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F'ING AND F'ING


After a few days of farming and gathering soulcores, we decided to check out the boss guarding the entrance to the Underground Forest’s second floor.

It was called Giant Lightning Eel, and the name fit, though perhaps they could’ve added the word flying.

“Only ranged attacks will reach it,” I said, conjuring my ice bow.

Esme did the same. I squinted to aim at the giant eel floating in the air, then released my arrow.

Direct hit. But the wisp of shadow that bled off the creature was barely big enough to notice.

“Shit.” I grunted in frustration. “We’re not strong enough.”

The eel must not have liked it. Electricity flashed across its body. It sent a bolt toward us. I backstepped just in time as the bolt zapped where I’d been standing, causing the grass to sizzle and catch fire.

“Should we retreat?” Ayla asked upon coming close to my side.

I turned to see Tara, standing a few paces behind us, obviously eager to heal us with her water magic. Though I wanted to descend to the second floor of the Underground Forest, I couldn’t risk my girls.

“Back to the temple,” I said.

Once we got there, I faced the creepy doll and checked my stats:

Soul Level: 9

Strength: 1

Intelligence: 1

Agility: 3

Endurance: 1

Vigor: 1

Mind: 1

Luck: 1

Soulcores Required for Next Level: 200 (336)

It was painful to pay 200 soulcores to increase a single stat by a single point.

“You’re ripping me off,” I said to the doll.

“Supply and demand, Remy.” Its creepy face twitched. “Have you a better way to spend 200 soulcores?”

“That’s two nights at the onsen. Two nights of crazy sex with four gorgeous women.”

“What’s more important? Pleasure, or power?”

I shook my head. “I don’t have to choose between them. I can have both.”

I begrudgingly paid 200 soulcores and upgraded my strength to 2. It would make my ice arrows stronger, which I needed since it seemed we lacked the damage to defeat the eel.

My arms bulged, and a sense of strength coursed through my veins. My body felt heavier in the most satisfying way. And then everything returned to normal.

I turned to the girls. “Let’s farm.”

We spent the day farming and fucking. I managed to put another point into strength thanks to all the gargoyles we killed.

I’d promised Maria I would deflower her, and I did. Esme sat in the corner and watched while pleasuring herself. Tara stayed outside and enjoyed the experience via her tether with Maria. I repeated what I’d done to Tara, the other night. Maria seemed to enjoy it just as much.

Maria left satisfied. Now it was Ayla’s turn.

Going from Maria’s petite form to Ayla’s gloriously curvy body was delightful. I sucked Ayla’s tits for half an hour, bouncing between them and resting my head in the middle. Then I decided to try something I’d always wanted to try. I slid my dick between her breasts, poured some oil on them, and titty fucked her.

I came all over her neck, then decided I wanted to fuck her doggy style. All the while, Esme sat in the corner and pleasured herself, her delighted moans combining with our own.

“Come here, Esme.”

I ordered Ayla to get on her knees in a doggy style position. Then I ordered Esme to lie down under Ayla’s pussy, and watch closely as I pounded it.

Both girls came and came as I fucked and fucked. The bed we’d set up in the tent, which we’d perched outside the temple’s illusory wall, was now soaked.

Later, I went back to the Giant Lightning Eel, alone, and tested my arrows against it.

The shadows that erupted were slightly bigger, but still not big enough. I dodged a few lightning strikes, grateful for my 3 points in agility. We needed a bigger power up to take this beastie down.

I woke up early in the morning along with Esme. The two of us farmed before breakfast, mainly killing those stupid gargoyles that seemed to be unlimited in the Underground Forest. The whole place was strange and spectral, full of glowing plants, fireflies, and whatever it was in the sky that imitated the stars.

“What is the eel weak to?” I asked Esme while we both fired arrows at gargoyles.

“It’s a lightning eel, so it’s weak to water.” That was obvious. I should’ve realized.

“But it’s flying too high to reach with my water whip. And Tara is a healer. She belongs in the back of our formation, not at the front.”

“Your soulbond didn’t level up?”

I shook my head. “She’s been a slave her whole life. I don’t think it’ll be quite as easy as it was with you and Ayla. Even though I’m nothing like Saran, I’m still a man, and she’s feared men her whole life.”

“Spend more time with her. It’s too bad we can’t go back to the onsen.”

I’d leveled up Ayla and Esme’s soulbonds at the onsen. We couldn’t go there anymore because we were wanted fugitives above land.

There was nothing like an onsen to relax you, though.

“I have an idea.” I snapped my fingers. “What if we make our own onsen?”

“Umm… how?”

“Here in the Underground Forest. There are plenty of hot springs all around us. They’re just infested with fucking—“ I sniped another gargoyle. “Gargoyles.”

Esme giggled. She tousled her luscious blue locks. “You’re not wrong. What we need is a shield crystal. That way, we can cast a barrier to keep monsters out.”

If we could cast a barrier, we could not only build an onsen, but a small village. I could invite people from above ground to settle down here, like that woman I met in the pleasure house who dreamed of becoming a seamstress. Ruby was her name. Perhaps she could craft gear for us.

“Where can we get a shield crystal?”

“There are spare ones in Port City. But they’re under heavy guard, and everyone is going to be on the lookout for you.”

That was probably a no-go. “Where else?”

“The old lodge where we curseborn used to live. There might be one there.”

“Is the lodge no longer in operation?”

Esme shook her head. “It’s long been abandoned, ever since our caretaker passed.”

“Let’s go. Just me and you. We’ll inform the others later.”

“Of course, Remy.” Esme smiled, her pale skin looking ethereal in the glow of these strange stars. “Though I love our little group, sometimes I miss when it was just the two of us.”

I planted a kiss on her forehead, then a more passionate one on her soft lips. “You’ll always be the first woman who unlocked my heart, Esme.”

She nestled her chin on my shoulder. “Aww. That means a lot to me.”

We fast traveled to the overworld, then got in the rickshaw. The drive to the lodge would take two hours. As usual, I let Esme drive. Although I enjoyed driving too, I wanted everyone to have several roles in my harem. Esme seemed to like driving, so I’d always let her.

“We need a faster mount,” I said. “We need a lot of things.”

I was beginning to feel the strain of my ambitions. There were so many power ups we needed in order to advance deeper into the Underground Forest, conquer the island, and defeat the Shadowsoul’s tethers. I wanted to achieve all my goals, but I wasn’t anywhere close.

As the common saying goes, Rome wasn’t built in a day.

“We’ll have to buy a better mount from somewhere,” Esme said. “How many goldcores do you have?”

I checked my soul storage. “Only eight.”

“Fifty will buy us a carriage, like the kind Saran uses,” Esme said.

Just hearing that name made me want to retch. “Or I could just steal his.”

“I doubt he’s going to be going anywhere without at least a hundred guards.”

Esme was right. I couldn’t take down a hundred guards, yet.

“We spent all of yesterday killing gargoyles and only managed to get four goldcores,” I said.

“Well, we also spent half the day fucking.” Esme laughed.

“So if we cut out the fucking, we’ll get maybe eight per day.”

“Please don’t cut out the fucking.” Esme looked at me with sad puppy eyes. Since she basically watched and derived maximal enjoyment every single time I fucked anyone, she had much to lose.

“I’m just being hypothetical. There’s no way in hell I would do that.”

Esme let out a relieved breath. “You look tired. Did you sleep well?”

I shook my head. “There’s a lot that needs doing, so it’s hard to sleep.”

She caressed my hair, then pushed my head onto her shoulder. “Take a nap. I’ll wake you up once we’re there.”

I felt so cared for. Despite the bumpy ride, it was easy to fall asleep.
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HEALING CHOKER


The lodge looked beautiful beneath the light of the three crescent moons. It sat on its own hill and was formed from dark stone. Esme and I dismounted beneath the hill, since it was too steep to ride up. We followed the dirt path that wound its way around and up the hill.

We arrived at the lodge and noticed that it was crumbling. Stones were missing in the walls.

“It’s like a skeleton of what it once was,” Esme said.

“Where would the shield crystal be?” I asked.

“I think I know. Follow me.”

Esme grabbed a lantern from her soul storage. We walked inside the crumbling, stone building.

A Giant Spider appeared in the corner of my eye. I dodged the web it shot from its mouth, then drew my ice katana and sliced it in half.

“Of course there were going to be Giant Spiders,” I said.

Esme put the soulcore in her storage. “Sad to see this place overrun like this.”

We walked down the hall until we arrived at a staircase, leading down.

“Mother Ash would keep treasures down here,” Esme said.

“Was she your caretaker?”

Esme nodded. “She was like you. She believed us curseborn could be a force for good.”

We stepped down the stone staircase and arrived in a vast underground hall. Unlike the upstairs, which had been falling apart, the walls down here seemed mostly intact.

Three more spiders appeared at our front. Esme and I slashed them, carefully dodging their web shots.

One of them dropped a shining piece of silk. “Crafting ingredient,” Esme said. “Nice.” She tossed it in her soul storage.

We made our way down the hallway, killing Giant Spiders all the while. It reminded me of my first dungeon in this world, where Esme and I slayed those Fur Ants. More soulcores meant more level ups, items, and gear, so it was never a bad time to clean up trash.

A golden spider hung off a thread in a big, circular room. Slowly, it descended, then dropped to the floor and faced us.

“I think that’s an elite,” Esme said.

“Elite Giant Spider… what kind of moves you think it’ll make?”

Esme hit it with an ice arrow. It took no damage, judging from the fact that no shadows burst off of the impact.

“Immune to ice,” I said. “Shit.”

All we had were ice attacks.

“We have to go this way to get to the shield crystal.” Esme put her hands on her hips. “Wish we’d brought Ayla along.”

“We could always go back and get her.”

The golden spider chittered, then shot a boiling, purple liquid at us. We back dashed just in time to see the purple goo dissolve the floor where we’d stood.

“I really don’t want to get hit by that.” I reflexively raised my ice katana.

Suddenly, the spider jumped onto the wall. It let out a roar, then flew in the air straight at us.

A fireball hit it. The thing’s body and legs enflamed, and it cried out. A spear made of fire surged through the air and impaled the creature. Shadows bled out of it, and it vanished, leaving a goldcore.

The woman who picked it up had such sumptuous, curly red hair. Her thighs were too big for her thigh-highs, and she wore a skirt that left little to the imagination. I’d only seen her once before, but I could never forget that voluptuous figure. The button holding her shirt together seemed to be fighting for its life, as if her huge tits were eager to pop out.

“Sherry,” Esme said.

Sherry ignored her friend and walked up to me. She held a lantern above her head and stared into my eyes.

“Soulbond with me, Remy.”

“Sherry!” Esme grabbed her friend’s shoulder. “That’s rushing things a bit, don’t you think?”

Sherry grinned, then caressed Esme’s cheek. “It’s good to see you again too, Esme. But I’m the one who brought him here, remember? I should’ve been the first one to soulbond with him.”

I gulped. My dick was hard from staring at her tits, but Esme was right; we ought to have a chat, at least, before we agreed to soulbond.

“Let’s get what we came for,” I said. “The shield crystal.”

Esme walked toward what resembled a fire place. She felt the ground next to it, then pulled up a loose brick. She pulled up more bricks, revealing a trap door.

“I never knew about that.” Sherry bent over to get a closer look at the trap door.

Meanwhile, I got a good look at her thong and the netting around her upper thighs.

Calm yourself I said to my dick. We need to get a lot done today.

But my dick only spoke one language, and it wasn’t English.

The trap door opened to a small crevice. From it, Esme pulled out a gleaming orange crystal. She also pulled out a choker and a bangle.

“These were Mother Ash’s,” Esme said. “I always wondered what they did.”

“You were her favorite, so of course you’d know her secret hiding spot.” Sherry took the choker and held it up to her lantern. “Enhances healing effects by 20%.”

I grabbed it out of her hands. “That’s for Tara.”

She smirked at me. “And who’s Tara? Another lucky woman who gets to ride your cock?” She sounded very jealous.

I cleared my throat. “She’s a water healer.”

“I’m sure she gets all wet for you.”

“Sherry!” Esme pinched her friend’s ear. “Cut it out. Remy’s no creep. You’re being too forward!”

“When I saw Remy driving his car from school, I wanted to stand in the road, knock on his window, climb inside, and fuck him right there, in the driver’s seat. But I didn’t. I said to myself, ‘just wait. Wait till he comes here, and then I can fuck him.’ Well, I waited. And I’m not going to wait much longer.”

The spiders were respawning. They cast strange shadows across the walls.

“Let’s at least get away from the monsters,” I said.

We made our way out, Esme and Sherry arguing the while. I knew what it felt like to be ravenously horny; I’d been a teenager, once, after all, so I could empathize with Sherry. I wondered if she was a virgin, like the four girls in my harem had been before I met them. But considering her forwardness and blatant sexuality, I would guess not.

The idea of being with someone experienced excited me. Someone who might even teach me a thing or two. But I didn’t want to show that excitement until we were somewhere safe.

We all sat in the rickshaw. Sherry rested her thigh over mine, getting close to my boner. Those thighs… I wouldn’t have minded if they strangled me.

Esme pushed her friend’s thigh off me. “Stop, Sherry. You’re not even soulbonded to him yet!”

“All right, all right.” Sherry sighed with disappointment. “You don’t mind my forwardness, do you, Remy?”

“Uhh…” It was actually refreshing. If you wanted to have sex with someone, why not just tell them? Why beat around the bush so much? “I like it, though it does make me a little uncomfortable, but that’s only because I’m not used to it.”

“See?” Esme said. “You’re making him uncomfortable!”

“Don’t be such a prude, Esme.” Sherry crossed her arms.

Esme got up and repositioned herself between us. “No touching until you two are soulbonded.”

“We can soulbond right now,” Sherry said. “What do you say, Remy?”

All my current soulbonds had happened during moments of danger. It almost felt weird to soulbond with someone so casually.

“Let’s at least get back to the temple,” I said so that Esme wouldn’t be upset.

Sherry licked her lips. “Going to make me wait a little longer, eh? All right. I can respect that game.”

We arrived at the fast travel point, then used it to teleport back to the temple.

Ayla, Maria, and Tara were awake. Tara was arguing with the Soulful Doll.

“Tell me where they went!” She stomped her foot, then noticed us materialize. “Oh, thank heavens. Remy!”

Tara ran forward and hugged me. I caressed her silver hair and kissed her on the head.

Ayla ran toward Esme and Sherry.

“Sherry! It’s been forever!” Ayla said.

Sherry giggled. “Damn, you filled out, Ayla. Look at that figure.”

“No… look at you…” Ayla covered her mouth. Both women were curvy and stunning.

“All right, everyone listen up!” I shouted to the room.

I explained my idea. We would use the shield stone to create an area free of monsters. We’d also have to clear the land and make it level enough so we could build structures. Since the swamp down here was also a hot spring, the first order of business was to build an onsen.

“Is an onsen really the priority, here?” Maria asked.

“Yes,” I said. “It’ll help us all relax. Unwind. Let down our walls.” And that seemed to be the secret to leveling up soulbonds, which was still my best way to get stronger.

“But we don’t know the first thing about building an onsen,” said Ayla.

“I know who does.” Tara raised her hand. “The woman who designed the onsen on the island.”

I snapped my fingers. “And where can I find her?”

“At the onsen, of course. She lives on site, in a special villa.”

That would be my next task, then. Unfortunately, we were all wanted by the authorities of the island, so going back there was asking for trouble. Well, everyone except for Sherry.

“Esme, you set up the shield,” I said. “Ayla, Tara, Maria — keep farming for soulcores. I want at least one level up by tomorrow.” I pointed at Sherry, who wouldn’t stop smiling seductively at me. “Sherry, come with me to the onsen. They don’t think you’re part of my harem, so you won’t be suspected.”

The button keeping Sherry’s shirt together really looked like it was about to explode. How big were those tits?

“Just me and Remy,” Sherry said. “That okay with you, Esme?”

Esme nodded. “Whatever Remy wants is okay with me, of course.”

Sherry kissed Esme’s cheek. Esme’s milky skin turned bright red.

“What was that for?” Esme asked.

“Nothing.” Sherry giggled. “I just missed you.”

The two hugged, and it made me feel all warm inside.
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ONSEN BUILDER


As soon as Sherry and I used the fast-travel orb to get to the overworld, she grabbed my dick.

“Let’s fuck right here,” she said.

We were on a hill in the middle of nowhere. I noticed a few Baby Snatcher goblins at the base of the hill. The idea of a monster sneaking up during sex made me jittery.

I carefully removed her hand from my dick. “I want to fuck your brains out. But is this really the place?”

“When and where, then?”

She was so desperate, I realized then that I could use her horniness for my own ends.

“Get the onsen maker to agree to build our onsen, and I’ll reward you.”

“You’re such a schemer, Remy. Don’t think I don’t see what you’re doing.”

I stuck my hand between her cleavage and felt her utterly soft breasts. She moaned. I stroked her nipple, then retracted my hand.

“I’m gonna devour those tits once you complete your task.”

“You can’t… you can’t touch them and then just…”

I wanted to wield fire just as badly as I wanted to fuck her. “Let’s get this over with. Will you soulbond with me, Sherry?”

“Of-fucking-course.”

A tether shot from her neck into my chest. It blazed the color of fire. Her horniness surged through my veins. I couldn’t believe how overwhelming it was. It was like being a teenager times ten. The bluest of blue balls.

It was cruel.

SOULBOND OF FIRE LEVEL 1 UNLOCKED

NAME: Sherry

CLASS: Flame Mage

Strength: 2

Intelligence: 4

Agility: 2

Endurance: 4

Vigor: 1

Mind: 3

Luck: 1

WEAPON UNLOCKED: FLAME SPEAR

NEW FIRE ABILITY UNLOCKED

The tether disappeared, and the feeling passed. I stared into Sherry’s amber-colored eyes.

“Sherry, I’m sorry,” I said. “I didn’t realize it was so…”

She glanced away, suddenly ashamed. “It’s okay. I know it’s not lady-like to behave the way I do.”

“I couldn’t care less about that. But I do want our first time to be special. Not on a hill, surrounded by weird goblins.”

Sherry nodded. “I know. And I agree.”

A Baby Snatcher imp appeared at our side. I gestured for Sherry to let me handle it. I pulled fire from her tether and conjured my flame spear. The tip radiated intense heat, while the grip was mostly dark metal.

Like an Olympic javelin thrower, I stepped forward and tossed it at the imp. It impaled the creature in the neck, then lit its entire body on fire. The imp burned to a crisp before exploding with shadows.

“I love your weapon.” I kissed Sherry on the cheek, our lips grazing. “What about your level one ability?”

“I’ll show you.”

We walked toward the closest imp. Sherry held her hands forward, as if she were about to release a Hadouken. But instead of the fire emitting from her hands, it came from the sky. A small, flaming meteor smashed into the imp, lighting it on fire and turning it to shadow.

“Fuck that was cool,” I said. “Definitely my favorite level one ability.”

“Don’t let Esme hear you say that.” Sherry giggled.

Esme wasn’t the jealous type, but something about Sherry’s forwardness had rattled her. Perhaps she feared that Sherry would simply dominate me with her sexuality, and not leave enough of me for her and the others.

I obviously wouldn’t let that happen. I had to show Sherry who was in charge by denying her sex until we’d completed our objective.

“Let’s get to the onsen,” I said.

We used the rickshaw. I drove. Once we were a quarter mile away, we dismounted near one of the mountains. I put the rickshaw back into its brown orb.

“I can’t go any further, or the authorities may spot me,” I said. “It’s all on you.”

“Umm… what exactly should I say to her?”

“Just bring her here. Say whatever you must. I’ll do the rest.”

“And then you’ll devour my tits?”

I laughed. “Yes, I promise.”

I waited an hour. Sherry returned on foot with the onsen builder. She was a woman in her thirties with short black hair. Very fit. She wore a pair of glasses and what resembled a white lab coat.

“This is Miranda,” Sherry said. “I told her a very rich business man from the mainland was seeking her services.”

“You’re that troublemaker.” Miranda sighed and shook her head. “I shouldn’t have come.”

I was glad that Sherry had said whatever she needed to in order to get Miranda to listen to me. I could rely on Sherry to be convincing, even if it meant wielding plain old lies.

“I’ve got an amazing proposal for you, Miranda.”

“It better be amazing or I’m going back.”

“I want you to build an onsen for me and my girls in the Underground Forest. Name your price.”

“A hundred thousand goldcores.”

I almost fainted. “Let’s get real, Miranda. I’m a man who can acquire a vast amount of resources. If you’re not interested⁠—”

“You’re also a man who has acquired a vast amount of hate. Hate I’d rather not be associated with. I’ve built onsens all around the empire, and I hope to build many more. The last thing I want is for the prince to distrust me because I’ve been seen consorting with one of his enemies.”

It was a good argument. I stuck my hands in my pockets. “I won’t take ‘no’ for an answer, Miranda. You’re going to build my onsen.”

“Or what?”

“Do you really want to find out?”

“So you’re just like the prince, then. Forcing others to bend to your will. Not the righteous revolutionary you claim to be, not at all.”

“Wait… how would you know about my claims?”

“I was in the restaurant the day you sparred with Saran. I was sitting right behind your table. I heard everything you said to your green-haired wife. So either you’re a tyrant, just like those you’re fighting, or you’re bluffing.”

I paced back and forth. I was obviously bluffing. Having your bluff called was the ultimate failure during a negotiation.

Sherry stood between us. “I’m the one who brought Remy here. Do you know why?”

Miranda shrugged.

“Because he’s a good person. I saw him defend a small child who was getting beat up. I saw him cast off his own sadness, put on a smile, and pretend to be happy in front of his students, all so they learn to stay positive. Miranda, Remy is a force for good. He’s going to make this world better. This is your chance to get in early and be part of that change.”

Miranda removed her spectacles. “Wait… you’re a teacher?”

I nodded. “I taught math.”

“That’s very noble.” She looked cute without her glasses. “All right. I can build you a small onsen for a hundred goldcores.”

“That’s fine with me, as long as I can pay in installments.”

Miranda and I shook hands.

CHAPTER 4- Rub It In

Back in the Underground Forest, Esme had erected the glyph-covered barrier around a chunk of flatland outside the cave that led to the temple. A good portion of the swamp was also within the barrier. Now we had a monster-free place to stretch our legs and build.

Miranda dipped her toes in the swamp water. “It’s geothermally heated. Must be coming from the layer below.”

“So you can make an onsen here?”

She nodded. “I can, but I’ll need materials.” She took out a notepad and began writing on it.

“Give the list to Esme. She’ll see to it.”

Meanwhile, I had a promise to fulfill. I took Sherry by the hand through the illusory wall. The view from the overhang took her breath away, as it always did mine. You could see the strange stars in the sky, as well as the distant forests and ruined villages. But we weren’t here for that.

We went inside the big tent. I couldn’t contain my desire any longer. As soon as the cloth walls surrounded us, I kissed Sherry on the lips. She stuck her tongue in my mouth ravenously, not even bothering to enjoy my lips, first.

Then she put a hand on my chest. It was hot like her fire. She reached into my pants and grabbed my cock. As soon as she touched it, she let out a satisfied moan.

She got on her knees and pulled my pants down. She kissed my balls like a hungry tigress. She licked my shaft, moaning all the while.

I caressed her curly red hair as she slurped the precum off my tip.

“Tastes so good,” she said. “I want more.”

“Don’t worry, you’ll get your fill.”

Suddenly, Esme burst into the tent. Sherry and I glared at her in horror.

“How dare you, Remy?” She crossed her arms. “You know I want to watch!”

“But who’s going to collect the materials for the onsen?”

“Ayla can do that.” Esme sat in the corner and pulled off her skirt, revealing her pink panties. “Just pretend I’m not here.”

Sherry resumed kissing my tip. Then she let it enter her mouth, lathering it with her tongue all the while. I so enjoyed her technique. She knew how to keep her teeth away so I could enjoy only the warm, wet parts of her mouth. She’d definitely done this before, and I appreciated her experience.

She took my cock deep. I felt my tip hit the back of her throat. She kept herself from gagging by holding her breath. As she slid it out of her mouth, she spat all over it. She looked up at me and smiled, spit dripping from her lips.

“Fuck my face,” Sherry whispered.

I gripped her cheeks, then slid my cock into her mouth. I pushed it in as deep as I wanted. Sherry kept her eyes on mine. I pushed in, and out, in, and out, my cock sliding against her lips.

“Wish he’d done that to me,” Esme grumbled from her corner.

I snapped my fingers at her. “Come here.”

“Yes, Master.” Esme crawled over, her pink panties around her ankles.

“I want you to get a closer look. You’re not allowed to touch, only look.”

“Yes, Master.” Esme knelt next to Sherry.

I continued fucking Sherry’s face. When I was close to coming, I pulled lightly on her gorgeous red hair.

Sherry kept my cock deep in her mouth. I erupted. My cum went directly down her throat. I pulled out, and Sherry had already swallowed it.

Esme was rubbing her clit furiously. “I wanted some.”

“Silence,” I said.

“Sorry, Master.”

“You’ll get some when you deserve some. Got it?”

“Yes, Master.”

I took Sherry by the hands and helped her stand. She was still fully clothed. It was now time to unwrap my present.

First, I undid the incredibly tense button that squeezed her tits into her shirt. The most gorgeous, round, and utterly succulent pair of breasts I’d ever seen popped out. I wasted no time, getting my tongue and lips all over them. They radiated warmth. Her nipples were so erect, yet soft, unlike Esme’s pencil erasers, which were hard and icy. I liked both textures, but Sherry’s nipples were just so soft on my tongue.

She moaned as my tongue and mouth made love to her tits. I buried my face between them. I could play with them for hours, but there was so much more of Sherry I wanted to explore.

“Esme, pull her skirt down.”

“Yes, Master.”

She did as ordered, pulling her friend’s skirt down to her knees. Now Sherry was naked, except for her thigh-highs and red thong. I wanted her to keep the thigh-highs on.

“Take off her thong.”

“Yes, Master.”

Esme pulled down Sherry’s thong and helped her take it off. I stuck my tongue in Sherry’s mouth, letting her shaved pussy rub against my throbbing cock. I cupped her ass cheeks, which were so firm and fat, they overflowed out of my hands.

“You’re a marvel, Sherry,” I said. “Like I promised, I’m going to fuck your brains out.”

Her pussy juices dripped onto my cock.

“Get on your knees like a dog,” I commanded.

“With pleasure.”

Sherry got on her knees and raised her ass up. Her cheeks looked so inviting. I knelt, grabbed her ass cheeks, and teased her pussy folds with my tip.

I glanced at Esme, who was fingering herself. “Spit on it,” I ordered.

She spat on my cock.

“More.”

She pooled a lot of spit in her mouth, then dripped it onto my cock.

“Rub it in.”

“Yes, Master.”

Esme rubbed it with her hand and got my cock all moist.

Slowly, I pushed my cock into Sherry’s hole. It slid right in. Fit like a glove. She wasn’t too tight, nor too loose. Just perfect, as if her pussy were made for my cock.

Sherry let out the most delightful moan. I held onto her hips and began fucking her. I got into a rhythm, and didn’t hold back, like I had to do with the other girls. I pounded her, getting faster and faster, all while she moaned and moaned in rapturous pleasure.

“I’m coming,” Sherry shouted.

“Wait for me,” I said. I hurried up, intensifying my pounding, her ass cheeks getting red from banging against my thighs and balls.

“I’m coming. I’m sorry. I can’t hold it!” Sherry screamed.

A river flowed from her pussy onto my cock. It made the whole thing so much wetter. The wetness let me slide in even faster and harder, until I was ready to explode.

I came inside of her. Then I pulled out, and came all over her ass cheeks. My seed painted her white.

It was the greatest relief. Never before had I been drained so much from fucking.

But now Sherry was all sticky.

I glanced at Esme. She was so hungry. Seized by desire. I almost felt bad for not including her more.

“Sherry, would you mind if Esme cleaned you up with her tongue?”

Sherry was still panting. She turned to look at me, her cheeks red. “I don’t know… we’ve been friends a long time. It might be weird for her.”

“Is it weird for you, Esme?”

Esme shook her head. “Nothing you command me to do is weird, Master.”

“She wants to clean you, Sherry. So it’s up to you.”

“Okay…” Sherry said, her ass still in the air. “I suppose it would be all right.”

Esme went to work, slurping my cum off her friend’s soft, luscious ass cheeks. No matter where my cum had landed, whether around her friend’s pussy or asshole, Esme licked it up. I got hard again just watching how thoroughly she did her job.

Esme swallowed every drop, then licked her lips. She deserved a reward, so I stuck my now-hard cock in her mouth and let her suck me to completion. Sherry stood and made out with me, letting me suck on her S-tier tits while I fucked Esme’s face, giving her exactly what she wanted.

I burst in Esme’s mouth, and she happily devoured the whole load. I was finally, truly, empty for the day.


4






BAD DREAMS


I gawked as Miranda used telekinesis to place the wooden wall in the swamp.

“How the hell did you do that?” I asked.

She wiped sweat off her eyebrows. “I’m an experienced crafter and builder. It comes with the trade.”

“What is that wall even for?”

“It’s to separate the men and women.”

“I’m the only man here, and all the women are my wives.”

“You all can do whatever you like. I’m just following the standard blueprint.”

Ayla walked over the bridge and entered the glyph barrier, her neck sweaty. She pulled logs out of her soul storage and piled them at Miranda’s feet.

“Where are Tara and Maria?”

“They went deeper in the forest to hunt Baleful Frogs,” Ayla said.

“Baleful Frogs?”

“They drop the glue that Miranda needs.”

A scream sounded, coming from the distant tree line.

“I’ll go,” I said. “Everyone, keep up the good work.”

I ran through the swamp, ignoring the stupid gargoyles, and entered into the thicket. Maria and Tara were surrounded by big, oily frogs. They hit them with their water whips, killing them on impact, but the frogs kept coming.

“Check this out.” I drew mana from Sherry’s tether and summoned a meteor, right at the mass of frogs. It appeared out of a portal in the sky and crashed into them, setting many on fire. Then I used my flame spear to impale the rest, while Maria and Tara whipped what they could.

The frogs left behind soulcores, as well as small sacs of glue, though the drop rate for the glue didn’t seem all that high.

“Thanks, Remy,” Maria said. Or was that Tara? I couldn’t be certain. Maria was the more demure one, though.

I still needed to unlock our next water ability. But the mechanics of doing that confused me.

“Since you two share a tether, does that mean our soulbonds are shared?” I asked.

Tara nodded. “Indeed.”

“So to level up the soulbond, I have to advance my bond with both of you.”

“Yes, Remy.” Tara took my arm. “You know, I was thinking, as badly as we want to get to the next floor, we haven’t quite finished exploring this one.”

Exploring could help the three of us tighten our bond. “Let’s do it, then.”

Tara pointed eastward. At least, I think it was eastward. “How about we start with the ruined village?”

“I’m game.”

We crossed over rickety wooden bridges and waded through forests and swampland. All the while, we chatted. It was so good to see the two of them happy and free.

“I still can’t believe we’re here,” Maria said. “It’s all thanks to you, Remy.”

“I did what any decent man would do.”

Tara lashed at a gargoyle with her water whip. I unleashed an ice arrow, turning it to shadows.

“You did so much more,” she said. “I don’t think we’ll ever be able to thank you.”

“Just having you two with me is thanks enough.”

Tara kissed my forearm, then pressed her lithe form against me. I did my best not to get hard so we could focus on the journey.

We made it to the ruined village. A dead well sat in the center. Around it were many overturned stone houses.

“Let’s spread out and search each house,” I said. “Never know what we could find.”

“Yes, sir!” Maria said.

I walked toward the largest house, which was three stories of stone, with pillars at the front. Perhaps the mayor had lived there. Or maybe it was a community center of some sort.

I pulled a lantern out of my soul storage and opened the door. Dust hit me, making me sneeze. Broken pottery shards dotted the floor.

Glowing red eyes stared at me from the distant darkness. I dropped my lantern and conjured my flame spear. It provided even more light with which to see.

A giant bat with an angry snarl and demonic eyes glared at me. It hung upside down from a high ceiling. Before I could react, it spread its wings and flew toward me.

I thrust my spear at it, but it swerved sideways. It bit my shoulder, its fangs boring deep.

It was worse than a kick to the balls. I screamed as I turned invisible.

“Remy!” Tara shouted from outside.

Immediately, water filled my wound, numbing the pain. As soon as my invisibility wore off, the Angry Bat swooped in for a second attack. This time, I pulled on my tether with Ayla and released a Wind Blast.

The miniature tornado caught the bat’s wings. While it was trapped in the whirlwind, I conjured my ice katana and slashed it, again and again.

Tara and Maria burst into the house. Together, we hit the bat with our weapons until it was nothing but shadows.

A goldcore clattered onto the floor along with something that resembled a thigh garter.

“Gear?” I said.

Tara was already wearing the Healing Choker that we found in the Abandoned Lodge, which was probably why her reflexive Water Heal had worked so well.

But Maria wasn’t wearing any gear. Never a good idea to leave a gear slot empty. The garter, which was entirely black with a black ribbon, would look great across one of her slender thighs.

I read the effect written in gold thread on the inside of the garter: decreases chance to be targeted.

It sounded perfect for a healer. I handed it to Maria and watched as she tied it across her thigh. It provided a nice contrast to her white skirt.

“Let’s keep exploring,” I said.

At the end of the hallway, we spotted a golden treasure chest surrounded by a golden mist. I rubbed my hands together in excitement, then opened it.

The contents almost blinded me. Goldcores! It was full of them. Tara bent down and counted.

“At least twenty!” she said.

“Great. It’s all going to Miranda. Down payment on the onsen.”

Tara put them in her soul storage. We climbed to the second floor and looted a few more chests, each containing soulcores. We were just taking what the residents of the village had stored for themselves, I assumed.

Finally, we arrived on the roof of the building. It overlooked the entire ruined village. The whole place seemed so peaceful beneath the dim light of the unreal stars shining on the tarp above.

We sat together. Tara took out some sweet pastries from her soul storage for us to enjoy. They were like jelly-filled cakes.

“Where’d you get these?” I asked.

“A vendor at the port makes them,” she said. “He’d give them to me for free, since I had no money.”

“How kind of him.” I bit into one. It was so mushy and delicious. Raspberry was a favorite of mine, even back on earth.

Suddenly, I felt my attention sharpen. The tethers that connected me to my harem seemed to surge with renewed life.

“Oh, I forgot to mention,” Tara said, “they increase magic power temporarily.”

“Maybe we should keep some in reserve, then…”

“I’ve got plenty.” Tara giggled. “Let’s save some for the flying eel.”

Maria was rather quiet. I suppose she was comfortable letting her sister talk for her. Though they were twins, Maria had told me that Tara was the braver, more confident of the two.

Still, I didn’t want Maria to feel left out. “What’s your favorite food?” I asked her.

She hemmed and hawed and her cheeks turned pink. “I don’t know. I haven’t tried very many things.”

Obviously not. She’d been trapped in that tower most of her life.

“We should try everything,” I said. “Let’s recruit a cook.”

“Can we really convince a cook to come live down here?” Maria said.

“Why not? We’re going to make this place thrive!”

Sure, the Underground Forest was dark, filled with monsters, and mysterious. Not ideal living conditions. But with Miranda around, we could change that. The onsen alone would make it a more livable place.

Tara and Maria finished their snacks, then snuggled up close to me. I put my arms around them, and kissed them each on the cheek.

“I had a bad dream the other night,” Tara said. “Saran came with a huge army. He invaded the Underground Forest, then captured all of us and put us in chains.”

“I had the same dream.” Maria sniffled. Did they share dreams, too?

Until Saran was dead, Maria and Tara would never feel safe. While I couldn’t kill him yet, I had to reassure them that I was working toward it. “Saran will never, ever touch the two of you again. No way in hell will I let any of those creeps near you.”

“I know you’ll do your best, Remy,” Tara said. “But he has the prince and the emperor behind him.”

“I’ll kill every last one of them, if I must. While I don’t believe violence can solve all problems, there are those who understand nothing else. Saran is one. I’m going to end his world.” I took both their hands. “Do you trust me?”

Tara and Maria nodded. “Of course.”

“Do you really trust me? We haven’t known each other very long, so I understand if you feel insecure about this whole thing.”

“You’re the best person I’ve ever met,” Maria said, tears dripping down her cheeks. “Although I haven’t met very many people.”

I dried her tears with my sleeve, then kissed her on the lips. “You two are everything to me. I love you both with every fiber of my being.”

“I love you too.” Maria hugged me.

“I love you, Remy.” Tara hugged me, as well. I was enveloped in their warmth.

The white tether that connected the three of us appeared. Through it, I felt their fears. They were like two travelers lost at sea, clinging to a piece of wood.

I was that wood. They were holding on to me for dear life. They knew that without my protection, they would both be enslaved or dead.

I had to be more than just a piece of wood drifting in the ocean. But for now, perhaps that was enough. Enough to give them hope.

The light of our soulbond blinded me. The power of water coursed through my veins.

SOULBOND OF WATER LEVEL 2 UNLOCKED

NAME: Tara and Maria

CLASS: Water Cleric

Strength: 1

Intelligence: 4 -> 6

Agility: 3 -> 4

Endurance: 2

Vigor: 1

Mind: 1 -> 2

Luck: 3

WATER ABILITIES STRENGTHENED

NEW WATER ABILITY UNLOCKED

Just what I wanted to see.
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FLYING EELS FOR BREAKFAST


It was time. I brought all my girls to the flying Giant Lightning Eel. Tara handed out Magic Raspberry Cakes to everyone, and we scarfed them down, enhancing our magic.

I stood in the vanguard with Ayla. Esme and Sherry took the middle, while Maria and Tara stayed in the back.

Sherry and I began the battle by conjuring Small Meteors. The fiery rocks smashed into the eel’s body, causing it to cry out in anger. The shadows that bled off it were decently sized, which showed the meteor’s power, further enhanced by what we’d just eaten.

The giant, flying eel slithered across the air, then flung a lightning bolt at me. I used my high agility to dodge. It flung another one at Ayla. She wasn’t quite as fast. Right before the blast hit her, her ring projected a shield. The lightning blast hit the shield, and Ayla remained unscathed.

With the Magic Ward Ring now used up, I had to draw all the eel’s aggression, lest he zap Ayla or someone else.

I hit it with another Small Meteor, then another.

“Take it easy!” Sherry said. “My mana isn’t infinite.”

Right. I almost forgot. I couldn’t rely on that attack alone.

Esme hit it with ice arrows, though they didn’t do much. Ayla tried a Wind Blast, but the eel slithered away from the tornado.

“Ayla, should I summon the Divine Wind?”

She nodded. “It’ll use up all my mana, but it’ll be worth it.”

I pulled on my tether with her, absorbing her mana into me. Then I used my hands to open up the portal to the minor wind god’s domain.

It came whirling out, riding its tornado like a throne. It grabbed the eel and absorbed the creature into its folds.

The eel continued to struggle, shadows bleeding off it. Then the eel let out a shrill cry. It surged forward, escaping the wind god’s tethers.

The wind god vanished. Ayla dropped to her knees.

“Get out of here, Ayla. Your work is done.”

She nodded, got back to her feet, and backed away. “Good luck, everyone!” She left the battlefield for the safety of the onsen.

The eel flung electricity at me. This time, it came from three angles. I dodged two of them, but the third struck me in the back.

“Fuck!” I cried out, my limbs shaking from the lightning blast.

“Remy!” Tara and Maria both cast Water Heal on me.

The burns on my back stopped screaming. The pain numbed. I didn’t want Tara and Maria to run out of mana. Before that happened, I had to use their finishing move.

“Here we go.” I glanced back at them. “You guys ready?”

The two petite women nodded. “Ready!”

I pulled on the tether that connected us. It blazed white, water mana surging into me.

A cloud appeared in the sky. It began to rain. I let the water drench me. As each droplet hit me, I felt my strength, speed, and mental powers increase, as if I’d been injected with adrenaline.

“My mana… it’s full,” Sherry said. Her shirt was so wet, I could see the outline of her gorgeous nipples.

“Me too,” Esme said. “I feel so powerful!”

Esme jumped in the air, soaring with the help of her Leaping Shoes. She conjured her ice katana, which was about one and a half times its normal length. She came down upon the flying eel with an incredible slash.

A huge shadow burst out of it, and it screamed.

“My turn!” I jumped in the air, conjured my flame spear, and impaled the stupid creature.

It let out a death cry, then fell onto the ground. Now it resembled a big snake writhing in the mud.

We all fell upon it. Sherry poked its head with her spear, and Esme slashed its body with her katana. I conjured both weapons, holding my katana with one hand and my spear with the other, and went to town.

Soon enough, the eel exploded into a massive shadow.

BOSS VANQUISHED

UNDERGROUND FOREST LEVEL 1 CLEARED

UNDERGROUND FOREST LEVEL 2 UNLOCKED

We all cheered and jumped for joy. Tara dove into my hands, and I spun her around. Sherry gave me a passionate kiss, her wet tits smothering my chest. Esme was patiently waiting her turn. I went up to her and gave her a passionate kiss, as well.

Maria was standing in the back. She was shyer than the others, so I had make her feel included. I walked up to her, took her in my arms, and kissed her. It was amazing to be able to pick up a woman like that.

A shimmering silver treasure chest sat in the center of the battle area. Sherry was already bending over it, her red thong sticking out.

I flung it open. A platinum bracelet lay inside. I picked it up, then read the inscription on the inner band: Grants wearer immunity to heatstroke.

“That’s it?” I said, disappointed. “What the hell?”

Water was still dripping off of Sherry. “Fire elementals like me can cause heatstroke as a status effect.”

So that meant that the next level of the Underground Forest would probably have enemies that caused heatstroke. I suppose this piece of gear was meant to prepare us for that.

“I’ll hang on to it for now.” I placed the bracelet in my soul storage.

A platform materialized near us. As soon as we all stood on it, it descended.

“As an ice elemental, as long as I have mana, I’m actually innately immune to heatstroke,” Esme said. “Except when Remy makes me all hot in bed.”

Everyone laughed.

“Maybe try wearing the bracelet next time?” I grinned.

The platform came to a halt. A floating blue fast travel point, as well as a white door, appeared ahead. I opened the door, and we all entered the second floor of the Underground Forest.

We found ourselves on a mountain. Lava dripped down the peaks, making huge pools in the distance.

Already, sweat was streaming down my forehead.

“It’s hotter than Death Valley,” I said. “Miranda wasn’t kidding. This layer really is geothermally active.”

Maria and Tara cast Water Heal on each other.

“You guys okay?” I asked.

“I don’t think we can remain here,” Tara said. “The heat evaporates our mana.”

Sherry was sweating, too. Esme seemed calm and cool.

“Go back to the onsen,” I said to Maria and Tara. “Miranda and Ayla will need your help collecting supplies.”

“But what if you need a heal?” Maria said. “Our tether isn’t long enough to reach.”

That was true. We’d have to do without their healing magic.

I turned to Sherry. “You have healing potions?”

She nodded. “A few.”

I took out the Heatstroke Bracelet and gave it to Sherry. As soon as she put it on her wrist, she let out a satisfied sigh. “Oh, that feels good.”

The effect hit me through our tether. A cool breeze spread through my veins and skin. It was like when you walk by an open door with air-conditioning blasting through it.

“Good luck, everyone.” Tara waved bye at us.

She and Maria returned to the platform and went up. That left Sherry, Esme, and me to explore this new area.

“Hopefully the enemies here are weak to ice,” I said.

Esme tousled her azure hair and grinned. “Why wouldn’t they be?”

“What if they’re immune to fire?” Sherry crossed her arms. “I’ll be dead weight.”

Even so, I wanted to get to know Sherry more, and there was no better way to do that than by keeping her in the party. All my soulbonds were at level two, except hers. Considering how useful every single level two ability had been, I badly wanted to unlock hers.

“Let’s test Small Meteor,” I said to Sherry.

We walked along the mountain range. Much of it had been charred by lava. Much of it had been turned to glass, as well. The ground itself steamed in places. The air smelt of sulfur. We were obviously walking upon a very active volcano.

A skeleton stood next to a big black rock. It grinned upon seeing us, then drew a bow from its back. It took one of its own ribs and fired it from the bow.

I sliced the projectile in half with my katana. Then I summoned a Small Meteor down at it.

Upon impact, the skeleton exploded into shadows, leaving seven soulcores.

“That’s a good haul,” I said. “Easy to kill, too.”

Sherry chuckled. “Don’t forget, handsome, that one of those attacks uses up a lot of my mana.”

“It works, at least. The skeletons aren’t immune to fire.”

A bone flew by my head. I turned to see another skeleton shooting its own ribs at us. This time, Sherry conjured her spear and tossed it at the skeleton.

It hit the creature’s torso, causing shadows to erupt. Esme hit it with a few ice arrows, and it died, leaving another seven soulcores.

“I can get used to seven soulcores per kill.” I smiled.

“Too bad Miranda won’t accept them as payment,” Sherry said. “But you know what she might accept?” Sherry grabbed my cock.

Esme pulled her hand off. “Remy isn’t a whore!”

“We all have a price, Esme.” Sherry giggled. “And a hundred goldcores is a lot.”

Esme crossed her arms and looked away. “I don’t have a price.”

“That’s because you’re a good girl…” Sherry held her friend’s hand. “Or at least you pretend to be.”

They both laughed. As for whether I would sleep with Miranda if she forgave the hundred goldcores I owed, the answer was abso-fucking-lutely. I would sleep with her for free, in fact. She was an attractive and competent woman, even if she was older than what I was used to. In fact, her age only added to the alure; all my other soulbonds were born on the same day, twenty years ago, which meant they were the exact same age.

“So, Remy, you willing to fuck Miranda?” Sherry asked.

“I mean…” I glanced at Esme, who was glaring at me, awaiting an answer. “I respect my soulbonds, obviously. I wouldn’t fuck anyone I’m not soulbonded to without the permission of all of you.”

“No!” Esme said. “I won’t tolerate it.”

“That’s that, then.” I rubbed Esme’s cold cheek. She looked so cute when angry. “I don’t have a price to hurt one of my women.”

“You’re an honorable man, Remy. Although, what if…” Sherry twirled a strand of her curly red hair, “Miranda agreed to soulbond with you?”

“Well, in that case, of course I’d fuck her. But I doubt she’d agree. She’s too concerned about her reputation in the overworld.”

Esme walked toward the mountain pass. “Let’s keep going. My mana is slowly draining.”

We shelved that conversation and continued onward.
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BONE ARROWS


The mountain range had so many different paths we could take. Most of them led to monsters, which we happily fought and defeated. Along with the Skeleton Archers, there were these snapping turtles with flames shooting from their shells. They were immune to slashing, so Sherry and I took care of them with our spears.

We also came across massive crows that flung fiery rocks down at us. Esme and I took them out with our arrows. We collected a good amount of soulcores, goldcores, and crafting ingredients. I looked forward to putting more points in agility and strength when we returned to the temple. I also wanted to upgrade my gear. This set that gave me invisibility upon hit was a bit too situational, since it relied on me getting hit, and I’d rather not. I also wasn’t interested in poking myself with a needle to activate the trait.

The Leaping Shoes Esme wore continued to come in handy. As for myself, I was still wearing shoes that provided no benefit. I’d have to change that. The deeper we got in the Underground Forest, the more our gear optimization would matter.

We entered into a valley with steep overhangs on either side. They were filled with Skeleton Archers. There were so many, I could hardly count them. And they had the high ground.

The three of us backed away, out of the range of their bone arrows.

“We’ve explored every other path,” I said. “This is the only way forward. What to do?”

Esme grabbed her crafting book from her soul storage. She licked her finger and flipped through the pages. “I swear, there’s a craftable shield, somewhere here.” She tapped on a page with a picture of a shield made of bones. “We can craft this with the bone shards dropped by the Skeleton Archers.”

“Doesn’t look all that strong.” Sherry winced.

“We’ll have to make it work.” Esme grabbed a bunch of bone shards we’d collected off the dead Skeleton Archers from her soul storage. She put them in a pile on top of the page. She did some sort of motion with her hands, and a bright light immersed the ingredients. That light molded them into a single shield.

She repeated this process two more times, until we each had a bone shield.

I practiced holding mine. It was pretty light, and the bone shards that composed it seemed strong enough to block those bone arrows. They were made of the same thing, after all.

“So what’s the plan?” Sherry asked. “We just run through with our shields up?”

I shrugged and looked toward Esme. This was her idea, after all.

“Yeah, why not?” she said.

We turned back toward the valley of skeletons. The arrows would all be coming from above, so we’d have to keep the shields over our heads.

Something weird stood in the distance.

I grabbed both Esme and Sherry by their arms. “Wait! Look.”

A red skeleton. It stood in the valley, blocking our path.

“Oh no,” Sherry said. “Must be the elite variant.”

“We need to deal with it first,” I said, “otherwise it’ll attack us while we’re crossing.”

Esme let out a tired sigh. “My mana is pretty depleted, since I’ve been using it to keep cool.”

“Should we return to the fast travel point and head home?” Sherry asked.

She and Esme looked toward me. I stroked my chin. We’d made good progress, sure. We could always come back refreshed and recharged. But we also had a lot more progress we needed to make. I didn’t want to spend all my time in the Underground Forest.

“No. Let’s kill the elite.”

Sherry smiled. “I like the attitude, handsome. But how do you propose we do it?”

“We draw it over here,” I said. “It’s a stupid fucking monster, after all.”

Esme shook her head. “Remember, elites aren’t nearly as stupid as their normal versions.”

“It’s still stupid.” I palmed my fist. “I know just the way to lure it over.”

I grabbed the red fez from my soul storage and put it on my head. Its special trait would cause monsters to agro toward me.

All the skeletons turned toward me. They fired bone arrows, though they all landed short of us. The elite, red skeleton began running in our direction. Strange that it had no weapon that I could see.

Some of the Skeleton Archers on the overhang ran out of ribs to fire at us. Unfortunately, their ribs regenerated. They had infinite ammo. Unfair.

The red skeleton was now mere yards away. Using its hands, it conjured a fireball, then palmed it in our direction.

I dodged easily. Esme shot it with ice arrows. Sherry summoned a Small Meteor right at its head.

Flecks of shadow bled out of it. I conjured a Small Meteor, then hit it with an Ice Blast.

It froze. That allowed me to impale it with the flame spear. Though hitting it with fire nullified the freeze effect, it caused a massive shadow to burst from its core.

“Oh fuck,” Sherry blurted out. “Look!”

All the skeletons on the overhang were dropping down and running across the valley toward us. And even more skeletons were coming out of the caves in the side of the mountain.

A wider area-of-effect ability would’ve worked wonders here, but Ayla wasn’t with us. Both Sherry and I summoned Small Meteors into the mass of skeletons. Bones flew amid the flames. We’d killed a bunch, but not nearly enough.

“If we kill everything in sight, imagine the loot!” I said.

“You’ve lost it, Remy.” Esme hit a mass of skeletons with an Ice Blast, freezing them. “You’ve become too greedy!”

I impaled the elite skeleton with my flame spear. It burst into shadows. Many goldcores fell onto the ground, along with a red bone. Could be a rare crafting ingredient.

But I had no chance to gather the loot. The normal skeletons were now using their ribs as melee weapons.

Sherry danced around with her spear, grinning as she thrust at the skeletons. So many of them were now on fire, and they ran around and spread their fires to other skeletons.

“I’m almost out of mana,” Esme said.

“Retreat, Esme,” I ordered. “Jump out of here and get to the fast travel point.”

“I won’t leave you two!”

“That’s an order. Get out of here!”

Esme leaped over the mass of skeletons. She landed some distance away, then dashed toward the direction from where we’d come.

Meanwhile, I focused on hitting the skeletons with meteors and disposing of the rest with my spear. I kept my shield in hand, too, since some of the skeletons were shooting bone arrows, again.

“You good?” I asked Sherry.

“I’m loving this!” She was grinning ear to ear. “Haven’t had this much fun in a long ti⁠—“

A bone arrow pierced her shin. She screamed.

I grabbed a healing potion from my soul storage, then impaled another two skeletons, lighting them on fire. I got to Sherry, popped the potion open with my teeth, then doused her bleeding foot.

Her wound closed. “Thanks, handsome. I’ll reward you for that, later.”

I kissed her on the lips, enjoying how soft they were. Then I resumed flinging meteors and skewering skeletons.

Most of them had burned. Finally, I killed the last one that remained standing.

The whole ground was covered in bones, soulcores, and gleaming goldcores.

Sherry and I laughed. Soot from so many fires dirtied her hair, clothes, and face.

I wiped soot out of my own hair, then began tossing the loot in my soul storage.

Sherry did the same. I enjoyed the sight of her thong as she bent over. It just exuded sin, in the best way possible.

After ten minutes of doing nothing but gathering, we’d amassed 800 soulcores and 21 goldcores. A whole bunch of bones, too, which I assumed could be used to craft bone armor, not that I’d ever wear such a stupid looking thing.

Sherry came close, grabbed my hips, and kissed me. She stuck her tongue in my mouth.

“I could fuck you right here,” she said.

“Let’s get in a soul cottage for the night. Just you and me.”

She bit my lip lightly. “I like the sound of that. I’ve got a deluxe one, actually.”

Sherry tossed the orb on the ground. The mist spread around us. The walls weren’t wood, but formed of stone. The floor was marble. It resembled a Roman villa.

A silky bed was spread across the floor in the center. There was also a pool spread across one side, as well as plates of fruit.

“Nice,” I said. “How much did this cost?”

“These go for 50 soulcores each. I was saving this one for a special occasion.” Sherry bit her lip when she noticed my bulge. She caressed my package.

“Did you like fucking me?” she asked.

“I’ve never had better.”

“Oh? Was I better than Esme and all your other women?”

I nodded. “I can’t lie. You were the best.”

“There are things I want to do with you. Sinful things. Improper things. But I’m afraid…”

“Afraid of what?”

“That you’ll think it’s going too far.”

“I’m open to anything that gives me pleasure, and I like to try new things.”
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GOOD BOY


“Esme told me you all like to roleplay.” Sherry giggled. “How about you let me take charge, just for tonight?”

I liked the sound of that. “I’m open to it.”

“You’ll call me ‘goddess.’”

“I’m open to it, goddess.”

“Good boy. Take off everything and lie down.”

I couldn’t get my clothes off fast enough. I lay down, my dick so hard it resembled a rocket launch.

Sherry took a blindfold out of her soul storage. She tossed it onto my chest.

“Put it on,” she ordered.

“Yes, goddess.” I channeled my inner Esme as best I could.

I tied the silky blindfold around my eyes. I heard Sherry pull more stuff out of her soul storage, including what sounded like a change of clothes.

She took a few minutes to put that outfit on. Then she stepped toward me and bent down.

“Have you been a good boy, Remy?” she whispered in my ear.

“I killed a lot of skeletons.”

“That’s not what I asked. I asked if you’ve been a good boy. Have you pleased your goddess?”

“I need to do a better job pleasing my goddess.”

“I’m glad you’ve admitted it. Now tell me, who do you worship?”

“I worship you, my goddess.”

“Good boy.”

Sherry slid her hand from my balls up to my shaft. Since I couldn’t see, it was completely unexpected. Somehow, that made it so much more pleasurable.

“If you continue to be a good boy, I’ll reward you with more of that.”

“Yes, goddess. I’ll be a good boy.”

“Good. Now open your mouth.”

I did as ordered. I took in her spicy aroma as her body neared mine. Soon, something soft and succulent entered my mouth. I licked it, enjoying the texture of her soft nipple.

“Do you like having these in your mouth?”

“Yes, goddess.” It came out muffled, since my mouth was full of delicious tit.

Sherry smothered my face with them, then let the other one fall into my mouth. I gave it all my love and adoration as she moaned. I sucked her nipple as if it were giving me life.

“Good boy. Let me reward you.”

She spat on my cock, then gave it a nice rub. I couldn’t help but moan.

“I hope your tongue is warmed up.” Sherry giggled with mischief.

“It’s warmed up and ready, goddess.”

In a sixty-nine position, she straddled her pussy near my mouth. I reached out with my tongue, meeting her delicious folds, which were already dripping. I eagerly licked and slurped, as if I were a ravenous dog. Sherry moaned and moaned.

She gave my dick a few strokes to reward me, but not too many. She pushed her pussy onto my face, then got into a sitting position. It became harder to breathe, but I didn’t mind.

“Get your tongue in there deeper,” Sherry ordered as she smothered me with her pussy.

I didn’t bother answering since I couldn’t even make a sound. I stuck my tongue all the way into her delicious hole and licked as thoroughly as I could.

“Good boy.” She gave my dick a stroke. “You’ve been so good to your goddess.”

I sucked on her pussy lips. My tongue had never done so much work before. She tasted like the most sumptuous red wine. I couldn’t get enough of her.

Sherry spat on my cock. She stroked it, making me moan.

“Good boy. I think it’s time for your reward.”

She got off my face and straddled her pussy over my cock. She enveloped it in the dripping warmth of her hole. She rode me in a reverse cow-girl position. I wished I could remove the blindfold so I could watch her ass bounce, but she hadn’t given me permission to do so.

“Are you going to give your goddess your seed?” Sherry asked.

“Yes, goddess. All my seed is for you.”

“Good boy. But only when I give you permission. I want to be thoroughly pleasured before you unload. Is that understood?”

“I understand, goddess. I’ll hold it in till then.”

She rode me harder. My dick yearned to explode, but by God, I could hold it.

Since she was facing the other way, I decided to cheat. I lifted off the blindfold and enjoyed the sight of her ass cheeks as they slapped my crotch. The way they bounced was a work of art. They were covered in netting, as were her thighs, with a wide hole for her pussy. Her top was formed from black leather. I wished I could see more of her outfit.

I wanted to grab her bouncing ass cheeks, but that would be breaking the rules. I slid my blindfold back on so Sherry wouldn’t catch me.

“Who is my good boy?” she asked.

“I’m your good boy.”

“Who does this cock belong to?”

“You, my goddess.”

Sherry intensified her riding of my cock. I felt like a bull at a rodeo.

“Come for me,” she demanded. “Come for me now.”

“Yes, goddess. I’m coming.” I released my hold on my orgasm.

My cum shot out of my cock and filled her insides. As it did, her pussy muscles tightened. She orgasmed, her juices dripping down my dick and all over my crotch.

“Mmm,” Sherry moaned. Her pussy tightened some more, causing all my cum to shoot up. “Your goddess feels so full.”

My balls were thoroughly drained.

“Have I been a good boy?”

“The best boy.”

Sherry removed my blindfold. She licked across my lips and stuck her tongue in my mouth. We made out for a few minutes.

“That was so fun,” I said. “Never realized it could feel so good, giving up control like that.”

“If you ever want to do it again, I’m always available.”

“Now I know why Esme likes it so much. Although, I think it comes more naturally for her.”

Sherry lay down at my side and played with my chest hairs. Her front was also covered in leather and netting, with a huge hole for her tits. “Esme was always like that. She loved to please people. You, on the other hand, like to please yourself.”

“That much is true. But it’s nice to let go, completely, once in a while. Although I don’t think I could do this with anyone else. You’re the only one who can make it exciting.”

She giggled. “I’m pleased to hear that.” She grabbed my dick, which had gone limp but was still covered in our body fluids. “Now the question is, when will you be ready for round two?”

“As soon as I wash up.”

I used the pool water to wash myself. Sherry did the same. After, we enjoyed a good, traditional fuck, first in the missionary position, and then switching to cow girl, and then finally to doggy style to finish off.

I wanted to go for round three. I even gave Sherry a massage to relax her and get her aroused, but she drifted to sleep during it.

I kissed her on the forehead and watched her sleep for a few minutes. I knew that beneath all her strength, she was just as vulnerable as any of the girls in my harem. It had been her idea to go to Earth and find someone to help the curseborn in their struggle to survive against the Shadowsoul and all the monsters. And by monsters, I didn’t just mean the mindless servants of the Shadowsoul that we fought each day, but the corrupt and black-hearted people who took advantage of the perilous state of this world.

I would kill them all for Sherry. I wouldn’t rest until her and all my women were free and happy.

I hugged Sherry as she slept, enjoying the warmth and softness of her body. Soon enough, I drifted to sleep, as satisfied as I’d ever been.
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BRUTAL PURPLE TEA


When we woke up the next morning, I felt happy in a profound way.

Having a harem, with all kinds of women, was better than monogamy. It was like having different kinds of fruit on a plate. Variety had certainly spiced up my life.

Sherry had certainly taught me some new varieties of pleasure last night, too.

Sadly, our soulbond didn’t level up. But I could feel we were getting close. A little more effort was needed on the emotional front. Sherry wasn’t an openly vulnerable person; rather, she exuded confidence. I would need to get through her walls.

Upon leaving the soul cottage, we stepped into the now clear valley. The mountains grew darker as we progressed. A few stray skeletons appeared out of the cave mouths, but we dispatched them with ease.

The ground turned glassy. Ahead, the peak of a spitting volcano appeared. It looked like the perfect place for a boss battle.

Luckily, there was a blue fast travel point just outside of the winding path that led up to the peak.

“I bet the others are worried,” I said.

“Let them worry.” Sherry giggled. “I like having you all to myself.”

“Oh? Then how about we don’t go back to the temple. How about we fast travel to the overworld.”

“What have you got in mind, handsome?”

“We’ve got quite a lot of goldcores and soulcores. I say we buy a new mount.”

“Oh, I see. Trying to spend your goldcores before Miranda get’s her grubby hands on them.”

I laughed. “Something like that. I’m still hopeful she’ll forgive part of my debt.”

“You mean without thrusting that huge cock in her mouth?”

The image her words painted in my head made me hard. “Let’s focus on getting a mount.”

“All right, handsome. I know just the place.”

“Perfect. I’ll let you take the lead, then.” I certainly enjoyed when she’d taken the lead last night.

We fast traveled to the overworld and got in the rickshaw. Sherry drove in a direction I’d never gone before.

“I know an old timer who collects broken mounts and repairs them,” she said. “He’ll give us a good deal.”

Half an hour later, we arrived at a glyph-covered barrier. Within it was a big stone villa with a few adjoining smaller houses. Around the houses were all sorts of carriages, most of them as rickety and old as our rickshaw.

A short old man wearing spectacles trundled over to us. “Well, if it isn’t my favorite curseborn.”

“Ted.” Sherry beamed at him. “It’s been a little while, hasn’t it?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Four days. Four months. Four years. It’s all the same when you’re old.” He adjusted his spectacles to get a good look at me. “Who is this young fella?”

“I’m Remy.” I tried to shake his hand, but then remembered there was a barrier between us. “It’s nice to meet you.”

Ted tapped on one of the glyphs. “Come on in.” A hole appeared in the barrier for us to walk through. “Do you like tea, Remy?”

“I’m more of a coffee guy. But I could go for some tea.”

“Good. Good. I make a brutal purple tea.”

I had no idea what purple tea was, nor how or why it could be brutal. “Sounds wonderful.”

Sherry took my arm, and we walked into his house. To my surprise, it was rather neat, with all sorts of ornate vases spread about. Delicate, finely woven carpets hung across the walls. This Ted guy must’ve been earning a decent income.

We sat on the floor around a wooden table. Another surprise: the table itself was heated.

“How does this heated table work?” I asked.

“Made it myself. Very useful during cold nights.”

“You seem like a resourceful fellow.”

Ted poured the purple tea in small, clay mugs. Then he set them on the table.

Sherry wasted no time. She took a chug and let out a satisfied ah.

I was far more hesitant. The only purple drinks I enjoyed were Kool Aid and Tang. Although I hadn’t had either since I was a kid.

I sipped the purple liquid. It was sweet. It had a homely sort of taste, contrary to what I expected.

“I could get used to this,” I said.

Ted poured himself a cup and sat with us. “So what brings you two here, eh? Not simply visiting an old man, I take it.”

“We want one of your restored mounts,” Sherry said.

“Well if you’ve got the goldcores, then I’ve got a mount for you.”

I considered how many goldcores I was willing to part with. I still had to give the majority to Miranda. Also, as hospitable as he was being, I knew it was just a sales tactic. I’d never served anyone tea when trying to sell them a phone plan, but I’d done other things to seem like a friend.

“I want something that can fly.” I smiled.

“You must be a very rich man, then,” Ted said. “A thousand goldcores and you’ve got yourself a flying mount.”

I almost spat out my tea. “I’ll take it for ten.”

Ted laughed. “Oh, he’s a killer! Think I’m old and easy to hoodwink, eh?”

Sherry put a warm hand on my shoulder. “Remy is just being Remy. He’s taking care of five of us curseborn. Building us a little village, in fact. He prizes all the soulcores and goldcores he has because he uses them for the benefit of others.”

Sherry was cleverer than I realized. She was pulling at Ted’s heartstrings to get him to soften. Though I doubted the old man was unfamiliar with this negotiating tactic.

“He may be a charitable man, Sherry, but I’m not.” Ted grinned. “Old age hasn’t weakened my lust for goldcores, I’m afraid.”

I probably wasn’t getting a flying mount, no matter how well we bargained. Perhaps we could settle for a fast mount.

“Ten goldcores,” I said. “What’s the best you can give me?”

Ted let out a tired sigh. “It’s okay. Let’s stop playing this game.”

“What game?” I scratched my head.

“They’ve announced a three hundred goldcore bounty for your head,” Ted said. “I could turn you in, and make a whole lot more. So why would I settle for ten?”

I gazed at the walls around us. Technically, if Ted didn’t allow us to leave the barrier, we would be stuck here. We would be his prisoners.

“You wouldn’t do that,” Sherry said. “You hate those bastards from Port City as much as we do.”

“That’s why I’m not going to take your goldcores,” Ted said. “I’m going to give you a mount for free.”

I let out the breath I was holding.

“Follow me.” Ted got up and walked into the next room.

We followed. A bunch of brown orbs sat on a shelf next to a wide open space. He grabbed a brown orb with some sort of symbol on it, then threw it on the ground.

What appeared resembled the front of a roller coaster. It had three rows of seats with three seats per row. The front was angled sharply, probably to be aerodynamic. Fresh white and gold paint adorned the sides.

Sherry clapped and jumped up and down in delight.

“You can get from here to Port City in half an hour,” Ted said. “What do you think?”

“You’re giving this to me for free?” I almost felt bad. “Why?”

“I used to work as mount keeper for the prince. I made one mistake, and the asshole decided to exile me. That’s how little we matter to them. So if you’re fighting back, I’m all for it.” Ted gestured to the mount. “Besides, I got this one for free. The day before my exile was to begin, I snuck into the palace and stole it.”

“You mean this belongs to the prince?” My jaw dropped.

“Indeed. Which is why I can’t sell it to anyone around here — it’s stolen goods! I took it to get back at them. But now, by putting it in your hands, I can do more than just get back at them. I can help destroy them.”

I shook Ted’s hand. “Thank you.”

“You go and fight the good fight. And take care of Sherry.”

Sherry’s smile couldn’t be contained.

I drove our new mount back to the fast travel point. At maximum speed, it was four times faster than the rickshaw. It would make traversing this island easy. The ride was much steadier, too; uneven terrain didn’t jolt it.

As soon as we arrived at the onsen, everyone ran up to us.

Esme seemed livid. “Where have you two been? We were all so worried!”

I wished we had some way to communicate over distance. Like a cell phone.

“We made a lot of progress in the Underground Forest,” I said. “Also, we have a new mount.”

I kissed Esme on the cheek.

Ayla hugged me. “I missed you.”

“I missed you too.” I gave her a kiss, as well.

Did the same for Maria and Tara.

Then I approached the Soulful Doll.

“It’s time for an upgrade,” I said to it.

“Good. I’ve been craving soulcores.” It let out a maniacal laugh.

I could never get over how creepy it was. “Well… open up.”

Soul Level: 11

Strength: 3

Intelligence: 1

Agility: 3

Endurance: 1

Vigor: 1

Mind: 1

Luck: 1

Soulcores Required for Next Level: 300 (819)

I added another point to strength, then another to agility, taking my Soul Level to 13. My muscles bulged briefly, and I felt as if I’d lost ten pounds. The points became a part of me.

Next, I was eager to check out Miranda’s progress with building the onsen.
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BETWEEN THE COLD AND HOT POOLS


There wasn’t an evil gargoyle or awful ooze in sight. A paved pathway led from the temple entrance to the swamp, which now had these gorgeous, big boulders sticking out of it. Wood huts with slanted roofs lined the side of the swamp, looking handsome.

I suppose I ought to call it a hot spring.

The interior of the huts were empty. A hundred goldcores didn’t cover furniture. Not even a pillow. The wooden wall that was supposed to separate the men’s and women’s sections of the hot spring had been repurposed to section off the cold pool, which was in its own little, tiled area.

All in all, it was a cozy onsen. Perfect for me and my harem. We could each have our own little rooms to sleep in, too, as there were just enough huts, although Maria and Tara would have to share.

“You did good,” I said to Miranda.

She’d neglected to button the top of her coat, exposing a hint of her generous cleavage. “I know.”

“Like I said, I’ll be paying in installments. You’ll get the first one today.”

Maria and Tara had shed their clothes and were jumping around in the cold pool. I so wanted to join them, but business comes before pleasure.

I transferred the goldcores to Miranda’s soul storage. “Satisfied?”

She nodded. “You’re a man of your word. I like that.”

“What’s a man without his word?”

“Oh, I don’t know. When you have power, your words can twist in all sorts of ways.”

“Is that so? Care to give me an example?”

“I haven’t actually been paid for over half the onsens I’ve built.”

“Damn. Can’t you take them to court?”

“Some of them, sure. But I have to be careful dealing with those who have close ties with the emperor.”

Didn’t surprise me that the ilk in Port City would cozy up to the emperor to avoid paying. Sounded like something Saran would do.

“I’m sorry to hear that, Miranda.”

She twirled a strand of her dark hair. “You know… if you could help me collect, I could forgive your debt. And I’ll even build you more stuff, in return.”

I stuck my hands in my silky pockets. “And here I thought you were worried about being associated with me.”

“I still am. You’d be working for me in secret. Helping collect what I’m owed, and bringing it here.”

I shook my head. “Miranda, I’m not a collection agent. Nor am I some sort of mafia thug. I can’t go around breaking legs to get you your goldcores. I’ll happily continue to pay what I owe in installments.”

“Understandable.” She crossed her arms. “I suppose your biggest problem is your status as a wanted man. It’s not safe for you to traverse the overworld. Unless…”

“Unless?”

“Unless I got you a piece of gear that disguises what you look like.”

Now she had my full attention. “With that, I could get into Port City.”

“Let’s make a deal. I’ll forgive what you owe and even build you more stuff. In exchange, I get you this special mask that disguises who you are, and you use it to get the goldcores owed to me by a certain someone. If you want, you can take him for all he’s worth. You’ll amass a fortune.”

That was quite a thing to consider. The truth is, as much as I wanted to lead a righteous rebellion, I also had to realize that rebellions tended to require unrighteous funding.

“Who is this certain someone?”

Miranda smirked. “His name is Alfonso, and he owns all the pleasure houses in Port City.”

That would make him Ruby’s boss. “How’d he stiff you?”

“I built those pleasure houses. He never paid for them.”

If he stiffed her, he was probably stiffing others. Maybe even Ruby.

“So what do you expect me to do? He’s probably got a lot of bodyguards. Connections with the emperor means that the soldiers in the city would be protecting him, too.”

“Didn’t you say you would overthrow them all, one day?” Miranda snickered. “Or was that talk?”

“I’m not strong enough, yet.”

“No better way to get stronger than by overcoming a great challenge.”

That much was true. Perhaps I could use the disguise she’d mentioned to sneak into Port City. But Port City was surrounded by a barrier. Unlike our own barrier, soul tethers couldn’t cross it. That meant I’d need to get my soulbonds inside the city, as well, which would put them in danger.

“I’ll discuss it with my harem,” I said with a smile, “while we’re all enjoying the hot spring. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’m dying for a bath.”

Everyone had a great time going between the cold and hot pools. I mostly relaxed in the hot pool. My bones ached from nonstop adventuring. It was a relief to have our own onsen, where we could all relax and feel safe. Best of all, those assholes who ruled in the overworld wouldn’t be coming down here, since the entrance was deep in a dungeon that they probably knew nothing about.

Miranda was right, in a way. I had to begin fighting back against the ruling powers. They’d put a bounty on my head, which could kill my progress. I ought to begin picking off people like Saran, and making the rest fear me enough to get in line.

I summoned my wives to the hot pool. They all wanted to be near me, so I went to the shallow part and sat on a stone. The girls clustered around it.

“I think it’s time we strike at Port City,” I said. “I think it’s time we make them fear us.”

Esme shifted uncomfortably. “I’d like nothing more, but are we strong enough?”

“How long will we be asking that question?” I said. “I’m confident I can defeat any one of those fools in single combat. The problem is their numbers. The best way to nullify their numbers is to sneak in, strike fast, and escape.”

Ayla nodded in agreement. “Makes sense to me. But how do we do that?”

“Miranda says she can get me access to an item that would disguise my appearance. But the barrier around the city is still a problem. It doesn’t allow curseborn to enter, which means I’ll be without my tethers to all of you. Unless we find a way to sneak at least one of you inside.”

“How?” Sherry said, adjusting her red bra strap. “The barriers they use are designed to keep us out, along with the monsters.”

Tara snapped her fingers. “What if you disguised yourself as a soldier? That way, you could pretend we’re your prisoners!”

I’d thought of that. It just sounded so risky. “It’s a good idea, Tara, but it could lead to one of you getting hurt.”

“So?” Maria stood on her stone seat, water dripping down her slender thighs. “Do you think we’re not willing to face danger? That we’d let you carry the burden, all by yourself?”

“I know you all want to help,” I said. “But these people… they’re corrupt to the core. They’ve discarded all notions of right and wrong. They won’t hesitate to harm you.”

“I’ve already faced death,” Tara said. “At least this time, I’ll face it for a good reason.”

Esme looked at them with an expression full of compassion. “You girls are really strong. I’ve got to be honest. I’m afraid. I’ve always been afraid of the powers in Port City.”

“That’s the problem.” Ayla made a fist. “We’ve lived our lives in fear.”

“But we have a home here,” Sherry said. “We’re safe here. Remy went through so much to set this up for us. I don’t want to just throw that to the wind.”

“You all brought me here to make things better,” I said. “But I’m not going to do that by risking any of your lives. That said, we can’t just sit around enjoying this onsen. There are others who need us, too.” I took Sherry by the hand. “They still don’t know you’re soulbonded to me. I’ll use the disguise, get you safely into the city, and then we’ll go from there.”

Esme stuck her nose up and glanced away. “You’re going to leave the rest of us behind?”

“You all have important work to do, here in the onsen. We need to keep gathering soulcores, goldcores, and crafting ingredients. It’s all going to be necessary for what is to come.”

“I trust you, Remy.” Ayla hugged me, her wet tits soaking my chest.

I touched Esme’s cold shoulder, then pulled her toward me. I kissed her, making sure she felt all my lust for her. “We’re going to go on plenty of adventures together, don’t you worry. Right now, Sherry has the advantage that she’s not been seen with me by our enemies.”

Tara and Maria came close and kissed me on the cheek.

“You’re everything to us, Remy,” Tara said. “We’ll work hard to achieve our shared dream.”

We enjoyed the hot spring for the rest of the day.

That night, I took Esme to my bed, making sure to give her all my attention. I let her suck my cock as if it were her own, personal toy. After filling up her mouth, I fucked her harder than I ever had. I wanted her to know how special she was to me, even though she couldn’t come with me on this next mission.
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ILLUSIONS


Miranda explained that the Illusionist’s Mask, which would let me disguise myself as anyone I chose, was located in a dungeon near the settlement where she’d grown up. I took Sherry and Tara along for this mission. I needed to spend as much time as possible with Sherry so we could level up our soulbond.

Tara’s healing abilities were too useful, especially her area-of-effect augmenting heal, so it made sense to include her or her sister in every party. Esme, Ayla, and Maria stayed in the Underground Forest to farm.

We used our new mount: the roller coaster car. Miranda drove. It was slightly chilly; I wondered if winter was coming.

During the drive, I thought about how hard it was to give each of my women the attention they deserved. Talk about first world problems. I’d been neglecting Ayla, especially, so I’d have to spend time with her after this mission.

They each deserved all my attention and adoration. If only there were more than one me. Although, I probably wouldn’t want to share them with that other me. I’d probably have to murder him, lest he claim my entire harem.

If I feared myself, I was more dangerous than I realized.

We arrived at the dungeon and entered through a cave mouth.

We found ourselves in a white hallway. The walls glowed. The floor resembled bright marble. A flying octopus waited for us at the end of the hallway.

I hit it with a Small Meteor. Then I conjured my water whip and lashed it. The octopus grabbed onto my whip with its tentacles, so I used my flame spear to impale it.

Though big shadows bled out of its body, it was still fighting on. It spat oil at me. The oil hit my eyes, and it burned.

“Fuck,” I shouted as I turned invisible. “I can’t see!”

“I’ve got you!” Tara hit me with a Water Heal. The burning stopped, but I still couldn’t see. The basic, level one Water Heal couldn’t remove status effects.

“Let me help,” Miranda said. “Tara, pour this over his head.”

My invisibility wore off. Some sort of goop fell onto my hair, then slid down across my face.

My vision returned. Sherry was poking at the flying octopus, keeping it busy. I hit it with one more thrust of my flame spear. Finally, it died.

Tara gathered the soulcores. Two paths lay before us: right or left.

I glanced at Miranda.

“Beats me.” She shrugged.

I picked the right one. We took a few steps down it.

Suddenly, a white light immersed us. It was so bright, I was forced to shut my eyes.

When I opened them, we were back at the entrance of the dungeon. Once again, a flying octopus floated at the end of the hallway.

I let out a weary groan. “Oh no, it’s one of these sorts of dungeons. Of course the Illusionist’s Mask would be in a dungeon of illusions.”

“Yeah,” Sherry said. “Seems like we have to pick the correct pathway, or we’re sent bank to the entrance.”

“It’s trial and error,” Miranda added.

Tara pointed to the ugly octopus, which had spread its tentacles in our direction. “But every time we guess wrong, we have to fight the monsters again!”

“We’ll run out of mana.” Sherry put her hand on my chest. “What do we do, Remy?”

If I’d brought Esme, we could’ve just frozen the octopus and ran by it. The thing took a lot of hits to kill and from current evidence, didn’t drop anything special, either.

I grabbed the needle from my soul storage and let out a big sigh. “I’ll use my invisibility to figure out the correct paths. You all wait here.”

I stepped toward the octopus. Right before I entered its agro range, I pricked myself with the needle. While invisible, I ran down the left path.

This hallway was identical, except one of those horrible Headless Knights guarded it.

“Fuck that.”

I had to wait a minute for my invisibility cooldown to reset. Then I approached the knight, pricked myself, and ran down the right hallway.

I’d chosen the correct path. A Fur Ant guarded this hallway. Those were easy enough to kill. I thrust my flame spear at it once, and it turned to shadows.

“Right… or left…”

I knew it was a toss up. But since I’d gone right last time, it wasn’t likely that the proper path switched every single time. So I ought to go right again.

It turned out to be the correct guess. I walked to the end of that hallway. A staircase appeared, leading down.

I walked down the stairs and entered a massive chamber. Standing in the distance was a black dragon.

“Yeah, I’m not doing this solo.”

I backtracked to the previous hallway and took the wrong turn. A white light immersed me, and I was back at the entrance, where my women and Miranda waited.

“There’s a dragon,” I said with a chuckle. “Buckle up.”

Sherry smiled. “The bigger the foe, the better the reward.”

“You would hope,” I said. “Come on, let’s do this.”

We defeated the octopus again. When we got to the Headless Knight, Sherry and I used our flame spears to break through its armor and set it on fire. Both the piercing damage and the flame damage melted it into shadows. The Fur Ant died from a single strike.

Finally, we faced the dragon. It seemed to be asleep from its posture, but its eyes were open and watching us.

“We know nothing about its weaknesses and strengths,” I said.

Miranda chuckled. “That’s because you don’t have this.” She grabbed a pair of eyeglasses from her soul storage and handed them to me.

The frames were thick. Just not my style. So I gave them to Tara.

They looked adorable on her. She resembled a nerdy gamer girl.

“It’s weak to ice,” Tara said after blinking a few times.

Of course it was weak to an element we didn’t bring.

“What about fire and water?” I asked.

“It takes reduced damage from water. Normal damage from fire.”

“What else can you tell me?”

“That’s all it shows me.”

We didn’t know how strong it was. Damaging it with a Small Meteor and checking the size of the shadow would reveal that.

“Ready, everyone?” I asked.

They all nodded. Miranda and Tara stayed back, while Sherry and I went forward.

We opened the battle by hitting the dragon with Small Meteors. Chunks of shadow bled off it as the meteors broke against its hard skin.

It roared, then flapped its wings and soared over us. It came at me with a glistening talon, sharp enough to impale. But with my high agility, I easily sidestepped it.

Sherry and I kept hitting it with Small Meteors, and it kept roaring in anger as shadows erupted off it.

“How’s your mana?” I asked her.

“About two-thirds.” Sweat dripped down her cheeks.

“If it gets low, signal Tara to use her Augmenting Rain.”

It was too big to evade our meteors, and too slow to hit us, although Sherry had several close calls. I made sure to always stay in front of her, so the dragon would target me.

It opened its mouth and released a ball of lightning, straight at me. Though I dodged it, the ball exploded as it impacted the ground. Bolts of lightning struck Sherry and me.

Tara casted Water Heal instantly, keeping Sherry and me on our feet. Her heal was like a cool wash over my muscles and bones.

After hitting the black dragon with a few more meteors, Sherry said, “I’m almost out.”

“Tara!” I shouted. “It’s time!”

“I got you!” Tara shouted back.

A cloud appeared above. Rain doused us, healing us fully, restoring Sherry’s mana, and augmenting my stats. I felt as if I had +5 to everything.

My next Small Meteor caused a massive shadow to burst from the dragon’s wings. It cried out as if it knew its death was about to arrive. I hit it again, and again, and again, trying to take full advantage of the augmentation, since it only lasted about twenty seconds.

Finally, the dragon roared its last and turned into a hurricane of shadows. Goldcores rained down upon us.

We all cheered.

We’d won yet another battle, and it was time to collect our loot.

Tara ran around the room collecting the cores while Sherry, Miranda, and I went to the treasure chest at the far edge of the massive chamber.

I kicked the gold-plated wooden chest open. A plain white mask lay inside on a red velvet cushion.

I grinned as soon as I picked it up. The Illusionist’s Mask was mine.

“So how does it work?” I asked Miranda.

“Why don’t you try it and find out? Maybe try thinking of who you’d like to turn into.”

“Okay. Sounds easy enough.”

I put the mask over my head and let out a maniacal laugh. I felt an airy sensation wash over me as I thought of the person I wanted to become.

Miranda crossed her arms and shook her head. “Not funny. Is my hair really like that?”

Tara’s skill had created puddles all over the chamber. I used one to get a good look at myself.

Yup, I was Miranda, sexy tits and all.

“This is so cool,” I said. “I can be anyone!”

The implications were enormous.

“Wait a minute…” I took off the mask and handed it to Sherry. “Since effects are transmitted through the tether, wouldn’t this one be, too?” I snapped my fingers. “Think of anyone except me, Sherry.”

She giggled, then put the mask on. Suddenly, Esme was standing before me.

I looked at myself in the puddle. I was Esme, too!

“You look delightful, Remy.” Sherry laughed.

“Holy fucking moly,” I said, laughing along with her. “This is better than I ever believed. How long does the effect last?”

“Ten minutes,” Miranda said. “But within those ten minutes, you can change appearances as much as you want. Then the cooldown to use it again is two hours, I believe.”

So for ten minutes every two hours, I could be whomever I wanted.

Sherry took off the mask. We both became ourselves again. We could have fun experimenting with it, later. For now, it was time to rest and prepare for tomorrow’s mission.

I decided to spend that night with both Ayla and Sherry. They were the curviest girls in my harem, which was a body type I couldn’t get enough of. I also wanted to see how they got along with each other.

I brought them into my little house, which Miranda had constructed. It sat next to the hot spring, with direct access to the hot pool from the back. Esme crafted some pillows and bedding for me, so the place wasn’t entirely bare.

Ayla cooked a rice dish with meat and lentils that resembled chickpeas, though far spicier. The three of us sat together to enjoy our meal on the little floor table that Miranda had made for me as an extra.

“Ayla was such a troublemaker,” Sherry said after swallowing a mouthful. “She’d disappear for days. Mother Ash would be livid.”

“You weren’t a good girl yourself, Sherry. I recall you getting sent to your room on quite a few occasions.”

“Being good is boring. Don’t you agree, Remy?”

I nodded. “So you were both rebels. Did you get along with each other?”

“Not especially,” Ayla said. “Sherry always wanted the spotlight. And so did I, I suppose. One day I realized I couldn’t quite compete.” She gazed at Sherry. “You always had an… edge over the rest of us.”

“What can I say?” Sherry clumped some rice in her hand. “I think we all sorely wanted for attention, and we acted out in our own, different ways. Mother Ash could only handle so much.”

Of course, they were all curseborn. Their own parents had thrown them out. Mother Ash took them in and gave them love, but the wound of knowing your own parents had disowned you… I couldn’t imagine how painful that was. How needy it might make you feel. How many holes it leaves inside of you that can never be filled.

Not that I wouldn’t try.

“You’re both special to me.” I took Ayla’s hand. “Your independent spirit, and the care and love that you show others — it makes me feel so comfortable around you.” Now I took Sherry’s hand. “Your spirit for life and the conviction with which you pursue what you want — it’s something I’ve always wanted in a woman.”

They squeezed my hands, their cheeks turning red.

“You’re my queen, Ayla,” I said. “Tell me — how do you feel living down here?”

She smiled. “We’re free here. We’re taken care of. And we have important work to do at all times. Frankly, I love it.”

Hearing how happy she was living here made me satisfied. I’d improved her life, and that was more important than anything.

“I’m so glad,” I said.

“I want our little village to grow.” Ayla giggled. “Bring more curseborn to live here.”

“I will. This will be a sanctuary for curseborn.” I turned to Sherry. “What do you think about that idea?”

She swallowed a bite of meat. “I think we shouldn’t just limit ourselves to a small village. We should make the whole island a sanctuary for curseborn.”

“Not just the island,” I said, “but the world. Though that’s going to take some doing. So for now, we’ll start with this village. Consider it the first free and safe place in this world for all people blessed with elemental powers.”

“I believe in you, Remy.” Sherry beamed. “I was in your world for a whole month. I picked you out of thousands of people. I’m so glad I chose right. You’ve exceeded all my expectations.”

That made me glow. “We’ll free this world from its oppressors and the Shadowsoul, both. I promise.”

Though talking about our shared purpose filled me with pride, I wanted to lighten the air and keep things fun.

“So what’s for dessert,” I asked Ayla upon finishing every morsel in my plate.

She bit her lip, showing me a hint of tongue. “Do you even have to ask?”
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COMPETITION


“I just enjoy asking it,” I said. “So tell me, how horny are you, Ayla?”

Her face turned red. “I… umm…” She glanced at Sherry, who was putting away the empty plates of food.

“Don’t be shy in front of Sherry,” I said. “I don’t want any shyness between my women. No secrets.”

“Okay.” Ayla gulped. “I masturbated thinking about you, yesterday.”

“I’ve masturbated to Remy, too,” Sherry said. “More than once.”

“Is that so?” I put my elbows on the table and leaned forward. “Can you show me? I’d like to see how both of you masturbate.”

They glanced at each other, obviously still somewhat shy.

“I’ve never masturbated in front of anyone,” Sherry said.

“But I want to see it,” I insisted. “And maybe Ayla does, too.” I glanced at Ayla. “Isn’t that right?”

“It would excite me,” Ayla said.

“You know what, I’ll join in,” I said. “We can have a little competition. Let’s see who can last the longest without coming.”

Sherry laughed. “Oh Remy, you’re full of wild ideas.”

A lifetime of watching porn had left me with quite a few ideas. “You don’t know the half of it. Now let’s begin.”

We all went to the floor bed. I sat at one end and took out my cock.

“Spit on it,” I ordered.

They both spat on it.

I rubbed their saliva across my tip and shaft. “Now help each other get naked while I watch.”

Ayla hungrily pulled off Sherry’s shirt, then helped her unhook her bra. Those huge, succulent tits popped out. Sherry returned the favor, pulling off Ayla’s shirt and unhooking her bra. Another pair of incredible tits popped out. I wanted to drench them with cum.

Sherry helped Ayla pull off her yoga pants.

“Use your teeth to remove her panties,” I ordered.

Sherry giggled. “Okay, I’ll try.”

Sherry bit one end of the panty string, then pulled on it. The task was harder than it sounded. Both of them giggled as Sherry struggled to angle the panties the right way to pull them off, all with her teeth.

With some help from Ayla, Sherry completed the job. She held the panties in her mouth, then dropped them in my lap.

“They smell good,” Sherry said.

Ayla sat resplendent in her nakedness. I cupped one of her incredible ass cheeks. Good lord did she have the most perfect ass in existence.

“Who’s going to help me with my panties?” Sherry asked as I marveled at Ayla’s sculpted yet thick ass.

“You know what, let me handle that.” I gave Sherry’s inner thigh a good lick. I used my hands to slide her panties to her knees.

“Cheater!” Ayla protested.

“My mouth has a different mission,” I said. “Ayla, help her.”

I so wanted to dive into Sherry’s wet pussy, but I could do that later. Instead, I gave her pussy lips a few licks while Ayla slid her panties completely off.

I took off my own shirt and pants. Now we were all naked, facing each other upon the bed.

“You can’t stop masturbating,” I said, “until you come. And you can’t close your eyes or look away. You both have to stare at me, and I can choose to stare at either of you. Sound fair?”

“What does the winner get?” Ayla asked.

A good question. I hadn’t even thought of that.

An idea appeared in my head like a lighthouse turning on.

“The winner gets to use Esme as a sex slave for an entire night,” I said.

We all laughed. I knew that I didn’t even have to ask Esme for permission. She would absolutely love that.

“Wait… why isn’t she here, right now, watching?” Sherry asked. “Isn’t that a rule you two have?”

“Yeah…” I scratched my forehead. I’d told Esme I wanted to level up my soulbond with Sherry, which is why I wanted it to be just her and Ayla, so I could focus on the two of them. Esme had agreed to sit this one out. “She made an exception today.” I grabbed my saliva-slick cock. “Okay, ready? Go!”

I watched eagerly as they began playing with their clits. Sherry and Ayla stole glances at each other, giggling the while. I suppose it was weird to watch your childhood friend masturbate, but it also must’ve been thrilling.

I stroked my cock to the sight of their tits. In a way, I wanted to lose this game so I could burst all over their bodies. Get my cum all over Ayla’s ass cheeks and Sherry’s nipples.

Thinking such dirty thoughts did almost make me come.

Sherry moaned. Her face became flush. Ayla opened her mouth, as if she wanted something to fill it. But that would be against the rules, as much as I wanted to.

Sherry strummed her clit, then stuck a finger inside her own dripping hole. It looked so inviting for my cock. She moaned in ecstasy as her juices flowed out of her.

“I lost,” she said. “I lost so fast.”

Ayla, meanwhile, was gazing at me with steamy eyes. I gazed back at her as I played with my cock, making sure she could see my slow strokes. Ayla massaged one of her breasts, moaning the while. My tip was getting very sensitive.

Ayla and I gazed at each other. I wanted to win, but the seriousness with which she met my gaze made my dick yearn to explode.

Ayla spat on her own nipple. She rubbed the spit around her deliciously erect nipple, moaning the while.

I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Sherry, come here!” I said.

I jizzed all over Sherry’s huge tits, getting some on her chin, as well. The sight of my fluids spraying onto Sherry made Ayla moan with delight. She stuck a finger in her pussy as juices poured out of it.

“I win.” She looked so satisfied. “And yet, you gave your reward to Sherry.”

Sherry rubbed my cum all over her tits.

“Your reward is right there.” I pointed to her cum-drenched tits. “What are you waiting for?”

Ayla shook her head. “I’m not Esme.”

Of course she wasn’t. Ayla liked to be treated like a queen, not a slave. If I wanted to level up our soulbond, I ought to never forget that.

“You’re right,” I said. “I’ve got a better reward for you.”

I kissed her knees, then her inner thigh, making my way to her wet pussy. I licked around her luscious pussy lips, then stuck my tongue inside.

Meanwhile, Sherry came to my side. She massaged my balls and dick as I ate Ayla out.

I broke from eating out Ayla to kiss Sherry.

“Ayla tastes good.” Sherry giggled.

I was hard now. And I knew just what to do with my next load.

I had them both bend over in a doggy style position, side by side. I slipped my cock into Ayla first, then switched to Sherry a minute later. Then I had them lie on their backs, and fucked them in the missionary position. After that, I lay down and let Sherry ride me, while Ayla sat on my face so I could eat some more of her kiwi-flavored pussy.

This position was too much for my balls to contain.

“I’m coming!” I shouted.

Sherry rode my dick all the harder. I was a horse and she was a cowgirl.

“Me too!” Ayla screamed.

“Me three!” Sherry added.

We all came at the same time.
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TWISTED MIND


Sherry, Ayla, and I lay on the bed together, sweaty from what we’d just done. That was when the tether between me and Sherry appeared. It glowed the color of a fiery sun, and I felt her fatigue combine with my own. But beneath that fatigue, there was another sensation: comfort, relief, and happiness. Sherry was happy and could finally let someone else lead, for the first time in ages.

SOULBOND OF FIRE LEVEL 2 UNLOCKED

NAME: Sherry

CLASS: Flame Mage

Strength: 2 -> 3

Intelligence: 4 -> 6

Agility: 2

Endurance: 4

Vigor: 1

Mind: 3 -> 5

Luck: 1

FIRE ABILITIES STRENGTHENED

NEW FIRE ABILITY UNLOCKED

With another soulbond leveled up, the three of us passed into a deep sleep.

Sherry and I set out early the next morning. She kept the Illusionist’s Mask in her soul storage. I wore the Leaping Shoes and my Invisibility Clothes.

We fast traveled to the overworld. I waited near the fast travel orb while she visited one of the settlements to buy supplies.

She returned an hour later with plenty of healing potions and other necessities. We were ready to infiltrate Port City.

“What do you think our new ability is?” I asked while driving us toward the city in the rollercoaster car.

“Not sure. I can’t feel it quite yet,” she said. “It’ll manifest soon, though.”

Leveling up the soulbond also meant the flame spear would be stronger. So would Small Meteor, which I’d come to rely upon since it was such an incredible ability. The fire-ability set was fast becoming my favorite, just like Sherry herself.

She slapped my thigh. “You had quite the twisted mind, last night.”

“Not as twisted as yours.”

She giggled. “That’s true. It’s nice to have a kindred spirit by my side.”

“We’re agreed there. Is there anything you won’t do?”

“There’s nothing I won’t do for pleasure, no.”

“We’re two of a kind, then.”

She rested her head on my shoulder. “Only downside is that we didn’t get much sleep.”

“But what little sleep we got was deep.”

“Thank you, Remy. Though I try not to show it, I’d almost lost hope before I found you.”

“You don’t seem like the type to lose hope easily.”

“I tried to be strong in front of Esme and the others. But deep down, it hurt to know how much everyone hated us. It seemed impossible to change things. Our only hope was to defeat the Shadowsoul, and show everyone we’re a force for good. But I didn’t really believe we could do it until you arrived.”

She’d been clinging to a blind hope. I’d done that too, back on Earth. I’d always thought that maybe one day I’d figure things out and be able to massively improve my life. But if I was being realistic, I knew the odds of that happening were tiny.

I kissed Sherry on the cheek. “You made my life a lot better too, you know. I feel like I was made for this.”

“I know you were. That’s what I believe, at least. Otherwise, the Mirror Shard wouldn’t have teleported me to your town.”

I’d heard Esme mention that item a few times. “What is the Mirror Shard, exactly?”

“It’s a remnant of the World Mirror, which was crafted by the Deep Ones when they lived upon the surface. It connects different worlds.”

“And the Deep Ones are trying to defeat the Outer Gods. Perhaps I’m even more a part of their plan than I realize.”

Sherry nodded. “You most certainly are, handsome.”

I didn’t want to be a pawn in some strange god’s plan, but for now, I had to accept it. The aid of the Deep Ones would help me grow more powerful, and being more powerful would help me shape this world into one where my harem could be free.

Every increment of power mattered. Every point put into my stats. Every new ability or item. I had to pursue all avenues to powering up that were open to me.

We arrived at the outskirts of Port City. First thing we did was use a bridging orb to create an escape door on the hill, so we could get out of the city instantly.

It was time for the Illusionist’s Mask to shine. We discussed the plan, then put it into action.

First we split up and approached the city from two different entrances. Sherry put on the mask, thinking of Saran while she did it.

The barrier would still recognize her as a curseborn despite the disguise, but the plan was for her to insist that it was some sort of mistake, and threaten them with severe punishment if they didn’t listen. The guards would be too afraid to accuse Saran of being a curseborn, and would be terrified at the consequences of upsetting him.

Thanks to the tether, I turned into Saran, too. Now I could impersonate my least favorite person in the world. I walked past the large line of commoners trying to enter the city.

The guards recognized me. They bowed their heads.

“Sir Saran,” one said. “We did not know you’d left the city.”

“Why should I care to apprise you of my whereabouts?” I made sure my voice was as nasally as possible. “You are pathetic worms compared to me. Now step aside.” I hoped I wasn’t layering it on too strong.

“Sorry, sir.” The guard moved out of the way. “It’s just it’s standard procedure to alert the city guard when an important minister is coming and going.”

“Such things are beneath me, just like you vermin. Don’t like it? Complain to His Majesty the prince.”

“That won’t be necessary, sir. Please forgive me for any offense. Go on in.”

I stepped through the opening in the barrier. I picked up the pace and walked toward the meeting point: the pleasure house where I’d met Ruby.

I passed several bazaars and bustling streets. I cut through alleyways that smelled of bodily fluids. My disguise wore off a few minutes from the pleasure house. I had to be extra careful not to get spotted.

I saw Ruby standing in front of the entrance of the unassuming, two-story mudbrick building. She was wearing a belly dancer’s outfit, her soft midriff exposed along with a generous amount of cleavage. Sherry approached and conversed with her. I hurried over.

“Ruby, we need your help,” I said. “Can you take us inside and pretend we’re a husband and wife seeking your services?”

“It’s so good to see you again, Remy.” She gave me a kiss on the cheek. “Sure, as long as you buy me a drink.”

“Of course.” I nodded. “I’ll even pay for a private room.”

“Perfect.” Ruby smiled.

I transferred the appropriate number of soulcores to her. She took us inside, past the stage where the girls danced, and through a black door. Silky floor cushions were spread around the room. Thick curtains kept out the city bustle. A lush floor bed took up most of the space. Erotic drawings hung on the wall, and I almost got horny looking at them.

“Your wife is so beautiful.” Ruby caressed Sherry’s arm as we sat together on the silky floor cushions.

“She certainly is,” I said.

“You’ve paid for the room…” Ruby giggled. “Why not use it?”

That wasn’t a bad idea. “We can use it later,” I said. “Business before pleasure.”

“We had the most intensely pleasurable time last night,” Sherry said. “So technically, pleasure came before business.”

I scratched my head. “Okay, then business is sandwiched between pleasure.”

Sherry laughed. “A delicious sandwich.”

“What are you two planning?” Ruby asked.

I knew I could trust her. But first, I wanted to give her my offer. “Ruby, would you like to come work for me?”

“Work for you?”

“I’ll pay you three times what you’re making here.”

Ruby let out a gasp. “You serious? With that much, my village could afford a new shield crystal.” She nodded. “So you want me to be your paramour? Of course I accept.”

“No, not my paramour. We need a lot of crafting done to make our new base shine. We could also use clothes, bedding, upholstery, and more. I want you to be our seamstress and crafter.”

“Oh…” Ruby glanced away. “I see. So you remembered what I told you last time. The truth is, I… I don’t know how good I am at any of that. My only real skills are in the art of pleasing men.”

I took her hand, which was so delicate. “I want you to do what you enjoy. Even if you aren’t good at it at first, I know with practice and time, you’ll become an awesome crafter.”

She smiled, but it was full of worry. “I wouldn’t want to disappoint you.”

“You won’t. I know it.”

Ruby nodded. “Your wives are so lucky to have a man like you defending them. When I heard they’d put a bounty on your head, claiming that you were raiding caravans and destroying the peace, I knew it was all nonsense. The Remy I’d met was kind and generous.”

Hearing her say that was so reassuring. “I’ll defend you too, Ruby. Whatever happens, you have my protection.”

“Really? Do you think I could be… do you think I…”

“Say what you feel.”

She shook her head. “It’s nothing. Never mind.”

Sherry caressed Ruby’s gorgeous, dark head of hair. “You don’t have to be shy. You want to join Remy’s harem, don’t you?”

Ruby’s cheeks turned red. “Uh, umm, I would never presume⁠—”

“Of course you can join,” I said. “You’ve got such a gentle and good heart. I would love for you to be my wife.”

“But I’m… I’m a whore… I’ve slept with men, and women, for soulcores…”

I massaged her hand. “You did it for the sake of your village. You’re a beautiful person, inside and out, no matter what anyone may tell you.”

“Are you pulling my leg?”

“Of course not. I’m completely serious.”

Ruby hugged me. “Thank you… thank you…” Tears streamed down her face. “This is the happiest day of my life.”

Now to get down to business. “Ruby, who owns this establishment?”

“All the pleasure houses, including this one, are owned by Alfonso of Soreto.”

“Where does he live?”

“I believe he lives in a mansion near the inner shield wall.”

So he probably lived near Saran, then. “Ruby, does he pay you on time?”

She shook her head. “He pays us when he wants to, or not at all.”

Just as Miranda had described, the guy was a scumbag.

“How would you feel about getting what you’re owed, and more?”

“I’m… terrified by the idea of confronting him. He’s a powerful man, and he’s friends with not just the prince, but the emperor on the mainland, too.”

“You don’t have to confront him,” I said. “I’m going to do that. I’m going to steal every goldcore he owns. Then the three of us are going to escape to safety. How does that sound?”

“I believe in you, Remy.”

I kissed her on the lips. She was wearing strawberry flavored lipstick, and it tasted good. She really knew how to kiss, even better than Sherry did. It was soft and moist and full of love.

“Wait here, okay?” I said. “When the time is right, we’ll come and get you.”

“It’s going to be fun having you around.” Sherry gave Ruby a kiss on the cheek. “I’ve learned to enjoy sharing Remy. Can’t wait to have yet another sister wife.”

Though the term “sister wife” disturbed me a bit, I was glad that Sherry was feeling less jealousy than when I’d first met her.

“All right.” I punched my palm. “Let’s go find this asshole and steal everything he’s got!”
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MIRROR SHARD


Alfonso lived in a pyramid-shaped villa with a single entrance guarded by five burly men. Sherry and I scoped it out while sitting in the second floor of a coffee house, just down the street.

We needed to wait two hours for the Illusionist’s Mask’s cooldown to reset. I drank small cups of coffee the while. It made my feet tapping even worse.

I’d never stolen from someone before. For some reason, the idea of being a thief made me uneasy. I suppose it was because I’d been raised never to do that. But I wasn’t really stealing. These sorts of people built their fortunes by stealing from others, so I was only seizing back what they’d stolen. Since I intended to rule this island, I had every right to dispense justice and redistribute the ill-gotten gains amassed by the elites in this city to those who really deserved them.

“You all right, Remy?” Sherry asked after setting down her tea cup.

“I’m all right. A bit uneasy, is all.”

“I’m here to help carry your burdens. I don’t want you to bear them all on your own.”

“I know, and I love you for that.” I stood. “Nothing settles the nerves like diving in. I think it’s time we got to work.”

This time, I would wear the Illusionist’s Mask. I put it up to my face and imagined myself transforming into Saran. Sherry shuddered at the sight of my transformation.

“You just got a whole lot uglier.” She chuckled.

“Thankfully it’s temporary.”

“What if it wasn’t? The horror…”

I shuddered at the thought. “Please don’t give the Outer Gods ideas.”

“Let’s just hope they didn’t hear me.”

We went out into the crowded street. Sherry stayed behind me as we walked toward the gate to Alfonso’s house.

“Step aside,” I said to one of the guards. “A high ranking minister — me — is here to see Alfonso.”

The guards bowed their heads. “Minister Saran, but I thought…”

“You thought what?” I gave them a good glare.

“I thought you’d already gone inside.”

Oh shit. What were the odds that Saran would be visiting Alfonso, today?

“Well you must be blind! You clearly did not see me leave! I went to fetch my newest slave.” I gestured to Sherry, who was doing a great job looking demure by keeping her gaze on the ground. “She’s a fire curseborn. Would you like to learn, first hand, how hot her flames burn?”

The guards shook their heads. “No. No. Please, Sir Saran, we meant no offense⁠—”

“Silence! Now get out of the way before I turn you all to cinders!”

They opened the gate. We walked through the garden, which was filled with tulips and roses. Another guard stood in front of the entrance to the pyramid. I gave him an angry glare. He bowed his head and stepped aside.

We entered the pyramid. Mosaics of armies battling giant creatures covered the stone walls. The marble floors were blindingly white. A golden staircase led up to the second floor, while hallways lit by massive oil lamps led to the adjacent rooms.

I whispered to Sherry, “Miranda mentioned he kept goldcores in the basement.”

“Why wouldn’t he keep them in his soul storage, safe and sound? Is he a fool?”

“Could just be arrogance. Thinking no one can touch him. Who knows?”

We fast-walked through the hallway, searching for a way down. Servants eyed us as we hurried through the halls. The disguise would wear off soon, so I had to further speed things up.

We turned a corner and found a staircase leading down. Voices came from below.

“You can’t be serious.” Saran’s nasally voice.

“I’m afraid it’s true.” A heavier, deeper voice. “He’s coming here as we speak.”

“Who gave you this information?”

“Let’s just say I have eyes everywhere.”

“Personally, I’d like to meet him.” A third voice. I recognized that accent immediately. A British accent, from Earth. “He’s only the second person to come here from my world.”

Wait… were they talking about me? But how could they know I was coming?

I turned to Sherry in horror. “We have to get out of here. This is a⁠—”

“Trap.” A man stepped forward out of the corner. I recognized his dark hair and angry scowl. Leric, the curseborn male. “You fell for it like the fool you are.”

Sherry took my arm and came close. “What do we do?” she whispered in my ear.

“Stay calm,” I said. “I’ll get us out of this.”

Leric’s curseborn wife emerged from the hallway. She was tall and lean, and her straight dark hair reached her waist. “Hello, Remy.”

“Hello.”

“Sorry we had to meet like this.”

Unlike her husband, her voice wasn’t full of malice. She almost sounded sad.

Saran appeared at the base of the staircase, grinning like an idiot. “There he is. Right on time.”

How’d they even know I was coming? Wait… did Miranda sell me out? How could she do that to us?

I glanced at Sherry, and Sherry glanced at me. We both conjured our flame spears. I faced Saran, and she faced Leric and his wife.

“That won’t be necessary.” That British accent again.

He appeared behind Saran. He was bald and tan, with the frame and muscles of a body builder. He wasn’t wearing a shirt, only a black pair of pajamas and white socks.

“You’re Adam, aren’t you?” Ruby had mentioned him the first time I met her, even saying he was from London.

“And you’re Remy, the American.”

I firmed my grip on the flame spear as Adam climbed a single step.

“Yeah, I’m American. So what?”

“We were both brought here for the same reason,” Adam said. “To destroy the Shadowsoul. But you…” He wagged his finger at me. “You seem to be going about it all wrong.”

I shook my head. “You don’t even know me, or what I’m trying to do.”

“Oh but I do. I know you’re hiding in the Underground Forest. I know you’ve got a harem of curseborn who pleasure you in every way imaginable. It’s your… rebelliousness that I find distasteful. We all have to work together, Remy. Overthrowing the emperor won’t save this world.”

“They’re the ones who are destroying this world,” I said. “Sure, the monsters are bad. But monsters are mindless. In the aftermath of the Shadowsoul, the emperor and his cronies set up a corrupt system that keeps themselves on top, and lovely women like my wives at the very bottom. I won’t abide it.”

Adam chuckled. “Typical American naivety. You’ve grown up hearing about the Boston Tea Party, and want to start your own, eh? Why do you think you’re able to have a harem in the first place? It’s because of the hierarchy, not despite it.” He grinned, then shook his head. “The thing is, none of that matters. You can defeat a monster with a flaming spear, but you can’t change the way people think.”

“I disagree.” I raised my spear to chest height. “People can change. Better leaders can teach people to be better. Can make laws that decree everyone be treated equally. It all matters, and I can make a difference.”

“You sound like you’re campaigning to be President.” Adam let out a boisterous laugh.

Saran sighed in annoyance. “You really want to waste time talking to this idiot, Adam? Let’s just put him in chains and send him to the emperor, as planned.”

Adam scowled and turned toward Saran. “He may be a stupid American, but he’s smarter and stronger than you. Keep your fucking mouth shut and let me handle this.”

Adam must’ve possessed a lot of authority to be talking to Saran like that. Ruby had mentioned that he was headed for the mainland. Had he cozied up to the emperor while there?

Saran made a fist and bit his lip. “He stole my curseborn twins.”

“They aren’t yours, you piece of dangling elephant shit.” I wanted to thrust my spear into his heart. “Tara and Maria are free now, and can make whatever choices they want.”

“Saran is right,” Adam said. “You didn’t have any right to seize his property.”

“People can’t be property!”

“They can if the law says they can. That’s how the world works. You follow the law, and you be a good, loyal subject.” Adam stuck his hand in his soul storage. He took out a glistening piece of glass. It was as if rainbows had been infused into it.

“A Mirror Shard!” Sherry exclaimed.

“What are you going to do with that?” I asked Adam.

“I’m going to send you back to Earth, where you belong.”

Saran growled. “That was not the agreement. The emperor wants him!”

“He’s dangerous,” Adam said. “He has the same passive ability that multiplies a soulbond’s power that I do. He’ll destroy all the good we’ve done to defeat the Shadowsoul and bring this world back from the brink. We can’t afford the risk.”

I laughed. “I’m not going anywhere. And I’m done talking. You think I’m dangerous, do you? Well, you haven’t seen a thing yet!” I kissed Sherry on the cheek. “It’s time, my love!”
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AFTERNOON TEA


Our tether appeared. Sherry’s fears pulsed through me. But behind that fear was something far more soothing: belief. Belief in me. Despite all the dangers surrounding us, she knew in her core that I’d get us out of it. That I would prevail.

“Taste fire, you fucks!” It wasn’t my cleverest line, but it would do.

Fire exploded out of my skin. It covered my legs, body, arms, and face. Sherry, too, became a flaming beacon.

My feet lifted off the floor. I now hovered. I flew toward Adam as if I were a flaming cannonball.

He vanished and reappeared at the top of the stairs. “Nice move. But your powers are nothing compared to mine.”

If Adam had a shadow step technique, then perhaps I wouldn’t be able to hit him.

Saran and Alfonso ran down the basement hall. Easier targets. They separated and went in two different directions. With my body covered in flames, I surged through the air toward Saran.

Sherry flew down the stairs in her flaming form. The two of us, together, pursued Saran.

He went through a door and closed it behind him. I crashed through it, feeling like I was about to explode from every pore.

Saran huddled in the corner. It was time for him to feel fire. I slammed into him with the force of a gunshot.

Saran exploded into ash. The only things on him that didn’t become cinders were his rings. They clattered onto the ground. I made sure to grab all of them and drop them in my soul storage.

Meanwhile, Leric had entered the room. Sherry flew toward him, eager to light him on fire.

Johana dashed forward and pushed him out of the way. He stumbled to the ground with a grunt, while his wife backstepped away from Sherry’s charge.

I pointed at the ceiling. “Forget about them. Let’s get out of here!”

Sherry and I flew up toward the ceiling. We crashed through it and appeared on the first floor, near the entrance. We surged through the wall, each of us like cannonballs.

Once we were outside, the Flame Form ability wore off. It had lasted about a minute. That was a long, long time to be on fire.

Sherry grabbed the bridging orb from her soul storage. She tossed it on the ground, and we ran through the door.

I was pleased to have burned Saran to death. No doubt, after abusing Maria and Tara for so many years, he deserved it. There was no saving that stupid fuck.

Sherry and I jumped in our rollercoaster car and drove from the hill outside the city toward the fast travel point. I pushed down on the pedal to get the mount to its maximum speed, wary that Adam would try to catch up to us. Things were more complicated than I’d realized. Firstly, someone had sold us out, most likely Miranda. She’d worked with Saran, Alfonso, and Adam to set a trap to catch me.

“Do you think Miranda sold us out?” I asked Sherry.

She tousled her fire-red hair, sweat dripping down her neck. “Who else could it have been?”

But Miranda didn’t seem like the devious type. Although, a good trickster probably wouldn’t want to seem devious. “It could only be her, right?”

Sherry nodded. “Do you think the others are in danger? We let her into our village.”

“Let’s hurry.”

We got to the fast travel point and wasted no time teleporting to the temple.

The girls weren’t there. I ran outside the temple and into the onsen. It was empty.

I checked on my tethers. They all appeared. Esme’s poured cool, blue mana into me. Ayla’s a refreshing green. I could tell they were worried from the feelings pulsing through the tethers. They were also exerting themselves, probably fighting monsters.

Tara and Maria walked through the barrier and into the village. Sherry and I ran toward them.

“Is everyone all right?” I asked.

They both hugged me.

“You’re back!” Tara said.

Maria dug her head into my chest. “We missed you so much. Ayla and Esme are still farming. We thought it might be nice to take a break in the hot pool.”

I let out a relieved breath. “Thank God you’re all okay.”

“Why?” Tara looked at me with a puzzled expression.

“Where’s Miranda?” I asked.

“She was here earlier, but then she left. Shortly after you did.”

That confirmed it. Miranda had sold us out, probably to get the goldcores she was owed.

Were we safe, here? I’d have to revoke her fast travel point permissions. In any case, we had the barrier. No one could enter it without our permission, and I could revoke hers easily.

I kissed Tara on the forehead. “Go get Ayla and Esme. We have much to discuss.”

While I waited for Ayla and Esme, I checked the three rings I’d picked up off Saran’s crisped corpse.

A ruby ring. An emerald ring. And a diamond ring. Three incredible jewels, all radiant, all glowing.

I couldn’t read the words on the inner band of the ruby ring. Too small.

“Let me help with that.” Sherry grabbed a pair of spectacles from her soul storage. Then she examined the ruby ring.

“Grants the wearer the unique weapon Red Sword,” Sherry said.

Red Sword… that sounded weird. Was the sword painted red?

The ruby glistening on the Red Sword Ring made me remember something alarming. “We forgot about Ruby. We forgot to bring her here!”

“Shit,” Sherry said. “You’re right. She could be in danger.”

“I have to go back and get her.”

“You can’t. Those assholes in the city will be on high alert.”

“They also won’t be expecting me to return so soon.” I took the Red Sword Ring from Sherry and put it on. “If this gives me a weapon, then I don’t need to bring any of you.”

“I won’t let you go alone.”

“Neither will I.” Maria stamped her foot. She was so adorably sexy.

Keeping everyone safe was no easy job. “Tell me what the other rings do.”

Sherry examined the emerald ring, which glowed like a green firefly. “Grants the wearer 3 points to agility.”

I laughed. Saran was wearing an Agility Ring, and he still couldn’t outrun me. I took the ring from Sherry and put it on. I didn’t notice anything immediate. It wasn’t like when the points would become a part of my being. But when I ran forward, I definitely noticed how much faster my movements were. It was as if gravity and friction had been lowered.

Sherry examined the diamond ring. “The wearer can resist a single status effect once per day.”

These all sounded like great items for a solo build. Had I forced Saran to go solo by taking Tara and Maria from him? Well, he’d controlled them by using the Water Ring, which I also took from him. All these rings were probably really expensive, even for a high ranking minister like Saran.

I took the Status Resist Ring and put it on. “I’m sorry, but I have to do this alone. They know about the Illusionist’s Mask, so disguises won’t fool them.”

“But how will you get in?” Maria asked.

Esme and Ayla emerged from the tree line. They both ran toward me. I hugged them, enjoying Esme’s coolness and Ayla’s warmth.

I explained to them that I had to go and get Ruby, alone. As I expected, they both protested angrily.

But with someone like Adam out there, someone who had as much power as me, I feared for my women too much. Yet I needed to keep my promise to Ruby, lest they find out she helped me.

“I won’t be long,” I said. “I’ll use my invisibility perk to slip by the guards, get inside, and get her out.”

They all protested, saying it was too dangerous, that I might get caught. That I should at least bring one of them as a fail safe.

“All right,” I said, trying to find a middle path. “Esme, you come. Wait by the fast travel point.”

“That’s too far!” Esme crossed her arms and shook her head. “I can wait on the hill, near the escape door.”

“That’s too close!” I said. “They’ll be crawling all over that area, looking for me.”

We all bickered some more.

Finally, I put my foot down. “There is no perfect decision, here. I simply have to do my best. Esme, you’ll wait by the fast travel point. But we’ll put the escape door near the fast travel point.” It was the obvious thing to do. In fact, we should’ve done that on the last mission.

She nodded begrudgingly. “All right. But don’t you dare keep me waiting.”

I kissed everyone, then left once again on another dangerous mission into Port City.

After we used the orb to create the escape door near the fast travel point, I rode my mount to the city, alone. I had to dismount and walk once I noticed the patrols. Unfortunately, a patrol of six soldiers spotted me, even though I was walking.

I conjured my red sword. It was a glowing red energy blade that did non-elemental damage. With my high strength and agility, I easily cut down the six soldiers.

They even tried to use a smoke bomb on me. The effect was supposed to make me cough, but it didn’t work thanks to my Status Resist Ring.

After that, I managed to get to the city without incident. I waited in the crowd for the guards to open the barrier for someone else, then pricked myself with a needle to become invisible and went through.

I hurried through the streets, careful to avoid the patrols. To my dismay, the pleasure house where Ruby worked was closed, and soldiers stood outside of it.

With the help of my Leaping Shoes, I jumped high and landed on the roof. There was a staircase that led to the interior. I hurried down to get inside.
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DIMENSION HOPPERS


I tiptoed through the halls. A familiar voice sounded from one of the rooms.

I pressed my ear against the door.

“Are you sad?” That unmistakable British accent. “Carrying a few regrets?”

“Remy’s a good man.” Ruby’s voice quavered. “Please don’t hurt him.”

“He might be well intentioned, yes, but he’s far from a good man. It’s the saviors that end up destroying the world. He’s deluded himself into thinking he can help everyone, but once he realizes it’s all a silly dream, he’ll descend into a self-destructive cynicism that’ll end up dragging this whole world down.”

That sounded rather specific. Was Adam projecting his own cynicism onto me?

“All I know is, he was sincere. He offered to help me. Make my dreams come true, even. It’s something you never did.”

I wanted to burst inside, but I was fearful of confronting Adam. Not for my own wellbeing, but for Ruby’s. I was afraid of what he might do to her to get to me. If I could wait until Adam left, it would be safer for Ruby.

“You know what you are. What you’ll always be,” Adam said. “You can take the girl out of the whorehouse, but you can’t take the whorehouse out of the girl.”

What a disgusting thing to say. He judged Ruby just like he judged me. This piece of shit was even worse than Saran.

“So what are you going to do?” Ruby asked, her voice full of trembles.

“Oh, I don’t know. The truth is, you’re not really worth saving. You’re deluded by a charlatan who drinks his own afternoon tea. But I am a man of my word, so consider it done.”

Was that the British version of Kool Aid? Lame. I hated this guy with every word that crawled out of his mouth.

Adam stepped toward the door. I pricked myself and went invisible as soon as he opened it. He looked in my direction, and didn’t notice me. Then he walked down the stairs.

I slipped into Ruby’s room as my invisibility wore off.

She looked at me with such utter relief. “Remy…” she said. “You’re all right.”

I hugged and kissed her, relieved that she was unhurt. “Let’s go. Now.”

I dropped the bridging orb on the floor. Mist seeped out and created the escape door.

“You came to get me.” Tears streamed down her cheeks. “I thought… I…”

“Of course I came for you. I’d never leave you to those vultures.”

“I… I’m not worth your⁠—”

“You are as worthwhile as anyone else. Even more, since you’re a genuine soul. Now come on.”

“No, you don’t understand.” Her sadness was deeper than I realized.

Nevertheless, I took her hand, and we escaped through the door.

Esme was doing stretches when Ruby and I materialized near the fast travel point.

“Wow, she’s pretty,” Esme said while reaching for the sky. “And not a curseborn.”

“Thank you,” Ruby replied, her face going red. “You’re very beautiful, too.”

I teleported us back to the temple. To my shock, Miranda was standing near the door. Ayla wielded her wind hammer as if she was about to smash her to pieces.

I butted between them. “Calm down, Ayla. There’s been no harm done, yet.”

“You can’t let this traitorous bitch off easy.” Ayla gritted her teeth.

“Oh, I won’t.” I turned to Miranda. “You told them I was coming, didn’t you?”

Miranda crossed her arms. “Why the hell would I do that?”

“To get what you were owed,” I said. “And probably more.”

Esme conjured her ice katana and faced Miranda’s back. Everyone was ready to punish her, except me. I wanted to know why she’d done it, first.

“If I’d betrayed you, why would I still be here?” Miranda shook her head. “You think I’m some kind of idiot?”

True enough. Miranda wouldn’t be standing here if she’d betrayed us.

“If what you say is true, then how did they know?” I asked.

“It was me.” Ruby came forward, tears flowing down her cheeks. “I told them.”

I could not believe my ears. That made even less sense. Why would Ruby do that?

“I don’t understand,” I said.

Ruby wouldn’t stop crying. I knew that she wouldn’t have done it without a good reason, so I dried her tears and caressed her hair.

“Tell me,” I said.

Ruby sucked in a breath and nodded. “Adam came to visit me, shortly after I met you for the first time. He told me to tell him if I ever saw you again. He said if I didn’t, that he’d kill everyone in my village. And that if I obeyed him, he would pay for a new shield crystal, so the village would be protected.”

Of course she’d done it to save the people she loved. Adam had put her in an impossible position.

“But despite all of that, I still resolved not to tell him,” Ruby said. “Your trust meant everything to me, Remy. But little did I know, Adam has other spies in the pleasure house. One of them informed him that you and Sherry were visiting me.” Ruby lifted her shirt, exposing her midriff. Three fresh, hole-shaped scars sat just above her belly button. “He came over and stabbed me right after you two left, and said if I didn’t tell him your plan, that he’d watch and laugh as I slowly bled to death, then do the same to each person in my village.”

Adam was worse than I’d ever realized.

“If you want to kill me, it’s fine,” Ruby said. “I deserve no less for being so weak.”

“Kill you?” I scoffed. “What kind of man do you think I am?”

“I endangered you and your wives by not staying silent.”

“You were literally being tortured.” I glanced at Ayla and Esme. They weren’t angry, anymore. They seemed as sad as me.

“What about your village?” I asked. “Is it still in danger?”

Ruby shook her head. “Adam is many things, but he is also a man of his word. He always paid me. He believes in order and justice. His version of justice.”

“A version that includes threatening to massacre innocent villagers in order to manipulate someone who loves them.” I made a fist in anger. “A version that includes torturing you. How is that any sort of justice?”

“You’ll have to ask him.” Ruby sniffled. “But I don’t believe he’ll hurt them. People trust Adam to do what he says. He’s not a slime ball like Alfonso.”

“Oh, he’s a slime ball,” I said. “Just a different flavor.”

“Either way, I don’t deserve to be here. I don’t deserve to be among these gorgeous, loyal women. I came with you because I thought it only fair for me to face your justice.”

My justice? Of course, I believed in justice. Without justice, a society would break down into lawlessness. But I also believed in mercy. And Ruby was a good person. She’d done her best. She carried the burdens of her entire village upon her shoulders. I couldn’t punish her for being weak to Adam’s physical and psychological torture.

“You must’ve been in so much pain when he stabbed you,” I said. “You did nothing wrong, Ruby.”

Esme nodded. “I agree. You can’t blame yourself.”

Sherry came forward. “We’ve all been under their boots. We’ve all faced their cruelty.”

“Agreed,” Tara said. “Saran manipulated me by threatening to hurt my sister. They always hurt you and threaten to hurt those you love.”

“She should stay with us.” Maria came to Ruby’s side. Ruby was so tall, Maria seemed like a child compared to her.

“We could still use a seamstress.” I put my hand out for Ruby to take. “We’ll all protect you, Ruby. I promise.”

Tears bubbled in Ruby’s eyes. “How are you all so good? I don’t deserve any of this.”

“We’re curseborn,” Ayla said. “We were told all our lives that we deserved worse than death. We’ve learned to be merciful.”

“Besides, you’re really hot,” Sherry said with a grin. “And Remy needs a new wife.”

I gave her a glare. “I don’t need a new wife. Believe me, five is plenty.”

“But you want one, don’t you, handsome?” Sherry giggled. “There’s no number too high for you.”

I suppose that was true. “You’re welcome to stay, Ruby.”

Ruby took my hand. “Thank you. You’re all so amazing.”

I kissed her on the cheek, then dried her tears. “You’ve had an eventful few hours. You should go rest.”

“But I want to make you clothes.” Ruby touched the collar of my shirt.

“Rest, first. Get adjusted to our little onsen. I’ll bring you materials for clothes, later.”

She nodded. I hugged her. The other girls hugged her, too. We showed her our forgiveness and love, things I hoped we could bring to the world above.

I spent the rest of the day farming with Esme and Sherry on the volcano floor. I got used to wielding the red sword. I put another point in strength to make it more powerful.

Afterward, I talked with Miranda at the outskirts of the hot spring. She was still wearing her white lab coat, though it looked dirtier than ever.

“Sorry for accusing you,” I said. “It was improper.”

“Well, I can see why you would. You probably view me as solely motivated by goldcores.”

“You haven’t really shown us any other side to you. But regardless, it was wrong of us to threaten you.”

She shrugged. “Oh, I’ve faced worse. It’s unfortunate that you weren’t able to complete the job.”

That was true. But killing Saran was a much sweeter victory than looting goldcores. “I’m still going to pay you what you’re owed.”

“I know you will.”

“But I have a question. One I probably should’ve asked sooner. Why does Alfonso keep his goldcores in his house and not in his soul storage?”

“Because he’s paranoid. Soul storages can be looted.”

Was I hearing her right? “Wait, how can a soul storage be looted? Doesn’t it exist in another dimension?”

“Exactly. There are people who can cross dimensions, and steal what’s in your soul storage. It does happen from time to time. Thankfully, those with such powers wouldn’t bother targeting small fry like you or me. They go after crazy wealthy folks like Alfonso.”

Crossing dimensions sounded like an awesome power. “Who are these dimension hoppers?”

Miranda bit her lip. It looked dry. When was the last time she’d been kissed? “I have no idea. Some people think they’re ghosts. Others believe they’re minions of the Outer Gods. The truth is probably much less interesting.”

Or perhaps even more interesting. “So what do you think Alfonso’s going to do? He knows I tried to go after his goldcores.”

“He’s going to increase security. We ought to forget about grabbing his goldcores, for now. Every rich man in Port City is going to be watching their wealth carefully.”

Everyone except Saran, who was now dead. I snapped my fingers. “I killed Saran. What’s going to happen to his stash?”

“It’ll be assessed and go to his heirs, if he has any. If not, the prince will claim it.”

“I’m sure assessing things takes time. Maybe I could slip in when no one’s looking.” I’d done that before when I’d rescued Maria, after all.

Miranda crossed her arms, making her huge tits all the tighter. “Don’t you think you ought to take it easy? You’re pushing your luck.”

That much was true. I was in a chess game with another man from Earth. He might be anticipating me to do exactly what I’d suggested to Miranda. He could even set a trap for me at Saran’s mansion, same as he’d done at Alfonso’s.

I decided against reentering Port City, for now. Instead, I would shift focus back to the Underground Forest. Farming the second floor was quite rewarding, and the third floor was likely even better.

I decided to spend that night with Esme. She would be instrumental in completing the second floor, since she was immune to heatstroke status, so long as she had mana.

We enjoyed jumping from the hot pool to the cold pool, just like we’d done on our first night in the onsen on the overworld. Esme’s body looked even more toned than before. She’d been working so hard. Not a hint of fat could be seen anywhere, aside from her ass and breasts, which had just the perfect amount. She was gifted with the most athletic, sculpted form. Her blue hair was now longer than before, reaching down past her tits toward her naval. Her skin remained pale from being in the Underground Forest for so long.

After enjoying the hot spring, we went into my little cottage. I so looked forward to what would follow.
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HAVE YOU BEEN BAD?


Maria cooked us squirrel dumplings. The creatures lived on the trees in the Underground Forest. Apparently, she and Tara had hunted them while I was away.

I grew up around squirrels, so was somewhat averse to eating them. But we had to eat what we could hunt. And these weren’t exactly like Earth squirrels; they were a lot plumper. Fat squirrels. If anything, the Deep Ones had created them to be eaten by us.

“Have fun,” Maria said after clanking down a steaming plate of dumplings on our floor table. “And don’t forget Tara and me. You owe us a night, too.”

I would have to create some sort of schedule to rotate between my wives. “I could never forget either of you.”

Maria pouted. I adored her tiny skirt, which revealed such slender thighs.

“But the more wives you take, the less time you’ll have for each of us!” she said.

“I’ll always make time for you, Maria.”

I kissed Maria on her soft lips. I wanted to pick her up and fuck her right here, but this was Esme’s night.

“Promise?” Maria said.

“Tomorrow night, okay? I promise.”

She did a fist pump. “Yes!” She’d probably planned that whole thing. “It’s a deal. And I’ll cook something even better!”

Maria walked out and shut the door behind her, leaving Esme and me with the steaming plate of dumplings.

“She’s too cute,” Esme said. “Like a puppy I want to squeeze to death.”

“She is, isn’t she?”

“And she has a point. How will you make time for all of us as your harem expands?”

I sat on a floor cushion, my knees touching Esme’s. “I’ll figure it out.”

“And what about your…” She looked down at my bulge. “How will you have enough for each of us?”

“Oh, worry not. There’s no shortage in that department.” I could fuck each of them every night, in fact. The only reason I didn’t was because I wanted to bond outside of the act of fucking. I wanted a holistic approach to tending my soulbonds.

“How’ve you been, Esme?” I asked.

She took a big bite out of a dumpling, juices dripping onto her chin.

She swallowed. “Better than ever.”

“Really? If there’s anything wrong, you can tell me. No need to hide your feelings.”

“Why would anything be wrong? I’ve never felt such a sense of hope and purpose. Even if I’m just out there collecting soulcores and farming for crafting ingredients, I know it’s all going toward making you more powerful. And making you more powerful means that we’re getting closer to remaking this world for the better.”

Esme had always been my biggest supporter and cheerleader. Hearing her say what she’d just said was almost better than the sex we so often enjoyed.

Almost.

“Are you really fine with Ruby joining us, even after what she did?”

She took another bite, chewed, then nodded. “I trust your judgment. And I think she was in a hopeless situation. This Adam person you mentioned… he sounds scary.”

I wanted to say that I wasn’t afraid of him. But the truth is, he was probably more powerful than I was. He’d been here longer, and so had more time to grow in strength. He’d probably found a way to unlock his stats. And with his connections to the emperor, he had a fast track to explosive growth and excellent gear.

But he seemed like the type of asshole who’d have trouble connecting with others, especially those he’d decided were beneath him. How advanced could his soulbonds be, in that case? You couldn’t force someone to bond with you. And ultimately, soulbonds were the greatest source of power.

“I’m going to crush him,” I said. “But I would be lying if I said I wasn’t concerned. I don’t want to show weakness in front of you and the others, but…”

“You don’t need to pretend with me, Remy. I’ll always support you, no matter what. Say what you feel.”

“Adam is obviously stronger than I am, so I have to be careful. And I’m worried he might try to steal you and the others.”

“He can steal our bodies, but he’ll never have our hearts. Not the way you do. And as a result, any soulbonds he forces upon us will be weak and wispy like threads.”

She’d reassured me. “Thank you, Esme. I think that’s the one area where I can beat him.”

“No. You can beat him in every area.”

“But he has powerful connections with the emperor and prince that make everything else so easy for him to obtain.”

“That’s a weakness too, isn’t it? He doesn’t have to work as hard. Cut him off from his connections, and what’s left?”

I took my first bite of the squirrel dumpling. Delicious! It tasted like rabbit meat. A bit gamey, but the flavors were intense.

“You’re so right,” I said. “We’ll strip him of his advantages, just like we did to Saran.”

Esme giggled. I think her giggle was still my favorite. It was so girlish, and reminded me of my high school crush.

“You really showed Saran, didn’t you?”

“I gave him a quick death. He deserved far worse.”

“Good. They’ll all be fearing you.”

How could I turn that fear into power? Into an advantage that would let me conquer and rule Port City and the entire island?

“If I can take out a few more of them, maybe I can get them to surrender the island to me.”

Esme licked the dumpling juices below her lips. “I agree. Let’s not let up, then. Let’s keep growing in power.”

We finished our meal. It was becoming a bit cliche now, but I looked forward to dessert.

Maria returned with another plate.

Scoops of strawberry ice cream were piled upon it like a mountain.

“I made it myself,” she said. “From a recipe I read about in a book.”

Esme bit her lip. “So dessert is actually… a dessert?”

“Dessert can take many forms.” I grinned. “Thank you, Maria.”

“Have fun!” She giggled and left the room.

I stood. My erect cock made a massive bulge in my pants, clear for Esme to see.

“Take off all your clothes,” I ordered.

She smiled so seductively. “Yes, Master. Anything you say.”

I took off my pants and shirt and stood naked. Esme stripped herself. I stuck my finger in the strawberry ice cream and spread it around my tip. Cold!

“Do you want your ice cream, Esme?”

She remained on her knees facing my ice-cream covered cock. I so wanted those perky nipples in my mouth. Her thighs looked delightfully thick in her kneeling position.

“Yes, I would love some, Master. I hope you deem me worthy.”

“Oh? I’m not that easy to please, Esme.”

“I’ll do my best, Master.”

I gestured for her to come closer. Her nose touched my balls.

“Show my balls how much you love them.”

“Yes, Master.”

She alternated between licking and sucking my balls. Waves of pleasure weakened my knees. She really knew how to use her tongue.

“Very good, Esme. You can enjoy your ice cream, now.”

She licked up to my shaft, then licked my tip and slurped up the strawberry ice cream.

“How does it taste?”

“Good, but I like your natural ice cream even more.”

“Is that so? Make sure you get all the strawberry ice cream off my cock. Otherwise you’ll be punished.”

“I will get it all, Master.” She’d gotten some strawberry ice cream on her chin. My cum would definitely look better there.

Esme put my cock in her mouth. She took it deep, slurping it. The back of her throat was only slightly cold. She kept taking it deeper and could hardly breath.

I held her cheeks and pulled out, then thrust back in. I gave her face a good fucking as she moaned and slurped.

“You like that?” I pushed my cock deep in her mouth, forcing her to hold her breath.

I pulled it out, and she gasped for air.

“I love it when you use my mouth, Master. All my holes are available for your use.”

“Good. Very good.” I spread some more strawberry ice cream on my cock. “Enjoy some more. You’ve been a good girl.”

Esme slurped it up. “But I want your natural ice cream.”

“You haven’t earned that, yet. You need to do better.”

“I’m sorry. I’ll try harder, Master.”

She cleaned my cock thoroughly. I yearned to burst all over her.

“I’m going to give you a taste,” I said. “Open your mouth wide.”

Esme opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out. I massaged my cock. It didn’t take too many strokes for me to explode.

I sprayed my seed all over her tongue, chin, nose, and cheeks. I made sure to get some on her tits, as well. Esme slurped it all up. She swirled it in her mouth, enjoying the taste before swallowing.

“This is the tastiest ice cream.” She pushed her tits up so she could lick them clean. “Nothing else even comes close.”

“You’ve been such a good girl today. I’m going to fill you with ice cream.”

Esme moaned. “That would make me so happy. Thank you, Master.”

“But you’ve only earned the position of a dog. Do you know what that means?”

“You want to take me from behind?”

I nodded. “Get on your knees and stick your ass out, just how I like.”

Esme knew how much I enjoyed doggy style. I loved watching a beautiful pair of ass cheeks bounce as I clung onto hard hips and thrust with all my might.

She got in position and stuck her ass out. I gave her pussy a lick. She moaned with utter delight.

“You taste good, Esme. I would eat you, but you haven’t earned it.”

“I’ll do anything to earn your love, Master.”

I spat on my tip and rubbed the spit around to moisten my cock. Her pussy was already dripping, but it was my habit to moisten with spit. I stuck my tip in, enjoying the alternating warmth and coolness of her folds.

Esme moaned. I pushed deeper, making her moan so loud, those outside definitely heard.

“You’re going to be a good dog today, right?”

“Yes, Master. I’ll be a good dog.”

I thrust inside her, keeping my rhythm slow so she could get used to my cock. Esme was so incredibly tight, I didn’t have much room to move. But that just made it feel all the better.

“More, Master. I can take a harder pounding.”

“That’s very good.” I quickened my pace.

“Harder, Master. Punish me.”

“Punish you? Have you been bad?”

“I’ve been really bad. I slacked off while farming today. I’m so sorry, Master.”

“That’s terrible, Esme. Surely I must punish you for that.”

I pounded her. She moaned with pain and pleasure.

The wet slapping of my thighs against her ass cheeks made me so happy.

“May I come, Master?” Esme asked between her moans. “I don’t think I can hold it.”

“You have my permission to come.”

I was close, too. I pounded harder, my tip about to go super nova. The juices flowing from Esme’s pussy, and her orgasmic moans, triggered it. I flooded her with my seed. I filled her up. I sprayed a gallon into her. Her juices and my seed flowed onto the floor.

I kissed her with love. “That was so fun.”

Our tether appeared. A blinding blue light coursed through it. Esme’s tiredness, as well as her satisfaction and happiness, combined with my own. It was overwhelming.

SOULBOND OF ICE LEVEL 3 UNLOCKED

CLASS EVOLUTION

NAME: Esme

CLASS: Ice Rogue -> Ice Ninja

Strength: 4 -> 5

Intelligence: 4 -> 5

Agility: 7 -> 9

Endurance: 3 -> 4

Vigor: 1

Mind: 1

Luck: 2 -> 4

ICE ABILITIES STRENGTHENED

NEW ICE ABILITY UNLOCKED

I let out a satisfied sigh as the feelings receded. Who knew their classes could evolve? I kissed Esme, excited at the prospect of taking on the volcano floor alongside an Ice Ninja, tomorrow.

“Our new ability is going to be amazing,” I said.

“I can’t wait to find out what it is,” Esme replied. “I love you, Remy.”

“I love you too.” I kissed her again.
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TWO COOKS IS BETTER THAN ONE


Ten skeletons ran at us. Maria conjured her water whip and lashed one to pieces. Esme sniped another with an ice arrow. I ran forward and sliced one in half at the torso, causing bones to fly.

The two of them gathered the soulcores once we’d dispatched all ten. We were almost at the mountain peak, where the boss surely waited.

Maria wore the Heatstroke Bracelet. The platinum looked lovely on her. Esme, meanwhile, had conserved her own mana wisely.

A blue fast travel point appeared at the top of the glassy path. Beyond it lay a door covered in fog.

I pointed to it. “Obviously the boss is in there.”

“Shall we do the old trick?” Esme asked. “Put an escape door here?”

I nodded. “Do it. We’ll get the intel we need, then teleport out.”

Maria took out the weakness-checking eyeglasses that Miranda had gifted us. She looked like a sexy gamer girl while wearing them.

“Ready?” I asked her.

She nodded. “What do you think it’s gonna be? I’m guessing a big dragon.”

“Oh no, not another dragon.” I sighed.

Esme tossed the bridging orb on the ground. The escape door materialized.

I faced the fog and conjured my lightsaber-esque red sword. Since this weapon was bound to the ring I’d taken off Saran’s crispy body, I wouldn’t drain anyone’s mana by using it.

I stepped through the fog.

We appeared at the bottom of what resembled a big, stone bowl. Or perhaps a crater. A zealous sun shone down upon us.

The heat prickled my skin. I was already sweating. If it wasn’t for the Heatstroke Bracelet Maria was wearing, I’d probably have fainted.

I turned to Esme. “How’s your mana?”

“It’s draining faster, here.”

“Shit.”

“Umm…” Maria darted her head in every direction. “Where’s the boss?”

Though utterly massive, the crater was empty.

“Come out, boss!” I yelled. My voice echoed.

“Maybe he’s shy,” Esme said.

“Looks like it.” I laughed.

The ground shook, almost causing us to fall. The boss must’ve heard us mocking him.

“It’s coming…” I said.

Rock and dust exploded in front of us. From the dust cloud emerged a sandworm with ugly, jagged teeth. It surged into the air, then crashed back down into the ground, creating another massive hole as it dove into the earth.

We all ran to get clear.

“I think I’d prefer a dragon,” Maria said, panting.

“Did you catch its weaknesses?” I asked.

Maria nodded. “Immune to fire. Weak to water and blunt. Normal to everything else.”

The ground shook furiously beneath our feet. I caught Esme as she slipped.

“It’s coming for us!” Maria screamed.

“Throw the orb!” I ordered.

Esme tossed it. We all dove into the open door as the sandworm blasted upward from below where we’d just been standing.

My ears rang as I fell onto the volcanic ground. Dust filled my nostrils. Maria flew through the door and fell on top of me. Then Esme flew through and fell on top of her and me.

I didn’t mind being at the bottom of this sweaty pile. We were all immersed in dirt and ash. The way the dirt covered their thighs and midriffs made me want to bathe them.

“Let’s go take a bath,” I said while dusting off.

“Phew. I’m game,” Maria said.

We fast traveled to the onsen.

Wasting no time, we all stripped and raced to the cold pool.

Splash! The water was freezing; just what we needed.

“Crazy that despite the Heatstroke Bracelet, I still felt hot as hell in there,” Maria said while dousing her silvery hair.

“It overpowered my cooling mana, too.” Esme splashed water on her face. “Maybe it’s a more powerful form of heatstroke?”

That almost sounded like the dungeon was cheating. It gave us the bracelet to defend against heatstroke, and then one-upped us by creating heat that even the bracelet couldn’t completely defend against.

“It just means we have to kill the worm quickly,” I said. “It’s a damage check. We’ll need Tara to come with us, too.”

I usually took Tara instead of Maria. But if I wanted to level up our shared soulbond, I’d need to spend equal time with both, which is why I’d brought Maria along today.

“You promised you’d be with us tonight.” Maria giggled. It sounded kind of devious. Just what did she have planned? “Maybe our soulbond will level up, and we’ll get the skill we need to murder that worm.” She sounded so giddy.

I looked toward Esme, whose wet blue hair clung to her neck.

“Speaking of abilities,” I said, “we farmed the entire day, and our new ability didn’t manifest.”

She shrugged. “Guess I didn’t feel it. Let’s try again tomorrow.”

If the ability was weapon-based, like the ice bow, we’d likely be able to conjure it right away. But it seemed it was something more special, which excited me. Still, I didn’t want it to keep us waiting for too long.

“So we just going to stay in the cold pool?” Maria asked. “No hot pool?”

“I’m done with heat for the day.” Esme floated on her back. “This feels like home.”

“Go fetch your sister,” I said to Maria, “and we’ll enjoy the private hot pool in my villa.”

“I get to watch, right?” Esme glared at me.

“We’ll call you when the festivities begin,” I said.

Maria and Tara cooked together at their little fire stove outside my wooden hut. They wouldn’t let me peek, demanding that it be a surprise.

But what could surprise me? What wasn’t I expecting?

After an hour, they carried a steaming tray into my room.

I almost retched at the sight of those crooked, little legs sticking out of such plump bodies.

“Frogs?” I let out a dejected sigh. “Who the hell eats frogs?”

“They’re from the forest!” Tara protested. “We breaded them!”

“That only makes it worse.”

“But I spent all day hunting while you two were out adventuring! You can’t refuse!”

Tara and Maria were starting to sound rather bratty… which I kind of liked. I suppose now that we’d known each other a while, I’d be seeing other sides to them. All my wives would begin to let down their guards and show me who they really were, flaws and all.

I grabbed a frog leg, dipped it in the orange sauce, and chomped down.

Holy hell. I could hardly believe what I was tasting.

It was simply delicious! It tasted like a mix between fish and chicken. The sauce was punchy and sweet, too.

“How the hell did you two learn to cook like this?” I asked before devouring the rest of the frog.

“I read a lot of cook books,” Maria said proudly.

“And I would sneak into Saran’s kitchen for lessons from his chef.” Tara put her hands on her hips and grinned.

Well I couldn’t argue with their cooking. It was delightful. They actually made frogs taste good. Not that I knew what frogs tasted like, anyway.

We all sat together at my floor table. Tara pulled a bottle out of her soul storage.

“Check this out,” she said, “I made juice from the elderberries growing on the trees.”

“I don’t even know what an elderberry is.” I chuckled. “But if you made it, I bet it tastes great.”

She poured me a glass of the purple liquid. I eagerly sipped.

It was sweet and tangy. Somewhat like blackberries. Nice and thick, too.

“Simply marvelous.” I didn’t know what else to say. “Sublime.” It was so nice having two incredible cooks around.

They both giggled and gazed happily at me.

“I’m so glad you like it,” Tara said. “Now as a reward, I expect you to bring me on your adventure, tomorrow.”

“I was going to bring you anyway.”

“What do I get as a reward?” Maria asked.

The twins looked so good in their white skirts. The tight shirts they wore left little to the imagination, their shapely breasts and erect nipples eager to burst out.

“You’ll get your reward tonight, Maria,” I said.

“What about me?” Tara asked. “What do I get tonight?”

“The same reward. You don’t need to fight over me.”

Maria and Tara glanced at each other.

“Is that what we were doing?” Tara said. “To be honest, I’d never begrudge Maria anything. I want her to have everything I have, and more. She was locked in that tower, while I at least got to travel outside.”

Maria shook her head. “That’s not how I see it. By going with Saran, you saved me from his awful whims.” She kissed her sister on the cheek. “I never said ‘thank you.’”

“You don’t need to thank me.” Tara hugged Maria. “I’d do anything for you.”

It was amazing to see two people who had sacrificed so much for each other. Who loved each other unconditionally. They were both so beautiful, inside and out.

“I’m so lucky to have you two,” I said.

“And we’re lucky to have you.” Maria smiled lovingly at me. “You saved our lives, after all.”

I took another big bite out of a delicious frog, chewed, and swallowed. “Tell me, how did you two feel when you heard I’d killed Saran?”

Tara chuckled bitterly. “I felt good. There’s nothing I miss about that bastard.”

“Same,” Maria said. “I can’t recall a single moment when he was kind to me.”

I wished I could bring Saran back to life and kill him again. Slower, this time.

I raised my cup of elderberry juice. “To Saran. May he roast in the blackest flames of hell.”

We clanked our cups together. I think that was enough remembrance of their former master.

We finished our meal while chatting happily about their hunting expeditions. Who knew the Underground Forest contained so much fauna that could be used to cook such delicious meals?

After we’d emptied our plates, I decided I wasn’t going to make the same dessert joke again. Besides, they hadn’t made any dessert.

It was simply time for what came after dinner and before sleeping.
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WHY DOES IT TASTE SO GOOD?


I asked Tara to get Esme. After all, I’d promised that she could sit in the corner and finger herself. I suppose it was the same as watching porn. There’s a strange pleasure you get from being a voyeur that’s hard to get elsewhere. We all had our kinks, and I was glad Esme had been open about hers. I wondered what Tara and Maria enjoyed.

Once Tara returned with Esme, we all began to get comfortable. I took off my shirt, while Esme sat in her corner. Maria and Tara still seemed shy, so they just stood near my bed.

I gestured for them to sit. “You know, sometimes I forget that you two are connected by tether.”

“Since we’re safe now, I don’t always check on Tara’s feelings,” Maria said as she sat on my bed.

“You mean you can turn it off?” I asked.

Tara nodded. “It’s something we never did as Saran’s slaves. We were always too worried about each other. But now, if I know Maria is with you, I know she’ll be fine. So I can sort of let go of the tether.”

“Same.” Maria nodded along with her sister. “Though I still check the tether from time to time. Sometimes I miss her and just want to feel her.”

“Well,” I said, “I want you both to feel the tether. I think it’ll make what we’re about to do even more fun.”

They giggled like giddy schoolgirls.

I glanced at Esme. She’d stuck a hand inside her pink panties.

“Forget she’s there,” I said.

Tara and Maria nodded. “Sure. Anything you say.”

Would it really be so easy for them to forget Esme was in the corner, pleasuring herself? Would it make them more shy? Unable to express their sexual selves fully?

They were all my wives. They needed to get comfortable with each other. If Tara and Maria could be comfortable sharing me, as sisters, then they could get comfortable with Esme’s presence, too.

I stared at the two lovely women, unsure of what to do all of a sudden. They were like two presents I needed to unwrap.

On that note, I should get their clothes off. But before I did that, foreplay. Yes, foreplay.

I kissed Maria on the lips, making sure our tongues met slightly. Then I kissed Tara. They both tasted like French vanilla.

I kissed Maria again, with more intensity. Our tongues wrestled. I stuck my hand in Tara’s shirt as I made out with her sister. I slid it upward across her navel and up to her perky tits. Her nipples were hard like pencil erasers.

Tara moaned with pleasure. She felt the kisses, too. And Maria felt how I fingered Tara’s nipples.

A light bulb turned on in my mind. Rarely did I have ideas this good. Though to get to what I had in mind, more foreplay was needed. The excitement forced me to speed up the foreplay.

I tugged off Maria’s shirt, almost ripping it. Then I did the same with Tara’s. Two identical pairs of breasts stared at me. They were large for such petite women, and perfectly round, with nipples that pointed slightly upward.

I got on my knees and slid Tara’s skirt off. Her mound almost looked shaved because she wasn’t very hairy. I took Maria’s skirt off. I rubbed my fingers against their clits at the same time.

“Oh! That’s…” Tara’s knees shook.

“It’s too much, Remy!” Maria grabbed my hand. “I almost came.”

I kissed her knees and caressed her soft thighs. “Sorry. I’ll slow down.” Difficult to keep it slow with my dick in the driver’s seat.

I pulled off my pants to show them my erect state. Upon seeing my cock, Tara let out a soft moan. She took it in her hand and rubbed it, though she didn’t seem to know the proper technique. Maria played with my balls.

We all got comfortable on the bed. I let them touch me however they wanted. Like Esme and Ayla, the twins were inexperienced, so just the sight of my cock was a novelty.

Maria licked my balls the way a cat grooms itself. It wasn’t the most pleasurable sensation for me, but I had to let them play and learn. Tara kissed my tip, then put it in her mouth. The feeling of my tip sliding into a warm and wet hole sent pleasure bursting through me.

Tara treated my tip as if it were a lollipop. Much better technique than I expected. Maria went from licking my balls to sucking them. I let out a satisfied moan as the twins pleasured me.

I realized, then, that they were feeling what each other was feeling. So they both had my dick and balls in their mouths. How nice that must feel for them.

Tara took my cock deeper into her mouth, lathering it with her tongue. I took Maria’s hand and pulled her toward me. I kissed her with all the pleasure flowing through me. We made out while her sister sucked me off.

“I’m gonna come,” I said.

“Come for us,” Maria said between kisses. “Fill my sister’s mouth.”

I gushed like a fountain into Tara’s mouth while making out with Maria. It felt amazing to be kissed like that while coming. One of my favorite sensations, for sure.

My dick wouldn’t stop erupting. I was worried Tara would choke on my cum. But she slurped and swallowed it all.

“Tastes good,” Maria said.

“You can taste it?” I asked.

She nodded. “Of course. But… I’m a little jealous it’s not inside me.”

Tara licked up the cum that had slid down onto my shaft. Once she was done with her meal, I took her hand and pulled her toward me.

I sucked her nipples. Then I sucked Maria’s. I spent some time enjoying their luscious breasts and making out with Maria. I grabbed their ass cheeks, enjoying how soft they felt in my hands.

Didn’t take long until I was erect again.

“Maria, I want you to ride me,” I said.

“I’d love to.” Maria squatted over my cock. She hovered her pussy over it and slowly slid it inside. She and Tara let out identical moans once it had slid all the way in.

“Feels so good,” Maria said.

“Tara, sit on my face.” I ordered.

Tara straddled her delicious, tight pussy over my face. It smelled like vanilla ice cream. I so wanted to dig in.

I let Tara rest her pussy on my face as Maria bounced on my cock. Once Tara was comfortable, I let my tongue go where it wanted. Her juices tasted amazing. I licked as deep as I could, making sure to coat her insides with my tongue.

They both moaned with delight, as if in concert.

“Slow down,” Maria said.

“Please, Remy,” Tara added. “Don’t make us come so fast.”

I held onto Tara’s thighs as I ate her out, ignoring their pleas. If it was time to come, it was time to come. We could always take a break after, and then go for round three.

“Oh Remy, it’s too much!” Maria complained. And yet, she was still bouncing on my cock.

I held onto Maria’s ass and guided her motions on my cock. Meanwhile, Tara was shaking as I licked her folds.

It was all becoming overwhelming, even for me. I sped up my licking, lunging my tongue deeper into her hole, all while delighting in the taste of her juices. I grabbed Maria’s hips to hold her in place, then thrust up and down. They both moaned as if possessed by pleasure itself.

The orgasm surged through my body. Our tether appeared, and I felt both Maria and Tara’s orgasms, too. As I filled Maria’s pussy, Tara’s pussy drenched my mouth. She tasted so good.

The tether blazed white, the color of starlight. It blinded us. The pleasure flowing between us multiplied, and another orgasm coursed through me. I filled Maria again, so much that my seed overflowed.

SOULBOND OF WATER LEVEL 3 UNLOCKED

CLASS EVOLUTION

NAME: Tara and Maria

CLASS: Water Cleric -> Water Shaman

Strength: 1

Intelligence: 6 -> 8

Agility: 4 -> 5

Endurance: 2

Vigor: 1

Mind: 2 -> 3

Luck: 3 -> 4

WATER ABILITIES STRENGTHENED

NEW WATER ABILITY UNLOCKED

“Oh my God.” Maria touched her cum covered inner thigh. Then she licked her fingers. “Why does it taste so good?”

Esme crawled over like a dog hungry to clean, her pink panties around her ankles.

“Would it be all right if Esme cleaned us up?” I asked Tara and Maria.

They both lay next to me, utterly exhausted. Ready to pass out.

“S-sure,” Maria said. “Whatever you desire, Remy.”

“I’m…” Tara closed her eyes. “I’m… so… sleep…”

I nodded for Esme to do her dirty work. She slurped the overflowing cum from Maria’s inner thighs. That woke both Maria and Tara up. Maria stroked Esme’s hair, as if to encourage her.

“That tickles,” Maria said as Esme licked the cum drenching her pussy folds.

Esme swallowed what was in her mouth. “You have so much of his seed inside you. Can I have some?”

Maria shook her head. “No, it should stay inside me. It warms me up.”

As much as I wanted to see Esme do that, it wasn’t going to happen, sadly.
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SANDWORM


Before we departed the next morning, I visited the Soulful Doll to check my stats.

“How fares your progress?” she asked, a creepy, chiseled grin on her wooden face.

“If I’m being honest, I wish I was at a higher Soul Level. There’ve been a few too many hiccups that have slowed my progress.”

“I’m not just asking about your Soul Level. That’s vertical progress. Don’t forget that horizontal progress matters, too. You’ve gained new allies and items, haven’t you?”

I didn’t expect such wisdom from the doll. “You’re right. But I want my Soul Level to be high, as well. On that note, I need to check my stats.”

Soul Level: 14

Strength: 5

Intelligence: 1

Agility: 4 + 3

Endurance: 1

Vigor: 1

Mind: 1

Luck: 1

Soulcores Required for Next Level: 450 (312)

The level-up requirement was becoming steep, though I appreciated that it increased linearly and not exponentially. Still, 400 was a lot of soulcores for a single point. I hoped the next level of the Underground Forest would provide a massive increase in soulcores gained per hour of farming. I also hoped it would be easier to farm, so my harem could farm for me while I was out on missions. Because of the heatstroke status effect, the volcano level wasn’t ideal for farming.

“Why do you neglect your other stats?” the doll asked.

“I don’t want to be a jack-of-all-trades. I want to go fast and hit hard.”

“But you’re the glassiest of glass cannons.”

I shrugged. “So what? Glass cannons are awesome.”

“Enemies are going to hit harder, the deeper you go in the forest. Don’t neglect your vigor entirely.”

I sighed. “I suppose I can put a point in vigor every once in a while.” My plan for how to spend my points remained in flux. Originally, I was supposed to be putting points into luck, but since I wasn’t going on farming runs that often, I’d shifted to focusing on strength more.

The doll’s creepy grin widened.

It was time to fight for those soulcores I wanted so badly.

Esme, Tara, Maria, and I returned to the sandworm. I held my katana tight as we spread around the massive crater, the heat making us all sweat.

“I’ve only got about ten minutes until my mana depletes,” Esme said. “Come out, you stupid worm!”

As if it heard her, the sandworm burst out of the ground and soared so high that it blocked the sun. We stood in its shadow as it loomed over us, its gaping mouth covered with teeth.

“You die today, worm.” I pulled Esme’s mana into me, hoping to feel our new ability.

With Esme wearing the Leaping Shoes, I jumped in the air and slashed the hideous creature with my katana.

Shadows bled off its form.

The worm roared. As it did, it pulled air into it. The air itself swirled like a vortex, with the worm’s mouth at the center.

We were being sucked into its maw. We all pushed our bodies away, but slowly, our feet slid toward it, as if we were on treadmills.

I focused on my tether with Maria and Tara. Their fear of being eaten intensified my own. But they also possessed an intense desire to murder this worm. Even more intense than mine.

“Tara. Maria,” I said. “We’re going to kill this fucking thing!”

They steeled their expressions and nodded. “Yes we will!”

Their water mana surged through the tether and into me. I felt as if water filled my limbs.

A portal opened behind the worm. Through the portal, a beach appeared. The sand was formed from diamonds, and the water was clearer than anything I’d ever seen. Hovering over the water, meditating, was some sort of eldritch god with an octopus face and a beard of tentacles.

“C-Cthulhu?” I said.

The god pointed at the worm. In an instant, all the water on the beach whipped up into a tidal wave. The tidal wave soared through the portal and smashed into the worm, covering it with water.

Shadows burst off the creature — though far less than I hoped. If the purpose of the tidal wave wasn’t to do damage, then it must’ve applied some sort of status effect.

“Maria!” I called out. “Put on your glasses!”

She reached into her soul storage and put them on. Meanwhile, the worm’s wriggling slowed to a crawl. It collapsed onto the ground as if staggered.

“Everyone attack!” I cried.

We all hit its sinuous body with our weapons. Big clumps of shadow bled off it.

“It’s weak to… to EVERYTHING!” Maria said. “Holy moly!”

We were doing so much damage, the air itself turned black.

Suddenly, the worm lifted itself. We all stepped backward. It roared, then surged toward Maria.

I grabbed her hand, picked her up, and leaped into the air. The worm crashed into the ground where she’d been standing. It bored into the earth, shaking the entire crater as it did.

I landed next to Esme. She helped Maria back onto her feet.

“Close one!” Tara said.

The worm burst through a hole at the far side. Once again, it towered over us. It covered the sun, leaving us in shadow.

It fired a stone out of its mouth, right at us. We all dove out of the way as the stone shattered against the ground, creating gravel projectiles. The gravel bits hit all of us. A shard of stone cut through my cheek, arms, and chest.

“Ouch!” Tara screamed.

She cast Water Heal on me, soothing my cuts. Meanwhile, Maria healed Esme.

“Heal yourselves!” I ordered.

“We’re out of mana. That special ability took most of it.”

I grabbed a healing potion from my soul storage, uncorked the cap, and ran over to Tara. She had cuts all over her chest and her head was covered in dust. I poured the potion over her, dousing her white hair.

Esme did the same for Maria.

Meanwhile, the worm launched another stone, right at me. I grabbed Tara and leaped, managing to completely dodge its area of effect.

As soon as I landed, I helped Tara stand. Then I conjured my ice katana and leaped toward the worm’s head.

With my high agility, I slashed it seven times before landing behind it. The worm swiveled to face me. I baited another stone attack while shooting it with ice arrows. Wary of using up all of Esme’s mana, I conjured my red sword, jumped, and slashed at its face.

The worm let out a shrill cry. Then, once again, it collapsed into its staggered state.

“It’s not weak to everything anymore,” Maria said. “The stagger didn’t add the weaknesses, our new ability did.”

That was good to know. While that Cthulhu ability had drained their mana, it also allowed us to do massive damage. Unfortunately with their water mana dried up, we couldn’t use it again during this battle.

“Attack!” I ordered. Though I was really only ordering Esme, since Tara and Maria were expended.

Like a fencer, Esme pierced the sandworm with her ice katana. I slashed at it with my red sword. It wasn’t enough to kill it, though.

I checked on my tether with Esme. Only a trickle of mana remained. Our ten minutes were almost up. She’d be afflicted with heatstroke and we’d likely lose.

Despite these dangers, a feeling of utterly intense determination swelled in her chest.

Esme’s mana burst into me. Ice filled my veins, hardening my body. The ice burst out of my skin. I watched as Esme transformed, too. We both resembled ice golems, our limbs hard and blocky because of the ice encasing them.

The worm lifted itself. It roared again, then dove at me.

“Bad idea, worm,” I said with a grin.

The worm opened its maw and came at me with all its force. But I knew the ice protecting my limbs would not break. As soon as the worm wrapped its many wriggling teeth around me and bit down, its teeth shattered to pieces.

Still, it managed to swallow my blocky form. I slid down a slippery throat, darkness surrounding me. Slime covered my icy limbs. I knew this state wouldn’t last long, so I had to get out of here before Esme’s mana ran out.

With my red sword in my hands, I cut a line into the worm’s body from within. Once I saw sunlight bleed into the dark folds of its throat, I slashed at the opening to widen it, then jumped through.

The worm’s shadows jumped out with me. Shadows bled out of the hole I’d made until the worm died.

BOSS VANQUISHED

UNDERGROUND FOREST LEVEL 2 CLEARED

UNDERGROUND FOREST LEVEL 3 UNLOCKED

The ice around my body melted, leaving me shivering despite the heat. Esme, too, chattered her teeth as she ran toward me.

Maria and Tara jumped with joy.

“We did it!” Tara shouted.

I hugged Esme to warm her. She rubbed my back to warm me. We all came together and hugged.

What an incredible victory. I’d unlocked two new abilities that seemed so overpowered.

Now it was time for our reward. A golden treasure chest surrounded by a golden mist gleamed in the middle of the crater.

I rubbed my hands in expectation. What kind of awesome power up would be contained within? I couldn’t wait!

I turned to Esme. She’d won the day with her awesome ability. I caressed her wet cheek.

“You open it,” I said.

She shook her head. “You’re the one who killed it. The honor should go to you.”

“But I killed it with your ability.”

“So what? All my abilities belong to you, anyway.”

While we were arguing, Maria flung the chest open.

“Oh my!” she shouted.

I gazed down upon the velvety interior. A golden crown sat upon a small pillow.

Maria picked it up. “It’s heavy.”

“What does it say?” I asked.

She looked at the writing on the inside and bit her lip. “Time Crown — grants wearer the Time Dilation ability. Cooldown 1 hour.”

I took the crown and settled it on my head. It was so light, I barely felt it. It also magically adhered to my head, so there was no danger of it falling off.

Tara stared at me in expectation. “What does Time Dilation me⁠—”

I triggered the ability. She froze. So did Maria and Esme. A bead of sweat that had just dripped off Esme’s cheek remained suspended in the air.

“—ean,” Tara finished five seconds later.

I laughed. Could I really stop time for five seconds, every single hour? For such an amazing ability, the cooldown was ridiculously short.

This was going to make conquering Port City much easier.
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UNDER MY PROTECTION


A platform appeared on the far side of the crater. The four of us stepped on it while I explained what the Time Crown did.

“You mean time really froze?” Esme asked.

I nodded. “It did indeed. I was the only one who could move in those five seconds.”

The platform began its descent. I was excited to see what the next floor would be like. Hopefully it was more scenic and fun than the volcano floor.

“That sounds so overpowered,” Tara said. “You could literally do anything, to anyone, in those five seconds.”

“Exactly.” I pounded my fist. “I wonder if Adam has an ability as powerful.”

“You should ask Ruby,” Maria said. “I’m sure she’d tell you.”

I hadn’t met with Ruby since bringing her here. I wanted to give her time to adjust. But tonight we’d have to talk.

“Our new abilities are spectacular!” Tara said. “The way you turned into an ice golem and sliced that disgusting worm open from within was just godly!”

“Yeah!” Maria giggled. “When it swallowed you, I can’t lie, I was terrified.”

“I knew Remy would be fine.” Esme crossed her arms and smirked. “He let it swallow him, obviously.”

“Did you all see that weird god with the octopus face?” I asked.

They all nodded.

“What was weird about it?” Esme said. “Looks like any old god to me.”

Of course Cthulhu would be the standard version of a god to the people here. This world was a battle ground between the Deep Ones and the Outer Gods, after all.

The platform stopped. We stepped into a long hallway lit by glowing blue vines. It made everyone’s skin shimmer with an ethereal blue hue.

“This makes me a bit uneasy,” I said. “Let’s find a fast travel point and get home.”

“Yeah, we don’t have any mana,” Maria added.

“We could always use a soul cabin,” Esme said.

“Nah.” I conjured my red sword and picked up the pace. “I’d rather spend the night at the onsen. Need to talk to Ruby.”

Light appeared at the end of the hallway. It leaked out of the sides of a wooden door.

I put my hand on the golden handle and pushed it open.

It was like looking through a portal into another world. The landscape that appeared resembled the moon, with a dark, starless sky. We stepped through the door onto sandy, gray soil.

Some sort of structure loomed ahead. It looked like a medieval fortress, except the walls were crumbling and covered in vines.

“Weird place,” I said.

Mountains also shone in the distance. A dried up river snaked between the mountains and the fortress.

“Another desolate land,” Esme said. “Is there anything left that’s full of life?”

“I found the fast travel point!” Maria exclaimed.

I turned to see Tara and Maria running toward a floating blue orb.

They were cast in shadow. I looked up to see a winged creature that resembled a tetradactyl with a spiky head, diving right at them.

“Tara! Maria!” I dashed forward, conjured my red sword, and leaped in the air. I sliced the creature in two as it swooped down toward them.

Shadows erupted. It rained soulcores. At least twenty. All I heard was patter-patter as they hit the ground.

“Fast thinking,” Esme said. “That high agility is really paying off.”

“Collect the soulcores and let’s get out of here.” I landed at Tara’s side.

“Sorry for being so careless,” Tara said. “Really didn’t see it, for some reason.”

“We’re all just tired.” Esme patted Tara’s back. “A good rest is what we need.”

“Agreed!” Maria exclaimed as she bent down to pick up a soulcore, revealing her white lace panties.

The three of us gathered the soulcores, then used the blue orb to fast travel to the onsen.

I soaked in the pools for a bit, then went to find Ruby. She was at the overlook that could only be accessed through the illusory wall in the temple. Sherry had told her about it.

The view was as striking as ever. The ruined villages nestled in the forest looked gorgeous beneath the starlight.

Ruby smiled when she saw me, though she had trouble looking me in the eyes. The poor girl was obviously still ashamed of what Adam had forced her to do.

I needed to reassure her that we weren’t like the heartless bastards she’d worked for, all her life. That we wouldn’t blame her for simply being human.

I sat next to her and took her hand. It was soft on the outside, but rough and dry where her palms were, probably from hard work.

“Ruby, I meant what I said. I’m going to take care of you.”

“How can you all trust me so easily?”

“Because I know you won’t ever be at their mercy again. And I know that because I’m going to remove the hold they have over you.”

“How?”

“Take me to your village.”

“You really want to go there?”

I nodded. “I’m going to bring them under my protection.”

Her jaw dropped. “You’d do that for me?”

I stuck my hand in my soul storage and took out two bridging orbs.

I held them up to show Ruby. “See these? I’m going to make two doors between our onsen and your village. That will allow someone from the village to travel here to alert me in case there’s any danger. And then I’ll use the second door to get to your village to protect them from said danger.”

Hope shimmered in her gorgeous brown eyes. “Like a temporary fast travel point.”

“Exactly.”

“But you’ve never even met my people. Why would you be so eager to protect them?”

I caressed her moist cheek. She’d been crying before I got here.

“Because I care about you. And that means I care about what you care about.”

She still seemed stuck in her disbelief. I suppose I’d have to show her what I meant.

“So will you take me?” I asked.

“Of course. But you were out fighting monsters the whole day. You should rest.”

I shook my head. “If I want to rule this island, I can’t make that excuse. Sherry and Ayla are well-rested, so I’ll bring them. The four of us will go to your village. If your people agree to come under my protection, everything will be as I described. And even if they don’t…” I squeezed her hand lightly. “I’m still going to find a way to protect them, just in case Adam or Alfonso or Leric or whoever tries something underhanded to get at you.”

Tears streamed from Ruby’s eyes. She hugged me and rested her chin on my shoulder.

“I don’t deserve you,” she whispered.

“We all deserve to be cared for, Ruby.”

“I just never imagined someone would ever fight for me.”

I kissed her forehead. We could talk more later.

It was time to go to the overworld.

The four of us teleported to the overworld and got in the rollercoaster car. I drove. Ruby sat in the passenger’s seat and guided me.

We had to drive past the resort, though I made sure to keep away from it. Still, the sight of those villas brought back fond memories. I’d deflowered Esme and Ayla, there. Fun times.

I hoped to fill this island with many wonderful memories, for all of us. And by all of us, I didn’t only mean my harem. I wanted the people here to prosper, too. Ruby’s village would become my territory. My first claim in the overworld. They would fare far better under my protection than the prince’s.

“I’m just saying…” Ayla poked her head forward. She and Sherry were sitting in the seats behind Ruby and me. “There must be a better way to do it than using two bridging orbs.”

I hadn’t been listening to her conversation with Sherry and Ruby. I’d been a bit too absorbed in steering the car and admiring the scenery.

“Oh?” I said, now interested. “And what way would that be, Ayla?”

“How about placing a fast travel point inside the village?”

I rubbed the stubble on my chin. “You know… that does sound a lot better. But I’ve never been able to move a fast travel point, nor would I know where to get another one.”

“There must be a way,” Sherry said. “Someone had to put them there, right?”

True enough. Someone, or something, perhaps, since it was a god who’d unlocked my fast travel ability.

“I’ll ask the Soulful Doll later.” I pressed down on the accelerator a tad. There was still a ways to go. “She might know how to do it. For now, we’ll use the orange orbs.”

Ayla tapped Ruby’s shoulder. “So, Ruby, how long has it been since you went home?”

“A few months. I go home maybe twice a year.”

“You must miss your family,” Sherry said.

“Very much. I hope they’re all well.”

Ruby wasn’t a curseborn, so her family hadn’t disowned her. Surprising that being a pleasure girl meant you had a higher status than being an element-wielding magic user. Cultures can be so strange, sometimes.

After twenty minutes of speeding across hills and plains, a settlement came into view. Like the others I’d seen outside Port City, it consisted of a few shoddy hovels alongside pens for farm animals. The way Ruby’s eyes lit up, though, you’d think it was Tokyo or perhaps London, not that I’d ever been to either city. I wasn’t very well-traveled back on Earth. I intended to be the most well-traveled man to ever inhabit this world, though.
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AUNTIE JESS


We stood facing the orange barrier. Ruby had mentioned that Adam had agreed to give her village a new shield crystal. He was a man of his word, as Ruby had described.

An old woman hobbled over to the barrier. She wore a dirty, dull green robe.

“Ruby!” Her smile was bright. “Who’ve you brought with you?”

“Auntie Jess! These are my friends.”

“Look at this handsome lad!” Auntie Jess gave me a seductive smile. “If only I were ten years younger…”

More like forty years younger.

I cleared my throat. “It’s nice to meet you, Auntie Jess. I’m Remy.” I gestured to the women at my side. “And this is Sherry and Ayla.”

She squinted, as if to get a better look at Sherry and Ayla. Then her smile turned into a grimace.

“Curseborn.” Auntie Jess shook her head. “I’m afraid we can’t let you in.”

“Well, of course not,” Sherry said with some annoyance. “It’s fine.”

“Wait here for now,” I said to my two curseborn wives. “Let Ruby and I talk to them first.”

Sherry and Ayla nodded.

“May Remy and I come in?” Ruby asked.

“Of course. This is your home, dear.” Auntie Jess tapped on the barrier. A hole appeared, big enough for us to fit. Ruby and I went through.

The village smelled like fertilizer and stale grass. Plots of crops sat alongside animal pens, which were filled with strangely-colored chickens and goats with unicorn horns.

They were probably subsistence farming, which meant they ate everything they grew. Well, not everything. The prince would claim some of it, of course, in exchange for protection, which he hardly provided if it was so easy for Adam to threaten these people. More likely, the arrangement was one of pure extraction. Or more simply worded, oppression.

But the villagers seemed happy. I noticed more smiles than frowns.

“Who leads this village?” I asked Auntie Jess.

“Oh, we don’t have a mayor. I and a few others get together to make important decisions. It’s all a bit informal than what you must be used to in big ol’ Port City.”

So she was one of the decision makers. Good, I could start with her. “I see you have a new shield crystal.”

“That we do. Had to borrow one at high cost before that, which is why we’re not doing very well. But now that we have our own crystal, it’ll free up some money for things. Maybe I can even buy a new robe!” Auntie Jess chuckled.

They had low expectations, so they might not believe my promises. They were probably more motivated by fear than anything.

“Just because we have a new shield crystal doesn’t mean we’re safe,” Ruby said. “Threats have been made toward the village… because of me.”

I wished she hadn’t phrased it like that. Ruby carried too much guilt.

The three of us stopped next to a two-story wooden shanty.

“What do you mean, Ruby?” Auntie Jess asked.

“The man who gave you the shield crystal, Adam… he threatened to attack this village.”

“Adam? He personally delivered the crystal himself. He’s a good man. He’d never hurt us.”

“He only did it to keep his end of the deal,” Ruby said. “But before that, he threatened to hurt everyone here. We can’t trust someone like that. In fact, we can’t trust anyone in Port City. They’ve kept us down for too long, haven’t they?”

Auntie Jess shook her head. “Where is this mad talk coming from?”

“From me,” I said. “Things are going to change on this island. Those who are at the top will soon be at the bottom. And those at the bottom will soon gaze down from on high.”

“Sounds like you’re talking about revolution.” Auntie Jess snickered. “That’s dangerous. No one here wants any of that.”

“Gather the decision makers, and let me make my proposal,” I said. “You could all be living better. Much better.”

“We’re simple folk.” Auntie Jess crossed her arms and smiled. “All we want is to be free and safe in a land of our own. We don’t want to live like people do in Port City.”

“I understand, but you’re not actually as safe as you think, even with that shiny new shield barrier.”

“Remy!” It was Ayla, shouting from where we’d left her. “Remy! Hurry!”

Ruby and I glanced at each other in panic. Then we ran back to where we’d left Ayla and Sherry.

The two girls were standing at the very edge of the barrier, their weapons drawn.

Leric and his tall wife, Johana, stood in the distance. Worse, they had at least twenty of the prince’s soldiers at their backs.

“The hell are you doing here?” I asked as Leric came within earshot.

“The prince has ordered us to destroy this ugly place,” Leric said.

“You can’t do that!” Auntie Jess shouted. She hobbled toward us. “Adam promised us safety!”

“I don’t take orders from Adam.” Leric scowled. “I take orders from the prince alone. Now lower the barrier, and we’ll at least spare the women. They can live on as slaves in Port City.”

Adam had obviously promised them safety from himself. Meaning, Adam wouldn’t harm them. But that didn’t mean someone else wouldn’t.

“Why did the prince order you to do this?” I asked.

Leric pointed to Ruby. “Because of this wench. Because she consorts with you.”

“Don’t ever call Ruby a ‘wench’ or any other disrespectful word,” I said. “I promise you’ll regret it, Leric.”

“She’s a whore, Remy.”

“And you’re a curseborn. That’s less than a whore, isn’t it?”

A spear of void materialized in Leric’s hands. Staring at it was like staring at the emptiest, blackest patch of sky.

“Don’t hide behind insults,” he said. “Come out and fight me, Remy.”

I shook my head. “I know your wife loves you. She would be sad if I killed you. I don’t want to make her sad.”

He pointed his void spear at Ayla. “I don’t mind making your wives sad. Or even spilling their guts. You better come out before I begin.”

I turned to Auntie Jess. “Let me out.”

She made a hole in the barrier for me. I walked through with my flame spear in my hands.

With Johana and twenty soldiers at Leric’s back, this wouldn’t be a cake walk.

“Wait!” Ruby came to my side. “What if I turn myself over? Would that please the prince?”

Leric laughed. “I’m afraid your worthless ass won’t be enough to sate him.”

I put my hand on Ruby’s shoulder. “Stay back. Let me handle this.”

“If you get hurt, and if the villagers get hurt too, then I… I…” She fell onto her knees in tears. “Please just take me. The prince can do whatever he wants with me. He can torture me for the rest of my life if it pleases him. Just don’t hurt anyone else.”

“Torture you?” Leric smirked. “Do you think your pain matters, whore? Your screams wouldn’t mean a thing to him. But the screams of this entire village… now that would be like music.”

I’d had enough of this smug asshole. I cast Small Meteor right where he was standing.

Leric impaled the meteor with his void spear, causing it to crack and shatter into harmless dust.

How had he reacted so fast?

“That the best you can do, maggot?” Leric signaled for his soldiers to surround us.

Johanna came forward along with them, also wielding a void spear. They made a half circle to pin us between the barrier and themselves.

That’s when I noticed the obsidian ring on Johana’s ring finger. Could that be providing her and Leric with some special ability?

Well, I had my own special ability.

I stuck my hand in my soul storage and took out the Time Crown. I settled it on Sherry’s head, so she could use it, too.

“Such a nice crown doesn’t belong on such trash,” Leric said.

“You spent so much time around Saran, you sound just like him.” I laughed. “If you don’t change your ways, you’re going to die like him, too.”

“I’m not so weak, Remy. I’m a curseborn, as you said. I can draw power from the void, twice over.”

“I’m trying to make the world better for curseborn. It’ll be a better world for you and Johana, too. You won’t have to lick the boots of Saran or the prince or anyone. You’re fighting for the wrong side.” Perhaps he was beyond saving. He’d become just like his masters.
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VOID TENTACLES


“Nice chatting with you, Remy.” Leric held his fist high in the air. “But it’s time for you all to die!”

Johanna held her fist up, too.

A black hole materialized in the sky. Void tentacles shot out of the black hole toward us.

I sidestepped with my high agility, but a tentacle followed. It struck me right in the chest.

I felt nothing. Ayla was wearing the Magic Ward Ring, which enabled us to tank a single magic attack per day.

A tentacle struck her, too. She seemed as undisturbed as me.

But when one struck Sherry, she let out a scream. A weird oil shot out of the tentacle’s pores and covered her body, immobilizing her.

“You all right?” I took out a healing potion and doused her with it.

“It hurts,” Sherry said. “Fuck it hurts.” The oil clung to her skin and the ground. She struggled to move her limbs even an inch.

Fucking status effects.

“You’re going to be all right.” I caressed her cheek, then turned to Ayla. “Guard Sherry. Don’t let any of those bastards come near her.”

Ayla nodded, her big hammer in her hands. Since I’d put the Time Crown on Sherry, I needed her to stay safe to win this battle. I also adored her and didn’t want her to get hurt, obviously.

“Charge!” Leric screamed.

The soldiers let out a war cry and charged at us. Ayla released a Wind Blast, hitting three of them. They were so dazed by her mini tornado, they didn’t get up.

I summoned three Small Meteors at the mass of soldiers. One missed, but the other two incinerated a couple of soldiers.

I danced forward and impaled another soldier with my flame spear, lighting him on fire. Since Sherry wouldn’t need her mana, I ought to use it all.

“Flame Form!” I shouted.

My limbs turned into fire. I floated a foot above the ground. I surged through the soldiers, creating a conflagration across their bodies and the grass.

The remaining soldiers scattered.

I managed to chase a few down before my Flame Form ran out.

“He’s a sitting duck, now,” Leric said. “Second line, charge!”

More soldiers emerged from the tree line. At least twenty. They ran toward us, their spears and scimitars forward.

So he’d baited me. He knew I would use my Flame Form and end up in no man’s land.

But what he didn’t know was that I had more tricks up my sleeve. The only problem was timing them right.

I wanted to use my Time Crown to end this battle. But it only afforded me five seconds of stopped time, and if I mistimed those five seconds, I wouldn’t be able to play that card again.

I had to get closer to Leric before I used it, but he’d deployed his soldiers like a shield and kept himself at the back. Even his wife stood more forward than him.

What a fucking coward. Just like Saran.

I conjured my wind hammer and smashed the soldiers as they ran at me. Their thin chainmail was no match for the blunt power of the hammer.

I closed in on Leric, smashing soldiers the while.

Finally, we faced each other. Before I used the Time Crown, I wanted to get him in a vulnerable position.

“The soldiers are no match for you.” He chuckled. “I expected as much. But what about your wives? Can they handle so many?”

I glanced at Ayla. She guarded Sherry and flung tornadoes at the soldiers trying to swarm her. As long as she had her hammer and her magic, she could hold her own. I prayed she wouldn’t run out of mana any time soon.

Johana appeared at my back. She was protective of Leric. She wouldn’t let this be a fair fight.

“Go and kill his wives,” Leric said to her. “I can handle him.”

Johana shook her head. “I won’t let him hurt you.” What did she see in this asshole?

“I don’t need your protection, woman. His wives are more than a fair match for you, in any case.”

“I don’t care!” Johana conjured her void spear and raised it to her chest. “I’m not letting you fight him alone!”

She had the sense to know how dangerous I was, at least. Meanwhile, arrogance had poisoned Leric’s judgment.

Husband and wife held their void spears forward. I let down my hammer and conjured my red sword. Ayla needed all her mana, so best I didn’t draw on it during this battle.

Johana came at me first. Ayla was wearing the Leaping Shoes, which allowed me to jump a great distance backward and avoid her lunge. They raised their fists and opened another black hole. Tentacles came at me from every direction, but I managed to cut them all with my lightblade.

Johana threw something at me. I dodged, but like the tentacles, it tracked my movements. It hit me on the chest and dug into my flesh. I looked down to see a ninja star made of void sticking out of the skin in front of my heart.

“Fuck.” I wished Tara were here to heal me. My limbs felt so weak.

They both charged at me with their void spears. Now or never.

I used the Time Crown when their spears were mere inches from my body. Johana and Leric froze, their faces stuck in fury and desperation.

I had five seconds to decide whether or not I wanted to kill Leric. I wasn’t going to murder Johana. Killing women was not my style, unless I really had to. If she tried to hurt me or my wives after today, I would kill her.

But Leric… what an asshole. Only slightly better than Saran, although Leric was a curseborn slave and had probably been brainwashed to follow orders.

Still, the things he’d said to Ruby; the callousness with which he threatened the lives of my wives and the villagers; he deserved to die for that alone.

I got behind him and stuck my red sword in his heart a second before time resumed. I also snatched the obsidian ring off Johana’s finger.

Leric fell to his knees. Blood shot out of his mouth. I couldn’t see his eyes, but I was sure they were full of stunned disbelief.

Johana grabbed him and tossed a bridging orb on the ground. They were through the escape door before the mist cleared.

I wasted no time. I doused myself with a healing potion, then returned to Ayla and Sherry. Together we eliminated the remaining soldiers.

They allowed all of us to enter the village, this time. They even let Sherry take a bath to get the black goop off her body.

But Leric’s attack, and how I’d repelled it, didn’t erase everyone’s doubts about me.

A stern looking man who reminded me of my 5th grade teacher, hairy arms and all, glared at me as we stood in the village square. “How do I know you didn’t plan this whole thing to get us to submit?”

“You really think this village is worth all that trouble?” I asked.

“How could you say that to him, after what he just did?” Ruby was still in tears. “Father… would I lie to you?”

So he was Ruby’s father. He seemed scary.

“I know you’d never lie.” He pointed at me. “But what if this foreigner has bewitched you?”

“Remy is the best person I’ve ever met,” Ruby said. “He risked his life for us.”

Auntie Jess, Ruby’s father, and the other elders talked among themselves for a few minutes. Then her father came to speak with me.

“Can you really protect us?” he asked.

“I can protect all of you, absolutely. And I’ll protect your daughter, especially.”

“Do you have an army?”

“I’m a one-man army.”

“I can tell. I saw what you did. But you can’t be everywhere at once.”

“My women are strong, too. And I’ll recruit more fighters as I expand my domain. This village will be my first territory in the overworld.”

The man returned to tell the others what I’d told him. They discussed it some more. Ruby also involved herself in the discussion.

Ayla came to my side and held hands with me.

“Think they’ll buy what you’re selling?” she asked.

“The prince ordered his soldiers to destroy this village. No one else is going to fight for them but me. They know that. What they don’t know is that one day I’m going to replace the prince. But I’m not asking them to believe in me to that extent, yet.”

Ayla licked my outer ear. She whispered, “The thought of you sitting on the throne of Port City makes me so wet.”

“Oh? Then you’ll be the first woman I fuck on that throne,” I whispered back.

Ayla giggled.

Ruby’s father returned with the words I wanted to hear. “All right. We agree.”

We set up two bridging doors in the village square. A young man, who claimed to be the fastest runner in the village, was assigned the task of running through to alert me in case of danger. It was a rudimentary solution, but it worked, for now.

I thanked the elders and promised, again, that I’d protect the village. They were my own people, now. Then the four of us got in the rollercoaster car and returned to the fast travel point.

Back at the onsen, we set up the other ends of the two doors right in the middle of our own village. If I could create permanent fast travel points, this solution wouldn’t be necessary.

So I decided on my next goal: gain the ability to make permanent fast travel points.
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THE PRINCE


The Soulful Doll was happy to see me, judging by its creepy smile.

“How can I create my own fast travel points?” I wasn’t here for small talk, so decided to get the point.

“Ohhhh!” How titillated it seemed by the question. “You seek an ability held by the Deep Ones themselves.”

“They can’t hog all the cool abilities. You know the secret, don’t you? Spill it.”

The doll cackled. The sound came from all over the dusty temple. “You must pray at a shrine of the Deep Ones and beg them to grant the ability you seek.”

“How do I talk to them?”

“At the shrine.”

I sighed. “Isn’t this a shrine?”

The doll cackled again. “No, this is a temple. And it’s not for the Deep Ones. It’s for me and the souls you bring.”

Why did this doll deserve her own temple? It wasn’t my business, so I avoided asking. “So where can I find a shrine to the Deep Ones?”

“There’s one on the 4th floor of the Underground Forest.”

That didn’t sound so bad. All I had to do was clear the third floor.

I enjoyed the cold pool with Ayla and Sherry. We’d invited Ruby to join us, but she was still blaming herself for all that had happened. I’d been depressed a few times in my life, so knew what she must’ve been feeling. I could only show her that I’d be here for her, while giving her the space and time to resolve what ached her heart.

It was while relaxing in the hot pool that I remembered the obsidian ring I’d snatched from Johana.

I’d been so busy I’d neglected to check what it did. I pulled it out of my soul storage, along with a spectacle, and read the words on the inner band.

Grants the wearer the ability to break through shields.

“Holy fucking moly,” I said.

The girls stopped chatting with each other and stared at me.

I held up the ring. “With this, we can go through shields.”

“Really?” Ayla said. “No way!”

I passed the ring to her. She passed it to Sherry.

“Incredible,” Sherry said. “Wait, where’d you get it?”

“From Johana.”

Ayla snapped her fingers. “Oh yeah, I had a client who had a ring like this. He was one of the richest men on the mainland. These sorts of rings are ridiculously rare.”

“Then how could Johana have one?” I asked. “Her and Leric are just curseborn.”

“Maybe the prince gave it to them,” Ayla said, “to carry out the mission.”

That was the likely explanation. They must’ve been intending to use it to get through the village’s shield barrier with ease. If I hadn’t been there, Ruby’s family and all the villagers would be dead right now.

“Well I’m glad I fucked him over.” I grinned. “Can’t wait to meet the prince face to face.”

“I saw him once, when I was younger,” Ayla said. “About seven years ago.”

“What was he like?” I asked.

“He had gray hair and lots of scars on his face.” Ayla seemed to be staring at the memory. “Oh, and an eye patch. He also carried a ceremonial sword in a scabbard at his side.”

What a strange description. I’d imagined the prince to be a spoiled, egg-shaped man. But the man she described sounded more like a pirate than a prince.

“What’s his name?” I asked.

“Rohan,” Ayla said, “though people just call him ‘the prince.’”

So now I had the name and description of the man who held all the power on this island. My main adversary was becoming clearer. Although I wondered who was the greater obstacle: Rohan, prince of this island, or Adam, the Londoner?

I made a fist. “Rohan… well, we’ll certainly meet soon.”

Esme walked over to the pool. She wore her typical pink underwear.

“Aren’t you supposed to be farming?” Ayla asked.

“I’m bored of farming!” Esme stomped her foot. “Let me on a mission, already.”

“Bored of farming?” I shrugged. “You’ve been farming for like a day!”

“So what? I’m not cut out for it.”

Tara and Maria came over, as well. Both were wearing identical lace underwear.

“The farming team is slacking off!” Sherry splashed water on them, causing Tara to scream.

I did the same. Ayla joined in. Now all three slackers were dripping wet.

“Look what you’ve done!” Esme slid off her soaked panties and unhooked her bra.

“We’re all soaked!” Tara got naked as well. Maria followed.

All the girls got in the pool. Ruby was the only one missing.

Sharing the pool with five gorgeous women, I couldn’t help but be hard. I tried not to show it, though. Didn’t want five women fighting over my dick while I was trying to relax.

“It’s freezing,” Maria said. “Is it supposed to be this cold?”

“It’s Esme’s fault,” Ayla replied. “I swear, as soon as she stepped in, the water got colder.”

Esme splashed her friend. “That’s for getting me wet.” She splashed her again. “And that’s for blaming me for the cold water.”

Ayla brushed her wet hair off her face and giggled. “Do that again and I’ll hit you with a Wind Blast.”

“I’ll turn into an Ice Golem and smash you.” Esme flexed her very slight muscles. She really was incredibly athletic.

“I’ll summon that octopus god.” Maria barged into their argument, for some reason.

They all began to argue about what they could do to each other, giggling the while. It was nice to see them teasing each other and having fun. You don’t bust the balls of those you don’t feel a bond with — although none of them had balls. It warmed my heart to see them getting along.

This was what I wanted. Mother Ash had given these curseborn a home when they were children; now I’d given them a home as adults. I’d given them a place where they could have fun and be free, while also working toward the good of others. Of the world.

Now if only Ruby could join in.

I kissed Sherry’s wet head of hair. “Listen, can you go and bring Ruby over? I feel bad that she’s missing out.”

I’d chosen Sherry to do it because the two seemed to like each other in a sisterly sort of way.

Sherry pointed to my chest, which had a slight scar over it due to Johanna’s ninja star. “You’ve got a soft heart in there. Always thinking about everyone, aren’t you, handsome?”

“My heart was hard enough to survive that ninja star, at least.”

She kissed me. “Sorry I was so useless during the fight. I never want to see you get hurt like that again.”

“Not your fault. The tentacles hit Ayla and me, as well. We only avoided your fate because of the Magic Ward Ring.”

Sherry climbed out of the pool. I enjoyed the sight of her thong and thick ass cheeks.

“Remy’s hard!” Tara said. “I can see it!”

Oh no. Why did she have to announce it?

The four girls stared at my boner.

“Is Remy ever not hard?” Esme asked everyone.

“That’s a good question,” Ayla said.

“I mean, can you blame him?” Maria’s cheeks reddened as she stared at my cock. “If I had a dick that sexy, I’d want it to be hard all the time.”

I didn’t expect such explicit talk from Maria. She was becoming more comfortable around everyone.

“It really is a good dick.” Ayla touched it. That made it go from hard to throbbing with desire.

“Wait,” I said, expending all my willpower to keep from sticking my dick inside her. “Before we do anything like that, I want Ruby to join us.”

“Why wait?” Esme cupped my balls. “You embarrassed she’ll see us pleasing you?”

Ayla stroked my cock while Esme massaged my balls.

“Hey, what about us?” Tara said. “No fair!”

The twins came to my side. Since my cock and balls were already taken, they began kissing the sides of my face while pressing their lithe bodies against me. Their erect nipples poked my chest.

I couldn’t believe it. I was about to come, just from being groped in the pool.

Sherry returned with Ruby.

The four girls backed away giggling.

I’d never felt a bluer sensation of blue balls in my life. It was like when you’re masturbating and suddenly your mom knocks on your door.

I sucked it up. I sucked it up hard.

“Ruby, please join us,” I said.

“You seem to be having enough fun without me.”

“Well, I want you to have fun, too.”

Ruby shook her head. “I couldn’t possibly…”

“Couldn’t possibly what?”

She glanced at Sherry, then at the four girls in the pool. “I’m not even close to as beautiful as they are.”

Well, that wasn’t true. Ruby was just as gorgeous as any of the five in my harem. Seemed she suffered from a classic case of low self-esteem. I suppose her life circumstances had done that to her.

“You don’t need to worry about that,” I said. “We’re just enjoying each other’s company, and would like to enjoy yours, as well.”

“Sorry I’m just…” Ruby glanced away. “Maybe later.”

If she didn’t feel like it, I obviously wasn’t going to force her. “Sure, later. We’ll have a private swim if you like, just you and me.”

Ruby didn’t smile. She just nodded and walked away.
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???


I found Ruby at the overlook. Something was obviously bothering her.

“Sorry, I hope you didn’t feel like I was pressuring you to get in the pool,” I said as I sat next to her.

“No.” She was munching on something. They looked like sunflower seeds. “In fact, I’m amazed that despite how much fun you were having in there, you thought to send Sherry to come get me.”

“Why wouldn’t I?”

“Because there’s nothing I can bring to your cause. I’m not a curseborn, so don’t have any elemental power. I don’t know how to craft. The only sewing I’ve done is stitching up torn clothes at the village. There’s nothing good about me.”

I knew what she was feeling. She felt useless. Aimless. No way to contribute, even if she believed in the cause.

“Ruby…” I took her hand and looked into her eyes. She had such gorgeous, dark eyes and hair. Her beauty wasn’t flashy; it was somewhat understated. The girl next door vibe.

I stared into her eyes for so long, I almost forgot what I was trying to say. She held my gaze.

“Ruby… I don’t think you’re going to be a master crafter or seamstress on day one. Hell, during my first week in this world, I had trouble killing a stupid jelly squid thing. Should’ve seen Esme and me diving around in that swamp, doing our best to avoid it. But now, I could probably slay that thing with a single ability. My point is, you have to start somewhere, even if it’s at the bottom.”

“But you can just recruit a better seamstress from the overworld.”

I shook my head. “I don’t want any old seamstress. I want you. If you believe in what we’re doing, then I want you to try your best.”

“I do believe in it. I believe in it with all my heart. That’s why I think you could find somebody better. You already have better women to warm your bed and help you fight. You just need someone better to sew your clothes.”

I touched her shoulders. I kissed her on the forehead. “The answer is no. I want you, Ruby. I want you because I like you. I’ve liked you ever since I met you. In fact, I thought about you afterward. Thought about you a lot, despite that I was busy and had so many other women around me. I don’t want you to leave. I want you here, by my side.”

Tears shimmered in her eyes. “Remy… do you really mean what you say?”

“I do. Ruby, will you be my soulbond?”

She gasped. I took both her hands and kissed them.

“Remy… of course I will. Of course I’ll soulbond with you.”

A tether appeared, linking our bodies. It was clear — no mana flowed between it. Still, I felt all her emotions. Her worries and hopes. Her arousal at being near me combined with my arousal at being near her. Her desire to see her people protected, her yearning for a better future, and her despair at the thought of never finding a place in this world… I felt it all.

SOULBOND OF ??? UNLOCKED

That was a strange notification. The tether disappeared, along with all those intense feelings.

I kissed Ruby on the lips, passionately. Our tongues collided.

Oh boy, Ruby could kiss. It was succulent and wet and loving.

I put my hands on her hips. She was tall and thin, though her hips were broad and hard. I let my hands roam up to her breasts, which were soft and perky. A handful, between Esme and Ayla in size.

I fingered her nipples. She moaned with delight. I pulled her forward onto my lap. Her head was above mine, which was a unique sensation.

She straddled me as we kissed. I hadn’t been dry humped like this since college.

I pulled off her shirt. The sight of her tits was heaven. Her nipples weren’t hard like Maria and Tara’s, but were soft and suckable.

I dug my face in between her breasts, then sucked on the left one. I wanted to put the whole thing in my mouth. Oh God were they soft.

I gave equal attention to the right one while Ruby moaned.

I pulled down her pants, revealing light blue panties. I pulled those down as well so I could grab her bare ass cheeks. She was thick in that department.

Moistness glistened on her pussy. She was shaved down there, completely. I rubbed her clit as we continued to make out.

Ruby pushed me onto my back. She pulled off my pants with the voraciousness of a lion about to devour a gazelle.

“I don’t normally get to enjoy this,” she said. “Honestly, this is my first time doing it for fun.”

I liked that. In a way, she was a virgin. One with a lot of experience and knowledge about how to pleasure a man.

She spat on my dick and rubbed it. It was already hard, and she was already moist, so spitting was probably her habit, as it was mine.

Then she climbed on top. Her pussy fit perfectly. It was so warm and wet. She rode me, her tits bouncing. The whole time, she looked me in the eyes. I could see all her emotions stirring within.

She leaned forward to kiss me while continuing to ride my cock. It was honestly the best French kissing I’d ever experienced. Yes, better than the half-hour make out sessions with my first girlfriend, back when I was a teenager.

It wasn’t just good because she knew how to kiss. It was good because there was a hunger to it. As if she wanted to suck up all my feelings with her tongue while transmitting her own.

It was raw and real and charged. It was girlfriend sex rather than the porn star sex I’d been having with the other girls. Ruby wasn’t a curseborn, so there was nothing to gain by leveling up our bond, if it even could level up. Instead, I wanted to heal her. I wanted her to feel how much I cared.

Soon enough, the emotions gave way to the carnal reality of orgasm. When she was close, she whispered in my ear, “I’m about to come,” and then returned to making out with me. We’d been kissing for twenty minutes, straight.

As her pussy muscles tightened on my cock, her juices flowed. I let my orgasm happen, too. I put my arms around her and came inside her. We kissed until her pussy muscles relaxed, and I was empty.

After cleaning up, we enjoyed my private hot pool, just the two of us. We chatted about the onsen and the other girls.

“So you let Esme watch every time?” she asked.

“Well, not literally every single time. I mean, she wasn’t watching what we did earlier. But we have an agreement, and so long as the other girls don’t mind, it works out.”

“Do any of them mind?”

“Nope. They’re all okay with it.”

“I’m okay with it, too.” Ruby giggled. “I mean, I’ve been in threesomes and foursomes and fivesomes and… well, you probably don’t want to hear about that.”

I didn’t mind, actually. It was how she’d survived. “Esme doesn’t actually participate. She just watches.”

“Really?”

“Well, she kind of participates at the end. You’ll see what I mean.”

“I guess I will.”

I wanted to broach a more serious topic. “Ruby, what do you know about Prince Rohan?”

“Nothing that anyone else wouldn’t know. He’s ruled this island for the past fifteen years.”

That was a long time to rule a place. “So after the Shadowsoul descended, he basically took control of the island.”

Ruby shook her head. “No. He had to fight — and kill — his own brothers for it.”

Interesting. “So there was a war?”

“Yeah. I don’t remember it at all, but there was all sorts of chaos and fighting.”

So the prince wouldn’t be some pushover. He ruled with an iron fist because he’d won the island by killing his own brothers. He didn’t sound like a man to be trifled with. He also didn’t sound like a man who would suffer a rebellion under his nose.

“You can defeat him, Remy.” Ruby said it with such confidence. “I have no doubt. And you’ll make everyone’s lives better once you do.”

“Thank you for the reassurance.”

“You reassured me. Is a wife’s duty not to support her husband?”

She was my wife, now. My 6th wife. That put a smile on my face. “Knowing that you’re with me to the end is the best reassurance of all.”

We switched to my private cold pool. It was Ruby’s first time at an onsen, and she loved the shock of going from hot to cold.

“The rush is incredible,” she said. “Makes me feel so alive!”

“That it does.” It was also therapeutic. I never felt so relaxed as I did after a day at the onsen.

“I can’t believe I get to live here.” Ruby smiled as if her face would burst with happiness. “I can’t believe I’m a part of this. It’s surreal. Things have changed so fast. For the better.”

“I know, right? I feel the same.”

“Imagine if I never saw you passing by on that street. In fact, I wasn’t even supposed to be working that day. Someone else asked me to take their shift, and I reluctantly agreed.”

“Do you believe in fate?” I asked.

“Not really… but maybe I should. Do you?”

“Not really… but maybe I should.” We laughed.

We had an amazing night and fell asleep in each other’s arms.
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PERFECT LEVEL TO FARM


The next day, I chose Tara, Sherry, and Ayla to explore the third floor of the Underground Forest with me. I hoped to blaze through it so I could get to the fourth floor, where according to the Soulful Doll, we would find a shrine to the Deep Ones.

Being able to place fast travel points would make conquering the overworld a thousand times easier. My harem and I could travel wherever we needed to, at anytime. To date, we’d only found a single fast travel point in the overworld. To assert my dominance, I’d need to place several all over the island.

We began our exploration by entering the fort that dominated the moonscape. The terrain truly looked like pictures I’d seen of the moon. Strange that the Underground Forest contained such varied landscapes.

The fort was dusty and formed of mountain stone. We entered the courtyard. Three lizardmen with shields and spears stood in the center near a broken statue of what must’ve been the lizardman king, crown and all.

“There are lizardmen… on the moon…” I said in disbelief.

A lizardman charged at Ayla, who stood in the vanguard. She smashed it with her hammer and sent it flying into the statue. It turned to shadow on impact.

Sherry impaled another lizardman. I wanted to practice with the water whip, so used it to lash the third one to death.

Each dropped twenty soulcores.

“This is the perfect level to farm,” I said. “From now on, everyone should farm this level instead of the first floor.”

They all nodded in agreement.

We continued exploring the fort. We found treasure chests in some of the rooms, mostly containing healing potions. We still hadn’t found a single mana potion, which seemed ridiculous. How rare could they be?

We fought more lizardmen. They not only wielded spears, but swords and axes and bows. I used my high agility to dodge bow shots and impale the bow lizards with my flame spear.

In the main room on the second floor of the fort, we found a treasure chest with a golden mist around it. Ayla opened it.

Fifty goldcores lay inside. We all jumped for joy. With that, I was pretty much done paying back Miranda.

Perhaps I could pay her more to expand our village. Though I intended to rule in the overworld, I wanted to do so from a safe place. Power makes you a target, after all. Our onsen seemed the perfect base for me to project my power.

After clearing the fort, we ventured onward. We came across a small stone tower. We climbed to the top to get a good look at the surrounding area.

A massive structure stood in the distance. It resembled a ziggurat — a pyramid-like thing with a flat top. It was the perfect place for a boss fight.

Between it and us was a ruined city.

“So we have to get through the city to get to the boss,” Ayla said.

“More drops for us.” Tara rubbed her hands together. “I’m very good on mana and happy to keep going.”

“Same,” Sherry said. “This floor has been a whole lot more fun and rewarding than the previous one.”

We entered the city. Stone-built buildings surrounded us, some several stories high. The streets were narrow. Lizardmen waited around every corner, and we defeated them with ease.

“It’s weird,” I said. “But compared to the second floor, this feels so much easier.”

“You’re right,” Sherry replied. “Do you think it’s because we got a lot stronger? You’ve leveled up a whole bunch of soulbonds and also added to your stats.”

I’d leveled up every soulbond recently except Ayla’s. I needed to spend more time with her to get our bond to level 3.

“It’s not just that,” I said. “These lizardmen pose no challenge. They just run at us mindlessly. But if they built this city, then they can’t all be so mindless.”

“They’re soulless,” Tara said. “Something stole their souls and turned them into mindless aggressors.”

“Something…” I muttered. “Well, let’s talk about this later. We’ve much left to do.”

We tabled that discussion and continued exploring. We found another chest with goldcores, and another with soulcores. We killed dozens of lizardmen, though I was careless and took damage during one of the encounters. Tara healed me instantly back to full health. With her Healing Choker on, even her basic heal was enough to keep anyone in the fight.

We found a domed building. Within it was a library. Books sat in piles on every shelf. I flipped through the pages of a few of them.

I couldn’t read the lizardmen language, but the pictures amazed me. More astounding, they showed a lush landscape, full of greenery and trees and lakes.

Something had ended their world, and it was far worse than what had happened to Lumaria. The calamity here had turned their entire landscape into a wasteland.

“These books make me sad.” Tara closed a wood bound tome. “Their world used to be so much nicer.”

Come to think of it, every floor of the Underground Forest seemed to embody the theme of ruin and calamity. We weren’t just fighting monsters. We were fighting remnants — the shells or outward forms — of those who once resided in this world.

I caressed Tara’s cheek. “We can’t let what happened here happen to your world.”

“No, we can’t,” Ayla said. “But to defeat the Shadowsoul, we have to get a lot stronger, don’t we?”

Defeating Prince Rohan was one thing. Defeating the Shadowsoul was another.

“We will get stronger,” I said. “One day at a time.”

We left the library and continued deep into the city. At the center, we found a destroyed palace. We killed so many lizardmen inside, I was certain I could gain two or three Soul Levels after we returned to the temple.

We looted more basic items: health potions, soulcores, goldcores, and even some status effect curing potions. Those would’ve come in handy when Sherry was afflicted with immobilization by that awful void tentacle.

After clearing the palace, we continued into the outskirts of the city. Slowly, the thickly clustered buildings gave way to barren, empty ground. We were all sweating and breathing fast from having walked and fought so much.

“Mana still good?” I asked everyone.

They all nodded and gave me their variations of “yes.”

“What about stamina? Feeling tired?”

“Exhausted,” Ayla said. “I’m gonna sleep well tonight.”

I was hoping to spend the night with her, but if she was tired, then maybe another night would be better.

“I could use a massage.” Sherry grinned. “That’s one thing our onsen doesn’t have. A masseuse.”

“I wonder if Ruby is any good at that,” Tara said. “She did work at a pleasure house, after all. Don’t they typically give massages there?”

Everyone stared at me.

I shrugged. “How should I know? I only visited there maybe twice. Or three times, if you count the few minutes it took me to rescue Ruby.”

“We’ll ask her,” Tara said. “But do you think she’d mind?”

“She’s eager to contribute,” I said. “I think she’d be happy to help all of us relax.”

We arrived at the ziggurat. A fast travel point floated just before the pathway leading up onto the flat top of the pyramid.

“Everyone ready to go home?” I asked.

They all nodded.

That was when I noticed this weird, black mist. It was thickly settled over the top of the ziggurat.

“Strange.” I was a bit too curious to find out what it was. “Maybe before we go, we could get some intel on the boss.”

“Good idea.” Tara pulled out the spectacles from her soul storage and put them on. “I would wear these all the time, but I just don’t like how they look on me.”

“You look fucking sexy and adorable,” I said. “Doesn’t she, Ayla?”

Ayla nodded. “She looks delicious. Or maybe I’m just hungry.”

Ayla put down an escape door. Then we walked up the pathway toward the ziggurat’s top. The black mist looked like a threshold between us and the boss. Together, we walked through it.

A massive throne glistened in the center of the area. Upon the throne stood a giant, yet very gaunt man. The skin on his face was withered and peeling.

I recognized this set up. We’d encountered it before in the Ruined Palace.

“Shadowsoul,” I said. “This is one of its tethers!”

A deep laugh sounded from the heavens.

“Welcome again, traveler,” said the dreadful voice from the sky. “You bested me last time, but I have you now!”

“It’s weak to wind and holy,” Tara said, her voice jittery.

“All right.” I conjured my flame spear, just in case. “Ayla, throw down the escape door and get us out of here.”

Suddenly, the black smoke that surrounded the area vanished. A black barrier sprang up in its place.

Ayla dropped the bridging orb, but nothing happened. The door didn’t appear.

“You cannot run from me,” the voice said. “You will fight, or you will die.”

Fuck. We weren’t ready for this fight. But if escape wasn’t an option, then we had no choice but to face it.
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LET'S DANCE


I glared at the ugly, giant skeletal man who served as the Shadowsoul’s tether to this world.

“Well…” I cracked my knuckles. “If you want to dance, let’s fucking dance.”

My girls were tired, and so was I, but adrenaline is one hell of a drug. I conjured my flame spear, leaped in the air, and came crashing down upon the skeleton.

It swatted me with its giant hand and sent me crashing to the ground. Tara healed me immediately while I was invisible, and I was back on my feet in seconds.

Ayla smashed its bony shin with a hammer, causing shadows to erupt. Two giant clubs materialized in each of the creature’s hands. It slammed down toward Ayla, but she sidestepped just in time.

Sherry conjured meteors at the thing’s head, but it shielded itself with its hand. Each time a meteor hit its hand, small shadows erupted.

Why was it shielding its head if its hand took damage, too?

Tara stayed back and conserved her mana for heals.

“Do you have enough mana to summon Cthulhu?” I asked her.

“You mean the octopus-god-thing? I don’t think so.”

Damn it. It was such a devastating ability. And I relished the idea of summing a Deep One to fight an Outer God.

“What is it you want with these worlds?” I asked as I approached the monster, flame spear in hand.

“I suck them of life and souls, just like I’m going to do to you!” The creature slammed both its clubs down at me. I rolled forward, then jumped up and impaled it in the chin.

A huge swathe of shadow bled off it. Much larger than I expected.

“It’s got a weak point on its face!” I said.

Ayla conjured a Wind Blast at its head, but it deflected it with its hand. Sherry continued summoning Small Meteors, but it kept blocking them with its other hand. Keeping its hands occupied meant it couldn’t conjure those clubs and attack anyone. It also meant its weak point was exposed.

I went to Ayla. “Listen, go to the opposite side of Sherry and hit it with Wind Blast. Try to time it together.”

She did as ordered. Both girls used their respective magic abilities at the same time. The giant skeleton raised both its hands.

I conjured my wind hammer, leaped in the air, and smashed its exposed face.

A huge shadow erupted. The giant wailed in pain and anger.

“Second form could be coming soon!” I shouted to everyone. “It’s probably going to do some really unpredictable stuff, so try your best to expect the unexpected!”

Obviously this first form had been too easy. Sure, we’d gained a lot of new abilities which allowed us to use all sorts of strategies. We also had high stats. But I knew that the Shadowsoul was not something to ever take lightly. It had ended entire worlds, after all.

The massive monster tried hitting us with its twin clubs, again. It hit the ground instead, but the impact cracked the stone and sent debris flying into Sherry.

Tara healed her in her typical instant fashion.

“Magic attacks!” I ordered.

Sherry hit it with Small Meteor, and Ayla with Wind Blast. I leaped with my hammer and bashed it in the face.

The skeletal giant roared. Before our eyes, it grew. It grew to twice its height. Muscle formed on its bones as it inhaled a torrent of shadow that streamed toward it from the sky.

Now it wasn’t a skeleton. It was a titan, formed from muscle. Skinless. Its eyes stuck out like ugly spheres.

“Shit,” I said.

If it stepped on us, we were dead. Even Tara couldn’t heal being squashed flat onto the ground.

“It’s not weak to anything anymore,” Tara said. “It’s strong against fire and water. Wind is now normal.”

So it would take decreased damage from Sherry and Tara’s elements, but normal damage from Ayla’s. At least we could still damage it. More worrying would be its new move set.

“Fall back behind me,” I ordered. We’d have to come up with hand signals for our formations so we wouldn’t be announcing such things to the enemy.

The girls all stayed behind me. I faced the titan and waited for it to move. But it just stood there and stared at us.

“You big bastard,” I said. “I’m not afraid.”

“People who aren’t afraid don’t say they’re not afraid.” That cackle again. It came from the sky. “But you’d be a fool not to fear.”

I did feel fear. We had limited mana and no means of escape, other than killing this tether.

I decided to go on the offensive. I hit its head with a meteor.

The giant didn’t deflect it with its hands. It simply let the meteor impact its hard head.

Only a wispy shadow bled off of it. In addition to being strong against fire now, its head probably wasn’t its weak point anymore.

But then what was its weak point? Perhaps it didn’t have one.

The titan lunged its fist forward and slammed it down. Even with my high agility, I could barely dodge.

I smashed its fist with my wind hammer before it could raise it. A more than decent shadow bled off it.

Were its hands its weak point, now?

In a weird way, that made sense. It was using its hands to protect its weak point, earlier. Now its hands had become its weak point.

The titan conjured swords in each hand. It sliced them downward toward me.

I slid out of the way as the blades impacted the ground.

“Hit its hands!” I shouted.

Sherry summoned Small Meteors. Ayla flung Wind Blasts.

“Getting low on mana,” Ayla said.

“I got you!” Tara shouted.

Suddenly, it was raining. The Augmenting Rain revitalized all of us. It filled the girls’ mana pools. It strengthened us. It even made us faster.

I leaped in the air and got in several smashes of the hammer on its right hand, even as it tried to swat me away. With my increased attributes, I could almost foresee its attacks.

That reminded me. The Time Crown. I could use it to get an attack in.

As soon as I landed, I pulled it out of my soul storage and placed it on my head.

“What’s that you’ve got there?” the voice from heaven said. “Some new trick?”

I paused time. I leaped in the air and smashed the hand as many times as I could. Shadows erupted with each hit.

The titan seemed bewildered once time started moving again. It swung around, then swung back around again, as if worried it had just been attacked by an invisible enemy.

While the Time Crown was really effective, its cooldown was too long to be of use again. I put it back in my soul storage.

“Nice trick,” the voice said. “But you can only play it once.” It laughed with such a discordant cadence.

The titan swung its sword at the girls, but they scattered. Instead of trying to dodge its sword swipes, they simply kept their distance. They didn’t have my high agility, after all, although I’d given Ayla my Agility Ring. She managed to get some hits on its feet, even though it tried to crush her.

Meanwhile, I kept leaping in the air and smashing its hands. Every time it tried to attack us with its swords, I took that as an opportunity to get my own attacks in.

Adrenaline was a hell of a drug, which also meant it had the downside of all drugs: the crash. My limbs ached. My joints hurt whenever I jumped and landed or swung my hammer. With Tara’s Augmenting Rain having worn off, and with the adrenaline leaving my system, only sheer determination could lead us to victory.

“Fuck it. Let’s kill this thing.”

With our mana refilled thanks to Tara’s skill, I ran over to Sherry.

“Let’s go into Flame Form, on my signal,” I said.

Then I ran over to Tara.

“Summon Cthulhu, on my signal.”

While I was running to Ayla, the titan raised its arms to slam down with its swords.

“Now! Ayla, attack it with me!” I shouted.

We both leaped and hit its hands. Shadows bled off.

“Flame Form, now!” I cried out. “And Cthulhu, too!”

While Ayla smashed her hammer against its fingers, Sherry and I took our flaming forms. We flew our fiery bodies across its skin, lighting as much as we could on fire. Meanwhile, a massive portal to another world appeared. An alien beach shown through it.

To my utter shock, Cthulhu got up off the beach, stepped through the portal, and appeared in our world.

“What the fuck?” I said.

By now, the titan was reeling.

“What have you done?” the voice from the sky said. “You fool!”

Tentacles shot out of Cthulhu’s chin. They wrapped around the titan. The tentacles were so powerful, they ripped the titan’s arms out of their sockets. Shadows torrented from the titan’s crippled form.

Cthulhu did the same to the titan’s legs. That proved to be too much. The titan burst into shadow, defeated.

SHADOWSOUL TETHER SLAIN

UNDERGROUND FOREST LEVEL 3 CLEARED

UNDERGROUND FOREST LEVEL 4 UNLOCKED

We were too stunned to cheer. Cthulhu hovered backward into the portal and onto his beach. The portal vanished.

The shield around the ziggurat vanished, too. We could go home.

Tara collapsed onto the ground. Ayla and Sherry, too. Everyone was covered in sweat and grime and breathing as if their heart rates had hit 200.

It was time to get our treasure.
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MILF


A black mist surrounded the chest. Usually a gold mist surrounded the rare chests. This peculiarity seemed rather ominous.

I approached it slowly, mostly because I was ready to collapse. Should’ve put a few points into endurance. If only points weren’t so expensive. Technically, if I was rich enough, I could put 100 points into each stat.

Imagine that. I’d be unstoppable. I’d be a god.

I suppose becoming a god wasn’t very easy.

I flung open the chest.

A book lay inside.

I sighed. It better be a magical book.

The girls crowded around me as I picked up the leather-bound tome and opened it.

“‘Seek thou oneness with the Deep Ones,’” I read the big letters on the first page aloud. “‘That thou mayest gain their power.’”

Was this some sort of prayer book? Considering that the next level contained a shrine, it was an appropriate reward.

But what powers could these prayers grant me?

I flipped to a different page somewhere in the middle. It contained a drawing of a flying saucer.

“‘Doth thou seekest to fly?’” I read aloud. The archaic language was a little much, but these were gods I was meant to pray to, so perhaps more formal language was appropriate.

I turned the page. The picture of a soulcore appeared next to an equal sign. On the other side of the equal sign were ten soulcores.

“‘Doth thou seekest riches?’” I tapped on that page. “Does this mean what I think it means?”

“We get ten soulcores for one?” Sherry said with a grin.

“Sounds like my kind of prayer,” Ayla added.

I flipped through the pages until I found a picture of a blue orb. Or rather, a fast travel point.

“‘Doth thou seekest the world?’”

That was a good way to put it. I did indeed seekest the world.

I closed the book and put it in my soul storage. A platform appeared, leading deeper into the Underground Forest. We all got on it.

The usual platform chatter commenced. The girls complimented each other’s performance during the battle. If I had to name an MVP, it would be Tara. Her heals were on point, and it was Cthulhu who’d finished the titan off.

How ironic that such a lovely, petite woman could summon such a grotesque god to do her bidding.

The platform ground to a stop.

The room around us was formed from gleaming limestone. An altar sat at the far end, surrounded by stone etchings of the Deep Ones. Cthulhu was there with his tentacle beard. There was also a god that resembled a worm, and another that looked like a daddy-long-legs spider. My favorite was the one formed from interlocked rings, with eyes on the faces of the rings. I’d describe it as a biblically accurate angel.

A fast travel point hovered just ahead. It was time to go home. I could return and make my prayer tomorrow.

Miranda was at the onsen, again, sitting beside the hot spring on a lounger and drinking a blue cocktail. While the girls who’d been with me went to get some rest, I went to pay her what I owed.

“Thank you,” she said once I’d transferred the goldcores. “You really are a man of your word.”

“If I’m anything, it’s that.”

“Don’t be humble, Remy. You know you’ve got many more qualities. And many more ambitions, too.”

I crossed my arms. “Meaning what?”

“Meaning there might be something to all this chaos you’ve begun.”

“Chaos? I wouldn’t call it chaos. If anything, things were chaotic before I got here. I’m the one trying to bring back a semblance of stability.”

“Sure you are. That’s what all would-be rulers say. What matters to me is hitching my ride to the winner.”

“And you think that’ll be me?”

Miranda chuckled. “I’m willing to make a bet that it will be you.”

“And what does that bet look like? Seems I’m the one who paid you.”

“Well, now that I know you’re a man of integrity, I’m willing to offer my services to you. And I’m not going to demand payment… yet. All I ask is that you remember me when you’re ruling this place.”

That was fair, I supposed. If I took over this island, I’d need people to run it. Miranda was a competent and skilled builder. I could give her a suitable position, like putting her in charge of developing infrastructure.

“All right.” I smiled, satisfied to have found another believer. “I agree.” I held out my hand.

She shook it. “It’s nice to make a deal with someone honorable, for a change.”

“So what’re you going to build us?” I asked.

“Much more than a few huts. We can turn this entire floor into a town.”

That meant I’d have to populate said town.

“I like the sound of that. I intend this place to be my capital, of sorts.”

“Very ambitious. I like it. Shall I build you a palace, then?”

As ostentatious as that sounded, I kind of loved the idea. “A seat of government. I like it.”

“I’ll pick out a plot and get to work.”

“I still want direct hot spring access, though.”

“I’ll see what I can do.” Miranda smiled seductively at me. “And then hopefully you’ll do something for me.”

She was quite the MILF, but if she was to be my minister, I couldn’t fuck her. We weren’t soulbonded, so it was improper to do so anyway. I didn’t mind a bit of flirting, though.

“I’m all about reciprocity, Miranda.” I gave her my most boyish smile. “And I can’t wait to see what you’ll build for me.”

The next morning, I called a meeting with my entire harem to discuss the prayer book. As usual, this meeting was held in the hot pool.

I’d had a brief conversation with the Soulful Doll prior to that. She’d told me what I already knew: I could pray for one thing from the book, and one thing only.

For now, at least.

I was basically being asked to pick a priceless treasure, and wanted input from everyone.

“Let’s go for ten times more soulcores,” Ayla said between sips of her fruit cocktail. Ruby was making them for everyone. Apparently, she’d been a bartender at the pleasure house.

“You’re seriously going to turn down the chance for a flying mount?” Esme said. “And not just any flying mount — a huge one. We’d have a flying base!”

That sounded almost too good to be true. It would enable us to travel the entire planet. No longer would we be stuck on this island and subjected to the prince’s hostility.

But we couldn’t stay in the sky forever. We’d have to come down to the land, and I had no idea what to expect in the other kingdoms of this world. Perhaps they were ruled by even scummier scumbags.

“The fast travel point is still the best one,” Ruby said. “Think about it — wherever we go, we’ll have a permanent way to go there again, whenever we want. It would also mean we’d instantly be able to come back here, from wherever we are.”

That was the most convincing argument. Eventually, we would get a flying mount. Eventually I’d have all the soulcores I needed. But being able to create fast travel points at will wasn’t a power I could gain in any other way.

“Pretty sure Remy already has his mind made up,” Tara said while studying my face. She was good at reading people. I suppose she had to be to survive Saran.

“Tara’s right,” I said. “There’s no power greater than fast travel. It’s already been a huge boon to us. Being able to go anywhere, at anytime, on a whim… it’s the ultimate power.”

“How do you know there aren’t limits?” Esme asked. “What if you can only create one fast travel point per day? Or per week? Or per month?”

A good question. There probably was a limit. I assumed fast travel points required a lot of energy to create, and energy had limits.

“The flying mount is a safer bet,” Esme argued. “It is what it is. It’s big, it flies, and it can take us places.”

“So ten times the soulcores is out?” Ayla asked with a pout. “That’s ten times faster leveling. That’s a massive boost to power.”

She made a good point. But my heart was set on fast travel. It felt more godly.

“I wouldn’t mind swimming in soulcores,” Sherry added.

“With enough soulcores, you can buy a flying mount,” Ayla said. “You can even buy a kingdom.”

All true, but it just wasn’t as appealing to me.

“It’s your decision, Remy,” Tara said. “Obviously, we all trust you.”

Miranda walked over to the pool. “I hate to intrude, but… uh… you have a visitor, Remy.”

“Visitor?” I got out and wrapped a towel around myself. “Who the hell could it be?”

Miranda brought me to where he was. A man stood just outside the barrier that protected our little onsen. I couldn’t believe my eyes.

It was Leric.
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BRO CODE


I didn’t see anyone else with Leric. Not even Johana, his wife.

Before I alerted the girls, I wanted to find out what he wanted.

“Thought I’d stabbed you in the heart,” I said.

“You did. I survived just long enough to be healed.”

I should’ve beheaded him. I’d have to remember that for next time.

“How did you find your way in here?”

“We know you’ve been here all this time, Remy.”

So we weren’t as safe as we thought. The prince knew about this place. And so did Adam.

“Doesn’t matter,” I said. “Even if you have another one of those rings, I’m more than ready for you.”

Leric didn’t seem his usual self. He wasn’t staring at me with loathing, but rather with fear.

“So you did steal the ring,” he said. “Do you realize what you’ve done?”

I shrugged. “I took it by right of conquest. Isn’t that what you and your prince believe in?”

“For losing the ring and for failing, Rohan has decided to make an example of my wife. You’ve condemned Johana to death, Remy.”

Sounded like something Prince Rohan would do. I had a soft spot in my heart for Johana, for some reason. Maybe because she was a beautiful woman, and I liked beautiful women. A lot.

“What do I care?” I said, feigning nonchalance. “She’s my enemy, just as you are.”

“You’re not a very good liar. I’ve seen the way you look at her.”

“So what? You’re her husband. Go and save her.”

“I can’t fight them. Please, you have to give me back the ring.”

I laughed. “So you can hurt Ruby’s people? I think not.”

Leric fell to his knees. “Please, Remy. Johana is all I have in this world. If anything happens to her⁠—”

“If anything happens to her, it’s your fault, not mine. Don’t put this on me.”

Tears trickled down Leric’s cheeks. I could hardly believe it.

“I worked so hard to be accepted by them,” he said, “only for you to ruin everything.”

“Yeah, blame me. Don’t blame the people who are actually planning to hurt her.”

“That’s how the world works. The weak get eaten.”

I stomped my foot in anger. “That’s not how it works! That’s how people like you and Rohan decided it should work. But there are better ways. Treating people with basic respect, for one. And maybe even a little compassion.”

It had been a long time since my temper had flared like that. It was as if I’d come face to face with the evil I’d hated all my life.

Leric was a servant of that evil. And now he was getting a taste of his own medicine.

He prostrated before me. “Please, Remy. Show Johana some compassion, then. Give me the ring. Please.”

“Under no circumstance will I ever give you the ring. Ruby is my wife, now. I’ll not risk her people’s safety. Don’t you understand that?” I wanted to kick him. “Stop begging and look me in the eye, like the man you cosplay as!”

He lifted his head, though continued to kneel. “Then her life is over.” He covered his face with his hands. Tears leaked through his fingers. “The only person in this world who ever cared about me. She was my sun and stars and moon, all in one.”

“Oh spare me the bad poetry. You’re such a coward. When Tara was sentenced to death, I didn’t sit around crying about it. She wasn’t even my wife at the time. I did whatever I had to do to save her and her sister. And you and your masters came after me for it. Look what it’s gotten you.”

Perhaps I was gloating too much. This man was suffering. As much as I hated him, and as much as he was my enemy, he was suffering a fate I wouldn’t wish on even my worst enemy.

“Listen.” I hesitated whether I ought to say what I was thinking. Whether it was a good idea. It was a risk, certainly, but perhaps it was the risk I had to take to overthrow the prince. “If you really love Johana so much, then I’ll save her for you. But in exchange, you have to help me kill Prince Rohan.”

It was like asking a shark to help you kill a whale. The shark may just decide to eat you, first.

But Leric, despite being a curseborn, was part of their inner circle. The most disposable and undervalued part, obviously, but still a part of it. That meant he had access to the prince.

The pathetic excuse of a man nodded. “Yes. I will help you, Remy. Whatever it takes, I will help you.”

Now I felt like I had caught a shark with a fishing pole. But what to do with it?

Well, first I had to tell the girls.

“You wait here,” I said. “I have to go tell my wives”

I turned to walk away.

“Hold on…”

I looked back to see Leric wiping his tears.

“I know I’ve been bad to you…”

I laughed. “I’m sure you do.”

“But it’s Johana’s life…” He went quiet.

I left him and went to the girls.

They’d moved to the cold pool. I stood at the edge and explained everything.

“You can’t trust him,” Tara said. “I’ve watched him and Saran brutalize so many people for the mildest offenses.”

“I don’t trust him,” I replied. “I’ll never let him in here. I’ll never let him near any of you. But his desperation is genuine. What if we can use that desperation to get close to Prince Rohan?”

“It’s risky,” Esme said while massaging Sherry’s back. “Are you sure it’s not a trap?”

“I’m sure,” I replied.

Sherry moaned with delight. Apparently Esme’s massage was that good.

“Remy is a good judge of character,” Sherry said. “But he also has a soft and cuddly heart.”

“That’s true.” Ayla got out and sat at the pool’s edge. “And he also has a thing for Johana.”

Was it that obvious? I’d only met Johana maybe two times, so how could it be so obvious?

“I support Remy’s right to enlarge his harem,” Esme said. “Always have and always will.”

“Wait. No.” I shook my head. “That’s not what I’m doing. Johana is already soulbonded to Leric. In no world would I ever get in the way of that. It goes against everything I believe in.”

That was the truth. Call it the “bro code” if you want. Leric may be one of my worst enemies, but I would still never sleep with his wife, especially since his wife cared about him so much. That’s just something you don’t do.

It would be different if he mistreated her and she wanted out of the marriage, but it seemed she was the one person he treated with love and kindness.

“What’s really the plan here, though?” Maria got out and began doing stretches at the pool’s edge. “He’s just going to lead us to the prince?”

A plan was percolating in my mind. We had a ring that allowed us to go through shields. That meant we could go through the shield that protected the palace in Port City.

But the prince also knew that I was in possession of said ring. He would entertain the possibility of me infiltrating his palace. That meant he’d be ready for it.

But he wouldn’t be ready for Leric’s betrayal. Rohan was probably too arrogant to believe that his own servant would betray him.

“What’re you thinking?” Maria poked me in the forehead.

“I’m playing four-dimensional chess with the prince,” I said. “In my head.”

“Maybe you’re over-thinking it,” Sherry said as Esme ran her supple fingers up and down her neck. “Maybe we just barge into the palace with the biggest bang possible.”

“I don’t know…” Ayla slid back into the pool. “I think it’s better to be sneaky. Like an assassin.”

“Do we all at least agree to work with Leric?” I asked. “Because if not, I’ll tell him to get lost, right now.”

Ruby had been quiet this whole time. She looked me in the eyes. “You gave me a second chance. Maybe he deserves one, too.”

Everyone thought about that for a moment.

“I don’t know, Ruby,” I said. “He’s…”

“He’s done unforgivable things.” Tara played with Ruby’s hair. “He’s not good at heart like you, Ruby. Trust me, I’ve seen enough of him to know.”

“But people can change, can’t they?” Ruby said. She believed in redemption, it seemed, even though it was Leric who’d threatened to murder everyone she loved.

Knowing that Ruby was willing to give someone like Leric a second chance only made me adore her more.

“If he helps us, and doesn’t betray us after,” I said, “it still doesn’t forgive what he’s done. It doesn’t erase the grief of all those he’s hurt. But it’s a start.”
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DO ME A FAVOR


I told Leric we’d work with him. He then proceeded to disappear into a soul cabin. The man looked like he hadn’t slept in a day, so he was likely tired.

I wouldn’t let any sort of naivety influence my dealings with him. And if I sensed even a hint of betrayal, I’d behead him at the first chance.

But I didn’t doubt his desperation, nor his love for Johana. Both were genuine.

I returned to the shrine on the fourth floor to make my prayer. I knelt in front of the altar and opened the book to the page with the fast travel point.

I closed my eyes. “Hear me, O’ Deep Ones. I have come to seek the world from you.”

When I opened my eyes, I was no longer in the shrine. I floated in the void. A massive creature hovered in front of me, but it was hidden behind shadows.

“Thou hath found the book,” a voice from everywhere said. It was a lot calmer than the voice of the Shadowsoul. More soothing.

“Uh, indeed. I… hath… found it.”

“Thou art ready for the burdens of power?”

“I… art ready. Yes.”

The massive creature stirred. Whirls of light surrounded me. The light coalesced into a blazing ball, which then surged into my core.

I felt like I was coming apart, cell by cell. It was as if lightning were pouring through my veins.

I would’ve screamed, but I didn’t want to show my pain to the Deep One.

Soon, the sensation passed.

NEW NIHILITY ABILITY UNLOCKED

FAST TRAVEL POINT CREATION GRANTED

Creation Points: 1

Time to next Creation Point: 23 Hours 59 Minutes 59 Seconds

It felt good to gain a new power. And it felt good to see a cooldown of only one day. It could’ve been a lot worse.

Also, it seemed I could accumulate the creation points. So if I didn’t create a fast travel point that day, I could create two the next day.

“Thank… eth you…” I said.

“I needeth not your thanks, mortal,” the voice said. “I demandeth your service.”

“Well I’m going to kill the Shadowsoul, so don’t you worry.” I wasn’t doing it in service to the Deep Ones, but they could believe what they wanted.

“Why would I worry?”

“Ah, so you can speak normally.”

“I can speaketh in any manner.”

“Oh yeah? Why are you hiding yourself behind all those shadows?”

“Because if thou glimpsed me, thou would be annihilated from time itself.”

That didn’t sound very fun. “All right. Well, send me home, then.”

With a whirl of light, I materialized back in the shrine. I did a fist pump, ecstatic to have such an incredible new ability.

I told the girls. Ayla was disappointed I didn’t pray for ten times the soulcores. But maybe one day, we could gain that power, too.

First thing I did was put a fast travel point in Ruby’s village. I also gave permission for all my girls and everyone in the village to use the fast travel point. Ruby’s village and our onsen were now, basically, one.

Perhaps some of the villagers would even decide to settle here. Good thing Miranda was busy expanding the place. I told her to add new bathing areas for the villagers, too.

Afterward, I enjoyed a date night with Ayla. Maria cooked us lizard stew. No, it wasn’t made from the lizardmen we’d fought on the third floor, but smaller lizards that ran around on the first floor. Like everything Maria made, it was delicious.

Ayla and I had crazy amazing sex that night. Unfortunately, our soulbond didn’t level up, but I could sense it was close.

The next morning, the girls and I went to the edge of the shield wall to speak with Leric.

“I’ve got a plan,” I said. “We’re going to save Johana and kill Rohan, all in one mission.”

Leric crossed his arms. “I’m listening.”

I explained the plan. We discussed it, careful to analyze each detail. Everyone brought up their concerns, and we addressed each one.

It wasn’t the most careful of plans. In fact, it was the riskiest mission we’d embark on thus far. But with great risks come great rewards.

Leric and all my curseborn wives had their parts to play. Ruby would remain at the onsen to help Miranda.

Before heading out, I visited the Soulful Doll to increase my stats.

Soul Level: 14

Strength: 5

Intelligence: 1

Agility: 4 + 3

Endurance: 1

Vigor: 1

Mind: 1

Luck: 1

Soulcores Required for Next Level: 450 (2004)

I put one point in vigor, one in strength, and one in endurance, taking my Soul Level to 17. Putting a point in endurance made me feel less tired, immediately.

“Good luck,” the Soulful Doll said, its usual creepy grin spread across its face.

“Thanks,” I replied. “I’ll have a trove of soulcores to feed you once this is over.”

“I look forward to it.” The doll let out a spine chilling laugh.

I left the temple to make my final preparations. Once those were done, it was time to go.

Ruby ran up to me before I was about to depart.

“I made something for you.” She held up a hat. It resembled something Indiana Jones would wear.

“Thank you.”

“Read what it does.”

I read the label. Grants the wearer 3 Vigor.

“Holy shit. This is incredibly impressive. How’d you make it?”

“I looked through the crafting ingredients you all had collected, thus far, then looked through Esme’s crafting book for things I could make. So… ta-da!”

“Very resourceful.” I gave her a kiss. “Keep it up.”

I could give the hat to Ayla so we’d both gain the increased vigor, since we often fought in the vanguard together.

“On that note,” I said, “Ayla often fights in the vanguard, but she doesn’t have any armor. Think you could make her leather armor?”

Ruby nodded giddily. “Yes. Yes! I think I saw a crafting recipe for leather armor. I’d love to make her some.”

I kissed Ruby again. “See? You can do this, Ruby.”

“Only because you gave me a chance. Good luck out there, Remy.”

“I’ll come back to you soon, don’t worry.”

Together with Leric and the girls, I fast traveled to the overworld to begin the mission.

We all piled into the rollercoaster car. I drove. We dismounted a mile from Port City, then walked the rest of the way.

First, we found a part of the shield barrier that was lightly guarded. With the Shield Breaking Ring on my finger, I punched a hole the size of a door in the barrier.

Soldiers patrolled every street. Leric led us to an abandoned villa, though we had to be careful while creeping through the alleyways and under bridges.

The villa obviously hadn’t been occupied in years. A thick layer of dust covered all the furniture. The first thing I did was create a fast travel point in the living room, which was a wide space with high ceilings. I set the permissions so that only myself and my harem could use it.

We then set escape doors near the fast travel point — one for each of us.

The first part of the plan, establishing a base of operations, was complete.

Now it was Sherry’s turn to take center stage. I gave her the Illusionist’s Mask.

“Handsome, I’m a little nervous,” she said as we conversed away from the others. “I don’t want to mess this up.”

I caressed her cheek. “You won’t. I believe in you.”

“I can’t wait to see you on that throne.” She giggled.

“I already promised Ayla she’d be the first one I fucked on it. But you can be second.”

“Damn, she’s fast. I’m jealous.”

“Don’t worry. You can be the first I fuck in the royal bed.”

“Mmm. That’s even better, I’d say.”

I gave her a passionate kiss with lots of tongue, grabbing her thick ass the while.

We all made sure we had plenty of health potions and other items in our soul storages. I also ensured everyone had the necessary gear equipped. I basically equipped every gear piece I owned on the girls, with the exception of the fez and those starter clothes I’d bought from the first vendor I encountered in this world.

Maria was the only one without any special gear. Her job was to stay in the villa and keep the fast travel and escape doors secure. If guards found the location of our base, she had permission to take them out, even if she had to summon Cthulhu to do it.

Ayla, Esme, and Tara would come with me. The four of us would compose the main strike team. Leric would set out in advance of us.

His role was the most tense part of the plan. If he betrayed us, we’d all be in danger, though I had a Plan B in case he did. Only a fool trusts someone like Leric blindly.

He was about to set out for the prince’s palace and was taking things in and out of his soul storage, equipping and unequipping all sorts of gear, while standing near the villa entrance.

“Good luck,” I said to him.

“Do me a favor,” he said. “If something happens to Johana and she dies, then kill me, too.”

What a depressing request. “I’m not an executioner.”

“Just do it. I’ve decided I can’t live without her.”

“I don’t owe you any favors, Leric. Kill yourself if you must.”

He let out a dejected sigh. “Fair enough.”

“Look, nothing’s going to happen to her. We’re going to save her, okay?”

“You don’t know the prince…”

“True, but I know myself. I know what I’m capable of. I know I can save her.”

“Your enthusiasm is… infectious, I admit.”

“Good.” I gave him a pat on the back. This was as kind and encouraging as I ever planned to be with him. “Now stop being such a pain in the ass. Go do your part. We’ll be right behind you.”

Leric nodded. He opened the door and walked out onto the street.
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CTHULHU TIME


Sherry, Ayla, Tara, Esme, and I walked out of the villa, leaving Maria inside with the relatively boring, though safe job of simply keeping the base secure.

We crept through the stinking alleys toward the palace, careful to avoid patrols. Since the city was a maze full of walls and mud-brick buildings, it wasn’t too difficult to stay hidden, though we had a few close calls.

Once we were near enough, we hid beneath the overhang of a nearby coffee house. Sherry put the Illusionist’s Mask to her face.

Seconds later, I was staring at a doppelganger of myself.

“Now I’m the handsome one,” Sherry said with my voice and face.

I shuddered. “So this is what it’s like to talk to me.”

“Give me a kiss, for good luck.”

I shook my head. “No fucking way am I going to kiss myself.”

“But under here, it’s still me. It’s Sherry.”

“It’s just fucking weird.”

Esme giggled. “I’ll kiss you.” She leaned in and kissed my doppelganger.

Her and Sherry giggled.

Ayla leaned over and kissed me.

“I get to kiss the real thing,” she said.

“What about me?” Tara glanced at me and my doppelganger.

Sherry leaned forward and kissed Tara.

“It’s not like kissing Remy at all,” Tara said. “But I kind of like it.”

They all giggled.

“Okay, enough fun and games,” I said, still creeped out. “The effect isn’t going to last forever. Sherry, go and do your thing.”

Sherry walked toward the soldiers guarding the palace’s shield wall.

“It’s me, Remy!” she shouted. “I’m the incredibly, undeniably handsome man you want to kill so, so badly.” She removed her shirt. A bit theatrical. “Come and get me!”

The soldiers drew their scimitars and approached her. Sherry ran in the other direction, and they pursued.

The four of us then crept out toward the shield wall. I punched a hole in it with my Shield Breaking Ring. We slipped inside.

By now, Sherry had hopefully gone invisible, lost her tail, and then used her escape door to get back to base. She’d have fulfilled her part of the plan, and could now guard the base with Maria.

Unfortunately, I wouldn’t be able to use her fire abilities inside the palace. But I had wind, ice, and water with me. Plenty of abilities to choose from if things got hairy.

And I expected they would.

Together, the four of us crept through the garden. We used the hedges to hide from patrols as we made our way toward the palace itself.

We paused when we saw Leric. He was with Adam, just outside the palace entrance. We were just close enough to hear their conversation.

“I’m sorry about Johana,” Adam said. “Rohan can be quite punitive.”

“It’s no matter. I can find another wife,” Leric replied, though it sounded so false. “No shortage of curseborn women.”

“But there is a shortage of curseborn men.” Adam looked at Leric as if he were fascinated by him. “You’re the only one I’ve ever met.”

Leric noticed us. He held two fingers behind his back, which signaled which room the prince was in. Two fingers meant the prince was in his bed chambers, resting.

“There were only a handful of men born on day one of the Cataclysm,” Leric said. “Wish I could tell you why, but I’m not the Shadowsoul.”

“Until I met you, I believed no men were born the day the Shadowsoul descended.”

“It’s a common misconception. But I’m proof that at least a few men were born that day.”

How were we supposed to sneak into the palace if they were so close to the entrance?

“Oh yeah, did you hear?” Leric said. “Remy is in town. A patrol spotted him, apparently.”

“Is that so?” Adam crossed his arms. “Then what are you doing here? Go look for him.”

“He defeated me.” Leric stared at the ground, as if in shame. “I’m afraid of losing to him again. Rohan would likely execute me, and I’ll follow Johana into the grave. I need your help to avoid her fate, Adam.”

“My help?” Adam pointed to himself. “Never thought you humble enough to admit your weaknesses. To be honest, I’m glad you finally decided to ask for help. I would love to aid you in capturing that stupid, ignorant American.”

Boy, he really despised me. But what was this talk of “capturing” me? I thought Adam wanted to banish me from this world using the Mirror Shard. Had he changed his mind?

The two of them walked toward the shield wall. Leric had played his part getting Adam out of the palace. Now the prince’s most powerful fighter wasn’t around to protect him.

I pulled the map Leric had drawn out of my soul storage. It contained the layout of the palace. I showed the girls exactly which hallways we needed to traverse to get to Johana.

We crouch-walked into the palace. We needed to be fast, needed to get Johana out before the prince alerted to our presence.

The first few hallways were empty. We rushed through them. Three sentries guarded the hallway right before the dungeon entrance.

Esme took out a sleeping potion from her soul storage. “I finally get to use this. I crafted it ages ago.” She tossed it at the three guards. The bottle shattered, and a blue mist seeped out. As soon as the guards inhaled it, they collapsed onto the floor in a pile.

The mist dissipated after a few seconds.

We stepped over their sleeping bodies and made our way down the stone staircase, into the dungeon.

According to Leric, Johana was being kept in a large cell at the very end of a long series of prison cells. All kinds of folks were locked up, here, it seemed.

I could figure out who was innocent and who was guilty among them once I’d killed the prince and seized the palace. For now, I ignored their pleas and hurried to find Johana.

She was sitting on the ground in her cell. An energy tether bound her hands. Leric had explained that this tether made it impossible for her to use her abilities.

When she saw us, an expression of tense shock erupted across her face.

“Leric sent us to help you,” I said. “First, tell me, how are you doing?”

“I’ve been better…” Her voice sounded so dry.

Esme pulled a jug of water out of her soul storage. She gestured for Johana to come closer so she could help her drink.

Like a thirsty animal, Johana tried to stick her whole head through the bars, but only managed to get her mouth through. That was enough for Esme to help her drink.

“Slowly,” I said. “There’ll be plenty more water where you’re going, I promise.”

Unfortunately, Leric had explained that the shield barrier around the palace nullified all escape doors. So we couldn’t just toss a bridging orb in there and bring her to safety.

I gave Esme a kiss. “It’s your turn, my love.”

Esme held onto my arms. “But I don’t want to leave you.”

“It’s all right.” I slipped the Shield Breaking Ring onto her finger. “I’ll be with you soon.”

Esme nodded. She stepped away and flexed her muscles.

“Ice Golem Form,” she whispered. “Commence.”

Ice encased her skin. She smashed through the bars with her hardened form. With incredible strength, she picked up Johana, then carried her down the hallway and back upstairs.

Ayla, Tara, and I hurried along to follow. Esme didn’t waste time. She used her strength to smash a hole in the wall, then headed straight for the shield barrier, Johana still in her arms. She punched a hole in the shield barrier before the guards alerted to her.

Thankfully, she tossed an escape door just in time. She and Johana went through it, and disappeared into the safety of the abandoned villa.

With the guards alerted to our infiltration, the prince would soon be told. It was time for a full-on blitz. We had to get to his chambers before he either called for reinforcements or escaped.

A mass of soldiers ran toward us from all ends of the palace. A deep trumpet sounded, obviously a signal to alert every soldier to our presence.

We ran back inside the palace and immediately encountered three guards.

I conjured my red sword and stabbed the first one. Ayla smashed the second with her hammer. Tara whipped the third until he went down.

Three guards eliminated, many more to go. We followed Leric’s map up the golden staircase, then down the hallway with the ornate hanging oil lamps that led to the prince’s bed chamber.

Four soldiers guarded the brilliantly patterned double-door that led directly to the prince. They each had crossbows. Ayla used her huge hammer to block the bolts, then smashed one of them. I slashed at another with my red sword while also releasing a Wind Blast at the remaining two. Tara stayed back to heal us, just in case.

With the four guards’ bodies sprawled over the hallway, nothing separated us from the prince but a door.

I reached into my soul storage for my Time Crown, then gave Ayla the nod.

She bashed the door down with her hammer, and we entered the prince’s chamber.

Rohan was sitting at a small, wooden table, a teacup in his hands. He took a sip, then set his teacup down and wiped his mouth.

“Tara, now!” I said. “Cthulhu time!”

“R-Remy…”

I turned to see a knife at Tara’s throat. Standing behind her, holding that knife, was Adam.

“Anyone makes a move and her blood spills onto the carpet,” the Londoner said.

Prince Rohan took another sip, then set down his teacup. He stood and strode over to me, a casual smile on his face.

“We finally meet, Remy. It’s been a long time coming.”


31






INTO THE GRAVE


Somehow, Adam and the prince had been ready for me. Did Leric betray us?

No matter, I had to do what I had to do.

I used the Time Crown.

Within five seconds, I threw down a soul cabin. I grabbed Ayla and pushed her through the door. I moved the knife away from Tara’s throat and dragged her into the door, too.

That was all I could manage in five seconds. Tara and Ayla were now safe in the soul cabin, at least for a few hours.

The door disappeared as soon as time resumed its flow.

“She’s vanished!” Adam yelled.

Prince Rohan laughed. “He’s wearing a Time Crown, Adam. I’m certain he intended to use it to assassinate me, but it seems he’s wasted the cooldown by choosing to save a few curseborn, instead.”

Prince Rohan was right. I had hoped the Time Crown would enable me to kill him. But now I’d have to kill him without stopping time, and without the aid of my harem.

Adam raised his fists. Claws made of white light formed on his knuckles just as a woman was walking down the hall, toward us. She had blond hair, blue eyes, and a creamy complexion. Her tits seemed eager to pop out of the white dress that barely contained her curvaceous form. A buxom blond if there ever was one.

“Meet Olana,” Adam said. “The best purchase I’ve ever made.”

“A human being can’t be bought and sold,” I replied.

“This isn’t Earth, Remy. The rules are different here. Stop imposing your small-minded morality on this place.”

Olana gazed at the floor. Her lips were such a luscious shade of pink. I could tell from her avoidant body language that she feared this scenario. And the way she kept back from Adam indicated that she feared him most.

Guards rushed into the hall from every opening.

I was now thoroughly surrounded.

“Allow me to demonstrate what I mean,” Adam said.

He turned to Olana and stuck his claws through her belly.

Olana let out a spine-curdling scream. She fell forward onto the ground, clutching her bleeding stomach.

“See?” Adam seemed so impressed with himself. “Curseborn aren’t people, Remy. Don’t mistake them as such.”

I reached into my soul storage for a healing potion. But Adam blocked the way to her, his claw fists raised.

“You going to spar with my holy fists?” He smirked. “Then let’s spar.”

Olana continued to wail.

“How can you be so cruel?” I asked.

“Wait, I’m not done.” Adam pointed to her wound.

A white light shimmered across her belly. Her wounds closed, and her wailing turned into rapid panting.

“Do you know where I got the ability to heal?” Adam asked.

I shook my head, still shocked and confused by whatever twisted point he was trying to make by hurting his soulbond.

“I got it from her. She could have healed herself, Remy, but she didn’t. She suffered because I ordered her to. I’ve trained her properly, you see. She’s obedient the way a dog is. And so I don’t consider our soulbond to be the same as a marriage between a husband and a wife. It’s more like the relationship between a master and a slave.”

Prince Rohan chuckled. “Very good, Adam. You have finally accepted what I’ve been teaching you. You’ve left your Earthly thinking behind and embraced our ways.”

So the prince had taught Adam to think in this twisted manner.

“The commoners don’t know this, but I’m soulbonded to over a hundred curseborn women,” Rohan said. “I can draw power from any of them, any time I want. So when I heard about your desire to end my life, I wasn’t frightened. Rather, I was hoping I’d make a new friend.”

Olana finally got back on her feet. Sweat covered her gorgeous face.

“You and I can’t be friends.” I gave Rohan my most disdainful snicker. “Adam may be a spineless piece of shit who’ll grovel beneath your feet for power, but I’m not.”

“He was stubborn, too, at first,” Rohan said. “What did you say your job was back in England, Adam?”

“I was a writer for the Daily Mail.”

I would never have guessed he was a journalist.

“Ah, yes. And I recall you were not very appreciated in your world.” Rohan came closer. He now stood a handspan away from me. “As for you, I hear you taught children math. Teachers have it bad in your world, don’t they? You probably had to fight for every shred of dignity.”

I shook my head. “I didn’t have to fight for dignity. I had it within me, and I haven’t let it go.”

“Yes, well, people sell their dignity for less than what I’m offering.” Rohan smiled at me. “So here’s what I propose. Stop trying to overthrow me, and take your place by my side. You can have any woman you set your eyes upon. Even if she’s married, doesn’t matter, go ahead and take her. Goldcores and soulcores and any amount of wealth will be yours. Build yourself a palace next to mine, if it pleases you.

“I wouldn’t offer these things to just anyone,” Rohan continued. “I offer them to you because I know your power. I know you were brought here from Earth by the World Mirror, which means your power is multiplied many times. You and Adam can reach heights that even I can’t attain. But I was born from this soil. I descend from a dynasty that has ruled for seven hundred years. It’s not just me you would be overthrowing, but the dynasty that everyone reveres.

“If somehow you did succeed, the emperor would send waves and waves of his best sorcerers to reclaim this island. You see, even I have someone above me. And above the emperor are only the gods.”

Was that his pitch? I would’ve spat on the floor, but I’d been raised never to do that. “Fuck you and fuck the emperor,” I said instead. “I refuse to ever be allied with scum like you.”

“Don’t be such a hotheaded fool, Remy,” Adam said. “The prince and the emperor have done more than anyone to restore this world after the Shadowsoul’s descent. They help the people stay safe behind the shield walls. Without them, there wouldn’t be commerce on the scale that there is. They bring order and prosperity.”

“They also perpetuate the mistreatment of curseborn!” I gritted my teeth.

“Who cares?” Adam sighed, obviously weary of my obstinance. “Curseborn are just women, and a few men, born on a single day twenty years ago. They are a tiny, tiny fraction of a fraction of the population. To maintain order, sometimes you have to direct people’s fears toward those who are different. The curseborn, with all their frightful powers, are perfect for that.”

“The women I love happen to be curseborn. I won’t stand for it.”

“Oh come off it,” Rohan said. “The day the Shadowsoul descended, a portal opened in the sky. This portal led to a place called the Nihility, wherein primordial gods stir. The souls of those born that day were all touched by the Nihility, thus each gained powers from the gods themselves. And so we have to keep the curseborn beneath our boot, otherwise they will rise in their strength. They would oppress us with powers that simply do not belong in this world.”

The Nihility sounded like an interesting place. I wonder if that was where I’d gone earlier when I was speaking to that Deep One.

Nothing else these two had said was interesting, though. It was all vile drivel, and I’d let them drone on for long enough. Hopefully long enough for a certain curseborn man to complete his role in our little heist.

Besides, we were having this conversation in the middle of a hallway, surrounded by soldiers with their weapons drawn. The tension would erupt, soon enough.

Any moment, Adam could stick his claws in my back. One of the soldiers could shoot me with a crossbow or impale me on a lance. Tara wasn’t here to heal me.

My life dangled on a thin thread, but I was as close to the prince as I was ever going to get. If I were going to try and take his life, I had to do it now.

And yet, I’d used up my best cards.

Except I still had one left. But it all depended on a man I was very hesitant to trust.

I tossed a bridging orb on the ground, beneath the prince’s legs. Then I dove forward into him, pushing both of us through the door.

I landed on top of the prince, in the deserted villa. Adam, Olana, and the soldiers couldn’t get through in time.

“I have him!” I shouted to the girls.

They all conjured their weapons and surrounded us.

Prince Rohan laughed. “Wait… how did you get through my bridging barrier?”

Leric had succeeded in deactivating it. He hadn’t betrayed us, after all.

I stood, conjured my red sword, and lunged at the prince’s heart.

My lightblade deflected off his body. Sparks flew, as if his body were encased in some sort of shield.

“Here’s the thing.” Prince Rohan dusted his princely attire as he stood. He readjusted his eye patch. “You may think you have trapped me. But in reality, it is I who have trapped you.”

“I can see his shield percentage,” Maria said with her spectacles on. “Your attack removed only 1% of his shield!”

Rohan faced Maria. “Shouldn’t have told them my secret.” He raised his palm. A beam of light shot out of it.

It hit Maria. Her clothes burned. She flew backward, into the wall.

A Water Heal immersed Maria’s body.

Seconds later, Maria stood and conjured her water whip, her clothes in tatters. “I won’t go down so easily.”

Esme leaped in the air and came down upon Rohan with her katana. Rohan palmed a light beam at her, causing her to fly backward.

Maria healed Esme so fast, I didn’t even have a chance to see the damage that hit had done. Esme even landed on her feet.

“I’ve not had this much fun since I fought and defeated my own brothers,” Rohan said with a grin. Suddenly, his grin turned into a venomous scowl. “You’re all going to follow them into the grave!”
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HEAD


With his shield at 99%, Rohan stood unbowed in the face of our many weapons.

Sherry cast Small Meteor on him. It smashed against his shield and dissolved into dust.

“98%,” Maria called out.

Esme hit him with an ice arrow.

“97.9%,” Maria said.

Rohan conjured a morning star. The spiky ball at the end of the weapon was formed from golden lightning. “Enough is enough. All of you must lay down on the ground with your hands behind your backs. Do not resist as I bind your hands with energy tethers.”

“That’s not going to happen,” I said.

“You’re really intent on making this the most fun day of my life, aren’t you?” Rohan smirked. “I want to kill you all here and now, I really do. But it would be so much better for the common folk if I executed each of you in a grand ceremony at Chop Chop Square. It would reassure everyone that criminality has consequences. You see, without belief in the order of things, the world we’ve been struggling to rebuild since the Cataclysm would break down, and the Shadowsoul will win as it watches us tear each other apart.”

I hit Rohan with an Ice Blast, hoping it would freeze him so we could whittle down his shield. But the icicles simply recoiled off the shield.

“97%.”

Fucking frustrating. He was resistant to status effects, too.

How in the hell were we going to defeat him?

Ayla and Tara teleported into the room. They’d obviously decided not to stay in the soul cabin I’d thrown them into, probably because they wanted to help me, even at risk to their own lives.

Though I respected their decision, I hated that they were now in danger.

“Sorry, Remy,” Ayla said. “But I couldn’t just sit in that cabin and worry about your fate.”

“Neither could I,” Tara added. “We’re with you, no matter what.”

“Ah, looks like your backup has arrived.” Rohan let out a dark chuckle. “Soon enough, mine will, too. Soldiers will surround this villa. I suppose I won’t kill you. But I am going to cause you tremendous pain!”

He flung his morning star at Maria. I pushed her out of the way, taking the brunt of the hit. The lightning bit into my bones. It would’ve paralyzed me, but Ayla was wearing the Status Resist Ring.

Tara used Water Heal on me.

Sherry took the opportunity to hit Rohan in the back with her flame spear. But it did nothing. Rohan turned and smashed her chest with his morning star.

She cried out.

Tara healed her immediately. Esme poured a paralysis-curing potion over her head.

“Your healers are annoying,” Rohan said. “They really are preventing me from maximizing my fun. I think I’ll kill them now and leave the rest of you for my executioner at Chop Chop Square.”

Rohan shot a rope of light out of his hand. It wrapped around Tara’s neck. He shot another out of his other hand at Maria’s neck.

“You fucking bastard!” I conjured my ice katana and cut both ropes with swift slashes.

Ayla and Esme made sure Tara and Maria were okay while I kept my focus on Rohan.

“Impressive, Remy,” Rohan said. “No normal man would’ve been able to cut those ropes. It pains me to see you throw your potential away in this vain attempt to unseat me.”

Poking at him with our weapons and abilities wasn’t going to work. We needed a way to break his shield. And we needed it now.

But how? I’d never come across a shield like this. It seemed resistant to every single element. Every weapon type, ability, and status effect.

Rohan shot a beam at Esme. She smashed into the wall, and remained stuck to it. Ropes of light wrapped around her hands and legs, binding her.

Tara healed her, but it didn’t remove the status effect.

Rohan did the same to Sherry, and then to Ayla. Ayla resisted it once, but Rohan hit her again, ensnaring her. All I could do was watch in horror as each of my wives was immobilized.

I could still draw from their mana, though. I raged toward Rohan with my katana. But as soon as my blade hit his shield, it recoiled from the impact, as if I’d slammed my blade into a steel wall.

“It’s no use, Remy.” Rohan scratched his cheek. “How about this — join me, and I’ll spare two of them. Choose your favorite and your second favorite. The rest will have to die. The people need their entertainment, after all.”

“They are all my favorite, you piece of dangling elephant shit!”

“I’m sure that isn’t true. A man always has favorites.”

“Not this man.”

“I don’t believe it.”

“You’re a coward, Rohan. Hiding behind your shield. Fight me for real.”

Rohan laughed. “I’m the ruler of this island. I’m not going to risk life and limb fighting someone like you without a shield.”

Where was he generating that shield from? If only I could deactivate it.

Rohan walked toward Esme, who was still stuck to the wall, tethers of light around each of her limbs. He raised his morning star above her head.

“This one is your favorite, isn’t she? You have a special fondness for her. Let me guess — she was your first wife. Our firsts are always special, aren’t they?”

“What are you going to do to Esme?” I asked.

“I’m going to watch you cry and beg as I drain her of life.”

“Remy…” Esme looked at me with tears in her eyes. “I’m sorry I was so weak.”

“It’s not your fault,” I said.

“No, it’s yours.” Rohan laughed. “Too weak to protect your wives. Now you’ll have to watch the first one die!”

Rohan came down upon Esme with the full force of his morning star.

Just then, the ceiling exploded. A man crashed through it, his void spear forward. He impaled Rohan with it, then smashed a white orb into Rohan’s shield.

A white light immersed Rohan. It looked like static electricity.

“0%,” Maria said in disbelief. “His shield is gone!”

Leric thrust his spear at Rohan’s chest. Rohan caught him with his tether, then flung Leric against the wall, causing the cement to crack.

I took this chance to conjure my wind hammer. I smashed Rohan in the chest. He flew through the wall, creating a huge hole, and landed somewhere outside the villa.

I immediately ran toward Esme. I cut her tethers, then did the same for Ayla and Sherry. We all hugged.

“I’m sorry,” I said to them.

“Don’t be,” Ayla replied.

“We’d all die for you,” Sherry said.

Tara cast her Augmenting Rain on everyone. I felt revitalized. Ready.

I brandished my flame spear in one hand and my ice katana in the other.

“Let’s kill that fuck!” I said.

I rushed through the hole in the villa wall. Rohan had healed himself and was dusting off his princely attire. His shield hadn’t regenerated, thankfully.

“That fucking traitor.” Rohan gritted his teeth. “Those shields are incredibly rare. I should never have shared my secrets with a curseborn. He’ll pay with his life.”

I thrust my spear and slashed Rohan at the same time. He dodged my spear but my blade cut through his arm and across into his neck.

Rohan spat blood. While I wound up to slash him again, a Holy Heal immersed him. He backstepped away from me.

Adam and his holy soulbond Olana appeared at the head of dozens upon dozens of soldiers.

Leric and my wives came to my side. Johana, too. Everyone wielded their weapons.

“Kill them all!” Rohan shouted.

The soldiers let out a war cry and ran toward us. Some fired crossbow bolts at us. Others wielded spears and swords.

Ayla hit the mass of them with a Wind Blast. Sherry summoned down meteors. Esme went into her Ice Golem Form and shielded us from the crossbow bolts while smashing as many soldiers as she could. Tara and Maria kept everyone’s health topped up.

“Keep Adam busy,” I said to Leric and Johana. “I’m going for Rohan.”

Still dual wielding a spear and katana, I hurried through the mass of soldiers toward Rohan. Leric and Johana opened a void portal in the air. Tentacles streamed out of it toward Adam.

Adam tried to use his claws to cut them down, but he missed one. Oil spilled out of the tentacle and immobilized him. Before Olana could cure him, a tentacle hit her, as well. Both were completely immobilized.

Rohan jogged away from me. He ran into an alley and reached into his soul storage for an orange bridging orb. Before he could toss it onto the ground, I sniped it with an ice arrow. Then I dual wielded water whips and lashed both his hands.

I pulled on the whips and forced him to kneel. Rohan glared at me with rage.

“You think this will make you… what… a king?” He shook his head. “No one will respect your orders. Not unless you kill thousands, first. You see, it’s only fear that creates order, Remy. Are you ready for that?”

I tightened the hold of my water whips just to watch him squirm. “I’m not going to rule by fear. I’m going to make people’s lives better. They’re going to obey me because they’re going to love the benefits I bring.”

“You’re so fucking naive.”

“Maybe so. I probably have a lot to learn about ruling. Too bad you won’t be around to watch me grow.”

I released my water whips, conjured my ice katana, and sliced his head clean off.

His headless body thumped onto the ground. The sight of it was surreal. It almost seemed cruel to do what I’d just done, but the man had given me no choice. Besides, the world was better off with him dead.

I picked up his dripping head by the hair. I almost vomited from the stench of it, and from the mere fact that it was a human head I’d just severed. But I had to do what I had to do. I walked back toward the villa, then held it up to show all the soldiers that their prince was dead. That they had nothing left to fight for.

As soon as he saw it, Adam, who’d just broken free from the oil, tossed a bridging orb on the ground and ran through the door. He didn’t even bother to take Olana with him. I suppose that was a good thing; it meant we could help her.

The soldiers looked upon Prince Rohan’s head, their eyes awash with disbelief. The commanders among them dropped their weapons and surrendered, which led to them all doing the same.
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It took a few hours for news to spread throughout the city. But soon enough, every soldier had heard of their prince’s demise. A few of them chose to board a ship headed for the mainland. Another portion of them decided to flee the city and return to their homes in the settlements. But most came to the palace and offered their allegiance to me.

Unfortunately, I had to keep Rohan’s head displayed on a spike. Having it around creeped me out, but it was the ultimate proof that I’d killed their all-powerful prince. It gave me the right to rule through strength.

I wasn’t going to rely on strength forever. I’d meant what I said about bringing benefits to the people. But since they only understood strength, having been ruled that way for so long, I needed to project as much of it as possible. Otherwise, looting and anarchy would follow. Many people would die. It would be an awful way to begin my rule.

It wasn’t just the soldiers who came to offer allegiance at the palace. The nobles visited me, too. Alfonso of Soreto was the first. He was a very big man. I reminded myself that he was also a scumbag. That said, I couldn’t punish all the nobles for past misdeeds. I’d need some of them on my side in order to grow my influence.

“Congratulations, my king.” Alfonso bowed his head. “Honestly, it’s good to see a new face on that throne.”

The throne wasn’t very comfortable. All kinds of shiny jewels poked into my back.

“It’s customary to bring a gift when you visit a king, isn’t it?” I asked.

Alfonso gestured to one of his servants. The man unloaded a bag of goldcores at my feet. I counted at least thirty.

“I have twenty more bags for you, my king.” Alfonso smiled at me.

I smiled back. “Instead of giving them to me, how about you pay your debts?”

“A wise idea. I’ve been carrying too many debts, lately.”

“Rohan may have let that slide, but I won’t, Alfonso. Commoner and noble alike must pay what they owe.”

Alfonso nodded. “I agree wholeheartedly. Rest assured that I intend to.”

“Good.” I gestured to the goldcores at my feet. “You can use them to repair the holes my wife and I made in your mansion.”

“I wanted to do a little remodeling anyway.” Alfonso chuckled. “It’s all water under the bridge, Your Majesty.”

Alfonso bowed and backstepped slowly to the exit.

I knew men like him couldn’t be trusted. He was sucking up to me because he wanted to keep his wealth, land, and entitlements. But once the emperor on the mainland sent his fleet and soldiers to retake this island, men like him would be the first to betray me.

That is, unless I made them see that I could defeat the emperor. That I was a better bet.

Once the throne room had been cleared for the day, I decided to fulfill a promise I’d made.

I invited Ayla, and Ayla alone, to come sit with me on the throne.

There wasn’t enough room, so she had to sit in my lap. The feel of her behind on my crotch was second to none. Her cheeks just took the perfect shape. They were warm, too.

“King Remy.” She kissed me with tongue. “King Remy. King Remy. King Remy.”

“It sounds so good, doesn’t it?”

“I love the sound of it so much, I can’t stop saying it.”

It had been a whirlwind of a day. I could hardly process all that had happened.

Ayla kissed me on the forehead. “You must be so tired.”

“Can I tell you something?”

She caressed my head. “Of course.”

“There was a moment there when I thought… when I thought all was lost. When I thought I’d failed you all.”

“Funny. I knew you’d win.”

“Really?”

Ayla nodded and kissed me again. “You always win, Remy.”

“But I thought… I really thought I was about to watch him kill each of you.”

“You know why you won?” She clasped my cheeks with her warm hands. “It’s because you made others believe in you. Even people who once hated you, like Leric. When you rescued Johana, you showed him what you were all about. You made him believe in you, Remy.”

It wasn’t just about projecting strength. It was about showing people there was a better way to live.

“You’re so right, my love.” I gave her a kiss full of all my feelings. “Thank you for believing in me.”

“I’ll always believe in you. And I’ll always love you.”

Our tether appeared. It blazed the color of a lush forest. It got blindingly bright, as if a new dawn were shining upon that forest. All of Ayla’s love flowed into me. It coursed through my veins, combining with my love for her.
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Our tether disappeared. We began to make out. Though my ass hurt from sitting on this uncomfortable throne, I had to fulfill my promise to Ayla. I had to fuck her on this seat of power.

I pulled off her shirt. Neither of us had bathed, so we were both sweaty. But she smelled like green grapes, so I didn’t mind at all. I stuck my face between her gorgeous breasts, then sucked on her nipples.

She had to stand to get her pants and underwear off. I took that opportunity to get naked. The chair felt so much harder on my naked behind. But my cock wanted this, so I wouldn’t let the pain in my ass stop me.

Ayla climbed back onto me, then straddled my crotch with her pussy. She carefully let my cock slip into her hole. Once it was fully in, she moaned.

“You’ll have to ride me,” I said. “This chair makes it impossible for me to move.”

“Only too gladly, my king.”

Ayla bounced on my cock. She stuck her tongue in my mouth. We made out like crazed lovers.

I clutched her ass cheeks. They were like dough in my hands. The feel of them helped me forget how much my ass hurt. I was going to need a serious massage after this.

I sucked on Ayla’s bottom lip as she moaned with delight.

“How do you like your king’s cock?” I asked.

“I love my king’s cock.”

Ayla stuck her tongue in my ear. She swirled it around, making me moan. I kissed down her neck, then delighted in the taste of her nipples.

“I’m going to come,” she whispered.

“Come for your king.”

“Will the king give his seed to his queen?”

“Of course.”

As Ayla’s juices drenched my crotch, my cum shot up into her. I squeezed her ass cheeks as I deposited a gallon of seed. We moaned and kissed as our orgasms multiplied.

A lot of our fluids had gotten on the velvety seat of the throne. I suppose we’d now left our mark on it, no matter what happened.

The next day, I made a fast travel point in the throne room. Then I returned to the onsen along with all my wives.

I allowed Leric and Johana to join us, as well. He’d had every opportunity to betray me, especially after we rescued Johana. He could’ve taken her and ran. But both him and his wife stayed behind to help us finish the job.

Miranda clapped upon our return. “King Remy.” She bowed her head. “It’s so nice to make your acquaintance.”

“I’m still the same Remy,” I said. “You don’t have to treat me different.”

“How magnanimous of you.”

She’d added a few new buildings to our little town, and also expanded the size of the shield barrier to encompass them. All the new structures were spread around the hot spring. She’d also destroyed the old bridges that ran across the lake and built new, larger ones.

“Keep it up,” I said. “Minister Miranda.”

That was the first time I’d seen Miranda smile. And I liked what I saw.

I rested and relaxed in the hot pool. I’d have to return to Port City to meet more ministers and nobles, as well as guild leaders. But for now, I definitely needed a bit of rest.

The girls enjoyed the pools, too. Leric and Johana seemed shy to join us, however. Good. As much as I appreciated what Leric had done, I didn’t want another man crowding our little onsen. Since Miranda was building a public onsen on the other side of the lake, he and Johana could use that one.

And yet, Leric came up to me while I was relaxing in the pool. He was fully clothed, thankfully.

“We need to talk,” he said.

I groaned. “Can it wait?”

He shook his head. “It’s about the emperor.”

“What about him?”

“You killed his nephew.” Leric steeled his eyes. “He’s coming for your head, Remy.”

-
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