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 Naughty Excerpt from “Fighter Awakens in the Naughty World” 
 
    “Iris?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes?” she asked. A buzzing sound and then she humped up and down my cock. I could feel her small nipples, twin points, rubbing back and forth over my frenulum, the sensitive boundary between tip and crown. Her tongue licked into my slit. Her juicy pussy rubbed me. 
 
    “How are you humping my cock?” I groaned. 
 
    “I undid the lacing of your leather pants and extricated it. I knew my pussy and cute body would rouse you.” 
 
    “But why?” I groaned. She felt so good, but... How was I in the game? Had I gone crazy? 
 
    That chest... The computer pulling me in... 
 
    The $50,000 microtransaction. Had it pulled me into the game? Digitized me. Gave me a new beginning. I could grind to something better. Something more fun. What happened to my real me? Did it matter? Wasn't this the real me? 
 
    Felt like my thoughts.  
 
    And that small body humping on my cock. A pixie was making love to my dick. She ground that juicy twat on me. She fanned her wings, the buzzing sound, to work her body up and down my cock. Give me the pleasure I craved.  
 
    I embraced it. 
 
    “Think I need to be roused more,” I groaned. 
 
    “Spoken like a true Shardhunter!” she exclaimed and continued humping up and down my cock. Faster. Harder. She stimulated me.  
 
    I stared down my body, past the coat of chainmail to watch the little pixie. Her pink hair swayed about her little face as she sucked at the precum beading out of my cock like she was supping upon nectar from a flower. Her body held me tight. Her thighs and arms wrapped about my dick. Her gossamer wings hummed away. 
 
    I groaned, the sounds echoing through the dungeon room. My hands clenched and relaxed. Her hot pussy rubbed up and down my cock. The feel of her small breasts sliding over the frenulum of my cock sent such heat surging down my shaft. 
 
    My balls boiled. 
 
    “I'm going to drown you in cum,” I groaned. 
 
    “Goody!” she moaned, her hips wiggling from side to side, buffing that hairless twat on the side of my cock. If only she were bigger. “Just drown me, Marcus! I'm yours!” 
 
    To find out what happens next, read on! 
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 Chapter One: Loot Boxes 
 
    Shattered... 
 
    Once the world was whole. A land of Order. Every corner of the world fell beneath the auspices of the Inferius Empire. United, the tyranny flowed across the land. Nothing could check the power of the Pharon-Emperor. The Gods of Light and Order wept at the suffering caused. How could they achieve their dream of a world without Chaos? Without Monster prowling in the dark corners or dark fiends clawing through cracks in reality in dark rituals carried out in deep grottoes? 
 
    How could peace lead to suffering? 
 
    They left it in the hands of their Great Hierophant, the August and Revered Servant of the Gods of Light and Order, to make the decision. He called upon the Angels to do the only thing possible to save the world. 
 
    Destroy it. 
 
    Thus was the world broken. 
 
    Thus were bonds sundered. 
 
    Thus were Passions Shattered. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    The female narrator finished the over-the-top backstory of the game, Shattered Passions. It promised to be an MMORPG unlike any other. One for adults. A game blending deep, party mechanics and kinky sexual scenarios using the most realistic of VR graphics.  
 
    A game that promised to unleash all your fantasies. “Form your own harem party of busty fighters, submissive acolytes, and slutty rogues to restore the World of Inferius from its shattered pieces to its restored passion.” 
 
    The promo text was enticing. Escapism at its best. And I needed escapism. Nothing had gone right in years. Everything I had was about to be taken from me. My money. My home. My family. Why not delve into something to flee it? 
 
    Why not piss off my ex-wife by wasting as much of my money as possible. I know, spiteful. I worked my ass off for years. I sacrificed to give her everything, and it wasn't enough. While I was working in the office, she was working on her back. Three kids I thought were mine, weren't. Now she needed to “maintain the lifestyle she'd become accustomed to.” 
 
    I played the game and lost. Why not a new one. So I went out and found the video game with the single biggest “microtransaction.” Of course, it would be this kinky game. The $50,000 “Ultimate Harem Fantasy” pack promised to deliver an experience as real as life. A VR experience that would grant me untold pleasures. 
 
    It sounded like BS, but why not. 
 
    So here I was, ready to make my character. Only four classes, basic stuff for an erotic game. Fighter, Acolyte, Mage, and Rogue. Your four standard classes. Tank, Healer, Range DPS, and Melee DPS. Each one promised customization, different paths, and “deep” gameplay while simultaneously promising the hottest, most erotic adventure ever committed to bits and bytes.  
 
    I made a male, of course.  
 
    I needed a name. My own wasn't impressive. Why did I want to be him, when I could be something better. I sat there for the longest time on that. This was going to be the new me. I had my VR goggles on, the controllers in my hand. I sat in my new gaming chair, the most expensive I could order, plugged into the best gaming rig money could buy. 
 
    Just a name. It seemed simple, but it was so hard to choose the right one. Possibilities flitted through my mind. I didn't want to do any joke name. Something that would fit in with the game. Something fantasy sounding, but powerful. Dominating. 
 
    A name, ultimately, close to my own. An upgrade. 
 
    Marcus Aurelius 
 
    A good name.  
 
    I went with Fighter. I liked that style of class. When I played those classic MMOs from my youth, I liked to sword and board. I choose Human for my race. I know, boring, but they promised a balanced build. The character creation was in-depth. They had the usual stuff of hair, eyes, and skin color, but had height, build, and even cock size. I guess that made sense. I could be hairy, have little body hair, even have waxed balls. Piercings on every conceivable body part and several hundred hairstyles.  
 
    In the end, my muscular champion—young, blue-eyed, and with a mane of flowing, black hair—was ready to head out on an adventure. I chose an ax for his starting weapon, a shield strapped to my arm. I had to pick some traits: a list came up. Things to affect my stats or my ability to collect girls in my harem. To seduce them. 
 
    I mean, wasn't that the point. Dominating, of course. I wanted to have a harem of submissive beauties worshiping me. Charismatic to seduce those maidens and part those thighs. And Prowess so my character could go all night long with slender elves, busty dragonborn, and virginal angelborn. Maybe I'd enjoy a strong orc woman or the curvaceous delights of a dwarf maid. Who knew what I would find. 
 
    Character made. I logged in. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    A nervous twist ran through me. I had finally gone through all the character creation BS. I had my name. I was eager to get into it. Kill some mobs, seduce some women, and see if this game could possibly live up to the hype around it. 
 
    And to the $50,000 microtransaction. They should just give me the keys to the kingdom. 
 
    I appeared in a clearing. It was about the size of a football stadium. There was a blue sky above while a wall of hexagonal, purple wall rose around the circular perimeter. The sun slowly moved across, far faster than it should. Clearly, this game had a day/night cycle. I gazed at the surroundings. The grass was green, dotted here and there with yellow or red flowers. There was a single, white tent by me and a campfire burning away merrily. There were dirt spots cleared out, like the foundations of buildings that could be set up. 
 
    This must be the “customizable” community I'd read about. 
 
    “Marcus!” cheered a squeaking, eager, and cheerful voice. 
 
    The sound of my name was surprising. I knew Voice to Text technology had come a long way, but to hear the name pronounced so perfectly and in such a non-computerized voice was surprising. In a flash of pink, a small, naked fairy appeared before me. She stood as tall as my hand, a long fall of pink hair spilling down her body. It did nothing to hid her small breasts or the tight and virginal slit of her pussy. She was at once innocent and enticing. She looked real, her skin sparkling. Diaphanous wings, like a dragonfly, fluttered behind her. 
 
    “I'm so glad you're here!” the cheerful pixie said. She zoomed around my head, leaving a trail of pink dust in her wake. Her wings fluttered, sparkling in a gossamer blur. She returned to before me and clapped her hands before her. “You're just what the world needs. Shardhunters are going to restore Inferius whole again.” 
 
    “Right, right, Shardhunters,” I said to myself, not noticing any prompts to ask her questions. 
 
    “Don't sound so skeptical,” she said. “You can do it. I know it's intimidating, but you have me. I'm Iris. I'm your pixie! If you need help, just let me know. If you poke me, all manner of naughty things will spill from me.” 
 
    I reached out with my right hand and poked her tummy with a finger. She giggled and a menu popped up. It had categories like LORE and MAP as well as my PROFILE. I clicked LORE, but only the PROLOGUE appeared. 
 
    “Huh,” I said. “Okay. That all you do?” 
 
    “Well, I also look sexy,” she said and did a cute pose in air, almost looking like she was standing on nothing while her wings buzzed. 
 
    “Damn, what sort of natural language processing AI do they have running on you?” 
 
    “I'm not an AI, I'm a Pixie, Marcus!” She stuck out her tongue at me. “Would an AI be that cute and adorable?” 
 
    They had this level of NLP AI in a sex game? This was going way beyond what they needed. 
 
    “Well, this is your camp,” she said. “You can recruit a bevy of sexy girls, a horde of hot guys, or a mix of the two if that's your fancy.” 
 
    “I'm straight,” I said. 
 
    “So just a bevy of sexy girls.” She giggled. “You currently have a Harem limit of 6. You get to add one every three levels. Not just hot warriors, but naughty maids, kinky craftsmen, a whole community of women eager to please and love you.” 
 
    “Damn,” I muttered. This looked impressive. The graphics were real. I wondered how hot the sex would be? I couldn't wait. “So, what do I do? I don't have any of that. Don't see any, uh, women.” 
 
    “Well, you have your first Shard.” She pointed to a small pool of blue that shimmered, little motes popping off from the surface. “That's a Shard Pool. With your Shards, you can travel to new parts of this broken world. That's your job. Find new paths, the missing cities, lost dungeons, and more. You have to unravel the key to restoring this world. And to find those cuties.” She giggled and darted to me. She leaned in to plant a kiss on the tip of my nose. 
 
    Shame I couldn't feel it. 
 
    I nodded and then poked at her and opened up the menu. I found a Key Item list and there was a single shard, the Corrupted Fertile Shard. I headed to the pool. This game seemed to hold promise. I hadn't gotten lost in an MMO since I was a much younger man. Back when you played with a mouse and keyboard and used TeamSpeak or Ventrilo (shortened to Vent) to talk to party members.  
 
    I stepped into the pool. I could almost feel the water around my feet. There was no sign of these bonus items I paid for. Did I just piss $50,000 down the drain? I snorted, $50,000 she wouldn't get. I was ready to do this. I activated the UI that appeared and activated the Shardpool. 
 
    The screen blazed white. Then shimmers of blue danced across the screen. The world faded around me. Then trees rose. Gnarled oaks and tall elms. They waved in a slight breeze rippling through their limbs. Soothing background music played in the background. Soft flutes and a gentle guitar. I peered around. It looked amazing.  
 
    “So, I just head down the path?” I asked, clearly in the tutorial area. The brush around me looked too thick to walk out into. 
 
    “But beware of monsters,” she said. She leaned in. “I hear there are dangerous beasts around here. But you're a brave Shardhunter. I'm sure you'll be fine.” She gave me a sly grin. “Once you gain a few levels.” 
 
    I snorted. She was fun, at least. I had 44 HP and 11 TP. I had two abilities I could use: Yell and Hard Strike. I had an ax in my hand made of copper. Basic, nothing fancy. I had a wooden shield in the other. I wore a coat of copper chainmail, leather pants, and heavy boots. Standard starting gear. 
 
    “Come on, down the trail,” Iris said and zipped down it. 
 
    I had a pair of healing items on my hot bar. Diluted Potion of Angel Passion. A basic healing item.  
 
    As I walked down the trail, I spotted ruins peeking through the brush. The forest didn't look old around those, the trees young. Maybe twenty or thirty years. Something had happened here. This seemed to be that Shattering that happened. I wasn't a big lore geek. I liked to just play, and if the AI was as good on the other girls as on Iris...  
 
    This would be fun. 
 
    I rounded a curve in the path and it opened up into a clearing where a tan-hided boar stood, with bristles of black fur thrust from its back. A name appeared above it. Green letters announced it as a Black Bristle Boar Level 1. Starter monster. 
 
    I grinned and charged in. Unlike those old MMOs, I had to swing my arms. Put some skill into it. Not just using game stats. The boar charged. I lowered my shield, exhilaration beating through me. It crashed into my shield. Wood groaned. The impact pushed me back. Squeals and angry snarls echoed. The tusks scraped along the shield. 
 
    I swung my weapon past it, the copper ax flaring in the sunlight. It crashed into the pig's hide. Numbers flew. It's Hit Point bar dwindled in half. I grinned and swung again. It backed up and its back twitched. A bristle shot into my face. I flinched back, heart bursting with a moment of fear. 
 
    Then I laughed. It was a game. None of this was real. I took damage, but it was just a stat, a resource. I battered my shield into the boar and swung again and again. I whittled down its life and killed my first monster in Shattered Passion. 
 
    Even if there wasn't the promise of sexy girls, I'd be having a blast. I charged down the path, Iris darting and zipping around me. She cheered me on, her naked body looking cute and nubile. A far, far better companion than another fairy in a different game. 
 
    The path grew tight again. Orange flowers on vines dangled from tree limbs thrust over my head. I brushed through them, sending them waving. The brush rustled, the soothing background music pulsing through the headset.  
 
    The path opened up onto another little meadow. Two of the boars were here. One rolled around on its back, dirt puffing around it. The other lifted its head, eating the green grass, and stared at me. Then it let out an angry roar. 
 
    “Might be good to Yell yourself,” Iris said. “It's a useful ability. It gives a boost. Helps you kick some butt and win some of those cuties! Get to it!” 
 
    It was on my hotbar along with an offensive ability called Hard Strike. I activated Yell and my character let out a mighty roar, the grass before me rippling from the outburst. A cooldown counter of two minutes began counting down on the icon while I had a twenty second buff. For damage? 
 
    No time to find out, the first boar was on me.  
 
    I set my shield. I could almost feel the shivering impact. The scrape of tusks on wood ground together. Boots scraped on the grass. I swung my ax and slammed into its hide. Damage numbers burst in red. More than the last one.  
 
    Bristles shot from the other one, spiking into me for some minor damage. I pushed back with my shield and slammed down with my ax. A bloody rent ripped through the boar's hide. It squealed and collapsed into its death animation. 
 
    “Go, Marcus, go!” cheered Iris from my right. 
 
    “Now for you, little piggy!” I said, getting caught up in this. It was easy to forget that Iris wasn't a real person. Her AI was impressive. So was this game. Who invested so much money in what amounted to a porn game? 
 
    I readied Hard Strike, the counter on my Yell buff slowly ticking down. I didn't have to swing my arm this time. The animation took over. My character snarled, powerful and guttural, and slammed the ax down in a burst of red streaks. It crashed into the boar. Numbers exploded. 
 
    The boar squealed and dropped dead. 
 
    “Yay, yay, yay!” gasped Iris. She paused before me, doing a dance that combined the grace of a hula girl's swaying hips with a cheerleader's arm pumps, her little titties jiggling. “Now let's go!” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, glancing at my HP. I still had a good amount, not even a quarter gone. I didn't notice any HP regeneration going down. Or TP. “So are healing items the only way to regain Hit Points and my TP?” 
 
    “Your Technical Points,” she said. “Physical attacks use those. You can also camp in appropriate spots and level-ups restore all expended resources.” 
 
    “So there's an attrition system,” I said. “What happens when I run out of Hit Points?” 
 
    “Why, death,” she said. “You don't want to die.” 
 
    I blinked at that. “Hardcore mode? I didn't know that was in-game.” 
 
    She giggled. “You say funny things, Marcus.” 
 
    “I guess so. Well, let's keep going down this path. Wherever it leads.” 
 
    “To a temple, I think.” 
 
    “The tutorial area,” I countered. 
 
    She giggled. “So funny!” 
 
    The path continued on but not for much longer. It opened onto an overgrown courtyard. The paving stones were buckled in places, thrust up by the roots of trees growing on the edges, or the new saplings thrusting up in the middle. Tufts of grass found purchase in the cracks. At the far end lay an overgrown structure draped in vines, the roof looking half-collapsed. Identical statues flanked the entrance, though only half of the busty figure remained on the left one. She had ample tits, whoever she was, arms spread wide in fertile invitation. 
 
    “Yep, a ruined temple,” said Iris. 
 
    “Is that a Shardhunter?” a man groaned. From behind the busty statue, an older man appeared, his beard streaked with iron strands, his face wrinkled. He rubbed gnarled hands together, a beseeching look on his face. “You must be a Shardhunter. Good sir, please, I need your help.” 
 
    All he was missing was a golden question mark to identify him as a quest giver.  
 
    I trotted to him, looking for any threats. He took a few steps towards me, rubbing hands on the leather pants he wore. Then he reached out to clasp my character's hand. He clutched to it, a look of desperation on his face. 
 
    “Please, Shardhunter,” he begged, “they took my daughters.” 
 
    “Your daughters?” I asked out of reflex. 
 
    “Yes!” his AI responded to my question. “We came here from our village, collecting Bloodroot and Heartleaf, when we encountered these scary, robed individuals. They had curved knives and their leader looked deformed. A black mist drifted out of his shadowed hood. He looked at me and I froze. He grabbed both my daughters and took them in there!” Tears brimmed in the man's eyes. “Please, they're only eighteen. Virgins! There's power in purity for those foul kind.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” Iris gasped. 
 
    “If you save them before they're sacrificed, I promise you that one will make you a good servant. Shelly is a fantastic cook, and Erica can sew any clothing you need. Just, please, please, help them.” 
 
    “My servants, huh?” I asked, an exciting thrill. Saving a virgin and getting the reward. I was liking the game more and more. “Sure, I'll take the quest.” 
 
    “Thank you!” he gasped, shaking my hand. “Thank you, good sir.” 
 
    “Marcus,” I said, the RPG spirit of this place infecting me. “If there are maidens in need of saving, I am the hero for you.” 
 
    “I know you are, Marcus!” 
 
    Damn, this game kept impressing me. 
 
    I glanced at the entrance to the temple, then up at the busty statue. She had carved drops beading on her nipples. Milk? What a hot treat that would be. “You imagine she'll be in there, Iris?” 
 
    “She?” The pixie darted to the statue and sat down on a stone nipple, straddling it with her legs and rubbing her pussy on it. “This is Shuwëmeri. She's the Goddess of Fertility, one of the Gods of Order. This must be her temple. 'Be welcome and sup deep from my mother's milk all who need succor and peace,' is what's written at the base of the statue.” 
 
    I glanced down at the strange runes. “Good to know. I hope there's some of that treat.” 
 
    Iris glanced at the temple. “It looks abandoned since the Shattering. Many lost their faith in the Gods, but they lost their faith in us first. It's why they broke the world.” 
 
    “And now there's some evil cultist in here.” I shook my head. “Figures.” 
 
    She gave a sad nod of her head. She then rose up. “Good thing you are here to set things right, Marcus.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said and marched towards the entrance of the temple. 
 
    I passed into darkness. I blinked as the screen slowly lightened, adjusting like my vision would be if I were in the game. Out of the shadows came movement. I raised my shield as three orcs appeared. There was no mistaking the look of the humanoid enemy. Strong and muscular, brutish faces. They had red skin, not green, and wore leather armor and pants. Two wielded rusting swords while the third, larger than the others, wielded a two-handed mace. 
 
    “Blood-Stained Orcs!” gasped Iris. “Be careful, Marcus.” 
 
    “I just need to kill them,” I said and then Yelled. 
 
    I charged at the nearest one and unleashed a Hard Strike. My ax crashed into the first, leaving a bloody gash across his chest. The second fell on me, hitting me from behind, red flashing at the bottom of the screen. Then the first hit me, slipping past my shield. 
 
    “Guard! Guard!” shouted Iris. 
 
    I raised my shield and swung a second blow with my copper ax, cutting off the first's head. The orc fell to the ground, thrashing. I fell on the second as the boss advanced, his footsteps thumps. I slashed into the second grunt's chest, leaving a bleeding wound. 
 
    Then the boss raised his Maul. I raised my shield. 
 
     A deep, bellowing roar filled my headphones. The maul slammed into my shield. The force threw me back. I hit the ground and the entire screen shook. I struggled to move, but my character refused to cooperate. A debuff symbol appeared in the corner, a head with zagging lines bursting off of it. 
 
    “Stunned?” I groaned. 
 
    The boss laughed, the prick, and then slammed his maul down and hit my chest. Damage burst from me. My Hit Points dwindled. He hit me a second time. A third time while his minion hacked his rusting sword into me. 
 
    “Shit, shit, shit!” I growled, my life almost gone. “Wear off!” 
 
    The stun wore off. I raised my shield, catching the next sword stroke. I hit my hot bar and drank my Diluted Potion of Angel Passion. My character slammed back the clear liquid in the healing potion. Twenty Hit Points, five normal strikes from the boss, regained. I had a chance again. 
 
    The boss smacked me in the head. My character lurched from the blow. I snarled and slammed my last Hard Strike into his flank. His Hit Points dwindled. The stun had eaten up my Yell buff's duration. It was now on cooldown. My Hit Points drained as the pair attacked me. My ax swung. My shield blocked. 
 
    My heart pounded. Sweaty palms grabbed my two control sticks. I swung them before me. I smacked into the orc, reveling in his yells. Iris shouted on the periphery. My Hit Points dwindled again and again. 
 
    The orc drew back, another stunner. It fell down. 
 
    I leaped back. It slammed into the ground before me. The floor shook. Sparks burst. I leaped forward and slashed my ax. It buried deep into his meaty shoulder blade. It spurted blood. The boss snarled as he reeled back and then crashed to the ground. 
 
    I did it. I beat the— 
 
    The second grunt stabbed me, almost killing me. 
 
    “You're not taking me down, bastard!” I growled. I wouldn't lose a Hardcore character on the first boss encounter. I hacked. Hard. 
 
    One. Two. Three blows slammed into the orc. Virtual blood spurted, drops splattering on my vision before fading away. The orc bellowed and then stumbled back.  
 
    “Khah!” it cursed as it sagged down and hit the ground. 
 
    The XP bar at the bottom of my screen, which had been filling up with blue, hit the end. A burst of golden light erupted around me. My HP went from 3 to 48. My TP refilled. A new skill flashed across my screen. 
 
    “Ooh, you did it!” whooped Iris, her hips swaying in the air. “Yay, yay! And you got your first level up!” 
 
    “I did,” I said and noticed the corpses all had a faint shimmer. I looted them for some copper coins and a Diluted Potion of Angel Passion, replacing the one I'd consumed. Then, out of a swirl of silver light, a chest appeared in the middle of the room. 
 
    “Wow, you spawned the Ultimate chest,” Iris said. She soared towards it and darted around it. The chest was bound in silver and burst with sparks. “Do you know how amazing that is? I didn't even know it was possible.” 
 
    “Yeah, probably not a lot of people spend $50,000 on a dumb loot box,” I said. This could never be worth it. Probably some weapon that I'd out-level pretty fast. Maybe some special gear that only made sense if I knew the other games the developers created. Shit like that. Well, I rolled my shoulders, grabbed the chest, and ripped it open. 
 
    Sparks exploded. They showered across my vision. I gasped as something struck me. Not in the game, but in life. My computer chair rolled back. A fist seized my chest. I screamed, my heart bursting with agony. 
 
    Something wrenched at me. I fell forward, the world twisting, compressing. I threw away the controller. I ripped off the goggles. I caught a glimpse of my computer screen, my character standing idle on it. My vision narrowed into a cone that dragged me forward. 
 
    I screamed as I plunged forward into... 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Two: Awakening in Another World 
 
    Pain. 
 
    Darkness. 
 
    Light.  
 
    A groggy rise to consciousness.  
 
    Who am I? 
 
    Mark Taylor... 
 
    Who I was. A man who worked hard. Investment banker. Spent my life grinding for that money. Why? Love. Marriage. Kids. All lies. I wasted my time grinding for nothing. I might as well have been playing an MMORPG for the last twenty-five years.  
 
    Least I wouldn't feel empty now. 
 
    Who am I? 
 
    Marcus Aurelius? 
 
    A fabrication. A fantasy. Why not be him? Marcus Aurelius didn't grind to support a cheating wife and bastard kids who weren't his. Marcus Aurelius didn't work ungodly hours only to see it all taken away. 
 
    Why not be him? 
 
    I felt a body. Different. Strong. Young. No aches in my joints. No soreness in my lower back that made sleeping hard. No need for high blood pressure medicine. Flesh at the start of life. Able to make new decisions. 
 
    Marcus Aurelius. 
 
    A faint sensation. A small tongue, warm and wet, licking at the tip of my cock. It fluttered in such a playful manner. I groaned as the sensation drew me out of the abyss. Light bled through eyelids, the world assuming a faint, orange hue.  
 
    “Damn,” I groaned, struggling to open them. The small tongue licked across my slit, just nuzzling into it. Then a slurping sound filled my ears. “What happened?” 
 
    “Marcus?” a cheerful voice asked. Another lick. “Oh, Marcus, good, you're coming awake! Boy, gaining a level really zonked you out.” 
 
    “Level...” I blinked as I stared up at the ceiling. Shadowed cracks in stone. Vines breaking through to dangle curled fronds. 
 
    Vines? Stone Ceiling. Was I still in the game? I reached my hands up to pull off the headset. My fingers slid across a face. Different from mine. Skin smoothed. Nose bolder. I drew my hand over lips. The tongue kept licking at me. A warm body hugged my cock. Something juicy rubbed midway down. It was like a miniature person had wrapped herself around my dick. 
 
    “What is going on?” I groaned. 
 
    “You passed out during your level up, Marcus,” the squeaky voice said. 
 
    “Iris?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes?” she asked. A buzzing sound and then she humped up and down my cock. I could feel her small nipples, twin points, rubbing back and forth over my frenulum, the sensitive boundary between tip and crown. Her tongue licked into my slit. Her juicy pussy rubbed me. 
 
    “How are you humping my cock?” I groaned. 
 
    “I undid the lacing of your leather pants and extricated it. I knew my pussy and cute body would rouse you.” 
 
    “But why?” I groaned. She felt so good, but... How was I in the game? Had I gone crazy? 
 
    That chest... The computer pulling me in... 
 
    The $50,000 microtransaction. Had it pulled me into the game? Digitized me. Gave me a new beginning. I could grind to something better. Something more fun. What happened to my real me? Did it matter? Wasn't this the real me? 
 
    Felt like my thoughts.  
 
    And that small body humping on my cock. A pixie was making love to my dick. She ground that juicy twat on me. She fanned her wings, the buzzing sound, to work her body up and down my cock. Give me the pleasure I craved.  
 
    I embraced it. 
 
    “Think I need to be roused more,” I groaned. 
 
    “Spoken like a true Shardhunter!” she exclaimed and continued humping up and down my cock. Faster. Harder. She stimulated me.  
 
    I stared down my body, past the coat of chainmail to watch the little pixie. Her pink hair swayed about her little face as she sucked at the precum beading out of my cock like she was supping upon nectar from a flower. Her body held me tight. Her thighs and arms wrapped about my dick. Her gossamer wings hummed away. 
 
    I groaned, the sounds echoing through the dungeon room. My hands clenched and relaxed. Her hot pussy rubbed up and down my cock. The feel of her small breasts sliding over the frenulum of my cock sent such heat surging down my shaft. 
 
    My balls boiled. 
 
    “I'm going to drown you in cum,” I groaned. 
 
    “Goody!” she moaned, her hips wiggling from side to side, buffing that hairless twat on the side of my cock. If only she were bigger. “Just drown me, Marcus! I'm yours!” 
 
    “Yes, you are,” I growled, loving the sound of that. And she didn't even count towards my harem. I loved this. Such an exciting treat. 
 
    Her face nuzzled into my cock's tip. She licked and lapped and did such naughty things to me. I groaned, loving the way her thighs flexed about my shaft, her pussy humping. Those little titties massaged me. 
 
    The pressure built fast. This new life had such intriguing possibilities. My chainmail jingled around my torso. I breathed in deeply, the earthy scent of the ruined temple filling my nose. It was all so real. So here. 
 
    This was incredible. Worth $50,000. 
 
    “Iris!” I growled. “Goddamn, that's good. I'm going to cum on you. Fuck!” 
 
    My cock throbbed and pulsed, twitching against the hum of her wings. Those kept me pointing straight up. Then my jizz fired from the tip. She thrust her head over it, eyes closed. The second blast engulfed her little features in my jizz. I soaked her in a thick coating of cum while the pleasure slammed through my body. 
 
    “Shit, shit, shit!” I grunted, my body trembling through the bliss. It felt incredible. Stars danced before my eyes. “That's fucking amazing.” 
 
    The cum spilled down her face to her shoulders. More jizz fired up in the air and rained around us. The pleasure filled my mind with bliss. It felt more powerful than any orgasm I could remember. My body spasmed. 
 
    I heard her sucking. The cum on her face drew into her little mouth, exposing the features of her face coated in a layer of pearly spunk. Her tongue licked out, seeming too big. It crossed her entire face, devouring all the cum adorning her. 
 
    “Oh, that's so yummy!” she moaned and ducked her head in for the final blast. 
 
    The weak, watery spurt only coated her face, but she loved it. She rubbed her cheeks and nose into my slit, reveling in it. Her wings hummed so fast. They blurred. The sound increased, her body pulling against my cock. Then she slipped off and shot up into the air. She hit the ceiling in a burst of pink dust. 
 
    “Iris, fuck!” I snarled, struggling to rise. 
 
    “I'm okay!” she moaned and appeared out of the cloud. “I'm a pixie. Takes more than a little conk on the head to slow me down.” She zoomed down, her body entirely clean of my cum. She planted a kiss on my nose. “How do you feel, Marcus?” 
 
    “Fucking fantastic.” 
 
    She giggled in delight. “That's what I want to hear.” She struck a pose in the air, hands on hips, head thrown back. Somehow, her pink hair rippled in a breeze I didn't feel. “I am the great and amazing Iris! Pixie extraordinaire!”  
 
    “Yes, you are,” I said. 
 
    “Ooh, ooh, and you're Level Two. You have more Hit Points and Technical Points, your Strength went up two whole points because you're a Fighter.” She grinned at me. “Do you feel stronger?” 
 
    “I don't know,” I said, lacing up my breeches.  
 
    “Well, it's incremental, but as you gain those levels, you'll grow. You're lucky to be a Shardhunter and able to gather experience and take it into you to make yourself stronger.” 
 
    “Ah, that's how it works,” I said. 
 
    “And, and you gained a new skill! Vigilance! It's a Passive Camp Skill that gives an increased chance of gaining an advantage in a camping ambush.” 
 
    “And camping's how I regain my Hit Points and Technical Points.” 
 
    “Outside of leveling,” she said, nodding. “It's also a great time to get to know a pretty lady or three.” 
 
    Or three... “I like your attitude, Iris.” 
 
    “Well, I am your helper. I should be compatible with you.” She turned around and bent over, flashing her little pussy at me. “See how wet I am. If only you could fit your cock in here, but you're toooooooo big.” 
 
    “That's never been a problem for me,” I muttered. Then I leaned in and licked her pussy, swiping across her rump and ass. She tasted like... apricots. “Damn, I like that.” 
 
    “So did I,” she cooed.  
 
    I picked up my discarded shield. I had to actually hold it. The shield had weight. On the inside, there was an iron band I slipped my arm through and then a handle I held. I hefted my copper ax and sheathed it on a loop on my belt. Curious, I tapped her belly. 
 
    The menu appeared, dazzling like a hologram before me. It showed my stats. I had 48 HP and 12 TP now. My Strength had gone up to 14 but my other three primary stats, Dexterity, Faith, and Intelligence had not changed. Somehow, those generated my four secondary stats: Vitality, Resilience, Knowledge, and Perception. Not surprisingly, Vitality and Resilience were higher than the other two. So I wasn't as good at figuring out lore or spotting things, I guess. But I could take hits and probably resist status effects. 
 
    The other menus, like for Options and Items were missing. And there was no Lore menu, either. It was just character stats, info on my weapons—which were all basic, Level 1 gear—my abilities, and my traits. I guess I had the items in my belt pouch. It seemed small to hold two potions and coins. I reached in and felt nothing. 
 
    My brow furrowed. 
 
    “Just think about it,” Iris said with a patient reminder. 
 
    I thought of the Potion of Diluted Angel Passion and suddenly I felt it in my hand. I pulled it out and nodded. It was a strange hybrid of realistic physics and video game logic. I pushed it back in and felt it dematerialize.  
 
    “Well, I guess we should press on,” I said. “You said this was a temple to some fertility goddess.” 
 
    “Shuwëmeri,” she said. “She would be horrified by what I've seen. Look, it's been defiled.” 
 
    She pointed to bloody runes drawn on the wall. It still looked tacky, like it wasn't more than a few days old at most. “Those cultists that old man mentioned.”  
 
    “Right,” she said. “Shall we rescue the maidens fair?” 
 
    I smiled. One of those girls would be a quest reward. I said, “Let's brave these perilous ruins and save them from the foul cultists who have so churlishly taken them.” 
 
    Iris giggled. “Your speech got all serious and stuff. I like it. Verily, I doth declare, let us sally forth and kick ass!” 
 
    She darted ahead, leaving a streak of pixie dust in her wake. 
 
    She soared towards a hallway mouth with a curtain of vines. It grew dark beyond, but she shed light, blowing like a bobbing lantern. I pushed the fronds out of the way with my right hand. My fighting hand. The feathery tendrils caressed me. They had a wet scent about them. Almost like moss. 
 
    The walls here were made of the same mortared brick. They sagged in places, bowed outward or buckled inward. Stones had shifted, the mortar crumbling. The ceiling looked precarious, like one wrong stone knocked out and it would drop on my head. Water trickled down, bringing an earthy musk with it. 
 
    Did I get thirsty? Hungry? I didn't notice a food system when I was playing the game, but maybe I missed it. No, one of the daughters was a cook. How did that work? I felt full for now. I guess I hoped that Iris wouldn't have led me in here if I didn't have what it took to sustain my life. 
 
    The corridor had several rooms branching off. One had caved in, rubble spilling to the door. The next had rotten furniture. A dresser or cabinet. The metal fixtures had tarnished to a bluish-green, the verdigris dribbling down the wood. A musty smell lingered. I moved on, my heart beating faster and faster. 
 
    The feeling of being alive. Not an office slave crammed in a cubicle. Not a middle manager clawing his way towards the executive office. Not a schlub who'd reached the top and was now realizing how empty it all was. That work to get there only have everything you care for crumble from your grasp. I didn't live before. 
 
    I worked. 
 
    I smiled and moved faster. This young body was in better shape than I'd ever been. I rounded the corner, Iris buzzing beside me. The hallway stretched out before us, a statue in an alcove broken in half, revealing a hollow shell. Bits of and pieces, a nipple on a breast, a dainty nose, several fingers, lay amid the dust and detritus on the floor.  
 
    They crunched beneath my boots. 
 
    A whimpering yelp drifted down the hallway. A cry for help. A woman in danger. I grinned. She needed a hero to come save her. Marcus Aurelius, Shardhunter. Fighter. I drew my ax and readied my Yell. Ahead, the corridor widened onto a dark room. 
 
    “Please, please, you don't have to do this!” the woman gasped. 
 
    “You're airy existence is just what the Destruction needs,” a harsh voice rasped. 
 
    Iris squeaked in alarm. 
 
    I burst into the room to find a shaft of sunlight falling on a makeshift altar. A woman, but not human, lay bound to it. She had blue skin, her body tall and lean, petite. Her small breasts quivered as she fought against the bonds binding her hands and feet to the slab of stone. Her white hair—not from age given the firm loveliness of her body—moved like an unfelt breeze gusted through the room. Her head tossed back and forth. 
 
    She saw me. Gray eyes locked on me. 
 
    “Please, please, save me! They're going to kill me!” 
 
    They turned out to be three men wearing black, rotting robes that hung over their emaciated frames. One turned his head to face me, human, but eyes maddened. He held a rusting dagger in a gnarled grip. He turned back to her and muttered in a harsh language. 
 
    “Foul Dēmodith,” gasped Iris. “The language of demons and the Dark Gods of Chaos. They must serve Rūzem, God of Decay and the opposite to fertile Shuwëmeri.” 
 
    The muttering was reaching a higher pitch. The woman screamed for help again. If I kept to the right side of the room, I could bypass them. The exit lay beyond. The cultist hadn't aggroed on me. This was a sidequest.  
 
    Optional content. 
 
    Maybe if this was a game, if I had controllers in my hands and a VR headset on I might skip it. Might. But I was here in the flesh and blood. An adventure. Seeing her bound naked and these three foul men muttering incantations over her set my blood to boiling. 
 
    I Yelled. 
 
    The roar surged through me and infused me with power. Strength. I felt it coursing through my body like an extra-wild jolt of adrenaline. I felt invincible. Ready to destroy these cultists. I charged forward, boots thudding on the ground. 
 
    “Beware their daggers!” Iris called. “They look foul. Stained. Something festers on them!” 
 
    The cultist I charged finally realized the danger as I fell on him. I raised my ax. There was no button click. No menu I had to navigate. I knew how to deliver Hard Strike. I slammed my Level 1 Fighter skill into him, feeling the potential, martial might in my body surging to fulfill the need. 
 
    My copper ax slammed down and crashed down into the cultist's upraised arm. A deep blow, cutting through his rotted robe and into his arm. Bone shattered. He snarled, but not in pain, in ecstatic joy. His face twisted with an almost sexual mania. 
 
    “Fucking sadomasochistic perv!” I growled and wrenched my blade free. His ruined arm collapsed, his dagger held in the other. He went to stab me, but my ax fell down harder. I buried it into his chest, cracking ribs and his sternum. Hitting lungs and heart. His eyes widened. In that last moment, I witnessed horror. 
 
    Then he collapsed to the ground; his body wrenched free of my ax. 
 
    “Fair maiden, I am Marcus Aurelius, and I am your champion!” I bellowed, this rush of invincibility surging through me as the other two cultists rounded the altar. 
 
    They hissed at me, robes whisking as they rushed at me. One had brown spittle bubbling at his lips. He had a look of abject rage in his eyes. He reached me and thrust in with his knife as I swung my ax hard at him. 
 
    He ducked. 
 
    His knife slithered past my shield and cut into the meat of my inner arm. Pain exploded through me. A festering, burning agony. The wound turned black. Rotting blood pumped out, a thick, dark gunk. It devoured up my arm, consuming my vessels from the inside. 
 
    “God fucking damn shit!” I snarled, my fingers clenching on my shield. It kept hurting. “A damned DOT at level 2?” 
 
    DOT, Damage Over Time, was an ability that would keep hurting me. I felt my Hit Points dwindling with every heartbeat. How long would it last? Would I survive it? Did the rules of a video game apply enough, or had I just gotten some virulent infection that would kill me? 
 
    Rage surged through me. 
 
    Hard Strike slammed into the bastard's shoulder. I ripped back my weapon and used it again as he recoiled back. The damage was overkill. I split his skull open. I roared my triumph over the grizzly death and kicked the bastard back. My shield arm boiled with pain, feeding my righteous satisfaction in killing him. 
 
    “Stab me, you pencil dick pissant!” I bellowed. 
 
    Footsteps whisked behind me. He attacked in fast. I raised my shield up to catch the rusted dagger. It gouged into the wood. My TP dwindled with my HP. I was down to enough TP to use Hard Strike one more time, and then I would be out. I wouldn't get any more until I leveled or camped. 
 
    And I didn't feel like I would level. 
 
    The pain in my arm begged me to use the ability. To kill this last cultist before he hit me with that blade, and I suffered more pain. The gamer in me thought of resource management. This was a dungeon slog. I had to conserve. Use abilities at the right time. 
 
    “Dammit!” I growled and attacked, feeling the strength of yell flagging. Twenty seconds seemed like an eternity in the midst of the fighting, but it was almost up. 
 
    My ax hit the cultist in the arm, leaving behind a bleeding wound. He exulted like the others, his lips curling back to show rotting teeth. Black pits dug into stained enamel. Cackling, he thrust his dagger at me again and again. I blocked the two hits and swung, biting into his side. 
 
    Blood welled across the copper head of my ax. It stained his foul robes. He staggered and recovered, a low swipe that ducked under my shield and slashed across my leather pants. The blade cut flesh. 
 
    The agony devoured up and down my leg. I snarled, the burning reaching to my groin. It hurt worse than my arm, which was dying down. I howled and swung my ax in a brutal swing that caught the cultist in the neck. 
 
    Blood spurted. Sinew severed. Half the head leaned over. Then the cultist toppled to the ground, twitching on the buckled stones. I staggered into the shaft of light bathing the blue-skinned woman. I leaned on the edge of the altar, feeling my HP dwindling fast. 
 
    “Goddamn!” I spat. “That fucking hurts, Iris.” 
 
    “Festering wounds,” she said. “How are you?” 
 
    “It's going away,” I panted and stared down at the sylph. She stared up at me with such joy on her lips, arms thrust over her head, body quivering.  
 
    “Thank you!” she said, tears beading her eyes. “Thank you, good Shardhunter!” 
 
    I nodded, the pain in my leg dwindling as the DOT ran its course. With a snarl, I slammed my ax down into the rope binding her arms over her head. My weapon cut through it with ease. 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Three: First Quest Completed 
 
    The moment my ax severed the rope a surge of energy shot through me. 
 
    I gasped as all the pain vanished. The lingering ache from my two wounds faded. The martial energy, my TP, flooded through me. I felt stronger. Invigorated. I laughed as I instinctively knew that I had hit Level 3.  
 
    I completed the quest and the XP put me over the edge. I grinned down at the woman as she sat up, pulling at the ropes bound at her wrists, gratitude shining on her blue face. She looked young, eighteen or nineteen. Her white hair whipped around her, affected by a breeze that didn't caress me. Iris zipped around, clapping and celebrating my victory. 
 
    I sheathed my ax and attacked the knots at the bound woman's dainty feet. Her toes wiggled as she came free. Before I could say anything, she threw herself at me. She had her arms around me, her naked body pressed against my chainmail-clad body.  
 
    My shield fell from my left hand. 
 
    “My brave hero,” she said, her gray eyes dewy. They were as soft as clouds promising a light rain. “You have my eternal gratitude!” 
 
    Her lips seized mine in a hot kiss that erased thought. I groaned as I stumbled back from the altar. The cultists' bodies had melted away. The signs of battle gone. No blood marred the floor. Was that natural? 
 
    I didn't care. My dick throbbed in my leather pants. My hands grabbed the shapely ass of the Sylph. I clutched hard to her. I held her, my fingers digging into her delicious rump. All thought flew out my mind as her tongue played with mine. Her hair danced around her face, brushing my cheeks, swirled this way and that by the breeze only she could experience. 
 
    She broke the kiss and moaned, “You said you were Marcus, yes?” 
 
    “Marcus Aurelius,” I said, grinning at her. My fingers dug into her shapely ass. “At your service, lady...?” 
 
    “Haîcze,” she said. “I'm a Sylph explorer.” 
 
    She leaned in and kissed me again. Her tongue darted around inside of my mouth. I loved the feel of her. She tasted so delicious. Iris was a beautiful pixie, but she was only a few inches tall. This was a woman; my reward for the side-quest.  
 
    She grabbed at my belt around my waist, fumbling at it. With deft skill, she had it off and dropped it to the ground. My chainmail hung only from my shoulders. It clinked as she drew it up, dragging the heavy metal with eagerness. Our kiss broke as she exposed my muscular chest. 
 
    “Oh, my,” she gushed at the sight of sculpted pecs and rippling abs. I had bulging biceps, muscled like a maiden's fantasy. She quivered, her hips wiggling from side to side. Her moans echoed through the room. “You are a powerful fighter.” Her eyes flicked down to my leather pants. “Does your cock match the rest of your prowess?” 
 
    “Only one way for you to find out,” I said, grinning at her. 
 
    Her hair gusted around her head, whipped up by a cyclone. Sylphs were an air elemental, right? Explained the air.  
 
    Haîcze fell to her knees and attacked the lacings. Iris buzzed over her head, wings humming with excited delight. The Sylph ripped down my leather pants. My cock popped out, thick and hard, thrusting from my black bush.  
 
    “Oh, my,” she gasped, one blue hand grabbing my cock and the other cupping my balls. She gave them a gentle squeeze. “Such prowess. We might breed a changeling today.” 
 
    I grinned, remembering all the races in this... world. One of them was half-fey. Changelings. “I bet we can. I got the fertility to knock up an entire village.” 
 
    She gave a wicked laugh. “Wouldn't that be something to witness.” 
 
    Haîcze engulfed my cock in her hungry mouth. She sucked it past her lips. I groaned at the naughty slide of her tongue over the crown. Iris had felt great, but this was a proper blowjob. How long had it been since the ex gave me one? 
 
    Fifteen years? Longer? 
 
    “Yes,” I groaned, my nuts twitching in her massaging fingers. She kneaded them, teasing them. She coaxed the pressure to rise towards the tip of my cock. My chest rose and fell, the pleasure already building. 
 
    She sucked with hunger. Her gray eyes stared up at me, brimming with desire. Her lips sealed about me, sucking and bobbing. She twisted her head. Her tongue caressed around me. She made such wicked slurping sounds while her hair danced in a gentle breeze. 
 
    I savored her warm mouth around me. Iris grinned at me as she hovered in the air. She played with her hairless twat while Haîcze worked that mouth up and down my cock. She twisted her head, rubbing my spongy crown across her tongue, the roof of her mouth, the inside of her cheeks. 
 
    She knew how to please a man. 
 
    “Damn, Haîcze,” I said, surprised I managed to get that name out. “You got a mouth on you.” 
 
    She popped off and said, “Mmm, my people have a reputation to maintain, don't we?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said then groaned as she blew on my cock. 
 
    The air gusting out of her mouth caressed over the tip and spilled down the shaft in wild eddies. My sensitive tip drank it in. I groaned, reveling in the pleasure. Her saliva evaporating off made the air feel cool, a welcome contrast from her hot mouth. My dick throbbed while her other hand massaged my nuts. 
 
    Then she engulfed it again, sucking hard. My entire body twitched. My cock's head felt more sensitive after being blown on. The pleasure was more intense as she worked her mouth up and down my cock. 
 
    She must have the Fellatio trait, popped through my mind at that moment. It was a heavenly blowjob. 
 
    When she popped off a second time, I let out a long, slow groan as she blew over my cock. She could exhale and exhale and exhale, caressing my dick's spongy tip with these wonderful currents of air. They drifted down to my balls, massaging them amid her fingers' lithe grip. 
 
    She sucked my dick back into her mouth with hungry passion. 
 
    The pressure swelled to the tip of my cock. I groaned, my dick throbbing and dancing in her mouth. I couldn't take much more of this. It was ecstatic. A wonderful joy to experience. My heart pounded in my chest. The pleasure swelled towards a feverish peak. A wild explosion of rapture that would fire my cum into the depths of her mouth. 
 
    “Fuck, yes, Haîcze!” I grunted. 
 
    “Cum in her, Marcus!” cheered Iris. Her wings fluttered, her fingers plunging into her little cunt. “Just give her all that seed!” 
 
    “Yes!” I growled. “I'm almost there...” 
 
    Haîcze's tongue slid up the crown of my dick and probed into my slit. 
 
    “Fuck!” I gasped and exploded. 
 
    I pumped my cum into her mouth. Spurt after spurt of my jizz spilled into her. It fired hot and fast into her. I groaned, my balls tightening. The pleasure surged through my body with the eruptions. I groaned with each one, savoring the bliss. 
 
    Little lights danced before me. I tossed back my head, bellowing out my pleasure as the rapture surged into my mind. It was incredible. I felt so alive. So young. So ready to kick ass in this fantasy heaven I found myself in. 
 
    “Goddamn, Haîcze!” I growled. “Got a mouth on you, don't you?” 
 
    She slid her lips off and stared up at me. “What about you? Do you have a mouth that's good for more than grunting and groaning?” 
 
    How long had it been since I ate pussy? Decades. Since I married that emasculating bitch? 
 
    “You'll just have to find out.” 
 
    She laughed and bounced to her feet, her hair swirling. I expected her to stand, for me to fall to my knees, but she kept rising. She lifted up before me, her bluish flesh sliding past. She rose almost to the ceiling, her legs snapping wide, then she sat down on my shoulders in a burst of air that rippled over me. Her hairless twat right before my mouth. 
 
    That sweet musk filled my nose. 
 
    “Didn't know you can fly,” I groaned, grabbing her ass while she seized my black hair. She held on tight. 
 
    “I can hover,” she said. “Briefly. I am a Sylph.” 
 
    “I can fly!” Iris said and zoomed around her. 
 
    “You have hardly any mass,” said Haîcze. “I have more weight in my tit than you do in your whole body.” 
 
    “And what small tits they are,” I said, staring up at those jiggling breasts, but a different musk drew my attention. The juicy flavor of hot cunt. My mouth salivated. I stared at the hot flesh right before me. She dripped with her juices. I licked my lips, hungering to feast on her. To devour every bit of her. 
 
    I would show her my skills. 
 
    My hands grabbed her rump. I held on to her tight and buried my face into her twat. She gasped as my tongue darted through her folds. I licked and lapped. My tongue feasted on her juicy flesh. She gasped, her thighs squeezing about my face. She groaned, her breasts jiggling above my head. They were ripe and delicious. A perfect pair of tits to stare at. I hungered to enjoy them. 
 
    My fingers dug into her rump as she humped her pussy into my mouth. My tongue plundered her sweet depths. She had a light freshness to her juices. They flowered like nectar. My fingers clenched and relaxed on her, pulling her tight against my face, reveling in the taste of her. The flavor. 
 
    Her breasts jiggled as she squirmed on me. She whimpered in delight, her hair dancing about her head, whipped by those winds that caressed her lovely body. She clenched and relaxed about my face, holding me to her hungry twat. 
 
    “Oh, yes, yes, Shardhunter!” she gasped. “Oh, Marcus, you are a skilled duelist.” 
 
    “Mmm, I'll defeat that pussy,” I growled and fluttered my tongue up and down her cunt. I caressed her juicy folds and battered that clit. 
 
    “Yes, yes, defeat my cunt and earn your creamy reward!” she moaned. 
 
    I shifted in place, my leather pants around my legs. I held her up, reveling in this wicked delight. Her fingers dug into my hair. Her hot pussy rubbed into my mouth. Cream dribbled over my chin. Down my throat. I thrust my tongue into her and enjoyed the taste of her wonderful passion.  
 
    More and more of her cream leaked out of her. It was very nearly a flood now. My fingers along her butt-cheeks as she shifted and humped against me. One dipped into her butt-crack. A naughty idea popped into my head. 
 
    “Ooh, a sally from the rear!” she moaned. “Yes, yes, go for it! Press your attack, mighty fighter!” 
 
    I caressed her sphincter with my digit. I stroked her in circles as her pussy melted about my tongue. I thrust into her. Plundered her. She gasped in delight. Her pussy squeezed about my face. She whimpered and moaned, her small breasts jiggling above me. 
 
    Her tight asshole convulsed around my digit. Her pussy juices gushed out of her. I gulped down her sweet cream as she howled. A wind stirred around me, caressing around my dick, swirling, teasing, caressing it. 
 
    “You have defeated me!” she gasped, bucking on me. “Mighty fighter! Marcus! Slayer of pussy! Oh, yes, yes!” 
 
    She leaned back and let go of my hair as I feasted on her climaxing twat. Her tits heaved. Her stomach flexed. Then she fell off of me. Her body twisted in the air. The wind whipped around her, slowing her fall, letting her spin around and stretch out on her back. 
 
    She landed like a leaf on the stone floor, soft and gentle. She grinned, spreading her legs, her pink depths gushing her juices. They spilled in a puddle on the ground. She wiggled her hips, her eyes sparkling with naughty delight. 
 
    “You have slain me, so come and earn your reward!” she moaned. “See if you can't make a changeling in me!” 
 
    “Go, Marcus, Go!” cheered Iris. “Breed that Sylph bitch!” 
 
    “Least he can fit his cock in me,” Haîcze said. 
 
    Iris bristled. 
 
    I chuckled and then fell to my knees. I was on Haîcze in a flash, bracing myself on my strong arms. Muscles rippled. Her eyes stared up at me with a lust I'd never seen in a woman. A true desire for me. Something that couldn't be faked. 
 
    She grabbed my cock and stroked me. “Just sheath that mighty blade in me, Marcus.” 
 
    “Gladly,” I groaned and lowered myself.  
 
    I pressed my cock into her hot flesh. Her lithe, blue thighs wrapped around my legs. She gripped me, a large smile spreading over her lips. I rubbed my cock up and down her, gathering up all the wonderful juices coating her. 
 
    She trembled, her eyes wild. Then she gasped as I rammed into her. I sank into her pussy. Her hot flesh engulfed me and... Something swirled around in her. A light breeze caressed my cock along with her hot flesh. 
 
    “Damn,” I groaned. 
 
    She winked at me. 
 
    I leaned down and kissed her. I let her taste her cunt juices as I bottomed out in her. My larger dick filled her. She felt so tight about me. And that pussy sucked at me. It was so incredible to enjoy. I groaned into her mouth, her pussy squeezing and clenching about me. 
 
    I slid my right hand up her body, squeezing her small, perky breast. Firm. Youthful. What a delight to feel a tit in my grasp again. She groaned and the wind gusting through her pussy increased, almost sucking at me. 
 
    Her thighs wrapped tight around my legs. I didn't even have to fuck her. I could just stay still and let her windy cunt do all the work. 
 
    But what type of man would that make me? 
 
    I drew back my hips and slammed into her. I buried deep and hard. She gasped and groaned, kissing me with hunger. Her tongue swirled through my mouth. Her lips almost sucked at me. She held me tight. 
 
    I squeezed her hips as I buried into her gusty cunt again and again. I rammed into her over and over, reveling in the feel of her. The delight of her delicious twat. She felt incredible about me. She sucked at me. 
 
    Literally. 
 
    I felt the winds pulling at my cock as I drew back. I groaned, my balls tightening. I ached to fire my seed into her fertile cunt. To have my first child. I plowed into her. Fucked her. My dick churned her up while her pussy massaged me.  
 
    I broke the kiss. “Damn!” I grunted, squeezing her tit. “Your cunt is amazing.” 
 
    “So is your cock, mighty Marcus!” Her body quivered. “Oh, yes, yes! Stir up my cunt! Give me another orgasm.” 
 
    I winked at her. 
 
    Haîcze laughed in delight. She nuzzled her nose against mine, her white hair dancing. She kissed me again. She felt delicious about my cock. Her windy pussy swirled faster around my dick. Such a delight to enjoy. I groaned, coming closer and closer to erupting. 
 
    Then she moaned. Her pussy gusted. Her flesh writhed while a cyclone howled around inside of her. The vortex sucked at my shaft. I gasped, drawn to the hilt in her. I groaned into the kiss, my balls aching as I experienced a delight no man ever had. 
 
    I broke the kiss and howled, “Holy shit!” 
 
    I erupted. 
 
    “Yes, yes, make a changeling in me!” she howled as my cum fired into her.  
 
    Hot spurts of jizz pumped into her flesh. I groaned, my eyes shooting wide. Stars danced before me. The jizz rushed out of my balls. Sucked out by the tornado cunt spasming around me. I groaned and bucked, rubbing my chest into her small breasts. She whimpered and moaned, her snatch drawing out more and more of my cum. 
 
    “Shit!” 
 
    “Oh, Marcus, knock her up!” Iris moaned. “So hot to watch!” 
 
    “So hot to feel!” I groaned, my body trembling atop the Sylph. 
 
    Haîcze clung to me. She held me tight as my cum pumped over and over into her snatch. That wonderful pleasure swept through me. I groaned as it hit that amazing peak. I fired that last blast into her windy pussy. 
 
    “Mighty, Marcus, yes!” 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Four: Trapped in Slime 
 
    I rolled off of Haîcze, gasping and panting. 
 
    “Damn, that was incredible,” I groaned. This game was amazing. I don't know—don't care—how I ended up here. That was worth the pain I suffered. The danger.  
 
    That was a reward for a quest. 
 
    Haîcze giggled. She didn't so much as stand as float up to her feet. She then swayed away, my cum spilling down her thighs, pearly white against her blue flesh. She went to some discarded gear and picked up a cloud-white thong made of cloth. She stepped into it and pulled it up her legs, bending over and flashing that jizz-stained twat at me. 
 
    Then she pulled the thong up and into her butt-crack. She settled it properly, wiggling her hips and showing off that ass. It was gorgeous. Her small breasts quivered as she picked up a matching top, a pair of small triangles and thin ties that she bound behind her neck and in the middle of her back. She adjusted her tits to fit in it. 
 
    It offered no protection whatsoever. The only other item she put on was a matching, white belt festooned with pouches. She wrapped it around her waist and buckled it before bending down and picking up a javelin. She slid it down her back, somehow the ties of her bikini top holding it in place. 
 
    “Mmm, here,” she said and opened her pouch. She pulled out a crystal shard. It looked a pale blue, almost misty, like a sky seen through the last moments of fog before the morning sun burned it away. “A shard for you, Shardhunter.” 
 
    She tossed it at me. 
 
    I sat up and caught it. I felt the small crystal pulse and gust with possibility. Adventure. “Thanks,” I said, arching an eyebrow. “You leaving?” 
 
    “This place is too dangerous for me.” She paused, hip cocking. “Though, I might come back after you finish clearing it. Poke around, see what you missed. Or maybe you'll find me at your camp waiting for you. If you'll have me.” 
 
    I smiled at her saucy tone. “I'll have you.” 
 
    I shuddered as I felt something shift between us. She whimpered and then nodded before she sauntered back towards the entrance, the side-quest sauntering towards the entrance, finished in the dungeon. 
 
    But she'd be waiting for me at my camp. 
 
    “You got the first member of your harem!” cheered Iris. “Five more slots available.” 
 
    I grinned, liking the idea of recruiting support NPCs to my camp. Women in my harem.  
 
    I thrust the Shard into my own pouch, feeling it vanish into its extradimensional space. I drew on my clothing and armor. I picked up a discarded shield. I felt amazing. I had gained a level. I had so much ass-whupping I could unleash now. I just had to go out there and— 
 
    “Wait, wait!” Iris said as I marched for the exit. “Don't you feel the chance to upgrade?” She zipped in front of me. “Huh, don't you?” 
 
    I frowned at her. I focused on my martial abilities and... There was something about both Yell and Hard Strike. Something... malleable. I could make Yell last longer, have a quicker recharge, or boost how much it buffed me. With Hard Strike, I could reduce the toll it took on my martial reserve or increase the amount of damage it did. 
 
    I went with that. I felt the knowledge of how to hit even harder. It would take a bit more to unleash, but I had a bit more martial power to spend. I nodded, liking this system. It let old abilities stay relevant longer. 
 
    “Well, Iris? Shall we find more sexy women to rescue?” 
 
    “Mmm, just promise to fuck them as hard as Haîcze,” she moaned, this dreamy look in her eyes. “I came five times watching you two. Five!” 
 
    I winked at her. 
 
    The door exiting the large room led to a corridor that was a mess. Walls had buckled. The ceiling had collapsed in areas, forcing me to squeeze through tight gaps in the rubble. And then the boundary changed. It was like part of the building had collapsed because I found a wall bisecting the hallway. One opened onto a room that could have been a bedroom, based on the smashed wood and the moldering remains of cloth. The other was a corridor. A little larger, a moldy carpet that might have once been pink running down it. I squeezed through into the hallway. 
 
    The roof was missing here. Chunks of it lay on the ground before me. The forest grew overhead. Vines reached in. Puddles of stagnant water beaded in the corners. I marched on, using my ax to hack through the vines that draped down from gaps in the ceiling. At the end of it, I found stairs leading down and the hallway ending abruptly against the thick foliage of the forest.  
 
    So dense, I'd need to be a lumberjack to chop my way through the trees. 
 
    I went down. 
 
    The stairs spiraled. Water at one point had run down the middle, carving a gutter into the stone runners. It grew dark again, but I had Iris to light the way. She glowed as she bobbed beside me, shedding light. I reached the floor below. The stairs used to go farther, but they had collapsed. 
 
    I stepped out and found another one of the red-skinned orcs. I hacked through him with ease, needing only a Yell. In the surrounding rooms, the walls as crumbling as elsewhere, I found a few more of the orcs lounging or napping. I fell on them, dispatching the lower-level foes with ease. I only took one hit. 
 
    It hurt even through my armor, pain bursting through me. But I was a mighty fighter. So I pressed on. 
 
    My experience total slowly climbed as I worked my way through the squatting orcs who'd taken over this area like a makeshift barracks. It grew wetter. The walls ran with water for twenty feet. Fuzzy moss grew in green streaks, following the mortar. An earthy smell filled my nose. 
 
    Beyond, I found more of the cultists. They were isolated. Muttering their prayers to makeshift altars of crumbled stones and broken furniture. I took another cut fighting them but put down three of the bastards. The pain burned across my cheek as I moved on. 
 
    “Damn, why do they have to have DOTs,” I muttered. 
 
    “Probably because they don't clean those knives,” said Iris. “All manner of nasty things festering on them.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I muttered, my mood growing foul. The pain made my eyelid twitch until it finally, mercifully, stopped. 
 
    I rounded the corner and grinned as I came across another one of those cultists. He had his head lowered in prayer. Unlike the others, a faint bit of smoke curled out from beneath his ragged robes. I caught a glimpse of dark-red leather boots peeking out. 
 
    That gave me pause. But he was alone. His muttering echoed through the hallway, a mad derange that crackled from a rasping voice. He rocked back and forth, his muttering rising and falling with his swaying motion. 
 
    I rushed forward, ax raised. 
 
    I didn't see the alarm I triggered. I struck something with my boot, a thin cord. It jerked and snapped, ringing a bell. The cultist whirled around in a blur of motion. He snarled and then flames burst up his body, raging beneath his robes. They wreathed his hands. His dagger. He gave an exultant shout and lunged at me. 
 
    I blocked with my shield. A burst of flames spilled over the top, sparks spraying across the rim into my face and delivering stinging pain. A few Hit Points of damage. I grimaced and Yelled my way out, my ax flying down and slamming into his chest, delivering a hard blow of damage. 
 
    “Marcus!” squeaked Iris. She danced around my head, light flashing as I recovered for my next attack. “Look out!” 
 
    “I got this!” I growled and slashed in at the cultist reeling from my blow. My ax hit him. 
 
    As a pair of cultists lunged in from the dark rooms on either side of me. 
 
    Before I could react, two blades jammed through links in my armor and stabbed into my side. Two festering wounds blazed through my flesh. My teeth ground together as I whirled to face them, ax slashing, delivering a Hard Strike. 
 
    I took one cultist's head off. A crit. His body staggered into the other then collapsed, spasming. The other hissed at me and then slashed wildly with his knife. I caught the first and second blows on my shield, iron scraping against wood. I delivered a Hard Strike as he cut me, leaving a deep scratch down my arm. 
 
    “Mother fucker!” I snarled as my blow killed him. 
 
    I slammed my boot down. I snorted through my nose and kicked the body. These DOTs hurt. Three burned across my body, sapping my Hit Points. But I had more now. I leaned against the wall and panted.  
 
    “Ooh, ooh, look at this,” said Iris, descending down to hover over the downed cultist. “Those must be rare. Flamedust boots. Once a day, they will wreathe you in flames and deal extra fire damage to your enemies.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I muttered, my face smarting. “I noticed.” 
 
    Looting in this world wasn't like a video game. No right-clicking on a corpse and selecting it from a table. No auto-loot option. I had to bend down, unlace the boots, and pull them off. They smoked from the soles, a faint heat wreathing around them. I undid my own and to my delight, they fit my feet. 
 
    I swear they grew larger. 
 
    Donned, I could feel them lurking in my mind. The ability to activate them if in need. I gathered some coins from the cultists' pockets. I considered my HP. I had a pair of healing potions, but my Hit Points were still high enough.  
 
    I didn't need to top myself off. 
 
    I pressed on and the hallway hit a branch. I looked right, left. I heard a faint sound. Was that a scream? It echoed. Curious, I headed down towards it, wondering what I would find in the dungeon next. Maybe a chance to be a hero again? 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    “No, no, no,” Maria du Marne groaned.  
 
    This wasn't supposed to happen. She wasn't supposed to fall into something like this. 
 
    “Please, please, I'm not into this!” she gasped, holding her copper short sword in a shaking hand. She swiped it wildly before her. “Just... be a nice slime. Okay? I'm not food.” 
 
    The slime, a type called a yellow jelly, oozed towards her with reaching pseudopodia. It was just so icky to Maria. She whimpered. She might be a Level 3 Fighter, but she didn't want to fight something this disgusting. 
 
    “Please, please be a good slime,” she said, backing up. “There's some nice cultists I fought down that other hallway. You could go eat them.” 
 
    The yellow jelly burbled. It was a mass of translucent flesh the size of a boulder. A writhing, oozing boulder. It reached closer. She moved back on her heeled, brown leather boots. They rose to the mid-thigh of her shapely legs. A loincloth of copper chainmail swung down over her crotch and her curvy rump, hanging from the heavy sword belt she wore. A bikini top of matching chainmail cupped her round breasts. Those jiggled as she quivered. 
 
    You can't be a coward. Everyone is counting on you, thought Maria as she kept retreating. “Come on, slime, they're already dead. Doesn't that sound better than me?” 
 
    Maria had thought she could explore the temple. The only Shardhunter in her village who wasn't sick. She had come here to this temple to save everyone, but she couldn't handle one slime. It was her level. She just had to attack it, but... 
 
    “Why does it have to be so disgusting!” she wailed. 
 
    Then she hit the wall. 
 
    The slime's pseudopodia lashed out and grabbed her boot-clad thigh. It wrapped around her, growing narrower as it elongated. It slithered up and up her leg. She whimpered as it touched her silky thigh. It climbed higher beneath her chainmail. It reached for her pussy. 
 
    “No, no, no!” she shouted. “I'm a virgin!” 
 
    Not a good thing to be when grabbed by a slime. 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Five: Dissolving Armor 
 
    The shouts were whimpers. Feminine whimpers. I had another woman to rescue. Time to be a hero again. 
 
    I burst into a run, charging down the corridor. Iris bobbed before me, illuminating the way. She trailed pink sparkling dust. The woman shouted again. Her voice clearer as I neared a room ahead. My boots echoed through the ruined temple. 
 
    “Please, please, I'd rather you eat me, slime!” the woman moaned. “And not that sort of eating!” 
 
    I flew into the room, casting my gaze around. On the far side was a scene straight out of hentai. Tentacle hentai. 
 
    A young woman, her mane of long, red hair spilled about her face as she squirmed in the face of a yellow slime. It had its tentacles wrapped about her. One appendage had pushed up a copper, chainmail bikini to squeeze a pair of round breasts. The ends of the slime engulfed her nipples, pulsing like they worked a pump on them, sucking on them. Her legs were wrapped up and spread wide. A chainmail loincloth had been shoved to the side, revealing the slime's appendage rubbing at her red bush, massaging her. 
 
    “Please, please, I'm a virgin!” she whimpered. “I don't want to lose my cherry to something this icky!” Her green eyes fell on me. “You, you! I'm a fighter, too! You've got to help me! Please! Don't let this nasty jelly molest me! I'm too young to die like this!” 
 
    A Fighter? Her. On the ground by the slime oozing around her feet lay a copper sword, one of the other starting weapons for my class. I rolled my shoulder and rushed to defend her. She might be helpless, but there was only one creature in this dungeon that should be molesting her. 
 
    Me! 
 
    My Yell echoed as I rushed forward. Her green eyes stared at me with such hope while she shuddered in the slime's oozing embrace. The slime rippled as I came closer. Two bulges formed, then tentacles lashed out at me. 
 
    I caught the first one on my shield. A burst of yellow jelly spilled around it and splashed on my face. Acid sizzled across my shield and skin. I snarled against the pain, feeling it eating away at my flesh. The second slammed into my leather pants, dissolving through my clothing and burning across my leg. 
 
    “Holy shit!” I growled and hurtled a Hard Strike at the tentacle wrapped around my thigh. I struck the jellied appendage, my ax cutting deep, but not enough to sever it. 
 
    The pain roiled through me. The acid bled into my blood, sizzling me from the inside. My Hit Points dwindled fast. I slammed my ax's blade into the tentacle a second time and cut through it. I gasped, stumbling back as it splattered around my boots, sizzling on the leather. 
 
    “Oh, no!” gasped the Fighter. “You're going to lose!” She started sobbing, a loud wail bursting from her. “And I'm... going to be... molested... and... and... eaten...” 
 
    “I'm not dead yet!” I snarled and activated my new boots. 
 
    Flames rippled up my body. I felt them burning beneath my clothing. A heat that caressed my skin. It should be hot enough to burn me but didn't. It burst out through the gaps in the chainmail. It raced down my arms to my hands then up my ax. The copper tip burst into flames. 
 
    I roared out my triumph, cold adrenaline pumping through my body, driving back the agony of the acidic DOT dwindling my Hit Points fast. This thing hurt more than the damned cultist. It gurgled as I rushed forward. 
 
    Three tentacles rushed out at me, drawing mass from those wrapped around her perky tits. They shrunk while the jelly quivered. I swung my shield, battering two to the side, acidic droplets spilling over the room and splashing across my face and neck, each one a puckered kiss of pain. 
 
    My flaming ax crashed into the third, slicing right down the front of it, the flames burning into the jelly. It gurgled in obvious pain. All its tentacles writhed, including those wrapped about the girl's legs, tits, and arms. 
 
    “Don't like that, huh!” I snarled and delivered a flaming Hard Strike onto a tentacle. 
 
    It severed. A pile of jelly splashed sizzling onto the ground. A stench not unlike stomach bile filled my nose. I laughed and charged forward. I wouldn't be beaten. I didn't lose contests. “I am Marcus Aurelius, and I'll scrape you off the bottom of my boots!” 
 
    “Go, go, Marcus!” cheered Iris. 
 
    A thick tentacle launched out at me. I raised my shield to block. At the last moment, it bent around it and slammed right into my face. Burning acid spilled into my mouth and nose. My Hit Points burned along with my flesh. I screamed as it drove me back. 
 
    My ax hacked. Slashed. I burned the last of my TP on a final Hard Strike, dealing damage to the tentacle. I couldn't see anything but yellow. I struggled to breathe. The inside of my mouth hurt. I hurtled towards critical HP. 
 
    I slammed my ax into the tentacle. Once, twice. A frantic rhythm. The third one hacked through the thick appendage. The slime around me, firmed up for a moment then became as runny as pussy juices. It spilled down my face. I spat the foul stuff out. 
 
    “Marcus!” screamed Iris.  
 
    The DOTs still ravaged me. My Hit Points dwindled. The female Fighter wailed louder, sobbing about my impending death. I sheathed my ax with blinding speed. My hand shoved into my pouch. The healing potion filled it. I slammed back the sweetest thing I'd ever drunk. 
 
    The passion of an angel. 
 
    The pain in my mouth vanished. Across all of my body. My Hit Points rose. Twenty fresh ones. It didn't bring me back to half, but it was enough to get me in this fight. I'd hurt the slime, too. My Yell had worn off, but that didn't matter. I would kick its ass. 
 
    A fire crackled across my skin as I charged not at it, but around it. I leaped over a swiping tentacle and headed for the fighter. I slammed hard at the thinner tentacles binding about her breasts. I cut through them. The yellow jelly spilled over her tits and then foul stuff rolled down to her lean stomach. 
 
    “Get your sword and get in the game!” I roared and turned, slamming a deep blow into the body of the monster. Flames sizzled it. The jelly gurgled. 
 
    “But, but!” she gasped. “It's icky!” 
 
    “It's going to kill you!” I roared and struck again. “You're a Fighter, aren't you! A damned Shardhunter! Well, time to nut up and fight.” 
 
    “R-right!” she said. She didn't sound convinced. 
 
    I kicked her sword to her. It slid into her boot. 
 
    The jelly lashed a tentacle that struck my stomach. Acid burst between the gaps in the chain, inflicting pain across me. The DOT devoured through the Hit Points the potion had restored. I sheathed my ax, drew my last potion, and downed it. 
 
    27 HP. Would it be enough? 
 
    Had to be. I was out of everything. No TP. The boots were enchanting me, but I wouldn't have another YELL for another minute. The fight wasn't lasting that long. It was do or die, and I wasn't about to die my first day in my new paradise. 
 
    Not when it meant this hottie would follow into the grave after me. 
 
    I hacked through a tentacle wrapped around her leg. She gasped as it spilled slim down her thigh-high boot. Then she acted. Still wailing, she bent down and picked up her sword. She held it in a trembling grip. 
 
    “You're so disgusting!” she cried and, to my shock, closed her eyes.  
 
    She swung a powerful stroke at it. Her own Hard Strike that buried deep into the jelly, hacking out a chunk of oozing slime. She opened her eyes and blinked them. She looked stunned that she had done it. 
 
    Then she flashed me the biggest smile in the world. “You're amazing, Marcus!” 
 
    I winked at her and then turned back to the slime. 
 
    It roiled back from us, diminished. Yellow slime coated the stone floor. It rippled and then a new barrage of tentacles, thin like spines, lanced out at us. I thrust myself before her and raised my shield. They struck across the surface, impacting hard. 
 
    “You meanie!” she shouted and raced around me. She hacked at the tentacles, cleaving through them. Then she gasped as one struck her thigh. Her flesh sizzled. She staggered and cried out in pain. 
 
    “Don't relent!” I shouted and charged in.  
 
    A tentacle slammed into my chest. The acid burned across my chest. The DOT chewed through my HP with my every heartbeat. But I reached the core. I slammed my flaming ax down on it once. Twice. A barrage of attacks. 
 
    Her sword lanced in. She shouted, stabbing with a wild stroke. Watery ooze burst from it. The thing gave a gurgling sigh. A mighty bubble rose from the center and burst across the top, spraying acid around that hit me, sizzling on my hands, doing a few more points of damage to me. 
 
    I was down to critical. 3 HP. Was this it? Had I saved the girl and died? I raised my ax for the next blow while watching for the attack. 
 
    It didn't come. 
 
    The bubble popping had triggered something. The cohesion keeping the jelly together was lost. It spilled out in a puddle that sloshed around our boots, filling in cracks in the stone floor. My experience bar rose and rose, climbing me towards level 4. 
 
    I didn't reach it. 
 
    “Damn,” I muttered, my chest rising and falling. “That—” 
 
    The female Fighter threw herself at me, hugging me tight. Her naked breasts pressed through the holes devoured into my armor by the acid, touching my bare skin. The girl clutched to me and let out a feverish burst of joy. 
 
    “You saved me!” she cheered. “Oh, you saved me from being eaten by that nasty slime!”  
 
    “Yes, I did,” I said, loving the feel of her nipples. 
 
    She froze in her bouncing. She glanced down at our chests pressed together. Scarlet, a hue as deep as her red hair, suffused her cheeks. Then she squeaked and spun around from me, her hands covering her breasts. 
 
    “You... you... My naked... Pressed into... I... Nooooo!” she wailed. Her hands worked, shoving down her chainmail bikini. She trembled, her embarrassment so cute. Her mane of red hair swept down her back, the metal loincloth swaying over her cute ass, almost showing off the dividing cleft of her crack. 
 
    “I'm going to melt away,” whimpered the girl. “Just melt away.” 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Six: Attraction Building 
 
    I can't believe I pressed my naked tits against him, Maria du Marne thought to herself as she finished adjusting her chainmail bikini. She wanted to melt away in embarrassment. This heat rippled through her virgin body. 
 
    The contact with him sparked this strange fire inside of her. She had never felt it so intensely before. Though the slime had molested her, rubbing at her pussy lips and her nipples, the arousal it had kindled had intensified inside of her when she hugged the man. 
 
    Not even when she kissed her sweet Derrick, sharing chaste smooches beneath the village's cherry tree, had she ever felt anything like the throbbing heat of her nipples rubbing into his strong, muscular chest. Her defender stood so much taller than Derrick. Broad in the shoulders. The newcomer's black hair flowing down to his shoulders. He had a square jaw and a bold nose. Confident. Masculine. He stood powerful even in the tattered chainmail and leather pants. 
 
    Adjusted, she turned around to face him, her breasts rising and falling, and not just from the exertion of the fight. She rested her hand on the pommel of her sword as she studied him. The defined pecs glimpsed through the gaps in the acid-pitted armor. He gave her a thick grin that made her shiver. 
 
    Blushing more, she blurted out, “Hi, I'm Maria du Marne.”  
 
    “Marcus Aurelius,” he answered, his blue eyes flicking up and down her body. That stirred more naughty tingles through her. 
 
    “Oh, no, you look hurt,” she said, trying to distract herself from this hot itch between her thighs. “I wish I had a healing potion, but I doffed my last one fighting those cultists.” 
 
    “Foul things,” he said and stared around the room. “I'm out of TP, too. You?” 
 
    Maria nodded. “I almost made it to level four, but not quite. I suppose we should camp.” 
 
    “Together?” he asked, glancing at her, his eyes piercing. 
 
    She shuddered, this fire blazing hotter inside of her. It felt so naughty. So wicked. She tried to think of her shy, skinny Derrick. She licked her lips, wetting them, before saying, “Well, this is a dangerous place. Perhaps... perhaps we should party up.” 
 
    “That is a great idea,” said the pixie that darted around Marcus. Her wings fluttered, her naked body a blur. 
 
    “You have a pixie!” she gasped. “I heard only one in a thousand Shardhunters gets one.” 
 
    “Yeah, the PC's,” Marcus said. 
 
    “Peesee?” Maria cocked her head. “I don't know that word. Is that a special type of Shardhunter?” 
 
    “Very special,” Marcus said. “You must be an NPC. Probably here so you could join my party.” 
 
    “This is destiny?” gasped Maria, her body trembling more. The heat in her only quickened. “We were meant to find each other? You were meant to save me?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “Doesn't this just feel scripted to you?” 
 
    “Maybe,” she said. “Ordained by the Gods of Light and Order.” 
 
    “Then, welcome to my party,” Marcus said, holding out his hand. 
 
    Maria took it and shuddered. She felt the magic of the agreement settling over her. There was something in her that just yearned to submit to him. To obey his orders, as was only proper when supporting the party leader. 
 
    Like I obeyed his orders to fight. If he hadn't shouted at me, I would have been useless. We're the same level, and he carried me through the fight. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    I could almost feel my connection to Maria, not the harem connection, but a lighter one. More ephemeral. 
 
    She was setting up the Camp, pulling out all the stuff to start a fire from her pouch. She spread out a bedroll on one side and then produced what looked like a plucked chicken and skewered it on a roast. The smell already drove away the lingering scent of bile. We were on the far side of the room from the slime. She had picked up her shield, discarded in the middle of the room, and sat down. She had damage to her thigh-high boots, but her gear wasn't in as bad a shape as mine. My shield had pits in it, my chainmail large holes in the chest and stomach. 
 
    I peeled that off. “Iris, how do I fix this?” 
 
    “Camping or level-ups will trigger the minute enchantments all Shardhunter gear possess to repair damage,” she said. “So long as it's not completely destroyed. Oh, and the passion of Dryads, an earth fey, can also repair the damage when it is distilled and concentrated into a paste and combined with Mossywood Bark.” 
 
    “Good to know,” I said. Then I tapped her. The menu popped up. I had the stats of a second character to look at. Maria. She was my party member. If I remembered the game correctly, you had to “seduce” party members into your harem through dialogue options and getting to know them. Their personalities would determine how to woo them. 
 
    Her screen popped up. A Level 3 Fighter, like myself. Her gear was comparable in stats, though intended only for female characters. She had no special equipment like my boots. I glanced down at her traits. 
 
    She had Sword Master, the one she gained for taking her class and choosing her starting weapon. I had Ax Master. I could use any weapon available for a Fighter, but I would do more damage with axes. She had Map Maker, which seemed to make her good at navigating dungeons. She seemed a little flighty, but it would be useful down here. Submissive was interesting to see. She seemed more than willing to set up camp and follow orders. 
 
    I could use that in seduction. 
 
    Fellatist made my dick throb and... There was a last one that was partly grayed out. It had a progress bar on it. Tentacle Lover. That wasn't a choice I remembered on the starting screen. “Iris, what's this?” 
 
    “Ooh, she's made progress on an advanced sexual trait,” she said. “A kinky one.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. She must have liked what the slime had been doing to her even if just a little.  
 
    “It'll be an hour on dinner,” Maria said. She glanced at me and blushed. “You took off your armor?” 
 
    “It's pretty tattered,” I said, advancing on the campfire.  
 
    She nodded. “Um, do you want me to be Vigilant?” 
 
    It took me a moment to remember what she meant. The camping skill, Vigilant, would help us from getting ambushed while we were sleeping. I wasn't sure how this camping stuff worked, but I gave her a firm nod. 
 
    “Do it.” 
 
    She smiled, seemingly grateful that she was useful. 
 
    I moved around the fire and pulled out my own bedroll. I put it not opposite hers across the fire, but to the left of hers. I sank down on it, watching her cook while her chainmail bikini shifted over her breasts. I guess that didn't irritate her. Come to think of it, I wore that over my skin without any padding. Realism sacrificed for ease of sexiness. 
 
    Not that I minded. She was lovely.  
 
    I had to talk to her. There was no dialogue tree popping up, no choices for me to make, so I had to make my own. I hadn't flirted with a girl to get her to go out with me since I met my wife. I hoped I wasn't rusty. 
 
    “Looking for adventure?” I asked. 
 
    “You mean, by coming into this dungeon?” She glanced at me, her green eyes reflecting orange in spots. “This was the last thing I ever thought I would do. I'm no Shardhunter. I never dreamed I would ever leave my village.” 
 
    “Yet here you are. How'd that happen?” 
 
    She shifted, her breasts swaying. Through the little gaps in the mail, I could see her erect nipples. Interesting. Aroused from the fight? My dick twitched in my leather pants as I scooted closer to her. She stared down at her lap. 
 
    “I'm looking for something.” 
 
    “So you're on a quest?” 
 
    She nodded. “I need to find the Tear of Ethileri. It's an angelic artifact.” 
 
    “And this used to be a temple before the Shattering ruined it.” I looked around. “Before Shuwëmeri abandoned this temple and let it fall apart.” 
 
    She gave a slow nod. “That's the idea. I need to find it. Things are getting bad in my village.” 
 
    There was real pain in her tone. I straightened up and then I placed a comforting hand on her knee. “Okay, if it's here, we'll find it.” 
 
    She glanced at me. “No questions? No concerns? What if you want to keep it for yourself?” 
 
    “You came here to save your village, but I just want to rescue beautiful maidens.” I gave her the suavest grin I had in me. “And you're in need of rescue, aren't you?” 
 
    “There's no icky slime trying to molest me now.” 
 
    “That's not what I mean.” I scooted closer to her. “You're scared for your people. All that burden is on your shoulders, and you just want someone to help you, don't you?”  
 
    She glanced at me and bit her lower lip. Then she nodded her head, relief flowing across her face. “There are no men in our village that can do it. They're all sick.” 
 
    “All of them?” My thumb stroked her knee. 
 
    “It's called the Cock-Wilt Plague, and it's slowly killing all the men in my village.” 
 
    I winced, not liking the sound of that. 
 
    “First it makes them impotent, then it shrivels their danglers, and last they die. And if we lose our men, what hope is there for our village? We've been cut off from the outside world since the Shattering. Our own little part of it. So when it fell, something had to be done. I couldn't let him—them!—die.” 
 
    “Of course you couldn't,” I told her, my hand sliding up her thigh. She shuddered, glancing down at my hand. She bit her lower lip again.  
 
    Would she remove it? 
 
    “You're a hero at heart. You knew someone had to do it.” I scooted onto her bedroll, my hand stroking up and down her thigh. I ached so badly for her, but I didn't want to rush this.  
 
    She swallowed. “In our village's old temple—we abandoned it because the gods cursed us—I found a shard. I thought it was a sign. When I grabbed it, I glimpsed this temple and I just hoped this was it. This was where I had to go.” 
 
    “How do you even know about the Tear?” I savored the feel of her silky thigh beneath my hand. “I mean, if your people abandoned the temple.” 
 
    “Not right away,” she said. “The priests lingered for a while, trying to convince us that the Hierophant had every right to condemn the Inferius Empire, and our little village, to the Shattering. That this was our punishment for our hubris. The gods trusted the Hierophant. So must we. But no one listened. The last priest was driven out from the temple and the village proper. I used to visit him. He lived on the edge of the boundary, by the shimmering wall of purple around us. He told me stories. The Tear of Ethileri can cure any disease. It was shed by an angel when the dreaded Blackspot Fever ravaged the Inferius Empire a thousand years ago. It cured it and was placed in a temple to be safe.” 
 
    “So believing him, you used the shard, and stepped through like the brave woman you are,” I said, leaning closer and closer. 
 
    “I donned the armor of the old fighter who used to defend our village before the shattering. I stole it out of the village elder's house. Then I came here. I was so scared.” 
 
    “But you fought your way in.” I drifted nearer to her lips. “You were doing so well.” 
 
    “Than that darn, icky slime.” Maria shuddered. “It... it... touched me and now... Now I'm just so...” 
 
    “Frustrated?” 
 
    She nodded, her breasts rising and falling. “You shouldn't be touching me like that.”  
 
    I slid my hand down her thigh to her chainmail loincloth. My fingers were poised to just slide under her. To caress her. “Like this?” 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered. Her lips were so red and kissable. “I'm... I'm... You see...” 
 
    “It's okay. I'm always gentle with maidens on their first time.” My fingers slid beneath her chainmail and found her pubic hair soaked by her excitement. I pressed deeper. “I'll make sure it doesn't hurt. That you'll enjoy it.” 
 
    “That's not why,” she stammered. “I... I...” She gasped as I stroked up and down her pussy lips. “Marcus!” 
 
    “Maria,” I said. “You are gorgeous. Beautiful.” 
 
    “And you're so handsome and... and...” Her eyes closed. She drew in a deep breath. Then her head moved towards mine. Her head tilted, perhaps by instinct. Our noses slid past each other. 
 
    Our lips met. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Seven: The Fighter's Passion Unleashed 
 
    The moment our lips met, passion exploded through her. 
 
    She kissed me with fire, her mouth moving on mine. Both her arms snaked around my neck. She pulled me tight and then down atop her body with a hunger that shocked me and aroused me. Her virginal desire met with the horniness the yellow jelly had stirred in her flesh, turning her ravenous. 
 
    She kept her eyes closed as our tongues danced and dueled. She shuddered as I settled on her. I felt her chainmail bikini against my chest, her breasts firm beneath me. Her thighs rubbed on my legs through my leather pants. My hands stroked her sides, caressing her hot skin. 
 
    I reached the sides of her bikini. 
 
    I pushed the metal up, feeling the woven links rubbing on my skin as I exposed her tits. She groaned into the kiss, her naked nipples and breasts rubbing against my chest. My thumbs massaged the sides of them while our tongues dueled and danced. 
 
    I broke the kiss, groaning, “Maria.” 
 
    “We shouldn't be doing this,” she whimpered. 
 
    “But you want to do this?” I said. 
 
    Her hands slid down my back. Her fingernails bit into my skin. “Yes!” she moaned with a fierceness. “I do!” 
 
    She pulled me down for another kiss. She had strength in her, a Fighter like me. Her tongue jammed in my mouth while her body shuddered beneath me. I groped her right breast with my left hand, massaging her, my thumb sliding beneath us to caress her nipple. 
 
    She moaned into my lips. 
 
    I had to play with her tits. Suck on her. Love her. This virgin Fighter was such a treat. She made my dick so hard. She had me throbbing and aching. My tongue danced and dueled with hers. Her fingernails dug into my back. 
 
    I broke the kiss, loving how she whimpered. It was so wonderful to have such a sexy woman to make love to. I nuzzled down to her neck. I kissed and nibbled there, teasing her, loving her. She gasped and moaned, trembling beneath me. 
 
    “Marcus,” she groaned. “I can't believe I'm doing this. I want you. Take me!” 
 
    “When you're ready,” I told her. I kissed down to her collarbone. “Just relax and let me love you.” 
 
    She nodded, biting her lower lip. 
 
    I smooched down her sternum, both my hands squeezing her round, firm breasts. I kneaded them. I kissed over her disarrayed chainmail armor spilled over her tits. Then I nuzzled between her tits. She was eighteen, barely legal in the real world. Here, she was ripe and beautiful. We were in a temple of fertility, enjoying each other the way this place intended. 
 
    I kissed at the inner slope of her right breast. My lips nibbled up the side of her. I smooched and kissed, rising higher and higher on her. She groaned as I came closer and closer to her nipple. To loving that nub. My tongue flicked out, eager to drive her wild. I darted over her breast. I caressed her. Teased her. 
 
    She moaned as my tongue danced around her nub. I caressed around her wonderful, pink areola, savoring the texture. Her body trembled. My fingers massaged both her breasts. My lips nuzzled into her nipple. I sucked on the nub. 
 
    “Marcus!” she gasped. “Oh, Marcus, that feels amazing.” 
 
    She'd wanted this for so long, and I was the one to claim her. Red hair spilled across her bedroll. The fire crackled, slowly cooking our dinner. I sucked and nibbled on her nipple, loving her as I gave her the pleasure she craved. 
 
    Iris watched us, peering with such delight at us. She was on her knees before the fire, one hand between her thighs, the other squeezing her breast. Her little wings fluttered as she watched me make love to the fighter. 
 
    “Your mouth, Marcus!” Maria whimpered. “Oh, yes, yes, your mouth.” 
 
    I sucked on her nipple, drawing her areola into my mouth. Then her nub popped out of my mouth with a loud plop. Her breast jiggled. It swayed and rippled. Her nipple glistened with beads of my saliva. I grinned and then darted over to her other nipple. 
 
    She squealed as I flicked it. I batted it with my tongue. Her breasts jiggled. She squirmed beneath me, her armor rattling. Her hands ran through my dark hair as I engulfed her nipple and sucked hard on it, my cheeks hollowing. 
 
    “You're making me feel so hot and naughty, Marcus!” she moaned. “Oh, yes, you are!” 
 
    I popped my mouth off. “Oh. Where?” 
 
    “Down there!” 
 
    I grinned. “Down where?” 
 
    “Don't make me say it,” she whimpered. “It's so embarrassing.” 
 
    “I think you have to say it,” I said. “Tell me. What do you feel?” 
 
    “My... my... My pussy feels all so hot and aching and... and... I want you to do it. To take me. To break my virginity!” 
 
    Her moans echoed through the ruins. Iris nodded her head with vigor. 
 
    “I can handle that,” I said and then kissed at the bottom slope of her breast. 
 
    “Please,” she moaned with feverish need as I kissed her ribs and moved lower, smooching down to her stomach. “No, wait, Marcus, you're going the wrong way. That won't... get your... dangler in me.” 
 
    “My cock?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, yes, your cock,” she groaned. 
 
    “Let me just enjoy you first,” I said, licking my lips. “Let me eat you out and make sure your pussy is nice and wet and ready for me.” 
 
    “It is!” she gasped as I kissed along her flat, toned stomach. “Oh, Marcus, it is. I just... It's so deep in me. I know your... your cock will reach it.” 
 
    “Mmm, but this will make it even better,” I told her. 
 
    I reached her bellybutton. I sealed my lips around it and sucked. She gasped then squealed when my tongue penetrated it. I swirled around inside of her. She squirmed, her stomach flexing and relaxing. Her body bucked and shuddered. Her legs quivered and kicked. 
 
    My hands slid down her toned stomach and found the leather sword belt. I undid the buckle as I made her burst into gasps and giggles. I undid it. her chainmail rattled. I lifted up as I pulled it away, unveiling her dark-red pubic hair covering her virgin pussy. The spicy-sweet scent of her twat filled my nose.  
 
    I loved the melange of flavors. The aroma tickled my nostrils. 
 
    My mouth salivated. 
 
    “Marcus!” she gasped when I buried my mouth into her twat and feasted. 
 
    Wet pubic hair rubbed on my cheeks My hands gripped her thighs as my tongue darted up and down her virgin slit. Her spicy and sweet juices coated my lips. My taste buds. I groaned. I had never tasted pure pussy before. Never had a girl who'd never been with a man. 
 
    This was incredible. 
 
    I couldn't stop licking her. My tongue slid through her pubic hair, caressing her tight slit. None of her inner labia peeked out. I just caressed the outer edges of her feverish flesh. She gasped and squirmed, writhing on the ground as I teased her. 
 
    Devoured her. 
 
    My fingers slid down her thighs as I licked her, my tongue just poking between her outer vulva. My digits pressed through her wet fur to rub at her hot flesh. I pulled her apart and lifted my head to gaze at her. 
 
    “Oh, Marcus, you're exposing me!” she gasped. “That's so embarrassing.” 
 
    “And beautiful,” I groaned as I stared at her pink lips. Her labia gleamed with her cream. Her little clit peeked out of its hood. 
 
    Her thin hymen covered the entrance to her depths, full of little holes. It just needed my hard cock to penetrate into her. My dick throbbed in my leather pants as I leaned my head down. Iris's wings buzzed faster while Maria let out cute whimpers, her hands rubbing at her face. 
 
    “Marcus,” she groaned, then she shuddered as I made contact. 
 
    I licked and lapped up and down her pussy lips, her silky pubic hair rubbing against my mouth. I dragged across her hymen, savoring the taste of her sweet and spicy juices. They melted in my mouth while the fighter shuddered. She gasped and whimpered, writhing on her back. 
 
    Her breasts jiggled as she bucked and twitched. Her moans rose above the sounds of the campfire, a delicious howl that mixed and swirled through the air. She squeezed her thighs around my head, her moans bursting with her passion. 
 
    “Marcus!” she whimpered. 
 
    “Yes, yes,” the little pixie whimpered, barely audible with Maria groaning louder and louder. 
 
    My fingers stroked her pussy lips as my mouth nibbled up to her clit. I kissed right on her bud. I latched on hard and sucked. She bucked in delight. Her breasts heaved as I played with that little delight. 
 
    My cock ached to be in her. To press through her hymen and into her untouched flesh. It would be an incredible rush. I swirled my tongue around her bud. Her fingers dug into her breasts. She gripped them as she bucked. 
 
    “This... this... It's... Marcus!” 
 
    “Don't hold back,” I growled and licked her clit. “Just let yourself explode.” 
 
    “Yes!” she moaned and did just that. 
 
    Her orgasm was obvious even without the gush of her spicy and sweet cream flooding out of her. The way she bucked. How her moans burst from her lips. Her face turned as red as her hair. Her tits heaved in her gripping hands. 
 
    I gulped down the virgin cream rushing out of her. I savored that wonderful flavor. I licked and lapped and gulped it down. The pleasure burst through my body. She squeezed her thighs around my head. She held me pinned to her pussy as she shuddered through her climax. 
 
    “Marcus! Marcus!” she cried out. “Please, please, now! I can't resist! Inside of me! It's too... I mean... Just... Just... Please!” 
 
    I rose, unable to resist being in her myself. This world was exciting. I unlaced my leather pants. My cock stretched them out. Then I shoved them down. I flopped out and she gasped. She stared at it with green eyes aflame with desire. She swallowed then trembled. 
 
    “You're a strong warrior,” I told her, crawling over her body. Her pussy juices dripped off my chin. “You can take this.” 
 
    “Yes!” she said, giving me a fierce nod. “I can. I will!” 
 
    I licked my lips, gathering her juices. I brought my hardon to her pussy, the pounding beat of my heart pumping screaming blood through my veins. My first ever virgin. I lowered myself on my elbow and rubbed my cock into her flesh. 
 
    She gasped, her eyes squeezing shut. Her features scrunched up like she braced for pain. For a blow to hit her. I leaned down and pressed my nose into hers, nuzzling against her dainty one. My weight was on her, her breasts rubbing into my chest. 
 
    “You're a fighter,” I said. “You can take this. Besides, it's going to feel amazing.” 
 
    Her eyes opened. “Really, Marcus?” 
 
    I winked at her. 
 
    She relaxed and moaned, “Please, please, take me!” 
 
    I kissed her and thrust. 
 
    She moaned into my lips as I pressed my cock against her hymen. I felt that membrane of flesh resisting my entrance. She squealed beneath me. Her thighs held me tight as her cherry stretched and stretched. She groaned. Her maidenhead quivered. 
 
    Popped. 
 
    I popped inside of her deflowered depths. She squealed into my lips. Her hot flesh welcomed me. I groaned as I slid deeper and deeper into her once-pure pussy. Her snatch embraced me with a tight grip. The silky glide of her flesh about my dick had my balls aching. 
 
    I went deeper and deeper. I kept sliding. She swallowed inch after inch of my cock. Her arms went around my body. Her fingernails bit into my back. I felt her strength as she kissed me back with hunger now. 
 
    She'd surrendered to me. 
 
    That submissive trait of hers at work. 
 
    I drew back my cock through her flesh. She moaned, clutching tight to me. It was incredible to be in her. To feel that wonderful sheath massaging me. She had the tightest pussy I'd ever been in. Her nipples rubbed hard into my muscular chest. 
 
    I drove forward hard into her snatch. 
 
    I buried deep into her. She gasped, her thighs squeezing about my hips. I broke the kiss and panted as I pumped away at her. I didn't hold back. She wouldn't break. We were at the same level. Skilled and dangerous fighters. 
 
    “Marcus!” she moaned. 
 
    “I know,” I growled. “You're going to cum again. On my cock.” 
 
    “Yes!”  
 
    Her joy shone through her. It was so intense to see it bursting in the depths of her green eyes. She whimpered and moaned, her pussy clamping down on me. She held me tight as I buried into her again and again. 
 
    “You're reaching so deep into me.” She smiled. “This is better than I imagined.” 
 
    “You should try it on my end. You are tight.” I buried into her, balls smacking into her taint. “I can't wait to feel you cumming around me.” 
 
    “I want that!” she moaned, squeezing and clenching. “Your cock's stirring me up. Oh, Marcus!” 
 
    She kissed me hard. Hungry. She thrust her tongue into my mouth as I drove into her pussy. Her juicy snatch held me tight. The pleasure rippled down my shaft. I groaned, my balls smacking into her with loud smacks. I pumped away at her. I buried to the hilt in her delicious cunt. Hard, fast, and wild plunges that filled her time and time again.  
 
    I reveled in the enjoyment of her pussy. In the delight of her hot cunt all around me. The silky massage built and built the ache at the tip of my cock. My balls smacking into her taint brimmed with cum. They grew hotter and hotter. 
 
    I reveled in her body beneath me. Toned and athletic and yet so vulnerable. Almost helpless, yet brimming with her feminine passion. 
 
    I stroked her sides as she rubbed my back. Our tongues dueled as I buried into her faster and faster. My need to cum swelled. I was so close to it, but I held off. I wanted to feel her deflowered twat spasming around me.  
 
    “Maria!” I gasped when I broke the kiss. “Show me your passion!” 
 
    “I'm almost there, Marcus!” she gasped. “Oh, yes, yes! I'm so close. Just... just... Yes!” 
 
    Her pussy convulsed around my dick.  
 
    I groaned as I buried into her hot snatch. Her flesh sucked at my cock as I drew back through her writhing depths. I rammed to the hilt in her, my balls growing tight. I groaned, staring into her face twisting in rapture. 
 
    “It's so good!” she moaned. “It's amazing! Oh, Marcus! Oh, yes, yes!” 
 
    “Damn!” I groaned. “Maria!” 
 
    I erupted into her pussy. 
 
    The pleasure of cumming in her shot out of me. It fired hard and fast. The pleasure slammed out of my cock and pumped into her writhing snatch. She gasped and bucked beneath me. Her cunt rippled faster around me. 
 
    “That's your seed!” she moaned as I filled her. 
 
    “Yes, yes!” I groaned. “In the temple to Shuwëmeri! Oh, damn, Maria!” 
 
    “So good!” 
 
    Her twat worked my cock dry. The pleasure slammed into my mind. Pulses of ecstasy that had my thoughts bursting with bliss. I kissed her, savoring the feel of her trembling beneath me. My balls unloaded in her. 
 
    Her lips tasted so sweet. She felt so amazing. My first party member. I wanted to keep her. To add her to my harem. My sexy fighter. We were going to kick ass in the temple tomorrow. We were going to quest together. 
 
    I broke the kiss and groaned, “I'm glad I found you.” 
 
    “Me, too,” she panted. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    I'm not a virgin any longer, flashed through Maria's mind for the dozenth time since Marcus rolled off of her.  
 
    The female Fighter pushed down the guilt. It happened. No taking it back. And... and... I'm still horny. Why stop now? Too late to change what happened. 
 
    I'm not a virgin any longer.  
 
    Maria wanted to do things with Marcus. He hadn't gone soft after cumming in her. His cock thrust up from his crotch, the shaft gleaming in her juices. Her passion had soaked his black thatch of pubic hair. She licked her lips as she rolled over onto her knees. He studied her, watching her breasts swaying. 
 
    I'm not a virgin any longer. 
 
    She stared at the cock that deflowered her. That big shaft that left her dripping with his seed. He leaked out of her. She shuddered, glancing at the little pixie masturbating. She was on her back now, frigging herself with her passion, squeaking in delight. 
 
    My cheeks burned. We were watched, too. 
 
    “Feeling naughty?” asked Marcus as she grabbed his cock. 
 
    “Yes,” she said, her cheeks burning. She'd never sucked on one before, but she'd always wanted to.  
 
    She licked her lips and then attacked it. Her tongue licked across the tip of his cock, cleaning off her sweet and spicy pussy juices. She shuddered and this little quiver of delight ran through her. She felt something brimming in her. 
 
    A slight increase to her HP.  
 
    It felt invigorating to suck his cock. She licked again, her instincts whispering to her. She just knew he would love this. Her hand stroked his cock while her tongue danced around the crown of his dick. She loved how he shifted and groaned. His muscular chest rose and fell as she caressed that tip. 
 
    Then she sealed her lips over it, holding her teeth back from grazing him. Somehow, she knew not to do that. Her lips sealed tight and she sucked. But she didn't just hold her head still. Maria moaned. She bobbed. She danced her tongue. 
 
    “Damn, you are a Fellatist,” panted Marcus. 
 
    Her cheeks warmed with embarrassment. She groaned and shuddered, sucking harder on his cock. She did feel this natural affinity for sucking his cock. She wiggled her hips from side to side, her pussy juices and his cum leaking out of her deflowered cunt. 
 
    I'm not a virgin any longer. 
 
    She bobbed her head, taking his cock to the back of her throat. Her sweet and spicy juices coated her tongue. This wicked heat rippled through her. She felt like she'd recovered another Hit Point. It made her eager for the finale. 
 
    One hand grabbed his shaft, pumping up and down as she bobbed her head, while the other cupped his balls. She kneaded them with gentle care. They brimmed with the cum he would shoot out and flood her mouth. 
 
    “Damn, Maria!” he groaned, using that strange curse. Not a one she was used to. “That's good. Fuck, yes, just keep sucking.” 
 
    His balls twitched in her massaging hand. 
 
    She fisted his cock faster and sucked harder. She hungered for his cum. To make him feel amazing. His chest swelled. His hand ran across his handsome face. The little pixie squeaked as she watched, writhing on her back. The campfire roared, the chicken cooking. 
 
    And Maria du Marne worshiped her first cock. 
 
    She loved it with her mouth. 
 
    Her lips. 
 
    Her tongue danced around it.  
 
    The salty flavor of his precum began to grow stronger as the flavor of her twat dwindled. She loved it, knowing it was a preview of the delight to cum. The former virgin slurped as hard as she could as she slid her lips up his cock until only the tip remained in her mouth. 
 
    Her tongue swabbed around his cock. 
 
    He growled. Grunted. Exploded. 
 
    “God fucking damn, Maria!” he barked as his cum flooded her mouth. 
 
    She gained two more Hit Points as she gulped down his cum. His salty seed splashed against the back of her throat before she swallowed him. Her throat worked it down. She whimpered and groaned, draining every drop out of his twitching balls. 
 
    His muscular chest heaved. His dick pulsed in her mouth. She swallowed more and more of his cum. That seed warmed her belly. It felt so right in her. She stared up at him, loving the way he smiled. Her pussy grew hotter and hotter. 
 
    “Damn,” he panted as she sucked out the last of his cum. 
 
    But she wasn't done with him. She wanted more. He didn't go soft as she popped her mouth off. With a moan, she lunged up and straddled him. He grinned at her as she held his cock upright. Her tits heaved as she lowered herself down to him. 
 
    I'm no longer a virgin. I've already done it once with him. Another time won't make this worse. 
 
    She surrendered to her lusts again and impaled her cunt down his cock. 
 
    Maria du Marne shuddered as Marcus entered her. Filled her. The young Fighter arched her back, her round breasts thrusting before her. Red hair danced about her shoulders. Her lean stomach flexed as she shuddered, savoring him inside of her. 
 
    It felt so blissfully right to her.  
 
    She squeezed her twat tight and rose up his shaft. Her cunt gripped him as she climbed higher and higher. He groaned, his hands grabbing her sides. His strong touch caressed her body as she rose and rose up his girth. Her pussy climbed that cock, the pleasure rippling through her. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she moaned, her eyes closing for a moment. She felt so empty. 
 
    So she slammed down his cock again. Her pussy took him to the hilt. Pleasure burst across her pussy lips and clit as they ground into his pubic hair. Her breasts heaved. He groaned as she engulfed him again. 
 
    Rose. 
 
    Fell. 
 
    His hands stroked up her body to cup her breasts. He kneaded them as she worked her pussy up and down his cock. She loved him. Reveled in the feel of his cock in her. She groaned, her hips undulating from side to side, stirring his cock around in her cunt. She reveled in the delight of him filling her up. She quivered at the delight of his cock being in her as she slammed back down him. 
 
    “Goddamn, Maria!” he groaned, his hands squeezing her tits.  
 
    His thumbs swept out and massaged across her nipples, caressing those hard points. Her eyes widened. Moans of delight burst from her. She shuddered, her passion singing through the air. Her pussy tightened on his cock as he pressed her erect nubs into her areolas. 
 
    He grinned at her.  
 
    She shuddered, staring down at the handsome warrior who had tamed her body. Taken her cherry. His blue eyes captured her. She quivered on him. Her hands planted on his chest. She felt the strength of him beneath her as she lifted her pussy up his cock. 
 
    “Oh, yes, Marcus!” she moaned, her pussy squeezing around his dick. “Mmm, you feel so good in me. Oh, yes, yes!” 
 
    She slammed down him again and again. She couldn't stop moving. She had to work up and down him. It brought her closer and closer to that naughty pleasure she chased. His hands gripped her breasts, held their jiggling delight in his powerful grasp as she held his cock in her tight sheath. 
 
    Her toes curled as she bottomed out on him again. Her clit burst with sparks. She gasped. Throbs from her nipples fed the heat swelling around his cock. The friction heated her cunt closer and closer to a boil. 
 
    She whimpered. Moaned.  
 
    Her pleasure surged through her body. She bottomed out on him and gasped. Her eyes widened at the rapture bursting through her body. Her hips swiveled from side to side. The feel of him was incredible. She groaned, loving every moment of working her twat up and down his cock. 
 
    “Marcus! Marcus!” 
 
    “Don't hold back! Be that fierce Fighter! That feisty warrior!” 
 
    “Yes!” she gasped, so eager to listen to him. 
 
    Maria du Marne came on his cock for a second time. 
 
    Her deflowered pussy writhed and spasmed as she rose up his thick shaft. She gasped at the heat burning through her body. She slammed back down him, engulfing him in her convulsing snatch. Her fingernails clawed at his chest. 
 
    “Marcus! Please!” she moaned. “In me! Spill your seed in me again!” 
 
    “Fuck, yes!” he growled, his fingers digging into her breasts. He bucked upward, thrusting his cock deep into her cunt. She gasped and moaned, rising on his dick, her pussy writhing and spasming around him. 
 
    She slammed down him as he erupted. 
 
    His cum fired into her cunt. Hot spurts of jizz flooded her. She moaned and gasped, her red hair flying about her face. Little Iris whimpered beside them while the female Fighter melted in ecstasy. Her juices gushed out of her snatch, bathing the male Fighter. The sweet and spicy scent mixed with the savory aroma of their cooking dinner. 
 
    “Jesus!” he groaned, crying out to some strange god. “Oh, yes, Maria! That pussy! Damn, you are incredible.” 
 
    Joy burst through her. She had gone way too far, but right now she didn't care. She leaned over him as her orgasm hit that bubbling zenith. She pressed her firm breasts into his chest. Her lips found his. Claimed them. 
 
    Her tongue thrust into his mouth. They kissed each other as she came down from her rapture, her pussy clinging to his cock. She didn't care about anything right now. All her problems were forgotten beneath the bliss this mighty Fighter beneath her had delivered unto her. 
 
    I need to be as strong as him, flitted through her mind. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Later, after we'd eaten, I'd made love to Maria again. Now she lay on her side, her back to me, my cock nestled against her rump. She used my arm as a pillow. We were sleeping rough, but this body didn't seem to mind. I stroked her and listened to her fall asleep. 
 
    My first day in this new world had gone amazingly. There was pain. Danger. But the rewards... Maria was a delight. My first party member. Hopefully, the next member of my harem. I could see myself loving her. 
 
    Caring for her. 
 
    I glanced at the dying coals of the fire to see Iris curled up and sleeping. I smiled. My little cheerleader was a delight in her own way.  
 
    Feeling contented, enjoying this life far, far more than I ever had my old one, I drifted off into sleep and hoped this wasn't a dream. That I wouldn't wake up at my computer chair and reenter the desolation of my life. 
 
    I'd found a better one here. 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Eight: Delving Deeper 
 
    I woke up to find Maria shifting and stirring herself. 
 
    It wasn't a dream.  
 
    I was here. In this fantasy world. I had survived my first night in a dungeon, made love to the beautiful Maria, and had not only her quest to succeed at but my own. I hoped those two daughters hadn't been sacrificed yet. If this world worked like a video game, their sacrifice wouldn't happen until the heroes arrived in the nick of time. 
 
    Would I succeed or die trying to save those girls? The risk was there. 
 
    Maria let out a sigh and then she gasped. She bolted upright, her red hair swaying about her face. She turned around and looked at me. Her cheeks went red as she clapped her hands over her breasts, hiding them from me. 
 
    “Little late for modesty, isn't it?” I asked, smiling at the cute way she acted. 
 
    “It's... I...” She squeaked and looked around. “Where's my armor? We have to get dressed and get moving.” 
 
    “It's over here!” Iris said. “Right where it landed when you two were getting amorous.” The pixie quivered. “And what an amorous display it was.” The pixie hugged her naked body and undulated like she writhed with a lover, kissing the air. “Oh, Marcus, take my virginity. Oh, yes, yes, Marcus!” 
 
    “I didn't sound like that, right?” groaned Maria. She dived for her discarded armor, what little she wore. We were in the “chainmail bikini” logic of fantasy where less was more for women. Somehow. 
 
    Maybe it was all that delicious flesh on display that distracted the monsters? 
 
    Maria pulled on her chainmail bikini, the copper links cradling those firm breasts. A hint of her pink nipples bled through in the small gaps. Her lean body stretched as she pulled on her sword belt and the dangling loin cloth that came with it, covering up the last of her. Then she set about pulling on her thigh-high boots. 
 
    I sighed. I should get dressed, too. There were two nubile girls to rescue from despicable cultists. 
 
    We broke our fast—look at me getting into the roleplay aspects—on hard jerky. It was chewable and had bits of dried fruit in it, too. It seemed hearty. Fortified with it, I glanced at Maria. She had her sword and shield out, hers identical to my wooden defense. She looked back with uncertainty in her expression. 
 
    “Follow me,” I said and something almost like gratitude shone in her green eyes. 
 
    We left behind the slime room and entered the tight corridors again. The floor buckled and sank into a depression full of brackish water. We waded our way down the flooded corridor, our boots slipping on the slime-crusted, submerged stones. We climbed out on the other side. Vines hung from the ceiling, Iris weaving beneath them. It was tense. Hard to see. I chopped with my ax to clear them out of the way. 
 
    “Marcus,” Maria whispered. 
 
    I glanced at her. She pointed down the hallway. My brow furrowed as I followed her gaze. Lurking in the shadows of an alcove, almost blending in with the darkness, was the outline of a figure in a robe. One of those cultists of Rūzem. The bastard lurked there waiting for us to stumble by. I set my teeth. I hated those bastards and their festering wounds. 
 
    “Sharp eyes,” I whispered.  
 
    “Always have had. Good for making maps.” Then she stepped closer, whispering, “There's two more of them farther down.” 
 
    “Let's hit the first one, put him down then face them side by side,” I answered. 
 
    She smiled and seemed eager for it. She had the Submissive trait which gave her a bonus to fighting when she followed orders. Ironically, but serving me she had a slightly better chance to land her attacks than me.  
 
    Together, we Yelled, buffing ourselves, and charged down the corridor, boots thudding. I raised my shield, battering vines out of the way. Iris cheered us from above, her light dancing over us. The cultist in the alcove cursed and stepped out. 
 
    He met a slashing ax and stabbing sword. My weapon crunched into his shoulder while Maria's buried into his stomach. The cultist groaned and fell twitching to the ground. He spasmed at our feet, his rusty, serpentine knife spilling out beside him. 
 
    The other two burst out, decaying robes flapping around their scrawny legs. Together, we raised our shields. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Maria du Marne shifted her stance, her heeled boots grinding on the stones. Yesterday, she had been so scared as she adventured through the ruined temple alone. She fought with passion and gained her first two levels, if only barely. Now she had confidence. Following Marcus's orders inspired her. She felt improved at his side. 
 
    The cultists lunged with their knives. Two dull thunks echoed as they hit her shield. She quivered, feeling the building of energy in her that she could channel into her martial ability. She dropped her shield and thrust forward. 
 
    Unleashed her Hard Strike skill. 
 
    With her fighting spirit already enhanced by her challenging Yell, her blade rammed fast. It plunged into the heart of the cultist's foul chest. His split and bleeding lips peeled back from brown-stained teeth. He gurgled as he dropped to the ground dead, only smears of his blood left on her sword. 
 
    Beside her, Marcus's stroke fell with equal force. His copper ax split the head open of the twisted human. He kicked the body off his ax, letting the cultist fall to the floor to join its companion. The pair twitched. 
 
    She gasped at the surge of revitalizing energy in her. She could feel herself gain that next level. Beside her, Marcus groaned, too. They hit it together. This rush of delight shot through her, full of the heat of last night's passion. She groaned as her thoughts expanded. 
 
    Shield Bash unlocked in her mind. It was all so clear to her to know how she could swing her shield into an enemy, disrupting their stance and ensuring that her next attack had an even greater chance of hitting a slippery foe. 
 
    “Damn, level four on the first battle after camping,” said Marcus. He grinned at me. “Maybe we should have pushed it yesterday?” 
 
    “It was smarter to camp,” she said. 
 
    “And definitely more fun,” he said, glancing up and down her body. 
 
    Heat rose in her cheeks. Maria du Marne shuddered. She couldn't let that happen again no matter how much she enjoyed it. Last night had been a mistake she could not afford to repeat. It was just the slime, she reminded herself. That wasn't you last night. You were afflicted with an aphrodisiac. Marcus just... gave you the antidote that you needed. 
 
    She tried to believe that lie. It soothed her conscience. 
 
    After the level up, she had more energy, able to take more damage and it unreleased more of her fighter skills. She was eager for more. Together, the pair pressed on into the depths of the dungeon. They flushed out another ambush of cultists and dispatched them with ease. Now Level 4 and working together with Marcus, she had the confidence to finish clearing the floor. 
 
    At the end of a corridor, they found a ladder in a hole cut into the floor. The temple was all jumbled up by the cataclysm that befell it after the Shattering. Marcus went down it first, the wood creaking beneath his muscled form. But it held. He stepped off and she heard the splash of water. 
 
    “A river's flowing through here now,” he said. “It's coming from a small cave and flowing down the hallway.” 
 
    “Can you get into the cave?” she asked as she descended. 
 
    “Iris could,” he answered. 
 
    As she reached him, she saw the small hole in the wall. A child could crawl through it, but not even an adult elf with their slender hips and shoulders could fit. Or so Maria believed. No one in her village had seen an elf, or another of the races, in a hundred years. 
 
    The water had eroded a culvert into the hallway. Muck and grime lined the banks. The walls gleamed wet. The water flowed to the hallway's end where it vanished into several cracks in the floor. They burst in a rotten door and found a bedroom. A rotten rug covered the floor, worn through in places and sagging in the middle. A bed lay to the right, its wooden frame cracked in places, the mattress a pile of moldering black. Her eyes swept across the room. On the far wall, she spotted a false wall. 
 
    “Secret!” she gasped and charged forward. 
 
    “Wait, Maria!” Marcus shouted as she rushed onto the carpet. 
 
    She stepped on the sagging middle while turning around to question his warning. Her foot hit the carpet and it kept going. She gasped. No floor lay beneath the middle of it. The rug whooshed as her weight plunged it and her into an exposed hole. 
 
    Maria screamed. 
 
    Marcus caught her about the waist and yanked her back. Below, the rug fluttered down to a deep pit whose bottom was lined with jagged rocks. Her heart pounded in her chest. She could have died from a fall that deep. She quivered in his arms, blood soaring. 
 
    She turned in his embrace and kissed him before she realized it. 
 
    Her lips melted on his. She trembled in his embrace, his arms around her, holding her. She felt his strength. That ache in her swelled again. The itch from last night returned. She wanted to sink to the floor, to revel in being alive in the most primal way possible. 
 
    Flesh uniting with flesh. His flesh. 
 
    She jerked back from him, panting, her cheeks burning.  
 
    “Maria?” he asked in amusement. 
 
    “Sorry, sorry,” she said, turning away from him. Her nipples poked hard against her chainmail bikini. It rattled as her breasts rose and fell from her hard breaths. “I didn't mean... I was just... Thank you for saving me.” 
 
    “We're a party,” he said. “And you never need to apologize for kissing me. Sharing... gratitude is always welcomed.” 
 
    I wanted to do so much more than that. 
 
    “What did you spot?” 
 
    She blinked. “What?” 
 
    “You charged out shouting 'secret.' You spotted something.” 
 
    “Oh, right.” A nervous giggle burst from her. “There's something hidden in the wall. I was just hoping it was the Shard I was looking for.” 
 
    “So you could get out of the temple and leave me all alone?” he asked as he strolled around the pit to the wall. 
 
    “I didn't say I'd abandon you,” she gasped. “I mean, I just need to complete my quest, too. I'll help you rescue those girls no matter what. You saved my life.” 
 
    “Just teasing,” he said, examining the wall. “Huh, I can just see it. You're perception's a smidge better than mine.” 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Maria's flustered behavior was cute. I couldn't help teasing her a bit. 
 
    I pried at the wall as she came closer. The stones were thin, only an inch thick, hiding a small compartment. A chest, the lock still intact and the wood bound in iron, lurked inside. I gave it a good smack with my ax, breaking open the top, and peered inside. 
 
    “There's an ax,” I said in surprise. “And some gold.” 
 
     I reached in and picked up an ax; the metal had a reddish gleam to it, the haft looking to be made of a finer wood. I frowned at how ungainly it felt in my hand. Heavy and unwieldy. I tried to swing it, but I almost fell over. 
 
    “Damn, what's wrong with it?” I asked, feeling foolish at almost falling on my face. 
 
    “You're under-leveled for it,” Iris said. “It's a Blood Bronze Ax. Need to be Level 5 to wield it. It has an increased chance to score critical hits. See, there's blood imbued in the bronze.” 
 
    “Strange thing to find in a temple,” muttered Maria. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, eyeing the chest. I bet the loot was randomized. “Well, I got something to look forward to.” 
 
    Maria smiled at me. 
 
    This section of the temple appeared to be the dormitories for the priests. We crept into the hallway together. Bodies lay on the beds, covered in cobwebs, reduced to skeletons. Dust coated the floor and walls in thick coatings. The cultist probably hadn't come down the ladder like we had but found another way through the temple. 
 
    I hoped we weren't on a dead end. 
 
    We passed room after room down a long hallway. The wooden doors had rotted off their hinges, lying on the ground, the boards devoured in spots by mold or wormed through by hungry termites or other burrowing bugs. Almost every room had a body, like the clerics who lived here had lain down, given up, and then surrendered to death. 
 
    Maria shivered. “I don't like this part of the dungeon. It feels sad, doesn't it? They must have been trapped when it first happened, growing weaker and weaker, until they just laid down on their beds and died. Can't you feel it? The negative energy. Rūzem's touch.” 
 
    “Maybe his cultists are stirring up mischief,” I said. “And that's what your feeling?” 
 
    “It feels older than that, doesn't it?” She gazed at him, her eyes gleaming. 
 
    “I guess it does.” I smiled at her. “They're just bones. They can't hurt us.” 
 
    Normally, that would be true. In my world, at least, but a shiver ran across her face. She glanced into the nearest room and bit her lip. I could see the latent fear starting to form. She must have grown up on tales of the undead. Of walking corpses and shambling skeletons and blighted spirits. 
 
    “If they were going to come alive and attack us, wouldn't they have by now?” 
 
    She nodded, a relieved look flitting across her face. Then, almost like she wanted to prove my point, she stepped into the room, using her shield to bat away the cobwebs that had choked over it. She moved to the bed and looked at the figure lying amid rotting silk and moldering linens. She made a peculiar gesture, hooking the air with the fingers of her right hand and bringing them to her left palm. She bowed. 
 
    “May Shuwëmeri welcome your soul into her loving bosom and Pushijer guard your immortal rest from the machinations of the Gods of Darkness and Chaos.” 
 
    “Pushijer?” I muttered to Iris. 
 
    She flitted up to me and whispered. “The God of Protection. One of the nine Gods of Light and Order.” 
 
    “And there are nine evil ones?” 
 
    “Shattered reflections of them. Rūzem, Lord of Decay, is a perversion of Shuwëmeri's Fertility. Aphounga, Goddess of War, makes a mockery of Pushijer's desire to protect.” 
 
    Maria rose from her bow then she turned around and gasped. She darted to the wall. He peered into the room to see her pulling a bronze short sword off of it. She blew dust from the blade and gave a clumsy swing. The blade looked nearly identical to her current copper one save the metal had a different hue, a more silvery color, though still possessing copper's near-golden sheen. Bronze, I guessed. Must be the next level of material in this game. 
 
    In games, crafting materials, like metals, were based on levels. Copper seemed to be the weakest, then bronze. Maybe iron would be next or silver. It wouldn't use real-world logic and, eventually, more fantastic materials would be used, things not found in the real world. 
 
    “I'm almost strong enough to wield it,” she said, slipping it into her pouch. It vanished into a space too small for it to fit. Maria didn't even seem to question it or find that at all remarkable. 
 
    As we moved up the hallway, we found more bits of gear. I almost commented on how strange it was that we only found fighter gear. A new coat of chain for me to wear made of the superior bronze. It was level five, like her sword. Then she found a bronze loincloth, the strip a little wider than her current one. That, too, vanished into her pouch. Last, a pair of bronze greaves for me to replace the leather pants I wore. They were polished to a shine and would cover my shins and knees, held on by two stout straps. 
 
    Looting was fun. I wanted to search every inch, but we only found some coin and nothing more. The corridor ended at a small shrine with an altar. It rose out of the center of the room, a statue to Shuwëmeri on it. She stood tall and lush, her hands cupping her large, soft breasts together, raising them up in offer, her nipples hard. 
 
    When she must have thought I wasn't looking, Maria cupped her breasts as she stared in envy at the busty goddess. I searched the edges, the room as large as three bedrooms. There were rotten pillows scattered around it and incense holders stained with green verdigris. The remains of the carpet looked soft and shaggy. 
 
    “Like a seventies den,” I muttered, sudden images of swinging parties shooting through his mind. “I bet the priests and priestesses had orgies here around their goddess's statue.” 
 
    “Oh, my,” said Maria. “I suppose so. Well, you can't procreate without that, right?” Her chainmail loincloth jingled as she shifted. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, poking and shifting the lid on one of the incense braziers. It held a mass of sodden ash almost cemented solid. A faint, spicy aroma rose out of it, a memory of better times. 
 
    “Ooh, look,” said Maria. “There's a hidden compartment in the statue's base.” 
 
    The looting urge surged through me. “Open it!” 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    “Sorry,” Maria said to the statue of Shuwëmeri as she knelt before it. 
 
    She felt a little guilty looting a goddess's statue, but Marcus had given her the order. His suggestions and commands had served them well so far, and she was curious. She wanted to know what was in there, too. It could be useful to them. 
 
    She pried at the small gap in the stone with her fingertips. The false covering ground against the rest of the base and came free with a hiss. A small, glittering bikini lay inside. Not much light was spilling on it, and yet the two metal cups, connected together by links of bronze chains, had little motes of light playing on them. Almost like it glowed itself. 
 
    “It's magical,” she said, pulling it out and feeling this innate sense of awe. On each cup, centered over the nipple, was a downward chevron, a chalice. The most basic and simple symbol of Shuwëmeri. She could feel it could glow even brighter, be a distraction against those trying to hit her. 
 
    “A Dazzling Bronze Bikini,” said Iris, hovering over her. “Ooh, when you gain a level, you're going to look sexy in that.” 
 
    Maria blushed. Flashes of wearing it and seeing the hunger in Marcus's eyes strobed through her mind. She shifted, her pussy growing hotter between her thighs. Cheeks blazing with temptation she couldn't ever indulge in again, she thrust the bikini top into her pouch. 
 
    “Did you hear that?” Marcus asked as she rose. He turned and looked at the hallway they just came down. 
 
    A skeleton burst in the room dressed in rotting rags. 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Nine: Skeletal Dangers 
 
    “Angry Skeletons!” gasped Iris as a second and third skeleton lurched into the room. I could hear more marching down the hallway. 
 
    “We aggroed the entire hallway!” I groaned, my stomach dropping.  
 
    “We must have passed twenty of them,” Maria gasped, scooping up her shield and drawing her coppery short sword. 
 
    I nodded, drawing my ax as the lead skeleton rushed at me. Bits of rotting flesh and scraps of its old priestly vestments hung on the frame. It rattled with every step. Without fluids to cushion around joints, the bones ground directly together, the sound jabbing into my ears. 
 
    Finger bones raked across the front of my shield, scraping across the wood. I grunted and Yelled. The buff animated my body with vigor. I swung my ax, landing a normal blow. The rib cage burst into shards that peppered my arm and face. 
 
    “Fuck,” I groaned, taking no damage from the annoyance, but my arm didn't feel as coordinated. “They have an attack debuff when they die!” 
 
    “Oh, no!” Maria moaned. She hacked with her sword, a Hard Strike that cut through the skeleton. The burst of shards peppered her nearly naked body in little fragments of white. She hissed. “Ooh, that's frustrating.” 
 
    The skeletons poured into the room now. Three of them shambled at me, another two at Maria. I backed up, not wanting to get surrounded by them. A malevolent black stirred in their eye sockets, almost flickering with a dark rage. 
 
    They weren't happy that we'd desecrated the statue.  
 
    I hacked my ax into the first, but the throbbing pain in my arm made it into a poorly aimed blow. The ax's blade skipped off the collar bone, leaving a chip that didn't mean much damage. They were easy to kill. We just had to land the hits. 
 
    I swung again, irritation burning up my right arm. I landed a better blow despite the thorny pain and chopped into the collar bone deep. Its swinging arm collapsed, hitting my chest as it broke free from its shoulder socket. 
 
    The malevolent gleam of its eyes intensified on me. 
 
    The body burst into shards. The fragments pinged off my shield. Ricocheted off my chainmail armor. They scratched across my greeves. One struck above my eye. A hot trickle of blood ran down and stung. I shook my head, growling. 
 
    Finger bones stabbed past my shield and plunged into my side. They dug deep, chipping away at my Hit Points. I jerked back and blocked another raking blow. I had two skeletons on me with a third stumbling at us, kicking loose bones across the floor to reach me. 
 
    I swung at a skull and clipped the side of it, but the angle skipped my ax over the crown. The skeleton stumbled into its mate, but I did no damage to it. My arm throbbed from the bone shards in it. I had no way to remove them. 
 
    The three skeletons thrust their finger bones into my sides. 
 
    “Goddamn it!” I howled, the pain throbbing through me. I had to get a better chance to hit. They didn't do much damage, but they were whittling away at my Hit Points. 
 
    I set my shield and slammed it forward. Technical Points flowed out of me I bashed the wooden circle into the skeleton's head. It reeled back, leaving itself open for my ax slamming in after it. The crippling pain in my arm didn't matter. I had such a clear shot. 
 
    I crashed into the ribs, ripping through the sternum, and cut into the spine. The skeleton split in half and burst into shards.  
 
    I had enough TP to use Shield Bash four more times. Two skeletons faced me and more pushed forward into the room. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Minor irritation throbbed across Maria's arms, slowing down her swings. 
 
    She didn't like that. She didn't feel as graceful as she had since joining Marcus's party. Her attacks weren't hitting as with the skill they should. Her sword slashed at the next skeleton and glanced off a raised ulna and skipping down to the elbow. Her blade swiped harmlessly past the skeleton, only managing to shave off only a sliver of bone. 
 
    “This is vexing!” she said.  
 
    Marcus fought the Angry Skeletons on the other side of the room, Iris dancing over his head. He looked as clumsy as she felt. Finger bones raked across her exposed thigh, her copper chainmail loincloth swinging. The pain throbbed, blood welling, taking off more of her Hit Points. 
 
    Then another skeleton reached past to scratch at her shoulders They dug deep furrows in her. She hissed and swung hard. Her sword cut through the first skeleton's neck. Severing vertebrae. The skull spilled off its back while the body tottered towards the statue of the goddess. 
 
    I never should have desecrated you, she thought.  
 
    The skeleton burst into shards. She gasped as more buried into her arm. Little slivers and shards of irritation. They dug into her muscles. They made every movement feel stiffer. She raised her shield, blocking the next attack. 
 
    “That's so annoying!” she groaned. “Stop doing that.” 
 
    Wood thunked bone. A skeleton died on Marcus's ax, but more were pressing into the room. She stared over her shield, two more clattering at her. She swung two hard strokes at the one she was fighting, needing to dispatch it before reinforcements arrived. Two blows and two bad slashes, a scrape across a shoulder blade that nicked the vertebrae and a graze on the rib cage. 
 
    Then she had finger bones slashing at her from three different sources. 
 
    Bone clunked into wood. She retreated back and smacked into the wall, fending off two skeletons with her shield. The third lunged its fingers forward, sharp ends burying into her side. She gasped at the lucky hit.  
 
    “A crit!” she hissed with annoyance and swung a Hard Strike at the enemy.  
 
    And missed. She somehow swiped in the gap between ribs and hips, her sword's tip just grazing the backbone. Wasted TP drained out of her. She shuddered. The skeletons pushing her into the corner as they came for her. 
 
    “Marcus!” she whimpered. 
 
    “Shield Bash!” he shouted and she heard a clunk of wood followed by a solid thunk of ax striking bone. 
 
    A skeleton burst into shards. 
 
    “Right, right!” she gasped and felt emboldened by his commands. She channeled her pool of Technical Points into her shield and swung it hard to the side. She crashed it right into the skeleton. It reeled back, and her follow-up attack hit. 
 
    Only for it to explode, adding more bones to debuff her. 
 
    She shouted in pain as fresh wounds ripped across her flesh. Her Hit Points dwindled even faster than her Technical Points. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    I had two more uses of Shield Bash left to me. Bones peppered me. I'd lost half my Hit Points and five skeletons loomed before me. Maria fought another three, trapped in the corner. She screamed, sounding in pain as they attacked her. 
 
    “Hold on!” I shouted and bashed my shield hard into another skeleton. The bony monster stumbled back and clunked into its friend. My ax slammed down hard, cracking through ribs. My arm throbbed from the bits of bone stabbed into it. 
 
    More added to them. I would never be rid of this debuff. I followed up with a good swing at the next skeleton, wanting to conserve my last Shield Bash. I hit hard on the sternum. A crit blew it apart, showering its mates with bones. 
 
    The remaining three surged closer to me. Their attacks came at me, forcing me on the defensive. Slashes raked down the front of my shield, gouging the wood and damaging it. My armor caught another, stopping sharp finger bones from ripping into my flesh. I growled as my Yell wore off, some of my elation dwindling. 
 
    I hit the next skeleton and coughed out its ribs. It stumbled back but didn't burst into an explosion of bones. Instead, it thrust out at me and tore at my neck and shoulder, ripping through copper chains. I couldn't one-shot kill them any longer. 
 
    “Fuck!” I groaned and hit the skeleton's arm before it could withdraw. I cut through the bone, enough damage to the body to destabilize the dark magic animating it. 
 
    I ignored the detonation and swung at the skeleton on my right. A glancing blow across the skull. A solid hit to the spine, almost severing it in half, then another skipping blow off the sternum that left a gouge but no real damage. 
 
    The second skeleton moved around me. I twisted to block its attack only to get hit on my right side. Pain throbbed through me. I was down to a quarter Hit Points. Blood spilled over my armor. Maria shouted in pain again. 
 
    “Crap!” I growled and swung hard at the skeleton who had just hurt me. I caught it square on the forehead, caving in the temple. He stumbled into the wall and fell hard. 
 
    “Marcus!” Maria gasped, fighting two skeletons now. Her sword swung wildly. She looked bad. I could feel her remaining Hit Points as the party leader. She was dwindling fast. She needed healing right now. 
 
    The skeleton rushed at my left side. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Maria's Hit Points were almost gone. She was so close to dying. She'd hit both the skeletons, but she was out of TP. They were damaged but not out of the fight. They slashed at her, crashing into her shield. One reached around her and furrowed into her wrist. Another 5 HP lost. She was in the red. She felt death coming. 
 
    “Maria!” Marcus shouted. 
 
    He charged across the room, taking a swiping wound from the skeleton he fought. Blood spurted from the wound. He was near death, too. His chainmail armor rent by their tearing finger bones. His boots thudded on the ground, crunching over bits of bones. 
 
    He set his shield and bashed it hard into a skeleton. It stumbled forward, missing an attack on her. Marcus's copper ax raised now, reflecting Iris's dancing light. He swung the blade down hard. He crashed it into the skeleton. 
 
    Killed it. 
 
    The burst of bones missed Maria this time. They hissed around her, pinging off the walls, but none found her arm. She had almost gotten them out of her skin. She had a chance as she fought at 3 HP. One blow... 
 
    “Damn,” he growled and whirled as the skeleton he fought crashed into him. He slammed back into the wall beside her, groaning.  
 
    She stood by him. Fighting at her party leader's side. She felt invigorated by his presence and thrust at her last skeleton. Finger bones slashed down at her, ready to tear her apart. If they landed, she would die. She couldn't be afraid.  
 
    Her sword smashed right through its ribs. 
 
    The finger bones about to rip into her flesh burst from its hand and peppered across her face. They spilled over her body as fragments lodged into her sword arm, the fresh pain making her feel clumsy. 
 
    She lived. 
 
    Marcus kicked out at the skeleton, knocking it back. He rushed at it, slashing his ax in a hard swing. He crashed it into its ribs, shattering half of them. The skeleton didn't care. It raked both its hands down at Marcus, clawing him from both sides. 
 
    She rushed in to help. He couldn't take these blows. 
 
    “Marcus!” shouted Iris. 
 
    He swung without fear, his handsome face bursting with confidence. He swung his ax hard and fast. It blurred through the air. The crescent cut through the skeleton's backbone. The top half of its body toppled to the right. It burst into fragmentary pieces, rippling all around him. 
 
    She slid to a halt, staring at him in awe. The skeleton's lower half crashed into the floor. She panted, the fight over and... 
 
    A rush of energy suffused her. The experience she'd gained in the fight strengthened her body. She shuddered as the wounds she'd taken healed from the growth she'd gained. Her Hit Points shot up to full. Beyond it. She had more of them. She'd gained another Technical Point, too. 16 now instead of 15.  
 
    Marcus laughed with her, a glow bursting around him. The scratches and cuts and deep bleeding wounds mended. He thrust his arm up in the air in triumph. She threw herself at him, hugging him tight as the exultation swirled through her. 
 
    He picked her up and swung her around, her legs folding back. Her hair flew wildly around her as she laughed in delight. He held her tight as the room spun around her. Then he set her down, the fire bursting inside of her. 
 
    She wanted to kiss him. To surrender to those passions. 
 
    “We leveled up!” he shouted and turned away. “We can put on our new loot!” 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Ten: Gearing Up 
 
    “You look amazing,” I said to Maria as she stepped around the statue in her new armor. 
 
    She had on the solid metal bikini now. The bronze metal cupped her round breasts into a pair of lush mounds. The metal had little shimmers coming off it, little bits of light. It seemed on the verge of bursting into a bright glow.  
 
    I loved the chevron designs over the nipples, attracting the eye.  
 
    The bronze chainmail swung over her pussy and draped her ass. The metal had a more silvery quality than the copper armor, matching her new sword that she swung before her. She smiled as she swished and slashed at the air. 
 
    I had my new bronze greaves strapped over my leather pants, the weight solid and guarding my knees and shins. My new breastplate had a shine about it. But it was my ax I enjoyed. It felt right in my hand now, like I had just the right amount of experience to use. The reddish gleam to the metal spoke of the blood this weapon had absorbed from every person killed. 
 
    It made it deadlier. More crit chance sounded perfect. 
 
    “Just gorgeous, Maria,” I said, approving. 
 
    She blushed and gave me a pleased smile. “You look more martial, Marcus.” 
 
    “Yeah, I'm becoming a stud,” I said, flexing. “Always great to find loot and wear it.” 
 
    “I suppose,” she said. “You make it sound like you've done this before, but you couldn't have been more than Level 4 when you entered the temple. How many adventures have you been on?” 
 
    I hesitated. How to explain that I came from another world, that this place was maybe some computer program. I didn't know if my mind was trapped in the system or if my soul had been yanked out of my body and actually transported to a new reality. 
 
    Either way, I couldn't say I played many MMOs and dungeon looters back in the day. EverQuest, of course, and big daddy WoW (World of Warcraft). I cut my teeth in Diablo, dominated Diablo 2, and barely found any time to play the disappointing Diablo 3. I'd also played Lord of the Rings Online, RuneQuest, and even a few text-based MUDs way back in the day.  
 
    “I read a lot of books,” I finally said. It was a lie I could live with. “They talked about adventures and the joy they found in new loot. How many, uh, Shardhunters did it solely to find the top tier gear they could. Mythic epics and the like. Not like the greens me and you found.” 
 
    “Greens?” She frowned. 
 
    “Yeah, your magic breastplate or my ax. They're, like, green items. Better than standard gear, but not blues or even purples. And those wonderful, legendary oranges.” I grinned at how she gave me a patient smile. “Doesn't matter. We're still low level. Plenty of time to get better gear as we go on our quests together.” 
 
    “Together?” she asked. 
 
    “Well, yeah. You've got to find that cure. If we don't find the Shard here, I at least have one I discovered coming through here. We have someplace we can go if this one doesn't pan out.” I rolled my shoulder. “We're party members, right? Were you planning on disbanding?” 
 
    “I'm only a Shardhunter to find the Tear of Ethileri.” She said. “Until then, yes, I'm with you, Marcus.” 
 
    “Good.” I looked around the room. “We hit a dead-end here. I guess we've got to do some backtracking, but it was worth it for the gear.” 
 
    “Maybe not,” Maria said. She moved to the corner of the room opposite the one she fought in. “Look, this stone's not the same color.” 
 
    “Damn, you're right.” I came closer. The floor stone was just a slightly different shade from the rest. Like it had been quarried someplace else (or, so the cynical part of me thought, the guy who made the texture for the fake stone didn't quite match the color of the guy who made the texture for the dungeon floor). “Let's see what's there.” 
 
    We pried it up and found another ladder leading down. It seemed weird to have in a temple. Did the priests even know about it? They seemed to have gone to their rooms, laid down, and died. A shiver ran through me. 
 
    Like one of those creepy cults would. Had they all drunk the fantasy version of the Kool-Aid? 
 
    I descended first again, Iris buzzing around my head, providing light. It was a shaft that led down and down. Soon, we were passing down bedrock. Was there something beneath the temple? The ladder creaked with our steps. Maria moved down above me, her chainmail loincloth rattling with her steps. A little light splashed on the walls before her, bursting from her new breastplate bikini. 
 
    I stepped off at the bottom. Things scurried out of sight. Long and with too many legs. A creepy shiver ran down my back. I hoped we didn't have to find their larger cousin. That would be unpleasant. The tunnel appeared to run straight ahead. It was so narrow I had trouble standing facing it. I had to turn to the side. 
 
    “Must be a secret passage!” Iris exclaimed.  
 
    Her wings buzzed and hummed as she zipped down the hallway. Her light bobbed and waved, illuminating the striped rocks. Bands of whites, browns, and blacks were all lain one atop the other, crushed down. Little crystals glinted in the flashing like twinkling stars in Iris's wake. 
 
    “Dead end!” she moaned. She zipped up and down around the wall at the end. It wasn't stone, though, but brick. A small line of light ran beneath it, a tiny gap.  
 
    “It's a door,” I said. Apparently, my perception was good enough to spot it. Maybe that was the level up. My Intelligence stat had gone up a point for the first time. It was my bad stat, the opposite of Strength, my primary.  
 
    I stopped before it and pushed on the right side. Stones groaned and rasped together as the door swung outward onto a large room whose ceiling was lost to the gloom above. Large columns supported it, each one shaped like the Goddess Shuwëmeri, busty and curvy. Their arms held up the ceiling, or so I imagined. You could see just past her breasts before Iris's light grew to dim. Each one looked slightly different, hips cocked in different ways, feet closer or further apart. 
 
    “Looks like a boss room,” I said. 
 
    “That would be incorrect,” a voice answered from my left. 
 
    At one end of the room stood a pair of braziers burning pink flames that shed light onto a woman before the door. She was naked and curvaceous, her breasts bountiful and defying gravity in a way I appreciated. Her large nipples thrust out before her beading with milk. A mane of golden hair spilled down around her placid face. White wings thrust out to the side, pinions spread wide. A glow suffused around her head, a nimbus of bright light that seemed to emanate from her locks. 
 
    Her head turned to regard me with sapphire eyes. 
 
    “Ah, so you're not the boss?” I asked, my hand ready to draw my ax in case she sprang at us. 
 
    The figure shook her head. “I am the door warden, Shardhunter.” Her voice held a melodic and celestial quality, almost aloof but not condescending, managing to have a motherly warmth to it. “Fear not, you only have to face my blade if you try to force passage beyond me.” 
 
    It was also not the same voice who'd answered me. 
 
    Sitting before the door was a slender woman in purple. Pale-yellow hair fell in a long mane down the back of her robe that clung to her narrow figure. Long, pointed ears thrust out of her hair. They twitched as we approached. She rose with the grace that could only be called inhuman. Not even a ballerina could do what she did. The hem of her robe swayed around her feet, showing off a pair of black, heeled boots. In her hand, she held a white staff that spread into stylized branches at the top. She turned around, her waist slender and her breasts large. They swelled the front of her tight robes. A diamond cutout showed off the inner slopes of her breasts, her pale flesh jiggling as she came to a stop. The robe fell open at the skirt, showing off a pair delicate, lilac panties and matching fishnet stockings held up by garter belts. Her boots rose up past her knees and gave her a sensual appearance. 
 
    Her face had the beauty of an ice sculpture. Delicate cheeks. Small lips. Her eyes were slanted and matched the hue of her robes. Long eyelashes fluttered as she blinked them. Other than that, her face showed no emotion. Not even interest. 
 
    “Shardhunters,” the elf said, giving hardly a nod to us. “I did not realize another way came down to the Sanctum of Shuwëmeri. The main passage was half collapsed and provided much vexation.” 
 
    “I'm sure it did,” I said slowly. She didn't sound vexed. She didn't sound anything other than bored. “I'm Marcus. Marcus Aurelius. And this is my party member, Maria du Marne.” 
 
    “It's so wonderful to meet you,” Maria said and darted past me. Her heeled boots thudded on the ground. She threw her arms wide. “I'm so glad to see a female Shardhunter. And an elf! No one has seen an elf in my village since the Shattering.” 
 
    “Indeed,” the elf said, not showing any signs she wanted to embrace Maria. “Your village no doubt holds little significance in fixing the ails of this world.” She turned back to face the angel. 
 
    Maria lowered her arms and puffed out her cheeks with annoyance. “You could at least introduce yourself, elf.” 
 
    “I'm Kulrigiizhai,” she said, her words flowing out of her with the smoothness of water flowing over submerged stones. 
 
    “Well met, Kulurigiaz... zhay.” I said, wincing. I knew I didn't say it right. I tripped over all those rocks. 
 
    “You may find Kulri easier to say instead of butchering the beauty of my full name.”  
 
    Embarrassment warmed my cheeks. Wanting to smooth over it, I glanced at the angel and asked, “So, we fight her?” 
 
    “That would be unwise, oh Hunter of Shards,” the angel said, her eyes narrowing. “Not even the broken demons of Rūzem could sweep me from my passage. I grant passage to those who have the right to enter Shuwëmeri's sanctum.” 
 
    “And that is?” 
 
    The angel drew in a breath and recited poetry:  
 
    A vow I swore, 
 
    to guard yon door, 
 
    behest of life's goddess. 
 
    Shuwëmeri's bliss, 
 
    A blessed kiss, 
 
    May pass beyond my charge. 
 
    If not divine, 
 
    Your choice sublime, 
 
    To drip with male delight. 
 
    A woman nubile, 
 
    A pussy fertile, 
 
    Brimming with salty seed. 
 
    To pay my fee, 
 
    Share with me, 
 
    A taste of cunt fulfilled. 
 
    “I... see,” I said, struggling to parse out the riddle. It was a lot harder to do without a chat log before me. I had to remember all of it. There seemed to be two conditions. One to give a kiss if you had the goddess's bliss. He didn't know how to get that, and the other one sounded like the angel wanted to eat a creampie. 
 
    “It's a simple riddle, Marcus,” the elf said. “I solved it two hours ago. Sadly, it is not something I can do on my own. But you provide the answer.” 
 
    I grinned. “So you don't have Shuwëmeri's bliss?” 
 
    “Do I look like I am a priestess? 'If not divine, Your choice sublime, To drip with male delight,' is what's applicable to me. Since I am a mage, I must go with the alternative. I feared I would have to track down one of the orcs and see if I couldn't satisfy their anger with my body and get the seed I need.” 
 
    “You would make love to an orc to get past the angel?” Maria asked, shock plainly written upon her face. 
 
    “I very much doubt any love would be involved in the rutting,” the elf said. 
 
    “Still...” Maria's face turned a little green. “The ones upstairs tried to kill me. Not... do that.” 
 
    “Either way, I must continue to explore. If this sanctum holds what I seek, then I would let one of those Rūzem cultists lay upon me and fill my pussy with seed. It is merely sex.” Her gaze flicked to me. “If you are fully functional, I will join your party so that we might slip past this obstacle and to continue our exploration. I have some skill in the matter. You shall find adequate stimulation in me to achieve your climax.” 
 
    My brow furrowed. “I mean, that's a great offer and all, but you make it sound like you're serving me $1 Chinese food. I'm sure it'll fill me up, but I might regret it later.” 
 
    “You would not regret lying with me,” she said as she bent down to carefully set her staff on the floor. Then her hands went to the belt cinching her waist tight. She worked the cloth belt through its buckle, her robe hanging looser around her slender waist. Then she drew it up her body in a single motion, exposing a flat stomach. Then her large, soft breasts spilled out. 
 
    They didn't hold the gravity-defying perfection of the angel, but the natural heft of a pair of F-cup titties. They didn't sag at all, still firm with youth. Maria let out a strangled groan as the elf's tatas swayed back and forth as she pulled her robe over her head. She folded her garment with care and then set it down on her staff. 
 
    “If you do not strip out of at least your pants, this will be difficult to accomplish,” she said as she straightened.  
 
    Her fingers hooked her dainty panties. She wore them over her garter belt straps. She peeled those off exposing a tight, hairless pussy, a slit virginal in its beauty. Not a hint of her inner pink peeked out. Her long legs shifted as she worked the dainty underwear off. 
 
    “Please hurry, Marcus, my impatience to get through the door is wearing.” 
 
    “I couldn't tell,” I said and then unslung my shield and dropped it to the ground with a loud clatter. “If you want to be fucked, I'll make sure it gets done right.” 
 
    “What?” Maria gasped, staring at me in shock. 
 
    I winked at her and then pulled off my bronze chainmail. The coat clinked and rustled. I dropped it to the ground in a rustle of metal. The elf flicked her eyes up and down my muscular chest and showed not a drop of interest on her face. She merely stretched out on her back and spread her legs. Even then, her tight slit didn't part. 
 
    Was she a virgin? It was hard to imagine any woman, even an elf, being so pragmatic about sex.  
 
    I unbuckled my greaves and then attacked the belt and ties of my leather pants. I would show this elf some passion. I would make her cry out. She might be unemotional now, but how would she be when I feasted on that tight cunt between her thighs? 
 
    When I had my tongue flicking up and down her folds, devouring every drop of her.  
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Eleven: Elf Mage's Frozen Passion 
 
    My hands caressed up Kulri's legs, sliding up her black, leather boots. I passed the boots' cuffs and found her fishnet stockings. Her skin might look as pale as winter, but she had heat in her. I grinned. She didn't so much as shudder. She just lay there. Like my ex-wife. 
 
    At least Kulri wasn't criticizing everything I did. I would show this elf that she had heat in her. I would get her to explode. 
 
    My hands slid past her stockings to the last few inches of bare thighs. Her tight, hairless pussy beckoned. My dick twitched and throbbed, swaying beneath me. Her sweet musk filled my nose. My mouth salivated. I lowered my head. 
 
    Maria whimpered as she crouched nearby, her chainmail loincloth rattling. Iris buzzed overhead, groaning in delight. I could feel her excitement rippling through the air. My eyes fixed on the slow rise and fall of Kulri's large breasts. They jiggled slightly with her inhalation and exhalation. 
 
    I pressed my face into her pussy and licked. 
 
    Not so much as a whimper. 
 
    I tasted her sweetness. Elf pussy cream coated my tongue. My hands wrapped around her thighs, holding her silky flesh. She didn't have Maria's muscle tone. She felt softer. Sleeker. Her skin felt beyond silk, almost like warm ice beneath my touch. Slick. 
 
    My tongue dragged through the groove of her pussy. I parted her outer labia and stroked up to her clit. I brushed it, swirled around it. The little nub peeked out of its hood. Arousal grew in her. Juices coated my tongue. 
 
    Her breasts rose and fell with an even rate. 
 
    “You are wasting time, human,” she said. “Cunnilingus is not required to get us past the guardian.” 
 
    “Doesn't seem like a waste to me,” I said and licked again. 
 
    My tongue darted up her folds, stroking her labia. I took my time, savoring the sweet musk of her pussy. I caressed across her clit, dragging my tongue over her little bud. I savored the warmth of her twat. The sweetness. I nuzzled my lips around her little clit. 
 
    Sucked. 
 
    My eyes watched those breasts. Big, beautiful titties rising up and down. They jiggled with her breathing. Had it increased? Were her boobs quivering just a little more? I grinned, my hands moving, sliding down her thighs while I sucked and nibbled on her clit. 
 
    I nipped it with my teeth. 
 
    Not hard. Just a little tease.  
 
    She gasped. Her breasts heaved upward as a spasm rippled through her body. I smiled then flicked her clit. Her hands shifted, resting now on her belly. They were long and slender, her fingernails an inch long. They twitched as I licked her clit. Her belly rose. Her breathing had grown more labored. 
 
    Her pussy tasted even sweeter. 
 
    I thrust my hands beneath her rump. I cupped her ass. I squeezed and kneaded her. My tongue thrust into her pussy. No hymen. She was open. Not a virgin at all. My tongue danced around inside of her, stroking her hot walls. 
 
    They quivered. Her fingers tightened on her belly. 
 
    Her breasts rose faster. They had a wonderful sway to them, soft-pink nipples waving atop them. I thrust my tongue as deep as I could into her twat. I danced around in her, loving the way her snatch twitched about my tongue. 
 
    Then I flicked back up to her bud, my tongue soaked in her sweet cream. I caressed around her clit. She let out the smallest gasp. A faint quiver. Not from the shock of being nipped, but a true sound of pleasure. 
 
    “Is this a waste, elf?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. 
 
    “Marcus,” groaned Maria. 
 
    “We'll see what you think after I'm done,” I said and sucked on her clit. 
 
    She groaned again. Her fingers clenched on her belly. Her breasts rose and fell fast now. I danced around her clit while my thumbs moved. I slid them across her rump, reaching for her taint. I slid across her as I flicked and batted her little clit with my tongue. My thumbs reached her pussy folds. I stroked her lower labia, right around the entrance to her cunt. 
 
    I thrust both my thumbs into her. I sank into her hot flesh. She whimpered again. Her body twitched. Her stomach tightened and her tits bounced together, ripples washing across those pillowy mounds. Her pussy clenched on my thumbs. 
 
    “That's it,” I said and flicked against her clit. “Mmm, your body knows how to feel good.” 
 
    “You're... This is... unnecessary. Just insert your penis in me and reach your climax.” 
 
    “When you're ready,” I said and sucked on her clit again. 
 
    She groaned longer. Her back arched, her breasts heaving. I pumped my thumbs in and out of her hot flesh, loving how I was making this elf shudder and moan. Maria's chainmail rattled beside me. I focused my all on the elf. On those boobs jiggling. On her moans and gasps.  
 
    I enjoyed every sound Kulri made. Every whimper and sigh. Every wanton shudder. They were all music to me. All a bliss to enjoy. I worked my thumbs faster, working them in and out of her cunt, my dick aching to take their place. 
 
    It took self-control to keep eating her. I wanted to be in her. But first I wanted her to beg. Not demand. Not just lie there and accept my dick. I wanted her gasping for it. Aching for it. I would give her bliss. 
 
    “Human,” she groaned “This... you're...” 
 
    “I know, I'm going to make you cum,” I said and nipped her clit with my teeth again. Lightly. 
 
    She bucked and gasped. 
 
    I sucked on her clit. Kulri whimpered and moaned. The sounds were sweet and delicious. I loved hearing them echo through the room. She squeezed her legs tight about my head. She held me as I nursed on her clit. Her hips wiggled from side to side.  
 
    She shuddered as she humped against my mouth.  
 
    Her body surrendered to me. It was a beautiful thing. I reveled in it as I sucked on her clit. My thumbs plunged as deep as I could reach into her. Her ass flexed beneath me. Her fingernails scratched along her pale belly. Her soft-pink nipples waved atop those lovely tits. 
 
    “You're... this is... I've never... Human!” 
 
    “Marcus!” moaned Maria, her voice throaty. Her chainmail jangling. 
 
    I sucked hard on Kulri's clit and she gasped. Her pussy squeezed down hard on my thumbs. Then it convulsed. Juices flooded out of her. The elf's sweet moans echoed through the large room, reverberating back at us, full of her throaty passion. 
 
    Musical words burst from her lips. “By the First Tree and its Acorn!” 
 
    I pulled my thumbs out of her pussy, moved my mouth down, and drank the juices gushing out of her. I licked and lapped up the flood. I feasted on her. Her cream spilled down my chin. Ran down my neck. She soaked me. 
 
    I loved it. 
 
    Her breasts heaved. Her thighs gripped me. Her hands darted up and grasped her heaving tits. She clung to them, digging into her soft flesh. My tongue plunged into her cunt. Her pussy rippled and writhed around it. I felt her bliss slowing. Dying. 
 
    I had to make her cum again. I'd keep eating her until she begged me to fuck her. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Watching Kulri cum had Maria du Marne's pussy on fire. She tried to resist as she watched the elf's large tits bouncing and heaving. Maria's hips wiggled back and forth. Her aching cunt demanded satisfaction. 
 
    She shoved her bronze loincloth to the side and thrust her fingers into her pussy. She buried them deep into her. She arched her back, her breasts quivering before her. She whimpered and moaned as she thrust her digits into her cunt.  
 
    For the first time while masturbating, she had no hymen to stop her. 
 
    She plunged them in and out of her pussy, masturbating with frantic delight. The elf's eyes fluttered open. Her cheeks, blushing with a pale purple, looked so delicate now. Her nose twitched. Her whimpers grew. 
 
    “You have... made me... climax...” panted the elf. “Now... put your penis in me. Now achieve your climax.” 
 
    “Not yet,” Marcus growled, his voice so commanding. “When you want me to fuck you.” 
 
    “I do,” the elf moaned. 
 
    “No, you need me to. It can't be a chore.” 
 
    “I don't understand,” she panted. 
 
    “You will,” he said and Maria heard him sucking again. 
 
    Kulri gasped. Her eyes squeezed shut. Her thighs gripped his head. She squirmed on the stone floor, her moans singing out through the ruins. Her big breasts heaved. He licked and lapped at her. He feasted on her. 
 
    Maria knew just what the elf was going through. Her pussy remembered the night before. 
 
    She plunged her fingers faster and faster in and out of her cunt. Her juices dribbled out of her, staining her palms. Her twat clenched down hard, reveling in the feel of her stimulating fingers. She trembled, her breasts jiggling and heaving. Her whimpers burst from her lips as she watched the elf squirm. 
 
    Kulri dug her fingers into her breasts. Her head tossed from side to side. Her dainty lips pursed tight then opened wide as she moaned. Her back arched, thrusting her tits up into the air. Maria groaned, watching the fun. 
 
    “I know,” Iris purred, landing on Maria's shoulder. “It's so hot. I'm masturbating, too.” 
 
    Maria shuddered. She leaned forward, bracing her left hand on the stone floor while her right plunged hot fingers in and out of her cunt. Her chainmail loincloth clinked and rattled, rubbing against her wrist as she frigged her pussy as fast as she could. 
 
    Her orgasm built and built in her. She envied the elf. Maria wanted to be eaten right now. After having Marcus, masturbation paled. His mouth, fingers, and cock had given her such rapture last night. Pleasure she'd thought she'd only get from her future husband. 
 
    The elf shuddered and then she glanced at the masturbating fighter. Pale-violet eyes pleaded with her. “Is this some... human part of... mating?” 
 
    “No,” moaned Maria, her fingers thrusting fast into her pussy. “I mean, it can be. To get a woman ready. To give her pleasure before he takes you.” He did it to me, but not this much, rattled through Maria's mind. 
 
    “Then why won't he mate with me?” the elf gasped. 
 
    Maria understood. “He wants you to need him. Not to get past the angel, but to make your pussy feel amazing with his cock.” 
 
    The elf's eyebrows arched, thin and delicate like the rest of her. Save her breasts. Then she gasped and looked to the ceiling. Her little nose wrinkled. “I... I am ready for you, Fighter.” 
 
    “That's not his name,” Maria moaned, her fingers driving her towards her orgasm. “Make him believe that you want him more than anything. That your pussy needs to be filled by his big cock.” 
 
    The elf shuddered. “Please... Marcus. Mount me. Mate with me! Drive... drive your cock into me.” 
 
    “Beg him!” Maria groaned. 
 
    “Yes, yes, beg!” Iris cheered as she masturbated on Maria's shoulder. Her wings fluttered, brushing the fighter's fiery hair. “Beg for my Shardhunter to fuck you hard. To be his slut!” 
 
    The elf squeezed her eyes shut. “Please, Marcus... I... I... This feels good! Great! Your mouth... Too good. But it's not enough. You're making my pussy... My pussy aches. It needs more stimulation. Your cock! Give me your cock!” 
 
    The elf bucked in orgasmic delight. It was so obvious to the watching Maria. She gasped and thrust a third finger into her own quim. Her pussy walls clenched on her digits as she watched Marcus feasting on the elf. He devoured her pussy. He licked and lapped at her cunt, devouring her as she quivered through her orgasm. 
 
    “Take me, Marcus!” the elf howled in utter rapture. The icy exterior was gone. Melted by the fighter's skilled tongue. “Ram your cock into me and give me the pleasure I need. Crave!”  
 
    “Yes!” Maria moaned and came herself. 
 
    Her orgasm surged hot through her body. She leaned her weight on her left arm while her pussy convulsed around her three digits. She jammed the fingers of her right hand deep into her cunt. Her fiery hair danced around her shoulders. Her moans resounded through the air. They echoed through the large room. 
 
    The angel watched with interest. 
 
    “Fuck me, Marcus!” begged the elf. “Make my pussy cum on that cock! I need it! By the First Tree and its Acorn, give me that dick!” 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” Maria moaned, the waves of her orgasm surging over her.  
 
    She gasped and shuddered, her pleasure surging through her. She watched through the stars twinkling before her eyes as Marcus rose. Pussy cream dripped off his mouth. His cock thrust hard before him, pulsing with his heartbeat. 
 
    Maria's cunt spasmed wildly around her fingers, craving that dick. She stared at it, her vision narrowing to a cone focused on it. She whimpered and moaned, her breasts jiggling in her breastplate bikini. 
 
    The elf's slender fingers grasped it and guided it to her hairless twat. 
 
    Envy burst through the fighter. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Kulri's fingers brought my cock to her hairless pussy. I had melted through her exterior. She wanted it badly. She craved pleasure now. Her passion was writ across her beautiful face. Her ears twitched and spasmed. Her face twisted in need. Her eyes burned bright violet with her aching craving. 
 
    The hot folds of her pussy pressed against my dick. She slid my tip up and down her cuntlips, questing for the entrance to her pussy. Her silk caressed me, shooting pleasure down to my balls. I nudged her clit and then felt the entrance to her molten depths. 
 
    I thrust into her. 
 
    “Yes!” she moaned, her large breasts heaving as I slid to the hilt in her hot pussy.  
 
    Her flesh, still quivering from her orgasm, rippled around me. My balls smacked into her taint. They echoed with the impact. The sound rippled through the air. I groaned, savoring the pleasure of being in her. The silky grip of her snatch around his cock felt incredible.  
 
    Her breasts swayed as she shuddered. I drew back, her flesh clinging to him. She whimpered and bit her lower lip. Her hands grabbed my wrists. She clutched to me for a moment, whimpering, groaning. It was like she was afraid I'd keep pulling out of her. 
 
    I rammed back into Kulri. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” she gasped. “The First Acorn! Stars and boughs!” 
 
    She released my wrists and bucked. Her pussy felt amazing about me, hungry for my cum. I pumped away hard at her, reveling in enjoying my first elf. Her long, pointed ears vibrated as she shuddered on the ground. Her delicate nose twitched. The delight of it was such a wondrous thing to watch. 
 
    I slammed to the hilt in her cunt again and again. I groaned as I loved her. Then I heard whimpering. Moaning. I glanced to see a panting Maria, her fingers beneath her loincloth. I hadn't realized she'd been masturbating. 
 
    To orgasm. 
 
    And she wanted more. Her green eyes burned with fervor. 
 
    Without pausing in my strokes, my hand shot out and grabbed her wrist. She gasped in shock as I pulled her hand out from between her thighs. Fingers emerged gleaming. I yanked them to my mouth and sucked on her spicy and sweet musk. Her chainmail loincloth rustled as I loved them. 
 
    Then I released her wrist and told her, “You need more, don't you?” 
 
    “Yes,” she gasped.  
 
    “Ride her face,” I panted, pumping hard at the elf's cunt. “Sit on her face and let her eat you to your orgasm.” 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Maria gasped at his words. “But... but... What about Kulri?” 
 
    “It's fine!” the elf moaned. “I do not care. I just want to cum on his cock.” 
 
    “But she's a woman! A lady elf.” 
 
    “I know,” groaned Marcus. “That's what makes it hotter.” 
 
    A hot tremble ran through the human fighter. Like last night, she couldn't fight her desires. She could only surrender to them. To him. She whimpered and groaned, then she nodded her head. She wanted to cum again, and Marcus's cock was occupied. 
 
    She shifted on her leather boots. Her pussy burned. 
 
    She threw an athletic leg over the elf, her chainmail loincloth playing over her pussy and across her butt-crack. She felt the elf's eyes staring up at her pussy. A shiver ran through the human warrior. 
 
    Maria lowered herself. 
 
    Marcus grinned as he watched, thrusting away at the elf's pussy. He never relented in his strokes. Never stopped fucking Kulri. Maria shuddered, her pussy on fire as she went lower and lower. She felt lips nuzzling into her bush. 
 
    Then they kissed her pussy. 
 
    The elf didn't hesitate. She swiped her tongue out, sliding through those hot folds. Maria whimpered and groaned. Her entire body shook as she savored the pleasure rippling through her pussy. She settled more of her weight on Kulri's mouth, savoring that agile tongue. 
 
    “Marcus!” she gasped. “Oh, it's so different from when you did it! She's gentler. No stubble. She feels... wonderful!” 
 
    “Enjoy!” he told her, grinning. Sweat gleamed on his muscular chest. Her hands reached out, feeling his strength. Her head leaned towards him. 
 
    She kissed him. Her fingernails scratched at his chest while Kulri ate at her pussy. The human fighter moaned into Marcus's lips. Her tongue thrust into his mouth as she tasted something sweet on his lips. Almost like her pussy juices, but missing that spicy zest.  
 
    Maria groaned and kissed him with more passion. She squirmed her hips from side to side, grinding on the elf. She loved the way Kulri fluttered her tongue up and down her labia, brushing her clit, stroking all her naughty bits. 
 
    Then Kulri's tongue slipped into Maria. 
 
    Unlike when Marcus ate her, Maria now had no hymen. The elf's agile tongue danced around, caressing her pussy walls. She shuddered and whimpered. She scratched at Marcus's chest, the pleasure rippling through her. 
 
    Marcus grunted into the kiss. He fucked hard into Kulri, the sounds of nuts smacking flesh and the wet plunge of his cock into the elf's pussy filled Maria's ears. She slid her hands up his chest to his shoulders. Then they went around his neck. 
 
    She clung to him. 
 
    Kulri moaned into Maria's pussy. Whimpered. Groaned. Between licks, the sounds of her mewling passion added more stimulation to the human fighter's pussy. She gasped and groaned into the kiss. She whimpered out the delight rippling out of her cunt, stirred up by the elf. 
 
    I'm going to cum so hard, Maria realized. I'm going to drown her. Oh, this is so naughty. And Marcus is going to cum in her. Fulfill the requirements of the poem. 
 
    This wild lust built and built. The elf's tongue caressed her clit. It stroked Maria's little bud, hurtling her towards that orgasm. She squirmed and wiggled. She came closer and closer to her eruption, tonguing Marcus. 
 
    The elf's lips found Maria's clit. Suckled on it. 
 
    Maria came. 
 
    The human gasped. She ripped her mouth from Marcus's to cry out her pleasure. Her head threw back, her mane of red hair sweeping down her back. Her breasts heaved in her breastplate bikini. Her pussy convulsed wildly, pussy juices gushing out of her and into the elf's hungry mouth. 
 
    The elf licked and lapped at her. She fluttered her tongue through the folds of the cumming human. The waves of pleasure washed through Maria. They spilled through her mind. They smothered her thoughts in ecstasy. 
 
    “Marcus! Marcus!” she moaned, staring at the man's blue eyes. “She's... Oh, this is incredible.” 
 
    He grinned at her. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    The sight of Maria cumming was such a delight to witness. I groaned and plowed into the elf's spasming twat hard and deep. I buried into Kulri, reveling in the feel of her cunt writhing and convulsing around me. She hadn't stopped climaxing. Her cunt sucked at me, hungry for my cum. 
 
    I groaned at the bliss sweeping over me. The hot delight of her cunt climaxing around my cock. I groaned as her snatch writhed around me. She sucked at me while licking up the human's pussy juices. Maria stared me in the eyes. 
 
    “Cum in her!” Maria moaned. “Yes, yes, flood her. Oh, Marcus, yes!” 
 
    “Fuck, yeah!” I growled and buried deep into Kulri's cunt. “I will!” 
 
    The elf's pussy sucked at my cock, her hot flesh massaging me. The wild delight of her cunt orgasming around my dick brought me closer and closer to that wonderful moment. I ached for it. I stared into Maria's eyes as I buried into Kulri's twat. 
 
    I slammed deep into the elf. I couldn't hold off. The pleasure surged to the tip of my cock. Her hot flesh writhed around my thrusting dick. My balls smacked into her flesh with meaty thuds, brimming with my jizz. 
 
    I erupted. 
 
    My cum fired hot and fast into Kulri's twat. I groaned as spurt after spurt of my cum pumped into her depths. The pleasure surged through me. Stars burst across my vision. I groaned at the hot feel of her pussy around me.  
 
    I growled as my jizz spurted over and over into her. I flooded every drop of cum I had into the elf's cunt. I filled her cunt with my seed. Dizzying heat swept over me. I panted, my chest rising and falling from the bliss that she gave me. 
 
    “Goddamn, fuck, that's good, elf!” I panted. “Damn, Maria, she made me cum hard.” 
 
    “She did the same for me, Marcus!” moaned Maria. 
 
    She kissed me again while the elf's pussy rippled around my cock. That tight cunt worked out every drop of jizz my balls held. 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Twelve: Mage Joins the Party 
 
    Kulrigiizhai panted as the human fighter slipped off of her. Sensations she'd never felt in her life rippled through the elf's body. Her pussy still spasmed about the human male's cock. Marcus Aurelius had filled her with effervescent bliss. She struggled to think, an experience that flustered Kulrigiizhai. She wasn't used to it at all. 
 
    She needed to find her calm again. Emotions were a weakness. They didn't do any good. She'd learned that, had them scourged out of her. She'd never felt pleasure in the act of mating, in letting a male rut atop her. 
 
    Only one thing had ever stirred emotion in her. That black, swirling darkness deep in her she kept chained up until the right time. Now wasn't it. She had to put back all the rest of these emotions. It was hard with her lips stained in the human female's sweet and spicy pussy juices. 
 
    “Mmm, you were amazing, Kulri,” the human male said. Marcus leaned over her, his black hair shifting about his square and solid face. Blunt. Inelegant. It lacked any refinement of an elf. All hard angles, worse than the human female. 
 
    And yet... His rough features stirred a tingle of excitement in her. The rough darkness of his facial hair following the lines of his jaw. His thick lips covered in her own pussy juices. His blue eyes held a sensuous quality to them that the pleasant buzz in her ached for her to surrender in to. 
 
    His lips lowered towards hers. 
 
    He means to kiss me, flashed through her mind. 
 
    She put a hand to his lips, stopping him. “What do you think you are doing, human?” 
 
    “Welcoming you to my party,” he said.  
 
    The elf shuddered. His cock was still in her. Thick and hard, teasing her pussy. The pleasure still rippled through her, that rapturous bliss that made her want to just lie here and revel in him feeling her up. 
 
    That made her ache to kiss him. 
 
    “Such gestures are unnecessary, Marcus Aurelius.” The elf took a deep, calming breath. The bliss retreated with every slowing beat of her heart. She found her calm again. “I shall join your party and submit to your leadership. If we pool our resources we might all accomplish the myriad goals that have led us here.” 
 
    “And yours is?” Marcus asked as he lifted off of her. 
 
    “Knowledge,” she answered. Close enough. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    That reason tracked with me. She was a mage, and a cool and rational one at that. She had the passions of a glacier, but even the hottest summer will melt one of those. I grinned at that and then pulled out of her. I shuddered at the feel of her clinging to me. 
 
    My cock popped out of her. She slipped dainty fingers over her body to trap in the flesh. Her legs squeezed tight, her thigh-high boots rubbing together, the leather creaking. She sat up, her big boobs jiggling. She licked her lips, her tongue swiping up the pussy juices adorning her face. 
 
    Maria panted nearby, looking half-dazed from her pleasure. 
 
    I stood up and held out my hand to her. “Welcome to the party, Kulri.” 
 
    Her free hand took it, fingers warm and delicate. I felt that tingle race over me, not from her touch, but from the magic, for want of a better term, that settled on us and united us as a party. We were now spiritually aligned.  
 
    I didn't grip her hard as I helped her to stand. Her cheeks still held a blush. Her ears twitched even as her pale-blonde locks swayed about her face. She drew in deep breaths. The twitching in her ears faded. 
 
    “You may release my hand now, Marcus Aurelius,” she said. “Unless there is some human ritual that is required now that I have joined with you?” 
 
    “Oh, right,” I said, pulling my hand away.  
 
    She swayed to the angel who already knelt, awaiting. My dick twitched before me as I watched the angel seize Kulri by the slender ass and pull the elf close. Between Kulri's thighs, I witnessed the angel nuzzling into her pussy, chin moving as the supernal being licked through hot pussy lips.  
 
    Kulri made not a sound. 
 
    “Mmm, that is fertile passion shared,” groaned the angel, her white wings flexing. “Shuwëmeri's blessing mixed and enjoyed. You may pass and enter her sanctum.” 
 
    The angel stepped aside and the door behind her flared with a milky light. It shot up the front of a door, bisecting it. A low creak. A grinding of wood on stone. The now double doors opened to reveal the next stage of the dungeon to us. 
 
    “I suggest we dress,” Kulri said. She pulled her hand away, allowing my cum to dribble down her thighs. 
 
    Curious about her stats, I motioned for Iris to descend. I tapped her in the stomach and the holographic display of my character sheet appeared. I skipped over to Kulri. Unsurprising, her strength score was abysmal. Her HP was low, too. 46 compared to my 62. I had nearly a third more than her. A big difference. She had no TP but MP. A lot of it.  
 
    44 points. Nearly as much as her Hit Points. 
 
    For abilities, she had Focus, Arcane Bolt, Meditation, and Arcane Shield.  
 
    I glanced at her traits, hoping to find some clue to her closed-off personality. She was already melting back into that reserved stoicism that I had cracked with the best pussy licking I'd ever delivered in my life. 
 
    The Arcanist trait was like my Ax Mastery, which gave her proficiency and bonus in spell-casting. Investigator made sense for a Shardhunter. Curvaceous was surprising. Her large breasts must be unusual for an elf. Her last one made me blink. 
 
    Masochist. 
 
    “Damn,” I muttered, my eyes flicking to Kulri as she donned her sexy mage robes. 
 
    None of the traits explained why she kept her emotions under such a tight constraint. And she certainly didn't need pain to find pleasure, but she got benefit from it. She could recover Hit Points from it the way Maria could from blowing thanks to her Fellatist skill. 
 
    “Do you plan on adventuring on naked?” the elf asked. “It seems ill-advised, Marcus Aurelius. Though, I must confess, I do not know the martial classes that well. Perhaps it gives you an advantage.” 
 
    “Only when dueling with pretty elves,” I said, grinning at her. 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    Sighing, I dressed back in my armor. It took a few minutes to get the leather pants on, bronze greaves and breastplate strapped in place, and boots donned. I set my shield and adjusted my supplies. I glanced at the door that led to the sanctum, the angel licking her lips with delight. 
 
    I nodded to her and she returned a smoky, considering look. Part of me wondered if I hadn't dressed too hastily, but Kulri already moved through the door, her staff tapping with her light steps. Her blonde hair spilled down the back of her purple robes. 
 
    “Hey, wait up,” I shouted, jogging to catch up. “You're ranged DPS. You need to stay in the back. Maria and I will take point.” 
 
    “We're tanking classes,” Maria said, using the RPG terms like it was commonplace in her world.  
 
    In a game like this, there were different roles. The three main ones were tank, DPS, and healer. The tanks were the ones who could take the most damage. They had large pools of Hit Points and wore the heaviest gear. It was their job to keep the enemy focused on them. 
 
    DPS (Damage Per Second) were the classes who inflicted the punishment. They were maximized to deliver pain but often were glass cannons. Wearing lighter if any armor and having smaller pools of Hit Points. Kulri's magic no doubt would do more damage than his attacks, at least until she went OOM. Out of Mana. DPS could have shades to it, those specializing in melee and those in range. They often had debuffing or crowd control abilities.  
 
    Last were the Healers. They kept the party alive. They had the least offensive capabilities, but their magic kept the tanks alive and often could remove status effects or provide helpful buffs. It was rare to find them not being magic users, but I didn't know this game. It had an interesting branching leveling system. Four base classes that would specialize into different roles and fighting styles. 
 
    We crept beyond into the sanctum. It was carved into the bedrock, the walls unfinished stone. Veins peeked through occasionally, shiny with copper. I imagined if I had the mining talent, I could harvest resources to make metal equipment out of. The ground had an uneven quality, broken here and there by rents and splits that made navigation a mite treacherous. 
 
    Maria marched at my side, her cheeks still red. Iris provided the light, dancing too and fro as we ventured into the caves. The passage started to bend, winding in on itself. The curve grew more pronounced and soon I was positive we should be crossing back on where we started, but we hadn't. 
 
    “Are we going in circles?” Maria asked as we kept following the curve. 
 
    “There is a slight gradient,” said the elf. “We are descending and moving beneath the upper tunnel. The effect is subtle.” 
 
    “Disorienting,” Maria muttered. 
 
    “I am sure it was intentional. Perhaps to evoke the birthing canal, the priests leaving the womb above to find rebirth in the depths of the temple.” 
 
    “Do elvish pussies wind in circles?”  
 
    “I can definitely say they do not,” Marcus said, giving the human fighter a knowing glance. “Very human-like.” 
 
    Her cheeks burned even more. 
 
    “Perhaps intestinal than,” the elf murmured. “Descending through the bowels.” 
 
    “Eww, why would the Goddess of Fertility have that for her design?” demanded Maria, her shoulders set. “That's crass.” 
 
    “Biology is what it is.” 
 
    “Still disgusting.” Maria glanced at Marcus. “We're not... descending down that?” 
 
    “Probably not,” he said, fighting amusement. “Probably just needs to descend. Maybe it's to awe new recruits. Befuddle them. Cults... religions do that sometimes.” 
 
    The tunnel reached an opening, a natural cave. Shafts of quartz glittered in the stalactites that thrust down from the ceiling and the stalagmites that thrust up from the floor. Veins of milky white amid dark stones. A worn path seemed to wind through them. The air stirred. 
 
    “If I was to put an encounter, it would be here,” I muttered. 
 
    “Why, it's so pretty?” Maria said. She headed towards one of the strange stalagmites. I didn't think those could form like that in my world. Not with those veins running through them. They were made by dripping water depositing limestone, I believed. But this was a fantastical world. 
 
    “I would advise against that, Maria du Marne,” the elf said, her voice calm. 
 
    “What? Admiring something beautiful! I thought you elves loved nature.” 
 
    “Most.” 
 
    “Well, this is beautiful, and I am going to touch it.” Maria thrust her hands at the stalagmite and caressed the band of crystal. 
 
    It burst into bright, white light. I gasped, flinching from the sudden glare. I stumbled back as all of them in the room with the bands, more than ten, turned on, too. The light shone around us, my eyes fighting to adjust to the glare. 
 
    Maria screamed. She wrenched back. “It bit me!” 
 
    Stone scuttled on stone. The glowing stalagmite moved, the tip waving back and forth as it scurried along. I could just make out a sight of small legs thrusting from the bottom. A maw opened and snapped at Maria again. 
 
    I drew my ax and swung at it with a badly aimed stroke. I blinked against the glare, struggling to see against the brilliance. She hit with her sword, chipping off a large piece stone and leaving a fracture that split through the quartz. 
 
    “What are these things?” gasped Maria. 
 
    “Stalac-mites,” answered the elf. “Magical bugs who form shells that resemble rocks and quartz. They wait in ambush for someone who is ignorant enough to touch them.” 
 
    “You didn't say they were bugs!” shouted Maria. 
 
    “I would have thought my warning sufficient to stay the hand of anyone who possessed common sense.” 
 
    “This isn't the time,” I snarled as more scuttled on the ground and across the ceiling. My vision grew more and more clear.  
 
    I slashed into the tip of the one that bit Maria. The peak shattered off. A dark ichor burst out and spilled over it. The thing let out a croaking, cricketing sound then fell over on its side, exposing its smooth, flat belly.  
 
    “Let the mystical energy flow out of me and explode in an arcane bolt!” chanted the elf, her words taking on an ethereal tone. The antler tines on her staff glowed with a faint hue of purple while her robes swirled about her feet. 
 
    A bolt of energy soared from her staff and struck one on the ceiling, shattering through the outer shell. It fell to the floor in a burst of rock and ripped flesh, spilling insect innards across the ground and tumbling around my feet. 
 
    I Yelled, unleashing my fighting prowess and charged into the battle. Kulri chanted again, her strong magic coming with a cast time. I crashed my ax down into the next, delivering a Hard Strike that crushed through its rocky carapace and killed the insect inside. 
 
    The battle raged fast. The stalac-mites were around us. Above us. One dropped down on me, smashing into my shoulder and dealing a chunk of my Hit Points before landing before me and biting into my greaves, the bronze armor protecting me. 
 
    My Blood Bronze Ax swung in a reddish blur. I crit the beast and chopped it in half, spilling foul-smelling ichor everywhere. Kulri's Arcane Bolts flew from her every few seconds, punching with devastation into the enemies while Maria and I drew their attention, slashing our weapons into their glowing bodies. 
 
    My hand throbbed by the time we dispatched the last of the stony bugs. Blood dripped from my fingers and stained the ground. Maria rubbed her arm where she'd taken a nasty bite. She'd lost a little more Hit Points than I had, though she had a renewable way to get hers back that didn't involve drinking a healing potion. I was down a third of my Hit Points. 
 
    “Shall we press on,” suggested Kulri, her stuff thunking on the ground as she passed between Maria and me. “I hope you shall listen to my advice next time.” 
 
    Maria's eyes narrowed. She mouthed something that I didn't catch.  
 
    “Kulri, are you taking point?” 
 
    The elf stiffened. “My apologies, Marcus Aurelius. I am not used to being in a party.” 
 
    I led the way into another narrowing tunnel; it snaked around while a chanting grew. Something rhythmic. Deep and disturbing. It held an atonal quality that had my shoulders squirming. Iris descended, landing on my shoulder. 
 
    “I don't like the sound of that,” she whispered. 
 
    “It is disconcerting,” the elf said. “I hear seven men chanting with a slight offset to make it so... unpleasant. In addition, they are speaking Dēmodith.” 
 
    “More of those Rūzemites?” asked Maria. “How did they get past the angel?” 
 
    I hadn't realized that. My quest to rescue the girls was taking me deep into this temple. “There might be another way past the angel. A passage we didn't find. We haven't explored this place 100%.” 
 
    “The condition of this place is not the harmonious way it once was,” Kulri said. “I suggest we prepare for the fight to come.” 
 
    “I'm ready,” I said. I had a fresh charge on my Flamedust Boots and Maria had yet to use the dazzling ability of her breastplate bikini. “Just don't get stabbed by their daggers, Kulri.” 
 
    “I hate it,” groaned Maria. “Burns.” 
 
    “I shall unleash my magery upon them, Marcus Aurelius.” 
 
    I nodded and led the way, drawing my Bloody Bronze Ax, my shield held in the ready. The tunnel snacked around. Light spilled out ahead, a flickering red. The chanting grew louder, the sounds repeating over and over. Monotonous and yet never quite the same. Subtle changes to the consonants in the syllables. 
 
    “They're praying to Rūzem to corrupt the sanctuary,” said Iris. “They're saying it over and over in the devilish tongue.” 
 
    “Cease thy churlish chanting and stop thy desecration of this temple, knavish followers of Destruction!” a woman's voice rang out. Bright and youthful. “Tremble in fear before the righteous purity of Ëshuxeri, Goddess of Love!” 
 
    The chanting stopped. The rasping sounds of daggers being drawn rang out. 
 
    “Fuck!” I snarled and charged forward. 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Thirteen: The Acolyte's Conviction 
 
    Dëshoma, daughter of the great Dezösh, faced the seven cultists of Rūzem as they desecrated Shuwëmeri's temple. She stood steadfast before them, holding in her right hand the Book of Love, the words of her Goddess Ëshuxeri inscribed upon the pages, strengthening the faith brimming through the acolyte. 
 
    She wore the red habit of a divine servant of Ëshuxeri, a white wimple wrapped tight about her face, covering her hair and framing her pale and youthful features. Green eyes gleamed almost like emeralds as they shone with righteous indignation at the foul servants of Destruction. A red veil draped over her head and fell to her shoulders. She wore a sleeveless habit that fit tight to her torso, clinging to round breasts. It belted at her waist and flared into a pleated skirt that fell not far past the swell of her rump. White thigh-high stockings clad her legs, rising out of heeled shoes that matched the red of her nun's habit. 
 
    “Your blood shall fuel our ritual and hasten Rūzem's claim upon this place!” their leader shouted. He held a ritual dagger in his hand. His tattered and filthy robes clung to him. He didn't wear a cowl like the others but left his head bare. Cancerous blotches marred his skull. Two sunken pits faced her. 
 
    “Rotgaze,” Dëshoma said, recognizing the undercultist to the leader of Rūzem's foul followers. “If thou are here, then has Feverblight himself stirred from the Putrid Temple?” 
 
    Rotgaze smiled, showing off teeth stained with smears of dark-red. “Does it matter? You should not have come here alone, little one. No matter who your father is. You are not an angel, just one of his seed he splattered in some whore's cunny.” 
 
    Her irritation swelled. She held her book, ready to fight the seven clerics who ran at her. She surely would prevail. She had the might of right at her back. Holy purity would drive away their blight and see this temple cleansed. 
 
    “When all seems lost in the dark,” she chanted as she cast her miracle, “let my presence be a bright hope to the lost!” 
 
    She sacrificed 3 MP. Divine power flowed through her, channeled from her Goddess, and launched out of the holy book she brandished. The ball of dazzling light slammed into the nearest cultist's body. It threw him back in a burst of holy power, his robes sizzling. 
 
    “When all seems lost in the dark,” she chanted as the cultist recovered, his brethren swarming in on her, “let my presence be a bright hope to the lost.” 
 
    It slammed into him and knocked him down. Smote by her righteous power, he hit the ground and spasmed once, slain. She turned to face her next enemy. She began to chant, but it took her three seconds to speak those words. 
 
    They were on her in two. 
 
    Knives slashed into the acolyte's habit. For the first time in her life, she felt true pain burning through her half-angelic flesh. The nephilim screamed in agony, her miracle faltering, her casting interrupted by their blows. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    We burst into the room to see five robed figures swarming a woman in red. A nun. Her chanting cries choked off as knives plunged into her flesh. They swarmed her, watched over by a sixth who had his hood down, something dark running down his wrinkled cheeks from his craggy eyes. A seventh figure lay smoldering on the ground, smote by the acolyte. 
 
    “Maria!” I shouted and charged across the open room, hardly taking in the surroundings. My bronze chainmail rattled around my chest. My boots thudded on the ground. I felt the fire in them aching to burst free. 
 
    I unleashed it. 
 
    Flames rippled up my body beneath my leather pants and chainmail. Hot licks that caressed over my skin and spilled over my broad shoulders. The heat flowed down my arms and burst across my skin to reach my weapon. The fire leaped up to it, engulfing the ax, allowing me to deliver fire damage. 
 
    “Ëshuxeri!” cried the acolyte, her red veil swaying. She swung her bible and struck one, hardly knocking the cultist head back. Darkness crept across her pale cheek. Her aura dimmed for a moment. 
 
    Maria and I both Yelled. The buff surged through me, filling me with confidence. 
 
    An arcane bolt hissed over our heads and slammed into the nearest cultist. A burst of purple energy devoured through his robes and charred the flesh on his back. The cultist turned around to see my ax slamming down and cutting deep into his body. Flames burst as he fell back. 
 
    “Who are you?” demanded the watching cultist. “How dare you interfere in Rūzem's punishment!” 
 
    The acolyte's green eyes met mine, shining with thanks. She swung her heavy book, a stylized flower on the front that reminded me of a Georgia O'Keeffe painting. She struck one of her attackers in the head, hardly doing any damage. Their knives flashed, plunging into her. 
 
    “No!” I growled as my ax swung. I unleashed Hard Strike. My weapon buried deep into the nearest cultist's chest and struck his spine. He gasped in gurgling shock. 
 
    The acolyte staggered, the glow around her diminishing. Then she pressed her holy book to her chest. A burst of white energy flared around the book and sank into her flesh. The corruption eating across her cheek retreated. Her body strengthened. 
 
    The idiot healer had attacked a large group alone?  
 
    Another arcane bolt slammed into the head of a cultist. He staggered, hood sizzling, the magical energy burning across his cheek. Maria shouted, her loincloth rattling, and plunged her sword deep into his chest. She kicked the gurgling cultist down as I fell on the next who pivoted to face me. 
 
    The three still swarming her all turned to face me as I pulled aggro. “Retreat, lady acolyte! We'll cover you.” 
 
    “My thanks, good sir!” the acolyte said and retreated back. 
 
    “Not so fast!” said the cultist standing apart. He had no eyes, just ruined pits weeping something foul and black. “Let rot and fester tear apart the world with corruption. Spread your blight far and wide!” 
 
    From those eyes, a tide of ichor burst from the man. It washed across the room, looking thick and heavy. It swept over me, sizzling across my skin and armor. I gasped at the pain shooting through me. A huge chunk of my Hit Points vanished. The sludge sizzled on me, devouring into my skin. 
 
    “Fuck me!” I growled. 
 
    “Marcus!” Maria gasped, staggering as the same black ooze clung to her body. A cultist stabbed into her side. I sensed her HP plummeting to critical levels. She staggered back. 
 
    “Bastard!” I growled and launched myself at her attacker, ignoring the ones coming for me. 
 
    The sludge clung to my legs, slowing me down. I fought against the sizzling pain. A DOT drained even more of my Hit Points. Maria's, too. I landed before her and swung a Hard Strike at the cultist. Flames burst and set his robe on fire. My ax buried deep into his side. He hissed at the pain and thrust his knife at me. I blocked with my shield and followed it up with a regular hit, breaking his arm and hitting an artery. Blood spurted as he dropped dead. 
 
    “Drink a healing potion, Maria!” I shouted. 
 
    “I have her!” the acolyte said. “My lady warrior, be healed.” 
 
    White light flared behind me. Maria groaned and her Hit Point levels rose. My own were entering the critical area as the two other cultists thrust their serpentine knives at me. I set my shield, blocking both. I unleashed my last Hard Strike, badly wounding the cultist. Maria's sword stabbed past me to take him in the neck, her bronze blade ramming out the other side. 
 
    “Good sir, I have thee,” the acolyte said, her words soft. She pressed her bible against my shield arm right above my elbow. The white light flared across the cover and flowed into me. 
 
    It felt like a woman's hands massaged over my body. The pain from the sizzling sludge clinging to my legs faded. She healed a third of my Hit Points, taking me well out of the critical range. I grinned and slashed my ax at the last cleric we fought. 
 
    Maria's sword fell with an even harder stroke as she stepped up beside me. The cultist took both blows at the same time, hacked down by us. He fell flopping to the ground, joining his brethren. I looked to the blind one. 
 
    He raced at Kulri. 
 
    “Shit!” I snarled and struggled to run to her, fighting against the movement debuff. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Kulrigiizhai faced the charging cultist calmly. Her last arcane bolt had hit him hard, sizzling through his robes. More black rot dribbled from his missing eyes. She set her staff and drew upon the other spell she knew. 
 
    “Let the geometries of space entwine around me and shield me from damage,” she chanted, Arcane Shield being faster to cast than Arcane Bolt. 
 
    The air rippled before her, distorted by the magic that she called upon. It wreathed her with some measure of armor while holding a nasty surprise for the knife lunging in at her. She launched into casting Arcane Bolt as the cultist priest struck. 
 
    “Let the mystical energy,” she chanted— 
 
    His knife struck her shield. The energy rippled, blunting it and slowing it from penetrating the scant protection her purple robe gave her. The shield crackled with purple lightning. The cultist snarled in pain and wrenched his knife back. 
 
    —and finished, “flow out of me and explode in an arcane bolt!” 
 
    Her spell fired out from the antler tines on her staff and struck him with purplish power. He screamed and stumbled back, the wound burning into his chest. He snarled and drew back his arm to strike at her again. 
 
    “You shall die,” she said as he thrust. “Your Hit Points are in the critical.” 
 
    He ignored her. Why did no one listen to the good advice she gave today? 
 
    He struck her shield. The energy crackled. He screamed and staggered. He might have hit her, but the damage killed him. He collapsed at her feet, his body sizzling. She watched him die, not feeling anything. Her heart hadn't even sped up a beat. 
 
    The heavy steps of Marcus Aurelius slowed. Stopped. He panted, sludge coating his legs. He'd fought to come to her rescue. Her brow knit together at the flutter of emotions inside of her. She thought she'd killed all passions years ago. 
 
    Hadn't she learned those lessons well? 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    As the cultist died, the experience surged over us. The rush of gaining a level spilled through me. I felt it strike Maria and Kulri. The bright flash of light of the innate magic of being a Shardhunter surged through our bodies. 
 
    “Congratulations!” cheered my pixie. Iris zipped around my head and then stopped before me. Her hips shook back and forth as she danced, arms thrust over her head. She looked like she stood on nothing, her feet moving in an intricate step. She whirled around and shook her little booty at me. “Level 6! Upgrade time!” 
 
    I could feel it, the ability to modify my stats again. It wasn't even a choice for me. Damage. I upgraded Hard Strike's damage multiplier again, raising the cost to activate it by another TP. It was 5 now, which meant I could only use it 3 times instead of 4. My TP had only risen by a point to 17. 
 
    “Damn, didn't expect that,” I said. “Maybe I'm pumping it too fast and should have upgraded something else.” 
 
    “I think I'll buff Hard Strike,” Maria muttered, her eyes closed. Kulri, too, had her eyes closed as she chose her ability to upgrade. 
 
    I turned to the cleric. Unlike us, she still looked hurt. She hadn't gained a level. I smiled as I took her in. She had a mix of an innocent beauty and a slutty nun. The red veil on her head and white wimple wrapped around her head gave her that modesty befitting a woman sworn to serve God, but the sleeveless top of her habit, fitting over her round breasts like a glove, left little to the imagination, and the way it turned into a pleated skirt, like a schoolgirl would wear, made my dick throb. White thigh-highs stockings and red high heels only made me groan. 
 
    “Damn,” I said, “look at you.” 
 
    “Yes, I was overwhelmed by their churlish weapons and almost perished,” she said. “My greatest and most heartfelt thanks, good sir.” 
 
    “Marcus,” I said. “Marcus Aurelius.” 
 
    “Dëshoma, Acolyte to Ëshuxeri, Goddess of Love.” She bowed to me, clutching her bible to her chest. I guess that flower on the book's red cover was supposed to resemble a pussy. “You have my eternal gratitude.” 
 
    “Excellent,” I said. 
 
    “Methinks we can aid the other,” she continued. “It seems we are both sworn enemies of the villains who serve that most putrid and disgusting god, Rūzem. I am here to see that they do not taint this temple. Their leader, Feverblight, plans a most heinous ritual.” 
 
    “With two virgin girls at the center of it?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, we are kindred spirits seeking the same goal. Mayhap, I can join with thy group and travel to defeat these churlish invaders before they complete their dread task.” 
 
    “Absolutely!” I said, grinning at her. I thrust my hand out and took hers. I lifted it to my lips and kissed it. 
 
    Her cheeks blushed a fetching shade of scarlet. 
 
    “Welcome to the party, my lady Dëshoma.” 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Fourteen: Corruption Spreads 
 
    Maria du Marne was surprised by the flutter of jealousy that rippled through her. He never kissed my hand. 
 
    She rubbed at the back of hers, her chainmail loincloth shifting as it swung between her thighs. 
 
    She shouldn't be jealous. Marcus was her party leader. Nothing more. They had made love a few times, something she never should have done anyway, so it was best if he turned his attention to Dëshoma. An Acolyte of the Love Goddess should have no qualms enjoying his advances. Even if she did seem a tad innocent for one of her position. 
 
    The woman had a glow about her. A nimbus that drove back the darkness. Though she looked human, her eyes were a tad too green. Too vibrant. Maria couldn't quite figure out why she was different, while Marcus was prodding Iris, studying something only he could do. 
 
    He did that when Kulri joined the party, too. 
 
    “The day is wearing on, Marcus Aurelius,” the elf said. “With our level up, we should have no problem pressing on even if our newest ally is down MP.” 
 
    “I still have half of my reserves, lady elf,” Dëshoma said. 
 
    “You may call me Kulrigiizhai or Kulri if that proves untenable for your tongue.” 
 
    “It is my pleasure to meet you, Lady Kulrigiizhai.”  
 
    Maria frowned. She didn't even fumble once!  
 
    “What brings you to the dungeon, Dëshoma?” Marcus asked as he crossed the room. 
 
    “I am the daughter of Dezösh.” 
 
    Kulri's ears twitched. “The mighty angel who served Ëshuxeri?” 
 
    “The very same,” said Dëshoma. 
 
    “You're angelborn!” Maria gasped in delight. “One of the nephilim.” 
 
    Dëshoma gave a nod of her veiled head to Maria. “I am, Lady Maria. Greatly did mine father fall in love with mine mother and did wed her. I am the happy product of their union.” The delight in Dëshoma's face fell. “He has... vanished. It is up to me to serve as Ëshuxeri's agent upon this world. I had a dream that corruption would devour this temple. In the past, I have opposed members of the Cult of Rot and Fester, one of the foul groups who doth serve Rūzem. Feverblight is the knave who leads them and has breached this once proud and noble temple to mine Goddess's divine sister. I am greatly heartened to have such capable and stalwart companions such as thee, Marcus, and thy two companions.” 
 
    “The pleasure is mine, Lady Dëshoma,” he said as he strolled at her side, a swagger to his steps. “We shall save the two virgins from sacrifice and prevent this temple from being corrupted.” 
 
    And find the cure to Cock-Wilt Plague, thought Maria. Guilt suffused her at how she'd let herself be distracted. She wouldn't. She would be steadfast and faithful going forward. She would find the Tear of Ethileri and restore all the men in her village. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Things grew more difficult the deeper into the temple that we ventured. 
 
    A blur of fighting. We battled through all manner of nasty monsters that had infiltrated the cave or been put in our path by the Cultist of Rūzem. With Dëshoma's healing magic, Maria and I could be even more aggressive in our attacks, pressing deep into the enemy while she hovered nearby. Her Healing Touch ability restored a good chunk of our HP, keeping us in fighting form while Kulri hung back and unleashed her Arcane Bolt spell upon the enemy. 
 
    Dëshoma was an exciting addition to the party. Though she had no sexual traits, her Adorable trait meant I kept smiling at her. She always managed to find a cute way to stand, her face bursting with emotions. Even her archaic speech stirred delight inside of me. 
 
    “Beware thine step, Lord Marcus,” or, “Allow mine healing magic to restore thy wounds and make thee battle ready again, Lord Marcus,” made my heart sing a little bit. I couldn't wait for camp. 
 
    Her other three skills—Spiritualist, Theologian, and Finesse—helped her in fighting and adventuring. Spiritualist was like Arcanist or Ax Mastery, giving her proficiency in using Divine Damage magic. The other two gave her stat bonuses. 
 
    She reached level 7 not long after the battle with the cultists and the rest of us joined her. Along the way, Maria and I both upgraded our shields to Bronze Banded Wooden Shields. They were several planks of wood, shaped into a circle and bound in bronze with a bronze cap in the center. Kulri found a higher level implement, a Gnarled Oak Staff, but it lacked her bonus to arcane damage so though it was three levels stronger, it would cause her to deal less damage. 
 
    But it did have a once per day no-cast-time ability, so it vanished into her pouch. 
 
    After a fight with a swarm of Large Brown Bats, the rest of us hit level seven. With it came new abilities. Maria and I gained Disarm, an attack that did damage and, well, disarmed the enemy. Kulri got an AoE (Area of Effect) spell called Arcane Burst. It could hit a large group of enemies but for less damage than Arcane Bolt. It proved useful in a fight against a horde of small, mushroom-like monsters rushing through a forest of real stalagmites. Dëshoma had gained Blessed Weapon, a limited enchantment to give a weapon additional divine damage. 
 
    The caves we moved through intersected with pieces of the sanctum. It was like the basement had been ripped apart by the appearance of this cave system. Kulri declared it to be, “Suspicious.” She wouldn't speculate more. 
 
    The light glowing around Dëshoma and Iris were the only sources we had as we moved through the gloom. After a few more fights, we emerged into a large room with our health relatively intact. The soaring ceilings echoed with our footsteps. We couldn't see far into the gloom. 
 
    We came across a strange circle of black mildew after a dozen steps. It spread across the ground and made a crackling sound. The surface of it seemed to ripple. I bent down, my chainmail clinking, and studied it. Little tendrils grew out from it, swelling and throbbing, staining the rock beneath inky dark. 
 
    “Eww,” said Maria. “What is that? A monster?” 
 
    “The foul ritual that we did earlier interrupt would have caused this foul growth to spread,” Dëshoma explained. “The cultists have been here and left their putrid touch upon the stone. When they make a sacrificial offering of the two virgins they have taken, then the unholy mildew shall multiply at a prodigious rate and consume everything. This will become a den of rot and filth.” 
 
    “It hasn't happened yet,” I said. “We'll stop it.” 
 
    “Yes,” Maria said.  
 
    “I have complete faith in our group, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said. 
 
    “They left more than the rot here,” the elf said. “Something slinks through the darkness. It oozes.” 
 
    “Where?” I asked, drawing my ax. The hairs on the back of my head raised. 
 
    “To our left,” Maria said. 
 
    “She is correct.” The elf gripped her staff. “It is approaching us.” 
 
    On the edges of our light, something large and foul oozed closer to us. The surface of it rippled. The light spilled over it, the texture like tar. It bubbled in spots as it flowed at us. More and more of it entered our vision. It rose larger and larger over our heads. Ten feet. Twelve. Fifteen feet. Its body huge.  
 
    “A Vessel of Corruption!” Dëshoma shouted. “Beware its touch!” 
 
    Mouths opened across the thing's form, a dozen of them just on the parts I could see. With a gurgling rumble, shit-green bile burst from its mouths and spewed in all directions. Over us. It landed sizzling on my skin and burned at my armor. I snarled as my Hit Points dwindled. Kulri shouted and Dëshoma shrieked. Maria howled beside me, shaking arms as it spilled across her exposed flesh. 
 
    “Fucking AoE's!” I growled. “Kulri, retreat back and cover us! We'll hold its threat.” 
 
    “It is a creature summoned by the cultists. It is their deadly servant. We must be careful, or it will smother us in its corruption.” 
 
    I nodded and growled, not liking the way the sludge sizzled on my weapon, eating at the metal. Equipment damage was a thing in this game. Only camping or special materials, which I didn't have, could restore them. I didn't want to break my weapon. I liked it. 
 
    Dazzling light burst from Maria's breastplate. It gleamed like rippling water across the oily monster's surface. She'd be a little harder to hit, which was good because tentacles thrust out of its flesh. A dozen of them rose up in the air and then hurtled down at us. 
 
    I raised my shield. The blows landed hard on it, the force driving me back a few inches. Some slime spilled over the rim, scalding my face, dealing a minuscule amount of damage to me as I weathered the assault. 
 
    Maria darted forward, shouting her Yell before delivering a Hard Strike to the monster's flesh. Her sword dug into it, leaving a gash that oozed shut. She frowned and gasped, “Did I even hurt it?” 
 
    Kulri chanted in the background as I glanced back at Dëshoma. “Is it resistant to physical attacks?” 
 
    “I do not know, Lord Marcus,” she said. “I am afraid mine studies did not delve into these esoteric subjects beyond a cursory investigation.” 
 
    “Most slimes are, Marcus!” Iris shouted, dancing around me.  
 
    “Divine Weapon us, Lady Dëshoma! Maria, hold back until we are blessed. Just go on defense.” 
 
    “Yes!” she said and ducked behind her shield. A tentacle swiped over her head, then a second crashed into her. 
 
    An arcane bolt burst with sizzling force against the slime's exterior, scalding the creature's exterior and leaving a violet scar behind. It rippled and snarled, flesh convulsing. Tentacles surged out at Maria. I growled and slammed my ax into one, cutting into it, but not severing it. 
 
    The attack drew its attention. The thing slammed tentacles at me. I took them on my shield. 
 
    “With thy divine energy, empower the weapons of mine companion. Wreath the mundane in the spiritual!” Dëshoma touched me with her bible and my ax burst with the white light of divine energy. It spilled over my face and off the creature's hide. I smiled and darted forward, shield raised to batter aside the next attack.  
 
    Another Arcane Bolt struck the creature as my Hard Strike landed and cut a deep rent into the slime. The divine energy attacked its gelatinous flesh and left a deep rent in it. Dëshoma chanted behind me as I drew back and delivered a second Hard Strike and then my last. I unleashed all my damage and drained my TP. 
 
    Kulri unleashed her magic while Maria rushed in with her divine-enchanted sword. She slashed it hard, cutting deep furrows into the slime that didn't heal but gaped open like cut jello. The slime gurgled with each one and lashed out with tentacles. 
 
    A flurry of attacks slammed down on me. I blocked the first and second, but then they were past my guard. They crashed into my sides. Acidic slime spilled over my chainmail, bleeding through gaps in the armor to sizzle on my flesh beneath. Three, four, and then five attacks hit me. 
 
    “Fucking hell!” I snarled, stumbling back from the blows. My Hit Points plummeted while the monster gurgled in triumph. 
 
    “Marcus!” Maria shouted and slashed wildly, hacking at the creature. 
 
    “Watch out!” I snarled as I felt the slime's attention shift to her. “Guard up!” 
 
    A tentacle swept out and struck her legs. She gasped and fell on her back. More slammed down at her. One hit the ground right beside her, missing her thanks to her dazzling breastplate. But the next struck her square, a burst of Hit Points flooding out of her as it crit. 
 
    “Dammit!” I snarled, rushing forward. 
 
    As I did, Dëshoma's bible planted in my back. A rush of healing energy surged through me, raising my HP to half. I reached Maria and threw my shield up to take the next tentacle. The blow buckled my knees. The monster gurgled loudly. 
 
    “Thank you!” she gasped and rolled up to her feet with athletic grace, her breasts jiggling in her bikini breastplate. 
 
    Purple energy struck the creature. It gurgled in pain. All its mouths opened.  
 
    “AoE! Run!” 
 
    I pushed Maria back as the monster vomited bile in all directions. I whirled but not fast enough. The brown-green sludge surged over my legs and attacked my greaves. I stumbled, a quarter of my health vanishing. Maria raced ahead of it and reached safety, standing beside Dëshoma. 
 
    “Behind you!” Maria shouted. 
 
    I turned in time for the tentacle to strike me across the chest. I grunted and fell hard into the sizzling bile. I groaned, my equipment dissolving fast. Maria charged in and sliced a tentacle in half as it hurtled down for me. 
 
    Dëshoma stood over me and placed her bible on my head. Healing energy flooded into me. I pushed to my feet and charged back into battle. We had to kill this thing. How much Hit Points did it have?  
 
    “My pool of mana is dwindling, Marcus!” Kulri shouted before launching into another chant. 
 
    “Just keep at it!” I growled and slammed my glowing ax into the monster.  
 
    The tentacles surged at Maria and me. We blocked and took hits. We hacked and slashed while Dëshoma moved behind us, delivering Healing Touch when she could, but she was burning through her MP, too. 
 
    “Damn, damn, damn!” I shouted, hacking, slashing, cutting into the thing. Maria roared beside me, fighting with ferocity, her armor pitted and corroded, burns splashed across her skin. Pain wreathed every bit of me. 
 
    I felt alive. Despite the danger, it fed this wild exhilaration in me. This was far, far more deadly than my old life and I wouldn't give it up. Fighting evil beside three beautiful women. I would kill this monster. 
 
    “Piece of shit!” I spat. “Yeah, that's what you are! Just shat out by some hoary god! I'll wipe you off my boot like you were dog crap!” 
 
    The monster gurgled. Another vomit of bile approached. My HP was low. “Dëshoma, I need a heal!” 
 
    “I'm drained,” she shouted and rushed up, smacking her bible into the monster. 
 
    It did nothing. 
 
    “Get back!” Maria shouted.  
 
    “No! It has to be almost dead!” I slammed my ax into it as it gurgled. The blood-red metal gleamed. It struck deep, divine light spilling into the monster as it cut through its gelatinous hide. 
 
    The rents. The cut gel. All the damage across its surface hit a critical point. The entire thing let out a gurgle and then it deflated. It spilled out across the floor, spilling over our boots in a vast tide of goopy black mixed with streaks of puke-green. Steam rose around us. In its center, a black gem appeared. 
 
    “A night crystal,” Kulri said. “Valuable. It must be the focus for the summon.” 
 
    “Least we got some loot out it,” I panted, focusing on my party members. Maria was almost as low on HP as me while Kulri had taken no damage. Dëshoma was hurt in the initial vomit but still had half of her health. 
 
    We were out of TP and MP. 
 
    “Damn, I can't believe we didn't level up off that.” 
 
    “I feel on the cusp of gaining another level, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said. 
 
    “Pretty close myself to 8,” I panted. I looked around. “I suppose we better camp. We're not able to take on much.” 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Fifteen: Camping with the Party 
 
    We made camp at the far end of the room from the Vessel of Corruption. The stench didn't reach this far. With the vast gloom, you could pretend we hadn't been burned and scalded by its vomit or stung by the caustic slime formed into tentacles. 
 
    We started a fire, the flames roasting as we set our bedrolls around it. Dëshoma volunteered for cooking. The nun looked regal as she put out another chicken for dinner. I wondered if there was only one food or if we'd unlock more as we progressed.  
 
    There was the potential for me to gain a cook for my camp if I choose that daughter for my reward. 
 
    I stripped out of my armor and sat naked and unconcerned, the firelight dancing over my muscular body. The others stayed clothed though. My cock throbbed with need. I found myself studying the women. Dëshoma knelt on the far side of the fire while Kulri settled to my left, sitting cross-legged, her boots off, her fishnet stockings clinging to her shapely thighs and calves. Maria sat across from her, to my right, her boots also doffed but her breastplate bikini and chainmail loincloth covering her. 
 
    She didn't look at me, but her cheeks were pink. Excited. 
 
    “If you wish to share coitus as we wait for supper to cook, then merely command,” Kulri spoke, her voice direct as she glanced at me. “I am your party member.” 
 
    I smiled, remembering that she was a masochist. An idea filled my mind. I bet she'd like it hard up the ass. “Get over here and suck my cock, elf.” 
 
    Her ears twitched at that word. 
 
    “Elf?” asked Maria. “That's not her name, Marcus.” 
 
    “I'll call her what I please,” I said, glancing at Maria. She was a submissive but not a masochist. She didn't crave humiliation and pain, but domination and security. “And the elf is going to suck my cock and love it. Right?” 
 
    “Yes, Marcus Aurelius,” Kulri said. I didn't even have to glance at her. I kept staring at Maria as the elf disrobed. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Kulrigiizhai didn't understand why being addressed simply as “elf” started an itch between her thighs. She certainly hadn't felt any sexual desire when she offered to share coitus with the human warrior. She was just used to performing that function.  
 
    It wasn't as degrading as “Worm” or “Sow,” like she'd been called in the past. And yet, in some ways, it seemed more humiliating to address her as what she was. Elf. As though that alone was something disgusting. The tips of her long ears quivered as she began unlacing her purple robes. 
 
    He didn't even look at her. The itch increased. Her nether juices began flowing. It was the second time that had happened in her life. The last time was when he'd been licking at her, stirring her up. This time, he provided no stimulation. Her body remembered what he could deliver to her even as he ignored her and stared at the human female. 
 
    Kulrigiizhai slipped the robe down her slender arms, her large breasts coming into view. They were terribly rare for an elf. Dëshoma had more the figure Kulrigiizhai's species possessed. The torment her large mammaries had given her sparked dangerous desires in her. 
 
    Bloody, violent, black desires. But not for Marcus. He just called her “elf.” 
 
    “Hurry up, elf,” Marcus said. “My cock won't suck itself.” 
 
    “Marcus!” Maria gasped. 
 
    The human male just grinned, his cheeks shadowed by facial hair. Elven men lacked it. They could sometimes be mistaken for a woman. Delicate and ephemeral. Not him. He was solid. Not just his cock, but his whole muscular physique. Kulrigiizhai worked faster, slipping out of her robes as she shifted with grace on her knees. Her little panties drank in her juices. She smelled her sweet musk bleeding through the cloth. 
 
    “You want to suck my cock, Maria?” Marcus asked. “If she's too slow, you can take her place.” 
 
    “I'm fine,” Maria said and cast her gaze from him to the fire. 
 
    Why do you lie? Kulrigiizhai thought. The female's desire for Marcus was painted on her emotional face.  
 
    Kulrigiizhai stood up with grace and slipped her panties off, sliding over the garter straps that held up her thigh-high stockings. She knew better than to let anything interfere in disrobing when ordered to. 
 
    “Are you okay with this, Lady Kulrigiizhai?” Dëshoma asked, her voice quiet. 
 
    “This elf is,” Kulrigiizhai said, keeping the ache out of her voice. Not only was she okay with it, but she was also eager for it. 
 
    A strange sensation for the elf. Shocking. Intriguing. Who are you, Marcus Aurelius? 
 
    She knelt down before him, her ass pointed at the fire. It warmed across her butt-cheeks and kissed the folds of her hairless pussy. Her juices spilled out faster, trickling down to her thigh-high stockings without any panties to contain them. Her ears twitched as she grabbed his cock. Thick and hard. He had filled her pussy today. 
 
    “That's it, elf,” he said. “Lick it nice and slow. Let me feel you worshiping my cock.” 
 
    “Yes, Marcus Aurelius,” she said, then paused. “Is there a different address you require of this elf?” 
 
    He smiled. “I'm not sure you're worthy of calling me anything special, elf. You're not in my harem, are you?” 
 
    A shiver ran through her. Harem... Shardhunters could forge a mystical connection with others. He looked like the type of man who hungered for a harem. A large one. Did he have any in his? Her hips wiggled. 
 
    “If you command me to join your harem, I would have to submit. You are my party leader.” She hesitated. “If you would allow me to continue my quest.” 
 
    “Which is?” 
 
    The urge to tell him rose, but she couldn't. It was her pain. Her war. She needed no one to share the burden. None would support her in it. She plotted madness, she knew it, but the pain in her heart needed satisfaction. Until her orgasms today, she'd felt no other emotion beating beneath her breast. 
 
    “Private, Marcus Aurelius.” 
 
    “Then just lick my cock, elf,” he growled. 
 
    She shivered at the anger in his voice and obeyed. 
 
    Her tongue licked up his cock. She dragged it slow, taking her time. Her pussy clenched as she climbed up and up his length. The heat rippled out of her twat at how naughty this felt. A feverish delight rippled through her. She whimpered and wiggled her hips from side to side as she reached the pinnacle and flicked across him. 
 
    He groaned at that. His cock throbbed as she danced her tongue around his crown. Her lips nuzzled against him. She sucked and nursed on him for a moment before she kissed down his shaft to lick up him again. 
 
    The salty flavor of his precum lingered on her tongue. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Getting Kulri's submission sounded delicious. Something I craved. Something I would have to win. I would find out what her quest was and add her to my harem. Right now, I had one member, the sylph explorer who'd returned to my camp. I hoped to add Maria, Dëshoma, and Kulri to it before we were done with this dungeon. 
 
    Kulri's tongue felt amazing as she dragged it up my cock again. She had a smaller one than a human. It felt delicious, almost feline, as it climbed my dick. I rested my hand on the top of her head, petting her. Long, pointed ears twitched. She groaned. Her tongue reached the tip, flicking over the frenulum to bathe the top of my cock. 
 
    “Just like that, elf,” I said, glancing at Maria. 
 
    She jerked her eyes to the fire. 
 
    I grinned. “You sure you don't want to join?” 
 
    “I don't want to be called human,” she muttered. 
 
    “You're not the elf,” I said. “You're Maria du Marne, a vibrant and feisty member of my party. Besides, I know how much you love sucking cock.” 
 
    She swallowed and glanced at me again. Or, at my cock as Kulri drew her tongue up my shaft. That long, wet lick made my dick quiver as she climbed higher and higher until she reached my balls. Maria shifted onto her knees, her thighs pressed tight together, her chainmail rustling. 
 
    She had the Fellatist skill. Blowjobs were something she was better at than any other member of his party. She would regain Hit Points if she sucked my dick. I could tell she wanted to. Something held her back. Some reason that she didn't want to get intimate with me. 
 
    Why? 
 
    I glanced at Dëshoma. She peered over the fire. It was hard to tell if her cheeks were flushed or not with the firelight dancing across her cheeks. For a priestess of the Love Goddess, she seemed rather virginal. Maybe she was a virgin. Ëshuxeri wasn't Shuwëmeri. Love wasn't the same as sex, which fell under the fertility goddess's domain. 
 
    I frowned. How did she get past the angel? I'd have to ask her that. 
 
    I turned my attention back to Maria. I'd let Dëshoma stew for a while. See what watching us having our fun would stir in her. I stared at the warrior as she squirmed while the elf bathed my cock with her sweet tongue. 
 
    “Maria, come suck my cock,” I said, my voice firm.  
 
    She swallowed. 
 
    “You want to, so stop this resisting. I'll grab you by the scruff of the neck if that's what it takes to get you to admit that you're dying to join Kulri in sucking my dick.” 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Maria swallowed. How does he know me so well? 
 
    He gave her a command. He was her party leader and... and... It was that easy. She had nothing to feel guilty about. She had to do this. Her naughty pussy rejoiced as her tongue flicked over her lips. She hungered to enjoy that cock.  
 
    Now she could. 
 
    “Mmm, that's it,” Marcus grinned as she crawled to him. “And get that armor off. Be comfortable.” 
 
    “Yes, Marcus,” she moaned, pausing to unstrap her Dazzling Bronze Bikini Breastplate. It slipped from her round tits, their perky firmness swaying. She felt Dëshoma watching, the innocent nun letting out whimpers. 
 
    “You're going to have so much fun,” Iris moaned. “I wish I was big enough to have sex with him.” 
 
    “Maybe one day,” said Maria. 
 
    “Maybe,” the pixie sighed in dreamy delight. 
 
    Next came the human Fighter's belt. Her chainmail slipped from her rump and pussy, exposing her fiery bush. Marcus smiled at her while Kulri kept licking up and down his cock, her ears twitching as they thrust out from her pale-blonde hair. Her lavender eyes were sealed shut, her cheeks blushed. 
 
    She's enjoying herself, thought Maria. Does she like being called elf? 
 
    Marcus's hand cupped her face as she crawled in beside Kulri. He stroked her cheek, grinning at her. He looked so strong as he leaned back on his left elbow. His blue eyes piercing, his black hair spilling down in that flowing, virile mane to his shoulders. She whimpered at his calloused finger pads caressing her skin. 
 
    Then she ducked her head down and nuzzled her head beside Kulri's head. Her thicker tongue flicked out, a darker shade of pink than the elf's. They licked up together, Maria moaning in throaty delight as they approached the pinnacle. Her eyes focused on the bead of precum brimming there. 
 
    A wicked shiver ran through her. 
 
    She flicked over it and groaned at the taste of his salty precum. Her tongue then brushed Kulri's, almost like she was kissing the elf. Maria remembered earlier when she rode Kulri's face to that shuddering orgasm. That tongue had felt amazing on her pussy. 
 
    Kulri ducked back down to lick at the shaft, but Maria had other ideas. Marcus hadn't told her how to worship his cock, just that he wanted her to do it. So she would do it her way. She would give him all the bliss she could. 
 
    She leaned down and sucked the tip of his cock into her mouth. He groaned as she slid her mouth down his dick. Her lips worked further and further down his shaft. She loved the texture of him. His cock twitched and throbbed in her mouth as she went lower. He groaned, his head leaning back. His chest rose and fell as he panted. 
 
    Maria wanted to make him cum so hard. 
 
    She bobbed her lips as Kulri's tongue licked up. A naughty thrill ran through Maria. She gained a single Hit Point sucking on his dick, a small refreshment that worshiping her party leader's thick schlong delivered to her. 
 
    Than Kulri's tongue brushed Maria's lips. A shiver ran through the human warrior. Her pussy clenched. Thoughts of kissing the elf flit through her mind. Would he like to see us do that? To kiss each other with flashing tongues? 
 
    She shuddered as Kulri went back down to lick at the shaft. 
 
    “Just suck on my balls, elf,” groaned Marcus. “Maria's taking care of my cock. For now.” 
 
    A shiver ran through Maria. Didn't he want to cum in her mouth? She sucked harder, her cheeks hollowing with all her might. More of his delicious precum spilled into her mouth. He groaned as he felt her prowess. 
 
    Kulri sucked on his balls, making sounds nearly as noisy as Maria's own sloppy blowjob. Her red hair swayed about her face as she loved Marcus's cock. She wiggled her hips, her juices soaking her bush. 
 
    “That is... stimulating,” Dëshoma whispered. 
 
    “Right, right,” said Iris. “So hot. That's why I'm frigging my pussy. You should do the same.” 
 
    “Abuse mine sex with my rude fingers, Lady Iris?” the acolyte gasped in what sounded like scandalized shock. 
 
    “It's almost as good as someone else's rude fingers.” The pixie's wings buzzed. “Or I could root around down there. Rub my whole body into your pussy.” 
 
    “Oh, my, that is a lewd desire that doth brim in thy tiny heart, Lady Iris,” Dëshoma moaned. 
 
    “You have no idea how deviant I can be.” 
 
    Maria's pussy clenched as she sucked. What would that be like to have Iris down there... drifted through the human woman's thoughts.  
 
    She closed her eyes and swirled her tongue around Marcus's cock. She nursed on him, saliva dribbling down his shaft. Another kind of hot dribble ran down her thigh now, as her pussy was overwhelmed by her pussy juices. She bobbed her head faster and faster, wanting Marcus's cum to flood her mouth. 
 
    She craved it. Ached for it. Her cheeks hollowed with the power of her sucking. She created a tight seal with her plump lips. Her breasts swayed. Her saliva dribbled down his cock to Kulri's mouth sucking on his balls. 
 
    Maria gained another Hit Point. 
 
    “Damn, that is good,” groaned Marcus. “Fuck, yes. Now switch with her, Maria. Let the elf suck my cock with that wicked mouth of hers.” 
 
    Maria shivered. She wanted to rebel, but... 
 
    Her pussy clenched and a shiver of heat ran through her. She popped her mouth off his cock and moaned, “Sure, Marcus. I'll love your balls.” 
 
    The elf slipped her lips off Marcus's right ball and rose, her ears twitching. One brushed Maria's cheek. The elf moaned. Her slender fingers grabbed the middle of his cock and she opened her dainty mouth wide to swallow it. 
 
    Maria nuzzled into Marcus's balls, aching to taste that wonderful cum. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Kulrigiizhai opened her mouth to obey the fighter. Her pussy dripped now. Sucking his balls had been particularly humiliating. They were salty with his sweat. His hairs caught in her teeth. Maria got the true pleasure while she had to simmer. 
 
    She craved more.  
 
    What is going on with me? she wondered. How has this human gotten me so out of sorts? 
 
    She didn't know, but her lusts hungered as she opened her mouth wide. She swallowed his cock with a passionate gulp. Her lips slid over his cock. She felt his spongy crown slid past them and into her mouth.  
 
    Her dainty tongue danced around his cock. He groaned, his chest rising and falling. She nursed on him while the human sucked and nuzzled into his balls. Every time he moaned, a surge of pleasure ran through the elf. 
 
    I'm like a bitch-dog wagging my tail every time my owner says, “Good girl,” thought Kulrigiizhai. 
 
    “Damn, that's good, elf,” Marcus groaned. 
 
    Kulrigiizhai's ears twitched at the tips. 
 
    “Mmm, you're going to cum with these balls,” Maria purred between sucks. “Will I get a taste?” 
 
    “Elf, don't swallow. You're going to hold all my cum in your mouth and share it with Maria. I want the two of you kissing each other. Trading it back and forth.” 
 
    “Oh, that's so naughty,” groaned Maria. 
 
    “That is exceptionally wicked and wanton,” Dëshoma said, her voice brimming with passion. “Perhaps I should follow Lady Iris's advice.” 
 
    “And abuse your pussy like me,” panted the pixie. 
 
    Kulrigiizhai's delicate nose could pick out a new scent of pussy. Not her own sweet musk, nor the spicy-sweet mix of the human female. It wasn't even the minute scent of apricot produced by the pixie. It smelled of jasmine. Not quite that fragrance, but containing in it the salty musk all pussy seemed to have mixed in it, but adorned with the wonderful perfume. 
 
    “Go ahead and masturbate,” said Marcus. “Enjoy yourself, Lady Dëshoma.” 
 
    “I may, Lord Marcus. I may at that, for mine lusts are brimming with a powerful ache that doth demand mine attention.” 
 
    Kulrigiizhai merely focused on her blowjob. On obeying her party leader. 
 
    Her ears wiggled and twitched with his groans. Her tongue danced and swirled, remembering all the lessons she'd learned in pain. The humiliation of serving Marcus Aurelius, in blowing his cock, fed her pussy. 
 
    She wanted to abuse her own sex. 
 
    Her pussy clenched while her fingers clenched. She sucked, making obscene sounds. Undignified sounds. Her hair swayed about her face. His groans grew louder. The flavor of his precum grew saltier, a subtle change. 
 
    He nears his orgasm, she realized. 
 
    “That's it,” groaned Marcus Aurelius. “Just keep sucking with that dirty mouth, elf.” 
 
    “Mmm, yes, yes,” moaned Maria. She sucked a ball into her mouth. 
 
    “Cum, Marcus, cum!” cheered the pixie. 
 
    Dëshoma whimpered, her clothing rustling. 
 
    “Fuck, yes!” snarled the human male. 
 
    The pulse of his orgasm shot up his cock and erupted salty cum into Kulrigiizhai's mouth. As commanded, she didn't swallow it. To her surprise, it didn't disgust her. The salty flavor spilled over her taste buds as he pumped more and more into her mouth. Her cheeks bulged like a squirrel's stuffed with too many nuts to hold it all in. 
 
    This is so humiliating to have to contain his seed, she thought, her pussy melting, her ears twitching so fast. 
 
    More and more spurted. He groaned. Maria raised her head, whimpering with an obvious expectation of imbibing the cum filling Kulrigiizhai's mouth. The elf's cheeks bulged to their limits. She slid her mouth to the very pinnacle of his cock to give her the most volume to store his seed. 
 
    “God fucking damn!” Marcus panted as no more jizz flooded Kulrigiizhai's mouth. 
 
    Her head darted up and she planted her lips on Maria's mouth as ordered. She thrust her tongue out past the human's lips. Jizz spilled down their chins between them as she shared the salty treat, Marcus watching them. 
 
    Lusting at them. 
 
    “That's it, elf,” he groaned. “Share that cum with Maria. She helped to make me erupt. She deserves a taste.” 
 
    Kulrigiizhai shuddered. The words made her feel even more degraded. Even more of a thing being used by him. She kissed the human harder. Her dainty tongue dueled with Maria's thick one, sharing the jizz, trading it back and forth. Spooge spilled down her chin and dripped onto her large breasts. 
 
    The female human's tongue darted into her mouth now, scooping out the spunk. Maria gulped it down, moaning in obvious lust. Kulrigiizhai's ears twitched. Her pussy burned. She needed Marcus's cock in her. He had to fuck her hard. He had to pound her right now. 
 
    “Damn,” Marcus groaned. “On your knees, elf. I want you ass up and face down.” 
 
    She broke the kiss and gulped down the salty cum still in her mouth. It slid down into her belly. “Yes, Marcus!” 
 
    She prostrated herself in the most shameful fashion, her rump thrust up in the air at him, her hairless pussy on display. She rubbed her cheek into his bedroll, the fire only a foot away from her. The flames danced before her eyes. 
 
    “Please,” she whimpered before she could stop herself. 
 
    “Please, what?” asked Marcus. 
 
    She closed her eyes and moaned, “Please fuck this elf's naughty and juicy cunt with your big dick.” 
 
    She almost came from saying those words. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Dëshoma trembled as the flames burning in her wanton pussy grew beyond her control. She wanted to avoid abusing her virgin pussy, but she could no longer contain herself. Not with Iris masturbating over her head nor the human and elf kissing and trading his spunk back and forth. 
 
    Surrendering to her lusts, Dëshoma thrust her hand beneath her skirt. She rose on her knees to peer higher over the fire to stare at Marcus's member. It thrust thick and hard. Her green eyes widened. The halo of light shone brighter about her. 
 
    Fingers slid up her inner thigh to her dainty panties covering her virginal flesh. She thrust the scrap of cloth to the side and brushed her trimmed pubic hair drenched in her juices. She whimpered as she caressed herself, hardly hearing Marcus give the command to the elf. 
 
    Kulrigiizhai obeyed, thrusting her alabaster rump into the air, her face out of sight, down near the fire. The elf moaned something while Dëshoma abused her virgin pussy. She stroked up and down her angelborn flesh, pleasure rippling through her body. 
 
    She whimpered, feeling her wimple wrapped tight about her head, her round breasts rising and falling in the tight cloth of her red habit. Her veil swayed about her shoulders. Her skirt rustled as her wrist moved, stroking fingers up and down her juicy twat. 
 
    Marcus moved into position to take the elf. Dëshoma bit her lower lip and whimpered in delight. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    As I moved to fuck Kulri, I noticed the pleasure painted on Dëshoma's face. The firelight danced over her delicate features, staining her white wimple in passion. Her green eyes almost glowed. Her arm thrust down before her, reaching towards one place. 
 
    The flames blocked my sight from where she touched herself, but I knew what she did. I smiled, glad her passions were melting her.  
 
    I glanced at Maria. She trembled by me, licking fingers as they scooped up my cum off her chin. Her round breasts quivered, painted in the same flickering, passionate hues as Dëshoma's wimple. She looked delicious. 
 
    “Which hole should I use?” I asked Kulri. “Ass or pussy?” 
 
    “She wants you to fuck her pussy,” Maria said, her hand reaching out to grab my cock. She lowered me to the elf's twat. 
 
    “So I should fuck her ass then?” I asked. “Don't you think the elf should be thoroughly used?” 
 
    Maria swallowed. “I... I don't know, Marcus.” 
 
    “What do you think I want to enjoy? I've already had her pussy and her mouth, but...” 
 
    Maria lifted my cock and nudged it between Kulri's butt-cheeks. Her silky butt-cheeks massaged my cock moments before I pressed against her puckered taint. This wonderful bliss shot through me. I groaned at the feel of that tight asshole massaging the tip of my cock. 
 
    “Good decision,” I told her. 
 
    I pulled Maria to me, pressing her bush and wet pussy into my hip. Her breasts rubbed into my side and chest. She shuddered and then ground her snatch on me, whimpering in delight. I grinned at her and then thrust. 
 
    Kulri's asshole surrendered with ease. It was no virgin hole. The elf let out a throaty whimper. Her ears twitched more. I had a feeling that meant she enjoyed it. She certainly didn't protest as I penetrated deeper and deeper into her bowels, her brown ring swallowing my cock. 
 
    The velvety feel of her bowels engulfed me. I savored it as I sank into her depths. I reveled in the absolute joy of being in her. She felt incredible. I drew in a deep breath as I bottomed out in her, Maria grinding on my hip. 
 
    “Wow,” the human said. My hand slid down to cup her ass, fingers delving into her butt-crack. “She took it all.” 
 
    “Yes, she did,” I said, glancing at Dëshoma. She watched with feverish delight, frigging her pussy. 
 
    I drew back my hips. The tight anal sheath clung to my cock. The wonderful pleasure of it rippled over me. I groaned as I drew further and further back. The pleasure rippled around my cock. My dick twitched and throbbed in her tight embrace. She whimpered. Her bowels squeezed around my cock, massaging me. 
 
    I thrust forward hard into her. I buried deep into her bowels. She gasped and whimpered. My balls cracked into her. My fingers slid down Maria's butt-crack at the same moment. I found her asshole as I fucked Kulri's. 
 
    “Marcus,” groaned Kulri. “You're...” 
 
    I winked at her. 
 
    I thrust a finger into Maria's asshole. Her anal ring resisted much more than the elf's did to my thick cock. But her sphincter parted and swallowed my finger to the first knuckle. Her pussy grew hotter on my hip. She ground her cunt faster on me, rubbing her wet bush and juicy snatch on me, her moans echoing over the fire. 
 
    Mixing with Iris's and Dëshoma's. 
 
    “Oh, Marcus, fuck that elf hard,” Iris moaned as she floated above the fire. She stared down. “Mmm, your cock must feel amazing in her.” 
 
    “Does it, elf?” I asked as I pumped away in her. 
 
    “It makes this elf pussy hot,” moaned Kulri. “It makes this elf feel like such a nasty slut.” 
 
    “An anal whore!” I groaned, thrusting harder. Her bowels clenched around me. 
 
    “That is what this elf is!” Kulri gasped. Her new way of speaking was intriguing. She slipped into it with such ease. 
 
    I pumped hard and fast at her asshole, the velvety embrace building and building my orgasm. Maria moaned as she ground on me. She smeared that hot cunt on my leg. Her juices spilled down my thighs. Her breasts rubbed into my chest, nipples hard. Her moans grew louder and louder as she watched, her asshole clenching around my finger. 
 
    I worked it in and out of her backdoor, savoring the tight warmth while I buggered Kulri again and again. I pounded my cock deep into the elf. She clenched down on me on every backstroke. She gripped my dick, the velvety massage bringing me closer and closer to cumming. 
 
    “You going to cum on my dick, elf?” I asked. 
 
    “This one will, Marcus!” she moaned. “If that pleases you.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, it fucking does,” I panted, thrusting hard and fast. “Let me feel those bowels spasming around me. Let me feel your asshole going wild around me.” 
 
    “Yes, Marcus!” 
 
    Her bowels clenched around me. She whimpered, her ears twitching faster and faster. Maria's arms tightened around my neck. She kissed at the side of my face. Dëshoma leaned closer, her face twisting with delight. 
 
    Kulri gasped and moaned. 
 
    Her asshole writhed around me.  
 
    “Shit, yes!” I gasped, driving into her spasming bowels.  
 
    Incredible pleasure surged through me. I groaned as I pumped away hard and fast at the tight anal sheath writhing and spasming around my dick. It was incredible to enjoy. Every thrust into her brought me closer and closer to erupting. 
 
    “Marcus!” Maria groaned. “Is she really cumming on your cock?” 
 
    “Yes!” I moaned.  
 
    “This elf is!” Kulri gasped, her bowels writhing. “This elf is such a dirty, nasty, disgusting slut!” 
 
    Her flesh spasmed harder around me. I groaned and slammed into her. I erupted. My cum fired into her bowels with powerful spurts. The pleasure slammed into my mind. Stars burst across my vision, dancing around the room. 
 
    Her sweet ass milked my cock. That velvety flesh rippled around it, drawing out the jizz from my balls. Maria shuddered beside me. She gasped. Her juices coated my thigh as she joined me in her climactic pleasure. 
 
    “Oh, that's so good,” she groaned. 
 
    “Yes, yes, stars and boughs, it is!” moaned Kulri. “This elf came in such a shameful fashion.” 
 
    Whimpers came from across the fire as Dëshoma gasped and whimpered in bliss. Her face contorted. She joined us in rapture. I grinned at the sight of her quivering body, her veil swaying about her wimple-wrapped face. 
 
    I pumped the last blast of cum into the elf's asshole and ripped out of her. I pulled from Maria. She sank down onto her back and trembled through her orgasm, eyes shut. I rose and padded around the fire to the quivering Dëshoma. 
 
    “Oh, Marcus, yes!” Iris moaned, drifting over me and showering my face in a fine mist of her pussy cream as she came. “That was so hot.” 
 
    “Watch this,” I said and sank down beside Dëshoma. I cupped her chin and turned her face. Her green eyes opened, glossy and unfocused for a moment. 
 
    “Marcus!” she gasped and ripped her hand out from between her thighs. Her juices dripped from her, the scent of jasmine filling my nose. “Oh, Ëshuxeri, I cannot believe I abused mine pussy with such fervent and wanton lust.” 
 
    “I can.” I leaned in and kissed her. 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Sixteen: Acolyte's Passion Unleashed 
 
    Dëshoma gasped as Marcus's lips captured hers. She'd never felt anything quite like this. She'd lived in the convent with her mother. Kisses were things that husbands and wives did, like her angelic father and her human mother had shared. 
 
    Marcus's whiskers felt so rough on her skin, and yet she did not find it unpleasant. It felt... right. The way a kiss should be. His lips moved on hers and she felt this most improper ache rush through her to kiss him back. 
 
    She surrendered to it, still too flushed and aroused from her unseemly masturbation. She grabbed his arm, inadvertently rubbing her virginal cream on his skin. She groaned as his tongue pressed on her lips. 
 
    That befuddled her. It was like his tongue wanted her lips to part. She timidly did. 
 
    Gasped. 
 
    His tongue thrust into her oral depths. He plunged into her mouth. She groaned as his tongue explored inside of her. It stroked over her own tongue, caressed the roof of her mouth. It felt so naughty, but in a wonderful way that had her sighing. 
 
    Her eyes closed. She surrendered to his manly strength. Her hand tightened on his arm, holding to his powerful muscles to keep from being swept away by the tide of womanly passion rising and rising in her nethers. 
 
    His hand landed on her torso beneath her breast. She paid it no mind, lost to his kiss. She hardly was aware of it sliding up and up. His tongue felt so wicked in her mouth. It circled her tongue and swept exhilarating tingles through her body. 
 
    His hand cupped her breast through her habit. 
 
    She gasped and wrenched her lips back. “Lord Marcus?” 
 
    His thumb rubbed right over the hard apex of her breast. Her nipple drank in the sensation, stimulated by the soft weave of her cotton habit and the pressure of his digit manipulating her. Her lower lip quivered. 
 
    “Thou mustn't.” 
 
    “Why not?” he asked. “You're horny. Let me love you.” 
 
    Her heart fluttered at that word. “Thou shouldst not use that word with such flippancy. It holds great power.” 
 
    “Yes, it does,” he said. “Elf, help me love Dëshoma.” 
 
    The acolyte gasped as he pulled her veil from her head, his thumb still manipulating her breast. The elf rose, her large breasts rising over the fire. She moved with grace around it and knelt on Dëshoma's other side. Those overripe mammaries swayed back and forth, rippling as they collided with each other. 
 
    “How shall this elf love her, Marcus Aurelius?” asked Kulrigiizhai. 
 
    “You'll figure it out,” said Marcus as he began unwinding Dëshoma's wimple. 
 
    “Lord Marcus, think on mine modesty,” she gasped. 
 
    “We're in a party together, Lady Dëshoma,” he said, hunger smoldering in his blue eyes. 
 
    He is such a handsome man. Did mine mother feel like this the first time mine angelic father entered her boudoir? 
 
    Dëshoma swallowed as the cloth unwound, freeing her sapphire hair to spill out in an azure fall around her delicate face. It fell to her shoulders, a simple bob. Nothing special since she kept it covered save in sleep. 
 
    “Gorgeous,” he said, playing with a curling ringlet. “You know how beautiful you are, Dëshoma. Like Maria or the elf.” 
 
    “What about me?” Iris asked, the pixie darting down from above. 
 
    “All the stars in the heaven do not twinkle as bright as you, Iris,” he said. 
 
    She squealed in delight and zipped around the campsite, leaving a trail of pink dust.  
 
    “Lord Marcus, thy compliment doth stir mine heart, but we are only newly acquainted, and thou have two other women with which to satiate any carnal urges thou might possess.” 
 
    “And?” he asked. “I have carnal urges for you.” 
 
    Dëshoma was about to respond when the elf parted her legs. She gasped at the feel of hands stroking up the red stockings to her short skirt. Before she could stop him, Marcus pressed her onto her back, kissing at the side of her face. 
 
    “Lord Marcus and Lady Kulrigiizhai?” she whimpered, their touches stirring such aching wants in her. Far, far beyond what she had earlier endured and then satiated with her undignified self-flagellation. 
 
    “Relax,” he said, kissing up her cheek while his hands found the one spot on her habit that held it closed. He triggered the enchantment. The blessing of Ëshuxeri parted the fabric. She gasped as suddenly an inch strip of her flesh from neck to navel was reveled, a silver hexagonal pendant set with blue sardonite rested between her breasts. 
 
    Marcus grinned at that. “Convenient. I was wondering how to get you out of this.” 
 
    “Oh, no,” she gasped in embarrassment as he exposed her breasts one by one, each one a perfect sphere rising from her chest. Golden nipples, glittering like the precious metal, topped them. They quivered as she clamped hands to her embarrassed face. 
 
    “Mmm, lovely,” he said, cupping a naked breast. 
 
    She'd forgotten about the elf's gentle touch upon her legs until she felt fingers hooking her dainty panties. The elf was drawing them off of her, pulling the red cloth down her thighs. Her legs lifted in the air, the elf pulling them off, the tips of her ears twitching. 
 
    “She is removing my undergarments,” whimpered the acolyte. 
 
    “Yes, she is,” Marcus said before leaning down and sucking her right nipple into his mouth. His lips sealed about the golden nub and sucked. 
 
    She gasped. 
 
    His other hand pinched and played with her left nipple. Pleasure tingled down to her pussy. She squirmed on her back, her whimpers filling the campsite. Her panties came off and Kulrigiizhai pushed past Dëshoma's slender, thigh-high-socking clad thighs. 
 
    Ears wiggling, Kulrigiizhai bent over. Her pale-platinum hair spilled down and brushed the angelborn's thighs. Dëshoma squirmed, the elf's face coming closer and closer to the virginal font of the Acolyte's body. The elf's dainty nose twitched. 
 
    “No, no, no,” whimpered Dëshoma, knowing she shouldn't succumb to this even as her body wanted it. “Lord Marcus!” 
 
    Her nipples throbbed and ached in his sucking mouth and the grasp of his skilled fingers. The elf's breath washed across the sapphire hairs adorning Dëshoma's virginal flesh. Then lips nuzzled into her soft bush before kissing her most intimate lips. 
 
    “Lady Maria!” gasped Dëshoma. 
 
    “He's the party leader,” Maria said. “Just enjoy. He will make your first time exquisite. I speak from experience. I greatly enjoyed mine.” 
 
    Dëshoma bit her lower lip then gasped at the feel of the elf's small tongue sliding up her virginal slit. The pleasure rippled hot through her flesh. It sparked more bliss in her than the stroke of her fingers sliding up and down those petals. 
 
    The tongue parted through her folds, brushing her hymen and caressing her clitoris. Dëshoma gasped and whimpered. Marcus added more rapture to her growing ecstasy with his hungry mouth and pinching fingers. 
 
    “Oh, my,” Dëshoma moaned. “This is a most wicked and wanton delight both thou doth deliver upon mine quivering flesh.” 
 
    Marcus's mouth popped off her nipple while Kulrigiizhai kept licking and lapping at virginal pussy. “Lady Dëshoma, just relax and enjoy it all.” He rolled her golden nipple. “You have earned your reward.” 
 
    “Reward, Lord Marcus?” She had never heard of love-making as a reward. 
 
    “For following my orders,” he said. “For being a valued member of our party. Your healing has allowed us to explore even farther before camping. With your help, we shall triumph over the cult.” 
 
    “Yes!” she gasped, quivering in delight. 
 
    Then she gasped as Kulrigiizhai's tongue caressed over her clit. The dainty tongue circled that bud of bliss. Dëshoma whimpered. Marcus re-engulfed her nipple, sucking with hunger. They both drove her towards another effervescent burst of ecstasy. 
 
    Another shuddering climax. 
 
    Marcus sucked with such hunger on her. He gave her such bliss that shot down to her pussy being so thoroughly stimulated by Kulrigiizhai. Her tongue fluttered up and down Dëshoma's folds. The elf squirmed as she feasted, her breasts jiggling and smacking together. Her toes curled while whimpers of passion burst from her throat. 
 
    “Yes, yes, cum, Dëshoma!” cheered Iris. 
 
    “That is so embarrassing to hear!” groaned the acolyte. Her pussy grew hotter. Her juices flowed. 
 
    Kulrigiizhai's tongue reached Dëshoma's clitoris. Fluttered over it. The pleasure burst from that little bud. It spilled over her. Through her. She bucked and squirmed, whimpering at the passion that burst through her body. Her heart raced, stars twinkling through her eyes. 
 
    Her climax shuddered through her. 
 
    “Oh, sweet passion and grace!” she gasped as the pleasure washed through her again. Her body bucked. “Lord Marcus!” 
 
    He lifted his head from her breast. His gaze locked onto her. Those eyes brimmed with such serious passion. Such hunger for her. He rose, grabbing his cock and grinning at her. Stars danced around his head, little flares of red and blue and green light that twinkled with her pleasure. 
 
    “Are you ready for me?” he asked.  
 
    Dëshoma understood his meaning. She knew her duty but at this moment, with Kulrigiizhai's tongue fluttering around her clit, and with her pussy spasming and aching to be filled, she couldn't say no. She could only cry out one word. 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    The elf lifted her face and shifted obediently out of the way. Marcus moved between Dëshoma's thighs. His cock thrust out hard before him. She stared at it through the bliss wreathing her mind, her orgasm hitting its peak. 
 
    The cock that would take her virginity. Not her husband, whoever that would be, but this dashing adventurer. A Shardhunter who threw himself into the fight against evil. His blue eyes devoured her. He was so strong. He wanted her and she was helpless against his lust. 
 
    Her womanly parts ached to unite with him. 
 
    “Wait, wait, wait!” the pixie said and then darted down. She swirled around his cock, spilling pink dust over it. “Your cock is dirty and... There! All clean!” 
 
    “Dirty?” gasped Dëshoma. 
 
    “The elf's ass,” Marcus said. “I guess we should hold off on ass to pussy for later.” 
 
    “Surely thou jest, Lord Marcus,” she gasped, shocked by the idea of something so filthy. 
 
    He grinned at her and winked, relaxing her. Of course, it was in jest. No woman would do something so depraved and... 
 
    She glanced at the elf kneeling beside them and realized there was one woman who would. 
 
    Then Marcus was over her, his cock nuzzling into her virgin folds. She quivered, her breasts jiggling, her sardonite pendant twitching between them. He rubbed his cock up and down her folds. Then he pushed into them and found her hymen. He rested right against the source of her purity. 
 
    “Elf, why don't you and Maria sixty-nine.” Then he grunted. “Probably don't know what that means. Eat each other's pussy.” 
 
    “Ah, yes, sixty-nine,” the elf said. “Clever. This elf shall, Marcus Aurelius.” 
 
    He nodded then turned back to Dëshoma. “They deserve to have their fun while we have ours, don't they?” 
 
    “Yes, Lord Marcus,” she breathed. 
 
    He lowed himself down, his cock still poised to enter her, just lightly nudging her hymen. His brawny chest pressed into her round breasts. His lips met her mouth. She groaned as he kissed her, nipples throbbing into his chest. His tongue slipped past her lips. 
 
    His cock thrust against her maidenhead. 
 
    Her hymen stretched, resisting. The thin membrane put up a valiant fight against the invading cock, but Marcus was persistent. As Dëshoma squirmed beneath him, her body flooded with euphoria from her orgasm, his cock pushed and pushed. 
 
    Her hymen tore. 
 
    Her virginity vanished in a hot plunge of his thick member into the depths of her sex. 
 
    Her pussy welcomed the human's cock. Her thighs went around him, stockings rubbing on his flesh as she held him out of an awakened instinct. It felt so right as his cock went deeper and deeper into her. There was pain, but also pleasure. 
 
    More pleasure than the dull ache. 
 
    She whimpered into the kiss, her tongue dancing with his. She shuddered beneath him, her pussy squeezing around his cock. Her body trembled. Her arms hugged him tight, her fingernails biting into the muscles of his back. 
 
    He's so strong, flashed through her mind. And so thick. 
 
    His cock had stretched her pussy to her virginal limits. She squeezed around him, holding him with her deflowered sheath. He drew back and she squealed. That felt even better. Her body trembled beneath him, her tongue dancing with his. 
 
    He thrust back into her. 
 
    He pumped away at her pussy, his cock sliding in and out of her. She couldn't believe how incredible love-making felt. Her body moved beneath him, following those instincts he'd awakened in her flesh. 
 
    Her clit throbbed against his pubic bone every time he buried into her. She found herself grinding into him, drinking in the passion. Her nipples ached against his chest. She reveled in his weight on her. It felt so right to her. 
 
    He is perfect. Is he mine destined husband?  
 
    The halo glowing around her brightened. 
 
    Has Thou sent him to be mine, Lady Ëshuxeri? she prayed to her Goddess. 
 
    He broke the kiss and growled, “Damn, Lady Dëshoma. You're tight. Hot.” 
 
    “Deflowered pussy must be incredible to fuck!” the pixie gasped, buzzing over them. 
 
    “Is it, Lord Marcus?” Dëshoma gasped. “Dost mine pussy please thine cock?” 
 
    “Yes! Fucking hell, it does.” 
 
    Fucking? Hell? What manner of curse words are those? Are they vile? Moderate? Dëshoma had no idea. She hardly cared with his cock plunging into her pussy. Her flesh welcomed him while her orgasm built and built in her depths. 
 
    Nearby, the elf and human moaned as they devoured the other's pussy. The fire crackled, their roasting chicken nearing finishing. Dëshoma whimpered, her pussy squeezing about his cock, aching for another climax to spill through her. 
 
    For the ultimate completion of their act of love. It was appropriate for an acolyte of Ëshuxeri to take her first seed in a temple to Shuwëmeri. It sent such a thrill through her while her flesh hungered for his virile passion to spill in her. 
 
    “Yes, yes, Lord Marcus!” she moaned. “Thine cock doth thoroughly stir my nethers to a fiery froth!” 
 
    “Yeah, your pussy is going to make me explode!” he groaned, pumping away with powerful thrusts. “Goddamn, I love this!” 
 
    “As do I!”  
 
    That admission triggered the passion building and building in her pussy. Her flesh spasmed around his thrusting cock, celebrating the delight of him spearing into her again and again. The waves of delight washed through her body. The little stars burst before her vision. Her fingers clawed at his back. 
 
    He plunged harder into her. His every thrust massaged her pussy walls and sent more pleasure spilling through her body. She trembled, her breasts rubbing into his brawny chest. Her nipples throbbed against him, adding yet more delight. 
 
    “Lord Marcus, spill thine fecund seed into mine nethers!” she cried out in a haze of rapture. 
 
    “Lady Dëshoma, fuck!” he growled and erupted. 
 
    His spunk fired into her. Blast after blast of his hot jizz flooded her womanly temple. Her flesh quivered and spasmed around his cock, rejoicing at the feel of his seed filling her. She bucked beneath him, nipples rubbing into his strong chest. 
 
    Stars twinkled even brighter. Celebrating the ultimate act of physical love. She gasped and shuddered through it, thighs and arms clinging to his muscular form. He grunted on her, spilling more and more of his cum into her. 
 
    “Damn!” he groaned as he fired the last. 
 
    Her flesh rippled around him as she reached the height of her rapture. She trembled a final time beneath him then fell into panting exhaustion. Her eyes closed for a moment as this wonderful warmth filled her. She just wanted to hold him. To revel in the pinnacle of spiritual love now. 
 
    He rolled out of her, spilling from her grasp before she was ready. She gasped as his cock popped out of her. As his seed leaked out, a flood of embarrassment washed through her. She groaned, clapping hands over her face. 
 
    This wasn't an act of love. Just lust. He wasn't her husband. Her intended mate. She was just swept up by her body's wants. She groaned, cheeks burning while he panted beside her, sounding satiated. Just like he had with the elf and the human. 
 
    “Damn, that was great,” he said. “And it smells like dinner's ready.” 
 
    She groaned, wanting to just melt away. 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Seventeen: Goddesses of Love, Pleasure, and Fertility 
 
    I tore into the chicken as I sat beside Maria. She leaned against me. She wasn't quite in my harem. None of them were. Not even Dëshoma. She had clung to me so sweetly as we made love, but now she looked ashamed. Embarrassed. 
 
    I studied her as we ate. Was it embarrassment? Had I pushed her too far? 
 
    I needed to push the elf farther. Kulri had to understand that I utterly controlled her. Then she would surrender her secret to me and join my harem. I wasn't sure what held Maria back. Not right now. Something had shifted in her. She'd submitted to me, surrendering her will, and didn't seem as hesitant as before. 
 
    Well, you couldn't win a maiden's heart that easy in an RPG, you had to work for it. 
 
    Once I finished eating, I rose, donning my armor. “I'm going to walk the perimeter. Lady Dëshoma, care to accompany me in case I need your divine assistance?” 
 
    She blinked at me. She had dressed again as modestly as her garb allowed, her face wrapped up in her wimple, hiding her sapphire hair. “Of course, I would gladly accompany thee, Lord Marcus. Thou art mine party leader, after all.” 
 
    I nodded as I cinched my sword belt on around my bronze chainmail. I picked up my shield and marched to her. She held her bible to her chest, looking tight-lipped as we headed into the dark. Iris zipped out with us. 
 
    “We're good,” I told her. “Dëshoma sheds enough light.” 
 
    “Oh, okay,” Iris said. “Have fun.” 
 
    After a few steps into the dark, Dëshoma quietly asked, “Doth thou wish to converse with me alone?” 
 
    “Was I that transparent?” I asked, a sheepish grin crossing my face. 
 
    “No more than a window.” 
 
    I smiled for a moment. “Just wanted to make sure you were okay.” 
 
    Her head lifted to me. “Have I given thee cause for concern?” 
 
    “You seemed a little embarrassed after having sex. Regrets?” 
 
    “Some.” She swallowed. 
 
    “A priestess of a Love Goddess embarrassed at sharing love?” 
 
    “It wasn't the right love.” 
 
    I blinked at that. Was that what I had to do? Fall in love with her? Get her to fall in love with me? “I guess I should have given it more thought. In a game... er, a world like this, I figured a love goddess would be all about sex.” 
 
    “The Gods involved in sex are Shuwëmeri, Goddess of Fertility and Procreation, and Zadeg, God of Lust. He is one of the dark gods. He doth oppose Ëshuxeri. Sex is not bad—it can be enjoyable—but uncontrolled lust, indiscriminate rutting, can be deadly. Especially when it breaks apart those united in the kinship of love.” 
 
    “So what did we do?” I asked. “The good kind or the bad kind?” 
 
    “Good,” she said. “Mine regret is not that we made love, but that I did not save mine virtue for the man I would wed. I had dreams of us coming together as virgins, as mine parents did. In exploring the positive aspects of physical passion together.” 
 
    “And I took that from you.” I took her hand. “I don't think it will matter to him. If he loves you, Lady Dëshoma, then he will forgive your past indulgences. Just as you would him.” 
 
    Her eyes blinked. “Thou speak wisdom, Lord Marcus. My thanks. It doth ease the tension in mine heart.” 
 
    I squeezed her hand, smiling. I could see myself loving her. Or Maria. Maybe not Kulri. I could only own her, but she would want that. She didn't seem to value anything but her own degradation. How broken was she? 
 
    “So, until you find that special man, I hope you won't mind indulging with us,” I said.  
 
    “Lord Marcus,” she said, gasping. Her cheeks spilled red. “What a churlish thing to suggest. Dost thou expect me to engage in lesbian theatrics with Lady Kulrigiizhai and Lady Maria for thine amusement?” 
 
    “For theirs,” I said. “And yours. Don't tell me Kulri didn't make you cum. That elf can eat pussy.” 
 
    “So long as thou remembers that,” she said. “I wouldst not protest another passionate romp with thee. Not after the comfort of thine sagely words. Perhaps the increase in intimacy shall strengthen our party.” 
 
    “Perhaps,” I said. “Why don't we go back and find out? I'm sure Kulri would enjoy having her pussy licked out, especially if I order her to submit.” 
 
    “And what shall thee be doing with Lady Maria?” 
 
    “Maybe I'll fuck her ass while she licks your pretty butthole,” I said. 
 
    Dëshoma gasped. It was the cutest sound in the world. “You know, I think whomever you give your heart to is a fortunate woman indeed.” 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    “Lick out her asshole,” Marcus commanded. 
 
    Maria was eager to obey. She had a clean conscience now. Whatever happened in the dungeon would stay here. It was just party business. It didn't change who she was outside of the temple. Away from Marcus's authority. 
 
    Once she had the Tear of Ethileri, she would leave this all behind. 
 
    Until then, her desires were free to be enjoyed. 
 
    “This is so depraved,” Maria groaned, staring at the lovely butt before her.  
 
    Dëshoma had her face between Kulri's thighs, licking and lapping at the elf, thrusting her rump up into the air. Marcus had commanded, and Kulri obeyed. And enjoyed. Iris had joined the fun, too, impaling her pussy up and down Kulri's nipple. 
 
    Maria grabbed the firm, milk-pale skin of the angelborn acolyte. Dëshoma's blue pubic hair gleamed with pussy juices between her thighs. The scent of jasmine rose from her twat. Maria breathed it in as she leaned lower and lower. She pressed her face between those lush butt-cheeks. 
 
    A sour musk tickled her nose. Behind her, Marcus's cock, lubed by Iris's naughty magic, pressed into the fighter's rump. It slid to her crack and penetrated between her cheeks. Together, Maria and Marcus each quested for a tight, hot asshole. 
 
    Both found their targets at nearly the same heartbeat. 
 
    I am truly going to do this, thought Maria as she kissed her lips against Dëshoma's asshole. The human fighter's tongue swept out, sliding over that puckered hole. 
 
    At the same moment, Marcus pressed his lubed cock against Maria's rosebud. Her anal ring parted for him while her tongue caressed Dëshoma's sour backdoor. Maria moaned, her hands squeezed into the angelborn's rump. 
 
    “Damn,” Marcus groaned as he sank deeper and deeper into her bowels. His lubed cock slipped into her. “Damn, fuck, shit, that's good!” 
 
    A pleased thrill ran through Maria. She fluttered her tongue faster as the strange delight of having her asshole sodomized by Marcus rushed through her. She wiggled her hips back and forth as more and more of his cock vanished into her bowels. 
 
    She clenched down on him, increasing the friction. The delight that his cock delivered to her anal sheath! The heat melted to her pussy. Her snatch grew juicier. Her tongue danced faster, rippling over Dëshoma's sphincter, the earthy flavor dirty and delightful all at the same time. 
 
    “Oh, my, Lady Maria,” whimpered Dëshoma, her voice muffled by elf pussy. “That's such a wicked and wanton feeling thou art delivering to mine asshole with thy wiggling tongue.” 
 
    “Good,” Maria moaned. “Because Marcus's cock feels amazing sliding into my asshole.” 
 
    “I bet it does,” squeaked Iris. “Does it, Kulri?” 
 
    “This elf enjoyed Marcus Aurelius's cock plundering this one's dirty asshole,” whimpered Kulri. 
 
    Maria swirled her tongue through the acolyte's asshole. She plunged it in and out while at the same time Marcus pounded her bowels. He slammed into her asshole. He plunged in to the hilt in her. She worked her hips from side to side, stirring him around in her anal sheath. 
 
    The pleasure melted to her pussy. Surrendering to him gave her such bliss. Such rapture. She whimpered and kneaded Dëshoma's rump with flexing digits. The human fighter dug her fingers into that tight and toned ass as she plundered the acolyte's asshole. 
 
    “Damn!” grunted Marcus, his balls smacking into her taint. The pleasure rippled through her. She wiggled her hips from side to side. “God fucking damn, that's great!” 
 
    “It is!” whimpered Maria. 
 
    “Lady Maria!” gasped Dëshoma. “Oh, my, this is such a wicked and naughty treat. Thy tongue is swirling with such vigor through mine dirty bowels.” 
 
    “Yes, she is!” groaned Marcus, sounding so pleased with Maria. 
 
    Her asshole clenched down on his dick, increasing the friction and building her climax. That sounded so wonderful. She was enthralled by this idea. She clenched her bowels tight and hard around his cock, the heat melting her pussy. 
 
    Every thrust of his cock brings me closer and closer to cumming, she thought in delight. She thrust her tongue deep into Dëshoma's asshole. Oh, yes, Marcus, thank you. 
 
    She reveled in it. She clamped her bowels tight about him as he plundered into her depths. That wonderful pleasure surged to the peak in her. She trembled, her heart pounding. The delight burned through her body. 
 
    She fluttered her tongue in circles around Dëshoma's sphincter, matching the movements of her hips. Flesh slapped flesh. Three women, herself included, moaned. A pixie squeaked in delight, riding the elf's nipple. Marcus grunted, his masculine passion growing in strength. Volume. 
 
    I'm going to make him cum with my asshole. 
 
    The wild thought sent Maria over the edge. Her bowels convulsed and writhed, spasming with euphoric delight around his cock. She squealed into Dëshoma's asshole. Marcus grunted, burying into her body. 
 
    “Fuck, yes!” he groaned. His cum spurted into her bowels. 
 
    The pleasure surged to the peak in her as she milked his cock. She gasped out in rapture as the bliss spilled over her. The aching passion bathed her mind. His jizz flooded her asshole. She sucked on Dëshoma's naughty hole, giving the acolyte pleasure. 
 
    “This elf is cumming!” gasped Kulri. “This elf is cumming so hard!” 
 
    “Oh, my,” gasped Dëshoma. “Thou art flooding me with thine delicious passion, Lady Kulrigiizhai!” 
 
    “Bathe me!” gasped Maria, her body trembling through her pleasure as more jizz pumped into her bowels. She slid her lips lower and nuzzled into Dëshoma's sapphire bush. The human sucked on the angelborn's clit. 
 
    Jasmine juices gushed out and bathed Maria's face. She licked and lapped them up. She feasted on them with aplomb. She reveled in them. They coated her mouth and tongue. She drank them down as her orgasm peaked in her. 
 
    “Shit,” groaned Marcus. “You are amazing, Maria. All your holes.” 
 
    Such joy rippled through her. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Kulrigiizhai watched the dying fire. Maria and Dëshoma slept on either side of Marcus, the pixie nestled on his muscular chest. The elf reflected on what had happened. It was so close to how she used to be treated, but... 
 
    She'd enjoyed it. 
 
    She closed her eyes as dark memories flooded her. The pain that fed her anger. Her purpose. She would find what she needed. Either here or another location. If she could hope, she would be begging for it to be here, but she would endure the disappointment if it wasn't. 
 
    Her vengeance would come when it would come. 
 
    How much would Marcus interfere? He wanted to collar her but also wanted her to decide to be collared. She would if he would let her continue her quest, but he had no business in knowing it. Her pain was her own. She hugged it tight inside of her, fed it darkness and rot like any fungus. 
 
    Her purpose devoured it and grew. 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Eighteen: An Enticing Hole 
 
    As the last of the clerics fell dead to my ax, the surging energy rippled through us all. Dëshoma gasped first, her level gap narrowing. But then myself, Maria, and Kulri all shivered at that exhilarating moment of going from Level 7 to Level 8. 
 
    More Hit Points for all of us, more Technical Points (for Maria and myself), and more Magical Points (for Kulri and Dëshoma). Iris was celebrating, enthusiastic as she did a booty shake and pumped her hands before her, doing a victory dance I'd seen often in my world. Something the game programmers put in? 
 
    “What did we get?” I asked, not feeling any... options. “Don't tell me level eight's a dud level.” 
 
    “We have progressed further upon our path, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said. “That in and of itself is a stupendous achievement. Most do not gain any levels. We are fortunate to be Shardhunters and have the capacity to grow beyond our frail, mortal limits.” 
 
    “Still,” I said. Just more stats and HP? I tried not to show my disappointment. It happened in MMOs. You couldn't get something cool every level, but I was hoping for some sort of upgrade or something. Maybe a passive bonus.  
 
    Oh, well. 
 
    “We are making good progress,” said Maria. We'd just cleared our second fight of the morning, battling through another group of clerics trying to corrupt another part of the sanctum. Which was mammoth and seemed to be wrapped around itself. 
 
    They were corrupting a statue of Shuwëmeri lying reclined with her legs spread wide and her pussy lips gaping open. I stared at it, arms outstretched to welcome her love, the hole to her cunt actually chipped in. 
 
    “I could just slide my cock into her,” I said, staring at it.  
 
    “It does appear to be possible, Marcus Aurelius,” Kulri said, her voice flat and unemotional. 
 
    “Should I?” I asked. 
 
    “Go for it!” Iris cheered. 
 
    “I don't know,” said Maria, biting her lip.  
 
    “I doubt it will harm you,” said Kulri. “It looks intended for men to do just that.” 
 
    My dick swelled even harder.  
 
    I peeled off my bronze chainmail and thrust it at Maria. She grabbed it, staring at me in shock. Dëshoma looked placid, unconcerned, and Kulri had no emotions on her face at all. Iris cheered me on, darting around my head. 
 
    “Go, Marcus, go!” she whooped. “Oh, yeah, tame that statue's pussy!” 
 
    I grinned and unlaced my britches, feeling like I was in college. I pulled out my cock. If this were any other game than an erotic MMORPG, I would never do this. But even though I was transported to this world from my own, it still operated under those principals.  
 
    So, with extreme confidence, I slid my cock into a stone pussy. 
 
    I wasn't sure what I expected to happen. I thought maybe the statue would come alive and I'd pound her hard. Stony arms and legs would grip my body, holding me tight as I drove my cock deep and fast into the smooth sheath. And it was smooth, like rubbing my cock against polished marble. 
 
    I pressed my face into those bountiful breasts, waiting for something to— 
 
    “Holy fucking shit!” I roared as pain knifed through my dick. A fiery jolt that shot up my cock. I threw myself back. My leather pants, bunched around my upper thighs, tripped up my movement. I almost fell as the heat slowly dwindled and then died.  
 
    “Marcus!” gasped Maria, clutching my armor to her breasts. 
 
    “Lord Marcus, art thou injured?” gasped the acolyte. “I did not detect the dwindling of thy pool of Hit Points.” 
 
    “Just fucking hurt,” I groaned. “Like something bit me.” 
 
    “Probably when the statue pierced your cock,” said Kulri, her voice cool. Her eyes stared at my dick. 
 
    “What?” I demanded and then looked down. 
 
    A gold ring pierced the glans of my cock. Right above the slit. The ring was thick enough to fit on my thumb. It had no markings but was clearly gold. I shuddered as the ache slowly faded. My dick twitched, the ring shifting. 
 
    Pleasure rippled through me from that. It was touching my nerves inside my cock. “What the hell? Why did it do that?” 
 
    “You got your first magic ring,” Iris cheered as she descended. “It's taking up one of your two slots.” 
 
    “Aren't those supposed to go on your fingers?” I demanded. 
 
    “Ring's a ring,” Iris said. “Whether piercing clit, nipples, lips or just slipped over your finger.” She grabbed it, threading it in a circle through my dick. 
 
    “Shit,” I groaned. 
 
    “Does it hurt?” Maria gasped. “Iris, stop!” 
 
    “No, it feels amazing.” I could cum just from Iris doing that. My knees quivered. It was so sensitive down there. Damn. 
 
    “It's the Cock Ring of Fertile Blessing,” Iris reported. “The Goddess gave it to you.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, what does it do and...” I felt something coming from the ring. Like with my Flamedust Boots, which I could activate once a day, this magical item had a single-use effect. A one-shot ability. I could... “Damn, really? Knock up any woman I wanted? No matter what? Damn, that's not useful at all in combat.” 
 
    “Any woman?” Maria asked, pale cheeks flushing. 
 
    “Oh, my,” Dëshoma said. “Unlimited.” 
 
    “Just once. And it...” I frowned. “It's passive ability is to give women more pleasure when I fuck them.” 
 
    “More?” Maria gasped and her body shuddered, my chainmail rattling in her arms. 
 
    “Oh, my, oh, my,” Dëshoma whimpered. 
 
    Kulri just glanced at the hallway. “We should press on, Marcus Aurelius. Unless you think now is the time to test out the ring's passive property.” 
 
    “Right, right, we have cultists to find and defeat.” I swelled up. “Let's get going.” 
 
    “You might want to put away your penis,” Kulri said and moved to the passage, peering down it. 
 
    “I would advise that, as well, Lord Marcus.” 
 
    “It's so pretty,” said Maria, leaning forward. Her tongue flicked over her lips. Was she wondering what it would be like to suck on my pierced cock? 
 
    I know I was now. 
 
    It was... uncomfortable to put away. I was hard. Throbbing hard. My cock pulsed and ached with my heartbeat. My dick just didn't want to fit easily back into my pants. And the ring kept stimulating me, keeping me from going soft. 
 
    “I hope this isn't like that time I took the blue pill,” I muttered. Back when I was still trying to work things out with the ex, I took Viagra. 
 
    It had a warning label. A four hour priapism is not something you want to suffer. Being that hard for that long really, really, gets painful. And when your wife was done after the first time, you didn't have a lot of options to make it go down. 
 
    I managed to lace up and donned my chainmail. I led the way, pausing every few steps to readjust. That just twisted the ring and made it worse. I sighed and suffered on for a few twists and turns. While we were battling a group of stalac-mites, my erection finally went down. Even better, it didn't return after we triumphed. 
 
    We fought our way deeper, our experience building us towards Level 9. The fights went fast. Kulri's magic tore through the enemies and Dëshoma's healing kept Maria and me at top fighting form. We pressed deeper and deeper through the dungeon. 
 
    Then we heard panting. 
 
    Moaning. 
 
    “What is that?” I asked, cocking my head. 
 
    “Is that a woman in distress?” Maria asked. 
 
    “Perhaps it is one of the maidens who even now lies in mortal peril and shall perish if we linger too long pondering the sound.” 
 
    “It's not a woman crying out in fear,” Kulri said. 
 
    I glanced at the elf. The very tips of her ears twitched. “Oh.” I blinked. “Really? Someone's doing that down here” 
 
    “Why not? You forced us to engage in coitus last night to satiate your ever-increasing appetites, Marcus Aurelius.” 
 
    “I didn't force anyone,” I said. “I gave orders, you chose to obey them. You chose to be my whore, elf.” 
 
    Kulri's ears quivered. 
 
    “Who do you think is having sex?” Maria asked, whispering to me. 
 
    “Let's find out!” Iris said. She sounded eager. “Ooh, ooh, I bet it's naughty.” 
 
    We rounded a corner and the moans were unmistakable. A large room appeared ahead, light spilling through it, wavering and dancing. Over the moans, the sounds of falling water could be heard. The patterns of its movement painted across the ceiling in bright bands that rippled. 
 
    “Oh, yes, yes, drive that into me!” the woman moaned. Her voice sounded frothy. Not quite human. “Mmm, drive it into me. You're good. Just fuck me hard!” 
 
    “Yeah, you like that,” crooned another female voice. 
 
    “Lesbians?” I groaned, my dick throbbing hard. My cock ring twisted. “Please, please, say it's lesbians.” 
 
    “Men,” Maria huffed. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes, drive that dildo into me. Ehglizi's fat ass, that's amazing!” 
 
    “Mmm, just a little water slut, aren't you?” the second voice said. It was feminine, but there was something sibilant to it. Breathy. “Take it, slut. Yes, yes, just take that fucking dildo in you. Yesssss!” 
 
    They stepped into the room. A curtain of water caused a distortion of light to dance around the room. It shone through the rippling surface. It wasn't a waterfall, more like the surface of a lake turned ninety degrees. The memory of a Sci-Fi show I watched when I was much younger tickled my mind. 
 
    Star something... 
 
    Before it, a lizard-woman pumped her hips. And she was definitely female. She had big breasts that heaved before her as she rammed the strap-on dildo she wore into her partner. Crimson scales adorned her back and sides, looking pebbly like a snake's. Her belly was made of pink, banded segments that rose up to engulf those heaving breasts. Dark-red nipples topped them. She moaned, her body shaped just like a curvaceous woman. She had no hair sweeping about her head, which gave her an enticing, exotic look. 
 
    “A monster girl,” I groaned. 
 
    “Dragonborn,” the elf said. “I would not advise insulting her with monster.” 
 
    “One of the noble daughters of Draconis, the first dragon,” said Dëshoma. 
 
    “Busty, for sure,” I said, watching those pink tits heave. They were hypnotic. 
 
    Her partner had blue skin, her light-green hair wavering like she was underwater, a current rippling over her. She had round breasts the dragonborn hottie squeezed and kneaded with red-scaled fingers. The contrast between them was stunning. 
 
    “Damn, that is hot,” I said as we approached. 
 
    The dragonborn glanced at us and a wicked grin crossed her face. “I almost have her. She's going to let me through when I make her cum.” 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” gasped the woman. Her body beaded with water. It wasn't sweat. It felt... too pure for that. It spilled from her nipples being squeezed by the dragonborn's hands. “She's going to make me cum hard!” 
 
    The dragonborn thrust forward hard and fast, working her dildo in and out of the blue woman. My dick was at full mast, painful in my leather pants. My party quivered around me. Dëshoma had her hands over her face, peeking through her fingers. Kulri's ears twitched. Her hands gripped her staff while her lips were tight with disapproval. She wasn't used to feeling arousal, but I'd awakened her body. Maria quivered, her hand scrubbing at her stomach while her breasts jiggled in her breastplate bikini. 
 
    “Zadeg's limp dick!” hissed the dragonborn. “I'm going to cum, too. Let's cum together, sssslut!” 
 
    “Yes!” gasped the blue woman, her eyes squeezing shut. 
 
    “Is she, like, the water version of Haîcze?” 
 
    “A naiad,” said Iris, nodding her head. “A higher-level one. I think she is chained here. Another guardian to the sanctuary.” 
 
    “And one the cultists must have bypassed unless they fucked her, too.” 
 
    “No, no, they did not know the secret of drawing me out!” 
 
    “She likes pussy,” the dragonborn moaned. “Made me cum when I stepped in the water, the naughty slut.” 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” the naiad moaned. “Cumming!” 
 
    Water gushed from her nipples, splashing across the dragonborn's heaving tits. It ran over them, spilling clear liquid that made me groan. My cheeks burned. I wanted to join them. The naiad bucked while the dragonborn snarled. 
 
    Her face twisted in rapture. Though she had reptilian features, her blue eyes slit like a snake's, she had delicate facial features. High cheekbones and plump and soft lips. Her face had a roundness to it, unmistakably feminine. 
 
    They were both cumming. Juices gleamed on the inner thighs of the dragonborn. Her tongue thrust out of her mouth, the end forked. She trembled and then she gasped through her pleasure. She panted, tits heaving. 
 
    “Oh, oh, that was good,” the naiad moaned. 
 
    “I told you I could make you cum hard on my dildo, slut,” the dragonborn said.  
 
    “You did,” breathed the naiad, a happy smile on her glistening face. Her hair still swayed around her head, dancing in unseen currents of water. “I shall open my passage and allow you to pass. It's been so long. Where did all the priests go? They used to visit me.” 
 
    “They're dead,” the dragonborn said. She glanced at me. “So, you're a Shardhunter. Have a harem, huh?” 
 
    “Not officially,” I said. “But they make things interesting.” 
 
    The dragonborn pulled the other end of the dildo out of her pussy. It was made of polished obsidian, black surface gleaming from their pussy juices, the edges appearing like smoky glass. She thrust that into a pouch with a collection of scant leathers that she must wear.  
 
    “So, two fighters, a mage, and a blushing acolyte,” the dragonborn said. She had no hair, of course, but her pussy lips gleamed, the pink flesh visible through a slit in her scales. She had a clit that poked out hard from her folds. Her slitted eyes flicked me up and down. “You don't have a rogue, do you?” 
 
    I grinned. “I wouldn't say no to some melee DPS.” 
 
    A wicked grin flashed across her face. Her features were so human, just covered with delicate scales. “Oh, I can deliver that. Name's Twist.” 
 
    “Twist?” Dëshoma asked. “That is an... unusual name to possess, Lady Dragonborn.” 
 
    “It's not the one my mother named me when I hatched,” she said. “Nice lady. Got a thing for dragon cock. Hence why I'm looking so sexy.” She winked at me. “Make you hard, don't I?” 
 
    “You are... striking,” I said, my eyes flicking to her breasts. Those pink bands that made them up still let them have a pliant softness to them. And they were perkier than tits that big should be. More defiant of gravity. 
 
    “Tell you what, while the naiad's doing her thing, why don't I join your party and give you a titty fuck.” Her eyebrows arched. She had no hair there, but ridges of scales. She cupped her large breasts and brushed those red nipples thrusting from the center of the same pink band. “What do you say?” 
 
    “Welcome to the party,” I said, her casual and blatant sexuality at odds with the other women. Not even Iris was so blunt and upfront. 
 
    At my words, I felt the mystical energies shifting around us, wrapping and warping through the air, binding her to the party. I could sense her HP and TP. She was our Level, her Hit Points lower than mine or Maria's, but above Kulri and Dëshoma. She marched towards me, her breasts swaying, her body possessing a reptilian grace. 
 
    She touched me with a warm hand. Not cool like I expected. She might look reptilian, but she was actually half-dragon. Her father had truly fucked a human mother. That made my dick hard imagining what that must have been like to see. 
 
    She leaned in and kissed me. Her lips were dry but smooth. They were different from the other girls'. They had a rigidness to them but flexed at the joints between scales. Her thick, forked tongue thrust in a moment later. She invaded my mouth as she kissed me with hunger, moaning as she did. 
 
    My hands went to her hips. I held her tight, my dick and my cock ring twitching in my leather pants. I needed relief. The naiad was busy talking to the waterfall. It was like she was begging, even cajoling it, to part. 
 
    I guess we did have some time to kill. Nice of the game designers to add this in and... 
 
    I blinked. I was forgetting this wasn't a game. That this wasn't my life. It was so easy. These girls were too real. They weren't bots in a game. They had feelings. Emotions. They reacted in unpredictable ways. No one could have programmed this world to be this realistic, and yet... 
 
    Here I was. 
 
    How had a porn game company made something this advanced? 
 
    Those thoughts rippled through my mind and I found I didn't care. This was my life. The details weren't important. These women were as real as anyone I had ever known. My hands slid around and cupped her scaly ass. Her flesh gave way beneath her hard scales, her flesh perky and pliant beneath. She moaned, wiggling. 
 
    She broke the kiss and purred, “Let's get this armor off of you.” 
 
    “Sure,” I said. “Take it off. Your first order.” 
 
    She laughed. “I'm not sure I'm that type of woman. But, for today, I'll play. Watch out, give me the wrong order...”  
 
    “I'll take my chances.” 
 
    She laughed, her scarlet face twisting in delight, her pink-banded tits heaving. She shot her hands down and undid my belt as her mirth died down. As she unbuckled me, she added, “I like you...? You haven't even told me your name.” 
 
    “Marcus Aurelius,” I said. “The sexy fighter's Maria du Marne, the blushing acolyte is Lady Dëshoma, and the busty elf is Kulrigiizhai.” I was rather proud of myself for not biting my tongue. “We call her Kulri.” 
 
    “Better than biting your tongue,” Twist said and then laughed again. She peeled up my bronze chainmail and exposed my chest. She let out a hiss that sounded full of approval. Her hands caressed my muscular chest, her fingernails ending in sharp points. They felt exciting caressing over me. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said. Then she undid my leather pants, leaving my greaves strapped on to my lower body. She shoved those down and groaned as my cock fell out into her hands. Her scaled grip wrapped around me. She stroked up and brushed the cock ring. “Now I am impressed. And pierced. Kinky.” 
 
    “Art thou really intending to receive the pleasure of her breasts stimulating thine cock now, Lord Marcus?” Dëshoma asked. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Twist glanced at the cleric. She had the sort of face and hips that men would pay good money to fuck. She had lips born to suck cock not to ask men pointless questions like that. If Grunt ever got his hands on you... 
 
    “When a man needs to be relieved, and you got the right set of tits to do it, why not?” Twist glanced back at the naiad. “She's taking her sweet time. Why not have some fun?” 
 
    “It's fine,” Marcus said, waving the cleric away. 
 
    “Of course you think it is fine,” the elf said, her voice flat. Twist flicked her gaze to her next, studying her in that tight, purple robe that fell open in the front to show off her panties and stockings. She'd seen mages wearing similar gear. 
 
    This one was cold. She could use a cock in her a few times a day to keep her warm. Marcus, Marcus, Marcus, why haven't you got her panting for your dick? 
 
    “I suppose it's okay,” the human warrior said, her cheeks blushing bright. The way she looked at Marcus made Twist smile. 
 
    Now she's starting to understand her place. Little whore was probably broke in by him. And with a lot less pain than I'd gotten from Grunt. 
 
    “Just sit your ass down on the stone, Marcus, and I'll make your dick feel amazing.” 
 
    He grinned at me. He had that strong, commanding face that made women wet for him. The type that would have the whores of a brothel forgetting that they were there to be paid. They'd fall in love with him and have their hearts broken when he found another pretty face to fuck. 
 
    Twist understood how the world worked. Most women, and men, had deluded themselves. Love wasn't real. There was just fucking. It felt good a lot of the time. Men were often nicer to you after you'd pleasured them. It was a good way to ingratiate herself with her new party leader. He'd increase her odds of finding the loot at the end of the dungeon. 
 
    The dragonborn rogue salivated for the wealth she hoped was still here as she fell to her knees before him.  
 
    She grabbed her tits and wrapped them around his cock. She pressed them against his warm cock and stared up at him. She recognized his type. A dominating man. He'd want her to praise his cock—though it is praiseworthy, she thought, enjoying the thickness between her tits—and pretend he was the greatest lover she'd ever had. 
 
    Not that she'd had many of those. Plenty of okay ones. A few that hurt her. 
 
    “This big cock is going to cum so hard,” she purred. “You're going to coat my face in your cum, aren't you?” 
 
    His grin broadened. Oh, yes, Twist knew just what sort of man he was. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    “Damn,” I groaned as Twist slid her boobs up my cock and engulfed the tip. 
 
    They were soft and pillowy as tits that big should be, but covered by the supple band of scales. Smooth and hard at the same time, but flexible. The gaps between the bands felt amazing as they slid over my frenulum, stimulating my cock. 
 
    I groaned, savoring the pleasure of her. The bliss she delivered to me rippled down my cock. I would cum so hard thanks to her. She squeezed those warm boobs around my cock. She massaged me, twisting my cock ring through the glans of my dick. 
 
    “Shit!” I groaned. “That's good.” 
 
    “Shit,” she hissed. “That's not a curse I know.” 
 
    “He's from far away,” said Maria. “He says many strange words.” 
 
    “Yeah, fucking far away,” I groaned. Another world. 
 
    “Ssshhh, I'm glad,” she hissed, her voice almost purring. “I'm going to enjoy this cock in my pussy. This ring shall stimulate me.” 
 
    “Yes, it shall.” 
 
    Her tongue flicked out, sliding over the ring. She nudged it, sending pleasure shooting down my cock. Then her tits slid up my dick again, the bands massaging my frenulum. My balls twitched. The pleasure shot through me. 
 
    “Oh, Marcus, that looks like so much fun!” Iris said. “Kulri, you could do that to him.” 
 
    “If he commands it,” the elf said, sounding bored. “You should hurry. The naiad looks almost done.” 
 
    “She's getting me there,” I panted. 
 
    The pressure rose in my nuts, driving me towards that delicious explosion of cum. I shuddered at the feel of Twist's banded scales and her forked tongue. This exotic monster girl—dragonborn!—was driving me towards my explosion. I would cum so hard on her face. 
 
    Just erupt. I wanted to baste her face with my cum. To feel that jizz exploding out of me. My hands stroked across her hairless head. Her scales were smooth here, thicker than on other parts of her body. Down the back were ridges. 
 
    Her tits slid up my cock, engulfing them in those banded breasts. 
 
    “Shit!” I groaned. “Twist, yes!” 
 
    My cum fired out of my balls. I painted across her crimson face. My jizz splattered her nose, her cheekbones. The pearly spunk ran through the pattern of her scales, spilling over them. My balls unloaded over and over.  
 
    This felt incredible. 
 
    Amazing. 
 
    “Fuck!” I groaned as I spurted again and again. “That's an amazing titty fuck!” 
 
    Her tits squeezed around my erupting cock, pliant and soft beneath her scales. Her mouth opened wide. Her tongue flicked out, letting me bathe the forked ends in my jizz. She pulled it back into her mouth and swallowed it, delight shining in her blue, slitted eyes. 
 
    “What wonderful jizz you have, Marcus,” she hissed. 
 
    “Glad your breasts and my cum go together,” I panted as a final spurt spilled over onto the pink of her scales, beading at the gap between segments. 
 
    “Me, too.” Her forked tongue licked out far, far longer than any tongue I'd seen. She covered most of her face with it, swiping up my cum. 
 
    “Oh, my,” Maria moaned. 
 
    The elf's ears twitched.  
 
    Dëshoma shook her head. “If thou art finished dallying with our newest... companion, then may I suggest we press on. The foul and despicable cultists even now prepare to sacrifice the two maidens thou hast sworn to protect. We do not have the time to tarry.” 
 
    “Right,” I said, studying Dëshoma. She did not look happy. “Welcome to the party, Twist.” 
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Nineteen: The Rogue Joins the Party 
 
    “So how did you get past the angel?” I asked as Twist walked beside me at the front of the party. 
 
    The dragonborn grinned at me. She had donned her armor. Not that there was much she wore. Her torso armor consisted of a pair of straps that crisscrossed her chest, both just covering her nipples while letting some of her red areolas peek out on the sides. Both straps attached to her belt from which hung a leather loincloth, not much thicker than the one gracing Maria. She had shurikens held in the straps of her armor like she wore a pair of bandoleers and not anything protective. She wore brown, knee-high boots that made not a sound as she walked at my side. 
 
    She could move with surprising stealth as we headed down the hallway beyond the curtain of water. Her hand rested on the pommel of a dagger with a needle-slender blade on her right hip, which swayed with her steps. 
 
    “Oh, her,” said Twist. Then, in a sibilant and mocking sound, repeated the poem: “A vow I swore, to guard yon door, behest of life's goddess. Shuwëmeri's bliss, a blessed kiss, may pass beyond my charge. If not divine, your choice sublime, to drip with male delight. A woman nubile, a pussy fertile, brimming with salty seed. To pay my fee, share with me, a taste of cunt fulfilled. I could wipe my ass with that riddle.” 
 
    “The angel thou doth speak of is a servant of Shuwëmeri and a powerful guardian. Thou shouldst show her respect.” 
 
    “Why, she an aunt of yours or something?” Twist asked, not looking back at Dëshoma. 
 
    “Mine father serves Ëshuxeri, not Shuwëmeri. They art different goddesses. So mine blood and hers doth not swirl with the same familial essence.” 
 
    “Does she always talk like that?” Twist asked. 
 
    “Lady Dëshoma has a refined and proper way of speaking,” I said.  
 
    “Like that, huh? You fuck her yet?” 
 
    “Thou shouldst not ask such questions!” 
 
    “So you have.” Twist threw back her head and laughed. “How'd her angelborn cunt feel on your cock?” 
 
    I glanced back at Dëshoma. Her cheeks were as red as her veil. She clutched her bible to her chest while she glared at the back of Twist's head. There went having a party that got along. I liked Twist. She was forward. Bold. I didn't have to play any games with her, but... 
 
    “It bothers her talking about this,” I said. “And you haven't answered my questions.” 
 
    “Oh, right.” Twist shrugged. “I'm a rogue. I poked around and found a hole. Wiggled through it into a cave that ran down and down. Got my feet wet, but no problem. Thūgiz's s blistered cock, bet that pissed off the angel. Didn't have to play her games.” Twist glanced at me. “Of course, if you were there... Who'd you fuck, angelborn?” 
 
    “Lord Marcus had not yet encountered me,” Dëshoma answered. 
 
    “Marcus Aurelius and I engaged in coitus.” Kulri said. 
 
    Twist sniggered and mouthed, “Coitus?” 
 
    “It is the proper term for sexual intercourse,” Kulri said. “If you wish to mock me, don't turn your head so I can see your lips move.” 
 
    “I'll remember that,” Twist said. 
 
    “You're going to be a problem, aren't you?” I grunted. 
 
    “Yep.” She laughed. “And you're going to love it. I'll suck all the jizz out of your balls when you're in my pussy.” 
 
    “Nope,” Maria said. “Our party leader has stamina.” 
 
    I shrugged. 
 
    As we walked, I took the moment to pursue Twist's character sheet. Unsurprisingly, one of her traits was Lusty. The other sexual trait she had was Fellatist. No wonder she was so skilled at licking up cum off her face. She was down some Hit Points when she joined. She'd have gained a few from licking my cock. She also had a grayed out skill, Titty Fuck. She needed more practice on that, I guessed. 
 
    I'd be willing to give it to her. 
 
    “So, what are you after?” I asked. “Not fighting evil clerics.” 
 
    “Just after the gold in their pockets. Treasure.” She grinned. “I bet there's a mountain of it the priests squirreled away. Can't trust them holy types. Biggest crooks. Why the world's shattered, ain't it?” 
 
    “Thou art grossly misinformed, Twist,” Dëshoma said. “The actions of the Hierophant were the only option to stop the evil that festered in the heart of the Inferius Empire that did rule our lands united.” 
 
    “See, spin things in their favor. But everyone does it, so don't get your wimple wrapped too tight 'bout your throat.” 
 
    Dëshoma began a retort when a creature burst from the walls, a slathering beast covered in dark, mangy fur. Twist drew her dagger and thrust it in a single motion. The blow caught the creature in the throat. Blood spurted when she pulled her narrow, bronze blade from it. More crimson flowed out of it, damaging the creature. 
 
    She had a bleed DOT. 
 
    My ax came out of my sheath and slammed into the shaggy beast's head. I cleaved deep into its skull. It staggered back, twitching. Blood gushed a final time from it and then it collapsed at our feet. A smell of wet fur filled my nose. 
 
    Then more of them burst out of the wall. 
 
    I Yelled, activating my buff while Maria did the same, her bronze sword flashing out of its sheath. 
 
    “Earth-cursed werewolves!” shouted Kulri. “Let the geometries of space entwine around me and shield me from damage!” 
 
    Twist suddenly vanished as a beast rushed at her after wiggling out of the wall of the cave itself. It snarled and turned on me, crashing into my shield. I growled as it scratched at my wooden defense. I slammed my ax into its side, delivering a Hard Strike. 
 
    It staggered then snapped its jaws over my shield. Sharp teeth came for my face when suddenly it gurgled and then collapsed, spilling down my body. Twist stood behind it, her dagger bloody, a grin on her face. 
 
    “You just back-stabbed it,” I said. “How long can you disappear?” 
 
    “I can Vanish for up to twenty seconds, but attacking breaks it.” 
 
    “Nice!” I shouted and then slammed my weapon into the next creature, drawing its aggro on me, letting her get behind it to thrust her dagger into its body.  
 
    Twist attacked with blurring motions, plunging her weapon in and out of their flesh in rapid bursts of action. She danced away and thrust at the one fighting Maria. Dëshoma cried out. Arcane energy sizzled. The battled flowed chaotically around us. 
 
    Our new rogue's DPS helped us sweep through. A few heals from Dëshoma to blunt the damage we'd taken in the opening attack, including to Kulri who was hit hard before she got up her Arcane Shield, and we'd cleared them. The magical beasts lay dead. Twist had a big grin on her face as she cut off bits of hide and thrust them into her pouch. 
 
    She was eager to collect the trash loot from regular mobs. Not to say trash loot wasn't valuable, it just wasn't special. It wasn't used in any crafting nor were they usable items. They were just the loot you sold off to a vendor. Humanoid enemies would give coin, but for verisimilitude; enemies without an interest in commerce would need something else to give you money. 
 
    I hadn't paid much attention to the looting, but Twist savored each one. Her eyes were moving like she was doing calculations in her head, figuring out what they were worth, I guess. Was it a stereotype that the rogue was obsessed with money? 
 
    Twist fit well in the group during battles. She complimented us when we took on another group of the cultists' befouling—Dëshoma's word—another room. They had transformed a statue of Shuwëmeri into a corrupted, foul thing, her breasts sagging and her face cragged like a crone's. Her pussy had maggots thrusting out of it instead of the inviting hole like the one which'd given me the cock ring. 
 
    Maria and I led the battle. Our shields and attacks drew the attention of the cultists. Twist's Vanish let her slip around and start attacking from behind while Kulri supported us all from the rear with her well-placed magical strikes. Dëshoma hovered right behind Maria and myself, ready to drop a Healing Touch if we took a bad hit. 
 
    Twist ransacked each cultist's pockets while Dëshoma stood with impatience. How could I get those two to get along? They were diametrically opposed to each other. Twist focused entirely on the now, on what benefited her. Whether it was satiating her own lusts or her desire for wealth. 
 
    She poked around the statue and found a cache of jewels we divvied up, Twist looking pleased with herself.  
 
    We fought a skirmish with skeletons, not like the ones above, but ones who were carved with angry symbols on their bones. Corrupted runes in Dēmodith, the language of Demons. Dëshoma's lips curled in disgust. 
 
    “Feverblight's foul necromancy,” she'd shouted at the start of the battle. “Sacrificial victims the depraved cultists had used in their other perverted rites of decay. Even in death, the miscreants make the innocent suffer.” 
 
    At the end, she had knelt and prayed over them in a beautiful tongue. Änjelus, according to Iris, the language of angels and the Gods of Light and Order.  
 
    “She was in a big hurry, now she wastes breath over the dead.” Twist tapped her bronze poniard against her arm, shaking her head. 
 
    “Lady Dëshoma is helping their spirits move on,” I guessed. “If you were trapped in your own bones and forced to suffer, what would you prefer?” 
 
    Twist's tongue flicked out and back in. “I wouldn't be a victim.” 
 
    “If only the world were that simple, Twist,” Dëshoma said. “So long as the miscreant Gods of Darkness and Chaos do spread disharmony and discord, strife shall ever afflict itself upon us all. We can but hope we have the strength to stand for righteousness when it comes upon us.” 
 
    “Too late,” hissed Twist. “Shall we?” 
 
    We hit Level 9 on our next fight, a fight against ghost-faced bats, black-furred creatures the size of bobcats with faces ash-white. They seemed to float down at us out of the dark before we could see their bodies, an unsettling sight. However, they proved no match for our powers. 
 
    Level 9 brought an upgrade. I dumped another point into Hard Strike, upping the damage again. And the TP also rose in cost. I didn't care. It was a great finisher or attack to slam into a strong foe. It generated aggro, fixating them on myself and my shield. I would protect my growing party. 
 
    My potential harem. 
 
    Beyond that find, we came upon a smooth wall of alabaster-sheathed stone. It had a milky gleam. The large door in the center gleamed in the way only gold could. A relief of the fertile goddess standing proud in the center, her hands cupping her tits.  
 
    “It's locked,” Twist said, advancing on it.  
 
    “You can tell just by looking at it?” I asked, surprised by that revelation.  
 
    “Okay, I figure it's looked since there is a keyhole.” She glanced at me and gave me a grin. “These are the obvious things thieves learn. Like water is wet.” 
 
    “I'm not above spanking anyone who gives me sass,” I said. 
 
    Kulri's ears twitched.  
 
    “Save that for the elf. She looks like the type who needs her bottom warmed from time to time.” 
 
    The elf didn't respond while Twist knelt down at the lock. She lightly blew at the keyhole. She dipped her hand into her pouch. Like the rest of us, her's held an enchantment to let it hold far, far more than it should. She produced a small bundle of black cloth. She unwound it. It held tools. Lock picks, tension bars, rakes, small files, and what had to be the world's smallest crowbar. She pulled out a tension bar and one of the picks.  
 
    I knew a little about lock-picking. There was a time when I was binge-watching those sort of videos on YouTube. She slipped the tension bar, which looked like a flat piece of metal with one end bent at a ninety-degree angle to form a lever. She slipped the shorter end into the lock to provide tension on the tumbler. That way, when she pushed up a pin, the slight turn to the cylinder would keep it from sliding back down and undoing her work.  
 
    “Can you do it?” Maria asked. 
 
    “Of course I can,” she said. “My hands possess the dexterity of a halfling child.” 
 
    She worked the pick in the lock, probing the pins, searching for loose ones. A well-made lock could require the pins to lift up in a certain order, some being stuck while others would have a wiggle. They could have other issues, trick pins.  
 
    A pin was just a solid cylinder of metal. Now, if the creator had milled out the middle of it so that it resembled a spool (narrower in the middle), it could trick the thief into thinking she had pushed the pin up enough, but in fact, the bottom flange was still in the way. This was called a false set. Other methods were adding serrated edges to the pin or threading, anything to make it harder to know if you had actually pushed the pin up far enough. 
 
    The tension bar wiggled as she worked, as pins she worked up pushed against it. Grinding and popping came from the top. Her tongue thrust out of her mouth, twitching before her as she worked. Kulri stood motionless. Maria trembled. Dëshoma prayed. 
 
    “Someone's been through this,” she said. “They used magic. It's damaged some of the pins.” 
 
    “Feverblight and his despicable cultists,” said Dëshoma. “The heart of the sanctum must lie beyond. The world's fertility could be threatened by the sacrifice of those two sisters. Maidenly blood has ever been a potent component in dark rituals.” 
 
    “Can you get it?” I asked. “Do we need to brute force the door?” 
 
    “We cannot,” Kulri said. “The exterior is gold, but beneath that is Elemental Iron. Few metals are that strong in this world.” 
 
    “I have it,” Twist said. “One of the pins snapped in half. It's making things difficult. Hard to push up with my pick but...” 
 
    A click. 
 
    The tension bar turned ninety degrees. She smiled and pulled it out. “I am good.” 
 
    Quickly, she gathered up her tools and put them away. She drew her poniard and plucked a trio of shurikens from her armor straps, holding one each between her fingers. Could she throw all three at once? 
 
    I scanned the door. This felt like a boss fight. I stepped up to the door, thrust it open, and charged in ready to fight Feverblight and put an end to his villainy. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Twenty: The Heart of Corruption 
 
    Maria swept into the room at my side, her bronze short sword in hand, a determined look on her face. Her red hair flowed behind her. I gripped my Bloody Bronze Ax in my right hand, my shield set in my left. My chainmail rattled around me as I surveyed the room. 
 
    Somehow, a shaft of sunlight landed in the center. An altar lay before another statue of Shuwëmeri. She stood tall and proud, a good thirty feet into the air, her arms thrust out, her breasts mammoth. The carver had captured the trickle of cum running down her thighs from her many lovers, her face full of passion and bliss. 
 
    The altar was made of the same white marble as the statue, a large rectangle whose base was carved with all manner of fruits and vegetables. Large pumpkins anchored the display, with piles of apples, ears of corn, melons, gourds, pea pods, and more in between. They were captured with detail, a place of fertile blessing. 
 
    About to be perverted. 
 
    Two girls lay naked on the altar, each bound at wrists and ankles, arms stretched over their heads. They had the same black hair, one sister with larger breasts than the other. They squirmed as the cultists stood around them chanting in their foul language. They sounded exultant. 
 
    Almost ecstatic. 
 
    The one holding the knife was taller than the others. He wore a black and rotting robe that hung over a twisted form. Despite his height, he had deformed shoulders and a hunchback. He had his arms raised over his head, one of the serpentine, sacrificial daggers clutched in his hand, fingers tipped in waxy, yellow nails. Around his waist was cinched a belt made of transparent-black discs, small gleams of gold peeking through. 
 
    Flanking the leader, Feverblight, stood two more cultists. Each stood at an end of the altar wearing torn, black robes. The glimpses of their pallid flesh through the rents in their vestments revealed long gashes that bled bright scarlet. Each held their own sacrificial daggers but held low. Blood dripped from the sinuous blades. 
 
    “They are moments from completing their foul ritual!” Dëshoma shouted. 
 
    “Hey!” I roared. “If you think I'm going to let you mar those perfect tits for your moldering god, you're fucking shit-stained idiots!” I marched forward as the cultists turned to face me.  
 
    The leader hissed, scraggly, white hair spilling out of the dark shadows of his hood. He let out a wheezing breath and black vapor spilled out, a thick smog that hung in the air before him. It took me a moment to realize he was laughing. 
 
    “We're going to tear you a new asshole,” I growled. “I'm Marcus Aurelius, defender of the weak, champion of maidens, and my ax is going to chop your head off. The last thing you'll see in your miserable life is my boot planted on your own spasming corpse.” 
 
    “We art here to challenge thy corruption of this pure and fertile temple, knave!” Dëshoma called out. 
 
    “The angel's whelp,” Feverblight hissed. “Your blood shall be offered to Rūzem. To think you so willingly brought yourself into my power. Your impotent father will not stop my blade from cutting out your virgin heart.” 
 
    “I'm afraid I already plucked that,” I said. “So, you want to just fall to your knees and let us behead you, or are you going to make us work for it?” 
 
    “Pissant boy!” Black fog spilled from his robe while Dëshoma began casting Divine Weapon and Kulri Arcane Shield. “I shall enjoy watching you die choking on my foul breath. Lord Rūzem promised me her virgin blood.” 
 
    “You can try sucking my cock. Might still be some on there.” 
 
    Dëshoma's bible touched my shoulder. Her spell rushed down me and into my weapon. It burst with brilliant light. It spilled over me. I glanced at Maria. She nodded her head, her green eyes full of trust. Beyond, I spotted Kulri eating some sort of purple bread. 
 
    We Yelled and charged, my Flamedust Boots activating. Fire rushed up my body and joined the glow on my ax.  
 
    Kulri chanted behind us, “Let the mystical energies gather in me and explode in a burst of deadly power!” 
 
    “Hack them to pieces!” Feverblight snarled. 
 
    Right before the cultists rushed from their boss, a burst of purple, arcane energy exploded around the three of them. Robes fluttered. Smoke rose as all three hissed, taking the first blast of Kulri's attack. Twist laughed and Vanished. 
 
    “Maria, you grab the adds!” I shouted. “The two lesser cultists!” I added, realizing she probably wouldn't know MMO raiding terms. “I got Feverblight!” 
 
    “On it, Marcus!” she shouted and changed direction as she rushed for the nearest add. Light burst from her breastplate bikini as she activated it. Her sword stabbed hard into the cultist, the man screaming. 
 
    “Dëshoma, support her!” I shouted. “Kulri, focus-fire them down. Twist, back me up!” 
 
    “Sounds fun!” 
 
    “Coming straight to your death!” Feverblight snarled as I closed the distance. His eyes sparkled. “Let Rūzem's ruination fall upon you!” 
 
    A streak of crackling, black energy that hissed with rot shot over my head. Kulri gasped behind me. I sensed her HP dwindling. She took damage and now a DOT devoured her Hit Points. Anger chanted in her spell-casting. 
 
    “You're fighting me, bastard!” I growled, fury surging through me. I reached Feverblight. He stood a foot taller than me even with his hunchback, his right shoulder bulging from his deformities. 
 
    My Hard Strike swung in. He swiped his dagger down to block. I struck it and knocked it out of the way. My ax crashed into his ribs. A hard hit, divine light and fire bursting from my weapon. I felt the shivering impact of a crit, my Bloody Bronze Ax finding what it craved. 
 
    “Yes!” he groaned in ecstatic delight. More black vapor burst from his shadowed hood. I could see only the shape of a twisted face in the darkness. “Rot in Rūzem's black breath!” 
 
    The man drew in a deep breath as I slammed another attack into his side. Then he exhaled. A thick cloud of greasy black engulfed me. It spilled in an arc around him, engulfing the ground before him and around me. My skin sizzled, devouring my Hit Points, a fierce DOT blazing through them. My arms spasmed, muscles twitching as the rotting breath poured into my skin.  
 
    “Fucking cock-sucking asshole!” I snarled and swung hard at him. 
 
    Missed, my spasming arm letting him twist out of the way. 
 
    He laughed and slashed at me with his knife. I moved my shield up, but not in time. He was fast. His sacrificial knife slammed into my chest, spearing through my bronze chainmail. The pain punched into my lungs. 
 
    Twist appeared as she thrust, ramming her dagger deep into his back. Feverblight snarled in pain, arching. She must have Kidney Shot him, her strongest attack. It didn't have a bleeding DOT like Blood Strike did.  
 
    He turned and slashed at her, his dagger hacking through the air. Twist hissed and twisted, but the blade cut across her right shoulder and down her chest, almost slicing into her breast. Scales parted, blood spilling over her right tit. 
 
    “Rūzem's greasy touch!” she hissed. 
 
    “You dare mock my god!” growled Feverblight. 
 
    I slammed my second Hard Strike crashing into his back. My weapon's blade buried deep into the muscles, divine light bursting bright. His robes sizzled from the fire burning across my ax. Brackish blood spurted. He snarled and twisted back around as I yanked my ax out, redrawing aggro. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Maria battled the two lesser cultists. She darted her shield from left to ride, trying to block their attacks as they rushed at her. Marcus had given her orders, so she would keep their focus. She would fight them, her sword slashing out, cutting into their flesh.  
 
    Not the best wounds, but they were fixated on her, their eyes brimming with rage. Their black rods fluttered, exposing the bloody wounds across their bodies in the gaping rents. Their knives slashed at her. She couldn't block them all.  
 
    Pain throbbed across the cuts on her arms. Her belly. Blood dripped down her thighs. Her shield thudded with impacts. Even with her dazzling breastplate, the light dancing over their faces, they were finding hits on her flesh. 
 
    A third Arcane bolt struck the first cultist, slamming into the side of his head. The bursts of purple energy burned across his face, melting its nose into ruin. Maria snarled. She plunged her sword at that one, needing to keep its attention focused on her. 
 
    Her Hard Strike struck with power, punching her short sword deep into his chest. He snarled and then shoved his free hand into his robe. He scooped up the blood and then threw it in a streak at her. Blood hissed out in a spray. 
 
    It splashed over Maria. The droplets all burned on her skin. A chunk of her Hit Points evaporated. Maria gasped and staggered. She raised her shield against the pain, struggling to block the other's dagger attack. 
 
    He slipped it through her guard and buried it into her ribs. Pain exploded through Maria. The crit dropped her into low Hit Points. She groaned, struggling to stand against the pain. But she had to. She had to keep fighting. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Dëshoma gasped from the pain of the blood spray that hit her. Then she realized Maria was in danger. She staggered, a dagger buried deep in her side. Through the mystical connection of being in the same party, the priestess sensed Maria's danger. 
 
    “Lady Maria!” she gasped, drawing in her divine power. She ignored her own pain and thrust her bible into the girl's back. Healing energy rushed out of her and flooded into her companion's body. 
 
    “Thanks!” Maria shouted, straightening. 
 
    “My pleasure to serve!” she said. 
 
    An arcane bolt slammed into the cultist. He screamed and collapsed, twitching on the ground. One more follower of Rūzem had fallen. A surge of triumph shot through Dëshoma. She thrust her bible against Maria's back again, healing more of her wounds. Cuts melted from the human's flesh, leaving only the streaks of blood. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Kulrigiizhai felt nothing as she gathered her arcane energy for her next attack. She fought in a calm, the stresses floating out beyond her awareness. Fear did not help in battle. Nor did anger. Passions merely distracted. 
 
    She held her White Alder Staff in her hand, channeling her arcane power through it. She shifted targets to the second lesser cleric fighting against Maria. The human female blocked a strike and swiped her sword before her, cutting deep into him, focusing him on her. Dëshoma moved behind the warrior, her bright red a beacon on the battlefield. 
 
    “Let the mystical energy flow out of me,” the elf chanted, the Elf Bread she'd eaten allowing her to speak the words of her spell with greater alacrity, the purple flax which made up its flour focusing her mind, “and explode in an arcane bolt!” 
 
    The energy shot from her staff and surged through the air. The purple power crashed into the shoulder of the cultist. He hissed and then bellowed something in his harsh words. A name. Rūzem. His dark god. 
 
    Kulrigiizhai began her next chant, her MP dwindling with each one. 
 
    Maria shouted and swiped a hard attack at the cultist as he suddenly dodged around her. Dëshoma gasped as the cultist slashed at her. The girl had hardly any defenses. No armor but thin cloth. The dagger hit her hard. It tore a deep cut across her stomach, ripping through her red habit. Her halo flickered as she staggered. 
 
    Her Hit Points dropped into the critical. 
 
    Kulri finished her spell and slammed another arcane bolt into him.  
 
    Dëshoma clutched her bible to her chest. Divine energy wreathed around it, flowing into her wound and healing her. She staggered, panting, while Maria slammed her shield into the cultist, battering his arm back.  
 
    His weapon fell from his hand and her sword stabbed into him. 
 
    The battle was going well there. Kulrigiizhai now glanced at Marcus Aurelius and Twist, surveying their fight. Blood dripped down his armor. He staggered and the elf realized his Hit Points were getting low. He swung his ax, hitting Feverblight hard. 
 
    A dagger struck him in the neck. 
 
    Kulrigiizhai gasped in alarm. He hardly had any Hit Points left. Dëshoma was nowhere near him. Her ears wiggled in fright. Her heart seized. She didn't know what to do. He had ordered her to take down the other cultist, but he was about to die. The cult leader did not look anywhere near death. 
 
    Whimpering, Kulrigiizhai froze, her spell faltering on her lips.  
 
    What should I do? 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Twenty-One: Cult of Ruin 
 
    “Motherfucker,” I gasped, the crit taking me down. I staggered as the knife flew in again. This cock-sucker hit like a truck. 
 
    I was nearing death. 
 
    “Marcus!” Iris cried out, sounding panicked. 
 
    I had to disrupt his attacks and get an opening to heal. My life hung on the line. My heart beat so fast. I'd never felt more alive than this moment. The danger surged exhilaration through me. I couldn't panic. I knew that if I died, that this was it. I would leave this world. Maybe I'd go back to the drudgery of my real life. Maybe it would be the end. 
 
    Finito. 
 
    I wasn't about to give this up. 
 
    I roared as I slammed a Disarm at Feverblight. I struck his dagger with my weapon and knocked it to the ground in mid-slash. He hissed and had to scramble to grab it. I kicked it away. He turned, reaching a scabrous hand for it. 
 
    I sheathed my ax and ducked my hand into my pouch. He seized his dagger and spat black mist. Hissing at me, he slashed in. I ripped out one of my Potions of Diluted Angel Passion and tossed it back. I gulped down the favorable essence of an angel's cream. I savored it, the rush of Hit Points pouring back into me 
 
    It wasn't one of Dëshoma's heals, but it was enough to get me out of the red. 
 
    I blocked the attack on my shield. His sacrificial dagger scraped across the wood. He growled at me. I grinned and drew my ax. In a single motion, I buried it into his leg. Brackish blood spurted from the wound. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Twist danced behind the cult leader. Her attacks plunged into him, but he wasn't going down. She had dealt enough wounds to kill a dozen men, but dark powers animated the cultist. She could almost believe the gods were real. 
 
    Something possessed the bastard. 
 
    Marcus held his attention, leaving the rogue free to backstab. She'd burned through her TP and was down to just regular melee attacks. Her Kidney Shots and Blood Strikes hadn't been the one-two KO she was used to. 
 
    “Rūzem's greasy touch!” she growled as Marcus drank a healing potion. His Hit Points rose, but they were still near critical. He had skill. She would have been dead already. He weathered the attacks, another barrage of knife strikes that chipped into the wood of his metal-banded shield. 
 
    She had enough TP for one last strike. Marcus took a hard cut to his face. Blood spurted. He grinned and slashed with his flaming, glowing ax. He buried it into the enemy's chest while her poniard stitched death across his back. 
 
    Feverblight inhaled. His last black breath had devoured Marcus's Hit Points. 
 
    Can't let him die, thought Twist. Haven't got to enjoy that cock fully. Seizing on her selfish motivation, she delivered a blow and burned the last of her TP. 
 
    “Hey, you butt-munching cultist, how bad does Rūzem's cum taste to make your breath corrosive?” she cried out, activating her newest skill: Distraction. Learned at Level 7, it opened up the enemy, disrupting their attacks and guaranteeing a double damage hit would land with her next blow. 
 
    He twisted around and growled, “I do not suck my god's—” 
 
    Her dagger rammed into his side. Her poniard hit deep, striking organs. She felt the strength of the blow, reveled in the blood spurting out and splashing on her crimson scales. He growled, furious gusts of black mist bursting from his lips. 
 
    “Maybe he'd rather take it up the ass from his god!” Marcus roared and slammed his ax into the cultist's side. “Even a god throws a pity fuck every now and then.” 
 
    The cultist swirled around. “Pity fuck!” 
 
    “Yeah, you're such a disgusting, twisted thing, I bet it's hard to get the ladies to enjoy you.” Marcus laughed. “I mean, you had to kidnap those cuties and they still turned you down.” 
 
    “They must be virgins for the sacrifice!” 
 
    “Riiiiight, that's why their hymens are intact,” Marcus said with mocking sincerity. “That's the excuse why you haven't got your dick wet!” 
 
    Twist laughed as the cultist unleashed another flurry on Marcus. 
 
    You're getting your dick wet if you can stay alive, the rogue thought. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Dëshoma ignored the burning blood. She had healed most of her damage and topped off Maria's Hit Points. The human warrior's sword flashed and slashed. Marcus's Hit Points rose, relieving some of the angelborn's anxiety. 
 
    Kulri's faltering chants rose back up as Dëshoma monitored the battle. Marcus needed her healing. A potion was a stopgap. He still was low. Hovering around a quarter of his life. Twist was doing better at three-quarters.  
 
    An arcane bolt slammed into the lesser cultist and he groaned. Staggered back. Maria shouted and slashed with her sword, cutting three wounds into his chest. Fast and hard. The cultist groaned and then collapsed with his friend, twitching on the ground. 
 
    Marcus's Hit Points fell again. Feverblight shouted and roared in fury. His sacrificial dagger fell fast while Marcus... 
 
    Is he laughing? Dëshoma blinked. Her party leader, the handsome and dashing Lord Marcus, laughed and mocked Feverblight, taking his ire and holding it allowing the disagreeable Twist to thrust her dagger again and again, biting into the back of the foul cult leader. 
 
    Dëshoma rushed across the battlefield to help out Marcus. He needed healing, and Dëshoma held nothing back. The cult leader straightened, his chest rising, his hunchback swelling again. 
 
    “Get clear, Marcus!” Twist hissed. “I can't use Distraction again.” 
 
    “He'll hit you!” Marcus shouted. “I can weather it.” 
 
    Dëshoma pushed herself to her limits to reach her party leader. The cultist took a deep breath. His black breast burst out in a cone, rippling out five yards. It engulfed Marcus in noxious fumes before spilling over him and sweeping into Dëshoma who stood at the edge. 
 
    She screamed at the caustic vapor devouring her clothing. It ate at her red habit and chewed holes in her stockings. Her Hit Points dropped. The corrosive breath clung to her, burning her flesh, sapping away more of her Hit Points. Marcus's had dropped into the critical from the initial hit—with his low HP, the corrosion would slay him. 
 
    “Lady Ëshuxeri!” she cried out to her Goddess and thrust her bible out before her. The divine energy rushed through her, consuming some of her MP as she channeled the power of the Goddess of Love. White light flared from her red bible. 
 
    It touched Marcus's back moments before he dropped. 
 
    His Hit Points surged back up. 
 
    “My lady!” he growled and slashed back, hammering the enemy. 
 
    “Lord Marcus!” she gasped in relief. She drew on more of her MP and delivered another Healing Touch to her party leader, raising his Hit Points past half-full. 
 
    To her right, Maria charged in, her breastplate dazzling light across Feverblight's dark robes. Her bronze short sword slashed a deep furrow across his hip. An Arcane Bolt slammed into Feverblight while Twist's dagger plunged into his back. 
 
    “Thou shalt fall, foul servant of Rūzem!” cried Dëshoma, exhilaration surging through her. 
 
    Feverblight laughed, black breath spilling from his hooded face. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Relief beat through Kulrigiizhai. Marcus Aurelius had survived. She could focus again. Throw out her Arcane Bolts. Her lips chanted the phrase as the rest of the party converged on Feverblight. Maria fought to the right, Dëshoma behind Marcus Aurelius, there to support their party leader. 
 
    Her Arcane Bolt surged through the air. The spell, though Level 1, had been upgraded several times to increase its damage. It slammed into the cult leader's head. He burst into laughter, reveling in the pain that the spell caused him. 
 
    As she began her next chant, her hand shot into her pouch. She seized a Diluted Potion of Angel Milk. The words of power spilled from her mouth. The White Alder Staff flared. The arrow of purplish energy lanced across the battlefield. 
 
    Before it struck, she tossed back the potion, gulping down the creamy fluid. Her MP rose, replenishing her magic. She was burning through it fast. But she had to keep hers up. She couldn't relent. They had to defeat this boss. 
 
    What she sought, the Black Heart Diamond, might be found here. 
 
    She would fight to defeat this boss. She knew she should stay calm, but her emotions were rising. Marcus Aurelius fought with his all. He held nothing back, risking his life to take the punishment of the monster. 
 
    You almost died... 
 
    She had never met someone like him in her life.  
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    “Shit, he's breathing again!” I snarled. “Maria, move out to the flank. It's a cone! Don't cluster up!” 
 
    “Right!” she gasped and darted to her right, moving closer to Twist.  
 
    I braced myself for the pain. The Feverblight breathed the fog. It surged over me. A chunk of Hit Points evaporated. The fumes burned my skin. Muscles twitched as the penalty to hit debuff settled on me. I snarled through it, the DOT burning on me. 
 
    Dëshoma whimpered behind me.  
 
    “Get back!” I snarled at the acolyte. “I don't want you hit by this attack again, Lady Dëshoma.” 
 
    “If I give in to craven caution, Lord Marcus, how shalt I heal thee when thy takest grievous injury from the sycophantic cultist who even now doth threaten this once pristine temple and the lives of two innocent blossoms strapped to yon altar?” 
 
    Her Hit Points rose and then her bible slammed into my back. A rush of healing energy flowed through me. I shuddered at the bliss of her power. It swelled through me. I groaned, blinking against the momentary euphoria. 
 
    “Fine! But you need to stay back and—” 
 
    A bolt of dark energy slammed into my body. The ruinous pain burned across my chest as it chewed through my armor. I growled and caught his follow-up knife attack on my shield. Half the HP Dëshoma just gave me was devoured. I was back into the critical. 
 
    Maria's sword slashed in, hacking into Feverblight's hip while Twist landed a critical hit and an arcane bolt slammed in from Kulri. The combined damage shook Feverblight. He threw back his head, howling in rage. His hands grabbed his robes, his right still holding his dagger, and ripped it open. 
 
    His naked, deformed body appeared. Muscles twisted and bunched in strange ways beneath his pallid skin. Infected cuts crossed his body, red and covered in pus in the center. Cataracts had swallowed one eye. Liver spots adorned a head surmounted with wispy strands of lank hair. A large boil pulsed at the end of a hook nose. Boils marred his flesh, puckered wounds that pulsed with the festering rot beneath. Some suppurated the black mist. It spilled around him as he howled in rage. His robe had contained it, now it spilled over us, the air around him becoming caustic. 
 
    It attacked my Hit Points. 
 
    “Fuck!” I growled and drew my last healing potion while Dëshoma whimpered in pain behind me.  
 
    “Rūzem's greasy touch!” snarled Twist in her hissing pain.  
 
    “No, no!” Marie gasped, engulfed in it like the rest of us. I pounded back the angel's diluted pussy cream, healing a quarter of my Hit Points. 
 
    “A persistent aura of damage?” I growled in frustration. Phase two of the boss fight would be a meat grinder. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Kulrigiizhai's fingers clutched her staff as she glared at the ruinous form of the boss. The mist engulfed her companions. Her stomach twisted and ears twitched. She slammed the butt of her staff down and drew on more of her magic. 
 
    “Let the mystical energy flow out of me and explode in an arcane bolt!” she chanted, her focus on the boss, the sounds behind her floating through her ears. Her Perception wasn't good enough to recognize the danger those sounds posed to her. 
 
    She got off her spell just in time for two daggers to slam into her back. She screamed in pain, thrown forward. They sliced through the pitiful defense of her cotton robes. Pain rocked up the elf mage's body. She stumbled and turned to see two more cultists had entered the sanctuary through the doors, their bodies bleeding from self-inflicted wounds. 
 
    “Little elf-bitch!” one said. 
 
    “A worm,” the other said, grinning, and slashed again. She gasped and stumbled back, her dodge not enough. She took a third wound, her Hit Points burning down fast.  
 
    “Let the geometries of space entwine around—” she began casting as they drew back for their attacks. Even with the Elf Bread enhancing her focus, they would hit her before she could finish speaking the arcane words to throw up her defensive spell. She abandoned casting to retreat. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    “Maria!” shouted Marcus. “Kulri is in trouble. Get to her!” 
 
    Maria glanced to her left and saw Kulri stumbling from two more cultists who'd added to the fight. “On it!” 
 
    She broke from the fight, fleeing the caustic mist that was devouring her Hit Points. She drew a healing potion as she ran and drank down the rich taste of the Diluted Angel's Passion. Her Hit Points rose to near full as she sprinted across the grounds.  
 
    “Keep Marcus alive, Lady Dëshoma!” she shouted. 
 
    “Keep me alive!” snarled Twist. “Rūzem's greasy touch!” 
 
    The air hissed behind her. Maria gasped as a bolt of ruinous energy struck her in the back, sizzling through her. A second hissed over her head and slammed into Kulri as she retreated. She stumbled, the two cultists almost on her. A third must have struck Marcus because his Hit Points dropped down to critical again. 
 
    He can cast three bolts at once now.  
 
    “You think you can escape the ruinous powers of Rūzem!” snarled the cultist. “His rot shall fester across this world. Decay is the natural end of all things. Every animal dies. Every plant withers. The world shall end as a worm-ridden midden heap! You merely prolong its suffering!” 
 
    “Thou art mistaken for verily doth life spring from the last generation. Though parents must one day die, they procreate. This temple is proof of that. A rejection of Rūzem's despicable ethos! Though this temple now lies in ruins, one day it shall flourish again. Life shall rise anew no matter what foul destruction your pathetic god thinks to wrought upon it!” 
 
    Feverblight roared in fury while Dëshoma's healing spread. 
 
    Maria reached the two cultists. She slammed her sword into the first, burying deep in his side and drawing his attention. She hissed and danced past him to thrust her blade into the other's back. Fury rippled through her. She would not let these foul followers of Rūzem win. 
 
    The Gods of Order and Balance had lost faith in the eight races. Humans, Dwarves, Elves, Nephilim, Cambrian, Changelings, Halflings, Draconis, and Orcs had to prove themselves to the Gods once more. They had to stand against Destruction and Chaos. That was why Shardhunters had to find the connections between the broken world and mend it. 
 
    This was more than just saving her village of Gastin—saving Derrick—this was about the entire world. 
 
    So Maria fought, pulling the attention of the two adds while Kulri turned. The elf's face, soaked in sweat and pain, grew strong and hard. Carved of marble again. She grabbed her staff and began her arcane chant. 
 
    “Let the mystical energies gather in me and explode in a burst of deadly power!”  
 
    Purple energy exploded around Maria, but it did not hurt her. It flowed over her. The two cultists screamed in pain as they faced Kulri's magic. Then Maria's bronze short sword slashed and cut, hacking into them both. 
 
    “You will not ruin this temple!” Maria du Marne, Shardhunter, roared. She thrust her hand into her pocket and pulled out an item entrusted to her. She drank the Minor Potion of Aphounga's Wrath. 
 
    It strengthened her limbs. Her blows fell harder as the rage of the Dark Goddess of War burned through her veins 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Dëshoma consumed her mana too fast. Marcus and Twist fought side-by-side so she could keep them alive. Every Healing Touch dwindled her supply. She only had two mana potions. She drank her first one now, restoring a quarter of her MP. 
 
    I cannot maintain this healing, she thought. Should I use it? 
 
    She had about her neck her Blue Sardonite Necklace. It was hidden beneath her habit, but she could feel the magic in it. As she channeled another Healing Touch to keep Marcus alive, she realized it was now or never. 
 
    I need thy power. Unleash it! 
 
    A Blue Sardonite Necklace could hold a low-level spell charged in it and give it an elemental flavor. Blue Sardonite added ice to spells. She drew on the power and felt it rush through her body almost like one of her spells from her Goddess Ëshuxeri.  
 
    A bolt of icy energy, an Ice Bolt as opposed to an Arcane Bolt, launched from the necklace, vacating it. The attack struck Feverblight in the face. He snarled and flinched back as the ice burned into his flesh. He shook his head, his naked chest heaving while the ice delivered an additional effect. It flowed into him. His Resistance wasn't enough to shrug off the elemental effect. 
 
    “Lady Dëshoma?” Marcus gasped in surprise. 
 
    “You got a few tricks, don't you,” Twist hissed, her bronze poniard falling. 
 
    Dëshoma shared a smile with the rogue before she thrust her bible at Marcus's back to heal him as the black fog burned around them, slowly devouring their Hit Points and weakening them. She already wanted to drink her other potion as she pivoted and shared healing power with Twist. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Kulrigiizhai wouldn't let pain stop her. Maria fought with passion. The lean human's muscles bulged, veins popping out across her skin. Her sword cut and slashed, inflicting greater damage on them. The elf deduced what she'd drunk. 
 
    Dangerous, she thought. The rage can consume those who are not prepared for it. 
 
    Maria roared, channeling her anger into the cultist while Kulrigiizhai dropped Arcane Blasts on the enemy. More mana and though it dealt slightly less damage to an individual cultist, she was hitting two and thus inflicting a greater amount in total. A risk as her MP dwindled faster and faster. 
 
    She had no more way to recover it. 
 
    Then Maria's sword slashed hard, cutting through a cultist's throat. He gurgled in a splash of blood and went down. He spasmed on the ground, life spilling out of him and onto the rocks. Kulri shifted, realizing Maria could finish off the other. 
 
    She would unleash the last of her mana on Feverblight. Maria shouted behind her as the elf drew in her mana and unleashed death upon the enemy. Her first Arcane Bolt hissed through the air right for him. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Twist chugged her first healing potion, one of three she had on her. It restored Hit Points the black mist corroded away. Her scales tarnished beneath the foul miasma bleeding off the wounded cultist. He cackled naked before them, his withered cock swinging above a pair of shrunken testicles. 
 
    She sliced her knife right for them. It wasn't a slicing weapon—a poniard was meant to stab—but she didn't care. She wanted to cut it off, fury burning through her. The blade sliced home, cutting off his desiccated manhood and both his nuts, too. 
 
    Feverblight didn't even care. 
 
    Three ruinous bolts burst from the diseased man and crashed into the three fighting him. Twist gasped, her Hit Points she'd gained from slugging her potion devoured. Dëshoma smacked her bible into her chest, healing herself. 
 
    Next, she'll get Marcus up, thought Twist. She cursed and thrust her hand into her pouch, summoning the next potion. She ripped it out and gulped it down. Now she had only one left.  
 
    It felt so pointless as the mist around him attacked her Hit Points. Dëshoma gulped down a potion of her own, milky white instead of crystal clear. Glass shattered as she thrust another Healing Touch at Marcus, raising his Hit Points to half full. 
 
    “Rūzem's greasy touch!” Twist snarled. “Cut your balls off and you don't even care!” 
 
    “The balls are just the fruit of life!” howled the madman as he swung his dagger hard and fast at Marcus. Wood thunked, blocking two hits before a third buried into his chest. He grunted, taking the damage, and responded with a crit from his ax. “They were sacrificed long ago for this power!” 
 
    He thrust his arms into the air and swept them down. The three ruinous bolts crashed into Twist, Dëshoma, and Marcus. The rogue screamed. Her Hit Points plunged toward critical levels. She had only 6 left. 
 
    5. 
 
    4. 
 
    The mist ate through them. She threw herself back, sprinting out of the fog before she died. Dëshoma's Hit Points rose as a divine light burst from her bible. Marcus held on long enough for her to help him out. 
 
    In a hiss of fury, she flung three shurikens at him. The flashing stars struck the naked, twisted cultist. The metal weapons quivered in him. He laughed and breathed a gout of black mist that engulfed Dëshoma and Marcus, devouring their life. 
 
    Then Maria raced by. She shouted her cry and plunged into the battle. Twist panted and drank the last Potion of Diluted Angel Passion she possessed. She threw the glass vial down, drew three more shurikens in her off-hand. 
 
    Never going to get loot sitting on the sidelines, she thought and rushed forward, throwing another three bronze stars. They flashed through the air, appearing as golden disks, and buried into his stomach. An Arcane Bolt crashed into him a moment later. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Dëshoma whimpered behind me. Maria appeared, gasping as she entered the fog. It chewed through her Hit Points as she buried her sword hard into the cultist's side. It was unreal that he could keep taking so much damage, but he was animated by such dark malevolence. It poured out of him, a palpable fume that choked my every breath. 
 
    “Goddamn, cock-sucking bastard!” I snarled and buried my ax into his back. 
 
    Dëshoma thrust her bible into my back. The soothing healing energy poured through me, driving back the pain devouring my body. I struck my ax hard into the boss, missing having any TP. Maria's blows struck hard. Her muscles bulged. 
 
    “DIE! DIE! DIE!” she howled like she was in a rage. Where did that come from? Her eyes had a red tinge to them. 
 
    She pulled aggro. His knife slammed into her shield. She threw it back. Dëshoma whimpered behind me. Her Hit Points plunged as she stepped up beside me and slammed her bible into the Feverblight's side, using it as a pathetic club. 
 
    “You out of mana?” I asked. 
 
    “And potions!” 
 
    “Then get clear!”  
 
    She whimpered and then rushed away. We only had what we had. Twist joined us. Arcane Bolts hammered into the boss. He raised his hand up. Another ruinous bolt was coming. I could run. Try to escape it. I didn't have the Hit Points to survive it. 
 
    I could get one last hit in. Twist plunged in her bronze poniard in a blur of speed. Maria hacked with her short sword, black blood spurting from the wounds. I threw down my shield and two-handed my ax. 
 
    Did it make a difference in this world?  
 
    I slammed forward as the ruinous energy formed between his fingers. He cackled in mad rage. The mist choked at my lungs. Burned my eyes. My ax fell with power. I could feel it. The blade was hungry for the cultist's rotten blood. 
 
    A hard hit. A crit. The power of the blow shivered through me. 
 
    I closed my eyes, prepared for my end. The bolts would hiss down and kill me. I had fought hard to keep the women of my party alive. I'd saved the life of the air elemental, Haîcze, and hopefully, Maria, Kulri, Dëshoma, and Twist could slay this monster and save the two girls on the altar.  
 
    This world was real to me. I wanted to die knowing that it would continue on without me. That I had made it a little better. 
 
    The bolts didn't hit. 
 
    The burning around me faded. A body crashed to the ground before me. I opened my eyes to see him twitching. His skin rippled and writhed. Black steam burst out of him. I cursed and fell back, retreating with the others. Dëshoma grabbed my arm. I stood there with 7 HP left, my body swaying as I watched the darkness within Feverblight devour his flesh. 
 
    He rotted in seconds. His skin putrefied. He bloated and then deflated. His skin hardened to leather then rotted. Bones appeared and even those started to weather away to dust. An eons worth of decay unleashed in moments. 
 
    Silence fell across the room, broken only by our heavy panting. Then the two sisters on the altar whimpered, their naked bodies quivering. An energy rushed through us. It slammed into me and surged over me. 
 
    I hit Level 10 and felt something inside of me change. Snap. A potential stood before me. Three paths from which I had to choose. Three different ways I could take my powers. I panted, my fingers flexing and relaxing. 
 
    “We won,” I groaned. 
 
    Maria swayed. The bulging to her muscles faded. Then she sank to her knees and sobbed. Dëshoma hugged me tight, trembling in my arms, her face pressed into my chainmail which had been knitted whole by the magical power of my level up. Twist bent down to examine the discarded robes of the boss, already looting. Kulri walked up, a stunned look on her face. She stared at me and, for a moment, I thought she was going to hug me. 
 
    Then she stood alone while Maria took my hand. She kissed at my palm, her face wet with tears. She stared up at me, emotion rippling off of her. I saw so much in her face. Pain, fear, exhilaration, and more.  
 
    I understood. I felt drained. 
 
    I pulled Maria to her feet. She didn't resist as she pressed against me. I kissed her hard. I reveled in the simple fact that we had all survived. We had prevailed against the dark cultists, destroyed a minion of Rūzem, and preserved this temple from falling into darkness. 
 
    We'd saved two sisters. 
 
    “My Lord Marcus,” whispered Dëshoma. Then the acolyte's lips pressed in to join the kiss. She joined Maria's mouth on mine. The three of us were kissing each other. They clung tight to me while exhilaration rushed through me. 
 
    My first dungeon completed.  
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Twenty-Two: Quest Rewards 
 
    “It's okay,” I said to the two sisters. Both had brown hair. The older, but only by a few years, had round breasts that jiggled. Tears soaked her eyes. She had curving hips and delicate fingers held by the manacles. I swung my ax. 
 
    The chain snapped. She sat up and ripped the gag from her mouth. “Shelly!” 
 
    She reached for her sister's gag while I swung for the chain binding Shelly's feet. The younger had small breasts topped by pink nipples, her brown hair gathered in pigtails. She had a round face bursting with joy. 
 
    “Erica!” she cried out when the older girl ripped out her gag. My ax fell. 
 
    The chain snapped. 
 
    I moved around them, feeling the exhilaration of the shared kiss with Maria and Dëshoma. They felt so close to being in my harem. Twist would just like to fuck, and I needed to get Kulri to confide in me what her true quest was before I could grant her the request to allow her to pursue it. 
 
    I wasn't about to get caught in some moral dilemma of doing the right thing or keeping a promise I made to her. 
 
    SNAP! 
 
    The rusting chain snapped and Shelly sat up and embraced her sister. The pair kissed each other's tear-stained cheek and rocked together. I severed the last chain while the pair started prying off the bolts that held the manacles shut. 
 
    “Your father asked me to rescue you,” I added. “He's waiting for you.” 
 
    “He's alive?” gasped Shelly, staring at me. Such joy burst in her face. 
 
    “That he is,” I said, wondering if I should tell them about the deal. “Do you, uh, has anyone seen their clothing?” 
 
    “It's been shredded,” Twist said, poking at the corner. She was making a pile of the loot she was finding from the cultists and around the altar. She appeared to have found a chest I hadn't noticed, perhaps because it spawned after Feverblight died, and had looted it. She had a pile of coins, trash loot, and magic items spread out before her. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. “We'll be heading up there.” 
 
    “It's fine,” Erica said. “We're alive. You saved us.” 
 
    The sisters both slipped off the altar and pressed against me. They gave me chaste kisses on the cheeks, their naked bodies pressing against my armor. My cock, adorned with my piercing, throbbed in my leather pants. 
 
    Dëshoma gave me a hard look. A warning look. 
 
    I didn't grab either girl's rump. Which was a shame, because they had gorgeous rumps. But I wouldn't take advantage of them. One would be my servant. Maybe something would happen then, but until that happened, I'd let the girls lead. I could get my pleasure from other places. 
 
    “Well, this is it,” said Twist. “Let's start divvying it up.” She held up a belt made of woven, golden disks. Hadn't I seen that on the cult leader? It was bright and shiny now. “This polished up nicely. All on its own. I can feel the magic on it.” 
 
    Iris darted down and examined it. The little pixie circled it, her wings buzzing fast and hard. “Golden Girdle of Faith Restored,” she announced. “Acolyte item. Gives a boost to your Faith.” The primary stat for Dëshoma's class. “Once a day, you can remove a curse with it.” 
 
    “The Goddess Shuwëmeri doth grace me with this gift,” Dëshoma said, taking the girdle from Twist. She wrapped it around her waist, the golden discs sparkling around her slender hips. The coins each were adorned with the busty image of the fertile Goddess. “I shalt honor thy gift, Goddess of Fertility.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Twist rolled her reptilian eyes. 
 
    “Next is this dagger.” She picked up the serpentine blade that Feverblight had wielded. A smile crossed Twist's scaly lips. “What do you think, Iris? Cursed?” 
 
    “Surely thou art not intending to wield such a stained and tragic blade?” Dëshoma asked, disgust on her face. 
 
    “He ain't using it. Besides, why not use it for something better than butchery.” 
 
    Dëshoma's eyebrows knitted tight but she did not comment on it. 
 
    “Well, it's not cursed,” Iris said. “And it is a Rogue weapon. It deals extra unholy damage from all the suffering it has absorbed. It has an ability on a two-minute cooldown. You can increase your crit chance for twenty seconds.” 
 
    “Perfect,” said Twist. She slipped her poniard into her belt pouch and then sheathed the sacrificial dagger. The scabbard molded to fit the sinuous blade. “Now this looks like yours, Marcus. Found it in the chest.” 
 
    Twist tossed an ax at me. It had two heads instead of my one and was made of a burnished copper, the handle carved from a deep-red wood. The Goddess's figure was carved into the haft, her arms reaching up to rest against and support the head. I could feel life brewing in it, a passive ability and a 1/day one. 
 
    “The Blessed Ax of Fertile Hew,” Iris reported, her wings buzzing fast. “It heals a slight amount of your Hit Points when you land a blow. More on a crit. Plus, once a day, you can restore all your Hit Points.” 
 
    “Would have been useful before we defeated Feverblight,” I said and grinned. But loot was still loot. I would make use of it. I swapped out my weapons, adding the Bloody Bronze Ax to my pouch while this one, a Level 10 weapon, I gripped in my hand. 
 
    “This is mine,” said Kulri. She bent down and picked up a pink robe that looked like it would cup her breasts while leaving her belly bare. The tails would fall down her back and sides much like her current set of robes. It had pussy sleeves and holes in the center of the cups. “It appears my nipples shall be on display.” 
 
    “She is a Goddess of Fertility,” I said. “Have to be ready to nurse.” 
 
    “Oh, my, indeed,” Kulri said, blinking. “It has a... unique property.” 
 
    “It'll let her lactate once a day!” giggled Iris. “It'll give any who drink of her milk a buff to all stats that last ten minutes.” 
 
    “Yum,” I said.  
 
    “It also gives the wearer a penalty to physical attacks, but that hardly is an issue for Kulri,” said Iris. Then the pixie glanced at me. “It also increases her fertility chance. Fitting for the Robe of Shuwëmeri's Gift.” 
 
    My cock throbbed, remembering the ring on there. It had a one-time use ability: I could breed the woman I made love to. It made sense. Everything about this place was bent towards that one purpose. It must have been wild to visit while it was active. 
 
    “And that leaves this rapier,” said Twist. “I don't think any of us can use it.” 
 
    Iris landed on it. “It's a Duelist-class weapon.” She walked along the length of black iron. The blade held an elegant slimness almost like it was forged out of the shadows themselves. As it moved in Twist's hand, it left a slight blur behind. “It has a once a day ability that lets the wielder's next attack always hit and bypass any resistances. Plus, the attack will deal triple damage.” 
 
    “Shame no one can use it,” I said. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Maria du Marne stared at that elegant blade and something stirred inside of her. She could feel the branching paths before her. Three different roads she could tread upon. She could focus on Strength, or walk a hybrid path with Dexterity and Faith.  
 
    Something about that rapier's elegance felt right. She reached out and took it from Twist. She held it before her and her stance shifted. The blade blurred as it moved before her, leaving inky traces of shadows behind it. 
 
    “I know the path I wish to walk,” she said; her soul, granted power by her destiny as a Shardhunter, shifted. “No longer do I walk solely down the road of Strength. Now I embrace Dexterity. 
 
    “Now I am a Duelist.” 
 
    Those words shifted something inside of Maria. She gasped as a new skill blossomed in her mind, Precise Strike. The rapier, which had felt awkward in her grip, now felt comfortable, the balance of the thin blade more appropriate for the new, more graceful, fighting style she would pursue. She could still perform a Hard Strike but the idea of wielding her current shield was unappealing. 
 
    Something lighter, perhaps, she thought. A buckler would be perfect.  
 
    “It fits you,” Marcus said, his eyes on her. 
 
    She shifted, blushing, then glanced at Twist. “So you didn't find the Tear of Ethileri?” 
 
    Twist glanced at Maria. The reptilian rogue's lips grinned. “I might be a thief, but I always split my loot with my partners in crime.” 
 
    “Twist, our purpose in this once grand temple was not one of base larceny but of ensuring a brighter future. By our courage, have not we maintained Shuwëmeri's sanctification upon these hallowed grounds?” 
 
    “For you, maybe.” The thief shrugged at Dëshoma. “Didn't find anything like a tear.” 
 
    “This is, perhaps, not the appropriate temple to search it out in, Lady Maria,” Dëshoma added. “Searching through Ethileri's temple would be more conducive to finding one of her divine artifacts.” 
 
    “Ethileri's a goddess?” Marcus asked. 
 
    “Of healing,” said Dëshoma. 
 
    “Even I know that,” Twist said, shaking her head. “How remote is where you're from, Marcus?” 
 
    “You would not believe it.” He chuckled. “Well, Maria, I guess you're stuck adventuring with me a while longer.” 
 
    “I guess so,” Maria said and felt a surge of guilt at how much joy that brought her. The men in her village, Derrick among them, needed her to find the artifact. They had a few months at most before the Cock-Wilting Plague killed them.  
 
    “And there was a single shard,” Twist added. She tossed it to Marcus. “Party leader, I suppose this is yours. Perhaps I'll stick around and see what treasures I'll find with you.” She glanced down at the collection of coins split into five piles and grinned. 
 
    “Before we depart for the surface, may I pray, Lord Marcus?” Dëshoma asked. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Dëshoma closed her eyes. She could feel that path branching before her. Three choices. Three classes. She could continue down her current path of Faith and become a Priest, or she could focus more on the martial and become a Disciple, and lastly she could refine her mind with Intelligence, studying the why of religion, theology, as a Cleric. Her intuition prodded her towards one, but she wanted to pray and meditate on her choice. Once made, it could not be changed. 
 
    But that wasn't why she prayed. 
 
    She clasped her hands before her, head bowed. She was unaware of the others watching her in silence, even Twist. Dëshoma felt the faint traces of Shuwëmeri lingering in the stones of the sanctum. Though Dëshoma patronized Ëshuxeri, she served all the Gods of Light and Order. From Dihhomamer, their leader and God of Light, to Axyileri, the Goddess of Pleasure.  
 
    “Shuwëmeri,” she prayed, barely more than a whisper, “I pray that thy anger towards the folly we mortals possess has waned since the Shattering. The world is in need of Thy and Thy fellow siblings' order once more. Your passions must shine throughout this broken and pitiful world. Where there is now pain, pleasure must flourish. Where there is war, protection must arise to safeguard the innocent. Where there is crime, law must again rule to provide stability to those living in fear. Where destruction breaks, creation must rebuild. Where betrayal hardens the hearts of men and women, faith must soothe scared wounds. Where lust dost pervert the purpose of life, love must flourish to bring us closer. Where the cloak of dark doth lie, light must shine to drive back night. And where rot doth fester and putrefy, fertility must kindle new life to flourish. 
 
    “So, gentle Shuwëmeri, let Thy fertility spread once more through the cracked lands. Let Thy gentle nourishment sustain Your lost children in these dark times of ruin and woe. From Thy temple, let the miracle of life's renewal spread to suffuse every womb and enhance every seed. Have not Your mortal children suffered enough for our ancestors' misguided sin? 
 
    “Let the Hierophant's sentence be commuted. Allow the rebirth to begin.” 
 
    Gasps rose around her. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    A presence swelled through the temple at the end of Dëshoma's moving words. Something settled around us, pouring into the rocks and stones. The two sisters held each other in naked awe. Maria fell to her knees in reverence. Swayed in her spot. Twist's cynicism melted away for a moment. Then she closed her eyes, a tear forced down her cheek. 
 
    It swept over me. I felt it in the root of my cock. In the depths of my balls. A tingling blessing. The cock ring vibrated, stimulating me as the temple came alive. The grime of eons, dirt and dust and detritus that stained the walls faded. The stones grew brighter. The altar held the color of fresh milk. A light seemed to glow through every corner of the room. 
 
    “The temple stirs to life,” said Kulri.  
 
    “It shall summon new adherents,” Dëshoma said, opening her eyes. “It is beginning. The end of our punishment.” Joy shone across her face as she stared up at me. “Lord Marcus, I thank thee for coming to mine aid. It was folly for me to come here alone. I, too, shall travel with thee. And not just as your party member. Thou art special. I can feel it. If thou wouldst have me, I would be thine.” 
 
    “Join my harem?” I asked.  
 
    “If I cannot be thy wife, I would be thy concubine. To travel at thy side as we quest to mend our broken world.” 
 
    I held out my hand to her. “I would have you, Lady Dëshoma. Gladly. You are a radiant flower. A bright daisy shining in the sun.” The poetry of my words surprised me, but her words moved this elegance in me. “I would gladly add you to my garden.”  
 
    She took my hands and I felt a shift. She wasn't just my party member, but a part of my harem. It was another magic in this world. A connection that deepened between us. I almost didn't want to sully it with RPG terms, but I knew she was a permanent member. One day, the others might part to continue their own quests. Maria when she found her Tear, Kulri when she discovered what she searched for, and Twist when she grew bored. 
 
    Not Dëshoma. 
 
    I helped her stand, pulled her to me, and kissed her on the lips. The sweetness felt incredible. Her halo glowed brighter. Iris buzzed around our heads, cheering in celebration. I felt the other three party members watching.  
 
    What were they thinking? I had no idea, but I was glad that I had my Dëshoma. My delightful acolyte. 
 
    I wondered what class she would pick? I could feel my own choice. Duelist was one, but there was the path focusing more on strength. Not a Fighter any longer, but a Warrior. Then there was the route of faith. To become a holy warrior, a Paladin. 
 
    Which to choose? 
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Twenty-Three: The Harem Grows 
 
    “Papa!” the two girls shouted as they rushed to their father waiting outside the temple. Unashamed of their nudity, they hugged him. 
 
    He held his daughters tight, tears streaming down his wrinkled face. He met my gaze, his grin broadening. The absolute hope and joy that blazed in his gaze made me feel better than I had in my life. I had really done something momentous. 
 
    I had saved those two girls from being killed. This world was too real for me not to feel these emotions. I almost wanted to cry. Maria and Dëshoma were crying, both of them wiping at their eyes. The sunlight fell on us, the forests surrounding the ruined temple chirping with birds. 
 
    “My darling daughters,” the old man said. “Praise be the Gods of Light and Order. You're safe.” 
 
    “We're so sorry, Papa,” said Shelly. “We didn't mean to be captured.” 
 
    “To make you worry,” added Erica. “And we didn't find any Heartleaf or Wildthorn berries.” 
 
    “That doesn't matter.” He relaxed his hold on them. He glanced down and his face went red. “Er, well, doesn't matter at all. Just matters that you're safe.” He swallowed and met my gaze. “I know I promised to hand one over to be your servant.” 
 
    “You did, Papa?” gasped Shelly. 
 
    The old man stared at me and I expected the pleading to allow him to reward me in another way. I was prepared to agree, when he said, “My Erica is a great seamstress. Can sew the best clothes.” He pushed the oldest forward, her round breasts jiggling. “Now my youngest is a cook unlike any other. You get her the ingredients, and she shall create feasts for you and your companions to enjoy.” 
 
    The sisters took hands. “Thank you for rescuing us,” the eldest said. “I would be honored to aid you and your fellow Shardhunters in any way possible.” 
 
    “As would I,” Shelly said, her cheeks blushing red. “I truly am skilled in the kitchen. My food is said to give strength to the workers of our village and provide more endurance than others.” 
 
    “And we would be willing to do other things,” Erica added. 
 
    Shelly nodded, her cheeks scarlet.  
 
    My dick throbbed. “You'd be willing to be concubines? Members of my harem.” This would make three.  
 
    Shelly nodded again, even more vigorously, while her sister said, “Of course, sir. Shardhunters are the hope for our future. Whichever one of us you choose will serve you well.” 
 
    Twist chuckled. “I know how they can serve me.” 
 
    “Do not cheapen their offer with your vulgarity,” Dëshoma said. 
 
    “Why, they've already done it.” 
 
    I ignored them and focused on the two beauties. They were both tempting. Erica had those round breasts with their perky delights while Shelley had that barely legal nubility about her. Blushing in her virginal arousal, embarrassed and horny all at the same time. It was so hard to choose. 
 
    Which one would be more useful to me. While Erica might be a fine seamstress, I wore metal armor. She could benefit Dëshoma and Kulri, if the elf stayed around, but not myself or others. On the other hand, Shelly's cooking sounded like it would produce all manner of passive party buffs that could be useful in my future adventures. 
 
    I held out my hand to Shelly.  
 
    She smiled and extended a trembling hand. When she grasped my hand, the harem magic flooded out of me and into her. She was mine now. Part of my harem. She gasped and shivered. Her little breasts quivered. Her smile grew. 
 
    “Oh, Shelly, I'll miss you!” Erica said. “I'll come and visit whenever I can.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    The two sisters embraced and kissed each other on the cheek. Then Shelly hugged her father tight. He wished her well, tears streaming from his eyes again. They were full of joy. He was parting with his daughter, but he knew she would be safe. 
 
    None of the local wildlife attacked us on the way back to the Shardpool. We left the old man and Erica behind. I hoped nothing bad would happen to them in their quest for crafting materials. After a few minutes, we reached the pool and stepped in. I was the party leader and chose the location. 
 
    The blue rippled around us. We lurched forward and appeared in my camp. My own private part of the world, surrounded by the wall made of purple hexagons that surrounded us and cut us off from the others. 
 
    I surveyed the field. Two buildings had appeared. One had the look of an open-air kitchen with a wood-burning oven and stovetop, counters, a woodblock full of chef knives, pots and pans dangling from a rack from the ceiling, and more. An apron lay across the counter. Shelly smiled and ran to it, picking up her apron and donning it. 
 
    She wore nothing else, this being a world based on an erotic MMORPG. 
 
    “Damn, her ass looks cute in that,” said Twist as Shelly turned around. The white apron's ties formed a bow above her curving rump, the tails dangling down over both of her cheeks. 
 
    “Yes, she does,” I groaned. 
 
    “I'll start work on dinner,” Shelly said and opened a box. Frosty air billowed out. It was some sort of cold box. A magical refrigerator. She began pulling out ingredients. I had no idea where they came from. 
 
    My attention turned to the other building. It was a small trader's stand with a counter and a bored-looking sylph resting her head on it. She stretched and yawned, her white hair moving around in a breeze that danced around her. 
 
    “Haîcze,” I said, smiling at the first member of my harem. 
 
    “Oh, Marcus, you're back,” she said. “And you brought a lot of women with you. I shouldn't be surprised the way you ate my pussy. You have the skill to win a lot of ladies to your harem.” 
 
    “Only two more so far,” I said. “So, you got your own little shop?” 
 
    “Yep,” she said. “If you got any loot you need selling, I'll give you coin now and when I get to the city, well, I'll make even more profit.” 
 
    “Your own fence,” hissed Twist. She sat her pouch on the counter as she came up beside me. “Perfect. I have much loot to sell you.” 
 
    “Bring it on,” said Haîcze. “Then I'll go explore the temple, if you want. See if you missed any loot.” 
 
    “I was thorough,” Twist said. 
 
    “Not as thorough as me,” winked Haîcze. 
 
    Loot was sold, coins were accumulated, and Haîcze sauntered to the Shardpool to head back to the very Temple where I rescued her from. Of course, it was safe now, so the sylph explorer should face no danger. 
 
    Then I grinned. I'd just sent my first minion on a mission. She'd be gone, on cooldown as it were, until she came back. 
 
    A table with long benches was set up with plates when we finished with Haîcze. Shelly looked busy in the kitchen, moving around, cooking food. She hummed as she did, her cute rump swaying as she worked. 
 
    I'd never been so fascinated by watching someone cook in my life. If one of those cooking shows my ex used to love had a host with an ass that tight, I'd be glued to the screen. 
 
    Dinner was a scrumptious feast of roasted lamb seasoned with herbs, mashed peas which were a new experience for me, and she even whipped up a pudding bread that was drizzled with a sweet, sugar beet sauce. The taste was wholly different from any dessert I'd eaten, not as sweet, but still a delicious treat to finish off the night. 
 
    The sun had set by then and we gathered around the campfire. My home base was still empty, but I knew that would change as we went on more adventures together. We had two shards to play with, but I was in for other activities. 
 
    “Shelly,” I said, patting the spot on my left, Dëshoma kneeling on my right. “You're my concubine now.” 
 
    She blushed and sank down beside me, still wearing just her apron. It wasn't cold here. In fact, it was just the right temperature, even with night falling, to be naked. I was down to just my leather pants. She rested her head on my shoulder and smiled at me. 
 
    “Going to pop her cherry?” Twist asked. The dragonborn rogue had already stripped off her leather straps, freeing her pink-banded breasts and her red nipples. 
 
    “With Dëshoma's help,” I said, glancing at my other concubine. “I would love to see you eat out her pussy.” 
 
    “Of course, Lord Marcus,” said Dëshoma. “Both of us art thine concubines. It is only fitting that we shouldst exchange pleasures. I suspect that, upon the adventuresome Haîcze's return, I shalt indulge in my newfound desires for the feminine with her. Unless thou disapprove of such activities.” 
 
    “Hell fucking no, Lady Dëshoma,” I said. 
 
    “Hell fucking no...” Twist said. “What is hell? Such a strange word. And using fuck in that manner.” 
 
    “Maybe one day I'll tell you my story.” I arched an eyebrow at her. “And then you'll tell me yours.” 
 
    “What's to tell? I'm a thief. I steal. I rob. I have fun. The others might be here to save the world, I just want to be rich.” 
 
    Simple wasn't bad, but I couldn't be that selfish. This world had dangers, but it had things worth fighting for. The people needed someone to be their champion. That was the point of heroes, and being one was enthralling. 
 
    And it had such sweet rewards. 
 
    “Might I suck your cock, Marcus, while Dëshoma readies Shelly?” Maria asked. 
 
    Twist's laughter roared across the fire. 
 
    “He is not the sort of male to say no to pleasure,” said Kulri. Her ears twitched as she sat there in her new robes of pink that contrasted nicely with her panties and stockings of purple. Her nipples thrust hard through the cutouts in the front of her outfit. 
 
    “Nor are you,” I said. “Elf, make Twist cum however she wants it.” 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Maria felt extra graceful as she moved over to Marcus to suck on his cock. It was probably all in her head since she only had one level as a Duelist, but she still liked the idea of moving with the same effortless glide as Kulri.  
 
    Dëshoma settled in to lick Shelly's pussy while Kulri and Twist went around the other side of the fire to become intimate with each other. Maria focused on Marcus's cock before her. She really, really liked sucking him. She had no idea why that was. 
 
    Regret rippled through her for holding onto her maidenhood for so long. She always thought there would be time to explore these pleasures, and then the Cock-Wilt Plague had come to Gastin. She pushed down that guilt as she lowered her head to enjoy Marcus's cock, her hair spilling about her round face.  
 
    She thrust her left hand between her thighs to find her aching pussy while her right gripped his cock, holding it upright. She rubbed at her hot flesh as her lips came closer and closer to his crown. Precum already beaded it. 
 
    The sight excited her. 
 
    A hunger rippled through her flesh to please him. She yearned for it. Her pussy clenched. The heat rippled out of her. She wiggled her hips from side to side, her juices soaking her fingers as they pleased her twat. 
 
    “That's it,” Marcus said, though she wasn't sure if it was to her or to Dëshoma. 
 
    She chose to believe it was to her. 
 
    “I'll love your cock, Marcus,” she moaned and then engulfed his cock.  
 
    “Dëshoma,” whimpered Shelly behind her while her lips slid down Marcus's shaft.  
 
    She took as much of him as she could in her mouth. He brushed the back of her throat. She only had half of him in her mouth. Part of her wondered if she could take more. She rubbed harder at her pussy lips, sliding her fingers up and down her folds. Her juices soaked them. Her pubic hair tickled her digits. 
 
    She wanted to find out if she could take him all, feeling this urge to really love his cock. 
 
    She bobbed her head up and down, building up for the moment when she would try and swallow his cock. Drool ran down his shaft to her hand stroking the base. His salty precum filled her mouth. He groaned, savoring the pleasure she delivered to him. 
 
    “That's it,” groaned Marcus. “Mmm, just like that.” 
 
    His words encouraged her. On the next slide down his cock, she pressed the tip against the back of her throat and swallowed him. She wanted to gag as she pushed her head lower. She gurgled and fought the urge. 
 
    “Shit!” he gasped. “Oh, that's great. Damn, Maria!” 
 
    She shuddered as his hand tightened in her fiery hair. This wild thrill rippled through her. As she slid the tip of his cock past her gullet and down her esophagus, she thrust a pair of fingers into her twat. She pumped them in and out of her snatch. She stirred them around and reveled in the pleasure flowing out of her cunt. 
 
    Marcus groaned at the pleasure she gave him. Shelly whimpered and gasped, and Twist and Kulri groaned and hissed. They made interesting sounds, but Maria focused on swallowing more and more of his cock. 
 
    His shaft slid down her gullet. She pulled her hand away from the base of his shaft to swallow more of him. He reached further and further. His black pubic hair came closer and closer to her mouth. Then she nuzzled into him. She shuddered in delight at the feel of his wiry pubic hair rubbing against her mouth.  
 
    I did it! she thought, frigging her pussy hard and fast.  
 
    “God fucking damn, Maria,” he groaned. 
 
    She reveled in the feel of his pubic hair rubbing on her lips. She breathed in his musk through her nose. Little stars of triumph danced before her eyes. She moaned, feeling her vocal cords vibrating against his shaft. 
 
    “That's fucking fantastic.” 
 
    A thrill ran through her. She pumped her fingers faster and faster in and out of her cunt. She reamed herself as she loved Marcus's cock. She slid back up him, sucking the entire way. It made this naughty, wet, slurping sound that her pussy loved.  
 
    She thrust a third digit into her cunt, her pleasure spilling through her. She frigged herself fast, stimulating her pussy walls. The heel of her hand massaged her clit. She reached the tip of his cock, drool spilling down her chin. 
 
    Then she slid her mouth back down him again. 
 
    It made her shudder at how easily she swallowed his cock the second time. She moaned around his thick shaft, hoping he liked that. He groaned. His pleasure only excited her. He was her party leader. She had to submit to him. 
 
    Derrick will understand. Once I find the cure. He will. 
 
    She bobbed her head, fucking her mouth up and down his cock. He loved it. His dick twitched and throbbed. She nursed on him when she slid to the pinnacle. Then she'd slide her lips back down and swallow his cock again. Her tongue danced around his shaft. The tip. Whatever bit of it she could caress. 
 
    “Fucking hell, you're good at deep-throating a cock, Maria!” 
 
    That made her so happy to hear. She wiggled her hips, thrusting her fingers faster and faster in and out of her cunt. She wiggled them around in her snatch. The pleasure surged through her. Her hips danced from side to side as the bliss rippled through her body. 
 
    His dick throbbed. His groans grew louder and louder. Her own orgasm built and built. She nuzzled into his pubic hair over and over again. She loved the kiss of his wiry hair on her lips, the tickle on her cheeks. 
 
    Her fingers stirred up her cunt. Her three digits plunged deep. Juices ran down her wrist. Her clit throbbed against her wrist. The human Duelist gave Marcus all the bliss she could. She didn't hold back anything while she frigged herself towards her orgasm. 
 
    “That's it!” he gasped as she bottomed out on him, her lips nuzzling into his bush. “Fuck, yes, Maria!” 
 
    His cock twitched. The first spurt of his cum fired straight down her throat to her belly. It warmed in her stomach as she slid her mouth up fast. Her pussy exploded with pleasure as he fired a second time down her throat. 
 
    His third blast fired into her mouth, spilling across the roof and igniting her taste buds with the salty delight. She whimpered, her pussy going wild. The pleasure rushed through her body. Her juices gushed out around her fingers. 
 
    “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” he cursed with each eruption of cum into her mouth. 
 
    His body trembled before her. He fell back, stretching out as she sucked out the last of his cum. Stars danced before her, bursting around his muscular chest as it rose and fell. The waves of bliss inundated her mind while she savored the last taste of his seed. 
 
    She hit that wonderful peak of pleasure, so glad to be able to blow him. To love and please him. She buzzed from the shuddering bliss he'd just given her. Her head swayed. She blinked away the stars, so happy to have pleased him. 
 
    “Damn,” he groaned.  
 
    “Dëshoma!” Shelly squealed. “Axyileri's ecstatic joy!” 
 
    “Sounds like Shelly's ready for me.” 
 
    Maria slid her mouth off his cock and smiled at her party leader. “Enjoy her.” 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    “How shall I please you, Twist?” Kulrigiizhai asked as she followed Twist around to the other side of the large fire. Being ordered to please the rogue by Marcus Aurelius gave the elf a distraction as she pondered the best path forward for her.  
 
    Which class should she choose to specialize in? She leaned towards one, but which would be the best for her to achieve her goal of finding the Black Diamond and enacting her revenge. The flames of hatred and the pleasure in serving Marcus were all she felt any longer. 
 
    And the later was such a new delight. A distraction. Maybe I should also leave him and strike out on my own. 
 
    She could continue focusing on her intellect and become a Wizard. To increase her mastery of arcane spells, with the promise of future specialization in a variety of spheres of magic from evocations to abjurations to mental magics like psionics. However, the path of dexterity could give her more survivability if she were to go off on her own. Become a Gambler and risk her revenge on the toss of a dice. That led to paths of magic such as illusions and mesmerization. Lastly, she could shift focus into faith and become a Preacher. That opened up paths of exploring conjurations. The summoning of varies entities to do her bidding, even necromancy and the control of the dead. 
 
    All had their positives and their negatives. 
 
    Should I stay or should I go? 
 
    “Did you hear me, elf?” Twist hissed. 
 
    Kulrigiizhai blinked. “No, my apologies. I was thinking about other matters.” 
 
    “Which class to choose, eh?” Twist snorted. “Tricky, ain't it. Maria might have chosen hers with ease, but the rest of us appear to be hesitating. Not like me to be so indecisive.” 
 
    “It is a decision that shall affect the rest of our lives as Shardhunters,” Kulri answered. “We have all the possibilities open before us, but two-thirds of those choices are removed the moment we step onto one path.” 
 
    “So let's not think about it and fuck,” Twist said, stretching out on her back and parting her scaled thighs to flash her pussy, lips engorged and gleaming in juices. “Ever tribbed a girl?” 
 
    “I cannot say I have,” Kulrigiizhai answered as she peeled down her panties over her garter straps and purple stockings. She exposed her hairless, tight slit. 
 
    “Well,” Twist said, leaning back and spreading her thighs wider, “we just work our pussies together and grind them. It's quite the thrill.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, I see.” A shiver of delight ran through the elf. It was so strange to long for physical pleasures. To find enjoyment in them. “Marcus Aurelius has commanded me to please you, so I shall.” 
 
    “Just a little elf-slut, huh?” 
 
    “Yes,” she answered, her pussy clenching at the demeaning tone. “This elf is willing to do anything he commands.” 
 
    Twist's scaled head cocked to the side as if in consideration. Her forked tongue flicked out. “'This elf', huh?” 
 
    Slipping into the role of slave, surrendering her identity, was no problem for the elf. Her twisted mind would find even more pleasure now. She couldn't control it. Not when she was obeying Marcus. His commands led to such delight. She didn't have to resist. 
 
    She didn't have to be broken. 
 
    “This elf will grind her nasty pussy against yours and make you cum.” 
 
    “Us cum,” hissed the dragonborn. “I want to feel those juices bathing my twat.” 
 
    “This elf will obey.” 
 
    The elf slipped down with grace between Twist's thighs. With skill, the elf thrust her long legs forward, intertwining them with Twist's scaled limbs. The elf worked herself closer, one leg going over the dragonborn and the other under. The heat in the elf's pussy increased as their twats closed the distance. 
 
    They met in a searing kiss that sent a wild thrill through her body. She shuddered at the feel of hot pussy lips, soft and silky as her own, surrounded by hard scales. It was a delight the elf had never experienced. Her large breasts jiggled in the confines of her pink robes. The air swirled around her exposed nipples. 
 
    Moans and gasps rose over the fire as Dëshoma devoured Shelly and Maria serviced Marcus Aurelius. 
 
    Lucky you, thought the elf. Of course, being ordered to pleasure another added to her humiliation. 
 
    To her pussy's heat. 
 
    She undulated her hips, working her cunt instinctively against the dragonborn's. Pebbly scales and hot pussy folds caressed the elf's labia and clitoris. The pleasure surged through her. The tips of her ears buzzed with her arousal. 
 
    “Yes, you know just how to move, elf.” Twist grabbed the elf's right leg. “Mmm, just grinding that twat on mine. Sssh, we're going to enjoy this, aren't we?” 
 
    “This elf will make sure we both have orgasms!” 
 
    “Good, good. Grind that cunt on mine. Massage my clitoris. Yes, like that. Sssh, work that pussy against me. Īwheda's clumsy fingers, that's delicious.” 
 
    “This elf is pleased to pleasure you.” 
 
    “Pleased to pleasure...” Twist laughed, her own hips undulating. Her large, banded tits heaved. “You are an interesting one.” 
 
    “This elf is nothing special.” 
 
    The dragonborn merely let out a hissing moan next. Her forked tongue darted out as they tribbed their cunts together. The elf grabbed a scaled leg, pressing it between her breasts and holding it for leverage. Her soft boobs slid over the hard scales, drinking in the pleasure. 
 
    Their combined musks filled the elf's nose. Her own sweet juices and the spicy delight of Twist's hot cunt. The perfume sent a wicked thrill through the elf. She ground harder, blending their juices together. Their creams mixed, coating each other's twat. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes,” hissed Twist. “Zadeg's limp dick, that's what I want. Rub that clitoris into mine. Make us cum. Those sparks... Yesssss!” 
 
    “This elf feels them, too!” 
 
    The pleasure grew and grew in the elf's twat. Her pussy lips were sensitive, drinking in the silky feel of Twist's cuntlips and scales, but it was the elf's clit that really fed her growing pleasure. Her hard bud drank in the various textures. 
 
    It celebrated every time their buds met. Those sparks burst, feeding her orgasm faster and faster. The two clutched thighs to their bountiful breasts. The banded texture of Twist's tits caressed the elf's skin, adding more delight to her while her own boobs savored the feel of scales. 
 
    “The First Acorn!” the elf moaned after her clit rubbed into Twist's again. “This elf is coming closer and closer.” 
 
    “So am I! Īwheda's clumsy fingers, work that cunt. You sexy elf-slut!” 
 
    “Yes, espy, this elf is a slut. A disgusting, filthy, wanton slut only grinding on your pussy because Marcus Aurelius ordered her.” 
 
    “That's right, you're going to be pleasuring my cunt whenever I want it. He'll let me use you, elf-whore!” 
 
    “This elf will submit!” Her large breasts heaved as she moaned. Her ears buzzed. “This elf is about to cum.” 
 
    “Rūzem's greasy touch, let's cum! Oh, yes, let's shower each other in cunt cream!” 
 
    They both ground their cunts hard together, clits sliding over hot flesh. Their buds kissed.  
 
    The elf's big tits heaved around Twist's thigh as she climaxed. Her pussy juices gushed out to bathe the dragonborn's cunt. Twist hissed in delight and more juices gushed between them. They coated each other, the scent of their cunts growing. 
 
    “Thūgiz's blistered cock!”  
 
    “The First Acorn!” 
 
    Pleasure rippled through the elf. She moaned and whimpered through her bliss. Stars burst across her vision. Wonderful rapture that burst in wicked sparks and had her trembling in joy. The humiliation of being forced to grind her cunt on Twist sent her hurtling into rapture. 
 
    The elf's body drank it in. Her ears quivered. Her toes curled as she bucked through her orgasm, her pussy grinding across Twist's. The rogue hissed her own bliss, the pleasure still rippling through Kulrigiizhai as they ground on each other. 
 
    “You nasty elf-whore!” Twist moaned. “Sssh, yes, yes. So good. Īwheda's clumsy fingers!” 
 
    “That's it!” gasped Marcus Aurelius from the other side of the fire. “Fuck, yes, Maria!” 
 
    The elf panted, her body buzzing with bliss. Her mind reeling from the pleasure. She didn't know what to choose. Should she stay or go out on her own. Marcus Aurelius provided Kulrigiizhai with such wonderful, demeaning pleasure. 
 
    But could she trust him with her true goal? 
 
    “Dëshoma!” squealed Shelly. “Axyileri's ecstatic joy!” 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Dëshoma settled between Shelly's thighs as Maria began sucking Lord Marcus's cock. The angelborn acolyte reveled in the sounds of pleasure her harem lord experienced. She trembled, licking her own lips as she leaned down to feast on Shelly's furred muff. 
 
    They were both concubines. Both Marcus's women. The acolyte felt more and more sure she loved him and made the right choice to stay with him. She wouldn't gain the marriage her human mother and angel father possessed, but she would find her own expression of love. 
 
    After all, thou didst lead me to him, Divine Ëshuxeri, the acolyte prayed to her patron Goddess. I shall trust in thy judgment. 
 
    “Dëshoma,” whimpered Shelly. She sat up on her elbows, her small breasts quivering. Her brown pigtails swayed around her face. “I've never...” 
 
    “Neither had I indulged into the delightful depths of lesbian passion before I met our man and harem master, gentle Shelly.” Dëshoma smiled. “So I promise thee to deliver to thy virgin nethers all the sweet pleasure my mouth and tongue can apply.” 
 
    “Thank you,” she said, smiling. “I like how you talk.” 
 
    Smiling, Dëshoma lowered her face. She found it so intriguing how fast she had changed, molded by the passions of her harem lord. She breathed in the virgin's sweet musk moments before she pressed into the girl's brown bush. 
 
    Soft pubic hairs tickled along her face. She slid her hands around the girl's thighs and gripped them. Her sapphire hair spilled around her face and over the girl's crotch while her tongue licked out for the first time in tasting the virgin's flesh. 
 
    Shelly gasped and shuddered. Her small breasts quivered as Dëshoma licked again. She felt Lord Marcus watching her please the virgin. She wiggled her hips, her juices soaking her sapphire bush. Behind her came the sounds of Maria's sloppy blowjob. 
 
    “That's it,” Marcus groaned. 
 
    Is he talking to me? wondered Dëshoma as she felt his gaze upon her. Or to Maria bobbing her head with such skill upon his wonderful member? 
 
    She licked again at Shelley's delicious cunt. 
 
    “Dëshoma,” Shelly whimpered, her thighs squeezing around the angelborn's head. 
 
    Dëshoma loved the sounds the girl made. She applied her tongue with more vigor, licking up the juices with hunger. The virgin trembled, delight crossing her eyes. Her head shook, pigtails danced. Dëshoma explored around in the girl, brushing her hymen while wet pubic hair caressed her face. 
 
    “That's it,” Marcus groaned. “Mmm, just like that.” 
 
    He is talking about me licking Shelly, decided Dëshoma. 
 
    She feasted with more hunger on the girl, eager to deliver all the pleasure she could. To make her gasp and moan and cry out in ecstasy. It would be so wonderful. She licked and lapped and dragged her tongue up and down the girl's twat. 
 
    Shelly sank down on her back, her stomach flexing. Her hips wiggled, grinding her cunt against Dëshoma's mouth. Her pleasure soaked the angelborn's lips. Behind her, Marcus groaned in delight, Maria sucking with such hunger on him. 
 
    Pleasing him. 
 
    Dëshoma's tongue fluttered faster and faster against Shelly's pussy. The angelborn worshiped her pussy. She expressed her love for her new harem-mate. Her fellow concubine. Her hand slid beneath Shelly's rump, gripping the virgin's pussy. She held it tight. She dug her fingers deep into Shelly's flesh. The angelborn massaged the human and enjoyed the way Shelly shuddered and moaned. How she undulated her hips. 
 
    “Oh, yes, yes, yes!” gasped Shelly. “I'm getting closer and closer.” 
 
    “Good, dear Shelly.” Dëshoma's tongue fluttered up to the girl's clit. She flicked against it and then sucked on it. 
 
    The girl gasped. Her little titties jiggled. Her thighs gripped Dëshoma's head, sapphire hair spilling over Shelly's slender thighs. The angelborn swirled her tongue. She stroked that little bud and reveled in the wicked delight of what they did together. The sapphic pleasure they shared. 
 
    Marcus watched her. He waited for her to finish loving his concubine so he could claim Shelly's virginity. That part excited Dëshoma. Her pussy clenched. She came closer and closer to bringing Shelly to her climax. 
 
    “That's it!” Marcus gasped as Maria bottomed out on him. “Fuck, yes, Maria!” 
 
    The angelborn knew that Maria pleased him with the same fervor that Dëshoma loved Shelly. That excited the acolyte. She wanted to keep journeying with him. To help him with her divine powers. To heal and support him. 
 
    He would need guidance. To help him choose the right path. And while her heart yearned to become a Priest and follow the pure path of faith, she sensed a great convergence of destiny had brought them together. 
 
    She would need to peer into the future. That took more than just belief. It took intellect to understand and interpret. To marry the two mental disciplines. She had to walk down the branch of Intelligence. 
 
    She had to become a Cleric. 
 
    In that moment, as she sucked on Shelly's clit, Dëshoma made her choice. Her soul walked down the new path. The power of her change radiated through her. New knowledge unlocked in her mind. She moaned in delight around that little bud. 
 
    “Dëshoma!” Shelly squealed. “Axyileri's ecstatic joy!” 
 
    The girl came. Her juices gushed out and flooded over Lady Dëshoma's hungry mouth. She licked and lapped at her. She reveled in the girl's pussy juices. She savored lapping at her, enjoying the delight of feasting on her sweet, virginal cream. 
 
    She had readied the girl for their harem lord. Their personal king. A shudder ran through Dëshoma as she lifted her face, turned her head, and delivered the wonderful news to Lord Marcus. She met his eyes, saw the pleasure in his face as he came down Maria's throat. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    “I have readied mine fellow concubine for thy gentle love and passion, Lord Marcus,” Dëshoma said to me, her angelic face dripping with Shelly's pussy cream. The angelborn's halo glowed bright about her, shining with her passion. 
 
    “Then sit on her face,” I said. “You're my concubines. It's only right that you love each other, Lady Dëshoma.” 
 
    “Dëshoma is fine,” she said, blushing. “I am thine. Thine woman and concubine.” 
 
    “Then Marcus is also fine,” I said, grinning.  
 
    Her smile grew and she nodded. She took my hand and brought it to her round breast. I brushed her gold nipple as she pressed me over her heart. “Feel the strong beat of mine heart. It pounds for thee. Ëshuxeri hath brought us together. And for that, I am full of bountiful gratitude. I shalt be thy Cleric and guide thee.” 
 
    “You chose?” 
 
    She nodded. “Now that mine goal is thou's.” 
 
    “Do you even know it?” 
 
    “To mend this poor and unhappy world. What else could thy goal be?” 
 
    “To get a harem full of sexy women?” I arched an eyebrow. 
 
    “Methinks thou art not so shallow as that. After all, if hedonism were thy goal, thou wouldst not so carelessly throw thine life into danger.” 
 
    I frowned and glanced over at Twist. She had Kulri licking at her pussy now and motioned for Maria to join them. Twist just wanted money, and yet she had thrown herself into the fray with just as much recklessness as me... 
 
    “Marcus,” whimpered Shelly, drawing my attention back to the virgin. “I'm all... you know...” 
 
    “Horny for my cock?” 
 
    “He is a crass one, I admit, dear Shelly, but do not be dismayed for through his perversion comes pleasure for the women he loves.” Dëshoma straddled Shelly's face. “Now, just apply thy tongue with the same fervor I didst to your virgin nethers.” 
 
    “You're going to love the taste of her pussy,” I said, bringing my cock wet with Maria's saliva to her. In the background, the Duelist gasped in delight. It sounded like she was riding Twist's mouth, the three entertaining themselves. 
 
    I pushed my cock against Shelly's bush. I slid through the silk while Iris buzzed overhead, watching with keen interest. My little pixie's humming excitement brought a smile to my lips. That turned into a groan when I felt Shelly's hymen. 
 
    Another virgin. Maria, Dëshoma, and now Shelly. This world held such delights. They were worth fighting for. Worth bleeding and risking my life for. I had no regrets as I thrust my cock forward against Shelly's hymen. 
 
    She whimpered into Dëshoma's pussy. The angelborn gave me an encouraging smile, pussy cream dripping off her chin. I seized the back of her head and pulled her lips to mine. I kissed her, tasting that virgin delight. Shelly's hymen stretched before my cock. 
 
    Popped. 
 
    I groaned into Dëshoma's mouth. Shelly moaned into Dëshoma's pussy. My cock sank into virginal pussy, entering Shelly for the first time. I went deeper and deeper into her, my cock wrapped up in the heaven of her sweet silk. It was a delight to enjoy. A wonderful experience to revel in. 
 
    My tongue dueled with Dëshoma's as Shelly gasped and whimpered. Her legs locked around my waist. Her pussy clenched around me. The friction rippled through me. I bottomed out in her, balls heavy with my cum pressing against her. 
 
    I drew back. Her cunt clenched around me. The pleasure surged through my body. I thrust hard. Fast. I plowed to the hilt in her cunt. I stirred her up. I savored the bliss of burying into her again and again. Her cunt gripped me. Teased me. 
 
    Brought me close to my explosion of jizz. 
 
    My balls smacked into her with powerful thuds. Her cunt squeezed down around my cock. The pleasure built and built. I loved it. I reveled in every thrust into her. Every last plunge into Shelly's pussy. 
 
    I broke the kiss with Dëshoma, groaning, “Damn, Shelly!” 
 
    “Yes, yes, Marcus!” Dëshoma moaned, her green eyes shining with delight. “Sweet passion. Enjoy her tight and virginal sex gripping thine cock. Oh, yes, yes, the way she moans when thou dost bury into her is most stimulating to mine nethers.” 
 
    “Going to cum on her?” I groaned while I thrust hard and fast into Shelly. 
 
    “I am.” She shuddered, arms around my neck. “Art thou?” 
 
    “Fuck, yes!” 
 
    “Me, too!” Shelly moaned, her pussy clenching around me. “Marcus! Marcus! Axyileri's ecstatic joy, I can feel it building in me.” 
 
    “Do not fight that burgeoning bliss, dear Shelly!” groaned Dëshoma. “And yes, apply thine tongue with such vigor to mine clitoris. Mine naughty bud doth savor the sweet flutter of thine tongue against it.” 
 
    “Fuck, yes, cum on her!” I groaned, pumping harder, faster. The pleasure swelled through me. “Let's all cum together!” 
 
    “Marcus. My sweet and lordly Marcus!” Dëshoma's halo flared bright. “Sweet passion!” 
 
    Shelly squealed, breathing in Dëshoma's angelic pussy cream. The deflowered virgin's pussy squeezed about my cock. That tight grip surged such delight through me. I buried forward. Her flesh convulsed around me. 
 
    Her orgasm spasmed through her pussy. 
 
    My cock spurted hot cum into her depths. I couldn't resist. I groaned out my pleasure as spurt after spurt of cum flooded her. That hot sheath milked me. The pleasure rushed through my body. My balls unloaded again and again.  
 
    “Oh, fuck, yes!” I snarled. 
 
    “I know!” Dëshoma moaned. “Such sweet passion.” 
 
    “So good!” whimpered Shelly as her pussy milked me. “Marcus, oh, yes! I'm yours!” 
 
    I loved the sound of that. I kissed Dëshoma as I spurted the last of my cum into Shelly's pussy. My balls unloaded every last drop held in them. I panted, my chest rising and falling. Stars danced before my vision. 
 
    “Marcus,” Maria moaned behind me. “Can we... I mean... Can I ride your cock?” 
 
    “This elf would like to ask a request to give pleasure to your dick, Marcus Aurelius. You may pick the means. This elf's holes are available to you.” 
 
    I broke the kiss with Dëshoma and smiled. I liked this new life. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Twenty-Four: Choosing His Spec 
 
    Everyone was sleeping around the fire. I sat on a rock nearby, unable to find that rest. I wasn't truly tired. I had gained a level today. Hit 10, revitalizing me. I felt like I could go out and adventure across the world. 
 
    I held the Shards, focusing on them. I had vague impressions of where they went. One seemed to lead to an airy plateau, windswept and lonely. This was the one Haîcze had given me. The other gave me the impression of a sprawling metropolis. Something large. A capital city. Human. My own race. The choice seemed easy, I supposed. 
 
    Not like the other choice I faced. Warrior, Paladin, and Duelist. Which one to take? I had the vague impressions of where the paths led. Warrior was straightforward. Increased in strength, wearing medium-class armor, wielding two hand-weapons or one-handed weapons and great shields. Big, beefy, tanking shields. It would be the end of wearing chainmail and on to a breastplate, a step removed from full plate. Down that path, I had a sense of specialization in weapons, a bare-handed path that could lead to some interesting play, or to become the greatest master of the ax.  
 
    The ultimate protector of my party. 
 
    Duelist didn't attract me too much. Maria had already taken it, so it seemed foolish to have two of us. It appeared to be a DPS route. She had already lost the ability to use her medium-sized shield and would have to go down to bucklers. She could gain the use of thrown weapons, stealth, and all manner of finesse-oriented fighting.  
 
    Even using a katana. That made me smile. It would be a fun path to walk, but...  
 
    The party needed a tank. The responsible one that held the threat and protected everyone else in the group. I'd have to recruit a new one if I went Duelist. 
 
    Now Paladin was another tanking class. The same level of armor as a Warrior, but not as good shields. I could gain some prayers, ability to help myself stay alive longer but doing less damage with my physical attacks. I could sense that as my faith increased, so would my own defensive abilities. Down the line, I could even get my own summoned companion: an angel or a demon depending on the route I took. 
 
    Not my style of play, but was it what the party needed? 
 
    “You should be sleeping.” 
 
    “I should be, Twist.” I glanced at her striding up naked and sultry, her curving hips rolling and her large breasts jiggling. The moonlight gleamed off the highlights of her pebbly scales and the pink bands rising up her belly and breasts. 
 
    “If you're not sleeping, then you should be fucking.” She stopped before me, hip cocked. “You haven't slid your cock into my twat yet.” 
 
    I smiled. “I guess I haven't. Got caught up with the others.” 
 
    “They love you.” Twist shrugged. “Even that elf.” 
 
    “Only Dëshoma joined my harem.” 
 
    “Love isn't the same thing as trust, now is it?” 
 
    “Definitely not.” I sighed, pushing down old pain. “So, how do you want to fuck?” 
 
    “You're bold with me. I like that.” 
 
    I grabbed her hips and pulled her right down to my lap. She sat down on me, her scales cool on my skin. My hand slid down to her ass. I squeezed her through her scaled protection and then went lower. I found her pussy, rubbing at her folds. 
 
    Grinning, I moved back to her hips and lifted her. She didn't fight me. I had no problem, my muscles bulging and flexing. Level 10 had given me plenty more strength than when I started out this game. I lowered her down to my cock and groaned at the hot contact of her twat on my dick. 
 
    I groaned as she sank down on me. The pleasure engulfed my cock. I leaned back, moaning as more and more of her pussy sank down my shaft. She bottomed out on me, her arms going around my neck. Her height put her breasts right before my face. I smiled and buried into her tits. I rubbed around in them, savoring the feel of them against me, smooth bands, rubbery hard over soft flesh. 
 
    Her pussy clenched on me. 
 
    “Ssshh, such a bold, bold man!” she hissed. Twist's cunt clenched around me. “Show me your strength, Marcus. Show me why I should keep hunting treasure with you.” 
 
    I kissed into the slope of her right breast. My hands tightened around her waist. Then I lifted her up my cock, arms flexing. She hissed out her moan; her hot and silky twat gripped me. Her juicy flesh was as smooth and slippery as any other woman's. 
 
    Inside, she was no different. 
 
    Her tongue flicked out. Her hips wiggled in my grip, stirring around my cock. The massage rushed down to my balls. I groaned, kissing up her band, following the smooth scales up her breast. Her tits jiggled as I worked her up and down my cock. 
 
    I reached the pinnacle and the nipple thrusting out of her band. Such a mammal-like feature. Not something you'd find on a reptile. But she was dragonborn. Not lizard. There was nothing cold-blooded about her hot cunt sliding up and down my dick. 
 
    I latched onto her nipple. Suckled.  
 
    “Ehglizi's fat ass,” she gasped, her snatch clinging to my dick as I lifted her up it. “Sshh, that's good. Oh, yes, you want to make me cum.” 
 
    I answered by nibbling on her nipple. 
 
    “Ssshh, I will. I'll cum on your dick. Melt you with pussy cream.” 
 
    “I'd love that,” I moaned around her nub. 
 
    I sucked and nibbled and played with her nipple as I pumped my arms. I savored her snatch's glide. Up then down. Up then down. She squeezed around me, her silky snatch massaging me. I growled my pleasure around her nub, lips sealed tight. 
 
    Her scaled fingers slid through my hair. Her pussy grew hotter and hotter around my cock. She felt incredible. My hips bucked up, thrusting from the rock I sat on to slam into her on the downstroke. She gasped, grinding her pussy lips and clit into my pubic bone. 
 
    “Marcus! Oh, yes, Marcus! Make me cum! Show me that power! That strength, party leader!” 
 
    I stood up, my hands sliding from her hips to her ass. I clutched her scaly rump and held her tight. My fingers dug into her bubbly flesh. Her thighs wrapped tight around me, keeping her impaled on my cock. Her nipple popped out of my mouth. 
 
    I had the strength to fuck her like this, holding her and thrusting my hips. I stood beneath the moon, the silvery rays shining down on us. I slammed my cock into her hard. Fast. My balls smacked into her over and over. The sound echoed while her cunt clung to me. 
 
    Her breasts rubbed into my chest. I stared into her reptilian eyes, the blue almost florescent. She gasped and moaned, her nipples caressing my hard pectoral muscles. Her cunt gripped me as I slammed into her hard. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes! Īwheda's clumsy fingers! You're strong, Marcus! So strong! Virile! Pound me, party leader! I want to cum! Give me climaxesssss!” 
 
    I slid my right hand across her butt. I ducked into her crack as I slammed my hips forward. I buried into her cunt over and over. Her hot, juicy sheath clung to me. The rogue hissed her pleasure then sucked in a breath as I brushed her asshole. 
 
    I danced my digit around her puckered sphincter. She squeezed her cunt around me. Her hips rotated from side to side. I thrust my finger into the depths of her asshole. Her bowels swallowed me. Hot. Velvety. A treat. 
 
    “Party leader!” 
 
    Her pussy spasmed wildly around my cock. Her flesh sucked at me. She shuddered around me. I plowed into her hard and fast. I thrust into her sucking cunt and jammed a second finger into her convulsing asshole. 
 
    “Oh, yes! That's it! That's how you fuck a woman!” 
 
    “You better fucking believe it, Twist!” I growled, my balls approaching the boil. “Now beg for me to cum in you! Beg for my seed!” 
 
    “Give it to me! Party Leader, give me your seed! Flood my pussy! Spill it in me!” 
 
    Her pussy convulsed harder. Faster. The pleasure surged up through my cock to the tip. My impending orgasm hit that peak. I jammed my fingers deep into her writhing asshole and growled out my pleasure. My cock exploded spunk into her cunt. 
 
    Hot spurts of jizz pumped into her over and over. The pleasure surged through me. Stars burst across my vision. I gasped and moaned, my heart pounding and pumping the bliss through every bit of my body. 
 
    Her pussy milked me. She hissed, her tongue flicking out. I kissed her scaly lips. They were soft and hard all at the same time. And hot. So hot. She clutched me tight, her breasts pressed into my chest. She clung to me as she milked my cock dry. 
 
    My balls emptied into her. The pleasure was great. My fingers dug into her rump, holding her tight in my arms. I felt momentarily dizzy from the passion of my orgasm. I sank down onto the stone again, shifting her on my lap. 
 
    She broke the kiss and leaned her head back and stared up at the sky. A dark well twinkling with stars rose above us, surrounded by the purple barrier. The fence that walled my camp off from the rest of the world. 
 
    “Damn,” I panted. That felt good, but did little for figuring out what decision I should make. “So, have you decided what class you're going to be?” 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Twist shrugged. “I'm just here to make money. There are some good classes for that.” 
 
    “That's it? Just money.” 
 
    “Yes,” she said. The truth. “I want to have all the wealth I can get.” She had debts to pay. Expensive ones. 
 
    “So, what are your choices?” he asked, his cock still buried to the hilt in her cunt. 
 
    “I could be a Gunner.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, firing pistols and rifles and such?”  
 
    He sounded surprised. Did he not know about the class. Well, he is from some backward village.  
 
    “Yes. It's the Intellect Path. I could develop my skills in building things. Tinkering. Inventing, or focusing on my marksmanship.” 
 
    “But not a great class for making money?” 
 
    “No, probably not.” Though th idea appealed to her. Killing from the safety of range instead of from up close. Safer, but... “There is the Archer. Like the Gunner, but firing bows. It's the Strength Path.” 
 
    “Not a pure Dexterity path, huh?” 
 
    Her brow knitted. “It takes strength to pull back a bow. Especially the great bows. You can't be weak for it. But it's not for me. All that hunting and forest. I'm a creature of cities.” 
 
    “And dungeons.” 
 
    “So last is Thief.” As she said it, the class made perfect sense for her. “The pure Dexterity route. Better backstabbing abilities, pick-pocketing.” 
 
    “Better at making money.” 
 
    “Learn to hone my stealth. I could become an Assassin or a Crime Boss. Have my own empire reporting to me.” Saying that left a bitter taste in her mouth. Did she want to have her own lackeys like Grunt? “That sounds like me. A Thief.” 
 
    Saying the words sent her down that path. She shuddered as she embraced it, her mind broadening to accept her new role. Her new path. She would get the money she owed. One way or the other, she would get it all. 
 
    Twist paid her debts. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Kulrigiizhai listened to Twist and Marcus talking off in the dark. The elf lay on her back, pondering her own decision. If she wanted to break from Marcus and avoid being ensnared in his quests, which could interfere with the only thing that truely mattered—vengeance—she would need a path with more solo potential. 
 
    Becoming a Gambler would give her that. The ability to use daggers and luck magic would help her survivability go up. The day's fighting through the dungeon proved that while she had power, she did not have the Hit Points to take the blows Marcus and Maria did. 
 
    But the idea of going down that road didn't appeal to her. She could continue to enhance her martial abilities, eventually becoming an Arcane Knight, blending the magical and the physical. Or she could delve into the magics of illusion and mesmerization. 
 
    It would help her find the Black Heart Diamond on her own. 
 
    Becoming a Preacher would give her healing powers. She could keep herself alive longer, but the offensive potential went down fast. She would become a support class with no one to support until she climbed higher and started in on the summoning specializations. She could walk the path of Necromancer or a Druid. Control the dead or shape nature. She could delve into the Summoner class and eventually a Beastmaster, but none of that was what she had dreamed of becoming before being ruined. 
 
    A Wizard. Pure arcane study. Unlocking more of the potential in her soul. Real power. An Evoker or an Elementalist, unleashing destructive elemental magics. A Psionicist, honing her intellect into offensive damage. But she couldn't walk that path without help. 
 
    Could she trust Marcus to let her have her vengeance?  
 
    She wanted to. What he gave her...?  
 
    How could his domination be something she yearned for while her master had only delivered her pain and suffering? What had her master done to her soul that she yearned for humiliation and pain deliberately inflicted on her by someone who cared...? 
 
    Someone who didn't see her as a worm—a thing—but as Kulri. 
 
    Kulrigiizhai sighed. She didn't know where these desires were leading her, but she would walk her chosen path. She opened herself up and became a Wizard. Her skill in magics swelled. Her knowledge expanded. She would travel with Marcus for now. 
 
    She could always find another warrior to protect her if his path diverged from her vengeance. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    “What about you?” Twist asked me as she slid off my cock. She moved with even more grace now. I could see the increase to her Dexterity that choosing Thief had delivered to her. “What are you going for?” 
 
    Duelist was out. Warrior felt like what I should take. How I liked to play. That pure tank or martial DPS. I could sword and board, as they used to say. Well, I had an ax, but, still, a one-handed weapon and a shield. The perfect tanking gear. 
 
    I could do that as a Paladin, too. A holy fighter. One who was dedicated to a purpose. And, as I was beginning to realize, I had a purpose. That there was more to this world than just having fun in it. There was saving it. Protecting it. These women I'd met so far were all so alive. So real. 
 
    This was my home. My second chance at a life that had meaning. And while roaming around seducing women would be a lark, it wouldn't be fulfilling in the long run. I closed my eyes and made my choice. I shifted my soul down the path that felt meaningful. Like I was taking this shit seriously. 
 
    I became a Paladin. 
 
    The power opened in my mind. A prayer blossomed. I had MP now as well as TP. I flexed my hands, drawing in a deep breath. It felt right. This choice. I would help save this world. A Shardhunter after more than just my own enjoyment. 
 
    “Twist, we're going to save the world.” 
 
    She broke into hissing laughter. I didn't care. Tomorrow, we would head to this human town, gear up, and then we had an airy plateau to explore. We had to figure out how to mend the world, find a cure for Maria's Cock-Wilting Plague, and see if I couldn't figure out how to get Kulri to open up to me. Twist would make money and be happy and Dëshoma would be in the fight to save the world with me. 
 
    I headed off to find my bed. Tomorrow couldn't come early enough. 
 
    *  \ * /  * 
 
    Deep in the catacombs, he walked. The world had shifted. It had happened. The prophecy had begun. The Interloper had entered the world and sought to undo all of his work. That couldn't be allowed. The Interloper had to be defeated. 
 
    He fell to his knees before the altar and prayed to the simulacrum upon it. A vessel ready to take a copy of the Interloper's soul. For the outsider had come through a strange medium to this world. His soul had passed through the Digital, the great beyond that engulfed this universe. 
 
    And the Digital held records of everything. It was the foundation of all that this universe was built upon. That code could be rewritten, edited, and copied. 
 
    Into the simulacrum went a copy of the Interloper. He went to work editing it, changing the code, to make something new. A champion. His shining hero to protect all his great work and ensure the Shattering was never undone. 
 
    Else the world would end. 
 
    To be continued... 
 
    Want to read the next part? Click here for Fighter & the Harem's Naughty Quest! 
 
    If you liked this hot read, check out Reed James's Patreon! 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Sneak Preview of “The Acolyte's Passion” 
 
    Fighting always made me wet, and fighting Kevin made me burn. 
 
    “Yes,” I hissed as he groped one of my breasts, fingering my hard, pink nipple. His other hand slid up to cup my face, brushing back my flaming curls. I had my mother's fiery hair, but my father's blue eyes.  
 
    “I missed you every day in the mountains,” he groaned, pulling me down, my red hair spilling about my face. 
 
    “I bet you found more than a few peasant girls willing to provide comfort to a Knight on a Quest,” I grinned. 
 
    “But none were you,” he grinned and pulled me down for a hot kiss. 
 
    My breasts rubbed against his muscular chest. His hand slid down my back and over my heavy, leather belt that my chainmail loincloth hung from. He squeezed the cheeks of my ass, left mostly exposed by the two-inch wide band of mail. His fingers dipped beneath the mail as he kneaded my ass. 
 
    I groaned and ground on him, working my clit against the cold metal of my mail. His cock was hard beneath, throbbing with his desire. I kissed him hard, my hands roaming his muscular sides and chest. My Kevin was a strong man. 
 
    And it was time for him to eat my pussy. 
 
    I broke the kiss, sliding my hips up his body. “Time for you to pay the forfeit,” I smiled, grasping his brown, flowing locks. My hot pussy pressed into my mail as I slid higher up his body. Pleasure shuddered through me. “You're going to devour my pussy. I want to cum and cum.” 
 
    “Of course, my Lady,” Kevin grinned, licking his strong lips.  
 
    My breasts heaved as I straddled his face, still holding onto his brown hair. I loved it when I won our duels. I pulled his head up, smearing his face against my hot pussy. I shuddered as his thick tongue slid through my pussy. My back arched. I gasped as the pleasure washed through me. 
 
    I guided his lips with his hair, my hips undulating. His hands kept kneading my asscheeks, his fingers tightening as his tongue worked through my pussy. He sucked and nibbled on my folds and he nuzzled at my clit. 
 
    “That's it,” I groaned. “You lost, and now you have to pay. Devour my pussy. Don't miss a single spot. Come on, you can do better. Work that pretty mouth through my hot pussy.” 
 
    My free hand grabbed my right breast, pinching my nipple as I undulated faster. Kevin moaned, his tongue working faster. He shoved it deep into my pussy, swirling it around. My eyes fluttered in delight, my moans echoing across the training sands. 
 
    Metal rang nearby. A pair of male knights dueled. Others watched. I savored their eyes. 
 
    “Show everyone how you are my little pussy slave!” I groaned. “Mmm, yes. Devour me! I'm gonna drown you!” 
 
    His tongue fluttered through my folds. My insides squirmed. I shifted my hips, smearing my clit across his strong face until his tongue found it. I gasped as he fluttered his tongue against my nub, batting it over and over. 
 
    “That's it! Oh, fuck! Work that tongue! Yes, Kevin! My little, pussy-hungry stud! Fuck! Fuck!” 
 
    My orgasm crashed through me. I screamed out my delight. My pussy clenched. My juices spilled out into Kevin's hungry mouth. My eyes met Donna, Victoria, and Christina, the squires' eyes envious of my lover's cunnilingus prowess. 
 
    “Keep eating me! Keep making me cum!” I screamed, my hips jerking. 
 
    Kevin kept assaulting my clit. His tongue must be a blur. My pussy clenched again as more ripples of pleasure washed through me. My clit ached, becoming even more sensitive as my climaxes washed through me. 
 
    I gripped Kevin's hair harder, holding his tongue against my clit for as long as I could stand it. My nerves burned with pleasure. My body spasmed and shuddered. My eyes squeezed shut as a mighty surge of pleasure rippled through me. 
 
    My clit almost hurt with the agony of my ecstasy. 
 
    I pulled away, letting go of Kevin, “Mmm, you were a stud, pussy slave,” I grinned. 
 
    If you want to read more, click here for The Acolyte's Passion (The Knight and the Acolyte Book 1)! 
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