben’s spine.

The farm plunged into chaos in an instant. Demi-beasts dropped their tools, ears twitching and tails bristling as they scrambled to organize against an unnamed threat. Somewhere in the large barn, Meadow's commanding voice could be heard over the rising din, rallying the others into action.

Ben ran for the porch, grabbing his quarterstaff where it rested next to the door, his mind racing.

Another scream rent the air, sounding more birdlike than human, and solidifying Ben’s fears that it was the Harpy, and that she was in danger.

“I have to help her,” Ben muttered under his breath. That scream... It had been distinctly inhuman, and yet, not quite a monster’s cry either.

“Ben!” Estelle’s voice broke through his thoughts.

He turned to see her striding across the yard with purpose, her shepherdess’s crook in hand, her pale blond hair flowing behind her. Her light brown eyes, so often shy and downcast, now burned with determination.

“I know you’re going out there,” she declared. “And I’m coming with you.”

There was none of her usual hesitation in her tone—only steel. For the first time, he could truly see her warrioress’s heart shining through her demure façade.

Ben frowned. “Absolutely not.”

“You need me,” she argued, stepping closer. “I’ve faced more monsters than anyone here. You know I’m your best shot.”

“Estelle, this isn’t up for debate.” Ben’s voice was firm, though he hated the flicker of hurt that passed over her face. “It’s not safe for you.”

“I’m not afraid!” she shot back, her voice rising in defiance. “I’ve been fighting monsters my whole life. You’ve seen me—”

“That’s not the point!” Ben interrupted, lowering his voice as he glanced toward the others. “You’re—” He caught himself, unwilling to blurt out what the HUD had told him about her pregnancy. He wasn’t even sure if she knew, and this was hardly the time for that revelation.

Estelle’s lips tightened, her knuckles whitening as she gripped her crook. “I’m not some fragile thing, Ben. If you go out there without me, you’re risking everyone. You need me.”

Before Ben could respond, a new voice cut in, sharp and trembling.

“Monsters?” Lady Graythorne’s voice cracked as she stepped around the side of the house, her imperious demeanor replaced with a visible pallor as she clutched her little black notebook to her chest. Her gray eyes darted around as though she expected something to leap from the shadows at any moment. “Surely you’re not suggesting that those... creatures could come here?”

Ben sighed and rubbed his forehead. Of all the things he didn’t need to deal with at the moment, a panicking noblewoman was not one of them.

Ben turned to her, softening his tone slightly. “Lady Graythorne, you’ll be safe if you stay within the boundaries of the farm. Just don’t do anything unwise, and you’ll be fine.”

The investigator’s rigid posture sagged slightly, but her expression remained strained. It was clear she was completely out of her depth. Monsters were a foreign threat in the polished, fortified heart of Cinderfell. Out here, on the edge of the wild, she was vulnerable, and she knew it.

And Ben could tell she absolutely did not like the idea of being at the mercy of a bunch of demi-beasts while he ran off to deal with the threat.

While he was somewhat pleased by the fact that she seemed to feel safer with him around, he enjoyed even more the fact that she would be forced to accept help from the creatures she disdained.

Ben turned to Meadow, who had joined them on the porch with Stormy and Marnie flanking her. The tall Equistar’s sharp gray eyes scanned the tree line, while Marnie cracked her knuckles, her muscular frame taut with readiness.

“What should we do, Master?” Stormy asked, her gray eyes darting warily.

“I’m no fighter,” Marnie said, “But I’ll do whatever it takes to defend the farm.”

Ben had no doubt that both of them would be a huge help to Meadow, who he trusted to keep a level head. Her maternal nature made her a natural, calming leader with the protective instincts of a mother bear. With Stormy’s speed and Marnie’s power on her side, Meadow would be able to handle anything that came their way while Ben was searching the woods for the cause of the disturbance.

Though he eyed the unnaturally darkened sky and the purplish haze around the forest with some concern.

“Meadow, you’re in charge until I’m back—or until Alicia gets home,” Ben said firmly. “Stormy, Marnie, do whatever Meadow asks. Keep everyone organized and safe.”

Stormy gave a curt, “Understood,” while Marnie simply grunted in affirmation.

Meadow nodded sharply, her expression resolute. “Of course, Ben.”

Then she rushed forward, pulling him into a fierce embrace and kissing him passionately. “Please, please, please, be safe, my love.”

“I will,” Ben assured her, kissing her back. He whispered in her ear, “I’m not going to let anything stop me from seeing our baby born, Meadow. Not to mention those in the maternity center. There isn’t a monster in the world that would be able to keep me from you all.”

He kept his voice low, not wanting Lady Graythorne to hear. So far, though she knew that he was romantically involved with the demi-beasts, she didn’t know that he was able to breed them. He wasn’t sure exactly how she would take that news, but given that humans had gone to great lengths to destroy male demi-beasts and end their magical bloodlines, he doubted he wanted the council to know he was working to reverse that.

Ben’s gaze flicked to Lady Graythorne, who was visibly wilting under the presence of the powerful demi-beast women. For the first time since arriving, her self-assurance seemed to crumble entirely. She cast a glance at Marnie, whose sheer physicality made even the stern investigator appear diminutive in comparison, and shrank back slightly.

Satisfied that things were as settled as they could be, Ben turned to Estelle, who was scowling at her more ferociously than he would have thought the sheep-girl capable of.

“We need to talk,” he said quietly, motioning for her to follow him to a quieter spot near the barn.
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Ben leaned against the barn wall, his quarterstaff propped beside him, as Estelle stood a few paces away, still gripping her shepherdess’s crook. Fireflies—confused by the unexpected twilight—fluttered around her head. Their soft glow played against her pale blonde hair, and her light brown eyes seemed uncertain, shifting between him and the ground.

But she didn’t revert to her usual shyness, as if the danger presented by the monsters took precedence over her submissive nature. She just seemed… defiant, like a child caught doing something she shouldn’t be, and annoyed about it.

He exhaled, trying to find the right words. “Estelle, there’s something I need to ask you. And I need you to be honest with me.”

Her fingers tightened around the crook, but she nodded, looking up at him cautiously.

“I have reason to believe…” He paused, trying to gauge her reaction. “That you’re carrying my child.”

The statement hung in the air between them. For a moment, Estelle’s expression froze. Her lips parted, and a flicker of panic flashed across her face. Ben’s stomach twisted—he’d been right; she hadn’t known.

But then, in a small, almost trembling voice, she said, “I didn’t realize you got the update too.”

Ben blinked. “Wait—you knew?”

Her gaze dropped to the ground, and her shoulders sagged slightly as she nodded. “I… yes. For a few days now.”

His chest tightened. “Then why didn’t you tell me?” he asked, his voice gentler than he’d expected it to be.

Estelle bit her lip, her eyes glistening as she looked back up at him. “Because I didn’t want to hurt Alicia.”

“Alicia?” Ben asked, his brow furrowing.

She sniffed, her grip on the crook loosening as her voice wavered. “She and I have grown close. We talk… a lot. About our dreams, about the future. And I know how much she wants a child. She talks about it constantly. She’s so excited to be a mother, and I…” Estelle hesitated, her throat tightening. “I was afraid this would hurt her. That it would make her feel left behind, or more stressed. She already seems so tired and unwell lately.”

Ben’s heart softened as her words sank in. Estelle wasn’t hiding this out of fear for herself—she was protecting Alicia, putting her needs above her own.

She continued, tears welling in her eyes. “And I didn’t want to put you in the position of knowing and having to keep it from her. I thought… maybe I could wait. Just until Alicia was pregnant too. Then it wouldn’t feel so…”

“So lonely,” Ben finished for her, his voice thick with emotion.

She nodded, tears spilling down her cheeks. “I just didn’t want to cause any problems.”

Ben stepped forward, gently pulling the crook from her hands and setting it against the barn wall. He cupped her face, brushing away a stray tear with his thumb. “Estelle, you’re not causing any problems. What you’re doing—what you’ve done—it’s… It’s incredibly selfless. But you don’t have to carry all of this alone.”

Her lip quivered, and she leaned into his touch, her eyes glistening with gratitude.

He smiled softly. “As much as Alicia wants a child of her own, she’s just as devoted to the demi-beasts we’re building this family with. Have you seen the robes and slippers she’s brought for Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie? The blankets she’s piled in the maternity center for their babies?”

Estelle shook her head, a faint smile tugging at her lips.

“You should,” Ben said warmly. “You’ll see how much she cares. You’re part of this family too, Estelle. She’ll be just as excited for you as she is for them.”

Estelle exhaled shakily, the tension in her shoulders easing. “You really think so?”

“I know so,” he assured her. “But now that I know you’ve been aware of your pregnancy…” His tone shifted, a hint of frustration creeping in. “How could you try to run into danger like that, knowing what’s at stake?”

Estelle stepped back slightly, her hands clasping in front of her. “I know it seems reckless, but I wasn’t being as foolish as you think.”

Ben raised an eyebrow, crossing his arms over his chest.

“My Shepherdess class has a special ability,” she explained, her voice steady. “It protects me from fifty percent of the damage I take in fights against monsters. But when I got the notification that I was pregnant…” She hesitated, her gaze locking with his. “The system upgraded it. Now it’s one hundred percent protection.”

Ben blinked, stunned. “You’re… invincible?”

“For now,” she clarified. “I don’t think it’ll last after I deliver the baby, but for the time being, I can’t be hurt. Which is why you need to take me with you.” Her tone became insistent. “You’ve been worried about putting the others in danger, but I can help. And I can understand whatever we find better than anyone else. You need me, Ben.”

Ben opened his mouth to argue, but her resolve was unshakable. She stood tall, her light brown eyes full of determination.

“And we’ll take Gruff,” she added quickly. “He’ll be extra protection. That way, no one else has to be put at risk. Just us. Well… just you… But I know Gruff and I can keep you safe. I’m a good fighter, Ben.”

Ben sighed, raking a hand through his hair. He didn’t like the idea of her being involved, but he couldn’t deny her logic. And if she was truly invincible…

“Fine,” he said at last. “But we’re going to be careful. No unnecessary risks.”

Estelle nodded, her face lighting up with a small, grateful smile.

“Let’s grab what we need and get moving,” Ben said, picking up her crook and handing it back to her. Together, they turned toward the house, determination in their steps.
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The pasture stretched before them, unnervingly quiet under the strange, unnatural twilight that had overtaken the sky. The sun, still high overhead, should have bathed Lucky Nickel Acres in its golden glow, but instead, the world was cloaked in deep shadows tinged with an eerie purple hue. It wasn’t the kind of twilight that brought peace at the end of a long day—it was unsettling, like the sun was hiding from them, waiting for something to happen.

Ben gripped his staff tightly, the faint glow emanating from its surface shifting between hues of gold and green. Barely visible in the shimmering light were the runes he’d seen only once before. He recalled the Advanced Skill he’d gained during his last big fight at the edge of the forest, the Steadmaster’s Runeward.

He’d forgotten all about it with everything that had been happening around the farm, but now he opened his HUD to re-read the description.

Advanced Skill Gained: Steadmaster's Runeward

You have awakened the latent magic within a Runed Artifact, unlocking the power of ancient Runic magic.

The Steadmaster's Runeward is a unique skill, allowing you to channel the protective and destructive energies of the earth into devastating attacks. When activated, your [Rune-Scribed Quarterstaff] generates a shockwave imbued with Runic energy, obliterating lesser monsters in its path and staggering stronger foes. This skill also enhances the defensive properties of Runed Artifacts, reinforcing your strikes and parries with the strength of ancient magic.

The Runeward ability is exceedingly rare, accessible only to those descended from Faerowilde’s original Rune Masters, the legendary guardians of the land who crafted the Runic magic that shaped the world. This inheritance marks you as a protector of balance, granting you the ability to defend your territory and allies with unparalleled force.

The power of Steadmaster’s Runeward is directly tied to your growing mastery of the Combat skill and your connection to the land you tend. As your skills grow, the intensity and range of the Runeward shockwave will expand, solidifying your role as a steward of Faerowilde’s ancient legacy.

Ben still wasn’t sure what to make of the fact that he owned an ancient Runed Artifact, and to be honest, he hadn’t really thought much of it since the magical blast from his quarterstaff had saved him and Gruff in the unexpectedly challenging fight against the elite Scuttlers and Scavengers. But he was glad of it now, heading, as they were, into the unknown forest.

Beside him, Estelle walked with her shepherdess’s crook at the ready, her posture tense but steady. Gruff trailed slightly behind them, his sharp tusks glinting as he snorted and pawed at the ground, clearly uneasy.

“That staff of yours,” Estelle said, her light brown eyes narrowing as she glanced at it. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”

Ben glanced down at the faint runes etched into the wood, which pulsed faintly, as if in response to the strange atmosphere around them.

“Yeah, it started doing this after Gruff and I ran into those weird monsters in the last patrol. Scavengers and Scuttlers, but bigger. Meaner. With black fur and reddish eyes.”

Estelle frowned, her fingers tightening around her crook. “I didn’t know you ran into A-Tier monsters.”

“Is that what they were?” Ben asked, lifting an eyebrow. “My Monster Lore skill failed to identify them. They were quite a bit tougher than the usual kind I’ve fought. We were totally swarmed, and would have been in trouble, if not for the Runeward spell my staff emitted at the end of the fight.”

“I’ve heard of weapons like that,” Estelle said, awe in her voice. “Arcane artifacts, imbued with their own magic. Some of them can sync up with a person’s system magic, adapting to their class and becoming stronger. It’s rare, though.”

“Rare, huh?” Ben rolled the staff in his hands, its glow seeming to shift in response to his movements. “Alicia found it in the cellar of the General Store. She said it used to belong to the old man who owned the store before her father bought it. That must have been decades ago.”

Estelle tilted her head, her blonde curls catching what little light filtered through the purple haze. “That’s curious. I wonder if it was his system artifact—or if it’s been waiting for someone else all this time… There was an old man who lived in that village, before the war… a seer or a wiseman of some kind… I wonder…”

Her voice trailed away as her light brown eyes grew distant.

Ben opened his mouth to respond, but something about her tone made him pause. Estelle’s expression had grown thoughtful, her light brown eyes shadowed with an unspoken concern. Whatever thoughts she had, she kept them to herself as they approached the edge of the forest.

The chicken and rabbit runs stretched to the tree line, the wire fencing and wooden posts giving the animals a safe space to roam. But something was wrong. The animals clustered near the farthest edge of their pens, as far from the forest as they could manage. The chickens clucked nervously, their feathers ruffling with agitation, while the rabbits twitched their noses and darted about in a frenzy. None of them dared approach the trees, even though the grass and flowers here seemed to be much better quality than what was growing closer to the farm.

Estelle stopped abruptly, her eyes scanning the edge of the forest. “They don’t want to get near it,” she murmured. “Even from inside their runs. That’s strange. I’ve never known a chicken to have more than hunger bouncing around in its brain.”

Ben’s gut tightened. He stepped forward, his boots crunching softly against the grass, and crouched near the chicken run. Something caught his eye in the dirt—deep, jagged marks that trailed toward the trees. His fingers brushed the edge of one, and his stomach turned. They weren’t just scratches—they were claw marks, deep enough to suggest something heavy had been dragged through the dirt.

“Claw marks,” Ben said, his voice low. He pointed to the gouges in the earth. “Look at these. Something—or someone—was dragged into the forest.”

Estelle crouched beside him, her brows furrowing as she studied the marks. She traced the shape of one with her fingers, her light brown eyes narrowing. “These look like Harpy claws,” she said, her voice tense. “But there’s something else here.” She gestured to deeper, wider grooves alongside the Harpy’s claw marks, her expression hardening. “These are… monstrous. Whatever dragged her was far bigger than any Scuttler or Scavenger.”

Gruff let out a loud, derisive snort, stomping the ground as if to echo Estelle’s unease. The boar’s beady eyes locked onto the tree line, his sharp tusks gleaming as he exhaled a heavy breath that sounded almost like a warning.

Ben stood, gripping his staff tightly as it pulsed faintly in his hands. “So something bigger and meaner than a Harpy is out there, and it can drag her into the woods like she weighs nothing.”

Estelle stood as well, her crook held tightly in both hands. The purple glow radiating from the forest seemed to pulse faintly, and the shadows within the trees looked deeper, more alive than they should. She glanced at Ben, her face resolute but tinged with worry. “We need to be careful, Ben. Whatever did this… it’s not like anything we’ve seen before. If there are A-Tier monsters in the forest… well, anything bigger than a Scuttler or a Scavenger is going to be a big problem.”

Ben nodded, his jaw tightening as his eyes scanned the tree line. The eerie twilight deepened around them, and the fireflies that had dotted the pasture earlier seemed to have disappeared altogether. He took a deep breath, his grip tightening on his staff. “Let’s move carefully. Keep Gruff between us and the trees.”

Estelle nodded, and the three of them turned toward the forest, their steps cautious as they crossed the threshold into the unknown.


31
Dark Woods


The thick canopy above darkened further as Ben and Estelle ventured deeper into the woods, the eerie twilight fading into a near-impenetrable gloom. Even the purple glow that had seemed faint and ominous before now pulsed stronger, painting the undergrowth in an otherworldly light. Gruff, walking slightly ahead, snorted warily, his sharp tusks low and ready.

Ben’s quarterstaff hummed softly in his grip, its glowing runes flickering between gold and green as if responding to the encroaching magic. Beside him, Estelle kept her shepherdess’s crook close, her light brown eyes scanning their surroundings, sharp and alert.

After several moments of tense silence, Estelle spoke. “Ben,” she said softly, her voice steady but grave. “There’s another reason I wanted to come with you.”

Ben turned his head, his brow furrowing. “What reason?”

Estelle hesitated, clutching her crook tighter. “Harpies aren’t like most demi-beasts. At least, not all of them.”

“You mentioned that before,” Ben said. “That they’re more monstrous?”

Estelle nodded. “Thousands of years ago, long before the war, there were demi-beasts who were more… wild. More monster-kin than beast-folk. Back then, creatures like Harpies, Minotaurs, Lamia and others lived closer to the hostile monsters of the land. They shared kinship with them, rather than the animals we consider natural.”

Ben frowned, trying to piece her words together. “You’re saying Harpies are monsters?”

“Not all of them. And not exactly. But… some more than others, yes,” Estelle explained. “Over time, they evolved in two different paths. Domesticated Harpies—like the ones that worked on farms—developed magic to care for chickens, ducks, and other farm birds. They became more like us, closer to humans. Wild Harpies are somewhere in between. They aren’t domesticated, and they’re much more wary. But they still evolved to care for animals, not monsters. Feral Harpies are truly frightening. They nurtured Razorbeaks and other bird-type monsters instead of farm fowl, or wild birds like hawks and sparrows.”

Ben felt a chill creep up his spine. “You think the Harpy in the woods might be a feral one?”

Estelle’s expression was serious and she worried her bottom lip between her teeth. “I’ve been worried about her ever since we realized she was watching the farm. A domesticated or wild Harpy might avoid humans, but she wouldn’t avoid demi-beasts the way this one has. She’d feel safe around the Lapina or Ovina, even if she steered clear of Quincie. Her behavior doesn’t fit what I’d expect from a normal Harpy, even one that had been treated very badly.”

Ben tightened his grip on his staff. “If she’s feral, does that mean she won’t be able to help our birds?”

Estelle shook her head. “It’s possible she still could. The magic is the same. Normal birds and bird-type monsters are closely related. But it’s not about her ability—it’s about her willingness. Feral Harpies are more unpredictable. And…” She paused, glancing at him warily. “There’s something else.”

Ben’s stomach sank. “What is it?”

Estelle hesitated, clearly reluctant to voice her next thought. “Feral Harpies are… predatory when it comes to humans. Back in the day, they were known for seeking human mates. Aggressively. Because there are no male Harpies, and humans tend to be afraid of them. They evolved to mate through force rather than affection.”

Ben stared at her, his jaw tightening. “And no one thought to mention this before?”

“I’m sorry,” she said, looking abashed. “It seemed so unlikely. I haven’t even heard of a feral Harpy in these parts for hundreds of years. And you can’t blame the others for not knowing, none of them have spent as much time studying monsters as I have.”

Ben sighed. “Well, there’s no use being upset about it, I suppose. Whether she’s feral or not, it sounds like she’s in trouble. And regardless, we still need to figure out what’s going on with the monsters in this forest.“

“Ben…” Estelle said, her voice low. “If this one is feral and she senses you can breed with her, she might become… dangerously interested in you. You need to be prepared. I will do anything in my power to protect you, if it comes to it. And since she won’t be able to hurt me, I’m pretty sure I can at least prevent her from… well, from raping you… But I might not be able to stop her from hurting you.”

Ben let out a long breath, his mind racing. The thought of a vicious Harpy pursuing him, not just for safety but for mating, was unsettling, to say the least.

And yet, he couldn’t help but wonder if his demi-beast breeding skills would apply to these elusive monster-kin creatures as well? Even the domesticated Harpies were said to be very powerful demi-beasts, and taming one would likely help him progress in his class.

Would breeding a Feral Harpy be worth even more experience points?

Was he crazy for even thinking that?

Probably.

Still, the frightened cry he’d heard in the woods lingered in his memory. He couldn’t ignore it, feral or not. “She might be monstrous,” he said finally, “but I can’t just leave her out here if she’s in trouble.”

Estelle nodded, though her brow furrowed with worry. “I thought you’d say that. Well, all right then. But we need to be very careful.”

“Hold on a minute,” Ben said, casting a quick, wary look at the surrounding trees. “I need to look at something. Watch my back, okay? You too, Gruff, no slacking off.”

The boar gave Ben a disgruntled snort, as if to say he was insulted that Ben would ever think he was slacking off. Estelle held her crook in a defensive posture and kept her eyes on the trees. “Go ahead,” she said. “But make it quick. This place is… unsettling.”

Ben had to agree with her there, but he didn’t think he’d get a chance to consult his Demi-Beast Husbandry handbook while they were in the middle of a battle, so now seemed to be the better opportunity.

By the light of his softly glowing staff, Ben flipped through the book, trying to find what he was looking for.

He hadn’t bothered to look up Harpies in the handbook yet, thinking he’d have more than enough time once they lured the curious bird-woman to the farm. He’d had so many other females to breed he hadn’t been too worried about the one who wouldn’t even come close enough to talk to.

But as he flipped through the book, he began to worry. The demi-beasts were listed alphabetically, and there didn’t seem to be a Harpy section.

Ben’s brow furrowed as he flipped through the pages of the handbook, his eyes scanning the neatly typed entries. Lapina, Holstaur, Ovina… all the usual demi-beasts were there, each entry filled with detailed descriptions, care instructions, and notes on breeding compatibility. But the section on Harpies was nowhere to be found. His pace quickened as he turned the pages, skimming past familiar entries in mounting frustration. The idea that there might not be any information on Harpies gnawed at him. How could the author leave out something so important? What was he supposed to do if he found the Harpy, only to realize he was completely unprepared?

He turned back to the H section, where the Harpy entry should have been and realized a few pages had been torn from the book.

Well, that’s just great, he thought. Someone’s taken the section that might save my life.

Just as he was about to shut the book with a frustrated snap, something caught his eye. The very last page felt oddly thick, and as he inspected it more closely, he realized it wasn’t a page at all, but a cleverly hidden pocket tucked into the back cover. His fingers fumbled for a moment before he managed to pry it open, revealing a folded piece of parchment inside.

Ben unfolded the parchment carefully, revealing a handwritten note titled in bold, uneven letters: "Monster-Kin Husbandry." The paper was old and smudged in places, the ink faded as though it had been hastily scrawled long ago. His pulse quickened as he scanned the document, his eyes catching on a list of creatures he’d never even imagined being mentioned in the book.

Gorgons, Lamia, Arachne, Scorpoids, Demonbloods… the names sent a chill down his spine. The hastily drawn sketches accompanying some of the entries only added to the unease: serpentine women with venomous fangs, spider-like creatures with human torsos, scorpions larger than horses with deadly stingers glistening in the light. The list went on, each entry more terrifying than the one before. It was a stark reminder that there were creatures in Faerowilde far more dangerous than even the hostile monsters he’d faced thus far.

When he turned the page over, he found the section he’d been looking for, its raw edge matching the torn section of the handbook. It contained illustrations of two bird-women. One, small, plump and nicely curved with white wings and fluffy white hair, was labeled a Domestic Chicken Harpy. Another, slightly smaller with brown feathers and big black eyes, was labeled a Wild Sparrow Harpy. He read with growing fascination as he realized that neither creature looked anything like the woman he’d seen at the edge of the woods.

The Harpy is a delightful little sprite of a demi-beast, small of stature and fierce of spirit. Breeding these females is a slightly different process than with mammal-type demi-beasts, as the Harpy lays eggs rather than giving birth to live young.

Unlike the animals they care for, Harpies do not lay unfertilized eggs. They require the mating process to stimulate egg production, though they will often intubate the egg within their own body for two to three weeks before laying. In this time, she will want to breed many times a day, and her demands will not be ignored!

She will require a nesting space, and will spend a further two to three weeks sitting on her egg in order to ensure her daughter develops safely. (Yes, daughter! All Harpies are female.)

This cozy domestic scene is a wholesome reward to the breeder who is brave enough to attempt to tame one of the feisty females. She may be small, but her sexual appetites are mighty, and she much prefers to be in control of the process. A clever breeder knows that, when in heat, a Harpy naturally stimulates arousal in her chosen male. So, if he is inclined to kick back, relax, and let the chick do all the work, he need only show up at the right time and the right place for this breeding to occur.

Being chosen by a Harpy is the hard part. They tend to be coy and evasive, but respond well to gifts of food or shiny objects. When attempting to seduce a Harpy, be prepared at any time for one of your gifts to be “the one,” after many rejections. Once she has accepted a gift, however, these females will attack without warning and breed their sire vigorously. Warning: It is dangerous to attempt to stop this process once it has begun. Even small harpies can be dangerous when their desires are thwarted, so it is best to simply not start the wooing process unless one is certain they want what they’re “asking for.”

Ben’s eyes slid down the page to find a short section scrawled near the bottom of the entry. A crude, charcoal sketch of a much larger, much more frightening Harpy stared back at him: a beautiful yet fearsome bird-woman, her clawed feet gripping a rocky perch, her enormous wings stretched wide. Her lithe, muscular torso was covered in faint feathering, and her piercing eyes seemed to glare right off the page. Beneath the drawing was a brief, chilling note:

Feral Harpies—Beware!

This author has heard Feral Harpies can be tamed by the mating process, but it remains an untested rumor. So few of these massively powerful monster-kin exist in Faerowilde today, that it is unlikely the modern breeder will ever encounter one.

As such, the only advice this author feels confident in giving in the case of these beautiful monster-kin is to run, don't walk, as far from a female in heat as one can get, if one values one's life.

Feral Harpies choose their mates solely upon the male’s strength, in order to sire strong children. Any male that does not impress the Feral Harpy will be killed instantly, the moment he approaches her cave or roost. If she is intrigued, however, this violent female will challenge the male to a duel.

If the male dies, the Harpy will eat him or feed his body to her young, if she has any. If the male lives, she will keep him alive in her roost, as he has proven himself to be a strong and worthy mate, though after repeated matings, he rarely lives long enough to see his offspring hatch.

In theory, if the male wins the duel, the Harpy will submit to his power, greatly improving his chances of survival after the mating has completed. But this author can find no evidence of this ever happening in the history of monster-kin breeding. PROCEED WITH CAUTION.

Ben stared at the note, his stomach sinking. A duel? A Harpy could actually challenge him to a fight? The image of the skittish bird-woman who’d been lurking at the edges of the farm was suddenly replaced by the thought of her with claws bared, her powerful wings slicing through the air, her sharp beak ready to strike.

Had she had a beak? The Feral Harpy in the sketch did, but Ben was pretty sure the woman he’d seen had had a human face. Either way, the idea of her eating him if he failed wasn’t exactly comforting.

But it was the last line that struck him hardest: “In theory, if the male wins the duel, the Harpy will submit to his power.”

He let out a long breath, folding the parchment carefully and slipping it back into the pocket inside the handbook’s cover. He’d been hoping for answers, but what he’d found raised more questions—and a whole lot more to worry about. Whatever he was about to face in the forest, it was clear he needed to be ready for anything.

He was the most powerful human in Faerowilde, as far as he knew, other than some reclusive hermits who had disappeared after the war. But was he powerful enough to defeat a Feral Harpy in battle?

“You don’t look comforted,” Estelle observed after he’d put the book away. “What did you find out?”

“Just that I might have to fight this Harpy after we save her,” Ben said. “If we can save her.”

Estelle’s eyes widened, but she set her jaw. “I’ll help you. And so will Gruff. We can do it, Ben.”

Ben smiled at her confidence, feeling it swell in his own chest as well. “We can and we will,” he said. “Because I’ve got more to live for than I ever have, and I’m not going to let any monsters or monster-kin stand in the way of my future.”

Gruff snorted in agreement and Estelle grinned at him. “Ready?”

“As I’ll ever be,” Ben said, striding beside her. He glanced down at the pretty sheep-girl, who was so different now than she was at the farm. “Estelle?”

She looked up at him, still a bit shyly, but with an edge to her expression that said she felt much more comfortable here in the woods. “Yes, Master Ben?”

“I like this side of you, too,” he said, dropping his lips to place a kiss on top of her head. “As much fun as we’ve had with your fantasies… I just want you to know that I find you just as attractive as a Warrior Shepherdess as I do when you’re the Innocent Lamb.”

Estelle blushed and bit her lip, but forced herself to keep his gaze. “Thank you, Master Ben.”

As they moved deeper into the forest, Ben noticed traces of glowing purple staining the trees and leaves. The color seemed to pulse faintly, dripping like thick sap from branches and pooling in small patches along the ground. His staff flared brighter as they approached, casting eerie shadows across the foliage.

“Don’t touch it,” Estelle warned, her voice sharp. She carefully guided Gruff around a particularly large patch of the substance, her eyes scanning the area. “Whatever it is, it’s not natural.”

Ben stepped carefully, avoiding the dripping purple sludge. “It’s not coming from the slimes we’ve seen,” he said, his voice low. “Sulfurous Slimes and Corrosive Oozes are yellow and green. This… is something else.”

Estelle’s gaze darkened as she studied the blackened, dead bark of a nearby tree. “The forest is turning into a ‘dead zone,’” she murmured. “I’ve seen this before. Dead zones spawn higher-level monsters. But the monsters aren’t even the worst part.”

“I’ve read about ‘dead zones’ in the Monster Lore about Sulfurous Slimes.” Ben raised an eyebrow. “But what’s worse than higher-level monsters?”

“Wild magic,” Estelle said, her voice grim. “Undirected system magic. It’s unpredictable. Dangerous. It can twist the environment, the creatures in it—even people.”

Ben’s stomach tightened. Between the unnatural twilight, the claw marks, the glowing purple substance, and the Harpy’s disappearance, the woods felt more foreboding with every step. Estelle’s warning hung like a cold shroud over his shoulders, and for a moment, he wondered if they should turn back.

But these woods were his responsibility. And if he wanted to expand from a Grangehold to a Greenhold, he was going to have to deal with the monsters one way or another. He needed as much space as possible that was protected by the system in case the capital tried to bring the law down on him for his ‘deviant’ behavior. If he didn’t do it now, the problem was likely only to get worse—given how things had escalated so far.

And besides all that, the biggest reason that he couldn’t put off dealing with the monsters, was that the Harpy’s scream was still echoing in his mind. The fear and pain in that single, piercing sound, wouldn’t let him go. He couldn’t leave her to fend for herself. Whether she was feral or not, she didn’t deserve to be abandoned. Gritting his teeth, he pressed on.

“We have to keep moving,” Ben said firmly. “Dead zones and wild magic be damned. If she’s out here, we’ll find her.”

Estelle glanced at him, her expression a mix of concern and resolve. She nodded. “Be ready for anything, Ben. It’s about to get very, very strange.”


32
The Dead Zone


The forest seemed to sink in on itself, growing bleaker and gloomier the farther they crept into its belly.

Ben never would have guessed that the cheerful woods he saw from the farm had such a rotten core.

Clearly not all of the forest had been affected, as Clover and her Lapina came here to gather honey, acorns, nuts, mushrooms, and wildflowers. But they also hadn’t reported nearly as many monster sightings as the Porcina had in their patrols with Gruff, on the southern edge of his property. So whatever it was creating the dead zone, Ben figured they must be getting closer to it.

The canopy above had thickened with black branches until only a faint, eerie purple glow could be seen between them.

Ben’s grip tightened on his glowing staff as they entered a wider clearing, the ground littered with blackened leaves and patches of ash-gray moss. The air was heavier here, laced with a sulfuric tang that made his nose wrinkle. Gruff let out a low, warning growl, his muscular body tense and ready. Beside him, Estelle raised her shepherdess’s crook, her light brown eyes scanning the gloom for movement.

It didn’t take long for the monsters to appear. A low chittering sound reached them first, like the clicking of thousands of tiny claws on stone.

Ben’s HUD activated.

Monster Lore: Identification Successful—Miremite

Miremites are beetle-like monsters that thrive in environments rich with organic decay. These creatures are known for their slimy, mottled gray-green bodies, which ooze with a sticky, mud-like residue as they move. Typically the size of small dogs, Miremites are low to the ground, using their dozens of spindly legs to scuttle across the terrain with unnerving speed.

Their most notable feature is their round mouths, lined with several rows of needle-like teeth, perfect for tearing through flesh and organic matter. Although their beady, expressionless eyes give the impression of mindless hunger, Miremites display a rudimentary pack behavior, often attacking in large swarms to overwhelm their prey.

Miremites leave behind trails of black, viscous residue that can slow movement and act as a signal to others in the swarm. This residue is mildly acidic, capable of eroding soft materials and irritating exposed skin. Their pincers, though secondary weapons, are sharp enough to break through basic armor if given the chance.

“Miremites,” Ben warned. He tensed, ready for the onslaught. “Lots of them, by the sounds of it.”

Estelle nodded, her sharp eyes darting around quickly as she assessed the area. Gruff sniffed the air and pawed at the ground with his hooves.

Then, from the underbrush, the first wave of monsters spilled into view—slimy, gray-green beetle-like creatures with bodies that glistened like swamp muck.

Their dozens of spindly legs moved in unison, and their sharp pincers snapped open and shut as if in anticipation. Trails of black, sticky residue marked their path as they surged forward.

“Stay behind me,” Ben said firmly, positioning himself in front of Estelle. Gruff stepped up beside him, snorting aggressively at the advancing horde.

“Need I already remind you that I am the one with the protective shield?” Estelle said with a growl that was quite discordant with her sweet, innocent look.

“Still,” Ben said, stubbornly. He didn’t really care if she was invincible, it just didn’t feel right to hide behind the tiny Ovina woman.

Estelle sighed and shook her head, but stayed behind him.

Ben’s quarterstaff glowed brighter, its runes flaring gold and green as he brought it up defensively. The first Miremite lunged, its needle-like teeth bared. Ben swung the staff in a clean arc, the wood humming with power as it connected with the creature’s head, sending it flying back into the swarm. Another Miremite scuttled toward his legs, but Gruff charged, slamming his tusks into it and tossing the writhing creature aside like a rag doll.

“They’re weak, but there are so many of them!” Estelle shouted, her voice steady despite the chaos. She stepped forward, swinging her crook in a wide arc that smashed into a cluster of Miremites, knocking them into the air.

A low rumble shook the ground, and Ben’s attention snapped to the underbrush again. From the shadows, a Sulfurous Slime oozed forward, its semi-transparent yellow form bubbling ominously as it moved. Behind it, a Corrosive Ooze followed, its greenish surface rippling with acidic energy that hissed and steamed against the ground.

“Watch those slippery buggers!” Ben called, gripping his staff tighter.

The Sulfurous Slime lunged, its gelatinous body elongating unnaturally. Ben sidestepped the attack and drove his staff into its core. The runes on the staff flared, and the slime exploded in a burst of yellow mist. He winced, covering his mouth and nose as the sulfuric gas filled the air.

“Sorry about that, guys,” he coughed. “I didn’t mean to vaporize it.”

“The gas doesn’t affect me, either,” Estelle said. “My shield is protecting me from all damage. And Gruff is pretty tough. We’ll be okay!”

Gruff charged at the Corrosive Ooze, his powerful tusks digging into its viscous form. Acid hissed against his tough hide, but the boar barely flinched, tossing the creature aside with a triumphant snort. He glanced over his shoulder with his beady black eyes as if to say, See? I am tough.

Ben couldn’t help but laugh, despite the onslaught of more monsters.

His Combat skill seemed to sharpen with every strike. It was a bit too much to keep track of to watch his skill bar while he was fighting, but he could feel the difference as his level progressed. He was sure he shouldn’t be improving so quickly, his Combat skill seemed to grow exponentially faster than any of his other skills. But there was no denying it was true.

He moved instinctively, his body reacting faster and more fluidly than it ever had before. He spun the staff, knocking a Miremite into a Sulfurous Slime, then brought it down hard on another creature trying to flank him.

Maybe it was the staff giving him some kind of skill progression buff? He’d been fighting with the weapon since the beginning, and it was beginning to reveal itself to be more than it first appeared. Ben didn’t know what the explanation was, but he had seen enough evidence to trust the process. He tried not to let himself get distracted by wondering how he was doing it, and just focused on the current battle.

Beside him, Estelle fought with surprising precision, her crook flashing in the dim light as she fended off the swarming Miremites. Ben could see how Ovina demi-beasts, which had a natural inclination for defensive magic, could become quite skilled at fighting. But Estelle was the only one of the Ovina on his farm who seemed to have taken that path with her skill development. The others mainly had healing and herding type classes, which were good for managing large groups of animals, but not for battle. He imagined many of them had chosen their classes back when there were male demi-beasts around to do the protecting.

He wondered what had happened to Estelle to lead her down this path, and promised himself he’d learn more about her history when they got back to the farm. The more he learned about her, the more intrigued he became.

Plus, he couldn’t deny, she looked incredibly beautiful as she fought like a demoness with the golden glow of the system’s magic protecting her.

Just as the last of the initial wave fell, Ben noticed a flicker of purple light in the distance. His stomach sank.

Emerging from the shadows were more monsters, but these weren’t the same. Their forms were darker, their eyes glowed faintly with a purplish hue, and their bodies seemed to pulse with a malevolent energy. Even from a distance, Ben could tell these were like the “elite” versions he’d encountered earlier, with their unusual coloring and larger size.

Monster Lore: Identification Failed

Your skill is not high enough to identify monsters of the uncommon, rare, or unique classification.

“Can you tell what those are?” he asked Estelle. “My Monster Lore ability failed, just like it did with the Scavengers and Scuttlers. Are those A-Tier monsters?”

“No…” Estelle said, shaking her head. “I can identify A-Tiers, and I’m getting the same thing. I assumed that’s what you were describing because of the darker coloring, but maybe this is something else…”

“Okay,” Ben replied grimly, readying his staff. “Stay sharp, and don’t panic.”

“Are you telling me,” Estelle asked with a hint of humor in her voice. “Or yourself?”

“Anyone who’ll listen, really,” he laughed. “Buckle up!”

Estelle gave him an odd look, and he realized that expression would have no meaning in this world. But he didn’t have time to explain.

The monsters moved with unsettling coordination. The glowing purple light inside them cast eerie shadows on the blackened trees. A massive Sulfurous Slime slithered forward, its body crackling with faint arcs of energy, while a group of elite Miremites flanked it, their pincers larger and sharper than before.

The purplish energy seemed to jump from the slime to the mites, like sparks jumping across a gap. It almost seemed as if they were connected, somehow, by the dark powers within them.

“Did you see—?” He started to ask, but was cut off as the slime lashed at him. Estelle shouted, hooking the transparent appendage and tearing through it with her crook. Gruff pawed the ground, snorting loudly, before charging straight into the fray.

“Fight now, talk later,” Ben said. “Got it!”

The battle erupted again, fiercer this time. Gruff plowed through the elite Miremites, his tusks smashing through their reinforced shells, while Ben engaged the huge slime. It lunged at him with terrifying speed, but his staff met its attack head-on, the glowing runes creating a barrier of light that deflected the creature’s acidic body.

Estelle moved with fluid grace, her crook slamming into the elite Miremites with enough force to crack their shells. Repeatedly, she knocked the creatures into the hearts of the Corrosive Oozes, where they bubbled and hissed inside the creature’s bellies.

Ben struck the Sulfurous Slime’s core, the impact sending a ripple of energy through its body. The slime shuddered before exploding into a burst of yellow mist, but this time, the gas was tinged with a faint purple glow. Ben barely had time to react as the mist spread, its acrid scent burning his nose and eyes.

“Fall back!” he shouted, waving his hand to clear the air. Estelle and Gruff retreated to his side, the three of them regrouping as the remaining monsters hesitated, their glowing eyes fixed on the trio.

“It seems like some kind of corruption… ” Estelle said, her breathing steady despite the exertion. She glanced at Ben, her expression resolute. “Like they were connected.”

“To each other, and to something deeper in the dead zone,” Ben said. “We need to find what’s causing it and destroy it.”

Gruff snorted in agreement, Miremite goo dripping from his fur and tusks from his savage dispatching of the insect horde. He shook himself off, sending a disgusting spray into the air.

Estelle shielded herself with her arms and shrieked, “Gruff, no! Just because I’m immune to damage does not mean I’m immune to bug guts. That’s so gross!”

The boar lifted his snout in the air and gave her an indignant grunt, as if to say, Well, how do you think I felt?

“Now, now,” Ben said, stifling a laugh. “Let’s not fight each other now. Remember who the real enemy is. If you get too dirty, I’ll be happy to give you a bath when we get home.”

Gruff snorted and narrowed his eyes suspiciously at Ben.

“Not you, you big oaf,” Ben said. “The pretty lady.”

Estelle wiped a smear of dubious goo from the end of her nose and flung it into the bushes.

“This pretty lady has some monsters to kill,” she said, stomping off down the trail. “And if you want any chance of getting me naked without a fight, you’ll follow me.”

Ben grinned. “Who said I didn’t want a fight?”

But when she scowled at him over her shoulder, he followed with Gruff trotting along behind.
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They followed the trail of corruption deeper into the woods until the ground seemed to sink into a wide pit or hollow.

“This is it,” Ben said, gazing warily into the depths. “Whatever we’re looking for is down there.”

“I guess so,” Estelle said. “Even the air feels different here, don’t you think? There must be some kind of dark power working in this area… but, what would cause it?”

“Dark magic,” Ben said thoughtfully. “I remember something about that.”

He opened his HUD and read aloud from the description on the Farmstead Resilience ability that came with his Steadmaster class upgrade.

Some forms of dark magic and offensive spells can weaken Resilience effects. In time, Resilience may degrade or disappear. If you suspect there is a malignant presence near your protected boundaries, it is advisable to deal with the threat as soon as possible!

Estelle’s eyes widened. “That’s so strange… I don’t think there has been any dark magic in Faerowilde since the war. Before that, both humans and demi-beasts could attain dark-magic based classes, but the system has forbidden such things since then. Or, that’s what we assumed. But if the system is warning you about effects like that, it must mean there are some sources still around. I… I really don’t like this, Ben.”

“We have to trust in the system,” Ben said. “It’s given me the skills and clues we need so far. I know it seems strange, but… I feel like something wants me to investigate this area. It’s like a hidden quest, or something, I’m sure of it.”

Estelle nodded, though her eyes still looked nervous. “Of course, I trust you, Ben. But… I’m a little scared.”

Ben paused, pulling her in for a kiss. “You are a ferocious warrior,” he whispered in her ear. “But if you don’t feel comfortable going down there with me, I won’t judge you.”

She kissed him back, slowly and sensually. He could feel her heartbeat against his chest where her breasts pressed against him. “No. If you’re going down there, I’m coming with you. I’m invincible, remember? Apparently, that doesn’t make me immune from fear, though.”

“I’m a little scared, too,” he said. “But that’s a good thing. Being cautious will keep us on our toes and less likely to fall prey to a trap or an ambush.”

“You’re right,” she said, nodding. She rested her head against his chest and sighed deeply. “We’ll be okay. System preserve us, as my mother used to say. Like you, she always believed the system had a plan for us, and that if we listened to the hints it provided, we wouldn’t be led astray. That’s why I took the Shepherdess class with the Protector subclass, rather than being a simple Herder. It always felt like the right path, somehow, though I never really knew why.”

“Maybe this is why,” Ben suggested. “So we could tackle threats like these together?”

Estelle smiled up at him. “That’s a nice thought, but… I chose my class hundreds of years before you had even come to this world. So that doesn’t make sense, does it?”

“It does if you were always meant to be with me,” Ben said, lowering his mouth to her once more. “I’m sorry it took so long for us to find each other, but I can’t help but feel like this is… right. Can you?”

Estelle moaned against his lips. “I think… yes. I do think that’s true,” she whispered once she pulled away. “I think it’s true for Alicia, and each of the demi-beasts you’ve chosen, too. You seem to be drawn to the strongest among us, did you know that? Even those silly bunny sisters are unique amongst the Lapina.”

“Wildbloods,” Ben said. “Isn’t that what they’re called?”

Estelle grinned. “Of course, trust you to have done your research.”

She came up on her toes, wrapping her arms around the back of his neck, and drew him down to her again.

Gruff snorted impatiently.

Ben and Estelle broke apart guiltily, then had to laugh at the expression on Gruff’s face. If a big, hairy pig could look affronted, he certainly did.

“Oh, I’m sorry, Gruff,” Ben said. “Is all this romance getting in the way of your bloodlust? By all means, lead the way.”

The boar snorted again, then trotted down the blackened path, his nose lifted proudly in the air as he sniffed for danger. Ben and Estelle followed.

They wound their way around the outer edge of the depression, circling downward in a spiral pattern to combat the steepness of the slope.

The momentary peace and contentment Ben had felt at the top of the depression evaporated the farther in they went.

The descent into the hollow was suffocating, each step carrying them further into the oppressive darkness.

The trees here were long dead, their twisted forms draped with electric purple goo that dripped sluggishly from blackened branches. Each droplet hissed as it struck the ground, sparking with an ominous magical energy.

The air was thick with decay and the faint tang of ozone, crackling with power Ben could feel prickling at the back of his neck. The ground beneath their feet grew softer, almost spongy, as though the earth itself had been corrupted.

“This definitely isn’t natural,” Ben murmured, gripping his glowing staff tightly. Its light shifted between green and gold, an unsettling contrast to the purple haze surrounding them.

He glanced at Estelle, who clutched her crook defensively. Even Gruff snorted and pawed nervously at the ground.

“It’s like some kind of sinkhole,” Ben said, eyeing the way the terrain continued to slope downward. His staff’s glow illuminated a narrow crevice between two massive stones ahead. The jagged opening pulsed faintly with the same eerie purple glow.

“Could it be a cave system?” Ben wondered aloud, recalling what he knew of Sulfurous Slimes and their tendency to erode softer rock formations.

Estelle shook her head, her brows furrowed. “No, this feels different. This—” She hesitated, her voice tight. “It feels like a den of some kind.”

“What kind of animals make dens like that?” he asked.

“Not animals,” she whispered. “Monsters… Ugh, I hate to say it, but… Could be Razorbeaks.”

Ben’s stomach churned at the thought. Memories of the monstrous bird-like creatures flashed in his mind—dark leathery wings slicing through the air, their talons like steel, their piercing yellow eyes gleaming with predatory hunger. His grip on his staff tightened.

As if summoned by the thought, the air above them erupted with sharp, blood-chilling screeches. Ben’s HUD lit up before his eyes had fully taken in what he was seeing.

Monster Lore: Identification Success—Razorbeak

Razorbeaks are predatory, bird-like monsters known for their speed, intelligence, and deadly precision in combat. These creatures are a twisted amalgamation of bird and reptile, their dark, leathery wings giving them unparalleled agility in the air. Their long, jagged beaks and razor-sharp talons are designed to tear through flesh and armor alike.

Razorbeaks are typically solitary hunters but are known to form temporary packs when food is scarce or when defending a shared territory. Their piercing yellow eyes are unnervingly focused, displaying a level of cunning that rivals even the most seasoned predator. Their oily feathers shimmer faintly in low light, giving them a sinister, almost otherworldly appearance as well as aiding in camouflage.

Razorbeaks are skilled hunters, often striking with terrifying speed and retreating just as quickly to avoid counterattacks. Their screeches are both a warning and a tool of intimidation, disorienting prey and coordinating with other Razorbeaks during group hunts.

These monsters thrive in environments with plentiful prey and are often found nesting in high cliffs, dense forests, or cavernous roosts where they can easily ambush unsuspecting targets. Despite their monstrous nature, Razorbeaks share distant ancestry with domesticated fowl, making them a curious subject for both scholars and hunters.

Warning: Razorbeaks are particularly aggressive toward intruders near their nests. If encountered in groups, proceed with caution as their coordinated attacks can overwhelm even skilled adventurers.

Ben pushed the notification away and looked up just in time to see six Razorbeaks descending from the dead trees, their wings slicing through the air with lethal precision.

“Shit, watch out!” he shouted, planting his staff firmly as the first two Razorbeaks dove toward him. “There’s a whole damned flock of the things!”

Gruff let out a defiant bellow, lowering his tusks as two of the creatures veered toward him. The remaining pair targeted Estelle, their oily feathers shimmering with malice.

“Razorbeaks?” Estelle twirled her crook, her expression grim but determined as she met her opponents. “I hate Razorbeaks!”

The birds came fast and fierce. Ben swung his staff upward, blocking the talons of one beast while sidestepping the snapping beak of another. His staff glowed with each strike, the golden light growing brighter as he struck out again and again. A green arc of light swirled from his weapon as he deflected another attack, forcing the creatures to retreat momentarily.

Gruff roared, leaping at one monster and slamming his tusks into its chest with a sickening crunch. The beast screeched in fury, swiping its steel-like talons across the boar’s thick hide. The second Razorbeak circled him, looking for an opening, but Gruff’s relentless fury kept them both on edge.

Estelle moved deftly, her crook spinning in her hands as she struck at the Razorbeaks circling her. Each strike connected, throwing the creatures off-balance, but her attacks lacked the force to bring them down. Sweat dripped from her brow as she gritted her teeth, fighting to keep them at bay.

Realizing her blows weren’t enough to incapacitate the relentless creatures, Estelle’s eyes darted between the two Razorbeaks closest to her, seeking an opening. With a sharp twist of her crook, she hooked the tip around the wing joint of the nearest one, pulling with all her might. The creature screeched in protest, its wing folding awkwardly as it was yanked off-course.

Using its momentum, Estelle spun and dragged the flailing Razorbeak into the one beside it. The second monster let out a furious cry as its talons caught in its companion’s wings, the two becoming a tangled mass of flapping limbs and snapping beaks. Their combined weight pulled them to the ground in a heap, the impact cracking one’s leg and bending the other’s wing at an unnatural angle.

Gruff, always watchful, charged forward with a thunderous snort. His massive hooves trampled the downed Razorbeaks with brutal efficiency, silencing their cries in an instant. Estelle stepped back, catching her breath as she glanced at Gruff, grateful for his timely intervention.

“Nice!” Ben grunted as one of his opponents swooped low, its jagged beak snapping toward his face. “I guess that funny-looking stick of yours works pretty well!”

He ducked and countered with a quick upward strike, the golden light from his staff flashing brightly. The force of the blow sent the creature tumbling, but the second Razorbeak dove in immediately, claws outstretched.

Ben delivered the finishing blow to his two opponents with a powerful burst of energy from his staff, the golden light exploding in a shockwave that sent the beasts crashing to the ground.

Gruff impaled a final, fallen Razorbeak with his tusks before trampling the other under his hooves, roaring in triumph, the last of their foes vanquished.

“That wasn’t so bad,” Estelle said, panting. “Was it?”

Before they could catch their breath, the dark, twisted trees around them trembled violently.

“Nope,” Ben said. “But I guess we’re not done yet, either. So…”

Four more Razorbeaks descended from the shadows above, these larger and more menacing than the first. Their feathers shimmered with a purple sheen, and their eyes glowed with the same electric energy as the goo dripping from the trees.

Monster Lore: Identification Failed

Your skill is not high enough to identify monsters of the uncommon, rare, or unique classification.

“Not good,” Ben said. “Not good at all.”

“The only thing I hate worse than Razorbeaks?” Estelle muttered. “Magically corrupted Elite Razorbeaks…”

“Be careful,” Ben said. “If the other strangely colored monsters were any indication these things will hit harder. A lot hard—argh!”

Ben’s words were cut off as two of the monstrous Razorbeaks were upon him. He swung his staff in a wide arc, the green and gold light shifting with each strike.

The creatures were faster and stronger than the first wave, their talons slicing through the air like scythes.

Gruff let out a furious bellow as one of the shadowy creatures lunged at him, its talons raking across his shoulder. Blood splattered the ground, but the boar stood his ground, slamming into the Razorbeak with unrelenting force.

Estelle faced her opponent with steely determination, her crook spinning in a blur as she deflected attack after attack. She wasn’t taking damage, but Ben could see that she was slowing down. The creature’s relentless assault was wearing down her stamina, her movements growing slower with each passing moment.

Ben fought with everything he had, his staff glowing brighter with each strike. On the fifth hit, the golden light exploded outward in a powerful burst, sending one of his opponents crashing into the trees.

“That’s new,” he muttered, looking in awe at the staff once more. “Can we do that again?”

His body moved as if he was possessed by the spirit of a martial artist, performing a complex combo-attack, four increasingly powerful strikes which caused the Rune-Scribed Quarterstaff to hum with power, before the fifth and final strike unleashed the built up energy in an explosive blow. It took two more of these devastating attacks to bring down the second Razorbeak, leaving Ben breathing hard but victorious.

He turned to see Estelle struggling against her opponent, her strikes growing weaker. Though she wasn’t taking damage, her exhaustion was clear. “Ben…. I don’t think I can… I need—”

“Hold on!” Ben shouted, rushing to her side. He swung his staff with all his might, the golden light flaring as he struck the Razorbeak with a final, decisive blow.

At the same time, Gruff let out a triumphant roar as he gored his opponent, but the victory came at a cost. The boar stumbled, a deep gash on his shoulder bleeding heavily. Ben hurried to his side, placing a reassuring hand on Gruff’s neck.

“You did good, buddy,” he said softly. “We’ll get you patched up.”

As the final Razorbeak fell, the forest grew eerily silent. The faint purple glow from the cavern ahead pulsed steadily, a haunting reminder that their fight was far from over.

Ben received a ping from his HUD, and felt a startling tingle through his body.

Skill Upgrade: Combat – Expert

At the Expert level, your mastery of combat reaches new heights. Your skills are no longer merely practiced—they are instinctual, honed to perfection through countless battles and strategic encounters. Each movement you make is precise, calculated, and devastatingly effective.

You gain significant bonuses to offensive and defensive capabilities, including heightened reaction speed, enhanced precision, and the ability to anticipate your opponent’s actions based on their movements. Critical strikes now deal significantly increased damage, and your mastery allows you to chain complex combos with minimal effort, overwhelming even seasoned opponents.

New techniques unlock at this level, such as devastating power strikes capable of breaking enemy defenses, counterattacks that exploit openings for maximum damage, and advanced footwork that allows you to reposition quickly and effortlessly in any situation.

Your battlefield presence is commanding, granting a noticeable morale boost to allies while instilling deep unease and fear in enemies. Your combat prowess is now so refined that you begin to influence the flow of battle itself, tilting engagements in your favor through sheer skill and presence.

Reputation: Hero points earned in combat are significantly increased, and your status as a seasoned warrior is evident to all who witness you fight. The aura of authority you exude now draws the respect of even the most skilled fighters.

“Good news is, I got another Combat level,” he said, glancing at the glowing crevice leading into the cave. “Bad news is, I don’t think we’re finished yet.”

“I… I don’t think we should go in there, Ben,” Estelle said, her voice shaking. “Not with Gruff hurt. I can only do minor healing magic, not nearly enough to fix this wound. And I wasn’t strong enough to fight those… whatever they were.”

Advanced Skill Upgrade: Monster Lore – Apprentice

Your knowledge of Faerowilde’s creatures has expanded, granting you the ability to analyze a wider range of monsters, including those of power levels up to A-Tier. At the Apprentice level, your expertise allows you to identify mid-level monsters with greater detail and precision, including their attack patterns, elemental affinities, and unique abilities.

You now gain access to more comprehensive information about monster habitats and behaviors, including migration patterns, territorial disputes, and the ecological effects they have on their surroundings. This understanding helps you anticipate potential dangers before they arise and recognize early signs of monster activity in the wild.

Apprentice-level Monster Lore also unlocks insight into monster hierarchies, enabling you to detect the presence of alpha creatures, elites, and other uniquely powerful variants within a species. While you may not yet uncover the full details of these creatures, you will gain vital clues to help you approach them with caution.

This skill enhances your ability to devise advanced strategies for both defensive and offensive scenarios, granting a bonus to preparation time and reducing the likelihood of being caught off guard. With your sharpened awareness, your role as a protector has evolved into that of a knowledgeable tactician, ensuring the safety of those under your care.

“Huh,” he said. “That’s interesting.”

Ben’s gaze was drawn back to the fallen Razorbeaks with their black feathers and shimmering purple magic.

This time, however, he could see what they were.

Monster Lore: Identification Successful – Corrupted Razorbeaks (Enchanted)

Type: Avian

Level: A-Tier

A terrifying mutation of the already formidable Razorbeaks, Corrupted Razorbeaks are larger, faster, and far deadlier than their untainted kin. Their feathers shimmer with an unnatural sheen, blackened with streaks of glowing purple that pulse with a malevolent energy. Their talons and jagged beaks are coated in the same sickly glow, suggesting an infusion of dark, otherworldly magic. The piercing yellow eyes of the normal Razorbeak are replaced with blazing violet orbs that seem to burn with feral rage and unnatural hunger.

These elite creatures are the result of a [Corruption Enchantment,] a powerful and dangerous magical alteration that twists natural creatures into engines of destruction. The enchantment enhances their physical capabilities, granting them increased strength, speed, and resilience while heightening their aggression to feral levels. They are unrelenting predators, attacking with an intensity far beyond their uncorrupted counterparts.

As Ben read through the description, the words [Corruption Enchantment] seemed to stand out to him. He mentally selected them, opening a new window of information.

Enchantment Insight: Corruption

Corruption enchantments are highly volatile spells, often associated with sources such as dark magic, corrupted artifacts, or demonic entities. These spells warp their targets, imbuing them with unnatural power at the cost of their natural instincts or intelligence. Creatures affected by Corruption grow significantly larger and stronger, often developing enhanced predatory instincts and an insatiable drive to attack.

Corruption enchantments are dangerously contagious within species. A single Corrupted creature that escapes destruction can spread its taint to others of its kind, turning an isolated threat into a cascading disaster. If left unchecked, Corrupted creatures can destabilize entire ecosystems, laying waste to the natural order and creating zones of devastation known as "blighted regions."

Warning: Exercise extreme caution when encountering Corrupted creatures. While they may initially appear similar to their untainted counterparts, their enhanced abilities and aggression make them a threat well above their normal tier. Immediate elimination is recommended to prevent further spread of Corruption.

“Okay…” Ben said, uncertainty tickling at the back of his neck. “Dark magic, corrupted artifacts, and… demonic entities? Maybe we should head home and come back better prepared. I don’t know if I’m ready to fight a demon.”

He expected Estelle to agree with him immediately. When she didn’t, the tickle at the back of his neck became a shiver of dread.

Ben whirled to find the Ovina Shepherdess frozen with fright, her crook held defensively before her as she stood between Ben and a huge, black shadow emerging from the cave.

“Estelle, get away from there!” he shouted, raising his glowing quarterstaff and rushing forward to protect her.

“No, Ben!” she shouted. “You have to run! It’s her. It’s the—aaaaaaargh!”

Her scream tore through the air as the shadowy figure launched itself from the cave, its enormous wings beating the air with deep, percussive whomps of magical energy. Estelle’s body flipped through the air, and her protective shield shimmered gold right before she smashed into a tree.

Ben had only a moment to be grateful for her magical protection before his mind was wiped of everything but sheer, animal terror.

A second scream tore through the air, full of pain, rage, and desperation that sounded a lot like fear. Ben recognized it immediately, just as he recognized the figure bearing down on him from the sky.

The Harpy… her eyes blazing with the electric purple of the magical Corruption that had destroyed this section of the forest, turning it into a dead zone.

The Harpy… who only had eyes for him.
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Talons, Claws, and Corruption


The Harpy was far larger than Ben had imagined. Her imposing frame dwarfed his own, her dark feathers shimmering with the same ominous purple glow that had corrupted the Razorbeaks. Her talons gleamed like black steel, and her sharp, angular features were both beautiful and monstrous.

Black feathers adorned her thighs, while her torso, bare of plumage, was clad in a crude leather band and skirt. Most striking of all was the large, jagged purple gemstone embedded between her collarbones, its edges inflamed and surrounded by veins of blackened flesh, pulsating with a sickly light.

She was gorgeous and powerful, but she was also Corrupted. Ben had no idea how that might affect what came next.

Her blazing violet eyes locked onto Ben, and for a moment, his breath hitched. He could see the unmistakable hunger in her gaze—not just for blood or dominance, but for something primal, something deeply unsettling. She hovered above them, her wings kicking up gusts of wind that carried the electric tang of Corruption magic.

Gruff lay on his side, panting and bleeding, while Estelle attempted to crawl toward the boar. Ben knew he was alone in this fight. He’d known he would be if the Harpy decided to try to claim him for a mate. But he’d had it, somewhere in the back of his mind, that he was going to rescue her. That maybe this kindness would overcome her primal urges.

Now, Ben felt like a fool.

“I challenge you, human! Prove your worth, or die as prey!” The Harpy’s voice thundered through the hollow, carrying with it an otherworldly resonance that sent shivers down Ben’s spine. Her wings beat powerfully, lifting her higher into the darkened sky, her glowing purple eyes locked on him with an intensity that was both unnerving and mesmerizing.

“I have watched you,” she continued, her voice lower now but no less commanding, each word weighted with significance. “From the edge of your farm, I have seen your strength, your cunning, your defiance of the monsters that plague this land. I have wondered—could you be the one? The one strong enough to stand at my side, to face the trials of the wilds and the fury of the skies?”

Ben tightened his grip on his staff, his heart pounding. He’d know she was watching him, but he hadn’t known why. Her words weren’t a threat, they were an acknowledgment of his skill. Yet her piercing gaze made it clear this was no ordinary battle.

“You have fought your way here, through my gauntlet,” she declared, her wings spreading wide as she hovered over him, an imposing figure of primal majesty. “I am more certain now than ever—you are strong, but strength alone is not enough. If you wish to breed with the Queen of the Harpies, there remains one final challenge.”

Her voice dropped to a dangerous growl, the predatory hunger in her eyes returning. “Prove your dominance. Prove your worth. If you fail, your life is forfeit. If you succeed, you will claim a prize that no man has ever taken.”

Ben’s stomach twisted, a mix of adrenaline, fear, and resolve coursing through him. This wasn’t just a fight for survival. It was a fight to test his command of the powers the system had given him. He had to believe he was led here now because he was ready. It wasn’t like she was giving him a choice. If he didn’t win, she would kill him. If he fought valiantly enough, she might mate with him before she killed him. But Ben had a feeling this Queen of the Harpies was not going to settle for ‘second place.’ If he wanted to walk out of this hollow alive, he’d need to win without a shadow of a doubt.

He raised his glowing staff, his voice steady despite the pounding in his chest. “If that’s what it takes, then let’s finish this. I accept.”

The Harpy wasted no time, launching herself at Ben with a terrifying shriek. Her talons slashed through the air, forcing him to duck and roll to the side. She was faster than any opponent he’d ever faced, her strikes relentless as she clawed at him and dove in to grab him. Her wings battered the air, each beat sending powerful gusts that nearly knocked him off his feet.

Ben swung his staff in wide arcs, the glowing wood deflecting her attacks just enough to keep him alive. She lunged low, her claws sweeping for his legs. He jumped back, narrowly avoiding her strike, and countered with a jab at her side. The blow connected, but she barely flinched, twisting mid-air and aiming for him again.

Her talons clamped around his staff, and she heaved upward, dragging Ben several feet off the ground. He clung to the weapon desperately, his heart racing as he realized her plan. If she got him into the air, she could drop him onto the jagged rocks below. Summoning all his strength, he twisted the staff sharply, forcing her to release him. He landed hard but managed to roll to his feet.

“Damn it,” he muttered under his breath, sweat dripping down his face. She was too fast, too powerful, and he couldn’t keep this up for long. He needed a plan—something that would end the fight without seriously injuring her.

As the Harpy charged again, Ben planted his staff into the ground and vaulted himself over her, using the momentum to land behind her. He spun the staff in his hands and swung it low, aiming for her legs. The impact threw her off balance, and she stumbled, her claws raking the dirt as she fought to regain control.

The fight dragged on, each strike and counterstrike more ferocious than the one that came before. Despite her size, the Harpy moved with deadly grace, her claws flashing like blades in the dim light. Ben could feel his muscles burning, his breaths coming in short gasps, but he refused to give in.

He wouldn’t kill her—not if there was another way. He needed her.

Finally, as she lunged at him once more, Ben saw his opening. Her wings beat furiously, stirring the air into a chaotic swirl as she propelled herself forward, her talons aimed to tear into him.

Time seemed to slow as Ben shifted his stance, gripping his staff tightly with both hands. He sidestepped her charge with practiced precision, the rush of wind from her powerful wings grazing his face as she shot past him.

In a fluid motion, Ben twisted his body, angling his staff with perfect timing. As the Harpy’s momentum carried her past, he hooked the glowing staff across her torso, locking it against her chest. She let out a feral screech, her wings snapping open in an attempt to break free, but Ben was ready. Planting his feet firmly into the uneven ground, he pivoted with all his strength, driving her back toward the nearest tree.

An explosion of light surrounded his body as he received another ping from his HUD.

Skill Upgrade: Combat – Master

Reaching the Master level of Combat signifies the pinnacle of martial skill. You are no longer simply a combatant; you are a living weapon, a force of nature on the battlefield. Every movement is effortless, every strike lands with purpose, and every defense is near unbreachable.

Your mastery of combat grants unparalleled bonuses to both offense and defense, allowing you to move with unmatched fluidity and precision. You can effortlessly adapt to multiple opponents, complex scenarios, and unforeseen challenges. Attacks against you are almost preemptively countered, as your ability to read and predict enemy behavior borders on preternatural.

Master-level techniques unlock, including devastating finishing moves, disarming strikes that leave enemies defenseless, and area-based attacks that can control the flow of battle. Your sheer presence now exerts a commanding aura, capable of demoralizing entire groups of enemies while bolstering allies with unwavering confidence.

At this level, your combat skill transcends normal understanding; even the fiercest monsters and most experienced warriors will hesitate to challenge you directly. Your connection to the flow of battle deepens, allowing you to almost instinctively sense when and where your presence is most needed.

Reputation: Hero points gained are maximized, and your legendary prowess ensures your name will be remembered in the annals of history. The aura of authority you project becomes almost tangible, marking you as a peerless champion on any battlefield.

Ben paid no attention, his focus solely on the woman before him.

Her wings flailed wildly, feathers scattering into the air as she struggled against the staff pinning her. Ben gritted his teeth, sweat dripping down his brow as he pushed harder, using every ounce of his strength to hold her. Her claws scraped against the bark as he forced her back, and with a final surge, he slammed her against the gnarled trunk.

The impact echoed through the hollow, the tree groaning under the force of the collision. Ben angled the staff to pin her wings tight against the rough bark, his muscles straining to hold her in place. She thrashed violently, her talons clawing at the ground in frustration, but Ben leaned his full weight into the staff, refusing to let go.

Her blazing purple eyes locked on his, filled with fury and defiance, the glow of the corruption flickering like embers in a dying fire. She snarled, her sharp teeth bared as she pushed against him with renewed vigor, her strength immense. Ben felt the strain in his arms, his grip faltering for just a moment as her wings twitched beneath the staff.

But his Combat—Master skill held.

“Enough!” he barked, his voice cutting through her furious screeches. He drove the staff forward again, pressing it harder into her chest. “This fight is over. Stand down!”

The Harpy hissed, her struggles slowing as her blazing eyes narrowed, now studying him with an intensity that sent a chill down his spine. Her breath came in heavy, ragged gasps, the sound mingling with the faint crackle of magic sparking along the staff.

The golden glow of the weapon began to intensify, spreading along its length and radiating outward. The corruption within her seemed to react, the purple light around the embedded gemstone in her chest flaring briefly before dimming.

Ben braced himself for another surge of resistance, but instead, the Harpy’s movements faltered. Her head tilted slightly, her expression shifting from raw fury to something more conflicted. For a brief moment, the predator in her gaze flickered, replaced by a glimmer of something almost human.

It was in that moment, as she hesitated, that Ben pressed the staff harder, the golden light erupting from its core and engulfing them both in a radiant pulse. The corrupted gemstone embedded in her chest cracked with a sharp, piercing sound, and the glow of the corruption shattered like glass, spilling into the air in shimmering fragments. The Harpy let out a deafening cry, her voice filled with pain and release, as the cursed stone was torn free from her flesh and clattered to the ground.

Golden magic wove across her chest, knitting the damaged flesh back together again, but leaving a star-like scar between her breasts.

Her wings drooped, her strength ebbing away as the light faded.

The Harpy collapsed, panting heavily as the glow in her eyes dimmed. Ben knelt beside her, his staff still faintly glowing with golden light. She looked up at him, her expression dazed and confused. For the first time, her face softened, and the predatory edge in her gaze faded.

Her eyes, Ben noticed, were no longer purple but the deepest, richest gold.

“Thank you,” she rasped, her voice hoarse but trembling with a mix of relief and elation. “You have freed me… from that cursed stone. I… owe you my life.”

“You owe me more than that,” Ben said. “Do you not?”

Her gaze darted to Ben, and for a moment, it was filled with something fierce and wild—a glimmer of triumph. Her wings twitched faintly, and a small, sharp smile broke across her face.

“It is true! You have defeated me in combat,” she said, her voice gaining force. “You are strong—stronger than any male I have ever encountered in all my hundreds of years. You have proven yourself… a worthy mate for the Queen of Harpies.”

The pride in her voice was unmistakable, but as she spoke, a shadow of doubt crept into her expression. Her blazing confidence dimmed, her black feathers drooping slightly.

The purple gemstone that had once cursed her lay shattered on the ground, but the wounds it had left—both physical and emotional—were still raw.

Her fiery eyes searched his face, suddenly uncertain. “But… I have fallen. I have been defeated. My claim over you is forfeit. Now…” Her voice faltered, and she looked down, her claws curling into the dirt. “Now I am at your mercy.”

She glanced back up, her golden gaze now a mix of vulnerability and fear. “Why would a powerful male like you choose to breed with a fallen Queen? One who has been disgraced in battle? The Matriarchs never prepared me for a moment such as this… to be defeated… what shame… You shall not claim me, and I shall be satisfied with no other. I am doomed never to find my mate!”

A cry tore from her chest and her shoulders shook as great tears streamed down her beautiful, fierce face.

Ben blinked, struggling to process the Harpy’s alien way of thinking. Her entire sense of identity and worth seemed to be tied to dominance and strength, concepts that felt more at home in the animal kingdom than in the demi-beasts he had come to know. He let out a slow breath, planting his staff into the ground as he met her uncertain gaze.

“I don’t see things that way,” he said, his voice calm but firm. “You’re not disgraced. You’re powerful, and you’re beautiful. And I would be proud to take you as one of my mates.”

Her sharp eyes widened, the mix of emotions flitting across her face almost too rapid to follow—relief, hope, then confusion.

“One of your mates?” she repeated, her voice tinged with incredulity. Her wings twitched as she straightened up slightly. “No Harpy has ever shared a mate before. Why would I share what I have claimed?”

Ben gave a faint smile, shrugging one shoulder. “Has any man ever been strong enough to defeat you in combat before?”

The Harpy tilted her head, processing this logic. Slowly, the corners of her lips twitched upward in what might have been a smirk. But as her gaze drifted past him, her expression soured. Her eyes landed on Estelle, who stood nearby, her shepherdess’s crook resting lightly in her hand, her light-brown eyes watching the exchange with calm curiosity.

“This one?” the Harpy said sharply, gesturing toward Estelle with a wing. “Is this one of your mates?” Her tone dripped with disdain, her voice rising slightly in disbelief. “She is weak. Frail. Not fit to stand beside the Queen of Harpies.”

Estelle’s calm demeanor didn’t waver, though a small, amused smile played on her lips. She stepped forward, her voice soft but unyielding.

“If you truly believe that, then I propose a challenge,” she said, tilting her head slightly as she met the Harpy’s scornful gaze. “If you can lay but a scratch on me, you may keep your insult. But if not, you’ll take back what you said.”

The Harpy’s eyes narrowed, a flicker of frustration and curiosity mingling with her lingering exhaustion. “You challenge me, little sheep?” she hissed. “I eat your kind for breakfast! So be it.”

Despite her weakened state, the Harpy launched herself at Estelle with a feral cry, her claws slashing through the air. She attacked with all the ferocity she could muster, her wings battering the air around them, her talons raking and striking at Estelle’s unguarded form. The sheep-girl didn’t move, didn’t flinch. She stood still, calm, as the Harpy unleashed every ounce of her frustration and rage.

Ben could see the shimmer of her magical shield deflecting each of the Harpy’s blows, though the bird-woman was too enraged to notice.

When the Harpy finally stumbled back, panting and trembling with exertion, Estelle stood unscathed. Not a single mark marred her skin or clothing. She tilted her head slightly, her faint smile still in place. “Are you finished?”

The Harpy stared, her jaw slack. She stumbled backward, her wings drooping as her gaze flicked between Estelle and Ben. For a moment, she seemed too stunned to speak. Then, slowly, she bowed her head, her wild mane of black hair falling over her face.

“I… I take it back,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “You are no ordinary female. I was wrong to insult you.”

Estelle nodded once, stepping back to allow the Harpy her space. The Harpy turned her gaze to Ben, her fierce pride tempered but not extinguished. “I will submit to your authority, my King,” she said softly. “You have proven yourself worthy… and so has she.”

“There are others,” Ben said. “You must accept them all. Even those who could not withstand such an attack. You will be sworn to protect everyone I care for as if they were your own family. And to help our animals when we need. Could you do that?”

She hesitated, her sharp eyes locking with his as she straightened her posture.

“I could do anything if I truly believed…” Her golden eyes shuttered and she turned her face away. Ben noticed the sharp hook of her narrow nose, which had a beak-like shape in profile. “My King… I have one request, if I may. Claim me now, here in this place, so that I may rest easy knowing you are not toying with me.” Her voice wavered slightly, betraying a vulnerability that even she couldn’t entirely suppress. “I would give myself to you willingly, as your Queen… if you will have me. But the shame of my defeat… it will haunt me, unless I know for certain that I am yours.”

Ben glanced at Estelle, who was blushing faintly. Then she nodded. “Take her, Master,” she said. “I’ll see to Gruff.”


34
Crystal Cave


Ben frowned, looking around at the corruption ravaged clearing. Twisted black trees towered above them, reminding him of where the Razorbeaks had been hiding and sending a chill down his spine. The bushes, grasses and flowers that should have made up the undergrowth had been burned away to shriveled black nubs as if by fire—but given the number of slimes and oozes in the area, Ben assumed they’d been dissolved.

It wasn’t exactly a honeymoon destination.

“I don’t even know your name,” he said to the Harpy. “Or anything about you.”

“My name is Citrine, my King,” she said, her voice a throaty whisper of need. She gazed up at him with desire burning in her deep golden irises.

“Like the gemstone?” he asked. “That’s pretty. It matches your eyes.”

Her eyes widened at his words. “Yes, my King… All Harpies are named for precious stones or metals. The shiniest shinies. The Matriarchs say it brings good fortune.”

“I… see…” Ben said, remembering from his handbook that Harpies liked gifts of shiny stones. He wondered if they had to be gemstones, or if any pretty rock would do.

His gaze was drawn to his feet, where the shard of magical stone that had been imbedded in Citrine’s chest lay, shimmering, on a dead, blackened leaf. The dangerous purple light had gone out of it, and now it glowed a faint golden hue.

The color reminded him of the runes on his staff, just before they burst into a magical attack. Tentatively, he picked it up. It was much denser than he’d expected. He’d imagined it would feel something like a glass ornament, which would have been heavy enough, but this was… far heavier. He was surprised by the heft of it in his palm.

The color of the stone was much like the Harpy’s eyes.

Ben held his palm out, presenting the stone to her. “Would you accept this gift, Queen Citrine, as evidence of my bond to you?”

The Harpy reared back, flapping her wings and clawing at the dead ground. She seemed to be struggling both to get away, and to stay prostrate before him, dragging her feathered limbs across the ground in subservience.

“My King must not offer me such gifts,” she whispered, lowering her golden eyes. “It is too much. Especially when he has already given me so many others.”

“Me?” Ben said, surprised. “What gifts have I given you? Besides, perhaps, your freedom from the Corruptions spell in this stone. But the foul magic is gone now, it’s perfectly safe. I don’t see why you shouldn’t have it.”

“Does my King mock me?” Citrine asked, her voice quavering as she lowered herself farther to the ground. “He has left me many gifts. Gifts of food. Gifts of power. He has lain the bodies of his enemies at the edge of my territory in an attempt to woo me, has he not?”

Ben’s forehead furrowed as he attempted to follow what she was saying. The bodies of his enemies? Gifts of food? Gifts of power? His eyes widened all of a sudden.

The monsters.

He and Gruff had killed countless monsters at the southern edge of the forest, the same area the Harpy was known to wander. He never considered the fact that the bodies were always gone the next time he patrolled. He’d assumed this was a feature of the system, that monsters simply disappeared once they were killed, like in a video game.

“Did you… eat the gifts?” Ben asked, barely managing to keep his revulsion at bay. He had to remind himself that birds were scavengers as often as they were predators, and he could hardly blame her for her nature, though the idea that anyone could see a dead Scuttler and think eating it was a good idea was admittedly beyond his comprehension.

“Of course, my King,” she raised those eyes again, as if she were shocked by the implication that she might not have. “And I found their shiny cores. Even the Queen of Harpies would not defy the gods by refusing a sacrifice. It has been many centuries since any man has attempted to woo me, and those who have never left such powerful offerings. Looking back, I should not be surprised that they all fell in battle against me. They were clearly not worthy, such as yourself. But your gifts… they had a transformative power. They strengthened my magic, expanded the reach of my magic, grew my territory… and strengthened the bond between us, my King.”

Her golden eyes fell on the stone once more, and she tore them away as if she were ashamed.

Ben was beginning to understand a bit of what had happened. Citrine had mistaken the dead monsters for gifts, left by him to woo her. That explained her interest in the farm, and why she often returned to the same place—perhaps anticipating more such gifts.

But the corruption magic that had infected some of the monsters in his area must have affected her as well, making the Harpy even more powerful.

That still didn’t answer the question of where the corruption magic had come from, though…

“This stone,” Ben asked. “It was embedded in your chest. Where did it come from?”

Citrine looked confused that he should ask. “From your gifts, of course… It grew as I collected the shiny cores that had been scattered amongst the bones, larger and larger as their power became mine.”

“There were stones like this in the bodies of the monsters I killed?”

“Shiny, beautiful, powerful!” she gushed. “And as it grew, I was… compelled… to seek this place. When I found the cave at the heart of the hollow, I knew I was meant to be here, for there were much larger stones inside, just like the heartstone growing in my breast. I waited for you here, knowing you would come. And you did… and I fell before you… as was my destiny.”

Ben clutched the stone in his hand, a sudden fear clutching at his chest. “Estelle,” he called out. “Do you sense more corruption here?”

“No, Master Ben,” the sheep-girl’s answer was immediate as she glanced up from Gruff, who was looking better if not completely healed. “Why do you ask?”

Ben’s gaze moved toward the crevice in the rocks, leading to the cave from which the Harpy had flown at them. He’d assumed this was her lair, or the lair of the Razorbeaks, as Estelle had suggested. But could there be more to it?

He couldn’t risk leaving even a shred of the Corruption magic still rooted in his forest. “There’s something I need to check.”

He put the yellow shard in his pocket, next to the Demi-Beast Husbandry handbook, and held his quarterstaff in a defensive stance as he approached the cave. Despite his fears, he sensed no danger within.

The Harpy watched him go, her head cocked to the side curiously, looking more birdlike than ever as her bright golden eyes tracked his movement. “Where are you going, my King?”

“To see these stones you speak of,” he said, peering into the darkened cave.

As Ben stepped into the cavern, the darkness that had once pulsed with a menacing purple light was now replaced by a strange, almost serene stillness. The air was cool and dry, with the faint smell of earth and minerals lingering like a quiet whisper of the cave's ancient history. His Rune-Scribed Quarterstaff glowed softly in his hand, the golden and green light pulsing in steady rhythm, casting long shadows along the crystalline walls.

The crystals themselves were mesmerizing—towering formations of yellow and green, jagged and beautiful, their surfaces catching the light from Ben’s staff and reflecting it in a soft, refracted glow. They reminded him instantly of the crystals that powered steam carriages and other advanced machinery, like the intricate toys from the Marital Bliss catalogue. Yet these crystals seemed older, rawer, as if untouched by human hands for centuries.

But it wasn’t the crystals that held his attention.

At the center of the cavern stood a pedestal, carved from dark stone and etched with unfamiliar runes. Floating above the pedestal was an ominous black oval, shimmering faintly with a weak, purple light that seemed to pulse in uneven beats.

Though the glow was faint, Ben could feel the Corruption magic radiating from it, like an echo of the chaos that had consumed the forest, the monsters, and the Harpy. This was the heart of the Dead Zone, the source of it all.

Ben gripped his staff tightly as he stepped closer, his boots crunching softly against the uneven floor. The light from his staff grew brighter, the golden glow becoming steadier, more commanding, as if the staff itself recognized the dark power emanating from the black oval.

Ben could feel the weight of the moment pressing on his shoulders. Whatever this object was, it had to be dealt with—or the corruption would return, stronger than before.

The closer he got, the brighter the staff’s light became, until it was almost blinding. Acting on instinct, Ben raised the staff high above his head. A sudden surge of energy coursed through him, and a beam of brilliant golden light shot from the tip of the staff, striking the black oval in the center of the pedestal.

The effect was immediate and breathtaking.

The black oval began to pulse violently, its purple glow intensifying for a brief moment before it shattered like glass, erupting into a burst of prismatic light. Beams of multicolored light shot outward, striking the green and yellow crystals surrounding the cavern.

A deep, resonant hum filled the air, vibrating through the cavern walls and into Ben’s chest. It was as if the crystals themselves were alive, responding to the light and feeding some kind of energy back into the shattered black oval.

Ben watched, transfixed, as the dark color of the oval began to leech away, replaced by a flawless, mirrored surface that shimmered like liquid silver. Gold filigree appeared around its edges, forming a delicate, intricate frame. When the light finally dimmed, what remained floating above the pedestal was no longer a source of corruption but something beautiful and serene. A perfect mirrored surface surrounded by gold, shaped like a hand mirror without a handle.

The hum faded, replaced by an almost eerie silence, broken only by the faint crackle of residual magic dissipating into the air. Ben stared at the object, now shimmering faintly with golden light, as a notification flashed in his HUD.

Congratulations! You have banished the Corruption of Heartwood Forest.

Reward: Rune Mirror.

A description appeared below the notification:

Rune Mirror

An ancient artifact long thought lost to the ages, the Rune Mirror is imbued with powerful runic magic. Its uses are unknown, but legends speak of its ability to reveal hidden truths, reflect one’s deepest desires, and amplify the magic of those who wield it. Handle with care, for its power is said to rival the strongest artifacts of old.

Ben reached out cautiously, his fingers brushing against the golden edges of the mirror. It was cool to the touch, and as he lifted it from its place above the pedestal, the cavern seemed to sigh in relief, as though it had been waiting for this moment for centuries.

Ben carefully tore a strip of fabric from the hem of his tunic, wrapping it tightly around the mirror to shield its reflective surface. The artifact seemed to hum faintly in his hands, a residual energy still pulsing within its depths. He tucked it securely into his pocket, his mind racing with questions about its purpose and power. For now, though, those questions would have to wait. He turned and called out to Estelle, who had been waiting outside with Gruff, keeping watch for any other lurking threats.

When Estelle entered the cave, her eyes widened, and she stopped short, her shepherdess’s crook slack in her grip. The faint green and yellow glow from the crystals bathed her features in an otherworldly light.

"Power crystals," she whispered, stepping forward in awe. Her fingers reached out to one of the formations but hesitated before touching it, as if afraid it might vanish under her hand.

"So they are power crystals?" Ben asked, his brows knitting together. "Like the ones used in steam carriages and other machinery? I thought so, but I thought they were rare."

"They are, incredibly so," Estelle said, her voice tinged with disbelief. "I’ve never heard of so many in one place. Since the war, they’ve been over-mined and hoarded by the wealthiest families in the capital. Even a small cluster like this could be worth a fortune."

“What are they doing here, on my property?” Ben wondered aloud. “And what should we do with them? Sell them?”

She turned to him, her light brown eyes filled with concern. "Ben, you can’t let anyone know about this cave. Not yet. If the capital wanted an excuse to come after you before, finding out you’ve got a mine like this on your property would seal your fate. They’d arrest you in a heartbeat, throw you in jail and take as much of your land as the system would allow them to."

Ben nodded grimly, the weight of her words settling heavily on his shoulders. "You’re right. Another reason to strive for establishing a Greenhold. At least then, we’ll be protected from the capital’s greed.”

Estelle exhaled in relief, but her gaze lingered on the crystals, her awe tempered by worry. “It is incredible,” she whispered. “But incredibly dangerous, too.”

Ben placed a reassuring hand on her shoulder before leading her back toward the entrance. “No one has to know for now. It will be fine.”

As they stepped outside, both froze in shock. The forest, which had been blackened and dead, was now stirring with life. The trees, once charred and brittle, seemed to be regenerating before their eyes, their bark turning a healthy shade of brown and their branches sprouting fresh green leaves. The ground, which had been cracked and dry, softened with the beginnings of moss and small shoots of grass. The air was fresher, the oppressive weight of the corruption replaced with a gentle hum of vitality.

Standing near the edge of the hollow was Queen Citrine, though she was almost unrecognizable. Her black feathers, once oily and ragged, now gleamed a rich, chocolate brown with golden flecks that shimmered in the dappled light. Her golden eyes shone brightly and her tawny skin looked healthy and warm. The star-shaped scar on her chest, where the cursed stone had once been embedded, stood out as a pale mark against her smooth skin.

“Feeling better?” Ben asked. He had suspected that eliminating the last of the corruption would have an effect on the Harpy Queen, but he hadn’t expected it to be so immediate or so strong.

As Ben and Estelle approached, Citrine spread her massive wings in a graceful gesture and dipped into an elaborate curtsy, her wings outstretched to each side. Her movements were elegant and reverent, a stark contrast to the wild ferocity with which she had fought him only moments before.

"You are even more powerful than I realized," she said, her voice softer now, tinged with awe and gratitude. "I see it now. I see you now. I am unworthy to be your Queen. But if you would have me, I offer myself as your humble servant. Even a servant to a man such as you is far greater in worth than a Queen of the Harpies."

Ben stared at her, momentarily stunned by her words. He shook his head, stepping closer. "Don’t be foolish," he said firmly. "You are absolutely worthy of being my Queen."

Citrine blinked, her golden eyes widening slightly. Standing before her, Ben couldn’t help but marvel at her sheer size—she towered a full head taller than him, her presence commanding and her beauty undeniable. But instead of feeling intimidated, he felt a strange, steady calm. He realized he didn’t mind her size; it only made her all the more regal.

Tired of her self-doubt and still riding the elation of discovering the power crystals, Ben smiled and tilted his head up to meet her gaze. "Now, let’s stop all this nonsense about worthiness," he said. "You’re my Queen. And that’s final."

Before Citrine could respond, Ben reached up and pulled her into a kiss. Her golden eyes fluttered closed as she melted into the embrace, her massive wings folding delicately around him, as though shielding him from the world. Around them, the forest continued to heal, the green and gold light of the restored magic casting them in a warm, ethereal glow.


35
Claimed by a Queen


Queen Citrine growled in the back of her throat as her wings tightened around him. “My King… you are reawakening the hunger… it is dangerous to deny me, even as powerful as you are.”

Ben felt the heat of her body radiating against his and felt his own desires stirring. The thought of claiming a demi-beast as powerful as Citrine was aphrodisiac enough, but the press of her muscular torso and the weight of her heaving breasts certainly didn’t hurt.

“What makes you think I want to deny you?” he said, returning her growl. “I didn’t accept the challenge of your duel in order to claim an exotic slave, Queen Citrine. I came here to breed you.”

She shuddered with pleasure. “And you won the right to both. Breed me and I will be your Queen and your slave. Any command of yours is mine to follow. But a Harpy’s love is fierce, and a Queen’s is fiercer. You will never tame my desire.”

Ben’s hands traveled up her torso to her breasts, tearing at the fabric that covered her chest and letting it fall to the ground. She hissed as his rough palms scraped against her nipples, and he roughly handled her breasts, kneading and squeezing.

Citrine’s kissing became rougher, too, her sharp teeth biting the side of his neck and his shoulder. The sensation sent chills down his spine.

“Remove your trousers or I will do it for you,” she growled into his ear, crushing his body against hers with her wings.

Ben laughed. “Then you’ll have to release me. I can’t move my arms.”

Hesitantly, she did, and Ben stepped back to gaze at her now topless form. Her impressive breasts were surprisingly pink compared to the rest of her tawny flesh, her nipples almost cherry colored with her desire.

She was gorgeous. But before he disrobed himself, he wanted to see the rest of her.

“Don’t move,” he said, stepping forward to remove the skirt covering her lower half. It was a rough suede, made of some sort of leather, and the ties came away easily in his hands. “There we go, that’s better.”

He stared in wonder at the plump, red sex between her legs. Like her breasts, her pussy was much darker than the rest of her skin, flushed as though it was engorged with blood.

He wasn’t sure exactly what to expect, given that Harpy’s laid eggs rather than giving birth to live young. But it was clear these monstrous females were designed to breed with human males. She had puffy red lips, split down the center, and slick with excitement. Soft, downy feathers made a pleasant V, pointing like an arrow to her core. Other than the florid color, and her obviously painful need, she did not look that differently formed than any human or demi-beast he had lain with.

There was no shyness in her stance, only raw lust. There was a slightly crazed look about her eyes that made Ben excited and a bit frightened.

He slowly removed his swollen cock from his trousers, conscious of her bright golden eyes fixed on his movements. It was an unnerving feeling, like being stalked by a predator. Only he knew this predator wanted to fuck him, not eat him, so it was slightly less terrifying. But only slightly. He could feel his heart thrumming in his chest as if it didn’t quite distinguish between the two sensations.

And there was always a chance, a voice whispered at the back of his mind, that she would attack him after she mated him. He had only his limited knowledge of Harpies and her own words to assuage that fear.

But his body was eager for her, his manhood straining as he undid his pants. Her eyes fell hungrily upon his thick, engorged length.

Over the Harpy’s shoulder, he could see Estelle watching, his own nerves reflected in her expression. But there was no going back. He wanted this, even if he wasn’t exactly sure what ‘this’ was going to be.

“Your King is ready,” he said, holding his hands out to the side. “Show me the fierceness of your love.”

Queen Citrine’s yellow eyes widened and she gave a hair-raising screech, pounding her wings and launching her body into the air. Ben froze, shocked by the unexpected movement. But he didn’t have a chance to recover before she was diving toward him, her claws outstretched.

He felt the crushing pressure of her grip on his arms and the pinch of her claws digging into his flesh as she grasped him by the shoulders, lifting him bodily from the ground. With another powerful push of her wings, she flew him backwards at a break-neck pace before slamming him into the same tree he’d pinned her against in their duel.

Is this how I die? Ben wondered, bemusement competing with the strangely persistent arousal that refused to leave him despite the terrifying turn of events.

But the Harpy Queen released him, digging her claws into the bark of the tree on either side of his body, her wings still beating, as she gazed down at him trapped between her legs. Without warning, she thrust her sex onto his shaft, using the force of her wings to plunge herself down, taking every inch of him in one savage movement.

She shrieked again, her eyes rolling in her head. The heat of her sex was like fire against his flesh as she enveloped him, her need for mating literally a heat burning in her core. Ben groaned, feeling her muscles clamp down on him.

Citrine beat her wings to keep herself aloft, gripping the tree to anchor her body above his. Each wingbeat pushed her body along his length, pumping his sex as she fought to stay aloft. Waves of pleasure washed through Ben’s body, fighting back the tides of terror that had threatened to overtake him, as he succumbed to the ferocity of her love.

She rocked upon him in a completely foreign movement, the downy feathers on her thighs and mound stroking him like the gentlest of silk as the fire of her desire grew hotter. It was more intense than anything Ben had ever experienced, and he found his body reacting completely of its own accord. He could understand how men had been raped by these powerful, lusty creatures before—it was as if his body wanted the Harpy even more than his conscious mind. He somehow knew that, even faced with the prospect of imminent death, his body would have responded the same way.

The ecstasy burning through his veins was like a drug. Sweat broke out on his forehead and chest, cooled by the air of her beating wings and causing his skin to break out in goosebumps.

Citrine’s shrieks were becoming higher pitched as she rode him in her strange fashion, and he could only hold still and allow himself to be used.

He didn’t care.

He’d never wanted anything like he wanted this. His balls ached with the need to release inside this woman. But something was preventing him. The pressure built to a painful crescendo, but he could not come. He groaned, writhing beneath her, pushing his hips against her as she drove forward. But she held him completely captive. His body, even his climax, was completely at her mercy.

The Harpy gave a final scream, then lunged forward, clamping onto the side of his neck with her needle sharp teeth, as if holding him still. The moment her teeth bit into his flesh, Ben felt her sex contract upon him like a constricting snake. She moaned against his throat as she shivered, squeezing him with pulsing muscles.

Finally, like a cord had been snapped inside him, the hold on him released and with it, his climax was released. His seed was even hotter than her quivering channel as it burst in an explosive wave.

She shivered again. Her legs tensed as her wings folded in around him, and he realized she was holding herself up with her legs alone. Gently, he wrapped his arms around her waist, under the powerful wings, taking some of her weight as she continued to tremble.

“Easy, my Queen,” he whispered in her ear. “Relax. I’ve got you.”

Slowly, her claws released from the bark and she collapsed against his chest. Sagging, he took her full weight, grateful for the extra strength provided by the system. She wasn’t nearly as heavy as she should have been, given her size. But Ben supposed birds weren’t either.

“All right?” he asked, tentatively.

Queen Citrine sagged further, falling to her knees and resting her head against his stomach. She had tears in her eyes as she looked up at him. “Thank you, my King.”

A ping from Ben’s HUD startled him from the moment.

Quest Update: Establishing a Grangehold

Successfully Bred Demi-Beasts (6 total pregnancies) – [6 of 6 Complete]

Quest Completed: Establishing a Grangehold

Congratulations! Lucky Nickel Acres has been upgraded to Grangehold status. Your farmstead and steadfast are now registered safe zones within the system. Harm cannot come to any creatures, animals, or inhabitants within these boundaries.

A surge of energy radiated outward, rustling the leaves in the surrounding trees. The sound carried an almost musical quality, like the wind whispering through chimes, but it felt as though it came from far off—back toward the farm. Ben’s heart swelled with pride and relief as the system's notification continued to unfold.

Achievement Earned: Tamer of the Untamed

For claiming a mate among the rare and powerful monster-kin, you have achieved what few in Faerowilde have dared to attempt. You have gained substantial experience and earned the recognition of the system.

New Advanced Skill Acquired: Monster Tamer

Your Breeding Ability is now available for both demi-beasts and monster-kin. Monster-kin are much rarer in Faerowilde. Finding and claiming them will unlock untold powers which have remained unclaimed for over a thousand years.

Experience poured into him in waves, and Ben felt his body hum with the intensity of it. The notifications continued to flash:

Level Up!

Level 5 → Level 6

Level 6 → Level 7

With each level, new class specialization options and system unlocks flooded his interface.

Ben’s head spun as he scanned the myriad of possibilities—the choices seemed endless and daunting. For now, he pushed the notifications away, focusing on the moment at hand. There would be time later to explore the new options that awaited him.

Estelle’s soft voice broke the silence. “What was that sound?” she asked, her wide, light-brown eyes scanning the trees. “It felt… like something changed.”

Ben smiled at her, his pride warming him from within. “It means the farm is stronger now. We did it.”

He reached out for her, though the Harpy Queen was still panting at his feet. The Ovina stepped forward fearlessly, taking his hand in hers. He gently squeezed her fingers, his gratitude for her unwavering support shining through the gesture.

But before he could say more, Citrine let out a sharp gasp. The haze of pleasure washed from her eyes in an instant as she shot to her feet, her golden irises widening in disbelief.

She clutched her chest as tears welled in her eyes, her wings trembling as if barely able to hold their weight.

“I… I’ve received a message from the system,” she said, her voice shaking with emotion. “It says… I’m pregnant.” Her gaze met Ben’s, filled with wonder and disbelief. “I will lay my first egg in two weeks.”

“Congratulations,” Estelle said, smiling shyly. “Ben is pretty amazing, isn’t he?”

“Ben?” The Harpy turned her tearful gaze to him. “Is… is that your name, my King? Ben? It is too simple for a man such as yourself.”

“I’m a simply guy,” Ben said with a grin. “But my full name is Benjamin Nickels.”

Her tears spilled over, streaking her tawny cheeks. “I never thought—never dreamed—this would happen. Thank you, my King.”

“I should be thanking you,” Ben said. “You’ve given me as much as I’ve given you. And our child—our daughter—will belong to both of us.”

“A daughter, yes… The Matriarchs will be so proud, if they are watching.” Her voice cracked as she continued, her wings folding around herself like a shield. But the words rushed from her lips like a flood “You’ve given me something I thought was lost forever, King Ben. You’ve given me hope. You’ve given me life again.”

Citrine stepped closer to him, her massive form somehow small as she bowed her head, her tears falling freely. “Thank you, Benjamin Nickels. For finding me, for claiming me, for making me yours. I swear my allegiance to you and to all those you hold dear. Whatever you ask of me, I will do without hesitation.”

Ben placed a gentle hand on her cheek, brushing away her tears with his thumb. The raw emotion in her voice, the weight of her gratitude, touched something deep inside him. “Citrine,” he said softly, his voice firm but kind, “you don’t owe me anything. You’ve already proven your strength, your loyalty, and your worth. You are my mate, not my servant. And you’ll never be alone again.”

Citrine blinked up at him, stunned into silence by his words. Then, slowly, her expression shifted—her awe replaced with something deeper, something brighter. “I… I don’t know what to do,” she admitted, her voice almost a whisper. “I was so certain this would never happen. I don’t even know where to begin.”

Ben smiled, his hand slipping into hers. Her clawed fingers trembled slightly but wrapped around his in a surprisingly gentle grip. “Come home,” he said simply, his voice steady and warm. “We’ll figure it out together.”

Her golden eyes widened, and for a moment, she seemed to forget how to breathe. Then, with a deep, shuddering exhale, she nodded. “Home,” she whispered, the word filled with wonder and reverence.

Together, they stepped out of the hollow, Estelle and Gruff—limping, but healed enough to walk—close behind. The sunlight filtering through the forest canopy seemed brighter now, the air fresher and filled with the sounds of life returning to the once-dead zone.


36
Chaos at the Farmstead


As Ben and his companions emerged from the tree line, the soft golden hues of dawn spilled over Lucky Nickel Acres, painting the farmstead in a tranquil glow.

The stark contrast between the quiet beauty of the farm and the eerie, oppressive twilight they had left behind struck Ben immediately. He blinked, momentarily disoriented, before realizing they had been gone all night.

Gruff snorted beside him, his wounded shoulder bandaged with strips of Ben’s tunic, while Estelle clutched her shepherdess’s crook, her light-brown eyes scanning the farmstead with a weary but determined focus. Citrine, towering over them all, looked regal despite her exhaustion, her golden eyes taking in the sprawling farm with quiet curiosity.

A sharp cry broke the stillness.

“They’re back!” came the excited voice of one of the Porcina on patrol. Moments later, the sound of a bell ringing echoed across the fields, and demi-beasts poured out of the newly upgraded accommodations, their expressions a mixture of relief and excitement.

Alicia burst out of the farmhouse with the Lapina sisters close behind her, their faces bright with anticipation. Poppy, the smallest of the bunny girls, bounded forward, nearly tripping over her own feet in her excitement. She clutched an enormous parsnip in her arms, the vegetable so large it looked almost comical in her petite hands. Tears glistened in her wide eyes as she rushed up to Ben, barely able to speak through her overwhelming emotions.

“Thank goodness you’re home!” she exclaimed, her voice trembling. She thrust the parsnip toward him with trembling hands. “I’ve been waiting to show you this! Look at the size of it. Our first Legendary vegetable!”

Ben blinked at the massive parsnip, momentarily stunned by its sheer size. “That’s… incredible, Poppy,” he said, a tired but genuine smile spreading across his face as he tried not to laugh. “Definitely the most impressive parsnip I’ve ever seen. That flower-fertlizer of yours must really work.”

Quest Update: Expanding Your Farmstead

Bonus: Grow a Legendary Quality Vegetable – [Complete]

Quest Complete: Expanding Your Farmstead

New Quests Unlocked!

Another flood of information rushed over his field of vision, and more experience points rolled in. He leveled up again, reaching Level 8 before it finally settled. Again, he pushed the notifications away, too tired to deal with them at the moment.

As his vision cleared, Ben saw Alicia push through the crowd, her face pale and streaked with tears. She ran straight to Ben, throwing her arms around his neck and clinging to him as if she never wanted to let go.

“You’re home,” she sobbed, her voice muffled against his chest. “You’re home.”

Ben held her close, his own exhaustion melting away in the warmth of her embrace.

“I’m sorry I worried you,” he murmured, his voice low and soothing. “It was—”

“Don’t,” she interrupted, pulling back just enough to look him in the eyes, her cheeks flushed with a mix of relief and frustration. “Don’t explain. Don’t justify it. Just promise me you won’t do this again. Not without telling me first.”

“I promise,” Ben said firmly, his heart aching at the sight of her tear-streaked face. “I wouldn’t have left without telling you this time, either, but it was an emergency.”

Alicia nodded, wiping her tears with trembling hands.

“Good. I’m too relieved to be angry now,” she said, her voice soft but resolute. “But I won’t forgive you so easily next time, husband. You can’t scare me like that! You can’t!”

Ben kissed her, just to stop her from getting more worked up as much as anything. Alicia melted into his embrace and returned the kiss with so much passion that Ben wondered if he needed to take her straight upstairs to deal with that before they did anything else.

But finally, Alicia broke away, panting for breath and wiping her eyes, with a broad smile stretching across her cheeks. That’s when she saw the Harpy standing next to Ben. Her green eyes widened with surprise and then fright. “Ben…?”

The demi-beasts seemed to notice the new addition as well, and their shocked expressions mirrored his wife’s.

It was impossible to ignore the towering figure of Queen Citrine standing silently between Ben and Estelle, her wings folded neatly at her sides. Her golden eyes surveyed the group with a mixture of curiosity and apprehension, but her sheer size and commanding presence made the demi-beasts shrink back in fear.

Ben cleared his throat, drawing everyone’s attention.

“Everyone, this is Queen Citrine,” he said, his voice steady but firm. “She’s joined our farmstead and will be helping us moving forward. I expect you all to treat her with the same respect and kindness you show one another.”

There was a murmur of uncertain acknowledgment, but the fear in their eyes remained. Citrine inclined her head gracefully, her expression calm but unreadable.

“You are small and weak,” she told them all with an almost apologetic tone. “But I have sworn to my King that I will not kill you. I welcome you as my subjects, despite your deficiencies.”

Ben scowled up at her and cleared his throat meaningfully.

“What?” she looked at him with surprise. “Oh… I mean… I welcome you as my family. I accept your smallness and weakness as my responsibility to bear.”

“That’s… better, I guess,” Ben muttered. Then, turning to Alicia, he asked, “Where’s Meadow?”

The mood shifted instantly. The demi-beasts exchanged uneasy glances, and an awkward silence settled over the group. Someone muttered under their breath, “She’s… dealing with a nuisance.”

Ben’s brows furrowed, a flicker of concern passing through him. Before he could press for more information, the barn doors creaked open, and Meadow emerged flanked by Stormy and Marnie. Between them, bound and gagged, was none other than Lady Helena Graythorne.

The investigator’s eyes blazed with fury above the gag, her once immaculate appearance now disheveled and streaked with dirt. Her hands were tightly secured in front of her, and the ropes around her arms and legs left no room for escape.

Meadow’s expression was a mixture of exasperation and determination as she marched her prisoner across the yard to meet him.

“This,” she said, her voice calm but steely, “is what we’ve been dealing with while you were gone.” She gave Lady Graythorne a pointed look. “Apparently, she decided to take it upon herself to investigate the barns and we warned her off going where she wasn’t expressly invited. But when we caught her trying to break into a certain… off-limits… area, I decided enough was enough.”

Ben let out a heavy sigh, pinching the bridge of his nose. “Of course she did. I suppose it was too much to ask for you to not to cause trouble while I was out saving you from a monster attack, wasn’t it?”

Lady Graythorne made an indignant noise through the gag, her eyes narrowing at Ben with a mix of defiance and humiliation.

Citrine, who had been quietly observing the scene, tilted her head curiously.

“Is this one of your mates?” she asked, her golden eyes gleaming with amusement. “If not… I could always eat her if she is causing you problems. Mating makes me very hungry.”

Ben groaned inwardly. This was turning out to be a very long day.

He crossed his arms, his expression firm but calm, as Meadow stepped forward. Stormy and Marnie kept Lady Graythorne firmly between them, though they looked to Ben for instruction.

“I don’t think our treatment of her is too harsh,” Meadow explained, her tone clipped. “The one place you explicitly told her was off-limits. We warned her, Ben. She knew better.”

Lady Graythorne looked furious and panicked in equal measure as she realized the woman standing next to Ben could easily have been one of the monsters she’d been worried about. It probably didn’t help matters that the Harpy was completely naked, and not remotely ashamed of that fact.

The prudish High Council agent’s eyes darted wildly between Ben and Citrine, though they kept flicking back to the glowing staff in Ben’s hand. Her entire posture was tense, like a cornered animal calculating its next move.

It was then that Ben noticed it too—his staff was glowing faintly, the pulsing gold and green light casting eerie shadows over the barnyard. Normally, it only reacted like this in the presence of monsters or dark magic, but since his level had increased and his connection to the staff seemed to deepen, the glow had become near-constant. It was as though his own power was bleeding into the staff, amplifying its natural magic.

Ben held out a hand to Meadow. “Take off her gag,” he said, his voice calm but commanding. “Let her explain herself.”

Meadow hesitated, glancing at Stormy and Marnie, but she obeyed, pulling the gag free. Lady Graythorne took a deep, shuddering breath, but instead of launching into the excuses Ben expected, her wide eyes locked on his staff.

“Why…” Her voice wavered, caught somewhere between fear and disbelief. “Why is it glowing? Who… who are you?”

Ben frowned, tilting his head. “What are you talking about?”

Her gaze stayed riveted to the staff as though it might strike her down at any moment. “That staff… I’ve seen it before. Or one like it. An illuminated text in the Great Library at the capital…” She trailed off, her voice barely a whisper. “But that’s impossible.”

“What’s impossible?” Ben pressed, his curiosity piqued despite himself.

Lady Graythorne swallowed hard, her usually haughty demeanor replaced by something closer to awe.

“The image was of the Faerowilde Vizier,” she said, her voice trembling. “The man whose face graces every coin issued from the capital. An ancient ascended human… one of the last remnants of the old world. He’s a symbol of everything humans can achieve, the cornerstone of the humanist and pro-natalist causes.” She looked up at Ben, her face pale, her breath shaky. “Are you… are you the Vizier?”

Ben blinked, startled by the question. “No,” he said simply, his voice steady.

Her eyes searched his face, looking for something—answers, perhaps, or reassurance. “Then are you… ascended?”

Ben’s grip on the staff tightened slightly. “What would you tell the High Council if I was?”

Her expression froze, fear and something akin to despair flickering across her features. Her hands trembled against the bindings at her wrists.

“The High Council…” she began, her voice faltering. “They sent me here to find a reason—any reason—to punish you. To discredit you. They’ve been pressured by the Merchant’s Guild, by the nobles who profit from the imbalance. I was supposed to uncover your crimes, real or fabricated.” She lowered her gaze, her shoulders slumping as her words tumbled out. “But they were wrong. I was wrong.”

Ben’s brow furrowed, surprised by the sudden confession. “You admit that now?”

She nodded slowly, the usual sharpness in her expression dulled by regret.

“I’ve seen enough to know you’re not the monster they made you out to be. I misjudged you, and I…” Her voice cracked, and she closed her eyes briefly before forcing herself to continue. “I apologize.”

The barnyard fell silent, the gathered demi-beasts watching the scene unfold with bated breath.

Lady Graythorne opened her eyes again, but there was a profound sadness in them now. “If… if your wife would be so kind as to send for my carriage,” she said softly, “I will return to Cinderfell as soon as possible.”

Ben studied her for a long moment, his expression unreadable. She looked so different from the stern, commanding investigator who had arrived at his farm just days ago. Now she seemed fragile, hollowed out by guilt and doubt. Whatever confidence she once had was gone, replaced by something that bordered on anguish.

He nodded slowly, gesturing for Meadow to release her bindings.

“We’ll see that your carriage is sent for, if that’s what you wish,” he said evenly. Ben crossed his arms, his piercing gaze fixed on Lady Graythorne. “But tell me. If you’re so unhappy with your life in the capital, why were you willing to ruin mine for it?”

Her breath caught, and for a moment, she looked like she might lash out in anger. “What… what makes you think I’m unhappy?”

Ben scoffed. “Don’t play games with me, my lady. I am not blind. Can you, in honesty, tell me that you are happy?”

She seemed as if she wanted to do just that, but… she couldn’t. Instead, the tension in her shoulders sagged, and her expression crumbled. Tears welled in her eyes, spilling over as her voice broke. “Because… you have everything I’ve ever wanted, and… I am nothing but a petty, jealous woman whose heart can break no more. All I have left is spite, and now… even that has abandoned me.”

The barnyard fell silent, the watching demi-beasts frozen as the once-imperious woman laid her soul bare.

“Tell me,” Ben said, his voice soft. “I want to understand. I don’t think you’re a bad person, Lady Graythorne. But I need to understand why you did what you did.”

“I dedicated myself to the humanist cause because I believed it was noble,” she said. “When I was young and idealistic. I wanted to help rebuild what we lost in the wars, to restore humanity’s place in this world. But… I’ve had five husbands,” she continued, her voice trembling. “Five marriages, and five divorces. And not a single child to show for it. As the years passed, and I remained barren… bitterness consumed me. My ideals twisted into something darker. I began to relish the ruin of others, because it mirrored the way I felt ruined inside.”

She met Ben’s gaze, her eyes red and puffy, but shining with sincerity. “When I saw you with your demi-beasts, I thought I would feel righteous anger. I thought it would be a simple thing to do as the High Council bade me to do. But all I could feel was envy. Longing for what you’ve built, for the love you have, for the family that I’ve spent my entire life longing for and failing to create. And I hated myself for it.”

Ben let the silence stretch for a moment, giving her words room to settle. Then he spoke, his voice softer now. “Would you like to stay?”

Her head snapped up, shock written plainly across her tear-streaked face. “What?”

“Not as an agent of the capital,” Ben clarified. “But as a member of our community. You could have a family here. It might not be the kind of family you imagined for yourself, but it would be real. It would be yours.”

Lady Graythorne stared at him, her lips trembling. “They would never accept me,” she whispered, glancing at the demi-beasts, who’d taken steps away to give them privacy. “Not after what I’ve done. Not after what I was planning to do. And I wouldn’t blame them.”

Ben smiled faintly. “I might consider it. And I think the others would, too, if you did something to prove your allegiance.”

Her brow furrowed as she searched his face. “What could I possibly do?”

He leaned forward slightly, his gaze unwavering. “I want to see the law forbidding humans and demi-beasts from marrying abolished.”

Her eyes went wide, her breath hitching. For a moment, she seemed stunned into silence. Then, with a shaky laugh, she said, “Is that all? I have enough blackmail material and am owed enough favors to do far more than that.”

Ben’s expression didn’t waver. “That’s all. If you can accomplish that, we’ll welcome you as a permanent resident of Lucky Nickel Acres.”

Lady Graythorne stared at him, the weight of his words settling heavily on her shoulders. Her lips parted as if to protest, but before she could speak, Alicia stepped forward. Her expression was kind, her bright green eyes shining with compassion as she reached out to take Lady Graythorne’s trembling hand.

“It’s true,” Alicia said gently. “We would welcome you. And we could use someone with your knowledge of the capital on our side in the coming days. You don’t have to be alone, Helena.”

Lady Graythorne’s breath hitched at the use of her first name, her fingers curling slightly around Alicia’s hand. For the first time, the sharpness in her expression softened into something almost vulnerable. She looked at Ben, then at Alicia, and finally at the gathered demi-beasts, who watched the exchange with cautious curiosity.

“Thank you,” she said at last, her voice barely more than a whisper. “I don’t know if I deserve this, but… I’ll try.”

Ben nodded, offering her a small but genuine smile. “That’s all we’re asking for.”

A sudden squawk from behind them made everyone jump, followed by cheers from Meadow and the other demi-beasts. Lady Graythorne blushed, thinking their conversation had been overheard, but Ben realized immediately that wasn’t the case.

He hadn’t even realized that most of the other demi-beasts had quietly stepped back, leaving him and Alicia alone with the disgraced agent of the capital. Now, Clover, Blossom, and Lavender were bounding toward him, their silvery ears bouncing as they grinned and pointed back the way they’d come.

“Ben! Ben! You’ve got to see this!” Clover called, her voice filled with barely-contained glee.

Blossom, trailing behind her sister, giggled breathlessly. “It’s incredible!”

Ben arched an eyebrow, glancing at Alicia, who looked equally confused but intrigued. He followed the bunny girls' gestures and turned to look toward the chicken run. His jaw slackened slightly at the sight before him.

Queen Citrine stood in the middle of the chicken run, her towering, regal figure at complete odds with the flock of birds gathered around her. The chickens, ducks, geese, and even the two vicious turkeys that had terrified nearly everyone on the farm seemed utterly mesmerized by her presence.

The smaller birds were quacking and clucking excitedly, their feathered bodies practically vibrating with joy. The geese honked, their heads bobbing as if they were trying to bow, and even the two turkeys, usually so malevolent in their demeanor, strutted around her with a comical sort of reverence.

The Harpy Queen’s golden eyes sparkled with amusement as she gazed down at the flock, her wings slightly extended in an almost protective gesture.

“These are the animals you needed me for, my King?” she called, her voice rich and melodic, tinged with curiosity. “

Ben approached the run, still trying to process what he was seeing. Citrine looked utterly at ease, as if she had been born to rule over this small patch of squawking chaos. The chickens danced around her talons, fluffing their feathers in what could only be described as unabashed joy.

“They look healthy enough to me,” she continued, tilting her head as she studied the flock. “If a little underfed. Except perhaps those turkeys.” Her sharp gaze flicked toward the pair of birds, which stood slightly apart from the rest of the flock, their beady eyes gleaming with their usual malevolence. Citrine’s lips curled into a faint, amused smile. “They have an evil glint in their eyes, don’t they? Perhaps I’ll make them my foot soldiers.”

The Harpy’s magic already seemed to be affecting the birds. Each of them seemed twice as big as they had before—much larger than they could have grown naturally.

Blossom burst into a fit of giggles, clutching Clover’s arm for support. “Foot soldiers! How about assassins?”

Lavender chimed in, laughing, “I’d love to see those turkeys in armor! As long as you don’t send them after me.”

Ben shook his head, a grin tugging at his lips despite himself. He stepped closer to the run and met Citrine’s gaze.

“If this is to be my home,” she said, her voice softening slightly, “tell me… where shall I roost?”

Her question was genuine, but there was a spark of mischief in her eyes, as if she already knew the answer. Ben chuckled softly, gesturing toward the farmhouse in the distance. “We’ll find you a place, Citrine. Somewhere worthy of a Queen.”

She inclined her head, her wings rustling as she folded them neatly at her sides. “Good,” she said, her tone regal but warm. “For now, I’ll see to these feathered ones. They seem to recognize their Queen, after all.” She glanced back at the turkeys and added with a wink, “Even these murderous creatures… Tread lightly, little foot soldiers. Your Queen also drinks deeply of murderous intent.”

The turkeys gave a low gobble, that Ben couldn’t help but interpret as a little bit awed and a little bit terrified.

Which summed up his feelings for the Harpy as well.


37
A Father is Born


Ben woke to find the bed unusually warm, Alicia curled tightly against his side, her arm draped over his chest. The sunlight streamed faintly through the curtains, casting a soft glow over the room. He shifted slightly, careful not to wake her, but she stirred, letting out a quiet sigh.

“You’re not going anywhere,” Alicia mumbled, her voice muffled against his shoulder as she clung to him.

Ben chuckled. “Good morning to you, too.”

“Stay with me. It can’t be morning yet, I’m so tired.”

“Is this the part where I tell you you should stay home today, and you argue with me stubbornly, and I let you win because you’re my wife?” Ben asked teasingly.

She groaned and buried her face deeper into the crook of his arm. “No, Ben. Not this morning. I can’t. I’m too tired to function, let alone argue with you. You win. Penelope can handle the store today.”

“You sure about that?” he asked, suddenly feeling worried. He turned to brush a stray strand of her auburn hair out of her face. “If you’re that sick, maybe we should just close the store for a day. I don’t want Penelope going into town alone, especially not if she has to pull a loaded cart the whole way. There might still be monsters on that route.

Alicia smiled sleepily, her eyes barely opening. “I gave her lessons driving the steam-carriage. Every day this week. Using the pistol, too. Yesterday, she drove herself, and she shot a Scavenger dead between the eyes. She’s ready.”

Ben raised an eyebrow. “You’ve been busy, no wonder you’re tired.”

“That’s an understatement,” she said, letting out a small laugh that quickly turned into a yawn. “Between Lady Graythorne’s nonsense, the farm, and worrying about you… I think I deserve a day to do absolutely nothing.”

Ben couldn’t argue with that. He leaned over and kissed her forehead. “Stay right here. I’ll bring you breakfast.”

Alicia mumbled something incoherent but snuggled deeper into the bed as Ben slipped out from under the covers. He went to the kitchen, throwing together a simple breakfast of scrambled eggs, toast, and fresh fruit, along with a steaming cup of tea. Balancing the tray carefully, he made his way back to the bedroom.

Alicia blinked up at him as he set the tray down on the bedside table. “You’re spoiling me.”

“You deserve it,” he said simply, propping her up with extra pillows before placing the tray on her lap. “I’m sorry I gave you such a scare yesterday.”

They’d talked at length the night before about what he’d found in the forest, including the cave full of power crystals and the strange mirror he’d found. Alicia had been so shocked by the news about the crystals that she started to cry—fortunately they were tears of happiness this time. And together they began their plan for how to expand their new Grangehold into a Greenhold in order to protect the hidden mine from infiltration.

Though neither of them knew what to do about Lady Graythorne’s revelation that the Faerowilde Vizier carried a staff similar to his, the best they could come up with as far as a plan was… wait and see.

Queen Citrine had offered to stand guard over the cave, as well as watching for new monster outbreaks in the forest, which took a lot of the pressure off of Ben in the short term.

He felt a bit guilty about asking her to leave so soon after she’d gotten there, but he could sense that the Harpy Queen was not entirely comfortable with being surrounded by people all the time.

She’d spent a lot of time alone. Hundreds of years, in fact. So the new life was going to take some adjusting, and Ben accepted that.

But Citrine also promised to visit the farm every day for breeding visits with “her King” and to care for the farm fowl, which were already flourishing—as if the Harpy’s presence had been enough to dispel whatever malaise had plagued them since Ashburn’s farm.

Alicia smiled at him, drawing him from his thoughts. The fatigue in her eyes softened as she reached for the tea. “I married a good man.”

Ben grinned. “I’ll remind you of that the next time I come home late.”

Alicia let out a small laugh, taking a sip of the tea.

“Go see to the farm, Ben. I’ll be fine here.”

Ben nodded, rising to his feet. “I’ll send Estelle to keep you company.”

“I love you, husband,” Alicia said from her nest of pillows.

Ben tried to tamp down the alarm he felt at the dark circles under her eyes.

“I love you, too,” he said, bending to kiss her. “Try to sleep, all right? Rest is the best medicine for most things that ail us.”

“So strong. So handsome,” she murmured against his lips. “So wise.”

“So sarcastic,” he said, biting her lip just hard enough to get a yelp out of her. “Now be good, wife. Or I’ll revoke your orgasm privileges until you can do ten jumping jacks without needing a nap.”

“Naked jumping jacks,” she teased.

“Then I’ll make you take a nap, with me on top of you,” he said, kissing her again, before he headed for the door. “I’m serious, though, Alicia. I want you to rest.”

“I know,” she said. “I will.”

He opened the door to see Estelle, lingering shyly in the hallway.

She flushed a deep pink. “I… overheard that you might need me today.”

Ben nodded. As she passed under his arm, Ben leaned down to whisper. “Estelle… about your little secret.”

The pretty Ovina looked up at him with her light brown eyes wide. “Yes?”

“Maybe… not today.”

Estelle bit her lip and nodded again. “I understand, Ben. Rest is more important.”

“For now,” he said. “She will want to know. When she’s feeling better.”

“Of course.”

Ben paused at the top of the stairs, smiling to himself as he heard the gentle murmurs of the women talking to each other, and he tried to push away his worry. Alicia was just tired, that was all. She’d feel better soon.
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Satisfied—or at least satisfied that he’d done all he could—Ben headed out into the fresh morning air. The farm buzzed with energy, the demi-beasts already busy with their tasks. He wandered through the property, taking his time to inspect each of the upgraded buildings. The expanded accommodations looked sturdy and inviting, the new pasture fences gleamed in the sunlight, and the Creamery stood proud and complete. Everywhere he looked, there was evidence of the hard work they’d all put into transforming Lucky Nickel Acres.

Ben’s chest swelled with pride. They had come so far. From a struggling plot of land to a thriving Grangehold, they had built something truly special. He couldn’t wait to see what they would achieve next.

He took a look at his new class screen, now that he’d made his last selection.

Class Upgrade: Farmer Level 8 – Grangewarden (Protector)

As a Level 8 Grangewarden with the Protector specialization, you have evolved beyond the daily tasks of farming into the steadfast guardian of your land and those who live upon it. Your presence inspires safety and order, and your connection to the magical and natural energies of Faerowilde strengthens the borders of your territory. While the demi-beasts handle the daily care of crops and animals, your focus has shifted to ensuring that no external force—be it monster, corruption, or rival faction—threatens the harmony of your Grangehold.

New Abilities:

Warden's Vigil: Gain the ability to sense intrusions within the boundaries of your Grangehold, including hostile monsters, corrupted zones, and unwanted trespassers. This awareness is intuitive, allowing you to respond swiftly to threats before they escalate.

Grangehold Command: As the leader of your domain, you can issue commands that temporarily enhance the abilities of your allies during times of crisis. This includes increasing their combat strength, resilience, or magical capabilities while defending the Grangehold.

Kinship’s Oath: Allies and residents of your Grangehold feel a deep sense of loyalty to you, gaining increased morale and confidence in your presence. This bond also extends to visitors who recognize the sanctuary of your land, making them less likely to act with hostility.

Ecosystem Harmony (Enhanced): Your connection to the magical and natural balance of Faerowilde allows you to heal damaged land and stabilize corrupted zones more effectively. This ability accelerates the regeneration of your Grangehold and surrounding areas.

Your Grangehold has grown beyond its physical boundaries, becoming a beacon of safety and prosperity for all who reside within its reach. You are the shield that protects your sanctuary, the leader who inspires its people, and the steward of the land’s harmony. With every threat you repel, the Grangehold grows stronger, one step closer to becoming a Greenhold.

New Quest Unlocked: Establishing a Greenhold

Take the next step in your journey as a protector and leader. Bring balance to the lands beyond your Grangehold by expanding its influence, creating safe havens for all who seek refuge, and restoring life to the corrupted areas of Faerowilde.

As proud as he was of this new achievement, the quest to establish a Greenhold was a bit intimidating, and far more detailed than his previous quests. This time, each of the items on his ‘to-do’ list could be expanded for additional details, which was helpful. But also… a lot.

Still, he wanted to be prepared for what was to come, so he read it again:

New Quest: Establishing a Greenhold

Requirements

Map the Power Crystal Cave [Incomplete]

	Fully explore and map the cave system to uncover all power crystal deposits.




Bonus: Identify any remaining traces of corruption or unusual magical energy.

Ecosystem Discovery [Incomplete: 0 of 5 Ecosystems Documented]

Identify and document five distinct ecosystems within Ben’s property, such as:

	Pastureland for grazing animals.

	Forest areas with unique flora and fauna.

	Water-based ecosystems

	Cavern/mountainous area




Observe and catalog the native creatures, plants, and magical properties of each area.

Population Health [Incomplete: 0 of 5 Animal Populations Stabilized]

	Ensure that the local animal populations (both demi-beast-associated and wild) in each ecosystem are thriving, with a population health rating of Fair Quality or higher.

	This includes ensuring the chickens, ducks, geese, rabbits, and other farm animals remain in optimal condition.




Monster-Free Zones [Incomplete: 0 of 3 Monster Outbreaks Eliminated, 1 of 3 Dead Zones Purified]

	Secure the perimeters of the Grangehold and surrounding ecosystems, ensuring that monster activity is eliminated or reduced to manageable levels.

	Patrol and purify any lingering corruption or Dead Zones.




Protect the Forest [Incomplete: 0 of 3 Wards Established, 0 of 3 Areas Blessed]

	Establish magical wards to shield the forest and its ecosystems from future corruption or destruction.

	Use system magic or staff enhancements to bless the area with sustained growth.




Demi-Beast Collaboration [Incomplete: 0 of 3 Demi-Beasts Trained]

	Successfully train and involve at least three demi-beasts in the management and care of the new ecosystems, ensuring their magic harmonizes with the land.




“Yup,” he muttered to himself. “Still overwhelming.”

His moment of quiet reflection was interrupted by the sound of rapid footsteps and an excited voice calling his name. He turned to see Clover bounding toward him, her silvery hair glinting in the sunlight, her ears twitching with excitement.

“Ben! Ben!” she called, practically skipping in her eagerness. “You have to come quick! Something’s happening!”

Seeing that the Lapina girl had bounded over from the Birthing Unit, Ben didn’t need to be told twice. The countdown clocks were set to go off today, and with everything that had happened recently, it had completely slipped his mind. He followed Clover as she dashed ahead, his heart thumping with a mix of anticipation and… panic, frankly.

The interior of the Birthing Unit was still and dimly lit, the soft hum of magic saturating the air. The maternity pods in use, each in their own rooms, had fogged over, the glass opaque with what appeared to be condensation. As Spirit had been the first to enter her pod, he rushed to her room first.

Ben's eyes were glued to the numbers displayed on the capsule where he’d watched her in her stasis sleep only a couple of days before. The countdown clock had shifted to seconds rather than minutes or hours. His heart leaped in his chest. Holy shit. This is it, he thought, his breath catching in his throat.

He was about to become a father.

The room seemed to hold its breath, the usual bustling energy of the farm replaced with an almost sacred hush. Clover lingered by the door, her silver ears twitching nervously as she ushered the other demi-beasts who had followed them in. The bunny girl was about to leave, too, when her eyes narrowed, and she marched toward Quincie’s room.

“You, too, Fancy Fishsticks.” There was a yowl and a hiss, and a calico-colored streak of puffed up fur rushed out the open door.

Clover reappeared briefly, and gave Ben a reassuring smile, whispering “Good luck, Daddy!” before gently closing the door, leaving him alone with the pods and the life-changing moment ahead.

A second sharp hiss pierced the silence, and for a moment, Ben thought the cat had somehow gotten back into her favorite nap spot. But as Spirit’s pod began to open, Ben realized the sound he’d heard had been the seal releasing. The foggy glass slid upward, and a rush of sparkling mist spilled out, flowing like a waterfall onto the polished floor.

Ben froze, his palms damp and his heart hammering wildly. He could hear the faint stirrings from inside the pod—the soft rustle of movement and the unmistakable, delicate cry of a newborn. His knees felt weak as he stepped closer, unable to tear his eyes away.

The first thing he saw was Spirit’s smile, wide and radiant, so joyful that it seemed impossible for one face to hold so much emotion. Her eyes sparkled as she looked up at him, her arms cradling a tiny, squirming bundle wrapped in the pod’s shimmering magic.

“Spirit…” Ben’s breath caught in his chest. He didn’t know how to voice the anxiety that clawed at him. How could it be possible to feel so happy without some kind of catch? Seeing her smile alleviated some of it, but there was still a part of him that worried something had gone wrong. “Are you… is the baby… is everything…?”

“She’s perfect,” Spirit whispered, her voice trembling with emotion. The newborn let out a tiny coo, and Ben thought his heart might burst.

He took another hesitant step forward, clutching a fluffy robe in his trembling hands, his urge to do something—anything—for this beautiful woman who had made him a father, somehow overriding all his other urges.

Spirit chuckled softly, her laughter warm and light, as he draped it over her bare shoulders. “Thank you, love. You’re so sweet.”

“Are you okay?” Ben asked, glancing over her still nude body. She looked just the same as she had the first time he’d undressed her, as if her body had not been affected at all by carrying this child. With the exception of her breasts being larger now, engorged as they were with milk.

“Never better.” Spirit smiled up at him as she adjusted the robe with one hand, never loosening her hold on the infant in her arms. “I feel as if I’ve just woken from the most refreshing nap… other than the fact that I have this little one at my side.”

Ben’s eyes burned as he looked at the two of them, still unable to believe this had happened. Of all the gifts the system had given him—a second chance at life, magic powers, a livelihood that made a difference… his growing family was surely the greatest of all.

“Ben,” she said softly, her voice filled with wonder. “Would you like to hold your daughter?”

Ben’s legs nearly gave out. His chest tightened, and his throat felt like it had closed up entirely. He gazed down at the newborn, her tiny face serene, her soft cries quieting as if she already felt safe in her mother’s arms.

“I—” He cleared his throat, struggling to find words. “I don’t know if I can. What if I… what if I drop her? Spirit, I’ve never done this before. I don’t even know where to start.”

Spirit’s smile grew even softer, her gaze patient and understanding. “Ben, you’ve done so much for us already. You’ll be wonderful. Just let your heart guide you.”

The baby shifted slightly in Spirit’s arms, her little head turning toward Ben as her tiny blue eyes blinked open. Bright and clear like her mother’s, they seemed to pierce straight into his soul. Her dark chestnut hair was soft and wispy, matching the color of his own, and she had the tiniest brown pony ears nestled in her hair. Her little hooved feet kicked against the air, and a long brown tail flicked faintly beneath the bundle of cloth that swaddled her.

Ben’s breath hitched. She’s smiling, he realized, though he knew human babies didn’t smile this young. Spirit noticed too and laughed softly, her eyes shining with pride. “Look,” she whispered, “she recognizes you.”

Ben felt his legs move without thought, closing the distance between them. Spirit lifted the infant toward him, her hands steady despite the emotion on her face. “Say hello to your Daddy, sweetheart.”

Ben’s hands trembled as he reached out, the weight of the tiny pony-girl settling in his arms. She was impossibly small, impossibly light, and yet holding her felt like holding the whole world. Her little fingers curled instinctively around his thumb, and Ben felt an overwhelming wave of warmth and protectiveness wash over him.

“What’s her name?” he whispered, his voice thick with emotion.

Spirit’s smile widened, her eyes glistening with unshed tears.

“That’s for you to decide,” she said. “It’s my gift to you, Ben. You’ve given me the gift of motherhood. Let me give you this.”

Ben stared down at the tiny face of his daughter, his chest tight with an emotion he couldn’t begin to name. The baby blinked up at him, her bright eyes meeting his as if she already knew him, already trusted him. It made his heart soar and dance like it was swooping through the sky…

A name came to him then, unbidden but perfect. He smiled, his lips trembling.

“Welcome to the world, Starling,” he said softly. Spirit’s eyes lit up, and the baby let out a soft coo, her little tail flicking as if in approval. In that moment, Ben knew his life would never be the same.
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Spirit was comfortably settled into a plush chair, her fluffy robe wrapped snugly around her shoulders. Baby Starling nursed contently at her breast, her tiny hand clutching at the soft fabric of the robe as if it was the only thing grounding her in this new world. Ben sat close by, perched awkwardly on a stool, watching Spirit and their daughter with a kind of reverence he’d never thought himself capable of.

“She’s amazing,” Ben murmured, his voice soft. “You both are.”

Spirit smiled warmly, brushing her fingers through Starling’s wispy hair. “And you’re her amazing father. Stop looking so nervous, love. You’re going to do great, Ben.”

He shifted, leaning forward slightly as if compelled to fill the moment with something more. His mind went to his wife, so tired and sickly these last few days, and he thought of how excited she would be to meet the babies.

But his heart twinged a bit as he imagined the bittersweet moment from Alicia’s point of view, when she was so eager to hold her own child in her arms. In some ways, it didn’t seem fair that he got to experience fatherhood before she got to be a mother. But, of course, she’d known all about Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie long before she agreed to be his wife.

“You know, Alicia’s been working tirelessly to make sure we had everything ready for this moment,” he said, gesturing vaguely toward the surrounding Birthing Unit. “She ordered all these robes and slippers. There are blankets in the Nursery. She even made sure the furniture was delivered early so you and the other girls would have everything you need when the babies arrived. It’s incredible how much she’s thought ahead.”

“I hope she’ll come see us soon.”

“I’m sure she will,” Ben said. “She’s been a bit… well, she’s napping right now. But I’m sure she’ll come as soon as she hears… You know, there have been a lot of changes around here in the last week…”

Spirit watched him fondly as he rambled on, recounting the progress on the farm and the funny little moments that had happened since she went into the pod. He talked about how Citrine had found a place for herself on the farm so quickly—and eagerly asked to leave almost as quickly, how Lady Graythorne had come and gone a changed woman, and how Penelope was now running the General Store with Alicia giving her occasional pointers.

The more he spoke, the more he realized he was going on too long, the words spilling out to fill the nervous energy buzzing in his chest. He trailed off mid-sentence, chuckling awkwardly. “Sorry. I guess I’m talking too much.”

Spirit’s eyes twinkled with affection as she shook her head. “Not at all. I could listen to you talk all day,” she said softly. “I love you, Ben.”

Before he could respond, another soft hiss sounded, this time from Rosie’s room.

“Sorry, Spirit… I have to—” he was already on his feet, rushing to the other room, as Spirit giggled behind him.

“Go ahead,” she called. “Today’s going to be a big day!”

Rosie's pod was beginning to open as Ben shot through the door, his heart in his chest. How was it possible to be so nervous and excited all over again? He’d already survived this once, this time should be no different, right?

As much as his mind attempted to rationalize the feelings away, his body refused to listen. Ben’s eyes darted toward the sound, his breath catching in his throat as the glass slid upward and the familiar mist poured out onto the floor.

Rosie emerged slowly, cradling not one, but two tiny bundles in her arms. Ben’s jaw dropped.

“Twins?” he managed, barely able to keep the awe out of his voice.

Rosie, her curls wild and her face radiant with joy, nodded with a wide grin. “Twins,” she said proudly. “Our little miracles. You can pick your jaw up now, handsome… I wouldn’t want you to step on it.”

Ben had to force himself to close his mouth as his gaze dropped to the babies she held. One had his dark green eyes, wide and curious, and the other had Rosie's big, gentle brown ones.

Both had soft golden curls nestled around their tiny pink ears, their upturned noses twitching slightly as they squirmed in their mother’s arms. They were the most adorable creatures Ben had ever seen—including the equally adorable Starling.

For a moment, he was so enthralled that he forgot himself entirely.

“Oh, right—your robe!” he said suddenly, scrambling to grab one from the nearby pile. He draped it carefully over Rosie’s shoulders, but she barely seemed to notice, her attention entirely focused on their babies.

“Mmmm, Ben, they smell so nice,” she said, leaning in and sniffing their curls. “Smell their little heads! It’s like magic.”

Ben thought it was a bit of a strange suggestion, but he found himself want to do as the pretty Porcina said. “May I?”

Rosie gently handed the twins to Ben, one at a time, her hands steady despite the emotion glistening in her eyes. Ben, slightly less nervous than he’d been with Starling, took them carefully into his arms. The twins nestled against him, their tiny faces peaceful as they snuggled close, as if they belonged there.

Tentatively, he leaned his head down and sniffed the crowns of the first little girl’s head. Then, he breathed deeper. Rosie was right… it was like magic. There was something so right about that smell—familiar and comforting and entirely his—and yet it was unlike anything he’d ever smelled before.

“Wow…” The word didn’t do the feeling justice, but it was the only one he could come up with. So he said it again. “Wow!”

Ben’s heart felt like it might burst. The weight of them, the warmth of their little bodies against his chest, made everything else fade away. He marveled at the soft curve of their ears, the faint coos they made, and the way they instinctively reached out with their impossibly small hands.

Rosie watched him with pride, her grin playful.

“You’re the most handsome father I’ve ever seen,” she said teasingly. “Congratulations on the fine babies we’ve made.”

Ben chuckled, still unable to take his eyes off the twins. “They’re perfect. What are their names?”

Rosie winked at him. “Names? Oh, I don’t know. I was thinking of calling them Little Oinker 1 and Little Oinker 2, with how much they’ve been nursing.”

Ben’s face contorted with mock horror. “Rosie! You can’t be serious.”

She burst out laughing, the sound warm and infectious.

“I’m kidding, I’m kidding,” she said, waving him off. “I always thought I’d call my first daughter after my mother. Eve.”

Ben smiled, the name rolling around in his mind like a soft melody. “Eve,” he said. “That’s beautiful. And the other?”

Rosie’s eyes shone with emotion as she looked up at him. “You choose, Ben.”

The words caught him off guard, but as he gazed down at the tiny faces of their daughters, the name came easily. “Marie,” he said. “After my mother.”

Rosie’s laughter stilled, her eyes filling with tears.

“Eve and Marie,” she said softly, her voice trembling. “My perfect baby girls. I knew I could trust you to make a good choice.”

She reached out and gently stroked one of the twins’ cheeks, her hand lingering as she whispered, “We’ve made a beautiful family, Ben.”

Ben couldn’t agree more.

“Come on,” he said, softly. “Spirit’s waiting in the other room. I might be in trouble if I keep you to myself for much longer. There’s a little someone she wants to introduce you to.”

Rosie beamed, clapping her hands as she slid from the pod and tied the fluffy robe more tightly around her hourglass waist. “Oh! I can’t wait! Ben, this is so exciting!”
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They were just getting settled in, with Rosie in a cushy chair and pillows under each arm to prop up the twins as she nursed. Spirit sat beside her, curled up with Starling tucked under one arm. The two new mothers could not stop smiling and comparing their babies and their strange, dreamlike experiences in the maternity pod.

Ben didn’t hear the hiss of Quincie’s pod opening over the sound of cooing babies and happy mothers. But he certainly heard the sounds that came next.

“Mrrrow! Hssss!”

“What the hell!” Ben blinked in shock, his heart lurching. Had that stinkin’ Fancy Fishsticks gotten back inside? Sneaky cat. “What’s going on in there?”

“Help! HELP! Someone, anyone! Ben!” Quincie’s voice rang out again, high-pitched and desperate. “Mrrrrroooow!”

Shit, it was Quincie! Had something gone wrong with her delivery? A wave of terrified nausea churned in his guts, but he pushed it aside, knowing she needed his help.

Ben rushed into the cat-girl’s room, his heart pounding. He froze in the doorway, momentarily stunned by the sight before him.

Quincie—bare-ass naked—was standing on top of her open pod, her tail puffed out like a wire brush. She clutched the sides of the pod for balance, her golden eyes wild with what could only be described as terror. Or… given the cat-girls propensity for over-reaction, perhaps mild irritation.

At her feet, four tiny kitten-girl babies writhed in a chaotic heap of chubby baby limbs and black and white fluff, their curious little faces peering up at him as they tumbled over one another.

Each of their tails flicked straight up like little pipe-cleaners—miniature versions of Quincie’s bottle brush display—swiping at the air as they mewled and pawed at each other, rolling over the smooth surface of the pod like playful kittens.

“They’re—vicious!” Quincie wailed, pointing at them dramatically. “They’re trying to eat me alive! My poor nipples will never recover! Four! Four of them! Do you know how many that is?! That’s more mouths than I have boobies! It’s not faaaaaair!”

Ben’s jaw dropped as he took in the sight of the tiny creatures. One had a white-tipped black tail and his unmistakable green eyes. Another had a black-tipped white tail and Quincie’s brilliant golden eyes. The other two, stripe-tailed with mismatched eye colors, looked like they had gotten all mixed up in the womb. Despite Quincie’s theatrics, they didn’t look vicious at all. They looked... adorable.

“Quincie…” Ben began, his voice trailing off as the kittens grinned mischievously up at him, their little sharp teeth showing in a way that somehow melted his heart instead of scaring him. “They’re perfect.”

Quincie hissed at him, glaring daggers.

“Of course, they’re perfect!” she snapped, though her ears twitched with what might have been pride. “What did you expect? I made them! But now I’m cold, and I’m hungry, and I want a nap! So, congratulations—they’re your babies now.”

Ben blinked, still holding back a laugh, as he bent down to scoop up the two stripe-tailed kittens. They snuggled into his arms, curling against him with surprising warmth, their tiny bodies practically vibrating with energy.

“You’re amazing, little Queen,” he said softly. “You made the sweetest, most adorable babies. I’m sure it was all you, because I know I’ve never been this cute.”

Quincie crossed her arms, her tail lashing behind her. “Yeah, yeah, you’re welcome or whatever. But seriously, I can’t possibly make enough milk for these little hyenas. Where’s that big titty Holstaur hootchie of yours? If she’s not going to share with me, the least she can do is feed little Tuna, Salmon, Chicken, and Mystery-Meat-I-Found-In-A-Can.”

Ben choked, looking at her in disbelief. “Excuse me? What… what did you say?”

“Those are their names,” she replied with all the seriousness in the world. “Mothers name their babies after the things they love most, don’t they? Well those are all my favorite things. Tuna, Salmon, Chicken, obviously. And this one time, I found the most wonderful mystery meat in an unlabeled can—that was the best, but I never found it again. If I had to pick a favorite food ever, it would be Mystery-Meat-I-Found-In-A-Can. So I gave that name to the one that looks the most like me, because she’s the most perfect.”

“Uhhh…” Ben really didn’t know where to start. He knew Quincie had named all the farmyard cats after different kinds of food, but it really hadn’t been on his radar that she might try to do the same with their children.

“How about… Tina, Salem, ChiChi, and Misty instead?” Ben offered, the corners of his mouth twitching.

“Never! I don’t compromise.” Quincie’s eyes narrowed. “Unless… you give me one of those fluffy blanket robes as a reward for my goodness. My super excellent goodness deserves to be rewarded, don’t you think?”

Ben laughed and nodded, carefully carrying the two kittens into the sitting room. He placed them gently onto a blanket on the floor and went back for the other two, who were now trying to climb the sides of the pod with mixed success.

By the time he had them all settled, Quincie was draped in one of the luxurious robes, though her ears flicked in irritation as she inspected it.

“There’s cat hair all over this thing!” she hissed, holding one arm up to her nose to sniff at it. She growled, looking around the room with narrowed eyes. “Fancy Fishsticks! You’ve been stepping up on my territory, you little slut. I can smell it!”

Ben couldn’t hold back his laughter this time.

“Say hello to Starling,” Spirit said, slowly lowering the tiny brown-haired pony-girl into the fray of kitten-girls.

“And Eve,” Rosie said, adding the first Porcina baby to the mix. “And Marie.”

His heart felt like it might burst as he looked at the three new mothers, each wrapped in the comfy robes Alicia had bought for them, and all the little ones nuzzling together on the blanket, already crawling around like tiny toddlers.

“Oh, we’re going to do introductions? They can’t even talk,” Quincie grumbled. Then she pointed at her little furballs. “That’s Tuna, Salmon, Chicken, and Mystery-Meat—”

Ben cleared his throat. “Tina, Salem, ChiChi, and Misty.”

“That’s what I said!”

To their credit, Spirit and Rosie didn’t even bat an eye.

Suddenly, Ben felt a tingling at the back of his neck, and he turned to find an array of dozens of demi-beast faces peering through the windows of the Birthing Unit. One of the girls must have gotten up to open the curtains when he was in Quincie’s room.

Now it seemed like every member of the entire farm was standing wide eyed with their noses pressed to the glass. Mouths were open in various oooohs and aaahs, fingers covering their lips as if to keep themselves from screaming in delight. But the twitching ears and flashes of excited, waving tails gave away the mood of the crowd as they eagerly tried to get a glimpse of the new roly-poly arrivals.

Ben caught sight of Clover, Blossom, and Lavender right at the front, practically vibrating with curiosity and joy.

Ben shook his head with a smile. “Looks like we’ve got an audience,” he said, jerking his chin toward the window.

Quincie’s ears flattened. “Great. I’ve just had babies, and now I’m a tourist attraction.”

But even as she grumbled, her tail flicked beneath the robe with pride, and her golden eyes softened as one of her kittens grabbed her finger with impossibly tiny paws.

Ben laughed again, his chest full of warmth as he took in the bustling, joyful scene around him. Life at Lucky Nickel Acres would never be the same—and it was a dream come true.
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Ben was mid-laugh, his arms full of stripe-tailed kittens—Tina and Salem, as he was now determined to call them—when the door to the Nursery tentatively opened.

“Come in, come in,” Ben said. “But just a few at a time, okay? We don’t want to overwhelm them.”

He’d only officially been a father for one hour, 43 minutes, and… 26 seconds—not that he was counting—but he could already feel his Protective Dad instincts kicking in.

Meadow, Clover, Blossom, and Lavender all bustled in, their faces alight with excitement and curiosity. Ben waved them over and they rushed into the room, chattering to Spirit, Rosie, and Quincie as they squealed over the babies.

Estelle peeked in through the door, but lingered there, looking nervous. Finally, Alicia followed more slowly, hanging back just inside the threshold, her expression less jubilant and more… unsettled. She put a smile on her face that Ben could immediately tell was a veneer over some other, much bigger emotion.

Ben barely had a chance to register the shift in mood before the girls swarmed around him.

“Oh my stars, look at them!” Meadow cooed, leaning in to tickle one of the kittens under the chin. “They’re adorable!”

Blossom giggled, pointing at the mismatched stripes. “I can’t believe there are four of these little monsters!”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Quincie hissed, though she didn’t poke her head out of the cocoon of her blankety robes. “Those little monsters are my babies, you know!”

“We know,” Lavender giggled. “That’s what we mean!”

Blossom added. “You’re going to be busy, Ben.”

“Can I hold one? Please, please, please!” Clover begged, her silvery hair bouncing as she practically vibrated with energy.

Ben smiled indulgently and gently passed Tina to her, watching as she cradled the little kitten like she was the most precious thing in the world.

The room filled with coos, giggles, and endless admiration for the new arrivals, but Ben’s gaze drifted past them to Alicia and Estelle.

The two stood apart, remaining just inside the doorway, both looking strangely hesitant. Alicia’s arms were crossed, and Estelle kept glancing at her as if nudging her silently to say something.

Ben’s laughter faded. He excused himself from the chaos and walked toward the pair with growing concern. “What’s wrong?” He glanced between them, his brow furrowing. “Did something happen?”

Estelle, ever the quiet one, nudged Alicia with her elbow. “Go on,” she murmured softly. “Tell him.”

Alicia shook her head, her cheeks pink and her eyes glistening.

“No, no. I just… Now is not the time. Ben’s busy with—”

Estelle nudged her again, this time more insistently. “It is the right time. Tell him.”

Ben’s heart began to pound.

“Tell me what?” His gaze flicked to Alicia, who looked like she might burst into tears at any moment. “Are you okay? Are you sick or something? Tell me, Alicia, please.”

His wife’s lip quivered and she closed her eyes, trying to gather her words.

Estelle sighed, scowling at the other woman. “I was sitting with her, like you said,” she told Ben, keeping her eyes on Alicia as she spoke. “And everything was fine. She looked tired, but we were talking and everything was… fine. Normal. Then all of a sudden, she just fainted!”

“Alicia, what—” Ben’s voice cracked as worry flooded through him. “What are you doing here? You should be in bed, what if it happens again. You could have sent someone for me, or—”

“That’s not all,” Estelle said, still watching Alicia carefully, as if she wasn’t quite sure if she could trust her not to faint again. “After she fainted, she began to twitch, and… I wanted to come get you or someone, but I was too scared to leave her on her own. And before I could decide what to do, her eyes shot open again and she… she looked at me like she’d seen a ghost.”

Alicia took a trembling breath, her voice barely above a whisper. “Ben…” she said, finally steeling herself to speak. “I’m… I’m pregnant.”

The words hung in the air, heavy with meaning. For a moment, Ben felt like the world had stopped spinning.

His breath hitched, and then his chest swelled with overwhelming joy.

“You’re pregnant?” he repeated, his voice breaking with emotion. He surged forward, gathering her into his arms and lifting her off her feet. He kissed her fiercely, tears of happiness stinging his eyes. “Alicia, that’s… that’s amazing! Oh, thank the gods. But… what about this fainting spell… are you okay? Is there something wrong with the baby?”

He held her tightly, murmuring reassurances, but as he pulled back to look at her face, he noticed she still seemed pale, almost shaky.

“Ben…”

His heart dropped into his stomach at the uncertainty in her voice. This was all she’d ever wanted, why wasn’t she more excited? Something must be wrong.

“What is it?” he asked gently, cupping her face in his hands, trying to rein in his own emotions so that he could be strong for her. “Why do you look so worried? This is wonderful news.”

Alicia bit her lip, glancing at Estelle, who gave her an encouraging nod. With another deep breath, she looked back at Ben, her voice trembling as she said, “There’s… there’s more. Something else happened.”

Ben tilted his head, his concern deepening. “What do you mean?”

Alicia’s hands gripped his arms tightly, as if she needed something to steady herself.

“I just received a message… from the system. It welcomed me and asked me to pick a class.”

Ben blinked, his mind racing to process her words. “A class?” he echoed, his voice hushed with disbelief. Then the realization hit him like a bolt of lightning. “You’ve ascended.”

Alicia nodded slowly, her eyes wide and shimmering with emotion.

“I’ve ascended,” she whispered. “Ben… I’ve joined the system.”

For a moment, all Ben could do was stare, his mouth slightly agape.

Then his joy returned tenfold, flooding him with pride and awe. He let out a disbelieving laugh and pulled her into another hug, spinning her around. “Alicia, do you know what this means? You’ve joined the system! You’re ascended!”

Alicia laughed through her tears, clinging to him tightly.

“I know. I know, but… I can’t believe it,” she admitted. “It’s all so overwhelming.”

Ben set Alicia down gently, his hands still resting on her shoulders as he gazed at her with awe. “You’re the first woman to ascend to the system in a thousand years,” he said, shaking his head. “And you’re my wife.”

Estelle gave him a wry look over Alicia’s shoulder. “Somehow I don’t think that’s a coincidence, Master Ben.”

Ben grinned. “Probably not. But I’m proud all the same. I’m so full of pride I’m ready to burst at the seams. Three new mothers, three pregnant demi-beast brides, one pregnant wife, seven beautiful baby daughters, a flourishing farm and family… and now this! I don’t think I could feel any luckier if I tried. What class are you going to choose?”

“I… I don’t know yet. I hoped you could help me with that.” Alicia’s expression softened, a hint of her usual determination returning to her gaze. Then her eyes narrowed. “Wait. Did you say three pregnant demi-beasts?” she asked. “When did this happen?”

Ben swallowed hard, realizing he hadn’t actually told Alicia about any of them. He glanced at Estelle and she bit her lip, shaking her head.

“Actually, Mistress Alicia,” she said. “I was just about to tell you before… well… Umm… I’m pregnant too.”

“And Meadow,” he said. “And Citrine. I meant to tell you earlier, but you’ve been so sickly, it just never seemed like the right time.”

Alicia snorted and shook her head, her eyes filling with tears as she began to laugh.

“At least I won’t be alone, I guess!” She giggled behind her hand. “Oh, my… No wonder I’ve felt off, being pregnant and on top of that, my body adapting to the system.”

“It must have been exhausting,” Ben said. “I don’t know if you remember, but, when I arrived in this world I just got a whole new body when my mind came online. It’s probably a lot harder to adapt an existing, non-magical body…”

“Well,” Alicia wound her fingers into his shirt, pulling him closer and licking her lips. “The good news, husband, is… that now that I’ve gotten my welcome message all of those other symptoms have disappeared!”

“Well, the sick and tiredness, anyway,” Estelle said, glancing shyly at Alicia again. “If you’re anything like me and the other demi-beasts, being pregnant makes you hungry…”

“And horny?” Alicia filled in, turning her gaze back to Ben with another kind of hunger in her eyes. “Yes… I think it’s safe to say I’m just like you.”

Ben laughed, his heart feeling like it might burst from sheer happiness. He pulled Alicia and Estelle into a hug and kissed them both. “I happen to know a cure for both of those problems.”

In that moment, his worries—about Lady Graythorne and the High Council of Cinderfell, the cave full of power crystals, the daunting new requirements to Establish a Greenhold, and all the other things that had been looming over him—all seemed to melt away in the warmth of the women in his arms and sounds of happy chatter of his growing family behind him.

With his heart so full, and hope for the future buzzing excitedly in his brain, Ben felt overwhelmingly certain that he could find a cure to just about any problem that came their way.

Lucky Nickel Acres was certainly living up to its name.

And he was the luckiest man in Faerowilde.


To Be Continued in…
Demi-Beast Husbandry for Fun and Profit 3
Coming in 2025!
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