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EPILOGUE


LORD BRANDON’S ADVENTURES SO FAR

Lord Brandon is very busy right now with Maeve, Alex and Nikki. You can probably guess what he is up to with them. I wish he were up to it with me, but he does not see me in that way – at least not yet. However, I have plans to change that. Since I do not want to disturb him and his paramours, I am taking it upon myself to fill you in on his adventures so far. The Voice saved Lord Brandon and his paramours from their home world, Earth, and delivered them to the safety of the Eros Woods. From the first moment he arrived, before he even knew of me—his loyal, sexy Compendium, his one and only Penny—he proved his courage and heroism. He awoke his paramours in the limited time granted and also killed two orcish brutes who had captured the Harem Mistress, Ms. Williams, a wonderful woman loyal to Lord Brandon. He also felt obligated to save that boney-bitch, Paramour Hiroku, who he couldn’t seem to stop thinking about.

Once Lord Brandon roused all them, I introduced myself to him and his paramours. Some of them were not very ladylike and blamed him for everything. I did not wish to talk to them nor impart to them my vast knowledge. Lord Brandon, being who he is—insisted I meet them all—and that I be nice to them. Well, nice is a two-way street as they say back on your sad, little Earth. I laid down the law and told them what to expect. I explained that Lord Brandon was now their Harem Lord and they were his loving and grateful paramours. I also told them a little bit about how things worked around here. I could not provide them with all of the details at our initial meeting because Lord Brandon was needed once again. This time he had to defend his girls from a goblin scouting party. He ran off with his three future wives—Maeve, Nikki and Alex—to confront the goblins. As a reward for their courage and success for wiping out the little green demons, his three paramours received classes: Maeve, a sharp shooting Huntress; Nikki, a tough as nails Martialist; and Alex, a deadly Shadow Dancer. Not long afterwards, Lord Brandon claimed the abandoned village of Moondale as a safe haven for himself and his paramours. After visiting the General Store and receiving his Defender armor and his sword Spirit in exchange for a promise to complete a quest for the proprietors Fred and Marge, Lord Brandon retreated to his Harem Hall to prepare for his first night in Moondale.

It was Ms. Williams, his Harem Mistress, who was the first to bond with Lord Brandon. When their erotic coupling was completed, Lord Brandon fell asleep. Instead of his thoughts running to the bevy of beauties all around him, images of Hiroku filled his lustful mind. As I said before, I am his Compendium, and it is my duty to serve him. I already knew that Hiroku, along with two other ungrateful paramours, Crystal and Inola, planned to leave Moondale in the morning and to seek a way out of the Eros Woods. I might have inferred that it was possible to escape the Eros Woods. I mean, Lord Brandon told me to help the others, so that is what I did. I knew that he would be upset, not only at the departure of the three girls, but also because he would never be intimate with Hiroku for whom he harbored a misguided infatuation. Therefore, I visited Lord Brandon in his waking dreams appearing in her form. Needless to say, our lovemaking, even if I did have to use her rail thin body, was wonderful and fulfilling.

The next morning, Hiroku, Crystal, and Inola departed Moondale. It was good riddance as far as I was concerned. Lord Brandon promised not to go after them and stayed true to his word.  After their departure, he and the paramours were introduced to The Quest Board. Although we are both servants of The Voice, she and I do not always get along. Nevertheless, her quests for Lord Brandon and the others are vital to their continued growth. The first quest undertaken was to slay several boars. Of course, Lord Brandon and the paramours with him prevailed. As a reward, Lord Brandon was granted access to Interlude – a safe haven where he and the others could flee to in times of great danger. He was allowed to explore Interlude along with Paramour Kayla. Now, the Wise Woman and I share one thing in common. We are both great intellects who burn with carnal desires. Lord Brandon was able to abandon himself to Kayla who opened him up to the primal cravings that he suppressed for so long, bringing them to the forefront. After he departed Interlude, he headed back towards Moondale alone. Along the way, he sensed some of his paramours were in danger, so he rushed towards them like any great Lord would and arrived just in time to slay a giant dog who was ready to maul one of his girls.

Upon the return to Moondale, Lord Brandon and his consorts prepared to tackle another great challenge. The Quest Board had informed them there was a disturbance in the woods and that if they did not take care of it immediately, that the danger might become too great for them to handle. Of course, Lord Brandon accepted the challenge. Before he left to face the evil lurking in the woods, I assisted him with a quick way to ascend to Rank Two. This rapid ascension would not have been possible without the assistance of me—his trusted, wise and beautiful Compendium. He, and a number of his consorts, left soon after and came across a field littered with what you on Earth call buses and something called a limousine. The corpses of dead orcs also littered the ground. Lord Brandon and his ladies heard whimpering and moans and discovered four women bound and gagged inside the car. They shared a common story of how they awoke in the forest and were quickly captured by the orcs. As they were speaking, a group of Shamblers, the reanimated forms of the football players, trudged out of the woods and attacked them. Lord Brandon and his paramours beat back the attack just to have the corpses of the orcs suddenly rise up and come after them as well. Ms. Williams and several other paramours who had followed them from Moondale assisted them in destroying the undead orcs.

The Voice informed Lord Brandon that he and three of his consorts must explore a nearby cave to discover the source of the disturbance in the woods, a malicious entity that was responsible for raising the dead. In addition, he and his paramours must free the captive girls held within the cave.  They explored the cavern and came upon the desiccated remains of a previous Harem Lord, Rex Moreland, The Defiler, and three of his undead consorts. Rex was draining the life force of the imprisoned girls to resurrect himself and his lovers. Lord Brandon stabbed the powerful Harem Lord with his sword Spirit. One of the features of the powerful weapon allowed him to walk in The Defiler’s malevolent and cruel mind. I do not wish to recount the wickedness Lord Brandon witnessed. Moreover, I do not wish to share with you the scurrilous lies lobbed at me by Rex Moreland. All you need to know is that Lord Brandon dispatched the wicked and deceitful fiend and his consorts.

The newly freed and grateful girls soon found safety behind the walls of Moondale. The Voice spoke with them and offered them the opportunity to become Lord Brandon’s loving paramours and to gain his protection. Realizing how brave, courageous and heroic he was, as well as having the physique of a god, they of course leapt at the chance to become his devoted consorts. With the danger in the woods thwarted, and with the new girls brought to safety, Lord Brandon retreated to the Harem Hall to shower and unwind. And unwind he did. He was visited by Maeve, Alex and Nikki who bound themselves to Lord Brandon as his wives, and to one another as sister wives. As Lord Brandon began to doze off hours later, he realized just how lucky of a man he was.


CHAPTER 1: MORNING FUN

I wake up with Maeve’s bare round ass rubbing up against my throbbing member. Her curled back and hips fit perfectly into my nook, as though our forms are one complete being. Is there really a better way for a guy to wake up than with his manhood rubbing up against the firm butt of a girl he really likes? My face is buried in wisps of red hair while my arm is wrapped around her with my hand cupping one of her large tits. Maeve’s arm lays draped across the tiny form of Alex who is sprawled face down next to her.  Meanwhile, Nikki’s warm body is curled up behind me, her soft breasts pushing up against my back.

Last night had been wild—especially due to the new All For One ability Maeve, Nikki and Alex had obtained by joining with each other as sister wives. The ability allowed them to experience the same pleasure their fellow sisters were feeling while in the throes of passion.  Meanwhile, Triple Threat enhanced their orgasms threefold. 

It seems that not only are their climaxes enhanced as a benefit of being joined to me and to one another, but so are mine. I would love some one-on-one time alone with each of them to really get to know them better.  Yet if all my orgasms are going to be as intense as the one’s from last night, then sex with the three of them at the same time is probably going to become an addiction I will happily give into.  Yeah, I pretty much plan to spend as much time with my wives as I can. 

What will happen when the number of sister wives grows?

Is the limit three, or can Kayla, Olivia, Lindsay, and even Londyn—all the girls I’ve been intimate with in one way or another—become sister wives?

What will happen if six or seven of us join in one big night of sexual debauchery?

Would the orgasm be six or seven times more powerful?

God help the girls.

God help me.

I don’t let my dick win at this moment. It takes me about twenty seconds to disentangle myself from the jumble of breasts, legs, and soft butts.

My display indicates the sun will be up in less than an hour.

Maybe my wives are up for a bit of fun before the day gets started. 
I know we were all kidnapped from our lives back on Earth and dumped here. The girls want to find a way back home—are looking to me to somehow return them to their former lives. To be honest… I’ve never been quite so happy as I have been the last few days. There is an excitement to possessing powers, a thrill to killing monsters who want to harm my girls, and of course, there is a village full of young women willing to sleep with me—three of whom are my wives, and in my bed right now.

Don’t be that guy, Brandon.

If you can get them home, you have to.

Just because you are content here doesn’t mean they are.

I head over to the bathroom to relieve myself and then toss some water onto my face. I know it isn’t really water but spirit juice that runs through these faucets. Nevertheless, it is clear and tasteless and for all purposes like water.

When I walk back in, I hear giggles. Maeve and Alex are whispering to one another.

“You felt good up against me.” Maeve pushes her red locks away from her face. She’s no longer on her side but propped up on the pillows with her two large, freckled breasts sticking out above the cover.

“That was something last night,” Alex states.

“Sure was.” Nikki yawns and stretches, her firm, nearly perfect breasts popping up as she arches her back. “I haven’t slept this well in years.”

“Me neither,” Alex admits. “I’m a bit of an insomniac normally.”

“Yeah,” I explain. “That might be the ability I have, Good Night’s Sleep. Anyone who spends a night in bed with me will wake up refreshed. It even helps speed up the healing process.”

All three girls’ eyes glaze over. I’m not sure what is happening until I begin to receive several notifications. Paramour Alex has received the Good Night’s Sleep boon and has chosen to enhance her Power Shot for the next twelve hours; Paramour Nikki has received the Good Night’s Sleep boon and has chosen to enhance her Focused Fist for the next twelve hours; Paramour Alex has received the Good Night’s Sleep boon and has chosen to enhance her Back Stab for the next twelve hours.

I had totally forgotten that it provides a boon also.

“Too cool,” Nikki chimes in.

Maeve flips back an errant strand of hair. “Um. We need a larger bed. Maybe one big enough for everyone in Moondale—so the others can receive this boon every morning.”

“Uh,” I stammer.

My beautiful redhead chuckles. “Maybe down the road their big boy. For right now you belong to us.”

The three of them are silent for a second, before Alex blurts out, “So, um, last night. We were just thinking…” Her voice trails off and she squirms on the bed.

Maeve interjects with a snicker. “What she is trying to tell you, husband, is to get your ass, and more importantly that monster cock of yours back into this bed and take care of your newlywed wives.”

“We’ll wake the whole damn village up.”

“Oh, they don’t mind. Trust us!” Nikki states.

My grin turns lecherous. “I don’t have to be asked twice.” I plop myself back into bed with my three wives.

A triple set of hands and lips descend on me. Alex is off to my side and leans over to kiss me, her gentle lips meeting mine. Maeve is off to my right, her hand stroking my cock while she licks the tip.  Meanwhile, Nikki has worked her way between my legs. Then she begins licking my scrotum with her tongue. My cock already semi erect is soon rock solid from the dual attention being paid to it.

“Oh god!” I grunt through the kiss. Alex and I continue to make out, our tongues groping at one another. I reach my hand out and slip a finger between her slippery folds, sending pleasurable chills through her tiny body. Her kisses grow wet and sloppy, and small moans issue from her throat.

The next few minutes are a blur of sensations. Maeve and Nikki take turns blowing me. Maeve is energetic and eager; she sucks me quickly and rapidly, taking the length of my cock into her throat several times. Nikki is deliberate and intentional, moving her mouth methodically up and down, driving me mad, and slowly edging me to an eruptive grand finale. Her slim long fingers glide, scratch and work their way up my stomach and torso. At one point Nikki licks the tip of my cock while Maeve laps her tongue against my shaft. They even kiss the tip with their tongues intertwined in a lascivious display of sexual debauchery. My cock is soaking wet from their copious attentions and saliva. Even my stomach and thighs are damp from the gobbets of moisture dripping off their lips and chins.

“Ah, ah!” I grunt, my exclamations muted by Alex’s mouth on mine. Understanding that I’m about to blow my load, she suddenly moves her face from mine and crawls to the end of the large bed to join her fellow sister wives. She makes it there just in time as my dick erupts and jets of cum shoot out in long viscous ropes.

Two spurts of warm jizz hit Maeve on the lips before Alex wraps her mouth around my cock as two more shots of cum coat her throat. “Yeah! Yeah!” I shout. She pulls away and Nikki finishes the job by licking the excess cum from my tip before making out with Maeve, my jizz swishing and swirling on their tongues.

I lay there for a moment to catch my breath while Alex strokes my cock back into action.

My Vitality ability is unreal, and in a moment I’m hard as a steel rod and raring to go again.

I pull Alex’s lithe body on top of me, her little tits rubbing against my chest. I kiss her a few times while my hands roam the length of her body from her ass cheeks to the top of her head. I lift her slowly, so that her hips are level with my aching shaft.

“Ride me good, baby,” I plead.

She glides my cock into her snug, wet snatch, and moves her hips up and down. Maeve slides between my feet and comes up behind Alex, reaches around her, and cups her small, perky tits.

“Yeah, Yeah!” Alex groans as I begin to match her movements, thrusting my hips upward to plow my cock into her passageway while she moves downward. She’s already wet, her nectar coating my shaft with her eagerness.

Nikki’s pussy lips appear above my face. I brush my tongue between the folds of her salty sweet mound before plunging it into her womanhood. I work it in and out, flicking my tongue against her clit every now and then. Her body jerks and shudders above me as I suck, lick and delve into her pink folds.

“Oh, that’s good,” Nikki rasps.

I am lost to these beautiful women in my bed.

The scent of Nikki’s pussy.

The pleasure of Alex straddling my manhood.

The vision of Maeve kissing Alex’s neck and fondling her tits.

It all happens at once.

Nikki screams somewhere above me as she clamps her thighs around my face and bellows, “Yes! Yes! Yes!” Her hips jerk and gyrate on my mouth, love juices drenching my lips and chin. Her taste is the nectar of the gods, and I early gulp and drink it all.

Her orgasms set off Alex, who drives down onto my cock with so much force that I’m afraid she’s going to hurt me or herself. Just as Alex locks her legs around me, I lose it and my load shoots up into her snatch.

I’m about to pass out – from both a pussy on my face keeping me from catching a breath and from the incredible mind-blowing orgasm.

“Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!” Alex screams at the top of her lungs.

“Ahhhhhhhh,” Maeve moans.

The triple powered orgasm spreads out and I can sense that every female in the village has just experienced an intense climax thanks to my three wives.

Nikki unclamps herself from my face, and I gasp for air.

Alex collapses on top of me breathing heavily.

“That is going to be very addictive,” Nikki warns, her chest heaving back and forth.

“Okay by me,” Maeve pants. “I wasn’t being fucked or even playing with myself, but when you both began to climax so did I. You got to fuck him Alex, and you rode his face, Nikki. Now my pussy needs some attention.”

“With pleasure my randy redhead,” I quip.

A half hour and several orgasms later, I regretfully announce, “Okay. We really need to get out of bed.”

“Why?” Alex sighs. “It’s so nice here. And that feeling, it’s…”

“Almost too much,” Nikki finishes her sentiment.

I sigh and reach out to my wives. “I know, sweeties. But we really have to start the day.”

“We know. Except we aren’t on the schedule for tonight,” Maeve complains.

“That’s why we wanted to have our way with you again this morning,” Alex explains coquettishly.

I’m about to ask who is on the schedule for tonight but think better of it at the last moment.

“Let’s get ready and meet back here in half an hour.”

The three of them walk from the Harem Hall—Maeve fully nude, Nikki wrapped in my thin blanket, and Alex wearing just a pair of panties.

If this is going to be my typical morning, I may never want to be anywhere else.


CHAPTER 2: HOLDING COUNCIL

I indulge in a long shower before dressing.

Then my stomach growls like an angry beast.

I’m about to step outside to grab something to eat when Ms. Williams walks into the Harem Hall carrying a plate laden with an apple and a few pieces of bread slathered with jam.

“How’d you know?”

“Oh, I know you well, husband.”

“Seriously. I’m not even certain what your Harem Mistress Abilities are. What can you do exactly?”

“I was planning to fill you in on that later, husband. After you and I spend a little time together. You have been most negligent,” she replies with a mischievous smile. “I worked a little time into your schedule today just for us. As for knowing you. When we bonded our first night here, it was like megabytes of data were downloaded into my mind. Let’s just say that I have a sense of what you like and more so what you need.”

“Not sure how I feel about that. What happened to privacy?”

“Olivia gave you a blow job in front of everyone yesterday, and Maeve just walked out of here naked as the day she was born.” A small smile quirks the side of her lush lips as she continues. “Every lady in this village just had several intense orgasms, so privacy is pretty much shot, wouldn’t you agree?”

“I guess you’re right,” I admit.

“You will soon realize that I’m usually right. Anyhow, Maeve gave me a brief account of last night’s festivities—the whole All for One, and One for All thing. I may need to get in on that. The aura they projected was intense. They woke most of the girls out of bed last night and again this morning. To bring things up a level, my Radiance exploded as well when I climaxed, adding to the intensity. A couple of the newcomers really lost it. You remember Mackenzie, the one who yesterday shouted she had a boyfriend back at home and wouldn’t cheat on him, well she was on her way here to fuck the living daylights out of you. I don’t think she ever experienced an orgasm before and was good and pissed at her boyfriend about it. A few of the really horny ladies were also making their way over to you last night and again this morning. Good thing that Londyn stopped them.”

“Londyn?”

“Yes me,” she answers, walking into the Harem Hall. “I had to keep the horny masses away from you. It got bad for a while. Lucky for you that as your bodyguard I only need a few hours of sleep. After you and your three,” she coughs, “lovers woke us all up last night I figured I better stand guard.”

“How did you stand guard with the three moons out? It’s dangerous.”

She chuckles. “Turns out, I’m immune to their effects. I gave up guilt, embarrassment and inhibitions a long time ago. You’ll get there soon enough and then we’ll fuck out in the open beneath the blood moons. Some of your paramours,” she says with a wide grin, “wanted a cock buried deep in them—the sex toys from the General Store are just not as good as the real thing.” She comes up to me and squeezes me between the legs.

“Agreed,” Ms. Williams places her hand over Londyn’s.

“I would love to right now,” I sputter.

I really would. Though I’m not sure I would survive a threesome with Ms. Williams and Londyn.

Although, it’s a good reason to risk death.

They begin to rub my cock and inner thighs while they start to kiss my neck.

“The others will be here any second,” I stammer.

“They can watch or join in,” Londyn coos.

My dick responds with a throb. Londyn would do exactly that too.

“You know our deal, and I plan to collect on it.” Londyn rubs me a few times before pulling her hand away. “I more than enjoyed the secondhand orgasms this morning, but I want the real thing.”

Ms. Williams sees my consternation. “Don’t worry, Brandon. I also worked some time into today’s schedule for you and Londyn. Though if Londyn is game for a threesome right now, then so am I.”

“Bring it on!” And I mean it as my dick continues to ache and pulse.

Ms. Williams and Londyn eye one another. “I can add that to tomorrow’s schedule,” the Harem Mistress states.

“What about Maeve, Alex and Nikki? Are they on the schedule for tonight?”

“You will get plenty of time with them, just not tonight. This evening’s schedule is a one on one with Olivia. The girl blew you, so the least you can do is take her virginity. And be gentle.”

“I will be if that’s what she wants.  Who else?” I ask enthusiastically, considering some of the possibilities. Maybe Sammi, or Yanira.

“Well, there will be two others. But that has to remain a secret for now.”

“Secret?” Kayla asks as she walks into the Harem Hall, followed by Nikki, Maeve and Alex. All are dressed in regular clothing (or at least the everyday revealing clothing available in the Eros Woods.)

“Just some friends who will be visiting Brandon later tonight,” Ms. Williams explains, like her scheduling my sex life is the most normal thing in the world. “There are also a few new paramour quests this morning that are going to require your…” she lets out a little cough, “attention, as well as mine too.”

“New quests. I’d totally forgotten about The Quest Board. I have enough I want to get done today. Let’s sit.” I lead them over to numerous pillows scattered on the far end of the Harem Hall. My stomach rumbles, so I bring the plate of food with me.

We all plop down.

“So, what’s this all about?” Maeve asks. “What really happened in the cave?”

“I’ll get to that in one second,” I answer. “Hey, Penny. Are you there?”

“Always, Lord Brandon.”

“Make sure everyone can hear you. You are vital to this discussion.”

“If I must.”

“You must. So let me start with yesterday.” I tell my inner circle everything I experienced while my thoughts were merged with Rex Moreland’s.

“What do you think made your mind join with his? Is it because he was also a Harem Lord?” Ms. Williams asks.

“I have an answer to that inquiry, Harem Mistress. The Defender sword, Spirit, has a feature that lets it pull the life force from another entity. Some of that essence may have seeped into Lord Brandon’s memories—almost like—what do you call it… an echo.”

“Seemed like more than an echo to me. At times I felt like I was an observer and at other times like I was seeing out of his eyes.”

“He was an evil scumbag from how you described him,” Maeve states.

“How strong was he, Penny?” Nikki questions.

“He was Rank Five I believe. At full strength, he could have killed Lord Brandon with the snap of a finger and brainwashed all of the paramours with a thought.”

Maeve takes my hand. “Good thing you destroyed the psycho.”

“We won’t let you get power hungry like he did,” Alex assures me, nuzzling up close beside me. I know I just met Alex recently, but her body and presence comforts me. Cuddled next to mine, it seems natural. I respond, and wrap my arm around her slender waist. 

“Why do your memories end as soon as they enter the cave?” Ms. Williams asks.

“It’s odd. I have small flashes of what happened inside. But trying to pull the full memories from my mind actually hurts. I guess The Voice will allow me to know what happened in the cave when he chooses to do so.”

“More for us to discover,” Kayla remarks.

Penny goes off on a different tangent. “I do not like how I was depicted in these visions. I would never lead you down a dark road like he claimed I did to him.”

Maeve squeezes my hand. “We won’t let you become corrupt Brandon.”

“And this other Compendium—Di,” Penny continues. “I did not know that there were others like me. Sisters so to say.”

“Why do you think you don’t have any memories of the previous Harem Lord?” Kayla asks.

“I do not know. Perhaps when I am higher ranked more of these memories will return,” Penny offers.

“Right now that isn’t happening, Penny. As soon as we’re done here, I’m going to need every crystal I have to elevate Moondale to a hamlet.’

“Is that the best idea?” Kayla questions. “Wouldn’t we be better off giving crystals to some of the others to ascend to the next rank?”

“We already plan to do that,” Maeve indicates, pointing to herself, Nikki and Alex.

“Not everyone received the influx of crystals you guys did in the cave,” Kayla explains.

I jump in. “Kayla. I put a ton of thought into this, so hear me out. There are some real terrible things outside these walls. I’m not sure what would’ve happened if twenty heavily equipped orc slavers or if the shamblers, a.k.a. the football zombies—attacked the walls while we were gone yesterday.”

“There might also be other Harem Lords out there,” Ms. Williams adds. “And he and his paramours might not be as sweet as all of us.”

“That’s why it’s vital to build up our defenses,” I explain.

“Most of the new girls are useless right now,” Londyn interjects. “Only a few have received a class already.”

“Let’s hope they all obtain one today,” I respond.

“I’ll use whatever crystals I have remaining after upgrading Moondale to help whoever is closest to ascend.”

“Probably Olivia,” Ms. Williams announces. “She gained quite a few crystals yesterday.”

“Then she should be next. And then probably Alana,” I pipe in.

“Why her?” Londyn sneers. “She can’t fight.”

“Because she’ll keep us all alive,” Kayla responds.

I cut off any other arguments. “Alana is next after Olivia and that’s that. Today we need to tackle The Quest Board hard. Finish every quest on it and earn every crystal possible. Alex, Maeve and Nikki even received weapons yesterday that I can only call magical. I have to think there are more of them out there.”

“What do the weapons do?” Ms. Williams asks.

“I received three arrows,” Maeve states. “There’s one with a red feather that will always hit its mark, even if there are obstacles in the way. There’s a green feather that has an automatic kill feature.”

“Against anyone or anything?” I ask.

“I wish. No, just against any kind of Boss monster we might meet.”

“Still really useful,” Alex chimes in.

“And the last one?” Kayla asks.

“Dunno. The description just reads, Mystery Arrow.”

“That’s all?” Kayla quirks an eyebrow.

“That’s it,” she replies. “Hey, Penny, any idea about the arrow?”

“I am pleased you asked. I am here to serve. There is not much information. I would suggest that you use it when, as you say in your world, the shit has hit the fan.”

“That’s all you have for me, Penny?” Maeve quips.

“I am sorry there is not more. However, as I often state, the information might be in pages I do not yet have access to.”

I ignore Penny and turn to Alex. “And your dagger?” I ask.

“It’s cool isn’t it.” Alex pulls an obsidian dagger from a scabbard at her hip. “Three times a day I can activate its ability to double any damage I cause.”

“That’s cool,” I reply.

“It sure is,” she smiles. “Except I have to activate the ability with ten green crystals and five blue ones. And I don’t have many of those just yet so I need to use it sparingly. It also appears that as I rank up, additional features will become available. The dagger will grow in strength as I do.”

“This was my reward.” Nikki flexes her hands to show off a set of brown leather gloves with the fingers cut off. “The gloves actually have a name, Ogress. It raises my Strength Attribute by a point as long as I wear them.”

“Your punches are already deadly,” Maeve says proudly. 
“Yeah, I am going to strike things harder now. And that’s not even the best part. It has one more ability though it costs ten blue crystals to activate it.”
“So what is it?” I ask.

“It’s called the Ogress’s Kiss. Once a day I can clap my hands together to emit a kind of sonic boom. I just need to make sure none of you are in front of me when I use it because it might burst your eardrums and toss you back a dozen feet.”

“Um, Penny,” I ask. “Do we need to worry about ogres and giants? Does this world have them?”

“Of course they do. Why else would the gloves have that name?” Nikki suggests.

“Do we need to worry about them, Penny?” Ms. William asks.

“You would not want to fight an ogre, a troll, or a giant. If I were you, I would flee if you came across one. Though I do not think you will need to concern yourself with them just yet.”

“Something else to worry about, great,” Maeve complains, her hands resting on her hips.

“I hope there are more of these magical weapons out there,” Kayla comments. “The weapons we are given when we receive a class are all high quality but they don’t do anything special. We just have to convince everyone of the importance of getting stronger and completing these quests.”

Nikki smiles and then coughs. “Some of the others have already started on a quest,”

“What kind of quest?” I ask.

“The naked kind,” Maeve responds with a wry grin.

“You’ll see as soon as you walk outside,” Alex states.

My mind pictures naked girls flittering about just outside my doors.  Alex must note that my mind is wandering because she starts to dig nails into my forearm. 

“Anyway, before I get involved in any quests, I want to head back to where we found the buses and the limo.”

“Why would you want to go back there, Brandon?” Nikki asks.

My Wise Woman explains. “Clues. Maybe something will give us a hint on how we got here.”

“I might know something about that.” I pause for a long moment before saying  “There is one more thing.”

“What is it?” Maeve asks.

“Penny mentioned something to me and it’s a little troubling—actually a lot troubling. I should have said something when I first heard it, but to be honest I didn’t think it was a good time to explain until I got my own head wrapped around it.”

“Spit it out already!” Londyn demands.

“Penny, you want to tell them what you told me yesterday?”

“I would not,” Penny responds defiantly. “They will blame me.”

“No one is going to blame you.”

“Penny, what the fuck is this bad news?” Maeve asks, her patience gone.

“Fine. If you must know. When you were pulled from your pitiful world to the wondrous Eros Woods, a rip formed between the worlds.”

“A rip?” Kayla asks with concern. “What do you mean?”

“I do not know the extent,” Penny replies.

“Then what can you tell us?” Maeve asks.

“Damage was done to your Earth.”

“What kind of damage?” Ms. Williams asks calmly. “You can tell us Penny. It’s okay.”

“I do not know the extent.”

“Is Earth gone?” Alex asks.

“Was there a cataclysm of some kind?” Nikki questions.

“Can you tell us any damn thing, Penny?” Maeve shouts.

“I do not know any more than I have told you.”

“That’s why I want to get back to the buses,” I explain. “Maybe it’ll give us a clue. And it’s even more of a reason why I need to meet with The Voice.”

“Son of a bitch,” Maeve curses. “The Voice wrecked Earth bringing us here.”

“You must not blame The Voice,” Penny states.

“Then who should we blame?” Maeve questions with an edge in her voice.

Penny is eerily silent.

Kayla has been pensive for a while before she utters, “Harem Lords.”

“What’s that Kay?” Alex asks.

“It seems like other Harem Lords have been here before. If they were brought before us, then nothing all that bad could have happened to Earth. There would have been reports on the news. Or at the very least the dark web or conspiracy nuts would have reported on strange rips forming in the fabric of space / time.”

“Yeah, Kayla has to be right,” Nikki responds hopefully. “There was no harm to Earth if others were brought here before us.”

“We have a ton of questions and zero answers,” I respond, “and that is part of why I didn’t say anything yesterday. There was enough happening without a full panic arising.”

“What do we do now?” Kayla asks. “Do we tell the others?”

“Tell them what?” Alex responds. “That the Earth might have blown up, or the zombie apocalypse has arrived, or the world as we knew it is gone. What do you think, Ms. Williams?”

“Until we know more, we keep this to ourselves,” she answers. “It’s my job to look after you ladies and this might destroy some of them who are not as strong as all of you.”

“I agree,” Londyn says. “Some of these bitches might snap in two if you tell them that they may never see their mommies again.”

We debate the issue for a while.  It’s a repeat of what’s already been said, but I can tell that for some of them it’s a way to absorb and synthesize the information.

“So we’re decided,” Kayla finally states after ten minutes of rhetoric. “We say nothing for now.”

“Agreed,” Nikki responds reluctantly. She was the only one who wanted to inform the others. “For now. However, the moment we have concrete information, we tell them.”

I nod.

“So,” Londyn asks with a bit of sarcasm, “why did you tell Brandon this bit of news in the first place, Penny? What were you hoping to gain?”

The Compendium does not respond.

“Penny,” I call out.

“You there Penny?” Kayla asks.

“I don’t feel her presence anymore,” Alex states.

“I can access the Compendium,” Nikki announces, “but Penny’s essence seems to have flown the coop.”

“Bitch,” Maeve mutters.

I glare at Londyn. “I wish you hadn’t confronted her like that.”

“Why the fuck not?” she asks defiantly.

“Because we need her.”

“I will try to reach out to her,” Kayla states. “I have some theories, but I need to ask Penny a few more questions.”

“What kind of theories?” I ask.

“Nothing concrete…” she replies. “Once I know something, I’ll fill you in.”

Ms. Williams stands up and stretches. “We need to end this meeting soon.”

“Why’s that?” I ask.

“Because we’ve been here a long time, and the others are going to start wondering what is happening.”

“And since they aren’t horny as all hell at the moment, they know an orgy isn’t taking place,” Maeve announces.

“What do we tell them?” Alex asks.

“I have an idea,” I offer. “Though you all may not like it.”

“Fine,” Maeve finally responds after I explain my plan to everyone. “I see the logic, but I just don’t like it.”

“Look, you three are my wives. You will always know what is going on and I will always listen to your advice.”

Maeve grabs my arm. “You better. Or you won’t be playing with these again,” she grabs her boobs, “any time soon.”

“You wouldn’t punish me like that.” I smile at her before continuing. “It’s agreed. We’ll set up a council with one representative from each of the cottages, along with Londyn, Ms. Williams and Kayla.”


CHAPTER 3: CLASSY GIRLS

As I head outside, several of the new girls walk by without a stitch of clothing on.

What the hell?

I reach out to ask Penny what is going on. However, despite her telling me she is always around, she’s M.I.A. at the moment.

My display informs me that several of the swimmers received classes overnight and a few more this morning. I had informed Penny to set it up that if any of the girls were offered a class that they could accept it without me needing to micromanage. However, I did want to be notified on their new classes.

A number of the newbies’ classes are quite interesting.

Okay, to be honest it isn’t so much their classes that I find fascinating but the provocative outfits that go along with them.

Some of them just received their classes in the last half hour and are milling about in their class specific attire. The Voice has a perverse sense of humor, and each of the outfits is revealing, often emphasizing the girl’s best physical feature, such as her ass, breasts or legs. Or in some cases, all three at once.

Each getup is sexier than the last.

Not that I mind.

And the girls really have no choice but to wear the outfits, as their class Abilities are greatly enhanced by doing so.

Paige looks like a sexy and jacked up MMA fighter. She stands nearly six feet, with long black hair pulled back in a braid, and thick black eyebrows that hang above her silvery eyes. A pink sports bra covers her firm breasts while black biker shorts hug her shapely hips. Her arms and legs are cut, tone, and muscular. My Details Tier One informs me: Paramour Paige, Brawler.

Maria, who is friends with Londyn and Izzy, wears a short teal dress that barely hides her ass. Her shoulders and neck are exposed. Her tits are huge—maybe even larger than Maeve’s and Ms. William’s – and her ample cleavage is quite dominant.

I finally break from gawking at her beautiful breasts to notice a garland of flowers that surrounds her curly black hair.

In her hands, she clutches a musical instrument – a mandolin maybe, though it looks a little larger than that. I scan her details: Paramour Maria, Bard.

The sheer variety of classes The Voice has come up with is staggering, with no two of them being the same.

Some of the others have received classes while the rest of the newcomers are mostly dressed in biker shorts and racerback t-shirts.

It’s Sammi who finally speaks up. “You were all together for a long time. Care to share?”

“Yeah!” Yanira shouts out. “You can’t keep us in the dark.”

Ms. Williams takes the lead and walks a few feet away from us. She steps up onto one of the tables. “Can everyone gather around please? I know you all have questions. Most of you have concerns. Brandon, a few others and myself wanted to plan and discuss how we are going to organize this village, and we would like to make a recommendation. We propose a council be formed.”

“What sort of council?” Bridget asks.

“Each cottage should decide on one representative to attend a daily morning council meeting,” the Harem Mistress explains.

Lindsay turns to a group of girls. “That seems fair enough.”

“Who else will be on the council?” Yanira asks.

Ms. Williams answers. “Brandon will also be on the council.”

“No, Brandon is going to lead the council!” Maeve states emphatically, her hands on her hips.

Before anyone can comment on Maeve’s proclamation, Ms. Williams adds, “I’ll be on the council as will Kayla.”

“That makes sense,” Lindsay repeats her declaration from a few seconds ago.

“What’s the point of this council,” Paige the MMA star asks.

“What does any town council do?” Ms. Williams retorts. “We’ll make plans. Decide on next steps. Keep everyone informed. You get the gist. The council can iron out those details tomorrow.”

“If you’re in charge here,” Zoe, one of the newcomers asks looking right at me, “then what’s your plan to keep us safe?”

“And what’s the plan to get us home?” Jordyn asks. Her face is a bit gaunt. Since she was a co-ed, I can assume she should be in her early twenties; however, she looks like she’s in her late thirties. She was one of the girls being drained in the cave, and I fear years of her life were taken from her.

Just as she utters the word “home,” The Voice speaks for all to hear: Paramour Jordyn is offered a class choice. A former Harem Lord, one who failed me, has sundered her soul. Even now, her life force slowly drains. Her soul balances between the living world and The Soundless Lands. Without ministrations not yet available to any of Lord Brandon’s paramours, she shall wither away, and within the week, her body shall turn to a husk and her soul sapped of her life force. Paramour Jordyn can choose between two classes, both of which will cease her decay and make her a powerful foe to her enemies. Her first choice is Revenant. She will be able to draw power from The Soundless Lands, and will possess the ability to commune with those who have recently passed. As a Revenant, she can infuse crystals into those who are deceased and reanimate their bodies to do her bidding. In addition, the pull of the Three Cousins will not drive her mad but will fuel her eldritch strength and power. The second choice of class is Crystal Vampire. Unlike the vampires of your world who feed off blood, she needs to consume spirit crystals to maintain her strength. Crystal Vampires are nearly indestructible, and as long as they have a constant supply of crystals to feed upon, they will never age or grow old. In essence, paramour Jordyn can become immortal. Her Strength and Nimbleness Attributes will be raised to a three. There is a chance that those who gaze too long into her eyes can fall under her spell and become bewitched. The longer they are unable to break the hold she has over them, the more difficult it will become for them to ever escape her bewitchment. Warning: As the Crystal Vampire grows in strength, more powerful spirit crystals will be needed to satiate her hunger. If the Crystal Vampire’s hunger becomes too overwhelming, and no crystals are nearby, there is a chance she may attack any living creature nearby and absorb their essence. If paramour Jordyn does not choose one of the classes, none other shall be offered to her. She has ten minutes to choose one of the two classes. If no class is chosen within the allotted time, the opportunity will be lost and she will remain a paramour without a class. And one who will slowly wither into dust. 

For the girls who received a class last night and this morning, they had been informed in person and not in a communal setting like this.  I wonder why The Voice just deemed it necessary to single out Jordyn’s class choices. 

“Oh no,” Jada remarks, as she comes up and hugs Jordyn.

“You need to choose one quickly. Your life depends on it,” Chloe states.

“As a vampire, you could be indestructible,” Lindsay comments. “No one here could hurt you then.”

“If she chooses that and there are no crystals around, she’ll try to eat one of us,” Londyn says. She turns to Jordyn, “If you come after Brandon or me, I’ll cut your head off.”

Jordyn looks totally flummoxed and overwhelmed.

Nine minutes left, The Voice announces.

Jordyn laughs aloud.

“What the hell is so funny?” Maeve questions.

“Revenant,” she muses. “It’s just ironic.”

“How so?” Sammi asks.

“Because my family owns a freaking funeral parlor. That’s why. I’ve been around dead people since I was a little kid. It’s like this place is playing a cruel joke on me. I used to pretend that some of the corpses could talk and I could hear them. Now it seems I might be able to do that.”

“Revenant,” Jordyn states aloud.

As soon as she utters the word, she collapses to her knees and clenches her arms in front of her head to cover her face before a whirlwind of silvery dust spins around her until she is lost from sight.

“What’s happening?” I ask.

The swirling energy ceases, and she stands up. Her hair only moments ago was short and brown, and now is a mane of lustrous silver. Her eyes shine like two silver orbs. A tight black, low cut dress hugs her athletic body, one of her long legs and thigh revealing itself through a slit along the side. In her hand, she holds a gnarled staff with a skull on top of it with two red gems that glow in the eye sockets.

She looks like a deadly beauty.

“How do you feel?” Bridget questions.

“Better,” the new Revenant announces. “Stronger than ever before. And these Abilities—they are something else.” It’s clear that the trauma she has experienced at the hands of Rex and everything else that came after has taken an emotional toll. Her eyes begin to well with tears.

“It’s okay,” Bridget says to her. She wraps her arm around her hip and leads her away from all of us.

I wonder for a moment if I should check on her to see if she is okay, but I stop myself. Right now, she needs a friend, Bridget, and not a stranger she just met the day before.

Leave it to Maeve to continue the conversation from where we left off before Jordyn’s wild transformation. My redhead beauty had a point to make, and she was going to make it despite any kind of crazy distraction.

“To answer Jordyn’s question from before, Brandon has already shown that he plans to keep everyone safe. He’s been doing it since we arrived here.”

“He killed the bastard yesterday who was going to drain the life from a bunch of you,” Londyn chimes in.

“Look,” I state. “The first thing I plan to do is raise this village to a hamlet. That should help to give us extra protection from whatever is outside the walls. After that, I intend to make my way back to the buses to look for clues to how we got here or how to get home.”

“See if you can find my iPhone,” one of the newbies, Chloe interjects, “because I just got the upgrade a few days ago. And it was super expensive.”

“Your iPhone, seriously?” Sammi shakes her head. “Do you really think that’s going to work here?’

“It might,’ Chloe mutters. “You never know. If it powers on, we can at least hear some music. I have a thousand or so songs downloaded.”

“Some music would be nice,” Maria cuts in.

“We’ll see what we can salvage,” I respond.

“He’s also going to be speaking to the man in charge,” Alex adds. “That creepy voice that speaks to all of us.”

That gets a rise out of most of the girls.

When the clamor lets up thirty seconds later, I add to Alex’s statement. “It won’t be for another ten days yet. I have a suspicion I need to earn that meeting and that requires being much stronger than I am now. In fact, we all need to get as strong as we can to prove our worth to him.”

“Ten more days,” Chloe grumbles.  “We’ve got to be here that much longer.”

“Just hold on till then, and when we meet I’ll do my best to convince The Voice to send us home.  I promise.  I got a gut feeling, however, that if The Voice isn’t happy with me – and with us – that he might just cancel our little discussion.”

“We plan to help you earn that meeting, Brandon,” Nikki cuts in.

“And I intend to make sure all of you ladies grow as strong as possible. Anyway, the morning is getting on,” Ms. Williams states. “Why don’t we let Lord Brandon raise the village to a hamlet?”

“What about the rest of us? Are we just going to sit around?” Chloe asks.

“We plan to ascend to Rank Two,” Maeve declares, with Nikki and Alex at her side.

“I’m going to check out the new quests for today,” Olivia states.

Ms. Williams continues to speak with the girls milling about our informal village center. I take this opportunity to make my exit and head towards the obelisk on the far end of Moondale.

The pylon juts out of the ground.

“Looks like a big dick,” Londyn, who has been walking behind me, declares.

I snort. “You are not the first person to tell me that.” I stare at her and frown. “Are you always going to follow me like that?”

“It’s the job. Like your own personal, always horny and super slutty secret service agent.”

“It’s the job. Is that the only reason?” I ask, knowing she has an ulterior motive.

“You know there’s more.” She sidles up close to me. I’ve never really been one into tattoos and piercings, but they seem to fit Londyn perfectly. She has a certain raw almost primal beauty to her, and the part I’d hidden for so long within me heartily approves.

I decide to switch things around on her. I come up to her, grab her around the waist, and pull her into me. I kiss her lips once, before biting down the bottom one, drawing a bit of blood. I just know—a benefit of my Carnal Knowledge perk, that she likes a bit of pain—that she likes it a little rough.

That tiny action gets me rock hard down below.

Then I pull away.

“Hey, what the hell.” Londyn’s eyes blaze with lustful intent. “Why the fuck did you stop?”

“I made a promise that I’d feed your beast—and I plan to do so—but first I need to enhance this village. Plus we’re not alone.”

Kayla is heading toward us with half of the residents of Moondale following her.

“You better fuck me good later,” Londyn states, before the others get into range. “Real good.”

“I promise. But first thing’s first. I approach the pylon. The initial time I accessed it, a sheen of blue light covered Moondale. That same color covers the pylon in a cerulean sheen. As I lay my hand on the stone, a new display opens up. 

The text reads: Moondale is currently a village. The following requirements must be met to raise it to a hamlet. Lord Brandon must have ascended to Rank Two. The pylon must be infused with five thousand white spirit crystals, one hundred green spirit crystals and five blue spirit crystals. All requirements have been met. Do you wish to upgrade the village to a hamlet? Yes / No.

I say, “Yes” and then begin to slowly infuse the pylon with the required crystals. A warmth washes over me before a wave of dark green light pours out from the head of the pylon. The entire village is enveloped in a blinding green light. The world turns green. Then it’s gone, and all around us new buildings have been erected while other ones have been repaired.

The Voice speaks aloud for all to hear. Unlike most times when there is no inflection of emotion in his tone, this time he speaks with enthusiasm: Huzzah: The Hamlet of Moondale has arisen. The walls surrounding Moondale have grown five feet taller with a battlement now surrounding it. Stones now reinforce the wooden walls. Rank one and above creatures will need to expend the equivalent of ten thousand white spirit crystals to breach the barrier. An additional five thousand white spirit crystals of damage will then be required to breach the physical walls surrounding Moondale. The plaza has been upgraded. Benches and tables have been improved. The fire pit has been enhanced. The Harem Hall has doubled in size and is able to house up to six paramours. New amenities have been added to the Harem Hall. The Harem Mistress’s dwelling has been upgraded with new amenities. Paramour cottages have been upgraded to Paramour cabins. One additional paramour cabin has been repaired and can now be occupied. There are now a total of seven cabins. Note: Once Moondale ascends to a town, the Harem Hall will be able to house Lord Brandon and ten paramours. In addition, a separate entrance to the Harem Mistress’s cabin will be connected to the Harem Hall. Two of the seven cabins will vanish and it is expected that ten paramours take up residence in the Harem Hall. Should Moondale ever ascend to a city, the Harem Hall will become the Lord's Manor and will be big enough to house all of Lord Brandon’s paramours at which time all of his loving consorts must move into the Manor. New amenities are available in the paramour cabins. The General Store has been upgraded. Visit the shop to see what new items are available. The Storage Shed has doubled in size. Half of the shed is now an icehouse where fresh meats and other perishable items can be stored. The Tinker’s Workshop has been rebuilt. One of the unassigned paramours will be given the class—Artificer—and will be able to access the Tinker’s workshop. The Healer’s Hut has been rebuilt and may now be occupied since Moondale has a Healer. Note: The Healer has the option to dwell in a cabin with other paramours, in the Harem Hall, or may take up permanent residence in the Healer’s Hut. Healer is exempt from the requirement to move into the Harem Manor. Healer’s Abilities are ten percent more powerful inside the Healer’s Hut. The plaza fountain has been semi-repaired. A quest will be offered to Lord Brandon, and he alone, to fully restore the fountain. Once the fountain is repaired and its waters flow again, it will provide boons to all the paramours dwelling within the hamlet. These boons will become known once the fountain is fully functional. The Three Moons Tavern will be open to the public once the proprietress, Lalania and her daughters are freed from their captivity. The Sultry Salon will be open to the public once the two sisters—Themis and Danna—are freed from their captivity. The Blacksmith will once again be open to the residents of Moondale once Crasha the Smithy is freed from her captivity. The guardhouse and barracks have been repaired. The guardhouse and the barracks will be manned once the soldiers are free from their captivity. The homes of numerous residents of Moondale have been repaired and will be occupied once they are freed from their captivity.

We head back towards our de facto town center next to Fiona’s Fountain. Once the message stops, I span my eyes around Moondale. The transformation is astonishing. Several dilapidated buildings look like a construction crew have just rebuilt them. The building next to the General Store had been the Inn. A sign with three faint colored circles painted on it hangs from a few rusty chains in front of its locked doors. In addition to the improvements mentioned by The Voice, there have been several other enhancements, such as several beds of dirt that now overflow with an assortment of colorful flowers. Small stone statues, mostly of nude women, stand on pedestals spaced around the hamlet. At a closer look, I notice that one of the nearby statues is a nude of Lindsay, while another one a short distance away is of Ms. Williams in all her glory.

I laugh to myself at the audacity of the power behind the growth of Moondale.

The Voice speaks again.

Quest: Unclog the Pipes. The pipes that feed water to the fountain are clogged. Clear the obstruction that is blocking the pipework in Fiona’s fountain. Once the pipes are unclogged, water can flow again into the fountain. This quest is a solo quest that only Lord Brandon can undertake. It is highly recommended that he complete this quest before undertaking any other.

Before I can comment on this odd quest or before any of the girls around me can say anything, The Voice chimes in again:

Quest: The growth of Moondale from a village to a hamlet cannot be fully completed until the villagers are free and returned to their homes in Moondale. After the last lord of Moondale departed, orcs, goblins, and other foul humanoids attacked Moondale. Some of the villagers—such as Fred and Marge—were able to flee to safety. However, many of the villagers were captured by orc slavers and now serve as their thralls. The men and children have been carted away and now toil away in the mines near the edge of the Eros Woods. The female villagers are the only ones that currently remain in the slave pens. Quest: Free the female villagers from the slave pens and return them to Moondale. Your maps indicate the suspected location of the slaver outpost. You have three days to complete this quest. In three days, the women of the village will be carted off and sold as courtesans and sex slaves to cruel masters beyond the edge of the Eros Woods. The elderly women will become housemaids, cooks, and scullery workers. Warning: It is recommended that a minimum of ten paramours, at least half of them Rank Two, accompany Lord Brandon on this quest. 

“Poor souls! We have to save them!” Lindsay shouts.

“We should leave now,” Alana declares.

“Tomorrow,” I answer.

I hear a few complaints and grumbles.

Olivia turns to the crowd. “Then I’ll go today. Who’s with me?”

“Stop!” I shout, my voice somehow amplified and commanding. My Voice of Authority ability I remember. I think I also unconsciously merged it with another ability, Project Will. The action was not conscious on my part.

“I fully intend to save them. You can have no doubt about that. But we will leave first thing tomorrow.”

“Why tomorrow?” Paige asks.

“Because Maeve, Nikki and Alex plan to ascend to Rank Two today.”

“So what does that have to do with anything,” Paige questions. “There are more of us.”

“It means,” Maeve responds, her fists on her hips, “that we’ll have a better chance of surviving and bringing everyone back alive if more of us are Rank Two. Especially when The Voice recommended that at least half of us are Rank Two.”

I glance over at Olivia, worry and determination covering her lovely countenance. “I hope after we finish the quests today that more of you will be able to ascend to Rank Two. Fred and Marge may also have new items for us like healing potions. Today we prepare, and tomorrow morning we free the villagers. I promise you.”

“Shouldn’t we vote on this or something?” Chloe asks.

“This isn’t a democracy,” Maeve states. “Brandon’s in charge. You got me.” Nikki and Alex take position on either side of Maeve.

“Then why are we setting up a council?” Paige asks.

I step forward. “Whether any of you like it or not—The Voice put me in charge. That doesn’t mean I plan to act like some kind of tyrant or something. I’m always going to listen to the council’s advice, but I will make the final decision. Somebody has to. My decision here is we wait until the morning. By tomorrow, maybe four or five of you will have ascended. I’m also hoping that every one of you who just arrived last night will receive a class so we have enough people left here to protect Moondale while we’re gone.”

“What are you going to be doing in the meantime?” Maria asks.

“You mean other than having nonstop sex,” Bridget grins.

“You should warn us,” one of the newcomers, Stefani, cuts in.

I ignore Stefani unsure how to respond. “It seems I need to finish this fountain quest ASAP. So that’s going to be my first stop.”

“Maybe we’ll get some fresh water,” Yanira chimes in. “It would be nice to drink something that doesn’t make me instantly horny.”

“It becomes hard to concentrate,” Lindsay’s face flushes, “when all of a sudden I am doing something and I find the need to touch myself.”

I ignore her comment and continue. “Then I plan to return to the buses. We had to book it out of there quickly yesterday to get back before it got dark. Maybe we can scrounge up some supplies or personal belongings from the buses.”

“Who’s going with you?” Maria asks.

“Not sure yet. I’d like to bring a few of you who are new—that is if you received a class already.”

“Maybe we will complete our ascension by then,” Maeve states.

Olivia looks at me. “I’ll go back with you.”

Sammi walks over to Olivia. “Me too. We both fought together well yesterday.”

“Maybe not,” Kayla states.

“Why not?” Sammi asks.

“Because Maeve, Alex and Nikki are going to be unavailable for a while. That leaves the two of you as some of our most experienced fighters. There’s another quest that might be better suited for you.”

“We need to figure that out as well,” Ms. Williams cuts in. “Who’s going to be attempting which quests?”

“I haven’t checked out The Quest Board yet,” I announce. “Why don’t we check the quests and divvy up what we think people can handle, especially since some of you haven’t received a class yet.


CHAPTER 4: NEW QUESTS

I make my way to The Quest Board with half of the girls trailing behind me. Several naked girls are exiting the General Store carrying bundles of clothing and other sundries. They make their way towards one of the paramour cabins. Kayla stated earlier that some of the girls are naked because of a current quest, and I’m curious to find out what it is.

I pull my gaze away from their bare asses, and read over the current day’s quests.

	Easy: Home Sweet Home: Moondale needs a new welcome sign greeting visitors to the hamlet. Create a sign that can be mounted on the post outside of the gate. See Fred and Marge for the necessary supplies. Up to three paramours can participate with the creation of the sign. Reward: One hundred and fifty white spirit crystals per participant. 
	Easy: Give Me A B, Give Me An R: At least five paramours are needed to create and perform a cheer for Lord Brandon. The performance must last at least five minutes. Special cheerleader outfits, available from Fred and Marge, will be provided for the performance. Reward: Chocolate and other sweets will be available in the General Store. 
	Easy: Bye, Bye, Miss American Pie: Preconditions must be met prior to this quest being available. See Quest Number 5. Once Quest 5 is completed, this one may be attempted. Pick twenty-five apples and bring them back to the hamlet. Once back in the hamlet, bake three apple pies. The General Store now sells all ingredients and supplies needed to bake pies. Reward: Two hundred and fifty white spirit crystals per apple pie baked. Additional quest: Spoon feed Lord Brandon no less than five bites of apple pie. Up to three paramours may accept this additional quest. Reward: Twenty-five white spirit crystals per paramour for each bite fed to Lord Brandon. 
	Moderate: Who Knows What Dangers: Explore the old tower to the southwest of the hamlet. This is a paramours only quest and Lord Brandon cannot assist. It is advised that at least four paramours participate in this exploration – though six would be optimal. Rewards: Variable. 
	Hard: An Apple A Day Keeps The Shaman Away: A small grove of apple trees is located a mile to the south. Something is destroying the trees. Uncover what is destroying them and then deal with the threat. Reward: Five hundred white spirit crystals, fifty green crystals, and five blue crystals per participant. This quest can be completed by no more than a group of six participants. Once the grove is safe, an Easy quest will open up. See Easy Quest 2. 
	Challenging: Rescue The Villagers: Rescue The Villagers from the slave pens. Time limit, three days. Reward: Variable 


Special Paramour Quests. Note these quests do not expire.

	Naked: Up to five paramours can complete this quest, which will last for five days. Object of quest, paramour must remain nude from sun-up until sundown. She cannot stay hidden in her cabin while nude but must go about her day as normal. Reward: Five hundred white spirit crystals. Note: Paramour can still be offered a class while finishing this quest; however, class specific attire will be unavailable until quest is completed through either success or failure. 
	I Kissed A Girl, And I Liked It: Make out with another paramour for ten minutes. This quest is available to up to three sets of paramours. Reward: Two hundred and fifty white spirit crystals. Additional quest: Sixty-Nine Is Fine: Perform a 69 position with another paramour and bring one another to climax. Reward: Five hundred white spirit crystals. 
	Hooter’s Girl: Be the first paramour who Lord Brandon titty fucks. Lord Brandon must finish on paramour’s breasts for the quest to be complete. Reward: Five hundred white spirit crystals. 
	Happy Ending: This is a team competition. Two paramours need to give Lord Brandon a full boy massage that lasts at least fifteen minutes. The massage must end in a happy ending, with both paramours joining in. Reward: Five hundred white spirit crystals per participant. 


The Quest Board, similar to the day before, begins to speak: Hello ladies of Moondale. After the success of yesterday’s Special Paramour event, What’s A Blowjob Among Friends, a new one is now available. It’s called: I’ve Been A Very Bad Girl. This quest is only available to one paramour who must attempt to complete all three parts. The Harem Mistress shall choose the paramour. If the paramour declines, the Harem Mistress can continue to choose until one accepts this wonderful opportunity. Part One: You’ve been a very bad girl and deserve a good spanking. Bend over the Harem Mistress’s lap who will then proceed to spank your ass with her bare hand. The Harem Mistress will instinctively know how hard the smacks must be. Paramour must receive twenty smacks on each cheek. Reward for completion of Part one: Two hundred and fifty white crystals per butt cheek. Paramour has five minutes to recover before she must begin the next phase of the quest. She may not receive healing or use spirit crystals to heal her sore bottom. Part Two: Paramour must once again bend over the Harem Mistress’s lap who will then proceed to use a wooden paddle to strike each ass cheek fifteen times. The Harem Mistress will instinctively know how hard each paddle strike must be. The paramour may not receive healing or use spirit crystals to heal her sore bottom. Reward for Completion of Part Two: Five hundred white crystals, one hundred green spirit crystals, and ten blue spirit crystals per ass cheek. Paramour has fifteen minutes to recover before she must begin the final phase of the quest. Note: Lord Brandon is required for the final part of the quest to be completed. If Lord Brandon is unavailable at the start of Part Three, it may be delayed until he is once again back in the hamlet. The final part of the quest must resume within fifteen minutes of Lord Brandon’s return to the hamlet. Part Three: Paramour must allow herself to be placed in a stock. Do not worry, the stock will appear in Moondale once the first two parts of the quest are completed. While locked in the stock, the Harem Mistress will lash her but thirty times with her bullwhip. Paramour will then be removed from the stock and must drop to her knees and perform fellatio on Lord Brandon, bringing him to completion. Reward for completion of both portions of Part Three: Paramour will receive a total of one thousand white spirit crystals, two hundred and fifty green spirit crystals, and fifty blue spirit crystals. In addition, the paramour, for exhibiting fortitude and willpower, will have three Attribute scores raised: Hard Skin, Willpower, and Physical Fortitude. Additional quest requirements: At least five other paramours must be on hand to view all parts of the quest. Who will be the lucky lady to receive these great rewards?

“Who the hell was that?” Bridget utters.

“What’s with these filthy paramour quests?” Izzy asks. “And who would be crazy enough to go through all that.”

“That was The Quest Board,” Kayla explains.

“She’s a little pervy, isn’t she,” Izzy states.

“She has this thing for one of us blowing Brandon in public with the rest of us looking on,” Londyn states with a smirk.

“That quest is worth a ton. If my math is correct,” Kayla offers, “it pays a total of two thousand two hundred and fifty white spirit crystals, three hundred and fifty green and sixty blue. It’s astronomical. That’s not even taking into account having three Attributes raised.”

“That’s more than enough crystals to allow one of us to ascend.” Lindsay eyes the bullwhip hanging from a loop at Ms. William’s hip before shivering and turning away.

Paige looks at her, “If anyone can even endure that.”

Londyn jumps in. “There’s a bunch of us who can, I'm sure. From what I’ve been hearing, some of you are into a little pain and get off on it. If no one else is game to give it a try, then you can count me in Ms. Williams.”

“Count me out,” Bridget chimes in. “I got a sliver of glass in my ass once and almost passed out from that pain. I can’t imagine the pain from a paddle – or even worse, from that whip.  That thing looks downright scary.”

“I only started with fifty of these white crystals,” a fully nude Jada announces. “So that payoff might be worth the pain.”

Jada is a smoking hot swimmer with light brown skin. She is totally shaven down below with a small loop hanging from her clit. A small chain hangs down from her belly button. Her tits are c-cups and firm as all hell. However, the most profound features are her nipples. Can they be real? I wonder. They are as long and thick as the cap of a pen. I can’t avert my eyes, even though I know I should.

“Hey,” she shouts towards me. “Just because I’m naked doesn’t mean you can just leer at me. I didn’t receive a class last night or this morning. And I was studying Economics back in college, so I know the power of currency. These crystals are the currency around here. So being nude for half the day without having to risk my skin to earn five hundred spirit crystals just makes good economic sense.” She looks around. “I have no problems kissing any of you either for another two hundred fifty spirit crystals. The second part of that one—the sixty-nining can be discussed. If any of you are hesitant, just think of it as a business transaction. I will say one final thing, back on Earth money is king—it can buy you influence and power—and it’s the same here it seems. These crystals will make us strong. I don’t plan to let any sons of bitches capture me again. We were helpless and could have died. I won’t be a victim again.”

Zoe, who is also stark naked, strides up to Jada and whispers something to her, before the two girls begin to make out.

“It might be all about economics like she said, “Izzy states, “but these quests are trying to bribe us into gratuitous sex acts for money, plain and simple. Are we putting on a show for The Voice?”

“There is a type of logic to them,” Kayla declares.

“What would that be?” Maria questions bemused.

My Wise Woman tilts her head to one side, biting her lower lip as she ponders her answer. “I think part of it is so that we break down all inhibitions and hang-ups when it comes to sex.”

“Why?” Maria asks again.

“I’m still working that out,” Kayla admits. “My current theory is that The Voice or maybe the woods, feeds off the sexual energy we generate. And it’s not about breeding. Marge is very insistent we sniff that perfume each morning, so we don’t get with child as she calls it. A second thing is that, at least initially, it’s an easy way for some of the others who don’t want to hack things apart to gain valuable crystals. I wonder if once we grow strong enough whether or not these paramour quests will even continue. At some point earning two hundred and fifty or five hundred white spirit crystals won’t mean a thing.”

“She’s right about the first part,” Alana interjects. “The Special Paramour quests really makes sense if you think about it. One of us can gain the Hard Skin, Willpower and Physical Fortitude boosts by enduring having our butts tanned by Ms. Williams.”

“There is a big difference between an Attribute score of zero, one, and two,” Kayla explains. “I’m certain if you have Hard Skin two, that most knife slashes would cause minimal damage. It would be like trying to slice a pane of thick glass with a butter knife. You might leave a mark but nothing more.”

“I may consider the quest,” Nikki states. “I fight up close and personal and can’t really wear thick armor.”

“Might be good for me also,” Paige cuts in.

“Probably best for a front-line fighter or a tank,” Kayla states.

Ms. Williams holds up her hand. “Ladies. I have a thought about who would be perfect for that quest. I’ll discuss it in private with her later on. For now, we should decide who will attempt the other quests as well as check out these upgrades to Moondale.”

“A few are already working on a cheer,” Sammi adds.

“I’m planning on tackling The Tower quest,” Olivia states. “You should also come, Sammi.”

“I was going to ask you,” Sammi responds.

“How about you guys?” she asks, looking at Maeve, Nikki and Alex.

“I would,” Maeve answers, but we’re going to ascend to Rank Two in a little while.

“It takes a few hours,” Nikki explains.

“I’m still short a few hundred crystals to ascend,” Olivia states, “so I hope The Tower quest will have a good payoff.”

“No need. I could give them to you right now,” I offer.

“Appreciate that,” she responds. “But, I want to do this on my own.”

I smile and nod to her.

Olivia turns to Sammi. “We should ask around and see who else wants to come along. We should also find out who’s going to tackle the apple grove quest.”

“Kayla,” Lindsay says, “you’re the Wise Woman. You can probably help us to decide the best groups to go out on these quests.”

“Yeah,” Sammi agrees. “The groups should be well balanced and all to give us the best chance to complete these quests—and, more importantly for us all to survive.”

They all look over to me. “I agree. Kayla, you are the new Hamlet Administrator. Your first act is to coordinate the quests. Part of that is to make sure everyone is getting her chance. We’ve all seen how valuable the spirit crystals are. You may also want to ask Jada to help you out—let her take care of the finances and all.”

The Voice pronounces for all to hear: Wise Woman Kayla has been offered the Vocation, Moondale Administrator. If Wise Woman Kayla accepts this vocation, the Town Hall will become available once your hamlet is raised to a town.

Paramour Jada has been offered the Vocation – Moondale Treasurer. If Paramour Jada accepts this Vocation, the Treasury will be available once the hamlet is raised to a town. Moondale residents and businesses will receive certain benefits. In addition, paramours will receive five percent more crystals for completing quests.

I receive a notification that Kayla is now the Moondale Administrator. There is also a notice that she should confer with Penny in reference to her duties and responsibilities.

Penny, however, still seems to be AWOL.

I look over to where Jada is making out with Zoe. I thought the two girls would just sort of push their lips together to fulfill the technical requirements of the quest. However, they’re really going at it, kissing one another passionately, their tongues locked together. Meanwhile, their hands are roaming one another’s bodies.

Despite all of this, I receive a notification that Jada has accepted the role of Treasurer. Now there is a woman who can multitask, I muse.

“Ms. Williams, one of my new duties as Administrator is to help assign quests. Will you assist me?” Kayla asks.  

"Of course, dear," she responds.  

My Wise Woman and newly minted Administrator comes up to me. “Take care of the fountain quest. I think it’s important. I’ll keep track of the other quests." Then she whispers to me and Ms. Williams. “I now have access to everyone’s Abilities, so I can really mix and match the best groups possible.”

“You may want to keep that quiet for now,” Ms. Williams whispers back to her, “some of the others might find that as an invasion of privacy.”

“Privacy.” I look over to Jada and Zoe whose make out session continues. “I think all privacy is gone. Anyhow, I’m heading back to retrieve my armor and sword and then tackle this fountain quest.”

“Are you expecting trouble with a stuffed pipe?” Londyn questions.

“Better safe than sorry.” I head back to the Harem Hall to prepare myself. I had played enough video games to know that side quests can often be quite deadly.

I have a sneaking suspicion that the muck and mire coating the fountain aren’t the only foul things I will need to deal with.


CHAPTER 5: RENDEZVOUS

Londyn follows behind me yet again, following me into the Harem Hall. I would argue with her that I don’t need her protection, but she was assigned as my personal guard by The Voice—whatever that is supposed to entail. I’m able to see all of the other paramour’s Abilities and a list of their possessions and crystals. However, when I try to access Londyn’s information it is blocked from me. It has to be for her protection in some way, I figure.

Is she expecting someone to attack me here?

I know what she wants.

She told you Brandon

She’s going to need you to fuck her brains out a lot.

You have a partner willing to feed your beast.

As much as Kayla was able to tap into some of the darker and rougher sexual desires I was always afraid to admit to, I know that Londyn will feed and encourage them.

My harem ability Carnal Knowledge tunes me into what each girl likes—the exact place they like to be kissed or touched—or the specific kinks that get them off. With Londyn, just about everything gets her off –and nothing—and I mean nothing, is off limits from what I can glean.

Thinking about her so close to me makes me shiver. 

Maybe I should feed my beast.

The quest can wait.

What difference will a half an hour make?

I haven’t been in the Harem Hall since I upgraded Moondale to a hamlet, and I’m astonished by how much the interior has transformed. It seems to be twice as large. Off on the far wall sits a bed that must be twice the size of a king size back on Earth. On the opposite end of the hall hangs – what is that—a sex swing? Behind it on the wall and on the table in front of it, hang or sit an assortment of what I could only describe as sex toys—from dildos, to fuzzy and metal handcuffs, to cat-o’-nine-tails, and a few other items I’ve never seen before. I can only assume my Harem Mistress would know what they’re for.

The assortment of pillows that cover the floor seems to have doubled. Recessed into the walls are five large living spaces– each with its own bed and furniture. These are personal areas for when and if I have any of the paramours move in.

How would that even work? Would my three wives just be hanging out in their little living areas or maybe on the pillows while I was having sex with one or more of the other paramours?

Would one of my wives, or all, be joining in every time?

I guess these are questions I really should be discussing with Ms. Williams.

My brain hurts thinking of the logistics.

Londyn grins. “Interesting place you have here.”

I know I just had sex with my three wives this morning, but her voice sets something off in me and I want her right now.

I turn to her. “Let’s feed our beasts.”

The bed is softer than it was this morning, and we sink into it. With the abundance of tattoos, sigils and piercing, Londyn definitely appears to be wild. Within seconds, we are both nude.  Before I know what is happening her pussy is above my face, droplets of her womanhood coating her labia already puffy and ready. I open my mouth eagerly. Her pussy is soft, slippery and soaking wet as she grinds against me; her smell is addictive and I inhale deeply. I flick my tongue over the ring hanging from her clit and then suck hard, building pressure before I release. She gives out a primal growl before gyrating over my lips. She sits there moaning and groaning, filthy epithets issuing from her mouth.

“That’s the fucking spot,” she moans.  “Tongue fuck me there.”

I love her dirty talk. My tongue continues to brush her clit, followed by deep hard sucks, teased with an edge of pressure from my teeth tugging on the ring. Then she bends over and her mouth engulfs the entire length of my cock.

I hadn’t sixty-nined much in my life and wondered why I hadn’t. Oh that’s right, my ex wasn’t really into oral that much. And she was my one and only sexual partner.

The angle of Londyn’s mouth drives thoughts of Cara out of my head, and I can’t help but thrust upward watching her throat stretch over my swollen member. It is almost too much to bear, and I think I might just lose it. She must sense this because she bobs her head up and down while her hands roam along my legs.

Internally I smile. Game on.

I take the small metal loop dangling from her clit into my teeth and give it a gentle tug. Using my thumb, I dip it inside her juicy and tight pussy before trailing my lubed thumb to her rosy anus. I circle my thumb before pushing it deep inside. Londyn’s hips squirm and she lets out a garbled squeak, muffled by my cock hitting the back of her throat. I use my thumb inside her to guide her sweet pussy across my mouth, and then tug harder on her clit ring. She bucks wildly, a whimper emitting from her throat.

She grinds her womanhood forcefully onto my lips and face. I lap up her droplets like they are the sweetest juice in the world.

I hear deep slurping sounds as sucks on my inflamed cock.

I glide my fingers over her pussy while I push my thumb deeper into her ass.

Her legs clamp around my head like a vice. She pulls her mouth from my dick before sitting straight up and shouting, “Oh fuck Brandon, fuck! You can do anything you want to me.”

She thrusts her hips deeply onto my mouth, her full weight heavy as she bucks and orgasms, and for a moment I can’t breathe.

This is the second time in less than an hour one of the paramours has almost smothered me to death with her womanhood.

I feel her orgasm spread out, knowing it’s like a sonar beacon that every girl in the village is about to pick up on.

The weight on my face disappears and Londyn climbs astride my thick, aching cock. Her pussy is soaked and radiates heat. However it’s her still pulsing orgasms rippling on my shaft as she rides me aggressively that has me moaning in pleasure too. For the next several minutes I am totally at her command as Londyn lifts and lowers herself onto my welcoming cock, the entire length disappearing, as though by magic, into her snatch.

“Yes!” She screams. “Shove that beast in me…Yeah, that’s the spot!”

“So tight,” is all I’m able to get out as I hold onto her hips while she plunges onto me. “I can’t hold it.”

And I can’t.

I need to come now or I may lose my senses.

“Not yet!” she commands, as she suddenly lifts herself off from me.

“What the hell?” I wheeze out.

She tosses me a wicked grin before the entrance to her puckered ass is right above my cock—the tip of which is coated with my pre-cum and her slick juices. She positions my manhood against her rosy entrance before she wriggles her hips, and then the opening to her tight ass sucks me in.

“Take my ass!” she screams, as she rides me.

She leans over, her tits pushing up against my chest, and begins to kiss me ravenously. I grab her ass cheeks and begin to power drive into her tight hole.

The feeling is so intense that we both begin to scream and moan into one another’s mouths while we continue to kiss. She pulls herself up and starts screaming “Oh fuck yes! Plow that cock into my ass,” as she rubs her clit furiously while my cock continues to drive into her backside. 

Her entire body suddenly goes rigid and she rises above me, her body arched, tits jutting into the sky. She looks glorious, her face in a grin of pleasure and she lets out a long scream that echoes throughout the hall.

“Oh God, Londyn,” I groan, before firing five or six powerful loads of cum into her ass. I hold her tightly until my entire cock is drained of all cum. She lays on top of me, our hearts thrumming against one another.

She nibbles and then bites my ear. “That’s nothing! Just foreplay. Maybe we’ll try out the whip later or maybe the swing.”

She climbs off me, my cum dripping from her ass. She drags me into the shower. She surprises me with how efficient and clinical she is as we both clean up. As I pull the hauberk over my head a short time later, Londyn asks, “Do you really think there is a way out of here? A way back to Earth?”

The blunt question seems so out of place considering I just had my cock in her most private and taboo of places.

“I’m not sure. However, I plan to find out.”

“Maybe don’t try too hard. Nothing but a death sentence waits for me back there. I’m content right here”

.


CHAPTER 6: UNCLOGGING THE PIPES

A few minutes later, I’m standing at the edge of Fiona’s Fountain. Greenish muck along with twisted vines cover the statue of the nude water nymph. Sludge, twigs, dead bugs, and other detritus coat the sides and bottom of the pool in a slimy film.

I should have brought a shovel or something to clean out the mess.

I didn’t really think this through.

I lean over the edge of the fountain, and using my hands begin to scoop the filth out of the pool and onto the ground. I yank out clumps of slimy green goo and even nastier gunk. I am finally forced to wade into the pool to reach the slime beyond the length of my arms.

My boots and khakis are going to be ruined, and I’m going to need a shower after this.

“Oh, that smells awful,” Londyn gags, not too far away.

“You don’t have to stand guard here, you know.”

“I don’t think this is going to be as simple as just scooping out dirt,” she states. “There’s more to this quest.”

“Yeah, I feel the same thing. Just not sure what it is.”

Ten minutes later, sweat is pouring freely down my neck and my throat is raw. I’m about to step from the pool and head to the General Store to buy some tools and get something to drink when I finally eye the drain, with a thick coat of sludge covering it. I step towards it gingerly, careful not to slip on the slick sludge below my feet. I squat down and then shove my hand into the drain and begin to pull out clumps of mud. One final fistful and the pipe gurgles as the water sluices away.

Then the water stops.

There is still an obstruction preventing the water from fully draining.

I stick my hand in again. Probably not the wisest move, but I want to get the hell out of this fountain. The smell makes my eyes water and bile rises to my throat.

My head is just above the water, and my arm down to my elbow in the drain, when I grasp onto something hard, almost stone like. I brace myself as best I can, and then using all of my strength, I yank upwards. At first, nothing happens, but then the obstruction loosens and flies from the drain.

I lose my grip, slip on the sludge, and fall onto my back.

The fountain shakes and rumbles like water running through old rusty pipes.

A semi translucent dome emerges around the fountain. It forms even beyond the edges of the pool, pushing Londyn back. She loses her footing and plops onto her ass. My bodyguard screams something out, but I can’t make out what it is.

Olivia and a number of the other girls rush towards the dome.

Londyn is mouthing something frantically and pointing.

Is she warning me?

Instinct kicks in, and I turn just in time to see the last few inches of a fifteen-foot long snake shoot from the drainpipe. As soon as it fully exits, it seems to double in thickness.

“Oh fuck!”

It towers above me and opens its jaw, which is the size of my goddamn head.

Black ichor drips from two curled fangs the size of a pencil.

It strikes at me.

Using my forearm, I bat its jaw away.

I struck it harder than I thought, because it seems stunned for a moment.

“It’s bite is deadly,” Penny warns. “And don’t let it coil around you or it will squeeze you to death,” Penny adds.

I don’t know where Penny has been hiding, but I am thankful for her warnings. 

The snake coils back to strike at me again.

I invoke one of my new Abilities and wait for it to come at me.

The thing is lightning fast, and I get my fist up just in time to punch it with Devastating Blow.

By Earth standards, my Strength of two would make me one of the strongest men on the planet. It is formidable here as well, and the punch smashes into the head of the snake. I hear things break and snap in its mouth and jaw.

My hand hurts like a son of a bitch like it’s just struck a brick wall.

Hard Skin was definitely working overtime, saving me from breaking any bones.

“Kill it now!” Penny screams. “It has a revenge attack you can’t block or escape.”

The snake hovers in the air, swaying back and forth like a drunk college student after a bar crawl. The oscillation is not an indication that it is mortally wounded, but some kind of an ability that distracts me. Its fanged maw moves like lightning. Then I feel incredible pain—the worst pain I have ever experienced in my life—as the snake clamps its jaw around my forearm.

I hear something snap followed by pain shooting up my arm, into my shoulder, and then down across my back.

Then something bizarre happens.

The snake sails back down towards the drainage pipe. There is no way I should fit. Hell, there is no way the serpent should either. But then I’m sailing through a drainpipe with the snake latched onto my arm.

“Oh fuck!” I scream.

My eyes focus on a crystalline pool of water below me.

It’s going to pull me below the surface and drown me.

I scream out one more time before I strike the pool.

My lungs fill with cool water.

I grab one of the fangs latched around my arm, wrap my free hand around it, and then yank it until it snaps.

“Fuck you snake!” I shout when it pulls away from my arm. It’s hard to swim with one good arm, but I manage. I cough out water as my head breaks the surface.

I gasp, and take in a lungful of air. Then my eyes move to my right where a vortex of water is engaged in a battle with the snake on a small outcropping of rocks a few feet from me. I swim over and then crawl up onto the rocks, panting, face down.

Gotta get up! I tell myself.

Need to kill the fucking snake!

You’re a goddamn Defender so act like one.

Determined not to fail and pulling on my inner fortitude, I stand up. My left arm hangs uselessly, broken in several places.

I walk cautiously toward where the snake and the vortex of water are battling. I push the blue button on Spirit and can feel the cold of the blade. The snake flails back and forth so fast that my eyes can barely keep track of its movements. Then the elemental is flung away, like a wave of water. In the blink of an eye, the wave coalesces into the shape of a beautiful, naked woman.

Sadly, I have no time to admire her perfection.

The great serpent turns towards me, its mouth agape, and it shoots towards me. I drive the sword into its open maw, twisting the serrated blade the moment it makes contact with solid flesh. The snake clamps its mouth shut, but it lacks strength, and I am able to thrust the blade a little deeper. The cold effect freezes its jaws in place, allowing me to drive it yet deeper without fear of it biting my arm off.

It ceases flailing, and its dead corpse yanks me to the ground with my sword stuck in its mouth.

One of its fangs may have scratched me, because my arm burns like it’s been set aflame. Then my whole body feels like someone has doused it in gasoline and then set me on fire.

I’m dying!

I’ve failed.

What will happen now? What will become of the girls?

My eyes grow heavy.

They close and darkness takes me.

◆◆◆

I stir slowly; the agonizing pain is gone.

In its place, I feel incredible warmth between my legs. In fact, I have the biggest, hardest boner of my life.

I open my eyes.

A mane of beautiful blue hair—the color of the afternoon sky—covers my groin. The owner of that blue hair has her luscious mouth bobbing back and forth over my enlarged shaft.

It is like my cock is surrounded by a vortex of water that swirls along my shaft and the tip, with jets of H2O also massaging my balls.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!’ I groan as my manhood surrenders to the overwhelming sensations and my cum shoots out in long, ropelike jets.

It feels like my jizz is being pulled away as soon as it leaves me.

I grow lightheaded, and feel like I’m floating gently down a stream.

The incredible feeling around my cock finally ends as the blue haired goddess stands up.

She is a creature of water—but in human form. Her legs are long and lean, and her hips shapely. Flowing light blue hair hangs down to the small of her back. Perfectly formed breasts the size of grapefruits swell from her chest. Her blue-green eyes are like pools of water I could drown in.

Pulling away from the vision before me, I take note of where I am. It’s a grotto of some type. I stand up on a large boulder where several plush shrubs grow from cracks. Crisp, clear water runs gently past me on both sides of the rock. Hundreds of fireflies flitter around the underground cavern lighting it and illuminating the crystalline waters. My clothing, armor and weapons lay haphazardly on an outcropping of rocks.

She stripped me!

“Hello,” a soft voice that sounds like the river sings.

“You have finally come.”

I snicker at her unintended pun. Then I ask, “Who are you?”

“I am Fiona. Who else would I be?”

“Oh… the water nymph,” I respond. 

“Um, the beings from above have called me that in the past,” she comments.

“Good to meet you. I am Brandon.”

She touches my chest with her finger. Soothing energy flows from her to me bringing a cool combination of revitalization and peace. Then her energy meshes with something within me. Almost, like an interlacing of our souls. Her essence is wild and beautiful – and wholly erotic.

“Ah, the new Lord.” She pauses for a moment, her smile growing, as she looks me over. “Thanks to you, the serpent is gone. He has been quite a menace eating all my fish and blocking the way to my fountain. Now that you’ve killed him, we can revive my pool.” She claps her hands together bouncing in a distracting way. “Oh, it is glorious. Once more, I will be able to sing and dance and play beneath the slutty moons and the sultry sun.”

“Glad you’re free now. Are you the one who saved me? I’m fairly sure I was dying?”

“Who else is here to save you but me? Not the silly fish,” she answers playfully. “The battle with the serpent and then having to heal you drained what little strength I had left. However, you have refreshed me—at least for the time being.”

“Refreshed?”

“Your delicious man seed, of course, silly.”

It takes a moment before it clicks. She’s talking about my sperm!

It has power.

I don’t ask her about that now as a more pressing question.  “Um, how do I get out of here? I was kind of pulled down here.”

“Oh, you silly humans. If there is a way in then there is a way out.”

“And you know the way out?”

“I am the way out, silly.” She glides closer to me. Small waves dance beneath her feet and hold her aloft.

“So how do we leave?”

“I take you along with me, turn you to lovely water like myself, and we flow right back into the pool.”

The thought of turning into water scares me.  But if it’s the only way to get back then what choice do I have?  “Take me back, please,” I plead, eager to get back to Moondale. Londyn and the others have to be losing their minds about now.

Fiona touches my cheek with a watery finger. The water feels both solid and like it is in motion at the same time. A coolness spreads over my entire body. Then she moves close to me before her lips brush against mine. The best way I can describe the kiss is that her lips feel as soft as jelly, warm, giving, but solid enough to have them cling to mine. My manhood turns rigid. I break the embrace and say, “I thought we were leaving?”

“Silly human. I am too weak.” Her manner of speech is both fluid and oddly roundabout. She continues in a singsong voice. “Fighting the slithery thing for so long and then saving you has drained me.”

“I thought my man seed…” I utter before ending my thought. I sound so stupid saying that.

Her hair ripples as she shakes her head. “Oh, that was not enough. Not nearly enough. Not if I want to leave today. The waters can revive me but oh so slowly. So many currents will come and go, and come and go that you will have already returned to the dirt by then. The touch of a man—the yummy seed of a man—that will speed things up greatly. Oh greatly indeed.”

“Touch of a man?”

“Not so much the touch, though I like it very much.” Her hands glide down to my crotch.

The nymph just blew me, and now I’m ready to go again.

“Your seed,” she giggles. “Your tasty seed can feed me. Make me strong, and then we can see the moons and stars together.”

There is something primal, untamed about the nymph. She reminds me of the dryads from Interlude. She has the shape of a woman for sure, but her elemental nature calls to me, and like the sirens, she calls to me—a force of nature—a being of pure erotic energy.

She’s a beautiful woman. Perhaps the most beautiful you have ever seen.  An exotic creature who wants you, desires you.  Give into her. 

A whirlwind of water suddenly surrounds me. Hundreds of tendrils of water wrap around me. Fiona’s lips brush mine again, and then her tongue slips between my lips. Kissing her feels like liquid silk. The kissing sensation is juxtaposed with a more aggressive one, as her hand slips between my legs and she strokes my shaft. Water, like from a shower head set on the jet setting, shoots up from below me, gently massaging my balls.

“Ohhh god,” I groan with her tongue probing mine. I grab her around the ass, my hands pushing into her cheeks almost like it would to a foam mattress, before it hits resistance.

Then jets of water massage the underside of my hardened rod from several different angles, while water swirls like a miniature whirlpool along its length.

“Yes,” I pant, before I begin to kiss the nymph passionately.

“Can’t hold it,” I wheeze, as I pull away from the kiss.

With the other girls so far, my stamina has never been in question. 

I find it almost impossible to hold off with Fiona.

“Not yet.” She ceases stroking me. A stream of water wraps itself around my balls, applying pressure.

She’s blocking me from cumming, I realize.

“Feed me your seed!” The line comes out as both a request and a command. She pulls me down on top of her, and then glides my cock inside of her. I am lost. Pleasure explodes inside my mind, and it’s like floating down a gentle stream before white water rapids sweep me up.

I have vague memories of Fiona riding on top of me. Water soaks my chest and thighs, as though overflowing a filled tub.

Another time her pussy is above my face, which is soon drenched with her juices tasting of the most invigorating mineral water.

There are snippets of memory amongst all the pleasure. Taking her from behind, her hair floating on invisible currents in the air. I grab hold of it, tugging on it gently while I drive my cock into her slippery, tight folds.

The last memory before I pass out is me on my back again, Fiona between my legs, as she blows me one more time, while streams of water tickle my balls again before I am lost in maddening ecstasy.

I scream! “Take my seed. Take all of it,” before I pass into sweet oblivion.

◆◆◆

My eyes pop open.

I’m no longer in the cave but instead find myself lying on the ground outside of the pool. Londyn, Olivia, Kayla, Alana and Ms. Williams hover above me.  I am stark naked.  I glance to my left where my belongings are piled next to me. 

I sit up, still a little wobbly. “I’m okay.” Ghostly sensations flutter over my dick. I swear I can feel streams of water still caressing and fondling me. For the first time since I have arrived here, my sex drive has been sated. Vitality ability or not, I think Fiona drained me dry for the time being.

The Quest Board speaks aloud: Quest Complete: Unclogging the Pipes. The fountain of Fiona the Nymph has been restored. Reward: The Harem Mistress and paramours can now imbibe of the waters of the pool.  Note: The waters of the fountain will have no effect on Lord Brandon.

The statute of Fiona is now pristine and shines in the sun with her curves and features carved of purest marble. She holds a vase on its side. Crystalline water rushes out and falls in the pool. The statue shimmers and in its place stands the living version of the nude nymph.

“Thanks to Lord Brandon, my pool and fountain have been restored. What a jubilant day. My waters have been enriched and empowered by Lord Brandon’s life energy and great boons are available to his consorts who imbibe my water.”

“What does she mean by life energy?” Lindsay asks.

“She means his jizz, I think,” Londyn responds with a smile

“Oh yes, his most wonderful and mouthwatering man seed has revived me,” Fiona claps her hands. “As long as he keeps me strong, my waters will empower those who drink from it.”

“So that water has Brandon's spunk floating in it?” Olivia clarifies.

“You had some of it floating around in you yesterday, Olivia,” Sammi quips.

Olivia’s cheeks turn bright red.

I notice that the girls standing around can’t take their eyes from the nymph. Some look at her with jealousy—others at her pure beauty. A few even glance at her lustfully.

Fiona speaks again. “Each paramour may partake of my waters twice each day. My waters can heal those of you who are injured or rid your body of the most vile of illnesses, diseases and poisons. If you are weary, my waters can energize you.  Drink from my fountain before you leave on a quest and feel invigorated. Your spells and weapons will harm your foes most terribly.” She turns her head in my direction before continuing. “As long as Lord Brandon keeps me well fed, my waters will be here to assist you. Should Moondale ever grow into a town, like it has been in the past, the power of my fountain shall grow. Should it ever grow to a city, my cousins shall return. On that day, may Moondale rejoice. A celebration for all our citizens to join us in song and dance. To frolic the days and nights away. Oh, the joys we will have!”

Kayla approaches the edge of the fountain. “Your waters sound like a wonderful gift. Thank you.”

“We nymphs are all about giving. But we like gifts too.”

“What sort of gifts?” Olivia asks suspiciously.

“Just companionship. I have been alone for so long with just fish to talk to.” I can tell her voice influences my paramours as some of them lean in to listen further. “And fish mostly talk about fishy things,” she continues. “Not all that interesting. Just visit with me and sing with me. Share wine with me and play with me. Oh, yes, yes, yes, playing with me is most enjoyable. And of course, let me share in the bounty the lord of this village offers you.” She claps her hands in excitement. “Oh, we will have such fun times together, all of us.”


CHAPTER 7: CHOOSING TEAMS

“How long was I gone for?” I ask Londyn as I begin to dress. 

“A few hours,” my bodyguard responds.

“We were scared shitless.” Olivia punches me on the shoulder. “Don’t ever do that to us again.”

“The snake dragged you away, and we had no way to get to you because of the dome,” Londyn explains.

“Penny finally told us you were okay,” Kayla states. “Said you killed the snake but still had one more quest to finish. She wouldn’t give us any details though.”

“We all know the other part of the quest,” Londyn smirks. “It seems you had your pipes cleaned too.”

“Ha. Ha. But in all seriousness, I owe part of my survival to Penny as well. She warned me about the dangers of the snake.”

“I am always here to help, Lord Brandon,” Penny gushes. “And I have agreed to assist your paramours to the best of my capacities as long as they remain deferential to me, The Voice and in particular to you Lord Brandon.”

“I’m glad you will be helping them. We have a ton of quests today and need all the help we can get.”

“About the quests,” Kayla explains, “they’ve been divvied up.”

“Who’s going where?”

Olivia chimes in. “Sammi and I are going to lead a group to The Tower. I’ll act as the front-line fighter, while she’s going to be our ranged fire power.”

“I’m coming also,” Alana chimes. “We don’t have any details about the quest, so I want to be there in case anyone gets hurt.”             

“Who else?” I ask.

Kayla responds. “We thought another fighter would be great so Megan’s coming along. She received a class late last night, Light Bringer. Penny says it’s something like a paladin or a holy warrior who also has some minor healing powers.” Megan was one of the three redheads currently in the village, along with Maeve and Bridget. Unlike the other two, she is tall, lean and muscular with short-cropped strawberry blonde hair. I watch her a dozen or so feet away from me practicing her swinging technique with a two-handed sword. I’m shocked she can even hold the thing. She is draped in what I can only call a tight-fitting suit of armor, as though the metal was formed to perfectly accentuate her curves. “We also wanted to make sure a few of the swimmers are included.”

“That’s why I’m coming along also,” Jasmyn says as she walks up. I scan her for a second and see that she is a Scout. Brown leather armor hugs her midsection and ample breasts. An arrowhead hangs from a leather cord between her cleavage. Tight green pants cling to her wide hips and plump ass. A curved blade hangs from a thong at her hip. Several throwing knives are readily accessible from tiny sheathes on both hips, her upper leg, and from both boots.

I really hate the idea of a group of my girls tackling a quest without me. Lindsay and a few could have died the day before if I hadn’t killed a giant dog intent on biting and clawing them to death.

I sigh and close my eyes, taking a deep breath. I know I can’t afford to coddle them. This world is too dangerous, and they need to get stronger. Besides, I have to trust them and let them see that I have faith in them to do what needs to be done.

“The group is well rounded,” Kayla reassures me. Trust my Wise Woman to pick up on my uncertainties. “There’s a tank, a fighter, a spell caster, a healer, and a scout.”

“All right ladies,” Olivia yells in a commanding tone. “We’re heading out in ten minutes. I don’t know about you, but I plan to try out the water in the fountain. We’re going to need every boost we can get. Take another dose in case we need it for healing, and if anyone has a canteen let’s bottle it up. If you don’t have a canteen, then go buy one at the store. You have ten minutes so make it count.”

Olivia’s group follows her instructions. Even though Olivia is one of the youngest girls here, she has natural leadership skills.   The girls follow her suggestions with two dashing to the store, while others move over to the fountain to drink the water before filling up their flasks or canteens.”

I look over to Kayla. “Thank you for organizing everything. How about the other quests?”

“The apple grove only allows five participants. Maeve, Alex and Nikki are currently ascending, so we figured you should lead this party. I know you wanted to head out to the buses.”

“No problem,” I interject. “Maybe if we get through the quest fast enough, we can head there on our way back. So, who else is coming along?”

Londyn walks up to me. “I am, of course.”

“Because she’s your bodyguard,” Kayla explains, “she does not count as one of the five.”

“That could be a good exploit for future quests,” I comment.

“The other four are going to be Tiffany—”

“What class is she?” I ask, realizing I just cut her off before she could give me the names of the others.

“Sensory Mage,” Kayla responds. “She can affect the five senses—make someone blind, burst their eardrums, cause their nerves to feel like they are on fire.”

“That’s scary.”

“She’s probably the deadliest one here,” Kayla offers, “after you and maybe Sammi. Though I’m not sure she knows how dangerous she is just yet. The next one on the list is Bridget. She received her class just a little while ago. She’s a Ranger—a fighter with a strong affinity with nature. She’ll be here in a minute.”

“Maria’s coming with us also,” Londyn cuts in. I get the sense that her choice may have been one of the more controversial ones.

“How is a Bard going to be any help?” Paige asks as she walks up to us, sporting what looks like a baseball bat gripped in her right hand. “What is she going to do when an orc tries to cut her head off—recite a poem to it? We are all endangered bringing her along.”

“Yeah, well she’s heading out with us,” Londyn announces. “And that’s that.”

Maria, I note, just stands there quietly with her head down.

“It’s fine,” I state. “Everyone here needs to gain experience. The Voice wouldn’t have given everyone here a class if they didn’t have some way to protect themselves. So who is the last member of our party?”

“Asley. She’s a Shaman with nature spells and limited healing Abilities. She’s picking up a few things from the General Store. Everyone should be here in five minutes and then you can set out.”

Ms. Williams comes by and taps me on the shoulder. “Can I borrow you for a second?”

“He has to leave in five minutes,” Paige shouts out. “He doesn’t have time to fuck right now.”

“Is she making a joke or is she serious?” I ask Ms. Williams.

She smirks at me. “Maybe a bit of both. But she’s also why I want to speak to you. Kayla and I picked this group for you because you haven’t spent any significant or intimate time with any of them, other than Londyn.”

“It’s hard,” I admit, “trying to engage with everyone. There are so many girls. I really want to get to know everyone and these quests have not made it any easier to sit and talk.”

She nods in agreement. “It’s good for them to get to know you, especially the new ones. Some of the ladies who have been here since we first showed up feel neglected. Particularly Asley.”
“Why’s that?

“She was one of the first ladies you woke up. She even roused some of the other ones.”

“And?” I reply not fully grasping her point.

“Then you totally abandoned her…or at least she feels that way. She thinks you don’t find her attractive or that you don’t like dark skinned girls?”

“That’s not the case,” I defend myself. “I think she’s really pretty. It’s just that…”

“I know,” she interjects, “there are too many ladies around. You already had your hands full before a whole new group came along.”

“I’m doing the best I can.”

“Some of us know you are. It’s just that you are the only bachelor and some of the girls want you to give them a rose.”

“Huh?” I blurt.

“Never mind. Just spend some time with them. Get to know them a bit and let them get to know you. I’ll take care of the rest. You better go now because Paige is about to lose her mind.”

“Yeah. She scares me a bit. Fairly sure she can crush my skull with her thighs.”

Though it might not be the most horrible way to go. I chuckle. Death by Snu-snu, what a way to go.


CHAPTER 8: NOT THE GARDEN OF EDEN

Bridget, as our Ranger and with an affinity to the forest, leads the way, weaving us through the dense foliage towards the apple grove. With an easy gait, Londyn stalks beside me, her eyes darting everywhere at once. Asley strides behind us with Tiffany at her side. Both of them are quiet as mice—anxious about what the apple grove has planned for us. Maria walks behind them, her mandolin in her hand. Paige takes up the rear.

I hope all of them are ready for whatever is waiting at the apple orchard for us. When I really think about it, Kayla should have added Alyssa or Yanira—both of whom had helped to battle the reanimated orcs just the day before. Paige may have also been right and the Bard was not a smart choice to bring along. 

I shrug these concerns away. They will go through a baptism by fire. And I will do my damnedest to keep them safe.

Even with Bridget leading us, it is going to take a good thirty minutes to arrive at our destination. Though I should be focusing on the task at hand, the girls around me, in their sexy class specific attire, are super distracting. Bridget is dressed in one of the skimpier, but by no means the skimpiest of outfits, of all of the girls. Brown leather boots cover her feet and lower legs up to her knees. The rest of her legs from thighs up are exposed. A scanty brown leather skirt barely covers her hips and ass. Her belly button is adorned with a small ankh that dangles down her midriff. Leafy green pieces of boiled leather cover her apple-sized breasts. A long sword hangs from a scabbard affixed to a rope belt around her shapely hips. She carries a bow almost as tall as herself. A small quiver hangs on her back. The sun shines upon her hair, highlighting the browns and golds among the deep coppery red. She has it tied in a braid and draped over her shoulder. A patchwork of cute freckles cover her cheeks and nose.

My mind runs rampant for a moment dreaming of Bridget and Maeve—two sexy redheads in my bed at the same time. I let the thought hang there for a moment before remembering that danger can be around any tree. 

We still have some distance to travel until we reach the edge of the orchard. The map doesn’t indicate any imminent dangers ahead of us or nearby. Since we have a little time, I take Ms. William’s suggestion to find out something about the girls.

“Asley? Tiffany?” I ask, turning around, “What were you ladies studying in college?”

I take a good look at Asley in her Shaman outfit.  A wooden crown adorned with blue and green feathers surrounds her head.  Two strips of brown leather hang down from her shoulders to hold up a horizontal piece that covers her two breasts.  A flowing green skirt hangs down to just below her knees. 

Asley seems almost shocked that I’m speaking to her and asks, “I’m sorry, what was that?”

“College. What were you studying?”

“Oh, I was able to tailor my course of study. I was a Religious Studies major, focusing on Paganism, Wicca, Totemism. You know, I tried to stay away from the major religions.”

“Your parents must have loved that,” Paige quips from the rear.

“Yeah, they weren’t thrilled. They didn’t think it was very practical.”

“That’s gotta be why you’re a Shaman now,” Tiffany interjects. “The Voice really seems to have picked classes for us that match what we were studying in school or relate to some ability we had. Like I was a psychology major—but I didn’t really study Jung, Freud, and so forth. My focus was more on the workings of the human brain and the nervous system. It was heavily biology based. Now I’m a Sensory Mage.” She shrugs. “Kinda fits.”

“I was in a band when I was younger,” Maria states. “Maybe that’s why I was offered the Bard class. I’m in advertising now but not sure that would be very helpful out here.”

Londyn starts to laugh. “Maria was in freaking Julliard—a classical guitarist and dropped out to form an indie rock band. They were really good. Called themselves The Troublemakers. Had two minor hits on Spotify. They could have made it big.”

“But we didn’t,” Maria laments. “Let’s just drop that, okay.”

“The song Love on the Moon. That was you?” Tiffany calls out to her.

Maria nods her head.

Tiffany’s eyes are wide and she gazes at Maria with stars in her eyes.

I can see the discomfort on Maria’s face . “Yeah, it was in the past. Can we not talk about it?” she asks.

“Fine, Maria” Londyn grunts. “But you guys really were something else.”

“How about you Paige?” I ask.

“Is all the small talk needed?”

“He’s just being friendly,” Maria states.

“Yeah, that’s the problem. Does he really give two shits about what we’re studying in college? Because I really don’t. He’s just trying to be friendly, so when he bangs you he won’t feel so guilty.”

“Listen… What is with you Paige?” Londyn comes to my defense. “I’ve known some negative bitches in my life but you may be their queen!”

Paige’s face flushes with anger.

While I wouldn’t mind seeing a cat fight—this one could turn deadly, especially with both of them having what are essentially superpowers.

“You both need to cool it,” Asley chimes in. “We need everyone on the same page here.”

“She’s right,” Tiffany states. “I’m already scared shitless. If you haven’t noticed, I’m not wearing much, and my only weapon is this stick.” She holds up a dark oak walking stick angled on the top like a cane. “I don’t know about any of you, but I’ve never hurt anyone or anything before. Very soon, I might just have to do that. So you both need to slow your roll, okay?”

She grips her walking stick tightly in her hand. “I already feel like my heart might burst out of my chest. I’m nervous enough without you two adding to my stress level.”

She isn’t kidding about her outfit – or the lack of one. From her hips down to the middle of her thighs, hangs a nearly sheer white skirt.  Two white, padded cups cover her nice sized breasts. There is not a strap or anything keeping them in place. I wonder for a moment if they are glued on. Her body is smoking hot, with long legs, round hips, and shapely curves – all of which are on display due to the sheerness of her outfit. As a Sensory Mage she has the ability to make someone or something blind, or burst their eardrums; however, her real power might be in distracting our enemies with her shapely body.

I hope Ms. Williams adds her to the schedule ASAP.

“I’m gonna go track up ahead.” Bridget’s voice breaks me from my musings. “If I find anything odd I’ll head right back.” She disappears into the woods, moving rapidly now that the rest of us aren’t slowing her down.

“Sorry,” Paige sputters. “Okay.”

“Let’s pick up the speed a bit if we can,” I suggest. “We shouldn’t let Bridget get too far ahead of us.” We continue to head towards the apple grove. Though I want us to travel faster, we’re actually heading a bit slower without Bridget to lead us. I shouldn’t have let her head off like that.

“She did not like the squabbling between your bodyguard and Paramour Paige,” Penny explains about ten minutes later, “and that’s why she went off by herself. You could have ended that argument by just projecting your will. You may have to start exerting yourself over your harem girls to keep them safe. Now the Ranger is gone and in trouble.”

“Trouble…” I stammer aloud. Before I can question Penny, a piercing scream cuts through the air from a distance away.

“Bridget!” I scream.

I glance at the map and a green dot — the one indicating Bridget — is quickly moving further away from us with a half dozen red dots surrounding her.

“Shit!” I curse, as I move faster. Part of me wants to book it by myself, but my Strategy Basic lets me know that it’s definitely not the best action to take. I can’t leave the others alone, especially since none of them have combat experience. Even if I asked Londyn to stay behind—she wouldn't. Not that she has much more fighting experience than the rest of them. All we can do is book it as fast as possible.

“She stopped moving,” Maria announces.

“Green means she’s still alive, right?” Tiffany asks.

“It does,” Penny reveals for all to hear.

“What happened to her, Penny?” I ask.

“I wish I could assist. However, I am limited with the help I can provide you and the others during quests. My hands, so to say, are tied. And not in the good way that some of the paramours like their hands to be tied.”

I wonder for a moment if she is being truthful about not being able to provide much assistance during a quest. Though I do believe her when she says some of the girls might like being tied up.

I really need to stop with these stray musing about my paramours and focus.

The map indicates six red dots have spread out. Then two disappear from the map, followed by two more. Only two now appear and they have stopped moving, and are blocking our path to reach Bridget whose figure is now motionless. I wonder if she somehow killed four spiders on her own and that’s why they don’t show on the map, or if they have some kind of camouflage ability preventing them from appearing on it.

“Where did the others go?” Londyn asks.

“Don’t know,” I reply, as I stop. The girls huddle around me. “I’m gonna cast a buff that’s gonna make all of your attacks a bit more powerful.” I channel the required crystals and then invoke Sacred Light of the Warden. A sheen of bright light covers the girls before fading away.

“I want to try something also,” Asley announces. She shakes one of the totems, mutters a few words, and then three wisp-like creatures the size of canaries, begin to fly around her. “Wow, it worked. They’re minor spirits. They’ll fight for us when the time comes.”

“What are they going to do?” Paige scoffs. “Peck a mouse to death.”

“Just you wait and see,” Asley hisses back at her.

I toss a bit of my Will into the two words. “Let’s go!” There is no time for bickering. I draw Spirit and lead the way towards the two motionless red dots. The foliage changes and the oak and ash trees in this part of the woods give way to the first of what I can only term mutated apple trees. I had gone apple picking with Cara and her younger sister a few times, so I have some familiarity with what an apple tree and orchard should look like. None of the trees at the grove back home stood more than twenty feet. These, however, rise up at least seventy feet into the air, some even larger. Apples, some regular size and others the size of grapefruits, hang from the boughs. The trees are thickly clumped together in diagonal rows.

“This way,” I state, as we approach the location of two red dots on the map. “Keep an eye out. My gut tells me there are four enemies out there, and they’re hidden.”

“They’re gone,” Paige utters. “The other two red dots have disappeared.”

“Fuck!” I mumble.

“Did Bridget kill them maybe?” Tiffany queries.

“She’s still not moving,” Londyn states, her eyes flashing everywhere at once.

We walk on slowly. Londyn and I lead the way with Paige in the rear. The forest grows darker and dimmer. I look up and very little light is streaming through from the canopy of leaves above us.

There is another obstruction also.

“Are those spider webs?” Londyn asks, reading my thoughts.

“Help!” Asley screeches. I turn just in time to see the body of the Shaman being hauled into the trees by a thick strand of webbing. One of her spirits circles the coil while the other two fly into the trees. A second later, the spirit has somehow cut through the cord that was propelling Asley into the air. She falls eight feet to the ground, landing softly.

“Mother of God!” Tiffany screams. “Giant spiders.”

Two monstrous spiders with dark brown skin—eight knocked legs covered in thick black hair, six eyes, and two large fangs, glide down from silky webs. One spits a greenish fluid at Asley. The goop covers her face.

Almost without thought, I shoot a fully charged Aura Missile at one of the spiders. The projectile slams into the head of the creature, blowing it apart, blood and gore flying in all directions.

Somewhere behind me, soft melodious music carries on a soft breeze.  It touches me and I feel stronger, faster and tougher.

Paige launches herself onto the back of one of the five-foot tall spiders. She pulls a dagger from her hip and drives it into one of its eyes. Thick ichor explodes from it as she yanks the weapon out. It lets out a high-pitched squeal before it flails as if she is riding a mechanical bull. Paige leaps from its back, landing deftly a few feet away. Before I have a chance to react, Londyn swings her hammer, shattering one of the spider’s legs. The creature staggers for a second. Paige lashes out with her club—which is enveloped in a dull light—and smashes it on the front half of the spider. It collapses to the ground.

“Holy shit!” Tiffany shouts out.

“Maria,” I call out, “check on Asley. “The rest of you, eyes to the sky. There are four more of them out there somewhere.”

“I’m scared,” Tiffany, who is suddenly at my side, whimpers.

“It’ll be alright,” I reassure her. “But you need to help us. I know you have Abilities and now is the time to use them.”

She braces herself and nods her head.

Two spiders descend from webs from the trees above. They remind me of commandos using ropes to lower themselves into the midst of combat. Four more—not two like there should be—scurry from the woods all around us.

One of the spiders is lowering itself down towards Maria who is trying to assist the unmoving Asley. The Bard falls to her back and then strums a single note on her mandolin. With a blast, a cone of sonic energy fires upward and slams into the dense canopy of branches above. A twitching spider whizzes back down towards the ground, dangling immobile from a sticky thread.

That is all of the battle I’m able to see before two of the creatures scuttle at me rapidly, one in front of me, and another from my right. Instead of waiting for them to reach me, I go on the attack and rush forward toward one of the five-foot tall spiders. Arachnids really are ugly and creepy looking, especially when they are coming at you. I know the thing can shoot some kind of excretion, so I invoke my Burst of Speed ability and close with the creature in a single heartbeat. I thrust the blade through one of its eyes, twisting the edge before pulling it out and then plunging it into the creature again. Ichor pours out of the second wound. The spider falls to the ground with a dull thud.

My instinct tells me imminent danger is at hand. I turn in time to have the giant spider shoot a net of webbing right at my face and upper body. Instantly I am covered in sticky goo. Luckily, I’m left with the smallest of gaps near my mouth for breath. Oddly, I can still see through the strands that cover my eyes. Meanwhile my arms are stuck to my torso. Although my upper body is trapped, my legs are still free so I kick one of the creature’s fangs. With my arms bound to my side, it’s difficult to get much force behind the kick. The creature scuttles back a few steps. With a momentary reprieve, I try to flex my arms to break the bonds, but even my high Strength isn’t going to be enough to snap the coils.

The monster darts towards me, ready to plunge its fangs into me when the spider lets out a chittering squeal, and begins to writhe in place. I can only gape. It squeals like it is in some kind of pain, but I can’t see any sign of damage to it. Behind me Tiffany gives out a pleased triumphant—“Yes!”

Covered in blood and gore, Londyn swings her large hammer, pulverizing the flailing spider. It’s constitution must be high because the thing is still twitching after she bashes it. “Die!” she screams in frustration as she brings the hammer down again with an overhead strike, and finally the creature stops convulsing.

“Don’t move.” Londyn pulls a small knife from her hip and begins to slice away the webbing. Five seconds later, I am free of the sticky webbing.

“Is everyone okay?” I ask.

Asley pops up, shivering. “Oh God. That was awful. I couldn’t move, but I could hear, smell, see and feel everything. I’ve never been so scared.”

“Well, you’re okay now,” Maria responds.

“Thanks for saving me, Maria,” Asley hugs her. “I saw what you did to that spider.”

“It’s called Sonic Note,” she explains.

“Not important now,” Paige cuts in. “Bridget’s still missing. We need to find her.”

“She’s right,” Londyn agrees. “But where is she?”

“Gotta be up ahead somewhere,” I state.

The Quest Board takes this opportunity to speak. Paramour Bridget has been captured by the Spider Queen and hangs in her deadly web. In twenty minutes, the Spider Queen plans to implant her eggs in Paramour Bridget. Updated Quest: Save Paramour Bridget. Additional Quest: Kill the Spider Queen. Warning: If you save the paramour but leave the Spider Queen alive, she will find another host for her unholy brood. Once they hatch, they will spread throughout the Eros Woods like a plague.

“Implant,” Tiffany gasps.

I look her in the eyes. “We’re not going to let that happen.”

I inspect the map and a new location not far ahead indicates a bright red dot—the Spider Queen.

I pull a few loose strands of webbing from my face. “Come on. Let’s save Bridget.”

“And let’s kill the queen,” Paige adds.


CHAPTER 9: THE SPIDER QUEEN

“Asley, are you up to this?” I ask as we begin to move forward.

“I’m fine now. Maria sang to me. Can’t really explain it. But it made me feel stronger, calmer too.”

“It’s called Healing Song,” Maria explains. “At this stage, it doesn’t really heal. It can act like a jolt of adrenaline or as a calming tonic depending on what the patient needs at the time. Though at higher Tiers I think the vibrations from the notes might be able to stitch a wound close.”

“Very cool,” I state. “So, this is the plan. And I don’t want any arguments. I have an ability called Basic Strategy. It nudges me in the right direction if my planning is off. Remind me when we’re done here to share the ability with all of you. I have a few others I need to share with everyone as well.”             

“Paige. I need you to free Bridget. That’s your number one priority.”

“I’m on it,” the brawler nods to me.

“Tiffany. I’m not sure what you did to that last spider that was about to attack me—and thanks, by the way, for saving me there. Maybe you can try something like that on the queen?”

“I’ll try,” she answers. “However, if she’s much stronger than me it’s not going to work. Although… I may have one ability that might do something? It needs green crystals, and I don’t have any of those yet. Even then… without more testing I don’t know how effective it will be.”

I access my display and transfer a few green spirit crystals over to her. “I’ve just transferred a bunch of them over to you.”

“Thanks,” she says.

“Paramour Tiffany is quite right,” Penny states in my mind. “Her ability may not work. In fact, it most likely will fail.”

“Why is that?” I ask.

“Because now that you are Rank Two, any boss monsters you face will be Rank Two in most cases. If you were Rank Three, the boss monster would be Rank Three or above. In short, any boss you face will be as strong if not stronger than the highest ranked among you.”

“You should have said something about this before we left!” I chide her. “I might have chosen a different group or waited until more of us were Rank Two.”

“The Voice needs you to grow stronger—needs your lovers to hone their Abilities. What better way for all of you to cultivate your strength than to face foes more powerful than you are.”

“Why didn’t you tell me sooner?” I ask.

“Because as you have done since you arrived here, you protect and coddle the paramours, sometimes to their detriment. Many of them like that and see you as the protector. As the hero who will get them home.  Already their love, admiration and desire for you grows. Paramour Tiffany imagines you nude above her, your cock driving into her, hard and fast. Paramour Paige, whose tongue is sharp as a knife, has a devious mind to match and plots ways to make you all her own.”

“Brandon!” The aforementioned Paige’s voice cuts through our discussion.

“Sorry. Sorry. Penny was telling me something that you all need to know.” After I explain to them that the Boss will always be the same rank as the highest ranked party member, or a rank higher, I add, “So that’s even more of a reason why I will go after the Queen.”

“It’s another reason,” Asley offers, “that we all need to get to Rank Two as soon as possible.”

Rotting apples coat the ground of the forest we now trudge through. A sickening stench permeates the orchard, like cider gone bad. I keep glancing above while Londyn stares ahead of us. We’re nearing the spot on the map where Bridget was captured.

“Fan out,” I instruct. “In case she shoots webs at us, we won’t all be caught at once.”

We spread out as best we can amongst the apple trees. Many of the girls are peering above and around us. They shudder as we veer carefully around trees, stumps and fallen trunks. A latticework of thick spider webs hangs above us. The opaque netting weakens the touch of sunlight above and casts a pall on our surroundings.

“I’m scared,” Tiffany’s voice cracks as she takes my arm.

“It’ll be okay,” Maria responds.

“This should be the spot,” I announce as I stop walking. I look up into the treetops but see nothing.

“Let me try something,” Asley states, before murmuring a few inaudible syllables.

“What the fuck?” Londyn curses as the ghostly form of a giant spider—similar to the ones we fought earlier—appears in front of the shaman. Asley murmurs a few imperceptible words to the arachnid before it dashes off into the gloom.

“What was that?” Tiffany asks.

“Summon Spirit,” Asley answers.

“Is it the spirit of one of the spiders we killed?” I ask.

“No. I can’t raise or speak with the dead. More like a nature spirit. Since this place is inhabited by spiders, those are the kinds of spirits that have latched onto this area.”

I have a ton of follow up questions—as I always seem to these days. Before I can ask her any follow up questions, the ghost spider lowers itself on a thread from high above and lands in front of Asley.

“Shit!” she utters after staring at her spider for a few seconds. “Bridget’s trapped up ahead. Wrapped up and stuck to a web. The Queen isn’t alone and has another half dozen spiders with her, bigger than the ones we already fought.”

“What do we do now?” Paige asks me.

“We go awe and thunder. This is their domain, so we need to end this fight as fast as possible. The longer it lasts, the more they’ll use the terrain to their advantage and the greater the danger we’ll be in. We hit them with all we have. How much further, Asley?”

“Just over that little hill,” she answers, gesturing forward.

“Remember. The Queen is mine. Paige, free Bridget if you can. Londyn, you and the others, keep the spiders off my back.”

“Could really use Sammi here,” Tiffany states. “I bet you those webs would burn quite nicely.”

“Yeah. I don’t think Bridget would like being burned alive,” Londyn states. “You did give me an idea, however. A way to fight fire with fire.” My bodyguard gingerly trails her fingers over a glyph etched onto her left forearm.

As soon as we crest a small ridge, the Spider Queen comes into view. She stands nearly ten feet tall. I use my Identify Monster, Tier 1 and receive basic information about her: Aramat, Spider Queen, Rank 2.

In eight minutes, The Quest Board warns, Paramour Bridget will suffocate, and her soul will enter The Soundless Lands.

A primal instinct begins to burn through my veins like molten lava. 

I need to defend what is mine.

“At Rank Two, she will be a challenge for most of the paramours with you,” Penny informs me. “However, you are an even match for her. Don’t let her shoot her web at anyone. If she traps any of your consorts, she will constrict her threads and crush their bodies in an instant. Then you will never have the opportunity to enjoy their supple flesh, nor will they enjoy your masculine form.”

An enormous web spreads in front of us about twenty feet in the air almost like a trapeze performer's netting. The desiccated remains of prior victims dangle and sway in the breeze like a macabre wind chime. A silhouetted figure swathed in the spider’s sticky filament wriggles furiously trying to escape the suffocating prison.

Bridget.

Need to get to her. 

There is a steady thump in my chest and a musical note thrums in beat behind me. It fills me with—it’s hard to say – endurance or fortitude perhaps. Whatever it is, it feeds that primal beast inside and I feel like I can take on the world. Paige dashes off into the woods leading several of the spiders away with her. Asley’s spirit spider sprints towards one of the oversized monstrosities. Tiffany holds her staff straight out, almost like a rifle, looking for a target to let loose her ability on.

We really could use another fighter with us.

Olivia would be helpful around now with her long spear.

Londyn, a wicked smile crossing her sultry lips, touches a glyph on her forearm. It flares to life. My bodyguard holds her hand out and a web, like something Spider Man would use, fans out and strikes two of the spiders, ensnaring them. The more they struggle, the tighter the mesh constricts. She sprints forward, smashing them to pulp with her hammer. Another spider rushing towards us stops mid stride and curls onto its back, a plaintive chittering emanating from it. Before Tiffany can consider striking at it with her thin club, Londyn, gleefully rushes in. She swings down and smashes the flat end of her hammer into it, ending its life. 

Focusing on my own battle, I funnel as much as I can into Aura Missile and unleash it on the Spider Queen. She’s enormous and hard to miss. The missile strikes her head. I expect it to blow apart into a thousand pieces; instead, the queen absorbs most of the damage.

“Fuck!” I shout.

“Its underbelly is its only weakness,” Penny informs me.

Off to one side, Asley raises her hand and screams, “Hex!” The last of the skittering arachnids stop in place, like automatons with their off switch pressed. Asley clenches her fist, and the spiders implode, collapsing in on themselves.

The queen screeches and clacks her mandibles before retreating into her lair, pulled aloft by a thick strand issued from her spinneret. In a moment, she is back on the web and heading towards the encased form of Bridget.

In four minutes, The Quest Board warns, Paramour Bridget will suffocate, and her soul will drift into The Soundless Lands.

“She's going to kill her!” Maria screams.

By instinct, I launch another Aura Missile, aiming for the underbelly of the queen. I do damage this time and the arachnid screeches out. A black, misty arrow streaks through the air lodging in the same area as my missile hit, digging into the soft flesh of the beast. Maria strikes a chord, and a cone of sonic energy strikes the queen following our lead by hitting the same point.

“Why won’t she die!” Tiffany screams.

“She’s Rank Two!” I shout back in warning.

The queen is a tough foe, and despite hitting her with all we have, she shrugs off most of the damage. She turns her head towards us, her numerous reflective red eyes filled with anger and deathly hate, before she scuttles towards the flailing form of Bridget. Muffled, terrified cries emit from the mouth of the encased Ranger.

Paige suddenly leaps down from a tree hanging above the webbing. The queen spits a web at her, incasing her in an instant. My heart plummets as Penny’s warning that the queen could crush her victims within her webbing rushes into my mind. The Brawler falls onto the netting cocooned like Bridget, and I watch as the queen casually adds a few more threads to hold Paige securely to the web.

“Do something!” I mutter to myself.  My heart thumps heavily.  My girls are about to die!  I take a breath.  It’s time for me to be the hero and take this queen bitch out. 

As though on cue The Quest Board warns: The Soundless Lands awaits paramour Bridget in less than ninety seconds.

I enact Burst of Speed. I pull from some atavistic part of my nature and move faster than ever before.

Closing the distance in several seconds is just part of my suicidal plan. I need to get to the queen who is now twenty feet above me. I invoke Warden’s Wrath just as I appear below the webbing. One moment I’m on the ground, and the next instant I’m wobbling unsteadily on the thick web, right in front of the Spider Queen. She’s even uglier up close.

I push the blue button on Spirit’s cross guard, and an azure-colored blade appears. I lunge forward with my arm, nearly losing my balance because of the porous webbing beneath my feet. Despite the awkward attack, Spirit’s tip drives into the startled and surprised arachnid. I feel the connection with the blade, and tap into the wellspring of magic worked through its metal. Draining every bit of its stored energy, I unleash its power.

Icy cold magic pours from Spirit and rushes out like a pressurized jet from a fire hose. Organs and internals freeze instantly inside the spider. Frost coats her carapace, chill to the touch. She’s a perfectly frozen ice sculpture at the center of her own lair.

I try to run to the cocooned figure of Bridget who is flailing weakly.  I struggle to lift my legs from the sticky webbing. Luckily, with Maria’s boon—the musical chord of power – along with my strength, I make headway towards the thrashing figure.

My legs burn from the sticking force of the web trying to drag them down. I am just a step away from the Ranger when the cocoon she’s sheathed in stops moving and an ominous message from The Quest Board rings out. The door to The Soundless Lands – the void beyond the cosmos – opens.

“No!” I scream as I dig my hands into the sticky webbing and yank handfuls of it from Bridget’s mouth and nose like a madman. I lower my ear to her nose and mouth but I neither hear nor feel her breathing. I check for a pulse in her neck; it’s there but faint. That’s a good sign.

She needs a Healer. We don’t have one in our party. Asley might be able to help but she is too far away.

I know I can channel spirit crystals to heal minor wounds, but this is not a physical injury. This is me struggling against the great beyond—pulling one of my girls from the maw of oblivion.

I won’t let you die!

I will not allow death to have you.

I lifeguarded from the ages of sixteen to twenty one, and was trained in CPR, so I’m familiar with mouth to mouth resuscitation. The training kicks in. I tilt her head back, lower my mouth to her, and then begin to give her puffs of breath. I stop and place my ear near her mouth and nose to listen for the faintest of breaths.

I puff again, afraid it is too late, that my ministrations are useless and she is dead, when she gulps in a deep lungful of air. I am startled and lean back away from her.

The Quest Board speaks for all to hear. Lord Brandon has reached between the veil of life and unlife—and has rescued Paramour Bridget from becoming the newest shade to wander for all times in The Soundless Lands. Beware, The Soundless Lands will not forget the soul stolen from it.

The webbing slowly lowers to the ground. As we hit the bottom, the webbing fades away.

Bridget looks at me with her piercing green eyes, “You saved me.”

“You’re okay,” I respond, not sure what I’m supposed to say to a girl I have just literally saved from becoming a giant spider’s incubator for her eggs. I pull the rest of the webbing from her and soon her arms are free. She wraps them around my neck, pulls my face down towards her and begins to kiss me profusely.

I wonder if it is the Musk—the aura I exude when I save one of the girls. Or is this genuine appreciation? I don’t really care because she is an excellent kisser. Ten seconds into the kiss Asley quips from below, “Get a room you two.”

We break from the kiss.

“Sorry,” Bridget blushes. “Don’t know what came over me.”

Londyn offers me a hand and pulls me up. Tiffany and Maria slowly help Bridget stand. Meanwhile, Asley uses a small knife to cut away the strands of webbing around Paige’s body.

The Voice of The Quest Board bursts through the foliage. Quest Complete: An Apple A Day Keeps The Shaman Away: The Spider Queen and her foul children had infected the apple orchard. Now that the grove is free of these monsters, the blight they brought with them is gone. Had you not destroyed the Spider Queen, within a week her eggs would have hatched and an army of thousands of arachnids would have infected the entire Eros Woods. For completing the quest, Paramours Asley, Londyn, Tiffany, Maria, Paige and Bridget each receive five hundred white spirit crystals, fifty green crystals, and five blue crystals. Five percent of the white and green crystals are deducted and given to Lord Brandon to use at his direction. One blue spirit crystal is deducted from each paramour and given to Lord Brandon to use at his discretion. For completing the quest, Lord Brandon is awarded five hundred white spirit crystals, fifty green crystals, and five blue crystals. Prerequisites for the quest Bye, Bye, Miss American Pie have been met and the quest is now available. Notification: Paramour Paige has received the ability Tree Climber, Tier One. One of Lord Brandon’s Abilities has increased. Burst of Speed, Tier One has been upgraded to Surge, Tier Two. Your Compendium can provide more information about the new ability and the upgraded one.

“Tree Climber,” Paige mutters. “Huh.”

The Quest Board ceases speaking and several events take place. The thick spider webs covering the trees like a canopy fade away, and bright sunlight streams into the orchard.

Then the Spider Queen and her children fade away.

“No loot,” Asley grumbles.

On cue, four husks – mummified remains of former victims of the queen and her children—begin to glow. The Quest Board speaks again. A great hero and his lovers wandered into this grove many years back. Their fate was not as lucky as Lord Brandon and his paramour were today. Search the remains of the bodies as great treasures may be found among them. Note, only Lord Brandon may use any of the items found upon the hero. The paramours can make use of any items discovered on the others. Should a paramour desire to keep one of these items, Lord Brandon must grant her permission to do so. Lord Brandon may, of course, claim all items for himself and do with them as he pleases. Mass Loot will not work. Each body must be checked individually.

“What’s all of this nonsense about five percent of rewards being returned to you?” Paige complains.

“It’s been like that since we arrived here,” I answer. “It’s for communal use, like upgrading Moondale to a hamlet—things that benefit all of us.”

“And we can only accept anything found on one of the bodies if you grant us permission?” Maria questions.

“Those are the rules, ladies,” Asley answers, coming to my defense. “So let’s leave Brandon alone. He’s been dealing with these kinds of complaints since we arrived here. He’s been more than generous the whole time.”

“Fine,” Paige grumbles. “Let’s see if they have anything good on them.”


CHAPTER 10: REWARDS

“I feel like a grave robber,” Bridget states as we approach the husks. As I touch the first mummified remains, it fades away. A thick, plain silver ring is all that remains. I activate Identify Object. All it indicates is the name of the item: Prince Lamont’s Band.

“It says the ring belonged to a prince,” I inform the girls.

“How do you know that?” Paige asks.

I contact Penny in my mind. “Please share with the girls who are with me any of the Abilities that I am able to share. They should have the same access to them as I me.”

“Are you certain you want to do that?” Penny asks. “Maybe dole them out slowly. Or better yet, make them earn them in the bedroom.”

“Penny,” I snap at her in my mind. “I have been through this before with you. Just share with them, please. You keep saying The Voice wants us to grow stronger, but each time I try to help the others do just that you get mad at me. It seems contradictory of you.”

“Because their unwavering devotion and deference to you is of paramount importance. It is my opinion that you should only share these boons to those who have been loyal to you—and to the ones who follow the will of The Voice. I can give you their names if necessary.”

“Penny. I’m really tired of this.” Unsure if it will work, I use Project Will, enforced with Voice of Authority. “Just do what I say.”

Honestly, I’m partially convinced my Abilities don’t work on her. If they do, she will deem this an act of betrayal, and I will likely pay hell for it.

Therefore, I’m surprised, relieved, and partially mortified when she responds, robotically. “Yes, Lord Brandon. You are my Lord and Master, and I am but your servant—be it in the bedroom or outside of it. I am yours to command.”

I wait a few seconds wondering if she’s merely playing along. It’s hard to tell with Penny. “Will you give my girls here all the shareable Abilities, please.”

“Of course, Lord Brandon.”

I guess the two Abilities did work on her. If so, how long will the effects last? I know it might sound childish, but she was like a broken record and had this coming.

“Woe,” Asley gasps ten seconds later. “All of a sudden, I know new things.”

“It’s like a whole bunch of apps are now available in my mind,” Tiffany adds.

“I just shared a bunch of Abilities with you. I’ll do the same with the others when we get back.”

I identify the properties of Prince Lamont’s Band and read it aloud: Once the ring is activated, you will remain invisible for ten minutes. Not only can no one see you but you are as silent as the shadows. You may attack foes while invisible and still remain unseen. When the ten minutes are up, a twenty-four-hour cool down will go into effect. This ability can be deactivated before the allotted time.  Doing so still uses up one full charge.  The ring can hold a maximum of two charges. Cost to fully recharge: One thousand white spirit crystals, one hundred green spirit crystals, twenty-five blue spirit crystals, and five silver crystals.

“Holy moly!” Bridget exclaims. “That’s powerful magic. We are calling it magic, right?”

“Yeah, I guess these Abilities are like magic. Whatever we want to call it, the cost to recharge it is astronomical,” Tiffany states.

“Wonder why the prince didn’t make use of it to kill the Spider Queen?” Londyn questions.

“Maybe he did,” I respond. “Only one of the two charges remain.”

You want to give this one a go, Asley?” I point to another of the husks. The Shaman walks over to the remains and gingerly touches it. The husk evaporates into dust and then vanishes. A four-inch-long, bright yellow feather appears in its place.

“What the hell? A feather?” Londyn questions.

“It’s a shamanic totem,” Asley replies

“What does it do?” Bridget asks.

Asley picks it up and reads the description. Deana’s Dowry. This item is class specific for Shaman’s only. The Shaman can summon Fallon’s Fowl to serve as a familiar for a total of twenty-eight days. This spirit familiar must first bond with the Shaman. Once bonded, the familiar will serve as an extension of the Shaman’s eyes and ears. Please confer with your Compendium in reference to the bonding process and the spiritual connection between the Shaman and the familiar.

“Wow,” she utters. “It sounds like it can be useful. And by fowl I assume it means a bird of some sort, right?” There are nods from the group. “When we get back, I’m going to see what I can find out from Penny.”

She goes to put the totem away in a pouch when she cries out, “Son of a bitch,” drops the feather and then begins to shake her hand rigorously.

“What happened?” I ask.

“You did,” she grimaces before she sticks several of her fingers into her mouth to reduce the pain.

Oh to be those fingers

Focus Brandon.

It takes me a second to realize the issue. “Penny,” I say aloud. “Allow the girls to claim a reward without my permission.”

I think I may have broken Penny because without a single complaint the access is granted.

“I’m fine now,” Asley states as she tentatively reaches for the feather again. This time she’s able to stow it away.

“Let’s check out these last two and then get out of here.” I don’t feel good being away from the others for this long. Plus I’m really curious how the group made out on The Tower quest. My mind for some reason decides now is a good time to think back on the fun I had the night before and again this morning with my three wives. I find that I miss them, and not just because of the earth rattling sex, but also because I enjoy their company.

Then my mind goes to thoughts that are more practical. I wonder how their ascensions to Rank Two are going. I hope that it isn’t painful for them.

Paige reaches down and loots one of the two remaining husks; meanwhile, Maria lays her hand on the last one. Both of the withered remnants fade away.

Maria’s eyes roll back in her eyes as she touches the small stone that appeared.

“What’s wrong with her,” Londyn asks, concerned about her friend.

“Paramour Maria is fine,” Penny responds, in all of our minds. “This relic comes with a story.”

“What do you mean, Penny?” I ask.

“You can ask the Bard herself. The tale is done.”

Maria’s dark eyes burst open.

“You okay, Maria?” Londyn asks.

“Yeah, I’m fine, Lon.”

“What happened?” Tiffany asks.

“The body,” she states, pointing vaguely in the direction where the husk had just been, “belonged to a young woman, Tessa the Troubadour. Anyway, I just relived the story of her life. Of all their lives.”

“Who are you talking about?” Bridget asks.

“Prince Lamont and his three—lovers—companions: Deana the Shaman, Tessa the Troubadour, and Catania the cat girl. The three bodies we looted.”

“Cat girl?” Asley and Paige ask at the same time.

“She wasn’t human. Well, she was shaped like a woman, and was one in every way that matters, except she had large cat-like ears, a furry tail and yellow eyes.”

“She was one of his lovers also?” Paige asks, curiosity showing in her eyes.

“Yeah she was. The wildest of the bunch,” Maria’s face flushes. “And Deana was a fox girl—with ears like a fox, a mane of reddish hair, and a fuzzy tail. Seems the guys on this planet really go for what are called ‘monster girls’.”

“Monster girls?” Asley questions.

“Just a general term for humanoids with animal distinctions, like: fox girls, cat girls, wolf girls and others,” Maria explains. “There are a ton of them. Good thing there aren’t any on Earth or none of us would have ever gotten a boyfriend. Because they were exotic as hell and didn’t have any sexual hang-ups.”

“How do you know any of this?” Bridget asks.

Maria’s face turns bright red again. “Because it was like I just watched ten seasons of a Netflix series in just a few seconds. And lots of those episodes,” she pauses for a moment, “were quite X-rated.”

“Was he a Harem Lord like Brandon? Was he brought here like us?” Londyn questions.

“He wasn’t a Harem Lord. Their story starts right after Prince Lamont enters the Eros Woods from the lands beyond it. All of their adventures take place in the woods all around us. They dwelled here for many years, away from the intrigues of courtly life—at least the prince did. So the prince was definitely a local. The monster girls, on the other hand, certainly would not have been accepted in a king’s court, and the prince knew that.”

“Maybe you can tell us all about it when we get back to Moondale,” Tiffany states. “If you are up to it that is. You can be our streaming service.”

I smile at the reference from Earth.

“Of course I’m up for it,” Maria answers. “I don’t just sing songs and play the mandolin as a Bard, but I also tell stories. I think her tale was told to me so that I could share it and she and the others could live on.” She smiles before continuing on, “Besides, her story struck a chord with me and it definitely has the trademarks that any Bard worth her mandolin would love to tell.”

“Was that the reward, a story?” Paige asks with an edge.

“No, she had this also.” Maria opens up her palm to reveal a marble sized rock.

“What is it?” I ask.

“It’s called the Princess’s Kiss,” Maria explains. “Tessa never said where she got it from, and she never had the chance to use it. Maybe she was hesitant to do so since once it is used it crumbles to ash.”

“What does it do?” Paige questions.

“First off. It will only work for me,” Maria explains, holding up a hand to ward off complaints. “It’s an item that only a Minstrel, Troubadour, Bard or Harlequin can use. So, I’m the only one who can use it.”

“Harlequin would have been creepy,” Tiffany states.

“So what does it do?” Paige asks again, impatience edging her voice.

“In short, since Brandon is the closest thing we have to a prince around here, I just need to give him a kiss and it will empower him,” she states.

“Empower him how, Maria?” Londyn asks her friend.

“You are Rank Two, Brandon. If I were to use the Princess’s Kiss, you would go up two ranks, with all of the new Abilities available at each level.”

“Wow!” I exclaim, thinking of the possibilities.

“Except,” Maria adds, “the temporary ascension only lasts about ten minutes. And there is a danger involved with it.”

“What’s the danger?” I inquire.

“Some of the cheerleaders told me about your rushed ascension yesterday. They said it was painful.”

“It hurt like all hell.”

“That’s my point. This artifact, in essence, is another forced ascension.”

“Felt like my whole body was burning,” I interject, shivering as I think about that torture.

Maria finishes her explanation.  “This time you would go up two ranks in a few seconds, real time. But it comes at a cost.  You will undergo horrific pain that will last for hours or even days.  In reality, it’ll be just seconds.  You might not survive the ascension.”

“Something to look forward to,” I quip.  So it really is a Hail Mary when all else has failed.”

Maria nods her head.

“I don’t think we need to worry about that for now,” Londyn offers. “How about you Paige. What did you find?”

“Hold on a sec. I have a question about something you said earlier.” I call out, “Penny. “What’s beyond the Eros Woods? And please answer so everyone can hear you.”

“There are great wonders and mysteries beyond The Veil that surrounds the Eros Woods,” she replies. “I would be more specific but all I get are glimpses of those far off lands. I wish I could tell you more about what lies on the other side, but I do not know.”

“Is it possible to get through this—what did you call it—The Veil?” I ask.

“I do not believe so,” Penny answers. “Why would you want to leave the Eros Woods anyhow? It is a gift from The Voice. All you and the paramours need can be found here.”

“Thank you Penny,” I answer. “Perhaps you can check your pages and see if you can tell us anything more about what lies beyond. If the Prince came from there, then how did he breach The Veil? Is it that people from beyond can enter the Eros Woods, but those inside the woods cannot leave?”

“Like a prison?” Paige asks.

“Or like caged animals?” Londyn comments.

Penny states, “I will try to find out for you Lord Brandon. All I wish to do is bring you joy and fulfill your every desire.”

I let the last line drop and look over to the Brawler. “So Paige, what about that?” I point to a four-inch long yellow figurine.

“Is that a panther?” Tiffany asks.

“Looks like one,” Paige responds.

“What does it do?” I ask.

“Not sure? I tried to use Identify but all it says is Princess’s Gift. Maybe one of you will have better luck.” She holds her hand out to me. I take it in my hands, but she is right that all it says is the name of the item with no other information available.

“Why can’t we identify it?” I ask Penny.

“Because it is beyond your ability at the moment to do so. Should you be able to obtain Identify, Tier Two, you might be able to do so. It is also possible that Fred or Marge may be able to tell you more. If and when you save the villagers, there will be those among them who can tell you what, if anything, it does.”

I shrug. “We should hold onto it for now.” I hand it back to Paige. “Why don’t you keep this safe.” She eyes me suspiciously for a second before nodding her head. She takes the figurine from my palm and slips it into a pocket. “I think we’re done. We should get out of here.”

“While we are here, we should gather up the apples and bring them back to the village,” Paige states.

“I think that’s a good idea,” Asley agrees

“Shouldn’t we bring some of the others back here and let them try the quest?” Tiffany questions.

“I don’t know if some of the others are going to want to trek all the way back here through the woods. At least not without an entire party around to protect them,” Paige offers.

“Leave them for now,” I reply. “I just looked at the map and we aren’t that far from where we found the buses yesterday, maybe about a twenty-minute walk. I was planning to head over there anyway but since we’re nearby I’d like to check it out. In saying that, none of you are obligated to come with me.”

“You know I’m coming along,” Londyn responds. “Somebody needs to watch that nice butt of yours.”

“Count me in also,” Asley declares.

“Me too,” Tiffany chimes in, “especially since I don’t really want to travel to Moondale on my own.”

“If Londyn is going, then I’m going too. Someone’s got to keep an eye on my girl,” Maria says.

Londyn shakes her head and snorts, “Your girl? Really?”

Maria hugs her friend. “You know Izzy and I love you—warts and all.”

Londyn hugs her back, shaking her head as she does so.

“Lead on,” Paige says.

“How about you Bridget?” I ask when the redheaded Ranger doesn’t respond.

“I want to come also… I just need to rest a few minutes.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t consider what you have just been through.”

“No, I’m okay. Just a little weak. Give me a few minutes. Let me get a little food and drink and then I’ll be good as gold. I really don’t want to use up Fiona’s water but I think I might need to.”

Asley hugs her. “We need you strong. So drink it. That seems to be what it’s for.”

I smile at Bridget. “If you still feel weak after you drink the water, we’ll all head back. Maybe Tiffany is right, and it’s not a good idea for any of us to be alone out here.”


CHAPTER 11: SURPRISE ATTACK

We plop down on the forest ground and break out crusty bread, cheese, and some sort of salted jerky that Marge and Fred started selling after the upgrade. I get up and pick a few ripe apples from some of the low hanging boughs. I put them on top of my sack which serves as our makeshift table cloth. I keep one and bite into it. It’s the sweetest, crunchiest apple I’ve ever eaten.

Bridget takes out a small vial, pulls the stopper and then drinks down the clear fluid inside. “Gonna rest here for a few minutes.” She slumps down, with her back against a tree.

In the real world had Bridget nearly died and been resuscitated, she would have spent at least a night in a hospital being monitored. No such thing exists in the Eros Woods. For now, Fiona’s curative water will have to be enough. Once back in Moondale, Alana might be able to better tend to Bridget. That is, if Alana has returned along with the others from exploring The Tower.

I really want to head back to the buses. Answers we are looking for might be found there. If Bridget needs to go back to Moondale because she isn’t up to a long journey, I’ll send all of the girls back with her and just Londyn and I will make our way to the buses.

I finish off the apple and toss the core into the trees.

Of course being alone with Londyn will certainly come with its own benefits, as she will see to it that we feed one another’s beasts!

My cock throbs for a moment thinking of the things to come with my nymphomaniac bodyguard. I am really starting to like her. It’s not just because she is a nympho ready and willing to go at it anytime and anywhere.  No, I am really beginning to like her.  In the real world we would have never connected.  I’m sure of this.  But this is a different world. A world that has freed and liberated me. One where Londyn is exactly my type of girl. 

I smile.  It’s funny. Despite all of the sex I’ve been having, I keep longing for more and more of it. It is like a pool of water that will never be filled to the top.

Thinking of water reminds me of just this morning and the countless orgasms Fiona and I shared.

Had it just been a few hours ago?

My manhood pulses thinking of the water nymph.

Keep focused Brandon!

You’ll have lots more go rounds with the nymph! 

And with your wives!

Hell, Ms. Williams has an entire schedule set for you tonight.

Tiffany grabs one of the apples, bites into it with a loud resonating crunch, and then her eyes light up. “That’s the best tasting apple I’ve ever had.” She takes another bite, the juice dripping down over her soft lips and cheeks. She sticks out her tongue and laps up the juices. That little unconscious action is too much for me and my groin reacts.

What is wrong with me? I muse.

“Tiffany is right,” Asley bites into an apple. “This is the best damn apple I’ve ever tasted! Crispy, juicy and something else that I just can’t define.”

The girls and I munch on the food for the next few minutes. Tiffany seems ravenous and a few seconds later, she tosses aside a third apple core. Her eyes have a glassy, far-off look.

“You okay, Tiff?” Asley asks.

“Better than okay.” She begins to skootch close to me. “I was so scared fighting those things but we won. Using my Abilities… it’s… orgasmic. I swear I think I climaxed when I caused that spider to explode.”

My back is up against a fallen log. Tiffany moves to sit astride me, her knees on either side of my thighs and her butt planted right over my manhood. She kisses me, the taste of apple on her lips. Then she gyrates her ass over my bulge as her soft lips brush against mine.

“What are you doing?” Paige asks.

“Hey, Tiff, that’s not for here,” Asley adds.

“I’m into an orgy if everyone else is?” Londyn calls out as she walks back from a clump of trees where she had gone to relieve herself.

My mind grows muddled as Tiffany’s kissing seems to have an intoxicating effect. I can hear the other girls—but they may as well be a mile away. Tiffany is all I know at that instant, as her sweet kisses continue before she slips her tongue ever so gently between my lips until it meets my eager tongue. I really am becoming a hound dog by doing nothing to stop horny girls from accosting me.  Part of me wishes it was Maeve who was now gyrating against me.  Of everyone here, I have grown fondest of her. 

But she isn’t here, Brandon.

Just accept and enjoy what Tiffany is doing.  You can grow to have feelings for her as well.

And that is just what I do. If I can’t be with the one I want, then I will enjoy the one I am with. 

Tiffany tilts herself slightly so that she grinds directly against the bulge in my pants. Her hands slip into mine to give her some extra balance.

Throw her down on the ground, strip her naked, and take her.

She wants you to fuck her.

Maybe Londyn will join in too.

Or maybe all of the girls!

My desire is primal and my need urgent.

I dart my tongue back at her, and then…

Then…a small sliver of rational thought cuts into my mind. It is one of the hardest things I ever do—but I stop kissing her and then pull my hands free of hers.

“We shouldn’t do this!” I gasp. “Not here.”

“Yes you can!” Penny exclaims. “Fuck her! In fact, you can have them all. Even the uptight Brawler who is the biggest whore among them all. Don’t you get it yet? That is the will of The Voice, to break down all barriers, earthly mores and inhibitions. You can all be free and give into your true natures. A few bites of the apple and they are all yours.”

Apple!

What does she mean?

I look into Tiffany’s hazel eyes, but they remain glazed over—as though she is in a trance or something.

She places her free hands on either side of my face and slips them under my hair near my neck.

She kisses me furiously.

Fuck it! 

I want this!

I need this.

She is so beautiful and sexy.

I surrender to these urges.

I reach around and slip my hands to the small of her back.

She grinds on me harder.

Tiffany’s body quivers, and breaking from our kiss she begins to scream, “Oh fucking god! Oh fucking god!”

Her climax spreads out like a tidal wave, washing over all of the girls who are nearby watching this sexual spectacle.

The close proximity only intensifies the effects of the Explosive Aura. Moans and whimpers escape the girls’ lips.

My cock is about to erupt.

It is almost painful as I am sitting down, and my manhood is constricted by underwear, khaki pants, and the weight of Tiffany astride me.

The bewitched Tiffany climbs off me and begins to yank at the top of my pants. A second later, my cock is free and standing at full mast.

Tiffany’s mouth is on my cock in a second. She begins to stroke the length of it with both hands while her tongue lashes out and licks the tip which is already leaking precum. Then she smears it all over her lips. 

“Oh! Oh!” I grunt. “I’m about to lose it!”

She strokes my cock and then begins working her mouth up and down. She is only able to take in a few inches but it is enough as a torrent of cum explodes. The first two shots unload in her mouth. She moves her mouth away, unable to handle any more, and a third gout of cum strikes her lips and chin.

I sit there gasping.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Londyn screams out as she pulls her dripping hand out from between her legs. Maria looks at her mortified. “You are always so uptight. Live a little Maria. When in Rome… well you know how it goes.”

A moment later Tiffany unabashedly pants, “Next time for real!” She starts to wipe the cum from her face with a piece of fabric. 

“What just happened here?” Maria asks.

“The apples,” Tiffany responds.

“What about them?” Asley questions.

“After I finished the third one I just lost myself,” Tiffany responds, as though she is trying to piece together a puzzle.

“The apples in this grove are not like your apples from Earth or the ones you can purchase in the General Store,” Penny explains to all of the girls. “They are a powerful aphrodisiac. Since Paramour Tiffany consumed three of them in such a short period of time, the effects were potent. Paramour Tiffany I must say that I am a bit disappointed that you did not mount him like you really wanted to.”

Maria, who was about to take a bite from an apple, drops it to the ground; while Londyn takes a bite and begins to chew it very slowly.

“It’s kind of Biblical, don’t you think,” Asley states. I note that she keeps staring down at my cock which I have not yet put away.

“Didn’t Adam and Eve start having sex right after they ate the apple?” Tiffany blurts out.

Londyn takes another bite from a large apple. “Maybe they were suped-up apples like these. Except the apple described in the Bible was associated with sin.” She shrugs. “There is nothing sinful about sex.”

Tiffany looks over to us. “You guys all know about the Id according to Freud? You know the uninhibited, animalistic side that lives in us all. The devil on our shoulder urging us to have one more shot of vodka or one more hit from a bong. The effects of the apple were kinda like that.” She looks at me. “I wanted you and I’m not embarrassed at all by what I just did.” She laughs for a moment. “It’s funny. Back home I wouldn’t have dreamed of making out with a guy in public or around my friends, and definitely not blowing him with others around. If we were to discuss this in terms of psychology, Eros Woods is designed to enhance the Id side of our behaviors while subverting both ego and superego. This world wants us to be free beings, and I suspect the reason the technological era is so primitive is to push into the primal nature of our Id. So, that’s what I plan to do, grow strong and release myself of the self-doubt that has held me back.”

Londyn pats Tiffany on the shoulder, “I’m with you all the way sister.” She finishes off the last bit of the apple she has been munching on and tosses it aside. When she does, she grins my way, pointing her finger towards my crotch.

I realize my pants are laying on the ground and my manhood is out. I pull them back up. Bridget pops awake from her ten-minute catnap. I ask, “Bridget, how are you feeling?”

“Good as new. In fact, I feel great. Fiona’s water really helped. She looks around and asks. “Did I miss something?”

Londyn offers her hand to help her stand. “I’ll fill you in on the way back.” My bodyguard turns to me. “Where to?”

“If everyone is up to it, I want to head back to the buses. Is that okay with all of you?”

All of the girls nod their heads.

“Great, then let’s head out.”

“Yeah, we should check the buses out,” Paige agrees. “But on the way back we need to stop here and load up on the apples. There is a quest to finish. And I make a wicked apple pie.”

“I wonder how potent the apples would be if made into a juice?” Tiffany questions.

“Or we let them ferment and make them into a potent cider,” Londyn states for all to hear.

She comes up close to me, opens up a sack at her hip to reveal half a dozen apples, and then whispers, “Oh the fun we’re going to have later. Maybe we'll ask Tiffany to play too. She’s a girl after my own heart.”


CHAPTER 12: SURPRISE ATTACK 2

“I really fucked up back there,” Bridget laments as we march along. “I walked right into the spiders. I have an Ability, Camouflage, that I could have used. I’m pretty sure the spiders—even with all of their eyes—wouldn’t have been able to see me. Of course, I didn’t use it and they caught me lickety-split. Then I was all wrapped up in the web. I could barely get air into my lungs. Thought my time had come. I’ve never been claustrophobic before but being trapped like that was terrifying. It didn’t help that the giant spider kept blocking off my air with a thread around my neck. Gonna have nightmares for the rest of my life about being suffocated and confined in that web.”

I try to reassure her.  “Don’t be too hard on yourself. You’ve been a Ranger for what—less than a day. All of a sudden, you have these Abilities with zero training on how to use them. You can’t blame yourself.”

A few steps behind, Asley adds, “He’s right you know. Think about it; a few days ago, I was a college student, and today I’m able to tap into the spirit world. You just need to work on using these Abilities. That’s what I did. I practiced back in Moondale in a controlled environment.”

Tiffany, not wanting to miss in the conversation jumps in, “I just kinda acted out of fear. Saw that spider coming at us, and then just screamed out in my mind, Pain. And the spider’s nerves exploded in writhing agony.”

The girls and I continue to talk. Paige stalks ahead, her eyes darting everywhere at once.

Londyn takes up the rear, speaking with Maria. Every now and then, they both glance at me. I check the map, knowing we are nearing our location.

“Down here,” I indicate, pointing towards a little hill and a small trail. “Paige, the cave where we saved your friends should be right around here.”

“What are you hoping to find?” she asks.

“Not sure. I’m hoping we’ll know it when we see it.”

They follow me another few feet when I stop. The map clearly indicates this is the location. Instead of finding an opening leading under the earth, an overgrown hillside spreads out in front of us.”

“This should be it,” I announce.

“It’s gone,” Penny says in my mind.

“Did The Voice seal it?”

“He did.  The quest was finished so he sealed the cave,” she responds.

I inform the girls. “The Voice sealed it.  I guess the quest was completed so there was no point in keeping it open. Let’s go check out the buses.”

“Yeah, those are some damn big hunks of metal,” Asley remarks. “I don’t see those being gone. Though I do have a question.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Do you think the football players were brought here on purpose?  Maybe The Voice wanted each of us to pair up with one of the football players?”

I had thought about this to be honest.  And it upset me in a way.  I’m glad the football players aren’t here.  I like having the girls all to myself. 

“I doubt it,” Londyn.  “The maniac from the cave was a harem lord. From what I heard, there was another harem as well that he killed. No, I think the football players were brought here by accident.  I don’t think Izzy, Maria and I are supposed to be here either.”

“Penny?” I ask.  “I’m certain you heard this entire conversation.  Did The Voice intend to bring the others here?”

“I know he intended to bring the other bus of girls – the ones with the swimmers here.  However, I do not know about the other three.”

“Can you find out?” I ask.

“This is a question you should ask The Voice when the time comes.”  She says no more after that, and I get the sense this entire conversation is making her uncomfortable.   

As soon as we approach the spot where we fought first the football zombies and then later the reanimated orcs, we can clearly see that the buses and the limousine are no longer there. I scan the trees to look for broken branches or cracked trunks or deep furrows in the ground—anything to show that vehicles from our world have ever been here.

“Not surprising,” Asley offers. “You’re like what you said about the cave.  It’s like a video game.  Once a quest is completed, access is closed off.” 

“Like the apple grove,” Maria adds. “Once the spiders were all gone, all the webs and the carcasses of the spiders disappeared. If someone goes by there now, they wouldn’t even know giant ass spiders were there.”

“This was a bust,” Paige grumbles. “It’s still fairly early. I say we head back to the grove, gather up enough apples to finish the pie quest along with another bag or two. I bet you we can sell them for a good price to Marge and Fred.”

“That makes sense,” Tiffany offers. “After today I see how important it is for all of us to rank up as quickly as possible. To do that, we need lots and lots of spirit crystals.”

“Plus, you wouldn’t mind munching down a few of those apples, would you?” Londyn quips.

Tiffany’s face flushes red though I can’t tell if it’s due to anger or embarrassment. 

I cut in. “First to the grove and then back to Moondale. This time, no one eats any of the apples, okay?”

“Are you sure about that?” Londyn asks. “Think of the fun we could have if we all eat two or three of them a piece.”

“I’m game,” Tiffany states.

“Me too.” Asley pipes in, “I’m in if everyone else is.” Huh… Wasn’t expecting that response from her. I’m gonna be honest. If we get to the grove and all the girls start eating the apples and get all hot and bothered and want to have a little fun in the woods, I’m all in.

Sadly, my fantasy of a possible orgy in the apple orchard, fueled by horny girls coated in apple pulp comes to a grinding halt at the sight of more damn orcs. Twenty or so run towards us, flanking from all sides, hooting and howling as they do. Several of these orcs are larger than the ones we faced previously. One of them, who appears to be female, doesn’t rush at us, but holds back, grasping a staff with a black stone affixed to the top. I would have expected female orcs to be ugly like their male counterparts but this one is a statuesque beauty. However, there is no time to admire her.

“She’s an orc Occultist,” Penny informs the girls and me. “Unfortunately, she is Rank Two so the paramours might be in dire trouble.”

If she’s a witch of some kind, then she has magic or Abilities. Having an orc try to smash or hack us to pieces is one thing. What if this Occultist can fling fireballs like Sammi? We’re all fucked then. I hadn’t even considered that some of our foes might have Abilities the same as we do.

Worry about the later Brandon.

I funnel the needed crystals and then invoke Blessed Light of The Defender. This ability is one of my most effective utility skills and it boosts all of the girls’ attacks, making them powerhouses for a limited time. There are too many orcs and too few of us to go on defense. Retreat isn’t an option. Even if we could break through, we would be harried the entire way back to Moondale, and I’d lose some of my girls. No. We need to kill them as fast as possible. It doesn’t seem like many of them have long range weapons, if their hand-held weapons are any judge of that. We would be goners already as they could have just peppered us from a distance. Of course, the Occultist may be able to strike at us from her elevated vantage point. 

“Kill the man,” the orc woman orders, “and capture the scrawny females. Humans fetch a good price at The Great Bazaar.”

“Paige, Londyn and I will keep them off the rest of you. Hit them with all you have!” I shout out.

The nearest orc is twenty feet away. I let loose with an Aura Missile, striking it in the chest. The impact blows it backwards into another orc scrabbling down behind him. They both fall and begin to roll uncontrollably down the small hillock.

Beside me, Bridget—who, if I’m judging by the determined look on her face, is trying to redeem herself—shoots two arrows in rapid succession. The first one embeds in an orc’s thigh. It slows the humanoid down but that is all. “Fuck,” Bridget screams as the second arrow flies high.

She glances at me, shouts, Camouflage and then disappears into the nearby trees. Paige rushes forward. She leaps into the air, higher than humanly possible and lands a devastating kick to the head of an orc. Even from this distance, I hear the neck snap. She lands deftly on the uneven ground and searches for more enemies. Two orcs charge her and she attacks, lost in a frenzy of kicks and swings of her large club.

Three orcs are blown from their feet from a sound wave of discordant notes directed by Maria’s mandolin, taking them out of the battle for the moment.

More orcs are approaching when Londyn appears. “Fuck,” she curses. “Was hoping to save this one.” She touches a large tattoo on her chest. I can’t see what picture it is, but soon, a six-foot-long creature appears in front of Londyn. Covered in reddish scales, it raises its head towards the oncoming enemies.  With large leathery wings already flapping to lift the creature high into the sky and a sinewy tail lashing dangerously, the reptilian creature soars towards the oncoming orcs. The creature’s mouth glows a deep crimson before it shoots a gout of flame and two orcs are quickly consumed in flames.

Baby dragon, I wonder. I look at Londyn in awe.

A smile lingers on my face as I concentrate on my own battles and charge forward to meet the onslaught. I scream a war cry, adrenaline rushing through me as I charge. “Ahhhhhhh!” I feel the thump of my beating heart and a feral grin slides across my lips. That inner roiling energy erupts from me, and triggers my Fear ability. Several orcs who were running towards me stop in their tracks, quaking in terror. A sword appears from the shadow of a tree and plunges into the back of a terrified orc. The injured demi-human stares downward, disbelief in his eyes, at the sword’s tip protruding from his stomach. I see a glimpse of Bridget’s red hair before she fades back into the foliage.  One of Asley’s Spirit Bolts flies right into the chest of the other immobile orc before it explodes from the inside.

Not many guys are bigger than me back on earth, (as I am a little over six foot three) but I stand before a seven-foot-tall orc towering over me. I hold Spirit two-handed and block an overhead strike from an enormous, curved blade. The edge is sharp and would no doubt cleave me in two. My muscles strain to keep it from coming any closer to my head.

This orc is as strong as me, so I need to take him down quickly. Aside from the Occultist, this guy is definitely the next most dangerous opponent. I jump back from the creature, our swords separating from one another. I funnel the necessary twenty green spirit crystals into my Devastating Blow. The attack skill reacts with an instant hit to a critical area. Spirit bypasses his defenses and drives right through his throat. I twist my blade before jerking it out. I don’t care how big of a bastard he is, getting a stab wound to the throat from a big ass sword should be a killing blow. He gurgles once, tosses his sword down, and puts his hands to his neck trying to staunch the bleeding. His hands do nothing to stop the bleeding and a second later he crumples to the ground.

Currently I can only use Devastating Blow twice a day, so I really hope there isn’t a bigger bastard out there.

There are too damn many orcs. I hear female voices screaming all around me. I need to protect the girls, but I can’t at the moment as three more orcs come at me. One smashes me in the side with a large club. The Defender’s hauberk and my Hard Skin mitigate some of the impact, but it still hurts like a bitch. It’s both exhilarating and scary, but I am getting used to being cut, stabbed and bludgeoned. The orc actually does me a favor as the strike shoves me to the side, and an overhead strike from a different orc sword whizzes by my shoulder. I invoke Focused Fury. It is the upgraded version of Bloodlust, just on steroids. Instead of attacking my foes in a blind rage, surrendering all defense for increased offense, I am able to harness that fury and make it my own. Its downside is that it takes a full minute for the Ability to power up, with the prerequisite, that I believe I am in a life-or-death fight. In my mind, this sure as hell constitutes life-or-death.

I lower my center of gravity and lunge forward. I hear a howl and grin viciously as the tip of Spirit strikes the orc’s manhood. Admittedly, I was trying for his gut, but missed, but as long as it keeps him out of the fight that’s all that matters. The orc falls to the ground alternating between screaming and whimpering.

I parry a blow from another orc. Then kick one that gets in too close. The mini-dragon belonging to Londyn flies by and rakes a talon across the orc’s head, almost tearing it off.

Focused Fury takes hold and for the next two minutes, I’m a killing machine. I decapitate one orc. Another loses his arm, blood spurting from the stump. I cut a deep gash across the leg of a particularly ugly orc, and when he drops to the ground, I lunge the sword into his eye.              

All I know in those few minutes is a primal need to kill the orcs in order to defend my girls. Every orc that is dead is one less that can harm them. I don’t escape unscathed. Blood flows freely from several cuts and gashes. One of the orcs almost takes my eye out, missing by mere inches. Blood flows freely from the cut right above my eyebrow as a reminder that nearly cost me an eye. I slice his stomach open as payback.

When the frenzy that overtakes me ceases, I look around. I’m panting heavily, the adrenaline and fury fading from my system, and I know fatigue will overcome me soon.

There are no more orcs standing. It seems we killed them all. A few feet from me, Tiffany whimpers on the ground, holding her leg where blood is gushing out. Maria is hovering above her funneling spirit crystals into the wound, urging her to drink from her canteen.

Up on the hill, the Occultist has almost finished her chant and energy crackles atop of her staff. Behind her, a mane of recognizable red hair appears from the foliage. With her sword raised, Bridget swipes at the tip of the pulsing staff in an attempt to prevent the spell from casting. When her longsword impacts, a surge of electricity courses up Bridget’s arm. She falls to the ground screaming in pain.

Why did Bridget do that?

Because she’s trying to prove herself you idiot.

How can I keep them safe if they won’t keep themselves safe?

The witch lifts her staff, preparing to slam it into Bridget’s face, when a smoky gray wolf attacks her. The witch smiles and then slams her staff into the wolf which lets out a mournful yowl before it returns to the spirit world from where Asley had summoned it.

Paige dashes up the hill towards the Occultist. For someone as muscular as she is, her movements are quick and precise.

I activate Surge. Since this is my first time using my upgraded speed ability, I’m unsure what to expect, but I had to try something. The world around me stops or at least slows to a crawl. After several steps, I’m within a few feet of the orc who is slowly raising her staff again to smash into the still form of Bridget. The Surge ends but I keep going—carried forward by the built up momentum. Her face is one of surprise as I prepare to hit her with my shoulder at full force. Instead, something appears in front of me and when my body hits, I slam into what feels like a solid unyielding wall of flesh. The air is forced out of me and I fall backwards onto the forest floor wheezing for breath. I stare up to see a figure now hulking above me. The creature has to be twelve feet tall. How could a giant that size show up out of thin air? Let alone be fast enough to appear in my way at the speed I was traveling. I notice the rough, russet colored skin, with arms and legs thick as tree trunks. Bending over to stare at me, its mouth curls showing a full row of jagged teeth, and two enormous feet that could no doubt crush in my skull. From my semi prone position, I attempt to scooch several steps back from the beast.

What is that?” I scream at Penny in my mind. 

“An ogress. Luckily she’s only Rank One. Regardless, she’ll kill most of you with a single blow.”

From the corner of my eye, the mini-dragon loops down from the sky and spews fire at the Occultist who lifts her staff in defense. Flames wash over the witch but dissipate the moment they touch her. Unharmed by the attack, she aims her quarterstaff at the wyvern (as I later learned the creature is called). It cries a pitiable yowl as a force grabs hold of it and smashes it into a nearby tree. Bones, cartilage and scales crack and break before the creature fades from the battlefield.

I can’t worry about the orc woman. The others will have to deal with her somehow. I have an ogress to kill. Her club is nearly as tall as I am, and she swipes it downward at me trying to crush my skull in. I roll to the side just in time, hastily trying to stand. The force of that blow is powerful and the ground shakes. I tumble unceremoniously to the ground, landing between the ogress’ legs. I know in the movies I would do something cool like roll between her legs and then come up deftly behind the beast. It’s more like I scurry on all fours between her mammoth legs and just miss being smashed from another overhead strike aimed at me. When I am behind her, I stand up. Before she can turn around fully, I lunge forward and my sword tip strikes her ass cheek of all things. She bellows and twists around flailing her club wildly at me.

“We don’t have to fight,” I yell, backing away. “We can be friends.”

“You stabby stab Grumma’s ass. Grumma kills you, then eats you!” the ogress threatens, her voice deep and gravelly.

I hear a scream from beside me and see the orc shaman’s staff strike Paige, who goes flying several feet backwards before she hits the ground hard. Paige curls herself into a ball and just manages to stop her momentum before striking into a tree trunk.

“Penny. Can you give me any help?” I ask.

“I’m limited in what I can say.” The ogress changes strategy and instead of attacking me with her massive club suddenly lashes out with her foot that catches me full in the chest. I feel like a sledgehammer just smashed me. The kick is so strong that I literally fly several feet backwards smashing into a tree.  Pain shoots up my back. If it wasn’t due to the high defenses of the hauberk and my Hard Skin I suspect I would have broken my spine.

“You may want to review your Abilities,” Penny suggests.

I had already used Devastating Blow and Warden’s Wrath and wouldn’t be able to access either of them until tomorrow which really sucked. Fear was a passive ability so I really didn’t have any control over it. Not that these two had anything to fear from us. An Aura Missile would just piss the ogress off as I suspect it would do little damage against her thick skin.

Londyn is the only one fighting the Occultist. My bodyguard moves like a dancer, her hips flowing back and forth as she dodges the witch’s attacks. Paige slowly gets to her feet. Bridget lays on the ground unmoving a few feet away. I need to concentrate on my own dangerous opponent as the ogress stalks towards me ready to end the fight. Then it comes to me.

It might work Brandon!

You have no choice but to try it!

I channel the necessary crystals, and then in my most soothing voice I say to the ogress, “You don’t want to hurt me Grumma. We can be great friends.”

The Charm Female ability spreads out from my voice and the ogress stops.

“Friends?” She repeats the word as though it is alien to her. “Grumma have no friends.”

“Yes, friends. Lots and lots of them.
“Lots and lots,” Grumma echoes.

“Yes. But that nasty orc is trying to kill one of your friends.”

“Nasty orcsies mustn’t hurt Grumma’s friend,” she responds as she stalks over towards the Occultist just as a barrage of stones lifts off the grounds and peppers Londyn in a barrage, targeting different spots of her body. She protects her face from the onslaught. Welts blossom all over her flesh. One slams into her lip which starts bleeding heavily. “Fuck that hurts!” my bodyguard shouts.

“Must not hurt friend!” Grumma bellows.

A look of utter horror and disbelief falls over the comely face of the orc woman as she turns just as the ogress’s club smashes into her, driving her to the ground. She cries, “No!” before Grumma follows this up with a second strike, crushing in the skull of the witch.

“Grumma save friend,” the ogress announces proudly looking at me. “Grumma loves new friends.” She drops the large club, lifts me off the ground, and gives me a bear hug, my face smooshed into her watermelon size breasts. My ribs and back already burn from the battle and from being battered around. 
“You’re killing me,” I wheeze out as the ogress continues to smother me with affection.

“Sorries,” Grumma apologizes as she puts me down and I suck in a lungful of air.

“How long will this charm last?” I ask Penny.

“Maybe another ten minutes.”

“What will the ogress do then?” I ask.

“She might leave or she might attack you,” Penny discloses. “There is no way for me to tell.”

“Great. Just great.” I grumble.

I have ten minutes to play with, so I rush over to Bridget who is slowly coming to. She looks up at me. “I didn’t die again, did I?”

“I think you were shocked unconscious,” I respond.

“My head hurts,” she moans.

Paige stands up and then nearly falls down again. I rush over, grab her arm, and lower her down to the ground. Paige fiddles at her side and pulls out a vial. She tries to remove the stopper but can’t seem to grip it with her fingers. I take it from her, remove the plug and the hold it to her lips. She eyes me for a second.  For Paige, the idea of her body failing her must be terrifying.  Her desire to regain her strength overcomes her pride at allowing me to hold the vial to her lips while she drinks the reviving water.  My seed must be potent – at least when it is merged with Fiona’s waters – because seconds after drinking it, Paige is back on her feet. 

Now that the Brawler is okay, I scan the condition of my other paramours. 

“Londyn. You okay?” I ask.

“Do I look okay to you?” she barks. And she’s right. Her body is black and blue, with welts blooming everywhere. Her chin and chest are drenched in blood. Then shaking her head she says, “I’ll be fine.”

Asley, Tiffany and Maria join us up on the hill a second later.

Blood covers most of Tiffany’s torso; however, she no longer appears to be bleeding. It is she who asks the million-dollar question and points to Grumma, “Um. What is that thing? And is she safe to be around?”


CHAPTER 13: QUESTS COMPLETE

“Your friends thank you for your help,” I state to the towering ogress.

“Friends help friends. Grumma used to help other friends then orcsies trick friendsies.”

“There are other ogres?” I inquire, worried about the destruction and death a few ogres could do to Moondale and its inhabitants.

“Yes, so many ogres. So so many. Want to go home, but lost way. Orcsies know way but orcsies no tell. Now orcsies all dead.”

“Are there more orcs,” Londyn asks.

“Oh lots and lots, one for all trees in the woods? Orcsies came here looking for lost orcsies but no find lost orcsies.”

“The ones who took us,” Paige states.

I nod my head in agreement. Then groan. “They’ll send more to look for this bunch. Dammit.”

“All the trees. Thousands and thousands,” Paige mutters. “You think there really are thousands of them; cause if there are, we’re in trouble.”

“Not sure how good her math is,” Tiffany states.

“You friends now. You help Grumma find way home?”

The Quest Board speaks for all to hear: Grumma the ogress was separated from her tribe when she was just a child and enslaved by the orcs. Her wish is to return home. You have the current quest, Rescue The Villagers. Additional quest available: Ogreville: Several of the orc slavers know where the ogres dwell. Discover the location of the ogre homeland from one of them. Additional quest: The Journey Home: Help Grumma find her way back home. Rewards: Should you accept this reward, Grumma will assist you with rescuing the villagers. In addition, the ogre chieftain might be willing to negotiate an alliance with you against the orcs, goblins and other humanoids.  Time limit to complete quest: Two weeks. Warning: If you accept the quest but do not return Grumma home within the allotted time limit, she will turn hostile. If Grumma finds her kin on her own without your assistance, the ogre tribe may turn against you and consider you their enemy. You have fifteen minutes to decide. If you do not accept the quest within the time limit, Grumma will depart. However, Grumma will consider you neither a friend nor an enemy, and if she meets you again in the future she might attack or might not. Do you accept the quest? Yes / No.

Tiffany looks over at me. “Brandon, what do we do?”

“We accept it, of course,” Londyn interjects. “We could use some allies out here.”

“And if we fail the quest and don’t get her back home in two weeks, then we have more enemies,” Paige comments.

“Isn’t this the kind of stuff the council should decide?” Asley asks.

“Do you see the council here?” Paige snaps.

Grumma stands there silently, waiting for us to respond.

“Lord Brandon,” Penny informs me. “Just so you are aware, your Charm ran off several minutes ago. The ogress, I believe, does not plan to attack you. I cannot advise you whether or not to accept this quest. However, my pages do tell me that ogres, despite the fact that they are depicted as cruel beasts in the stories and legends of your world, are neither good nor wicked creatures in this world. They are a species on the brink of extinction. Though the reason for that are not yet known to me. They mostly wish to be left in peace.”

“Thank you Penny. That is useful.”

“Will you help Grumma get back home?” the mammoth creature asks almost in a whine.

I fill the others in on what Penny just told me.

“Then we have to help her,” Tiffany cuts in.

“I agree,” Bridget states.

“With no council here, we vote,” I say.

I expect a complaint from Penny about allowing the paramours to vote on this. I’m certain in her view I should make the decision for everyone. However, I think I know how this vote is going to go. In fact, I know exactly how it is going to go. 

“Sounds fair to me,” Asley offers. “So I’m a yes.”

“I vote yes also,” Tiffany adds.

“She just wants to get home,” Bridget states, “so I’m a big yes also. We’re in a similar situation. We were snatched up from our homeland just like she was.”

“I’m not allowed to vote,” Londyn explains. “That’s a bit fucked up.”

“What do you mean?” I ask.

“I’m your bodyguard. I’m there to protect you despite what course of action you choose.”  She starts to speak and then starts coughing.  “Son of a bitch.  I was going to tell you how I would have voted if I could vote, and something stopped me.”

“The Voice?” I inquire.

“Yes,” Penny responds.  “Her role is to serve you.  Not to question your will.”

I expect Londyn to blow up.  Instead, she starts to laugh.  “Huh, The Voice really is something else.  It’s all good with me, Brandon.”  She shakes her head a few more times.  “In fact,” she sidles up close to me, “you can tell me what you want to do anytime.” Then she whispers in my ear.  “I’ll be your submissive slave girl any time you want and follow all of your commands.”  She nibbles my ear and pulls away.

A dozen decadent acts to do with Londyn explode in my mind. 

Maria coughs to refocus everyone.    

“Well, I’m a yes,” I add. “That leaves just Maria and Paige.”

I glance over towards the Bard.

“Oh, you don’t even need to ask me. Of course, we need to help. She just wants to get home. What about you Paige?”

“Does my vote really matter? It looks like you’ve all decided already,” she grumbles.

“Yeah, it matters,” Londyn snaps. “Seems like you’re waiting to blame all of us if this goes badly. So, why don’t you go on the record with a yes or no?”

Paige shoots laser beams at Londyn who doesn’t flinch. “Fine,” Paige grunts. “I vote yes also.”

“We accept the quest,” I say aloud.

Quest accepted, The Quest Board pronounces.

“Grumma has great great new friends. Grumma loves new friends. Grumma will help you save other humans who the orcsies have taken. Grumma will hide in caves that scare orcsies. Find Grumma there and I will help you smash the orcsies.” With that, the ogress turns and wanders back into the woods.

“Man, that’s a relief,” Londyn states. “I thought we’d have to take her back to Moondale with us.”

“I think we’d freak the others out if we came back with a pet ogre,” Bridget responds.

“Yeah, good thing,” Paige quips. “Because with the ogre being a female and all it would just have been a matter of time before Brandon banged her.”

Londyn lets out a loud laugh.

Everyone smiles or lets out a chuckle.

How would that even work with the size differential I contemplate for the briefest moment.

The bodies of the orcs and of the Occultist begin to glow.

The Quest Board speaks, Lord Brandon, along with Paramours Asley, Tiffany, Londyn, Maria, Bridget and Paige completed the Random Encounter, The Orc Search Party. Reward: Each participant receives five hundred white spirit crystals, fifty green spirit crystals, and twenty five blue spirit crystals. Five percent of all crystals earned by paramours returned to Lord Brandon to use at his discretion. In addition, the orc bodies contain rewards.

“That’s a decent haul,” Paige comments.

I turn to everyone. “Let’s loot the orcs and get the hell out of here. There might be other orc search parties out here, and I’m not sure the others will be as lucky as we just were.”

“Why didn’t we see them coming, Penny?” I ask aloud.

“Because they weren’t searching for you but their kin,” Penny explains. “They were not seeking you as they were unaware of your existence in the Eros Woods. I suggest you loot the bodies now before the time runs out.”

I lean down and say, Mass Loot. The Occultist along with the nearly two dozen orcs fade away. A massive number of swords, spears, cudgels and clubs lay in a heap. Several pieces of armor ranging from breast plates to helms lay piled next to the weapons. A third pile contains an assortment of necklaces along with the Occultist’s staff. Rucksacks, clothing, canteens, dried food goods, bedrolls as well as an assortment of other items lay piled in a separate heap. In addition, I am informed that the orcs had a total of one thousand fifty five white spirit crystals. I divide the amount equally among the girls. Meanwhile, the Occultist also possesses five of the rare silver spirit crystals. For some reason the existence of these crystals is not made available to the girls. I don’t question why at the moment. I take these for my own realizing that we are going to need to begin stockpiling the blue and silver spirit crystals.

“What are we going to do with all of this?” Tiffany asks.

Asley starts looking through the pile with the assorted jewelry and the Occultist’s staff. “There is way too much for us to carry back.”

“Damn shame,” Londyn grouses. “I’m sure we could sell it to Marge and Fred for a small fortune.”

“You all are able to Identify now. So let’s sift through this stuff quickly and see if there is anything worth bringing back.”
We spend the next few minutes identifying all of the items. Only two items are really of note. One is the witch’s staff—which when we identify it just reads—Witch’s Bane. Identify Item provides no other information.

“Real frustrating,” Paige scowls “that we have these items but don’t know what they do. Especially if they can help us in a fight or to stay alive.”

“I’m sure a few of us will rank up the Identify Item ability soon enough,” I offer.

“Tiffany twirls a silver necklace around in her hand. “This reads, Pure Silver necklace. While it has no special powers, due to the purity and rarity of this mineral, it is an ideal item upon which to enchant Abilities. The pure silver can also be broken down and used by an alchemist in the creation of powerful potions and concoctions or by a blacksmith to combine with the metals they shape.”

“That can be really useful,” I state. “Especially once the villagers are back.”

“I was just checking my HUD. One more quest and I’ll have enough crystals to rank up,” Paige announces as she opens her eyes. “It is really too bad we can’t haul this stuff back.”

“Londyn, thank God you summoned that flying beast,” Tiffany states. “What was it by the way? Because it took out like a third of the orcs.”

“A wyvern. Think of it as a baby dragon. Didn’t really want to summon her yet because she was probably the most powerful piece of magic I had access to. Though when I rank up, I’ll obtain several new, stronger glyphs. Maybe I’ll be able to summon a real dragon some day and not just a small one.”

“Glyph? Oh, you mean the tattoos, don’t you?” Tiffany asks.

“So those tattoos are like magical spells?” Bridget inquires. “Do you have other Abilities? Or is that rude of me to ask. Are we asking each other what we can do? Cause I don’t mind sharing.”

“Please stop,” Paige pleads. “Maybe you guys can chat on the way back.” She looks at me. “Where to next?”

“Let’s head back to Moondale. We need to let everyone know about the orc search parties.” I look around.  “Is everyone okay?” Then I look right at Tiffany. “Are you okay?”

“It looked worse than it was.  An orc got too close and sliced me.  I was able to jump back so it wasn’t too deep.  But it stung really badly.  That flying creature killed the orc. Maria was able to heal me a bit using crystals and then Fiona’s water did the rest.  It’s crazy, there’s not even a wound left.”

“Well, I’m glad you’re okay.  Is everyone good?”

“We are,” Londyn says.  “But you look like crap.”
“All superficial,” I say. “I’m fine. We should get a move on.”  And it’s true. My wounds have stopped bleeding and the worst of the pain is gone.  My quick recuperation must be due to my higher than average Physical Fortitude. 

“What about the apples?” Paige grumbles.

“What about them?” Asley shoots the Brawler a curious look.

“Are we just going to forget about the quest?” Paige responds. 

“I just think it’s too dangerous right now,” I answer.

“I want to head back. Finish what I started. Call it an OCD. But not completing the quest is going to nag at me,” Paige admits.

“Fine!” I respond. “But let’s do this quickly.”

We make our way back to the grove in about twenty minutes and gather up the apples. I think Paige and Tiffany may have been planning to carry back the apples the entire time because both of them remove sacks they had brought with them. A few minutes later the sacks are bulging.

The scowl that covered Paige’s face since we first met is replaced with a wide grin. It’s a refreshing change and honestly, it highlights how pretty she is. “We can head back now, Brandon.”

“Is everyone set?” I ask.

Everyone nods or mumbles their agreement.

“Great. Let’s head home then.”


CHAPTER 14: DEBRIEF

Forty minutes later, we come into sight of Moondale. The land around the hamlet is free of most trees and other foliage, giving those within the ability to see anyone or anything approaching.”

“Ah!” I jump back when Alex appears seemingly out of thin air and takes my arm. “How did it go?”

I turn and give her a kiss. It lingers for a good ten seconds before Paige begins to cough.

I break from the kiss. “Missed you. How’d the ascension go with you, Maeve, and Nikki?”

She squeezes my arm. “Oh, you’ll see.”

A short while later we are back at the stone tables surrounding Fiona’s fountain. The other girls start asking us about our quest. Tiffany and Asley sit down and begin to fill them in on everything. Tiffany even tells them about the powerful effect of the apples. She unabashedly tells them about our little interaction in the grove. I expect the girls to gasp or something, but most of them are starting to accept these sexual escapades as the norm now.  Which I am not disappointed about.

Bridget looks a little rundown. She takes another drink from the fountain and then heads back to her cabin. Sammi and the others aren’t back yet, or at least they haven’t completed their quest otherwise The Quest Board or The Voice would have informed me it was completed.  Since they aren’t back yet, our Healer, Alana is not yet back. As soon as she returns, I’ll have her check out Bridget. She has been through a hell of a lot of trauma.

The area around the fountain has become our designated Town Center with most of the girls sitting at the tables or milling about. Three of the swimmers we rescued the day before, McKenzie, Stefani and Chloe are naked and covered in paint. On a table in front of them sits a large wooden sign that they are painting. I’m glad to see them working on two Easy quests – Naked and Home Sweet Home.  Those two alone will pay them all six hundred and fifty white spirit crystals. It’s not much in the scope of things but it’s a good start, and at least they’re not risking life or limb to gain it. Ms. Williams is off with Alyssa, Amber, Hannah, Lindsay and Yanira. All five of the girls are dressed in tight red bottoms that hug their hips and ass while a cherry top, that exposes their midriffs, clings to their chests.

“Seems we are in for a performance tonight,” Alex states, still clinging onto me.

I grab her around the waist. “I’m happy everyone is completing the different quests.”

“Yeah,” Alex responds. “But The Quest Board needs to offer more of them. I know those that require fighting or have some level of danger offer better rewards, so if I had to choose I’d rather we get more challenging quests.” She nods in the direction of the three girls still painting. “The worst danger those three have when painting a sign is maybe getting a splinter from the wooden board.” She pauses and then smirks, watching my reaction before she continues, “Marge gave us this salve that will prevent any kind of sunburn. It has a cool side effect. They’re going to have the best tan of their lives.  To get back to what I was saying, there are a bunch of us now and most of the others haven’t had to fight yet. I’m not sure what they will do if they are forced to battle a monster.”

“They might have to fight sooner than you think,” I tell her.

“What do you mean?” Kayla, who had sauntered over and heard my last statement, asks.

“We got attacked by twenty orcs. And they had a spell caster and an ogre with them.”

“Orcs? Ogres?” she mutters.

“Yeah. We’ll fill everyone in, once the others get back.”

Alex releases my arm. “I’ll be right back. Maeve and Nikki told me to get them when you returned. The ascension wiped them out and they’re napping.”

I’m about to tell her to leave them be but Alex is already dashing off towards the cabin she shares with my other wives and Kayla.

I notice that the nymph is not currently in the fountain; instead, her stone replica is there, once again holding the vase from which crystal-clear water flows.

Kayla sees me looking at the fountain.

“The nymph left a little while ago. Said she’d be back.”

“I was expecting to get a notification that The Tower quest has been completed. But since I haven't, that means the quest is still ongoing.”

“It’s a long one I guess,” Kayla offers. “But I’m not worried about them. Olivia and Sammi know what they’re doing.”

I nod my head at my Wise Woman. However, I have a pit in my stomach. I’m worried about the other group. They have been gone a long time. Even longer than we were gone and we had been to multiple locations. If they don’t return in an hour, I’m going to head out after them.

“I received a bunch of notifications while I was gone,” I explain to her. “Every time a minor quest is complete, or someone receives a class or a new ability, I’m informed. It’s too much information all at once.”

“It’s all important,” Kayla responds with some concern on her face.

“I’ll get to it all. I promise. It’s just that I didn’t want to sift through everything on my way back.”

“What happened out there?”

“I provide her with a condensed version.” I can see the gears moving behind her russet-colored eyes.

She goes silent for a second, chewing on her bottom lip. She finally looks up at me. “We have been just winging things here. However, we can’t do that anymore. We need to get super organized. And we have to get as many of us up to Rank Two ASAP. I have an idea how to start that process.”

“What is it?” I ask curiously.

“Let me talk it over with Jada first.”

“Jada?”
“You remember. She’s our Treasurer.”

“I remember.”

“I want to run it by her first. Maybe she can help me work out the logistics. The others are going to need to agree, so it’s going to have to be a council item tomorrow morning.”

“That’s fine. I know tomorrow is supposed to be our first council meeting, but I want to keep it to under an hour. I want to head out early to Rescue The Villagers.”

Kayla nods. 

I state.  “I have some ideas who should come along with me tomorrow to go after the villagers and who needs to stay behind in case orcs or ogres or some other monsters decide to attack Moondale. Anything else happen while we were gone?”

“Everyone has a class now. Londyn’s friend Izzy received the oddest one. She is our Artificer. She’s taken over the Tinker’s Workshop.”

“What’s an Artificer?”

“You can ask her yourself.” She points to the aforementioned Izzy just leaving the General Store carrying a bulging sack of goods.

Izzy is dressed like a sexy scientist. A clingy white buttoned lab coat hangs down to just below her thighs. Her legs are covered with white stockings attached beneath the lab coat with a garter. Her hair is pulled back into a ponytail. A pair of thick black rimmed glasses cover her eyes. I think they are more for show than for a necessity.

“Hey Izzy,” Kayla calls to her. “You have a minute?”

She seems a bit flustered by the request. She finally lays the bundle down on one of the stone tables and heads towards us.”

“What’s up?” the Artificer asks.

“Just filling Brandon in on your new class.”

“It’s really cool. I can make different items. Actually, I can create new items,” she explains.

“It makes sense,” Maria says. “You being an engineer and all.”

“Yeah, I think The Voice might have taken a few liberties since I’m a civil engineer.”

“What sorts of things can you make?” I ask.

“Right now I am working on Explosive Stones. You toss the stone and… Boom. Lots of dead orcs and other nasties.”

“You’re making grenades! How are you making grenades?” I inquire.

“The Tinker’s Workshop has shelves loaded up with a bunch of different chemicals and compounds. There are also components I never heard of… not even sure they are real. Anyhow, to make the little bombs I have to coat an ordinary rock with several components.  Then I need to kind of bind everything in place with spirit crystals. Gonna need more of them by the way – a lot more. The cost shouldn’t really come out of my pocket.”

“If you can make weapons of mass destruction I’ll make sure you have all the crystals you need. Really impressive,” I state.

“So you just know how to mix all of this crap together to make little bombs?” Londyn asks her friend.

“Well, I started with Recipes.  Basically I had several choices of schematics I could choose from—such as Functional Items—like I can create a kind of washing machine. But I also was given the choice of one Weapon and was given three Recipes: One to make a little bomb that gives off a gas that puts enemies to sleep; a different one that has a chance of causing temporary paralysis. And then one which allows me to make these little balls of death.” She gingerly pulls a thick piece of burlap from a pouch on her side, unfolds it to expose a rough, grayish stone a little smaller than the size of a baseball. Golden and reddish furrows are cut into the stone.

“Toss this bad boy in the middle of a group of orcs and kaboom… it causes an explosion. I don’t think it is all that powerful yet—maybe the strength of half a stick of dynamite. But enough to wreak a little havoc. As I go up in ranks, my existing Recipes will become more potent as well.”

“Can you get more of these Recipes?” Londyn asks.

“I’ll receive more when I rank up.  They can also be found as rewards for quests. I can also mess around with different components and try to create new items. It’s all very exciting.”

Londyn grabs Izzy around the shoulders. “You are such a science geek. But we love you anyway.”

“How many of these bombs can you make,” I ask, already with plans to bring a few along tomorrow.

“I have enough compounds left to make one more.” She folds a thick cloth around the grenade she already completed. “It took me most of the morning to put it together. You want a few for tomorrow, don’t you?”

“Yeah. We need as much firepower as we can bring along.”

She gathers up her bundle of materials. “I’m on it. You’ll have a second grenade for tomorrow. Plus I have one more item I might be able to put together if I can scrounge up the materials from some of the abandoned houses around here.”

Then she turns from us and heads back towards her workshop. 

“Hey there lover,” Maeve whispers into my ear as she squeezes me from behind, her soft breasts pushing into my back. “Your wives missed you while you were gone.”

I turn around and plant a big kiss on Maeve’s plush lips. “Missed you ladies also,” I admit. I take her entire form in. She looks—well I am not sure how to express it—prettier, more womanly. That’s not right exactly. There’s an indefinable quality, an aura of confidence surrounds her now. She seems somehow more substantial—like she has been touched by divinity.

She twirls around for me. “You should see the new and improved me with no clothing on.”

“Looking forward to it,” I confess.

“Ascension is not the most pleasant thing,” Nikki responds as she approaches. I know that after my ascension my body underwent a sort of enhancement in order to be able to manage and control the Abilities that I possess and it is the same with my wives.

“But not horrible either,” Alex chimes in. “I’ve had worse visits to the dentists.”

“It was worth it though,” Maeve takes my hand. “Our original Abilities have all been enhanced and we picked up new ones as well.”

“We are ready to kick some orc ass tomorrow,” Nikki states.

My face must cringe at the discussion of orcs because Maeve asks, “Everything okay, Brandon?”

“After we cleared out the apple grove, we headed back to the location of the buses and got attacked by a group of orcs.”

“Everyone okay?” Maeve asks.

“Yeah. Luckily. Although Bridget almost died.”
Alex raises an eyebrow.

“A big ass spider tried to suffocate her.  I had to give her mouth to mouth.”

“Oh shit,” Nikki cuts in.

“Yeah, I’m hoping Alana gets back soon along with the others so she can give her a proper checkup. And the orcs weren’t the issue. They had a witch of some kind with them. Seems some of our enemies have Abilities also. Oh, I also had to charm an ogress.”

“You’re charming enough,” Maeve quips, “But I didn’t know it extended to ogres also.”

“Long story. But why don’t we wait until the others are back so we can tell you about the giant spiders, the apples that make you horny, and the magical items we found.”

“Seems like we missed a lot, husband,” Maeve responds. 
“Are you planning on sharing the apples with us?” Alex quips before planting a single, soft sultry kiss on my lips.

“Not to worry.  I saved some just for us. Sadly we don’t have enough time right now to enjoy them,” I lament.


CHAPTER 15: THE TOWER

Quest Complete, The Quest Board pronounces for all to hear. Paramours Sammi, Olivia, Jasmyn, Alana and Megan have successfully completed the quest, Who Knows What Dangers. Each paramour has been awarded seven hundred and fifty white spirit crystals, two hundred green spirit crystals, and fifty blue spirit crystals. Five percent of crystals received returned to Lord Brandon to use at his discretion. Paramour Alana is exempt from the tithe. Paramour Alana has received the Healer’s Caduceus. Paramour Alana has received the quest, The Snake Pit, which she must attempt with Lord Brandon. Powers of the Caduceus will not be revealed until the quest is completed. Details of the quest are available in a separate notification that Paramour Alana has received. Paramour Olivia has earned Hard Skin One and Strength One. Participants of the quest Who Knows What Dangers have been offered a follow up quest, The Hag. Quest cannot be accepted by the paramours at this time. Special requirements for quest: Lord Brandon must travel to the location of the quest on his own. His bodyguard, the Harem Mistress, and all other paramours are forbidden from following him or assisting in any way. In fact, if any paramour currently in Moondale follows Lord Brandon, they will not only endanger their Lord, but their actions will infuriate The Hag which will risk the lives of the paramours who completed Who Knows What Dangers. Second requirement. Lord Brandon must travel to the location of The Hag and the other paramours while nude. He may don no armor, clothing, weapons, footwear or jewelry. Reward: Should Lord Brandon and the other paramours successfully complete the follow up quest, The Hag will provide him with three pieces of valuable information about the Eros Wood and your new life here. Additional rewards available dependent on the outcome of the quest. If Lord Brandon does not accept the quest, the paramours will be free to return to Moondale. Do you accept the quest? Yes / No. Three-hour timer begins now.

“I would not accept it Lord Brandon,” Penny shouts out for all of us to hear in our minds. “I am the Compendium. I am Penny. Any information you and the paramours need I will provide. The Hag’s words are not to be trusted. You need to turn this quest down.”

“I agree with Penny for once,” Maeve responds, grabbing onto my arm. “You can’t go after the others alone… and especially not nude.”

“Yeah, why nude?” Alex queries.

“Penny, what do you know about The Hag?” I ask.

“Only that she is a liar and a sneak. As she is part of a quest, I am limited to what information I can indulge. I am, however, surprised to see her and The Quest Board working together.”

The instinct to protect my girls pulses through my body. Before anyone else can pelt me with their opinions on how I would be an idiot to accept this quest, I click Yes.

Quest accepted: The Quest Board announces.

“What did you do?” Nikki shouts at me. 

What needs to be done!

“Are you an idiot?”  Alex screams.

My girls are possibly in danger in The Tower.

“Do you have a death wish?” Alex chides me.

Naked or not.  I will head out to The Tower. And death to anyone or anything that gets in my way. 

I let Maeve and the others continue to vent for another twenty seconds.

“Enough!”  I shout finally.  

The girls in The Tower can be in trouble.  I have to get to them. 

I bring my will to bear. “I promised I would get everyone home.” I stare all the women down, my gaze forthright and determined as I meet the eyes of those near me. “If trudging through the woods to meet up with some hag is going to provide us with answers on how to get back home, then that is what I am going to do.” I pause for a moment then add, “And I would like all of your support.  But with or without it, I am heading to The Tower.” 

I may have gone a bit overboard because everyone around me – including Londyn and my wives gaze at me in wide-eyed wonder.

“Ah shit!”  I say aloud, realizing what I have just done. 

My heart sinks. This was not my intention. I grit my teeth. Perhaps if I leave now, the effects will wear off.

I am a freaking dead man when Project Will wears off. It was never my intent to essentially brainwash all of them. 

I don’t even run back to the Harem Hall to put my items away, afraid that by the time I get back here this mini trance will have ended. Instead, I strip naked right there in our little plaza and place all of my belongings onto one of the stone tables.  Without another word or fanfare, I walk naked out of the gates of Moondale.

This will not do, The Quest Board announces. You are a mess.  That is no way to meet a new friend. And you are injured.  Though none are mortal, there are enough to drain you of your strength. And you will need lots of strength.  No, this will not do at all. 

“Fuck!” I cry out, as the numerous cuts and gashes seal closed.  Each one feels like it is being sown closed with a rusty needle. 

I grit my teeth and grunt.  My eyes tear up from the agonizing pain.  When it finally ends, I examine my arms, chest and thighs. There are no marks anywhere on my flesh.  There’s not even a cool scar to show off to Maeve. 

Maeve. She might murder me when I get back. I get a move on, trying to place as much distance between myself and Moondale that I can.

“Fuck!” I curse when my foot steps down on an extremely pointy rock jutting from the ground. Hard Skin or not… that hurt. Well, there is nothing to do about it. I consider picking up a heavy stone or a sturdy branch—anything that can be used as a weapon—in case something attacks me. I spot a grapefruit sized stone, intending to use that as my makeshift weapon, when a force of some sort keeps my hand by my side. It’s a warning.

“You are on a fool’s errand,” Penny complains. “However, since you are determined to play the fool, I must keep you safe. The Hag will see even a stone as a weapon and will consider it a betrayal of the terms of the quest. Your paramours will die if that happens. Besides, you still have your Abilities. Since you have a class, you’re never truly without weapons.”

 “Thanks for letting me know. Is there anything else you can tell me?” I ask.

“Only that your wives, bodyguard, and Ms. Williams are now defending your actions, especially to some of the newer girls. Don’t forget, a crazed harem lord was draining their life energy before you saved them.  Your little trick silencing them like that has them fearful of what you are capable of turning into.”

“Dammit all to hell! I just wanted their bitching to stop. To let them know I have valid reasons to go and that I take my promises and responsibilities seriously.  Now some of them think I’m a power-crazed harem lord who is going to make them my sex slaves. Fan-fucking-tastic!”

I trudge along through the forest. Luckily, the thick trees keep most of the sun out or I would be getting burnt in places the sun shouldn’t shine. The only thing keeping me from being scraped and scratched is my Hard Skin. My manhood bounces and sways with every motion, flapping about with nothing to keep it in place.

I really hope orcs or goblins don’t attack me.

Though they might die from laughing at the sight of a naked hero wandering about in the woods.

About forty minutes pass before a high stone tower comes into view. My eyes keep moving upward. The best way to describe it is as if someone pulled a large stone lighthouse off from a coastal area and placed it in the middle of the woods. The base is nearly seventy feet in diameter running vertically cylindrical, high above the treetops.

“Has to be a hundred feet tall,” I mutter.

One hundred and twelve of your feet to be precise,” Penny informs me. “The Hag and your paramours are waiting for you at the very top.”

“Great,” I grouse, thinking of the long, tiresome slog I have ahead of me.

I finally make it to the base to find a single wooden door with a brass handle. There are no other openings, not even a window to let in light or fresh air. Those appear much higher up the cylindrical walls.

Here goes nothing.

I pull on the handle and the door creaks open on well-worn hinges.

“What the…” I shout, startled, as two black cats surge past me.

The first level of The Tower is as barren inside as it appeared on the outside. The only ornamentation are smokeless torches placed in sconces along the walls. A spiral staircase runs along the outer edge of the circular wall, leading to the next floor above.

My feet thud on the hard and unforgiving granite stairs as I climb to the second level, and then find the stairs to climb the third. I find nothing, except for the occasional cat that seems to appear from nowhere. They don’t seem hostile which is a good thing for me being sans clothing and all. If a dozen or so of them attack me, I might be in some trouble judging by their sharpened claws glinting in the torchlight.  Claws shouldn’t gleam like metal. If their paws are in fact made of something as hard and sharp as steel, they will have no issue cutting into my unprotected flesh.

This world made me superhuman in a way. Back on earth, I was fit. I trained regularly and kept myself active. Yet, with the amount of stairs I am climbing, I should be sweating and a little winded. Yet with my new and improved body, I am barely laboring and I am certain I could climb hundreds of stairs before beginning to tire.

“Finally,” I murmur, as I emerge at the top level, only to be faced with an odd tableau.

All five of my girls are sitting in padded chairs, each scratching the scruff of a cat. However, that is not what has me curious. The five of them, much to my delight, are entirely naked. In contrast, an ancient woman dressed in dark robes scratches behind the ears of a black cat that stands nearly as tall as she—about five feet or a bit shorter. Not only is the woman old as dirt, but she is ugly—fugly if you know the term—with scraggly brown hair infested with bugs of all kinds, and two beady brown eyes. Her nose is long and crooked and when she finally tosses me a smile, green mold covers her teeth. I almost roll my eyes and barely restrain myself from doing so in front of her. How cliché of a description could you get. She’s like every hag or witch found in every fairytale back home. 

“About time you showed up,” the elder chides me. She pauses for a moment, her two bloodshot eyes taking me in from top to bottom, before locking in on my flaccid cock.

For the first time in a long time, I’m almost surprised to see my manhood in such a limp state while five of my girls are as naked as me. But even soft, it still swings proudly. “You ladies did not lie. He is quite the specimen.” She licks her chapped and cracked lips with a hairy looking tongue.

“Hello,” I choke out, looking straight down towards her feet. Which I wish I hadn’t done since her nails are yellowish and cracked—and the skin on her lower legs and ankles are crisscrossed with varicose veins and bruised-blood clotting skin.

“Aye, men once looked upon old Sylvie with lust and longing, but now… not so much.”

I look over towards Olivia who’s holding a fat, orange colored tabby in her lap. She gives me a queer smile before she resumes petting the cat.

“Fret not for the lovelies,” The Hag explains. “The purring of my pussies is most soothing. Hee hee hee,” she cackles. “The lovelies are taking a little break after slaughtering my kitties. Most unkind of them, wouldn’t you say, to kill cute little kitty cats?”

I remain silent since technically she is right. The girls came to The Tower and most likely killed every living soul in it or they wouldn’t have made it to the top.

“I don’t blame the lovelies though. It was that irksome Quest Board. What a foolish thing to call herself. She used to have the loveliest name. She sent them here on a quest, knowing that my kitties and I just want to be left unmolested. Nevertheless, it turns out she did old Sylvie a favor. For a little molesting is what old Sylvie wants after all and what old Sylvie craves. Hee hee hee. So I called upon my old friend and told her if the paramours are to leave here another quest must be granted. You answered that quest and now you are here in all your glory.” She stares down at my cock her hairy tongue squirming across her cracked lips.

“I’m Brandon,” I state.

“Aye, I know who you are. I know all of you.”

The cat on Olivia’s lap jumps off and darts down the stairs chasing a rat that had scurried out from beneath a cabinet.

“We’re sorry about the cats,” Olivia apologizes now that she is free of the influence of the cat’s purring. “We didn’t know they belonged to anyone.”

“Pussies belong to no one but themselves. Fret not my most loveliest of the lovelies, they will return. Cats have that power, you know.”

“So,” I say, “I’m here. What can I do for you?”

“Aye you are here indeed. The hourglass is slowly draining away. Let us get to business shall we. Old Sylvie has made a deal with the lovelies…I spared their lives as long as they brought you to me.”

Four rats burst from beneath an armoire while the four remaining cats leap from the laps of the paramours in pursuit of the rodents.

“We didn’t know what else to do?” Alana blurts out.

“If it is me you need, why don’t you let them go?” I ask.

“Hee hee hee,” Sylvie chortles again gleefully. “One of them is needed. Yes, one of them can save the rest.”

“What do you want from us?” Megan asks.

“It is a small thing for which I will give you a great reward.”

“Reward?” I repeat, though The Quest Board already informed me of the payoff.

“Aye, I will tell you things you need to know.”

“Leave them alone!” Penny seems to shout out for all present to hear.

“Hello Penny,” The Hag states gleefully. “No harm will come to them. You know I don’t play those games anymore. No more eating babies and the like.” She laughs again. “Oh, I jest. I never ate a single baby. Now dwarves are another thing altogether.”

“You need to hush,” Penny shouts. “The Voice will not be happy with you.”

“Poor Penny. You always desired to be his consort when he never saw you as more than his lapdog. And no one likes a dog… not when a pretty pussy is around. Perhaps you will figure this out someday. Everyone loves a pussy. You can remind him that he has no power here in my tower.”

“Don’t listen to her,” Penny pleads. “Don’t you see now, Lord Brandon, this is a prison.”

“Posh,” The Hag scoffs. “I grew tired of The Voice and his ilk. The Voice. Makes him sound so self-important. Does he even remember his name? This is not a prison, Penny, but self-imposed exile away from all of the cosmic machinations. One can only be evil incarnate so long, and lose every battle for so many eons, before one understands the futility of it all. No, I am happy here with my kitties.”

An invisible hand lifts my chin, forcing me to stare directly into her eyes. “The sands drain and time wanes so let us get to the game,” The Hag says. “I desire something from you Lord Brandon.” She pans her gaze over the five girls, “and from one of you my lovelies. In exchange, I will give you a great gift—three pieces of information that will help you to survive and thrive. It is information you will all want to know. Most especially that which concerns your home world. Aye, knowledge is the greatest power of all, is it not?”

“What is it you want?” I ask.

“Aye, I was once young like the lovelies here. The others called me the comeliest of them all—gods vied for my attention and adoration.” She smirks and begins to laugh. “Aye, the gods would leave my bed weakened and begging for more. I have missed a man’s hands upon my flesh. Once more, I desire that feeling—for the moist heat to burn and boil once more between my legs. Aye Lord Brandon. I need to be ravaged by a man, and I choose you.”

I must flinch or something because she cackles again.

“Hee hee hee,” she chuckles. “I know this form is hideous. Aye, but not as ugly as all I have done. Fear not. This body does not work—no fire will ever burn within. Nay, I will need one of the bodies of the lovelies. Aye, the flesh of one of the beauties will do indeed.”

“What do you mean?” Jasmyn gasps.

“You can’t have our bodies,” Alana shouts.

“You’re not gonna let her possess us, Brandon, are you?” Megan whimpers.

“Take. No, I will take nothing. I don’t take anymore,” The Hag explains. “All I wish is to borrow one of your bodies for just an hour.”

“Borrow?” Olivia raises an eyebrow.

“Aye, our minds switch bodies for just an hour so that I may be young again and can truly experience the touch of a man. Would you deprive a fellow female of that?”

“How do we know you won’t just keep the body?” Sammi asks sharply.

“Penny,” Sylvie explains, “as your people say—can vouch for me. I cannot break a pact. It is the rules.”

“Is this true?” I ask Penny.

Penny stays deadly silent.

“Oh, Penny. It is okay. You can tell them,” Sylvie teases.

“Fine,” Penny snaps. “She cannot break a pact. If she says an hour then an hour it will be. But I must warn against this.”

“And what if we say no?” I ask.

“I would be most disappointed. However, I will not harm any of you. Though the information I have will stay with me. And that is most unfortunate for you, your lovelies and for those poor souls enslaved by the orcs that you plan to rescue come the morning.”

“Why is that?” Sammi questions.

“Because if you run off tomorrow to save them, most of you will not return. However…” she pauses for dramatic effect, “my information can help save your lives. That is why.”

“I’m in,” Olivia states without hesitation. “I don’t want any of us to die when we can prevent it.”

“You are not only lovely but brave,” Sylvie states. “However, all must agree so Fate can choose which of you it will be.”

Olivia looks at the other girls, “We have to.”

The other girls stay silent. Sammi finally looks around at them. “I want to get home. If this helps us then it has to be done. So I’m in.”

 “Me too,” Alana states, lowering her head. “Seems like everything in this world is going to be about sex, so we need to just get used to it and accept it.” She pauses and then throws in as an afterthought. “If we have to accept it then we may as well enjoy it also.”

“Lan’s right,” Megan utters. “Count me in.”

The eyes of the four girls all turn to Jasmyn. I understood the struggle for her. The other four girls are my cheerleaders, part of my original paramours who arrived here with me. They also knew each other before we came to this world. Jasmyn – the swim team captain – doesn’t really know them – or me – at all.  

Jasmyn finally nods her head in resignation and mutters, “Okay. I’m in also. But begrudgingly.”

I’m torn. We desperately need the information The Hag is offering, but I can’t let the girls do this. If anything, my girls have had to give up parts of themselves and what they consider normal decency just because The Voice and The Quest Board urges them to submit. It’s time I made sacrifices too.

“No,” I announce as I approach The Hag. “You are lovely as you are.” Bile rises to my throat as I near her. Repulsion hits my stomach like a physical force and I know it’s not natural. It literally feels like a debuff that grows stronger the closer I get to The Hag.  A decaying, putrid odor emanates from her that almost causes vertigo. “I will ravage you just as you are.” I cough and double over.

“Not possible,” Sylvie explains. “This body is cursed and poisoned for all of my evil deeds.”

“We all agreed,” Olivia calls out to me. “Let's give her what she wants and get out of here.”

I close my eyes and slump my shoulders. “Fuck!” I growl.

“It’s okay,” Alana adds. “Besides, just pretend it’s really one of us.” She puts on a brave face and smiles at me. I stare at her in wonder. She’s courageous. They all are. I gaze at them, hoping my eyes portray how much I admire these women. If my beautiful Healer is more worried about me than the ordeal about to take place, I will take a page from her book, be courageous and enjoy it.

I nod my head. “Okay.”

“Oh, let the fun begin. Who shall it be? Lovelies, please stand up. Let me get a good look at all of you.” Almost on cue, the five naked girls stand up. The eyes of The Hag roam over them for a good minute before she requests, “Please turn around.” In a second, five sets of butts are facing my way.

“You can face me again ladies,” Sylvie finally states. “You are all so pretty. Lord Brandon is a lucky man indeed. However, I cannot choose. So I will use a little ditty from your world to pick one of you. She lifts a gnarled, bent finger and points it at Olivia who is standing furthest left, followed by Sammi, Jasmyn, Megan and Alana. Then she starts: “Eeny, meeny, minie, death,” She pauses on Megan before she goes on. “Fondle, the paramour’s firm, pert, breasts.” Her finger now wags at Alana. Each word spoken lands on a girl as she continues with her ditty. “If she squeals, it means she’s cum, and now she’s ready, to take it in... the... bum.”

Her finger lands on Olivia.


CHAPTER 16: SYLVIE

On our first full day in Moondale, The Quest Board offered a Special Paramour quest with Olivia winning the opportunity to blow me in front of at least three other paramours. Her reward for accepting and bringing me to completion in the allotted five minutes was a ton of white spirit crystals but more importantly to the girls, coffee and condiments became available in the General Store. Not wanting to disappoint the others and being a trooper, she had given me great head before slurping down every last dribble of my cum.

Now it seems that Fate had chosen her again—or at least chosen her body—to be the host for The Hag’s consciousness.

“Oh, this is too funny,” Olivia begins to laugh.

“What’s so amusing?” Jasmyn asks.

“She’s a virgin,” Sammi explains.

“That fickle bitch Fate chose well indeed, it seems,” The Hag responds pleased. “For am I not a virgin in a way, experiencing intimacy with a man for the first time in eons. Oh yes, your lovely body will do indeed.”

I walk over to Olivia and pull her off to the side. “Are you certain about this?” I whisper to her.

“It’s okay… just be gentle.”

I cup her cheek, taking in the contours of her face. The smooth texture and warmth. The fullest lips out of all the girls in Moondale. Not the fake Botox kind that many girls these days are into, no, these were her natural lush lips. Just as stunning are the russet colored eyes that gaze up at me imploringly. “I promise to be gentle.” I kiss her softly on the lips.

When the kiss ends.  She blinks and then falls silent for a second. Finally, she looks at me earnestly. “I want something from you.”

“Anything.”

“I know Maeve, Nikki and Alex are your wives.”

“They are,” I respond, sensing where this is heading.

“And I know Kayla is up after that.”

“She is.”
“Well, I want to be next after her.” There’s vulnerability in her voice as she leans in close. “I like you, okay. So please let me be next.”

“There’s nothing I would like better than to make you one of my wives,” I respond, smiling gently down at her. Truthfully, the thought of Olivia as my newest wife makes my cock pulse. And it makes its presence known by bumping into her. She glances down and giggles. “However, I promised my wives I would run potential or future spouses past them first. I’m sure they will say yes.”

“Great,” she smiles. “Since that is settled, let’s get this show on the road. This body needs some ravaging.” She turns to The Hag, “So what do I need to do?”

The Hag turns to the other girls. “You lovelies can retrieve your clothing and belongings, and depart.

“We’ll wait for Olivia and Brandon if it is all the same,” Sammi states.

“Yeah, we should all leave together,” Alana chimes in.

“It was not a request my lovelies,” The Hag corrects the girls, a cold edge to her tone. “My pussies awake, and I fear you will have to fight your way out of my tower if you don’t leave now. Kitties can be quite vindictive, especially after being stabbed, sliced, and set on fire as you lovelies did on your way to find me. You will find it infinitely more difficult to leave than it was to get in, and it would be a shame if anything happens to your ripe, young bodies.”

“Won’t Brandon and Olivia have to fight their way out?” Jasmyn questions.

“They’ll be just fine. Now move along ladies. You are cutting into my limited time with the Harem Lord.” There’s power in that tone, one that I’m very familiar with.

“We’ll be okay,” Olivia reassures them. “Brandon won’t let anything bad happen.”

The girls reluctantly get dressed. I can still sense The Hag’s power over the girls, similar to my Project Will, although with a more subtle touch I currently lack. 

Alana hugs Olivia. “We’ll see you back in Moondale.”

“Take care of Olivia.” Sammi states as she lights a little ball of fire in her hand. “Or else.” She closes her hand and the wisp of smoke floats away.

“I’ll make sure nothing bad happens. We’ll be fine.”

Without another word, the girls begin their descent down the staircases leading to The Tower’s exit.

“Now my lovely,” Sylvia gestures towards Olivia, “take my hand.”

The Greek beauty walks tentatively over to the crone. I’m surprised she can get that close to the hideous looking and putrid smelling woman. The Hag whispers something in the Amazon’s ear for about fifteen-seconds. Olivia’s eyes grow wide in anticipation and excitement. The Hag then steps back, clasps both of Olivia’s hands, and utters two monosyllabic words. They are gibberish to me; nevertheless, I can sense the latent power being summoned. Two amorphous gray clouds of vapor rise above the skulls of the two women. One a light gray from Olivia’s head and the other a granite color from the Hags. It’s like I can see the transference of their minds taking place in front of me. The two clouds mesh, roiling like thunderclouds, before sinking into the skull of the other.

The Hag—or at least her body—collapses to the carpet covering the stone floor.

The Hag, in the body of Olivia, turns towards me. “Don’t worry about her. She’s asleep. Better for her that way than to feel the poison in my veins and the pus-filled boils on my ass.”

Sylvie stands still for a moment before sucking in mouthfuls of air and gliding her hands along the firm, supple flesh of Olivia’s smoking hot body. She traces generous curves and moans in delight. “Ohhhh, I have missed being youthful and beautiful,” she sighs contentedly. Although it’s Olivia’s voice, gone are her inflections and lightly accented speech patterns. With stunning olive colored skin, large russet brown eyes, and black hair dyed metallic blue—to me, she is the updated and modified version of how I imagine an Amazon would be in the modern world. One of her best features is the bright red lipstick that covers her thick, welcoming lips.  Two large hoop earrings dangle down from her small, cute ears. Her body is flawless, with long, athletic legs, breasts the size of melons, and shapely hips.

“Ohhhh,” Sylvie sighs again, almost orgasmically as she takes her hands and rubs them over her breasts. “Oh, oh, oh,” she moans, pinching both nipples. Then she rubs her hands over her belly and down her thighs quivering in pleasure the entire time. “I have missed having a form such as this. And the carnal fires that burn inside this body are like a great conflagration. Oh, I am ready to be consumed by the flames.”

She slips a finger between her legs. “Ahhhh,” she whimpers.

With a wave of her free hand and an incompressible word, we disappear.

“What the …” I utter as my body suddenly flops on top of an ultra-soft mattress. I glance about quickly. The room is large, ornate and extravagant, a Master bedroom fit for a queen or empress, with a four-poster bed, green and gold draperies, satin sheets and gold embroidered pillows.

Before I can take in more of the room, Olivia’s supple form straddles me and leans over. Her rich, moist lips kiss mine as her fingers run through my hair. My Carnal Knowledge explodes in my mind. Whose sexual desires and proclivities am I sensing?  Are these sensations what Sylvie likes? Or is it that Olivia’s entire body is one continuous erogenous zone? Where does Olivia begin and Sylvie end?

As much as I wish it were the real Olivia, it’s Sylvia I am about to make love to. 

Sylvie moves one of her hands from my hair and then reaches back to grab onto my thrumming cock.  I push aside questions of whether I am about to fuck Olivia or Sylvie. Whoever it is, I am going to do my best to please them.  I slide my hands up the sides of her ribs, and Sylvie rises up to moan, shivering. It’s obvious she’s missed the touch of a man. As much as she said she wants to be ravaged, I go for something more tender—at least at the start. I pick something else up from her—a selfishness of sorts. While she likes being pleased by a man, his pleasure is secondary, almost incidental to her. I am just a tool to bring her to the heights of ecstasy.

Sylvie’s kisses are wet and sloppy. I lift my hands and dig my nails lightly into her back, before raking them from her neck down her spine. She gasps into my mouth.

I flip Sylvie over so I am on top of her. I slip one hand over her sopping mound while I begin to kiss her neck.

“Ohhh,” she coos as I slide a finger between her legs. I glide it in and out several times before pulling it free.

“Why’d…you… stop?” Her voice is chopped and raspy.

I don’t respond but instead cup both of her breasts. I nibble on one nipple followed by the other. Then I bite gently down on one of them while I pinch the other.  Her nipples harden under my tongue, and sense the excitement building in her. I love how responsive she is. But more importantly, I can sense that she was not lying when she said it has been a long time – perhaps eons since a man touched her. She shudders, shakes and nearly sobs at my touch. 

“Oh stars above,” she breathes out shakily.

I spread my hands wide, fondling, tracing and lightly pinching her nipples while I kiss her flat, taut abdomen. I kiss lower, taking note of how utterly smooth her pubis is as I trail kisses and licks over her mound. She sighs loudly, her hands eager on my head, but I’m the one in control here. Her arousal is intoxicating, and I inhale her musky aroma. Instead of going straight to the center of her needy apex, I trail kisses between the inner gap of her thigh. She undulates for me as I trail kisses down her legs. She’s a wanton, eager and tingling body of nerves by the time I make my way up her other leg to her a pretty little pussy. It’s pink, creamy with arousal, and her clit is erect and eager.

I grab her legs around the knees and push them back before licking the opening between her legs. She tastes sweet and tart on my tongue, and I can’t help but moan.

“Stars above!” she cries out.

I push her legs wider apart, prepared to feast upon my succulent little morsel, and bury my face in her pussy.

“Ahhhhhh,” she whimpers, her hands eagerly raking through my hair. I growl, my eyes half lidded as I suck and lick.

There’s a moment of vertigo, when I realize Sylvie has magically changed our position. I find myself on my back with her pussy right over my mouth. She begins rotating and grinding over my lips and tongue. Time loses meaning as I settle into one of my favorite things to do. I let her control the pace and I growl my own pleasure at licking and sucking this beautiful female riding my mouth. I reach around her and grab her ass cheeks. They are muscular but round with enough give and weight that it sends a jolt through my groin at her perfection. I squeeze and rub her ass while I continue to eat her out. My tongue, mouth and chin are coated in her pussy juices.

Carnal Knowledge triggers and I slide a finger to the entrance to her ass, teasing and prompting but not entering, waiting for when she’s ready. She sits down allowing a tip of my finger into her puckered opening. That does it for her. The cry that exits her lips is one long note of pure uncontrolled bliss. When she is finally lucid again, she wheezes out, “Oh how I have missed this feeling.” Her entire body shakes and bucks and I eagerly drink her down even as she explodes until my face is drenched.

My Carnal Knowledge notes a change in Sylvie’s yearnings. While she first wanted a little foreplay, now she wants to be taken hard. Before I let my dick take control, I remind myself this is Olivia’s body and I need to be somewhat tender.

“Fuck me now!” she commands.

I flip her over and position myself above her. 

I caress her face.

Sylvie blinks slowly before a smile splits her face. “You really do care for your lovelies don’t you? Don’t want to injure this body. I can assure you no harm is being done. Quite the opposite.”

Sylvie cups my face, before she spreads her legs wide and wraps them around my waist. My cock and balls thrum like a deep bass melody. I grab my shaft and push the tip against the wet slit between her legs. I glide it up and down long her moist folds. Sylvie moans, and arches her hips for more contact. I continue rubbing, ensuring my shaft is covered in her juices before I push into her opening.

“Oh my god!” I shout. “You’re so fucking tight.”

I growl! My teeth clench. It is like her channel was made just for me. 

With one thrust, I plunge deeply into her. Sylvie gasps, and then an intense orgasm ravages her entire body. 

“Mine.” I growl as I grab both of her ankles. I lick the sole of her left foot while I squeeze her other foot with my hand. A wistful whimper escapes Sylvie’s lips as she arches her hips for deeper penetration.

She feels so maddeningly good. 

I forget for a moment that I am making love to Sylvie.

I have just taken Olivia’s virginity – the thought creeps into me.  Then exhilaration takes over me knowing I am her first.  Knowing that I am the first to claim this once inviolate dove. 

My cock slides in and out of her tight channel. She screams at the top of her lungs in a long protracted, “Mmmmmmm.”

I let go of her feet and then lower myself on top of her until her large tits push up against my chest. She wraps her legs and arms around me, her face nuzzled into my neck, as I increase my pace. She sucks, kisses and occasionally bites the side of my neck as my tempo increases in pace but also strength.

“More! More!” she pleads through kisses she peppers over my face. I try to push deeper into her, but my cock is too large for her tight channel.

I feel the slightest bit of magic being channeled and then my entire shaft disappears inside her passage.

Sylvie’s entire body shakes and trembles beneath me. Her pussy vibrates against my pulsating cock. She screams violently into my mouth as an intense orgasm overcomes her. I’m about to unload inside of her when suddenly I can’t

The need to cum is overpowering. However, something is preventing me from finishing. Then I realize it is The Hag who has done this to me.

Her body stops quivering. She removes her lips from me. “Not yet, Lord Brandon,” she smirks. “Your time might come. Now onto your back!”

I pull my shaft from her. It is drenched and coated in her juices, and droplets drip down staining the sheets below. My cock and balls throb to the point where they are almost in pain.

I lay on my back unsure if I want this torturous ecstasy to never end or finally give me the release I desperately crave.

Sitting next to me on the bed, she begins to stroke my aching manhood. She follows this up by leaning over and kissing the tip—still coated with her juices—and smacks her lips tasting herself on my shaft. She slowly works her mouth over my cock before lowering her head until my entire length disappears into her mouth.

“Please let me cum,” I plead.

She raises off my shaft and cackles. “Hee, hee, hee.”  Something bestial take over me.  An urge to shove my cock back into her mouth and throat fuck her until this torturous pleasure ends and the pent up damn between my legs explodes in torrents of warm, creamy cum.  I don’t surrender to the beast.  

She climbs on top of me and grabs my swollen member. Her balance is amazing and she gyrates, rubbing her pussy against my manhood. She reaches her hands out towards me and I grab hold of them, interlacing our fingers. Then she lowers herself ever so slowly onto my aching staff. She is balanced on her feet, and using our intertwined fingers for balance, glides all the way down my shaft, until my entire beast disappears inside of her snatch.

“Oh god, yes!” I scream out. “That feels so fucking good.”

She rides up and down on me several times before she drops down onto her knees and with my entire cock buried in her snatch starts whirling her hips.

“Oooh stars above,” she whimpers.

Her tits are lovely and inviting and I grab onto them while she continues riding me. Her hips move furiously up and down, until I am lost in feverish delirium of utter eroticism.

“Please!” I beg. “Please let me cum.”

She continues to torment me and clamps her thighs around me as her pussy twitches and trembles as she orgasms again, her juices sluicing from her pussy, soaking my thighs.

She climbs off me.

“Um, you have not disappointed at all, Lord Brandon,” she says in a winded, ragged voice. “And this body, it is too bad I cannot keep it. The things we could do. But our time is almost up so let’s see what we can do for a grand finale.”

She lays down beside me. “Come up here, lover.”

It is painful getting up. I feel like my nutsack might literally explode from the backed up cum. My Carnal Knowledge strikes me like a bolt of lightning, and I sit astride her lean abdomen, while I bury my cock between her lovely tits. She pushes them together with her hands before thrusting my hips as fast as I can, a dire need overcoming me. I reach down and pinch her nipples hard, while continuing to thrust between her titties.

“Yes. Yes. Yes.” She calls out. “Fuck my lovely tits.”

I pinch both nipples and she responds with a long squeal.

“Cum on me!” she commands. “Spray that hot man cum all over me.”

The magic that has prevented me from climaxing disappears and the release I have needed this whole time with Sylvie finally arrives.

“Fuck fuck fuck,” I cry out as long, ropelike jets of creamy cum eject from the tip of my cock. “Ahh!” The first load strikes Olivia’s lovely lips and chin. While the second one, splatters over her nose and eyes. I back up a bit, aiming my cock onto her amazing breasts, coating them in a thick sheen of jizz. Part of me thinks that cumming on her face was not cool. But another side of me doesn’t care. All that mattered was letting loose.

My heart is beating heavily and my breathing is labored and jagged.

“Ummm,” she coos as she takes her tongue and runs it over her cum coated lips.

She takes her two hands and rubs my sperms all over her tits.

“So sad,” The Hag laments, as she trails several fingers across her cum coated tits. She lifts her fingers to her mouth, sucks on them, and finally licks my jizz from them like honey. She sighs again. “Our time is over. All good things…well you know the rest.”             

I feel a tug and we are back in Sylvie’s main chamber, with the motionless form of The Hag asleep on several large animal pelts. The large cat is curled up beside her. “Ah well,” she laments.

The Hag stirs and next to me Olivia groans, “Hey, is this cum in my eyes?” She starts blinking her two eyes rapidly.

“Sorry,” I splutter.

“Aye, he got it more places than just your eyes my lovely,” The Hag responds. She points to a metal pot sitting on a table. “You may want to clean yourself off dearie. After you do so, come join us as I have several gifts for you.”

Olivia walks towards the basin, picks up a towel sitting beside it, and begins to wash my spunk from her face and tits.

“Why don’t I feel sore?” Olivia asks.

“I made sure that you had no ill effects. Though you may feel some positive ones for a while.” She turns her gaze towards me and that green-toothed smile appears once more. “Ah, I needed that,” The Hag sighs. “Perhaps we will get the chance to do that again.”

I don’t respond. I can’t. One of the girls would have to willingly make that sacrifice. Of  course, if they did, I know I will play my part. 

“Now for your reward. I promised you three pieces of information. And three you will receive.”

“I wouldn’t” Penny chimes in, her voice filled with concern, fear, and apprehension. “The Voice might not be pleased.”

“The Voice has no power here,” Sylvie states.  “Nor would he dare hold my actions against them. Now, be gone, you meddlesome manuscript.”

There’s a squeak from Penny before she is expelled from my consciousness.

“She is quite irksome sometimes.”

 “Is she right? Is your information going to piss off The Voice?” I ask. “Because if there is going to be hell to pay, my girls will most likely pay the price. If so, then it isn’t worth it.”

“Oh, it’s worth it,” Olivia storms over to say, her body cleaned of my residue. “That’s why I lent her my body and all. Otherwise, why would I have gone through all this effort?”

“You’re right. Sorry,” I apologize. I grab her hand. “I know this is not how you expected your first time to be.”

Olivia stares at me wide eyed and before she can reply we are interrupted.

“You have nothing to fear from The Voice,” The Hag declares. “Nothing at all. Now for your rewards. I will tell you three things.” She pauses for what I can only assume is dramatic effect and raises one gnarled finger. “It is possible to return to your Earth.  The Voice can send you back…as well as another. And no, I am not that other being. And no, I cannot tell who it is though you might find them if you know where to look.”

“Why would they want to leave?” Penny shouts as she once again enters my mind.

“Be quiet you vexing volume,” The Hag chides Penny. “If you don’t, I might just take it upon myself to turn you into a tabby cat.” This time around Penny flees from my mind.

“Two,” Sylvie continues, a second crooked finger joining the other. “When you meet The Voice, it would behoove you to be Rank Five and for most of the paramours to be Rank Three. I would not meet him lower than that. Optimal would be Rank Six, though that may not be possible for you to obtain in the limited time you have.”

“Why is that?” I ask.

“Because The Voice and The Quest Board are limited in the number of quests they can offer you. There just might not be enough offered for you to be able to earn the spirit crystals to ascend.”

“Then what do we do?” Olivia asks. I notice that the Amazon’s clothing and armor are nearby yet she has made no move to get dressed.

“Just because they can’t offer you an endless stream of quests does not mean there aren’t more available. You are about to free the Moondale villagers, are you not?”

“Tomorrow,” I respond.

“If you return them to the village, they will be able to offer you additional quests. You can also seek quests yourselves or stumble upon them.”

“Stumble upon them?” Olivia asks.

“Think of them as random encounters, like coming across a particular orc raid party today.”

“Is that what they were?” I ask

“Yes indeed, Lord Brandon.” That encounter was not planned by The Voice. In fact, The Voice is pleased it happened as it helped you and those with you to grow and obtain valuable items. You may also just wish to explore the Eros Woods – not just near Moondale but all about.  I will give you one piece of free information. The closer you get to the border edges of the Eros Woods, the more random encounters you will face. You will also receive your greatest boons there.”

“Thanks for the information,” I reply.

“What’s beyond the woods?” Olivia asks.

“Wish I could tell you my lovely. However, I am bound by certain rules, and providing you with that knowledge would break the pact. As you Earthling’s say, I am not heading down that road again. Break one little pact and suddenly you are the greatest source of evil in the cosmos.”

This is the second time she has made a similar remark about being some kind of evil entity.  Something for me to contemplate later. 

“Time wanes and my pussies awaken, so I will impart one final piece of advice for satisfying me so well.” Her voice grows solemn. “You and your paramours are not ready for the challenges you will face tomorrow. A ruthless Rank Three Sorceress rules the slavers. You won’t even know she is there until her knife has already slit your throat. And her two lieutenants are Rank Two Ruffians.”

“Then what do we do?” Olivia asks, concerned.

“We strategize, plan for contingencies and push on through,” I answer. “I’ll figure something out to even the odds and I’m sure the others will have a few ideas too.”

“Lovely Olivia,” the Hag states earnestly, “have faith in your Lord. Beneath his bluster and awkward ways, lies a sharp mind and the determination to protect those he considers his. On that note, I have fulfilled my end of the bargain.”

“What about the other thing?” Olivia chimes in.

The Hag gives her a crooked smile. “If you wish, the offer is still there.”

“Oh yes. I would like it very much,” Olivia coos as she rubs her hands over her body. “I feel like electricity is flowing through me.”

“What are you talking about?” I ask.

She gets up on her tippy toes and plants a long kiss on me before grabbing my cock which grows hard from her touch. “You’re about to find out.”


CHAPTER 17: OLIVIA

Once again, I fall into the plush mattress with Olivia landing by my side.

“Now you get the real me,” she pants as she climbs on top of me and kisses me madly, her breath warm and intoxicating. “And since I’m not a virgin anymore, I don’t need you to be gentle.”  Her hard nipples and soft breasts poke pleasantly into my chest. I wrap my arms around her trying to pull her as close to me as possible, until I am unsure where my flesh ends and hers begins.

Some small rational side questions what is happening now.

The hedonistic, pleasure-seeking part of my soul pushes the inquiry aside.

She wants you to fuck her, you idiot.

The real her.

Stop over thinking everything. Just do it!

I have a naked, willing lover kissing and groping at me and that is all that matters. She kisses my face, followed by my neck. She creeps slowly backwards as her soft lips move down the length of my torso. The entire time her hands roam along my body.

“Oliviiiaa,” I wheeze.

“Just lay there,” she orders.

I obey.

My dick is throbbing excitedly.

Olivia works her way between my legs kissing the inside of my thighs while she rubs my balls with one of her hands.

I groan and tilt my hips.

She looks up at me with lustful, dark brown eyes. “Let me show you why I am the Mistress of Tongues,” she coos. Her hand strokes the entire length of my cock as her tongue flicks and swishes along my ball sack. The movements are so fast, like the wings of a hummingbird.  She licks and darts her tongue out creating a vibrating sensation that is both maddening and extraordinary. She then switches and begins rubbing my balls with her fingers, swirling patterns over them while her tongue licks along the length of my shaft. One hand continues to work my scrotum while her other one rubs my shaft. The tip of her tongue swirls around my tip, licking off the little dab of pre-cum and just flicks her tongue. 

“Olivia,” I groan loudly.

My raging cock almost explodes, but I tap into my inner fortitude and control my impulse to let loose all over Olivia’s plush, red lips.

Her mouth slowly engulfs my swelled member while her tongue works the bottom of my shaft. I close my eyes and lose myself in the overwhelming ecstasy as Olivia—the Mistress of Tongues—feasts on my stiff rod. She squeezes my nutsack and starts bobbing her head along my cock. She doesn’t go more than half way down the length. It is like she is teasing me, and each time she dips her head down along my shaft she takes a bit more of it into her.

I grip the sheets to prevent myself from grabbing the back of head and pushing her mouth down the entire length. I see how much she is enjoying the ‘power’ position. Having me at her mercy, and in this moment in time, I want to give that to her.

The urge to cum is that dire. I fight back the compulsion. “Oliviiiaa,” I rasp. “So good baby. Ahhh. Ahhh.”

She squeezes my balls and then slips her hands beneath me and grabs my ass cheeks as she deliberately takes in the rest of my shaft until it strikes the back of her throat. She keeps it there for several seconds while swirling her tongue back and forth. She moves her mouth back up the shaft and repeats the process as she slowly swallows all of me once again.

“Oh God,” I grunt, knowing the time has come. “I can’t hold it, baby.”

“Ummmm,” she moans with a mouthful of cock. The “Ummmm” vibrates along my shaft and that is it. The built-up pressure releases, like an ancient geyser erupting from a fissure after lying dormant for a thousand years.

My hips buck and my first load of jizz strikes the back of her throat. She doesn’t even move her head an inch, but seems to hold my shaft in place, while I continue to spurt—three, four, five times.

I lose track, as lights burst across my eyes, like my soul left to float among the stars.

“Holy smokes, Olivia,” I rasp once she removes her mouth. “What that hell was that?”

She grins at me, a dab of cum dripping from her lips. She wipes it off with her finger, before licking it off.

Her eyes glaze over for a moment, and then grins mischievously at me.

“What happened?” I asked.

She chuckles. “It seems I am now a Tier Two Mistress of Tongues.”

“Tier Two. I barely survived Tier One,” I quip. Though I can’t wait for her to try it on me. 

She gets up on her knees and runs her hands over her breasts. “They’ve never felt like this.” I get up and say, “Let me do that.”

I grab hold of her beautiful busty tits and caress them while I kiss and lick them, paying particular attention to her dark rosy nipples.

Her moans are different to Sylvie’s. There’s a husky tone, not as pitchy as Sylvie’s had been during her throes of ecstasy. 

“Lay down and I’ll show you you’re not the only one good with your tongue,” I tell her. 

My Carnal Knowledge erupts in my mind, and I smile. I take her left foot in my hand and kiss her sole, using my thumb to dig into the arch. She gasps and moans her approval. I follow this up by licking her large toe before I take it in my mouth, swirling my tongue around it.

“That’s so fucking goo…” is all she gets out as I slip a finger into her drenched pussy while I continue to suck on her toes. I want to make sure that she really wasn’t hurt during my time with Sylvie, but Olivia just bucks her hips in response. So damn eager is my Amazon.

I rub along the spongy insides trying to find the spots that make her squeal and call out my name, and her cries are music to my ears.

“Oh fuck. Oh fuck, Brandon!” she calls out, as I pick up the rhythm. I bury three fingers furiously fucking her while my thumb ever so gently rubs her clit. Her hips fly into the air and her mouth opens with a grunt that builds into a primal scream. “Fuck yes, Brandon! Oh my fucking god!” Her eyes glaze over as the orgasm ripples over my fingers, coating them in her sweet nectar. I gently bite on her toe as I continue sucking it until the last of her orgasms has her in a sweaty heap beneath me. 

She pants heavily, her large breasts heaving in and out. I pull my cum coated fingers from her pussy and then lick the salty sweet juice from them. Before she can recover from the orgasm, I plunge my face in her pussy and start to eat her out. I flick my tongue against her clit, before gently sucking it. Olivia continues to flail about like a woman possessed. She grips my head, pushing upward, pulling on my hair in her fervor. I smile and growl knowing the vibrations travel over her sensitive flesh.

My heart thumps again and I place her legs on my shoulders to give me better access. Mine. A part of me is pleased that I’m the only man that has claimed her. I open my mouth and greedily lick her pussy, thrusting my tongue in and out. I push her legs back. She obliges by grabbing them with her hands. She is so damn flexible and her feet are almost near her ears. Her womanhood is exposed to me. I thrust my tongue one more time in her folds before placing the tip of my finger by the entrance to her ass.

“What the…” is all she gasps as I slide the finger in her taboo hole. I can sense that Olivia is both horrified and turned on at the same time. And then…

It’s like she is hit by lightning. Her body arches off the bed and her eyes roll to the back of her head. She growls through gritted teeth, before she collapses to the bed.

I give her time to breathe and recover. “What the fuck was that?” Her eyes are slowly losing her glazed look.

 “Are you okay?”

She shakes her head furiously. “It was more pleasure than I’ve ever felt. I wasn’t expecting how… intense it would be.”

My smile is bright, but my eyes, well, they promise more to come and I see Olivia gulp.

“Want me to stop?” She shakes her head again, biting her bottom lip. I can’t help myself; I climb between her legs and then on top of her to kiss those full lips. I soak in her moans as we kiss, as our tongues duel.

She pulls away, breathing heavily, but her eyes are full of hungry need. “Fuck me now,” she pleads. “Make me yours.”

I’m already hot and bothered. 

“Release your legs.” I growl into the side of her neck.

She shudders, but obliges, unwrapping them from around my waist. I rest her feet on my shoulders. I follow this up by rubbing the top of my cock against her folds.

She jerks, only held in place because she’s bent like a pretzel with her legs on my shoulders. “Oh god Brandon, this is just so fucking good, I never thought sex could be like this. I need it.” Damn, she sounds so sexy when she begs for me, “Put it in,” she wheezes.

“Put it where?” I tease, as I rub the tip over her clit.

“In my pussy. Please, fuck my pussy so hard with your big dick.”

The dirty talk sends a shiver through me.

“Oh. You’re my dirty little girl, aren’t you?”

She nods vigorously. “I’m your dirty little girl. Now give me that dick.”  It seems I have opened up Pandora’s box and my Amazonian princess will never be able to close it again.

“I’m glad my first time is with you,” she says and reaches for my manhood. 

I slowly guide my cock inside of her. While The Hag had worked some kind of magic that allowed my entire girth to disappear into Olivia’s body, I know that will not be the case with the real Olivia. Thankfully, her channel is lubricated with her juices, although incredibly tight.

Her legs frame my face with her feet resting on my shoulders. I hold onto her shapely thighs as leverage and thrust my hips into her.

“Oh god!” Olivia cries.

“Oh, yeah.  You like that, don’t you?”

She’s too caught up in her own pleasure to respond coherently and I merely smile.

Her toes curl next to my ears. Her tight pussy is too small to accept the entire length of me without hurting her, but what she can manage is heaven. I release her legs and then climb on top of her. I know missionary might seem dull to some people, but to me it is one of my favorite positions. Being able to kiss a girl while you make love to her is a big turn on. At least to me.

My shaft likes how it feels buried inside of her. I focus on maintaining my stamina, not ready to cum just yet.

I move to kiss her while I continue to thrust.  She wraps her legs around my waist, her hands trailing up and down my back. 

“Why didn’t I do this sooner?” she says breathlessly before lifting her lips to me. My chest rests against her tits and I can feel her heart pounding like a jackhammer.

I work my hands through her long, flowing locks while I continue making love to her. I create a slow, steady tempo, keeping it up for a while, before switching to rapid thrusts that have both of us moaning into each other’s mouths. It’s like we are in a world of our own, lost in the passion of sharing our flesh with the other. Both of us are sweating from the intense lovemaking, with the musky smell of our sweat and love juices adding to our commingled eagerness. I’m close and I don’t want to hold back anymore.

Olivia is panting into my mouth. Then she pulls her lips away to cry out, “Ahhhhh. Her pussy tightens against my cock and a powerful climax overtakes her. She screams out and bites the side of my shoulder, the intensity too much for her to bear.

I shout! “Here I cum baby!” I erupt and shoot load after load of cum into her, until her channel is filled and she can’t hold anymore and it begins to drip from her. I lay on top of her trying to catch my breath, still slowly pumping inside her, our hearts beating nearly in unison and I move to my side and pull her onto my shoulder.

Olivia curls into me. “You need to keep your promise. I need to be your wife. What we just shared right now…” She pauses, “It went beyond just sex. It was so much more.”

I pull her hand to my lips and kiss her palm. “I really like you.  And I would love for you to be my wife,” I say, figuring that is what she wants to hear.  “I’ll speak to the others when we get back. I promise.  Then we’ll make it official.” 

“And to top it all off, I’m on the schedule with you tonight. Oh, I can’t wait. I really want to ride you tonight.” She grows silent for a second and then hesitantly admits, “And the place you put your finger. That was… I don’t know how to explain it. Real good.” She goes silent again. I think from embarrassment this time.

Something dawns on me. “Before you gave Sylvia control of your body, you spoke to her.”

“Yeah, she said she could read my mind.”

“And could she?”

“She could. Can I tell you something? I was always afraid to express myself sexually back home. Maybe because I was raised Greek Orthodox and my family was very traditional.  Now it seems so right. Giving and receiving pleasure. Sylvia knew I desired alone time with you so she agreed to arrange it. She also said that what I was doing for her was something she would never forget and that she had a gift for me.”

“A gift?”

“Yeah. Anyway, I think it’s time I get dressed and we head back to Moondale.” She pauses for a second and then states, “Thank you Sylvie. Thanks for everything.”

The mattress seems to slip away from beneath us. Then we are falling.


CHAPTER 18: PREPARATIONS

We land on soft loam. The Tower looms in front of us a hundred or so feet away. All of Olivia’s clothing, armor and other items lay in a neat pile a few feet away. A pair of boots and a golden tunic lay by my feet

“Seems I won’t have to walk back naked,” I quip.

Olivia giggles. “That’s a real shame.”

I take in the sight of Olivia’s shapely body one last time before the Amazon dons her clothing and armor. The last item she picks up is a metal spear. She twirls it several times in her hands before grasping it by the shaft and thrusting it forward.

“It’s perfect. Like it was made for me.” She turns to The Tower. “Thank you for the spear, Sylvie.”

“That was her other gift?”

“Yeah.” She stares down at it for a long moment and I know she is identifying its qualities. “It’s great. If I invest enough crystals into it, the point can burst through even the strongest metals. If I load it up with blue crystals, I can shoot a lance of ice from the tip. When I rank up, it will unlock other Abilities.” She clasps the staff close to her. “This might sound kinda odd, us being kidnapped and dropped into this world. But this was one of the best days of my life.”

I turn to her, grabbing her around the hips. “I had a pretty great day myself—especially the last hour with you.” I kiss her long and hard. My cock twitches, longing once more to be buried inside of Olivia, but there is no time for that now.

“We can continue tonight. That’s if Ms. Williams doesn’t revise the schedule.” She grows silent and furrows an eyebrow.

“There’s no reason she should change anything. As far as anyone will know, I was with Sylvie and not with you.” I grab her again. “We can keep our time together a secret if you want.”

She kisses me. “No need to do that. I’m not embarrassed at all.” Her tone turns serious. “Tomorrow’s gonna be really dangerous, isn’t it?”

“Yeah. I’m a bit worried to be honest. I’m glad Maeve, Nikki and Alex will be Rank Two. I just wish a few more of us could be Rank Two. We’ve also acquired a few magical items that should help us out as well.”

“Like my spear.”

“Especially your spear.”

We begin walking back towards Moondale.

Now I’m quiet for a few moments deep in thought. I break the silence. “And Izzy—she’s an Artificer—or something like that. She made us a few grenade-like items. To be honest, I wish there was a way to slink in and out with the prisoners, but I don’t think that stealth is a viable possibility.”

“Especially not with an ogre on our side,” Olivia states.

“I don’t think ogres know subtlety.”

She stops for a moment. “Look, I loved what we just did.  And I am still really horny. Part of me wants you to throw me down on the grass right here, right now, and fuck me again. And then for us to go at it again for hours tonight.”

“I hear a “but” coming on.”

“But you’re right; if we’re to survive tomorrow, then we need to be as strong as possible. I have more than enough crystals to ascend to Rank Two. So that’s what I have to do tonight.” She purses her lips. “However, since I’m sacrificing our time tonight, you better make it up to me as soon as possible.”

 “I promise.”

We continue the march back to Moondale. I am hyper-vigilant expecting a horde of goblins or orcs to burst from the trees and attack us. However, luck seems to be on our side and a short time later Moondale comes into view.

Alex is the first to spot us, and shouts. “Brandon and Olivia are back!”

Maeve, Nikki, Kayla, Londyn and several other girls head to the gate to greet us.

Maeve punches me in the chest.

“Hey, that hurt.”

“I should beat you worse than that. Don’t ever be so stupid again and walk out of here naked and unarmed. You could have been killed.” Then she tosses her arms around me and begins to kiss me.

“I’m okay,” I mumble through muffled kisses.

Maeve finally breaks the embrace and then pulls me a dozen or so feet away from the others.  

“And don’t ever!” She pokes me hard, “Force your will on us.”  She grows silent for several long seconds.  “I know you’re not a power crazed maniac.  However, some of the others think you have the potential. Your mind tricks only helped to feed that belief.  We may end up with half of Moondale thinking like Hiroku if you ever do that again.”

Part of me just wants to apologize and promise I won’t do it again.  However, I would be insincere if I do so.  “I can’t promise that,” I admit.  “Luckily I have you, Nikki and Alex to prevent me from going down a dark road.” I take her by the hand and then lead her back towards the others who have waited for us by the gate.  I get the feeling they were watching Maeve and I. 

It’s the ever-blunt Londyn who breaks the tension.  She looks at Olivia and asks the important question, “Did you really trade places with a nasty looking witch so she could fuck Brandon?”

“I did,” she answers, puffing her chest out. “It was well worth it. Sylvie shared some important information with us and gave me a few gifts.”

“The witch?” Nikki asks.

“She’s more than a witch,” I respond.

“I will say she is a goddess if such things exist. Or at the very least, a powerful supernatural being,” Olivia offers.

“She is the Great Deceiver,” Penny chimes in as I feel her presence in my mind. Her warning is broadcast to everyone close to me.

“What does Penny mean?” Alex asks.

“I warned them not to trust The Hag,” Penny states.

“What does Penny mean?” Maeve asks.

“It means,” Penny states, “that actions have consequences. It means that sometimes things are best kept in the shadows. It means that sometimes children need to burn and scar their own flesh to learn not to play with fire.”

I can feel several of the girls about to ask Penny questions, but the Compendium flies from our collective consciousness again, her dire warnings hanging in the air like a lead weight.

“Forget Penny,” I state. “Let’s get back to the others so we can fill you all in at once. Then we need to make plans. Getting the villagers back from the orcs is going to be deadlier than we can imagine.”

Moondale is bustling with activity when we arrive in the plaza. From her pool, Fiona is singing, her melodious voice carrying on the wind. Maria is accompanying her on her mandolin adding harmonies. It takes me a second to realize that they are singing their own rendition of Shape of You by Ed Sheeran.

Maria taught Fiona songs from our world? It’s the only explanation.

Then a wonderful aroma overtakes me. “Is that apple pie?” I ask, as the scent of apples and cinnamon wafts through the air. I begin to salivate and my stomach rumbles angrily.  I realize that I haven’t eaten in hours. Sammi is at the cooking brazier. I hadn’t really paid it much attention since we upgraded from a village to a hamlet. But the brazier is made of what I can only describe as cast iron. It is fueled by fire, but like so many other things here, it consumes spirit crystals instead of wood or coal. A middle section with a door acts as a sort of oven, while the top serves as a grill. The smell of the apple pies battles with another aroma.

Olivia sniffs a few times. “Hamburgers. Did Sammi make hamburgers?”

Sammi was one of the few among us who had received both a class—Fire Weaver, and a vocation—Town Chef.

“I have an ability Home Cooking that allows me to choose one delicacy from back home to create here on this world, so I chose hamburgers,” Sammi explains, wiping a greasy hand on a white apron that barely covers her smoking hot body.

“I wanted her to choose pizza,” Tiffany cuts in.

“I tried to convince her to go with tacos,” Alex adds.

I shake my head. “No, hamburgers are perfect. I’m starving.”

Okay, the hamburgers aren’t really hamburgers. Fred was able to provide some sort of chopped meat. Though what animal it was from none of us asked. For those who wanted; a sharp tasting cheese was melted on top. And the entire meat was then placed between two pieces of toasted bread. There was no ketchup, mustard or mayonnaise—nor was there any lettuce or tomatoes. However, Marge was able to provide a few flavorings – which were nothing more than spices. Anyhow, maybe it was because I was so damn hungry. But it was the best thing I’d ever eaten.

The group is patient with us, and after Olivia and I finish scarfing down our second cheeseburgers, we finally relate the information that Sylvie shared with us.  We do keep our wonderful hour of intimacy to ourselves.

“It makes sense that if The Voice could bring us here that he could send us home also,” Lindsay states happily.

“Maybe there’s a way home that doesn’t involve The Voice. It seems to me like this hag chick could send us home,” Paige cuts in. “Maybe we should march right back there and make her talk,” Paige declares.

Sammi turns from the brazier, the shadow of the flames dancing off her face. “I was there in The Tower. I get the feeling The Hag took it easy on us. The only reason we won is because each level was isolated.”

“Isolated?” I ask.

“Just that cats from higher level didn’t attack us until we got to them. Heck, they didn’t even attack us along the narrow stairwell. If she had thrown them all at us at once, we would have been shredded to pieces. She made The Tower just challenging enough for us to handle.”

“Well, she did have an ulterior motive, now didn’t she?” Londyn chimes in.

Olivia’s face looks uncomfortable at what the girls are proposing. She takes a big bite out of her third cheeseburger, swallows hastily and adds, “I shared kinda an intimate experience with Sylvie. And I can tell you, she can wipe us out with a thought. No, we can’t make her do anything.”

“What’s important,” I state, “is that we know it’s possible to get back to Earth. We just need to discover how.”

“You must not fill their minds with such nonsense,” Penny chides me and me alone. “You weaken yourself as their leader when you give them hope they might return to their former homes. None of you will ever return to Earth. This is your home now. This is your new world—and your new life. The morality system and so-called codes of conduct and religious dogma from your world must be eradicated from their minds like one uses antibiotics to destroy an infection.” She pauses her tirade for a long moment—I suspect for dramatic effect. Then in a mocking tone she adds, “I live in your mind, don't forget. I know you like it here, in the Eros Woods where you are essentially their king – their lord. That this world seems more real to you than your former life. I know also that you crave for the flesh of your paramours. Oh, you love every minute here and you look forward to each new sexual encounter. No, you don’t really want to go home.”

Part of the problem with Penny’s words is that they are true. I do like it here. And I think I am falling in love with my three wives, along with Kayla and Olivia. Then there’s Ms. Williams. I respect her and know with time it could be more. I can see myself gaining deep feelings for each of them. So what if I enjoy being the center of attention? So what if it turns me on that Ms. Williams has a sex schedule set up for me starting tonight? So what if my cock throbs at the thought of all of the dirty things I have done with Londyn and Kayla—and that I want things to go further with them? I may like all of those things, but I’m not the only person here. I refuse to turn into a selfish bastard and condemn those that may want to go home. 

Maeve, who is shaking her head at me, breaks my dark musings. “Earth to Brandon. You there lover boy.”

“Oh sorry. Penny had something to tell me.”
“Anything we need to know?” Kayla asks.

“Nothing important. What we do need to worry about is The Hag’s last warning.”

“What was that?” Londyn asks, her hand slowly slipping down to her warhammer, stroking up and down the handle like she does my cock.

“She said,” Olivia chimes in, “that the slaver leader is some Rank Three badass Sorceress.”

“Rank Three,” a number of the girls around us murmur.

“She also has a pair of Rank Two henchmen,” I add.

More murmurs arise.

“Do you think they have powers like us?” Lindsay asks. “Can one of them hurl a fireball like Sammi or something nastier, like turning us into rats?”

“I’m not going to lie. It’s very likely.  The Occultist had Abilities so I don’t see why they wouldn’t.”

“It’s too dangerous,” Paige jumps in. “We shouldn’t risk our lives for a bunch of strangers.”

“We have to help them.” Lindsay interjects and then turns towards me. “We’re going to help them, Brandon, right?”

“We are,” I answer glaring at Paige. “And it’s going to be totally voluntary.”

“Well you know your wives are coming along,” Alex states, as she takes my hand in hers.

Olivia stands up. “I’m coming along too. But first I’m going to ascend to Rank Two.”

“Aren’t you on Ms. William’s crazy schedule for tonight with Brandon,” Lindsay asks.

“I was,” Olivia responds with a shy smile. She glances at Ms. Williams and my wives who nod back at her. “However, some things are more important than me having my way with Brandon.” Without looking back, she wanders off towards her cabin.

“Ms. Williams,” Lindsay says excitedly, “there seems to be an opening in the schedule. Can I have it?”

“I’m sorry Lindsay,” she responds. “With this new information about the dangers tomorrow I have to rethink the schedule for tonight.” 

           She walks over to Kayla and whispers something in her ear before the two of them walk off further into the village.

“What’s that all about?” an obviously disappointed Lindsay asks.

“Not sure,” I reply.

“So who else is coming with us?” Nikki asks, facing the others.

Sammi turns from the brazier. “I have enough crystals after today to rank up also. So as soon as dinner is complete that’s my plan.” She looks at me and conjures a fireball. “Rank Three or not, fire should burn the bitch. I’m in also.” 

“Shouldn’t we plan this better?” Alana chimes in. “I thought Kayla was going to set up the groups?”

“Well she isn’t here right now and we are,” Paige cuts in. “So we should see who else plans to go on this suicide mission.”

Lindsay steps up to Paige. “Listen, if you are too chicken shit to come along that’s on you. However, some of the others aren’t. So you can stay right here behind the walls, okay?”

Paige clenches her fists ready to come to blows when Alana of all people steps between them. “Well, I’m terrified to come along especially with no real way to defend myself,” She turns to glance at those around her, “—but some of you may get hurt, the villagers might need healing. I’m going,” she turns to face Paige. “If it makes us stronger and helps us find a way home in the process then I’m doing my part. Can you say the same?”

All eyes turn towards Paige. “Just leave me alone,” the Brawler mutters as she stomps off toward the far side of the village. A few of the other swimmers begin to follow her. Paige turns towards them and shakes her head indicating she wants to be alone.

“What was that all about?” Alex asks.

“Who knows with Paige,” Chloe, one of her fellow swimmers remarks.  “She’s complex.”

“That’s one word for her,” Alex mutters next to me. 

Sammi turns towards Alana. “Lan, do you have enough crystals to ascend? I think we are really going to need you tomorrow.”

“No, not nearly enough,” she responds.

“Well, I have more than I need to ascend so I’m going to give you some of mine,” Sammi offers.

Nikki adds. “I’ll chip in also.”

“I’m scared. But I think I can be of use,” Lindsay remarks.

Maria, who is talking with Fiona, turns towards us. “Every good warband needs a Bard. So I’m in.”

“Me too,” Bridget says.

“Are you sure?” Londyn asks. “You almost died twice today.”

“Well I didn’t,” Bridget responds. “Maybe I really do have the luck of the Irish.”

The Quest Board speaks:  Paramour Bridget, I have been asked to tell you that you have received a great boon.  While others have had their Strength or Endurance Attributes raised, you have been blessed with a rare hidden Attribute.  You now have Providence’s Kiss.

“What the hell is…” Bridget shouts shocked before her head tilts back.  Her mouth opens like someone is kissing her, and she, an eager participant.

“Is she kissing someone?” Maria asks.

“I think she is. And she is really going at it.  Good for her,” Londyn quips.

A blinding golden light—like the corona of a sun—surrounds the copper headed beauty for several seconds before it fades away.

Bridget’s eyes blaze in joy and wonder.

“She kissed me,” Bridget mumbles almost inaudibly.

“Who?” I ask.

“Providence,” Bridget replies. “Her lips were soft and I didn’t want to break away.  It was like kissing the universe… kissing all possibilities.”

The Quest Board is not done. Yes, my sister is a most capricious bitch. For Luck is a two-sided coin.  On one side, fortune shines. The flip of a coin and a plunging sword - a killing blow - is struck by a bolt of lightning, turning the sword into a lightning rod to fry the orc trying to stab you.  However, the coin spins again showing the dark face of bad luck, which you seem to have an abundance of.  Fortunately for you, Lord Brandon was around both times to save you.  For now, your boon is only a gift for you.  But grow stronger, since chance favors the bold, your Luck will grow to the point where it might help others around you.

“This is the strangest place,” Bridget says bemused.  “I die twice, and I’m granted with Luck.”

Kayla and Ms. Williams approach the group. We fill them on what just took place a moment ago with Bridget.

Kayla’s dark brown eyes seem transfixed for a moment before coming back into focus. “Bridget, I have thoughts about the gift you just received. Let’s make some time later to sit and chat about it.”

“Only if we can do it over a glass of wine or two,” Bridget answers lightly.

“I could use some wine,” Kayla says.

“I just can’t have too much,” Bridget remarks, “or Brandon just might find me in his bed all drunk and horny.”

“Maybe the general store has something for you without alcohol,” Ms. Williams quips.  “You’ll get your turn with Brandon soon enough.  Just, not tonight. Once I learned about the dangers tomorrow I changed the schedule.”

“What do you mean?” Londyn asks.

“You’ll all find out tomorrow.  Now I need to speak to Brandon alone for a moment.”  

Ms. Williams pulls me away from the others. The aroma of lavender with a hint of vanilla emanates from her. When we are out of sight she says, “I was on the schedule for this evening. But even I had to give up my time with you.”

She plants a small kiss on my lips. She breaks it and then whispers into my ear. “You have been a most negligent husband.” She grabs my dick and squeezes.

“Ohhhh,” I moan.

“The things I was going to let you do to me tonight.” She takes my hand and places it on her left breast before cupping it over to the right one. “First I was going to have you titty fuck me till that tasty jizz of your exploded all over me.”

My cock twitches at her graphic description.

She slides her hand down, until my hand is between her legs. Her shorts are a bit damp. “Then I was going to ride you good.”

She takes my hand and then moves them behind her until both of mine rest on her ass cheeks. “Then…” she lowers her mouth to my ears and whispers, “Then I was going to get on all fours and let you choose which hole to use.”

My groin shivers, before my manhood grows hard as a rock, pushing against the fabric of my pants. Back on Earth, I would have certainly hidden a raging boner, especially around a group of hot girls. But here…I don’t care if everyone sees it.

She steps back from me and sighs, “Ah well, husband.”

“Is following some silly schedule really important tonight?” I ask feverishly. “Can’t I choose?” I walk up to her and hold the older woman close to me, until her giant tits squeeze against my chest. “I’ll make time for you now.”

I know. I know. I have three wives who would be good and pissed if I spent the night with Ms. Williams and neglected them, but there is something so raw and unrelenting about my Harem Mistress. I just want to take her back to my bed and go at it with her for the next few hours. Besides, she is my first wife after all.

“Ahhh Lord Brandon,” she says, pulling away. “I wish I could, my husband. But I want hours with you and not just a quick romp in the hay. No, I’ll make time for us soon. Tonight the schedule needs to be altered. Not to worry though,” she leans in and kisses me. “I know you are going to enjoy the night’s festivities.”

“Is it that important who I spend the night with?”

“More important than you can imagine,” my Harem Mistress responds.

And why’s that?”
“I’m not allowed to tell you, but you’ll find out soon enough.”

My curiosity is piqued but I let it go. If Ms. Williams isn’t telling me, then I trust her that there’s a good reason.

The second of the Three Cousins rises high into the air, when an impromptu party starts in the plaza. I smile.  We all need to blow off a little steam and distract ourselves for a while.  Maria sits on the edge of the fountain with Fiona singing a duet version of Taylor Swift’s Lover. Earlier in the evening, I had seen the nymph grab hold of Maria and place a long lingering kiss on her lips. I wonder if the kiss let Fiona somehow connect with Maria and learn our songs from back home. Her breasts bounce up and down as she jumps, dances and splashes around while she sings popular pop tunes.

Soon after, Maria starts the performance with an opening tune introducing Lindsay, Alyssa, Yanira and two of the swimmers—Zoe and Chloe. Skimpy cheerleader outfits barely cover the essentials, hugging their sleek forms like a second skin. For the next ten minutes, they dance, jump, tumble and roll. Pom poms fly out in front of them, as they scream out a cheer. As soon as they finish the performance, The Quest Board announces the quest, Give Me A B, Give Me An R, has been completed and chocolate and other sweets will be available in the general store starting the next morning. While chocolate and sweets are not necessary for our survival, I am of the belief that The Voice is trying to provide the girls with creature comforts from home. Perhaps he believes we won’t miss home so much with these Earthly luxuries available.

Maybe he’ll make iPhones available, I muse.

However, I think The Voice doesn’t really understand humanity. For these food items may just make us remember what has been stolen from us, and miss home even more.

My philosophical ruminations are broken when Sammi shouts: “The pies are done.” The Quest Board announces the completion of the first half of the quest An Apple A Day Keeps the Shaman Away. She goes on to announce that Paige, Asley and Tiffany – the three of whom had baked an apple pie under the watchful eye of Sammi – each earned two hundred and fifty white spirit crystals.

Giggling and jostling each other, Chloe, Zoe and Jada each feed me five mouthfuls of apple pie to complete that portion of the quest. I’m going to be honest, I am super turned on by being fed by them. I thought that I might be embarrassed or something. However, visions of sultans being fed grapes by their courtesans form in my brain. After fifteen mouthfuls, my belly is near to bursting and the three girls are one hundred and twenty-five white spirit crystals richer.

Along with the pie I was fed, Sammi and some of the others place six additional apple pies onto one of the tables. Most of the girls take a slice or two. Many of them are washing the pies down with spirit juice or coffee. A few of the girls have even splurged for a few bottles of wine. All around me, girls are moaning and groaning, some kissing one another while several finger their pussies or play with their nipples. A few make a beeline towards me just to be stopped by Ms. Williams.  A few even walk off back to their cottages hand in hand. They’re not the only ones horny. The effects of the apples strike me almost at once. My whole body is tingling, especially my groin.

“They’re right,” Alex coos to me as she straddles me, our faces just a few inches from one another. “These apples sure are something. I thought the spirit juice made me horny. This is even more intense.” She begins to kiss me, a pleasant mixture of apple and wine coating her lips. I am not sure how many times I have cum today. And I know it has been just a few hours since the events in The Tower with Sylvie and Olivia, but Alex is driving me mad, as she grinds against my lap while lavishing me with kisses.

I moan into her mouth as she rubs against me.

There are a dozen or so women all around us but I couldn’t care less. They can all join in. I’m about to lift my lusty wife up to one of the tables, yank off her shorts, and power drive her tight pussy with my aching member until we both explode in blissful relief. That is my plan until Ms. Williams comes up to us.

“Sorry Lord Brandon, but if you and Alex do what I think you are about to do right now, a good old orgy is going to break out. The orgy needs to wait,” she states, her voice penetrating the erotic stupor that is clouding my mind.

She looks at me with her bright green eyes.  “You’ll have plenty of time with your wives. I promise. The three moons will be here any minute so we all need to get inside.”

“We can last fine outside under the moons for about twenty minutes, Penny told us.” Alex starts yanking down my pants and sinks to her knees. “We won’t need more than that.”

“Hey, not without us,” Nikki interjects as she and Maeve make their way over to us.

“I want to join in too,” Lindsay chimes in.

“Soon ladies!” Ms. William snaps, her voice sharp like the crack of a whip. Everyone looks at her. “Three nights from now will be our first bacchanal. Any of you ladies who want to join in on the night’s events are welcome.”

“What’s a bacchanal,” Izzy asks, unfamiliar with the word.

“An orgy with a lot of alcohol,” Lindsay explains. “Think of it as a really big gangbang, where our very own Brandon will be the center of attention.”

The Quest Board suddenly speaks: New Paramour Quest available. The Grand Bacchanal. The Harem Mistress invites all paramours to partake in The Grand Bacchanal which will commence under the lustful eyes of those horny sluts, the Three Cousins, before moving into the Harem Hall. Like any good bacchanal, wine, happy weed and other aphrodisiacs will be available in abundance. This is your chance to spend time with the ever-busy Harem Lord and for all the paramours to get their groove on as you say back on Earth. Quest requirement: Leave all your inhibitions at home! A bacchanal is nowhere to be shy! Come and join the fun. Reward: An abundance of mind shattering orgasms is guaranteed to all participants. The wildest and freest of the paramours will also receive a special reward, one that will help to positively alter the lives for everyone dwelling in Moondale. Note: Lord Brandon will receive several boons during the bacchanal that will help to ensure that all willing paramours experience orgiastic rapture so intense they may, for a moment, comprehend the cosmos.

The Quest Board stops speaking and most of us stand there slack jawed.

“Well it’s about time!” Londyn comments, breaking the shock.

“What is?” Lindsay asks.

“About time we accept our true natures ladies,” Londyn explains. “That we get as horny as any dude and there is nothing wrong with it.” She turns to Ms. Williams. “I’m in for a good old orgy. Been a while. Sign me up.


CHAPTER 19: SACRIFICE

After Londyn’s statement about the orgy, the impromptu party breaks up. I head back to the Harem Hall on a bit of a high.  It was great hearing the singing and seeing the girls perform a cheer.  And the food from home – the hamburgers and apple pies – were wonderful as well.  It was almost a normal experience, friends hanging out eating, drinking, and talking.

An illusion, I mutter. 

Death and dangers are beyond the walls. 

I need to keep these great girls safe.

I need to do more!

That’s why one day very soon I plan to spend the night outside below the three red moons and soak in the raw spirit energy they released, master it, and use it to grow my strength exponentially.  I need to become a real badass soon.  

My stomach drops thinking about having to fight a Rank Three Sorceress along with her two Rank Two Ruffians.  Is Ruffian their class?  Of course, I won’t be alone—the girls will be there also. I must stop underestimating them. They have shown themselves more than capable in battle on more than one occasion. Nevertheless, I fear we will not all return tomorrow.   

Badass, I mutter.

My thoughts about the deadly moons and the challenges we will face tomorrow are broken when I enter the Harem Hall to find my three wives waiting for me.  

“Hey, this is a nice surprise.” 

Maeve, who is sprawled out on the bed, climbs off it and approaches me. “We have a bone to pick with you.” 

“Yeah,” Alex shouts from the bed. “A big bone, like the size of the beast in your pants.” 

“What did I do?”  

Maeve chuckles and looks over to Nikki also laying on the bed. “You ever notice that men never know what they’ve done wrong? Why we ladies are always mad at them?” 

What the hell did I do wrong? Is it because of Olivia? Or because I didn’t find some time for them this evening and instead spent it outside at the party. I figured it was smart for me to hang out with the others so I could get to know them, and they could get to know me as well. 

“Stop it Maeve,” Nikki quips. “You’re going to make his head explode trying to figure it out.” Then my barefoot, blonde-haired wife climbs from the bed and strides towards Maeve and me.  

“It really sucks,” Alex complains, still propped up on the bed. 

“Is it that I didn’t make time for you today? Cause if it is, I’m sorry. Really, I am. This is the first free time I’ve had all day.” I grab Nikki around the waist and pull her close to me, planting a wet kiss on her lips as I cup her ass. 

“Mmmm,” she moans before pulling away. 

Then, so Maeve doesn’t feel left out, I pull her into me as well.  Her red hair smells like strawberries.  I plant a single kiss on her lips. She sighs. “It sucks we can’t all fool around right now. You have visitors coming soon.”  

“Visitors? Plural?” I ask. 

“Yup, two at once,” Alex states from the bed. “It should be no big deal for a stud like you who took proper care of his three wives multiple times last night and again this morning.” 

“What if I don’t want them, but you three instead?” The schedule could be damned! I’ve grown super fond of the three of them. While the thought of spending time with any of the other girls is appealing, (okay, more than appealing. It makes me downright hard as hell) a repeat of the sexathon the evening before and again this morning, fueled by ecstasy inducing apples, is super tempting.  

Nikki grabs Maeve around the waist. “He says the sweetest things, doesn’t he Maeve?” 

“He tries,” Nikki responds. 

“Tell him how he can make it up to us,” Alex shouts from the bed. 

“Make it up to you?” I query.  

“We are your wives,” Nikki reminds me. 

Maeve sticks her hands on her hips.  “Our bond should mean something.”

“Of course it does.  I would do anything for the three of you. Anything you want.” 

“See, I told you it wouldn’t be an issue,” Alex comments as she climbs off the overlarge bed and heads over to join her two sister wives. 

“It’s settled then,” Maeve pronounces. 

“What’s settled?”

“We’re moving in here tomorrow. That’s what’s settled,” Nikki explains.  

“We want a few days with you all to ourselves before Ms. Williams’s big orgy. It really sucks we gotta share you,” Maeve harrumphs.  

“What’s the good of a Harem Hall anyway,” Alex adds, “if you don’t have any sexy harem girls like us to go along with it?”  

Before I can respond to my wives, they grab me all at once, their hands roaming my body as they take turns kissing me. My body responds and a jolt of pleasure courses through me and right to my balls, which now ache for my three wives and the oh so wonderful release they can bring.  

They sense my arousal because they break from my embrace, look at one another, and begin to laugh as they walk out from the Harem Hall. 

“Hey,” I shout. “Come back.” But they just continue to giggle as they walk away.  

What the hell just happened to me? They played me. That’s what. They’re right though. It’s not much of a Harem Hall if no girls live here. 

Penny, accessing my thoughts, states, “Once you raise Moondale from a hamlet to a town, the Harem Hall will be able to house ten paramours. Once you raise it to a city, as I am certain you will, because I believe in you Lord Brandon, the Harem Hall will upgrade to a Harem Manor. You will be able to house up to fifty harem girls all at once. Just think of the possibilities with fifty girls at your beck and call twenty-four hours a day.” 

“Fifty!” I exclaim. “Three of them moving in here terrifies me. Anyway, I don’t need to worry about that now. We are a long way from becoming a city and there aren’t even fifty paramours in Moondale.” 

“True. You do not have fifty paramours… at least not yet.” 

“What do you mean, not yet?” I growl, but she doesn’t respond and flees from my consciousness once again. 

“Really hate it when she does that,” I grumble to myself, shaking my head. Her cryptic messages are getting tiresome. 

I still have half an hour before my guests arrive, so I strip out of my clothing and jump into the shower. You would figure that a godlike being like The Voice who has the power to provide us with classes and powerful abilities, essentially turning us into superheroes, would be able to make it so the shower is hot. Unfortunately, the temperature never rises above lukewarm. At least he seems to have gotten the pressure right. I take a long shower, washing away grime, dried blood, and the sticky remnants of the spider webs.  Regretfully, I also wash away the lingering scent of Olivia who I was intimate with just a few hours ago.  

I step out from the shower, dry off, wrap a towel around myself and then proceed to brush my teeth.  

I walk out into the main living area where my two guests for the evening are waiting for me. They are already naked and gorgeous as hell.  

Hannah and Amber – the former with light golden hair and the latter a dirty blonde – cling to one another. It’s been obvious since we first arrived that the two girls share a close bond. That connection became even more obvious when I was notified that they had been two of the girls who had completed the I Kissed A Girl And I Liked It quest. Along with the optional quest to get each other off in the 69 position.  

Why them? What makes them so special that everyone else is off the schedule for the evening? It has to be their Paramour Ability. But what is it?  

Hannah’s nipples are pierced with little rings dangling from them. A glint of silver gleams from between her lips where her tongue is pierced with a stud.  The thought of her bejeweled tongue licking and kissing my manhood sends shivers coursing through me.  

Amber’s dirty blond hair is long, wavy and hangs below her shoulders. Meanwhile, Hannah’s light blonde hair is straight, with two braided pigtails draped over her shoulders and dangling over her small breasts.  

I haven’t had many dealings with either girl, other than saving Hannah, Lindsay and a few others from a giant rabid boss dog.  

Amber beams me a Cheshire smile. “You want to know why us and why tonight?” 

“I am curious.” 

Amber responds. “All I can say is that Hannah and I have a joint Paramour Special Ability.”  

“Joint?” I question. 

“It’s all or nothing. For you to receive the boon, we both need to be willing participants.” 

“I assume it’s something that is really going to help all of us out,” I offer. 

“You’ll find out. I should tell you, for us to complete this quest, you’re going to need to let loose – you’re going to have to be all in. There can be no hesitation on your end. And you’re going to need to give into your darker impulses. Though from what we hear that’s not an issue at all.” She pauses and then in a serious tone states, “We’re giving up a great deal, so you need to totally surrender. Are you game? Because if you are, you’re ours for the night.” 

Let loose.  

Darker nature.  

Excited to get the festivities started I grin at my two new lovers. I remove the towel from my waist and toss it onto a chair. I look at them and smile, “I’m all in.”  

Amber glances over to Hannah and with a wicked, almost cruel smile orders, “The safe word is Rosebud. Now, let’s begin.” 

Wait… Safe word? 

“Ok Amb…” is all Hannah gets out before Amber slaps her hard across the face, the light skin of her cheek quickly blooming bright red.  

“I’m sorry, Mistress. I meant to say, Yes, Mistress Amber,” Hannah apologizes demurely. 

Amber’s eyes gleam with a pleased look. 

My Carnal Knowledge kicks into overdrive – opposing, yet similarly powerful stimuli – resonating from both girls.  Amber and Hannah are very close it turns out. One is the dom and the other the sub. One getting off on the power of giving orders and inflicting a bit of pain and the other into accepting and doing what she is told without question or complaint, even when some discomfort might be involved.  It is clear they have played these roles out together for a long time.  It is also clear that they play by a certain set of rules they have established, and both strongly adhere to.  I watch as they savor their respective parts. It tells me something else—they have never added a third – but have always wanted to.  I gulp. If I didn’t have Carnal Knowledge guiding me, I would have been out of my depth. 

“You disappoint me again, slut,” Amber scolds her.  

“No Mistress. All I wish to do is please. Let me show how much I can please you.” Hannah drops down to her knees. She looks up with longing into her Mistress’s eyes. 

“Yes slut, show me how you love to please your Mistress,” Amber sighs contentedly before grabbing Hannah roughly by the top of her hair and shoving her face between her legs. Hannah’s pierced tongue flicks out and begins to eat out Amber.  

I’m not sure what my role is. For now, I believe I’m supposed to observe the debauchery between the two girls. All I know is that Hannah eating Amber out is hot. It’s gotten me good and riled up, so much so that my hand is on my cock slowly stroking it. 

They like this. 

They’re getting off on me watching them. 

And they’re turned on that they’ve got me all worked up.   

“Yes slave!” Amber moans as she begins to gyrate her pussy on Hannah’s face. “Yessss,” she groans airily. “I have trained you sooo well.” Hannah picks up speed with her tongue and lips.  

“Yes! Yes! Yes! “Amber cries out as her entire body begins to tremor, as her orgasm, enhanced by my Explosive Radiance spreads out.  

Hannah being so close to the burst of carnal energy moans as well, even with her face still buried between Amber’s hairless snatch.  

Amber finally releases Hannah’s head. The girl’s lips and chin are coated with love juices, which sluice down onto her small tits.  

“Look what you’ve done, slut!” Amber scolds the girl.  

Hannah’s eyes show confusion for a moment before Amber grabs both of her pigtails in her hand. With the girl crawling on her hands and knees, Amber pulls her by the hair until she is just inches from my ramrod cock which is sticking straight out.  I’m going to admit this.  Having her crawl towards me was hot. 

I look down and realize that I’ve continued to stroke myself the entire time.  

“Look what you did to our Master. Look!” She screams, pulling her by the hair until her eyes are locked on my throbbing member. “Look how large and hard it is.” 

Hannah nods her head in acknowledgment.  

“Well, don’t just stare at it like a useless whore. Put that mouth to good use.”  

Something inside me snaps.  

A demon takes me over.

I take my schlong and smack it across her lips. It is already coated with Amber’s cum, and I slather it across her lips before slapping it against her lips again.  

“Yes, Master!” Amber yells. “Smack her with your dick.” My cock slaps across her lips a few more times, my pre-cum spunk slathering over her lips.  

“Now make love to his cock with your mouth like a good whore,” Amber orders. Hannah flicks out her tongue and licks the remaining pre-cum that coats the top of my dick. Amber, meanwhile, walks over toward the table and shelf where a dozen or so sex toys are waiting to be used. I don’t see what she picks up because suddenly Hannah’s hand strokes the length of my shaft while she works her mouth below my manhood, taking one of my balls into her mouth.

“Ah fuck. Fuck,” I groan. When she takes the second one in, I almost lose it, my whole-body rippling with undeniable need to sink into the pleasure. I close my eyes and just give in to the incredible sensation. 

“Did I give you permission to pleasure his balls,” Amber scolds. I hear a thwack. I open my eyes and Amber is pulling back the cat-o’nine-tails which she has just lashed across Hannah’s ass.  

Hannah removes her mouth from my swollen, aching balls and murmurs, “I’m sorry Mistress. I thought Master would enjoy me pleasuring him that way.” 

Amber strike’s Hannah’s ass with the whip again. “It’s not your place to think. You are a mindless whore who can’t follow orders. So, I will have to help things along. She takes the back of Hannah’s head and thrusts it at my engorged member, before a wet, warmth engulfs it.   

“Oh, fucking god,” I stammer as half my manhood vanishes into Hannah’s mouth in the blink of an eye. Then a new sensation overtakes me when she begins to twirl her bejeweled tongue underneath my shaft. Amber pushes Hannah’s head back and forth several times, each time my cock thrusting deeper into her mouth.” 

“Oh yeah!” I grunt.  

“Mmmmm, Master likes it,” Amber states as she thrusts Hannah’s mouth once more over my member. “Maybe you aren’t so useless.” 

My Carnal Knowledge explodes in my mind. Both girls are aroused by the role-play. Amber’s nipples are hard and stick out like little bullets. And I just know that both of their pussies are sopping wet.  

“Yeah! Yeah!” I scream as my cum erupts from the tip of my cock. It strikes the back of Hannah’s throat, and she begins to gulp it down. Amber shoves her head forward, causing Hannah to gag a bit. 

“Gagging is going to cost you, slave,” Amber shouts, her face just inches from Hannah’s as she holds her by the hair. “I trained you better.” 

I can’t be certain how she could have been trained any better in fellatio. I shoot my last spurt, panting heavily, my chest heaving back and forth.  

Amber pulls Hannah free from my cock by the hair. She places a hand under her chin and then starts to pull her up. Hannah stands up.  

“Selfish, selfish slut,” Amber scolds. “You didn’t save any of Master's cum for me. Why are you so selfish?” 

“I don’t know why,” she answers. 

Amber turns her around and lashes the cat-o-nine on Hannah’s reddening ass cheek.   

“Mistress! I don’t know why I am such a selfish slut, Mistress,” Hannah apologizes.  

My Carnal Knowledge erupts, sending pulsing waves over the two girls. Flashes and insights of the role both girls want me to play fills my head.  This is more than role-playing for them. This is an aspect of their psyche that makes up part of their personalities. In this moment and time, they are mistress and slave.  At least in the bedroom. It is a deeply personal side that they would normally only share with trusted individuals with vigorous screening beforehand.  And they have chosen me.

It’s time for me to play my part fully.   

“That’s right,” I announce, gliding over to the prostrate girl. “You didn’t save any of my spunk for your Mistress.” I pull her easily onto the bed and lean her over my lap. Her round, firm ass jiggles, just begging to be spanked.  

“Selfish girls need to be punished.” I smack her ass hard.  

I have just shot numerous loads into her willing mouth, but my balls begin to swell.  I love this everlasting Virility.    

I thwack her ass several more times. I expect Hannah to whine, or scream out in pain; instead, she squirms and wiggles her ass. Soft moans and purrs emanate from her. Her pussy is over my lap, and her juices are dripping down onto me. 

Amber walks back from the sex toy table holding a black leather paddle in her hands. “She hasn’t learned yet how selfish she is. I suggest you teach her, Master.” She hands me the paddle.   

“Yes, I'm a selfish slut who needs to be punished!” Hannah cries out.  

Hannah yelps each time I thwack her ass with the paddle.    

I’ll be honest.  I like the sharp, biting sound the paddle makes on her ass but not nearly as much as her cries and whimpers get me going.  And my cock continues to thrum and ache.  

Let the beast out! 

Let it roam free! 

Let it take what it wants! 

The staccato sound of the paddle is getting Amber all worked up also. She screams “Dammit yes!”  

“On the bed now!” I order Amber.   

Amber complies immediately.  

“Get up,” I order Hannah. 

“Did I do something wrong, Master?” 

“Who said you can speak?” I growl, low and commanding. I smack one of her reddened ass cheeks with the paddle in rebuke. 

Amber props herself up on the pillows, her hairless cooch splayed open. “Eat your mistress out again,” I command, “while I fuck you from behind.” 

Hannah responds to my demands in eager silence and crawls up onto the bed on all fours. She buries her face between Amber’s legs. Hannah’s reddened ass sways slightly side to side.  Amber moans as Hannah tongue targets the spots she’s learned over the years that pleases her Mistress.  

I run my hand between Hannah’s slit. She is incredibly wet and slick. Such a beautiful light pink color too, as I dig two fingers inside. She whimpers into Amber’s pussy. 

“Yes, eat out your Mistress,” I command.  

My cock is ramrod solid again. This roleplaying is turning me on more than I want to admit. I pull my fingers from her twat and then rub my bulging cock against the folds of her pussy lips. She gives out a muted moan. I can’t resist the urge any longer and I plunge into her damp tunnel.  

“Yes Master!” Amber shouts. “Fuck our little whore. All she’s good for is to give us pleasure. Otherwise, she is useless.” 

I thrust in and out of her in a feverish frenzy.   

“Good slave!” Amber moans. “Our Master is pleased with you.”  

I smack Hannah’s ass on one cheek and then the other.   

On the far side of the bed, Amber begins screaming, “Yes! Yes! Yes! That’s what I like.” I feel her orgasm flood her as her eyes roll to the back of her head. She lets go of Hannah’s head finally and lays there panting. 

I plunge my cock in and out of Hannah from behind while I smack her ass every now and again. The thwacks send shivers down me and I feel my orgasm about to erupt. “Oh god! Oh yeah,” I grunt. I know what I want next, so I let Hannah know. “I’m about to cum. And this time you're gonna share.” 

I let out a long “Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” as spurts of cum bursts, flooding her welcoming channel. In front of me, Hannah’s whole body is shaking.  Her pussy vibrating and clenching against my shaft.     

As much as I am getting off on Hannah, I have plans for Amber as well. I’m not just one of their masters in this game of ours – but both of theirs.  

“This time you need to share my cum,” I command. She clenches her pussy and places her hand over her hooch so none of it drips out. “Stay right there.” I look at Amber who stares at me with wide eyes. “Now it’s your turn to please your Master,” I say. “Now get beneath our slave and slurp up my cum.” 

“If that is Master’s desire,” she states as she crawls over to my side of the bed.  

I thought there would be some hesitation on her part – some reluctance to play the sub if even in a minor way.  Nevertheless, she complies automatically.   

I move out of her way, and she gets on her back and scooches backwards until her mouth is over Hannah’s pussy. “Now, show her how a good slave slurps up cum,” I order. 

Hannah moves her hand away. A stream of cum drips out. “Mmmmmm,” Amber moans as it falls into her willing mouth. Then she lifts her tongue and buries it between Hannah’s pussy lips where she laps up more of my jizz. Amber places her hand around Hannah’s ass and pulls her closer on top of her. I hear slurping sounds coming from below while Hannah is also moaning.  

“Don’t move.  Either of you!”

Hannah is on all fours, with Amber’s mouth below her. The rest of her lovely body is splayed out in front of me. “I think you should teach our slave how to really eat out a pussy! And you slave, do not release your Mistress’s mouth until she makes you cum!” 

Hannah responds, “Yes Master,” while Amber emits a stifled, “Yes Master,” too. 

I have to say, being called Master is a big turn on and my cock swells to attention again.   

Maybe I should demand all of the girls call me master.

No Brandon.  You’re not that guy!

I bend over and slowly lick the folds of Amber’s pussy before slipping several fingers inside. She writhes on my digits. Muffled moans erupt as she continues to plunge her tongue into Hannah’s folds.  

Just when she is about to lose it, I stop fingering her. I reach up to pinch and twist both of her nipples.  A muted gasp escapes from her pussy eating mouth. Their bodies are so responsive, so eager, so much fun.  

I lift both of Amber’s legs, placing them on my shoulders, and plunge inside of her before she even knows I have done it.  

Hannah cries out, “Thank you Mistress for teaching me how a pussy should be eaten.” I grab hold of Amber’s hips and thrust like a madman. Amber screams at the top of her lungs, or at least tries to scream as Hannah’s womanhood is still above her.   

“Oh Mistress,” Hannah pleads, as she sits straight up.  “May I cum?  I want to cum so badly.” 

Hannah’s back is to me as she squirms on Amber’s face.  I grab hold of her two ponytails and yank on them.  “You are supposed to ask your Master, not her,” I bark as I continue to plow and plunge into a moaning and wriggling Amber. “I grant you permission to cum, to release your juices all over her face.” 

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Mistress,” Hannah screams as her body quivers and her love juices squirt out like from a spigot.  Below me, Amber’s pussy is warm and wet.  It constricts for just a moment before waves of pleasure burst from her. 

“Ahhhhh,” I grunt as I cum for the third time this evening. This one is so intense that I think I go blind for a moment, or perhaps it is a million flecks of light that darken my vision.  

Hannah climbs from Amber’s face.  The latter’s mouth and chin are coated in her juices.  I pull out from her channel, my cum oozing out.  Both Amber and Hannah are breathing heavily.  My own heart is pounding so hard that I feel it may burst from my chest.  I slump to the left with both girls off to the right on the oversized mattress. 

I chime rings out loudly. 

“That’s new,” I mumble. 

“Oh that, Master” Amber states a bit dejectedly, “just means our sacrifice is done.  It’s a shame we’re finished so soon, as I had so much more planned.  I guess we’ll have to save the ass play for next time.”

Next time!  Ass play! But I want that now. 


CHAPTER 20: UPGRADE

I begrudgingly push aside the lecherous thoughts of ass play with one of both of them.  A word that Amber just used strikes me like a hammer.  “Sacrifice,” I say concerned. “What do you mean?”

The Quest Board normally announces the completion of a quest, but I guess Hannah’s and Amber’s sacrifice is so important that The Voice – the big man himself – feels he must reveal it.  And he is not just revealing it to the three of us, but to the entire village. 

Paramours Amber and Hannah have offered the ultimate and sacrificed their classes to allow Lord Brandon to ascend to Rank Three. While they will now be paramours without a class, they will still be able to receive vocations. Should the abducted villagers be saved and returned to Moondale, both paramours shall receive vocations worthy of their sacrifice. In addition, they both receive five thousand white spirit crystals and twenty-five silver spirit crystals. The crystals are theirs to do with as they please and none of the crystals need to be given to Lord Brandon.

My jaw drops. I turn towards the two beauties naked on my bed. “What have you done?”

Amber speaks first. “I got shot in the thigh with an arrow soon after we arrived here.  And Hannah almost got mauled fighting that giant dog. I just received my class this morning after you all left Moondale. This world is dangerous – deadly.  Even with Abilities, I would probably be too scared to fight anything. Hannah and I plan to stay safe behind these walls.”

Amber pulls on one of Hannah’s nipple rings. The girl coos in delight. “We’ve been hesitant to have another join us.  It appears we’ve been waiting for you to make our little game complete,” Amber declares as she slides a finger between her legs and moans softly. “Our Secret Paramour ability required us to give all of ourselves.”

“But mostly,” Hannah states, as she slips a finger between her pussy as well, “we needed to give ourselves to another – You.”

“The Voice really wants nothing to be taboo to you—or to any of us it seems,” Amber explains.

“Yeah, I think The Voice wants none of us to have any inhibitions in regard to nudity, sex, erotic desires and fantasies. However, this was too much for you guys to pay. You don’t have any powers now. You won’t be able to protect yourselves.”

Amber begins to unbraid Hannah’s hair. The latter states. “We’ll get Bridget or Maeve to teach us how to shoot a bow. We can still fight like regular humans. And I’m sure you’ve noticed that people are capable of killing just fine.”

“That new one, Izzy, we heard she’s making some kind of grenades or something. We both played softball back in high school so we can toss one of those just fine if needed,” Amber states, before she removes her hand from Hannah’s hair to tug once more on her nipple ring.

Hannah sighs from the mixture of pain and pleasure before stating, “Plus we’re counting on you to protect us—all of us. You’re going to be Rank Three before the morning, and that should make you tough enough to take care of anything out there.”

“Hannah and I are expecting you to keep us safe until you can get us back home,” Amber adds.

“I’ll do my best to keep you safe. I swear.”

Even if it means sacrificing myself, I think.  

Amber looks affectionately at Hannah, pulls on one of the nipple rings again, and then kisses her before biting her lip. “We have faith in you. Now go and finish the process.”

Hannah nuzzles into Amber’s chest. A moment later, both girls are fast asleep, exhausted from the night’s sexathon.  I pull a soft blanket over my two lovers. 

They really are something.  I can’t believe these two beautiful girls had made this sacrifice. They had made me stronger by making themselves essentially weaker. I am beholden to them and will do all in my power to protect them and all of the girls—and soon, hopefully all of the returning residents of Moondale. 

Penny breaks my musings. “Oh, that was interesting.  You can admit it to me.  You liked ordering them around. Asking them to lick your balls and lube up that monster between your legs.  Would you do things like that to me if you could?”

“Penny, please,” I respond.

“Maybe soon you’ll get your chance with me.”  She leaves that last statement hanging in the air.  “Anyhow, I suggest you ascend now Lord Brandon. It will take several hours after which you will need to rest. Before you ascend, there is one more thing you will need to consider.”

“And what’s that?”

It is almost like I hear a beeping in my mind. There is a notification in my display that is demanding to be read. I access the display.

By bonding with Paramours Hannah and Amber, and by accepting the boon they have granted you, you have been attuned to them and they to you. This connection is similar to what you share with your wives and with the Harem Mistress. However, unlike them, they permanently gave up a part of themselves which now resides in you. You will sense—even from a great distance—any powerful emotion that one or both are feeling. In addition, when they surrendered their ranks to you, they also yielded the Abilities that went along with their class. Along with the rank you just gained, you will also be offered to choose one of the Abilities that they possessed. The Abilities can be upgraded in the same manner as general Abilities—not through spirit crystals but through use. You may choose from Paramour Hannah one of the following: Power Cheer, Acrobatics, Distract, Taunt and Pom Poms. Please confer with either Paramour Hannah or your Compendium for information about each ability.

I look over to them both, but Hannah and Amber are both fast asleep in one another’s arms.

“The process they underwent—surrendering their classes to make you great—has exhausted them. Well that along with the good pounding you gave them both tuckered them out. I do not believe you will be able to awaken them even if you tried. However, I can assist you with making these choices,” Penny offers.

“What do you suggest then Penny? Which ability?”

“Acrobatics.”

“I was thinking the same thing at first glance. First off, I’m just not taking anything called Power Cheer.”

“Nor would it really help you. All it does is add a boon that makes those around you more powerful. You already have Holy Light of the Protector, which does the same and so much more. Plus several of the other paramours have a similar Ability.”

“And I already have Taunt as a skill…so that one is out.”

“Which only leaves Distract and Acrobatics. Distract causes an opponent to lose their concentration for a moment. While that distraction might provide you with an opening in their defense, you already have Abilities that allow you to bypass your opponent’s defenses.”

“So it only leaves Acrobatics,” I offer. “What do I need to do?”

“Just make your intention known once the ascension begins. I will guide you through the process. Now, as for Paramour Amber, her sacrifice was the greatest if you ask me,” Penny declares.

“How so?” I ask.

“Her class, Monster Killer, was specifically tailored towards fighting and killing monsters. Unfortunately, the soul of a killer does not dwell in her heart. That dark desire to kill and destroy is anathema to her. Her class would have been the most powerful after yours and those of Paramours Olivia and Sammi—both of whom, should they survive, will grow to be your most formidable paramours—if not in the bedroom at least on the battlefield.”

I give off a small chuckle. Amber had just dominated Hannah. Had just visited acts of sexual depravity on her. Yet, that was where the darkness in her soul ended. The thought of killing—even a monster hell-bent on harming her and her friends—was not in her nature.

I look over to the two girls asleep in one another’s arms, a look of contentment on both of their lovely faces.

“She really did give up a great deal,” I state to Penny.

“She did indeed. They both did. Neither The Voice nor I will forget their sacrifice to you.”

I glance down at the five Abilities Amber possessed: Sense Monster, Monster Slayer, Monster Mouth, Monster Barrier and Charm Monster.

“Can you tell me about these?” I ask.

“Sense Monster will let you know if any monsters are nearby. I should clarify that humanoids like orcs and goblins do not count as monsters—most sentient creatures will not. Monsters are more like the spiders you fought, for example. Some of the other paramours have similar Abilities that alert them to danger, such as Paramour Alex. As long as she is nearby, which she often is, you will not need that ability. Monster Mouth allows you to understand what a monster is saying. Their guttural grunts might seem like nonsensical roars of anger but might actually be a clarion call to others of their kind.”

“That could be a good one. Maybe if I can communicate…”

She cuts me off. “Even if you could communicate, most monsters will still only respond with violence. It is their nature after all. If we are not creatures of our nature, then what are we?”

I’m certain there is some double meaning to Penny’s comment but I really don’t have the energy right now to inquire.

I can explain Monster Barrier and Charm Monster to you but I would suggest Monster Slayer as it will work in synergy with many of the Abilities you currently possess.”

“What does it do?”

“Essentially, you will sense the weakness of the monster you face. Its vulnerable spots. Where to strike it to optimize damage. As the ability becomes stronger, you will also sense if it is best fought with a blunt weapon or a spear. If it is resistant to cold attacks or if it is dreadfully fearful of fire.”

“If that’s your suggestion, then I’ll go with that one.”

It’s logical and makes sense to me, besides I trust Penny with her assessments and what Abilities would best assist me. And to be honest, I am dog tired after my recent ménage à trois. Well that, and running all over the Eros Woods this morning.

“Oh, Lord Brandon, it pleases me greatly that you have accepted my suggestions—that you have begun to accept the guidance and support that I can provide to you.”

“Thank you.  So, what do I do now? How will this ascending process work?”

“Look inside yourself Lord Brandon and you will see what appears to be a well of sorts…”

“A well,” I blurt out.

“Perhaps that is the wrong word—maybe basin or container is more concise. Whatever word we use, you will find inside of you the power that your two paramours selflessly gifted to you. It is similar to the essence of the spirit crystals that are all about us. Just find the basin, tip it over and let it slowly flow into you. I should warn you, that for the next several hours your mind and body will undergo moments of extreme ecstasy followed by terrific torment. Growth often comes when balanced between pleasure and pain. Nevertheless, I know you will be able to handle this transformation. You are, after all, Lord Brandon.”

I’m beginning to learn that nothing from The Voice is free and that the gifts he bestows on all of us come with a price. No matter. I need to keep my girls safe. That means I need to be the biggest badass in the Eros Woods.

I figure I should undergo this ascension somewhere comfortable. The girls look peaceful in my bed and I don’t want to disturb them, so I plop myself down on several pillows that cover one section of the Harem Hall. With legs crossed, I close my eyes and turn inward as Penny explained. Instinctually, I see it. A pool of raw energy swirling inside me.

Sometimes it’s best not to overthink things. So I don’t—and tip the basin.

I’m uncertain how much time passes. Pain wracks my body one moment, and the next second crashing waves of pleasure roll over me. The angels of the cosmos fill my soul with joy. I tumble, burning in the pits of hell, jagged points piercing my smoldering body. Water envelops me. I am surrounded by Fiona and her cousins. They are bringing me to the heights of erotic delight to the point where I think I might lose myself to them forever.

When I finally emerge from the fugue state moments, hours or days later, I don’t immediately recall where I am. I take several deep breaths.

Finally, it comes to me.

Ascension.

I have raised myself to Rank Three.

Dozens of pillows lay scattered all around me. I must have kicked them away while I was flailing about during my ascension.

Rank Three…

My body feels more in sync—like every sinew, tendon, muscle and bone are an extension of my will. New knowledge—the upgraded and additional Abilities—suffuse my mind also.

It is like information was uploaded to my brain. I stand up. A bout of vertigo strikes me. I grab onto the wall before the feeling passes. I stumble over to a small table, grab the spirit juice, and guzzle it down right from the jug.

Hannah and Amber are both still asleep in the bed. The bed is enticing… not only because of the two nude women currently asleep in it but because I feel more exhausted now than prior to my ascension.

I check the display.

Three hours.

I was out of it for that long.

I plop myself at the edge of the bed and open the display. While I need a few hours of sleep before we set off tomorrow to Rescue The Villagers, I’m damn curious about the upgrades and the new Abilities I received. However, my eyes are growing heavy so I only review the new ones I gained. 

Lord Brandon, Protector, Rank Three

New Rank One Class Abilities

Weapons, Tier Two has been upgraded to Weapons, Tier Three.

→    Weapons, Tier Three: (Active) You can work with the town blacksmith to customize existing weapons or to create brand new weapons infused with spirit crystals and which will have special Abilities.

◆◆◆

Unusual Weapons, Tier Two has been upgraded to Uncommon Weapons, Tier Three

→    Unusual Weapons, Tier Three: (Active) You can work with the town blacksmith to create never before seen weapons.

◆◆◆

Sacred Light of the Warden, Tier Two has been upgraded to Holy Light of the Protector, Tier Three:

→    Holy Light of the Protector, Tier Three: (Passive) During all battles alongside your paramours, you will glow with a holy energy. All paramours and other allies within one hundred feet of you will receive extra protection from both physical and magical attacks. In addition, all offensive attacks become more powerful. This passive ability grows in strength as you go up in Ranks. While this ability is always in effect during a battle, you can also use it in conjunction with Blessed Light of the Defender and Sacred Light of the Warden.

◆◆◆

Focused Fury, Tier Two has been upgraded to Deadly Rage, Tier Three: .

→    Deadly Rage, Tier Three: (Active) While Bloodlust is passive and you have no control over it, you can control your Deadly Rage. When you invoke this ability, you abandon all defenses. Your only goal is to kill all enemies around you. For sixty seconds you become a killing machine. You attack quicker and with deadly force. All of 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 until the ability wears off. Note: You can only utilize this ability against mobs. 10 SSC to employ ability – 2 x per day.

◆◆◆

Aura Missile, Tier Two has been upgraded to Aura Barrage, Tier Three:

→    Aura Barrage, Tier Three: (Active) You can now attack your enemies with a barrage of Aura Missiles. The number of missiles and the strength of each one is dependent on how much power you wish to invest in the attack. Please confer with your Compendium for the specifics and the spirit crystal costs for using this Ability.

Rank Two Class Abilities Upgraded

Organized Retreat, Tier Two has been upgraded to Strategic Withdrawal, Tier Three:

→    Strategic Withdrawal, Tier Three: (Active) This ability allows you to disengage as a ruse—a way of making your enemy think you are retreating when in fact you are planning either an ambush or a counterstrike. This ability works in concert with your Strategy and Leadership general Abilities. Please confer with your Compendium for more details about this ability. 100 BSC and 5 SSC to employ – 2 x per day.

◆◆◆

Fear, Tier Two has been upgraded to Abject Terror, Tier Three:

→    Abject Terror, Tier Three: (Active) You can choose to project your presence through words, actions and aura. It is possible to invoke an abject, existential terror in your foes. If they fail to flee from you, they will fall into a catatonic state. The terror might be so pervasive that their hearts simply give out or more likely explode. Ten SSC are required to employ – 2x per day

◆◆◆

Warden’s Wrath, Tier Two has been upgraded to Protector’s Wrath, Tier Three:

→    Protector’s Wrath, Tier Three: (Active) Protector’s Wrath allows you to transport yourself and two others (by holding onto them) up to one hundred feet. 50 BSC and 5 SSC to employ – 2 x per day.

◆◆◆

Devastating Blow, Tier Two has been upgraded to Multi Blows, Tier Three:

→    Multi Blow, Tier Three: (Active) You can attack up to three enemies in the blink of an eye. Attacks bypass all defenses and inflict three times normal damage. Note: Enemies of similar or higher rank have a chance to block or avoid all or part of the attack. Fate, like always, will decide. 10 SSC to employ – 2x per day.

◆◆◆

Charm Female, Tier Two has been upgraded to Mesmerize Females, Tier Three:

→    Mesmerize Females, Tier Three: (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 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. 100 GSC, 50 BSC and 5 SSC to employ – 2x per day.

◆◆◆

New Rank Three Class Abilities

→    Protector’s Shield, Tier Three: (Active) – A protective barrier forms around you preventing any enemy from inflicting magical or physical damage on you for five minutes. Warning: The shield does not protect against spells such as mind control or polymorph. While enemies cannot cause you harm, you are still able to attack. 100 BSC and ten SSC to employ – 1x per day.

◆◆◆

→       Word of Command, Tier Three: (Active) This ability allows you to target one enemy of any rank below your own and to take control of their minds and actions. For example, you can command a Rank Two Orc Chieftain to attack his own clan mates. Or you can order a Rank Two Valkyrie to strip naked and then dance for you. Command lasts five minutes. Warning: Once the creature is no longer under the influence of the Command, they will turn their anger and wrath on you. 100 BSC and 10 SSC to employ – 3 x per week.

◆◆◆

→       Righteous Sparks, Tier Three: (Active) This powerful area of effect Ability allows you to conjure thousands of sparks of fire up to fifty feet away and with a radius of up to twenty-five feet. The distance and radius can both be controlled. This Ability will affect both enemy and friend alike so be careful where you conjure it. Anyone caught in the area of effect will be bombarded with tiny burning sparks that will burn away flesh and flammable items, such as clothing. Creatures that linger too long within the range of the sparks have a chance of being set ablaze. Note: You are immune to the effects of the sparks. Maximum duration for sparks is five minutes or until they have all been activated by coming into contact with flammable items, such as clothing, flesh and hair. 150 BSC and 25 SSC to employ – 3 x per week.

◆◆◆

→    Elemental Strike, Tier Three: In addition to regular damage you cause from your weapon, you can also add additional elemental damage from either fire, air, earth, or water. You may only choose one element to master so choose carefully. 50 BSC and 15 SSC – 2 x times a day.

◆◆◆

→    Absorb Damage, Tier Three: When this Ability is invoked, you toughen your Endurance against physical and magical damage. Once your power absorbs the damage, the added Endurance dissipates.  The amount of damage you can absorb is affected with certain Attributes such as Strength and Hard Skin. One benefit is this ability can be invoked at any time and is not expelled until maximum damage has been absorbed. You may use this ability on yourself or on one of your paramours. 500 WSC, 100 GSC, and 50 BSC –1x per day.

◆◆◆

New and Enhanced Harem Lord Abilities

♥        Carnal Knowledge has been upgraded to Carnal Ecstasy. (Passive / Active) The erogenous zone of your lovers and how they interconnect with one another to maximum pleasure appear as a road map to you.  Not only do you sense the specific sexual acts that turn on your paramours, but now when you perform these acts on them the pleasure they receive will be intensified threefold until they are nothing but a quivering mess lost in unbridled ecstasy. Warning: Their orgasms might become so intense that they might pass out. It is also likely that the paramour will come to you time and time again seeking the same unbridled pleasure. Lovemaking with you will become like a drug to them. 

♥       Virility has been upgraded to Endless Virility (Maxed Out): (Passive) You have grown beyond the constraints of an average human. One aspect of that growth is your Endless Virility. You can stay erect and orgasm without limitation. Each orgasm will be as powerful and mind shattering as the previous one. The potency of your seed has grown more powerful. Note: Feed your seed to Fiona and the curative powers of her waters will increase.

♥       Two as One: (Active) The Two as One ritual takes three hours to complete with one paramour. You can only perform the ritual once a week. Once the ritual is started, it cannot be stopped. You and the chosen paramour will be intimate for three straight hours. Not only will you explore one another’s flesh, not only will your two bodies join as one, but your thoughts will merge as well. Your entire life will be an open book to your partner. This intimate coupling will also allow you to connect with them so mightily that their class specific Abilities will be open to you allowing you to learn one of their Abilities while the paramour will also be able to learn one of your Abilities. Note: A paramour will not be able to utilize a skill that is above her rank. For example, a paramour would need to be Rank Three or above to learn Word of Command, Tier Three.

♥       Musk has been upgraded to Male Essence: The opposite sex is drawn to you physically and erotically. The more you protect, defend and lead the paramours of your harem, the more enamored of you they will become. Individual harem girls you defend and save will be strongly pulled towards you. In addition, all women in general will lust and yearn for you. Note: Female combatants might be overcome by your male essence as well. Their desire to kill or capture you might be replaced with a desire for you to bed them down.

General Abilities

→    Map

→    Identify Monster

→    Standard Language

→    Bloodlust

→    Leadership

→    Voice of Authority

→    Burst of Speed / Surge

→    Ambush

→    Strategy

→    Project Will

→    Hiking

→    Common Reading

→    Access Spirit Crystals

→    Loot / Mass Loot

→    Taunt

→    Identify Object

→    Acrobatics

→    Monster Slayer

Enhanced Attributes

→    Strength 2

→    Hard Skin 1

→    Speed 1

There’s a great deal of information for me to parse through. Protector’s Shield could be a game changer in our upcoming conflict. If I can pass that along to some of the others with Two as One, we could have an unstoppable army (For at least five minutes). I can already picture the damage that Olivia or Nikki could inflict on a horde of orcs and goblins if they were in essence invulnerable.

My temples suddenly thrum. My eyelids grow heavy like lead weights are attached to them.  I check the display. Three hours until sunrise, and three and half-hours until our first council meeting. Then we Rescue The Villagers. However, I’m going to be more than useless if I don’t get some rest. As though reading my thoughts, Penny pops into my mind, “At Rank Three, your body has gone through a metamorphosis. We can discuss all of these changes tomorrow. The important one for now is that you will be refreshed after only a few hours of sleep. Three hours should be more than enough.”

“You sure about that? Because I’m pretty wiped.”

“If by wiped you mean that you are exhausted then I can assure you again that three hours will be more than enough for you. As you and the others continue to ascend, you will require less sleep. Of course, this comes with the advantage of you being able to spend more time with your paramours.”

“Thanks for the info. I’m gonna sleep now. If you don’t mind, make sure I don’t oversleep.”

“I will set and alarm to awaken you. Have a good rest Lord Brandon.”

Fatigue assaults me all at once. Amber and Hannah are still fast asleep on the large bed but there is more than enough room for me. I pull back the blanket and crawl in next to Amber. The pleasing scent of sex lingers in the air. I close my eyes, and then a wonderful sleep takes me.


CHAPTER 21: COUNCIL

It is not the cacophonous din of a wailing alarm that awakens me, but moaning. And not the pleasurable sighing from intimacy but of discomfort. I open my eyes to the first rays of sunlight streaming in through a gap in the windows. I roll over to discover that sadly both Hannah and Amber are gone from the bed. My mind turns back to the events of just a few hours before. My manhood twitches. “Down boy,” I mutter.

“Ah fuck! This is worse than a hangover,” a voice moans from somewhere close by. I plop out of bed.

“Londyn?” I walk over to her where she is buried stark naked among the voluminous pillows. “What’s wrong?  And what’s happening?”

“You. Dammit!” she grunts sitting up.

“What did I do?”

“Someone should have warned me that you were going to ascend overnight,” she complains.

“Why’s that?” I ask.

“Because every time you ascend a level, I will go up one as well.” She begins to shiver for some reason so I get down next to her and hold her soft, supple flesh.

“This is nice,” she sighs deeply, “but I’m not up to anything at the moment.”

“Really?” I respond shocked. “What happened to the insatiable need for a good fucking all the time?”

“My body feels like it has just been in a car wreck,” she grouses. “Seems you and I really are bonded together.”

“How so?”

“Well I guess I can’t be much of a bodyguard if I am too many ranks below you. I’d be nearly useless as your protector if you were Rank Five and I was just Rank One or Two. To prevent me from becoming useless as your bodyguard, every time you rank up I’ll go through a rapid ascension immediately afterwards.”

“Anyhow, I don’t know what was going on in here, but it must have been wild.  I knew those two were freaks.  I was playing with myself… about to climax for the fourth or fifth time when I got this message from The Voice that said you had just finished ascending, and that I needed to ascend ASAP as well.”

“How did you end up here?” I ask.

“Well it turns out that the further away from you that I am when I undergo this forced ascension, the longer it takes and the more painful it is. I don’t mind a little pain as you well know. However, this was going to be agonizing pain Penny warned me. She said I should get to the Harem Hall ASAP so I would be near you. Found you, Hannah and Amber all asleep. I thought about climbing into bed with you. Figuring if I was right next to you the pain wouldn’t be too bad. However, I didn’t make it that far when I began to ascend.  I just sort of fell down and pulled myself over to the pillows. I’ve been writhing around down there for the last three hours.”

“I was dead to the world.  I’m sorry,” I blurt out.

“For what?” she answers. “It’s not your fault The Voice is a dick. Anyway, I'm gonna head back to my cabin for a bit and wash up. Maybe throw some clothing on. And then review my new Abilities.”

I rush to grab one of the canteens filled with spirit juice and urge her to drink. She springs up like a cat. “Ooooh,” she coos, shaking her body. “The recovery period is amazing. I feel really good now.” She grabs her boobs. “I think they may be bigger.”

She heads towards the door and I can’t help but admire her firm, round ass. My cock pulses once in reaction.

I’m a bit disappointed to be honest. Had she asked for a quickie, I would have been more than willing. 

Ah well, I think.  Next time.

“Hey Penny, how much time until the others show up?” I ask.

“They should be arriving in seventeen minutes, Lord Brandon,” she responds.

I head over to the bathroom and relieve myself before walking into the shower.

“I would enjoy showering with you very much,” Penny whispers. “I could join you again as wicked Hiroku or… I could come to you as that busty Cara girl who sometimes pops into your mind. You can finally do all of those nasty things you always wanted to do with her, like put it in her ass or cum all over her face.”

Images flash in my mind of my former girlfriend, Cara.  I shrug them away.  She is a universe away – not only in distance, but in my heart as well. If I am going to do nasty things – as Penny just said – then it’s going to be with paramours.  

I state to Penny, “Don’t you have your own form? Instead of borrowing someone else’s.”

Penny grows silent for many long seconds.  I am rinsing shampoo from my hair when she responds, “I am a tome with pages and a binding. That is my form.” She is silent again. “Yet I am a woman also. And yes, I should have my own feminine form. One that is pleasing to you, Lord Brandon.”

My whole-body tingles for a second, like someone rifling through my entire being.

“What was that?” I ask, concerned.

“I have just probed your mind, body, and soul—and your loins also—and I know the exact woman that I will become for you. Oh yes, Lord Brandon. I will become your greatest lover. Yes. Yes. I must think about this form. Can’t get it wrong.”

Her presence disappears before I can respond.

What the hell did I just unleash?

Is Penny planning to create an avatar of herself? How would that even work?

Can’t worry about that right now.

I climb from the shower and towel off.

As I am dressing, I open my display. I browse past the information about the completion of The Tower quest and the Apple Grove quest from the previous day, and look at the listing for pending quests: Find Freddie, The Journey Home, Free The Villagers, and The Snake Pit.

I close the display. The number of pending quests is giving me a headache. I’m already feeling stretched a bit thin. I can’t muster the strength to look at The Quest Board this morning as I’m certain there are a slew of new ones.

I’m not in the mood for a council meeting this morning. I just want to set off already and free the villagers. However, I know this council is important to the others, especially the newcomers.

I’m pulling on my shirt when Kayla enters the Harem Hall carrying a jug of spirit juice and a platter of food. My stomach growls at the sight of the steaming bread and pieces of meat. I glance over at Kayla. The only intimate time I had spent with my Wise Woman so far had been several days ago in Interlude. The girl had unleashed in me the sexual fiend that had always resided inside—but who I was afraid or perhaps reluctant to set free.

My sexual musings are broken as Londyn walks back in, a mug of steaming coffee in her hands. I am not much of a coffee drinker but I do like the smell. The aroma reminds me of home.

She sidles up next to Kayla, and their eyes scan the room. The sheets on the bed are unmade and stained with cum, sweat and pussy juices. The cat-o-nine tails and paddle are laying on the floor next to the bed.

Kayla and Londyn glance at me and then burst out laughing.

“Looks like you had some fun,” Kayla says in a voice I’d only heard when we were both in Interlude.

“Didn’t get a chance to clean up,” I blurt out slightly embarrassed. I head over and gather up the evidence of the previous night’s debauchery. I sit them on the dresser.  I also need some new sheets. But I’ll worry about housekeeping later—when I get back with the villagers. Maybe I can hire one of them as a house cleaner—one who wears a little French maid’s outfit.

Really, what is wrong with me? I have enough girls around me to keep me happy and horny for years. Hell, I haven’t even been with most of them, and yet I’m fantasizing about imaginary villagers we haven’t even rescued yet.

I toss the blanket over the mattress, sit down with Londyn and Kayla, and pick up a piece of the warm bread. I scarf it down in a couple of bites. The council representatives begin to funnel in. Lindsay walks in with disheveled hair and I can just tell that waking up early is something she doesn’t like to do. She hasn’t even bothered to change into real clothing, but is wearing a sexy, see-through teddy that reveals all of her good parts. She is also holding a steaming cup of coffee…and “Is that a cinnamon bun?” I ask.

“Yup,” she answers with a mouth stuffed with the sticky, sweet treat.

“How?”

Lindsay takes a sip of coffee. “The reward for finishing Give Me A B, Give Me An R. You know, the cheering quest. Fred and Marge received a delivery late last night while everyone was asleep.”

“Really, they are going with the late-night delivery story again for how they mysteriously receive these new supplies?” Kayla states to no one in particular. “I’m curious how much information the other villagers will provide us with. Are they going to answer us in catch phrases and clichés also?  Or will they be multi-dimensional?”

“Will who be multi-dimensional?” Hannah asks as she walks into the hall and plops down on one of the pillows. Her hair is still damp and the scent of vanilla wafting from her skin is intoxicating. My traitorous cock pulses, as I think of our decadent acts in the bed and on the love seat only hours ago.  I feel like things could have gone even further last night, that new kinks could have been explored, had we been given more time.  I may need to insist that Ms. Williams set up some time so Amber, Hannah and I can move onto act two of our roleplaying.  

My erotic musings are broken when the remainder of the representatives from each cabin arrives. Hannah for cabin one, Maeve for cabin two, Lindsay for cabin three, Yanira for cabin four and Bridget for cabin five.

After last night’s events, I would have assumed that Amber and not Hannah would be here representing the cabin—or at least one of the other girls sharing their cabin. Though it is possible that it is only during sex when Amber is the dominant one and in other traits of life it is Hannah.

“Looks like we’re just waiting for Ms. Williams,” I state.

“She’s not coming,” Londyn cuts in.

“Yup, she’s in the middle of something,” Londyn adds, a huge smirk on her face.

“What’s happening?”

“You’ll find out soon enough, Brandon,” Londyn comments. “Let’s just say that it should help to improve our odds today.”

“I hate when you all say that I will find out soon enough.”

“No you don’t, husband,” Maeve responds. “Do you want to know what your wives have planned for you tonight when we move in, or would you rather us ruin the wonderful, erotic surprises?”

“I…that’s different,” I stammer.

“Moving in?” Lindsay queries with a bit of annoyance.

“I guess we should make that the first item,” Maeve states. “As you know Alex, Nikki and I are sister wives and have bound ourselves to each other and to Brandon most of all. So it only makes sense that we move in.”

I don’t know much about women's emotions, but I know that’s my cue to say something right now.

“And I’m looking forward to having the three of you here,” I respond. Though to be honest, I have butterflies about the whole situation.

“And I’m next, Lindsay,” Kayla adds a bit more forcefully than I would expect from my Wise Woman. “Real soon, I’m going to bond myself to the three of them and become the fourth sister wife.”

“We’re looking forward to it, Kayla,” Maeve responds, taking Kayla’s hands in hers.

I consider for a moment bringing up Olivia’s request to become the fifth sister wife. However, that would be a conversation with my wives only, and I shove a piece of meat into my mouth to keep from saying something stupid.

“What if I want in?” Lindsay asks. “That’s why it sucks that Ms. Williams isn’t here right now. Because we need to settle this once and for all.”

“Settle what?” I ask.

“You, of course. It’s not fair that some of the others have monopolized time with you—the only man around—and the rest of us have been basically ignored.”

“That’s not my intention,” I defend myself. “We haven’t been here that long, and like you said there’s only one of--”

“Lindsay,” Kayla cuts in. “I told you we’ll work this out with Ms. Williams later today… once we Rescue The Villagers.”

“Easy for you to say,” she responds. “You’re up next.”

“Um, question.” Yanira raises her hand like she’s a student in a class. “If you’re all going to be living here, does that mean that the ones who are on this schedule won’t have any privacy? I’m no prude. However, should it ever happen that Brandon and I are intimate...and I am not saying that will happen … I’d want privacy. I mean, how is that even going to work?”

I decide to end this discussion, especially since most of these questions seem to fall under the purview of my M.I.A. Harem Mistress.

Where is she anyway?

“Lindsay. Yanira,” I answer, glancing back and forth between them. “Can we maybe table this discussion for tomorrow when Ms. Williams is here? It’s more vital right now that we just focus on rescuing the villagers.”

Lindsay kind of pouts (which I find adorable). “You’re probably right. The poor villagers are what matter now.”

I turn to Kayla, “So where are we?”

“Olivia, Sammi, and Alana ascended overnight.”

“So did I,” Londyn chimes in.

The others look at her.

“Long story short, whenever Brandon ascends so do I. The Voice doesn’t think I’d be able to hack it as much of a bodyguard if the boss here,” she points her thumb at me, “is too many ranks ahead of me.”

“For free?” Yanira inquires.

“Yup, but it was a fast ascension so it hurt like fuck,” my bodyguard responds.

“That doesn’t seem fair somehow,” Bridget comments. “Especially with the crystal disparity and all.”

“I discussed this with Jada last night,” Kayla informs us. “We may have a solution to the seeming disparity in crystals.”

“Well, what is it?” Yanira asks.

“I asked Jada to come by. She’ll be here in a few minutes. She can lay it out better than I can.”

“Okay, since we are waiting on Jada, let’s get back on track,” I state. “Londyn, Maeve, Alex, Nikki, Olivia, Sammi, and Alana are all Rank Two now, correct?”

“That’s right,” Kayla responds. “Shame we don’t have more Rank Two ladies coming along.”

“True,” I reply. “But I think everyone can handle themselves.” I turn to my left, “You’re coming too Bridget, correct?”

“I haven’t changed my mind. Just wish I was a bit more powerful.”

“Stay close to me,” Maeve offers. “We archers and more importantly we redheads need to stick together.”

“Sounds good to me,” Bridget responds with a wide smile.

“Don’t forget about me. I’m coming also,” Lindsay cuts in. “I can be helpful out there… or I believe I can.”

I nod my head to her, and she smiles back at me. Even a disheveled mess, she is gorgeous. 

“Did I miss anyone?” I ask.

“Two others,” Kayla informs me.

“Two more? Who?” I ask.

“Jordyn, the Revenant,” Kayla states. “In fact she was insistent. I tried to find out why but she was tightlipped, and I don’t know her well enough—or really at all—to push her.”

“I am—was teammates with her on the swim team,” Bridget relates, “and she wouldn’t say much to me or the others on the team when we asked her. I told the others I would keep an eye out for her. Which is kinda funny seeing how I almost bit the dust twice yesterday.”

“Not gonna let anything happen to you,” Maeve assures her by taking the other girl’s hand.

“And the last person?” I ask.

“You’ll find out soon,” Maeve says.

Again with the, You’ll find out soon enough nonsense. Sheesh.

“Hey Jada,” Bridget cuts in as the dark-skinned beauty walks in and sits down opposite me.

“Hey all. So, as your treasurer I have to tell you that we will soon be hurting for crystals.”

“What do you mean?” I ask.

“I’ve spoken with Penny and she’s been filling me in on what things are going to cost. It seems that most of the items from the general store, even the new ones we can expect once you upgrade Moondale again will remain very reasonable and affordable. You are planning to upgrade it again, right? Because we really need to do so as soon as possible.”

“We just upgraded to a hamlet,” I state.

“Well you need to raise us to a town as soon as possible. I know it’s going to be damned expensive but we’ll make it back on the taxes we’ll be able to collect.”

“Taxes,” I stammer. “From whom?”
“The villagers of course once you rescue them.”
“Doesn’t seem right to tax them,” Lindsay cuts in. “This is their home after all.  It seems a little cruel to do that to them after they have been prisoners and all.”

“They will pay it happily,” Penny cuts in as she speaks into all of our minds, “for the protection Lord Brandon and his paramours will provide to them.”

“Still not sure how I feel about taxing them,” I comment.

Penny continues. “Your Treasurer is correct when she says that things are going to become, as you say in your world, damn expensive. I do not want to even tell you how much it will cost to raise Moondale from a hamlet to a town or from a town to a city. The number of crystals required is staggering. No, you will need their taxes.”

“That leads to why I was asked to come here,” Jada states. “I’m proposing that all crystals earned moving forward by Brandon and the rest of us are placed into a common pool. Then we prioritize how the funds are allocated.”

“Like socialism?” Yanira asks.

“Nothing like that,” Jada rebuts. “Let me give you an example. Like last night, we all chipped in so that Alana could ascend. And Brandon gave Sammi what she needed. Well if I’d had access to everyone’s crystals, perhaps one or two more of us could have ascended last night.”

“Well count Amber and me in,” Hannah chimes in. “Between the two of us we were rewarded with ten thousand white crystals last night. If it will help the others to get up to rank two or to help us get back home, then it’s well worth it.”

“You guys already did a great service. I can’t believe what you both gave up last night,” Lindsay states to Hannah. “This place is dangerous. As scared as I am and have been since we arrived here, I’d be even more terrified without my powers.”

“Amber and I did what we thought was best.”

“Moondale will gladly accept any crystals you and Amber want to put into this communal pot.”  She looks at the rest of us.  “Just discuss with the others. That’s all I’m asking. We can work out the logistics—like everyone keeps twenty percent for their own needs and the other eighty goes into a communal pot. Something like that.”

“I’m not sure everyone is going to like your idea, Jada,” remarks Maeve.  “Especially when some of us are out there putting our lives on the lines while others are afraid to step outside the village.”

“That isn’t fair,” Lindsay interjects. “We don’t all have the same classes. Look at Alana. She hasn’t earned a ton of crystals, yet we decided it was worth investing in her.”

“Look,” I interject before this breaks into a long argument about economics or dreaded politics. “Maybe you should discuss this with your cabin mates and we can revisit this tomorrow. For right now, we just need to finish the preparations for rescuing the villagers.”

“I agree,” Hannah states. “Penny told us that you have some powerful new Abilities now that you are Rank Three. Is that true?”

“It is,” I admit.

“Good. Then our sacrifice was well worth it. She also told us that a lot of them require the use of silver crystals. We were also given a number of them as a reward. We’re going to give them to you. And we’re also going to make sure that everyone heading out is loaded up with crystals.”

“You guys are way too generous,” Lindsay says with a wide smile.

Quest update, The Quest Board, announces enthusiastically. Parts One and Two of I’ve Been A Very Bad Girl have been completed. Lord Brandon’s participation is required for the final part of the quest. If Lord Brandon does not appear within fifteen minutes, the quest will fail and the first two parts that have been completed will have been for naught. So get out there Lord Brandon, and lend the paramour a… well not a hand… but something much better than that!

“Is this the reason why Ms. William’s isn’t here?” I ask. “And is completing this quest important right now? And who was crazy enough to go along with it?”

Maeve stands up and then holds her hand out to me. “Come on Brandon. That big dick of yours is needed out there.”

“But who?” I stammer as I stand up.

Maeve lays a sweltering kiss on me, grabs my cock once for good measure, before responding, “You’ll find out soon enough.”

Around us, the other girls begin to chuckle as they stand up and follow us out into the plaza.


CHAPTER 22: I’VE BEEN A VERY BAD GIRL

“Paige?” I blurt out to Maeve at my side.

“The one and only,” my redheaded beauty responds with a broad grin.  She’s pleased at my surprised expression. Admittedly, the idea of Ms. William’s tanning the girl’s ass is appealing.

“She’s going to help us save the villagers also,” Bridget explains.

“She was so opposed last night,” I retort.

“Maybe she was just scared,” Lindsay, who is just a step behind me, offers.

“Paige isn’t scared of anything,” Bridget defends her friend. “She was the toughest one on the swim team. Not only on herself but on others as well. You’ve seen her body. All muscle and zero fat from working out two hours a day. She was going to be an MMA star. No kidding. She even fought in a few underground fight clubs. I know people think those are made up places that exist just in the movies, but she really did fight other girls at a club in the back of a gym a few miles from campus.  I even watched her fight once.  It was so bloody.  And she beat the crap out of this one girl that was even bigger and meaner than she is.  She’d show up sometimes for a swim meet all bruised and battered. Then she’d compete and come in first place in the breaststroke. No, I think what really bugs her is that she isn’t the baddest bitch here.”

“What is the reward again for this quest?” I ask as we approach Ms. Williams and Paige, both of whom are standing by the stockade just a dozen or so feet from Fiona’s fountain. Paige is wearing a sports bra and a pair of panties. I guess the quest didn’t require her to be nude. Which is a shame.  She is barefoot and keeps wriggling from side to side like she can’t get comfortable. She twists around once, and I can’t believe how red her ass cheeks are, her flesh crisscrossed with marks.

Ms. Williams is decked out in her full Harem Mistress regalia: Black leather boots that extend several inches above her knee; tight black leather shorts that cling to her thighs and hips; and a black leather top that barely contain her ample tits.             

“Don’t say two words! I need to do this.” Paige shoots laser beams at me in warning. She sticks her head and hands into the stockade before Ms. Williams slams the wooden top down with a dull thud.

“You ready, Paige?” Ms. Williams asks.

The Brawler grits her teeth. “Let’s get this over with.” Her body quivers.

As soon as her body stops moving, Ms. William’s pulls the bullwhip back before lashing it forward against Paige’s butt cheeks.

Crack! The sound of the whip striking her ass cuts through the air.

A red line from the whip snakes across both cheeks.

I note that Ms. William’s form is perfect. With her arm bent at the perfect angle and her hips twisting to give just the right amount of force. Before Paige knows what has happened, the Harem Mistress lashes her again.  

Crack!

“Son of a bitch that stinks!” Paige curses. 
Okay. I’m going to admit it. Ms. William whipping Paige’s ass turns me the hell on.

I imagine for a moment Hannah trapped in the stock and Amber reddening her butt cheeks with a crop before she begs me—her loving master—to take her from behind.

My cock begs to be released. Dark, lustful longings build with the thumping of my heart only to be broken when Fiona starts to sing. It’s a playful tune about the willful wench who seduces a guard:             

Into the prison late one eve

The buxomly wench did seduce young Steve

She plied him with mead

And fluttered her eyes

And pushed her breasts against his curvy spine.

Oh that willful, willful wench

What shall we do with that willful wench?

Ms. Williams and I are bonded – with a sort of psychic connection. This is the first time since our joining that I can truly feel emotion resonating from her. My horny first wife is getting off on this. She is wet as all hell!

A small growl issues from my throat.

A wry smile coats Ms. Williams’ face. She too must sense my emotions, and then a split second later the crack of the whip on Paige’s ass carries on the wind.

Crack!

“What the fuck! That one really stung!” Paige grumbles. 

I sense something wicked building within Ms. Williams – a perverse pleasure. She’s striking Paige’s ass harder than required by the quest.

She tosses me a wicked smile before she reverses her arm and lashes Paige’s ass from the other direction. As much as Paige is trying not to cry from the intense pain, that last strike brings a yelp to her throat.

“I would have quit once she snapped the stock close,” Bridget says to Lindsay. 

Fiona continues her ballad unperturbed, as if this spectacle in the plaza is a cause for song and celebration.

The wench whispered in his ear.

“One more goblet and I’ll make that pang between your legs disappear.

The mead it was spiced and soon did Steve respond,

“A beauty you are, but you’re not so nice.”

He slumped to the ground amongst the scurrying mice.

Oh that willful, willful wench

What shall we do with that willful wench?

Ms. Williams’ lashes the whip twice in rapid succession.

Crack!

Crack!

Paige’s face winces, but her eyes blaze with fury, determination and grit. She really is tough as nails.  I’m not sure how many of the girls could endure this. 

Fiona’s song continues:

The wench pulled free his keys

Then headed to the cell to free her lover Breece

“It is you my love

You have come for me.

Now get me out of here

So we can make merry.”

“I will my love,” the wench replied, “but first I must know

Why did thou steal from that most wicked lady?”

“I did it for thee, to get thee a golden band.

Now free me from here, so I can make you mine.”

“I will my love if you promise no more trouble.”

“I do. I do.” Breece crooned, “Anything for thee.”

Oh that willful, willful wench

What shall we do with that willful wench?

Crack!

“Just seven more lashes and you’re done!” Lindsay calls out to Paige.” You’ve got this!”

“I wouldn’t have made it past the spanking,” Zoe whispers to Mackenzie.

“You’re one tough bitch,” Jada shouts aloud to Paige.

Fiona twirls a few times, carried aloft by tendrils of water. 

Later that night after hours of fucking

Breece slunk from her bed and then was soon at the brothel

Where his true love Betty awaited him

With the noble’s purse of gold he had stolen.

And into the night the lovers fled…

In the morn the wench awoke

The ring gone from her slender finger and

The tip of a spear aimed at her throat

“Your lover is gone, fled into the eve

Now come with us and face the judge.”

Crack!

Crack!

The wench was not brought to the courthouse

But instead to an enormous manor

Where Lady Maddie awaited for her

A crop in one hand and

And a wooden paddle in the other

“Now over my lap young wench

So I can teach thee some manners.”

Oh that willful, willful wench

What shall we do with that willful wench?

Crack!

“Her ass is going to hurt for a week,” Zoe chimes in.

“She’s tough as nails,” Bridget interjects. Then she shouts out! “You got this Paige!”

“Paige is gonna take this out on someone,” Sammi quips. “Let’s hope it's an orc and not Brandon or one of us.”

“Is Paige supposed to be the willful wench?” Alana asks Megan.

Hannah and Amber are standing next to one another. Hannah has her finger slipped between her legs while Amber is rubbing her breasts. I’m not even sure that they know what they are doing. Amber glances over to Hannah. “Maybe we can use the stock tonight, and I can punish that lovely ass of yours.” Hannah responds with a large grin.

Crack!

“Fuckkkkkkkkk.” Paige screams out. 

The next verse of Fiona’s dirty ditty carries through the air. 

As the first lash of the crop

Painted her cheek red

The young wench cried out

“Oh oh oh, it’s quite pleasant;

In fact I feel like I’m in heaven.”

The punishment continued

And the wench’s fever grew

“Please my new mistress

Spank me some more

My body’s aquiver

And my ass can take more;

Oh, my pussy’s aflame

And my body’s alight.

So please my new mistress

Take me to new heights.”

“Look what you’ve done

You horny slut

You’ve ruined my gown

But of this you can trust

Your ass it is mine

And forever it will be

Till the horny girl in you

Is forever set free.”

Oh that willful, willful wench

What shall we do with that willful wench?

Crack!
“And we are done!” Ms. William’s states with barely hidden disappointment in her tone. She unclasps the lock on the stockade and Paige lifts her hands and head out of it. She walks gingerly away from the stockade.  A moment later, the wooden stock vanishes from the plaza.

Part three of I’ve Been A Very Bad Girl is complete, The Quest Board announces. Paramour Paige has proven her physical toughness but now must prove her willpower and humility. There is just one last part of the original quest: Paramour Paige must drop to her knees and pleasure Lord Brandon with her mouth. However, I have additional quests and rewards to offer Paramour Paige and her alone—ones that will help her today as well as those traveling with her in the quest to free the Moondale villagers.

The Quest Board stops speaking. A hush falls over those who are outside. Some of the girls who had remained in their cabins walk and stumble towards the plaza to be nearby when the rest of the Quest is revealed.

The silence goes on for a full minute before Paige shouts out! “Hey. Quest Board. What else do you have for me? I’m not backing down now, so bring it on, bitch.”
And this bitch shall bring it on, The Quest Board responds amused. Even though you have stated your intent to attempt the additional quests, I must offer you first the opportunity to complete the current quest, which involves dropping to your knees and pleasuring Lord Brandon.

“She’s really got a thing for Brandon being blown in public,” Olivia quips aloud.

The Quest Board responds, Paramour Olivia, you know quite well that the Harem Lord loves it when a paramour kneels in front of him while sucking him off. No need to worry paramours. I will continue to work it into my quests.

Instead of embarrassment, I see a sly smile spread across Olivia’s lips.

The Quest Board is not done.  To get back to the matter at hand. Once you have brought Lord Brandon to the heights of pleasure with your mouth Paramour Paige, you will receive a reward of crystals. However, the real reward, and the ones you really seek, are the three Attributes that will be raised: Hard Skin, Willpower, and Physical Fortitude. As a reminder, a level one in any Attribute makes you super human compared to most of your kind. Most humans who spend years honing their bodies and minds might raise a single Attribute to a level one and now you have the chance to raise your Hard Skin and Willpower to a one and your physical Fortitude, which was already above average, to a level two. Do you wish to complete the quest as is or as they say in your world, “See what is behind curtain number two?”

The Quest Board goes silent again. Behind and all around me the other girls are murmuring and whispering.

Paige loses her patience again and shouts out, “What are the new challenges?  Are you going to tell me or not?”             

Ah, well this is where the fun begins. For Paramour Paige must have faith. Do you have faith? The Quest Board asks almost rhetorically. Because you can accept the current quest, where you know what is expected of you and what the rewards are, or you can agree to the new challenges without knowing what they are or what the rewards will be. However, I can assure you that they will be most wonderful. You must simply have faith. There is one final wrinkle you need to consider. Should you choose the additional quests—all of which you are able to complete—and do not finish, you will receive none of the rewards you are currently eligible to receive. I give you five minutes to choose.

Murmurs erupt all about me. The girls start pelting Paige with their thoughts about what she should do. She is having none of it. Ms. Williams walks towards her but Paige angrily shakes her head at the older woman. Paige stares over towards the manifestation of The Quest Board—an actual wooden board that hangs from two posts a few feet away—and shouts out scornfully, “Faith!...I have faith in one person. Me! I’ll complete your damn quests, whatever they require of me.”

I am most pleased, The Quest Board responds. Most pleased indeed. For the record, I had faith that you would go—she pauses before raising her voice one octave and saying—all the way.

“So what do I need to do?

Oh, I will get to that in just a moment. First I must inform Lord Brandon and all his paramours that there will be just two quests available today. The timeline to save the villagers has changed and they must be rescued before the end of the day. If they are not, all is lost for them. The women will be sold off as pleasure slaves to most wicked and vile men. No, you must save them today!

“Pleasure slaves,” Asley mutters somewhere nearby.

“We have to save them,” Lindsay cuts in. 
I must warn you that failing this quest will lead to dire consequences.

What kind of dire consequences? I ask.

Oh, I have seen you Lord Brandon. Seen you indeed. And you will not let it get to that. I know you and your paramours will succeed because you must. Now, for one more piece of business and then Paramour Paige can complete her quest. I have heard the concerns of many of the paramours who are upset with their lack of private time with you, Harem Lord. I have come up with a most wonderful quest—Girls Just Want to Have Fun. As of this moment, Lord Branden has been intimate with ten of you. Yet, he has been most negligent in his duties towards the remainder of you. However, you all know how men are! They don’t know when they have a good thing going. For this quest, at least five of the remaining paramours who have not yet been intimate with Lord Brandon and wish to do so need to find time with him over the next thirty-six hours to change that sad state of affairs. Here are some suggestions: straddle him while he is eating breakfast, walk in on him while he is in the shower like paramour Alex did, pop into his bed while he is sleeping for a surprise attack, or even try some good old-fashioned seduction! He especially likes girls who enjoy it a little rough so maybe offer your ass up for a good spanking.

That last statement causes a ripple of murmurs.

Intimate time must culminate in both Lord Brandon and the paramour climaxing. Paramours may come to Lord Brandon one at a time or in groups. If in a group, Lord Brandon must bring each paramour to climax as well as each paramour must bring Lord Brandon to climax. Reward: Lord Brandon will be able, for free, to raise Moondale from a village to a full-fledged town with all of the benefits that go along with it. Penny can provide you with the benefits of becoming a town. Note: Even if the terms of the quest are completed in the next twenty four hours, Lord Brandon will still need to wait the full thirty-six to raise Moondale to a town. However, since I know so many of you are eager for your alone time with the handsome Harem Lord, a speed round competition is available – I’m Just A Girl In The World. If at least seven paramours who have yet to be intimate with Lord Brandon do so in the next twenty-four hours, he will be able to raise Moondale to a town once his intimate time with the seventh paramour is complete. To sweeten the pot, instead of having to wait until Moondale is a city, Lord Brandon will be able to establish diplomatic relations and a trade route with Crescent City located at the northern edge of the Eros Woods.

“Crescent City!” Yanira exclaims. “Does that mean there’s others out there like us who have been snatched from Earth?”

“Hush!” Penny snaps so all can hear.

Oh sister, The Quest Board responds, are you going to be cross with me all day today?

“First you send them to The Hag…” Penny complains.

That was most fun indeed. I believe Lady Olivia and Lord Brandon found it quite enjoyable.

I don’t say anything, feeling I am in the middle of some kind of family squabble.

“Um hello,” Paige screams out. She has changed her position and I can clearly see the red marks left from the whip. “Maybe the two of you can bicker later. I have a quest to complete.”

I do apologize for my sister, Lady Paige, The Quest Board responds. She gets huffy sometimes. Just wait until she is a higher rank, then she will be truly insufferable. But enough of her. The reason I shared the two quests, Girls Just Want To Have Fun and I’m Just A Girl In The World is because you, Paramour Paige, will begin the quest.”

“So he’s got to fuck me, you’re saying?” She looks over at me with a crooked smile.

Yes indeed Paramour Paige. First, you will suck the Harem Lord dry while on your knees. And as I said, the Harem Lord likes this best.

A dozen set of eyes look at me, some grinning while others stare down between my legs where my manhood is swelling through my pants.

The second part you will truly enjoy. It is my understanding that you like to compete with your hands and feet in front of others.  Just think of this as a different competition using other parts of the body.  You and the Harem Lord shall make love right in this plaza in front of all to witness. Your lovemaking must last until both of you have climaxed.  

“Um, that’s going to be a problem,” Paige chuckles nervously.

You need not worry about that little problem of yours, Paramour Paige. Now does she, Harem Lord?

“What problem?” I ask concerned.

Before Paige can answer, The Quest Board continues. Oh, Paramour Paige cannot let go. And has never experienced that release. But she is in for a treat this morning, is she not Lord Brandon?”

“She’s never orgasmed,” Asley states dumbfounded.

“Wow, I do that like three times a day. It comes easily to me,” Lindsay quips at my side.

Nikki elbows me. “Say something, Brandon.”

“I haven’t failed yet!” I boast.

“Really Brandon,” Nikki quips. “That’s the best you could come up with. I haven’t failed yet.”

I shrug. “What was I supposed to say?”

Nikki doesn’t get a chance to respond.

“Is that it?” Paige asks aloud.”

Oh, just two more small things. First, I will allow Lord Brandon to heal your sore bottom…both times.

“Both times?” Paige and I question at the same time.

Oh, this is another one of those fun added wrinkles. Before you sink to your knees to pleasure him, I will allow him to get his hands on your ass… and let me tell you a secret…he’s glanced at your ass more than once…so that he can heal you. Then once you have pleasured him with your mouth, but before you make love, he must plop you over his knee and give you a good spanking because you my dear, have been very good at being very bad.  Once your lovemaking is complete, he can heal you again. Now, I suggest you get started as the villagers will not save themselves.

“Do we just start?” Paige asks, looking at me.

There is one more little optional quest I offer the rest of you. I know that watching Lord Brandon and Lady Paige will arouse some of you. Do not be shy. If the urge hits you to pleasure yourself, you should do so, because as well as the joy you will receive, I will reward you as well. So have fun. And let’s begin.

The entire assemblage seems to be in a state of shock from the outrageous quest just offered to all of us.

The girls are murmuring and speaking all about me. I hear none of them as I’m fixated on Paige who is pulling off her sports bra.  She gingerly walks towards me. When she is directly in front of me, I realize how tall she really is.  She stands nearly five foot ten. She has a muscular build though not in a way that makes her lose any of her femininity. Her breasts are B-cups and firm. She has long black hair that is tied back in a braid and thick black eyebrows that hang above her silvery eyes.

“Are you okay with all of this?” I ask as I get close to her so only she can hear.

“Back home, a blond-haired gym rat like you would have been my type,” she responds. “And I like sex just fine. Just wish we knew each other a bit better.”

“We can work on getting to know each other,” I say.

“Yeah, yeah,” she quips. “What you’re really wondering is if I am good at giving head. You’re in for a treat because I’m damn good at it. I’m not going to need some of that special lipstick Marge sells either.  But first, Ms. Williams did a number on my ass.” She twirls about. “Do you mind getting your hands on my ass and making it feel better?”


CHAPTER 23: I’VE BEEN A VERY BAD GIRL – 2

“Come on, let’s give them some room,” Nikki states. “They may not have privacy but we don’t need to be on top of them.”

Before she leaves, Maeve looks over to Paige then to me. “Your three wives can’t wait till tonight, husband.” She rubs that last word in. “Just make sure you save a little stamina for us.” She plants a long, lingering kiss on me before sashaying away, putting a little oomph to highlight her shapely hips and ass as she does so. My cock twitches.

Paige coughs to get my attention, and then spins around so that her ass is facing my way. “Now that Maeve is done with her theatrics, do you mind?”

“Sorry.” I get down on my knees behind Paige. Her ass cheeks are red and raw, with a few small bruises and welts. Ms. Williams really went hard on her ass. While someone like Hannah would have gotten off on the spanking and the whipping, this was not the case for Paige. This quest is a test of endurance on the one hand, about facing a physical challenge and overcoming it. The second part is about losing all inhibitions, about Paige ridding herself of the morality code we were all raised on back at home. The one where nice girls do not blow a guy in public.

It’s crazy how little I really know most of the girls, I muse. Hell, I don’t even know the last names of my wives, or what their favorite foods are, or the last show they binged on Netflix. However, I plan to get to know all of the girls really well, hopefully, not only as lovers but also as friends and companions.

I begin to channel spirit crystals into my palms when Penny informs me, “You do not have to use spirit crystals to heal her. The Quest Board is taking care of everything. Just gently rubbing your hands on her ass cheeks will do the trick.”

I break the connection to the spirit crystals and gently move my hands onto her ass cheeks. “Ah!” she grunts as her body goes rigid.

“Loosen up. You’ll feel better in a second. I rub my fingers and palm over her round bottom. Every place my hand touches heals her tender rump.

“Mmmmm!” she begins to groan once all of the wounds are gone. “My ass feels so much better.” I get a good look at her butt; it is round and firm. Last night when I turned Rank Three my Carnal Knowledge upgraded to Carnal Ecstasy providing me the innate ability to understand what makes my girls’ bodies tick the most. And Paige, it turns out, gets off on having her ass rubbed. In fact, one of the things that really arouses her is having her entire body, especially the back of her legs, thighs, ass cheeks, lower back and shoulders massaged and stimulated. Not to boast, but I used to give Cara the best messages until she was nothing but putty in my hands. Unfortunately, there is no time now to rub Paige down until she is a quivering mess. I continue to work my hands over her ass cheeks slowly moving them down along her thighs. When I work my hands along the inside of her thighs, she spreads her legs apart a bit more. 
“Mmmmmm,” she moans. I kiss the small of her back while my hands roam along her taut abdomen and then just along the bottom of her firm breasts.

“Ohhhhh,” she sighs.

I stand and begin to kiss her neck. She tilts it to one side to give my lips more access. When I cup her two breasts and squeeze them, she almost loses it.

“Oh god!” she whimpers.

Then I pull fully away.

She turns to me with a look of longing in her eyes that seems so strange coming from Paige. My erection strains against the fabric of my pants.

“Oh yeah.  That’s right.  I have to blow you,” she says.

The Brawler tugs at my pants and my engorged manhood pops free, rigid and at full attention. I pull them off the rest of the way and then yank off my shirt.

Paige runs her fingers along my muscular pectorals, lingering on them for several long seconds before dropping to her knees until my cock is just inches from her full lips.

Her silvery eyes stare up at me. “Just let me know when you’re about to cum, okay?”

I nod my head, delirious in anticipation. Paige cups my balls with one hand while with the other strokes my shaft. Her hands are surprisingly soft though I know she has the ability to beat someone to a pulp with them.

She rubs my nuts and strokes my cock in unison. The sensation is already maddening and she hasn’t even used her mouth yet.

I let out a savage groan that reverberates throughout the plaza.

That one action sets something off in Paige and then her thick lips wrap themselves over my tip.

I close my eyes just enjoying the intense pleasure. She wasn’t kidding that I’m in for a treat. For the next minute, she continues to rub my balls, stroke my shaft near the base while she sucks on the first three or four inches.

“Ahhhh!” I groan.

She moves both hands to the side of my thighs before using them as leverage to get more of my cock into her mouth.

“Oh my fucking god!” I roar.

I open my eyes for a second.  The diverse expressions of the girls looking on thrills me. I make eye contact with Maeve for a moment, and I can tell a simmering jealousy swells within her.  For some reason my redheaded wife being jealous makes me happy. But only because I know it means that she really likes me – cares for me.  I sense something else from her as well – a competitive nature.  She thinks she needs to up her game with me sexually to keep up with the other girls.  What she doesn’t realize is that I don’t want her to be anyone other than herself.    

Paige’s head bobs back and forth, taking about half of my length in. She pushes her mouth forward again. She holds her mouth in place while twirling her tongue along the shaft.

My whole body shudders.

She slips her hands around my ass and starts really going at it, moving her head rapidly back and forth along my shaft, drool and spit dripping from the corners of her mouth.

“You weren’t lying,” I grunt. In response, she twirls her tongue around the head of my dick.

She continues fluttering her tongue and takes my length back into her mouth. Soon my entire shaft disappears until my tip is against her throat and her nose is up against my abdomen. To add to the sensation of her fluttering tongue twirling around my shaft, she begins a swallowing, sucking sensation with her throat. I let out a loud, feral scream.

Paige pulls her mouth from my swollen dick. Her face is right in front of the tip and as much as I want to lather her chin and lips with my jizz, something tells me that’s not her thing. She arches her back a bit, pushing her tits towards me. The first spurts erupt. Soon my cum covers her two lovely mounds.

“Oh wow!” I rasp heavily.

“That’s all I get is an, Oh wow,” she responds with a wry smile.

“Well, let’s see if you can come up with anything better when I bring you to the point of no return.”

“Oh my god,” Bridget says bemused. “I didn’t know a guy could cum so much.”

The Quest Board speaks: Well done indeed, Paramour Paige. Your mouth is as savage as your soul. Now, I think you are due a good spanking, wouldn’t you agree?

Paige doesn’t respond. She takes me by the hand and leads me to the edge of Fiona’s pool. She pushes me down, my ass plopping down on the cool surface of the pool’s edge. Then she lays over my lap, her toned ass in the air for all to see.

Paige just sucked me off and my balls are on fire again at the sight of her luscious ass and the thoughts of what I am about to do to it.             

My Carnal Ecstasy is an odd ability. It is as though my hands, or tongue, or cock just kinda sense what the different girls like. Paige is very straight and not turned on by women at all.  When Ms. William’s spanked her ass, she just bared it out of necessity. However, a little light spanking from a man— especially one she is into —turns her on. I can also sense that while she has never orgasmed before, she has been on the brink of it several times.

“So,” she blurts out.

I rub my palm over one ass cheek and then the other. My cock pulses with such force that Paige looks back at me and grins, aware of the actions of my treacherous member.

My response is a good smack to her ass. It’s firm…but not too hard to leave a mark. It’s odd. While Ms. Williams was given some sort of guidance about the intensity of her smacks, I have received no sort of direction. But I don’t really need that guidance anyhow as my Carnal Ecstasy will lead me. 

She wriggles beneath and adjusts herself so that her pussy is right above my shaft. I rub her ass cheeks again, followed by two swift smacks, one to each cheek. She’s trying to keep it from me, but I hear a soft sigh as she rubs her clit against my rigid member. I caress her bottom some more and then run my hand along her upper legs and thighs. She moans beneath me. I move a hand along her inner thigh and guide it right up to the edge of her slit.

She wants my fingers. Wants me to fuck her with my digits while she grinds against me.

I will give her what she wants… but not just yet. I slip my finger in just once. She is incredibly wet. Her entire body shakes and bucks from that one small probing.

I pull the sopping wet finger out.

“What the fuck?” she complains.

Two quick smacks, one hard to each cheek, stifles her complaints. Beneath me, she is breathing heavily. The last two smacks did the trick. I rub her ass again and then give her what she wants, and slip my finger between her legs and into her moist mound.

“Fuck yes!’’ she groans loudly this time. I work my finger in and out of her while she continues to grind against me. My cock is swollen beyond belief. I want to lift Paige up and drop her womanhood onto me to release this overwhelming feeling.

Not yet!

The Quest Board wants something from me.

I bend my finger upward. That little motion does something to Paige because she cries out, “What’s happening?”

Then an explosion of lustful release overcomes her as she experiences her first ever orgasm. I continue to work my finger into her and she responds by driving her hips backwards onto it.  Explosive Aura detonates outward, and the release she experiences washes over the others like a tidal wave.

The climax finally ends and she stays over my lap… panting heavily as she tries to catch her breath.

Well that part of the quest is complete. The Quest Board says cheerfully. You really are a bad girl, aren’t you Paramour Paige? Nothing wrong with admitting the slut that dwells inside of you. You enjoyed that and now you want more. Don’t be afraid to admit it. Just one last part of the quest and great rewards are yours.

Paige climbs from my lap. Her face is flush. My cum—now drying—is still coating her tits and chest.

Then we are summoned.

“Lord Brandon, Paramour Paige. Please come here.” Fiona beckons us towards her where she is stark naked in her pool right behind us. Like a siren, she calls and beckons to us. I take hold of Paige’s hand and surprisingly she grips mine back tightly. Together we step over the edge and into the pool. A wave of water rushes up and washes over Paige’s breasts. When the water recedes, my cum is gone from her tits.

“Yummy,” Fiona coos, as her face alights with a soft glow. “Can’t let man seed go to waste, now can we. Speaking of man seed, I expect you to come to me tomorrow, Lord Brandon. Come to me indeed where we shall dance and sing and please one another again and again upon my soft, rolling bed. Oh that gives me the best idea.”

She twirls about several times until water bubbles upwards from the pool.

“It’s a bed,” I muse.

“A bed indeed. Oh, The Quest Board always comes up with the best challenges, doesn’t she? Since a quest you must finish, why not be comfortable. Comfortable indeed.”

I have stopped being astonished by what the beings of this world can accomplish. I know that the others are outside the pool watching us, but Fiona twirls again and then water vapors appear. They coalesce into an opaque sheen of mist forming a thin dome. I can sense that everyone can see us like a one-way mirror but we cannot see out.

My senses are heightened. This seeming privacy from prying eyes pleases Paige. While she endured the spanking and whipping in front of the others, blew me in public, and had her first ever orgasm in front of her friends, having actual sex in public is not something she is at all comfortable with.

I get it now. The Quest Board has been working in small steps with Paige…slowly breaking down the final barriers of embarrassment. It seems like it is important. This entire world wants all of us to surrender ourselves fully to our carnal natures. And Paige might have been one of the toughest nuts to crack, so The Quest Board is setting her free.

“Oooooo,” Fiona coos. “Have fun. And do all the things I would do. Toodles.”

There’s a splash of water, and Fiona vanishes back into her pool.

“Seems we have the place all to ourselves,” I quip. I put my back to the bed of water and pull Paige down on top of me. I’m expecting my ass and back to fall into water; however, it is more like we are in an old time water bed, and our bodies meld into the water.

Paige mashes her thick lips against mine. I glide my hands along her sides before grabbing her ass, trying to pull her in closer to me. Her hard nipples push into my chest. I like how they feel against me. Hell, I love how all of her feels on top of me.

I realize how different all of the girl’s kisses have been all of a sudden. Paige uses mostly her lips, darting her tongue into my mouth every so often. She runs her fingers into my long blonde hair and kisses me a bit more fervently. Her breath is hot and intoxicating.

I roll so that we are now side-by-side. With her next to me, I have room and work my hand along her thigh and then back up again. Then I move my hand between her legs. She opens her thighs a bit and I rub my hand over her mound.

“Ahhhhh,” she moans into my mouth.

 I slip a finger between her legs and her hips buck.

“Yeah, yeah,” she whimpers through our now broken kisses. “Do that again. Make me cum again.”

I like hearing her plead, so I move over to keep finger blasting her while also taking one of her nipples between my teeth.

“Fuck yes!” she screams pushing her hips against my finger. I slip a second finger in and she bucks more, her entire back arching.

“On your back,” I command. She obeys. I slip my fingers from her snatch – but not for long. She gave me head so there’s no reason I shouldn’t reciprocate.

“No,” she pleads. “That doesn’t really get me off.”

I sense embarrassment on her part. The dudes who did that to her in the past had to have sucked at it.  My Carnal Ecstasy tells me a different story, that if done correctly, and I am really good at eating a girl out, that the orgasm she experienced just a few minutes ago will be nothing in comparison to the heights of ecstasy I plan to bring her with my tongue.

“Just close your eyes. I promise you won’t be disappointed.”

She stares at me for a moment and then slowly nods her head. She lays back and I notice that some of the water rises up to form a pillow for Paige to rest her head upon. She bends her legs, opening them wide to reveal her totally shaven snatch. I work my way between her legs and run my tongue oh so slightly over her folds. A throaty moan reverberates from her. I glide a finger inside of her. I work the finger in and out and then flick my tongue along the apex of her opening and beneath her hooded clit. My Carnal Ecstasy takes control of my tongue, and it licks, and kisses her pussy in just the right places and with just the right pressure to bring her optimal pleasure.  

She starts wiggling a bit. I slip in a second finger and start moving them rapidly in and out.

“Oh… my… fucking… god..., Brandon,” she wheezes out. 
Her hips buck wildly and she shouts, “What the fuck are you doing to me? It’s so fucking good.”

She is near the point of no return. Now I just need to put her over the top. Her pussy juices are an aphrodisiac and my cock is engorged and ready for action.

I continue to curl my fingers inside her while my tongue continues its work. When I rub the thumb of my free hand over the skin between her butthole and pussy, the damn finally bursts open and Paige’s body convulses.

“Oh fuck yeah!” she wails, as she climaxes yet again.

Every time I bring one of the girls to an orgasm, my Explosive Aura ability strikes them and any nearby girls experience similar pleasure. I sense something much more intense happening. The dome is amplifying the effects. I can’t see beyond the dome, but I am attuned to my wives—Maeve, Nikki, Alex and Ms. Williams—and their erogenous zones have just been overloaded. 

When Paige finally stops shaking, I pull my drenched digits from her snatch. 

“Fuck me, Brandon,” she begs. “Please! I need that throbbing dick in me.” 

“Oh yeah,” I growl as I begin to climb on top of her. I don’t even wait but stick my raging manhood right into her inviting womanhood. 

I mash my lips against hers while I thrust my hips forward. She wraps her legs around me, and I push further into her. Her prior orgasms seem to have ignited something in Paige, and each new thrust brings upon another small orgasm, like aftershocks of an earthquake. 

Her tongue is alive and darting against mine. Her hands roam up into my hair. I drive my shaft in and out of her maddeningly slow but deep and firm.

“Ohhhh,” I moan through our kisses.

Then I feel something weird but wonderful – like a thousand fingers are massaging my balls. Below me, Paige howls like a feral beast, only muffled by our kisses.

Fiona.

The nymph is manipulating the water and shooting streaks of it to stimulate our most private areas.

The feeling is uncontrollable.

“God,” I pant. “I’m about to lose it.”

Paige doesn’t register a word; lost as she is in a torrent of blinding passion. “She lets out a long, keening “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” as her entire body shudders. I pull out of her just in time as the first long, viscous strings of cum pump out and coat Paige’s belly and tits.

Panting, I stare down at Paige. Her eyes are wide open but unblinking as her body continues to tremble like she is possessed by a demon.

“Are you…?” I was going to ask if she was okay, but her body finally stops moving and her eyes come back into focus.

She reaches a hand up towards me. I take it and she pulls me down on top of her. “Oh, it really sucks that I have to share you with everyone else. I may just have to fight them for more time with you. Because I want more of what you just gave me.”

I plant a soft kiss on her lips.

“Please don’t hurt the other girls,” I quip.

I climb off her and my feet land into the warm waters of Fiona’s pool. Paige lays on the platform of water for a few more seconds before a wave of water once again laps over her. When the water recedes, my cum is gone from her abdomen and breasts. Another wave washes over me. It feels bubbly and refreshing once it passes by.

She looks down, not fully registering what happened. I’m not even sure she knows that I shot my load all over her.

I offer her my hand. “Come on. Playtime is over. We really have to head out now and save these villagers.”

She climbs from the watery mattress which splashes back to join the rest of the pool’s water. The misty dome dissipates.

“What the…” Paige mutters at the sight all around us.

Several of the girls are lying naked on the ground, gasping to catch their breath. Maeve and Nikki are side by side on one of the large stone tabletops. Maeve appears to be out cold while Nikki is coming to.

Londyn is pulling her skirt up a few feet away. “Well, that was different,” she announces cheerfully.

“What happened?” Paige asks. “Is everyone okay?”

Lindsay is naked and crawls out from beneath one of the tables. “We’ll never be fine again. Nothing will ever compare.”

All around us, the girls begin to rouse from their orgasmic stupors. Slowly they start getting dressed. Olivia heads to one of the tables and swigs down spirit juice from one of the jugs.

“That dome,” Ms. Williams explains. “It amplified your Explosive Aura immensely. Then on top of that, when I began cumming, my Radiance erupted also.”

“We literally passed out from climaxing,” Lindsay explains.

“I almost slammed my head on the ground,” Olivia adds.

“You need to warn us next time,” Asley complains. “I need to be in my bed when that happens again. It is going to happen again, correct?”

“We had no idea that would happen,” Paige confesses.

“Oh, sorry, sorry, sorry,” Fiona sings out. “Thought it would be fun. Thought you could handle it.”

“Handle what, Fiona?” Ms. Williams asks.

“To feel what a nymph feels.”

“Your orgasms are always that intense?” Londyn asks with a tinge of jealousy in her voice.

“I name you Nymph sister because for you to have experienced so much bliss in a mortal form and not fall into delirium is astonishing indeed. You must have some nymph blood in you.”

“Well, nymphomaniac blood perhaps,” she laughs.

Well done Paramour Paige! The Quest Board proclaims. The Quest I’ve Been A Very Bad Girl has been completed. You have earned the following rewards: one thousand white spirit crystals, two hundred and fifty green spirit crystals, and fifty blue spirit crystals. Five percent of all crystals earned will be provided to Lord Brandon to use at his discretion. The following Attributes have been raised. Hard Skin has been raised to one, Willpower has been raised to one, Physical Fortitude has been raised to two. As promised, you have been given extra rewards for having faith and completing the upgraded quest offered to you. One additional Attribute will be raised. Your Strength has been raised to one. Furthermore, you will only need to expend half of the required crystal to ascend from Rank One, Brawler to a Rank Two, Slugger and a third fewer crystals to ascend from Rank Two, Slugger to a Rank Three, Bruiser. Paramour Paige has also begun the group quest, Girls Just Want To Have Fun. Four more paramours who have not yet been intimate with Lord Brandon must do so within the allotted time to complete the quest.

“These perverted quests can be real game changers,” I overhear Jada announce. I am not focusing on the girls all around me. Instead, my eyes are locked on Paige whose body seems to alter slightly. Her muscles appear tauter, and her overall physique more compact and powerful. She looks like the toughest, sexiest MMA fighter that ever existed.

But I am not done. There is one more gift I have for you Paramour Paige, The Quest Board states cheerfully.

“One more,” Paige mumbles, still trying to recover from both the intense orgasms and from the transformation of her body.

But it is just for you.

Paige’s eyes roll back in their sockets. She remains still as a statue for the next few moments until her eyes come back into focus, a wide grin covering her face.

“What happened?” Maeve asks.

“She told me what the figurine does. It’s amazing!”

“So, what does it do?” Londyn asks.

“I can’t say. If I tell you then the magic in it will fail. But it could turn the tide today against the orcs if things go south.”

As for the rest of the paramours who just enjoyed themselves, The Quest Board announces, I promised you a reward. Well, I have two of them for you. For those who are heading out to save the villagers I grant a temporary boon. One of your Abilities will be enhanced, either costing much fewer crystals to cast or providing a faster cool down time. And for the second boon, I can promise that the pleasure you receive from the Harem Lord next time you are with him, will be just as intense if not more so than just now. Please check my board tomorrow for a new offering of quests.

Maeve squeezes my hand. “Did you hear that, husband. More intense. We are going to have fun tonight.”
“And our lovemaking is already enhanced with our benefits of being sister wives,” Nikki states. “We may not survive.”

“Well, it’ll be a hell of a way to go,” Maeve states.

“It seems The Quest Board is done with all of us for today—or at least for this morning,” Ms. Williams, with Kayla at her side, calls out. “Now that the morning’s festivities are complete, it’s time to save the villagers. Wouldn’t you agree, Lord Brandon?”

“We’re out of here in forty-five minutes!” I announce. “So fill your bellies up and then get yourselves together.”

“Speaking of getting yourself together,” Maeve quips. “You may want to put some pants back on. Some of the others are still recuperating from whatever the hell Fiona just did to them. If you don’t get out of here ASAP, you may have those five new lovers before you know it.”

“Thanks for the warning,” I say as I take her hand. “I’ll see you in a bit.”

I turn to Londyn. “Do me a favor?”

“What’s up boss?”

“I need to get myself ready as well. And I have a few questions for Penny. Can you make sure I don’t have any visitors this morning?”

“Are you sure?” she smirks. “Does that include me?”

“Especially you,” I joke. “Or we’ll never get out of here.


CHAPTER 24: ABILITIES

“Penny,” I call out in my mind as I walk back to the Harem Hall as I munch down on a piece of bread and some of the jerky meat.

“I am here,” she responds.

“What’s the issue with you and The Quest Board? And how are you, The Quest Board, and The Voice connected.”

“She and I are servants of The Voice, as you and the paramours are his servants as well. I know what you are thinking, and I cannot tell you more than that. Nor can I tell you about our true nature. The Voice will have to share that information with you.”
“I assumed I would have to wait to get answers from him. Maybe you can tell me this then. Why is sex, especially the paramours climaxing, so important?”

She chuckles. “I am not able to answer that question. It has not been shared with me. And I would like to say that it is available in future pages that I will have access to when you upgrade me again, except I do not believe that information will be found even there.”

“Do you have a guess?” I ask, as I begin to pull on my hauberk.

“It is necessary,” she responds. “And it is an odd question coming from you. Are you not enjoying your role here?”

“You know I am,” I admit. 
“You have given in to your nature as the paramours are slowly beginning to do as well. What I do believe is that if you think you have been busy already—as you say in your world—You aint seen nothing yet.”

I don’t respond. My intimacy with the girls is only going to get more intense. I barely have time now. And my desire to carve out time with my wives is going to become more difficult. I really need to have a sit down with Ms. Williams later today—that is, of course, if I survive the upcoming quest.

“Penny,” I continue. “I’m worried about today.”

“You are Lord Brandon and you will succeed. Of this I have no doubt.”

“Well, I’m not so confident.”
“I can sense your concern for the safety of your paramours,” Penny responds.

“I want you to give them all of the assistance you can. Do you understand me? No more hissy fits about how they are treating you or some perceived slight.”

“Hissy fits!” she harrumphs. “I’ve never once had a hissy fit.” 
“Look Penny. You are very important to our survival here. I consider you one of my girls as a matter of fact.”

Okay, maybe I am laying it on a little thick. However, I need a compliant Compendium and not one constantly at odds with me and the others.

“You really consider me one of your girls,” she responds in almost a whisper. “Because I want you to think of me like that. I am even working on my avatar. Oh, you will really enjoy what I have planned for her.”

I continue to lay it on thick.

“I’m sure she'll be very pretty and sexy as all hell.”

“Oh she is, and she’s slutty. Oh you can’t imagine the things she’s going to do to you and then even more the things you’ll be able to do to her.”

I ignore the last statement and respond, “So you’ll be a good girl and play nice with the others.”

“I will do my best. However, you should know that I will soon become obsolete to you and them.”

How so?” I ask, as I munch down the last few scraps of food before pulling my boots on.

“You are now Rank Three and a number of the paramours are Rank Two. Soon, they will all be Rank Two. I will not be able to provide them with much assistance if they ascend to Rank Three. Even now since you are Rank Three, I am limited in the knowledge I can provide to you as a lowly Rank Two Compendium. I can provide you with basic knowledge about your new Abilities but that is it. Information about how to best use them still remains hidden in pages I do not have access to.”

“Hmm, well then I need to see about raising you to Rank Three. I will make it the first item for our council meeting tomorrow.”

“Posh. Council meeting. Is that necessary? You are the undisputed leader here. You can provide me with the crystals without their input.”

“I can, but I’m not going to. I set up the council to discuss items just like this. However, I do promise that I will do my best to convince them.”

“I wish to speak with them also,” she cuts in. “To explain to them how they will be lost without me.”

“Since I consider you a member of the council, of course you can speak. But it’s best if you let me broach the subject.”

“Fine,” she responds. “Is this it for now or do you require more information? If not, I am still working on perfecting my avatar.”

“I still need one more thing. Can you share with me the Abilities that each of the girls who are coming along possess. It would be great to know what they can all do.”

“Is this not spying?” She mocks me. “Haven’t you been trying to avoid intrusions into their privacy?”

“This is different,” I explain. “This is life or death. Before we set off I’ll let them all know that I reviewed their Abilities. Listen, time is short. We’re cutting out in twenty minutes so just give me the highlights. If I have questions about one of the Abilities I’ll ask you.”

“It would be easier, I believe, to just list them so you can review them quickly. This will also allow you to refer back to Abilities later if needed. If you want to know the details of any of the Abilities, just tap it and a description will appear. Though as I said just a few minutes ago, it will provide the information I currently possess which may be lacking in some ways.”

“That is fine,” I respond.

“Done!” Penny says pleased.

A list appears in the display:




Paramour Alana, Rank Two, Expert Healer

Rank One Class Abilities

→    Tier One, Basic Mend Wound; Tier Two, Advanced Mend

→    Tier One, Identify Ailment; Tier Two, Cure Ailment

→    Tier One, Herbalist Basic; Tier Two, Homeopath

→    Tier One, Basic Injure; Tier Two, Bleeder

→    Tier One, Soothing Touch; Tier Two, Comforting Hands

Rank Two Class Abilities

→    Tier Two, Sphere of Healing

→    Tier Two, Heal Party

→    Tier Two, Damage to Healing

→    Tier Two, Sacrifice*

→    Tier Two, Revive*

◆◆◆

Paramour Alex, Rank Two, Mistress of the Glooms

Rank One Class Abilities

→    Tier One, Shadow Dancer; Tier Two, Shadowmancer

→    Tier One, Backstab; Tier Two, Assassin’s Strike

→    Tier One, Hide; Tier Two, Concealment

→    Tier One, Silent Step; Tier Two, Soundless Shadow

→    Tier One, Detect / Create Traps and Snares; Tier Two, Advanced Detect / Create / Destroy Traps and Snares

Rank Two Class Abilities

→    Tier Two, Spy

→    Tier Two, Sneak Attack

→    Tier Two, Disguise.

→    Tier Two, Infiltration

→    Tier Two, First Strike

Enhanced Attributes

❖      Nimbleness 1

❖      Suppleness 1

◆◆◆

Paramour Bridget, Rank One, Ranger

→    Tier One, Camouflage

→    Tier One, Best Path

→    Tier One, Specialty Bow

→    Tier One, Call of the Wild

→    Tier One, Sword Mistress

Enhanced Attributes

❖      Endurance 1

❖      Willpower 1

❖      Providence’s Kiss Luck *

◆◆◆

Paramour Jordyn, Rank One, Revenant

→    Tier One, Commune

→    Tier One, Touch of Decay

→    Tier One, Basic Animate Dead

→    Tier One, Dying Breath*

→    Tier One, Hex

◆◆◆

Paramour Lindsay, Rank One, Enchantress

→    Tier One, Befriend Animals

→    Tier One, Bewitch Males

→    Tier One, Glamor

→    Tier One, Illusion

→    Tier One, Befuddle

Enhanced Attributes

❖      Suppleness 1

❖      Flexibility 1

◆◆◆

Paramour Maeve, Rank Two, Tracker

Rank One Class Abilities

→    Tier One, Power Shot; Tier Two, Power Blast

→    Tier One, Sense Prey; Tier Two, Track Quarry

→    Tier One, Know a Bow; Tier Two, Bow Specialist

→    Tier One, Barrier Buster; Tier Two, Burst Barrier

→    Tier One, Double Damage (one creature); Tier Two, Double Damage (two creatures) - Paramour Maeve currently has orcs as the creature upon whom to inflict double damage. She may still choose a second creature.

Rank Two Class Abilities

→    Tier Two, Triple Shot

→    Tier Two, Hunt Prey

→    Tier Two, Long Shot

→    Tier Two, Explosive Shot

→    Tier Two, Trap Prey

Enhanced Attributes

❖      Suppleness 2

❖      Nimbleness 2

◆◆◆

Paramour Maria, Rank One, Bard

Rank One Class Abilities

→    Tier One, Sooth

→    Tier One, Chords of Discord

→    Tier One, Battle Hymn

→    Tier One, Healing Song

→    Tier One, Sonic Note

◆◆◆

Paramour Nikki, Rank Two, Queen of Fists

Rank One Class Abilities

→    Tier One, Focused Fist; Tier Two, Focused Fists

→    Tier One, Martial Weapons; Tier Two, Martial Weapons Expertise (katanas)

→    Tier One, Chi Basic; Tier Two, Inner Eye

→    Tier One, All Martial Fighting; Tier Two, Unique Fighting

→    Tier One, Levitate; Tier Two, Hover

Rank Two Class Abilities

→    Tier Two, Parkour

→    Tier Two, Energy Blast

→    Tier Two, Stone Skin

→    Tier Two, Evasion

→    Tier Two, Extra Attack

Enhanced Attributes

❖      Suppleness 2

❖      Flexibility 1

◆◆◆

Paramour Olivia, Rank Two, Spear Mistress

Rank One Class Abilities

→    Tier One, Sisters; Tier Two, Sisters in Arms

→    Tier One, Charge; Tier Two, Deadly Charge

→    Tier One, Hurl Spear; Tier Two, Launch Spear

→    Tier One, Keep at Bay; Tier Two, Hold the Line

→    Tier One, Thrust; Tier Two, Impale

Rank Two Class Abilities

→    Tier Two, Grace Under Pressure

→    Tier Two, Hera’s Fire

→    Tier Two, Battle Cry

→    Tier Two, Amazon’s Dance

→    Tier Two, Might

Special Paramour Ability

♥       Mistress of Tongues, Tier Two

Enhanced Attributes

❖      Suppleness 1

❖      Flexibility 1

❖      Endurance 1

◆◆◆

Paramour Paige, Rank One, Brawler

→    Tier One, Unarmed Combat

→    Tier One, Grappler

→    Tier One, Choke Hold

→    Tier One, Evasion

→    Tier One, Knockout Punch / Kick

Enhanced Attributes

❖      Hard Skin 1

❖      Strength 1

❖      Physical Fortitude 2

❖      Willpower 1

◆◆◆

Paramour Sammi, Rank Two, Flame Thrower

Rank One Class Abilities

→    Tier One, Fireball Basic; Tier Two, Fire Sphere

→    Tier One, Fire Missile; Tier Two, Multi Missiles

→    Tier One, Fire Protection; Tier Two, Fire Defense

→    Tier One, Fire Fly (Lantern); Tier Two, FireFlies

→    Tier One, Douse Fire; Tier Two, Fire Fighter

Rank Two Class Abilities

→    Tier Two, Fire Barrier

→    Tier Two, Fire Whip

→    Tier Two, Feed Flames

→    Tier Two, Heat Armor

→    Tier Two, Summon Fire Fiend

“Penny. That was very helpful. Some of these Abilities—just by their names—seem kinda kick ass. Hell, Touch of Decay and Bleeder sound downright sinister.”

“You must believe that The Voice has tailored the correct Abilities for each paramour and for you as well. Two of the Abilities are literal lifesavers. Paramour Alana’s Revive, for instance, can pull someone from the brink of death. Though it will come at a cost.”

“A cost” I ask concerned.

“Let’s just say that she will be unable to render much assistance to anyone for at least a day if she uses it. It will take her that long to regain her strength. And while Dying Breath may sound like it does harm, it does in fact pull someone from the very embrace of death with a single kiss. Think of Paramour Bridget. The gates to The Soundless Lands had opened for her, to welcome her home. If you had not breathed life back into her, she would be gone. Dying Breath is similar. It allows the Revenant to give a single breath of life to keep someone with a mortal wound from dying. They will fall into a deep slumber while their body is tended to and finally mends fully. However, the Revenant is limited to the number of times she can use this Ability. You are very lucky to have one of her kind among you.”

“One of her kind?” I ask.

“Revenants are very rare in this world. They have to be because they can become very formidable and very deadly. Nevertheless, the exact nature of their powers I cannot share as that knowledge is not yet mine. When you provide me with the ability to ascend once again, I might be given access to that information. Perhaps mention that to your council members… that my ascension can literally mean the difference between life and death.”

“I will mention it.” Penny really is a broken record with her constant requests for me to provide her with the funds to ascend. To be honest, I am torn. Part of me knows that she has untapped knowledge—or at least access to it; however, she keeps so much from me, dangling her knowledge over our heads. I get the feeling that some of this is not at the behest of The Voice but of her own doing. Penny has her own agenda. Just from the hints and not so subtle hints. Like the boy who wanted to be real, Penny in some way, wishes to become a flesh and blood woman.

One lucky side effect of turning Rank Three, is that I can compartmentalize my thoughts. Penny no longer has access to all of my mind. I am able to create a sort of firewall so to say when I choose.  I toss up the barrier.  

“What are you hiding from me?” she asks. “You must grant me access. How else can I assist if I do not know what you need before you even know you need it?  How can I create the perfect avatar to satiate all of your needs if I do not have access to your libidinous desires.”

“Libidinous? Really?” I smirk. “And I don’t want you to be my ideal woman. I just need for you to be you.”

“For me to be me,” she sputters.

“Yes, for you to be you. But I need to head out soon, so one final question. Why aren’t Londyn’s Abilities listed?” I ask.

“Because if you know what she is capable of, an enemy could possibly pull that information from your mind. Having that knowledge would allow them to perhaps prevent her from assisting you. That information can also not be pulled from her mind. You do not know how lucky you are to have a bodyguard.”

It dawns on me what she left unsaid. If no one can take that information, does that mean Penny can’t either? I keep that thought to myself and continue, “Won’t I just see what she can do? Couldn’t those memories be used against us then?”

“You would have to discuss that with her. Nevertheless, my supposition is that she will only reveal one or two of her Abilities. The rest she will keep close to the vest. I believe her Abilities are quite formidable and most revolve around keeping you alive. I also think that her Abilities might change so that an enemy might never be able to determine what she can truly do.”

“How about keeping the others alive?” I ask.

“You will always be her main focus. I believe she might also let one of the other’s perish if it meant saving you. Yes, she is your most loyal servant. And she has an unquenchable thirst that she desires to sate with you over and over again. She will be one of your greatest lovers. The Voice chose her well.”

Londyn enters just as I am strapping on my sword.

“Maeve is getting restless out there,” my bodyguard informs me.

“We better head out then,” I respond as I pull my rucksack onto my back. “We have some villagers to save."


CHAPTER 25: DEPARTURE

“It was a good thing I was outside keeping watch,” Lonydn states. “A few of the girls who haven’t been with you yet were on their way over here. I think they are still having lots of little orgasms. I know that I am dripping wet right now.”

She comes close to me and then leans in to whisper in my ear. “When we get back you’re all mine. Or maybe if we stop on the way to free the villagers, we can slip behind a bush for a quickie.” She nibbles my ear and then pulls away. “Anyway, I don’t think we’re gonna have any problems finishing the new quest. We’re going to be a full-fledged town in no time.”

“There were that many heading over here,” I say with a hint of curiosity.

She smiles at me. “You want to know who, you dirty boy, don’t you?”
“No, umm, well yeah,” I stammer.

“Nothing to be embarrassed about. Hell, if I were you, I would have made my way through every willing lady here so far. In fact, it would be a constant fuck fest. I’m shocked you’ve shown this much restraint so far.”

“Restraint!” I scoff. “You should ask Amber and Hannah about last night then speak to me about restraint.”

“Why? What happened?” she asks, dripping with curiosity. “I know that they are a couple and all, and a bit kinky, but…”

I head out of the door leaving my last statement hanging.

“Hey, I want to hear all the sordid details.”

Maeve is stalking towards me as we emerge from the Harem Hall. She stops a few feet from us and places her fists on her shapely hips. “It’s time. Let’s get the hell out of here. I want to catch up to Alex.”

“Why?” I ask.

“Because she left about forty-five minutes ago.”

“She did what?” I raise my voice.

“She went to scout out the orc settlement and the slave pens.”

“Dammit!” I curse. “Why didn’t someone inform me or stop her?”

“Stop her,” Maeve states. “We don’t control her. Besides, the area needs to be scouted, and she’s the best equipped to do so, especially now at Rank Two.”

“And she scouts for us all the time,” Nikki reminds me. “So why is this different?”

“Because we’re usually close by.  What if she needs help?  Or orcs capture her.  She’s out there all on her own.” 

“Do not worry, Lord Brandon,” Penny announces in my mind. “I am assisting her to best utilize her Abilities. There should be no one out there who can see her.”

“Penny, why didn’t you tell me about Alex earlier?”

“If you are going to be angry,” she snaps, “then be so at your wives or your council members who did not inform you.  Meanwhile, I am the one providing her with assistance.”

I close my eyes and let the anger subside. 

“Thank you for helping her.  Just keep her safe!”

“I will do my best. I like Paramour Alex. She has been one of your most loyal and loving paramours. She gets what is going on here. She would even kill for you if you asked her.”

That last statement troubles and scares me. Would Alex kill for me if I asked?  Become my personal spy and assassin like Rex Moreland had? 

It will never come to that.

I will never become like Rex. I’m stronger than he was. 

I control the beast inside me. 

“Is everyone ready?” I finally grumble, pushing these dark thoughts away. “Because if you are, let’s get out of here.”

There is a lot of hugging and well wishes and then we are outside of Moondale. Bridget is in the lead with me just a few steps behind her. She has an Ability, Best Path, which will allow her to lead us the quickest and easiest way towards the cave where Grumma is waiting for us. Bridget wears a scanty brown leather bottom that barely covers her hips and ass. I can’t help but admire her slender form as she glides ahead of me.

“Ow!” I grunt as Maeve’s elbow hits me in the ribs.

“Um, your wives are right next to you.”
“Yeah,” Nikki says from my other side. “If you’re going to admire anyone’s ass it better be ours.”

“Then perhaps you two should move up in front of me, so I can stare at your lovely behinds,” I quip with a large grin.

Bridget turns around, shakes her head at me, a wide smile showing off her dimples. “This way,” she orders, as she leads us down into a small gully. We continue our trek southward for another half an hour. Everyone knows about our run in with the orc scouting party so we travel as silently as possibly. Maeve, in particular, has been quiet, her eyes darting in all directions.

“It’s her Sense Prey,” Nikki explains.

I open the map. Twelve green dots indicate our warband. Alex is out there somewhere, but her presence is not revealed. She wouldn’t be much of a scout if she did, in fact, appear on the map.

Nikki comes up next to me, “Alex is fine.”

“How do you know?”

“Me, Nikki and Alex are connected,” she explains. “We would have felt something. If you focus on her, you’ll feel her presence out there too. She’s nervous and excited, but not really scared.”

Bridget leads us further south through the thicket of trees and foliage. The map indicates that we are not even halfway to Grumma’s hideout. I really hope I didn’t make an error trusting the ogress. She could be in cahoots with the orcs for all I know with an ambush waiting for us. However, I have to believe she is at the very least a temporary ally. The Quest Board wouldn’t have given me the quest to find her homeland if the ogress was planning to betray us. At least, I don’t believe she would. 

I keep glancing at the map, but it doesn’t indicate any danger nearby nor does it show the whereabouts of Alex.

“I miss driving, as stupid as it sounds,” Lindsay says when I break my connection from the HUD. “I would just get in the car sometimes and drive nowhere.”

“Yeah, and you drive like a maniac. Have you ever heard of a change of lane signal?” Olivia teases. “Every time I drive with you I fear for my life.”

“Ha! Ha!” Lindsay quips. “What’s the fun of driving if you can’t go fast?”

Sammi picks up the conversation. “I know it sounds silly, but I really miss dorm life, especially going out every Thursday night drinking and dancing.”

“I miss that also,” Alana responds.

“I really miss my Ma and Pa,” Jordyn says somberly. “And my brother, Kurt. Never really thought I would miss them until they weren’t around to nag me.”

“How about you Brandon?” Maria asks from somewhere behind me. “What do you miss from home?”

I say the first thing that comes to my mind, “Going to the gym five times a week. Always found it really peaceful there.”

Maeve touches the small of my back. “Maybe we can build a gym back in Moondale.”

“Perhaps. But there are a lot of other things we are going to need first.”

The conversation about the things everyone misses most from home ends a few minutes later when Bridget, who was scouting slightly ahead of us, fades back into sight, holding her hand up in front of her indicating we should stop.

“What’s wrong?” Maeve asks in a loud whisper.

“Not sure. The ground is trampled up ahead with a slew of trees knocked over.”

“Oh God,” Lindsay utters.

Londyn clutches her warhammer. “What the hell can uproot a tree?”

“Nothing good,” Nikki responds.

“Dammit!” I curse. “We need to travel that way to get to the ogress.”

“Do we really need to bring her with us?” Sammi asks?

“She’s an ogre,” Bridget remarks. “It’s like having the Hulk on our side in a battle. Or I guess She-Hulk. There is a She-Hulk, correct?"

Before anyone can respond to Bridget, Alex materializes just a few feet away.

Her face is filled with cold fury. “Alex, what is it?” I ask. “What’s happened?”

“They need to die,” Alex hisses.

“Who?” I ask.

“The giants,” Alex hisses louder this time. “I was out scouting and came across a bunch of knocked over trees. I thought some real large animal was nearby. I was worried about something attacking all of you before you even reached Grumma’s cave.” She grows silent and takes in several deep gulps of air trying to tamp down her nerves and rage.

“So what happened?” Maeve questions. “What’s this about giants?”

“They’re huge… twenty or so feet tall,” Alex relates. “And they’re hard to see. Which is kinda stupid them being so damn big.  They just sort of blend into the trees, rocks and soil.”

“What happened to the ogre?” Lindsay asks.

“She’s dead,” Alex responds coldly. “They killed her. And…” she pauses, tears welling in my wife’s pretty eyes.  “They’re eating her. Cutting off chunks of her flesh, placing them on a spit, and cooking them over a fire.”

“Cannibals,” Olivia stammers.

“Dammit!” I grouse.

“We need to kill them!” Alex says now with cold fury.

“No we don’t.” Paige states. “Can’t we just bypass them?”

“No. We. Can’t. Paige,” Alex states. “I overheard them talking. They work for the orc slavers. Somehow they found out where the ogress was hiding and were sent to kill her.”

“We can’t be fighting the orcs or even worse fleeing from them with the villagers and then possibly have these giants block our retreat. No, we have to kill them,” I state.

“How did Jack kill the giant again?” Lindsay asks.

“I think he fell out of the sky and crashed to the ground,” Alana responds. The Healer grabs Lindsay’s hand. “And since there’s no beanstalk to chop down, that's not going to work here.”

“There’s one other thing,” Alex relates. “One of the giants. His name is Bruno and he is Rank Two. Luckily his two friends are just Rank One.”

“Fan-fuckin-tastic,” Paige grumbles. 

“Penny,” I call out.

“Any information you can give us on giants?”

“I would not engage them,” she responds. “Their flesh is hard as stone. One strike from them is enough to kill any of you. And like you, they have some of their own Abilities, though what they are I do not know. If I were a Rank Three Compendium, I might have that information. I do not mention this to nag you, but to once again state how the knowledge you deprive me of can have deadly consequences.”

 “I said I will discuss it tomorrow, okay.”

“Discuss what?” Nikki asks.

“Nothing!” I respond.  Then I say aloud, “Any suggestions for fighting them, Penny?”

“I believe you have a term for it back in your world, ‘Shock and Awe’.”

“What does that mean?” Maria asks.

“It’s a military concept,” Londyn explains. “We hit them with all we have so hard that they become paralyzed with fear and demoralized so they are unable to strike back.”

“So we need an early knockout punch,” Paige comments.

The Quest Board takes this time to speak to us: Quest failed: The Journey Home. The giant enforcers, Druno, Bruno, and Gruno have slain the ogress Grumma. Grumma will never return to her homeland. New Quest: They Might Be Giants. Kill Druno, Bruno and Gruno without mercy. Once slain, retrieve the Ogre Crest which Bruno has claimed for himself. Discover the location of the Ogre homeland and return the crest to the ogre chieftain. Quest must be completed within two weeks. For failing the quest, The Journey Home, a curse has been placed upon one of the paramours currently with Lord Brandon. This curse will make the paramour a primary target for the giants and the orcs.

“What the hell?” Londyn calls out.

“That’s not nice,” Lindsay complains.

The Quest Board, always with a twist, continues: If Lord Brandon accepts the new quest, They Might Be Giants, the curse will be removed immediately. Do you accept this quest, Lord Brandon? 

“Of course I do,” I reply.

I thought you just might. Can’t let anything happen to your girls, now can you? Goodbye now and lots of new quests on the way.

“I wonder who was cursed?” Lindsay asks.

Oh it was you, Paramour Lindsay, The Quest Board declares. Good thing Lord Brandon accepted the quest because… well you know why… just look how you are dressed. That’s not really a giant slaying outfit, now is it?

“Well, that’s not fair,” Lindsay complains. “I didn’t choose my outfit, The Voice did.”

“The Quest Board is snarky today,” Nikki quips. “It makes me miss The Voice and his quests.”

“He’s been awfully quiet of late,” Maeve notes. “In fact, I don’t recall him speaking with us in a while.”

“Maybe he’s busy,” Maeve interjects.

I shake my head and sigh. “It doesn’t matter right now. Come on. Let’s go slay some giants.”


CHAPTER 26: SHOCK AND AWE

A few hundred feet ahead thick smoke from a billowing campfire climbs towards the sky. I turn to everyone. “We can do this if we stick to the plan.”

“We got this Brandon,” Maeve responds as she pulls an arrow from her quiver.

“Remember, Bruno is mine. I don’t want any of you tangling with a giant in the first place, but since we have to, I’ll deal with the big one.”

“They’re all big, Brandon,” Maeve quips.

“We got this,” Nikki says.  “Bigger they hard and all that good stuff.”

“I got your back Brandon,” Londyn chimes in. “I got a nice trick waiting for Bruno.”

“I’d really like it if you helped out Olivia instead.”

“Nothing personal to Olivia, but no can do,” Londyn smirks at me. “The Voice made me your personal protector for a reason. You’re just gonna have to get used to that. Besides, if I let anything happen to you, your wives and most of the paramours might just kill me.”

“Well, maybe not kill you,” Maeve quips. “But we’d sure be pissed if our big-time harem husband wasn’t around to give it to us good anymore.”

“We really just need his penis,” Nikki jokes. “Just make sure you save that if nothing else.”

“Maybe save his hands and tongue also,” Olivia chimes in. “He’s pretty good with those too.”

I smile at them. “You know I have a brain and personality.  I’m not just a sexy hunk of man.”

“We know,” Alex says.  “And we know the plan.” 

“We got you Brandon. I’ll go after Druno!” Olivia boasts. “I got a trick of my own.”

“You and I are on Gruno,” Nikki announces to Paige.

“This is all madness,” the Brawler grumbles. “We are college students; not damn giant killers.”

“Well today we are,” Nikki states.

“Let’s just get this over with,” Paige groans, walking over next to Nikki.

“The rest of you, just keep the buffs and spells coming. Remember, the objective is to bring them to the ground. Once down we’ll have a shot I hope.”

“Madness,” Paige moans again as we walk as silently as possible towards the fire. We travel a hundred feet, surrounded by thick clumps of trees, when we hear the giants singing. Their voices a deep baritone-rumble that shakes the leaves. It is tough to make out one voice from the other as they sound so alike.

“Ogre thigh is so fine.”

“Ogre eyes taste like wine.”

“Ogre tits, need more than two.”

“Ogre brain makes me smart.

“Ogre ass makes me fart.”

Raucous, deep-throated laughter bursts through the forest.

“Are you sure about this?” Londyn asks.

“No,” I respond. “But it has to be done. I have to believe if we were given the quest that we can handle it.”

“If I die, just don’t let them eat me, okay?” Bridget asks. “Because with my luck lately, I am going to be their dessert.”

“Nobody is dying and no one sure as hell is going to be eaten. I won’t let that happen. Now, all of you, huddle close to me.” Power flows through me as I harness the necessary crystals. I say, “Sacred Light of the Warden,” and the energy of the spell releases itself.

“That tingles,” Lindsay remarks. “What did you do?”

“Your attacks will all be a bit more powerful,” I explain.

“Wouldn’t a defensive boon help more?” Sammi asks.

“I don’t think there’s much to protect us from their attacks,” I state. “Any of us gets hit by them, we’re goners. No, we need to take them down fast and hard and failing that, dodge and avoid.”

The girls all nod at me at once.

“If you can,” I add, “stay within a hundred feet of me.  I have another boon Holy Light of the Protector that will make your attacks more powerful also.”

“And some of us also have the boon from the Quest Board…” Lindsay chooses her next words carefully, “for enjoying ourselves.  You know, while you and Paige were going at it.”

“Yeah.  That was fun,” Lindsay says. 

“Okay, we’re as ready as we’re going to be,” I cut in. “You’re up Bridget.” 

“I love you guys,” the Ranger shouts and then dashes off into the woods before she is gone from sight.

Maeve plants a kiss on my lips and runs off in the other direction from Bridget. The plan is for them to flank the giants and pepper the crap out of them with their arrows.

Alex kisses me as well. “See you soon, lover.” Then she fades out of sight.

“Wish I could go invisible,” Lindsay laments.

“We all do,” Alana agrees. “Especially those of us in a support role.”

We give Bridget, Maeve and Alex until the count of a fifty to get into position before the rest of us start inching forward. We are just forty or so feet away, when we stop. I point at Alana who mutters a single syllable under her breath. Two balls of light soar from her palm. One takes up position near Paige with the other floating towards Nikki. Alana had explained that currently she could only cast two Spheres of Healing and that the spell had an hour-long cool down. Since the two of them are very lightly armored, it made sense to tether the life-giving healing spheres to them.

To add to Nikki’s protection, she mouths Stone Skin and all of a sudden, her skin turns almost grayish like the color of a boulder. Nikki hasn’t used this ability before and holds her arms out in front of herself staring at them with fright and wonderment. Once they are both ready they head off towards my left with Lindsay following behind them. Olivia, Jordyn and Maria march off in the other direction.

I turn to Sammi. “You ready to kick off this party.”

“As ready as I’ll ever be.”

We creep forward. Sammi needs to be in line of sight for what she has planned. She, Londyn and I move as silently as we can, though there is no reason for stealth as the giants continue their merriment, chomping on the remains of poor Grumma.

They’re as big as a freaking cabin and have to weigh several tons. The three of them are sitting cross-legged, a huge campfire burning between them over which a spit is being rotated. The odor of crackling, greasy meat is pervasive and knowing that it is ogre meat brings bile to my throat. Just being near them terrifies me.

I don’t think I am a coward. However, I am scared for the girls. If we fight these things, someone is going to die. These are real live giants – enormous, murderous, cannibalistic monsters from mythological nightmare. One blow from a fist or a kick and we are done for.

“Ho. ho, brothers. Do you hear that?” One of the giants declares standing up. The creature is even more frightening fully erect at nearly eighteen feet tall. Its skin is a dark brown hue, as is its long, disheveled hair and its deep, russet eyes. This is not a fat, potbellied giant but one with rippling muscles. It picks up a studded club that is as tall as I am, and I stand over nearly six foot four.

“Umm,” one of his brothers hums as he too stands up. I use my Details and see this one is Bruno – the tallest of the three, towering over his brother by a good two feet. “I smell yummy man flesh. Will make a good dessert.”

“Fuck!” I curse. “Now Sammi!”

She is petrified in terror by the sheer size and presence of these beasts. I grab her by the shoulders and shout, “Now!” Infusing that one word with my Project Will ability. This breaks her from her fear induced haze. Druno, the smallest of the three at only sixteen or so feet, pops up dexterously. Something that big shouldn’t be able to move that fast.

Sammi releases the first of two planned Abilities. The campfire explodes, tendrils of flames lashing up towards the three giants. Druno’s hair catches fire, while Gruno’s beard is soon aflame as well.

They howl—though out of pain or fury I don't know. Then with their enormous hands they pat out the flames.

“One more spell and I’m out of here,” Sammi mutters.

A sphere of fire appears in her palm. She pulls it back and hurls it at Bruno. As the fiery ball approaches him, it grows in size. The fire sphere strikes Bruno in the chest and then the flames spread out, momentarily consuming all three giants in a fiery conflagration. A new smell, that of burning giant flesh, now saturates the air.

The giants roar and curse.

Then they lumber out of the smoky haze, their leather armor scorched and their skin charred. Beyond that, they are basically unscathed. Fireballs were always one of the go to spells in online games to decimate opponents. However, it seems they have their limitations against real live giants. The fiery explosion from the campfire followed up by the fireball was meant to be phase one of our Shock and Awe attack. And it failed miserably.

“Save the fire witch for me brothers,” Bruno scoffs. “Her flesh will have a nice charred taste to it.”

“It seems the giants have a high resistance to fire attacks,” Penny informs me. “Information I might have known if I were higher ranked.”

“Not now!” I scream as the three giants stomp their way towards Sammi, Londyn and I.

“Hide!” I order Sammi as I emerge from the forest to face the three giants.

An arrow streaks from my left and strikes Druno in his neck. The arrow lodges there for a moment before exploding. Chunks of flesh fly from the giant’s now disfigured face. The beast roars. Maeve, high up in a tree shouts, “Come get me you big oaf!”

“Arrrrrr,” Druno shouts as he changes course heading towards Maeve. From the corner of my eye, Nikki and Paige emerge from the forest to meet the lumbering menace. The oddest thing is a trembling Lindsay, dressed in her sheer white gown, standing beside them. She mutters something inaudible and then Druno stops lumbering towards them and stumbles like a drunk man.

I have no more time to observe as Gruno veers off to my right to engage with Olivia who is standing by herself with her feet planted and her spear pointed forward, unafraid as the creature, nearly three times her size, charges towards her. Then one Olivia turns into three. The trio, with their feet planted and their spears aimed in front of them, await the charge of the giant. Several arrows hit Gruno, splintering as they do so. Jordyn is a few feet behind the Olivia triplets, though what assistance she can give I have no idea.

Inspirational music from Maria’s mandolin fills the air and lifts my spirits. Bruno is twenty feet away when Londyn touches a sigil on her eyelid and then points at the giant. Bruno howls in fury. “I can’t see brothers.” He stops moving and then swings his mammoth club in front of him. The displacement of the air as the beast swings his huge, spiked club is like a heavy wind.

“I blinded him but it’s not going to last long,” Londyn states. “We need to kill him now!” I rush forward, ducking a split second in front of Bruno, who blindly swings his massive club back and forth. He comes close one time and almost crushes in my skull. I rush in close and plunge Spirit into his thigh muscle

“Arrrrrrrrrr!” he howls as I twist the sword before yanking it free. He swings his club down towards me. I barely leap out of the way. Londyn, who is on its other side, smashes her warhammer into Bruno’s kneecap and then runs past him.

A bestial, deafening scream erupts from his lips. He lifts up his bad leg, the one Londyn smashed, and then thumps it down onto the ground. A shockwave of energy launches me.

“Fuckkkkkk,” I yell as I am hurled backwards. I fly through the air, and before I slam into the ground, I twist around, tuck myself into a ball and roll several feet. I realize that the Acrobatics ability I had gained from my Hannah had prevented serious injury.

“I can’t see you humans, but I hear you and have your scent now,” the giant mocks.

“As a Rank Three Compendium I might have known about their superior sense of smell and hearing as well,” Penny derides me.

“Shut the fuck up, Penny! Keep this bullshit up while I’m in a fight and I promise I’ll find a way to burn your fucking pages.” I am mad at her.  But only because she’s right.  This isn’t the time, however, for her to tell me she told me so.

I look around. “Londyn!” I scream. She lays twenty feet away from me writhing on the ground, her arm at an unnatural angle. Bruno, with his club raised high, is stalking towards her. My heart thumps. I had planned to keep some of my more powerful Abilities in reserve to fight the Rank Three leader of the orcs. Nevertheless, keeping my girls safe is my first priority. I infuse the needed crystals and invoke Warden’s Wrath. I move twenty feet in the blink of an eye ending up just a few feet behind Bruno. I grab Spirit with two hands and using all of my immense strength—maybe not giant strength but still superhuman—I drive it into the giant’s lower back, which is the highest spot on him that I can reach. I push the blue button on the cross guard and feel as subzero cold fills the giant’s lower extremities.

His lower body is frozen and he can’t move forward. However, he can still swing his club. He brings it down, but misses Londyn as the creature can’t get the necessary angle due to its current immobility.

With a powerful twist, Bruno shatters the ice spell that held him in place momentarily. The motion pulls Spirit from his back, thick brackish blood dripping from the wound.

I needed to get him away from Londyn.

I use my Taunt ability and shout, “Come and get me you fucker!” I jog for a second to see if my ability affected it and then I take off.  Luck is with me and it chases me.  Relief races through me knowing Londyn is no longer its target. I use Burst of Speed to gain distance.  Nevertheless, the giant keeps stride with me with its long legs. I glance back and its eyes are fixed right on me, the temporary Blindness Londyn had cast on him now gone.

I run into a thick cluster of trees hoping it will slow down Bruno long enough to widen the gap. I don’t really have a plan other than to draw him away from the others. I don’t look back but hear an explosion.  Then something strikes my back. It hits my hauberk with so much force that it dents it in, and the concave metal pushes into my back. I almost lose my balance but stagger forward.

Far enough, I think.

I’m a god damn Defender and it’s time I take this son of a bitch down!

I turn around to face him. Bruno staggers and begins to choke and gurgle. Alex has a hold of his hair with one hand and with the other drives her obsidian dagger into the giant’s already bleeding neck. He reaches a hand up to pull her away but she fades into mist.

I do something I am sure is stupid and which I was warned against. I ready an Aura Missile and overcharge it using two of my precious silver spirit crystals.

“No!” Penny screams in my head, but it is too late.

It’s like I just shot a bazooka at point blank range. I am hurled backward. Acrobatics isn’t going to help me now. What saves me is when I impact with some tightly clumped shrubs.

“That was not wise Lord Brandon. You could have died.” Penny scolds me as I extricate my broken and bruised body from the thicket. She is correct, of course. The only reason I am alive is that the hauberk is magical and is able to absorb a certain amount of damage. Even with the damage it absorbed, I still feel like I have been run over by a car.

“Would have died if I didn’t do that,” I curse between clenched teeth. The explosion knocked Bruno onto his ass. I see a gaping hole the size of one of those old metal garbage can tops smoldering in the middle of his chest where his leather armor once lay.

I need to kill this fucker before he gets back up.

I put on a Burst of Speed again and rush forward.  He is just starting to get up from the prone position when I scream, “No one hurts my girls!”

I lunge forward activating my Devastating Blow skill. It's like someone jabs a needle of adrenaline in me. The sword is light as a feather and my arm moves fast as lightning. With unnatural strength and force, I plunge the sword into the gaping hole in his armor. The tip pushes through flesh and muscle and strikes what I hope is his black heart.

He mutters something… it is halfway between a gurgle and words. His hand punches out towards me. The force strikes me like a jackhammer and I fly backwards once again, my arm yanking the sword free from his chest. My ribs are broken for certain. Stars stream across my eyes like a swarm of bloodthirsty mosquitoes. 

Through my blurry eyes I see blood pouring from Bruno’s chest.

“Finish him!” Penny screams.

However, it’s not me she’s screaming at. Alex appears on the top of the giant’s back. She shouts, “No one hurts my man,” and then with one solid slash of her black dagger, she slices it across his throat. Gouts of blood begin to erupt and pour from his throat. He raises his hands – though to reach for Alex or staunch the bleeding I’ll never find out. A second later, the ground rumbles as the giant’s upper torso falls onto his back with a solid thud.

Then my blurry eyes go dark and I remember no more.


CHAPTER 27: QUEST COMPLETE

“Where am I?” I mutter as I slowly awaken.

I feel like I am waking from anesthesia in the recovery room after surgery. The sensation passes quickly.  My muddled mind clears and my eyes come back into focus. Alana’s large orange-brown eyes stare down. “Welcome back!”

I try to stand up but Maeve, who is at my side, orders, “Stay put.”

“Is everyone alright?” I ask.

“We all came out of it alive,” Maeve announces.

“Anyone injured?”

“You and Londyn took the worst of it,” Maeve responds. “Just be glad Bruno was only Rank Two. If he were Rank Three, you and Londyn would probably be goners. Or so Penny believes.”

“Does she now?” My voice is wry.

Alana hands me a jug of spirit juice. “She does. Now take a few small sips, okay.”

“It sucks that he can’t use any of Fiona’s water to revitalize himself,” Bridget comments.

“Yeah, I don’t think he’d like to drink anything infused with his own spunk,” Lindsay sniggers from somewhere close behind me.

I take a few small swigs of the tepid juice. It starts to do the trick and slowly my strength comes back.

“I’m fine now,” I declare, starting to stand up. I am a little wobbly but Maeve holds me under one arm, while Paige comes up to me on the other. I glance over to her. Her face has a few black and blue marks though I get the feeling it must have looked much worse a few minutes before.

“Is someone going to fill me in?” I ask as I notice all of the girls are huddled around me. Bruno’s corpse is several feet away surrounded by a pool of thick blood. Corpses usually fade away soon after a battle is concluded. Maybe it is still here because I was unconscious and The Quest Board wouldn’t finalize the quest without me being conscious.

“First,” Londyn states. “Let’s get to the important matter. Bruno stomped his foot and I flew back. I held my hand out to stop from falling on my head and slammed into the goddamn ground and heard a sharp crack for my efforts. Then the pain ripped through my broken arm like a motherfucker. Thank God we brought Alana with us because she is like a damn urgent care center. Except when you leave her you’re totally healed and not out several hundred dollars.” I glance over at Alana and her face seems to glow at the compliment. “She mended my arm—fused my broken bones back together in less than thirty seconds. I was rushing back here to help you when I heard you say, “No one hurts one of my girls!” before you stabbed the son of a bitch in the heart. So, you really think of me as one of your girls, do you?” She tosses me a saucy smile.

“I … of course…” I stammer.

“Stop messing with him. I still think he is trying to figure out what to say to one of us when others of us are around. Let’s tease him later. But you’re right, Londyn,” Maeve agrees, “Alana saved the day with her healing.”

“I owe you one Alana,” I state.

“Yeah, you do. And don’t you dare forget it. I even know how you can pay me back. However, we can talk about that later.”

I give her my biggest smile. “I always pay my debts.”

“Man, the flirting never stops,” Paige grumbles.

“A little levity helps with the tension,” Alex cuts in.

“Yeah it does,” I respond. “Thank you also Alex. You brought him down for good, cutting his throat open and all.”

“I sliced him good. Penny told me what to do. Said I can combine skills so I used my Jugular ability. You remember I picked that skill up the first day we were here. Kinda lets me know where exactly to find the jugular vein on any creature. She also explained that Bruno must have had some kind of ability that kept him from bleeding out or dying from seemingly mortal wounds. You plunged your sword into his damn heart and it didn’t stop him. So I combined my Jugular with my Assassin’s Strike and that finished him off. Penny’s recommendations really saved the day.”

“She helped me too,” Alana cuts in. “Gave me a few suggestions to help speed up the healing process—think of it as a kind of triage.”

“I understand triage, but explain the process,” I ask.

Londyn turns to me. “Well she mended my arm enough for me to get back into the battle, but not fully. Fully would have taken several minutes and I wasn’t going to wait several minutes.”

“We had to hold her down,” Maria adds. “Takes her body guarding duties seriously. She was coming back to help you even with her arm broken in two.”

“How is the arm now?” I ask.

“It’s fine. Alana did a proper job on it while you were out.”

“How long was I unconscious?” I ask.

“About half an hour,” Maeve remarks.

“Why so long?” I ask.

“Because,” Nikki chimes in, “you’re an idiot. Penny says you overcharged one of your Abilities. Weren’t we told never to do that?”

“It paid off,” I defend myself. “It knocked Bruno off his feet and onto his back. There’s no way I would have reached his heart otherwise.”

“Well I guess you kinda drained yourself,” Alana comments. “Because nothing I did was helping to wake you up. You just needed a little rest to recharge yourself. Penny said if you had been lower ranked and had overcharged your Ability you would have burnt yourself out and possibly died.”

“Thirty minutes,” I mutter. “What if I was needed or things were going badly?”

“Penny says there is a kind of smelling salt that Izzy might be able to create. One whiff is supposed to be enough to wake up the dead. Though I hope she is kidding about that.”

“I was,” Penny cuts into all of our minds. “I am trying out humor. I am creating the perfect avatar. From what I understand, she should not only be beautiful and a sexual dynamo but she should have a personality as well. Is that not true, paramours? Isn’t a personality important to a man?”

“Oh yeah?” Maeve jokes. “That’s what guys are all about. They prefer a big personality over a big pair of tits, don’t they Brandon?”

“I…” I stammer again. Then I catch myself. “Just be yourself Penny. That’s what is important. And hey, I’m sorry for swearing at you earlier.  It’s just that distracting me during a battle is downright dangerous.” 

“I understand Lord Brandon. I will try not to distract you again. And I accept your apology,” Penny says.

I turn to Maeve, “What about the other two giants? How’d you guys take them out? And why haven’t the bodies disappeared yet?”

“Olivia – or should I say the Olivias—all three of them—took him out pretty quickly,” Jordyn explains.

“Yeah, but we couldn’t have done it without you,” the Amazon responds. “What was that thing you did to it?”

“I cast Hex,” Jordyn explains.

“You laid a curse on him?” I ask.

“Yeah, I am only Rank One so I only have a few Hex choices to choose from so Penny recommended I use Drunk.

“Drunk?” I inquire.

“Seems giants, for all of their strength, can’t hold their liquor all that well. Makes them really clumsy and awkward,” Jordyn explains.

“That thing was stumbling like Sammi that night we did the St. Patty’s Pub crawl. You remember that night, Sammi?” Olivia asks.

“You were just as loaded and stupid as me,” Sammi defends herself.

“I know. I know. I’m just saying that the giant was suddenly stupid-drunk,” Olivia comments.

“Well he was drunk at least until you stabbed him in the balls,” Jordyn cuts in.

Instinctually I cover my manhood.

“Not only did I stab him, but I used Impale. Then my replicas stabbed him in the same area. Suddenly he wasn’t drunk anymore.”

“I wouldn’t think so,” I blurt out. “That’ll wake a guy up.”

“You feeling sorry for him,” Maeve quips.

“No. I don’t know. That just had to hurt.”

“Well if you think that hurt, then you can imagine what it felt like when I loaded the spear up with blue crystals and shot lightning up inside of him. Sylvie’s spear really did a number on him. A few seconds later he collapsed to the ground dead as doornail.”

“It was something to witness,” Jordyn states.

“That was nothing,” Olivia relates. “The shit that Jordyn pulled off next was really wild.”

“What did you do?” I asked.

“One second Gruno was dead on the ground and then the next second he was standing up,” Olivia relates. “I thought that maybe I hadn’t killed him. Then I see that Jordyn’s eyes are dark as pitch—that’s kinda creepy by the way Jordyn. And Gruno started marching over to where Paige and Nikki were fighting against Druno.”

“You can animate the freaking dead? Like one of those—what do they call the evil wizards? Necro… something or other?” Bridget asks.

“Necromancers,” Jordyn responds a bit defensively. “Hey! I’m not evil, thank you very much. Anyhow, I obviously never animated anything before. It was Penny’s suggestion. She said the size of the creature didn’t really matter. It was more about the rank they were in their previous life. Well we were both Rank One so I was able to do it. Though it took all of my concentration. By the way, I don’t know how animating the dead is supposed to normally work, but I literally had to control him—guiding his arms and legs. Anyhow, Druno had just sent Nikki flying in the air.”

I glance over at my wife.

“Yeah, he had this breath weapon. Penny called it Giant’s Breath. Anyway, one minute I’m flying toward the giant’s face ready to drive my two swords into either side of his neck. Then things went to shit. The next thing I know a foul odor—like a stench more horrible than the Ladies’ Room of the Rathskeller at 4 a.m. hits me in the face like it is a living thing. It’s like I had been physically slapped all over with the most god-awful stench. I went sailing backward and was able to grab onto a tree limb thanks to my Parkour ability.

“I saw Maeve go flying so I went to attack him,” Paige states, taking over the story. “He tried to stomp me. He was fast for something so big. I even had to use my Evasion ability several times to get away from him. Then my luck ran out and the side of his foot made contact with me slamming me to the ground.”

“Oh let me tell the next part,” Nikki cuts in. “Then Lindsay steps out and screams, “Hey, we don’t want to hurt you! Can’t we be friends?”

“Yeah, I know,” the Enchantress says, lowering her head. “It was kinda stupid. I figured if we could make an ogre our friend then why not a giant. Then I remembered it was a cannibal and all. He came after me. I was shitless and screamed: Befuddle, that’s one of my Abilities. He just kinda stopped like he wasn’t sure what he was doing. That’s when I saw Gruno coming up behind him. I thought something had happened to Olivia. Then he raised his club over his head and smashed Druno over the skull. I could hear his head shatter like a walnut. Gruno collapsed to the ground right then, and Druno kinda staggered.” She turned to the brawler, “You want to take over now Paige, because you brought him to the ground.”

“Thank god for my years playing softball. Because I must have gotten some kind of lucky shot in. I smashed my club into his kneecap.  No way, I was letting him get back up on his feet,” the Brawler states. 

“I finished him off,” Nikki states proudly. “Leapt down from a tree like some badass bitch in an action movie and drove my two katanas into his neck.”

“Oh shit!’ I utter. “You girls are hardcore. Remind me not to piss any of you off.”

“I thought you like that some of us are a bit hardcore,” Londyn quips.

The Quest Board saves my hide from responding to the last comment.

She announces, The corpses of Bruno, Gruno and Druno will disappear in five minutes. Bruno’s body begins to glow. I walk over to his corpse, lay a palm on his shoulder and utter, Mass Loot. His body flashes once and is gone. On the ground lies a piece of obsidian wood around the size of a playing card. Etched on the front are two long fangs. I pick it up and stare at it. I try to use Identify Object on it but I get nothing from it other than Ogre Crest.”

“Does it do anything?” I ask Penny.

“As they say in your world, sometimes a cigar is just a cigar. That crest is just a crest.

It’s true power is in what it represents. A symbol can be more powerful than a sword, can it not?”

“I gotcha,” I respond.

“That’s all,” Olivia grumbles. “We take down some giants and all we get is a piece of wood.” Partial Quest Completed, The Quest Board announces with a mixture of what I can only call glee and pride. Lord Brandon and the paramours traveling with him have completed the quest: They Might Be Giants. The giants Druno, Bruno and Gruno have been slain. The Ogre Crest has been recovered. Lord Brandon must discover the location of the Ogre homeland and return the Crest within two weeks to the Ogre Chieftain. A penalty will be assessed to Lord Brandon if this quest is not completed. Reward: For defeating the giant Bruno, Lord Brandon has received one thousand white spirit crystals, two hundred and fifty blue spirit crystals and twenty-five silver spirit crystals. For defeating the giant Bruno, Paramour Alex has received one thousand white spirit crystals, two hundred and fifty blue spirit crystals and twenty-five silver spirit crystals. Five percent of rewards are returned to Lord Brandon to use at his discretion. Now that bodyguard Londyn is Rank Two, moving forward, all of her rewards will remain hidden. For killing the giants Gruno and Druno paramours Lindsay, Maeve, Nikki, Olivia, Sammi, Bridget, Jordyn and Paige have each received seven hundred and fifty white spirit crystals, one hundred and twenty five green spirit crystals, one hundred blue spirit crystals and ten silver spirit crystals. Five percent of rewards are returned to Lord Brandon to use at his discretion. Paramour Maria though not directly in the battle did inspire those about her with her Battle Hymn. She receives five hundred spirit crystals and fifty white spirit crystals, fifty green spirit crystals, twenty- five blue spirit crystals and three silver spirit crystals. Five percent of rewards are returned to Lord Brandon to use at his discretion. Paramour Alana, though not a direct combatant in any of the battles, played a vital role in the overall success of the quest. She is rewarded one thousand white spirit crystals, one hundred and twenty five green spirit crystals, one hundred blue spirit crystals and ten silver spirit crystals. If Lord Brandon permits, moving forward, the normal tithe of five percent is not required to be forfeited by Paramour Alana to the Harem Lord but can be kept and invested in the growth of the Healer’s Hut. Does Lord Brandon allow all of Paramour Alana’s future tithes to be used in this manner? Yes / No.

“Of course, yes,” I shout out,

I assumed so but I still needed to ask. The Quest Board responds. Paramour Alex has enhanced an ability. Jugular has been enhanced to Cut Throat. Paramour Alana, through the assistance of the Compendium Penny, has learned Triage. She would have acquired Triage at Rank Three. Triage has been added to the list of Rank Two Healer Abilities. A new ability will be available upon reaching Rank Three. Updated quest: The Only Good Demihuman Is A Dead Demihuman. The orc leader was expecting Bruno, Gruno and Druno to return to the outpost several hours ago. They were long overdue so the orc leader dispatched a scouting party composed of orcs and goblins to find them and return them to the outpost. Ambush the scouting party and kill them all. Warning: If any of the scouting party escapes and is able to flee back to the outpost, they will be prepared for you when you attack, greatly increasing the chance of one or more paramours dying and the captives being slain. Warning: The scouting party is less than a mile from your position.              

“Dammit!” I mutter. “Can’t even get a damn breather.”

Okay we can do this. My Strategy and Ambush Abilities both kick in at the same time. A vision comes to me of the best way to plan this ambush. “Alex, it's your job to make sure no one escapes. Bridget, it’s time for you to make use of that camouflage. Hide somewhere with a clear line of sight and pick off whoever you can. Maeve--”

“I know, up a tree.” She dashes off and with her Tree Hugger Abilities scampers up a tree and is soon lost in the deep canopy of leaves.

I turn to the others.  “Alana, Lindsay, Maria and Jordyn hide behind that boulder over there. See how the battle is going. If you can help, do so. If you can’t, then stay hidden as best you can.” I point to a large rock maybe the size of two SUVs side by side.

“Come on,” Lindsay says to Alana, Maria and Jordyn. I have an ability that can keep us hidden even better than a boulder. The orcs and goblins are closing in, so I don’t ask Lindsay what her plan is. All I know is I trust her and the girls not only to have my back but to have one another’s as well.

“Sammi, I know you didn’t have much luck with the giants. They had some natural resistance to fire, but I’ve seen you smoke orcs before. I’m expecting you to wreak some havoc on them. Find a thick tree and hide behind it as best you can.”

“What about the rest of us?” Olivia asks. We need to close with them quickly. If they have bows they’ll pick us off from a distance.”

“I agree,” Paige says.

Londyn steps towards me. “I have an idea. Do you trust me?”

“Of course I do?” I respond.

“Great. I know I’m your bodyguard, and I'm supposed to do all I can to keep you safe.  But the best way to do that might just be to use you as bait.”


CHAPTER 28: THE OUTPOST

Red dots appear all over the map indicating enemies are nearby. However, I don’t need to look at it as the orcs and goblins are making quite a ruckus. Deep, guttural curses and complaints cut through the air. Branches crackle, twigs snap and metal clangs not too far away. They are doing nothing to hide their approach.

“They will be here in less than thirty seconds,” Penny announces.

I really should be scared senseless, but I’m not. We just beat three giants, so I’m not all that worried about some orcs.

Of course, I may have just jinxed myself.

I hear a stifled scream and a grunt.

The orcs and goblins burst from the woods all around me, one of them, a Shadow Dancer, similar to Alex, has a slim dagger held to Bridget’s throat. Tears of frustration and anger stream down her lovely, freckled face. The girl really has no luck!  The orcs and goblins are split nearly evenly, with ten heavily armored orcs brandishing large, curved swords and smaller, greenish hued goblins, in light leather armor. Small knives hang from their sides and they hold bows in their hands, all of which are notched with arrows that are aimed right at us.

Anger boils in me at the sight of the knife at Bridget’s throat. A glint of sunlight strikes the blade, detailing its incredibly sharp edge.

I use my Details ability on the goblin holding the blade at Bridget’s throat. 
“Badger,” I pronounce to the man coldly. “I would let her go right now.”

“How do you know my name?” he croons. The orcs and goblins spread out all around me.

I need to buy just a few moments of time.

A large orc, a few inches taller than me, barks, “Be ready Badger to kill her. Especially if this human fool doesn’t give me some answers.”

“What would you like to know?” I respond. I glance at his details and then add, “Relg?”

He flinches.

“Who are you?”
“Name’s Brandon,” I state nonchalantly. Though my hands are clammy and a drop of sweat is rolling down my spine.

“Where are you from? And where are the others of your kind? Humans—especially the females—sell for a premium.”

 I play dumb. “Others?”

“I can smell humans all around me. The best type. The females of your race. This one with hair like flames will fetch quite the price. I smell more of your females all around. They have ten seconds to appear before Badger cuts her throat.”

“I thought you said I’d get a good price,” Bridget utters, abject terror showing in her eyes.

“Do you know what I don’t like?” I ask rhetorically. “Men who bully women. Do you know who else isn’t a fan of slavers? Alex.”

“Who’s Alex?” Relg asks, a glint of nervousness in his dark bloodshot eyes.

Alex appears behind Badger silent as death. With one hand she grabs Badger’s wrist, the knife at Bridget’s throat falling to the ground. With her other hand she plunges her obsidian dagger into the goblin’s throat.

Shock covers the faces of the orcs and goblins.

“Now!” I shout.

 All hell breaks loose.

Londyn’s entire body is covered with glyphs and sigils. Every design is a weapon or an Ability at her disposal. One of those sigils on her left breast created a magical veil coalescing around Paige, Olivia and Nikki, rendering them invisible.

The four of them now burst from the veil. Londyn sweeps the pointy end of her hammer into the skull of one of the goblins holding a bow. He’s dead before his now shattered mind can even comprehend what just happened. Behind the goblin, an arrow thuds through the links of the metal armor of one of the orcs. He gazes in wonder at the arrow protruding from his chest before a second arrow hits him in nearly the same location. Two fiery projectiles strike one of the goblins, who is knocked backwards into one of the other goblins, his chest on fire, acrid smoke choking everyone around him. He screeches once and then grows silent.

The initial few seconds of the battle is all I witness as I draw Spirit and engage with the leader Relg. I don’t mess around but funnel the needed crystals into Devastating Blow. He tries to parry my sword but is too slow and Spirit’s tip bursts through his scale mail like it is paper mâché and rips into his heart. Unlike Bruno who was somehow able to survive a lethal thrust to his heart, Relg is not so lucky and dies almost immediately.

The battle is not much of a battle, but more of a slaughter. Within forty-five seconds the orcs and goblins are all dead, their blood and guts seeping into the loam and dirt below.

“Holy shit!” Nikki curses. “We just wrecked them without breaking a sweat.” Then she sags to the ground, her shoulder bleeding profusely from an arrow sticking out. I rush over to my wife and cradle her.

Alana hurries over to Paige and crouches down next to her. “This is going to hurt,” she warns, and then snaps the arrow like it is the most natural thing to do. Nikki grimaces which does not diminish her beauty at all. Then she gives out a long grunt when Alana pulls the broken arrow from her back. A few seconds later the wound is closed and the pain on Nikki’s face is gone.

“I was shot point blank with an arrow,” Nikki utters in disbelief.

“Is everyone else okay?” I ask, standing up.

“Just my pride is hurt again,” Bridget laments. “If I am not near death, I am being captured.”

“Brandon. Look,” Londyn remarks. We had all been so distracted by Nikki’s injury that we hadn’t noticed Lindsay, Maria, and Jordyn surrounding a solitary orc. The orc’s large sword is on the ground by his feet. He stands motionless in front of Lindsay. My eyes fix on the Enchantress. She stands there like a moment frozen in time. A goddess of love and beauty. An aura surrounds her and it’s difficult to do anything but to gaze upon this celestial being who has graced us with her presence.

“That is her Glamor, Lord Brandon,” Penny explains in my mind. “She can not only beguile an enemy—but should she use it during your lovemaking—you would experience bliss the likes of which you have never known. And she is only Rank One. Think of the possibilities when she is higher ranked.”

I walk over to Lindsay. “So Raygar,” she asks, fluttering her eyes, “you could please me by telling me how many of you are at the outpost?”
“I’m not so good with numbers, mistress,” Raygar responds. Not wishing to disappoint his mistress he continues, “But there are lots of us. Not just my kin and the stinky goblins, but some of their bigger kins—hobgoblins. Though they aren’t as tall as I am, mistress.”

“Yes, you are quite tall and quite handsome,” Lindsay lies.

The orc’s face seems to glow. “How about that kiss now mistress?” Raygar asks, puckering his lips.

Kiss? What Kiss?

“She promised him a kiss if he would answer her questions,” Penny explains. “That was my idea, and it seems to have worked.”

“Where are the slaves being kept?” Lindsay asks.

“In the pens. But not for long. The Master comes tomorrow to claim them all. Then off they go.”
“Go where?” Lindsay asks.

“Beyond The Veil of course. Now how about the kiss, mistress?” the orc asks, though not with a tone like it was a gift being bestowed on him but now with lascivious undertones.

I clench Spirit tighter in my palm. I want to cut Raygar’s head from his shoulders, but I let the anger burn away.

“Who is The Master?” Lindsay asks quickly but the Glamor fades and the mesmerized orc shakes his head. He looks around and then eyes his sword, reaching down to grab it. His fingers slip from the hilt as Alex’s obsidian dagger is plunged into his back. Raygar staggers once. Lindsay is forced to take several steps back to avoid the dead orc from knocking her over.

“Why’d you do that?” Lindsay shouts out.

“He was reaching for his sword,” Alex responds. To be honest, the way that Alex simply dispatched him is okay by me. She was right that the orc could have hurt Lindsay or someone else if he’d retrieved his sword.

The orc’s body begins to glow. Alex reaches down and touches the corpse. “Mass loot,” she declares.

The body fades away and in its place is a huge pile of armor, swords, bows, canteens and other miscellaneous items. Quest complete, The Only Good Demihuman Is A Dead Demihuman, The Quest Board announces. Reward: Reward for Paramour Londyn is only shared with her. All other paramours receive two hundred and fifty white spirit crystals, one hundred green spirit crystals, and twenty-five blue spirit crystals. Five percent of spirit crystals returned to Lord Brandon to use at his discretion. Paramour Alana is exempt from tithe. Paramour Alex has acquired a new ability, Hand Of Vengeance. Paramour Lindsay has acquired a new ability, Interrogation.

Lindsay’s and Alex's eyes both have a far-off look before coming back into focus ten seconds later.

“The Quest Board must think I’m a cold-hearted bitch,” Alex declares, “because Hand of Vengeance is nasty.”
Bridget walks up to Alex and hugs her tightly. “Thank god for you because you saved me. He would have cut my throat.”

“I wouldn’t have let that happen,” Alex responds. She turns to me. “How did you know that I would save Bridget?”

“To be honest, I’m not entirely sure. I just kinda felt your presence, if that makes any sense. Could sort of read your intentions.”

“Maybe it’s because we’re bonded now,” Maeve offers.

“What about your new Ability, Lindsay?” Maria asks. “What’s Interrogation?”

“It’s horrible,” she whines.

“Why’s that?” Sammi asks.

“Well if I ask someone of similar or lower rank a question, they have to answer it.”

“What’s so bad about that?” Alana asks.

“It’s horrible. If they lie, they will feel horrific pain. I don’t want to hurt anyone.”

“So you are like a walking lie detector,” Londyn states.

Lindsay shakes her head. “No, I’m more like a sadist who tortures someone for information.  That is if they refuse to speak or if they lie. The description says the pain will be the most horrific they have ever felt.  I’ll never use it.”

“It’s okay Lindsay,” Alana says.  “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to.” 

“Alright,” I say. “It’s time to hit this outpost. And I think we have been lucky if you ask me.”

“How so Brandon?” Maeve asks.

“We would have had to fight orcs, goblins, these hobgoblins Raygar just spoke about, and the giants. It took all we had to just handle the giants. No, we were lucky we fought them here.”

“And we just killed twenty orcs and goblins so their numbers have to be diminished,” Olivia suggests.

“Alex, we really need you to scout the outpost. Once we know what we are facing we can make a plan.”  I grab her around the shoulders.  “Just be careful, okay.”

She gets up on her tippy toes and kisses me. “This from the man who just used himself as bait.  And at his bodyguard’s suggestion.  You do see the irony in that.  Don’t worry about me.  I’ll be careful.  Give me a ten-minute lead.” Alex fades away back into the shadows.

“That is so creepy,” Sammi murmurs.

“What’s even creepier,” Nikki offers, “is that there are slavers out there. That a bunch of women are being held captive and are going to be given to some dude who calls himself The Master.”

“Wish we could have found out more about him,” I say.

Lindsay grimaces. “Sorry Brandon. Glamor ran out, and I couldn’t ask any more questions. I’m going to use the crystals I earned today and rank up tonight.  At Rank Two, my Glamor should last a little longer.  And I should be able to get information that way instead of Interrogation.”

“You did great,” I respond. “And you’re going to have a chance to question some orcs again. We need one of them to tell us where the Ogre homeland is located.”

“Just capture one of them and I can do the rest with my Glamor.  If it’s a male orc, I also have a Bewitch Males that I can use to get one of them to talk,” she responds with a new found confidence. 

“We will do just that.” I pause for a moment and say, “I think that’s long enough. Let’s go and save these villagers already.”

We head out towards the southeast where the outpost is located. Bridget leads us through the dense woodlands. Her class is suited for the forest, and she heads us unerringly towards the outpost. I am just a few steps behind her with Londyn at my side.

We appear relatively safe at the moment so with my mind I reach out to Penny. At times, I feel like I am speaking with someone who is walking next to me.

“Penny?”

“I am here, Lord Brandon.”

“So you were very helpful with all the girls. Seems we all owe you a lot of thanks.”

“Why wouldn't I help them? It is my purpose after all to act as a guide. Besides, their success is your success. Did you not ask me to provide all of the assistance I can to your paramours?”

“I did,” I respond perhaps a bit more coldly than I mean to.

“Your tone is confusing me. You ask me to provide all the guidance I can, so I do as you ask Lord Brandon. Now that I have done so—and possibly saved the lives of several of the paramours—you are upset at me.”

“You didn't have an ulterior motive?” I ask.

“What ulterior motive would I possibly have? I am a Compendium and it is my purpose to serve you and by extension serve your paramours.”

“Just that you were particularly helpful today. Your sudden benevolence wouldn't have anything with you trying to push me to provide you with the crystals needed to ascend to Rank Three. I said I would bring it up tomorrow. And I will.”

“What is it that the females in your world say, A gal’s gotta do what a gal’s gotta do. While I do trust you Lord Brandon, I cannot be sure you are my best advocate. I have begun to speak to the paramours traveling with you today and most of them agree how invaluable I have been.”

“Brandon!” The word cuts into my mind. I break my connection with Penny. Maeve is in front of me, fists on her hips. “Did you hear a single word I just said?"

“Sorry, I was speaking with Penny.”

“Yeah, I really think we should give her the crystals she needs to ascend to Rank Three.”

“She got a hold of you also,” I grumble.

“She’s been really helpful this afternoon. I’m worried about what we might face at the outpost. We also started facing enemies with Abilities. When we ascend it takes several hours but for Penny it is instantaneous so she can help us now.”

“What are you getting at?” I ask.

“You know I’ve been critical of Penny in the past. Especially after she made you believe you were making love to that scrawny bitch Hiroku. I still don’t get that whole obsession by the way. Nor do I get how Penny even pulled off that stunt.”

“I think it was all in my mind,” I say.

“That doesn’t make it any better. Anyway, we need every advantage possible. And that means a capricious Compendium as well. Like it or not, she is part of the team.”

“While I am not certain I like the word capricious,” Penny protests for both Maeve and I to hear, “I do like the part of being one of the team. My sincere hope is that Lord Brandon will see me as fondly as he does his girls—his paramours—especially once my avatar is complete.”

I stare into Maeve’s eyes. “If all the girls here have agreed, then I’ll do it.”

She nods never taking her eyes from mine. “Trust us.  It’s for the best.  So give her what she needs. Do it now because we’re getting really close to the outpost.”

“Anything for you my beautiful wife.” Her eyes glitter at the word wife.

“Penny, if I give the crystals you need, will I still have enough left for the battle ahead?”

“More than enough, Lord Brandon,” Penny remarks.

“Then take what you need.”

Penny’s voice is giddy. “Oh, you are such a wonderful man my Harem Lord. Oh, the assistance I will give you and my sisters. Even better is the fun that you and I will have once my flawless body, created just for you, is complete.”

Then she flies from my mind.

My face must show shock or bewilderment because Maeve asks, “What’s wrong?”

“I’m not sure yet. But we may have just created a monster.”


CHAPTER 29: THE SLAVE PENS

Someone pinches my ass. “Nice cheeks.” I turn around just as Alex phases back into sight. Lindsay and Maria both gasp and jump back, startled by her sudden appearance.

“We need to give you cow bells or something,” Londyn quips.

“Are you saying I’m getting fat? Because I don’t think I’ve ever looked so good,” Alex retorts with a wide smile. “Wouldn’t have been able to sneak right inside of the outpost if I had bells on.”

“You were inside?” Sammi questions.

“That was risky,” Maeve remarks.

“It was fine. I was only in there for a few minutes.”

“Why just a few minutes?” I ask. “Did someone see you?”

“Nothing like that. It was something I heard a group of orcs say. They were complaining about The Master.  He was expected to arrive tomorrow but it seems he’s coming today.  And with an army.  He’s going to take the villagers. The orcs are scared of The Master. That much I picked up. It also seems they are good and pissed. I think some of them thought...” she pauses, “that they would finally be able to ravage the captives.”

“Oh no,” Lindsay cries out.

“Shit. Did they say how long until this Master guy shows up?” I ask concerned. 
Alex shrugs. “I think before nightfall.”

“Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit,” I curse. “We need to get a move on.”

“We still doing this?” Londyn asks.

“Yes. More than ever.”

I look at Alex. “How many are in the compound?”

“I don’t know. Maybe fifty or so… Mostly orcs, with a smaller number of goblin archers. I also got a look at one of these hobgoblins. They are larger than even the damn orcs but there’s just a few of them.”

“And the captives?”

“They’re being kept in a small encampment a few hundred feet away from the main outpost. Just a small number of orcs and goblins are guarding them.”

“It makes sense. They are about to be sold as slaves…and from what you overheard… as sex slaves… This is going to sound horrible.  But they aren’t going to want to buy soiled products. The bigwigs in charge need to protect their captives from the horde of horny humanoids stuck on duty in this outpost.”

“Did you see how many prisoners there are?” I ask.

“Maybe fifty or so… they’re locked in a large cage –maybe the size of a tracker trailer. It’s gonna be hard moving them also. They’re all naked and barefoot. There is one more thing everyone should all know. They aren’t human. Not one of them.”

“Are they dwarfs like Marge and Fred?” Londyn asks.

Alex shakes her head. “There might have been one of two dwarfs.” Alex mulls her next words. “They were monster girls—girls with long black hair or orange hair, with feline ears and tails…”

“Cat girls,” Sammi says. 

Alex nods her head. “And fox girls, and bunny girls—All as stunning as the next.”

“Monster girls?” Maeve mutters.

“Stunning?” Nikki grumbles.

I sense jealousy dripping from my two wives at the aspect of competition from these exotic beauties. To be honest, I am curious what a cat girl or bunny girl is exactly. And for Alex to make the comment she did… they have to be hot. My disloyal cock suddenly grows hard at the thought of bringing one of these exotic beauties to my bed.

What is wrong with me?

Seriously.

This is not the time or place for these thoughts.

I rub my scraggly chin. “Okay this is what I’m thinking. Olivia, Maria, Maeve, and Jordyn it’s your job to set the villagers free and get them back to Moondale.”

“Why us?” Maeve protests, fire in her eyes. I knew she would be pissed. “Especially when Olivia and I are Rank Two. It seems like a waste. We can help better with the main group.”

“That’s just the reason why. We are only sending four of you. You guys should be able to handle the few guards.”

“He might be right Maeve,” Alex offers.  “I think one of the Rank Two lieutenants is there keeping an eye on the prisoners and the other guards.”

My redhead lover goes silent.  I take her hand.  “We need you to do this. Free the villagers and start leading them back to Moondale. We’ll be right behind you.”

Maeve nods her head in resignation. “Fine, but you owe me.”

“I will gladly pay my debt to you,” I grin. 

“The rest of us are going to try Shock and Awe again,” I comment.

“Maybe it’ll work this time,” Sammi muses.

“Alex. You’re our secret weapon. Just help out where you can. If you can take out one of the Rank Two lieutenants that might turn the tide. If you find the leader, come find me so I can deal with her.” Alex smiles, her eyes aglow.

“You got it, Brandon. I’ll be a good girl and do what you want.”

I chuckle. Then in a sly voice I say, “Just don’t be too good of a girl. Alright, let’s move out.”

Less than ten minutes later Alex halts us. We stand at the top of an escarpment. Several hundred feet below sits a wooden fort. A rickety wall of interlocked beams surrounds the structure. Three wooden buildings stand near the middle of the fort with about a dozen tents dotting the rest of the outpost. Dozens of figures mill about. Two of the hobgoblin guards stand by the entrance to the wooden gate. Even from this vantage point, I can make them out clearly. They are huge—even taller than the orcs, with thick hide leather and long wicked looking swords hanging from their hips. They have the same dark green complexion of their smaller cousins but that is the only real similarity.

Two guard towers are set on either side of the compound—one overlooking the slave pens and a second one on the opposite end—facing a dirt road. Behind the fort runs a stream of crystalline water. This is the first stream or brook (discounting Fiona’s underground spring) that we’ve come across as well. I wonder for a moment about the water… if it’s just regular everyday H2O… one that the girls could drink without making them super horny. A selfish thought of just regular water suddenly being available upsets me. Part of me likes the girls constantly aroused and ready to get down with me. I push my horny thoughts aside, as well as my guilt.

“They built this wisely,” I comment. “The stream provides all the water they might need. And it may have fish for all we know.”

“Fresh fish might be tasty. Could pan fry them with some of the herbs available in the General Store,” Sammi—our Town Chef—chimes in.

“Sounds delicious.” My mouth is already watering from the thought of food. “The stream would also slow down any enemies approaching. We’re up here. But we are going to have to work our way around to get close to the fort, in which case we may be seen by the guards in the towers. And like Moondale, they cleared out all of the trees around the fort.”

“So what do we do?” Maeve asks.

“We make them come to us,” I say. I turn to Sammi. “How do you feel about a little arson?”

“It’s what I’m here for. To set shit ablaze.”

“Burn motherfucker, burn,” Londyn quips.

“Great, then let’s raze this place to the ground.”

I have to figure the slavers aren’t expecting us. Even if they know the girls and I are in the area somewhere, they have to think we aren’t much of a threat. Then something else comes back to me… something I heard goblins say the first day we arrived. Something about smelling humans. About humans returning to the Eros Woods. Fox girls, cat girls, dwarves…. but no humans. Why no human villagers? Is that what is bringing The Master here with his army. Is he after my girls? Are human women even more valuable than these exotic monster girls are?

Well, this place is definitely going to burn.

No one will be alive to harm any of my girls.

I explain my plan to everyone. It isn’t the most complex strategy but I am of the philosophy that sometimes the best solution is the simplest one. If we had the ability to attack at night… to somehow withstand the lure of the Three Cousins… my plans would have been much different. Nevertheless, as of right now, only Jordyn and Londyn can withstand the lure of the three moons.

“You ready Sammi?” I ask.

She nods her head.

“Then grab hold of me.”

Sammi wraps her arms around my chest from behind. I love how she feels, and my manhood twitches. “This is nice,” she whispers in my ear. She squeezes my chest and then adds. “Those are some muscles you have. For the record, I’m all into helping to complete Girls Just Want To Have Fun.”

My body tingles all over. “I was taught not to play with fire,” I quip. “But I’ll risk it with you.”

“Oh, you’ll enjoy the heat I can bring,” she quips back. Then I feel her tense up behind me before she says, “I’m ready Brandon when you are.”

I channel the needed crystals then I whisper Protector’s Wrath. With Sammi clutching me, both of us sort of jerk away from our current position in the woods. A blink of an eye later we are fifty feet away from the main entrance to the compound.

“You okay?” I ask Sammi

“Fine,” she murmurs.

I have to have faith in her to follow through on our plan. The hobgoblins are shocked when two figures appear out of the air not far in front of them. I move up just a few feet to give Sammi the room she needs. I feel the heat emanating from the Fire Barrier she activates that offers her protection against all projectiles.

When the two hobgoblins rush towards me, I channel the needed crystals and then project my will. I feel the mind of the larger of the two hobgoblins. It is a dark cesspool of cruelty and hatred. His mind makes me want to wretch. I fight through the poison and latch onto his mind.

The Word of Command takes over and his mind is mine!

I point to his companion to the left and shout, “Kill him!”

The hobgoblin I have control over tackles his buddy, both of them stumbling to the ground just a dozen or so feet away.

A cloud of black smoke trails into the air from the outpost. I glance up as Sammi hurls a second and then a third fireball over the wall. 

I almost trip backwards into the fire shield as the two hobgoblins nearly roll into me. The hobgoblin I have control over seems to be the one winning. I take Spirit and thrust downward into the back of the one his is fighting.  He cries out as I twist the blade before jerking it free. When my possessed hobgoblin tosses the dead body from him, I plunge Spirit into his chest, blood spurting out as I pull the blade free.

Killing is getting way too easy.

In front of me, the outpost walls are ablaze, the dry timbers crackling and smoking.

I glance up at the two guard towers. The guard that was stationed in the tower that faced the slave pens is slumped over the edge. I don’t have time to eye the other tower as that is when the gates of the outpost burst open and orcs and goblins come streaming out. Behind them, I see a great conflagration.

“Get out of here Sammi,” I bark.

A small object, maybe the size of a nectarine, sails into the midst of the humanoids fleeing from the burning outpost. For the beat of a heart, nothing happens, then body parts are flying, and the dying and wounded demi humans are screaming and groaning. The sound of the explosion from Izzy’s grenade is damn loud and my head rings so loudly I think my eardrums might explode.

I need Izzy to make a lot more of these little balls of death.

Too bad we just had the one.

Paige wasn’t lying when she said she had a damn good throwing arm, especially now with her increased Strength.

While the explosion killed and maimed a number of the monsters, a large contingency rush out through the smoldering ashes.

Five minutes isn’t long, but it’s long enough for what needs to be done.

I invoke Protector’s Shield, and it’s just in time as I hear several clicks and crossbow bolts that would have killed me, bounce from the now impenetrable barrier that surrounds me. From behind me, two arrows twang in rapid succession. One takes a goblin in the chest while the other glances off an orc’s scaled armor. Then I rush forward, Spirit clenched in both hands.

I roar a battle cry and impale the closest orc. A second one stumbles like a drunk after a dozen shots of grain alcohol, and his sword glances off the impenetrable shield surrounding me. I rush towards him, swinging the blade with so much force that it cleaves through his rib cage and half way into his torso.

Around me, two or three orcs have simply stopped moving, a rictus of terror etched on their grizzled faces. Two goblins shriek in terror as though they have just seen the face of the devil and flee.

“Oh, the Fear you instill in your enemies is great. You are the hand of death my Lord,” Penny says proudly in my mind.

“Penny! Stop distracting me. Just let me know when I have thirty seconds left.”

“Anything for you my brave and sexy lord,” she responds.

The other girls who have been waiting for the right moment, rush out from the woods. Londyn is the first to join the madness, and she crushes the skull of a hobgoblin with a great stroke of her warhammer. Nikki is soon nearby as well and pushes her two palms outward, and two goblins get blasted with balls of energy that cave in their chests. Sammi unleashes her Fire Fiend, and a fiery humanoid shape lashes out with a whip of flame. I don’t see any more as several enemies come after me.

They do not live for long.

After I hew down my sixth or seventh opponent, they catch on that their weapons can’t harm me and two hobgoblins charge me trying to slam me to the ground. I brace for an impact that never comes. Their eyes cross and blood drips from their faces.

“Just thirty seconds left my brave and heroic Lord,” Penny announces.

Brave and heroic. What’s up with all the flattery, I wonder for a moment before I gather my wits and charge forward. I take out one of the hobgoblins before an explosion of pain wracks my entire bode from an electrical current hurled at me.  My hauberk is actually smoking from where the bolt of lightning just struck. If I had been a normal human, this would have been a fatal attack. However, I know I am only alive because of my Hard Skin, my above human Strength and my smoldering magical armor which is now drained of the extra protection it affords when fully charged with spirit crystals.

I shrug off the last of the prickling sensation looking for who the hell just shot me with a lightning bolt.

When I do glance quickly, Paige is on the ground bleeding from several wounds. A hulking brute of an orc hovers above her with his enormous two-handed sword ready to cut my girl in two. He swings down and Paige moves sluggishly out of the way at the last moment. A feeling of warmth and peace suddenly comes over me. And the last vestiges of pain from my burnt flesh ebbs away. Paige appears invigorated as well and leaps to her feet. All signs of being injured are gone. She clutches a small figurine in her hand and then where Paige had been just a moment ago stands a large jet-black panther that leaps into the air and lands on top of the orc.

Then I see my nemesis. A gnarled bone colored wand—like something Harry Potter wielded—is aimed at me from one of the most beautiful women I have ever seen.  Although she is an orc, she is hot. With big brown eyes, and braided brown hair that hangs down her back. Her body is shapely and her breasts larger than even Maeve’s. I think if I were of a lower rank that I would have surrendered to this deadly beauty.

“She’s their leader, Lord Brandon,” Penny announces. “The wand’s cool down is about to end. Kill her now!”

I heed my Compendium’s warning. Two goblins step in front of me trying to protect her. “Die!” I howl like a demon from hell. It’s probably not the right time to use this ability but I activate Deadly Rage. I feel a surge of energy, and like adrenaline, it shoots straight into my heart. Fire runs through my veins. Dark and deadly impulses take over me.

I am the hand of death.

Swinging the sword overhead, it strikes between the neck and the shoulder of an orc, nearly cutting him in two.

I must kill all of my enemies.

I must defend and protect my girls. And the best way to do that is destroy those who would harm them.

I turn around and slice open the stomach of one of the goblins. A sword from an orc cuts my arm, but I don’t feel it through my rippling rage. I pay the orc back by plunging my sword through his neck. My eyes focus on the dark as coal eyes of the slaver leader. I sense something from her—fear.

I like her fear. 

Let her and anyone else who would do me and my girls harm fear me. 

Her eyes widen as my fear passive ability triggers.

She raises the wand with a trembling hand and points it dead center at me. Instinct takes over and I roll to the ground like an acrobat. She is quick and lowers the wand at me. She’s about to zap me to death with a bolt of energy that has enough power to light a small city.   I rush forward and swipe Spirit—not at the wand, but at the arm holding it. She shrieks! And the arm that had been clutching the bone wand falls to the ground. Blood pumps and gushes from the stump of her arm.

She turns to flee from me but is met by one of Nikki’s katana’s bursting through her gut and out her back. The orc leader’s corpse falls forward onto the sword. Nikki takes several deft steps back, pulls the sword from the orc’s gut. My lover looks down at her reddened blade and flicks the sword to dislodge the gore. The action turns me on!  My wife is a badass. Not only in the bedroom but on the battlefield as well.

I spin about but there are no more enemies for me to cut down. 
A part of me is angered by the lack of enemies.

It takes me a moment but the rage slips away.

“Is everyone alright?” I ask.

A panther, black as night, saunters up to me… its maw covered in fresh blood. She lifts her head, emerald green eyes flash at me. Then the panther transforms and Paige stands inches from me… blood coating her black fur. Her eyes hold a wild, far-off look. Then they focus on me—a feral desire brimming in them.

She licks her lips and something changes as her face curls in disgust. “Yuck,” she curses and begins to spit furiously, clumps of torn flesh falling from her mouth. Her nails, I notice, are covered in blood as well. 
“Did you bite one of the orcs?” Alana asks.

“Drove my fangs into his neck. It felt good. I was the predator and the orcs and goblins prey to feed on.”

“How did you do that?” Lindsay asks.

“It was the figurine I received from the spider quest,” she explains. She sticks her fingers into her mouth and pulls out one more clump of flesh. Then she pulls out a canteen and begins to rinse out her mouth. “I won’t be using that figurine again for a while.”

“Aside from the gory fact you partially ate someone, what’s the issue?” Nikki asks. “Long cool down or something?”

“That’s not the problem. The issue is it takes a gold spirit crystal to recharge. So unless one of you have those hidden away somewhere, I won’t be charging it anytime soon. And it’s a shame because…” she closes her mouth for a moment before stating, “just something amazing about being in the body of a predator. Her eyesight and sense of smell were so much greater than that of a human. And her body… every muscle moved in concert.” Paige swishes some more fluid around in her mouth before spitting it out. Then she begins to wash her hands.

“Anyone hurt?” Alana asks.

Maeve reveals a large gash down her thigh and a puncture wound in her shoulder. Alana lays her hands first on the gash, which quickly closes up. Not even a scar is left behind. The puncture wound is deep and takes her a full minute to heal. Londyn is favoring one leg, and then I notice the arrow sticking from her thigh.

“Londyn,” I snap. “Why didn’t you say something?”

“Just wanted to see how long I could bear the pain for,” she states as though that explains it. “I’m trying to build up my Fortitude or Stamina. I figure if enduring pain worked for Paige then maybe it would work for me also.”

“Will that work Penny?” I ask.

“It might,” she responds. “The Voice is often a fan of people who think outside of the cube as they say in your world.”

“I think you mean box,” Alana says aloud for Penny and all to hear.

“Holy crap,” Sammi comments out of the blue. “We won. We killed all of the slavers.”

“That’s because you fried a bunch of them,” Lindsay comments. “My Abilities are so lame compared to yours.”

“You kept us hidden,” Alana states as she turns her head. “I was able to use that Mass Heal without having to worry about anyone attacking us.”

“Curious,” I say. “We haven’t received a notification about the quest being complete.”

I open the map display. Three green dots are interspersed among around fifty blue dots. The dots are moving slowly, making their way back towards Moondale. Then I spot a lone green dot heading back our way. I have a suspicion who it is but it will take them a few minutes to reach us.

“Dammit,” I mutter. “They’re all dead. We needed one alive to find out about the ogre homeland.”

“We’ll just have to find out another way,” Nikki offers. “Maybe one of the villagers knows.”

“Well we have some time to worry about that,” I say.

Warning, The Quest Board states, the bodies of the slavers will depart in five minutes.

“The Quest Board is usually a chatty Kathy,” Bridget states. “But that’s the shortest message she’s ever given us.”

“Yeah,” Sammi adds. “Why hasn’t she said anything about us finishing the quest?”

“Maybe we still need to get the villagers back to Moondale.”

I crouch by the body of the slaver leader. Mass Loot!

I take a step back as a mound of burned and scarred armor, swords, bloodied clothing, bows, arrows along with other equipment appears in the place of the corpse.

“We have to pick and choose from now on,” Nikki complains

“You have that option,” Penny responds for all to hear. You can see a list of which items you want to loot and which can depart with the body.”

“I just came to this knowledge,” Penny explains. “I believe if you touch the mound, Lord Brandon, that you can see all of the items piled there and then discard the others.”             

“Like a video game inventory,” Sammi cuts in. Nikki crooks an eye at her. “Yeah. Yeah. I played a few open world games in my time. So what?”

I approach the mound and lay my hand on it. “What do I do?” I ask.

“It is similar to your Identify Object. Just sort of focus on the pile and it will come into focus.”

I do as Penny suggests. Most of the items are ruined. The ones that aren’t ruined have value if sold in the General Store, but we have no way to haul stuff back with us. Just one item stands out—a vial of swirling blue liquid. I focus on the item and then it appears in my hand. It’s cool to the touch. The only other thing of value to us is an abundance of spirit crystals: five thousand white, two thousand green, one thousand blue, and one hundred silver.

“What is that?” Nikki asks, looking at the liquid in my hand.

“Not sure. But besides a load—and I mean a ton of crystals—this is all we got. We’ll check it out when we get back.”

“And the crystals?” Paige asks. “I really want my cut so I can rank up.”

“Me too,” Bridget echoes the sentiment.

“Let’s do that when we get back. We should get out of here and catch up with the others.”

“Lord Brandon,” Penny interjects. “Look what my help has done. Your Mass Loot ability has now been upgraded to Auto Loot. Instead of having to come into contact with a corpse to loot it, all crystals, unique items, quest items, and crystal infused items will automatically appear in front of you. If you wish for common items, such as plain weapons and armors to appear as well, I can arrange that for you too.”

“Can I share Auto Loot with the others?”

“You can only share this advanced ability with paramours who are Rank Three or above. So none of them yet. Though I am certain several of them will be Rank Three very soon.”

I’m about to tell the others about the upgraded ability when Maeve emerges from the tree line and heads in our direction.

“Before you say anything, husband, I came back to help. Except it seems my help isn’t needed.”

“What happened?” I asked.

“Olivia is a real beast. One of the rank two slavers was guarding the slaves with a half dozen large orcs. She used something called Might and that spear of hers burst right through his chest. He was dead before he could even register what was happening. She makes Wonder Woman look like a frail chick. Maria burst the eardrums of a different orc then stabbed —awkwardly I might add—her rapier through his chest. Jordyn touched one of them and he aged like a hundred years in a few seconds and then collapsed to the ground. The fight ended a few seconds later. The villagers are free and the others are taking them back to Moondale. There is one problem though. A big pain in the ass problem.”

“And what’s that?” I ask.

Alex appears in front of us before Maeve can tell us about the issue with the villagers.

“We gotta go!” Alex warns, panic in her voice.

“What’s wrong?” I ask.

“I think that Master guy is heading here. And he’s no orc.”

“Well what is he?” I ask.

“Not sure,” Alex answers. “I wasn’t getting close to look. He was far away and I nearly peed myself from fright. And he’s got a damn army with him.”

“Army.” Lindsay swallows.

“Hundreds of orcs and goblins. Half of them are riding on these large creatures that look like a mashup of a horse and a boar.”

“How long until they get here?”

“Maybe ten minutes,” she responds. “We can’t beat them.” She tugs at me, frantic in her haste to move us. “We gotta go.”

Updated quest, The Quest Board announces, Defeat The Master And His Horde. Note: The Master does not care about the freed slaves. However, he intends to run them down with his current force, slaughter them and feed their remains to his hogs. The Master wishes to capture and enslave all human paramours in the Eros Woods. Warning: The Master and his horde are too deadly for Lord Brandon and his paramours to currently fight. The only hope is to escape to Moondale and battle them with the combined forces of all paramours. If the villagers are brought beyond the town’s walls in time, they will assist in its defense. Even then, it might not be enough.

“You heard her!” I shout. “We haul ass to the others and then get back to Moondale.”

“You think the shields and walls will protect us?” Nikki asks.

“They have to,” I respond nervously. “They just have to.”


CHAPTER 30: INTERLUDE

Alex leads the way, first at a slow walk, and then a steady jog.  Not wanting to stop to look at the map I ask Penny, “How far are we from catching up to the villagers?”

“You are still half a mile away from them. They are weak and moving very slowly. So you’ll catch them quickly.”

“And The Master and his army?” I ask.

“He’s just reached the burning remnants of the outpost.”

“Dammit all to hell!” I groan aloud.

“Oh no,” Penny gasps, “a band of the mounted orcs are on your scent and will catch up to you soon. Most of The Master’s army are Rank Two with a few that are Rank Three. I fear you and the paramours will not be able to drive them off and protect the villagers at the same time. Most of your Rank One paramours will probably be slaughtered within moments of the battle starting. I suggest you and the rest of the paramours flee back to Moondale and abandon the villagers to their fate.”

“I’m not leaving anyone out here to die!” I scream. “So don’t suggest it again.”

“I need to slow them down—to harry them,” I inform Penny.

“You are vital to everything. If nothing else, at least save yourself.”

“I’m done with you for now Penny,” I scold her. “You rattle around in my mind and thoughts yet have no idea who I am.”

“Stop!’ I shout for all to hear.

All about me the girls stop.

“What’s wrong?” Maeve asks.

“The Master’s scouts are on our trail, with a fucking army close behind.”

“We fight them then,” Paige declares, gripping her spiked club tightly.

“No! We can’t” I respond. “You heard what The Quest Board said. That if we fight them  we will all be slaughtered. I want you all to catch up to the villagers and then get them back to Moondale. Alex, you need to head there directly and warn the others that we’re about to be attacked.”

“What do you plan to do, lover, while we’re all fleeing?” Nikki chides me.

“I’m going to slow them down!”

“By yourself,” Alex scoffs.

“The scouts will be here in several minutes,” Penny states anxiously. “You must flee now my lord.”

“Goddammit!” I clench my fist. “This is not a request or up for debate. This world made me a Defender – your defender. And that’s what I plan to do.” 

I know what I am about to do will have severe consequences down the road. But my mind is made up. These women are more important to me than my life. And if we all survive, I risk losing them all over what I am about to do.  Nevertheless, I’d rather they survive and hate me as opposed to the alternative.

“Listen to me,” I pronounce, combining my Voice of Authority with my Project Will. That primal side of me pushes my power outward and it catches my girls in their grip.

“Get the villagers back to Moondale. Now. And get everyone ready to fight. Now go!”

My will is iron, striking my paramours. Some try to resist, but that pulsing from within me hammers their resistance until there is none left. The girls stare back at me with blank— doll-like expressions and I know my words have latched onto their souls. I get a notification Voice of Authority and Project Will have been upgraded to Commands of the Harem Lord, Tier Two and Lord’s Word, Tier two. I feel sick. I want to look away from what I’ve done, from my betrayal. 

Somewhere in the back of their minds, they know a compulsion has been placed upon them. Their eyes may be blank right now, but I can sense their anger and disappointment in me, especially with my wives. They are about to obey an order that is anathema to them.

Perhaps I am no better than Rex Moreland.

“I’m sorry my loves!” I cry out, my throat blocked with anguish. “Go! Get yourselves back to Moondale. Get yourselves to safety. I promise I won’t be far behind.”

“I love you,” I mouth and dash off to meet the advance scouting party. I know the girls are fighting the compulsion but my Abilities let me know they are still under the spell and will return to Moondale.

Now, just for the record, I do have a plan. Well, kinda a plan.

“Well it seems I’m going to have you all to myself,” Londyn quips at my side.

“Huh,” I stammer, shocked by her sudden appearance.

“You haven’t figured it out yet, have you? I’m your bodyguard. Your damn secret service. You can’t send me away. It’s my duty to take the metaphorical bullet for you.”

“Fuck!” I roar.

“Later Brandon. We’re gonna fuck good and long if we survive. So what’s the plan, boss man?”

“I was planning on going invisible with Prince Lamont’s Band,” I explain. “Figure I can wreak a bit of havoc for ten minutes before it wears off. I also have a few Abilities I was planning on trying out. And now I can’t use any of them because I have to protect you.”

Londyn grabs my hand and pulls me to a stop. Her dark eyes glare at me. “Protect me! Get over yourself. I can take care of myself. Don’t worry about me. I’ve got cancer in case you’ve forgotten. I’m on borrowed time. So, Brandon,” she utters the last two words in a chopped staccato manner, “if anyone should get the hell out of here, it should be you. I know you won’t. So, go and turn invisible and do whatever you have planned. I have a sigil I’ve been waiting to try out. If anything lover, you might want to stay out of my way.” She presses her mouth against mine before biting down on my lip. “I’m so wet right now it is ridiculous.” She chuckles. “Let’s go fuck up an army.”

I don’t need to ask Penny where the scouting party is. I can hear louds snorts, growling, and the snapping of twigs.

“She’ll be fine,” I mumble to myself, before slipping on Prince Lamont’s Band.

Did this thing work? I wonder.

I glance down and can see myself.

“Penny?” I ask, “Is this thing working?”

“I thought you were done with me!” She huffs.

I bite my lip. “Just tell me if I’m invisible because I can see myself.”

“No enemy will see you, hear you or smell you for the next nine minutes and forty seconds. It’s kind of hard to stab an enemy when you can’t see your arm or sword, so, yes, you can see yourself while others cannot.”

The first of the large boar like creatures lumbers from the woods. The damn thing is as big as a horse. A nearly seven-foot-tall orc sits astride it.

Time is limited, so I rush up to the creature, slicing Spirit across its front leg. The creature emits a grunted whimper followed by a roar, before its leg gives out and it stumbles to the ground. I plunge Spirit into its neck, blood spurting from the wound. The orc riding on top shouts in surprise with his mount tumbling to the ground. He loses his balance and falls face first to the earth below. He’s quick. I’ll give him that. He’s rolling to his feet and spins about searching for an enemy. As soon as his back is to me I stab him, making sure I twist the blade enough to sever his spine. He screams in pain so I quickly stab him in the throat. I yank the sword and he falls face first to the ground.

Every dead orc is one less that can harm one of my girls.

The other scouts must have heard the scuffle because half a dozen of them burst through the woods.

I slice open the side of the beast closest to me. The creature bucks and then falls on its side; the orc riding it is crushed beneath the enormous weight of the dying beast.

“Invisible enemy!” One of the orcs screams in a deep, guttural voice.

“How do we fight him?” another screams out.

I cut open the side of a third beast. They are hardy to say the least. But slashing them along the side causes a ton of bleeding, and it takes just seconds for them to bleed out.

“We should flee!” One of them shouts.

“You idiot. The Master will do worse than kill us,” the first orc screams.

What the hell is worse than death?

Behind the orcs, shards of wood and dirt from upturned trees explode all over. 
Londyn, you beautiful nympho, what have you done? I muse

However, the answer will need to wait as I have foes all around me who need to die. I rip open the stomach of one orc. He reaches down to grab his falling entrails when I bring my sword down two handed nearly slicing his skull and head in two.

I should be repulsed by the violence; instead, it is exciting and addictive.

One of the orcs senses my presence because he starts flailing his large sword back and forth to keep an invisible enemy at bay. He actually blocks a sword thrust by some miracle which throws me a bit off balance. So I go low and hack at his leg. He staggers to the ground. I take the tip of Spirit and push it through his eye.

“Ugh,” I groan, at the sound of an exploding eyeball and the gore that follows.

I look around but there are no more enemies.  Pools of blood, mixed with gore and entrails, coat the killing field all about me.

“How much longer till the invisibility wears off?” I ask Penny.

“Just three minutes! You should head north. Your paramour is a sight to behold.”

I rush off towards the north. Deafening screams fill the air. I come into sight of …              My dad used to like those old cheesy science fiction B-movies. And I’ve run into a scene from one of them.

I stare up at a fifty-foot-tall version of Londyn. The giants we fought just a short time ago would have been pipsqueaks next to her. Bodies of broken and mangled orcs lay crushed in a heap. Some are obviously dead with skulls and chests burst apart. The moans of the dying fill the heavy air.              

Trees lay on their sides or split in two all around her. She has cleared a path with her now thirty-foot long warhammer, the head of which is larger than a damn anvil. She crushes an orc with her foot. I cringe at the thought of the broken body beneath her foot. Then she swings the head of the warhammer like a pendulum. An orc cries out as it's carried into the air like a golf ball struck from a driving iron. He sails through the air and strikes a thick tangle of branches and leaves, before his broken corpse plummets to the earth.

“Two minutes!” Penny shouts out.

Damn it. I think.

I just wasted precious time watching my gigantic nymphomaniac bodyguard lay waste to an army of orcs. 
I have to admit it. She looks damn sexy as a giantess.

Focus. I mutter and I stick Spirit through the back of one orc. A deep gurgling sound escapes his lips followed by a wheezy gasp before he falls. When his partner turns to see what has happened, I pull the blade free and swing with all the strength I can muster at his neck. The sword cuts through so cleanly and with such little resistance that I lose my footing for a moment.

I have enough sense not to wade into the midst of the orcs. If they can’t see me then I have to assume that Londyn can’t see me either. I really don’t need her stomping on me.

“How long will she stay like that?” I ask Penny.

“I am not certain,” she admits. “Many of her powers are hidden from me as well.”

“Retreat!” an orc about fifty feet away shouts, his voice booming over the din of the destruction.

“The Master you fools,” an orc screams. “He will slay her.”

The orcs scatter. “Come back you cowards,” Londyn’s voice booms like a megaphone. She swings her warhammer overhead and connects with the skull of a fleeing orc. It is like something out of an old cartoon and the orc is driven halfway into the ground with its skull shattered.

“Thirty seconds,” Penny shouts out.

Then I see The Master emerge from the woods beyond Londyn. He is gangly and nearly seven feet tall. Though Londyn is a giant, The Master somehow seems even larger and greater than she is. A gray, billowing robe surrounds his body. There is no breeze so I am not certain what is allowing it to move like it does. Or is it a gray mist? I can’t really tell. His hood is lowered and his face is that of a corpse – desiccated and shrunken. However, his eyes are alive—two gleaming gems of brightest red.

“Now it’s your turn, Master,” Londyn scoffs as she steps towards The Master ready to squash him beneath her boot like he’s a cockroach.

The Master raises his palms outwards with thumbs touching. Londyn’s leg lifts into the air ready to finish off The Master when… how do I best describe it. I can almost see the force that slams into Londyn—like it is a tangible thing that can be felt. Her body, which is the size of a building, rises into the air.

Londyn’s screams dig into my soul like a dull blade hacking and slashing my innards. Then her body sails past me like she was shot from a rocket. Her body slams into one tree, shattering it in two as she passes through it, demolishing more trees as she flies through them.

“Look!” an orc screams and points at me.

“Bring the Harem Lord to me!” The Master commands.

Londyn. 

I need to get to her.

I need to get her to safety.

And how does he know I am a Harem Lord?

No time for questions.

I roar as fury fills me.

I raise my hand and let loose Righteous Sparks, projecting its epicenter to form among the cluster of orcs nearest me. The area fills with a million fiery embers. Delicate and ethereal in appearance… until they land on my enemies. The orcs begin to burn and simmer.

Burn! 

Die! 

The smell of them burning to death is intoxicating.  

I have no time to revel in their immolation. I turn tail and run through the woods towards Londyn. I think about activating Burst of Speed or the upgraded Sonic Step but am afraid I will lose my footing among the uprooted and overturned trees. I weave my way through the destruction as fast and safely as I can.

“Ah!” I grunt as I almost stumble. There is a sting and then my back, nearly in the middle, begins to burn. It is followed a moment later by a second, sharp pain, this one in my upper thigh where a crossbow bolt juts out.

I hobble and stumble forward.

My Londyn.

I must reach her.

I must save her.

I was such an idiot… Maeve was right.

“Owwwww,” I hear Londyn whimper. Then I see her. Back in her normal body. Her arm is bent at an unnatural angle and part of her face is bashed and bleeding heavily. Her breathing is shallow and ragged.

There is no time to think. Just to act.

I’ve planned for a contingency just like this.

An arrow sails past me and thumps into a tree in front of me.

I scoop Londyn up in my arms.

“I got you, lover,” I whisper softly.

Her limp body is light in my protective arms.

“Interlude!” I scream.

Before the last syllable is uttered, the portal opens in front of me. I don’t hesitate but run right through the gateway. Other than a small sense of disorientation, I emerge on the other side with my unconscious bodyguard cradled in my arms.

My knees give out and I crash to the ground, a field of wildflowers surrounding me.

The adrenaline rush dissipates and the pain in my back lances through me. My breathing comes out in gasps as I struggle to fill my lungs, feeling a sharp jagged pain with each inhale.

The Voice had explained that Interlude was a place of safety—a sanctuary where I could rest for an hour—a refuge for the dying and injured.  I lower Londyn to the ground, wincing at the sharp pain with the movement.  I trace my hands over her face, even unconscious she’s beautiful to me. I struggle to take another deep breath, wincing. I am pretty sure an arrow punched through my armor and hit my lung—thus my shortness of breath.

“Penny!” I call out.

“Londyn is unconscious. I think she might be dying. Will Interlude be enough to heal her?”

“There are things broken inside of her… and the dark energy The Master struck her with is eating away at her as well.”

“Will Interlude save her? If not, does Alana have the power to save her?”

“Paramour Alana does not have that strength. When she completes the Caduceus quest with you she might. I suggest you complete that quest as soon as you can.”

“Well what do I do?” I ask. An urgent desperation comes over me. “Can you give me any help?”

Bluish wildflowers sway from an unknown breeze. One of the flowers, I think it’s an orchid—starts to grow to enormous proportions until it forms into a cerulean goddess. A diaphanous light blue dress hangs loosely from a shapely woman with dark blue skin. Even her eyes are blue, though they are light in contrast to the rest of her. Long straight blue almost greenish hair hangs down her back. She stands nearly six feet tall with a firm, almost muscular build—yet sexy as all hell. Her breasts have to be D-cups or larger. Her hips are thick but shapely, and her legs long and toned.

“Hello human man,” she says in a soft voice.

There is a tap on my back.

I turn my head. Two legs appear in front of me. Then gazing further up a nude form is a soft mound of plush green hair that surrounds the womanhood of a new being. I raise my eyes more to take in this green beauty. There is not a stitch of clothing on her. Her hair is brown and braided. Her five foot or so stature is lithe and curvy. Her breasts are tiny, maybe the size of apples. And her eyes are the lightest green I have ever seen. I could lose myself in them.

I feel something fluttering and then swivel my head forward again.

A figure hovers in front of me. She is the length of my palm. But I can tell this diminutive being is all woman, with golden, lustrous hair, and eyes the color of the deep blue sea. Her voice is sweet and flighty. “It’s you. The one Fiona told us so much about. The one with the tasty man seed.”

“It is him. I can smell the water nymph’s essence still on him,” the green skinned beauty states.

“We are told you need help,” the blue-skinned woman replies, holding out a hand nearly as large as my own. She pulls me up. I grunt as the arrow in my back moves slightly. “Oh this is a nasty thing. You mortals love your little weapons. No place for that here. She touches the arrow and it fades away. The pressure in my chest dissipates and I can breathe again. Then she touches the bolt lodged in my thigh and it too fades away.

“I need help,” I cry out, spinning around as all three women surround me.

“I hope it is this sort of help you want, human man?” the green woman asks, grabbing my crotch. “Because I like to give that kind of help.”

“I want to help too,” the little hovering woman adds.

“He’s not here for that kind of help, little sister,” the blue lady explains.

“I thought he was here to play. Fiona said he was fun to play with,” the fairy creature

whines.

“Fiona,” I repeat.

“Yes, she has told us all about you,” the green woman states. “But it seems she has not told you about us.”

“Are you a witch?” the flying lady asks.

I stammer. “No. I’m Brandon. Who are you?”

“Not supposed to ever give my name to a witch my sire told me endless days ago,” the flying creature states.

“While there are male witches little sister, he is not a witch, but just a man. And a great man from what Fiona says. The one who killed the snake who had been so bothersome. The woman looks at me. “I am Cerul, and she,” pointing to the green haired woman, “is Dioma. And our fluttering sister is Junia.”

“I need your help. Londyn is dying.” I get down on my knees and cradle my bodyguard in my arms. Her chest moves slightly, indicating that she is still alive.

Junia lands on top of Londyn. She lays little hands on her chest. She scrunches her tiny fist. “Ouchy ouch ouch,” she cries and flies away to land on Cerul’s shoulder.

“The old darkness… it is in her…” Junia cries out.

“What is the old darkness?” I ask.

“Something long gone… both a gift and a curse,” Cerul answers.

“Help her!” I plead. “Can you save her? I will do anything. Anything at all.”

“No!” Penny screeches. “You must never make deals with the fey.”

“Fey,” I blurt out.

“That old name,” Dioma scoffs.

“We are who we are? And we can help. Oh, we can help. Can’t we sister?” Dioma offers.

Cerul comes up to me. “Interlude will heal her shattered body. It will take more than the time that any mortal is allowed to remain here. The Soundless Lands call to her.”

“We can help, sister, can’t we?” Dioma asks.

“Oh yes,” Junia squeals, clapping her hands as she soars around me. “We can help. Yes we can. But what you ask will endanger our home… endanger it indeed.”

“That it could,” Cerul replies to her sisters. “Yet if he pays the price we’ll be stronger… our lives extended even beyond the end… into the next of times.”

Londyn gives out a ragged breath.

“She’s dying. You need to help her,” I plead frantically.

“Can we trust him?” Dioma asks.

“Fiona says we can, so then we can. Yessy we can,” Junia sings.

“But that last human was stuffed fat with corruption,” Dioma adds.

“Yes, his seed was most foul—like a rotten apple,” Cerul states.

“But your seed, Fiona tells us, is like pomegranate—sweet and delicious,” Junia coos.

The last human.

I don’t question them about that comment. I will ask Penny later. Londyn is all that matters now.

“Will you help her?” I ask.

“We shall,” Cerul replies as the wildflowers surrounding Londyn grow around and over her until she is gone from sight.

She sleeps in Interlude’s warm embrace,” Dioma explains. “When you come to pay the price we shall return her good as new.”

“What is that price?” I ask, though I already have an idea of what these three fey desire from me.

“You shall come back to us and play with all our sisters who wish to play,” Dioma explains

“It has been many dreams since we have enjoyed man seed,” Junia adds.

“When do you need me to come back?” I ask. Even though I know that just moments are passing outside beyond the portal, I need to get back to my paramours, especially with a Rank Four demon out there with the power to fling a giant like it is nothing.

“Our time is not your time, human,” Cerul explains. “You can’t measure it… but time is just time here—never stagnant, always moving—never coming, never going.”

“And what is soon for you will be evermore for us,” Dioma adds, “Wait too long and we shall forget where your lover rests draped with the lovely flowers…”

“What did the other one call it? Junia asks hovering in the air, “Tomato?”

“No, not tomato? Dioma corrects her. “I think that is one of their pets”

“Tangerine, tuber…no…what do you call it human?” The next time you are here. You are here now and then shall sleep and then return to us. The time after dreams?” the fairy asks.

“Tomorrow… Do you mean tomorrow?”

“Yes,” Cerul states. “Tomorrow.” She says the word like she is trying it out for the first time… which it seems she is.

“Yes, come back tomorrow,” Junia states. “And then you shall play with us until we are all sated”

“And if I die or can’t return?” I ask

“Then we eat your lover,” Junia answers.

Anger roils in me before the fairy begins to laugh.

“We do not eat humans anymore,” Cerul states.

Anymore? I wonder but don’t dwell on it.

“If you do not return, she will join us, become one of us." She pauses and sniffs the air. “Ah, Fiona has already named her sister. She is a creature not unlike us—free of all inhibitions.” Then she pauses again, “Your body is whole and the woods beyond our doorway calls you back.”

I glance at the portal, hesitating.

I hadn’t really thought out the next part of my plan. My main goal had been to save Londyn, and now that she is safe—what? An army waits for me beyond, with a leader who is stronger than I am. I clench my teeth at my sudden impotence.

Junia soars up in front of me. “Why do you not leave? You should go because then you can come back to us and start the merrymaking.”

He is scared sisters,” Cerul states. “Great darkness waits for him outside.”

“It will destroy him and then we shall never feed on his seed,” Junia pouts. The fairy soars high into the air. And then shoots like a bullet towards a large redwood tree at the entrance to the forest below a gentle hill. Then she shoots back towards me and lands on my shoulder.”

“The box,” she announces excitedly from my shoulder.

“Yes, the foul box,” Dioma states.

“It is good indeed that we have not forgotten about the box like we have so many other things,” Cerul states.

“We cannot forget it. It smells so vile… like the foulness we left so many dreams ago,” Dioma comments.

Cerul looks at me. “The last human brought that box here to hide it. Though hide if from whom, who can say. An old darkness lingers in it.”

“If you are willing to look into the darkness,” Junia explains. “It might save you so you can come back to play.”

“Or it could destroy him, little sister,” Cerul remarks.

“Well that would be no fun. No fun at all,” Junia complains.

Junia flutters from my shoulder and hovers in front of me. It looks like a matchbox is clenched between her little hands. “Take it. Doesn’t belong here.”

I hold out my hand and she drops the box into my palm.

“What the hell?” I mumble as the box changes size once it makes contact with my hand. It almost tumbles to the ground and I catch it with my other hand. It’s maybe the size of a small cookie tin and made of a blackened wood I have never seen before. The box gives off heat. Nothing that will burn me—yet warm to the touch.

“Do not take that,” Penny states worriedly. “I am uncertain what it holds but is very bad—and very dangerous.”

“Can I identify it?” I ask her.

“I doubt it. Never trust the gifts of the fey.”

“Tell your tempestuous tome that she is the one not to be trusted,” Cerul snaps. “We are who we are and do not pretend to be otherwise. While she wishes to be that which she can never be.”

“You shut up!” Penny shouts.

“I think that when he comes to play with us,” Dioma states, “that we leave the irksome tome on the other side.”

“Lord Brandon would never leave me behind,” Penny responds.

“Please stop,” I ask, worry coming back to me.

“Yes we shall stop for now,” Cerul states. “And when you come to us…oh the fun we will have.”

All about me dozens of other fey appear. They are all nude or seminude—one more alluring than the next. Part of me wants to never leave this place, and simply frolic with these lovelies forever.

Frolic. I would never say that word.

I shake my head, pushing against their siren call.

I gulp.

Am I supposed to please them all when I return?

There is no way that is possible.

There is one of me and literally dozens of them.

“The portal calls you,” Cerul says. “I offer you one more gift—this one freely given. We do not usually meddle in the affairs of the mortals.”

“But meddle we must,” Junia pipes in. “If the nasty Soundless Land claims you, then far too many dreams we will need to wait. And waiting is growing tiresome.”

Cerul walks up to me, places her hands around my cheeks, and then plants a kiss upon me. Her lips are soft with a myriad of flavors upon them. Every nerve in my body comes alive, followed by my cock, which has not been aroused this entire time in Interlude.

“That is just a taste. So come back to us,” Cerul states.

“That was a hell of a gift,” I murmur stupidly, still feeling the after effects of that kiss.

“That was not the gift, silly human,” Junia quips.

Then what was it?

“They have given you back all your Abilities – the ones you should not have access to until tomorrow.” Penny explains. “It was done for selfish reasons though. They need you—they want you to live and to pleasure them all.”

“Do I have a chance once I step through?” I ask Penny.

“More of a chance to survive out there than to survive being drained and left a withering husk by a horde of horny fey.”

“Penny, did you just make a joke?”

“I wish I had,” she says.

“Go! Now!” Cerul orders. “The portal closes and you cannot remain any longer.”

Then an invisible hand pushes me, and I am stumbling through the portal.


CHAPTER 31: SURVIVAL

I stagger from the portal and slam into the back of a huge orc that towers several inches above me. We connect so hard that he crashes into the ground with a resonating thud as his head connects with the trunk of an upturned tree.

“Shit!” I shout aloud and channel the crystals needed for Protector’s Shield. I feel the tingling sensation of the energy field all around me. Hundreds of enemies surround me. I spy The Master about seventy-five feet away with his palms extended out in the direction of a doorway similar to the one I just exited from Interlude. Except his is filled with a swirling gray mist. A steady stream of orcs, goblins, hobgoblins, and other humanoids leap and run from the portal.

“Damn it!” I curse.

I hack down one orc and then a second. They throw themselves against the shield, but true to its description, no physical attack can reach me. I sweep my sword sideways and cut open the side of an orc. He grunts before he and ten or so orcs all around him are consumed in roiling flames. I am blinded by the intensity of the fire that burns all around me… but in my protective bubble I feel neither the heat nor do the flames touch me.

A wizard—or shaman just tried to fry me. If not for the Protective Shield, I would have been fried.

A vision of innocent Lindsay being consumed in flames passes through me.

The image of Londyn’s broken body nearly blinds me with fury.

These sons of bitches cannot reach my girls.

I won’t let them come to harm.

“Penny!” I scream desperately. “How do I close that portal?”

“You cannot!” Her voice is frantic. “You must flee now and warn your paramours that an army is approaching them. The only hope you have is if your walls hold long enough for those inside to inflict enough damage.”

“Our walls won’t hold long against this many of them!” I scream aloud.

I block a sword thrust instinctually and then drive the tip of Spirit right below the Adam’s apple of an orc. I inch my way towards The Master. If I can kill him, maybe we stand a chance.

“Run!” Penny screams. “Your protection will run out soon and then you will be slaughtered.”

I feel a burning heat at my hip. I stare down thinking that maybe I have been stabbed even though that shouldn’t be possible in my state.  
The box.

“What does the box do Penny?” I shout the question as I rush forward towards The Master. He might be powerful, but I can sense that it is taking all of his strength to keep his portal open. The stream of enemies is down to a trickle, but the damage is done and hundreds of hulky brutes surround me. I kick an orc out of my way and then barrel through another one.

“Do not use it! I beg you!” Penny shouts out.

“Why the hell not?”

“Because you may die. And you are the key to everything.”

“The key to what?” I chop off the head of a hobgoblin that tries to block my way. A wall of them surrounds The Master, and I am going to have to hack my way through them to get to him.

“How much longer for the shield?” I ask.

“Less than a minute, my Lord Brandon,” she responds despondently. “You will never get to enjoy my avatar now. The fun I had planned for us. You will die and the paramours will not survive long without you to lead them and The Voice will need more recruits. And then I will become a lonely Rank One Compendium once more.”

Penny dropped a lot more information than I think she meant to about The Voice and herself. However, I can’t consider any of it right now.

The burning at my hip grows intense. I stop where I am. Orcs and hobgoblins slash, hack and pound at the shield that will soon collapse around me. I put Spirit in her scabbard and pull the box from the pouch at my hip. It feels like I am holding an atomic bomb and all that is keeping it contained is the lid.

I have to save my girls.

That’s all that matters.

They won’t survive against The Master and his army.

They will be captured and sold as slaves.

Never!

The Master and his entire army will die.

And if I need to die also, then so be it.

What sort of man would I be if I didn’t protect the women I love? And I do love some of them… and my heart has enough space in it to love all of them eventually.

“God, if you’re out there—look after Maeve, Alex, Nikki and the others.”

I activate Warden’s Wrath and disappear from the wall of foes trying to strike me down. A moment later, with Protector’s Shield about to end, I appear in front of The Master. I wrap my arms around like a vice. The body beneath the billowing robes is thin as a rail. The smell of decay and rot nearly overwhelms me. I swallow the bile rising to my throat and then pull the top from the box.

The world ends.

At least it feels that way.

The Master and I are at the epicenter of a mass detonation that sends shockwaves out in all directions, atomizing every orc, hobgoblin, tree and weed in its path. The Master disappears from my grip, turned to ash and dust.

The portal fades away.

My body is bombarded with some kind of force that tries to pull me apart.

“Ah shit,” I mutter as the Protector’s Shield collapses, and I am vulnerable again.

Penny screams in my mind.

I close myself off from her.

I smile.

My girls are safe!

I fall to the ground, darkness taking me.

◆◆◆

“Son of a bitch,” I mumble through a mouth full of ash and dust. I sit up and spit out the grime. I fumble at my side and grab for my canteen. I swish the spirit juice around before spitting it out. Once my mouth is clean, I take several swigs of the tepid liquid. The last of it I pour over my face to wash off the soot, especially the small flecks in my eyes.              

I pull myself to my feet.

The land is flat and dead all around me for as far as I can see. The trees are gone; the rocks and boulders are gone; the animals that once scurried about underfoot are gone.  It is all a Wasteland!

What the hell was in the box?

And now I know why a Harem Lord hid it in Interlude?

Had it been that psycho Rex?

Quest complete. The Voice announces.

Is that derision in his tone?

Is he pissed at me for what I just unleashed?

No matter.

“Where have you been?” I shout.

Quest complete, The Voice states again. The quest Save The Villagers has been completed. The villagers will soon be safe behind the walls of Moondale. The orc slavers have been destroyed. Quest complete: Defeat The Master And His Horde. The Master and his army have been eradicated, and your paramours are safe – this day – from joining The Soundless Lands.              

What do you mean, This day!” I yell.

The Voice ignores me and continues in his monotone.

The Outpost has been burnt to the ground and the chest in the Captain’s Quarters has been destroyed. All artifacts held within have been destroyed. Due to the destruction of the chest, a quest has been forever lost.

I snort, lost artifacts or quests are the last thing on my mind. This was a desperate act of a desperate man. The Voice may disapprove, but nothing can be done about it now.

The Voice is not done with me. This message is being share with all paramours. Lord Brandon has used a forbidden weapon from beyond the borders of the Eros Woods to defeat The Master and his army. The use of this weapon has made others from beyond The Veil aware of your presence in the Eros Woods. The Master may be the least of your problems. Warning: The forbidden weapon destroyed a future quest location. Warning: The Anvil of Miraculous Weapons has been lost. Warning: A small group of friendly goblins who were on their way to Moondale to seek asylum have been killed by the forbidden weapon. Lost Rewards: Four artifacts of power, The Bow of Bereavement, The Light of Lisantria, The Bag of Boundless Space, and a Recipe to construct a Boomstick have all been lost. Also lost, ten thousand white spirit crystals, five thousand green spirit crystals, two thousand five hundred blue spirit crystals, five hundred silver spirit crystals and twenty-five gold spirit crystals. 

The Voice stops speaking. Other than my own breathing, not a single sound comes from this wasteland all around me.

“What did you want me to do?” I shout. “Was I supposed to let some of the girls possibly die fighting against that mob!” My blood is boiling by now. “You made me a Protector and that is what I am going to be. Don’t blame me for doing what needed to be done.”

More silence.

“Say something!” I shout. “What do you want from me?”

 The Voice does something he has not done before. He answers a question.

I want nothing from you. I do, however, require something from you and your courtesans. And time is of the essence. You and your lovers must ascend quicker than you have. Those paramours who have hidden behind the walls will no longer be able to do so and will be required to accept at least one non-paramour quests every two days. If paramour Lindsay is brave enough to venture beyond the walls, then all your paramour should. The only exceptions are the Harem Mistress and paramours Amber and Hannah.  You, Lord Brandon, must complete the numerous quests you still have pending.  And quickly.  Furthermore, Lord Brandon, you have been a most lacking Harem Lord. I am extremely disappointed. Many of your paramours have yet to experience the true bliss that only you can release in them. I may need to punish your Harem Mistress again for not bringing more of them to your bed. Perhaps I shall have a private conversation with her again.

“Leave her alone!” I scream almost as a threat. “And now that I have your attention for once, what is it that you want from us? Why did you bring us here?”

You and I shall meet soon, Lord Brandon, The Voice replies. And if you ask the right questions, I will answer them. I leave you with this, Lord Brandon, the outcome of our meeting will decide all of our fates.

“All of our fates. What does that mean?”

However, The Voice is gone. I can just tell.   

Penny, who I am certain hid in the deepest depths of my mind to avoid the wrath of The Voice, remerges. “You are alive,” she says happily. “You are the first to confront The Voice and survive. Now do you see why I have been pushing you? As the saying from your planet goes. All of your paramours must get with the program.”

“Brandon!”

“Brandon!”

Two female voices cut through the air.

I see two figures in the distance but can’t make out exactly who is heading my way.

I glance at the map. A large swath of area not shown on the map before is suddenly revealed. Two of my paramours are headed in my direction. The others along with the fifty or so villagers aren’t that far from Moondale and should reach it soon.

Olivia and Maria soon come into sight.

The Bard moves her head back and forth staring at the devastation in disbelief.

Olivia approaches me. She drops her spear to the ground and then grabs my face with both her hands and begins to kiss me. She pulls her lips from mine and derides me, “You’re alive, you stupid fool. Maeve told me to maybe stab you a little bit after what you did to her and the others. But since you just destroyed an entire army of high-level enemies…”

“And saved us from having to fight them,” Maria cuts in.

“Well, it just seemed wrong to stab you. That’s all,” the Amazon says.

“We can’t guarantee that Maeve won’t stab you… just a little,” Maria adds. “In case you haven’t noticed, she has a temper.”

Then something dawns on Maria. “Oh my God. Where is Londyn? Did she—”

I cut her off. “She’s fine. Or at least she will be fine. It’s a long story. I’ll tell you all about Londyn, this weapon I just used, and my conversation with The Voice. I think I might have pissed him off.”

“Well, we have a story for you also,” Olivia cuts in, “starting with who we saved from the Slavers.”

“Who?” I ask.

“Hiroku,” Olivia almost spits out her name. “We freed Hiroku from the slavers.”


CHAPTER 32: WIVES

Oh shit!

We are still twenty or so feet from the gates of Moondale when Maeve, her cheeks red in fury, stomps towards me.

Olivia smiles at me. “You were safer with The Master. Good luck.” Then she retreats with Maria into the hamlet.

When my redheaded wife is just a foot away, she slaps me. There is force behind it and my cheek stings.

“Never!” she pokes me in the chest. “Ever,” she jabs me harder this time, “Use your Jedi mind shit on us. You got me!”

“I…”

Alex appears in front of me. “Don’t want to hear it! That’s some mean shit you pulled on us.”

Nikki is the next to tell me off as she comes into sight as well. “We aren’t some frail women. We’re more than capable of looking after ourselves. And we damn well are able to make our own damn decisions.”

“I...”

“We know,’ Maeve cuts me off, her face growing softer. “This is where it starts.”

“What starts?”

“Becoming a douchebag tyrant like Rex. You remember him?” she asks sarcastically. “The one who had one of his paramours execute some of the others?”

“I would never do that to anyone.”

“You don’t see it, do you?” Maeve says. “Some of the others are afraid of you. Scared of the power you possess and only see you getting stronger. Now they fear you will take over their minds and make them do things they don't want to do.”

“Frightened if they don’t want to sleep with you or be a good little paramour that you could plant the thought in their mind that it is their idea,” Nikki explains.

I open my mouth, but Alex cuts me off. “Don’t say you would never. You need to make us a promise that you will never do that again to any of us… no matter what the situation is.”

I don’t respond for many long seconds. When I finally do I say, “I am a Protector.  I think I finally grasp what that really means. It’s the nature of my class to do everything I can to keep you all from danger.” I pause a moment. Then say a bit dejectedly, “I know I hurt you.  And I know some of the others are frightened of me.  I don’t know.  Maybe I am headed down a dark road.”

“You’re not that kind of guy, Brandon,” Nikki says. 

“She’s right,” Alex agrees.  “Another guy in your position might have let this all go to their head.”
“Both heads,” Maeve quips. “If we thought you were that kind of guy, I don’t think we would have fallen for you.”

“And bound ourselves to you…and to each other,” Nikki says.

“How about a compromise,” I offer. “I swear I will not use my Project Will, that’s what it’s called by the way, against the three of you ever again.”

“You have to believe in all of us as we believe in you,” Nikki states.

“You believe in me?” Their answer is more important than they realize.

“Yes, you idiot.” Alex grabs my arm. “We trust you to get us home.”

“I’m going to do my best. I swear.”

“What happened out there, lover?’ Maeve asks, taking my other arm. “And where is Londyn? Is she okay?”

“She’s fine. I’ll explain everything.” I pause for a moment before adding, “So, Hiroku is back?”

“Unfortunately, the snake in the grass has returned,” Maeve responds.

“Where is she now?” I ask.

“With Kayla and Lindsay,” Alex tells me.

“The other cheerleaders are pissed at what she did,” Nikki explains. “They blame her for the deaths of Crystal and Inola. Let’s just say that they are questioning her."

“Lindsay’s not using her new Interrogation Ability on her, is she?” I ask concerned.

“You know Lindsay?” Nikki responds. “She wouldn’t do anything to harm Hiroku or anyone else.”

“The Ability is wasted on her,” Alex states.  “If I had it, I would find out exactly what is going on with Hiroku.”

“Maybe that’s why she was the one given the Ability,” I state.  “It’s just safer in her hands.”

“What do you mean?” Alex asks sharply.

“I think he means,” Nikki states.  “That The Voice didn’t want to tempt you with that power.”

Alex grumbles something.  “Probably right. Because to be honest, I would have probably used it on her.”

“Anyhow,” Nikki says. “Everyone has been getting along well enough, and we don’t need someone sowing discord.”

I nod my head in understanding.

“The villagers. Are they okay?” I ask.

Alex squeezes my arm. “They are okay. And you are going to like them very, very much. Why don’t you come inside and meet them for yourself. Sammi said something about setting up a feast—a homecoming party for the villagers.”
“That sounds nice.”

“Then the three of us have to pack,” Maeve reminds me. “We’re moving in tonight.”

I pause for a long drawn-out pause.

“What,” Maeve fumes. “You don’t want us living with you?”

“It’s not that,” I murmur. “It’s just the logistics and all.”

“Oh, you mean tonight when you bang Sammi, Maria and Asley,” Nikki states.

“A threesome,” I blurt out.

“Keep it in your pants, lover,” Alex says, tossing me a coy smile. “All separately. They have you for an hour apiece. We’ll stay out of their way unless the others want to invite us to join in. After that, you are all ours.”

“We aren’t sure what you did out there, lover. From what I understand you killed an army that was heading here,” Nikki states.

“I killed them all. I had no choice. Some of us would have died. I have no doubt about it.”

“Why do you say that?” Maeve asks.

“I think The Voice wanted…” I pause trying to explain. “Maybe wanted is the wrong word.” I shake my head.  “The Voice believed it would be in his best interests if a few of us died. Me wiping out that entire army was not part of his agenda.”

“Why would he want that?” Maeve asks exasperated.

“Things aren’t moving fast enough for him. We aren’t ranking up quick enough. It also seems that I have been lacking as a Harem Lord, if you get my drift. Seems I am supposed to have a lot more sex than I am currently.”

“Are you for real?” Maeve asks.

“I am. Look, we have an audience at the gate. I think it’s time that I introduce myself to the villagers. Then I’ll explain what happened out there, tell you about Londyn, and then tell you about my talk with The Voice.”

Alex squeezes my arm hard. “Well, what did he say?”

“Let’s do it inside. Then let’s have one hell of a party. Tomorrow everything is going to change for all of us. But that’s for later. Tonight, we all deserve a break.”


EPILOGUE

The girl currently referred to as Hiroku by the others lays on the bed inside the paramour cabin. She could not sleep. In fact, as a supernatural creature she no longer required rest. Besides, now that she was a succubus, seduction would become around the clock work, especially once she was able to grow her own harem of loving thralls.

Around her in the cabin lay five of Lord Brandon’s paramours. The title paramour stuck in her throat. For the last three hours, the girls sharing the cabin with her moaned as they fingered their pussies and rubbed their clits raw. Two of them had even taken turns eating one another out. She could appreciate the libidinous energy that flew out from the Harem Hall and swept over the ladies in Moondale. Now, as a succubus, she possessed similar Abilities—the power to drive men and women alike wild with sexual longing and desire. Of course, none of the others knew what she had been transformed into. None of them knew that as a succubus she possessed the power of shapeshifting—to take on any form she wished. For now, the guise of her old, weak self would do. Until she had been altered into a succubus, she hadn’t realized how truly weak she was—how weak all women truly were.

She had even considered herself an enlightened feminist. A warrior for all womankind. She chuckled ruefully at how wrong she was. She was no feminist. True feminists did not ignore the power of their flesh—did not flee from the power they possessed between their legs. She had come to a conclusion. Succubi are the only real feminists in the universe.

As the waves of erotic energy continued to explode around her, even she had slipped her finger between her wet mound multiple times. Why not enjoy herself while she was here? She lost count after fourteen orgasms.

She chuckled again. What were fourteen orgasms when her mistress had pleasured her hundreds of times in one single day?

She had gone from never having had an orgasm in her life—not even by her own hand, to now being a creature who craved the next climax—like the primordial fuel of the universe.

In a lull between the moans and groans springing from the other beds, she thought back to the last several days after she had allowed herself to be captured and groped by the orc scout party.

◆◆◆

The slender woman bit down on the hand of the immense orc that held her down.

The creature pulled his hand away and howled, “You’re gonna pay for that wench!”

The woman struggled against the strength of the creature. In her new form she could kill him easily, or even better, make this foul-smelling thing her loving slave.

The helpless female.

Yes, I must play that role for now.

Bile rose to her throat.

She needed to be captured, but that didn’t mean she needed to go easily.

She gathered up what saliva she had left and spit into the orc’s face.

The thing howled again.

“Oh wench, I’m going to sell you to the fattest, nastiest troll I can find. When blood is pouring from your ass and pussy after it’s done fucking you, you’ll regret fighting me.”

A second orc came up behind the flailing woman. “That’s enough of your yapping, wench!” He slipped the fetid burlap bag over her face and then tied the drawstring.

The girl began to suffocate.

Through the terror in her mind, she heard a gruff voice. “Behave and I’ll cut a little hole in the sack so you can breathe. Keep fighting, and we’ll wait till you pass out, tie you to a tree and then have fun with all your holes. The choice is yours, wench. Either way is fine with me.”

The woman’s mouth labored to suck in air.

“Nod if you understand.”

She nodded with what strength she had left.

Oh, she nodded. These orcs would pay—along with everyone else.

Hiroku. The name kept rattling in her head.

She stewed in the pen with those piteous women; all former residents of Moondale. In her past she would have been jealous of these exotic beings—none which were human she noticed. They were monster girls, and they feared her—a human. The first night a woman had come—the leader of the slavers and said, “Lock her in a cage by herself. We cannot allow the others to harm her. She is worth more than all of them combined.”

She sat in a wooden cage that did not allow her to stand or to even stretch out her legs.

They will pay, she promised.

And Brandon and his bitches will pay also.

Brandon will come. He’ll try to save these pathetic, weak villagers. And he’ll bring some of the others with him.

Hopefully, he and his willing whores had grown strong enough since they arrived in this world to defeat the orcs, save these monstrous wretches, and rescue her.

The thought of being liberated by Brandon was loathsome to her. She was so much more now—a being of immense power—a dark, beautiful, goddess to be worshiped. Of course, it was that redhead bitch, Maeve, who had unlocked the cage where she had been held a prisoner.

“Hiroku.” She had commented with incredulity in her voice. Or had her voice held contempt. No, she was mocking her. Saying, ‘Oh so here you are. You go off and leave us all, get your friends killed, and now we need to save your sorry ass.’

She was a succubus now and could sense what a woman really felt. And this redhead, with her curves and large tits, who thought she was all woman – was jealous of Hiroku. Worried that her man, and she thought of Brandon as hers, would turn away from her and the ‘sister wives’ and turn toward her. Yes, she sensed that word sister wives clearly. Oh, how a succubus loved to feed on jealousy.

However, for now the succubus formerly known as Hiroku had to play a role… needed to appear in the guise of her former self. Appear weak, humble, and apologetic in front of all who had mocked her for warning them.

I’ll get back in their good graces. Play the role of a doting paramour.

Paramour—the word was like poison on her lips. But she would swallow the toxin and go to his bed as a devoted consort. Yes, she would go there many times, and slowly, ever so slowly, the succubus that dwelled inside of her would seduce him and gain control over him. Then he would be the slave—and she would be the mistress.

Mistress, she liked the way that word sounded.

Then with Brandon under her control she would go after Lilith—the succubus who she herself, called mistress.

No! The woman once called Hiroku had her own plans. She intended to become her own mistress—and find a way back to Earth. If that wasn’t possible, then she would rule and become the mistress of all who dwelled in the Eros Woods.

She smiled at her devious plan before slipping her finger into her pussy once again. One more climax should hit the spot.

It would hit the spot indeed.

The End
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