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LORD BRANDON’S ADVENTURES CONTINUED




Lord Brandon was so pleased with my summation of the events of his first adventures with his paramours that he has asked me to recount his latest ones as well.

When we last left Lord Brandon, he was in the throes of passion with his three wives, Maeve, Nikki and Alex. I like his three wives very much, as they are jealously protective of him. Anyway, soon after, Lord Brandon hosted the first council meeting inside the Harem Hall. I tried to dissuade him from forming a council. I explained that he is the Lord and Master of all who reside inside Moondale; however, Lord Brandon didn’t see it that way. He believed that the paramours were his equals. I said pish-posh to that and told him that he needed to be their supreme ruler – that autocracy and not democracy – is the best leadership style to keep his paramours in line and to fulfill the will of The Voice. Nevertheless, he disregarded my suggestions.

Not long after the council meeting, Lord Brandon exited the Harem Hall to review the new offerings from The Quest Board. My quixotic sister told him that his priority should be to undertake the quest that requires him to unclog the pipes beneath the Nymph’s Fountain. An enormous venomous snake was the reason for the blocked pipe. He battled the serpent and nearly perished as it dragged him down to the grotto below the fountain. With the assistance of Fiona the nymph, he defeated the serpent. However, the battle left the nymph so weak that she was unable to return him to Moondale. Luckily, there was one way to empower the nymph, and Lord Brandon empowered her numerous times over the ensuing hours. After returning to Moondale and introducing Fiona, he and his paramours decided it was time to undertake some of the available quests. He and several girls would explore the Apple Grove while another group would head off to investigate a mysterious Tower.  

Giant spiders infested the Apple Grove. After several battles, and Paramour Bridget nearly dying, Lord Brandon defeated the Spider Queen, ending her curse over the grove. Since it was nearby, they returned to the location of the buses, where they had fought the orcs and shamblers the day before. However, the buses had disappeared. They were about to travel back to Moondale when they encountered a small but powerful scouting party of orcs. The orcs were quite formidable, as they had a Rank Two Occultist as well as a female ogress fighting for them. Lord Brandon used his Charm Female on her, and the ogress turned her wrath on the deadly Occultist. Since it is never smart to fight an ogress, Lord Brandon and the others quickly befriended her, and she offered them a quest to discover the location of the ogre homeland.

Once they returned to Moondale, they regaled everyone with their adventures. Lord Brandon began to grow worried when the paramours who set out for the Tower did not return. The Quest Board told him that for the paramours to complete their quest, he must set out nude and alone to the Tower. No one, especially his wives and I, thought this was a good idea. However, Lord Brandon heeded none of our warnings and set out naked and weaponless toward the Tower. The Tower belonged to Sylvie, a disfigured, foul smelling, lice ridden hag who agreed to let the paramours leave in safety – for a price. She had not been intimate with a man in eons and wished to feel the warm embrace of a lover once more. Therefore, she would allow the others to depart in safety if she could borrow one of their bodies for an hour. The paramours accepted the terms and Olivia was chosen by The Hag to become her temporary vessel. I will not go into the details of their intimacy nor the beautiful lovemaking that followed afterward once Paramour Olivia’s consciousness was returned to her body.  

The final preparations to free the villagers took place that evening when two wonderful, selfless paramours, Amber and Hannah, came to Lord Brandon’s bed. Their bonding with him allowed them to perform the most marvelous of sacrifices. They surrendered their classes and transferred their powers to allow him the ability to ascend to Rank Three.

I won’t give you the details of the council meeting the following morning. Nor will I fill you on Paramour Paige completing the I’ve Been a Very Bad Girl quest. What I will relate is how Lord Brandon and a number of his paramours set off to free the villagers from the orc slavers. As they hiked towards the grotto where they were to meet the ogress, they came upon upturned trees and trunks snapped in half. They discovered that three cruel giants, Bruno, Gruno and Druno had captured and slaughtered the poor ogress and were cooking her remains above a spit. With fire running through his veins at this barbaric act, Lord Brandon decided that the giants must die. The fight was a tough one, but of course, Lord Brandon and his paramours defeated the three goliaths.  

Their next stop was the slave outpost where they broke into two groups. One group headed to free the prisoners while the other one left to fight the slavers. Sammi, the Fire Weaver, lobbed fireballs into the outpost. A devastating conflagration forced the orcs and other demi-humans within to flee the compound, allowing Lord Brandon and his harem girls to destroy them. Lord Brandon and the others were about to celebrate their victory when they received an ominous warning. A powerful entity, only known as The Master, had arrived with a massive army of orcs and other humanoids. There were too many for them to fight. Had they done so, The Soundless Lands would have claimed them all. I explained to Lord Brandon that he needed to flee, that The Master and his army were too powerful, an overwhelming force they could not resist. Their only hope was to get back to Moondale and pray that the walls held long enough for them to strike powerful blows and weaken the enemy. I might have suggested that he abandon the freed villagers who were just slowing down their retreat. Nevertheless, Lord Brandon would not leave them behind.  

He had a plan which he was infinitely aware the others weren’t going to like it. They would want to remain behind to fight and die by his side. He combined two of his abilities, Voice of Authority and Project Will and commanded the paramours to return to Moondale. The paramours, except for Londyn, who was immune to the command, had no choice but to comply with his orders to return to the village and prepare it for war.

He slipped on Prince Lamont’s ring and was soon invisible, hacking down enemies left and right. His bodyguard, Londyn, activated one of the sigils etched onto her flesh and transformed into a fifty-foot-tall goddess of destruction. She smashed dozens of orcs into paste. The Master, however, was immensely powerful, and lifted the giant into the air with a spell that sent her hurtling through the air. Lord Brandon ran to find his lover back in her normal form, her body broken and mangled. Yet the sparks of life still flickered inside her.

Lord Brandon fled to Interlude hoping the magic there could repair her shattered body. Upon his arrival, Lord Brandon met three of the fey beings who informed Lord Brandon that Interlude could fix his lover’s wracked body but that the extensive injuries would take a while to heal, longer than the one hour that mortals are allotted to remain there. They agreed to keep her there and to mend her wounds, but, in exchange, he must return to Interlude and spend twenty-four hours with them, fulfilling their libidinous needs. As he had no other choice, he agreed to the terms.

Before he departed Interlude, Junia, a tiny fairy creature, handed Brandon a box containing an unknown power. The box radiated corruption and malevolence, and the fey wished the cursed item gone from their land. They also recharged his abilities. With access to Protector’s Shield once more, Lord Brandon became temporarily impervious to all damage again. He slaughtered orcs and goblins and any other creatures who dared to challenge him. However, there were too many, as The Master had opened a portal from which his army poured through. Lord Brandon knew that even behind the walls of Moondale, The Master’s army would overpower his girls. The Master would abduct his paramours and sell them as slaves beyond the Eros Woods. Lord Brandon’s blood boiled at this thought. The box in his pouch began to radiate immense heat and a wanton desire to destroy overcame Lord Brandon.

I warned him not to use it. That the power held inside of it might destroy him. However, he was willing to sacrifice himself to save everyone else. If only he knew how important he was. How his death might bring unforeseen consequences, not only to the Eros Woods, but to the remains of his beloved Earth, and to the cosmos. He used Warden’s Wrath and teleported within inches of The Master. After wrapping his arms around this mighty foe, he removed the lid from the box. The force that was released ravaged the forest thousands of feet in all directions, vaporizing all his enemies, including The Master. Lord Brandon did not escape unharmed. His Protector’s Shield, which should have been impervious to all attacks, was destroyed by the release of the energy. The barrier saved him, but the concussive force knocked him unconscious.  

He awakened to behold the destruction he had wrought – a charred and smoking wasteland for as far as the eye could see. Unfortunately, the force released from the box destroyed several quest locations as well as vaporized a band of peaceful goblins. The Voice took this opportunity to deride Lord Brandon for using a forbidden weapon. The Voice also warned Lord Brandon that he must ascend faster, not only as a Protector but as a Harem Lord as well.  

Maria and Olivia soon came into sight to escort Lord Brandon back to Moondale. Before doing so, they informed him that Hiroku was one of the captives freed from the slavers. I am certain Lord Brandon does not wish me to impart this information, but perhaps by doing so he will see the lunacy. He was both torn and elated at the return of Hiroku. While he has developed strong feelings for many of his paramours, especially his three wives and Olivia, he still harbors deep feelings for Hiroku. I guess as you say in your world, love is blind. It has to be love since Lord Brandon is so enamored with the flat chested witch. Upon his return to Moondale, Maeve, Alex and Nikki, all three of whom were angry and disappointed at Lord Brandon for using his Project Will and Voice of Authority on them, met him outside the gates. They explained that the others were fearful that he might become a tyrant like Rex Moreland. He assured them that he would not. However, I am not so sure. I think that when it comes down to it, he will do whatever it takes to keep his paramours safe, even if it means bringing his will to bear over them once again. With their grievances aired, the paramours and Lord Brandon walked through the gates, where the villagers waited to meet the great hero who had saved them.


CHAPTER 1:  HOMECOMING

Moondale is bustling with activity as my wives and I enter through the gates of the town. We make a beeline towards Fiona’s Fountain where most of my paramours are gathered.  Some of them carry armfuls of clothing while Sammi and several others offer platters laden with food and drink to the newly freed villagers.  

I would have expected former captives to appear bedraggled or beaten down, but they are lively and energetic. Even in their disheveled condition, I can’t help but stare at them. They are so alien looking, but sexy as all hell. The cat girls are lithe with silky black hair and ears like felines. One species of monster girls has tannish skin dotted with whitish spots. Long furry tails stick out from above their round, plump asses. One turns towards me and my eyes bulge at the massive size of her breasts. I could get lost in those tits for hours. Several of the girls have hooves and claws, neither of which detract from their bestial beauty. Two girls with oaken skin and pointy ears walk about handing out clothing. The most interesting and beguiling creature is a silver haired beauty with bright red eyes and ram’s horns that jut out from her head. Those crimson orbs try to pull me in, but I blink my eyes and resist the temptation to surrender my will to this wonderful vixen.

“Hey, what was that for?”  I ask, as an elbow thumps into my ribs.

I stare over at Nikki whose elbow had just bruised my ribs. “Stop gawking at them!”    

“Yeah,” Alex adds. “Aren’t we enough?” 

“It’s just they are so…different,” I say, regretting the word as it escapes my lips. 

A low growl escapes Maeve’s lips. 

“Different…” I say, pulling my redhead into me. “But not better... and certainly not as sexy as you are.” 

“You just better stay away from the townies,” she responds. 

“Townies,” I chuckle. “Is that what we’re calling them?” 

“Just stay away from them,” she harrumphs.

I pull back from Maeve. “I only have eyes for the three of you,” I say, staring at my three spouses.

“Just remember the old saying. Happy wife, happy life,” Maeve warns. 

“And you have three of us to keep you in line, honey,” Alex says. 

“Soon five,” Olivia announces as she comes into sight. “Tomorrow night I will bond with all of you. Kayla’s going to be there too, right?” 

Nikki comes up to Olivia. “We can’t wait to make you and Kayla sister wives.” 

My cock bulges and swells at the thought of the five girls in my bed tomorrow.   

“The question is whether or not Brandon is ready?” Nikki quips. 

“I can’t wait to make you my wife,” I say to Olivia. “Even more, I can’t wait until our wedding night.” 

“All of our wedding nights,” Alex states. “Don’t forget. We don’t only join with you but with each other as well.” 

“Alright. That’s enough talk of polyamory,” Sammi says. “And don’t tucker Brandon out. I’m up first tonight with him.” 

“And don’t you get him too tired, Sam,” Maria adds as she heads towards us with a small platter of bread and cheese. “I’m up after you.” 

“Ladies, not to fear. I promise to rock your worlds.” 

“Well. “You better do just that,” Sammi quips. “It’s been a while, and a girl has needs. Now eat something to keep up your stamina. You’ve had a long day.” She proffers me the platter, and I grab a hunk of warm bread. My stomach growls like an enraged boar ready to gore an enemy. I scarf down the bread in two big bites.   

It’s Izzy who finally says, “That’s enough flirting for now. What happened out there, Brandon? Where’s Londyn?” 

I swallow the surprisingly delicious bread and spend the next few minutes detailing how Londyn and I took on The Master’s army. There are audible gasps when I tell them about The Master flinging Londyn through a tangle of trees like it was nothing. They all approve of me fleeing to Interlude to save her broken body. Maeve’s face turns red when I explain the payment for the assistance of the fey. I conclude the recap by discussing the devastation I had wrought and finally my conversation with The Voice – with his veiled threats.  

Looking around, I realize that most of my paramours and a sizable number of the beast girls stand huddled around to hear my story. 

“The beastkin think you are the mightiest hero,” Penny says in my mind. “You should know that according to cat girl culture, you are now their master and protector. Do not be surprised when very soon several of them seek you out to breed them.” 

Breed!  

My thoughts of scantily dressed and naked cat girls depart when Izzy asks, “When do you plan to get Londyn back?  You can’t just leave her there.” 

“First thing in the morning I’ll head to Interlude. She’ll be back with us before you know it.” 

“She better be!” Maria says.

The crowd goes silent for a long moment. 

“You really think The Voice wanted some of us to die?” Olivia asks, shattering the quiet.   

“That would be a really douchie move,” Alex cuts in. 

“I’m not sure “wanted” is the right word. We were brought here for a purpose,” I say. 

“To rank up and fuck like rabbits,” Maria offers. 

“Maybe it’s some Darwinian crap,” Olivia suggests. “Survival of the strongest. Cull the weak.” 

“Perhaps. But it’s my duty to keep you all safe. As long as I’m around, there isn’t going to be any culling. That’s why I did what I did.” 

“Well, I for one appreciate it,” Izzy states. “Especially after what this Master guy did to Londyn.”   

“Yeah, he got what he deserved for hurting our girl,” Maria adds, grabbing Izzy’s arm.   

“I’m getting hungry,” Sammi says. “I want to eat and then jump in for a shower. Need to be refreshed for tonight. Hamburgers in fifteen minutes.”  With that, Sammi walks off towards the cooking brazier.  

Some of the villagers are fidgeting like they want to speak with me, but one sharp glare from Maeve is enough to send them scurrying away. 

“What is a hamburger?” a panther girl asks a cat girl with night black hair. 

I don’t hear the response as Alex grumbles, “Really, these fairies get to fuck you for twenty-four whole hours?”  

“That’s messed up,” Nikki complains also. “I mean, we have to move in just to get our own time with you. And they get you for an entire day and night.” 

“Just an hour or so. Time is different there,” I explain, realizing as soon as I verbalize it that the response is going to infuriate them. 

“Well, just know this,” Maeve says. “They may be supernatural and all. But they’re nothing compared to the three of us.” 

“That’s right,” Alex adds, grabbing hold of my hand. “We’ve only touched the surface of the fun we can have together.” 

“What you should do, Brandon,” Maeve announces, “is work it out with the fey so the four of us can travel to Interlude together sometime. Just us.” 

“Like a little vacation spot,” Alex states, rubbing my arm. “Where you can fuck our brains out for a solid day, honey.” 

I pull my three wives into an embrace. “I would love nothing better than to get away with the three of you and let you have your way with me.” 

“You should make that happen, lover boy,” Maeve says. “Come on Alex and Nikki. Let’s pack and move into the Harem Hall.” 

“Yeah, we should probably get settled in before Sammi shows up,” Nikki says. 

“Unless you want us to walk in… and maybe join in…when you’re with her,” Alex offers. My dick lets me know it likes the idea very much.   

With that last statement hanging in the air, the three of them walk out of sight towards their own cabin.  

The villagers must have keen hearing because as soon as my wives leave a dozen beast girls appear in front of me. Zorra, the fox girl and the leader of the villagers, comes up and greets me. “Thank you for saving us. We are in your debt and the debt of your consorts.”   

Themis and Danna, who run the salon, stand next to Zorra. They are both busty satyrs with hooved feet. They are built like brick houses, with large breasts, thick hips, round asses, long, dirty blonde hair, and thick luscious lips.  

“I’m Relly,” a diminutive girl with a slender body, silky black hair, and cat ears states. “I run The Moonbeam. I’m going to try to have her back up and running by the morning. I hope your lovers come and lay beneath the moonbeams. The light of the great orbs will make their flesh more supple and give their bodies a perfect tan. I hope they’ll pay a visit. I’m sure you will enjoy the results.”  

“Hello ladies,” Ms. Williams says, as she pushes her way through the throng of monster girls surrounding me. “I’m certain Lord Brandon will get to know you all over the next few days. If you don’t mind, I must speak with Lord Brandon about an urgent matter.” 

The monster girls seem reluctant to leave my side. Zorra finally says, “Let’s leave Lord Brandon and his Mistress in peace. We will have plenty of time over the coming days and weeks to get to know Lord Brandon quite well.”  Zorra walks off with the other villagers trailing behind her. 

“Urgent matter?” I ask. 

“Very urgent. Trying to keep your wives from murdering you. I can sense your desire for the beast girls.”  

I’m about to lodge a protest when she barrels ahead.  

“Don’t lie and say you aren’t attracted to them. You couldn’t keep your eyes off them. Like I told you before, as your Harem Mistress I am linked with you, and I know you’re very curious if the cat girl’s tail is an erogenous zone or not.” 

“It is,” Penny chimes in for both of us to hear. “Would you like my avatar to have a tail or horns? I believe you would enjoy holding on to my horns while I am on my knees with your penis…” 

“Penny,” I sputter. “I just want you to be you. If you’re creating a body for yourself, you should make one that you like and not one you think that I will like.” 

“They can be one in the same,” Penny offers.  

“Penny,” Ms. Williams says. “I’m sure you will be very pretty in whatever form you take. However, please let me finish with Lord Brandon. He has a long night ahead.” 

“Yes, Harem Mistress,” Penny says and then flies from my mind.      

Ms. William’s two light green eyes peer at me. “Do me a favor for now and stay away from the villagers. At least until you have been intimate with all the ladies.” 

“I’ll try. I really will,” I answer, not wanting to lie to her.  

She shakes her head. “Please stick to my schedule. Tonight, I have set aside an hour a piece for Sammi, Maria and Asley. And please try to be extra attentive to Asley.” 

I nod in understanding. Asley feels like I’ve neglected her, so I’m going to need to do something special for her.  

A stray thought comes to my mind. “The girls know that sex isn’t expected from any of them. If they just want a bit of male companionship – to just hang out and talk, or cuddle, or just make out a little – that’s all fine with me.”  However, I’m not being totally honest. I want to have sex with every girl in the village – the beautiful beast girls included.  

“You can’t hide your desires from me, husband. You say you want to cuddle. That isn’t totally true, now is it?” 

I stare at her for several long seconds and slip into her light green eyes. I can sense my first wife’s presence also. A woman with control over her passions. As I fall deeper into her essence, I can sense true carnal ecstasy…a woman open to all types of sexual experimentation. Hell, every time I’m near her my body trembles in anticipation of our next encounter together. However, there is more to her. A type of love – for me and for the paramours. She is not a mother to the girls. For no mother would teach their daughters techniques for giving great blowjobs or exercises to keep their pussies tight. No, she’s more like an older slutty sister, instructing them in the sexual sciences. As for me. She wants to make me happy.   

“I’ll admit it. I like the girls fighting over time with me.” 

She grins, “Only like.” 

“I love it, okay. I’m horny nonstop. I can’t get enough of them… and of you.” 

“You say the sweetest things,” she jokes. Her smoldering green eyes peer into my blue ones. I feel a kind of tickle in my chest. “As your first wife, I want to tell you a cold truth… you are the lord here. You can be that… The Master of us all…while also remaining a good man. The two are not exclusive to one another.” 

“I just don’t want to ever be like Rex Moreland. We also know there have been other Harem Lords in the Eros Woods before. I think some of them might have been responsible for the death of their lovers either because they went insane, headed down a dark path, or perhaps they simply weren’t strong enough for this world.” 

“Any of the ladies who sign up to spend time with you have heard about your unique skills, especially the one that tells you what drives them crazy, and will make their bodies quake in one long orgasm. If they come to your bed, they want you to fuck them silly and not cuddle with them. And nearly every lady here has put her name on the list.”  

Nearly all.  

The Voice will no doubt see it as a failure that some of the paramours are not interested in me. Perhaps if I know which ones, I can seduce them.

As though reading my thoughts, Ms. Williams shakes her. “Yes, nearly. Don’t be upset though. The few who haven’t still want to spend time with you. They just want it to take place organically – spontaneously.”  She pauses for a moment then adds, “No, I’m not going to tell you who isn’t on the schedule. That wouldn’t be fair to those ladies. I wouldn’t worry, husband. I’m sure what is meant to be, will be. As for Rex Moreland, you’re nothing like him. You respect all of us. You don’t see us as possessions but as partners. As for becoming like him, I think you control the savage beast inside you and not the other way around.” 

I nod my head then I take her hands in mine. “It’s nice to finally unburden myself – to have someone to talk to.” 

“I’m not only your harem mistress, and your lover, and your wife, but you can also consider me a confidante. You can always unload on me…” she chuckles. “Both emotionally… and on my face or tits, of course.”   

“I think I could go for both,” I say with a filthy grin. 

“That will have to wait. Sammi is scheduled to join you in forty minutes so you should grab some food. You should definitely take a shower. You stink. And I think you have dried orc blood in your hair.”   

“Yeah. I could go for a long shower,” I admit. “Care to join me?” 

“I wish I could. However, there are things here that need my attention.”   

“Like Hiroku,” I cut in. “Where is she by the way?” 

“With Kayla and Lindsay. Let’s just say she is being debriefed. I will give you the same warning I gave you about the monster girls, stay away from Hiroku. She is your Achilles heel, and you don’t even know it.” She waves her hands in front of her.  “Enough about her, monster girls, and my schedule. Let’s talk about us. She tugs on my hands to pull me down. When my face is near hers, she gives me a long, lingering kiss that makes my knees shake. She breaks the kiss and whispers, “I have a present for you tomorrow that I think you’re going to enjoy very much.”  

“Present? What present?”

“You’ll have to wait until then. Let’s just say, it involves a riding crop and a few of the ladies’ lovely asses. Oh, you’ll have to come to my cabin to unwrap it. Afterwards – that’s if you’re still standing and can still get it up – you’ll make Olivia and Kayla your wives.”  With that, she saunters off, wiggling her hips and ass as she does so.  

Present!  What present? And which of my lovely paramours’ asses?  I want to scream out, imagining what carnal delights she has planned. 


CHAPTER 2:  IT’S A PLEASURE DOING BUSINESS WITH YOU

Tiffany has taken over the cooking duties. “Sammi’s getting ready for tonight,” she says as I approach the brazier. “I wanted her to bring me along tonight to be with you – because I’m not on the schedule for another two days.  But the selfish bitch wants you all to herself which I can understand even if I’m not happy about it. Two nights from now, we’re going to finish what we started in the Apple Grove.”  The apples were an aphrodisiac and she climbed on top of me fully clothed, grinding her womanhood against my swelling manhood until she climaxed.  She didn’t want a dry hump next time but the real thing.    

Part of me wants to invite her back to the Harem Hall right now… a warm up for the night’s proceedings. But I’m afraid to mess with Ms. Williams’ schedule.

“I want to finish it also,” I admit walking up close to her. “I’ll speak to Ms. Williams and ask her to move you up to tomorrow.”

“You would do that?”

“Of course.”

“Here, take these,” she says, pulling two burgers from the brazier with a spatula. “Fresh off the grill.” She plops them on a plate.

“Thanks for the burgers, and I’ll be sure to ask about tomorrow.”  With two steaming sliders on a plate, I head back to my new home, scarfing down the patties while they are still hot.

The lively sounds from the courtyard fade away as I walk inside. I swallow the last bite of the burger and then strip, letting my clothing, armor, and sword fall to the floor.

I walk into the bathroom and take a long shower. I wash dirt, grime, dried blood and the gods of this world know what else from my body, the dark filth sluicing into the drain below.

I’m about to shut the shower off when an image of Hiroku, with her thin body, porcelain skin, and Japanese features suddenly pops into my mind. My cock twitches. 

As much as I want to shrug away thoughts about her, they keep creeping back into my consciousness.

What is with you, man?

Your three wives are moving in here, and you’re about to have sex with three beautiful girls tonight. What is wrong with you?

Maybe she is my Achilles heel. ￼

Part of me really wants to talk to Hiroku—to clear the air. I know it might sound crazy, but I feel bad for her. Like the rest of us, she was snatched away from Earth. Her two friends—Crystal and Inola—died. Slavers had captured her, and she might be some baron’s sexual plaything at this very moment if we hadn’t rescued her. She did what she thought was best at the time. 

I hadn’t done what was best.

I should have stopped her and the other two girls from leaving.  Tried to reason with them.  If I had, Hiroku would never have been captured and Inola and Crystal might still be alive.

I failed them.

I really want to find ten minutes tomorrow and set everything right with her. Yet that’s for tomorrow, along with a dozen other things on my to-do list for the morning. The top of which is bringing my bodyguard home.

I push all of these thoughts away. The rest of the night is going to be about pleasant things.

“This isn’t going to work for me,” Nikki grumbles as I step into the hall wearing just a towel around my waist.

She picks up Spirit and the hauberk from the floor and places them on a table up against one of the walls. “If I’m going to live here, then we need to keep this place neat.”

“Oh, here she goes again,” Alex complains, “with keeping everything clean and tidy.”

“You’re a worse slob than Brandon,” Nikki says.

“I’m sorry,” I reply. “I’m not usually messy. I planned to pick it up, but you got here first.”

Each of the girls is carrying a large duffel bag which I assume holds all of the items they have acquired since showing up in the Eros Woods.

“You guys need help unpacking?” I ask.

“I think we can manage, honey,” Alex says as she tosses her duffel bag into one of the bedchambers. She walks up to me and tugs off my towel. “I don’t mind you unpacking this though,” she teases, grabbing my cock. My other two wives join in the fun and begin to kiss and grope me. “Let’s go to bed,” I rasp out.

They pull back from me, and Nikki says, “We can’t. Not now at least. Penny just told us that Sammi is on her way. As much as we want to jump your bones, it’s going to have to wait.”

“The other girls think we are monopolizing your time as is,” Maeve states.

“As much as it sucks, we need to be fair with them,’ Nikki states. “So, we’ll stay in our rooms.”

“At least for now,” Alex says, giving my cock one last stroke before she glides into her new bedchamber.

I wonder if this is what a sultan feels like, I muse.  Waiting in his chamber as his courtesans come to please him. 

Sammi enters the Harem Hall seconds later wearing a matching pair of red bra and panties.  The lingerie is gone quickly as she climbs into the bed.  She doesn’t even want to talk but starts kissing me.  The time with her passes in a flash… one moment we are both screaming out as we climax at the same time… and then she is lying next to me, her head of curly black nestled on my shoulder.

I am not sure how Ms. William’s did it, but a chime goes off.

“Dammit!”  Sammi grumbles.  “Time is up, and I want more.”

Her eyes flash dangerously, and I can see she is considering another go around.  But the chime dings again—almost threateningly this time—and she climbs from the bed. 

“An hour’s not enough!” She complains as she picks up her panties and bra.  “See you tomorrow.” She walks quickly from the Harem Hall as though to escape the temptation.

I have just a few minutes before Maria arrives, so I funnel a few crystals and the soiled bed sheets are suddenly a bright white like they had just come from the laundry.

Maria shows up a short time later.  The Bard is more than ten years older than Sammi. And I wonder for a moment if Ms. William’s planned that on purpose—a little diversity.  She climbs on top of me and pulls her shirt off.  Her tits are enormous.  I grab for them, but she slaps them away.  “Not yet. I need you to make a promise.”

“What is it, Maria?” I ask.

“Londyn. You need to promise you’ll bring my girl tomorrow.”

“First thing on my list. I promise.”

“I almost didn’t come tonight. Thought I would feel guilty for being with you while Londyn is trapped in Interlude. Izzy set me straight.  Told me how pissed Londyn would be if I didn’t fuck the crap out of you.”

“She would be pissed,” I state.  “And we don’t want her angry.”

“No, we don’t,” Maria says, taking my hands and placing them on her tits. 

The damn chime goes off an hour later just as Maria wheezes out a final, “Oh my god!” as I roll from her body.  We are both covered in thick sheens of sweat.  Maria had been nonstop for the entire hour, not even giving me a chance to catch my breath. 

Not that I’m complaining.

She leaves the bed and looks at me. “Remember your promise.  Izzy and I expect Londyn back here tomorrow.”

“I promise.”

She leaves a few minutes later.  It takes an effort, but I climb down from the bed and infuse the sheets with white spirit crystals once again.  The cum and sweat stains fade away.  I infuse a few green crystals and the smell of lilac suddenly fills the hall.  

I walk to the bathroom to wash up.  When I exit, an interesting sight greets me. 

The sudden appearance of both Jada and Asley intrigues me, especially when I was just expecting the latter. Ms. Williams had said that Asley—who had been one of the first girls I had woken up when we had first arrived in the Eros Woods—felt that I was not attracted to her, or that perhaps dark-skinned girls didn’t turn me on. That is not the case at all. The situation just hadn’t arisen yet when we could spend some time together. 

The two girls standing side-by-side are an odd tableau. Asley is on the shorter size, with light brown skin and reddish hair. She is dressed in… well I am not sure...it looks like a negligee. The one-piece pink see-through teddy leaves little to my imagination.  

Jada didn’t even bother with clothing but stands inches away smiling lustfully at me. She also has light brown skin. Her tits are a bit bigger than Asley’s—maybe C-cups or even a bit larger. Her nipples are long and erect. A small metal hoop dangles from her clit, and a thin silver chain hangs down from her belly button. 

Jada takes the lead. “Lay on the bed, Brandon,” she orders. 

“I wasn’t expecting both of you,” I blurt out.

“Neither was I,” Asley remarks in a faint whisper. 

Jada turns to her. “It’ll be fine, Asley. I promise you’ll have him all to yourself soon enough. For now, we can enjoy our time with Brandon together, finish a few quests, and earn some spirit crystals along the way.” She turns to me again. “Now, lay down, Brandon.” 

I look beyond Jada to lock eyes on Asley who is silent for a long moment before she nods her head to me.  

“It’s fine,” she says, her voice louder this time.  

I’m not sure what exactly is happening.

What quests? 

I climb into bed and lay down on my back. If two girls want to have their way with me, I’d be an idiot to turn it down.  

“Turn over,” Jada instructs, twirling her finger at me. 

I twist myself around and bury my face in a few pillows.  

The mattress moves slightly as the two girls climb in. One down towards my legs and the other off to my side.  

“Oh god,” I grunt as strong fingers and thumbs begin to massage my lower back. Then fingers begin to rub the arch of my right foot. “That's soooo good.” 

Other than Cara rubbing my shoulders, I have never had anyone massage my body before. Now two girls are caressing, rubbing and kneading every part of me. With my face planted in a pillow, I’m not even sure whose hands are working on my legs, thighs and feet and who is applying perfect pressure to my back, shoulders and neck.  

Not that I really care. 

My body sinks and melds into the mattress, and I feel totally at peace for the first time since arriving in the Eros Woods. I may have even dozed off for several seconds. Time passes and then the wonderful feeling of hands relieving all the tension in my muscles ends. 

“Asley. Jada. That was great. So relaxing,” I sigh, disappointed by the lack of fingers rubbing the tension from me.

“Turn over,” Jada states. 

“What’s that?”   

“We need you to turn over to finish the quest,” Jada explains. 

“Quest,” I mutter. Then it comes back to me. One of the not yet completed Paramour Quests is Happy Ending. It requires two paramours to massage my body and then… 

I flip around quick as lightning when I recall the last part of the quest: The massage must end in a happy ending, with both paramours joining in.

My cock is ramrod hard as I flip over. Jada eyes my shaft and licks her lips while Asley stares at it—like it has a hypnotic quality. 

“The others weren’t lying,” Jada comments as she reaches her fingers out and slowly runs her fingers along my shaft.

My dick twitches.

“You like that, don’t you?” Jada quips.

I nod my head.

“Then I think you’re going to really like this.” 

Jada begins stroking my member before leaning over my side to work her tongue over my balls. She laps at my scrotum with long, deliberate licks until my balls are covered in saliva. 

I let out a long guttural grunt.

My reaction pleases her, and her mouth covers my balls as she slurps on them. Asley continues to sit on the other side of me, watching as Jada continues working her magic on me. Jada reaches out a hand towards the other girl.  

Asley strips out of the teddy. Bits of moonlight stream in illuminating her curvy body and thick hips.  She leans over from the other side and flicks her tongue out at the tip of my dick. Pre-cum already coats the tip and it trails along her lips.            

I lay back enjoying the double sensation as Jada continues licking and sucking my nuts while Asley begins to suck me off. “Ohh god girls!” I moan out. “You’re both incredible.” 

The sensation on my balls ends. Jada adjusts herself and joins in with Asley. They take turns licking and sucking my shaft. Asley takes in about a third of my manhood as she bobs her head slowly up and down the length. They switch off and Jada sucks it in much deeper, making deep gulping sounds as she does so, drool dripping from the corners of her mouth.  

Jada, sensing I am close to finishing, takes my entire length into her mouth until the tip strikes the back of her throat.  

“Yeah, yeah,” I cry out. “About to lose it.” 

She doesn’t want me to cum in her mouth—which is a little disappointing as I love the feeling of unloading down my lover’s throat. Some wild and animalistic side wants to take my hands and hold her head in place while I squirt gallons of warm cum down her throat. I don’t let the devil win.  

She pulls her mouth from my throbbing member. “Lay back, Asley,” she commands. The other girl complies and plops down.  

My cock is about to burst, and I sense what Jada’s plan is for me. I turn towards Asley just in time, as my cock explodes, long viscous ropes of warm cum blanketing her tits and chest.

“Oh, damn!” I grunt when the last bit spurts out.  

The Quest Board, pleased by the completion of Happy Ending announces: Well, done completing the Happy Ending quest. Reward: Paramours Jada and Asley each receive five hundred white spirit crystals. I have added a quest for Paramour Jada if she wishes to attempt it. The Quest Board goes silent. 

“What’s the extra quest?” Jada finally asks. 

Just a simple thing, The Quest Board explains.

What is it?  Jada asks after The Quest Board does not say anything else for twenty seconds.

Asley, with an embarrassed look on her face says, “She just said to me privately…you have to… lick all of his cum from my breasts and chest.”

Every last yummy bit. The Quest Board says lightly.  The reward will be worth it. I promise you. Since you came to Lord Brandon’s bed partially to earn rewards, why stop now? 

Jada doesn’t respond. She leans over Asley and begins licking the cum from her tits and chest like a cat lapping up milk from a bowl. I’m spellbound watching her long tongue slurp up my seed. Jada does it sensuously, staring at me as she slowly and lasciviously flicks her tongue over Asley’s nipple. Asley lets out a surprised gasp.  When Jada does the same thing with her other nipple, Asley doesn’t even hold back but lets out a long, “Ooooo.”

Okay. I find this hot and my cock spasms in response. 

Jada is excited and has one hand buried between her legs where she is rubbing her pierced clit furiously. A minute later, she licks off the last of my jizz, running her tongue over her lips. Her hips buck and rise off the bed as an orgasm hits her hard. Explosive Aura—as always when one of the girls who I am intimate with climaxes—bursts, shooting carnal pleasure out in all directions.    

Asley, who is still propped on her back, moans deeply and moves her hand down to her own pussy.  She rubs it feverishly and in just a moment is shouting at the top of her lungs, “Yes!  Yes! Yes!”  When her orgasm fades, she moves her hands to her breasts and caresses them.

Jada pulls a soaked finger from between her legs and lays back sighing contently.  

The Quest Board speaks again. Well done Paramour Jada completing the added quest, Late Night Snack. 

“Late Night Snack, seriously?” Jada quips.

I want to laugh at the name of the quest but suppress doing so.  

There is a moment of awkward silence. Jada reaches out a hand and grabs onto my manhood. “I hear you can go all night long, is that true?” 

“It is.” My dick, not wanting to make me a liar, rises for the next challenge Jada has in store for me. I look over to Asley but really can’t read her expression. Tonight is supposed to be about her, but Jada is monopolizing my time. Something tells me that I need to finish with Jada before I can give Asley my undivided attention. 

Asley plops down on her back. “Straddle me,” she says. “And fuck these.”  She grabs hold of her tits and jiggles them a bit.

I straddle her stomach and rub my cock tip against both breasts. It tremors, raring to go again, and I slip it between Asley’s two lovely mounds. They aren’t D-cups like Maeve’s or Ms. Williams’, but they are large enough. She pushes her breasts together, and I thrust my hips back and forth. I reach down and grab hold of her lovely mounds. Hands slip around me from behind, and Jada blows into my ear before she nibbles on my lobe. The double sensation of fucking Asley’s tits and Jada chewing my earlobe while she runs her hands all over me is unbelievable.  

“Pinch my nipples,” Asley pleads. I pinch both the soft, dark nipples. She lets out a content sigh. When the urge to twist them takes me over she cries out, “Oh, yesss.” 

I know that I can control my orgasms. In most cases, I can time it so that I cum at the same time as my lover. This time around, my balls ache and throb and the force built up inside wants, no, needs a release. 

Before I realize what is happening, I scream, “Ah, Ah!” Endorphins flood my brain carrying me to the peak of bliss. My cock remains buried between Asley’s tits, shooting rivers of jizz over her chest and even onto her chin and lips.  

“That’s hot!” Jada declares. Her declaration spurs something in me and one more stream of cum soars out. 

“Hey, that got in my eye,” Asley complains. 

“Sorry,” I apologize as I pull out from between her tits and climb off. 

What a great night! The Quest Board declares enthusiastically. Quest Complete: Hooters Girl:  Paramour Asley is the first paramour who Lord Brandon has titty fucked. Reward: Paramour Asley receives five hundred white spirit crystals. The Quest Board grows silent for a second then says, It appears I need to offer Paramour Jada the quest Late Night Dessert. If you look at Paramour Asley’s tits and chin, I think you can figure it out. And of course, you’ll be rewarded. Never doubt that.   

For the second time tonight, Jada lasciviously licks and slurps my cum from Asley’s tits, chest, lips and face. She makes a game of it, doing it slowly, and lifting her eyes towards me every now and then. Asley is also turned on and slips a finger between her legs while her friend licks jizz from her body.  

The quest Late Night Dessert is complete, The Quest Board states.  Paramour Jada licked, slurped and lapped up Lord Brandon’s cum from Paramour Asley’s face and tits. Both Paramours receive five hundred white spirit crystals and one and fifty green spirit crystals.  

“Yes!” Jada shouts out clenching her fist in enthusiasm. I cock an eye at her. Was slurping up my cum that exciting to her?   

“I have enough crystals now to rank up,” she states. “And I didn’t have to risk my life at all to do it.” Then as though she needs to clarify she adds, “I know it is more lucrative to take on quests that involve danger. And once I’m ranked up, I plan to head out beyond the walls. I’m not a coward. I just figured I should be Rank Two before I do it.”

“What’s your class again?” I ask, too lazy to open the display to look. 

“I’m an Electromancer. The same way Sammi can play with fire, I can control electricity. Let’s forget about my class for now.  It’s getting late, and we still need to finish one more quest.” 

“Another quest?” I ask.              

“Girls Just Want to Have Fun,” Jada declares. “Asley and I will bring the number of new girls you need to have sex with up to five. I tried to talk Ms. Williams into letting Yanira and Mackenzie join us so we can complete I’m Just a Girl in The World. Then you can raise Moondale to a town in the morning. However, she said you need to get some rest tonight and that another twelve hours to upgrade to a town shouldn’t really make much of a difference. I don’t agree. We really need to get Moondale to a proper town as soon as we can. Not only for economic reasons, but also because of the added defenses and the new structures that will become available, such as ramparts, guard towers, and murder holes. Like I said, I tried to convince Ms. Williams but…” 

She pauses and then shivers.

Asley cuts in, “Her Harem Mistress abilities are…” She seems lost for the right description and finally says. “She isn’t one to mess around with when it comes to your wellbeing.”   

Mackenzie, I think to myself. She made it quite clear she has a boyfriend at home and wasn’t planning to cheat on him. 

“Oh, she has changed her mind Lord Brandon,” Penny says lightly in my mind. “She’s had nearly twenty orgasms in two days when she went her entire adult life without having any. Now that the floodgate is open, she slips away every chance she gets to masturbate. No, she is looking forward to some one-on-one time with you.” 

Jada leans against the pillows. “Well, it’s time to get back to business. When our dealings are concluded, I’ll give you and Asley some privacy.”  Jada really is something laying there with her legs splayed open. I glance down to the slit between her legs. It glistens with her love juices. She is not shaven, but the little hair that remains is short, curly, and well groomed.

“What are you waiting for? Let’s get down to business,” she says.

She smiles at Jada. “If the urge hits you girl…it’s okay with me…and we all know it's okay with Brandon, if you join in.”  

Asley nods her head before plopping herself against one of the pillows. She opens her legs, rubs both hands over her breasts and stomach and then down to the edge of her womanhood. “Just gonna get myself ready for you,” she says to me.

“That’s hot!” Jada says. She really likes that phrase. She reaches her hand out to me. “I don’t need any foreplay lover. I’m wet and horny. Now let’s see how good you are with that monster between your legs.” 

Her legs are spread wide, revealing the glistening gift between them. I lift her legs, resting her feet on my shoulders. I turn my head and then very slowly lick the bottom of her right foot, before doing the same thing to the other one. Her feet are soft and my tongue glides easily along her heels and sole. Her groans are deep and throaty. I grab each foot and begin to message them with my thumbs. 

“So good, so fucking good,” she wheezes out. My Carnal Ecstasy guides me to the erogenous zones of the feet. “What the hell,” she wheezes again as I take her big toe into my mouth.   

I can smell the sex radiating from her. Her pussy is wet and beckoning to me. I let go of her feet. Jada is super flexible, so I push her legs apart, almost like a split and slowly crawl between her. The aroma of her wet and willing womanhood sets off a chain reaction in my body. I dip between her legs and then I am lost in the sensation of licking and kissing her pussy. I really enjoy eating girls out. There is something visceral about the process. She whimpers, “Mmmmmmmmmmm,” as I fuck her with my tongue before sucking on her swollen clit. I take the little loop hanging from her clit into my teeth and tug on it. Her waists and hips fly into the air. 

“Oh fuck!” she cries out. “Do that again.” 

I tug the loop once more and she lets out a loud cry of pleasure.

My hands roam along her legs that are out to either side before I move them up her abdomen finally landing on her tits. I pinch her nipples lightly.

“Fuck… me… already…” she pleads. I leave one hand on her breast and then use the other one to slip a finger between her slit while I lick and suck on her clit. “Fuck…me…” that is all she can get out as the first of a dozen orgasms strike her. They set off a chain reaction, each one growing a bit more powerful. Her back arches up and she moves her head from side to side. I pull my mouth away and stare at her. Her screams are music to my ears. “Oh god. Oh god. Oh fuck.” I don’t want her climax to end, so before she has a moment to catch her breath or to allow rational thought to return to her, I work my throbbing member into her. Her legs, which had up until now been spread out, wrap themselves around my lower back. Full lips push into mine. She is a wet kisser, and my lips are quickly coated with her saliva. She gasps into my mouth while also trying to kiss me. Her body is still convulsing and now the addition of my cock inside of her is putting her body on overload. It is like she is lost in one long, never ending orgasm.

Her nails rake hard against my back. The bit of pain fuels me and I pound her harder and deeper.

“So good, baby,” she cries out between gasps.  
  We are both caught in a whirlwind of ecstasy. Then my own orgasms erupt like a volcano that has lain dormant for a century and has now awakened and is ready to shoot out jets of burning magma.

“Oh, your cum is so warm,” Jada moans, pulling her lips from mine. Her eyes are glazed over and have a far-off look. Her explosive orgasms slowly diminish to small little aftershocks. When the final one fades, she unwraps her legs from around me. Her eyes finally coming back into focus.

I roll from her, sweat dripping from my face. My heart is pounding like a jackhammer. Jada’s chest is heaving up and down. 

“What the hell was that? It was like a ten-minute long orgasm. I nearly passed out twice. Jada states.

I look to my left where Asley’s eyes are wide open and dazzling. She is panting heavily. Her left hand gleams with moisture. Her juices coat her pussy lips and the sheet below her pussy is damp from the explosion of her womanly nectar. “Yes! Yes. Yes!” She roars as her hips rise into the air and fall back to the mattress several times. She finally stops moving and lays on the bed panting.

“I’ve needed that since I arrived in this place,” Jada declares now that her breathing has steadied. She leans over and gives Asley a peck on the lips. “He’s all yours now, girl.” She turns to me. “We’re going to be conducting a lot of business. Lots and lots of transactions, especially deposits.” She climbs off the bed. “Well, I’m going to go rank up. And then head to sleep. Have fun you two.” 

The last image I see is Jada’s naked thick ass as she plods out of the Harem Hall. My dick jolts, and part of me regrets not taking her doggy style.

Next time.


CHAPTER 3:  BODY QUAKE

I turn towards Asley and smile. “Jada’s intense.”  

“Yeah, and a bit of a bully.” 

“Bully?” I question, not liking the use of the word one bit.  

“That’s the wrong word. It was supposed to be just you and me. She tried to come along with Maria and Sammi first. They both said no to her. Told her to wait her time like everyone else. She got a hold of me after they said no. I said I wanted to be alone with you like ten times. The next thing I know she’s talking about completing quests and how we all need to grow stronger if we hope to survive and eventually get back home. She even played the race card and said we are the only sisters here and need to stick together. Before I realized it, she was walking next to me as I headed over here.  Coach Williams might not even know she tagged along.” 

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s not your fault.” 

“I knew something was up. I should have picked up on the cues,” I say. 

“If you had, would you have sent her away?  Don’t answer that.” 

“You should have spoken to Ms. Williams. I think this is something she could have handled,” I say.  

She gives me a long look like I am the dumbest man in the universe. 

“I’m a grown woman. I’m not about to run to our den mother for help. Can we stop talking about Jada already?” 

“You have my undivided attention now if you’re still interested in hanging out tonight.” 

“Of course, I’m interested, you idiot,” she scoffs gently. “Wouldn’t be naked here otherwise. But can we go slowly at first?” 

“Anything you want. You’re the boss,” I say.   

“I like how that sounds—being the boss and all. At least for now. You mind waiting just a few minutes?”  She climbs from the bed and walks over to the bathroom. “Want to clean up a bit. Be right back.” 

The words of The Voice echo deep in my mind again. I have been lacking as a Harem Lord. “Fuck you!” I mumble.  Jada just had one long orgasm that went on for minutes. Sammi and Maria left here bowlegged and grinning from ear to ear. Yet I am somehow lacking according to The Voice.  

Laughter fills my mind before Penny scoffs, “Oh, you are so proud of yourself.”  

“What’s so funny?” I ask.  

“Think of orgasms on a scale from one to ten,” she explains. “Most of your paramours have experienced two or three out of a scale of ten since they have been here. Well, except for the one by Fiona’s pool yesterday. That day, your paramours’ bodies experienced more pleasure than they were able to handle, and thus why so many passed out. That one was off the Richter scale as you say. Anyhow, you’re so proud of the prolonged orgasms Paramour Jada just experienced. I give it a four, maybe a low five. And your paramours are more than content with the little morsels of pleasure you have given them. They don’t even know there are higher erotic pinnacles to be reached. Bring them to the peak Lord Brandon, and you shall possess them because they will want to be possessed—to feel the ultimate bliss repeatedly. They will beg to come to your bed and for you to make them cum and cum and cum until it is all they can dream of. They will compete like love-struck girls for your attention. Don’t lie to me and say you wouldn’t like that. Because I know you deep down. Anyhow, Asley is about to return. Let’s see if you can take her to a seven or even an eight. By the way, my avatar is almost complete. When she is done, she will be the most beautiful, sexy, and erotic woman you have ever seen. You will have to wait to meet her—to meet me. I deserve the best of you when you think about it. I have been more loving and supportive than all your lovers. Once you’ve really figured out your true potential as Harem Lord—as a lover—then I will come to you, and come to you, and come to you.” She is almost panting. She finally composes herself and says, “Jada is correct. You should finish the I’m Just A Girl in The World quest as soon as possible. There are great dangers beyond the walls and a town offers lots more protection than a hamlet.” 

“What dangers?” I ask aloud. However, Penny is gone.

I really hate it when she does that.  

“Dangers?” Asley asks as she walks back towards me.    

“It’s nothing,” I lie. 

“If you say so.”  Asley climbs into bed and lies next to me on her side. I turn on my side as well, so our bodies are just a few inches away facing one another. I lay a hand on her thigh and caress it slowly and gently. She leans into me and lightly brushes her lips over mine. She pulls back for a second. “Can we just kiss for a while and hold each other?” 

“This is nice,” I say after kissing her for several minutes with our arms draped over one another’s bodies.  

“Spoon me,” Asley orders as she flips around, pushing her thick ass up into me. “My manhood grows hard in a second. “Mmm, you like how my ass feels, don’t you?” Asley teases. 

“Very much!” I moan. I rub a hand along her thigh and then up her taut abdomen before landing on her right breasts. “Your body is so soft. And you fit perfectly into my nook.” 

I cup her breast.  

“Ohhh. I like my tits played with.”  

I kiss her neck while playing with her two lovely mounds, switching off between them. Asley feels my hard-on and pushes her butt into it. I let out a long echoing groan.  

“Mmmm,” she moans, grinding her butt into my groin. 

I focus on Asley—not just her body that feels oh so good— but I try to tap into her emotions. I move my hand from Asley’s breasts, then lower it along her hip, and then down between her thighs. I haven’t touched her womanhood, yet I can feel the wetness and heat between her legs. 

I kiss her neck and rub her inner thigh, just centimeters from her womanhood. 

“Mmmmmmm,” Alsey groans next to me. 

I continue to kiss her neck and begin thrusting my bulging manhood up against her ass. I rub her inner thigh before slipping a finger between her moist legs. She lifts her top leg to give me access.  

I probe a little deeper with Carnal Ecstasy. I hadn’t realized until just now that there are layers to this upgraded ability. It not only pinpoints specific erogenous zones, kinks, and turn ons, but it also acts as a latticework showing me how to connect these together.  

I glide several fingers deep into her.  

“That’s it,” she whimpers.  

She likes two fingers inside her, not just going back and forth, but being rotated too. “Yeah baby! That’s it baby!”                

I probe a bit more with Carnal Ecstasy. Asley’s body and being will guide me.   

I pull out my sopping wet finger and get up on my knees.

“Turn onto your back.  You’re going to like this,” I say.

She turns over.  I move down so that my face is between her legs.  I blow gently on her pussy.  

“Ooooo. That tickles.”  Her body shakes as I continue the little puffs of air over her folds and clit.  Her pussy smells inviting so I lick her womanhood from the top by her clit all the way to the bottom of her folds, using the underside of my tongue to create texture. My right hand rubs along the length of her leg, knowing that she loves to be caressed. Loves to have her body played with like the finest of instruments.   

“Oh baby,” she whimpers.

I begin to eat her out, slowly at first, before dipping my tongue in and out of the salty sweetness between her legs. Her hips and entire body buck up and down, left, and right. The climax that has been slowly building grows tenfold.  

Carnal Ecstasy lets out little tethers. My mind slips into hers. How better to know what she is feeling than to truly connect with her even for an infinitesimal moment? Her mind is clear of thought, distractions, worries—and embarrassments. The sensation of my tongue between her legs and my hand rubbing her thigh and legs is all she is focused on. She is lost to everything but the sheer, unbridled carnal bliss slowly rippling through her body.  

There’s a sudden pulse. 

What the hell! 

It releases itself into Asley’s body, running along every synapse and nerve to all parts of her body. 

“What’s happening?” Asley asks between gasps. “My whole body is tingling. I need you inside me now.” 

I pull myself up from between her legs. My mouth and chin are soaked with her womanly essence.

“From behind. I like to be fucked… from…behind.” She wheezes out the last two words. She moves quickly, her round ass suddenly high in the air and her head buried between several of the soft pillows. I rub both of her butt cheeks. I give them a light smack. Asley moans from between the pillows.  

She liked that. 

I smack both again, a little harder this time. 

The tingling throughout her body grows more intense. I slip a hand between her legs before dipping a finger into her wet folds.  She moves her head slightly and pleads, “Just fuck me already.” 

This is all about Asley. It is all about fulfilling all that she wants. My pleasure will come, but it is secondary to hers.  

Pre-cum coats the head of my cock. I rub it against her pussy lips before slowly pushing into her. Asley adjusts herself so that her ass is high in the air and in just the perfect position that she likes.  

I reach for the thread that is connecting her with me, and I get off my knees and onto my feet, so my hips are not only behind Asley but above her as well.  

“That’s the spot, baby,” Asley sings out as I thrust in and out. “Yeah-yeah-yeah-baby,” she calls out in a single breath.  

Luckily, with my new and improved body and my heightened strength I can hold this position for a long time.  

She buries her face back into the pillows, followed by muffled cries of delight. I take my hand and work it round her thigh until my finger is right by her clit. I can sense that the angle of penetration is hitting against her g-spot and along the nerves that spread like curving roots from her clit and deeper within. They pulse and clench each time the tip of my cock mashes and then glides within her fleshy depths.

She feels glorious. 

Asley screams so loud that not even the pillows can smother her shouts of glee and delight.  

“Oh yeah, baby. Just like that. Fuck me just like that.” 

Her climax starts from her womanhood. It is like the big bang…a small dot of condensed energy that explodes outward. The force is so strong that her knees buckle, and she collapses flat onto the bed. My cock almost slips out, but I lower myself as well and holding myself up on my arms continue to pound away at her pussy.  

I have an incredible desire to cum—but not yet. 

“Ahhhhhhhhh,” Asley sings out as she continues to climax.  

I lower my body until I am almost pressing against Asley’s back. I must execute this just perfectly. With my cock still buried inside of Asley, I get on my knees so they are right next to her thighs. 

“What are you doing?” she pants out, as suddenly my hands are around her hips, and I flip around and pull her on top of me. A moment later, I am below her and she is above me, still almost parallel to one another.  

“Reverse cowgirl!”  I wheeze out.  

She is so agile and bends her knees underneath herself so she can sit straight up on my shaft, with her back to me. 

“Oh god. That’s so good, baby,” Asley moans. 

She rides me with her body straight up. She starts springing up and down like a woman on a mission. Her channel is so lubricated from her juices that she slides easily on my shaft. Little orgasms continue to ignite in her and her body jerks as she impales herself on me. 

“I want to see you, baby. Want to look in your eyes when you cum inside me.” 

She stops moving for a moment and then, with my cock still buried in her, gyrates her hips and slips her legs around me until she is facing me.  

She leans over and buries her lips onto mine. I grab her ass with one hand while with the other I run along the side of her body. Her kisses are sloppy and wet. She pushes her hips into me, and I reciprocate by thrusting my cock forward. Her chest is against mine, and our hearts, separated by just a few inches of flesh and cartilage, beat in unison.  

I squeeze her ass cheeks before moving one of my fingers up to her puckered ass. I know I’ve used this trick before as it seems to have gotten many of the girls off. I run a finger over her hole. She doesn’t protest. In fact, she keeps pushing hard against my cock while trying to move her tight hole back towards my finger. I twirl my finger by her hole before sliding it in.  

“Mmmmmmmmmmm,” she moans into my mouth. Her little orgasm which had been ignited a few moments ago has just had fuel added to it. I feel the explosion. Like a stick of dynamite going off in her body. She screams into my mouth. I reach for the Carnal Ecstasy. Something wonderful is happening to her… 

Her whole body is climaxing.  

“Cum in me now, baby,” Asley wheezes out. 

Before the final syllable of baby is out, I begin to cum as well. My warm jizz joining with her love juices. My orgasm seems to go on forever—time ceases to be. I am a being of pure carnal bliss. Above me, Asley is gone as well… swept away in a current of pure delight. 

Asley’s orgasm erupts like a nuclear explosion, blossoming outward.

I swear I hear the sounds of all the girls in Moondale screaming out, like the baying of a pack of she-wolves. 

Time passes slowly. The rapids that picked us up and swept us away slowly return to a calm river. 

“My whole body,” she rasps. “I felt that orgasm everywhere. In my toes, in my chest, even in my hair. What the hell was that baby?” she pauses and then adds, “And when can we do that again?” 

She finally rolls off me and lays next to me.    

The Quest, Girls Just Want Have Fun has been completed, The Quest Board announces. Lord Brandon was intimate with five paramours who he had not been with previously: Paramours Paige, Sammi, Maria, Jada, and Asley. Lord Brandon can travel to the obelisk in another twenty hours and upgrade Moondale from a hamlet to a town. The optional quest, I’m Just a Girl in The World is still active for another eight hours. Parameters for quest: Be intimate with seven new paramours in twenty-four hours or less. To complete the quest, Lord Brandon must be intimate with two more paramours in the allotted time. 

The Quest Board goes silent. 

As an afterthought, she then adds. And really, what’s two more. Just walk into any of the paramour cabins and you’ll be done in no time—especially after what they have just experienced, and some are still feeling.    

“You’re considering it, aren’t you?” Asley asks. 

“It might be for the best.  Especially if it will keep everyone safe. I have to worry about you and the others, as well as all the villagers now as well.” 

Nevertheless, as much as it might be a promising idea, I’m suddenly bone tired. Whomever I would be with wouldn’t get the best of me.

I really need some rest. 

“Do you mind if I stay here tonight?” Asley asks, curling up next to me. “This feels nice. And those moons out there are scary. I was only outside for a minute walking over here, but it felt like they were trying to crush me.” 

“I would love for you to spend the night.” 

I know The Voice usually makes these broadcasts, but he’s busy now, the Quest Board says. Besides, this is more up my alley, as you say on your planet. Therefore, I am going to make it instead. Tonight is the night all your lives change. Your Lord has finally uncovered the pathway to true erotic bliss. His Carnal Ecstasy ability has been upgraded to Body Quake. You can ask Paramour Asley, once she recovers fully, what a full body orgasm feels like. Though if you ask me, there are no words to describe it. You will just need to experience one for yourself. Only one paramour can experience this celestial experience at a time, as she must be the sole focus of Lord Brandon’s attention. I should warn you that this primal carnal experience is like a drug, and those paramours blessed with experiencing a full body orgasm will also be cursed with wanting to feel it repeatedly. Few mortal women have ever experienced a full body orgasm. All other orgasms pale in comparison and might leave you feeling empty inside. Paramours have been known to battle one another to win the chance to spend this intimate time alone with their lord to indulge in a full body orgasm.  

I turn to Asley to see her reaction to what we just heard, but she is fast asleep on her side facing me, a thick strand of spittle drooling from the corner of her lips.  

“So, Penny, was that better?” I ask.  

“A seven, borderline eight,” she states. “However, for a human that is the highest they can obtain. A pure ten would be like touching a star…going up in flames until they are nothing but ash. Only the fey—and one or two of the monster girl races—can hope to ever achieve a pure ten. Oh, and of course I constructed my avatar to feel a ten. Now that you have unlocked the secret, it will be just a matter of time before I come to you. However, it won’t be tonight. I can feel fatigue in you. So, you should rest.” 

“Yeah, I am dog tired.” 

“Well since your bodyguard is not here to protect you this evening, I will lock the door to the Harem Hall—the door which is never supposed to be locked. The Harem Mistress has her hands full arguing with the others to let you rest. Several of them are not so pleased—are in fact jealous—that Asley shared this first with you. Your wives, who are just a few feet away from you, are particularly perturbed. Anyway, no one beyond the doors of your hall will bother you this evening. The only thing you should fear is the anger of your three wives.”  With that last comment hanging in the air, Penny flees my mind. 

I shake my head. 

I take one final look over to Asley asleep next to me. Then I stretch my back out and let out a long, resonating yawn.  

A few heartbeats later, beautiful slumber takes me. 


CHAPTER 4:  FEASTING

I wake up with wisps of red hair spread out over my chest. My movements are enough to awaken Maeve who lifts her neck to stare up into my eyes.  

“He’s up,” Maeve mumbles, reaching her arm back to shake a sleeping Alex. My raven-haired wife doesn’t stir so Maeve shakes her harder. “Five more minutes, Mommy,” Alex murmurs, burying her head deeper into the pillow.  

“Let her sleep,” I say. 

“Fine. Then I’m going to yell at you from all of us. She climbs on top of me, straddling me. Her plump ass pushed up right against my cock. It immediately stirs.   

“This is nice,” I say, thinking I’m about to get lucky with Maeve. Which is fine by me. I can’t seem to get enough of her.  

“You’ve been holding out on us.” Her eyes gleam with danger. 

“What do you mean?” 

“It means,” Nikki explains as she walks towards the bed, a towel wrapped around her body and another one around her hair, “that we are your wives. If anyone should have experienced a full body orgasm, then it should have been one of us. Really, who even knew such a thing even existed.” 

“I didn’t even know it was possible until last night. I just felt I owed Asley a little extra effort,” I explain. 

“A little extra effort,” Maeve pokes me.  

Okay, that might not have been the right thing to say.  

“It’s just that she was expecting to have me by all to herself and Jada just sort of forced her way here also.” 

“We heard,” Nikki states as she stands by one of the many mirrors in the Harem Hall brushing out her blonde locks. 

“You heard?” 

Maeve leans over and gives me a quick kiss on the lips before sitting straight up. She smiles down at me. “Of course, we did. We tried to give the others privacy so we left our doors closed, but the walls are thin, and we could hear everything.” 

“And,” Nikki adds, as she twists her head around to look at me, “you almost did the three of us in. We almost lost our own shit when her whole body climaxed. Maybe because of the proximity.”  

Maeve leans over again so her face is just inches from mine, her strawberry hair hanging down like a veil around my head. “It should have been one of us!”  She moves her mouth to my ear. “It should have been me, lover.”  She bites my lobe before flicking it with her tongue.  

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhh,” Alex yawns as she stirs awake. Maeve lifts her head from me, and we both look over at her. “You scolded him without me? I wanted to give him hell also.” 

“Look. I’m sorry. Okay.” 

“Well how sorry are you?” Nikki asks as she drops her towel to the floor before plodding over towards the bed. 

Maeve lifts herself up a bit by the hips. I realize for the first time that I slept in the nude and my manhood stands straight up. Before I can react, Maeve slides herself onto my shaft. “This is how.” She starts gyrating her hips. 

“And this also,” Alex states as her lithe form suddenly appears above my face.  

For the briefest of moments I wonder, “What happened to Asley? Did they scare her off? And do I really have time for this now? Londyn is trapped in Interlude. I have quests to complete.  

My thoughts are drowned out quickly as Maeve begins to ride me, and Alex gyrates her shaved and smooth pussy above my face. Then I am swept away in a river of ecstasy with my three wives. 

An hour later our morning festivities end.  

“Well, that was a waste of a shower,” Nikki quips as she heads towards the bathroom to wipe my cum from her tits. 

“We are less mad at you now, Brandon,” Alex states. 

“Just a little bit,” Maeve adds. “As good as Triple Threat makes us feel when we’re together, I still want to experience a full body orgasm.” 

“I’ll talk to Ms. Williams, okay? Find a way to spend time alone with the three of you individually.” I lay back for a moment and close my eyes. They shoot open. “Aren't we supposed to have a council meeting?” 

“Yeah, we owe Penny a favor. She told Ms. Williams to inform the others that we’d start the meeting at nine a.m.” 

I feel my capricious Compendium’s presence. “Good morning, Penny. How much time before the council arrives?” 

“It is now 8:25, so you have a little time. You must be famished but not to fret; breakfast is on its way.” 

“The council members will be here in about thirty-five minutes,” I inform my lovers. I really can get used to having three hot cheerleaders as my live-in lovers if every morning is going to start with multiple orgasms. 

“Great,” Alex says as she heads back to her little room. She leaves the door open and begins to dress. There is something sexy about watching her wriggle her hips as she pulls on her panties. A few moments later, she’s fully dressed. “I’m gonna head outside. Sammi should be brewing some coffee about now.”

“I'm going to see what she has cooking for breakfast,” Nikki relates as she too begins to dress in her small private area. 

“Bring me back a plate if you don’t mind,” Maeve asks. “I’m gonna close my eyes for another half an hour.”  She curls up on her side and pulls the cover over herself.

I head off towards the bathroom and take care of my morning ablutions. I run through my To Do list for the day. My priorities are the council meeting this morning, especially since the villagers will be sending us two representatives. After that, I’m off to get Londyn back. It feels odd not having her around. She has become like my shadow, and I miss her presence. Not just because she is a sexual dynamo that fuels something bestial inside me, but I just miss having her around. And I’d be lying if I didn’t admit that I’m looking forward to a twenty-four-hour long orgy with a bunch of horny nymphs with me as the center of attention.   

As I walk from the bathroom into the main area, several council members greet me. I was really hoping to have a few minutes to myself to dress in peace. However, I guess that won’t be the case.  

“Hi Brandon,” Lindsay waves to me from the pillow where she’s sitting. She’s dressed in just a sleeveless racerback t-shirt and a pair of clingy biker shorts. She takes a bite out of a peach. Juices drip down onto her chin, and she licks it from her lips. My treacherous cock twitches from beneath the towel. Next to her sits Jada who looks over to me. “Was just filling Lindsay in on our business transactions from last night. Told her about all the deposits you made.” 

Jada grins. Lindsay almost spits out a piece of fruit from laughing.

“You’re so bad, Jada,” Yanira quips. The sexy Latina girl is standing by the table and cabinets that are filled with assorted sex toys and lubricants. Yanira is barefoot and in biker shorts that hug her thick hips. She is wearing a white t-shirt with no bra underneath and her nipples point straight out through the fabric. “Never saw one of these before.” She picks up a pink object. She bends it a bit. “It’s a two-sided dildo. How does that even work?”    

Jada begins to explain the options to Yanira who starts to get a little flustered, “The other half can also go…”

“I get the idea,” Yanira cuts in, dropping the large dildo.   

I grin, walk over towards the dresser, and pull out a pair of underwear, a shirt, and a pair of khakis. 

Hannah and Bridget stride into the Harem Hall next. All my modesty is gone, and I pull on the clothing in sight of them all. The eyes of several of the girls leer at me, which doesn’t bother me in the least. In fact, it is a damn turn on. Maybe I should go nude all day long.  

Kayla walks in next. Behind her strides Zorra, the leader of the villagers. I’m still not sure why the others refer to her and the other villagers as monster girls. There is nothing monstrous about this beauty. She is on the shorter side, around five feet tall. A mane of short reddish almost orange hair hangs over her shoulders. Two large fox ears accentuate her face, with a little nose and ruby red lips. Whether her lips are naturally red or have some lipstick on them, I cannot tell. She is scantily dressed, in what I can only call a pair of red panties and red bra. A long, fuzzy tail, similar in color to her hair, wags gently back and forth above her juicy ass.  

As soon as she nears me, my cock nearly erupts. There is a raw—almost natural sexuality to Zorra. I take a deep breath, her scent filling my senses with her musk. 

“Zorra and many of the other beast girls are in heat,” Penny warns. “You may find it difficult to resist their pheromones.”

I wonder if her ears and tail are erogenous zones. My Carnal Ecstasy would show me the right places to touch and caress her.  

I suck in a deep breath to calm myself. 

It’s just too much to have this many horny girls around all day. I am surprised that I get anything done around here that doesn’t involve me getting naked.   

As drawn as I am to Zorra, I can’t tear my eyes away from the woman towering behind her. She is as tall as me—well over six feet. Her flesh is dark green like an oak leaf, and she is stacked, with long thick legs and rippling muscles. An apron is pulled over her head and covers her torso, but it does nothing to hide her two watermelon sized breasts. She has a pretty face, even with fangs curling up from her lower teeth. Long brown hair hangs down over her back and shoulder. She is carrying a platter laden with food in one hand and a large burlap sack, cinched with rope, in the other.   

“Do I smell bacon?” Maeve asks as she walks out from her living quarters. 

“And are those eggs?” Jada asks. 

My mouth begins to salivate at the smell of the steaming food. 

“Sit,” the big woman says. I expected her voice to be raspy or guttural, but it is soft and a bit squeaky. She heads over towards the mound of pillows and plops down next to Jada.  

“Come, friends. Eat. Eat. Today’s meal is on the house, but tomorrow the finest food in Moondale will be available for crystals. Oh, and the ale. It will be flowing like a river. And I’ve just made a deal with Bard Maria, and she has promised us many a bawdy tune.” 

“Everyone,” Zorra announces, her voice dusty and seductive. “Meet Lalania, the proprietress of the Three Moons Inn. Lucky for us,” the fox woman adds, snatching a piece of bacon from the platter, “she had some provender stored away in an icebox.” 

“Another day,” Lalania cuts in “and the remaining crystals would have drained, and everything would have spoiled. “The Goddess is good, and we were saved by Lord Brandon and his ladies. This morning we feast. Eat up, friends. And don’t feel guilty. I left plenty of food with those outside.” 

We all dig in. 

“Oh my god,” Maeve comments ten minutes later. “I’m about to explode.” 

“Those eggs were so good,” Alex remarks. 

“The jam on the toasted bread, what is it made from?” Jada asks. “Never tasted anything quite like it.” 

“Oh, those are crellberries. Sadly, I don’t have any more of them. Not sure when I can get more.” She pauses for a moment and then adds, “That is unless more can be gathered. I believe there is a large patch of crellberry bushes a half mile east of Moondale.”  She looks at me, “Perhaps you or some of you ladies would be willing to gather them for me?”   

Good morning, The Quest Board announces. All quests offered by villagers this morning and moving forward will appear on my board. The villager offering the quest shall determine the payment and rewards.  

Zorra and Lalania seem to ignore The Quest Board speaking aloud to us. The fox woman continues. “I know that some of the others will require help getting themselves established again. Themis and Danna need a certain flower to make nail polish from; and the butcher heard there are wild boars nearby; and Rogilia is in search of livestock for her farm—goats and chickens in particular. I think the livestock can be found in the abandoned homestead two miles to the southwest. But dear Kayla and I can talk all about those items later.” 

“Of course,” my Wise Woman responds. “We’ll meet this afternoon and go through everything.”   

“Don't think that we just ask for things to be done,” Lalania explains. “We have so much to offer as well, so many services available.” 

“We will help with the defense of Moondale if need be,” Zorra states. “It may not look like it, but many of us are fierce fighters whose claws can rip apart an orc.” 

“We are fierce in other ways as well, Lord Brandon,” Lalania offers suggestively. My traitorous cock twitches. Next to me, Maeve tosses Lalania a cold stare. On my other side, Alex’s nails burrow deeply into my flesh.  

My Harem Mistress must have a power that lets her know when a confrontation might be brewing because she walks in and states, “We appreciate that you are all willing to help defend Moondale.” She plops down on a free pillow across from me. “The protection of Moondale depends on all of us.”

“I’m going to do all I can to keep everyone safe,” I interject, feeling I should offer some kind of reassurance. 

Ms. Williams looks somehow different from just last night. Younger. No, that’s not it. She’s hotter. I’m getting horny just being near her—like sex is oozing from her entire body.  

“She just finished ascending,” Penny explains to me.

“We know you will protect us,” Zorra states. She turns her dark, savage eyes towards me. My manhood thrums and beats. “You destroyed The Master. For this you have our thanks.” 

“You know about The Master?” I ask. 

“He is the reason so many of our kind fled behind The Veil. To escape The Master and his ilk. He found a way—he always finds a way—to get to us.” 

“Now he is gone,” Lalania announces as she removes the pieces of string tied around a burlap sack. The cloth covers something large and flat. She tosses the material to the side and stands to reveal an enormous shield. It is three feet tall and two feet wide, and crafted of thick wood, with two bands of silver, one on the top and one on the bottom running along it. Etched in the middle against a black expanse are depictions of the Three Moons. “Fred said you are already in possession of the Defender’s sword and hauberk. This shield,” she hands it towards me, “is also part of the Defender’s set. Consider it a gift for saving us all from… well you can imagine from what.” 

“Thank you. Thank the villagers for me also. This is too generous.”  I lean it against the wall next to my sword Spirit. Then I turn and take my seat next to Alex again.  

Lalania’s not done yet. She grabs Ms. William’s hands. “As for Lord Brandon’s ladies who saved us and who ministered to our wounds yesterday, we have gifts for them as well.” 

“They will be handed out later,” Zorra declares. “I think we have monopolized your meeting this morning.” 

“Not at all,” Ms. Williams comments. “You have as much say in this council as anyone.” 

“We thank you for that, most comely mistress,” Zorra states. “I fear you may regret saving us when all comes to pass.” 

“Why would you say something so awful?” Lindsay asks. “Of course, Brandon was going to rescue you. It’s what he does.” 

“What all of us do,” I chime in. 

“You made your presence known to The Master,” Zorra states. “I don’t know if you are aware or not, as rare and exotic as you may think we beastkin are, humans are the scarcest beings in this land.” She pans her dark eyes over the small assemblage of paramours surrounding me before continuing. “Beyond The Veil, no humans dwell. It is only in these woods where your kind can be found.” 

“Some say you are angels,” Lalania offers. “Goddesses from other worlds who can yield mighty powers.” 

“Others call you devils,” Zorra states. “That death and misery follow you. That warning may be true. For The Master will come looking for us… and for all your ladies you have sworn yourself to protect, Lord Brandon.” 

“The Master’s dead,” Maeve announces. “Brandon blew him and his army to smithereens.” 

Zorra raises an eyebrow. “Smithereens?” 

“Destroyed them,” Maeve explains. 

“And a good chunk of the forest as well we are told,” Lindsay adds. 

Zorra and Lalania eye one another. Neither speaks for a moment. 

“It’s true,” I finally state. “I saw him die.” 

“You may not have,” Zorra explains. 

“Could have been his clone,” Lalania suggests. “Most likely was.” 

“Clone? What do you mean?”  I ask.

“He never places his real body in danger,” Lalania explains. “He creates copies of himself; molds them with spirit crystals and then infuses the avatar with just a sliver of his essence. It is believed that he can somehow connect with this double—existing in two bodies at the same time. No, his real body was safe beyond The Veil.” 

“Son of a bitch,” I curse. “He may come back.” 

“He knows we escaped and even more he knows human women are here. I am sorry to say but rescuing us might have brought about all our doom,” Zorra remarks.  


CHAPTER 5:  COUNCIL




“You killed him once, Brandon, and can kill him again,” Bridget declares. 

“I cheated! Used a weapon of mass destruction. If the fey hadn’t been so keen on getting it out of their realm, I would have left empty handed, and then I don’t know what I would’ve done. Penny’s right. She’s been right from the start. We need to push ourselves as hard as we can as fast as we can and rank up.”

My words strike a chord in my paramours. They grow silent for many long seconds. Lindsay breaks the tension. “Like Bridget said, you killed him once and you can do it again. We believe in you Brandon.” She puts her arms around Bridget and Yanira who are sitting on either side of her. “And I believe in my friends. If he comes back, we’ll teach him a lesson.”   

“This is a new you,” Kayla remarks. “You’re usually the one who says we should try to talk things out. That violence should be our last resort.” 

“It should be in an ideal world. Nevertheless, I’m not naïve. This is a dangerous place. A maniac out there wants to enslave us all. Sometimes Old Testament wrath of God is the only solution.” 

Lindsay’s loss of innocence—or more precisely her loss of optimism—is disconcerting to me. This world must be hardening her.  

“Thank you for believing in me—and in all of us, Lindsay,” I say.  

She smiles at me. “Though if there is a way to get out of this mess without having to murder a horde of orcs, I’m all for that also.”

“I think we would all go for that,” I reply. 

“Not me,” Alex says at my side. “If I get a chance, I’m going to pop up behind The Master and plunge Juliet—that’s what I named my dagger by the way—into his back before twisting it round and round.” 

Kayla glances over to Zorra. “When the meeting is over maybe you can tell me everything you know about The Master. This way we can plan better.” 

“Of course.”

Kayla turns to me. “If this Master character is going to return then we need to be ready for him and that means raising Moondale to a full-fledged town ASAP.” 

“Well, I’ll take care of that,” Ms. Williams asserts. “We can be a town in just a few more hours.” My Harem Mistress takes Bridget by the hand. “It looks like you won’t have to wait until tonight.” She looks across from her, “or you either Yanira.” 

I catch on quickly to what Ms. Williams is suggesting. I need to be intimate with seven of my paramours in a twenty-four-hour period to gain a boon to bypass the normal cost to raise Moondale to a town. Paige yesterday afternoon, and then Maria, Sammi, Jada and Asley last night brought the number to five. 

Alex’s nails dig into my flesh again. Maeve places her hand possessively on my thigh.  

Bridget’s face blushes, her numerous freckles popping out against the pink of her cheeks. “Um… if you think it’s best to change the time.” 

“I’m ready to go right now,” Yanira responds glaring at Maeve and Alex. “I have needs, Brandon. Been horny since I got here. While I usually like my men a little darker, you are damn fine. And from what we’ve all been told, you know exactly how to get a girl off.”  Yanira stops speaking suddenly. “Sorry Maeve, Nikki, and Alex about that little outburst.” She raises hands to her cheeks. “I’m not usually that aggressive. It’s this place!” 

“It’s okay dear,” Ms. Williams says comfortingly. “We’ve all been worked up since we arrived.” 

I smile and then turn to Bridget and Yanira. “This might be a bit forward, but if and when we spend time together, I don’t want it to be because it’s part of a quest.” 

Yanira cuts in. “You’ve been with half of us because of paramour quests. Olivia that first day.” She turns to Lindsay. “We all know what you did with Brandon before he went to explore the disturbance in the woods.” 

“We had a quickie. So what? I enjoyed it; he enjoyed it. If it happened to raise his Strength temporarily, that was just a fringe benefit. Two things can exist at once. We can spend time with Brandon while also finishing a quest that helps all of us.”   

“Well, there was no quest with us, Brandon,” Maeve says. “We’ve been with you because we want to be.” 

I am silent for a long moment. Yanira’s words strike a chord in me. Several of my intimate moments with the girls have come because of a quest. Some have benefited the entire village, like Olivia blowing me came with the reward of coffee and other sweets from the general story. My quickie with Lindsay boosted my Strength temporarily. Hannah and Amber—well they gave up the most, sacrificing their classes so I could rank up right after. And just last night with Asley and Jada more quests had been completed. 

“Brandon,” Ms. Williams says. “I think one of the things the ladies like most about you—besides that beast between your legs—is that you are so sensitive.” 

“We aren’t China dolls,” Bridget cuts in. “We aren’t going to break.” She smiles at me, “If I decide when this meeting is over to bend over that bed and beg you to fuck me from behind, it’s because that’s what I want. If I happen to help complete a quest that will make Moondale a little safer, that’s my choice. No one’s making me do that.” 

Yanira, not to be outdone, adds, “If I want to climb on board and ride you until we are both delirious with pleasure, that’s my decision.”

Jada coughs trying to get the attention of all of us.  

“Everything I’ve heard so far this morning proves the point I was trying to make yesterday about pooling our crystals into a collective pot,” Jada declares. “We need to get as many of us up to Rank Two or higher as fast as possible. And we need to be systematic about it.” 

“Some of the others aren’t so keen on the idea,” Hannah announces. 

“Then they’re idiots,” Jada says. “We all want to get home. Hoarding our crystals like we’re going to be here for the next ten years, doesn’t make sense. We need to get strong as a collective.” Jada turns to me. “The Voice wants you to turn into James Bond. Kill the bad guys and make love to the sexy women. He wants all of us ladies to grow stronger too, and to abandon all our inhibitions. We don’t know why yet. But maybe—just maybe, one of us will gain a power or ability that will be able to bring us home.” 

I look around at everyone present. “What’s the final decision?” I ask. “I know you were all going to discuss with your cabin mates yesterday about pooling our funds together.” 

The representatives of each of the cabins speak up. When all is said and done, it’s decided that each of us, myself included, will donate seventy percent of what we gain into a communal pot that will be managed by Kayla and Jada. The other portion will be kept for personal use.” 

“We will help also. All the shops will be paying a daily tithe,” Zorra announces.  

“Who is next to ascend?” Hannah asks. 

“Several of the ladies ascended last night," Bridget comments. “Don’t I look different? I feel different. My arms are a little more defined allowing me to draw with more power. My breasts even grew a little larger.” 

“I ranked up also last night,” Lindsay says dejectedly. “Didn’t you notice?” She curls her lower lip and begins to feign a sob. 

“I’m sorry,” I say, “pulling away from Alex and Maeve and drawing Lindsay close to me. Holding her is like embracing celestial radiance and everyone else is forgotten.  

“Oops. Sorry,” Lindsay apologizes, pulling away. “Gonna have to practice that.” 

“What just happened?” I ask. “Last thing, I recall Lindsay was pouting because I didn’t realize she had ranked up.” 

“Hard to explain,” she answers. “I have Glamour as an ability.” 

“And you used it on me?” 
“I-I would never ever do that intentionally,” she apologizes. 

“Sorry. I know you’d never do that.” 

“It was an accident. Like I said, I have Glamour as an ability. But as an Enchantress I have something called Natural Appeal – similar to Glamor. I think I double whammied you.” She lowers her head. “I think I was a little upset that you didn’t realize that I looked different and the emotion triggered it.” 

“That was from only being a little upset. What if you are really upset?” I ask.
“I won’t let that happen. Penny said she would train me to control it.” 

“Does it only work on men?” I ask. 

Lindsay is silent for a moment. “Oh, I feel so bad. It can work on others also. I really need to stay away from some of the Rank One girls. They may be drawn to me even if they know I have the ability. Penny says it’s good that my heart is pure—which was kind of her to say. Because if I had a darker nature, I could become more horrible than a succubus.” 

The two villagers, who had seemed to be paying little attention to our discussion of ranking up, both suddenly spit at the mention of a succubus.

“What is a succubus exactly?” I ask. 

It’s not the villagers who answer but Lindsay. “They are horrible, infernal creatures who seduce men—and women also if they so choose—and drain them of their life energy during sex. No man or woman can resist them. Oh, I don’t want to ever be like that.” 

“I’ll assist you also to harness this immense power, Lindsay,” Ms. Williams states. She stares intently at the girl. “You really do give off an aura… something almost divine.” 

Bridget adds, “Paige ranked up last night. If you think she looked like a sexy beast before, she is… I don’t have the words. Every muscle and sinew is perfectly formed. You’ll just have to see her for yourself.” 

“Anyone else?” I ask. 

“Maria is ascending now.” Kayla states. “And I am going to ascend tonight. There is so much more help I can provide to you and to everyone as a Rank Two Wise Woman.”   

“I ascended last night,” Jada says, right after we concluded our business together. “And true to my word, I will stop hiding behind the walls.” 

“Yeah. We need to discuss that as well,” Kayla states. “We all heard the warning from The Voice last night when he said we all have to accept non paramour quests, at least once every two days.” 

“Just another reason why we need to commingle our funds. We should get those who are Rank One up to Rank Two today. We should have enough funds to pull it off. I think some of the others would be less scared if they had more powers they could use,” I state. 

            “There is something else,” Penny states for all of us to hear. “More than a two rank difference between Lord Brandon and his paramours will cause issues. If you are rank four and have sex with a rank one paramour, you might kill her.” 

Lindsay gasps. 

“He wouldn’t mean to do it, Paramour Lindsay.” 

“It’s just that he might literally fuck them to death. Their bodies might not be able to handle even a normal orgasm. To put it into words of your world, it would be like them touching a livewire. The electricity would burn them out.” 

“That settles it,” Nikki states. She looks at me. “We can’t let anything hold you back. I was going to suggest that we use the gathered funds to raise you to Rank Four.” 

“Sadly, Lord Brandon is stuck where he is for the moment,” Penny interjects. “And much to the chagrin of The Voice.” 

“Why am I stuck?” I ask. 

“Because to ascend to Rank Four and above you will need gold spirit crystals, and you lost out on receiving any of them. The Quest Board warned you that you only had five minutes left to loot the bodies—not that there were any bodies left to loot—but you would still have received the rewards. Unfortunately, you were unconscious at the time and couldn’t claim the rewards.” 

“That seems unfair,” Lindsay says. 

“Unfair,” Penny says with derision in her voice. “Nothing The Voice does is unfair. I will say this though. Had you and your paramours battled The Master and his horde and overcome them, great boons would have been rewarded. You would have gained enough spirit crystals for all the paramours to reach Rank Two and at least half of them to reach Rank Three. You would have been able to ascend this very day to Rank Four. While your actions saved all your paramours yesterday, you have put their lives in greater danger moving forward. For now, they will not be able to ascend. I worry that you will all face an enemy greater than The Master very soon and not be prepared.” 

“What was I supposed to do, Penny?” I snap.

“Follow the will of The Voice as always. I believe it was his plan for you and the paramours and perhaps the villagers to battle The Master and his army.” 

“Some of us might have died,” Maeve interjects. 

“There is another phrase from your world I like. ‘The needs of the many outweigh the needs of the few.’” 

“You are horrible sometimes Penny,” Lindsay says. “You’re saying that if a few of us died it would have been okay because the rest of us would be stronger?” 

“I am saying just that. And now that I am a Rank Three Compendium—a higher rank than every paramour currently—I am putting my metaphorical foot down. I will not tolerate being called horrible names, like temperamental or unpredictable. I just state the truth. It is the truth that is horrible and not me.”  

“You’re right Penny,” Lindsay says. “I’m sorry if anyone has hurt your feelings.” 

“I believe in your sincerity, Paramour Lindsay. I will add one final thought. Due to the actions of last night, you will have to work harder now to rank up.” 

“Amber and I plan to turn over most of the crystals we received the other night,” Hannah announces. “There should be enough for two or three others to ascend.” 

“Speaking of ascension,” my Harem Mistress states, her light green eyes flashing at me. “I ascended last night. And don’t worry Jada, it didn’t cost us a single crystal.” 

“What do you mean?” Kayla asks. 

“The Quest Board rewarded me last night. Not only because we finished the quest Girls Just Want To Have Fun, but also because Asley reached a sexual milestone last night. Or at least The Quest Board called it a milestone. Full body orgasm, I believe.” 

“Yeah. I’m a bit pissed that you saved the good stuff for Asley after I left,” Jada quips. Maeve starts to squeeze my leg, while Alex digs her nails into my flesh even harder, breaking my skin this time. “You nearly broke her. She stumbled into the cabin early this morning, a huge grin on her face, as if she won the lottery. She tried to go back to bed, but she kept moaning and giggling. When I asked her about it, she said she was still experiencing it… that pleasure still rippled through her whole body.” 

“You’re going to have to adjust the schedule,” Bridget states to Ms. Williams. “Instead of an hour with Brandon maybe it should be an hour and a half, or even better, two full hours.” The slender redhead turns, her wide blue leering at me. “Or do you need more time than that for us all to feel like we won the lottery also?” 

“We’ll figure that out, dear,” Ms. Williams announces. “For now, we should get back to this meeting or we’ll be here all morning.” 

“Yeah,” Jada agrees. “There’s a ton of new quests available that we should start getting to.”  

The pit of my stomach suddenly falls as visions of Londyn’s broken body flash in my mind’s eye. 

“I know there are still things we need to discuss. And I know it’s vital that we raise Moondale to a town, especially if some great threat is on the way. However, I really need to head back to Interlude,” I state. 

“Is now the time for that?” Maeve asks with an edge in her voice. “Do you really need to be the center of an orgy with a mob of horny fairies? Didn’t you get enough last night?” 

“And again with your wives this morning,” Alex chimes in, staring at Jada and Yanira.  

“It’s not that,” I defend myself. “It’s the time dilation. It’s been more than twelve hours here but back in Interlude months or years could have passed. Londyn could be freaking out waiting for us to bring her back.” 

“She’s got ice in her veins,” Lindsay states. “Doubt anything scares her.”

“She’s tough as nails,” I concur. “Regardless, I still need to get her back here. Saving her is the next thing on my agenda. I don’t even want to look at The Quest Board, don’t need to be tempted.” 

“And Fred,” Kayla states. “He saw me this morning and wanted me to remind you about your promise to find the remains of his son.” 

I nod my head. “I was planning to tackle that today as well. Enough of you are Rank Two now to attempt that quest. And I won’t be so worried heading off on the quest knowing there are other Rank Two ladies here to take charge of some of the new quests.” 

“We also need to leave a few of us behind to help defend Moondale if it comes to that,” Alex says.  

“Well, you know I’m coming with you,” Maeve says emphatically. 

“Me too,” Alex states. “And Nikki also.” 

“I wouldn’t dream of facing danger without the three of you,” I respond. “Let’s deal with the logistics as soon as I return from Interlude with Londyn.” 

“And Alana wanted me to remind you about her quest, something to do with that creepy snake stick thing she’s got,” Lindsay says. 

“The Caduceus,” Kayla states.  

“I guess Interlude is first, then Fred’s quest, and then Alana’s.” Hearing me say the quests aloud upsets me. It is nearing ten o’clock in the morning. And it’s not that the day is getting away from me, but that the list of quests is growing too damn long. I don’t even want to know how many tasks The Quest Board has available, especially now that the villagers have opportunities for us as well. 

“Don’t forget we still need to locate the homeland of the ogres,” Maeve states. 

“Homeland of the ogres,” Zorra echoes. “We might be able to assist you with that.” 

“Not her,” Lalania grunts.  

“Not who?” Bridget asks. 

“The Sybil,” Lalania and Zorra state at the same moment.  

“Is Sybil her name or she some kind of seer?” I ask. 

“Both,” Zorra answers. “I’d prefer not to speak of her anymore.” 

“She can hear her name even from a distance,” Lalania adds. “She’ll want to know why her name was on our tongues. She will tell us what she will tell us.” She stops talking and then makes eye contact with Zorra. The fox girl nods her head almost imperceptibly.  

“We do have an important matter to bring up Lord Brandon,” Zorra says. 

“We hope you will help us,” Lalania adds. 

“Help with what?” I ask. 

They don’t answer immediately and Lindsay jumps in. “Don’t be shy. You can tell us anything.”

“I’m sure you have noticed that all of us you saved are women,” Zorra states. 

“Oh, he’s noticed alright,” Maeve responds a bit curtly. 

Zorra is on a roll and plows along ignoring Maeve’s snarky remark.  

“Some of us have menfolk and children that are now slaves in the mines,” Zorra relates. 

“The mines are no place for the little ones,” Lalania says, tears welling in her eyes. “My little niece Matty is among them. She must be so terrified.” 

“You have proven to be a great hero, Lord Brandon. Will you save our menfolk and children? Will you return them to their loved ones?” Zorra asks. 

“And will you do it soon? They will not last long in that vile place. For rumors say the mines are cursed,” Lalania explains.  

“Of course we’ll help you,” Bridget cuts in. 

“That’s what we do,” Lindsay adds. She turns to me. “We’re going to help them, correct?” 

I feel a heavy weight fall over me. I look to my left where Maeve smiles at me and then nods her head. On my other side Alex says, “You already made up your mind. People are in danger, so you need to save them. Just tell them yes already.” 

I turn to the two villagers. “Let your people know that we’ll save the others.”  

Zorra and Lalania throw themselves at me, nearly knocking over my two wives. “Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you.” Zorra says, kissing my face effusively.   

“You are a real hero,” Lalania adds and starts kissing me also.  

They go out of their way to push their bodies up against mine. Lalania even slips a hand down between my legs and then moves from kissing my cheek to kissing my lips.

I want them both so badly that I’m willing to risk the wrath of the others.  

“Zorra! Lalania!” Ms. Williams shouts. “That’s enough! I think Lord Brandon knows just how thankful you are.”  

The two women fight the command, but they finally relent and pull back from me. I’m panting heavily, and my cock is throbbing like mad.  

Lalania plops down on the nearest pillow a bit flustered. Meanwhile, Zorra gets on all fours, her ass facing me, and her long tail wagging back and forth, as she crawls back to her pillow. “Great heroes deserve rewards,” she announces when she finally sits back down. “And you can expect a great reward from us.” 

Nails dig into my flesh from both of my wives.  

“A reward isn’t necessary,” I blurt out. 

“Hell yeah we need to be paid,” Jada cuts in.  

“Oh, we can reward you all,” Zorra says. “All of you indeed.” 

The nails go even deeper to the point where my Hard Skin does nothing to mitigate the pain. I wonder if my wives have received an ability like Nail Digger, Tier One, or something. 

“We must inform the others,” Lalania says as she jumps up to her feet, “that our children and menfolk will soon be returned to us.”  Zorra gets up too and both beast girls leave the Harem Hall. 

Quest, The Quest Board announces:  Zorra, the leader of the Moondale villagers, has offered you the quest to save the male villagers, the elderly, and the children who are now forced to mine the Ghost Pits. The men, children and old ones will become permanent thralls to the mines in seven days, for that is how long it will take the Phantasm to burrow forever into their minds. It is a most wretched and horrific place. I mourn for the children the most.” 

The Quest Board almost seems somber. I think I even hear her sniffling. She finally continues.

I am pleased you have accepted this quest. As well as the reward you can expect from the villagers—and I can guarantee you it will be a most exciting one for you Lord Brandon—I, too, will grant you and those who accompany you a great boon as well. If you hope to succeed at this quest Lord Brandon, you will need to be at least Rank Four, and the paramours who accompany you should all be Rank Three. Do not worry dear paramours or Lord Brandon.  While you lost out on last night’s boons, plenty of opportunities will arise over the next several days that will allow you to ascend quickly. However, I first suggest that Lord Brandon complete the several outstanding quests he needs to complete. You have been a negligent hero. I take it as a personal affront that you have not completed your remaining quests. You diminish my purpose. So, I suggest you hop to it and complete several of them today. Then I can forgive you. On the other hand, your paramours, especially Paramours Paige and Jada, have done an exemplary job completing the wonderful paramour quests I have assigned. A new one is on the way. This one will be a competition, with the Harem Mistress as the judge. I can’t tell you the details just yet. Nevertheless, I will say this, you will need gold spirit crystals very soon...and that will be the prize. Be speaking to you all very soon.   

“We need to save the children,” Lindsay says.  

“Phantasm,” Bridget gulps. 

“Dios me salve!” Yanira blurts out. “Yeah, I know a little Spanish. Something my abuela used to say. Anyway, I don’t like ghosts! So, you can count me out.” 

“Well, I believe in them also dear,” Ms. Williams says to Yanira. “And that is because I have seen one.” 

“Really?” Yanira replies. 

“Yes, for real. Tonight I’ll tell you all the story over a few glasses of wine.” 

“That would be great,” Bridget says. “Gets a bit boring here sometimes without my iPhone and Netflix.”   

“I guess the meeting is over,” Ms. Williams announces.  

Maeve blurts out something about getting some coffee. Alex tags along with her. The two of them have become thick as thieves. Nikki, Lindsay, Yanira, Jada, Bridget, and Hannah follow close behind. 

I find myself alone with Ms. Williams and Kayla.

“What’s up?” I ask. 

“A bunch of things,” Kayla comments. 

“Anything I need to worry about?” 

“Plenty,” Kayla replies. “To start off with, we need to discuss Hiroku’s sudden appearance last night.” 

“You make it sound like it was planned or something.” 

“Just find it odd and all; her appearing exactly where we were going to be,” she states. 

“We had Lindsay speak with her,” Ms. Williams explains. “You know she has this Interrogation ability where she can tell if you’re lying or not. She didn’t pick up on any deception.”   

“Has Hiroku done anything to make you suspect her?” I ask. 

“Not really,” Ms. Williams relates. “In fact, she’s contrite and apologetic. She even spoke to a small group of us last night and said how wrong she was to leave us all. That she’s with us now.” 

“Did you believe her?” I ask. 

“Seemed sincere enough,” Ms. Williams states. “Most of the cheerleaders were her friends and they’ve forgiven her already.  And the swimmer never even met her.”  

“Who she really wants to apologize to is you,” Kayla declares. “Says she’s sorry for accusing you of bringing us all here. For blaming you and all.” 

“You think I should speak to her?”

“I would advise against that… at least for now,” Ms. Williams says, coming close to me. She is a foot shorter than me, so I look down into her intense green eyes. “I’m not sure if you noticed it or not, but Maeve is quite the jealous type.” 

“I’ve noticed,” I say loudly. 

“She could tell you were turned on by Zorra,” Kayla says. “We all could. Didn’t you see Maeve glaring at her?” 

“I guess I did.”  

“It kills them; in fact, many of the girls are upset they can’t have you to themselves,” Ms. Williams remarks. “The irony of the whole situation is that everyone else is jealous of Maeve, Alex, and Nikki. But Maeve in particular.” 

“Are you both jealous?” I ask. 

Ms. Williams smirks. “No, my husband. I don’t mind sharing you. In fact, I have surrendered time with you so that others could have some alone time with you. Back in the real world, I doubt you and I ever would have been a thing. We may have had a one-night stand or something.  The older woman thing drives a guy crazy. Do you know why?” She pauses for a second and says, “Because you assume we have been around and are therefore good in the sack. Which I believe you already know that I am.” 

“I’ve given up time with you also,” Kayla states. “I’m your Wise Woman—your advisor—and it was the only logical thing to do. However, I’m a little hurt to be honest. You took me off to Interlude, ravaged me, and then have barely given me the time of day.” 

“That’s not the case at all, Kayla.” 

“I was next in line to become a sister wife.” 

“I thought that was supposed to happen tonight—both you and Olivia.”

She smiles at me. “Just Olivia tonight. Let it be special for her. It can be another night for the two of us.”  

“I didn’t mean to neglect the both of you,” I say. “It’s just… well… to be honest. It’s been a little overwhelming with all the attention.” 

“Well, overwhelming or not, you’ve done an admirable job trying to be as accommodating as possible,” Ms. Williams states. 

“I owe a lot of that to you and your schedule.” 

“You do,” she says as she stares up into my eyes. She rubs a finger across my cheek and over my lips.

Kayla walks behind me and wraps her arms around me, her large breasts pushing into my back. “If you think Interlude was wild, that was nothing.  We barely scratched the surface.” 

My cock twitches.  

I grab Ms. Williams who is right in front of me and pull her into me. I bend over and kiss her. I rub my hands along her body. She smells like a field of wildflowers, and her lips taste like strawberries. Kayla places her hands around my chest.  

“We can’t. Not now,” Ms. Williams says. “You’ve got to save Londyn. Then you must finish some quests. Once they’re done, we can finish what we just started here.”  The two women pull away from me. 

“Go rescue Londyn,” Kayla says. “I think with the time dilation you shouldn’t be gone more than an hour.” 

“Hopefully, you’ll be functioning when you return. Your Vitality is off the charts, but I don’t know how you’re supposed to please a mob of kinky fairies,” Ms. Williams states.  

“Not sure either,” I admit. “But a man’s gotta do what he’s gotta do to save his girl!” 


CHAPTER 6:  THE BEST DATE EVER

Moondale is buzzing with activity when I walk outside several minutes later. Nikki is with a group of girls showing them some basic sword moves. Bridget is off with Amber and Hannah teaching them how to string a bow. Meanwhile, Zoe and Chloe both rush in to attack Paige, who promptly hurtles them to the ground. She yells at them, “Get up! And do it right this time.” 

While many of the girls have what could be called powers, some won't help them much if an enemy attacks them directly. So Paige and Nikki have taken it upon themselves to teach the others some basic offense.  

“Good morning, Lord Brandon. I’m Amory and this is Sultry. We own the bakery. You should come by later for a treat,” a cat girl with orange hair and a plush furry tail calls out to me. She is standing next to a different cat girl with jet-black hair and a long tail.

I wave and say, “Hello,” and then turn from them. 

I wonder what kind of treat they have. I feel a sudden pulse between my legs as my mind begins to imagine a furry tail swishing back and forth while I do Amory from behind.

I walk over to where Kayla is sitting next to Jada on the edge of Fiona’s fountain. I expect the nymph to be basking in the morning sunlight, but she’s not there. Jada and Kayla see me approaching. “Kayla,” I say, “I know you have to wear your class specific outfits in order to maximize your abilities, will carrying around a sword or shield screw that up?” 

She shakes her head and smirks. “Don’t worry, Brandon. We’ll still be dressed in our slutty, skimpy, and tight-fitting outfits,” Kayla quips. 

“That’s exactly what I was concerned with. Gods forbid I don’t get a good look at one of your asses when you’re fighting a goblin.” 

“Seriously though,’ Kayla continues with a wide smile. “Carrying a few knives or a bow won't interfere with anything. This little bit of training has already paid off. Some of the others have already received Tier One in Sword Usage or Basic Hand to Hand Combat. Like I said before, I’m going to rank up early today.  But after that, Olivia is going to show me some basic attacks with a spear.” 

“That’s great,” I say. “About time. I felt you should have been one of the first to rank up.” 

“Yeah, it’s about time. My Rank Two abilities can really help us. If I’m done in time, I may come along with you and the others to look for the remains of Fred and Marge’s son. By the way, the villagers really want you to visit their shops.” 

“Yeah, I think the bakers just propositioned me.”   
  Amory and Sultry,” Jada says. “I just had a pastry from their shop. It was so good, and I swear after I ate it, I had a bunch of little orgasms.” 

“Stay away from the villagers,” Kayla says. “Don’t sleep with any of them. Or at least don’t have sex with any of them until you spend time with any of the others who still want to.” 

I nod my head. I mean, I’ll try not to sleep with any of them. But I gotta tell you. I really want to fool around with one or more of them. There’s something untamed and wild about them. If I find myself alone with one of them and they start kissing me, or tugging off my pants, I’m going to go along with it. I mean. I don’t want to be rude or anything.  

I don’t tell Kayla any of this.  

My Wise Woman continues. “Once you get Londyn back, you may need her to guard you twenty-four seven. Some of the girls are planning to find a way to be alone with you. Full body orgasm, really?” 

“I think you should stay and finish I’m Just a Girl in The World,” Jada offers. “Time is running out. If The Master comes back tonight, we could use the added defense. You can free Londyn after Moondale’s a town.” 

“Ahh,” I grunt. “So much to do. I feel like I’m being pulled in ten different directions. I’m going to follow my heart. It's telling me to get Londyn back. There’s something else. I don’t think she and I are supposed to be separated for very long. Even in Interlude—which I get feeling is in another world or direction—I am drawn to her.” 

“You don’t have a choice then,” Jada says. “What if you bring two of us along with you to Interlude?” Jada suggests. “You could save Londyn and finish the quest at the same time. I really think we need to be a town ASAP.”

“Penny also said The Voice was upset at you for not allowing his scenario to play out how he had planned it. A small nuclear bomb wasn’t in his plans,” Kayla states.  

“Do you think some of the girls want to come along?” I ask. 

“Bridget and Yanira are both on the schedule for tonight. They might be willing to,” Kayla answers. 

“It’s going to be some kind of wild orgy,” I offer. “And… and I think the beings there have no hang-ups whatsoever.” 

“If you can bring them along and they’re willing to go, then I think Jada’s idea is practical,” Kayla states. “Why don’t I ask them? If they say no, I’m sure there are two others who will come along.” 

“You really want Maeve to kill me, don’t you,” I quip.  

“Maeve won’t like it, but she knows she has to share,” Kayla offers. She bites her lower lip and then adds, “She’s not the only one who gets jealous. But we’re all big girls, and this has to be done.” 

I pause for a moment and then say, “I should find out if I can bring company along with me. Maybe Penny has a way to ask.” 
“Oh morning, morning, morning,” Fiona sings out as she forms from the water of the pool. “The ripples in my water are little gossips, and they tell me the best stories. They warble to me that you will be visiting my cousins in Interlude. Oh, Interlude is the most fun. I’ve missed my cousins. Yes, I have. So, I am coming along to Interlude. Just open the way in my pool and we will be off. Oh, and you Lady Kayla. You should come too. You have the scent of the fey upon you. Oh yes you do.” 

“Me!” she blurts out. 

“Yes you,” the nymph says.  

“I have so much to do here,” Kayla states, with a bit of remorse in her voice. 

“To do, to do. Sounds so boring. To do’s will still be here when you return.” 

Kayla puts her mouth to my ear, nibbles on it, and then says, “Should I come along too… Daddy.”  

She nibbles my ear again. It sets off little shock waves in me, and my mind goes back to days ago when Kayla and I went at it like wild beasts on the soft loam of Interlude. She even let out the wolf – the beast – that always dwelt inside of me, but I was always afraid to let roam. 

“I would love it,” I say exuberantly.  

Since I’m not a total idiot, I turn to Fiona as well. “And I’m glad you’re coming also.” 

“I should do things for myself,” Kayla says, as though trying to convince herself. “It’s been about everyone else since I got here. And…” 

She doesn’t complete the rest of her thoughts. 

I’m curious, so I ask, “And what?” 

“And…” she says again, before blurting out, “always wanted to know what an orgy would be like.” 

“Have you now?” I ask, squeezing her hand.  

“You two have fun,” Jada says getting up.

“See you later Jada,” Kayla says. She looks over to me. “Um, I almost forgot. I need to speak to Bridget and Yanira. Should probably run the idea by Ms. Williams as well. I’ll be right back.” 

“Penny,” I ask. “I’m sure you heard my conversation. Will the fey be okay if I bring Bridget and Yanira along?” 

“I believe it will be fine. However, I would not bring any more than the two of them and Lady Kayla along. The fey are jealous and possessive beings.” 

Behind me, I see Bridget, Yanira, Kayla, and Ms. Williams in deep discussion. They glance my way. Bridget has a wide smile on her face while Yanira seems a bit more apprehensive. I play it smart and make my way over to my three wives and Olivia—all of whom are sitting together. My three wives carry cups of steaming coffee mugs. 

I sit down next to Maeve.  

“What’s up?” Alex asks. “You have that look on your face.” 

“What look is that?” I ask. 

“Constipated,’ Nikki quips. “You usually get it when you’re about to tell us something we aren’t going to like.” 

“I'm heading to Interlude in a few minutes.” 

“We know. For your twenty-four hour fuck-fest with a bunch of slutty fairies,” Maeve says tersely. 

“You know I don’t have a choice,” I reply. 

“We know,” Olivia says. “Still doesn’t mean any of us like it. Especially some of the others who haven’t spent any time with you.” 

“And after seeing the villagers they are scared they may never get to spend time with you,” Alex adds. 

“Well, that’s partially what I’m here about. I’m not going to Interlude alone. I’m thinking of bringing two other girls with me to finish the quest. You know, kill two birds with one stone.” 

“Who is going with you?” Maeve asks, her eyes blazing. 

“Kayla for one.” Then I toss in, “Fiona invited her. And to be honest. Other than that, one time in Interlude, Kayla and I have not been intimate. She’s even given up her time for others.” 

“We like Kayla,” Nikki says. “That’s what we were just discussing with Olivia. Kayla wants tonight to just be about us bringing Olivia into our little family. But we want Kayla there also.”  

“She told me that. That’s another reason I’m happy she’s coming along,” I say.  And then I turn to my beautiful Amazon.  “And I’m looking forward to you becoming one of my wives tonight, Olivia.”  

“About time you made me an honest woman,” she says lightly. “I’m also happy to bond with my new sisters as well.”  

“Who else is coming with you to Interlude?” Nikki asks. 

“Oh, hi guys,” Bridget says as she and Yanira appear suddenly. “It seems we’re going with you,” Bridget says nervously. “Kayla says there are real fairies there. Says some of them are slutty Tinkerbells. She says there are nymphs and naiads there like from Greek Mythology. They’re supposed to be super pretty. So, when are we leaving? Because I’m happy to finally spend some time with you… though I’m not sure how much time I will really get. But we have to at least finish the quest.” 

“I’ll be back soon,” I say to my wives and Olivia. I want to say more to them, but I also don’t want to make Yanira and Bridget feel bad either by not paying them attention. I will spoil my wives, and new wives, rotten tonight. 

“Are you two certain about this?” I ask. 

“I am,” Bridget says. “An orgy sounds fun and scary at the same time. I would never do this back on Earth but here it seems almost normal. And I haven’t been with any other girls before—although, I’m not opposed to it. That’s if they’ll let me join in. Just… try to make some time for us if you can.” 

“And you Yanira?” I ask. 

“We have to finish the quest,” she says.  

“Tell him the rest,” Bridget says. 

“Be quiet,” Yanira snaps. 

“What is it?” I ask.

“Fine. I’ve decided to embrace this place and all the hedonistic pleasure it offers. I can drink here and slaughter orcs and goblins without reprisals from any kind of authority system. I can free my dark side a bit and let it run rampant. And what can be more hedonistic than an orgy with mythical beings.” 

I take in the Latina beauty. She is petite with straight light brown hair and thick eyebrows that hang over honey brown eyes. A bright red rose is tattooed on her shoulder. Her irises closely match the color of her hair. She isn’t dressed in her Summoner outfit but in a light blue T-shirt and a pair of tight short blue jeans that hug her thick hips. I’m distracted trying to picture her naked and have to concentrate when she says, “I plan to have the time of my life. However, I spoke to Ms. Williams, and she agreed that you and I are going to get two hours alone sometime in the next few days.” 

“Hey, I want that deal,” Bridget states as we start walking to the pool where Kayla is waiting for us.  

“Hello,” Fiona sings out. “Going to be so much fun. It has been so, so long. And friends. The fey love new friends. Come, come,” she reaches out her hands. 

I ask the nymph. “What do I do, Fiona? Just open the portal in your pool?” 

“Right in the middle. Oh, this is going to be so, so, so much fun. My sister's juices are the sweetest nectar. Yet they are nothing compared to your seed. Not at all.” 

“Interlude,” I shout as I look at the pool. I don’t look back. I know that envious eyes are burning holes in my back. The portal appears right in the middle of it. Fiona disappears into it like a gentle wave. Kayla, Bridget, Yanira, and I wade into the pool. “Let the fun begin,” I say. Together we plunge through the portal and into Interlude.  

We arrive at the edge of a field of wildflowers. Just a dozen or so feet away redwoods climb high into the air. To our left, several dozen feet away, a large pool of water fed by a gently flowing waterfall glistens in the sunlight. A boulder juts up from the middle of the pool where a naked Fiona and several other water nymphs are hugging one another. The wildflowers begin to sway, and then Cerul emerges in her gossamer blue dress. She is just a few inches shorter than I am. And while muscles ripple over her form, they accentuate her beauty. My cock spasms at the appearance of her large breasts, thick hips, and long legs.  

“You have returned,” Cerul says, clapping her hands. 

A swarm of fairies the size of my hand begins to buzz around Kayla, Yanira, Bridget, and me. “We thought you forgot us,” Junia asserts in her sing-song voice. “It has been no time yet much time… things pass, and things stay the same. Look sisters, this is the man. The human one we told you about. Oh, the fun we are going to have. And he brought us such pretty friends. We love new friends. And look at this one.” She begins to swirl around Bridget’s head. “Your hair. Oh, I love the color. Just like sweet apples. Oh, look at this one’s breasts. I want to suckle on them for hours.” 

Giggles and chortles of excitement burst from the mouths of the tiny creatures. 

Dioma materializes from the dense forest. I open and close my eyes, certain that I just saw her appear not from the woods but from the trunk of one of the trees itself. She is naked as are the eight other naiads who walk by her side—each one sexier than the next. All of them have skin either the green of a leaf or the brown hue of bark. They are all lithe, but shapely, with curvy hips, and moderate sized breasts. The naiads seem to glide more than walk. 

“They’re so pretty,” Yanira murmurs. 

“Look at them,” Bridget says to Kayla. “At their bodies. I don’t belong here. None of us do.” 

More fairies streak from the woods like a horde of locusts. They shoot off questions and comments like firecrackers. 

“Who are your friends? Are they going to play too?” 

“Can I go first with the man? I never get to go first.” 

“Come help me sisters. We haven’t seen a man naked in so long.” 

Dozens of fairies swarm around, yanking at my pants to jerk them down, and tugging on my shirt to pull it over my head. The same thing is happening to Kayla who shouts to them, “I can do that myself.” 

Bridget appears to be in shock as the fey pull her clothes from her. And in a moment she is nude among the wildflowers. Bridget is thin, but still very womanly. Her breasts are small but fit her body perfectly. A small cross dangles from her belly button. She has light blue eyes and coppery red hair both on her head and between her legs.  

Yanira’s body is almost in contrast. She is shorter than Bridget with thick hips, large breasts, and light brown skin.  

“This is more fun,” one of the fairies squeaks to Kayla.  

“Yes, let us do it,” one of them sings as several of the horny fairies pull off Kayla’s shirt. 

A moment later, my clothing is strewn around the field of flowers. I look over to Kayla who is naked also, except for sandals on her feet. Her glasses are askew on her face, and she takes a moment to fix them.   

“Can I suck on this?” one fairy asks as it lands on Kayla’s tit and begins to lick her nipple with her little tongue. Just as soon, another fairy is doing the same to the other one. I guess fey don’t like to wait for answers. Another of the fey flies between Bridget’s legs and soon buries her tiny head inside her folds.  

“Oh, ohhhh,” Bridget moans.  

I don’t escape unscathed from the horny fey. Several of them land on my cock. They flutter their wings so fast that little shock waves run along my shaft, which grows rigid. Several others hover below my cock and begin to kiss and tongue my balls.  

It feels great, so I don’t say anything.  

I look to Cerul. “Hey, I know what I agreed to…” I gasp for a moment. “Oh god!” The vibrating of the fey increases to the point where I am about to explode all over the glade. 

“That tickles,” Kayla whimpers as she shoos away several of the fairies flying between her legs. I notice that moisture already glistens between her folds. 

“Oh my god. Oh, oh, oh,” Bridget sings out as she arches her back. Her legs begin to shake and then she starts screaming out. Ten seconds later she gains control of her body again, the little fey who had plunged between her legs flies away, drenched in Bridget’s juices. 

Two other fey fly over to Yanira, one landing on each tit. A third one sails for the slit between her legs.  

“Junia. Tell your sisters to behave,” Cerul orders. “They will have their chance.” 

“It’s been so long,” Junia whines. “And waiting is soooooo boring.” 

“Oh my god,” I grunt again as half a dozen diminutive fairies suck and lick my shaft while others flutter up beneath doing the same to my balls. One has even landed on the tip where she is lapping up the pre cum that has treacherously leaked out.  

“More, more, more,” the one licking my tip screams out.  

“Stop!” Cerul screams, her voice unyielding like the trunk of a great oak tree.  

There is power in her voice as the fairies begin to fly away.

Kayla comes up next to me. “They’re kinky little things, aren’t they?” 

“If by kinky you mean fun, then yes we are,” one of the horny fey sings out.  

“I would say I’m sorry for the fey,” Cerul states. “But that is their way. They see something they like. And they want that something.” 

“What have we gotten ourselves into?” Bridget gasps to Yanira. 

“Gonna make a great story to tell the others when we get back,” Yanira says. 

“I know what I agreed to,” I breathe out, trying to get my cock to cool down. I can still feel the little vibrations quivering along my scrotum and shaft. “We are yours for the next twenty-four hours. But how is Londyn, our friend who we left here to heal?”  

“Oh yes,” Cerul says. “Interlude has worked its magic.” 

The ground below me shakes gently. The Earth begins to bulge and swell and a mound of dirt about three feet high appears with the body of Londyn asleep upon it. 

“She’s like a tattooed Sleeping Beauty,” Bridget says. 

Londyn’s eyes flutter open. “You,” she mumbles.  

“Me,” I answer. 

Her eyes take a moment to focus and then open wide when she sees dozens of naked fairies standing and sailing all around us. 

“You awaken,” Cerul announces. 

“Your body is healed,” Dioma adds. 

“The Master’s darkness has been purged from you,” Junia states, hovering in front of Londyn’s face. “Oh, we had to fight the darkness, all of us. But we won. We always win against the night. For it has no place here anymore.” 

“No place. No place anymore,” the flying fairies sing in unison.  

“Though we are sorry to say that there is a pox… a curse within you… that even Interlude cannot heal.” 

“Cancer,” Londyn mutters. “It’s called cancer.” 

“Well, this cancer is bad,” Dioma says. “Like a blight.” 

“Did she say cancer?” Bridget whispers behind me.  

Londyn looks me dead in the eyes. “What’s going on? Where are we? And why are there…” Unsure how to refer to the fairies, she simply says, “naked women all around us. And why are you and Kayla, Bridget, and Yanira all naked? Though knowing you, I can guess.” 

“Long story short. We are in Interlude. Let’s just say it’s a safe haven I was able to carry you away to after The Master injured you badly.” 

“Interlude,” Londyn recollects. “I hear Kayla brought out your inner beast when the two of you were here.” She turns her gaze to Kayla as she slowly sits up. “Thanks for that, Kayla.” 

“We had some fun here,” Kayla admits with a huge grin. 

Londyn blinks her eyes a few times. “The Master. I was about to stomp on him.” 

“You make a very sexy giant by the way,” I chime in recalling her transformation. 

“I make everything sexy,” she smiles back at me. “I was about to squash him like a bug, and then I was tossed through the air like it was nothing. After I struck the first tree, I felt the Giant Ability fade away. I smashed into a few other trees. There was nothing but pain. Horrific, unrelenting agony.”  She reaches for her arm which had been broken. 

“I fought my way to you. Snatched you up and carried you away here,” I explain. 

“The Master and his army?” she asks. “Maria, Izzy and the others, are they okay?” 

“Everyone is fine. I destroyed The Master and his army.” 

She eyes me. “You’re strong. But not that strong.” 

“Let’s just say that when I left you here to heal, the fey gave me a weapon that another Harem Lord had left behind. That weapon destroyed his army.”  

Londyn chuckles. “It would have been funny if a broken body killed me and not cancer. Okay, now I know why you brought me here to heal. And I know how you killed that maniac. That still doesn’t explain why you're all naked.”  She leers at the fey with a lustful grin, taking in each of their breasts, thighs, and glistening slits between their legs. She appears as turned on by the throng of shameless fey as I am. 

Junia shouts excitedly. “The payment. The payment. We get to play with him and play with him until our bodies bulge with man seed. Oh, and it seems as an added treat, we have some tasty nectar as well from the females.” 

“Oh, we will feast well today, sisters,” one of the fey calls out.  

Londyn leers at my face and then down to my bulging cock. Then she peers over to Kayla, Bridget and Yanira, a cruel smile crossing her lips. Finally, she takes in the naked and seminude fey, naiads, nymphs and dryads surrounding us. “This is my kind of party,” Londyn announces with a chuckle, as she stands up and begins to strip. She walks over towards Cerul.

“And if anyone needs to pay off a debt, it’s me. My body is here for your enjoyment.” 

“Oh—more, more, more,” Junia sings out. “Going to be the best time ever.” 

Londyn is nude within a few seconds. I stare at her tattooed body and there are no signs of her ever being injured. “Let’s get this party started,” she says happily, like this situation is perfectly normal. 

“Bring the wine,” Cerul calls out to Dioma and several other dryads. Five wood nymphs walk from the forest, each holding a small wooden cup.  

“What is this?” I ask, as a dryad hands me a cup filled with a bluish liquid swirling inside it.

“Fey wine,” Junia explains. “We made it ourselves. Been fermenting for millennia” 

Kayla eyes the liquid suspiciously and then sniffs it. “Wow,” she exclaims. “That smells great—like blueberries.” 

“You must drink it. All of it,” Cerul declares.  

“Or you will not survive. Not with us,” Junia chimes in. 

“Drink or you will be drained,” Dioma explains. 

“Mating with fey is no small thing,” Cerul says. “The things we have learned over the millennia. You must drink so you can keep up with us and fulfill your part of the bargain.” 

“I’m ready to party,” Londyn announces. “Bottoms up!” She gulps down the drink. 

“Yes, yes, yes, love the bottoms up. It’s the best way. Feel it best that way,” Cerul says. 

“And in either hole,” another coos out before a mob of the fey begin to chortle, their little laughs causing the air to vibrate and hum. The creatures might be small but there is a terrifying strength and primordial power to them. 

A word pops into my mind. “Mating.”  I hope they don’t expect me to impregnate them or anything like that. I don’t think I’m ready to be a daddy to a brood of free-spirited fairies just yet. 

“They mean coupling,” Penny explains. “You got yourself into this mess making a pact with the fey. If you hope to escape them, drink the wine. They do not lie when they say you will not survive. These creatures are forces of nature. Think of the fey as a hurricane filled with unrestrained and horrific power. The hurricane is neither good nor bad—it is what it is. Now drink up.” 

I suspect Penny is sending the same message to the others. Kayla holds up the cup and says, “When in Rome,” and gulps down the wine. 

Bridget eyes the liquid, puts it to her lips, and drinks it down. 

Yanira shakes her head and states, “Salut!” before quaffing down the liquor.  

“I’m all yours,” I declare and drink the sweet alcohol.   

“Yay!” Junia squeaks out. “We can start, we can start.” She flies to Cerul. “Us first, okay?” 

“Just leave some of him for the rest of us,” Cerul quips.  

“Come sisters. Let’s show him why fey are the best, best lovers,” Junia calls out. 

Junia flies over to Londyn and begins to speak into her ear. A different fey does the same with Kayla. 

I stand there naked, all eyes glued to me. The fey fly around faster and faster, their tiny dresses, like you might find on a doll, suddenly sail all around until all the fairies are all naked. They might be the size of my hand, but these are not children, but full-grown adults. Am I expected to make love to them? How is that even possible? I could crush them, and then what would happen?  

The two fey are done whispering in Kayla’s and Londyn’s ears. Kayla walks over to Londyn, and the two girls converse for a moment. When they stop speaking, they walk towards me, a curious smile on Kayla’s lips and a wicked glean in Londyn’s eyes. 

“The fey asked us a favor,” Londyn says.  

“Okay,” I reply, unsure what that entails. Then I get a subtle hint as both of my lovers rub up against me and in tandem stroke me. Kayla’s tongue licks my nipple before she bites down on it. 

Then it strikes me. 

Like a night out from drinking. 

The fey wine kicks in. My body comes alive like never before. The alcohol must strike Bridget and Yanira at the same time as suddenly they are groping and kissing one another a few feet away from me. Bridget said she had never been with another girl and now, here she is making out with one. Their fingers slide into one another’s pussies at the same time, and they begin to moan and gasp through their kisses. 

Londyn continues to stroke me while rubbing her pussy up against my thigh, little moans escaping her lips. Kayla licks my other nipple. I’ve never had anyone do that before, and the sensation is fantastic.  

I turn my head and mash my lips against Londyn’s lush lips as continues to grind into me. Kayla starts to kiss down my chest, then along my stomach and then finally is on her knees, her mouth inches from engorged manhood.  

Londyn pulls away from the kiss, “Not without me,” she breathes out. 

She also drops to her knees. 

“I want to try that,” one of the dryad’s calls out. 

“He’s much better looking than the last one,” one of the naiads says. 

“His man thing is much bigger too. More to play with,” a blue skinned naiad calls out. “Do you think it will fit in my ass?” 

That statement about ass fucking one of the naiads nearly sends me over the edge. The liquor has the effect of me being in my own body but also being in tune with every being in this glade.  

I look down to a beautiful sight. Londyn and Kayla are both licking and kissing my shaft. It’s soaked in both girls’ spit and saliva. They even lick the tip at the same time, their tongues intertwining as they do so. It is one of the hottest things I have ever seen.   

“Oh god,” I grunt. 

“Make him cum, make him cum, make him cum,” one of the fairies sings out. 

Londyn repositions herself directly in front of me and without any preamble begins deep throating my cock. Drool drips down her throat. I release a long, resonating growl. 

I look out over the field. Little mounds have popped up all over the glade. Naiads, nymphs, and dryads are kissing, fondling, and groping one another all around me. The field fills with harmonious moans and sighs of pleasure, like the most beautiful musical note ever created. 

My cock disappears inside of Londyn’s mouth. I place my hands on top of her head and glide her mouth onto my shaft. My groan joins in the music all around me. 

“What the…” I wheeze as Kayla comes up behind me and licks my spine.  One hand glides between my legs and slender fingers squeeze my balls. 

Londyn places her hands on my ass cheeks pulling my hips forward and even deeper into her mouth. The slurping sounds are intoxicating.

“Oh god. Oh, oh. About to lose it,” I grunt aloud. 

Londyn pulls her mouth from my cock. Part of me wants to shove it back into her and feel that wonderful sensation of a girl swallowing all I have to offer.  

“Now my sisters!” Junia sings out.  

Londyn takes my cock and raises it forty-five degrees so it is angled upward.

I explode like I never have before. My cum flies out in long, gelatinous ropes that fly several feet. It is an unnatural amount of cum and it seems to hover there.  

The wine. The wine has not only increased my libido but has increased the amount of cum I will produce and release. 

I may be in trouble.  

My cum never hits the ground. 

Hundreds of fairies are soon flying around, intercepting my flying jizz. It coats their faces and tits and their entire bodies. Some open their mouths like ravenous beasts and swallow it while it is still in motion.  

My cum continues to fly. A mad dervish of flashing lights passes my eyes. My head grows light. All I can feel are endorphins flooding me as I continue to shoot load after load. I focus my eyes after thirty seconds or so. Somewhere in the blur, I spy Bridget lying on one of the soft mounds with her legs splayed open and a green haired dryad eating her out. The girl’s cries of pleasure are otherworldly. Two nymphs are also pleasuring Yanira.  One of them is below her with her face buried between the Latina’s well-trimmed bush of brown hair. Another one is behind her kissing her back.  Yanira yelps out when a finger and then a second one are thrust into her anus.     

When I finally stop pumping out cum, I realize that I have been screaming out in mad ecstasy this whole time, and I suck in a deep breath of the freshest air ever.  

“Are they drunk?” I murmur, as the once spry and spritely fey fly sluggishly through the air. Many of them have fallen to the Earth below, hidden beneath the wildflowers. 

A song carries on the air. I have never used the word frolic in my life. However, the water nymphs are dancing and leaping on top of the water. They are half flesh and half liquid and one hundred percent gorgeous.  

“Huh,” Londyn says next to me. “Your jizz is potent for sure. Just look.” 

She points as several of the fey who drank my seed begin to grow – from six inches tall, then to a foot, until the glade all around me is filled with naked fairies who are now human size. They range in height from four foot-nine to almost five feet tall. And they’re all sexy as hell with lithe bodies, beautiful bouncing breasts, and eyes of assorted colors that sparkle with mischief.

They all look at me, and then a riot breaks out. 

“Me first!” one of them cries.

“No, me,” another whines, shoving another one out of the way. “You got more man seed than me last time.” 

“I want the female juice first,” another states. 

They are ravenous beasts, and I am their meal. The next few hours are a blur of wild debauchery.  

I remember laying on my back while one of the fairies sat astride my cock. Even full grown she was still tiny, and her pussy was so tight, that a delirium fell over me at how good she felt as I pushed along her moist channel. Her lilting, “Oh… oh… oh…” vibrated along the length of my body. 

At the same time, a different fairy sat on top of my face. Her pussy tasted sweet like honey.

I recall Yanira’s thick tan ass jiggling as I fucked her doggy while she licked the pussy of a golden haired fairy.  And somehow during the twenty-four hours I found myself in a sixty-nine position with Bridget while we licked and sucked one another to climax.  

The five of us drank more wine and ate the sweetest fruits… sustenance to fuel our carnal debauchery.  

Then I was floating—literally. Two fairies with their legs clamped around me. Their wings moving so fast that I was carried aloft as intense orgasms overtook them.  

At one point, a dozen naiads, along with Bridget and Yanira, laid on the soft grass, eating one another out in a large daisy chain. 

I spent hours with the chaotic and capricious fairies who wanted to do everything to me—kiss my nipples, suck on my cock, stick fingers in my mouth, play with my hair, lick my toes. And they loved hands all over them too. And they loved to be fucked. They fed on my seed and as they did, they grew more aggressive. Each orgasm spurred in them a dire need to cum and cum again. And the sweet nectar between their legs was the purest of drugs. 

Then I was in the embrace of the water naiads who bathed me at first. Dozens of hands cleaning my hair and every orifice of my body. They seemed almost determined to wash away any scent left from the fey. They were not as aggressive as the fairies yet just as passionate. And they played a game with me. I would fuck one of them, while another one shot funnels of water at my scrotum and inner thighs. It felt like jets of water were shooting against my cock as it was buried inside the naiad. The water nymphs were magical creatures, and I would cum at the same exact time they did. While the fey came dozens of times, the naiads would cum just once or twice. But the power of it would grow from a tiny dribble of water to a burst dam gushing water and flooding a valley. As they came, they would wash over me, drenching me in their orgiastic waters.  

More fey wine was handed to me, and I guzzled it down. I had never been so thirsty in my life. Kayla was beside me as I drank. I looked into her eyes. Her brown hair was loose and disheveled. Her glasses were missing, and her face showed a feral ferocity. She threw herself on top of me. We rolled in the glade, ferociously kissing one another, lost in the feel of one another. Then I was on top of her, and inside her. “Yes, Daddy! Fuck me, Daddy.”  I plunged harder into her, my cock a living thing created to bring pleasure and ecstasy.  

I remember drinking more wine and then Cerul and her sisters surrounded me like savage beasts about to pounce on prey. The nymphs were even more carnal than the fairies. They liked it a little rough.  To have their hair pulled, and their asses slapped, and their nipples pinched raw. Then I disappeared into a mass of soft flesh.

I couldn’t be certain of the passage of time during this one extended moment of hedonistic delight.  

Cerul was mounted on top of me, driving her hips into my shaft. Lights of different hues cascaded all about as she climaxed. Her endless screams of pleasure were like a detonator that set off my own intense orgasm. The universe exploded all around me. Moans and sighs of fairies and nymphs sang all around me. Waves of pleasure rolled over the fields of Interlude. It was all too much sensory input.  

No human could be expected to experience this amount of pleasure. The phrase, “Too much of a good thing,” swam in my head as Cerul looked down at me. “The pact is filled. Now sleep.” 

*** 

My eyes flutter open.  

I am laying on a bed of soft loam. 

Kayla and Londyn stir on their own soft beds as well. 

Bridget and Yanira are asleep in one another’s arms on another mound.  

I expect to feel drained or fatigued. Nevertheless, after a moment I am fully awake, my senses acute. 

“Was that real or a dream?” Kayla asks. 

“Oh, that was real,” Londyn says. She rubs her body. “I can still feel it—like little aftershocks of joy.” 

Bridget and Yanira awaken too.  
“That was not a dream,” Bridget says. “My body never felt so alive.” 

“Sex might be ruined forever,” Yanira states.  

“It was the best fun in millennia,” Junia squeaks now back to her normal size. “We could do that again and again. As they say, we haven’t even scratched the surface. Can we keep them Cerul? Can we? Please? Or just the one with the apple-colored hair. She really knew how to use her fingers, especially in my ass.” 

“What?” Bridget exclaims.  

“Or how about this one?” she asks as she lands on Londyn’s shoulder. “The Soundless Land has no power here, sister Londyn. We cannot remove the blight inside of you, but it will not grow here. The Soundless Land waits for you outside Interlude, but none here answer to the god of the nowhere place. He has no dominion here. Yes, you should stay. You are one of us.” 

“Hmm, let me think about this. I can possibly die a horrible, gruesome death riddled with cancer, or I can live here and have endless orgies.”

My heart grows heavy thinking that Londyn might remain here. I understand fully why she’d want to remain. I’ve grown fond of my horny bodyguard, and my heart sinks at the thought of losing her.  

She leans forward and plants a kiss on the lips of the once again hovering Junia. “I will take you up the offer when the time comes. For now, though, I still need to protect Brandon.” 

I smile. “You are the sexiest and kinkiest bodyguard a guy could ever ask for.”

“And horniest,” she adds. “Don’t forget that.” 

Junia flutters towards me and lands on my still rigid cock. I am sure it has not gone flaccid the whole time here. “Just make sure you protect this, okay.” She sits on my cock shaft and rubs her pussy and clit along it.” She lets out a long moan before flying away.  

“I will,” Londyn responds. “Won't let anything happen to it.” 

“Goodbye sisters Kayla, Bridget and Yanira,” Cerul states. “Know that you are always welcome here. From this day onward, you are sisters of Interlude." She plants a long, lingering kiss on Londyn’s lips. She turns and does the same to Kayla, Yanira and then Bridget. She kisses the latter the longest of them all. “Oh, you already have a most capricious kiss on you from the fickle bitch Providence. And now you have the Nymph’s Kiss too. You all have the kiss.”  

Junia sings out happily. “The Nymph’s Kiss. The Nymph’s Kiss.”  

Light swathes the four girls and they begin to laugh.  

“What just happened?” I asked.  

“Maybe we’ll tell you later what the Nymph’s Kiss is,” Kayla says with a smirk. 

Behind her, the portal to depart Interlude opens. 

“Well, I guess all good things must come to an end,” Londyn says as Junia and Cerul fade back into Interlude. The fey had been kind enough to leave our clothing and other items on the top of a large flat stone. After we are dressed, Kayla states, “We should head back now.”    

“I guess we have to.” Then I figure I should add something. “I had fun with the four of you. Hell of a ride.” 

“Wild ride for certain,” Londyn says. As we head towards the portal, Londyn suddenly stops and looks me dead in the eye. “We have a problem.” 

“What is it?” I ask worriedly. 

She grins. “The problem is that was the best date ever. An orgy with a throng of nympho fairies. How the hell are you going to top that on our next date?” 

“Don’t worry, Londyn,” I reply. “I’ll think of something.” 


CHAPTER 7:  ALL AROUND TOWN

We exit the portal into the center of Fiona’s pool. 

“And then,” the nymph sings out, “that little slut Bridget took her other finger and…” 

We don’t find out what Bridget did with the other finger as most of the girls and half of the villagers turn their eyes towards us. Some eyes are filled with shock, others with lust, and a few with jealousy, especially those of one particular redhead.  

“Oh, you are back, back, back. Wasn’t that the most fun?” Fiona looks towards the crowd. “While no fey blood courses through them, they have the spirits of my kind. Oh, they have voracious carnal appetites. Yes, they do. You should all join next time so you can all cum, cum, cum like me and my cousins did so many, many times.” 

Izzy and Maria rush up and hug Londyn. 

“You had us scared, Londyn,” Izzy says. 

Maria begins to cry. “Never ever do that again you bitch. We thought we lost you.” 

“I’m not that easy to get rid of,” Londyn responds. 

“But you are easy,” Izzy quips. “Especially if we’re supposed to believe everything Fiona just told us.” 

“I was easy way before this. You both know that. And I didn’t only bang Brandon a few times, but I also went at it with dryads, and nymphs…oh and these super horny and slutty fairies. They are almost as bad as I am. If I die, I want to be reincarnated as one of them.”   

“Hey Maeve,” Londyn says as my firecracker of a wife approaches us.

“Glad you’re back safely,” she says. “You had us all worried.”

“It was worth nearly dying,” she quips.  “The last twenty four hours was what I made for—a day-long orgy.”

“You’re so bad,” Izzy says.

“Oh, I was bad alright,” she says, before dragging her friends off with her to regale them with the sordid details.

Bridget, Yanira, and Kayla head off as well, leaving Maeve and I alone.  I grab her around the waist. “You know you’re special to me, don’t you?” 

“Doesn’t feel that way half the time.” 

“Come with me for a second.”  I take her by the hand, and we begin to walk. When we are a good distance from prying eyes and overlarge monster ears, I ask her. “Do you have any plans for tomorrow night?” 

She curls an eyebrow at me.  

“Because if you’re free,” I continue, “how do you feel about going out on a date with your husband? A little walk around Moondale, a little dinner at the Inn, a few glasses of wine, a little dessert.” 

Maeve’s eyes brighten. She tosses her arms around me and lays a big wet kiss on me. “I would love to go on a date with you. I think Marge even has some dresses. I look good in floral patterns. The salon is open also. Gonna get my hair done.”  Her enthusiasm then wilts. 

“What’s wrong?” 

She’s silent for a long second. “I want to go out with you, but I can’t. It wouldn’t be fair to Alex and Nikki. And we’re planning to have Kayla and Olivia join us as sister wives tonight. I wouldn’t be fair to them or anyone else here if you show me special treatment.” 

“I have something planned for Alex and Nikki as well,” I lie. I guess I will be asking them out on dates also. “As for Kayla, she was just on a twenty-four-hour date. Well, on a date with me and about a hundred horny fairies. And Olivia and I got to spend some alone time with each other yesterday in Sylvie’s tower. No, tomorrow night it’s just you and me babe. I may even rent us a room in the inn so we can be alone.” 

“Alone,” Maeve repeats the word like it is magic. “And there is an ability I’ve haven’t experienced with anyone yet—Two as One. I’ve been waiting for just the right person to try it with. So, what do you say? Is it a date?” 

“It’s a date,” she says, wrapping her arms around me. She plants a long, wet kiss on my lips.  

I really do like Maeve—I might even love her.  

Nikki, Alex and a few other girls are a short distance away eyeing Maeve and me. “We should get back to the others. By the way, how long were we gone for?” 

“Not long. About forty-five minutes.” 

“Not too bad. I thought a few hours had gone by. We were supposed to be in Interlude for just twenty-four hours, but I have a feeling we were there much longer – maybe days. I don’t think the fey really have a concept of time.”  

She plants her hands on her hips. “Well, I don’t want to hear the details.” 

“I don’t kiss and tell. So, you won’t hear any details from me.”  I pause for a moment and check out the time. “Almost noon,” I grumble. 

“It is,” she says. 

“I think it’s time to complete Fred and Marge’s quest.” 

“We should,” she says, and there are about a dozen more available on The Quest Board. “Most of them are being offered by the villagers.”  

“I’m not even looking at them,” I say. 

“Not even at the paramour quests,” she smirks.  

I grin back at her. “Well, maybe just a quick glance at those.” 

Maeve punches my shoulder and then smiles. “I have plans for our alone time that’s going to make those quests seem like nothing.”  She kisses me. She is about to leave me and gather up her supplies and gears when The Quest Board speaks. 

Quest complete: I’m Just A Girl In The World. Lord Brandon has been intimate with seven paramours for the first time. This fun and exciting quest was completed in under twenty-four hours. Well done Lord Brandon. You really do know how to show a gal a fun time. As for the lovely ladies, well done too. For completing the quest, Lord Brandon may raise Moondale from a village to town for free. I recommend that you ascend to a town prior to leaving on any quests. Though I also recommend that you not incur my wrath and tackle the quests I have so graciously arranged for you. Oh, and as well as the new paramour quests available today, a special one is on the way. And as I said before, it will be a competition. Which among you will end up on top…?  

“Maeve, I want to leave within the hour. Are the other groups set?” 

“I did it before we left for Interlude,” my Wise Woman answers as she approaches Maeve and me with a gleam still in her eyes. We were just part of a magical experience, one that we will never forget. On the outside, Kayla comes across as studious and nerdy, but below that is a wild passionate temptress. I think on some levels she’s even freer than Londyn. My thoughts are short lived as Kayla adds, “Before I tell you about the different groups Jada, Ms. Williams and I set up, why don’t you make us into a town.”

“I’m gonna head over to the obelisk right now,” I say.   

I walk towards the stone column which is located towards the north wall of Moondale. It is six feet tall and juts out of the ground like an enormous penis. The previous time I had raised Moondale I had a small group of girls around. However, for the first time in a long time, I’m alone. It’s an odd sensation. Then I smile.  Because it is usually at a moment like this one when a girl suddenly appears and asks me to fuck her. 

You just fucked for the last twenty-four hours! 

Control yourself. 

But you haven’t fucked a cat girl yet.  

Or the cheetah girl with the spots and the great ass. 

And why do I want to rub their ears so badly? 

And their tails. What would it be like to tug on one of them while doing them doggy. 

Focus Brandon.      

Maybe being alone isn’t that good for me if all I’m going to do is think about my next sexual conquest. It’s funny that I’m even having sexual fantasies. All I need to do is walk back to the center of Moondale and twenty girls would be willing to head back to the Harem Hall with me for a little afternoon treat.  

Focus Brandon! 

You are here to make Moondale a town.  

I lay my hand on the obelisk. A latent power is in me… one given to me for the completion of the quest. I release it into the hunk of stone. A bright orange light flashes for a moment, rolling out from the obelisk. In a few seconds, the entire village is swathed in orange. My eyes see nothing but the bright orange and then just as soon, it is gone.  

In the past, The Voice had always announced the ascension of Moondale. This time it is The Quest Board who informs everyone.

I know The Voice likes to start off with Huzzah each time Moondale ascends, so I will follow suit and say, Huzzah! The Town of Moondale has arisen. A stone wall has replaced the previous wooden one and now surrounds the entire town. Rank One and below creatures will be unable to do any damage to the walls or barrier. Rank Two and above creatures need to expend the equivalent of twenty-five thousand white spirit crystals to breach the barrier. An additional fifteen thousand white spirit crystals of damage will then be required to destroy the physical walls surrounding Moondale. Murder holes now dot the walls of Moondale. Two ballistae are mounted on the ramparts surrounding the town. Ballista are great for bringing down flying beasts like griffins or piercing a giant’s skin. Speak with your Compendium about creating deadly, spirit-infused bolts. The plaza has been upgraded to a Town Square. My Quest Board will now be found mounted hanging from chains in the Gazebo in the middle of the square. The Harem Hall has tripled in size and is able to house up to twenty paramours; numerous amenities, such as a large bath with jets, have been added. The Town Hall and Treasury have both been restored. Penny can provide you with more information about both structures and the boons they bring. The Harem Mistress’s dwelling and paramour cabins contain new amenities. Hopefully the paramours won’t be in their cabins much longer. Upon becoming a city, all cabins will disappear, and all paramours must move into the Harem Manor. As an aside, I have many fun quests, games, and competitions set up once you dwell under the same roof. The General Store offers a wide variety of new and exciting items. And Marge just received a delivery of adorable new dresses and skirts. The Storage Shed has doubled in size. A small hospital is now connected to the Healer’s Hut. As a reminder, the Healer is exempt from the requirement to move into the Harem Manor. The Healer’s abilities are ten percent more powerful inside the Healer’s Hut.  Your bodyguard's dwelling has been integrated into the Harem Hall, with both an entry out to the town and another one leading into the main bedroom area. The northern section of the town now houses a Training Grounds where the paramours can hone their sword fighting, hand-to-hand combat, bow usage, and other forms of offense and defense. Most importantly, they can exercise and keep their bodies fit for themselves and especially for Lord Brandon. The Guardhouse was upgraded to a Guard Tower and the Barracks to a Garrison. As previously stated, Paramours Amber and Hannah will be offered the vocations Sentinel. If they accept, several of the villagers will agree to join the Town Militia. In addition, should the men, children and elderly be rescued from the mines, a few of them will join as well. Speak with your Compendium about the benefits of a Town Militia. All homes in Moondale have now been repaired though many remain uninhabited. Let’s hope that is not for long. Oh, I almost forgot the best part.  Two of Fiona's friends, Daphne and Dione, have joined her as well in her new and enhanced pool. The town will be filled with song day and night. Talk to the nymphs about the new boons available from drinking and bathing in their magical waters. Well, that was almost as much fun as telling you about a wonderful new paramour quest. While I have your attention, I will remind you that The Voice demands that all paramours within the town accept at least one non-paramour quest every two days. I would not defy The Voice if I were you. Well, that is it for now.

“Wow!”  I say aloud after hearing of all the upgrades.  Penny had told me the cost to go from a hamlet to a town would be twenty thousand white spirit crystals, five thousand green spirit crystals, twenty-five hundred blue spirit crystals, five hundred silver spirit crystals and twenty-five gold spirit crystals. At the rate we are going it would have taken us months or longer to collect that much spirit crystal. No, The Voice wanted us to be a town so he created a quest that would be fun and easy to complete—to have sex with seven new girls in a twenty-four hour period. 

Something wicked is coming!  

I feel it in my bones. 

Dammit all to hell.

“Meat pies for sale!” A golden-haired cat girl with smoldering gray eyes calls out as I get closer to the heart of the town.  She sees me and heads my way. “Lord Brandon, we haven’t met yet. I’m Felia. She wraps her arms tightly around me, the nipples of her tiny tits pushing against my lower ribs. She is slender and lithe, but nevertheless feminine. Pheromones are a powerful perfume, and the scent saturates the air all around me. My cock rises to attention and pokes through my pants and into the girl.  

“Thank you for saving me. For saving all of us.”  She pulls back from me. Something rages in me, and I want to pull Felia back up against me and grind my cock against her. I’m getting tired of resisting the urges of the beast in me. The orgy with the fairies and Interlude opened something within me further.

“Here, here, take this.” She shoves a steaming meat pie wrapped in a piece of wax paper—one that looks like a Jamaican patty—into my hand. My stomach growls loudly at the scent of spicy meat. I take a bite, and my taste buds explode. I can’t help myself and take another bite. One final bite and the entire pie is gone.

“Oh, you like it. You like it,” she squeaks. “That one’s called Spicy Delight. You should come to my place later. That’s my cabin there.”  She points to a small dwelling about twenty feet away. “I have a new treat I want to try. It’s called Defender’s Meat.”

My dick is still swollen from her momentary embrace. I know I have missions I need to complete. Nevertheless, all I want to do right now is go back to Felia’s cabin and see what other treats she has available for me to savor.  

“Don’t keep him for yourself,” a woman even taller than me says in a husky voice. She's seven feet tall and muscular as all hell, like she lifts weights five hours a day. There is no doubt she could crush me. While all the other villagers so far have been cat girls, fox girls, and satyrs… this beautiful giantess appears almost human—at least in her face.  

“Let me try one of those,” the large woman says, reaching out a large hand. 

“Say please,” the smaller woman teases. 

“Please Felia. Your meat pies are so delicious.” 

“Have you tried one, Lord Brandon?” the newcomer asks me.  

“It was delicious,” I say. 

“Felia is a great cook. But I’m an even better blacksmith.” 

The diminutive cat girl hands the giantess several meat pies. “Well at least what I make tastes good. All you make are yucky weapons.” 

“I also make skillets and pots and pans. Some of which you have purchased from me. In fact, I think you still owe me seventy-five white crystals for that last skillet.” The giantess catches herself and then suddenly looks abashed. Her cheeks turn a deep red and contrast nicely with her mane of curly auburn hair. “Most rude of me Lord Brandon. I am Crasha. The blacksmith of Moondale. And thank you not only for saving us from the evil that wished to enslave us, but also for making Moondale a town. My smithy is now up and running again, and it is better than ever. I know you have a great sword, hauberk, and shield. We can work closely together to create spirit infused boots or even better, a helm to protect your head and your face. Infused with enough blue crystals you would be able to see in the dark while donning it. If we infuse it with enough silver, or even a precious gold spirit crystal, we can create one that will allow you to read an enemy’s thoughts while in battle.” 

“I’ll take you up on that offer,” I say. It’s not just about me, however. I have to think of my girls. “Are you able to produce similar items for the others as well?”

“Aye, spirit infused items can be wrought for them as well… though not as powerful or unique as the ones you and I can create.” 

“What about my offer?” Felia whines. “To come to my place and try out my tasty treats.” 

“He wants to come with me first and do some pounding,” the blacksmith says.  

“Here you are,” Ms. Williams says, saving me from the two of them. “It was nice to see you both again.” She takes me by the arm and drags me away.  

“Bye-bye, Lord Brandon.” Felia sings out. 

“Don’t forget my offer,” Crasha states in her deep voice. 

“You need to stay away from the villagers,” Ms. Williams chides me. “At least when you are by yourself. The pheromones they release are off the charts. Even some of the ladies are finding it hard to resist them. You, my very horny husband, will end up impregnating one of them. Then what will you do?” 

“Impregnate?!” I blurt out. 

“Yes. Knock one of them up. They’re in heat at the same time. Anyhow, unless you want to have an entire litter of Brandon’s running around, I would stay far away from the beastkin.” 

The cheetah girl saunters by, her tail wagging back and forth as she shakes her ass in a pair of hip hugging shorts. I do a double take and notice she’s topless. With perfect spotted breasts.  

“I would listen to your Harem Mistress, Lord Brandon,” Penny says. “The cat girls, in particular, are very fertile. It would only take one time. The cheetah girl you are lusting after, she is very possessive. If you bed her, she will claim you as her own and will fight any other girl who comes near you. If you like, I can come to you this afternoon or tonight in a waking dream as the cheetah girl. I think you would like the things she can do with her tail.” 

My first night in Moondale, Penny thought she was doing me a favor by coming to me in the form of Hiroku. The waking dream was so realistic that I thought I was with Hiroku. I am tempted to take Penny up on the offer. 

Don’t do it Brandon. 

Think of Maeve. 

Of all your lovers. 

And the paramours you haven’t been with yet. 

“I’ll be good,” I say. 

Ms. Williams smiles at me.  “You better be good—at least with the townies. With the rest of us though you can be as bad as you want.”   

“You’re right. Thanks,” I say. “I should head back to the Harem Hall now and gather my equipment. We have a cave to explore.” 

“And we have an excellent group accompanying you. All Rank Two. Other groups will be heading out as well, each led by one of the Rank Two ladies. There is one final thing I want to talk to you about. You asked Maeve on a date?” 

“I did. It just happened. But I have a plan. I’m thinking I’ll have to take all the girls on a date. Maeve tomorrow, Alex the day after that, then Nikki and so on… It’ll also give me the chance to spend some one-on-one time with them.”  

My Harem Mistress sighs. 

“I know I should have run this by you first. I just got caught up in the emotion. I hope you can help me plan great dates. I kinda sensed that Maeve likes to get dressed up and have a nice dinner. So that’s what I planned. I think Nikki would like a different kind of date, maybe a long hike followed by a picnic. Maybe you can help me plan the perfect dates… make them something special?” 

“You read Maeve right. She’s already discussing whether she wants to get a light green dress or a flowing blue skirt. She asked the others which one you’ll find sexier on her. You know she loves you, don’t you?” 

My face must register a bit of shock. “Why are you so surprised? Young women fall in love easily, you idiot. And she has fallen big time for you. So have a few others.” She shakes her head. “I’ll help you with your dates. However, I’m not going to let them interfere with my schedule. You can go on your date. If you want to rent a room in the Inn for an hour or two that is fine. I know Maeve will really like that…” 

“I’ll like it too,” I say. “I really like her.” 

“I know you do. Anyhow, after two hours I am going to drag you out of there. I have a lengthy list that is only growing longer. Especially now that you have discovered how to make a woman’s entire body orgasm at once.”  She walks close to me. “And one night very soon you’re all mine for several hours—back in my cabin where no one will disturb us. And I expect the most intense orgasm any woman has ever felt.”  She comes up close to me. “I promise you an orgasm unlike you have ever experienced before. You think you are the only one with Carnal Knowledge,” she confesses. “I have something similar that lets me know all your kinks and desires. How do you think the ladies know exactly what you like when they come to you?” Her smirk is wide and causes my cock to twitch. “I might coach them a bit. It’s my job. But they’ve barely scratched the surface. No, the same way you can now bring us to the brink… I assure you I can bring you over the top.”  She pauses and then stares up into me, her light green eyes glittering in the sunlight. “That’s for down the road. Just promise me no more dates or anything like that without speaking to me first.”    

“Next time I’ll come to you first.” 

“I know you mean that now, but you’re impulsive, and tend to act in the moment. Although I know your heart is in the right place.” 

I smile at her. “I should get going. See you in a bit.” I begin the short walk back to my new home when Ms. Williams calls back to me. I turn my head. 

“If you see Kali, the cheetah girl on your way back, don’t run, because she’ll see you as prey—someone to capture and dominate.” 

My dick throbs once considering the possibilities. 

“Maybe if I see her, I will turn the tables and chase her down. The huntress becomes the hunted and all that good stuff.” 

“Brandon!”  Ms. Williams shouts but I continue walking. A minute later, I enter the upgraded Harem Hall.  I’m not able to take in all of the new upgrades as I find someone waiting for me. Unfortunately, it isn’t Kali the cheetah girl but someone potentially more dangerous.  


CHAPTER 8:  DANGEROUS VISITOR

“Hiroku!” I stammer as I enter the Harem Hall.  I find her sitting on the edge of my bed.  She pops up immediately. The Japanese beauty is thin, with a girlish figure. Her ensemble surprises me: a pair of tight biker shorts and an equally tight t-shirt that she knotted up in the front, exposing her flat belly.  

I have so much I want to say, but she came to me, so I let her speak first. 

“Hi Brandon,” she says demurely.  

“Hi back,” I say, unsure of my response.  

“I told the others last night and again this morning. I’m sorry for everything. Especially for acting like such a bitch. Mostly I’m regretful for blaming you for everything.” 

I consider apologizing for not doing more to bring her around, and for not trying harder to see her perspective. Nevertheless, I can’t let her off the hook. Crystal and Inola—both of whom left with her—are dead.

“You came at me pretty hard. And to use your words… you were a bitch to the others.” 

“And to me also, Lord Brandon,” Penny chimes in.  

My Compendium must have conveyed that message to Hiroku as well as she looks up into the air. “I’m sorry to you also, Penny. I know now you were just trying to help.” 

“Well, as they say in your world, actions speak louder than words. I shall decide from your actions moving forward whether I forgive or not. But know this. I am Lord Brandon’s Compendium, advisor, and soon to be greatest lover. And I will warn him of any potential dangers.” 

“I understand,” Hiroku states.

Then in my head Penny says, “She seems contrite… too contrite… and it makes me leery. Tread lightly with her Lord Brandon. There is more here than we are seeing.” 

“Penny,” Hiroku asks. “Can I speak to Brandon alone?” 

Before my capricious Compendium takes this request as a personal affront, I say, “It’s okay, Penny.” 

Penny grumbles… which she has never done before… and then poofs from my consciousness. I can lock her out of my mind if I want to. I’ve had the ability since I reached Rank Three, but that would downright infuriate Penny.

“We’re alone.” Then, maybe a bit more sharply than I intend, I add, “I need to meet the others in a few minutes for a quest. We have to make it quick.” 

She nods her head. “I know I need to earn back your trust. I should have never doubted you, especially because I’ve known you so long.” She purses her lips and takes a long pause.  “You kept our pinky swear, didn’t you? Never told anyone about us kissing all those years ago.” 

My mind flies back for a moment to our infamous kiss in her basement more than a decade before.

“Still haven’t,” I respond. “I don’t kiss and tell.” 

“I know I moved away a few days later without much notice. I want to tell you why. I’ll make it quick. It may help to explain what I did. I don’t know if you remember or not, but my dad died in a car accident when I was young.” My facial expression must show something because she apologies. “I’m sorry. I heard about your dad. A car accident also. I know how horrible it can be.” 

I just nod my head and remain silent.  

“Anyhow, my mom had to move. I don’t know if you recall my stepdad at all.” Her face grows somber.  

“A little bit.” 

I remember him quite a bit in fact. He was scary as hell.

“He was a real dirt bag… and,” she chokes out, “abusive.” Then she catches herself and clarifies. “Not physically or sexually or anything like that. He was manipulative and emotionally abusive. He expected my mom to wait on him like an indentured servant even though she was working full time. My sister hated him because he would scare off all her boyfriends. My mother got the courage one day to kick him out. He refused to leave because he was a real deadbeat with no job, mooching off my mom. The cops and courts got involved. He kept ignoring restraining orders. Which you think would be a big deal. However, the cops would hold him for a night and then he would come back a week later knocking on her door at three in the morning begging for forgiveness. That’s why we finally moved. Just to get away from him.” 

“I’m sorry,” I say. “I didn’t know anything about this. Why didn’t you tell me anything about it?” 

“My mom said I couldn’t. I think she was embarrassed or maybe scared. Besides, you were ten or eleven. What help could you give me? You were my friend, and that was all I needed at the time. Anyhow, he scarred my mother emotionally, and I think he skewed my view of men.”

“I could have been there for you,” I say.

“Maybe,” she says.  “Anyhow, fast forward a number of years.  I had just turned eighteen when I met this guy my first week in college, a twenty-five-year-old teaching assistant. I fell in love. Or at least I thought it was love.”  She pauses for a long moment. Part of me is anxious to hear her story while another part of me knows the others are waiting for me to head out.  

“This next part is embarrassing Brandon. At the time, I thought it was a way to express love… to show this guy I loved him. Let me just say that he was emotionally abusive… preying on a young, inexperienced girl.  Grooming her.” She starts to tear up. I almost step forward to comfort her, but I resist the impulse. “Sometimes he made me feel like the prettiest girl in the world. Yet most of the time, like a worthless piece of crap. Usually after he made me feel worthless and ugly, we would be intimate. I wanted to make him happy. Figuring if he enjoyed what we were doing together—really enjoying it—that he wouldn’t think I was nothing. We did some nasty things Brandon. I’m so embarrassed by some of them. He would dominate me… and I would go along… even when it hurt… because I knew he enjoyed it.” She struggles to fight back tears. I stand there and stare at her as she tries to compose herself.  

“Anyhow, one day I just had enough. I don’t know what led to it, but I just changed. I dumped him. I even made it my job on campus to let other girls know to stay away from him. Then last year I joined the cheer squad. I know that seems odd. But do you know why I joined it?” 

I shrug.

“Because Mike, that was the guy’s name, had made me feel like dirt and like I was ugly. I needed to feel good about myself and about my appearance if that makes any sense. I needed to take back my body. So, I joined the squad.” 

“I’m sorry someone made you feel that way.” My heart is beating fast. Anger is swelling at me. I want to find her stepfather... and I want to find this ex-boyfriend.  I want to hurt them badly for what they did to Hiroku.  

“I was finally feeling good about myself. Coming back into my own. I was even interested in dating again. A nice guy this time. And who was nicer than you growing up, I thought. Anyhow, this place – this world – just set me off. I had a vision of Mike all over again, of you becoming like him. Not only to me, but to all of us. This doesn’t excuse my actions, but I think it may have played a role in my anger.” 

“And now?” I ask. “Now that you’re back with us?” 

“The way some of the others make it sound, this place is trying to empower women and their bodies… to free them of shame. They only speak highly of you. They trust you to get them home, and I do also. I can’t say that I will ever sleep with you. However, maybe we can be friends again. If not friends, at least friendly. I hope you’ll forgive me because if you do, the others might follow as well.”

Hiroku was so forthright, so I decide to do the same.  

“I’m glad you’re back,” I admit. “And safe. I should have tried to keep you, Inola and Crystal here. Maybe I could have been more reassuring or something. I don’t know. At least now, you’re safe. And I’ll do my best to make sure no one hurts you.” I sigh and ponder my next words. “About us being friends… time will tell.” 
“What the hell!” a furious Maeve shouts as she stomps into the Harem Hall. “We’ve been waiting for you for fifteen minutes. There were bets being placed that you were having sex with one of the villagers. This is worse. Instead, you’re in here with her.” 

“And you,” Maeve turns her wrath on Londyn who is just entering as well. “I thought it was your job to protect him. To keep Brandon safe.” 

“He can protect himself just fine,” my bodyguard retorts.

“I just wanted to say I was sorry,” Hiroku says apologetically. “And I would never hurt him. I would never harm any of you. All I want to do is redeem myself. Gain ranks like all of you and help us survive and find a way out of this place and back home.” 

Maeve’s face is so red that I think her head may explode. 

“I didn’t want to cause a problem. I’m gonna go,” Hiroku says. She turns and exits the Harem Hall without another word.  

“I found her here,” I defend myself to Maeve.  

“You should’ve kicked her out of here. I don’t trust her one bit. Some of the others are ready to forgive her, but I’m not and you shouldn’t be either.”

Maeve stands there for a moment and takes several deep breaths. With her teeth clenched she groans. “Let’s go. I need to be as far away from her as I can get… and so do you.”


CHAPTER 9:  PREPARATIONS

For the first time since Londyn became my personal guard, I might need her protection. Maeve glares at me with cold fury in her beautiful eyes as I gather up my hauberk, sword, and the new bracer / shield. Londyn stands close by, trying to hide an amused smirk and doing a bad job of it.  

I don’t feel like fighting and defending myself. Hiroku came to me. If I had gone to seek her, I could understand Maeve’s anger, but I hadn’t. So, I choose a distraction.   

“Just need a minute,” I say. “I want to see what the shield can do. Haven’t had a chance to check it yet.”  I hold it in my hands and focus on it. A blue screen, like you might see on in a video game, pops open:  

Guardian’s Shield. This powerful item grows in power along with its user. Sometimes a shield is needed and other times it is not. With just a thought, the shield can retract into a bracer that you wear upon your forearm, freeing you to wield a second weapon or to cast a spell. New abilities are available at Ranks One, Three, Five and Seven. Each ability will gain in power as the user ranks up. This shield and its bracer form are nearly indestructible, as are the other Defender items. Any damage to the shield will be repaired after four hours as long as no more damage is incurred.  

I want to try it out, so I say, “Bracer.”

“Cool trick,” Londyn says, staring at my forearm, which is now fitted with a leather bracer. I swap it back and forth between the bracer and the shield. I can already think of helpful ways to use it in battle. 

I look over to Maeve to see if she’s softening or not. She’s not, so I slip once more into the shield to see its current properties.  

Taunting Shield: This first ability may seem like a curse but is in fact in line with the Defender’s class. When activated, missile weapons, such as arrows and spears heading towards your companions will veer off course and swerve towards the shield instead. Note: The shield may not block all incoming projectiles and they might strike you. At your current rank, incoming magical attacks aimed at your companions, such as a lightning bolt or a fire missile, will also redirect towards the shield. As with the earlier warning, the shield may not absorb all incoming magical attacks or might not mitigate all possible damage. Upon reaching Rank Five, you can activate Taunting Shield so that opponents of equal or lesser ranks will turn their melee attacks towards you instead of nearby allies. Upon reaching Rank Seven, you will be able to draw all attacks, whether physical, missile or magical towards you all at the same time.

I pull my focus for a moment to consider the consequences of this first power. To me, it is in line with my class's purpose—to protect my paramours and now the villagers. No way I’m going to share this first ability with any of my girls. They will make me swear that I will never use it. I can’t promise that, so a lie of omission is best for now. Londyn, sworn to protect me, won’t like me acting as a tank. There is an inherent issue with having my own bodyguard sworn to act as my guard. If I draw a mob towards myself, Londyn will be right there next to me. I may have to confide in her. I focus once more on the description of the shield’s powers. 

Knockback Shield: At your current level, you can slam the shield towards an opponent and knock them back anywhere between a foot to twelve feet. The distance you knock someone back depends on several factors, such as your current Strength, the amount of spirit crystals invested, and the size and weight differential between you and your opponent. At your current rank, you also have access to the advanced form, which allows you to knock back multiple opponents. The distance and number of opponents you can knock back are affected by the same factors mentioned above. Confer with your Compendium for the cost of activating Knockback Shield.  

Upon reaching Rank Five, you will be able to access Shield of Defense which provides an added layer of protection, like the barrier surrounding your wall. The advanced form of it will allow the protective barrier to spread out, providing added defense to nearby allies. Upon reaching Rank Seven, you will gain access to Power Shield. No current information on Power Shield is available to you at this time.    

I’m about to ask Penny if she knows anything about this hidden shield ability, but I feel eyes boring into me. I open them to see a still simmering Maeve standing there with her hands planted on her hips.  

“Can we go now?” she huffs.  

“I’m all set.” 

She stomps from the hall. I follow behind her admiring her firm ass which looks great in her leather shorts.

I really have fallen for her.  

And not just because of her fine ass or because she is a hellcat in the sack.  

During our date tomorrow, I plan to tell her how I feel.    

“About time, Lord Brandon,” Penny projects into my mind. “She is one of your most loyal paramours. You can have no doubt that she will let the others know how you feel about her. Then they will redouble their efforts to win over your affections. Oh, you will be a busy Harem Lord then.” 

“Penny. Come on. I just want her to know how I feel. Not to make the other jealous,” 

“Are you sure you do not want the others to be a little jealous?”

I don’t answer the last question.  I shake my head and continue walking. A minute later, I find half of the girls milling about the Town Center, every one of them in their class specific attire. Several are just walking out of the newly upgraded general store; a few others are filling canteens of crystalline water from Fiona’s fountain. There are now two other statues in the middle of the fountain along with Fiona’s. And the other two nymphs are just as sexy as she is. A memory from Interlude invades my mind. Jets and streams of water massaged my entire body as Fiona rode on top of me while one of her sisters sat astride my face. The whole experience in Interlude is like a dream to me. Yet, when images of it pop up like right now, my loins grow hot and my cock spasms. I take a breath to calm myself.   

Kayla and Ms. Williams come up to me, with Oliva, Nikki and Alex following close behind.  “Everything is ready,” Kayla says. “We have four separate groups heading out, including yours. There are enough quests for everyone to get a shot today, but we don’t want to leave the town undefended.” 

“The villagers are here also. It won’t be totally undefended,” I remark. 

Ms. Williams states. “I’m not sure how much we can expect from them. I think we need to keep some of our own here just in case.”

“I really wish we had set out earlier,” I lament. “But it is what it is. So, who’s doing what?” 

“We have a Rank Two lady leading each of the groups,” Ms. Williams explains. “Some of them weren’t happy. Seems everyone wants to go where you go.” 

“Can you blame them? Look at me. A regular Don Juan,” I quip. 

Ms. Williams smirks while Kayla shakes her head. 

“I’m leading one group,” Paige says as she walks over with Tiffany, Mackenzie, and Chloe. “And the three of them better listen to everything I say because I don’t plan to bite the big one today.” 

“Be nice, Paige,” Chloe says. Chloe is around five feet tall, with curly black hair. A tight red dress clings to her body. The neckline is cut low, revealing large breasts. I’m not certain how such a tiny girl can have such enormous tits.  My dick thrums for a moment imagining them pushing against me as I fuck her. Maybe she is on the schedule very soon.

“I’ll be nice until one of you does something that jeopardizes us all. It seems instead of delving into a dungeon with you, I’m going to pick some berries. The Quest Board tagged it as Moderate, so I don’t think it’ll be much trouble. Seems there is some beast out there that likes to feast on the crellberries and isn’t going to be so happy about us taking away its food supply.” 

“Well, I know what I’m doing,” Tiffany says. “I’ve done a few quests already. And I ranked up last night and got some good new abilities.” 

“Let’s hope your sensory magic works on whatever is out there,” Mackenzie says. She is tall and thin, with straight brown hair and a long face.  Dressed in tight brown leggings and an even tighter brown shirt, she has a long, thin blade hanging from her slender hip. She’s a Rogue. I’m about to sneak a peek at her abilities when I change my mind. I will be here forever if I check out each of my paramours and what they are capable of.

“Are you guys set?” Paige asks. “Because I want to get out of here.” 

The three of them mumble or nod their heads. 

“Great. Let’s get these crellberries quick. Hopefully, there’ll be some side quests that become available. Or maybe if we get back in time, we can tackle one of the other quests.” 

“Be careful out there,” I say to everyone. 

“I’ll bring them back in one piece for you, Brandon,” Paige quips. 

“Bring yourself back in one piece also,” I state. 

“I will. I know how much you like my pieces,” she snorts and then leads the three others towards the gate. 

“One of the other groups already left,” Ms. Williams says, they needed to travel three miles and part of it is through a swamp. “Lindsay’s in charge of that group.” 

“Lindsay,” Londyn scoffs. “Why put her in charge? That girl can’t fight. She’s a pacifist and will get them all killed.” 

“She’s got a good head on her shoulders,” Ms. Williams says. “And she’s brave. She’s been out there a number of times. And we sent a few fighters along with her as well.” 

“Where are they going, and how challenging is the quest? I haven't even looked at The Quest Board this morning,” I ask. 

“You know how we heard about Sybil this morning.” 

I nod my head. “What about her?” 

“She gave Lindsay a parchment that needs to be delivered to her sister who dwells in a hut in a swamp several miles out,” Kayla says. “It’s listed as Moderate.” 

“We sent along several Rank One ladies with her,” Kayla comments. “We also pulled together funds to raise Stefani up to Rank Two. She has no experience yet, but her abilities are powerful.” 

“What class is she?” I ask. 

“In the same way Sammi can harness and manipulate fire, Stefani can do the same with water and ice. Penny says that her abilities can be as powerful as Sammi’s,” Kayla explains. 

“We can use someone else who can fuck up an entire mob of creatures at once,” Londyn interjects. 

“Megan’s with them also,” Kayla says. 

“She’s a Lightbringer, right? A kind of holy fighter or something?” I ask.  

“That’s correct,” Ms. Williams says. “She can also do a little healing. Not like Alana can, but enough if no one is wounded too badly. Penny says that Megan can end up as tough a fighter as Olivia is.” 

“And Olivia’s a beast,” Maeve says. “Took on a giant by herself. And the thing was more than three times her size.”    

Kayla continues. “We also sent Bridget with them. She’s Rank Two now as well. Alyssa also went along with them. She’s a Naturalist and has some abilities that should be helpful in the swamp. They also brought Princess with them. That dog has grown over the last few days.” 

“They seem a little underpowered to me,” I say. “Only Megan can do any hand-to-hand fighting, and she hasn’t done much of it.” 

“Bridget can fight in a pinch,” Kayla responds. “Besides, all of them are armed with a sword or spear if things get hairy. Good thing we did that training this morning to at least get them up to a Tier One in sword or spear use.” 

“If nothing else, they won’t stab themselves,” I say, a little concerned. 

“Olivia is leading the last group,” Ms. Williams states.  

“Not coming with us?” I ask, upset that the Amazon won’t be there to fight by my side.   

“We kept going back and forth,” Ms. Williams said. “But decided she needs to lead this group. The quest is labeled as Hard and requires at least seven people.” 

“Where are they heading?” I ask. 

“To explore an abandoned farm south of here. There aren’t many more details than that.” 

My face must show concern because Ms. Williams states, “You can’t be everywhere at once. The others need to learn how to lead also.” 

“And we may have our hands full,” Maeve says. “You didn’t look at The Quest Board this morning, but I did. And our quest is considered Difficult.” 

“You’re right. Who else is going with Olivia?” I ask. 
“I am,” Kayla says. 

“You can’t!” I state.  

“I can’t go around setting up groups and risking my friends’ lives if I’m not willing to do the same thing.” 

“And I won’t let anything happen to her,” Olivia states. “Rounding out the party we have Yanira, who is Rank Two now also. Maria, whose Bardic abilities have really helped so far. And Jada whose class is an Electromancer.” 

“I can hurl lightning like Zeus,” she announces from behind me.  

She walks up to me. “I told you I would be heading out once I was Rank Two. I’m hoping because of the difficulty of this quest there’s a good payoff.” 

“Is that all you think about?” Asley asks from her side.  

“I think about other things, like how Brandon likes you better than me—spoils you with a full body orgasm.” She smiles at me.  

“I’m going too,” Asley says. “Ranked up early this morning.” 

“That’s only six,” I say. “Who’s the seventh?” I ask. 

“We needed someone with some magic,” Kayla states. 

“Who is the last person?” Maeve asks from next to me. 

“That would be me,” Hiroku states. “I’m the seventh.” She is dressed in her Witch Woman outfit. A black leather one-piece clings to her thin but feminine body; black fishnet stockings cover her long legs up to the middle of her thighs; a pointy black witch’s hat covers her head.  

Alex, who has been a quiet specter at my side, lashes out. “We don’t know if we can trust her,” she says sharply. 

Ms. Williams steps forward. “We all make mistakes in our lives. Hiroku made one and she’s trying to own it. She has my support.” 

“Thank you, Ms. Williams,” Hiroku says, averting her eyes from Alex.  

“Just don’t make me regret it,” Ms. Williams states.  

Olivia takes up the mantle of leadership and ends any further argument. “It’s time to go. This farm village isn’t going to discover itself.”   

With that she leaves, Hiroku following close behind like an obedient pet.  

Kayla turns to all of us. “I’ll keep an eye on her.” 

“So will I,” Penny announces. “While I sense no deceit in her, there is still something about her that nags at me. Though if you ask me what it is, I do not know. Her class can become powerful, and she can help with this quest which will be quite dangerous—even with Paramour Olivia leading them. I will say one final thing to you, Lord Brandon. If it does prove that her words are lies and that she is here to do harm, you may have to put her down like a rabid animal. You may need to harden your soul to do so.” 


CHAPTER 10: TALKING DUNGEON

Penny’s warning about possibly having to kill Hiroku if she proves a danger to us hangs like a heavy weight inside my chest as I lead us towards the dungeon. Alex appears at my side and takes me by the arm. She picks up some speed so that we end up out of earshot of the others traveling with us. “What Penny said might have been messed up, but she might be right.” 

“Penny shared that with you?”

“She did,” Alex says. “And I hope she’s wrong. And Hiroku is sincere.  You know I liked her well enough when we were on the cheer squad together. We even hung out a few times. But we might not be able to trust her.  When Lindsay tried to find out what exactly happened to Crystal, Inola and her she said she couldn’t remember. Lindsay thinks Hiroku may have suffered some kind of trauma.  But, if there comes a time when Hiroku needs to be dealt with, we’ll do it.” 

I stop in my tracks and take Alex’s hand. 

She doesn’t let me get a word in. “We’re sure it won’t come to that. It just can’t be you sweetie. Some of the others would turn against you even if you did it for the right reasons. I’ve also learned something about you since we arrived here. You’re quite an enigma.  In lots of ways, you’re a gentle soul. Really, you’re kind and deferential.  Yet when it comes to a fight, you’re fierce. You haven’t backed down from a single challenge. Hell, you took on an entire army yourself to save all of us.”  She pulls me into her. “Then there’s the side of you when you’re intimate with us. There is a brute in you, and he’s wonderful. Maeve, Nikki, and I can sense your struggle not to let him fully out.”  She pauses and then adds. “Though I think soon we’re all going to want to see that animal side.”  She glances behind us. “Anyway, the others are catching up, so we’ll finish this talk later. I’m going to scout up ahead.” 

Londyn comes into sight, with Nikki, Maeve, Sammi, and Alana trailing behind her. Maeve and Nikki look at one another. I get the sense they know about my little conversation with Alex.  

Alex pops into sight fifteen minutes later. “The woods thin out about a quarter of a mile from our current location. Then the terrain becomes quite hilly.” 

“We still have added stamina from Fiona’s water,” Alana states. “And I think now that her fountain has been upgraded, and the other two nymphs are there, the water is even more potent.” 

“Don’t forget the most important thing,” Londyn quips. “Brandon filled her and her sisters up good. It’s all like a dream, but I remember that much. I also recall you filling me up a few times.” 

“Yeah, yeah.” I say. “Everyone loves my spunk. Hot commodity.” 

“Hot commodity,” Nikki says. “You spent too much time with Jada last night.” 

“Though if she could sell it and earn some crystals, I'm sure she would,” Londyn says, a wide grin covering her face.

“That’s enough talk of my magical sperm. This day is getting on. I don’t want to get caught in the dungeon after dark or we’re spending the night in it.” 

As Alex stated, the forest thins out. There are still trees and undergrowth but more sporadic and spread out now. Rolling hills dot the landscape. We stop after a half hour, a bit winded from traversing up and down the rugged landscape. The Quest Board speaks. Good news from The Voice. Your Hiking, Tier One has been upgraded to Trekking, Tier Two. You will be able to hike for longer distances through difficult terrain for a longer duration. 

Warmth permeates my body, and the mild fatigue that was setting in disappears. Around me, the girls undergo a similar process. When it is complete, Alana remarks, “It would be so cool to know how our physiology has changed since we arrived here. It seems each time we rank up our bodies are altered for the better. Not only are we stronger, and are able to channel crystals, but…” she looks at the other girls. “I’m sure Brandon has noticed. I wonder if you all have. You were all beautiful to start off with. But you’ve all grown prettier.” 

“You too, Alana,” Sammi cuts in. “I know what you’re saying.” The Fire Weaver looks over to me. “You’ve changed also. You were good looking to begin with. At Rank Three, you’re the hottest action star on Earth.” 

“Well, if you’re all going to get sexier ranking up,” I say, “then we should get through the dungeon quickly so we can gather enough crystals for all of you to ascend.” 

“You’d like these bigger and firmer, wouldn’t you?” Maeve quips, grabbing her tits. 

“They’re perfect as they are,” I respond. “All right, enough goofing around. The cave is close.” 

We march on for ten more minutes when Penny speaks into our minds. “Lord Brandon and paramours, I must remind you how vitally important it is that you finish this quest. Even if you do find the remains of young Freddie, you must clear out the entire dungeon.” 

“Why’s that?” I ask. 

“Because the further you descend, the greater the rewards. As The Voice explained, you lost out on a great many crystals. Including the illusive gold ones that will soon become very necessary. Great wealth waits for you in the dungeon. With the greatest treasure waiting for you at the end.” 

“What will that be?” Maeve asks. 

“I know what awaits you, but I am prohibited from sharing that information. I can tell that the final reward will be a game changer as you say.” 

“Can you tell us anything about the cave?” I ask. 

“I am sorry, but I cannot.” 

“Why not?” Maeve asks with an edge. 

“You will find out soon enough. There is one more thing.” She punctuates this statement with a hard edge. “I will not be able to provide any aid once you enter the cave. In fact, my presence is prevented inside.” 

“Why?” I ask, upset by the prospect of not having Penny with us. She might be a bit temperamental but when push comes to shove, she is always helpful.  

“Thank you for the information you could provide us,” I respond.

“I do regret I cannot assist you and the paramours further Lord Brandon.” With that, Penny fades from my mind. 

“This quest is beginning to suck,” Sammi says.  

“The Voice wouldn’t send us here if we couldn’t handle it,” I comment.  

“I agree,” Londyn says. “Killing us off wouldn’t really serve his purpose.” 

“I wonder why she can’t enter?” Alex adds. She furrows her thin black eyebrows and offers. “Knowing Penny, she probably pissed off the dungeon somehow.” 

We leave the last statement hanging in the air as we march on towards the cave. The sky above our heads, which had been clear just minutes before, turns overcast and gloomy, like storm clouds rolling in before a torrential rainstorm.   

“Why is it getting dark?” Alana asks. 

“The map says the cave entrance is close,” I inform my girls. 

“Is the cave causing this twilight?” Sammi asks. 

I shrug.

“I should have played lacrosse instead of becoming a cheerleader,” Alana says. “I had to choose one. I chose to join the cheerleading squad, and now look where I am.” 

“Where we all are,” Sammi says. 

“There!” Alex points a slender figure at the side of a knoll where a stony entrance, in the shape of a maw, looms in front of us. We walk to within several feet of the cave entrance when Alana begins to hyperventilate. She wheezes out, “I can’t do this.”  

“Me either!” Sammi cries out. 

“No!” Maeve screams. 

I feel something try to push into my mind… a type of existential dread and profound darkness.  

It’s like a spell is being cast on us. 

I grit my teeth. No one is going to frighten my girls!  

I focus my will and bring my Sacred Light of The Warden to bear. I feel it strain against the gloom that surrounds us. My will prevails and the dark pall pulls back. 

“I can breathe again,” Alana says. “That was awful. I was thirteen when my grandma died. I remember coming home from the funeral, sitting on my bed, thinking about never seeing her again… and then trying to make sense of death. My parents were atheists who always said there was nothing after this so make your life as meaningful as you can.” She shakes her head. “Anyhow, I sat there on my bed contemplating nothingness, and I felt it… the emptiness.  I cried for days when I realized I’d just be gone. That terror just came back to me.” 

I hug Sammi close to me. “It’s gone now. And I won’t let it come back.”   

“I’m fine now,” she says a few seconds later, as she breaks our embrace.   

“Are the rest of you okay?” I ask.  They nod or mutter an affirmation.  

“Was the cave trying to keep us out?” Nikki asks. 

“Could have been to test our resolve,” Alex offers. “See if we're still willing to head inside.” 

I pull a torch from my sack and infuse it with several crystals. It flares to life, and I hand it to Alana. I pull Spirit from its sheath. “Stay close to me,” I order and take a step into the inky blackness.  

The torchlight does little to illuminate the entrance and the stone ground beneath my boots. I keep my eyes plastered towards the ground, trying my best not to trip on a stalagmite or step into a depression and twist my ankle. A minute later, I exit the gloom. Alana nearly bumps into me. The rest of the girls follow behind her.  

“What is this place?” Alana asks, as she looks around the odd cavern.

“Why is there a couch in here?” Alex asks. 

“Is that a platter of cheese and crackers on the table over there?” Sammi inquires. 

“Yes, and yes,” a woman’s voice says from all around us. 

I am used to disembodied voices by now, so I simply say, “Hello.” 

Hello to you and to your lovely companions. It has been too long since guests have come to test themselves against me. 

“Test themselves?” Maeve queries. 

Yes. Test their mettle against my tricks, traps, and terrible terrors. 

“Are we speaking to the dungeon?” I ask. 

I am the dungeon, and the dungeon is me. You are in a safe space. You will find one on each of my levels. A place where my monsters and minions are forbidden to enter and where no harm can befall you. Nevertheless, once you leave, the game is back on, and I will try to kill you again.  

“So, you’re a living dungeon?” Nikki asks. 

As alive as you are. While you have flesh and bones, I have dirt, and stone, and deep veins of various ores. And even deeper deposits of spirit crystals. I am anxious to get the game started, especially with off-worlders, so here are the rules.

“Off-worlders?” I ask. 

“You are from Earth and not from here.” 

“How do you know this?” I ask. 

Enough of who is from where. Back to the rules. I will play fair with you if you play fair with me. However, should you threaten me in any way… threaten to destroy my core like other foolish adventurers have in the past… I shall bring my hill down around you, crushing you until your innards are on the outside. 

“Why would we want to hurt you?” Alana asks. 

Because my dungeon is not a friendly place. My traps are set to burn you and slice you in two. My monsters hunger for your flesh. Even now, they are waiting in the dark to devour you. If one of you dies, it is not my fault, but your own. For you will have chances to leave. However, once you start a level, there is no turning back. However, should you make it to the end of the level, you may flee with all you have earned. The deeper you journey, the tougher the foes, but the greater the rewards. Part of me hopes you perish, so I can feast upon you and empower myself. For the force that energizes the human soul is quite tasty and filling. Much better than nasty goblins or orcs. Even tastier than the cats and panthers who walk on two legs. Even more scrumptious than the silly fey who sometimes fly in here drunk on fruity wine. Consuming several of you, meanwhile, would supply me with enough energy to construct a new level. I ask you to remember that you have come into my deadly home, and I will try to maim and kill you. It is what dungeons do. It is our purpose.

“Are we still doing this?” Alana asks. 

“Of course, we are,” Alex states. “We have to complete the quest.” 

“I say we start it, and if things get too difficult, we cut out,” I say.  

“That’s if we make it to the end of the level,” Sammi cuts in. 

“We need to find the dwarf’s remains to complete the quest,” Maeve states. 

Did you say dwarf? the dungeon asks. 

“Yeah. We were sent to find the remains of a dwarf who came to you a while ago,” Maeve replies. 

I remember him. He was quite a tasty morsel. He and the other one that I ate. There was another with them. She made it to the end of the level with my beasts howling at her the entire way as she fled. Anyhow, you may turn around and leave now. Or you may open the door and challenge my first level. I see the females are all Rank Two and the man is Rank Three. My first level, I am sorry to say, will not offer you much of a challenge. Sadly, I doubt I will get to feast on any of you just yet.

“Are the dwarf’s remains still here?” I ask. “Because if there’s no way to recover them, then we’ll just leave.” 

That would be most disappointing. His remains are gone, but I can retrieve them, for all I consume belongs to me. I ate him and his friend on the second level. If you want him, you will have to complete level three. If you do defeat my champion of that floor, I will reward you with his helm, which will be all the proof you need to complete your quest.

“Well, that’s not fair,” Alana says. “Why can’t we retrieve the helm on level two where he died?” 

I would warn you not to antagonize me by saying what is and isn’t fair. Remember, I will be trying to kill you. I am honest about this. The question is, how hard do I wish to try? I will give you ten minutes to decide—leave or continue forward. After ten minutes, the entrance will seal itself off and you will have no choice but to compete against the monsters and traps on my first level. I hope you take up the challenge. For I have grown bored. I will speak to you again to either applaud you on a victory or to mock you after a defeat.  

“Is she gone?” Maeve says after several seconds. 

“I think she can still hear, but she’s done talking,” Londyn says. 

“If any of you want to leave, there is still time,” I say. 

I stare at my paramours, but I know they will follow me.  

“Let’s go,” I say as I walk towards a wooden door with a brass handle.  

Behind me Alana mumbles, “I really should have taken up lacrosse.” 


CHAPTER 11:  LEVEL 1

I’m about to grab the handle when Alex shouts, “Stop, Brandon!”  

“What’s wrong?” I ask, pulling my hand back from the door like it is a snake about to sink its fangs into me. 

“Let me get in there.” 

I move aside. Alex’s lithe body passes mine and stops by the door. She reaches into a pouch at her hip and removes a small leather case. 

“What are those?” Sammi asks. 

“Tricks of the trade I bought from Fred and Marge this morning.  Haven’t had a chance to try them out yet.” 

“Is something wrong with the door?” I ask. 

“It’s booby trapped,” Alex explains. “Not sure what kind of trap it is yet. That’s what I’m about to figure out. I have an ability that allows me to find and dismantle traps. However, it doesn’t guarantee success taking it apart—especially if the trap was created by someone of a higher rank than me, which we can assume the dungeon is. I bought these from the general store today.” She unfurls a small leather bag that holds what looks like little screwdrivers, thin pieces of bendable metal, needle nose pliers, among a few other tools. “If I use this along with my Destroy Trap ability it improves my odds of dismantling a trap without it going kaboom. Now let me concentrate.” 

I have become in tune with spirit crystals and a slight tingling around me informs me that my raven-haired wife is channeling a small quantity of them. The brass handle begins to glow a deep yellow, except for a small keyhole that burns a deep crimson. Alex pulls out the needle nose pliers and brings it close to the keyhole. 

“Be careful Alex,” Nikki whispers. 

“I got this,” she says, moving the pliers into the hole. I find I am holding my breath. I exhale just as a thin needle, clamped between the two teeth of the tool, is extracted from the keyhole. “This needle would have stabbed you, Brandon. And it’s coated with some kind of drug.” 

“What would the drug do?” Alana asks. 

Alex focuses on the needle. “If Brandon had gotten pricked by it, it would have fatigued him for the next hour or so. Made his attacks weaker and more sluggish.” 

“I won’t have much to counteract a drug effect until I’m Rank Three,” Alana explains. “I really need to get there, because I’ll be able to negate the effects of drugs and neutralize poisons and toxins. I think the fountain water might be able to counter the effect of drugs and poisons, but I’m not sure, so we need to be super careful. What I really need to do is hit Rank Four.” 

“What happens at Rank Four?” I ask 

“I’ll be able to grow back a missing limb—though it won’t be instantaneous,” she says. “So, no one better lose a finger or a toe before then.” 

“We’ll be careful,” Sammi says. 

I turn to Alex. “Thanks,” I say. “You saved me there.” 

“I’m leading the way,” she announces. “The dungeon mentioned traps; some that can cut us in two.” 

“Like some bad Indiana Jones crap—swords swinging out from the walls if we step on a pressure plate?” Nikki asks.  

“It’s possible,” Alex says.

“Let me open the door at least,” I say. She backs up. The bracer on my forearm flares into a kite shield. I hold out, trying to protect the girls in case an enemy is right beyond the door waiting for us. I sheath Spirit and with my hand now free, I push the door open. Beyond the entrance, torches affixed to sconces reveal a long roughhewn stone passageway. It is wide, allowing at least three of us to walk abreast.  

“I’m up front,” Alex says as she slides past me again. “I don’t think we’re done with traps just yet. Wait here.” The torchlights cast deep shadows along the passageway, and Alex slips into them and disappears.  

I jump back, startled, as Alex appears in front of me once again several minutes later. 

“If these are the first level traps,” Alex states, “we may be in trouble further down.” 

“What’d you find, Alex?” Nikki asks. 

“Another trap. Come on. This one’s nasty. I’ll show you.” 

We follow her down the corridor for a few hundred feet when she stops. The solid ground in front of us gives way to a pit that runs from one wall of the passageway to the other and extends about six feet in length. 

“I set the trap off,” she says. “The pit was activated with a pressure plate. Two or three of us could have fallen into it at the same time.” 

“Are those stakes sticking up from the bottom?” Londyn asks. 

“Yup. We would have been skewered,” Alex replies.  

“How did I end up here?” Alana grouses behind me. 

“I know what you mean Alana. The biggest problem I should be dealing with is trying to pass Inorganic Chemistry 103 with Dr. Masterson,” Sammi states.  

“How do we get to the other side?” Maeve asks. 

“It’s only six feet,” Nikki says. “We can jump that no problem.” 

“I really don’t like the idea of leaping the pit but don’t really see what options we have,” I say. “But I’m going first. Then you Alex in case there’s another trap close by. You’re next after her Londyn. Followed by Alana and Sammi. With Nikki last.” 

The girls nod their heads. We take about ten steps back to give me a little room to get a running start. As it is, I easily jump the pit, my boots landing on the compact ground as I do so. Alex lands a moment after me, barely making a sound as her feet touch the ground. Londyn lets out a litany of curses before she jumps over the pit, clearing it by a good foot. The other girls are soon over the pit as well.   

“Thank god you’re with us Alex,” Alana says. “Or we’d be in trouble with the traps.” 

“I’m a woman of many skills,” she quips. “Isn’t that true, Brandon?” 

“Many wonderful skills, my beautiful wife,” I respond.  

“And you haven’t even seen half of them yet.” She tosses me a wry smile and then fades away again. 

“You think this level is all traps?” Londyn asks. “Maybe each one is progressively harder?” 

“I’d rather fight something,” Nikki says, “than try to avoid pits and traps this entire level.” 

“You’ll get your wish,” Alex states as she appears out of the mist once again.  

“You’re going to give me a heart attack doing that,” Nikki exclaims. 

“Sorry,” Alex says.  

“What’s up ahead?” I ask. 

“Goblins. Lots of them.” 

“What’s lots?” I ask. 

“Fifty or so. They’re all holding javelins in their hands, and they have little swords hanging at their hips. It’s superior quality stuff also,” she answers. “They’re just standing there. Like they’re waiting for us.”   

“What’s the layout like?” I ask. 

“Big cavern. They’re standing near the opposite side of it. If we rush them, we’ll have fifty javelins headed our way.” 

“We’ll be cut down,” Londyn curses. 

“Do we go all shock and awe?” Sammi asks. 

“Could be a trap. We rush in and a net falls on us, or a big pit opens and swallows us. No, I don’t like the fact they’re on the far side,” I state.  

“How spread out are they?” Sammi asks. 

“They’re broken into three groups. One directly ahead and two off to either side of the main group.” 

“I have just the spell to wreak a little havoc,” Sammi says with a huge smile.  

“I have one also,” I say.     

Londyn rubs her chin, and a small yellow sigil begins to flare. “I have something fun I can use,” my bodyguard offers with a wicked glint in her eyes. 

“Okay. We need to do this quickly. Sammi, you hit the center group and then fall back behind me. I assume you’re going to burn them up with a fireball.” 

“Something a little better,” she grins. 

“I’ll get the left side and you take the right one, Londyn.” My bodyguard nods her head. 

“And what are we going to do?” Maeve asks.  

“Be ready to pick off whoever survives the initial assault.” 

“Don’t rush in there until I can check the cavern for traps,” Alex adds. “Like Brandon said, a big net could be there waiting to drop on us.” 

I consider using Taunting Shield so that all the javelins will sail towards me. Once the javelins are gone, the goblins will be forced to either rush us or to hang back. Either way, we’ll wreck them for certain, despite their large numbers. However, there might be a large mob further in the first level. Or one waiting for us further down the dungeon. I really want to keep that ability in reserve. Especially since once I use it, the girls will know about it. Then they’ll give me grief for having fifty javelins thrown at me and they’ll have me swear not to use it again.  

I won’t make that promise.  

Londyn, Sammi and I march forward with the rest of the girls following around ten feet behind. We march around one hundred feet when we finally see the cavern opening in the distance.  

“You guys ready?” I ask. Londyn and Sammi both nod and then follow me to the entrance to the cavern. It is much like Alex described, a large cavern, maybe a hundred feet in diameter and just as high. Gems of some kind are buried in the walls and ceiling and emit a dull light. The goblins don’t move when we get to the entrance of the cavern. They stand there still as statues. 

“Why aren’t they moving?” Sammi asks. 

“Who cares?” Londyn offers. “Let’s just kill them and move on. We still have other levels to get to.” 

“Okay. Are you all set?”   

“I’m set,” Sammi says. 

“I was born ready,” Londyn emphasizes.  

I really could use Penny’s advice about now since I’m about to try Aura Barrage. However, I’m not sure how many crystals or what type to invest. I guess I will need to go by feel. I sheath Spirit and prepare Aura Barrage.  

As soon as I step over the threshold, the immobile goblins come to life. Fifty sets of arms pull back ready to let loose their javelins. Then all hell breaks loose. 

I infuse two hundred blue spirit crystals along with five silvers. I instinctively know this is the largest amount I can safely channel at my current rank. I hold out my hand towards the group on the right and focus on Aura Barrage. Hundreds of bolts of energy fly from my fist like projectiles from an automatic rifle. I move my hand back and forth, spraying the bolts into goblins. They punch through the goblins like rocks through a piece of tissue paper, leaving gaping holes in their chests, or blowing off a leg, or slamming into a skull and sending it flying. Half of them are down before they know what has happened. The ones still standing scatter like roaches. A few attempt to toss their javelins but they fly meekly towards me. I glance to the left where most of the goblins are howling and screeching as they burn to death, their flesh dripping from their bodies like hot wax.      

To their left the last group of goblins is running away. Or at least trying to flee from… it takes me a moment before I see what it is. Londyn released a swarm of bees at the goblins. The goblins are running and howling, trying to escape the swarm. Half of them are already unmoving on the cavern floor. I pull Spirit from the scabbard, and with my new shield slung across my forearm, I barrel into the ones that are still alive. One loses his head on my first strike. A goblin cries a challenge at me and comes at me from the left. I lash out at him with the shield with a cracking thwack. The small humanoid sprawls to the ground. I lunge forward and drive the tip into the chest of the enraged goblin.

I hear a twang behind me and a split second later, a goblin falls over dead with one of Maeve’s arrows in his chest.

Alex appears from the shadows, stabbing her obsidian blade into the backs of the creatures. The slaughter ends about ten seconds later when I decapitate the last goblin. 

“Well, that was fun,” Londyn says, as she waves her arms, causing the remaining bees to pop out of existence. 

“What did I do?” Alana croaks. At her feet, a dead goblin is covered in a thick blanket of blood. “I killed him. He came at me. I somehow blocked his attack with my staff. Then the ‘word’ just came, Bleeder. It’s one of my offensive abilities. Wounds just suddenly appeared all over his body and he bled out. His screams were horrible.” 

“You had no choice,” Nikki says. 

“He would have killed you,” Alex states. 

“I’m supposed to save lives, not take them,” Alana says tremulously.

“Taking his life may have saved one of our lives. It certainly saved yours,” I reply.

She nods, trying to put on a brave face. “I’ll be okay.”  

“They might not even be real,” Alex mumbles. “If that makes you feel any better.” 

“What was that, Alex?” Maeve asks. 

“The goblins. They may not be real. They could just be a creation of the dungeon.” 

“The blood looked real enough,” Alana says, trying to fight back a tear. 

“We really could use Penny about now,” I state. “She might know.” 

“You’re right. Maybe they weren’t real. The dungeon could have created them from crystals for all we know,” Alana says hopefully. She shakes her head a few times as though trying to clear a fog. She looks over to Londyn, “Did you send a swarm of bees after one group?” 

“Yup. And they’re quite deadly. One sting means instant death. Well, at least to Rank One creatures, which I figure everything on this level will be.” 

The goblins begin to glow indicating that we have just a few minutes to loot them. I recently received Auto Loot. Only the best items will appear while the garbage vanishes. I touch one of the goblins, and to be honest I’m underwhelmed with the results. 

“This sucks,” I state. “We received a measly seven hundred white spirit crystals from them. I had to use blue and silver crystals for my Aura Barrage. Jada would have a fit and say it isn’t cost effective. And she’d be right.” 

“I had to use blue and green ones for my Fire Sphere,” Sammi states. “We keep this rate up, and I’ll be out of crystals after three or four more battles.” 

“I think we went a little overkill here,” I state. “They were Rank One goblins. I doubt they could have harmed us much. I cut down a bunch of them without any effort.” 

“Same here,” Nikki says. “I used my katana to batter away a javelin flying at me and then decapitated the goblin who tossed it. I think I sliced another one in half.” 

“If one of them had gotten a lucky shot in, any one of us could have died,” Londyn reminds us. “I say we keep overwhelming them.” 

“We’re done here,” I say. “Looks like the passageway continues on the opposite side.” 

A few hundred feet down the passageway, Alex stops abruptly. “Trap!” She kneels and moves her palms back and forth. Red lights flicker on and off down the corridor for the next ten feet. Then she moves her palms and aims them along the wall. Red light flickers on and off there as well. 

Alex stands up and turns to us.  

“Everywhere you see a flickering red light is a small hole that shoots flames.” 
“There are a lot of holes,” I say. 

“Not the kind you like either, honey,” Londyn quips behind me.  

“We can’t jump this time. It’s motion activated,” Alex says. “Besides, ten feet might be beyond us, even with our enhanced bodies.” 

“Can’t you dismantle it?” Sammi asks. 

She nods her head. “I can. I’ll have to do each one individually, and there are at least a hundred of them. It’ll take me three or four hours to disassemble all of them.” 

“There’s no other way? A kill switch or something?” I ask. 

“You see that last sconce on the left before the corridor turns?”  

“I see it. What about it?” I ask.  

“I think it’s a lever to shut off the flames,” my lovely wife explains.  

“I have to get over there somehow. I should be able to manage the jump,” I state. 

“You can’t do that,” Maeve says. 

“He can’t,” Sammi says. “But I can.” 

“You can walk through fire?” Alex asks. 

“Not yet. But when I’m Rank Four, I’ll be totally resistant to fire and extreme heat. I have an ability right now called Fire Defense which should last long enough for me to get through it.” 

“Should?” I ask. 

“I don’t know. I’ve never used it before.” She bites her lip, before she nods her head up and down a few times. “No, this is on me. Now let me do this.” 

I really want to stop Sammi. If anyone should be walking through a pillar of fire, it should be me. 

I’m about to stop her from this madness but before I or anyone else can say anything, Sammi takes several stops forward. Jets of flames shoot up from the ground and out from the walls. 

“Sammi!” I shout out as I lose sight of her for a moment before the flames snake around an invisible barrier surrounding the Fire Weaver. She walks slowly, and I can sense it is taking great concentration to keep her Fire Defense active. 

“Come on Sammi!” Alana shouts. “You’ve got this.” 

“Bravest thing I’ve ever seen,” Maeve says. 

After the longest fifteen seconds of my life, the streams of fire end and Sammi crumples to the ground on the other side.  

I’m about to rush forward when Londyn grabs me. “What are you doing?” 

“Sammi,” I blurt out. 

“I’m fine,” the Fire Weaver wheezes out. “Just need a moment to catch my breath. That took everything I had.” 

She stands and walks gingerly over to the sconce on the wall. She gives the sconce a tug, and it moves about twenty degrees downward. We hear dozens of clicks all around us. 

Alex holds her hands out again. Once more, I can feel her channeling crystals. “The way’s clear.” She takes a tentative step forward. And then another. “You see. We’re all good. She walks the last few feet. We each follow along. I go last and when I reach the other side, I grab Sammi and pull her close to me. She is warm to the touch and dripping in sweat.  “That was incredible. You’re incredible.” 

"What was incredible was what we did last night. We need to do it again real soon.”  She kisses me full on the lips with salty, sweaty lips and then pulls away.  

“Be right back,” Alex says, and she disappears down the corridor which veers off the right. She comes back into sight about ten feet away from us. “More goblins up ahead,” she announces. 

“Like the last cavern?” Nikki asks. 

“Cavern looks the same. However, there are half the number of goblins. These suckers are big though. Hobgoblins, I think. And they’re heavily armed and armored.” 

“Any javelins or missile weapons?” I ask. 

“Just really big swords and maces,” Alex says. “They’re not in the back of the cavern either but waiting for us not too far from the entrance.”  

“Why don’t they rush us in the passageway?” Maeve asks. 

“They’d be doing us a favor,” I say. “We could pick them off one at a time.” 

You have done well in my dungeon so far, the dungeon says to us. Not to worry. Things will get more challenging, but the rewards will get greater. Just so you know, you will not be able to attack from the corridor. If you are thinking of sending arrows streaking down the passage and into the cavern to strike my hobs, you will find that they will hit a barrier and turn to ash. You will need to enter the cavern to engage them. One last thing, so you can’t say I don’t play fair. As soon as you step into the cavern, my hobs will attack. This has been most amusing so far. 

“Why is she helping us?” Maeve asks. 

“Maybe it’s like watching a reality show for her and we’re the contestants,” Alana says. 

“I think she has terrible things down below. Otherwise, why did we all need to be Rank Two,” I say. “But we can’t worry about any of this now.”   

“Can’t you use your Protector’s Shield,” Maeve asks. “Doesn’t it make you impervious to all damage?” 

“I was considering it. But I have a feeling I may need to use that further down in the dungeon. I do have a plan though.” 

“We’re not going to like this plan, are we?” Maeve says. 

“Not one bit. Yet it’s the only way to draw them away from the entrance.” 

“You ready?” I ask Nikki a few minutes later once our battle plans are ready.

“I will be in a second,” she says. Her exposed skin suddenly turns a grayish hue, until body is covered in Stone Skin.  

I turn to the girls.  “Remember, don’t enter unless you have to. If things get too hairy, I have Protector’s Shield to fall back on.” 

“And I can levitate out of their reach… well for a few minutes at least,” Nikki says. 

“It should be me coming with you,” Londyn grumbled for about the tenth time.  “I’m your bodyguard and I’m supposed to stay near you.”

“Londyn. He’ll be fine.  I’ll be right next to him,” Nikki says.

“You know The Voice will take it out on me if he dies,” Londyn says.

“They’re goblins.  We’ll be fine. Now let’s do this already,” I say.

Londyn lets off a little growl that I find a little sexy.

Nikki and I walk to the edge of the passage. Just as Alex said, twenty-five enormous hobgoblins stand there still as statues waiting for us. They are big suckers… even taller than me, and I’m six feet three—or possibly six foot four now with the enhancements to my body. They are maybe fifteen feet from the entrance. However, there is a good eighty to a hundred feet of room behind them. Which is fine by me. “You ready, my lovely wife?”  

“Ready,” Nikki answers. She sheathes one of her blades and then climbs onto my back, wrapping her legs around my waist and using her free arm to wrap around my chest. I rush forward and as soon as I break the barrier, I invoke Protector’s Wrath. The hobgoblins charge forward, but before they manage even several steps, Nikki and I are whisked away, appearing a breath later fifty feet behind the hobgoblins.  

“Come and get us you green fuckers!” I shout, invoking my Taunting ability. It works better than I could have hoped, and they turn towards Nikki and me. I let loose with Aura Barrage. Instead of spraying it back and forth, I keep the spread limited, trying to cut down four or five of them. Nikki climbs down from my back and tosses her hand out. A ball of crackling energy strikes one of the hob’s chest. It punctures through the armor like it isn’t there leaving a smoldering hole in the beast’s chest. A wall of green monsters surge towards Nikki and me.  

I stand there with my new shield on my arm and Spirit clutched in my hand. While I have twenty or so of the brutes rushing towards me, I feel a strange calm knowing my girls are letting loose on the monsters from the rear. I glance behind the mob. Maeve releases two arrows in rapid succession, both burying themselves in the back of a hobgoblin. It stumbles and then collapses to the ground. Sammi has several fingers aimed forward; fiery projectiles—like little bullets—shoot out from each digit, hitting several monsters. My Holy Light of the Protector flares, protective and offensive energy washing over my girls. I don’t wait for the green fiends to get to me. Instead, I rush forward to meet the mob. I use Multi-Blow. The first hobgoblin throws up his sword to try to block my attack. My sword slips past his feeble parry and Spirit’s tip drives through the chain armor and pushes into his heart. He is dead before his mind can even register it. I pull the sword free and slice the tip across the exposed thigh of another one. He stumbles to the ground. I lift Spirit and drive the tip into his skull.  

I toss up the shield and block an attack coming from my blind side. I’m not so lucky escaping the next attack as the tip of a sword finds a gap in the links of the hauberk and digs into my shoulder. Pain explodes but I hold onto the sword. The pain doesn’t incapacitate me but instead infuriates me. It helps to summon the beast inside of me. While I try to maintain the reins to this devil in the bedroom and most of my paramours, right now, I let the demon of the battlefield possess me. Then I become lost in the frenzy of beautiful destruction.  

The fever ebbs twenty seconds later when I stab the tip of the sword up through the bottom of a hobgoblin’s jaw.  

“Brandon!”  Maeve shouts as she suddenly appears in front of me. “What the hell was that?” 

“What do you mean?” I ask. 

“I mean. That was wild. You killed half of them on your own,” Maeve explains. 

“And you were quick as lightning,” Alex adds as she flicks a bit of gore from her obsidian dagger.  

“I have to tell you,” Sammi says, “it was a bit of a turn on watching you fight for us.” 

“If we weren’t in the middle of a deadly dungeon right now,” Maeve says, “I would ride you so good.” 

“Not if I got to him first,” Alex quips. 

“There is plenty of me to go around, ladies.”   

The hobgoblins begin to glow. I kneel and say Auto Loot. The bodies of the hobgoblins disappear. A massive pile of armor and swords appears in front of me.

“They paid much better,” I tell the girls. “Three thousand white crystals and five hundred green ones.”   

“What about the weapons?” Sammi asks. 
“They’re all valuable,” Nikki says, as she picks up a sword. “This one is worth a hundred

white and fifty green crystals.” 

“That would be another twenty-five hundred white and twelve hundred and fifty green crystals if we had a way to bring all the weapons with us.” Sammi says. Then she touches one of the pieces of chain mail. “The armor is worth a lot as well. Too bad we have no way to haul this stuff back with us and sell it either.” 

“Maybe Penny knows a way,” I say. “We’ll have to ask her when we get out of here.” 

My poor hobs, the dungeon laments. You slayed them with barely a scratch. Don’t get too confident though because things are about to get much deadlier.  

A light appears on the opposite side of the cavern illuminating a passageway. 

The way is clear to the last cavern and to the decisive battle of level one. Which of you heroes will challenge The Strangler? Certainly not the Healer. And not the Archer either. They would not survive long. Choose well. 

“Is she saying one of us has to fight this Strangler one-on-one?” Nikki asks. 

“Why not me? An arrow through the eye and into its brain would do the job I would think,” Maeve says. 

“No one is saying you can’t handle yourself Maeve,” Nikki responds. “Melee fighting just isn’t your thing.” 

“I’ve been practicing with the sword,” she retorts. 

“You nearly stabbed yourself yesterday when you were practicing,” Alex quips. 

“While I love the fun banter, I think we should see what’s waiting for us,” I say. 

“The dungeon said the way is clear,” Alana comments. 

“And you believe her?”  Sammi chides. 

“I guess not… maybe I do… I don’t know. The dungeon seems to be honest,” Alana replies. 

“Honest that she wants to kill us,” Alex states. “I’m going to err on the side of caution. Be right back.”  She disappears down the corridor and out of sight, 

“Now to you three,” Alana scolds us, pointing at me, then Nikki and finally to Londyn. “Let me heal those wounds.” As soon as she mentions the need to be healed, my shoulder explodes in pain. Londyn has a gash on her left thigh. While Nikki is sporting a large bruise on the left side of her face. Less than two minutes later, the three of us are healed. 

“Thanks,” I say.  

“It’s the job,” Alana replies. 

“What’s the job?” Alex asks as she appears in front of Alana.  

“Stop doing that,” Alana screams as she jumps back. 

“That never gets dull,” Alex says with a wicked grin. “Anyhow, the passage is clear all the way down.” 

“And The Strangler?” I ask 

“Couldn’t see it. There’s a big metal door that’s locked. I get the feeling it won’t open until we’re all there.” 

“Alright. Let’s see what we’re up against,” I state. 

We travel several hundred feet down a straight passageway. While most of the stone thus far has been rough and jagged, this rock is flat and semi smooth. Just as Alex said, two large wooden doors, the right one with a brass loop attached to it, stand in front of us, blocking our way.  

Only one of you can fight The Strangler, the dungeon declares in an almost mocking tone. If your hero is losing and one of you decides to intercede, I will see that as cheating, and I will be within my rights to swallow you. Before you choose, know this. Should you make it through the second level, a different hero will need to fight the level two champion—The Bogget. Should you survive the denizens of the dark that dwell on my third level, you will then face the final hero—The Dark Lady. That is if you survive her dark minions. You have five minutes to prepare.  

“Prepare for what? Nikki asks. “We don’t know what kind of monster it is.” 

“It’s going to be a big sucker,” Londyn says. “Some kind of boss goblin or something. First, we fought fifty basic goblins, then twenty of their bigger kin, the hobgoblin. So, I have to figure this is some kind of super goblin or something.” 

“I’ll fight it,” Nikki offers. 

“I was thinking I would fight it,” Alex says. “Stab it in the back or cut its throat before he knows what’s happening.” 

“Strangler,” Nikki says. “There’s a hint there. Sorry, Alex. This is my fight.”   

Two minutes. Who will tussle with my Strangler?  

“Sucks that my Stone Skin is gone,” Nikki complains. 

“I have something that might help.” I walk towards her and grab her around the waist. I invoke the needed crystals and power courses into my hands.  

“That tickles,” Nikki says.

“It’s called Absorb Damage. Think of it like a sponge that will absorb damage instead of your body.” 

“I can feel it,” Nikki says. “It’s almost like static electricity all over me.” 

Enter hero, and meet my Strangler, the dungeon announces as the two wooden doors open inward to reveal a small cavern—seventy-five feet in diameter, with jagged walls and uneven ground beneath our feet. Off to one side is a raised dais with a railing on its front.   

“You have to fight him?” Alana gulps as she lays eyes on The Strangler. Like Londyn said, he’s an oversized goblin. In this case, an eight-foot-tall hobgoblin. The monstrous beast is dressed in nothing but a loincloth. He is a mass of rippling muscles. Two long fangs hang down from either side of his mouth. Two sharp green horns extend from the top of his head. 

Step forward hero, the dungeon orders. The rest of you shall wait on the dais for either victory, or more likely defeat. If your hero does fall, another hero may step forward until one of you defeats The Strangler or all of you end up in The Soundless Lands.  

“Go!” Nikki says, nodding towards the dais.  

I would listen to her, the dungeon warns. In sixty seconds if you are not on the dais, I will consider the game forfeited, and I will swallow your hero whole. Then another will have to come forward to fight him. So go, now! 

“Dammit all to hell,” I grumble as I walk helplessly towards the platform. 

Ten seconds, the dungeon says gleefully.  

“You got this Nikki,” Alana shouts. 

Come my Strangler. And show them why you have this name.  

The Strangler suddenly comes alive. 

“A new victim to choke the life from,” The Strangler mocks in a deep voice. “And a girl to boot. Even better to feel a little chick’s neck snap.”

“Shut up you overgrown goblin and let’s get this fight started!” Nikki taunts. I expect her to pull out her katanas, but she stands there bobbing on her toes. “Strangler. What a stupid name!” 

The beast lets out a resounding, “Graaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!” before rushing forward. 

Nikki lifts her arms straight in front of herself and then claps her hands together. 

“Ogre’s Kiss!” she yells.  

A cone of sonic energy bursts from her hands, like the boom of a plane breaking through the sound barrier. The blast is so intense that we are all forced to cover our ears.     

If my ears feel like they are going to pop, I can’t even imagine the effect the explosion has on The Strangler. He stumbles backwards and loses his balance as he reaches up to cover his ears. His howls are filled with anger and pain. My blonde beauty doesn’t give the creature a chance to recover but surges forward like a sprinter from a starting position. She fluidly pulls her katanas as she is in motion. The last vision The Strangler sees is Nikki leaping in the air, her feet out in front of her, as she flies into the fiend’s upper body. He tumbles to the ground hitting it with a loud, resonating thud. Nikki twists her body midair, almost stopping her forward motion. Then she drives both katanas into The Strangler's bare chest. Quicker than my eye can register, Nikki pulls the katanas free from his chest, before burying them into either side of his neck. 

Blood geysers out as she pulls the blades free. She looks up towards the cavern’s roof and shouts, “That’s how you do it!” 

The Strangler tries to say something, but blood drips from his mouth. He spurts several more pumps of blood before he stops moving.  

Well, that was no fun, the dungeon complains. No fun at all. You didn’t let him get his beefy hands around your scrawny throat. Now I need to spend essence to bring him back. No fun. No fun at all. Maybe it is for the best. Now I will have the pleasure of seeing one of my other beasties destroy you. Beautiful hero, you have five minutes to collect your reward. Then we will speak again.  

I leap down from the dais and wrap Nikki in a tight hug. “You beautiful woman!” 

“Is that all?” Nikki asks. 

“And sexy as all hell,” I add. She kisses me, her tongue stabbing into my mouth. I kiss her back for several long seconds before she pulls back, her face red and flushed.  

“You wrecked him,” Alana says with a look of admiration. 

“That was a hell of a jumping kick,” Sammi says.  

“Best one of my life!”   

“You’d better loot the body,” Alex says to her sister wife. “You only have a few seconds left.” 

Nikki kneels, touches the creature, and says, “Loot.”  The body fades away and a single item appears on the ground.” 

“What is that?” Alex asks. 

Nikki picks it up and stares fixedly at it. “Oh wow. It’s an earring.” 

“What does it do?” I ask. 

She begins to laugh. She finally gets the giggles under control. “This place really is something else. It’s called Choke Hold. It automatically increases my Strength two slots if I can get an opponent into a strangle hold. It even works against higher ranked opponents.” 

“Two Strength levels higher would make you strong enough to snap most creature’s necks. That’s some reward,” Alex says. 

“Too bad strangle holds aren’t really my thing. This might be better for Paige to use. I also received five hundred blue spirit crystals and fifty silver spirit crystals.” She looks over at me. “It doesn’t say anything about me having to give you five percent either lover.  I get to keep it all.”

That is correct, hero Nikki, the dungeon says. I do not abide by the rules outside my dungeon. They hold no sway here. I am the goddess of this place. Here, all heroes may keep the crystals and rewards they win in battle. But… don’t get too used to them. For what I give with one hand, I can easily take back with the other. For should you fall, I will not only consume you but all the items you possess as well.   

In front of us an entrance appears. Meanwhile, off to our right, a grayish vortex, like a mini tornado, appears. 

The portal will take you back to the surface. I hope you don’t choose that option but continue to play in my dungeon. Great rewards await you. Even greater than the earring that Hero Nikki received. To entice you further, I will tell you that should you defeat The Bogget, gold spirit crystals will be your reward. Will you flee like goblins, with the pittance you have already gained, or will you thrust deeper into me? The dungeon pauses for a moment and then adds. Yes, I like heroes who plunge into my depths…it brings me immense joy. The deeper they go the greater the pleasure. You have three minutes to either descend or flee. If you have not chosen by then, both options will disappear, and I will consume all your essences.   

“We should leave,” Londyn says. “I know we’re supposed to finish the Find Freddie quest or whatever the hell it’s called…but this place is dangerous. I don’t like that we can’t retreat if things get bad. Plus, if you choose to fight the next boss on your own, I won’t be able to protect you. If I do, it’ll be considered cheating and all of us will die.” 

“I appreciate the concern, Londyn. But it’s my job to take care of all of you.  And if I could fight all the champions in this place alone, I would. Besides, we need the rewards, so we go on.” Then something dawns on me.

“Hey dungeon? Are you there?” 

I am! 

“Can some of us leave and the rest of us go on?” I ask. 

You can, the dungeon states. But you will need all of you if you wish to survive. 


CHAPTER 12:  DESCENT

“This is stupid,” Nikki says. “We came here to tackle the dungeon, so let’s do this.”   

I nod my head in agreement. “If any of you want to leave, now’s your chance.” 

“I think I speak for all of us when I say that we’re staying,” Sammi says, avoiding Londyn’s eyes and staring directly at me. “We all know what we signed on for so stop trying to protect us all the time.” 

“As much as we appreciate it Brandon,” Maeve says, “we also don’t appreciate it if you get my gist.” 

“I get what you’re saying. I can’t help it. I care for you girls … all of you… and I just want to make sure we all get out of this alive.” 

“Then let us kick this dungeon’s ass,” Alex states, “so we can gain enough crystals to ascend. The stronger we are, the better we’ll be able to protect ourselves.” 

Thirty seconds to choose, the dungeon warns.  

“Then let’s do this,” I say and walk towards the stairs leading downward. Alex appears next to me and grabs me by the arm. “I know you hate it lover, but I need to take the lead." 

“Be careful,” I say. She moves ahead of me and begins to walk down a narrow stony passageway that requires us to descend one at a time. Whereas torchlight lit the earlier corridors, green lichen webs across the walls, emitting a dull, green illumination. 

“I don’t like this,” Alana says behind me. 

“I need a break, a small breather,” Sammi says. She’s panting heavily. I stop and all of the girls stop behind me.  

“What’s wrong Sam?” Alex asks. 

“Feel like the walls are closing in,” Sammi admits, her hands on her knees as she tries to slow her breathing down. “Need some air and wide open space.” 

I am about to invoke Sacred Light of the Warden when I see a figure in the distance heading towards us. A moment later Alex comes into sight. 

“This is the oddest place,” Alex says.  

“Odd how?” I ask. 

“Come on. Follow me. You have to see this,” she says. 

“How far?” Sammi asks, beads of sweat building on her temple.  

“Not far. A few hundred feet or so.”  She eyes Sammi and asks, “You okay?” 

“Yeah. The walls are closing in a bit. That’s all.” 

“Well, you won’t need to worry about that. There’s lots of room up ahead.” 

“I can use an ability—like the one I used on the surface—to make the claustrophobia go away,” I offer.  

“I’ll be fine,” Sammi says. “I’ve never been bothered by tight, closed off spaces before.”  She sucks in several breaths through her nose and says—though I am not certain if it is aimed at us or at herself, “I’m not going to let this get the better of me. I’m stronger than this fear.” 

Congratulations Paramour Sammi, The Quest Board announces.  

.You are not welcome here, nor is your master or his mistress, the dungeon interjects.  

I am welcome wherever I want to be. And I want to be here. While you can keep the Compendium out for now, you cannot block me.

You will not interfere! the dungeon shouts, anger simmering in her voice. The ground below our feet shudders and moves.   

I am not here to interfere. And you will not punish Lord Brandon and his paramours for my intrusion, The Quest Board replies. 

Why are you here? If not to interfere? The dungeon asks. 

Paramour Sammi fought the dark fiend, Fear, and she overcame it. Her Willpower attribute has been raised from a zero to a one. I am here at the behest of The Voice to grant her this boon. Even in your dungeon, I am well within my rights by the ancient rules to do so, The Quest Board states.  

I have played fair with these heroes so far. I will continue to do so, but intrude again to my dungeon, and I will consider your presence here as interference, and I will either consume these heroes or construct an army of boss monsters that will tear and shred the flesh from their bones. Grant your boon and be gone, the dungeon says.  

There will be a reckoning for your insolence, The Quest Board announces.  

If you would like to see insolence, then I will show you insolence and swallow these heroes here and now for you to witness. 

The ground shakes violently. Dust and flecks of stone begin to rain down from the stalactites and rough stones above our heads. The girls tumble into each other and into me. Londyn loses her footing behind me and falls to the ground, dragging Sammi down with her.   

“Stop!” I command, infusing my voice with Voice of Authority and Project Will. The ground stops rattling and an eerie calm settles in the corridor. “Quest Board, we appreciate you arriving and telling us about the boon Sammi earned.” 

Yes, her reward is well deserved, The Quest Board says.  

“But we need you to hold all future boons until we exit the dungeon.”

I will do that Lord Brandon if you want. Nevertheless, if they are earned, you should have instant access to them as per the rules set forth in the Great Codex, where all the words, of all worlds, in all the galaxies, in all the multiverses, are written.  

“The dungeon has played fair with us,” I say. 

I have indeed, the dungeon replies with an edge.  

“Quest Board. We really want to finish this quest for Fred and Marge.” 

Yes, they granted you a great quest. And quests need to be finished. I did not intend to cause you and your lovers difficulties. I will depart and not return. Should you earn any other boons within the dungeon you shall receive them once you depart as you requested. 

A heavy silence falls over the cavern.  I’m about to say something when the dungeon speaks.   

Glad that hunk of rotting wood is gone. I like her even less than that moldy old book. Now that she’s gone, it is time to resume the game. And I am excited for you to discover the wonderful treats I have waiting for you.  

“Is the dungeon gone?” Sammi asks a few moments later. 

“I don’t think she’s gone,” Alex says. “I can feel her all around us, if that makes sense.” 

“I’ve had the same feeling,” Maeve replies, “Like a set of creepy eyes following me wherever I go.” 

“Whatever,” Londyn says. “Let’s just complete this quest.” 

Alex turns and begins her descent back down the stairs.  

“Did you pick up on her comment about The Voice and his mistress?” Alana asks. 

“Yeah,” Maeve says. “I wanted to ask the dungeon about it, but it wasn’t really a good time.” 

“Then she spewed all that crap about some big ass codex,” Londyn says. “Is that supposed to be some kind of super Compendium?” 

“We need to discuss all of this,” I respond, “but it’ll have to wait until we are out of here.” 

Alex begins to walk down the passage, the rest of us following behind.  

“What’s that sound?” Nikki asks after we walk another fifty yards or so.  

“Sounds like a zoo,” Maeve says. 

Up ahead, the passageway opens into an overgrown jungle. Thick foliage surrounds clumps of leafy trees. Vines hang down from the boughs above.  

“Are those monkeys?” Alana asks, pointing her long finger at a three-foot tall mammal with thick black fur that leaps deftly from tree branch to tree branch.  

“I don’t want to fight monkeys,” Sammi says. 

The monkeys are the least of your worries, the dungeon announces. You might want to concern yourself more with the mutated pumas or the cursed rhinos.  

“Pumas,” I blurt out. 

You will not have to kill them all, the dungeon says. You just need to slay twenty of my pets before they chomp or shred you to death. Once you have slain twenty of my children, the rest will flee. You will find a small hut, a safe space, at the end of the worn road that cuts through the foliage. There, if any of you are still alive, you will be able to rest and heal. That is all for now. You chose the staircase and thus you chose the challenge, and I am within my rights. You must enter the jungle in the next five minutes. Anyone who does not—and remains upon the staircase—will be consumed.  

“I wish she would shut the hell up about eating us,” Londyn says. “I have a feeling she’s trying to find an excuse to consume us and only holds back due to the rules set in place.” 

“You’re probably right. But we only have a few minutes to prepare,” I say. 

“What’s the plan lover?” Nikki asks, looking at me for guidance. 

“I’m going first,” Maeve announces. “Before any of you argue with me, I have Sense Prey and Hunt Prey. The best way for us to get through that jungle is for us to make the beasts out there fear us.  For the hunters to become the hunted.”   


CHAPTER 13:  WELCOME TO THE JUNGLE

“This humidity is horrible,” Alana says. 

“It’s awful, like Florida in the middle of August,” I complain as sweat starts to drip 

down my face. “This humidity is going to drain us quickly. Let’s get this started. Which way, Maeve?” 

“Follow me,” she says, pointing towards a worn trail that cuts through a section of trees. “Some kind of enemy. Seven of them. Are waiting in ambush just up ahead.” 

“Shouldn’t we go a different way then?” Alana asks. 

“We’ll be fine,” Maeve says. “I’ll know when they’re within a dozen feet of us.”  

“Seven kills in one shot will get us a third of the way through this damn place,” Londyn complains, wiping sweat from her brow with the back of her hand.  

Maeve leads us up the trail. Ferns and philodendron grow wildly out of the moist soil all around us.  

“Fucking blood sucker,” Londyn curses, slamming her palm against her neck. “Mosquitos are eating my sweet flesh.” 

“Quiet!” Maeve says, as she stops. She draws and nocks an arrow. “There are more than seven of them now. More like ten. And they’re all around us.” 

I wipe my sweaty palm on my khakis and grip Spirit tightly. The Defender’s shield is strapped to my forearm.  

Next to me, Alana’s knuckles are red from holding her staff so tight. A dab of sweat drips from her forehead and plops onto the staff's butt. 

“In the air!” Maeve shouts as giant mosquitoes burst out of the canopy of trees, their compound eyes fixed on us. They are ugly suckers, with translucent wings moving faster than my eyes can register and a long stinger—I think it is called a proboscis—protruding from their heads. Two arrows streak past me simultaneously, striking two different mosquitos in their abdomens. The insects emit a high-pitched squeal but continue towards us. The fact that one of Maeve’s arrows didn’t take down the overgrown pests has me worried. If I had time, I would study their details. But two of them are nearly upon me.  

The mosquitos aren’t totally mindless, and they spread out—one coming at me from the front while the other one flies around me.  

I’ve got to take the one in front of me down now! I swipe Spirit at the head of the giant insect. All I hit is air as it buzzes away out of reach.  

“Fuck!” I shout out. Not only because I missed hitting the creature but also because of the horrific pain from a stinger that punches through the hauberk and into my back. Even my Hard Skin does little to diminish the terrible pain. 

Several things happen at once. My Holy Light of the Protector blazes and a sheen of holy energy spreads out enveloping my girls. Alana must have cast her healing orbs as warmth spreads over me. The mosquito is latched onto my back, and the healing orb seems to be doing battle with the bloodsucking insect. I gotta kill the one on my back or I’m a dead man. A stupid idea comes to me.  

This is going to hurt, I think before I fall onto my back. The pain is worse than I could have imagined. My entire weight lands on the mosquito and the proboscis pushes further into me. I expect the insect to be crushed, to hear a squishing sound or something, or for gore and innards to burst out all around me. Instead, the thing is still alive. 

How the fuck is it still alive?  

I lift myself from the waist and then tapping into my superhuman Strength I drive my back down into the ground again. This does the trick and the bloodsucker below me bursts apart, gore and blood coating my back. I turn my head just in time as the other mosquito tries to plunge its stinger through my eye. I lash Spirit sideways, tearing a long, jagged mark across its abdomen. Alana’s orb continues to pump healing into me, but I can feel its effects weakening. I need to get its proboscis out of my back now. The mosquito flies high into the air. It turns towards me and dive-bombs me, its bloodsucking appendage aimed at my heart. The thing is a little sluggish due to the wound along its side. I am faster and I drive the tip of the sword through its head, viscous goo dripping from the wound.  

My dad had a phrase he always used, “Time for the pain comes later.” This can be no further from the truth than at this moment. If I had trouble taking out two of the flying fiends at Rank Three, then my girls may be having their own difficulties. I fling the mosquito off my swords and get sluggishly to my feet, the remains of the other mosquito still attached to my back.  

Alex is on the ground unmoving.

“Alex!” I shout, terror filling my heart at the thought that my wife might be dead. 

Nikki stands above her, swinging her katana in one hand. With the other hand, she blasts a ball of crackling energy at a mosquito diving towards Alex’s head. Its head explodes, bits of it flying everywhere.

I retract the shield and with my hand free I release an Aura Missile at a nearby mosquito. There is something different this time. I’m not sure what, but I have some control over the direction of the missile. The mosquito sees it coming and tries to fly out of its trajectory. I nudge the missile with my mind, and it plows into the fiend’s abdomen. The bug explodes into a million pieces.  

I hear a scream—not of pain or fear—but more of a challenge. I swing around. Sammi, with her long, curly black hair flying madly over her shoulders, lifts her arm. She pulls back a fiery whip, and lashes it into the air at a mosquito. Her strike is true, and the whip bisects a mosquito, both parts of its smoking body hitting the ground with a dull thud.

Another mosquito dive-bombs towards me, but Londyn appears at my side and bashes it in with her warhammer.    

“That’s it!”  Maeve shouts out winded. “We got them all.” Then she sees Alex and cries out, “Oh my god, Alex!”

I rush over to Alex.

Alana kneels next to my lovely Shadow Dancer pouring liquid from a canteen into her mouth. “Come on Al. Swallow it,” the Healer urges.  

“Is she gonna be okay?” Nikki asks.  She sits on the other side of Alex holding her hand.  

“She was injected with something that paralyzed her. I’m hoping the nymph’s water will counteract it. Otherwise, we might have to wait until its effects wear off,” Alana says. 

“We can’t stay here!” Maeve says. “There are monsters all around us.”  

Alex’s eyes burst suddenly open, and she sits up. She looks around confused for a moment before her eyes come back into focus. “What happened?” she asks wildly. 

“You’re okay,” Alana says, hugging Alex closely to her.  

“I’m fine,” Alex responds after Alana breaks the hug. “I was in the shadows. The thing shouldn't have been able to see me, but somehow it did. I got too cocky. That’s how it got me. Injected something inside me. My muscles seized up and I collapsed. I could see and hear everything but couldn’t move.”  She hugs Nikki. “You saved me.” 

“You’d have done the same,” Nikki replies. “And we girls need to look out for each other. Brandon won’t always be there.”  

“Anyone else injured?” Alana asks. 

“Brandon!” Sammi screams out. “What the hell is sticking out of your back?” 

The adrenaline rush first from the battle and then worrying about Alex fades and pain lances through my back. 

“Yeah,” I grunt. “One of the damn things stabbed me and started sucking up my blood. I squished it to death but that just lodged the proboscis deeper into my back.” 

“This is going to hurt,” Alana says as she comes up behind me. “Wow, it went right through your armor.” 

“Fuck that hurts!” I shout as Alana yanks the remains of the mosquito from my back. Alana’s two soft hands touch my back. The flesh below my armor starts to itch as the skin stitches back together.   

“Thanks Alana,” I say.  “Not sure what we’d do without you here.”

She smiles at me in response. 

“Do you think all the creatures here are Rank Two?” Sammi asks. 

“This one says, Giant Paralysis Mosquito, Rank Two,” Sammi announces, pointing at the remains of a mosquito. The whip in her hands fizzles and then disappears. “I need to use that again. Sliced two of them in half.” 

“I wish I could use a whip like that,” Alana says.  

“I knew you were into hardcore sex,” Londyn jokes. “It’s always the good ones who are the kinkiest.” 

“I’m not into that,” Alana says defensively.  

“Leave her alone,” Sammi says.  

The mosquitos begin to glow, so I squat down and touch one of them. I think Auto Loot and twelve hundred green spirit crystals and six hundred and fifty blue spirit crystals flow into my inventory. Two hundred silver spirit crystals also appear. “We received a ton of crystals—mostly greens and blue along with a sizable number of silvers as well. Don’t think we’ll be getting any more white ones moving on in the dungeon.” 

“What’s that?” Londyn says, as she appears next to me. 

I see what she’s pointing to and pick up a vial. I focus on it to figure out its properties. “Huh,” I say, handing the vial to Alana. “The vial contains an antidote for paralysis.”   

“The dungeon really does play fair,” the Polynesian beauty says. “I guess she awarded the potion in case we didn’t have a way to counteract the paralysis.” Alana goes silent for a second and then adds, “I think it’s good that mosquito was only Rank Two. I think if it was Rank Three and had injected Alex with the same toxin her heart would have stopped.”  There are several gasps that are broken when the dungeon takes the opportunity to speak.  

Thirteen of twenty of my poor children were slain. How they suffered. Let your hearts not be heavy, for they will return soon enough. For nothing ever really dies in the dungeon—except for foolish heroes, of course. Seven more creatures and you may access the safe room.  

“I’m really starting to hate her,” Londyn mutters. 

“She’s so wicked, taunting us like that,” Alex remarks. 

“I don’t think she’s good or bad,” Alana offers. “She is what she is.” 

“My senses are starting to blow up,” Maeve says. “Up ahead. It’s huge whatever it is.” 

“Freaking great! Can’t wait,” Londyn states sarcastically.  

I take the lead with Maeve. Several times, I use Spirit to hack through thick foliage blocking our way. When we break through to the other side, my boots plod into muddy water.  

“Shit. Now it’s raining,” Londyn says.  

I feel the first of the large drops of warm water falling onto my head. The girls grumble and groan all around me. The rain falls steadily and in seconds we’re soaked. Alana’s nurse’s outfit clings to her body, outlining her shapely hips and her large breasts. I’m all for a wet t-shirt contest, just not out here in the middle of a jungle with murderous beasts all around. Maeve’s hair is matted down, with her long tresses sticking to her back. We slog through the muddy water about fifty feet when Maeve cries out a warning.  

“What is it?” Alex says. 

“Monster. Just can’t figure out where?” the Huntress notifies us. 

“Help!” Nikki screams out. I turn to find a snake wrapped around her waist. The snake that I fought in Fiona’s Fountain is a baby compared to this one. About twenty feet of it is exposed, with the rest of it still hidden below the muddy ground. Its body is thick with light brown scales. But the part that has me most worried is its enormous head and mouth along with the two nearly twelve-inch fangs that hang down from its jaws.  

“It’s trying to pull her under.” Alex shouts as she dashes forward. 

The warning is too late, and Nikki is yanked beneath the murky mud. 

“Nikki!” I shout running to the area where the snake pulled her under. I’m about to—I don’t know what I am about to do—maybe jump into the mud after her. I don’t need to do something insane as Nikki ascends from the muddy soil, the snake still wrapped tightly around her torso as they hover into the air. My blonde haired wife gasps for air, her face and hair covered in thick sludge. She spits clumpy muck from her mouth and grits her teeth trying to stay aloft while the snake tries to pull her back into the ground.  

I’m the first to react, and making sure not to strike Nikki, I swing my blade with all the power I can muster, intending to end this fight in one blow. The sword cleaves the snake in two, with the bottom half splashing into the mud.  

Nikki’s hovering ability has either timed out or she has dismissed it as both she and the top half of the snake plummet to the sludge. She’s able to free a hand and then a blast of energy blows the snake from her. She lays in the opaque water wheezing for air. 

“Look!” Londyn screams, charging forward with her hammer raised to her side. I look to my left and almost jump back. The bottom half of the snake has somehow grown a head. It hisses at my bodyguard. I think it’s about to spew something at her when she swings her warhammer, crushing in its skull.  

The ground below me shakes and a second snake erupts from the ground. It hovers above me and quick as lightning strikes at me with its fang mouth. I activate the shield just in time to block the attack. Its face slams into the shield with such force that my forearm begins to tingle.  

“Don’t slice them in two!” Londyn says. “Bash in their skulls.” 

From my peripheral vision I see at least two other killer serpents that have erupted from beneath the ground. I don’t mess around and channel the crystals needed to activate Devastating Blow. It acts in an instant hit, bypassing all defenses. In addition, it quadruples my base damage, which with my Strength is high to begin with. The snake pulls back its head again and snaps forward.  

“Fuck!” I scream as I miss the snake’s head and instead drive the tip into its fleshy body. Two malevolent red eyes lock onto mine.  The millisecond distraction is all that it takes, and it spits something at me. I raise the shield partially to block the jetting liquid, but it doesn’t stop all of it from reaching me. My shoulder and neck begin to burn and sizzle. 

Acid! 

This motherfucker dies now. 

I begin to smell my charred flesh burn away. I push the pain aside.  

Time for the pain comes later! 

I have never used Elemental Strike before. But something inside me wants to see this motherfucker burn. 

Spirit’s blade is still buried in its flesh, barely a nuisance to the powerful creature. I channel the needed crystals and think, Fire.  

Spirit’s blade is buried inside the creature, so I can’t see the flames. But I can feel the intense heat. I know I have been warned repeatedly not to overcharge abilities, but I have to get to the girls —protect them from this powerful foe that can spew acid on them. The max crystals for the ability is fifty blue crystals. I double it. An even hundred. The fire that burns inside me, the flames to keep my girls alive—the inferno in my soul that I feel for many of the girls—fans the flames. I don’t know if snakes are highly combustible or not, but this thing begins to burn, a resonating hissing emanates from the snake's jaws before its head catches fire.  

I look down at my arm for a moment and realize Spirit is still buried inside the snake. I yank it free and take several steps back looking for the next snake to cut down.  

I swivel about but the snakes are dead. The girls stare at me with a sense of awe, especially Sammi who stares wide eyed at me.  

“It’s fun, isn’t it?” she says. “The power of fire.”  She walks close to me. “It’s a turn on, isn’t it?”  She touches my face and heat courses through my body; then some inner fire from me seems to flow into Sammi.  

“Ohh,” she moans.  

“What the hell?” Alana says. “Can you two knock it off? We’re in the middle of a snake infested bog.” 

“Last night seems like a lifetime ago,” Sammi says. She turns to Maeve and Nikki who are standing side by side. “I’m gonna come straight out and say it. I want to be one of his wives also.” 

“Can we hold off on the marriage arrangements until later? Half the skin on his neck is gone and you’re hitting on him!” Alana shouts as she approaches me. She lays a hand on me and warmth courses through my neck and shoulder.  

Acid. 

That’s right. The snake spewed acid on me. 

Why doesn’t the pain register? 

Because your nerves were burnt away, you idiot.

Alana grunts and groans as she seems to battle with my severe injury. Rivulets of sweat and rain drip from her chin and brow. She lets out one final grunt and my charred skin finally begins to fade and in its place is newly grown pink flesh. Alana pulls her hands away from my shoulder and slumps over, falling towards me. I grab her around the waist before she collapses. Her chest pushes up against me, her nipples poking into my chest. Her heart thumps madly. She smells of dewy sweat, and I find the scent—this natural aroma—intoxicating. I realize that Alana is the only girl currently with us who I have not yet been intimate with and part of me wants to kiss her. No, I want to do more than kiss. I want to take her. And for her take me. For our bodies to bring pleasure to one another.  

“Woooooo,” Alana says, pulling back from me, a wild look in her eyes. “Did you feel that? Your skin was down to the bone in a few places. It’s amazing you didn’t pass out. It was almost too much for me to heal.”   

“I felt the acid burning me at first. But then I just pushed the pain away,” I admit. 

“Well, that’s gonna get you killed,” Alana chides me. “Pain is there for a reason. To warn you that your body is being damaged.” 

I shrug. 

“Men!” Alana says. 

“Now for you,” Alana says as she approaches Londyn.  

“Do you like them? I know Brandon does?” My bodyguard quips as she pulls back her shirt to reveal blood seeping from a deep gash from one of her large, perfect tits. 

“Ohh. I like that. It’s getting my nipples hard,” Londyn quips, when Alana lays a hand on her tit.    

“You’re too much,” Alana says. 

You killed my poor serpents, The dungeon announces. They are not as deadly as I thought. I may have to give all three of them the ability to shoot acid and not just the one. You have slain sixteen of the required twenty beasts. Slay four more of my defenders and your passage to the safe room will be free of my monsters. Within the confines of the hut, you will have limited time to prepare for the battle against The Bogget. But first, you have prizes to claim. I would grab them quickly for the real battle of the jungle is about to begin.   

The snakes begin to glow. I reach down and say, Auto Loot.  

“What’d we get?” Alex asks excitedly.  

“Nine hundred blue spirit crystals and one hundred silver ones,” I tell the girls. “Not too shabby. Are you girls okay with crystals?” 

“I was just about to tell you that I’m running low,” Alana says. “Maybe if you would stop injuring yourself.” 

“My Fire Whip used up a ton of mine,” Sammi states.  

I split up the crystals we’ve earned evenly among the girls.     

“I’m good now,” Alana says. 

“Me too,” Sammi says.  

“Hey, what’s that?” Alex asks. My raven-haired wife crouches down and pulls a gnarled stick—a foot long— from the mud below. Alex focuses her gaze on the item. “Wow. This thing is wicked.” 

“What is it? Looks like a branch to me,” Maeve says, just as the rain stops and the unbearable heat returns. 

“It’s a wand,” she replies. 

“Like from Harry Potter?” Londyn asks. 

“Yeah. Except this one shoots a jet of acid,” Alex says.  

“That’s nasty,” I say. 

“Well, I don’t want it,” Alex says, holding it out towards me. “Not really my style.” 

“I don’t see myself using it either,” I say.  

“Give it to Alana,” Londyn suggests. 

“Me! I don’t want it.” 

“You may not want it,” my bodyguard declares. “But you’re not much use in a fight. If things get too dicey at least you can melt a monster or two.” 

“She’s right,” I respond. “You should take it Alana.” 

“I’ll hold it for now. But there’s no way I’m ever going to use it. I don’t want to melt anything,” Alana says. Alex hands it to the Healer who grabs it gingerly before shoving it through the white belt at her hip.  

“Monsters!” Maeve shouts out. 

I spin around, expecting an attack. 

“They’re close by,” Maeve explains.” In that direction.” She points her finger towards a less dense section of the jungle.  

“Any idea what we’re about to face?” Londyn asks. 

“Not really. Only that they’re really bad,” Maeve says.  

“Well, that tells us nothing,” Londyn says sharply. 

“I know,” Maeve huffs. “When I get to Rank Three, I’ll be able to tell exactly what prey I’m hunting or that is hunting me.” 

“I’ll go take a look,” Alex says. 

“No!” Maeve says. “I’m going.  I have Hunt Prey, and it works best if I’m alone. If I can get the drop on it, I should be able to take it down with one shot.” 

“But there are more than one of them,” I say. 

“I’ll be fine. You’ll know when it’s time to rush in.” 

“Are you sure Maeve?” Alex asks. 

“You head out without us all the time,” Maeve says with an edge. 

“But I can stay hidden,” Alex retorts. 

“I don’t plan to stay hidden,” Maeve says. “This ability is going to let them know they are being hunted. Predators aren't used to being hunted. It’ll give me an edge.”   

Before I can dissuade her, she dashes off into the woods. 

“What is she trying to prove?” I ask aloud. 

“You really don’t know, do you?” Londyn says. “Men really are stupid.” 

Alex grabs my arm. “Don’t. Give her a few minutes.” 

I want to rush off into the woods after Maeve. This dungeon jungle is no place for her to prove herself to me. Doesn’t she already know how much she means to me? I sigh.

An explosion fifty or so feet ahead shatters my thoughts.  

I rush forward, my Surge ability kicking in. I seem to go in slow motion though I know I am super-fast. I burst into a clearing where ten or so enormous catlike creatures—four feet tall—with jet-black fur and dark green eyes stand around one of its kin who is on its back yowling. Their wails are so loud that the leaves shake on the nearby trees. I hear a twang from above me and an arrow weaves its way between the large pumas and buries deeply into the flesh of the whimpering feline. It must strike the heart because the creature gives out a whine and then stops moving.  

The creatures turn towards Maeve—malevolence and hatred gleaming in their feral eyes.

Did the dungeon lie to us? 

There were only supposed to be four more creatures to defeat. 

No, you idiot. She said you need to kill four more—that once you do so, the rest will flee. There are ten here—but three more of them still need to be slain.  

“I will get the man,” one of the panthers says, its voice gravelly.  

“I will get his mate,” another sneers. I hear another twang and the panther who just spoke leaps out of the way and then dashes off in the direction where the arrow was shot. 

My mind screams, Maeve. 

“We will get his other mates,” another one says.  

Two green eyes fill with hatred and a feral intelligence glares at me. The beast behind those cold eyes leaps towards me.  

However, I am not there when he lands. I’m getting quicker using my abilities and with just a thought my Warden’s Wrath whisks me away from the leaping panther and deposits me just a step behind the panther that is digging her nails into the trunk of the tree where Maeve is perched up on a branch. 

Devastating Blow, I think, as I grasp Spirit and thrust it upwards into the panther. I put everything into that shot and the entire blade disappears into the beast’s body. It emits a loud, plaintive wail. I pull the sword free and step back. The panther slumps to the overgrown jungle floor, blood leaking from its guts.  

“Behind you!” Maeve shouts from above me. I spin around. However, I’m too late and the male panther, all three hundred plus pounds, lands on top of me, slamming me to the ground. The foliage does little to diminish the impact, and my back explodes in acute pain. Spirit drops from my hand.  Sharp claws that Wolverine would be jealous of plunge into my chest right below my collarbone. While I was somehow able to resist the pain from the acid burning my flesh off, the agony in my chest is the worst misery I have experienced since I was brought to the Eros Woods. The beast exposes a mouth of sharp teeth. I fling up my left arm just in time and the beast’s mouth closes against the bracer on my arm. My arm feels like it’s in a vice that is slowly being tightened and that my bones are about to crack and break. By instinct, I summon the Defender’s shield. I feel it slowly begin to open. However, the beast feels the resistance and clamps its mouth and jaw tighter. Alana’s warning not to lose a limb provokes something inside of me. It’s taking all my concentration to keep the maw from ripping off my arm. I clench the fist of my free hand and start punching the side of its head.  

“Fuck!” I curse, as the punches, while barely hurting the large panther, do rattle its skull back and forth. I punch again, this time invoking Multi-Blow. Power and energy surge up my free arm and into my palm and fingers. My fist strikes its jaws three times in rapid succession. On the last blow, I feel its jaw break and the teeth around me loosen. I try to pull my arm free but it’s not following the orders of my brain and it limply slips from the creature’s maw. It rears up above me, foam and spittle dripping from its broken jaw. It pulls back a front leg, its claws opening wide. It’s about to slice open my throat. 

The bracer flares open and the claws rake along the front of the now expanded shield. My arm must be damaged because when I push the shield forward to shove the great cat from me, it does nothing. 

The beast rears up again. Before it can strike, it yowls in pain and turns its neck towards its back where the fletching of an arrow vibrates. Now’s my chance. I take my good hand and aim it at the exposed throat of the panther. I release Aura Missile at point blank range. A rocket of crackling energy strikes the beast. Its head explodes in a shower of bone, blood, and gore.  

When the viscera stops raining down, I push the carcass of the beast from my body and slowly get to my feet. Maeve lands just a few feet. 

“Are you okay?” 

“I’m fine,” I grunt.  

A blood-curdling scream cuts through the air and Maeve dashes off towards the sound. 

Visions of the seven panthers with razor-like teeth ravages my mind. 

I turn and run as well, my Surge kicking in automatically. The ground passes by me in a blur. I come to a stop in a clearing with even more of the damn panthers. They are howling and screeching. A circular barrier of bluish fire rises eight feet into the air. Several panthers howl and swipe at the flames with sharp claws. Off to my left, a figure enclosed in form fitting plate mail lays on the ground kicking, punching and even head-butting a pair of the deadly beasts. Londyn’s warhammer lays several feet away from the struggling figure.

I put on a brief surge towards the closest beast and bury Spirit into the haunch of the panther with so much force that I drive the entire blade into it up to the hilt. I can sense organs burst inside the creature. The wound is fatal, and the panther falls to the ground, nearly dragging me down as I still hold on to the hilt of the sword. 

Sammi’s Fire Barrier falls. A shaking Alana, her arm trembling, points her newly acquired wand at the other panther who had been waiting for the barrier to collapse. A jet of greenish liquid shoots out into the face of the panther. It yowls for just a moment before its entire head and jaw melts away. The odor of burning and charred flesh brings bile to my throat. Alana shouts out “Sorry!” and begins to retch.  

Two of the panthers on Londyn turn and leap away from her and begin to dash off into the woods. Neither escape. Nikki leaps down from a tree, with her two blades aimed straight down in front of her. They tear through one of the panthers, the force so intense that its legs give out and it slams to the ground with Nikki landing on its back. Alex steps out from behind a tree where she had been hidden, her obsidian dagger lashing out in a blur of speed. The panther she just attacked makes it several more feet before blood gushes out from its neck. It leaps toward her, but she’s gone in a flash. She appears again next to the panther and drives her blade into its abdomen. The panther turns its head about to snap at her when it gives up the ghost and hits the ground in a hard, resonating thud.  

“I hate fucking cats!” Londyn curses as she stands up and the armor around her fades away. A thick sheen of sweat covers her arms and face.   

You killed my pets! The dungeon says with a twinge of anger. You only needed to slay four to drive the others off, but instead of allowing Petunia and Gwen to flee once the battle was yours, you chose to slay them. That was not nice. Not nice at all. I should declare you cheaters and consume you. And use your essence to resurrect my poor babies.  

“Sorry!” Alex shouts out. “Lost track of how many there were. You know, the heat of battle and everything.” 

“And we can say you cheated,” Nikki says defiantly. “You said there would be only four more, but more than that came after us.” 

“I said no such things. Words are important. I said you need to slay four more of my defenders, not that I was only sending four more defenders after you. Only battling four of them would have been no fun. I think you would agree.” 

More panthers, monkeys dark as coal with sharp white teeth, and even larger mosquitos than the ones we already fought, begin to surround us. There must be fifty of them in total. 

“What the hell!” Alana shouts out pointing the wand back and forth at the horde of murderous monsters.  

I just want you to know that I could kill you all so easily. The monkeys especially love human flesh. They are already angry with me that they did not get a chance to kill you. Now they call for vengeance because you murdered Petunia and Gwen.  

I’m about to speak, about to threaten the dungeon—which I know is stupid—when she speaks again.  

I believe in your world when a player in a game breaks a rule they are assessed with a penalty. Well, that is what I shall do. The Bogget would have only been Rank Three. The penalty I have assessed is that my Bogget will now be Rank Four. I doubt that even you — Hero of Moondale—will be able to defeat him. Nevertheless, destroy him you must, for if you falter, another must take your place. I remind you. The only way out of my dungeon is to defeat the champion at the end of each level. To flee this level or to move on to the level three, you will need to muster all your courage and kill my many fanged and clawed beast.  

The panthers and mosquitoes disappear into the foliage. However, more of the monkeys appear high in the trees. They begin to scream and screech. The noise is so loud that the girls can barely hear me when I say, “Let’s get the hell to the safe house.” 

The shrieks of anger turn to chittering laughter as they start to hurl fruit down at us from high above. 

“What the hell?” Londyn curses as some sort of yellowish fruit explodes against her face.

She gets pelted again and the monkeys explode in laughter once more.  

“Fuck you!” my bodyguard screams, raising her fist at the taunting monkeys. 

The panthers begin to glow. I lean down and think Auto Loot. The payoffs are getting better, and we are rewarded with two thousand blue spirit crystals and one hundred and fifty silver ones.  

Alex appears next to me and picks up a pelted vest.  

The chittering ceases for a moment.  

“Maybe the little fuckers had enough,” Londyn curses, wiping fruit from her face and head.

She must have jinxed us as a barrage of fruit sails from the hands of the mocking monkeys. “We gotta get out of here,” Alana cries out as she lifts her arms to protect her head.  

“The map indicates the safe room is this way,” Maeve says pointing off to our right. She leads the way with the rest trailing behind. The monkeys harass us the entire time. As we near the hut, they begin to jump in front of us, bearing their sharp white teeth.  

“Don’t let them provoke you,” I warn. “If we attack them, we’ll be breaking the rules.” 

“We know,” Nikki screams, as she sidesteps one of the taunting monkeys. Two minutes later, we see a cabin covered in thick vines. Maeve pushes open the door and the rest of us follow behind.  

“I really hate this place,” Londyn says. 

“I should have stuck with lacrosse,” Alana laments as she plops down on a wooden chair inside the cabin.


CHAPTER 14:  THE BOGGET

While the initial safe room we entered had couches and comfortable places to sit, this shack just has several hard, wooden chairs. A platter filled with cheeses and bread sits next to a bowl filled with the fruits that the monkeys pelted us with. On the other corner, there’s a sink that juts out of the wall where Londyn is now standing, grumbling and cursing as she runs copious amounts of water over her head and face, washing the fruit from her face.

Too bad, the dungeon says, that none of you attacked the monkeys. A hundred of them would have leapt from the trees had you been silly or bold enough to do so. The joy it would have brought me watching my children gnaw on your bones after they ate your flesh. Well, The Bogget will have his chance very soon. You may remain in the safe space for one hour. At the end of that time, you must exit the hut. If you remain after the allotted time, I will consume you. I remind you again, only one of you can battle The Bogget, my new and enhanced Rank Four champion. Who shall be the hero? Who shall fight him?

“This is my fight, I say.   

That is very depressing, the dungeon offers. Now that my Bogget is Rank Four, it would have easily sliced, diced and ripped the soft flesh from one of the ladies. You might stand a chance… if even a slim one. Should you prevail, somehow, your reward will be silver and gold crystals. Please, try the bread and cheese. I created them just for you. I am told the fruit tastes like the sweetest peaches. It also might have some beneficial qualities. But you will not know unless you eat one – or even better two. Feel free to bring the fruit with you as an added bonus. See you soon. Now to add a few more teeth to The Bogget before the big fight.

“More teeth,” Alex says, coming up to me. She grabs onto me and wraps her arms around me.

“Careful,” Alana says as she rushes over to check my arm. The adrenaline is wearing off, and I can feel the dull throb of pain shoot through my left arm. “He hurt it from one of those panthers. I noticed he didn’t have as much arm movement when he was knocked down.” She places her hands on me and I sigh quietly in relief when warm healing washes over me. 

“Thanks,” I say, tossing the Healer a big smile.  She smiles back and then heads over to check on the others. 

“I know you wanted to save it, but I think you may need to make yourself invulnerable,” Maeve says. She looks up at me. “You better not die before our date tomorrow night.”

I lean over and kiss her salty sweet lips. “I have big plans for us. I’m not going to let one little Bogget get in the way.”

“You better not!” she whispers. “For an added incentive to live. After our date tomorrow when we are alone back in the inn, I want to try something I’ve never done before.”

“If it’s what I think it is, then there is no way I plan to die!”

“It’s exactly what you think,” she answer coyly.  My dick throbs in anticipation.

We all use the faucet to wash blood, goo, and gore from our faces and bodies as best we can.

“Huh,” Alex says, peering at the pelt vest we just picked up from killing the pumas.  

“What is it?” I ask.

“Come here, Maeve,” Alex says. “This is for you.” The pelt is dark black, the same color of the puma. She holds out the vest to my sexy redhead.

“I don’t want that nasty thing?” Maeve says.

“Yes you do,” Alex says, handing it to her. “It’s only good for a few classes, and you’re one of them.”

“What does it do?” she asks.

“It’s called Queen of the Jungle. When you wear it, all of your Huntress abilities will be enhanced. It also has additional properties. Unfortunately, the first one is not available until you hit Rank Three. There are two more. But you won’t be able to tap into them until you are ranks five and seven.”

“Does it say what they are?” Nikki asks.

“Doesn’t say,” Alex responds.

“I really don’t want to put this thing on, but every little bit helps.”  Maeve is currently dressed in a green suede skirt that hangs halfway down to her knees. Two pieces of green suede crisscross her breasts. She slips her arms into the vest. Nothing happens for a moment. Suddenly the pelt vanishes and the two pieces of suede that cover her top transform to a dark black. 

“What happened?” Alex asks.

“I think it meshed with my class outfit. It’s part of it now,” Maeve explains.

“More things we need to ask Penny about,” Sammi says.

“For sure,” Nikki agrees.

“Well you can all just call me Queen of the Jungle now,” Maeve says.

“My pleasure, my Queen,” I say, taking her hand and kissing the back of it.

“That’s just plain corny now,” Londyn quips.

Several of the girls plop down in the chairs.

“You think it’s safe?” Sammi asks, picking up a piece of bread. “Casting fire makes me hungry.”

“I’m sure it’s safe.  The dungeon is looking for a more exciting way to kill us than poison.  Down the road I’ll be able to tell you if food and drink is safe or not and if they have any special qualities,” Alana says. “If the food is rancid or spoiled I’ll also be able to make it fresh once again and safe to consume.  So I really hope we get enough crystals from this dungeon for all of us to rank up.”  She pauses for a moment before catching herself. “I know we’re supposed to put it into general funds to help some of the others get up to Rank Two, but it might be better if some of us were Rank Three or even higher.”

“I agree,” Sammi says. “I was speaking with Penny yesterday, and she told me at Rank Five I’d be able to call meteors out of the sky to decimate an army. We could have used that against The Master’s army if it had come to a fight.”

“It’s something to bring up in the council tomorrow morning,” I state. “As for tasting the food…”  I pick up a piece of bread. “Like Alana said, if the dungeon wanted us dead, she could have sent all of her defenders at us at once. I think she’s being fair with us.”

“Fair is a relative term,” Londyn says, taking a bite from one of the yellow fruits.  A grin covers her face.  “I know what the benefit is. So much of it was on my face that some of it got into my mouth. I even swallowed some of it.”
I smirk at the unintended innuendo.

“Yeah, yeah. I know how that sounds.” She takes a big bite of the fruit; juice drips down on her lips. Her eyes light up. “It’s sweet but not too much.” My hand, almost of its accord, reaches up and wipes the juice from her chin. I’m not sure when it happens but Londyn pushes me down into a chair and sits astride me, grinding her ass down on my suddenly awakened manhood. She works her long, slender fingers into my hair and then her tongue dips between my lips. Her tongue and lips taste sweet from the mystery fruit and my tongue attacks hers back.

“This isn’t the place for that,” Sammi says.

“It’s the fruit,” Alana says, staring over to the others. “It temporarily enhances…”

I don’t hear the rest of the explanation. I’m not sure when it happens but my pants are yanked around my knees and Londyn—her pussy dripping, and so damn eager—slides onto my engorged shaft. An idle thought passes through my mind. The Bogget might kill me. I can be dead in less than an hour. If I’m going to bite the dust soon, then I’m going to seize the day as the saying goes. I squeeze Londyn’s ass cheeks. Then all lucid thoughts flee from me when Londyn thrusts her hips up and down on me. Her lips move from mine and she starts kissing and nibbling on my neck. A growl emanates from my throat and for just the briefest of moments my beast peeks out behind my eyes. I grab her luscious ass and squeeze, before I ram her back down on me.

“Fuck!” I grit out between clenched teeth. She’s tight, wet, and so fucking eager. I can feel the arousal rising in the room as the girls watch us. The idea that my women are all okay with me fucking others, is honestly, a huge turn on for me. Knowing I’m being watched by them hardens my cock and I jab upward into Londyn. The angle is deep enough that my cock end mashes against her cervix very briefly. She rises enough that only the tip is still inside her. Her legs shake madly but she still manages to plunge back down.

There is the meaty thwack of flesh on flesh, made even more lewd by her creamy love juices that coat my shaft. Her nectar drip down past my balls. She is mumbling deliriously into my neck.

“Oh god!” I scream out as she builds up her pace. She grunts with each downward thrust, punctuating each thrust with unintelligible praise. I slap her beautiful ass and hear her moan and squirm above me, knowing she is close. I glide my thumb down her belly and between her legs to find her nub of pleasure and I press, slow and firm. 

“Yeah yeah yeah!” she moans out, her cries of bliss echoing in the small room. 

She arches her back and bounces with wild abandonment. Her hips and body shake above me, and her juices explode all over my groin as she climaxes. My Carnal Ecstasy fills Londyn and her orgasms explode outward. In such close quarters, the girls are bathed in sensual bliss. 

Alana is astride one of the chairs, her fingers rubbing her hairless pussy. Nikki and Alex are making out, their hands caressing and groping one another while they whimper out in delight.

Londyn drives down on me more furiously than before. She wants to savor this orgasm for as long as possible. I respond to her exuberance and explode inside of her.  Endorphins explode in my mind. Stars fly across my vision. Londyn screams, “Yes lover! Yes!” and drives down onto me two more times. Her legs shake uncontrollably. I hear other screams of ecstasy all around the little hut. Londyn bites down on my ear. I don’t even feel it, still on a high from bliss. My lap is soaked in her juices and my cum dribbles from her pussy as she extricates herself.

The blinding lust that overwhelmed me floats away.

“I needed that!”  Londyn announces unabashedly, heading over to the tap to wash quickly and then pulls her leather skirt up a few seconds later.

I continue to sit there for a long moment.

Alana is bucking like a bronco. She cries out, “Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh.” Before she sits leaning back, panting heavily.

Nikki and Alex break from the embrace. I notice that their fingers are soaked, though from their own pussies or from fondling one another I don’t know.

Maeve’s eyes come back into focus and lock onto mine. They are the eyes of a huntress stalking her prey.

She wants me!

And I want her.

But I will not be her prey. The beast inside me roars. I am the hunter and she is mine to take.

“What is with this world?” A winded Sammi says.  Her legs are spread and her pussy is glistening.  “We’re on another world in a dungeon that wants to kill us, and you and Londyn decide it’s a good time for a fuck.” 

“It’s always a good time,” Londyn says, fixing her skirt.

“This fruit,” Alana says holding one up, “makes the apples from the grove seem like nothing.”

“It was more than that,” Sammi states looking over to Londyn. “Your eyes sort of glazed over. I don’t think you were fully in control of yourself.”

“Lover boy didn’t seem to mind,” Londyn says. “Now did you?”

“Not one bit,” I admit.

“Think of it as a good luck fuck,” my bodyguard says. “Before you fight The Bogget.”

“I’ll do just that. Okay, if everyone is set,” I announce standing up and pulling up my pants. I’m ready to kill a Bogget.  No need to wait.” 

Maeve picks up her bow and starts fingering an arrow with bright green feathers.

“Take this,” My redhead beauty says, thrusting her bow towards me. 
“What are you doing?” I ask.

“Just take it. And the arrow with the green feathers too. You remember. It’s magical. It will automatically kill any boss, and you’re fighting a boss.”

“Maeve,” I say. “That’s sweet of you. Really. But I’m not taking either of them.” She’s about to protest but I continue. “First. I never used a bow before, and I’m not about to learn on the fly. And secondly. In case something happens to me.” She’s about to jump at that comment but I barrel along. “And I don’t make it. You guys know you have a weapon that can kill The Bogget, and you can get the hell out of here.”

Alex latches onto my arm. “You better live. Because you owe me a full body orgasm.”

“Not even the devil himself could keep me from giving you the most mind shattering orgasm of your life,” I promise. “Now, can we please get going?”

The girls gather up their belongings, and I quickly clean up before getting dressed too.

 “Let me check the exit!” Alex says.  A minute later she announces, “The door’s good!”

I walk next to her, grab the handle, and push it open. The safe room is free of the oppressive humidity outside; however, once the door is open, the sweltering heat washes over us. I hear Alana mumble something about lacrosse again.

I step back into the jungle and onto a dirt path that cuts through thick trees, overgrown roots, and dense vines. I lead the way with Maeve at my side, her Sense Prey active, acting like a kind of radar.

We walk for a good five minutes when Maeve stops. “It’s up ahead,” she announces, a look of worry on her face.  She turns to me. “It's huge. And it’s cruel.” She pauses for a moment, a look of concentration showing on her freckled face.  “Predators usually hunt to make you a meal. The circle of life and all that. This Bogget just likes to maim and inflict pain.”

“Well! At least I know that much about this thing.”

Another twenty-five feet and the dirt path opens up into a large clearing. Thick, crabgrass grows from between dead branches and rocks. Off to the right juts a high mound of dirt—almost like a stage.

I am pleased, the dungeon says, that one of you tried my yummy fruit. It greatly enhances what you love the most. You will find the fey will pay any price for even a bite of my precious fruit. For they are ravenous—much like the bodyguard—for pleasures of the flesh. And my fruit is an aphrodisiac for these eternally horny beings.

“You don’t need to be euphemistic,” Londyn quips. “I like to fuck and be fucked more than anything else in the world.”

This fucking thing has happened before. Unfortunately or fortunately, depending how you see it, that Harem Lord and his cat girl consort fucked in the middle of level three. She was in heat and insisted, even with the specters and phantasms all around them. She was drained dry and so was he…. and not in the good way, I guess.  For the interesting show you just put on, and for the carnal energy you released, I thank you.

The dungeon chuckles. And the cave shakes.

Oh, the being beyond my walls, the one who rules the above, oh, he and his lover are most cross at me for the loss of this carnal energy. Their loss is my gain. Perhaps if you live, we can cut a deal. And you can all fuck again within my cave. Then I will absorb enough erotic energy—even more powerful than crystals—to build the long overdue additions to my dungeon. But I ramble on. That is all for later. So, who will face The Bogget? Is it still you Hero Brandon? Or will it be the lass with the fiery hair and equally fiery soul; or shall it be the one with hair like pitch who walks among the shades? Or shall the mistress of flames try to burn my unburnable Bogget?

“I’m fighting it!” I announce.

You are a cruel man indeed to allow them to witness your death. Think of their wails of anguish as The Bogget slices you open and your guts spill to the ground. And as you stare down to look at your life slipping from you—The Bogget will cut your head from your shoulders. Your lovers will be so heartbroken, especially the ones you call your mates.  It has been fun while it lasted. You have five minutes to prepare, Lord Brandon. The others must watch from the dais. I will remind you again, any of you not on the dais by that time, will become my afternoon repast.   

“Go!” I say urgently. “Let me get ready.”

“This is my fault,” Nikki says.

“And mine also,” Alex cuts in.

“What do you mean?” I ask.

“The Bogget should only be Rank Three,” Nikki says. “The dungeon punished us for killing the other two panthers and now this monster is Rank Four.”

“Come here you two,” I say, opening my arms. They both fall into them and I hold them tightly. “It’s not your fault. And don’t worry. The Bogget’s not going to know what hit it. Now let me prepare.” I plant a kiss on both of their lips. I can see a tear in the corner of Alex’s eye. It is an odd thing to see from my normally stoic wife.

“Come on,” Londyn says to the other girls. “I don’t think that dungeon is lying about making us her dinner.” They move away reluctantly, except for Alana. 
“You gotta go,” I implore.

“In a sec,” she says, laying her palms on me. Gentle warmth courses through my entire body. “This should help a little bit. It’s called Damage to Healing. If The Bogget hits you, it will actually do you a favor and heal you. Well, that is if you live through the initial blow, so you need to live through that.” 

If the Healer does not wish to be consumed, I suggest she gets with the others in the next thirty seconds, the dungeon warns. Of course, if she is bored with life, or has seen the futility of challenging me, then let her remain.  

“Go!” I order

She gets up on tippy toes and gives me a quick peck on the cheek. “Don’t die before we get to spend some time together. Good luck.” She dashes off to stand with the other girls.

I don’t know what I am about to face, but a glimmer of an idea comes to the forefront thanks to Alana’s last minute gift to me.

The feel of her lips on my cheek linger.

Let the slicing and dicing begin! the dungeon says gleefully.

The dungeon is way too happy for my liking.

The ground around me rumbles and shakes.

I glance to the side where my girls are holding on to the railing, worried expressions on their beautiful faces.

The large trees in front of me explode as a creature of nightmare bursts through them.

The girls gasp.

“Oh my god!” Sammi exclaims!

“What the hell is that?” Maeve asks.

“He can’t fight that! No one can,” Alana cries out.

The Bogget doesn’t rush forward but stops. I feel a sudden oppressive weight fall on me. My heart begins to beat fast.

Alana’s correct!

I can’t fight The Bogget.

This thing in front of me will kill me.

The fiend towers above me at more than fifteen feet. Sharp teeth glimmer from the nine panther heads, each connected to its own neck which rise out from a well-muscled body.

I hear Londyn say something about a mutated hydra but it’s drowned out when the nine heads roar, eighteen sets of yellow eyes lock on me, and the monstrosity barrels towards me on four powerful legs.

Alex’s scream breaks me from my shock.

I may not be a god like Hercules, but I’m no slouch either. Rank Four or not, this thing is mine. I invoke Deadly Rage. Fury and power suffuse my body—I feel like Bruce Banner when he transforms into the hulk.

I don’t fear this thing.

It should fear me.

I howl a bloody challenge and surge forward. Two sets of mouths come at me from the left. I toss up the shield and the heads batter against it with such force that my arm starts to tingle. I muster every bit of strength I possess and slice at the neck of a snapping panther head coming at me from the other side. Spirit cuts through the neck like it is butter and the remaining eight heads wail in pain, anger and existential torment at the death of their kin.

I don’t recall much of the next minute of battle. My sword doesn’t miss a single attack while Deadly Rage has a hold of me. I leap and chop, severing another head. The tip drives into the eye of a different one. At one point, two of the heads clamp their teeth onto the shield trying to rip it from my grasp. One set of teeth latch onto my shoulder and another mouth somehow slips around the shield and sinks its teeth into my stomach. The strikes don’t harm me thanks to Alana; instead they invigorate and empower me. Her Damage to Healing is a perfect complement to Deadly Rage which surrenders all defense for additional damage. 

I owe Alana big time.

When the Deadly Rage peters out a minute later, it is like slamming on the breaks—going from sixty to zero in a second. One of the remaining heads lashes out at me. I get the shield up only partially and the head drives me backwards. My back explodes in agony as teeth rip through the links in the hauberk and into my back. The Damage to Healing has to be gone because sharp pain lances through my back. The hauberk, Hard Skin, and Physical Fortitude do little to mitigate the damage to my flesh.

I feel like dog meat, or in this case, panther meat if I stay where I am. I can feel blood pouring from my back and my life slipping away with each drop.

I glance at my girls. Nikki has her arms wrapped around Maeve who is trying to draw her bow. Londyn is speaking furiously to Alex. If I don’t end this now they are going to rush out here to try to save me and get themselves killed.

Never!

My lovers won’t die for me!

I won’t let them die because I am too weak!

I dig into my inner constitution and I am whisked away the maximum fifty feet that the Warden’s Wrath allows. I have a moment to focus as the creature spins about.  I did considerable damage to it in my fit of rage. Yet four of the nine heads remain. One is missing an eye. Dark red blood runs from a large gash from the front left leg. I know I’m a fool for saving Protector’s Shield. But I plan for us to move on to the third level where I am certain something much worse than The Bogget awaits.

Before it has a chance to charge at me again, I scream. “Die!” Sweeping my arm down dramatically, I call on my Aura Barrage. I focus so that the falling missiles slam into just two of the heads—the one that is already wounded and the one right next to it. A dozen or so missiles, the size of arrows, magically appear from above and rain down on the two heads. A dozen explosions deafen the glade where The Bogget stands. Viscera and gore fly in all directions. When the smoke clears, not two heads remain as I assume, but just one. Aura Barrage did some collateral damage. 

I stagger for a moment. I can sense that I am losing a ton of blood from the deep gash on my back.

I’ve had enough.

I bring my Abject Terror to bear on this last head.

“Your friends are dead. And soon you follow them into The Soundless Lands.” 

I feel the power of a god course through me. My words are more than a threat. They are the truth. The two eyes lock unblinking on mine. It wants to live, but knows its death is imminent.

“Dungeon!”  I scream. “The choice is yours. Will you make me kill your pet or will you accept me as the victor of this battle?”

It breaks my heart, the dungeon responds, but you must kill her. She suffers the loss of her sisters and shall never recover.

I don’t even remember the last blow. But when my eyes clear—and the blind fury passes—the remaining head is cleaved in two, and thick, putrid smelling blood coats Spirit. 

 I thank you for showing mercy to my pet. If the time comes, I will show mercy to you and your lovers and make your deaths quick.

Thank you, I mutter before my knees give out and I slump to the ground.

“Help me,” Alana shouts through the fog of my mind as darkness tries to take me. I feel hands tugging at my hauberk and another set of hands pulling the shield from my arm. I am about to slip into the darkness—possibly forever—when warmth like a gentle summer sun washes over me.

“I’m not gonna let you die,” she almost cries out.

“I don’t plan on dying,” I groan out. “Especially when I owe all of you full body orgasms.” 


CHAPTER 15:  DARK DESCENT

“He’s fine. Aren’t you, lover?” Londyn says, handing me a canteen of spirit juice. “He’s got a harem of horny girls to live for.”

Alana, who is now kneeling in front of me, looks like an angel. Her light brown eyes look down at me with concern. Above her hangs one of her Spheres of Healing, feeding me energy that is healing my wounds. 

Since you showed my baby mercy, I afford you one little favor, the dungeon announces. I will allow you a fifteen minute reprieve. However, at the end of that time, you must choose either to leave my caverns or to challenge level three where the Dark Lady awaits to feast on your souls. Should you decide to attempt level three and can defeat She Who Cannot Die, three awards will be granted to you: the helm of the dwarf to finish your quest, precious silver and gold spirit crystals, and the chance to bathe in my waters. Your time starts now.

“I’m fine,” I say, attempting to stand up. 

“Stay where you are,” Alana says. “At least until the orb is drained.”

“We’re done!”  Maeve says. “Let’s get the hell out of this dungeon.”

“No!” I say.

“What do you mean, no?” Alex states. “You nearly died.”

“Just that. No. We’re finishing this quest. We need the rewards. I lost out once before on a staggering amount of crystals and I don’t plan to do so again.”

“I agree with Brandon,” Nikki says. “If gold and silver crystals are abundant in the next level then we need to wipe it out. None of us will be able to reach the upper ranks without a ton of gold and silver crystals.”

 “I have a bad feeling,” I say, pushing myself up much to the consternation of Alana who tries to hold me down, “that we only saw part of The Master’s army. If Zorra’s correct, and he didn’t die, he might be back soon, and with an even larger army. We need to bring back as many crystals as we can and rank everyone up ASAP.”

“I agree with him,” Londyn says. “We need to move on.”

“Before you wanted to leave.  Now you want to stay.  Isn’t it your job to protect him,” Maeve snaps. “Because he nearly died.”

 “Don’t you see? He’s going to attempt level three with or without you,” Londyn says icily.

“Is that true?” Alex asks. “Will you continue on even without us?”

I pause knowing they won’t like my answer. “I will…”

Maeve and Alex are both about to jump in but I don’t let them.

“I will, because as much as I love you both—and I do love you. I’m not just responsible for you but for everyone in Moondale.

“You love us,” Alex says, her eyes alight.

“You choose here to say that!” Maeve protests. “Here, in the middle of a goddamn dungeon trying to eat us…”

“He loves you. Whoopee,” Londyn chides. “Did you really need him to tell you?  We can all see it with our own eyes.”

“Maybe you guys can discuss this later,” Sammi cuts in. “We have to make kind of a big decision and all.” 

“Okay,” Maeve says. Then turning to me, “But we’re not done with this discussion. Not by a long shot.”

“Later,” I promise. “Once we’re out of here. The Voice wants me to be a badass lord, has given me the tools to be one, and I think it is so I can keep all of you safe. It’s why I’m a Defender. I think we’ve been looking at everything wrong. It’s not me who is really important to The Voice, but it’s all of you.”

“What do you mean?” Sammi asks.

“I think I figured some things out thanks to the dungeon and some clues she dropped,” I explain.

“Such as?” Nikki says.

I don’t answer the inquiry as the body of The Bogget begins to glow. I lean down and utter, “Auto Loot!”

I am suddenly assaulted, nearly overwhelmed by the staggering amount of crystals pouring into the ethereal inventory where they are stored. I stumble backwards when I receive my first gold crystals. Londyn catches me.

“Are you okay?” Alana asks, rushing over to me.

“So much,” I blurt out.

“So much what?” Nikki asks.

“Crystals. So many?”

“How many did you get?” Sammi asks excitedly.

“Fifteen thousand white, five thousand green, twenty five hundred blue, five hundred silver and twenty five gold. It was the gold that caused me to fall backwards. They pulsate with their own kind of power.” 

“Wow. You’re going to make Jada’s day,” Alana says.

A portal of swirling gold light appears to our left. Off to the right an opening appears between a thicket of trees. Beyond it, a staircase descends below the Earth.

Will you flee or will you face the Dark Lady? the dungeon asks. I hope you will continue to play. It has been fun even if I have not yet had the joy of consuming any of you. I hope you will give me the chance on my third level. Both the entrance and the exit will close in seven minutes. If you choose neither, and remain here, I will consume you in a most unpleasant way—by allowing my ravenous monkeys to munch on you until all that is left are your bones. And Hero Brandon, you may want to pick up the vial I have left for you. Hope to see you on level three.

The body of The Bogget and all of the heads sink into the ground. A glass vial with a dark red liquid inside of it sits on a tuft of grass. I snatch it up and hold it up to my eyes. Then I close my palm around before slipping it into one of my pockets. “I’ll check it out later. For now, I’m letting you all know that I am moving on to level three.”

“You already know I’m coming along,” Londyn says. Then with a wry smile she adds, “Maybe there’s another safe room down there where we can fuck again. Doggy this time I’m thinking.”

“I like to see things through to the end,” Sammi says. She looks at Londyn. “And you need to share. I only got to spend an hour with him last night. If anyone’s getting it from behind in the next safe room it should be me.”

“Please stop,” Alana says. “No one should be fucking. Especially down here. Anyway, I’m coming also. I can keep you all alive, and that’s what I plan to do.”

I glance over to my wives. They turn their heads to look at one another. “Do you even need to ask?” Nikki says. “Let’s get out of this jungle. This heat and humidity is unbearable.”

Alex walks to the entrance where the staircase appears. She peers down, concentrating intensely.

“It looks clear from here,” she says. My beautiful raven-haired Shadow Dancer looks over to me. “I’m going to scout ahead.”

“We’ll be right behind you,” I say.

She walks down onto the first step and disappears from sight.

“She’s so brave,” Alana remarks. “I would never go down there by myself.”

“Not sure I would either,” Sammi admits.

“Come on,” I say and take a tentative step onto the stairs. The wood is soft and my boot lands gently onto the first step. Silver veins crisscross the walls of the stone all around us. The stairs slope gently and spiral as we continue to descend.

“Nothing better attack us,” Maeve says, “because there’s no room to fight.” She’s correct as the staircase is only wide enough for a single person.  I’m in the lead, with Londyn right behind. Maeve, Alana, Sammi follow with Nikki taking up the rear.

“Is it getting cold?” Alana asks somewhere behind me.

“It is,” Londyn says, “and it’s getting my nipples hard.”

“Mine too,” Sammi states.

“Five minutes ago sweat was dripping off me. I hope none of us catch pneumonia because I have no way to cure anyone of that yet,” Alana says.

“It would be funny if we all died of colds instead of a monster shredding us to bits,” Londyn quips.

“That wouldn’t be funny,” Alana snaps from behind me.

We continue downward for another ten minutes, when Alex appears in front of me, her face deadly pale.

“What’s wrong?” I ask as I embrace her. She is shivering and her teeth are clattering.

“Is she okay?” Nikki asks behind me.

Alex nods her head into my chest. “She’s fine,” I answer. “Just give her a moment.”

“It’s awful,” she finally says, releasing her arms from me.

“What is it Alex?  What did you see?” Nikki asks.

“It’s awful.” She shivers and grabs my hand. “Come on. You have to see it.”

For someone so petite, she is strong and she drags me down the stairs. I follow along with the others right behind us.

The staircase suddenly ends, and I can see what has Alex so upset. I walk onto the blood soaked field with my girls following close behind me.

“Oh my god,” Sammi stammers.

“Who are they?” Maeve asks.

“I have no idea,” I say.

The air hangs heavy with the coppery smell of blood and the hundred decaying bodies sprawled throughout this killing field.

The dungeon says. You are curious who they are. They are you or soon to be you. They are my menagerie. Some might place them behind a pane of glass to admire, but I prefer to remember them just the way they looked when they died inside my walls.

“You killed them all?” Maeve shouts out. Bewilderment and fear flooding her voice.

They are reminders of those who challenged me. There are hundreds of them. Mangled and mauled and murdered most maliciously. Look into some of their dead eyes and you can behold oblivion. I have a little secret for you. 

“What secret?” I shout.

Secrets are best when they are shared.  Although once shared, they are no longer secrets; however, I shall share this one with you. Only one person has ever escaped the Dark Lady, and I let her flee, so she could inform a dwarf’s parents of his demise. And those two brokenhearted parents gave you the quest that led you to me. All others who have challenged the Dark Lady of level three have died most horribly, as you can see from the corpses of the once beautiful cat people, the capricious fey, the hardy dwarves, the cruel goblins, and the brutish orcs. And so, so many others who have fallen here. Oh, I nearly forgot. If you look closely, you might find a few of your kinfolk scattered about as well. Though their bones have been here for a very long time, as I fear yours will too.

“Son of a bitch!” I curse.

You sound cross with me, the dungeon says innocently. When the anger should be your own. You should have listened to the hero with hair like fire. Your own freewill—your own greed for the rewards I offer—lead you here and not me. After the first set of battles, those of you who still live will find sanctuary in the mausoleum. You should move on, as I would not dwell here long. The dead grow restless, for The Soundless Lands is a dull and dreadful place. They might see the seven of you as a welcome amusement. I would suggest you find the cemetery within the next ten minutes where your opponents await you.  

“What a bitch!”  Londyn says. “Almost makes me miss Penny.”

“She would tell the dungeon off good,” Sammi says.

“It’s so horrible,” Alana says, as she holds back tears. “Look at them.”

“There are human’s among them also,” Alex says. “You think it was another Harem Lord and his ladies?”

“Forget them.” I wave my hand vaguely towards the field. “We can’t even be certain they’re real—that the dungeon even defeated them. It could be a trick to make us doubt ourselves—to break our spirits. We’re going to get through this level. All of us. I promise.”

“You really promise?” Alana says.

“I do,” I say. “Now let’s get the hell out of here and find this cemetery.”


CHAPTER 16:  NIGHT OF THE DEAD

The dungeon really is a bitch. The only way for us to reach the cemetery is to walk straight through the field of corpses. To add to the horror of it all, the bodies are in various stages of decomposition. Some are just bleached bones.  Others look like they were slain a day ago with swarms of horse flies swirling madly around them. The odor of rot and decomposition saturates the air.   

“I think I’m going to be sick,” Nikki says. “This smell is horrific.”

“You think you’re going to be sick. I just stepped on a skull,” Sammi complains, shaking her foot to send the gray matter stuck to it flying.

“Don’t look at them,” I say. “Just keep your eyes forward.”

“It’s like a multi-car wreck with fatalities,” Londyn offers. “You know you shouldn’t look, but you do anyway.”

“This whole place reminds me of a Poe story,” Maeve offers. She clasps onto my arm. Alana grabs onto the other.

A few minutes later, we finish navigating the field of corpses. The dead bodies have done their job and all of the girls, except for perhaps Londyn, seem defeated.

“Now what?” Alex says, as she steps from the field of corpses and into a cemetery. She is looking up and I see what holds her rapt attention.  

“Are we outside? And is that our moon?” I ask. 
“Looks like it, doesn’t it?” she answers.  “Even the man in the moon.”

“Are we home?” Alana asks hopefully, as she wraps her arms around her sleek form. “And why is it so freaking cold?”

Because death is cold lovely hero, the dungeon answers

“Is this Earth?” the Healer asks.

You are where you need to be

“What does that mean?” Alana asks.

I thought you might like to die beneath your own moon. And it is likely you shall perish for you will face three challenges. Three waves of defenders that you need to defeat if you wish to encounter the Dark Lady. Do not say I'm not fair. I will give you five minutes between each wave to prepare yourself for the next one. Round one begins in five minutes.

“What are we going to fight?” Alana shouts out.

“She’s not going to answer,” Londyn says.

“Maybe more shamblers,” Maeve says.

“We sure could use Jordyn and her Revenant abilities about now,” Sammi says.

Three minutes, the dungeon says flintily.

“What do we do?” Sammi asks.

“Londyn, Nikki and I will take the perimeter. Alana, Maeve and Sammi stay in the middle.”
“And me?” Alex says.

“Cause as much mayhem as you can.”

“I’m on it,” she says, before dashing off and fading away.

“Here,” I say, splitting the crystals I received from The Bogget. “You’re all loaded up with crystals.”

Sixty seconds, the dungeon announces.

Maybe I should have listened to Maeve, and we should have left.

And why they hell did I tell her I love her down here?

The errant thoughts fly away when dozens of little popping sounds flood the air. In place of each grave, stands a skeleton, each holding a crossbow.

“We’re going to die!” Alana cries out.

“You all need to trust me!” I shout out. “I’ll take care of the arrows. Smash the bony bastards!”

I see Nikki rush off and Sammi prepare a spell.

I don’t have time to see what everyone is doing. It’s now or never. Do or die!  And when I say die, it means all of us.

I do two things at one time. I activate my Protector’s Shield. I don’t really want to use it right now—not knowing what other battles we might face. But I know damn well I might not survive the next part of my plan without using it.

Now that I am impervious to all damage for the next five minutes, I activate the Taunting Ability wrought into the shield.

I hear the click of dozens of crossbow bolts. Several of the girls scream out in anticipation of bolts ripping through their supple bodies apart. The arrows never hit them; instead, dozens or bolts streak towards me from all directions, smashing against the magical barrier erected around me. The thing about crossbows is they take a few seconds to rearm. And that is all the time we need. I eye the largest grouping of skeletons and put on a Burst of Speed. I’m in their midst in just a moment. I take the head from one, kick a different one in the ribs, shattering it to pieces, before smashing two others with my shield.

The dungeon made a huge error. The skeletons are only armed with the crossbows. I guess she assumed that fifty crossbow bolts should be enough to wipe out any group of intruders. She miscalculated. The shield is more effective than Spirit as a weapon against the bony fiends, and I bash several more of them into shards of bone.

When there are no more enemies around me, I turn to survey the battlefield and where I am needed most. Nikki is a whirlwind of kicks and punches, shattering femurs, and crushing skulls with her fists.

Londyn touches a sigil on her arm and a whirlwind of air appears, and ten or so skeletons near me are swept up into it. Their bones clattering against one another as they collide.

A ball of fire consumes several others.

I think the battle is over but then Alana screams out as a crossbow flies towards her. She throws her arms to protect herself, when the bolt smashes into a barrier, much like the one that surrounds me, and clatters to the ground.

I eye the lone skeleton that shot the bolt. One of Maeve’s arrows buries itself deep in its chest and it literally explodes in a thousand shards of bone.

No fun, the dungeon complains like a petulant child. Some of you should have holes in you and bolts sticking from your dead flesh. Instead, my babies are dead.

The dungeon calms herself. No matter. The second round of my undead pets will finish you off. You have five minutes like I promised to make your farewells to one another.

The girls are all around me in a moment.

Alana hugs Londyn, “You saved me with that barrier. That arrow would have killed me.”

“Don’t get all sappy on me,” Londyn says.

“Is anyone hurt?” the Healer asks.

Everyone either shakes their head or says they are okay.

“How did you make all of the arrows come towards you?” Nikki asks me with a curious look etched across her face. 

“No time to explain. We’ve got to get ready for this next round.”

“We need some time,” Sammi says. “Just a moment to get ourselves ready.”

“We don’t have any unfortunately,” I answer.

“You think there will be more archers?” Maeve asks.

“I don’t think so. The dungeon likes to mix things up. I think this next battle is going to be different.”

Three minutes, the dungeon warns. Who shall live and who shall die?

“Okay, same strategy. Sammy, Alana and Maeve, you guys stay in between Londyn, Nikki and I. Alex…”

“Wreak some havoc. I’m on it.”

We stand silent, weapons drawn, waiting for the next attack. Behind me Sammi says, “Just stay near me you two. I’m gonna summon some help.”

The ground erupts again.

“What the fuck are those?” Alana screams.

“I think they’re gargoyles,” Sammi states as a dozen gray-scaled creatures, nearly five feet tall, with sharp claws soar from the sky, and attack us from all directions. They’re quick, and one of them veers right around an Aura Bolt I let loose. “Fuck!” I curse as one flies towards me. I duck just in time but a claw tears open my scalp. Blood begins to gush, dripping down over my eyes and face and partially obscuring my vision. I turn to look for the bastard but I’ve lost sight of him. Through the dripping blood I notice a creature of pure flames battling two of the gargoyles. Sammi’s Fire Fiend shoots out long tendrils of scorching fire at the undead creatures. Both are quickly consumed as though there is an accelerant on their bodies. Two gargoyles come at Londyn. She touches a sigil on her back and then she fades away, the gargoyles nearly slamming into each other. She appears behind one of them and crushes in its chest with a backhand stroke of her warhammer. Another swoops at her again and once more she disappears. I don’t see any more battles as I have my own issues. I throw up the shield just in time and a set of claws scrapes across the wood. One of the gargoyles dives down at me and I drive Spirit’s tip into its chest, and then give it a good twist. I use my Elemental Strike and unleash fire into the creature. A primordial screech that threatens to deafen me escapes from its warped lips. Its two dead eyes glare at me, and I twist again. The creature bursts into flames before fading away in a puff of ash. Claws rip across my back, but unlike last time, the hauberk and my Hard Skin prevent me from taking much damage. I turn around and bash the gargoyle with my shield. I hit one of its wings and hear a crack. Another high pitch scream of agony nearly bursts my eardrums. I slam it again and again and again. It’s about to fly from my reach when Alex appears and drives her obsidian blade into its lower back. It turns midair to take a swipe at her and she ducks, driving her blade up into its gut from beneath. Like with the gargoyle earlier, it erupts into a shower of ash.

Alex doesn’t see the next one diving towards her from behind. I shout, “Look out!” and push her out of the way. The undead fiend soars into me so hard that I am pushed back. I retract the shield into a bracer. The gargoyle doesn’t react in time and I grab its wrist and yank it towards me while I thrust forward with Spirit.  The attack is mortal and the creature bursts apart in ash.

I spin around looking for my next target and see a gargoyle dive-bombing Maeve. She must sense the creature because she lets loose three arrows in rapid succession, the trio ripping into the gargoyle. It loses control and smashes into the grass below with an explosive crack. A plume of ash explodes upwards from the remains of the creature.

Sammi’s Fire Fiend wraps tendrils of yellow blue flame around the last gargoyle. The flames consume the screeching fiend and then both of the creatures are gone.

No! No! No! the dungeon complains. My gargoyles should have shredded you. They have failed me. As have all of my other pets. But Villias—you will meet him next—the lieutenant of The Dark Lady, will not be so easily dispatched. You have five minutes until Villias—The Hunter of Death—murders you all.                         

“Is everyone okay?” I call out.

“I could use some help?” Nikki says, blood gushing from a wound at her side where her black leather shirt is ripped open.

“Oh god, Brandon,” Maeve cries out. “Your head.”

I reach up to my scalp. Gobs of blood mat down my hair. It’s even all over my face. “It looks worse than it is,” I say to Alana who is heading towards me. “Take care of Nikki first.”

“Who the hell is Villias?” Sammi asks.

“Doesn’t matter,” I say. “We have just a few minutes. I’m going to use a buff on all of you. I’m still of the belief the best defense is a good offense. I invoke Sacred Light of the Warden. Light envelopes all of the girls for a moment. “That should make your attacks more powerful for the next fight.”

“And we should all drink Fiona’s water,” Alex says, pulling a small flask from a sack at her hip. “I think it does more than healing. I think it will help make our attacks more powerful like Brandon’s boon.”

While the girls are drinking the empowered water, Alana removes a cloth from her sack and wipes my face. The once white cloth is now almost entirely red.  Warmth quickly courses through me as Alana lays her hands on my head. I feel a bit of discomfort when the skin on my scalp closes back up.

All of your boons and attempts to empower yourself mean nothing to Villias. You shall find this out in less than a minute. As a final word I will say, it has been fun heroes, but your adventures end here.

“Everyone get ready. Hit him with all you have” I say. I expand my shield again and grip Spirit in my other hand. Maeve fiddles with a few arrows in her quiver before she seems to make a decision, pulls out an arrow with red feathers in the fletching, and nocks it to her bow. We don’t know where Villias will appear, so we form a circle.

Maeve and I see Villias first as he shimmers into existence. He is dressed in black pants and a black t-shirt. He holds two gleaming daggers, one in either hand. However, the thing about him that makes him stand out—and makes me fear him more than anything down here so far—is that he is human. And while I don’t usually go out of my way to notice other dudes, I am pretty sure that girls would fall head over heels for this guy with his long jet black hair, his flawless body, and his chiseled jaw. 

But there is one more thing about him.

His eyes are deep crimson red and hold nothing but malevolent intent.

I scan him quickly with my Identify Monster. It doesn’t tell me much, but does tell the essentials: Villias, Draugr, Rank Four. I remember that a draugr is some kind of undead being from Celtic or maybe Norse mythology. I feel I can probe a little deeper and maybe learn more about him—his strengths and weaknesses. Unfortunately, there is no time.  

He needs to die. Or I guess to be more accurate, he needs to die again.

I surge forward. When I reach him I swing Spirit with every ounce of strength I have intending to end this battle in one devastating blow. “Fuck!” I shout as Spirit nearly falls from my hand as it strikes some kind of invisible barrier.

“Here’s a better trick,” Villias grins wickedly at me. “Now to kill your lovers.”  He spins around just as Alex appears with her obsidian dagger aimed at his throat. Villias’s two daggers strike Alex’s chest faster than I can make out. My wife coughs and gurgles up blood. She stares down at her blood soaked chest in disbelief, before she collapses to the ground, her dagger falling from her hand and landing with a dull thud on the grass.

“No!” I shout. Striking Spirit over and over again trying to reach Villias. “I’m gonna kill you!”

“If only you could,” he mocks. “Now who shall I kill next?”

The curved smile on his face ends when an arrow bursts through his invisible shield. I hear a pop as it dissolves away like a bursting bubble. A red fletching sticks out from his chest. He looks down at it with incredulity just like Alex did a moment ago.

“You killed my wife!”  I shout like a wild beast. I pull all my anger, sadness, and rage into the one deadly strike. The force is so intense that I cleave his skull in half from the top of his skull down through his jaw. A split second later, a katana bursts through his chest showering me in blood. The crimson eyes stare for one more moment at me and then go dark. I yank Spirit free.

“Alex,” I scream, grabbing her in my arms. She is unmoving.

Alana is at my side. “Move and let me work!”

She lays a palm on each of the stab wounds.

“Is she breathing?” Sammi shouts.

I sense Alana channeling blue and silver crystals. Her hands light up. The blood drains away to reveal two jagged wounds, both bleeding heavily. It’s chilly out here but Alana’s face drips with sweat as she battles Death itself.

“This isn’t working!” She says in a panic. “Dammit.”  

“You need to save her,” Nikki snaps.

“There is something I can try,” Alana says. “But I won’t be able to heal anyone for a day or two. If you’re hurt, I won’t be able to help.”

“Just do it!” I snap.

“But if someone gets badly injured…” she says before I cut her off.

“We’ll worry about that later. Now save her if you can!” I urge.

Alana nods her head and lays her hands on the unmoving Alex. I can sense her tapping once more into the crystals. A golden sheen, almost like the corona of the sun, engulfs Alana. Then Alex is consumed as well by the healing light.

“Is it working?” Maeve cries out. She takes my hand, gripping it tightly while Nikki takes my other hand.

Alex suddenly sits straight up. Her eyes burst open and she inhales deeply. Alana falls backwards and tumbles to the ground—unconscious.

“What’s happening?” Sammi asks frantically.

What is happening, the dungeon says, is that you are proving to be more powerful foes than I expected. Well done hero with hair like flames for finding a way past the barrier and killing my poor Villias.   

“He almost killed Alex!” Maeve shouts.

I am a dungeon, the dungeon says. And dungeons try to kill heroes. I have never lied about who and what I am.

“Can’t you just leave us alone for a few minutes?” Sammi pleads. “Our friends are hurt.”  She turns to me. “Is Alana okay?”

Your friend is fine, the dungeon says. She just needs to rest. And soon, very soon, you will all have ample rest. Eternal sleep in The Soundless Lands. I suggest you gather up my loot and head to the mausoleum. If you are not in the safe room within ten minutes…

“We know,” Londyn says, “you’ll eat us. You really need to come up with a new line, lady.”


CHAPTER 17:  THE DARK LADY

“Sammi. Gather up the loot. Maeve and Nikki, keep an eye on Alex,” I say.

“I’m fine,” she says as she almost falls into Nikki’s arms.

“You almost died. So you aren’t fine. Let them help you.  I’ve got Alana,” I say and scoop the Healer up into my arms. Up close, I get a real good look at her face. Her skin is a light shade of brown—almost like she has the perfect sun tan. Her nose is dominant on her face and her eyebrows are thick and dark. She really is a beauty. Her willowy form weighs nothing in my arms.

A golden sheen covers Sammi for a moment as she loots Villias’ body, and I know that we’ve received more gold crystals. She also gathers up a set of matching daggers.

“Lead on Londyn,” I say. We follow Londyn past the edge of the cemetery to a stone door that leads into what I assume is the safe place.

Londyn is about to push the door open when Alex shouts, “Wait.”

“It’s fine,” my bodyguard says, pushing it open. “I think one of us dying by a trap would be anti-climactic to the dungeon. She has bigger plans for our deaths.”  She looks up to the moon and says, “Don’t you dungeon?”

I do indeed, hero Londyn.  For soon, you will meet the champion of my dungeon, The Dark Lady. We will speak more about her soon. I would get inside the crypt if I were you, just moments left until I will have to swallow you.

The crypt is only slightly warmer on the inside than the outside. It is really just a crypt, with several stone slabs extending from the walls.  I’m about to lay Alana on one of the outcroppings when her eyes flutter open.

“What happened?” she asks. I lower her gently onto a slab. She doesn’t lay down, but sits straight up. Alex is sitting on another bench a few feet away rummaging through her rucksack.

“This should help,” Alex says, guzzling down liquid from a canteen.

“Spirit juice?” I ask.

“Better. Fiona’s water with your magical spunk infused in it.” My black haired beauty shakes her head and her body shivers. “Woo. That hit the spot for sure.”

The dungeon speaks. You have fifteen minutes to prepare yourself before you meet The Dark Lady. I would make proper use of the time if I were you. I would make love with Hero Brandon one last time before you are all gone.

“It’s not an awful idea,” Londyn says.

“Can we please get ready?” Maeve asks.

“Yeah, lovemaking will have to wait until we are all safe,” Sammi says.

“How are you both feeling,” I ask Alana and Alex.

“Much better now,” Alex says. “That bastard saw me somehow, even hiding in the shadows. He stabbed me so fast that I couldn’t even react. Hurt like all hell too.” She turns to Alana. “You saved my life.”

 “I’m pretty sure you were near death,” Londyn interjects.

“Londyn,” Alana snaps at her. “Was that necessary?”

“Yeah. It was. Don’t downplay what you did. You’re a goddamn hero.”

Alana thinks about it for a second and then says, “That was too close Alex. Another minute more and you would have been…” she doesn’t say the final word.

“How did you save her?” Sammi asks.

“It’s called Revive. It’s a way to resuscitate someone who is nearly gone. I even used a gold crystal on it. Even then, I almost lost you. However, it did come with a cost.  I won’t be able to heal any of you, won’t be able to use any of my abilities, at least until the morning. So no one better get hurt. I’m not sure how much help I’m going to be.” She looks over to Maeve and says, “If anyone was a hero it was you. That was a hell of a shot.”

“It was good, wasn’t it?” she says with a wide smile. “I have an ability, Barrier Buster. There was only a small chance it would work against an enemy a rank higher than me. I think it only worked because the arrow I used, one of the three magical ones we found in the Defiler’s cave, will always strike my enemy. And the only way for it to strike him was to burst his barrier. If any of that makes any sense.”

“Who cares how you did it,” Londyn says. “You killed the bastard… and quickly. I think he would have done to all of us what he did to Alex if you hadn’t made him vulnerable.”

“Gives me something to worry about,” I admit. “My Protector’s Shield is supposed to make me invulnerable. I wonder if the same thing would have happened to me?”

“Let’s discuss that later,” Londyn cuts in. “We have one more fight to get ready for. Any thoughts on this Dark Lady chick?”

“Just that she will be some kind of undead being,” I respond.

“Could she be a vampire?” Alana asks. 
“It’s possible,” Londyn answers. “The Voice gave Jordyn the option of becoming one.”

“Or maybe she’s a banshee?” Maeve says.

“We can keep rattling off different undead beings,” I say. “We just don’t know enough.”

“Then what do we do?” Alana asks.

“I don’t know,” I admit. “Something will come to me. It always does.”

Unlike the other two safe rooms, this one doesn’t have a platter with food or a carafe filled with drink waiting for us. I take a swig of spirit juice from my canteen, almost instantaneously feeling the mixture of adrenaline and a nearly overwhelming need to give in to my lust. Maeve’s ass looks so inviting and firm in her tight shorts; and Londyn’s cleavage taunts me. I want to yank down her shirt and suck on her hard nipples.

I shake my head and gulp in cool air.

“You okay?” Maeve says at my side.

“I’m just anxious to get this fight over with,” I lie.

“So am I. The sooner we get out of here. The sooner we can go back to Moondale, and the sooner I can get ready for our big date,” Maeve says.

“I can’t wait,” I reply. And it is true.

Seven minutes, the dungeon warns. Beyond the door from where you entered, she awaits you—The Dark Lady, the Mistress of Misery.

“I’m tired of waiting,” I say. “Seven minutes makes no difference.”

“I agree,” Londyn says. “Let’s kill this bitch and get out of here.”

“Everyone ready?” I ask.

They all nod.

“Okay. Stay behind me.”
I push open the door. A cold, biting wind assails us as we walk outside.

“Ah, you finally came,” a female voice says through the wind.  

“Show yourself,” I shout.

“You already know what I look like,” The Dark Lady says. “I am the dark dreams that haunt you. The girl of fires knows me well. She wakes up screaming in the middle of night when she relives the death of her friends as their chariot explodes in a ball of flames. And the huntress knows me. The bitter jealousy that often consumes her. And the bodyguard…”

“I know my fucking demons,” Londyn snipes. “So why don’t you shut the fuck up and show yourself so we can kill you like we killed everything else in here.”

“I am not like the piteous creatures you have faced so far. I am The Dark Lady who will forever haunt your dreams.”

“Why do the bad guys, or in this case the ugly bitches, always need to make a speech? We get it. You’re a bad bitch,” Nikki says.

“I will teach you just how bad of a bitch I am,” she says.

The wind howls angrily and begins to swirl like an enraged dust devil. Slowly it begins to form into the figure of a woman with a pale white face and two eyes that twinkle like a thousand stars. A black dress billows around ghostly form.

The Dark Lady points a finger at Londyn. My bodyguard goes still as a statue.

“Londyn!” I shout, shaking her.

Tears begin to stream down her face.

“Enough of you!”  Maeve shouts and two arrows fly from her bow. The arrows fly right through the apparition.

“Oh my god!” Maeve shouts out. “I can’t see! Oh, god! I can’t hear!” She starts to walk around with her arms stretched out in front of her.    

Alex begins to giggle like a deranged patient in an asylum.

I try to surge forward to destroy the bitch hurting my girls, but an unseen force has me trapped, and I can’t move a single muscle. My eyes and ears still work allowing me to witness the horrors visited on each of my girls.

Alana collapses to the ground and begins to flail and writhe in pain.   Her screams bore into me.

Sammi claws at her throat, wheezing as she tries to take in air.

Nikki is the last to be possessed. Suddenly she is dancing nonstop. She looks almost like a marionette, like someone is making her arms and legs move in this devilish dervish.

“They will stay like this, puppets under my control, until they simply die. And there is nothing you can do, Harem Lord, except to watch it happen.”

I try to scream out—to curse The Dark Lady. To threaten her. However, no sound escapes my lips. Heck, I can’t even open my mouth.

Tears continue to fall down Londyn’s face.  My tough and fearless protector brought to her knees. Her eyes lock on me. However, behind the existential dread and misery, primal anger burns like the flames of Hell.

My pointer finger twitches.

Nikki dances by me, one of her hands gliding across my body as she does so.

I am able to clench my fist.

Woman or not—evil spirit or not—I am going to destroy The Dark Lady.

No one hurts my girls.

My anger begins to burn like a sun going supernova.

I clench my other fist.

Maeve, still walking with her arms outstretched, stumbles into me. She lets out a whimper, one of joy and relief. “I know it’s you Brandon. Save me.”

“I love you,” I say, even though I know she can’t hear the words.

A tear falls down my eye.

Looking past Maeve’s flowing red hair, I see Sammi on the ground, her life slowly departing her.

I could love her too.

Something snaps inside me.

The bonds holding me crack and shatter.

The Dark Lady wails like the winds of a cyclone.

My Holy Light of the Protector blazes brighter than ever before. I continue to feed it …not with my anger, but my love. My love saturates the girls.

“I can see,” Maeve says, looking at me.

“I’m going to kill that bitch,” Londyn says beside me now free from her momentary nightmare.

“Be right back,” I say coldly and pull away from Maeve. The Dark Lady is not corporeal but just a flowing, billowing entity that appears like a dark storm cloud. The form begins to move towards me and I rush forward. I click the gray button on Spirit’s cross guard and swipe at the amorphous mass. 

I fly backwards like a Mack truck just slammed into me. I twist at the last moment—     the Acrobatics I had inherited from Hannah as part of her selfless sacrifice enabling me to curl into a ball and roll on the grass. I come to a stop with just a few minor bruises. Then I am almost swept away as heavy winds buffet me. Through the howling wind I make out several of the girls screaming as the squall tries to lift them up and carry them away.

Then it stops.

The wind simply ceases to be.

The graveyard falls in deathly silence.

Alex is closest to me and runs towards me. “I think you destroyed her.”

“I wanted to kill the bitch,” Londyn complains.

“Are you all okay?” I ask as the girls fan out around me.

“I had no control of my muscles,” Nikki says. “The more I fought the force moving me around, the faster I danced.”

“That cunt gave me a glance of The Soundless Lands,” Londyn says with a shiver. “If the afterlife is anything like that, then give me oblivion.”

“We won!” Alana shouts out.

“We beat the dungeon,” Maeve calls out.

No reason to gloat, the dungeon says.

“The Dark Lady was cruel,” Alana says. “Even for you.”

That is because she both was and was not my Champion, the dungeon explains. You have done me a great service; one that I will remember for as long as my stone stands and celestial essence flows in my core. The Dark Lady was here before my core. When I began to dig down deep I freed her from the stone where she had been locked away for many an eon. Though who trapped her there I cannot say, and she would not tell me. She tried to consume my core, to take my life force to free herself from this cave and from the unseen chain that still bound her. We battled. And I won. So arrogant, thinking she could overcome me in my place of power. I bound her in this graveyard. Yet she craved to be free of my lovely stone and me. If she had destroyed you, she would have had enough essence to free herself from her shackles and would have made her way to the above lands. Nevertheless, her destruction worked out better. For me at least. When Hero Brandon cut the tether that kept her bound to our plane, her consciousness—her memories—all that defined her – were pulled to The Soundless Land where she will wander forevermore as a mindless shade of that abysmal place. However, the essence that bound her together. That is all mine now. What a delicious treat. Even more tasty and hardy than had I consumed all of you. Now I will be able to delve even deeper into the bedrock below and create new levels. Perhaps I will fashion a desert setting and populate it with deadly scorpions and cacti that can shoot their razor sharp spines. Perhaps an upgraded Villias can be my new champion of Level Three. Though he failed me against you so maybe I will create a new champion, maybe a lich queen. So much to consider.

“I’m glad we could help,” I cut in, fearing that the dungeon might continue to tell us all her plans when all I want to do is get the girls to safety.   

            I am sorry to say that there is no reward for killing The Dark Lady. 

“We all lived,” I say. “And that rewards enough.” 

I guess that is a reward. I have given the gift of life to one another as I told you before. Yet while you shall receive no boon for the destruction of my nemesis, you shall be rewarded, as is the nature of all great dungeons, for surviving all my levels. Before the gifts are granted, I ask one thing of you. There are others who dwell along with you on the surface. Some of them should be able to survive my first level. And a few others the second level as well. Great rewards shall await them if they test their courage against me. You must admit that my rewards have been bountiful. 

“You have been very generous,” I admit. And it’s no lie. We’ve made out like bandits, earning a ton of spirit crystals, especially some of the hard to come by silver and gold ones. 

I will be just as generous with the others. I will close off my entrance tomorrow so that I may create two or perhaps three new levels. I hope that you all will come again and challenge my new levels. I promise you they will be quite deadly—but also quite rewarding. 

“We’ll certainly consider it,” I say. I hadn’t even realized it, but Alex has been next to me the entire time and her nails dig into my arm after the last comment. 

Now for the boon. First, I promised you the helm of the dwarf you seek. Now that I think of it, he was the last tasty morsel I swallowed. That is before the bounty I received from The Dark Lady. 


A plain, unadorned helm, big enough for the head of a dwarf, appears at my feet. 

Many believe that the source of the crystals come from the great moons, and that might be true. But I will tell you a secret, crystals run deep below the Earth too. Deep, deep down, in the center of the world, where another sun blazes, is the source of the crystals. I will continue to delve downward until I find the great core and can feed right from the source. Then I will have the power to not only exist below the surface but to push the Earth upward. A living dungeon on the surface. Oh, how wonderful that will be. I am certain you want to leave, and I know I am ready to close off my entrance so I can move and manipulate the Earth and the rock and create new and wonderful levels. 

I feel a rush—like a jolt of adrenaline. Then it’s like I hit a jackpot on a slot machine and crystals pour into the inventory where they are stored. I glance at the amount. 

“Oh wow!”  I mutter. 

“What is it?” Alex asks. 

“The amount of crystals is staggering?” I whisper to Alex at my side. 

The dungeon speaks again. Come victorious heroes and bathe within my waters. 

The graveyard vanishes, as does the deathly chill that permeated it. We find ourselves in a beautiful glade. 

“Looks like Interlude,” Londyn says. A patchwork of colorful wildflowers extends as far as I can see. Off to our right, crystalline water cascades down an embankment of rocks forming a waterfall that empties in a pool of translucent water. The grove is alive with the sound of birds. The weather is perfect just as it is in Interlude.  

Oh, yes, the dungeon says. Many cycles ago the fey came. They were so curious, and flew into my dungeon without a concern. Of course, once inside, there is only one way out. These were not the ancient fey—the powerful ones with eldritch magics. No, these were younglings, just a few millennia old—and wild ones, with capricious souls. When I swallowed them, I saw visions of this place. So I created it. A place where my heroes could claim their final reward. You are the first to arrive here and perhaps you will be the last. 

“What is the final reward?” Alana asks. 

It is a great boon. The greatest I can currently offer. 

“But what is it?” Sammi asks, echoing the question from a moment before. 

Strip, the dungeon says. Remove your garments, weapons and armor and tread into my pool. Leave all your stresses and worries behind—at least for a short time. 

“How can we trust her?” Alex asks. 

“She’s been honest with us so far,” Nikki says. 

“I don’t like it,” Maeve offers. 

“Well, I’m going in,” Londyn says as she tosses her warhammer down onto the ground before she begins to strip. “If nothing else, at least I can wash away the sweat and dried blood.” 

“I’m going in also,” I say to Maeve. “I have a sneaking suspicion what our reward might be.” 

“And that is?” Maeve asks, eyeing me. 

“Something that will really help; the reward that Penny said we needed to come here for. Come on,” I say as I begin to pull off the hauberk. “Let’s get naked.” 


CHAPTER 18:  COMMUNAL BATH

“If you think it’s safe,” Sammi says, “then count me in. “Besides, I stink like an ass and can use a bath.” She begins to unlace the scarlet red corset that conforms perfectly to her shapely body.  My manhood shivers at the sight of her shapely form.  

“Are you sure about this? Getting naked in the middle of a dungeon that just tried to kill us?” Nikki asks, furtively looking around. 

“I do. I think we can trust her. I don’t sense any malevolence in her,” I say. 

“How can you say that? She tried to kill us.” Nikki retorts. 

“She’s not human. She doesn’t think like we do. I just think that is her purpose—to challenge those brave enough to challenge her. But I think we’ll be safe. I get the sense there are rules she has to follow. We won the game, so to speak, and now we get the prize.” 

“I trust you. You know,” Nikki says as she wriggles out from her tight black leather shorts. My cock twitches again, this time at the sight of my blonde-haired wife undressing. 

“What are you doing, Alana?” Sammi asks. 

“Huh?” the Healer asks, as though broken from a trance. 

“Are you stripping or not?” Sammi asks. 

Only those without any clothing on can wade into my crystalline waters, the dungeon says. And you must all depart in an hour. If you remain longer than that… well… you already know what will happen, so I suggest you plunge into my waters now. As is my prerogative, I will add a wrinkle to the reward. You must all enter my waters or the prize cannot be claimed. 

“Now you’re shy, Alana?” Londyn quips, standing there unabashedly.  “We all saw you playing with yourself in the last safe room.”  


“Not shy. Nothing like that,” the Healer answers as she kicks off her white shoes and begins to roll down her white stocking. “It’s just…” 

“Well spit it out!” Londyn says. 

“Nothing. It’s nothing!” she says tersely as she pulls off her white nurse’s outfit. I’ve seen Alana naked before. Hell, I’ve seen nearly all of the girls nude by now. She is really a sight to behold, and I can’t peel my eyes from her. Her light brown skin is a nice contrast with the lighter skin of the other girls standing around in their birthday suits. My cock springs to life. 

Londyn eyes my manhood and her lips curl into a wide grin. 

“Let’s see what this reward is,” I say as I walk towards the edge of the pool. I place one foot into the water and then the next. The water is a bit on the cool side but refreshing. I dive below the surface into the revitalizing waters. Maeve dives in next to me followed by my remaining paramours. 

“This feels so nice,” Sammi says after she shoots up from below the surface, her black hair damp and hanging down her back. 

“So what’s supposed to happen?” Alex asks. “Is getting clean our reward?” 

Maeve swims up to me and wraps her arms around me. She kisses me once. “Never made love in the water,” she says as she wraps her hand around my manhood. She licks my ear. 

Endorphins, adrenaline and dopamine surge into me. 

Fucking in the water with six girls sounds nice right about now.  

Maeve holds me tight.  Alex swims up to us as well. She clasps one of my hands and then takes one of Maeve’s. It is like we are drawn together and the other girls surround me. We hold one another’s hands in a circle. The soft cascading of the water down the rocks is the only sound I hear for the next several minutes. I join it—become it. I feel the presence of my girls— and an array of assorted emotions radiating from them: fright, jealousy, wonderment, and hope.  But a stronger emotion stands out – love.  Some of the girls love me – or are close to loving me.  

I am swept away by the powerful emotion before water envelopes me and pulls me under.  I am not scared.  My girls are here with me.  My muscles tense; my bones harden and my flesh toughens. Water pours down my throat, but I do not drown. It is like a holy elixir and new strength—like that of the gods—grows inside me. The water rushes to my mind and I know new things. New abilities rise to the forefront that allow me to protect my girls.  A rank… the final reward was a rank.  That’s why Penny was insistent that we make it to the end of the dungeon.  

I hope this reward was great enough that you will send your friends to challenge me, the dungeon says, her voice determined and hopeful. I look around the pool. Alana’s eyes come back into focus. Like a goddess being born, Nikki bursts from beneath the water, her gunmetal blue eyes alight. 

I walk from the pool and the other girls swim out behind me. 

“I just gained a rank!” Maeve declares. “Did everyone else?” 

We all nod our heads or respond with a resounding yes. 

“Penny wasn’t lying when she said we needed to make it to the end; that a game changing award would await us,” Maeve states.   

“Look,” Londyn says, grabbing my hands and placing them on her tits. “Squeeze them.” 

I comply with her command. Her tits feel great in my hands and a surge of desire thrums in my loins. “They feel incredible.” 


“I think they’re a little larger. But just a tiny bit. Like they are the perfect proportion to my body.” 

“My arms and legs are more toned,’ Nikki says. “It’s all muscle. I don’t think I have an ounce of body fat left.” 

“And you,” Alex says, staring at me with her eyes wide open. She wets her lips. “You’re…” 

“I think what she wants to say,” Londyn cuts in, “is that you are one tasty treat of a man.” 

Alana coughs. “Maybe we should get dressed before the timer runs out and the dungeon feasts on us.” 

“Yeah, that’s a great idea Alana,” Sammi says. “Let’s get out of here and somewhere safe. I want to check out these new abilities. There’s one real destructive one called Incendiary and another called Fire Breath.”

“I just received a Special Paramour Ability,” Alana says, her cheeks suddenly a deep pink blush.

I want to ask her what it is – what wonderful treat is waiting for me.  But the thought is interrupted when the water in the pool begins to swirl until it forms into a portal.

The portal is your way out, the dungeon says. My boredom has been broken, if just for today.  Because you amused me, and killed that arrogant witch for me, I will share one final boon. Outside my cave entrance, the sun has descended and the three blood moons—the trio who the dead gods slew long ago—hang high in the sky. I wish for you to return to the others quickly and safely so you can tell them all about me. Inform them of the riches they can find within my depths. Outside these walls, near my entrance, I have created a cave where you shall find sustenance and beds to rest your weary bodies for the night. You need not fear monsters nor beasts within two hundred feet of the cave, for my essence extends that far, and shall extend even more once I create my new levels. Now go, before I change my mind.

“Thanks,” I say.

“Yeah, thanks. Seriously. You did try to kill us and all… but you did it fairly,” Alana spouts out.  “And we all went up a rank which is incredible. We’re definitely going to tell the others.” 

“Now that the lovefest is done, can we get the hell out of here. I’ve had enough of being underground. Even the moons would be a nice change,” Sammi says. 

A few minutes later, we find ourselves inside a well-provisioned cave just like the dungeon promised. There are seven beds. A rock extends from the ground forming a stone table. A plain wooden platter sits on it with an assortment of fruits and a hunk of crusty bread. A streak of light from the moons outside suffuses the cave in a pleasant red glow. 

“We were down there a long time,” Nikki says. “It’s after ten o’clock at night.” 

“Was it that long?” I ask. “Did we lose track of time?” 

“Maybe time is different in the dungeon like it is in Interlude,” Alex suggests. 

“The others are going to freak the fuck out,” Londyn says. “I’m sure Ms. Williams will be sending a search party any minute.” 

“Dammit. She better not. We’ve never really been outside the walls in the dark. We don’t know what the hell kind of monsters the night holds.”  Then the solution comes to me. “Penny. Hey, Penny!” 

 She doesn’t respond. 

“She’s not answering,” I say. 

“Penny,” Alana says. “Are you there?  We could use you.” 

“We’re still under the influence of the dungeon. And she wanted nothing to do with The Quest Board and particularly Penny,” Maeve states. 


“That book really pisses everyone off,” Londyn says. 

“Londyn,” I say. “You’re immune to the moons. Maybe you can head back.” 

She shakes her head and sighs. “Can’t do that. You know, bodyguard and all. Supposed to stay near you.” 

“We’ll if you won’t, then I will. The others can’t come after us,” I state. 

“You can’t do that,” Alex says. 

“It’ll be okay,” Maeve suggests. “I’m sure Penny will tell them everything is okay with us.” 

“And Ms. Williams, she’s your first wife. Aren’t you two connected and all? I’m sure she can feel that everything is okay,” Sammi comments. 

“They’ll figure out that our quest ran late and we had to hide for the night. We’ll head out as soon as the first moon departs. Should be in about seven hours from now or so,” Londyn says. 

“I hate this!” I grumble. “You’re right though. We need some rest. But as soon as we can, we’re out of here.” 

“Good,” Sammi says. “Because I want some time to review my new abilities.” 

“And we still have some items to identify,” Alex says. 

“Abilities first,” I say. “The dungeon says we’re safe here, but who knows for sure. We should all review our new abilities in case we need to tap into them soon. Then we should talk about The Voice. And particularly about his mistress. The dungeon mentioned her a few times. I have a thought that our being brought here has to do with a woman. The Voice’s woman in particular. But let’s talk about that later. I really want to see what else I can do.”
“Me too,” Alex says as she plops down onto one of the beds. She closes her eyes and then appears extremely far away. 

The other girls follow suit. I’m the last to sit down. It feels good to be off my feet. I really want to slip out of the armor, but a cave with a wide-open exit might not be the most secure spot in the Eros Woods. I’m even a little leery about even closing my eyes. 

“I’ll keep watch,” Londyn says. “Go see what else you can do. I can protect you and examine my new glyphs at the same time.” 

“Thanks,” I say, and then close my eyes. I access the part of my HUD that lists all of my abilities. I choose the truncated version that just tells me about my upgrades to my current abilities followed by listing the new ones I received.  

◆◆◆

Lord Brandon, Guardian, Rank Four

Rank 1 Class Abilities

Weapons, Tier Three has been upgraded to Weapons, Tier Four:

→    Weapons, Tier Four (Max): (Active) You can create and customize powerful crystal infused weapons. Confer with the town blacksmith as well as your Compendium for further information. Cost and time to create weapons are variable.  

◆◆◆

Unusual Weapons, Tier Three has been upgraded to Unique Weapons, Tier Four:

→    Unique Weapons, Tier Four (Max): (Active) You can create powerful, never before seen unique weapons. Confer with the town blacksmith as well as your Compendium for more information. Cost and time to create weapons are variable.  

◆◆◆

Holy Light of the Protector, Tier Three has been upgraded to Golden Light of the Guardian, Tier Four:

→    Golden Light of the Guardian, Tier Four (Max): (Passive) In addition to the benefits already granted by Holy Light of the Protector to the paramours who battle alongside you, all allies (paramours and others) within five hundred feet of you will receive these added bonus: all allies within your sphere of influence will heal slowly both during a battle and for a short time after it ends. In addition, instead of being randomly assigned, your allies may choose one of their abilities to use at double effectiveness: i.e., a fireball will be twice as large and inflict two times the damage, Stone Skin will absorb twice as much damage before dissipating, etc. There is no cost for this ability.  

◆◆◆

Deadly Rage, Tier Three has been upgraded to Berserker Wrath, Tier Four:

→    Berserker Wrath, Tier Four (Max):  (Active) This is an enhanced form of Deadly Rage. When you invoke this ability, the hand of chaos possesses you. Your Strength, Fortitude, Physical Willpower and your Hard Skin are all increased by one attribute point for the three minutes of your murderous rampage. Your only goal is to smite all enemies around you to protect those who you love. All your strikes will find their mark. You will not feel damage inflicted upon you. If you sustain a mortal wound, your body will continue to slaughter your enemies until the ability wears off. 1 GSC, 25SSC and 100 BSC to employ. 2 x per day.

◆◆◆

Aura Barrage, Tier Three has been upgraded to Aura Bombardment, Tier Four:

→    Aura Bombardment, Tier Four: (Active) Balls of aura the size of cherries hurtle from the sky, bombarding your enemies with devastating and destructive energy. The effects can last up to thirty seconds. The epicenter can be up two hundred feet away, with an effective impact zone of up to a seventy-five foot diameter. 1 GSC, 25SSC, and 100 BSC to employ. 2 x per day.  Note: At your current rank, you can only cast one Aura Bombardment at a time. At Rank Six, you can employ two at the same time, either in two different locations or both in one location to overwhelming effect.  2 GSC, 35 SSC, and 250 BSC to employ. 2 x per day. 

◆◆◆

Rank 2 Class Abilities: 

Strategic Withdrawal, Tier Three has been upgraded to Counterstrike, Tier Four: 

→    Counterstrike, Tier Four (Max):  (Active) Even if you are greatly outnumbered or the enemy forces arrayed against you are more powerful, you can formulate a powerful counter strike that if successful can turn the tide of battle.  25 SSC, 100 BSC and 100 GSC to employ. 2 x per day. 

◆◆◆

Abject Terror, Tier Three has been upgraded to Death Incarnate, Tier Four: 

→    Death Incarnate, Tier Four (Max): (Active) This ability is most effective on enemies below you in rank who will quiver in fear at your approach knowing that their demise is imminent. Some might flee, while others might toss down their weapons and grovel at your feet begging for mercy. Other enemies might join your side in the battle. If the rank differential is great enough, hosts of enemies will simply die of terror—their hearts stopping or possibly even exploding. Note: A number of different elements will influence this ability, such as the number of enemy forces you face, their proximity, and the rank differential. 1 GSC, 25 SSC, and 100 BSC to employ. 2 x per day. 

◆◆◆

Protector’s Wrath, Tier Three has been upgraded to Guardian’s Wrath, Tier Four.

→    Guardian’s Wrath, Tier Four (Max): (Active) Enemies cannot hide from you and your allies.  You can transport yourself and up to five others up to two hundred fifty feet away. 2 GSC, 25 SSC, 100 BSC, and 200 GSC to employ. 3 x per day. 

◆◆◆

Multi Blows, Tier Three has been upgraded to Quicksilver, Tier Four.

→    Quicksilver, Tier Four (Max): (Active) You can attack up to five enemies in the blink of an eye. Attacks bypass all defenses and inflict five times normal damage. You can also split the attacks. For example, you can use all five attacks on one enemy. Note:  Enemies of similar or higher ranks have a chance to block or avoid all or part of the attack. 2 GSC, 50 SSC, 100 BSC, and 200 GSC to employ. 3 x per day.

◆◆◆

Mesmerize Females, Tier Three has been upgraded to Ensorcell Females, Tier Four.

→    Ensorcell Females, Tier Four (Max): (Active) You can use your magnetism, charisma and force of presence to mesmerize multiple females at one time. It is most effective against females of your own species. Nevertheless, it also has the chance to work against female humanoids of another species. Effects and duration of the mesmerized females depend on numerous factors, such as the rank differential between you and the females you wish to enthrall. Confer with your Compendium for more information about this ability. 1 GSC, 25 SSC, 250 BSC, and 500 WSC to employ. 2 x per day. 

◆◆◆

Rank 3 Class Abilities: 

Protector’s Shield, Tier Three has been upgraded to Protector’s Dome, Tier Four:

→     Protector’s Dome, Tier Four (Max): (Active) You are able to erect a dome of crackling energy twenty feet in diameter and ten feet high. Allies standing beneath the dome are protected from all physical and most magical attacks. While enemies cannot cause harm to those under the dome, allies are still able to attack through the barrier. Warning: if anyone inside the dome leaves before the ten minute duration expires, the barrier will collapse. 2 GSC, 50 SSC, and 150 BSC to employ. 2 x per day. 

◆◆◆

Word of Command, Tier Three has been upgraded to Words of Command, Tier Four:

→    Words of Command, Tier Four (Max): (Active) You can project your will against numerous enemies of any rank below your own and take control of their minds and actions. The greater the rank differential the longer the command will last. You must be visible to your enemies and they must be within range of your voice. Area of effect is a twenty-five foot radius. Warning:  Once the creatures are no longer under the influence of the Command, they will turn their anger and wrath on you. Duration varies depending on rank of enemies, command given, and other mitigating factors.  2 GSC, 25 SSC, and 100 BSC to employ. 3 x per day.    

◆◆◆

Righteous Sparks, Tier Three has been upgraded to Holy Flames, Tier Four: (Active)

→    Holy Flames, Tier Four (Max): (Active) This powerful area of effect ability allows you to conjure holy fire from the ground. You can invoke this ability up to two hundred feet away with an effective radius of seventy-five feet. The distance and radius can both be controlled. Friend and foe caught in the area of effect will be consumed in flames so be careful where you use it. Fire will burn like the inside of the sun for five minutes.  Note: You are immune to the effects of the flames. 2 GSC, 50 SSC, and 100 BSC to employ. 3 x per day.    

◆◆◆

→    Elemental Strike, Tier Three has been upgraded to Elemental Master, Rank Four:

Elemental Master, Tier Four (Max): (Active) You can choose to master Water, Fire, Earth, or Air. For example, you can wield a flaming sword during battle; or erect a wall of earth to protect your lovers from a barrage of arrows. You should confer with your Compendium as she can provide you with more details and with the cost.

◆◆◆

Absorb Damage, Tier Three has been upgraded to Advanced Absorb Damage, Tier Four:

→    Advanced Absorb Damage, Tier Four (Max): (Active) This ability starts off similar to Absorb Damage. You toughen your Endurance against physical and magical damage. The damage is essentially absorbed and then stored up. Once the maximum damage is absorbed, the stored up damage can then be inflicted on the closest enemy combatant. You may activate this ability on yourself or on one of your paramours. 2 GSC, 25 SSC, and 100 BSC to employ. 2 x per day.    




Rank 4 Class Abilities

Summon Protector, Tier Four (Max): (Active) As much as you try, you cannot be everywhere at once to protect your paramours. Therefore, you can summon a golem to protect one of your lovers. You may bestow this blessing on one paramour once every two days. The golem will remain in the prime world until twenty-four hours passes, it is dispelled by either Lord Brandon or the paramour it is currently bound to, or until it sustains substantial damage from a foe destroying it. Cost to employ: 2 GSC, 50 SSC, and 100 BSC to employ. Every 2 days. 

◆◆◆

Sunbeam, Rank Four: (Active) You can call down a beam of celestial energy that vaporizes armor, weapons, flesh and bone. The maximum diameter is five feet.  The narrower the beam the more compact and thus the more destruction the beam will cause. Highly effective against enemies of similar or lesser ranks. Less effective against being of higher rank. Warning: The beam does not discern between friend and foe so be careful where you cast it. 4 GSC, 50 SSC, and 100 BSC to employ. 2 x per day.    

◆◆◆

Refuge, Rank Four: (Active) Similar to Interlude, you can instantly teleport yourself and one other to a sanctuary that no enemy can reach. At Rank Four, the refuge is four hundred square feet and is furnished with basic furniture, including a table, several chairs, and a small bed. It also contains basic food supplies. While in Refuge, minor to moderate wounds will heal at a slow rate. Duration at Rank Four: ninety minutes. Note: Unlike Interlude where time passes differently, inside Refuge time flows at the same pace as in the Eros Woods. Cost to open a portal to Refuge: 3 GSC, 50 SSC, and 100 BSC to employ. 1x per day.  Upon reaching Rank Five. Refuge can provide sanctuary to you and five others. The refuge will increase in size to fifty feet by fifty feet and will include a bath as well as other amenities mentioned prior. Minor and moderate wounds will heal at a moderate to fast rate. In addition, you can expend an additional gold spirit crystal to provide an exit from Refuge that is different from the one where you entered—up to one mile from where you initially entered.  Duration: Three hours. 5 GSC, 100 SSC, and 250 BSC to employ. 1x every 3 days.   Upon reaching Rank Seven, Refuge can provide sanctuary to you and all under your protection. Minor and moderate wounds will heal quickly upon entering Refuge. All sicknesses and curses will be purged as well. Duration: Twelve-hours. 10 GSC and 250 SSC and 500BSC to employ. 1x per week.    

Death Blow, Tier Four:  (Active) Think of this as an instant kill. The hand of fate takes over allowing you to kill an opponent with a single attack. At Rank Four, Death Blow will only work against enemies of a lower rank than you. Cost: 1 GSC, 25 SSC, and 100 BSC to employ. 1 x per day. At Rank Six, Death Blow can be used against enemies of similar or higher rank. Cost:  10 GSC and 100 SSC, and 250 BSC to employ. 2 x per day.    


◆◆◆


Colossus, Tier Four: (Active) You can transform your body, turning yourself into a twenty five foot tall killing machine. Colossus has a Strength of four, Endurance of four, Willpower of four, and Fortitude of four. His flesh is tough as steel. All your items, such as your weapons, grow in proportion with you. If you pick up an item, such as a sword, it will grow to your proportions as well. Colossus is highly resistant to all elemental attacks. At Rank Four, the duration is ten minutes. Cost: 5 GSC, 100 SSC, 250 BSC and 500 GSC to employ. 1x per day. At Rank Seven, you grow to fifty feet, Strength, Endurance, Willpower and Fortitude will all be maxed out at five. You will be nearly indestructible. Duration: Fifteen minutes. 10 GSC, 125 SSC, and 350 BSC to employ. 1 x per day.    

◆◆◆

I open my eyes.

That was a bunch of information to take, and I’m going to need to review the new and upgraded abilities in more detail at a later time. 

Across from me, Alex is trying out a new ability. She takes out one of her spare daggers from her boot and holds out her hand. Her hand and the dagger both disappear. Alana, who is sitting nearby, gasps. My wife pulls her arm back and her hand re-emerges without the dagger.

“Where did it go?” Alana asks wide-eyed.

“It’s so cool,” Alex says. “It may solve some of our equipment issues.”

“How so?” I ask.

“It’s called Shadow Space. Think of it as sort of a storage area. It can hold three hundred pounds of items. Doesn’t matter the size, only the weight. As I rank up, it will be able to store even more. We won’t have to leave armor or weapons behind anymore. I can haul them back and then sell them to the blacksmith or to Marge and Fred.” 

Alex pushes her hand forward and it disappears once more. When she yanks her arm back, her hand is once more clutching the knife.

“How about you Alana? Anything cool?” I ask.

“Well, one ability gives me the option to cure paralysis or to paralyze something. It’s almost like I have knowledge of different creature’s physiology. And because of that I can tap into their bodies and paralyze them. It’s awful,” Alana says.

“It might just save you one day,” Londyn says from the entry where she has been standing guard. “The Voice might have dressed you like a sexy and very slutty doctor, but he still wants to keep you safe.”

“I’ve been worried about that also,” I say. “You all look great in your outfits, but they don’t really offer you much in the way of armor. Luckily, I just received an ability that’ll keep you protected.”

“What is it?” Alana asks.

“I can conjure—I guess that’s the right word—a guardian of sorts to protect you.”

“Like her own personal bodyguard,” Londyn says.

“Her own personal bodyguard.” I turn to Londyn. “But I’m sure it won’t be nearly as sexy as you.”

“You say the sweetest things.”

The other girls break from their trances. We gather around the little table and eat the food left for us. We spend the next half hour talking about the new abilities we gained.

 Just as we are all about to settle in for the night Londyn asks, “Do you really think this is about a woman?”

“It might all be about a woman. Maybe she is The Voice’s spouse?” I suggest.  “And if it is about a woman…about his spouse…he might be willing to do anything for her.  I know I would do anything for all of you.”

“Even if it is about a woman,” Maeve says. “How does us ranking up and releasing sexual energy out into the Eros Woods have anything to do with her?”

“I guess that’s what we need to figure out,” I respond. “Maybe when I meet The Voice soon it’ll all be explained.”

“Maybe,” Alex says, looking directly at me. “However, if it’s all about a woman he loves, then we need to be super careful. Men will do just about anything for the women they love. Even blow up an entire army, it seems.”


CHAPTER 19:  UNDER A BLOOD RED SKY

Sammi lets out a huge yawn and then says, “It’s nearly midnight, and I’m spent.”

“So am I,” Alana states as she also yawns. “Sooner we sleep, the sooner we can wake up and head back to Moondale.”

“Sleep sounds like a plan. Why don’t you all rest and I’ll stand guard.”  I stifle a yawn.  

“You’re dead on your feet,” Londyn says. “I don’t need much rest. The Voice saw to that. Get some sleep, and I’ll keep guard.”

I stifle another yawn and nod my head. “Okay, but wake me in a few hours. I think now that I’m Rank Four I don’t need much sleep either.” I’m about to lay down in one of the small beds fully clothed but then change my mind. The hauberk just isn’t that comfortable. And I doubt I’ll get much rest with metal links digging into me. I unclasp it and let it drop to the floor. I lean Spirit against the edge of the bed. I yawn this time. My body is trying to give me a message, a warning that I have reached my limit for the day. I remove my boots and then plop down on the mattress. It is softer than I think. Just seconds after my head sinks into the little pillow, sleep takes me.

I wake up from a dead slumber. It takes me a moment to remember where I am. Next to me curled up in a ball is the lithe form of Alex. She murmurs something and pulls the thin sheet over her head. 

My bladder is near bursting and that is what has woken me.

Londyn turns to me from the entrance to the cave where she is standing. “Go back to sleep. I’m good for another hour.”

I walk up to her. “Thanks for taking the first shift. I’m good for the rest of the night. I feel fully refreshed.”
“After only two hours?” 

“That’s all,” I say. “This new body is really something else.”

She comes close to me. “Oh, your body is really something for sure. And so is mine.”  I know what she wants and she reaches down to grab my manhood. I pull back.

“Hey,” she whines.

“Sorry. I really need to relieve myself. And didn’t we just fool around a few hours ago in the safe room? Remember, you climbed on board with the others around.”

“I got to you first,” she states as her eyes begin to flutter. She’s having trouble keeping them open.

“You’re exhausted,” I say.

“I’m fi…”  She doesn’t get that word out as she lets out a protracted yawn. “This will wake me up.”  She grabs for me again.

“I really need to pee and you really need some rest,” I state. She tries to hide a yawn but can’t.

“Go to sleep. We’ll slip out into the woods in the morning for a quickie. Does that work for you?” I offer.

She smiles. “That sounds fair.”  She must really be tired because she turns around and heads to one of the free beds. She lays down fully clothed and in a moment is breathing softly.

I walk outside. I haven’t spent much time beneath the Three Cousins, Dexia, Loria and Nelia. The trio of moons hang prominently in the sky. The largest of the three, Dexia, has to be five times the size of our moon. The satellite is so oppressively close that it looks like it’s about to crash into the planet. I don’t even know the name of this planet, I muse.  The second moon, Loria, is about the size of our moon and hangs in the sky behind me. The final moon, Nelia, is a small hunk of rock that is almost hard to see among the millions of stars lighting the night sky. The three moons are all a different shade of red: Dexia a deep crimson, Loria a soft cherry, and Nelia, a pinkish red that glitters like a ruby in the sky.

I can’t hold it anymore and rush off twenty or so feet to relieve myself against a tree. I let out a long sigh a moment later. I turn to head back to the cave when I hear the rustling sound and the swoosh of a sword cutting through the air. 

Nikki!

I recall. She has been going outside at night to… I am not even sure to do what exactly. I approach her. She is like a dancer. Her legs, hips, and arms all move in perfect synchronicity as she runs through a variety of movements and fighting stances. 

She twists, before lunging forward with both katanas striking straight out. Her eyes lock on mine.

“Hey Brandon,” she says softly.

“You flow like a dancer. I’m a little jealous.”

“Yeah, I’ve seen you fight. More brute strength than finesse.”

“Maybe you could show me some moves,” I suggest as I move closer. She is so pretty with her short platinum blonde hair and blazing gunmetal blue eyes. Her body is lean and athletic.   

“You mean sword moves? Or different kinds of moves?” she asks suggestively as she leans into me and plants a salty kiss on my lips.

“Sit with me,” she says after the small peck.

Then I feel it. Spheres of crackling energy bombard my body. My entire being shakes.

“It’s alright,” Nikki says as she drops her two swords and grabs onto me.

“What’s happening?” I ask as she helps me to the ground.

“The effect of the Three Cousins,” she explains . “You’ve very susceptible now that you’re Rank Four. I think that the higher we get in ranks the more our bodies change—and the more our bodies are open to the influence of the moons. With practice, you can learn to absorb and harness the energy as opposed to fighting it.”

“Penny suggested that absorbing the radiance of the moons might be our only way to rank up to the highest levels.” 

“Let’s hope so. Because the cost to reach Rank Five alone is astronomical—something like a thousand silver and one hundred gold along with a ton of white, green and blue ones,” I say.

“If it’s that much we may have to explore the dungeon’s new levels when they’re ready,” Nikki says.

“I was thinking the same thing.  We’ll be able to get everyone up to level three eventually, but after that we’re really going to have to pick and choose who to raise up. If the dungeon’s waters always give a level, then we should only send rank three groups down to get them to level four on the cheap, so to speak. I really wish Penny had said something beforehand. Had clued me in. Maybe I would have gathered up the needed crystals and raised myself to Rank Four before we left, then the dungeon waters could have raised me to Rank Five.”

Nikki purses her lips. “Nothing to be done about that now. Live and learn, as my grandma used to say all the time. We know about it now, so we can make proper plans moving forward.”

I grab my head where it feels like hundreds of pebbles are striking my cranium. 
“That hurts like a bitch,” I grumble, as the three moons continue to pelt me with whatever energy radiates from them. Penny had said something about them perhaps being the source of the spirit crystals. Whatever these particles are, they’re damn painful.

“Take your arms down. Don’t resist it. The more you fight it, the worse it’s going to hurt,” Nikki says.

I pull my arms down. The little balls of energy continue to pelt me. The pain and discomfort are tolerable. Though I’m not going to last out here much longer.

“How do you put up with it?” I ask.

 “I’ve been working with Penny to master the effects of the moon. My Chi ability allows me… I’m not sure how to say it. Think of being swept away in a flood. Imagine if you could control the flow of water to something manageable. Something you could wade into it or swim in. That’s what I am learning to do. Control the flow.”

“Well, it feels like I’m in an ice storm being struck nonstop by hail. I’m embarrassed to admit it. But I think I may need to head inside.”

She takes my hands. “I’m sure before everything is said and done that you’ll master the moons like you have everything else here. Let me help you get there. I’d really like to do that for you. To be your guide like Penny has been mine. If it doesn’t work, you can head back to the cave.”

Her gunmetal blue eyes blaze against the crimson moonlight that surrounds us

“Close your eyes.”

I don’t question her but shut my eyes tight. I’m not sure how much longer I’m going to last. The invisible hail is falling with greater force, smashing against my flesh. Each of my nerves explode in stinging pain.

“Open yourself up to me,” she says.

“What do you mean?” I ask. I’ve never been into meditation and all that mumbo jumbo.

“Just don’t think for a moment.”

Of course, when she tells me not to think I start thinking about a hundred things at once.

“Just clear your mind, lover,” she says.

It’s getting difficult for me to focus. There is a limit to pain I can endure, and I’m close to reaching it.

I close my eyes again. Instead of clearing my mind, I chose to focus on a single image, Nikki’s dazzling blue eyes.

Then I feel it.  Or to be more precise, I feel her.  My girl.  My Nikki. 

Nikki!

Images of her life flash in front of me. I see her as a little girl, maybe around ten, with long blonde hair tied in a ponytail, standing in line with her mother and father at Disney. She is so happy at that moment. The happiness turns to misery and confusion when her parents separate just a few months later. Time moves forward and she is running the bases after lining a shot into right field. Just weeks after this she is the youngest student at her dojo ever to receive her black belt. Other images fill me. Her first kiss with a boy named Randy followed by teenage depression and angst after her first break up with a boy named Mike. Other images of her life float into my consciousness: Nikki’s grandfather teaching her to drive, her nervousness sitting for the ACTs, tears streaming down her eyes at her grandmother’s burial as snow fell all around her and her family. I knew so little about Nikki. And now the stories of her life are being shared with me.

A calm washes over me.

I don’t feel the pain any more.

“Let me in,” Nikki whispers to me in my mind.  “Let me see the real you.” Her request is not one of voyeurism but one of a genuine curiosity to know me.

The pain from a moment ago rushes back full force.

“Let go…,” she pleads.

And I let go.  Abandon myself to the beautiful wife who wants to guide me through this experience.

Visions of Nikki’s long, athletic body sitting astride me as she rides my manhood is all I can see. Then I am above her, staring into those wonderful blue eyes as we make love.

“It’s okay,” she says. “Show me the others.”

While sex with Nikki, Maeve and Alex has been wonderful and wild, it has been tame in same ways compared with some of the other paramours I have been with: Kayla in Interlude unlocking the cage where the beast in me had been imprisoned, and Londyn, my own personal nymphomaniac, and then the role-playing with Hannah and Amber. Nikki gasps in my mind as that wild night with the two of them plays out like a movie.

Let her see the real you Brandon. Flaws and all. Dark desires and all. 

For a brief moment, memories of my first love, Cara, enter my head. How I closed myself off from ever wanting to feel this vulnerable with any woman again. It’s a hurt I thought I would carry for a long time now. Then, I take a deep breath and exhale. I let my wife in. Give her access to all of my memories, the good and the bad; the happy and the sad.

Her images flow back into me. And soon our memories melt and mesh. We are separate but one—two as one.

The spirit crystals or whatever power the moons release don’t bother me anymore. I can absorb them or make use of them, but they no longer have an effect on me.

Nikki.

I open my eyes.

She looks back at me. “I know you now. And I love you even more.”

“And I love you,” I say.

She leans back while pulling on my arms. She is strong and is able to drag me down on top of her. “No more holding back. No hesitation. I want to give you all of me.”

She pulls my face down on top of hers and our lips lock together. Our lips and tongues dance together for the next several minutes, as our hands run along one another’s forms. The energy of the moons feel more like a benediction – like being granted a blessing. 

“Just you and me,” my vivacious says almost winded when we part for a moment to catch our breath. She sits up and pulls off her top in one fluid motion. Then her bra flies free and her two lovely, round tits pop out, begging me to lick and kiss them. We are both naked in a flash, the red light of the moons reflecting off us. The ground is surprisingly soft. I sit down on the soft, foamy loam. My legs are spread at a forty-five degree angle. Nikki sits astride me. Before I fully register it, my cock is buried in her moist womanhood.

She squeezes me with her inner muscles.  She is so flexible and she raises her legs to wrap around my back, my knees supporting her weight. Her nipples poke into my chest. Our kisses start off soft, probing and sweet; then they build to a maddening intensity once more. We are like one body in this position, our chests and bodies locked against one another as close as two people can possibly get.

The illumination from the moons highlight her pale flesh and blonde hair in streaks of red. She’s beautiful… and she’s mine. I’ve never truly been the possessive type. But, beneath the light of the three moons, all things are laid bare, and my inner beast acknowledges that this woman in my arms belongs to me. And to no one else.

Due to our connection, she senses my emotions and intent and undulates against me, her back arching and exposing the graceful contours of her neck. Her tight wet pussy pulses around my shaft. She loves knowing that I crave her, need her and will never allow any other man to have her.

I thrust up into her deeply. I want to bury myself into her as far as I can go. She lets out a grunt of pleasure. I’m so hard there is no bend to my dick. I jab up into her again, listening to the mewling sounds she makes each time I thrust into her. “Ohhhhh!” She pants into my mouth. I reach behind her and grab onto her ass cheeks. I pull her up just a bit before I slowly lower her back down on my aching member.

“Ohhhhhh,” she moans into me again. Her nails knead my back as she tries to urge me to go faster. I refuse, holding her halfway down my shaft, balanced there easily with my strength.  She pulls her mouth away and in a husky voice states, “Please baby, don’t tease me.”

I grin, my smile almost feral. “You love it.” She merely whimpers but doesn’t refute me as I lower her all the way back down on me. Back on Earth, Nikki was definitely my type. Tall, toned, and fit. Out of my three wives, I have perhaps neglected her the most. Maeve with her fierce personality is hard to ignore. And Alex, while quiet as the grave, has often clung to me, almost possessively. It’s just Nikki and I now alone beneath the blood moons.

“Lean back,” she wheezes out.

She unwraps her legs from my back and I lay down flat. Nikki’s movements are fluid, and she rises on her hips to straddle above me. She reaches down for my hands and I grab hers. She uses them for leverage, then with her feet planted flat on the ground, and in a squatting position, she moves her hips up and down. So slowly at first that is maddening. I’m entranced at the sight. I watch as my cock is swallowed by her tight and perfectly smooth pussy. Her womanly wetness coats my cock in a glossy patina.

A red sheen covers her face as I stare up at her. She undulates and moves above me with such fluid grace she looks more goddess than human.  “Oh, god Brandon. Oh god,” she moans above me. Her face is filled with such need… such love and desire for me. It fuels me to want to please her more. At this moment in time, it’s like we are the only two people in the world.

“You feel so good, baby,” I say, tweaking one of her nipples.  She arches her back and continues to move her hips up and down on my swollen member in a primal dance that is drawing me closer and closer to the edge.

“That’s the spot,” she wheezes out as she gets a perfect rhythm going. “Oh yeah. Just like that.”

A flush spreads across her chest as she speeds up, her tits bouncing, nipples pointing to the sky. Her mouth opens and her blue eyes widen before they cross and then she cries out, Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!”  Her body bucks and convulses, almost like she has no control of it. Her beautiful pussy grips and pulses and squeezes me in delicious torture.

“Cum in me now!” she shouts.

Her request is all I need as I let loose inside of my beautiful wife. My cum feels like a power source, a way to continue her climax. We merge again, like we did earlier, and I can feel Nikki’s joy and rapture. 

“I love you!” I say. The words flow freely from me.

“I love you too,” she says as she leans over and kisses me. The energy from the moons permeates my skin. I don’t fight it. Nor does Nikki. We bask in it as our tongues meet and move like dancers as our hands glide over one another like we know every inch of one another. I might have cum, but my cock is still hard inside my wife.

In a husky voice she says, “More. I want more.” She climbs from me, my cum and her womanly nectar dripping down her legs. She gets down in front of me and stokes my already ramrod hard cock. She kisses the tip. “Take me from behind, lover. Fuck me like a beast.” She spins about, her firm, muscular ass now facing me. I get up on my knees behind her and rub both ass cheeks with my palms.

“You like my ass, don’t you baby?” she teases.

I rub her cheeks again. “You know I do.”

I give them both a soft, playful slap.

“Ooh,” she lets out. Swaying her ass side to side.

I use one hand to rub her cheeks and with the other, I slip a finger into her soaked and dripping pussy. She smells of musk and sweat. And I soak in the aroma.

“Ahhhhhhhh,” she moans as I glide my finger back and forth. I realize for a moment that I don’t need to call on my Carnal Knowledge, at least not with Nikki. It all seems so natural with her, like we have been lovers for thirty years and know our way around one another’s bodies.

“Smack my ass harder!” she screams.

I don’t even hesitate and bring my palm down on her ass cheek with a loud thwacking sound.              

“You like that baby, don’t you? You like slapping my ass?”

“I love it Nikki,” I say in a raspy voice as I strike her other butt cheek this time. All the while, she moves and shakes her hips as I continue to finger blast her soaked channel.

“Give me that cock lover. Bury it in me,” she begs.

“Oh god, Nikki,” I groan, entering her slick womanhood from behind. “You’re so fucking wet and so fucking tight.”

I grab her hips and thrust like a man possessed. 
“Fuck me harder, dammit!  Don’t hold back!” Nikki rasps out.

I raise my center of gravity just a bit and that does the trick.

“Ooooooooooooo,” Nikki cries out.

She slips a hand between her legs and fondles my balls while I continue to fuck her. The double sensation of both fucking her and having her play with my scrotum brings me close to the edge

“Smack my ass,” Nikki cries out.

My hand lands on her cheek.

“Harder dammit!”

I smack both hands down on her cheeks. She whimpers, “Aaaaaaaaaaa.”

I caress her cheeks and say, “What a sexy ass you have!”

Her hand is still buried between her legs and instead of stroking my balls, she gives them a squeeze.

“Oh god!” I grunt.

“So close, baby…” Nikki cries out.

“Me too!” I shout.

“Can you feel it, baby? The moons…” Nikki says.

She doesn’t need to explain. The particles the moons emit continue to fall from the firmament. But our bodies, minds, and souls reach for these particles, embrace and absorb them … like a great gift from the Three Cousins.

“I feel it Nikki,” I cry out almost deliriously as I plunge deeper into my lover.

“That’s it, baby,” she cries as her legs tremble and shake. She lets out a long single syllable as her climax erupts, like a dozen little bolts of electricity striking her. The climax spreads and grows until every nerve in her body is alive like they have never been before.  She screams out … her feral cries of ecstasy echoing all around us as a Full Body Orgasm possesses her.

I don’t remember cumming. Lights dance across my eyes. Then Nikki and I are awash in a red glow. The moons continue to pour their power into us as we both continue to climax. Nikki’s convulsions grow so strong that even she can’t hold herself up anymore and she collapses to the ground. My cock almost slips from her as she does so, but I am quick, grab her hips, and then lower her slowly to the ground with my cock still inside of her as it continues to fill her womanhood.

I finally roll off her, winded. High above me the three moons, which had been in three different parts of the sky, are now aligned.  

Nikki rolls over also, lying next to me on the soft loamy Earth.

Her chest is heaving up and down. Her legs continue to shake from the aftermath, only slowing a few minutes later. We both lay there panting for a good minute, before Nikki huffs out, “That was… that was… something else.”  She nuzzles her head into my shoulder. “I’m glad it was just us. I love Maeve and Alex, but it’s still nice to have you all to myself.”

“I’m glad it was just the two of us,” I admit.

“I don’t think the effects of the moons are going to bother us anymore,” she says. “In fact, I think, it’s like some part of us has been starving and the crystals, or energy, or maybe the mana it radiates is a kind of food to feed us, to fuel us. I feel stronger somehow, more aware of my surroundings.”  She grows quiet for a long moment. “Odd, we didn’t wake the others. If I really focus, I can hear them all breathing or gently snoring.”

“How did we not wake them up?” I ask.
As they say in your world, the dungeon chimes in, I did you a solid. 

“Thank you,” I say.

“Yeah thanks,” Nikki says too. “But why?”

The Three Cousins consider themselves the greatest lovers in the cosmos. They are voyeurs who enjoy watching great lovers more than doing battle with their immortal foes. Oh, I am certain they have enjoyed very much how the two of you have just joined. The more you release yourself… free yourself and just surrender yourself…the bigger their rewards will be. Think of their essence as applauds. Time wanes, and the Cousins will soon depart. The other heroes sleep in deepest slumber. They can continue to rest in peaceful sleep for another hour or I can awaken them. Their dreams have been of you, hero Brandon. Of your body above theirs as they scream and cry in pleasure. The one with hair of flames burns the hottest for you. Oh, I can awaken them and they will surely join you and hero Nikki for the next hour.  Or I can let them rest. The choice is yours.  

I look over to Nikki. Her blue eyes answer the question for me.

“I’m not done with you yet,” she says, reaching out for my manhood. 

“Let the others sleep,” I mutter to the dungeon, before I fall into a delicious erotic frenzy. 

The moons feed us for the next hour as Nikki and I abandon ourselves to one another.

“I love you,” I wheeze out as I cum for the fourth or fifth time. Our heartbeats are in sync, like a deep resonating bass. I look down at my beautiful wife who is lost in her own ecstasy. “You’re so beautiful.”

She is too far gone in her own pleasure to respond to me. When her orgasms finally abate, her eyes focus once more. I lay upon her for a few more moments before rolling off.

“The others are going to be up soon,” I say.

“I know,” Nikki says with a wild grin. “They’re going to be so jealous that I had nearly two hours alone with you.”

“I’m glad we had some time alone,” I admit.

“So am I Brandon, so am I.”


CHAPTER 20: NOTIFICATIONS GALORE

“That was the best sleep I’ve had in years,” Alex says as she stretches and climbs from the small bed.

“I had some filthy dreams,” Londyn says as she reaches down between her legs. “Come here Brandon and fuck me now. You promised me a quickie this morning.”

Maeve, with her eyes still closed, pants heavily. “Oh Brandon,” she cries out. “Oh, yes lover. Right there lover. Ohhhhhhhhhhh.”  Her body bucks heavily and the small bed creaks. Her hand slips between her legs as she continues to orgasm. In the bunk next to her, Londyn is pinching one of her nipples while she works two fingers into her snatch. “God that’s good,” my bodyguard moans out as she starts to climax also.

“What is going on?” Alana asks as she wakes up.

“Brandon is fucking Maeve in her dreams,” Alex says.

“You can do that now?” Alana asks wide-eyed.

“No, no, nothing like that,” I say. Though I will admit it’s pretty cool that the girls are so into me that I can give them orgasms in their sleep. “She’s just having a very vivid dream.”

“And Londyn?” Alana asks.

“That’s just her being her,” Alex says.

Londyn lets out a long sigh. She eyes me. “That’ll hold me over for now, but I’m going to need the real thing very soon.”

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhh,” Maeve lets out one final time before she collapses back onto the mattress. She lays there unmoving for several long seconds before her eyes flash open. “Why are you all staring at me?” Then she looks down between her legs. “Oh, my.” Her face flushes. “I’ve made a bit of a mess here. And it’s all your fault.” She points a finger at me.

“How’s it my fault?”

“B-because…” she stammers. “Just… because.”

“We know you were dreaming about him. And from the way you were screaming out he was fucking you just how you like it,” Londyn says.

“Fine,” Maeve says, getting out of the bed. “So I was dreaming about him.”  She looks at me. “Is that really crazy? We are married and all.”

“I think it’s sweet,” Alana says.

That was a final gift, the dungeon says. Living dreams. Now it is time you depart. Just beyond my influence, the pernicious parchment and her chatty cousin wait for you. I believe they have boons to visit upon you. I hope you enjoyed your time in my dungeon, and I hope you will return.

A flat stone, shaped like a discus, appears at my feet.

Should you return to challenge me, you will not need to conquer my first three floors again. You have proven more than a match for my beasts and traps. Just infuse the discus with a gold spirit crystal and a portal will open that will transport you to my new fourth level. You must give me several weeks, however, for that is how long I will need to birth new levels. I must warn you that the discus can only be used by those currently in this cave. You may bring no others with you. Other heroes will have to ascend the first three levels as you did. And you should urge them to challenge me. For if they are victorious, as you were, my waters await them. One final warning before you depart. You may tell the others about me—how funny I am, and how generous, and how fair. Nevertheless, I will place a compulsion on all of you so you will not be able to speak of the foes you faced or of the traps you dismantled. They must fight me fairly as you did with no prior knowledge.

“What the…” I cry out as pain explodes in my chest. All around me, the girls double over in pain as well. Then it is gone.

“What was that?” Maeve calls out.

A reminder and a warning. Should you choose to tell the others about my traps or my children and their weaknesses, worse pain than that will rip through your chest. No, the others must fight me fairly with no help from you. Now go! I have work to do.   

“Let’s get out of here,” Nikki says as she gathers up her few belongings.

“Any problems last night?” Londyn asks, eyeing Nikki and me curiously.

“Nothing he couldn’t handle,” Nikki says.

“What happened?” Alana asks, eyeing Nikki. “And did your breasts grow? …No that’s not it. You look taller or maybe more fit? Though your body was tight before.”
“We took a nice moonlit stroll,” I say.

Nikki lets out a cough. “Is that the new euphemism for fucking?” she quips. “Strolling.”

“You two made love under the moons?” Alana asks with a tinge of jealousy.

“We did, and it was hot,” Nikki says. “I’ll tell you all about it later. Let’s get back to Moondale first.”

I expect Maeve to be the one to toss me a jealous look, but it’s Alex this time who does so.

Five minutes later, we walk beyond the influence of the dungeon. As soon as we do, two powerful wills begin to shout over one another. Penny and The Quest Board both vying for our attention.

“Enough!” I shout. “Quest Board. If it is okay with you, we just need to speak with Penny for a moment.”

“As it should be, Lord Brandon. It seems that you took my advice and made it to the end. I did not lie to you. A great gift waited for you. All of you have survived and all have ascended.”

“Yeah, we did,” Sammi says. “And I’m going to need your help with some of my new abilities.”

“Me too,” Alana says.

“I will be pleased to assist the paramours,” Penny says. “Though now that you are Rank Three there will be some limitation to the amount of assistance I can provide. As for you Lord Brandon, I am quite pleased that you are Rank Four. However, it is not only a rank you have received.”

You be quiet, The Quest Board complains. Ranks, attributes, and boons are my bailiwick. So as the humans say, ‘stay in your lane and I’ll stay in mine.’

“Are the others worried?” Sammi asks as though reading the pressing question on my mind.

“The Harem Mistress nearly sent out a search party when she lost contact with you Lord Brandon,” Penny says.

“Contact?” I ask.

“She is your first wife. Though why she remains so loyal to you when you neglect her most primitive needs is a mystery to me.”

“Penny, please,” I say.

“She can feel your presence even over many miles. Soon she will even be able to communicate with you and all the paramours telepathically, even over long distances. Anyway, it was as I feared. Once you disappeared into the dungeon, her link with you failed. She thought you had died. That all of you had been killed.”

I saved the day, The Quest Board states.

Penny continues, “The Quest Board informed me you were okay and I related that information to Ms. Williams. She was about to head out with the few paramours still inside Moondale.”

Most of the others were out completing quests, The Quest Board states. It would have been rude had they abandoned their quests to search for you. Had there been a need to rescue you, then I would have created a quest to do so.

“You were kicked out of the dungeon early on,” Sammi says. “And we were gone the entire night. So how did you know we were okay?”

“I did not know,” Penny admits. “At least not for certain.”

But she told the others you were, The Quest Board reveals.

“You lied to them?” Maeve scolds.

“Lie is the wrong word,” Penny responds. “I assured them you were fine. And I was right to do so. I told them what they needed to hear. As you have all returned not only unscathed, but also enhanced in many ways, there was certainly no lasting harm done. Before any of you berate me, I ask you to consider what might have happened if they had come seeking you. If they had traveled beneath the three moons or if they had delved into the dungeon looking for you.”

I want to be angry at Penny. But I can’t. Her logic is sound.

“She’s right, you know,” Londyn says.

“You agree with her?” Alana tilts her head.

“They would have come after us and some of them might be dead. We should be thanking her,” my bodyguard says.

My turn now, The Quest Board interjects. So many wonderful boons. Quest Complete, Find Freddie. Marge and Fred tasked you with discovering the fate of their only son, Freddie. You have found his helm as proof that he met his end in the dungeon. Lord Brandon was already awarded his sword Spirit and the Defender’s Shield for agreeing to undertake this quest. Fred and Marge wish to show their appreciation to the paramours who also helped to conquer the dungeon. Upon your return to Mondale, please see the proprietors for your rewards.

“What kind of reward?” Alana asks.

That is not for me to say, The Quest Board states. However, I think that you and the other paramours will be quite pleased. Now, as for the other boons. Paramour Nikki already had the ability, Jump Kick, Tier One.  It has been raised to Jump Kick, Tier Two. Lord Brandon, your Hard Skin One attribute has been raised to Hard Skin Two. When injured, your body will slowly begin to mend itself. In addition, your Surge, Tier Two general ability has been raised to Sonic Dash, Tier Three. Paramour Sammi, who walked undaunted through the flames, your Willpower has been raised to attribute level One. Furthermore, your Courage attribute has been raised to a level One. Paramour Alana, who battled the shades of The Soundless Land, your Mental Fortitude, Spiritual Fortitude, and your Willpower attributes have been raised to level one.  Since I am on the subject of enhancements, I will make Lord Brandon and Paramour Nikki aware of several others.  You basked beneath the Three Cousins and accepted their gifts. They wish for you to learn their true nature. Think of it as a quest. To bask often beneath the crimson light of the Three Cousins. You opened yourself up to one another and to their celestial glow. You earned a small boon.  The cost to use your abilities will require fifteen percent fewer crystals.  This is the smallest of gifts they grant. The more you learn about and accept their true nature, and our own natures, the greater the boons you will receive. This quest is not only open to the two of you, but to all paramours of Moondale. One final announcement. All you who bathed within the dungeon’s waters gained a rank. In doing so, your bodies were improved and enhanced once again. Though all of you were beautiful when you arrived in the Eros Woods, your Allure and Comeliness attributes have both been raised to level two. You would all be some of the most attractive women in your world. And there will be chances for these attributes to grow even more.  Is this not wonderful? For does not Lord Brandon, the Lord of Moondale, deserve a harem of goddesses?

“The others are going to be so jealous,” Penny says almost gleefully for all to hear. Then she whispers just in my ear. “They will be so jealous that they will challenge one another to be your greatest lovers. They will all challenge the dungeon to bathe in her waters so that they can be goddesses also like the paramours here with you now.”

“A goddess,” Londyn says. “I like that. I got dibs on the Goddess of Debauchery.”

“Was there a goddess of fire?” Sammi asks.

“Not sure,” Alana answers. “Kayla would know.”

The Quest Board not to be outdone announces. Lord Brandon’s Charisma attribute has been raised not once but twice and now stands at a three.  He is on his way to being the embodiment of male perfection. 

“We sure made out,’ Nikki says. “We really need to send the others here as well to challenge the dungeon.”

“Olivia and Paige could lead a group,” Alex states.

“I’m sure they could,” I say. “Speaking of Olivia and Paige, how are the others? Did they make out okay with their quest?”

They did indeed, Lord Brandon. The Quest Board states. You can check your notifications for the specifics. And I have offered several new quests this morning.

“Maybe if we get back soon we can join them on some of the new quests,” Nikki says.

“You can do that,” Penny offers. “But you must remember that should you go along with them, that any boss monsters you will face will be the same rank as the highest among you. In this case, Rank Three. Should Lord Brandon lead them, the boss would be Rank Four. Of course, the greater the foes the greater the reward.” 

“We should head back,” I say, anxious to return to Moondale. “We have enough crystals for everyone to get to Rank Two and for a number of the others to get to Rank Three.”

“The others should return, Lord Brandon. However, you will be needed elsewhere,” Penny says.

You pernicious parchment. The Quest Board berates. That was not for you to say.

“What’s going on?” I ask.  

Quest, The Quest Board announces. It is time, Healer Alana, for you to undertake the quest, The Snake Pit.

“Now?” she squeaks out.

Yes, it must be now. You will not be alone. Lord Brandon will be accompanying you. He will serve as your guide to get you there safely. The battle for the second part of the Caduceus, however, will be yours alone.

“This quest has to be done now?  It can’t wait?” I ask. 

It cannot Lord Brandon. You and Paramour Alana must depart within thirty minutes.

“He doesn’t need to undertake this quest naked like the Temple quest, does he?” Maeve asks with an edge.

The Quest Board seems amused. I swear I even hear her chuckle. I am certain that Paramour Alana might enjoy having Lord Brandon accompany her in the nude. But no, he may be fully armed and armored. She will have to get his clothing off another way. Huh, I just thought of a wonderful new Paramour Quest—Strip Lord Brandon. Details forthcoming.

“Well, I’m coming this time. I’m his bodyguard and it's my job to look after him,” Londyn states.

That will not be possible, The Quest Board says.

“Why the hell not?” my bodyguard growls.

Because you will be undertaking your own solo quest.

“What kind of quest?” Londyn asks.

One that will keep Lord Brandon alive, The Quest Board states. Is that not your job?

“What the hell is it? Where am I heading?” Londyn scowls.

I have just placed a marker for the location of the quest on your map. It is quite a journey from here and you need to depart soon. You will face your deadliest enemy yet—and it is quite possible you will die…”

“You’re making this sound like a real party. You don’t have to sell me, though. Just tell me what I have to do.”

I will inform you of the details as you journey there, The Quest Board states.    

“I’m going to need all the nitty gritty,” Londyn says. “And while I’m not scared of death, I would prefer to live.”  She grows silent for a second before she looks at me. “Hey, we were supposed to have a quickie this morning.”

I am sorry Paramour Londyn but you must leave immediately.

“Fine,” Londyn grumbles. She comes up to me and grabs me between the legs. I’ve just had a half dozen orgasms with Nikki over the last two hours but my manhood responds to Londyn’s touch. “You owe me big time. And if I save your life, you’re really going to owe me. I’m more of a one-night stand kind of girl, but I might just insist on a date as well. Just don’t expect me to get dressed up or anything.”  She runs her hands up my chest and then plants a kiss on me.  When the kiss is done she says, “Okay Quest Board. Bring it on.”


CHAPTER 21:  SEXUAL HEALING

Londyn leaves us a few minutes later, heading off to the east.

I look over to Maeve and the others and say, “You should head back to Moondale. We have more than enough treasure now for everyone to rank up. They should do that this afternoon if they can. And maybe get Olivia and Paige up to Rank Three. They’re going to want to try the dungeon, and I want them at Rank Three when they do so.”

“We’ll take care of everything,” Maeve states. “She turns to Alana, “Keep him safe. And try to keep him from doing anything dumb like attacking an army on his own.”

“I will Maeve,” Alana says, in a timid voice. I think she is actually scared of the wrath my fiery redhead will reign down on her if something happens to me. For Alana’s sake, I better keep myself out of danger.

“This sucks,” Alex says. “Londyn gets a solo quest. You and Alana get to run off on a special quest.”

You will find plenty of new quests on my board—one in particular will pique your interest, young Shadow Dancer. Now, I suggest that you head back to Moondale and allow Lord Brandon and the Healer to begin their quest. 

“We should leave, Brandon,” Alana says.

“You're going to do great,” Sammi says, hugging her. Then she comes over and hugs me. “You take good care of her, okay?” she whispers to me.

“I will,” I promise.

The other girls hug Alana as well.

A few minutes later, they depart and it’s just Alana and I left in the woods. “You ready?”

“Ready, steady,” she says. “We have to go that way.” She points to the northeast.

“As you walk, I need a word with Lord Brandon,” Penny says.  “So please do not think he is being rude.”

“Okay,” Alana says.

“What is it, Penny?” I ask, following a few steps behind Alana. 

“You are now Rank Four. And with the crystals your lovers will soon bring back to Moondale, more than a number of you paramours will be able to ascend to Rank Three. And it is Rank Three and above that I wish to speak on.”

I pick up on Penny’s intention. “You want me to give you enough crystals to ascend to Rank Four, is that it?”

“It is,” she says. “I will not beg you either. I will simply state a fact. I am limited in the help that I can provide your Rank Three lovers. And as for you… well there is little assistance I will be able to provide you now that you are Rank Four. Had you ascended to Rank Five last night below the three moons, I would be mostly useless to you now. My pages simply would not have the words that you need.”

When we first met Penny she was condescending to the girls…basically telling them they were unworthy of my affections. Even with her tempestuous and unpredictable nature she has always been helpful to us…telling us how to best use our abilities. She is even working with Nikki to master the three moons.

“How much do you need?” I ask.

“I need two thousand white, five hundred green, one hundred and fifty blue, twenty five silver, and one gold spirit crystal” she responds.

“Damn! That’s a lot.”

“But well worth the investment I guarantee you.”

“Fine… take it,” I say.

“Oh, Lord Brandon. Thank you. Thank you. Thank you. I think you will like me as a Rank Four Compendium. You are going to especially like my new body.  Very soon you will see just how much of an asset I can be.” 

I feel the spirit crystals—especially the gold one—depart my inventory. 

“Thank you again Lord Brandon,” the Compendium says happily as she rushes from my consciousness. 

I turn to Alana.

“What did Penny want?” she asks.

I explain to her about Penny.

“Well it was the correct choice.  We need all the help we can get.  And she has been helpful to me.”

“Let’s hope I made the right choice.  But enough of Penny.  So where are we heading?”

A location appears on my map.

“That’s a good five miles from here,” I say. “What do you think we’ll find there?” 

“I’m not sure,” she answers. “Only that the other half of the Caduceus will be found there. We need to make it whole.”  

I munch on an apple while we weave ourselves through the forest. Small creatures, similar to squirrels but with dark green pelts, leap from branch to branch high above us.  The pleasant chirping of birds echoes all around us. Alana walks a few feet from me, silent. Lost in her own thoughts.

“I was on the Fuck List for last night. Was supposed to be me instead of Maria,” Alana suddenly blurts out.

“Fuck List?”
“Yeah that’s what we’re calling it.” She bites down on her bottom lip.

“Not sure how I feel about the name.”  

“Well that’s what it is, isn’t it?” Her words sting me a bit. It makes my time with the girls who are not my wives sound shallow. Remembering my connection with Nikki last night, I want it to be anything but that. I’ve tried my best to really connect with all of the girls, especially the ones I have been intimate with, and who I am sure I will be intimate with again, time and time again. 

“I really want to get to know everyone,” I reply. “It’s just so difficult with so many of you.”

“I backed out,” she hesitates for a long moment. “It had nothing to do with you.” She frowns and bites her lip. “Okay, maybe it has everything to do with you. I don't know.”

“It’s okay. We never have to be lovers if you don’t want to. Though, to be honest, I would be really disappointed.” I want to hold her in a reassuring embrace but I hesitate.

She walks a few steps ahead, head lowered, seeming to be mulling over my last statement. I get the feeling there’s a hornet’s nest of thoughts and emotions swirling through her.

She stops walking and waits for me to catch up. When I reach her she says, “I think I was scared.”

Is she a virgin?

Olivia was a virgin. It’s possible that one or two of the other girls are virgins or have had limited sexual experiences.

Though the thought of Alana being pure—having never been with a man—makes my treacherous cock suddenly thrum with wild desire. The beast inside me wants to claim Alana. To make her fully one of my loving paramours. I shove the beast back in his cage. At least for the time being. 

I’m not sure what my expression shows, but Alana stammers, “I’m not a virgin or anything like that if that’s what you’re thinking. And I’m not a prude.” As a nervous afterthought or to prove to me she isn’t a prude she blurts, “I’ve been around. I’ve had boyfriends. Even had a one night stand with an older woman once—not that twenty-five is old. Though it was just the once. Girls aren’t really my thing I discovered. I like guys.”

“I didn't think you were a virgin or a prude or anything like that,” I lie.

“It’s just…” she pauses again. She stares at me—and then her eyes begin to well up with tears.

“What is it?” I ask. This time I grab her and pull her close to me.

“It’s just…” she seems reluctant to state whatever is rattling through her mind.

“You don’t have to explain yourself to me if you don’t want to.” I stroke her long brown hair. She wraps her arms around me and mumbles, “It’s the others.”

“What do you mean?  Did they do something?”

She feels good pushed up against me so I'm a bit upset when she pulls back. 

“It’s just that… How am I supposed to compete with the others?  You might think it is only guys who talk about sex, but it’s girls also. Some of them are explicit. Then there’s Olivia.”

“Olivia?” I question with a raised brow.

“She’s a Rank Two Mistress of Tongues. Which I guess means she knows how to give world-class head.  How is anyone supposed to compete with a girl who literally gives magical blow jobs?”

And she is right. My Amazonian princess knows how to use her mouth, tongue and thick lips on my cock to drive me mad. She’s probably also right that she can’t compete with her in that one category. Of course, there are other categories.

Alana barrels on with her catharsis.

“You had some crazy experience with Kayla in Interlude.  She unlocked your deep dark desires. And have you seen Lindsay?  She looks like the Roman goddess Venus. And Maeve is so pretty and so womanly. Have you seen her hips and her tits?  Of course, you have. What am I talking about?  My body is nothing compared to most of the girls. And I can’t fight like Nikki or Paige, or sling fireballs like Sammi. I can’t kill anything. I just don’t want to disappoint you. And…” she starts to openly cry, so I embrace her once again. I let her weep into my shoulder. 
I feel horrible! And a bit guilty.

Though I’m not certain exactly why.

I wish Ms. Williams was here to comfort Alana. She’s better suited to deal with these emotional issues. 

But she’s not here.

Through her sobs the Healer says, “I mean look at you. You’re the hottest guy I’ve ever been around. And from what the others say you give just as much as you receive. That you’re a giving lover. Anyhow, I guess I’m lucky in a way. At least, I have this time with you alone.”    

I pull back from Alana and peer into her eyes. “Can I kiss you?” 

“You want to kiss me?”

“Of course I do,” I admit. “I’ve wanted to for a long time.”
“For real?”

“Of course for real,” I say with a wide grin. “You don’t give yourself enough credit. You’re beautiful and sexy as all hell. And as a Healer you are vital to our survival. While others kill, you save and to me that is more important.” 

I pull her into me, lower my head to kiss the much shorter girl, and push my lips against her soft, thick, and inviting lips. And… they are plush and soft. A warmth flows through my body. We kiss for a solid minute. She pulls her lips from mine. “Fuck me,” she pleads. “I might die once we reach the hut. It’s very likely. I’m going to have to do battle with a Medicine Woman who has the other part of the Caduceus. I want to have some fun with you, especially if it might be my last time.”

I intend to do whatever it takes to keep her alive. Alana is tougher than she knows. She wouldn’t have gone on so many quests with us if she was a coward. Nevertheless, I’m worried about her self-doubt and the dangers it can bring.

“I would love nothing more than to make love with you right now,” I admit. “It’s tough. But I’m going to show some restraint. We’re in the middle of the woods. We could get attacked any minute now. I could take us to Interlude, but…”

“You can’t waste Interlude on me. We may all need to hide out there at some point.” 

“Your paramour needs your warm embrace,” Penny says to me in my mind. “As I will soon need your touch as well. And you are right, her self-doubt might get her killed. She is more than a challenge for the Medicine Woman, but only if she believes in herself. There is a way you can be intimate with her and safe at the same time. I would refer you back to one of your new abilities, Refuge.”

“What are you grinning about?” Alana asks, eyeing me.

“I have an idea you might like. Is there a time limit on this quest?”

“We have time,” she answers.

“Take my hand, madam,” I say in my most elegant voice. “And I shall whisk you away to a place where you and I can be alone.”

Alana really is a sight. She has Polynesian looks—probably of Hawaiian descent—with dark skin, long brown hair and brown eyes that suddenly glint with expectation. She is on the smaller side—more than a foot shorter than I am. And she might not think she’s as pretty as the other girls, but she can hold her own in the looks department.

I lace my fingers in hers. I summon the necessary crystals. I know the cost is exorbitant but Alana is worth the price. With the crystals flowing inside me, I mouth Refuge.

Alana gasps a second before we are teleported away. One moment we are in the forest and the next moment we are in a room, perhaps the size of a studio apartment. A table with four chairs sits off in one corner. A platter filled with bread, cheese and several exotic looking fruits sit on top of the table. A clay jug and several mugs sit next to the platter. Off in the corner I spy a small bathroom through an open door. The only other amenity in the room is a twin size bed with a plain white sheet and two pillows propped up against a wooden headboard. The room is well lit though from an unknown source.

“Where are we?” Alana asks. “How did we get here?”

“It’s called Refuge.  I just obtained the ability when I ranked up. We’ll be safe here for the next ninety minutes.”

“Was it expensive?” she asks with concern in her voice.

“You’re worth every crystal.”

She purses her lips before un-puckering them. She brushes back several errant strands of hair that have fallen over her eyes and says, “Ninety minutes.  Just you and I. And we’re safe from enemies here.”

“No one can reach us here.”

“Ninety whole minutes,” she grins. Her eyes glaze over and I can tell she is accessing her HUD. “You aren’t the only one with powerful abilities,” she says almost lasciviously. “Now strip!”

It takes me less than five seconds to unclasp the hauberk. I place it on the ground next to the table. I am fully naked a few moments later. Alana’s eyes are locked on my body, running her gaze up and down and then up and down again. Her eyes finally land on my cock, which as though on cue, swells to attention.

In a slow strip tease, she pulls off the nurse’s outfit before slipping off the white shoes. She does, however, leave on the white stockings, My mind freezes in awe. She pads over to me, grabbing both of my hands in hers. I tower above her and her mouth is even with my chest. She kisses my chest, her soft, plush lips first working their way from my sternum upward. Then she licks my nipples, which is a new sensation to me, and I let out a loud grunt of approval. When she begins to kiss my chest I lean my head back and let out a pleased groan. Her hands slip from mine and she starts to run her fingers along my thighs.

“What the hell!” I exhale as warm currents of energy crackle from the tips of her fingers. My entire body feels both relaxed and energized in a way it never has before. Without warning, one of her soft palms squeezes my scrotum while the other one stokes my rigid and inflamed cock. She unleashes little shocks of pleasant energy.

“I’m going to lose it baby!” I scream.

“Are you?” she teases.

“I want you now!” I beg. And it’s true. I’m about to pick her up and toss her onto the bed when the overwhelming need to blow my load ceases. Then pleasure similar to the sensation of an orgasm spreads out and washes over my entire body…every nerve ending alive like never before. It’s so unexpected, I look down to see if I’ve cum. Aside from precum, I’m hard and my cock is still begging to be inside Alana.

I raise my head and stare at the ceiling, panting, and then close my eyes. Several moments must have passed because when my eyes open, Alana is no longer in front of me. She is on the bed, on all fours. She doesn’t say a word but turns and raises her finger to summon me over with it.

“Oh yes!” I growl as I plop into the bed, thinking I am about to pound her wet pussy from behind. Especially with the white lace framing her perfect ass and wet pussy.

“Not yet,” she says, with a wicked glint in her eyes. “I want this to be all about you. At least for now. On your back sweetie.”             

I don’t know what is going on, but if Alana wants to make it all about me—wants to focus just on my pleasure—I am okay with that.

I lay down.

Alana crawls around in front me. She smiles alluringly at me. Her white stockings and lace bra are a beautiful contrast against her tan complexion. She pushes my legs apart and before a conscious thought can enter my mind her plush lips kiss the tip of my cock. She twirls her tongue around the tip. Bolts of pleasurable energy run from the tip of my cock right down to my balls. The pleasure branches outwards, pulsing from the tip of my cock down to my balls and then outward over the rest of me. 

“Ahhhhh,” I grunt out, my body going taut with how good this feels.    

Her delicate hand glides and twists up and down my cock, her dark eyes locked on mine as she sucks on the tip, occasionally swiping her tongue beneath slather my shaft with her spit. She doesn’t take any more into her mouth, just the tip. With each lick, she sends bolts down my shaft and my muscles strain as I try to hold back. A growl echoes from my lips.  “Oh fucking god, Alana.”

Saliva dribbles from her mouth, further lubricating my cock. Her palms run along the length of my shaft. She pumps more rapidly and pushes her mouth further down. She is using some kind of ability, because every nerve is alive. Endorphins and dopamine flood my mind like an overflowing dam. She pulls her hand away suddenly and pushes her head slowly forward, with her tongue straight out running along the length of my cock.

“Oh fuck,” I groan when my tip goes down her throat. She struggles a little, but I see her determination and miraculously, she manages to swallow me. Pleasure pulses faster the further her head lowers into my crotch until her nose is pressed against my belly. She works her tongue back and forth, while swirling it around. Her tongue must be long because it even stretches out to lap my swollen balls.

“Ahhhh,” I grunt. “I’m gonna blow baby!”

With my cock still buried in her mouth, she lifts her eyes towards me and then nods her head. She moves her mouth up and down my cock, drool and spit dripping from the corners of her lips. “Here it comes, baby!” I shout out. When I begin to cum, she does an interesting thing and takes my entire length in her mouth again holding it in place while my jizz explodes against her constricting throat.

Reason escapes me.

I grab her by the head and hold her mouth in place. She doesn’t resist. Lights explode in front of my vision. Every nerve—from the soles of my feet to the top of my head—burst in shockwaves of carnal delight. I scream out like a wild man as the erotic energy continues to erupt from every fiber of my being, each new jet of cum adds to my fervor.

When I return to my senses, Alana is sitting on her knees watching me, a pleased look on her face.

“What the hell was that?” I ask when I can finally catch a breath.

“It’s my job to know how the human body works, how the different parts work together. It’s all connected.”

“It was a full body orgasm,” I laugh.

“It only seems fair that if you can make our entire bodies into one big erogenous zone, that you should get to experience the same thing.”  She smirks at me, “Best of all. I’m the only one with this paramour special ability. So if you even want to feel that again, you better find some time for me.”

“Come here,” I say, reaching my arms to her. She crawls upwards and I pull her close to me, “I’m going to make a lot of time for you.” 

“Now it’s my turn to turn your entire body to Jell-O,” I say.

I start as a gentle lover, kissing and caressing Alana’s body for the next ten minutes. I find that I am relying less and less on my Carnal Knowledge. It is almost like the knowledge of each of my paramour’s bodies is imprinting upon me with each one I’m intimate with. 

“Oh Bran…” Alana wheezes in a whisper when I finally plunge my tongue in her soft folds. The airy, inaudible moans turn into a full force scream of orgiastic intensity when I suck on her clit while fucking three fingers in and out of her wet mound. “Yeah, yeah!” she cries out as her pussy contracts and clenches on my fingers as a torrent of climaxes nearly overwhelms her. I angle my fingers a bit and that is it for Alana. She climaxes so hard and bucks her hips so wildly that she nearly snaps my fingers. The sound coming from her mouth is like a baying wolf.

As I have often done, I don’t let the orgasms stop. Eating a girl out is one of my favorite things to do in this world. There is just something wonderful in burying my face in their wet warmth. And now that Alana is riled up, now that her body is free, I plunge my cock into her.

“Oh Bran,” she cries.

I pump into her several times. Below me, her entire body vibrates madly. “It’s too much. The pleasure is almost too much,” she cries out.

“I can stop,” I say, though all I want to do more than anything is to make love to this beautiful, vibrant woman quivering below me. 

“Don’t you fucking stop,” she wheezes out, her eyes blazing with wild delight. I mash my lips against her while I continue to make love to her. She interlaces her legs with mine, while her hands run along my back and neck.

I can’t hold back any longer.

It’s not only my cock driving into her inviting, tight channel that is bringing me to my peak, but it’s her eager little sighs of delight, the way she eagerly accepts me, her body begging for more. Her musky aroma is heady, indelibly etching her scent into my brain for all time. And those lips, her soft, lush lips are decadent.

I lift my lips from hers, “I’m about to lose it!”

“Fill me up,” she pleads. A primal part of me is pleased. She will carry my seed, and my inner beast howls in pleasure, knowing we are claiming another of our mates.

Her pussy tightens again and I can sense the ecstasy rippling out in all directions, as her entire being—her whole essence—experiences one long orgasm. That is my sign and I pump into her. The release is so intense that my eyes roll to the back of my head, and I swear I go blind. She grabs onto my back as we whimper and moan into one another’s mouths. When our orgiastic torrents of unbridled bliss subside, she goes nearly limp below me, as though all of the energy has been sapped from her. I roll from Alana and then turn to face her.  Her eyes are closed, and she is breathing softly, trying to catch her breath. She slowly opens her brown eyes and stares at me in wonder. “I feel like I can take on the world.” She raises her hand above her and makes a clenched fist. “Let’s rest here just a few more minutes, and then we need to head out. I have a Caduceus to fix.”


CHAPTER 22:  NECROPOLIS

Alana’s smile lights up the small refuge as I sit opposite her munching on a piece of bread. I scarf down several pieces and some cheese before my angry stomach stops growling.

“What?” I say as Alana glances over to me furtively for about the tenth time. 

“Nothing,” she says innocently.

I guzzle down a little spirit juice and see her spying on me once again. She knows I’ve seen her this time. “Sorry. It’s got to be your enhanced Charisma or something. Because I can’t stop looking at you. You’re beyond handsome.”

“And you’re super hot.”  And then I add because I think she needs to hear it. “And as far as comparing yourself to others, I don’t think you need to do that anymore. Especially after…”

“The full body orgasm. You liked that, didn’t you?”

“More than you can imagine,” I admit. “I can see it being downright addictive.”

“Does that mean we’ll be spending more time together?”

“Tons of it,” I say.

She grins from ear to ear. “What happened to me was addictive too. I’m pretty sure I left my body when every little nerve in my body was suddenly stimulated. Like a million little orgasms. It was almost too much. Too intense. I don’t think the human body is developed enough to handle that much stimulus. The only reason I was able to stay somewhat lucid is because of my new Rank—and because of our boosted bodies.  When I’m higher ranked the full body orgasm will be just as intense—but more enjoyable because I’ll be able to process the stimuli easier. It was like I was drowning in pleasure when all I wanted to do was swim, go along with it.”

“I know what you mean,” I say. “I went blind for a moment.”

“Oh no,” Alana says.

“That might have been the wrong word. Let me make it simple. It was damn good.”

“Damn good, huh,” she smiles at me.

I give her a big smile. 

“It’s going to drive the other’s nuts that I’m the only one who can do that to you.”

“Is that something you want to do? Make them jealous?” 

“You bet you I do,” she says almost defiantly. “They’ve all been going around boasting about their exploits with you. Each one trying to outdo the last. Well, it seems I’ve outdone them all.”

I grin at her. “That you have. Anyhow, Refuge is going to run out any second now. Are you ready to head out?”

A few minutes later, we are back in the woods. It’s a long walk, and even though we have to weave ourselves through the forest, the terrain is flat and we make good time. Alana and I chat most of the way.

“I wouldn’t have thought that,” Alana says when I tell her I planned to go to medical school. “You seem like more of a jock to me.”

“I was a jock, I guess. Played college football until my knee blew out. I have brains to go along with my brawn. Had a 3.9 GPA. The two can coexist. Brains and brawn.”

She purses her lip and asks, “Can I ask a personal question?”

I chuckle. “We just shared something very personal a few minutes ago, so you can ask me any question you want.”

“Why were you driving a bus? I heard some of the other girls say you dropped out of college with a semester to go, is that true?”

“I planned to go back. Just had a lot going on. And wasn’t sure becoming a doctor was my calling. I was a little lost. Trying to find my path so to say. Let me tell you something I haven’t told the others. I feel complete here in a way I never did back on Earth.”

We chat for the next hour or so. But I’m also on alert as best as I can be. It would really suck if we encountered a roving band of orcs or goblins, or even something far worse—like a giant. I feel good about handling anything thrown at me here. I also have ways to protect Alana, to keep her from harm’s way while I battle anything thrown at us. 

“We’re getting close,” Alana announces as she suddenly stops. “I can do this, right?” She points ahead of us, uncertainty edging her voice, despite her best efforts. “Fight whatever is out there waiting for me?”

I grab her tightly. “You got this. And I’ll be there with you. I won’t let any harm come to you.”

“As nice as this hug is, and I want it to last for a long time, I think it’s time you let me go before I lose my courage.”

I release her and follow her for a few dozen more feet until we come to an odd sight. A road paved with rocks resembling cobblestones appears in front of us. They are cracked and covered in thick layers of dirt. Grass and weeds pop out from gaps. Nevertheless, most of the paving stones are intact.

“I guess we follow it,” Alana says. “But if we meet a wicked witch on the road, I’m turning back.”

The road cuts straight through the woods. We follow along for a quarter of a mile when the trees begin to thin out until they are gone completely.

“Wasn’t expecting that.” Alana says as she stares at the remnants of a town looking similar to Moondale when we first found it.  As we wander closer to the village, we see it is more dilapidated than Moondale was.

“Looks like fire burned half of it,” Alana remarks as we walk over rubble to enter the village.

“Penny,” I ask. “Do you know anything about this village?”

No response.

“Penny!” I say a second time.

Still no response.

“Hey Penny. We could use your help,” Alana says.

“I don’t think she’s around,” I state. 

Anger bubbles up in me.

Dammit.

Good going Brandon.

“This is my fault. I gave her crystals to upgrade to Rank Four. Figured we could all use her guidance.  She’s got to be ranking up and that’s why she’s not around.”

“She could have at least warned you,” Alana says.

“I should have figured it out myself,” I admit. “I guess it’s just you and I.”  We head towards the center of the village. Instead of a fountain in its midst like in Moondale, the husk of a charred tree stands in the center of the village like a dead sentinel. Twenty feet away an obelisk of dull granite extends out of the ground. I wonder if I could claim this village like I did Moondale? Though I can barely handle one village, so why in the hell am I thinking of two of them?

“What do you think happened here?” Alana asks, breaking me from my odd musings.

“Nothing good.”

She grabs my hand. “Do you think… I wonder… could there have been others here like us?  Maybe this was The Defiler’s village. Or some other Harem Lord’s.”

“Other Harem Lord or not, I think we’ll soon find out. Look over there,” I say pointing about a hundred feet away to the only intact building.

I walk towards the structure with Alana a step behind me. “Well, how do you like that,” the Healer says with a chuckle pointing at the sign. “The Snake Pit isn’t in the middle of a swamp, or an old burial site filled with asps and other venomous snakes. It’s the name of the inn.”

While most of the other structures are burnt out shells, the Snake Pit Inn is intact. In fact, it’s almost pristine, like the passage of time has not touched it. The shutters are bright white. Below the windows hang little pots filled with an array of colorful flowers.

“It looks like our inn back in Moondale,” Alana states. “And it appears like it’s had a paint job recently. I just don’t get why the other half of the Caduceus is here. Doesn’t make sense.”

“The answers are probably in there.” I point at the door. “Come on, let’s head inside.”

She inhales deeply before slowly exhaling. “I’m ready.”

I push open the door. We can’t see a damn thing inside the inn. Even the early morning light from the sun can’t seem to penetrate the darkness.

Alana screams. And I almost do the same as we are shoved through the doorway by some kind of invisible force. The door slams shut and then light appears. “What the heck happened?” Alana asks as she grabs hold of my arm.

Wooden tables and chairs surround us. Opposite us, a long bar stretches the length of half the inn. Flames crackle in the fireplace on the far wall.

An explosion rocks the building, tossing us roughly to the wooden floorboards. When we look up, dozens of bedraggled women—both human and beastkin—take up every inch of the inn. Some moan on the ground with their innards hanging out or blood gushing from jagged wounds. A blonde girl with half her face burnt off and an empty eye socket turns towards me, except she seems to look right past Alana and I. Girls cry all around us. Others hold their dying companions or offer them aid by wiping blood away. The floorboards are stained a deep red from the blood dripping and gushing all around.

“There’s too many,” screams a thin young woman with short dyed blue hair in a pixie cut. An assortment of necklaces dangle from her neck. Metal bracelets clang on her wrists as she holds a staff over a bleeding cat girl.

“She’s the Medicine Woman.” Alana says, pointing at the staff the blue haired girls has clenched in her hands. A deep amber light flares from it, suffusing the cat girl who stops her moaning.

“I have to help,” Alana says. She screams out, “I’m a Healer!” and rushes forward towards a table where a bone juts out from the arm of a woman dressed in a tattered and bloody blue dress.” I move towards her, keeping an eye on our surroundings. “It’s not working,” Alana shouts to me after fifteen seconds. “My healing won’t work.”

Something dawns on me and I turn towards Alana. “They can’t see us or hear us. This is just a vision.”

The inn shakes violently again and we fall once again into inky darkness. It’s like the change of scene in a play and when the light comes back, the inn is even more crowded. 
“He’s dead,” a girl with silvery hair and blue eyes shouts as she stumbles through the doors.

“Who?” someone asks.

“Daniel!” she begins to cry. Then through heavy sobs she adds, “The demon. He cut his head from his body. I saw it.”

Lord Daniel was pathetic, The Voice says almost contemptuously. The demon Iscarask killed him like he was a gnat to be swatted away. The harem is broken. The paramours are without a lord. He failed you with his weakness. As you failed him with yours. Perhaps if you were all stronger the town would have come out victorious. Without him, none of you will be able to ascend further. In fact, your powers will wane over the coming days and months. Now I must begin again.

The last line is said with a tinge of sadness.

“Help us Messenger!” a tall mocha skinned girl shouts into the air.

The Voice does not answer.

The girl with the silvery hair who made the pronunciation of the Harem Lord’s death collapses to the ground unmoving, a large knife sticking from her back.

“Jilly,” the blue haired Medicine Woman screeches as she rushes over. Blue light explodes from the end of the staff. “Jilly! No Jilly! Don’t you dare leave me.”

An older woman, dressed in boiled leather armor that clings to her body like a second skin enters the inn followed by several dwarves armed with crossbows, several other human girls dressed in an assortment of different class outfits, and a number of monster girls.

“Help me barricade the door,” the older woman shouts. Her voice exudes power similar to that of Ms. Williams, and I know I am looking at the Harem Mistress. Half a dozen women begin to lift tables and chairs, piling them in front of the door. A minute later, a mound of furniture blocks the doorway.

“That’s not going to hold,” I tell Alana who appears at my side, her face pale and her eyes wet with tears.

“He’s dead. Daniel’s gone,” the blue haired girl whimpers!  

“I know,” the older woman says calmly, walking over to the Medicine Woman.

The Medicine Woman cries out, “It’s okay Jilly. I’m gonna save you. The Caduceus can pull your spirit back from death.”

“She’s gone!” the Harem Mistress states emphatically. “There’s nothing you can do.”

“I’m done with you. You and Daniel promised us it would all be all right. Well, I have gold crystals, and I’m going to save her.” The Medicine Woman turns back towards the unmoving form of her friend.

“You can’t!” the older woman snaps like the cut of a whip. “The barrier around the inn is about to fall. It’s just a matter of moments before the demon gets in here.”

“I don’t care,” the Medicine Woman whines. “As long as Jilly’s safe.”

“So she can die again, Deana?” the older woman barks back. She grabs the girl around the shoulder and holds her tightly, her face grim. “She’s gone. But you’re here. We’re still alive. And you’re the only one who can stop the demon.”

“Gwen should be able to fight it,” Deana says.

Boom!

Boom!

I want to spring forward and help them all… except I know this is all a vision that we are meant to see.               

The inn shakes, and the door blows open, wood from the destroyed barrier of furniture shooting out like shrapnel.

Alana gasps.

You would think that a demon would be ten feet tall but the fiend that walks into the inn is a little bigger than me, maybe around six and half feet. His skin is not crimson like in our depictions of demons, but a pale blue. Long silvery hair hangs down to the middle of his back. Two eyes of icy blue hold the gaze of all of the people in the inn.

“You,” Deana shouts standing to her feet, unaffected by the freezing gaze of the demon.

“Curious,” the demon says. “Few can resist my icy gaze. I’m going to let my imp play with your bodies if you know what I mean. And when that carnal hunger is satiated—you will be broken, begging for pity, for imps are quite cruel lovers. When they are done they will dine on your flesh—maybe while you are still alive—before sucking the marrow from your bones.” His smile widens hearing the moans of fear. His eyes turn back to Deana. “However, I think I will keep you—add you as one of my unholy consorts. You cannot conceive of the carnal pleasures you will experience. All you will want to do is please your new master. To drop to your knees like a loving thrall and pleasure me with your lovely thick lips. My eldritch seed pouring down your gullet will bring you immense joy.”

“You killed Daniel,” Deana says sharply. “I didn’t love him at first but grew to love him. Loved him so much. But you don’t know what love means, do you?”  She holds the Caduceus out in front of her.

“Your spirit will be fun to break,” the demon hisses out.

“Fuck you!” Deana shouts out as a crystal at the head of the Caduceus flares a deep golden hue.

“You are too precious,” the demon mocks her before his blue eyes bulge and terror ripples across his face as the golden light shoots out like a lasso, wrapping itself around the demon’s waist.

“Impossible!” the demon wails. “I will kill you horribly.”

“No you won't,” she says before her eyes close. Even though this is a vision, I can tell she is channeling an immense amount of gold and silver crystals. The rope begins to tighten further around the demon. He cries out and howls—threatening eternal pain and torture. And then he is gone!  Sucked into the crystals at the head of the Caduceus. The staff head explodes. The gem housing his banished soul falls off and clatters on the floorboard. The snake staff drops from her hands, rattling to the ground. She falls to her knees, cradling her fallen friend. “One more trick, Jilly. There’s still one more chance.” She yanks a necklace out from between her small breasts. I don’t see the symbol dangling from the necklace as she closes her fist around it, mumbles a few words, and then stops moving—still as a statue.

Alana grabs onto me a moment before the world goes dark. When the light comes back on several long seconds later, the inn is empty except for the Medicine Woman who still cradles the body of her fallen friend.

“Was that the quest? To relive this horror?” Alana asks. “What are we supposed to do?”

“I’m not sure how long ago this village was destroyed, but it seems like a while ago. Yet she hasn’t aged. Her friend is dead, yet her body hasn’t decomposed.”

“An ability?” Alana asks, raising an eyebrow.

“Take a look. Her hand is wrapped around a necklace,” I answer.

“Are we supposed to wake her up? The Quest Board said I would need to fight her… but how? Why would I want to? I think she had to choose between resurrecting her friend or trapping the demon. She saved them all.” She goes silent and turns to me. “Where are the others? What do you think happened to them?”

I shrug. Then I say, “The Caduceus.”

“What about it?” Alana asks.

“How did it end up so far from here?”

“Maybe orcs or goblins raided this place a long time ago. Or the others took it with them when they fled,” Alana suggests. Her eyes start to dart all around. “The gem. We need to find it. It’s still here somewhere; I can sense it.”

“Let’s find it and get out of here,” I say. Though I have a strong feeling that all hell is about to break loose, that this is the calm before a storm.

“There,” she says, pointing to a glowing golden orb the size of a cherry. Alana walks towards the table where the crystal has sat, apparently untouched for all of these months or years. “Should I pick it up?”

“You have to, I think, to make the staff complete.”

“What about them?” Alana asks, looking over to the still forms of Deana and Jilly.

“I’m not sure.” 

I call aloud to Penny, hoping for guidance, but she doesn’t answer.

“She’s probably still ascending,” Alana says. “Looks like it’s just the two of us.” She kneels down and gingerly picks up the orb. “It’s cold.”  She stands up and then squints closely at the head of the Caduceus. 

“Look.” She points to a little slot cut into the wood the same size as the gem. She hesitates for a brief second before placing the gem into the slot. There is a slight clicking sound followed by the wood tightening around the gem.

The gem begins to pulsate. Not a deep golden hue this time, but a cerulean blue. A beam of light shoots out from the crystal.

“Ah shit!” I curse, as the pale blue-skinned demon appears a few feet away, his once icy blue eyes, now flaring a deep purple.

“Mine,” a woman screams. I glance to my side. The Medicine Woman Deana is rushing towards Alana.

Before I can act or fully grasp all that is happening, a wave of extreme cold slams into me, tossing me up against the wall. It’s not like in the cartoons when the character slides down the wall. Pain explodes in my back as I strike the wall. I glance up as the demon, with a smiling mouth of ivory white teeth, holds his hand out. A sword of glittering light appears.

Alana screams out as she and the Medicine Woman grapple with one another, both trying to claim the staff.

Sadly, my girl is on her own right now.

A demon is about to kill me.


CHAPTER 23:  BATTLES

I’ve faced down many foes, willing to sacrifice myself in the process. Yet, the demon raises my hackles. A primordial malevolence – a being of pure evil – stalks towards me.

“I’ll take your head like the last one, and then the two girls will be my consorts. Oh, the fun they will have.”

My Golden Light of the Guardian flares; unfortunately, it does not help me as its effects are intended for others. Nevertheless, the boost might allow Alana to gain the advantage she needs in her own battle.   

I focus on my own battle.

This thing can’t be allowed to leave this inn.

It will take Alana and Deana as its playthings.

It will discover there is a town populated with human women and monster girls. He'll take them all—break their spirits. Make them mindless sex slaves.

He looms above me and then sweeps the ice blade down towards me.

Shield, I think instinctually as the bracer on my left arm bursts open. The powerful strike nearly wrenches my shoulder from the socket and my entire body shakes from the force.

My Strength back on Earth would make me the strongest man alive, but here it is nothing against this demonic force.

That blade would have sliced me in half.

He lifts the blade again and swipes it down. The shield seems like an annoyance to him, and this time, as well as pain lancing through my arm, cracks appear in the wood and several of the metal bands buckle. One more swipe of that blade and the shield will be destroyed… and so will I.

I invoke Counterstrike. Possible strategies pop into my mind to overcome him.

There is no time to analyze anything more about my foe as he swings down again, intending to cleave both the shield and me in two. I wait until he is committed to the overhead attack and then roll to the side. His sword hits nothing but air. His ribs are exposed and I drive the edge of the shield into his unprotected side.

An invisible barrier ripples in front of me.

Fucking great, I think, as I stand up. I yank Spirit from her scabbard.

He takes a step towards me, and then my shoulder explodes in pain as his icy blade plunges into it. Near debilitating agony ripples through my left side. My left arm drops to the side like a dead weight. A coating of ice is already forming around the wound. He twists the blade…my eyes begin to blur and I know I have to do something. This is going to hurt, I know. But I lunge forward with Spirit aimed straight out. The icy blade pushes out the other side of my shoulder.

The pain is nothing.

A temporary obstacle that will be gone in a moment—either by death or by healing.

Spirit’s tip hits resistance. But I do sense something, the barrier feels slightly weakened by the attack.

I know my enhanced body can resist a certain amount of pain, and now with my upgraded Physical Fortitude, I can heal slowly. But that is only if I can get this goddamn sword out of my shoulder.

Quicksilver, I say between gritted teeth as I channel the necessary crystals to invoke the upgraded version of Multi-Strike. I pull Spirit back and lunge forward, landing three blows against the invisible barrier, each subsequent one weakening it a little more as I concentrate on that one point. The fourth strike plunges through the barrier and Spirit drives into the demon’s guts. Our faces are just a few inches from each other and the look of surprise and pain etched on his pallid face invigorates me. With the fifth attack, I growl and twist the blade. I invoke Elemental Strike. The sword heats up as fire begins to run along its length. “You’ll hurt no one else. You’re mine!” I snarl.

“You’re wrong about that,” he sneers.

He is gone in a flash.

I hold Spirit out in front of me with the blade roiling with flames. The pain in my shoulder—now with the blade gone—begins to throb as it counters the ice damage and starts to stitch back together. Though my arm is still useless.              

The demon appears on the other side of the inn. He glares at me, then at the two girls who are wrestling on the floor.

He’s going to kill the two girls and then kill me. 

“Fuck!” I shout as I summon Protector’s Dome. The barrier pops up around the wrestling girls just in time as a salvo of ice crystals batter into the barrier like bullets from a machine gun. The barrier can hold for ten minutes, but if one of the girls goes beyond the edge of the dome, it will collapse.

The demon isn’t the only one who can teleport. With a mere thought, Warden’s Wrath moves me from my current spot depositing me behind the demon. He is supernaturally fast and whirls around just as I am about to drive Spirit into his back.

He batters the blade aside with his arm.

It’s time to fight dirty. I know that a guy shouldn’t do this to another dude, but I snap my foot up between his legs.  I hear a pop that makes me wince.   He lets out a squeal that shouldn’t come from a murderous, demonic figure and doubles over. I guess his family jewels are super sensitive. “No one threatens my girls!” I scream like an enraged beast as I lift the sword high with one hand and with all the strength and power I can call upon, I thrust it downward into the skull of the icy demon. There is just a single moment of resistance and then the blade cuts into the skull and pushes out the other side.

A garbled gasp leaves the demon’s lips before it collapses to the floor.

I don’t have time to savor my victory.

Alana!

I spin around. Blood drips from a gash on Alana’s forehead as she crawls toward the Medicine Woman who is clutching the completed Caduceus, waving it above the inert form of her friend Jilly.

“Alana,” I call out as I take several steps forward.

“No! You can’t interfere,” the Healer warns.

All I want to do is cradle Alana and staunch her bleeding forehead. Standing still at this moment is one of the hardest things I’ve ever done.

“Why isn’t it working? It’s whole now,” the Medicine Woman cries out. She turns frantic eyes towards Alana as she thrusts the Caduceus at her. “You try. It might work for you.”

“What am I trying?” Alana asks gently as she takes the staff from Deana.

“To resurrect Jilly. To bring her back from the dead,” Deana explains.

“Bring her back from the dead?”

“It has the power,” the blue haired girl cries out.

“I can try,” Alana says as she clutches the staff in her two hands. She closes her eyes, and I can see that she is studying the properties of the staff.

“It won’t work,” she says. “It’s been more than five minutes.”

“No!” the Medicine Woman shouts. “This is your fault. I got to her in time. Placed her in stasis in time. If you hadn’t fought me, there would have been time.” 

The corpse of Jilly fades away and Deana begins to weep.

“I’m sorry,” Alana says, as she cradles the Medicine Woman.

I guess the quest – Defeat the Ice Demon Iscarask  – is complete now, The Quest Board announces to a weeping Deana. Though it wasn’t me but another who issued that request. The quest, Save Treecrest from the demon army, failed. Your Harem Lord is dead.  I am not certain how to reward you or if you deserve one. Even though you did not slay Iscarask, I do applaud your plan: that one day a mighty hero would return to the inn and kill the ice fiend. I must mull over your reward, Paramour Deana. Although, with no lord, you are no longer a paramour, so I shall just call you Lady Deana out of respect.

“Are you kidding me?” Deana shouts, anger suffusing her sadness at the death of her friend—of all of her friends to be precise. “You think I care about a fucking reward?”

Whether you care or not is irrelevant, The Quest Board states. If a reward is due, then it is due. As for you, Paramour Alana, you have successfully completed the quest: The Snake Pit, and have brought together the two parts of the staff.  The Caduceus and the power it holds is your reward. Take care of it, for it is one of the most powerful talismans remaining in the Eros Woods. Lord Brandon, your victory over Iscarask comes with a cost. You destroyed his mortal coil, and his cold soul has returned to the void. However, his icy heart prickles with just one thought—a way to return the Eros Woods to seek his revenge on you. Nevertheless, you need not fret about that now. The demon’s body shall depart in a moment so you should claim the rewards while you can. Once you do so, I suggest that you leave the inn. If you look around even now, you will see the signs of age, disrepair and decay slowly invading the inn. You do not want to be here when the roof collapses.

“You okay, Alana?” I ask.

She touches her bloody forehead. “I’ll be fine.”

“I’m sorry I hit you,” Deana says to Alana.

“It’s okay,” Alana says. “Why don’t we wait outside for Brandon.” The other girl does not resist, but follows Alana towards the exit of the inn.

I rush over to the corpse of the demon. The body fades once I say, “Auto Loot.” Ten thousand white, five thousand green, three thousand blue, five hundred silver, and fifty gold spirit crystals flood into my inventory.

When I walk outside, Deana is wiping the blood from Alana’s forehead with a piece of fabric. She touches Alana's head, and the wound closes up within a few seconds.

“Good as new,” the Medicine Woman says.

Deana turns to me. “You killed that bastard demon.”

I nod my head. Then she notices my arm and rushes towards me.  She lays her hands on me and feeling slowly returns to my shoulder and arm.

Deana starts to cry. “What chance did we have? Especially after The Messenger tricked us. Sent us on a quest that he said would greatly help us –give us the chance to gain ranks quicker. All we did was release the demon and his army of imps. There were too many of them. And they had powers like us. Daniel did his best… but he—was just Rank Three and no match for the demon.”

“That sounds horrible,” Alana says. “You’re safe now. Brandon handled that demon.”

Lord Daniel perished long ago, The Voice announces. His paramours followed soon after into The Soundless Lands. The paramour who is no longer a paramour escaped death by placing herself in a slumber. But now that she is awake, she must decide whether to join as Lord Brandon’s newest paramour or to remain a lordless paramour whose powers will fade over the coming days.

“We haven’t heard from him in a while,” Alana whispers to me.

“Leave me alone, Messenger,” Deana cries out. “Haven’t you taken enough from me?”

You have twenty-four hours to decide, The Voice announces before going silent.

Deana turns her gaze towards me as though trying to weigh the kind of person I am. “I can’t,” she says. “At least not now. I need time. Time to think. And time to mourn.”  

“It’ll be okay. You’ll figure it out,” Alana assures. “If it helps, Brandon is a really good guy. You can trust him.”

I have a thousand questions for Deana—mostly about how long ago she arrived here. Maybe her group had uncovered some information about The Voice—or in her case The Messenger—that could help us get back to Earth.

The Voice speaks again. 

Quest.  His usually monotone voice is gone, and his words boom and resonate around the remnants of the dead village. Early on in our arrival, we mostly heard from The Voice when he granted quests. Once we discovered The Quest Board, he had spoken to us less and less—leaving The Quest Board to offer us different adventures to undertake. He had made a brief appearance after I had destroyed The Master’s army using a forbidden weapon, but that was mostly to berate me on my failure as a hero and as a Harem Lord. Now here he is again with a quest. 

                The Razing of Moondale. The Master has returned to the Eros Woods. He has not sent his doppelganger this time but has come in the flesh with his substantial powers. He has brought with him an army of giants, ogres, trolls and even a dreaded behemoth. At this moment, a horde of foul goblins, brutal orcs, and horrific hobgoblins who will tear down the walls of Moondale and then burn it to the ground assault the town. His foul host will capture your paramours, break their spirits, and make them into his personal slave girls. The beast girls will be shipped off beyond The Veil, sold to the highest bidder. As for you Lord Brandon, The Master has come for his revenge. Your death will not be quick!  His beasts will torture you, flay the skin from your bones, pull out your teeth, gouge out your eyes… 

“I get it!” I shout out, pissed off at the ethereal son of a bitch who has been yanking our chains since we arrived. 

The endless waves of goblins hurl themselves against the barrier even now. Each to die a cruel death. Yet with each death, the barrier weakens. It will fall in the next fifteen minutes. Then only the walls surrounding Moondale will stand in the way of The Master’s army destroying the town. You must hurry back!  Perhaps your presence will be enough to turn the tide of battle. Additional quest: Kiss the Bard. 

“It’s happening again,” Deana wails. “The Messenger has sent an army to destroy everyone.”


CHAPTER 24:  ATTACK ON MOONDALE




I turn to Deana. “I can’t tell you what to do. You might be safer here. But if you want to get back at The Voice—The Messenger—whatever the hell he calls himself— we could certainly use another Healer.”

“I want to help!” she responds.

“Let’s go then!” We dash off back towards Moondale. The dungeon was nearly five miles from Moondale, and the location of The Snake Pit another mile and a half.  So we have quite a ways to travel to get back to the town.  After five minutes of running, Alana shouts out, “Stop, Brandon!”

I stop running. “What is it?”

“We’re slowing you down. You have to go on without us.”

“I don’t want to,” I admit.

“What you want doesn’t matter. You need to get back to the town. We’ll catch up. I have this if we get into any trouble.”  She pulls the acid wand out. When I don’t leave immediately, she snaps, “We’ll be fine. Go save the others.”

“The wand will help. But I can do more.”  I channel the necessary crystals letting them course through me.  “Summon Protector,” I say.  The ground rumbles and dirt and stone push up from the ground. A large amorphous mound forms. It doesn’t remain shapeless for long as it quickly takes the form of a seven foot tall humanoid with a mouth and nose. In the place of two eyes, two smooth stones move from side to side.

“It’s a golem,” I say. “Your own personal protector.” I point to Alana. “Protect her.”

“Mother,” the golem says, its voice deep and reverberating.

“Alana, just hurry back as quickly as you can. I’m afraid you might be very busy.” I look at Deana, “You might both be very busy.”

“I’ll help if I can. But I can feel myself weakening already.”  She closes her eyes for a moment and then I hear a ping indicating a new notification.

“What’d you do?”

“I agreed to become your paramour. Don’t read too much into it. To me, just an hour has passed since Daniel and my friends died. It’s going to take a while to get over this grief. I’m just being practical so I can keep my abilities.”

“I understand,” I say, and I do.

“I’m off. See you at Moondale.”

I begin to book it through the woods, weaving in and out of trees quicker than a stag. With my enhanced body and my Surge ability, I move faster than any human should. I run when I can and leap down escarpments, calling on my Acrobatics so that I land in a roll and then come back to my feet so I can haul ass again. What would have taken me over an hour takes me less than ten minutes.
“Almost there,” I mutter to myself as I glance at the map. I turn slightly east and then suddenly stop. “What are you all doing here?” I ask as I look upon the confused faces of Maeve, Maria, Olivia, Nikki, Kayla, Miss Williams and Zorra. Then my eyes spy Hiroku off to the side of them.

“Why aren’t you in Moondale?” I ask.

“A quest,” Maria blurts out.

“What quest?” I ask.

Miss Williams in a calm, almost authoritative tone explains, “Just a few minutes after Maeve, Nikki and the others returned from the dungeon, The Voice gave all of us standing here a quest.”

Maeve cuts in, “Wouldn’t give us any information. Just called us by our names and said that we need to meet you at this location, and that you would have the specifics. We’ve been here for hours.”

“Son of a bitch!” I curse. “We need to get the hell back to Moondale!. It’s under attack.”

“By who?” Maeve screams out.

“The Master’s back! The barrier around the town is almost down. That was fifteen minutes ago. It might be gone already. We need to hurry. And Maria, stick close to me.  The Voice also gave the quest, Kiss the Bard.” 

She nods her head before we start sprinting towards Moondale. I know I can go much faster and outpace all of the girls, but I really want to keep the others nearby, especially with an army of monsters nearby. I don’t think The Master’s stupid, and I wouldn’t be surprised if he has a scouting party out here waiting to ambush us.

“Where’s Alana?” Nikki asks as she comes up next to me.

“She and Deana are catching up?”

“Who the hell is Deana?” Maeve asks from my other side.

“Long story. Paramour of a dead harem lord,” I say.

“Another girl? Are you freaking kidding me? Aren’t there enough of us?” Maeve growls and sprints up ahead of me.

“I’m done,” Miss Williams shouts from ten paces behind me. I stop along with the others. “Go. Go.” She waves, huffing. “I’ll catch up.”

“No one’s staying out here alone. I was sent on that quest with Alana as a cautionary tale. A demon cut Deana’s Harem Lord’s head off. Their town was sacked. I think The Voice sent me there to let me see that the same fate awaits me, awaits us, if Moondale falls.”

“You need to get back there,” Ms. Williams says.

“We’re slowing you down, aren’t we?” Maria says.

I nod my head.

The Voice speaks. The barrier surrounding Moondale has fallen and the goblin horde tosses itself against the wood and stone walls like a tidal wave. The walls will fall soon. I do not need to tell you what will happen then. Will you and your paramours defeat The Master and his minions, or will you prove yourself weak like the others before you?

“Go!” Maeve shouts! “We’ll be right behind you.”

I don’t even respond but sprint forward.  And for the second time in less than half an hour, I leave my girls behind. The greater danger is ahead. If the walls fall … I don’t even want to think about it. The trees are a blur as I weave around them. Several minutes later, the sounds hit me: the clanging of armor, the thump of heavy footsteps, the war cries of barbaric orcs.

The town comes into sight and my heart sinks. Brutish hobgoblins whip their lesser brethren, the goblins, ordering them to assault the walls. They seem to go into a frenzy and run into the walls, each one popping and sizzling like a bug in a zapper as they slam against it. From a distance, giants and trolls hurl stones at the walls.

I focus on the wall. 65%, it indicates. With each new attack, the wall’s protection ticks down with cracks beginning to web along the wood and stone. 

Up on the parapets, Sammi pops her head up and a fireball washes over the charging goblins. This is followed a moment later by Paige hurtling an object. She throws it a good hundred feet into a dense group of enemies. A terrific explosion rips through a throng of orcs, goblins and hobgoblins. Jada is next. Instead of shooting outward, she aims down at the mob of seemingly countless goblins. She is an Electromancer, and a bolt of lightning shoots down and then splits off into a dozen or so smaller bolts, each striking a separate goblin killing them instantaneously. Monster girls along with a number of my paramours shoot arrows down at the enemies below. Several of the girls are operating the ballista.  A ten-foot long bolt sails through the air and impales a giant in its stomach.

Unfortunately, the attacks aren’t enough. Several hundred feet from me, monsters continue to pour out of a twenty-foot portal of swirling light.

I will not fail.

I may not have a weapon of mass destruction like I did when I defeated The Master the first time.

So… I will be that weapon.

Time to kill! 

I am behind the army so they haven’t seen me yet. I consider going invisible once again using Prince Lamont’s band. I had used it to surprise The Master’s army before. But not this time. I want this enemy to see me in all my power. To fear me so they know to never return here. More importantly, I want my girls standing on top of the walls to know that I have returned.

I focus my will around a hundred feet away, just fifty or so feet from the edge of the wall of the Moondale.

“Burn!”  My voice is filled with unrestrained fury and rolls out over the horde. I don’t hold back a single ounce of my essence. I use my new Holy Flames ability and pillars of fire burst through the ground in a seventy-five foot radius. I can sense the raw power of the death I just unleashed.

I pour more of myself into the spell. The fires burn so hot that the orcs and trolls caught in its range turn to ash before they even know what has happened.

Holy Light of the Protector has a five hundred foot range. Its power flows outward before swathing all of the girls in its brilliance.

The Master’s army knows I am here. A large number of them turn towards me. The greatest danger is the fifty-foot behemoth. It is a beast out of a nightmare. A combination of wooly mammoth and demon spawn. Steam hisses from its mouth of sharp, jagged teeth.

That thing alone could wipe out my girls.

The Sunbeam I conjure isn’t wide enough to consume the entire beast. It doesn’t need to be. The beam of holy light streams down from the sky, like the hottest laser ever created. It strikes the midsection of the beast, slicing it half. The two remaining sides of the beast flop to the ground where they explode outward, gore and viscera striking the enemy all around the beast.

I shout out using Voice of Authority and Project Will.

“I have killed your behemoth, Master, and you’re next!” 

My girls on the wall let loose with an assortment of spells and missile weapons. Next to them, many of the monster girls release arrows or shoot rocks from slings into the mass below.  The goblins are so tightly packed together that it is hard for them to miss.

The army is disciplined. And the orcs and goblins quickly regroup and continue their assault on the walls. Meanwhile, eight giants begin to run toward me, stomping and crushing any of the goblins, orcs or hobgoblins unfortunate enough to stand in their way.

One collapses to the ground with a ballista bolt sticking from its back. But the others rush on, undaunted, towards me.

“Come on you big bastards!” I shout and then use up more of my precious gold crystals to invoke Colossus. My entire body begins to grow as I rush towards the giants.

This is what a god feels like.

My Strength, Endurance, Willpower and Fortitude are nearly maxed out.

In less than three seconds, I am fifty feet tall. I swipe Spirit, now over ten feet long, at the lead giant. The thing is shorter than I am and the sword cleaves the giant in two. I kick out at another one, my large booted foot sending it sprawling backwards to land on a group of nearby orcs. Bolt and arrows bounce from my flesh. I turn and run towards a group of orcish archers and crush them beneath my feet.

Two of the giants come at me.

They are nothing to me. I bury Spirit in the throat of one. The other one I have a more sinister plan for. With my Words of Command I order, “Kill my enemies!” and then point towards a large group of trolls and hobgoblins. My order spreads out and not only is the giant now my thrall but twenty or so other creatures surrounding him as well. They turn from me and rush towards a large group of trolls and hobgoblins and begin attacking them.

The tide of battle, which was slowly turning in my favor, changes when a bolt of black energy smashes into my torso. I feel like a Mack truck has just struck me.  I stagger back several feet.  Off to my left, not far from the swirling portal, The Master himself—and not his avatar—points his ebony staff at me again. He is tall and thin. The gray robe he is swathed in swishes and flows like a living thing. His face is desiccated and shrunken. Yet, his eyes, two gleaming gems of brightest red, glare at me with menace and challenge. His dead face scowls at me, shakes its head, and then turns the staff away from me and towards Moondale. It takes me a second to realize what he’s doing before I shout, “No!”  A lance of pure energy strikes the gates of Moondale.

On the parapet’s Paige shouts, “Down! Now!”

The gates hold for nearly five seconds and then blow apart.

There is a moment of silence after the massive explosion.

The quiet lasts for just a breath before the army of goblins and orcs rushes into Moondale.

Good God! My girls are in trouble!


CHAPTER 25:  THE KISS

I have to get to Moondale.

Protector’s Wrath will get me to the gate in less than a blink of an eye. I tap into that part of me that allows me to access my abilities, but I am cut off from it.

Sudden panic hits.

I don’t have time to analyze what’s happening when another shot of that dark energy slams into me—and not by something as small as a truck this time. No, this time it feels like a train going a hundred miles an hour has barreled into me. I fly back to the edge of the forest, crashing into the tops of the trees before I fall. I hit the ground painfully—the Colossus absorbing the horrific impact. Then I am back in my own form, wheezing on the ground.

“Oh my god!” Nikki screams from above me.

“I’m okay,” I say, standing up a bit wobbly. My head thrums, and my brain feels like it is rattling around inside my skull.

“I’ve got to help Moondale,” I rasp out.

I try to activate Protector’s Wrath again but the sensation that I’ve been cut off my abilities continues.

“Penny!” I shout out. “I need you, now!’

“I’m here!” Penny says from behind me. I twirl around and behold the most beautiful and alluring girl… no, not a girl. The sexiest, most alluring woman in the cosmos. She’s not entirely human either. She is tall, how I like my girls, with yellowish brown hair that hangs down to her shoulders. Her skin is flawless and slightly tan. I could disappear into her two large green eyes. 

“Penny,” I finally stammer.

Now is not the time to admire Penny and her flawless avatar.  I will have time to gawk at her if we survive.

“It is me. You need to save Moondale and save your lovers. You need to prove to The Master—all of you—that he chose correctly this time.”

“They’re coming!” Olivia shouts as she holds her spear straight out, a bolt of energy flies out from the tip.

“I’m cut off from my powers,” I say.

“The Master,” Penny explains. “An ability—Suppression. It only works against beings of lower than Rank Six. Paramour Maria. Now is the time for the perfect kiss.” 

The Bard—who I had just made love to several nights before—is at my side in a heartbeat. Monsters swarm towards my little band and in just moments, they will overwhelm us like locusts devouring a forest.

“Remember. This kiss comes with a painful price. It’ll feel like an hour, but will be just seconds,” Maria says, pulling my face down towards her.

Pain lances through me the millisecond our lips meet. One moment I am burning, and then every bone in my body breaks only to be reformed.  I drown, water filling my lungs as I sink beneath the deep, dark depths of an icy cold sea. Then I am lying on dry dirt, my arms and legs spread akimbo. I glance up in horror to realize my extremities are each tied around the waist of a troll. They begin to walk and stretch me out. I resist the pull. But my Strength is weak, and my arms and legs pull from their sockets at once, tearing from my body. I can’t tell you if the pain lasts for a minute, an hour, or a day. All I know is I must survive the agony and come out the other side of it. 

Through the darkened miasma of my mind, a song begins to beat back the pain. I understand now how the magic of the kiss works. I need to be destroyed to be built back up. Maria’s harmonious song—one of courage and of retribution—floods my entire being – mind, body, and soul. Her lips are a power cord through which the energy of the kiss flows. My body grows stronger and faster. Powerful new abilities awaken inside me. The force that had blocked me from using my abilities shatters like a hammer hitting a pane of glass. 

I break from the most beautiful kiss.

The tidal wave of monsters strikes us. Without conscious thought, I let loose with a Rank Six Ability, Mass Psychokinesis. The fifty or so orcs and hobgoblins around us fly into the air. I let them hover there for a moment before flinging them at nearly a hundred miles an hour towards a horde of charging monsters. They explode into their kin, bodies breaking and snapping. Monstrous demi humans die in droves.

“Holy shit!” Maeve says.

“I’m gonna end this now and kill The Master!” I state.

“And the rest of you must destroy the portal,” Penny’s avatar says.

Protector’s Wrath carries me across the battlefield to where The Master stands with his staff aimed at the portal. “Not this time!” he sneers as three figures suddenly appear in front of me.

“Oh no!” Penny shouts in my head. “The Dukes of Death.”

I don’t have time to really take in their appearances. Though one appears remarkably similar to the ice demon I had recently killed. That last one had been Rank Five, as I assume his brethren are.

I don’t have time to mess around. I go on the attack and activate Quicksilver.  I thrust Spirit towards the chest of a red-scaled demon brandishing an enormous, two-handed claymore. He parries the first attack with his large sword, sparks flying from both our weapons from the impact. I twist a bit and the second attack strikes his thigh. He stumbles from the long gash across his leg. I follow up this attack and the tip of Spirit drives forward, puncturing his scales and driving into him. He gasps and I pull the blade out and then plunge it again. Black bile pours from the wound. The ichor coats Spirit’s blade, trying to eat away at the metal. The demon gasps once more and then blows apart into reddish ash.

My back explodes as I am struck by some sort of blunt weapon from a demon who snuck behind me. The force is mighty and pushes me forward. I go with the momentum and take several more steps to give me a momentary reprieve from the battle. I swing around and an ice coated whip lashes at me, curling around my shield. The blue-skinned demon grins at me as he yanks me forward. Fine by me.

I activate a Rank Six Ability—Paladin—and a coat of plate mail armor swathes my body. I activate Surge for the faintest of moments, and my steel armor smashes into him. Now I am the train slamming into someone else. His blue scale cracks and bones break. The attack dazes him, and it gives me the second I need to drive Spirit, still coated in the black ichor, through his throat. Large blue eyes show fear as the demon blows apart into blue ash.

The last demon—this one coated in golden scales swings his great mace at me. “You banished my brothers!” he sneers.

“You’re next,” I scoff.

The demon swipes his great mace at me overhead. I block the attack with the shield.

“Bye, Bye,” I say, and then call down my second and final Sunbeam for the day. This one I make narrow, perhaps the width of thick rope, and it strikes the golden fiend right through his skull. Thick golden ash explodes all around me.

I turn to finish The Master who has once again turned his staff towards the portal.

“Maeve says to make yourself invulnerable,” Penny says in my mind. “Or to get out of there. And the Princess’s Kiss will only last five more minutes. You’ve got to kill The Master before then.”

The Master turns his staff towards me again. This time black energy washes over me.

“Get out of there now!” Penny shouts.

I’m not sure what is about to happen. But I trust Penny and her warning. I use Protector’s Wrath again to find myself just a few feet from Kayla who is flailing her staff, holding off a large hobgoblin with a thick, studded club. Blood covers her face. I lop the head from the hobgoblin. I turn just in time to see Maeve let loose with a dark black arrow. She arches it slightly and it sails towards the portal. The Master turns to swat it away with his black staff, but it seems to alter direction at the last second and sails past him into the portal.

Nothing happens.

“We’re doomed!” Maeve shouts as a hobgoblin with a large spear is about to drive it into her chest. Ms. Williams lashes her whip. It flares for a moment, and the shaft of the spear is sliced into two. Zorra slips behind the hob and drives a dagger into its back.

Several more hobgoblins have their heads bashed in from the seven-foot tall golem standing next to Alana, who has her acid wand pointed out in front of her.

 The swirl of the portal seems to reverse… from clockwise to counterclockwise. The humanoids closest to the portal feel the tug first, ignoring it until they can’t resist the force anymore. In moments, the suction turns into a vortex. The portal picks up speed and it’s like watching something in reverse. Monsters are yanked away and go airborne, as the powerful maelstrom swallows them. I glance over at the gate where the same thing is happening and monsters streak from Moondale to be quickly consumed by the portal.

“It’s over,” Ms. Williams says as the last of the monsters fly into the portal. The spinning energy stops, like a power switch shut off, and the portal pops and disappears from sight.

The only enemy left is The Master who stands just where I had left him. His eyes lock on mine.

“He dies this time,” I say, preparing to let loose a Rank Six ability—God Killer. The ability slips away when my target disappears.

“Where’d he go?” Kayla asks.

“Coward fled,” Nikki states.

“You ruined everything,” The Master sneers as he appears behind Maeve. The black staff in his hand turns to a wicked curved blade which he drives into my lover’s back. I see the tip push out from her chest. Her eyes lock on me in horror and sadness. He pulls the blade from her , thick red blood begins to pour from her chest.

He turns towards Deana, planning to stab her next.

Alana aims the Caduceus at the Master.   `

“No Alana!” I shout knowing her plan is to trap him in the weapon.

The choice whether to trap the Master or save my dying lover is made for her when The Master disappears.

 “Maeve!” I scream, coming to her side.

“Let me work,” Alana says, pushing me to the side. Deana kneels next to her.

“She’s dead!” Alana says.

Those two words, “She’s dead!” sparks a fury in me I have never felt before.

The Master’s going to die!


CHAPTER 26:  BETRAYAL

“Where’s The Master?” I shout.

“Not far,” Penny says from my side. “But he’s ethereal.”

“What does that mean?  Can I track him?”

“You can. You have a Rank Five ability, True Sight, which will allow you to track him. No one can hide from a Defender. You only have a few minutes left, so hurry.”

“Where’s Hiroku?” Ms. Williams asks.

“She ran off,” Nikki says.  “I think she has a way to track The Master also.”

I grumble and activate True Sight. Instead of seeing with only my eyes, all of my senses come alive like never before.  Even some senses beyond the normal five awaken. Spirits of dead orcs and goblins wander in front of Moondale like shades along the River Styx. I see a spark in every one of the girls around me—their souls perhaps?  Except for Maeve.  No light sparkles in her. I focus my will and pick up the pulsing malevolent spirit of The Master several hundred feet ahead of me. It is like a chill wind and I dash off into the woods.

Maeve. My beautiful, vivacious lover is dead. Maeve who I had grown to love… gone. The Master will pay with his life. Even if I have to track him beyond the edge of the Eros Woods.  I sprint as fast as I can and feel his odious presence close ahead.  I burst out into a small opening surrounded by stone obelisks. In the middle of the hedge stands The Master mumbling words of power.

“He’s about to escape!” Penny screams. “And the Kiss is all but gone.”  I pull my arm back, invoke God Killer, and throw Spirit at The Master.  The sword flies end over end.  The stones begin to glow and The Master looks at me.  A triumphant grin on his face, ready to escape—to flee again—to elude my revenge for what he has done to Maeve.

“Not today!”  I shout, as the tip of Spirit plunges into his forehead and out the other side.  A blinding light erupts from a talisman hanging from his neck. My vision darkens and I blink rapidly. When my eyes clear several seconds later, I expect to see The Master crumpled to the ground with Spirit buried in his skull.  Instead, he has Spirit’s hilt clasped in his hands.

The blade is gone, melted away.

With his free bony hand, he yanks a clump of metal from his neck.

“Took me years to create this,” he says, tossing the mangled metal to the side.  “Called Second Life.” He starts to chuckle. “Which is funny since I’m not technically alive.” He takes several long strides towards me. “You will not be alive soon either. You will be dead. Not dead like me. Dead like your cinnamon haired lover.”

He takes another step forward.

“Your sword—I can feel the power it once possessed.”  He tosses the hilt to the ground.   

A chill runs through my body as the Princess’s Kiss ends. My knees wobble and I almost collapse. 

“Ah, not Rank Six at all.  But just a lowly Rank Four.  Hardly a challenge.”

“I’m going to kill you anyway,” I say and reach into myself to invoke Holy Flames.

He sneers. “Seems your abilities are gone.”  He walks up close to me, a foul stench, like a rotting corpse, emanating from his body.

“You stink like ass,” I say, wheezing.  It’s so bad that I grow lightheaded and wonder for a millisecond if his stench is an ability to make an opponent dizzy.

His staff appears in his hands and he drives the butt into my chest. I fly backwards and slam to the dirt below. My breathing grows labored, and I am certain I have a cracked rib or maybe a collapsed lung.

I try to get up but my legs go out from beneath me. 

“Your consorts will be mine,” he sneers, lifting the staff above his head to smash my skull in.

It’s only pain!

It won’t stop me.

The Master must die.  

And if I die too, so be it.

I may not have my abilities but I still have an enhanced body.  The Master didn’t snatch that from me. I shoot up from the ground and tackle The Master.  I slam him hard into the ground, landing on top of him.  My ribs explode, especially on the side where they are already cracked.

His body is mostly bone and rotted skin.  And while he might be higher ranked than me and have greater abilities, his body is frail.

I pull back a fist and slam it into his face.

“You killed Maeve you motherfucker,” I bellow like an enraged beast as I pummel him again, harder this time.

His jaw cracks.

He flails beneath me, so I wrap my thighs around his chest.

“I loved her!”

I crush in an eye socket. My knuckles crack against the jagged edges of his bony eye socket.

“And you took her from me!”

I grab a nearby rock.

The Master opens his mouth—though whether to curse me, cast a spell, or spew acid at me I will never know.

I pull my arm above my head.

“Die!” I scream and bash the heavy stone into his jaw. Pulverizing it.  I howl and scream like a wild beast as I shatter the Master’s skull until all that is left is a pile of gore mixed with bone shards.  My screams of anger and rage turn to tears.

“Maeve!”

“I’m sorry I was so weak!”

 The floodgate of sadness is about to open up when I catch the glimpse of a figure dressed all in black staring at me from the woods.

“Hiroku?” I ask.  I stand up and then slump back down. Adrenaline and fury had driven me on, but now that they are gone, pain wracks me. 

I labor to suck in precious air.

“You’re hurt,” Hiroku says, approaching me. She is tall and thin and garbed in her Witch Woman class outfit.  Black fishnet stockings cover her legs up to the middle of her thighs.  A black leather one piece clings to her body. A black shawl hangs around her slender shoulders. Long black hair hangs down her back. 

However, something is off—wrong.

Her witch’s hat is gone and two curled horns jut from her head.

I gasp for air.

She hovers above me for a moment before kneeling.

“Can’tsss let you dies, now cansss I,” she says.

“Hiroku?” I wheeze out again, confused.

Her dark eyes change in front of me to two golden orbs.

Oh shit, I think.

Then I think no more.

Golden stars draw me into them.

“Cant’s have you diesss,” she says.  “Must bring you back to the mistress.”

She touches my chest with two clawed hands and a warmth spreads over me.  I suck in crisp air, a gift from my wonderful, loving mistress. 

Mistress.

Her eyes are dazzling star, and her skin a deep crimson.

Hiroku. The name comes to me and then slips away.

No… Mistress.

She is nude and two lovely breasts hang in front of me. I want to suckle on them—to bring my mistress pleasure.

Brandon.

Fight her Brandon. A familiar female voice urges again.

“Be gones,” my mistress says.

“You can’t have him,” the other voice shouts. “Brandon. She was working with The Master. Remember him! He killed Maeve. Your wife.”

“Maeve!” I say loudly. An image of my beautiful red-haired wife fills my mind, and like waking from a dream, my mind becomes my own.  
“You put a spell on me,” I say to the creature in front of me.

“I will have you!” the demoness says.

“Thought you had changed. Should have listened to the others.”

“I have changed, has I nottssss? Am I nottsss the most beautiful womanssss?”

I feel the same pull into her golden eyes. Fighting those eyes is one of the hardest things I ever do, because beneath that gaze, I can almost see the old Hiroku trapped like a caged animal. Begging for me to save her. She must feel her grasp weakening, because her eyes flare and then draw me in.

“Great delights await you my lover,” she says,

“Please Hiroku,” I plead, my will slowly departing.

“No more Hiroku! She is gone. You are my petssss now.” A tongue licks over my ear. My cock nearly bursts from that small reaction interaction as a power that speaks not only to my body but my dark desires bubbles forth. My entire form grows inflamed with need and lustful desire. She is behind me now.  And a clawed hand – slips across my side and over my chest. Lips close over my earlobe, sucking on it. My mind fogs, and conscious thought drifts away.

“Ah mistress,” I sigh.

Mistress.

I belong to her—body, spirit, and soul.

I belong to Mistress Hiroku now.

I am her puppet, her pet, her plaything.  She turns me around and blesses me with a kiss.  Her lips taste of fire and cinnamon. She moves a clawed finger down between my legs.

“Yes, Mistress,” I cry out in joy as my cock burns with desperate desire.  It is maddening. I just want to cum… to let loose…

“Nots here, nots nows,” the succubus susurrates.  “Other’s approach.” She wraps her arms around me.  Magnificent wings unfurl and I am gone.

When my eyes open, I am nude on a bed and my mistress is nude beside me.  She climbs on top of me and leans over to kiss my neck.  But this is a different mistress, this one with eyes of deepest sapphire.

“Who ams I?” she asks

“My mistress. How can I please you mistress?”

“Joins with me, as we explores all erotic pleasure.  So manys.  But it wills kills you. For my loves comes with a price.”

“I will gladly pay that price if that is what pleases you.  My life is yours.”


EPILOGUE:  LONDYN

“Life is good,” Londyn said to herself as she crested a small hill. She had never really been into hiking or camping. Not because she didn’t like the woods, but mostly because she had grown up in a large city and the nearest campground was thirty miles away. She had, however, lost her virginity in the woods on a camping trip nearly fifteen years before when she was sixteen.

She remembered Billy’s pimply face and his bony collarbones. He was camping at the same time with his family. The two of them—being of a similar age—had hit it off. Puberty had struck Londyn like a bolt of lightning. Her breasts had swelled overnight from being nearly nonexistent to large c-cups, and she was no longer lanky and shapeless. Instead, now she had hips and curves.

Best of all, she suddenly had this wonderful sex drive. She knew that dudes—especially at that age—jerked off three of four times a day. Well, if they could please themselves then why couldn’t she? And she did it all the time. Four or five times a day: in her bedroom, in the bathroom stalls at school, and even in the changing room at Abercrombie and Fitch. Anyhow, she and Billy had gone off for a small hike together. It had been her idea. It was also her idea for them to leave the trail. Billy didn’t want to stray but she said, “We won’t go far. I have something I want to show you.”

He followed her like a lapdog. Boys. Men. It didn’t matter. They were easy to manipulate with a smile and a little cleavage. When they were far enough from the trail, she yanked down his shorts. The moment she touched his penis it expanded—like magic—from a tiny appendage hanging down between his legs to a stiff hot dog (well, half a hot dog). He began to hyperventilate.

“Touch me,” Londyn said, removing her hand from his cock and then taking both of his hands and placing them on her breasts. It felt so good—almost as good as when she played with them herself. But it was the next act that taught her the true power of being a woman—and that was what she considered herself at the ripe old age of sixteen. When she took Billy’s hand and glided it between her legs, his eyes crossed, he groaned, and then she felt warmth on her skin as his jizz (that’s what her friend Lilly had called sperm) shot all over her leg. She wasn’t even touching his penis at the time. From that moment on, she knew the power she possessed over men. “Poor Billy,” she thought as she walked through the woods. “He didn’t stand a chance.”

Her desire—her need for sexual release only grew over the years. Then, just a few years back, she was diagnosed with the big C – cancer. If she was a dude she would have said it was a big kick to the balls. It was one thing that the cancer was slowly eating her up inside. However, the treatments: the medicines, radiation and chemo; all of them had taken her sex drive away. That had been the real death to her.     

Now, out here in the Eros Woods, she hadn’t felt so free in such a long time. Her libido was back. And she planned to enjoy herself as much as she pleased. This place was made for her.     

She grinned. Londyn wasn’t really the settling down monogamous type. She had tried it once or twice but she quickly grew bored of the guys. They were all one trick ponies and sex grew stale with them quickly. She’d even tried to groom a few of them—to get them to master her—to take control of her. But they were all too chicken shit. Maybe they were scared that she would accuse them of assault or something.

But Brandon. He was so different. He was an interesting mix. She hadn’t been there when they first arrived. But she had heard from some of the others that he was a bit of a simp—that he let the girls, especially Hiroko, walk all over him.

Can’t blame him, she thought. If he had come on too hard at the start, gone all alpha male on them from the onset, the other chicks would have turned on him. No. He had done the right thing. Over time, he had proven he was anything but a simp—that he was the leader—their leader. He destroyed The Defiler, and he had even wiped out an entire army by himself. And all the girls agreed that he fucked better than any of their boyfriends every had. In the sack, he was all man and liked taking control. He had pleased her like no man ever had.

Londyn’s pussy tingled thinking back to the day before when she had ridden him in the safe room with the other girls looking on. She had done it for two reasons. First, like often happened, she found herself horny at the worst times. She had also ridden him for a more wicked reason—because she knew it bothered the other girls, especially his wives. They were jealous of Londyn, and she knew it. What chance did they really have? They were still girls while she was all woman. More importantly, she whetted some of his darker and more bestial impulses. 
I could take him for myself, she thought. The Voice really had done her a favor by making her his bodyguard. Because she was around him all the time, she had easy access to him when she was horny. Now she had this strange quest which was meant to help Brandon. Just like a few minutes ago when flashes of Billy passed through her mind, images of Brandon with his blonde hair, light blue eyes, and muscular, Adonis like body flooded her mind.

Her body told her she needed to pee, so she wriggled down her shorts, squatted and relieved herself right in the middle of the woods.

“Much better,” she sighed happily with the pressure on her bladder gone. She was about to resume her trek southward but decided to read over the details of the quest once more.

Solo Quest for Bodyguard Londyn. There will come a time when in the same manner that Lord Brandon saved your life from The Master and his dark army, you will be called upon to save his life. Lord Brandon has grown powerful. Yet, beasts and monsters dwell in the Eros Woods who can easily defeat him. You need to find and free Sophie, who has long been imprisoned. She will turn into your boon companion—your greatest ally. When the time comes for you to save Lord Brandon, she will be there with you. The Bloody Blacksmith has trapped Sophie. You must defeat the Bloody Blacksmith and free poor Sophie. Reward: Sophie.

“Bloody Blacksmith. Who came up with that?” she scoffed aloud. “And who the hell is this Sophie chick? And boon companion?”

She laid a hand over her body and analyzed the new glyphs she had gained when she had ranked up.

Some of them were downright nasty.  

She really was a badass. She had conjured a wyvern—a baby dragon—when they had battled an orc scouting party. She’d turned into a giant and slaughtered dozens of orcs and goblins. Another rank or two, and the glyphs would allow her to transform into a titan. And instead of a small wyvern, another three ranks and she’d be able to summon a real dragon that could spew flames or use her breath to freeze an army. 

The power of her glyphs were hidden from everyone—friend and foe alike. She was forbidden from sharing them even with Brandon and Dee. And the sigils on her body—the power source of her abilities—changed every day, so even she didn’t know what spells she possessed until dawn the next morning. There had been a few interesting ones that she was disappointed she hadn’t found the chance to use, like Telekinetic Fist and Explode Heart.

She glanced at the map again.

“It should be around here somewhere,” she murmured. Spinning about, she spied something through the trees several hundred feet away. Her advanced eyesight was another gift granted her as Brandon’s Bodyguard. She could see enemies coming before they could see her.

Without thought, she moved her hands over her breasts and then down to her taut stomach. This new body of hers really was something, and it was only going to grow stronger. She couldn’t wait. And the best part—her pussy tingled at this thought—was that her libido seemed to grow stronger with each new rank.

Despite what her therapist said, Londyn was able to control her sexual impulses. She just chose to give into them. Why deny myself, she mused.

She considered rubbing one out right there and then. “Stupid Brandon,” she cursed. He had promised her a quickie and now she was pissed she hadn’t taken him up on it.  If he were here right now, she would bend over and let him take her – maybe in her pussy first and then her ass right after.      

Stupid slut, she berated herself. There’s an enemy nearby. Yet she ignored the warning as she dipped her hand down between her legs. Just as quickly she pulled her hand back. Maybe she was an addict; this definitely wasn’t the right place or time for her to finger blast herself.

She squinted her eyes. Is that a building, she thought. And is that smoke?

Unlike the others who relied on crystals to power their abilities, she didn’t need to use any. The glyphs came with their own power source. Though what powered them she didn’t know.

Makes sense, she thought. Can’t risk running out of crystals while protecting Brandon or fighting a battle. The Voice really had thought of everything when he conceived of the Bodyguard class. And every single morning seventy new glyphs would appear. Though, at the moment, only thirty of them were available to her. She would be able to access ten more at each Rank. If an enemy did analyze her, Penny had explained to her, each of the glyphs would appear as active.

She grinned. Even with all of her powerful glyphs, Brandon really didn’t need her protection. Hadn’t he been the one to save her? He had literally carried her to safety. Truth be told, as much of a feminist as she believed herself to be, her pussy got wet every time she was around Brandon. And now she owed him for saving her. She had gotten her life back when she had arrived at the Eros Woods and then when she had nearly lost her life again, Brandon had pulled her back from the threshold of oblivion. She was going to thank him over and over and over again, using every one of her holes, her hands; hell, even her feet to show him just how grateful she was.

The clanging of metal on metal from the same location as the smoke broke her from her lustful musings.

She had used up her Plate Armor spell yesterday which for ten minutes, not only made her nearly impervious to most cuts and thrusts from sharp and pointed weapons, but also increased her Strength. 
“You’ll do,” she whispered, pouring a bit of will into a new glyph that had appeared that morning. There was that staticky feeling that always occurred when she invoked a glyph. A barrier of pure energy appeared about a foot in front of her. The barrier would last half an hour and stop all combat-based attacks—whether physical or magical. But it wasn’t as good as the Plate Armor which protected her entire body. The barrier only protected her front, leaving her back and sides exposed.

“It’ll do,” she said to herself.

She realized that for the last ten minutes she had been putting off the inevitable fight. She would be alone this time.

She sucked in a lungful of air and stalked ahead. The clanging grew louder as she approached the source of the noise.  When she was less than seventy feet away, she could clearly make out the scene ahead of her. A heavily muscular woman dressed in denim pants, a thick shirt that covered her arms down to her wrists, and a long leather apron tied around her neck and waist pounded away at a piece of glowing metal. Thick gloves protected her hands. In them she held a large sledgehammer that struck and shaped the glowing metal. A forge—that’s what she believed it was called—billowed with smoke.

What the hell? she thought. Though a blacksmith in the middle of nowhere was par for the course for this place.

The Bloody Blacksmith didn’t even look up from her work and continued to bang away at the glowing metal. She used her free hand and finally lifted the piece of metal with her gloved hand, shoving it in a barrel of water at her side. The steam hissed and rose to the sky. It was only then—once the steam dissipated—that the Blacksmith saw Londyn.

“Is someone there?  Help me.” A girlish voice sprang from a large chest sitting next to the forge. The box shook and a voice squeaked out. “Someone there?  If you are, kill her and free me.”

The blacksmith walked over to the chest and shouted, “You shut up in there, Sophie. Keep prattling on and I’ll melt you in my forge—I swear it by the old gods.”  She kicked the chest for good measure before turning around.

“What do you want?” the blacksmith asked in a deep, raspy voice.

“I came for Sophie. So why don’t you let her out of the box and we can be on our way.”

“She’s not going to let me out. I haven’t seen the sun in a hundred years. You need to kill her,” the girl in the box screamed.

“I don’t think violence is necessary,” Londyn said. She wasn’t necessarily scared of the blacksmith—though a part of her brain knew she should be. One stroke from the head of that sledgehammer would crush in her skull.

“Oh violence is very necessary,” the Bloody Blacksmith said. “And with your blood I can keep the little bitch imprisoned for another hundred years.” Londyn barely saw the movement when the blacksmith pulled back her arm and hurled the sledgehammer right at her. Although she could see the hammer flying end over end, she was in too much shock to do anything. Then she was tossed back…not by the hammer crushing in her chest. But by the force of the weapon smashing against the barrier she had cast a few minutes ago.  The force was so strong it shattered the barrier in one attack and the release of the power that kept it intact, drove her backwards.

“Oh shit!” Londyn yelled, getting slowly to her feet. She followed it up by “Shit, shit, shit,” when the blacksmith’s weapon appeared in her hand. She pulled back the sledgehammer once again. Londyn tapped a glyph on her shoulder just in time.  An unseen force struck the sledgehammer pushing it off course enough that it missed her head by mere inches. 

“What the fuck?” she shouted as the sledgehammer appeared once again in the blacksmith’s hand.

Londyn was beginning to hate this cunt and her magical sledgehammer.

“Now it’s my turn!” she shouted as she triggered a glyph on her right ear, another on her temple and then, because Londyn believed in excess and overkill, she touched a final glyph etched just above her belly button.  
Ropes, dark as blood, flew up from beneath the Bloody Blacksmith's body, lashing around her legs and thighs. One powerful tug and she was yanked onto her back, slamming hard into the mason stones surrounding the entire forge. The next glyph, One Step, brought her right above the bitch. The look on the Blacksmith’s face was precious when Londyn appeared above her with her warhammer already held high above her head, ready to crush her skull in. The blacksmith was strong and with just a few tugs yanked the Holding Rope from her legs. Though she wasn’t quick enough for Londyn’s final spell—Goddess Mode—which, for the next ten seconds maxed out her Strength, Physical Fortitude, Dexterity, and Speed. For ten seconds she would be a goddess—like Athena. The same primal energy that brought the universe into existence cascaded through every muscle, every nerve, and every bone in her body. She swung the warhammer. The Blacksmith was fast and raised her sledgehammer horizontally to block the blow. The head of her warhammer shattered the metal hilt and drove forward into the skull of the smithy, pulverizing it. 

“Oh gods!”  Londyn cried out as ten seconds expired and the power she had released recoiled. The same way the energy had cascaded out from her, it now flew back towards her. Lovely, tingly energy flowed through her body. The feeling was orgasmic.

“Well that was fun!” she said.

“What happened?” The girl screamed from the chest. “What’s going on?” The wooden crate shook and bounced.

“Hold your horses.  I’m coming,” Londyn said. She glanced down at the remains of the Bloody Blacksmith and wished she hadn’t. She had a strong stomach but the sight was too much for even her, and bile rose to her throat. She turned away and walked towards the chest.

“Fuck,” she said, when she saw the keyhole on the lip of the chest.

“What’s wrong?” The voice inside the box asked.

“Need the key.” 
“She’s gotta have it on her.”

Londyn held her breath as she searched the body of the blacksmith. Finally, she found it. A skeleton key hanging from a leather cord around the neck of the smithy. She brought the key over to the chest.

“Hurry please,” the girlish voice inside the chest pleaded. “It’s been so long since I’ve seen the light.”

“Magic,” Londyn thought as she slipped the key into the hole. “How else could someone have been trapped in a box for so long?  And what kind of creature had the Bloody Blacksmith imprisoned? And why? The bigger question was why The Voice had sent her here to free Sophie.

Her reflections were broken when the chest rattled so badly that it nearly tipped over onto its side. “What are you waiting for? I need light! And fresh air!”

She turned the key and heard a click as it unlocked. She flipped open the top. “What the hell? There’s no one here.”

“What do you mean there’s no one here?” the same girlish voice stated.

She stared down into the chest.

“A warhammer,” she muttered as she stared down into the box. The warhammer was much more ornate than hers, with a spike on the top of the hammer. The flat part looked like a meat pounder with little pyramids covering the surface. Meanwhile, the other end had a curved spike to it. While the handle of her hammer was wooden, Sophie’s metallic handle glistened from the bit of sunlight breaking through the canopy of trees above.

“Why do people always go with warhammer first? I have a name you know. Sophie. I’m Sophie.”

“Are you talking to me?” Londyn asked curiously.

“Do you see anyone else around? Now, are you going to let me out?”

Londyn reached down and grabbed Sophie by the handle. The metal thickened a bit in her hand. When she pulled the warhammer out, she noted how well the handle seemed to fit in her hands. And the weight—it seemed perfectly balanced to her.

The warhammer coughed.

“Are you okay?” Londyn asked.

“I’m fine. I figured the cough would clue you in on your rudeness.”

“Rude how?”

“Just because you are super pretty and have the nicest tits I have ever seen, doesn’t mean you can be rude. When I told you my name was Sophie the proper thing would have been to tell me your name.”

“I’m Londyn.”

“Nice to meet you Londyn.” The warhammer jerked on its own with the head now facing the mauled blacksmith.

The warhammer chuckle. “Oh, she got what she deserved.”

“Who are you?” Londyn asked.

“Sophie. Didn’t I say that already? Or are you all looks and no brains.”

“Warhammers don’t usually talk and they definitely aren’t snarky,” Londyn said.

“I’m special.”

Londyn had a shit ton of questions for Sophie. Like was she brought to life as a sentient hammer? Or was the soul of another being trapped in the hammer? Before she could inquire, The Quest Board made an announcement. Quest complete. Rescue Sophie. Reward: Sophie.

“Hey, I’m a sentient being. Just as alive as you. You have no right to say I’m a reward you despicable chunk of wood.”

“I can leave you here if you want,” Londyn responded.

“No, I like looking at you. You’re really pretty. I wouldn’t want to travel with someone ugly like a troll or an orc. But if we’re going to travel together you need to get rid of the poor excuse for a warhammer hanging at your hip. She’s just an embarrassment.  I’m surprised you would carry something that ugly around.”

“Londyn looked down at her warhammer. She knew it was well crafted. Yet it wasn’t even close to, or as intricate and ornate as Sophie. 

Londyn focused her will on Sophie, trying to identify her qualities.

“Hey, that’s just offensive. Like walking in on your roommate while she’s banging two guys, and she doesn’t ask you to join in. If you want to know about me, just ask.”

“Sorry,” Londyn sputtered, taken a little by surprise at the roommate banging two dudes response. Though she had to agree with the sentiment.

The Quest Board spoke again. Quest: Lord Brandon destroyed the attacking army of the Master, but he escaped.

“Hold up!”  Londyn shouted. “The Master! He came back.”

He did. Were you not paying attention?

“Listen Ms. Snarky,” Londyn responded, losing her cool.

It is good for you that I do not take insults personally like Penny or I might just not give you the quest. Or… I could change the parameters. I can do that, you know. Have you go the long way—the dangerous way filled with a host of monsters to reach your goal. Now listen up. Lord Brandon chased the Master and destroyed him, but was wounded.  In his weakened state, he was taken by Hiroku – who is now a succubus – to her unholy mistress. Soon, the succubus Lilith, as her kind do, will drain Lord Brandon dry of his life force. He will not resist, for no man can resist a succubus. And with each new orgasm, his soul will move closer to The Soundless Lands. Quest: Rescue Lord Brandon from the succubus Lilith before he becomes a withering husk. Additional quest: Save the succubus Hiroku before her transformation is complete. If she is too long gone, and is fully the thrall of Lilith, you must kill her. The location of the succubus’ lair has been added to your map. You have one hour to complete this quest.

“Hiroku. A succubus. That’s some sort of sex-crazed devil?” 

“It is,” Sophia said. “And it's a good thing I’ll be around because I’m good at killing infernal fiends like demons, devils, imps, gorgons, quasits, and fire hounds.

“It’s a shame. Sex crazed friend. Kinda a kindred spirit if you think about it,” Londyn quipped as she released her old warhammer and let it fall to the ground. She clasped Sophie in her right hand. “Too bad I’m going to have to kill the horny bitch? But Hiroku—now that’s a whole other mess.”

The end of Book 3.  The series will be concluded with Book 4, Cheer Girls,Unrivaled.
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Book 4: Cheer Girls, Unrivaled will be up for pre-order very soon, so keep an eye out for it.

As well as being a harem story, this story also contains LitRPG elements, such as ranking up and learning new abilities. To learn more about LitRPG and HaremLit, and to converse with authors including myself and just have an awesome time, please join or check one or more of the following groups:

FOR LITRPG / PROGRESSION / GAMELIT: 

LitRPG Authors' Guild

LitRPG Books

LitRPG Guild

Gamelit Society

Progression Fiction Addicts (Fantasy/Sci-Fi/Gamelit/litRPG/Cultivation)

LitRPG Adventures

LitRPG Forum

LitRPG Rebels

LitRPG & Gamelit Readers

FOR HAREM LIT:

Dukes of Harem

HaremGamelit

Haremlit Readers

Dukes of Harem

Harem Lit

Harem Lit FB
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