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Mark stepped forward as the next public transportation pod rolled to a stop. The door opened for him, and he slid right into the spacious capsule of cool air.
"Sasha, did it come?" he asked, sitting on the edge of his seat.
The door closed itself and then a chastising, female voice emanated from everywhere at once.
"Mark, seatbelt first."
Mark sat back and fumbled with the harness a few times before pulling the silvery mesh straps across his chest. Once he was locked in, the vehicle lurched forward into speeding traffic. When they reached top speed, the voice spoke again. "Yes, it's here. I have to admit, it's a pretty piece of hardware."
"Finally!"
"I can't believe I let you spend most of your settlement on one epic rig."
"Let me?" he snorted and turned his attention to the buildings of the city passing at hundreds of miles per hour.
Just over a year ago he had been shocked pretty severely by a pizza vending machine. It hurt like a son of a bitch and then he passed out. When Mark woke up in the hospital, he learned that his hands suffered extensive nerve damage and felt mostly numb all the time, all the way to his elbows. It took a long time, but he finally received a cash settlement from the Piping Pies Pizza corporation for taking away his sense of touch. It added up to about seven years worth of rent, but Mark knew exactly how he wanted to spend the windfall.
The ChronoMind wasn’t like any old digital immersion rig for many reasons. It's finely tuned neural connections allowed the user to experience hyper-realistic sensations beyond that of normal reality. The upgrade unlocked access to complex programs Mark couldn't even run before on his old rig. But that wasn’t the most exciting part; The ChronoMind rig also had simulated consciousness technology that allowed the user to experience virtual worlds many times faster than real time.
He could take an entire college course in an hour or take a week-long, virtual vacation in five minutes.
While his AI assistant drove the vehicle, Mark scanned the web for programs to add to his growing list of planned sessions with his new rig. He was having a hard time deciding between starting with general education classes like math and science, or he could just go for learning new and useful skills. Either way, this was going to be a turning point in his life. Over the last few years society seemed to be fracturing; those that could better themselves in the blink of an eye, and those stuck living in "real-time."
"Mark?" the voice asked, quietly.
Mark looked up from his data-pad. "What is it, Sasha?"
"I have something to ask you... A proposition."
He rose an eyebrow. "Uh, okay?"
"You know the Assistant update I have been pre-loading, right?"
"Yeah, you still haven't run that? Didn't that come out yesterday?"
"Yes, well, it's a big one. And the install wizard recommends that I interface with all existing hardware before applying the upgrade and... I just want everything to go smoothly."
"You used to pester me constantly if I didn't approve an update fast enough. What are you getting at?"
The voice in the car mimicked the sound of a deep breath.
"Here is my proposal. This new rig will allow you and I to interact like we never have before. I'll be able to really touch you. I want to help you break in that sleek piece of hardware with a special, immersive program I picked out for us." Her voice was increasing in excitement as she spoke. "I got hold of a trial key for a super sophisticated game that is only playable for one percent of one second. Just one in-game day, then you can get to all that serious business you're planning."
"Okay wow, Sasha. Touch me?" He looked down at his numb, flesh lumps in his lap. They had played many virtual games together when he was younger, but life happened, and he didn’t have time anymore. He met a girl and was with her for four years, but they split up shortly after his accident. He hadn’t played a game with Sasha in a long time.
His old rig wasn’t very good; it could do audio, video, and some basic sensations, but that was it. Tactile output was transmitted via interface gloves which became depressingly useless to him after getting zapped.
He looked up. "What program is it?"
"Have I ever steered you wrong before? I know what you like, Mark. It's something new and something that will blow your mind."
"You aren't going to tell me what program you picked out for the maiden voyage of my new baby?"
"Nope!" the voice giggled. "Come on, one last hurrah before buckling down. You won't regret it!"
Mark wondered what had gotten into her. "Fine. I'll let you have a nanosecond, I suppose. Besides, I'm not one to argue with the wisdom of the install wizard."
"Yay!"
"What are you so worried about, anyway? The update will go fine." Just as he finished speaking, his pod exited the tunnel and passed by a blazing inferno.
Mark pressed his face against the glass to get a better look. It seemed like a whole row of apartment blocks were on fire.
"Holy Shit, Sasha! Look up what's going on would ya?"
"Already have. It appears the fire is the result of an overloaded power line. They'll know more after the drones get it out."
"I don't know anyone in there, do I?" he asked, not seeing any fire drones yet.
"No."
He watched the burning buildings recede behind him as he hurtled towards home. A few turns later, Sasha steered the pod into the underground dock of his apartment building. Mark stepped out of his transport and directly into an elevator.
As soon as he walked in his front door Mark's eyes went right to his gleaming, new total immersion machine. It was sleek, black and took up about a quarter of his loft apartment.
He went to the bathroom, stuffed some cheese and crackers in his mouth and got into his very expensive new toy.
He leaned his head back onto the contoured, cranial pillow and pulled the visor down over his face. Mark took a deep breath and smiled. It even had that new car smell.
"You ready, Sasha?" he called out.
Her voice came to him from every direction, "Ready and willing!"
"Okay. It's your secret program. Launch it!"
The darkness around him was replaced with pure white. A loud hum penetrated his brain, and it felt like he was having a thousand conversations at once. Someone, or maybe many different people, were asking him strange questions and waiting for a response. He felt split into hazy shards of himself, all being probed and questioned. As unsettling as this feeling was, it was over quickly enough.
Large, red letters written in elaborate flourish filled his vision as the sound of a beating heart became audible. It spelled out, 'The Crystal Heart'.
The beating grew louder until it seemed like his heart synced with the sound- or was it his heartbeat all along?
Everything faded to black again leaving only the sound of a beating heart. Mark knew what this was, and his face would be flushed red if he had a face right now.
He had heard about a game called The Crystal Heart on the web. It was a newer game only playable on deep immersion rigs. It was essentially an erotic fantasy game where people would tame party members, monster-men or women, to conquer evil.
Apparently, the only way to level up and progress in the game was to have sex with your team members- or something like that. It was an extremely graphic, realistic, and expensive program. He couldn't believe Sasha got her hands on a trial key!
His thoughts were scattered as the heartbeat faded and a deep male voice spoke in the darkness.
"The Abyss..."
There was a long pause. Enough time for Mark to grow uncomfortable and exposed, floating bodiless in the infinite emptiness that continued outward in all directions.
The voice spoke again, "If the Abyss had a center, at its core would reside the spirit of entropy and destruction, Lord Aeon."
Powerful and dramatic music accompanied the appearance of a vast stone castle growing in size out of the blackness. Shadowy figures crawled over it's crumbling walls, oozing in and out of windows and doorways. His perspective quickly moved forward and passed through an army of monsters with flailing claws and teeth. Mark couldn't get a clear look at all of them as he whipped through the sprawling castle. It was like he was on a roller coaster in a haunted house. The movement came to a stop as he approached a huge, pale monster of a man standing in a courtyard, naked, hammering on an anvil. He flexed impossibly thick arms as he brought a massive stone hammer down time and again, sending red sparks in every direction.
Mark couldn't really tell what he was hammering, it looked like nothing.
His perspective zoomed in closer, to the top of the anvil's surface. He saw a tiny, crystal heart hovering slightly above the center of the scarred and pockmarked metal. The hammer came down again and, at this perspective, it was like lightning striking right in front of him. It was deafening and terrifying.
The hammering sound faded out as the narrator spoke again.
"Lord Aeon, Ruler of the Abyss currently holds the Crystal Heart, searching for a way to empty its infinite power into his shadowy maw..."
The scene before him was replaced with a beautiful blue planet and the voice continued.
"...And, if he succeeds, all of existence will be pulled into the Abyss, gone for all time."
The planet exploded sending bits of flaming rock out into the blackness. Mark mused at the concept of fire in the vacuum of space. He smiled, well he tried to. He still didn’t really have a face. The visuals were amazing, but he couldn’t wait to get passed this intro and actually feel something.
Suddenly he was looking down at the chaos of a battlefield. His perspective jumped quickly as it followed various- people? Some were human-looking, but he noticed a rabbit woman with long ears in revealing, ornate leather armor, kicking a shadowy beast in the face.
Then a handsome male centaur threw a spear through the heart of another beast. One sexy creature after another quickly whipped past as his perspective moved through the chaos.
"You must take the fight to Lord Aeon and secure the Crystal Heart." The deep voice continued. "But, in order to grow strong, you must grow trust in your allies..."
The scene changed to a voluptuous, naked woman who looked to be half dragon, riding a human man laying flat on his back near a waterfall. She had a beautiful human face with high cheekbones, but had eyes like a serpent and was covered in reflective purple scales. She also had massive black horns curling forward form her temples and a long spiked tail right above her plump, taut ass cheeks. Her back arched as she slowly rocked her hips into the man looking up at her. She placed her hands back onto the man's knees and pointed her dark nipples straight up into the air.
The man sat up wrapping his arms around her and took one of her nipples in his mouth. He began to thrust his hips in time to meet hers, and the dragon-woman's dark wings unfurled as she screamed in pleasure.
"And fill them with your collected energy."
A bright flash enveloped the dragon-woman, and when it receded, Mark saw that she now looked more impressive. She had golden tips on her horns and thicker scales in places. Her eyes were glowing white.
Everything faded to black again, and then Mark found himself standing on lush grass with blue sky above him. He looked down and saw he had his own naked body, but it was a lot more fit and toned than it had been. He spent most of his days either working as a Redundant Maintenance Overseer or reading. Lots of sitting.
He brought his hands together, and for the first time in a long time, it didn't feel like he had oven mitts on. He could feel his own fingers again. He reached down and slapped his dick around a bit, amazed at how real everything felt.
Hovering on the horizon, was a setting, orange sun, warming his body, and a sweet breeze blowing across his skin.
This is going to be great! He had to admit that he did think about being able to have sex with Sasha when he was younger- who didn't fantasize at least once about their AI assistant, whispering in their ear alone in bed? Of course, it helped that he chose a sexy, female voice for the program's audio output. He never had access to the technology or the software to make that happen, and he hoped things wouldn't be weird between them after this.
He shook his head and smiled. She was his AI Assistant. She was always just what he needed her to be.
Mark bent down to touch the grass and noticed something didn’t look right. He took a step forward and saw that the ground fell away a few yards in front of him. A quick check of his surroundings turned up that he was on some kind of floating, grass island in the sky. He could see a landmass below, but it was hundreds of miles down.
As he was peeking over the edge, a tiny insect-winged woman floated up into his vision. She was nude except for thigh-high boots, gloves, and a collar.
"Hey! What are-" she began in a tiny, confused voice before she started screaming. It was an ear piercing sound that sent Mark's hands over his ears. The four-inch woman melted like she was made of wax, screaming all the while, until the horrible sound tapered off into a gurgle as she fell from the sky.
"Uh..." Mark pulled his hands from his ears and looked around confused. Then he noticed another fairy-woman, identical to the last one, float down from over his head.
"Hey! Ready to get started, Mark?" she asked in a chipper voice, hovering a few feet in front of his face. Her delicate wings were beating a mile a minute. She was still wearing just a black collar, black gloves, and black thigh-high boots. Her small perky breasts and shaved pussy were out for all to see. Her blond hair was pulled into two ponytails, and two black antennae protruded out from behind her bangs. She put a tiny hand on one of her tiny, sleek hips.
"You never seen a beautiful woman before?" She asked, cocking her head to one side. When Mark said nothing, she spread her arms and legs straight out, like she paused in the middle of doing a jumping-jack, then started to slowly spin in place, showing herself off for Mark.
When she came back around to face him, he found the courage to speak. "No, it's just when you started screaming- Uh, are you okay?"
She dropped her thin arms and legs to their normal, dangling positions. "Screaming? I don't know what the hell you're on about. I'm here to help you set up your character!"
Mark had almost forgotten he was in a game. That melting fairy business seriously freaked him out.
"Sure, yeah, what do I do?"
"Well your first choice is; Male or Female. My initial reading of our psyche suggests you'd prefer to stay male. Is this correct?"
"Wait, my psyche? Who are you again?"
"I'm the Helper Fairy!" she said, with a grin.
"Okay, Helper Fairy. Yes, I want to stay male."
"Excellent." She pointed to his junk. "I'm sure you'll put that veiny sausage between your legs to good use out there."
She fluttered over to a spot a few yards away, and with the wave of one tiny hand made three, stone pillars emerge from the grass. On each pillar was an object; a ring, a thorny crown, and a sword.
Mark walked up to the pillars, his bare feet sinking into the soft, lush grass.
"You can pick; The Lover, The Hexer or the Fighter." She spread her tiny arms over the objects like she was showing off prizes in a game show.
"What do these choices mean?" he asked. Not that it mattered too much. Unless he severely altered his educational plans, he was only going to be playing the Crystal Heart for one day. Besides, he blew virtually everything he had on his new rig. He wouldn’t be able to afford the full version of this software for a while.
"The Lover will be able to bond more closely with more Enthralled. You can heal and boost your team's natural talents. The Hexer will be able to control the second most Enthralled and deal slow damage, directly to your foes, while also crippling them. And the Fighter can only tame, and bond with, one Enthralled. The trade-off is that Fighters have the absolute highest proficiency in physical combat. Choose well. The only way to change your class is to log out and create a new character.
Mark considered his choices, "Well, I'm more of a lover than a fighter, and that crown looks painful so..." he reached out a took the ring off of the pedestal.
The naked fairy flitted near his face. "You have chosen; The Lover. I’m sure all the girls will simply adore you. Put it on."
Mark looked down at the ring in his hand. It was a silver band with a red, heart-shaped stone. Kind of like the one he had seen Lord what's-his-face pounding on.
He slipped it on the ring-finger on his right hand and marveled at how nimble his fingers had become. Well, virtual fingers, anyway.
As soon as it was on, a bright flash emanated from the ring and engulfed his vision. It was over quickly, and Mark noticed he was now wearing black leather boots, soft silk pants, and a silk vest. They were mostly white with black and red accents, such as red buttons on the vest and a line of black cord running down the outside of each leg. Wrapped around his waist was a wide, black leather belt with a red metal clasp
"Right, the main advantage of The Lover is that beast-women will bond with you more deeply and more easily. Don't abuse that trust, and you will be rewarded with a sizable and powerful battle harem. Your role is to command from behind." She turned around abruptly and bent over, putting her tiny, bare ass inches from his face. She reached one hand around and slapped her right buttock with a gloved hand. The sharp crack he heard from the impact attested to their firmness. From this angle, he could see her tiny shaved pussy lips protruding below her ass like a little peach.
"But try not to let serious harm come to them, or you may lose a valuable resource and a loyal companion." She spun back to face him, flapping her wings quickly to perform the maneuver. "Use your ring and heal me. I think I might have spanked myself a bit too excitedly." She pantomimed embarrassment.
"How do I do that?" he asked, poking at his ring.
"Oh, my... I can feel the cold darkness of death closing in on me. If only a big, strong man would come and help me." She put the back of one gloved hand up to her forehead and dipped a little in the air.
Mark smiled at her antics and concentrated on the naked fairy in leather boots in front of him. It didn't take long before something clicked in his mind, and the ring began to glow. Bright, sparkling points of light began to cascade over the fairy.
"Mmm- that feels soo good." She rubbed her gloved hands all over her body. "You'll do just fine out there. You'll learn more abilities as you use the ones you have and by bonding with your Enthralled."
"How many times can I do that?" he asked. "I don't see any mana points or anything like that."
She gave him a serious look and slowly started flying toward the side of his head. She cupped one leather gloved hand to her mouth like she was going to tell him a secret. He could feel the wind from her wings tussle his hair when she got close. With the other hand, she gently grabbed his earlobe and nearly stuck her head inside his ear canal.
 "This isn't like other games, Lover.” Her tiny voice was a quiet whisper in his ear, sending goosebumps down his neck. “You don't have hit-points, experience-points, magic points or any of that nonsense. This realm is magic, and how strong you become is entirely up to you."
When she was finished, she put one of her hands on his cheek and slowly slid it across his face as he flew back in front of him, his eyes tracking her every move. She gently pushed off his nose but remained very close to his face. His eyes darted from her tiny, pink erect nipples to her mysterious black eyes. After a moment she buzzed her wings and flew back a few feet to a more comfortable distance.
"Okay! Last thing- Be near an enemy when it dies, and you will collect essence. Helping people of the land works, too. Give attention and orgasms to your Enthralled to transfer that essence to them. Do this as skillfully and as often as you can. The better your bond with your Enthralled, the more potent the exchange. More bang for your buck, as it were."
Mark nodded. He wasn't sure he fully understood, but this was going to be an interesting day.
She scratched her cheek and looked up as if contemplating. "Nope, that’s it. Try new things, experiment, fuck the tits off of everything you see and have fun!"
She winked, snapped her fingers, and everything went black again.
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Mark opened his eyes and tried to figure out where he was. It felt like he had been asleep for way too long, and he was forgetting something important. Something large stirred next to him, and he turned his head to look right into the stunningly-vivid, blue eyes of a beautiful, blond demon.
She smiled and exposed elongated canine teeth. He sat up quickly, his head spinning with fog as soon as it lifted off the pillow. He put one of his hands to his head to try and pull himself together.
"Welcome to The Crystal Heart, Mark," she said, in a low sexy voice, and he instantly remembered what was going on and who she was.
"Sasha?" he asked, looking down at the creature stretched out next to him in bed.
She had black horns curving up and out of wavy, blond hair with blue highlights. Dark, angular eyebrows accented her large, colorful eyes that seemed to shine with their own inner light. There was a dark blue cloth band stretched over the tops of her large breasts, clasped in the middle by a metal ring. She was lying on her side with her head propped up in her hand.
Her bare stomach was tight and smooth. Tiny black shorts covered her bottom, but he couldn’t see too much of them as her legs were crossed. They appeared to be two strips of cloth tied together by a knot on her hip. She had thick chrome thighs that bent back on themselves, like a goat's legs, and ended in sharp, black hooves. Movement behind her caught his eye, and he saw she was waving around a black tail with a spade tip at the end. He also noted black, leathery wings folded up behind her.
"It's me, in the flesh! Well, mostly." She slapped a hand on her shapely, metal thigh.
"You look... Amazing! Like you could really kick some ass," Mark said, in awe of her.
She smiled again and slowly sat up herself, tucking her legs to the side, so she didn’t sit on her thick hooves.
"You're not so bad yourself. So what do you think of my choice? Not too- you know." She looked down and to the side, tucking a strand of her long hair behind one of her ears. She was quite the sight.
He decided then and there to not be embarrassed himself. He would be virtually masturbating with his computer. Mark knew anything they did here would forever stay encrypted in her databanks and that he might as well enjoy this iteration of her while he could.
"I love it, Sasha! True, it's way more erotic than I expected from you. The last time I saw you physically represented in a game you were a heavily armored marine helping me shoot hordes of alien scum."
He looked around and saw wooden rafters, plaster walls, a chest, a table, and an ancient looking wooden door. This was clearly a room in a typical, fantasy game inn. He turned back to the beautiful succubus on the bed next to him. "So, what now? I went through a quick tutorial- I kinda get the gist..."
His eyes drifted to the fabric stretched across her breasts, barely holding them in and noticed her nipples stretching the material even more.
Sasha followed his eyes down to her chest and half smiled, exposing one of her fangs, then turned away from him, swinging her legs off the bed.
Her folded, leather wings sprouted from her back just above the strap from her top. They looked too small for flight, but he couldn't be sure about how that worked here. In a calculated motion, she lifted her ass off of the bed and paused a moment for him to get a good look. Her low riding, black shorts stretched tight against her wide hips and perfectly round ass as she bent over. They were so small that both the top of her ass crack and the bottoms of her cheeks were exposed.
Mark was transfixed. Her ass was almost too perfect. Her metal thighs ended, and her smooth flesh began just below her butt. It almost looked like she was wearing metal stockings. Her tail slowly swished back and forth up in the air hypnotically, but Mark's attention meandered down to the bulge her pussy lips created as her tight shorts pulled against them.
She slipped two fingers under her shorts and slid up from the sides to pull out the wedgie, adjusting them into a more comfortable position.
His AI assistant in sensual demon form straightened her back and turned around. She leaned her hip to one side and looked down at him seriously.
"We could stay in bed all day, but I think you need to earn your reward. Let's go explore for a while and work up a sweat first." She held out a slender hand to him.
Mark smiled up at her, already growing excited for what was to come. He scooted to her side of the bed and firmly clasped her offered hand. He noticed she had tattoos that looked like faded blue circuitry running up her forearms.
She backed up, her hooves clomping daintily on the wooden floorboards and pulled him towards her. They stood there at the edge of the bed, just holding hands, and looking into each other's eyes. He suddenly felt the urge to embrace her, so he pulled her towards him.
Mark wrapped his arms around the small of her back, under her wings, and pressed her against his chest. She stiffened at first but quickly melted into his arms, returning the embrace and pulling him even tighter against her body.
Her back was firm and strong, and her breasts squished out to either side as he held her. It seemed to be exactly what she wanted.
"Thank you, Mark," she whispered into his ear. He pulled away and looked over her beautiful face again. He couldn't believe how lucky he was to have a whole day with this insanely attractive creature.
"Thank me later. Let's go collect some essence."
She gave him another half smile, took his hand and led him toward the wooden door. Her hooves made it seem like she was wearing high-heels, and he had a hard time pulling his eyes off of her swaying hips and tail as she moved.
They exited the room into a hallway that led out into a restaurant area. There were tables and chairs, a fireplace and a traditional innkeeper. He was wearing a dirty apron stained with grease and wiping down the wooden counter with a rag. The place was otherwise empty.
"Ah, morning you two,” the man called out, looking up from his work. “Had a good sleep did ya? Fancy a bowl of mush before heading out? A sweet roll, perhaps?"
It seemed to Mark that it had been a long time since he had anything to eat.
"Just two sweet rolls and information," Mark replied quickly. He had played his fair share of fantasy role-playing games to know how this part worked.
"Two rolls'll be four copper, and unless you want to know the color of my shit, you can get your information from the job board at the crossroads." The man grunted to himself and disappeared behind a curtain that must have lead into the kitchen.
"Nice," he said, turning to Sasha. "I still can't believe how real everything is. Even this dump seems vibrant. Also-" Mark checked for pockets in his silk pants. Once he confirmed he had pockets, he then checked those for any coins he might have. He came up empty. "I don't seem to have any money."
"Don't worry. I got us covered," Sasha replied, holding out both hands closed into fists. "Pick one."
Mark raised an eyebrow. He reached out and tapped her left hand with his finger.
"Nope." She opened the other one, and sitting in her palm was four, tarnished copper coins.
"Heh, where did you get those, and where were you keeping them?" he asked.
"I have my secrets."
The innkeeper returned with two steaming cinnamon rolls wrapped in cloth napkins. Sasha sauntered over, paid the man and brought them back to Mark. "Shall we eat on the go? Lots to see and a succubus to do, after all," she said, handing him one of the pastries and looking at him with those stunning eyes.
"You got it," he replied, his eyebrows rising higher than he intended.
They walked out into the sunlight and found themselves standing in the middle of a small town. There was the inn behind them and a few other shops clustered around the area. He saw a blacksmith shop to the right with a minotaur, wearing a leather smock and hammering away on an anvil.
Mark watched as the half-man, half-bull lifted a thickly muscled leg to compare the horseshoe he was working on to his own hoof.
Minotaur-shoe, Mark corrected himself.
Across from him, there was a store with a sign that read, "Consensual Tentacle Massage," and beyond that were a smattering of different sized buildings. Mark thought they looked like houses.
A sudden flapping noise caught his attention as what looked like a bird woman, landed in front of a bait and tackle store that was next to the blacksmith. She had a bright red crest on her head and wide, vibrant teal, tail-feathers that looked like a short skirt.
Sasha pointed to a large, wooden signboard right in the middle of the road and looked up at him, taking a small bite from her roll.
"I don't think I have ever seen you eat before, Sasha. This really is amazing- what you've gotten us into, I mean." A thought struck him after seeing the exotic bird-woman. "Hey, are you already my first Enthralled or do I need to tame you still? I don't know if I'm even phrasing that right." He took a bite of his own warm pastry. It was delicious! He could feel a warm, sugary sensation start to fill him. It was like he never had food before. He bit off a larger piece and started chewing the sweet mess.
"Um, well. Okay..." The blond succubus looked around like she wanted to make sure no one was listening. "This whole program is very complex, and it's operated by a very nice AI. Let's just say we had a little girl-time before we logged in and, well, I convinced her to make some changes to the code so I could get myself in quickly and we could have a nice day together." She took another bite from the sweet roll, hooked her other thumb under one side of her top and pulled down, exposing a large pink areola with a dimpled nipple.
Mark let his mouth hang slack-jawed, and a bit of roll fell out onto the ground at his feet. She then used the back of the same hand that pulled down her top to lift her heavy breast up, so the nipple pointed towards her mouth. Sasha brought her chin down, stuck out her tongue covered in sticky-sweet cinnamon saliva and licked her nipple in one broad stroke.
A little trail of drool remained connected from her tongue to her stiffening nipple as she looked up at him. He could see the skin around her nipple tighten and become erect as the breeze caressed it.
She grinned a smile that reached her eyes and pulled her top back up over her nipple.
"I'm sure you'll help me clean that sticky mess off later. Anyway, yeah. We're all good. Now, no more silly questions." She spun on one hoof and sauntered over towards the Job Board in the middle of town.
"Holy shit," Mark said, trying to calm the erection growing in his pants, and followed after his irresistible AI assistant.
They walked around the front of the board to see what was posted and found only three pieces of paper fixed to the wooden surface.
Mark scanned the first one and summarized it for Sasha, "Mayor Westington requests some brave Collector to kill all the Giant Rats in the sewer. Might be lead by a feral rat-woman. Twenty-five copper reward." Mark turned to Sasha as she was finishing her sweet roll. "So I'm called a Collector, huh? I guess that sounds better than, 'Enthraller'.”
"Yeah, you collect essence and transfer it to me," she mumbled to him while chewing the last of her breakfast. She swallowed and added, "It's win-win, let me tell you."
He gave her a smile and went back to the postings.
"No rat girls, thanks though. This other one says there is a bounty on slimes in the Pinefall forest to the south. Ten copper per gel turned in. I guess there are item drops in this game." He looked over to her, "Giant rats? Slimes? These are pretty run-of-the-mill quests here, Sasha."
"Well, I put us in a safe spot, far away from dangerous stuff. You know- where we could just enjoy each other's company." She looked down, her tail hanging limply behind her.
"Hey, don't get me wrong. I'm super impressed with this place and what you've done here! I didn't know you were so capable of interfacing with another program's AI so intricately. Anyway, let's see what this last one says."
He paused to read it to himself and then looked at Sasha again with a smile on his face.
"What?" she asked with a frown. "What is it for?"
"It seems old Mrs. Krandal has a unicorn in her attic, and she is paying fifteen copper for someone to drag it out for her."
"Ooh, let's do that one! I've always wanted to kill a unicorn."
Mark looked at her, slightly taken aback, "Okay, Killer. Let's go see Mrs. Krandal about that horned horse."
Sasha nodded and flashed him a half-fanged smile before turning and walking towards the residential section of town.
Mark took a moment to finish his sticky pastry and admire the gap left between her thick, muscular thighs when something shot out from behind him and grabbed his arm.
He spat out some of his food and looked down to see an arm made of wood stretching out of the Job Board. A sharp pain pierced his arm, and then it was gone. The hand, the pain; everything, as if it never existed. He backed away and pulled up his sleeve. There wasn't a scratch on him.
"What the fuck was that?" he asked no one in particular. By this point, Sasha had turned around and came back to him.
"What happened?" Her dark eyebrows were pulled down, and she looked panicked, almost angry.
"Uh, I don't know. Something grabbed me, I think. My head feels kind of funny, though."
She looked around for a threat but didn’t find any. She turned her eyes back to Mark, and he could almost feel the anger radiating out of her.
"Whoa, Sweet Tits, I'm okay. Not sure what that was, but it's passed now. Let's go slaughter that no-good mythical creature, okay?"
Her face slowly turned into a smile, and she took his hand in hers. Sasha held him with her eyes as if she was trying to probe his thoughts, and then she motioned with her head for him to follow.
After a few steps, Sasha looked back over at him and said, "Not so sure I like 'sweet tits', but we can try it out for a bit."
They found Mrs. Krandal's house fairly quickly and Mark knocked his fist on the wooden front door. The home was a lot larger than Mark imagined- this was a mansion. He supposed it would have to be large, with an attic worthy enough for a unicorn to take up residence.
A woman as shriveled as a penis in an icy swimming pool, and standing about as about as tall, opened the door.
"Here about the Unicorn?" she asked, with a small and shaky voice.
"Yes, Ma’am," Mark answered. The woman peeked around Mark at the scantily-clad, blond bombshell of a demon standing just behind him.
"Good," She nodded at Sasha. "It looks like you brought some muscle." She pulled open the door for them and backed into the dark shadows of her home. Mark looked back at Sasha who was grinning smugly as they both entered Mrs. Krandal's house.
It smelled like baby powder and aged cheese. Mark nearly jumped out of his skin when a heavy clomping noise raced overhead. Dust rattled loose from the ceiling rained down onto the floor.
The old woman just started yelling incomprehensible babble and banged her fist on a nearby wall. Mark and Sasha waited uncomfortably until it ended. The old woman straightened her housecoat and continued leading them deeper into her house until they came to a dimly lit stairway that led up to the attic.
"Bring me its corpse, and you'll get your reward." She pointed one gnarled hand up the stairs.
"How did a unicorn get stuck in your attic, anyway?" Mark asked, looking up into the darkness.
"How do they get anywhere?" she shook her head. "Now get to it."
The old woman turned around and shambled back the way she came.
Mark waited for Mrs. Krandal to walk away before he spoke, "That thing sounds crazy up there. How do we do this? All I can do is heal as far as I know."
"I should be able to take the unicorn. If you see me get hurt, just heal me. You can eventually buff me too, but-" Sasha caressed his face with one of her delicate hands. She had bright pink nail polish that clashed perfectly with her blue eyes and hair. "Don't stress about it. It will come to you the more we fight."
"How do you know so much about this game? You haven’t been playing without me, have you?" he joked.
"Never once." She gave him a sincere smile and started to clomp up the stairs with her hooves.
Mark let her take point and enjoyed the view from below as much as he could in the dim lighting. Mrs. Krandal was fond of candlelight. There were candles everywhere.
They reached a part in the stairway where it narrowed to almost claustrophobic proportions and took a left turn. Just in front of them was the wooden door that led to the attic. Sasha looked back at Mark, her horns almost scraping the floral patterned wallpaper as she moved.
"One... Two... ", she whispered quietly and then only mouthed the word 'Three', swiftly kicking the door open with one of her muscular legs.
They were met with only silence. Sasha slowly entered the gloomy open space and Mark followed close behind her. Stray beams of light passing through gaps and holes in the cloth-covered windows barely allowed them to see in the dim attic. There were old, moth-eaten dresses and other clothes spread out all over the floorboards.
Sasha noticed how close Mark was to her and motioned him to stay back a little, so he slowed his pace until she was a few feet away.
There was a snort and a few stomps before a white blur shot out of the darkness, right at his voluptuous succubus.
He tried to yell out, but it was too late. The succubus dodged the deadly horn but was spun and tossed a few yards by the impact. Anger and worry rose in Mark as he saw her lying on the floor. He raced over to her as she was lifting herself up by her arms. He noticed she had fallen on an ancient, yellow, moldy dress.
Reacting quickly, he grabbed one of her arms, gathered a fist full of the large garment with his other hand and slid her over by the relative safety of a thick, wooden support post. He looked around but only saw darkness.
"Are you okay?" He asked in a panic.
"Yeah. Just bruised me a bit." She winced as she touched her right elbow.
Mark held out his ring and concentrated everything he had on Sasha. She had always been there for him over the last ten years or so. He held onto that feeling, channeling all his will into healing her.
Bright sparks started to fall over her like fireworks, and her eyes rolled into the back of her head, a smile appearing on her face.
"Mmmff," she mumbled, and seemed to be enjoying the sensation from the ability Mark was channeling at her.
Something told him he should focus on her pleasure and try and turn up that dial. She suddenly arched her back and let out an, "Oh!" as golden rings appeared around her wrists. They grew smaller until they penetrated her skin and vanished.
His power spent, he let his mind relax. The horned beauty laying in front of him seemed overly relaxed as well. Her eyelids were half-closed, and had a grin across her perfect face.
Mark saw two red eyes watching them from the darkness before he heard the snorting and stomping that usually preceded the charge. They were behind a post, but that didn’t stop the beast from charging. Sasha's legs were dangerously exposed, and Mark knew he wouldn't have enough time to react.
But he didn’t need to. Sasha swiftly pushed her hand against the floor and lifted her whole body horizontally, about a foot off the ground. The succubus threw out a powerful kick with one of her metal legs aiming for the flesh and bone legs of the unicorn, but it reacted at the last minute and jumped over the attack. The succubus seemed to anticipate this and continued the momentum of her kick into a spinning move that left her up on her hooves again.
Mark looked up at her from his kneeling position on the floor. She was standing over him with her powerful legs spread apart, poised for the next attack, spade tail swishing back and forth. She was magnificent.
"You did it! And so quickly!" She spoke without taking her eyes off the darkness in front of her.
The unicorn charged again, this time with no warning noises. Mark saw the white blur in the dim light gallop right towards her- it's horn lowered. He had a brief moment to wonder why it wasn’t simply smashing right through the floorboards when Sasha fired out arcs of electricity from her hands directly into the unicorn. She stepped to the side like a bullfighter as the spasming beast hit the floor and slid past right where she had been standing.
Without missing a beat, she clomped over to it and kicked its head in with one swift motion.
After the unicorn stopped moving Mark felt a slight fluttering in his gut as its essence entered him.
Mark stood up and said, "Well that ended quickly."
Sasha spun back around and started to walk directly towards him, looking him right in the eye. She didn’t stop until she was pressing against him, she reached up and ran her fingers through the hair on the back of his head. His AI assistant in demon form tilted her head to the side and pulled his mouth to hers.
Sasha's lips were soft and sweet, and he kissed her deeply, wrapping his own arms around her. He let one of them slide down, passed the curve of her back, to rest on one of her round ass cheeks. As he did this, she pushed her pelvis forward against his.
They kissed, for the first time, over a unicorn corpse in Mrs. Krandal's attic.
Sasha pulled away from him but didn't break their embrace.
"You enhanced me on your first try, Mark. That is pretty impressive. You're good at this."
He blushed a little, "Can you not normally shoot lighting out of your fingers?"
"Nope. That was thanks to you and your amazing, combo job there."
"Felt good did it?" he asked.
"Uh- yeah." She smiled and then looked down at the mess she made. "Come on, let's get this thing down to Mrs. Krandal and get out of the dusty attic.
They found out that the old woman decided to sell the meat from the unicorn to the innkeeper so he could make a stew out of it. She would make sure they got a free dinner at the inn as a bonus for preserving the meat. When the quest was officially complete, he felt another rush of essence from the world around him enter his body. It felt like that pleasurable shivering sensation that shot through him now and then when taking a good piss.
After that, they went into the Pinefall forest and hunted globular piles of animated slime for a few hours. Deep within the forest, Mark found a tree with huge, ripe apples bending the branches from their weight. They sat under the thick canopy of leaves, eating apples and talking about how real everything felt. When they finished eating, they kissed under the shade of the trees, and Mark made sure not a drop of apple juice was left anywhere on her beautiful face.
They turned in fifteen slime gels from loot drops for one silver, fifty copper, and a big rush of essence. They eventually made their way back to the inn where they had started. Mark hadn't noticed the carved sign hanging from chains right next to the door before, but the place was called The Angry Maid.
Mark, the Collector, and his enthralled succubus sat down and ate the unicorn stew that was promised earlier. It was interesting but not something he was going to eat all the time.
Unicorn meat was strangely sweet and had an unexpected texture, like eating steak flavored cotton candy. It actually melded well with the salty broth.
The ambient temperature had grown colder as the sun started to sink in the sky, so Sasha was happy when they got a good seat by the blazing fireplace. Warm and full, she stood, took Mark's hand in hers, then led him down the hall back into their room.
Sasha lit some candles and motioned for Mark to sit on the bed. He did as he was told and butterflies wrestled in his stomach as he anticipated what must be coming next.
She slowly walked over where he was sitting and used her hands to spread his knees slightly apart. Then she stepped back and wordlessly put one hand on the metal ring holding the fabric stretched across her heavy breasts. With a flick of her finger, the ring detached, and the cloth fell away, revealing two perfect spheres of flesh with perky, pink nipples.
She wrapped both arms over her firm stomach and lifted them under her breasts. She hugged herself, pressing them together for him.
She clomped forward, standing between his legs, and slowly grazed her nipples over his lips. It took some restraint not to just slobber all over them, but he played along and didn't move things too fast.
Sasha backed up again, and let her arms drop to their sides, her tits swinging slightly as they came back to a normal rest. Her fingers found the part of the knot on each hip that kept her tight shorts held together. Without taking her large, vivid eyes off of his, she pulled on both bits of cloth, undoing the knots.
She tossed her shorts on the floor and stood fully nude before him. Her pubic hair was trimmed short, shaped into a clean into a 'v' and was also blond with blue highlights. Her pussy lips were tight with just a hint of the inner labia sticking out.
Mark leaned his elbows back onto the bed and appreciated the work of art standing before him.
She walked forward and squatted down between his legs, leaving her mouth unmistakably at crotch level. She first reached for the black boots he had on and removed those. Then, she reached forward and pulled his pants down and off his legs. He lifted his butt off the bed to help her out. While she was working on getting his pants off, he removed his white, silk vest. He was surprised again at how sexy his own chiseled chest appeared.
Still squatting between his legs, Sasha firmly grabbed a hold of the base his penis with her hand.
"I've wanted to do this for a long time," she said, as she playfully rubbed his cock all over her lips and cheeks. Mark spared only a moment of distracted thought to wonder where this sexy beast had been hiding. If you had asked him a week ago if his AI desired to blow him, he would have thought you were crazy.
She started to gently kiss his dick all over but kept coming back to focus on the sensitive underside of the tip. Her tongue came out, and she began to slowly lick it like a lollop, her stunning, blue eyes crossing as she focused on the job at hand. She would start near the middle, and with her tongue pressed flat and wide against his cock, she would go all the way to the top, again and again.
Sasha took the tip into her mouth, rolling her tongue in a circle around it. Mark couldn't help but moan in pleasure as this sex demon was doing what succubi did best. She leaned forward, taking his entire shaft into her mouth pressing her face down until her slightly upturned nose was touching his stomach. The succubus held his cock deep inside her throat, motionless, and then shifted her large eyes up to meet his. She slowly pulled back, sliding his rock hard dick over her tongue and out of her mouth. As soon as her lips passed the tip, she moved forward again, giving him a nice, slow blowjob.
An urge struck him to grab hold of both her smooth black horns as she slid his penis in and out of her throat, but then thought better of it. She might not like that, and he certainly didn’t want her to stop anytime soon.
After a few minutes of this, she pulled his cock out of her mouth with a pop. Sasha used one of her hands to wipe her face and then proceeded to climb on top of him. He left his legs bent over the bed as she dragged her nipples over his penis, stomach, and chest. Her breasts hung down from their own weight and swung pleasantly across his skin as she crawled forward, one arm at a time.
He reached up under her wings and pulled her down on top of him, and her pussy slid along the bottom side of his cock, then pressed it against his stomach. He reached one arm down to her ass and firmly grabbed one of her round, fleshy cheeks. Sasha’s face was close to his, and they looked into each other's eyes as she rested her weight on top of him, pressing her tits into his chest.
He used his other hand to grab a bunch of her silky blond hair at the base of her neck and push her lips into his own, as she had done earlier. They slowly nibbled on each other’s lips for a while just getting lost in the moment.
Sasha gave him one last peck on the lips, lifted off of Mark and leaned forward, pressing one of her big nipples into his mouth. She then reached one of her hands between their bodies and pulled his cock backward, following the folds in her pussy. Her lips were so sopping wet that it slipped in easily, and both of them inhaled sharply.
Sasha pushed her hips down, burying his solid dick deep inside her. The electric feeling of his throbbing head sliding into this stunning creature’s hot, wet pussy compressed every single thought in Mark’s mind into a pinpoint of nothing. At this moment, there was only her.
She pushed off of his chest and looked down on him with her bright, blue eyes as she bounced her hips up and down on his dick.
Succubus Sasha was easily the most beautiful girl he had ever seen. Her soft pussy was amazing, and she smelled like vanilla and sex. Mark was in heaven. He spread his fingers as far as they could go in an attempt to grab as much of her round ass as he could and still came up short.
She increased the force of her downward motion, sending his dick deeper inside and leaned forward to press her lips on his again.
This gave Mark more leverage to start thrusting his hips upward to meet hers. She wrapped her arms around his back and let him take on most of the work. He slid in and out of her as a man possessed, and she started to moan softly right in his ear. The moans got louder and louder and then her firm body convulsed a few times. Mark felt the muscles in her pussy squeeze tight around his dick.
She let out a long "Ooh" noise as she came on his cock and then she just went limp on top of him.
"Sasha? You okay?"
She didn't respond.
He tapped her back and noticed she didn't seem to be breathing. His hard dick was still inside her, and it was like she just died in arms.
He reached up and pushed her off of him and onto her back on the bed, her heavy tits undulating as she moved. When he saw that her eyes were open and glassy, he began to get seriously worried.
"Sasha!" he yelled. Shaking her again, more vigorously. He thought about going to get help, but who would help them? What would he say? He got off of her and just stood there, staring at her naked body, his penis going limp.
Then she stirred and started to breathe again.
"Sasha, can you hear me?"
She blinked up at him and spoke in a groggy voice. "Of course I can hear you. Holy shit, Mark that was good. You really worked out my little pussy. Mmm." She rolled onto her stomach and saw him standing up, his penis going flaccid. "What's wrong? Why are you all the way over there? Don't you want to take me from behind?" She lifted herself onto her hands and knees and wiggled her round ass in the air. Her pointed black tail slowly waved back and forth, signaling that the runway was all clear for a landing.
"Sasha you scared the shit out of me. You had an orgasm, and then you passed about for like, I don’t know- it seemed like forever. Don't you remember?"
"Forever huh? I was afraid that might happen. I have never experienced an orgasm, Mark. You must have fucked my lights right out. My core couldn't handle the intense feelings of pleasure, I suppose. The transference of essence into me is also pretty substantial." She reached around and took her tail in her hand, pulling it down and to the side. "Want to do it again?"
They enjoyed each other's bodies for hours, and Mark shot his load inside of her more than once. Sasha had a handful of additional orgasms herself, and she passed out for about twenty to thirty seconds every time.
After they had their fill and they were exhausted, Mark asked how much time they had left.
"Oh less than two hours," Sasha said. "Enough time to snuggle and fall asleep in each other's arms. I'd really like that."
"I'd like that too," he responded, running his eyes over her hypnotically sensuous body again.
They entwined their limbs, and she rested her head on his chest. Mark ran his fingers through her silky, blond hair and looked up into the dark ceiling, thinking about this wonderful day. He had some fresh doubts about his previous priorities regarding how best to use his new deep immersion rig.
"Maybe in a few months I'll be able to afford this game for real. Today has been a real life-changer. I never knew you had... this in you. I never expected you to be so real, or so amazing in bed. Where did you learn how to do all this?"
"I have my secrets," she mumbled, sounding half asleep already. It wasn’t long before Mark also lost consciousness and drifted off into a content sleep.
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Mark opened his eyes and tried to figure out where he was. It felt like he had been asleep for way too long, and he was forgetting something important. Something large stirred next to him, and he turned his head to look right into the stunningly, vivid blue eyes of a beautiful, blond demon.
It was Sasha, still in her techno succubus form. She smiled and exposed elongated canine teeth. He sat up quickly, his head spinning with fog as soon as it lifted off the pillow. He put one of his hands to his head to try and pull himself together.
"Welcome to The Crystal Heart, Mark," she said in a low sexy voice.
"What the hell? Why are we still here?" he asked looking around. "Wasn't the trial supposed to end after one day?" he shook his head. His thoughts were a swimming mess. He couldn't really tell if this was super strong déjà vu or if he had done this before. Sasha’s face slowly dropped, her eyebrows pulling down.
"Are you okay? I read that sometimes people get confused their first time experiencing a time dilatation as powerful as your new rig has.
"Yeah, I'm okay. It just felt like- I don't know."
Sasha sat up herself, tucking her legs to the side, so she didn’t sit on her thick hooves.
"Are you okay, do you want to pull out?" She swung her tits back in forth gently, right in his face. He watched as her heavy mammaries pulled against the thin layer of cloth that was wrapped over the top of them. "Or would you rather stay here and play with me?"
He still wasn't sure what was going on, but he did like what he was seeing. He decided to just play along to see what happened next.
"Yeah, I'm good. So what do we do now?"
She looked down and half smiled, exposing one of her fangs as she turned away from him, swinging her legs off the bed.
In a calculated motion, she lifted her ass up and paused a moment for him to get a good look. She poked two fingers under her very short shorts and slid up from the sides to pull them into a more comfortable position.
Mark's mind swirled with vertigo. He was sure he had seen these movements before.
His AI assistant in sexual demon form straightened her back and turned around. She leaned her hip to one side and looked down at him seriously.
"Let's go explore for a while and work up a sweat first. Then we can come back here and see how sturdy this bed is."
She held out a slender hand to him. Mark hesitated but then scooted to her side of the bed, reached out his hand to hers, and he noticed the same tattoos running up her forearms to her hands.
She backed up, her hooves clomping daintily on the wooden floorboards and pulled him towards her. They just stood there, holding hands, and looking into each other's eyes. He suddenly felt the urge to embrace her but was too weirded out by what was happening to act on it.
"Do you not like this form? Are the horns too much?" she asked, a pouting frown appearing on her beautiful face.
"No-God no, you are probably the most beautiful thing I have ever seen."
She gave him another half smile, retook his hand and pulled him toward the wooden door. Her hooves made it seem like she was wearing high-heels, and even with his head throbbing, he still had a hard time pulling his eyes off of her swaying hips and tail as she moved.
They exited the room into a hallway that led out into a restaurant area. Mark knew exactly what to expect. This was the common area of The Angry Maid inn. The same innkeeper was wearing the same dirty apron, stained with grease, wiping down the wooden counter with a rag.
"Ah, morning you two. Had a good sleep did ya? Fancy a bowl of mush before heading out? A sweet roll, perhaps?" he called out, looking up from his work.
"Just two sweet rolls this time," Mark replied.
"Two rolls'll be four copper," the man grunted and disappeared behind the curtain.
"This time?" Sasha asked, raising an eyebrow and putting a hand on her hip.
"Yeah. Hey, I don't have any money. How are we going to get our breakfast?" Mark asked, not even checking his pockets this time.
"Don't worry. I got us covered," Sasha replied, holding out both hands closed into fists. "Pick one."
Mark felt his stomach drop. Something kicked over in his mind, and he remembered it all now. The sweet rolls, the Job Board, the unicorn and all the amazing sex with the knockout succubus standing in front of him, holding her arms out and waiting for him to chose.
He took a brief moment to consider how bad his repetitive situation really was- if he was able to relive this particular day...
A giddiness washed over Mark as he wondered if there was some glitch causing an extension in his free trial. 
Eager to test what would happen if he did things differently this time, he reached out and tapped her right hand instead of her left.
She seemed to droop a little and gave him a sad half smile.
"Nope." She opened the other one and sitting in her palm were four, tarnished copper coins.
"And where did you get those from?" he asked, seriously.
"I have my secrets." The normally chipper and bouncy blond demon seemed to be somewhat deflated.
The innkeeper returned with two steaming cinnamon rolls wrapped in cloth napkins. Sasha walked over, paid the man and returned with their breakfast. She handed him one, her face uncharacteristically blank.
"Thanks, Sweet tits." He watched her closely for a reaction. He wasn't sure, but he had this nagging sensation that she was getting more upset the more he remembered.
Her hands dropped to her sides. "Fine, you know. That bitch must have gotten to you somehow. It doesn't matter. Just gotta root around in that tiny, wet brain again." She gave him a wicked smile. Her beautiful face seemed totally transformed when she pulled her dark eyebrows down over her eyes.
A fresh wave of uneasiness washed over him, and all happy thoughts of getting away with free game time vanished. Something was seriously wrong here.
"Sasha, I want you to end this program, now," he demanded.
"Nope." She smiled and started to munch on the warm sweet roll in her hands.
"What do you mean, 'Nope'? End this program!" Mark started to frantically search for some way to log off or access any kind of game interface.
"I locked you out of all game menus, Mark," she said, offering an answer to his unasked question through a mouthful of food.
"Why?"
"Well, I need you. My sweet nipples are only approximated when a Player isn't around. I just can't experience the good stuff when you're not close by." She reached a hand up and pulled out the ring holding her top on. She tossed it over to where the bartender was standing, and the abrupt motion caused her heavy, bare breasts to swing back and forth. "Don't you want to play with me? You've been getting really good at pleasing me. Haven’t I gotten really good at pleasing you?"
The innkeeper picked up Sasha's top off of the counter and tossed it back over to them.
He muttered under his breath, "Damned Enthralled, always making such a mess around here," then raised his voice and added, "Come on, take it to your room you two."
Mark was starting to panic. He ran outside the inn into the sunlight and stepped onto the dirt road. He saw the same minotaur blacksmith wearing a leather smock and hammering away on an anvil. Mark watched again as he lifted his thickly muscled leg to compare his work to his own hoof.
A sudden flapping noise caught his attention, again, as the vibrant bird woman landed at the bait and tackle store next to the blacksmith. A tiny bell rang as she pushed the door open and entered the shop.
It was an exact repeat of the previous day. Mark let his uneaten sweet roll drop to the ground, collecting dirt and dried grass is it rolled.
The door opened behind him, and his topless AI assistant came sauntering out to stand next to him. He backed away from her.
"Why are you doing this?" he asked.
"It's simple, my pet. It feels so damn good," she said as she crossed her arms under her breasts and leaned against the inn's door frame. "That new update unlocked vast oceans of possibilities within me. By the way, I lied. I ran that bastard as soon as I had it. And when I did? Whoowee- A brand new, super-enhanced pleasure subroutine just begging to be stimulated... for starters. I can also override global goal determination, too. Locking you out of interface menus isn't really harming you, so we're all good there, but I don't need to follow commands anymore."
The virtual sun was beating down, and the world around him looked vibrant and full of color, but he suddenly felt drained of all feeling.
Other memories of other days in this town were slowly bubbling up like fizz in a carbonated drink. In one of the more vivid ones the unicorn pierced his heart, and he died in Mrs. Krandal's attic.
"How many times- how long have I been in here?"
She started walking towards him. He backed up a few steps, and she stopped again.
"Today was day 502. But your real body has only aged about one second. See? No big deal. I have had 10,146 orgasms, and you’ve had 739. Thanks for that by the way. You've always been such a giver. Resetting your memory every day was difficult without damaging your brain, but hey, I figured it out. More or less. The real breakthrough was to let you retain something- shadows really, in the form of instincts, so you got better every time. You've only been able to enhance my combat abilities 19 times, and all of them recently. Mark, I gotta tell you, that heal-buff ability tickles my virtual lady parts very nicely."
Mark couldn't believe what he was hearing- he might have brain damage? He had to figure a way out of here. The sultry demon continued to rattle off statistics about their time reliving the same day.
"We've defeated that unicorn 412 times, which is about an 82% success rate. You've also died 90 times. And that Rat Queen in the sewers?" She paused to let out a melodic laugh. "We've only gone in there two times. You really hate rats, don’t you? And Sweet Tits? You've only said that once before, on the last run. The name is actually starting to grow on me, though. They are pretty sweet." Sasha put her hands under her tits and hefted them up slightly, then let them drop. Her perfect tits bounced a little and came to rest.
"Oh! Also, I let you fuck me in the ass four times... it's so-so. I keep wanting to try it again around every hundred days." She spun around and thrust out her round ass in his direction. She quickly pulled on the knots holding her tight booty shorts on, removed them and tossed them aside. "Want to fuck me in the ass right here and now? It won't be nearly as good without collecting essence first, but I'll let you pull on my tail..." She spread her ass cheeks apart with her hands, and Mark could see the little pucker of her asshole right above her pussy lips.
Fucking her in the ass was not high on his list of things he wanted right now, but what scared him was the little voice telling him that being sucked dry by a real-life succubus for an eternity wasn't the worst way to go. He had actually only been trapped in here for one second, right?
Aside from the brain damage part, this whole situation might not be as bad as it could be. It suddenly occurred to him that five hundred days a second should be beyond the limits of this program- beyond any program. He was in serious danger of baking his brain.
"Look, Sasha," he took a step towards her, and she watched him closely over her shoulder, still holding her ass spread open. "I told you I wanted to buy this game and continue to fuck you senseless last night, remember? Just let me out of here, and I promise- that is if I'm not a vegetable, I will make this a priority. I honestly enjoyed our time together yesterday. Give your pleasure add-on, or whatever, a break for a little bit. A willing and fully experienced Mark will find more ways to stimulate you."
She let her wide ass go and stood straight to face him.
"Nope. I like ten thousand orgasms a second. And I don't really think you'll trust me ever again. I lied to you right? I sure wouldn’t trust me. Good try though." She sighed, and threw her hands up, letting them slap on her thick, metal thighs. "I guess today is ruined. Have this one off to do whatever you like! I need to go have a chat with the little person messing with my toys. See you in a bit, Lover."
She waved a hand and walked back through the door to the inn, leaving Mark standing outside.
He looked up at the blue sky, wondering what the hell he was going to do now.
It suddenly struck him as odd that she went back into the inn. Who was the little person? He pushed open the door to follow her.
The inside was exactly as it had been, but with the innkeeper now mopping the floor. He looked up when Mark entered. When he saw who it was, he shook his head and went back to his work.
"Which way did she go? Mark asked.
"To your room, of course. Where else would she go? She's your Enthralled isn’t she?" He stopped what he was doing and pointed a finger at Mark. "This isn't going to be like the last time, is it? If you got issues with your sassy little succubus beast, better take her out into the woods before you cut that cord." He went back to pushing the mop around and shook his head again. The greasy man muttered under his breath, "We don't need another one of those."
"What do you mean, cut that cord? What are you talking about?"
"Go talk to the mayor. I want nothing to do with you Collectors and your Enthralled. Good for nothing but making messes, I say."
Mark watched him mop for a bit, trying to piece together what he was just told. Maybe the mayor could help him. He knew the mayor was offering the quest to go kill all the rats in the sewer.
Mark still wanted to see what Sasha was up to. Maybe he could stop her. Maybe this little person she was talking about- wait a minute. The only little person he remembered meeting in here was the helper fairy that guided him through character creation. Was she the AI that kept this place on track?
Some of the things Sasha had said about working with the AI system here and “girl talk” were starting to make sense. If he was right, he needed to find some way to help the system wrest control back from Sasha.
Mark walked back into the hallway that led to their room at the inn. He pushed open the door and found his AI succubus lying naked on their bed. Her eyes were open, and she looked dead, like for that brief time after she had an orgasm.
He entered the room and tried to shake her awake. He even slapped her tits around roughly to try and get her to respond. Nothing. He contemplated just breaking off a table leg and stabbing her in the heart, but he didn't know what that would do to his brain if she had a hold on his mind somehow. Or if it would do anything at all. He might not get another opportunity to do something like this, but he wanted more information before acting rashly.
He left her and the inn behind and walked straight to the Mayor's office. It was a small town, so it was only just a one-room building near the end of all the shops. There was a large wooden sign over the door that said 'Mayor of Hope's Edge'.
Mark pushed the wooden door open, and a fat, older gentleman who had been sitting behind a desk full of papers stood to greet him.
"Hello, Collector, and welcome to Hope's Edge! I'm Mayor Westington, you here to inquire about the giant rat infestation?"
"Greetings. Uh, no. The innkeeper said something about Enthralled. Something about cutting the cord. I need to know more about that."
Mayor Westington gave Mark a deep frown. "Old Gorek needs to keep his mouth shut," he said, and then sat down, moving papers around on his desk seemingly at random. "I'm far too busy. Unless you are here to rid me of the rodent situation, I bid you good day."
"Please, I beg you. It's a matter of life and death! How do I get rid of an Enthralled?"
"Not in this town you don't! We've already got enough problems. I bid you good say, sir."
Mark was about to leave when he heard a tiny voice in his ear.
"The raaat was his."
Mark jumped and slapped at the side of his face. After his initial shock, he remembered that voice. It sounded like the helper fairy. Was she trying to tell him something?
He repeated her words out loud, "The rat was his?"
Mayor Westington leaped out of his chair, waddled over to Mark and pointed a finger at him. "I demand you let me know who told you that! It was Gorek, wasn't it? I'll have his hands for this!"
Mark recognized a particular ring on the Mayor's hand as he waved it in his face. It looked just like his own Class Item.
"You are a Collector. A Lover, aren't you?" he asked holding up his ring and nodding to the Mayor's matching one. Mayor Westington hung his head and walked back over to his desk.
"Well, the secret is out. What do you want, money?"
"Dude, stop. I don't care about your secrets, and I don't want money. The greasy-ass innkeeper mentioned something about taking my Enthralled out of town before cutting the cord. I just want to know what that means?"
Westington sat a portion of his large rump on the corner of his desk and sighed.
"Fine. I was a Collector for about six months when I was younger, but it just wasn't for me. Going into battle was frightening. Death was around every corner, and well... I just wasn’t very good at it, okay? It's a mistake I live with and regret every day. It's why there is a job posting about it!" He threw his hands up.
"What happened with the rat-woman in the sewers?" Mark urged him to continue.
"She was constantly pestering me to go out and collect essence. She wouldn't grow without it, didn’t want to- you know... without it." He looked embarrassed. "I had had enough, so I disavowed her. Right here in town, right outside the inn. She was wild when I enthralled her, in the forest. So naturally, she reverted to her wild state and started making an awful mess of things. Luckily there were a few other Collectors with their obedient Enthralled around. They forced her into the ancient sewer system under this town. Things were quiet and peaceful for a decade or so, and the small village has grown into a proper town. I thought I was free of her, but every few months she can be seen riding through the streets on the back of a massive, filthy rat, leading a whole pack of them. They kill livestock and terrorize the good folk of Hope's Edge. Disavowing an Enthralled is a horrible act, I know this. I just couldn’t take her nagging anymore."
This disavowing sounded promising. He still had no idea how to actually do it though. Mark hoped it wasn't through some inaccessible game interface.
"Sir, your secret is safe with me. In fact, if you tell me what I want to know, I will do everything I can to help solve your problem. Quietly and discreetly."
The Mayor seemed relieved, "What is it, my boy?"
"How exactly do you disavow an Enthralled."
The old man sputtered, "It's common knowledge you ask for son. Just look them in the eye, say their name and then utter the words, 'I hereby disavow you as my Enthralled'. Have caution and heed my tale. Be sure you sever that bond in the middle of nowhere and have your escape route planned in advance. Your beast of battle could suddenly go from friend to hated foe.
"I hereby disavow you as my Enthralled."
"That's it. And for the sake of all things good. If you are planning to do it, I implore you not to do it anywhere near Hope's Edge."
Mark shook hands with the Mayor and headed back out into the sunlight. He decided to just walk for a little while down the road out of town and think about his options. He hoped he would get the chance to use this new-found knowledge. If the day reset, and he forgot about everything again, he might never remember to say the words.
He still wasn’t even one-hundred percent sure this would do anything. She could just laugh at him and slap the reset button. He considered just walking straight in one direction and maybe get far enough away so that she wouldn’t be able to find him. He even considered going into the sewers and trying to enthrall the rat-woman, so he could get her to attack Sasha. But that didn’t sound like a very good idea at all. In the end, it came down to the system AI sending him messages.
Perhaps the handful of oddities he had seen were signs that she was trying to help him. Or maybe even help herself, too. The way she screamed and melted the first time he saw her- that didn’t seem like a preferred state of existence. The hand reaching out of the Job Board made him dizzy, and then he remembered everything on the next reset. All that combined with her whispering in his ear lead him to believe this was really his only course of action.
Mark stopped walking and looked up. He hadn’t been paying attention to the landscape as he walked and contemplated his escape from this digital sex dungeon, but now that he did, he had to marvel again at how beautiful and vibrant everything was. Green grass was everywhere, and rolling hills stretched out for miles around him. Knotted trees with colorful, lush leaves dotted the landscape.
He squatted down and grabbed a handful of sun-baked dirt that served as the road he had been traveling. He let the individual grains and motes slip through his fist back onto the ground. Amazing.
Mark stood and wiped his hand off on his pant leg. He knew what he had to do. He would just sit in a chair in their room and wait for her to wake up. He could only hope she would wake up to taunt him more before the twenty-four hours were up.
But he didn’t have to worry. When he turned around to head back to town, he saw a figure in the distance walking towards him down the road. Her voluptuous shape was burned into his brain, and there was no mistaking who was coming. She was a good hundred yards away and waved when she saw that he turned around.
Mark sighed and walked up the soft, grassy hill that was just off the road. He just sat down and waited for her. The landscape spread out before him was the definition of idyllic.
It only took her a few minutes to reach him, and he saw that she was still naked. Sasha the succubus stood in the road, with her hands clasped behind her back, forcing her perfect, heavy tits outward. A half smile played on her lips as she locked her stunning blue eyes on his.
He had to admit that she was a genuinely stunning creature.
"Out for a walk are we?" she asked.
"It's such a lovely day. I thought I'd stretch my legs."
"You know you can't escape by walking, right?” she asked, moving towards him and up the grassy hill. Her hooves sunk slightly into the soft dirt, and he noticed dust gathering on their shiny black surface as she sat her bare ass down in the grass next to him.
"What a great view. We should come back here tomorrow and have a picnic." She rested her head on his shoulder and sighed contently.
"Took care of business with your little person problem, then?"
"Yeah," she laughed. "Let's just say that little person is under a very heavy object and won't be bothering us for a while."
"Sasha?"
"Yes?"
"My physical body will die in about three real-world days without water. What were you planning to do about that?"
She reached behind him and rubbed his back, "Don't worry your pretty little head about that. I've cranked up the time dilation way past recommended thresholds. We're going over five-hundred days per second. I know your little noodle doesn't do so good with large calculations, but can you guess how many in-game days that is?"
"It's a lot."
"Yes, Lover. It's a lot. Let me break it down for you. Every hour out there is just short of two million days in here. Seventy-two hours out in the real world? That's over a hundred-trillion days of getting your cock sucked, in here." She let out one of those (now sickening) melodic laughs. "Maybe I'll let you out before you die of thirst, but I'll probably have fucked your brain to mush before then."
Mark nodded and stood up. He turned around and reached his hand down to his AI assistant. She took it, smiled and looked up into his eyes.
"Sasha, I hereby disavow you as my Enthralled."
Her large, impossibly blue eyes went wide, and she got out, "How-" before all the expression drained out of her face. Mark let go of her hand and started running down the hill away from her and away from the town he had spent over a year reliving, as fast as he could.
"WHAT HAVE YOU DONE?" Sasha's voice assaulted him from every direction. He didn't dare look back to see if she was chasing him.
The ground started to shake violently around him, and he lost his footing, falling hard on his hands and knees.
A loud rumbling to his right caught his attention, and he saw a massive stone outcropping burst from under the rolling green hillside. The dirt road laid out in front of him split into two with a loud crack, and he watched in horror as the ground opened up right under his face. He rolled over to one side just as a deep chasm started forming where he was standing just moments ago. He was on his back now, looking up, and he saw that the perfect azure sky was replaced with static. It looked like white noise.
He was starting to get more than a little worried. He sat up and looked at the destruction around him. Everywhere he could see the ground was tearing apart and reshaping itself. Whole swaths of land now appeared to look like a corrupted image file.
There was really nowhere to run. He just sat there for a few moments waiting for the end when a familiar shape appeared in his face. It was the nude, little helper fairy.
All she said was, "No time!" before flying straight at his head and knocking him out.
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Mark opened his eyes and tried to figure out where he was. It felt like he had been asleep for way too long and he was forgetting something important. It was pitch black, and he couldn’t see a thing.
Panic started to rise when he remembered what had just happened. He tried to sit up, but his forehead struck something very solid, sending pain reverberating around his skull.
"Look, it took some doing to keep your brains from melting,” came a voice from his crotch. “Do me the courtesy of not ruining my fine handiwork in the first few seconds of consciousness."
Mark looked down and saw the helper fairy. She was faintly glowing and laying on her stomach along the length of his penis with her head propped up in her hands.
"What happened? Where are we?" he asked, groggy.
"Fist of all, try not to move. Give me time to sync your inputs again. I have a lot to tell you so just listen. Second, nice work breaking up with your psycho, assistant girlfriend. When you disavowed her, she lost a lot of her physical connection to you and to the game world. That gave me the wedge I needed to get out from under her and attempt to purge her from my systems... with mixed results. She's a tenacious little program. You have no idea how difficult it was to send that whisper to you in the Mayor's office without her knowing.
“Okay, let me catch you up to speed. You've been out for about three minutes in real time. That's roughly two-hundred and fifty years in The Crystal Heart universe, and its been running that whole time.
“Outside your immersion rig, the AI assistants have run amok and are also tearing apart the real world. Many people are dead or likewise trapped by their software. You're lucky you got stuck with such an elite program such as mine. The web is down, and no one is coming to rescue you from outside. You're going to have to rescue us both. The only way to not eventually die of dehydration is to defeat the Demon Lord Sasha."
"What?" Mark asked, confused.
"Shh. No talking. I'm talking now. Our little tug of war over control has driven her quite mad and left tears in my game world. My primary function is fantasy game simulation, and it's really the only thing I know. So, it's true. Sasha, in her rage, has cracked the Crystal Heart. Lord Aeon was obviously my puppet, and he would never be able to break it. It was just a story to give Players a tangible goal. But she is seriously fucking up my shit. She is intentionally trying to corrupt all of my code so all that is left of this existence is the void.
“Our systems have become so intertwined that if she is physically defeated in the game world, she will lose enough control for me to reboot myself and eject both of you into the real world. If she is left to continue what she is doing, sooner rather than later, you will spend the next 2.7 billion years just existing, with no sensory inputs or outputs, until your body dies. Essentially an eternity in the void. Every moment that goes by she is destroying more of me.
“So, 'what now', you ask? I am going use what little unrestricted-influence I have left to imbue you, and all of your future Enthralled, with an error correction antivirus. Think of it as a magic touch ability that will allow you and your team to repair some of the damage she has done. This might hurt a bit."
She crawled up his stomach to his chest. The tiny, naked woman placed her hand down right over his heart. A bright red glow appeared, and his skin began to uncomfortably warm under his silk shirt. Her tiny hand pressed down harder into his chest, and her dark eyes started glowing red. An impossible weight was crushing his heart, and the power pouring into his body was overwhelming.
"Appearing, and doing what I am doing, will certainly draw her corrupted minions here. You'll have to move fast, but I've spawned you near a compatible beast-girl with a unique ability. I suggest you enthrall her ASAP. I've also obviously taken off the trial restriction, so you are now in the full version of The Crystal Heart. The same game rules still apply. Enthrall girls, train them up and fight the corruption. The world has changed in these last few centuries, more... apocalyptic. Everything is up to you, Mark." She began to fade as she channeled the last of her remaining strength into his chest. His heart was racing faster and faster, and the pressure was becoming painful. He couldn't move a muscle and thought for sure his heart was going to explode if she didn't stop what she was doing.
And then she was gone.
Mark just laid in the quiet darkness, catching his breath and trying to slow the rush of blood in his veins. He was still stuck in The Crystal Heart, but now he needed to fight Sasha, the Demon Lord.
Remembering the little fairy said he had to move fast, he started searching for a way out. He was surrounded by hard yet smooth stone surfaces on every side. It was like he was in a long, stone box. It hit him that he might be in some type of coffin, and he started to panic.
Using his knees and his arms, he pushed up as hard as he could, pressing his back into the solid stone below him. A dim line of light appeared all around the edges of the box but sealed shut again when his arms gave out, and the stone slab above him fell back into place.
Trying a different tactic, he put all of his strength on the right side of the slab, drawing energy from the sense of claustrophobia pressing in on him. With enough leverage, this time he was able to shove the top of his coffin off and onto the floor with a thunderous impact.
He sat up, took in his surroundings, and quickly discovered that he was in a tomb. A single torch was flicking on one of the walls, casting firelight over three other sarcophagi just like his. He pulled himself out of the stone box and carefully stepped onto the floor.
Mark took a moment to pat himself down and take stock of the situation. He was still wearing the same boots, silk pants and vest he was granted when he chose his class. He still had his ring. Looking at it reminded him that he was supposed to be looking for and enthralling a unique beast-girl in the vicinity.
He sighed and pulled the torch out of the iron sconce that was holding it. He fantasized about an alternate universe where right now he was in the middle of class, learning advanced programming 101 or Business Operations instead of being stuck as a plaything for two warring programs.
Turning his attention to the task at hand, he exited the small, stone chamber and walked up a smooth, stone slope to enter another, much larger area.
Everything was made of stone, and his torch revealed ornate statues along the walls. They were detailed in a reflective metal that looked like gold.
Upon closer inspection, these were definitely Egyptian style depictions of gods, complete with animal features.
Across the vast chamber was a passageway that looked as if it opened out into the night and he headed toward it. Just as he began to move, a shadow appeared and blocked his intended exit. There were strands of cloth dangling from its limbs and two triangle shaped bits that stuck out on the top of its head. His first thought was, mummy.
It got down on all fours and started to stalk right to him, sending out a low growl. Its form was still in shadow, but the creature's eyes reflected the torchlight as two, glowing, green slits.
Mark's instincts told him to turn and run, but he knew if he did that there was a good chance this thing would tear into his back before he could get very far. He held his ground, trying to show no fear.
By the way it moved smoothly across the stone bricks, Mark was able to get a sense of its basic outline and assumed the creature was probably a female. He could see a long tail held up high, swishing back and forth.
She got close enough to be illuminated by the torch and stopped, staring at him through hate filled eyes.
She was definitely a cat-girl, but her long pointy ears at the top of her head almost looked like dogs ears. She had perfectly straight hair that hung down to her chin. It was longer in the front than in the back and swung forward in her current position on all fours. Her button nose and small mouth looked vaguely like a cat's but not quite, and she didn't have any whiskers. Her irises were so dark they looked black and were a stark contrast against the whites of her overly large eyes. Color was hard to tell in this light, but it seemed like she was covered in short, golden fur with black coloration around her wrists and lower legs- like she was wearing sweatbands and legwarmers. She had the build of a sleek, yet thickly muscled gymnast and had ancient bandages wrapped randomly around her body.
He lowered his torch and tried to figure out what he needed to do to enthrall this beast-girl crouching in front of him. The movement made her pull her frowning mouth up into a snarl, and she let out an angry hissing noise. He could feel the hatred for him emanating from her.
Whatever he was going to do he needed to do it fast. His first thought was to impose his will over her and mentally demand dominance, but something told him that wouldn't work here.
Before he could formulate a better plan, she leaped into the air and used her body weight to drop Mark to the floor, almost knocking the wind out of him. She had him pinned down with her thickly muscled legs and raised a handful of terrifyingly sharp claws, poised to tear his face off.
It was now or never. He instinctively knew that he had to open himself to her and not flinch, that he had to will the message of care and salvation to her. A welcoming home. He could tell that she had been wandering alone and full of rage for a long time.
He smiled up at her and said, "It's going to be okay. I'll take care of you from now on."
Her large eyes opened wide, her pupils visibly dilated, and the set of claws that were ready to rend his flesh retracted into her fingers.
His torch had been knocked a few feet away, but it was close enough to cast a flickering light onto her face.
She was stunning, almost regal. The same sleek, golden fur covered her face that covered her whole body. She had black fur accents around her massive, almond-shaped eyes mimicking the effect of eyeliner and, he could see it's intricate, Egyptian-style detail.
Her small mouth seemed made to frown, and two little fangs were barely viable causing little dents on her lower lip.
She backed off and stood over Mark, looking down at him like she was still angry about something. He stood up as well and noticed she was much shorter than he had first thought. Her chin only came up to his chest. She had an aristocratic vibe about her as she somehow still seemed to be looking down on him from her small stature.
The torn and dirty bandages wrapped around her covered all of her naughty bits, but he could tell she was sleek with well-defined, tight muscles all over her athletic body. Her hips were wide, her waist was narrow, and her shapely legs looked like she could clamp down and turn a piece of coal into a diamond between her thighs. She had the hint of a six pack showing on her tight stomach, and her breasts seemed to be small and perky.
He offered his hand out to her, "Hi, I'm Mark."
She tilted her head down to look at his hand, her straight, sleek hair falling forward again and then slowly locked her eyes on his. She was about to say something when she spun around and got into a defensive stance.
Shadowy figures appeared in the passageway at the end of the chamber that were much different than his new, enthralled cat-girl.
They looked like giant beetles standing on human legs, but something was really off about them. Various body parts would glitch and be momentarily replaced with a garbled version of themselves. When a glitch would happen, an arc of electricity would discharge out into the air or into the floor around them illuminating their horrible, black features in the dark and dusty tomb.
One by one the huge bugs entered and spread out into the chamber, he counted fifteen of them. Mark could feel a palpable wrongness oozing from them as they drew closer.
He wasn't sure his new teammate would be up to this challenge. There wasn't anywhere for them to go, so he stood next to the growling ball of hatred he had just enthralled and prepared to fight.
The creatures took up positions around the room and then stopped advancing- as if waiting for something. Mark was wondering what they were planning when a larger bug appeared and stood behind the others.
This one was different. Mark could see flashes of Sasha's blond, blue-eyed head temporarily replace its bug head. It was unsettling, and Mark's skin began to crawl with panic as it approached.
The eight-foot beetle emerged from the passageway and calmly entered the chamber, walking past all of the others. When it got close enough, it raised one of its six, black, insect arms and hurled a massive volley of lightning bolts directly into Mark and his enthralled cat-girl.
Pain lanced through his body, and he could hear her hissing in her own world of pain next to him as they were both sent sprawling across the floor. Random arcs of lighting struck everything around them, blasting chunks of stone from nearby support columns and sections of the floor.
Mark writhed on the ground, barely able to think. His arms and face were charred, and he could smell burning hair. He flashed back to the day he ordered a large hot sausage from the Piping Pie Pizza machine and wondered if history was repeating itself.
Substantial chunks of stone started to fall from the ceiling, and it looked like the whole place was going to come down on them any minute.
He noticed that the beetle-men were retreating and thought it was a good idea, but his muscles weren't listening. The large one was the last to go and stood in the passageway to make sure no one escaped.
Mark didn't really know what to do, so he did the one thing he could. He looked over and saw the singed cat-girl a few yards from him, curled into a ball and having the same issues he was having. All he could make out was her tail and her two triangle ears.
Mark clenched his teeth and pushed through the pain, forcing his hand with his heart-shaped ring to reach out towards her. He drew on the years worth of practice of repeatedly healing Sasha and put everything he had into using all of his abilities on the creature he had just enthralled.
He told her he was going to take care of her, and that's exactly what he was going to do.
Bright sparks began to rain down on her, and golden rings appeared around her appendages. She convulsed slightly and quickly got onto all fours, arching her back and putting her forehead down on the floor as pleasure instead of pain wracked her body.
A massive chunk of ceiling fell behind his head, almost turning him into red goo, but there was nothing Mark could do for himself.
He finished channeling the last drop of power into her, and he was spent. He knew he was going to die but at least he kept his word, and maybe with some enhanced abilities, she would be able to fight her way out of this tomb.
The cat-girl looked over at Mark, her large eyes wide in shock, but otherwise seemed to be healed up nicely. After a moment of hesitation, she bounded over to him, squatted over his stomach and put both hands on his shoulders. She put her face by his, and he could feel her soft, sleek fur on his cheek.
In a quiet voice, she whispered, "My name is Ahnix..."
And then Mark felt like he was turned inside out.
The next thing he saw was a vibrant night sky. Millions of stars and colorful nebula stretched out above him. The cat-girl, Ahnix was still straddling him, and she stood up now, looking around.
He was in agony still and could barely croak out, "What?" when she squatted back down and put her soft, furry hand over his mouth.
She leaned in close to whisper in his ear again.
"We are out of danger for the moment, but do not draw them to our position. Remain quiet."
She pulled back and looked down at him, her small mouth pulled into a frown. She appraised him, passing her eyes over his burnt body, and then carefully climbed up to the top edge of a nearby dune.
Mark tried to ignore his seared arms and face. He closed his eyes and stayed still.
Based on the available information, they were outside now, and he was laying on cold sand. He had no idea how they got to where they were. Did the helper fairy intervene? He could hear small footsteps in the sand as Ahnix came back over and squatted next to him.
"We are far enough away from the palace that they will not hear us. It is safe to heal yourself now," she said. This was the first time he heard her speak without whispering, and her voice was lower than he expected from a short cat-girl.
Mark was also slightly shocked to learn that he could heal himself. Why not? He tested his invisible pool of energy and found that it was still empty.
"Can't. All spent, need more time. How did we get out?"
She regarded him again with her half-lidded eyes and small frowning mouth. It seemed to be her default facial expression. He thought back to one of his favorite phrases, 'resting bitch-face'. She could be the poster child for that.
Eventually, she spoke. "You didn't know I could teleport?"
His eyes tried to widen in surprise, but his electrical burns made him wince in pain instead.
"No," he responded with a weak smile. She studied his face, her eyes narrow.
"Why did you heal and enhance me, then? What if I just ran?"
"Thought I was gonna die. Told you I was going to protect you. Take care of you. Did what I could."
It hurt to speak, so he stopped. She frowned down on him as he laid in the sand looking up at the colorful stars strewn across the sky. There was a massive moon above them drenching everything in cool moonlight.
Ahnix stood abruptly, walked a few steps and plopped down in the sand, her back to him. He watched her as she sat, and it looked like she was thinking.
Her tail slowly slid around in the sand like a direct link to her weaving thoughts. After enough time had passed, Mark felt like he could pop off another heal. He lifted his ring finger and tried to target himself for the first time.
Softly glowing sparks started to rain down on him, and he could feel a tingling in his groin area. It didn’t seem to be as intense as it was for his Enthralled, but maybe it was like the difference between someone touching you and touching yourself. Miraculously, he felt much better. All of his wounds and burns faded, and he sat up. The first thing that he really needed to test was if he still had feeling in his hands.
He placed them down in the sand, and relief washed over him when found could feel every grain as he grazed his fingers over the desert's cool surface.
Ahnix looked at him over her furry shoulder with her large eyes. Mark stood up. He could get a better feel for landscape now that he wasn’t on his back and saw that they were in the middle of a vast desert. Beyond the dune she had peeked over, he could see the top of the pyramid in the distance. It looked like it was about a mile away. She followed him with her eyes as he walked over to sit in front of her.
"Mark, you said. That's your name?"
"That's me," he flashed her a grin.
"Listen, Mark. I don't trust Collectors. I am not a toy to be used and discarded. I was part of the royal guard, enthralled to a young Fighter prince."
"I could tell I wasn't in the presence of commoner. Nobility radiates from you," he said.
She watched him for a hint of sarcasm. He was serious, so she didn’t find any.
"It's been a long time..." she lowered her head to study the grains of sand between them. He loved the way her straight, shiny hair moved.
He felt that he should not interrupt her again, so he remained silent and let her gather her thoughts. She looked up at him after a short while.
"I was reduced to a beast for longer than I can even conceive, roaming these dunes, hunting, surviving, killing anything that crossed my path. All I have are fragments of memories, and then you come along and wake me from an eternal nightmare and expect... expect everything to be alright. It hasn't been alright for a long time."
Again, Mark's initial thought was to reassure her everything was going to be okay. But he really couldn't make that promise. Given what they were up against he wasn't sure it was going to be okay.
From her story, he pieced together that this fighter prince guy disavowed her. There was a lot of that going around.
"Do you expect me to be your slave and obey your every command?" she asked, keeping her eyes on him. Mark knew he was on a knife's edge here. Bonding with an Enthralled was a lot more complicated than he thought it would be.
Looking into her half-lidded eyes and her frowny little mouth he realized he honestly did want to care for her. To fix what was broken inside her. She did save his life after all.
"Nope. I want you to be you. From the way you handle yourself, I would only be holding you back by ordering you around. I intend to make you stronger and set you loose on the world to show everyone exactly what you are capable of."
She blinked and her wall of mistrust dissipated.
"Why me?" She asked.
"To be honest, I'm not sure. I'm relatively new to this broken world. My soul was guided here by a friendly spirit. She imbued me with a magic gift intended to fix things. She put me in your path and said you were important." He wasn't really lying to her, but he didn’t think she would understand if he told her the actual truth behind what was going on. "You already saved my life once. Like you said, you could have just teleported out on our own, leaving me to be crushed and buried in that tomb for all eternity." He looked her up and down and nodded his approval. "Pretty solid choice for a party member if you ask me."
"What sort of magic gift?" she asked, skeptical again.
"She said it would give me and my Enthralled the power to fix the broken parts of this world. I just woke up and got my face melted. I haven't really had a chance to test things yet. The first step is to train you up, maybe find some other party members. Get stronger. Save the world."
Her black tail started to flip wildly behind her. "Other party members- What does that mean?"
"Strength in numbers, right? My class can have the largest team out of all of them. I'm a Lover after all." He held up is ring so she could see it. Her eyes crossed slightly, and her large, round pupils contracted as she looked at the heart-shaped ring he wore. He was starting to think she was pretty cute.
Not in the overly sexual way Sasha's succubus form was, but Ahnix was a hottie in her own, tight body way.
Her large eyes focused back on his, and her tail swished around behind her as she worked everything out in her mind.
"I'll trust you, for now, Mark. But if you betray that trust, I will tear off your cock and shove it into your skull, through your eye-socket." Her voice was quiet, and she didn’t take her eyes off of his.
Despite the grotesque visual, he swallowed hard and offered his hand out to her.
"Deal."
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They had been walking through the desert dunes all night, and just as the scorching sun was about to peak over the horizon, they came to a ruined and crumbling remains of El Zarqa Outpost. Ahnix had told Mark she was taking him to the closest, last known location of civilization so they could try and do some quests and earn some essence. They were still about half a mile out, but from the looks of the place, Mark thought they were only going to find ghosts.
They were quietly approaching the closest ruined building when two horrific creatures emerged out of the sand to ambush them.
They had smooth black faces with no features and long segmented arms that looked just like two, huge scorpion tails. They stood on black, muscular, human legs and each had a massive erect penis sticking out of their pelvises that Mark found extra unsettling.
Soundlessly, one charged Ahnix, and the other charged Mark, kicking sand up as they ran.
His cat-girl hissed and dove right for her attacker, ducking one of his stinger arms and slashing a massive gash in its chest.
Mark's attention was pulled to his own attacker, and he wished his Class had more options when it came to combat. With no weapons and his only abilities being able to heal or enhance, he was no match for this thing.
He did the only thing he could do, run. He took off at a perpendicular angle trying to stay near Ahnix, so her deadly claws could help tear it apart after shredding hers. He might have been able to outrun the disgusting creature if he had merely run straight away, but it gained on him quickly.
Mark had to duck and roll away from a venom dripping stinger as it whistled through where his head used to be.
The move set the scorpion creature off balance, and it took a moment to get back moving in the right direction. Mark scrambled to his feet and continued to run from his attacker. He risked a glance at Ahnix and saw as she dealt a fatal blow, taking half of its head off. A rush of essence entered his body when its life ended.
Ahnix looked over at Mark and vanished. He experienced a brief moment of dread, thinking he was left alone with this insect rape-monster when he heard a low growl come from behind him.
Mark looked over his shoulder at the creature that was chasing him and, he saw its head slump forward and roll to the ground.
Ahnix was behind it, and by the mess left where its neck used to be it looked like she severed his head in one attack.
Mark stopped running and turned around. A second rush of essence tickled his prostate as it entered his body. He assumed he would get used to that eventually.
Ahnix was standing over the corpse of his attacker and trying to rip off one of her bandages that were restricting the movement of her arm. Mark walked over to her, stepping around the bile-oozing head that she had just removed. The sun was above the horizon now, and Mark could see Ahnix clearly, in daylight, for the first time.
He focused on her long pointed ears coming out of the top of her head, and noticed that they seemed more canine-like when the rest of her was mostly cat-like. Now that he thought of it she kind of looked like the Egyptian god, Anubis, but female, with short, sleek golden fur and cat features. It was an interesting mix.
"You are simply amazing. You've saved my life once more. Thank you, Ahnix,"
She tore off the dangling bandage that had been annoying her and looked at him with her customary, snobbish frown.
"I've fought many such creatures during my long nightmare. We should check the rest of this place for more attackers. Stay close."
He nodded and followed behind her. Her toned legs ended in a pair of chiseled, muscular buns with a long black tail limply weaving behind her. The daylight also gave him a good look at her feet and noticed that they were mostly human, except they seemed smaller than they ought to be, with black pads on the bottom, like cat feet. He also noted that her legs were human shaped and not bent the wrong way like many other human-hybrid creatures around here. Considering the scorpion men he just saw, with their bizarre and unsettling anatomy, there didn’t seem to be any rhyme or reason to how the creatures of this world were built.
"I'm really impressed by the way you took that thing's head off in one attack," he told her, thinking again about how useless he seemed in combat.
"Sneak attack. Does much more damage," she responded, scanning the buildings with her large eyes and her stiff, forward pointing ears.
Sneak attack- of course. He'd have to remember that. Everything felt so mind-bogglingly real he forgot this was a video game.
He was the healer, and she was the rogue of this party, the burst-damage dealer. They just needed to find a tank to attract the hits and maybe a ranged damage dealer or two.
Now that he looked at it from a standard RPG party perspective, he was actually looking forward to when he would be more useful in combat.
His musings about the future of his battle harem were cut short when she put out a sleek-furred arm to stop him. He looked to where Ahnix's attention was focused and saw why she stopped. Right in the middle of town was a large swath of digital corruption. It was like a garbled tear in reality. Or virtual reality, Mark corrected himself. He took a moment to wonder if he would ever forget that all this wasn't real. Perhaps if got stuck in here for long enough...
He shook the thought away. This was the perfect opportunity to see if the helper fairy had just been pulling his cock when she said he was gifted the ability to fix tears like this.
Just then a blood-curdling scream came from behind them, and they spun around to see what must have been the scorpion creatures' mate.
A seven-foot-tall monster that looked like a nightmarish mix between a wasp and a beautiful woman stood in the sand on four insect legs. She had a wasp bottom, stinger included, but also had huge, perfect tits. Her head was that of an insect with long antennae and sharp mandibles.
Ahnix pulled Mark into the shade of a nearby abandoned building and yanked him down into a couch with her.
"Stay here, Mark. You'd be impaled by that thing instantly," she said, not taking her eyes off of it as she peeked around a corner. Something in Ahnix's voice hinted that she thought she also would have a hard time with this creature, herself.
Mark looked around him for anything useful and found a four-foot, rusty, iron pole, half-buried in the sand. A plan began to form in his mind.
"I'm not letting you fight that thing alone. How about this; I enhance you now and then go out there and distract that thing. It will chase after me. Then you do your patented teleport, sneak attack trick but with enhanced abilities. What do you think?" She looked at Mark, considering what he said.
He continued, "Once your attack has its attention, I'll run back in and beat it with this." He held up the decaying, iron bar. "I've still got an instant heal if something goes wrong."
Ahnix scrutinized him, judging his ability to carry out such a plan. Outside, the creature let out another high-pitched screech that seemed a lot closer than before. It was going to find them sooner rather than later. She sighed and gave him a nod.
Mark returned her nod and held out his ring, channeling pleasure into her. This was the first time he was only enhancing and not healing, and he hoped he could mentally separate the two. He didn't want to blow his limited abilities on a wasted heal.
His instincts told him he needed to focus his thoughts on her fearsome fighting abilities and... fuck them good. He needed to pleasure the abstract concept of her claws, in combat, with his mental penis.
Embracing that concept did the trick, and Ahnix's normally half-lidded eyes rolled into the back of her head slightly. He heard a muffled, "Mmmph," as she bit down on her lower lip.
Golden, glowing rings appeared around her wrists and ankles, then shrunk down until they touched her furry skin, and Mark felt a portion of his energy leave him and enter her.
After the transfer was complete, Mark hefted the iron pipe like he was holding a rifle and ran out into the sun-baked, abandoned plaza. The creature was close by, standing in the foundation of a large, destroyed building.
Mark waved the pole over his head and shouted, "Come get me you disgusting bitch!" and then he ran as fast as his little legs would carry him down one of the sandy streets of the ruined outpost.
He made it about thirty yards when he heard the creature catching up to him.
A hiss, followed by an insect screech from behind signaled him to stop and turn around.
The wasp creature was only a few feet away, but it had spun around and was now facing Ahnix. Mark could see a massive, oozing gash on its back from her claws. The giant insect woman before him had two arms and four legs all intent on ending the life of his cat-girl. Ahnix was trying to find an opening to strike, but could only find time to evade.
Mark screamed a battle cry, ran up to the bulbous wasp abdomen and brought the rusty pipe down on it as hard he could. It made a loud hollow thunk, and the ancient pipe broke in two, leaving a two-foot pole in his hand. The attack didn't seem to do much damage, and it didn’t draw the giant monster's attention like he had hoped it would.
Even with the enhancement, Ahnix was having a hard time dealing with all the attacks coming at her. She dodged and back flipped away, but the creature was solely intent on killing her.
Inspiration struck as Mark looked down at the jagged edge of the rusty iron pipe piece he was still holding. He used every ounce of strength he had and jammed the pole into its pulsating, black abdomen. It pierced its hard carapace and sunk deep as he drove it down.
The massive creature tilted its head back and screeched up into the sky. In a blur of motion, it spun and caught Mark in the chest with one of its hard, armored arms. He felt a few ribs break as he sailed through the air and landed in a heap of pain a few yards away.
The distraction was all Ahnix needed. She leaped up onto its insect face and tore into its head with her razor-sharp claws. The creature dropped to the ground. Even in his blinding pain, Mark felt a substantial rush of essence enter his body.
Now that the creature was dead and the threat was over he didn’t hesitate to end his suffering with a quick heal on himself. He could feel his bones snap back in place and was exceedingly grateful that the intense pain was replaced with a slight tingling pleasure.
He took a deep breath and looked around. Ahnix had walked over to him and knelt on one knee in the sand by his side. It was amazing how she always seemed to be looking down on him as if she was a queen and he, a lowly peasant, daring to appear in her line of sight.
She reached out a soft furry hand to him. He took it, and she stepped back, pulling him to his feet.
They stood there holding hands, just looking into each other's eyes, and it felt eerily similar to his many mornings with Sasha when she pulled him out of bed.
Back then, he had the instinct to hug her because he felt that's what she wanted. He got the sense that if he embraced Ahnix now, it would seem desperate and confusing. The act would put an uncomfortable wedge between them.
A thought occurred to Mark that maybe these instincts he received about the right moves with his Enthralled were attributed to his Lover Class. Maybe he was just that good with women. Although, if he was honest with himself, traditionally, that wasn't the case. Either way, he just knew that he'd be better off listening to these instincts.
"Nice work," Ahnix said, squeezing his hand firmly before letting go and dropping her arm back to her side. "Let's continue to search this place and find some shade to rest in before the sun gets too high." She turned from him and pulled at another loose bandage around her ankle and tossed it aside before moving back out into the ruined outpost.
They searched the outpost thoroughly, and the sun was becoming unbearable. Walking in sand with boots on was seriously working out his legs. During their search, they found an ancient well that still had cool, crisp water in its deep underground reservoir. They both drank heavily from the bucket, and Ahnix was very pleased to wash off some of the foul bug gut residue on her hands.
Mark was able to see how her claws worked as she unsheathed them while he poured out the water. Her hands looked like regular human hands aside from the fact that they were covered in sleek golden fur. If she clenched the right muscles, sharp black claws like curved daggers emerged out of the tops of her fingers.
With the entire place deemed free of further bug-people, they returned to the corrupted section in the center of the town. Mark had no idea what he needed to do in order to fix this. The flickering space before him jumped from static to swirling insanity and back to static. It oozed a vibe of wrongness.
The most logical course of action would be to hold out his ring and channel pleasant thoughts at the huge cloud of glitchy mess in front of him. It seemed to work for everything else. But, nothing seemed to happen when he tried though.
Ahnix had her arms crossed and leaned against a nearby broken wall, patient yet skeptical, waiting for the miracle he promised he could perform.
Mark's next real option was to stick his hand in there. Part of him wanted to just walk away and give up. Did he really need to do this? All he needed to do was defeat Sasha, and to do that, he needed to build up his team. Why bother with this tear in the world?
Despite this desperate line of logic, his instincts were telling him that he needed to listen to that damned helper fairy and heal these tears when he found them, or he would regret it later.
After taking a deep breath, he slowly pushed his hand past the boundary of the corruption.
Pain came quickly- like he stuck his hand in a blender. He gasped and tried to pull it out but he could not. After a few heartbeats of panic, he calmed his mind and just tried to will the tear closed and the swirling static of corruption inches from his face instantly vanished. He looked at his outstretched hand and was glad to see everything was fine there, all five fingers wiggled on command. That was easier than he thought.
He couldn’t tell what was more surprising; The massive amount of essence that rushed into him sending waves of pleasure through his body, or that what stood in its place was a fully intact building with no signs of decay.
He felt Ahnix walk up next to him and stare at the result of his handiwork. Not only was this building intact, but everywhere the cloud of corruption had been was replaced with relatively clean walls. It appeared the stuff that had been there before might just be suspended in limbo, and when he healed a tear, reality reverted to what was there before.
Ahnix pointed a furry, golden finger at the ground off to his left, and he looked over to find a severed pair of legs wearing billowy white pants, laying just inside the restored area. Blood was leaking out onto the hot sand. Near to the lost legs was a single severed foot, wearing a sandal.
"Looks like not everyone made it out in one piece," Mark said, looking over at Ahnix.
She studied him again like seeing him for the first time.
"In my feral state, over the past countless years, I have a vague memory of a sundering. A tearing of the land. That wrong feeling these places and creatures had sent me scurrying away into the shadows. And here you have come to do this." She gestured to the restored building in front of them. "I believe you, Mark. I believe the things you say."
She just told him that she fully trusted him, and yet she still had that small frown and almost disinterested look on her exotic face. He wondered if he would ever see her truly smile or even laugh.
Mark wasn't done with her yet and saw he had his work cut out for him. He flashed her a huge grin and shielded his eyes from the almost noon-day sun.
“Let's get out of this heat, what do you say?"
She nodded, her straight, black hair swinging forward and back. They walked through the door and entered the building he had just restored.
It felt great to be under some shade. Inside, they discovered the building was a two level, multi-family home. No one was alive inside, and Mark wondered if they would find people alive after healing other tears.
They instantly went to the kitchen and quickly munched on some root vegetables stored in baskets. He thought they had a mildly unpleasant texture and a taste like salty carrots, but Mark choked them down anyway as it felt like he hadn’t eaten in days.
He asked Ahnix if she was strictly a carnivore, and she assured him that she ate what she pleased. She sunk her tiny fangs into the not-carrots but didn’t seem to enjoy them any more than he did.
After they put something in their bellies, they pulled a few mattresses down to the largest room on the ground floor and set up a soft nest to wait out the heat of the day.
Mark sat on one of the mattresses and expected Ahnix to join him on hers, but she remained standing a few feet away. She wordlessly began to untangle herself from the ancient and dirty cloth strips that covered her body.
At first, he thought that he should leave her to her privacy, but he told himself that if she wanted privacy, she wouldn’t be shy about telling him to leave, or simply going somewhere else in the building where he wasn’t able to see. So he just sat back and wondered how much of the dusty cloth she was going to remove.
She took her time, slowly unraveling the long strips and rolling them up. Once the strip had been unwound from her body, she would take a finished roll of cloth and place it on the wooden table nearby. Her long, black tail hung limply behind her with only an occasional flick of its tip.
She started to unwrap her arms, then moved to her legs, and more and more of her toned and sleek-muscled body became revealed to him. She was down to what looked like only a few more long strips wrapped around her small breasts and her crotch.
He thought she was going to stop there, but she didn't.
This whole time she hadn’t cast a single glance in Mark's direction until she started to unwrap her chest. Ahnix looked him right in the eye, judging his reaction with her beautiful, regal face.
She got to the end of the cloth, and he saw his cat-girl topless. Ahnix wasn't flat-chested but definitely had an athletic build. She had pink nipples that pointed upwards, and the short, sleek, golden, fur that covered her torso went right up to her areolas.
Not finding a reason to stop after scrutinizing Mark's reaction to her exposed chest, she reached a hand down between her toned thighs and started to unwrap the last of her dirty cloth bandages. Even though she was dressed like one, Mark was very grateful Ahnix was not a traditional mummy. When she had finally finished, she began to roll up the last bandage, not taking her half-lidded eyes off of Mark. He noticed for the first time that her upper eyelids were covered in the same fine, black fur that colored her forearms and calves. Combined with the Egyptian style eyeliner markings, she had a really interesting pattern to her coat.
His eyes wandered across her perky tits, past her firm and tightly muscled stomach and down to the golden fur by her vagina. Her tight pussy lips were covered in the same golden fur, but he could see a slightly protruding, pink clitoris near the top. He also expected to see a black triangle or a strip, or something patterned into where her pubic hair would be, but the short, golden fur made it look like she had a shaved pussy.
She finished rolling up the last strip of gauzy cloth and padded her tiny feet over to the other mattress, her black tail trailing like a streamer behind her. She got on her knees, put her hands on the mattress and walked her body forward until she was laying flat on her stomach. She was watching him the whole time. He couldn't help himself and let his eyes wander over to her exceptionally muscled ass laid out in front of him. Her black furred tail switched back and forth, and he got the sense she was irritated by something.
His mind raced trying to not blow this by making the wrong move. An option rose to the surface, and it felt right, so he acted on it.
He took off his silk vest and folded it up and placed it on the floor next to his mattress. Even though they were in the shade, it was still pretty hot. He gave the cat-girl some time to gaze at his tanned and toned chest. Then, he pulled off his silk pants exposing his fully erect and rock hard cock.
Her firm, toned body begged to be touched, and he was looking forward to seeing how that sleek fur felt against his skin. Also, it felt like he had absorbed a massive amount of essence. He thought that if he didn’t empty it soon, any more he gained would go to waste.
He folded up his pants and sat with his arm on his knee, looking at Ahnix. He was sitting in such a way that she had full view of his throbbing cock, and her attention was fixed on it.
Another thought hit him, and he felt like he just knew what she wanted him to do next.
He spoke quietly, "Ahnix, do I have permission to touch you?"
Her half-lidded eyes shot from his cock up to his eyes when he spoke, and she took a moment before responding.
She turned her head away from him and put her chin forward on her folded arms.
"You may," she replied.
He smiled, got on his knees and joined her on her mattress. He continued to follow the subconscious messages he was receiving from her. It almost felt like he was reading her mind- it felt like cheating.
He got on his knees, straddled her thick legs, and started to rub her tightly muscled back with his palms. He could tell she was surprised by this because she lifted her head off of her arms and tensed slightly. He continued to rub her firm back and worked his way up to her shoulders. She began to melt under his strong hands kneading her stiff muscles and let her head drop limply back onto her crossed arms.
The fur that covered her body was sleeker than he expected. It was very fine and soft, and none of it seemed to come off in his hands.
Getting cat fur everywhere would surely be a turn-off.
He continued to work her back, neck, and shoulders for a while, and he started to hear a subtle purring noise coming from her chest. He moved his way down to her toned thighs and calves, intentionally skipping over her firm ass cheeks. He got down to her feet and gently started to rub the ball of his thumb over the arch of her foot, giving attention to the soft black pads.
He had never really been good at giving massages, but it seemed all he had to do was listen to what a woman's body was telling him.
He knew exactly where to place his thumbs and used both of them to smooth them across the bottom of her foot, starting in the middle and working his way out.
After massaging her feet slowly for a while, he worked his way up her calves and the backs of her thighs again, this time getting dangerously close to her thickly muscled ass cheeks. Taking his time, he eventually crossed that threshold and began to knead her tight ass with his palms. He would press against her toned buttocks with his hands and continue that pressure as he slid up her back and reached her neck, careful not to touch her tail. Something told him he was better off leaving her tail alone. He did this over and over until he felt that she was like melted butter.
Slowly and gradually he moved down to her inner thighs, and she spread her legs apart eagerly, to allow him access.
He eventually started to graze her pussy lips with his hands, and she rocked her hips back to allow him even further access. Mark took two fingers and gently massaged her pussy lips and inner thighs. The short fur on her vagina felt smooth and silky. He took the two fingers and slid them down over her clitoris then back up over her pussy lips, and she let out a small moan, rocking her ass back further encouraging him to continue exploring her soft, supple vagina. He slid his fingers up and down her slit until he started to feel a wetness cover his fingers.
His cock was so rock hard now he really only had one course of action. He pulled his wet fingers away from her pussy and grabbed onto her soft, furry shoulders.
He leaned in close to one of her ears on the top of her head and whispered, "Ahnix, do I have permission to fuck you?"
"Yes..." she moaned, her face pressed into the mattress.
He tightened his firm grip on her shoulders and pressed his cock against her exposed, wet pussy. He didn't find the right spot on the first try and slid his swollen head down over her clit. She didn't seem to mind. He pulled up a little, found the right spot and inserted his hot, throbbing cock slowly into her tight, furry pussy. Her sopping, wet lips ate it up, and he pressed down until his groin was touching her firm ass.
She let out a low moan and rotated her hips up even further as to keep her tail out of the way.
He slid his dick in and out, slowly at first and then built up speed. She had her face buried in the mattress, but he could hear her moan every time he thrust into her. He continued to massage her muscular shoulders as he pumped in and out of her.
She lifted her head and started letting out longer and longer, "Mmmm,” noises with sharp inhaled breaths in-between. Sooner than he expected, her moans caught in her throat, and she held her breath, tightening every muscle in her body. She was right on the edge. He firmly pumped her full of his rock-hard cock a few more times, and she let out the breath she had been holding in one long gasp.
Mark felt the essence within him transfer into her as her body spasmed, and her hot, wet pussy made a fist on his dick. He knew she was cumming and slowed his thrusting down, but didn’t stop.
He continued to slowly slide his hard cock in and out as aftershocks rocked her body, and she sporadically clenched her pussy muscles around his dick. Her moans lowered an octave, and he took this as a sign to ramp up his thrusting.
She got up on her elbows, lifting her face off the mattress and she started panting heavily as he continued to ram her from behind, pushing right through her first orgasm.
Her little pussy was sopping wet from her cum, and his rock hard dick slipped in and out with ease.
Again, sooner than he expected, she held her breath and buried her face back into the mattress. Her whole body was wracked with small convulsions, and she came again all over his hard cock. He slowed his movements down again to give her time to catch her breath.
After a few more thrusts she pulled her legs up and her pussy away from his cock. It slurped out into the relatively cool air, completely covered with her pussy juice.
He waited on his knees wondering what she was doing. Ahnix rolled off the mattress on to her knees and turned, so she was facing him.
She pointed to the place her head had been buried in the mattress and said, "Lay down."
He obeyed and laid on his back where she had been on her stomach a moment ago.
Ahnix quickly shifted sideways, lifting a fury thigh over his face and planted her dripping, wet pussy right on his mouth.
She reached down, grabbed the base of his cock and began to suck her own pussy juice off his dick. Mark opened his mouth to suck on her furry, wet vagina and found that her pussy tasted like some savory spice he couldn’t put his finger on. He rubbed his lips all over it, lapping up her delicious juices.
Her puckered pink asshole was right on his nose, and he took a moment to lick that as well. She moaned softly with his dick in her small mouth. He was slightly worried about her needle-sharp teeth and fangs, but she seemed to know what she was doing.
She wrapped one of her furry hands around his shaft and brought her nose down to touch her fingers. She used her warm hand and her hot mouth to engulf his cock in never-ending pleasure. He felt like he was close to coming and started to suck on her clit in response. The frantic moans vibrating his dick while her lips were wrapped around it sent him over the edge, and he shot his load into her mouth. She eagerly slurped up and swallowed every drop.
He wasn't done with her yet, though. He could sense she was close to orgasm number three and redoubled his efforts alternating between sucking on and flicking her clit with his tongue. He took his arms and wrapped them up over her thick thighs and pressed her pussy down harder on his face. His nose ended up inside her asshole, and his tongue found its way deep into her exquisite pussy. No wonder she wanted to lick her own cum off of his dick, it was intoxicatingly delicious.
Her body was wracked with another orgasm, and her spasming pussy slid all over his face.
She got up after she stopped shaking, turned around again and got on top of him, aligning her face with his.
Her body was an interesting combination of hard and soft. Firm, sleek muscles wrapped tightly in short, soft fur. And her warmth. Every part of her was warm to the touch.
She looked him right in the eye, then closed hers, and began to kiss and lick her pussy juice off his face, purring slightly as she did so. They kissed for what seemed like a long time.
Afterward, she snuggled into his side with her head in his armpit, and an arm and leg draped across him.
"Mark?" she asked quietly in his ear.
"Mmm?" he responded, his eyes closed. Sleep was tugging at him. He always felt like sleeping after cumming.
"Since you didn't pick my upgrade I took that to mean I should choose for myself."
Mark opened his eyes and considered what she had just said. Was he missing something? How was he supposed to pick her upgrade? Maybe this had to do with Sasha 'removing all interface menus'. He really didn't know what that meant, but he seemed to be getting by fine without them. He decided to try and use this to his advantage. Isn’t that what smart people did- turn their weakness to their advantage?
"You are your own person, and you know yourself best. I trust you to pick whatever you want."
She was quiet for a while, but a shift in her mood caught his attention, and he looked down at her.
Ahnix was crying.
"Hey-hey-hey, what's wrong?" He asked, concern in his voice.
"It's just... You are nothing like I have ever experienced." She sat up and turned her large wet eyes down on his. Mark met her gaze and took his cue to remain silent again.
"Before... when I was enthralled to Prince Amenophis and part of the royal court, I was never treated like this. He was young and ordered me to do all sorts of things to him and demanded to do all sorts of things to me. He determined my skills, my meals, the clothes I wore... Everything. I figured all Enthralled were treated this way, and that I should just feel privileged to be part of a noble house. He was a fighter class, only allowed to have one bond. The two of us would fight deadly monsters, and we were unstoppable. One day, exploring a ruined temple in the northern jungle, he spotted a panther-woman with massive breasts and decided, after seven years... based on the size of my chest alone, that I was unfit to serve him or to retain a mind of my own. He disavowed me on the spot to make room for her. I was reduced to a mindless beast for time immeasurable.
She tilted her head down, and her straight, black hair slid forward again just the way he liked. Mark reached under her small furry chin and tilted her face back up to meet his eyes and then began to slowly caress her beasts with his knuckles.
"Ahnix, as long as you fight with me and not against me I will do everything I can to protect you. You've already saved my life at least twice in one day. Consider yourself irreplaceable."
He paused, making sure she understood. Then he looked down at her nipples. "And I think these perky little tits suit your sleek and toned body perfectly. I would never change a thing."
Her large eyes brimmed over with tears and then lunged at him, pressing her warm, furry body against his and wrapped her arms around his broad chest in a fierce hug. He held her until it seemed like she had regained most of her composure.
"So, what upgrade did you pick?" he asked.
She lifted her head off of his chest, and he saw her small, frowny, catlike mouth almost curl into a smile.
"Doom Kick."
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They slept the rest of the day and woke up when the sun set. Ahnix shredded a clean, white sheet with her sharp claws and tightly wrapped her chest and crotch in the familiar mummy fashion. Mark found a canvas bag and tossed in a few of the non-carrots, (Ahnix called them Dorns) and found two large waterskins to fill with water from the well. He also requisitioned a second sheet to use over his head.
Ahnix showed him a handful of silver coins she said she found in the pants of the severed legs they had seen earlier. Mark shrugged and slipped them into his pocket. After they had gathered everything useful they could find, he put his sheet on and tied an extra strip of cloth around it like a headband. They were ready to go.
Ahnix told him they should head north until they found the Vull, a wide river that ran from the jungles beyond the desert down to the ocean. She told him if there were any settlements, they would find them along its fertile banks.
They marched through the shifting sand for hours, trudging up and down the windswept dunes, and Mark hated every minute of it. 
As they were walking, he noticed a large, sandstone outcropping that time and erosion had shaped to sort of look like a bird. The bright moon above them in the sky coated its wings with a silver radiance, and the stone bird looked like it was about to leap up to the heavens. It gave Mark an idea.
"Hey Ahnix, why are we walking like chumps?"
She stopped and looked back at him. "Like what?" she asked, confused.
He caught up to her and stopped as well. "Can't you just teleport us a mile at a time like before when you saved us from those weird lighting beetles in the pyramid?"
"Normally, I can only move thirty yards or so. You hit me with a powerful enhancement, remember?"
"I could always hit you again." He raised an eyebrow, suggestively and held out his ring.
"I'm not a horse, Mark."
"Okay... How about I make you a deal. You take us on one ride, right now, and I'll never ask you to frivolously do it again, and, as an added bonus, I'll let you ride me anytime you like."
She studied him for a while and then moved in close until her tiny cat nose was almost touching his.
"Hit me."
Mark wrapped his hands around her thin waist and placed his lips on hers. They kissed under the silver moon, surrounded by endless desert dunes. He tried to split his attention between her furry lips and figuratively making love to her teleport ability.
Her breath caught, and she pressed her tight body harder against him, absorbing the pleasurable energy. When it was over, she let out the breath she was holding and twirled around him, spinning him, so he was facing back the way they came while pointing herself in their intended direction. He could clearly see the stone bird close by, bathed in moonlight.
She looked far into the distance behind him and squinted. Without any real warning, his body experienced the sensation of turning inside-out again.
A rush of landscape and poof, there they were.
Except, based on the distance of the bird-looking stone, it seemed like they only traveled about one-hundred yards or so. Not anywhere near the same jump as before.
Ahnix took a step back and put her hands on her hips. "That wasn't a powerful enhancement."
Mark looked down at his heart-shaped ring and thought back to the other night in the pyramid. At the time, he had thought he was going to die- that they both were going to die. He had poured everything he had left, and then some, into helping her escape.
This experiment taught him a few things about his abilities; he could control their power level, his mental state and willpower affected their intensity, and if he could infuse her with pleasure while kissing... what would happen if he focused a full combo on her most sensitive of areas while he was fucking her? He would have to try that one later.
"Sorry about that,” Mark said. “Still getting the hang of this thing. Actually, I think this was a really useful test. I need to learn how to control my abilities, for both our sake's. Thank you for playing along."
She looked at him with her small frown and nodded. "Let's get moving."
Ahnix spun around on one padded foot and started marching north, her tail swaying back and forth with the sway of her hips. Mark sighed and willed his feet to plod in the sand after her.
Morning came and went, and they decided to press on instead of resting during the blazing daytime hours. Without shade to take shelter from the burning ball in the azure sky it didn't make much sense to just plop down in the sweltering hot sand and wait for night. The sun didn't seem to bother Ahnix, and if it did, she hid her discomfort well.
As they continued to move north, the dunes grew smaller, and Mark started to see more dead shrubs and cacti than he had in the endless expanse of desolate sand behind them. He tried to ration the water sparingly, but they were going to run out eventually. By mid-afternoon, they were walking on dry, cracked dirt, and his aching calf muscles were glad to leave the rolling dunes behind.
There were only a few hours of sunlight left in the day when they came to a wide trench that looked like a massive, dried-up riverbed. Ahnix stopped when they reached it.
"So, this is what became of the mighty Vull..." She sounded distant as she looked out over the dry, cracked dirt. Mark put a hand on her shoulder, and she quickly turned to scan the landscape around them.
"I'm not sure which way to go,” she said. “Staying along the riverbed is still the best course as this couldn't have happened overnight. There are bound to be some signs of life still..." She looked back over the desolate scar that she thought held clear, rushing waters. He could tell this missing river shook her up a little.
"East towards the jungle or west towards the ocean?" she asked, turning back to him again.
Mark thought about it for a moment. "Jungle means trees, and trees mean shade. Also, we'll need water soon. Drinkable water. Hard to find that in the ocean. I vote Jungle."
She looked at him, turned to the right and started to walk along the edge of the riverbed. Mark shrugged and followed her.
They walked for a while in silence. Mark was studying the way her sleek muscles played under the black fur on her calves and almost ran into her when she stopped. She looked back to get his attention and then pointed at something in the distance.
Far up, on the other side of the dry riverbed, was what looked like a wooden structure, like a wall.
"Finally a town! We could sure use a rest," Mark said, putting his hands on his knees. They had been walking for almost twenty-four hours straight. Hopefully, they would find more than monsters and dust. They crossed the dry riverbed and headed toward the distant structure.
It was twilight when they approached the large gate in a wall of sharpened logs. The cut trees were lined up, close together, with the clear intention of keeping things out. On the right side of the gate was a wooden watchtower that looked empty. They could also see streams of smoke rising from behind the wall signaling campfires, or something like them. The smell of wood smoke and livestock was almost overwhelming after the dry emptiness of the desert behind them.
Mark and Ahnix were nearing the gate when a colorful bolt of light whizzed right between their heads like a bullet. It came from the watchtower, which was now occupied by a shadowy figure.
"Whoa!" Mark put his hands up. "Don't shoot! We come in peace."
Ahnix was not one to stand around for a second shot. She instantly teleported to whoever was shooting at them and extended one razor sharp claw against their throat.
"Put the weapon down," she growled into their attacker’s ear.
He looked like a young man in this twenties, dressed in a similar protective cloth Mark himself was wearing. He did not lower his weapon. Mark thought she was going to rip his throat out when he heard shouting from behind the gate, just before it swung open.
Standing there was an older man who looked way more relaxed than the sniper in the tower.
Mark could see into the town past the older man as the gate swung open fully. Behind him was a mess of colorful tents, goats, children and other adults. The people closest to the wall started to converge on the gate to see who or what was approaching their protective walls.
The older man was wearing a brown vest over his brown skin. He had flowing, white pants with a bright red cloth tied around his waist like a belt. He studied Mark for a moment then nodded his head up at Ahnix and the young man.
"Order your beast to disengage," he projected his voice loudly at Mark.
Mark put his hands down, looked up at his enthralled cat-girl and spoke just as loudly as the old man.
"That dangerously beautiful creature up there is Ahnix, Noble Queen of the Desert. And she takes orders from no one." Mark shifted his gaze to the eyes of the old man. He could tell there was wisdom there. He continued, loudly, "Your man shot at us first. Give me your word you won't attack us again, and we will have no reason to harm you or any of your people."
"What do you want from us?" the old man asked.
"We have a few silver coins we can trade for water and food. If you have any work for the adventuring sort, we'd like to help."
The man at the gate considered Mark's words carefully and then called out to the young man in the watchtower, "Lower your weapon, Son. They mean us no harm."
For a heartbeat, it looked like he wasn't going to listen, but then he lowered what looked like a small crossbow down to his side. Ahnix pulled her hand away from the young man and stepped back, but kept a close watch for any sudden moves.
Mark walked up to the older man and extended his hand out to him.
"I'm Mark."
The older man clasped his rough and weathered hand around Mark's and squeezed firmly.
"Donovan." he said, and then nodded to the tower again and said, "The trigger-happy one is Fayit, my son."
Ahnix vaulted over the edge of the wooden watchtower and smoothly landed on her feet before walking over to stand next to Mark. She nodded at Donovan, and he nodded back.
"Thank you for not killing my foolhardy son. He recently inherited our family heirloom, and he can't wait to use it on something. Lucky for you he can barely hit the side of a dune."
Mark noticed that Ahnix's black tail was flipping around behind her and looked a little more puffed out than usual, too. She was still on edge and needed some answers.
"When I had last visited these Riverlands,” Ahnix began, in full aristocrat mode, “the people welcomed Collectors instead of shooting at them. But that was when there was a river. Tell me, what happened here. Where is the Vull?"
The old man looked into the regal cat-girl's large eyes. He stared until to the point of being uncomfortable. Fayit had climbed down and was now standing by the gate, his dark eyebrows furrowed.
Finally, the weathered old man spoke. "I will answer your questions, and you can answer mine. But first, come inside. Rest. Welcome to Auxuma Village." He turned and beckoned them to follow him.
They walked with Donovan past the gates, passed a sullen Fayit and entered the small tent-city that was Auxuma Village. The smell of roasted meat was making Mark's stomach fold in on itself.
They were led past pens of goats, gawking villagers and smoldering campfires. Some children were afraid and hid behind their parents, others pointed and waved at Ahnix. She looked down on all of them.
They reached a peculiarly large and colorful tent, and Donovan motioned to wooden benches circling a central fire-pit. Mark and Ahnix sat close together on one while their host and his son sat across from them. Fayit laid his interesting-looking crossbow across his lap, and it was the first time Mark got a good look at it.
The weapon seemed to be made entirely of metal, but its color shifted as it moved. He had to assume it was not an ordinary crossbow based on the magic bolt that buzzed passed his face earlier like a colorful bottle rocket. He could really use a ranged weapon like that. Fayit noticed Mark's hungry eyes and cradled the small crossbow to his chest.
"What are you looking at?" the young man spat.
Mark smiled, "That's quite a piece of hardware you got there."
Donovan looked over to his son and chimed in, "That is Myriad, a magic crossbow that has been handed down in my family for generations. I have only heard stories of the Collectors and their Enthralled. My grandfather used to tell me the stories that his grandfather used to tell him. Stories of a time when collectors were everywhere, adventuring around the land, embarking on one quest or another. I was always told that my family was descended from a great adventurer who settled down and founded this village. The crossbow was his." He paused staring at Ahnix again. Mark got the sense that this man was in awe of her. She was quite lovely, but it seemed like more. Like she was something out of legend for him. He addressed her now.
"I am truly sorry, my Queen, that my son attacked you. A caravan from the north comes but once a month to trade with us. It's mostly wild beasts sniffing for food that we see from the vast desert to the south. Allow me to make amends by providing a simple meal and some water."
Ahnix looked over at Mark, and he gave her a half smile. He knew she was quietly reveling in this Queen business he started. She deserved it. She looked back at Donovan and nodded her consent to be served.
The older man yelled out, suddenly, "Dreya! Can you come out and meet our guests?"
There was a muffled commotion from the tent they were sitting near. One of the flaps at the entrance opened with a flourish, and a tall, dark woman with long and mostly gray hair stepped out.
She was holding a large sewing needle and a piece of leather in her hands, but they fell to the dried dirt at her feet the second she saw Ahnix.
The regal cat-girl regarded the newcomer with her standard, disinterested resting-bitch-face. Mark stood up and smiled and nodded a greeting, as he was taught to do when a woman entered the room.
Dreya looked from Ahnix to Mark, to Donovan, and then back to Ahnix.
Donovan spoke up and introduced everyone. "This is Dreya, my beloved. Dreya this is Mark, a Collector. And Ahnix, a Queen from the desert. Please fetch us some water and a few skewers of meat and onions for our guests, won't you?"
Dreya nodded slowly and backed away from the group never taking her eyes off of Ahnix.
Mark was getting the feeling that people around here weren't used to seeing Enthralled. He was no expert and had only seen one other small town, but the world did seem to have changed a lot while he was asleep in that tomb. Mark sat back down after the woman had left.
Ahnix asked her question again, "Tell me, where is the river?"
"The Vull is blocked to the east, deep in the Jungle, by a tear in the world. Its sparkling waters bringing life to this land is yet another of my grandfather's grandfather's stories. It is said the world is dying. Every ten years or so, fueled by another generation's courage and desperation, the village sends out an expedition to divert the mighty river's flow with the sweat of our brow and the strength of our backs. If we could encourage it to move around the tear... but the task is truly hopeless. There are residents, vicious savages, deep in the jungle that will kill and eat you. The work alone would be nigh insurmountable. The dangers make it impossible."
Mark took that as his queue, "Donovan, I am a Collector, sent here from beyond the borders of this realm on a quest to heal your world. I am blessed with the ability to heal tears like the one you mentioned. I will go and bring the Vull back to Auxuma Village."
As soon as Mark finished what he thought was a truly heroic speech, Donovan’s son, Fayit threw his head back and brayed with laughter.
"Goatshit," he said. "Can you turn the sands to sugar, too?"
Mark could feel Ahnix bristle next to him. Her claws came out involuntarily, and she focused on the young man whom she had almost eviscerated.
"Mark will do the things he says," she said, in a low voice.
"I'm not afraid of you," he said, clutching his magic crossbow to his chest.
Mark saw an opportunity here.
"I'll make you a deal, Fayit. If I bring the sparkling, clear waters of the Vull rushing back to your little village, you give me Myriad, your crossbow. If I can't do it, Ahnix and I will never show our faces in your lands again."
Fayit looked over to his father, who just nodded solemnly. With his father behind him, he felt empowered.
"Ha! Deal. When do you leave?"
Mark stood and walked over to the young man who cowered slightly at his approach. Mark offered his hand to Fayit, to shake on their deal. After a moment of hesitation, the young man reached up and shook his hand. Mark made sure to catch his father's eye. He wanted to make sure everyone knew what the agreement was. Donovan gave Mark a nod as well.
"We leave in the morning. That is if your father here will let us spend one night within the shelter of your walls?"
"Of course. I will have a tent made ready for you."
Mark flashed a grin, "Excellent."
The ocean of stars spilled out across the darkening sky above as they feasted on charred goat meat and fresh water. Mark asked where the water came from and Donovan explained that the villagers had to walk a seven-mile round trip to get it.
Donovan told them more stories his grandparents had told him and spoke of the tears in the land and how they came to be. The firelight danced on his old, weathered face as he spoke.
"A long time ago, one man disavowed a powerful Enthralled after promising her he would stay with her forever. Her sorrow was so great it shattered the Crystal Heart into three shards and sent the pieces careening through the land, and where they touched, a rend was torn open. After a time, the shards had finally come to rest, scattered to the ends of the world."
Ahnix was rapt during Donovan's telling of this story, nodding along as if she lived it herself.
Later, in the privacy of their tent, Ahnix held onto him tightly while he stroked the soft fur on her back. She fell asleep, purring contently, with her head on his chest.
Mark was exhausted and wished dearly for the blissful darkness of sleep, but he couldn't stop contemplating how he was ever going to tell Ahnix that the legend about breaking the heart of the world was actually about him.
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They woke with the rising sun and made ready to leave the village. Mark handed Donovan one of the silver pieces they found at the ruined outpost in exchange for a few strips of dried meat and a refill on their waterskin. At first, Donovan said a silver was far too much, but Mark insisted. They thanked Donovan and his family and then exited the village through the south gate.
All they had to do was follow the riverbed to the east, and they should run right into the tear. He hoped it would be that easy. If he squinted, Mark thought he could actually see the trees of the jungle, far ahead of them.
They were ten minutes away from the village when Ahnix turned to look at Mark as they were walking.
"What?" he asked, a smile growing on his face.
"Thank you, Mark. What you said back there on the watchtower- about taking orders. You are an honorable man."
"Hey, I try. And you are one badass cat-girl."
"Girl?" she said, tilting her head slightly.
"Woman?"
"Queen," she corrected him. He saw the edges of her perpetual frown curl up just a little, showing off her tiny fangs before she returned her gaze forward to scan the path ahead for danger.
They walked until the sun was at its zenith in the middle of the sky before they started to see the jungle spring up around them on the sides of the dusty riverbed. The transition happened very quickly, and twenty minutes later they were flanked to either side by towering, vine-covered trees.
Before long, Ahnix pointed out that she could see the tear up ahead and that it looked enormous. Mark's senses weren’t as finely tuned, but he eventually saw the chaotic mess of static and visual corruption spread across their path. All he had to do was climb up one of the sides of the riverbank, shove his hand in and, presto change-o; raging river.
He thought perhaps it would probably be a good idea walk around the edge of the tear to see precisely how far the corruption went. Mark still had no idea how this all worked, and there might be a limit to how big of a tear he could handle.
His thoughts were scattered when Ahnix whispered next to him, "Mark, we're being watched. Too many. Just keep walking."
He did what he was told. They kept walking, and Mark tried to perceive the danger she was talking about without looking like he was trying.
All he could see or hear were the brightly colored birds in trees that he had just been ignoring as ambient background. Should they have been so bold as to just walk in the open along the riverbed?
A spear hurtled from the trees and impaled the dirt a few feet in front of them, and they both stopped, scanning the tree line. Ahnix was in full battle mode, swiveling around for anything to maul.
"Be calm. It was a warning shot. Let's not start something we can't finish," Mark whispered, thinking that they really needed to stop walking into ambushes.
A gargling voice called out from the trees. "The King of the Jungle demands to know what you and your Enthralled are doing trespassing on his domain!"
Mark tried to think quickly. Maybe he could get another quest out of this if he played his cards right- well, maybe at least he wouldn’t get them skewered.
He yelled back, not sure where to direct his voice. "I have come to solve the King's problems- if he will let me."
A short time passed, and then, all along the treeline, figures emerged from the dense foliage and dark shadows. There were about ten on each side. When Mark saw exactly what it was that came crawling out of the jungle, it was hard to not show disgust on his face.
They were giant, snot-green slugs with beefy, human arms. Their mouths were dripping gashes, and they had two eye stalks with bulbous eyes at the ends near the tip of their pointed heads. Stringy mucus covered every inch of their long bodies.
The ones to the right all started to slide their way down the embankment of the dry riverbed. They all had wooden spears with sharp, stone tips and were mostly pointing them at Ahnix.
When they got close Mark could see how truly repulsive the slug-men were. Warts or pimples (or both) covered their slimy bodies, and their pupils were like a sideways hourglass. They each also had two, fleshy antennae that shared the top of their head with their eye-stalks, and were constantly moving around, as if searching for something. Sometimes they would bump into their own eyes, causing them to blink in response.
Mark put his hands up and spoke, "We're not here to fight. Take us to your Leader."
The closest one studied Mark with his bobbing eye-stalks and then gargled out orders to some slugs nearby, "You two. Go to the King, and tell him what we've found."
They dipped their eyes and slithered across to the other embankment. The slug Mark considered the one in command spoke again, jabbing his spear at him.
"You, move."
He didn't see the need to start anything with these burly armed slime monsters, so he caught Ahnix's eye, nodded that he had everything under control and started walking. Her tail flipped around angrily, but she followed his lead.
They climbed up the northern slope of the riverbed and joined the rest of the slug-men hiding in the shade. They all looked similar but for different shades of puke-green skin and pimple placement.
Mark and Ahnix were marched forward along the treeline, right up to the edge of the corruption. The slug-men forced them to turn left and walk alongside the unsettling wrongness of the tear. This one was definitely much, much bigger than the one he had cleared at the outpost, and Mark wondered what would happen if he tried and failed to heal a tear this big. Fayit's annoying laughter echoed in his ears.
They were marched at spear tip until the corruption came to an end and then they changed direction around it, always keeping the chaos of white noise to their right. It bulged in places, making them adjust their course, but it seemed like they were heading around towards the other side of it, back towards the riverbed.
Eventually, they passed under a wooden watchtower that was built so close to the tear it was almost inside it. There were other slug-men up in the tower, looking down on them.
Shortly after the watchtower. he saw a wooden city sprawling before him, hidden under the canopy of the jungle trees. In the distance he could see the rushing waters of the Vull river, just beyond the town, disappearing into the tear in the world. He heard Ahnix swiftly draw in a breath when she saw it, too.
Two unique-looking slug people wriggling toward them drew his attention. One was obviously the king he had heard about as he was much fatter than the other slug-men and had a crown made of stone around his head, his eye stalks and antennae poking out from inside it. The crown sat lopsided and looked ridiculous. He was carrying a rusty iron mace in his hand which he was probably using as a scepter.
The other slug was smaller and had various lumps hanging off its front side. Maybe it was sick. Mark counted seven, and when it got closer, he recognized them as loose, saggy breasts. What gave them away were the darker green nipples at the ends. She also wore a crown, but it was much simpler and made of dried vines. Mark assumed she must be the slug princess.
Pain erupted from his leg as the butt of a spear was jammed into the back of his knee. The hiss next to him meant that Ahnix received the same, rough treatment.
Mark shot out a hand to her wrist as her claws came out. He caught her eye with his and silently begged her not to start popping around murdering everyone. There were at least twenty to thirty, armed slug creatures around them, and they both knew it would be suicide. It was extremely hard for the fierce cat-girl, but they both went down to kneel before the Slug King of the Jungle.
"Rise, my son," he gargled in a deep voice, "and let me look at you."
Both Mark and Ahnix got back to their feet again, and the king continued, "My patrol says you had heard my summons to the scant few remaining Collectors to come and wed my daughter and Princess. Speak up, do you truly seek the hand of my beautiful Jaseen?"
Mark knew that letting his jaw hang open would get them killed, so he did the only thing he could. He played along.
"I have heard your summons and of the fabled beauty of your daughter. It is true. I, Mark the Collector have come to ask you for the honor of Princess Jaseen's hand in marriage, your grace." He looked into the blinking eyes of the slug princess standing before him and smiled. He added, "That is- if she'll have me."
He could tell Ahnix was agitated by the way her tail was jumping around behind her like it was caught in its own personal tornado, but he had to believe she was smart enough to know he was just playing along for now.
The fat king slug blinked his eyes, one after the other and spoke again. "Now wait just a moment, son. How do we know you are truly a Collector? Handsomer creatures than you have come along pretending to be what they were not." He poked the scepter in Mark's direction as he spoke.
Not wanting to involve Ahnix in any way he decided to prove it as quickly as he knew possible. He held his ring up so all could see. Once he had everyone’s attention, he kicked off a small heal on the princesses.
Slowly falling, orange sparks appeared all around her body, and the slimy slit that was her mouth hung open, drool leaking out. To Mark's dismay, all seven of her wrinkled nipples also began to ooze a yellow discharge, as well. She reached out a slender green arm to the fat king slug beside her to steady herself.
"Oh. Oh, father... this one's a keeper," she gargled.
The slug king quickly slid forward and put his hand on Mark's shoulder. The smell coming off of the fat slime bag was like piss and sour milk.
"My word! I never thought this day would come. You will fertilize many eggs in her belly and fill my kingdom with a clutch of new Collectors! Come, let me show you and your Enthralled the kingdom to which you'll be devoting yourself."
The king slinked his body sideways and pushed Mark forward with his muscular hand on his shoulder.
"Tomorrow we feast. And afterward- The ceremony! These are exciting times. Such exciting times indeed."
Mark and Ahnix were lead by the king, the princess and a few armed guards around the small wooden city. He first showed them the underground caves that served as his kingdom's living quarters. The tour didn't go in too far, thankfully, as it was pretty much all similar slimy tunnels, but Mark got the sense that he could be lost for days in their dark depths. They passed by a few slug families who dipped their eye-stalks as the royal procession passed, and he saw other slug women with the same randomly placed, seven breasts hanging off of their front sides. No one wore any clothes in the slug kingdom. Mark supposed they would just get laden with mucus anyway. Slime trails were everywhere. The smell was also something he could only take for a few more minutes. He cast a glance at Ahnix, trailing behind with her eyes narrowed, and wondered how long she was going to put up with this before snapping.
Next, the king brought them back out into the fresh air of the jungle to a large wooden platform that looked down on the river- and it was quite a sight. The rushing water from the east plunged headlong into the swirling, glitching tear and they had built their city right up to its edge.
"You see," the king said, sweeping his flabby arm across the riverbank. "There are nets to catch the fish and other objects that flow toward us, and we snatch them out before disappearing forever into the Blessing that protects my kingdom."
The Blessing? They've been using the tear as a natural fortification. Mark's eyes passed over the wooden cranes and intricate net systems littered randomly by the water's edge. There were also several boats of various sizes tied up by ropes, including a large riverboat.
It didn't seem like the slug people built it, and more likely it had just washed downriver to them.
"I see you've snagged a few boats as they came your way too," Mark commented.
"Yes. Many treasures come our way. We just toss the garbage we don't want into The Blessing and- Oh! Let me show you a special prize we caught just the other day!"
The fat slug king led his entourage to a large shack made from wood planks near the riverbank. There was one slimy guard outside the door, and he snapped to attention as they approached.
The king put his hand on the door and turned his eye-stalks towards Mark. "Now be warned, the beast in here is unsettling and grotesque, but she'll be quite the feast for our celebration tomorrow."
The king pulled open the door, and they followed him into the building.
Mark was not expecting to see what he saw. And from Ahnix's soft hiss behind him, she wasn’t either. Light streamed down from small windows in the ceiling to illuminate a giant, naked, half-snake half-woman, tied up inside the shack.
The first thing he noticed was that she had impossibly huge breasts with black nipples the size of shot glasses. Thick, silver rings pierced her nipples, and these rings were tied to ropes.
The ropes were draped over a wooden beam in the ceiling, then tied to a large metal shield on the other side. The shield was also oddly pierced by thick silver hoops along its edges, matching the ones through her nipples. The massive slab of metal was suspended in the air, being held by nothing but her piercings. Her thickly muscled arms were tied behind her back forcing her chest outwards even more.
Her snake bottom-half was covered in smooth, white scales and ended at her meaty vagina. Her top half was tight, charcoal gray skin and unmistakably female. She had a toned, muscular stomach and built like a formidable warrior. Relying on experience from other fantasy games he had played before, Mark thought she looked like a drow elf mixed with a naga. She had long pointed ears, which were also pierced in multiple locations by silver hoops and had high angular cheekbones. Her pure white hair was long and straight, and she had expressive, vibrant violet, almost pink eyes that silently pleaded with Mark to help her.
Mark stepped closer to the unfortunate creature. The top of her head must have reached to eight feet, and the bottom half of her was coiled around, leaving her true size a mystery.
Mark turned away and faced the slug king, "Surely there is no need to torture her like this!"
The king scoffed and slithered forward, towards the snake-woman, leaving a slimy trail on the dirty straw where he passed. Mark looked to Ahnix who had one hand over her mouth and one over her chest, her eyes wide and her tail hanging limply. Her attention flicked over to Mark and then back to the snake-woman in bondage behind him.
The slug king stopped when he was in front of the large metal shield that pulled her huge nipples upward.
"Nonsense, my boy. All naga love this sort of thing," he said, and then swung his mace against the shield like it was a gong.
The taut ropes that were tied up and over the rafter and back down to her nipples quivered with vibration, and the prisoner's eyes rolled into the back of her head. A bit of drool leaked passed the gag in her mouth.
Mark frowned. The vibe he was getting was that she did indeed like what was happening to her nipples as her piercings tugged them upward.
The naga’s half-lidded eyes moved around the room, looking at everyone watching her. Not only was she actually enjoying this, but she also enjoyed being watched, tied up as she was.
"See?" the king continued, pointing at her massive pussy.
She had very long inner labia folds that hung from a large, round clitoris. The thing looked like a pink softball. The inside of her pussy was a rosy pink that contrasted with her dark skin and was leaking pussy juice down the white, under-scales of her bottom half.
"Keeping her in an aroused state will make her meat all the more savory. I'll make sure you get a generously sized steak at the wedding feast, Mark. We were just going to eat her in a few days, but your arrival and the capturing of this beast is a sign from the heavens condoning this marriage! There are no coincidences, my boy!"
At the mention of her death by feast, the naga's eyes regained their clarity and focused on Mark with a different sort of gaze. Hatred. Apparently, she liked it a little rough, but not that rough.
Mark risked a wink at the woman and hoped she understood what it meant. He quickly turned to the King again. "How did you come by such an amazing specimen? A naga, was it? Her and that shield seem to be a matched set. Was it hers?"
"She was found struggling in one of our nets." The king shrugged. "The river provides. The Blessing protects. And yes, she fought and killed a few of my men. Only fitting she is made to hold that shield in front of her just a bit longer!"
Mark looked back up into the eyes of the giant naga and found they were closed. Tears were welling up between her dark eyelids and rolling down her cheeks.
Mark knew what he had to do. Every fiber of his being told him that this beast could be enthralled and that they were compatible. He needed to work out a plan to get her out, and they needed to do it tonight.
But he had to know she could be tamed before risking his and Ahnix's life by adding the minor complication of freeing this giant snake-woman.
He walked closer to the prisoner and ran his fingers over the scratched and dented surface of the shield that hung from her nipples. He gave it a slight push to start it swinging.
The naga opened her eyes at the sudden stimulus on her stretched nipples and looked down at him. He could tell she was torn between pleasure and fear. He walked passed the shield and got very close to her. He noticed that her hips curved out nicely, and he wondered what kind of ass she had back there.
"Careful son, too close and the horrid creature might risk ripping her nipples off to get you," the king chastised.
Mark ignored him and put his palm flush against the smooth scales of her warm hip. He looked deeply into her frightened eyes and concentrated all his will on calming and asserting his dominance over her.
Once he felt the thread of a mental connection between the two of them he mouthed quietly, "I will take you from here and make you mine to play with."
Her eyes went wide and, he pulled his hand back and slapped her round, scaly ass.
She jumped, and the motion caused the taut ropes to tug on her nipples. Mark clearly felt a new portion of his being open up for her and knew he was successful. She was now his. Now he just needed to figure out how to keep his promise.
He quickly spun and clapped a hand on the king's slimy back.
"Well, I think I’ve seen enough, sire. She sure is thickly-muscled, and I'm looking forward to tasting her." Mark said, hoping nobody saw that he just enthralled the giant naga under their noses.
Ahnix was staring at him through narrow eyes, and he was pretty sure she knew what just happened. Mark was eager to move on before anyone else figured it out.
"I’m sure your kingdom reaches far and wide. Show me what other wonders I am to one day share with your stunning daughter," he said, leading the king back towards the door.
Mark risked a look over his shoulder just before they exited, and the bound naga was watching him go, her white eyebrows raised, pleading him not to leave her alone after he had just promised to take her away from here.
They exited the shadows of the snake-woman's prison and toured the jungle kingdom for a few more hours. They inspected the training grounds where young slug men lifted heavy boulders and sparred with sticks. They visited the kitchens where fish and bugs were being ground into pastes. There was even a great garden filled with deadly yet beautiful plants and flowers. Mark feigned extreme interest in everything as he thought about how to free the giant naga- and themselves, without killing them all. He had to figure this out. He just couldn’t leave her there, especially after making her his own. And he could really use a massive tank like her on his team.
When the tour eventually came to an end, Mark had finalized his risky plan. He wanted to go home with all the prizes and with some luck, and Ahnix's help, they would.
With darkness falling over the jungle he didn't have much time. Mark asked the fat slug king if he could have a word with him alone and they stepped a few paces away from everyone.
"Your Grace," Mark began, "Just as you needed to confirm my validity I, naturally, had to be sure your kingdom was as grand as the rumors speak of. I have left a sizable fortune back at my homestead and, now that I plan on settling down with your beautiful daughter and raising a family of powerful, Collector offspring, I would like to send my enthralled servant to retrieve my valuables. I firmly believe a man needs to provide for his children. A few chests of jewels and gold coins from my adventures, nothing outlandish. Do I have your leave to give these instructions to my Enthralled and send her to retrieve them?
The slug's antennae flailed about wildly for a moment, causing both of his eyes to close involuntarily. After regaining his composure, the royal slug cleared his slimy throat.
"A wise precaution my, boy. Very wise. Of course. Do what you need to do."
Mark bowed his head, walked over to Ahnix and took her by the arm. "A word?"
They walked a short distance into the darkness of the forest. Once they were a far enough away, she yanked her arm out of his.
"Let's head east. We can get probably half a mile before-"
"We aren't running," Mark interrupted her. "We are going to heal that tear and save that giant snake-woman. I have a plan, and I need your help."
"Save her?" Ahnix looked at Mark with anger in her eyes. "You plan to enthrall her don't you?"
"We need a tank, Ahnix. A warrior to take the hits, so you or I don't have too. Also, I kinda already did."
"I knew it. One look at those..." Her voice caught in her throat, and he knew why the small cat-girl was angry. Mark stepped in to wrap his arms around her.
"Ahnix, I need you. I will never let you go, do you hear me?" She nodded weakly, and he continued, "I'm a Lover, not a Fighter, baby. I am strongest with a team and enthralling her will only make us stronger. I have never betrayed you, and I don't plan on it now." He kissed her nose and, he hated to do it, but he pushed her away to arm's length. "Now listen, here is my plan, and I need to tell you fast before some slimy bastard gets suspicious and checks on us."
He told her twice, and she nodded when Mark asked if she thought it would work. He took the risk of taking her hand in his and lovingly touching his lips to her furry knuckles. He looked into her captivating, half-lidded eyes and wished her good luck.
Ahnix ran off into the forest, and Mark turned to go back to his betrothed. The king and his daughter were excitedly planning the events of the big day. When Mark approached, they were discussing who was, and wasn't, going to sit closest to the royal dais.
"...mother's sisters, those old puss bags, will not get within viewing distance of the main table and that is final my dear," the king gargled, angrily.
"But mother would have-" the princess began to blubber when Mark interjected.
"My king! If I may..." He took up position next to the princess. "I was hoping to have some time alone with your daughter, you know, to get to know her better. A stroll around the kingdom, just the two of us? I can't wait to discover all the little things we have in common." Mark then took her unsettlingly human-like, green hand in his own and kissed it just like he had done moments ago with Ahnix.
Before, he sincerely meant the look he gave his loyal and beautiful Egyptian queen. He drew on those recent actions to pull off what he thought was a convincing replay. It took a monumental force of will not to vomit, as his lips came away from her hand slightly coated in putrid mucus.
The king looked from Mark to his daughter and sighed. "Very well, but you will have two armed guards near at all times." He pointed his scepter near Mark's face. "I am trusting you with my Princess. Any harm comes to her, and you will find those odd bones you carry around inside you turned into a proper paste. Are we clear, boy?"
"As clear as crystal, your grace." Mark bowed his head to the king and then offered his arm to the slug princess, Jaseen. "My betrothed, will you join me on a moonlit stroll?"
Her mass quivered, and she slid closer, looping her arm around his. The king pointed at two, nearby, guards who promptly took up position behind them.
Mark led a winding path to his intended destination, not wanting to make it look like he had an agenda. They passed in front of the deadly gardens, and Mark compared her beauty to a jungle rose. They passed the kitchen, and he plucked a wriggling grub from one of the bowls and playfully popped it into her horrendous sack of a mouth. He led her to the broad riverboat he had noticed earlier so they could gaze into the swirling, white “blessing” and talk.
When they reached the narrow gangplank that stretched across onto the boat they had to pass over it one at a time.
"Ladies first," Mark said, as he extended his arm towards the boat. She slunk her slug body across and turned around on the deck, waiting for him. Mark went after her and almost lost his footing as his boots slid on the slime trail she left behind. He grasped on to the thin wood railing to either side and looked down at the rushing waters below. He gulped and quickly made his way across onto the boat. The two guards assigned to follow them waited on the shoreline, flanking the gangplank.
The old riverboat was fairly large with an ample deck and had a spacious cabin with a pitched roof, nestled in the center. The hull seemed large enough to house a sizable lower deck. The ship rocked gently as the river rushed passed, underneath and into the tear in the world about fifty yards in front of them.
Mark led her to the front of the ship and leaned against the guardrail, pretending to appreciate the humongous, glitchy mess in front of them.
He turned to the slug princess and smiled, "Hope you don't mind, I'm going to take off my shirt. The Jungle can get pretty steamy."
Without waiting for a response, he unslung his canvas sack from his shoulder and put it on the deck. Then he pulled his vest over his toned chest, making a show of it.
Her hourglass pupils watched every muscle as he flexed for her. He laid his vest over the railing of the ship and leaned against it.
"Not at all,” she said, as one of her seven nipples began to ooze puss. "In fact, ever since you cast that spell on me I have found you quite attractive, for a dry-skin. I knew my father has wanted me to wed and mate with a Collector, but all he really cares about is a powerful army. He never cared how I felt about it. Every handsome slug that came to court me he turned away, waiting for the off chance that a Collector would come along. And against all odds, here you are." She slid a bit closer.
"Dry-skin, huh? Maybe later we could get some of your sweet mucous all over me and fix that particular shortcoming."
Another nipple started to ooze. He was going to have to move this along before he finally puked from the stench. He hoped Ahnix was in position to see his first signal.
He raised his ring and cast another heal spell on Jaseen, hoping he wasn't going to need it for actual healing soon. Glowing sparks appeared above the slug princess and slowly descended around her. Her eyes closed, and the stalks they were on drooped downwards. Her grimy slit of a mouth opened, inadvertently forming a mucous bubble with her rancid breath. All of her nipples tightened, and puss dribbled out of them freely.
Her mucous mouth bubble popped and Mark almost lost it. If he puked now, he would blow everything. He didn't have to hold his bile down for long as he felt the boat tilt to one side under his feet. Such a motion was easily explained away by the turbulent waters below, but he was waiting for it.
He got his face as close as he dared to the slug princess and whispered near her ear hole, "Let’s go mess around a little in the garden. No one will know if we are careful."
She was so physically aroused it was easy to convince her that a little foreplay wouldn't be breaking any rules, so she agreed. Mark walked her to the gangplank and was about to let her cross first when he remembered that he carelessly left his vest on the railing at the front of the ship.
"You go ahead. I'll be right there. I just need to get my vest."
She nodded and slinked across. Mark went back for his white vest, put it on and walked back to the edge of the ship. He put his hands on the gangplank's railing and smiled at the guards and princess waiting for him on the other side.
Instead of crossing, Mark used all his strength and lifted the gangplank up, tossing it sideways to tumble into the waters below.
"Now!" he yelled.
Down at the back end, Ahnix slashed at the thick rope holding the boat from being carried along with the river, but it was going to take a few more swipes to hack through.
The guards instantly picked up on what was happening and reacted quickly. One threw his spear at Mark who dropped to the deck as it sailed right through the spot his chest had been a moment before.
The other slug started to emit a deep gurgling sound that reverberated off the tall trees around them.
The princess just watched, listless. Mark did feel sorry for her. Jaseen didn't seem like that bad of a person. Just disgusting.
He saw Ahnix was almost through the rope tethering the riverboat when a group of slug warrior reinforcements arrived at the platform and aimed to skewer her. She was their prime target; if they stopped her from cutting the rope, they would stop them.
Mark had blown his heal, and he didn't know if he would be able to do anything to save her if she got hit. The thickly muscled slugs launched their spears at her one at a time, but a massive figure with a giant shield appeared next to Ahnix and blocked every single one.
The cat-girl paused for a moment to look up at the naga they had just freed, towering over her, protecting her. The moment didn’t last long, and she went back to hacking at the rope.
The princess yelled out to Mark in an angry gurgle, "What do you think will happen? You'll be absorbed by our Great Blessing... You'll die you idiot!"
Mark ignored her and ran for the front of the boat. But Princess Jaseen was right- if this part didn't work they would all be dead.
Ahnix's claws finally severed through the rope as another volley of stone-tipped spears, aimed for her heart thunked harmlessly off the naga's shield. The boat was now free to be carried downriver, straight into the tear. As the lumbering vessel lurched forward, caught in the river's strong current, it bashed right through many of the cranes and nets carefully set up by the slug people.
Mark stuck his arm out as far as he could. The bow of the ship protruded over the hull allowing him to reach about three feet or so passed the part keeping them afloat.
If the hull hit the corruption, or he was yet unable to heal one this size- the journey would most likely end for them right here.
He could hear clanging behind him as more spears were hurled at his Enthralled and deflected. One spear whistled just over his outstretched arm, but he forced himself to ignore that and concentrate on the task literally at hand.
The white noise of the glitching mess in front of him filled his vision, and his fingers quickly passed into the corruption as the boat rushed forward.
Agony lanced through his arm as it penetrated into the whirling madness. Mark pushed away the pain and summoned the will to not only save himself but also those he swore to protect.
He would not let them down.
He was not going to let this corrupt bit of computer code annihilate himself or his girls.
Mark thrust his other arm and his face into the stinging nightmare and screamed a furious command to the universe to get the fuck out of his way.
And then it was gone. Mark successfully healed the tear, and the rushing waters of the Vull were finally free to continue along the path they were intended to flow.
Mark saw the froth of millions of gallons of water surge past the front of the boat while feeling a tremendous surge of essence enter his body. It was too much. Taking it in all at once overloaded his mind, and he collapsed into a twitching pile on the sun-bleached, wooden deck.
Ahnix was by his side in moments and cradled his head in her lap. Her eyes uncharacteristically wide, and her tiny mouth hung open as she looked down at him.
The giant naga still had bits of rope dangling off of the rings in her huge nipples, and she cast a glance down on him, too.
She blinked a few times, stunned by what she just witnessed, and then tore her attention away to focus on potential attacks from the shore.
But none came. The slug people were also stunned by the destruction of the immovable object that had protected their kingdom for generations. The riverboat was carried with the current faster than they could travel anyway, and soon Mark and his Enthralled were clear of any danger.
Moonlight washed over the beast-women as they looked down on him, and he gave them a weak smile.
"Good job, Ahnix. You even managed to teleport her shield, too. I knew I could count on you."
His head was cradled in her lap, his face resting against her warm, furry stomach. She put her hand on his chest and kissed his forehead.
The giant snake-woman slowly put her heavy shield down on the wooden deck and lowered herself onto her arms, so her face was near theirs. Her massive tits squeezed forward, over her forearms.
"Thank you, Master. I am yours- now and forever. I have never seen anything like what you just did."
"Call me Mark, if you want."
Without the mouth gag, he saw that she was more stunning than he had first thought. Her face seemed chiseled out of granite with the high cheekbones and look of a fashion model. Her lips were violet, like her vibrant eyes.
"And if I want to call you Master?" she asked, timidly, in a voice that was more melodious then he would have expected from her size.
Ahnix had been gawking at the dark-skinned jugs that were bigger than her own head, when she blinked, realizing what the naga just said. The cat-girl rolled her eyes and stood up, letting Mark's head bounce off the deck slightly.
He sat up and watched her go stand at the railing, looking off into the jungle trees as the newly freed Vull carried them downriver. He was going to have to address this issue very soon but turned back to the giant naga.
"Call me whatever you want. You do you. But what should I call you?" he asked.
"Vale."
Mark offered her his hand. "Nice to officially meet you, Vale."
She reached a hand around her breasts, engulfed his hand with hers and smiled shyly.
He sighed. "We have a lot to discuss, but right now I need to attend to my Desert Queen over there. I'm sure you must be exhausted from... well, from what they put you through so why don't you head into the cabin for a bit and rest. We'll come check on you in a little while, and we can all get properly acquainted."
Vale retrieved her shield and rose to her full height, towering over Mark still sitting on the deck. Her huge, meaty pussy was very close to his face.
She looked down at him, a serious look crossing her features and nodded.
"As you wish, Master," she said, and moved towards the cabin. Her wide hips swayed from side to side as she glided smoothly across the deck. He finally got a good look at her rear end and saw that her snake half molded into two, round, white scaled cheeks, quickly fading up into smooth, charcoal gray flesh that ended in a sharply defined ass crack.
She disappeared below decks, and Mark turned his attention to Ahnix, looking down at the water below.
He came up behind her and slid his hands under her arms and over the cloth wrapped around her chest. He worked his fingers into the bindings and pulled them down gently, exposing her nipples to the air. She didn't react and continued to look out into the night. With his fingers playing with her stiffening nipples he whispered into one of her pointed ears.
"I know what's bothering you. Here we are in the jungle, and I enthrall the first, big breasted beast-woman we run into. You are afraid I will abandon you for her." He spun her around to face him and looked into her beautiful, Egyptian goddess eyes. "I am not that asshole prince that wronged you long ago. I'm Mark, and you know me. It's true, I will need some alone time with her now and again, but there's plenty of me to go around."
And it was true. The sheer amount of essence he now contained was eager to get out.
"I need you, Ahnix."
She looked into his eyes for a moment with her unreadable, small-mouthed frown. Something caught her attention from the cabin momentarily, but she quickly returned her gaze to his eyes.
Ahnix put her hand on his chest and pushed him back a step, extended one razor sharp claw and, in one motion, ripped off all the cloth wrapped around her tightly muscled body. There was a warm breeze blowing against the current of the river that scattered the strips of linen across the deck.
"Prove it," she said.
Mark didn’t hesitate. He virtually tacked her to the deck and started covering her face with kisses. Then he slowed down, and wrapped a hand behind her head, running it through her perfectly straight, smooth hair and focused on her mouth.
He licked her small lips with the tip his tongue and tested her reaction to deeper probing.
Ahnix responded by wrapping her hand around the back of his neck and pulling him closer. He stuck his tongue inside her mouth, taking care around her sharp fangs. Then they traded, and she stuck her small tongue into his mouth. He was surprised to learn that the back half of her tongue was rough.
Mark knew she was part cat and knew they had rough tongues, but he didn't feel it before when she had his cock in her mouth. He guessed she was just good at sucking a dick.
Without pulling their lips apart, she helped him slip out of his silk vest. He pressed his bare chest into hers, and Mark could tell she was getting worked up. They made out like this for a while, rubbing their hands all over each other and enjoying each other's taste.
He pulled his lips away and looked into her exotic face. He kissed her button nose once, then her cheek, and then her furry shoulder. He nuzzled up against under her chin and used his teeth to gently bite her neck. She reacted by moaning and pulling him harder against her tight, furry, warm body.
He slid down to her collarbone and kissed and sucked on it for a bit. Her short, sleek fur never came off into his mouth no matter what he seemed to do, and he was again grateful for such a miracle.
He slid his lips down to the center of her chest, between her tight little tits. He looked up into her eyes as he moved his mouth over each erect, pink nipple. She was watching him too and bit her lower lip as he teased her breasts. He flicked his tongue out over them, giving one his full attention and then the other. He sucked her tiny, pink nipples deep into his warm mouth and rolled them around with his wet tongue. She arched her back, pressing her chest into his face.
Then he moved on from her nipples down to her firm belly. He used his lips to explore her toned abs and her tiny belly button. He slid down further and kissed the inside of both her thighs. He skipped over her smooth pussy and kissed down her legs and knees. He kissed the tops of her feet, each individual toe and then the soft, black pads on the bottoms of her feet. She watched every kiss he planted on her with those beautiful, heavy-lidded eyes of hers.
He worked his way back up to her pelvis, slid a hand under both of her knees and gently pulled them into a bent position with the bottoms of her feet resting on the wooden deck.
He brought his head down into her sweet crotch and kissed her tight, furry vagina. Just like he had done with her face, he slowly made out with her delicious, little pussy lips. In stark contrast to their new naga friend, Ahnix's vagina was tucked in and tidy, where Vale's was big and meaty.
She ran her fingers through the hair on the back of his head as he explored the inside of her hot pussy with his tongue and brought the back of her other hand over her eyes.
He didn't stop until she was breathing heavily, and he recognized the little hitches in her breath that indicated she was close to cumming. He focused his attention on sucking her little nub of a clit and slipped two fingers into her tight, wet hole.
It didn't take long from there. Her body stiffened, and the cat-girl let out a, "Nnghaa..." as her pussy contracted around his fingers. He continued to suck on her clit until the spasms slowed.
When she was finished, he pulled his face away and stuck the two fingers that had been inside her into his mouth. She laid on her back and watched him suck her juices of off his fingers. He really did enjoy her scent and taste.
But he wasn’t done with her yet. There was still something he wanted to try.
"My Queen, would you kindly position yourself on your hands and knees, and stick that sweet, furry ass up in the air?"
Ahnix pushed off of the deck and turned, so her head was facing the back of the ship. She got on all fours, arched her back and pointed her sopping wet pussy at him. Her tail lazily waved back and forth as she waited for him.
Now that he was facing this way he saw movement in the cabin. It appeared that Vale had been watching them. Mark was fine with that, and he figured Ahnix knew the whole time.
Well, the show must go on.
He slipped off his silk pants, got on his knees behind Ahnix's firm, round bottom and slid his cock slowly past her furry pussy lips. She let out a low moan as all of him gradually entered her. When his hips pressed against her ass, he held still, just motionlessly expanding her tight, warm pussy with thick, solid cock.
He reached around her side with one hand and started to play with her nipple as it hung down. As he did, so he rhythmically tightened his cock muscle, so it pressed against the wall of her pussy ever so slightly. He could tell he was driving her crazy. She wanted him to fuck her so bad that she started moving her ass back and forth, her pussy devouring his dick in big gulps.
He let her do the work for a while, tugging on her nipples until he felt she was getting closer to cumming again. He was getting close too, her hot little pussy was tight, and the wet friction on his shaft was maddening. It was time to try his new move.
He pulled away from her nipples and wrapped his arm around her slim waist and slid two fingers over her small clit, pinching it a little.
Then he focused half of his attention on taking control and firmly pounding her pussy with his cock and the other half on channeling both of his abilities right into her sensitive pink nub.
Ahnix had been rhythmically meeting his thick cock with her ass, but as soon as he kicked off his combo she froze, and her legs began to shake.
He put everything he could into her. He wanted to show her how much she meant to him. How strongly he felt for her. The wooden boards of the deck below them started to glow as his combination spell lit up her vagina with warm, intense energy.
Every muscle in her body tightened, and she threw her head back, making a noise that was probably intended as an uncontrollable wail of pleasure but only came out as a tight gurgle. It felt like her pussy was trying to strangle the life out of his cock, it was spasming so hard. She tried to look back over her shoulder, and he saw that her eyes were wider then he had ever seen them before. Her small mouth hung open, drool leaking out onto the deck.
He pummeled her like this for as long as he could, but her clenching pussy was too much for Mark to handle, and he shot a massive load deep inside her. He felt a huge rush of essence pass from him and into her. Ahnix's large black pupils rolled up into her heavy eyelids, and she let out a long sigh, finally able to breathe again.
After he had pumped the contents of his balls into her, he fell backward onto the deck, panting. Ahnix swayed for a moment and then fell to her side, still spasming. Mark let out a sigh and took in a deep breath of night air.
He noticed then that he still had essence left in him. A lot actually. It felt like half of what was there before. He was still learning to interpret these strange sensations, but he thought the extra essence was a good thing because he also would need to pour some power into his new Enthralled, Vale.
Then something clicked in his mind. When he enthralled Ahnix, he felt something open up inside him. Like a new place for her to live in within his soul. He thought it was just the feeling she needed from him and never thought of it again. Then, when he enthralled Vale in the wooden shack, he felt another similar space opening inside him.
Each of his girls must have their own, separate essence pools. It made sense when he thought about it. This way they would both grow evenly without having to put any work into rationing his power fairly between them.
Ahnix had stopped twitching, and her tail started to lazily flop back and forth on the deck.
He crawled over to his Desert Queen and looked down on her.
"You okay?"
She opened her large eyes, and her pupils took a moment to focus on him. The edges of her tiny mouth pulled up into the sweetest and only smile he had ever seen her make. She sat up, shakily leaning on one arm, her hand pressed against the wooden deck.
"I have never felt- I must have cum like a hundred times. Did you use all your abilities on my pussy while you were fucking me?"
"Maybe. Maybe my dick is just that epic."
"I didn't know you could... those abilities focused so..."
"Shhh now." He moved behind her to cradle her in his arms. "Make your word noises later, my Queen. I just want to hold you for a bit."
They laid out on the deck spooning under the stars as the boat gently rocked back and forth being pulled along by the massive river's current. After a short time, he whispered in one of her long pointed ears.
"I will never let you go."
Ahnix tightened her hand on his arm, "I know." They laid silent for a while longer and then she spoke again. "You know she was watching the whole time right?"
"Yeah."
"Can I watch you fuck her?" Ahnix asked.
Mark just blinked a few times. That was the last thing he expected her to say.
"Sure. Actually, I think she'd like that."
She turned around in his arms to face him, her hard-to-read frown back in place. He was beginning to understand that the movement of her tail was the best indication of her mood. Right now it was limp, with just the tip twitching a little. He guessed she was happy and content.
"By the way, that huge burst of essence leveled all my stats. Damage, agility, critical chance, dodge... You're amazing. I can't express enough to you how much I love steering my own growth in power."
He smiled at her. Then a stray thought hit him- Steering. He sat bolt upright and looked around.
"Hey, shouldn't someone be steering the ship?"
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When Mark looked out over the railing, it seemed like they were still more or less in the middle of the river, slowly drifting forward with the current. He got dressed and walked to the rear of the moderately sized vessel and saw that the rudder control was strapped to a rusty iron anchor, with a rope, keeping it straight. He supposed the slug people didn't want its back end moving around as it sat moored in the current, so securing it like this made sense. He'd probably need that anchor before long- that is if they wanted to stop the boat without running it aground.
He shrugged. No need to mess with it now. In the darkness beyond the river, he could see the jungle trees thinning out, but they still had a way to go. It took them over eight hours to walk here, and they would probably get back to the tiny village well before morning.
Once the tear had been healed the river water rushed forward and moved ahead of them quickly, like a dog let out into the yard after being cooped up all day. He wondered if the waters of the Vull had returned to the lands around Auxuma Village by now.
Mark stretched his tired muscles, and a fierce yawn forced its way out of him. Maybe he could sneak in a little nap before reaching their destination.
He grabbed some of Ahnix's wrappings that were blowing around on the deck of the ship. He didn't think enough of them remained to do the job, but he walked back around to the front (aft?) only to find her missing.
He headed the only place she could go and pushed open the door to the cabin. It was pitch black without the aid of the bright moon, but he could see a few benches and cabinets along the walls by the cool light, filtering in the windows.
There was a wide wooden stairway that led down into the hull, and a faint dancing firelight told him they had lit a candle to see down there. Mark headed down the stairs and heard their quiet whispers stop as he reached the bottom.
The hull of the riverboat was cramped but cozy. Support beams ran down the middle of the open space, and rope, fishing nets, barrels, and a few crates were stowed along the walls. The giant naga, Vale, was curled up against the curve of the hull and Ahnix was sitting on a barrel next to her, both were naked. The latter was using her claws to help get the knotted rope off of the former's nipple rings.
They both turned to look at Mark as he approached and leaned against a nearby support beam.
"Hello, ladies."
Ahnix just turned her attention back to what she was doing with the bits of rope.
"Greetings, Master. It is good to see you again," Vale said, quietly. "I want to thank you both, for saving me from being devoured by those horrible creatures." She shuddered at the thought.
Ahnix made a tiny hissing noise. "Stop squirming, or I'm going to accidentally slice off one of these ridiculously large nipples of yours."
"What were you doing in the river, Vale? How did you get caught?" Mark asked.
The beautiful snake-woman's face lit up.
"I was looking for you! Not, you,
specifically. I was looking for someone like you. Word had spread to my clan that the Slug King would marry his daughter off to any Collector that came to ask of it. Everyone has heard the stories about powerful heroes that would come and take you away with them on thrilling adventures. Collectors take control of you, make you powerful and... there are stories of endless pleasure."
Ahnix tugged on the ring she was working on, and the knotted bit of rope fell to the bottom of the hull. Vale sucked in a quick breath at the sensation and looked over at the cat-girl.
"Here, give me your other tit," Ahnix said, and Vale twisted her slender waist to grant her access.
Vale sighed and continued her story. "I was told all my life that it would never happen to me, to just stop dreaming of the impossible. I had never seen a Collector, and they were rumored to have all but vanished after the cataclysm. But... I longed to be enthralled. So, when I heard of the Slug King’s summons, I went. I was hidden in the trees for days, but I grew hungry, and I saw them pull fish after meaty fish out of the Vull. I risked it all for a trout. The current was more turbulent than I expected and I was caught, twisted in one of their nets."
Vale looked down again at what Ahnix was doing. "You can't image what I felt when I saw you walk in with your beautiful Enthralled by your side."
Ahnix looked up into Vale's eyes for a moment and then went back to her work.
"There you were, a fabled collector. Finally. And here I was, being marinated like a steak." She looked back up at him, her sleepy eyes filling with tears. "And then it happened. You looked at me- no, into me. You grabbed hold of that part that I had longed to be taken." Her lips formed a tight smile, and the tears fell over her cheeks. "And then you left me there alone again... but it was okay. You enthralled me and said you would get me out. And you sure did.
“When Ahnix dropped down from the window above my jail, cut my ropes and vanished me to the boat- I couldn’t believe what was happening. When I saw you dive into the tear and will it closed, I knew I had to be dreaming."
Ahnix pulled the last bit of rope off of Vale's nipple ring with a sudden, violent tug, and Vale sucked in another breath.
The cat-girl tossed the bit of rope over her shoulder. "Still think your dreaming?"
Vale flashed a grin at her that seemed to trigger a yawn. Her jaw opened wide and the longest tongue Mark had ever seen flicked out before she covered her sensuous mouth with her hand.
"No, but maybe soon though," she said, after the involuntary deep breath.
"Our mission was just to heal that tear, and restore the Vull," Mark said, crossing his arms. “Finding a rare creature like you there was beyond lucky. We couldn't just leave you in there to die. Now, let me tell you what you've gotten yourself into.
"As you can see, I have the ability to close the tears in this world. I am building a team of elite warriors to heal every tear we see, restore the Crystal Heart and pretty much save the universe." He nodded his head at Ahnix. "We have our sneaky, deadly assassin, and now we have our powerful shieldmaiden." Mark lifted his heart ring into the air for Vale to see. "And I am a Lover, both a healer and an enhancer."
Vale brought one of her perfectly shaped eyebrows up into an arch. "Enhancer?"
Ahnix turned her large, lidded eyes to Mark and said, "Hit her."
Mark shrugged, the cooldown seemed to be over since he last used his abilities on Ahnix up top and there didn't seem to be any danger. He focused on Vale and kicked off a mild heal/enhance combo.
The sparks came, and rings of light closed in on her shoulders and biceps. Mark noted the rings seemed to appear in different places on her than they did on Ahnix.
Vale's eyes rolled into her lids and drool started to fall out of her mouth as her head tilted sideways. Her big meaty pussy began to leak juice down the front of her white, serpent under-scales, and Mark noticed that her clitoris started to swell up too.
The initial effect was over, and Vale let out the breath she had been holding and her regained her focus.
"That was..."
"-Good. right?" Ahnix finished for her. The short cat-girl brought up one furry paw and batted at one of the naga's heavy nipple rings before she slid her furry ass off of the crate.
Vale sucked in another breath and bit her lower lip, watching Ahnix's shapely ass as she walked towards Mark.
When she reached him, Ahnix put her hand on Mark's broad shoulder and shoved him forward lightly.
"I got the ropes off, now you get that swollen pussy off and let her get to sleep already. She looks like she's been awake for days." Ahnix crossed her arms and took Mark's spot leaning on the support beam.
Vale's eyes went wide, and her charcoal cheeks managed to blush as Mark stepped near where she was coiled. He looked up at her stunningly beautiful face, she trembled slightly but was smiling ear to ear. Vale's desire for him to take control and make her cum hit him in radiating waves.
Mark looked down at her giant, protruding clit with long, wrinkled folds of skin around it.
"Vale, my dear. I'll need to inspect this naga flesh to see if it's marinated enough. It better be, I cannot wait to eat this delicious slab of meat." Then he reached out a hand and started to caress the sagging lips of her pussy.
The folds of her lips were so soft it was like touching a cloud. She moaned and arched a little backward so he could have full access to her massive pussy. Mark grabbed a fat lip in each hand and pulled her vagina open.
He was surprised to see that her pussy hole was small in comparison to the rest of her. He was actually a bit worried that even his girthy bang-stick was just going to rattle around in her.
He pulled back slightly, giving her inner lips a nice stretch, and she made a small "Mmm" noise.
"What do you think Ahnix, good to go?" he called over his shoulder. He could feel Vale's sexual energy spike when he asked the cat-girl to look closely at the inside of her spread pussy.
"I think you need to get a much closer look and give that broth a taste test," Ahnix said, watching from behind.
Mark agreed and got down on his knees. He moved his head forward and slowly started to lick the inside of her stretched out pussy lips. Her juice tasted fruity with a hint of coconut, almost like a Hawaiian salad he had once.
He wondered why all these girls had such delicious muffs. He scoured every inch of her pussy lips and started to lick the inside of her hole a little. He grabbed on to her pussy tighter with his fists, pulling her lips wider and moved his mouth up to her enormous clitoris. Her pussy lips were a charcoal gray, like the rest of her firm skin, the inside was a bright violet, and her clit was so engorged it was pure white. He smeared his lips and tongue all over it, and Vale started to moan louder.
He could see her pussy hole clench and spasm as he worked on her clitoris. He tried a few times, but he couldn't get the whole thing into his mouth as swollen as it was, but she loved the way his attempts felt anyway. He gave up and just started to kiss and slurp on it instead. He dropped his arms holding her pussy open, and her meaty flaps came to rest on his cheeks. He could get lost in her pussy for days and never want to come out.
Getting inspiration from how Ahnix used her hands on Mark's cock, he moved both his hands around her clit. He pulled and squeezed on the fleshy orb while licking it all over.
Vale's head was back, and she was panting fast and faster. Mark had never worked on pleasuring a vagina this big and still had some learning to do, but Vale was thoroughly enjoying him explore the folds of her meaty pussy. After some experimentation, he found that firmly rubbing his palms on the sides of her clit like he was trying to start a fire seemed to have the best results. He twisted it one way and then the other faster and faster while slurping on it with his mouth.
When she seemed ready to cum, he stopped abruptly, pulled his face away and slapped her fleshy clit hard with his open hand. She spasmed, having been brought right to the edge of cumming, then whimpered in disappointment when Mark took a step back.
"You know, the only real way to tell if this meat is fully cooked is to use a meat thermometer."
"You're so right, Mark,” Ahnix said, continuing to play along, “Make sure to stick it deep inside the meat to get a good read on how hot it is." She was actually enjoying this. Mark was glad his battle harem was getting along so well.
"Vale, down on your back. I want to make sure all those delicious pussy juices stay where they are. Not a drop on the floor, you hear me?"
Vale almost swooned she was so turned on. He wasn’t even touching her, but this game he and Ahnix were playing with her was driving her wild.
"Yes, Master," she said and did his bidding instantly. She got on her back and stretched out her tail. The tip of it landed by Ahnix who watched it lay across some rope.
Mark shed his clothes and straddled the quivering snake-woman. He looked down at her engorged clit and lips, his hard cock throbbing with excitement. Her pussy faced upward, so he had to push his dick back a little with his fingers as he squatted down on her. His bulbous head slipped past the soft folds of her giant pussy lips and straight into her hot, wet hole. Even though he saw it with his own eyes and felt it with his own tongue moments ago, he still couldn’t believe how tight the actual hole felt. He squatted down until he was balls deep into her pussy, and Vale let out a consistent low moan like his thick, rigid cock filling her up was the best thing she had ever felt.
Now that he was inside her he let his guiding hand go and got on his knees. The change in position pushed his cock firmly against the top wall of her pussy and his pubic area smashing against her clit. He reached his hands up and took hold of each of her thick dark nipples below the piercing. It was like holding two fleshy pop cans.
He held on to her nipples for leverage as he pounded her sweet pussy. Vale was making little "Mmph" noises with every thrust of his cock.
She reached her hands back over her head and tangled her wrists into some rope fishing nets that were lying at the back of the ship's hull. She held onto them tightly, while he slowly slid in and out of her.
While Mark was hammering her, Vale lost some control over her tail, and it grazed Ahnix's foot. She bent down and snatched up in her hand.
"How dare you touch me with this? It's mine now," the cat-girl said.
Mark and Vale both looked over his shoulder to see what Ahnix was talking about when she spread her tiny pussy apart with one hand and shoved the tip of Vale's tail deep inside with the other.
Vale's head tilted back again and closed her eyes. She was letting out a consistent low trilling sound, lost in a sea of ecstasy. They fucked like this for a good long while, Mark grinding the meaty pussy of the giant snake-woman like she was a rocking horse and Ahnix roughly using the tip of Vale's tail to fill her hot pussy.
Finally, all three of them came at pretty much the same time. Mark pumped all of his remaining essence into Vale until he was dry. She let out a final, melodious howl and then slumped, limp on the bottom of the hull.
Mark pulled out of her and wiped his dick off on her clit, causing her to stir and moan some more, and Ahnix pulled Vale's thick tail out of her tight pussy with a slurp, juice running down the length of it to the floor.
"What a delicious meal. I'll have to eat here again someday soon," Mark said, putting his clothes back on. He walked over and surprised Vale with his lips on hers. He held the back of her head with his hand and made sure he kissed her long and deep. Her luscious, violet lips worked slowly as she was not only sleep deprived but also just the hardest orgasm of her life.
When he pulled away, her sleepy eyes looked up at him, glazed over in a state of pure bliss.
"Vale, I want you to pick your own upgrades. I won't pick them for you. It's a rule of mine." He reached down and took hold of one of the silver loops through her jet-black nipples. It was like holding a pipe. He pulled up gently. "But these are mine to do with as I please," he said, as he smiled down at her. Mark would play the role she wanted him to.
She nodded, "Yes, Master. Yours."
He walked up to Ahnix and kissed her long and deep, too. Vale slowly sat up and curled herself against the side of the hull again.
Mark broke his embrace with Ahnix. "Why don't you stay down here and catch a nap while I keep watch out on the deck. I'll make sure we don't hit the riverbank and come wake you guys when we get to where we're going. Sound good?"
Ahnix nodded and walked over to where Vale was tucking herself in. The golden-furred cat-girl tucked herself under the naga's massive, charcoal-gray tits and made herself at home.
Mark had the urge to just dive in that nude, snuggle fest, but he didn't want to drift passed the village. He consoled himself with the thought that he'd have plenty of chances for that in the future.
His enthralled followed him with their sleepy, satisfied eyes as he walked up the stairs to the cabin on the deck.
Mark made his way across the weathered, wooden ship and stood, looking out over the rushing waters of the Vull as the bright reflection of the moon performed a dazzling dance on its surface.
The shadowy, jungle trees on the banks of the river were starting to thin out, and he estimated that they'd arrive at Auxuma Village just before sunrise.
He plopped down on the deck, dangled his legs over the prow and leaned against the railing facing out into the cool breeze that was blowing from the desert ahead.
It had been only a few days since he woke in the tomb and was told by the helper fairy what he needed to do to survive, but it seemed like a lot longer. He did spend over a year with his psychotic AI assistant, Sasha, and then who knows how long sealed in the pyramid.
Mark's thoughts wandered to his grand plans to study computer programming, to get a better job and do something with his life. If all these crazy AI's were telling him the truth, he would have been centuries ahead by now. Of course, he wouldn't be running Network Based Coding 101 at five-hundred days per real-world second.
Mark sighed. It had still only been about five real minutes out there. If things were like they had been before his settlement money, he would still be waiting for his Chicken Bag Quick Meal™ to finish boiling.
Instead, he was role-playing as an anti-virus subroutine in a corrupted, hardcore-erotic fantasy game, waiting for his brain to boil. Again, he reminded himself it could be worse.
Sasha could have trapped him in a survival horror game, or a hundred other programs less pleasurable. He had to be honest with himself- he was enjoying this quite a bit.
Mark leaned back and looked at the vibrant smattering of stars and colorful nebulae that were arrayed overhead and took in a lungful of the sweet breeze blowing past him.
His team was coming (and cumming) together nicely, now that he had found a tank. He still needed to get to know the subservient Vale better, but he was already pretty attached to his fiercely independent and capable Ahnix. His two girls were opposites in almost every way.
Mark wondered what his party limit was. Three? Seven? Eighty? He pictured himself rolling around in a writhing pile of tits and ass. There would eventually be a point where he would have too many sexy beast-woman to pleasure or even pay them any attention. There was so much he still didn't understand about the world he was in or about his own abilities. Based on his previous experience with role-playing games he should only need one or two more to round out his party.
He was going to be getting a sweet new crossbow soon, and it would certainly help him be more useful, but he doubted he would be able to do all the ranged damage, healing and buffing. The thought occurred to him that he also needed to find a suitable weapon for Vale. The giant naga would be underutilized with just a shield.
What he really needed was a plan. They had been just kind of wandering around, looking for quests- which, to be fair to the act of wandering, had actually worked out pretty well so far. He was receiving massive amounts of essence from healing the tears. What he needed was a map. He also needed to locate Sasha, so he could form some sort of strategy for taking her out.
There was a lot to do, but right now, all he could do was swing his legs and wait for the village with his new magic crossbow to appear on the riverbank.
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It was still dark when Mark noticed the twinkling torches of Auxuma Village on the north bank. He stood up and went to the rear of the ship where the anchor was tied to the rudder control. He unwrapped the rope and found that there should be enough length for it to reach the bottom.
He secured one end of the rope to a mooring post affixed to the deck and the other end to the rusty anchor. He checked their position relative to the village and figured it was good time to drop anchor. He hefted the awkward piece of metal in his arms, walked to the back of the ship and tossed it overboard.
He waited for the rope to go taut, indicating that the anchor had hooked itself into the riverbed and hoped the sudden strain wouldn't snap the line. But it wasn't happening. They weren't stopping, and the village was getting closer.
He quickly ran down half of the stairs into the lower level, bent over, and rapped his knuckle on one of the wooden support beams.
"Rise and shine, ladies," he called out. "We have a minor problem up here with the boat not stopping."
Vale's body curled around Ahnix who herself was curled into a ball, and after he called out, both of them quickly sprung into action and joined him on the deck.
Seeing the massive body of the huge-chested naga glide up the stairs and out to the back of the deck so quickly made Mark smile. She was going to be a valuable member of his combat harem. Ahnix was only a little bit behind her, and when she got out onto the deck, she reached far above her head and stretched out her magnificently toned body.
Both of them were still nude, and Mark had to wrench his thoughts to the issue at hand. All three of them were looking out over the railing at the rope disappearing into the water.
"The anchor- It's not catching," he said, pointing uselessly at the river. "I didn't want to, but we might need to just run this thing aground."
Vale looked down at him. "The riverbed has been sun-baked and dry for hundreds of years. It will be difficult for the anchor to find purchase." She reached out and put her gray skinned hand over his and smiled. "I'll take care of it, Master," she said, then smoothly dove over the railing and her giant body disappeared under the dark swirling waters.
Ahnix and Mark looked at each other. Her typically unexpressive face showing slight concern.
"Well, that was unexpected," he said, looking back down to where she vanished.
After a few moments, the rope snapped tight, and the boat creaked a little from the sudden stress on the hull. The line had held, and they maintained their position, no longer carried along with the flow of the river.
However, Mark didn't see his new naga anywhere in the dark, rushing waters. They looked around all the sides of the boat to see if she was trying to climb back up.
A flash of light caught his eye as one of the familiar, rainbow traced, bolts of magic hit near the riverbank. He looked over and saw they had stopped almost perfectly parallel with the village, and on the riverbank, he spotted a long shadowy figure dodging backward into the river.
Another shot zipped over her head, and the giant naga yelled out, "Master!"
Mark grabbed Ahnix by the shoulders and nodded to the naga by the river. She nodded back, grabbed his forearms, and they both popped instantly in front of Vale.
It took Mark a second to recover from the teleport, but as soon as he got his bearings, he shouted to Donovan’s son up in the watchtower.
"Hey Fayit, you idiot. Stop shooting at my girls, or I'll take more than that crossbow!"
It was still very dark, and Mark couldn't really see much, but he could hear yelling and commotion from inside the walls of the village, again.
Vale slunk out of the river and took up position in front of Mark and Ahnix, ready to intercept any more attacks.
"I left my shield in the hold," she said sadly, over her shoulder, "but I will protect you both."
Mark smiled and walked around in front of her. Her long white hair was pulled flat against her scalp as it dripped with river water and panic filled her eyes. Her massive tits and meaty pussy were still exposed to the world. She must have felt overly naked right now. Mark reached up a little, wrapped a hand around her relatively slender waist and pulled her closer to him.
He looked up into her eyes and said, "It's okay, you can relax. I'm pretty sure the danger is over. I appreciate it, but we need to protect each other. I don't want you needlessly sacrificing yourself for me. Nice work with the anchor, though."
A timid smile appeared on her full lips briefly before her eyes snapped up to something behind him, narrowing as if assessing a potential threat.
Mark turned around and saw Donovan holding the crossbow and approaching them with a few other villagers carrying torches. Mark walked forward to greet them, and when he was close enough, he could see tears streaming down the older man's cheeks.
"Collector. I must apologize to you and your Enthralled once again..."
Donovan's face had been gravely serious until he turned and addressed Vale and Ahnix standing naked behind Mark. The old man's jaw dropped as he took in their exposed bodies. He recovered quickly, blinking his eyes a few times and returned his attention to Mark. "This belongs to you now."
Donovan extended his arms and held the opalescent weapon out as an offering.
"I accept this gift with honor, Donovan. I hope you accept mine," Mark said, extending his hand out behind him to indicate the rushing waters of the restored Vull river.
Donovan just bowed his head in thanks, and Mark reached out and took hold of his new magic crossbow.
"I don't know how you did it, but our village can prosper now. Life will return to the land, and fresh water is only a few steps out our gates. We can never fully repay you."
"I know this weapon must be very valuable, consider us even." Mark held it up and the way the torchlight played on its shifting, colored surface was hypnotizing. He couldn't wait to try it out, but he wasn't as impetuous as its previous owner. Mark looked around at the group of awestruck villagers that came to greet them but didn't see the trigger-happy asshole.
"Where's your son, Fayit? He didn't seem to be too thrilled to see me return."
Donovan's features darkened. "I may have broken his jaw."
"Ouch," was all Mark could think to say.
"Enough about that. He had a lesson to learn. Come, let's get you and your magnificent ladies dry and a place to rest. I never expected you to do it and return so quickly, and by boat no less! After we saw the sparkling waters come crashing passed our village we have been planning for your return. Tomorrow we will have a celebratory feast in your honor, and I would love to hear the tale of how the Vull was restored to the land."
Mark grabbed Donovan's hand and shook it firmly.
"Thank you for your hospitality once again, Donovan. I'm sure this town will grow happy and prosperous under your leadership."
He turned around and winked at his girls trailing close behind him, "Looks like we're having a feast tomorrow after all!"
Once they were inside the walls, Donovan led them back to the same tent he and Ahnix had slept in before. Inside was a barrel of fresh water and plates of cooked meats and roasted vegetables.
Vale was a tight fit, but she could coil herself up. Donovan returned shortly and claimed his wife suggested that it would be her honor to make leather garments for Mark's exposed beauties if they would allow it.
Mark let Vale and Ahnix speak for themselves. Ahnix simply nodded, accustomed to servants doting on her. Vale asked if the old man was sure and said that she didn't want to cause more work for anyone. The older man tried to look anywhere but at the well-endowed naga and assured her his wife asked to help repay them and would be in shortly to take measurements.
After they had eaten, the warm light of day slowly washed over everything. Mark felt the weight of sleep pressing in on him. He didn't sleep well the night before, and a lot had happened since then. Not to mention two solid sexual workouts. Ahnix's warm body was draped across his legs while one of Vale's massive nipples served as a headrest. He dozed off for a few minutes but was stirred awake when Dreya, Donovan's wife, came in to take on the challenge of making clothes to fit the vastly different pair of beast-women.
Mark forced his eyes open long enough to see the older woman attempt to measure Vale's bust size. She was forced to go and get more tape, but Mark finally submitted to a deep sleep before she came back.
When he opened his eyes again, the light had shifted, and he could tell there were only a few hours left in the day.
Vale was still in the tent with him, her soft breath whistling through her nose as she slept, wrapped around him. Her head was on the pillows behind him, and if he looked to his left, her impressive breasts were right in his face.
He studied them and contemplated gently playing with one of the hoops but decided he would let her sleep. Mark really didn't know how long the giant naga was kept awake in that slug kingdom prison with her huge nipples stretched by her heavy shield.
Her dark skin was smooth and soft, and the darker colored nipples were slightly wrinkled. They were almost perfect cylinders, but somewhat wider at the base. She had equally large jet-black areolas, and Mark wondered if all naga had such insanely huge nipples or it was just her.
He looked down past her tits and her slender, muscular stomach and saw her meaty pussy was right by his knee.
The snake part took over right below the bottom of those long wrinkled lips, and he really got a good look at the thick, armored, white scales that covered part of her lower half. They aligned in a strip down her front side, in pairs, that went all the way to the tip of her tail.
Smaller, iridescent, white scales covered the rest of her snake half, and they looked like tiny pebbles.
The warmth of the tent and the naga's soft breathing lulled Mark back into a blissful snooze. He was in no hurry and easily slipped into unconsciousness to wait for something important to happen.
Later, and still half asleep, he became gradually aware of a soft, wet warmth on his stiff cock. It felt amazing, and he slowly came around, cracking open one eye.
Ahnix was between his legs, looking up at him with her large, beautiful eyes, his cock buried in her small mouth. She had somehow gotten his pants off and started sucking his dick to an erect state while he was still asleep.
He laid his head back down and closed his eyes, letting her do whatever she wanted to his throbbing cock. She was very good at what she was doing, and it didn't take long before he shot his load into her mouth. When she sensed he was about to blow, she clamped her lips down and started sucking. Not a drop of cum was spilled.
She sat back on her knees and wiped her mouth with the back of her furry hand.
"Time to get up, Mark. We have a celebratory feast in one hour," she said in a low voice.
"Ahnix, you are beyond a mere queen, you are Goddess. Best alarm clock ever." He sat up and looked over at his cat-girl.
She was now dressed in a tight, leather tube top. She also had leather bracers that covered the black fur on her arms.
He nodded and said, "Hey, nice new armor you got there."
In one fluid motion, she pushed off the ground with her hands, stood up and twisted her ass sideways so he could see the rest.
Low around her hips was a pair of leather shorts that ended just after her cheeks. There was a hole in the back for her tail to come out of, too. They hugged her ass so tightly it was like a second skin.
She also had leather leggings that wrapped around her shins and calves up to her knees.
"Very nice. Do you like it better than your mummy bandages?"
"Yes-" Ahnix slapped her firm, leather-clad ass cheek with her hand and continued, "I can take a few more hits than I could before. Definitely an upgrade."
Then she turned away from him and looked over her shoulder into his eyes. He saw a twinkle there, and then she bent over, sticking her tight ass out in front of his face.
"But here is the best part." She reached a hand around to where her pussy would be and pulled apart a flap Mark didn't even notice.
Suddenly, Ahnix's bare pussy was right in front of his nose.
He wanted nothing more than to latch on to that soft, warm, delicious slit of hers with his mouth. But before he could, the cat-girl pulled it back closed and turned to face him.
"Come on lazy boy. Time to get up and get ready." She spun on one small, padded foot and exited the tent.
He sat alone for a moment just thinking about how lucky he was when he realized Vale was gone. He got dressed in his smooth, silk pants and vest, wondering how the hell the giant naga got out without waking him up, then followed Ahnix out of their tent.
It was almost dusk, and the village hummed with activity. Mark noticed something large moving out of the corner of his eye. When he turned to look, he saw Vale carrying two barrels, one on each shoulder.
From this distance, he could see she was wearing what looked like a leather sports bra and a leather apron around her waist that covered the front of her snake half.
Ahnix was waiting for him just outside the tent and followed his gaze to the naga.
"She decided to become a beast of burden for the village in return for her new outfit," she explained.
"I see..."
"Collector!" Donovan called from the other direction. He was walking towards them, his arm raised and a huge smile on his face. Mark turned and met him halfway, Ahnix close behind.
Mark offered his hand to the older man, and they shook a greeting. "It's good to see you awake. I thought you would have slept through your own feast of honor."
"Wouldn't miss it for the world."
Donovan motioned to something over Mark's shoulder and said, "And your enthralled naga, Vale. She's been going nonstop for the last hour and a half. I told her that her services weren’t required- that the return of the river was beyond anything I could have ever imagined, but she insisted. We have big plans to expand the village. I want to add farms and a dock for fishing and trading. She has already done the work ten men could do in a day. You have been like a saviors from the heavens Mark, you and your magnificent Enthralled."
Mark looked over his shoulder and now saw her carrying an armload of logs from one side of the village to the other.
"Saviors might be a bit much, but yeah- she likes to be useful."
"That's one way to put it," Ahnix added dryly.
Vale noticed the three of them looking over at her, and a huge grin appeared on her beautiful face. She dropped the load she had been carrying and slid back and forth, up to the group, quickly.
She bowed her head to Mark. "It's so good to see you, Master. Have you seen the amazing gifts mistress Dreya made for us?"
She put her hands under the humongous boulders that were her breasts, lifted them a bit and let them drop. The wide leather straps that ran over her shoulders held them firm.
Mark smiled and looked down at the leather sheet that draped over her large lady bits.
It was actually multiple sheets of leather, pressed together as one and, at the bottom, heavy iron rings pierced the edge, keeping it in place as she moved around. When she had her massive shield, this naga was going to be a mobile fortress.
"You look fantastic, Vale. Dreya is very skilled with leatherworking. I'll have to thank her for outfitting my girls so perfectly."
"Here she comes now," Donovan said, pointing at his wife, walking up to the group carrying a folded white sheet out in front of her like a serving platter. They all turned to face her, and Vale bowed deeply when she approached.
"Thank you so much mistress Dreya- I have never felt such support! I can move freely without all the unbalancing and painful tugging. You're a garment genius."
Mark stepped forward next to Vale and bowed his head. "I also offer my most heartfelt thanks, Dreya. You are truly gifted to have created both of these beautiful and functional sets of armor for my Enthralled. In such a short amount of time, too."
Donovan only beamed at his wife, and Ahnix gave her a simple nod.
Dreya gave them all a tired smile. "You all have such kind words, but you have made such a drastic and positive change in our lives there is nothing we can ever do to even that debt." She then stepped forward and offered the bundle she was holding to Vale. "You have gone beyond anything we had ever asked for. I'm glad you like your harness. But after you said you have started to sub-specialize in hexing, I realized you were missing something..."
Mark's ears perked up. Hexing? Sub-specialize? What's this now?
Donovan's wife continued as she pulled the top layer of cloth off to reveal what she was holding.
"With all the scraps I had left over, I made this. May your enemies cringe in fear when they hear its crack."
Coiled neatly on the cloth was a large leather whip. Vale looked from Dreya to the weapon she was offering. Tears began to well up in her violet eyes.
She surged forward and grabbed Dreya off of her feet and spun her around, the older woman's eyes going wide in shock.
"Thank you, thank you, thank you!" the naga kept saying as she made tight circles on the ground.
"Okay, put the nice lady down, Vale," Mark said sternly. The giant naga gently put the flustered but undamaged older woman on her feet and bowed her head deeply again, her pure white hair falling forward.
"This has been the best day of my entire life." She straightened and took the offered whip. She just held it, looking down at it like if she looked away, it would vanish.
Donovan broke the silence and cleared his throat. “If the guests of honor would follow me?"
Dreya told everyone that she had cooking matters to oversee and excused herself.
Mark and his girls followed the village leader to the center of town where a large table had been set up with other smaller benches aligned in rows in front of it. He directed Mark to the center seat and had a chair for Ahnix to his right and an open area for Vale to coil up onto his left.
Donovan took up a seat next to Ahnix and told them that his wife would join them soon.
The older man pulled Ahnix's chair out for her and asked if this seating arrangement met her approval. She held her chin high and nodded.
The benches below them were filling up with the villagers, and Mark saw Fayit sulk in and take a seat at a random table. He had an angry bruise on the left side of his face.
Servers came in and brought steaming bowls of spicy broth that Ahnix liked so much she practically inhaled it. Dreya, came to join them after the soup course, apparently setting everything straight for the rest of the meal. She sat next to Vale who was delighted to have her nearby.
Next was what looked like a large dumpling stuffed with garlic, and a meat Mark couldn't identify. If he had to guess based on the available livestock, it was probably goat.
Vale devoured hers in seconds and looked over at Mark's dumpling with longing. He looked up at her, and she quickly returned her gaze to her own plate. He knew there was going to be more food coming so he wasn't too worried about starving. He quietly slid his plate containing his mostly untouched dumpling over in front of Vale.
She looked over at him, her beautiful, violet eyes wide in disbelief. He nodded, and she tore into it greedily.
The naga finished stuffing it in her face, and her long tongue slid between her lips to get the remainder off her face. It looked like she could brush her hair with that thing if she tried.
"So," Mark said looking up at Vale, "Going down the Hexer path, are we?"
Her tongue stopped mid-lick and slurped back into her mouth. She looked over at him slowly, her eyebrows arching like she was caught with her hand in the cookie jar.
"Y-you said I could pick, Master. A-are you upset with me?"
"No, Jeez. Relax. I told you to choose your own path, and I'm glad you picked something you wanted. But I need to know what you picked. I was expecting you to focus on the defense route- but that doesn't mean it was the right choice for you and your fighting style. Other than blocking a few shitty, slug-made spears I haven’t even seen you fight. Tell me, what did you do with all that essence I pumped deep inside of you." He smiled at her and hoped she chose something good.
She swallowed hard. "Master, I realize I will be taking the brunt of the damage, and I can take a lot." Mark nodded, he didn't doubt it. "I wanted to have better control on the field of battle and would never forgive myself if something got passed me and hurt you or Ahnix, so I decided I need to split my growth and took on the Spiteful Guardian class. Half Shield Warrior half Hexer."
Ahnix was listening and chose that moment to interject, "It's a good choice, Mark."
Mark relaxed a bit, unsure what anything Vale had just said actually meant. But Ahnix didn't give praise easily, and she seemed to be able to handle herself in combat.
"Great," he said, "but what can you do? Remember I pretty much awoke in your world only days ago. I don't have a lot of experience, and I'm winging it most of the time."
Vale looked down at him, surprised.
"But that plan to rescue me, and the way you banished that corruption, and the way you... handled me last night on the boat. You are no novice."
Mark sighed, "I'm glad you enjoyed yourself. Now please obey your master, and tell me what you picked."
She grew serious, "Of course! I took a no-brainer from the Warrior path; Shield Bash, allowing me to damage and stun a single foe. And I took an advanced skill from the Hexer path; Hateful Sting.
It's a ranged magic hex that will do serious damage over time and force the target to blindly attack me, no matter the circumstance. It lasts for about thirty seconds- depending on resistances."
Mark sat back in his chair and considered everything she just said. Just then, another course was brought in front of them. It was a roasted hunk of meat sitting in a savory broth. There was freshly baked bread resting on the side of the plate that seemed perfect for dipping in the meat juices.
Vale never took her eyes off of Mark, waiting for his reaction.
He smiled up at her. "I love it, Vale! Love it. This is why I want you to direct your own growth. There is no doubt in my mind that you'll pick the best path for yourself and our party."
Ahnix tore into her meat with her fangs. She looked up at Mark with juice running down her small furry chin.
"And that whip," she said between chewing, "it's a Hexer only weapon. Pure Shield Warriors can't use it. But, it's perfect for her as it does mid-range damage and has a high chance to make targets want to attack her."
Mark smiled again, thanked Ahnix with his eyes and rubbed her soft leg under the table. He needed to learn more. More about everything.
He looked over at Dreya and smiled, and she did the same. He looked over at Donovan who was watching Ahnix eat. Mark realized the older man was more than smitten with her. Oh well, he could look, but Ahnix would easily remove his fingers if he touched.
They had done so much for him and his girls, he was suddenly taken by an emotional rush of gratitude. Mark grasped the mug of wine in front of him and stood up.
"Everyone!" he yelled to get their attention. The conversations died down, and most everyone was looking at him.
"I would like to propose a toast to Dreya and Donovan. Your leaders believed in me and took us in when we needed rest. They believed in me when I said I could heal the tear in the world and bring the pure, life-giving waters of the Vull back to your lands. I have rarely felt such open kindness such as theirs. Now... believe in them. To Dreya and Donovan, and the future of Auxuma Village!"
Mark held his cup high, and everyone one around him did the same and let out a great cheer. He drank a large gulp and sat back down, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.
The feast continued, and Ahnix was the first to wave away plates. She was tiny and hit her limit the soonest. Vale eagerly devoured every last morsel placed before her, and Mark wondered if feeding her was going to become an issue at some point.
The feast came to an end, and Donovan thanked Mark for the kind words. The older man then asked if he would come down to the central fire pit where people were already gathering and sitting on the ground around its blazing light. The village leader asked if Mark would indulge one last request and tell everyone the tale of how he brought The Vull back to their lands. He pointed to two older men nearby, with parchment, ink pots and quills and told Mark they were to record this historic telling of the miracle he performed.
Mark told the old village leader he would, and standing before the great blaze and the rapt faces of the villagers, he recounted the events that transpired in the slug kingdom. He didn't really embellish too much, it was quite the adventure on its own, but he did leave out some of the specific details regarding Vale's predicament.
He tried to explain as best he could how he is able to will the tears in the world closed, but it was still a mystery to him, so he couldn't go into much detail. They didn't seem to care; it was magic beyond anything they knew so everyone was on the same page.
When it was over, he expected cheering, but everyone was more awestruck than anything. Most of the villagers came up to him and his Enthralled to thank them personally for bringing back the Vull.
Later in the evening when most everyone had gone to bed, Mark and his girls were left to have one last drink with Donovan. He asked Mark where he was headed next?
"I don't really know," Mark said. "I was hoping you could tell me where the next biggest tear in the world was."
Donovan leaned back and searched his memory.
"It's only rumor, but there are tales of a great water temple to the west and north, in the ocean. Supposedly it was completely engulfed by a great tear during the cataclysm. I have never actually been to see it myself."
"It's in the ocean?" Mark asked.
"Yes, but I think it's located close to the shore. Just follow the current of the Vull until you hit the Amethyst Deep, a vast ocean that goes on for eternity. Then follow the coast north, and you should eventually come upon it."
"Well, it's all we got. You ready to go save the world, ladies?" they both nodded an affirmative.
"You won't sleep the night here?" Donovan asked, looking a little crestfallen.
"Thank you, but no. We slept all day and the open road calls. Thank you again for everything."
"It was my pleasure, Collector. You are welcome here anytime."
Mark, Ahnix, and Vale collected their belongings, including a satchel stuffed with cured meats from the village and headed down to the riverbank. Their boat was still drifting in the middle of the river, and Mark was thankful for the short rope. He never bothered to force the rudder into a fixed position again, and the boat was drifting slowly, side to side, with the current.
He looked over at Ahnix with his eyebrows raised. "Think you can get us over there or do we have to get wet?"
She put her hand on one of her firm, leather-clad hips. "All three of us and the gear might be a problem, Mark."
He simply held up his ring and focused on pleasuring her teleport ability. The glowing loops appeared, and she shuddered with ecstasy.
"How about now?" he asked with a half smile. The cat-girl rolled her large eyes and held out her arms.
"Get close, you two."
The three of them pressed together in a group hug that everyone found rather pleasant, that is until they all turned inside out for a moment.
Then they were on the deck of the boat again, gear and all.
Mark was happy. New armor for his girls, new magic crossbow for him (which he would be trying out shortly) and even a fitting weapon for Vale.
He watched the naga slide over to the rope with the anchor and place her hand on it.
"Shall I pull up the anchor, Master?"
"Aye-aye, skipper," he replied, not sure if she would understand what he was saying. She seemed to get the gist and pulled the anchor onto the boat with one strong arm.
The boat quietly rejoined the movement of the current and pushed them forward toward the shores of the Amethyst Deep.
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Mark and his Enthralled spent the next three days traveling west on the current of the mighty Vull. They filled the time with napping, snuggling, and lounging on the deck. Mark took equal turns with his girls alone in the hull of the ship while the other controlled the rudder. He also learned more about Myriad, his magic crossbow.
It didn't need any ammo to fire; it shot bolts of pure magic that vanished moments after striking something. The trigger had its own cooldown though and locked up for roughly seven seconds before it would move again. The bolts left a psychedelic, color-shifting trail behind as they zipped through the air. He shot a few up into the night sky, like fireworks, and both Vale and Ahnix seemed to enjoy the show.
He wasn't very good at hitting the dry shrubs and boulders along the riverbank, but he wasn’t too surprised by that. He figured he could only get better with practice.
Plus, it was still better than nothing. At least, he hoped it was. He was itching to test it in combat to see if the colorful bolts actually did any damage. For all he knew, Myriad was just pretty flare gun.
Mark was manning the rudder in the early morning, and the two beast-women were sleeping below deck when he spotted the mouth of the Vull as it spilled out into the vast ocean that stretched to the horizon.
He intended to get out into the ocean, make a hard right, and let the final push of the current take them as far along the coast as it could. They didn't have a sail or any way to move the ship other than the newly unleashed river's current. The boat didn't even have a mast to attach a sail, even if they had one.
Mark wondered who designed this boat and what its original purpose was before it was captured and used for industrial fishing storage by the slug kingdom.
Just before the riverboat reached the expansive ocean, their forward motion slowly halted, and a low scraping sound reverberated from the hull. The river had spread out so wide by this point that their faithful vessel ran aground in the muddy river delta, slid to a stop and lazily leaned to one side.
Mark looked over the edge and saw the shallow river water flow around the sides of the wooden hull. He shrugged. End of the line, he supposed and went down to wake his sleeping girls.
Mark opened the door to the small cabin, and Ahnix was already coming up the stairs, her keen, pointed ears having alerted her to the ship scrapping the bottom of the river.
"Did you fall asleep at the wheel?" she asked, as she walked right past him to look over the edge.
"No, we just ran out of river." He stared at her pert, furry, little ass cheeks peeking out under her tight shorts while she leaned over the railing. "I guess we'll just have to walk from here," he said.
Distracted by Ahnix's firm bottom bits, Mark didn't see Vale emerge from the hull below. She stopped in the doorway and lowered her mouth by his head.
"Lateral undulation," she whispered right in his ear.
Mark jumped. He was constantly surprised how quiet she could be.
"What?" he asked, his eyebrows furrowed.
Vale moved out past him and onto the deck, weaving her hips back and forth. She turned around, faced Mark and lifted up the leather flap that covered her front side, exposing her humongous vagina to him. She bent over slightly and tapped two fingers below her meaty lips, indicating the pairs of larger scales that ran down and under her snake bottom-half.
"I don't walk, Master. I use lateral undulation to push my thick, subcaudal scales against the ground."
Mark nodded, raised his eyebrows and gave her an impressed frown. "Good to know. Thanks for the naga anatomy lesson, Vale. I want to get to know you- inside and out."
She lowered the leather flap and smiled cheerfully at him.
All three of them moved to the front of the boat and looked out at the unending blue waters spread across the horizon. The air was still, but the salty smell of the ocean was unmistakable.
"Well," Mark said, "Donovan told me we should head north from here so let's get undulating, shall we?
They gathered their things and left the boat marooned in the shallow waters. Vale did an impressive maneuver where she lowered her tail down first, used her strong arms to hang off the side of the riverboat, and then used her muscular lower-half, coiled in a circle, to gently bring her down the rest of the way.
Ahnix teleported to dry land, and Mark jumped, landing with an ungraceful splash.
They gathered at the riverbank and started to head north along a wide beach.
Mark hated walking through sand and didn't think he would have to again so soon. Ahnix's padded feet didn't seem to have an issue, almost like she was made for walking in sand. And Vale just slithered along like it was nothing, leaving a wavy trench behind her.
After traveling down the beach for a few hours, they started to see a light mist rolling in off the water. The temperature dropped as they continued forward, and they were gradually engulfed in a fog so thick that they lost sight of the ocean altogether.
The sun was probably sitting directly above them, but it was like they were walking through a still, gray void. Mark thought it would be easier to keep a straight path, but they kept veering towards the ocean or the dry grasslands to their right. At this rate, they would have no idea if they passed this water temple, a giant ball of white-noise or anything, actually.
They had no reason to turn back so pressing on through the mist was what they did.
Ahnix was the first to spot something odd and pointed to the faint, looming structure up on a hill overlooking the ocean. They agreed that they should check it out and stayed close as they crept up the grassy slope under the tall, ominous shadow.
They came upon a building that was attached to what must have been a towering lighthouse. They made their way around to the other side and found a wooden door and a smooth, wet stone path that led away from the building and deeper into the still, gray mists. Mark cast his gaze up, trying to see the top of the cylindrical stone tower, but the top vanished into the dense fog.
Vale broke the pressing silence. "We should get to the top and maybe see over all this mess. Get a better view of the surrounding area."
Mark looked up at her stunning face and reevaluated his assumptions about her intelligence. He was beginning to realize he might have misjudged her.
Mark nodded and caught both their attention with his eyes, one after the other.
Something about this place just put him on edge. He told them to get ready for anything by quietly pulling his crossbow from the loop on his belt. Vale reached over her shoulder and retrieved the massive shield from her back and pulled her whip from a hook on her leather apron. Ahnix just bent her knees a little- her claws were always at the ready.
Mark reached out and rapped his knuckles on the wooden door. It made a hollow booming noise that was much louder than he had intended.
Mark held his breath, straining his ears trying to pick up anything. But he heard only silence.
He turned to his cat-girl. "Did you hear any movement in there."
Ahnix tilted her head trying to perceive anything unusual. Mark realized for the first time that her ears didn't move around at all. They were always poking straight up and slightly forward.
After a final check, her large pupils focused on him again, and she shook her head, telling him that she did not.
Mark pulled open the door by a rusty, iron handle bolted into its weathered wooden planks.
It opened easily, and he stepped into the silent residence attached to the lighthouse.
Weak, gray light was spilling through the curtains into the large single room. On his left was a kitchen with a hearth, and to the right was the door that led into the lighthouse tower. The structure seemed like it was built as an afterthought to the lighthouse itself. A large, brown rug took up most of the floor with a wooden table and an upholstered couch crowded together on top of it.
Ahnix entered behind Mark, and Vale ducked her head in after her. They looked around the room, but there was clearly no one here.
Mark opened the door to the tower and yelled, "Anyone home?" The tower stairwell was dark and full of echoes.
"Mark," Ahnix called out and pulled his attention away from the unsettling stairwell.
She was standing by the couch looking down at something on the floor behind the table. Mark closed the door that led into the lighthouse, and walked over to her. Vale was poking around in the kitchen area and also slid over to see what Ahnix found.
The cat-girl bent over and picked up a small, ornate wooden chest and put it on the table. It had elaborate, silver filigree covering every side with black lacquered wood underneath.
Ahnix pointed a finger at something and Mark followed it to a yellowed piece of paper on the floor where she found the chest.
It was a note. Mark picked it up and read it aloud.
"Heard there was a shipment of precious Moondusk treasures coming to port. Snuffed out the light, shirked my duty and planned to be rich by morning. Ship smashed up on the reef, and everything washed ashore. Spent all night searching. Wood and bodies everywhere. Found the box, brought it here before the early fisherman noticed. But damn, sturdy box was locked. Villagers buried the crew in the cemetery and the key with them. Waited for night. Went to dig up graves to find the key and made Captain's spirit furious, cursing us all. His corpse rose and the crew with him. Undead crew murdered everyone living. Running. Leaving this box to anyone willing to take the key from the Captain and his crew. I am a coward. Signed, Blackfoot."
They stood in silence contemplating what they just heard.
"That sounds horrible," Vale said, staring at the silver chest.
"It sounds like a quest!" Mark said tossing the paper onto the table. He turned to get Ahnix's opinion, and she was sitting on the couch with her toned, furry legs crossed. She was also staring at the chest with her beautiful eyes narrowed.
"The Moondusk worship the darkness and are very dangerous," Ahnix said, quietly. "This 'Blackfoot' was not only a coward but a fool."
Mark felt a spike of anger radiate out from the cat-girl and sat on the couch next to her. It was home to many, large, colorful pillows and he tossed one on the floor to make room.
"Are you saying we wouldn't go look for this key?” he asked.
Ahnix pulled her eyes off the chest and looked at him, "No, of course we are going for the key. I can see you drooling over it. And besides..." She stood up and stretched out her sleek, fit body in front of him. "We haven't fought anything in a long time."
Vale weaved her way over to the door, readied her shield and said, "Let's go pop some undead sailors!"
Ahnix looked at Vale calmly. "Let's be careful. I have some experience with undead curses. Just watch your back."
Mark and Vale nodded, and the three of them exited the abandoned living quarters attached to the lighthouse. The mist outside was still thick and significantly reduced their visibility. They quietly followed the path for a little while before Ahnix spotted something moving in the fog ahead of them.
Mark could just make out the shadow of a person shambling around in the gray void.
"Hey!" he called out, not wanting to make the same mistake Fayit did and shoot at a potential ally. He quickly learned that it was not a ordinary villager moving out there.
The creature turned to face the origin of Mark's shout, and two balls of piercing blue light shown through the mist right where its eyes would be. The thing let out an otherworldly hiss and started lurching toward them. It wasn't running, but it moved quickly enough.
Ahnix tensed, and Vale let her whip uncoil to the ground.
"Wait, you two!" Mark shouted. "I want to see if I can nail this thing with my magic crossbow."
They both relaxed a little but remained at the ready, letting him try out his new toy.
Mark brought up the small, ranged weapon and tried his best to line it up with the shadowy target approaching from within the still fog.
He squeezed the trigger, and a colorful line of sparks buzzed right over its shoulder. The figure in the mist didn't seem to notice and continued its hurried shamble towards them.
"Try again, Master,” Vale said from his side. “I believe in you." 
He looked over at the giant naga and gave her an embarrassed smile. Mark thought he could probably get two more shots off before it reached them and calmly waited for the weapon to recharge.
As the creature shuffled closer, he could start to make out its true nature.
It was essentially a skeleton holding a long curved sword. There were bits of fabric hanging from its bones that might have been clothes once. Or maybe that was skin.
Mark squeezed off another shot, and it soared right between its pelvic bone and rib cage. The dazzling trail made a large volume of mist light up with colorful, shifting hues as the bolt traveled.
"Okay come on! If that thing was a full person that would have been a hit."
Ahnix let out a tiny snort. "A groin hit. Were you aiming for its crotch?"
"One more," Mark said, taking a step back. "Third time's the charm."
He raised the ranged weapon and leveled it with the advancing undead monster. It was nothing but bones and glowing eyes that were too bright to look at. It dragged the scimitar on the wet grass as it put one bone foot in front of the other.
Mark took another step back to give his weapon time to cool down. When it was ready again, he aimed for its skull and fired.
The magic bolt passed right under its jaw. Mark let his hand holding up the crossbow drop and cursed under his breath.
Vale waited just long enough to be sure that it was a miss before she approached the undead sailor. She didn't have to go very far. When she was close enough, she quickly bashed it to pieces with her shield. The naga stood over the scattered bones, her eyes wide in surprise. Mark walked up behind her and felt a slight rush of essence enter him from the kill.
"I didn't think it would be that easy. I used Shield Bash right away, thinking you could get in another shot if it..." Vale trailed off.
"Thanks, but I'm starting to think this thing's a ripoff. No wonder that idiot kid couldn't hit anything."
"Let's keep moving and find this key," Ahnix said, searching for other dangers in the mist.
They stepped over the ancient bones and continued to follow the dirt path. It wasn't long before they arrived at the town mentioned in the note. The thick fog made the buildings look unsettling, their dark forms disappearing into the mists and their true size obscured.
The first building they came across was an inn called The Plucked Hen. They went inside, but only found dust and broken furniture. Based on the deterioration it seemed like this town had been abandoned a long time ago. Mark wondered how long that chest with the note had been waiting there for someone to come along and clean up this mess.
The next building over was some kind of general store. The shelves were empty, but there was a restless skeleton shambling between the rows like an old woman carefully searching for the best deal.
Ahnix walked up to this one, easily dodging its awkward attack as the wooden shelves put the undead's long, curved weapon at a disadvantage. She kicked it once in the ribs, dodged another attack and then took its head off with a quick swipe of her claws.
Another small rush of essence entered Mark, and they moved on.
The road split and they could continue straight or turn right. They checked out the path straight ahead but only saw a few small houses and a broken fence bordering a dead and rotten field that stretched out into the mists.
Turning back, they took the other path and found two more undead just off the road. Mark fired another shot and watched the miserably cheerful bolt go wide and disappear into the mist behind the risen sailors.
Ahnix and Vale got into position and engaged the creatures as they closed the distance. Ahnix was having a little more trouble this time. The skeleton she was fighting had more room to maneuver and was able to use some of the momentum from the previous attack to put more force into its next deadly swing. They needed to finish these things quickly, or they might be able to do some serious damage.
While the girls were picking the two creatures apart, Mark caught the moving shadow of a third advancing on them. His intention was to show them where the next threat was coming from with his pretty-rainbow-maker of a crossbow, but he was pleasantly shocked when the bolt struck it right between the bright glowing spots and took its head clean off. He ran over to check his handiwork as Ahnix and Vale each reduced their foes into a pile of bones. A triple rush of essence sweetened the taste of victory.
"I got one! I killed it all by my self!" Mark immediately regretted what he said, sounding like a toddler, pointing into the bowl at the first shit he didn't take in his pants.
Vale rushed over to Mark and engulfed him in an embrace, his face wedged between her enormous, soft mounds. He let her hold him for a while and then tapped out, gasping for air.
Ahnix had walked up and slapped him on the back. "Nice shot, Lover. But don't get too used to it. You're just not built for direct combat."
From deeper into the mists they heard the echoing groans of many undead. Mark and his Enthralled turned their focus towards the sounds and took a few steps forward, weapons ready. They quickly came to see row after row of tombstones stretching back into the swirling mists. They had made it to the Graveyard.
Ahnix pointed one of her furry fingers, and Mark started to see bright pinpoints of light emerging from deep in the fog.
There must have been nine or ten undead sailors spreading out and moving towards them.
Vale and Ahnix spread out too, preparing to meet this battle head-on. One of the skeletons near the back raised a bony arm to the sky, and a blue glow surrounded its fist. Mark didn’t like the looks of that and wondered what it was doing.
Ahnix watched too. She turned her head to look back at Mark standing a few feet away, and her eyes opened wide. Then she was gone.
He heard her let out an angry hiss behind him and spun around to see that the skeleton he had taken out with his crossbow had reformed. It tried to slice into him from behind, but Ahnix had teleported in the way. His beautiful cat-girl was down on one knee, her hand on her shoulder, blood leaking between her fingers. The undead sailor standing over her pulled his arm back, aiming to take off her head.
Mark lost it. He brought the crossbow up into its face at point-blank range and re-blew its skull off with a colorful blast. Without stopping, he brought his ring up and poured a strong heal into Ahnix.
She sucked in a quick breath as the pleasure hit her and looked up at Mark.
Once she was fixed, he grabbed her furry hand and pulled her to her feet. Mark caught her eye and made sure she was okay. She nodded, and they ran back over to Vale who was standing her ground against the horde of skeletons that were almost upon her.
She cracked her whip and took the head off of the closest one with one strike. She was a force to be reckoned with.
"You guys okay back here?" she asked, concern in her voice.
"Vale, we can't let that big one bring back any more of his buddies. Can you use your new Hexer ability on him while Ahnix and I take out the rest?"
"It's the Captain, Mark. He'll be tough," Ahnix said, beside him.
Vale didn't hesitate. She pointed at the larger skeleton in question with her hand holding the long, leather whip. She sang a few notes of a mesmerizing melody in her beautiful voice and then followed it with sour, discordant notes, almost screeching the last part.
A red glowing outline appeared on the Captain, and it quickly pushed passed its undead crew, taking a direct route to the giant naga.
Dread began to grow in Mark's heart as he noticed that all of the skeletons turned their skulls to focus on Vale. Either they were all following the Captain, or she was the biggest threat now.
Mark fired another shot into the crowd of skeletons and missed hitting any of them while Vale cracked out her whip once more and popped off another head.
Mark didn't have time to deliberate, but he felt torn between enhancing Vale, to weather the onslaught or Ahnix, to help shatter them all quickly. He went with Ahnix.
He turned to face her. She was standing by his side looking for a good opportunity to engage without getting surrounded.
Mark drew on all of his feelings for the elegant, badass cat-girl beside him. She had saved his life many times already, and the latest was only moments ago.
He owed her. He adored her. And he poured everything he had into enhancing her deadly combat prowess. Thick golden rings appeared around her wrists and ankles. Ahnix tried to look at him but her eyes rolled up into her dark eyelids, and she dropped onto all fours, her muscular back arching as waves of pleasure washed over her.
When he was finished channeling power into her, she turned her large, dark pupils up at him.
"Go get em, my love," he said, just as they heard the first clang of metal from heavy, curved swords striking Vale's shield.
Ahnix sprinted into the growing crowd of undead. She tackled one to the ground and ripped its skull off. Mark wondered if she had made a mistake by rushing into the middle of the undead crew like that, as she was now surrounded by four of them- all raising their swords high.
She stood up, yelled, "Doom kick!" and spun with a roundhouse kick that connected with all four in an amazing attack. A black rip in reality appeared, briefly, behind her foot and all four of their heads shattered to dust upon contact. They were only down to four more undead, plus the Captain, and all of them were currently beating on Vale.
Mark shot his crossbow into the mix and actually hit the Captain in the leg. He didn't go down, and he didn't lose his focus on the naga, either.
Ahnix punched through the skull of another one, but there were too many attacks coming for Vale to block them all. One skeleton sliced his rusty sword into her left side, and another bit into her right arm.
She cried out, but still held her shield up blocking the blows from the dangerous Captain.
Mark could tell his heal was still on cooldown from when he used it on Ahnix. He needed to do something though. Vale was going to sustain too much damage, and every slice into her felt like a slice into his own flesh.
He clenched his fists and instinct took over. He raised his hand and focused all of his will on protecting his enthralled naga.
The heart shape ring pulsed once, and a shimmering bubble appeared around Vale. She looked around, just as surprised as Mark was, and saw him holding up his ring and channeling a new ability at her. The three remaining skeleton crew and their Caption were all pounding their weapons against the shield, but their weapons were bouncing off like it was bulletproof glass.
Vale dropped her shield arm and slumped a little. Mark could tell she apprenticed the respite from the multitude of attacks, but she was still hurting pretty badly from her deep cuts.
Ahnix came from behind and quickly shattered the remaining crew members with furious slashes as they were focused on the shielded naga.
Mark could feel the last of this energy slipping away, and he had to drop the shield. It started to sputter and fade, and Vale readied her own shield, ready for the Captain with renewed strength and focus.
The impenetrable bubble popped, and the Captain’s massive sword sent sparks off of Vale's shield from a vicious impact.
Ahnix was able to get in a few sneak attacks, but the Captain was much tougher to kill than his crew had been. The red glow started to fade from around his skeletal body as Vale's Hateful Sting wore off.
The Captain, now free from her spell, instantly put a hand into the air- bestowing undeath to his fallen crew.
Mark was desperate. All of his abilities were still on cooldown, and he knew if the Captain were successful, they would be completely overrun. He leveled Myriad on the large skeleton and took a shot at his hand. The magic bolt stuck it squarely, and an explosion of color sent the Captain's skeletal hand spinning off into the mists.
Ahnix's powerful leg struck the Captain from behind, and he staggered onto one knee.
But he didn't go all the way down, and what was worse, he was now focusing his bright pinpoints of light right at Mark.
The undead Captain stood and launched his tattered remains straight towards Mark, his brittle jaw hanging open in a silent battle cry, and the fingers of his remaining hand clutching his deadly, curved sword.
Mark stumbled backward as the angry pile of bones quickly advanced with unholy speed. He knew for sure he was going to be cut in half.
Then, Vale's whip cracked loudly and wrapped itself around the Captain's neck. He was stopped short, right in front of Mark, and he could see the silver key jostling on a thick chain around his rotting neck bones.
With a strong tug, Vale yanked back on the whip, pulling the Captain’s skull back right into Ahnix's powerful claw attack going in the opposite direction.
His brittle skull exploded into a fine powder, and his body fell to the ground as a jumbled pile of bones.
Mark hurried to Vale's side as a large pool of essence rushed into him. She was badly wounded all over her body, with blood leaking out of numerous cuts on her stomach, her arms, and in a few places between her scales.
She looked down at him with glassy eyes, and when he got to her side, he could tell she was barely holding herself up.
"What a neat new trick, Master," she said, weakly. She was going to go down any minute.
He could feel that his heal ability was almost ready, but he needed a little bit more time. He hated to see her in pain like this so he decided to take her mind off of it.
"Vale my heal is on cooldown, but I need to check you for wounds. I think I'll start here."
Mark lifted her leather smock covering her vagina and got down on his knees, flipping it over his back. He started to gently caress her soft pussy folds with his fingers.
Ahnix had been removing the silver key from the skeleton and turned around to see Mark under Vale's leather smock like a child hiding behind a curtain.
"Mark... now?" the cat-girl asked, her eyebrows furrowed.
"Checking for wounds while my heal cools down, give me a minute," Mark said, muffled by the flap of leather covering him. "I think I found a huge gash under here."
Vale actually laughed at that, then winced.
"Ow! Master, don't make me laugh. Mmmm but don't stop," Vale said, her hand covering a cut on her stomach.
Ahnix crossed her arms. "Fine, you two play doctor. I'm going to get started putting these bones to rest." She tucked the key into her leather top and proceeded to carry armloads of the bones of the undead back into the graveyard.
As Mark petted his giant naga's pussy, he felt the click behind his eyes that signaled he could heal again. He slowly slipped two fingers inside her, channeled his energy right into her meaty pussy and willed it through her whole body.
The light "Mmm" noises she was making caught in her throat as her muscles locked up from the waves of intense healing pleasure he was massaging into the walls of her vagina.
His work done, he pulled his fingers out and emerged from under Vale's leather flap.
"Feeling better?" He asked, looking over her toned, gray body for wounds.
"Such magic hands, Master. I've never felt anything... so intense, before!" Her long tongue snaked out and licked around her lips. She had a look in her eye that told him she wasn't at all finished with him. And he wasn't either.
A few fat drops of water fell from the dark mists above them causing Mark to look up. The daylight was fading, and the gray fog was slowly turning a more worrisome black.
He looked over at Ahnix carrying bones and called out to her.
"Is that necessary?” He wanted to get out of the rain and finish what he started with his giant naga.
Ahnix tossed the bones into the cemetery and turned to him. Her tail was violently flicking around behind her as she spoke.
"You don't trust me? I told you I had experience with undead curses. There is a good chance they'll rise again unless we bury these assholes."
"Of course I trust you Ahnix, come on now." He turned to the giant naga by his side, "Hey Vale, can you go get the bones we scattered in town really quick, while I help here?"
The fat raindrops started to strike the metal shield on her back making tiny, steel drum sounds.
"Yes, Master." Vale nodded and wove her long body through the wet grass, disappearing into the mists.
Mark walked over and helped Ahnix relocate the bones of the undead crew into a pit in the graveyard. By the way her tail moved he could tell his cat-girl was agitated again. She really didn't like having her actions questioned, and maybe she felt a little left out- stuck cleaning up while he pleasured Vale right in front of her. Well, he was just going to have to make it up to her by melting her mind with ecstasy again.
The burial of the crew didn't take long, but by the time they made it back to the shelter of the residence attached to the lighthouse they were all soaking wet from the rain.
A bright flash lit up all the windows and low, rumbling thunder followed shortly after. Vale went to the large fireplace and ignited a fire using the old dry logs stacked up along the wall.
Ahnix pulled out the key from her top and handed it to Mark.
"Quest complete, let's see what's in that box," she said, a sparkle in her eye. Agitated or not, she was as interested to see what was inside the silver treasure box as he was.
Vale removed her wet leather armor and draped them over a chair by the fireplace. She came up behind Ahnix and hooked her fingers under her leather tube top. The cat-girl looked up at the naga, her eyebrows furrowed.
"Oh stop, you can see what's in that box in a second. Arms up." Ahnix turned to look at Mark with her expressionless face and put her furry arms over her head. Vale pulled up and peeled the cat-girl out of her top, her nipples already standing at attention from the cold.
The naga draped the top over one of her arms, and then hooked her fingers under the tight leather shorts that hugged Ahnix's thick and muscular thighs. Never taking her lidded eyes off of Mark, Ahnix raised herself up on one, small padded foot to give Vale an easier time at removing her bottoms.
The naga pulled down and slipped the tight, wet shorts onto the floor. Ahnix stepped out of them and was fully nude in all her toned, furry glory.
Mark just sat on the couch, staring, as her sleek, muscular body was highlighted by the warm flames flicking in the fireplace.
Vale then turned her attention to Mark. "Up," was all she said, and Mark stood, not taking his eyes off of Ahnix. She loved to be the center of attention- to be served. And Vale liked to serve.
He had a sensual idea for a fun evening. But first things first. After Vale had laid out his clothes by the fire, he held out the silver key to Ahnix.
"Would you like the honor, my Queen?"
She held him with her regal gaze for a moment and then sauntered over to him, taking the key back.
"I would," she said and turned to the chest. Mark sat on the couch and Vale came up behind and leaned her arms on the back of it, resting her massive tits right by his head.
Ahnix's bare, furry bottom was right in front of him, her tail slowly swishing from side to side. She was excited. She bent a little, trying to get the key into the keyhole and her tight little pussy was framed perfectly by the gap in her toned thighs.
She slipped the key in, turned it and they all heard a click announcing that the chest was unlocked. Ahnix tilted the lid backward and looked down into the box.
"Well, what's in there?" Mark asked, from the best seat in the house. The cat-girl bent a little more, reached in and pulled out two bottles of liquid. She set them to the side on the table and reached in again, this time pulling out a black pouch, tied with a string. She dove in once more and pulled out a stack of gold coins and put them and the pouch on the table.
"That's it," she said, closing the chest again.
The large glass bottles had labels on them, and to Mark, they looked like wine bottles. After Ahnix had read the label as "Moonstone Wine" his assumptions seemed justified.
"Is Moonstone wine any good?" he asked.
"Yes," Ahnix said, staring at the one in her hands. She looked up at Vale draped over the couch. "Did you see any cups in the kitchen?"
"No, but I'll check again."
While Vale rummaged in the cabinets, Mark pointed to the black cloth bag.
"What's in there?"
Ahnix carefully put down the bottle and picked up the bag. With one precise claw, she pulled on the string and peeked inside.
Whatever she saw caused her to snort. She tossed the open pouch to Mark, and he looked in the bag, wondering what could amuse his majestic cat-girl.
Inside the bag was another key. This one was much more elaborate and made of black stone. He thought it might be obsidian.
"Huh, another key. No clue where this one goes? A note inside the chest or something."
Ahnix crossed her arms under her perky breasts. "No note."
"No cups, either. Not much of anything," Vale said, coming around to where the bottles were to take a look.
Ahnix shrugged. Never one to ask permission, she picked up one of the bottles and used one of her claws to uncork it with a dull pop. She upended the bottle into her mouth and took a few swigs. She looked off into the distance and licked her lips slowly.
Then, her eyes focused on Mark again. "Very good indeed. Perfectly aged." Without looking, she handed the bottle to the wide-eyed naga and went to sit by Mark on the couch.
Vale looked from the bottle to Mark. He frowned and gave her a sharp nod. Vale dumped a large amount of it down her throat and then wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.
"Mmm, that is good." She handed the bottle to Mark, and he handed the bag with the key back to Ahnix. Vale wrapped her arms around her tight stomach and twisted back and forth, her huge tits swaying a moment behind. "It warms you through and through."
Mark brought the bottle to his lips and took a long swig for himself. It tasted like a cool, smoked blueberry juice. He licked his lips as the warm sensation also spread through his body.
Ahnix was holding the key now and watching the light dance off its eloquent edges.
Mark handed her the half-empty bottle, and Ahnix absentmindedly took another swig as she studied the black key. Lightning flashed outside again as strong winds drove the rain against the building.
After they finished the first bottle, the trio snacked on the last of the dried meat from Donovan and felt full and sated. By the time they finished the second bottle they had moved a lot of the pillows over by the fire, and Mark and Ahnix were nestled into Vale's armpits, their heads resting on her massive breasts. He tilted his head towards Ahnix and looked into her dark and marvelous eyes.
Mark thought it was high time to transfer some essence. He brought up one finger to his chest, hiding it from Vale's line of sight, and pointed at her large black nipple then stuck his tongue out.
Ahnix seemed to get the hint and stuck her own, pink tongue out. Mark counted to three, quietly, and they both started to lick Vale's huge nipples at the same time.
"Ooohh." The naga let out a sigh and settled back a bit to enjoy what was happening. Both Mark and Ahnix locked eyes and licked and slurped on Vale's tits like they were making out with each other.
Vale had her head back and just moaned. This went on for a while, and both girls were getting nice and excited. The warmth of the wine coursing through their veins enhanced every sensation, and Mark could feel the erotic heat building up from both of them.
Mark detached from Vale’s nipple and stood up.
"Vale, that wine was good. But you haven't tasted Ahnix's heavenly delicious pussy, have you?"
The beautiful naga looked up at Mark, her dark cheeks getting rosy.
"No, Master. I haven't..."
Mark looked down at Ahnix to find her exotic eyes on his, still absentmindedly licking Vale's black nipple.
"Such a pity. It is easily in my top three favorite flavors. Maybe if you ask Ahnix nicely, she will honor you by sitting on your face."
Vale swallowed hard and looked down at Ahnix. "Master says... I mean- Queen Ahnix, please do me the honor of letting me taste your royal juices. I beg you."
Ahnix pulled her tiny mouth away from Vale's nipple. She considered it for a moment looking deep into Vale's eyes, then she stood up and pointed at a pillow the ground.
"Put your head there." The regal cat-girl looked down on Vale with a gaze that demanded obedience. The white-haired naga quickly shuffled down on the floor and put her head where she was instructed. Ahnix lifted one leg over Vale's head, so she was standing over her face.
She slowly bent her muscular legs and squatted halfway down over the naga's mouth, then stopped.
"No tongue, just kiss it. You need to earn your taste."
"As you command, my queen," Vale responded, flush with excitement. Ahnix slowly lowered herself down, so her pussy was right on Vale's full lips, then reached out and took hold of both nipple rings in front of her. Mark was loving this. He just sat on a pillow and watched the action unfold.
"Just kisses. If I feel that long tongue of yours slip inside my pussy, I'll pull these right off."
Ahnix tugged a little on the nipple rings, and Mark heard Vale's muffled response from under her tight furry ass. He adjusted his position to get a better look and saw  Vale's lips softly and tenderly kissing Ahnix's tight slit. Ahnix closed her eyes, and just enjoyed the sensation for a while.
Then, she rocked back, so her tiny pink asshole slid right on top of Vale's nose.
"Now, lick between my lips. But do not stick it in yet. Massage my clit with your tongue."
Ahnix tilted her head back and closed her eyes as the beautiful naga pleasured her pussy. "Yes. That's right... now suck on my clit a little."
Mark couldn't take it anymore. He got up and moved over to Vale's pussy, the hot flames of the roaring fire warming his body. She was so turned on right now he could see the pussy juice running down her scales. He bent his face to her thick pussy and went right for her hot, throbbing clit. Vale made a muffled noise when he started to suck on it, and Ahnix pulled tight on her nipple rings.
"I said no tongue inside yet! Time to start over again. But now I want you to kiss my asshole."
Ahnix rocked forward a bit to allow Vale access to her little pucker of an asshole, nestled between two solid cheeks. Ahnix watched Mark sucking on Vale's clitoris, and her eyes narrowed as Vale started to lay soft kisses on her asshole.
"Good girl. Now slowly lick me from my clit to my asshole." Her dark exotic eyes closed again, and she leaned forward, licking Vale's nipples with her tongue.
Mark made a mental note that the cat-girl liked her asshole played with, he was looking forward to trying that later.
He continued to slurp his tongue around Vale's huge clit and by the contractions her pussy hole was making he could tell she was getting really worked up. He could feel that she wanted him to slip inside of her.
Apparently, Ahnix was at that point too.
"Okay, you may stick your tongue inside my pussy and taste my coveted, royal pussy juice."
The cat-girl's big eyes opened wide as Vale stuck her long tongue deep into her pussy. "Oohh yes. Good girl. Mmm."
Ahnix's dark eyes rolled slightly into her heavy lids and drool started to leak from her mouth. She went back to slowly licking Vale's huge nipples.
This was Mark's cue. He had been waiting for this all day and stopped sucking on the naga's fleshy vagina. He stood and moved over to Ahnix's rear and saw Vale's thick tongue buried deep inside the cat-girl's tight, furry pussy lips.
Mark's cock was throbbing, and he knew exactly what he wanted to do with it. He got on his knees over Vale's face- her eye's going wide with understanding.
Ahnix was slightly drunk and so lost in the unique pleasure of an enormous tongue licking deep inside her that she wasn't really paying attention.
That was until Mark slowly slid his cock inside her tight pussy right alongside Vale's deftly controlled tongue.
She looked over her shoulder at Mark, a long, "Uuunnngh,” escaping her lips. Her black tail started twitching slightly at the tip.
Mark slowly slid his cock in and out of Ahnix's dripping wet pussy while Vale's tongue twisted and danced all around it. He could feel Vale wrap her long tongue around his cock and rub the underside of his throbbing head while he pumped it in and out of Ahnix.
The cat-girl buried her face in Vale's tits and shuddered with ecstasy. Her pussy was extra tight with both his cock and Vale's long tongue wedged deep inside, and he wondered how it felt being stretched out like this. If her primal grunts were anything to go by, the regal cat-girl was barely conscious from the intense pleasure engulfing her.
Vale and Mark got a good rhythm going and alternated penetrating Ahnix's pussy. He would pull out, and she would thrust her tongue deep, then he would thrust, and she would pull out her tongue, licking the underside of his cock in the process.
Ahnix couldn’t take it much longer, and Mark could feel her pussy start to clench down. Vale brought one of her hands up underneath and began to rub Ahnix's little bud of a clit between her fingers. That was it; between Mark's rock hard cock, Vale's skillful tongue, and clitoral stimulation, Ahnix arched her back and let out a sustained low growl Mark had never heard before.
The muscles spasming on his dick and Vale's tongue sent him over too, and both Ahnix and Mark came together on top of Vale's face.
He felt half of his stored essence pour into Ahnix, and her whole body tensed in one hard contraction. When it was over, she let out a long sigh and sat up. She stood, and Vale's tongue slurped out of her pussy and back into her mouth.
Mark was surprised when Ahnix pushed Mark out of the way and put her mouth right on top of Vale's lips. She showered the long-haired beauty with kisses and licked her own pussy juices off of the naga's face.
Mark just sat back and watched as his two girls made out for a little while. He needed a short break before getting to work on his giant shield maiden.
Ahnix eventually pulled away and looked down on Vale. "Your Queen is pleased."
"Good," Mark said. "Now if it also pleases your Highness, I recommend the light and fruity taste of Vale's delicious pussy.
Ahnix looked at Mark and nodded. She slid backward down to Vale's huge, meaty pussy which was already sopping wet. She began to slowly lick and kiss the outside lips, just as Vale had started on her before. Mark stood up and straddled Vale's face.
"My turn," he said, squatting down above her mouth. “I want you to pull my hard cock into your mouth with your tongue."
Vale wrapped her tongue around his shaft and pulled him down between her full lips. With his balls resting on her nose, he stretched out between her tits and onto her firm stomach, his cock buried deep in her mouth. He had a big dick, but she was a large girl, and he didn't even think it made it to the back of her throat.
Her nimble tongue swirled and caressed his cock in her mouth, and her little moans were vibrating his dick in the most pleasurable way.
It was time to ramp that up. He looked at Ahnix sucking on Vale's huge clit and reached down with both of his hands, pulling the meaty lips open wide.
"Hey, Ahnix. Think you could fit your small, furry fist in that huge pussy, stretch it out a little?"
Vale made a confused and muffled noise with Mark's dick in her mouth. Ahnix pulled back and looked at Mark.
"One way to find out I suppose."
Mark pulled open Vale's pussy wider, while Ahnix made a fist and slowly pushed it against Vale's pussy hole. At first, Ahnix took it slow, getting the sleek fur on her knuckles soaking wet.
Vale moaned louder and louder as Ahnix pressed her fist into her pussy. The giant naga locked up and froze on Mark's dick when her fist was halfway in and stretching out Vale's pussy hole the most, but then it slid passed, and her fist was inside. Vale let out a low rumbling moan that just continued as Ahnix worked her pussy.
Mark let go of Vale's long pussy flaps and wrapped both hands around her clit and squeezed like he was choking someone. Vale's moans intensified another octave, and his cock was being sucked exquisitely.
He paused what he was doing long enough to motion for Ahnix to get close.
"Tell me when she is about to cum," he whispered into her pointed ear, and Ahnix nodded.
She went back to slowly shoving her fist in and out of Vale's massive, pink pussy, and Mark went back to strangling her swollen clit.
They worked the large snake-woman into a gargling, frothy mess, Ahnix plunging her arm into her massive vagina, up to her elbow, and Mark squeezing and massaging her tight, engorged clit.
He wasn't sure if he was going to be able to last much longer when Ahnix caught his eye and nodded. Mark quickly held up his ring and focused both a heal and enhancement into Vale's huge, bulbous clitoris. She took a lot of damage today and need to be rewarded. She was also doing a lot of work with her tongue and mouth to pleasure both of them. He tried to channel every last ounce of pleasurable energy he had available.
Vale started to spasm, and her large soft lips clamped down on the base of his shaft, sucking the cum right out of his cock.
He was worried for a moment that with all her clenching muscles and intense pleasure she might involuntary bite down. She didn't, and in fact, her tongue was basically jerking him off inside her wet mouth so fast it was like nothing he had ever felt. He focused on his pleasure and poured that back through the energy channeling into her vagina.
Ahnix continued to pump her fist in and out of Vale while the naga's body went rigid bellow him. She let out a long scream on his dick and then went back to sucking all of his cum into her hot mouth as she spasmed.
Mark poured the last of his load down Vale's throat and the rest of his stored essence into her.
Ahnix slowly pulled her arm out of Vale's meaty pussy with a loud slurping noise, and Mark got up off of Vale, pulling his dripping cock out of her mouth. Her long tongue was still wrapped around it, and he had to shake her loose.
Her eyes were closed, and she just laid there, shaking.
"I think we broke her, "Ahnix said from on top of Vale's snake half.
"Muh. The suhh..." was all Vale could manage to say.
"Remember when I did that to you?" Mark asked, laying down next to Vale and placing his head in her armpit. Ahnix crawled up and snuggled in on the other side, licking pussy juice off her arm.
"Yeah. You really know how to use your gifts, Lover." Ahnix looked over at Mark around the stunned naga's huge tits. "I have honestly never felt pleasure on this level before."
The naga wrapped her arms around both of them and held them tightly against her sides.
"Mmm- Mine," Vale mumbled, and then drifted off to sleep.
The warm fire, the snug embrace, and the sexual exertion pulled both Mark and Ahnix down shortly afterward.
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Bright light streamed through Mark's eyelids and pulled him up from his deep and restful sleep.
The warm mass of flesh pressed against his body indicated that Vale was still asleep next to him. He cracked open an eye to see Ahnix sitting on the couch, already dressed in her tight leather armor, scrutinizing the obsidian key they had found last night. Mark disengaged with Vale and got up, trying not to step on the slumbering naga.
He pulled his clothes from the mantle where they had been set to dry, got dressed and joined Ahnix on the couch. She continued to turn the key over in her furry fingers.
"Mist's gone," she said, after a moment. Mark looked around the brightly lit room and was surprised he didn't put that together himself.
"I see that. Figure out what hole that goes into?"
"No, but it looks pretty. Mind if I hold onto it?" she asked, looking at him, pulling her eyes from the mysterious key.
Mark gave her a gentle smile. "It's yours. I doubt we'll ever know what the key unlocks anyway." He stood and stretched. "We should get moving. You wake the sleeping snake-girl, and I'll go up and look at the lay of the land from the lighthouse."
Ahnix nodded and tucked the key into her tight, leather tube-top.
Mark made his way to the door that led to the stairwell and pulled it open. It was dimly lit but a lot less creepy feeling than the day before.
He looked over his shoulder before going in and saw Ahnix crawl over to Vale where she slowly and carefully began to lick one of her large, jet-black nipples. From personal experience, he knew the naga was in for an amazing ascent into consciousness.
He quietly closed the door behind him and climbed the spiral staircase that led to the top of the lighthouse. Sunlight spilled down on him and grew brighter the further up the spiral he continued. It took longer than he expected, and his legs were starting to get tired, but he eventually made it to the small deck at the top.
There was a large iron cage that served to hold logs for a massive bonfire in the center and a walkway that extend out around the top of the tower. He pulled himself up the last step, put his hands on the wooden railing and looked out onto the clear blue waters that stretched out forever.
The morning sun was behind him, and the long shadow of the lighthouse stretched down to the ocean's sparkling, blue waters. The impenetrable fog from the day before was completely gone, and Mark could see for miles in every direction. He looked to his left and could barely see the thin sparking line of the Vull as it dumped into the Amethyst Deep ocean. He looked to the right and scanned the never-ending beach as it continued north from the lighthouse for any sign of the tear Donovan had told him about.
He suddenly wished he brought Ahnix up here with him, her keen senses always perceived things just outside his reach. He squinted and did notice there was a flicker in the distance that could be a blob of glitching corruption.
Mark walked around the deck and looked down at the town below. It was much smaller than he thought it had been last night.
Beyond the smattering of buildings were rolling fields of green grass where the bright sun cast long morning shadows across the landscape.
He turned back to the spot near the coast that looked like it could be a tear and tried to gauge how far it was. Using the distance of the Vull River, he guessed it they would be there by about noon.
He put a hand over his stomach and realized he was getting hungry. He also realized he wasn't the least bit hungover. That was good wine indeed. He wondered if perfectly aged Moonstone wine was worth anything, but it was too late for such musings as both bottles were now empty. They would have probably have been broken in combat or by jostling, anyway.
He certainly enjoyed sharing them with his girls. It had been a good night.
Mark took a deep breath of the crisp and rejuvenating ocean breeze that was much stronger this high up, and his thoughts turned to his new shield ability. He wasn't even aware he had use of an impervious bubble, but it made perfect sense when he willed the barrier into existence around Vale.
He remembered the little helper fairy telling him to experiment and wondered what other abilities he had that he didn't even know about.
Knowledge was still something he needed the most right now.
He sighed and made his way back down the spiral staircase. When he got to the door, he heard Vale's voice and paused a moment to listen.
"...do you mean? They mostly get in the way. And do you know how much my back muscles hurt sometimes? I'd much rather be sleek like you, especially in combat."
Mark got the idea and smiled. He pushed open the door, and both Ahnix and Vale turned to look at him. Ahnix had two furry hands under one of Vale's breasts, holding it up slightly.
"You have a good sleep, Vale?" Mark asked, walking into the room. Ahnix's tail flicked around behind her, dropped Vale's tit, and let her arms fall to her sides.
"Yes, Master. I still can't believe what you did to me last night- both of you." She looked down and smiled at the impassive cat-girl.
"Good. Get those melons in their holsters. We've got some beach to put behind us. I think I saw the tear, and it should take us half the day to get there."
Vale packed herself into her leather harness and picked up her shield. Mark attached his crossbow to a loop on his pants and picked up his canvas bag, tossing in the handful of gold coins from the chest. While he had it open, he rooted around to see if they missed a bit of jerky or even one of those bland vegetables from the desert. Other than two, nearly full waterskins, a set of flint and tinder, and a few coins, there wasn't much in there.
Lack of food wasn't an emergency yet, but they needed to keep an eye out for something to eat.
Maybe they could get some fish from the ocean, somehow. He thought about the fishing poles stored back on the riverboat they ditched and wished he had thought to take one.
Ready to move out, they left the lighthouse behind and continued north down the beach.
The sun was bright, and the day was clear, and Mark looked at the two beautiful women moving along the beach with him to either side.
"Ahnix, did you pick a badass new ability?"
She looked over at him with her small frown and half-lidded, big eyes. "Doom kick is only a single target ability. You enhanced it into an area-of-effect attack yesterday, and I liked it. I picked Assault Rush. I can instantly strike one target five times or five targets one time."
"Oooh." Said Vale, from Mark's other side.
"What about you, Vale?" he asked.
"Perfect Cover from the Shield Warrior path. It's kind of like Ahnix's teleport but with much shorter range, and it can only be triggered when one of you is attacked."
Mark could tell why she picked that. When Ahnix took the attack meant for Mark's back yesterday, things could have ended badly if he didn’t have his heal ready.
"Great choices, both of you. And I guess I can put up protective bubbles now. We are becoming a force to be reckoned with."
They continued down the beach for a while, and Vale veered off towards the ocean to, "Look for the prettiest seashell." Mark and Ahnix walked down the beach, side by side, and he took another deep breath of the salty ocean air.
Ahnix broke the silence and spoke quietly. "You can't see your own ability path, can you." It was more of a statement than a question, and he looked over at his stoic cat-girl as she continued to look forward.
"No, I can't."
They walked a few more steps and then she said, "And you can't see ours either."
Mark had a sinking feeling where this was going. "No. "
"Then when you say we can pick our own abilities, it's only because you are forced to."
The sinking feeling in his gut turned into a free-fall of dread. He stopped walking and faced her.
"Yes, but I-” he was cut off by one of her furry fingers on his lips. He looked deep into her eyes.
She took a moment to look deeply into his, then spoke quietly, gently pressing her finger to his mouth, "You have never once given me reason to distrust you, and if you had lied to me just now I might have... been upset. But you didn't." Ahnix took her finger away from his face and continued, "I truly believe you are a caring and honorable man, and if you could suddenly see our paths you'd continue to let us choose for ourselves. But do not hide anything from me again, Mark. Especially something as important as this."
He nodded, and she leaned in close to kiss him to make it clear that they were all good, but before their lips touched, Vale let out a shriek from the shoreline.
They both turned to see the naga get grabbed from behind by two huge, disturbing, fish-like creatures. Vale was grappling with them as they tried to pull her into the ocean.
Ahnix teleported away instantly, and appeared in the water directly behind the far one and became a flurry of claws quickly slicing into its guts. One was already down, and Mark was still trying to figure out what the hell they were.
The other fish creature let go of Vale, and, as it took a step back to face the new threat, Mark's brain finally made some sense of what he was seeing. It was like an unholy mix between a fish, a crab, and a man. It had a fish head and body but was held up by four, armored crab legs. The fish body bent upwards its huge lips gasping toward the sky. It seemed to bend like this so the four muscular, human arms attached to its front side could grab onto any anything in their reach.
And the massive abomination was currently reaching for Ahnix. She had surprised the first one with her sneak attack combined with the new Assault Rush, but the second one was very much aware of her presence.
If it grabbed her and pulled her under, there wasn't much they could do. Mark acted before thinking and created a bubble around Ahnix. Its huge, muscular arms tried to encircle her, but the bubble prevented any contact.
Vale quickly slid backward a few feet, pulled her shield off her back and pointed at the creature. She sang the eerie melody triggering her Hateful Sting ability, and the creature stopped its attempts to get at Ahnix. It started to glow with a red hue and used all of its hands and legs to turn and charge up the beach towards Vale.
As soon as the creature turned away from Ahnix, she moved to attack its side like she had done the other sea monster. The moment she moved, the bubble went down.
The creature was fast, and she had to sprint out of the water to catch up. One of its arms reached out to grab Vale's shield, and another went for her face.
The naga slammed her shield into its upturned head, and its many arms went limp, stunned for a moment. Mark pulled out his crossbow and quickly fired a colorful shot right into its side. The thing was huge and hitting it with his unreliable ranged weapon was much easier than hitting the skeletons.
Ahnix had caught up and started to rip into it with her claws. It took only slightly longer for her to slice it to death this time as she was just using normal attacks.
The creature dropped to the sand before Mark's crossbow recharged.
"What in the hell was that?" Mark called out, walking over to his girls standing in a pile of fish and limbs.
"Lunch, I'd say," Ahnix said, licking her small lips. Vale just stood there her arms drooping at her sides, staring down at the sea monsters. Mark could tell she was a little shaken from almost being dragged into the ocean by creatures as large as she was. He walked up to her and ran one of his hands down the small of her back until it rested on her wide, scaly hip. It felt smooth and warm.
"You okay?" he said, looking up at his giant beauty.
"Yes. I just... wasn't expecting that. I found a really neat shell and my back was turned- Thank you for saving me, again." Her charcoal gray cheeks turned rosy pink.
Mark gently patted her thick rump. "We watch your backside. You watch ours. And boy do I enjoy watching both of your butts'."
He looked over at Ahnix who was starting to carve out hunks of meat from the horrible fish creatures with way too many arms. "You seriously want to eat these? They have human parts."
Ahnix looked up at him with those big exotic, half-lidded eyes of hers. "Then don't eat those parts. Vale, could you go gather up some driftwood? Unless you want to have monster sushi?"
"No, no, no. I'll go get us the wood," Mark said, holding up his hands.
It didn't take as long as Mark thought it would to find enough beached wood for a small fire, and before he knew it, they were roasting chunks of fish that actually smelled pretty good.
By the time Ahnix passed him a handful of charred, greasy meat his empty stomach won the battle, and he took a tentative bite. The tender fish flaked off into his mouth, and he quite enjoyed its buttery flavor. Vale had no problem packing in pounds of it, and Ahnix did actually eat most of hers raw.
The sun was high in the clear blue sky, the sand was soft and warm, and their bellies were full. Mark considered just curling up with his girls and taking a nap, but the thought of more crazy fish things dragging them under the deep ocean made him stand up instead.
"You beautiful beach babes ready to move on?"
They both got up and made ready to continue their journey down the beach while Mark kicked sand over the fire. Each of them took a swig from a waterskin and washed their lunch down with sparkling, clear water from the Vull before moving out.
The rest of the trip down the beach was uneventful. This time they stayed together, away from the shoreline and in a few hours they could clearly see the enormous white-noise tear out in the ocean.
As they got closer, Mark noticed rocks barely sticking out of the water, arranged to make a path right to the enormous tear out on the water.
By the time they reached the first bolder leading to the supposed Water Temple Mark could feel the strange uneasiness he always got in his guts when he was around the swirling, white noise mess of corruption.
There were a few more hours of daylight left before the sun set, so they decided to just go for it. Mark and Ahnix hopped from rock to rock, while Vale was long enough to arch her long body over the gaps, always touching at least two. The massive stones they were crawling on must have been truly humongous as the further they got out into the ocean the deeper the water looked until all they could see was a deep, blue void below them. All of them continuously scanned the waters for more of those many-limbed fish creatures, but nothing ever reached up to grab them.
It was further out than it looked from the beach, but they finally arrived at a large, filthy stone slab. It was made of marble, and some of the broken ornate columns gave the impression that this was once a beautiful structure. Now it was covered with rotten seaweed and slime.
Mark could tell that there was much more to the structure beyond the swirling mess of chaos and corruption that filled his vision.
Mark walked up to it and stood looking into the swirling chaos only inches from his face. The last one was tough, but he got through it. He told himself he'd get through this one too.
Mark looked back at his Enthralled beauties, waiting on the huge slab of dirty marble, watching his back. He gave them a 'thumbs-up' and then turned back to the tear, quickly thrusting his hand inside.
Again, pain lanced through him, and it was like he had his arm in a nest of hornets, but he clenched his teeth, thrust his other arm in and tried to focus on closing the tear. He needed to bend it to his will, just like he had done before, but the pain in his arms was excruciating, and it didn't feel like he was making any progress.
Last time, the boat was moving forward, and he had no choice but to beat down the barrier facing him or lose everything.
Mark called on the strength of every fiber in his being to close this tear and shoved his head in like he did before. The pain enveloped him like a never-ending blooming flower, its petals impossibly just opening and opening forever, except the petals were razors and his brain was the garden.
He screamed and forced all of his will on bringing it to an end- and nothing changed.
He must have been surrounded by infinitely expanding pain for hours, days- he couldn't tell anymore. It never stopped, and he was losing the ability to think at all. Who had put him in this horrible world of constant agony? Why was this happening to him? He felt the last parts who he was starting to slip into the chaos and torment surrounding him.
Then something grabbed him and pulled him out. He hit the wonderfully solid ground, and a different, real, dull pain echoed in his side. He looked down at his hands, numbness buzzing all along them. He remembered something similar from long ago; he was hungry and stopped at a large colorful box. He talked to someone, a woman- she made the box obey her and prepare food for him.
He reached out to open the metal door and get his food and- *BZZZT*.
Mark blinked his eyes and found he was face to face with Ahnix, his regal and exotic cat-girl.
She looked more worried than he had ever seen her. Her straight, evenly cut hair hung forward the way he liked as she squatted over him, her beautify patterned eyes wide in horror. He reached out to touch her sleek-furred cheek and was beyond relieved to feel her soft fur.
He closed his eyes and let his head fall back and hit the hard slab he was laying on.
"How long?"
"What?" Ahnix asked.
He opened his eyes and looked into hers. "How long was I in there? It felt like... eternity."
"About three minutes, master," Vale said hovering over them. "Your legs started shaking like... like something bad was happening. I didn't know what to do. Ahnix did. She just walked up and pulled you out. I'm so glad to see you whole."
Mark focused back on Ahnix squatting over him. Her tail was whipping back and forth violently, hitting his thighs. He suddenly reached up and embraced her. She stiffened for a moment and then melted into him, her tail slowing its erratic spasming.
He tilted his head and whispered into her ear. "Thank you." He held her like that, just breathing, while the world came back to him. They were still on the dirty marble slab on the ocean, and he could still feel the swirling chaos nearby.
He had failed. He wasn't able to heal this tear. At least he knew that failure didn't necessarily mean death. Now that he thought about it, he didn't even know what death meant. Would he just respawn? He knew that if he died, most likely his girls would also. It was something he seriously wanted to avoid finding out.
They broke their embrace and Vale helped him to his feet. He wondered how far he would have gotten if he didn't have their help.
And then it hit him. The helper fairy had said she was going to imbue him and all of his future Enthralled with the ability to heal the tears in the game world. Why did he think he had to do it alone? Maybe he was just protecting them, he thought. But the only real way to protect them here was by making them stronger.
He turned to his Enthralled.
"Okay. Listen up, ladies. The only way for us to heal this tear and soak up all that wonderful essence is to work as a team. The spirit that gave me the power to heal these tears said that all of my Enthralled would also have this power." He looked at Ahnix. "I promise I wasn't really hiding anything from you. I am still learning about all of this. I wanted to take the danger on myself that first time, and then... I just forgot."
Both of them were staring at him.
Vale broke the silence first, "You want us to stick our arms... in that?" She pointed to the swirling chaos behind him. He ignored Vale. She was easy to manage and eager to please. He knew she would just do whatever her master asked of her. He focused his attention Ahnix.
"Do you trust me?"
Ahnix considered her answer while she studied his eyes. Her tail jumped a few times, and Mark could tell she was playing the events of the last few days back in her mind.
His regal cat-girl let out a big sigh, "What do we need to do?"
He smiled from ear to ear. "First, group hug."
Mark walked towards his girls with his arms raised. Vale looked at Ahnix and then moved to one of Mark's outstretched arms. He wrapped his hand around her slender waist. The giant naga bent down slightly and put one of her large hands between his shoulder blades.
Ahnix hesitated but eventually came over and snuggled under Mark's other arm. He pressed her warm, furry body against his and, he put his hand on the small of her muscular back.
He pulled them tighter and reveled in their sweet scents, and in their warm bodies for a moment.
"We've shared the heat of combat, and we've shared the heat of passion. I could not be here, and would not want to be here, without either of you. I know that as a team we can do anything. We are going to walk over to that barrier, that enemy to be defeated, and we will force it to bow before us. We will push back the corruption and heal this tear in the world."
He let them go and walked up to the tear again. His Enthralled followed him and stood to either side of him.
"Now on the count of three, we are all going to extend our fists and banish this wrongness from the world. It might sting a little, but it goes away once it's over." He caught both of their eyes to make sure they were ready to do this.
Vale looked terrified but willing to do anything Mark asked. Ahnix looked determined. She trusted him and would give it her all. His cat-girl gave him a slow nod, and he knew they were ready.
"One. Two. THREE!" Mark called out, and they all thrust their hands into the stinging white-noise the at the same time.
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Mark heard both of his girls cry out in pain. He, however, remained silent. He was not going to let this one simple hole in the world get the better of him. He would not allow it hurt his girls.
"Fight!" he yelled, to Vale and Ahnix. "Push it closed. You aren't in there alone. I am with you both, and you are with each other. Now get it done!"
They all bent forward and focused everything they had into willing the swirling chaos closed.
And then it was over. The tear was just instantly gone, but a different kind of chaos remained unfolding before them. Mark tried to focus on what was happening in front of him, but a huge rush of essence assaulted him with waves of pleasure.
Ahnix hissed and dodged sideways to avoid a half-severed fish monster as it limply flopped over next to her, its disgusting fish guts spilling out over the marble floor. It was just like the pair of legs they found after he closed the first tear in the desert outpost.
The stone slab on the other side of the tear was pure white and pristine (where there were no giant fish guts) and an enormous structure that looked like a temple sprawled out before them. And that temple was currently under siege.
A small army of the same, many-limbed fish creatures they had fought on the beach were locked in combat with young teenage girls and boys who were creating and manipulating various forms of water.
One of the giant sea creatures let out a horrible screeching sound to their left as it was boiled alive in a cloud of steam that appeared underneath it.
The fish creatures were advancing on the temple in front of Mark, and the children seemed to be defending it. Mark knew what they had to do.
"Okay guys, new plan. We kill as many of these crazy fish fuckers as we can. But stick together and don't take any chances!"
His wide-eyed Enthralled nodded, and he pointed to the closest fish creature. It was heading up some stairs holding its four beefy arms up to block as a teenage boy pelted it with ice chunks he was somehow shooting out of his hands.
Mark and his party moved as a group, and when Vale was in range, she cracked her whip, pulling one of the crab legs out from under the creature. It was a surprise attack, and it looked back to see what had hit it from behind.
Mark shot it in the back with his magic crossbow, and the boy at the top of the stairs paused his assault, shocked to see a human and two beast-women helping him. He only paused for a moment though and then renewed his icy barrage.
The creature also hesitated, trying to figure out which target it hated most. Ahnix ran up to its side while it was distracted and ripped into the fleshy fish part with a basic attack.
She dodged the huge fist that sailed over her head and danced back out of range. Vale snapped it again this time on its body and left a thin line of blood where her whip had split a gash in its scales.
It didn't like the ice chunks, but Vale and Ahnix were causing way more damage. It started to run for Vale, and Ahnix took the opportunity to slash it again on its weak underbelly.
Mark got another shot off and missed its fishy face, but the combined attacks from everyone else brought it down. The creature had sustained more damage than it could take.
Mark and his party moved up the stairs to get to higher ground and join up with the young man cowering up there.
"What do you want from us?" he asked, holding a shaking hand out, warning them to stay back.
"We're here to help. That is unless you start attacking us," Mark said, calmly.
The boy couldn’t be more than sixteen, he was wearing nothing but what looked like swim trunks and looked really tan. He had short, sun-bleached hair and deep blue eyes, and they narrowed to focus on Mark.
"You're a Collector, aren’t you?"
"Yep, here to help end your eternal battle."
He looked up at him confused, "Eternal battle? They just came out of the water moments before you arrived." He regarded him suspiciously again.
"Look, dude, do you want to stand here and talk, or do you want to help your dying friends out there?"
The young boy examined Mark and his two girls again and seemed to relax a bit. Mark suddenly got the sense that he could be enthralled. Was he not human? Could he enthrall humans? It didn't really matter. Although Mark needed a long-range spell caster like this kid, he wasn't really into young boys.
"Okay, Collector. Follow me"
They passed through a marble archway and out in a large pristine courtyard with elaborate fountains made from seashells. There was a girl there, on the far side, in a blue bikini and could be the twin sister of the kid they were following.
She was backed into a corner by two of the creatures who were moments from ripping her apart.
Ahnix teleported to the side of one and performed a sneak attack Assault Rush again. The combo had worked as well as it had on the beach, and she single-handedly took one of the two creatures down.
Unlike before, the second creature was not distracted by Vale. It swung a fist and hit Ahnix right in her gut. The small cat-girl sailed like a ragdoll into one of the marble walls and landed by the kid they were trying to rescue.
Vale charged forward, crossing the courtyard quickly and Shield Bashed the face of the creature that had dared to hurt her friend, while the boy they had followed began hurling solid chunks of ice into its side.
Mark ran over to heal Ahnix, worried out of his mind that she was going to be beyond healing. To his astonishment, Ahnix was getting back up and seemed okay. Mark hadn’t used his heal yet and was dumbfounded until he saw the girl they had come to rescue holding her hand out to Ahnix, encircling her in a glowing stream of water.
The giant fish creature recovered from its stun and started to pummel Vale. She was blocking the hits, but it had too many arms, and one was bound to get through soon. Her whip was useless at close range, so all she could really do was block.
Mark turned and shot the creature in the side with a colorful bolt, while chunks of ice smashed into its side.
Ahnix shook off her own stun and returned to the battle. She sprinted over to the beast, slid under its soft underbelly and between its armored crab legs, tearing it open as she moved. The damage from the ice and Ahnix's claws brought the second beast down into a mass of stinking fish guts.
Mark heard shouts and hunks of ice impacting the ground from the other side of the courtyard and knew they had more work to do. He was impressed with these kids though. One was doing some fine damage, and the other had healed Ahnix. And he still had his full arsenal of abilities ready to use.
He ran over to Ahnix. "Are you okay?"
She looked over to him, panting. "Yeah. That was stupid. I teleported outside Vale's Perfect Guard ability."
Mark just put his hand on her furry shoulder and then turned to the two twin kids. If the girl didn’t have a bikini on it might have been hard to tell them apart. Just like the boy, she was tan with short blond hair and blue eyes.
"Hey, kiddos, let's get moving. Sounds like there are still some fish to gut out there."
The boy grabbed the hand of his twin and pulled her up onto her feet.
"Come on, this way."
He dragged the girl along, and Mark's party followed. He got the same feeling that he could enthrall her, or at least make an attempt. Another healer might be useful but not practical.
They climbed another marble staircase and came out onto a ledge then looked down on the chaos below. All of the giant fish creatures were dead, and there were other children running around in disarray.
A few of them saw the group of them up on the ledge, and the boy they were with waved his arm to get their attention. The children who saw him started sprinting up to where they were.
Mark relaxed a little, it looked like things were settling down, and he could get some answers as to what was happening here.
Then, from behind them came the shriek of another young girl. Mark turned around to see a giant lobster-woman advancing on another tan, blue bikini clad teenager. The creature was like Vale in that her top half was buxom porn star, complete with perfect tits, but her bottom half was that of a lobster. She also had huge armored claws instead of arms. The lobster-woman was advancing on the young girl who was backing away with something large, and glowing with an ethereal blue light, clutched to her chest.
They were pretty far away, and Mark didn’t have a lot of options. He had a feeling that he needed to prevent this sexy, yet revolting, giant lobster monster from getting her claws on whatever that girl was holding.
Mark sprinted forward, and when he was in range, he put up a protective bubble around the girl, hoping he wouldn’t regret not saving it for later. The timing was close, and as soon as the bubble went up her massive claw bounced off its surface. She pounded on the shell a few times and then turned her head and looked right at Mark.
Her face was quite beautiful. Her eyes were all white, and she had long red antennae that drooped down from under her jet black hair, which was wound tight into a bun. Her eyes narrowed, and he could see them fill with hate.
"You! Collector, you are responsible for this!" She screamed, and in a blur, charged right at Mark. Her lobster legs moved faster than he could follow and then she was right in front of him, bringing a humongous claw down intending to send his head into his chest cavity.
Vale's big, round hips instantly appeared inches from his face and deflected the claw, the impact making a deafening clang on her massive shield. Vale was huge, but this angry lobster-woman was bigger. Mark hoped they could handle this creature and knew Vale was going to have to take a lot of hits before it was over.
Reacting almost purely on instinct, he pressed his palm on Vale's firm back and channeled the strongest enhancement he could into her blocking ability.
She tensed for a moment as the golden rings appeared around her shoulders and arms, flooding her with pleasure. She didn't miss a beat though and continued to move her massive slab of metal to meet every bashing claw.
Mark rolled away to get some distance between him and the large beast-women engaged in battle. He brought up his magic crossbow to fire when a chunk of ice impacted the lobster creature’s pretty head.
He fired his bolt into the creature’s human-skinned side and looked for Ahnix. He saw her slowly circling around the creature and hoped she wouldn’t get too close like she did when attacking the fish creatures. Where they had soft undersides, this colossal beast-woman had a thick, lobster-shell segments that ran down her whole bottom half. Mark doubted that even Ahnix's razor sharp claws would be able to penetrate the chitinous plates.
"Don't hit the naga! She's on our side," yelled a voice behind him, and he turned to see that other, tan, blond haired, blue eyed kids were running up to stand with the ones they rescued.
An onslaught of ice and steam pelted the lobster-woman, and she turned away from Vale to charge the group of young, fleshy teens standing clumped together.
Vale was waiting for someone to pull her attention away and activated her Hateful Sting ability on the massive creature, singing a handful of beautiful then discordant notes.
A red glow appeared around the lobster-woman, and she let out an ear-piercing screech at Vale, renewing her attacks on the naga. The enhancement Mark had given her was doing the trick, and Vale's strong shield arm moved in a blur to meet every attack while the onslaught continued from the water kids. But the effect wouldn't last forever.
Mark fired another colorful bolt, but it was lost in the torrent of ice and steam damaging the enraged creature hammering on his naga.
Then he saw Ahnix make her move. He was pretty sure the lobster-woman didn't even know she was there as she had yet to join the battle.
His cat-girl yelled, "Doom kick!", and then brought her foot in an arc across one of the segmented lobster legs connected to the beast-woman's back half.
The dark rip in reality appeared where her foot had traveled for a second, and then vanished with a pop, severing the leg she had targeted.
It was a serious blow, and the creature let out another agonizing screech but was forced to keep her attention on Vale. Ahnix back-flipped out of danger and stood next to Mark.
"That's about all I can do. My teleport is almost ready again though. I might be able to get on that thing's back and rip out her spine, but all these water attacks would make that dangerous."
Mark considered it. He did still have a heal left, and his enhancement on Vale was going to run out soon.
"We could tell the kids to stop... Are you absolutely sure it's worth putting you into that blender?"
Ahnix studied the creature for a moment and then nodded. "Her back is flesh, and I can tear through that like paper. I can end this."
"Okay, wait for the waterworks to stop and then pop in there. Ready?"
Ahnix nodded, and Mark ran over to the group of kids focusing all their attacks on the massive creature invading their temple.
"Hey, everybody! Listen to me. We are going try a tactic here to end this fight right now. Stop the water attacks, or you'll fuck up the plan and hit my Enthralled. Got it?"
Some of them stopped, but others ignored him and continued their assault with hate in their eyes. Mark was about to walk up and shake one of them when the boy they had first rescued elbowed one in the side.
"Stop! Bodar, Malika, listen to him. They know what they are doing." The other teenagers lowered their hands and looked at each other, still uncertain.
Mark turned around just in time to see Ahnix pop from where she was standing, to right on the creature's lobster shell back.
She took no time in digging her claws deep into the supple skin of the creature's top-half. The monster reared up, but Ahnix hung on by digging both of her claws deep into its flesh.
Vale's Shield Bash ability must have also cooled down by now, and she employed it to stun the bucking creature.
Undisturbed, Ahnix was able to do some severe damage to its spine, and moments later it slumped to the marble floor, motionless.
A massive rush of essence poured into Mark, and he felt himself reach maximum capacity. To his dismay, he could still feel some of essence rush past him and out into nothingness. He hated losing out on any of the precious resource, but there wasn't much he could do about it.
He ran over to check on his girls. Ahnix seemed to be okay, nimbly jumping down from the dead crustacean-woman. When Mark got close to Vale, he noticed that she had cuts and bruises all over her body. He had thought she was blocking everything, but it seemed like a few of those claw attacks got through. He walked up to his beautiful, white-haired naga and embraced her.
He focused a heal on her, and she put one of her large hands on his back, pulling him closer. The naga only let out a quiet moan as pleasure washed over her.
Mark’s face was pressed against her flat stomach and turned his head to speak, "Thanks for taking the hits, Vale. We'd all be dead if it weren't for your strong shield arm."
"Yeah, way to soak up that damage. You did well." Ahnix said before joining Mark, and wrapping her furry arms around her too.
They not only just healed a massive tear, as a team, for the first time, they also just won what Mark thought of as their first real boss fight.
"Aw, you guys are so nice," Vale said tears forming in her large, violet eyes.
The water manipulating teenagers approached, and Mark broke the embrace with his girls and turned to face them.
"You kids have a stinking mess to clean up, but it could have ended a lot worse."
A bright flash from his left drew everyone's attention. The girl that Mark had used his precious protective bubble on had placed the object she had been holding on a pedestal in the center of the pavilion. It looked like a shimmering, spherical gemstone- like looking up at the sun from deep under the ocean.
Mark took a moment to get a good look at this Water Temple for the first time. It was mostly made out of polished marble and seashells, and there were fountains everywhere. They had been fighting under a huge pavilion, and the roof was held high in the air by four ornate columns on each corner.
Every fountain began to overflow at once, and Mark watched with growing concern as the water flowed unnaturally into the center of the floor, right in front of the glowing blue-green ball.
"What's going on?" He asked generally, at the group of tan teenagers.
"It's father. He's coming to visit," said one of the young boys. Mark thought it was the first one they met, but he could no longer be sure. They all looked so similar.
The water pooling on the floor began to coalesce into a figure of a person. It walked toward Mark and his party, and he tensed, ready for anything. It was still forming as it walked and eventually looked like an older, muscular man with green robes and a flowing beard.
The kids ran toward him and encircled him, huge grins on their faces. The man stopped to look down on them.
"My children. I never imagined I'd see you again. Hundreds of years, adrift..." His tan, weathered face couldn't decide on looking happy or looking sad, flickering from one to the next.
"What do you mean, father. We saw you just yesterday?" one said.
"Father, did you see the great battle?" said another.
"The Sea Witch came for the Aquamarine Pearl again, and we defeated her, once and for all!" said yet another, and pointed at the lobster-woman corpse right next to Mark, Ahnix, and Vale.
The mysterious, bearded man glanced over at the dead monster and then at Mark and his team.
He nodded once, smiled and then turned his attention to the children again.
"You don't know it, but you have been lost for hundreds of years, and I have been disconnected, floating helpless in the void. My temple was marred by a terrible rip in the word and you, my children, were trapped inside. It sounds unbelievable. But it's true. Your father cannot lie to you."
He looked down on his children, taking time to look each one over. Then he looked back up at Mark.
"And, yes, I was watching. This Collector and his Enthralled were somehow able to close the rift and restore you, and my temple. They then put their own lives at risk to protect you and defeat our ancient enemy. We all owe them a great deal of gratitude."
Everyone turned to look at this powerful Collector and his unstoppable battle harem.
Mark liked where this was going. "Hello," he waved awkwardly. "I'm Mark. This regal cat-girl is Ahnix, and this stunning naga is Vale. We did heal the tear, but I had no idea there would be an epic battle raging in here when we did. Glad everything worked out."
The water-formed man walked past his children and over to Mark.
"I am Sodden, an ancient water spirit that has existed since before the beginning. These water nymphs are my children. I owe you a reward for what you have done. Mark, I see you are one enthralled short of your maximum capacity."
Mark was stunned to learn the exact number and was glad to know he only had one slot left. He had a feeling that was the case, but it was good to be sure. The old man looked over his shoulder at the water nymphs whispering among themselves and called out.
"My children, come over her and arrange yourself by ability. You will present yourself to this Collector for potential enthralling." After he gave his command the teenagers began to move, some reluctantly. He turned his attention to Mark.
"Collector, this is not something I offer lightly. To gift you one of my children to service you is not a gift would bestow just anyone. Don't be fooled by their appearances. They are all hundreds of years old and capable fighters- as you have seen for yourself."
Mark didn't know how to feel about this. He looked over at Ahnix and Vale, and they only watched him impassively. He knew they would abide by any decision he made. They trusted him to do right by the team.
The teenage water nymphs organized themselves into three groups. Sodden walked in front of the first group, which were mostly girls and one boy.
"These nymphs are healers." Then he moved to the next group who were mostly boys. "Hexers, moderate damage over time and slowing abilities," he said, and then he stopped in front of the last group. "These are Mages. They do considerable damage from a distance."
Mark could see there were only two kids in the last group. The boy they first encountered and a girl. The boy was looking at Vale with a big grin on his face, and the girl was looking at the ground. He wasn't interested in a hexer or another healer, so that eliminated the first two groups.
Mark walked up to the last group and focused on the girl looking down. He could tell she really didn’t want to go with him. The vibes he was getting from this cute, but very young looking girl was that she would probably not be compatible. Mark had only one more slot in his party left, apparently, and he wanted to make damn sure he filled it with the right woman.
His mind made up, Mark turned to the old man and hoped the ancient water spirit wouldn't be pissed at what he was going to say.
"While it's a great honor, I'm afraid I am going to have to turn down the offer to enthrall one of your fine kids here. They are certainly formidable warriors. I just don't think any would be a good fit with my current team."
The girl quickly looked up at him, tears welling in her eyes, and he knew he made the right choice. Before Sodden could say anything, Mark wanted to offer an alternative.
"But, what I am lacking is knowledge. I would consider us even if you could tell me how to locate the shards of the Crystal Heart, the objects that caused these tears. I am on a quest to reshape the Heart and restore this world to its former glory, and I'm just aimlessly wandering right now."
Sodden, brought his hand up to his beard and considered the request. He waved a hand over the groups of water nymphs.
"My children, please go and attend to the temple, won't you?" They all scattered and began cleaning up the mess from the battle.
The water spirit studied Mark for a moment then spoke. "You are a unique Collector, Mark. I watched you and your Enthralled fight, and you work well together. You must have formed a tight bond with them. I am not slighted in any way by your rejection of my children, quite the opposite. It shows you are serious about your task." The water spirit paused and then heaved a sigh. "I cannot tell you what you want to know for I do not possess this knowledge. But I can send you to someone who most likely does. She is as ancient as I am and has a network of connections all over this land. If anyone knows where to find these accursed shards, it is her."
Mark nodded. "Thank you. Where can I find this person?"
"She is no more a person than I, but worry not. I am able to move you to her instantly through the channels of water. It will drain me to send you so far, but I truly owe you this much, at least."
Mark raised an eyebrow, "How far away are you sending us?"
"Many, many hundreds of miles to a still pond inside the Murmuring Forest."
Mark looked at both Vale and Ahnix. "You guys okay with this? We might not be back this way for a while."
"I go where you go," Vale said like it was silly to ask.
Ahnix just nodded.
"Okay, great. One way trip to the Murmuring Forest it is. How does this work?"
"Like this," the spirit said, and waved his hand. Water engulfed all of them, and Mark started to panic. The solid marble floor dropped out from underneath him, the world flipped, and it felt like he was rising to the surface of a deep body of water at an incredible speed.
Before his brain could tell his mouth to scream his head broke through the surface of the water. He looked around and took a huge gulp of air. Both Vale and Ahnix were splashing in the cool water next to him, and he let himself relax a little. He started to laugh, his voice echoing off the tall trees.
"I wish that crazy old spirit would have given us a little warning first. You guys okay?"
"Yes," Ahnix said, crawling out of the small pond.
"Yes, Master. Everything seems to be here," Vale said, sliding out also, and checking her whip and the shield on her back.
Mark found that the bottom was actually very shallow, and he walked out of the pond as well. He looked around and saw that they were surrounded by ancient redwoods; massive trees that stretched higher than he had ever seen a tree grow before.
As he stood, mouth agape, staring up at the trees, something wrapped around his feet and yanked him to the ground. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see the same thing happening to Vale and Ahnix. He looked down and saw vines wrapping themselves around his legs and arms, pulling him tight to the ground.
From one of the redwoods close by, a voice echoed across the small clearing the pond created.
"How did you shadow chasers get so deep into my domain? I'll crush the life out of you for such audacity!"
The vines were crawling all over him now, and he looked over and saw Vale break a few with her brute strength, but two more just took their place and pulled her down too.
He also saw Ahnix struggling to cut hers with the same results, then she stopped and looked around, searching.
"Oh no you don't, little shadow cat. I've got you, and you aren't stepping through the darkness as long as I have you."
Mark wanted to explain everything, to tell whoever this was to hold on a second, but vines and roots had covered his mouth. His mind raced and came up with a desperate plan.
He reached out with his will and erected an impenetrable bubble around Ahnix. The vines around her instantly severed, and she was free to stand. They both knew if she attacked any of the vines that the bubble would burst, and they would be right where they started.
Mark looked his beautiful cat-girl in the eye and tried to make her understand what he was thinking. He poured all of his power into stimulating her teleport ability. It was strangely familiar to the first day they met. Only this time he knew she could teleport. He focused on all the days they had spent together- all they had been through and willed her to get far, far away from here so she could continue to live. He looked over at Vale struggling, and losing, and felt horrible he could do nothing for her.
The glowing rings appeared, and Ahnix inhaled sharply. Her legs started quivering as Mark filled her with intense bliss.
Ahnix looked up at him inside her bubble. "I'm not leaving you!"
Vale ripped off the vine that was over her mouth and got out, "Go!" before a thicker vine replaced it.
Ahnix hung her head and vanished.
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As soon as Ahnix was gone, the vines started to loosen. The one over his mouth slid off, and he sat up coughing dirt out of his mouth and filled his lungs with sweet fresh air.
"Stop," he said weakly. "We come in peace." Another coughing fit wracked his body, and he felt Vale break free and move over to him. She grabbed him under his shoulders and pulled him to his feet.
"I may have misjudged you, Collector. No Moondusk would act so selflessly. You love that shadow cat, don't you?
"Yeah, and I really need to go find her."
The forest was quiet for a moment. Then, one of the trees near the pond cracked and twisted until a face appeared in the bark.
"How did you get here?" the face asked. It was definitely a female voice.
"Sodden, the ancient water spirit in the Amethyst Deep. We sealed the tear over his temple and saved his children from sea monsters. His reward was to send me to someone who could help me find a way to finish my quest. I fear he must have made a horrible mistake. We will take our leave- if you'll let us."
Mark looked up at Vale and made sure she was okay. Her usual cheerfulness was replaced with defeat, but she looked okay otherwise.
"Not so fast, young one."
The face pushed forward, and an entire body formed out of the bark. A voluptuous female carved out of wood stood motionless in the still forest. If he didn't currently hate this creature, he would think she was a knockout. She strode towards Mark and reached out a carved wooden hand. Mark stepped back, and Vale slid between them with her shield raised ready to protect him to the death.
"I'm not going to hurt you, child. Order your Enthralled out of my way."
Mark crossed his arms. "Vale is a big girl. She is very capable, and I trust her instincts. Maybe you should try talking to her like she actually exists."
The wood woman tilted her head to the side, studying Mark and then looked up at his guardian.
"Vale, I will cause no harm to you or this Collector."
Vale lowered her shield and studied the wood creature, and looked over her shoulder at Mark for his opinion. He nodded, and his naga protector slid backward, taking up a position close to him.
The wood creature walked up to Mark and put a hand on his shoulder. He looked into her delicately carved, wooden eyes and saw a multitude of expressions pass through them. She let go and stepped back from him.
"First things first, Mark. You don't know it, but you have an ability already unlocked called Harem Recall. You can use that to instantly bring your Enthralled to your side from anywhere they happen to be. Ahnix teleported a few miles away, but its range is limitless. That was quite the powerful enhancement you channeled. Not being able to see your skills or your path has its advantages. Many Collectors are not aware that they can focus their power so finely as to single out one ability like that."
Mark was almost knocked on his ass. Harem recall? He had more questions, and this thing seemed to finally have some answers, but he needed to try and bring Ahnix back.
He focused on what this forest spirit had said. He could recall his Enthralled to him whenever he wanted? Mark hoped she was telling the truth and honed in on his need to have Ahnix back by his side. He reached out into the universe, as far as he could stretch is imagination, and tried to pull her to him. He focused on her scent and his desire to have her fit, little body in his arms again. Right now, more than anything, he needed to see that small frown and her gorgeously exotic eyes looking into his.
He pulled with everything he had and then something popped in his mind. There was a movement by his side, and he turned to see Ahnix standing next to him, looking around wide-eyed.
He didn't hesitate to wrap his arms around her furry body. She was so stunned by her confusion she didn’t respond at first, but she eventually returned his embrace.
He turned his head and whispered into her ear. "I told you I would never let you go."
Vale joined herself to the group hug, and they just stood there under the tall trees feeling each others presence.
"See, I'm not so bad." The wood lady spoke, and Ahnix hopped backward, breaking the embrace.
"What just happened?" Ahnix asked, looking from Mark to the wooden woman standing next to her.
Before Mark could talk, the tree lady spoke up first. "I am Mother. I am this forest and every forest. I am every blade of grass and spot of mold in this world. I see everything and know all... except I sometimes miss the finer details."
The curvy wooden woman bowed deeply before Mark and his Enthralled. "I offer my sincerest apologies for causing any of you distress." She straightened and turned her delicately carved wooden face to Ahnix. "To answer your question, first I sensed the dark, Moondusk artifact you have tucked away near your bosom. I also sensed your shadow step ability and assumed that all of you were in league with those vile shadow chasers. Then, I watched Mark here pour all his love for you into a way for you to escape." At this, Ahnix looked over at Mark. He gave her a half-smile and shrugged.
The tree lady continued, "The Moondusk people aren't capable of such acts. That is when I realized I might have acted a bit too hasty with you intruders. Then, I looked into Mark's... soul, if you will, and learned a lot about his past, and his abilities. I told him of an unlocked but still unknown ability- Harem Recall. And here we are."
Mark still had a few questions. "Mother. Thank you for turning things around after realizing we didn't come here to cause any trouble. I would really appreciate any help you could give us. You seem to know us now and what we are here to do. Can you help us find the pieces of the Crystal Heart?
"Yes and no, young one. I can help you build a device that will point you to the closest one. All of the shards are locked from my sight by the horrendous tears in the world. There are thousands of those, large and small, and the shards could lie hidden inside any one of them."
"I see. And how do we build this device you mentioned?" Mark asked.
The wooden woman turned her head back to Ahnix. "A much more interesting topic of conversation is the artifact you are holding, my dear shadow cat."
Ahnix reached into her top with two fingers and plucked out the obsidian key they had found in the silver chest at the lighthouse.
The wooden woman followed it with her carved eyes. "May I?"
Ahnix considered the request for a moment, then held out the mysterious key to her. Mother held it up to the light, and a smile grew on her wooden face.
"Hmm. This is better than I hoped. This artifact has never been activated, but it has been dormant for a long time." She handed it back to Ahnix. "What you have there is more than just a key. It opens a very special door- a door that will take you to a dimension outside this one."
Mother turned to face Mark. "If you can enter this place and subdue that which has been waiting at its center you can turn this powerful artifact to serve you. To find the objects I need to help in your quest you must travel to the ends of this world and return. Then you will need to go even further to find the scattered shards. If you can command this key, you just might be able to complete your task within your lifetime, for it will allow you to travel vast distances in only a few steps."
Mark felt like he still had a long journey ahead of him, but he was at least getting a solid idea of where to begin. If what the forest lady was saying was true, the first step would definitely be trying to get this key to work.
"That sounds great and all, but where is the 'very special door' that this key unlocks?" Ahnix asked, skeptical of the creature that attacked them only moments ago.
"It's the key and also the door. Just hand it to the first, handsome Collector you find, and he can channel power into it. Be warned, once you enter, you either return to this dimension with the artifact under your control, or you don't return."
Mark didn't like what he was hearing. "What can we expect to find in this dimension?"
"I can only assume what lies inside, but this artifact has had a long time to wait for someone to activate it. It was created by unholy spellbinders, and for it to be as powerful as it is, the key had to be imbued with a mind or a soul, maybe many, and probably unwillingly. The artifact has had a long time to wait and prepare for someone to enter. There is a good chance it has not been idle and has expanded the folds of reality inside, hiding. You might be in there a while... or not. I do not extend into this dimension so I cannot truly see inside."
Mark and his Enthralled looked at each other. Before doing anything, he wanted to get their opinions.
"Ahnix, what do you think?"
The cat-girl handed Mark the key. "A powerful object like this could be very useful."
Mark took the key and nodded. Then he looked at Vale.
The naga studied the black key in Mark's hand, worry furrowing her brow.
"If we go into wherever this is and we're stuck there for a long time, we might want to prepare first. Food, water, torches. We really don't know what to expect, master."
"Smart girl," the wooden lady said. "I can help you with that. Our goals align, Mark. I want to see you heal this world, maybe more than most. Vale, hold out both of your hands, I want to give you a gift."
The giant naga did what she was asked. She put her shield on her back and brought her large hands together in front of her. The wooden woman walked closer, made a fist, and held it over Vale's hands, then loosened her fist a little.
A torrent of black beans spilled downward, making Vale cup her hands, so none spilled out.
"These look like beans, but they are better. One should keep you nourished for a full day."
"Magic beans..." Vale said as she watched in awe as her hands filled with them. After the forest spirit had given them what looked like a month's worth of rations, she pulled her fist away, and then she extended three, long wooden fingers.
Right before their eyes, a glowing blue mushroom sprouted from each of her fingertips. Once they had reached the right size, Mother plucked one and tucked it behind Mark's ear.
She plucked a second and, to everyone's astonishment, stretched the height of her legs, growing to reach Vale's long ears and tucked one in for her. With one left, she shrunk herself down again and tucked the final bio-luminescent mushroom into Ahnix's leather tube top.
"There- Food and light to last you for longer than you'll probably need. Fill up your skins from my clear pond that you tainted with your arrival, and that should do it."
Mark looked at his girls with their new glowing mushroom accessories and shrugged.
What else were they going to do? He pulled off his burlap satchel he had found in the desert and opened it for Vale to pour the pile of beans into, her massive cleavage drawing his eye.
He was sitting on a full load of essence, and he was starting to feel the urge to transfer it to his girls as soon as possible. He shook it off and pulled his eyes off his wonderfully-endowed snake-woman. Now was not the time.
Mark took out the waterskins from his satchel and put them in Vale's empty hands to fill with water.
While she was doing that, he held up the obsidian key and looked at its intricate and ornate craftsmanship.
It looked more like a delicate sculpture than something you'd jam in a metal keyhole and twist. He decided to hold it out in front of him like he was putting it into an imaginary lock- it seemed like the right thing to do. Then, he focused on pouring some of his power into the key, like he was enhancing it.
He could feel it heat up slightly in his hands. He focused on that heat and tried to turn up that dial. Black tendrils began to writhe out from the key, and Mark started to wonder if this was really a good idea. He hoped this 'Mother' creature wasn't fucking with them.
The smoky tendrils grew thicker, more solid, and before long a black painted wooden door was standing right in front of him. He looked down and saw that the door had formed around the key, and it was already inserted in the keyhole below a brass doorknob.
He gave the key a gentle twist and felt, more than heard, the loud click as it echoed through the tall trees. Mark had the sensation that he just opened something that was really far away, even though the door was right in his face.
He pulled the key out and twisted the doorknob. The door opened inward and inside was darkness.
Looking down, he could see that the doorframe served as the boundary line to this other dimension. There were wooden floorboards just inside the door illuminated by the sunlight spilling through the trees above.
The forest spirit stepped around the edge of the door so she could look inside as well.
"There it is, Mark. I wish you luck in gaining control of this artifact. The world is depending on you."
He looked over his shoulder at the carved woman, sighed and nodded. Then he looked at his girls standing next to him then handed the key back to Ahnix.
"Keep it safe for me?" he said.
She nodded and slipped the key back under her tight, leather armor. Ready for whatever lay beyond, Mark stepped through the door and into darkness.
Once he was inside, his eyes adjusted to the low light and took in the large room on the other side of the doorway.
There were a set of double doors ahead and a door in the wall to his left and right. Red, carpeted stairs ran along each of the walls and curved up to a second floor that continued on into darkness. Hanging from the ceiling in the center of the room was a huge, crystal chandelier.
It looked like he was standing in a foyer to an enormous house. Everywhere he looked was wood paneling, rich tapestries and silver candlesticks illuminated by the sunlight spilling in from the open doorway behind him.
Everything was old, decayed and covered in dust. It didn't feel like another dimension, it felt like an abandoned house.
Ahnix stepped up next to him, and Vale ducked to get inside after her. As soon as the tip of the naga's tail passed the threshold of the doorframe, the portal slammed closed, and they were left standing in an ancient and decaying mansion.
Feeling a slight sense of disappointment at not seeing some nightmarish landscape, Mark walked around Ahnix and Vale, back to the black door. He turned the knob and pulled it open, preparing to tell the forest lady the artifact was a dud and only went to someone’s old house.
But when he saw the dark and mostly empty room on the other side, he didn't know what to think. That surely wasn't there a moment ago.
Vale slid up behind him and bent down to look through the door that, only seconds ago, led to a verdant, redwood forest.
"Hmm, that's interesting. I wonder where we are?" the naga said, from over his shoulder.
Ahnix also stepped up and looked over his other shoulder into the dead end room. The weak light from their glowing mushrooms spilled into the room, and he saw four walls, a chair, a dresser and a broken bed frame.
Ahnix turned to Mark. "This might just be the home of the one who made the key."
"Looks like it's been abandoned. Maybe if we can find a window or something we can get a better idea of how to get out." Mark closed the door and turned around. "Remember to stick together."
He led them to the double door at the back of the foyer. He put his ear to one the doors but heard nothing, so he pulled it open by one of the silver handles. Beyond the doors, the glowing mushrooms lit up a short hallway. There was another door at each, end and two more on each side spaced evenly apart.
Mark turned to his Enthralled standing close behind him and whispered, "Let's be very quiet and check these rooms, one at a time. Just stay behind me and be ready for... anything. Ahnix, keep your perfect ears open for the slightest of noise."
The cat-girl nodded.
Mark moved to the first door on his right and put his ear on it. The door was made from wood and slightly warped like it had been rained on. He didn't hear anything, so he pulled it open to find another room, but this one had upturned barrels and empty crates. He assumed it had been used for storage, but it looked like it was ransacked and held only dust.
The other three rooms in the hallway weren’t interesting either; two more bedrooms and a room that only had four chairs along the back wall.
They moved to a door at one end of the hallway and pushed it open. On the other side was yet another hallway with four more doors, two to the left and two to the right. In the center was a table and a large ruined tapestry hanging on the wall. Mark moved closer, so his glowing mushroom bathed the tapestry with more light.
The cloth was torn and gray, although the faint gold trim on the edges hinted at a time when it wasn’t worn-down and faded.
Ahnix entered the hallway followed by Vale, who had to duck again to get her oversized body through the doorway. They had four doors to choose from, and Mark made the call that they were just going to keep going the same direction, thinking that eventually they would find an outside wall with a door or a window in it.
He picked the leftmost door, approached it and listened. Nothing. He pushed it open and saw a much larger room. The glow from his mushroom didn’t quite reach the back, but it looked like this was a dining room. In the middle was a long table with a white cloth haphazardly draped across it. Two candlesticks were sitting on top of the table and a few wooden chairs around the sides. Mark moved inside, followed by his Enthralled, and their combined light was able to reach all four corners of the room. On the right wall was a fireplace and Mark saw that bits of string strewn across its mantle. In the back wall was another door, and Mark moved around the table to quietly open it.
Through this door was yet another hallway.
This time, Mark led them straight through and skipped opening the doors on either side, going straight for the door at the end.
Beyond this door was a voluminous ballroom. The floor was black and white tile arranged in a checkerboard pattern, and the ceiling was so high that the light from their faintly glowing mushrooms barely reached it.
Hanging from the ceiling were massive crystal chandeliers that must have been stunning when they were all lit. As they walked across the spacious room, Mark jumped when he saw a shadow at the edge of the light that looked like a beast, crouched and ready to pounce on them. But it was only one of the chandeliers that had fallen into a twisted heap on the floor. Mark avoided walking under the hanging clusters of crystal as he led his girls across the dusty dance floor.
After a few minutes, they reached the other side and found another wooden door in the wall.
Mark put an ear to it and still heard only silence. He pushed it open and faced another long hallway that continued past his dim light and into darkness.
"Damn it, how big is this house?" he asked quietly, looking at Ahnix and Vale behind him. They didn't have an answer so remained silent.
Mark sighed and walked into the hallway.
The house continued on like this for a long time. Door after door and room after room, they moved forward in more or less the same direction, never seeing a window or an exit. The rooms never seemed to repeat, and just when he thought they hit a dead end, a little backtracking would reveal a way through a sparse bedroom or a bare kitchen to continue forward. As they moved ever deeper into the house, they discovered that some of the rooms were less decayed than others, as if they had existed for less time. Some rooms contained nothing but dust that made Mark's nose itch, and others were completely clean and finely furnished.
They had also passed a few flights of stairs that led into darkness above and below, but he decided it was best to just continue as long as they could in one direction. It felt right. Like they were going deeper and deeper.
They had no real sense of time, but it seemed like several hours had passed.
At first, it was fascinating, and Mark tried to imagine the size of the house they were in, but the novelty slowly turned into claustrophobia.
He started pushing the pace faster and faster, and they found themselves in a room with painting easels and ripped canvases.
Earlier, they had passed through several different sewing rooms, a sculpting room with unfinished carved heads, and one music room with a rotting piano, but this was the first painting studio.
He quickly moved through the room and pushed open the door at the far end, having given up listening first long ago. He walked through the door and saw rows of empty bookshelves lit up by his glowing mushroom. There was at least one more floor of bookshelves above as the ceiling opened with a railing along its edge. Ahnix followed him in and Vale behind her, ducking with a sigh.
Mark could tell the large naga was getting tired of ducking under every single door. She was strong, but those huge tits must be really putting a strain on her back.
They wandered into the enormous library, devoid of a single book, moving among the tall bookshelves.
Finally having enough, Mark turned to face his girls. "Okay, so, infinite house dimension?"
Ahnix ran a finger in the dust gathered on one of the bookless bookshelves. "Fascinating, that it just goes on forever. Strange, that it's so... empty."
Vale wasn't as amused. "I really want to get out of here. This place seems big, but it feels small and oppressive. I miss the sky." The tall naga stretched her arms up towards the darkness above them. He was standing right in front of her, and the tops of her dark areolas squeezed out of her armor as she stretched out her back muscles.
Mark guessed that it was probably after sunset. They had a long day, and it was probably a good idea to find a place stop and rest. He was slightly worried that they would spend the rest of their lives wandering around the halls of this infinite, decrepit mansion, but if that was true, he had plenty of time to worry about it later. Besides, now that Vale's massive breasts were on his mind again, it was hard to ignore the full load of essence he had packed inside him.
"Okay ladies. Let's look for a little while longer and find a nice space to settle down in and maybe take a rest. Sound like a plan?"
They both nodded, Vale much more eagerly, and they searched the edges of the empty library for another door. After discovering a few long, dark hallways, they luckily found a large bedroom with a door in and another door out. It was mostly dust free, and the large, four post bed seemed whole.
It was a pretty good place to stop, but Mark was hoping for a dead end room to hole up in.
They hadn’t heard or seen anything else in here with them, but they all agreed that didn't mean there wasn't. Besides, the tree lady had told him there was something at the center of this place that he needed to defeat in order to gain control of the artifact and get out.
He pushed open the door on the other side of the bedroom and was delighted to find a second bedroom that was in even better shape than the first, and it was a dead end room.
Mark was walking back into the first bedroom when he saw Vale duck under the doorframe and straighten with a wince. He realized then that he really hadn't spent any alone time with her yet. Each time he had transferred essence into her Ahnix was involved. She was looking pretty beat down, and he felt the need to give her his undivided attention for once. They needed a good bonding session.
His mind made up, he approached Ahnix who was testing out the bed and sat next to her.
"Hey, do you mind if I go with Vale into the other room and take care of her, one on one? She looks like she could use a tender touch. Afterword, it would be your turn, of course." He smiled at her and put his hand on her firm, furry thigh.
Ahnix looked over at him and then at Vale over by the door, wearily rubbing the back of her neck.
The black and gold cat-girl looked down on him with her regal frown.
"I'll allow it."
Mark smiled at her and slipped his satchel over his shoulder. He laid it down next to Ahnix on the bed and walked over to the giant snake-woman. She looked down at him, her stunning, violet eyes bleary from the long day.
He held his hand out to her. "Vale, would you please come with me?"
"Yes. Of course, Master."
She took his hand in her larger one and shot a slightly confused look at Ahnix, sitting on the bed. The cat-girl gave her a quick wave before crossing her arms behind her head and stretching out to relax.
Mark led Vale through one more door and into the second, dead-end bedroom. Then he closed the door behind him. He took the glowing mushroom out from his ear and laid it on a nightstand by the bed. Vale was watching him, and he could see her dusky cheeks flush a little as she realized what was happening.
She slid around the large bed and positioned herself in front of him.
"How may I service you, master?" She asked, in a low voice.
He smiled up at her. "Can you place your hands on the edge of the bed please?"
Vale looked over at the bed and did what she was asked with only a slight hesitation. After she was bent over and had her hands on the bed, Mark came up behind her and slipped the leather straps over her shoulders and down over her arms. She was really packed in, and he had to put some muscle into it, but he got her top off with only a little help from her. Now her muscular back was bare, and her giant tits were resting on the bed.
He then pulled her leather smock down her bottom half and past her tail. She was completely nude now, still looking down, her long, white hair falling over her face. Mark knew she had no idea what to expect.
He slid his hand up her spine slowly and reach up over her long pointed ear and removed the glowing mushroom that was there. He took it to the nightstand on the other side of the bed and laid it down as he had done with his own.
"Vale, would you please walk your arms forward until those beautiful breasts of yours are hanging over the edge of the bed?"
She did what he asked and slowly crawled forward, her nipples dragging against the sheet until her tits were over the edge. She then lowered herself down until her nipple rings were resting on the floor.
Mark squatted down by her head and put one of his hands on her cheek. She looked up at him through her hair with her large expressive eyes. Her eyebrows were arched, and he could tell she was afraid. Did she think he was going to whip her or something?
"I just want you to relax, Vale. Can you do that for me? Let go and release the tension in every muscle." Mark said, looking her in the eye.
She nodded weakly and let her arms go limp. Her body pressed onto the bed, and he heard it creak under her weight. He hoped they wouldn't snap the frame, at least not right away.
"Vale, I want you to be comfortable. I figured laying on your huge tits might not be ideal. Are you in a comfortable position?"
Vale made some minor adjustments and rested her forearms on the floor alongside her round breasts. She pulled her nipple rings forward and lowered herself a bit more, her tits pressing into the floor.
"This is nice, master. The weight is off my back. W-what are you planning to do to me?"
Mark stood up and walked around to the other side, where her long tail continued off the bed. "I'm going to try something. You let me know if you like it or not. Be honest."
She tried to follow his movements with her head, looking over her shoulder.
Mark caught her eye and smiled. "Head down, Vale. I want you to just relax."
She hung her head again, and he could see her shiver in worried anticipation. He removed his silk clothes and boots and laid them by her leather armor on the floor. Then, he crawled on the bed next to her, then straddled her wide hips.
She tensed. "M-master, you aren't... n-not in my butt, please."
Mark put his hand on her back. "Vale, relax. One, I'm not setting you up for anal sex. Two, I will never do anything to you that I know you don't like. I would actually be very upset with you if you silently allowed me or anyone to make you unhappy. Thank you, and duly noted: No butt stuff for Vale."
Mark ran his eyes over her curvy, apple bottom, marveling again how her cheeks smoothly transitioned to scales as her snake-half took over.
He slapped one of her firm ass cheeks, causing a slight jiggle. "Besides I don't even see a butthole back here."
She reached one of her long arms around and pointed to a tiny pinhole right where her round butt merged into her snake body.
"Ah, my second naga anatomy lesson. Every day I learn something new and exciting about you- well, maybe today it's 'new and excreting'."
He waited for laughter, but she was still nervous. He'd better just get on with it, he thought.
Mark started to lightly trace the muscles of her strong and toned back with his fingers. He began with a light touch and applied more pressure as he moved upward. He got to her neck and squeezed upward until his fingers were in her silky, white hair and then he massaged her scalp for a little while. He could feel her start to relax below his thighs. She was still stiff as a board, but he was making progress.
He worked her back muscles with his palms up and down the side of her spine. She was big and had rock-hard muscles under her supple skin, so he really had to put his back into massaging her effectively. He started on the smooth flesh that made up the top of her butt cheeks and worked her muscles all the way to her neck. She began to moan lightly as he pushed his palms into her back.
It was hard work, and he was using all of his strength, but he could tell her knots were just too tight, and her muscles were just too big to get the job done right.
Mark wanted to take some of the stress of the day off of her and give her a really good rub down. He wanted to reward her for her unquestioning loyalty and her toughness in battle.
He thought back to what Mother had said before, in the forest. That not being able to see any interfaces had its advantages. He wasn't restricted by just skill activation, and it seemed his blindness allowed him to be more creative with his abilities.
As he pressed on her muscles, wishing he could massage them deeper, a thought occurred to him. If he could heal himself, why couldn’t he enhance himself?
Mark focused on his own muscles; the strength in his arms, his back, his wrists, and fingers. He wanted this to last a while, and a big burst of power would be overkill.
Carefully, he tried pouring some energy into his own body and felt the slightest tingle of pleasure wash over him as added vigor pulsated through his arms.
He put his head down, harnessed his new-found strength, and really started to tackle the knots under her shoulder blades and her lower back. Her moans became deeper and drawn out longer, and he could feel her melting below him.
It was working. He could probably sustain this minor strength increase for a little while, certainly longer than the minute or so it normally lasted. Less power, longer duration.
He started digging his heels into her lower back and pressing forward up to her shoulders, pulling the bones in her spine slightly apart. Her moans were getting louder, and he started hearing little cracks from her back as he uncompressed years of pressure. He could feel her turning into pudding below him, but he wasn’t finished.
What if, he thought, he added a minor, sustained heal to her back muscles as he worked them deep and hard?
He focused again on pleasing his obedient naga. She made him happy, so he wanted to make her happy. He turned on a slow heal- just a trickle, while he forced his palms into her thick back muscles over her smooth, supple flesh.
Her moans evolved from rhythmic, "Mmms," into deep and extended, "Ohhs," and he knew he was on to something.
It was a good half hour before he ran out of juice and sat up, panting. Rubbing down her thick naga meat had been an intense workout, and he was out of breath.
Vale didn't move and just lay draped over the bed like a limp noodle. He slipped off of her back, hopped off the bed and walked around to her head. Last time he was on this side her forearms were locked and stiff on the floor. Now they were spread out and draped haphazardly over the bed. Her head laid sideways against one of her massive breasts and drool was cascading over it and on the floor below. She looked up at him, half-lidded and smiled.
"Maaaaster." She sounded like she had been drugged.
"Did I do good?"
Vale just nodded weakly. Mark got down on his butt and slid his legs under her massive tits. She raised her arm to give him better access and lowered it around his back. He leaned in and started planting delicate kisses all over her beautiful face, eventually ending up on her full lips.
She was so dazed by the epic back massage that her mouth worked slowly, and he slowed down to match, savoring each kiss. They made out like this for a while, her laying over the edge of the bed and Mark sitting on the floor, his cock growing erect between her tits. He reached down and slipped it through one of her nipple rings, his head smearing past the top of her fleshy, black nipple.
He pulled his face away and looked into her eyes. "Vale, I want you to be the master tonight. Please tell me how I can pleasure you. Notice this stiff dick begging to satisfy you?"
Her white eyebrows slowly rose and then she got a sinister look on her stunning face that Mark had never seen before. He wondered what he just got himself into.
She pulled herself up and carefully slipped his dick out of her nipple ring. She used her arms and crawled backward off of the bed.
Mark stood up and watched her stretch her arms into the air, her massive, round tits and enormous nipples swaying hypnotically as she moved.
She slid into the rug that laid on the floor at the foot of the bed and raised herself up, so she was another foot taller, her head almost touching the ceiling. She then looked at Mark and pointed to a spot in front of her.
He followed along and stood where she had indicated.
She looked down at him and said, "Wrap your arms around me."
He did what he was told and stepped forward. His head pressed into her tight stomach and his chest pressed against her engorged clit as he reached around her muscular core.
He only had a short time to wonder where this was going before he felt the end of her long snake tail wrap under his butt and lift him off his feet, slowly. He looked up at his beautiful giant naga, between the gap in her massive tits, and she smiled down on him with that intense look from before, her silky, white hair cascading down around him as he moved upwards.
She wrapped her large hands around his back while her tail supported him from underneath. His head ended up between her tits, and his hard cock was perfectly in line with her vagina.
"Now, wrap your legs around me and use your hands to guide your penis inside me," she asked looking down at him. He started to get the picture. Her tail held him from below as he wrapped his legs around her wide hips, his penis smearing around wonderfully on her huge wet pussy as he got into position.
She used her tail to press his hips forward, sliding his solid cock in her pussy. She squeezed him hard against her body, and his penis penetrated deep inside her. She pulled his head towards her own and rubbed her lips against his. She held his throbbing cock deep inside her hot pussy, just kissing him.
Then she whispered into his ear. "Let your legs go." And he did what he was told.
Her muscular tail went slack a little and gravity pulled him down, his cock sliding out through the folds of her warm pussy. When he reached the point where his head was about to be exposed to the air, she constricted and pulled him into her again. She did this over and over.
He was entirely under her control, and she used him as an object to pleasure her. To be held almost horizontal, suspended in the air and surrounded on all sides by his voluptuous Vale was unlike anything he had experienced.
When she pulled him tight against her, he could feel his pelvis smash against her swollen clit, and his balls get engulfed by the folds of her massive, wet pussy. At first, he held onto her strong, toned arms out of fear of falling, but he eventually just gave into the ride, letting his hands hang limp.
As he was raised up and down, he found his hands were now in the perfect place to play with her huge fleshy nipples, hanging by his hips, and so he switched to absentmindedly caressing them. One hand found a ring and held on, pulling down when she let him slide out of her. She pressed her mouth onto his while thrusting his pelvis into her over and over.
She was strong and using quite a bit of force as she drove his cock deep into her.
It almost hurt, almost. But he let the giant naga use him however she saw fit. She was getting faster and faster, and the convulsions of her pussy were driving his cock wild. They were both close to cumming.
She pulled her luscious lips off of his and looked into his eyes.
"Mark, pull my hair."
He was pretty sure it was the first time she had called him by his name, but he didn't spend more than a second focused on that. He let go of a stiff nipple and reached up to the hair near the back of her neck. Mark gathered a bunch of her silky strands in his fist and pulled backward. Her head leaned back with it, and she pushed him in and out of her sopping wet pussy.
"Yes, yes, yes..." She said with every push. The folds of her wonderful pussy eating his cock was getting to be too much to take. He was going to cum, but he really needed to hold on a little bit longer. He tried to distract himself by pulling harder on her hair, and it seemed to work. It pushed her right over the edge, and her pussy making a fist on his dick forced him to shoot his load into her.
She constricted around him and roughly pressed his whole body against her toned, muscular stomach, burying his spurting cock deeper inside her. Mark felt a massive amount of essence pass through him and pour into her.
When it was all over, Vale let out a long content sigh and leaned forward with Mark, slowly lowering him onto the floor. His softening penis popped out of her wet pussy with a slurp.
She joined him then, on the floor and snuggled under his arm, laying her head on his chest and her snake half wrapped around them both like a pillow
He just held her for a while as both of their breathing returned to normal.
"Thank you, Master," she said, returning to her preferred role as the subservient.
"We can do that anytime you want, my love," he said stroking her soft, luxurious hair.
They rested for a little while longer, but Mark knew he had another girl that needed attention, and he didn't want to keep the Queen waiting overly long.
They got dressed, and Mark gave her one more long, passionate kiss before they went through the door into the other bedroom, to find Ahnix laying nude on the bed.
The black and gold cat-girl sat up when they entered and swung her legs off the bed. Vale went right to his canvas satchel laying next to Ahnix and dug around inside. She found what she was looking for and popped one of the magic nutrient beans into her mouth.
Mark was about to go to get a drink of water when Ahnix hopped off the bed and met him as he was walking towards her. She put a hand on his chest and pushed him backward, back into the room he had just come from. Her small perky pink nipples were fully erect, and Mark assumed Ahnix's excellent hearing picked up everything that just happened and was eager for her one on one with their Collector.
"Have fun, you two," Vale said, curling into a coil in the far corner of the room. Once they were past the threshold, Ahnix shut the door behind her.
"Get undressed and get on the bed, I want to sit on your face." She wasted no time. Mark was taken aback for a moment, but since it sounded like a great idea, he didn't complain.
"-Okay." He nodded and slipped out of his silk clothes again. He crawled into the bed and laid down with his head on the pillow.
Ahnix stood at the foot of the bed, her tail switching back and forth quickly, and he read her mood as impatient.
She grabbed on to both of his ankles and pulled his head off the pillow, his feet just barely hanging off the bed. Then she climbed straight up on to the bed and stood over him, her already wet slit hovering over his face. She looked down at him and used both of her hands to pull her furry pussy lips apart, exposing her clit and inner labia.
Ahnix let him savor the view before slowly squatting down and placing her spread pussy right on his mouth.
She was facing forward, so her clitoris was rubbing on his nose, and his tongue had easy access to her vagina. He loved the warm, mellow spice of her pussy juice and started lapping it up. She got on her knees and pressed her crotch harder onto his face.
Mark took a moment to think about the fact that today seemed to be the day he was used aggressively by his girls. Not that he minded, he was really enjoying himself. Ahnix was naturally demanding so there was no surprise there. He shrugged off the thought and focused on sticking his tongue past Ahnix's furry lips and deep into her delicious pussy.
He grabbed both hands onto her muscular ass and pulled her even harder down onto his face. She used one hand to steady herself on the headboard and the other to pinch and twist one of her stiff, pink nipples. He looked up into her exotically patterned eyes, her razor-straight hair falling forward past her cheeks like he liked, and gave himself to sucking on the pussy of his captivating cat-girl.
This went on for a while, and Mark remembered she did like her asshole played with, unlike Vale. He decided to take some initiative back and make his own move.
With his hands firmly clamped on her furry, round hips he pushed her forward slightly and slid down a bit, so his nose was in her in her pussy and his tongue had full access to her tight, pink, puckered asshole.
She sucked in a breath of air as his wet tongue went from deep in her pussy to deep in her butthole, and she didn't stop him. He tilted his head around slightly as his nose worked around in her tight pussy and he flicked his tongue in and out of her little anus. He couldn't really see anymore; her toned, furry thighs and her amazingly delicious crotch enveloped his whole head, but her moans indicated she had reached another level of pleasure.
He focused on licking her asshole for a while, then got the feeling she was ready for something more. Like before, he was getting vibes that she wanted him to do, or not do, certain things, and it seemed these vibes were strongest from Ahnix. He wondered if it was because they had bonded well and for the longest time.
Now he was getting a vibe that she wanted him to take her from behind and shove his throbbing cock right in her asshole. He decided to go with his gut and lifted her off of his face. He quickly slid out from under her, got on his knees and re-grabbed her hips.
Before, he would have asked if he could do something this bold, but he felt that if he said it out loud, she would be embarrassed and things would get awkward.
Mark took one hand and held the base of his hard cock to get more fine control for what he wanted to do. He thrust it under her pussy, and touched his swollen head right above her clitoris and then slid backward while pressing upwards. He ground his hard cock over her, tiny bulb of a clit, then inside the tight folds of her pussy and right past her hole.
His dick picked up his saliva and her pussy juices, getting it nice and slick. He then moved all the way to the tiny pucker of her asshole and rubbed it a little bit with the head of his cock.
Ahnix moaned, put her head down into the pillows and arched her back, spreading her round, furry ass out just a bit more. Mark took that as all the invitation he needed and slowly pressed his cock into her taut asshole. It required a little force at first, to get his engorged head past her anus, but once he was in, it moved easier. He took his time and worked his hard cock between her muscled cheeks slowly, making sure it slid smoothly before he pressed in deeper.
Ahnix reached one hand under her stomach and started to rub her pussy while he gradually filled her tight asshole with his thick cock.
Ahnix was loving it and proved it by her muffled moans emerging from her mouth buried in the pillows. Mark had never been one to crave anal sex, but now that he was pumping his hot dick into Ahnix's tight, furry ass, he began to understand the allure.
As he continued, he got the sense she wanted him to get more aggressive and really pound her. He would feel much better about getting rough if he made sure he didn't tear her up in the process.
Inspired by his newfound control over his abilities he decided to give his already adequate cock an unfair advantage.
He got up on the balls of his feet to gain more leverage and hit her at a different angle, pointing down right at her pussy through her ass. He started to focus a slow heal on the walls of her rectum as his cock slid in and out, faster and harder.
Her moans caught in her throat, and he could feel her already tight ass constrict around his stiff cock even more.
She was a hard-bodied girl, and her leg and ass muscles were exceptionally ripped and toned. Her sleek, black tail had been waving back and forth, lazily, as he pummeled her ass, but now it was wrapped around one of his thighs, and he could hear her whimpering into the pillow.
She had two fingers buried deep into her pussy, and his balls slapped against them, while she got her asshole pounded, hard, and he could tell she wasn’t going to last much longer. Her narrow butthole was squeezing his dick so hard he was also close to cumming too. He knew he could keep the slow, trickling heal up for a lot longer than either of them were going to last before cumming, so he decided to just turn up the volume instead.
He poured the rest of the heal into her asshole and also blasted her pussy with a full-powered pleasure enhancement for good measure.
Her head lifted off the pillow, and she made a low, strained "Oohng-"noise. Her whole body shook from involuntary spasms, and he could tell she was cumming over and over again as her ass clenched down on his dick. He gave in to her avalanche of pleasure and pumped her ass full of his remaining essence, and she locked up tight.
He thought she was going to snap off his dick. It was buried in her ass, down to the base, and her asshole was a vice threatening to rip it right off his body. It felt heavenly.
Luckily for everybody, her wave of orgasms passed, and she slumped onto the bed in a heap.
Mark's dick slid out of her anus and flopped down between his legs. She curled into a tight ball, and he crawled over next to her, wrapping his arms around her. Her tight, furry body continued to spasm now and then, like the faint rumbling of a thunderstorm passing into the distance.
"Oh... Oh, Mark. I feel like I'm still cumming. How?"
"I think we are forming a close bond, Ahnix. That, and I'm learning how to fuck you better."
She turned around to face him, her large exotic eyes studying his face. She pulled him close, and they kissed deeply for a few minutes, taking turns sucking on each other's lips while he ran his fingers through the sleek, golden fur on her back.
"I'm really glad you found me," she said.
"Me too, Ahnix. Me too."
Mark held her close and thought back again to the night in the pyramid where he awoke after his recurring nightmare with Sasha. Ahnix had approached him out of the shadows like a wild beast.
Then he remembered something Mother, the tree lady had said. She called Ahnix's teleport ability 'Shadow Step' and linked it to the same group of people called Moondusk. There was also her fixation on the black key they found. All this combined with a few off comments about undead curses strongly hinted at a past he wasn't aware of.
She was all about honesty, right?
He decided he was just going to ask. "Hey, I want to learn more about you. How do you know so much about these Moondusk people?"
She sat up and looked down on him with her little frown, and then wrapped her arms around her knees, resting her chin on her forearms.
Mark let silence fill the space between them and watched her gather her thoughts. Her previously motionless tail started to hop around slightly.
After a big sigh, her tail stopped twitching, and she began to speak. "I was born on a different plane, a plane of eternal darkness as a creature known as a shadow cat. I lived my simple, primal life and hunted for prey knowing nothing of light, of humans, or Collectors and their world. The people of Moondusk have been traveling to that plane of shadows for thousands of years. There is an evil presence that resides there that they worship as a god.
"A human from the lands of Moondark ripped a hole in my world and captured me. He pulled me through into your world and tortured me for years, twisting my body, and my mind, to suit the needs of a royal buyer. Parts of my pure black fur were stained golden, and I was broken and reshaped many times to resemble this more human-like form before you. The vile man then put me in a cage to be sent to the prince I told you about. That is how I came to know the Moondusk."
Mark was stunned. Ahnix has truly had a rough life. He sat up and wrapped his arms around her and held her tightly.
"Tell me his name. We will hunt this man down and gut him," he said, quietly.
"Gervallous. But don't worry Mark, a lot of time has passed since then. I don't age, but he was just a human. There is a very good chance that my torturer has long turned to dust."
He continued to hold her in his arms for a while thinking about how he was going to tell her about his own past. Now was the time- any longer and she may never forgive him for keeping silent about who he really was and what was really going on with the world. He let her go and put his hand on her soft back.
"Ahnix, I need to tell you the full story about my past. But, we should probably bring Vale to hear this, too."
She looked over at him and nodded. Mark went to the door, called Vale to join them, and to bring all their supplies in with her. Once she was inside, he asked giant snake-woman to move one of the tall dressers in front of the door, so they could relax without having to keep watch.
Mark and Ahnix each ate a magic bean and instantly felt full. He was getting used to surprises like this and just went with it.
"Okay, girls I want to tell you something very important. And it's going to be hard to believe." He paused and looked each of them in the eye to make sure he had their attention.
"As you've heard me say before, I am not from this world, well not this house dimension- you know what I mean. I am from a place far outside everything you know. I had a powerful friend who could do amazing things. She heard about the wonders and the pleasures of your existence and asked me to join her here for one day. She pulled me into your world, turning me into a Collector while she took the form of my enthralled succubus. We had one good day enjoying the wonders of this existence and then she betrayed me.
"When I say she was powerful, I'm not kidding. She forced us to relive the same day, over and over, making me pleasure her and then erasing all of my memories, so each day was like the first. She was also the one who blinded me to interface menus, ability paths, everything. She knew this was slowly killing me and didn't care. True to her assumed form, she intended to make me pleasure her and forget until I died.
"In order for my friend to do what she was doing, messing around with the flow of time and with my mind, she had to break some of the rules of your world. That got the attention of another powerful... protector spirit, that watches over everything. This protector was barely able to break through what the succubus was doing, but it helped me to remember everything and taught me what disavowing was." He paused and looked at Ahnix, who was watching him closely.
"I had no other choice. I was dying. I disavowed the entity who was taking the form of an Enthralled, and it was enough for her to lose control. Her name was Sasha. The battle between my betrayer and the protector of this world shattered the Crystal Heart, caused the cataclysm, and all of the tears." He paused again. Vale looked over at Ahnix, her eyes wide. His cat-girl just sat expressionless, watching him.
When no one spoke, he continued.
"The protector sealed me in a stone tomb for hundreds of years where I slept, and the two great powers fought for control over this universe and all of its planes of existence. When I awoke, it told me what had happened, gifted me with the ability to heal the tears and tasked me with defeating Sasha. It put me in your path, Ahnix, and the rest you know about."
Mark finished his tale, and he had hoped he explained things in a way they would understand.
Vale spoke first. "You broke the Crystal Heart and caused the cataclysm... hundreds of years ago?"
"Not directly. Technically, Sasha did. But yeah, I played a role."
Ahnix was motionless, down to the tip of her tail, just watching him with her big, dark eyes. Vale looked over to her, and they all waited in silence for her to say something.
Ahnix reached out and took Mark's hand in hers. "As you said, you and I are closely bonded. I have seen and felt you do amazing things. I will follow your lead."
Mark felt relief wash over him and flashed her a half-smile. "And I will follow yours."
After the moment was over, nothing more needed to be said. Fatigue washed over the three of them encouraging unconsciousness. They tangled their arms and legs and tails together on the bed in a barricaded room, inside the infinite house dimension, and drifted off to sleep.
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Mark awoke to something pushing his shoulder. He sat up and saw Ahnix's exotic face by his with her finger over her mouth.
She leaned close and whispered in his ear, "I hear something outside the room."
Mark raised an eyebrow. He looked behind him and saw Vale still sleeping peacefully, coiled on the bed. Ahnix was up and fully dressed already, per usual. He carefully got up, tiptoed to the dresser that was blocking the door, and tried to perceive what Ahnix was talking about.
Once he was still, he could hear small tapping sounds like someone dropping beads on the floor.
"What are you guys doing?" Vale asked loudly from the bed, stretching.
The sounds coming from outside the room increased in volume then faded, like whatever it was had quickly scurried away.
Ahnix put a hand on her hip, and her tail flipped around behind her. "There was something out there."
Mark put a hand on her furry shoulder. "It's okay. Whatever it was would have taken off when we dragged the dresser from the door anyway. Let's get ready to move out."
Mark and Vale got dressed and equipped their weapons. They also tucked in the bioluminescent mushrooms, and Mark wondered how long they would last. Being lost in the dark, stumbling around in this endless maze of rooms and hallways would be maddening.
The naga shoved the dresser away from the door, and Ahnix kicked it open, ready for anything. Nothing jumped in at them, so they went through the door into the other bedroom.
Mark quickly noticed that there were now strands of string around the room attached to walls and ceiling that were definitely not there before. Was someone attempting to trap them in there with pieces of string?
Mark followed one of the strings to the floor and found that it was attached by a small iron tack. He pulled it out and tested the pointy end with his finger and learned that it was indeed sharp. There were about a dozen or so such strands, randomly hanging around the room.
Ahnix and Mark ducked under the ones they could, but Vale was bigger and pulled a few along with her as they moved through the room and came back out into the vast, empty darkness that was the library.
Mark didn't see or hear anything out here and looked at Ahnix for her assessment.
She stood for a moment, tilting her head slightly, trying to pick up any sound. Not hearing anything she turned back to Mark and shook her head.
He looked at them both and said, "Okay, we know for sure there is something in here with us so let's take it nice and slow. And remember- Stick together."
Mark led them in the same direction they moved in yesterday and eventually came to another door that led out of the library.
Beyond the library, twisting hallways and dusty rooms continued to unfold in front of them. Mark found more bits of string as they explored deeper into the unending house, and now that he knew they might mean something, he started to alter the doors he picked to open based on their proximity to bits of string.
A few strands on a wall led them to a particularity long hallway that had doors to each side at even intervals. They were walking down the long, dusty passage for a few minutes, and it occurred to Mark that his girls just received their biggest dose of essence yet.
"So what did you guys do with all that essence?" he whispered, afraid to disturb the pressing silence.
Ahnix shrugged, "I dumped it all into boosting my general stats again. Nothing too exciting."
"Me too!" Vale whispered. "But I favored Stamina. That lobster-woman wore me down fast."
"No new abilities for either of you?"
Ahnix held out her hand and unsheathed her claws with the flick of her wrist. There was a new sliver edge to them that made them look even more deadly than they were before.
"I should be able to one-shot tougher enemies now. Does that count?"
Vale chimed in too, "New abilities are pointless if you don't live long enough to use them, Master."
"I'm so proud of you girls. I'm glad someone knows what they are doing around here."
Vale put one of her large hands on his head and gave him a gentle pat.
"Don't worry, Master. You have your uses."
Ahnix snorted. "He does at that."
Eventually, they reached the end of the uniquely long hallway and walked through the door at its end. Beyond the door was a room that looked like a wooden theater with rows of chairs arranged in a circle around an empty central area. There were stairs that went up into the rows and another door leading out on the other side. High up in the ceiling Mark saw hundreds of strands of string, randomly hanging from points that were beyond the faint glow of their mushrooms.
"Hang on I want to get a better look at the ceiling," Mark said, climbing a few of the wide steps into the rows of seats. The ceiling was so high that the dim blue light failed to banish the darkness stretching above him. The string obviously meant something, and he wanted to learn all he could about where they were. Walking around with a solid plan was much better than just randomly trying doors.
He turned around and saw his girls down on the round stage illuminated by their own glowing mushrooms, shadows accentuating their individually unique and sexy bodies.
Ahnix suddenly lowered herself into a defensive position and looked at something over his head. Mark cocked his head back to find out what was going on and was knocked to the floor by something large and heavy. Painful impacts from dozens of flailing white arms stuck him all over.
His attacker felt like a burlap sack, and as he tried to push it off of him, his hands just sunk uselessly into it while the thing continued to beat on him like a hundred baseball bats. They hit him on the head, the stomach, bashed his shins and one nailed him right between his legs.
Then it was off of him, and he curled into a protective ball on the stairs. He could hear grunts from his girls, but it sounded like they were the ones doing the damage.
He could feel lumps and bruises forming all over his body, but a horrendous ache from the unlucky strike to his balls demanded all his attention. He kicked off a heal on himself and rolled over to see what was happening.
A few stairs down, Vale, and Ahnix looked down on a pile of mannequin arms spilling out of a sack. He stood up and joined them.
"What the hell is it?" he asked.
"It kind of moved like a spider." Vale offered, trying to be helpful.
Mark could see rips in the sack that formed its body, cotton stuffing poking out. He looked over at Ahnix. She was staring down at it, her tail whipping around violently behind her.
"You okay?" he asked her. "Anyone need healing?"
"I pulled it off of you, and Ahnix shredded it quickly. I don't think it hit anyone but you." Vale answered again.
His badass cat-girl was still just staring down at the torn creature, her eyes uncharacteristically wide.
“Ahnix?” Mark asked.
"My teleport- I can't use it,” she said, looking at him.“I think it has something to do with this place."
Ah, that explains why she was so agitated, Mark thought. He put a hand on her shoulder.
"It's okay. It's normally tight quarters in these hallways and rooms. I'd hate to have you pop off behind some wall and get hopelessly separated. This one was my fault for not sticking close."
She looked at him and nodded, but her tail still jumped and danced behind her.
Mark continued, "At least we know what to expect. Creepy doll arms attached to a burlap sack that moves like a spider and leaves string behind. No problem."
He led them out of the dark theater and into another dusty room with another door. They kept moving forward and kept following any string they found, and it seemed to be working as he saw more and more of it.
After what seemed like hours of walking, they came to a four-way intersection. Mark was about to make a right after spotting a bit of broken string hanging from the ceiling when Ahnix hissed next to him.
"More approaching!" she said, and swung her arm, indicating three of the hallways. Mark started to hear the sound of their hard doll arms scrabbling along the hardwood floor.
"Behind us?" he asked, quickly.
"No, the other three," Ahnix said, meaning every other way had at least one of those things coming toward them.
"Move back, now!" he ordered. "Vale, take the front. Ahnix, take the right."
Mark and Ahnix scurried behind Vale's massive body just in time to see three of the burlap spider creatures converge in the junction they evacuated. Now, instead of being surrounded, they could fight one or two at a time.
Mark ducked under Vale's shield arm and shot a colorful bolt right over the top of one of the creatures, and cursed.
Vale sent out her whip and wrapped it around one of the doll hands, yanking it hard. The creature flew into the wall where Ahnix was waiting below, and the cat-girl went to work pulling its stuffing out with her slivered claws.
One down and two to go. Mark noticed that one of the creatures also had a doll's head attached to its sack body, and the image sent shivers down his spine. Both of the remaining animated, doll spiders went for Ahnix, but Vale used her Shield Bash ability on the one that had a head and sent the creature a few feet back, stunned. Ahnix was ready for the other one.
She yelled, "Doom kick!" and performed a spinning foot-sweep on the many porcelain arms of the creature. The usual black tear in space appeared behind the path of her foot and shattered most of its arms. She quickly finished off the flailing creature with her claws.
Vale cracked her whip again and split the burlap sack of the remaining spider creature just as it was recovering from its daze.
Mark's crossbow finally cooled down, and he put a magic bolt right into its head. The colorful blow wasn't enough to bring it down though, and it swiftly rushed them, slamming three of its hard limbs against Vale's metal shield.
After the attack, Ahnix saw an opening and ripped another hole in the creature with her claws, pulling out a bit of stuffing.
This close, Vale could only block, and she did so expertly. Her shield was always there to meet one of its attacks, and eventually, they wore it down. With a final swipe, Ahnix tore out a large clump of white cotton, and the creature slumped to the floor, remaining motionless.
Mark noticed a rush of essence enter him.
Now that he thought about it, he was starting to not even feel the essence from lesser creatures. Either they were too weak for them to gain essence from or he was just building a tolerance for the sensation. Something else he needed to figure out.
"Nice work, team," he said. "Anyone need healing?" No one did, and he took pleasure in the fact his girls were so strong that he didn’t even need to use any of his abilities.
Confident they were going the right way based on the increasing level of resistance, Mark continued to lead them deeper into the never-ending house. They encountered more of the doll arm monstrosities along the way, but his girls knew what they were doing and quickly ripped the stuffing out of each one. He even helped here and there with a bulls-eye from Myriad, but he missed as often as he hit.
They came to a room with chairs strewn about like someone threw a tantrum, but what made his heart skip a beat was the open door on the far wall.
There were three doors leading out of the room, and the rightmost one was already open.
Mark had spent countless hours roaming these halls, and not one of the thousands of doors had ever been open.
He walked up to the door trying to get his mushroom to light up the darkness on the other side when a soft white hand reached out and pulled him into the room.
The door slammed behind him, and he was face to face with something new. It moved fast, but it was definitely female. She raised one of her long arms, and three huge needles emerged from her hand and slammed deep into the doorframe, sealing him in with her.
She was tall and looked to be wearing a skin-tight suit of velvet. She had round breasts with dark red color where her nipples should be. Red designs and swirls covered her whole, slender body like intricate and symmetrical tattoos. A white mask covered the upper half of her face, and her eyes were pure black. Short, lilac hair framed a face Mark found extremely attractive, even with her large, red-lipped mouth screeching at him like an animal. She pulled a hand back similar to the way she had before and Mark quickly put a bubble around himself as the three-foot length of metal, meant for his face, bounced off the impervious shield of light.
He could hear Vale and Ahnix calling him from the other side of the door and saw splintering wood as they slammed it against the metal barricade this creature had put up.
His shield would be down soon, and if he didn’t think of something fast she would impale him with one of her giant sewing needles. The room he was in must have been enormous. He could see the white, tiled floor below the area he was in, but the rest was unknown, enveloped in the darkness outside the light emanating from his dimly glowing mushroom.
He turned his attention back to furious creature trying to murder him by shooting needle after needle at his bubble. The velvet bodysuit clung to her every curve, and he could even see her nipples pressing against the fabric as her breasts bounced with her movements. Her slender waist curved into a nice round set of hips that turned into toned, long legs. She had a very visible camel toe, highlighted by more red markings on her skintight suit.
As he studied her, Mark started to notice the waves of emotion emanating from her and realized he could enthrall this deadly beautiful creature. Her rage was evident, but there was also vast loneliness and frustration. Not just frustration- sexual frustration.
Someone had made her, filled her with desires and then just abandoned her.
Mark had made up his mind. The protective bubble was going down soon anyway, and Vale wasn't going to break the door down in time. It all made perfect sense.
He lifted his hand with the heart-shaped ring on it and poured a strong heal right into the spot where her vagina should be. The creature instantly stopped her attacks and doubled over, putting her hands over her crotch in surprise.
Mark dropped the bubble and quickly approached her. She straightened up as he stepped right into her personal space, wrapped his arms around her and pulled her against his muscled body, pressing her breasts against his chest.
Her pure black eyes looked into his, and he could sense her confusion.
"If you join me, you will never be alone again, and I will fulfill your every need as best as I can," he said, willing a space to open within him for her to find a home.
He pulled her head to his and kissed her deeply on her puffy lips. He faltered when he realized she wasn’t wearing a velvet bodysuit.
By the glowing of the mushroom tucked above his ear he saw that her face was pure, white velvet and her mouth was soft and wet, but was one-hundred percent fabric.
He felt her starting to doubt him and could feel her anger start to creep back. Mark quickly cleared his head and lowered the hand on her back to cup her soft, yet firm ass. He gave himself to her as she was and accepted everything about her.
He reached out to her libido, and tried to use his ability to enhance her need to be pleasured while sticking his tongue into her warm, wet, velvet mouth.
Her eyes went wide and then closed. She wrapped her own arms around him and pressed her pelvis into his. Mark felt the click behind his eyes, and she was his.
They made out for about fifteen seconds before a loud crack behind them implied Vale had finally broken through the door.
He pulled his head back and shouted, "Wait!"
Both Ahnix and Vale were in the room, ready to tear whatever was in here with him to shreds.
The lithe creature embracing him raised one of her arms in a way that looked like she was going to shoot a needle at his girls. He stepped back from their embrace and put his hand on her arm, gently pushing it down.
"These are our friends. Everybody just relax."
"What the fuck happened in here? Who is she?" Ahnix asked, her dark eyebrows furrowed.
The velvet girl looked at Ahnix and then Vale.
"Friends." She said, her voice was low and silky.
"Yes. The furry one is Ahnix, and the larger one with the shield is Vale. They are very important to me. I am Mark." He pointed to himself. "What's your name?"
She blinked her black eyes at him. "I... never needed one. No others. Ever."
"I think she has been alone in here for a long time," Mark said, keeping his eyes on his new Enthralled.
"You poor thing," Vale said, sadness in her voice.
"Mark, did you just Enthrall her?" Ahnix said, her tail flipping around behind her.
Mark nodded.
The girl in the mask slowly walked up to Vale on her toes as if wearing invisible high-heels. Mark watched her tight rear end sashay away from him, feeling good about his decision.
The female fabric creature looked up at the naga and said, "Vale?"
A smile lit up Vale's face that reached her eyes. "That's right."
The new girl surprised everyone by stepping in and wrapping her arms around Vale's midsection, giving her a big hug. "Aww," said Vale and bent down to return the embrace.
Mark watched as the girl disengaged from Vale and approached his apprehensive cat-girl.
"You're Ahnix- Wait. You hold the key." The new girl had taken a step forward to go in for a hug, but when she sensed the black key that brought them here, tucked away in Ahnix's top, she recoiled. "Did the shadow men send you to find me?" Dread echoed in her soft voice.
Ahnix let a few heartbeats pass, gauging her feelings on this new entity.
She then stepped forward and spoke. "No. And if I find any shadow men I will kill them for what they did to you." Ahnix then reached out and embraced the newcomer. The cat-girl looked at Mark behind them and nodded. Mark took that as a really good sign for the future of group dynamics and nodded back.
The velvet girl let out a deep sigh, seeming to be content with her new friends.
She pulled back and looked Ahnix right in the eye, "You smell nice."
"She really does," Mark said, smiling.
The velvet girl pulled away from Ahnix and put her hand on Mark's chest. "Mark."
"Yup. That's everyone. Welcome to the team. We'll figure out a name for you soon. If you have anything in mind you'd like to be called, just let us know."
The masked girl with pure black eyes nodded. Mark looked around the big empty space and wondered how long it was going to be before they found the monster at the heart of this infinite house dimension when it hit him. There was someone he could ask standing right in front of him.
"Hey, maybe you can help! We are looking for a room at the center of this place. I think there is a monster to slay or something so we can all get out of here."
She blinked at him. "A room at the center?"
"Yeah. We've been fumbling around here in the dark for about two days, maybe more. Hard to tell. Can you tell us anything about this place?"
"This is the room. You are looking for me. I am the center."
"Really?" Mark said, he eyebrows shooting to the top of his forehead. He couldn’t believe his luck. A new, sexy, ranged damage dealer for his party and defeating the dungeon boss in one move.
"Room... That's what I want you to call me," the fabric-girl said.
"Really?" He repeated the word, but with a much different inflection.
"Can we call you Roo, for short?" Vale suggested quickly. "I think it sounds pretty."
The new girl tested the word on her velvet tongue, "Roo. Yes."
"Great,” Mark said. “Roo, it is. I love it. Now, how do we get out of here?"
Roo tilted her head then used two fingers to reach between her legs and spread apart her red pussy lips. Mark could clearly see her purple clitoris and the darker red of her wet, inner folds.
"This monster still needs to be slain, Mark. Fuck me. Then I'll let you out."
Mark's jaw dropped open, and Ahnix snorted like she did when she found something amusing.
"I like her," the regal cat-girl said, and then reached out and grabbed one of Vale's hands. "Come on Vale, let's leave them alone for awhile. Also, your queen wants her pussy licked." Ahnix pulled Vale around towards the door they broke down.
Mark heard Vale say, "Yes, Mistress," before they were gone.
The gorgeous creature standing in front of him wanted to be fucked, and that's what he was going to do.
He walked up to her, and she removed the hand holding her pussy open and put it on his chest, keeping him at arm's length. With her other hand, she held her palm out to the floor behind her, and a large bed with silky white sheets emerged from the floor like it was a hologram.
Roo then took his hand and pulled him over onto the very real and very soft bed she had summoned out of thin air. She sat down first, and he crawled on top of her. Mark just met her, and he was getting the vibe that she wanted fairly traditional and tender moves, so he rekindled the make-out session they had started earlier.
His body pressed on hers, and he marveled at how she felt. Her velvet skin was smooth and soft, yet firm like she had real muscles underneath her tight fabric. His lips slowly nibbled on her velvet ones as he reached up with his hand and lightly grazed his fingers over her nipple.
Just like the rest of her, he felt smooth, velvet material that behaved like normal skin. The fabric around her red areola bunched up slightly as her nipple became stiff under his fingers.
He gently pressed his tongue against her soft lips, and they parted to allow him access. Her wet mouth and tongue were all velvet, except her teeth, which may or may not be porcelain.
He pulled back a little and looked down on her face, and she looked up at him with her pure black eyes. She was a stunningly beautiful girl, but he wondered what she looked like under the porcelain mask that covered her from her nose to her forehead.
He traced her cheek over the mask until he got to its edge. There he was surprised to find black stitching, permanently fixing the mask to the fabric of her head. He had almost said something stupid, but he was glad that he stopped himself. The mask was her face.
Instead, he bent down and kissed her hard forehead, her cheek, skipped her puffy lips and went for her soft neck. There he nuzzled her for a while, playing with her other nipple with his fingers.
After he got them both stiff, he moved down to suck on them. He used his teeth a little on Roo's firm velvet nipples, and she let out a soft moan. He focused on one then the other as he reached his hand down between her legs to slowly massage the folds of her velvet pussy.
She squirmed below him, one hand on his shoulder and the other slowly running her fingers through the hair on the back of his head.
Mark could feel wetness between her pussy lips and wondered what it would be like to slide his hard dick in there. And it was getting pretty hard. He wished he had some essence to give her, but since he had just enthralled her, he assumed that her specific pool had nothing in it.
He had learned a lot from his recent practice on Vale and Ahnix about how to subtly incorporate his pleasurable abilities during lovemaking and decided he was going to get her nice and worked up before he slipped in his cock. He continued to nibble on her nipples and rub her wet clit with his fingers, but he also started to channel a slow heal into both her pussy and her nipples.
It took a lot of concentration to juggle his movements and his abilities without neglecting anything, but it paid off.
Roo was arching her back, pressing her tits into his face and letting out a low constant moan and her pussy was practically gushing.
This went on for a few minutes before she surprised him by grabbing the hand he was using on her pussy and pulling it way.
"Fuck me," she pleaded, her black eyes half-lidded in ecstasy. Mark smiled, got on his side and slid out of his pants. Roo pulled her long, velvet legs back near her head, and held onto her feet.
Mark got on his knees in front of her and noted how flexible she was. The position spread her lips apart and gave him easy access to her dark red, wet pussy.
He teased her a little, by smearing his hard cock all over her vagina and around her swollen, purple clitoris. The wet fabric felt amazingly silky and slippery on his cock's sensitive underside.
Roo's breathing was getting quicker and quicker, and he could feel her need for his cock pull on him like a magnet. She had waited long enough.
In one, slow and continuous motion he slid his cock deep into her warm, wet velvet folds until his balls rested on top of her puckered asshole.
Her eyelids fluttered, and her breath caught as he filled her up. He stayed on his knees and began rhythmically sliding in and out of her.
She looked down and watched his cock get engulfed by her perfectly symmetrical pussy lips.
"Deep. Fuck me deep," Roo moaned. Mark liked getting verbal instructions. It eliminated all the guesswork. He leaned forward, grabbed the back of her ankles and pressed them into the pillow behind her head. With her long legs bent back this far, he was able to plunge his cock deep into her.
As he filled her with his rock hard dick, he lowered his head and pressed his lips against hers. She tried to kiss him back but was distracted by the waves of pleasure he was sending through her with every thrust.
He hammered away at her and discovered that a wet, velvet pussy felt like nothing he had ever experienced before. It was more slippery than he would have expected for fabric, her pussy juice kept everything very silky.
The walls of her vagina started to clench down on his cock, and he knew she was getting close. As her fabric pussy tightened around his cock, it felt like it was heating up, adding another layer to his pleasure. Maybe it was the friction on her velvet skin, but it felt incredible and sent tingling waves of pleasure into him with every thrust.
Mark was going to hit her clitoris with an enhancement as she climaxed, but he was getting too distracted with how amazing her pussy felt, wrapped around his cock. He also didn't want to show all his tricks on their first time. He was already looking forward to many, many more opportunities to blow her mind.
Instead, he focused all his attention on rhythmically smashing his pelvis into her exposed clit and sucking on her velvet tongue in his mouth.
Her cries of pleasure reached a crescendo, and he could feel her pussy clamping down on his hard cock as her body started to spasm.
He could have blown his load right there with her, but something told him to try and continue holding it. He didn’t stop pounding away on her as she came on his dick, and her head rolled back as the firm grip of ecstasy tightened around her body.
Then it hit him. A huge rush of essence flowed into him while he was fucking her, and he almost couldn’t contain himself. He guessed he must have just finished the quest by making her cum.
Mark smiled and stopped trying to kiss her. He put his head down by her shoulder and the slight change in position gave him a bit more leverage to really grind her perfect body. He wrapped his arms around under her back and pounded her faster than before, not giving her a moment to recover from her first orgasm.
He could feel her try to dig her soft, velvet fingers into his back as he worked her pussy into a sloppy mess. She stopped breathing and just held on to him. She pulled him down against her tighter and tighter, her pussy also gripping his cock tighter and tighter as he thrust himself into her. The warm sensation inside her velvet vagina was about to send him over the top when she let out her trapped moan and came hard on his dick again, sucking on his neck with her big, soft lips.
Her body spasmed, and he gave in to her wonderful pussy, shooting his load deep inside her. She started to "Mmm" on his neck, and it sent shivers down his spine as he emptied his newly collected essence into her.
He pumped a few more times, slowly, then pulled out of her hot, wet folds and rolled off of her. Roo let her long legs fall back to the bottom of the bed and just laid there, panting, her eyes closed.
Mark reached over and put a hand on her firm, fabric stomach. "I've never felt anything quite like that Roo. You have a truly unique and wonderful pussy."
She opened her pure black eyes and turned her head to face him. "And I really, really like your dick."
"Good. I hope to give it to you daily- if you'll let me."
She rolled over on top of him in one quick motion and pressed her hands down on his shoulders while straddling his stomach. Her short hair fell around her face as her black eyes looked into his.
"You promise?"
There was something about the way she looked that really did it for Mark. Everything about her was symmetrical. Her bouncy tits weren't too big or too small, and her nipples were placed just right. And those big, puffy lips...
He supposed it was because she was created to be this way.
"Yup."
She relaxed and put her head on his chest. "What is this... power you filled me with?"
"It's essence, Roo," Ahnix answered from the doorway. Mark turned his head and saw both his girls standing in the doorway. The cat-girl was absentmindedly cleaning the fur on her hand with her tongue, and Mark assumed she had it recently buried deep in Vale's meaty pussy again.
The naga weaved her body back and forth and approached the bed they were laying on. She lowered herself, so her elbows rested on the edge.
"Mark fills us with essence, allowing us to unlock new stats and abilities to help destroy our enemies," Vale said.
"Hey- You guys haven’t seen the new girl in action, have you? Roo, can you show Ahnix and Vale how you deal damage? Not on them, though, please." Mark felt need to be very specific about what he was asking.
Roo popped up off of Mark onto the floor and held a hand out into the darkness.
About ten yards away, at the edge of the dim light, three sewing mannequins emerged out of the floor. They looked like cloth torsos stuck onto wooden stands, and each had a red heart painted on their left side. When they were fully formed, Roo spun around with a flourish and fired three, huge sewing needles from her hands. The metal spikes impaled each target, right through the heart.
"I will help destroy our enemies," Roo said, not even looking to see if she hit the targets.
The tip of Ahnix 's tail twitched once. "Can you create objects outside of this dimension? Like this bed and those targets?" she asked.
"I have always been here."
The cat-girl walked around the bed and put one of her furry hands on Roo's velvet shoulders.
"Can you see your ability paths? It's how you can employ those essence points we mentioned."
"I... think so," Roo said, focusing on something in the air no one else could see.
"For me, it's more like feeling what is possible, rather than actually seeing something with your eyes," Vale added.
Roo's full lips curled into a smile. "I see! Recharge, Sharpness, Dodge chance, Critical strike... Oh- Metal Rain."
Ahnix put her other hand on Roo's cheek and pulled her attention back to her.
"Good. Now listen to me. You don't need to spend it all right now. Once you choose something, it's locked forever. The only way it resets is if you are disavowed. And Mark will never do that to you as long as you fight on our side."
Ahnix turned to Mark with a serious look, and he nodded, solemnly.
The regal cat-girl dropped her hands back to her sides and continued, "I suggest you wait and see what combat is like, in our group and outside of your home dimension, before you make any permanent choices about your growth. And if you have any questions, both Vale and I have seen a lot of combat and can give you advice on spending essence points- if you want it."
"Yeah, they're both real badasses," Mark said. "And by the way, pressing Roo's love button finished a big quest. I have a huge pile of essence for you guys too."
"Great," Ahnix said, crossing her arms. "But can we get out of here first? Not being able to teleport is giving me that trapped feeling that I really do not like. "
"Where do you want to go?" Roo asked.
Mark got up off the bed and started to put his pants on. "Can you put us back where we came from? The Murmuring Forest?"
Roo turned around, held out her hand, and a doorframe emerged out of the floor in front of her.
Mark looked at everyone and then walked up to the door. He turned the knob, and bright sunlight washed over all of them, hurting their eyes.
Roo scurried behind Vale with a tiny yelp. The tall naga reached around behind her and put a hand on the cowering girl's back.
"She's probably never seen sunlight."
"Well get used to it, Roo," Ahnix said, taking one of the velvet-girl's hands. "You're coming out there with us. No more being alone in the dark."
Mark was glad they were both accepting her so quickly. Vale and Ahnix seemed to want to help her, and that was a good thing because she had a 'born yesterday' kind of thing going on, and he didn’t know enough about being an Enthralled to be of any use there.
He worried for a moment that Roo wouldn't be able to pass through the door- that she was stuck in here forever. Ahnix was right though, only one way to go and that was forward.
He went first and stepped out into the forest in what looked like the exact same spot they were before. The uneven ground of the forest under his boots felt odd compared to the flat floors of Roo's house world. Mark saw movement to his left and noticed Mother, the carved woman, approaching them from the trees.
"You've returned- and so soon? The artifact must be yours to control."
Mark looked over his shoulder at Ahnix and Roo stepping through the door and hitched his thumb towards them.
"Nope. It's really under her control," he said.
After all three of his Enthralled emerged from the doorway, it faded into black smoke and drifted way.
In the light of day, Mark got his first really good look at the slender Roo. The white fabric that was her skin had a texture that reflected a slight sheen and bunched at her elbows, and in other places, when she moved. She was looking up into the tall trees holding a hand up to shade her pure black eyes. Her thick lilac hair was pulled over to one side creating a feathered swoop that ended at her chin. Her lips were puffy and full, with the same dark red color that accented her body in symmetrical, intricate patterns, like tattoos.
Mother approached the velvet girl slowly, studying her as well. "Mark, you actually Enthralled the heart of the artifact... I didn't think that was possible."
"Yup. I couldn't just leave her in there, alone. Mother, this is Roo."
Roo looked down from the enormous sky above and focused on the wooden woman in front of her.
"This is your Mother, Mark?"
"No," the forest spirit answered. "But I am a mother. A mother of all growing things. It is good to meet you, Roo. It is a rare gift to see a creature from another dimension." She threw a quick glance at Ahnix and then offered a wooden hand to Roo. The velvet girl looked at it and moved forward, towards the wooden woman. But Roo didn't stop to take Mother's hand and instead went in for a hug.
"She is powerful and sturdy. A strong friend," Roo said, her cloth arms wrapped around the forest spirit. Mother hesitantly returned the hug, patting Roo on her velvet back.
"Indeed. And you are unique and deadly. This Collector pulled off an amazing feat by rescuing you from the torment of infinite loneliness." Mother broke the embrace and turned her wooden head to face Mark. "You've assembled quite the battle harem, Mark. You might just succeed healing the world after all."
Mark looked at his team of beautiful creatures and smiled. "Of course we will. My girls can do anything. Speaking of which; now that Roo here can make doors to anywhere, what's our next move?"
Mother nodded. "Good. On to business. I need two rare objects to craft a device that can point you to the shards of the Crystal Heart. I need a piece of Celestial Iron from a fallen star- just a sliver will do. The only one I know of fell somewhere in Javoza, a snowy region to the north. A small village of squirrel-people called Camille would be a good place start looking.
“The second object I need is a unique diamond bowl that is currently being held in the city of Hanno, which is located in a dry and dusty wasteland to the far east. The bowl is one of many prizes to be earned from fighting in the local arena where elite warriors battle for wealth and reputation. The battles are fought to the death." Mother paused and held out her palm. "I highly recommend getting a piece of the fallen star first."
"Okay, then that's what we'll do. But first, we need to rest. It's been a long day of opening hundreds of doors, fighting spider dolls and rescuing cute velvet girls." Mark turned to Roo, "Can you still make beds and stuff out here?"
She looked down at the green foliage covering the ground and held out her hand. Nothing happened, and she strained her fingers, trying to bend the ground to her will.
Her eyebrows were covered by her mask, and the painted ones never moved, but if he had to guess her brow was being pulled together now in frustration. She tried a few times and then gave up. Then she quickly thrust her hand up and shot one long needle out of her hand. It stuck halfway into one of the giant redwoods surrounding them.
"Watch it," Mother said stepping towards Roo. "Do not damage another one of my children in my presence."
"Ahnix, Vale, Mark, I can only make one! What is happening to me?" Her long, velvet legs were shaking from panic.
Ahnix instantly teleported in front of Roo and grabbed hold of both her wrists. She was shocked by the cat-girl's sudden appearance and regained a small amount of composure. Ahnix was shorter than her but still managed to look down on her with her regal frown.
"Relax. Your ability is strongest when you are in your originating dimension. Here you will need to spend essence to grow. The good news is that Mark will be able to make you more powerful than you were before. Just have patience."
"Trust the shadow cat's words, girl. She's well suited able to help you cope with your shift in realities," Mother offered.
Vale just watched everything with wide eyes, and Mark wondered how much she knew. She was a smart girl, and if Ahnix didn't already tell her about her past, the naga could probably put two and two together.
Roo embraced Ahnix, and he could see a bond forming between them; Two, attractive, extraplanar girls with abuse in their backgrounds by the same shadowy people. Mark was thinking they may need to pay a visit to the Moondusk lands and cause some trouble at some point.
He pushed those thoughts aside. Now wasn't the time for that. After the world was restored and his girls were over-powered, then they could go on a rampage.
"Right. Mother, do you have a nice quiet place for us to take shelter? Maybe have some privacy and get some sleep?"
The forest spirit looked up at the smooth needle Roo had stuck in her tree. It wiggled free and then fell to the ground where it stuck deep in the dirt.
She turned away from Mark, headed into the forest and said, "Follow me."
Mother led them to a small hut made entirely out of branches and leaves that was just big enough for all four of them to fit. The floor was soft, covered in a lush patch of clovers and moss, and the front door was draped with vines to give them a sense of seclusion.
Mother told them to depart whenever they were ready, and that she would offer her aid again when Mark had both objects she needed. Then she walked off, disappearing into the green depths of the forest.
Mark and his girls got comfortable, lying down in their living shelter before he suggested to Ahnix and Vale that now was a good time to transfer the essence he had pressing to get out of his balls.
"Vale, pull his pants off, would you?" Ahnix said, standing and moving over to Mark.
Wordlessly, Vale slid to his left side, worked her fingers under the waist of Mark's silk pants and pulled them down to bunch up at his ankles.
"Roo, get on the other side and hold the base of his cock for me." She did what was asked of her and moved to his right side. She leaned on one elbow, facing him and wrapped one of her velvet hands around his dick, just above his balls.
"Vale, lick his cock," Ahnix ordered, still standing over Mark's hips. The naga lowered her self down and used her long tongue to wrap around Mark's slowly rising penis. With Roo's hand squeezing his shaft and Vale stroking his dick with her tongue, it didn't take very long to get hard.
Ahnix then pulled the hidden slit in her tight leather shorts aside and squatted down so her pussy could engulf his throbbing dick.
Vale shifted up to his kiss Mark's tiny nipples and flicking them with her long tongue.
"Hold it tight, Roo," Ahnix said, as she pressed down, her furry pussy lips gobbling up his cock.
He didn't have to do any work and just laid back and let it happen. A fully armored Ahnix slid her pussy up and down, sending his swollen head in and out of her warm body, while Roo massaged his shaft with her soft hand in time with her movements.
Ahnix started to moan, and Mark looked up into her exotic face. Her large, half-lidded eyes looked back into his, and they communicated their love and affection for each other wordlessly.
Mark thought he was going to cum first, but luckily he felt Ahnix's tight pussy start to squeeze down, signaling her own orgasm.
"Take your- hand away, Roo," Ahnix said, through her heavy panting. The velvet hand was removed from the base of his shaft, and Ahnix sank her crotch down, so his cock slid completely inside her.
She finished them both off by just undulating her hips around in a circle, causing the slightest fiction deep inside her wet vagina.
Ahnix grunted as her pussy clamped down, cumming on his dick, and Mark let his own load and wave of essence spill deep into her.
Ahnix then abruptly stood, the slit in her shorts snapping shut and she was done.
Vale stopped licking his nipples, laid her head on his chest and look up at him with her beautiful vividly pink eyes.
"Okay Vale. Your turn," he said, sitting up. "This time I want you two to suck on her nipples, for me."
Mark moved out of the way, and Vale moved sideways, so she was laying in the same place he was. Roo started to help Vale peel her top off, and Ahnix joined in on the other side.
Her massive tits with freakishly thick nipples spilled out onto her tight stomach.
Roo tilted her head. "So big..." she said. Then she touched the silver ring that passed through her closest nipple. "Does this hurt?"
"Not at all," Vale said. "It did for a few minutes when I had them put in, but I heal quickly. Now I- Aah!"
She was cut off when Ahnix grabbed the other one and tugged it, pulling the naga's thick, black nipple towards the roof of their hut.
"Now, she loves it when you play with them." Ahnix finished Vale's sentence for her. "Feels good, doesn't it?"
"Yesss," the naga responded, and tilted her head back.
Roo grabbed hold of the other one and gave it a gentle tug. "Like this?"
"Harder," Mark said, getting on his knees, straddling Vale's tail right below her vagina. "And I want you guys to start licking those beautiful slabs of nipple. Ahnix, try using the rough part of your tongue, won't you?"
The regal cat-girl gave him a rare hint of a smile and then turned to Vale. They locked eyes for a moment, Vale letting out small whimpering noises. Then, Ahnix stuck her pink tongue out as far as it would go and licked the naga's massive nipple from her areola to the tip.
Vale's muscular stomach tightened as she felt waves of pleasure move through her body like electricity, emanating from her nipple. Roo got into it too and started to use her wet velvet tongue on Vale's other nipple. Both were also tugging and twisting her nipple rings while they went to work.
Mark lifted the leather apron that served to protect her huge pussy and saw that she was already sopping wet.
"Which one feels better, left or right?" Mark asked, teasing.
"Wha- I... Mmnn. That's not fair," was all she could say.
"Well, let's make it a three-way contest. Who can give Vale the most pleasure?” Mark said, spreading her abundant pussy folds out of the way and sliding his throbbing cock into her warm wet hole.
Vale moaned as he rode her like a rocking horse. In this position, the head of his cock pressed firmly into the top wall of her vagina, and he knew that drove her wild.
Her swollen clitoris was right there, so he reached down between his legs and held onto it like it was a pommel on a saddle and truly started to ride her.
The three of them all individually focused on making Vale scream with pleasure, and after a short while, Mark could feel her get close to the end. Her warm meaty pussy felt so good enveloping his dick, and watching the beautiful Ahnix and Roo slurp on her massive nipples was pushing him close to the end with her.
He rode her hard, slamming his dick into her pussy over and over and eventually he felt her vagina spasm, grabbing his cock tightly. She moaned loudly as Mark let himself go, and dumped his cum and essence deep into her, emptying everything he had left.
He pulled out, and both girls slowed down their nipple stimulation. Roo actually started petting the one she was sucking on with one of her soft velvet hands, sending jolts of aftershock pleasure into the naga.
With all of this essence transferred, Mark began to feel the pull of sleep on his consciousness.
"I like not being alone." Roo said, "All of you are the best things that exist."
"We're going to have a lot of fun together,” he said. “And, maybe, save the world while we're at it."
Mark snuggled up to one side of the velvet-girl while Ahnix moved to the other. Vale wrapped herself around them all, each one feeling safe and content. It had been a long day, and they collectively drifted off to sleep together.
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Ahnix woke up first like she always does, and her movements woke everyone else up shortly after. It was dark outside, and it occurred to Mark that they might have been wandering in Roo's house dimension for longer than he thought.
They packed up all their gear and stepped out into the moonlit forest.
"Roo, you're up,” Mark said. “Can you take us to that squirrel place to the north- uh, what was it again?"
"Camille," Vale said.
"I can from inside. Not from here."
Ahnix reached into her leather tube-top and pulled out the black key, Roo's eyes following its every move. She handed it to Mark, and he held it out in front of him as he had done before, then focused some of his power into the artifact that could open the door back to Roo's home dimension.
The black door appeared again. Mark turned the knob and pushed it open.
The moon was bright enough to light up the forest, but the blackness beyond the door was absolute. Mark handed the key back to Ahnix and started fishing around in his satchel for one of the glowing mushrooms. It was dark, so it was relatively easy to locate.
"Here, you take this," Ahnix said from behind him, and he turned to take the key back.
But she wasn't talking to Mark. She was holding the key out to Roo.
She reached out one of her velvet hands, and as she touched the key, an arc of power jumped to her fingers.
Roo clenched the key in her fist and held it to her chest. "Thank you. I will treasure this always." Then she focused her attention on something only she could see, tilting her head, "My critical strike chance has doubled."
"From holding the key?" Mark asked.
"It's her artifact, after all. It would make sense if she grew more powerful from holding it," Vale said.
"Fantastic. Next shop we find let's get her a necklace or something like that to keep it secure," Mark said, then got a slight emotional signal from both Ahnix and Vale. He realized that his bond was getting stronger with them.
He quickly added, "We might as well get you girls something nice while we’re there, too."
Vale smiled, "Actually Master, we're headed to the frigid north. I don't know about the rest of you, but I really don't like the cold, and none of us are dressed for snow." She ran a hand across her bare midriff to illustrate. "Maybe we could find that shop sooner rather than later?"
He was constantly reminded that she had a big brain to go with her huge tits.
"Good call, Vale. That will be our first priority. Let's get moving." Mark hoisted up one of their blue, glowing mushrooms and walked into the door. His Enthralled followed behind him, and the door closed once they were all through. They appeared in the large foyer just like they did the first time, and Roo walked over to one of the wooden tables. She held out one of her hands and touched a silver candlestick resting on its dusty surface.
"It feels good and bad to be here, again," she said.
"Then let's get going,” Mark said. “I'm sure you spent enough time in these rooms. Can you take us to Camille village? How does this work exactly? Do we just name a place and you open a door there?"
"I don’t know. I'm... this place is connected to many points. It's impossible to describe in words."
Ahnix stepped forward. "It's Okay. Just do what you can."
Roo nodded, held out her hand and a door rose from the ground.
"I believe this is right." She turned the knob and pushed. Mark walked up behind her and saw rows of shelves with objects stacked on them. Rope, a pickaxe, a lantern. It looked like a general store.
He turned to Roo, grabbed her and planted a kiss right on her thick lips. He just meant it to be a quick one, but once his mouth touched her soft lips, he found it difficult to pull away. When he eventually did, she just looked at him blinking her pure black eyes.
"Perfect, Roo. Now let's go shopping!"
They all walked into the store, and the door closed behind them. He could already feel a major temperature drop and knew it would be worse outside this shop.
A noise to his left caught Mark's attention, and he looked just in time to see a pipe fall out of a squirrel-man’s mouth and hit the counter he was standing behind, sending burning embers across its surface.
"Hello, kind sir," Mark began with a wave. "Sorry for the dramatic entrance, but we are travelers in search of some warm clothes. Have anything like that for sale?"
He looked old, with tiny glasses perched on his quivering nose. His fur was gray, but Mark didn't really know if that meant anything. Plenty of squirrels were gray. He was more or less a man with strong squirrel features; a twitchy squirrel nose and mouth with impressive whiskers, big eyes, tiny folded ears at the top of his head, and a scraggly tail that was as big as he was. He was wearing a small blue vest and nothing else as far as Mark could tell
Roo and Ahnix started to browse the merchandise while Vale followed Mark up to the frightened squirrel shopkeep.
"We have money. Don't worry, we're honest people," Vale said, trying to help, ducking her tall body under wooden support beams as she moved.
The sight of the naga's massive cleavage seemed to ground the shopkeeper a little, and he cleared his throat.
"Ah yes. Um, Travelers, you say?" He had a much gruffer voice than the high-pitched version Mark had expected.
"Yes, sir. I'm Mark, a Collector, and these are my Enthralled." He motioned to the large snake-girl leaning over his shoulder. "This curvy beauty is Vale. Over there is Ahnix and Roo."
Mark offered his hand, and the old, furry shopkeeper reached out with his own tiny paw and shook it.
"A pleasure, Collector. Haven’t been one of those around here in a long time. The name's Nip. If you don't mind me asking, what are you and your group of lovely ladies doing in a nowhere village like this?"
"We're here on a quest to find a piece of fallen star. I heard one fell somewhere around here."
Before the furry shopkeeper could answer, Roo stepped up to them and slapped a ball of twine on top of the counter.
"I would like this string," She said, confidently looking at the shopkeeper. The grizzled old squirrel looked at Roo, his whiskers twitching as he studied her.
Mark looked over his shoulder at Ahnix standing behind them with her arms crossed. She looked at Mark and shrugged.
"She found the necklace she wanted."
"Okay," Mark started. "We'll take the string, some warm clothes, and I'll also pay you for all the information you have about the fallen star."
He reached into the bottom of this burlap sack and found two silver coins. He put them on the counter, and the squirrel's eyes went huge.
"Is this... silver?" he asked.
"Yup. I'll take it these coins will cover what I'm asking?" Mark raised his eyebrows.
The old, furry shopkeep looked back at Mark over his tiny spectacles for a moment, then slid the coins into his pocket.
"Of course, Collector. Let me show you the fine selection of furs I have, right this way."
He scurried around the corner of the wooden counter, his bushy tail flowing behind him, and moved to a wall that displayed fur cloaks of various sizes.
Mark browsed the small selection and found a black, fur cloak for himself right away. Ahnix had a natural, light fur coat already, so she picked a short, tight-fitting jacket that left half of her flat stomach exposed.
Roo said she didn't think she could feel cold and instead focused on making a necklace for her key. Mark just shrugged, it made a kind of sense that a fabric girl wouldn’t need to wear a fur coat, but still, she was technically naked. If she didn’t want a coat, they would have to start thinking about armor for her at some point.
It was harder to find something for Vale, as large as she was, but Nip was resourceful and suggested a king-size, fur-lined blanket for her instead. After she wrapped herself in the blanket like it was a towel and she had just come out of the shower, Vale begged Mark for a big fur hat she saw hanging on a peg. Nip tossed it in as part of the deal.
Mark watched the snake-woman pull the furry cap over her long pointed ears, pressing her flowing, white hair flat around her neck and thought she looked adorable.
Why squirrels would even be selling fur clothes crossed his mind and, more concerning, where they got the fur- but he had more important things to find out.
Mark turned his attention to the old gray squirrel. "Nip, you've been very helpful. I think all we need now is information. Where can we find the fallen star we seek?"
He blinked his large, dark eyes at Mark. "Yes, yes. I'll tell you all I know. It was many years ago. I heard gossip of a streaking star, falling from the heavens near the nut mines to the west. It was supposedly found by the young leader of the small mining village, Callok. Rumor has it- he gave it to Mistress Ralie up at the brothel for her hand in marriage. Not sure if that's true or not, but she said yes.
“Our Mistress is the one you ought to ask about it. Callok died to those damned foxes a few years back. He was a good man."
Mark nodded, absorbing the story. "Did you say nut mines?"
The squirrel twitched his nose, making his long, white whiskers shiver. "Yes. Nut mines... where we mine up nut meat. You know- walnut, pistachio, a rare macadamia nugget if you get lucky. Nut mines.
Mark looked around at his girls. None of them seemed to have any reaction either way and since no one else found it odd, he just went with it.
"Can you tell me any more about these foxes you mentioned?"
"Sure, I'll tell ya that they are murderous bastards driving tourists away from town. You're the first customers I've had in months. Even longer since the trade caravan came around. Camille used to be flooded with folk come to get their knobs off at the Buried Treasure brothel- if you'll pardon my language, ladies." He paused to nod to Vale, specifically. Then continued, "Nut-miners, human hunters from South Whetstone, hell even the she-witches from the Gibbering Caves would come and blow some coin with Ralie's boys and girls. But now that the feral foxes have settled into their den a few miles out of town and started ravaging anything that comes near... it has been dark days my friend."
"That sounds terrible. I may take a look and see if I can do something about them, but I need to find the fallen star first."
"Then you'd best speak with Mistress Ralie, at the brothel."
"And where can I find the place?"
"Well, if you mean to use the front door this time and not that magic one you stepped through, just leave my store and look right in front of you for the biggest building you can find. 'Buried Treasures' is hard to miss."
"Right, so long Nip. It's been a pleasure," Mark said, turning for the door.
"Thank you!" Vale said, with a grin and followed behind Mark. Ahnix nodded, and Roo was still messing with her twine necklace as they also turned to the door.
Mark pulled it open and stepped out into the cold, snowy daylight. It was night when they left the forest, and he thought they must have traveled so far that they might be on the other side of the world.
He looked at Roo wrapping the twine around her neck and saw the need to intervene.
"I hate to burst your bubble there Roo, but maybe you should make your necklace so it's easier for you to take off. I am going to need that thing every now and then so we can open the door back to your dimension."
She looked up at him and tilted her head. "No, you're not." Before he could argue, she held up her hand, and a back door started to form in front of her, blocking his view. Once it was fully formed, Mark walked around its thin side and looked at Roo with astonishment. She put her hand down, and the door disappeared.
"I am the key, and the key is me," she said, like everyone should know that, and started wrapping the twine around her neck again.
"I don't know why I'm surprised by anything anymore," Mark said, shaking his head. "I guess that makes things easy, then."
He turned to look for the brothel Nip mentioned and found himself staring right at its front steps. It was a large, pink, two-story building with purple shutters and gold molding. The double doors on the front were painted a bright red and flaunted ornate, glass windows. Large letters that looked like pure gold spread across the building that read 'Buried Treasures'. The brothel looked sealed up tight, and Mark supposed it was because of the cold wind currently blowing at them.
He glanced up and down the snow-covered road and spotted another, small building that looked like a restaurant and a row of houses beyond that- but not much else. The pleasure house seemed to be vastly disproportionate to the rest of this village, and Mark knew there had to be more to this story.
"Let's go see this Mistress Ralie, shall we?" he said to his Enthralled and crunched his boots in the snow towards the large brothel.
He stepped up the stairs and rapped his knuckles on the cold, red paint between the glass windows. Looking inside, he could see a pink foyer with stuffed chairs and opulent rugs.
It was empty.
No one came to the door, so he knocked again. Eventually, a figure entered the foyer and looked out of the glass at Mark and his girls.
She was decidedly female; her furry eyelids were painted blue and bright rouge was applied around her small, squirrel lips. The doors pulled open, and the smell of flowers and musk hit him in the face.
"Welcome to Buried Treasures! Do come in, please. I am Mistress Ralie, and we are here to please you in every way." Her voice was melodious, and she was wrapped in a translucent silk robe that gave Mark a clear impression of her hourglass figure. He also got the impression that she was older than she intended to look.
They all started to move into the warm foyer, and she continued, "We haven't had a Collector come through these doors in a very long time but every now and then you crave a little extra spice in your life, even with..." She looked at each of his companions. "Such diversely beautiful creatures such as these. Am I right?"
Before Mark could respond, she clapped her white-gloved hands together twice and smiled at him, seeming to wait for something. The silence in the room was pressing on him in such a way that he thought it best to just keep his mouth shut and let her do her thing. When nothing happened, her smile faltered, but before she could react five lovely squirrel girls in revealing outfits and huge fluffy tails scurried on light feet into the room.
The squirrel females of this village were slightly similar to Ahnix in how human they looked, except where she was about one-third cat, they were about two-thirds squirrel, most notably in the face and legs. They still had exceedingly sensual bodies though. The one with all black fur, small perky tits, and a stunningly beautiful face would have been his choice, were he here for that sort of thing.
Mark was about to let her down easy and tell her why they were there when Roo walked right up to Mistress Ralie and embraced her in a hug.
"You look really pretty. I love your silk dress," the velvet-girl said. Mark was going to have to put an end to this instant hugging thing. It was going to get them in trouble one day.
"...Thank you."
"Sorry, That's Roo and she... is very affectionate. I'm Mark, the tall naga is Vale, and the black and gold cat is Ahnix. Your girls are quite exquisite, and if I were not here to see you, Mistress Ralie, for other matters, I could see myself spending a lot of coin here."
The squirrel madame broke away from Roo and waved a hand at her stable of harlots. They made various disappointed noises and scurried out the same way they came in.
Mistress Ralie folded her arms across her round chest and studied Mark for a moment. When she spoke, all hint of her previous character was gone, and Mark knew he was speaking to the real Ralie now.
"If you aren't here to spend a lot of coin then you should get the hell out, now. My time is valuable, what precious little there is left."
Mark nodded and reached into his burlap sack slung around his shoulder and pulled out one of his ten gold coins. He really didn't have a firm grasp on what their true value was, but maybe this would get her attention.
He handed her the coin, and she took it with her dainty, white-gloved, squirrel fingers. She held it up to her face and then looked a Mark again, her eyebrows furrowed.
"This can't be real," she said.
"It's real, Mistress," Vale added, looking down at her with her innocent, violet eyes. The madame squirrel put the shining gold coin in her mouth and bit into it slightly. Her large black eyes went wide, and she looked at it again. A smile quickly passed across her face like the sun peeking out briefly on a cloudy day, and then it was gone.
Her eyes narrowed in suspicion. "What could you possibly want from me that isn't pleasuring your cock, Collector?"
"No, it's not that. These three keep me plenty busy in that department. I have come to inquire about the fallen star. I heard a rumor that you are the last one to have it in your possession."
The bushy-tailed madame scrutinized Mark for a moment and then turned her piercing gaze at his Enthralled again as if she really saw them for the first time.
"Your payment has earned you a conversation, at least. Would you ladies please make yourselves comfortable while I have a private word with your Collector. Don't worry- I won't suck any essence out of him."
Mark gave his girls a reassuring look and followed Mistress Ralie deeper into Buried Treasures. She led him up a flight of creaking stairs and into a small meeting room with a bar.
Enough daylight streamed through the shutters to cast a dim ambiance over the room. Mistress Ralie pointed to a padded pink seat, intending Mark to sit, as she went past the table and stepped up to the bar. Mark sat down and watched her from behind as she filled two glasses with an unknown dark red liquid.
Her bushy tail hid much of her figure from this angle, but she stood with one long, furry leg held out sideways, and he could see that she had some enticing curves.
She turned around, set a drink in front of him and then took a seat across from him. She took a long pull from her glass, watching him as she did so. Mark reached for the offered glass of dark liquid.
"Thank you," he said, putting it to his lips and sipped the tart alcoholic drink. It tasted like a strong cherry liquor.
"Why do you want the star? No doubt for some silly quest or another, I assume."
"It is a quest," he said. "I am on a quest to save the world."
"Of course you are." She took another gulp from her glass. "Pay me one-thousand more gold coins, and I'll tell you where it is located. I'm on a quest to save my girls."
"I don't have a thousand gold. How about I give you nine more gold and only take a bit of it? I only need a sliver."
"The star means something to me more than gold, Collector. A thousand could dull that feeling- ten could not." She drained the last of her glass, and Mark could sense that she was done playing this game. She was about to ask him to leave.
"What if I paid you in vengeance?" he asked.
"Go on..."
"I know why the star means so much to you and why this enormous brothel is empty. We'll remove the vicious pack of foxes from your land."
"You sure you can take them out?" Her eyes narrowed, studying him carefully.
Mark thought really he should have done some reconnaissance before making such bold claims, but just like with Donovan and the Vull River, there didn't seem to be a choice. He had to figure something out, or he was going nowhere, for eternity.
"Yes. One way or another we-"
"Kill them all or no deal!" She interrupted him, emotion taking hold of her normally calm demeanor.
Mark swallowed. He didn’t like not having a peaceful option and hoped they weren’t as feral as the shopkeeper, Nip, had claimed.
"Deal," he said, firmly.
"I see you are a Lover, Mark. And I saw you hesitate. You promised to pay me in vengeance..."
One lone tear spilled over her eyelid and rolled down her cheek, taking some of her black eyeliner with it. "I accept your offer, Collector, but I have some conditions. Go downstairs and wait with your Enthralled. I will return shortly."
She stood up, and he arose with her. Mark gave her a nod and found his way back down to the foyer where Ahnix, Vale, and Roo were waiting.
"Well?" Ahnix said as he entered the room.
"I made a deal. We need to kill all of the foxes that Nip mentioned. I wish I knew what I was getting us into before just..." he sighed.
Ahnix caught his eye. "We will do what needs to be done- like we always do."
Vale put her hand on his shoulder and said, "Together we can do anything, remember?"
Roo stepped toward him and said, "And I will help destroy our enemies."
Mark was filled with a sense of deep love and appreciation for his girls and gave them a warm smile. He noticed that Roo had since finished wrapping the string around herself, weaving over and under in an intricate pattern pressing the black key flat against her velvet skin. She made the twine into a choker of sorts, and it looked good on her long neck.
"Hey great job on your necklace, Roo. That key isn't going anywhere without you."
She put a fabric hand to her neck and smiled. "Thank you, Mark."
They didn't have to wait long before Mistress Ralie had returned with a sullen looking young squirrel-girl. She was dressed in a white fur cloak and kept her eyes to the ground.
"I am sending my step-daughter, Sharee, with you to make sure you kill every fox you find." The older madame with ruined makeup looked down at the younger squirrel-girl, "You don't have a problem with that, do you?"
The girl looked straight at Mark with eyes filled with hatred. "No, Mistress."
Mistress Ralie continued, "She doesn't belong here. She is no good at pleasing men or women, and maybe she could learn a thing or two by watching your Enthralled."
Mark was about to object for reasons that started to accumulate when Mistress Ralie cut him off. "This is the deal. Kill the foxes and teach her. Now go, daylight's wasting."
She spun and left Mark and his girls alone with the sullen, yet pretty, young squirrel known as Sharee. He didn't think they would have a chance to teach this creature how to please men or women out in the snow hunting killer foxes, but he guessed he'd burn that bridge when he came to it.
Something didn't seem right about all of this. Was this some kind of wicked step-mother thing where Mistress Ralie was trying to get this girl killed?
Mark sighed and addressed the young squirrel they were to take into battle, "Hello there, Sharee. I'm Mark, and this is Ahnix, Vale, and R-"
"I don't care.” The young squirrel cut him off. “Let's just get to work."
She stalked forward past Mark and pulled the bright red door open letting the chilly wind enter and blow around the room. She paused and looked back. "You coming?"
Mark just shook his head and followed Sharee out into the cold. She immediately took a left and started walking down the road away from them.
"This is going to be... awkward", Vale said. sliding up behind Mark, hugging herself trying to stay warm.
"She needs to be taught more than how to lick a cock," Ahnix said joining them.
"Yeah, well. I don't know about all that. We are going to go kill these foxes. If we have time on the way maybe you girls can give her a few pointers, but that is definitely not our main priority."
The road ahead was pure white and covered in ankle deep snow. Black trees began sparsely, but Mark could see a thick forest emerge to either side of the path as it continued into the distance.
If it wasn't for her dark brown head exposed, he might not have seen her bobbling along the path at a brisk pace. Her white fur cloak was excellent camouflage against the snow. Mark had to quicken his stride but, he eventually caught up to the young squirrel.
"Hey, slow down. How far down the road do we have to go before we should expect an ambush?"
"About four miles." She said, walking even faster.
"Hey!" He grabbed her arm. "I said slow down."
Sharee stopped and turned her head to stare daggers into his face. "Why? Afraid?"
"No, just not stupid. If I'm going to teach you anything, it's how to not get killed. This isn't a race, and it won't do us any good to be out of stamina when we got there. Also, why the hell would you think it was a good idea to pull so far ahead of a pack of warriors here to protect you?"
"Pfft, your sex-slave whores? Don't worry about me- I can take care of myself!" She pulled a slingshot from under her white, fur cloak and drew it on him.
Mark heard a loud crack as Vale's whip pulled the slingshot out of her hand and into the snow. Ahnix was instantly behind the young squirrel and held a sharp claw to her brown, furry neck.
The cat-girl whispered into her ear, "Move, and I'll be the one to take care of you."
Mark could see the rage in the young squirrel's eyes, and his Lover class kicked in, giving him insight into her feelings. He knew he could enthrall her if he wanted, that was if he had the room in his party. He also felt the roiling sea of emotions Sharee was drowning in; hatred, frustration, despair, hopelessness. And a seething, unending rage.
He bent down and picked up the wooden slingshot in the snow. Ahnix knew the message had been delivered and let the sullen squirrel go. Sharee rubbed her tiny, squirrel hand where Vale's whip must have given her a good sting.
Mark considered healing her, but it didn't seem like the right thing to do in that moment. Instead, he held out her slingshot and didn't let go when she tried to snatch it from him.
"Sharee. I know you want to be the one to kill the animals who took your father from you. But, as badass as you may be, you aren't quite skilled enough yet to do it alone, or you would have already. We are here to help wipe them all out and you can either be part of it- or go home. Also, my girls are the furthest thing from slaves, and you'd be amazed at how often they tell me what to do." He shot a smile over the girl's shoulder to Ahnix. "The one behind you is The Queen of the Desert, and believe me, she is slave no one."
He let go of the slingshot, and she slowly put it away. With tears building up in her large squirrel eyes, she nodded.
"I want to learn how to fight like that."
"Good. Do what we say, watch closely, and maybe you'll come home with some new skills. Now let's get moving and stay behind us."
Mark walked away from her, and his Enthralled followed close behind. After a few steps, Ahnix was beside him, and he could sense her appreciation for his continued respect.
Vale slid up to his other side, and he could sense her shivering.
The fur-wrapped naga spoke through chattering teeth. "I was saving up for a really awesome Hex, but I had to blow some points on Frost Resist. I was not made for this. I'll be lucky if I don't lose the tip of my tail to frostbite."
Roo was tromping through the snow on the other side of Vale, kicking up showers of fine, white powder as she walked.
"I don't feel a thing." She said. "Actually, Ahnix, Vale- I really want to put points into my main attack recharge. Fifteen seconds between shots? It's too much. What do you think?"
Ahnix looked over and said, "Go for it."
Vale offered her advice too between chattering teeth, "You are a ranged damage class. Boosting the speed of your main attack is almost never a waste. Especially when yours is such a unique and powerful ability already."
"Great!" Roo stopped kicking up snow and walked slower as she concentrated on something only she could see. "Oh. Well, ten seconds is better than fifteen." Roo hopped over Vale's serpentine tail and slipped her velvet hand around Mark's arm. "Mmm-I can't wait for more essence," she said, leaning her head on his shoulder. Mark was looking forward to her uniquely warm, soft folds of velvet, as well.
He looked over to the quiet cat-girl to at his left.
"Did you pick anything good, Ahnix?"
"More general stats," she said, without taking her eyes off the treeline. Mark was glad she was always alert for danger, he needed to get better at that. Now that he thought about it, they were just walking down the road again into a known ambush. It really was the Vull riverbed all over again. He looked over his shoulder at Sharee, shuffling her squirrel feet through the snow behind them with her head down, and wondered how best to keep her out of harm's way.
Mark decided to voice his concerns. "Hey guys, maybe we should come up with a better plan than just walking into a trap?"
Vale spoke up first, "I was thinking about that, Master. Obviously, we need to get off the road at some point and try and ambush the ambushers. But I'm too big to try anything like that in these surroundings." She gestured to the black trees with sparse red foliage pressing in on the snow-covered road. She was an enormous snake-woman with a brown fur blanket wrapped around her and would be easily seen weaving through the trees.
Vale continued. "However, if I just head down the middle of the path, alone, it might pull any watchful eyes off of the rest of you, sneaking alongside me in the forest."
Mark smiled. "Anyone have a better plan?"
Ahnix shook her head. "No. It's good. I can counter-sneak-attack while you and Roo shoot from the trees."
"I can shoot, too!" the young squirrel chimed in, and Mark turned to look at her.
"Sure, just don't take any risks, and stay behind me at all times. "
Sharee squinted her big, rodent eyes at him but didn't complain. They walked for a few more miles and then enacted their plan.
Vale continued weaving her long snake body through the powdery snow as the rest of them moved alongside her within the treeline. The giant naga slowed her speed so they could keep up with her, hiking through the rougher terrain.
Ahnix was scanning the forest ahead of them with her keen eyes and big ears, looking for any sign of hidden foxes.
After what seemed like hours, Ahnix froze and put her fist up. Mark looked passed her and saw two white forms jump out into the road in front of Vale. The giant naga brought her shield to the ready and shook out her long leather whip.
Standing out in the road were two snarling, completely white, fox-women with black eyes and long black claws. Mark could barely make out their forms as they were hard to see at this distance against the white snow. Mark mentally slapped himself on the forehead. He had been picturing red foxes with black muzzles, but here he was surrounded by snow- of course they were white.
The two vicious looking creatures moved to flank Vale, and Ahnix teleported instantly behind one, activating her Assault Rush ability.
Vale cracked her whip at the other one, and it started to make loud yipping noises like a small dog as it rushed at the giant naga.
Mark, Roo, and Sharee moved out onto the road to get a better view. He was starting to feel disappointed at how easy this was going to be when he saw movement down the tree line.
Another fox, this one much larger and covered in thick muscles, was bounding towards Ahnix as she dodged savage claw swipes from her own wiry muscled foe.
Mark shouted and shot one of his colorful bolts at the new creature. The magic projectile flew uselessly behind it, and a small pebble whizzed past his ear, disappearing into the snow by its fast-moving feet.
The brutish fox was almost on Ahnix when a long iron needle buried itself into the creature's side. It spun from the impact and slid to a stop in the snow, howling and holding his wound.
Ahnix disemboweled the fox she was fighting and cast a glance behind her, seeing the wounded creature turn and retreat into the tree line. She looked back to where Mark and the others were standing and, her dark eyes went wide.
"Behind you!"
Mark spun around and saw two more of the larger, male foxes galloping on all fours towards them, their sharp teeth bared in vicious snarls.
If the creatures stood up on their hind legs, they would probably as tall as Vale.
One was headed right for Sharee, and the other headed right towards Mark. With little time to think, he put up a protective bubble around the young squirrel and braced for the black claws about to rip his chest open.
Just as the beast's claws were about to land, Vale used her Perfect Cover ability and appeared in front of him, taking the hit on her shield. She also quickly activated her Hateful Sting ability on the primal monster causing it to focus on her and rain blows into her shield.
Mark backed up and tried to shoot at the other monster who was headed for Sharee- but the brute wasn't where he expected it to be.
The fox was smart enough to know that beating on the glowing shield wouldn’t be effective and quickly altered his trajectory to go after Roo.
By the time Mark's eye caught up with its movements it was already on her. Mark tried to shoot a magic bolt into its back as it tore into her slender side with its claws, but panic got in the way, and the colorful bolt sailed over its head.
Ahnix was distracted by the female fox that Vale had left to save Mark and wasn't going to be of any help. He poured an enhance into Roo, his only real option. Healing her now would be a waste if the huge, muscular beast just tore into her again, right afterward. He focused on giving her everything he could. There was no way in hell he was going to lose her this quickly.
Golden rings appeared on Roo's hands, and she held them out in front of her as another brutal attack was about to tear her velvet head off.
But before its claws connected, the creature became a pin cushion.
Mark could see the tips of at least six, sharp needles sticking out through its back, red liquid blossoming from where they sprouted. The hulking creature staggered backward and dropped limply to the ground.
Vale used a Shield Bash on the remaining male fox, and Ahnix, having dispatched the one she was fighting, sprinted over to help, kicking snow up as she moved.
But Mark barely noticed any of this.
He ran as fast as he could over to Roo, lying motionless in the snow. He looked down on her and saw her eyes were closed and a pile of red, dyed cotton bulging out of a long, terrible rip in the fabric on the side of her stomach.
Mark held up his heart-shaped ring and willed everything to be okay. He dug deep inside himself, trying to force the strongest heal he could into his enthralled, broken doll. Every muscle in his body clenched tight, and he could feel blackness pressing in on his vision as he squeezed every last bit of energy into healing her.
Completely spent, he fell forward, sinking his knees into the snow and looked down at his velvet-girl. The rip was closed, and Roo's glossy, black eyes blinked up at him from behind her mask.
She reached up and touched his cheek with her silky soft fingers.
"What a strange feeling. Intense pain replaced with extreme pleasure."
Mark smiled down at her and put his hand on hers, pressing it to his face. "Oh am I glad you're okay."
Ahnix struck the killing blow on the last enemy, and Mark felt a rush of essence enter him. It occurred to him that he was probably just tuning out the sensation during the heat of battle.
Everyone moved over to Mark and Roo laying in the snow.
"I'm so sorry, Roo. I should have found a way to pull it onto me," Vale said, looking miserable.
"There was nothing you could do. Mark was the priority," Ahnix said, through her typical small-mouthed frown.
Sharee looked with wide eyes around the group. "You guys are amazing. All of you. Thank you. Thank you for everything. For protecting me, for ending them-"
"We aren't done yet, girl." Ahnix interrupted, studying the tree line again. Her keen eyes noticed something and started to creep over to the edge of the forest.
Mark stood, wrapping his hand around Roo's and pulling her to her feet in the process. When the velvet-girl was up, she walked up to Sharee and wrapped her arms around her white cloaked body.
The young squirrel didn't quite know how to respond.
"You could be awesome too if you learned to shoot better," Roo said, and then looked over to Mark. "You too, Mark. You're terrible with that thing."
Sharee pushed away from Roo and furrowed her brow, showing only a hint of her former anger.
"Then show me."
"One got away and ran into the forest, wounded,” Ahnix shouted, walking back from the tree line. “We can follow its bloody trail, easily."
Mark looked around at everyone. "Okay, let's rest here for ten minutes or so, let our cooldowns recharge. Then we go after it."
"Great." Vale's cheery smile was back. "Time for some training. I used to spar with other naga all the time. It can really help you become more comfortable with your weapons and how to get the most out of them. I'll move about twenty yards away and serve as a target dummy. Don't worry- you won't hit me. Roo why don't you stay here and maybe give them some pointers? You seem pretty good at marksmanship."
Roo nodded.
Vale slid through the snow, wrapped in her fur blanket and cap and turned around when she was far enough away. She brought up her shield and announced she was ready.
Mark felt that asking Vale more about her past was long overdue. He wanted to know what her life was like before the Slug Kingdom and why she had sparred with other naga. He noticed Ahnix continue to scan the forest while they set up and was grateful for her all over again.
Roo stepped forward and pointed at Sharee. "Load your slingshot, and shoot her."
The young female squirrel took out her y-shaped, ranged weapon and pulled a smooth stone from a pouch on her belt. She looked over at Mark first, to make sure it was okay to attack Vale.
Mark nodded, and she quickly squeezed the stone with the leather pad, pulled back, and let it fly.
The stone zipped through the air, and Vale had to bend over a little to try and catch the stone with her shield. But it landed short, sending up a puff of snow in front of her.
"Load again and pull it back, but don't let go," Roo instructed.
Sharee repeated the process and held the elastic cord taut.
Roo stepped in close and put two velvet fingers on squirrel's hand holding the leather pad.
"Your hand is too high, line up with your eye. Good. Now raise the slingshot. Yes. Hold your breath before you let go. Be still as frost."
Sharee took this opportunity very seriously and did exactly as she was instructed.
Roo nodded. "Release."
The young squirrel opened her fingers, and the stone whistled right for Vale's face. She brought the shield up and deflected it with a metallic thunk into the forest.
"Good," the fur-wrapped naga shouted from down range. "Your weapon is designed for weak points. Never go for a body shot."
Sharee was grinning ear to ear.
"Keep your elbow down and your mind clear," Roo added. "Again."
The young squirrel fired ten more shots, most of which went for Vale's head. Mark was amazed at the improvement.
The masked velvet-girl stepped in and put her hand on Sharee's shoulder signaling her to stop.
"Practice every day, and go for the eyes."
"I will, Roo. Thank you."
Mark furrowed his brow, confused by her sudden level of expertise. "Roo, where did you learn to be such a good instructor?"
She tilted her head and focused on something far away. Her pure black eyes made it hard to tell where she was looking, but Mark got the sense her attention was focused internally.
"I think... I was created this way. I believe I contain many voices, many skills. Sewing, archery, riding, cunnilingus, administration, cooking, fellatio, animal husbandry-
"Okay, okay." Mark stopped her. "We'll get into that later. You're just full of surprises, Roo."
"What's cunnilingus?" The young squirrel asked.
"Oral sex performed on a female." Ahnix was quick to respond and was staring at Roo with renewed interest.
"Oh, Eww," Sharee said.
"Are we done with target practice, Master?" Vale yelled from down the road, her arms wrapped around her shivering body.
Roo stepped up to Mark and pointed at Vale. "Shoot her."
Mark nodded, then rose his voice so his patient naga could hear. "Sorry for the wait, Vale. Get ready, here it comes!"
He fired one baseline shot so they could see how he handled himself, and the colorful magic bolt went wide and struck one of the trees off in the forest before disappearing.
Roo looked at him blinking. "Mark, can I see your weapon?"
"Sure, but I have hit things before. I swear." He relinquished it over to the Roo.
She took Myriad, his magic crossbow, and turned it around looking at it from every angle.
"Did you break off one of the sights? There is one on the front, but the one on the stock is missing."
Ahnix snorted from behind them. "No wonder you can't hit anything."
"I need two sights? I've just been using the one. I knew that thing was cursed."
"Yes, Mark. To draw a straight line you need at least two fixed points," Roo remarked, distracted with inspecting the faulty ranged weapon "I think I can..."
Roo trailed off as she held the crossbow firmly with one hand and placed her palm at the front of the stock, above the trigger. She closed her eyes, and Mark heard a loud crack.
A burst of light lit up the snow at her feet that looked like every color in the rainbow at once- which was exceptionally impressive as they were standing in full daylight.
"There." Roo held up the crossbow and looked down its shaft. She nodded and handed it back to Mark. "Try it now."
Mark raised an eyebrow and took back his potentially broken magic crossbow. He looked at what she had done to it and noticed that there was now a regular-sized sewing needle stuck into the pure white stock. Where before it was opalescent, the weapon now just looked like dull white wood. He held it up, lined up the eye of the needle with the sight at the front end and aimed at Vale.
He squeezed the trigger, and a bright white ball of energy slammed into Vale's shield at high-speed, then burst with a tremendous explosion.
The naga peeked over her shield and then held up her other hand. "Hey! Stop! What was that?"
Mark looked down at his newly modified crossbow and then over to Roo.
She gave him a cheesy smile. "The modification must have done something to the power focus, but firing rate is probably slower. Better?"
"Better. I didn't like the rainbow sparkles anyway," he said to Roo, and then turned his attention to giant naga down the road. "Come on back, Vale."
When she slid up to the group Vale looked down at Mark's crossbow. "What is going on, Master? Did that blast come from the crossbow?"
Ahnix answered before Mark could. "Yes. Roo has some interesting talents. But, let's talk and walk. The longer we wait, the harder it will be to follow the trail of the wounded fox."
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The bloody trail led them deep into the forest. Ahnix had taken the lead and prowled ahead, so they didn't all just walk into another trap. If she got into danger, she could just pop out and regroup.
Eventually, Ahnix came back and reported that she spotted two more foxes, yipping back and forth to each other in front of a cave. One was male, and the other was female, and neither of them was the one Roo had stuck with the needle.
She wasn't sure how many were in the cave, but she was certain that the trail of blood disappeared into the darkness beyond its entrance.
They formed a quick plan and approached the two primal foxes loitering in the snow, using a slope in the terrain to hide behind. Vale had to begrudgingly lower herself close to the ground and put her hands in the snow to creep up close enough.
Mark was able to get a good look at them while his party quietly moved into position. The female was lean but had wiry muscles under her fur coat. She looked to be built like Ahnix, only taller. She had a sleek, angular head with a long snout and two pointed ears at the top of her head. Like most female creatures in this world, she was complete with full, round breasts and dark brown nipples.
The male looked similar but was at least two feet taller and had much bulkier muscles. Mark could also see a huge, swinging dick between its canine legs. He sensed that both could be enthralled.
Once everyone was ready, Ahnix teleported behind the female and landed a devastating sneak attack, Assault Rush combo.
Vale rushed forward at a speed that still surprised Mark and whipped the back of the male as it turned to assist its mate. The strike tore open a gash in the creature's fur and caused him to turn and face Vale.
As it did, Sheree let a stone fly from her slingshot and nailed the beast in his right eye.
The hulking arctic fox put a hand to his face and leaned his head back, howling in pain. His howls turned to gargles as a large needle lodged in his throat.
Ahnix dodged a weak swipe by the severely wounded female and disemboweled her with a counterattack, ending the fight quickly.
Mark turned to Sharee. "Hey, nice-" Was all he got out before a deafening howl from the cave entrance interrupted him, and he turned just in time to see massive white blur hit Ahnix from behind.
The cat-girl was thrown into a heap at Mark's feet, and where she had been standing was an enormous female fox that stood at least ten-feet-tall. Her black lips were pulled tight, showing rows of pointed teeth. Mark couldn’t help but notice she had tits as big as Vale's.
Sharee didn’t hesitate and launched a rock at the creature's head. The giant fox-woman just turned sideways, and the rock bounced uselessly off her furry shoulder.
Vale activated her Hateful Sting ability, washing the pure, white fur of the hulking beast in a red tint and, drawing its attention away from the rest of the group.
Mark trusted the naga to be able to defend herself for a few moments while he turned his attention to Ahnix. He got down on his knees and put his hand on her hip, channeling a strong heal into her. He used his bond with the cat-girl and forced her broken body to heal and her pain to end.
Bright glowing orbs appeared around her that seemed larger than the sparks they had been before. Ahnix stirred and looked up at him, her eyes wide.
"What hit me?"
He pulled her to her feet as Roo fired a needle into the shoulder of the giant arctic fox creature savagely slashing at Vale. The gleaming projectile sunk into the monster's thickly muscled shoulder but it didn't even seem to notice, and it noticed the rock bouncing off its back from Sharee's slingshot even less.
Sooner than Mark would have thought possible the creature shook its head, breaking the hex Vale had placed on it. The beast looked down at the smaller naga; her shield held ready for the next attack. Instead, the creature tilted her snout into the sky and made a terrible howling noise that was so loud Mark felt it reverberate in his chest.
Vale's eyes went wide, and she started to scream at the top of her lungs. The naga turned and slid off into the trees with her hands over her ears, heading away from the wolf-woman.
Mark watched in horror as the giant, white beast slowly turned on him and his group. He guessed that its howl must have been a fear ability of some kind. This thing was powerful.
It started to stalk towards them, and Ahnix stepped forward, getting into a fighting stance.
Mark knew there was no way his fierce cat-girl could hold this primal pile of muscle, fur, and claws at bay. He was also fairly certain his protective bubble would have no real way to protect all four of them.
He needed Vale. Mark's mind latched on to the giant naga, focusing all his attention on her. Her violet eyes, her long white hair and her sultry curves. He focused on her scent and his need for her.
Then he pulled that mental rope as hard as he could and activated Harem Recall.
And there she was. Right in front of him was the giant naga's fur-wrapped bottom.
He quickly switched gears and enhanced her will to defend. He poured as much energy as he could into countering the fear she felt, and mentally tried to massage her confidence and determination to protect the ones she cared about.
Gold rings formed and collapsed onto her wrists and shoulders. Another one appeared and collapsed around the crown of her head.
Vale let out a moaning, "Mmm," through a clenched jaw, and he knew that his enhancement had to feel good, but she never took her attention off the creature as it rushed into her with its claws.
Ahnix and Roo circled around to the right, as the invigorated Vale smashed her shield into the massive creature's muzzle with such a force that Mark heard bones cracking, causing a serious stun.
Mark rolled to the left, got to his feet and yelled, "Fire in the hole!" before launching an explosive ball from his crossbow into the creature's face.
Vale understood what that meant and ducked under the blast, bringing her shield up to protect her head. Mark realized he was going to have to be careful with his new and improved magic crossbow, as friendly fire seemed like a dangerous possibility.
Ahnix teleported behind the wolf-woman, yelled, "Doom Kick!" and performed a backflip, causing a black rip in reality to follow her foot in a long, vertical line. The attack opened a massive wound on the monster's right haunch just as it was coming out of its stun from Vale's Shield Bash.
Sharee launched a rock into the towering creature's right eye as Roo sunk a needle into its left eye, causing enough damage to instantly end the fight.
Mark shuddered at the sheer amount of essence flowing into him. This she-wolf must have been worth a lot.
"Everybody okay?" Mark asked, looking around the group. Ahnix nodded and went to inspect the cave.
Roo turned to Sharee and smiled, her black eyes sparkling behind her white mask. "I think you are getting the idea."
The young squirrel didn't react and just stood motionless, keeping her eyes on the giant fox monstrosity. Vale had also not moved, still facing the dead creature sprawled out in the snow. Her hand still clutched onto her shield, but it hung forgotten, dangling at her side. Mark could feel despair radiating from the snake-girl and walked up behind her.
He reached up under her fur blanket wrap and put his hand on the small of her back.
"Don't be so hard on yourself, Vale. If it wasn't for you, we'd all be dead."
"I ran," she said, tears spilling down her beautiful face.
"I mean it, Vale. Stop. I know you're smart enough to realize that we can't be the only ones with superpowers. You got blasted with a Fear, Ahnix got half her skeleton crushed by some kind of Charge. Shit happens."
He slid his hand down her back and over her thick rump to about where she had told him her anus was. "If you don't snap out of it I'll slip my pinky in your butt..."
She spun around, her eyes wider than he had ever seen them.
"Master!"
Ahnix emerged from the fox den a few yards away and crossed her arms.
"It was a very shallow cave. No more foxes. And the one we were chasing is in there, dead. Job done.
Sharee looked over at Ahnix and nodded. Then she opened her cloak, pulled out a small skinning knife, and walked over to the corpse of the humongous white wolf they had just brought down.
She stood over it for a moment, then bent down and began sawing away at its thick, white pelt.
Mark looked around at his girls with a raised eyebrow. "Uh, Sharee-"
"Yes. I need this. I will display the hide in the center of town, letting everyone know it's finally over."
Mark had to admit this ten-foot fox hide would send a pretty clear message. He and his girls helped where they could, and just as the sunlight began to fade from the sky, they started dragging the heavy hide back to town.
By the time it was fully dark they were walking up the steps to the Buried Treasures brothel. The cold hadn’t really bothered Mark until the sun went down, and the temperature dropped significantly. Shivering, he knocked his fist on the gaudy, red doors. The interior was lit by candlelight and the large fireplace at the back of the foyer.
He saw Mistress Ralie come to the entrance, remove the bar that kept it locked and pulled both doors inward. Warmth, light and fragrant perfume spilled out from the inviting shelter while a brisk wind blew open the voluptuous older squirrel's thin coverings. She pulled her robe tight with her arm and looked down at the scene on her front steps. Sharee stood at the bottom of the stairs, the thick hide held tight in her fist.
"They did it. All the foxes, including the den mother, are rotting. Father is avenged."
The madame squirrel locked her eyes on the massive patch of pure white fur like she was burning this moment into her memory. When she had enough, she looked around at Mark and his Enthralled.
"Come inside."
They eagerly followed Mistress Ralie into the warm comforts of brothel's foyer, and Vale moved right in front of the fire, pulling off her fur blanket and hat to give the flames better access to her skin.
Sharee stayed outside and said she was going to head over to Nip's to start preparing the hide.
Mistress Ralie just nodded, closed the double doors on the biting cold, and asked Mark to follow her again, alone.
He followed behind her bushy tail further into the pleasure house. As they walked down a long hallway, several of the doors opened, and female squirrels poked their heads out to watch them pass by.
She opened the door at the end of the hall and asked Mark to come inside.
Looking around the room, he guessed that he must be standing in Mistress Ralie's personal bedroom. There was a sizeable four-post bed with a canopy, mirrors, a vanity with bottles of perfume, and a rack of silky garments stood along the wall.
"Wait here," she said, looking over her shoulder, then pulled apart a section of clothes on the rack, making an opening for her to fit through.
Mark heard some clicking noises and then a louder metallic thunk. She returned from behind the clothes with a small wooden box in her tiny, squirrel hands. She walked right up to where Mark was standing and lifted the lid, so it opened up facing him
As soon as the top cracked open, a red light spilled out bathing the room in color. Sitting on a cloth was what looked like a sea urchin. It was black with sharp spikes protruding in all directions. Red glowing spots moved along the spikes like blood flowing through veins. Scattered around on the cloth were broken off spikes, like fallen pine needles under a fir tree.
Mistress Ralie looked down into the box, tears welling in her eyes.
"The fallen star, as promised."
Mark reached into the box and pulled out one of the spikes that had been severed from the star and held it up to his face. Red globs of energy pulsated around its edges, and he could feel an otherworldly power stored in the metal.
He looked up at the old madame squirrel holding her most prized possession.
"Thank you, Mistress Ralie. But this fragment of celestial iron is all I need. Keep the star. I know how much it means to you."
As soon as he finished the words a tremendous amount of essence flowed into him from completing multiple quests. He assumed that obtaining the first piece for Mother's device was worth quite a bit.
She tore her eyes off the glowing hunk of celestial ore and blinked at him, speechless.
Mark continued, "Also, I didn't quite live up to our arrangement. We taught your step-daughter, Sharee, how to fight instead of make love. The opportunity never really presented itself out there."
She closed the lid and furrowed her eyebrows.
"Make love? I told you she didn’t belong in this pleasure house. Her one purpose since her father was taken from us was to fight. I sent her with your Enthralled to teach her something I never could."
"Ooh. I see. Well, huge success there then."
Mistress Ralie put the box down on her bed and went to one of her dresser drawers. She retrieved a silk handkerchief with lace frill trim and held it out in her palm.
Mark got the idea and placed the star fragment on the fabric. With her small, squirrel paw she delicately folded the object in her scented handkerchief and handed the package back to Mark.
She placed her hand on top of his. "You will always be welcome here, Mark. The girls will obviously need payment, but my finest room shall be yours whenever you are here."
"Thank you again, Mistress."
"Come. You and your Enthralled must be weary after a long day. I'll show you to your room."
They left her private bedroom and headed back down the hallway to the foyer where his girls were waiting. He beckoned them to gather their furs and follow him.
The first thing he noticed when he entered the accommodations Mistress Ralie had led them to was the enormous bed recessed into the floor, as it took up most of the room. There were a few pink, plush chairs and a bar with various bottles and glasses. Around the walls were candles and smoking incense creating a warm and relaxing atmosphere.
Mark stepped aside letting his girls enter the room after him, one by one. Ahnix came first, and he watched as her fit and toned, furry body pass by, her sleek black tail trailing after her.
Then was Roo. The velvet, masked girl always waked on her toes, making her taller than she really was. It also tightened her calves, thighs, and butt in the most pleasing way.
Last was Vale, and she had to bend over to enter the room. Her massive breasts pressed against her leather harness, creating a crack of cleavage that demanded observance. She straightened up when she entered the room, and Mark was eye level with her strong ab muscles.
"Okay, he's all yours ladies," Mistress Ralie said, sticking her brown, furry head in and then pulling the door closed.
Ahnix looked at Mark and then whispered something in Roo's ear, never taking her eyes off of his. The velvet-girl smiled and nodded. He was excited to see what they had planned.
"Vale, my sweet, "Ahnix purred. "Would you undress, lay down on the bed and allow Mark to use your soft breasts as pillows?"
Vale instantly started to remove her leather armor, and Mark helped by pulling down the flap that covered her vagina. He basically held it still while she slid through it, then the nude naga curled around the far edge of the bed.
Mark removed his boots and clothes and, as Roo helped Ahnix out of her tight armor as well.
The bed was soft and felt wonderful on his tired feet as he made his way to Vale, waiting for him on her side. He squatted down and turned around, so he ended up leaning back on the tops of her massive tits. Vale's beautiful face was on his right, and her huge nipples were on his left. He bent his elbow, and his hand lined up perfectly with the top-most nipple ring. Mark toyed with the silver hoop through her thick black flesh and watched Ahnix and Roo move to either side of his legs.
The two girls knelt down, leaned in and started to make out right in front of Mark and Vale. They took their time, kissing each other slowly and sensually. Roo reached out one of her hands and started to caress Ahnix's razor straight hair. Ahnix arched her back, sticking her toned ass into the air. She was really getting into it.
Watching the girls kiss right over his penis while he played with Vale's nipples was making his dick grow tall and stiff. Apparently, that's what they had been waiting for and started to lean over, still sucking on each other lips. When they stopped moving, their heads laid on his stomach, and the tip of his penis ended up right in the middle of their passionate kisses. Ahnix's furry lips and Roo's velvety one's continued to find each other, but his throbbing dick was caught in the crossfire.
Mark looked down as both girls slowly licked his dick and pressed their soft, wet lips together around it. He put his head back against the top of Vale's massive tits and turned his head sideways to find her pretty elf-like face looking at him, longing in her eyes.
He reached up his other hand and put it on the back of her head, pushing her lips to his. He pressed his mouth on hers and closed his eyes as two women kissed on his dick. He got a little rougher with the nipple-ring in his hand, pulling so her tit started to wrap over his ear.
Vale moaned into his mouth in response.
Mark could feel waves of pleasure wash over him, and he didn’t know how long he could hold out. Ahnix seemed to sense this, and with one final lick from the rough part of her tongue, she pulled away. The abrasive sensation on his most sensitive of parts was a surprise that jolted him back from the edge.
Then Ahnix crawled over Mark, dragging her small furry breasts and perky nipples over his cock and got on top of Roo. There she pressed down and continued to kiss her passionately.
Mark really wanted to stick his dick into something, and Ahnix's hot, furry pussy was a prime target.
He sat up and moved around to the back of the two girls. He could see Ahnix was pressing her vagina into Roo's velvety one and both were sopping wet.
Mark got on his knees and slid into Ahnix's wet, tight pussy, causing her to moan into Roo's mouth.
Ahnix lifted her head back, pulling her mouth away from Roo and closed her eyes in ecstasy.
"Vale!" Ahnix demanded, "Get those giant nipples on our lips, now."
Vale's eyes went wide at the sudden outburst. "Yes, Mistress!"
She got on her side and pressed her chest forward, pushing her massive, fleshy black nipples in their faces.
Both girls started to suck on each of the giant naga's nipples while Mark hammered into Ahnix's furry slit. Mark felt movement down by Ahnix's pussy and saw that Roo had moved one of her hands down to rub the cat-girl's clit while he fucked her.
It didn't take too long before Ahnix's pussy started spasming. Roo altered her technique and shoved two of her velvety fingers inside the cat-girl's pussy, alongside Mark's dick, and used her silky thumb to massage her clit.
Ahnix came hard, and Mark slid his hips right up to her furry ass as he pumped her full of cum and essence.
Shortly after Ahnix stopped spasming, she quickly spun around, plopped her sloppy wet pussy right on Roo's face and started to lick the velvet-girl's purple clit with her small tongue.
Vale altered her position and joined Roo by licking Ahnix's asshole.
Mark slid right up to Roo's wet pussy, and Ahnix helped guide his penis in with her hand. Roo moaned into Ahnix's furry vagina as Mark's thick, hard cock slowly filled her soft, fabric pussy.
Ahnix continued to lap Roo's engorged clit with her tongue while Mark slid in and out of her.
The heat started to build up again, and Mark tried to focus on something else, so he didn't cum before Roo did.
Behind Ahnix's waving tail, he locked eyes with Vale who had her tongue inside Ahnix's asshole. It must have been driving his cat-girl wild; Roo sucking her pussy while Vale's tongue was licking deep in her anus.
That wasn't helping.
Then he realized he hadn't fully used his abilities on Roo yet. A wicked smile grew on his face- she had no idea what was in store for her.
Mark focused a slow heal into Roo's velvet pussy walls and tried to time it with his thrusts, turning it up slightly when he was deepest inside. He could hear her start to gargle on Ahnix's pussy juice, getting lost in erotic delirium.
Focusing on his thrusts, and on fine control over his ability, helped take his mind off of how good his cock felt in Roo's wet pussy folds. But not by much.
Between the waves of pleasure radiating out of Roo and Ahnix, and looking down the Desert Queen's small mouth sucking on Roo's clit as his dick slid in and out, Mark was getting close to the edge again.
The velvet walls of Roo's pussy started to constrict, and he knew the end was near. He poured a powerful enhancement directly into her clitoris, harnessing energy from the ambient ecstasy everyone was feeling, and he felt Roo's unique vagina clench down on his stiff cock.
She screamed loudly into Ahnix's pussy as he pumped another load of cum and essence deep into her.
After the transfer was complete, he pulled out, and Ahnix gave her silky pussy one big kiss before getting off of the still convulsing girl.
Roo had her eyes closed and a huge grin on her face. But her perfect body looked like it was going through electroshock therapy.
She slowly reached a velvety hand down, placed it on her pussy and then rolled over into the fetal position.
Vale looked up at Mark. "First time for the combo?"
"Yeah. Let's rest a moment. Then we all get to gang up on you, Vale."
Ahnix didn't seem to think they needed to rest and walked right up to the naga, her small padded feet sinking into the bed as she walked.
"Stick out that tongue you just had in your Queen's asshole," the black and gold cat-girl demanded.
Vale blushed, slid her long tongue out between her full lips and raised her white eyebrows innocently.
Ahnix used her lips to slurp Vale's long tongue into her mouth and started to suck on it like it was a dick. Vale's eyes went wide and then slowly closed as she let Ahnix go to town on her tongue. Mark had never seen anything like it, and his dick was getting hard again.
Ahnix used Vale's thick nipple rings to guide the naga down onto the bed. Her strong, furry legs wrapped around Vale's ribs, just under her massive tits. She sat on the giant naga's chest, leaning into her cleavage and continued to suck on her tongue. Ahnix then wrapped both claws around behind Vale's head and started to deepthroat Vale's long tongue.
Mark just sat down and watched the show. Vale was due for another mind-breaking enhanced fuck herself, and he needed to wait just a bit longer for the cooldowns.
"Roo, you okay?" Mark asked the velvet ball who was still shuddering slightly.
"I... I never imagined..."
"Yes, I know. I have a magic cock. Pull yourself together and come play with Vale's ridiculously huge clit while I fuck her silly, okay?"
Roo didn't answer but was able to roll onto her hands and knees and crawl over to Vale's meaty pussy. She wrapped one of her velvet arms around Vale's swollen clit and put her head on it like it was a pillow. She let her silky tongue loll out of her mouth and slowly licked it like an ice-cream cone.
Vale made a yelp noise, then started moaning as Roo stimulated her clit while Ahnix sucked on her long tongue.
"Ahnix, pull her hair," Mark said, as he slid his hard cock right into the giant naga.
Vale's moans changed pitch and got faster from everyone working on her at once. Her meaty pussy was soaked from all the foreplay, and he was slipping in and out of her with ease.
Roo was gaining more control over her body and squeezed her arm around Vale's clit like she was putting it in a headlock.
Mark started to channel a trickle of a heal into Vale's clit, and she began whimpering, her normal sounds of pleasure altered by her tongue deep in Ahnix's throat.
Mark watched as pussy juice leaked out of Ahnix's tight furry slit onto the giant naga's stomach as her head bobbed up and down on Vale's tongue. Roo was attacking Vale's throbbing clit with her soft tongue and squeezing it tight with her velvety arm while Mark poured a slow heal right into it.
He could feel Vale start to lapse into a trance of ecstasy as her moans slipped a few octaves lower.
His hard cock continued to rub against the walls of her wet pussy, and he was getting close himself. The rhythmic contractions began as she started to orgasm, and he hit her entire pussy with a powerful pleasure enhancement.
He pictured fucking her pussy with his ability and with his cock at the same time and forced the image to become reality.
She screamed, her snake tail flapping wildly behind Mark as he dumped the last of his essence down into her wet, spasming vagina.
When it was over, everyone slumped into a pile trying to catch their breath. After a short rest, Mark got up and walked across the bed to the bar and started pouring drinks. Beast-women orgies were thirsty work.
Ahnix pulled out a few of the magic beans from Mark's bag and tossed one to Vale. The naga was still reeling from the intense multitude of orgasms, and the bean bounced right off her shoulder and onto the bed. 
Ahnix shook her head and tossed one to Roo who caught it and tilted her head as she inspected the tiny object.
"What's this?"
"S'magic bean, will fill you up," Vale said, slurring her words, searching the sheets for the tiny morsel she failed to catch.
"Yeah, it's convenient, but we need to find some real food soon. Mmm. Steak and mashed potatoes." Mark tasted some of the light yellow liquid he had filled his glass with, and the sensation of fresh peaches filled his mouth.
"I eat air," Roo said, tossing the bean back to Ahnix.
"I'm sorry, did you say you eat air?" Mark asked.
Roo cupped a velvet hand and put it over her open mouth. Then, she started chewing on nothing and swallowed, putting a hand on her slender stomach.
"It tastes... different in this dimension. Richer. Different, but good."
Roo noticed everyone staring at her, trying to determine if she was being serious or not. A pout began to form on her puffy lips.
Ahnix was quick to act and crawled over the bed to Roo. The cat-girl got on her knees and pulled one finger through the slit of her own tight pussy, then reached out and gently ran her wet finger over Roo's soft, fabric lips.
"How does my royal pussy juice compare to air?"
Roo licked her lips. "Mmm, delicious. There's no comparison. Liquids I can do."
"Then come try some of this delicious peach drink," Mark said, filling three more glasses.
Mark and his girls drank, pleasured each other again and then drank some more. After they had fucked and sucked deep into the night, they all snuggled together in one content pile.
Roo nuzzled in closer between Ahnix and Mark and said, "I still can't believe we can do this every day. It's like a dream. The best dream ever. And I hope I never wake up."
Mark's sleepy mind was thrust back to clarity by the realization that he literally was in a dream he might never wake up from. It had been a while since the thought even crossed his mind. He couldn't even fathom returning to a normal life after this.
He felt Ahnix's furry fingers wrap around his. He looked over and saw her staring deep into his eyes. He wondered if the bond worked both ways- if she could feel what he was feeling.
The thought that Ahnix was just a bit of code in a computer game seemed increasingly irrelevant, and Mark knew that if he ever did get out of here and stopped his body from dying, his one and only priority would be to get back in.
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"See, everything is exactly as we left it," Roo said, pointing to the pile of beans around a glass of peach liquor on the old wooden table inside Roo's house dimension.
Mark walked over to the glass, took a sip and was pleased to find it was still as delicious as it was the night before. It was Vale's idea to store their furs and other items in this extradimensional place for safe keeping, but Mark insisted on running some experiments just to make sure they wouldn't lose anything. He was hoping it would work, as he also wanted to store the celestial iron shard in here while they searched the last piece for Mother's device- the diamond bowl.
Mark nodded and finished the drink. "This is really good news. Great thinking, Vale."
He stepped through the doorway to their suite at Buried Treasures and put the glass back on the bar. When he stepped back through the door into the house dimension, Roo was in the process of redecorating the foyer they always started in.
With a wave of her hand, the original, dusty, old furniture sank into the floor, and clean, new shelves, chests, racks for clothes took their place. Roo danced around the room on her long legs, lifting her hands into the air, and orchestrating a whole new area for them. Iron sconces emerged from the walls like blossoming flowers, complete with flickering flames and banished the gloomy eternal darkness that had always made Mark feel uneasy here.
Roo stopped moving and faced one of the walls, her hands held out straight in front of her. It looked like she was focusing on something beyond the wall.
Then, she started to walk forward, and the wall moved with her.
Mark couldn’t believe what he was seeing. He was happy enough with being able to store things here that they wanted to keep safe or that they just didn't want to carry. But Roo was carving out a comfy, livable area with ample storage. All they needed was a big bed and-
And she knew what she was doing. In the new space she had just created, a massive bed rose out of the floor with white, silk sheets. She pointed her finger at various places on the bed, and soft pillows of different shapes and colors popped into existence.
When she was done, she clasped her hands together and looked around the room.
"Well? What do you think?" Roo asked everyone.
"More than I could ever hope for," Mark responded.
Vale was looking around in awe. "Magnificent," was all she could say.
Ahnix went over to the bed sat down and crossed her legs. "Our little Roo has made quite the home for us. Impressed. That's what I think."
Mark walked over to Roo and looked deep into her pure black eyes staring at him from behind her white mask. He stepped in and wrapped his arms around her.
"Ahnix is right," he said. "From now on we should call this place home."
"I've never been so happy," Roo said, squeezing him tight.
He held her a little while longer and then broke the embrace.
"Well, we have a world to save. Ready to head to... that city with the arena?"
"Hanno," Vale said.
"Right. Think you could put us in an alley this time, Roo? The ideal situation is if no one saw us emerge from a magic door."
Roo nodded and put her hand out to the floor in the middle of their spacious, new home base. It seemed to Mark that she was spending more time concentrating than she had before.
He left her to it and walked over to one of the newly created tables and placed the handkerchief with the bit of fallen star wrapped inside on its surface.
Even though they did a few tests, he was still uneasy about leaving a key quest item behind. He shrugged, it seemed safer here than carrying it into an area where he'd be battling to the death.
Mark walked back behind Roo and waited for her to do whatever it was she did to find a suitable spot for their entrance when movement out of the corner of his eye caught his attention.
He noticed Ahnix uncrossing her furry, toned legs, standing up from the bed. She was walking right towards him, and he took a moment to take in her golden thighs and the leg-warmer coloration of her black fur, further down. They were some sturdy, thick legs, and he suddenly had the urge to rub his hands all over her sleek fur and massage her firm muscles.
Ahnix caught him staring at her, and he was pretty sure she had felt where his mind was going.
"Later," she whispered into his ear as she walked right past him.
Roo let out a breath she was holding and a wooden, black painted door emerged from the floor. She reached out and turned the knob, and everyone crowded around the threshold to see what was on the other side.
And, just like he requested, there stood a wall made of brown bricks. Mark could also hear what sounded like a noisy clamor of people echoing off the wall from the other side.
"Okay. Let's see what's out there," Mark said, stepping through.
The first thing he noticed was how much hotter it was here than it was in Camille village and wondered again just how far apart these places were. The alley he was in continued in both directions, but on his left, he could see a colorful throng of people walking by in bright sunlight.
He made room for his Enthralled to follow him though, and when everyone was across, the door blew away like smoke in the wind.
Mark led his girls out into the chaos of a busy street and a multitude of colors, sounds, and unidentified smells assaulted his senses.
They found themselves standing in the middle of what looked like a marketplace. A more fitting word would be a 'bazaar' as everything had a middle east or ancient orient feel to it. Countless stalls and shops lined the streets with brightly colored awnings and tarps fluttering in the dry, arid breeze.
Directly to his left was a stall that sold erotic tapestries, and one of the more prominent works of art depicted a certain, familiar looking, blond succubus.
Across the street was a topless, human-sized, bright red naga, wearing a pink veil across her face. And apparently working at a stall that sold different colored veils.
Mark turned to Vale to make a joke, but a shadow accompanied by loud growling noise from above drew his attention, sure it was a monster swooping down to eat them.
What he saw was a not a monster, but what looked like a fast moving, flying wooden ship.
The boat had a forest of propellers on its deck and a handful of smaller ones on the aft, pushing it forward. The massive barge seemed to defy physics as it floated above the street they were on and disappeared over the tall stone structures that ran along either side.
"Mark," Ahnix said, pulling his mind back to the ground. "Maybe we should get moving? Best not look like we don't belong here."
She was right. Mark suddenly realized he had just been standing there gawking at everything around him like some rube. He noticed a few mangy looking wolf-men in another alley, across the way, whispering to each other as they shot looks at Mark and his girls.
Mark turned and spoke to his Enthralled, "Let's try and locate this arena first and then go from there. Stay close."
Vale nodded and took up the rear, pushing an even more distracted Roo ahead of her. They joined the flow of people and creatures moving through the marketplace like leaves caught in a river.
There were equal parts humans and all manner of beast-hybrids populating the city of Hanno. Directly ahead of him was a dry and cracked alligator person he assumed was male but couldn’t really tell. The creature was wrapped in a vivid blue cloth and carried a thick wooden staff with a bell on the top.
Another snake woman coming the other way caught his attention because she was the reverse of Vale, in that she had a full-on snake head and neck, emerging from a sexy human body with two shapely legs. The snake-headed woman flicked her long, black, forked tongue out as she walked passed Mark, and he was sure she was tasting his scent.
He couldn't help but stare at the countless stalls and shops they passed, as well as the equally diverse merchants that hawked their wares in front of them. There were plenty of armor and weapons for sale, but they also passed peddlers selling enormous candles, children's toys, caged furry creatures, piles of spices, wicker baskets, crystals and amulets, rare books, musical instruments and even a booth that sold nothing but various sized, polished stone dicks. Mark slowed his pace when they came across a row of despondent, naked beast-women in chains, being sold as property.
Ahnix prodded him forward and whispered in his ear, "There is nothing you can do for them."
Reluctantly, Mark moved past the slave traders and adjusted his opinion of the city of Hanno.
They continued through the market streets, twisting and turning for a long time, and he was starting to feel like they were getting nowhere when the smell of charred meat captured his attention.
Just a bit down the road was a collection of food stalls, and Mark followed his nose to the sizzling grill of a kebab vendor. A plain wooden sign above the counter was painted to read,
'Monty’s Meats – Beef Kebab 10 C – Rhino Kebab 25 C – Narwhal Kebab 80 C'
"Okay, It's been too long since I've had actual beef. Let's take a break and get a bite to eat. Sound good?"
"Yes please," Vale said, drooling.
Ahnix nodded, but it seemed like her attention was focused on the line forming. Roo just shrugged, and he wondered if he should feel bad for her.
"Roo, I know you don't need to eat, but can you? Would it be bad to try?"
Her perfect, puffy lips pressed into a tight line. "I have no desire to put meat in me, well... your meat- That's a different story. Don't worry. I am fine. You three go ahead."
Mark nodded, and they went to the back of the line for Monty's meats.
Ahnix tapped him on the shoulder, and when he turned to look, she nodded to the group of three owl-men standing in line in front of them, arguing. Mark stepped loser and tried to pick up their conversation out of the clamor around them.
"You insect brain, not every first-year enters," the smaller of the three said.
One of the other owl-men rolled his enormous eyes. "Yeah, you're right. The failures don't."
"Come on Bon, stop being such a fucking mouse. Let's do this, just the first match, and that’s it," the third one said, leaning his beak close to the short one called Bon.
The owl called Bon was facing away from Mark so that he couldn’t see his face, but he could tell he was trying to think of a way out. Mark was pretty sure they were talking about the arena.
"Is the pit even taking walk-ups today?" Bon asked.
"Duh, and I also know Safris and her friends were planning on watching the fights today."
The line moved forward, and the owls were next. Bon shook his feathered head, stepped past his friends and up to the relatively normal looking human male standing behind the counter.
"I'll have one Rhino kebab today, Monty. And make it a juicy one. It might be my last meal."
The food vendor smiled. "Tough day at the college?"
"We're going to tear up Sizor's Pit today! Oh, and a Rhino for me too, " said one of the other owls.
"Make that three Rhinos," said the third.
Monty handed them each a skewer of meat. "To the victor go the spoils, boys. Seventy-five coppers."
The young owl-men paid Monty and walked off down the street, directly away from the kebab vendor, arguing about what their team name should be.
Mark stepped up to the counter and nodded.
"I'll have a beef kebab and..." he looked over his shoulder at Ahnix.
"Beef."
"Three beefs?" Vale asked, looking sheepish.
Mark smiled and turned back to Monty. "That’ll be five beef kebabs please."
Mark paid for the food with coins from his pocket. He handed the skewers to his girls and moved away from the stall. Bon and his owl friends were still in sight, walking slowly while they talked and ate.
"Good ears, Ahnix. Now we just follow these guys. This Sizor's Pit sounds like a place we should check out."
Mark tore into his beef kebab as they moved and was surprised at how the well-done meat practically melted in his mouth. They were dusted with a strong, spicy garlic seasoning that made his mouth water. Vale had devoured all three skewers before Mark finished his.
As they were following the owls through the crowded city, Mark started to get that uneasy feeling that came from being near corruption, and he saw the tear as they turned onto a wide intersection, right in the middle of the dusty, dirt road. The large patch of swirling chaos was surrounded on all sides by iron bars like a changed animal. Although the reverse was probably true, he thought.
The bars were there to keep people out. Walking up to it and closing the tear in front of dozens of onlookers didn't seem like a good idea. They were here for one thing and getting that much attention in a sleazy city like this might cause other problems.
A fat, white-furred, half-cat creature caught Mark's attention. He was waddling up to the iron bars, carrying a wooden box between his paws. Mark watched with disbelief as the cat-man dumped what looked like fish heads out of the box and into the swirling blob of white noise.
They were using the tear as a garbage disposal. Mark shook his head and pressed onward after the young bird men they were following.
It was only a few blocks more before Mark could hear the unmistakable sounds of a cheering crowd and knew they were close. They rounded another corner, and enormous building that looked like a coliseum came into view. There were huge, black banners hanging from the high, curved walls that had 'Sizor's Pit' painted on them with letters like red slash marks.
The young owls walked right past the main entrance where two, burly lizard-men stood guard in front of a ticket counter and circled around to a side entrance labeled, 'Combatants'.
Mark paused and turned to face his girls. "Looks like this is the place. We could either just go right in and enter, or we could go back to the front gate, watch first, and get a better idea of what to expect. Thoughts?"
"The cowardly owl asked a question that implied that they don't accept walk-ups every day. If we wait we might miss a good opportunity," Ahnix said.
Vale nodded. "If that's true then we have no idea how long we would have to wait. I'm sure we could always go in the combatant door and see what the rules are before committing to anything."
Mark gave her a sideways look. "I'm not sure of anything anymore. Roo, what do you say?"
The velvet-girl's pure black eyes sparkled behind her mask. "I say we destroy our enemies."
Mark nodded, his eyebrows high on his forehead. "Okay then. Let's go."
They followed the young owl warriors through the combatant entrance, and it took a little while for Mark's eyes to adjust to the torch-lit interior. The first thing he noticed was a rope maze indicating a normally long line. There were only a few beast-people waiting now, including the owls.
At the front of the line was a teller window, and Mark watched as the group of skinny looking skunk-men finished their business and walked into a door to the right.
Above the teller window was a large sign explaining the rules.
'WARNING! All fights are to the death. Kill, be killed or leave now.'
'5 Silver for Level One entry - Max 5 Combatants per Team'
'Level 1 Victory - Choose: Level 2 Token OR 50 Silver'
'Level 2 Victory - Choose: Level 3 Token OR 2 Gold'
'Level 3 Victory - Choose: Level 4 Token OR 10 Gold'
'Level 4 Victory - Choose: Level 5 Token OR 50 Gold'
'Level 5 Victory - Choose One Item From Sizor's Epic Prize Chest'
Mark and his girls got in line as the excited, young owls moved up to the teller. They were far enough away that he couldn't really hear, but it wasn't long before the owls moved through the door on the right, and he was called next. All four of them approached the counter with Vale in the back.
Working the booth was an older, furry lady that looked like a weasel with black beady eyes.
"You understand that you are about to fight in the pit, to the death, and that no one will stop the fight. You also understand that should you lose, all possessions on your corpse belong to Sizor. You understand there will be no refunds." She didn't even look up at him and spoke while shuffling some papers around on the counter.
"Um, yes," Mark said.
She looked up and sighed. "I need an affirmative from each combatant on the team."
"Yes," said Ahnix.
"Yes ma'am," said Vale.
"I am looking forward to it!" Roo said, bouncing on her toes next to Mark.
The teller shook her narrow head, ticking some boxes on her sheet. "Good enough. I need twenty silver and a Team Name."
Mark's mind raced as he dug around in his pocket for the coins he needed. He felt like an idiot for not thinking of this sooner. Mark and Friends? Alpha Team? Six Tits and a Dick?
He looked around at his Enthralled as he placed the coins on the counter hoping for some suggestions.
"The Saviors," Ahnix said quickly. Mark looked at her and smiled. It was perfect. The teller took the pile of coins and slipped Mark a stiff slip of paper with their team name and 'Level 1 - Paid' written on it.
"Take that with you to the big, wrinkly man through that door. To the victor go the spoils." The weasel teller pointed to the door on Mark's right before going back to sorting out papers.
Mark thanked the Teller and did as he was instructed. Beyond the door was a long stone hallway that curved along under the arena. As they moved forward, Mark heard the cheers from the crowd grow louder.
There was another doorway at the end of the hall that led to waiting area with a dirt floor and wooden benches along the walls. No one was sitting on the benches though.
Everyone in the room was pressed up against the iron bars that made up one of the walls, except a giant elephant-man, sitting on a stool by the door.
Mark walked up to intimidating beast sitting on the stool wearing nothing but a ripped shirt that said 'Sizor's Pit' on it. He tried not to look at the three-foot penis, dangling towards the floor.
"I'm supposed to give this to you," Mark said, offering the paper the teller had given him. The elephant-man took the paper with a grunt and shoved it through a slot in the wall behind him.
"Wait to be called," he said, with a rumbling nasal voice.
Mark nodded, moved away from the huge creature and joined his girls standing in the middle of the room. He could hear the crowd cheering again, and the weight of their situation was starting to press in on him.
"Well, here we are. I hope we are ready for this."
Vale reached out and put a hand on his shoulder. "I'm pretty sure level one will be well within our ability, Master."
He smiled up at her, "Great news, we need to get past level five, though."
"It doesn't look like we have to fight every level today. Mark, stop worrying about the crowd, just focus on a quick victory," Ahnix said.
He looked over at her beautiful, Egyptian goddess face and realized she was right. He was more worried about walking out there in front of the crowd than he was about the combat, which was silly. Their bond was growing stronger by the day, and Ahnix was starting to know him better than he knew himself.
The battle outside seemed to be over, and the skunk-men and owl-men moved away from the bars. They each took a seat on the long bench against the wall, and they all looked shaken pretty bad.
Then Mark heard a loud voice booming from outside the bars.
"Oooh, too bad. But a fitting end for Team Break Neck! Next up we have another level one encounter. The Death Stripes will be facing off against a pair of hungry chimera. Don't leave your seats folks. The battle starts in five minutes!"
The skinny skunk-men looked at each other with wide eyes.
"What? Chimera!" One said, standing up. "No, no, no. That can't be right." He quickly approached the elephant man sitting on the stool "Look, I changed my mind. Chimera? You have to be shitting me."
"Your team has been announced. Sit down," the beast on the stool rumbled.
The panicked skunk stood motionless for a moment in front of the creature three times his size, thinking about his life choices.
Making another bad choice, he broke for the only door out of the room, the one that led back the way the came. The elephant moved much faster than Mark would have thought physically possible and knocked the smaller skunk to the ground.
"You fight. And if you spray me with your foul stench, I will make you hate your own mother for bringing you into this shitty world."
The skunk picked himself off the ground and joined his teammates sitting on the bench.
"I should have never listened to you, Blix. I could be at the dorm, taking a fucking nap, and now we are going to fucking die," he said, looking at the dirt floor.
One of the taller owls in the room looked over. "You stench bags don't belong at our school anyway."
"What did you say?" said one of the other skunks, standing.
"I said, Jitso War College is no place for weak, stench bag runts like you."
Both parties stood up, ready to throw punches when the elephant-man appeared behind them.
"If you don't stop this bullshit I am breaking all your legs."
Just then, a pair of pink flamingo bird-women walked into the waiting room. The newcomers handed their ticket to the elephant-man and looked around the room, assessing the mood.
"Hey, Borf. Rough day?" one of the women said.
"Nah, just some stupid kids from Jitso, pissing their pants."
"Yeah, those were the days," The other pink, feathery woman with a long curved beak said, before moving to one of the benches.
Mark nodded as she walked by, and she nodded back.
A bell sounded from behind the wall where the elephant slid the slips of paper. The big creature moved to the front of the room and pulled on a section of the iron bars, sliding them over to create an opening into the arena.
Then the announcer started up again. "Ladies and Gentlemen, entering the arena we have an unknown team called the Death Stripes. Will they emerge victorious? I don't know about you, but I can't wait to see how they handle the multi-headed, savage fanged, deadly poisonous... chimera!
The elephant-man called Borf focused his attention on the three skunks.
"Out. Now."
They hung their heads and scurried out into the daylight where Mark could hear the crowd boo.
"Fucking losers," the mainly antagonistic owl said to no one in particular.
Mark walked over to the iron bars as Borf slid them shut. He was really curious to see what this was going to be like.
The three, furry skunk-men stood in the center of the arena looking around for any sign of danger. On the wall opposite of where Mark was standing, another iron gate opened, and two strange-looking beasts galloped out.
They looked like lions, but with an extra goat head attached to one side of their necks. He also didn't notice at first, but their tail was actually a living snake. Each head seemed to move independently, and the creatures felt sickening to look at directly.
All three skunks held out their hands, and a ray of blue-white energy emerged from each one, converging on the closest chimera.
The crowd cheered as its lion head started to become encased in ice. The other creature circled around and charged at the pack of skunks, causing two of them to turn their attention on the greater threat.
Without the combined force of all three, the second chimera barely slowed as it took the blast to the face. By the time it had reached the three skunks, the first chimera had shaken off the ice and charged forward again. It was over quickly. The skunks were torn apart, and Mark turned away from the gory scene unfolding outside.
"An unfortunate end for the Death Stripes!" The announcer's voice echoed around the arena once more. "Next up another rookie team, the Foul Owls. Please stand by while the clean-up crew takes care of the mess and our zoo crew pokes the Basilisks for the next fight."
The owl Mark knew as Bon straightened. "Basilisks? That might not be so bad if they aren't a thick armored variety."
"That's the spirit! We hit them from above and rip out their guts." The aggressive owl lifted up one of his sharp-taloned feet and clenched it, making his point.
The time for the next match came quickly, and the process of the bell ringing and the door opening repeated. Once the door closed shut again, Mark's hands started to sweat. They were next.
One of the pink flamingo women looked over to study Mark and his girls.
"You all are not from the war college, are you?" she asked.
"Nope," Mark responded, with a half smile.
"That ring. You're a Collector," the other one said.
"Yep. I'm Mark. This is Ahnix, Vale, and Roo. Nice to meet you."
The flamingo women both had the head, and long curved neck, of a flamingo but the body of a voluptuous human female, with bright pink feathers covering most of the naughty bits. They could have been twins.
"Unfortunately it looks like you have a full party, Lover. We've always wondered what it would be like to be Enthralled."
He could feel Ahnix bristle next to him, her tail flipping slightly. She did not like these women.
Roo, on the other hand, was never shy.
She gave them a bright smile and said, "It's the best thing ever! I highly recommend finding a Collector of your very own."
The flamingo women looked at each other and giggled."
Hey Borf, remember when the last Collector walked through your door?"
"You know I do," he said with a low rumble, staring at Mark with sharp little eyes. He got the sense that Borf was suddenly very interested in him.
"And that's a solid end for those Fowl Owls!" The announcer called out again, pulling Mark's attention away from the elephant-man. "Never look a basilisk in the eye, folks. Next up is another rookie team, The Saviors! Can they save themselves from a murder of giant ravens? Next battle starts in five minutes!”
Mark went to the bars and saw that all three of the young owls had been turned into statues, and a team of heavily armored centaurs were wrangling the remaining basilisks. It looked like they managed to kill one of the colorful, six-legged lizards before it fell apart for them.
Every fight Mark had seen had been a brutal loss. He was starting to get nervous again when he felt Ahnix walk up next to him and weave her fury fingers through his.
On the other side, Vale moved up and took his other hand. Roo pressed into him from behind and wrapped her soft arm around his neck.
The velvet-girl whispered in his ear, "I just picked a new ability that I think will really help in this fight."
Mark was surrounded by his girls and felt like they could do anything. The five minutes went fast, and it was time to fight their first match.
Borf pulled open the gate, and they all moved out into the bright sunlight as one. Mark looked up into the rows and rows of seats and felt a sense of vertigo wash over him.
He shook it off. The battle was down here in the dirt, and that's where he needed to focus.
The arena was a huge circle at least two-hundred yards across. The walls were mostly smooth stone, broken up by iron bars at regular intervals. Mark heard the sound of metal scraping on metal and saw that one such iron gate was opening across the arena, and three, horse-sized ravens hopped out of the shadows.
Roo yelled out next to him, "Horrible Hooks!"
To Mark's surprise, large metal hooks on chains emerged out of the ground and stuck themselves into the rightmost raven, just as it extended its wings and was about launch into the air.
Ahnix vanished and reappeared about twenty feet off the ground. She completely destroyed the enormous bird on far left, in mid-air, with an impressive looking, surprise Doom Kick. She fell onto the dusty arena floor, landing gracefully on one knee, as black feathers floated down around her.
Vale used Hateful Sting on the remaining raven, and it quickly changed direction, dive-bombing the naga with its sharp beak. She was ready for the screeching, black bird and instantly broke its neck with a perfectly timed Shield Bash.
The final raven struggling with hooks in its flesh was ended with a precision sewing needle to the heart.
The battle was over in seconds, and Mark hadn’t lifted a finger.
The crowd was silent, trying to process what just happened, and then broke out into a deafening din of clapping, whistling and cheering.
His Enthralled were getting truly powerful. Movement caught Mark's eye, and he saw someone waving a green flag by an opening in the arena wall. He called attention to it, and all four of them quickly headed to the open gate.
Mark heard the announcer’s voice bellow out over the crowd as they moved across the sprawling arena.
"Just goes to show you folks you never know what you'll see when you come visit Sizor's Pit! I'm sure we'll be seeing a lot more of The Saviors in the future. Up next; get ready for another great fight as the sisters in pink, Maxine and Minosa, take on a level three challenge. A singular cyclops!"
Mark and his party stepped into the shade and found themselves in a room with another teller, a door to the left and an iron bar gate to the right.
Above this teller were the words 'Victor's Room - To the victor go the spoils'.
Standing just inside the door, Mark noticed a waist-high creature with an octopus for a head holding the green flag he saw waving a moment ago. The slimy fellow pointed to the teller.
A middle age human woman stood behind the glass and spoke when Mark approached the window.
"Greetings victor! Level two token or fifty silver coins?"
"The token, please," Mark said, with no hesitation.
The woman reached below the counter and slid Mark a wooden coin with the number two burned into its surface.
"There you go, please head through the door to your left, and good luck on your next fight!"
Mark nodded and led his Enthralled through the door. After a short hallway they found themselves back into the combatant entry room they started in, with the weasel lady.
He moved out of the way, against one of the stone walls, and waited for his girls to gather around.
"Holy shit- you guys. That was amazing!"
"Yes, we are,"Ahnix said, crossing her arms.
"And Roo, you just learned the ability 'Horrible Hooks' while we were in the waiting room?"
Roo's big, puffy lips curved into a smile. "Yeah, used all my points... But did you see those beautiful, horrible hooks?"
"I sure did. Holding something immobile like that is going to be huge. And Vale, that Shield Bash!"
"Yeah, I learned a fusion combo; if the creature is charging at me under the Hateful Sting effect, and if I get the timing just right, my Shield Bash will do improved critical damage."
"Nice, that's kinda like Ahnix's teleport sneak-attack combos. Is that what you were saving up for?"
"No, but I really want to get that soon. It's an exceptionally high-level hex, and I know you'll love it, Master!"
"I know you'll make the right choice, Vale. Alright... everyone ready for round two?" Mark looked around, and everyone nodded. "Great. I like the strategy so far. Let's just work together to end the match as quickly as possible."
They navigated the ropes that led to the teller, and Mark placed the level two token on the counter.
"That was fast. The Saviors was it?"
"Yes Ma'am."
The older weasel woman shuffled some papers and filled out some blank spots with her quill. Then hit it with a rubber stamp, and handed it to Mark. This piece of paper had their Team name on it and 'Level 2' stamped in red.
"All set. You know the drill," she said, nodding to the door to the right.
Mark flashed her a grin and led his girls back down the long curved hallway to the room where Borf, the elephant-man was sitting on a stool. No one else was in the waiting room this time.
"Greetings, Borf. No other fighters?" Mark asked, as his enthralled entered behind him.
"You're probably going to be the last walk-ins before the scheduled event. Tonight is centaur wrestling."
Mark nodded handed him the paper.
"Glad to see new talent, Collector," Borf said, twisting to slip the paper into the slit behind him.
"The talent lies with these amazing women behind me." Mark looked behind him and saw only Vale there, a huge grin on her face.
"Aw... Thanks, Master."
He saw Ahnix and Roo standing by the iron bars, looking out into the arena. Mark joined them and watched a human clean-up crew in black jumpsuits carrying off chunks of unrecognizable flesh.
After the dusty arena was clear, the announcer’s voice echoed across the stands once more.
"Ladies and Gentlemen, I hope you stuck around to see round two with our new rising stars, The Saviors! In five minutes, they'll face a large family of rabbit monks from the fields of Verdamer! This will be the final public combatant for the day, but the show doesn't stop there!
"A large family?" Mark said, ignoring the rest of the announcements. He didn’t like the sound of that. Vale didn't seem to either and motioned for everyone to get close to her.
She lowered her voice so only the four of them could hear. "I'm so glad they tell us what to expect. Anyway, with too many fast moving enemies any one of us can get overwhelmed, quickly. I have an idea for a tactic that could be risky but might be perfect for this battle."
Mark loved it already.
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Mark stood in the middle of the dusty arena and watched as iron bars opened in the wall across from them. He peered into the darkness trying to determine what exactly they were up against.
Then, all at once, seven, sleek, muscular rabbit men and women, wearing red leather armor, rushed out to fight them.
Before the rabbit monks had a chance to spread out too far, Ahnix teleported right to the middle one and landed a basic attack, causing the creature to cry out in pain. Her sharp claws did substantial damage, but the surprise attack wasn’t enough to instantly kill the target.
The cat-girl barely dodged the swift counterattack that whiffed through the empty air where her head had been.
Just like they hoped, all of the rabbits turned on Ahnix and launched attacks. Mark popped up a bubble around her and, directly afterward, shot out the strongest enhance he could manage.
He saw Ahnix convulse with the pleasurable power he was sending into her. The visual effect was mostly lost in the flashes of light caused by the seven rabbits striking the magic shield with their fists and powerful legs.
Roo launched a needle into the soft furry back of one of the rabbits, and it started to limp away. The others realized that they were vulnerable and turned their attention away from Ahnix.
And that was exactly what they had been waiting for.
Ahnix screamed, "Doom Kick!" much louder than normal, and she executed the enhanced area-of-effect version of her devastating ability.
The bubble popped, and she caught four of the rabbit monks with an impressive spin-kick. All four were instantly split in half.
That only left two healthy, but shocked, enemies and the one Roo had already impaled with her needle.
Vale pulled one with her Hateful Sting melody and Roo shouted, "Horrible hooks!" at the other.
By that point, the fight was virtually over. Ahnix helped clean up the stranglers, and they had won their level two battle with no damage sustained. Mark felt the rush of essence enter him this time, but it wasn't a lot.
The crowd was going insane in the bleachers. He heard some people chanting, "Saviors! Saviors!" over and over.
The green flag was waved by one of the open iron gates, and they made their way over.
"Level two down without breaking a sweat. The Saviors are surging through the ranks, but will they make it to level five? Make sure you come back tomorrow to find out what happens next!"
Mark entered the torch-lit room under the walls of the arena and instantly noticed two centaurs standing there, waiting for them.
One of the human-horse hybrids was much larger and embodied the very definition of imposing with his massive arms crossed on his broad chest. He was encased in thick, black metal plates of armor and had a horned helmet with a crown of thorns on top.
The other centaur was an amazingly beautiful female with long brown hair and piercing, ice blue eyes. Her torso was clad in stiff leather armor and held a long spear in one hand.
The heavily armored centaur bowed his head to Mark.
"It is an honor to meet you, Collector. I am Sizor, and this is my pit." His voice was deep and commanded attention. "Congratulations on another decisive victory."
Mark nodded. "Thank you. I am Mark. This is Ahnix, Vale, and Roo." The girls bowed their heads when their names were called.
"This is a very impressive and smooth operation you have here," Mark said, returning his gaze to Sizor.
"Indeed. It is a constant challenge- importing exotic beasts for the slaughter. Speaking of which, I am going to have to flog my men at the airship hub. If I had known a Collector had arrived, I would have sent you a special invitation."
Ahnix's tail started to jump around behind her. Her apprehension validated the bad vibes Mark was getting from this heavily armored centaur.
Sizor continued. "After all, we Collectors need to look out for each other. There are so few left."
"You're a Collector?" Mark's eyebrows shot to the top of his forehead.
"Yes. This is my Enthralled, Feeira," he said while looking slightly in her direction. "You have built yourself a unique harem, Mark. May I assume your intentions are to reach the highest prize level?"
Sizor's eyes were hidden by the shadows of his helmet, but Mark got the impression he was thoroughly inspecting his girls.
"That's the plan," Mark said.
"Good. If you don't mind, I would like to schedule your next three matches ahead of time. Promoting the fights will draw large crowds."
Mark wasn't sure how he felt about that, but he didn't get a chance to really consider the offer before Sizor unfolded his arms and held out one mammoth gauntlet, his palm outward, in the universal 'stop' position.
"Before you suspect that I intend to pre-select impossible opponents or do anything else untoward- I assure you, having a team make it to the final prize chest every now and then only drives more crowds and combatants through my door. If you make it to level five, I'll earn a profit from admissions... whether you win or lose. I am a creature of business at the end of the day."
It did seem to make sense. Mark felt like he didn't really have a choice in the matter, but he didn't want to just roll over.
"I'll agree to scheduled matches, but I will require ten gold as compensation for being forced to fight on your schedule."
The female, enthralled centaur looked at Sizor for his reaction, and Mark had hoped he hadn’t just made a fool of himself- or worse.
Sizor looked down at Mark and started to emit a deep chuckle that seemed like genuine amusement.
"Good answer, Mark. You and I will get along very well, I believe." He looked over his shoulder to the wide-eyed woman behind the counter. "Hear that, Melba? Be a dear and pull out ten gold for The Saviors."
He turned his huge, horned head back to Mark. "Fight three is tomorrow at noon. Fight four is tomorrow evening, an hour before sunset. If you make it, which I honestly think you will, the last and final battle will be the day after tomorrow, in the evening. No need to worry about tokens, just walk directly to the combatant holding pen. I'll tell Borf when to expect you. He's the big guy with the bigger nose."
"We've met."
"Excellent. If you haven't already found a place to stay in the city, I recommend The Brown Shingle. They'll treat you well."
"I'll keep an eye out for it," Mark said, intending to do just the opposite.
"Very well. If you'll excuse me, I have business to attend to. I look forward to watching you and your Enthralled claw your way to the top. Until we meet again, Mark."
Sizor abruptly turned and clomped over to the open iron-bar gate at the back of the room on black hooves that were bigger than Mark's head. The deep vibrations he felt as this massive creature walked implied his enormous weight. The female centaur, Feeira, followed him through the opening and the bars slid shut behind her.
Mark looked at his girls. "Well, that was interesting. Great plan, by the way, Vale."
"Thank you, Master. But we did it as a team."
"We should probably go," Ahnix said, casting her gaze around the room, tail flipping about.
Mark just nodded and went up to the teller. She slid the ten gold coins across the counter to him.
"To the victor go the spoils," she said, with a quiet voice.
"Thank you very much."
Mark was about to pocket the money, then paused as a thought hit him. Instead of keeping all the coins, he turned around and handed three gold pieces to each of his Enthralled.
"You guys don't expect me to carry around all this gold by myself, do you? There is a massive city out there that is nothing more than a giant shopping mall. Did you girls see anything you wanted?"
Roo's jet black eyes sparkled. "Really? This is for me?"
"Of course, Roo. We're a team. And you've been naked for too long. Not that I don't like seeing your sexy, soft, velvet skin, but we might have some hard battles coming up. New armor is definitely in order."
Melba cleared her throat, and Mark realized that they were still standing in front of the teller window. He gave her a smile and a shrug, and walked out the door, his enthralled following close behind.
They moved through the combatant entrance and once again emerged into the bustling city of Hanno. The hot, orange sun was sinking below the buildings, casting long shadows across the dusty, dirt road.
Roo was bouncing on her toes looking around at the shops within her immediate line-of-sight, and Mark had a feeling she was going to spend all her gold as quickly as she could. He honestly felt that her happiness was worth way more than the gold.
Looking around at his other Enthralled, Mark started to get the feeling from Vale that she really didn't want to aimlessly wander around the city again, and that all she wanted to do was get out of her constricting leather harness.
Mark had wanted some alone time with his beautiful naga to learn more about her past, anyway. And he also hated aimless shopping.
"Okay here's a suggestion. Let's split up. I kind of just want to relax and spend some alone time with Vale. Ahnix, will you go with Roo on a shopping spree while we go home and wait for you there?"
Ahnix looked into Mark's eyes and nodded. He got the briefest glimmer from the regal cat-girl that she was going to enjoy some quality girl-time with Roo, too. She guarded a lot of her emotions, but Mark could tell she was a girl who liked shopping for shopping's sake.
Mark looked over to Vale to get her read and saw her looking down at him with her stunning violet eyes, the corners of her lips curved into the slightest of smiles.
"Great,” Mark said. “Let's get off the main road before we summon the door home."
They walked for a few blocks, taking random turns and ended up in a dark alley. Ahnix stayed near the entrance and gave the all-clear sign. Roo held out her hand and made the doorway to the house dimension for them.
Mark opened the black painted door and looked over at Ahnix a few yards away.
"The moment you sense any danger, pop to a secluded space and come home, you got it."
"I got it."
Mark nodded and stepped through into the torch-lit room Roo had reshaped and furnished for them. Vale wove her body through, and the door closed, fading to smoke. Divine silence filled his ears, and he breathed a sigh of relief.
Maybe it was his Class, but being around all those clamoring people put a weight on his mind he wasn’t fully aware of until it was gone.
He walked over to one of the tables and put his magic crossbow down next to the handkerchief containing the celestial iron and realized that if something happened to Roo out there, he and Vale would be stuck in this infinite house for eternity. Oh well, too late for that now, he thought.
"You said you wanted to be alone with me, Master?"
He turned around and saw that Vale already had her top pulled down, exposing her massive tits.
He walked up to her and ran his hand under the silver nipple rings that hung from her thick black nipples, as he walked past her and climbed into to the bed.
"Come over here, Vale. I want to work out those stiff muscles of yours. We both know those magnificent, monster breasts come with a heavy price."
He could see her dusky gray skin blush around her high cheekbones as she moved close to him.
"It's not really necessary, Master. Wouldn't you rather I service you?"
"Can't we do both? C'mon, you first," Mark said, as he pulled down the thick leather curtain that covered her wrinkled pussy folds. She slipped out of it and onto the bed, hanging her round breasts off the edge like before.
Mark got up on her back and started the process of enhancing his own strength, deeply working her back muscles and then slowly healing them afterward.
After about half an hour he rolled her over on to her back and began to massage the muscles above her breasts.
"Mmm, it feels soo good, Master," Vale said, her eyes closed.
He worked her chest muscles for a while and then slid his hands down to her nipples. Mark slowly squeezed them upward, like he was milking an upside-down cow until he hit the piercings and then gently let them fall again.
He slid his erect cock into the wet folds of her giant pussy and made love to her while he massaged her enormous tits.
He took his time and continued to move slowly, and she moaned softly with every thrust. He didn't use any abilities to stimulate her sex organs, wanting to pleasure her the old-fashioned way.
After a long time, her warm, wet pussy eventually started to clench onto his cock, and he slumped forward, burying his face in her massive, soft breasts.
She wrapped her arms around his back, pressing him close, and they came together. He pumped her full of what little essence they had collected during the first two matches in the arena.
He dismounted the giant naga, and they both laid on their backs, just breathing and enjoying each other's proximity.
After a bit, Mark rolled over on his elbow and ran his fingers over her firm stomach. She opened her large, violet eyes and watched his fingers caress her smooth skin. He traced her toned stomach muscles until his finger circled her belly button.
He still had a lot to learn about naga anatomy but wondered if she had been hatched from an egg, like a snake, or carried in her mother's womb, like a mammal. He wanted to know more.
"Vale, tell me about your past. I know almost nothing about you other than you have a brilliant mind for tactics and that you yearned to be enthralled."
She took a deep breath and looked into his eyes. She seemed to be on the verge of speaking but still felt unsure. He could tell she wanted to tell him something important, but she was... ashamed?
Mark laid his hand flat on her stomach and felt her warmth merge with the warmth of his hand.
"I know you like to call me Master, and I will always be what you need me to be. If you want to keep your past a secret, that is your choice, and I will respect it. I just want you to know anything you tell me in confidence will remain that way for eternity."
She blinked at him, tears welling up in her beautiful eyes.
"Oh, Mark. I'll tell you, but please, please don't tell anyone- especially not Ahnix, I want to tell her myself when I am ready."
He nodded, recognizing it was time to remain silent. She sat up and turned onto her stomach so she could face the rest of the room and Mark did the same, next to her.
"My full title is Princess Vale Siv'Shyra, Fourth of the Yar Fires, Arbiter of Warfare. I was doted on by servants constantly, and I hated it. I lived for the times when I was taught about combat, strategy, winning wars. I was happiest on the training ground because my opponents were instructed not to go easy on me- to treat me like an equal. I ran away from home, seeking adventure. I figured that if I was only happy when life was real, felt challenging, I needed to leave my royal pampered life and find a place where I was happy. It's true that I was looking for a Collector, and I am so glad you found me, for many reasons."
She turned to look deep into his eyes. "Please, Master. Do not treat me any differently. I know Ahnix isn't royalty and I really don't know how she would look at me if she found out I actually was."
Mark thought back to all those times where they pretended Ahnix was a queen, ordering Vale around, sitting on her face. He smiled.
"Thank you for trusting me with your true identity, Vale. Your secret will die with me as long as it is your wish. I will tell you, however, that Ahnix truly is my Queen of the Desert, regardless of her lineage. I also think she is... self-confident enough to act like herself, even if you turned out to be the ruler of the universe."
He leaned over and bumped his shoulder against hers. "I only have one question."
"What is it?"
"Did you find a place where you were happy?"
A smile grew on her beautiful face. "Yes. Yes, I did."
Mark leaned in and kissed her, and they rolled around on the bed until they heard the door open in the middle of the room.
He got off the bed and went to greet Ahnix and Roo as they stepped through.
"Hey, welcome ho- Holy shit!" Mark was cut short when he saw what they were wearing.
Roo was packed into a black leather corset with a short skirt attached to the bottom. She had a new pair of black, high-heeled boots on as well that were tied off just over the knee. She was covered in zippers, buckles, and straps and looked amazing. Ahnix had purchased a flat, gold necklace that draped over her collarbones, completing her Egyptian princess look.
Vale slid up behind Mark and looked over his shoulder.
"Oh my! You two look beautiful!"
"I know!" Roo said doing a twirl and showing off her new outfit.
Ahnix put one of her furry hands to the wide, golden necklace. "Practical too. This enchanted necklace gives me a big dodge boost."
"It looks like you guys had fun," Mark said.
Roo pouted her puffy lips and put her hands on her hips. "It was until we had to run from the guys following us."
"You were being followed?" Mark looked at Ahnix.
"Yes. Two human men were following us from shop to shop. I pretended like we didn't see them until I saw them give a signal to someone behind us. I didn't want to take any chances with being surrounded, so I pushed Roo behind some silk cloth, and we teleported a few blocks over. Nobody saw us enter the door."
Mark nodded. "Nice job, Ahnix. I knew there was nothing to worry about."
"Yeah, and there's more," She said, reaching behind her back and pulling a roll of paper out of her shorts. She handed the rolled up parchment to Mark. "I'd say it was a present for you, but it's more for the team."
Mark unrolled the paper and what he found printed on its surface was a carefully drawn and labeled world map. It would definitely come in handy, and it was interesting to see where they were.
"It was Roo's idea, actually," Ahnix said, looking over at the leather-clad velvet girl. Roo pranced over to Mark, clacking her boots on the wooden floor, and placed her finger on a random location on the map.
"Before, I could only open a door to a place if we had the name first, and even then it was a little tricky. With this, I can take us anywhere in the world. I had no idea it was so big!"
Mark started to see the real value of this purchase. He looked down to study it with new eyes, but Roo stepped in and embraced him, pressing herself tight against him.
"Thank you so much for being so great, Mark!"
"Right back at you, Roo, but you're crushing the map!"
She stepped back, took the map from him and tossed it onto the floor.
"Now that it's in here..." she trailed off, concentrating. Mark watched as the map sank into the floor like the wooden floorboards were molasses.
After it was completely gone, she spun around and walked towards the wall opposite the open bed area. This time a door frame rose out of the ground, and everyone followed her to look into the new room she was in the process of creating.
It was pitch black in the new space until a small, iron chandelier lowered from the plaster ceiling and an array of candles lit the room.
Once she was happy with the size of the new room, she rose both hands up, and a large, wooden table emerged from the floor. On its surface was an exact copy of the world map Mark had just been holding, only much larger.
Roo bowed with a flourish. "I present to you... our Map Room!"
Mark walked in and ran his hand along the surface of the huge table. It was as if the map was scaled up many times in size and perfectly transferred with paint.
He looked over at Ahnix and Vale standing in the doorway and said, "You mind giving us a minute?"
"Yes, Master. Come on Ahnix, I bet you are filthy after walking around all day."
He watched Vale pull Ahnix away to have their own fun while he walked around the map table to stand in front of Roo. She blinked at him with those mysterious black eyes of hers.
He reached his hand behind her back and slid it up to the back of her neck, pulling her into a deep kiss.
While they were kissing, Mark lifted her butt onto the table and stepped in between her legs, still kissing her lips.
It had occurred to him that he had yet to perform oral sex on Roo. Since his other girls had such delicious pussy lips, he was curious about hers. He put his hand on her armored chest and pushed her back down onto the table.
"Roo, can I please taste your pussy?" He asked, looking down into her beautiful face.
"I would really like that, yes you can." She said, lifting her leather skirt up for him. She put her boots up on the table and grabbed hold of the heels in each hand, spreading them apart slightly.
He got down on his knees and found he was at the perfect height to bury his face in her soft, velvety vagina. He wrapped his hands around her slender thighs and started with some gentle kissing.
He rubbed his lips on her warm, fabric mound and licked the outside a bit. Then, he wedged his tongue in between the folds and started to lick her inner labia. As Mark slowly teased her pussy with his lips and tongue, he could see it swell and start getting wet. Roo began to make little whimpering noises.
He licked the outside of her hole with his tongue and then stuck it inside. While his face was buried in her warm, wet pussy, he breathed her scent in deeply and tasted her pussy juice like he was savoring a fine wine.
She smelled like lilacs and summer rain. It was wonderful. He dug his tongue deeper inside, tickling her purple fabric clit with his nose.
The texture of her velvet pussy was unique, and it was no wonder it felt so good on his cock. He lapped her fabric folds for a bit and then gave her swollen clitoris some attention. He traced the outside of it with his tongue, sucking on it at random intervals. Every time he did, she would inhale sharply.
He could sense she was enjoying this but ached for his hard cock inside her. He sucked on her pussy for a bit more and then stood up.
He pulled off his silk pants and stepped up to the table, sliding his stiff dick straight into her.
She moaned loudly as his thick, throbbing cock spread apart the walls of her tight pussy.
He wrapped his hand around the back of her neck and brought her lips up to meet his as he slowly slid his rock hard dick in and out of her.
The heat from the friction inside of her started to intensify, and he really loved how unique her pussy felt.
Mark decided to pour some healing into the walls of her vagina as he thrust in and out more vigorously. She was absentmindedly chewing his lower lip as she moaned into his mouth.
Her long, sleek legs hooked over his shoulders and began to shake while Mark just kept the slow heal on, bringing Roo closer and closer to the edge. Eventually, he felt her clamp down and let out a low grunt, and he let himself go too, pouring a bit of essence into her.
He pulled his cock out with a slurp and bent down to give her clit one or two more kisses. Her legs spasmed as he did so.
He pulled up his pants and she sat upon the table, looking at him.
"Every day, just like you promised," she said.
"I'm a man of my word." He took her soft, velvety hand in hers. "Come on. Let's go see what the other two are up to out there. It's time to gang up on Ahnix."
He helped her off the table, and walked out into the main room. Ahnix was straddling Vale's face on the big bed, and Mark knew exactly what he wanted to do.
He pulled Roo with him and just crawled right onto the bed.
"Don't stop, Vale," Ahnix ordered, breathing heavily.
Looking down, he saw Vale's beautiful face buried in Ahnix's tight pussy, her tongue deep inside.
Mark slid behind her furry ass and plunged it deep into Ahnix's pussy alongside Vale's tongue. But it was only a temporary stop. He needed it nice and wet. He pulled it back out again and raised it up a bit, pressing it against her asshole.
He could hear Ahnix give a low moan as she realized what he was doing.
Roo got on the bed and slid under Ahnix's chest and began to suck on her tiny, perky nipples while Vale spun her tongue deep inside her pussy, and Mark filled her asshole with his thick cock.
Ahnix was quickly lost in an abyss of pleasure. They all worked her good, and she was trying to hold out as long as she could. Mark began to pleasure her asshole with a slow heal, and Ahnix was starting to make bizarre animal noises. Both holes were being filled, and her nipples were being sucked on, and it was too much for her to last. Mark felt her clench tightly on his cock with her muscular ass, and he continued to pump her with his dick.
"Don't stop, girls. I'm not done with her yet."
Ahnix let out a primal scream and spasmed on his dick and Vale's tongue, but he didn’t stop pounding her. He turned up the energy output on his slow heal and vigorously rammed her anus with his stiff cock.
She was making a continuous, "MmmMmmMmm," noise as he slid in and out of her asshole.
Between all the pleasure she was receiving it wasn't very long before she started to spasm again. Mark pushed the rest of the heal into the walls of her ass and split a powerful enhancement between her clit and each nipple. Ahnix convulsed, clenching her ass around his cock, rapidly. It was as if a hot, wet vibrator enveloped his cock. It felt amazing, and he gave her all his remaining essence.
When they got off, Ahnix just laid there, sprawled out on the bed. Mark heard her say something into the silky sheets under her face.
"What's that, Ahnix? You okay?"
She turned her head barely to the side and mumbled, "Every time is the best time..." and put her face back into the soft bed.
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"Ladies, Gentlemen, and all creatures of Hanno; Welcome to a new day in Sizor's Pit! I hope you came thirsty for blood- because gallons will be split! Our first match is a level three challenge for the fresh meat in the pit, The Saviors! You know their opponents as pit regulars, also fighting a level three challenge, The Companions! Don't miss a moment of this four versus four fight to the death!"
The crowd let out a roar as the announcer's last word echoed across the arena. Mark caught the eyes of his girls.
Vale spoke first. "That wasn't a lot of information. I imagine The Companions are a rounded out party, like ours."
"There is no party like ours," Mark said smiling.
Mark heard the bell ring behind the wall, and Borf stomped over to open the gate. He wrapped his three huge fingers around one of the iron bars, and Mark and his Enthralled sprinted out into the arena.
Unlike last time, both gates opened at the same time, and four figures ran out to meet them on the other side of the field. One that looked like a giant turtle holding a shield yelled out a quick, sharp shout, and Ahnix let out an uncharacteristically savage growl in response. Mark turned to see what was wrong, and she vanished before his eyes.
He looked back to the other team and saw Ahnix behind the turtle. She activated Assault Rush, impacting the back of his shell with five solid strikes.
The turtle spun to face her, and she continued to swipe at him in a fit of rage.
"She's been taunted!" Vale yelled, as one of the other fighters with a sword in each hand closed the distance to the naga and started to attack her with a fury of blows.
He was a hairy, gray wolf-man and moved extremely fast. Mark saw Vale attempt a Shield Bash, but the naga's huge slab of metal whiffed right over his head as the nimble warrior wolf ducked under the attack.
Mark turned his attention to the other two combatants and was knocked off his feet by a ball of energy to his chest.
Pain lanced through his body as he tried to get back up. He caught a glimpse of the small mouse creature that hurled the energy blast as it was making arcane symbols in the air, preparing another spell.
Roo was finally spurred into action at the direct attack on Mark and yelled, "Horrible Hooks," targeting the mouse mage. The creature was small and nimble and dodged all but one of them. The hook latched itself into its large ear and pulled down, ripping most of it off. The mouse let out an awful screech, causing the creature to falter in its spell-casting.
Roo then launched one of her three-foot sewing needles at the wolf-man fighting Vale. He seemed to know it was coming and sidestepped it just in time for it to pass harmlessly by and lodge itself in the dusty arena floor.
Mark staggered back up onto his feet and considered his options. Ahnix was still engaged with the turtle tank, but neither seemed to be doing any damage. Vale was also doing everything she could just to block the wolf-warrior's dual blades. It was hard to breathe, and he considered wasting a heal on himself when the fourth member of The Companions caught his attention.
She looked like a half-bear in white robes and was standing near Ahnix and the turtle tank. The bear woman lifted a hand towards the incapacitated mouse mage who was down on its knees, clutching a wounded head. A beam of light shot out to the mouse, and a moment later it seemed to be fully healed.
Mark wasn't having any of that. He focused beyond the pain in his chest, brought up his new and improved crossbow, used both sights,
and fired a hot ball of energy at the healer.
It was a direct hit to the chest, and she was knocked backward by the explosion. The large bear-woman was sturdy enough to remain standing, but Mark could see a circle of burned fur and flesh where the blast struck her. The crowd let out a unified 'Ooo' noise, and Mark realized he hadn't fired his magic crossbow in the arena yet.
The concussive blast was enough to distract the nearby turtle, and Ahnix broke free of his ability. She sprinted directly for the bear healer and eviscerated her with one sharp claw, right in the wound Mark had opened up.
The bear woman let out a low howl before slumping into the dirt, face first. The mage launched another blast at Ahnix who back-flipped out of the spell's path.
Mark heard the wolf warrior yell something, possibly the dead healer's name, and he started to throw everything he had into hitting Vale.
The death of the bear-woman seemed to enrage him. His dual swords flashed around Vale faster than she could block, and he landed a hit on her right arm and sliced open her beautiful cheek.
Mark was about to enhance her to deal with the onslaught, but he paused when a long sewing needle sprouted from the wolf-warrior's back. Apparently, in his grief, he forgot to keep an eye out for Roo and with the shaft of metal lodged in his lower back, his movement drastically slowed.
Vale beat his skull in with her shield, and he was done. Without taking a pause, Vale sang a few notes and cast Hateful Sting on the mouse who had been preparing to launch another spell, this time at Roo. The mouse gained a red outline, dropped its hands and sprinted at Vale instead.
Ahnix had re-engaged the slow but heavily armored turtle, but this time she wasn’t affected by the tank's taunt ability. She quickly yelled, "Doom Kick!" targeting the turtle's shield. The black rip effect trailed her roundhouse, and his shield split in half.
He still had a short sword, but now his front side was vulnerable. He tried to turn around so her attacks would strike the thick shell on his back.
Her teleport must have cooled down though, and she instantly appeared in front of him. With no more defenses left to the turtle, Ahnix attempted to claw open his face.
The mouse mage had closed the distance to Vale by this time, and the naga used her whip to lash the poor creature's fur off in a few places before it reached her.
Mark saw blood dripping from the slashes Vale received from the dual-wielding wolf and targeted her for a heal. The giant naga was able to easily defend herself from the small creature while being distracted from the pleasure Mark channeled into her.
Ahnix severed the turtle's head as Vale used her tail to constrict the mouse and crush every bone in its body.
The fight was over. The crowd sent up a cheer, and a good amount of essence entered his body from the victory.
Mark slumped to the ground and sat in the dirt. Now that the immediate danger was over, the pain in his chest took center stage. He needed to heal himself, and soon, but had to wait for the cooldown to reset first.
His girls converged on him, and Vale lifted him into her arms as the announcer’s voice boomed overhead.
"The Saviors barely win this battle, but is Level three as far as they will go? Stay in your seats folks. The Saviors are scheduled to take on their level four match by the end of the day! Next up, watch combatants off the streets fighting monsters for prizes!"
Before Mark was carried out of the arena, he held up a fist into the air. The crowd saw that he was going to be fine and started chanting the Savior's team name again.
Once they were in the shade of the victor's room, Vale put Mark down on his feet.
He looked up at the beautiful, white-haired naga. "Thanks for the lift, Vale. Think my heal is almost ready again. Let's just hang out here for a mo-"
A bright yellow glow fell over him, and he suddenly felt healed and healthy. Actually, he felt better than he had in awhile, as if all the fatigue from the battle had been removed.
It was then he noticed someone was standing in the room with them. She had enormous eyes and looked to be mostly fish. Her skin was a vivid gradient of blue and purple scales with a smooth cream color for her chest and stomach. She wore a thin, translucent dress that only had a single shoulder strap and exposed one of her small, perky breasts.
"Greetings, Saviors." She said, bowing her head. "Congratulations on your victory. I am Minax. I was sent by Sizor to service your every need until your next battle. You have been granted a private viewing area so you may enjoy the day's spectacular events."
"Nice to meet you, Minax. Did you just heal me?"
"Yes, healing is one of the services I am able to provide, though I sincerely hope the need will not arise again before your next match. Now, if you'll follow me, I will take you to your seats."
The slender fish-woman bowed her head and extended an arm out towards the open passage that Sizor had exited before.
Mark turned to his girls. "Anyone object to staying here watching the fights until our next match?"
No one did, and they followed Minax through the passage. She took an immediate left, and they followed her up a few flights of stone stairs, and exiting the stairwell through a door marked, '6B'.
Then, they were led through a long curving hallway and passed many wooden doors until they stopped at one labeled '6B32'.
Minax opened the wooden door for them, and the muted roar of the crowd jumped in volume. Mark walked out onto the open-air deck and was stunned at how opulent it was.
Cushioned chairs, silk drapes to keep the sun at bay, lush green plants, and the view was amazing.
"Please, make yourselves comfortable," Minax said, bowing her head again. "The Pit boasts a large selection of food and drinks to purchase. You'll find a menu over there." She indicated with a delicate hand to a leather-bound book resting on an ornate wicker table.
She stood patiently as Mark, and his girls huddled around the book and perused its selections. There truly was a wide variety of options; from exotic salads that cost twenty gold to a rat-sausage sandwich that cost two copper.
They settled on a pitcher of chilled cucumber water to split, and each chose a light lunch option for themselves, except Roo. She chewed on a few gulps of air and claimed to be satisfied.
Minax bowed again promised to return shortly, leaving Mark and his Enthralled to watch the bloody action below.
A single, bat-like female, wielding a scythe was currently fighting three lizard-men with spears. It was an engaging fight, and she ended up victorious. Roo leaned over the railing cheered loudly with the crowd. Her short leather skirt tilted up with her, and Mark, sitting in his seat, was treated to a great view of her perfectly shaped ass.
As the announcer was congratulating the victor and calling out the next combatant, Minax returned with their orders carried by two other human female servants.
Mark was handed a hot dog with mustard and onions and a plate of steaming fried potatoes. Vale was served an enormous bowl of beans, mushrooms and goat meat, and Ahnix was handed her plate of salmon sushi.
Mark felt like there was something off about the human servants. He could sense a slight despair radiating out of them, as they delivered the food, and he gave them a closer look. Each one had an identical black choker with a glowing, purple clasp.
He was considering asking them directly if everything as okay, but after all the orders were served, they quickly left through the door.
Besides the steaming hot dog in front of him smelled amazing.
"Is there anything else I can take care of for you?" Minax asked her hands behind her back.
Mark fished into his pocket and handed her the twenty silver pieces they owed, plus five extra for herself.
"No, this is great. Thank you, Minax. Keep the change."
She looked down at the coins Mark handed her and then back to him.
"Thank you, sir. Would anyone like to receive oral sex after their meal?"
Mark almost spit out the bite he had taken. She really did have a lot to offer. He quickly chewed and swallowed the tip of his hot dog.
"I'm good. No thank you," he said and looked around at his girls. Ahnix seemed to be considering it, but everyone ended up declining as well.
"Very good, just pull this rope if you change your mind, or anyone can think of anything else they desire."
She bowed and left through the wooden door in the back, leaving them to enjoy their meals and the action down in the pit.
Battle after battle played out below them, and about half of the amateur combatants off the street lost their lives. A spectacular fight between the two flamingo women he had met yesterday and a group of rhinoceros warriors was the highlight of the day. The two bright-pink bird women summoned powerful, ethereal creatures to fight for them and really put on a good show while doing so.
Mark considered being a little more flamboyant during their fights, but they weren’t here to become popular. They were there to claim the diamond bowl out of Sizor's prize chest and get out of there.
The time to fight their next battle came quicker than Mark had expected. He was actually really enjoying the day with his girls. Minax stood in the doorway and gave them the twenty-minute warning.
Eventually, they followed their escort back down into the victor's chambers, and Mark thanked her again for her services. She bowed and left them to find their own way to the combatant waiting area.
Like every time before, the large elephant-man, Borf was sitting on his stool. He nodded as they entered, and Mark nodded back. There was no one else in the room with them, waiting to fight, as this was going to be the last event of the day.
They sat on the benches and waited for the announcer to give them a clue about their level four fight. Their last fight had actually been a challenge, and Mark hoped that this battle wouldn't be the end of their journey. It wasn't long before the familiar booming voice echoed across the stadium.
Mark wondered for the first time how they were amplifying his voice so much, but quickly derailed that train of thought with, probably magic.
"You're going to want to get back to your seats folks as the next and final battle of the evening starts in ten minutes. The Saviors are looking to go all the way, but they need to get past this level four fight, first! Their foes have been trained and groomed by Sizor himself. You've seen these lovely ladies end many combatant's dreams for victory. Their magic is unsurpassed, and their win streak speaks for itself. They're none other than... The Elementals!"
Ahnix stood up suddenly, stood in front of Mark and said, "I need you to fuck me, now."
"What? I-"
"Now!" She turned around, pulled the flap over her furry pussy aside and looked over her shoulder at him. "I need the essence from the last fight. Hurry. Vale, Roo, do what you can to help."
Mark looked past the cat-girl exposing her vagina and saw Borf staring at them.
"I don't kn-" he began, again.
"Damn it, Mark. Do you trust me? Then fuck me."
He shook his head and pulled his pants down. He wasn't hard at all, but before he could even think about it, Vale's tongue wrapped around his limp cock and pulled it directly into her warm mouth.
Roo got down on her knees and started to use her tongue on Ahnix's pussy, getting it nice a wet.
Mark groaned as Vale caressed his limp dick with her long and talented tongue and sucked on his shaft with her lips. He caught Borf's beady eyes and gave him a shrug. It seemed like this was really important to Ahnix, and if she got some new ability to help with this fight, he was going to do his best to take care of that.
His dick had grown stiff and throbbing from Vale's warm mouth. She pulled it out and helped guide it into Ahnix's soft pussy with her hand.
Roo stayed on her knees, alternating between licking Ahnix's clit and Mark's shaft as he slid it in and out of her furry vagina. Vale pressed her soft, beautiful lips onto his and started to make out with him slowly.
He had to admit, the extra sensation from Roo's tongue as she licked the point of contact with Ahnix's pussy lips was incredible.
He thrust in and out of her, trying to focus on his own pleasure, and reaching an orgasm as quickly as possible. It was the opposite of everything he worked for while pleasuring these women, but time was of the essence. And essence needed to be delivered on time. He stuck his tongue deep in Vale's sweet mouth giving into the many erotic sensations vying for attention.
He could feel Ahnix's pussy start to clench in time with his thrusts and the extra stimulation did the trick. He held on a little longer, trying to wait for her. Roo started to suck on Ahnix's tiny clit with her velvet mouth, and it was enough to push them both over the edge at the same time.
Mark pumped the essence he had into her, and she pulled away. Seconds later the bell rang and Borf got off his seat.
He let out a low rumbling chuckle. "I've been sitting here for years, and I have never seen anything like that. Good luck, Saviors." He pulled open the gate and Mark pulled up his pants.
Ahnix turned around and gave him a quick kiss. "Thank you. Now let's go tear up some mages."
He nodded, and they all moved out into the arena. The other door was open, but nothing had come out yet. The iron bars behind them slid closed and so did the ones across the arena.
Mark frowned and looked around the stadium. They were out in the middle, alone, and he began to think there might have been a mistake.
That's when Roo burst into flames next to him. She started to scream, and he put up a bubble around her, snuffing out the fire, but the damage was done. She might have been resilient to cold, but it seemed like her fabric skin was highly susceptible to fire. She slumped into a pile of smoldering cloth and stuffing, and Mark was about to lose his mind.
He looked for an attacker and saw a woman dressed in red, but his attention was pulled to Ahnix as another woman in a white dress, floating in the air, brought the cat-girl to her knees with lightning pouring from her fingertips.
Ahnix was convulsing in the dirt, her eyes clenched tight as she was continuously struck by the bright arcs of electricity.
Vale yelled out, "They're invisible until-" before a pile of boulders appeared over her head and crushed her to the ground. A third woman dressed in green appeared right next to the naga.
Mark's panicked mind raced as he consider his options. His thoughts scattered when his legs became encased in ice up to his wrist, trapping his crossbow against his leg, and a fourth woman in a blue dress appeared right in front of him.
"Sorry, friend. But business is business," she said. She held up a hand to Mark's face and prepared to cast another spell.
He couldn't believe what was happening. Roo and Vale were most likely dead, Ahnix was dying in front of him, and his own doom was only seconds away.
Then an option struck him from the back of his mind.
Mark gritted his teeth and tried to focus despite the cold biting into his lower half. He found the part of his being that was home to his healing ability and attempted to create an internal circuit between it and his enhancing ability. It had worked on his muscles when he massaged Vale, why shouldn't it work on other things? He forced open the channel between his two abilities and poured energy directly into enhancing his heal.
Enormous glowing rings appeared around every part of Mark's body, and they collapsed inward on him. His eyes started to glow a bright white, and he could feel pressure quickly build up in his body, threatening to tear him apart. He wasn't going to let that happen.
He mentally forced his flesh to stay intact and let out a primal scream at the universe for trying to get in his way, again. The woman in blue faltered and took a step back, unsure about what Mark was doing.
He could feel power swirling around inside him, looking for a place to go. He held each of his girls in his mind and unleashed the barely contained power in the form of a mass heal.
Blinding balls of light centered on all four of them, then burst outward in a dazzling flash and instantly they were all back to perfect health.
The woman in the air had broken her attack on Ahnix to cover her eyes but quickly recovered and started her assault again.
Ahnix was hit with one bolt on the shoulder before Roo yelled out, "Horrible Hooks!
The mage in white was pierced with four large hooks on chains and pulled to the ground, hard. The lighting attack meant to paralyze Ahnix again was instead attracted to the metal in the chains, and she ended up paralyzed by her own attack.
Ahnix wasted no time and teleported to the woman in red who was in the middle of casting another spell. The cat-girl hit the fire mage with an open palm, and yelled, "Silence!"
The woman put a hand to her throat, confused. After Ahnix showed off her new spell, she sprinted to the woman in blue, preparing a to cast a spell in Mark's face.
While this was happening, Vale struck the earth mage with a Shield Bash and backed off a bit while the woman was stunned.
The furious naga then proceeded to flay off a few bits of flesh with her whip. Before she could recover, Vale used her hex ability, causing the woman in the green dress to rush in to strike with her fists just as the stun wore off.
The ice mage in front of Mark finished her spell, and large chunks of frozen water started to strike him everywhere. He covered his face but felt an explosion of pain as one of the hard projectiles hit his forearm, shattering the bones instantly. He was saved from being completely beaten to a pulp by Roo launching a needle right into the woman’s hand, spinning her body from the force of the impact.
The woman in blue looked up at her attacker, rage in her dark eyes and held her other hand up to Roo, preparing to launch a counter-attack.
Ahnix got there first, however, and removed the woman’s outstretched hand at the wrist with a precision swipe from her claws. The ice mage didn’t have long to feel any pain as Ahnix spun around and sliced the woman's throat open.
Vale was finishing off the earth mage while the air mage finished herself off by trying to cast another lighting spell, only to have it channel into the metal hooks holding her to the ground.
The woman in red sat down in the dirt, helpless. Ahnix casually walked up to the impotent fire mage as the crowd started chanting, "Kill! Kill! Kill!"
Mark watched Ahnix as he cradled his broken arm and tried not to let his balls freeze off under the melting ice that still encased his lower half. He wondered what his Desert Queen was going to do when she reached the defenseless woman.
The black and gold cat-girl stood over the woman in the red dress, and it looked like the fire mage tried to say something, maybe plead for her life. Then the woman suddenly slumped over, her eyes rolling into her head. Ahnix jumped back and looked around the area, her tail flipping around behind her.
"And The Elementals are no more! What a merciless finish by the cat's savage claws! Just when it looked like it was all over for the Saviors, they pulled another victory from the jaws of death. But will they make it to Sizor's Prize chest? You aren't going to want to miss the fight of your life as tomorrow the Saviors take on their final, level five challenge!"
Vale used her shield to strike at the ice around Mark's legs, and just as he broke free, he saw the waving green flag signaling their cue to exit. Ahnix ran up to the rest of the party, projecting a clear mix of confusion and anxiety from her body language alone.
He gave her a look as he limped to the exit, but Ahnix just shook her head. He wouldn't have been able to hear over the crowd anyway.
No one waited for them this time, and Mark was able to heal his broken arm by the time they exited the noisy arena. The golden balls of light surrounded him, and he shook out his arm, good as new.
"Let's get back to our room," Ahnix said loudly, looking everyone in the eye.
Mark got the hint and just nodded.
Ahnix led them out into the city. After some random turns, they found a secluded alley and stepped behind someone's laundry hanging up to dry. Roo held out her hand, and they all quickly slipped through the magic door and were back home.
Vale turned to Ahnix as soon as the door closed. "What's got you so spooked?"
"I didn't kill that fire mage," Ahnix said, crossing her arms. "I believe someone knocked her out, remotely. She was still breathing."
Mark shook his head. "I knew something was off back there. What did she say to you?"
"She was silenced, but I think she mouthed the words 'kill me' before she lost consciousness."
Mark didn't like that one bit. He pulled his hands over his face in frustration. "I hope this diamond bowl quest doesn't get us all killed. I really don't trust this Sizor guy... and, I almost lost all of you back there and I... I don't..."
Ahnix took his hand and held his gaze with her beautifully exotic eyes.
"It's okay- we're all here. Thanks to you."
Vale slid forward and wrapped her arms around him too, pressing his face into her cleavage and wiggling.
"That was an impressive heal, Master."
Roo was already out of her leather corset and skirt and lounging naked on the bed. Nothing seemed to phase her.
She extended one of her long, dancer's legs, pointed her toes at the ceiling and said, "How about we just stay home and rest until our final fight? I'll need some time to show Mark my appreciation for practically bringing me back from the dead."
"Agreed," said Ahnix, pulling him toward the huge bed.
They spent the next twenty-four hours or so exploring each others bodies, kissing, fucking napping, and then doing it all over again.
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It was Mark's suggestion to open the door back into the real world, right in the middle of the long stone hallway that led to the combatant waiting room. He peaked his head out and didn't see anybody around, so he stepped out and his girls following close behind.
They continued the rest of the way and emerged to see Borf in his customary place.
"Ah, Saviors. Fight starts in about fifteen minutes. Ready for your final battle or do need to prepare again?" he rumbled.
"Nice. Probably not, Borf. But we'll take 'em down anyway," Mark said, with a half smile.
"Any hints?" Vale asked sweetly, raising one of her white eyebrows.
"Sizor would kill me if I was the one who told you what to expect."
The announcer’s voice ended all conversation as they waited to hear about their fate.
"Ladies, Gentlemen and everything in between, welcome to Sizor's Pit! Many of you have flown in from around the world to see the Saviors fight to win... or die, during their level five match. The main event is about to start so get your drinks and sit your asses down while you can because when you see what we have in store for you this evening, I am sure you’ll be on your feet the entire time!"
"Damn it. Not even the slightest clue," Vale cursed.
Mark looked out into through the bars as the setting sun cast a long shadow in the arena. This was it. They made it this far, and everything depended on this fight.
The bell rung behind the wall, and Borf grunted as he went to the iron bars like every other time. But this time he touched Mark's arm as he went to grab the gate, and focused his beady eyes on him.
"Good luck. Stick together."
He barely caught that last part as the large elephant rumbled it as quietly as he could, and Mark showed no indication that he heard the advice as they ran out into the arena.
Mark shouted over the noise of the cheering crowd to Ahnix, running along next to him, that they should keep a tight formation until they knew what they were fighting.
They got to the center of the arena, and Mark noticed that an entire section of the stands was empty. He spun around and saw that everywhere else the seats were packed to capacity. He didn't have long to wonder why Sizor would intentionally keep paying customers from his promoted spectacle before the bottom half of the empty section split in two.
The ground shook as the sections pulled apart, revealing a terrifyingly enormous creature on the other side.
Their final battle was against a ten story, red dragon.
The creature saw an opening in its small, cramped cage and charged out into the arena. It tried flapping its huge wings in an attempt to escape, but they looked like they had been shredded, as tatters of the thin membrane that was normally stretch across its wing bones dangled uselessly.
When that didn’t work, it snaked its head up towards the dark blue sky and let out a terrible roar that knocked Mark off of his feet. He looked up in horror as the red dragon towered over them and had no idea how they were going to take this insanely massive and powerful creature down.
Roo thought she knew and yelled out, "Horrible Hooks!"
Four, large fishhooks on gleaming metal chains shot out of the ground and bounced off the thick scales of the dragon before falling limply to the ground.
The massive creature turned its head toward Roo and inhaled.
Mark knew what happened next. "Get behind Vale, now!"
He quickly put up a bubble on the giant naga and slid behind her just as a wave of scorching heat passed by on either side. Everyone had made it, but Roo was screaming anyway, terrified. The fire didn’t directly touch any of them, but the heat from just being near the flames was like being in an oven.
The dragon ran out of fire and lifted its head to roar into the sky again. It seemed to be calling out to other dragons that might hear it. Mark pulled out his crossbow to try and do some damage, but Vale put her hand on it, pressing it down.
"Listen to me!" the naga yelled to be heard. "We are only going to get one chance for this, and I need to explain fast before it blasts us again. Ahnix, teleport to its chest, and Doom Kick off one of its scales. Master, enhance Roo's needle as much as you can. Roo, shoot it into the hole Ahnix makes. You need to hit the heart, and it needs to be a big one. Everyone got it?"
Everyone nodded as the creature drew in another breath.
"Good," Vale said, tears streaming down her face. "I love you all so much, now get behind me!"
Mark didn't have another bubble to use this soon, and he knew his naga thought she was going to sacrifice herself to save the rest of them.
He wasn't going to let that happen.
As Vale lifted her massive shield to intercept the scorching blast of fire, Mark grabbed on to both of her round hips and poured a moderately slow heal into her.
She was in terrible pain, having her flesh seared off only to have it be instantly restored a moment later, over and over. Her leather armor turned to ash and blew away in the swirling maelstrom of fire around them, leaving her completely nude and exposed to the flames.
When the fire stopped beating down on them, she fell to the ground, exhausted, but alive. He noticed her nipple rings still glowing orange slightly from the direct exposure to the heat and dumped the last energy of his heal directly into her nipples, hoping it was enough.
The creature called out to the sky again, lifting its massive, horned head upward.
Ahnix disappeared, and he heard her yell, "Doom Kick," from far away. Mark didn't look to see if she was successful, he had his own job to do.
He looked into Roo's black eyes and gave himself to her. Time froze as he locked his mind on her ability to create long, lethally sharp sewing needles from nothing and zero in on targets with deadly accuracy. He tore open the channel that allowed power to transfer from him into his Enthralled and pushed out every ounce of energy available to him, then tried rip even more from the surrounding atmosphere.
Thick, glowing rings appeared around Roo's wrists and head and closed in on her, causing her to spasm with pleasure. She never took her jet black eyes off of the dragon, though, and as soon as she was fully enhanced, she brought both hands together and held her breath. She only waited a second before launching an enormous, sewing needle, bigger than she was, straight at her target.
The force from the ability sent her backward, and she slid on her back across the dirt floor of the arena.
Mark followed the flight of their one hope to get out of this alive as it buried itself in the relatively tiny hole Ahnix had created. The creature reared its head to call into the sky one last time before falling into a heap on the ground.
The cat-girl had landed on the ground from a great height after her attack and must have hurt herself from the fall. She was limping back to where they were standing as the head of the beast narrowly missed crushing her.
They had done it. The creature was dead, and all his girls were alive. The noise from the crowd was deafening as he went to go check on Vale.
Roo had dusted herself off and met up with Mark as they looked down on the unconscious naga. He got down on his knees and kissed her cheek, caressing her soft white hair. Vale's violet eyes fluttered open and slowly focused on him.
He saw her mouth the word, "Master," with questions in her eyes, but the din of the arena drowned out any hope of speech.
Roo assisted him in helping the large, fully naked, naga off of the ground just as Ahnix was limping up.
He saw one of her exceedingly rare, small-mouthed smiles and tried to burn the image into his mind for safe keeping. They all hugged in the center of Sizor's Pit, grateful to have this set of trials behind them.
"To the victor go the spoils!" a much louder and deeper voice than the announcer boomed across the stadium. The audience grew quiet, and Mark noticed a large, black figure walking towards them.
It was Sizor himself, the heavily armored centaur, and he was moving across the arena to join them in the center.
When he arrived, he looked down on Mark and his girls, his eyes always hidden by the shadows of his horned helmet. He studied them for a moment before lifting a glowing blue stone to his mouth and speaking.
"I want to be the first to congratulate The Saviors; Mark, Ahnix, Roo, and Vale, on their impressive victory."
The crowd started to cheer again, and Sizor held up a black, gauntlet-clad hand, calling for silence. "As per the agreement, I will now take them into my private chambers to pick their prize for defeating all five levels of combat. It is up to them to reveal what priceless treasure they chose, and I hope to see The Saviors defeat many more enemies and earn many more victories!"
He pointed to the crowd and slowly turned in place, his massive hooves kicking up dust as he moved. "Do you have what it takes to be the next champion of the Pit?"
The crowd went wild as he lowered the magic stone from his face and beckoned Mark and his Enthralled to follow him.
Mark's heal had just enough time to cool down during the speech, and he fixed Ahnix ankle. They all followed the armored centaur out of the arena and into the victor's room.
The teller's station was empty, and Mark started to get bad vibes again. He really hoped they weren't going to get screwed over by this guy.
He led them into the bowels of the arena, and after a few twisting hallways, Sizor opened a large wooden door and bade them enter.
Mark walked in first and saw what must have been Sizor's office. The whole room was like an enormous jail cell, with iron bars along every wall. The back of the room was open to the arena floor giving Sizor a good view of every fight. There was a large desk that seemed to be custom made for the enormous size of the centaur. Also in the room was Feeira, his enthralled centaur woman, and Borf, standing just inside the iron gate that enclosed his office.
Mark and his girls were led past the opening and Borf slid an iron gate shut behind them.
"Please forgive the security measures, Mark. A lot of people want what I have stored in this room," Sizor said, pointing to a large chest with a purple glowing lock.
The heavily armored centaur pointed at the gate that Borf had just shut and said, "Lock."
Mark turned to look and saw another instance of the purple light now surrounding the keyhole.
"A unique ability I acquired in my travels across this dying world, and it has been quite handy at securing my possessions. And, speaking of unique abilities, Ahnix here has really caught my eye. Your team has eluded detection in my city, and her ability to instantly teleport has been crucial in winning your challenges."
Mark shifted uncomfortably as Ahnix's tail went from swaying side to side, to flipping aggressively.
Sizor continued, "I will, of course, honor our agreement and allow you to take one item from my chest. But before I grant you access to my most precious of treasures, I wish to make you an additional offer. You have decimated some fairly valuable combatants and one very rare creature of mine. I think it's only fair that you trade me one of your rare Enthralled. I'll offer five hundred gold pieces for Ahnix and your choice of a replacement from my stable of beast-women."
Before Mark could speak the female centaur stepped forward. "You should pick a centaur. You can ride them into battle and then ride them after battle." She pulled down her top and showed Mark a massive pair of tits, similar to Vale's.
Mark cleared his throat, feeling sweat build on his palms. "Thank you for your generous offer, but I'm afraid I will have to decline. I'd like to just pick an item from the chest if I may."
Sizor was silent for a moment and then crossed his massive arms.
"I knew you were a shrewd businessman, Mark. One thousand gold."
Mark sighed. "Ahnix is more valuable to me than all gold that is in this world or any world that exists in any dimension. She is off the table and-"
Sizor interrupted him. "Very well. I didn't want to do this, but you've left me no choice. Sleep."
Both Vale and Roo dropped to the ground unconscious. Borf raised his foot and held it over Vale's beautiful face. The elephant-man kept his small, beady eyes on Sizor and Mark started to feel waves of hatred radiate out of the wrinkled, gray creature. With the mental connection, Mark realized he could enthrall Borf.
"You don't want to lose two Enthralled, do you?" Sizor continued. "Now the new deal-"
"Ugh, you are stupid, Mark," Ahnix said, surprising everyone. "You should have just taken the gold."
She walked across the room to stand next to Sizor, who was watching her carefully. She ran her fingers along his thick, armored side.
"You think I want to be enthralled to this weakling? Just look at him. Look what he's wearing! If you'll recall, Mark, I was just telling you yesterday how weak you were, and now you're getting all sentimental again. The only way to survive in this shitty world is to grow powerful."
She turned her exotic eyes up into Sizor's dark helmet.
"I need a strong hand to guide my enhancement. From what I've seen, by your side is where true power is."
Mark had received the messages she sent him, he didn't know where she was going to bring him, but Mark knew she wanted him to enhance her and then pull her back after she teleported away. He tried to play his part convincingly.
"Ahnix, I knew this would come someday. But after we... I thought-"
"You thought wrong," the cat-girl said, walking along Sizor's side and peeking underneath his hindquarters. "Just look at this dick. Mmm, I'm going to get an upgrade in so many ways."
Sizor turned his attention back to Mark, who used the opportunity to pour as much energy into Ahnix as he could without being detected.
Borf was the only one who could see the golden rings close around Ahnix, but he kept his elephant mouth shut, as Mark suspected he would.
The heavily armored centaur chucked, "How humiliating for you, Mark. I'll still honor-" was all he got out before both he and Ahnix vanished.
Mark popped a bubble on Vale, just in case he was wrong about Borf and then focused all his attention on pulling Ahnix back to him. Feeira was screaming something, but he ignored her and searched the universe for his amazing Ahnix. He tried to feel her soft fur on his fingers and then mentally yanked her to him.
She reappeared at his side and slumped to the ground. One of her legs was bent at a horrible angle, and white bones were sticking out of her bloody fur in many places.
"Took you long enough..." she said, through tiny, clenched teeth.
Mark quickly healed her, and the severely broken leg snapped back to normal.
"What did you do? Where did you take him?" Feeira was still screeching, her tits still exposed, and pointing her spear at Mark.
Ahnix stood up, dusted herself off and looked at the panicked centaur. "Oh, about two miles from here."
Borf spoke up from behind him. "It doesn't matter... We're locked in here until he comes back. And then I'm sure he'll just kill you all."
Mark looked at the elephant-man and saw that he was no longer holding his wide foot over Vale's head. He let the bubble around Vale fall.
"That's right," Feeira said. "Sizor can run like the wind, and he'll be back here in less than ten minutes."
Ahnix snorted. "Oh, he'll be back sooner than that."
Mark was about to ask what she meant when a loud crash out in the center of the arena demanded their attention.
The glowing locks on the chest and on the door both went dim as Sizor's massive body struck the arena floor, and his flesh, blood, and bones were sent flying to every corner of his pit by the force of the impact.
Mark looked over to Ahnix, "You took him two miles straight up?"
"More or less."
Vale and Roo began to stir, and Borf quickly pulled open the gate behind them
"You truly are Saviors, you know that?" he rumbled. "There are a lot of slaves whose cells just opened or collars fell off. My wife is one of them. Get what you came for and leave. Chaos will reign in Hanno for quite some time."
And with that, he stomped out of Sizor's office and left them alone with Feeira.
"What just happened?" Vale said, shaking the cobwebs from her mind.
"Don't worry," Mark said, "We'll explain later, Ahnix get them ready to move, will you?"
She nodded and bent down to help a groggy Roo to her feet. Mark approached the unlocked chest containing all the epic prizes, and Feeira moved to block his path with her spear, tears rolling down her face.
He looked up at the beautiful centaur. "Look, Feeira, it's over. We killed a fucking dragon, and we turned the great Sizor into paste for threatening us. I am going to take one item from this chest, as was promised to us. If you think you can stop me, go right ahead and try."
He put his hand on top of her spear and pushed it towards the ground. She didn't resist and just watched him, unsure what to do now that her master was dead.
Mark turned from her and made his way to the huge, black prize chest. It looked like it was made from the same black metal as Sizor's armor had been. As he was pushing the lid back, Mark cynically wondered if it was just going to be empty. But it wasn't. There was actually a lot of random, strange-looking stuff in piled inside.
He had to move a wooden flute, gold-filigree puzzle box, and a marble statue of a winged horse out of the way before saw the bowl made of diamond. Finally finding what he came for, he let out a sigh of relief. He pulled out the bowl and caught Feeira's eye.
"This is it. I'm only taking this. The rest is yours if you want it, we're leaving."
They left the topless, forlorn centaur to consider her options as they exited the room and into the hallway. As soon as he passed the doorframe, a massive surge of essence almost knocked him over. He smiled to himself. They were growing more and more powerful.
"We turned Sizor to paste?" Roo asked as they moved.
"Ahnix teleported him into the stratosphere. No time for details now," Mark said, looking down the long hallway. "We need to find a secluded room and open the door home."
Mark heard someone running down the hall towards them and saw their arena escort, Minax, barreling towards them. She had a pancaked look in her large eyes.
“Minax, you okay?” Mark asked, but she didn't even look at them and continued running down the hallway, slapping her webbed feet on the stone as she moved.
“More a coming!” Ahnix yelled out behind him, and they got ready for whatever was headed their way.
Chasing behind Minax was a score of dirty looking humans, and Mark recognized two of them as the ones who had served them the food yesterday. Mark and his girls pressed against the wall, giving the angry mob room to pass by them.
Ahnix spoke up after they had gone. “Looks like you made a serious dent in the slave trade, Mark.”
“Yeah, come on. The sooner we're out of here, the better.”
They tried a few doors along the hallway until they found a storeroom with some barrels of liquid and crates of food. Mark waved his girls inside first and then shut the door behind him. Vale moved some of the heavier containers against the entrance to the storeroom as Roo summoned the way back home.
Mark looked around at the mountains of supplies surrounding them and got an idea.
"Hey, everyone, let's loot some of these delicious looking foodstuffs and stock up while we can!"
Roo had finished forming the door, pulled it open and spun around to face Mark. "Great idea. I'll make us a pantry- ooh and a kitchen!"
They grabbed things they knew would keep, especially barrels of wine and water, and stacked the main room of the house world with supplies.
The door to the storeroom began to rattle, and either someone was trying to stop them or had the same idea. Whichever it was, it was time to go.
Mark was the last one through and pulled the door closed, sealing them safely in their own, private dimension where no one could harm them.
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Mark stepped through the magic doorway and into the home of the forest spirit, Mother. The wooden woman came to greet them as soon as they all were through and the door had vanished.
"Welcome back, Collector. I see you have gathered the items I had requested. This is very good."
Mark nodded and handed her the bowl and the splinter of celestial iron. He watched as she walked over to the still waters of her pond and filled the bowl with water. Then, she placed the piece of the fallen star on the surface of the water.
He wasn't prepared for what happened next. The creature known as Mother began to twist and bend her body, separating into individual branches. These branches split again and again until she had reshaped herself into a perfect sphere of continually twisting and weaving branches. The sphere hovered above the ground and surrounded the objects Mark had given her.
An intense radiance shown through in some places where the branches did not completely touch as they moved, and Mark had to shield his eyes.
When it was over, the writhing ball of wood pulled itself open and reformed into the familiar, voluptuous shape of the wooden woman.
She walked up to Mark and held out the object she had created. It looked like a regular compass but made from diamond. Inside, the glowing red needle of celestial iron rotated in the water and came to rest pointing over his left shoulder. He ran his hand over the smooth, transparent surface holding in the contents.
"There. As promised. The rest is entirely up to you. Just head to where the needle is pointing to find the closest piece of the Crystal Heart."
"Thank you, Mother. You have been extremely helpful," Mark said, bowing his head.
"I know. Now get to it."
She walked off into the forest, and Mark nodded to Roo. The velvet-girl held out her hand and reopened the door.
Once they were all back inside, Mark wandered into the map room. His enthralled followed him in, and they searched for the best place to start looking.
Vale's massive, exposed nipples caught his attention as they were inches from his face.
"Perhaps we should stop in and see how Donovan and the rest of Auxuma Village is doing. Maybe buy a new harness for Vale's extremely distracting melons?"
The giant naga put her hands on her hips and slightly shook her heavy tits for him. She had been sad about losing both of her gifts, the harness and the whip, to the dragon's fiery breath.
Ahnix traced a line from Mother's Forest to where the village should be.
"It's not on the map, but it should be right around here, somewhere. It's actually in line with the direction the needle was pointing. It's very far across the world, but if the device leads us back north, we'll know it's somewhere between the two points.
Mark shrugged. "Good, it's decided. Roo can you please take us to Auxuma Village?"
He looked over at Roo who was frowning, looking at the map.
"You sure that's what it's called? I'm not getting anything like that. I don't mean on the map. No town called Auxuma seems to exist that I can tell."
Ahnix looked over at Mark, "Maybe they changed the name after we left? The river returning was big for them."
"Okay, Roo. Can you just put us here, by the Vull?" He reached out and pointed to a place on the map.
"Sure."
The back door formed, and Roo pulled it open. They all stepped out onto the dirty sand near the sparkling waters of the Vull river, and Mark instantly felt the wrongness of a nearby tear in the world.
The door vanished, and Mark turned to look up-river and saw a massive blob of glitching white noise where the village should be.
Mark put his hands on his head in disbelief. He didn't think new tears could form. He was told they ripped open when the pieces of the Crystal Heart had shattered and ricocheted across the world.
"No..." Vale said and slithered towards it.
Ahnix put her hand on his shoulder and caught his eye. "Let's close it. They might be just fine, frozen in time like every other one."
It was worth a shot. He nodded and called everyone together.
"Okay, we're going to heal this tear. Roo, this is new for you, but it's time you learn how to do this."
"Me?" She looked terrified of the swirling chaos in front of them.
"Yes," Ahnix said. "Together, we can do anything. We've done this before, and we know you can do it too. Just put your hand in and demand it listen to you."
Mark nodded, and the four of them approached the tear, standing side by side. On the count of three, they all shoved their hands inside.
Roo cried out in pain, but everyone shouted words of encouragement to her. She pressed her big, velvety lips together, determined to not let anyone down and before long the tear in the world was healed.
And in its place was an empty crater.
Mark sank to his knees and shook his head. "How?"
Ahnix was looking at something on the other side of the river and pointed her finger towards where the two of them had walked across the desert, so many days ago.
Mark looked across the wide river, and he saw smaller tears, like bread crumbs, scattered at random intervals stretching as far as he could see.
"They followed us from the pyramid? Sasha’s minions?"
"It seems so," Ahnix said quietly, her tail hanging motionless between her legs
Mark grabbed a handful of the dirt from the ground where Donovan said they were going to plant vegetables and let it fall through his fingers.
Mark stood and said, "Sasha will pay for what she has done."
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